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Thursday, August 31 

Very busy day. I was even told that I was just like Steve Ball. I hope that was meant as a compliment. 
Picked up Fernando K at Newark Airport this am and we proceeded to the Baptist Camp Lebanon with a 
detour a Leslie S.'s house. I had to drop of checks at both places. From there, we returned to Newark 
Airport to pick up Derek D.  
We headed to my house for a couple of hours. Fernando took a nap, Derek and I talked, then it was time to 
return, yet again, to Newark Airport. This time we went to pick up Frank Sheldon and Bill Rieflin. By this 
time, the area near Terminal C was wildly crowded. After some minor obstacles, we finally gathered 
everyone and drove back to my house.  
There was more to the day, but I'm too tired to continue now. Maybe I'll fill in the blacks tomorrow. Hey, it 
can happen! 

Friday, September 1 

Very busy day. Even a totally insane day. I only lost one person. Fortunately, I eventually found her. Did I 
say that a registrar's work is never done? 
Saturday, September 2 

Very busy day. I didn't lose anyone today. I even was able to attend the inaugural meetings of both the 
Level Two (in the morning) and Level One (in the evening.) It was another day without looking at my 
guitar.  
At the morning meeting, after stating my aim, I had a point of seeing. It became evident that I cannot 
achieve my aims without the ability to achieve some measure of silence. I expect that I will be able to begin 
work with guitar tomorrow morning.  
And the registrar's work is still not done. Luckily, the parts that necessitate physical absence from the 
course have concluded. Largely because I'm not leaving the course site again before the course concludes 
unless it is in a body bag.  
At the inaugural meeting of the Level One in the evening, everyone introduced themselves and stated their 
aims. For the Level Twos, staff and kitchen team, this was an opportunity to repeat or refine my aim. Mine 
was merely repeated. It remained "to let go".  

Sunday, September 3 - Sunday, September 10 

Sunday, 9/3: 
As the day began, I suspected that I was soon to be measured for that body bag. Fortunately, though, I didn't 
need to leave the premises at all this day. The Level Two worked on Calliope. I had missed the prior work on 
this piece and was therefore too far behind to catch up with the others. In the late afternoon, Rae (my wife) 
came out to the Baptist Camp to visit. Actually, she came out to deliver two food processors to the kitchen.  
After Rae delivered the processors to Patrick, she decided to go check on the state of the plants in the container 
garden that she had arranged at the main entrance of the instructors' cabin. She watered the plants there and then 
we just wandered about the premises. There was a sitting at 6:15 that evening. Rae decided to stay for the 
sitting. After the sitting, she decided to join the group for dinner. She was fortunate to hear some very 
significant discussion during that meal.  
Finally, it was time for her to go home. I was quite saddened by her departure. Nonetheless, her visit made for a 
very worthwhile day.  
At night, both the Level One and the Level Two met in two circles, one contained in the other. After various 
bits of circulation work, we finally got to the group "thrak-like thing". This one worked better than the other two 
of which I had been a part. Still, when the lights were turned off and RF left, I became very agitated by the self 
indulgence manifesting itself in the circles. I began to hear lead lines appear out of thin air. Certain players 
began to pummel their chords in a primal announcement of their existence: LIS-ten to ME (rest), LIS-ten to ME 
(rest), LIS-ten to ME (rest), repeat ad irritation. I was the first person to stop playing and the first to leave the 
circle. I closed the doors to the building to contain the noise we were making. I was getting really irritated.  



What I realized at some point during all of this was that I was in the midst of a wonderful opportunity to 
practice my aim of "letting go". It was also apparent that I would not avail myself of this opportunity.  
 
Monday, 9/4: 
Boy, it's hard to remember this stuff after the fact. I do know that there was a lot of stuff happening with which I 
had to deal as registrar of the course. I also know that a lot of it in not meant to be discussed here.  
I remained on the premises again today.  
Nothing particular stands out from the day's work.  
 
Tuesday, 9/5: 
I left this premises, not entirely of my own free will but with a noted lack of body bag. It has become very 
evident that being a registrar precludes most normal participation in the ongoing courses. My work as registrar 
is an act of service to the Level One and Level Two courses. So much for my initial desire to organize a Level 
Two course for myself.  
Observation: it is not easy to order 10 ponds of sliced provolone cheese at the deli counter of Kings 
Supermarket with a straight face. I have no idea why this is so.  
 
Wednesday, 9/6: 
A registrar's work is never done: perhaps this is my mantra at this course. I had to drive to my home twice 
today. The first time was to pick up some necessities including a sleeping bag. While there, I picked up the 
tuning fork that I had ordered from a company named Barthelmes in Germany. I returned to the Baptist Camp 
and attended a set list meeting for the evening's Level two performance at Miller's Tavern.  
This performance was my last opportunity to be a part of the Level Two course. I had realized that as registrar I 
was not really a part of any of the ongoing courses. Rather, I was on a course for one.  
During the 6 pm meeting, we were striving to finalize the set list. The third song on the list was Curt Golden's 
piece "One of a Thousand Regrets". It was suggested that this song be excised. The suggestion was seconded. I 
became very angry at this turn of events.  
While stewing over this perceived slight, I realized that I would have to return home one more time this day. 
Patricia Leavitt had been invited to perform with the Level Twos. In order for her to be audible at this bar, she 
would require some sort of PA system. I was the person able to provide the PA. I first considered retrieving my 
main rack and speaker cabinets. This idea was quickly discarded as severe overkill. Instead, I decided to grab 
my two Crate Taxi amps. These are relatively small, battery powered amps that don't totally suck. They were 
perfect for the evening's gig.  
While driving back and forth to my house, I had a lot of time to consider my situation. I was evident to me that I 
was trying too hard to be part of the Level Two and that I'd be better letting it go. So I did.  
When I returned to the camp, I announced that I was not going to participate n the evening's gig. As the bus 
arrived to take the Level Twos to Miller's Tavern, I decided that I was not going to go to the bar at all. I was still 
angry from earlier in the day. I did not was to be a nasty heckler during the gig, so I chose not to attend the gig.  
I was very upset by this entire turn of events and was sitting near a corner in the "ballroom" when RF came in 
for a meeting with the Level Ones. Before he entered the circle, he invited me to join the group. I declined.  
A few minutes later, I chose to join the group. I grabbed my zafu and zabuton, carried them into the circle and 
parked my butt on them. It became very apparent that I was precisely where I needed to be. RF soon 
demonstrated the "practice of doing nothing" with a short guided sitting.  
After the meeting ended, we had a spontaneous meeting of the NJGC. There were five members present and one 
guest from NYC. After the meeting, as I returned to my cabin, I thought "tonight, my circle saved my life." 
Okay, so that was more than a little melodramatic. Nonetheless, it was clear to me that my place at this course 
was not with the Level Ones or Level Two, not with the Kitchen Team and certainly not with the staff. My 
place in the course was with the NJ Guitar Circle. It had taken more than half the course, but I'd finally figured 
it out.  
 
Thursday, 9/7: 
A situation arose today at lunch that illustrates wonderfully the nature of a registrar's life at a GC course. As 
lunch was served, I prepared myself a dish with two different food stuffs as well as a glass of juice. As I was 
about to reach for my juice, I notice someone hovering by my left side. It was Curt Golden and one of the Level 
Ones.  



This person had just been stung by a bee, and was very allergic to bee stings. Without any chance to sip my 
juice, I grabbed some of my food and rushed down to the camp's offices. I explained what had happened. They 
gave my an Epipen (pure adrenaline?) to administer to this person if necessary. They gave me brief directions to 
the closest hospital.  
The afflicted L1 was with Tom Redmond when I returned. I ran to the rental van, loaded everyone inside and 
rushed off to the hospital. We got there pretty quickly and headed to the emergency room. The emergency room 
was quiet and the situation was handled quickly.  
By the time we returned to the Baptist Camp, lunch was long over, the bee sting victim was doing fine and I 
was not going to leave again for the rest of the day.  
I did wind up working in the kitchen. There was a meeting of the NJGC with  
RF at 4:30 pm. Mark B. was in the kitchen trying to get out in time for the 4:30 meeting. There was a lot of 
work to be done, and only Mark to do it. I was drafted to provide strategic support. In other words, I spent 90 
minutes peeling apples for the night's dessert.  
At the NJGC meeting, while a number of issues were discussed, it was mentioned that Miller's Tavern had 
issued us an open invitation to play there. RF asked if that included tonight. After a brief moment to recover 
from shock, Tom R said yes. RF asked him to arrange a performance of the Level Twos at Miller's Tavern for 
this evening. If the gig were a go, the Level Ones would also be invited and the conclusion of their course 
would not take place until after everyone returned from Miller's. The Level Twos would not be told about this 
gig until just moments before the buses arrived to take everyone to Miller's.  
Of course, Tom was able to make everything happen. So I called home and told Rae about this secret gig. I 
invited her to join us at Miller's.  
At the final meeting of the Level One, RF sprang his news on all assembled there. Just as the buses arrived, Rae 
drove into the camp. We swapped seats and I drove to Miller's arriving there first and claiming prime seats for 
Rae and myself. When the group arrived, RF came in and sat next to Rae after a hearty greeting.  
How was the gig? Rae said she really enjoyed it. So did I.  
After returning from the gig, Rae left to go home. The rest of us were assembled in a long line stretching from 
the kitchen that we had been using to the kitchen that we would use for the remainder of the Level Two course. 
It seemed like some strange symbolic act until I noticed the various cartons and packages moving along the line 
towards the "new" kitchen. 80+ people moved 80+ cartons during the middle of the night very quickly.  
Upon the completion of this task, everyone assembled and RF declared the Level One course to have ended for 
some, concluded for others and completed for the rest.  
 
Friday, 9/8: 
The Level Ones departed today. So did Patrick Smith. It is amazing how empty things seem without the Level 
Ones. Just hours ago, we were a total of 88 people. Now we are only 46. (The first GC course was 16 plus RF.)  
I made an airport run this morning carrying four Level Ones to Newark. It was a rather uneventful ride. The 
most challenging aspect of the trip was how to get Tony Ga. from my van to the rental counter for National Car 
Rentals. It ain't easy schlepping four large bags by yourself. Especially when one of them is a trunk with 
wheels. I think he made it ok. (I've not heard anything to the contrary.)  
When I returned to Lebanon, I entered into a rather complicated situation. This situation was resolved but only 
after draining what feeble reserves of energy that I had after eight days "on the job".  
While the situation played itself out to it's finish, I went to the office of the Baptist Camp in order to pay for our 
use of the venue. While I was writing that check, I asked to review the dates that I had tentatively reserved for 
next year. Looking at the calendar, it became apparent that we could book three consecutive weekends at the 
camp. This came to a total of 16 days that can be used for some sort of project next year. How many of these 
days we will use and what the nature of the project is to be will be determined at a later date.  
After I finished in the office, I went to lunch. By the time lunch ended, I was very fatigued. I dragged myself to 
my bed, placed my body in a horizontal plane and was asleep from 2:15 to 6:25 pm.  
In a way, this nap was the beginning of the end.  
 
Saturday, 9/9: 
This turned out to be the last day of the Level Two course. RF's flight was leaving the next morning at 9:15 am.  
I actually got to play some guitar today! The Level Two's were working on proper right hand crosspicking and I 
decided to sit in. Towards the end of this work, I saw Tom Redmond get up from his seat in the circle. I knew 
that he was leaving in just a few minutes. I got up from the circle, put my guitar down and went to Tom. I was 
very sad to seem him leave. We said goodbye, then he left the building.  



I went outside to wait for Tom to leave. From a distance, I saw him loading stuff into his van. I think I saw him 
say goodbye to one or two people. Finally, I saw his car approaching. I gave him a Hellboys tribute, he 
responded in kind and then he was gone.  
In the later part of the afternoon, I went to meet with RF to address some practical matters. After the 
practicalities were addressed, somehow we arrived at the question of the state of my right hand. RF asked me to 
show him my right hand. I displayed the best right hand that I could muster with presence. He looked at my 
hand, made one horizontal adjustment, one vertical adjustment and my handed locked in right where it 
belonged. RF said: "There! It locked right in! Did you feel that?" I did.  
This was the high point of my course. Twenty-five months earlier, when presented with my right hand in 
Alfeld, RF was unable to make a connection with said hand. This time, not only was he able to meet my right 
hand but he was also able to communicate with it!  
Later, while pondering the logistics of driving RF to JFK airport to arrive there by 7:15 am, I realized that it 
would be much better if we were to depart from my house than from the Baptist Camp. I asked RF if he would 
care to spend the evening at my house. I can't recall his long answer. The short answer was yes.  
After the completion of the final meeting of the Level Two+, I said some quick goodbyes before loading much 
of the balance of my things into the van. I had already put most of RF's things in the van, so we were ready to 
go as soon as I was finished with my stuff. Around 10:40 pm we left the Baptist Camp Lebanon for the last 
time. By 11:15 pm we had arrived at my house. We sat down to bowls of freshly made peach ice cream from 
the new ice cream place in town. Before RF goes to sleep, we agree that I will wake up by 5:50 in order to leave 
my house no later than 6:10 on Sunday morning.  
 
Sunday, 9/10: 
This morning at 5:48 am, RF knocks on my bedroom door: "It's 5:50!" Momentarily panicked, I look at the 
three different clocks visible in my bedroom. They all read 5:48. I rush out of bed, completely forgetting about 
definition, intention and love. Mere moments later, I am ready to go. Meanwhile Rae is making coffee, insisting 
that RF take a travel mug of fresh coffee for the drive to the airport.  
It's nice driving to JFK from NJ at 6:10 in the morning. There's very few people on the road. We buzzed right 
into NYC through the Lincoln Tunnel, continued crosstown to the Midtown Tunnel, paid the toll after exiting 
the tunnel and continued on the lovely LIE. Traffic was picking up at this point, but that's what happens when 
driving the Long Island Expressway. We turn off the LIE heading to JFK. Soon we are there. I make one wrong 
turn that requires slight backtracking but I still have RF at the terminal by 7:08 am.  
I return home from this airport run very tired and totally parched. I putter about the house for a while, desperate 
for even a 10 minute nap. Rae knows better and soon I am back on the road, returning to Lebanon. I arrive at the 
camp by 10:02 am. I am now to drive Curt, Frank, Bill and Fernando to Newark Airport. Although they have 
plenty of time to get their flight, they have evidently been ready to go for at least thirty minutes.  
So I drive them all to the airport. We get there without incident and they depart uneventfully. Once more, I 
point the rental van back to Lebanon and 35 minutes later, I am back at the camp. I arrive in time for the final 
lunch. This is a very casual meal. There is a lot of kitchen tear-down occurring as I grab at the various food 
stuffs in a vain attempt for sufficient energy to get me through the rest of the day. I figure that I'm already past 
my second wind by this point.  
After lunch, I tackle the significant task of loading the remnants of my stuff in the van. There are still a lot of 
things that I have laying around the camp. At the same time, I ask Derek to help me by disassembling the 
platform bed that i brought out there for RF. (RF never used it, but Curt was evidently quite comfortable 
sleeping in it for the duration of the course.) I began to consider the proper way to load as much of Rae's 
container garden into the van as possible. Some of the plants as well as the bed frame were loaded into Michael 
Thompson's truck. Most of the rest of the plants as well as the futon were loaded into the van.  
Sometime around 3:30, I drove from the premises taking Derek with me in the van as Michael T. followed in 
his truck. We got to my house, unloaded everything, thanked Michael for his help and trudged into the house.  
Derek, Rae and I headed out for chinese food for dinner. We had a very pleasant meal. The food as always was 
excellent.  
Returning to my house, we all talked until I could not continue. Derek and Rae, being very hardy souls, 
continued the conversation into the wee hours of the morn. (Ok, 2 am.)  
The course was over but my work would not be completed until I dropped Derek off at the airport on Monday 
afternoon. 


