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Little Theater Play 
Proves Highly Amusing

“Liz? Oh, she’s gone out to the 
privet with Uncle Willie.”

This was just one of the lines that 
made The Philadelphia Story one of 
the most amusing productions the 
Raleigh Little Theater has given 
this year. The play, from the open
ing speech of little sister Dinah to 
the wedding announcement of Tracy 
at the end, never had a dull moment.

Tracy Lord, played by Lorena 
Goodwin, is a rich young woman 
about to embark on a second mar
riage. Suddenly, with the entrance 
of C. K. Dexter Haven, played by 
Ainslie Pryor, Tracy’s ex-husband; 
a reporter from the magazine Des
tiny—played by Andy Goodwin; Liz 
Embrie, photographer (Dorothy 
Connolly); and Tracy’s father 
(Charles Hazell), who has been liv
ing a rather shady life in Hew 
York; things begin to happen. The 
final scene is a complete surprise to 
everyone.

Patricia McClean, as the awk
ward younger sister, turned in one 
of the most amazing performances 
of the play, as did Dorothy Con
nolly, whose sarcastic wit drew many 
laughs. Ainslie Pryor added an
other feather to his hat as the ex- 
husband, and Harry Dorsett as 
Uncle Y'^illie demonstrated his ver
satility and acting ability.

Although her first few lilies were 
a little hard to understand, Lorena 
Goodwin turned in a creditable jier- 
formanee, as did her husband Andy 
Goodwin.

Perhaps the biggest disappoint
ment was Wayne Thompson, in the 
part of the handsome brother Sandy, 
who, in spite of a good speaking 
voice, was stiff and . awkward. 
Charles Hazell, the father, was also 
stiffer than his part required.

As a whole, however, the play was 
a great success and well received by 
the audience.
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Fellow Sufferer Gives 
Account Of Early Dawn

Do you suffer from assorted 
bags and circles, morning blind
ness, or bad temper in the early 
morning hours? If so, you are a 
fellow sufferer.

One of the greatest tragedies of 
mj^ life is the fact that I am com- 
pletelj^ incapable of waking, with
out tlie help of some outside force, 
at a respectable hour of the morn
ing. As a result, I am one of those 
people who stumble into any 
morning function, be it breakfast, 
classes or otherwise, with her 
eyes at half-mast and a hang-dog 
expression.

The raucous jangle of six alarm 
clocks sounding off together has 
absolutelj^ no effect on m}^ blissful 
slumber. My roommates who 
have the “hurrah, hurrah, a new 
day’s dawning!” attitude in the 
earlj" morning hours, combine 
forces in a supreme effort to make 
some impression on my dumb stu
por. I try to answer in a wide
awake, alert manner in a foxy 
attempt to convince them that I 
am awake, but can only manage a 
sleepy mumble. I am not respon
sible for anything I may say be
fore 10:00 o’clock in the morning.

How quiet and peaceful this 
rest home is! That nice man in 
the white jacket was so right 
when he said I’d enjoy mj^ stay 
here. I like that fellow standing 
on the bird bath. 1 think I’ll go 
talk to him. 1 take it he is Na
poleon since he -has his hand stuck 
under his left lapel. Oh, jmu are 
General Mac Arthur? 1 thought 
surely jmu were Napoleon. Oh— 
that was by your first wife.

Well, I’d like to know where 
the Kappa Snapper ward is. I 
used to know some girls who . . . 
oh, j^es, the one with the barbed 
wire. They’re having a picnic in 
collaboration with the Southern 
Gentlemen, 1 see. Musette, Nellie, 
Eran, Cai-ol, Jean Allan, Betsy 
Harris, Sande Spilman, Prances 
Clarke, Svdvia, Leila—Oh, lots of 
SMS graduates. They look onh^ a 
little different; 1 think now
they’re relieved because thej" ma.v 
feel free to act like children. Beth 
Yarborougli is acting like a verj' 
3U)ung child—must be the Turkjsh 
influence. And those people play
ing “sniff!”

I don’t think I’d like the re
freshment (Kaboose and Truslow 
Inc. Shortcake), so I’ll go on the 
other side of this hedge. I’ll make 
like a breath of pine and thev^’ll 
never notice me. . . .

No, I’m not jmur sweetheart. 
1 don’t care if 1 am at tlie Sigma 
Chi Sweetheart ward. Ah—ha, 

' there goes Sara Waddlin’ with lier 
Walt-O-Plenty. Kalevas, that gold 
emblem is vei\y prettv but it won’t 
save you the wa.v it did Steve 
Cainuni. To be sure. Van is quite 
a nice tiger lily in that yellow 
dress, but I wish she’s stop pla,v- 
ing like it’s evening. She doesn’t 
look good folded. Lou Roberts, 
Pauline Underwood, Buttercup, 
Hettj" Ann Yowell, and Pegg_v 
have all those fellows popping the 
straps on their strait-jackets.

Gotta be on mj’ rush to that 
big ward b.v the lake where the 
SAE brethren have finished “con
struction” (inferno) week. Chas
ing a ball out in left field are Pot
ter and her date. What’s this? 
Two people pla.ying every posi
tion? Dusty, Jeanne Brown, 
Stella, Cind.y, Anne Townsend, 
Helen Brundage, and Jean Craft 
are plumb outstanding. AVhat’s 
Vee doin’ playing flj" games . . . 
I’ve heard it ain’t healthy . . . but 
it’s wet!

1 see this party is progressing 
oka3^ . . . I’ll have to leave. Jackie 
and Jeanette are returning to the 
Delta Sig division after a fling to 
Durham with some confused 
Lamba Chi’s. I’ll help them with 
their bags. (I’m craz\" too.) Old 
Woodiehead’s here to meet Jackie, 
and Roger to meet Eleanor Hope. 
Where’s she been? Why, talking 
to him on 9110 of course. Mj^ this 
Delta Sig ward is crowded. Stand
ing in line to receive their shock 
treatments are Boyce, Marley, 
Crawford, Slagle, Costner, Brew
er, and Anna-Gram. Bet they’ll be 
surprised to find out the treat
ment is given with electricity! I 
can’t stand cold, gray walls so 
I’ll ask this child to show me the 
way out.

Dear, what’s your name? Gene? 
That’s pretty. Who combs your 
pretty, long curls? Jeff? Well, 
why didn’t he fix them this week
end? Oh, I see, but I’m sure that 
fellow at U.Va. did beautifully. 
G-nome went with you? She, Jane 
Pressle.y, and Mary Mar just 
shook out their curls? Naughty 
girls.

Pegge is still mumbling Zete, 
Zete, Zete. Holland’s murmurs 
cannot be translated. I hope you 
girls find your way back to the 
right ward. I’m so tired I think 
I’ll just sit down on Helen Eppes’ 
wagon even if it’s all busted from 
so many trips to Henderson. Prom 
here 1 can watch Jo Howell and 
Anna Garrison roll in from Geor
gia. Toodie tells me they’ll be put 
in the violent ward when they 
come back and say Georgia is 
more fun than Carolina. “Violent” 
isn’t so crowded these days since 
Jerry Ann, Hutch, and Sue Stow
ers left with their swim suits. 
Luck, Mecia, and Edith are still 
keeping the heat up with their 
scorched backs.

Hetsy (,'arter just rushed by 
with her senator hat on (she’s 
been to D.C, to play golf).

I’m getting more confused by 
the minute. Adelaide is merely 
standing here with her mouth 
closed, Swinson just walked b.v 
with no pin on, Bowles is hugging 
a weeping Willard tree, Camp has 
repaired her green alligator, and 
Logan isn’t worried about her 
grades. Maybe I’m mistaken. 
Maybe it’s my mind playing ti-icks 
t)ii me. But I’ll not worry.

Featrice Barefax Speaks
Dear Miss Barefax,

1 have a problem. I have been 
dating two boys quite regularly, 
but I am afraid that each will find 
out that I am dating the other and 
1 wouldn’t have anyone left to de
pend on for dates. I feel that I 
should give one of them up. One 
gets scared every time he holds 
m.v hand because he is afraid that 
his mother will find out about it. 
The other one eats onions before 
every date. What should I do?

Undecided.

M3' Dear Child,
If 3'ou feel that 3'our happiness 

depends on these two boys, the 
wisest thing for you to do is to 
tell each of them about the other. 
If they like you and respect you, 
they will be willing to make al
lowances for your happiness and 
the story will have a happy end
ing.

As for the onion-eater, 1 would 
advise you to eat some gaidic on 
your next date and tell him about 
Colgate Tooth Paste. Your fear- 
Di! friend must be instructed in 
the wa.vs of the world.
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(Continued from Page 1)
Three Debussy selections : Reflects 

dans I’eau, La Cathedrale Engloutie, 
and Feux d’artifice.
Chaconne in D-ilfinor....Bach-Busoni 
Sonata in B-flat Minor,

opus 35 ..................................Chopin


