
Thursday, August 31, 2000 
5:00am – Woke up with low blood sugar, ate some fruit, then stayed up to finish packing 
for L2. 
Curt and Bill are talking about establishing a “no cell phones” rule for L2. I have a 
problem with that; while I don’t plan to be continually hanging on the phone, I do intend 
to call DW at leaast a few times. They say “nothing is compulsory,” but we may get an 
opportunity to find out just what that means. 
7:30pm – Just boarded, seat 4B to Los Angeles. There a 90-minute layover with a change 
of terminals, followed by a redeye to Newark. 
DW accompanied me to the airport. We were hemmed in at a table in the Gordon Biersch 
airport bar…so I used my long legs to step out over the railing, then reached in and lifted 
DW out. I felt like Errol Flynn. 

DW and I have made good use of the 24 hours since I picked her up yesterday – we are 
reconnected and calm. 

8:10pm – The flight has passed through 10,000 feet. 
For this trip, I made several concerted efforts at calming myself down and reeling myself 
in. I recall the “have-to-do-everything-now” sense I documented at the beginning of my 
L1 diary. I’ve taken pains to avoid that for this trip. I’m not carrying the wealth of 
diversions I did for L1 – no CD player, one book and this journal are the extent of my 
entertainment. More importantly, I’m working at keeping an awareness of my 
awareness…paying attention to my attention, maintaining a reserve. This is a weak 
muscle for me, to be sure, but an important one. 

(Gorgeous fading cloud-and-coastline sunset visible off to the right…) 
Two questions have been simmering for some weeks (or even months) now, and soon I’ll 
find out what has been the result of all this roiling. 
The first question is, “What is my aim?” 

My aim is at two levels. On the surface, I aim to figure out what about my right hand 
technique is preventing me from playing faster than about 86 or so…and fix it. 

Beneath, I aim to make contact with Attention and Relaxation. 
These are my aims for L2. Along the way, I desire to compose and perform cool new 
music with like-minded musicians…but that’s a by-product of the real work here. 
The second question is, “What do I want to ask Robert?” 

(The thing about the first Peter Gabriel tour has already been taken off the table on this 
one.) 

I’m not quite as clear on this one. Some candidates: 

• Ask about posting my html version of “The Art Of Craft” 

• Ask for a Task, a Mission, a Quest, a Thing To Undertake. 



• Ask about the challenges facing a nascent, about-to-be-being Self-Directed Guitar 
Circle. (First I should talk with J. Brainin about the NJGC’s experiences.) 

These are the only candidates that have survived. 
Question: If I can ask myself whether I’m in the basement, am I by definition not in the 
basement? Doubtful, but possible. 

Looking back over old entries in this analog journal. On 12/2/99 I learned that these 
courses are taking place, and on 12/14/99 Curt told me I wouldn’t be allowed to repeat 
Level One…that it was L2 for me or nothing. On 1/20/00 I learned the specific dates of 
the course. 
Looking down now on the LA lightgrid…hollow though this city might be for me now, 
somehow it’s still home. 
10:20pm – Now seated in seat 2B on the Newark redeye, as the rest of the plane files by, 
studiously avoiding eye contact with us effetes in first class. 
The Sam Adams Brewhouse in Terminal 4 at LAX is the most comfortable and inviting 
airport bar I’ve ever experienced. The customary standard of airport dining or beverage 
experiences is far below that of ordinary food-and-drink – we just expect that airport 
experiences will be sucky. I was amazed here at the warm, collegial and well-served 
atmosphere in this particular airport bar…it was as if a real bar had somehow smuggled 
itself undetected into LAX. 

11:25pm PDT – I fear that I am hoist on the petard of my own enthusiasms. This flight is 
just 4 hours and change; I should sleep; but the movie is “Mission To Mars,” and I 
already know I’ve got to watch it, at the price of much-needed sleep. Shit, the book I’m 
reading is Ben Bova’s “Mars” – how can I not watch this movie? 

Saturday September 1, 2000 
6:40am EDT – I didn’t survive through “Mars”; Sleep came knocking, and I removed 
headphones and opened the door. 
Somehow my sense is that Bill Rieflin is going to be the Level Two “bad cop”… 

8:17am – Newark Airport 
Collected suitcase & guitar without difficulty. After a phone conversation with Jonathan 
in which it was determined that his plate was already too full to conveniently pick me up, 
I headed up to the café to get some breakfast. 

Newark is every bit as surreal as it should seem on 2 hours sleep. I am spectator to my 
feeble efforts at navigating. 

Counting change was a challenge for young Victor at the cash register here – and the 
fellow behind me was impatient with my insistence on getting the right change. 

September 1 is a Day that has had no clear beginning to it. Most “Days” in my life 
possess these soundly defined boundaries…waking up, eating breakfast, tests and 
injections, going to sleep, standard waypoints that delineate the Day’s progress. Thursday 



didn’t have an end, and Friday didn’t have a beginning…instead they smudge together 
with a couple of hours of fitful sleep in between. 

Hot, sweaty, humid, surreal. 

2:10pm – The course venue, Camp Lebanon, is not as rustic or rural as I envisioned. 
Gently rolling hills, long-settled broadleaf and pine woods, lawn-covered slopes between 
the widely-spaced buildings. 

I’m wilting in the heat and humidity – the only temporary relief is a cold shower, which I 
already tried. 

10:08pm – It eventually rained – thunderstorms, even – which cooled things off 
somewhat. Flashes of silent lightning continue to strobe the landscape at intervals. 

The L2 course has not yet officially begun…Curt’s not here until tomorrow, Jonathan and 
Frank are searching for the Alexander instructor who got lost, so tonight we had a sitting 
at 9:15pm (which for me was more of a dozing) and then to bed. 
Silence poked its head in the door tonight at dinner…and this group hasn’t even taken 
form yet.  

Saturday, September 2, 2000 
7:10am – Showered and shaved, rested, whole and at peace. 
Keeping relatively still; looking into the pool and waiting for a face to appear. 
11:30am – After the inaugural meeting of L2. We have been tasked with placing attention 
in an extremity, rotating that attention every hour, skipping a limb at the end of each 
cycle… 
11:00am Right Hand 
12:00pm Right Foot 
1:00pm Left Foot 
2:00pm Left Hand 
3:00pm Right Foot 
4:00pm Left Foot 
5:00pm Left Hand 
6:00pm Right Hand 
7:00pm Left Foot 
8:00pm Left Hand 
9:00pm Right Hand 
 
12:57pm – First L2 circle with Robert with guitars, mostly circulations and attention – 
and intention. Hints of the idea of what it means to play in a real group – knowing the 
notes before and after yours, and their intention. 
My attention is still in my right foot, in 90 seconds shifting to my left foot. 
1:57pm, after lunch 
There’s a different level of observing, noticing and paying attention that I need to be 
doing – I remain in the “surface froth” of the events around me, letting them pass me by 
instead of engaging with them. 
Schedule: 
07:30 Sitting 



08:00 Breakfast 
09:30 Inaugural Meeting for Level Two 
11:45 Guitar Circle 
13:00 Lunch 
14:30 Alexander meetings (Mine at 15:00, in Clayton Hall) 
14:45 Repertoire Meeting I 
16:00 Tea 
16:45 Repertoire Meeting II 
18:15 Sitting in Ballroom (for all who wish) 
19:00 Dinner 
20:45 Inaugural Meeting for Level One 
 
6:52pm – Today we had all the parts to a composition called “Calliope” force-fed to us. I 
need to spend some time with them to make sure I keep them, if they’re still with me at 
all – I’m not yet certain they’ve been transferred to non-volatile RAM. 
When Victor was showing us these parts, his confidence and intimacy with the piece was 
so great that I was sure this was a composition of his. It was only later I found out this 
was not so. 
Sunday, September 3, 2000 
7:10am – I was up until 1:00am working on “Calliope” with the rest of the team. This 
morning I’m feeling the effects…but so it is. 
Yesterday was the beginning of the beginning; today would then be the middle of the 
beginning. I’m seeing the beginnings of irritations among the L2’s; certainly I’ve noticed 
things that could irritate me if I were so inclined. 
The LA Frogs have not fully engaged with the Calliope effort, instead keeping apart and 
working on their own stuff. Curious. 
Pat White, the blind bass player, is a very good bass player in general. 
Victor McSurely has something about him that reminds me of Travis 
Hartnett…something in his presence and in his eyes. 
8:55am – I am noticing things I do to attract attention to myself – essentially passive 
things, like wearing hats and Bat Child T-shirts  and tank tops that display my tattoos. I 
just observed that it’s as if I think that I myself, unadorned, don’t have the presence to 
stand out, like I think I need the assistance of props and costume. This does make the Bat 
Child shirt I’m wearing today seem slightly ridiculous. 
A theme of this course has been Intention…the difference it makes when an action is 
undertaken with a clear intention instead of on autopilot. 
10:12am – At this moment there’s no particular place I’m supposed to be, which of 
course means that there’s something terribly important which I should be doing. 
The L2 team was just presented with its Housecraft responsibilities…we’re organizing 
ourselves to take care of the cleaning and sweeping of bathrooms, floors and such in all 
the public spaces which we occupy. 
A guy on the kitchen team (Rob Rushin) stopped me today and told me he really enjoys 
the diary and web site. He says it’s particularly cool for him because of the time of day I 
usually post, going in at the middle of his Easter-time workday instead of late at night. 



Be that as it may, I sense I may not be able to sustain this morning posting schedule…I’m 
fully aware that it’s being done with time I’m stealing from my employer and from my 
already cramped and demanding workday. 
2:00pm – I had a realization while sitting here at lunch listening to others share their own 
observations. 
I walked into this course thinking that I knew a little something – but I now see that my 
humility is a front, an arrogant humility. I am newly in contact with the idea that I don’t 
know anything, and that it’s not about “knowing things” – this concept is tied to senses of 
ego that nail me to the floor. It’s about finding a way to know nothing, and accept that 
and work within that, without becoming negated. 
8:45pm –After dinner. The L2 team performed “Calliope” for dinner tonight; we first 
learned this complex piece yesterday afternoon. I compare this experience with the 
anguish of learning “Eye Of The Needle” to perform at L1, and I see how far I’ve come. 
We’re now blooded on this course. I suspect we’re now approaching the end of the 
beginning – connections are being made.  

Monday, September 4, 2000 
7:06am – Okay, for starters, I’m hungry. 
This morning at breakfast, seven or eight of us are conspiring to perform “Eye Of The 
Needle,” an obligation which emerged at dinner last night out of joking remarks by 
Patrick White and by Tony Garza. This means I must find something to eat before the 
sitting – because I’m hungry. 
Last night we all met with guitars in a grand double-circle, all 88 of us, L2’s on the inner 
circle and L1’s outer. After some abortive circulation attempts, Robert started us 
Thrakking. One group was in 6, on beats 1 and 4; one group in 5, on 1 and 4; and one 
group in 11, on 1, 4, 7 & 10. Once this tremendous and terrifying cacophony was set in 
motion, Robert turned the lights out and left. I don’t know exactly how long this Thrak 
went on…it could have been an hour, it could have been more, I have no reference…but 
it survived for a long, long time before losing its structural integrity. (Rieflin says he 
knows how long it went and will tell me later.) 
After this, I happened through the dining hall, and found myself playing “Bicycling” – 
fast – with Curt and Victor. They both played bass, so I soloed up high…and it worked. 
(88bpm, maybe? Perhaps not fast for some, but certainly fast for me.) 
The theme of this course, for me, is Intention…what is different, what is possible, when 
an act is intentional. 
But right now, I intend to go eat something before the sitting. 
8:01am – Last night when that huge Thrak was galumphing off into the night, with the 
lights out, the shape of the room changed…it was larger, somehow more industrial, with 
additional wings attached to it, and after the lights came back on, I was greatly surprised 
to see its actual shape. 
9:25am – Performed “Eye Of The Needle,” under the group name “Patricia Leavitt and 
Warm Fuzzy.” Patricia’s addition to the performance team transformed  the event; she 
sang an a cappella piece before EOTN, which created a warm space into which we 
played. 
Personal observations: 
I was terrified…my hands shook, and I had none of the centered presence with which I 
seek to play, and sometimes even do play. To me, the beginning was very shaky. But then 



I noticed myself noticing, and it became as if I was watching this other guy who was 
using my hands to operate my guitar. I noticed how badly his hands were shaking, his 
body was locked and rigid, and he wasn’t breathing. I worked on loosening his stance, 
and I made him look up from his hands. I couldn’t find what to do with or about his 
shaking hands, but he kept on playing anyway. 
Comments afterwards… 
Curt: “I noticed the group sounded better when Michael stopped staring at his hands.” 
Rich: “I noticed you seemed shaky and less confident.” (Rich couldn’t see me in 
performance; he was also playing, and derived his remarks solely from the sound.) 
Tom Redmond: Told me that what I said about watching that other guy play my guitar is 
very important – this is an extension of the conversations Tom and I had earlier about 
performance and fear. 
Tuesday, September 5, 2000 
7:10am – We’ve passed the end of the beginning and entered the beginning of the middle. 
Did I say earlier that “Intention is the theme of this course”? Well, that statement isn’t 
sufficiently complete. I am now in a perspective where I see that (at least as viewed from 
here) Intention is the entire crux of the biscuit – that acting with Intention, and 
developing a set of tools and an “Internal Architecture” based upon acts of Intention are 
the fundament upon which Craft is built. 
The aim of sitting is to spend this time in Attention. I’ve dozed through it. The event 
horizon of my span of Attention is measurable only at a quantum level. Is this because of 
all that pot I smoked when I was younger? Is my short-term memory circuitry irrevocably 
fried? Or, am I simply working with a very weak muscle that can only muster a few 
seconds of attention at a time? 
One of the questions I’ve carried is, “Does an awareness that one is in the basement 
necessarily mean that one is no longer in the basement?” I think I can see that the answer 
is no – that while this awareness may keep one out of the sub-basement levels and 
perhaps even position one near the steps where a glimpse of daylight is sometimes 
possible, basement is still basement – and perhaps all the more grim because you know 
you’re in the basement, you know what to do about it, and haven’t chosen to. 
7:57am – Sitting better today than in the past; better engaged and more present, although 
my efforts are yet crude and fumbling. 
I can’t recall clear thoughts I had ten minutes ago. I recall having the thoughts, but I don’t 
recall the thoughts themselves. 
Intention. 
“Any piece of work, honorably completed, generates a surplus of energy when the work 
is completed. This is yours by right; you’ve earned it. You can take this energy and put it 
in the bank; but if you don’t have a functioning bank account, you have to spend it.” 
Still continuing the rotation of attention. 
12:08pm – Fascinating morning’s work.  
Fernie’s observations and suggestions: 

• I’m hunched over the guitar with my right shoulder. The guitar needs to come to 
me, not me coming to the guitar. 

• Center the guitar on my body. 



• When my left hand comes to the neck, there’s a shift in the attitude of my wrist in 
the last inch before contact. 

• It’s okay to lightly brace the right wrist against the bridge for speed. 

• I’m hanging on the guitar too much, putting too much weight on it…a likely 
source of my back pain. 

Exercises:  
• Anchor 

• “A” Pattern, at increasing speed. 
Victor’s observations and suggestions: 

• My right thumb is still shaky. 

• The job of bracing the right thumb belongs in the thumb joint, not in the wrist. 

• I need to be able to sing the parts I play, all components. For instance, 
“Bicycling” – I can sing the high notes of the part but not the low notes, meaning 
that the part isn’t completely in my body. 

• The path to speed is a long, hard climb. (i.e., No magic shortcuts.) 
Exercises: 

• Starting slowly, pick the string and stop it immediately with the tip of the pick – 
this to determine the distance that needs to be traversed in hitting the string. Then, 
work that into setting a smaller amount of overall pick movement. (The aim: 
accuracy.) 

10:02pm – We’ve just been handed a performance challenge. Tom Redmond has 
arranged for the L2 to play at a local bar tomorrow night at 11:00pm. A hired school bus 
(for which the performance team must pay $250) will pick us up here at around 10:30pm. 
Robert says posters are up, touting “Adventures in International Guitar.” 
The ante rises. 
Silence visited at the evening meal today. I noticed that there was an L1 who was reading 
a book at the dining table across from me. This seemed strange enough just generally – 
why would someone have their nose in a book at a Guitar Craft course? – but in the 
context of the silence, it detracted and deflated the event somewhat – even though the 
young man was silent, he was apart from what the rest of us were experiencing. 
The L2 team turned a corner today – we definitely went to being a team, and before this 
is over may even get to where we’re a group. Maybe. 
Wednesday, September 6, 2000 
7:16am – I just had to count on my fingers to verify the day of the week. 
My biggest obstacle with acts of intention is still that the event horizon of my attention 
span is measurable only at quantum levels – I adopt an intention, and in the blink of an 
eye I’m off it, back in the random jostle again. Tell a dog to sit and the dog may do so, 
but look away and the animal has wandered off and is sniffing the garbage can. I assume 
that this is just a weak muscle that can be trained and strengthened. 



Today we compile and prepare the set list for tonight’s performance. I was noticing 
myself getting irritated with some of the team during the show planning meeting last 
night; stress cracks do exist in this just-crusted-over team which isn’t yet a group. 
Still rotating my attention, when I remember to. 
6:50pm – Day of work on many pieces, pulling together and assembling material for 
tonight’s performance. Pieces in the set which involve me directly include: 

Brouhaha 
Folsom Prison Blues 
Asturias 
1 of 1000 Regrets 
Trapiche 
Bicycling To Afghanistan 
Eye Of The Needle 
Blockhead 

At  lunch, performed “Brouhaha.” 
At tea, performed “Bicycling.” 
At dinner, about to perform “Blockhead.” 
This team has come together to assemble this show with a truly remarkable degree of 
concord and harmony. I feel very supportive and supported. 
There’s so damn much to write here, and so very little time to write it. 
At lunch today, I was in a conversation and was interrupted in mid-sentence by silence. 
“Blockhead” went pretty well. I feel confident about the performance tonight, like I’m 
going to have a good time, but I must remember to make this all intentional. My aching 
back is my pointed stick. 
1:30am, Post-gig. 
Things I noticed: 
On the bus on the way to Miller’s Tavern, the first time I had been off the grounds or at 
all in contact with The World since the course began, I suddenly found myself thinking 
about work – wondering how things were going, if anything was going wrong. These 
were the first thoughts about my job I’d had since I arrived. 
On the bus ride back, I noticed that I had a right foot. For all the sensation work we’ve 
been doing this week, this was the first time I can say I wasn’t merely assuming the 
virtue; I noticed my right foot. It felt like I Had A Right Foot. 
Upon our return, we were greeted when we got off the bus by a group of L1’s, some of 
who applauded as we filed off. We walked into the ballroom and stood in a circle, with 
the L1’s grouped around us in a loose outer circle. 
First I looked around the L2 circle and realized that I knew everybody’s name…certainly 
their first name if not their last. Big stuff for me. I looked at each one in turn and thought 
of their individual contribution, and of how the effort would have been less complete 
without each of them being there. 

I then went on to the outer circle and thought of the support for the L2 performance that 
the L1 had supplied – taking over house and kitchen duties for the day so we could focus 
on our preparations. I asked myself what they received in return – where was the 
reciprocity in their doing our work while we did the fun stuff. The answer to this is still 
not entirely clear to me. 



The performance…a smoky-ish bar with a tiny stage that wouldn’t hold the whole team 
for the big numbers. “Asturias” and such were played in crowded subway conditions. 
Both of the “major repertoire” pieces I counted in, I started way too fast. EOTN was 
unfazed by this, but “Bicycling” suffered – my left hand became like a claw. 
Strangely, I managed to cover well enough…in some cases I dropped out the bottom 
notes and just played the top ones, but I never lost the thread, the count or my place. 
Finished the piece with a pop along with everybody else. 
I was once again aware of the phenomenon I’ve noticed before, where parts flow more 
easily in real performance for strangers than they do in practice, rehearsal or Crafty circle 
performances. EOTN was indestructible for me tonight, it flowed smoothly and evenly – 
there was nowhere else for the piece to go but where it belonged next, even when played 
too fast. 
“Folsom” was a bread-and-circuses success; recognizable lowbrow content that helped 
pave the way for the more esoteric. 
“Regrets” worked better than I thought it would. I found it very grounding to play – a 
familiar friend that lit the way. 
“Brouhaha” came first in the set, and was an icebreaker…and as such it was sacrificed. It 
would have been heard entirely differently at a different point in the set. 
After we were done playing and had piled back onto the bus, the manager and a bartender 
came out and climbed on to thank us for playing. The manager said that when we all 
made it big we should remember Miller’s – I replied quite truthfully, “I will never forget 
Miller’s Tavern.” 
We were done 15 minutes before we needed to be, so we piled back in to complete our 
transaction with the bar patrons. A young man in a Sepultura shirt, who had been a raptly 
engaged front-and-center audient from the word go, was gushing effusively about what 
and how we’d played…early on he pointed at me and said “Hell, I though he was Robert 
Fripp!” Clearly this young man’s perceptions are clouded, but I was still flattered. (Ego 
gratification.)  
Thursday, September 7, 2000 
At breakfast today, Rich told the story of the Crimson fan in the Sepultura shirt who said 
he thought I was Robert Fripp – and now my joking half-nickname seems to be Robert 
Fripp, as people yank that chain. Fortunately it’s not connected to anything sensitive. 
This evening we performed a version of the Dr. Who theme song, under the group name 
of “The BBC Radiophonic Workshop.” This was a tribute – and a public pillorying – of 
the young man who had his nose in a Dr. Who novel at the dinner table. Good fun, and 
the object of the joke didn’t get it. 
I’m sorely aware of the areas in which my ability to apply myself is lacking…it’s that 
close event horizon thing. At this course so far I’ve caught glimpses of what’s possible, 
but just glimpses. 
What would it be like if I were able to sustain and act from an intention for an extended 
period of time? What would things be like at work? At home? With my family and 
friends? 
Am I so diffused because of those years of pot smoking, or am I just sort of this way? 
Friday, September 8, 2000 
12:33pm – Posted on the notice board: 



“There is no self-consciousness in the newborn child. Later on, the mind wanders into 
self-images, starts to think Should I do this? Is this movement right? And loses the 
immediacy of the moment. As self-consciousness develops, the muscles become less 
supple, less like the world. But the young child is pure fluidity. It isn’t aware of any 
separation, so all its movements are spontaneous and alive and whole and perfect. 
“If an adult body becomes truly supple, though, there’s a quality to its movement that the 
child’s doesn’t have, a texture of experience, a fourth dimension of time. When we watch 
a seventy-year-old hand move, we feel “Yes, that hand has lived.” All the bodies it has 
touched, all the weights it has lifted, all the heads it has cradled are present in its 
movement. It is resonant with experience; the fingers curve with a sense of having been 
there. Whereas in a child’s hand there’s a sense of just arriving. The child’s movement is 
pristine and innocent and delightful, but a truly supple adult movement is awesome, 
because all life is included in it.” 

- Emilie Conrad-Da’oud 

Last night at what was nominally to be the final meeting for the Level One, Robert 
announced that a follow-on performance of “International Adventures In Guitar” had 
been arranged at Miller’s Tavern, and that two buses would be arriving in ten minutes – 
the L1 and the course staff were coming along. 
So, there it was – no 24 hours to prepare, just boom, you’re on. 
I was already tired by this point, but hearing that we were saddling up to go do it all again 
somehow filled me with a sense of utter exhaustion. I closed my eyes and felt like I could 
fall deeply asleep right there in the chair. 
I trotted down and gathered the guitar, put on my good shirt, socks and sneakers, and the 
buses were here. On the ride over, I was once again feeling drained, close to sleep. 
As I played the songs in the set, many things didn’t work as well as they had the first 
night. “Brouhaha” was too slow, lacking any life or bounce, and the other players cut off 
the descent section too soon. “Blockhead” rocked, “Asturias” was sufficient, “Folsom” 
was scattered but still a crowd pleaser, and “Eye” was as solid a number as it’s become in 
our hands. 
However, on “Bicycling” a very strange thing happened. As I got past the intro and began 
playing the first section, I found that my left hand would do it. I couldn’t execute the part 
I’ve been playing successfully for the last 8 months. I picked out the top notes and kept 
trying to introduce the bottom ones, but it just wouldn’t come together. Section after 
section came out scattered and stillborn. I didn’t ever lose my place, I picked out the top 
structural notes of the part melody, and I did solidly nail the ending, but the experience 
was as if somebody else’s hand had been grafted onto the end of my arm for this piece. It 
was like someone else’s attention was directing my left hand – and they didn’t know the 
piece. 
Ralph assures me that “Bicycling” worked and went over well, so I’m not beating myself 
up over it. I just can’t shake the feeling that there’s something here that’s important for 
me to understand. 
I caught Curt’s eye a few times during “Bicycling,” and then again after – I could see 
from his expression that he certainly knew the extent of my troubles executing this piece. 
My Bike performances have declined over the course of this week; the best I did was 
early on in the dining hall one night with Curt and Victor, and ever since then it’s 
gradually become weaker. Whassup widdat? 



The Level Ones have mostly departed, and the Christian Motorcycle Association is 
arriving for their weekend rally. I just saw a guy ride up on a custom roadsterized BMW, 
blaring loud Christian music…pretty comical, even his buddies were giving him a hard 
time about it. 
The L2 circle this morning took a little over an hour to successfully circulate a C minor 
scale from the bottom to the top of the guitar. Any blown note and we had to start over. 
This climbing the scale up is just half the feat that I understand was undertaken at a 
course in Grossderschau a few years back, and which took 4 hours 27 minutes to 
complete (all the way up and all the way down.) 
Before lunch, we were engaged in circulating the Eb scale that this turns into when 
coming down from the high Eb, but no success yet. 
All week, Guitar Craft has had control of the dining room/kitchen facility on the grounds. 
However, last night we needed to clear out to make room for the CMA.  
This was amazingly facilitated when the two busloads returned from the performance last 
night. 87 of us lined up between the dinging hall back door and the entrance to the 
smaller kitchen in the “ballroom” building, and did a bucket brigade maneuver to 
transport all the bozes of foodstuffs, dishes, pots, pans and utensils from one building to 
the other. Each box had an “information attribute” that accompanied it…like “This one’s 
heavy,” “Two boxes here,” “Hold this one from the bottom.” 
The most amazing thing was how little fuss and confusion was involved in this exercise. 
We just did it, where a crowd would have fumbled through it. Another type of 
circulation. 
(I felt like ants…) 
Saturday, September 9, 2000 
7:15am – yesterday’s challenge to the L2 was of a different sort. Our work was directed 
more inward than outward. In order to accomplish the task of circulating C minor, we all 
had to be mentally playing the whole thing, with each individual only striking “their 
note” when it came around. Once we sat down in the circle after dinner, it took us 1 hour 
27 minutes to complete a circulation from bottom to top and back again. 
9:20am – When I rose this morning, it was with a sense of sadness; I sensed that my 
course was ending, and that I am so, so far from achieving the kind of attention and 
intention that lie at the heart of Guitar Craft. I felt like a complete beginner. 
Remarks at breakfast, however, reminded me of the distinctions between a finish, a 
conclusion and a completion. A completion is a new beginning – and I feel like a 
complete beginner. This is a good place to start. 
10:30am - Just concluded my personal meeting with Robert. 
I asked him about posting “The Art Of Craft.” He indicated that while the document does 
still have relevance and life in it, it is best used excerpted rather than whole. Post 
something that’s relevant to what we’re doing right now, but not the entire document – 
putting the whole thing up would make it seem too much like “words from on high.” 
Next I told him about my observations this morning about being a beginner. I also 
mentioned my extremely short Attention span, and how it’s just an extremely atrophied 
muscle which needs exercise. His response – “Yes, every day a little something.” 
The he brought up the issue of my forearm pressing down on the soundboard of the 
guitar, anchoring and pinning it to my body – he called it “the Steve Ball approach.” I 
told him the seeds of this came at this course, the result of a conscious decision based on 



my need to anchor my wrist in order to execute the parts I needed to play at the required 
tempo. While it flowered into something other, its seeds were in necessity. He told me 
that now that that need was past, I should focus on correct technique again, and restrict 
myself to repertoire I could execute with good technique, and maybe not-quite-good 
technique. “For a little while.” 
Robert also asked me if I count when I play…I answered “not usually,” and he indicated 
counting would be a helpful thing. 
----- 
8:32pm – In 28 minutes we assemble for the final meeting of Guitar Craft Level Two 
(Lebanon, NJ). 
This evening a sub-group, led by Patricia Leavitt, performed for the CMA, down in the 
dining hall that had been ours. While most people weren’t listening closely, there were 
some connections made. 
I am so small- 
I can hardly be seen. 
How can this great love be inside of me? 
 
Look at your eyes – 
They are small 
They see enormous things. 
-Rumi 
Sunday, September 10, 2000 
7:10am – The course has ended. In my own case, it has ended solidly with a completion, 
nailed with a bang like the last note of “Bicycling.” I am completed and begin again. 
Last night after the course ended, several of us got out guitars and sat down to jam – 
completely free-form, no structures, with the intention of riding some of the grooves to 
see where they took us. For some reason, though, this effort proved stillborn – nothing 
gelled, nothing came together, and after 30 minutes or so the effort ended. Post-course 
guitar burnout? Perhaps, but I suspect a stronger component was the unfocused nature of 
the thing. We’ve spent all week in these rooms working on movements and actions of 
intention, and to undertake an action founded on undirected accident was likely to fail. 
(We did have some fun “swinging” the feel of a number of Crafty repertoire stalwarts…at 
one point, I believe it was while we were swinging “EOTN,” Fernie walked past us with 
his head in his hands, in exaggerated pain…) 
2:45pm – Newark Airport. My flight home boards in 4 hours – but I’m here, I’m checked 
in, and for the next little while I can be mercifully off. The question now is whether I’ll 
actually be able to. 
I just enjoyed one of the most delicious sips of cold beer I’ve ever had in my life. 
Yesterday for a little while I found myself in very close contact with the Rotation of 
Attention exercise, taking extreme notice and care with all of my actions…taking a sip of 
coffee was a slow, painstaking and deliberate affair; walking across the room was slow 
and flowing, like walking through jello. I was in a self-induced dream state. 
Part of me was aware that to an unknowing observer I probably just would have seemed 
really scary, but I also knew that this was a safe environment in which to experiment with 
such states of being. 



I’ve continued this Attention exercise today, although with less total success than 
yesterday. More than anything, the level at which I’m working makes this most usually a 
series of disjointed realizations that “Oh yeah, there’s something I’m supposed to be 
paying attention to,” followed by a recalculation of which limb I’m supposed to be in. 
I’ve made some terrific connections with people on this course…Rob Rushin, whose 
totally grounded take on things was a refreshing splash of clarity each time I encountered 
it…Chris Gibson, whose rocklike reliability made it possible for me to step up and be 
structural on many pieces we played…the effusively wordy-but-genuine Mike 
Black…and of course Pat White, who is simply amazing. 
Just concluded an interesting conversation with an actress named Bertila Damas. Most of 
the work she does is TV stuff that I would never see, but she’s also done several Star 
Trek jobs – she’s played Vulcans on DS9, and she was a featured Borg on a Voyager 
episode last year. (The year of Voyager that I completely missed.) She told some fun 
stories about the Borg costumes, and how they were constantly breaking into laughter – 
the idea of these hyper-serious Borg being on the brink of laughter is one I like. 
Here in Newark I’m looking at the TV and seeing the same Tarot Reading ads that I had 
started to see in SJ in recent weeks. It’s the new way – content is programmed and 
shipped on a national level, not on a local one. 
At breakfast this morning, Curt approached me and dared me to put on the Bat Child shirt 
and go stand next to Douglas Wright. I did this, and Ray took a picture… 
7:45pm, Newark – Standing next to luggage carousel 8, Terminal A. My flight to O’Hare 
was delayed until 9:45, which meant I’d miss my connection to SFO, and the next flight 
to SF didn’t leave until morning, and didn’t arrive until 11:45…so instead they cut me a 
coach ticket for United tomorrow morning at 7:00am, a non-stop arriving in SFO at 
10:10am. I am hugely disappointed at not arriving home tonight – I miss DW so badly I 
could scream. So I’m now waiting for my checked-in bags to appear so I can go get a 
hotel room for the night. 
It occurs to me that Newark is NY-adjacent, and that I may get better results on my bags 
if I stop being so nice. 
8:50pm – Got my bags, just after they announced that the Chicago flight was fully 
cancelled. Called Howard Johnson’s and reserved a room. 
The monorail system in Newark is broken, so they have buses to shuttle from terminals to 
hotel bus pickups. Had to bus to Terminal C, then go downstairs to catch another bus to 
the pickup point for hotel buses. The driver of this middle bus was a character named 
George who comfortably and obliviously ignored the boundaries of accepted social 
convention…I was the first guy on the bus, and he invited me and the second guy over to 
the nearby roach coach for a cup of coffee. 
9:40pm – In the coffee shop at HoJo’s. This hotel has no bar, but there’s a shuttle to the 
adjacent Holiday Inn that does have a bar. I’ll pass, thanks all the same. 
So, tomorrow I’m booked (in coach, dammit) on a 7:00am flight from Newark to SFO. 
Wa-fuckin-hoo.  
Monday, September 11, 2000 
6:53am, Newark Airport, UA Flight 853 – This morning was an exercise in how not to do 
it. Then I retired last night, I carefully set my alarm for 4:52am to rise and get to a 
7:00am flight. I seem, however, to have not actually set the alarm to make any noise at 
that hour, because I awoke at 6:19am and leaped headlong into an adrenalin-fueled 



ohfuck reaction. No shower; no fresh socks or underwear; no shave; no blood sugar test 
or insulin injections; teeth not brushed – just throw on some clothes and dash. 
The hotel operates a shuttle bus to the airport every twenty minutes – I abandoned this as 
too slow and called a cab. A few minutes later and $17 lighter, I was standing at the 
United counter checking in. 
So, my flight home is far from what I expected…unwashed and smelly, hurried and out 
of balance, crammed into a coach seat at the back of the bus instead of gliding, carefree 
and centered, in pampered first-class comfort. 
One good thing: I just watched through the airplane window as my guitar and suitcase 
made their way into the belly of the jet. 
So now that I’m here, I have time to reconstruct my relaxation and serenity after the 
jarring, discordant dose of Big Hurry I just choked down. 
Rotation of Attention should start with the left foot today, at 8:00am; I’ll go one click 
before that and start with the right foot until then. 
When I walked into Level Two, I had these carefully composed and considered aims 
which had literally spent months building. As I went through the course, I found that the 
areas in which I grew and learned the most were not those I had described in my 
statement of aim. It was as if the important thing was having some aim in hand upon 
walking in, and the specifics of those aims are secondary.  
The challenge is that at any given moment I’m drafting a set of aims, it’s right now, and 
the view from where I am at that moment can’t include things that are revealed a little 
further down the road. This phenomenon has dogged me all my life; at any given point, I 
look at myself two years back and am chagrined at how clueless I was back then, but 
that’s cool, man, I’m much further along now. And when I look at the hapless MF of two 
years ago, he’s thinking the same thing about the MF of four years back, who is thinking 
the same about the MF of six years back. 
----- 
Yesterday, Pat White asked me what I took away from this course. My answer was, “A 
glimpse of intention.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 


