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A FRESHMAN DISCOVERS SEWANEE
Fiji, Phi, or ATO,
What the H —
Should Percy Go?

By BOB THWEATT

Fraternity! Our Gracious Mother
be,

And we will always and ever see,
All that we have derived from thee,
Dear and Glorious Fraternity.

In his still spinning head he hears
that refrain, over and over again.
Will it never stop? God why do
alcoholic beverages do this to peo-
ple? Thank the Lord that this
was the last night of rush week.
Last night of rush week, soon to
be pledged. But my heavens, by
whom? Naturally they all wanted
him. Who did he want? Let's
see. His mind was confused as he
thought over the several frater-
nities.

"The ATO's are nice, they said
they were. As a matter of fact
they said they were the nicest. Yes,
I remember that now. How many
men did they say they had on the
faculty? How many preachers on
their rolls? Who was that boy
they said was the biggest man on
the campus? Jimmy Vardell? Won-
der why their house looks so much
like a church? Maybe it's because
they are so good. Funny, though,
I can't tie that up with that guy,
Swindle,. or did he say Swindle?
The one the fellows call Fingers. I
think I'll go ATO. They are so
good to freshmen. Besides, we
should have a straw with the facul-
ty.

"Maybe I had better think this
thing over like my mama told me
to. Let's see, there are the SAE's.
Their house is the first SAE house
standing, so they say. It looks it.
especially the pool room. Why
don't they get some cobwebs down?

Perc Wood shot me a long line,
and Elebash, who is an all-round
attractive boy, though rather quiet,
finished with me. Doonie Walker
didn't have much to say, but did
condescend to sit by the fire and
let me look at him. Buddha Yates
was having a row with one of his
brothers—no, I believe it was sev-
eral of them. What a tool! They
said they had the best teams on
the mountain.' I wonder if that
Peon is one of the boys. Anyway,
I think I'll go SAE. That fire will
be cozy on the cold wintry nights.

"No—better not make hasty de-
cisions. Let's see, the Kappa Sigs.
I remember the brothers were hav-
ing a pillow fight jumping on the
divan and on top of the tables,
others were having a game of touch
football. They must have great ath-
letic teams. Grier told me that

{Continued on page 4)

Abandon Hope All Ye
Who Eeter Here

By ROY STRAINGE, JR.

"Come to Sewanee and enjoy
good health; breathe deeply of the
pure, rejuvenating mountain ozone,
let it course through your lungs and
clear away all germs and low-coun-
try illnesses. " Yes, Sewanee is
undoubtedly healthful, but even so
we have here on this mountain an
institution mentioned only in a
dread whisper and avoided with an
awful fear. Much has been said
in the past of our wrangle 'em,
tangle 'em, mangle 'em steam laun-
dry and of our institution of higher
prices, but jew dare to even think
of, much less talk of, this other
establishment.

Imagine, if you can, the inno-
cence and complete trust with
which a young, green Freshman
would fight his way through a
swirling, thick cloud, although it
seemed for all the world to him to
be a fog, out to what he had be-
lieved to be a refuge in times of
bodily tribulation. Aye, sick he was
and anxious he was to be cured of
his malady; hence he trudged wear-

(Continued from page 5)

Diary of a Sewanee
Freshman, or a Good
Boy Gone Wrong

By BLAND MITCHELL

(Editor's Note) This journal was
found among the personal effects
of a freshman student at The Uni-
versity of the South, Sewanee, Ten-
nessee. In the interests of pro-
priety, the editors have seen fit to
withhold his name, as well • as to
substitute fictitious names for those
of actual persons and organizations.
The events set forth in this diary,
however, are uncensored, unex-
purgated, and unabridged. The
Editors offer it solely for what it is
—an illuminating commentary on
the downfall of a once pure, innoc-
ent, and virtuous lad.

—The Editors
(September 18, 19—) Today I

set forth on a great adventure into
the cold world—I arrived at college.
This is a big break in the thread of
my life; I am on my own now—
or so they told me when I left my
home in L—R—K A—S. As I sit
in my room in Tukabed Hotel and
write this, I think about the tales
of high and wonderful life at a

(Continued on page 6)

Sewanee Crawling
With Freshmen

"The following have matriculat-
ed in the institution this term:

Julius Barclay
William B. Ferguson, III (and

his roommate.)
Gabriel Meade
Bland Mitchell '
Edward Peebles
E. Lewis Sanford
Dunlap Shannon
PERCIVAL MARMADUKE

SNARK, III
Roy T. Strainge, Jr.
Robert Thweatt
Arthur Vogel
"We hope the young gentlemen

will all have a pleasant stay at Se-
wanee and do themselves and the
University honor by leaving her
better and wiser in every respect."

And this is why MARMA-
DUKE came:

(With due apologies to the Se-
wanee Catalogue, the Freshman
Handbook, an old advertisement
in an 189- Purple, and to Fergu-
son's roommate.

1. HEALTHFULNESS

The University's excellent loca-
tion upon the Cumberland Plateau,
dry under foot (it's really a mira-
cle how they keep the ground so
dry when the water is two or three
feet deep on top of it, and you
hardly ever get the bottoms of your
shoes wet if you don't lift them
off the ground. It seldom rains
over 365 days a year), yielding
chemically pure freestone water
(containing only a faint hint of
ferric oxide—rust, arts major!—
and cyanide) and bathed in fresh,
bracing (obviously a rather indi-
rect reference to the need of some
kind of bodily support after a
brief Saturday night visit to the
Eagle) air, is the healthiest in the
United States (or in Southeastern
Tennessee, at any rate). It is the
conclusion of the best medical
minds of the country that boys
from hotter and malarial regions
should spend several years of their
lives between the ages of fifteen
and twenty-five (a truly remark-
able coincidence—just the years
that most young men happen to
spend in college) in such an in-
vigorating climate as that of Se-
wanee. This conclusion is begin-
ning to obtain in regard to youths
in the North and East (or just
anywhere, for that matter) who are
predisposed to pulmonary troubles,
asthma, and catarrh. (If you are
by any chance predisposed to tu-
berculosis, by all means make your
residence at Sewanee for the next
four years. Appendicitis and acute
dipsomania are the only prevail-

(Continued on page 7)
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"For many a year I've stood, and I
Have seen some sights astounding;
Some freshmen pale and ill at ease,
And some with laugh resounding.
I've seen them come as gawky youths,
Long-haired, short-panted sillies,
But when they left these classic shades
They put to shame the lillies."

It is to those freshmen of Sewanee's past that we, the class of '46,
dedicate this Purple. We shall try to build Sewanee's future upon what
they have already done.

Sewanee must have something to survive the ordeal that confronts
her future. That something lies with us, the sons of Sewanee's present.
That something is the strength of the past, the work of the present, and
the hope of the future.

Sewanee's past is a proof of men's noblest ambitions. "All these
things have been added unto us, because first there were the higher
things; the great ideals, the undying love, the enduring, unfailing self-
sacrifice."

We, the present generation, must rely on our past and look back
upon it as the inspiration for our present work and our future hope.
We of Sewanee are certainly equipped for the future. We have been
given all that is great and good, all that is fine and noble by our
predecessors. Thomas Campbell wrote to Bishop Polk: "Taking it al-
together, it would seem that God, in the infinitude of His mercies and
blessings, had wisely reserved just such a spot, with just such surround-
ings, for so great and noble a purpose."

We are proud of our past. WE must be dissatisfied with our
present, and confident of our future.

Once a stranger to Sewanee asked a waggoner where the University
was and was answered, "We-all is the University, everybody is the
University, that's all thar is." When the waggoner replied, he was
thinking of the village and the residents of the mountain more than the
University. Today, however, that "we-all" means every member of
the student body and the faculty plus the village and the residents of
the mountain. Therefore, we are all brothers and must work together
now, with the aid of the past, so that Sewanee's future may be assured.

Therefore we conclude that with the past that is ours, and the
present that is ours for the taking, we are confident of our future, Se-
wanee's future.

"So were struck all the chords of love and memory, ringing clear
and true in resolves for building still more grandly in the future on
the noble foundations of the past."

"That which is done," they cried, "is but the earnest of the things
that we shall do!" And so, "God speed them!!" cries Alma Mater.

Jazz Information
By T H E DUKE

(Obviously a Pseudonym)
"Way down in Charleston lives

old Geechee Joe," and way back in
Rahway lives old Burr Reeb. Reeb
who skyrocketed to fame via a per-
sonal appearance with the Sandy
Sandifer band, now in its third tri-
umphant week at the Aragon Ball-
room, Fratt, Texas, reports that he
is soon to leave Sewanee for New

'.York to enter the musical profes-
sion on a full time basis. Already
a well known figure in Gotham
music circles, Reeb has been offered
the chair vacated by Pierre Fouad,
noted Egyptian tub ace, in a jazz
combo led by Sacha Trabski, a
tenor saxist of no mean ability.
Personel of the Trabski outfit: Syd
Perlmutter, Buddy Featherston-
baugh, Serge Kostelarsky, saxes;
Rafael Knoblauch, Edwynee Sway-
zee, R. Q. Dickerson, trumpets,
Moe Zudekoff, Wolfe Tannin-

(Continued on page 7)

THE RAMBLER
By M. B.

Oh darn it! Won't Abbo—pardon
me, Mr. Martin—won't Mr. Mar-
tin ever finish working on his blast-
ed alley? Every time I walk through
it my shins are left looking like a
droopy case of housemaids' knees.
It does seem as though he might
have a little consideration for
others. Oh, well—that's Sewanee,
or should I say Abbo's Alley? Give
it back to Mr. Martin, I say. Look
—yonder go the P.U. boys. Won-
der how their basketball game with
the B.V.D.'s came out. Probably
another football game on the hard-
wood floor, but they call it basket-
ball, so who am I to say anything?
While I'm rambling around the
campus, I think it only proper and
appropriate to salute the one fellow
on the campus for whom all "must"
have respect(?). Of course I'm re-
ferring to the number one man of
Magnolia, Gark Cable. If you don't
treat Gark just right—no food—and
what would Sewanee be without
food? Golly! Just look at the good
old Magnolia food. You know, I'm
not quite as hungry as I thought I
was! Have you ever stopped to
think about the name of Sewanee's
elaborate dining hall? Magnolia
Inn. What does that sound like to
you? Sounds like a negro (Geechie
if the South Carolina boys insist—
now are you satisfied Vardell?) call-
ing for his gal and saying something
like "Is Magnolia in?" to me. A
somewhat crude name for such a
wonderful dining hall, isn't it?

Have you noticed how quiet Se-
wanee's been lately? Couldn't be
because Hugo left for the Navy,
could it? Have you been out to the
efficient, sufficient, deficient, and
Emerald Hodgson Hospital lately?
Tell me, which of the nurses threw
you out? Yeah, I thought the little
brunette was kinda cute, too, un-
til she used a couple of Ju Jitsu
(Chinese Ju Jitsu, of course) tricks
which left me hanging off Morgan's
Steep.

To quote the eminent Sewanee
physician Dr. Archibald Herby-
Jones, "Better to be dead than to
fight for life in our hospital with
our nurses." Boy oh boy! Watch
old Emeraldine go by. She is the
best known of the three Sewanee
mountain products. We could call
her the "queen of the campus"—
she covers it enough. She is often
seen sitting on the bench in front
of Walsh, too. Popular, eh?

Who is this ungrateful human
who is often seen around the camp-
us on crutches, with a cane, or
raising cain? We wish him a
speedy recovery for he's a definite
detriment as he is now. Best o'
luck.

Bet Sewanee has more dogs per
square foot than any school in the
nation—except Vanderbilt. Most
of us are quite unfamiliar with Se-
wanee these days. Who'd think the
Navy would make such a difference.
Remember the War Dance of
March sixth? We needed an All
Out Effort (for girls) for that dance,
didn't we? It's pretty hard to de-
cide whether Sewanee needs more
Delts or more parties. (Personally
I'll take the parties.) You know
these "damnyankee" cadets aren't
so bad after all. Let's make a good
job of converting them while we're
at it. Why can't we develop the "Se-

(Continued jrom page 4)

Question at the Week . .
What particular observation (if any) have you made about this

year's Freshman Class?

By ART VOGEL

YUDA BATES: . . . And among other things, I was impressed by
the unwholesome attitude of gambling that seems to have pos.
sessed so many of our Union boys. Take the one that couldn't
make up his mind about which fraternity to join; he tossed a
coin to decide! And, incidentally, it came up tails, so he knew
that he had to go Phi.

BEATER O'MONNELL: Censored! Oh, well—he was a sophomore
anyway.

JOCK MUMMERS: Among their more useful times are when they
bring dates up for us upperclassmen to test our pins on.

TOM BORTON: We bullrats find this year's Freshman class an ex-
ample to look up to in every aspect.

BILL HAYLE: I'm not going to take any more off of these Freshmen,
(Ed. We don't blame you; they're old enough to undress them-
selves.)

JACK FIESCH: I sincerely want to compliment this year's Fresh-
men on their quiet deportment in the dormitories. The Fresh-
men seldom cause a disturbance; indeed most of the time they're
so quiet that you can hear a gum drop. This is a great help to
those of us who have to study.

J IM BARDELL: These boys will be fine leaders! The proof of this
is easily demonstrated when you see how aptly they assume their
positions every Tuesday night.

ANDY ONYMOUS: A Freshman is a very interesting species. As
you probably know, his life span is divided into two periods—be-
fore and after Rush-week. His physical appearance is much the
same in both stages. I, however, sometimes notice that a grave
psychological change occurs in the second one.

JOE BULLER: I never noticed it until the other day when I had to
go into a Freshman's room, but you know, some of them are
Petty good looking.

Challenge—
By ART VOGEL

"The important thing is to win
the war; keep our aims and peace
problems until the war is won."

Yes, and save the steak you wish
to broil until the ashes have cooled.
Winning the war is important, any
initial incident is, but it is impor-
tant only in proportion to those
who are actually prepared to face
the basic problems that the war has
exposed. Armed force survives only
to be defeated by armed force; it
is its own fate. The important is-
sues in this war, realized more and
more, are not material ones but
psychical ones: hate, covetousness,
greed. Our civilization is wanting
not because it does too much but

because it challenges too little!
Let us dare to challenge basic

motives! In times of peace, aided
by individual democracy, man lives
for himself alone. He demands
rights and spends the rest of the
time dissipating himself in their
use. A man living for himself alont
meets strife because then his only
means of achievement is out-doing
his neighbor. Such a person meas-
ures his sucess by what he is able
to get, and because of the variety of
possession, discontent is bred.

Freedom is not a gift to afford
one unrestrained individuality;
rather it is a responsibility for self-
restraint.

(Continued on page 5)

Rush Week
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Oh, Hell-Hell Week
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SEWANEE CRAWLING
WITH FRESHMEN

(Continued from page 1)

ing illnesses of the region.)
2. FREEDOM FROM VICE

Owning a domain four miles in
each direction, and having abso-
lute control over it, Sewanee can
guard students against the tempta-
tions that abound at all other such
institutions. (That word institu-
tion has an ugly ring—it reminds
me too much of poor old Aunt Sa-
rah up in the bughouse.) Owing
to its remoteness from cities and
large towns (you'd be mighty sur-
prised at what you could find in
some small towns) there is not the
same inducement that exists else-
where to spend money outside of
the reguluar college charges; (why,
I once knew a boy that came to
Sewanee with only twenty dollars
in his pocket and left with $573.26
deficit) hence the University of the
South is really cheaper than most
other colleges. The fees and
charges for board are greater than
at some other institutions (there's
that word again), but when we
consider that there are no saloons
or gambling places allowed within
four miles of Sewanee (and that
four miles is actually getting to
be a problem again), we can see
that in its higher charges for board
and tuition the University can af-
ford to give its students the best
(this is getting downright nause-
ating—and rather unintelligible,
too) and better guard them against
the evils that beset other schools.
(Tell it to the Marines, sic semper
lyrannis, spare the rod and spoil
the child, and several other highly
appropriate remarks).

3. STUDENT DISCIPLINE

By various means, such as a
rigidly enforced honor code and
rules for freshman discipline (Any
large red blotches which might
happen to be found on this paper
are purely coincidental and have
nothing whatever to do with the
blood of any freshman, living or
dead, who might perchance have
violated one of these rules, in which
case he is undoubtedly numbered
among the latter) the University
seeks to inculcate in its students an
intelligent (How can they say that
with some of the boobs around
here still running loose on the cam-
pus—I can mention no names in
this column, but if one is curious
as to the persons I mean let him
send a self-addressed envelope to-
gether with $5,000 to the Purple
office and I will be only too glad
to let him know.) and moral (that's
even worse) respect for law and
order. This aim is further ad-
vanced by the allowance of onlv
a fixed number of unexcused ab-
sences from each class, thus en-
couraging regular attendance (or
else). In the classes, as is only
possible in a liberal arts institu-
tion (that word is making me
downright self-conscious), such as
Sewanee, the student is subjected
to Christian and refining influences
(as well as Dr. Ware's quiz sec-
tions). It is expected that the Uni-
versity's students will manifest in
all their activities a proper appre-
ciation of self-dicipline and individ-
ual responsibility, (and yet you
should just see some of those
plumbers when they get to Clara's"
as the indispensable foundation for
a happy existence in a democratic
community. (Is there a Greek
major around somewhere to trans-

late that sentence?)
4. CULTURE AND COURTESY

The primary function of the
University, however, is the instill-
ing (No, that has nothing to do
with distilling, boob.) of culture,
enlightenment, Christian dignity
and gentle manners in the youthful
student. (Some say that it was
for this purpose that Monteagle
and Winchester were incorporated,
but an intelligent consideration of
the question soon dispells any such
opinion.) All this is accomplished
with the aid of a distinguished fac-
ulty composed of professors of in-
tegrity and character. The realiza-
tion of the school's aims has given
rise to the ideal of the "Sewanee
Gentleman," (It has lately been
decided, notably by my roommate,
that this is nothing but a vicious
rumor circulated by Vanderbilt
men to ruin his—my roommate's—
reputation, but then he is anything
but an intellect, and could hardly
be considered an authority on such
matters) a man possessed of a deep
reverence, a desire to succeed, a
love of clean sport, and a grace of
manner constantly kept polished.
The carefully picked student body
insures only the highest type of
companionship for the prospective
student. (I'd like to get hold of
the plumber that picked my room-
mate.)

For further information write to
the Vice-Chancellor

DR. WILLIAM FUGGISON.

JAZZ INFORMATION

(Continued from page 2)

baume, trombones, Nathan Dum-
browski, piano; Dudley Fosdick,
mellophone. Trabski's orchestra is
perhaps best known for its lush ren-
dition of that beloved American
lullaby, "Stick Out Your Cans,
Here Comes the Garbage Man."
Jazz Information takes this oppor-

tunity to wish Mr. Reeb the fame
and success that he so richly de-
serves.

Benny Goodman may now be
heard nightly from the Palladium
in Hollywood, and I am happy to
say that the band sounds better
than at any time in the past three
years. When the Goodman band
first hit the top back in 1935, it
was the greatest full-sized white
band ever to be heard. Overnight
Benny had revolutionized dance

(Continued on page 8)
*

OUR SEWANEE SPIRIT

(Continued from page 3)
Then we look to the right and see

Science Hall. This is the future
that we look at. It is here we
learn of things which our forefathers
knew nothing of. We realize that
this is something new. This is the
product of the modern age. It is
here that we learn of the miracles
of life.

Again we look to the right, and
see our chapel. Then the true
meaning of Sewanee comes to us.
Every day we go to our Chapel to
give thanks to our God for the
many blessings which He gives to
us. Then we realize that this is
more important than past, present,
and future, for this is our eternal
hope. When we pass on from this
life, our new discoveries become
old and quite insignificant. Our
Chapel, however, and what it re-
presents will live on for eternity.
This is the one strong, secure thing
on which man has to hold. God's
House will never change. The hopes
and inspirations of all mankind are
connected with it in some way.

Thus we truly see what that "Se-
wanee Spirit" is. It is a culmination
of the Quadrangle's ideas, past, pre-
sent and future, that makes it what
it is. We only have to take advan-
tage of it. It is here before us
always.

SANF6R0

Frosh Now Soph
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DIARY OF A SEWANEE
FRESHMAN, OR A GOOD
BOY GONE WRONG

(Continued jrom page 7)

Don't know where I will get #1.50,
and I can't pass the special History
exam anyway. Life is kind of hard.
Borrowed $5.00 from one of my
fraternity brothers in order to go
home for Thanksgiving.

Another gap occurs here, and it
is to be figured that our hero left
these entries blank because of sleep-
ing all through the holidays—Ed.

(December 6) Great week-end.
Plenty of money from the Old Man.
Will have to pay off the Dean, I
guess. Better write up my Eco. so
no more time to write. Still have
twenty pages to outline.

(December 13) Today I received
instruction, from the revered upper-
classmen here in Tukabed Hotel in
the noble art of ping-pong. This is
a time-honored custom, it seems.
Also had about ten pairs of shoes
to shine.

(December 16) This morning
there appeared on the water-tank
behind St. Juke's Hall the number
"4-" (year deleted for reasons good
and proper—Ed.) in great big let-
ters. As I went to my classes this
morning there were curious glances

cast at me by the sophs. I am
beginning to get uneasy. I have
heard tales of what happens to
freshmen who paint their gradua-
tion year on the water-tank. No-
thing definite yet, but the rumors
are beginning to center on one per-
son—me.

(December 17) Well, I got a free
hair-cut out of it anyway. I have
just come from the fraternity house,
and I never met so many people
who thought they were barbers be-
fore. And that V for Victory and
PDQ which are outlined by what
hair I have left are very attractive.
I think I will start wearing a hat.
I am innocent, so help me. They
insisted that they had sworn state-
ments from people in St. Juke's
that they had seen me climb up the
tower the night of the fifteenth. It's
all a frame-up, but it was impossible
to make them see the error of their
ways. The worst of it is that we
close up in two days and my frail
back home will not appreciate the
novel effect, to say nothing of my
family.

(December 18) Claire's again last
night. They tell me that I recited
"Take me over to the window,
Mother, for I'm to be Queen of the
May", but I wouldn't know. I must
have successfully drowned my sor-

rows.
Christmas Holidays intervene at

this point, and the diary has no en-
tries for about two weeks, except for
one which confirms our earlier sus-
picions that our hero spends his
vacation time asleep—Ed.

(January 4) Returned from the
holidays today—one day late. Five
dollars gone to glory—if I had it.
They can't get blood out of a tur-
nip. Is it my fault that I read Jan.
4 for Jan. 3 in the catalogue? I
shall try to convince the Dean that
my train was late. I spent the trip
up from home running back and
forth from the club car with—(one
word deleted here for obvious rea-
sons—Ed.) for upperclassmen who
were on the train. At two in morn-
ing they had all tapped out and I
was able to get some sleep.

(January 10) I have found out
what a syllabus is. It is a queer
little animal that pops up every
now and then, and is a four-vol-
ume amplification of Dr. Scare's
lectures. I have done one volume
already. Also there is a little mat-
ter of the four Chem labs that I
have to make up, and the hundred
pages of Eco. that I am behind in.
It's the two o'clock jump for me
again.

(Again we meet an hiatus in en-

tries. The above speaks for itself.
Ed.)

(January 31) I have just return-
ed from Jackson Hall, where I held
a one-man shoe-shining contest.

(February 1) Studied for exams.
(February 2) Studied for exams.
(February 3) Studied for exams.
(February 4) Went to Claire's.
(February 5-6 — Mid-Winter

Dances) Big time. My frail from
S—A— could not come, so went
stag. Danced with all the girls on
the floor. They had a unique de-
vice at the entrance to the floor.
Anyone coming in to the floor had
to mount a flight of stairs, walk
across a runway, and then come
down again. It was an interesting
sight to see several boys stagger
and fall; they were thrown out. I
learned later that this device is
known as a drunk trap, and I can
well believe it. Claire's after the
dance.

(February 12. After fraternity
meeting.) Tonight we were told
that we are to be initiated into the
mysteries in a few days. We are
to go out on a "Journey Night"
this coming Friday. It seems that
one walks all over the country for
notes laid by fiendish upperclass-
men. I have heard stories of this.
Will have to stop here.

ALL OVER THE WORLD
America's 9O0/OOO aviation workers

combine their skill and experience to satisfy today's
demand for vital war necessities. Thanks to our air-
plane makers, ground crews and pilots like Capt.
Haakon Gulbransen (shown here), of Pan American
Airways, needed supplies are flown to our fighting
men all over the world.
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( F e b r u a r y ^ : ) Tonight I start
out on my journey. I was advised
to make my will, which I have
done. I have been told that J
might not live through this, and
while I think it is extremely un
likely, it is well to be prepared,
Must go now.

This is the last entry in thi
diary. There can be no douti
that our hero met with the sad
end he feared. And it is a mat-
ter of record that a crazed person
with a maniacal gleam in his ey(

and an idiotic voice was found on
the railroad track between Sewa.
nee and Cowan screaming some
thing like: "40, 548, or 40, 69F
ties! 40, 548 or 40, 698 ties! Which
is it? Which is it? I can't stand
it any longer!" This person, who
carried no identification on hitn
whatsoever, died in a hospital thi
next morning. The record is clos<
ed. Nil mortui nisi bonum. Finis,
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Jazz Information
(Continued from page 7)

music and was riding on the cres
of popularity. The band put ou
terrific records—"King Porte
Stomp," "Don't Be That Way,'1

"Stompin' At The Savoy," "Swing-
time in the Rockies," "Rosetta",
and numerous others. The Good-
man Trio and Quartet, featuring
top-notch jazz men Wilson and
Hampton, produced some fine rec-
ords. Unfortunately, his best men
began to leave. Gone were Hamp-
ton, Wilson, Stacy, Krupa, Berigan
Musso and others. These men were
now famious in their own right, but
mainly due to their work with
Goodman. Naturally, replacements
for musicians of their caliber were
nigh on to impossible to find. Then
in 1939 Benny had to go into tem-
porary retirement due to a severe
case of siatica. Benny was back
again in the spring of 1940 with a
new band although still in poor
health. The only star of this other-
wise lamentable orchestra was
Duke Ellington's famous trumpeter,
Cootie Williams. Benny's clarinet
playing was declining, as was his
band as a whole. He had sacrificed
his love for true jazz in order to
have a commercially successful
band of the Jamjes, Miller, Dorsey
type. I believe Benny was at the
absolute bottom of his career whe|
he made "Powers Girl" and re-
corded "Why Don't You Do
Right", probably his worst record.
On the latter record, Peggy Ldj
proves that she is, without doubt,
the worst female vocalist in the
dance band business. Her affected
voice and sickening imitation of
Billy Holiday on that record wetl
unbearable. But, lately, Benny has
improved wonderfully. Jess Stacy
is once more with him on piano,
and he has added several other fifl^
jazz musicians. Benny has
back to playing the Fletcher
erson arrangements that made hit
famous—"Camel Hop," "Ro'1

'Em," "When Buddha S m i l e *
and one might think that he we#
listening to the old band of 193?';
Yes, Benny is definitely on the

comeback trail, and nothing cotiW.
be more gratifying than to see hi*
back where he belongs as the "Kin?
of Swing."

If favorable reactions are f
ceived, your editor and two fell01*
jazz adicts are planning jazz coB'
certs to compete with the rn°re

popular Sunday night affairs.


