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Packway Handle Band
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Local and regional favorite bluegrass band known as the Packway Handle Band. Photograph by Michael Hall
A few years ago, my now-husband and I took a short weekend vacation to Asheville, where we dined at a lively joint called Jack of the Woods. While there, a fantastic band struck up, letting flow a stream of bluegrass country music ringing with heart, soul, rhythm and talent. I didn’t catch the name of the group, but the music I heard that night stuck with me since.
It wasn’t until recently that I was again confronted with such a bluegrass treasure of equal measure. Turns out, it was the same band, a local and regional favorite known as the Packway Handle Band, which was no less great here and now as it was there and then.
Taking stage at the Melting Point on a recent, chilly December night, the Packway Handle Band lit up the venue with life in a way that only a truly talented musical group can. Mixing acoustic guitars, a violin (well, fiddle, really), mandolin and banjo, the bluegrass super band brought the crowd to their feet for a good time of down home stomping, stamping and dancing.
Across the South and beyond, Packway Hand Band has gained a reputation for sticking true to their genres, and it is a reputation that rightly deserve. Though the core of the group is solidly rooted in bluegrass and folk, the popping sounds that are plucked from their cords bring up emotions and reactions in a way no other musical category can. Be it slow and heart-breaking or upbeat and boisterous, the bluegrass shooting from the stage was viciously moving. In a good way. A very good way.
As I sat listening to the band fiddle on and the crowd applause in an uproarious fashion, I sketched out these words: “The twang and pain-stricken lyrics paired with the optimistic pluck of a mandolin and the lovely whine of the violin, all teamed with the steady drum of a bass guitar and the constant logic of two acoustic guitars. This is Appalachia, home grown, fever-inducing bluegrass. This, now this, is how great music and masterful stage presence is defined.”
An effervescent energy springs up whenever and wherever Packway Handle Band plays, creating a jovial and lively atmosphere among listeners. And although the night’s music was the synch pen of the concert, the people watching at a Packway Handle Band show is half the fun. These fans, though, weren’t exactly what I had expected. For whatever reason, I assumed band followers would be the granola, longhaired all –natural hippy types. And they were there. But so were gray haired men and women sipping white wine and vodka tonics, clapping along right beside townies in skinny jeans downing PBRs and middle aged parents munching on tapas. No matter their age, dress or drink of choice, though, everyone in attendance was thoroughly enjoying themselves.
Certainly, though, this impressive night wouldn’t have been possible in any venue other than The Melting Point. Intimate but not crowded and with a great view of the stage (and dance floor) from every seat, the arena allowed guests to soak up every last sight and sound.
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