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Axis Morale 
’Gone to Pot’ 
Idle Prayer 

By DON TREADGOLD 

The leader of the famous anti- 

nazi Black Front within Ger- 

many, Otto Strasser, in the Sep- 
tember American Mercury opines 
that German morale has at last 
reached the breaking point. For 

purposes of comparison, let us 

quote the observations of a not- 
ed foreign correspondent: “Mr. 
W. tells me that he was in Ger- 

many until shortly before we en- 

tered the war in 1917 and that 
until the winter of 1916-17 there 
was no suffering among the civil- 
ian population at all. He says the 

present rations and shortages 
are about the same as Germany 
exprienced in the third year of 
the World War. He is sure things 
cannot go on as at present, with 
the front quiet and nothing but 

hardships, especially the suffer- 

ing from the cold we’ve had for 

more than a month now.” This is 
from the entry of January 24, 
1940 in the Berlin Diary of Wil- 
liam L. Schirer, almost two years 
ago. 

An Endless Wait? 
In an entry a few days later, 

Schirer expresses alarm at the 
stories he hears from Ed Murrow 

of the British waiting complac- 
ently for blockade to bring the 

“collapse of German morale,” 
something all British have not 

yet given up doing. But it should 
be pretty clear by now that Ger- 
man morale is not cracking, nor 

is it likely to crack until German 
armies first taste defeat. 

We ourselves have hoped quite 
a while for Japan’s morale to 

crack. Italy right now is defeat- 

(Please turn to page seven) 
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To the Editor: 
Last week the ASUO executive 

committee was presented with a 

petition, signed by three inde- 

pendent candidates for freshman 
class office, asking the executive 
committee to refuse ratification 
of the by-law's, passed at a re- 

cent freshman class meeting, 
which requires every freshman to 

plank 50 cents on the line in order 
to vote in class elections or par- 
ticipate in class activities. 

The signers of the petition did 
not debate the moral issues in- 

volved in a poll tax system of 

voting. Instead they advanced 
the very practical, sane argu- 
ment that such a system of ex- 

cluding a large part of the stu- 

dent body from class functions 
was slowly strangling ALL class 
activities. The inevitable end of 

such a practice is, they argued, 
the abolition of classes entirely. 

This may seem a little far- 
fetched but it may be dangerous- 
ly close, at the present time, to 

actually occurring. An unusually 
reliable report, via the grape- 
vine, has it that one executive 

committee member had deter- 
mined to ask the committee to 
abolish the class of '45 entirely 
and only withheld the request 
because of the petition submitted 
last week. 

Certainly, with the present set- 

up, it is very hard to find any 
justification for the existence of 
classes. With approximately 50 

per cent of the student body en- 

Oregon W Emerald 
The Oregon Daily Emerald, published daily during the college year except Sundays, 

Mondays, holidays, and final examination periods by the Associated Students, University 
of Oregon. Subscription rates: $1.26 per term and $3.00 per year. Entered as second- 
:lass matter at the postffice, Eugene, Oregon. 

HELEN ANGELL, Editor FRED MAY, Business Manager 
Associate Editors: Betty Jane Biggs, Hal Olney 

Ray Schrick, Managing Editor Jim Thayer, Advertising Manager 
Bob Frazier, News Editor Warren Roper, National Advertising Manager 

Editorial board: Buck Buchwach, Hal Olney, Betty Jane Biggs, Ray Schrick, Jonathan 
Kahananui ; Professor George Turnbull, adviser. 

UPPER NEWS STAFF 
Jonathan Kahananui, Lee Flatberg, Herb Penny, Bill Hilton, Assistant 

Co-Sports Editors Managing Editors 
Corrire Nelson, Mildred Wilson, Joanne Nichols, Assistant News Editor 

Co-Women’s Editors Mary Wolf, Exchange Editor 

UPPER BUSINESS STAFF 
Helen Rayburn, Layout Manager Alvera Maeder, Leota Whitelock, 
Dave Holmes, Circulation Manager Classified Managers 
Maryellen Smith, Special Issue Manager Helen Flynn, Office Manager 

Peggy Magill, Promotional Director 

Editorial and Business Offices located on ground floor of Journalism building. Phones 
3300 Extension : 382 Editor: 363 News Office : 359 Sports Office; and 364 Business Office. 

In Defense of Oregon 
small minority of the state of Oregon has adopted the 

quite misconstrued idea that this Friday night’s first 
west coast blackout is a special type of Hallowe’en party 
planned for their entertainment by the government. 

Army officials refute any semblance of “fun” in connection 
with the maneuvers, scheduled for the coming weekend. It 
won’t be a case of playing games, for the business is entirely 
serious. 

The idea behind American test blackouts is not the imme- 
diate threat of invasion or attack, but is that they serve a 

two-fold purpose. It will test the military and civilian defense 
forces, and will better equip the American public to quickly 
adapt itself to invasion possibilities in case the improbable 
should become reality. 

* * # 

'^piIE Sunday Oregonian, in denoucing the chances of a raid, 
told its readers: “Army officials will frankly tell yo\i that 

a quotation on the chances of this area being raided would 
show long odds (but) as long as an aggressor is on the 

move, the threat, however remote, remains and preparation 
for that possibility must be made.” 

It will be a half-hour blackout on the University of Oregon 
campus, demanding the serious and conscientious assistance of 

every student. 
Complete policing of the city will be provided, and strict 

control of violators is planned for, but the basic responsibility 
for the first raid experiment is in the individual citizen’s effort 
to cooperate in making a real test of defense strength. 

Defeat 
rJ''IIE Sunday Oregonian, in denouncing the chances of a raid, 

a pall of gray, mantling a world of gloom. The wind 
moaned a sorrowful dirge, and the giant oaks shed their multi- 
colored tears. 

A clammy feeling was in the air, and the students of the 

University of Oregon, and the populace of the city of Eugene, 
and the residents of the hamlet of Corvallis, and the citizens 
of the great state of Oregon were a sad and subdued lot, to 

say it mildly. 
Once-laughing males shuffled off to classes, their tired 

bodies squeaking discontent. Wooden-shoed coeds forsook the 
usual gay mask of mascara, lipstick, powder, rouge, eye- 
shadow, et al, that makes a woman a woman instead of a 

sweet young girl. 
* 

pROFESSORS mumbled their lectures in a yet drier incanta- 
tion than as per usual, and even the omnipresent dog's in 

the classes shivered in silent agony. 
A dull and listless feeling pervaded every cranny and nook 

of the University of Oregon campus, and helplessness gripped 
itself tightly around the midsection of everyone, refusing to 

release its fateful clamp. 
Oregon students mourned for Oregon State students, and 

Reaver students wailed for Webfoot. A great dream had been 

shattered. Tragedy Black Saturday. 
Truly, it will take a full five days before we’re yelling our- 

selves hoarse at next Saturday’s game. Almost a century. 
—B.B. 

tirely excluded from class activi- 
ties it would seem reasonable to 

go just a little farther and abol- 
ish class activity if the situation 
could be cured no other way. 

The executive committee ruled 
thumbs down on the petition af- 
ter considerable debate and care- 

ful consideration. Their conten- 
tion was that the freshman 
meeting was a legal one and 
therefore, throwing out the by- 
laws immediately preceding elec- 
tions thereby affecting the out- 

come of the election would be 

unjustifiable. 
But—the executive committee 

reserved the right to take further 
action on the issue at some fu- 
ture date. The members must 
have come to the conclusion that 
the argument of the three inde- 

pendent candidates was not 

groundless and only by the inter- 
vention of the committee could 
classes be saved. 

Sincerely, 
A Student 

To say that I am angry would be the understatement of the 

week. Suffice to say, kids, that I’m peeved. Really sore. I mean 

perturbed about the whole thing. The whole thing being both Phil 

Harris and F. Martin’s stinking collection of un-musical arteests. 

The thing is, men, that I really don’t care horribly for either 

ork's renditions of “Poet and Peasant Overture” or Piano 

Concerto,” respectively. Further 

beef is that I do care consider- 

ably for same masterpieces when 

played in some semblance of the 

manner which the composer in- 

tended. Never in all my years 
have I heard a more odoriferous 
item than the thing that issued 
forth from my brand new Sears 

Spartan Sunday eve. And it 
wasn’t the radio neither ’cause it 
has all new tubes which I feared 
for after Mr. Harris’s jelloish 
treatment of the poet and peas- 
ant respectively. 

Another Blackeye 
I can’t bring myself to say a 

lot about Martin. I just can’t. It 
makes big tears of remorse at 

having taken up music well up 
in mine eyes. How a supposedly 
mentally gifted public can swal- 

low that censored is truly beyond 
me. L mean way beyond. But I 
remember "Tonight We Smooch” 
when it was a beautiful melody 
full of sound and fury and signi- 
fying Orson Welles. The crown- 

ing inglory came Sunday when 
A1 Spaulding paused on NBC’s 
coke show to give credit for Con- 
certo’s composership to Peter 

Unspellable and lo and behold, 
FREDDY MARTIN, which goes 
to show that a fixation is a fixa- 

tion so why the heck do I worry 
about it. 

(Please turn to page three) 
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By MARY WOLF 
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She (talking to young suitor): 
“I maintain that love is no dif- 
ferent now than it ever was.” 

He: “Where did you ever get 
that idea ?” 

She: “I have just finished an 

old story of a Grecian maiden 
who sat and listened to a lyre all 

evening.” 
—Beacon. 

❖ * & 

University of California—Coeds 
like to knit! At least, they don’t 
mind picking up stitches for hus- 

ky ambulance volunteers. Over 
30 University women have joined 
a drive to knit garments for the 

unit. The movement was sup- 
ported so well, that the supply of 
khaki-colored yarn was exhaust- 

ed before their deadline. The pro- 
ject has as its objective the com- 

pletion of 25 sweaters and 25 
scarfs by October 31, when the 
ambulance corps will leave for 
the Near East. 

Lady: “Is that a real blood- 
hound?” 

Sherlock Holmes: “Here, Eze- 

kiel, bleed for the lady.” 
—The Santa Clara. 

He $ * 

University of Washington — 

Fraternity men were quick to an- 

swer a coed challenge yesterday 
asking full cooperation in the 

campus Defense Chest October 
30 and 31. As a result red feath- 
ered emblems of Defense Chest 
donation, will sprout from sleek 
evening gowns instead of the tra- 
ditional corsage this weekend. 
Groups on the campus were con- 

sidering other plans for sacrifice, 
indicating student contribution 
will be the largest in the history 
of the Community Chest, which 
has been enlarged to include USO 
and China war relief this year. 

At 
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By TED HARMON 

While you’re munching sarcas- 

tically on your toast with an “I 
told you so” attitude, we’ll shrink 

just a bit farther down inside our 

collars. Wonder what Mr. Hal- 
lock’s doing across the page. 

It all started with our insipid 
remark concerning the supposed- 
ly ‘‘insipid arrangement” of Fred- 
die Martin’s “Concerto No. 1 in 
B Flat Minor.” Not that we wdre 
openly rebuked by any means, 
but Sunday night after the tea 

dance, we had, oh, so many calls 

telling us that we were a bit 

hasty in our judgment, so take 
out your pencil and cross out the 
word “insipid” and settle for 
that. 

And for those that weren’t one 

of the milling throng, there WAS 
a crow there. In fact, if someone 

had hollered “fire!”, the proba- 
ble answer would’ve been, “who’s 

got a cigarette?” It was one of 
those Black-Hole-of-Calcutta ef- 
fects, with all available room 

filled to capacity. You couldn*ir 
move unless the crowd did, and 
then with some reservations. 

Our notebook says not to forget 
to mention Eddie Stone, first vio- 
linist, and the show that he put on 

by himself with the shady 
lyrics of "Princess Poo-Pooli.’ He 
■was probably the happiest per- 
son we’ve ever seen, with the 

possible exception of a sopho- 
more discovering that he doesn’t 
have to shave for two weeks. 

And then came the inevitable. 
Yeah, the concerto. He played 
that once near the end, then fol- 
lowed with “Tonight We Love^-^ 
(being the same melody with 

lyrics). The crowd hooped and 
cheered so much, even after the 
orchestra had their coats on, that 

they sat down, partially, to play 
the concerto again. The pianist, 
however, put himself through 
some of the most strenuous calis- 
thenics we’ve ever seen. Peter 

Tchaikowsky’s Concerto is not 
easy to play; we know. But you 
should have seen the pianist. He 
looked like a typist trying to 
scratch his back. 

Freddie Martin and company 
rolled in to Eugene about ten 
minutes before the afternoon 
dance was to begin, so they 
played without dinner. After the 
three hour session, they ad- 

journed to the Eugene hotel to 
eat and rest before the evening 
engagement. Upon entering the 
dining room, they found a small 
orchestra playing questionable 
music for a pack of hungry din- 
ers. Of course, the small orches- 
tra upon seeing the one-and-only 
Freddie were a bit abashed and 
embarrassed, but they continued. 
Next number that came up gave 
the pianist his turn. He played 
it, and played it well, whereupon 
the Martin troupe soundly ap- 
plauded him at the finish. Which 
goes to show that even artists 
can be friends. Now what have ^ 

you got to say, Mr. Hallock? 
HOW TO STICK OUT your > 

chest in one easy lesson. Four 
weeks ago it was acclaimed by 

(Please turn to page six) 


