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Prolog 

 

OK, this is getting ridiculous.  Year 18.  That’s not a typo.  This will by my eighteenth 

Kaufman Kamp.  I feel like a geezer whenever I talk about the “early years” of Kamp.  

“That’s right.  Back then, we didn’t have fancy instruments like mandolins, banjos, and 

fiddles.  No.  Everybody had a guitar.  When we jammed, we had 30 guitars in a 

circle…and we LIKED it!  We didn’t have ‘climate controlled’ classrooms, either.  When 

we got hot, we drank water.  If it got too hot, we just passed out and hoped somebody 

grabbed our guitar as we were heading for the floor.  When Kamp first started, you had 

to be TOUGH to survive.” 

 

So, maybe my memory isn’t totally accurate.  Still.  Eighteen years.  Sheesh.  I’m either 

totally hardcore or the world’s slowest learner.  Maybe both.  Or, maybe, as my buddy 

Mark Cosgrove once commented, “You and Skip have moved beyond the music, haven’t 

you?”  I believe we have.  Kamp has become the premier social event of my year.  More 

on that later. 

 

Several things will be different this year.  First, Skip is returning to Maryville after a two-

year hiatus.  YES!  The Twisted Pair will be together again.  Second, Jackie is coming to 

Kamp on Sunday.  This has never happened before.  It might have something to do with 

the fact that Sunday is our 40th Wedding Anniversary.  Yes, you heard right.  I’d like to 

say we were children when we got married, but that’s not strictly true.  I was 24 and 

Jackie was 23.  You do the math.  How many women are there who will agree to go to a 

music camp with you on your 40th Anniversary?  Yeah, exactly.  Not very freaking many.  

We might be perfectly matched. 

 

So the plan is that Jackie is going to stay at Kamp until Wednesday or Thursday, then go 

visit her sister in Marion until Friday afternoon.  Marion, VA, is about 3 hours from Kamp.  

She’s concerned that she just won’t be able to take the late nights for an entire week and 

that she might get a tad bored since I’m in class every day.  We’ll see how it works out. 

 

Skip’s wife, Leslie, is also coming to Kamp on Sunday, which is a first.  That’ll be pretty 

cool.  Now for the bad news – Skip’s not going to stay the entire week.  In fact, he’s 
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planning on leaving on Wednesday morning.  I’m not going to spend a lot of time trying 

to explain why Skip isn’t staying the entire week because I don’t entirely understand it.  

However, I do understand that Skip kind of feels guilty about devoting the entire week to 

himself.  Also, he’s got other responsibilities that require his attention.  I’m not going to 

obsess about it.  I’m just happy he’s coming back this year and that we’ll get to hang out 

at least for a few days. 

 

Skip recorded a CD over the Winter.  I got my copy at Merlefest and Skip has distributed 

a few others. He’s bringing a number of CDs to Kamp to distribute to friends and fellow 

musicians.  I don’t want to give away the farm, but here’s a photo of Skip’s CD cover. 

 

 
 

Front cover of Skip’s new CD 
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The first thing most people do when Skip hands them the CD face up is turn it over to 

see what’s on the other side.  I don’t know why they do that. 

 

Kamp is the third major event Jackie and I are attending during the last 7 weeks.  

Merlefest, Hippie Jack’s, and now Kamp.  Merlefest was the end of April.  We go every 

year and stay for the entire event – Thursday thru Sunday.  Over Memorial Day 

weekend, we rented a 30-foot RV and drove to Crawford, TN, for Jammin’ at Hippie 

Jack’s.  Our musician friends, Doug and Telisha Williams have been bugging us (and 

Doug’s parents) for years to go to Hippie’s.  What the hell.  Big Doug and Annelle 

(Doug’s parents), Jackie, and I decided we’d just go, but we refused to sleep on the 

ground for four nights.  Hence the RV.   

 

We rented it in Greensboro on the Wednesday before Memorial Day Weekend.  It was 

BIG.  Doug and Annelle came down on Thursday morning.  We packed all our stuff and 

headed out to Crawford, which is about halfway between Knoxville and Nashville.  When 

I say “stuff”, I mean enough crap to survive a nuclear winter.  To quote Big Doug, “If I 

can’t take a lot of shit, I’m not going.”  That sort of turned into our philosophy.  To make a 

long story short – Hippie Jack’s was a BLAST.  We put the RV in Hippie’s front yard and 

stayed until Monday (Memorial Day) morning.  Oh, and we met and jammed with Kris 

and Dale Ballinger (of The Cluster Pluckers).   

 

Less than three weeks elapsed from when we came back from Hippie Jack’s until we left 

for Kamp.  The week before Kamp, I had two site visits.  One was in Monroe, NC, near 

Charlotte.  That was pretty easy, except it was at night.  I got back about midnight.  The 

next morning, I had to fly to Jacksonville, FL, and spend the night.  Even with the 

relatively short period between Hippie’s and Kamp and the busy week before Kamp, I 

never felt stressed regarding getting ready for Kamp.  I don’t know why.  Maybe it’s 

because I’ve done it so much my gathering and packing routine has become second 

nature.  Nah, that can’t be it.  I think maybe I’m just too dumb to realize that I should be 

stressed. 

 

One thing that helped a lot in preparation for Kamp is that Jackie is going over with me.  

Since we both have to be ready to roll Sunday morning, Jackie has taken a much more 
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direct hand in getting all our stuff ready.  Of course, I had to order the four cases of 

Hoegaarden and pick it up in Greensboro.  No problem. 

 

I got an e-mail or Facebook note from Kris Ballinger telling me to be sure to look up the 

great band from Lithuania that will be attending Kamp.  How hard could it be to find a 

bunch of Lithuanians in Maryville?  I forget how Kris met or heard the band.  I know they 

were on the radio (WDVX) in Knoxville.  It will turn out to be easier to find them than I 

think. 

 

The dogs always stay with their surrogate parents – Jim and Sam Burnette.  Maggie and 

Doc have each spent so much time at Jim and Sam’s farm that they consider it a second 

home.  Their female dog, Tekoma, and Maggie are the very best of friends.  Doc gets 

along with everybody.  We got Doc in December, after our sweet guy, Norman, died in 

November.  Unfortunately, a really terrible thing happened the week before we left for 

Kamp.  Jim and Sam’s sweet boy dog, Tanner, died after having a seizure.  We were all 

pretty devastated by the event.  Tanner was like one of our pups. 

 

We talked to Sam about whether she still wanted to keep Doc and Maggie, but she 

figured that they would help Tekoma adjust to Tanner’s absence.  Also, it will give Sam 

the opportunity to spoil Doc.  We all love our boy dogs.  Wow.  I can hardly type this 

without getting emotional about Tanner. 

 

Only one other thing to mention about preparations for traveling to Kamp - for the second 

year in a row, we’re going to meet Kristin Stiteler somewhere near the beginning of the 

trip and caravan over to Maryville.  We all met Kristin at Kamp many years ago.  She’s a 

great violin player.  She also plays mandolin.  This year, she’s taking bluegrass banjo 

classes.  Hey, don’t blame me.  Sometimes people just do crazy things.  She teaches 

music in Fayetteville, NC, so she’s got an extra two hours of travel to get to our meeting 

place in Virginia. 

 

On Saturday evening before we leave for Kamp, we took the pups over to Jim and 

Sam’s and then took them out to a Mexican restaurant that is close to their home.  We 

bought them dinner and toasted Tanner with margaritas.  It was a really pleasant 
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evening.  After we took them back to their house, we said goodbye to our dogs and 

headed home.  I don’t remember exactly, but I think we got home about 9 PM.  I spent 

about 45 minutes packing heavy stuff into the vehicle.  We have to leave around 9:15-

9:30 in order to make our rendezvous time with Kristin and Skip.  My goal is to be able to 

pack the rest of the stuff in the car in less than an hour.  Should work. 

 

 

Sunday 

 

Up at 7:30 AM.  Hmmm.  Easy to sleep in when the dogs aren’t around.  We’d better get 

our butts in gear, however.  We’re supposed to meet everyone at the Welcome to 

Virginia rest area on I-77, just north of Mt. Airy, at 10:30 AM.  This should be a good test 

of our collective logistical and scheduling skills.  Kristin is coming from Fayetteville.  Skip 

and Leslie are coming from Danbury.  Jackie and I are starting near Madison.  I am 

totally confident that we will all arrive at the rest stop within a reasonable margin of error 

around 10:30.  A margin of, say, 2 hours. 

 

I head downstairs, ostensibly to start the coffee.  In reality, I have surreptitiously ordered 

a link bracelet from my favorite Navajo arts store in Albuquerque as an anniversary gift 

for Jackie. Herbert Begaye made the bracelet.  Jackie and I both love Herbert’s work, so 

this will be cool.  I always wind up calling Wright’s Indian Arts in a panic to order 

something cool for a birthday, Christmas, or anniversary gift.  Let’s just say they know 

me. 

 

After starting the coffee, I check the tire pressure and oil level in the vehicle than start 

futzing with packing.  It’s not particularly hot outside at this hour and the entire parking 

area is in the shade, so I feel OK about putting the instruments in the car.  I can get a lot 

of packing done without our suitcases and duffels, but I really need them to pack the last 

20-30%.  That means we both need to have our showers done and our stuff packed 

before I can finish packing.  If it were just me heading to Kamp or to pick up Skip, this 

wouldn’t be a problem.  However, this year I have to wait for Jackie to get her stuff 

packed.  I’m not saying it usually takes her a while to get her stuff together, but… 
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I go back up to the kitchen and get set to eat a piece of toast.  Jackie comes downstairs 

and finds her gift.  She’s surprised and seems to really like it.  We sort of agreed that we 

wouldn’t spend a bunch of money on each other for our anniversary.  Last year for our 

anniversary, we donated money to A New Leash on Life in Huntsville, AL.  My sister 

works with ANLOL.  That’s where we got Doc last December.  We did the same thing 

this year, but I figured 40 years of marriage deserves at least some sort of gift. 

 

We open our anniversary cards, which are actually pretty cool, wish each other a happy 

anniversary, and then set about the task of getting packed and out of here.  You’d be 

surprised at how much crap two people can take for a week of Kamp.  Some of the stuff 

is for the room, e.g., lamps, lights to hang on the wall, Esteban Chord Book, cowbell, 

electronics, kitchen and bathroom stuff, etc.  Over the years, we’ve developed a set of 

items that add a homey touch to the dorm suite – not to mention the instruments, 

instrument stands, bedding, pillows, clothing, etc. 

 

By the time I get all the crap in the vehicle, it is not possible to see behind us using the 

rear view mirror.  Two people have filled up an SUV to the brim.  We both make multiple 

passes through the house to make sure everything is off or in a safe condition.  When 

we pull out of the parking area, it is 9:30 AM.  Not too bad, considering.  We’ll probably 

be about 5-10 minutes late getting to the rest area.  This is well within my self-imposed 

margin of error. 

 

I always get a great feeling when I set out for Kamp.  Jackie and I have made the trip to 

and through Knoxville three times since December, so it’s not like that route is a novelty.  

I don’t know exactly what it is.  Surely, the anticipation of seeing so many old friends is 

part of it, but I think it’s also the idea of leaving the real world for a week and just having 

fun and doing music-related stuff.  Whatever, I am pumped for the trip. 

 

Jackie made the trip to her sister’s in Marion a week ago and she tells me that the rest 

area where we’re supposed to meet up was closed at that time.  They were doing some 

repaving or something.  I figure it’ll be a simple matter to go on to Hillsville and meet 

there if the rest area is still closed. 
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We wind our way through the back roads to Rural Hall and then get onto Route 52 North 

toward Mt. Airy (Mayberry to you Andy Griffith fans).  Jackie and I take this route every 

time we head to Marion or points south of there, so it’s almost second nature.  It takes 

about 35 minutes to get to Rt. 52 this morning.  I’m turning and burning.  I call Skip when 

we’re on the 4-lane.  They’ve just left their house.  We might not be as late as I first 

thought. 

 

We make very good time to the bypass around Mt. Airy.  I calculate that we’ll be no more 

than 5 minutes late to the rest area.  I get a call from Skip.  The rest area is closed.  I 

instruct him to go to the Hillsville exit and we’ll meet at the McDonalds.  That’s about 12-

15 miles into Virginia.  I hang up and then get a call from Kristin.  I tell her the same 

thing.  OK, no problem.  Well, not MUCH of a problem anyway.  Apparently, there’s a 

McDonalds at the exit just past the rest area.  Kristin has taken that exit.  I tell her to go 

all the way to the Rt. 58 Hillsville exit, then turn left and go to the McDonald’s.  I find it 

pretty amazing that we’ve all gotten to the rest area within about 5 minutes of each other.  

That’s gotta be dumb luck. 

 

When Jackie and I get to the McDonalds, we find Skip and Leslie already there.  We do 

a pit stop and I order some tea.  Kristin arrives within about 5 minutes.  We hang out for 

a few minutes and then decide to get back on the road.  My intent is to switch vehicles 

so Skip and I can travel together, but Skip thinks that Jackie and I should ride together 

for a while.  It’s our 40the Anniversary.  Like over 40 years we haven’t talked enough to 

each other.  Whatever.  We plan on stopping at Exit 7 on I-81 in Bristol.  It’s tradition.  

We stop there for lunch every year.  Why tempt fate? 

 

From Hillsville, it takes about an hour and a quarter to get to Exit 7.  Jackie and I are the 

first to make it to the Ruby Tuesday parking lot.  Why Ruby Tuesday?  It’s tradition…plus 

the corporate headquarters for Ruby Tuesday is in Maryville.  True.  Good trivia 

question.  Within about 3 minutes Skip and Leslie and then Kristin arrive.  I’m kind of 

concerned that we’re going to be inundated by the Father’s Day and church crowds, but 

we get seated easily.  It’s not that crowded yet. 
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We proceed to have one of the funnier “going to Kamp” lunches in recent memory.  We 

start kidding with the server and she actually has a sense of humor.  We’re in time for 

the brunch menu, which prompts a whole series of comments.  I wind up ordering steak 

and eggs.  It’s Sunday, so we’re still in the non-vegetarian segment of our weekly diet.  

Skip and I joke about a previous lunch at this Ruby’s when Skip asked the server about 

the “stacker” on the menu.  He had no idea, so we made up our own definition. 

 

By the time the meal is over, our server is joking about having me talk to the manager 

and getting a job at the restaurant.  The whole meal is a hoot and puts everyone in a 

great mood.  When we leave, we decide that I’ll ride with Skip and Leslie will ride with 

Jackie.  I’m looking forward to spending a few hours with Skip.  I have missed yukking it 

up with him on the way to Kamp the past couple of years.  I remind Jackie to stop after 

we get off the Interstate near Knoxville and get some ice for the big cooler.  I have 

priorities and keeping the adult beverages cold is right at the top of the list. 

 

I know I’ve said this is just about every previous report, but the stretch of road between 

Bristol and Knoxville seems to go on forever.  It’s actually about 120 miles and we’re 

traveling over 70 mph.  It’s not that far, but it sure seems like it.  Skip and I cover a 

number of topics on the way – what we’re going to play at an open mic slot on the big 

stage, whether we’re going to be able to emcee (since Skip is going home on 

Wednesday), how late Skip is going to stay up and party, the state of acoustic music, 

whether we’re going to try to play more gigs, etc.  It’s always great to hang out with Skip 

and this drive provides a perfect opportunity. 

 

We finally reach our exit (Strawberry Plains) and get off I-40.  This takes us to Maryville 

without having to deal with Knoxville traffic.  From this exit, it usually takes a little over 30 

minutes to get to Maryville. The area has built up considerably over the last 10 years, so 

it’s not exactly a straight shot without delays.  We see Jackie and Leslie at a Wiegals 

station along the way.  Good, Jackie remembered to get ice and to top off the diesel tank 

on the SUV. 

 

We drive onto campus a few minutes after 3:30 PM.  Not too shabby considering Jackie 

and I left home around 9:30 AM.  Skip and I park in the lot across from Bartlett Hall, 
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which is where registration is located.  As we walk into the building, we see a number of 

friends from previous Kamps.  The main thing we notice when we get into the building is 

that the registration line snakes all the way around the lobby.  Wow!  This could take a 

while. 

 

Skip and I greet many of our friends in the registration line.  Among the first people I see 

are Debbie and Jay Faires.  Debbie was in my vocal class last year and will be again this 

year.  Her son, Jay, is sixteen years old and a killer guitar player, songwriter, and singer.  

It’s kind of disgusting really.  We talk for a few minutes and they promise to come up to 

the room this year so Jay can jam with us.  Skip gets involved in a conversation in the 

line while I wander around a bit.  I see Ken Miller and talk to him for a little while.  Ken 

and his wife, Virginia, are the Kamp Doctors this week, as they were last week.  We’ve 

known each other for several years.  I’ve got one of their Acousteel slide guitars and it is 

one sweet piece of work. 

 

While I’m talking to Ken, Keith Yoder walks up and hugs me “hello”.  Keith is a great guy 

and a really excellent musician.  He handles a lot of utility functions at Kamp.  He was a 

Kamper for many years before Steve figured out that Keith should actually be on staff.  

He’s been here for Week 1 and will also work during Week 2.  I ask him about the 

atmosphere during Week 1.  Keith says that the fingerstyle people just don’t jam the way 

we do…or at all, for that matter.  I comment that I’ve heard the fingerstyle idea of 

jamming is to sit around in a circle and let people take turns playing stuff for everybody 

else.  Keith says, “Yeah, then they go back to their rooms and smoke dope.”  Yes, Keith 

is in the right mood for a killer Week 2. 

 

My old pal David Brown comes out of the registration area and greets me with an X-

rated exclamation.  Dave is from Corpus Christi and he and his wife, Barbara, do a good 

bit of playing out.  They both have great voices and Dave is a heck of a guitar and 

mandolin player.  Everybody loves Barbara.  We tolerate Dave.  Just kidding, we like 

Dave, too.  Dave tells me that his life has been good.  He and Barbara have been 

traveling the world.  He congratulates me on my 40th anniversary.  He and Barbara have 

their 40th coming up.  He’s going to take her to Italy.  That’s great, Dave.  Don’t tell 

Jackie. 
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Eventually, I wander back over and stand in line with Skip.  The line has not moved very 

much in the 15 minutes since we arrived.  Steve Kaufman walks over and says “hi” to 

Skip and me.  Steve, Skip, and I go way back.  Skip and I attended the very first Kamp 

way back in 1996.  Skip’s missed only two Kamps along the way and I’ve been to every 

one.  We joke around with Steve for a while and then settle in for the long haul.  Jackie 

calls me wondering where the hell we are.  She and Leslie are parked in the back lot 

near the Beeson dorms.  I tell her we’re going to be a while.  Eventually, she and Leslie 

show up and stand in line with us. 

 

As the line inches forward, we pass the bulletin board on which Donna posts the signup 

sheets for open mic slots on the main stage.  The sheets for Monday and Tuesday are 

already posted, which is kind of weird.  Usually, Donna doesn’t post them until Kamp 

actually starts.  What’s even weirder is that all of Tuesday’s slots are already filled.  

Nobody has signed up for any of the Monday slots so Skip and I decide, what the hell, 

we’ll go ahead and reserve our spot.  I put us down for the very first timeslot on Monday 

evening – 7:00 PM.  We will be the first people to play at open mic during this year’s 

Kamp.  What – us worry? 

 

Around 4:30 PM, we finally make it to the registration desk.  Skip and Leslie are ahead of 

Jackie and me.  We greet Jo Ellen and hug Donna.  This is the second week of Kamp, 

so these folks have already put in a long week.  They don’t seem as though they’re 

about to go postal or anything, which is a tribute to the high level of organization they’ve 

developed over the years.  As Jo hands me my Kamp book, she notes that I am listed as 

being in Section 4 of the vocal class.  There are only two sections in vocal class, so I 

have been assigned to an imaginary section.  Jo tells me to go into whatever section 

Debbie has been assigned.  OK, no problem. 

 

By this time, Skip and Leslie have gotten their room assignment.  We are in Beeson B-

10, just as we requested…assuming, of course, that Skip and I have been assigned to 

the same room.  I get to the housing desk and am relieved to find that, yes, Skip and I 

are, in fact, in the same room.  The Beeson rooms are actually suites with two 
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bedrooms.  Skip and Leslie have been assigned one bedroom and Jackie and I the 

other.  Good, so we don’t have to deal with wife swapping before we get moved in. 

 

Kristin is ecstatic.  She has been assigned to Beeson B-11, which is right across the hall 

from our room.  She was stuck in a dorm all the way across campus last year and had to 

do a lot of walking to jam with us.  It turns out that Kristin and her two roommates are 

teachers AND they’re all enrolled in bluegrass banjo classes.  Her roommates, Valerie 

(Val) Leroy and Patti Young turn out to be a lot of fun during the week. 

 

We walk down to the dorm and get our keys from the resident advisor – a small Asian 

girl who tells us to call her “Yo Yo”.  OK, fine.  Our room is directly above Yo Yo’s room.  

I tell her that we’ll likely be partying very late each night and that she should come up 

and hang out with us instead of trying to sleep.  She thinks that’s a great idea.  It doesn’t 

work out all that well during the week. 

 

While we’re getting our keys, we see lots of people we know.  Rick Crenshaw and Jim 

Phillips, great guys and residents of the Memphis Suite come up to say “hi”.  The 

Memphis Suite is in the far end of the same building.  That probably sounds like it’s far 

away, but it’s basically at the end of our building on the ground floor.  We see Bruce Lee, 

our buddy from Montana.  Bruce and I exchange a lot of e-mails and Facebook notes 

during the year.  Jackie and I both like Bruce a lot. 

 

We start the laborious process of moving all of our crap into the room.  Having a room 

upstairs on the 2nd floor has a lot of advantages.  Moving in isn’t one of them.  Skip and 

Leslie are also in the process of moving in.  Somehow, they convinced Biscuit Dave to 

carry some stuff.  When Jackie and I carry the first load to the room, we notice that we’ve 

been assigned the bedroom that Skip and Leslie usually occupy.  This goes against 

tradition and can’t be allowed to stand.  Who knows what misfortune might befall us?  

When Skip and Leslie come up, we swap room keys.  That garners a number of lewd 

comments from those present. 

 

It is HOT and HUMID outside and we’ve got a good little walk to get to and from the car. 

Once Skip and Leslie get their stuff in the room, they help Jackie and I move the 
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remainder of our crap.  It doesn’t help that I’ve brought three extra cases of Hoegaarden.  

Screw it.  Two of those cases can just stay in the car until it’s more convenient to bring 

them in. 

 

After we get most everything into the room, we take a break to cool down and have an 

adult beverage.  Jackie and I have brought all the ingredients necessary to make 

“mules”.  Our friends Doug and Telisha Williams introduced us to mules, which are made 

with booze, ginger beer, and a splash of lime juice.  Our booze of choice for mules is 

rum.  We brought a good supply of ginger beer and Sailor Jerry’s Spiced Rum.  We mix 

a few and try to stop sweating. 

 

As we’re cooling down, Skip and I begin to put up the wall lights, distribute the table 

lamps, and generally arrange the living room so it’ll be a good jamming area.  

Fortunately, Skip and I have done this many times, so we don’t need to decide where 

things go – just move them to their assigned locations.  On the plus side, someone has 

arranged the beds and desks in our bedroom in a way that I’ve never seen before – and 

it’s way superior to anything I’ve tried before.  Those students must have lots of time to 

experiment with furniture arrangement.  This is great because Jackie and I don’t have to 

move a bunch of crap around in the bedroom. 

 

Eventually, we get our stuff distributed and more or less in the proper location.  By this 

time, it’s getting close to 6 PM.  Dinner at the dining hall ends at 6:30 PM.  We decide to 

head on over and get a bite to eat before the evening’s festivities begin.  I heard at 

registration that meals last week were a disaster.  Those comments relate mostly to the 

huge crowds at each meal, but also apply to the quality of the food. 

 

When we get to the dining hall, there’s a big crowd hanging around outside.  We see Bill 

and Ruth Ann Irwin and hug them hello.  They’re going to be here only a couple of days 

and then back to check in on Bill’s parents.  They promise to come up to the room and 

hang out for a while during one of the evening jams.  We finally see our buddy Jim 

Turpin.  Jim (JT) and I go way back – over 30 years.  We met while we were in graduate 

school and have remained close over the years.  Jim is one of the denizens of the 

Memphis Suite. 
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I also see and greet Tim McGaughy.  He introduces me to his wife, Becky.   I keep up 

with Tim on Ralph Papile’s radio show each week, so I knew that he and Becky were 

coming to Kamp.  Tim is enrolled in guitar class and Becky in bass class.  Tim has been 

telling me that Becky goes a little crazy at Winfield and tends to play bass 23 hours a 

day.  I find out during the week that he hasn’t been exaggerating. 

 

By this time, we’ve seen bunches of our friends, including Tommy Jordan and Mary 

Mayes (Tommy’s wife), Rob Sutherland, Dick Daniels, Pat Walker, Doug Burgoyne, 

Connie Ottway, Bob and Diane Rostollan, Jerry Sutton, Devon Tower, and others.  We 

find out that Rebecca Collins will be coming in sometime Wednesday. 

 

I don’t remember exactly what was available for dinner.  I have a couple of slices of 

pizza.  This is the beginning of a long and consistent relationship between pizza and me 

during Kamp week.  The dining hall is packed.  We find seats in the back room where 

the tables are so close together that getting in and out of our chairs is a challenge.  I 

figure the Fire Marshall has never visited this part of campus…or he’s legally blind.  Our 

only goal is to get a little bit of food prior to partying late into the night after orientation. 

 

I see Debbie Faires at a nearby table and walk over to find out which section of vocal 

class she’s in.  I explain Jo’s instructions to me, i.e., to attend whichever section Debbie 

attends.  Cool.  So I’m going to be in Section 2.  Mystery solved.  Debbie asked me to 

see if I could arrange for both of us to be in the same section, since we were in class 

together last year and hit it off well.  Apparently, my Senior Kamper status has some 

juice…or not.  Anyway, Section 2 it is. 

 

We sit with JT and several folks from the Memphis Suite.    In addition to JT, Rick 

Crenshaw, and Jim Phillips, the other folks in the suite are our friends Gary Roark and 

Scott Reichert.  Gary is a forester in Tennessee and Scott is a lawyer in Florida.  That’s 

five people.  However, there are six bedrooms in the corner suites.  Remember Bob 

Sutton from my vocal classes last year?  The guy with the somewhat, shall we say, 

unconventional songs?  Well, he’s the sixth guy in the Memphis Suite.  Bob’s from 
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Knoxville, but he’s staying on campus.  His roommates soon begin referring to him 

affectionately as “Crazy Bob”.  The name sticks. 

 

While we’re hanging out at the dining hall after dinner, or maybe it was back at the dorm, 

that we meet Art Jarvis.  Art is enrolled in bass classes and is from Albuquerque.  He’s a 

friend with my old buddy Steve Morgan, whom I met at the very first Flatpicking Kamp.  

He also knows Del Duncan – another New Mexico guy I met at previous Kamps.  What’s 

really significant about our mutual friends is that Art is a very good friend of Van Hunter.  

I think he and Van were both pilots with Southwest Airlines.   

 

Van is legendary among those of us who attended Kamp during the “Animal House” 

years.  He’s a great guy, excellent picker, prankster, gentleman, and he contracted a 

deadly form of cancer that he barely survived.  In fact, until Art told us that Van is still 

alive and kicking, Jackie and I didn’t know whether he’d survived.  We last saw him 

during one of our New Mexico trips when we stopped by his house and met his wife.  

Van recounted the harrowing story of his treatment.  It was pretty awful.   

 

We are very happy to hear that Van is still around.  Art becomes a regular at our nightly 

jams and hangs out with us for most of the week.  He often leaves his bass in our room 

so he doesn’t have to carry it from way across campus for his classes.  It’s a good 

arrangement that works out well.  Art’s a little off-center, which means he fits right in with 

The Night People. 

 

Kamp orientation begins at 8 PM, so we head back to the dorm after a quick dinner so 

we can have a couple of adult beverages and hang out for a while.  You’d think that we 

could easily blow off orientation.  After all, I’ve been going to Kamp for 18 years and Skip 

for 16.  However, we know that Steve and Donna’ will single us out for some grief during 

the event.  Also, we’ve heard that there will be dramatic news concerning classroom 

assignments.   

 

In any case, I’ve come prepared to be acknowledged as the only person to attend every 

Kamp.   Rachel commented last year that my Kamp attendance record qualifies me as 

Kamp royalty.  I don’t know why that idea hasn’t caught on.  Just as I did last year, I’ve 
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brought my white glove so that I can give the royal wave when I’m called upon to stand 

for my perfect attendance award.  OK, there’s no award, but I’m prepared nonetheless. 

 

I find time to take all the materials out of our registration package and find a gift 

certificate for one night at a B&B in the mountains near Maryville.  Donna has been kind 

enough to include the certificate as a “thank you” for my perfect Kamp attendance 

record.  I am officially the teacher’s pet.  I get to meet the nice folks who own the 

Chilhowee Mountain Retreat, Jim and Mary Haider, later in the week.  It’s an 

understatement to say that this is really nice of Steve and Donna. 

 

The four of us get up to the gym, which is the performance venue for the week, a touch 

after 8 PM.  The place is freaking packed.  We meander around the back all the way to 

the other end of the building and find four seats together.  Steve and Donna crank things 

up almost on time and very quickly get into the bit about raising your hand if this is your 

first year at Kamp…second year…etc.  After they’ve exhausted all the previous years, 

Steve says that there’s only one person who has attended Kamp every year and asks 

me to stand up.  I stand and do the royal wave with the white glove on my right hand.  

The crowd loves it. 

 

Then Steve says something about somebody having a wedding anniversary today.  Of 

course, he’s referring to Jackie and me, so we stand up together.  I surmise that half the 

people in the room are thinking, “How nice.  Forty years together and they’re attending 

Kamp on their anniversary.”  The other half are probably thinking, “What an idiot!  I can’t 

believe he’s dragging his wife to Kamp on their 40th Anniversary.  She’s going to kill him.”  

Hey, what can I say?  I found the perfect woman, or at least the most tolerant. 

 

Donna makes a big point about the campus being “alcohol free”.  For those of us 

attending Kamp, that means we need to make sure we put whatever we’re drinking in 

cups when we wander outside.  We already know this.  Not a big deal…or so you’d think.  

There will be an indication later in the evening that my attention span might be getting 

shorter than it needs to be. 
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The dramatic class assignment news turns out to be not so dramatic.  The vocal class 

assignments have gotten a tad goofed up.  There are only two sections.  I’ve been 

assigned to Section 4, as have several other people.  Rick Crenshaw has been assigned 

to Section 5.  Donna asks if we know which of the two sections we’re supposed to be 

attending.  I say yes, I’m all straightened out.  She moves around the crowd and shows 

each of us a list of people in each of the two sections.  She has Debbie and I listed as 

being in Section 1.  Debbie’s class book clearly shows her in Section 2.  I’m sure we’ll 

work it out tomorrow. 

 

We hang around until till the bitter end – after all the instructor introductions.  Don 

Rigsby, one of our vocal instructors isn’t here yet, but is supposed to get in late.  I’m kind 

of itching to go pick, but it’s still pretty early when orientation breaks up – probably 

around 10 PM.  While everyone is milling about, we see Mo Cosgrove and give her a 

hug.  Skip engages Mark in conversation.  I walk over and say “hi” to Mark before we 

head out. 

 

We head back to the dorm and open up the room for jamming.  It’s still early for the late 

night jam, so we walk around and visit for a while.  A big bluegrass jam breaks out in the 

Memphis Suite so I listen to that for a bit.  Eventually, I migrate up to the room and Skip 

and I start picking and singing.  This is one of the great advantages to having Skip attend 

Kamp, i.e., he and I get to play and sing together.  We can pretty much entertain each 

other for hours and hours. 

 

Over the next few hours, people drift in and out of the room and jams occur in various 

combinations.  One thing I really like about the jams in our room is that they’re eclectic.  

Over any 30-minute period, you’re likely to hear bluegrass, old time, gospel, swing, rock 

and roll, blues, Americana, etc.  There’s also a lot of singing, which I really like.  I like 

fiddle tunes as much as the next person, but I can take only so many fiddle tunes before 

I need to hear someone singing. 

 

Skip hands out a number of copies of his CD, “Skip Staples is Batshit Crazy”.  People 

like it before they’ve had a chance to actually listen to it.  The cover pretty much sells it.  

It’s gotten to be a parlor game with Skip to see what people do when he first hands them 
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the CD.  He makes it a point to always hand it over with the front of the CD up.  Almost 

inevitably, people will look at the front cover and then turn it over.  Just to quell your 

fears, here’s an image of the back of the CD sleeve. 

 

 
 

Back cover of Skip’s new CD 

 

After seeing the CD cover, Steve Kaufman told Skip earlier that the cover is going to rule 

out the CD appearing at Cracker Barrel.  Sometimes you have to make commercial 

sacrifices to stay true to your art.  Besides, I’m not so sure it won’t fit in at Cracker Barrel.  

I’ve seen some of the people who eat there. 

 

The usual contingent of pickers shows up for the killer part of the jam.  As jams in other 

places wind down, the hardcore people find their way to our room.  By 1 AM, we’re in 
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high gear.  Art plays bass for a while and then Becky McGaughy takes over.  Rick 

Crenshaw, Keith Yoder, Dick Daniels, Tommy Jordan, Tim McGaughy, Matt Henley, 

Dave Brown, Jim Turpin, Bruce Lee, Pat Walker, Doug Burgoyne, Mario and Jenny, and 

lots of other folks participate. 

 

Skip and Leslie retire sometime around 2 or 3 AM.  Jackie also goes to bed well before 

the end of the jam.  Things wind down around 3:15-3:30 AM.  Becky would have played 

bass until daylight if anyone had stayed around that long.  She’s a really good player and 

willing to try any type of tune or song.  It’s great to have a bass player in a jam.  

Sometime after 3:30, Jim Turpin and I are the last ones in the room, so we decide to 

take a walk around campus and see if anyone else is awake.  This has become a bit of a 

tradition over the years.  Without even thinking about it, we grab our bottles of 

Hoegaarden and head out the door. 

 

As we walk up the sidewalk toward Bartlett Hall, we’re talking and not paying much 

attention to anything around us.  A Maryville police car without its lights on glides up 

beside us and stops.  A young female police officer rolls down her window and says 

“Hey, guys, what are you doing?”  I say, “Nothing, just walking around.”  Great.  Two old 

guys on a college campus at 3:45 AM - what could possibly go wrong?  I tell her that 

we’re enrolled in a music camp at the college.   

 

She’s very low key.  It should be pretty obvious that we’re not a threat.  We still don’t 

know quite why she stopped to talk to us.  Then she says, “FYI, it’s against the law to 

walk around with an open container of alcohol.”  Ahhhh.  Yes, there’s that.  Jim and I 

both look at our bottles with a “Doh!” expression.  I say, “Sorry.  We didn’t even think 

about it.”  She says, “No problem, but next time you need to put that in a to-go cup.  

Have a nice night.”  Thus ends our confrontation with law enforcement or, as we like to 

say, “the heat”. 

 

Having avoided a ride in a police car and the call to Jackie to come bail us out, Jim and I 

walk around for a while and then head back to our rooms.  I straighten up the room a 

little and get to bed around 4:00 AM.  This is a great start to the week.  Excellent jam in 
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the room.  Seeing a bunch of old friends. Almost getting arrested.  It doesn’t get much 

better than this. 

 

 

Monday 

 

My iPhone alarm is set for 7:30 AM.  I wake up at 7 AM, look at my phone and doze until 

it goes off.  Actually, I’m surprised I didn’t wake up at 6:30, which is when the dogs 

usually get me up at home.  At least I’ve learned to better manage my early morning time 

a bit better than in earlier Kamp years.  Breakfast is served (if that’s the right word) from 

7:30-9:00 AM and the first class doesn’t start until 10 AM.  Instead of trying to get up, 

take a shower, and get breakfast, I typically get up around 7:30, head over to breakfast 

around 8 AM, then either shower before class or during the two-hour lunch break. 

 

There’s another orientation starting at 8:30 AM.  This one relates to how things work in 

the dorms and elsewhere on campus.  They’ll probably explain the “no alcohol” policy 

again.  I think I’ve got that one down.  I won’t be attending this morning’s orientation.  I 

search around for the little Keurig coffee packs and finally find them.  Did I mention that 

we brought our Keurig coffee maker?  This turns out to be a great decision.  I make 

myself a cup of decaf coffee.  I know, I know.  What’s the use?  I don’t drink coffee with 

caffeine.  Besides, I got over 3 hours of sleep, which is luxurious by Kamp standards 

(mine, anyway). 

 

Jackie drags herself out of bed and we get set to head out to the dining hall.  We don’t 

hear any noise from Skip and Leslie’s room, so we decide to let them sleep.  It is raining 

outside, so I’m delegated to run out to the vehicle and get our umbrellas.  There’s no 

sense in both of us getting wet.  As we’re walking to the dining hall, Jackie says, “Hey, 

you know what Dave and Barbara are doing for their 40th Anniversary?”  Um, going to 

Italy?  Thanks, DAVE.  Way to keep quiet.  Jackie’s been bugging me to go to Italy for 

several years. 

 

By the time we head to the dining hall, the rain has diminished considerably.  When we 

get there, we see that there’s a line coming out the door and onto the sidewalk.  I guess 
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there are just loads of people here this week, but I don’t remember these very long lines 

in previous Kamps.  We finally get inside and find the dining hall is packed - lots of 

people and few empty tables.  We look around for a while and see a few seats at one of 

the back tables…and Skip and Leslie are sitting there.  Hmmm.  Guess that’s why we 

didn’t hear anything from their room. 

 

Breakfast at the dining hall has a certain sameness about it day after day.  Biscuits, 

some sort of scrambled egg looking stuff, grits, gravy, various forms of dead, cooked pig, 

and little waffle sticks.  There’s also cereal and oatmeal.  It’s only Monday and I’m 

already opting for non-healthy breakfast alternatives.  I’m not eating meat until Friday, so 

that’s not an issue.  Biscuits, gravy, and eggs for me.  No, I’m pretty sure there are no 

meat products in the gravy.  Jackie gets some fruit and vows to eat in the room 

tomorrow.   

 

I regale whoever will listen with my story of confronting the police outside the dorm early 

this morning.  This story is going to get seriously embellished by the time the week is 

out.  Because it took us so long to get inside, we’re pushing up against the 9 AM cutoff 

time when we’re through with breakfast.  There probably won’t be time for a shower 

before my first class. 

 

We get back to the dorm and I get all my stuff together for class.  This really isn’t a big 

deal for vocal classes.  I don’t have to take an instrument, just the class booklet and a 

pencil.  Skip and I discuss what we’re going to do at open mic on the big stage tonight.  

Well, we already know what we’re going to do, we just need to get the arrangement 

down and practice it a few times.  Skip broached the idea of doing “Heaven Don’t 

Deserve Me” several months ago and we’ve played it together a few times.  It’s a very 

cool Gordon Lightfoot song that Skip wants to do in the original key, i.e., Fm.  He’s 

pressed Dick into service as the bass player.  We run through the song a couple of times 

and we figure we only need to practice it a dozen more times before tonight.  No 

problem. 

 

I head out to class with my umbrella, class book, and high hopes, humming that “off to 

work we go” song the dwarves sing in the Snow White movie.  I made up that last thing.  
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I don’t even know all the words to that song.  All of our vocal classes are in Thaw Hall, 

which is on the other side of the dining hall.  It’s kind of a trek.  Don’s classroom and 

Kathy’s classroom are both on the second floor.  Ordinarily, that wouldn’t be a big deal, 

but the first floor of Thaw Hall holds the college library and has very high ceilings.  

Getting up the steps to the second floor is an aerobic undertaking. 

 

I find Don Rigsby’s classroom, which is not as easy as it sounds.  It’s kind of a cool 

classroom.  It has two raised tiers of seats that are attached to a solid work surface in 

shape of a big, squared-off “U”.  Don is seated at a desk in the open part of the “U”.  I 

see Debbie Faires up on the first raised tier, so I head up there.  A very attractive young 

lady is sitting next to Debbie.  She introduces me to Edita from Lithuania.  Unbelievable.  

One of the Lithuanian band members is in my vocal class.  Edita turns out to have a 

great voice, which I have to follow every time we go around the room singing something. 

 

I sit next to Edita.  Next to me on the other side is my old pal Bill Bain – a veteran of 

many late night jams in the room.  Bill tells me that he’s never sung anything before and 

just decided to take a leap.  Good for him.  I look around and see my buddy Jim Phillips 

from the Memphis Suite.  Jim is a great harmony singer and vocal coach.  Sitting next to 

Jim is Bruce Hill who is also an excellent singer and banjo player. 

 

Don starts the class by telling us that he got about two and a half hours of sleep last 

night.  His plan is to get through today, get some sleep, and be back on his game 

tomorrow.  He does look a tad dragged out.  He begins by asking each person in the 

class to introduce him or herself and tell us a little about what we want to get out of the 

class. 

 

As people are introducing themselves, Don is tuning up his small guitar.  There is a wide 

range of expertise and experience in the class.  It ranges from guys like Bruce, Jim 

Phillips, and Edita on the high end of experience to Bill Bain on the low end.  One of my 

favorite people from last year’s vocal class is Laura Cauble from Winston-Salem.  

Laura’s in the other section of class, but her two crazy brothers, Alan and Craig, are in 

our section.  They say they were going to be here as Laura’s companions, but decided, 

what the hell, they might as well take the vocal class.  As it turns out, Laura wouldn’t let 
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them sit in her class section.  We begin to understand Laura’s reasoning as the week 

progresses. 

 

Of all the people in the class, Bill is probably the least experienced.  He readily admits 

that he has no experience singing and is just trying to get to the point where he can carry 

a tune and sing in front of a crowd.  I give him points for honesty and being brave 

enough to give it a try. 

 

By the time Don gets his guitar tuned up, we’re done with the introductions.  Don gives 

us about 15 minutes on the roots of bluegrass harmony singing.  He starts with Bill 

Monroe and goes through Ralph Stanley, The Osborne Brothers, The Louvin Brothers, 

and several others.  It’s pretty interesting and reinforces my belief that acoustic 

musicians, especially bluegrass musicians, have a keen sense of the history of the 

genre.  There’s also an appreciation for the artists that have gone before. 

 

He briefly reviews the three main types of harmony trios: normal, high lead, and low 

lead.  Those of us who had Sally’s vocal class last year have heard this before, but it’s 

good to lay it out again.  Don also explains that the terms used for bluegrass harmony 

parts, i.e., lead, tenor, and baritone, don’t correspond to the voice-type names typically 

used in choir singing.  This has never really confused me, since I don’t know squat about 

choir singing.  I was brought up in the Catholic Church, where the music really sucks.  I 

was never drawn to choir singing when I was younger. 

 

Don tells us that we’re going to concentrate on a particular song, “Bury Me Beneath the 

Willow”, although we’ll hit other songs during the week.  His plan is that our stage 

performance Friday night will consist of “Bury Me”, so we might as well use it as a 

learning tool.  He wants each of us to establish our best key for singing this particular 

song.  He does this by going around the room and having each person sing a chorus in a 

reasonable key (for that person).  Then he jacks up the key one entire step and has the 

person try singing it in that key.  Sometimes he goes through a couple of steps before he 

finds the “best” key. 
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Almost without exception, each person sounds better in the higher key.  I’m sure Don 

already knows this, but it’s a really instructive exercise for the rest of us.  Eventually, it 

comes around to my neighbor, Edita.  She freaking NAILS the song.  I’m looking over at 

Jim Phillips and we’re both just shaking our head.  After Edita goes through a couple of 

keys, Don looks at me and says, “Which key do you want to try first?”  I say, “I’m not 

following that.  No way.”  The class and Don get a good laugh out of that.  It’s already 

apparent, by the way, that Don is (a) a freaking great singer and, (b), a super nice guy. 

 

I guess Don’s not going to accept my refusal to follow Edita.  I tell him I’ll try it in the key 

of D, but that turns out to be too low for me.  It sounds way better in the key of E, so 

that’s where I’ll likely be singing it.  Actually, I can sing in higher keys than that, but my 

voice isn’t in tip-top form after a night of playing, singing, and adult beverages. 

 

Bill Bain is up next and it’s obvious that he’s quite nervous about singing in public.  He 

sings very quietly and has some difficulty staying on pitch.  Don immediately says, “Hey, 

it’s obvious you’re nervous.  No matter, just sing loudly and you’ll get over it.”  A lot 

easier said than done for sure.  I don’t want to spoil the later parts of the report, but Bill 

gets a LOT better during the week. 

 

Don finally gets to the end of the table and Laura’s two brothers, Alan and Craig.  Craig 

is sitting at the very end – right next to Don’s desk.  Alan is slightly taller and a little older 

than Craig.  He has a little difficulty staying on pitch, but has a pretty good voice.  Craig 

has some difficulty singing the words to the song, as in he’s singing different words.  Just 

so you know, the words are written in the class booklet.  After a few tries, he tells Don 

that he’s used to singing different words to the song.  Don says, “Dude, there aren’t 

different words to the song.  The song is the song.”  After debating it for a few minutes, 

Craig says, “I think there’s a different version in the Mel Bay book I have.”  Everybody 

cracks up.  It becomes a running joke for the rest of the week.  “What does Mel Bay say 

about this?” 

 

We get to the lunch break.  Don promises to change the strings on his guitar before 

class resumes.  He really looks tired, but has soldiered on through the morning.  He says 

that immediately after class ends this afternoon, he’s going to bed and get a good night’s 



SKAK 2013 Report 

Page 25 of 100 

sleep.  I should say that sitting in Don’s class and listening to him as he sings various 

harmony parts to provide examples is pretty awesome.  The guy opens his mouth and 

incredible sounds come out. 

 

I head back to the dorm.  The rain has gone away, but it remains cloudy and very humid.  

I’m glad I’m not carrying an instrument.  Bill walks some of the way back with me.  He 

says he’ll just sit next to me the rest of the week and try to sing the same pitch I’m 

singing.  That sounds like desperation, but I’m cool with it. 

 

Jackie and Leslie are in the room when I get there. Skip hasn’t returned from his morning 

class yet.  There are plans to go out this afternoon and pick up a few supplies.  Mainly, 

we need ice.  The beer supply is still good.  We went through about a case and a half 

last night.  No, I didn’t drink it all.  There were LOTS of people in the room.  We 

introduced several folks to mules.  Jenny, in particular, liked them.  It becomes the “go 

to” drink of the week in the room. 

 

Skip returns from class.  He checked with Donna and got her OK to switch to Mark’s 

class.  Otherwise, because of the section to which he was assigned, he would have 

missed Mark’s class entirely – because he’s leaving Wednesday morning.  Skip and I 

talk about our classes and the fact that we haven’t practiced our song for open mic 

tonight.  We figure we’ll run through it a couple of times after lunch and then again before 

dinner.  Skip talked to Dick Daniels about playing bass with us and he’s fine with it.  Skip 

is thinking that Dick will be able to come by before dinner and run through it.  It won’t be 

difficult for Dick to get the bass part down.  He’s a really good player and the song isn’t 

particularly complicated.  So, we’ve got that going for us.  We all head to the dining hall. 

 

When we get to the dining hall, there’s a line out the door…again.  Hmmm.  Something 

seems to be seriously broken with the cafeteria process.  We hang out in line and joke 

around with each other and various friends.  It’s still threatening heavy rain and 

sprinkling a bit.  This kind of weather puts a real dent in outside jamming.  There are a 

few brave souls hanging outside the dining hall picking. 
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We notice a couple of very cool umbrellas over round picnic tables.  The umbrellas have 

solar panels on top and appear to have AC electric plugs at the base.  It dawns on us 

that these are very clever charging stations for laptops and phones.  Good idea.  It would 

work better in sunshine, which I’m sure we’ll see before the week is out. 

 

Skip tells me that Donna is thinking of having us emcee tomorrow night.  I’m good with 

that.  It’s the only way that we’re going to get to emcee together.  We usually emcee on 

Friday night, but I actually prefer to do it earlier in the week.  Friday nights are pretty 

hectic and few of the instructors do their main stage sets then.  Mostly, Friday is devoted 

to the special activities at Kamp, such as the Kamp Kompanions, vocal class, slow jam, 

beginners’ class, etc.  Also, of course, all the instrument giveaways are on Friday night.  

I’m not sure if we’re officially scheduled to be emcees or whether we need to confirm that 

with Donna. 

 

We finally get into the dining hall and I see what might work for one of my vegetarian 

days.  Well, there are beans and some mixed vegetables.  Pretty slim pickings.  I get 

some of the non-meat items and head to the drink machine.  In past Reports, I’ve 

criticized the layout of the food and drink lines in the cafeteria, so I won’t bother to go 

into rant mode again.  Let’s just say the arrangement is completely screwed up.  The 

three main flows of people (food lines, drink lines, dirty dish line) have to cross each 

other right where the drink machines are located.  That combined with the cafeteria’s 

lack of trays (somebody thought it would be more efficient without trays) makes getting 

and carrying drinks (and utensils) a total pain. 

 

I get my drink and then put my plate on the little low wall where the utensils are located.  

I’m just waiting for Skip and the girls to get their food before we fine a table.  Donna 

walks up to me and asks if Skip and I are OK to emcee tomorrow night.  I tell her I’m 

pretty sure we’re good with that.  I yell to Skip and he walks over.  We verify that The 

Twisted Pair will, in fact, emcee Tuesday night.  Great.  Glad that’s settled. 

 

Lunch is unremarkable except for one thing – the food is pretty mediocre and that’s 

being kind.  After I eat a few of the vegetables, I revert to my standard cafeteria food – 
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pizza.  You’d be surprised how long you can survive eating only biscuits, scrambled 

eggs, and pizza.  Hint:  It’s at least a week. 

 

Having Skip and Leslie at Kamp is like old times.  We yuk it up over lunch and then head 

back to the dorm.  Because the lines are so long getting into the dining hall, we don’t 

have as much of a time cushion before the afternoon class as we typically have.  It’s still 

cloudy and spitting rain occasionally, but at least it’s not dreadfully hot.  A number of 

people brave the elements to pick outside the dining hall. 

 

Once we get back to the dorm, I decide to take a quick shower before class.  After 

getting a bit wet this morning, it feels good to get into some clean, dry clothes.  With only 

about 15 minutes left before I have to leave for class, Skip and I decide to run through 

our open mic song a couple of times.  We’ve played together enough that we can almost 

anticipate each other’s moves in a song.  Almost.  Getting the arrangement correct is 

really 90% of the battle.  We decide where the breaks are going to be, whether the break 

will be just the “A” part or both the “A” and “B” parts, who does what and when, etc.  The 

harmony singing just sort of comes naturally to us at this point.  We decide that we’ll 

practice again before dinner.  Hopefully, Dick will come by to practice the bass part. 

 

Off I go for my afternoon with Don.  By the time I get over to Thaw Hall and up the stairs, 

most of the positive aspects of my recent shower have been neutralized.  Don looks a bit 

livelier this afternoon than this morning.  He tells us that this is the result of massive 

quantities of caffeine.  At least he’s changed the strings on his guitar, so that’s good. 

 

During the afternoon class, Don puts us into trios and we practice singing various 

harmony parts of “Bury Me Beneath the Willow” and a couple of other songs.  Don is 

continuously thinking about how to arrange the song so it will work well on stage.  With a 

few suggestions from the class, he decides that we’ll sing the first couple of verses in the 

key of G, which is low enough for the guys to sing lead and some tenor, then we 

modulate to the key of D and sing the last verse.  That’s high enough for some of the 

females to sing lead and tenor.  Someone suggests doing one chorus a capela, which 

sounds really cool. 
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As we’re singing in trios, I try taking the baritone part.  Don stands in front of me and 

shows me the part.  Singing the exact same part as someone else is not easy.  For one 

thing, it violates every instinct for harmony singing.  You never want to sing the same 

part as someone else.  This is called “stepping on” or “covering” someone else’s part 

and is a no-no.  As he’s showing me my part, he does some sort of wild move higher for 

one of the phrases.  I refer to it as an Ozzy Osborne move.  It is SO cool to listen to Don 

sing.  The guy just has a great voice and can pretty much sing any part to any song. 

 

We actually take a break a little after halfway through the afternoon class.  We didn’t 

take an official break this morning, which was probably just the result of Don being so 

tired.  After the break, we talk a bit more and then try to sing harmony on a couple of 

other songs that Don picks from the class book.  One really cool thing about Don is that 

he’s got an encyclopedic knowledge of all things related to bluegrass music, especially 

anything related to harmony singing.  Also, of course, he’s got a great voice.  I’d actually 

pay to sit in class and listen to him sing. 

 

As in the morning class, the second half of our afternoon class is a combination of Don 

explaining stuff, Craig saying that Mel Bay has a different take on whatever it is that Don 

is explaining, trying to sing various harmony parts, and generally having a great time.  

We find time to work on arranging and singing “Bury Me Beneath the Willow”.  It’s 

coming together nicely. 

 

One thing I’ve noted is that Bill is beginning to be more comfortable singing in front of the 

class.  He’s still unsure of himself and relies on other people in the class to sing the lead 

or to hold the pitch, but he’s definitely getting the idea. 

 

After class, I head back to the dorm and fix myself an adult beverage.  These mules are 

becoming addictive.  Jackie tells me that Art came by and asked if it’s OK to keep his 

bass in the room this evening.  She said sure.  You can never have too many basses in 

the jam. 

 

We discuss the adult beverage situation.  Everything seems OK for the time being.  

Jackie vows to head out into the surrounding area and find more ginger beer tomorrow 
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or Wednesday.  All we really need for now is ice.  I hop in the car and head to the corner 

convenience store to pick up a couple of bags.  It only takes about 10 minutes, so I’m 

back in time to go through our open mic song with Skip a few times.  I think we’ve got the 

arrangement down cold.  There’s only one tricky part.  I’ve got to do a break on both the 

“A” and “B” parts for one of my solos. 

 

Dick doesn’t show up for our afternoon practice, which is no big deal.  The bass part of 

this will be easy for him, so we’ll get together up at the auditorium before our open mic 

slot.  We have to be backstage around 6:30 PM, so the four of us decide to head over to 

dinner a little after 5 PM.  There’s a line coming out of the door when we get to the dining 

hall.  This is getting pretty old.  I’m not sure why they’re having such difficulty getting 

people in and out at meals.  Whatever.  It gives us time to clown around with the other 

folks in line.  When we finally get into the dining hall, it’s after 5:30, so we don’t have time 

to dawdle so much. 

 

I try some of the cooked vegetables, but they’re not so edible.  I revert to pizza – when it 

is available.  Pizza is apparently in very high demand.  I can understand why.  Can this 

be good for me?  Who cares? 

 

We head back to the dorm just after 6 PM.  Skip and I change into our stage clothes, 

which are just like our regular clothes except for long pants.  It’s kind of a rule of thumb 

in the performance world.  Don’t ever perform on the main stage in shorts.  Don’t ask me 

who came up with that rule. I get set to head over to the auditorium, but Skip wants to 

run through the song once or twice.  I pull the guitar out and we practice yet again.  I’m 

thinking that we’re taking the edge off by practicing so much, but maybe not.  After those 

quick run-throughs, we leave for the evening’s festivities.  The girls will meet us in the 

audience after our open mic gig. 

 

We get to the auditorium just after 6:30 PM.  Tommy is the emcee tonight, so we check 

in with him.  Also, this is the first time I’ve gotten to see Cindy and Teresa (Studdard and 

Wilson, a/k/a, the sound crew – along with Teresa’s husband Stacy).  I get to see Cindy 

and Teresa only during Kamp week every year and I definitely look forward to hanging 

out with them for whatever time we’re backstage together.  Of course, we’re all 
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Facebook friends, so I get to keep up with their band (Just Us Bluegrass – 

www.justusbluegrass.com) and various personal goings on throughout the year.  I’m 

pretty sure Cindy and Teresa think I’m a bit unbalanced, which is probably true.  

Regardless, we have a good time. 

 

Skip and I say “hi” to some of the other open mic performers whom we know.  Everybody 

is warming up in various locations around the periphery of the audience seats.  Skip and 

I choose a place near the back of the auditorium.  Just as predicted, Dick comes back to 

us with his bass.  He’s playing in a couple of other open mic slots, so he’s much in 

demand this evening.  Also as predicted, it takes Dick all of about 30 seconds to pick up 

his bass part for our song.  We weren’t worried. 

 

I should probably say something here about just what good musicians our long-time 

Kamp friends are.  When each of us first started attending Kamp, some of us were 

crappy players (I’m counting myself in that category) while others were pretty advanced.  

Over the years, the overall level of musicianship for each of us has increased 

dramatically.  Kamp is pretty much a pure meritocracy.  Everybody knows where 

everyone else ranks in the overall hierarchy of playing and singing ability.  Not that it 

matters, but everyone knows nonetheless.  We know that if we engage Dick, Tommy, 

Keith, or really a number of our other friends, two things will happen.  First, they’ll pick up 

any tune or song very quickly.  Second, we’re going to sound better because they’re 

playing with us. 

 

At 7 PM sharp, Steve and Donna kick off the round of evening concerts.  After they get 

the housekeeping stuff out of the way, they introduce Tommy Jordan, who will be the 

emcee for the evening.  Tommy introduces Skip and I as among his oldest friends at 

Kamp, which is true.  I remember way back when Tommy claimed he couldn’t play well.  

That earned him the moniker of “That Lyin’ Sumbitch from Georgia”.  I think Skip 

originally called him that, in jest of course.  It stuck for years.  Dick lives in Athens and 

plays music with Tommy often.  They do an open mic set together later in the week. 

 

Skip and I have the first open mic slot tonight.  Skip introduces the song - “Heaven Don’t 

Deserve Me”.  I add that it was written and recorded originally by Gordon Lightfoot, but 
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we feel that we can do a much better job on it.  Right. It goes pretty much according to 

plan.  I felt like I was pretty sloppy on it, but we get lots of compliments later that evening 

and during the rest of the week.  It’s kind of fun doing the first open mic slot of the entire 

week. 

 

After we come off stage, Skip and I put our instruments away and join Jackie and Leslie 

in the audience for the rest of the concert.  After the open mic ends, Tommy cranks up 

the instructor concerts for the evening.  Before the scheduled sets, however, Steve 

brings out Andy Hatfield to play a tune.  Andy was an instructor during Week 1 and he’s 

been covering Mike Kaufman’s classes during Week 2.  Mike had to spend a couple of 

extra days teaching at his school in New Jersey due to Hurricane Sandy’s wrath.  Since 

Andy’s subbing for Mike, he doesn’t have a scheduled performance slot.  Steve looks 

after his guys.  Oh, by the way, Andy is a great guy and a heck of a guitar and banjo 

player. 

 

Tonight’s instructor sets are outstanding.  Matt Flinner is among the best mandolin 

players on the planet – and he’s a young guy, Who knows where he’s going to be 

musically in 10 years?  Kind of boggles the mind. Matt does a few solo things and then 

calls up Steve Roy and Tim May to kick butt:  Here’s a link to a video of these guys doing 

“Raji’s Romp”: 

 

http://youtu.be/gUzeiVwLCb8 

 

Fred Sokolow is up after Matt.  Until this Kamp, I’d never heard of Fred.  He’s very cool – 

a completely laid back musician.  He brings his wife up on stage to play bass with him on 

a couple of songs.  I wondered whom that was sitting in front of us and clapping wildly 

every time Fred did a song.  Yeah, that’s his wife. Here’s Fred and his wife doing “I’d 

Rather be Over Than Under the Hill”. 

 

http://youtu.be/zU0xOaELxvo 

 

I’d say the big surprise of the evening is Annie Staninec.  Annie weighs about 100 

pounds soaking wet, but when she picks up a fiddle, watch out. She does an incredible 
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job on the fiddle.  She brings up Ivan Rosenberg to play Dobro on a couple of tunes and 

John Kael to sing and play guitar.  Apparently, Ivan and Annie used to be next-door 

neighbors.  An indication of just how good Annie plays is that probably 70% of the 

instructors bring her on to play with them during the week.  Here’s a link to Annie, Ivan, 

and John doing “Frankie and Johnnie”: 

 

http://youtu.be/SHxA9B4rrGw 

 

I talk to Don Stiernberg about Annie later in the week and he agrees that she just doesn’t 

look like she can attack a fiddle the way she does.  Steve sure knows how to pick them. 

 

After Annie does her set, we take a break for intermission.  Skip and I decide to take our 

instruments back to the room and get a beverage.  It turns out that one of the big 

advantages of drinking mules is that they can be easily transported anywhere.  After we 

stash the instruments and mix a beverage, we head back over to the auditorium.  I’m 

leaving out the banter with various friends and acquaintances every time we hang out 

around the auditorium.  Eventually, we get back to our seats and prepare for the second 

half of the evening. 

 

Andrew Collins is up next and he’s wonderful, as usual.  I’m a big Andrew Collins fan.  

My buddy Jim Turpin gave me the “Mando Lore” CD, recorded by Andrew and Brian 

Taheny, several years ago.  If you don’t have it, you should get it.  After he plays a 

couple of tunes, Andrew brings up his girlfriend and they play and sing a couple of 

songs.  Pretty cute couple.  I see them around campus the rest of the week and Andrew 

is always showing her how to play something on the mandolin. 

 

After Andrew, Steve Roy, one of the bass instructors is up.  Steve is much in demand as 

a bass player during the week.  He’s a young guy and an incredible bass player.  Steve 

brings up several friends and does some great stuff.  Here’s a link to his performance of 

“In The Maritimes”.  That’s Annie Staninec playing fiddle, David Keenan on the National 

Steel, and Andrew Collins on the mando. 

 

http://youtu.be/q7miU8lok20 
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At the end of his set, he says that being a professional musician is about 70% doing 

musician stuff and 30% trying to impress other musicians with “Spinal Tap” quotes.  He’s 

referring to the cult class fake rock documentary “This Is Spinal Tap” – one of the 

funniest musician movies ever. 

 

He starts talking about packing for Kamp and not knowing exactly what he should bring, 

so he throws in a black hooded cape.  Since he brought it, he might as well use it.  

Everyone is looking around going, “Umm, what?”  He adjusts one of the mic stands so 

it’s about 8 feet high, get’s a Styrofoam “thing” from his case and hangs it from the mic 

stand, then gets his black hooded cape and puts it on.  I’m thinking, “What the hell is he 

doing?”…and I’m sure I’m not the only one thinking that. 

 

Steve proceeds to do an amazing re-creation of the Stonehenge song from “This is 

Spinal Tap” – complete with black cape and sort of reproduction of the little Stonehenge 

model (which is what that Styrofoam thing is supposed to be).   

 

http://youtu.be/X_HnSsRgHPQ 

 

Half the people in the audience are choking with laughter.  I’m in that half.  Jackie 

threatens to leave because she is embarrassed that I’m laughing up a lung.  I can hear 

Steve Dikkers laughing as loudly as I.  The other half of the audience is wondering just 

what the HELL Steve is doing.  Just in case you’ve never seen the movie, check out the 

video link below.  You have to sit through a commercial, but it’s worth the short wait. 

 

http://www.metacafe.com/watch/1015690/spinal_tap_stonehenge/ 

 

Ned Luberecki performs the last instructor set of the evening. Ned is the banjo player for 

Chris Jones &The Night Drivers, plus he has his own show on the Sirius Bluegrass 

channel.  He’s also pretty much insane, which I mean as a term of respect and 

admiration.  Tonight, he does two of the songs he did when he was an instructor a 

couple of years ago, namely the backwards version of John Hartford’s “Boogie” and his 

quintessential bluegrass song,  “Little Cabin of Death”.  Jackie’s never seen Ned 
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perform.  She loves it.  He’s freaking hilarious and a hell of a banjo player.  It’s got to be 

hard to follow Steve’s Stonehenge skit, but Ned does a great job.  The video link that 

follows will give you a good overview of Ned’s performance. 

 

http://youtu.be/ytMw4plZFYM 

 

After the concert, we make our way to the room.  It’s pretty early – only about 10:30 PM, 

so probably too early for the jam to begin.  We hang outside for a while and visit with 

some of our friends.  Eventually, people start migrating to the room and a really 

wonderful jam ensues.  Skip and I get to sing a bunch of stuff together and many of our 

oldest Kamp friends show up.  Bill and Ruth Ann Irwin spend a good bit of time in the 

room.  

 

Jim and I describe our run in with local law enforcement last night (or this morning, 

depending on how you look at it) much to the delight of the crowd, Our buddy David 

Brown goes all ACLU on the cop.  “Doesn’t she know that this is private property?  She’s 

got no jurisdiction on campus.  That’s harassment.  You should have told her to just f**k 

off.  Etc.”  After David’s rant, I tell him that I’m SO thankful he wasn’t there.  Jim and I 

would still be in jail. 

 

Debbie and Jay Faires come by the room and Jay settles into the jam with his 

remarkable playing and singing.  He’s just really good.  Debbie meets Jackie and some 

of our other bizarre friends.  Everybody is impressed with Jay’s playing.  Debbie is 

inducted into the Jackie discussion group.  

 

Ruth Ann asks Skip and me to sing “I Still Miss Someone”, which we do.  Jackie takes a 

few photos with her iPhone and posts them to Facebook.  One of those photos is shown 

on the next page.  While we’re in the thick of things, Doug Burgoyne whispers to me that 

we should get Bill to sing “The Gumby Song”, which Bill wrote many years ago and 

played for us one night a few years ago during a jam.  We all loved it.  I’ve got a 

recording of it from that original performance with Jamey Pittman playing a cool lead 

break.  I start chanting “Gumby”, “Gumby”,  “Gumby”.  Bill tries to wiggle out of it, but 



SKAK 2013 Report 

Page 35 of 100 

eventually succumbs to the peer pressure.  It is a huge hit.  Later, he thanks me for 

urging him to sing it.  

 

 
 

The Twisted Pair after hours. 

 

The jam continues until around 3:30-3:45 AM.  Becky plays bass all night and would’ve 

kept on playing until sunrise.  There is no walk-around tonight, so no brush with the law.  

What a great day.  Awesome classes, phenomenal concerts, wonderful jam.  It doesn’t 

get much better than this.  I get to bed around 4 AM. 

 

 

Tuesday 

 

I’m up and about around 7:30 AM.  If I keep getting this much sleep, I’ll still be semi-

functional at the end of the week.  Jackie stirs and we get set to head over to breakfast.  
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Skip and Leslie are nowhere to be seen or heard.  We decide to let them sleep.  After all, 

Skip stayed up until pretty late last night.  I think maybe his decision to leave tomorrow 

morning has motivated him to utilize all of his time while he’s here. 

 

It’s raining pretty hard as we walk over to the dining hall.  Our little umbrellas are 

beginning to leak a bit, but they’re way better than nothing.  There’s a long line at the 

entrance – again.  Once we get inside, we leave our umbrellas in the lobby and proceed 

into the cafeteria.  It’s only Tuesday and my diet has reverted to “The White Breakfast”.  

What better way to start the day than biscuits, gravy, and grits?  Sure, I guess I could be 

having something “healthful”, like fruit or cereal, but why wuss out now? 

 

Once Jackie and I get our food, we look around for a seat and see a few empty seats at 

a table along the far wall of the big room.  As we get closer, we see Skip and Leslie 

sitting at the table.  So, THAT’s where they were when we left the room.  We take our 

seats and find that we’re sitting right across from Andy Hatfield.  Andy’s a great guy.  I 

met him last year when we were jamming in the Memphis Suite.  I say hello and re-

introduce myself.  

 

Skip and Leslie are almost finished eating by the time we get to the table, so they leave 

to go back to dorm in about 15 minutes.  I start talking to Andy and find out that he’s from 

Peoria, IL.  My mother’s family is from Illinois and we used to go back there every 

summer from Virginia.  I have a cousin who still lives and works in Peoria.  I joke about 

the claim that folks in western Illinois make regarding the “hills” in that part of the state.  

Andy calls them “geographic features”, which is a pretty good term. 

 

I tell Andy that I liked the tune he did with Steve and ask him what he thought of Steve 

Roy’s bit.  He looks perplexed.  I explain that Steve did the Stonehenge bit from “Spinal 

Tap”.  Andy looks stricken.  He says that “Spinal Tap” is his all time favorite movie and 

he spends a good bit of each lesson he teaches reciting “Spinal Tap” quotes.  He left 

before Steve’s set, so he missed it completely. 

 

Andy’s been subbing this week for Mike Kaufman and Mike’s supposed to be here this 

afternoon.  Instead of heading straight back to Peoria, Andy’s going to stay with Tim and 
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Jodi Harbin in Knoxville overnight.  That’s a smart idea.  You don’t need to be driving 

across all those states on as little rest as you get during a week and a half of Kamp. 

 

We get set to head back to the dorm and Andy walks out with us.  It’s pouring outside 

and Andy doesn’t have an umbrella.  I offer to share mine with him, but Andy has an 

idea.  He hands me his class book and he puts his guitar case over his head.  Jackie 

heads back to the dorm and I follow Andy over to Bartlett Hall, which is where both the 

Kamp Store and his classroom are located.  We are both pretty much soaked by the time 

we get to Bartlett.  I leave the somewhat soggy Andy to his classes and I walk back to 

the dorm.  I’m even more soaked by the time I get to the room. 

 

I have just enough time to change out of my wet clothes and dry my hair a bit before my 

morning class.  I didn’t take a shower, but this might be the next best thing.  I’ll probably 

shower and change again after lunch.  Jackie, Leslie, and Jenny are planning on going 

to Pigeon Forge today.  An entire town of nothing but various types of touristy shops  - 

what could go wrong?  They promise to get some ice on their way back this afternoon.  I 

believe there might be a stop at the liquor store as well.  It’s extremely unlikely that they’ll 

be back for lunch.  In fact, I think they’re looking forward to having lunch somewhere 

other than the dining hall. 

 

I make it over to Kathy’s classroom in plenty of time for class.  I think this is the same 

room in which we had Sally’s class last year.  We distribute ourselves around the big 

square table arrangement.  I sit next to Debbie and Bill sits on my right.  Kathy 

introduces herself to the class and then has us go around the table and introduce 

ourselves – primarily to her, since we’re all pretty well acquainted from yesterday’s class. 

 

I should say right up front that Kathy turns out to be really, really nice.  She’s funny, very 

tolerant of our BS, patient, and knows what must be close to everything about vocal 

training.  Don told us yesterday that he’s taken voice lessons from Kathy, so that’s solid 

proof that her lessons work. 

 

We start off with Kathy showing us the difference between shallow and deep breathing.  

If you’re curious, shallow breathing makes your chest rise and fall while deep breathing 
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makes your stomach move out and in.  She shows us some really cool vocal warm-up 

exercises.  They sound kind of funny, but they work.  They require you to modulate your 

volume and pitch. 

 

Kathy goes over the basics of chord structure and bluegrass harmony.  Actually, they’re 

almost the same thing.  You build harmony with the exact same triad used to build a 

chord.  She explains how bluegrass harmony parts differ from choral harmony 

parts…and they ARE different. 

 

She has the class sing a couple of songs in unison and then hooks her iPod up to a 

Bluetooth speaker and plays some examples of various types of trio harmony. She splits 

the class into approximate thirds and assigns harmony vocal parts to each group.  This 

is similar to what we did last year with Sally.  It’s cool because you have the chance to 

sing each harmony part with a bunch of other people, so you don’t have to worry about 

screwing up in front of the group. 

 

These exercises eat up the morning class, so we break for lunch.  Kathy tells us that 

we’ll be singing a lot of harmony in the afternoon class.  Good deal 

 

I walk to the dorm on the off chance that Jackie and Leslie are back from their shopping 

trip and will want to go to lunch.  Ummmm, no.  However, Skip is in the room.  It appears 

that he has ditched his morning class.  Jeez, the guy’s here for two class days and he’s 

already blown off one-quarter of his classes.  Skip and I briefly discuss the possible 

forms of trouble our wives might get into on their Pigeon Forge outing and then we go to 

the dining hall.  The entrée selection is, shall we say, less than stellar, so I grab a couple 

of slices of pizza. 

 

The topic of conversation at lunch is how we’re going to handle our emcee duties 

tonight.  We haven’t had a chance to work out any of our “A” material and we’re thinking 

we won’t have a chance to spend a lot of time talking while we’re on stage.  I prefer 

emceeing on nights other than Friday, since there will be a number of musical sets by 

instructors.  It’s fun to introduce instructor sets.  Skip tells me that Donna has told him 

that we’re not there to entertain the audience – simply to introduce performers and keep 
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things moving along.  How little she knows of our mindset.  Well, she probably knows.  

She just doesn’t want to think of the horrible possibilities. 

 

Skip and I get back to the dorm room and there is still no sign of our wives.  Good sign?  

Bad sign?  We have no idea.  We hang out for a while and then head out for our 

afternoon classes.  It’s getting warmer, but at least it’s not raining as I walk across 

campus.  I walk into Kathy’s classroom and everyone is kind of hanging out waiting for 

class to begin.   

 

I tell Kathy that I remember the first time I ever saw her perform.  It was at the Station Inn 

(Nashville) after a Marty Lanham guitar workshop.  Marty reserved the stage so those of 

us in the workshop could do open mic performances.  After our open mic, he invited 

some of his vocalist friends, including Kathy, Pat Enright, and a few other great singers, 

to perform.  I tell her how her singing impressed everybody in the workshop.  She says 

she remembers that evening and thanks me for mentioning it.  She’s so freaking nice – 

and an awesome vocalist. 

 

As promised, the afternoon class consists of us breaking up into trios and singing 

various parts to songs.  Debbie and I team up on some trio singing with Bill Bain.  I sing 

lead on one song and baritone on another.  I still find it difficult to sing the baritone part, 

but it’s getting a little easier to hear it in my head.  Hey, this is why I’m taking the class. I 

need to learn how to sing baritone.  Bill is doing better and better. 

 

One of the funnier things to happen during these sessions is when Alan and Craig team 

up with Kathy.  It’s obvious that Alan is having some difficulty staying on pitch while 

singing the tenor part.  After joking about it for a few minutes, Kathy decides to sing the 

part with Alan.  Alan turns to the class and says, “Well, it’s obvious that SOMEONE 

(gesturing toward Kathy) isn’t capable of singing the tenor part by him or herself.”  Kathy 

cracks up.  She appears to be having a genuinely good time.  We certainly are. 

 

Speaking of Alan and Craig, they’ve been whining all day about having to perform 

“security” for their sister Laura’s group tonight at open mic on the big stage.  Laura is in 

the other section of vocal classes, so I don’t get to see her too much during the week.  
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However, it’s obvious that she’s having some pretty serious health issues.  She generally 

uses a wheelchair to get around campus.  Alan and Craig are helping her move around.  

I’m not exactly sure how she gets up the freaking stairs to vocal classes.  I have no idea 

what Alan and Craig are moaning about, but it has something to do with the T-shirts they 

have to wear as part of their security duties. 

 

Before we finish for the day, Kathy brings up tomorrow’s schedule.  Originally, each 

section of class was assigned to three alternating days with Don and Kathy. Each full 

day of classes has two sessions.  Because of the Class Scramble and the Band 

Scramble, we have only one official class session each day on Thursday and Friday.  If 

we stick to this schedule, then through Wednesday one section will wind up with two 

days of Don and one day of Kathy.  The other section will have two days of Kathy and 

one day of Don.  Kathy and Don have gotten together and decided to re-balance the 

schedule by splitting tomorrow’s sessions.  We’ll have Kathy in the morning and Don in 

the afternoon.  Cool. 

 

I head back to the dorm and find Jackie and Leslie waiting for me.  They are back from 

their adventure in Pigeon Forge.  They have brought Skip and me a gift, but I can’t look 

in the bag until Skip gets back.  I’m told that we’re REALLY going to like the present and 

we can use it during our emcee gig tonight.  It’s not that I’m skeptical, but still… 

 

Skip gets back to the room in about 15 minutes and the girls present us with our gifts, 

which turn out to be matching souvenir Indian headdresses with white feathers.  There 

are little leather strings at each temple that hang down have feathers tied to the end.  

They want us to wear these on stage tonight.  Very classy.  I’m kind of hoping there 

aren’t any Native Americans in the audience.  There’s nothing like making part of the 

audience angry right at the start of the evening. 

 

We have time for a cocktail (or two) and then head over to dinner.  I’m not sure if Leslie 

goes to dinner with us.  She and Jackie ate lunch out in the real world and it’s probably 

only been a few hours since their meal.  This type of thing has never stopped me from 

eating twice in the same 2-hour period, but some people are perhaps more sensitive to 

overeating than I. 
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It looks like the Smoky Mountain Guitar (smokymountainguitars.com) guys are setting up 

in the lobby of the dining hall.  Jason and Jonathan, the Smoky Mountain brothers, are 

here again this year.  Hopefully, they’ll find their way to the room to hang out and jam a 

bit. 

 

I don’t remember what I have for dinner, but it really doesn’t matter.  The dining hall food 

has become a running joke among Kampers and instructors.  Even Steve and Donna 

acknowledge that the food is, shall we say, “unimaginative” this year.  It is highly likely 

that I wind up with pizza.  Maybe Leslie has the better idea by skipping dinner. 

 

Skip and I have to be backstage around 6:30 pm, so we don’t hang out in the dining hall 

very long.  We’ve been considering what we want to do during our emcee gig, but we 

don’t have anything in particular.  We’ll just wing it on stage – as usual.  The only thing 

we know for sure is that we’re going to sneak our new headdresses backstage in their 

brown grocery, i.e. “gift”, bag so we can surprise everyone when we wear them. 

 

We are back at the room in time to change into our “stage” clothes.  They’re really not 

much different than our regular clothes, except that we always wear long pants when we 

emcee.  Wearing long pants on stage is a lesson we learned from our buddy Dick 

Daniels when he pointed out some of the pitfalls of wearing shorts on stage.  Long pants 

are the ticket.  Trust me. 

 

We leave for our emcee gig and the girls will join us after the show starts.  I decide to 

take a mule, our famous mixed drink that is the hit of Kamp, with me to the auditorium.  

Hey, if anyone asks, it’s just ginger ale.  Yeah, that’ll probably fool everyone – especially 

Donna. 

 

When we get to the auditorium, we see the open mic performers gathered in little groups 

getting warmed up.  Skip and I have done this enough that we’ve developed a division of 

labor.  I typically go around and get the information I’ll need to introduce each of the 

open mic people.  I also have to get intro information from all the instructors who will 

perform to night, but that can wait until the open mic folks get going. 
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Before I start any of that, we say “hi” to Cindy and Teresa.  Somehow, Cindy has 

discovered that I have an undergraduate degree in Physics.  Cindy teaches Physics at 

the high school level and she’s got a student she’d like me to meet.  Apparently, she 

wants this young man to meet someone who can describe the advantages of a Physics 

education and who can serve to demonstrate that physicists can lead successful, normal 

lives.  I know what you’re thinking.  Don’t say it.  I agree to show up a bit early for the 

Thursday night concert so I can meet Cindy’s student. 

 

Skip has talked to Donna and tells me that she emphasized our role as schedule 

expediters and not entertainers.  I suggest to Skip that he tell Donna to really play that 

up to the audience when she introduces us.  Then we can walk on stage with our 

headdresses.  We’ll apparently do anything for a cheap laugh. 

 

I see Andy Hatfield walking around backstage and ask him why he’s still here.  After our 

conversation this morning, I figured he’d be in Knoxville by now.  Well, that was the plan, 

but he couldn’t get his car to start.  After multiple attempts to jump-start it, Andy’s 

resigned to hanging out for at least one more night.  He says that the worst case is that 

he hangs around for the rest of the week and gets a ride back to Peoria with some 

friends who are attending Kamp. 

 

 I see Alan and Craig standing together in the auditorium.  Holy Crap!  OK, now I sort of 

understand why they’ve been complaining all day about the shirts they have to wear 

while they act as security for Laura’s open mic group.  See the photo below (courtesy of 

Laura’s Facebook page).  Those shirts say “SECURITY” on the back.  Very impressive. 

 

I scurry around and find all the open mic performers.  I know many of them, so that 

eases my job considerably.  Still, I’m busy right up until the time the show starts – 7 PM 

sharp.  While we’re waiting around off stage, I show Cindy and Teresa my new medic 

alert ID bracelet.  I ordered it as a joke before we went to Hippie Jack’s.  I had no idea 

you could just order a medic alert bracelet on the Internet.  You can have whatever you 

want inscribed on it.   
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Alan (L) and Craig Cauble (R) in their security uniforms 

 

You’d be surprised at how reticent people are to ask you about a medic alert bracelet.  I 

guess it kind of freaks them out a bit, so they don’t want to say anything about it.  

Anyway, Cindy and Teresa find it pretty amusing.  Cindy tells me that I have to say 

something about it while we’re emceeing.  I’m cool with that.  As I said, anything for a 

cheap laugh. 

 

Steve and Donna take the stage and get the evening started.  Skip and I have heard 

their opening spiel many times, so we’re not paying particular attention – until Steve 

makes a comment about his website.  The comment goes something like this: “Go to 

flatpik.com.  Make sure you omit the “c” from “flatpick”.  If you don’t, you’ll go to a British 

BDSM site.”  Steve apparently has a secret life on the Internet.  Skip and I look at each 

other and tacitly decide that we need to use that remark at some point during the show.  

We just don’t know exactly how – yet. 
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Skip and I don our headdresses and prepare to be introduced.  Cindy and Teresa look at 

us like we’ve finally lost our minds.  They don’t seem particularly surprised.  Donna really 

lays on the “Skip and Mike are NOT here to entertain you” stuff thickly.  When she finally 

brings us on stage to start our emcee thing, we emerge from the wings in our regalia.  

The audience loves it.  I walk to the microphone and say, “Our wives went shopping in 

Pigeon Forge today and bought us these gifts.  I’d like to apologize in advance if there 

are any Native Americans here in the audience tonight.” 

 

We get into the open mic performances quickly.  Usually, we try to play the open mic 

introductions pretty straight.  We need to get the performers on and off stage so we can 

stay on schedule for the rest of the night.  There are six open mic slots and they’re 

nominally five minutes each. 

 

I’ve commented in previous reports about the high level of skill among the Kampers and 

it’s evident again in tonight’s open mic performers.  We have a band called The Desert 

Rats, whose members live in the Mojave Desert outside Las Vegas, a young lady, 

Brianna, from Virginia attending her first Kamp, our young friends Justin and Colin 

performing as The Stolen Jar Band, our pal Val Windsor (actually we have two friends 

named Val) playing with Tommy Jordan and Don Stiernberg, The Fun Girls with our 

friends from previous Kamps Celia Millington-Wycoff and Laura Cauble (with her security 

detail), and four other women Kampers, and, in the final slot, a young man named Adam 

Grilliot from Ohio. 

 

While the open mic performers are doing their slots, I run around backstage and get intro 

information from the instructors who are going to perform tonight.  I occasionally take a 

sip of my drink.  Donna, who apparently has an intuition about these things, asks me 

what’s in the drink.  I tell her it contains ginger ale, which is very close to accurate.  It’s 

actually ginger beer.  If you’re wondering, ginger beer is not alcoholic and doesn’t taste 

nearly as good as ginger ale – until you put some rum (or other liquor) in it.  I leave out 

the part about the rum, not that it matters.  Donna just rolls her eyes and seems thankful 

that the cup is almost empty. 
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Our old buddy Keith Yoder is up first.  Keith usually brings a bunch of folks onstage to 

play with him, so this should be fun.  Instead of asking me to plug his CDs or mention the 

fact that he worked with Pete Wernick at the Merlefest Jam Camp, Keith wants me to be 

sure to mention the annual Krystal run to be done on Friday night.  This year’s goals are 

304 sliders, a small order of fries, and a large diet soda. 

 

Keith goes on stage with Mark Cosgrove and several other instructors.  In the wings, 

Keith has lined up several of the mandolin instructors, including Don Stiernberg and 

Emory Lester, as well as our buddy Gary Roark.  Keith kids with Mark and asks him to 

tell the audience the last place he threw up and why.  Gary looks and me and says, “I 

know when I’m going to throw up – when I get off stage.”  It says a lot about Keith’s 

gracious nature that he would include Gary in his on-stage performance.  Here’s a link to 

a video of Keith, Missy Raines, Don Stiernberg, and Mark Cosgrove doing “Sitting Here 

Picking the Blues”: 

 

http://youtu.be/9XPcOx7uQpo 

 

Once Keith starts playing, I walk out to the edge of the audience so I can take advantage 

of the house sound system.  Oh, at one point, Keith brings Cindy and Teresa on stage to 

sing harmony with him.  Keith loves hamming it up on stage and the audience loves 

Keith.  A good match. 

 

After Keith, Don Rigsby is up. I’m in Don’s vocal class, so I don’t feel like I’m intruding on 

his warm-up time in the Green Room.  OK, it’s not green.  It’s just a big room behind the 

stage.  I tell Don that I know a good bit about his musical background, since I was a big 

fan of The Lonesome River Band.  He also performs with Kenny Smith and Ronnie 

Bowman (two other LRB alumni) as The Rambling Rooks.  He says, “Hey, go for it.”  He 

asks me to mention his new Ralph Stanley tribute CD, “Doctor’s Orders”. 

 

Once again, I go out into the audience when Don is on stage.  His vocal performance is 

phenomenal.  On one song, “Love Me One More Time”, I looked around at some of my 

friends who are really good singers and they’re shaking their heads in disbelief.  Don is 

an awesome vocalist.  Check out the performance at this link: 
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http://youtu.be/Eayuo3d5h-8 

 

About halfway into Don’s set, I go back into the stage wings and find Kenny Kosek.  I’ve 

never met Kenny nor heard him play, but Steve is very high on Kenny’s skills.  I 

introduce myself and tell Kenny that I’ll introduce him.  He’s very gracious – a really nice 

guy.  He asks me to mention his new CD, “Angel Wood”, and that he has several 

instruction books available.  He’s unassuming and there is no hint at the incredible 

performance to come. 

 

We introduce Kenny and then head offstage.  In short order, Kenny proceeds to KILL it.  

He has a unique way of playing the fiddle that lends itself to some intricate flourishes.  

He gets really cranked up after about five minutes.  Steve Kaufman is standing at the 

edge of the steps up to the stage.  He looks at me and shakes his head as if to say 

“Wow!” Here’s a video of Kenny with Don Stiernberg and Mark Cosgrove doing “Walking 

in My Sleep”. 

 

http://youtu.be/rPg5qPPKmEs 

 

The crowd gets into his performance and is on their feet when he finishes.  Even the 

professional musicians in the wings are standing and applauding.  Kenny comes off 

stage and Steve is standing there beaming.  Then something happens that I don’t think 

I’ve ever seen before at Kamp.  Steve guides Kenny back on stage for another bow.  

The audience is still on their feet. 

 

When things settle down a little bit, Skip and I do our intermission speech and then send 

the crowd out for a little R&R.  We do a quick run back to the dorm for some more liquid 

refreshment.  We’re actually mostly on time, so Steve isn’t freaking out about the 

schedule.  Intermission typically runs around 20-25 minutes.  Skip and I are back with 

about 10 minutes to spare.  I head backstage to get some intro information. 

 

Mark Cosgrove is backstage and we start talking.  While we’re talking, Mark looks up 

and says, “Jeez.  Four of the best mandolin players in the world are standing six feet 
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from us.”  It’s true.  Emory Lester, Don Stiernberg, Matt Flinner, and Alan Bibey are 

standing around warming up.  Pretty incredible.  Not to mention that Russ Barenberg is 

sitting in a chair behind them also warming up.  I excuse myself and walk over to Russ.  

We’ve met before, but I’m sure he doesn’t remember me.  He’s a very likeable guy, but 

tends to maintain a fairly serious demeanor.   

 

I get some good intro information from Russ and then introduce myself to Alan Bibey.  

I’ve heard that Alan is originally from Walnut Cove, NC, which is maybe 15 minutes from 

where Jackie and I live.  Alan is such a nice guy.  He confirms that he’s from Walnut 

Cove, but tells me that he’s lived Surfside Beach in South Carolina for the past 20 years, 

or so.  Alan mentions the CD, “Mandolin Chronicles”, that he’s done with Wayne Benson 

and that he’s getting ready to tour in Finland and Norway soon, as in next week. 

 

As Skip and I get ready to go on stage, I tell Skip to ask me about my medic alert 

bracelet and I’ll do a little riff on it.  This is what amounts to planning for Skip and me 

when we do our emcee thing.  Things crank back up and Skip talks up the great 

performers in the second half of the evening.  He than mentions my medic alert bracelet 

and asks what’s up with that.  I try to look serious and tell him that, yes, I’m wearing a 

medic alert bracelet.  You know, when you get older and you have certain chronic 

conditions you want to make sure the first responders know what to do if they find you 

passed out somewhere.  The audience is very quiet. 

 

After a few beats, I tell Skip and the audience that my bracelet says “Delete my browser 

history”, which is a true statement.  The audience cracks up.  While they’re laughing, 

Skip and I start riffing on the inscription.  Skip says, “Yeah, that sounds appropriate given 

your penchant for certain websites.”  I say, “Exactly.  Nobody needs that kind of scrutiny.  

You might be dead, but people still talk.”  We pretty much milk it for everything it’s worth. 

 

Heeding Donna’s instructions, we proceed with the introduction for Mike Kaufman.  Mike 

is Steve’s older brother and Skip and I have known him for many years.  I spoke with him 

briefly backstage, but I can always make stuff up.  Actually, I play it pretty straight other 

than to note that Mike and his wife live in New Jersey, but have a place in Mt. Pleasant, 

South Carolina – just across the river from Charleston.  Skip refers to South Carolina as 
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“Darwin’s Waiting Room”, but I leave that out of the intro.  No need offending everybody 

in the audience from South Carolina. 

 

Mike does a really nice set.  Of course, Steve comes out and plays with Mike for part of 

his set, but really Mike carries the set with his performance.  I’m sure Mike gets a little 

tired of being compared to Steve or the other monster flatpicking instructors.  Mike’s a 

much more “folky” player and singer, but his musicianship on the guitar has moved to a 

very high level over the past few years.  I go out into the audience to hear some of 

Mike’s set.  Jackie and Leslie comment later that they really enjoyed it.  Here’s Mike 

doing “Baseball’s in My Blood” with Don Stiernberg and Ivan Rosenberg: 

 

http://youtu.be/cHL_nSurcis 

 

After Mike’s set, I’m stoked.  I get to introduce one my main guitar heroes.  That’s 

basically what I tell the audience.  A lot of cool things happen at Kaufman Kamp.  Every 

once in a while, you get to introduce a person who has been one of your major musical 

influences.  When I was talking to Russ backstage, I told him that many years ago when 

he first worked as an instructor at Kamp, I bought his CD “Halloween Rehearsal”.  I’d 

stay up really late jamming and then put that CD in the player, put on my headphones, 

and go to sleep listening to the CD.  I just freaking loved it.  Russ’ response is, “Yeah, 

that’ll definitely put you to sleep.” 

 

I do a very brief but fawning introduction and then Russ sits there by himself and does 

what he does best.  I go out in the audience so I can hear the house sound.  I don’t think 

he’s really got a set list.  He just plays what he thinks will sound good.  He does a great 

version of “Ashoken Farewell” and a very cool medley of his original material.  You can 

see his medley here: 

 

http://youtu.be/FRsWNsmrCeA 

 

One funny thing happens during Russ’ set.  Steve has drilled into Skip and me that each 

instructor set is only 20-25 minutes long.  I’m out in the audience watching and listening 

to Russ.  After he’s been playing a while he says, “I guess I have time for a few more 
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unless I hear otherwise.”  He looks offstage.  Apparently, Skip gives him the sign for 

“time for one more”.  When I go backstage, Skip is there and says, “Great!  I’ve got to be 

the guy who tells Russ Barenberg that he’s only got time for one more tune.”  Skip tells 

me that Mark Cosgrove was standing next to him when he gave Russ the word.  Skip 

told Mark that he hated doing that.  Mark said, “He’s probably going to remember this 

forever.”  No, we don’t give each other a hard time.  Ha! 

 

Skip and I go up to introduce Alan Bibey, who is doing the last instructor slot of the 

evening.  I mention that Alan is from Walnut Cove and that it’s very close to where I live.  

I have no idea why that seems significant to me.  Maybe I think some of Alan’s skill will 

rub off on me.  Doubtful. 

 

What can I say about Alan Bibey.  He is without a doubt one of the best mandolin 

players in the world.  He can play any type of music.  He’s best known for bluegrass, but 

he demonstrates some of his range on several numbers.  Here he is with Russ 

Barenberg, Missy Raines, and Don Stiernberg doing “Now’s The Time”: 

 

http://youtu.be/pB5qHCk1_1I 

 

Alan basically kills it, as usual.  Let’s just say that nobody left the concert early.  Talk 

about ending the evening on a high note.  Wow! 

 

After the concert, Skip and I meet up with Jackie and Leslie and slowly make our way 

back to the dorm.  On the way, Skip suggests we go over to the Silver Spoon for open 

mic.  I say, yeah, good idea.  By now, it’s about 10:45 PM, so we’ll miss some of the first 

open mic performers.  We go to the room and I mix myself another mule.  Skip and 

Leslie head over while I’m doing my bartender thing.  Jackie and I follow them out the 

door by a couple of minutes.  About halfway over to the Silver Spoon, it dawns on me 

that Skip is carrying his guitar and I don’t have mine.  Doh!  So, Skip wants to 

PERFORM at the Silver Spoon.  I should know that. 

 

There are lots of people at the Silver Spoon when we get there.  We see Kristin and 

some of her buds.  We wind up sitting with Mark and Mo Cosgrove.  Skip has already 
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signed us up.  He looks at me and says, “Ummm, where’s your guitar?”  I tell him it’s 

back at the room.  He looks at me like I’m an idiot.  OK, guilty.  I figure I can borrow a 

guitar when it’s our turn.  Keith Yoder is running the open mic, as he does every night.  

He and Dick Daniels fill in whenever they’re needed to play guitar, mando, banjo, bass – 

whatever.  Nice guys. 

 

We hear lots of very cool stuff from the open mic performers.  The sound system seems 

to be way better than it has been in the past.  Also, Keith has instituted a “no talking” rule 

when people are performing.  The crowd ruthlessly enforces the rule, which is good 

since it’s very difficult to hear the performer when everyone in the room is talking. 

 

Kristin does a cool but weird tune on her bowlback mandolin. If memory serves me 

correctly, it’s “Praeludium” by Marlo Strauss.  She does it in a tuning that sounds a bit 

discordant.  I believe the G strings are tuned to E/G and the E strings to C#/E.  Hey, if 

nobody takes risks, then things never move forward.  Phyllis Dodd does a great rendition 

of “You Are My Flower” with Dick helping out.  Biscuit Dave and David Brown do a very 

good and very different version of “Walls of Time”.  It seems a little odd at first, but I 

really like it. 

 

Our buddy Bob (Crazy Bob) Sutton does one of his song/poems.  It’s free verse and it 

seems like it’s about 10 minutes long.  The topic is his mother’s death.  Mark and Mo 

have never heard one of Bob’s songs.  Mark looks stunned.  Mo looks puzzled.  I vow to 

suggest to Bob that he stop calling these poems “songs” and just say they’re free-verse 

poems with a music backdrop.  He tells me later that a buddy in the audience suggested 

he cut the song to about a third of its current length.  Sounds about right. 

 

Time is ticking away as the open mic performers do their thing.  This gig is supposed to 

end at midnight, but it’s obviously going over a bit.  Skip and I get the word that we’re up 

right at the stroke of midnight.  I borrow Biscuit Dave’s awesome small body guitar and 

Skip and I do one of our favorite performance pieces, “Sugar Babe” – an old Frosty Morn 

song.  I like the song because it’s got a lot of space in it and Skip and I get to do a bunch 

of harmony.  Mark comments that we sound like and older version of the Everly 
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Brothers.  I think he’s just giving us a hard time, but, what the hell, I’ll take it as a 

compliment. 

 

I figure we’re the last performers of the evening, but after we finish Keith brings up Anita 

Fortney, a friend from past Kamps, Facebook, and Flatpick-L.  Keith asks who knows 

“Kitchen Girl” and I raise my hand.  Oh wait, you mean do I know how to PLAY it?  Too 

late.  Anita wants to play “Kitchen Girl”, so Keith puts together an impromptu backup 

band – Keith on banjo, Dick on bass, me on guitar, Kristin on mandolin, and Mark 

Cosgrove on guitar.  So why am I playing guitar when Mark’s here?  Maybe I can just 

fake it.  As it turns out, we have a really good time playing the tune with Anita and she 

appears to be thrilled.  I lifted the photo below from her Facebook timeline. 

 

 
 

Anita’s “Kitchen Girl” band - that’s Anita in yellow, behind the music stand 

 

I return Biscuit’s guitar and thank him profusely for letting me borrow it.  We gather 

everyone and head back to the dorm.  I ask Mark and Mo what they thought of Bob’s 
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poem/song.  Mark says, “I don’t know what I thought of it.  The only thing I can think to 

say is ‘Sorry about your mom.’ “   

 

We get back to the dorm about 12:30 AM and open things up so people can jam.  Of 

course, by this time, there are a lot of jams going on in other rooms.  A few people trickle 

in and the jam in our room begins slowly.  It builds as the other jams end and the 

hardcore players wander over.  As usual, our room is the refuge for all the night people 

who insist on playing until they simply can’t play any more.  By 1:30, or so, it’s going 

strong.  

 

The usual suspects show up and we play pretty much anything the jammers can come 

up with until about 3:30-3:45. Skip stays up until nearly the very end of the jam, which is 

kind of unusual.  He and Leslie are leaving tomorrow morning, so he probably wants to 

soak up all of Kamp that he can. 

 

I’ve had a great time today (or yesterday, whatever).  This is freaking FUN!  I get to bed 

right around 4 AM. 

 

 

Wednesday 

 

I’m awake at the now-standard time of 7:00 AM.  I refuse to get out of bed until 7:30 AM.  

Still, I’m golden.  If I can get three hours of sleep any night during Kamp, then I stand a 

good chance of remaining mostly functional.  I can hear Skip and Leslie moving some of 

their stuff into the living room – starting the packing process.  Jackie gets up and we all 

decide to go to breakfast.  Skip says that he and Leslie are planning on leaving after the 

morning class starts.  This will help them avoid having to say dozens of goodbyes.  

Sounds like a reasonable plan. 

 

In addition to Skip and Leslie leaving, today is remarkable for another reason.  Doug and 

Telisha’s band, Wild Ponies, is playing in Knoxville tonight at 7 PM.  I’ve been getting the 

word out about the show and a number of people have said they want to go.  I’ll have to 
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touch base with the potential Wild Ponies crowd and make our plan more concrete.  It 

should be a lot of fun, although we’ll miss the concert here on campus. 

 

At breakfast, Skip tells us what a great time he’s had.  I can tell he’s toying with the idea 

of coming back next year and staying all week.  I don’t think that will happen, especially 

once he gets back into the real world and has time to think about it.  Still, it’s easy to 

have an absolute blast here at Kamp.  In fact, I don’t understand how it’s possible NOT 

to have a great time. 

 

Skip and Leslie go back to the dorm to start organizing their stuff so they can pack up 

their car.  Jackie and I hang a while at the dining hall.  As we’re walking out, I see Mike 

Kaufman and Don Stiernberg at a table.  Jackie says “hi” and then decides to go back to 

the dorm.  I sit with Mike and Don and we talk about Kamp stuff.   I tell Mike how much 

we enjoyed his set last night.  I ask Don if he often gets a chance to play with John 

Carlini.  He says that he and John rarely get a chance to perform together, but they try to 

do so at least a few times a year. 

 

While we’re sitting there, a Kamper comes over to say hello to Don.  He tells me that he 

really enjoyed the emcee job that Skip and I did last night.  He then asks whether Skip 

and I actually rehearse what we do when we emcee.  I tell him that we don’t generally do 

that; we just wing it.  After he leaves, I look at Don and start laughing.  I say, “Sounds 

like maybe Skip and I SHOULD rehearse our emcee stuff.”  I know the guy meant it as a 

compliment, but it can be taken differently. 

 

Don says he gets this kind of thing all the time.  He often plays with impromptu groups of 

musicians (just as he does here at Kamp).  People sometimes come up to him and say, 

“So, do you guys play together very often?”  Similar to the great David Grier story about 

a lady who approached him during the intermission of one of his shows and says, “I wish 

you’d play something I know so I can tell if you’re any good or not.”  Don and Mike are a 

hoot and soon we’re chuckling at all sorts of goofy stuff. 

 

I make it back to the dorm just in time to grab my books for class.  I say goodbye to Skip 

and Leslie before I leave.  They’re just about ready to move their stuff to the car and will 
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be gone in short order.  I tell Skip to put something on Facebook or text me to let me 

know they got home OK.   

 

I head over to class.  I think I’ve already mentioned that Don and Kathy have rebalanced 

the schedule for today.  I have don’t class in the morning and Kathy’s class this 

afternoon. 

 

In Don’s class, we work on some high-lead vocals.  I opt to sing baritone, since that’s 

where I have the most difficulty.  At one point, Don stands in front of me and sings the 

part.  I try to follow him.  He does some sort of Ozzy Osborne thing at the end.  Everyone 

in class laughs, knowing there’s no way in hell I could ever do that.  I mention that I find 

singing baritone to be difficult.  Don agrees and says, “If it was easy, everybody would 

do it.”   

 

The class has come a long way since Monday and Don acknowledges that fact.  He tells 

us that he loves working with our section.  He says we’re good singers and hard 

workers.  Well, SOME of us are good singers for sure.  Edita comes to mind.  That girl 

can freaking sing.  Most of us are OK singers, but we are definitely trying to get better.  I 

tell Bill Bain that I’m voting him the “most improved” singer in the class.  The guy has 

made amazing progress in just a few days.  He started out being too self-conscious to 

even try to sing loudly and he had difficulty staying on pitch.  Now he’s right in there – 

singing harmony parts and singing leads out loud. 

 

Don has also come a long way.  For one thing, he’s gotten some sleep.  Also, he’s 

gotten into the spirit of things.  He kids around with Alan constantly.  He hasn’t forgotten 

Alan’s Mel Bay comment from Monday.  He’ll tell us something and then turn to Alan and 

say, “What does Mel say about that?”  He also has a lot of funny stories about playing 

with different musicians, crazy stories about being on the road, etc.  He’s basically a 

really nice, down-to-earth guy who happens to be one of the greatest bluegrass singers 

on the planet. 

 

I’d be remiss if I didn’t mention that Don works as hard as any instructor I’ve ever had at 

Kamp.  He works individually with students during lunch breaks, short periods of time 
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between his many other Kamp obligations, after class, before class, whenever.  I tell 

Don that I’ve never met a more hard-working guy and he says that he’s here to help 

people sing better.  As far as he’s concerned, he’s willing to put in whatever time he has 

available to work with students. 

 

After class, I walk back over to the room.  No Skip and Leslie.  This might be kind of 

strange the rest of the week.  Jackie and I head over to the dining hall.  She and Jeannie 

Proulx are going out this afternoon in search of ginger beer for the mules.  I think they’re 

going to buy some snack stuff, too.  Room food really isn’t a primary concern for me at 

Kamp, but it’s good to have snacks for the jammers. 

 

Lunch is unremarkable.  I decide to supplement my all-pizza diet with a sandwich.  I 

know it’s only Wednesday and I’m still in the vegetarian cycle of my new weekly food 

regimen, but I probably need to ingest some protein.  Jackie stands in the salad line.  

Salads have become very popular this year, mainly because the prepared food is less 

than, um, good. 

 

A number of people come up to me at lunch and compliment Skip and me on our emcee 

gig last night.  I’d be willing to take some credit for it, but the truth of the matter is that we 

just go on stage and have fun.  We’ve performed together for so many years that we can 

play off of each other.  Also, as I’ve mentioned, we’re willing to do almost anything for a 

laugh.  I think the trick to performing and emceeing is to have fun.  If the performers have 

fun, then the audience generally has fun.  You don’t have to be particularly sophisticated 

– goofy works just as well. 

 

I see Dick Daniels at lunch and we decide that we should probably try to leave campus 

by about 5:15 PM in order to get our group up to Knoxville in time to get a big table, have 

dinner, etc., before the Wild Ponies show.  We agree to tell everyone we think might 

want to go and have them spread the word as well.  We’ll meet outside the Beeson 

dorm, decide how many vehicles we need, etc. 

 

After lunch, we go back to the dorm and hang out for a while.  The weather has turned 

sunny, warm, and humid, which is typical for east Tennessee in June.  Jackie gets set 
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for her afternoon foray.  I walk outside to enjoy the sunshine before I head to the 

afternoon class.  Tommy Jordan comes by with a CD that he and his frequent performing 

partner, William Tonks, have recorded.  He wants to give it to Skip in return for Skip 

giving him a copy of Skip’s new “Batshit Crazy” CD.  I tell him that Skip and Leslie have 

already left, but I’ll be happy to give the CD to Skip when I get back home. 

 

What starts as a brief conversation about why Skip and Leslie left Kamp after only a few 

days turns into a discussion of Kamp and the people we’ve met here.  Tommy says that 

he’s much closer to some of the people at Kamp, whom he sees only once a year, than 

to people he sees every day.  I couldn’t agree more.  Even though we spend only a week 

together each year, many of us keep up with each other on Facebook, Flatpick-L, chat 

rooms, etc.  We also have a common love of acoustic music, we play instruments, and 

we have many years of shared experiences through Kamp.  We barely avoid a group 

hug.  It was close. 

 

I head over to Kathy’s vocal class.  On the way, I see my pal Guy Hill standing on the 

steps of Fayerweather Hall.  Apparently, he has a class there this afternoon.  Guy was in 

our vocal class last year and we’ve kept in touch via Facebook.  I invite him to come by 

the room and jam with us.  He says he will definitely try to do that.  Good.  I happen to 

know that Guy has developed several books of songs that everybody likes to sing and 

play.  Most are along the lines of folk, country rock, and early rock and roll.  It’ll be great. 

 

Everybody is in class and ready to go when 2 PM rolls around.  That’s one of the really 

cool things about vocal classes.  People get excited about participating.  The same thing 

happened last year in Sally’s classes.  It’s easy to get caught up in the excitement.  The 

classes are just plain fun, plus you get to sing for a couple of hours. 

 

Kathy splits us up into groups and we try singing some harmony parts.  We’re in the 

process of trying to figure out who’s most comfortable singing particular harmony parts 

when Kathy tells us that she can determine what our individual typical vocal range is.  

That sounds pretty cool, so we whine until she agrees to do the testing.  She dials up a 

piano app on her iPad.  Then she has groups of two or three of us who feel that we can 

sing in a similar range stand in the front of the classroom next to her.  She starts on a 
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particular note and has us sing a partial scale with that note as the root.  She then raises 

or lowers the root note and we repeat the scale.   

 

Eventually, individuals cannot sing the entire partial scale and that pegs one’s vocal 

range, both high and low.  I’m a natural baritone, just in case you’re wondering.  I should 

note that when Kathy applies this process to Alan and Craig, hilarity ensues.  These 

guys are just freaking funny.  They have Kathy in stitches as they attempt to sing the 

scales and stay on pitch with each note. 

 

Kathy did this same exercise with the other section of the vocal class and according to 

Rick Crenshaw there was a young lady in their section who was able to sing higher than 

anyone Kathy had ever tested.  Rick said that people were grabbing water bottles in 

case they exploded when she hit the really high notes. 

 

Once we figure out where everyone is comfortable, vocal range wise, it’s easier to take 

specific harmony parts when we sing in trios.  It’s not that people with a natural baritone 

voice only sing the baritone part.  In fact, everyone is encouraged to try all harmony 

parts.  It really depends on which key the song is performed.  For example, when I’m in a 

trio, I sing the lead when we’re in the key of G, but I sing baritone when we sing a song 

in the key of D.  The fact that we’re comfortable even talking about these parts and trying 

different parts and keys is a tribute to how much we’ve learned in these classes. 

 

As the class winds down, we clarify the schedule for tomorrow and Friday.  Tomorrow, 

the Class Scramble is in the morning, so there is no standard vocal class.  We’ll meet 

with Kathy tomorrow afternoon.  Friday, we’ll technically meet with Don, but Kathy and 

Don have agreed to consolidate both sections on Friday so we can practice the song 

we’re going to do on stage that night. 

 

After class, I head back to the dorm.  Jackie and Jenny went all over the place looking 

for ginger beer, but no luck.  Jackie has vowed to go out tomorrow and find some.  She 

has her sights set on a Whole Foods market she saw today.  We get our story straight 

regarding the trip up to Knoxville.  Since we’re planning on having dinner at the pub (the 

show is at Boyd’s Jig and Reel), we don’t have to worry about getting to the dining hall. 



SKAK 2013 Report 

Page 58 of 100 

 

I head over to the Memphis suite and hang with those guys a while.  Rick and Jim are 

going with us.  Crazy Bob, Scottie, and Gary have other things they need to do.  I have a 

short conversation with Bob about his songs.  I suggest that he stop trying to call his 

compositions “songs” and start calling them free-verse poems.  That’s really what they 

are.  They don’t rhyme, which is OK, and the music really serves as more of a backdrop 

to the words.  The compositions remind me of some of the beat poems that were so 

famous back in the 1960’s.  I’m trying to be constructive and Bob seems to appreciate 

the advice.  I think I mentioned that one of his friends told him to cut the performances 

down to 3 minutes and he’s actually been editing a couple of pieces to do just that. 

 

A little before 5 PM, I go back to the room.  We all agree that we’ll meet outside in about 

15 minutes.  A few people have already gathered on the sidewalk.  I grab my portable 

GPS, phone, and car keys and walk back outside with Jackie.  Sometime around 5:15, it 

appears that we have the whole group together.  I think we’ve got eleven people.  We 

decide that we can take our vehicle, which can seat 5 easily and Biscuit Dave’s big 

Suburban, which can seat an entire SWAT team with weapons.  We separate, pile in the 

vehicles, and head up to Knoxville with our trusty GPS units pointing the way. 

 

As we’re heading out of town, almost to the highway that runs past the airport, my mobile 

phone rings.  Jackie picks it up and listens for a few moments, then says, “Where are 

you?”  OK, this could be bad.  Jackie hands the phone to me, which is typically a no-no 

while I’m driving.  I take the phone.  It’s Jim Turpin.  He says, “Where the hell are you?”  I 

say, “We’re on the edge of town.  Aren’t you in the other car?”  Well, no, Jim is not in the 

other car.  Jim is back at the dorm.  Apparently, when he came out of the dorm, we had 

already left.  Doh!  Well, damn!  I tell Jim the address of Boyd’s in Knoxville.  This is the 

first of two “left behind” episodes during the week.  This trip to Knoxville is not starting off 

all that well. 

 

We make it to Boyd’s Jig & Reel in about 20 minutes.  This trip is a lot shorter than we 

thought it might be.  We see Doug and Telisha’s Honda Element parked on the curb in 

front of the pub.  We find a space in a parking lot across the street and walk over.  We 

can see the other group from Kamp walking up the street about a half block away.  Jim 
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makes it at almost the same time as we do – maybe 5 minutes later.  He gives us a LOT 

of crap for leaving him behind.  Hey, we’re stupid.  What can I say? 

 

When we go in, we see that Boyd’s is divided into two parts.  One is the listening room 

where the stage is located.  It’s kind of a rectangular space with the stage at one end, 

taking up the whole short side of the room.  It’s a really nice room and we see Doug, 

Telisha, and Jake Winebrenner (the drummer) up on stage.  We hug everybody and say 

hello. 

 

One of the young ladies who works at Boyd’s asks us how many seats we need and we 

count about a dozen.  She says that she’ll set up a long table for us, but that we’ll have 

to wait in the bar area until sound check is over.  That’s cool with us.  The bar area is 

adjacent to the listening room.  It has, as you might expect, a long bar with stools and 

then a number of booths along the wall that runs along the sidewalk.   

 

We can hear sound check proceeding.  The sound from the stage is piped into the bar 

area.  This is a very cool arrangement.  The proprietors expect the audience in the 

listening room to be quiet and respectful of the performers.  If you want to talk, you can 

go into the bar and still easily hear the performance.  A number of us get drinks in the 

bar while waiting for our table in the listening room.  The plan is to order food once we 

get seated at our table. 

 

Our Kamp crowd consists of: 

Mario and Jenny 

Jackie and me 

Kristin Stiteler 

Dick Daniels 

Bill Bain 

Bruce Lee 

Rick Crenshaw 

Jim Turpin 

Biscuit Dave 

David Brown 
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Note: Jackie swears there was another person in the group, but nobody seems to 

remember who it was, if indeed there was. 

 

Sound check ends and our table is ready about 6:45 PM.  We all get seated and the 

server, who turns out to be REALLY good, gets our drink orders and passes out menus.  

After a few minutes, we order our food.  Jackie and I look around and notice that at least 

half the people in the audience, excluding our Kamp group, were at Hippie Jack’s.  Two 

of the singer-songwriters that we’ve met before, Greg Horne and Jay Clark, are here.  

Even the official poet of Hippie Jack’s, Berry Basket Bill, is here.  This is just weird.  I say 

“hi” to Greg and Jay and we settle in for the show. 

 

Doug, Telisha, and Jake kick things off by acknowledging all the people who have shown 

up for the show.  They seem very pleased.  The room is full.  Their performance is 

incredibly good.  We’ve heard them recently, but most of the people in our group have 

not.  They really kick ass.  Their performing and songwriting skills have been honed to a 

fine edge over the last 5 years or so.  They do two sets that last about 45 minutes each 

with an intermission of maybe 20-30 minutes.   

 

Our food arrives soon after the first set starts and it was very good.  I had a meat pie – 

basically a beef pot pie.  The menu was mostly Scottish pub food.  We try to abide by the 

no-talking rule while Wild Ponies is performing and I think we do pretty well, especially 

considering that alcohol was involved.  Not to many annoyed looks from the other 

patrons. 

 

 



SKAK 2013 Report 

Page 61 of 100 

 
 

Wild Ponies (Doug, Jake, and Telisha) on stage at Boyd’s Jig & Reel 

 

During the intermission, I run across Jay Clark in the bar area and ask him what gives 

with all the Hippie Jack’s people in the audience.  I understand why Jay and Greg are 

here.  They’re from the area.  I think Jay lives about 15 minutes from Maryville.  Jay tells 

me that the crowd at Hippie’s consists mostly of his and Greg’s people from the 

Knoxville area and D&T’s people from Nashville.  Pretty interesting, but definitely weird 

for Jackie and me.  I mean, we just saw a lot of these people three weeks ago in a field 

between Knoxville and Nashville. 

 

Also during intermission, I get to buy 6 CDs from D&T.  The new CD doesn’t make its 

official debut until September, but they had the very first copies for sale at Hippie’s.  I 

was going to buy a bunch of them there, but they really didn’t have too many and I didn’t 

want to hog them.  They’ve got enough copies now that buying multiple copies isn’t a 

problem.  It’s a great CD and I plan on giving away my extra copies as gifts.  Everyone 
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else in the group buys at least one CD and from the looks of things the rest of the 

audience is sucking up product at a brisk pace.  Telisha is pleased. 

 

Wild Ponies finishes the second set and the audience is pumped.  We mingle with the 

band as they’re breaking up their gear.  I think D&T know everyone in the audience.  A 

lot of these people contributed to their Kickstarter campaign and have seen them 

perform many times.  There was a possibility that Doug, Telisha, and Jake would come 

back to Maryville and jam for a while, but they’ve got stuff they need to do back in 

Nashville.  We hang out with them until a little after 10 PM, then slowly drift toward the 

vehicles.   

 

Jackie is the designated driver for our vehicle.  Biscuit Dave is fine to drive the big 

Suburban back.  Dick volunteers to drive Jim’s vehicle back to campus.  OK, we’ve got 

all the potential DUI issues handled.  I handle the navigation tasks using our portable 

GPS unit.  One can seldom go wrong doing what Nuvi says.  The trip back is even faster 

than the trip into town.  We get back to the dorm by about 10:30 PM.  The concert isn’t 

over yet.   

 

I get an adult beverage and hang out in front of the dorm with Jackie and several other 

Wild Ponies concert-goers.  After a bit, the Kamp concert crowd starts flowing through 

the area.  It’s a very nice evening and it’s still pretty early, so no need to worry about 

getting the jam started.  I wander over to the Memphis Suite for a few minutes.  Gary 

Roark laughs about us leaving Jim behind.  He was there when Jim walked back into the 

room after figuring out that everybody had left.  I think Jim’s comment was something on 

the order of, “Great bunch of friends I’ve got.” 

 

We walk over to The Silver Spoon for a little while and check out the open mic 

performances.  When we get back to the dorm, we open the room, but it’s really too early 

for the late night jam.  Rebecca Furniss is playing fiddle with a group of people on the 

steps next to the dorm.  I hang with them for 30-45 minutes.  I sing my often-requested 

song, “The Geography Song”.  OK, maybe not “often” requested, but it HAS been 

requested on at least one occasion. 
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Rebecca’s recently recorded two CDs of old time music with a clawhammer banjo 

player, Carl Ross.  She put a note on Facebook about the CDs and I asked her to bring a 

copy of each of them to Kamp for me.  I pay her for them during the time we’re hanging 

out on the steps. 

 

By midnight, there are lots of jams going on – Tommy’s room has a big jam in progress. 

It’s easy to see, since Tommy’s room is on the near corner of the adjacent building. 

Kristin and her roommates host a pretty good jam that includes Steve Dikkers, Michele, 

Yoder, and a guy who has a book full of bluegrass lyrics.  That guy turns out to be Mike 

Gurzi, a most excellent player and singer.  I wander over to our room and find Rick 

Crenshaw and several other folks.  We begin to play a few songs and the jam builds very 

slowly. 

 

Rebecca Furniss comes up to the room and brings her two new CDs.  Cool.  About 1:30 

AM, people wander over from next door and we have a killer bluegrass jam with lots of 

singing.  The jammers include Keith Yoder, Rick Crenshaw, Gordon Cantor, Mike Gurzi.  

It’s a really awesome jam.  I get to sing harmony with Keith and Rick on “Mary Ann”.  

Wow!  I don’t claim to be a harmony expert, but we sound really freaking good.  Mike 

Gurzi’s book of songs comes in handy.  If you’ve ever done much jamming, you know 

that lots of people know one verse to a lot of songs, but very few people know all the 

words to more than a handful of songs. 

 

The party rolls on with a lot of music and even more socializing.  The big story of the 

night is that David Bromberg has been seen jamming at Carnegie Hall.  There’s a rumor 

that David is going to show up to play with Mark Cosgrove during his main stage set on 

Friday night.  Apparently, he decided to come early and soak up some of the Kamp 

atmosphere.  I’ll check on that story tomorrow, er, today – whatever. 

 

The jam finally winds down around 4:30 AM.  After everyone leaves, I take a short walk 

around outside.  I take care to put my adult beverage in a plastic cup – just in case.  

Nobody else alive, but the birds are awake and singing.  I’ve noted in past Kamp reports 

that hearing birds singing is a sure sign that you’ve probably stayed up a smidge too 

late.  
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What a great day!  The trip up to Knoxville for the Wild Ponies show was a nice break 

from the Kamp routine.  After all, how much great instruction and concert music can you 

take?  On the negative side, we missed the concert tonight.  I encourage you to go to 

Steve’s YouTube channel and view the videos from tonight’s performers: David Keenan, 

Ivan Rosenberg, Kathy Chiavola, John Reischman, Missy Raines, Bill Evans, and 

Fletcher Bright. 

 

I get to bed around 4:45 AM. 

 

Thursday 

 

I wake up at 7:30, but lay around until about 8:30.  I’ll need to hurry if I want to get some 

breakfast at the dining hall.  This is Class Scramble day and I’m not going to a scramble 

class, so I don’t have anything official I need to do until 2 PM.  I wake Jackie and ask if 

she wants to go to breakfast.  Um, no.  Fine.  I’ll just run over to the cafeteria and get 

something before they close the doors. 

 

By the time I get to the dining hall, breakfast is almost officially over.  I grab some coffee, 

juice, and a small plate of biscuits and gravy.  I know, I know.  I don’t eat pork.  I don’t 

think it’s a problem.  This gravy has never been close to any type of meat.  I hang out 

with a few of the breakfast stragglers and we talk about what Scramble classes they’re 

going to attend, if any.  It appears that I’m in the minority by not going to the Scramble, 

but I need a break.  I have a perfect attendance record in my vocal classes.  Historically, 

I’d be skipping classes by this point in the week, so I’m feeling morally superior even 

blowing off the Scramble. 

 

Eventually, I decide to head back to the dorm via the Kamp store.  I need to buy some 

chances on the DU guitar.  I see Mo Cosgrove at the store and we walk together part 

way back to the dorm.  I tell Mo that I heard a rumor that David Bromberg is on campus.  

She says, yes, he came in yesterday afternoon.  He and Mark were at Carnegie Hall last 

night, but the numbers of people jamming were sort of overwhelming.  I offer our room, 



SKAK 2013 Report 

Page 65 of 100 

just in case David needs a less crowded jamming venue.  Mo says that is a definite 

possibility.   

 

When I get back to the dorm, I decide to start writing a few notes for the Kamp Report.  

It’s amazing how quickly time passes when I’m writing.  I look up and an hour has 

passed.  Doh!  I go down and hang with the Memphis boys for a while.  I have to listen to 

the story of how we left Jim behind last night.  Then I have to listen to it again.  This is a 

very popular topic in the Memphis Suite.  I deserve some of the grief.  After all, we DID 

leave Jim behind.  It doesn’t help that Rick keeps saying, “Jim who?” whenever 

somebody says that we left Jim behind. 

 

Eventually, I gather up Jackie and we go to lunch.  I don’t think I’ve eaten lunch off 

campus all week.  Well, tomorrow, we’ve got the annual Mexican lunch planned, but 

usually we’d head out some place like Aubrey’s mid-week for a change of pace.  Of 

course, we did have dinner at the Jig & Reel last night.  I guess that counts. 

 

I exchange “guy” greetings with the Smoky Mountain Guitar guys, Jason and Jonathan, 

in the lobby of the dining hall.  These guys are a hoot.  They always seem to be in a 

good mood.  I like that.  Why not get with the program and enjoy yourself?  That’s my 

philosophy.  I invite them to come up to the room anytime to hang out and jam. 

 

In addition to the Smoky Mountain Guitar display, Capek Instruments 

(www.capekinstruments.com) has a bunch of REALLY nice banjos, mandolins, and 

mandolas for sale.  Rostislav Capek is from the Czech Republic.  Lots of big name 

players use his instruments.  We’re talking people like Mike Marshall, Ricky Skaggs, 

Peter Rowan, Radim Zenkl, et al.  His wife is here with him and is working the display 

table.  The mandolins and mandolas are freaking beautiful. 

 

Jackie is planning on running out this afternoon to get some supplies.  I ask her to pick 

up some beer and ice.  She decides to get back to the dorm and prepare for her outing.  

I meander around the dining hall and wind up sitting for a while with Chuck Billman.  

Chuck and I were in Dobro class two years ago.  He’s taking Dobro again.  We 

exchange funny stories about various classes we’ve attended.  I’m sure I’ve said this 
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before, but, seriously, you meet the nicest people in the acoustic music world and 

especially here at Kamp.  Chuck and I are laughing like idiots after a few minutes of 

conversation. 

 

I go back to the room and write a few more notes for the Kamp Report.  I decide to check 

e-mail.  Big mistake.  I actually have some e-mail.  I promptly close my e-mail application 

and check in on Facebook.  I’ve put a few late-night notes on Facebook during the week.  

It’s kind of funny.  Mario made a comment one morning that he checked Facebook just 

after he got up one morning and saw a note I’d put on about things winding down in the 

previous evening’s jam.  That note was a little over 3 hours old when Mario saw it. 

 

My afternoon class is with Kathy and it’s a hoot. Kathy is a font of information and is also 

really funny. We split up into groups of 3 again.  All the groups go out in the hall and find 

three parts to a song.  Then we all come back into the classroom and sing for the rest of 

the class.  Our trio is Debbie Faires, me, and (I think) John Jopling.  I sing baritone on 

one song and lead on another.  You’d be surprised at how quickly a bunch of people can 

learn enough about harmony to pick out specific harmony parts and practice a song in 

less than ten minutes.  This is such a blast.   

 

I tell Debbie about my conversation with Mo regarding David Bromberg.  I ask her to 

mention it to Jay.  I can’t guarantee that David will show up tonight, but it’s always 

possible.  Way stranger things have happened.  I’ve brought a couple of the Wild Ponies 

CDs with me to class and I give one to Debbie.  She’s heard me ramble on and on about 

Doug & Telisha, so this will be a good opportunity for her to actually hear their band. 

 

Before we leave class, Kathy explains that tomorrow afternoon both class sections will 

meet in Don’s classroom so we can practice the song we’re going to sing on the big 

stage Friday night (“Bury Me Beneath The Willow”).  Both Don and Kathy will teach 

tomorrow’s class. 

 

I walk out outside with Debbie and Edita and I give Edita one of Wild Ponies CDs.  I tell 

her that she’s not likely to get the chance to see them play live, so I want her to get some 
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exposure to their music.  She thanks me profusely.  I think for a moment that she might 

cry.  Hey. I’m trying to be a good ambassador of Americana music. 

 

Back at the dorm, I find that Jackie’s search for ginger beer has been successful.  I mix a 

mule – just to be sure that the ginger beer is OK.  You can’t be too careful with drink-

related items.  Apparently, the ginger beer is OK.  I walk down to the Memphis Suite and 

say hello to the guys.  I talk harmony with Rick and Jim Phillips for a few minutes.  Jim is 

really a font of information on vocal harmony.  Not that I didn’t already know that.  He, 

Bruce Hill, and Edita have been singing great harmony all week in class. 

 

I take more crap about leaving Jim behind yesterday evening.  The rest of the guys in 

the room think it’s pretty funny.  I’m not so sure Jim thinks it’s all that funny.  Still, this is 

pretty much what guys do – they give each other crap.  If it gets under your skin, the last 

thing you want to do is let the other guys know that. 

 

Jackie comes down to visit for a few minutes then we go back up and get ready to go to 

dinner at the dining hall.  We catch up with the Memphis guys on the way over to dinner.  

The cafeteria food has most definitely NOT improved over the course of the week.  To 

be fair, I haven’t tried any of the meat entrees, but I’ve seen everyone else’s reaction to 

them.  I can say from firsthand experience that the vegetables are not worth the effort.  

Pizza – that’s the key to not starving to death during Kamp week. 

 

Back in the room, we grab a drink and go outside to hang with some of our dorm 

buddies.  I don’t remember the precise conversation, but it must have been pretty 

engaging.  I suddenly remember that I promised Cindy I’d come up early and meet her 

Physics student.  Doh!  I mix another beverage and Jackie and I walk up to the 

auditorium.  We get there about 15 minutes before the concert is scheduled to start.  

Cindy sees me as soon as we walk in and walks over.  Jackie heads off to find a couple 

of seats for us. 

 

Cindy introduces me to her student, Darren Ellison.  He’s a nice young guy and he’s 

brought his girlfriend, Katie Hodge, with him.  Not only is he a nice kid, he’s exceedingly 

polite.  He’s all “yes, sir”, “no, sir”, etc.  I immediately feel REALLY old.  Was I ever as 
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young as this kid?  We start talking about what he wants to do after high school and I fill 

him in on the range of things I’ve done over years.  I tell him that Physics, like most of 

the other sciences, is a good basis for a wide range of jobs and professional interests.  

Darren appears to be interested in theoretical Physics.  As it happens, my senior advisor 

in college was a pretty well known theoretical particle physicist.  Not that I know jack 

about that topic now. 

 

We talk until the concert kicks off.  I continue sitting next to Darren and Katie thinking 

that I’ll move back with Jackie between performances.  We wind up talking about music 

and other stuff as the open mic performers are coming on and going off stage.  Of 

special note is the performance of that famous group The Rotten Blueberries – Kristin, 

Val, and Patti from across the hall.  Somebody (I think Patti) brought some fresh 

blueberries to their room and they (the blueberries, not the roommates) wound up all 

over the floor.  A band name is born of such occurrences.  Here’s a video of The 

Blueberries’ (that’s what we call them) performance. 

 

http://youtu.be/0CEdyOtw9gs 

 

Also at open mic this evening are our buddies Dick Daniels and Tommy Jordan.  They 

play together in Athens, GA, where they both live.  Dick is a semi-retired professor at the 

University of Georgia and Tommy is a research professor at UGA.  Here’s clip of them 

doing a very nice version of “Hop High My Lulu Gal”. 

 

http://youtu.be/3IdJYnDDpr4 

 

After open mic is over, I start to move back with Jackie when Steve comes on stage with 

his guitar and brings out none other than David Bromberg.  The rumors about David 

being in town are definitely not rumors anymore.  Steve says that David is one of his 

musical heroes and that he asked David to play a song with him.  For those who don’t 

know, David played guitar with Jerry Jeff Walker for many years.  He and Steve perform 

one of Jerry Jeff’s best-known songs, “Mr. Bojangles”   
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It’s a wonderful performance and Steve is obviously thrilled to be playing with David.  I 

don’t know who Steve is channeling, but he does one of the best breaks I’ve ever heard 

him play – not fast and fancy, just exceedingly tasteful and pretty.  See it for yourself at 

the link below. 

 

http://youtu.be/2EYHkG9vwdM 

 

The crowd loves it.  This is an obvious last-minute addition to the night’s program and 

the Bromberg freaks in the audience, which is just about everybody, would love to hear 

David play as long as he wants to play.  One very cool song is all we get tonight.  This is 

one of those experiences you’re only going to have at Kamp. 

 

As the night’s real schedule gets going, I decide to move back with Jackie at the earliest 

opportunity.  However, before I make my move, David Bromberg comes out and sits 

about three seats from me at the end of the aisle.  OK, I’m not going to push past David 

while people are performing on stage.  Jackie sees David sitting there and later gives me 

crap for sucking up, which I’m not doing.  I’m giving him his space so he can enjoy the 

music.  That’s my story and I’m sticking with it. 

 

The first official performer tonight is Mike Witcher.  Those of you who’ve read these 

reports for the last couple of years know that I’m very impressed with Mike.  He’s an 

incredible Dobro player.  We saw him this year at Merlefest playing in Peter Rowan’s 

band. I’m including two links to show you examples of Mike’s range.  The first is “Salt 

Creek with Ned Luberecki and the second is “Westphalia Waltz” with Steve Kaufman, 

Steve Roy, and Matt Flinner. 

 

http://youtu.be/pqi3Of_9jJc 

 

http://youtu.be/ktVhtyaZhsM 

 

Needless to say that my admiration for Mike is reinforced with tonight’s performance.  It’s 

also telling that many of the instructors call Mike up on stage to play with them during 

their sets. 
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Alan Munde is up next.  The other musicians and the Kampers accord Alan a lot of 

respect.  Not only is he a groundbreaking banjo player, he’s one of the pioneers of 

bluegrass banjo.  He played in Jimmy Martin’s band for several years and also with the 

Flying Burrito Brothers.  He’s basically a legend. 

 

Tonight, Alan plays with a number of musicians.  As are the other instructors, Alan is 

comfortable playing in different musical genres, however, he’s most well-known for 

bluegrass.  Here’s a link of Alan, John Reischman, Missy Raines, Ned Luberecki, Bill 

Evans, and Tim May doing “Deputy Dalton”: 

 

http://youtu.be/PRrrPoyxWyM 

 

At about this point in the proceedings, David decides to go backstage and hang out.  I 

take the opportunity to walk back and sit next to Jackie.  She remarks on the fact that 

I’ve been sitting next to David Bromberg all this time.  The implication is that I’ve been 

sucking up.  Not true. 

 

After Alan, Rusty Holloway is up.  Rusty is a bass player extraordinaire.  I’ve written 

effusively about Rusty in previous Kamp reports.  He’s really amazing.  When Rusty 

plays, the audience looks forward to his bass solos.  He’s that good.  Rusty plays with 

the Knoxville Symphony, or at least he did play with them.  I assume he still does.  He’s 

comfortable in any musical genre, but he’s particularly good when playing jazz. Tonight, 

he plays with a number of different people, but I really like the stuff he does with Don 

Stiernberg.  The first link below is to Rusty and Don playing “Stardust”.  The second is to 

“Avalon” where Rusty really struts his stuff. 

 

http://youtu.be/bhms73nWEYk 

 

http://youtu.be/LicNu2IISdg 

 

After Rusty’s set, we break for intermission.  I fully intend to go back to the dorm and 

refill my drink.  Donna finds me milling around and introduces me to Jim and Mary 
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Haider, the proprietors of Chilhowee Mountain Retreat where Jackie and I now have a 

gift certificate for a free overnight stay thanks to Steve and Donna.  They’re very nice 

folks and encourage us to reserve a night before the Fall rush.  I never thought about 

leaf peepers in the South, but it makes sense.  

 

We make a quick trip back to the room, mix a new drink, and then go back to the 

auditorium.  It’s a nice evening and some of the jams are starting early.  We can see the 

pickers in various rooms.  We get back to the auditorium in time to see the start of the 

second half.  First up is Tim May. 

 

Tim is both a great player and a great guy.  I first saw Tim play at Kamp many years ago 

when he was with Crucial Smith.  At that time, he was a protégé of Pat Flynn and played 

with him often.  Since then, Tim has done a lot of solo and duo work. In fact he tours with 

Dan Miller and does lots of workshops.  He’s a very versatile musician, playing guitar, 

Dobro, mandolin and I don’t know what all. 

 

Tonight, Tim starts off with a solo number titled “Miss Nori”.  There’s a video link to his 

performance below. 

 

http://youtu.be/4BYlS7vDx_E 

 

After the solo piece, Tim calls out various musicians to perform with him.  I particularly 

like his version of “Nine Pound Hammer” with Matt Flinner.  The link below is to a video 

of that part of his set. 

 

http://youtu.be/mlGmyiYtyX4 

 

Tim basically tears it up, but in an understated way.  That’s just the kind of guy he is – 

personable, but not showy.  He can flat play a guitar.  Tim’s a fixture around campus 

during Kamp.  You’re just as likely to see him jamming with the Kampers as with the 

other instructors. 
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After Tim’s set, it’s Emory Lester’s turn.  I don’t know what it is about Canada, but the 

country produces some of the nicest and best musicians on the planet.  John Reischman 

and Emory Lester are definitely in that group.  Emory’s just a super nice guy.  He’s been 

an instructor for a number of years and the Kampers love him.  He gets a big round of 

applause when he’s introduced. 

 

Emory starts his set in a very unusual way.  He immediately brings out Andrew Collins.  

Cindy and Teresa set up their microphones, but then hang around.  Cindy stands next to 

either Andrew or Emory – I don’t remember which – and Teresa stands next to the other.  

Emory and Andrew play part of a really cool tune and the stop briefly.  When they stop, 

Andrew passes his instrument to Emory, Emory passes his instrument to Teresa, and 

Cindy hands Andrew a different instrument.  They play another part of the tune and then 

stop again.  They pass the instruments again.  While they’ve been playing, Teresa 

hands the instrument she’s holding to Cindy, so they can repeat the transfer process. 

 

This is all very cool.  The instrument exchanges happen quickly.  While this is going on, I 

see the Capeks standing near the front of the stage taking photos and looking pretty 

happy.  It turns out that the instruments Andrew and Emory are passing around are the 

Capek mandolas that have been on display in the cafeteria lobby.  I have no idea where 

they came up with the idea to do this instrument rotation thing, but the audience loves it.  

I’m thinking that part of what the Capeks are thinking as they’re standing at the stage is, 

“Please don’t drop one of those things.” 

 

I wish I could find a video of this performance.  It is just way neat.  After they finish, 

everybody has a good laugh.  Emory’s just a cool dude.  He brings out bunches of 

instructors to play the rest of his set.  Here’s a link to Emory and a gaggle of instructors 

playing “Forked Deer”: 

 

http://youtu.be/PatMfhzYyBk 

 

Emory’s set is a big hit with the audience.  It takes a few minutes to clear all the 

instruments off the stage and then Beppe is up for the last set of the evening.  I think 

Beppe holds the record for most Kamps attended as an instructor.  I really don’t know 
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how many times he’s been here, but it seems like he’s been here every year.  He might 

have missed a couple somewhere along the way, but I don’t remember when. 

 

Everybody loves to hear Beppe play, but his song introductions and stories are almost 

as entertaining.  It’s partly the accent and partly his great sense of humor.  Tonight, he 

starts off by telling this involved story about finding baby raccoons on his porch in New 

Jersey.  Yeah, he lives in New Jersey now instead of Genoa, Italy.  He doesn’t know 

what to do about the raccoons.  He doesn’t want to hurt them.   

 

He winds up calling Wildlife Control and getting their voice menu system.  His description 

of the menu choices is so freaking funny, especially with the Italian accent.  “For bears, 

press 1.  For snakes, press 2.  Etc.”  Of course, everyone is in stitches by now, but it 

gets better.  “So, I wait for raccoon…but she never comes.”  I’m crying by this time 

because I’m laughing so hard.  I can actually envision Beppe doing this. 

 

He says that he finally got to talk to a real person and they told him that raccoons are so 

common in rural areas of New Jersey that they don’t respond to raccoon-related events 

unless someone gets bitten.  They suggest playing loud music on the porch.  The 

raccoons will simply leave of their own accord – sort of like raccoon self-deportation.  So, 

Beppe sets up a radio on his porch and tunes it to a country radio station.  Sure enough, 

the raccoons eventually disappear.  He counts this as a victory since he found a use for 

modern country music.  All in all, it’s a pretty freaking funny story. 

 

Beppe’s forte’ is, and has always been, taking a song or tune that everybody knows and 

arranging it in an unusual way, often in an alternate tuning.  His performance of Norman 

Blake’s “Church Street Blues” several years ago is one of Kamp’s defining moments for 

me.  It was just gorgeous.  If you have any doubt about Beppe’s ability to do this kind of 

thing, check out his performance of “You Are My Sunshine” at the link below. 

 

http://youtu.be/0EEEP-f-sCc 

 

After he plays this great version, he re-tunes (all the while talking to the audience) into 

standard tuning and rips this blues medley. 
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http://youtu.be/Vrv63O2edLM 

 

If you’ve ever heard Beppe and Dan Crary play together, then you know that Beppe can 

tear up any traditional flatpicking or bluegrass tune.  He just brings another dimension to 

the music by being able to switch genres instantly (well, after some re-tuning).  The link 

below shows Beppe playing a cool piece called “The Arcadian Dream”.  This is the kind 

of thing you wouldn’t get to hear in a typical flatpicking performance. 

 

http://youtu.be/TGc9Z3iJ8YU 

 

What a great way to round out the evening!  Beppe works his magic on the audience and 

we love it.  Tonight’s entire concert has been awesome.  It’s still early by Night People 

standards – only around 10:30 PM – almost too early to start jamming.  We walk back to 

the dorm and open up the room, just in case.  Then we decide to walk over to The Silver 

Spoon and catch some of the open mic stuff – after getting an adult beverage, of course. 

 

There are lots of people at The Silver Spoon.  We find a couple of seats and hang out for 

about an hour.  The level of performing skill among the Kampers is pretty amazing.  Jim, 

Scottie, and Kristin do a very cool medley of Celtic tunes.  One of the neatest aspects of 

Kamp is that you hear various people playing together just sitting around one of the dorm 

rooms.  It sounds good, but you don’t realize that they’re actually practicing for an open 

mic slot.  Then one night at one of the open mic venues, you see those people get up 

and really nail a tune, a song, or, in this case, a combination of Celtic pieces. 

 

I should put a plug in here for Kristin.  She’s a classically trained violin player, but she’s 

also getting really good on the mandolin and has recently taken up the banjo.  I’ve seen 

her in a Celtic session with Jim, Scottie, and other folks playing from standard notation 

flash cards.  She can play a tune up to speed having never seen the notation or heard 

the piece before.  It’s pretty amazing when you see someone able to sight-read that well.  

It’s not really her fault that she began her musical career playing percussion in the Ohio 

State marching band. 
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Things begin slowly back at the dorm room.  However, by 12:30 – 1:00 AM, there are 

quite a few pickers in the jam.  Jay and Debbie come over and hang out, as do the 

Smoky Mountain Guitar guys.  I think several people have heard about the possibility of 

David Bromberg showing up in the dorms to jam. Mark and David actually wind up in 

Tommy Jordan’s room at some point tonight to jam for a while.  That’s a good thing.  

David is one of Tommy’s musical idols. 

 

There are many conversations occurring simultaneously as some people are playing and 

singing, others are engaged in various discussions.   At some point, Jenny Proulx shows 

up with a bottle of rum and a bunch of little white cups.  Apparently, she’s been walking 

around to other jams offering shots of rum like some sort of deranged rescue dog in the 

Alps (see the photo below).  She and Jackie hang out most of the evening.  I believe 

Debbie Faires gets officially initiated into the fold.  Many mules are consumed.  

 

Guy Hill drops by and pulls out one of his songbooks.  He’s actually apologetic about 

playing songs that he considers “too easy” for the group.  I guess he thinks we sit around 

playing hardcore bluegrass and contest tunes all the time.  Well, certainly we DO play 

those kinds of things, but we love to sing folk songs.  I can say one thing about singing 

those songs – the crowd loves them.  They sing along.  It’s all great fun. 
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Jenny pretending she doesn’t have an alcohol problem 

 

People drift in and out, and the jam ebbs and flows. Around 2 AM, a bunch of folks show 

up from other jams that have closed down.  The late night jam turns out to be a hoot.  At 

one point, Val and Patti from next door show up with Jason and Jonathan.  I play a 

couple of songs for them, like Danny Barnes’ great “Get Me Out of Jail”.  I don’t know the 

time at which the following photo was taken, but it was before the really late night stuff 

kicked in.  That’s Jay Faires’ back, me, Keith Yoder, and Tommy Jordan in the shot. 
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Some of the pickers in the room prior to the start of the REALLY late night jam 

 

I have a great time picking and singing.  At one point, Rick Crenshaw, Jason, one of the 

mandolin players (I don’t remember his name), and I sing harmony on “Making Plans”.  

Admittedly, we’re all a little loopy from lack of sleep at this point, but it sounds freaking 

GREAT.  What we lack in skill, we definitely make up for in sheer enthusiasm.  After we 

finish the song, Rick leans over to me and says, “If you want to learn how to really sing 

harmony on this song, come on over tomorrow afternoon.”  Done deal.  I’ll be there. 

 

As I’m playing, I notice that I’m having a bit of difficulty controlling my pick.  I feel a band 

around my right wrist.  It’s a very weird feeling.  I look down at my wrist.  There is no 

band there.  Uh oh.  I’ve been picking a LOT the last few days and my body is starting to 

give me some feedback on the overuse of my right hand.  I recognize the early 

symptoms of a cumulative trauma injury.  Fortunately, I deal with these types of things in 

my professional life.  I know the best treatment is rest and alcohol (consumed, not 

applied topically).  I’ll rest tomorrow and consume some more alcohol tonight. 

 



SKAK 2013 Report 

Page 78 of 100 

We crank until about 4:30 – 4:45 AM.  Rick and I decide to take a walk around campus 

after the room clears out.  We walk all the way over to the other side of campus talking 

about life in general and several specific issues that we’re working on resolving – not 

issues between us, just issues.   

 

We wind up sitting at the picnic table under the magnolia tree in the Beeson Village yard.  

Rick is seated facing our dorm and I’m seated across the table from him.  At a little after 

5 AM, Rick looks over my shoulder and says, “Damn!  That’s a fox.”  I turn around and, 

sure enough, there’s a fox casually walking along the sidewalk in front of the dorm.  He 

or she turns to look at us, apparently decides we’re not a threat (very true at that time in 

the morning), and saunters on.  Too cool! 

 

As Rick and I continue talking, Rick again looks over my shoulder and indicates that 

there’s a person walking past the dorm.  I look and see the person coming toward us.  

Ordinarily, this wouldn’t be any cause for concern, but we haven’t seen another human 

for the past hour.  As the potential mugger gets closer, we are able to see that it is none 

other than Biscuit Dave Jarvis.  He’s getting his car packed so he can get out of town 

early and head back toward Raleigh so he can see his son, Will, before Will flies to 

England for a “study abroad” deal. 

 

We joke around with Biscuit for a few minutes, then shake his hand and wish him a safe 

journey.  After Biscuit leaves, Rick and I make a few snide remarks about how silly it is to 

get up this early to leave Kamp.  We somehow mentally omit the fact that we haven’t yet 

gone to bed, which doesn’t seem silly to us at all.  About 5:25 AM, I decide to declare 

victory and call it a night (or day, depending on how you’re counting).  Rick and I bid 

each other “good night”.  We’ve had a really good discussion.  I’m sure we solved a few 

things, but I honestly don’t remember what they might be. 

 

I get to bed a bit after 5:30 AM.  I know it’s kind of sick, but I LOVE this stuff.  If I thought 

my body could handle it, I’d try to arrange to do this every day - which is why I don’t try to 

attend both weeks of Kamp.  I would probably wind up dead or in rehab. 
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Friday 

 

I wake up about 7:30 AM, but refuse to get out of bed until a little after 8.  The Band 

Scramble is this morning and I enjoy attending – even on a couple of hours of sleep.  I 

confirm that Jackie is not getting up to go to breakfast.  I won’t describe her exact words, 

but it’s clear that she’d rather sleep for a while.  Maybe she’ll join me at the auditorium in 

a couple of hours...or maybe not.   

 

In addition to the Band Scramble, today is when we head over to the Mexican restaurant 

for lunch.  This has become a tradition on the last day of Kamp.  Since the Kamp has 

been shortened to eliminate Saturday, lunch is a little trickier.  We have an afternoon 

class, which starts at 2 PM, so we have to get over to the restaurant, have lunch, and get 

back in time for class.  When Kamp included Saturday, there was no big hurry to get 

back from lunch.  That led to quite a bit of tequila abuse, but it sure was relaxing.  I’ll be 

back to the room in plenty of time to get ready for lunch. 

 

I think the prospective band members are supposed to be at the auditorium around 8:30 

AM, but the performances don’t start until 9, so I’ve got a little time to get something to 

eat.  This will be my last breakfast at the dining hall, so I splurge with the White 

Breakfast.  I still don’t understand exactly why the cafeteria decided to eliminate the 

trays.  It makes a simple task way more complicated than it needs to be.  Somehow I 

manage to carry a plate, utensils, coffee, and orange juice without making a complete 

mess. 

 

I find a couple of friends and regale them with stories from the jam and wildlife/Biscuit 

Dave encounters this morning.  Wildlife sightings are sure winners as conversation 

topics at Kamp.  There is a long history of (probably apocryphal) stories involving 

phantom skunks and other animals being seen only by specific people – usually late at 

night.  Probably the most famous wildlife story from previous years is the squirrel that 

was killed by a loud guitar.  It fell out of a tree into the middle of a jam.  Many people 

confirmed its death.  The cause of its death is still open to speculation.  However, 

somewhere out there the famous “squirrel killer” guitar still exists. 
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I get to the auditorium just a bit after 9 AM.  It’s obvious that the performances have not 

yet started, even before I get into the building.  The makeshift bands are scattered 

around outside practicing their material.  They get about 45 minutes to organize, decide 

on a band name, figure out which two pieces they’re going to play (one tune and one 

song), arrange the material, and practice.  It’s really quite remarkable.  A group of 

musicians that spans a wide range of skill levels and have likely never played together 

before have to get ready to perform in less than an hour. 

 

Keith Yoder is in charge of the Band Scramble again this year.  It’s hard to imagine that 

Steve could find a better person for the job.  Keith is perfectly comfortable directing 

dozens of people on and off stage, bantering with the audience, and filling time by acting 

demented if the need arises. 

 

Keith gets the performances started by announcing that this year there are enough 

volunteer musicians to form thirteen bands – the most people ever.  That’s wild.  In some 

past years, it’s been difficult to field nine or ten bands.  The increase in participation in 

the Band Scramble mirrors the increased enthusiasm for open mic performances on the 

main stage.  Donna used to have to cajole (threaten) people to get up and play at the 

open mic sessions that precede each night’s instructor performances.  Now, there is 

such competition for the open mic slots that Donna waits to post the sign-up sheets until 

the day before slots are scheduled. 

 

What Keith didn’t say, but is quickly obvious is that each band contains 8-10 members.  

Seriously, each band stretches almost entirely across the stage.  Getting the bands off 

and on the stage is reminiscent of the queue control they do at Disney World.  Bands 

come on stage from on direction and leave by the other.  As is typical, members of each 

band vary greatly in their experience and ability to play, sing, and work with 

microphones.  Also, as is typical, members of each band help each other out with mic 

placement, where to stand when they’re playing, etc.  Keith is seemingly everywhere – 

moving mics, giving directions, and generally trying to make the Scramble an enjoyable 

experience.  Judging by the looks on the faces of the participants, Keith is succeeding. 
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One of the really interesting things about the Band Scramble is that one or two bands 

wind up being composed of mostly skilled musicians while others have only two or three 

members with high skill levels.  It’s not a conspiracy, just the luck of the draw.  You’d 

think that the bands with the overall highest skill level would always win, but that’s not 

the case.  One or two bands really stand out in every Scramble, but mainly because of 

their enthusiasm and willingness to put themselves out there and have a good time. 

 

I think every member of my new pal, Edita’s, Lithuanian band is in one or another of the 

makeshift bands.  I’ve already mentioned Edita’s wonderful voice, but everybody in the 

band is really good and seems to be having a great time.  I particularly like their guitar 

player, Vaidotas Rukas.  He and Edita are married.  I get to meet him tonight and play a 

couple of songs with him.  Their bass player, Aleksej, is a really nice guy and their fiddle 

player, Juozas, apparently plays in a symphony. 

 

One of the Kampers in the Band Scramble plays fiddle and it strikes me that his 

technique is kind of weird – not bad, just weird.  I put it down to inexperience or perhaps 

nerves.  I am so wrong, as I will find out during the open mic performances tonight 

before the big stage concert. 

 

I stick around the Band Scramble until the performances are almost over, but I can’t wait 

for the Top 3 to be named. I need to get back to the room and get ready for the lunch 

run.  I’m back at the room around 11:15 AM.  Jackie is waiting for me and looking a little 

sheepish.  It turns out that she didn’t get up until about 20 minutes ago.  So, I guess 

she’s going to have Mexican food for breakfast. 

 

I take a quick shower and then walk down to the Memphis Suite to make sure everyone 

who wants to go to lunch is ready to go.  I see Rick and let him know the plan, which is 

the same as it always is, i.e., meet out in front of the dorm about noon.  I don’t see Jim 

Turpin, but I know he wants to go with us.  The main participant we’re missing is Mo 

Cosgrove.  She told us early in the week that she wants to go with us, but I didn’t get her 

mobile number, so I can’t check with her.  We hang out until almost noon.  No Jim and 

no Mo.  I send a text message to Jim to see if he still wants to go with us.  He texts back 
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that he’s already at the restaurant.  I guess that’s a reasonable thing to do, given the left-

behind episode on Wednesday.  We all laugh at his reply. 

 

OK, we decide to head over to the restaurant, but I don’t want to leave Mo behind.  Two 

“left behind” incidents in three days is way too many.  I slowly cruise up to Bartlett hall, 

thinking that Mo hangs out there and will likely be walking to the dorm.  There’s no sign 

of her so we decide to head on over to lunch.  Thus begins the second “left behind” 

incident of the week. 

 

When we get to the restaurant, Jim has already gotten us a table.  His niece, Krista, and 

her husband, Mick, are going to join us for lunch.  We met Krista at Jim’s daughter’s 

wedding in New Orleans.  Krista and Mick live near Knoxville.  Mick is an FBI agent – the 

equivalent of a SWAT team guy.  As a joke, Jim had arranged for Mick and a few of his 

fellow agents to “arrest” Skip and me during one of our stage performances a few years 

ago.  Apparently, the plan was only days from action when Mick and his fellow agents 

decided this might not be the best idea. 

 

Other than Krista and Mick, the lunch crowd consists of Jackie, Turpin, Rick Crenshaw, 

and me.  Krista and Mick are a freaking hoot.  Krista spends about 15 minutes talking 

about driving through Montana and thinking that the name “Butte” is hysterically funny.  

When she was informed that it is pronounced “beaut”, she decides that the people of 

Montana have spent years trying to figure out how not to pronounce it “butt”, which she 

believes is the true pronunciation.  

 

I ask Mick about the aborted plan to arrest Skip and me.  He tells me that they decided it 

would be awfully hard to explain to their boss, especially if something weird happened.  

For example, what if someone got freaked out about them pulling out weapons or trying 

to interfere with our “arrest”.  Knowing the Kamp crowd, I can’t imagine anyone messing 

with heavily armed SWAT team guys, but who knows?  There is a significant shall we 

say “off center” contingent among the Kampers.  I count myself in that group, so I mean 

it as a compliment. 
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I’ve got to re-live the week’s first “left behind” episode – again.  Krista and Mick think it’s 

hilarious - Jimmy, less so.  Mick tells us that the area where Boyd’s is located used to be 

the absolute worst part of town.  Now, it’s become gentrified and is a great area full of 

little shops and restaurants. 

 

All in all, lunch is big fun.  We leave a tad after 1 PM.  As we’re leaving, Mark and Mo 

Cosgrove are walking in.  Oh, crap!  I apologize profusely to Mo and tell her that we 

waited until almost noon and then cruised campus looking for her.  She says that when 

she got to the dorm we were already gone.  Mark does not look like a happy person.  

He’s got to be back on campus for his 2 PM class, so he cuts the small talk and hustles 

Mo inside the restaurant. 

 

Well, this situation really sucks.  On the way back, we try to determine how we left with 

no Mo.  She was definitely at the dorm within a few minutes of when we left.  The only 

thing we can figure out is that we walked to the parking lot and were around the corner 

when Mo walked around the other side of the dorm.  When we were driving up to Barrett 

Hall, Mo was probably right at the front door of the dorm.  OK, that won’t happen again.  

From now on, we get contact mobile phone numbers for everyone who wants to go to 

lunch.  In the period of two days, I’ve managed to piss off two friends.  Nobody can say 

I’m not efficient. 

 

We’re back to campus by about 1:30 PM.  I quickly get set to go to my final vocal class 

of the week.  This will bring my attendance for the week to 100%.  I am SO freaking 

morally superior.  I’ve taken vocal classes two years in a row and each year I’ve 

attended every class during the week.  That says something about how much fun these 

classes are…or maybe lots of people attend every class and I’m not exceptional.  Nah, 

that can’t be it. 

 

Today’s class will combine Sections 1 and 2.  Both Kathy and Don will be there.  We 

need to practice our on-stage song as a group and this will be our only opportunity to do 

so. I quickly head over to Thaw Hall and find that Don’s classroom is teeming with 

people.  This could be really fun.  I say “hi” to some of the folks I know from the other 

class, like Rick Crenshaw and Laura Cauble.  Yes, I know.  I just had lunch with Rick. 
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Kathy and Don are both there and the class turns out to be freaking great!  Don told us a 

bunch of funny stories about people with whom he’s played in various bands.  Both Don 

and Kathy are in rare form and obviously enjoying themselves.  They open the floor to 

topics they haven’t covered during the week and are willing to discuss pretty much 

anything related to singing.  Between them, they’ve confronted just about every issue 

that can help or hurt one’s vocal performance. 

 

We spend a lot of time going through our song for tonight, “Bury Me Beneath The 

Willow”.  Because of the way we’ve decided to arrange the song, just about everyone in 

the class has to switch the harmony part they’re singing when we modulate between 

keys.  Here’s the really cool thing – we don’t have assigned parts.  Don and Kathy tell us 

to simply pick the part we want to sing and then sing it.  You wouldn’t think that would 

work with a group of 20 people, but it does.  Perhaps our class is just highly motivated 

and extraordinarily talented.  Yes, that must be it. 

 

We now know enough about harmony to know that it just clicks when the three parts are 

being sung correctly.  When we get all the harmonies right, it sounds great.  We’re 

having a bit of trouble knowing when to start singing again after the music modulates to 

the higher key.  Don assigns Edita to be the leader and to cue everyone when we should 

start singing after the key change.  It takes us a few minutes to work out the timing and 

how she will indicate the starting point, but we eventually get it. 

 

We run through the song quite a few times.  It’s so much fun to sing it that Don and 

Kathy have to tell us to stop singing.  Since we’re going to be performing the song on 

stage, Don suggests that we go across the hall into the stair foyer and work our where 

we’re going to stand relative to one another.  We arrange ourselves into a semblance of 

a line and sing through the song 4-5 times.  It just gets better and better.   

 

Don leans against the wall next to the hallway and faces us.  He doesn’t provide any 

direction - he just listens as we sing.  We can all tell that we’ve got the arrangement and 

harmony down.  Don closes his eyes and gets a bit emotional.  We’ve found during the 

week that Don can get emotional about things, but we like that about him.  He’s not 
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afraid to let you know how he feels.  I think he’s really pleased with the way the class 

has turned out and we’re all happy that Don’s happy.  Kathy is standing in front of us 

smiling. 

 

We end the class on a figurative high note.  I’m not sure how it could have gone much 

better.  Our performance tonight is just icing on the cake.  It would be fine with me if we 

don’t even do that gig, but I’m OK with it, too.  I’ve certainly gotten way more than I 

imagined out of our class.  As we’re leaving, I walk up to Don, shake his hand, and thank 

him for a wonderful week of instruction.  Many of my classmates do the same.  He 

seems genuinely touched.  We also thank Kathy for being such a great teacher and all-

around good sport.  I’m sure there are a lot of vocal teachers who would not put up with 

all the crap we dished out during the week. 

 

I walk back to the dorm with Rick and Jim Phillips.  I ask Rick if he was serious about 

practicing harmony on “Making Plans”.  He says sure, come on over and we’ll do it.  I 

drop my stuff in the room, prepare a beverage, and tell Jackie I’m going down to the 

Memphis Suite to practice some harmony.  She says that she’ll be down in a few 

minutes. 

 

Jim and Rick spend the next 45 minutes teaching me the low tenor part to “Making 

Plans”.  It is without a doubt the best 45 minutes I spend during the entire week.  Jim is a 

great harmony vocal coach and singer.  As far as I’m concerned, he squeezed about a 

week’s worth of singing tips into less than an hour.  This little lesson also brings home to 

me what Jim’s been telling me for two years, i.e., that good harmony has to be learned 

one phrase at a time.  I learn that I have to pay close attention to exactly what the lead 

singer (Rick) is doing on each word and phrase so I can follow him on my part. 

 

Jackie comes down and listens for a while.  Bob Sutton hangs out with us.  I swear, 

when the harmony is right it just raises goose bumps on my arms.  It is SO freaking cool.  

It is NOT an easy thing to do, but Jim assures me that it gets easier the more songs you 

learn.  He stresses, however, that this is the way you have to learn harmony on every 

song you perform – piece by piece.  This is also why you have to re-learn the harmony if 
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you have a different lead singer.  If you don’t follow the lead singer very closely, the 

harmony sounds “flat”, not as in “off pitch”, but more one-dimensional. 

 

By the time we break for dinner, I’m pumped.  This is just great!  I know I’ll get tiresome if 

I keep saying how cool this little lesson is, so I’ll stop…but it was really freaking cool.  

For some reason, before we actually leave the room, Bob gets on the topic of “Breaking 

Bad”, the AMC series.  I ask him to describe the show to me, since I’ve heard so much 

about it.  He gives me a brief synopsis of the plot and highly recommends that I watch all 

the back episodes. I take his advice when we get back home and he is absolutely 

correct.  Jackie and I are both “Breaking Bad” addicts.  Thanks, Bob. 

 

After a great vocal class and a private harmony lesson, dinner is anti-climactic.  I’m not 

particularly hungry anyway, since we had lunch at the Mexican restaurant.  Jackie gets a 

salad.  I’m torn.  I could have a meat entrée since it’s Friday (in the non-vegetarian 

portion of my diet schedule), but there’s nothing appealing on the big steam table.  What 

the hell, dance with the one who brought you.  I get a piece of pizza and some iced tea.  

I’m not eating pizza for a month after we get back home. 

 

Jackie and I meander around outside the dining hall after dinner and talk with some of 

our friends that we haven’t seen much of during the week.  It’s easy to get too insular 

and kind of lose the handle on the range of things going on during Kamp.  I love having 

people jam in the room, but I feel sort of obligated to hang at the room during the jams 

so as not to be discourteous.  I get around to various jams in the immediate vicinity, such 

as in the Memphis Suite or in Tommy’s room, but I stick pretty close to the Beeson 

buildings.  Mealtimes are an opportunity to see and talk to many of the people I don’t see 

during the nightly jams. 

 

Back at the room, I mix an adult beverage and chill for a while.  We really don’t have 

much time to kill, since open mic starts at 7 PM – and I want to be there to see it.  This 

turns out to be the correct plan.  I don’t remember everyone who plays during the open 

mic slots, but remember the guy who played fiddle during the Band Scramble this 

morning?  The guy who I thought played in kind of a weird way?  Well, I was wrong.  

Catch this incredible performance and note that he is not looking at any sheet music. 
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http://youtu.be/mb5Tn_mLwvw 

 

Who says we don’t have any culture in the flatpicking world?  This rates a HUGE ovation 

from the audience, as it should.   

 

After the open mic concludes, the vocal class gets to perform on stage.  We assemble in 

the wings and go up on stage.  It’s a good thing we practiced out in the hallway today.  

Lining up is pretty easy.  We crank off on our song and it goes pretty well.  The re-start 

after changing keys doesn’t go all that smoothly – not Edita’s fault.  Her cue was right 

where it should have been.  Some of our class members apparently have difficulty 

following cues.  No problem.  It’s a freaking hoot.  As I said, it’s just icing on the cake.  

We’re doing this for fun, not for extra credit. 

 

I’ve included a link to the video of our performance.  I don’t think the sound on the video 

captures much of the harmony, but here it is for reference for the sake of completeness. 

 

http://youtu.be/pslisHa6lYU 

 

There’s a bunch more stuff before the instructor sets begin.  For example, the Kamp 

Kompanions do their thing, Keith Yoder brings his “Tune of the Day” gang on stage to 

perform.  I think Annie Savage has her beginners class up on stage tonight, but I’m not 

sure. 

 

After all the preliminaries, the instructor sets kick off with Gary Davis.  Gary’s a hoot and 

one of the best banjo players on the planet.  He plays at Dollywood a few times a day 

and has won the national banjo championship three times (I believe).  How good is he?  

Well, here’s a link to Gary playing “Eleanor Rigby”. 

 

http://youtu.be/71RM8E02vHs 

 

OK, so he’s got the Beatles thing down.  How about some Texas swing?  Check out 

Gary and a stellar collection of musicians doing “Miles and Miles of Texas”. 
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http://youtu.be/8BN2M-75lcM 

 

I’m telling you, the guy’s completely awesome on the banjo.  I also know from first-hand 

experience that he’s no slouch on the guitar.  He came to the jam in our room several 

years ago and tore up a bunch of tunes on the flattop.  Gary’s also an extremely nice 

guy.  How nice?  Check out the description of the end of tonight. 

 

After Gary, the great Don Stiernberg is up.  What can I say about Don that I haven’t 

already said?  I think he’s played on stage with just about every instructor this week.  

He’s that great a player.  I think he might also be Mr. Congeniality.  Everybody sure likes 

him, including me. 

 

Tonight, Don does most of his set with his buddy (and local legend) Jeff Jenkins, and 

bass player extraordinaire Rusty Holloway.  These are all great guys.  Jeff is more than a 

little off-center and a hoot.  Don and Rusty are great guys to hang with.  You’d want to 

have them at your party.  Put them on stage together, however, and they can make 

some incredible music.  Here’s a link to a video of them doing “People Get Ready”. 

 

http://youtu.be/1LTYkbtlThA 

 

…and another one of them playing “How High The Moon?” 

 

http://youtu.be/poHtAffAYzA 

 

Don’t try this at home.  Well, you can try it, but you probably won’t be able to do it.  The 

crowd eats this stuff up.  What’s not to like? 

 

The final individual instructor set of the evening – of the week, actually - is our buddy 

Mark Cosgrove.  Jackie and I love Mark.  Skip and Leslie love Mark.  Hell, everybody 

loves Mark.  He’s a great guy, a marvelous player, and has tremendous taste in spouses 

– that would be Mo.  He’s completely accessible to anyone who wants to talk or play and 

is a fixture around campus during the week. 
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Mark’s latest professional gig is playing with David Bromberg. That’s quite a big deal and 

all us wannabe guitar players know it.  If you’re not a guitar player, heck it’s still a big 

deal, you just don’t realize it.  In any case, Mark’s set tonight can be roughly divided into 

two parts.  In the first part is when he plays without David Bromberg.  The second part 

includes David.  I think the first part lasts only one tune, but it might have been two. 

 

Here’s a link to a video of Mark, Matt Flinner, Rusty Holloway, and Steve doing 

“Washington and Lee Swing”. 

 

http://youtu.be/SYejRIbZKFk 

 

Mark soon brings out David Bromberg.  I sure would if that was an option.  They proceed 

to do some of the smoothest music of the entire Kamp – pure David Bromberg.  Here’s a 

video of the group (including Cindy Studdard) doing a great version of Ian Tyson’s 

“Summer Wages”. 

 

http://youtu.be/33vc5e3WCWA 

 

Catch the cool breaks that Mark and Matt do on the song, not to mention Mark’s and 

Cindy’s great harmony singing.  David’s certainly no slouch in the break department, 

either.  I really love David’s voice.  He’s just so freaking smooth. 

 

Check out this video of Mark and the group (with the additions of Kenny Kosek and Ned 

Luberecki) doing “Dark Hollow”.  I like the way David retunes a string on the fly before 

doing the second pass through his break.  Also, listen to Kenny Kosek’s sick fiddle 

break(s). 

 

http://youtu.be/R7qCFraW3c0 

 

Mark’s set ends with he, Matt, and David walking out beyond the microphones and doing 

a wonderful a capela version of “Roll On John”.  I guess it isn’t officially a capela, since I 

think there are some instruments involved, but it’s almost not possible hear them.  It’s 
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sort of amazing what happens in the audience when they Mark and the guys abandon 

their mics.  It’s a little difficult to hear them singing, so the audience goes completely 

silent – as in you can hear a proverbial pin drop.  The song is SO good.  It’s really the 

perfect way to end of week of great concerts.  Jackie votes it her favorite show of the 

week.  I concur and I don’t hear anyone who is present disagreeing with that 

assessment.  Really awesome job, guys. 

 

Wow!  OK, it’s time for intermission.  The only big remaining musical thing is when Steve 

brings all the instructors who are still on campus up to play at the very end of the 

evening.  However, right after the break Steve will give away all the instruments donated 

by sponsors, not to mention the DU Scholarship guitar and the grand prize of the week.  

We’ll definitely be back for that. 

 

Jackie and I walk back to the dorm, mix a drink, then walk outside and hang with a few 

people who are doing the exact same thing.  The evening is pretty nice as far as 

temperature and humidity go.  It’s not dark yet and the gang is anticipating a nice 

evening of jamming and partying after the concert. 

 

We get back to the auditorium in time for the giveaway to begin.  If you haven’t been to 

Kamp, you’d probably be surprised at all the swag that sponsors (and others) donate to 

be given away.  There are essentially two DU Scholarship items on the block.  One is a 

very cool quilt donated by Bob and Diane Rostollan.  It’s made of Kamp T-shirts from 

many previous years.    John Barran from Mooresville, AL, wins it in the drawing.   

 

The other DU prize is a beautiful D-size guitar built by Seth Naugler.  Seth has donated a 

guitar at least once before and it is a KILLER.  This year’s Naugler is much sought after 

by the Kampers.  No, I didn’t win it.  Not that I didn’t try.  Sean Jones from Greenbrier, 

TN, lucked out and won the Naugler. 

 

I definitely want to acknowledge Harry Moore here.  Harry originated the idea of the DU 

scholarship and has spearheaded both the fundraising and scholarship application and 

selection process.  If it weren’t for Harry, there wouldn’t be a DU Scholarship.  It started 

out modestly enough, but has grown to the point where a number of deserving recipients 
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get to attend Kamp on scholarship each year. Everybody loves Harry.  He’s a great guy 

and has devoted a bunch of time and energy to the DU Scholarship program. 

 

This year the following young people attended Kamp on DU Scholarships: 

Brianna Geisling - Age 13 - Unionville VA - week 1 guitar  

Harper Powell - Age 14 - Nathrop CO - week 2 flatpicking guitar  

Phoebe Powell - Age 15 - Nathrop CO - week 2 fiddle  

Dillon Evans - age 15 - Kodak TN - week 2 bluegrass banjo 

 

…and companion/chaperones for each.  In case you’re wondering, I asked Harry for this 

information.  My memory is nowhere near that good. 

 

Also, for the record, “DU” is an acronym for “down up”, the term denoting pick direction 

for flatpicking.  Many discussions (fights) have developed regarding the proper way to 

cross-pick – DDU or DUD. 

 

Bob Comeau carved a gorgeous duck from butternut wood and it, too, is raffled.  Bob 

does carvings with incredibly intricate details.  I got in a little joke about the duck when 

Skip and I emceed on Tuesday night.  Mike: “How do they keep it from melting?”  Skip: 

“Keep what from melting?”  Mike: “The duck.”  Skip: “Why would the duck melt?”  Mike: 

“Well, it’s made out of butternut.”  Skip:  “Butternut WOOD!”  Mike: “Oh, well that makes 

perfect sense.  Never mind.”  Hey, I said it was a little joke.  Sam Thomas from 

Huntsville, AL, won the duck. 

 

There are lots of other prizes.  I got this list from Steve, since I can’t possibly remember 

all the stuff that was given away. 

 

A Weber Yellowstone mandolin (which is freaking beautiful, by the way) 

3 Deering banjos 

2 Baby Taylor guitars 

4 Fishman amps 

A $1000 Blue Ridge guitar 

2 Strumsticks 
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My only personal connection to any of the prizes (since I didn’t win the coveted Weber 

mandolin) is that my buddy Bruce Lee wins the Blue Ridge guitar.  When we realize it’s 

actually Bruce walking up to get the guitar, we start cheering wildly.  We’re really jealous.  

We’re just masking it by pretending to be happy Bruce wins.  OK, we’re sort of happy, 

but you know how envy and coveting work. 

 

After the prizes are given away, really the only thing left on the evening’s program is for 

Steve to call out the remaining instructors to play some music.  From prior experience, 

we know that this typically takes about 45 minutes to an hour.  We decide that we can 

spend this time much more appropriately by drinking, playing, and hanging out for a final 

evening of partying. 

 

It’s only a bit past 10 PM when we get back to dorm, so we figure we’ve got loads of 

time.  It’s way too early to start jamming in the room.  We head over to the final night of 

The Silver Spoon open mic stuff.  Things are just getting cranked up when we get over 

there.  Keith arrives just in time for the festivities to begin.  I catch him between acts and 

give him some money for the annual Krystal run, which will take place around midnight.  

Keith organizes the Krystal hamburger run as both a really fun thing to do and as a 

fundraiser for the DU scholarship. 

 

Around 11 PM, we walk back to the dorm.  There are loads of people standing around 

outside talking.  The last night of Kamp is always kind of bittersweet.  Everyone is sad to 

see the end of the week, but happy we’ve had the week away from the real world.  

Friends take the opportunity to talk more and play a bit less.  While we’re talking with 

Kristin, Rick, and a few other people, Rebecca Furniss comes up and introduces me to 

her boyfriend.  If I could only remember his name, that would be cool.  Regardless, he’s 

a very nice guy.  They must have been either engaged or just about to get engaged 

because they’re now married. 

 

I see Jim Phillips heading over to the next dorm building.  He invites me to come along 

and sing.  He, Bruce Hill, and Bruce’s son are heading up to start jamming.  I tag along.  

It turns out that the room in which they’re going to jam is the room occupied by the 
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Lithuanian band.  It might actually be Bruce’s room, but the entire Lithuanian contingent 

is there.  I greet Edita when I walk in the room.  I tell her how much I’ve enjoyed meeting 

her and hanging in vocal class.  She’s really a nice young lady – and a hell of a singer.  

Did I mention that?   

 

Everyone is picking up a storm after about 10 minutes.  The people in her band are 

awesome players and lots of fun.  I think they’ve been in the U.S. about a month by this 

time.  This is the end of their “tour” and they’re heading back home in a few days.  I 

stand between Jim Phillips and Bruce Hill for a while and sing harmony.  Jim hands me 

his guitar and tells me to sing something.  Jim, Bruce, and I do “Mary Ann” in the key of 

B.  I sing lead and Jim and Bruce sing harmony.    This is SO much fun.  After we finish, 

Bruce turns to me and says, “Damn, dude, that was good.”  It was good, but it certainly 

wasn’t because of my lead singing.  Still, I’d do this all the time if I could. 

 

Jackie wanders up to the room and brings the bag of cashew cubes that we brought with 

us from home.  We need to get rid of some of this stuff.  I offer some of the cubes to the 

Lithuanians.  They tentatively take a couple of pieces and taste them.  They quickly find 

out what we already know, i.e., this stuff is like crack.  Once you start eating it, you can’t 

stop without a good deal of effort. 

 

Jackie and I begin to wonder when Keith and the gang will be back from the Krystal run.  

We plan on going down to the sidewalk and waiting for him to arrive.  Before we can do 

that, we glance out the window and see the Krystal crew is already here distributing 

boxes of 24 sliders.  Shortly, Keith comes up to the room and pushes several boxes of 

sliders on the jamming crowd.  We introduce the Lithuanians to Krystal sliders.  The 

guys are impressed.  Edita is not impressed.  I think her exact words are “No way I’m 

eating one of those things.”  We shouldn’t have let her sniff it first. 

 

The result of the Krystal run is that Keith got 304 sliders, a small order of fries, a large 

Diet Coke, and enough straws and napkins to share.  He has enough money left from 

donations to give Harry over $1000 ($1058.11, to be exact) for the DU Scholarship fund.  

Pretty freaking cool! 
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We hang with the Lithuanians and singers for a while, then go back to the room to jam.  

Almost as soon as we open the room, people start trickling in to play.  I start picking and 

singing, but find that my right wrist is exhibiting the same symptoms as last night.  No 

problem.  I’ll just concentrate on playing rhythm and singing.  Yeah, like that’s going to 

happen.  Hey, they make pills for this stuff. 

 

The usual suspects show up and the jam goes strong until around 3 AM.  There are 

many congratulations for Bruce.  He seems pretty happy about winning the guitar.  There 

is some talk of picking into the wee hours, but I tell everyone that Jackie has established 

a 3 AM rule several years ago.  On the last night, things in the room have to wind down 

around 3 AM so we can get some sleep before our 7 AM wake up time on Saturday.  

We’ve found that we have to get up at 7 AM in order to pack up and check out of the 

dorm by 10 AM, which is the cutoff time for getting out. 

 

Everybody agrees that this is probably a good rule.  A little later, we decide this is more 

of a guideline than a hard-and-fast rule.  Nevertheless, people mosey out of the room by 

3:20 AM, or so.  I putz around and start putting things away when I hear a knock on the 

door.  It’s Crazy Bob.  He has come back to tell me that Biscuit Gary Davis and several 

people from our jam are playing on the steps next to our dorm.  I think the 3 AM rule 

technically applies only to our room, so I don’t have a problem getting a drink and 

heading out to the steps.  I’m definitely not waking Jackie for a ruling. 

 

The scene out on the steps is pretty neat.  Biscuit is sitting near the top of the steps 

playing banjo on anything anyone wants to play or sing.  He looks really tired, but he’s 

just such a nice guy that he’s willing to hang with us until whenever.  I don’t have an 

instrument with me, which is fine.  I just sing harmony whenever there’s an opportunity.  I 

fetch beers (in cups…I haven’t forgotten) for a couple of the players.   

 

This is really fun and I stick around for about an hour.  Finally, I bid good night to the 

crowd and turn to go.  Someone in the crowd says, “Hey, she’s here again.”  I look 

around and standing behind Biscuit is the lady cop who stopped Jim and I last Sunday.  I 

raise my cup and say, “Hey, welcome!”  She sort of shrugs and says, “This is really 

good.”  Indeed.  What a perfect way to end the week. 
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I go back to the room and figure, what the heck, I’ll post a status on Facebook.  The post 

is tagged at 4:38 AM.  What a great day and evening.  This is what Kamp is all about.  I’ll 

never understand how people can come to this great celebration of music and 

camaraderie and go to bed at a reasonable hour.  Where’s the fun in that? 

 

I get to bed about 4:45 AM, or thereabouts.  The alarm on my iPhone is set for 7 AM.  I 

don’t think that’s very long from now. 

 

 

Saturday 

 

My alarm goes off at 7 AM.  I was right.  It hasn’t been very long since I went to sleep.  

Jackie and I start going through a routine that has become well established through 

years of repetition.  I take down the lights and pack them into their dedicated plastic box.  

I pack up all the instruments, stands, speakers, cowbell, Esteban guitar chord book, and 

other jamming accessories.  Jackie has pre-staged our clothes.  We get all the stuff in 

the bedroom packed.  As things are packed, they get moved into the living room.  Once 

everything is staged in the living room, I can start moving them into the car. 

 

I go out and move our car to one of the faculty parking spaces adjacent to the dorm.  I 

see lots of our friends doing the same thing we’re doing.  I think everyone hates this part 

of Kamp.  Not only is it typically a hot, sweaty, and physically demanding task, but we’re 

freaking leaving our friends at Kamp and heading back in to the so-called “real” world. 

 

On the plus side, we’re not planning on going to breakfast at the dining hall.  We’ve 

made it a practice to eat breakfast at the Shoney’s located on the road that runs by the 

airport.  It’s right on the way home for us and we’re going to try to meet Rick Crenshaw 

and Jim Phillips there.  We did that last year and it was a very nice transition between 

Kamp World and the drive home. 

 

As we slowly get our crap packed and moved out to the car, I begin to wonder how two 

people can take so much crap for a one-week stay.  Of course, it’s kind of like regular 
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camping.  You have to take a minimum amount of stuff whether you’re going to stay one 

night or seven.  In our case, the only incremental stuff is clothing and food.  Still, it’s a 

LOT of sh*t! 

 

As we’re packing the car, I see a very cool Porsche 911 Carrera Turbo cruising up the 

street.  It’s been parked next to Carnegie Hall all week.  I assumed it belongs to a 

Kamper, but I have no idea who that might be.  As it passes us, the car slows and the 

driver waves to us.  It’s freaking Art Jarvis – our new buddy from Albuquerque.  Sweet 

ride, dude. 

 

The process of packing the car is frequently delayed by getting into conversations with 

friends.  By the time the last lamp, pillow, instrument, suitcase, cooler, and plastic 

storage box is loaded, it’s about 9:45 AM.  We give our room keys to the RA and say our 

goodbyes.  Did I say that I hate this part?  We touch base with Rick and Jim and tell 

them we’re right behind them and will meet them at Shoney’s. 

 

We drive slowly out of campus and bid Kamp farewell for another year.  We meet Rick 

and Jim and Shoney’s and have a great time at breakfast.  These guys are among our 

favorite people.  Both are totally laid back, exceedingly nice, and, above all, positive.  I 

don’t know how many times I thank Jim for all his help with my harmony singing.  He 

says that it’s his favorite thing to do.  They invite me to come to Memphis and hang out 

for a few days, during which we’ll work on vocal harmony.  I hope there’s some way I can 

take them up on the offer. 

 

We get back on the road about 11:15, or so.  We’re planning on stopping in Marion, VA, 

to see Jackie’s sister and brother-in-law.  That’s about two and a half hours from 

Maryville, so not a long trip.  That includes, of course, my least favorite section of 

Interstate highway – between Knoxville and Abingdon, VA.  About an hour and a half into 

the trip, I start getting really sleepy, so we stop and Jackie takes over the driving chores.  

Must be that extra couple of hours of sleep she got last night. 

 

We stop in Marion and have a nice visit.  We wind up sitting on the front porch.  I start 

nodding off in my chair.  This is typical behavior after a week at Kamp.  I can only 
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survive on so little sleep while I’m at Kamp World.  It doesn’t work in the real world.  It 

especially doesn’t work after a week of really short nights – while I’m sitting in the shade 

in a rocking chair on the porch. 

 

We leave Marion and head for home.  That trip usually takes a little over two hours, 

barring any big traffic stoppages on I-81 or I-77.  Luckily there are no such stoppages 

today, at least in the direction we’re heading.  Jackie does the driving.   For some 

reason, she doesn’t trust me not to fall asleep and cause both our deaths in a fiery 

crash. 

 

We arrive home around 5 PM.  We open up the house and unpack the car.  We don’t 

bother trying to move things to their appropriate locations.  There’ll be plenty of time for 

that later.  We drive over to our friends’ farm and pick up the pups.  They seem glad to 

see us, but I think they’d really like to live on the farm with their other dog friends and the 

horses.  They’ve never come out and said so, but I can see them exchanging glances 

whenever they have to come home. 

 

At this point, the only things that remain of Kamp are crushing fatigue, wonderful 

memories of the week, and a calm, refreshed spirit.  Time for lots of sleep spread over a 

few days. 

 

 

Epilog 

 

As it was with last year’s report, this year’s report has been slightly delayed.  Kamp has 

been over for about two and a half months and I’m just now finishing it. I got a really 

early start on the report, but lost about a month due to various ailments.  That backed up 

the writing task for a while.  Sorry for the delay.  I know many of you await the Kamp 

Report with great anticipation and get a little antsy when it’s delayed.  As my pal Dick 

Daniels so eloquently put it, “Am I going to have to wait for the 2014 Kamp to see the 

2013 Kamp Report?”  Fortunately, the answer is “no”, but it was closer than I like. 
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This year, Kamp was notable for a number of reasons.  Jackie traveled to Kamp with me 

and stayed the entire week. That’s the first time she’s done that and, contrary to her 

fears, had a great time and didn’t get either bored or driven crazy by being exposed to 

picking and singing almost constantly.  The Sunday we drove to Kamp was our 40th 

wedding anniversary.  How many women do you know who are OK with accompanying 

their husband to music camp on their 40th anniversary?  Not many, right?   

 

Skip returned to Kamp for the first time in a few years.  It was great to get to play, sing, 

and hang out with Skip again in Maryville.  I’m sorry Skip and Leslie stayed only two and 

a half days, but we packed a lot of stuff into that time period.  Skip and I got to play an 

open mic slot on the big stage, emcee at Tuesday night’s concert, and play at The Silver 

Spoon.  I know Skip had a blast.  We’ll see what the future brings. 

 

Vocal classes with Don and Kathy were a freaking hoot!  After my experience last year in 

Sally’s class, I honestly wasn’t expecting to enjoy this year’s class as much.  Nothing 

against Don and Kathy - I just didn’t see how I could have that much fun two years in a 

row.  I guess in retrospect that was a pretty stupid thought.  I’ve said the same thing 

about Kamp for years, i.e., I can’t possibly have as much fun as I did last year, and I’m 

always wrong.  I’m happy to admit that I was totally wrong about vocal classes.   

 

Don and Kathy brought their own perspectives, knowledge, experience, and humor to 

the classes.   I think it helped that a number of us in this year’s class were also together 

in Sally’s class last year.  Similar to what happens as friends from previous Kamps 

return and have more fun each year.  It sure seems to work that way for me.  I’d like to 

send a special shout out to Debbie Faires in this regard.  Thanks for putting up with me 

for another year of classes.  Oh, speaking of which, I got to meet Debbie’s husband, 

Eric, at the concert Friday night.  He’s a really nice guy.  I tried to act as though I’m 

normal.  Hopefully, it came off OK. 

 

I’m sure glad that Skip and Leslie decided to return to Kamp and it was really good to get 

to see Bill and Ruth Ann Irwin, if only for a couple of days.  However, Kamp this year 

was also notable for the people who were not able to attend.  Ralph Papile, Ted Howard, 

Bennie Jarvis, Keith White, Cathal Cusack, Erika Brady, Hazel Johnson, and Rachel 
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Meyers being at the top of the list.  I really missed Nicole and her dad, Kirk, our 

roommates for the previous two years.  Nicole’s in college and had a bunch of 

scheduling conflicts.  Hopefully, next year Kirk and Nicole will be back. 

 

I also missed several of the instructors that I’ve come to really enjoy over the years.  

Marcy and Cathy taught during Week 1, so they were gone before we got to Kamp. Chris 

Newman, Kathy Barwick, and Rolly Brown weren’t on the staff this year.  I missed 

hanging out at lunch and talking trash with Marcy and Cathy.  I missed Chris hanging out 

in the room playing, talking, and drinking wine all night.  I missed playing fake blues for 

Rolly and saying inane things about Tai Chi. I missed playing and singing with KBar. 

 

Tommy had it exactly right when we were talking that morning outside the dorm.  The 

ties to the people I see year after year at Kamp are in many ways stronger than those 

with people I see every day.  I get to see most of my Kamper friends only once each 

year for a week.  Each year, it’s like the intervening time has not passed.  We pick up 

right where we left off and we consider each other friends.  We are friends.  That’s the 

beauty of sharing the Kamp experience. 

 

I’ve said for many years that Kamp is the best week of the year and this year certainly 

supports that contention.  There is no other place (at least of which I’m aware) that one 

can escape the real world, interact with some of the greatest musicians in the world, 

learn so much in a short period of time, talk about and play music all day and all night, 

hang out with friends and laugh 20 hours a day, act silly, and just generally have a 

freaking blast without regard to the typical concerns of “normal” life.   

 

The real value of Kamp might just be the psychological reset it provides every year.  I 

always come back from Kamp mentally refreshed and kind of bulletproof.  It is virtually 

impossible to tick me off for about a month after Kamp.  What is the quote from the 

movie, “Postcards from the Edge”?  “I just do it for the endolphins.” 

 

I am indebted to Steve, Donna, Jo, and the other people who work so hard to make 

Kamp happen.  It is a logistically complex undertaking, and that’s an understatement.  

The reason we, as Kampers, don’t have to worry about those things that would normally 
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require our mental and physical resources is that Steve, Donna, Jo, and the rest of the 

staff take care of them for us.  Every instructor I’ve talked to over the years has said the 

same thing, i.e., that Steve and Donna do it right.  Everything is well planned and they 

treat the instructors and their spouses and companions wonderfully.  They make it look 

easy and as we all know from our musical training, when it looks easy, it’s really hard. 

 

Not to get too touchy-feely here, but I sometimes wonder what my life would be like had I 

not met Steve Kaufman at that workshop in Mount Airy long ago.  I’m not sure I would 

have persevered with the flatpicking thing.  I doubt that I would’ve even heard about 

Kamp, much less attend it for 18 years.  I probably wouldn’t have met most of the friends 

that I’ve formed because of Kamp and the other music stuff that I’ve done over the 

years.  I probably wouldn’t have met Skip.  In short, I wouldn’t be me.  I would most 

certainly not be the killer musician and singer I have become.  OK, that last thing is 

meant as a joke.  Still, it kind of makes you think about how significant those random 

decisions you make along the way can become.  Heavy. 

 

Finally, a word about the accuracy of the Kamp Report. I’m pretty sure the things I 

describe in the report actually happened.  I do a lot of fact checking for various elements 

of the report, but I might miss something along the way.  The timing might be off a tad 

and certain events might be out of order.  Sleep deprivation tends to warp the temporal 

aspects of memory. As Skip is fond of saying, the Kamp Report describes what I 

remember and how I remember it.  If it didn’t happen this way, it should have. 

 

To all of you who attended Kamp this year, thanks for making it the best week of my 

year.  I hope you enjoy the report.  

 

The End 


