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FRONT TO BACK

This month we've added four more
pages, and included fraternity and
sorority news in our department set-
up.

We're all proud and pink all over.
Reason for the chest popping is a
zany little opus entitled “Avrulet!
Avrulet!” The author achieved the
title by striking the first seven keys
on the typewriter that he happened
to find. It's that kind of a story.

We know you won’t miss it but
sling an ample eye in the direction
of our Campus Glamor for this
month. And while you're at it take
a gander at the Fashion layout.
There’s a background effect that defi-
nitely looks professional, we think,
and credit for it all goes to ATO’s
Warren Roll, who took all the pics
this month, and a damn good job
they are, too.

You may recall “ ’Nother Whiskey
N'Soda™ in the October issue. This
month, Ted Jennison handed in “The
Intruders” and while the dialogue
doesn’'t make Hemingway blush, the
presentation and plot are unique
enough to hold your reading atten-
tion.

That’s the story for this month
then. You'll probably notice the
ahsence of turkey, in what we sup-
pose should be a Thanksgiving issue.
But most of our turkeys will be found
n print.

See you in December.
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COVERING UP

Striking cover, isn't it? Sort of a
hit and miss affair. But definitely
different. Later on, when we are
rich and powerful like the Campus
we will bring something done in
delicate magenta or subtle orchid.
Meanwhile credit for this month’s
brainstorm goes to our chief cocaine
eater, Bonnie Cratty, who also
doubles in brass as Makeup Editor.

We really slipped up by not men-
tioning the artist who designed the
cover for the initial issue. I.ouis
Thil:odeau is responsible for the neat
spray of pine needles et cetera that
framed the first cover. C'est bon,
M’sieu, c’est bon.
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- The Intruders

“That house. Oh yes, old man
Michealson lived there—died last
year. People seem to think he had
a lot of money, but no one has any
idea where it all went to. What
did he die of 7 Old age I guess, or
God knows what it might be. If
he’d been murdered I don’t think
there’d have been any investiga-
tion—no one cared.

“I suppose if someone had the
patience to dig out his past, if it’s
possible, there'd be a reason for the
way he was. T sort of wish I knew.
There must have been something in
his life that made a vast impression
on his mind. God knows what it
was. I doubt if he was capable of
love in any way. He just wasn’t
that kind.”

“Tell me, did he have a lawyer ?”

“No, he didn’t. There was a
woman that came once a week to
clean the place. She was the one
that discovered him lying on the
sofa, dead. She was the only person
that had been in the house for
twenty vears. Couldn't get much
out of her. T don’t think she knew
a hell of a lot. She said he was
quiet and seldom spoke to her. He
went off in the other end of the
house when she was cleaning. Left
her money each week, in cash, by
the umbrella stand in the front hall.

“She said he had a typewriter
that he always carried from room
to room. We found it by the sofa
when we went in to investigate.
Battered old thing but it worked.”

“What else did vou find?”

“There were manuscripts in a
cabinet in his bedroom and a lot of
papers around the house, all neatly
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arranged wherever we found them,
Everything seemed to be in perfect
order. Guess he was a systematic
old goat. No, there wasn’t anything
that gave us any clue to his past.
We didn’t read all the stuff—just
glanced at it to see if there was any-
thing important. The papers were
just stories, and there were a few
manuscripts that were long enough
to be boaoks.

“He didn’t have any bank account,
and didn’t trade at anyplace con-
sistently. A lot of storekeepers
knew who he was and said he came
in now and then to buy groceries
and other items he might need
around the house. Funny thing—he
never had electricity. All the lamps
were gas. He didn't have any
modern conveniences at all. He had
an icebox but the man always left
the ice by the back door. He must
have taken it in himself. Pretty
good for a man of some eighty-odd
vears. That was his age as closely
as we could tell.”

The other man, the vounger of
the two, leaned forward and spoke.
“Somehow this poor old individual
interests me. I'd like to know the
why and wherefore of his lonely life.
Where are those papers? Are they
still in the house?”

“Yes, they're in there to this day.
No one wants them and as vet no
one seems to care what it was that
led him to this life with his own
conscience.”

“Could we send someone over to
get the papers?”

“We could try, but I doubt very
much if anvone would do it. You
see this 75 a small town and when

‘stories start—well-—you know the

answer. The house is supposedly
haunted by the old guy’s spirit, and
none of these superstitious people
will go near the place.”

“What do you say we go over
there ourselves and brave the fel-
low’s ghost?” he questioned laugh-
ingly.

“Suits me.”

The two men strode across the
street and walked up to the front
door. One of them pulled out a
bunch of keys, found the right one,
and unlocked it.

There was a creaking noise as the
door swung open. They stepped in,
and as they did, the door slammed
shut behind them., They flashed
their lights about the hall. The
dust was thick from the collection
of the past vear and rose, trying
vainly to choke them and drive
them away from the mystery that
shrouded the old man’s life.

“No need of going in there,” said
the older man. “He never used that
room. The only ones he did use
were his bedroom, the living room,
and the kitchen.”

“Wait a minute. He wouldn’t
use the other bedrooms or the dining
room of course but what is this
room on the right? It looks as
though it might be a library. Why,
if he wrote, wouldn’'t he use his
library ?”

“I know what you're thinking,
but there isn't anvthing in there
that will be of anv help. We looked
it over. It was apparent at the time
of his death that the room hadn’t
been entered for years. We had to
force the lock to get in. That’s an-
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other queer thing—we couldn’t find
any keys about the place. The only
one was the one the cleaning woman
used. Enough of this—let’s go up-
stairs—the manuscripts are there.”

They went up the creaking stairs
and into the bedroom. They shone
the flashlights around the room and
in the corner they found a large
pile of articles, all typewritten me-
ticulously. Their eyes lit on one
that seemed to stand out above the
others—The Intruders.

“Let’s take this one down into
the living room. The real estate
company still has the gas on and we
can read it there in case there is any
reference to anything we might want
to look for.”

The two men went into the living
room and made themselves comfort-
able on the old worn-out divan.
One of them took the manuscript
in his hands and opened it.

“You know, that'’s a strange name
for a story—The Intruders. It's
not very long and yet—among all
the stuff up there in his room—we
hoth picked this. Well, we might
as well read it and see what there is
to the thing.”

He began reading. It went as fol-
lows: “The elder man was police
commissioner for the mearby city.
He had, at times, helped the sinall
town police force when they were
slort-handed. He didn't mind at all
because his home was with these
s‘mple, insignificant country folk.
He had officiated at the sketchy in-
vestigation and, when the coroner
declared that the death was natural,
le dropped it from his mind. The
key was left in his possession until
someone might claim the things that
were left.”

The story continued, “The voun-
ger of the two was an old fanuly
acquaintance who was in the news-
paper business. He was visiting the
commissioner for a few days.

“The old house brought up the
topic of the life and death of that
unknown genius. The two men dis-
cussed what was known about the
old fellow. No, no one knew much
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about lum. They didn’t know lhow
he had spent lis weary life writing
things that no common person could
understand. It was far above thew
powers  of  comprehension. He
laughed crasily as he thought about
these poor insignificant characters
that wwent about their menial tasks,
not knowing what lay behind those
darkened walls. Yes, they thought
he was crasy. Thev didiw't know,
they couldu’t know what a genius
he was.”

The two men looked at each other
wonderingly. The elder read on.
"W hat of these two men? They were
going to find out what lay in back
of all this mystery. What the old
man was like. W hat he wrote about
and what le thought. Yes, these
stupid people were going to learn
the sccrets of Hus gemius and find
out what made him the way he was.
They would never know because
they would never have the powers
that e possessed.

“

They came into the house and
with flashlights they tried to lighten
the way. W hat obtuseness!—tricd to
lighten the way with flashlights.
Hhat could they cver hope to find
with artificial light? What could
they hope to find and wunderstand
with their feeble minds? Nothing.

“As they wallked over the dusty
hall and up the aged stairs they
thought they were close to the hid-
den meaning. They never werce and
never would be close to it. The utter
gall of these two, trying to enter
into that man's world with their
blunt, cragy ideas. They went into
the bedroom and their eves fell on
the manuscript—THE INTRUDERS.
What could be wmore fitting? 1Vhat
could better describe these two?

“In their eagerness thev went
down nto his living room and sat
down to vead THEIR story.”

The older of the two spoke. “Do
you realize that it is our story that
we're reading? This story is dated
ten vears ago and yet, it is what
we're doing tonight. It’s what we've
done up to this very minute.”

“Yes, I know,” said the younger.

“T wonder what it will bring. What
it will lead us to.” He laughed sar-
castically.

The elder man read on. “These
two men read the story and soon re-
alized that the old man knew. He
knew ten years before, where they
would be that night. He knew they
would be trving to solve the life of
a man that was the greatest genius
of all time. Was he crazy? These
two men knew that night that he
wasw't.  They knew what he haed
been doing these past years but they
would never know why. They would
never tell.

“Yes, they realised that he had
known and they were reading and
listening intently to find out more.
IWhat did they want to find? Was it
stIl curiosity, or was it now the old
law of self-preservation? Were they
not waiting to learn their fate?”

The two men leaned forward and
sat lightly on the edge of the divan.
They look.d at each other, not speak-
ing or moving—not daring to. The
younger man didn’t laugh anymore.
His face was stony white in all seri-
oustess.

The story went on. “Yes, they
read on, looking at each other often
for a little assurance. They lknew
more than any man had ever known
but—they would not tell. He laughed
as le thought about these people.
These poor obtuse humans—they
couldw't appreciate his genius—ihey
were too concerned with their own
welfare.  That was typical of the
people in this world. They were all
that way—seclfish—rotten individu-
als who didn’t have the brains or
common sense to know what lay De-
lund the walls of death. He could
never tell them—they wouldn’t un-
derstand—he wouldn’t want them to
—they didi’t deserve that trust.”

The two men glanced at each
other and the elder continued the
story.  “Yes, those two men read
on and on, taking it all in and strain-
ing their eves to find out the secret
of the old wman and of themselves.
They changed positions uneastly—

(Continued on Page 4)
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Then there was the one about the boy
who was on trial for the murder of his
father and mother and who pleaded for
mercy on the grounds he was an orphan.

“Those are my grandmother’s ashes
over there.”

“Oh, so the poor soul has passed on.”

“No, she's just too lazy to look for an

ashtray.”
—Ski-U-Mah

A psychiatrist was interviewing an el-
derly lady who had come to him for treat-
ment.

Patient: “Doctor, my friends think I
am crazy because I like waffles.”

Doctor: “Why, that’s nothing.
waffles myself.”

Patient : “That’s wonderful. Why don't
you come up to my house? I have a whole
trunk full of them.”

I like

Les Cohen sez that marriage is like a
hot bath—it ain't so hot once you get
used to it.

She: “Would you like to see where I
was operated on for appendicitis?”
He: “No, thanks, I hate hospitals.”
—Ski-U-Mah

My kitty has gone gallivanting,

I don’t know where she’s at.

Curse this city

That lured my kitty;

By dawn she’ll be a cat.
—Ski-U-Mah

A hillbilly had been courting a moun-
tain gal for some time. At last her father
spoke up: “You've been seeing my daugh-
ter for nigh on to two years now. What
are your intentions—honorable or dishon-
orable?”

Young man: “You mean I got a
choice ?”

An elderly lady visiting a zoo wanted
to ride a camel., The keeper hoisted her
up but was unable to make the camel
move.

At last the lady dismounted and started
to pet it. Suddenly it went running off
as fast as it could. The keeper turned to
the old lady :

“Madam,” he asked, “what did you do
to him?”

“Why, I tickled him,” she replied.

“Well,” said the keeper, “you’d better
tickle me too—I've got to catch him.”

—Ski-U-Mah

Intruders

(Continued from Page 3)

they were becoming restless. They
grew tired of the old maw’s prattling.
See, they couldnw’t understand him.
They never would. No, not even
if they looked at the painting on
the library wall. Ho, that struck a
familiar note with the older one. He
remeimbered there was a painting
on the library wall but no one had
had the curiosity to look at it.”

The two men looked at each other.

“Yes—that's right—I remember
it. It’'s on the wall—opposite the
door,” said the elder of the two.

“Well-—let's go in—and—take a
look at it.”

They started in and the elder
turned, “Wait a minute—before we
go in let’s read the rest of this page.”

As he continued reading the
vounger started to open the door.

The story went on. “Yes, they
wanted to see the painting. He
knew they would., They had that
contemptible curiosity that is bred
m the common man. They were at
the door, and as one read, the other
kept opening the door wider, slowly
and cautiously wider—not daring to
look inside. They still had those
absurd flashlights with them.

“What did they know of what
was to happen? What could they
know? Did thev have any idea of
their fate? Read on, wyou stupid
people, read on. They would soon
go in and look at the painting. The
door was opening wider. The flash-
light beam illuminated the floor and
crept steadily across the room to the
further wall. It crept up the wall—
about to light the painting—"

“Yes, go on,” said the vounger in
a fearful voice.

There was a moment of hesitation
that seemed like an eternity and then
slowly the page was turned. A
silence fell on the two as the light
neared the painting. They strained
their eves as thev stared at the
manuscript—the page was missing.

Have you heard about the garbage man’s
daughter? She’s not to be sniffed at.

DAT TRICK AT SLOPPY JOE'S

Have yer ever seen de waitress dat
woiks at Sloppy Joe's,

De cute little trick dat’s blonde, and
everybody knows?

She winked at me one day, and I got
prickly hot. _

If it woin't for me pride I tell youse,
['da fainted on de spot.

Chee, she sure is classy wit dem ear-
rings danglin’ down,

Take me woid for it, bub, she’s de
best dish in de town.

I seen her slinging beer one day over
de joint's old bar.

Ain’t never seen such stuff, even in
Little Willie’s Spar.

She’s never spilt de grub, ain’t never
broke a plate.

I’d ask her to hitch up if I ever t'oght
she’d wait.

But I guess she’s in her place poppin’
bottles for de bho’s

Yeah, she sure is some little dish,
dot trick at Sloppy Joe's.

—Jean Miller

If it's funny enough to tell, it’s been
told ; if it hasn’t been told, it's too clean;
and if it's dirty enough to interest a
frosh, the editors get kicked out of school.

—Syracusan

Then there was the guy who was so
broke that when he took his girl to the
beach, he couldn’t afford to hire an
umbrella. Instead he sat there and told
her shady stories.

Girls when they went for a swim
Once dressed like Mother Hubbard.
Now they have a bolder whim:
They dress more like her cupboard.

Every man has his wife, but the ice
man has his pick.
—Syracusan

Heard a story about a married student
from Bangor the other day. I.ast Christ-
man (just before they were married) his
wife gave him a book entitled The
Perfect Gentleman. This year she is
going to give him one called Wild
Animals T Have Known.

“Honey, while we're sitting out here
in the moonlight, I want to ask you a
question.”

“Yes, darling?”

“Could we move over a little, I'm
sitting on a nail.”
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Needle Neubdind

Spring is here
The grass is riz
I wonder where the flowers iz.

I wish I was a wittle egg

Away up in a twee

I wish I was a wittle egg

As wotten as could be.

And when some mean old teacher
Would holler out at me

I'd fwow my wotten wittle self
And spatter down on he.

A minister, making a call, and his host-
ess were sitting in the parlor when her
small son came running in, carrying a
dead rat. “Don’t worry, Mother, it’s dead.
We hashed him and beat him until”—and
noticing the minister for the first time,
he added in a lowered voice—*“until God
called him home.”

A Tennessee hillbilly built a rustic
house for his bride, in which he fashioned
windows but no doors. The nervous bride,
on her first look at her new home, asked
worriedly, “Where are the doors?”

“Doors?” her husband asked. “Are you
going someplace >”

Before marriage, the average man de-
clares that he will be master of the house
or know the reason why—after he has
been married a while, he knows the rea-
son why.

A man with more wealth than culture
finally succeeded in getting his son ac-
cepted at a private school. When the boy
came home for his first holiday, the old
man inquired as to how he was being
treated at school.

“Oh, not so badly,” the lad replied,
“only some of the masters say that I'm
illiterate.

“What!” the outraged father shouted.
“Then take your birth certificate back
to school and prove it to ’em that you
ain’t!”

We know of a business man who,
after twenty years of service with a
well-known concern, retired with a com-
fortable fortune of $50,000. He had
amassed this large sum through courage,
faithfulness, honesty, enterprise, attention
to duty, efficiency, careful investment of
his savings, and the death of an uncle who

left him $49,998.

Two men were watching a funeral
One turned to the other and asked,
“Whose funeral is this?”

“John Peters”

“John Peters! Don’t tell me he’s dead?”

“Well—what do you think they’re do-
ing with him—practicing ?”

When the pretty girl got on the bus,
the pale young fellow started to get up.
But she pushed him back in the seat and
said she preferred to stand. Again he
tried to get up and again she pushed him
back. Finally he yelled, “Now listen
lady—Ileave me alone. That was my stop
we passed three blocks back—Iwanna
get off.”

I eat my peas with honey

I've done it all my life;

It makes the peas taste funny,
But it keeps them on the knife.

Sober Bystander to weaving drunk: My
good man, why don’t you take the street
car home?

Drunk: Shno use, my wife wouldn’t let
me keep it in the house.

—Varieties

arship ability, for his unruly hair,
his taste (hizarre to say the least)
for clothes, and his fatal attraction
for the female of the species. Full
many a heartbroken maiden suffered
severe lacerations about the heart
throwing herself at the segment of
space Louis had just evacuated.
Realizing that he was not destined
to remain n a mill town hiding his
lust under a cord of pulpwood, Louis
soon shook the sawdust and shavings
from his feet and ventured forth up-
on the world. Anno Domini 1933
found him scintillating about the hal-
lowed halls of Hebron Academy,
learning about life in this wide, wide
world. and teaching it a few new

twists at the same time. Hebron
lolds a very dear place in our
LLouis's heart. He has bheen fre-

auently heard to say, “I owe a great
deal to the old school,”” hut investi-
gation shows that he paid all his hills
promptly.

NovemBrr, 1946

The fall of ’35 brought Louis to
the University of Maine. There his
bubbling personality, sturdy individ-
ualism, and natural leadership quali-
ties soon brought him to the atten-
tion of his superiors. The Benevo-
lent Order of the Owls took a spec-
1al interest in him and had him as a
guest at several of their weekly get-
togethers. Members of that order
recall him as “a very amusing fellow
with a highly malleable rump.”

Going international and answering
to the call of his heritage, Louis
transferred to Lavalle University in
Canada and studied at Chicoutimi
(vou pronounce it) College. This
period of his life is vague, but doubt-
lessly could e investigated further
to great advantage.

Returning to  MMaine, Louis be-
came a many-spoked wheel. In or-
der to spread his influence over as
wide an area as possible. at the same
time adding to his own already vivid

background, he interested himself in
numerous activities. Winter sports,
baseball. and track claimed his atten-
tions. So too did various organiza-
tions. He became an outstanding
member of Le Cercle Francais, El
Circulo Espanol (he traveled only
in the best circles), Phi Gamma Del-
ta, and the Loyal Sons of Patrick,
which at Maine is not limited to
Irishmen.

Mainly though, T.ouis was noted
for his contributions to Masque and
the Music Association. He was a
master musician (two music schol-
arships), student leader and presi-
dent of the Music Association. In
the Masque he hung up some sort
of a record. appearing in a round
dozen plays.

It is not to be thought that Louis
devoted all his time to constructive
activities. Quite the contrary, how-
ever, as he is now a faculty member.

(Continued on Page 10)
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the Commissar succeeds in recover-
ing his aplomb (it had rolled under
the table), and raising his hand, that
stately figure quells the clamor that
has arisen about him.

“It is with difficulty that T res-
train my emotions on hearing this
distressing information, but fear not,
Brothers; our Cause will prevail.
This situation is without doubt a
trick of the accursed capitalists,
hut—"

At this juncture, the door springs
open and a messenger enters with
undue haste. Undue Haste enters
into a conversation with Throckmor-
ton while the messenger whispers to
the Commissar.

“What "

“Yes!”

“No!”

“Yes!t”

“WellI" (This could go on all
night but I'm getting tired of back-
ing-up the typewriter for the excla-
mation points.)

With a gesture of exultant joy.
the Commissar turns (you guessed
it—on his heel) to the awaiting
assembly.

“Brothers—I have just received
news of great and far-reaching sig-
nificance.  The ILegislature of our
Noble State has authorized the a-
ward of a cash honus of $44.67 and

a firee trip to Augusta to every
veteran! From this hour we are
no longer the down-trodden prole-
tariat—we are capitalists! Long
live free enterprise!”

Amidst the roars of acclamation
that follow, the crestfallen figure of
Russell Z. Throckmorton may be
seen slinking unobtrusively out the
door. Stripped of all his pride, sha-
ken in his ideals, devoid of comrade-
ly brotherhood, nothing remains for
him but to drown his loneliness in
burning vodka. For Throckmor-
ton—bhenighted soul that he is—is
an ex-shipyard worker.

1 This strange title is a vulgarized ver-
sion of an ancient Abyssinian battle cry,
which degenerated, through usage, into a
primitive sort of mating call, and finally
into a shout of exultation. The word has
disappeared from common use except in
one remote section of the Abyssinian des-
ert. One segment of Mussolini’s conquer-
ing army adopted the expression in 1939.
Unfortunately, the unit was lost at sea
while enroute to Italy. However, one of the
soldiers had used the term in a letter to
his wife, and it was from this woman (in
a cellar outside of Naples) that I first
heard the word and learned its connota-
tion.

“What are you doing here, dear?”
“Looking for a hushand.”
“But you've got one.”
“That’s the one I’'m looking for.”
—the Log

I'm taking him home before he really gets into trouble.
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Loving and fooling and cutting
classes,

Living and seeing through rose-
colored glasses,

A beau, if she wills it, for any fair
lassie,

And a girl for the beau, if she’s
pretty and sassie,

Long rows of statistics and brightly
bound classics,

Not enough shirts and a dearth of
elastics,

Professors with long hair, and some
that have no hair,

And fraternity easy-chairs stuffed up
with mobhair,

Sorority sisters who gossip in book-
stores,

About guys who are “sharp-tacks”
and guys who are dull bores,

Radios playing at 2:30 a.m.,

And dances that shouldn’t be dances,
but mayhem,

Teams that come up to within scor-
ing distance,

And then lose the game by a fumble
or “miss-chance,”

The venerable antics of the campus
mayor,

And the treasurer’s window when
you are the payer,

PPeople who get A’s and don’t know
any hetter—

And, if I've missed anything, write
me a letter.

—Crair H. CHAMBERLAIN

Jerry: May I kiss you?
Syd: (Silence).
Jerry: May I please kiss you?
Syd: (More of same).
Jerry: Say, are you deaf?
Syd: No, are you paralyzed?
—NYU Varieties

Visitor : Where are the monkeys?

Keeper: They’re in the back making
love.

Visitor : Would they come out for some
peanuts ?

Keeper: Would you?
-~-Wabash Caveman

Iittle boy, who has just picked up worm,
“Poor iddle worm! Is your mudder and
father dead? Doeos oo want to be with
vour father and mudder ?”—Squish.

—the Log
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As far as campus bands go, The
Bears seem to be the only one in ac-
tion. There is plenty of talent around,
and somebody ought to take advan-
tage of it.

I was called down the other day
by a couple of cats on the campus
for having given Charlie Ventura,
Gene Krupa's tenorman, such a good
build-up without mentioning other
tenor greats such as Coleman Haw-
kins, Lester Young, Georgie Auld,
and Charlie Barnet.

Well, in defense of myself, T say
that T praised Veutura very highly
because at the time I was speaking
of his remarkable performance on
Gene Krupa's recording of “l.over.”
I did not say that Charlie is the
greatest tenorman alive or anvthing
similar to that. However, T will say
that he ranks very near the top on
my list of tenor sax virtuosos. On
top I would put Coleman lHawkins
and Georgie Auld. I rate Hawkins
very highly because of lis intricate
improvising on slower tunes such as
the immortal “Body and Soul” and
“Talk of the Town.” T like Georgie
Auld because of his terrific driving
choruses on hot tunes like “Air Mail
Special™ and “Concerto for Tenor.”
Georgie 1s really a madman.

The rest of my list is filled out
with such greats as lLester Young,
IMlinois Jacquet, Vido Musso, Don
Byas, Don Todice, Charlie Barnet,
ete.

A great many good records have
heen reaching the market lately.
Woody Herman cut a good novelty
disc entitled “No, Don't Stop.” It’s
a typical Herman vocal tune—intri-
cate arranging with a fine sax sec-
tion chorus.

For you Count Basie fans. there’s
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LOW NOTES

heen a good release of “Mutton-Leg”
which features the tenorman Lester
Young. It's a nice jump tune—typi-
cally Basie.

For the lovers of fine arranging,
Elliot Lawrence’s “Five O’Clock
Shadow” is available. It is a very
weird set-up which brings out the
style that I.awrence 1s trying to push
across to everyone. It is very fine;
in fact, any Elliot Lawrence records
that you can get hold of are worth
huying. —Bob Slosser

This isn’t a topic of atomic impor-
tance. Nevertheless I'd like to reg-
ister a mild gripe at the endless
repetitiousness of broadcast sym-
phonic music.

I hold no brief for Beethoven,
Brahms, Tschaikowsky, and com-
pany.
inevitably he the main fare of all
concert-goers. They are popular;
they are well-absorbed by the musi-
cal public; playing them involves a
minimum expense for established
orchestras. But on the air they have
been all but played to death for the
zealous listener. On one weekend
a few years back Tschaikowsky’s
Fifth Symphony was played on
three programs: those of the New
York Philharmonic, the NBC Sym-
phony, and the Cleveland Sym-
phony. Similar duplications occur
frequently, thus cutting down the
variety of programs available to the
public.

A few conductors, notably Serge
Koussevitsky, have done yeoman
service in including modern Ameri-
can and European music on their
programs. But it isn’t only a ques-
tion of that; more of the works of

(Continued on Page 22)
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Music
\(szfimzcd from Page 21)

more obscure “classical” composers
should be played. How long has it
been since one of Mahler’s svin-
phonies has heen played; and yet
they are considered by many of
our best critics to be on a par
with Beethoven’s. \We always hear
Dvorak's “New World” Symphony
and almost never the other four he
wrote. I've listened to his Third
and it doesn’t suffer in comparison.
Stravinsky's  “Firebird Suite” is
standard fare while his “Rites of
Spring” is heard-—well, it’s not
heard.

There are two principal reasons
for this situation: outmoded tradi-
tion and the stark fact that sym-
phonic music doesn’t pay. Many
conductors are more or less unaware
that their radio audience outnumbers
their concert audience hy 1,000 to 1;
so they refuse to get together at the
beginning of every season and elimi-
nate duplications in programs to be
broadcast. Playing a new or un-
familiar work involves additional
expense in extra rehearsels and un-
certainty as to whether the public
will stay away. The traditional
vears-end deficit must be kept down
to a decent figure. And so the war-
horses are trotted out.

T’m not plugging any one cure-all.
But state subsidization of music has
been tried in Europe for centuries
and the result has been uniformly
good. Private individuals can’t be
expected to carry the whole hurden
of keeping orchestras alive, in this
era of the allmighty income tax.
We have been subsidizing news-
papers through very low postal mail-
ing rates since our government was
started; we've financed railroads.
agriculture, shipping and air lines
in various ways. How about some
government dough for music?

New Recordings
Strauss, Richard. Til Eulenspic-
gel. Koussevitsky and the Boston
Symphony Orchestra.  Victor, 4
sides. First recording on Vinalite
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discs. Brings out new overtones
but the price ($2.00 a record) will
stop most buyers.

Bach. Brandenburg Concertos 3
and 4. Koussevitsky and Boston
Symphony. Victor, 8 sides. Lush,
romantic recording if you like Bach
that way. Otherwise get Fritz
Busch's recordings for these works.

Haydn. Svmpliony No. 97. Beech-
am and London Philharmonic. Vic-
tor, 6 sides. Exceptionally compe-
tent with well-marked rhythm and
precise timing. Best recording of
this symphony yet made.

Brahms. Svmphony No. 1 in 4
Minor. Stowkowsky and Hollywood
Bowl Orchestra. Victor, 10 sides.
OK. but Toscanini's version (also
Victor) is much to be preferred.

Gustav Mahler. Symphony No. 4
in G Major. Bruno \Walter and New
York Philharmonic. Columbia, 12
sides. If you like Mabhler, get it if
vou have to hock your wife and fur-
niture. Only recording of this sym-
phony vet made in this country.

Wagner. Duet from Act 1 of Die
Il'alkure.  Helen Traubel, Tmery
Darcv. and Leinsdotrf leading New
York Philharmonic. Goord. especial-
Iv in the orchestra.

—Paul McGouldrick

A welf was chasing two rabbits; hard-
pressed, they ran up a tree.

“What'll we do now ?” asked the first.

Shyly the second replied, “We'll wait
here until we outnumber him.”

—Ski-U-Mah

Pa: “Well, Willie, what did you learn
at school today "

Willie: “I learned to say ‘Yes, sir’ and
‘No, sir.’ and ‘Yes. Ma'm' and ‘No,
Ma'm.”

Pa: “You did:"

Willie: “Yeah.”

—Ski-U-)ah

Here Ies the body of Casey,
A bullet turned him to clay.
He was leading the life of Riley,
While Riley was away.
—Log

Some men are so absent-minded that
finding a piece of rope in their hands con-
fuses them. They don't know whether
they found a piece of rope or lost a horse.

—Nordberg Progress
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This is the time of year when
hooks and assignments are most like-
ly to be forgotten (more than usual,
that is!), and thoughts always end
in Thanksgiving plans. These 1946
coeds are planning it like a Commun-
ity Chest Drive—bigger and better
than ever before.

Unable to get a plane reservation,
Betty Dole of Brewer checks the
train schedule and makes up her
mind. She’s on the right track with
a comfortable suit, the tradition of
travel as far back as the stage coach.
The suit is a smooth grey botany
wool, tailor-perfect down to the bot-
tom hem. Flap pockets accentuate
the hips and minimize the waist—
the general idea this fall. The blouse.
the other half of the story, boasts of
a throat hugging neckline doing jus-
tice to a collarless suit. “Acces-
sories,” says Betty, “are my favorite
tricks.” And don’t you think they
give this outfit a chic finish? The
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certainty as to whether the public
will stay away. The traditional
vears-end deficit must be kept down
to a decent figure. And so the war-
horses are trotted out.

I'm not plugging any one cure-all.
But state subsidization of music has
been tried in Europe for centuries
and the result has been uniformly
good. Private individuals can’t be
expected to carry the whole burden
of keeping orchestras alive, in this
era of the allmighty income tax.
We have been subsidizing news-
papers through very low postal mail-
ing rates since our government was
started; we've financed railroads.
agriculture, shipping and air lines
in various ways. IHow about some
government dough for music?

New Recordings
Strauss, Richard. T Eulenspic-
gel. Koussevitsky and the Boston
Symphony Orchestra.  Victor, 4
sides. First recording on Vinalite

22

three-inch belt with the double catch
on it matches the shoulder strap
sling-low-catch-all bag. The most
comely of all head gear, the cloche,
sits prettily on Betty's hair. It's quite
obvious that she'd do justice to any
holiday.

Miss Arlene Cleven is not miiss-
ing her chances of getting out of this
neck of the woods and turning strict-
ly cosmopolitan on us. Her plans
include among dining and dancing,
an afternoon tea in the “big city.”
City-wise Miss Cleven will he in her
soft black crepe dress. The cap
sleeves which are playing favorites
this winter with black dresses add
the final touch of striking simplicity
in a sophisticated way. Due to the
prestige of gold. Arlene shows it in
her round-as-a-penny huttons which
once started at the neckline stop only
when they reach the waistline, where
it is climaxed in a gold buckle. Pret-
ty good planning all around, Arlene.

From my spies I have it that Miss
Jackie Howell, who resides at Colvin,
has heen formulating heavenly plans

—a Harvest Moon formal. She has
rustled up this romantic gown, which
is in the tradition of gay Parie—
stvled in a billowing skirt, gaining
fullness immediately below the waist-
line. Making much ado about
Jackie's pretty shoulders is the
straight ruffle that reflects the accent
on the hips. A string of pearls proves
to be prettier than a song when
Jackie wears them with the formal.

Even though unaccustomed to big
week ends. co-eds prove they are
capable of learning what to do with
just such “‘recreation periods”—and
dress to fit the occasion!

Soph: “Come on, take a bath and get
cleaned up; I'll get you a date.”
Frosh (cautiously): “Yes, and then
suppose you don’t?”
—Covered Wagon

A pinch of salt is greatly improved by
adding a glass of beer.
—Cozered W agon

If you think that money doesn’t talk,
just try to use a pay-station telephone
without a nickel.

York Philharmonic. Good, espécial-
Iy in the orchestra.

—Paul McGouldrick

A welf was chasing two rabbits; hard-
pressed, they ran up a tree.
“What'll we do now:" asked the first.
Shyly the second replied, “We'll wait
here until we outnumber him.”
—Ski-U-Mah

Pa: “Well, Willie, what did you learn
at school today "

Willie: “I learncd to say ‘Yes, sir’ and
‘No. sir and ‘Yes, Ma'm' and ‘No,
Ma'm."

Pa: “You did?"

Willie: “Yeah.”

—Ski-U-Mah

Here I'es the body of Casey.
A bhullet turned him to clay.
He was leading the life of Riley,
While Riley was away.
—Log

Some men are so absent-minded that
finding a piece of rope in their hands con-
fuses them. They don’t know whether
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