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What’s to be said for July? Was there even one this year? Certainly there wasn’t much of the seventh month for the Folsom Harmony Express. Consider the particulars: the hall was dark on the 4th, and properly so. It was the nation’s birthday. Then on the 11th, the next scheduled chapter meeting, Redeemer Covenant Church, our host, had to ask us to step aside since they required the entire facility that night for Bible study. Turned out the church turned us out a second Thursday in a row, for on the 18th, they forgot about us and went on vacation (for which the appropriate people subsequently apologized profusely). So it wasn’t until the meeting of 25 July that we finally had a formal chapter meeting again.

Being the flexible group we are though, the turning  away didn’t faze us. We were able to get the word out about the first of these unexpected closures to most members. For the second, we waited awhile to gather all who showed up, then adjourned to Don Pancho’s for what became a hybrid meeting/afterglow. These unsettling experiences said quite a bit about our interim director, Kent Borrowdale, for they failed to upset or deter him in his continual effort to make better singers of us. He was as nochalant about the unexpected change of venue as any of us. 

But while it may have been long coming, that initial, formal chapter meeting was worth the wait. Let me tell you why. First, there were guests all 

over the place. Stan (Gladhand) Trumbull was in his glory. As we all well know, Stan makes a production out of introducing even one guest. When there are five it isn’t just five times more production, for the increase is geometric, not simply arithmetic. Those enduring this marathon session were Virginia of quilt-raffle fame, Irene of Les Cudworth fame, Ramzi Khoury of Nick Sadowy fame, Mike Aita of Jim Campbell fame, and Bob Boyd of apparently no fame whatever (or at least I’ll assume that until I’m able to penetrate his cover). What is known is that Bob is an old-time barbershopper who seems unable to altogether kick the habit. 

Getting on with it, another reason for this sparkling evening has to be the program laid out by our veep for such things, Marion (the Agrarian) Gribskov. (And this is as good a time as any to call attention to the printed program given to each of us each week by our indefatigable veep.) Over the course of his seven  months in office, these programs have become productions in and of themselves. Not only do they lay out the course of the evening logically and efficiently, increasingly they have done it in an entertaining way. His “Frank and Ernie” segments are just one aspect of his off-beat programming. His word choices are still another. Delights me, this antic chap!

Finally there were all those singing members. Don’t know what brought them out in such numbers, but it had to gladden the heart of even the most jaded director. Fortunately, that isn’t our situation, though truth to tell, there was a bit of trouble finding enough individual room to do the warm up physical exercises Kent takes us through. Thereafter he was able to both exercise us in several new numbers intended for an upcoming recital as well as bringing a few quartets out of the chorus in our accustomed manner. Happy to report that one of these included Jim Campbell singing a good solid baritone on Muskrat Ramble. Jim continues to progress in his recuperation, and it’s plain that singing is an important aspect of that process. 

The Folsom Chapter of the Barbershop Harmony Society (SPEBSQSA, Inc.) meets at Redeemer Covenant Church, 6800 Main Avenue, Orangevale every Thursday at 8:00 PM. Guests are warmly welcomed and set to singing immediately.
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MISTER EISENHOWER, YOU'RE THE MAN OF THE HOUR
By Bennett A. Loftsgaard
The 1956 presidential elections were coming up. The Republican convention was to be held in San Francisco and it seemed that Dwight D. Eisenhower, the incumbent President, was destined to be nominated for a second term.      
At the time I was working with a quartet of four brothers from southern Oregon, Dan, Tom, Dave, and Bill House.  As the House Brothers, they wanted to make a name for themselves as a professional quartet.  A talent agent persuaded them to leave the farm in Langell Valley and come to Sacramento to try to "make it big" in the world of entertainment. 
The brothers dressed in fancy cowboy outfits, wore cowboy hats, and sang especially well together.  The similarity in their vocal apparatus produced a blended chord other quartets could only wish for.  I wrote some arrangements for them, helped them learn to sing barbershop harmony, and occasionally accompanied them on the guitar.  Since I felt that they had enough talent to break into “Show Biz”, when they asked me to, I followed them to Sacramento.  
There I helped them as much as I could without giving up my day job.  That was why one day in June, Dave called and asked, "Can you cut loose and go to San Francisco with us tomorrow?"      
"I suppose so." I replied. "What's up?"      
"Well, this feller, a campaign worker we know, has helped us some and asked us to do him a favor."      
"What kind of a favor?"      
"Well, he's a Republican and he wrote this song about Mr. Eisenhower and he‘s made arrangements for us to sing it for the President at the convention in San Francisco.  He thinks the Republicans will use it as a campaign song if ‘Ike’ is nominated for a second term.  It needs a little work too," Dave added.      

"What kind of work?”  I asked.      
"He just wrote the words and the tune on a piece of paper so that we could learn it, but we're not sure of the harmony we’ve worked out.  We figured that with you along, we could work on it on the way to Frisco."     
The next morning found the five of us on our way to the big city.  The music the "composer" and campaign worker had written consisted of a melody line and the lyrics.  The melody, it turned out, was borrowed from "She'll Be Comin' `Round the Mountain When She Comes." When they sang the song for me, It could see why they were having trouble. I could not, by any stretch of my imagination, picture this hackneyed composition as a campaign song.  It has been forty years but the words and tune: "Mis-ter Ei-sen-how-er, you're the Man of the Hour," still ring in my ears occasionally.  (Thank goodness, I can't remember the rest of the song.)
The brothers struggled mightily and by the time we reached Vallejo each had learned his part. Such as it was, the song sounded pretty good, so they decided to give their voices a rest.  Things were quiet for a while.  Finally someone said something about the Republican convention and a discussion of politics followed.  It soon became evident that the four brothers, who had been farming most of their life, were not particularly fond of the Republican's revisions of the Democratic Party's farm programs.  Nor were they fond of the treatment farmers in general were receiving at the hands of the Eisenhower administration.  
Suddenly the driver pulled off the highway and stopped.  "What's the matter?", Tom asked.      
"It seems to me you fellers', me included, don't rightly cotton to what this Eisenhower guy is doing to us farmers," Dan said.      
"Yup, you're right!" Dave agreed.      
"Well then”, Dan said, “what are we doin'? We’re on our way to San Francisco to help him get re-elected!"      
"Right again!” Tom said. “Maybe we should just turn around and head for home and forget about it." 
Bill, who had been napping came out of it when he heard what was going on.  
"Wait just a cotton-pickin' minute, you guys." he spoke up.  "We gave those people our word that we would do this, didn't we?"      
"Yeah," the others agreed.  One of them added, "What ever made us think that not singing this jingle would keep Ike from winning the next election?"      
I had participated in the discussion with enthusiasm but pointed out the possibility of a shot on national TV.  “That wouldn't hurt my feelings.  On top of that, we are here to help further YOUR career in show business.  You should be prepared to sing for the devil himself if it helps you to get ahead."      
An hour or so later we were seated in the back of a large banquet hall at the headquarters hotel.  The   young campaign worker who wrote the song met us as we entered the lobby, and seated us there before returning to his place beside the podium.  Those walking by looked curiously at the four neatly dressed young men in cowboy garb but no one spoke to us.  By listening, we discovered that we were attending the California Republican Caucus.  The chairman was introducing dignitaries and conducting business as he waited for President Eisenhower to make a scheduled appearance. That was to be our cue to dash to the front of the hall and sing the song.      

We waited and waited.  The platform was discussed again and again by dignitaries who kept showing up.  They were introduced one by one and most of them gave a stirring campaign speech.  Suddenly a disheveled campaign worker dashed into the hall with the news.  Ike had been delayed and the General Session was due to start in just a few minutes.      
The crowd disappeared.  The young campaign worker who had met us stopped long enough to offer his apology, "Sorry, fellas'!  I don't think I have enough pull to get you on the program at the General Session.  You might as well go home."
We found our way back to the car and headed for home.  The Republicans would never know what they had missed!  As we drove, our general feeling should probably have been disappointment.  It wasn't.  It was profound relief! 
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BOARD MEETING

(There was no board meeting in July. This you have probably already surmised from the lead article. However, lest you conclude that the Folsom Harmony Express gets along perfectly well without board meetings, it is important that we not pursue such a viewpoint to its logical conclusion. Our officers really do provide a necessary cohesiveness, and besides they’re all very nice guys. For such reasons the above logo has been included in the current issue.)

[image: image3.png]



Shocking revelation
Sweetwater, Arkansas
Barbershop News Service
Members of the Blabberslop Hominy Society (BHS) were stunned to learn that the CEO and other high executives had been cooking the membership books. A tearful spokesman, Random Snively called media representatives together to reveal the details. 

“We are shamed and saddened to announce that our board and its executive agency have falsified membership records. I’m afraid the pressure to show that we are a growing Society was just too much for them.”

Pressed for details, Snively stated that lapsed memberships continued to be counted as active members. “This is, of course, rather easy to do since membership figures are audited only by in house staff,” he elaborated.

The fraud came to light only after survivors of deceased members began to complain that memorial plaques secured by their donations were not being installed on the BHS Happy Singer Wall. “We couldn’t very well post a memorial for someone still carried on active membership rolls, could we?” Snively explained. 

He assured reporters that the backlog of complaints had now been satisfied and all plaques were posted. To reporters’ queries as to the punishment meted out to offending executives, Snively responded simply that they had been given the usual golden parachute and relieved of their responsibilities.      
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BLISS’N’BLATT

Turns out my fulminations are not the only ones these days in Barbershopdom. I refer, of course, to those about the increasingly precarious state of our hobby.

Two prominent members of the Society have recently weighed in with lengthy and generally well thought-out jeremiads of their own. I recommend their fulminations to all and sundry.

Ken Hatton (Bluegrass Student Union) has written and circulated an open letter titled Make It Happen! I found it on one of the Internet Barbershop List Servers, so unless you haunt these locales you’re not apt to have seen the piece. Unca’ Lloyd Steinkamp’s contribution, on the other hand,  you have probably read. It was published in the July/August edition of Westunes (Food for Thought, page 20).


The two pieces are antithetical. Since I agree more with Steinkamp than Hatton, I suspect generational factors play a part, for while the younger man argues strongly for specific programs that he believes will rejuvenate our Society, the older one looks backward fondly to a lost Eden.

Accordingly, Hatton’s is the better researched article, citing a most impressive compendium of membership and income statistics. Yet as David Hume said of a rival’s argument (if I may paraphrase a bit), Hatton’s thesis, while incapable of refutation, nonetheless fails to convince. 

Hatton erects a strawman comprised of some 13 arguments often advanced to explain our decline. While acknowledging that some have a degree of merit, he nevertheless dismisses all as simply excuses. His solution to our situation is to harness the complete energy of all 829 Society chapters, and direct them in a war to compel the media to thrust us into the public’s awareness. One of the battle sectors he envisions is high school quartet contests which properly managed will provide a steady stream of youthful members five years down the road. Throughout his piece, whether rightly or wrongly, I detect a strong whiff of resentment and envy – resentment that the very real artistic quality of top-drawer barbershop singing is not recognized by the public, and envy of the public and financial success of far less artistic musical groups active today. And his writing style bothered me too. Most of what he wrote was straight forward and business-like, but occasionally he lapsed into a sophmoric petulance. This was nowhere more evident than at the end of his article.

Steinkamp’s view I must liken to Oscar Wilde’s observation that each man kills the thing he loves. The weapon employed, Steinkamp believes, is Society concentration on competition, particularly chorus competition. He also believes that financial concerns have come to dominate Society functioning. Insofar as he advances a remedy, it is to simplify judging (all judges judge an entire performance), reduce the emphasis on chorus competitions that are increasingly the purview of only a couple of dozen chapter contenders, and restore social institutions at conventions that further fraternal feelings. Interestingly he doesn’t address  quartet competitions where much the same criticism seems applicable. I hypothesize that he does not because he views our Society as primarily quartet derived. Unca’ Lloyd’s piece is a bit rambling, but covers the essentials in a heartfelt manner.

So what are we to make of all these fulminations? Are we like Hatton, convinced that the Society can be saved by more of what Steinkamp thinks is killing it, or can we go back to yesterday when men flocked to four-part singing as never before in history? Should we even care? 

I am troubled by such questions because the barbershopping community seems a bit like  Louis XIV of France. Louis’ response to the horrible social conditions of his time was reportedly  “Apres moi le deluge” (loosely translated, let it all hit the fan after I’m gone). Or maybe it’s simply that most are concerned, but haven’t any idea of what to do about the situation. I would like to think that most of us are in the latter camp. 

With that thought in mind, my best editorial advice is to start talking about our problem. Talk with each other, talk with our leaders. If enough of us do this, I’m convinced that a consensus will ultimately emerge about what we ought to be doing. What I most emphatically do not think is that any of us, Hatton or Steinkamp or anyone else has yet found the solution.

Articles without a byline or other credit are by the eDitor, and do not necessarily reflect the views of the Society, the District, the Folsom Chapter, its membership, or even the eDitor himself. To be sure, contributions are welcome, but only the truly outrageous will be published.
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1, 8, 15, 22, 29 August – Folsom Chapter Meetings, Redeemer Covenant Church (6800 Main Avenue), 8:00 PM

15 August – Harmony for Lunch Bunch Meeting, Hof Brau Plaza, 11: 30 AM

1 August – Board Meeting, Redeemer Covenant Church, 7:00 PM

10 August – Sacramento Area Quartet Workshop, DDSO behind St. Mark’s Church

12 September – Quartet Knights, Redeemer Covenant Church, 6:00 PM

14 November – Quartet Knights, Redeemer Covenant Church, 6:00 PM

19 December – Annual Christmas Party at the Clark’s

                                                                      © 2002 William Seibel
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