
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

November Message 
 

Well folks, November is kicking on October’s door 
saying, “Let me in!”  Only one good frost on record, 
so if you’re thinking about rabbit hunting, you need 
to wait for at least another real hard frost before you 
get out there. ‘Course, it’s a good time to walk the 
trails, enjoy the colors (lots of leaves still up around 
our house), and scout out where those cottontails 
will be.  Two of my cousins have fresh venison in 
their freezers.   Thanks to a recent ride around 
Lupton and the Rifle River Valley, I can confirm deer 
were everywhere – so be careful driving. 
 

It’s been kind of busy for us.  Maggie’s rehearsing 
with FoxFire, The Valkyries, and Floyd King and the 
Bushwackers while planning the Live! From the 
Living Room Halloween Spooktacular – not to 
mention the major efforts for Paint Creek Folklore 
Society’s major fundraiser, The Tin Whistle.   
 

What can you do?  How about volunteering by going 
to see Dave Falk or, if our volunteer ranks are full, 
then buy your tickets and have a blast. 
 

Because of all the activity at home, this means that 
yours truly has been building scarecrows, spooks, 
and carving jack’-o-lanterns while trying to make a 
clean F# minor chord on the guitar.   Consequently, 
there’s been no time to discuss the motorcycle ride 
to New Mexico this month, so instead, we’ll discuss 
the cycle of life. 
 

I believe that horse barns, and perhaps barns in 
general are special places.  In fact, several of my 
best memories are a result of working in or around 
barns.  I have wept in barns.  I have slept in barns.  
I think that it is neat to say “National Barn Dance”.  
The cycle of life begins in a barn. 
 

There was a horse barn and an arena somewhere 
near Ypsilanti.  A relative of my girlfriend was going 
to be singing there while on a tour that would lead 
her to Nashville.  She was going to be a star.   
 
It took us a while to find the place, but we knew that 
we were at the right farm because of the size of the 
star painted on an old bus that was parked beside 
the barn.  Upon arriving, my girlfriend’s aunt 
whispered it was “where the stars were parked.” 
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My friend and I were parked in the muddy lot.  
Behind the star’s bus, two tents were pitched, and 
my girlfriend’s cousin’s aunt reminded us that,  “only 
the stars were allowed near those tents”.  I had been 
forewarned. 
 

It was a nice country show.  The “star”, a young girl 
of twelve or thirteen could really sing.  I don’t know if 
she and her band were on a par with Cats and the 
Fiddler, but they were good.  Truth be known, it 
might not have been so good had it not been for the 
opening act.  The opener was The RFD Boys, and 
back then, they were boys.   I was twenty-two or 
twenty-three at the time, and it was my first 
exposure to bluegrass music.  They were terrific, 
and I hated to see them leave the stage, but it was 
time for the “star” go onstage.   Did I mention that 
the atmosphere was incredible?  Open air, hay 
bales, and every now and then, a good horse would 
throw in a chorus of his own.  It was unbeatable! 
 

I know what you’re thinking.  How in the world does 
this comment on the cycle of life?   Well, I’ll tell you.  
Last night we gathered at the Diamond M Stables in 
Ortonville, where Bob Marshall and Dan Hazlett held 
a dual CD release party.   There I was, back in the 
barn listening to my old friends and chatting with 
new friends at the break.  We even got to feed 
apples to Ruddi, Whisper, and Buddy.  In my 
opinion, those horses were the real stars.   

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
So the cycle continues from barn to barn.  If you 
think I’m exaggerating, just ask Andy, Denise, 
Caylynn, Maggie, or Floyd King himself, at the Tin 
Whistle show.   
 

This is Gypsy Jack saying, “At the Diamond M 
Stables, you bring your own chair”.  We’ll see you all 
at the November meeting. 

Diamond M Stables 



 

A Spooktacular Show 
Maggie Ferguson   
 

This Friday, October 31st at 8 pm, 
Live! From the Living Room holds the annual 
Spooktacular concert.  This year’s headline act is 
the Fabulous Heftones – an experience not to be 
missed.  Come and enjoy the decorations treats 
tricks and prizes in the atrium of the Blue Note 
Café, 7 N. Saginaw St. in Pontiac.  Costumes are 
encouraged but not required. 
 

Ghosts of Vintage Halloweens 
 

The November workshop will be led by Irene 
Stanton, who has loved Halloween since she was a 
kid.  It's been a lifelong passion; she's been 
collecting since the early 1980s when she saw 
some vintage Halloween postcards in an antique 
store.  Focusing on items from the 1920s and 30s, 
her collection includes die cuts, booklets, 
noisemakers, crepe papers, tallies, and invitations.   
 

Do You Have Reservations? 
 

Local folk treasure Neil Woodward will headline at 
this great intimate setting on November 9th.  Please 
contact Phil and Althea Doolittle for reservations 
(recommended) at (248) 375-2513. Also mark your 
calendars for April 19, 2009, when the Comfy 
Concerts Series welcomes James Gordon. Stay 
tuned - a second spring concert is in the works! 
 

Do You Have Tickets for the TW? 
 

This year’s Tin Whistle is just weeks away.  
Because it our big fundraiser for the year, we need 
everyone to help bring in a good crowd.  Whether 
you need tickets for yourself, your family and 
friends, or need a few to sell at work, please 
contact Glen Morningstar at (248) 889-3013.   
 

Next Board Meeting 
 

The next board meeting is on Wednesday, January 
12, 7:30, at the home of Sharon Hall.  All members 
are welcome, though not required to attend. 
 

A Dearth of Hosts 
 

We need a host for the December potluck, and for 
meetings in January, February and March.  Let 
Maggie or Caylynn know if you can help.    

Next Meeting: November 1st 
Our next meeting at Lawnridge Hall 
 

Please join us for our next regular meeting in 
Lawnridge Hall.  The doors will open at 4pm for 
the Songwriter’s Circle and jamming.  Call your 
friends and remind them to bring their instruments!  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
We encourage everyone to arrive by 7:00 for the 
main part of the meeting. As always, Song Swap 
slots are limited; come early to sign up. 
 

The meeting starts promptly at 7:30.  Collector 
Irene Stanton leads our workshop this month on 
vintage Halloween ephemera.  I’d be scared to 
miss it! 
 

The song swap theme is “And the Goblins will 
Getcha if Ya Don't Watch Out!”  Denise Marie 
Stein will lead the Song of the Month.  
 

We usually break for “jamming and jawboning” 
around 10pm, and go until almost midnight.  If 
that’s not enough, there are usually some folks 
who go out for a late night snack. 
 

Lawnridge Hall 

Lawnridge Hall is located at 385 South Adams Road In Rochester Hills, 
on the campus of University Presbyterian Church.  UPC is on the east 
side of Adams Road, between Hamlin and Avon. 
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He eventually got a banjo too, but a mouse ate a 
hole in the head.  To fix it, he glued a piece of a 
mirror over the hole.  “I liked the way it looked.” 
 

George was too young but he  
enlisted in the Army anyway.   
Before shipping out to Europe,  
George gave the banjo to his  
fishin’ buddy Bethel, a local  
moonshiner. He never  
saw Pete again. 
 

He told an anecdote  
about his commanding  
officer at basic training,  
Captain Sharp.  Each  
recruit was given five bullets to shoot at a paper 
target, and George put all five through the same 
hole.  When Captain Sharp saw it, he came and 
found George.  “Where are you from, son?” the 
Captain demanded.  “Tennessee, Sir.”  The 
Captain walked away saying something about how 
he should have known that, because bullets would 
be too expensive to waste there. 
 
When he was in France, George got a letter saying 
Bethel shot and killed the Police Chief, Big Smith. 
Bethel was cleared, though.  It was self-defense; 
Big Smith was beating at the jail and Bethel got Big 
Smith’s gun.  “Whatever you got against somebody 
don’t kill em,” Marshall advised sadly.  “You gotta 
live with that the rest of your life.”  But I don’t think 
he wasn’t thinking about Bethel. 
 
He said that some politician might think he’s a war 
hero for spending time in a prison camp, but he 
“…doesn’t know anything.  I spent 9 ½ months 
under fire, day after day. I never been so scared.  
What has been gained by war?  Nothing.”  He did 
admit that while in Europe he met his wife.  He 
brought her back to America, and this August they 
celebrated their 61st anniversary.   
 

In between the stories, he played songs, backed 
up by Larry.  Whether he was playing a guitar, 
Dobro, or five-string banjo his hands were sure and 
strong.  His voice was clear and right on pitch.  The 
first song was I Was Born Way Back in Ol’ 
Kentucky.  The next he introduced as “an original 
song I wrote many, many years ago, when I was 
just 70.”  The lyrics described the love and pride he 

Our Workshop: George Marshall 
YHE for Secretary Sharon Hall 
 

Denise Marie Stein (accompanied by Maggie 
Ferguson) opened the meeting with the Song of 
the Month, The Apple Picker’s Reel.  I didn’t 
recognize the title, but the words were instantly 
familiar.   
 

Hey, ho, it feels so free  
Standin’ in the top of an apple tree. 
 

Maggie introduced our workshop leader, George 
Marshal.  He is a former member of PCFS and 
Joyous Noise.  He was accompanied by Larry 
Stevens, who backed him up on guitar and Dobro. 
 
He started out by saying some folks thought 95 
was pretty old.  He grinned and said, “Not if you 
expect to live well past 100.”  He claimed that at 
his age “you remember more and more of the 
things that don’t matter. “ 
 
He talked about his childhood in St. Helens, 
Tennessee in a family of ten. “Back then there 
wasn’t much else to do,” he explained with a 
twinkle in his eye.  He reminisced on his best dog, 
Pete, and about the time his brother took a 
chicken and some eggs up to the general store, 
and came back with a bag of candy.   
 
Now besides Pete, George had a cat that he liked 
too, but not as much as he liked candy.  He 
walked up to the store to get the same deal.  “Why 
would I buy a cat?” the proprietor asked, and 
George described how his brother just got a bag of 
candy.  “Well, let’s see that cat, then,” said the 
man seriously, and he set the cat on the big scale.  
Eyeing the dial carefully he proclaimed “Nope. 
That cat ain’t worth nuthin’. But keep the cat and 
take it back home, and I’ll give ya a bag of candy.”  
 
When he was a little older, he worked in the 
cornfields, earning 75 cents a day.  “That might not 
sound like a lot for 10 hours of hard labor, but back 
then I could get a hotdog, an RC Cola, and a 
movie for just 25 cents!  I was all set.”  
 
The first banjo he saw was one his uncle made 
from a cracker tin and a stick whittled into a neck, 
but he was immediately taken by the sound of it. 
When he was 16, he got to see Uncle Dave Macon 
at the Grand Old Opry and met him afterwards. 
Macon would have been about 60 years old then.   
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George Marshall 
Continued from page 3 
 
has for America.  He did two Merle Travis tunes, 
Shooting at the Moon on the banjo and I Am a 
Pilgrim on guitar.  
 

He talked about the banjo he brought to play for us.  
It was made in 1856, but it wasn’t labeled.  “That’s 
pretty common, though, he said.  “You wonder if 
they were ashamed of them,” he joked.  It was a 
beautiful instrument, with a long neck, a large head 
surrounded by 50 brackets.  That’s right – fifty 
brackets!  “Fifty don’t work any better than twenty, 
but they could charge a lot more for it.” 
 

Then he played the Beverly Hillbillies theme.  I 
recently learned that the Ballad of Jed Clampett 
(the official title) was written by Paul Henning and 
performed by Flatt and Scruggs. It was actually a 
number one hit on the country charts… in 1962.  
That’s been a while, but everyone seemed to 
remember the words and sang along - with feeling.  
For contrast he played a sweet song on guitar.  I 
didn’t catch the title, but the lyrics went something 
like this: 
 

The mountain laurel grows green and wild 
It reminds me of when I was a child 
  
Shifting pace again, he put the Dobro in his lap and 
played an instrumental he named Bear Creek 
Backstrap.  “I didn’t write it, I just came up with it,” 
he explained.  He finished out the workshop with 
another sing-along, Put Another Log on the Fire.   
 

After the workshop, we retired to the dining room 
for snacks, provided this month by Joanne Shulte 
and Vicki Acosta.  It was quite a spread, but  
my favorites were the cider and donuts!  A special 
thanks to the Shultes, who have hosted every 
September meeting for twenty years! 
 

The October Song Swap 
 

The Valkaries are a trio, with Maggie Ferguson on 
guitar, Denise Marie Stein on autoharp, Marilyn on 
violin, and all three on sweet vocals.  They did the 
most beautiful version of Loudon Wainwright’s 
Dead Skunk in the Middle of the Road that you’d 
ever wish to hear.  Liza Shone brought us back up 
above ground level with a reading from Mark 
Twain’s Autobiography, and our guest Roger Blair 
 

  
 
 
performed a great version of Dan Fogelberg’s Run 
for the Roses.  Many folks would recognize him from 
his performance at last year’s Tin Whistle concert.  
Next, Dave Balforman treated us to Don’t You 
Worry, accompanying himself on guitar. Then 
Patrick Stallworth sang Crescent Moon.  Man, has 
that guy got a voice!  New member Robert Mikawa 
brought out his Taylor cutaway classical guitar and 
sang Autumn Leaves.   
 
Randy Proctor followed on a longneck Epiphone 
five-string banjo.  He sang a Pete Seeger song he 
had just learned that day, Passin’ Through.  Most of 
the audience knew it, and joined in.  FoxFire (aka 
Denise Marie Stein and Maggie Ferguson) sang 
Pumpkin Town.  I recently heard the original words, 
sung from a male perspective, and I like FoxFire’s 
version much better. The hammered dulcimer solo 
was especially great! 
 
Dave Falk sang Roses, backed up by a whole crew 
including Denise, Maggie, Roger, Liza, and – 
eventually - your humble editor (Andy?  Where’s 
Andy?).  Pete Hartung followed with a excellent 
rendition of the traditional song Stagalee.  Jack 
Ferguson and Robert Mikawa (billed as the Paint 
Creek Motorcycle Auxiliary) blew us away with Tom 
Russell’s haunting Down the Rio Grande.  Jack has 
never been in better voice, and his big Martin 
slothead blended nicely with Robert’s licks on the 
classical. 
 
Leonardo sang the Blind Willie Johnson blues 
classic Trouble Soon Be Over.  It’s one of my 
favorites in his repertoire, and it’s always fun 
watching him play left-handed on that right-handed 
National slide guitar.  Joni Grob got up and sang 
Sweet is the Melody as sweetly as Iris Dement ever 
sang it herself.   
 
We thought we were done, but guest Anna 
Popovich surprised us with a tune she was learning 
on Appalachian dulcimer.  I recognized the tune as 
Boil them Cabbage Down, but concentrate on her 
fingering, she sang, “Boil them biscuits down.”  Must 
have been dumplings. Then we all cleared away the 
chairs for jamming. We played and sang until 11:45.  
A few of us still weren’t ready to quit, so we met at 
Friday’s for a late snack.  It was a great meeting, a 
great day with great folks. Let’s do it again! 


