
others judge a school. Naturally, Withrow is tops

Nothing really matches the atmosphere of a foot-
ball game. From the opening whistle until the
final gun, King Football, the helmeted hypnotist,
reigns over his spectator subjects. The colorful
stands on a crisp autumn afternoon; the nocturnal

splendor of an illuminated stadium; the cheers as

the teams enter onto the field; the electric tension
that runs through the crowd as the teams line up

for the opening kick-off; the bands as they parade
on the field at halftime, as much a part of football
as the goal posts; the joyous frenzy and contrasting
despair as a player smashes into the end zone; the

fight ing will of both teams; that jubilant feeling after
a hard-fought victory; the let-down sensation after
a defeat; cheerleaders; touchdowns; color: these
form the unequaled spirit of football.
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“The Gallopin’ Greek" rips off yardage around enemy flank. All is joy in Tigerfown as the Orange & Black builds up a commanding lead.

>

Beatty and Mousie lead a spirited band cheer. Another crushing victory by the Tiger juggernaut brings smiling approval from suDDorters.


