					Mr. Walheim
	“I’ve never heard such vibrato in my life!” Mr. Walheim teased, with a twinkle in his
eye. 
  That was his assessment of my trumpet solo entry for contest in my junior year of high school.
   Even though I sat first chair trumpet in our high school band and had performed more
than a few solos in that capacity, doing one in front of judges made me so nervous I
could hardly get through the performance.
    This must have been a huge disappointment to him. Up to this point, he had invested 
seven years of instruction in me, hoping for another Al Hirt or Dizzy Gillespie.
    My first meeting with this rotund band man in roomy dress pants, a short-sleeved, button-down shirt, and his ever-present Luther College class ring was in fifth grade, when he came to our elementary classroom to give the preliminary band talent assessment test. 
     When I missed only one question, he asked me, “How did you happen to miss that one?”
    Even though our family had no money for my desired instrument, I acquired one through persistence and the sale of a gross of Mrs. Leland’s Butter Bits.
     Years of weekly private lessons with this perfectionist task master, as well as daily band sessions, over the years turned me into a decent trumpet player.
      I, along with other band members endured his many tantrums over a missed note or musical interpretation. Whenever this would happen, it was not uncommon for his directing
baton or whatever object he held in his hand at the time to go flying across the room.
       He also had an attendance requirement. He would say, “You’re excused from practices and performances only by a death in the family-yours!”
   But the man knew his music. Under his direction, our concert band took many Division I 
ratings at contest. 
   Also, other less timid students than me brought home like ratings in the solo contests.
 One year we performed at the Minnesota Music Educators Convention, where I performed 
one of those infamous solos.
    I will never forget The Egmont Overture, nor the Guadalcanal March.
   After this performance, our band cut a record, as both a keepsake and as a fundraiser.
Mr. Walheim taught our marching band to march using something called “the pit.”
  It was a rope formation about the size of our marching band. It was strung between 
stakes, leaving spaces just wide enough to place your feet while marching through it.
    	I was somewhat challenged in the marching area, too. I had two left feet.
Even so, Mr. Walheim didn’t give up on me.
     Once trained, our band did a lot of marching in season. Memorial Day and Fourth of
July often meant marching in other town’s celebrations as well as our own.
    We never missed the annual Mason City Band Festival. Most memorable among these was the one in 1962 when Mason City decided to honor its hometown playwright, Meredith
Willson. Appearing in town with him were the stars of “The Music Man”, Robert Preston,
Shirley Jones, and Ronnie Howard.
     Something like one hundred thirteen bands participated that year. These bands all closed out the festival that year and every other with a mass band concert at Roosevelt Field.
    The city went all out for its guests that year, providing a carnival and other attractions.
    These and other opportunities, as well as an appreciation for good music are mine, thanks 
to Mr. Walheim.
    

