
 Brushing the tears off my face with my worn 
white gloves, all I can do is think of all the good 
times I have had throughout my marching band ca-
reer.

Making the way down to the football fi eld for in-
vitational, stadium lights breaking through the trees 

along my path and the scattered sounds of a 
band playing, a tidal of memories fl ood 

my mind.  I smirk at the thoughts and 
continue down to the fi eld with the rest 
of the band.

At the time, I probably would not 
have admitted the reason I did band 
was to be like my brother.  I never re-

ally thought about it, but he was 
somewhat of a role model to me.  

I wanted to be in the same 
section as him because he 

would be one of the 
senior leaders in my 

section. 
Then, I 

think of my 
fi rst day of 
camp.  At the 
time, I felt it 
was going 
to be a drag 

and a waste of my 
seemingly precious high 

school freshmen time.  One 
glimmer of hope was that my 

brother, Brad, was in the same 
section as me.  I was uncertain, 
but he insisted I would love it.

After the fi rst week, I thought 
Brad was crazy for boasting 
about how great it would be.  
To me, it seemed like a lot of 
work, and being the lazy indi-
vidual I am, I did not want to 

put forth the effort.  I soldiered on 
like the rest of the freshmen, and gradually grew 
into the idea of “marching band.” Having my brother 
as a senior in my section made the two-week experi-
ence a lot less overwhelming.

In the beginning, I was quite awful at marching.  

Everything, from keeping my feet in time with the 
fi eld commander’s hands to keeping my body facing 
the proper direction, was challenging. No, I was not 
facing the back when I shuld have been facing the 
front, but I did not have my shoulders completely 
parallel with the sideline.  Most probably assume 
that the task is not very taxing, but I, along with 
other freshmen, struggled to comprehend the fun-
damentals.

However, everyone was more than willing to of-
fer helpful advice, my brother especially.  Even at 
home, passersby could see two oddly tanned kids 
marching around in their front yard and protect-
ing themselves from a golden retreiver.  It was not 
the most glorious of processes of learning how to 
do something, but I began to fi nd enjoyment in my 
strides toward becoming a respectable marcher.

As the year progressed, I gradually fell in love 
with the people around me.  For someone who did 
not like to be around people they did not know, be-
ing surrounded by juniors and seniors fi ve inches 
taller was quite intimidating.  Somehow, I managed 
to come out of my shell some and started talking to 
the people in my section and became more relaxed 
around others at school.

By the end of the year, we had gone to state for 
the fi rst time in fi ve years, and I had gained friends 
who I am still close with today.  I became closer 
with my sax family, and knew that this program 
was the one for me.  I knew I could trust them and 
have people to hang out with whenever.

Over the course of the next three years, I saw sen-
iors come and go, including my brother, I became 
a section leader, and the idea that I would be there 
someday never really came to mind.  Now that I am 
in that position, I can see why seniors in the past 
would break down at certain competitions. 

Although this marching season will be my last, I 
will always remember the family that I gained along 
the way and the memories that we made together.

At each performance, we stay loose and relaxed 
waiting to be counted off to make our way down the 
fi eld.  Before we made our way onto the fi eld, band 
director Harold Yankey would lend us a reminder 
of why we were there and what everyone hopefully 
believed wholeheartedly:

“Love what you do.” 
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Senior reminisces on marching band 
Jacob
BaumannBaumann
“That’s the 
good stuff ”

SENIOR JACOB BAUMANN’S band shirts from the last four years, along 
with his saxophone.


