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Timonium, MD -  The Maryland State Fair, 2008 variant, took place in Timonium, now a rather typical outer suburb of a large city, in this case, Baltimore.  One distinguishing feature of Timonium is that it has a horse race track in its center.  Before urban sprawl captured it with its tentacles of fast food joints and strip malls, Timonium was “in the country,” and, as such, was a logical candidate for a state fair.   Due to its awkward shape and extremely diverse populace, Maryland has no natural location to house a fair appealing to its citizens.  Timonium was apparently something of a compromise. 

I arrived on a Friday evening in a steady mist of a rain.  The 80-mile drive from my home in neighboring Virginia took nearly 4 hours – that’s correct, I averaged 20 mph due to the usual congestion of both the DC and Baltimore beltways.  In view of the weather, parking was a snap and it cost only 2 bucks.  Basically, the fair grounds were empty in spite of the fact that the entertainment was being headlined by Travis Tritt.  No one was on any of the rides, and patrons at the usual concessions, such as Skee Ball, were equally sparse.   One of the main advertised attractions, the Swifty Swine Racing and Swimming Pig Show [I am not making this up], did not hold its 6:30 PM or 8 PM shows.  The weather had clearly put a damper on potential fairgoers.  I was disappointed because I had been looking forward to seeing Swifty the Swimming Pig.  Maybe next year.

My main reason for attending the fair was that my daughter had purchased “Gold Circle” tickets for us to a the evening’s concert. We had come to see the opening act, Keith Anderson, but due to the traffic, we arrived in time to see only the last 5 songs of his set.  It was still raining as the stage crew took down Anderson’s equipment and set up Tritt’s.  Nearly 50 minutes later, the crowd, which numbered about 2000, began to become restless in the rain.  Soon, however, we were mollified by a recorded message from Larry the Cable Guy asking that the audience throw paper bills instead of quarters on the stage during Tritt’s performance.  With the rain intensifying, that line received no laughs.
When Tritt came onstage about 10 minutes later, he simply started singing and playing guitar with his 6 piece band.  The sound system was entirely different and far more powerful than that of Anderson – the bass, for example, actually caused my wet pant legs to vibrate, and I was probably 40 feet from the stage.  

The wait in the rain was well worth it.  Tritt proved to be an energetic and engaging performer who played non-stop for over two hours.   Although his band played under cover, for most of the evening, he performed in the rain.  He has one assistant off-stage to his right whose sole function is to bring him different string instruments pre-tuned and ready to play.  This fellow also re-strings the guitar on the fly and is in constant eye contact with Tritt throughout the show to respond to any instrument problems.  The entire stage production involves well over 20 personnel operating lights and sound equipment.  In addition, there were at least 20 more working security to protect the stage and entrance to the Gold Circle seating area ($35).  [For $15, you can stand, or bring a lawn chair, on the sides or behind the Gold Circle seating].  Most of the security personnel were grossly overweight, especially the females, who were wearing rain-soaked XXL white tee shirts with “Security” written across their chests.  It was not a pretty sight.
Tritt’s audience was adoring, and exclusively white.  I did not see a “person of color” the entire evening.  His performance was athletic and accomplished. Above all, Tritt is an exceptional guitarist.  His voice is adequate.  I would have to rate him as a far better musician than singer, and a particularly good performer who knows how to work the crowd.  He included what apparently is a staple of country music performers, that is, he occasionally threw guitar picks to the crowd who lunged for them as if they were gold nuggets.   Throughout the entire two hours, his wife, Theresa, a former Hooters waitress, watched and hummed approvingly from the wings.  If you did not like the music, you could always look at her.
As soon as the show was over, the stage crew worked feverishly to pack everything for a show the next night at one of the Trump casinos in Atlantic City.  The following night it would be a concert in New Hampshire.  The road is never easy, even if you have had five number one singles and two Grammy awards.  But I am sure that Swifty would gladly trade places.
I thought you might like to know.
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