






So formidable is the national repu tat ion of the Ohio State University Morching Bond that it could make its next 
appearance somewhere on the outskirts of Searchlight, Nev., and very like ly draw on appreciative crowd. 

But every great performing unit, it seems, has one favorite site-one location with which it is firmly identified, and 
where it traditionally rises to its greotest heights. The Mormon Choir has its Tabernacle, for instonce, and the 
dancing Rockettes their Radio City Music Hall. 

For the Buckeye Bond, that magic showcase is 90,OOO-seat Ohio Stadium in Columbus, which, on any given 
Saturday afternoon in autumn, becomes the footba ll capitol of America. 

It is in this gigantiC bowl, for the first time, that sophisticated new equipment has captured the Buckeye beat on 
Side One of this, one of the most exciting brass bond albums ever assembled. It is the same precise and powerful 
Ohio State music that we have come through the years to expect from the ebullient Buckeye brass, but this time it's 
awash with the full-throated symphony of spectator voices that electrify the autumn air on every football Saturday in 
Columbus 

The roar that greets the very first drum cadence quickly indicates that the band is on the threshold of something very 
special in a musical performance. And then the breakthrough-Burkeye Battle Cry smashing into a roaring stadium 
with the kinetic force of a rampaging fullbo ck. 

This is the some resounding, driving Ohio State Band that has enroptured audiences through scores of thrill-a-minute 
afternoons. But in this olburn, the response of the massive crowd seems to spur these gifted musicians to even 
greater levels of excitement. 




