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Ah, yes, the good ol’ summertime. School’s out for summer!

Parents send their kids off to sleepaway camps for a week or a month at a time. It’s a toss up

as to who enjoys those weeks and months more.

There’s Vacation Bible School that doesn’t feel like school at all but one big songfest, among

other things. These are big in the South, since the �rst question a person gets when they move

to town is “What church do you attend?”.

Trust me, if you’ve ever been to VBS, those songs will never leave you. Earworms, once recalled,

bounce around in your head and your heart until you die.

Years ago, when I was younger and more energetic, I was in charge of the music and songs at a

VBS or two in town. There’s nothing like a room full of kids singing lustily about Father

Abraham having many sons, and Ezekiel hallucinating about a wheel up in the middle of the

air.

Also, "This is the day, this is the day..."; and "I have the joy, joy, joy down in my heart, where?

Down in my heart, where?" Ad in�nitum. There’s the favorite "Give me oil in my lamp" and

successive goofy verses like Give me hot sauce in my taco to keep me preaching in Morocco.

Give me unction in my junction so I can function function function.

And oh, the hand motions. We raised our index �nger candles high and extolled the virtues of

that little light of ours and exhorted ourselves not to let Satan blow it out, and asked if we
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should hide them under a bushel? "NO!" but we let that light shine for a straight week,

multiple times a day, until our index �ngers were arthritic. And we learned how not to build

our houses on the sandy land. Good advice for the spirit and for any future architects in the

under 12 crowd.

I remember the days, too, before public school started the �rst week of August, when a

colleague and I ran a music camp at First Methodist in Newnan that same week. Nothing like

hearing a room full of kids squeaking out unearthly sounds trying to �nd the notes B-A-G on

their recorders on the �rst day. By the end of the week, though, they were virtuosos playing

Hot Cross Buns. The circle dances and the line dances we did were joyful and fun. “The river is

up and the water is deep, the wind is steady and strong” the kids and I would sing as they

paired off and skipped down the aisle of kids who could hardly wait their turn to get to the

front of the line and go “down the river, oh down the river, oh down the river we go oh oh…”

Catchy, and infernal when that tune sticks in your head for all your days hence.

One of my favorites was a circle dance to a recording of Mary Chapin Carpenter’s “When Halley

Came to Jackson in1910.” Such a lilting, joyful song it was. The kids loved the dance. Not only

did it bring movement and song and joy, but a little nudge to who knows how many little kids

would be future astronomers? We always stuck a huge neon ball as the moon in the center of

the circle to dance around, and then in and back out and round and round and round.

And no matter what camp your kid went to, they brought crafts home to show their parents:

Macaroni art requiring display for at least a year under a refrigerator magnet, or macaroni

necklaces for mom to wear proudly for the rest of her life. Or leather laced lanyards (see my

favorite poem by Billy Collins, “The Lanyard), and leather laced wallets and bolo ties very few

southern men wear other than ranchers and cowboys.

Those were the days.

Enter a new summer camp, one that is a million miles from VBS and Music Camp. While it’s a

modern iteration of how a kid can spend a couple of fascinating summer days, ironically it’s

also one that harkens back to the olden days of blacksmithing and hot, 1,495F degree forges,

and hammering hot steel on anvils.

This one is run by Michael Sebacher, of Hammered Heart Forge out in the bucolic countryside

of Sharpsburg. He makes his living creating artifacts, tools, and artful objects out of metal, and
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holding 3-day camps to teach kids and adults his craft.

The boys (usually, but girls are invited) get to gather in a small group and make their own stuff.

They watch Michael demonstrate, and then they get their turn. What little boy isn’t fascinated

by a blow torch, or a white-hot spike emerging from the forge to hammer into something cool?

Yikes! Scary? In the wrong hands, maybe, but Michael is a master, a natural at teaching,

demonstrating, supervising, and assisting each boy to achieve something he’s probably never

done before. And no macaroni art or lanyards will emerge from this camp.

This last week it was a long barbecue fork for Father’s Day, a railroad spike twisted into a

paperweight, and a knife forged by hand, also for dads to receive and keep safe, might I add.

Michael is patient, and holds those kids rapt. Even ADHD kids who forgot their medicine that

morning hold still to listen and watch with fascination. This guy is so good at what he does,

and he is careful to make sure nobody is in harm’s way. 

As unconventional as it sounds, it’s actually a gift for some of these kids to get off their devices

and make something tangible and artful with their hands through educated choices, and hard

work.

I hope your kids and grandkids get to go to camp this summer, whichever ones they choose. I’d

highly recommend Michael Sebacher’s camp (www.hammeredheartforge.com) if you have boys

(or girls) who want to be mesmerized and entertained and also make really cool stuff. 

Happy Summer!
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