
There is no substitute for the Father’s 
Day Festival each summer, but the CBA 
made an ambitious attempt to fill the 
void through Turn Your Radio OnLINE 
– a series of weekly webcasts conclud-
ing on Father’s Day weekend – June 20.  
Over the five-week series, CBA presented 
nearly 17 hours of programming featur-
ing 32 performances of bluegrass and 
old-time music. The series was accom-
panied by an online silent auction and 
a raffle. Many of the bands you would 
have enjoyed at Grass Valley contributed 
their talents, including the Tim O’Brien 

The pandemic may have slowed our world, but we all find 
ways to keep on truckin’, from radio and online shows to 
luthiers to the CBA Youth programs.  This issue we are 
featuring the first in a new series on the still-vibrant old-
time scene and taking a look back at Paul’s Saloon, that 
legendary San Francisco hotbed of early California blue-
grass.  
 As always, new writers are welcome. Please send 
in photos of historical interest to cba.photogra-
phers@gmail.com. Check out Paul’s Saloon pics at  
photos.californiabluegrass.net and cbaweb.org.  
We are looking for folks to help out with Breakdown pro-
duction: please contact patrickcampbell@californiablue-
grass.net.  And lastly, become a CBA member: cbaweb.
org/About/Join.

A Virtual Father’s Day Festival
Turn Your Radio OnLINE Wrap-up

Band, the Kathy Kallick Band, Lonesome 
River Band, and Special Consensus. The 
series also featured special appearances 
by Molly Tuttle, Peter Rowan, Tony Ka-
mel (of Wood & Wire), Leroy Troy, and 
many more.
 The project was made possible by a 
group of over two dozen dedicated CBA 
volunteers, tackling all tasks including 
administering the auction, video pro-
duction, and promotion. CBA raised 
over $40,000 through the project – a 
combination of tips, donations, auction 
and raffle revenue and other support.  
These funds will support Bluegrass and 
Old-Time musicians and help defray fi-
nancial losses of the CBA.  All the web-
casts are still available for viewing on  
TurnYourRadio.online.

We have a great and diverse board of directors, who 
are meeting the current challenges head-on.  But a 
strong board relies on new blood, so please consider 
joining us.  Any current or past board member will tell 
you that it is a challenging but rewarding experience! 
 So, now you have decided you are going to run for 
election to the Board…but you don’t know what the pro-
cess is for becoming a candidate.

 I will be posting more detailed information on the 
front page of the CBA website: cbaweb.org

It’s Time To Run For The 
CBA Board of Directors

Geoff Sargent
CBA Board Chairman

Kathleen Rushing
CBA Youth Program Contributor

Greetings and love to our CBA communi-
ty by way of social distancing from Bernal 
Heights, San Francisco. I am happy to say 
that we Old-Time musicians are persever-
ing and staying connected during these 
times of change, even with forgoing our 
beloved in-person gatherings and festi-
vals. I am so missing the FDF camaraderie 
at our Old-Time Hill, a sky island amidst 
the Bluegrassers–come for the breeze 
and stay for the music!  And the Midnight 
Square Dance, the Yuba, the fun.   
 Old-Time music events have also 
moved online. Yes, it’s a different expe-
rience and yet so worthwhile in keeping 
us connected and playing music until 
such time as we can be safe again jam-
ming knee to knee and sticking our hands 
in the communal popcorn bowl. Worth 
checking out, all archived, are Quaran-
tine Happy Hour/ Coviddle Tunes, Porch 
Pride, Ashoken Online Rollick, The 
Handmade Music School, and a small 
but significant Old-Time presence at the 
CBA’s own TYRO shows

Pete Ludé
CBA Secretary

CBA Youth Report

Wowsers! It was very exciting to see so many of the kids 
that have come through Fun Grass and Kid Fest perform-
ing on Turn Your Radio Online! It was such an uplift!  
Great job everyone! 
 I certainly missed being with the Fun Grass Kids and 
Kid Fest crowds this year.  Fun Grass takes place during 
CBA Camp while parents take classes. Tons of fun hap-

Welcome: August Breakdown

continued on back  >>>

Karen Celia Heil
CBA Contributor

Old-Time Scene

• You need to be a CBA member in good standing

• You need to submit a petition for candidacy signed 

by at least 10 other active CBA members

• You need to submit the petition, the candidate 

statement, and a photo of yourself by Aug 15, 2020
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The California Bluegrass Association, a non-profit dedicated to the furtherance of Bluegrass, Old-Time, and Gospel music     

BLUEGRASS BREAKDOWN
californiabluegrass.net

CBA’s webcast series raises $40,000 for bands and instructors

“What’s the different between a fiddle 
and a violin?”  Of course, every fiddler 
has their own smart answer like, “It de-
pends on if you’re buying or selling”, or 
“$50 an hour,” but often this is a genu-
ine question.  The truth is you can play 
“Bile Them Cabbage Down” on a multi-
million-dollar Stradivarius violin.  Al-
ternatively, you can play Bach on a Ger-
man copy of a Stradivarius that was sold 
through Sears and Roebuck a century 
ago.  The real difference lies in the pref-
erences and demands of the player.
 From tone and power to response 
and playability, a classical violinist’s 
needs vary greatly from those of a fid-
dler.  For example, a solo violinist needs 
a violin that will project over a large or-
chestra and reach the very back of a hall, 
while a Nashville studio fiddler needs a 
microphone-friendly violin that is easy 
to record on diverse types of music, of-
ten valuing tone over power.  Generally 
classical violinists use synthetic or gut 
strings that can be extremely dynamic 
and bring out the most complex tonal 

continued on back  >>>

Fiddle vs. Violin
Brandon Godman
The Fiddle Mercantile

Brian Burns
Regional Contributor

Greetings from the Southern Nevada Bluegrass 
Music Society! We hope all our fellow bluegrass 
brothers and sisters around the west are stay-
ing safe and healthy. 
 We know everyone is chomping at the bit to 
jam and go to festivals, but we really have to put 
the safety of our membership ahead of our typ-
ical calendar.  It seems everyone has canceled 
until next year at this point, with one exception 
so far, and that is Viva Las VeGrass. 
 We hope things have gotten a little more 
under control by our October 2-4 dates, but we 
will make our final decision in early September 
in consultation with the Forestry Service. If we 
have to cancel for any reason, all our tickets are 
100% refundable. Your early ticket purchases 
also help us gauge interest and attendance, so 
please get yours today at vivalasvegrass.org
 My group Out of the Desert has done a cou-
ple of Facebook Live concerts from my back-
yard and it’s been really fun. We hope to see 
you at our next one, and please support other 
groups who depend on performances for their 
livelihood.

Mark Hogan of Sebas-
topol got into bluegrass 
when he went out for the 
cross-country team at Yg-
nacio Valley High School 
in Concord, CA in 1967. 
Five teammates were tak-

ing banjo lessons from Rick Shubb!  At Rick’s 
urging, Mark attended Bill Monroe’s festival 
in Bean Blossom, Indiana, from 1970-1974, 
where he was able to see all the first-genera-
tion bands. 
 In 1972 Mark attended Sonoma State Uni-
versity, where he met mandolinist Tom Bek-
eny. This led to his becoming a member, in 
1975, of Done Gone, one the Bay Area’s sem-
inal bluegrass bands, whose fundraising per-
formances helped the CBA get off the ground.
 In 1980 Steve Pottier, who was the Festi-
val coordinator, recruited Mark to volunteer 
with the production of the Festival. Since then, 
Mark served on the CBA board for about twen-
ty years and has been instrumental in the for-
mation and preservation of the tent camping 
area, mandatory printing of election results in 
the Bluegrass Breakdown, and the introduc-
tion of openly gay performers at the festival. 
Mark has headed the talent selection commit-
tees, run the grounds crew, been an emcee, 
coordinated the Festival, and served on the 
IBMA team from 2001-2015. He continues to 
contribute to the CBA as the North Bay Area 
Vice President and as the CBA Archivist. 

2011 CBA Honorary Lifetime Member 

cbaphotos.zenfolio.com  

By Phil Boerner CBA Contributor

Mark Hogan

The Southern 
California Beat

pens in our corner of the festival with our in-
strument petting zoo, singing, sun dye t-shirts, 
lemonade making, water play, crafts, and a big 
finale as “Headliners” at the Student Concert.  
We continue this fun during the Father’s Day 
Festival at Kid Fest, open to all kids who attend 
the festival. 
 So, what a bummer it was this year to have 
to cancel all the fun! I did a lot of shopping for 
great deals on crafts, t-shirts, hats, and ended 
up having to put them all in storage till next 
year!  Well, I will continue to look for more fun 
activities and we will have TWICE as much fun 
next year!  
 A special thanks to Pete Ludé for including 
the Kids’ Corner in the Turn Your Radio On-
line line-up: Gayle Schmidt and the Toodaloo 
Ramblers and yours truly, The Bingo Schmin-
go Band!  Let’s get the bluegrass inspiration 
going early and get the wee ones’ ears tuned 
to BLUEGRASS!  Have a wonderful summer in 
your social distance Bluegrass Bubble!

CBA Youth Report (Continued)

CBA PhotosFiddle vs. Violin (Continued)
characteristics, while fiddlers generally use 
steel strings that are immediate in response, 
consistent, and easy to cross-tune.  
 So where do violin shops and luthiers land 
in this conundrum?  Do fiddlers visit a fiddle 
shop and violinists a violin shop?  The answer 
is to visit a luthier or dealer who is able to dili-
gently listen to your requests, understand your 
needs, and deliver the results that best suit you 
and your instrument.  If I’m setting up an in-
strument for someone or finding a player an 
instrument or bow, I try to understand their 
musical personality, their needs as a perform-
er, then make adjustments or select an instru-
ment or bow accordingly.
 Violinist or fiddler, Bach or “Bile Them 
Cabbage Down”, find a luthier or shop that lis-
tens to you and delivers what you need.

The CBA Board of Directors is sending 
this Bluegrass Breakdown newsletter 
to the California bluegrass and old-time 
community. We would like to thank 
current members for their support and we 
invite those who are not members to join 
the CBA in this difficult time. If you are not 
sure of your status, please contact  
cba.membership14@gmail.com.   
Many thanks, keep our music alive,
and stay safe!



Paul Lampert, lived above his nondescript bar, Paul’s Saloon, in the Marina 
District.  Bob Fowler, a bluegrass musician from Alabama and his soon-to-
be wife, Ingrid, a fiddler from Los Angeles and the daughter of the big band 
leader Woody Herman, drifted in like so many others to San Francisco in the 
late 1960s.  Somehow Bob and Ingrid convinced a skeptical Paul to feature 
bluegrass music now and then.  Soon bluegrass was heard there seven nights 
a week. Paul’s Saloon became a showcase for burgeoning and established 
local groups as well as for the legendary national bands of the time, when 
they passed through town. By the mid-1970s, Bob and Ingrid had moved 
on to Nashville, but Paul’s Saloon continued its eighteen-year run as the  
Bay Area hotbed of bluegrass.

Bluegrass Lived 
At Paul’s Saloon
Paul Shelasky

I spent a good deal of my long-lost 
youth at Paul’s Saloon playing in the 
featured bands as well as jamming 
and spectating. I was there from about 
1970 until 1987, when I moved to LA 
to play at Disneyland. 
I led the Paul’s Saloon jam night for 
many years. There was one rock bass-

ist thrashing away on a solid body bass. He didn’t play 
one note that matched anything the rest of us were play-
ing, so I politely suggested that he play in the same keys 
that the rest of us were playing. He snarled: “I don’t play 
NOTES man, I play SOUNDS!!” Unable to refute logic 
like that, the conversation ended.
 A noted Irish piper showed up with three sets of 
pipes. The smallest filled the room. The next larger could 
be heard a block away. I began to hear footsteps upstairs, 
where Paul, the owner, lived. The largest were the Scot-
tish War Pipes, which could be heard over in Oakland. 
Paul ran into the room and stopped the proceedings.
 I was in a band led by a banjo player who took his mu-
sic quite seriously. An attractive, older woman rumored 
to be a former stripper was drinking heavily at the bar.  
During the banjo feature she started to go into her act. 
When half of her clothes were removed, the bandleader 
threw his banjo to the floor and huffed off to the dressing 
room.
 The bar owner was known to be a very frugal man. 
His long-lost brother, who he hadn’t seen in 35 years, 
showed up, was greeted warmly, and was given a free 
drink. He had to pay for all the rest.
 That’s all I can remember for now. All of you stay safe 
while sheltering. You have no excuse not to practice!

Ed Neff
One night in 1973-ish at Paul’s Sa-
loon, High Country was on stage 
when I noticed Vassar Clements com-
ing through the door.  He had come 
out to play with David Grisman and  
Jerry Garcia on the Old and In the 
Way album.

He was dressed in his signature Banlon shirt and had a 
pipe clenched in his teeth. On the break between sets, I 
introduced myself to Vassar and commented that I had a 
tape of him playing with Monroe on his first trip to Cali-
fornia in 1955 at the Town Hall Party in L.A. 
 He remembered that gig and told me Bill and Charlie 
Monroe got into an argument shortly after the gig, and 
Charlie quit and went back home.
 Then he said “Oh yeah, I got drunk after that gig and 
when I got up in the morning I found Bill had left for Or-
egon without me.”  He said, “Yeah, I had to take a cab to 
Oregon to catch up with Bill!” Said it cost him $100.00.  
We got a good laugh and I asked if he wanted to sit in 
with us. He said yes, and I got to play twin fiddles with 
him for two or three sets. What a thrill! One of the best 
nights I ever had on stage. And that’s the truth.

Anne Merrifield
Going home from work one day in 
1971, I stopped at a bar on Scott Street 
to have a drink, where I met Paul 
Lampert, the owner of Paul’s Saloon.  
I asked him to teach me how to bar-
tend, which began a 12-year run. The 
bar was crammed full, and Jean the 

cocktail waitress and I ran our butts off serving drinks 
while the music played. 
 I met many life-long friends there.  I remember 
Paul Shelasky (usually arriving with a fudgesicle in his 
mouth), who had to spend breaks in the “green room” 
because he was under-age. In one of Laurie Lewis’ first 
times onstage, she wowed the crowd.  High Country, 
The Good Ol’ Persons, Done Gone, The Phantoms of the 
Opry, and so many other folks provided music, laughter, 
and memories that still make me smile.

Upon walking through the swinging 
doors of Paul’s Saloon on a Saturday 
night you were greeted with the sight 
of a filled-to-capacity crowd in a long 
room, going about the usual bar pur-
suits - drinking, smoking, talking - 
and listening to live bluegrass music. 
On stage you were likely to see any of 

the top working Bay Area bands churning out their par-
ticular brand of the stuff while scantily-clad waitresses 
hurried through the crowd, balancing heavily-laden 
trays of full and empty glasses. Behind the bar, often as 
not, you’d see a big, bearded, sometimes ominous-look-
ing man overseeing the operation. This would be the 
boss, Paul Lampert.
 I once asked Paul if he thought the success of his bar 
was just a fad. He answered, “Definitely not. To me, there 
are certain things that are basic fundamentals, and blue-
grass music more than other forms reaches inside peo-
ple. They respond emotionally as well as physically. As 
more and more people become exposed to it, more and 
more will like it.” Is bluegrass music, then, a commer-
cially-viable commodity? “If you guys would go back to 
playing for forty bucks a night, I might make some mon-
ey.” [adapted from an article by Laurie that appeared in 
the Bluegrass Breakdown in 1979]

Laurie Lewis

Kathy Kallick
When I moved to San Francisco, I des-
perately wanted to go to Paul’s Saloon, 
but I was only twenty.  I kept trying to 
sneak in, but Paul Lampert identified 
me right away and caught me every 
time.  He’d see me and yell, “You!  Jail-
bait!  Outta here!”  So embarrassing.

I went there on my twenty-first birthday, and he ran his 
routine.  I said, “Hey, aren’t you even gonna ask to see 
my ID?”  He looked at it, and then he bought me a drink!
 From then on, I was a regular for the next thirteen 
years.  I learned how to play bass at the Monday night 
jam, how to be in a band with enough repertoire for four 
sets playing with the Good Ol’ Persons, and how to quiet 
a very rowdy crowd with a gospel number.  I also saw so 
many iconic bands there.  Any band passing through San 
Francisco wanted to play Paul’s Saloon.
 The most memorable of these events was the time 
Bill Monroe and the Bluegrass Boys came by after their 
show at another venue.  They watched a few numbers 
of the Good Ol’ Persons, and then everybody sat down, 
took out their instruments, and started jamming.  It was 
a star-studded bunch, with all the local heroes having 
come by after the show.  At 2 am, Paul locked the doors 
and called it a “Private Party”.

Steve Pottier
When I first moved to the Bay Area, I 
was told Paul’s Saloon in San Francis-
co was the place to go and hear blue-
grass. I took the advice and went there 
to see the Phantoms of the Opry play-
ing to a standing room only crowd. 
It was pretty amazing, bluegrass  

seven(!) nights a week, first rate bands, and the occasion-
al out of town band, including JD Crowe and the New 
South, Larry Sparks, Don Reno, Country Gentlemen, 
Vern Williams, and on and on. It was great to be able to 
go any night of the week, find some of your friends there, 
catch some bluegrass and have a beer. The golden age of 
bluegrass in San Francisco!

Butch Waller
Paul’s Saloon was the home of the Bay 
Area bluegrass scene from the early 
’70’s until 1991. Named for its own-
er, a large, pugnacious, and bullying 
type, for whom no kind words are to 
be found among the musicians who 
performed there, it featured blue-

grass music seven nights a week. My band, High Coun-
try, played there for nearly the entire span of the bar’s 
bluegrass life. I loved the place and would often hang out 
even when I was not on the stage, as would a good num-
ber of other local musicians. The real high points came 
when our heroes were in town and came in after their 
shows elsewhere. Sitting and playing next to Bill Mon-
roe during a late-night jam session will always be a fond 
memory.

Gus Garelick
During the 70s and 80s, Paul’s Saloon 
in San Francisco was the epicenter of 
the Bay Area Bluegrass scene. I lived 
in the City from the late 60s to the 
late 70s and drove a taxi, picking up 
tourists from Japan, Germany, En-
gland, South Africa – all asking about 
“that Bluegrass place”. Everybody 

knew about it, including Bluegrass giants like Bill Mon-
roe, Ralph Stanley, and others, who would drop into the 
saloon after they finished a concert in San Francisco.  I 
hung out there, jammed a lot, and actually got hired once 
or twice with a band called The Fiction Brothers. 
 If not for the Loma Prieta Earthquake in 1989, the 
music might still be happening there. That was the end 
of an era. Years later, the Hardly Strictly Bluegrass Festi-
val in Golden Gate Park attracted hundreds of thousands 
of fans.  From such humble beginnings, who could have 
predicted Bluegrass music would ever become so big?  

Gene Tortora
Around 1971 Paul Lambert gave us 
a job at his saloon shortly after Rob-
ert Fowler asked me to join The Styx 
River Ferry, a name I always found 
a little disturbing because I always 
saw it as the ferry to Hell rather than 
from!   High Country soon followed.  
For several years the band played to 

the right of the front door as you came in. Later on the 
bandstand was moved, facing the restrooms (weird!) ’til 
the end about coincidental with the Loma Prieta ‘quake.
 A lot of guest bands played there over the years along 
with many local bands.  Butch Waller and I alternated 
in some unknown pattern administrating the jams most-
ly. A band would be selected from those available and 
usually would take the stage for a set.  One of the most 
interesting things I ever saw there was Bill Monroe and 
David Grisman jamming mando a mando across a table 
next to the stage.  Wayne Lewis was the guitar player.
 Many people’s social lives had a lot to do with Paul’s 
Saloon, and I think Paul made a lot of money over at least 
part of the time he was in business.

Gene Tortora, Paul Shelasky, RIchard Keldsen, Kathy Kallick, David Grisman

Robert Fowler, Chuck Wiley, Ingrid Fowler, Gene Tortora

Bobby Davis, Pete Hicks, Dave Allen, Gene Tortora, Kathy Kallick


