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i amaraderie. 1 guess that’s what does it. It does it in the Ma-
-2 rines, so why not the Michigan Marching Band? I know that’s one

of the reasons I joined the band my freshman vear at the University
of Michigan. Plus the fact that ever since l was  (Turn to Page 12)




~ Are You Proud (Shuffle Shuffle)to Be a (Yuba! Yubal)
' ies (Hiss Hiss) Need Not Apply
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Well, there they are, the FINEST BAND IN THE LAND, tooting away while (below) extracurricular activities proceed apace on the sunny sidelines.
| Continued from Page 1 . R Ty '  He is the band’s director this year, a position, say many
nine, it was drummed into my head by television, by teachers _ bandsmen. that Cavender should have had in the first place.
in clementary and high school, and by gum-chewing march- bk i G ke L
I B e o e thia the Michigan Haflc [ certainly wasn’t athletic; I had never marched before; I hat-
-was fmd is THE FINEST band inthe whole US.A. o tbatl But [ DID want respect. T expected respect from
P'veruninto many bandsmen during my fouryearsat St A T Ee S sirls: [ expected girls to **flip” over the fact that [wasa
Michigan. They all wear the same jacket; the heart side of the F s e Y | & Ma;'t of Michi AR 2o | =
chest stuck out just a little farther than the other side; the i SR VS wm TR L went to t'hgg ﬂ;ﬁaﬂiZﬁtit}ﬁa.i. meeting of the Michigan |
same’glassy_luak i their 20 their heads just 2 little further L am el - == B Man;;hi;ng Band which is held “'trﬁditiona%ly“ (;:ilim'{)st: EVZry-
Eaﬁleld v;nljl ﬁgget?e;?ii?:ceﬂwf}igrﬁi;\ﬁzfdgle S;nt:;:t:prse- BEaa 5 y 3 W = thing in the band is based upon some obscure tradition that
the painful drill sessions, and the blarine badeerings of Dt -y TaEdy Y. § ‘8 o one except Revelli really understands) on the day before
' - : e ; gl oo B WM class registration. I arrived slightly late, unaware of one of

William D. Revelli, ex-director of the Michigan Marching (A ISR = B §l (he band’s many stock cliches: TO BE EARLY IS TO BE

Band; affectionately referred to as ‘“Chief,” derisively
laughed at as “‘the bald headed cab driver deee - -
William D. Revelli is a short man, bald, quick tempered,

with an eye and ear for perfection, (which misses mistakes
just as conveniently as it spots them), a rotund body, a heart
that beats for the American Way, but most of all for “his

boys:” the 182 Marching Men of Michigan.

Assisting Dr. Revelli all those years was Gco.rgﬂ'B-C_aucn'- -

der, the drill instructor and originator of many of the band’s

ingenious marching patterns and dances.
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ON TIME.

The meeting was held in Harris Hall, one of the oldest

buildings on the U. of M. campus. The walls are covered with
‘ancient photographs of every Marching Band show ever per-

formed. On the bottom of each layout is an identical photo of
Dr. Revelli and George B. Cavender, both wearing conduc-

~tor’s uniforms, both staring out at some unseen object: eyes
 squinting, their faces wearing an expression of perfectionist

genius and inspiration, and God only knows when the picture

- was taken.

 Coverand photography by BARRY BATES
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‘Dr. Revelli opened the meeting by claiming that he
was. Dr. Revelli and no, he was not standing on his
knees (he is quite short) This remark was met by a
burst of laughter and applause. Dr. Revelli beamed

knowingly. He wore a baseball cap which bore the let- -

ter “C” on its front, standing. for either Chief or-Cab
- Driver depending on everyone’s mood. s
“Well, men,” Revelli began, “I want to welcome all
of you to the ﬁnest band in the land.” Loud cheering
and shuffling of feet. ““As you know, tryouts. are to-
~morrow, and then we have a really busy schedule. Our
“team is going to be great this year —” Loud cheering,
-applause and shuffling of feet once more. ““I see a lot
of new faces here today, and that-makes me happy.

You new people are going to find that the Michigan :

Band is one of the most rewarding experiences you will
ever have in your life.” Shuffling of feet only. T began
to get curious about the shuffling of feet. I was also

aware that*almost everyone looked blgger and older
than me.

- “I've been directing this band for over thirty years : &
now, and' I know I’VE enjoyed every minute of it; the

parades the formations, the dances, and even though

it’s been thirty years, I'll tell you men something: that
first moment of every pre-game show, when you run

-out of that stadium tunnel out onto that field gives me
the same thrill that I.had when I first sawiit. I never get

itired of it shuffle shujfle, “and 1 don’t think that any

of you will.” Shuffle shuffle CHEER. Of course he -
was referring to the famous Michigan Band entry; that

neck breakingly fast.drum cadence, 182 marching men

chargmg out onto thc field; always welcomed by the .

roar of the crowd. -
“P’ve seen faces come and go.” P My face itched but I
was afraid to scratch it. “And it’s a strange but wonder-

ful thing.” Dr: Revelli ran his hand over his bald head

-and squinted his eyes. “We have a spmt here. I think
you know what I mean. This mef:tmg is the only time in_
the year when we talk about it. I don’t have to tell you.
I never tell yﬂu to have spirit. No one tells you to have
spirit. But it’s here. It’s always been here,” shuffle
-3hu_}§7£ “and 1 think it's WONDERFUL! There’s a
sense of competition in this band, I think you’ll find.

Ranks compete with other ranks, instruments compete

-with other instruments, and we’re all, each one of us,
striving to-be the best. And by domg s0, this whole
band becomes the best. Because we are THE FINEST

BAND IN THE LAND!” Shuffle Shuﬁle CHEER! 1
was impressed by all the spirit.

i

of the room squinted his eyes as he looked us over. “We

still have to work to be the finest. And remember our

motto, men. We're not as gmd as but .

| “BETI‘ER THAN? shouted the band in unison.
“That’s right. We ARE better than any | band in the.

land But that’s because every one of us cares. We're all

'MEN here.” There are in fact, no women in the Michi-
gan Marching Band.
- “I’ve talked to parents of bandsmen, and they all
say the same thing. They say that something has hap-
“pened to their boy. A change. Something about the way

he moves. Their heads are held a little higher, and they -

‘walk a little straighter,” shuffle shuffle, “and their
chests stick out just a little further than before. I think
youknow what I mean. You just can’t help sticking

/

“‘Now this doesn’t mean shative rest on our laur-
€ els.” ‘A hush; and the faces of the bandsmen became
very serious. Cavender, sitting in his chair at the front

- your chest out further and holdlng your head up hlgher' _
- when you know you’re part of THE FINEST BAND
"IN THE LANDY!” Deafening, deafening cheer, peo-

- ple clapping each other on the shoulders, and the
freshmen are looking around, smiling shyly, trying to
figure out what all the shuffling of feet is about.

“Well, I hope you all make it, you new men. » I S
inevitable. I’ve never heard of anyone NOT making it
- to the Michigan Band. But that’s supposed to be a se-

cret. Traditional.
“But I think I’ve said E:nﬂugh I'lf be saying plenty

more this year, don’t you worry about that.” Gentle

laughter and shuffling of feet. “1 better be sayin g plen-
. ty, men, unless you want Michigan State to have a bet

1'!!

ter baﬁd than us!

field do they say *“‘State’s picking their feet up higher

than you guys” to get incentive. And when that game
was over, they’d hold Ohio State over our heads, but

we’d always be the best; always the finest.

“All right, then,” Revelli went on. “Here’s a fellow
who’s been waiting to talk to you. We all know him.

We all love him. My assistant director, your drill m-'

“structor, “The Whistle,”” George B. Cavender
- Loudest che&rmg and applause, and George B. Cav-

- ender came up to the podium. Dark, tough looking,

LOUD: voice, wore a baseball cap that had an “M” on
1t, a. whistle amund his neck, skin like leather, a tall

‘man, a powerful looking man, squinty eyes of perfec-

tion and he shnuted “OK BAND GIVE ME A

YUBA!” -
. “Yuba!” shouted the band.

“What‘?“ Cavender bent hlS head as if hf:: dldn t hear
htYUBA!'H o
“What??”

“YUBAAAAAAAA YAYYYYYYYY i

““OK, men: Now I know that all the freshmen are-

looking at each other, and saying to themselves, ‘what

the heck is Yuba? Well, it’s part of a tradition here, and

I think the longer you’re here, the more you’ll under-

; stand But actually, what it is, it’s kind of the band’ |
own private cheer. You see, years ago, I gave a com-

mand to the band, which somehnw didn’t get heard. All
“the band heard was the word ‘Yuba’ and no one knew

- what the command meant, and it wasn’t till'later that'
_ we got the whole mess stralghtened out. Well, the joke

stuck, and we’ve kept that cheer ever since. I think

we're al] rather fond of it here.” His voice became soft

~ just then, and he looked almost gentle to my innocent
- eyes. Feet .s‘huﬁled gently, and George started talking

again. |
“Well men’ (Always men) tnmﬂrmw are tryﬂuts_

 and after that we start rehearsing. I see we've got a lot

of new men with us today. All right. Old Men! On your

feet!” And in one split second, the old bandsmen were

on their feet, standing pcrfectly at attention, eyes front,
chest out, heads up, proud!

“New men, these are the ﬂld men. You will be work-
ing ‘with these. men. They are good men. They've

marched with. Mlchlgan before and they will be able to

~ show you the right way to march. These are good men;

these are Mlchlgan Men! All right. Old men, down!”

And in another split second the' old bandsmen sat dﬂwn
completely at ease. ;

“All rlght?” New men! 0n your feet!” Crﬁak creek,

Loud hissing, and laughter. Thi
- main threat of the year. How many times on the dril

one, twcn three seconds and we fi nally made: 1t nut at_ S
attention, not at all sure of ourselves, greeted by aloud
ominous,-angry hiss from the old bandsmen. I saw for -
the first time that the boy s;ttmg next tﬂ me. was alsm a &

freshmen.

“New men, you're going to be a part of the ﬂnest =
band in the land. You are going to be drilling with the
old men, and we’re going to teach you how to march, -

how to play, how to stand, but most of all, we’re going
toteach you how to be a MAN 2 Shuﬁlmg of feet from: °

the old men. “Snmetlmes that takes five minutes.

Sometimes a half hour."Sometimes two weeks. But -

when that first-game comes up, you will all be men. All.
right! New men, down!” Down we went. I wondered i
what the hell it all meant. What were they gmng tn do et

to me-on that practlce field?

- “Well, I've said just about, all I want to say, sonow |
here’s someone who wants to talk to you, You've . |
known him and loved him for the three years he’sbeen” =
with Michigan: Drum Major, Dick Follet!” Large = -
applause, cheers, shuffing ﬂf feet, and a few more- . ¢
- words about spirit from Dick Follet, who as drum |

major of the finest band in the ]and was loglcally the_' ]

fineést man in the land.

| “Mlchlgan 1S nnt as good as but

“BETTER THAN!"” shouted the: band in return tu %
the drum major 5 use of the most famﬂus cliche in the ea

land. '*

_ And so it went, They passed out song shects to all e

‘the new men, so we could sing some school songs; allic:
part of getting in the spirit. We sung The Victors, -
MlchIgan s fight song which made: the freshman next ID i

me sing his heart out.

S e “Sﬂmathmg always happens to me whanevar I hear R
- that song,” he explained to me through wet eyes. -
- We sung “P’ll Ne’er Forget my College Days” a nos— A
> _.ftalgm old cnllege song, whose words I can Dnly remem-

ber the first two lines of: “I’ll ne’er. forget my college
~days/My dear sincere old college days.” The meninthe .

- band snickered as they sung it, not because.they -

~ thought the words were schmaltzy, but because they - -

- were other words to it; sung.only when Revelli was not
_-around: “P’ll ne’er forget my William D./That dear
_sincere.old S.0.B.” I also have fﬂrgﬁtten the rest of the

words to that.

TRYOUTS WEREN'T HALF as hard as | thuught_:-f-i*’ﬁ{."]"

!
T e e g o
ET LS T e

they would be; as I'said before, everyone makesit. And =~

the same day, I found out what the shuffling of feet was~ |
all about. It meant approval, as opposed to hlssmg, R
which meant disapproval. Everythmg has a purpose in %

the band.

George Cavender led the drilling. Hc was resource- - |
ful, and brilliant in the way he could get 182 men to do e
what he wanted them to do. He wasn’t half the ornery g

sergeant had thought he would be.

“That fellow in the 12th rank did it wmng ‘That’ S
“”h)’ you’re doing it again, men This is what is knawn._-'?: i
~‘associal pressurf: g And he’d laugh, and we’d da 1t" el

again., s ] A i
 “Your ﬂttﬁ:ﬂtlm‘l is lﬂusy, men. Drlll thr: pﬂmtmn {::-f
attention!”’ - Sl e

 Dick Follet wnuld call the band t{) atte;nuon Gmrge‘; 48 '
~would squint his eyes’ and say: “Feet!” -

““TOGETHER!” the band would shctut
- Contmued on Page 14
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Start with the axcapimnal'
shoe, like this Cobbies
casual that takes
any steps fo.
ploase yuu!

HONDA $ | 9

Available in: B[a:k e
Puma, Navy, Amber. and T :
Apple-Red Crinkle- Fat&ni'
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SHAPIRO SHOES ,,,, ., ==

| Hamtramek $-12 | 512
9708 JOS. CAMPAU

south of Evaline

| B I c | D
5.2 | 5%a-11 | 3V5-12| 411 | B-10

SHAPIRO SHOES

TR 5-1659 9708 Jos. Campau, Hamiramck, Mich, 48212
Open Fri. & Sat. 'ﬂlE!ﬂ Please send me pair (s) of Honda shoes
B @ at $19 a pair totaling $————. (Mich. residents

add 4%, plus 75¢ postage and handling. Allow 2
woeks for-delivery. Sizes 103-12, Add $2. :

State Regular Shoe Sixe

13300 E. JEFFERSON

corner of Coplin

I . -
VA 2.0858 QUANTITY CQLGR SIZE WIDTH
Open Fridays hl 8: ﬂﬂ

W — e
NUN HEI.EY’S MAE Lt i
Regional Shopping Center ADDRESS - . oot P T
15 MILE and GRATIOT CIY s e STATE ........ I 4|
791-4290 Charge [ Check . - Hnnar Order[]

_-“—_-_*-““--_-““#“ﬂﬂ
i W

Open Evenings 'til 9:00 BankAmericard No. “Master Charqn No.

L----‘_----______-_‘___-'_-_“__-

499 s HUNTER.;:';“ |
(Wnodward ai' 15 Mile)

L 8 --------“_---_’--_--—‘_-—---11

BIRMINGHAM . 645-5930
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Intmdunlmy Stanunaw Bargam_ .

Your
busmess ,
 |lneeds space
to grow...

AONALD G. MONTGOMERY
; 180T WELT HAVEN BOAD
B rasADENA. caLIF. .mi000 |

GET AL‘BUMHTED SPECIAL §t. [I[I

“on_our-basic box. of stationery! Quality cris
white Amesican Bond in medium weight, with .

name and complete address printed in dark oA L

blue. " Socially cofrect and 1{ust right for
-business letters —convenient for dozens of
-writing uses! 65 6"x7" personalized sheets
“and 35 matthl g printed Enuelugas maximum
of 4 lines of nnntm up to 30 characters
lincl. -~ spaces| per hne Order Sh.rle 1T1
- 91.00 plus 30¢ postage.

_TRIPLE BOX! TRIPLE BARGAIN! $2. l'lﬁ -

Save even more an the Triple Box—200 {
| printed sheets and 100 matching envelopes,
...%tﬂe IT-3; $2.00 plus Bﬁﬂﬁmsta ge. -

~ THE AHEHIEAH STATIONERY.CO., INC.
T 780 _Park Avenue, P&ru lndmna 46970

Qurs!

Detrozt Magazine
Cc:tll 222 6526
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“I want you sax0phones to go home tonlght and Iook
m the mlrror and say, ‘I am Iookmg ata Ilar ey

Continued-

“S:tﬂmach!”
“{N!n

“Well, c'mon, get that stﬂmach in. OK' Chﬂstf"-

“OUT!" | 49
“Well, get it out, thf.':r{: Shnuldﬂrs'" =
“BACK!” % s

 “Chin!” - | ~

UP" . . - Y

“Well, all right. This is hﬂw ynu stand at attcn-_

11'!

tion. No movement!

‘We would be tired. Everyday except Sunday, (and'

Df course Saturday, when there was a game) we re-
hearsed, from four till six. We would stand, march,
sweat, get cramps and do it again and again until it
was perfect. And every few minutes, either Revelli,
or Cavender,-or Dick Follet would holler: “ARE
YOU PROUD TO BE A MICHIGAN BANDS-
MAN?”

PUERIIN we-vstldall dhouk fos ot ohe=6tas,

would give up our cramps and sweat fur anything
else,

 ““THEN LOOK PROUD! STAND PROUD!
MARCH PROUD! YOU’RE A MICHIGAN
BANDSMAN! THE FINEST BAND IN THE-

LAND!”

“Yeah!”’ we’d yell, and then march our hearts ﬂut.

: Spirit. Camaradarie. We would be measured to.
make sure we were standing on the exact spot we

were supposed to be standing on, Cavender relied on
bamboo poles with pre- mﬂasurad markings. Revelli
relied on his own pacing.

“That man’s off!”’ Revelli would yell and he

would pace out the correct distance, and sure .

enough, the man would be off by three feet. When
Cavender measured the same man, however, he
would only be off by thrcc inches.

Dr. Revelli picked on individuals, on ranks on .

instruments and gave them long lectures-on what
they were doing wrong, and what it meant to the
pride of the band. Revelli would be conducting and
his ears would pick out a wrong note out of 180
right ones. “*Stop, stop!’’ he’d say.

- All would look up and smile sheepishly.
it? Raise your hand.”

‘Someone would raise his hand. *“Now that was a
STUPID mistake. You were a fool just then. You
may be smart, you may have all A’s here at the
University; one of the finest Universities in the
land™ shuffle shuffle, “but you were still a fool.
You could go through a traffic light when it’s red
and have all A’s and the judge would say ‘Son, you
may have all A’s, but yﬂu were a fool just then.”

* The bandsman would hang. his head until the dia-
tribe was over, and the music would resume,

“Who did

One time, Revelli stopped the music and no nne__

raised his hand. “Who did it?”” Revelli glared, veins
popping on his bald head, eyes popping, teeth
clenched. “It was in the saxophones, come on, who

did it? Raise your hand.” No hand went up. “All

right, All right. I'want you samphﬂnes to go home
tonight, all of you, and look in the mirror and say ‘I
am looking at the face of a liar.”

. Cavender was like a strict mother. R.E:‘.’E-Hl was
l:ke: a proud, tyrannical father. He was hated, and

yet, bandsmen shuffled their feet in approval of him.

- He wasauniter. He served as a common hatred,

which brought about a slew of Dr. Revelli jokes and

wise-cracks, which in tum brought about camara-
darie, whtch in turn brﬂught abuut a strange love for

theman, . . |
" 9:30 in the murmng Saturday First week.
. Drill practice at Wines field, an old rundown muddy

field, whu:h has since been paved over wﬁh asphait ot
allowing bandsman the privelege of getting shin

- splinters, instead of tripping in the mud and 1mpal-

Ing themselives on their instruments.
9: 30 in the morning. Only a wee.k away from the

“first game, which also happened to be band day.

9:30 in the morning: Some of the bandsmen were

“drunk the last night. They felt it that morning.

“AREYOU PROUDTO BE A MICHIGAN

'BANDSMAN?” -

“Yeah!”
“Ohhh,” said lhf: boy next tu me; reaily fef:hng hls

hangover.

“ALL RIGHT MEN' WHEN | BLOW THE

WHISTLE I. WANT ‘TO HEAR A BIG

COUNT!” yelled Cavender. .

“That’s rlght ” said Rcvelh “Ynu bnys are like
babies. I can’t hear you from three feet away, I
could yell louder than the whole bunch of you.™ And
on and on he went. Cavender wanted to get on with
the marching. Revelli went on with his lecture.

“Ohhh,” said the boy next to me. “Wl’e}r doesn’ t 3
he shut up'?” o S

- “MEN!’ Cavender sald again. “THIS COUNT- .

IS GOING,TO MEAN THE DIFFERENCE

BETWEEN LIFE AND DEATH WHEN .
YOU'RE OUT THERE ON-THAT FIELD’”
Life? Death? What was the audience going to do?
Were they gﬂmg to shoot me if I did it wmng" |

“MEN! THE AUDIENCE lS A VERY MEAN
THING? THEY DON'T SEE 181 MEN DOING

IT RIGHT! THEY SEE THE ONE-MORON

WHO'S DOING IT WRONG! NOW GIVE ME A
BIG COUNT!” 8 & %

Oruf: week left, and somehow we managcd to gf:t |
the show together, somehow | managed toget my |
uniform on right, somehow I managed to march--
through the show without fainting, a!thaugh I never,
once played an audible note; I was always out of
breath. I played the clarinet, and that was the first
time I had been in a marching band of any kind. 1t
wasn’t until the end of the season that I was able to -
play and march together. But when I went home
that Sunday after band day, I felt like a soldier
home on leave, and since I had never played Army
as a youngster, [ really got into it. M}' parents.re-
marked on my stance, on the look in my eye, the
way my chest stuck out a llttle more. I DID IT!1
WAS A MAN! S -

"I walked around thf: campus knowing that [ was a’_ &
man; ]USt waiting for girls to ask if it was really true -
I was in the Marching Band. But my daydreams =
withered, for no girls asked, and very few cared; as a
matter of fact, very few people cared about the
Marching Band. So what? The music and shows

- were 20.to 30 years behind#he-times, so they said.

My daydream. of gorgeous=gisls turned into one of
girls from the 30s who liked the band when it was
big, girls from the 40s and early 50s; when the band
was popular, when it was new, whan it wowed them,

when it SOLD! |

“SELL, SELL, SELL,” yeliecl George B. Caven-

der at us 182 Marching Men of Michigan. *Sell that -
dance! We're not getting: one-tenth the applause that .

we used to.get! The audience is toobusy passing

people up the stands. They’re just not mterested‘ oy

Sell SELL SELL!I™ |
We sold. Boy we sold. Danced our old hearts out .

-all-over the ﬁﬂld I still shake when 1 think about
‘waiting to go on for pre-game and half-time; hoping
- 1 wouldn’t make a mistake, feeling suddenly very

sleepy, then BANG: Tweet tweet tweet tweet;
READY (two three) LIFT, rum tummy tum tum
BOOM. “PICK 'EM UP!” I"d hear cammg fromf_
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the mouth of George B. Cavender, and ‘sure enough - Siol Rl
MY legs would be dropping. - s T e s
Yes, in the fifties it SOLD, in the forties it
REALLY SOLD and when Revelli first took over,
the Michigan- band really was the FINEST BAND
in the LAND. But the fad has died out, no real inno-
vations have been made; oh Michigan is precise all
right, and as far as /’m concerned, the most precise, i
OK? But the stoned-out hippies and elitists started @+ | [EReaaE
coming to football games, and “Well, man, football
1s football, it’s groovy, it’s like LIFE man, I dig it,
and the band, it’s FUNKY, man, but it’s so mili-
tary, you know? [ mean you know what Nietsche
would say don’t you?”. 5 . :
So girl of my dreams? What happened to you?
You, from the 30s, and 40s and 50s, you were once
beautiful, but you've become fat, with”bags under
your eyes, you chew gum to keep bad breath away;
the juice dribbles down your double chin, you’re still
chewing, you'lean close to my ear and you say:
“SO! YOU’RE IN THE MARCHIN® BAND,
HUH?” : = s ,
“Camaradarie: Dirty jokes, That's what does it.
182 Marching Men of Michigan tell dirty jokes all -
the way to, and all the way from the away games.
although rumor has it that there’ll be a stop put to
that; when people such as Cavender and other offi- -
cials of the band will be stationed in each of the six
buses. & i s e
Camaradarie: I know I thought Michigan was the
finest band in the land, with the finest music, finest
arrangements, finest dance routines and so what if
we were still in the 40s? Wasn’t it the same as trains?
Hardly anyone,rides them, but aren’t they a part of -
the American Heritage?
“Iseealotof kids on campus with long hair,”
Revelli once sermonized. I don’t want any long
hair in this band. And ifs}}uu ask n;e, fgnyﬂne with
long hair is a fairy!” Shuffle shuffle shuffle | B . _ _
CHEER! American Haifitagjgi y i =5 s:ﬁf e e %{:"
mean | jUSt don’t llkﬂ nui:tary thiﬂgﬂ.” L'Dl'lg hair. It | 4 r _ «_ / , T:’“L ‘.;ﬁ o j‘ .5 “L
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- does:it every time. Revelli was right, I guess, s o Metpmmiie el LR S o il
. ONEYEAR LATER [ joined the band again, and
couldn’t wait for the Old Men to stand so this time [
could boo the freshmen, but something was differ-
ent. Isaw 182 kids, no men, shuffling their feet and
making cheering noises, and really yokking it up for
‘Old Michigan. My hair was long, that’s true, I had

Continued on Page 16
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Continued

a girl friend who didn’t chew gurﬁ and didn’t like

marching bands, and I couldn’t get into the old
“camaradarie of the Michigan Marching Band.

Michigan State game, my sophomore year. Mich-
1gan State game, and we’re better than the State

| ‘band, aren’t we? “YEAH!” Just ask 1950 and 194{)'
| girls of my dreams about that.

- But me! What happened to me? Michigan State
game, sophomore year, half-time. Lweet tweet

tweet tweet, READY(two three) LIFT rum tum
tummy tummy “AND NOW.FOR YOUR/
HALFTIME ENTERTAINMENT: THE MICHI-
GAN MARCHING BAND”. My long hair started
~ to get in my face. Rum tum tummy tuminy tum
“HIPPIES! YIPPIES, CALL THEM .

tum.
'WHAT . YOU WILL, THE BEATLES

~ CHANGED THE WORLD, AND TODAY. THE
MICHIGAN MARCHING BAND SALUTES

THE BEATLES =

And we did. In wonderful Michigan Band military
- arrangemcnts the Beatles’ best: “When I'm 64,
“Yesterday” and the poor stoned-out hippies in the

crowd, the elitists, well they iried to dig it, but they
laughed instead, and I med to dig it, But thmugheut
the “When I’'m 64’ dance routine, I Kept seeing
‘Cavender’s leathered face getting more leathered

~and I didn’t feel any more of a man than I already
‘was; I felt no personal satisfaction after the shew

-was over; [ felt it was time to leave.

- The next Menday, Geurge B. Cavender and Dick
Follet, drum ma_;ur were standing on thexnewly

the poor stoned out hIDpIeS the elmsts well

--they tried to dig It but they laughed instead, and |
tried to dig it but | felt no personal satlsfactlon after
-___the show was over. It was time to leave.”

' paved asphalt drill field when I came up to them

before practice began.

“What can'I do for you, Barr}”?” George: deked.'_-

He knows my name, I thought. |

“Well, sir, uh.” His head cocked a tiny bit, and he

smiled; a spirited smile. The smile that read us a let-

ter from an ex-bandsman who was serving in Viet-

nam, praising the Marching Band for helping his

morale in the U.S. Armed Forces, how it helped

him become a better fighter; a better man. The band

- cheered when they heard the letter and they
~marched their hearts out.

 His leathered eyes looked up at mine. He squint-
~ed. He always squinted: It helped him to see if the

band lines were straight or not.
“Well, sir, I've decided I want to leave the band.”
His smile dreeped and his forehead wrmkled

- “Why, Barry, you've been a regular spark out there

in the-13th rank.” It was true. Sophomore year -1

- was’ able‘to march and play at the same tll‘l’lE

“Don’t you enjoy it? Is it seheﬂl‘?”

- Tlooked at this sweet man, who had devoted more
than fifteen years to assisting Revelli direct the
- marching band, whose brilliant dance routines and
marching patterns pleased the crowds, and pleased
the 1950 and 1940 girls of my dreams and made_

them happy. How could I tell this devoted man that

[ had outgrown something that in his eyescould

never be outgrown? That. the traditions and shows of -

the band were someone else’s ideas and genius and
perfec:tmn not mine; that I was just a puppet a sol-

Contmued on Page 13
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SOf course they marched blmd for only fwe yards
and opened their eyes the rest. of the way except for
~one guy who walked into a fence . .

Ko | Continued
dier, carrymg out orders for the benefit of'a cmwd

. halfway on their way to death; the 1940 girls of my
~dreams?

“It's school,” I said.

““Oh.” He closed his eyes for-a second. ““Why.

don’t you think about it? You know, we have a
chance of going to the Rose Bowl this year.”

“Yes, I know,” I said. The bandsman’s greatest

dream to march on Rose Bowl Turf “But school

19
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“OK. You thmk about.it.” 1 walked away and he
‘went back to Dick Follet, and I quit the band. They

didn’t make it to the Rose Bowl. That was the next
yesr. But Revelli, I’'m told became ever so much

~ more unpredictable.

-~ You-men can’t march,” he shouted at the March-
. ing Band last year. “Why, 1 know of a blind bands-

man-in the Ilinois Band, who not only could march

better than you, -but he was a rauk leader. Let’s see Il
you do that. Here, this rank. Shut your eyes, and

'-march twenty yards, and we’ll'see how good you

* Of course they marched blind for only fwe

; }’ards and opened their eyes the rest of the way, ex-.
cept for one guy who walked into a fence.

“What the hell is the matter with you? Call your-

.. “if a bandsman"? Yeu should be ashamed!”

Revelli is retired now. Cavender is-now the direc-
tor. The band is getting closer to the “‘now” sound
as they know it, and people still cheer when the band
comes gushing out of the tunnel onto the artificial

turf, and The Victors still brings tears to Cavender’s

eyes, so that'he'stops it mid-play during first re-
hearsal and says ‘“There’s something about 2
marching band. Pewer guts; intestinal fortitude!”

But Revelli will sit on the sidelines this year: uh in

“an honored seat to be sure, probably with the

marching band.;~They’ll .s‘hufﬂe their feet at the
mention of Revelli’s name; funny stories will be told

~~about good old Dr. Revelli. Cavender’s face will get

more- leathered. And the 1950, and 1940 and even
1937 girls will cheer and cry and. yell for:the FIN-
EST band in the landy and point at the long haired

~ fairies sitting in the stands, and beat their feet to the
tweet tweel tweet lweet ready (two three) LIFT

rum tum of the finest drums in the land, and we’re
preud as can be of the American scene, precise and
clean Marching Men of Mlchlgan ﬁghtmg heroes in
Vietnam, long haired dropouts in San Francisco;

we all take good care of our uniforms, all of us
MEN: chest out a little further, head up a little -

higher. We always watch the halftime shows on tele-
vision, my wife and I. She chews gum, but I'm

proud. Aren’t you? - | | : [D]
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