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I never dreamed I’d be working with a marching band. After all, I’d hated it when I was a freshman in high school. I’d wanted to quit as soon as that year was over.

However, missing state finals by a point my freshman year opened my eyes to what marching band was really about. Our high school was consolidating with the another high school and would no longer exist. The regional band contest was the end for us. Seeing the other band members, especially the seniors, crying and upset made me realize there was more to marching band than memorizing music and drill. It was family.

During my sophomore year, my love of marching band grew as the two high school bands united and formed a bigger, new band. We didn’t expect to make state that year when over half of the band had never marched before. That love grew so much I learned a brand new show for three contests in the summer after my sophomore year—right before my family moved 90 miles south.

In Martinsville, I was the new kid on the block unsure of what to think of the Marching Artesians. However, it didn’t take long for me to adapt to their ways and see they wanted to go to state, too. 

After I graduated, I missed marching band so much. I watched practices from the bleachers when they were on the football field or stood on the sidelines when they were on the parking lot. I went to a contest at least once each year with either my mom or my friend Julie.

In the summer of 1990, I continued watching practices as much as I could. I was taking a summer school class at Indiana University, so I couldn’t always be there in the evenings.

However, I did make it to one of the band’s first practices. 

“Michele, is the band going to make top five at Band Day?” Mr. Battaglia, the band director, asked.

“I hope so,” I said. “Is the band as big as last year’s?”

“It’s probably a little bigger.”

They didn’t look like it to me, but who was I to argue? He was the band director. He ought to know if the band was bigger, smaller, or the same size as last year's band.

The next night, I skipped the boring summer school class I was taking and went to watch band practice. What kept dragging me back to this? I felt like a band groupie or something. When I didn't have anything else to do, I did what I could find. While I was there, I took five or six pictures of the band, so I could get a roll of film out of my camera.

“Do you want to work with the pit?” Mr. B asked me.

“I don't know anything about that,” I replied.

“Oh, drats.”

A couple of weeks before Band Day, Julie and I talked to Mr. B at practice while other staff and the drum majors worked the band on fundamentals. 

“One of the band moms has agreed to cut her hair if you win Band Day,” Mr. B told the band, trying to motivate them. The band mom had hair that hung to her butt.

A week later, I stopped to watch the band on my way home from class at 8:45 p.m. Several people, including Julie, my friend Paula, and Mrs. B and their two kids, were there. Julie held the newest addition to the Battaglia family, Trisha Michele, who was four months old. The middle name was pretty cool if I did say so myself. To this day, I still wonder where the Battaglias came up with the middle name. Was it because of me?

It didn’t take much for Julie and me to make the decision to go to Band Day. I could drive my car, and we packed a lunch to save some money from the expensive state fair food.

The day before Band Day, I watched the band's last practice. They sure looked good. The lines were straight. The music sounded great.  I hoped they would do well the following day. 

I called Julie when I got home to see if she got our tickets. They were sold out of the morning show, but she did get evening tickets. We were almost set then.

On Wednesday, August 15, I picked up Julie at 6:45 a.m., and we stopped for donuts at the bakery since neither of us had had any breakfast. We got in line for the caravan for the hour-long journey north even though we didn't leave until 7:30. 

Once we arrived at the fairgrounds, we somehow, although I don't know how I managed it, followed the buses into the infield. The guy directing traffic waved at us to follow the buses, so I did. Usually, the infield is only for the buses and staff vehicles. I was more than okay with that because we would be close to the band and because we had a cooler for food and drinks in the trunk of my car. 

Julie and I each bought a program, and Kelli Smith, Paula's sister, was on the cover. We ran to show Kelli and her mom. Imagine how she must have felt having her picture on the cover of a program that thousands of people saw. I should have asked for her autograph.

Julie and I bought our morning show tickets and found our seats. The band didn't look too bad, but they could have done better. As we watched the bands, I glanced at the people moving around on the bleachers and saw a man in a Haworth band jacket. I kept looking to see who it was because all I could see was his back.  It wasn’t every day I saw a Haworth jacket since the school had closed a few years ago due to consolidation.

It turned out to be my former director in Kokomo, Mr. Vogler. He hadn't changed one bit. I found his name in the program under the directors for Jay County. I didn’t know he had left Kokomo. I debated about whether to go find him and say hello, but I decided against it.

As we waited for the morning awards, Julie and I walked down to the other end of the huge grandstand, so we could be with the Martinsville crowd. Mr. B sat in the middle of a bleacher, looking so relaxed, so I took a picture of him. 

The band made the Sweet 16 once again. Julie and I ate lunch or supper whatever we wanted to call it. Eating between three and four could have been either. After we finished eating, we goofed around until the band returned from Ponderosa and the church where they went annually to rest.

At 7 p.m., Julie and I ventured around among the band as they prepared for the evening performance. We talked to Jen, a senior and the only drum major, and then took turns shaking her hand and wishing her good luck. I couldn't believe how much better they looked in the evening competition. Performing under the lights did something to the band—sometimes making them look like a different band.

They placed seventh. I thought for sure they would get Top 5. The thing that ticked me off was a band like Concord High School from South Bend. They supposedly learned their show in eleven hours and beat us. All they did was march in a box onto the makeshift field on the dirt track, stand to play, move around a little bit, and march off. Their uniforms were t-shirts and shorts. If I was guessing, they beat us because they were a state finalist in class B pretty consistently. 

When Julie and I got back to the buses, Jen was upset. We tried to make her feel better.

“You guys were so much better in the evening show,” I told her.

She agreed and said, “It was like two different bands.”

Mr. B gave his little spiel. “I can't help it if the judges were blind.”

For sure. 

Julie and I were behind Mr. B's van all the way home. We arrived back in Martinsville at 12:45 a.m. The Arty fire truck, the biggest fire truck, led us through town. Julie and I took turns honking my car horn.

At the high school, I yelled, “Bye, Frank,” out Julie's open window. I don't honestly know what possessed me to do that other than the fact I drunk three or four cans of Mountain Dew over the course a few hours, which made me hyper. Besides, I didn't see any harm in calling Mr. B by his first name. Julie had told me earlier that Mr. B had told her to call him Frank.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2


[image: ]


I went to visit Mr. B during his prep, which was the last class of the day, a week and a half after Band Day. I gave him the pictures I had picked up a few days before. He looked at them and told me they were good pictures.

“Are you living at home?” he asked.

“Yes.” I wasn’t sure where he was going with this conversation.

“Would you want to help with the band? You’re over here every night anyway,” he said.

What had he just asked me? Was I hearing it right? “Yes,” I said, trying to contain my excitement as much as I could. Inside, I was so excited I could hardly stand it. How could I not say yes? This was what I had been dreaming about since I had graduated from high school. I had thought about it non-stop since the day I had ridden in Mr. B's van to regional the year before. I wanted this band to go to state. 

After I gave Mr. B my answer, he showed me the drill on his computer he had written himself. Not too shabby.

On Tuesday, August 28, I went to my first band practice, not as a supporter but as a staff member. Those two words—staff member—would have to grow on me. I couldn't believe this was happening. Now my only worry was how the kids would act toward me. Would they respect me and look at me as an adult? Or would they see me as someone like them? After all, I wasn’t much older than the seniors.

By the end of the second practice, working with the band was pretty much what I had thought it would be. I was getting used to the kids, and they were getting used to me.

A week later when I arrived at practice, Mr. B was yelling at them. They did learn all of the middle song drill, the second song of three they learned for a show, and I thought they looked pretty decent. A couple of kids in my line consisting of clarinets, the instrument of choice, and the flutes asked me questions about what band I was in, and I had to tell them Martinsville.

The next night was a home football game. I went over and hoped to get into the football game with the band, so I didn't have to pay to get in. The band performed their state fair show and looked great, almost as good as the night show a few weeks before.

As we continued cleaning and working on the drill, the first contest was approaching fast. We practiced on the Saturday a week before the first contest. However, many of the kids weren't there. Having holes from missing kids didn’t help polish a show. It was too hard for the kids on either side of the hole, especially if they were new to band, to judge how much space to leave, and most especially when they were freshmen.

At the beginning of practice on Tuesday before the first contest, Mr. B said, “No one should be talking except Tony, Michele, and Heather if she's out there.” He made me feel important. How great it felt to be a staff member!

At the other practice that week, Mr. B made the staff wear these goofy headsets, like walkie talkies. I heard some interesting words from him. In a way, I was grateful to Mr. B because he made me feel like I was really a part of the staff. 

“Michele, make sure you yell at the flutes if they get their intervals too small,” he said. 

I didn’t know about yelling. That wasn’t something I had done before, but I was willing to tell them they were doing it wrong. In turn, the kids started yelling at me so they could ask questions. That made me feel even more important. One less thing to worry about because they did respect me enough to ask for help. The closer, especially during a straight line, had kids missing the first step, and they were hardly playing music.

“Are they looking better?” Mr. B asked me through the headset.

“No,” I said.

“Now play the damn thing!” Mr. B yelled at the kids.

It was frustrating when the kids didn't care, which they obviously didn't at this practice. This band didn't have the drive that the previous year’s band had. I couldn't quite put my finger on it.

Our first weekend of band contests turned out not too badly. At Center Grove High School, they scored 43 and placed fifth out of eleven bands and placed seventh of thirteen overall. At Hamilton Southeastern High School, located by Noblesville, they increased their score by six points and placed second out of two bands. Things looked grim for the Marching Artesians.

On the way home from the second contest, Mr. B, as I still called him, told Mrs. B,  “I don’t think we have to worry about regional.”

I had to agree. 

Even though it was such a long day, I had so much fun. It sure was different riding in the van and listening to Mr. B talk about the band. All I could think about on the way home was how much I wanted to help next year. I wanted to go to Florida with them. They were going over spring break to Disney World. Wouldn't that be exciting, especially since I hadn't been to Disney World in fifteen years?

When we got back to the high school, I thanked them for taking me.

“Anytime,” Mr. B said.

“Don't say that again because I might need a ride next week,” I said.

“That would be okay.”

The following week at practice Jen said a few words to the band. Then Mr. B did. I was worried about what I had said in a letter to the editor I had sent to the 













d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
A (OVFESSIONS
A MARCHING

SSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS

MICHELE L MATHEWS |





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





