Ingersoll

100th
Pipe Banc
2010

Parades & Events

August 28
Ingersoll Harvest Fe

U7
—+

September 5
Port Rowan Bayfest

September 12th
Richmond, Michigan
The Great Michigap
Paradsq

September 1§
Delhi Harvestfest

September 25
International Ploughin
Match

©

Reunion Weekend
September 04

12:30 to 4:00pm
Band Hall

Reunion Day - Musi
Pictureq
Memorabilia, Storie
Dust off the Pipe

CJ

U7

14

6to7 pm
Happy Hour

7:00pm
Dinner

September 05
8:30 to 10:30 anf
Brunch




Piping give it a Birl

At this writing it appears that mem-
bers of the band will be going to
Taiwan in November. This is a great
opportunity to see something of an-
other country, their life and at a very
low cost to each band member.
Everyone cannot of course go, since
they only want ten members. For
those not going this time there may
be another opportunity to go as it has
been indicated to me that there might
be a further trip in 2012

It is usually a very busy time, with
much playing and moving from one
venue to another. You have to take it
all in stride and do what your hosts
want you to do. Everyone going has
be an ambassador for Canada, Ing-
ersoll and the band itself and do

Loud Drums save Pipes

Ever wonder what happens to old
drums? Well what goes around
comes around.

Over the years the Side Drum has
evolved from those played by the
first band in 1910. In 1910 the Side
Drummers played what we would call
an orchestra drum, about 10” in
depth.

Next came
the rope
drums.
These con-
sisted of
hoops pulled
together with
leather
thongs, the
tighter the
ropes the

Reunion Weekend September 4th & 5th

by Jim Muterer

nothing to embarrass us. | have been
three times to Taiwan and enjoyed it
when | could get over he heat,
humidity, and rushing from place to
place. | would go again if | could. We
have never gone in November before
so this will be something new. Per-
haps the weather will be much better
....... or not. In any case good luck
and have fun as | am sure you will.

One old lady says on meeting
another for the first time.

“You look like Helen Green”.

The other replies
“1look worse in pink”

by Gail McKay

higher the pitch. Not until the 1950s’
were ropes replaced with steel rods
which did the same as the ropes but
were easier to work with and you
didn’t get shoe polish on your hands.

In the sixties the Side ( rod) Drums
changed again and the heads were
nylon instead of calf skin. These
were great but the head would split
just like a run in a nylon stocking.
With the advent of Kevlar heads the
tension on the drum became much
more and this developed a very
bright and crisp sound. Now the lat-
est innovation is the half drum, which
is remarkably similar to the size of
the drums used in 1910.

Next: to the Tenor Drum. Very little
has changed only from ropes to rod
tension. Just a little story about a

tenor drummer. On a parade in Ing-
ersoll a tenor drummer was playing

The First 100 Years are the
Hardest
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when he stepped through the ropes
that hung beneath the drum. Unfortu-
nately the drum fell apart to the dis-
may of the drummer and the crowd.

Bass Drums have changed mainly in
width. At times a narrow bass was
used and this allow the bass drum-
mer the ability to flourish (swing) his
sticks, play over the top and under-
neath the drum and even hit the
drum by swinging the sticks behind
his back. Now the bass drum is much
wider and this produces a more mel-
low tone.

As you see what goes around comes
around




Inside the Pipe Band

My contribution to this month’s news-
letter will consist of thank yous. Thank
you, thank you, and thank you to eve-
ryone who helped out with our Anniver-
sary celebrations.

To all the band members; you did a
great job selling tickets, setting up and
cleaning up venues, and feeding a lot
of hungry people. Kevin and his crew
sold a lot of T-shirts, hats and 50/50

tickets and History Books. Gail, once
again , went above and beyond!! The
planning committee put a lot of work
into the weekend and | think it showed.
Thanks Chris, Juanita and Jon Al

Special thanks go to IP family and
friends for helping us out. To Jerry and
Jack for all the work they did with the
P.A. system and pop -transporting to
and from the park, set up, etc. Thank

Reminiscing
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by Mary Ellen Muterer

you to Bromton Park (Steve’s band) for
the use of their P.A system. Thank you
to Marlene, Alana, Sheila, Rosemary,
Linda and Maddy for helping us to get
200 hungry people fed at the pig roast.
Also thank you to Maddy and Spencer
for their work at the fish fry - changing
garbage, etc. It's a dirty job but we're
glad you did it.

| know | am forgetting people. There
were so many of you that pitched in
when you saw the need. It was hard to
catch you in your acts of kindness, but
do know that your contributions made
the events run more smoothly and
were greatly appreciated. Yea for

weekend would not have been the suc-
cess it was.

All the bands that played in the parade
and at the tattoo did a wonderful job
entertaining the crowd. It was great to
have some past members play with us
— Chris, Doug, Jim and Joe and , to
see lots of past members join us for the
weekend events. Also, to have Jim
Scott join us for the parade and tattoo.
It was pretty thrilling to travel the
streets of Ingersoll in the midst of such
a group of pipers and drummers, Our
band had almost 100% attendance for
the weekend events, with just PM Jim
and Warren missing. Warren was un-
able to get back from holiday in time

by Art Presswell

and, unfortunately Jim had some
health issues that chose that week-
end to occur. Hopefully they will
both be able to be part of the reun-
ion; our next anniversary event.

Remember, the reunion is on Satur-
day, September 4" and Sunday the
5" Members past and present, if
you have not received your invitation
please let us know so we can get
you the details. Also, please remem-
ber R.S.V.P.’s are due by August
25", As well as our usual reunion
events, we are also going to be un-
veiling our Memorial Garden on that
weekend. There will be lots to do all
weekend and lots of catching up
with old and new friends. Just a re-
minder that on Sunday, September
5" following the Reunion Brunch we
will be playing in Pt. Rowan Bay
Fest Parade. Everyone will be called
upon for their help cooking, serving ,
bussing tables and clean up at the
brunch and then for their expertise
in piping and drumming at the pa-
rade.

If the Fish Fry/Tattoo weekend was
any indication the Reunion weekend
will be a great success.

Now on to the next event.

When John asked me if | could think of some funny events that happened in the pipe band when | was drumming |
said | could. Most of our engagements were in a radius of fifty to seventy miles, but there were a few exceptions.

One time the place we were playing at was Tavistock, a favourite of ours. | remember we started to play our march
onto the grounds; we walked on to the field very confident that we were going to do a good job. We had just made
the first pass and the pipers were making their turn into counter march, which would take them through the drummer’s section.

Everything was going fine until Big Alex Callender came into view! Now, Alex was a big man ,the biggest in the band. Not only
that, he was the Ingersoll Chief of Police. As he came toward us it was hard not to see the flag that was flying from his size 10
shoes. Low and behold his shoe had taken up a relationship with a big piece of white paper which clung very tightly to his shoe..
with enough hanging over to wave merrily in the breeze. Doug Cole and | were the side drummers and Doug was the first to see it.
He burst out laughing and | joined him, trying to make sure Alex didn’t see us. This went on for a few minutes and it became
harder and harder not to become conspicuous. | think at the time our drum beats were a little erratic and our timing was a little off.
In my mind | could hear Alex giving us a real rousting. Thankfully that never happened.

Then Alex led us into the circle to play the rest of the set. We couldn’t take our eyes off Alex’s foot. No one else seemed to be
bothered, no one even smiled. We finally came to the end and we marched off still laughing...This time inwardly! Not outwardly!



Over the years you get a sense
that band lore is carried on from
year to year in a series of tales —
all true, but coloured differently
depending on the teller and the
time of night. Here are a few snap-
shots from my mental scrapbook
from the IPB.

Tell me The One About....

The Booster Seat

Before the building you see to-
day... there was a smaller building
on the North side of the Band Hall.
It had many of the same types of
rooms you see now, but it had a
little more “character.” Memory
does not serve me well on what
lay between the main hall and the
practice room in those days.
Something tells me there was a
bar counter there as the drummers
used to pound away on something.
But I do recall many things of that
earlier building. Couches around
the walls where parents would sit
with their children awaiting lessons
in the small rooms on the opposite
side. An old black and white TV
that | only saw turned on once,
and can't recall what it was we
were trying to watch on it — but if it
was a Canada/Russia hockey
game | would not be surprised. A
large table filled the centre of the
room as it does today. The prac-
tice table...

And what it meant to be “at the
table” with your chanter was some-
thing special. The lessons, the
frustration, all building to a night
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Reminiscing by chis inwin

when you knew
enough tunes to sit up
at the table and join
“the band” as they
practiced the tunes
new and old.

My group of students

was a young one (|
began at 7 and there would have
been at least 5 of us under 10) and at
least half a dozen of us came along
at the same time. Bob would give us
individual lessons but also, at times,
would conduct group chanter lessons
in his office, calling on us to play
tunes in front of our friends. Correct-
ing the mistakes and questioning our
practice habits made for terrifying
times. But it was behind a closed
door.

Semi-private!

But “at the table” was something else
altogether. In full view of the parents,

www.ingersollpipeband.ca
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strangers, older band members...
getting “singled out” there was a big-
ger deal. And there was a desire to
hide a chanter low on the knee rather
than up for all to hear. But that was
not done. Whether it was Bob, Jim,
Wilson or lan calling the tunes...
none of them liked hearing mistakes
they could not see. (Or perhaps they
knew it was easier to point them out
if you could see the fingers.) So play-
ing at the table with your chanter on
your knee was not acceptable. That's
fine if you're 27. But if you're eight or
nine the biggest problem is that our
ability to play the tunes was ahead of
our ability to reach the top of the ta-
ble with the ends of our chanters at
all.

One night a footstool was brought out
that had the legs cut off it. It was
placed on a chair at one end of the
big table and the piper “booster” seat
was revealed to the pint-sized who
needed to practice. | was one of
them. Obviously the IPB had seen it's
share if young learners over
the years and were prepared
for each generation that came
along. Its rough red covering
showed enough wear and tear
to suggest mine was not the
first bum to be boosted.

It speaks volumes about the
band, and the desire to be
among its players that there
was no embarrassment in
climbing up on it. Some light
jokes thrown around but in
good fun and the focus soon
on the calling of tunes and the fixing
of fingering. All in full view. All chant-
ers up where they belong. | do be-
lieve there is still a booster or two
sitting off to the side in the band
room, or tucked away in the Pipe
Majors office, just in case another
piper comes along needing to turn
self-consciousness into self-
confidence “up” at the table.



Thursday Nights on
Wonham Street

Tradition comes with commitment and regularity.
Thursday night practice for the Ingersoll Pipe Band is
the perfect example. Since the band moved from the
furnace room of the old school (if there was any truth
to the stories we were always told about the Good Old
Days when Alex would hit fingers with a ruler, or was
it a hickory twitch, and catch every mistake you even
thought about making despite the loud sound of the
furnace roaring away) Thursday nights have meant
the same thing to generations in the IPB.

Winter and Summer each with a different rhythm, but
seldom a variation “in season.” The first to arrive
around 7 are the newest students, children of mem-
bers who will be “run home” so their parent can get
back to the hall for their own practice. Or complete
newcomers still unsure of how it all works and trying
to sort out the Band Hall culture.

As the learners move out of the way, pipers and
drummers arrive at the hall with their stories of the
week that has passed and get their pipes and drums
out - or sticks and chanters as the season requires.
Members continue to march in and out of the small
offices for individual lessons and drummers work on
their beats on tables and pads in the kitchen or cloak-
room. The older pipers “beyond teaching,” some
might joke, work out new tunes for the season on their
chanters or practice old ones for memory’s sake.

At some point nearing nine, the drummer’s beats slow
and stop, the pipers with the sore cheeks, or loosen-
ing lips, set chanters down and it's the Pop/Chip
break for all.

Then it's pipes and drums in the echoing Hall, or out-
side while people gather and curious kids come by on
their bikes, until ten. Always. | should say “almost al-
ways” because there are always exceptions. But in
general terms: always.

It is then that Thursday Night's become less about the
band practice and more about the practice of being a
band. Canteen open. Tabs being run and discussed:
“I'm sure | straightened up last week did you forget to
scratch it off?” A beer to whet the whistle while a few
stragglers continued to play out in the Hall. Stories
flow: “Then Stu said he flew Lancasters in the War
but...” Once you had your license and didn’t have to
leave when your parents said so, you could stay later
and listen:; “Bob’s dad was tough. Back when we were
in the old School furnace room... tell ‘em Wilson. Tell
them how he’d hit the finger that made the mistake.”
Some take their kids home after their lessons and the
piping, but return for the last part of the night. To sit
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among circling cigar smoke. Dare the younger members to
eat something pickled. Or just to reminisce about some-
thing too important to let be forgotten... being a band for a
hundred years.

Thursday night is a gathering. Pure Friendship. A night to
count on. And a tradition worth preserving. So those of us
who loved it in “our time” and think of it often know we can
drop by on any given Thursday. And as we bump over the
rail-track crossing we’ll hear the drones through a window
in the winter, cracked open to let some heat out, or in the
summer much louder as the band counter marches in full
view beside the hall. There will always be the snap of
shares and a constant calling of tunes.

And dropping by... it is so familiar 10, 20, however many
years later. Someone is having trouble with a reed. Some-
one wants to play a few more tunes with harmonies they've
been learning. There's a young piper just marching along
learning to keep step, stay in line and counter march. Or
playing a goose with no drones at all. Wanting to get on
parade, but not ready yet. And drummers sharing a drum
head as they work out a rhythm. Another learning to spin
tenor sticks. Or trying to, thinking it looks easy.... And the
night will wind down. And the canteen will open again.

And you can ask... having been away so long, of others
who were there when you were. And someone will know
what has become of them. And if they don't... some other
story will take its place and the night will be enjoyable and
well spent and you will leave being glad you stopped in.
Because it is Thursday Night at the end of Wonham street.

The Passing of Clint Legacy

Not every story can make you smile and the most lasting
impression, my first “stay with you forever” moment, with
the IPB came in the form of terrible news. Clint Legacy had
been killed and the news hit the band hard. He was not a
war vet who had

spent decades with

the band. He was not

an older member

whose age had fi-

nally caught up to

him. None of those

things. Clint was a

young, talented, im-

pressive piper.

| was really young,
perhaps 11 or 12, at
the time — just a few
years into the IPB
and had never
played with Clint.



But | had heard many great stories about him. How
he could play the toughest tunes. How he had been
the young, great player who was part of those Grade
2 Ingersoll bands that traveled to the CNE and other
big events and did well in competitions. So good he
was, that he began playing with one of the best
bands in Canada at the time. A group of talented
young, larger than life pipers who played well, played
hard and “took a lot of prizes.” He was a proud mem-
ber of both the IPB and The MacNish Distillary Pipe
Band at the height of his playing days.

You can say at the height of his life.

But one night at band practice you could feel the
wind go out of the IPB “family” when the news came
that Clint had died in a car accident. Just a crushing
shock. | had never played with the young piper.
Can't recall even speaking with him as our paths
never fully crossed in the Band. (Me being so much
younger and he playing already with MacNish.) But
watching the reaction of those who had, those who
knew him well, and had played with him, and taught
him as a child... it was a lesson to be learned about
loss.

But the news is not the thing that left the impression.
Two other things did. One is his framed picture that
still hangs, | believe, in the Band Hall. | have stopped
to look at it many times over the years. And | am
each time caught wondering how “the same” we
were at that age and at the time in our lives. Confi-
dent. Young. Proud in kilt and tunic. And sure that
nothing like that would ever happen to us. And also
of just how young he looks. As | have aged — how
much younger he seems to get. And it reminds me of
the other image that I'll never forget.

Such is the band, that at moments of great loss, the
greatest signs of respect are made. For the Legacy
family, the entire Ingersoll Pipe Band played at the
graveside as Clint was laid to rest. Like | say, | doubt
| was in my teens, and | was sheltered without any
experiences like this in my life at that point. And we
played as a band and then stood at attention, for the
lament and as his family paid their final respects and
the casket was lowered to the earth. And it was dev-
astating. The family could not stand. His sisters were
inconsolable. It was tragedy, real and in front of us.
And it was happening to someone “in the band” and |
know | watched how Bob and the other men reacted.
How the emotion played upon their faces.

And only now as an adult have | any idea of what
they must have been thinking, about promise and
talent and youth and the fleeting nature of it all. But
being there that day affected my life significantly. |
would say it even changed somehow some of the
decisions | made along the way. | know it stayed with
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many in the band for a long time — I'll say forever. It has
for me. | was sometimes compared in piping ways to
Clint. “You'll like this tune, you should learn it, Clint played
it really well and your top hand’s like his —try it.” Small
things. Subtle similarities.

But how different our lives were and carrying the images
of his loss with me throughout my teens likely helped me
grow up quickly. Having witnessed the consequences of
his sudden loss and the ripple effect on friends and family
even for that hour in the cemetery changed me. The IPB
shapes people’s lives in so many ways. Mine immeasura-
bly. So much goodness. But moments of real life and sad-
ness as well.

Clint's time here was no different. But someone else will
need to tell of the laughter and joy that the Band brought
to him. | know it did. Just look at him smiling in the photo
the next time you are at the Band Hall.

And Short but Sweet...

The Trip to Antigonish.

During the IPB’s first trip “down east” to Antigonish and
the East Coast Pipe Band Championships (I think) there
were a couple of things that made the trip altogether
memorable. The first was that we were not in the usual
convoy of cars but rather all sharing a “big bus” experi-
ence. The generation gap plays out a little more clearly
when all generations are in the same vehicle and there
are many more of each age group to egg the others on
(OK - this only really refers to the kids.)

The people got younger as you moved back the bus far-
ther and | will admit that by the time you got to the very
back things were a little silly. There were some very
young members in the band at the time and we spent
much time either on the floor playing games or up on the



racks or sprawled across seats sleeping. My parents
speak of the trip as a high point in our life with the IPB
but they still shake their heads at how “you spent 2 days
driving across some of the most scenic parts of Canada
and never got out from under the seats of the bus.” (I
say the same things to my kids on long drives now... so
I'll assume it is an “age-thing.”) But my mom may not
ever forgive me.

Another thing that stays with me about that trip was the
phrase “It's OK - I'm With The Band.” Now someone
may correct me and say this was not the same trip or
even the same time-frame in the IPB, but I'm sure it was.
Someone (likely Paul Weber) made up some shirts with
a cartoon image of a bus and people hanging out and
slogan that read... you guessed it... “It's OK! I'm with the
Band.” And many of us wore them often and over-used
the line in ways that annoyed anyone who did not find it
funny in the first place. And even began to bug those
who found it originally funny. But comedy is like that.

(If this shirt thing did not actually happen, but has stuck
with me in some sadly fictional way, please correct me.
It seems as real as the Blue/Plaid ball caps — perhaps
they were that trip and the shirts were some other time.
Or maybe only Weber had one and we all quoted it.
[Someone should have wrote this stuff down at the time
— discuss amongst yourselves and let me know])

Stu Thurtell on Remembrance Day

This did happen. There was a Remembrance Day pa-
rade and we were forming up at IDCI just across the
road from the MacKay's. Down the hill at the corner by
the school sign at the end of the row of big trees (still
there?) We were all playing our pipes around the
grounds, not yet formed up to tune, and Stu Thurtell was
standing there listening to us and very near to where |
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was standing playing. He was not a playing member in
my time. But this day he was not in coveralls either.

I was likely in my very first year or two of playing parades
(so nine or ten years old at most) and filled with equal
parts immaturity, over-confidence and a desire to be
found funny — | know: unchanged from today.

As we stopped playing | went over to Stu and he had 3
medals on his chest if | recall correctly. It is only the
number | question. He was definitely wearing medals.
And without thinking | blurted out, “Where’'d you get
those? A Cracker-Jack box?” Said it the way you would
joke with a friend about jewelry or a cheap watch. Or
anything really when you are nine!

Stu took a step toward me and got right down in my face
and he said one of two things.

It was either: “Kid, if you were 2 feet taller | would punch
you right in the nose.”

Or, “Kid, if you were 2 feet taller | would knock you right
on your ass.”

One or the other — the years have clouded the detail.

Then he just stared at me and ground his jaw and said
nothing. | said less.

The sentiment however, remains clear and his emotion
was vivid. | think he meant what he said. Lucky for me |
was a very short piper. But good on Stu for giving me a
little lesson on what it meant to serve and to be proud
and respectful.

Over the years there were many jokes about the stories
he would tell and questions raised about what he did, or
did not do, during the war. But since that day | never
questioned that he served and that it mattered to him
that the next generation would not forget what was done
for us. Other veterans could joke with him. (I thought it
best to listen.)

| have had plenty of opportunities to play on
Remembrance Day and to meet and speak with Veter-
ans and hear of Sacrifice and Duty and each time | see
someone with a chest of medals | think of Stu. And |
think... if | had been that much taller and had made that
same thoughtless comment — | think he would have
done it — and | would have deserved what | got.

Chris
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The Phantom Ghost of Belsyde Cemetery by pat mestern

During the 1950's and 60's, on frequent visits to Belsyde Cemetery with mother,
she used to tell the story of piper James Campbell who, during the 1840's trekked
from Kingston to Fergus, wearing the plaid and playing his pipes as he walked.
Mr. Campbell, who had fought in the Napoleonic War, was a piper par excellence
who in future years, played his bagpipes on many an occasion in Fergus and
area. Although he always expressed the desire to return to Scotland, he never had
the opportunity to do so. Piper Campbell succumbed to pneumonia before he
could accumulate enough money to make the return journey. Mr. Campbell be-
longed to St. Andrew’s Presbyterian Church in Fergus. His body was one of the
first to be interred in the new Belsyde Cemetery.

Mother always said that as she passed James's grave, she could "hear the pipes".
I rarely believed her as I'd, on occasion, seen and heard, several members of the
Fergus Pipe Band practicing in a back yard on the hill to the south of the ceme-
tery. But, | learned in my youth to kept an open mind to such stories. Mother was
"fey" to some extent and | inherited the ability to experience "things" - although
sometimes didn’t understand them.

The anomaly that became known as the "Phantom Piper of Belsyde Cemetery"
began in earnest one slightly foggy summer evening in 1990 when several people
visiting in the area were wandering around the oldest part of the graveyard looking
for headstones that pertained to their ancestors. Both individuals heard the
sounds of a lone piper. As the music seemed to be coming from the area of the
chapel, they walked along a tree-lined lane toward the sound, thinking that who-
ever was playing the pipes might know something about the cemetery’s burials,
information which could assist in their search for ancestral graves.

As they neared the chapel, the sound of the pipes moved, as though the piper had
begun to walk away from them, along one of the rows of old grave stones some
distance from the lane - the same row that the grave of James Campbell could be
found, in fact. Looking around the burial ground, they saw no one playing bag-
pipes.

Perplexed, the couple walked along the lane to the newer section of the cemetery
where they met a man and women who were tidying a grave. When the visitors
asked if the couple had heard, or seen a piper, the answer was . . . interesting.
The couple had indeed heard the sound of pipes and even thought that they’d
seen a piper, whose outfit didn’t match what the local pipe band usually wore. It
appeared to be a version of what a old Scottish highlander might wear - a large
plaid blanket of some sort was the way they described the outfit. Everyone agreed
that the tune was unfamiliar and had a strange echo to it, as though the pipes
were muffled in some way.

When the four individuals arrived at my door for a little chat - I'm known locally as
the collector of ghost stories and have done a lot of research into phenomenon -
the answers to questions | asked seemed to confirm that James Campbell, the old
Highland piper, might indeed be an integral part of Belsyde Cemetery. Those
members of the pipe band that used to live in the area did practice in their back
yards, thus accounting for some of the music heard. But, on some occasions, for
special people, Piper Campbell seems to like to play his pipes. He appears to be
perpetually "trapped” in Belsyde Cemetery as his wish to return to Scotland was
not fulfilled. If you do hear the pipes in the cemetery, by all means salute the old
gentleman, and leave a penny on his grave.

(c) Pat Mestern www.mestern.net




