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welcome mat

MISSION
To promote, encourage, and provide an 
alternative voice for the great local music that
is generally overlooked by the mass media;
namely the genres of alternative country,
Americana,  roots, folk, blues, gospel, jazz, and
bluegrass. To entertain, educate, and bring
together players, writers, and lovers of these
forms; to explore their foundations; and to
expand the audience for these types of music.

Alternative country, Americana, roots, folk,
blues, gospel, jazz, and bluegrass music newsTROUBADOUR
SAN DIEGO

SAN DIEGO TROUBADOUR, the local source for
alternative country, Americana, roots, folk,
blues, gospel, jazz, and bluegrass music news,
is published monthly and is free of charge.
Letters to the editor must be signed and may be
edited for content. It is not, however, guaranteed
that they will appear.

All opinions expressed in SAN DIEGO
TROUBADOUR are solely the opinion of the
writer and do not represent the opinions of the
staff or management. All rights reserved. 

ADVERTISING INFORMATION
For advertising rates, call 619/298-8488, e-mail
lizabbott@cox.net, or visit www.sandiegotrou-
badour.com

SUBSCRIPTIONS are available for $30/yr.
Send check payable to S.D. Troubadour to:
San Diego Troubadour
P.O. Box 164
La Jolla, CA 92038

WHERE TO FIND US Can’t find a copy of the
San Diego Troubadour? Go to
www.sandiegotroubadour.com and click 
on FIND AN ISSUE for a complete list of 
locations we deliver to. 

SUBM ITTING YOUR CD FOR REVIEW
If you have a CD you’d like to be considered for
review, please send two copies to: San Diego
Troubadour, P.O. Box 164, La Jolla, CA 92037. 

SUBM ITTING A CALENDAR LISTING
Email your gig date, including location, address,
and time to info@sandiegotroubadour.com by
the 22rd of the month prior to publication.
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by Frank Kocher

Acoustic folk music fans are in for a
treat on February 5, when Montana
singer-songwriter Judy Fjell will

perform at a concert along with local
favorite Peggy Watson and special guest
Lisa Sanders. The show is set for Christ
Lutheran Church in Pacific Beach at 4761
Cass Street, 7:30pm; admission is $10.
Parking is free and reservations can be made
at 858-270-7922. In addition to the concert,
Fjell will also be conducting workshops at
the church on February 6 and 8, and she
will lead a worship service at a Kensington
church on February 7.

Judy Fjell has been performing for many
years for a wide variety of audiences; her
show is billed as “Songs of Heart and Power.”
She has a well-deserved reputation as a musi-
cal activist, having performed at folk festi-
vals, fundraisers, women’s conferences, cof-
feehouses, peace marches, and other events
from the Northwest to New York. 

“Judy was an important part of the early
folk and women’s music circuit and has
expanded into women’s music camps, found-
ing Voice-Centered Education workshops
and, in her latest phase, as a musical lay
minister. Wherever she’s been in her career –
from blues and ballads to rock licks – Judy
distills all the various pieces of life into
gold,” said concert organizer Masa Goetz.

Her local appearance will include two
workshops. “Finding Your Musical Voice”
will take place February 6, 1-3:30pm, at the
Pacific Beach church, with a sliding dona-
tion of $10 to $30 (reservations: 858-270-
7922). This experience is intended to help
participants transform their feelings about
their singing voices by freeing their voices
in song; it will include pointers on relaxing
and caring for the voice as well as increas-
ing vocal range. No experience or talent is
necessary – it is “for hesitant, terrified, out-
of-practice, or curious singers.”

On February 8, a second, free workshop
will be held at the same facility, 1-3pm. This
“Empowerment with Music for Seniors” will
feature Fjell leading interested seniors in
singing, music, and meditation for emotion-
al grounding and well-being with a message:
“I care about you and who you are.” No
reservations are needed for the free event,
and there is ample free parking.

For years, Fjell has been extensively
involved in a musical ministry for churches
and fellowships in the Northwest. On
Sunday, February 7, 10:30am, she will lead
the service at Fraternal Spiritualist Church,
4720 Kensington Drive in San Diego. 

San Diegan Peggy Watson will open the
Friday concert. She is no stranger to the
local acoustic music scene, as her singing
and songwriting are known for bridging the
gap from folk to pop and jazz. Her CDs,
including In the Company of Birds, reflect
this talent in her delivery of haunting con-
temporary folk melodies, pop ballads, and
quirky jazz standards. Her treatment of some
of these favorites gives them a classy touch
of the past with a sound that is all her own. 

Lisa Sanders will also appear as a special
guest performer. Sanders started out in
Philadelphia, worked writing jingles in L.A.,
and then moved to Poway. She found suc-
cess on the local coffeehouse circuit and has
been awarded two San Diego Music Awards
as best acoustic artist. Her soulful vocals
have appeared on five CDs, including Isn’t
Life Fine and Hold on Tightly. 

“Lisa has an amazing range of styles,”
Goetz said. “She can remind you of a
smooth ’60s pop idol and the next minute
break into a raucous, get-down, gospel-
tinged blues.” Sanders has opened for B.B.
King, Paul Simon, Sting, Lucinda Williams,
and other performers. She has also appeared
at the Lilith Fairs in San Diego and
Phoenix.

Folk Concert and Workshops to Feature
Judy Fjell, Peggy Watson, and Lisa Sanders

Judy Fjell

Lisa Sanders

Peggy Watson
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by Richard Cromelin

Gerald McCabe, a furniture designer
whose passion for woodworking and
love of music led to the creation of

the Santa Monica folk music institution
McCabe’s Guitar Shop, died Sunday, January
17, in Eugene, Ore., two days after suffering
a heart attack. He was 82.

McCabe left his namesake operation
before it became celebrated for the intimate
concerts that have been held there for
decades, but in its earliest days the store, on
Pico Boulevard a block west of its current
location, played a crucial role in the evolu-

tion of the Southern California folk music
community.

The narrow storefront became a magnet
for folk fans and musicians who had few
other places to gather. It was a place to find
song books and Folkways albums, get a gui-
tar repaired or sample an instrument.

Guitars, banjos, mandolins and exotic
hybrids hung on the walls, each bearing a
printed flier with the warning, “Refrain from
clutching to bosom.” It was a rule that was
rarely enforced, enabling patrons such as a
13-year-old Ry Cooder to access a new
world.

“Musicians were in there all the time,”
the guitarist and record producer said this
week. “I’d take the bus home from school
and drop in in the afternoon and sit there
and basically wait to see who’d come
through the door. A lot of bluegrass players
came through. That’s where I first encoun-
tered the White brothers, Roland and
Clarence.

“It was fascinating for me to see people
sit down and play something really good
that you wanted to learn. The idea that you
can sit a couple of feet away from somebody
who’s good and watch them do it, that’s a
way to be imprinted in that kind of work.

“If it hadn’t been for McCabe’s, I don’t
know what I would have done. I might not
have been able to learn enough soon
enough, and I might have gone over to sack-
ing groceries or delivering pizza. God only
knows what.”

But as McCabe’s stature grew and its
ambitions expanded into offering music les-
sons and then concerts under McCabe’s part-
ners Walter Camp and Bob Riskin, its
founder kept much of his focus on a design
career that became increasingly prominent.

A free spirit, he also restored and sailed a
tugboat, built a home in Santa Monica
Canyon, taught design at area universities
and art schools, became a yoga instructor
and repaired Citroen automobiles.

“Jerry was just a singular person,”
McCabe’s current owner, Riskin, said this
week. “He had great enthusiasms.”

Gerald Lawrence McCabe was born in
Long Beach on Jan. 30, 1927. After graduat-
ing from Long Beach Polytechnic High
School, he served in the Navy during World
War II. He earned a bachelor’s degree at
UCLA and a master’s at Cal State Long
Beach, both in fine arts.

McCabe opened a custom furniture busi-
ness in Santa Monica in the mid-1950s. His
first wife, Marcia Berman, was a successful
folk singer, and soon her friends were bring-
ing their instruments to McCabe and asking
him to repair them.

That inspired him to open the guitar
shop, at 3015 Pico Blvd. Camp became the
first employee and introduced a table,

chairs and coffee pot. An ethnomusicologist
named Ed Kahn had the book and record
concession.

With folk music’s popularity growing,
business was booming by 1963, but McCabe
was concentrating on his furniture design,
and eventually sold his interest in 1986.

McCabe’s work was featured often in The
Times’ weekly Home magazine and was reg-
ularly showcased in the Pasadena Art
Museum’s series of California Design
exhibits. A famous Julius Shulman photo-
graph of Pierre Koenig shows the architect
standing near a McCabe-designed stereo
cabinet.

“Jerry was a very big personality, and he
was a really great spirit who loved life,” said
Gerard O’Brien, owner of the Reform
Gallery, a Los Angeles space that includes
McCabe’s work.

“He wasn’t held down to one particular
area. What’s interesting when you look at his
furniture design is what a wide swath he
cut. His earlier work is much more Case
Study like, very architectural. . . . And then
as he went on, he became much more inter-
ested in the craft side of things and started
to do a lot of solid wood furniture. . . . It
was letting the wood speak for itself and just
being a very functional solid thing.”

McCabe’s daughter Hally McCabe said
that her father attributed his individualistic
sensibility to a physical condition. “My dad
was dyslexic, and one thing he would
always say was that his dyslexia helped him
see things in a different way. He always was
very proud of that.”

McCabe lived and worked at studios in
Venice for most of his career, then moved to
San Pedro in the late 1990s. He was diag-
nosed with Alzheimer’s disease in 2004, and
he soon moved to Eugene to be closer to his
daughters.

McCabe’s four marriages all ended in
divorce. In addition to his daughter Hally, he
is survived by another daughter, Molly
McCabe; his sister Janet Owens; and two
grandchildren.

Richard Cromelin/Los Angeles Times,
Copyright© 2010. Reprinted with permission.
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Gerald McCabe

McCabe in 2000

M CCABE’S GUITAR SHOP IS A
SPECIAL PLACE

McCabe’s is now a Southern California
institution. Like an old friend, it’s been
home to touring musicians as well as
supportive launchpad for aspiring local
ones. It’s frequently been more than
just a stage, serving as a catalyst for a
song, an album, a band, a friendship,
not to mention a place where countless
musicians recorded their live albums.

McCabe’s celebrated its 50th
anniversary in 2008, marked by a con-
cert at UCLA featuring performances
by a long list of well-known artists
who are part of the McCabe’s musical
family.

Following are stories from several
artists who shared their stories about
their time spent at this legendary
venue.

Chris Sm ither
There are only a handful of places in
the country where I consistently walk
in and feel welcomed, comfortable, and
like an artist. McCabe’s is at the top of
the list.

Richard Thom pson
You look at the pictures on the wall,
and there’s Willie Dixon, Joni Mitchell,
an obscenely young-looking Jackson
Brown, and Ry Cooder aged about 16,
and you know this place has served a
special function on the history of
music. This is where you buy your first
instrument, take lessons, get your
strings, and get your repairs done,
besides watching some inspirational
music. To provide this kind of focus
for the community isn’t easy and takes
perseverance, acumen, and imagina-
tion; and while others have come and
gone, McCabe’s has become a fixture
that’s impossible to imagine living
without. 

Dan Navarro
McCabe’s was the center of my musical
universe in the mid-’70s when I was
starting out. I was a spectator then,
hearing my deepest core artists play
the music that made them (and me)
tick, all in that wood-walled back
room, so rich and warm and so very
real. Thirty years later, it’s Eric and me
on that sane stage in that same back
room, walking in the footsteps of
giants, playing on their home court.
No shows I’ve ever done have ever
meant more.

M ort Sahl 
In 55 years, I’ve worked everywhere.
I’ve been there [at McCabe’s] probably
a dozen times. This joint, in the Jewish
word, has mashuma, it’s soul.… It’s the
most soulful place I’ve been in since
the hungry i [in San Francisco].… The
thing you can do there, and it’s not
really popular among the comedians, is
not to provide escape but to confront
people with the facts, and when you do
that, it comes out funnier. The audi-
ence contributes a lot in that club. You
[as a performer] might think of your-
self as a flower, but you need rain. And
the audience always provides it.
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THE LOU CURTISS SOUND
LIBRARY M OVES FORW ARD

In 2007 the Lou Curtiss Sound Library
Digitization Project began with a grant
to work on the first 420 reels (sound

recordings in the old reel-to-reel format)
in the library, which included material
recorded at the first nine San Diego State
Folk Festivals (1967-1975). Also included
were concerts put together or co-spon-
sored by Lou Curtiss at Folk Arts Rare
Records, the Heritage and other coffee-
houses, field recordings done by Lou
Curtiss at other festivals (Sweets Mill,
Fresno, etc), plus some rare transcription
recordings and miscellaneous stuff worthy
of presentation. Also preserved were 50
reels of material from the late Sam
Hinton’s collection going back to the mid
’50s and concert material from the Sign of
the Sun bookstore in the early 1960s. The
funds from that grant are now depleted
but the work of the digitization project
has only just begun. Yet to be worked on
are nearly 2,000 reels and video tapes that
should be in this collection.

Now, what is being done with this
material? Well, copies are going to the
Library of Congress to a special “Lou

Curtiss Sound Collection” that will be set
up (the first 420 reels are already on their
way). Copies will also go to the
Department of Ethnomusicology at UCLA,
which will be setting up a digital sound
library downloadable to the public.
Copies of the digital library will remain in
San Diego for now with me and hopefully
something will be done about preserving
the collection locally. We have applied for
a second Grammy grant for 200 more
reels and we’ll know sometime in March
whether that is forthcoming. Meanwhile,
the whole project is stalled while we wait
to see if the money comes in. That’s what
I want to talk to you about. We need
HELP!

Currently, the digitization is being
done by Russ Hamm and myself and that
is pretty much covered when there is
grant money to take time from our jobs
and do this work, but the problem is
always money. The non-profit group San
Diego Folk Heritage has been our money
handlers and for that we are grateful but
this time between grant money is time we
should be spending on the project and we
just can’t. What we need is additional
funding and someone to work on fund
raising for us. Concerts could be organ-

ized and donations to San Diego Folk
Heritage: Lou Curtiss Sound Library could
be made. I know there are so many causes
worthwhile to donate to these days, but
I’ve spent over 40 years putting together
shows for San Diego audiences and I had
what I figured was the good sense to tape
an awful lot of those shows along the way.
I figure those shows deserve to be pre-
served.

So, what still needs to be copied?
Well, start with the rest of the San Diego
State Folk Festivals (1975-1987), the San
Diego Blues Festivals in 1977, 1979, 1980,
and 1995, The remaining concerts were
held at Folk Arts Rare Records and their
continuing series at Orango’s Natural
Foods, Hand of God Pottery, Normal
Heights United Methodist Church, and
other locations. Starting in 1994 we start-
ed video taping large portions of the
Adams Avenue Roots Festival and the
Adams Avenue Street Fair as well as some
of the early San Diego Folk Heritage
Festivals. The tapes go up through the
portions of those festivals’ histories that I
worked on. Also, since word got out
about the first grant, several people have
come forward with their own tapes from
some of those events that will fill signifi-
cant holes in places we had not thought
were covered. Particularly I’m talking
about the late Ted Theodore’s tapes of
interviews and portions of workshops at
various San Diego State Folk Festivals and
the late Ed Cormier who always put up
musicians for us and then taped them at
late night jam sessions and informal pick-
ing (giving us a perspective we might not
have had). Others have come forth with
material we had thought lost forever. All
of this needs to be gone over and added to
the digital library where appropriate.

Other material is out there and some
of it may yet show up. Wouldn’t it be
wonderful if we could find recordings of

that mid-1940s folk festival in San Diego
that Leadbelly played at or late 1930s
recordings of Woody Guthrie and Lefty
Lou over one of the Tijuana border sta-
tions or other significant parts of San
Diego and Southern California’s musical
history? One of Los Madrugadores’s radio
shows would be wonderful, or maybe
something recorded at Joe Liggens’ Night
Club. Not only do we need folks to work
on fund raising, we also need folks to do
field work, talk to people who remember
the musical scene here, and discover what
else is around that I haven’t gotten to.
Collectors have things that they often are
reluctant to share. I know of a collector
that has a bunch of transcriptions of
Stuart Hamblen’s late ’30s radio broadcasts
and I’ve never been able to get him to let
me copy them. I have a 16-inch transcrip-
tion turntable and I can copy this stuff.
The digital copies should be part of this
collection! If you have anything on tran-
scription discs that you have questions
about, drop by my store and we’ll check
them out. I’m at 2881 Adams Ave. and I’m
usually here 9am to 5pm weekdays (10am
to 5pm weekends).

I’d maybe like to start a monthly meet-
ing where we could get together and listen
to some of this stuff, talk about it, learn it
(if you want), and pass it on. I’ve picked
up a fair knowledge of things about old
time music and I know other people who
know a fair amount too. Most of them
(including me) are more than willing to
bend your ear about it. It’d be nice if
someplace more or less close to my shop
opened up to having a Lou Curtiss Sound
Library: Musical Listening Place once a
month. What do you all think? Let me
know. It’d be nice if it was at a coffee-
house. 

One of the ideas I had for a “Lou
Curtiss Sound Library” fund raiser was an
ethnic band concert. I already talked to

Yale Strom (leader of fine klezmer music
in San Diego) and the San Diego Cajun
Playboys in the affirmative. I talked to
Claudia Russell who was going to look
into getting us the hall at City College
and that’s as far as it’s gotten. I’d love to
get a good Irish Ceili (maybe Siamsa
Gael), a Mexican band (maybe Los
Alacranes), and another group from either
Chinese, Japanese, or other far eastern
origin, or maybe African (what ideas do
you have?). At any rate, we really need
somebody to take over the planning of
these things and get going on them as
soon as possible.

So that’s the story. I feel like I’m part
of an exciting adventure novel with the
last three or four chapters missing and I
want to write them myself but I just can’t
do it. Bless Russ Hamm for coming along
when he did and, over the years, Richard
Schurch, Bob Pillow, Ken Kramer, Ted
Theodore, and all the others who taped
stuff for me. The work goes on and San
Diego’s musical legacy will be organized
so that coming generations can listen to
it. Please help if you can.

Recordially, 

Lou Curtiss

Recordially, Lou Curtiss

Lou Curtiss
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by Paul Hormick

The time was when North Park fea-
tured only a few bright spots in an
otherwise dull landscape of sec-

ond hand shops and businesses that
would cash your payroll check for a fee.
The most exciting thing possible in one
of San Diego’s oldest suburbs had been
making your bus transfer on time. But
over the years North Park has become a
vibrant community that features art and
night life. Ray at Night draws hundreds
to the monthly arts celebration, and an
empty theater has been restored and revi-
talized together with the San Diego Lyric
Opera. Residents and visitors now have
the choice of great night life and food at
the Linkery, True North, and Urban
Solace, and that’s only in one block. The
transformation has been so complete that
last year the New York Times, yes the great
grey lady of record, published a feature
describing North Park as a great travel
destination. 

With her Queen Bee’s art and perform-
ance space, Alma Rodriguez is adding to
this North Park buzz. Debuting about 14
months ago, Rodriguez and her team of
enthusiasts and artists have been busy
with nails, hammers, and paint, sprucing
up a colonial-modern style building on
Ohio Street just off of University Avenue.
“It’s been a lot of work,” she says. “But it’s
also been exciting.” 

Rodriguez had been the proprietor of
Hot Monkey Love, a behemoth of an
establishment in East San Diego where
dancers stepped and swayed to nights of
tango, salsa, and hip-hop. “I was getting
noise complaints, and I wanted to make a
change for the community,” Rodriguez
says as she explains her move from the
East San Diego to her present venue. The
dancing continues at the Queen Bee’s, but
the mix and music has changed a bit.
“I’ve wanted to concentrate on youth,
particularly young musicians, mostly
musicians from 15 to 25 years old,” she
says. The music, dancing, and other activ-
ities occur Wednesday through Monday,
including a once-a-month Steampunk
concert/dance, which combines all the
best elements of Victorian industrialism
with 1950s science fiction. The Zumba
dance class is on Tuesday, with an open
mic on Monday that includes anything
from music and spoken-word perform-
ance, to train-of-thought improvisations,
to comedy.

For close to ten years Rodriguez has
managed some sort of coffeehouse, per-
formance, art venue. In 2001 she opened
the original Hot Monkey Love on El
Cajon Boulevard in the San Diego State
University area. With its various icons of
chimpanzees and other primates adorning
walls and filling up the nooks and cran-
nies, the place saw many nights of won-

derfulness. A Thursday night jazz jam
attracted jazz lovers as well as SDSU
music majors testing out their chops
alongside some greatly seasoned pros.
Daniel Jackson was often there with his
saxophone or playing piano. San Diego’s
veteran songster Joe Rathburn hosted the
Folky Monkey, a weekly showcase of
singer/songwriters. “Having a space like
that was always in the back of my mind,”
says Rodriguez, who had spent years
working as an event coordinator in her
hometown of Miami, Florida. She saw the
Hot Monkey Love as an asset to her fami-
ly. “I started the Hot Monkey Love
because I wanted my kids to grow up in a
good environment. I also liked the idea of
having a family-owned business. I wasn’t
interested doing anything corporate.”

Rodriguez wears platform heels, but
her diminutive frame is still towered over
by the Queen Bee’s support staff. She has
dark brown eyes, and her black hair has a
touch of grey. She speaks softly and in a
slow, measured way. She says that San
Diego’s best-known free weekly inadver-
tently christened her new venture. “When
the word got out that I was taking over
the lease here, they ran a column about it
in the Blurt section of the San Diego
Reader. The headline said ‘Queen Bee
moves to North Park.’ It sounded like a
good name, so I just thought we would
go with it.”

Dancers have an extra incentive to visit
the Queen Bee’s. What had once been
worn vinyl flooring is now a dance floor
of new wood laminate that gives a spring
to the step of any swing dancer or hip
hopper. And it’s a big dance floor at that,
a 1,800 square foot ballroom type of
expanse. And brightening up one wall of
the dance hall are large color photographs
of northern Italy, which swim with warm
hues of ochre and azure. An area almost
as large as the dance floor holds the stage,
equipped with a drum set and goes-up-to-
11-sized twin speaker cabinets that loom
over the room. Large and fanciful draw-
ings that flow into each other serve as the
stage’s backdrop. “The stage wasn’t in the
best shape when we got here, and we had
to do a lot of work on it,” says Rodriguez
as she examines the structure’s lip. Off to
one side of the stage is another large
room that musicians can use as a green
room. Couches and chairs are strewn
about. The fabric and canvases that fill up
the corners and tables in the room reveal
that it is also used as an art space.
Different projects lie about in various
stages of completion, and a graffiti-style
mural of a female figure stretches across
one wall.

Looking just like those bank vaults in
the old movies with James Cagney and
Edwin G. Robinson, a marine green door
about a foot thick stands ajar. With all the
aura of seriousness and commerce,

Rodriguez pulls the door open, and it
glides slowly and silently on its huge
hinges, opening onto a small brick lined
room. Back in the 1930s when North
Park was the new and shining suburban
jewel of San Diego, this building was
home to Dixieline Lumber, and this was
the vault that kept the money was kept.
It’s about as big as a pantry, but rolls of
different colored fabric and other art sup-
plies fill the space instead of canned
goods and noodles.

The painted canvases and other art-
work reflect the interests of Rodriguez,
who holds a degree in graphic arts. As
she points out the work that she and oth-
ers have completed at the Queen Bee,
artists come and go, retrieving supplies or

dropping off their creations. Toward the
back of Queen Bee’s is a room that is the
workspace of Owen Burke who, going
back two months ago, has become the
Queen Bee’s resident artist.

Burke is a self-taught luthier. Hanging
on the dark and bare wooden walls of his
workspace are all sorts of musical instru-
ments that he has acquired or built. They
all have strings and tuning pegs, but after
that the similarities end. Most of them are
small and look like guitars with curly-
cues and other curious embellishments.
Burke has been repairing or making
musical instruments most of his life. He
says, “When I was in junior high I’d go
and buy broken instruments at pawn
shops, ones I could get for around ten
dollars, and I’d repair them. As a kid I
had been good at taking things apart, so
then I was getting good at taking them
apart and putting them back together.”
With both of his parents working as inte-
rior decorators, Burke was surrounded by
art and other stimulating creations. He
was also drawn to the music that was a
big part of the scene during the sixties
when he came of age. He learned to play
the drums and considered living the life
of a musician, but the downside of a
working performer, such as spending
long periods of time on the road, con-
vinced him that his life was better spent
as a musical builder than a performer.

Rodriguez and Burke have known each
other for about nine years, the two having
met when Burke was part of the local
band, José Sinatra and the Troy Dante
Inferno, and performing at the Hot
Monkey Love from time to time. A bit of
serendipity led to their present collabora-
tion. “I was painting condos downtown
when I ran into Alma at the Ralph’s down
there,” says Burke. “She told me that she’d
gotten a hold of this great historic build-
ing. I had known Alma from performing
at both of her previous venues. I met with
her and the landlord here and I liked their
commitment to the community, that they
wanted a community center, not just
another bar or coffee shop. They wanted
it to be an asset to the community.”

Among the instruments hanging on the
walls are Burke’s most recent enthusiasm,
an instrument that he both designed and
now produces. It has a long fretted neck
and a body akin to a drum head, like a
banjo, but its four stringed are tuned like
a ukulele, He calls his creation a banjuke.
They sound like ukuleles, but louder and
fuller. “This hybrid of the two instru-
ments has been around since the 1920s,”
he says, but adds that he has come up
with innovations of his own, such as

using nylon instead of steel strings. “It’s
very easy to play, and it combines the best
features of both instruments. It’s much
lighter than other instruments, and you
can take it just about anywhere.”

Rodriguez’s community involvement is
not confined to what she can do on her
own. Next month she will take part in the
annual the ninth annual San Diego Indie
Fest, in North Park, with the Queen Bee’s
serving as the venue for the festival’s
independent film series. “It’s going to be
great to be a part of the festival with our
new large room to show the films in,” she
says. She is a member of the North Park
Business Association and has gotten
involved with the farmers’ market that
North Park hosts every Thursday after-
noon.

She chooses the musicians who per-
form for the shoppers as they stroll the
aisles of fresh produce and hot dishes of
Mexican and North African cuisine in the
CVS Pharmacy parking lot. Burke says,
“We want to feature some of the local
performers. We want to turn the whole
thing into a community event.” Burke
and Rodriguez, along with her business
partner Jeff,  share a booth with and pro-
vide a small PA system for the musicians.
Along with the performances, shoppers
can examine some of Burke’s and
Rodriguez’s merchandise and educational
material as well as take a trial strum on a
banjuke. If anyone is interested in learn-
ing the ukulele, they are also able get
their first lesson free of charge from
Burke at the market. The lesson covers
the banjuke as well as ukulele.

“Originally I started doing this with the
Hot Monkey Love because I wanted to be
with my young teenage kids,” Rodriguez
says. “They’re all in college now, but the
work continues, and we have a bigger
mission now. From the business here, 18
percent of the profits go to Photocharity,
a San Diego organization that works to
help homeless children. My emphasis is
always on the community, and that hap-
pens here every day. One day this lady
walks in and she sits for a long time, for
hours. Well, I went up and talked to her
and she tells me ‘I need a place to live. I
have no food to eat. I have four kids.’ In a
situation like that you want to help. I got
on the phone and called all the business-
es in the area. I found someone willing to
hire her part-time. I hired her part-time
as well. I wasn’t able to take her in, but I
got her work, and that got her on her
way. It’s all part of the community
involvement.”
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by Mike Alvarez

When one’s musical muse comes
calling, its irresistible siren
song can lead an artist down

many unexpected pathways. Some call it a
soul-searching journey. Some call it an
inevitable destiny. Whichever it turns out to
be, if it’s a true calling, the literal and
metaphorical roads one takes lead to discov-
eries both profound and inspirational.
Oftentimes the lessons are hard, but the
corresponding pleasures can be exhilarating.
Grand Canyon Sundown is the collaborative
effort of two high school friends and the
group of talented musicians whom they
befriended along the way. Paul Cruz and
Dave Farrell are these long-time friends who
grew up in and around and Ramona area.
Both are guitarists and bassists who write
songs and sing. Farrell also doubles on the
mandolin. Around 1996, they encountered a
kindred spirit in singing multi-instrumen-
talist Jason Postelnek, a native of Florida.
According to Cruz, “We had all kinds of
bands. Jason and I once went traveling
around the country as a duo.” Although
having resided in a number of places, he
points out that “Ramona is the common
ground in which Jason, Dave, and I all
played for years. Acoustic guitars, violins,
mandolins, banjos, beers, and so many
memories.” Rounding out the lineup are
keyboardist/vocalist Drew Danforth (lauded
by Cruz as a “phenomenal musician and
singer”) and drummer David Wilkie, who
recently assumed the throne previously
occupied by the band’s old friend Seamus
Steele. Special guest musicians in the studio
and on stage are pedal steel player Doug
Meyer, Junior Torres on harmonica, and
Kevin Kristy on sax.

The band’s name was inspired by the clos-
ing lyrics of the Bob Dylan song “Last
Thoughts on Woody Guthrie.”

And though it’s only my opinion
I may be right or wrong
You’ll find them both
In the Grand Canyon
(At) sundown

Cruz relates with some irony that this
was not the original intention. “I had the
idea of recording some songs one year...no
plan of attack, just go in and put them on
two-inch tape. And one day someone said,
‘Hey, we should play a gig,’ and we said,
‘Okay.’ Then we needed a name. We were
going to call the album Grand Canyon
Sundown and have a different name for us.
But it came time to play and that’s what
came out.” Considering its prestigious ori-
gin, is it an appropriate name for them?
Definitely. Listen to their music. It’s a beau-
tiful confluence of their influences, which

not only include the poetry of Dylan but
also the jam band ethos of the Grateful
Dead, the vocal harmonies of Crosby, Stills,
Nash & Young, the pop hooks of the
Beatles, and the country-rock stylings of the
Eagles, along with a host of many others. 

While Cruz writes the lion’s share of the
group’s original material, everybody takes a
hand in the songwriting. With an irreverent
wit that seems to be his trademark, Farrell
quips, “I’m the primary donkey. Although I
contribute some songwriting, I mostly con-
tribute instrumentation, vocals, and antics.”
As a group, they are very prolific, as
Postelnek reveals, “We try in vain to put out
one percent of the material that we have
collectively.” He explains, “It’s a creative
process from the beginning. The bandmate
who brings the song to the table may out-
line a particular groove, melody, or bassline
that is essential to his interpretation of the
song, but each of us is part of a collective
that channels the song into existence.”
Their songs spring from a variety of sources.
Postelnek relates that one of his best cre-
ative experiences was “writing ‘Violent Seas’
under a full moon at midnight on a canoe
in a pond in the Blue Ridge Mountains.”
Interestingly, it is Farrell who confesses,
“Most of my lyrics are spawned from pain
and discomfort, or nonsense. I have songs
about broken love. I have a song about my
daughters. I’d like to have more songs that
are uplifting or funny.” Cruz is forthright in
crediting local artists John Katchur and Jeff
Berkley for inspiration. After having seen
their performances at Java Joe’s when it was
located in Poway, he committed to becom-
ing a better guitarist and songwriter.
Reflective by nature, he easily incorporates
his experiences and feelings into his music,
as evidenced by an unforgettable trip to the
Rogue River in Oregon, which resulted in
the song “River Roll.” “I have written so
many songs – hundreds of them – it’s like
an addiction. Some I’d heard in dreams the
night before. Some on the road, driving,
hitchhiking, some in crazy places I’ve lived
or been.”

A live Grand Canyon Sundown show can
be many things, from intimate acoustic gigs
to full band performances with guest musi-
cians. According to Farrell, “Our arrange-
ments are always subject to the size of our
band on any given gig and to the way we
feel about them at any given time.” Cruz
agrees, saying, “We do a lot of three-piece
shows. Guitar, violin, and mandolin and
three-part harmonies. We have fun, and the
songs never have an end result.  We always
change them, depending on how we feel the
night is going. We definitely have a jam
band feel, but with a solid core of each
song.” One of their most memorable per-
formances was a full band show at last

September’s Adams Avenue Street Fair. He
recalls it as being “so nice to be on a real
stage with real sound.” In 2007, a gig in San
Francisco made a big impression on all
band members in that it was cut short
before their second song was over. Farrell
cites “volume intolerance” as the reason for
that unfortunate turn of events. Although
they had driven a great distance with all of
their equipment in a trailer, Cruz still fond-
ly recollects that “we had so much fun up
there anyway.” Postelnek leaves no doubt as
to his own favorite performance with Grand
Canyon Sundown, which took place at a
party in Eugene, Oregon, hosted by Ken
Babbs (Merry Prankster, Ken Kesey’s right-
hand man) and Mountain Girl (Kesey’s and
later Jerry Garcia’s ex-wife). “That was more
relevant a moment for me than anything we
have ever done, even if we didn’t play our
best show”.

As a reminder to all that this is a rock
band in addition to an artistic endeavor,
Farrell gleefully relates the account of a
night at the Surf and Saddle in Solana
Beach, which he describes as “super hot and
sweaty.” Much to his satisfaction, the female
contingent of the crowd “ended up hooting
and hollering, telling me to take off my
shirt....I ended up on the dance floor with
my bass, shirtless. Loved it. That’s probably
my most rock star moment.” Yet even
acoustic shows can be a stage for colorful
road stories. They fondly remember per-
forming in Julian with Sara Petite during
which time Jason and Dave had a conflict of
ideas. Although the band continued to play
as if nothing happened, they all laugh when
recalling the expression of disbelief on the
lovely Ms. Petite’s face. Yet Cruz is quick to
point out that “Dave and Jason both can
give each other a hard time, but they are
close friends.”

Ultimately, Grand Canyon Sundown is all
about writing and performing good music.
Farrell playfully declares, “I think we’re just
about ready to hit the big time. I think that
we will be the biggest rock stars of all
time!” When asked, Postelnek agreed that
having a record deal and being able to tour
would be great. Going a little deeper, how-

ever, he feels that they are creating music,
not telling the world anything in particular,
but for reasons that are refreshingly con-
trary. “I think it’s more something we’re try-
ing to tell ourselves or, more accurately,
something we are trying to receive our-
selves.” His response to a tongue-in-cheek
question about world domination is equally
eloquent: “Of course, world domination is
more important than anything else. If the
world domination business was left to the
musicians, poets, and songwriters, the
human race would be evolving toward a
creative leisure lifestyle for all people.
Instead, we have what we have.” Paul Cruz

is characteristically thoughtful when asked
about his ambitions for Grand Canyon
Sundown. “You know, music has gotten me
through so much in my life. I would just
like to give whatever [I’ve received] back.
Maybe they want it, maybe they don’t. I
don’t need to be a rock star or anything. I
would just like to leave something behind
from my life here.” After pausing briefly, he
continues, “We just want to play. My per-
sonal goal is to keep writing and eventually
have a way of recording a good portion of
the songs. We are definitely a songwriting
band when it all comes down to it.”
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Grand Canyon Sundown

broadens its horizons

Paul Cruz

Grand Canyon Sundown 7-piece line up (left to right): Kevin Kristy, David Farrell,
David Wilkie, Paul Cruz, Drew Danforth, Jason Postelnek, Doug Meyer



8 www.myspace.com/sandiegotroubadour

FEBR U A RY  2 0 1 0 SA N  D IEG O  TR O U BA D O U R

parlor showcase

by Annie Dru
photos by Gail Donnelly

player, but I was really involved with that project. It was
a huge undertaking for me, because I was so green, and
I was in this group with the top jazz musicians in San
Diego. Peter had heard me singing, and I guess he liked
it, even though I was green, green! He sort of took me
under his wing. Jazz isn’t something you just pick up
like a guitar and start; it’s pretty complex instrumentally
and vocally.”

I asked how she and Dave came to work together as
a team. Dave says, “We would do jazz gigs, usually with
me playing drums; a trio or something like that.” Robin
adds, “Mostly, we did casuals, so we did variety music;
weddings and things… covers.”

Dave expounds, “My ambition in life has always
been to produce, make records, and so, I’ve cultivated a
roster of people like Peggy Watson and Joe Rathburn.
That’s kind of my love, being in the studio, recording.”
Robin interjects, “Performing is not his thing; that’s one
reason drums were comfortable for him, although now
that he’s playing guitar in this band…” Dave continues,
“Well, I always played guitar. I used to have a solo gig
when I was 16 back in England, at a local pub. I’d walk
across a plowed field with my guitar and play unampli-
fied, no microphone, and sing in this pub. I wasn’t old
enough to even be in there, and the owner paid me in
beer, which still works. I’d play my own stuff, and Stevie
Wonder tunes.” He directs the next comment toward
Robin, “I think I tried to do a Joni Mitchell song
once…” 

time I was singing along to a Joni Mitchell record, and a
girlfriend heard me and said, ‘You should sing.’ I was
doing massage therapy at the time as a career, but she
really encouraged me, so I went to a community college
and took some classes, and then studied with a private
singer; this was up in L.A. When my first marriage ended
and I moved back down here and started attending Mira
Costa College...” Now I could see where this was going.
“I just took music classes; theory, and while I was there,
someone at the college asked me to sing on their song
in a songwriting competition. That’s how I met Dave; he
entered one of his songs, and we met in the green room.
I had a little reggae hat on, because I was singing a
reggae song… I guess he thought that was cute. He had
a girlfriend at the time, but years later…” Dave corrects
her, “A year later.” “Okay, a year later; they had split up,
and that’s when Dave and I got together, but to answer
your question, I’m really not much of a songwriter. I’ve
written some lyrics, but my emphasis has been voice.”

I asked if she ever sang any of Dave’s original mate-
rial. He responds, “We’ve done some, but I’m more of an
opportunistic songwriter; when there’s a project that
needs a song, I’ll write it, but I don’t just sort of sit
down and write songs anymore; I used to when I was
younger.”

“When Dave and I first got together, I was working
with [jazz guitarist] Peter Sprague; that wasn’t Dave’s
genre so much, so we really didn’t work together. On
occasion we would; he’s a drummer as well as a guitar

that stuff in 30 years, so it’s like hearing it done live in
front of them again. We’ve had people say that they
consider themselves big Joni fans, but that they hadn’t
heard some of those songs, and that they were going to
go out and buy the record. We want a kick back!”

Knowing how complicated “some of those songs”
are, and how many bad-ass players recorded on the
recordings, I asked what the line-up was for that first
show. Dave responded, “Well, we had a four-piece band
originally, and it was a tiny room; it would only hold 90
people, and we packed in 90 people elbow to elbow. But
quite quickly the line-up started to expand, and we got
players that were seasoned jazz musicians that could
read really well, and solo really well. It’s become more
of a jazz outfit, because we can stretch on the material
now; songs that didn’t have any improvised sections,
now we bring those in and use them as platforms for
taking it somewhere.” [To Robin] “We could play her
Woodstock maybe…” Robin volunteered a caveat, “It’s a
long version.”

Dave sets it up: “So this arrangement came about as
an idea of Robin’s. It’s almost like a screenplay; you’re
walking along the road towards the festival, and you
meet a fellow traveler along the way. You’re in this kind
of trippy headspace and as you get closer to the festival
itself, it starts to get louder and bigger, and pretty soon
you’re enveloped by the sound.”

At this point Robin interjects, “Now, this is a live
version recorded at a Joni Mitchell festival in Idyllwild.”
As the tape begins to roll, in one of those freakish coin-
cidences, a very loud helicopter from outside the studio
hovers in the general vicinity, precisely at the moment a
beautiful, unearthly electric guitar tone begins to
sound; just a few eerily sustained notes. I ask, “Who’s
that on guitar?” Dave responds in a humble and self-
effacing tone, “I’m the guitarist.” The guitar is slowly
joined by the bass and then the keyboards; everything
very transparent and very open, and jazzy… and then…
and then… the voice. My ears do a double take, because
although their voices are clearly different, Robin’s phras-
ing and slow, wide, and loose vibrato, her clear musical
intention and command of her instrument mirror the
brilliance of Joni’s. 

I catch my breath so I can listen without even the
distraction of my own breathing, because, quite above
and beyond the similarity, the quality of Robin’s voice is
so present, so skillful, so completely without artifice
that it captivates me in an instant. I can honestly say
that I wasn’t in the least prepared for the “world class-
ness” of Robin’s voice before I heard it. “And we’ve got
to get ourselves, back into the ga-ar-ar-ar-ar-den.” She
pauses, and the guitar, bass and keyboards are joined by
the drums, and some very tasty ’70s style jazz solos
ensue.

And then… what’s this… “Pinball Wizard?” Yes!
Dave’s voice joins the fray, “Ever since I was a young
boy…” The crowd cheers wildly. Robin and her back-up
singer join him on “…sure plays a mean pinball!” Then
she’s alone again, and with a new Grace Slick-like growl,
she sings, “By the time we got to Woodstock, we were a
half a million strong.” Switching again to Joni’s angelic
tone to sing the last, ethereal “…back into the garden.”
There’s a pause, then the final chord from the band that
seems to suspend itself above the crowd for an eternity
before the drums crash, and, after a long moment of
silence, you hear the very audible appreciation of the
audience. Wow, I’m stunned.

What next? They run off the stage past security and
into a waiting helicopter to be airlifted out of the mob?
Not quite… It’s Robin’s voice in the microphone again,
“We’re going to take a break… there’s dessert… and
we’ll be back.” “Homey touch,” says Dave drolly.
“Dessert for half a million of you… we’ll buy.” He paus-
es and then says, “So anyway, that’s what kind of a live
band it is; pretty jam-y. It’s jazz people when we want
to do that, or rock when we want to do that.”

I then attempt to get some background information
on each of them singly and as a musical unit, as I didn’t
come to this interview knowing much beyond their repu-
tation for being top flight musicians in this community.
“Are you both songwriters?” Dave says, “Myself more
than Robin. I’ve actually written a book about songwrit-
ing; I used to teach at Mira Costa College. I was teach-
ing a songwriting course, and I couldn’t find a text book
that I liked, so I wrote it. I thought ‘well, what do I
know about this’ so I sat down and wrote it. I’ve been
writing songs since I was about 14 or 15.”

I ask Robin the same question “Well, I didn’t even
get into music until I was in my thirties. I was married
before to a saxophone player, and that was my introduc-
tion to jazz. I didn’t sing in school or anything, but one

allbrook? They live in Fallbrook? Is
that even in this county? Turns out
it is. Way, way up interstate 15, past
Escondido but before Temecula, you
exit at a ramp leading to a four-way
stop in the otherwise pristine rolling
hills and drive down a winding coun-
try road several miles to a little

white wooden bridge. If you’re lucky enough to have
someone waiting to wave you down and guide you in
like I was, you’ll drive a bit farther, through eucalyptus
trees, across crunchy gravel, and end up parked in front
of Dave Blackburn and wife Robin Adler’s recording stu-
dio “whew, made it” and then “ah, this is beautiful.”

The property is gorgeous, with a modern-style
dwelling made of stucco sitting up on a rise where
Robin’s mother lives, and, down a slope, a darling and
very old cottage divided into a duplex accommodating
Robin and Dave on one side, and Robin’s uncle on the
other. This is where Robin grew up, and after years
away, this is where she and Dave decided to make their
home, build their recording studio, and create their
music.

They greeted me warmly – Dave, in his friendly, but
slightly reserved British fashion, and Robin like a long
lost cousin from a mid-western memory. After the pho-
tographer, who happens to be a friend, suggested that
we all pose together for some shots for her personal
album, we chatted briefly to “get acquainted” then down
to business we got. I let them know up front that they
were being interviewed for what my editor calls “the
sweetheart issue” and that I’d be wanting some straight
talk about the intimacy of making music with your lover;
the conflicts (raised voices, slamming doors, tears, bro-
ken guitar strings, etc.) as well as the exalted moments,
when the passion that burns for one’s partner intersects
with one’s passion for making music. I wanted the juicy
stuff. They looked slightly suspicious, but nodded any-
way, and we began.

Robin started “It’s challenging; we definitely get
into some… tiffs, if you will. But on this Joni Mitchell
project, we’ve been doing great; it’s very collaborative;
he’ll listen to me, I listen to him.” Dave responds “We’ve
had this band for four years now. Robin said to me
‘Wouldn’t it be fun to do a gig where we did just Joni
Mitchell music?’ because we’re both life-long fans. So I
thought, yeah, that would be great. The next thing I
know, she’s booked a gig about two months down the
line, and we haven’t even begun yet, haven’t learned
any music! Well, that lit a fire and we had to get busy.
Now, four years have gone by and we’ve done a lot of
material; done our own arrangements, traveled; we went
to England last year, and we plan to go this year to
England and Scandinavia to play.” I asked if there are
big Joni Mitchell fans in Europe, and Dave said, “Well
certainly in England. We have contacts, so we’d like to
do some house concerts there.” 

Robin continues “We’re really a big part of the
online Joni Mitchell fan community. Her website is
maintained by fans; the JMDL, or Joni Mitchell discus-
sion list. The way we got hooked in, is that when we did
our first Joni concert in Fallbrook, somebody from the
JMDL saw the notice in the Fallbrook paper [they’re con-
stantly searching the internet to see if anyone’s doing
anything] and that’s how they discovered us and started
listing our concerts on the front page. It’s like belonging
to AA or something; if you’re in England, or wherever,
there’s likely to be a group of people interested in
attending a Joni Mitchell tribute concert.”

I asked how that first gig went, which they only
had two months to prepare for. Dave said “Well, looking
back it was pretty rough, but at the time it went over,
and was really popular, it was packed.” Robin adds, “It’s
the most popular musical thing we’ve ever done.” 

I asked how they decided which Joni songs to do
that first show. Dave said, “We just kind of went with
what we liked, and what we could pull together in a
short time.” Robin adds, “We decided to do a chronology
of her music just to show the breadth of her artistry. It
was kind of educational; in fact all of our concerts have
a little bit of that because we talk about her. It’s inter-
esting because we do the early stuff, the stuff when
she’s going into the jazz period, and we do the obscure,
unpopular jazz repertoire. Even though Joni Mitchell fans
came to the concert, they really learned something, even
about her music. There are people who followed her to a
certain point and then didn’t like the direction [she
went] but at every concert people come up and say ‘I
heard things I’ve never heard.’ It reignited their inter-
est.” 

Dave pipes in, “A lot of people haven’t listened to

F Robin Adler &
Dave Blackburn
Robin Adler &
Dave Blackburn
breathe spirit and soul into the
music of Joni Mitchell
breathe spirit and soul into the
music of Joni Mitchell



He continues, “As time went on, I made drums my
performing instrument, and guitar became my arranging,
writing instrument. When we got going on this project…
well, the guitar responsibility when you do Joni Mitchell
is pretty huge. You can’t just call somebody up and say,
‘Do you mind playing guitar in our Joni Mitchell band?’
because you have to have about five or six guitars in
different tunings, and it’s a huge undertaking to learn
these songs in the correct tunings. It’s much easier to
hire a drummer than to hire a guitar player; besides, we
sometimes do this show as a duo. It was obvious that I
was going to have to be playing guitar.”

I ask how many guitars Dave takes on stage with
him. “Well I have four, but I often borrow one or two
more, just so there isn’t a bunch of down time. It’s really
hard on the guitars to be constantly changing tuning,
and I hate down time in a show; it’s one thing to chat
with the audience, but if you have to tune, ‘duh duh duh
duh duh...’ If you ever heard any bootlegs of early Joni
from ’67, ’68… it’s a five minute song, and then three or
four minutes of tuning. It’s torture to listen to.”

I mention the only guitar player I’ve ever heard that
makes the tuning process part of the show in an enter-
taining way. “You mean David Wilcox?” Dave asks. I said,
‘No, but you’re right, he does, and I’m a big fan.’ This led
to a several-minute chat about Wilcox, who happens to
be a favorite, followed by a reference to another of their
favorites I was unfamiliar with. “We’re big Jonatha
Brooke fans too; she’s an equal part of that singer/song-
writer, advanced guitarist, great vocal chops…”

“Are those the kinds of songs that you write Dave –
folkie, storytelling songs?” I ask. “Well, yeah, when the
situation calls for it. I’ve written a lot of instrumental
jazz stuff, I’ve written what they call ‘library music,’
which is kind of like stock photography; you write cues
that get used in television, and you don’t necessarily
know where they will be used, but you write music with-
in a certain genre that gets key tags, so that a movie or
TV producer who’s looking for something suspenseful can
find your stuff. I’ve done orchestral music for that; I’ve
written music for plays. It’s kind of what the situation
calls for, but because I play guitar, I’ll often get into
that sort of James Taylor-y kind of mode; I love chords, I
grew up with Stevie Wonder, so I’m often looking for hip
chord progressions.”

Robin proudly highlights her man, “Dave is just a
wonderful musician, and he does know a lot of styles,
which is really fun for me because a lot of jazz musicians
may be very well versed in jazz, but if you say, ‘Well,
let’s do a reggae tune, or let’s do kind of like a Motown
tune, or Philly soul, or something like that… Dave just
knows the grooves, and it’s a lot of fun. He’s not a jazz
soloist, but he knows all these various ‘feels.’”

Dave clarifies, “Some of that comes from playing
drums; I play guitar in kind of a ‘drum-istic’ way,
because I’m always conscious that when you’re playing a
certain idiom, it needs to have this pocket that’s just
right; it’s not just playing the chords to the song, it’s
getting the feel right. I guess even when I’m playing live
I’m producing in my mind; thinking ‘okay, the bass line
needs to do this, and this would be nice in the treble,’
so I’m mixing it while I’m playing.”

I ask Dave how many albums he’s produced for other
artists. “Several dozen, I’ve lost count. Sometimes I’ll be
just the mixer or the mastering engineer. Albums where
I’ve done everything? There have been several dozen of
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those, but there are dozens more that I’ve just done
something on.” “So the ones you’ve done everything on
have been here at this studio?” I ask. “Yeah, but when I
first started out I didn’t really have a studio that was
fully equipped yet to record drums and stuff so I would
go down to commercial studios to do that, but I began
assembling my studio in the late ’80s, so I’ve had a stu-
dio of some sort for about 20 years now; it’s called Beat
‘n Track Recording.”

I ask Dave if he’s friendly with the other engineers
in town. “I actually haven’t met all of them, but I’ve
often heard their work; I think we sort of check each
other out. I know Jeff [Berkley] and Sven [Erik
Seaholm].” He continues, “It is getting hard to get pay-
ing clients; I think most of the other guys would say
that too. So many people have their own rigs now, and
whether or not they’re good at it, they think, ‘Well, I’m
not going to spend the money…’ And record sales are so
poor that you often can’t break even, but you want to
record your stuff, so the days of having to go to a studio
to lay your music down are over. ” 

He continues, “What I offer is more of a complete
thing; I don’t just push the ‘record’ button, I write the
arrangements, sometimes I’ll overdub guitar parts, I’ll do
percussion, I know who to call if you need a cellist. It’s
a mixture of engineering, performing, mixing, contract-
ing, all these various hats that I can offer for ‘one low
price’. I teach guitar too; my main bread and butter is
actually teaching these days. I keep two or three days a
week open for recording; either our own or somebody
else’s.”

I ask Robin about her day gig. “I care for my elderly
mother, because somebody has to be here. With the job
market… truthfully, my only real skill besides massage is
singing.” I comment on her spectacular voice, and how
it must be in demand for session work. “Yeah, people
hire me, but living out here, you kind of get forgotten.
There are some people that I’ve known for years who call
me, but I’m not really in the scene. Once a year Berkley
Hart will call me and we’ll do the ‘O’ Berkley Where Hart
Thou’ show. I have never been that good at the self-pro-
motion thing. I’ve tried, I’ve tried; we’ve made the
demos and sent out the packages and everything. There
are people who are good at it. They just know how to
get on the phone…” “Hustlers,” interjects Dave.
“Hustlers, yes.” Robin agrees. “But it’s just not my per-
sonality.”

“There’s something unseemly about promoting your-
self, too.” says Dave. Robin continues, “It’s also interest-
ing that a lot of these really aggressive self-promoters
aren’t even all that great sometimes. I can do a gig, and
I’ll get a lot of compliments or whatever, and even pass
out cards, but very rarely does it translate into getting
other gigs.” 

I comment that we are living in San Diego after all,
and not L.A. or New York. Dave disagrees. “You talk to
anybody from L.A., and when they do a gig they’re get-
ting 50 bucks. Jazz musicians in New York will play for
30 bucks and have to pay cab fare to get to the gig!” He
pauses, then, “Teaching has worked for me, because
we’re in a small enough town where you can be the guy,
and I love teaching anyway. I’ve been able, through
word of mouth, to build up a steady roster of students,
and so, without having to leave home, I just have peo-
ple come in here four days a week and I teach them. It’s
a great thing for a musician to do, because the schools

have cut all arts and music now, so there are a lot of
parents looking in the phone book.”

Again, Robin toots her husband’s horn, “Dave is a
fantastic teacher. His dad was a professor, and his dad’s
dad; they taught literature. Sometimes I have to come to
the studio, and I hear him with his students; he’s such a
wonderful teacher. The fact that he likes it – there are
musicians that teach who wish they didn’t. Dave enjoys
teaching, and I love that.”

I said, “That’s such a blessing, because I’m curious
about the musicians in the community, and how they put
the puzzle pieces together. It’s not like being an
accountant or a massage therapist. Being a musician is a
multi-dimensional, complicated thing, a living-on-the-
edge experience.”

Dave concurs. “The music business is becoming
worse and worse; CD sales are down, venues are closing,
but if you’re a musician, what are you going to do?
Well, at least [you can] pass what you know onto the
next generation of people who want it. I find it very
gratifying, especially working with a student who ‘gets’
it, who understands that it’s a lot of work, but if they
want it and they are regular about the lessons, they’ll
get there. I have one student in particular who I’ve been
working with since she was 12; She has been performing
her own material at local restaurants as a solo
singer/guitar player since she was 14 and she’s about to
turn 18. Now she sings in our band because she’s so
good.”

I ask Robin if she teaches singing, and Dave pipes
in, “I wish she did! I get asked every week if I know any
voice teachers.” Robin stumbles a bit, then says, “Well, I
guess I don’t… I think, oh, you know, I don’t know how
to teach. I feel like I don’t’ have enough information.”
Dave picks up the ball, “A lot of people think you have
to know everything to be a teacher, but that’s just not
the case. You have to know your craft, you have to be
patient, and you have to explain things to people the
way you wish somebody had explained it to you; that’s
the secret.”

I chance a personal opinion by suggesting to Robin
that she would offer a great deal to a prospective stu-
dent, because not only does she have the technical abil-
ity, but she also brings such a relaxed and natural vibe
to her singing. I offer that, in my experience, many
vocal instructors are coming from an operatic-style back-
ground, which may not inspire or apply to a would-be
folk singer. Dave pipes in, “You tell her!”

Robin listens attentively, then says, “I like that you
hear that because when I sing, I want it to be natural…
and sincere, and emotional. I think that if I were to
teach – and I’ve dabbled in it with friend’s kids – when I
listened to somebody sing, I would be thinking, ‘Now I
want to hear your natural voice, not the latest pop
singer, or something affected; let’s just hear your voice.”

Dave offers this opinion. “I think everybody is very
style conscious these days, because of the way the
media pigeon holes everything. You’re under pressure to
declare your affiliation. Are you a blues singer, are you a
jazz singer, or are you an R&B singer? Once you say,
once you fall for it and answer that question, you’re
expected to sing that way.”

Robin agrees. “Somebody who may not have heard
me will say, ‘Who do you sound like?’ I don’t hear that I
sound like Joni Mitchell; there are certain sonorities and
pitches and things, but I don’t try to sound like Joni.

When I do the performances, I can get into this zone,
because her music is so incredible. Some people will say
‘You’re channeling Joni Mitchell.” Dave contributes, “It’s
just a good fit. This project is a very good fit.”

I add, “Robin, your voice has a higher tonal quality,
and it’s different, but I could be fooled if I wasn’t lis-
tening closely.” Dave rolls the tape again on another
track they recorded for the upcoming album, and we all
go silent to listen to what we’ve been discussing. Then
he says, “I didn’t mean to stop the conversation!” But
music trumps conversation anytime in my book. Play on,
guys.

And so, what about the raised voices, the slammed
doors, the tears… what about the broken guitar strings?
Well, maybe, just maybe, when two hearts come togeth-
er, united by love for the same thing to the point where
egos become extraneous, things like that become unnec-
essary baggage. In the case of these two, it would seem,
this project of mutual passion has bred mutual respect –
for the music of course, but most of all, for one another.

Safaris to the Heart/The Songs of Joni Mitchell by
Robin Adler and Mutts of the Planet is slated for an early
spring release. Check out their website at www.robi-
nadler.com for information on an upcoming CD release
party. 

To contact Dave about lessons or his recording stu-
dio, go to www.beatntrack.net.
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Bluegrass
CORNER
by Dwight Worden

THE BLUEGRASS GUITAR AS A LEAD
INSTRUMENT

Guitar picking of leads and melodies at
breakneck speed evincing powerful tech-
nique and skill, at least in recent years, has
become a key part of bluegrass music.
Nearly all the top bands have strong lead
pickers who shine on solos. But, it wasn’t
always so.

In the heyday of Bill Monroe and his
Bluegrass Boys, the founders of bluegrass
music – in the 1940s and in the golden era
of Flatt and Scruggs in the 1950’s – the gui-
tar primarily served as rhythm instrument. In
his days as a member of the Bluegrass Boys
Lester Flatt would occasionally pick the G run
or some connecting bass notes, but most of
the time he did not play lead, rather focusing
on strong rhythm. Likewise, when Flatt broke
away from Bill Monroe with Earl Scruggs and
founded Flatt and Scruggs, the pyrotechnics
were left to the fiddle, the banjo, and the
mandolin, with the guitar filling a rhythm
role. This was also true of early Stanley
Brothers music as well, wherein Carter
Stanley played great rhythm guitar but
almost never picked a lead, while Ralph
picked furious banjo leads and the other
band members had at it on fiddle and some-
times mandolin.

So, how did we
get to the modern
era where the
guitar became
such a dominant
lead instrument
in bluegrass?
Well, there are a
handful of early
guitar pioneers
who started the
trend. Foremost

among them was Doc Watson who stunned
the world in the early 1960s with his record-
ings of flat-picked guitar leads on fiddle
tunes. Dan Crary, who calls himself “Deacon
Dan Crary,” also released some early record-
ings of flat-picked leads of fiddle tunes.
These two pioneers showed that lead
melodies from fiddle tunes could, in fact, be
played on the guitar if one had the chops to
do so.

The next step in the progression to the
modern era was to demonstrate that not only
could fiddle tunes be picked authentically on
the guitar, but creative improvisation was
also possible. Enter Clarence White in the
early and late 1960s who had a profound
influence on all bluegrass guitar pickers.
Clarence was unbelievably creative, toying
not only with melody lines in his leads, but
also with rhythms and every other aspect of
the music. He created lead solos where the
fiddle tune melody was identifiable – where
the listener went “wow, listen to what he
did to it!” Any serious bluegrass guitar play-
er who has never listened to Clarence White
should immediately remedy that shortcom-
ing! Sadly, a still young Clarence was killed
by a drunk driver in the early 1970s, but he
left behind recordings with the Kentucky
Colonels, the Byrds, and others. After
Clarence left us at such an early age, a
young guitar player not only took up the
bluegrass guitar mantle but also picked up
Clarence White’s Martin guitar, which is con-
sidered the most important guitar in blue-
grass. This young man’s name is Tony Rice.
Tony takes out Clarence’s Martin D-28 and

plays it on special occasions. Otherwise, I
am told, it is in a vault. Building on what
those before him had started, Tony devel-
oped his own style of picking guitar leads
that came to dominate the 1970s, the Hand
of Clarence White ‘80s and into the ‘90s.

His discography of recordings is exten-
sive, having played with virtually everyone
who is anyone at some point in his career.
For decades, young guitar players have cut
their teeth trying to learn Tony Rice licks.
Due to the longevity of his career (which
continues by the way), Tony Rice may well be
the most influential bluegrass guitar player
of all time, but Tony would definitely
acknowledge the debt he owes to Doc
Watson, Clarence White, and the others. 

Finally, then, we enter the modern era
where a bluegrass band pretty much has to
have a hot lead guitar picker to be consid-
ered serious. Witness Brian Sutton and his
unbelievable talent, Tim Stafford of Blue
Highway, Josh Williams, Cody Kilby, and
many others who are doing Doc, Clarence,
and Tony proud. Some have even taken the
bluegrass guitar to its ultimate status: a solo
instrument in its own right. David Grier has
made a career of solo performing – no
singing, no other instruments – just playing
solo bluegrass style guitar; he has an exten-
sive and popular series of recordings to
demonstrate its popularity.

There are some exceptions to the “must
have hot lead guitar” rule, but not many in
modern bluegrass. Del McCoury of the Del
McCoury Band plays guitar in the old style,
limited to rhythm, the G run, connecting bass
runs, and the occasional lead. But, by and
large, a hot guitar lead picker is considered a
“must have.” 

Who are some of the hot local guitar
pickers? Here is my take on that question,
recognizing that others may have their own
favorites. My choices are based on the play-
er’s technical skill, the creativity of what they
choose to play, and how well they contribute
to the overall sound of their band. On that
basis, my “A List” of hot local bluegrass gui-
tar pickers includes, in no particular order:
Richard Burkett, who has a subtle touch and
a bluesy style (he also plays fine mandolin);
Billy Frisbee, who has outstanding technical
chops and can play anything in any style; Joe
Pomianek, who plays first-class leads with
touch and taste; Kit Birkett, who has a truly
unique style of “double picking” leads and
who, in my opinion, does a great job of
anchoring and contributing to the sound of
his band; Mike Williams of the Taildraggers;
and Alex Finazzo, a young player with great
skills and taste.

So, pick up that guitar, listen to some of
these greats, and enjoy the fun.

COMING IN FEBRUARY
A rare chance to see David Rawlings

and Gillian Welch appearing as the David
Rawlings Machine comes February 2 at the
Belly up Tavern in Solana Beach. Visit
www.bellyup.com for tickets and info.

Chris Stuart and Backcountry will appear
in concert February 27, 7pm, at Old Time
Music, located at 2852 University Avenue in
North Park. Workshops will be held before
the concert, starting at 4pm. Visit
www.sdoldtimemusic.com for tickets and
info.

POSITIVELY NAMM

Deep within the Anaheim
Convention Center’s miles of
exhibitor aisles, amongst the

booths and grand displays overflowing
with hardware and software seemingly
everywhere … alongside salespersons,
electrical engineers, company presi-
dents, long-legged picture girls, and
far-sighted innovators, merch-savvy
distributors and knowledge-stuffed pre-
sentations … there was something
new. Don’t get me wrong, I mean I
know that new products, ideas, and
philosophies for success are at the very
heart of the 2010 Winter NAMM
Show’s chief interests; this was defi-
nitely something different. Something
less “concrete,” but nonetheless palpa-
ble. I can only refer to it by what Bob
Marley aptly described as a “positive
vibration.”

2009 was a tough year to be in any
business, much less one that counts
artists and performers among its pri-
mary consumers. Fortunes were lost,
lessons were learned, and many futures
were thrown into the murky abyss of
uncertainty. Still, here was this collec-
tively upward swing in energy, a new
sense of openness and appreciation …
of gratitude and generosity. It was a
beguiling feeling, at once energizing
and comforting, and it made the eight
hours I spent there each day feel like
less than three.

Diamond Guitar Pedals (www.dia-
mondpedals.com) was first to catch my
eye with a clever display designed to do
just that, but it was my ears that really
loved the rich sounds of the company’s
Memory Lane 2 classic analog delay
with tap tempo, modulation, and gobs
of creamy vintage vibe. Also of interest
were the Diamond Tremolo (also with
tap tempo), offering selectable wave-
forms and rhythmic modes.

Another guitar-related product of
note is Arobas Music’s (www.guitar-
pro.com) Guitar pro 6 tablature editor
software, including tools for tabs and
chord charting, amp simulation, tun-
ing, a deep chord library, scale analysis,
speed training and more.…

The iPhone certainly enjoyed its
share of attention, with makers of
desktop music software offering apps
and app-related titles. High-end plugin
maker McDSP offers one of my faves:
Retro Recorder

(www.retrorecorder.com). The app
looks and operates like an old portable
cassette player, with the added benefits
of their proprietary ALX technology,
which essentially uses the company’s
great compression and eq algorithms
to “master” your iPhone/iTouch
recordings, making it the best recorder
app for meetings, dictations, inter-
views, voice memos, and music record-
ings. Meanwhile, drum replacement
wizards Drumagog
(www.drumagog.com) had two excel-
lent small-screen offerings on hand:
the beautiful sounding and incredibly
velocity-sensitive iGOG drum machine
app offers access to a wide array of
multi-sampled kits, with a sequencer
section for programming beats while
waiting at the dentist’s office.
VoiceBand takes things even further
by allowing users to actually sing parts
that can then be assigned to different
sampled instruments for playback; dial
up the bass sound, sing a “doo doo
doo doo” line and hear it played back
by a great sounding bass. Layer sax,
keys, power chords, etc.… very cool!
appOmator (www. appOmator.com)
takes a different approach, allowing
musos to actually create their own
apps. This makes it possible to release
your own album as an app, or have a
kickass iPhone press kit!

Plenty was also happening in the
software world, including the sleek-
looking and sweet-sounding Alloy
from iZotope software (www.
izotope.com), featuring six precision
tools for mixing in one integrated sys-
tem (Equalizer, Dynamics, Exciter, De-
Esser, Transient Shaper and Limiter).
Sure, these tools may not seem so sexy
on the surface, but hearing what the
transient shaper alone can do for the
sound of your snare drum makes this
product one to watch.

Vintage keyboard sounds (particu-
larly the Mellotron and its predecessor
the Chamberlin) were strongly repre-
sented. Nord
(www.nordkeyboards.com) displayed
both Mellotron and Chamberlin
equipped versions of it’s fine Electro 3
keyboard. The playing action on these
keyboards is weighted and buttery,
with an equally smooth sound quality
that is unsurpassed by their competi-
tors. By adding these fine sound
libraries (via sample playback), Nord

has put the Electro 3 in a class all its
own. On the virtual keyboard side,
things get really interesting with the
ominously titled SampleTron from IK
Multimedia (www.ikmultimedia.com).
SampleTron starts with over 600
sounds from 17 models of Mellotron,
Chamberlin, and Optigan keyboards
and adds the ability to further manipu-
late the sound via 32 built-in DSP
effects and three different synth
engines. A powerhouse combo of old-
school sounds and state-of-the-art
tweakability!

On the “And now, for something
completely different” side of things,
Philomuse. (www.philomuse.com) dis-
played musical solutions that were def-
initely outside the box. Muzoracle for
instance, brings the ancient art of tarot
reading and music together, allowing
you to actually “play” your readings
via instrument or online. Musician’s
Dice can be used for composition,
study, and improvisation, as well as
vocal and ear training. Lest one feel
this approach to be friviolous, keep in
mind that Mozart himself often used
dice as a compositional aid.

Finally, the “Coolest Thing I Was
Allowed to Actually Touch at the
NAMM Show” Award goes to: HAPI
Drum (www.hapidrum.com). The
unique and pleasant tone of the HAPI
drum is created by a tuned vibrating
tongues of steel tuned to predeter-
mined scales, and is sort of akin to a
steel drum in the way its notes are laid
out. The tone is similar to singing
bowls or musical bells that create mul-
tiple harmonic overtones and a deep,
exotic and resonate sound. Their web-
site actually has excellent sounding
versions you can play with your
mouse, so check it out … hours of fun!

Other manufactures with new
products that will be covered here in
2010 include Avantone, Celemony,
Shure, SE Microphones, SONY, Fink
Audio, Presonus, and Fxpansion.

Good things are coming … I hope
you feel it, too.

Sven-Erik Seaholm  is an award-winning inde-
pendent record producer, perform er and recording
artist. His com pany Kitsch & Sync Production
(kaspro.com ) provides recording, m astering,
graphic design, consultations, and CD m anufac-
turing services. Call him  at 619-287-1955 to
inquire about special winter rates. Or go to
www.svensongs.com  to see where he’s playing.

Sven-Erik Seaholm

by Sven-Erik Seaholm

Doc Watson

Tony Rice

David Grier
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Radio

Daze
Hosing Down
by José Sinatra

by Peter Bolland

ARTIST, HEAL THYSELF

What exactly do we want from
our artists? The distraction of
entertainment? The clarity of

hard truth? The tingle of titillation? The
scouring release of deep-tissue catharsis?
Maybe what we want most from our artists
is risk.

Artists take risks. They don’t have steady
incomes. They don’t have health insurance.
They don’t own homes. They can hardly
make the rent. They hang all their fears,
hopes, dreams, and fantasies out in the open
for public disdain. They walk into every
room naked. They’re high on a tightrope
without a net. Living vicariously through
our favorite artists anchors us in the realiza-
tion that life is dangerous – a realization
that hopefully propels us to craft our own
best lives. We risk little. But we ask our
artists to risk it all. 

The myth of the artist as noble hero is
not entirely genuine. Sometimes people just
fall into the arts because they’re not very
good at anything else. Too wounded and
self-absorbed to ever stand up straight, the
artist makes a business out of selling their
pain. In many ways the life of the artist is a
life of perpetual childhood. Beholden only
to whimsy and free without a moment’s
notice to walk away from any and all com-
mitments – these are the genetic traits of the
artistic life. Yet despite all the potential for
narcissism and havoc, artists still inspire us
with their fearless commitment to them-
selves, their craft, and the maddening quest
for beauty and meaning.

More than anyone else, Vincent van
Gogh has come to represent the quintessen-
tial archetype of the modern artist.
Articulate, brilliant, visionary, and utterly
mad, van Gogh captures our imagination
like no other. Fluently trilingual (Dutch,
English, and French), a voracious reader,
deeply spiritual, and unapologetically car-
nal, van Gogh lived a little bit larger than
the rest of us. And yet his life was a mud-
dled fog of isolation, poverty, obscurity, and
despair. Were it not for the continual finan-
cial and emotional support of his beloved
brother Theo, Vincent would have accom-
plished little or nothing – as it is, he the
most recognizable, influential and admired
painter on the planet. 

Van Gogh did not invent the marriage
between madness and art (think Goya), but
he certainly perfected it. It is from van Gogh
that we get the now-trite narrative of the
artist who abandons all restraint and sells
every drop of sanity to buy one more inch
on the road to genius. Even a cursory glance
at art history reveals a long list of artists
who flamed out young and died broken,
and in the music business it’s a particularly
crowded club. This is the question: to make
great art do we have to sacrifice everything
else? Does it have to be either/or?

The idea of the artist as genius was born
in the Renaissance with the emergence of
Raphael, Michelangelo, and Leonardo da
Vinci. Before then, painters enjoyed the
social status of laborers. Michelangelo
belonged to a trade union of house painters.

With Raphael, the idea of the artist
became synonymous with genius. Along
came fame, wealth, glory and the birth of
something with which we are all too famil-
iar – celebrity culture. Raphael, like a rock
star, enjoyed every privilege and unlimited
access to every salon, parlor and throne
room. Wealthy nobles competed to be seen
with the young genius. Hard living, megalo-
mania and boundless appetite take their
toll. He was dead at 37. 

Vincent van Gogh died of a self-inflicted
shotgun wound at 37. Jim Morrison and
Jimi Hendrix died from drug and alcohol
abuse at the age of 28. Kurt Cobain killed
himself with a shotgun at the age of 27.
John Keats was only 26. Sid Vicious, 22.

The die was cast. To this day we reward
our artistic masters with infinite wealth,
endless indulgence, and open-ended for-
giveness. Only Michael Jackson can alleged-
ly molest children and simultaneously enjoy
near-universal adulation. 

Must artists, like vampires, entirely aban-
don normal life to gain their heralded pow-
ers? Must they sell their souls? Does the
voracious and parasitic nature of artistic
genius always kill the host? Isn’t there any
other way?

In ancient China a different model
emerged. Perhaps because of the pervasive
influence of Confucianism, the idea of the
individual beholden to no one never really
took hold. The ideal human life was one of
connection, community, humility, responsi-
bility, and cooperation. The single biggest
mistake a person could make was to not be
useful and productive; the greatest shame, to
be destructive to the harmony of the whole.

In ancient China then, the idea of the
artist as celebrity never happened. Art is
just something you do. Everyone is an
artist. When the accounts are balanced,
accountants paint. Housewives design living
spaces. Bureaucrats play music on the week-
ends. Being artistic isn’t reserved for the
petulant few, it is the birthright of every
human being – every meal a masterpiece,
every conversation a poem, every garden a
handmade heaven, every gesture a dance.

This vision of art is a long way away
from the notion of art as self-indulgent and
destructive. Instead, art, like breathing, is
innate and natural. There is no need to
pathologically set it apart from the rest of
life, thereby relegating an entire category of
people – artists – to the confusing and para-
doxical binary status of masterful geniuses
and bumbling knaves. Rather than art being
a way to wrest beauty from nature and place
it on the canvas or in a sculpture or in a
song, art becomes a way of celebrating our
integration with the natural world. Nothing
special. Everything special.

In our culture, the iconic myth of the
starving artist – someone who has given up
the creature comforts to sacrifice it all for
their art – is a vexing, tenacious paradigm
that has long ago outlived its usefulness.
Perhaps it’s time to celebrate a new model –
a model that combines the best of the east-
ern and western paradigms. Maybe you
don’t have to walk away from middle class
comfort to make great art. Maybe it’s okay
to stand on your own without patronage or
poverty. Setting aside some money from the
tip jar for catastrophic health insurance
won’t compromise your artistic integrity. 

We need our artists to take risks. They
inspire us to test the self-imposed bound-
aries of our own lives. But we also need our
artists to teach us how to cultivate the beau-
ties of our own lives. As parents, as profes-
sionals, as butchers, bakers, and candlestick
makers, we want to be shown how to inte-
grate art into real life. As you weave your
intoxicating spells with sound and paint
and clay and words and light, please show
us also how to harmonize the often conflict-
ing energies of our own lives. Dear artists,
we need you to make your own life beauti-
ful and healthy and whole. Are you willing
to take the biggest risk of all – being happy?
As is true for all of us, your life is your
greatest masterpiece. If you would really
serve us, you would find a way to stand
strong on your own while searching fear-
lessly for beauty and truth. We need you to
abandon the sorry notion that only through
your suffering and your alienation can you
create. Drugs, alcohol, poverty, and dysfunc-
tion are not the requisite elements of the
creative life. It’s time to let the lie die. Art,
like any other form of truth-telling, is dan-
gerous. But art, like truth, is also a healing
energy. Show us our pain. But show us also
our infinite capacity to grow and heal our-
selves and heal those around us. It doesn’t
have to always end in misery. Artist, heal
thyself.

Philosophy, Art, Culture, & Music

StAgeS

WHEN IGNORANCE IS BLISS
I had been feeling guilty ever since

Exalted Camel (see Mark 10:25) Pat
Robertson said that God’s retribution was
behind the Haitian earthquake, causing me
to wish Robertson no further fame. Then a
voice spaketh unto my heart, warning me
that without fame, Pat Robertson might
become even more crazy and more 
dangerous. 

Fame seems to be more of a goal for
more people now than at any time in the
history of civilization except for one or two
days in the autumn of 1632. Until now, the
most important aspect of Fame to me was
that it was the title of a pretty nifty song
Irene Cara sang back in the ‘80s. She told
me, in the song, to remember her name,
and damned if I haven’t. But since then,
Fame’s been getting ugly.

I can’t recall any journalist ever taking
on the fundamental evil of each season’s
early “audition” episodes of “American
Idol”; What Teen Dream ignores, what
Hustler Grannies fears, I must expose.
Imagine yourself as the protagonist in the
following fact-based scenario.

Thousands of fame-hungry hopefuls,
most of whom are convinced of their own
supreme talent, wait hour after hour in
some regional stadium to show their stuff
to several tiers of judges. Favorably
impressing the first tier sends you on and
up to the next, your goal being to make it
up to the final tier where you’ll be taped
performing for the biggie judges; your suc-
cess or failure might actually end up on
network television and, if there is justice
in the world, someone will address you
and say, “You’re going to Hollywood!”

Let’s say you were born with unassail-
able confidence in your own vocal talent
although, unknown to you, you possess
absolutely none. Singing has been your
life, and you look forward to saying and
demonstrating that to Simon and Randy
and the others when you reach that final
tier, all sweaty and hungry and sleep-
deprived, your nerves working in overdrive
as you fulfill your destiny.

What you are ignorant of is that you
are completely tone deaf, that your singing
voice’s only decent use would be some
nefarious, secretive one down at
Guantanamo Bay. Throughout your life, you
simply weren’t aware that all of those
accolades you received from your friends
and relatives were bogus. They came out
of sympathy for your having been born
with that extra arm jutting out between
your shoulder blades and that hairy, drool-
ing tiny extra head, which dangles like an
exotic pendant over your collarbone. 

You finally get to sing for the first tier
of judges, who pass you on up to the next
tier, with a sealed envelope containing a
message for the next judges to absorb
(“Keep sending this freak up! Simon might
actually have a friggin’ heart attack and
our ratings’ll go through the friggin’ roof!
cc: Producer/Holy Crap!”)

Throughout the day, as you go from one
judging group to the next, your confidence

only increases.…
At last! You make it to the final phase,

and you sing your song, during which
Simon somehow falls out of his chair. The
last words you hear in that room that day
are his. And you’ll be able, along with sev-
eral million others, to see and hear again
his assessment several months down the
road when it airs in prime time: “Your
voice is even worse than that of my last
girlfriend. Either take up ventriloquism or
terminate your own life as swiftly as pos-
sible.”

The fame you eventually do achieve is
great, brief, and bitter. “American Idol,”
somehow, has made you come off as
somewhat of a freak.

After a few years and unending justifi-
cations, you find yourself hungry for that
tainted attention the show had thrown in
your face(s). Anything, surely, would be
better than this emptiness, this unbeliev-
able psychic poverty, after having once,
briefly, been more famous than anyone at
your school.

Six months later you’re doing the
rounds of talk shows promoting your
ghost-written autobiography, which
recounts in sizzling detail the horror of
your upbringing, revealing the “truth”
about your conveniently deceased parents.
How your father ran a correspondence
school for terrorists. How your mother
would sexually abuse you and say you
weren’t half the man your pet hamster
Condoleezza was. How they revealed to
you, on your fifteenth birthday, that
Condoleezza was your real biological
mother. The public swallows it without
choking, and the book is a sensation for
several months. Your first fleeting come-
back!

Five years later comes your next much-
needed fix when you call the police and
tell them that the little boy down the
street (who never really existed) was
whisked away up into the sky by those
helium balloons you’d brought for him to
play with.

Someday you can become an airline
pilot and when you fake an emergency and
force a “miracle” landing of your 747 in
Lake Miramar, you’ll be a hero.

Opportunities in modern America
become endless. Reality TV will always be
blissfully serving ignorance. A guaranteed
career as a Celebrity Tweeter is always
available, as insurance. 

And you’ll never be alone. In fact, you
share more than you’ll ever know with a
truly unforgettable plaintiff, whom I mar-
veled at on “Judge Hatchett” last week.
All aglow in her imagined radiance of
new-found fame, she screamed across the
courtroom at the defendant (her ex-
boyfriend), her words speaking volumes. 

“You ignant! You ignant! You so
ignant!”

by Jim McInnes

Two Cheers for

Blue Cheer

I
meant to write this piece three months
ago but the holidays and stuff got in
the way.

Blue Cheer bassist-vocalist Dickie
Peterson died last October at the age of 61.
Tonight I pulled out my copies of the first
two Blue Cheer albums and gave them a
spin for the first time in years.

The San Francisco band’s 1968 debut,
Vincebus Eruptum, despite leading off with
the Top 20 hit deconstruction of Eddie
Cochran’s “Summertime Blues,” is a failure
on almost all levels (I know the diehards will
accuse me of not having “ears”).

The recording sounds like it was made
on a four-track tape deck, devoting one
track to all the drums (panned to the
right!), another to the bass (panned to the
left!), one for the guitar and one for the
vocals, and the occasional overdub. It was
recorded in a small Bay Area studio in what
sounds like a single session. In other words,
it was a quickie done to capitalize on the
success of “Summertime Blues.” Apart from
parts of the hit single and a cover of Mose
Allison’s “Parchman Farm,” there is no trace
of melody on the record. Instead, Vincebus
Eruptum is 32 minutes of thin drums, tinny
bass, and howling psychedelic guitar freak-
outs. The only time this LP ever sounded
psychedelic to me was when I listened to it
while on acid in college. Now it just sounds
like freeway pileup. Whether you play
Vincebus Eruptum frontwards or backwards,
it sounds the same!

I like it.
But I don’t like it nearly as much as I do

its late-’68 follow-up, OutsideInside (sic). 
The album’s title gives some insight as to

why this was Blue Cheer’s masterpiece.
“Outside” refers to the fact that some of the
tracks were recorded outdoors, in places
like Muir Beach and a pier on the New York
waterfront, while the rest were laid down
“Inside” various recording studios. The
thinking was that Blue Cheer were so LOUD
that their sound couldn’t be adequately
captured in a recording studio, so it had to
be captured in the relatively echo-free air of
the outdoors. Among the recording engi-
neers was (long-time Jimi Hendrix associate)
Eddie Kramer.

This album is much better recorded. The
drums are more spread out, the bass is fat-
ter, and the guitar tones and FX are crisp
and clever.

This is the real metal rock prototype.
Blue Cheer were nothing if not powerful.
The special foldout cover on the original
release contained a two square-foot black
and white shot of the band onstage, with
Peterson and guitarist Leigh Stephens each
plugged into three Marshall amplifiers with
24 speakers. Drummer Paul Whaley is a blur
on his full double bass drum set. (I had that
picture on the wall of the trailer I rented at
Southern Illinois University!)

Standout numbers include the locomo-
tive “Just a Little Bit,” which was released as
a flop single, “Come and Get It,” “Feathers
from Your Tree,” and a hilarious cover of
“Satisfaction,” which goes from zero to 78
rpm in just over five minutes.

When my wife hears me playing
OutsideInside, it’s usually a matter of min-
utes before she lets me know how much
she HATES it.

That’s when I know it’s awesome!

The piercingly incisive José Sinatra
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highway’s song

by Terry Roland

Picture this if you will: you're walking
peacefully through the serene place
known as Walden’s Forest by the

pond made famous by Henry David
Thoreau. You can smell the virgin scent of
the Northern Oak Pine Trees; the deep
green of the trees is stunning as they reach
high toward the endless sky.… Slowly you
come across two country-blues musicians –
Jesse Fuller and Mississippi John Hurt –
exchanging acoustic blues licks, drinking
Jack Daniels, and singing words that ring
with meaning. But the words come from the
great Transcendentalists of the 19th century
and the the Zen masters. Not far beyond
that, you see a man listening attentively,
guitar in hand, to their music and their
interaction. He listens so he can take his
new insights into the world along with
those beautiful blues-licks. His songs are
stunning in their wisdom and just plain toe-
tapping and head spinning in the guitar
playing that takes the music of Mississippi
John and Jesse Fuller places they never
could have imagined. 

You’ve just encountered the music of
Chris Smither, a veteran of the world of
singer-songwriters for the last 40 years. He
was there in the beginning during the early
70’s with those heady record contracts
signed by the likes of James Taylor and
Carol King, ushering in a new generation of
artists who would often use folk and blues
to point us deeper into personal experience,
introspection, and appreciation in our lives.

Chris Smither was brought into national
recognition with the Bonnie Raitt classic hit
song “Love You Like a Man,” which has
been covered by many female jazz singers
including Diana Krall.

During the time when Dylan was a mys-
tery-ghost during his recovery period from
his motorcycle accident, those who bore the
mark of his influence began to find their
own voices, which often varied far from the
Dylan motif.  It’s significant that Chris’
albums have included many adventurous
Dylan covers, such as “Desolation Row,”
“Visions of Johanna,” and, on his latest
album Time Stands Still, “It Takes a Lot to
Laugh, It Takes a Train to Cry.” Like the Big
Pink/Basement Tapes days of Dylan and the
Band, Chris Smithers brings a modern lyri-
cal acoustic style to an antique form. Time
Stands Still stands among the best of a long
string of award-winning albums that have

been described by most critics as his best
upon release. Such is the consistency and
constant evolution of this distinctive artist.
The new album is a continuation of his
legacy with an engaging folk-blues based,
complex finger picking and lyric-driven
songs that bite with the kind of wisdom
gained from a life of, what he calls “small
revelations.” His insightful lyrics are influ-
enced by the Transcendentalists as well as
Zen Buddhism. Like the Soto Zen tradition,
he mirrors the enlightenment available to us
all in those ordinary miracles he describes
in these gem-like songs which, like most
songs in the American tradition, deal with
heartbreak, redemption, appreciation, and
the irony of those happy accidents we all
experience in everyday life.

In his 40 years on the road, Chris has
taken a solitary path. He has rarely played
with a band, serving only as an accompanist
on occasion. However, his songwriting has
been generous in its flow of wisdom and
shared revelations. Beneath his rough bluesy
voice is the same kind of light and serenity
one might discover on a walk by Walden’s
Pond.

Early last month I had the opportunity
to engage in a phone conversation with
Chris. We laughed as I sat in the shade of a
tree in a city park while he stayed indoors
within the warm shelter of his
Massachusetts home. What follows demon-
strates the generosity and quiet wisdom of
the man.
San Diego Troubadour:So, let’s start with
current events. What are you up to these days. 

Chris Sm ither:Well, let’s see...I released a
new album, Time Stands Still, a few weeks
ago. I’ve been touring, but I’m on hiatus
right now. I’ll start up again soon. I’ll be in
Austin [and also in San Diego] in February.

SDT:How do you like the scene there?

CS:It’s great. So much music. The only
problem with Austin is it’s in Texas. As soon
as you leave it can get pretty different. 

SDT:Where else will you be touring?

CS:In March we’re headed for Australia.

SDT:You have a good following there?

CS:Well, with each new album that’s
release, I get a good crowd. So, I keep going
back after a new release, as long as they
keep coming. 

SDT:Is it true that Australians are really into
roots music?

CS:Well, you know, there’s a saying,
“Australians are just Americans in training.”
[laughs]

SDT:Tell me about your beginnings. How you
got to here

CS:[laughs] I’ve wondered that myself.
Let’s see. Well, my first instrument was a
ukulele. When I got a guitar, later when I
was older, I’d listen to blues records like
Mississippi John Hurt. I learned from listen-
ing to them and then got a style of my own
based on his style of finger picking. 

SDT:Do you consider your music blues?

CS:Well, yeah, it starts there, but then I
take it out where it’s hard to describe or cat-
egorize. I wouldn’t call it pure blues though.
You’ll always hear those influences coming
through. I try to bring something new to
the lyrics. 

SDT:Yeah, your lyrics are unique. 

CS:I come up with what I’m thinking about
at the time. I’ve heard some people say
[that] some of my lyrics are dark. But, real-
ly, if you listen I always try to leave things
on a positive note. 

SDT:I noticed you like to do unusual covers.
A lot of Dylan songs but not the usual Dylan
covers.

CS:Yeah, I find, if I do something by Bob, I
want to be able to bring something of my
own to it. So I find songs like this – I don’t if
anyone has ever covered “Desolation Row.” 

SDT:It occurred to me, as I look over your
albums over the last few years, you’re covering
mostly Dylan songs from Highway 61
Revisited. Do you want to cover the whole
album?

CS:[laughs] It seems that way. But, I also
did “Visions of Johanna.” The newest one
on Time Stands Still is “It Takes a Lot to
Laugh, It Takes a Train to Cry.” I think I
brought something new to that one. You
know one thing about playing Bob’s songs is
they are so strong, they stand the test of
time. They can take a lot of abuse – even
Bob these days [laughs]. The songs even
take abuse from Bob.  

SDT:One of the songs you covered, which
stands out for me personally, is Richie Furay’s
song from The Buffalo Springfield album,
“Kind Woman.” Richie mentions your cover in
his biography. I think it pleased him. 

CS:Wow. It’s great to hear that about
Richie. I remember I heard that song in
1968 and just thought, here’s this gorgeous
song. I’ve got to play it. I started covering it
in concert and got lots of compliments on

it. What album was it on? Oh yeah, it was
This Train. While I was recording it, I need-
ed another song to fill out the set and I
played “Kind Woman.” Man, I’ve made
more women cry with that one! [laughs]

SDT:Your lyrics really have a spiritual feel to
them. Tell me your thoughts on spirituality
and music.

CS:Let’s see … music is spiritual. It calls
you to the moment. The moment is all we
have and the music really brings you to the
present. But, I’m not a theist.

SDT:A lot of what you write sounds like it’s
influenced by Zen.

CS:Yes. I’ve hung around with Zen
Buddhists. I suppose I’ve picked up a lot
from them. One thing I can say, I’m glad I
didn’t die 30 years ago. I would’ve missed so
much. So many things I’ve learned during
that time. It seems to me that everyday life
has been filled with small revelations. That’s
really what my life has been – a series of
small revelations.

SDT:It’s what I call ordinary miracles.

CS:Yes. 

SDT:I noticed on your website that you’ve
done some prose writing. 

CS:Yes. That’s been very different than
songwriting. With a song, you gotta hold its
hand. You work to get it done from start to
finish. But, I started writing a short story for
this book called Amplified. The editors just
have a real love of this kind of music. So
they asked some songwriters to write. It’s
short stories from people like Mary
Gauthier. The good thing was I had a dead-
line. Otherwise, I could’ve gone on and on.
I don’t know if I would ever started it with-
out that deadline. But, once I started, it took
on a life of its own. I felt like I was trying to
keep up with it. It was really different than
writing a song. I’m glad I did it.  

SDT:Well, I’m looking forward seeing you at
Acoustic Music San Diego. It’s been a pleasure.

See Chris Smither in concert Friday, February
12, 7:30pm, Acoustic Music San Diego, 4650
Mansfield Street in Normal Heights.
www.acousticmusicsandiego.com

Chris Smither

with the addition of Sharon Whyte’s
jaunty accordion and its bouncy beat. 

“That one is a collection of about four
or five stories all played in one song,”
Flannery said. 

The famous parrots of San Francisco’s
Telegraph Hill are used as a metaphor in
his song “Telegraph Hill.” Here the highly
spiritual Flannery returns to a theme
found frequently throughout his albums:
God’s grace and salvation. 

“Words Unspoken” is about the San
Francisco’s Depression Era speakeasies
and the rum runners of Half Moon Bay.
Like “Think About You,” it benefits from
Nesbitt’s backing vocal. 

“I can’t pick out a favorite song, but I
love this record and I am proud of it,”
Flannery said. “It is something I’m sure I
will look back on when I remember my
time in San Francisco.”    

The Transcendental
Blues of Chris Smither
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Tim Flannery continued

From Smither’s website: Smither’s song
“No Love Today” was inspired by the fruit
and vegetable man from his childhood in
New Orleans
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of note

Glancing Love
Along the
Enchanted Way
by Mike Alvarez

Glancing Love is a duo featuring
Celtic folk harpist Theresa Rochelle-Ross
and violinist Rachel Amov. These two are
familiar faces in the local music scene,
having both members of the Celtic
Fusion group the Strange Woods as well
as collaborators with a variety of artists.
Each is also a multi-instrumentalist;
Rochelle-Ross performs on penny whistle,
recorder, bodhran, and harmonium,
while Amov’s musical abilities extend to
viola, cello, and keyboards. All of these
additional sounds complement their pri-
mary instruments, creating a richly lay-
ered depth to their arrangements. Guest
musicians include guitarist/keyboardist
Patrick Espinoza and Cactus Jim Soldi on
bass and guitar (who also mixed and
mastered the recording). Glancing Love
is generous in their praise of these
guests’ talents and contributions, noting
that they were often the source of ideas.

The CD’s selections are medleys of
tunes linked together and given unique
titles based on the moods they create.
The liner notes also list the titles of the
songs that make up each medley so that
listeners can identify the source material.
Their performances are immaculate, with
Rochelle-Ross’ sparkling harp tones pro-
viding the foundation upon which much
of the music is anchored. Amov’s string
melodies go from sublime lyricism to
nimble displays of agility. The wind
instruments add another color to the
melodic palette, lending everything from
poetic serenity to uptempo fire to a num-
ber of passages. 

“The Fields Of May” opens the album
with the instrumental layers slowly
unfolding. A penny whistle and violin are
soon joined by a piano playing arpeggios
underneath. Harp and violin take center
stage during a fleet-fingered passage
that finds the whistle returning to play
the melody in unison with the fiddle.
This track evolves in a very natural pro-
gression, displaying a number of styles as
it does so. “Highland Boat Song” starts
as a somber minor key ballad that has
nice interplay between the violin and
whistle. The violin then takes the lead
during a more leisurely passage, which
later features some lovely cello counter-
melodies. Soldi’s lush guitar accompani-
ment is notable on “Over the Sea to
Skye,” creating a pastoral, almost
church-like mood behind the melody.
There is a real sense of a journey here.
“Flowers of Edinburgh” is a spirited med-
ley, evoking visions of folk dances and
period costume. The middle section of
this piece is a very famous song called
“Morrison’s Jig” whose great energy car-
ries through to the finale.

Things take a more reflective turn on
“Dew On The Grass,” with the whistle
leading for quite a while until harp and
fiddle come forward bringing the song
to a more energetic finish. “In the
Grove” is notable for its very familiar
melody (“The Ashgrove”), played alter-
nately on harp, whistle, and violin, then
picks up steam as it turns into a couple
of lively upbeat tunes. “Her Dark Hair”
begins as a melancholy duet for whistle
and fiddle before becoming an Irish stan-
dard. It ends with a jig, led by Amov’s 

continued next column

Sara Petite
Dog House Rose
by Steve Roche

Right off the bat, let it be known that
there isn’t one dog in the pack on Sara
Petite’s new CD Dog House Rose. Dog
House Rose is a fully bloomed, seamless
piece of Americana art that is sure to see
Sara achieve high accolades and national
attention this year.

Expertly produced in Nashville by
Eddie Gore, with a fine cast of over-
achieving studio cats, this disc sounds
great and plays great. Well-crafted songs,
heartfelt singing, great musicianship, and
perfect sequencing make this a very
strong work; I dare might say an “Instant
classic!”

The opener, “Magnolia,” twangs to
life with its unison guitar and dobro licks,
loping rhythm section, and very catchy
chorus. The second song happens and
just keeps happening with “Take What I
Can Get,” which moderately builds and
evolves into a modern country-rock
anthem that devastates the memory with
its hook. Absolute timeless magic! “Baby
Let Me” proceeds to burn the barn
down with Kenny Vaughan channeling
the ghost of the late Eddie Shaver with
some ferocious guitar soloing while a
boozed up Sara is busting down the
front door with her sultry plea of need.

The title cut, “Dog House Rose,” is a
tender, acoustic, and fitting tribute to
Steve Earle, one of Petite’s major 
influences.

The only song on this CD that Petite
didn’t write turns out to be a rockin’
cover of Harlan Howard’s “He Called Me
Baby.” A great version! “Bootleggers” is
another ultra-tempo burner about moon-
shine. You’ll find yourself singing the fun
chorus by the end of the song. Kudos to
Sasha Ostrovsky on dobro. “Souvenirs” is
a slower, touching acoustic tale of loved
one’s items and the poignant memories
they hold.

The forbidden temptation of
“Shouldn’t Be Doing This” and the perfect
title of “Beautiful Thing,” with their ethe-
real eloquence, remind one of a chapter
taken from Emmy Lou Harris’ Wrecking
Ball. Both are superb and you can hear
Daniel Lanois’ footprints everywhere.

Sara Petite has done her lessons thor-
oughly and wears her heartfelt influences
on her sleeve. You’ll hear nuances of
many of the greats in her work; however,
Sara has created her own masterpiece
here. The excellence and continuity of
Dog House Rose can’t be overstated.
Congratulations to Sara and the Sugar
Daddies. One of the best CDs of the
decade!

Jackie Daum
The Sky Inside
by Frank Kocher

Local singer/songwriter Jackie Daum
has been writing songs for her debut
disc, and headed for Austin to record
keyboard pop and alt-country songs with
producer Billy Harvey, who has worked
with local songsmith Steve Poltz and
others. The result is The Sky Inside.

The music on the new disc is a collec-
tion of heart-felt love songs with good
first-person lyrics and plenty of emotion-
al delivery by Daum. The band of experi-
enced session players gives the music an
Austin-gloss sound, their letter-perfect
touches catching notice only here and
there. Daum has a very strong vocal
presence and fills each of the songs nice-
ly, though there aren’t many big changes
of pace in the ballad-heavy outing. 

The album opens with
“Cottonwood,” a soft tune packed with
expressive lyrics about memories of a
past love. The tune builds up well, as
Daum establishes her smooth, unaffected
voice. “Going to New Mexico” pushes
the beat harder but stays in the same
comfortable alt-country groove, and pays
off with a catchy chorus. “Landfall” is a
piano-based ballad clearly intended as a
highlight; it has an interesting melody
but doesn’t match “New Mexico” or
some of the later tracks in impact. Next
up, a different, bluesy vibe as a
Hammond B3 leads the way on “Water
Tower”; Daum gives this an aggressive
vocal that draws from gospel in one of
her best performances on the disc. The
clear standout of the disc is “Pearl,” a
mid-tempo pop number that blends nifty
lyrics, a great melody hook, and perfect
arrangement. “Rock Stars” is full of
clever verses about relationship issues
and being numb; it’s a good song – but
not as good as “Pearl,” which it follows
and musically resembles. Like the earlier
“Water Tower,” “Always on Time”
changes things up a bit with a more syn-
copated, R&B-style rhythm, though the
Austin crew does a lot to smooth this
out. 

Throughout, Daum sings with an
assurance that belies the fact that this is
her recording debut. She has good
range, no overdone twang, and doesn’t
sound like some other singer. The
thoughtful lyrics are provided in the disc
packaging, a plus nowadays. The disc is
one of those that gets better with repeat
listening.  

Daum puts together three of the
strongest tracks on at the end of the
disc, a place often reserved for filler.
“Preacher’s Slough” has great dynamics,
a country power ballad that starts quietly
and fills the room with Daum’s heartbro-
ken voice, slide guitars, and B3 in
crescendos. Next up “Cry” clicks with
her piano work, a locked-in catchy
melody, and a B3 riff floating over the
top. The closer is “You Give Me Air,” co-
written by Harvey, uses another simple
but memorable hook with harmony
vocals to bring together another stand-
out cut. 

Jackie Daum makes an impressive
debut and quite a statement with ‘The
Sky Inside’. It shows a confident singer
who has written some interesting songs,
and knows her way around a ballad. 

Freebo
Before the
Separation
by Frank Kocher

Making the rounds of local and North
County venues quite a bit lately has been
Freebo, a folk and blues singer/song-
writer with a colorful background. The
face and name will be familiar to veteran
Bonnie Raitt fans, as he was her longtime
bassist. After his decade-long stint with
Raitt ended, Freebo (aka Daniel
Freidberg) stayed busy with session work
and working as a touring musician with
other top artists. 

In the 1990s, he decided to give
songwriting a try, honing his craft until
his 1999 solo debut, End of the
Beginning. He has since released two
more, with the most recent being Before
the Separation. His background would
point to abilities playing blues, rock, and
country music as his fretless bass and
tuba playing have put him on album
covers as far back as the late ‘70s, but
the sound on Separation is mostly sub-
dued and intimate folk, with a touch of
other styles. 

“It Goes By Fast” establishes the
sound, a lighter-than-air tune built
around an acoustic guitar lick, tight
Crosby-Nash style harmonies, Freebo’s
sweet-sounding fretless bass, and his
vocal. He has an easy folk-singing pres-
ence that evokes John Sebastian. The
title tune stays in a soft folk mode with
some criticism of the status quo, again
effectively using harmonies to shore up
the vocal, especially on the chorus. A
rare step toward rock is taken in “Stand
Up” as a strident beat is supplemented
by electric slide guitar (not Raitt on this
disc). This one clicks pretty well, though
it is a step outside the box for Freebo the
songwriter. “You Don’t Have to Live This
Way” is better, straying from folk for a
mid-tempo minor chord ballad that uses
sitars, drone effects, and a lead solo
played on an esraj (a sitar-like Indian
string intrument). This track has a mem-
orable melody, stylistic surprises, and is
also the closest that Freebo comes to
country-blues music on the disc. The lis-
tener won’t be able to forget the chorus
lick of this standout cut. 

Freebo produced himself, and the
sound recalls the folk-pop of the late ‘60s
and early ’70s. The title tune and a few
others might touch off reminders not
only of Sebastian but also of Jon Mark of
Mark-Almond and others from the era. 

“The Beauty of Life” tries for a
funk/R&B vibe, with horn charts and
chord changes that sound like Otis
Redding’s “Dock of the Bay.” Freebo tries
hard for a style switch here, and sings it
well. While the tune lyrically matches the
uplift/lesson ideas elsewhere, musically it
doesn’t fit. Buried in the play order is the
disc sleeper, “To the Light.” This is an
infectiously catchy, quiet folk tune need-
ing only Freebo’s voice with some back-
ground vocals and light instrumentation;
another highlight, it probably works best
because of its simplicity. 

Freebo is rare musical personality,
who completely transitioned from a suc-
cessful performer to become a creator of
his own interesting musical ideas and
songs. Before The Separation is a chance
to hear what he has to say. 

Tim Flannery
Travelin’ Shoes
by John Philip Wyllie

Ask just about any musician and they
will tell you that whatever project they
are currently working on is the one that
contains their best work. In the case of
Tim Flannery and his recently released
Travelin’ Shoes, his ninth CD in a musical
career that dates back some 30 years,
that actually happens to be true. This 12-
song collection, recorded under the
watchful eye of multi-talented producer
and performer Jeff Berkley, represents a
high water mark for Flannery and his
star-studded backing band, which he
jointly refers to as the enablers. 

Hearing Flannery and his mates per-
form makes it hard to imagine how he
ever found time to enjoy a successful
Major League baseball career. From
February until October he remains fully
engrossed as the San Francisco Giants’
third base coach; fortunately, he always
makes time for his music.

This new CD delights from beginning
to end with its carefully crafted song
writing, clever lyrics, and outstanding
overall musicianship. It is enhanced by
the contributions of a bevy of stellar local
musicians that Flannery has attracted
with his magnetic personality. The cred-
it’s lists reads like the Who’s Who of San
Diego acoustic music. 

On his way up to Riverside to visit his
older brother, Flannery spoke about
some of his favorite tracks on the album.

“Each one of these songs is on this
record because they mean a whole
bunch to me, but I [particularly] love “All
the Things We Carry.” The title comes
from a Tim O’Brien book about Vietnam.
The song is about the accountability and
responsibility that we all carry and the
responsibility that I carry as a man. I
think it might be my favorite song out of
the ones that I have written.” 

During the baseball season Flannery
would listen to the title and opening cut,
“Travelin’ Shoes,” on his way to the ball-
park every day. This bluegrass number is
one of several on the album that benefits
from the “Caplinger effect.” “Enabler”
Dennis Caplinger can play just about
anything, but put a banjo, fiddle, or
mandolin in his hands and magic occurs.   

While Flannery has become an
accomplished songwriter in his own right
he is not opposed to covering other peo-
ple’s songs. Mixed among the originals
there is a brilliant cover of Tom Petty’s
“Scare Easy” as well as a beautiful ver-
sion of Karla Bonoff’s “Home.” 

“I love the cover that we do of Eliza
Gilkyson’s ‘Think About You.’ I actually
had a song called ‘I’m a Half Moon
Away,’ but it was such a long song and it
had too many words. While I was record-
ing it I heard Eliza’s song and I realized
that she had done what I wanted to do
in about two and a half minutes. So, I
decided to record her song instead.” 

Barbara Nesbitt’s beautiful backing
harmonies on this cut blend perfectly
with Flannery’s earthy, warm voice, mak-
ing this one of the many highlights of
the album. Throughout the years the
duets he has sung with artists such as
Randi Driscoll, Eve Selis, and Nesbitt
have ranked among his best work.   

The rollicking “Don’t Come Home on
Account of Me” takes on a Cajon flavor

Glancing Love continued

articulate fiddling, bolstered by
Espinoza’s skilled piano playing.

The CD ends on a hopeful note with
the title track, a dramatically melodic
harp piece that features accompaniment
by viola, cello, recorder, and penny whis-
tle. That such an authentically Celtic
sounding recording can originate in
Southern California is a testament to the
deep commitment these artists have to
this music. Their years of immersion in
this art form bring credibility to the state-
ment they are making. The overall effect
is soothing, but attentive listeners can
also appreciate the musical sensibility
and craftsmanship that went into the
making of this recording.

continued on page 12
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’round about

monday • 1
Missy Anderson, Humphrey’s Backstage
Lounge, 2241 Shelter Island Dr., 7pm.
ESP Quintet, Dizzy’s @ S.D. Wine & Culinary
Ctr., 200 Harbor Dr., 8pm.
Chet & the Committee, Patrick’s II, 428 F St., 9pm.

tuesday • 2
Peter Sprague, Julian Library, 1850 Hwy. 78,
Julian, 6pm.
Songwriters Showcase Competition,
Humphrey’s Backstage Lounge, 2241 Shelter
Island Dr., 7pm.
Dave Rawlings Machine, Belly Up, 143 S.
Cedros, Solana Beach, 8pm.
Gospel Choir, Mandeville Auditorium, UCSD
Campus, La Jolla, 8pm.

wednesday • 3
Clay Colton & the Blokes, Coyote Bar & Grill,
300 Carlsbad Village Dr., 6pm.
S.D. Songwriters Meet-Up, Swedenborg Hall,
1531 Tyler St., 7pm.
Int’l Guitar Night, Schulman Auditorium,
Carlsbad Library, 1775 Dove Lane, 8pm.
Soul Persuaders, Humphrey’s Backstage
Lounge, 2241 Shelter Island Dr., 8pm.
Sue Palmer Quintet, Croce’s, 802 5th Ave.,
7:30pm.
Otro Mundo CD Release, Anthology, 1337 India
St., 7:30pm.
Rhett Miller & the Serial Lady Killers/Leslie &
the Badgers, Belly Up, 143 S. Cedros, Solana
Beach, 8pm.
Chris Ayer/Josh Damigo/Matt Simons, Lestat’s,
3343 Adams Ave., 9pm.

thursday • 4
Steve Kaufman Mandolin Workshop, Old Time
Music, 2852 University Ave., 7-9:30pm.
Steve Kaufman Guitar Workshop, Old Time
Music, 2852 University Ave., 7-9:30pm.
Joe Rathburn & Jeffrey Joe Morin, Milano
Coffee Co., 8685 Rio San Diego Dr., 7pm.
Peter Sprague, The Roxy Restaurant, 517 S.
Coast Hwy. 101, 7pm.
The Gregory Page Show, Lestat’s, 3343 Adams
Ave., 9pm.
The Bad Blokes, Killarney’s, 32475 Hwy. 79
South, G101, Temecula, 9pm.
Cowboy Jack, Hennessey’s Tavern, 2777
Roosevelt St., Carlsbad, 9:30pm.

friday • 5
Gwyneth Moreland, Wynola Pizza, 4355 Hwy
78, Julian, 6pm.
Sharon Hazel Township, Coffeehouse Radio
Live, 631 9th Ave., 7pm.
Steve Kaufman Guitar Workshop I, Old Time
Music, 2852 University Ave., 7-9:30pm.
Peter Sprague & Kevyn Lettau play Gershwin
& Porter, Encinitas Community Center, 1140
Oakcrest Dr., Encinitas, 7:30pm.
Mark Hummel’s Harmonica Blowout,
Anthology, 1337 India St., 7:30pm.
Judy Fjell/Peggy Watson/Lisa Sanders, Christ
Lutheran Church, 4761 Cass St., 7:30pm.
George Svoboda, Pannikin/BookWorks, Flower
Hill Mall, Del Mar, 8pm.
Nashville Ramblers, Tower Bar, 4757 University
Ave., 9pm.
The English Beat/The Lifters, Belly Up, 143 S.
Cedros, Solana Beach, 9pm.
Billy Midnight/the Modlins, Tin Can Ale House,
1863 5th Ave., 9pm.
KPRI Homegrown Fridays w/ Nate Donnis/
Guava Belly, Anthology, 1337 India St., 10pm.
Maren Parusel, Lestat’s, 3343 Adams Ave., 9pm.

saturday • 6
Steve Kaufman Guitar Workshop II, Old Time
Music, 2852 University Ave., 10am-4pm.
Voice Empowerment Workshop w/ Judy Fjell,
Christ Lutheran Church, 4761 Cass St., 1pm.
Sue Palmer & her Motel Swing Orchestra,
Humphrey’s Backstage Lounge, 2241 Shelter
Island Dr., 6pm.
Trails & Rails, Wynola Pizza, 4355 Hwy 78,
Julian, 6pm.
Little Windows, Templar’s Hall, Old Poway
Park, 14134 Midland Rd., 7pm.
Eric Bibb, Acoustic Music SD, 4650 Mansfield
St., 7:30pm.
Steve Kaufman in concert, Old Time Music,
2852 University Ave., 8pm.
Beyond the Pale (klezmer), Dizzy’s @ S.D. Wine
& Culinary Ctr., 200 Harbor Dr., 8pm.
Jay Nash/Tyrone Wells, Lestat’s, 3343 Adams
Ave., 9pm.
The English Beat/.38 Specials Education, Belly
Up, 143 S. Cedros, Solana Beach, 9pm.

sunday • 7
Music Empowerment Workshop for Seniors w/
Judy Fjell, Christ Lutheran Church, 4761 Cass
St., 1pm.
Carla Bizzett Quartet, Tango Del Ray, 3567 Del
Rey St., 7:30pm.

Erik Macek/Alyssa Jacey, Lestat’s, 3343
Adams Ave., 9pm.

monday • 8
Poway Folk Circle w/ Sweet Joyce Ann,
Templar’s Hall, Old Poway Park, 14134 Midland
Rd., 6:30pm.
Chet Cannon’s Blue Monday Pro Jam,
Humphrey’s Backstage Lounge, 2241 Shelter
Island Dr., 7pm.
Jake Shimabukuro, Belly Up, 143 S. Cedros,
Solana Beach, 8pm.

tuesday • 9
Lou Curtiss Song Circle, Kadan, 4696 30th St.,
6pm.
The Cat Family, Bareback Bar & Grill, 624 E St.,
7pm.
Fred Eaglesmith, Acoustic Music SD, 4650
Mansfield St., 7:30pm.
Justin Townes Earle, The Loft, Price Center,
UCSD Campus, La Jolla, 9pm.

wednesday • 10
Allen Singer & Dane Terry, Serra Mesa-Kearny
Mesa Library, 9005 Aero Dr., 6:30pm.
Holly Hofmann & Bill Cunliffe, Athenaeum,
1008 Wall St., La Jolla, 7:30pm.
Meshell Ndegeocello, Anthology, 1337 India
St., 7:30pm.
Umalali, Price Center, UCSD Campus, La Jolla,
8pm.
Guggenheim Grotto, Yoga One, 1150 7th Ave.,
8:30pm.
Belly Dancing & Music, Lestat’s, 3343 Adams
Ave., 9pm.
St. Vincent/Wildbirds & the Peacedrums, Belly
Up, 143 S. Cedros, Solana Beach, 9pm.

thursday • 11
Michael Tiernan, Encinitas Library, 540 Cornish
Dr., 5:30pm.
Triptych (Joe Rathburn/David Beldock/Peggy
Watson), Milano Coffee Co., 8685 Rio San
Diego Dr., 7pm.
Peter Sprague, The Roxy Restaurant, 517 S.
Coast Hwy. 101, 7pm.
Tommy Emmanuel, Anthology, 1337 India St.,
7:30pm.
Ruby & the Red Hots, Humphrey’s Backstage
Lounge, 2241 Shelter Island Dr., 8pm.
Anne Heaton/Mai Bloomfield/Jordan Reimer,
Lestat’s, 3343 Adams Ave., 9pm.
ALO/Stripes & Lines, Belly Up, 143 S. Cedros,
Solana Beach, 9pm.

friday • 12
Folding Mr. Lincoln, Wynola Pizza, 4355 Hwy
78, Julian, 6pm.
Robin Henkel, Chateau Orleans, 926 Turquoise
St., 6:30pm.
Tyler Grant & Tom Cunningham, Valley Music,
1611 N. Magnolia Ave., El Cajon, 7pm.
Peter Sprague Trio, Terminal Jazz, Baggage
Claim Area 2, San Diego Airport, 7pm.
Chris Smither, Acoustic Music SD, 4650
Mansfield St., 7:30pm.
Jaime Valle Quintet, Dizzy’s @ S.D. Wine &
Culinary Ctr., 200 Harbor Dr., 8pm.
Heavy Guilt/Chad Farran/Lee Coulter, Lestat’s,
3343 Adams Ave., 9pm.

saturday • 13
Jaime Valle/Bob Magnusson/Tripp Sprague,
Harry’s Bar, 4370 La Jolla Village Dr., 6pm.
Mark Jackson Band, Wynola Pizza, 4355 Hwy
78, Julian, 6pm.
Michael Tiernan Trio, Del Mar Plaza, 1555
Camino Del Mar, 6pm.
Sue Palmer Trio, Bing Crosby’s, 7007 Friar’s Rd.,
Fashion Valley, 7pm.
Jim Earp & Tom Boyer, Friendly Grounds, 9225
Carlton Hills Blvd., Santee, 7pm.
Gregory Page, Oasis House Concerts, Sorrento
Valley, 8pm. www.OasisHouseConcerts.com
Nathan James/Chris Clarke & Plow, Dizzy’s @
S.D. Wine & Culinary Ctr., 200 Harbor Dr., 8pm.
Lisa Sanders/John Foltz, Lestat’s, 3343 Adams
Ave., 9pm.
Los Lonely Boys/Alejandro Escovedo/Carrie
Rodriguez, Belly Up, 143 S. Cedros, Solana
Beach, 9pm.
W.C. Clark, Humphrey’s Backstage Lounge,
2241 Shelter Island Dr., 9:30pm.

sunday • 14
S.D. Folk Song Society Mtg., Old Time Music,
2852 University Ave., 2pm.
Candy Kane/Skip Heller, Belly Up, 143 S.
Cedros, Solana Beach, 4:30pm.
Chris Clarke & Plow, Wynola Pizza, 4355 Hwy
78, Julian, 6pm.
Jaime Valle/Bob Magnusson/Tripp Sprague,
Harry’s Bar, 4370 La Jolla Village Dr., 6pm.
Tribute to Louis Armstrong/Ella Fitzgerald
Duets w/ Leonard Patton & Rebecca Jade w/
Derek Cannon/Ed Kornhauser/Justin
Grinnell/Duncan Moore, Dizzy’s @ S.D. Wine &
Culinary Ctr., 200 Harbor Dr., 7pm.

Brandon Tyler/Alexis Allen, Lestat’s, 3343
Adams Ave., 9pm.
B-Side Players, Belly Up, 143 S. Cedros, Solana
Beach, 9pm.

monday • 15
Steve White Benefit, Humphrey’s Backstage
Lounge, 2241 Shelter Island Dr., 7pm.
Haiti Relief Benefit Concert w/ Jim Kweskin/
Robin Henkel/Sara Petite/Chris Clarke/Allen
Singer & Dane Terry, Belly Up, 140 S. Cedros,
Solana Beach, 8pm.

tuesday • 16
Robin Henkel, Gulf Coast Grill, 4130 Park Blvd.,
6:30pm.

wednesday • 17
Poway Bluegrass Jam, Templar’s Hall, Old
Poway Park, 14134 Midland Rd., 6:30pm.
S.D. Songwriters Meet-Up, Swedenborg Hall,
1531 Tyler St., 7pm.
Sharon Hazel Township, Portugalia, 4839
Newport Ave., OB, 7pm.
Sue Palmer Quintet, Croce’s, 802 5th Ave., 7:30pm.
Rosie Ledet & the Zydeco Playboys, Anthology,
1337 India St., 7:30pm.
Sharon Hazel Township, Portugalia, 4938
Newport Ave., 8pm.
Henry Rollins, Belly Up, 143 S. Cedros, Solana
Beach, 8pm.
Soul Persuaders, Humphrey’s Backstage
Lounge, 2241 Shelter Island Dr., 8pm.
Kenny Eng/John Hull/Damien Shiner, Lestat’s,
3343 Adams Ave., 9pm.

thursday • 18
Candye Kane w/ Skip Heller, Ducky Waddles,
414 N. Coast Hwy. 101, Encinitas, 7pm.
Peter Sprague String Consort, Old Town Comm.
Theatre, 42051 Main St., Temecula, 7:30pm.
Nashville Songwriters Assoc. Int’l Showcase,
Bella Roma, 6830 La Jolla Blvd., 7:30pm.
Rudresh Mahanthappa, The Loft, Price Center,
UCSD Campus, La Jolla, 8pm.
Safe Heaven/Super Unloader, Lestat’s, 3343
Adams Ave., 9pm.

friday • 19
Glenn & Jennifer Smith, Wynola Pizza, 4355
Hwy 78, Julian, 6pm.
Michael Tiernan Trio, Del Mar Plaza, 1555
Camino Del Mar, 6pm.
Peter Sprague String Consort, Canyon Crest
Academy, 5951 Village Ctr. Loop Rd., 7:30pm.
La Paz Trio, Athenaeum, 1008 Wall St., La Jolla,
7:30pm.
Int’l Pop Overthrow w/ Wendy Bailey/Shamey
Jays/Roxy Monoxide, O’Connell’s, 1310 Morena
Blvd., 7:30pm.
Bass Clef Experiment/Harry & Nancy
Mestyanek/Glancing Love, Mueller College,
4607 Park Blvd., 8pm.
Zzymzzy Quartet, Claire de Lune, 2906
University Ave., 8pm.
Fred Benedetti/George Svoboda, Dizzy’s @ S.D.
Wine & Culinary Ctr., 200 Harbor Dr., 8pm.
Tony Taravella, Pannikin/BookWorks, Flower
Hill Mall, Del Mar, 8pm.
Ron Silva & the Monarchs, Tower Bar, 4757
University Ave., 9pm.
Steve Poltz CD Release & B-Day Bash w/ the
Rugburns/the Cynics/Mojo Nixon, Belly Up, 143
S. Cedros, Solana Beach, 9pm.
Hugh Gaskins & the G String Daddies, Main
Tap Tavern, 518 E. Main St., El Cajon, 9pm.
Unruly Bangs/Rob Deez/Chad Cavanaugh,
Lestat’s, 3343 Adams Ave., 9pm.
Tony Lucca/Keaton Simons, Anthology, 1337
India St., 9:30pm.

saturday • 20
Sunrise Highway, Wynola Pizza, 4355 Hwy 78,
Julian, 6pm.
Salli Martin & Dean Aronoff, A New Kitchen,
12971 Beech St., 7pm.
Sweet Joyce Ann/Brenda Panneton, Kashtan
Bistro, 12125 Alta Carmel Ct., Poway, 7pm.
Jack Tempchin, Acoustic Music SD, 4650
Mansfield St., 7:30pm.
Tom Baird & Friends, Rebecca’s, 3015 Juniper
St., 7:30pm.
Sue Palmer & her Motel Swing Orchestra,
Borrego Springs Performing Arts Center, 590
Palm Canyon Dr., 7:30pm.
Int’l Pop Overthrow w/ Greg Friedman/Sven-
Erik Seaholm/Bigfellas/Static Halo,
O’Connell’s, 1310 Morena Blvd., 8pm.
Matthew Ryan/Gina Villalobos, Lestat’s, 3343
Adams Ave., 9pm.
Anya Marina, Casbah, 2501 Kettner Blvd., 9pm.

sunday • 21
Sweet Joyce Ann & Annie Rettic, Rebecca’s,
3015 Juniper St., 10:30am.
Int’l Pop Overthrow w/ Four Eyes/the
Shambles/the Monthlies, O’Connell’s, 1310
Morena Blvd., 4:30pm.
Acoustic Alliance, Brick by Brick, 1130 Buenos
Ave., 6pm.
Michele Lundeen, Humphrey’s Backstage
Lounge, 2241 Shelter Island Dr., 7pm.

every sunday
Shawn Rohlf & Friends, Farmers Market,
DMV parking lot, Hillcrest, 10am.
Ronnie Seno, Lion Coffee, 101 Market St.,
10am.
Bluegrass Brunch, Urban Solace, 3823 30th
St., 10:30am.
Daniel Jackson, Croce’s, 802 5th Ave., 11am.
Open Blues Jam w/ Chet & the Committee,
Downtown Cafe, 182 E. Main St., El Cajon,
2:30pm.
Celtic Ensemble, Twiggs, 4590 Park Blvd., 4pm.
Original Music Modern Jazz Series, South
Park Bar & Grill, 1946 Fern St., 6pm.
Traditional Irish Session, The Field, 544 5th
Ave., 7pm.
Open Mic, E Street Cafe, 125 W. E St.,
Encinitas, 7:30pm.
Jazz Roots w/ Lou Curtiss, 8-10pm, KSDS
(88.3 FM).
Open Mic w/ Happy Ron, Java Joe’s @ Cafe
Libertalia, 3834 5th Ave., 8pm.
José Sinatra’s OB-oke, Winston’s, 1921
Bacon St., 9:30pm.
The Bluegrass Special w/ Wayne Rice,
10pm-midnight, KSON (97.3 FM).

every monday
The Zapf Dingbats, Turquoise Cafe, 873
Turquoise St., Pacific Beach, 7pm.
Patric Petrie & the Blokes, O’Sullivan’s, 640
Grand Ave., Ste. A., Carlsbad, 7pm.
Open Mic, Kirin Sushi, 4111 Voltaire St., 7pm.
Open Mic Banjuke Jam, Queen Bee’s Art &
Cultural Center, 3925 Ohio St., 7:30pm.
Open Mic, Lestat’s, 3343 Adams Ave., 7:30pm. 
Pro-Invitational Blues Jam, O’Connell’s Pub,
1310 Morena Blvd., 8pm.
Songwriter’s Showcase, Larry’s Beach Club,
1145 S. Tremont, Oceanside, 8:30pm.

every tuesday
Traditional Irish Session, The Ould Sod, 3373
Adams Ave., 7pm.
The Taildraggers, Hensley’s Flying Elephant
Pub, 850 Tamarack Ave., Carlsbad, 7pm.
Open Mic, Beach Club Grille, 710 Seacoast
Dr., Imperial Beach, 7pm.
Chet & the Committee All Pro Blues Jam,
The Harp, 4935 Newport Ave., 7:30pm.
Open Mic, The Royal Dive, 2949 San Luis Rey
Rd., Oceanside, 8pm.
Patrick Berrogain’s Hot Club Combo, Prado
Restaurant, Balboa Park, 8pm.
Open Mic, Portugalia, 4839 Newport Ave.,
O.B., 9pm.

every wednesday
Chuck Schiele & Friends, Farmers Market,
Newport Ave., Ocean Beach, 4-7pm.

Jerry Gontang, Desi & Friends, 2734 Lytton
St., 7pm.
Sunshine Brooks Music Series, Sunshine
Brooks Theatre, 217 N. Coast Hwy. 101,
Oceanside, 7pm.
Scandinavian Dance Class, Folk Dance
Center, Dancing Unlimited, 4569 30th St.,
7:30pm.
Open Mic, Across the Street @ Mueller
College, 4605 Park Blvd., 8pm.
Robin Henkel & Billy Watson, Hensley’s
Flying Elephant Pub, 850 Tamarack Ave.,
Carlsbad, 8:30pm.
Open Mic, Skybox Bar & Grill, 4809
Clairemont Dr., 8:30pm.
Open Mic, South Park Bar & Grill, 1946 Fern
St., 9pm.

every thursday
KatieCat & Cain, Sky Lounge, Sheraton
Suites @ Symphony Hall, 701 A St., 5pm.
Happy Hour Jam, Winston’s, 1921 Bacon St.,
5:30pm.
Chet & the Committee Open Blues Jam,
Downtown Cafe, 182 E. Main, El Cajon, 6pm.
Wood ‘n’ Lips Open Mic, Friendly Grounds,
9225 Carlton Hills Blvd., Santee, 6:30pm.
Joe Rathburn’s Folkey Monkey, Milano
Coffee Co., 8685 Rio San Diego Dr., 7pm. 
Open Mic, Turquoise Coffee, 841 Turquoise
St., P.B., 7pm.
Moonlight Serenade Orchestra, Lucky Star
Restaurant, 3893 54th St., 7pm.
Traditional Irish Session, Thornton’s Irish
Pub, 1221 Broadway, El Cajon, 8pm.
Open Mic/Family Jam, Rebecca’s, 3015
Juniper St., 8pm.
Open Jazz Jam, South Park Bar & Grill, 1946
Fern St., 9:30pm.

every friday
Open Mic, Lion Coffee, 101 Market St., 6pm.
John Kopecky Trio South Park Bar & Grill,
1946 Fern St., 7pm.
Open Mic, Bella Roma Restaurant, 6830 La
Jolla Blvd. #103, 8pm.
Open Mic, L’Amour de Yogurt, 9975 Carmel
Mountain Rd., 8pm.
Open Mic, Egyptian Tea Room & Smoking
Parlour, 4644 College Ave., 9pm. 

every saturday
Ronnie Seno, Lion Coffee, 101 Market St.,
10am.
Open Mic (last Saturday of the month), Valley
Music, 1611 N. Magnolia Ave., El Cajon, 6pm.
Karen Giorgio, Westgate Hotel Plaza Bar,
1055 2nd Ave., 8pm.
Blues Jam, South Park Bar & Grill, 1946 Fern
St., 9pm.

W E E K L Y

Kasey Anderson CD Release/Colour/Michael
Miller/Beth Thornley, Lestat’s, 3343 Adams
Ave., 8pm.
Brendan Benson/Frank Fairfield, Belly Up, 143
S. Cedros, Solana Beach, 8pm.

monday • 22
Chet & the Committee, Patrick’s II, 428 F St., 9pm.

tuesday • 23
Lou Curtiss Song Circle, Kadan, 4696 30th St.,
6pm.
Al Di Meola, Anthology, 1337 India St., 7:30pm.

wednesday • 24
Al Di Meola, Anthology, 1337 India St., 7:30pm.
Ramekega/Pi Jacobs/Craig of Suede, Lestat’s,
3343 Adams Ave., 9pm.

thursday • 25
Peter Sprague, The Roxy Restaurant, 517 S.
Coast Hwy. 101, 7pm.
Joe Rathburn & Mick Overman, Milano Coffee
Co., 8685 Rio San Diego Dr., 7pm.
Eric Vloeimans Trio, Athenaeum, 1008 Wall St.,
La Jolla, 7:30pm.
Dave Mason, Anthology, 1337 India St., 7:30pm.
Robin Henkel, Wine Steals, 1243 University
Ave., 8pm.
Wendy DeWitt/Lisa Otay/Doña Oxford/Sue
Palmer, Dizzy’s @ S.D. Wine & Culinary Ctr.,
200 Harbor Dr., 8pm.
Willie K/Joe Cano/Avi Ronen, Belly Up, 143 S.
Cedros, Solana Beach, 8pm.
The Queens Guard, Lestat’s, 3343 Adams Ave.,
9pm.

friday • 26
Tim Easton, Buffalo Brothers, 4901 El Camino
Real, Carlsbad, 6pm.
Mountain Tribal Gypsies, Wynola Pizza, 4355
Hwy 78, Julian, 6pm.
Robin Henkel, Chateau Orleans, 926 Turquoise
St., 6:30pm.
Clay Colton & the Blokes, Coyote Bar & Grill,
300 Carlsbad Village Dr., 6pm.
Dave Mason, Anthology, 1337 India St., 7:30pm.
Michael Tiernan, Stellar Cellar, 28636 Old Town
Front St., Temecula, 8pm.
Johnny Cash B-Day Party w/ Cash’d Out, Belly
Up, 143 S. Cedros, Solana Beach, 9pm.

FE B R U A R Y  C A LE N D A R

A Fork in Time music & poetry, Lestat’s, 3343
Adams Ave., 9pm.
Guitar Shorty, Humphrey’s Backstage Lounge,
2241 Shelter Island Dr., 9:30pm.

saturday • 27
Sara Petite, Wynola Pizza, 4355 Hwy 78, Julian,
6pm.
Chris Stuart & BackCountry, Old Time Music,
2852 University Ave., 7pm.
Sue Palmer Trio, Bing Crosby’s, 7007 Friar’s Rd.,
Fashion Valley, 7pm.
Jim Earp & Kev, Rebecca’s, 3015 Juniper St.,
7pm.
Tommy Sands, San Dieguito United Methodist
Church, 170 Calle Magdalena, Encinitas, 7:30pm.
Acoustic Alchemy, Anthology, 1337 India St.,
7:30&9:30pm.
Arturo Sandoval, Birch North Park Theatre,
2891 University Ave., 8pm.
Hot Pstromi, Studio Zero, 789 Orpheus Ave.,
Encinitas, 8pm.
Larry Zeiger CD Release, Dizzy’s @ S.D. Wine
& Culinary Ctr., 200 Harbor Dr., 8pm.
Billy Midnight/Mother Hips, Belly Up, 143 S.
Cedros, Solana Beach, 9pm.
We All Love for Suckers, Lestat’s, 3343 Adams
Ave., 9pm.
Zac Harmon/Chet & the Committee,
Humphrey’s Backstage Lounge, 2241 Shelter
Island Dr., 9:30pm.

sunday • 28
Ray Manzarek & Roy Rogers, Anthology, 1337
India St., 7:30pm.
Robin Henkel Band w/ Horns!, Lestat’s, 3343
Adams Ave., 8pm.
Raul Malo/Nena Anderson, Belly Up, 143 S.
Cedros, Solana Beach, 8pm.

WIN TWO TICKETS TO SEE JACK TEMPCHIN

Saturday, February 20, 7:30pm

Acoustic Music San Diego

Name the two song credits San Diego 

songwriter Jack Tempchin has on the 

best-selling album of the 20th century.*

*Hint: The Eagles Greatest Hits 1971-1975

Send your answer to:
www.facebook.com/jacktempchin
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Lou & Virginia Curtiss @ Poway Folk Circle

Chuck Perrin
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Suzanne Reed
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Folding Mr. Lincoln & Friends

STEVE WHITE BENEFIT @
OLD TIME MUSIC

Jim Earp
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Paul Henry
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Man of the Hour – Mr. Steve White
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Ric Kaestner & the Hilltop Ramblers

Calman Hart
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Shawn Rohlf
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Benefit organizer KEV
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