
 

 

Mark Husey's 668 words on Labor Day: 
 
Like most years, I worked this Labor Day; the dull resentment I typically felt supplanted 
by a wellspring of gratitude for my third year as High Holy Days' accompanist and direc-
tor for Congregation B'nai Emet - Simi Valley, CA. 
 
I recently and reluctantly resigned from my position as Parish Organist and Accompa-
nist at Holy Trinity Catholic Church, San Pedro. The parish's ongoing budget cuts were 
simply too steep and rather than work for a wage and in position that I felt had devolved 
below my expertise and experience, I felt it best for all concerned to show myself the 
door. Part of my healing is to publicly express this loss. Not since my time at Church of 
the Nativity with Susan Esserwein nearly 20 years ago have I felt like I saw my family 
reflected back to me week after week in the assembly. I had a sad separation from that 
position, too, but my experiences in Atlanta and Miami that followed confirmed Julia 
Cameron's wisdom: "[Artists' losses] are the hazards of the road and, in many ways, its 
signposts." 
 
Other musicians in the Archdiocese of Los Angeles, in the Roman Catholic Diocese of 
Orange, and elsewhere have had to either retire or resign due to COVID19 cuts. Even a 
year prior to this, two of the most distinguished organists I know were let go when their 
urban churches eliminated their positions. I've seen similar outcomes in university set-
tings with adjunct faculty. New employees at Starbucks enjoy more stability with salary 
and benefits than musicians and educators with decades of experience who have de-
voted their lives to community service through cultural enrichment. 
 
I don't know anyone else who has had to process the closure of both their undergradu-
ate and graduate schools. The immediate future of Westminster Choir College lies in a 
quasi-Babylonian exile at Rider University this fall, while Saint Joseph's College closed 
its doors in 2017. As dearly as I love the organ and sacred music, it's hard for me not to 
question its relevance, or to put a point on things, my relevance to it. What have I been 
doing with my life, and to what greater end? 
 
I can look back with pride and satisfaction at 10 years of intense collaboration with 
clergy, parishioners, patrons, and choral scholars at The Basilica of Saint Peter in Co-
lumbia, South Carolina. The parish has since taken on two organ expansion projects 
and now enjoys the honorific of being the first minor basilica in the Palmetto State, ful-
filling dreams I could not personally see to fruition. I'd encourage any aspiring organists 
to dream bigger than they think they need to: when you imagine your dream job, imag-
ine your support staff, too. 
 
Since moving to the City of Angels, my colleagues in the American Guild of Organists, 
Los Angeles Chapter have gone out of their way to welcome me and refer me to jobs 
even when they themselves were underemployed. I can't recall when I've ever worked 



 

 

in a community where the levels of talent and achievement of my fellow organists were 
matched by depth and sincerity of their altruism. 
 
I'll close this rambling post with a paraphrase from my high school classmate Kerry Lan-
caster Fackrell: "I hope that as this Labor Day draws to a close, you go to sleep reflect-
ing on the how the radical leftist labor movement gained you the workers' rights that you 
enjoy today. Never forget that they paid with their lives!" I ask for your thoughts and 
prayers for musicians and educators who work without any kind of social parachute. 
Saint Cecilia and Saint Gregory, pray for us. GLENN Parker's words still ring true: "You 
don't choose music: music chooses you." And from John Wesley, "Do all the good you 
can, by all the means you can, in all the ways you can, in all the places you can, at all 
the times you can, to all the people you can, as long as ever you can." 


