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November 4, 2009 
 

From the Editors: 

 

Folk ensemble tour histories are usually written when they are assigned to individuals or 

couples while they are traveling.  Daily histories consist of a wild variety of styles, 

reflecting the individuality and creativity of multiple authors.  We all love that diversity 

and enjoy seeing tour through each others eyes.   

 

Regrettably, we lost that variety with our 1991 tour to southwest Europe through 

circumstances beyond our control.  Fortunately, 18 years later, several individuals 

combed through their journals from that time and typed them out.  We have collected 

them to (finally) produce a memory of a fantastic time in our lives, presented here for you 

to enjoy.   

 

Although itôs not the same kind of history found in the library of BYU Folk Ensembleôs 

many years of travel, this log is unique, valuable, and even has a strength others lack.  

Each entry is found in its original form (rarely edited) as it was written in a personal 

journal, and not slanted to a large audience.   We had four major contributors:  Delynne 

Peay, Mike Ingols, and our own.    Andy Madsen also contributed many entries, and Rex 

Barrington wrote a few as well!  Additionally, we included one real tour history which 

Delynne discovered in her files; this one by Becki Brimhall is the only original we know 

of.    

 

We decided that we would include each entry instead of passing judgment on which was 

óbestô.  We didnôt leave anything out; if anyone contributed, their entry is included.  

Although that adds up to a long document, we felt we should leave to you the choice of 

whose style you enjoy most, or allow you to take pleasure in comparing and contrasting 

each authorôs viewpoint.  Every day has an interesting perspective.  Some of us have a 

wildly different interpretation of an event; at the same time, itôs amazing how often we 

use the same language or phrase to describe life as we lived it then.   Remember, each 

entry is imperfect, and more significantly, personal, and we thank those who had the 

courage to share that with us.   

 

Regardless, all the descriptions brought us back to those days and we felt as though we 

had just returned last month, not 18 years ago.  We hope you recapture the joy, 

frustration, elation, fatigue, love, and all the range of emotion and experience of touring 

that we did as we created this final missing history.  It was a pleasure to bring it to you! 

 

Finally, to all those who helped and encouragedðwe thank you, thank you so much.  

Merci!  Gracias!  Obrigado!   

 

Sincerely, 

 

Tamara Marshall Chamberlain 

Blain Empey 
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France, Spain, Portugal Tour 1991 

 

 

Band Members: 

Jonathan Wood on Mandolin 

Jason Deere on Guitar 

Nathan Keller on Banjo 

Nathan Washburn on Bass 

Amy Jacobs on Fiddle 

Chuck on Guitar and the Rope 

 

Dancers: 

 Andy Madsen   J'aime Jones 

 Greg Maine   Becky Leigh  

 Mark Jensen   Nancy Whetten   

 Mike Sandberg  Christie King 

 Daryl Smith   Marcie Belton 

 Stan Smith   Becky Brimhall 

 Denny Wright   Tamara Marshall 

 Blain Empey   Jennifer Ollerton 

 Chris Schuyler   Candace Wyatt 

 Marty Matheson  Heidi Utter 

 Mike Ingols   Kristen Pinegar 

 Danny Andrus   Angie Pace 

 

Leadership: 

 Scott and Karen Horman 

 Delynne and Garth Peay 

 Rex and Dixie Barrington 

 Dr. Phyllis C. Jacobson with her sister Maxine Lazar 
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 AMERICAN FOLK DANCE ENSEMBLE 

 SPAIN, FRANCE, AND PORTUGAL, 1991 

 Itinerary 

 

Sunday, July 7 Provo - Milan, Italy 

 5:15 a.m. Board bus at Richards P.E. Building 

 5:30 a.m. Depart for Salt Lake City airport 

 8:05 a.m. Travel Salt Lake City - Denver, TWA #870 

 9:53 a.m. Arrive in Denver 

10:24 a.m. Travel Denver - New York (JFK), TWA #870 

 4:41 p.m. Arrive in New York 

 7:15 p.m. Travel New York - Milan, Italy, TWA #842 

 

Monday, July 8Milan - Marseille, France 

 9:05 a.m. Arrive in Milan; group will be met by representatives from the Marseille Festival; 

travel by "Cote D'Azur" bus to Marseille, France  (327 mi; 6 hrs); meet host families 

for the stay in Marseille 

 

 ---------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 MARSEILLE FRANCE FOLK FESTIVAL:  "Festival International de Folklorede 

Chateau-Gombert"   (27th Year) 

  Contacts:   Daniel Audry, Director 

    Pierrette & Emile Pelletier, organizers 

    Jacques Faudin, Nice Stake President 

 

  Groups involved: Argentina, Spain, Greece, Romania, Senegal, Ukraine, USA 

 ---------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 

Tuesday, July 9 Marseille (Chateau-Gombert), France 

11:00 a.m. Rehearsal on festival stage (USA only) 

12:30 p.m. Lunch at festival restaurant 

 6:30 p.m. Meet at Centre Culturel Provencal in costume (with instruments and flag) 

 7:30 p.m. Opening Ceremonies 

 8:00 p.m. "Souper Regional" spontaneous performances of all groups 

10:00 p.m. Home with host families 
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Wednesday, July 10 Marseille (Chateau-Gombert), France 

11:00 a.m. Meeting for leaders and guides 

12:30 p.m. Lunch at festival restaurant 

 2:00 p.m. Rehearsal for festival finale, all groups  [2 men and 3 women from USA 

group should be identified for special participation in this] 

 7:30 p.m. Dinner in costume at festival restaurant 

 9:00 p.m. Parade through streets of Chateau-Gombert 

 9:30 p.m. Festival performances (each group performs for 9 minutes and later for 7 

minutes; order of performance = Spain, Romania, Greece, Senegal, 

Argentina, Ukraine, USA, Provencal) [seats 1,300] 

12:00 a.m. Home with host families 

 

Thursday, July 11 Chateauneuf Les Martigues, France 

11:15 a.m. In costume, with instruments and flag, groups leave for restaurants for lunch 

and performances (20 minutes) 

 2:00 p.m. Free time 

 4:30 p.m. Leave for Chateauneuf Les Martigues 

 5:30 p.m. Arrive at the Parc des Amandereits; show preparation 

 7:00 p.m. Dinner 

 9:30 p.m. Festival performances  (1st half:  Senegal, Ukraine, and USA--20 minutes; 

2nd half:  USA, Senegal, Ukraine--20 minutes) 

12:00 a.m. Home with host families in Marseille 

 

Friday, July 12 Marseille (Chateau-Gombert), France 

12:30 p.m. Lunch at festival restaurant 

 1:30 p.m. Rehearsal at festival stage (USA only) 

 5:45 p.m. Reception at Marseille Hotel de ville and exchange of gifts (each group in 

costume with instruments and flag) 

 7:30 p.m. Dinner at festival restaurant (in costume) 

 9:00 p.m. Parade through streets of Chateau-Gombert 

 9:30 p.m. Festival performances (each group performs for 9 minutes and later for 7 

minutes) [seats 1,300] 

12:00 a.m. Home with host families 

 

Saturday, July 13 Marseille (Chateau-Gombert), France 

11:30 a.m. Meet at Centre Culturel Provencal (civilian clothes) for meal with the 

Gomgertoise families; afternoon with them 

 6:30 p.m. Return to Centre Culturel Provencal 

 7:30 p.m. Dinner at festival restaurant (in costume) 

 9:00 p.m. Parade through streets of Chateau-Gombert 

 9:30 p.m. Festival performances  (each group performs for 9 minutes and later for 7 

minutes) [seats 1,300] 

12:00 a.m. Home with host families 

 

Sunday, July 14 FRENCH NATIONAL HOLIDAY: Marseille, France 
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      a.m. Attend Church meetings with Marseille Ward 

 4:00 p.m. Depart for Marseille city center: Festival activities 

 

Monday, July 15 Saint Esprit, France 

12:30 p.m. Lunch at festival restaurant 

 1:30 p.m. Free time 

 3:30 p.m. Depart for Saint Esprit 

 5:00 p.m. Reception at the Pepin Center 

 9:00 p.m. Festival performance (each 20 min. - 60 min. in length) 

12:45 p.m. Return to Marseille host families 

 

Tuesday, July 16 Trest, France 

12:30 p.m. Lunch at festival restaurant 

 1:30 p.m. Free time 

 4:00 p.m. Leave for Trest 

 5:00 p.m. Reception at Victor Hugo school; refreshments 

 6:15 p.m. Meet at St. Jeans Gate for parade through town 

 7:30 p.m. Dinner at Place de la Liberation 

 9:30 p.m. Performances at Victor Hugo school, Marcell Burles stage (with the 

Ukraine) (each 20 min. - 60 min. in length) 

12:00 a.m. Return to Marseille host families 

 

Wednesday, July 17 Marseille (Chateau-Gombert), France 

12:30 p.m. Lunch at festival restaurant 

 1:30 p.m. Prepare for special dinner show (USA only) 

 9:00 p.m. Special dinner and performance for VIP audience (focus:  American folk 

dance and cuisine) [seats 200] 

 1:45 a.m. Home with host families 

 

Thursday, July 18 Septemes, France 

12:30 p.m. Lunch at festival restaurant 

 1:30 p.m. Free time 

 5:00 p.m. Depart for Septemes 

 6:00 p.m. Reception at the Grand Pavois 

 7:00 p.m. Dinner 

 9:00 p.m. Performance (with Senegal) (each 20 min. - 60 min. in length) 

12:00 a.m. Return to Marseille host families 

 

Friday, July 19 Marseille (Chateau-Gombert), France 

 9:00 a.m. Leader's meeting at Centre Cultural Provencal 

10:30 a.m. Rehearsal for festival finale (all groups) 

11:45 a.m. Depart to Jean Moulin d'Aubagne park 

12:30 p.m. Lunch at park; time with other festival groups 

 5:00 p.m. Return to Chateau-Gombert 

 7:00 p.m. Meet at festival stage in costume, with instruments 

 8:30 p.m. "Bal des Nations" final performances for festival 

   [souvenir sales permitted during this event] 

12:45 a.m. Home with host families 
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Saturday, July 20 Nice, France 

 8:00 a.m. Travel by bus to Nice, France  (135 mi; provided by Festival) 

 

 ---------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 NICE FRANCE FESTIVAL   (56th Year) 

 "La Farandole Folklore Mondial" 

 

 Contacts: Francis Barralis, Secretary General 

   Gilbert Melkonian 

   Jacque Faudin, Nice France Stake President 

 

 Groups Involved:Spain, Mexico, Poland, Argentina, Israel, Yugoslavia, USSR, 

Indonesia, Guadalupe, Italy, Mali, USA 

 --------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

10:30 p.m. Arrive; check-in at dormitory accommodations 

 3:00 p.m. Festival performance, City Center (30 minutes) [seats 3,000] 

 

Sunday, July 21 Nice, France 

      a.m. Attend Church meetings with Nice Ward 

 2:00 p.m. Official reception [2 couples in costume required] 

 4:30 p.m. Festival Opening Ceremonies 

 

Monday, July 22 Nice, France 

 9:00 p.m. Festival performance, Plaza Messena (10 / 12 min.) 

 

Tuesday, July 23 Cannes, France 

      p.m. Travel to Cannes (40 km) 

 4:00 p.m. Festival performances (45 min. / 60 min. each group) 

      p.m. Return to Nice 

 

Wednesday, July 24 Beaulieu, France  

      p.m. Travel to Beaulieu (15 km) 

 8:00 p.m. Festival performances (15 min. each group, twice) 

      p.m. Return to Nice 

 

 

 

 

Thursday, July 25 Biot and Opio, France 

      p.m. Travel to Biot (30 km) 

 5:00 p.m. Festival performance (45 min. / 60 min. each group) 

      p.m. Travel to Opio (30 km) 

 8:30 p.m. Festival performance-USA only (90 min.) 

      p.m. Return to Nice 

 

Friday, July 26 Nice, France 

 9:00 p.m. Festival performance (10 min. / 12 min.) 
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Saturday, July 27 Nice, France 

 7:55 a.m. Dixie Barrington leaves the tour, Air France #2426 

 7:00 p.m. Special USA night; Festival performance (12 min. + teach a USA dance) 

 

Sunday, July 28   Nice, France 

      a.m. Attend Church meetings   

 2:30 p.m. Festival Reception and closing ceremonies 

 

Monday, July 29 Toulouse, France 

 8:00 a.m. Travel to Toulouse, France by bus  (600 km; 8 hrs)  

 2:05 p.m. Garth Peay joins the tour (arrives by air) 

 6:00 p.m. Arrival in Toulouse 

 9:00 p.m. Performance in city center for City of Toulouse/Toulouse Branch 

      p.m. Home with host families 

 

 Contacts:  Madeleine Mantovani, Toulouse Branch 

   Richard Moulis, Toulouse Branch President 

   Neil Andersen, France Bordeaux Mission President 

   Theophile Plante, Bordeaux France District President 

 

Tuesday, July 30Santander, Spain 

      a.m. Depart for Santander, Spain by bus 

      p.m. Arrive; check-in at Colegio Jardin de Africa (hotel) 

   Address: Albergue "Monte Corona" 

      Barrio Aviche s/n 

     39.012 MONTE (Santander) 

     Tel: (34) (42) 347-880 

 

Wednesday, July 31 Santander, Spain 

      a.m. Sight seeing 

      p.m. Prepare for performance 

 8:30 p.m. Perform in University of Cantabria auditorium - Polideportivo 

 

 Sponsor:  University of Cantabria 

 Contacts:  Gregorio Barriuso, Univ. of Cantabria 

   Carmen Gonzalez, USIS, Madrid 

 

 

Thursday, August 1 Valladolid, Spain 

      a.m. Depart for Valladolid, Spain  by bus 

      p.m. Arrive; check-in at university dormatories 

10:00 p.m. Perform in University of Valladolid, "Palacio de Santa Cruz" 

 

 Sponsor:  University of Valladolid 

 Contacts:   Dr. Carmen Rodriguez, Vicerreactora de Alumnos 

   Carmen Gonzalez, USIS, Madrid 
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Friday, August 2Porto, Portugal (Gulpilhares) 

      a.m. Depart for Porto by bus (265 miles) 

 

 ---------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

PORTO PORTUGAL FESTIVAL    (27th Year) 

 "Festival Folclorico Internacional de Gulphilhares" 

 

 Contacts: Manuel Duarte Vale, Festival President 

   Joaquim Carvalho, Artistic Director 

   Jose Silva 

   Philip Brown, Port Mission President 

 

 Groups Involved:  Spain, Italy, Romania, Czechoslovakia, USSR, Yugoslavia, USA 

 ---------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 

 2:00 p.m. Arrive; accommodations in seminary 

      p.m. Festival Opening Ceremonies 

 

Saturday, August 3 Gulpilhares/Villa Nova de Gaia, Portugal 

      p.m. Possible festival performance  

 

Sunday, August 4 Gulpilhares/Villa Nova de Gaia, Portugal 

      a.m. Attend Church meetings 

 

Monday, August 5 Gulpilhares/Villa Nova de Gaia, Portugal 

      p.m. Possible festival performance 

 

Tuesday, August 6 Gulpilhares/Villa Nova de Gaia, Portugal 

      p.m. Possible festival performance 

 

Wednesday, August 7  Gulpilhares/Villa Nova de Gaia, Portugal 

      p.m. Possible festival performance 

 

Thursday, August 8 Gulpilhares/Villa Nova de Gaia, Portugal 

      p.m. Possible festival performance 

 

Friday, August 9 Gulpilhares/Villa Nova de Gaia, Portugal 

      p.m. Possible festival performance 

 

Saturday, August 10 Gulpilhares/Villa Nova de Gaia, Portugal 

      p.m. Possible festival performance 

 

Sunday, August 11 Gulpilhares, Portugal 

      a.m. Attend Church meetings 

      p.m. Closing ceremonies for festival 

 

Monday, August 12 Lisbon, Portugal 

      a.m. Depart for Lisbon by bus (226 mi; bus provided by Porto Festival) 
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      p.m. Arrive and check-in at Residencia America (hotel) 

 

  Contacts:   Jose SaBarros, National Public Communications Director 

    W. Lynn Pinegar, Regional Representative 

 

Tuesday, August 13 Lisbon, Portugal 

      a.m. Sight seeing in Lisbon 

      p.m. Perform or present a fireside program in Lisbon for church members (or 

the Associacao de Lisbon) 

 

Wednesday, August 14 Lisbon - Provo, UT 

10:30 a.m. Travel Lisbon to New York (JFK), on TWA #901 

12:45 p.m. Arrive in New York 

   4:59 p.m.  Becky Brimhall leaves the tour on TWA #903 to Boston 

 5:59 p.m. Travel NYC - Denver, TWA #743 

      p.m. Arrive in Denver 

      p.m. Travel Denver - Salt Lake City, TWA #743 

10:35 p.m. Arrive in Salt Lake 

  Travel to Provo 
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Pre-Tour Events 
 

Sunday, June 30
th
 1991 

Blain Empey 

 

We held our tour fireside; started it by singing our fireside songs which seemed 

appropriate.  We had business as usual, then a few testimonies.  Dr. Jacobson spoke well.  

I was very impressed by what she said.  She told us that she always knew there was a 

reason for her to go on tour, and although she rarely knew at the beginning what that 

reason was, she always did at the end. 

 

I have never thought about that.   I never thought about going with a reason, or that the 

Lord may have a purpose for me individually.  But when she said it, I felt that there might 

just be one for me, and I am going to look for it. 

 

 

Friday, July 5
th
 1991 

Blain Empey 

 

Exhausting (mentally and physically) is the word that best describes this week.  We 

practiced 8:00 AM to 10:00 PM three days in a row.  Then we did two dress rehearsals on 

the 4
th
.  Today we loaded costume bags after packing them until 5:00 this morning.  I 

need to go on tour just for the rest! 

 

Everyone is so fun and I love the group.  I feel more confident about this show than 

almost any other American show.  We have more costumes now than weôve ever brought 

before, too.  Iôm feeling a sort of pressure to have the best time of all and have the most 

wonderful experience this last time I tour.  I think, though, that I am not going to worry 

about missing something or buy everything in sight. I want to just relax and enjoy the 

ride.  I need to remember to give every day.  I donôt want to be a taker.  On Sunday when 

we are on the plane, I will write goals. 

 

I am sitting in 231 RB where our culture class just finished, where Iôm waiting to practice 

for the last time at BYU, and where I just took my last test (the culture class final).  I love 

that these are my ólastsô.  My last act as a BYU student is as a representative to the 

university in a performing group in Europe.  Despite the anxiety for the future, this 

culmination of an educational career is one of the best times of my life.   

 

Sunday, July 7
th
 1991 

Blain Empey 

 

Once again, we are on an airplane over the Atlantic.  I was worried earlier in the week 

because I felt no excitement; however, I think the pressure of getting ready was the cause, 

as now I feel tremendous anticipation. 

 

Specifics of the day:  I went to bed at 1:00 AM and got up at 4:20 since we had to be to 

the RB by 5:00.  Mark Jensen cleaned and moved all night; I didnôt think heôd make it.  
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We ended up picking up Nathan Keller on the way.  Airport scenes were as usual.  I sat 

by a Dutch couple named Pete and Jean.  We made an extra stop in Detroit to refuel 

because New York was having thunderstorms.  And now I am 30,000 feet above the 

Atlantic.  Weôll be in Italy in the morning.  I want to sleepðI donôt want jet lag through 

the fun!  I donôt want to sleepðI donôt want to miss anythingé   

 

Last night I began counting the time Iôve spent traveling with folk dancers.  When I left 

Denmark, I had the choice to stay an extra six months or leave after 18 months.  I felt 

promptings to go home immediately and never knew why; I still donôt.  But I always 

regretted losing that time and even felt cheated sometimes.  When I realized the amount 

of time I had been on tourðsix monthsðI saw what God had given me.  He gave me the 

opportunity to serve as a missionary in another glorious manner.  I canôt imagine any 

better way! 

 

When Spring PAC had their fireside this last May, I had the opportunity to speak to them 

and told them that being on tour was like being on a mission.  When you are on your 

mission, all worldly cares are taken away, and you spend 24 hours a day thinking about 

someone else, serving someone else.  To me, this was one of the greatest blessings of my 

life.  I remember realizing several times on my mission that I had not thought or done 

anything for me in weeks.  I told Spring PAC that tour was like this blessing.  We have 

others taking care of travel, food, and in fact, everything is provided for us.  We donôt 

need to think of anything except others.  Serving is done in a different way than on a 

mission.  We serve on tour by performing, with plenty of time between for everyone else 

besides self.  These six months worth of serving on tour were given to me because 

Heavenly Father knew I would have done it in Denmark.  I wonder:  have I done it 

enough on tour? 

 

Here are my tour goals: 

1. Never complain, not even in jest. 

2. Give:  kind words, anonymous deeds, etc. 

3. Donôt wait for it; make it happen. 

4. Donôt lose anything.  Donôt stain anything. 

5. Spend under 300 dollars. 

6. Make at least one good friend. 

7. Dance my best, no matter what. 

8. Read scriptures, pray as regularly as before. 

9. Keep the most excellent tour journal ever. 
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Monday, July 8
th

 1991 
 

Delynne Peay 

 

Arrived at airport.  No one there to meet us.  Rex was getting frustrated.  We sat outside 

the airport with all the equipment.  Heidi and Angieôs ears hurt really bad.  We played 

games, slept on costume bags, band played and we sang.  Bus finally came 2 ½ hours 

late.  We met our guide, Jean-Luc.  We call him the ódry Mormonô.  Talked to him about 

the churchðwhat is different about Mormon religion.  He says his wife is Catholic, but 

he is not.  First little missionary opportunity.  

 

During the trip to Marseille I tried very hard to stay awake, so Iôd be on schedule with 

Europe time.  Worked on learning Mickey Mouse rap song, played the # game, sang 

songs.  We had a really neat devotional.  Stopped and ate at one of those typical freeway 

cafeterias that go right over the street.  I had lasagna and friesðnot too bad. 

 

It is so hot and humid thought.  We all look so lovely in our rayon blouses.  They look 

like weôve slept in them for at least a week.  I think we goofed!  Oh well, K.P. and I 

decided that these were going to be our ómulti-purposeô tour outfitéour blouse, 

nightshirt, beach cover up, and take-the-skirt-off-and-belt-it for a disco dress. 

 

It took until 10:00 to get to Chateau Gombert.  Stopped in Nice for about 30 minutes; met 

Jean Bert from that festival.  Walked around a park. 

 

Got to Chateau Gombert and met our host families.  Kept switching people around and 

finally I ended up with Denny and Nate Keller for roomies.  Our host family consists of 

Mr. Jean Paul Bouvard, his daughter Gayle (20 years), and Alexander (18 years).  Should 

be fun! 

 

Mike Ingols 

 

Right now Iôm at Rosemarieôs house (our host family) in Marseille, France. I am here 

with the folk dancers on tour to France, Spain, and Portugal. We had a hard week of 

rehearsal last week in preparation for our tour. We probably danced closed to 40+ hours 

before it was all over. It was strenuous, but satisfying. It was satisfying because we 

accomplished a whole lot in such a short time. I was sore and bruised. On the 4
th
 of July 

we had our own dress rehearsal and then we had our open dress rehearsal that went fine. 

That afternoon we went home and packed a little some of use went to Marcieôs for a 

BBQ. It was a small group who was there, but we still had lots of fun. We didnôt get to 

see the fireworks, but it was still fun. I was up until 5 am packing and cleaning. I was 

dead tired on Friday, but I survived it all. Saturday I finished cleaning and shopping in 

preparing for Sunday morning.  

 

Sunday came much too early. We were up at 4:30 to be on the bus by 5:30. We then 

traveled for almost 36 hours to arrive in France. We left Salt Lake City to Denver, picked 

up passengers and when on to Detroit to refuel because of weather problems in New 

York. Our layover was a lot shorter. We then got aboard a 747 to take to Milan, Italy. 
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Luckily it wasnôt a crowded trip and due to water dripping from the air conditioning, I 

got a whole row to myself for sleeping (the seats were dry by then). 

 

When we arrived in Milan it was very hot and very humid. We hardly enjoyed it at all.  

After we went through customs we gathered all of our equipment to find out the bus had 

not arrived. We waited outside in the shade and slight breeze for quite a while. Almost 

two hours after the appointed time, we boarded the bus. Our guide is named Jean Luc. 

Once on the road for a while we stopped at a rest area that had a restaurant/snack bar/ 

convenience store that goes over the freeway. It was really warm, but we adapted. The 

lunch was ñserve yourselfò cafeteria-style food. I had a salad with ham (I think) potatoes 

and salad greens; lasagna, water (carbonated), and a roll. All in all it wasnôt bad just 

because it was more of an adventure and not like a ñChuck-a-ramaò in Italy. Now I can 

say Iôve had Italian food in Italy. 

 

We then got back onto the bus, which was hot, and the air conditioning wasnôt the most 

effective, but we survived. We stopped one more time to get gas and Heidi found out how 

friendly the natives can be. Hopefully she will learn before she has to learn the hard way 

about being friendly to the natives. Our last stop before Marseille was Nice. Nice is a 

beautiful city. We got to go down to the beach and take a few pictures. I can hardly wait 

until we go back there for a festival. We arrived in Marseille around 9:00 pm, but we 

were on the outskirts of town the entire time. The little village where the festival is at is 

full of small narrow streets with small shops. It will be fun to explore later. We had our 

orientation meeting with the hosts, had a small drink that was either watered down juice 

drinks or iced teas. We then went home with our host families. (My thoughts looking 

back: Our trip to Marseille was a foreshadowing of the rest of our tour, which was 

nicknamed the hurry up and wait tour, because we often had to hurry and get somewhere 

to find out we had to wait and wait and wait and wait) 

 

Marty Matheson and I are staying with Rosemarie Hickmann. Once we arrived at her 

place, there was a small party going on. Rosemarie invited some friends from the 

discotheque where she works. We had salad, meat pâté, pork chops, chicken, and soda. 

All tasted so good. WE both enjoyed our meal and the company. Lucky for us, I speak 

German and so does Rosemarie. So we speak to each other and she tries to speak English 

for Marty, so I basically translate. Because I spoke German, it was easy to explain that 

we do not drink alcohol or smoke. The bed Marty and I are sharing is a good size queen 

and my favorite part is the down comforter. That one of the few things I miss from my 

mission in Germany. 

 

Blain Empey 

 

A new day has come and gone without going to bed (although we did sleep a little on the 

bus or plane).  Riding on that plane, as always, was a thrill.  We watched Woody Allenôs 

óAliceô all the while anticipating the coming adventure through the rush of the plane, the 

roar of the engine.   

 

We landed in Milan where several helped transfer baggage from the claim to a late bus.  

The ride from Milan was uneventful except for playing games; Nathan Washburn was so 

funny to watch.  We stopped at an over-the-freeway restaurant where I particularly 
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óenjoyedô eggplant surprise.  It was a surprise because I thought I was getting lasagna.  

We stopped briefly in Nice which was an exciting reminder of what was to come.  The 

countryside is very similar to southern California to me.  It is hotter and more humid, 

though the greenery is the same.  We were on a freeway which wound through 100 

tunnels looking over another 100 beautiful small (and a few large) villages nestled in 

gorges overlooking the Mediterranean.   

 

Marseilles is the second largest city in France, yet it still feels small.  I was so tired that I 

really felt no different than the US initially.  But that was soon replaced by excitement as 

the reality became apparent with the narrow streets, old but beautiful buildings, strange 

carsðall reminded me of our new situation. 

 

We gathered at Chateau Gombert where our hosts served us Scope to drink.  After some 

confusion and unloading the bus, we all separated and drove home to host families.  Stan 

Smith is my roommie; we are staying with the Roche family.  They have a pool and a 

beautiful old house which (in my ignorance) must be typical of an old style French 

farmhouse.  Best of all is that they are so friendly.  They fed us, we went swimming 

briefly, and crashed.  What good sleep. 
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Tuesday, July 9
th

 1991 
 

Delynne Peay 
 

Slept pretty well last night despite the heat and mosquitoes, but got up at 7:00 with the 

sun pouring through my window.  Showered (by sitting in the tub with a hand-held 

shower head) and felt like a new person.  Had a rehearsal on the festival stage for about 

an  hour and dear Mr. Audry had his stop watch in hand, timing our numbers to make 

sure we didnôt go over our time limits.  Following the órepetitionô, we walked back to the 

outside tent tables, ate lunch, and then resorted to playing silly games with Nathan 

Washburn on the cold tile floor of the boys school.  He is such a character, and keeps us 

all laughing.  At 6:30 we all lined up and paraded through the city to the park where we 

were to perform a series of óspontaneous animationsô.  They gave us food coupons to use 

throughout the evening for dinner.  Sat by a cute French family and tried my best to 

converse in some very elementary and broken French.  The little performances were 

pretty tricky because of the small spaces, other groups close by who have loud 

instruments, and the fact that the óAmericansô are always scattered, so itôs next to 

impossible to gather them for a little show.  We did Running Sets with only a fiddle and 

bass once because the rest of the band was nowhere to be found. 

 

Found out today that I was with the same group from Senegal in Oloron, France in 1974.  

Pretty wild! 

 

Heidi got propositioned already and almost carried off, so she got a good lecture from 

myself and a few others, so hopefully that wonôt happen again! 

 

What a terrific bunch of kids. 

 

Had a big old ceremony on the street at the end of the parade where each country was 

presented to the mayor of Chateau-Gombert and each sang their national anthem. 

 

 

Mike Ingols 
 

The next morning we woke up a little late, but we were to the assigned place on time. 

Before we left for our meeting place we had breakfast with Rosemarie. For breakfast we 

had toast, juice drink and warm milk in a bowl. At first I was confused as to what to do. I 

saw Rosemarie dip her toast with butter and hazelnut-chocolate spread into her bowl. 

Once again I explained we didnôt drink coffee, but followed her example and dipped our 

toast and when we finished we drank the warm milk from the bowl. Carole (Rosemarieôs 

9 year old daughter) came into the room before we left that morning. We wished her a 

good morning and gave her a traditional two-cheek kiss. 

 

After we met that morning we went to the school for rehearsal. The stage at first was 

scary but the Marley was loose and bumpy. The worst part of the entire thing was that the 

stage was black and it was really hot. We were hot and tired and could really feel the heat 

through our shoes. After we quickly went through our numbers, we had lunch. Lunch was 
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interesting. It started off with long loaves of French bread, which everyone broke off and 

placed at the foot of the plate. We had a salad with unique ingredients, and they tried to 

offer us wine but we told them we donôt drink so we never have wine at our table, just 

lots of water. We then had our main course which was a nice change of pace. After the 

main course, they served cheese and then dessert. This is typical of all our meals. Usually 

it is either salad or soup first, then main dish, cheese and dessert. I have enjoyed it all 

because all has been well prepared and tasty. The only thing I have not enjoyed all of the 

time is black olives, because they are very bitter and have the pits in them. Since we did 

not have a bus to go anywhere we played games in the cultural center. We also went out 

to see the small town and buy some water. Later, we got into our costumes, had dinner 

and prepared ourselves for the opening ceremonies. It started off with a parade down 

through the main part of Chateau Gombert. We kind of danced, we sang a lot and walked, 

as we waited. Once we went around the block, each country lined up in front of a 

flagpole. After a few speeches each country was greeted in their own language, the 

national anthem was played as the countryôs flag was raised. We sang along with our 

national anthem but they shortened it to by a line or two. We felt dumb, oh well. Once 

they finished each visiting country, the village group sang the French national anthem 

and the local providenceôs national anthem. We began to be bored to death by the 

political speeches, mainly since we received no translation and we were standing the 

entire time. After that we went up to the town square where we had a large fest. Each 

group performed for ten to twenty minutes doing some organized dances and involving 

members of the community. Part of the festivities was food. There were sandwiches with 

herring, fish soup, ice cream, drinks and cheese, of course. It was enjoyable but very 

crowded. The entire plaza was packed and all of the people were very kind and 

enjoyable. We all went home tired and fulfilled.  

 

Tamara Marshall  

 

France is awesome!  Last night we arrived here and can I just tell you how weird jet lag 

is?  We left on Sunday morning and didnôt get there until Monday night but it was all one 

day!?  Anyway, we arrived in Marseilles and some missionaries were there to greet us 

along with the guides of the festival.  We had a quick orientation then went off to meet 

our host families.  I have been so grateful I took French in High School.  I have already 

used it so much here.  Itôs also great because I can speak to the Africans from Senegal 

because they speak French too.  

 

This morning we rehearsed at 11:00 a.m.  Afterwards we were able to explore the village 

of Chateau Gombert by ourselves.  I became friends with a boy from the village named 

Arnaud Galas.  He took a group of us everywhere.  First of all, we all wanted water!  It is 

so hot and humid here.  It was a fun day.  The people here are so friendly and willing to 

become your friend.  I really like it here.  

 

 

Blain Empey 
 

Stan and I were supposed to be ready for a ride to the festival site at 9:45.  Our host lady 

is wonderful; this morning she turned up the stereo very loudly, rang a bell, and shouted 

breakfast to get us up.  It was 9:41.  I never got ready faster.  Our hosts donôt speak 
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English and it is scary, fun, and frustrating.  Their 18 year old daughter speaks English, 

but she was only around for about 20 minutes the entire time we were there and left 

tonight! 

 

We spent the morning practicing at the performance site; the festival director was very 

cranky.  It is so hot, and the black Marley floor can be felt through our shoes.  The 

Romanian team practiced after we were through; they are very good (although their 

women are about the same level as one of our backup teams).  They ended up tripping 

over the loose floor like we did.   

 

Lunch was spent at an outdoor restaurant.  

There, the excitement of the festival finally 

began.  Almost all of the groups were there and 

we had good food (a bit greasy) and a lot of fun.  

Itôs amazing how we entertain ourselves.  We 

didnôt have a bus so while we waited for the 

next event we played a million games.  There 

was ómi-ji -flashô, down by the banks of the 

Hanky Panky, skip 7, the faller in the middle, 

push/shove, slap hands, animal game, and even 

a few we made up on the spot (I know; they all 

sound made up).  I found a moment in all the 

fun to sleep on the floorðit was cool and very 

relaxing.   

 

The festival opened tonight.  We paraded down the street to a closed-off portion.  There 

the important people spoke and welcomed us.  Each country sang (at least a portion of) 

their national anthem to a military band.  Afterwards we went to a place where people ate 

while we took turns dancing informally.  That was funðour first taste of audience 

appreciation.  We ate bouillabaisse, cheese bread, and water (at 6 francs a bottle) then 

danced in one corner of this open plaza.  Sometimes the other bands were so shrill that 

we couldnôt hear our own musicians play.  Anyway, a large group would gather and we 

would do a dance and then some óanimationô (you rememberðah-ni-mah-see-ohnð

pronounced with a French accent).  This was very fun.  Someone tattled:  Heidi Utter 

experienced one of the drawbacks of being mono-lingual.  Some French dude 

propositioned her; she smiled in her friendly way, and said óoui!ô.  Luckily, Marty or 

Mike was there (?) and rescued her.   

 

Late that night, Stan and I went home, had a quick swim, and enjoyed our excellent host 

family.   
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Wednesday, July 10
th

 1991 
 

Delynne Peay 
 

Slept pretty well last night despite the heat and mosquitoes, but got up at 7:00 with the 

sun pouring through my window.  Showered (by sitting in the tub with a hand-held 

shower head) and felt like a new person.  Had a rehearsal on the festival stage for about 

an  hour and dear Mr. Audry had his stop watch in hand, timing our numbers to make 

sure we didnôt go over our time limits.  Following the órepetitionô, we walked back to the 

outside tent tables, ate lunch, and then resorted to playing silly games with Nathan 

Washburn on the cold tile floor of the boys school.  He is such a character, and keeps us 

all laughing.  At 6:30 we all lined up and paraded through the city to the park where we 

were to perform a series of óspontaneous animationsô.  They gave us food coupons to use 

throughout the evening for dinner.  Sat by a cute French family and tried my best to 

converse in some very elementary and broken French.  The little performances were 

pretty tricky because of the small spaces, other groups close by who have loud 

instruments, and the fact that the óAmericansô are always scattered, so itôs next to 

impossible to gather them for a little show.  We did Running Sets with only a fiddle and 

bass once because the rest of the band was nowhere to be found. 

 

Found out today that I was with the same group from Senegal in Oloron, France in 1974.  

Pretty wild! 

 

Heidi got propositioned already and almost carried off, so she got a good lecture from 

myself and a few others, so hopefully that wonôt happen again! 

 

What a terrific bunch of kids. 

 

Had a big old ceremony on the street at the end of the parade where each country was 

presented to the mayor of Chateau-Gombert and each sang their national anthem. 

 

Mike Ingols 
 

On Wednesday the tenth, we woke up, had a quick breakfast. After lunch we went to the 

museum which is located at the town square. The plaza looked different that next day. 

The fountain looked bigger and every one noticed that there was a crucifix right in front 

of the palace museum. The night before a large sign was placed over the crucifix which 

stated the prices of the different foods available for purchase. The museum was very nice 

and very clean. It contains a lot of period costumes and furniture telling about the 

peopleôs pasts. My favorite part of the collection was the various nativity scenes. Some 

were quite large with mechanical action of people moving with tools, to very small ones 

that were made in the shell of a walnut.  The people of this region really do like to 

include themselves in nativity scenes. This to me seems to be one reason why they make 

Santon dolls.  After the museum a group went to the place where locals made Santon 

dolls.  

 



 
 

 -27- 

That night we paraded through the narrow streets at the village to the performance site. 

Our show that night went okay. It wasnôt our best. There were technical problems plus 

we followed the professional Ukrainian group. Theyôre quite enjoyable to watch.  Our 

first suite was Teton Mountain Stomp, and square dance to Hoedown, Our second set was 

Whoa to polka quadrille. Hopefully we can only get better.  

 

Tamara Marshall  
 

Today we went to a store that sells Santon Dolls.  They are really unique to this area and 

very pretty.  They are made of a reddish-brown clay and hand painted.  I bought a few to 

take home.  We had dinner at the Centre Culturel with our group.  At every meal there is 

a baguette of French bread.  I asked our guide and he said the festival goes through 100 

baguettes for lunch and another for dinner.  200 baguettes of bread per day!  Wow!    

  

We paraded through the streets of Chateau-Gombert afterwards with all the groups.  It 

was totally funðpeople looking out their windows and crowding around the streets 

which are so small.   

 

Blain Empey 
 

I slept until 10:00 todayðit felt good.  After getting ready, we got a good breakfast of 

Melba toast with jam, hot chocolate, and raisin bread.  Itôs good, but a little on the lite 

side.  We took a walk with Lucy Roche, our host, who speaks a few words of English; it 

was fun trying to communicate with her.  I napped a little and watched the French version 

of Jeopardy and The Price is Right.  Our ride came late so we missed lunch.  It never 

seems like I am ever full anyway!  

 

After the missed lunch we had a very spiritual devotional by Jason Deere who sang a 

song about the martyrdom and sacrifice of Joseph Smith.  It was a beautiful song; I wish 

it were on tape.  We had a little free time so we went to a museum of Old France (very 

interesting) and a doll shop, which sold ugly dolls.   

 

It is a strange climate:  hot in the sun but remarkably cooler in the shade.  The slightest 

breeze makes all the difference, and thanks to Denny, our tour shorts are going to get a 

lot of wear and tear!  

 

We are starting to integrate well with the other groups.  Daryl taught the Senegalese mi-

ji -flash and we talked to the Greeks a lot.  Dinner was in costumes, then a circle parade to 

the show.  We were allowed to watchðI like them all.  It is frustrating to know you could 

do some of their own dances better than they could (some groups), and then have to do 

low-key American dances.  I say that, but we were humbled as we were the finale doing 

óPioneerô after the Ukraine group performed.  Needless to say, the crowdôs reaction was 

disappointing.  The Senegalese were outstanding.  They are so exuberant and are my 

favorite.  They poured water all over the stage and we had to wait for the people to get it 

dry.  It was still slippery.  For the finale, the farandole was put to use (do I really have to 

endure that the entire festival!?  Oops!  A complaint!).  I was behind the stage waiting to 

go on when !BOOM!  Fireworks went off and I nearly jumped out of my cowboy boots! 
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Our changing room is one big floor of costume bags, but we manage.  Things are 

somewhat unorganized but I am enjoying myself.  I feel much more relaxed than other 

tours and I want to keep it that way.   

 

We are home now, itôs 2:00 AM, and we have to get up earlyé 
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Thursday, July 11
th

 1991 
 

Delynne Peay 
 

I keep waking up at 7:00 AM.  The sun is so bright and itôs already very warm in my 

room by then.  Alexander was still asleep when we left, so we didnôt eat breakfast.  It felt 

good. 

 

Met and took the bus into Marseille for lunch at a cafeteria type restaurant down by the 

train depot.  About 70 people from the train company came to eat lunch and we did a 

short animation for them, and then ate.  Had some kind of poultry that comes from 

Africaélarger than a chicken and smaller than a turkey.  Jean-Luc teased the girls by 

giving them all an apple while the men got ice-cream.   

 

Came back to Chateau Gombert and got into tour clothes, boarded the bus for our 

performance out in the Park at a camp ground looking place.  Had to drive about 2 ½ 

hours to get there.  The bus is always so hot; usually gets cool by the time we get to our 

destination.  Michelle is our bus driveré 

 

Played for about two hours on toys.  They even had a zipper that our kids and the 

Ukrainians did.  Andy Madsen was the óZipper Kingô.  Had a little chance to talk to 

Maxine, Phyllisô sister.  She is really niceð

talked about her 2 sons. 

 

Set up for the show.  Band rehearsedðgood 

sound system.  Should be a good show.  Just 

wish Jason could be with us.  He has strep 

and a high fever.  Dr. says heôll be down 

until at least Sundayé.bummer! 

 

Ate dinner and got ready for show.  It started 

at 10:00 PM because it wasnôt dark enough 

until then.  Just us, the Ukrainians, and 

Senegal.  The Senegalese had a whole shop set up with souvenirs.  Theyôre pretty wild.  

We did two 20 minute segments with our Southern and clogging which we havenôt done 

yet.  They loved the clogging.  The stage was pretty noisy, though and it was a bit hard to 

hear the band but it turned out okay. 

 

I met Tatiana (Tanya) tonight.  She is so cute and so tiny.  She is a violinist with the 

Ukrainian group.  I sat by her at dinner and tried to talk, but didnôt get too far.  But, after 

the performance, I found her and she gave me a hug and introduced me to her group as 

her American friend.  The farandole was particularly fun.  Our kids were on stage doing 

Ukrainian steps with them.  Their group is semi-professionalðsome of them get paid.  

 

Loaded up and drove home.  Long ride, but I was able to sleep part of the way.  

 

Good day ~ 
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Mike Ingols 
 

Thursday was another busy day. We got up earlier than usual to perform for the workers 

at the train depot. At the company cafeteria we had a type of pate in pastry crust, salami- 

type meat, salad, and chicken with deep fried potato squares. The salad was beets and 

possibly turnips or celery root. I tried everything and it tasted good to me. We again had 

the traditional cheese and then ice cream. After lunch we did a short show on a small area 

of floor. We then did some dances with the workers. After picking up costumes we went 

out the ñBlue Coastò to the small resort town of Carry. It was cooler than Chateau 

Gombert. I wish I could say the same about the bus ride back. We arrived at Carry to 

enjoy the sights of the small resort and harbor town. It was quaint and instead staying to 

look at the gift shop at the harbor, John and I went a few streets in to go to the stores. All 

of the restaurants and tourist traps are usually on the waterfront or main street and if one 

wants to find a good deal on a bottle of water or juice you have to go off the main streets 

to go to the smaller local stores. Itôs more enjoyable. Also the pastry shops and the like 

are better quality at a better price. I didnôt have the chance to go to the pastry shop there, 

but those of the group who did, raved about it. We then boarded the bus and went to 

Château Neuf Les Martitques for our show that evening. We arrived at the Pare des 

Amandereits and enjoyed playing at the playground equipment. The parking at a nice 

amphitheater, lots of trees, places to play bocce ball, but no grass at all. It was a very 

dusty park, but we all enjoy either playing on the equipment, taking pictures, playing 

Frisbee or American Football. Dinner that night was good. It consisted of Mexican salad 

again (rice, corn, tuna and sometimes olives) and served cold. Our main course was meat 

surprise, but it tasted good. Instead of just bread they served us a type of pizza. The show 

that night went well. The stage was flat and fairly sturdy. Our dressing rooms were out in 

the open at the right side of the stage. We only had some bushes protecting us from the 

audience. The crowd was very receptive of our show and we all went home happy and 

tired.  

 

Tamara Marshall  
 

This afternoon we performed at a business place and they fed us before we danced.  They 

served coke.  Oh my gosh!  It was COLD with ice!  Yahoo!  We loved it because the 

water tastes scary and is always warm.  The punches we get after the show are made with 

a yucky syrup and water.  This tasted great to us. 

  

We also visited a town on the way to Chateauneuf Les Martignes.  It is called, ñCarry.ò  I 

had my first French pastry there.  It was an éclair pastry shell filled with chocolate 

mousse.  It was definitely tres bien!  Carry is a hilly town right on the Mediterranean, in 

the French Riviera.  There were many gorgeous hotels and outdoor cafes everywhere you 

look.   

  

Tonight we performed in Chateauneuf Les Martignes which is a stage in a park.  It is a 

great stage with nice sound equipment.  We had a full audience which was awesome.  I 

made friends with a Ukrainian lady named, ñGarlina.ò  She is 33 and has one daughter 

whom she loves very much.  We got a picture taken together.  I also got a picture with 

ñFamaò from Senegal.  She always gives me kisses and hugs, like the French do.   
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Blain Empey 
 

Weôre waiting for Jean-Luc (our guide, not the captain of the Enterprise) to pick us up.  

Itôs already hot but that may be from eating breakfast in the sun.  This house seems pretty 

old, but in great condition.  From what I know of Europe (so little) this must be a home of 

someone rather well off.  The rooms all have óFrenchô doors (do they call them French 

doors here?).  They are double doors which open up from the inside to another heavier 

pair of outside doubles.  Closet space is minimal but the rooms are large.  The floors are 

all tiled with nice rugs scattered throughout.  Outside, there is no lawn care to speak of.  

But there are many nice trees and even more excellent shrubs.  But it is sometimes 

random and many areas are unkempt.  It all makes for a rather wild look; it feels relaxed, 

but not ugly.  I see many apricot and fig trees and a few palm trees.   

 

I enjoyed today.  We drove to a railroad restaurant to dance for lunch.  We used a tiny 

space to do round dancing, running sets, and animation.  I got rudely turned down by 

some French girl but recovered as usual and polka crashed.  We had an interesting lunch 

with beet and turnip salad, pateǋ and salami, then a more normal, delicious course of 

chicken and green beans.   

 

We seem to go back and forth a great deal.  This keeps us moving though and I donôt 

mind.  After picking up our costumes, we headed for the port.  There we saw a beautiful 

marina with beautiful beaches with beautiful women with beautiful bikini bottoms.  I was 

embarrassed.  I found a bakery with a few others and enjoyed some chocolate dealy that 

makes my mouth water even now.  That was the first dollar Iôve spent yet.  Dealy:  that is 

French for thingamajig.   

 

Our bus finally came and drove us to our next performance siteða park which was quite 

relaxing.  The activities for the day included playing football (American) with the 

Ukrainians, playing on the playground (pulleys, monkey bars, rope swings, etc), talking 

on the benches and signing pictures.  Dinner was great.  I sat across from a huge 

Ukrainian guy.  He was funny.  We had a course of pizza followed by a meat (I thought 

pork, they thought turkey!?!).   

 

The performance went well.  We dressed outside (cooler) and clogged.  That went over 

well.  The Senegalese were also with us tonight.  The Ukrainians, as always, steal the 

show.  They are a professional group which is quite unfair.  Needless to say, they really 

shine and we are all jealous.  We keep reminding ourselves that weôre just different and 

there is no comparison.  The finale consisted of the Ukrainians pulling us onstage to pas 

de Basque and whoop with them.   

 

Details: 

 Iôm very tired every night (past 1:00 tonight). 

 Iôm never satiated, always hungry. 

 There is no ice in all the land. 

 Every man has horrible shin splints. 

 I hate my boots. 
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 Iôm losing track of what is clean and what is not. 

 Jason Deere has a fever and is very sick. 

 The band is good. 

 Iôm having the best time. 
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Friday, July 12
th

 1991 
 

Delynne Peay 
 

Wow---itôs already Friday.  Got to sleep in till 10:30.  I had closed the shutters on my 

window, so it stayed pretty dark.  Jean Paul gave me bug spray for my room and it 

seemed to cut down on the mosquitoes, even though I have about 30 bites on my arms 

and legs.  Havenôt done wash yet because of our schedule, but need to soon. 

 

Jean Luc came to get us, as usual, about 30 minutes before we really needed to be there.  

His car is a real trip; itôs a little red Citroen, a French made car that is about as big as a 

tin-can and rides like one, too.  He comes and gets me, Nate, and Denny and then we go 

pick up Heidi and Kristen.  We still need to get a picture of it! 

 

Ate lunch and then went up to the stage for rehearsal.  All the walking to and from the 

theatre/Culture Center should help take care of all the bread Iôve been eating.  The bread 

takes care of the plumbing, too. 

 

Loaded up and drove to Marseilles for our first órealô reception.  The newspaper 

interviewed me right there on the sidewalk as we were waiting to go in.  Took pictures.  

Then we proceeded into the building, down a wide corridor, up stairs and into a large 

room for all the hoopla.  The Greeks are behind us with only a horn and drum, but they 

are so loud that you can hardly think.  And Espagnol is always right in front of us with 

the castanets so it is a lost cause for us to even hear our bluegrass band in order to sing or 

dance.  The first chance we got, though, we start singing and hope we can finish before 

they begin again.  Had to sing La-la-la-la.   

 

Came back to Chateau Gombert for dinner (more 

bread) then a parade back to the theatre.   

 

I have to borrow one of Tamaraôs dresses (usually 

the turquoise check).  Candaceôs clogging slip, 

and Christie Kingôs shoes that sheôs not wearing 

in the parade.  I should have packed a set for 

myself ~ oh well, côest la vie! 

 

The shows never begin on time around here.  

Usually not before 10:00 PM so itôs well past 

midnight before the finale.   

 

Mike Ingols 
 

It was again warm and humid. Lunch was not quite ready at 12:30,as promised, and we 

were scheduled to start our rehearsal at 1:30 on the stage.  Itôs really funny, they take 

their time to serve us and eat lunch, yet they expect you to be on time for everything. The 

main person who was the most irritating was ñMr. Mustacheò or the ñLa La Manò. He is 

the director of the festival and actually a paid worker of the city, who works closely with 
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the mayor. He is quite annoying. Not many people like him, including a lot of the locals. 

We finally got over to the school for our rehearsal. Because of the stageôs black curtains 

and black Marley and no cover, it was very hot on stage. The only source of shade was 

the side walls and the two trees at the very front corners of the stage. WE got on the stage 

and began our quick rehearsal to show the officials what we would be performing the 

next two nights. As we were doing Spanish Gallop, our shoes became very hot and we 

could even feel it through the soles of our feet. It all hit at once and we began to dance 

like we were on hot coals. It was quite funny looking as we trotted across the stage to 

finish the dance. At the very front quarters of the stage we got on and began our quick 

reversal. After our rehearsal we went on a field trip. Our destination was the Notre Dame 

de Garde. It is a very majestic cathedral on the top of a high hill that overlooks the harbor 

and the entire city of Marseille. One of the main towers of the cathedral is a large gilded 

statue of the Madonna and child. It is quite an impressive building and church. There is 

also a spectacular view of the city of Marseille. 

 

A reception with the Mayor of Marseille was our next stop. The building is old and right 

on the harbor. Rex pointed out the bust of King Louis XVI on the top of the building. 

Each group met in the chamber outside the office of the mayor and his council. Within 

the chamber there are all the names of past mayors. It goes back to the late 1700s. It was 

a nice reception, where each group performed and presented a small token to the mayor.  

Our big performance that night at the festival went well, but I donôt remember our dance 

set, but the second set was our clog numbers. The audience loved it and by surprise to us 

all, we got the first encore of the festival. We were all taken back by it. I even went back 

on stage with my shoes because they were so noisy back stage. It was still fun to be the 

first encore of the evening.  

 

Tamara Marshall  
 

This morning we rehearsed for a bit then got on a bus to go into the center of Marseilles.  

The city is huge.  Now I can see why it is the 2
nd

 largest city in Europe.  We drove 

through the city and up a mountain to see the Notre Dame de la Gard.  It was the most 

beautiful sight I have ever seen.  As I looked around at the beautiful blue Mediterranean 

and all of the buildings the most wonderful feeling came over me.  I thought of my father 

serving the Lord in this area for 2 ½ years as a missionary.  Tears came to my eyes as I 

wondered whose lives were touched and changed by him.  My testimony was 

strengthened that moment so greatly for I knew that my father labored here with a love 

for these people who will never forget him.   

 

Blain Empey 
 

We had our second performance at the theatre near Chateau Gombert.  We did clog at the 

end and got clapped back on for an encore.  It was funðwe got offstage and couldnôt 

figure out why they were clapping.  Finally the other groups rushed us out.  We spent 

time the next day learning an encore. 

 

The afternoon was spent visiting Notre Dame de la Garde, a church which overlooks the 

city and gave great views for great pictures.  Inside, many ships hung from the ceiling.  I 
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guess people would pray for a shipôs safe return and when it did it was (and is?) 

customary to carve a miniature ship and give it as thanks.  
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Saturday, July 13
th

 1991 
 

Mike Ingols 
 

On Saturday we had a nice afternoon with the Heckmannôs, her friends, and some of the 

participants of the festival from other groups. We ate and drank for about four hours. 

(Well, Marty and I didnôt drink alcohol.) Communication was also quite interesting. At 

the party we had a couple of members of the Spanish folk dance group and also the 

Russians. At one point the Russians wanted to ask a question of the Spaniards, but they 

were having a tough time. Marty and I figured out a way to make it work. The Russians 

spoke some French, so they would ask their question in French. Frau Heckmann would 

then translate it into German. Iôd translate it into English for Marty and Marty would then 

translate it into Spanish for the Spaniards. And the answer would follow a similar path, 

Spanish to English, English to German, and German to French. There were a few times I 

could even understand what the Spaniards were saying so Iôd confirm with Marty before 

translating into German. It was fun to be the cog that allowed conversation to happen 

(Looking back, Iôm sure they were amazed that the dumb Americans were the ones that 

make it all work). I ate too much and the hot sun didnôt help, so I started to feel sick, but 

after a nap, I felt better. That evening we did our usual performances after parading 

around Chateau Gombert. 

 

Tamara Marshall  
 

Today we had the entire day free until 6:30 p.m.  It was so great to sleep in because 

weôve been keeping such late hours with our performances.  Most nights we donôt get to 

bed until 3:00 or 4:00 a.m.  After Becky Leigh and I woke up (around 11:00 a.m.)  We 

were invited by Greg Mayne and John Wood to spend the day with Jean-Luc and his 

wife, Manu.  Jean-Luc is our festival guide and such a cool guy.  He took us to his 

parentôs home for ñdejuenerò (lunch).  This is the main meal of the day and takes about 

two hours.  Everything was so delicious.  We ate BBQ lamb chops and tons of salads, 

French bread (of course!) and for dessert, a black forest cake with chocolate and cherries.  

It was tres magnifique!  During the meal, Jean-Luc asked us many questions about our 

religionðmainly concerning the Word of Wisdom, since our abstinence from alcohol 

here is so apparent.  He kept asking us why we would believe in a God that ñtold us what 

to do.ò  It was so frustrating to us to try and explain that we love the Lord and His 

commandments are for our benefit to make us free.  Anyway, it was a good discussion 

and I hope he could understand our feelings. 

  

After lunch Jean-Luc introduced us to his favorite music.  It was the soundtrack to the 

movie, ñLe Grand Bleu.ò  The music was most relaxing and beautiful.  (I bought a copy 

of the soundtrack the next day!)  After lunch we all went to Andreôs home.  Andre is the 

nicest man who is about 70 years old and works with the festival.  He has an amazing 

home with a pool and he let us all swim, eat apricots off of his tree, and listen to French 

accordion musicðall at the same time!  I thought, ñThis is France!ò   

  

That night we performed again at the Centre Culturel.  I biffed it badly in ñBuckinô 

Appalachia.ò  Right during my duet with Mark Jensen I twisted my foot and fell right on 
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my behind!  I was so embarrassed.  Delynne said I got right up and ended with a smile so 

that made me feel better.  We all laughed about it afterwards, though!  My foot was sore 

but not enough to complain about.  I need to be a good sport and smile through 

everything.  One thing I am trying to do is make everyone else happy.  My goal is by the 

end of the tour to have written a little note of appreciate or a compliment to every person 

on tour.  So far, itôs going well!  
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Sunday, July 14
th

 1991 
 

Mike Ingols 
 

(Bastille Day ï The equivalent to the 4
th
 of July in the U.S.).  

We started the day at church with the Marseille Ward. The building was nice and 

reminded me of the chapels I served in while on my mission in Germany. Priesthood and 

Sunday School were both great meetings that really got me thinking about ñbeingò a 

disciple of Christ. For Sacrament Meeting a lady translated for us and we sang ñHow 

Great Thou Artò. Afterwards we had a nice lunch prepared by the members of the ward. 

After a nap at the building, we boarded the bus to go parade down the Canebire, one of 

the main streets in Marseille that leads to the harbor. We were all hot and tired after that. 

Once arriving at the harbor we did ñAnimationò (Looking back I donôt remember what 

ñanimationò was, but Iôm sure it was some type of mini performance to entice people to 

come see us perform later). After that we went to the main stage to do a short 

performance. We went to dinner and later returned back down to the harbor to watch the 

fireworks. I wish we had gotten there at the beginning of the show, but what we saw was 

spectacular. The whole harbor, which is practically enclosed, was lit by flares and other 

traditional fireworks. They even went off from the castles guarding the entrance to the 

harbor, and from ships floating in the harbor. The scary thing was seeing little kids and 

adults holding bottle rockets and other large fireworks in their hands and sending them 

off. Iôm surprised more people donôt get hurt. After the show we were to parade back to 

the bus, but the route was full of drunken people, crazy with fireworks and firecrackers. 

People were even throwing them at our feet. We were all nervous, but we survived it all. 

We got home late again that night. 

 

Tamara Marshall  
 

Happy Bastille Day!  Today was awesome.  We went to church in Marseilles with a ward 

that was extremely nice to us.  I was having a major allergy attack though but John Wood 

came through for me and gave me a Drixoral which helped beaucoup!  We ate lunch 

outside the church then went and slept for an hour at a park. (good idea!)  Afterwards we 

got into costume and drove to  Canebiere, the main street.  There were tens of thousand 

of people there, wild as banshees!  We performed for about 3 hours walking around to 5 

different stages right on ñLa Vieux Portò (the old port) in Marseilles.  We took a ferry 

across the bay and performed on a stage there.  I kept looking around saying, ñCan you 

believe where we are performing?ò  It was awesome!  There were fireworks everywhere 

over the bay and the crowds loved us!  During one of the parades to another stage 

someone threw a firecracker right in front of Andy Madsen and me.  It scared the ñhudò 

out of us!  We thought we were deaf.  Eventually we laughed after we realized that our 

faces were in tact and we could hear again!  What a great party! 

 

Blain Empey 
 

Bastille DayðFranceôs equivalent to independence day.  They call it óNational 

Celebrationô day (but they say Fete Nationale for some strange reason or just simply le 

quatorze julliet).   
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We are in church as I write, waiting for Sacrament meeting.  We had three hours of sleep 

last night and our challenge for today is to stay awake during meetings.   

 

Later now, and no problems staying awake.  The building is cool and the missionaries all 

spoke so it wasnôt too bad.  We had our own priesthood meeting and Sunday school first.  

That was really nice because we have some sharp thinkers in our group.   

 

After church we were fed more chicken and óMexican saladôðsomething we are fed 

about once every day now.  It consists of cold rice and veggies doused in olive oil.  I 

liked it at the first serving but am now sick of it.  Some of it is really sour and some is 

just greasy.  One of the members followed us 

around and said that French ócuisineô is better than 

American.  Although I have heard that many times, 

even from Americans, all I could think while 

consuming óMexican saladô was ñHA!ò  However, I 

acknowledge that we have been eating primarily 

cheap festival food prepared in bulk.  I lay down in 

the foyer with the rest of the group and slept for 

awhile.  It was good to sleep, but not very restful.   

 

This was a good festival day.  We spent most of the day walking around the port, which 

is beautiful.  It is how I pictured France before coming.  The wind is blowing which made 

things much more bearable.  We later paraded 

down a short but very busy street to the wharf.  

There we walked from place to place doing 

animation and performances.  This type of 

performing is fun.  The audiences in an open 

European square crowd around while youôre on a 

rickety stage.  You can have fun with eye contact; 

I totally ham it up when this happens.  Every so 

often weôd get a óColaô or orange pop break.  The 

orange pop is stronger here.  I love it.  One stop was a ódiscotechueô which was an old 

underground sewer.  We sang for about half an hour there.   

 

Today, as I said, is Bastille Day.  The stores were 

closed but the restaurants are open.  There were 

vendors all over the place.  The streets are not as 

narrow by the wharf as at Chateau Gombert.  The wharf 

is beautiful.  All kinds of sailboats are docked, the 

surrounding hills are covered with old castles and 

churches not very far off.  The water isnôt filthy 

(although there are spots) and the boats are kept well.  

Tonight, in the midst of this scene, we walked to the 

beginning of another parade, all the while watching a huge fireworks display.  It was very 

impressive.   
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Monday, July 15
th

 1991 
 

Mike Ingols 
 

I donôt remember the morning much, but I do remember the happenings of the afternoon. 

We left for St. Esprit. There is no Esprit outlet there, but the entrance to the town is 

breathtaking. Esprit is on the bank of a river and all of the buildings and the church are all 

right on the bank. It was just spectacular to see. We were saddened that we couldnôt look 

around more. The stage was set up in a courtyard area and had a great painted back drop 

of the city. We performed with the Czech and a local group. For dinner we had ñRelief 

Societyò potluck served out of Tupperware and other containers, but it was all pretty 

good. The parade that night was fairly uneventful, but it did take us through a street 

carnival that was going on at the same time. We were the first groups to perform in the 

city for the festival, and so the stage they created was small and kind of loose, but we 

survived, even when Marty and Tamara couldnôt find where the middle square was on 

stage. (We must have had only 2 of the three squares dancing that night, because of the 

small stage. 

 

Tamara Marshall  
 

Today was a really fun day.  We met for lunch at the center and then drove to Pont 

St.Esprit.  The town is very quaintðcobblestone roads and many little outdoor cafes.  We 

performed outside on the scariest stage ever.  It was totally wobbly with platforms that 

were uneven so clogging was a trip!  However, the people were very friends and so 

appreciate of our performance.  I always feel like they do so much for us:  preparing us 

dinner, publicity, selling tickets, organizing everything, and we do the fun partð

performing!  Itôs work but itôs funðand they are always so grateful! 

 

Blain Empey 
 

A typical routine already:  wait for Jean Luc to pick us up.  Once we all arrive we have 

devotional, then go straight to lunch at the place next to the Chateau.  Today we 

rehearsed clog dances a little right after lunch, then drove to St. Esprit to another festival.  

That was a nice town and a beautiful drive.  There we had a dinner of salads and told 

dumb jokes: 

 Why did the chicken cross the road? 

 To read the Chinese newspaper. 

 Pause.  I donôt get it. 

 Neither do I; I get the tribune. 

Then a parade with no people followed by a fun performance with a crowd. 

 

We blew the first half; square dance was too fast and everyone ran to the wrong spot in 

Polka Quadrille.  However, they liked clog and we redeemed ourselves.   

 

The ride was beautiful.  Craggy, rocky hills and old ruins dotted the landscape.  We saw 

many large fields of sunflowers, all facing the lowering sun.  The red roves and stucco 

houses all shouted France!   
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Details: 

 Candace scared us by getting very sick.   

 Stan ripped out his black pants in Teton. 

 We switched spots/partners/squares. 

 The stage was loose and made a lot of noise. 

 The band was great, but we were late. 

 Had peach drink. 

 Danny and Nancy are being good leaders. 

 We are tired of Farandoles and parades. 

 No TRs but some possible pairing up. 

 We assigned each other animals we resemble, and a Book of Mormon personality. 

 We played ólistôðmovies starting with S. 

 Jason is back (he was very sick). 
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Tuesday, July 16
th

 1991 
 

Mike Ingols 
 

We had the best day yet in Marseille. We got up early to go sightseeing. We first went to 

the harbor and boarded a ferry and traveled to Chateau Dif, and an island castle where the 

story of the Count of Monte Cristo is set. It was a nice visit. There was also an exhibit of 

rhinos. The art work was to commemorate the gift from Spain to the local king. The 

rhinos lived on the island and became then the trademark of the island. The art work was 

quite diversified and enjoyable. After the Chateau, we then traveled to another island to 

have lunch, swim and sun bathe. The water was cold, salty, but clear. We all enjoyed 

swimming in the sea and the cove we were in was quiet and not too crowded. Our 

performance sight that night was Trest. After parading down the narrow streets and the 

plaza we had the Mayor of Trest present gifts to our group. The Ukrainians and 

Argentineans performed with our group and together we were there for the second folk 

festival in Trest. The mayor was quite impressive in that he spoke to each group in their 

mother tongue. He even told us he was going to Salt Lake City in a few days. Dinner at 

the school was great. Even thought dishes were similar to what we had eating before, it 

was the people who made it special. Many of our group and the Ukrainian group 

exchanged costumes and everyone took pictures. The funniest thing was when one of the 

Ukrainians wore Stanôs costume. He decided to do a few stunts and then ended it with the 

splits. He did more than he intended to do and he ended up splitting the pants. The look 

on his face was priceless, as he slowly got up and walked backwards into our changing 

room. Everyone was laughing their heads off. The only drawback of the show was that 

the stage was not a flat stage, and it was in the middle of a dirt soccer field. Our changing 

areas werenôt close enough, so we had to run to our bus and change there. It was quite 

and eventful night. Even the group of young men wanted to have the American women, 

because the American women were ñbetter loversò. We persuaded them to leave and to 

leave ñour womenò alone. French people thing Americans are better lovers than the 

French and visa versa. ñThe grass is always greenerò, I guess. 

 

Tamara Marshall  
 

Today was the best day ever!  We met at 10 a.m. and drove into Marseilles to Le Vieux 

Port and boarded a ferry that took us to "Chateau d'If."  It was a prison that looks almost 

like a castle.  The famous story, "The Count of Monte Cristo" took place here and this 

was where the innocently charged Count escaped.   It was awesome!  The best part 

though for me was being on the clear, blue Mediterranean Sea and looking out at the 

shoreline of Marseilles.  I could see the Notre Dame de la Gard, the basilica, the palais, 

and many beautiful homes.  I thought of my father, who served his mission here in 

Marseilles some 30 years ago.  Tears came to my eyes as I wondered whose lives were 

touched and changed by him. 

 

After we went to the first island we boarded another ferry which took us to a bigger 

island where we hiked up this hill and found a little cove area where people were 

swimming.  It was only a matter of seconds before we all were in our swimsuits and in 

the water ourselves!  It was SO cold but felt SO good!  We had a huge water fight (I think 



 
 

 -49- 

Jason Deere started it!)  Afterwards we had a picnic on the beach.  We made some 

sandwiches and I think Jean-Luc (our festival guide) thought I was a crazy American for 

putting "fromage" (cheese) on my sandwich.  He about died!  He said, "Tamara, why 

don't you just pour your water and put your dessert on your sandwich too?  You 

Americans eat your entire meal all at once!"  It was really funny!  Well, after some sun-

tanning and volleyball we headed back on the ferry and performed in a city called, 

"Trets."  The hosts in this city were extremely generous.  Before dinner they offered us 

peanuts, COLD coke with ICE, and orange juice.  It was heavenly to actually get a cold 

drink.  Then we were served a fabulous meal.  After dinner some of our dancers changed 

costumes with some of the Ukrainian dancers.  They were trying to clog and even one of 

the men from their team, in western chaps and a hat, tried a prysiadka and totally split 

Stan's black pants!  It was hilarious!  His face got so red and he was really embarrassed.  

But we all just laughed it off as some of our men started doing some of their Ukrainian 

dance steps.  They were very impressed!  As I watched the interaction between our two 

countries I thought how very blessed we are as Americans to be so free to choose what 

we want to do.  I am so grateful to have been exposed to so many different cultures 

through dance and travel.  I am proud to represent the United States here in this festival 

and so thankful that I live in a free land.   What a fun ending it was to a completely 

fantastic day! 

 

Blain Empey 
 

If I could paint this entire day it would be vivid bright colors and would be my favorite 

piece of art on this tour so far.  Only one week gone!  Our first stop was the harbor where 

we boarded the ferry next to a fishing boat and a large, beautiful sailboat.  The breeze 

kept us cool and the bright day lit up our piece of the Riviera to near perfection.  I took a 

whole roll of film!  A group of scouts (French scouts wear red) sat next to us smoking 

their lungs out.  

 

 
 

The ferry took us to two islands through crystal blue and clean green water.  The first 

island, Chateau DôIf, was a prison.  It is the setting for the first part of Dumasô classic, 

The Count of Monte Cristo.  What fun!  KP, Jennifer, Chris and I filed from room to 

room on a journey of discovery.  We found this little cave which could have hid anyone 

in some side story.   
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The ferry took us then to another small 

island.  This second spot took us on a 

long hot walk to a beach where the 

water was incredibly refreshing.  We 

just treaded water out with everyone 

else and just talkedðthe setting is 

what thrilled us: the rocky cliffs and 

clear water in the middle of the 

Mediterranean with Marseille shining 

in the background.  I loved it.  To top 

off the day, one more cool ferry ride 

brought us back.   

 

 
 

The bus took us to Trest, then a place having something to do with Victor Hugo.  I like 

these little towns.  The bus ride ended up being confession time.  These kinds of 

games/conversations drive me crazyðtheyôre like truth or dare.  I love to listen to them 

but hate to speak up.   

 

As we had 45 minutes to dress, Danny and I got treats (Iôm always hungry at nights here).  

We had a short parade, a short mayor meet, and a long good dinner with the greatest 

conversations.  They brought us tons to drink and we loved it.  The performance was at a 

stage in the middle of a soccer field (dirt of course) where we had to run back and forth 

200 yards to change.  Gangs started harassing us and we thought our clothes got stolen, 

but it all worked out.   

 

Iôm beginning to enjoy the performances more.  We always dance so late in the evening 

so it is dark.  Itôs good to keep cool, but I like seeing the audience.  Anyway, weôre 

starting to come together and that is a relief.   

 

We had a flurry of costume exchanges with the Ukraine group.  They always seem to be 

with us and I like that.  One of them did a trick and split Stanôs pants; we laughed so 

hard.  He got the funniest look on his face and had to walk backwards up the stairs while 

everyone laughed at him.  The bus ride home was funðwe told óTo Tell the Lieò and 

laughed at everyoneôs funny misfortunes.  Great fun.   
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Wednesday, July 17
th

 1991 
 

Jean-Lucôs Song 

Unsigned:  By Jean Luc? 

 

John Lukeôs song 

 

I used to do in my country 

Lots of jobs for everybody 

Now this year Iôm a guide 

For a group I wonôt hide 

 

Chorus 

There is Rex on the desk 

Here comes Heidi, sheôs so pretty 

But Delynne sheôs so fine 

Jonathon, what a man 

 

The way they dance 

Looks like a romance 

What a band in my hand 

Here they come from their home 

 

For their tour, they love France 

Marseille and Nice, what a chance 

On the stage, thereôs no age 

On the bus, thereôs no fuss 

 

Day after day, itôs okay 

Night after night, they wonôt fight 

I would like to thank you 

For the great time being with you 

 

voices only 

37 what a number 

Please some time, ring my number 

37-98-62-47 

 

Mike Ingols 
 

Today was a good day. We rehearsed for our all USA show. The dinner that night was 

quite good. Ham, Virginia style; shepherds bread; veggies and other ñtypicalò American 

meals. At $60 per person (well French Francs) the people got a good mail. We did all of 

our dances that night and enjoyed ourselves. The only drawback of the evening was that 

they made some us serve bourbon to the patrons, we werenôt completely thrilled by that. 

But we all wooed the audience, especially the band. They are fantastic. The concept of 

the evening was not at all different from what I would expect to see in the U.S. I was 
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surprised to find out that many of the audience didnôt know how to waltz or Polka. Even 

though I am a dancer, my mom taught me as a kid how to do a basic waltz. 

 

Tamara Marshall  
 

Tonight was a fun show.  It was a USA night only.  The festival arranged for a beautifully 

classy dinner to be served while we were the entertainment.  The setting was 

wonderfulðpainted backgrounds, skyline of NYC with stars, flags, and these gorgeous 

pieces of material draped from the sides up to the top of a pole, kind of like a maypole.  It 

was beautiful.  The show went from 9 p.m. to 1 a.m. ---not straight through---we had lots 

of band fillers so we could rest.  Jôaime Jones and I greeted the guests as they came in 

and kids wanted our autographs after the show.  It was so much fun and we all felt really 

good about our performance.   

 

Blain Empey 
 

The sky here is eternally blue and I can never imagine the lack of heat.  Someone said 

there were three inches of snow last winter and everyone panicked. 

 

Our show tonight was an American night.  We did a 90 minute performance over four 

hours.  It was great and actually went by quite quickly.  We went out to peopleôs tables 

and greeted them, gave out postcards, and even served drinks:  bourbon I believe!  They 

paid 60 dollars each for that night.  I tried a lot harder when I heard that.  We did a lot of 

animation in between and did all of fad.  We called Andy óPatô because he danced with a 

little boy by mistake.  I lost my tap along with three other guys.  Our encore in clog is 

anti-climactic. 
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The following are Delynneôs ódirectorôs notesô on our performance; used for todayôs 

practice (found in her files and included with her journal): 

 

Running Sets 

 Long, reaching steps 

 Hamboneðstronger handsðnot too much playing. 

 

Devilôs Dream 

 Lines 

 Lift  

 Menðstronger washboard 

 Jump up at end 

 

Hoedown 

 Louder on ñGive a Hollerò 

 Bandðlittle slower 

 Menðnew jump over leg step 

 General clean up steps 

 

Teton 

 Hat line doesnôt change anymore! 

 Donôt stand before Iron Butterfly 

 

Buckinô 

 Too fastðsolos are getting sloppy, weak 

 You looked stressed 

 

Fire 

 Donôt skip! 

 Keep arms in W in circle (jelly roll) 

 Donôt bend over too much at end 

 Drag/Slide! 

 

New Western order: 

 Teton 

 Band 

 Hoedown 

 Devilôs Dream 

 Exhibition 
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Thursday, July 18
th

 1991 
 

Delynne Peay 
 

Got to sleep in this morning.  I had set my alarm for 10:00 but woke up at 9:15 so I got 

up and did a load of wash.  Alexander was doing his usual thing ~ smoking and watching 

cartoons in his underwearéstrange?! 

 

I fixed myself some Mueslix in my coffee cup with warm milk and enjoyed another quiet 

breakfast.  Actually, I yearn for my return to my little, noisy family very much.  I often 

wish that I could sit down in the family room and have them all climb onto my lap.  It 

will already be less than one month from now, so I think Iôll make it. 

 

We were supposed to be at the school at noon to pack costumes for tonightôs show, but 

Jean-Luc didnôt even get to our house until 12:40, so obviously, we were very late.  Some 

of the studentôs went and waited until 12:30 when it was time to go eat lunch.  Others 

were almost as late as we were.  I canôt figure who planned this festival and housing 

arrangements.  Our hosts have only been able to take us once.  Other people have had to 

transport us everywhere we needed to be.  Poor Jean-Luc is wearing down.  I donôt know 

when he ever sleeps, and I can tell Manu really misses him. 

 

So while I was waiting for a ride, I was able to finish my wash and even get most of my 

ironing done.  I was sweating like a little pig by the time I was finished, but it was nice to 

have that much time to get my laundry taken care of.  óHoganôs Heroesô even came on 

TV before we left! 

 

We ended up taking Alexander down to his bus stop, so today we managed to cram 7 

people in that little red tin can. 

 

Ate lunch and sat with some of the Greek kids.  Bill was at the party at our host home last 

Saturday, so I spoke quite a bit with him.  Heôs 19 years old and is studying electronics 

and this is his first tour.  Heôs really having a great time here at the festival. 

 

Itôs interesting to see their table manners.  They usually always serve others at the table 

first and then themselves.  And before they ever take a second helping, they inquire if 

anyone would like more, especially if it is the last bit. 

 

We had made a decision last night to travel to a city 

called Aix and spend time there before going to 

Septeme for our performance.  As we arrived in 

Aix, one of the first things we saw was a beautiful 

fountain in the town square, and then the 

missionaries!  We held up a BYU bag to the 

window and they freaked.  We spoke to them later 

and they said the work is going extremely well ~ 24 

missionaries just in Aix.  The Lordôs work is truly 

being done in France and I am playing a small part 
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in it. 

 

I spent the 2 hours we had with Rex, Dixie, Scott and Karen.  Found an incredible pastry 

and candy shopévery beautiful, but also very expensive.  Bought some insect repellent, 

deodorant, some cards, this little journal, and a birthday card for Britnee. 

 

Back on the bus and headed to Septeme.  It was less than ½ hour away.  We went up to 

another camp ground looking place for drinks and then dinner.  Talked with a group of 

our students about finances in marriage.  Was interesting. 

 

Did our show with the group from Senegal.  Small stage, but we managed okay with two 

20 minute segments.  Met a man from Morocco who invited our group to come there.  He 

really was very nice.  Nice man hosted us.  The women changed in a room that was a 

wedding chapel.  After the show, the men put lipstick on and ravaged the girls in their 

nothings and really took them by surprise.   

 

Had real French fries today, and Jean Luc took us home from the performance.   

 

Got to bed at 1:30! 

 

Mike Ingols 
 

This morning we went to Aix an Provence. It was a gorgeous city, it was also a tourist 

trap. Murielle, one of our guides, took us to the city. It was fun to see the missionaries as 

we drove to the parking lot. They were excited to see us. 

The fountain in the main square is really spectacular. It was quite large with lions and 

mythical beings. After taking a few pictures, we went to a bank to exchange money. The 

banking system is much more secure than in America. There are doors that only allow so 

many people in at a time, controlling the number of people in the bank, large windowed 

stations that are usually bullet proof and security guards. The credit union where I work 

at, at home has only cameras.  

 

After the bank we explored the town. Many went to visit the cathedral that Joan of Arc 

died or was condemned in. I went with a small group who went shopping. The best buy 

was at the confectionerôs store. The pateries and confections were heavenly. My favorite 

was the tart covered with custard and raspberries.  

 

At Septemes, our performance site that night, we had the typical French picnic of rice 

salad, bread, tomatoes, boiled egg, chicken, drink and fruit. It was getting old because we 

had eaten it for many nights before. 

 

Our performance site was at a carnival and among the beeps and whirling sounds we all 

felt like an attraction at the carnival. After the performance the guys got it good for 

booing and screaming every time a girl walked through our dressing room. The girls 

came in with heavy lipstick on and kissed us all. Well, we got our revenge on them. We 

al put on lipstick  and ran into the girlsô room and scared them to death because all were 

not fully dressed and kissed them good. It was a fun evening and the girls were quite 

surprised that we were so brave. 
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Tamara Marshall  
 

Today we visited a quaint little French city called ñAix en Provence.ò  It is so awesome!  

We had about 2 hours free time to wander around.  Becky Brimhall, Becky Leigh, and I 

walked around some shops, got a Nutella crepe, and a terrific fruit drink.  It was called, 

ñpeche, framboise et citron.ò  (peach, raspberry, and lemon)  The streets here are exactly 

what I pictured France to look like---outdoor cafes and boutiques were on every corner.  

That night, we drove to Septemes and had a great show---EXCEPT for the silly boys who 

came in our dressing room with LIPSTICK on and attacked us while we were changing!  

It was hilarious!!! 

 

Blain Empey 
 

We often get locked out of our costume room, so here we sit waiting for a key, waiting to 

learn this festivalôs closing ceremonies finale. 

 

We went to Aixe en Provence for the afternoon.  That was a good trip.  The city was 

small with a fun downtown.  We walked to the church we thought held the trial for Joan 

of Arc.  The walk back put us in old 

Europe.  Old walls slanting slightly 

winked us by; small shops and 

narrow cobblestoned streets led the 

way.  Several little squares opened 

up with trees and sidewalk cafes.  

Some of us stopped at an ice cream 

stand.  I got lemon sherbet, pralines, 

and pistachio for just under $3.00.   

 

After the walk, I sat with Jennifer 

and Jaime by a merry-go-round.  

That was extremely memorable.  A 

few young children were on it 

looking bored until they came 

around to their mothers.  Then they would light up and wave and I laughed and laughed.   

Huge fountain splashed in the background and the people kept me entertained for a 

relaxing half hour.  
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Friday, July 19
th

 1991 
 

 

Andy Madsen 
 

Well, it was the last day of the festival, and Iôve learned a lot since Iôve been in 

Marseilles.  Iôve loved it here, and Iôm going to miss it! 

 

The day was spent saying goodbye to the other groupsé and basically having a good 

time.  They took us all to the park, where we had a picnic lunch, and played sports.  We 

got together with the Ukrainian group and played American football.  They got to be 

pretty good.  Us Americans were out-of-shape wimps. 

 

Tonight was the ñBall of Nationsò big outdoor finale for the entire festival.  Before it 

began, we said goodbye to the other festival countries and exchanged gifts. 

 

I had become particularly close to a few people.  Thomas, who was from the Greek 

group, invited Tamara and I to stay with him when we were in Greece.  I gave my 4 

Argentinean ñgirlfriendsò buttons and old workshop t-shirt.  They gave me kisses in 

return!  Iôll never forget them: Mary, Marta, Sancha and Romina. 

 

Then there was the Ukrainian group that everyone in the U.S. team became close to.  

Mike Sandberg brought a Book of Mormon in Russian and gave it to one of the married 

couples on the team.  They were a great group, so close to the spirit, and so full of love.  

There was as great bond between our teams. 

 

The festival performances went well tonight.  It was more of a relaxed atmosphere 

because we did a lot of ñanimationò from our countries. 

 

The Frassin family was there, so Chris (Schuyler) and I danced with Armelle and Gael.  

For American animation we did things like the Hoki-Poki and the Bunny Hop.   They 

really got into it!  It was funny to see 300 French and other dancers doing it. 

 

Tonight we went to the Manni family house where Mike S. and Mark were staying and 

swam again.  Almost all the adults were drunk or getting that way.  It was 4 oôclock in 

the morning when we finally got home.  We gave out gifts to our family ï t-shirts, books, 

and mugs and visited.  Chris wanted to stay up all night with them, but I couldnôt hack it.  

I needed at least an hour of sleep. 

 

Delynne Peay 
 

Had to get up for a directors meeting at 9:00 AM.  Jean Luc came at 8:40 and I didnôt 

even have my shoes on.  Rushed around and ended up leaving my contacts on the desk 

and the little duckie cross-stitch for Manuôs baby, too.  Guess the world will be kinda 

fuzzy today. 
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The meeting was to get some feedback about the festival.  Senegal said theyôd rather 

write theirs in a letter.  Argentina said they didnôt have time ~ their list was too long!  We 

tried to be positive, but mentioned the imposition on the host families and problems with 

transporting our kids back and forth.  Daniel Audry seemed pleased. 

 

Jean Luc says that he was the luckiest guide to get our group.  We already knew that, but 

itôs nice to hear. 

 

Had our rehearsal for the Ball of Nations final performance tonight.  I can hardly believe 

this festival is almost over, but I also think weôre ready to move on.  The five of us who 

are going up to accept gifts were being creative.  We did drill march on the first run-

through and the yellow brick road skip on the second one. 

 

Left at about 1:00 to go to the big picnic in the park.  Had to walk quite a ways, but it 

actually had grass.  The Hormans and Barringtons and I played some card games and a 

dice game called óBlow Itô with 6 dice.  It was really quite a lot of fun.  I tried to curl up 

on the grass lawn and my travel bag, but between the ants and the hardness of the bag, I 

didnôt get any real rest. 

 

Drove back to the Cultural Center, unloaded everything and made the trek to the theatre 

only to have 3 hours free.  So some took off to the Santon doll factory.  I headed to the 

pastry shop with Tamara, Angie, and Jason and got Mr. Freeze things and apple pastries.  

Itôs interesting the way they tell us that we must be at a certain place at 7:00, then nothing 

happens until 9:30.   

 

We had little coupon books for dinner, and ended up standing in line forever for it.  The 

townspeople were in a huge crowd out on the street for over an hour waiting to come in.  

They opened the gates at 9:15, and they literally ran in to get a seat at one of the tables 

close to the stage.  It was pretty entertainingébut then, these French people are pretty 

entertaining period. 

 

Each group did a short performance and then an audience participation thing.  We went 

on just before midnight.  Jean Luc danced Running Sets in Dennyôs place.  He loves that 

dance!  Manu was beaming ear to ear.   

 

I spent the evening walking around taking pictures with friends and getting addresses.   

 

The people here have loved our group so much.  They presented us 

gifts from the festival and we got a beautiful hand-painted plate fro 

the town and our third Santon doll. 

 

Jean Paul got his car back from the shop (nice timing!), so he and 

Alexander drove us home.  I did some heavy-duty packing and got to 

bed at 3:30 only to realize that we had to gut up in 2 ½ 

hourséanother power nap night. 
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Mike Ingols 
 

Morning- BORING! Boring rehearsal with ñLaLa Manò. This rehearsal was to prepare us 

for the closing ceremonies of the festival. We all were tired and bored with him. After the 

run through we boarded buses to go to a park for a picnic lunch. All the groups ate the 

typical French picnic meal. 

 

After lunch many of the groups competed in a mini soccer tourney. We lost against 

Senegal, but we hade more fun watching Nancy, Candace, Angie and Becki Leigh be 

cheerleaders. Some of the other of our group played American Football with the 

Ukrainian group. 

 

The final performance included a dinner, which was good, thought it wasnôt much 

different than the other meals we had, but I think the quality was better. We all just loved 

how well our performance went that night. After the fireworks went off a small fire 

started on the roof of the bathrooms behind the stage. It was funny to see them move so 

quickly to put it out. After the ñBal des Nationsò Marty and I had the great honor (ha, ha) 

to have a party at our hostôs home. Our hostess was hosting a birthday party, our last 

night there, and also that two of her friends had passed final exams. They served cake and 

Champaign, and we had juice, of course. We talked a little about the church and after a 

while dismissed ourselves to pack and sleep for our early morning for Nice. As a side 

note to our performance, Jean Luc, our guide, wanted to dance in Running sets because 

he liked to sing ñOlô Joe Clark. So we gave him a costume and dragged him through the 

dance. He did rather well.  

 

(Looking back - Final thoughts about Marseille and our host family: Marty and I, as I 

mentioned shared a room at our host familyôs home. What I didnôt mention in the journal 

was that we got to wake up every morning and see a photo of our host lady naked. It was 

poster size and hanging on the wall by the door. What a scary thought of waking every 

morning and the first thing weôd see was that photo.) 

 

Tamara Marshall  
 

Today is the last day of the festival.  Iôve had a great time here in Marseilles but itôs time 

to go and move on.  Tonight we had a finale dinner and program.  There were tons of 

people there.  Our host family, the Roveras, came to watch us perform.  They gave Becky 

L. and I some French parfume ñVie Priveeò.  It smells great.  I said goodbye to the 

friends I made from other countries.  The one I will especially remember is Marina from 

the Ukraine.  When I hugged her goodbye she said, ñI never forget you in my life!ò   
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Saturday, July 20
th

 1991 
 

Rex Barrington 
 
July 20 ï 28 Nice, France Folklore Festival 

 

éWhile here we have visited the coastline and swam, traveled to Monaco and visited 

Monte Carlo, visited and performed in Cannes, city of the famous film festival, and 

shopped.  We also visited the city of Grasse and toured a perfume factory ï very 

interesting! 

 

One of the comical yet serious events of the tour occurred here.  The Hormans and 

Barringtons spent some time together on one of those days when there was some free 

time.  We men wanted to go swimming; the wives wanted to go shopping.  As we parted 

from each other, we were teased not to look too hard at any of those bathing beauties on 

the Nice beaches.  We assured the wives we would be good boys. 

 

So Scott and I enjoyed walking down 

into the surf, and enjoying the thrill of 

being on a French Riviera beach.  

While wading out and back I was hit 

with a large wave of water near the 

shoreline, coming at me from behind; I 

didnôt see it coming.  I fell off balance 

and another wave hit me next, 

knocking my glasses completely off, 

and into the water.  The movement of 

the water in that location was so swift 

and forceful that there seemed no 

chance of ever finding my glasses, 

they just disappeared quickly into the 

water below me.  Valiantly, Scott saw 

what had happened, and dove into the 

water after the glasses.  But instead of 

finding the glasses, he came up out of 

the water having had his contacts 

washed out of his eyes!!  There we 

were, on the shoreline blind, with no 

identification, no clothes other than 

swimming suits, no money, and no 

way to see much in front of us.  What 

a sad situation! 

 

And it got worse as we assessed our situation:  Scottôs glasses are in Provo and he had no 

extra pairs of soft lenses; I had no backup pair of glasses to replace mine and didnôt even 

have my prescription! 
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We walked back to the pre-arranged meeting point to see our wives, who immediately 

sensed something was wrong.  The tour leaders were sightless!   We were quite the sight 

as we walked back to our hotel, trying to figure out what to do next. 

 

 Fortunately, Scott was able to buy a new pair of disposable soft contacts for his eyes 

right there in Nice.  I spent most of the day going around without much ability to see 

(everything was pretty blurry).  I tried Dixieôs one lone extra contact she had for her eyes 

(her other spare was used just last Sunday when one she was wearing tore apart), but her 

prescription  doesnôt do much for meðfar too weak for my needs.  At the end of the day 

I put on one of Scott Hormanôs new lens pairs (he had bought 3 pair)and made it through 

the day better than when I was one-eyed with Dixieôs contact.  A call to Provo got me my 

prescription, and tomorrow I will go out and buy my own disposables.  I used to wear 

them, but then developed an inner eye infection.  I hope I can make it through at least the 

rest of the tour with them.  I was terrified for a time ï what good is a tour manager who 

canôt see? 

 

(as it turned out, I began from that point wearing soft contacts again, and did so until my 

Lasik surgery just a few years ago) 

 

Delynne Peay 
 

Well, lo and behold, guess who was the first one up yet another morning.  Nate and 

Denny were going to get up and pack this morning.  Well, needless to say, they got no 

shower and their things basically thrown into suitcases. 

 

We got there at 7:10 and found out that Jean Luc had told a lot of the host families that 

we didnôt need to be there until 7:30 and, of course, the doors were locked at the school, 

so we couldnôt get to the costume bags. 

 

Candace and Marcie had to leave a note for their host family and walk to the school with 

all their luggageé (this is why we only bring 15 lbs.)!  They have been such troopers this 

whole festival.  They each deserve a gold medal. 

 

I gave Jean Luc and Manu the Suzy Zoo chickie clogger that I had x-stitched and framed.  

I think they liked it.  Murielle didnôt come to the bus this morning.  I donôt know why.  

She was difficult to get close to and figure out. 

 

Got on the road by about 8:20 with a very sleepy group.  Many stayed up most of the 

night.  Heidi got a Santon doll and Kristen a plate.  Greg was given a pair of boots from 

one of the Ukrainians! 

 

I had a seat to myself, so I curled up and slept for about 2 hours of the trip.  We arrived 

on the outskirts of Nice and all piled off the bus to wait for our escort to come and take us 

into the festival dorms.  But, what a nice surprise we got when Gilbert told us that we 

would not be staying at the dorms, but at a hotel.  And not just any old hotel, but at the 

Hotel Arcade which has only been open for one month. 
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We drove quite a ways away from the dorms, but he told us it was in the middle of town 

(and right across from La Poste!).   

 

We checked in and I ended up with a room to myself.  I think I can handle that for the 

next 12 daysðyes! 

 

Only had 20 minutes to get settled and back on the bus to eat dinner, change into 

costumes and off to the parade.  It was called ñNuit des Fleursò or Night of Flowers, and 

what an incredible 

thing it was.  It was 

held on the main drag 

just off the beachfront 

and the route was 

about 10 blocks, but it 

continued in a loop.  

Two times around 

they did with floats lit 

up and covered with 

flowers adorned with 

beautifully but 

scantily (even 

topless) costumed 

women.  They would 

dump boxes full of 

carnations onto the floats to be thrown to the spectators. 

 

We lost Rex, Dixie, Scott, and Karen, so Maxine, Phyllis and I watched and gathered 

carnations for about 2 hours.  Lionel, one of our guides, came running up with a whole 

bundle of dark pink carnations (2 dozen I think) and handed them to me along with the 

traditional kiss on each cheek.  Heôs a cute 16 year old French boy! 

 

By the end of the parade I must have had over 6 dozen carnations, gladiolas, daisies, and 

2 elephant ear flowers.  Lionel told me that they throw over 4 tons of flowers this night.  I 

think I ended up with about 10 pounds myself.  Phyllis and Maxine could hardly believe 

it.  They were pretty funny to watch. 

 

Got to bed before 2:00éamazing! 

 

Mike Ingols 
 

We drove to Nice, but with the high humidity and being that it was in the 80s it was 

miserable. We arrived at the school where we were had room and board. We unpacked 

our show stuff only to find out that we would be staying at a hotel and not in the dorms. 

We were excited, but we were kind of upset in that we wouldnôt be able to get close to 

the different groups performing at this festival. We did find out that the Polish group was 

from Lublin and knew our guest choreographer, Caroline. She had danced with the Polish 

group for a few years. The USSR group was from George and there was a group from 

Yugoslavia.  We learned the traditional opening ceremony dance, which was very simple. 
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We ate lunch/dinner, which was a little different from Chateau Gombert. They served 

more seafood (and over the next few days we would learn more about how different the 

world would be).  

 

That night we were in an ñeye-openingò (eye-candy) parade. It was the ñNight of 

Flowersò parade. It took place on the main street that lined the shoreline. There were 

approximately 25 to 30 floats decorated with beautiful floral arrangements and lights. On 

each float there stood ladies in different types of attire, all the way from revealing 

evening wear, to topless skimpiness. Luckily the ladies in the float in front of us were 

clothed enough for us. As we started the parade we were each handed flowers. We had no 

idea what we were to do with them, but we found out quickly that we were to throw them 

into the crowd. Because of all the noise, we could barely hear our musicians, so we 

basically faked it and tried to keep some type of formation. The route was approximately 

five kilometers, ok more like 2 kilometers, but it was long. At the turn around point, we 

were given more flowers and walked/danced another 2 kilometers. 

 

By the time we reached the final turn, the parade was winding down. We were the last 

group of the parade and most of the floats were parked. The floats themselves became 

open game for the spectators, who would sneak past that partitions and start to take some 

of the floral arrangements off of the floats. It kind of scared us as we werenôt expecting 

this and the crowds would become bigger a more people came to raid the floats.  

 

As a side note of the day, I forgot to mention what we did right as we arrived in Nice. We 

went to a mall to do a performance. The French mall we went to was different from the 

malls at home. Many of our malls have high ceilings, but in France they put in a second 

floor, in the same space we would have put a single floor. The court yard where we 

performed was very much like a regular mall, lots of plants, artwork and fountains. We 

really enjoyed performing there. We were the first group to ever perform in that mall. 

After our performance we walked through the corridors of the mall singing. 

 

Our housing accommodations were not as we expected. As mentioned earlier, we thought 

weôd be staying in the dorms with the rest of the groups. Itôs interesting to see how 

different the university buildings looked compared to ones in the states, especially BYU. 

Here they are dirty looking with little vegetation. If there is vegetation, it isnôt well 

groomed. Our hotel was by the main train station and across the street from the hotel 

there were two sex shops. I was surprised that there were only 2. In Germany the areas 

surrounding a train station can be a bit seedy. We were definitely spoiled, because we had 

the buffet/continental breakfast at the hotel. It consisted of cocoa, rolls, croissants, jam 

and o.j. Our lunches and dinners would be quite interesting. 
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Tamara Marshall  

 

Well, after only 3 hours of sleep we met at 7 a.m. to leave for Nice.  I was a starvinô 

Marvin so some of us cruised to a pastry shop, ñBoulangerie-Patisserie!ò  They sell the 

best éclairs and cream puffs in the world.  After a long and uncomfortable ride (with a 

smile of course!) we finally arrived in nice.  I am especially excited about being here 

because my parents are meeting me 

here.  We had a show at 3 p.m. in a 

gorgeous shopping center that was kind 

of unannounced.  But tonight is a parade 

so hopefully Iôll se them or they will see 

me!  Iôm staying with Candace Wyatt in 

a great hotel room with a TV/remote, 

own bathroom, and phone.  Itôs so 

refreshing and relaxing! 

  

Tonight at the parade, we realized it was 

a flower festival.  There were 14 tons of 

flowers thrown into the crowds.  At the 

corners of the route they would load us 

up with a huge bundle of flowers!  The 

people went wild!  I saw my mom and 

dad and I totally screamed!  I was SO 

happy to see them! 

 

Blain Empey 
 

Today was a very eventful day, which 

made it seem forever long.  We didnôt 

get home until 3:00 AM the night 

before.  I got two hours of sleep, then off 

to Nice.  I gave M. and Mme. Roche the 

gifts I brought for them and felt very 

happy. 

 

Our ride to Nice was miserable.  I felt so 

hot and I was so tired.  I fell asleep with 

my neck bent and it hurt when I woke up 

and, well you know.  It was not fun.  We 

stopped at a grassy spot on the side of 

the road, however, and rested until a 

member of the festival showed up.  We arrived to find out the school was full and we 

were being put up at a hotel.  I was so disappointed.  It wouldôve been fun to stay here.  

We met some of the Polish girls and Israelis.  There are many young groups.  

Complaining!  So much for that goal! 

 

We had an interesting and non-filling fish lunch, then changed clothes and went to a mall 

to perform.  I love performances at places like that where you can see peopleôs eyes.  


