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P R EM IUM MOTORCOACH TOUR S

229.236.0674

SEPT: BRANSON,MO
OCT: FALL FLING
OCT: LANCASTER, PA
NOV: CHEROKEE CASINO
NOV: PIGEON FORGE,TN
NOV: CALLAWAY GARDENS,GA

Relaxing Motorcoach Travel w/ Snacks • Hotel Accommodations
Porter Service for One Suitcase • All Meals Included • All Events • All Gratuities

emeraldcoastgroup.com

HHH CALL ABOUT DAY TRIPS! HHH

Trips
2017

FOR

100% ALL-INCLUSIVE!

T L H  LO C A L

As I write this, the heat index in
North Florida is inching its way into the
triple digits. The air is so dense with
humidity, the simple act of breathing
feels like drinking hot ginger ale
through a beach towel. My kingdom for
a cool breeze.

To keep from fainting, I am re-read-
ing my diary narrative about a frozen
vacation to Yellowstone National Park
in late January 2008. The life-threat-
ening trips really are the best, aren’t
they?

Here’s how the diary goes, as the
camera zooms in on a motel in the town
of West Yellowstone, Mont., where the
snow banks are stacked up to the sec-
ond-story windows:

In an hour, I’m crawling inside a
heavy snowsuit, mumbling a few quick
prayers and jumping on a snowmobile
to drive 40 mph through Yellowstone
Park. It is late January. I have clearly
lost my mind.

“If you ever wanted to find out what
41 degrees below zero feels like, this is
your big chance,” snowmobile guide
Tom Van Zant says in a voice that’s
been sanded down by years of filterless
Camels. (If we were in a Western
movie, Van Zant would be played by
cowboy actor Sam Elliott. Steve Busce-
mi would play me.)

I dash outside wearing street
clothes.

The air is filled with something that
looks like pixie dust. It’s actually the
air’s moisture, which has frozen and
crystallized. My head spins as I suck in
the particles of oxygen. My Florida
lungs, my Florida nostrils and my Flori-
da throat seize up. I stagger back in-
side.

“Well, whadya think?” Van Zant says.
“That was evil,” I say. “Pure (blanki-

ty-blank) evil, like staring into the an-
gry eyes of Nancy Grace.”

For reasons I’m still not clear about,
my wife, Amy, thought it would be a
grand idea to round up a few friends
and family members from the Sunshine
State and take a snowmobile journey
into this icy, forbidden corner of the

planet. When we drove to the park in a
van yesterday, Van Zandt told me we
were in for “some adventurous weath-
er,” even by Montana and Wyoming
standards. Don’t tell anyone, but I think
my wife may be trying to kill me.

Yellowstone is visited by millions of
sensible tourists each year during the
the summer and early fall months. In
the heart of winter, you pretty much
have the place to yourself if you’re
willing to challenge death and don’t
mind a touch of frostbite on your pri-
vates. 

Of rasslers and cannibals
Vanity is the first casualty of snow-

mobiling. 
My two layers of long johns, thick

thermal tops, boxer shorts and ski
mask make me look like a Mexican
wrestler. Amy say my rassler name in
Spanish should be El Burro Payaso,
which loosely translates as Jackass
Clown. To add insult to the ego, I also
must wear an oversized crash helmet
and a puffy, insulated jumpsuit that
makes me look like a deep-sea diver
with a glandular problem.

“Does my butt look big in this suit?”
I ask Amy.

“And by ‘big’ you mean the cubic
land mass of Tasmania, right?”

Before we head into the park, my

friend Kerry White and I decide that if
the worst happens, and we are stranded
for months in a Donner Party-style
situation, we will kill and eat our buddy
Eddie Johnson first. Eddie does not
take this news well and wants to know
why my much taller brother-in-law,
Hub, isn’t going to be the first on the
roasting spit. All this bickering about
the pecking order of cannibalism
leaves time for Van Zant and his wife,
Julie, to jump-start the frozen snow-
mobiles by the time the thermometer
reaches a balmy 12 degrees below zero.

And, it’s off we go.
If I were a more poetic type, I could

wax on eloquently about the strange,
dangerous beauty of Yellowstone. I
would go on about how we are skating
on the nose of a volcano. Annoying
gnats taunting an ancient fire god. Mo-
torized monkeys turned loose in the
playroom of the divine.

But mostly, I’m overwhelmed by the
stinging sulfur smell that’s being
burped up by bubbling cauldrons and
hissing geysers. Did a meth lab ex-
plode? It reminds me of the time when I
was a kid that my brother ate all the
greasy fried chicken and deviled eggs
off the buffet at The Waterwheel Res-
taurant during a family vacation in
Franklin, N.C. He nearly killed my
brothers and me back at the motel

room with his sinister, somnambulant
flatulence.

Where the buffalo roam
Driving a four-cycle Arctic Cat

snowmobile is a lot like steering a John
Deere lawn mower — except, in this
case, the mower is strapped on skis,
tops out at 50 mph and can find every
rut in the road for a ride that’s smooth
as a kerosene cocktail. After a little
while, I find it’s best to relax and let the
snowmobile follow its own chosen path.
Getting your brain to go with the flow,
though, is more difficult. The uncom-
fortable lump sliding around inside my
right boot may be a heating pad that’s
become dislodged — or, else, it’s my big
toe.

The altitude and cold are getting to
me. I’m feeling a bit light-headed. May-
be this is a hallucination? To keep my
mind distracted, I start singing the
theme song about Jellystone Park from
the Yogi Bear cartoon: “Yogi Bear is
smarter than the average bear. Yogi
Bear is always in the ranger’s hair. Yogi
Bear has it better than a millionaire.
Yogi Bear doesn’t wear clean under-
wear. Hey, wait that isn’t right. And
wouldn’t Yogi have enough sense to be
taking a nice, winter-long disco nap
rather than freezing his paws off riding
a ....”

Suddenly, our single-file procession
of 11 snowmobiles comes to a slip-slid-
ing, skittering halt. A small herd of
buffalo is blocking the road, and we
have to creep by them to avoid trigger-
ing a tiny stampede. One bull buffalo’s
mane of dreadlocks is covered with
thick clumps of ice that hang from his
chin like church bells.

I’ve never been this close to a buffa-
lo before, if I don’t count the time I
stumbled into a sleazy biker bar in
Daytona Beach during Spring Break.

The ice-covered bison and I make
eye contact as I inch by him. His bul-
bous, whale-like eyeball studies me.
This must be a dream, and in dreams
animals can speak.

“I know what I’m doing here, Florida
boy, because I was hunted and chased
into this weird, holy place,” the anthro-
pomorphic bison says. “The question is,
what are you doing here, El Burro
Payaso ?”

Contact senior writer Mark Hinson
at 850-599-2164 or mhinson@tallahas-
see.com.

Ah, to be frozen to the bone in Yellowstone
Mark
Hinson
DEMOCRAT SENIOR WRITER

DALLAS MALLOY/SPECIAL TO THE DEMOCRAT

Frozen Floridians take a pause at the Continental Divide during a snowmobile trip through
Yellowstone National Park in January 2008.

Conductor and professor Dr. Kevin
Fenton’s story begins in Kenya, inside a
plainly furnished room with linoleum
floors and construction raging outside.
Standing in a circle with the Nairobi
Chamber Chorus and the Festival Sing-
ers of Florida, Fenton, Nairobi Direc-
tor, Ken Wakia, and the singers were
teary eyed at the conclusion of their

performance of the South African hymn, “Ukuthula,”
as it united the groups through song. 

The performance sparked Fenton’s desire to con-
tinue bringing choirs together to inspire kinship and
peace through music, leading him to complete a Ful-
bright Fellowship and create the annual worldwide
“Voice for Peace” event.

His passion for connecting ensembles and conduct-
ing are at the foundation of the summer master’s
program. Fenton advises graduate students in leading
and organizing the annual Summer Chorale perfor-
mance, which will be presented this year in Ruby
Diamond Concert Hall on Thursday, July 27. 

“I’m always in awe of how often music continues to
surprise me,” says Fenton. “I believe that play is the
most effective way to get people to learn and music
itself is incredibly reinforcing. If you give people
great performances and you have a positive attitude
throughout the process they’re probably going to be
continuous singers.”

Growing up in his own affirmative environment,
Fenton sang with both his mother and father in their
church’s choir. Soon, he joined his school choir, as well
as became a drum major in band with dreams of con-
tinuing as a conductor. He went on to attend Friends
University in Wichita, Kansas, where he received a
degree in vocal and instrumental music education. 

Fenton earned his doctorate from Florida State
University in choral conducting after pursuing his
master’s and interests in how choral settings can
build character. Many of his tactics for cultivating a
supportive learning environment stems from proac-
tive teaching methods rather than reactive language.
For example, in his teaching he’ll use story or meta-
phors to connect with students, giving them vivid
illustrations of how they could embody a certain piece
of music instead of chastising an incorrect note. 

“I believe the choir has a unique ability to build
community,” says Fenton. “No matter how you feel
about people, when you’re singing it all goes away.
There’s something about singing that’s all encompass-
ing, and I feel they really become one. For a moment
it’s all about the music and that makes them feel full
and richer.”

Fenton says that tours and events are one of the
main reasons he joined choir in the first place. The
tours he took in college left a huge impression on his
path as an educator, as it proved to be one of the most
unifying and inspiring aspects of the choral arts. In
addition to his appointment in FSU’s College of Music,
Fenton directs FSU University Singers and the Cham-
ber Choir, as well as established the Festival Singers
of Florida — all with a focus on touring outside the
state and around the world. 

From the southeastern United States to Europe,
Fenton and his students are well traveled. Memories,
like performing in an unheated Cathedral in the dead
of winter, being a part of the 500 year anniversary of
Arecibo, Puerto Rico, and performing as far as China
to teach “Ukuthula,” have continued to inspire Fen-
ton. Many of his past students have taken on his think-
ing towards choir, including past graduate students
who use volunteering as a way of bringing their sing-
ers together. 

“I always talk about the importance of service
projects,” says Fenton, who enjoys watching summer

master’s students bond with one another in six weeks.
“At one festival started by my former students, you
sing in the morning then you do a project in the area,
such as singing in a retirement community or feeding
people at food bank. They built team-ship within their
own choir and create these connections.”

This year, the Summer Chorale will give 14 of Fen-
ton’s current summer graduate conducting students a
chance to direct a choir of 30 music majors. Meeting
twice a week for rehearsals, Fenton guides the stu-
dents through his philosophies of conducting. In one
of Fenton’s more recent books, “Foundations of World
Conducting,” he aims to demystify the art form with
techniques in rhythmic gesture and nonsense syl-
lables that help singers to understand the tone or
color of a particular piece. 

“A lot of people will meticulously over teach every
phrase which can take away the spontaneity of the
moment,” explains Fenton. “I believe that you allow
singers to display their musicianship by using gesture
and responding to them. When they get fired up about
a section and it seems to be working then your ges-
ture can encourage and continue to support that.” 

Fenton is excited to have Dr. Hugh Floyd, a profes-
sor from Furman University, in residency to assist
the students in conducting the Mozart pieces in the
performance’s repertoire. Newer composers will also
be featured to create a diverse program that will
challenge both the conductors and choir students
according to Fenton. 

In a recent rehearsal, Fenton told his conductors to
share their musical journeys with the choir as a way
of giving them insights into the professional music
world. Like tours, it’s yet another one of Fenton’s

pillars in teaching — sharing and creating a “col-
lective” narrative that unites the group in their goals
and efforts both inside the classroom and on the
stage. 

“One of my graduate students came up to me after-
wards and said, ‘Dr. Fenton, we’re all a part of your
collective story,’” smiles Fenton. “I think the collec-
tive story is a big thing. It’s better to hold hands and
run up the hill together instead of climbing over each
other. We need each other.” 

Amanda Sieradzki is the feature writer for the
Council on Culture & Arts. COCA is the capital area’s
umbrella agency for arts and culture (www.tallahas-
seearts.org).

Musical journeys come together in Summer Chorale
AMANDA SIERADZKI
COUNCIL ON CULTURE & ARTS

KEVIN FENTON

Kevin Fenton, Hugh Floyd from Furman University, and the 2017 summer masters choral music education students 

If you go
What: FSU Summer Chorale presented by Florida State Univer-
sity College of Music
When: 7:30 p.m., Thursday, July 27
Where: Ruby Diamond Concert Hall, 222 S Copeland St
Cost: Free
Contact: For more information call 850-644-3424 or visit
http://music.fsu.edu/. 

Fenton


