Practice to Perfection

	During my junior and senior years in high school in Kingsville, Texas, about 30 miles south of Corpus Christi, my sister and I were part of the school marching band.  One hundred forty-four members marched to various music, which had to be memorized to be part of the group.  The band started practicing on the hot asphalt parking lot in August to be ready for school to begin in September.  
	Our head band director, Terry Anderson, was professional in his instruction and choreographed competition as the football half-time entertainment and we ranked one of the top bands in Texas in 1975-76.  During my senior year, we were voted the best band in Texas by the TEA, Texas Education Association, and asked to perform at the Texas State Fair in October in Dallas, Texas.  Also, part of that performance was participating in the Fair Parade.  Mr. Anderson did not like parades, but they were one of my favorite parts of the band.  
	Because we were a relatively large marching band, we would march about eight to ten people wide, taking up the entire street.  The echoing of the drummers banging their drums made me want to dance. 
	Mr. Anderson demanded precision and requested that the music be performed correctly.  I played my father’s trumpet sitting among primarily male students.  Only four of us were girls.
	When we would return from band trips, constantly receiving a Number One rating, the students would find themselves meeting at Mr. Anderson’s house to TP the front yard.  He would hear us and come out to greet us and watch all the mischief.  Taking pictures of the beautiful artwork, he complained about the cleanup the following day.
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