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the marching version of a French horn. 
Game days are a 12-hour event. We get 
our uniforms on, we polish our instru-
ments. We do a full rehearsal. Later, 
we’ll wait in a tunnel until we hear the 
drums start their cadence. Everybody 
screams, and we run onto the field. We 
don’t just march; we do all sorts of rou-
tines, dances and chants. It was hard to 
learn the choreography and play at the 
same time, but now I have it down. 

I’m proud of my age. Being in the 
band is like a midlife fairy tale. I’ve 
learned that you can do things you nev-
er imagined, and people welcome you 
doing them. —As told to Andrea Cooper

There’s a Mom in the Marching Band!
How grad student Lois Roegge and her mellophone keep up with the kids

SOMETIMES I feel like I’ve told 
people I ran off to join the cir-
cus when I say I’m in a college 
marching band. They go, “OK,” 

then say, “Wait, what?” There’s nothing 
like being part of a 400-member band 
on a football field, playing for a crowd. 
We perform the fight song, the alma 
mater and the national anthem. We 
spell out the N.C. State logo. We’re on 
the field when the jets fly over and the 
fireworks burst in the sky. In the stands, 
we’re cheering and sweating and 
chanting and shouting and playing.

My initial interest came from watch-
ing my kids in their high school march-
ing bands. Then, two years ago, when 
they were in college, I started a gradu-

ate degree in accounting at N.C. State. I 
was single and didn’t have to take care 
of anyone else. I was ready to do some 
things for me.

The summer before I got to N.C. 
State, I asked the band director if I 
could join the band. He said I could 
if I passed the audition. I got out the 
French horn my parents bought me 
when I was 15 and started playing. It 
sounded awful, but over the next two 
months, I worked hard to improve.

After I submitted my audition video, 
I checked my email multiple times a 
day to see if there was any word. When 
the email came, my name was there 
under “new members.” I started to cry.

In the band I play the mellophone, 
Lois Roegge, 59, works in small-business lending 
in Cary, North Carolina.
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Roegge, in uniform on 
her home field. She got 
the idea to audition from 
her two kids.


