In Memoriam
Russell Rudin—December 1983
Don Wright—April 1984
Helen "Mama" Ratzsch—July 1984
Gordon L. Bowman—August 1984
J. Joseph Hersh—October 1984
Our friends: May they rest in peace!

"Mama" Helen Ratzsch
It is with great sorrow that we have to
inform our readers of the death in July
1984 of Mrs. Helen R a t z s c h of Milwaukee, Wisconsin.
Mrs. Ratzsch, known to all of her friends,
and that included just about all of us,
as "Mama", was the proprietor of Milwaukee's famous Karl Ratzsch's Restaurant—and there she presided right
until her death.
To us, Mama was, and will always be,
" M i s s Beer Stein 1 9 7 7 " — a title she
proudly held. Her restaurant has as fine
a collection of steins, plaques, glassware and objets d'art as you'll find anywhere; while the displays are a true joy
to stein collectors, the food at Ratzsch's
is the superb topping on the proverbial
cake, food that is world-renowned!

From the Slide Library
It is expected that by December 15 the
library will have available a set of slides
of Günter Merk's outstanding collection
of regimental steins, as presented by
him and Wolfgang Gult at this year's
convention in Trier.
U.W.B.

And now M a m a lives on only in our
hearts. We will long r e m e m b e r her
kindness, her wonderful laughter, her
delight w h e n greeting fellow collectors—and her obvious enjoyment of life
with her family.
The Board of Directors and all members of SCI express their sadness at
the passing of this wonderful lady and
send their condolences to the Ratzsch
family: Like you, we will miss her.

In Memoriam:
"Doc" Joe Hersh
On Sunday, October 7, 1984, our very
good friend and fellow collector, Dr. J.
J o s e p h Hersh of Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, died at the age of 82.
"Doc" Joe, as most of us knew him, was
a surgeon, a historian, a collector, a researcher, an author, a Master Steinologist of S C I — a n d a most w o n d e r f u l
gentleman. He loved life, he loved his
family, and as we know, he loved his
stein collection.
God was gracious to Joe: Joe and Evelyn had attended our Convention in
Trier, and he celebrated his 82nd birthday—surrounded by all of his friends—
in the old town of Dinkelsbuehl.
Our love and affection, and our heartfelt
condolences go out to Evelyn, their
children and their grandchildren: We do
indeed share your grief. We'll miss our
"Doc" Joe.

DRINK TO MAINE, OUR ALMA MATER
THE C O L L E G E OF OUR HEARTS ALWAYS.
It seemed that this fair country had become obsessed with the Maine Stein Song,
knew no other, wanted no other. Small
groups got together, gathered round a
piano, sang the song, and broke leases for
a fee. Other m o r e i n t r o v e r t e d g r o u p s
sneaked off with the sheet music under
their arms and started religions in California. Most were turned back at the border.
We now contemplate the upstart responsible for this tumult. He was a wavy haired,
toothy, medium sized chap, addicted to argyle sweaters, flannel pants, buckskin
shoes, and he sang through his nose. He
committed this nuisance through a large
cone-shaped device called a megaphone.
Insult was added to injury w h e n these
megaphones became popular with other
perpetrators of the art. It was the bull horn
of a less advanced decade.

T h e Maine Stein S o n g
by Patrick J. Clarke

FILL T H E S T E I N S TO DEAR O L D MAINE
SHOUT 'TIL T H E R A F T E R S RING
The 1930s, those doleful years that many
of us remember with neither wonder nor
delight, which we have turned to good advantage by boring our progeny with woeful
tales of hardship and deprivation, and, as
they shifted from one foot to the other, we
hoped they would look up to us as made
of the stuff that made America great. They
rarely did.
However, during those turbulent times there
descended from the rock-bound coast a
group of musicians led by a saxophoneplaying person named Rudy Vallee.
STAND AND DRINKATOASTONCEAGAIN
L E T E V E R Y L O Y A L MAINE MAN SING

Needless to say, our anti-hero became an
overnight s e n s a t i o n . He m a d e lots of
money—all of which he still has. He sang
other songs, had his own radio program,
and also went into the movies. He was
generally type-cast as the third party in a
love triangle and depicted as the wealthy
son of rich millionaires, was called "Algernon" or "Butchie," and spoke with an Oxford accent, although to be fair, unlike most
Oxonians, you could understand most of
what he said.
After World War II he hosted a radio program that was infamous for its presiding
over the last days of John Barrymore, having him as the butt of many pitiful harpoonings. There is, however, no record of
Rudy graduating from the University of
Maine. He most likely did not.
You no doubt by now are visualizing all the
great fun those students at the college were

This they did over and over. And again.
The song swept the country as no other at
the time. During these troubled economic
times there were a great many parades.
They were cheap to put on and it didn't
cost to get in. There was the St. Patrick's
Day parade, the N.R.A. parade, the Columbus Day parade, the Armistice Day parade, parades without n u m b e r — a n d in
those days of little or no money, they were
very popular and well attended. They were
almost as much fun as a wake or a funeral.

Well, you can never blame it on the University of Maine. It was a dry campus! Bone
dry! Beer, or the consumption of alcohol in
any form, was prohibited and anything associated was anathema.
What, you may ask, has this to do with the
collecting of s t e i n s , and w h y are y o u
spraying us with all this trivia? Well, it has
a lot to do with the collecting of steins as
you will presently see.
As all stories have a hero, this one is no
exception. Enter our hero, Barry Millett,
S.C.I. #1552, of the sovereign state of New
Jersey, who entered the University of Maine
in 1952 after discharge from the U.S. Army
and service in Korea, and in due course
graduated in 1956. During his student years,
Barry had a roommate who collected mugs
of various colleges, and as collecting is
highly contagious, it sparked Barry's interest in this area.
After graduation, Barry was offered and
accepted the post of Assistant Dean of the
University of Maine.

DRINK TO A L L T H E HAPPY H O U R S
DRINK T O T H E C A R E F R E E D A Y S
Guess what song was played most at these
parades. You were close: It was the Maine
Stein Song. It thundered from the tubas,
tinkled from the triangles, crashed from the
cymbals, convoluted from the cornets,
smashed from the snares, and pounded
from the bass drums. It was sickening!

having back in those years with their drinking parties, s o n g s i n g i n g in t a v e r n s ,
thumping the tables with their beer-filled
steins, toasting each other, the football
team, the fraternities . . . and generally
having a good time with all the beer drinking and camaraderie, the throwing up in
alleys, wetting their pants, and all that other
good stuff that students indulge in out of
sight of their adoring parents.

The trio that started it all

In his capacity as advisor to the Student
Union, and with the strains of the by now
world-famous Stein Song permeating the
hallowed halls of this venerable institution,
it occurred to Barry that there was an ironic
note buried in the woodwork somewhere:
The situation existed that there was not
even one stein on the premises. Drinking,
or what passed for it, had to be done from
teacups, jelly glasses, dixie cups, galoshes, or whatever came to hand. It cried
out for remedy and resolve was born.

referring to Barry as a "pump primer," it
goes on to say—and I quote:
Gathering together members of the Student Union, Barry proposed to them the
project of forming a collection of beer steins
that even the University of Heidelberg could
be proud of. As a starter he put forward
three steins of his own (see accompanying
photo), one of which was a Mettlach, and
suggested that a brochure picturing these
three pieces, and soliciting more of the
same, should be sent to all alumni. The
project was accepted with alacrity and the
work began. A war chest of $100 was anteed and the mailing was sent off.

Guess What? Opposition came from the
powers that be at the college and for a
period things looked bleak. Even the fact
of Barry owning a few steins was frowned
upon, and an offer of a donation of several
steins from a prominent brewery had to be
turned down.

"It is hard to believe now that barely
a decade ago there were some misgivings about the propriety of having
such a collection. Drinking on campus was not permitted. Would such a
display suggest the wrong emphasis? The line in the song beseeching
everyone to drink to something did not
seem relevant. However, there were
no protesters and no pickets and the
project
continued."
In due course the opposition was overcome and the steins started to come in.
Not everyone has the same idea of a stein
as you or I. Some pretty weird stuff arrived.
It was suspected that some wives saw an
opportunity to dispose of some of the terrible things that Egbert had bought at auction when her back was turned. A lot of
stuff was returned. But a goodly supply of
respectable pieces also was sent and the
collection was off and running. It is conservatively estimated that the collection at
the present time consists of over 300 pieces
and is still growing. This article may stimulate more donations and I am sure the
possibility of income tax deductions might
be considered. Barry Millett is at the present
time Dean of Students at Rutgers University at Camden, the State University of N.J.
He has no inclination to start a collection
in those hallowed halls, but has no objection if you decide to start one for your Alma
Mater if you have one, or your local temperance society if you don't. It's only a
thought. Meantime we hope to have more
in the next issue of PROSIT on this famous
collection, and will keep you informed.
FILLTHE STEINS TO DEAR OLD MAINE . . .

Rather than being discouraged by this
travail, Barry went to work and one of the
more famous selling jobs of the century
was accomplished. After all, he had served
in Korea and this wasn't nearly as bad.
Herewith is a quotation from the alumni
news letter, "On Tap," circa 1975. After

The University of Maine Stein Collection in 1964
(partial)

Barry Millett at U. of Maine in 1954

1985 Dues
Y e s , it's that time again: The annual
membership dues are due. By now
we trust you received your annual bill
in the mail, have clipped your 1985
membership card and have returned
the s t u b , plus your c h e c k for the
dues, to our treasurer, Pat Clarke.
However every year there are a number of stragglers who somehow can't
find their bill or their checkbook until
sometime during the summer of 1985.
So here Is your reminder: While you
are reading this item, if you haven't
already paid your 1985 dues, make
out a c h e c k for $20.00 ($24.00 if
overseas) to " S . d . , " sign it, add your
SCI membership number, and send
it to:

Mr. Patrick J. Clarke
P.O. Box 350
Harrison, NJ 07029
Do it now! We cannot exist without
your dues, and if you wish to enjoy
SCI membership privileges, you must
be a paid-up member. We must have
your dues by January 1,1985, or we
will be forced to drop you from our
rolls. Don't force us to do that, please!
Please pay your 1985 dues now! Don't
become an ex-member: We need your
support. Thank you.

Address Changes
Every time we send out*an issue of
PROSIT, we get a handful of returns,
marked "Moved—no Forwarding Address" or similar notation by the Post
Office Department. That means a few
of our members don't get their copies
of PROSIT on time (or ever), and SCI
has to spend multiple postage to redirect the package.
Please, let us have your new address
when you move, or even if you plan to
move in the very near future. If possible, use the free "Change of Address"
cards furnished by the Post Office (ask
for PS Form 3576): Give us your name,
old address, new address and your SCI
number—and you are all set to receive
every issue of PROSIT right on time (and
save SCI some money).
And remember, PROSIT should reach
you by about the tenth of March, June,
September and December. If your issue hasn't arrived by then, drop us a
card and include your latest, correct address. Thank you.

