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My first contact with Guitar Craft came in the form of a shameless intrusion into the life of a 
community located outside Charles Town, WV, called the American Society for Continuous 
Education. Claymont Court. It was a community founded by JG Bennett that had a particular 
philosophical and spiritual bent. That didn’t interest me much. All I knew was that my friend Roy 
Capellaro knew a Claymont resident named Jerry Toporovsky, and had learned from Jerry that 
Robert Fripp was in residence taking part in some kind of 3-month project. 
 
The ASCE was holding an “open weekend” for anyone interested. So, after work on Friday 
November 30, 1984, three of us piled into Roy’s car and took off from suburban Washington DC 
heading for Charles Town, about an hour and a half drive. 
 
It was dark as we arrived on the rural property and drove up to the Mansion. We were late and 
dinner was already over. The Dining Hall had been cleaned. It was intensely cold that weekend, 
and there had been some kind of mishap with a piece of heavy machinery, a backhoe I think, so 
there was no water in the mansion. There was a lot of activity in this regard. We were shown to 
the dining room and offered a meal before the evening meeting. The man in an apron with the 
bandana on his head carrying plates of spaghetti was Robert Fripp. It occurred to me at that 
moment that I was making a terrible mistake. I declined the food. 
 
The rest of that weekend was a mass of conflict and contradictions. I had done some homework 
and I knew a bit about the approach they were working with at Claymont, so I set myself to 
participate as honorably as possible in the weekend. On the other hand, that was not what I had 
really come for, and I decided to be as forthright about that fact as possible. I said so as part of 
my introduction at the opening meeting that evening. Robert was not directly involved in the open 
weekend activities. But he was around and always gracious. I had the feeling that I was not the 
first to impose myself on the community on his account. 
 
On the Saturday evening after a long day of activities a number of the people on the three-month 
course and those of us on the work weekend congregated in the basement of the mansion where 
there was a gas stove and it was not unbearably cold. We talked. I remember one fellow 
expressing astonishment that I had been able to find works of JG Bennett and GI Gurdjieff at my 
local library. Roy pointed out a guitar case on a windowsill. We opened it. It was a shallow body 
Ovation acoustic. Natural finish, I think. We plucked the strings. It was not in the familiar guitar 
tuning. I listened to the sixth string and it seemed quite a bit lower than usual, and decided it 
sounded like a C. I don’t have perfect pitch, but I had been playing guitar long enough that I could 
make an educated guess, and enough ear training to do the math from there. I also recognized 
the resonance of the low strings because I had recently completed a piece of music, created on 
multi-track, which utilized a guitar with the sixth and fifth strings tuned down to C and G. I think it 
may have even been included on the demo cassette I had brought with me to slip into Robert’s 
grateful (I presumed) hand at the right moment. I thought it an odd coincidence. 
 
The relationship between the strings was fifths, except the high string was only a minor third 
above the second string. This was obviously not a simple alteration of the standard tuning. This 
tuning seemed to be created from the ground up. 
 
We closed the case. 
 



On Sunday afternoon the work weekend concluded with a short talk by the President of the 
American Society for Continuous Education. That was Robert. He spoke about the work of the 
ASCE and led us through some clapping and polyrhythm exercises. We were invited to peruse 
the bookstore afterward, and it was there that I came across the 1985 Seminar Schedule in which 
the first announcement of the three one-week Guitar Craft courses appeared. 
 

March 26-30/July 30-August 3/August 6-10 
GUITAR CRAFT 
Robert Fripp 
Music is a quality organized in sound. There are several approaches to discovering a 
relationship with this quality. This short course uses the discipline of craft in making 
musical sound, the way of the performing musician. The course is open to plectrum 
guitarists of at least three years experience, fluent in the English language and above 18 
years of age. 
Fee $475 plus room and board 

 
 
As we prepared to head home Roy asked me if I had given Robert my tape. I told him “no.” He 
declared that he wasn’t leaving until I did (it was his car). A pretty paltry threat, but it was all I 
needed. I went back into the mansion. Robert had dropped the role of President and resumed his 
role as participant in the three-month course, and I posted myself outside the door to the library 
and waited for the meeting he was in to conclude. As the room emptied I snagged him, gave him 
the tape, thanked him for the weekend. He was again very gracious. 
 
We left. 
 
I returned home from the Open Weekend unsettled. Of course I wasn’t going to apply for this 
guitar course. I was sure it was beyond me. But, I did pull out one of my guitars and retune it in 
this bizarre way. My reasoning and ear had been correct. I spent two days working with the tuning 
fairly intensely. I liked the low notes, but the scale and chord fingerings made no sense to me. At 
the end of the second day I declared it a “stupid tuning” and tuned the guitar back. I did not think 
about it again until the evening of March 25, 1985. 
 
 


