The GREAT PLATE VIEWING at YORK’s

YORK designated Father’s Day, June 17th for Rebecca, me, and Terry Barrett to privately view the Proksch plate mounted on wooden horses in front of his garage. There was no roped off area, but it could have been the Capitol rotunda minus the honor guard, because for all intents and purposes the piano’s cast iron plate had succumbed to a less than ideal welding. YORK had traipsed out to the College of the Sequoias in Visalia and donated the remains to vocational students, who under the supervision of their welding teacher were supposed to fix the cracks on the warped looking frame. It seemed like an autopsy to me, not a resurrection. The fledgling students would get to tinker around with a piano’s skeleton minus all the juicy parts like the strings, hammers, pins, and keyboard with instructions from YORK not to make a bigger mess of the situation. It was well known that trying to weld one part of a plate could undermine or weaken another. In this instance, the Capo d’astro or raised pressure bar portion of the cast iron plate had warped and therefore its end piece couldn’t fit into a notch reserved for it. So York had planned to enlist the help of another welder to heat up the bar a little below the iron melting point and slip the part into place. Seemed like an easy sort of thing to do if the bar was made of play-dough. I imagined “Miss Francis” of “Ding Dong” School telling the kids how to work with paper mache, shaping it to look like a “kangaroo or zebra.” It would certainly not be as complicated as taking a 250 pound plate and molding into the right shape. YORK had a bummer on his hands, and he was ready to take the rap if his iron clad plate deteriorated further. “Hey, I aint goin’ to give it up right yet,” he said, as we gazed at the lackluster, dislodged frame. Terry tried to pronounce the name “Proksch,” but got understandably trapped on the “K!” YORK had given up on naming the piano altogether and didn’t want to be bothered. Only Rebecca had the grace of expression to glide through its one syllable avoiding the harsh accent of the final consonant by pulling off an artful diminuendo.

  She was at the viewing or perhaps, unveiling to clarify her financial position in the matter of repairing the instrument. “Now, you know Mr. York that I have been in this for way beyond $10,000,” she said, “and I need to know if it’s worth proceeding further, because my investment has been significant with little to show for it.” She mentioned the trip to Lawrenceville, Georgia; York’s transportation costs and fees—the additional sum of $500 or so dollars that he had received for lugging the monstrous plate to Visalia, etc. So this had to be the last stop on the train for YORK. He would either make it to his destination or flounder. In defense of his efforts, he kept saying that once he got the plate back into the piano that he would tune it down about 30 cents to alleviate a few thousand pounds of applied string pressure. It was his assumption that the piano was never meant to be tuned at A-440. He would keep it down at 430. This would be okay as long as Rebecca didn’t play the two piano version of Saint Saens “Carnival of the Animals” with her daughter, Katharine. If she did, the differently tuned keyboards would clash!

  In the great American spirit of meeting a challenge in the face of adversity, we were all rooting for the underdogs—YORK, the plate and Rebecca, hoping we could push the little engine along that said, “I think I can, I think I can!”

  If all went well, the next scheduled event would have YORK bearing a laurel wreath and his minister saying a prayer over the PROKSCH if he could pronounce it. I was supposed to play “Stars and Stripes” and Beethoven’s “Ode to Joy.” But whole thing was up in the air, and like a lead balloon in might come crashing to the ground! As YORK had said a few months back, “It could work, or maybe not, but let’s hope for the best.”

PAGE  
1

