
John Sebastian – Playing with Yank was like a conduit into rock and roll because his original style is so much the same rhythmic content as the electric guitar players who started rock and roll would be playing 30 years later. All that Chuck Berry guitar parts was all so similar to what Yank does. Yank was a family man. This was one of the reasons for his longevity. It was sheer love, that family approval. Whether he was 86 or not, he was always the pater familias. 
    As well as being something that was going on in the present tense, the experience was also being able to speak to the past and to musically join with the past. I played with him later in his life and he could wear you out. Jimmy Vivino and I came away from that session thinking we had to be doin’ pushups to stay with Yank. 



Bob Koester – my impression was that Yank lived quite a different lifestyle than others like Sleepy John Estes. Yank worked all sorts of jobs for his family. He was married with kids so he was more of a family guy. He was more of a day person then the others. In the studio, he was a very straight ahead guy who took good care of his family. The interest by younger musicians was good for his outlook on life. He was a little surprised that so many white kids were diggin’ his music. I don’t think many whites in the South found his music interesting. The blues had very few mandolin players, and they each have a different, personal approach to the music. He also played guitar. He took the music serious. 


Todd R.T. Edwards – I got to know him the last year of his life. I was taking him to kidney dialysis twice a week. I lived around the block from him in Indianapolis. I went to his house one night with a mutual friend and Yank kept inviting me over to hang out and jam. He liked what I did on the guitar and called it some good Chicago blues guitar. He’d compliment me by saying, ‘You have what I have.’ He was very kind and loved to tell stories. He liked to talk about the shows he and Sleepy John did. He told me that they played in parks, street corners, where ever they could set up and play. He started recording on guitar. Whenever we jammed, he’d play guitar with me. He rarely busted out the mandolin. When he went out to do a Yank Rachel show, he would always play mandolin. But he was probably playing more with me in his room than playing out. He like the modern Chicago style, electric blues he heard until he died. He moved to Indy because his wife was from here and he was doing odd jobs. The music thing came second because he was pretty committed to his family. His life lesson to me was to treat people right. 


Mike Seeger -- When I listen to Yank's playing I think of him as an individualist, a person who developed his own way of playing the deep blues on (of all things) a mandolin. Every sound he made felt like that it absolutely needed to be there.  It always 
felt right. I enjoyed watching him, listening to him and partying with him. We were real fortunate! I'd also like to thank Ry Cooder for showing us that Yank-style blues mandolin can be a wonderful solo sound. 


Andra Faye -- My friend Stan Smith, a wonderful musician living in Austin now, first introduced me to Yank in the early ‘80s.  At the time he booked talent at the Hummingbird Café in Indianapolis. He had a beautiful style of singing, as well, able to milk so much emotion out of each syllable he sang.  He also “played what he sang”; sometimes playing the notes he was singing on the mandolin, at the same time.  He used a lot of tremelo to sustain the sound, and really emphasized the blue notes in his leads. And, he was a helluva showman from his many years of playing, no matter the size of the crowd; he put it out there night after night.
Yank was a loving & generous man to his family, friends & fans.  Truly a gentleman, he was a vital (& sweetly flirtatious) man as long as I knew him.  He helped me realize that even a young white girl from the Hoosier State could have the blues, and gave the gift of his music to every aspiring wannabe blues player who met him.  He was the godfather of our Indianapolis blues scene & we are all better players, and people, for having known him.


Rich DelGrosso -- I’ll never forget the time I first visited Yank in the early 70s, when I was writing for the Mandolin World News. I was living in Detroit and Yank was in Indianapolis and I thought I would go and visit. We picked a Saturday in the summer and I told him I would be there at noon. As I was driving I was held up in traffic so I stopped to call him and I told him I would be an hour late. He said no problem, he’d be right there. When I arrived he gave me a puzzled look and said “How’d you do that?” I didn’t realize that Indiana was not on Daylight Savings Time and I had arrived right at noon.
We sat in his living room and played together. At home, when I played his records I was intrigued by his tuning. As I tried to imitate “Shotgun Blues” I could tell he wasn’t in standard tuning but I wasn’t sure what he was doing. As he played he was eyeing my old Gibson. He reminisced about an old mandolin like it and he told me about his childhood trade, the pig for the “taterbug.” I asked if he wanted to swap instruments for a bit and he did. The secret was out as I played his old Kay. He had tuned it down a step and a half, still maintaining the tuning to fifths like standard mandolin. This placed his G first position in the key of E! I felt like I had discovered the Ark of the Covenant! “Shotgun Blues” just flowed out of it!



