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12th annual All Good Festival
Originally published July 17, 2008

By Lauren LaRocca
News-Post Staff

My, has this festival grown. Weren't there only a
couple thousand of us a few years ago?

After driving through tiny Masontown, W.Va.,
following signs along what could pass for cattle
roads, and parking my car on top of Marvin's
Mountain in a spot that was literally not on the
festival map, I arrived at the 12th annual All Good.

Where the hell is the stage?

My friends and I gathered our sleeping bags, tents,
back packs, bottles of water, etc., etc. and walked
until we thought we'd die of heat stroke when we
spotted a long line for a festival taxi -- a go-cart
that hauled people and/or their stuff for $5. Now
that was a new, and much appreciated, feature.
There's roughing it and then there's painfully,
unnecessarily roughing it. I just came to hear some
live music.

All Good technically started Thursday night, but I arrived Friday, in time to hear the Avett
Brothers on the Main Stage -- a nice ruckus of North Carolina folk rock to start my weekend. The
cellist waltzed the stage, occasionally lifting the instrument into the air, and the guy on upright
bass moved around quite a bit himself, but this was nothing in comparison to the audience, who
bounced and whooped in unison, making the Avett Brothers one of the highest-energy
performances I saw.

Immediately following was Reverend Peyton's Big Damn Band.

When Walther Productions advertise non-stop music, they're not kidding. Sound checks on the
smaller Magic Hat Stage take place literally during Main Stage performances (a little strange,
actually), so the next band is geared up and ready to strike a chord the moment the music
stops.

Reverend Peyton was fun, too, with a washboard, slide guitar, harmonica and pretty silly lyrics
(like a homage to his mama's friend potatoes). At times sounding a little like Primus gone
old-time, it made for a playful daytime festival atmosphere.

Meanwhile, All Good, like any music festival, is more than the music.

During the show, a guy walked around with a clipboard, asking people seated in the grass if
they'd like to register to vote. Another guy was dressed as a life-sized banana, while a group of
space aliens danced through the crowd and a girl told people nearby to "smile -- it's free."
Bubbles, cigarette smoke, kites and butterflies filled the air, and the weather was, well, almost
perfect.

What would All Good be without a little rain? A little of that quintessential festival mud that
makes the first (and even second) shower so good after arriving home.

I spent the better part of Sunday morning chasing an E-Z UP in the wind and trying to hold it --
and a tarp -- over my head as shelter from a brief but eager thunderstorm. And then I watched
as cars and vans struggled to drive uphill, spitting mud and sliding backwards, attempting to
exit the festival.

But besides all that.

Friday evening continued with Grace Potter, who could pass for a modern-day Grace Slick.

"Hello, everybody," she said in a thick, smoky voice, as she walked onstage. She was joined by
her band, the Nocturnals, as they started a heavy, psychedelic song, accented with organ and
Potter's strong vocals. They made their All Good debut last year and were welcomed back with
open arms. The band is very much rock and roll but kept the crowd's attention by dipping into a
wide range of sounds.

A definite festival highlight came at dusk when Medeski, Martin and Wood took the stage with
John Scofield. Ah.

The gates leading to the music were more or less rushed, and the lawn quickly filled with people
wanting to hear the collaboration. All phenomenal musicians, when put together, MMW and
Scofield gave the audience a steady head trip -- grooving through their usual funky, jazzy,
occasionally trippy/spacey, but always raw and right-on style. Scofield's touch meshed
beautifully. For a low-key touch, they did The Beatles' "Julia," a mellow and soothing cover, the
melody played by Scofield.

(This would be the first in a long list of Beatles covers. Phil Lesh did a great "Revolution"; Mike
Gordon played "She Said She Said" -- after he covered his former band Phish's "Meat"; Derek

Print this Story
Email this Story
Post/View Comments (0)
Purchase Photos

A Photographer in Paris
'The Figure: Architecture of the
Soul'
Melt away the day
Get a taste ...
Andrew McKnight & Beyond Borders
playing Beans in the Belfry
Recycle My Old Fridge!

Police: Items missing from dead
Baltimore woman's SUV

Md. court rejects widow's claim in
seizure crash

Supervisor picks up FPD officer in
Va.

Down syndrome doesn't hold
parents back

U.S., Md. flags to fly at half-staff
Thursday

View all »

MAINTENANCE TECHNICIAN

COUNSELOR

THE JEFFERSON SCHOOL CAREER
OPPORTUNITIES

FEMA SUPPORT ASSOCIATE

COORDINATOR SPECIAL
PROGRAMS III

Advertisements

The Frederick News-Post Online - Frederick County Maryland Daily Ne... http://www.fredericknewspost.com/sections/art_life/display_ent.htm?Sto...

1 of 3 9/10/2008 11:09 AM



Trucks did a funky "Hey Jude"; and I think there were others. I should add, I heard quite a bit
of Grateful Dead covers, too, played by bands other than Dark Star Orchestra and Phil and
Friends.)

Mid-set, the sky turned pink and the air cooled down. Blue rolling hills provided a peaceful
backdrop for every band, and girls skipped through the crowd in fairy wings and tattoos, past
the line of Port-o-pots and vendors and traveling beer stands.

By night, the festival was transformed to include even more ridiculous costumes, glow sticks
and fireworks (even though they were technically not allowed -- and rightfully so [my friend's
tent caught on fire because of one]). Nightfall meant the big name bands were coming, and the
party got turned up a notch.

The crowd shifted its gaze from Main to Magic Hat stage to hear Lettuce, who had some great
horns and readied us for the Friday night headliner, Phil and Friends.

I realize Phil and Friends changes members a lot, but this arrangement sounded different than
any other I've ever heard. They even did a song that could almost pass for electronica -- a sort
of STS9 vibe (and very danceable). Their jams were a little shorter and a little less
Dead-sounding.

Regardless, they were on.

"Ripple" and "Brokedown Palace" both brought little tears to my eyes, and I know I wasn't the
only one. "Not Fade Away" was fun.

SOJA, a regional favorite on the reggae scene, followed with a chill 45-minute set, and then
Gov't Mule came on at 2 a.m., playing their usual "Soul Shine" and a very impressive Zeppelin
cover of "No Quarter."

Because the majority of us had no cell phone reception on the Mountaintop, we estimated the
time of day by the bands onstage. I checked the music schedule frequently, but by halfway
through Gov't Mule, I didn't need a festival schedule to know that it was late, and I was tired. I
headed back to camp, watching fireworks occasionally go off, and curled up in my sleeping bag,
where I could hear the end of the Gov't Mule show as I drifted to sleep.

Day Two.

There might have been one or two of us awake before 10. Really, the mountain is quiet. The
stage area is a wasteland of last night's party, and the only noticeable movement are the
vendors, readying themselves for the morning rush.

A few hours later, I made my way through a sea of tents to get some coffee and came across a
campsite with two radiant people pointing at a hole they dug in the ground. They explained that
there were two people already underground and at least one more was going in.

"You haven't seen the tunnel yet?" they asked, beaming.

Um, no.

Was this in an effort to keep cool? Or were these kids just crazy? Regardless, these kids were
just crazy.

The sun was hot.

Six bags of ice cost $18.

I heard "Cumberland Blues" for the second time coming from the stage area, which was fairly
empty at 3 in the afternoon. Considering some treks from camp to stage are at least 35 minutes
in the sun, a lot of people made only one trip each way, each day. The Magnolia Circle camping
area, though one hassle of a hike, had amazing views of the Appalachian Mountains.

The Saturday evening line-up promised a massive amount of good music: Tea Leaf Green, Mike
Gordon, Derek Trucks, Keller Williams, Widespread Panic, Dark Star Orchestra -- and a few
surprises.

Like Bassnectar.

I heard a lot of anti-Bassnectar talk around the campfire, and apparently some DJs think he
takes the easy way out, but I'm thinking 1) Who cares? 2) Are they jealous? 3) Do they hear
this? Are they dancing yet? (Note: his online videos don't do him justice.) During his set, the
San Francisco-based DJ not only perfectly exemplified his stage name but brought with the
music a film shown on a large screen behind him that sequenced bizarre, abstract images. And
there was an all-out glowstick war, reminiscent of Phish tour days.

Another surprise came when the jampop band Tea Leaf Green covered The Doors' "Five to One."
Who would dare cover that? I thought only frontman Jim Morrison had the dark powerhouse
personality to pull that off, but they did it. Trevor Garrod on keys helped.

And yet another, when Derek Trucks took the stage with Widespread, about halfway through
their show. So nice. Crowd loved it. It was as if both bands' helped pushed the other over the
edge, magnifying their sound.

A third stage was located on Shakedown Street, in the heart of the camping area. Named
Ropeadope, but referred to as Rubadub, this was the place small bands could randomly jam
together. It was also used for Thursday night performances and music seminars and workshops
throughout the weekend -- yogalates, jewelry design, body painting (I saw the results of that),
drums, hula hooping, and so on.

Nearby was Frederick artist Brian Slagle's sculpture which, at one point, was used to house a
drum circle.

Sunday morning began with the "Star Spangled Banner," played Jimi style. During a break in
the storm, I decided to search for my car and drive home, even though I wanted to hear Michael
Franti and Spearhead headline later in the evening. Like I said, there's only so much roughing it
I can take before camping is no longer fun.

And let me just say, I was never so happy to see my little hatchback, all alone at the end of a
dead end road. I threw out the blackened banana in the backseat and dumped the cooler water,
eyed the unfortunately skunky 30-pack I had planned to give to a friend, and started on the
cattle roads back to I-68, a collection of weathered festival fliers in my cargo pocket.

A Bear's Picnic in Pennsylvania, Camp Bisco in New York, Trinumeral in North Carolina...

I think All Good was enough for one year.
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Then again, the Harvest Time Music Festival is coming to Cumberland in September, and I'm
always in the mood for some bluegrass in the fall.
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