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Things change with time, as my very close friend likes to say. Here’s my New Year’s wish: that
things change for the better in 2021. A new year brings new possibilities.
We’re saddened by the loss of Gerry Marsden (78) of British Invasion legends Gerry and the
Pacemakers. Their first single, “How Do You Do It,” hit number one on the British charts in 1963 –
before the Beatles ever accomplished that feat – and they went on to have other smash records like
“Don’t Let the Sun Catch You Crying,” You’ll Never Walk Alone,” “I Like It” and “Ferry Cross the
Mersey.” These songs are woven not just into the fabric of the 1960s, but our lives.
In this issue: Anne E. Johnson covers the career of John Legend and rediscovers 17th century
composer Marc-Antoine Charpentier. Larry Schenbeck gets soul and takes on “what if?” Ken Sander
goes Stateside with The Stranglers. J.I. Agnew locks in his lockdown music system. Tom Gibbs looks
at new releases from Kraftwerk, Julia Stone and Max Richter. Adrian Wu continues his series on
testing in audio. John Seetoo mines a mind-boggling mic collection.
Jay Jay French remembers Mountain’s Leslie West. Dan Schwartz contemplates his streaming
royalties. Steven Bryan Bieler ponders the new year. Ray Chelstowski notes that January’s a slow
month for concerts – with a few monumental exceptions. Stuart Marvin examines how musicians and
their audiences are adapting to the pandemic. I reminisce about hanging out with Les Paul. We
round out the issue with single-minded listening, the world’s coolest multi-room audio system, mixed
media, and a girl on a mission.

Ballroom Blitz
Complete Recovery
Written by Steven Bryan Bieler

How was your New Year’s Eve? New Year’s Eve, ring a bell? Someday this pandemic will end and we
will return to celebrating the end of the old year and the birth of the new in the company of total
strangers. To quote Prince: "dance, music, sex, romance."
It’s my theory that my demographic cohort, the Baby Boomers, will be the last generation to plan
ahead, dress up, pay an enormous sum for a passable meal, and dance to rock and roll or something
close to it. Don’t count on the Gen Xers to take this baton. My people: we can’t afford to lose a year!
We’re aging, our knees are degrading, we can’t stay up as late as we used to, and we’re definitely
popping two ibuprofen with breakfast. It takes a nation of millions to pay for our health care.
I remember in the late 1980s when the Gen Xers figured out that the Boomers were sucking up all
the oxygen on the planet. “It’s a hard world to get a break in/all the good things/have been taken,”
the Animals sang. Back then, I had several discussions with these tiresome young people. They
complained to me, with their imperfect command of their native language, that, like, you Boomers
were always stealing the spotlight and like grabbing everything for yourselves, dudes, and what’s up
with that? I always listened politely and then reminded them that we are really good-looking, too.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ILZndyhHWQ4

Dudes. Do you want to be in that number when the Boomers go marching in? Let’s not forget what
to do on New Year’s Eve! What follows are a few thoughts on clothes and music from past New
Year’s, based on 40+ years of counting down to midnight and raising glasses of cheap champagne at
taverns, clubs, discos, restaurants, banquet halls, charity balls, and, once, a rave*.
* A note from AARP: Raves are not for older people. No one has ever gotten to the end of the line for
the bathroom at a rave.

Clothes Make the Man
I don’t have to tell women to assemble a special outfit, as women understand that New Year’s is an
occasion and an occasion is something you rise to. It’s men I’m speaking to. Don’t wear what you
normally wear to the office, and definitely don’t wear what you wear to a Zoom call, since I’m
guessing you don’t wear pants to a Zoom call. Go shopping, even if it’s in your own closet, and don’t
go without your partner. Other people can look at you, shudder, and move on, but your partner will
have to look at you all evening. Have mercy.
The best look for men is a snappy suit, but if you can swing it, get fitted for a tuxedo. Bonus points: a
tuxedo with a swallow-tail jacket or with a vest. Any idiot can grind on the dance floor, but how
many can pull that off from inside a tux? Master that skill and you will never lack for someone to
dance with.
Once you’ve been cleared by the style council, grab your keys. It’s clobberin’ time.
Play That Funky Music
I don’t play an instrument. I type. So it is with some hesitation, but much respect, that I offer the
following suggestions to the groups of nice old guys who usually end up playing for us on New Year’s
Eve. You guys rock, whether you’re wearing black T-shirts, black button-down shirts, or something
Hawaiian, and I love how you always massacre at least one oldie, then turn around and surprise us
with a head-banging dance tune with an off-the-hook keyboard solo.
I’m just glad you’re not the band that played one of our events a few years ago. Everyone in that
band was 25. They neutered everything, perhaps out of concern for our blood pressure. “Sweet
Home Alabama” was about the weather. “Mustang Sally” was about a horse. The singer kept
complimenting us on how beautiful we were. I think she was surprised that we were still alive.
Here goes:
Time your last set so you end about three minutes before midnight, which gives everyone a
chance to freshen their drinks and get ready for the countdown. This should be obvious, but
we heard a band on New Year’s Eve that stumbled to a stop 10 minutes early. After some
onstage consultation, they tried to stall with “Free Bird,” which caused half the crowd to whip
out their lighters and the other half their fingers. They would’ve been safer with “Love Shack.”
When they finally escaped into “Auld Lang Syne,” it was obvious they hadn’t practiced it.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9SOryJvTAGs

Please practice.
Your audience will begin to evaporate at one minute after midnight. Maybe they want to finish
the evening in their bathrobes eating ice cream; maybe they want to get romantic at home
rather than against one of your speakers. It’s not about you. You’re awesome.
We’re all trying to be woke today, so avoid songs celebrating relationships with underage
girls: “Well she was just 17/you know what I mean,” “You’re 16, you’re beautiful, and your
mine,” “Hey little girl won’t you meet me at the schoolyard gate,” “But you’re so young and we
can’t go on this way,” and I’m concerned that I knew these four off the top of my head.
Between sets, the venue’s PA system will play watery hip-hop for people to do the line dancing
they learned at corporate retreats in the 1990s. That’s not your problem, that’s ours. Enjoy

your beer.
There’s Got to Be a Morning After
New Year’s resolutions are a minefield. How do you make a resolution and stick to it? How do you
make a resolution and remember it two days later? There are two secrets to successful resolutions.
This is the wrong way to resolve to start a band: “I will start a band, make a ton of money, and meet
a ton of chicks.” But this might work: “Step One: I will decide what kind of music I want to play. Step
Two: I will jam with some like-minded musicians.”
If on January 31 all you have to show for your efforts is a dislike for Coldplay and a bass player who
keeps forgetting to come to band practice, you will still be ahead of where you were on January 1
and much happier than the people who gave up on January 15.
You’re welcome. My people: Let’s try this all again on December 31, 2021. Happy belated New
Year’s!
Header image courtesy of Gerd Altmann/Pixabay.

The Stranglers Come Stateside
True-Life Rock Tales
Written by Ken Sander

I met them as they came off the plane at JFK in New York. About three weeks after the Stranglers’
UK 1981 tour ended (see my article in Issue 111) the American tour was scheduled to begin. The
Stranglers are one of the more successful British punk rock/new wave bands of the era and had
success with singles like “Something Better Change,” “No More Heroes,” “Always the Sun” and
others.)
We all taxied into town and I checked them into Manhattan’s Abbey Victoria Hotel at 51st Street and
Seventh Avenue. The next day they started rehearsals at SIR (Studio Instrument Rentals, the
number-one spot for equipment rentals and a facility with well-equipped rehearsal rooms. SIR was
all the way on the West Side of Manhattan, in a tremendous prewar industrial manufacturing
building that in the days of old had railroad access. You can still see the tracks. They occupied three
or four floors, which was a lot of space. There were more than a few rehearsal rooms of varying
sizes, and a couple of showcase rooms where a band could play to guests like the group’s record
company or booking agency.
I was familiar with SIR and had used it for other groups at various times. I once was invited to see
Steely Dan’s last rehearsal before they began their tour. It was in the early 2000s, some time after
their long hiatus, and the band did their set with no breaks, just like in concert. Those showcase
rooms were a great place to simulate a concert. In some cases, (not that often) the rooms could also
be used as audition spaces. SIR had really worked out the acoustics and besides, you would never
know who you would bump into there. Many artists did pre-tour rehearsals at SIR.
In the Stranglers’ case it was not so much for rehearsing their material but to test the keyboards and
amplifiers. This is a smart way for British bands to tour the States because for one, there is a

different electrical current here (120 volts, 60 Hz) than in Europe (220 – 240V, 50 or 60 Hz).
Bringing your own amps and keys could be problematic, even with the use of voltage-conversion
transformers, causing buzzes and pops – or worse.
Also, there is the consideration of theft – the Stranglers had their equipment stolen during their
previous American tour in 1980. Every band that uses a box truck has their equipment robbed at
some time or another, and rental equipment is easily replaced. The Stranglers came into the country
with just guitars and drums. The band and crew had to test and get used to the equipment they’d be
playing for the US tour, and the best way to do that was by trying it out. They spent a few days
familiarizing themselves with the new equipment.
First gig was a three-day affair at the Lexington Arts Center, a ballroom in a building located at 150
East 85th Street on the corner of Lexington Avenue. When it was used for concerts it was called
Privates. The opening act was the Bee Girls, and the Stranglers went on at 12:30 in the morning. A
very New York scene.
On Monday we drove to Allentown, Pennsylvania in two rental cars for a show at Nico’s. It was a
small club with a capacity of 300, no booze or food, just beer. The boys were not thrilled about this
date. It was obvious that we were not in New York anymore. This was an uneventful and forgettable
night.
Next day we had to drive east to Providence, Rhode Island. On the way I stopped in Jersey City at
Hertz to swap out one of our rental cars. We had been saddled with a year-old rental with 23,000
miles on it. For rental cars this was already an old heap; thusly, I did a vehicle exchange. The club in
Providence was the Center Stage, and it was a proper rock club with a capacity of 800, much more
in line with the band’s stature.

Wednesday, we had a short drive to Boston to play The Channel, which was an iconic rock venue
then known as Boston’s largest dance and concert club. A who’s who of bands played there in its
heyday. It was located right on the Fort Point Channel in a notoriously famous area that was just a
couple of hundred yards from where the Boston Tea Party happened. The Fort Point Channel had a
colorful history of skullduggery. The show was a good one, totally rocking, and when the last song

was finished, we went through the backstage area to our dressing room. Escorting us from the rear
was a club security guard who was a really big man. When we got into our dressing room Jet Black,
the Stranglers’ drummer, slammed the door closed and I guess the security guard thought the door
was purposely slammed in his face.
Next thing we know, he starts to kick the door in. We’re all looking at each other and on the second
kick he splinters the door, sending wood flying every which way. He yells at us, “who the hell do you
think you are?” and takes a step into the dressing room. WTF, we are thinking, and at that moment a
couple of other security guards show up and grab him. They are all his friends, but they know that
what he’s doing is not cool, so they calm him down and take him away. The club’s manager rushes in
and profusely apologizes, and he quickly has his crew put up a big piece of plywood as a makeshift
dressing room door. The evening’s drama (and our contribution to the area’s colorful history) was
over.
The Shaboo Inn in Willimantic, Connecticut was a relatively short drive east, maybe 100 miles from
Boston. It was another rock club, with a funky smell of stale beer and sawdust on the floor. The
stage was small, low and close to the ground.
J.J. Burnel, the bass player, was upset about the date. The club was grungy, but more importantly,
the stage was too low, which made for easy audience access. Sometimes unruly audience members
would jump on stage. In fact, before going on Jet and J.J. had discussed if they should cancel the gig
for safety reasons (their own). As it turned out, it was a good night and a good audience, nice people.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=gZkJUrjq5XM

However, this third car that I had rented from Hertz was also crap. I called Hertz and told them I
wanted to switch it out on Saturday, when we would be back in the New York City area. This tour
was going to be all driving – no tour buses or planes. I needed a good car. As nicely as I could, I told
the people at Hertz if they couldn’t get me a decent car I would go to Avis. I was a particularly good
customer from all my years on the road and literally hundreds of Hertz rentals. They assured me
they would find a car that would make me happy.
It is Friday and we are playing the Left Bank in Mount Vernon, New York. It was one of the area’s
more well-known rock clubs with a lot of history and a good reputation. At the time they were
booking a lot of New Wave and punk acts. They really had their act together, even providing some
humpers to help with the load in and the load out. In other clubs a band’s road crew was pretty
much on their own with unpacking, set up and load in. There was usually a stage manager around to
answer questions and point things out involving the lights, electricity and such, but for the most part
our crew did the humping.
The opening act is Single Bullet Theory and the Stranglers are due on stage at 1:30 am. This is
normal for East Coast clubs, because they wanted the patrons to stay late and make as much money
from the bar as possible.

Ed Kleinman, the Stranglers’ manager, was coming up from the city with a bunch of guests, so this
was going to be an important show. The band delivered, like they usually did. The Stranglers never
had an off night, but there were times when the energy was really focused and the show had a
special feeling. Afterwards we all drove back to the city because the next night we had a gig at
Irving Plaza. I stayed at home that night because I lived two blocks from Irving Plaza. The band and
crew stayed at the Abbey Victoria again.
Saturday night in New York City. This is going to be fun. The Irving Plaza show is an important one
because a lot of press people are going to be attending. The guest list was big, including my wife and
three of our friends.
The Stranglers did not disappoint. Irving Plaza was more like the venues they played in the UK and
they were in a good mood and ready. They absolutely, totally kicked butt and did a longer set than
usual that ended way after 2:00 am. Afterwards about 20 of us went to an after-hours club to party.
The next day the band had the day off but I had to go back to Hertz on West 56th Street to swap out
the rental car.
When I got there that afternoon, they were ready for me with a brown 1981 Oldsmobile Delta 88,
brand new, with a scant 66 miles on the odometer. “Well, alrighty!” I said and there were smiles all
around. In fact, in all my years as a road manager this was one of the nicest cars I ever rented.
Unlike the previous UK tour where my passengers were Jet Black and keyboard player Dave
Greenfield, on the American tour I was driving guitarist/vocalist Hugh Cornwell and bassist/vocalist
J.J. In hindsight this was my mistake. Jet and Dave were always a few minutes ahead of us and that
meant that Jet would get to the gig or the hotel a few minutes before me and had to wait for me to
fix any problems or issues. Not an ideal situation. We didn’t drive in a caravan; we just left roughly
around the same time. We always had two rental cars on every tour, with J.J. and Hugh in one and

Jet and Dave in the other.
When I picked Hugh and J.J. up at the hotel Monday morning they were really pleased with the new
Delta 88.
On this tour we spent every night in motels like Holiday Inns and Ramada Inns, decent enough,
three stars. The only exception was after the gig we did in New Orleans when we left right after the
show for Houston. If we got hungry while driving, we stopped on the road to eat. Sometimes were
would eat at the gig but it was pretty much a decision made in the moment.
Then off we went to Toad’s Place in New Haven, CT (yet another famous East Coast club and still
open today, though temporarily closed for the pandemic). It was a Monday show and we went on
stage at 11 pm, an early night for us.
Now we are really starting to log some miles as we go to Orange, New Jersey, Virginia Beach,
Washington DC and Cherry Hill, N.J. Sunday we had a day off and we all decided to drive back up to
NYC. Monday morning we leave for Cincinnati and that night on the way there I get pulled over for
speeding. The Ohio state trooper asks me to come and sit in his cruiser, leaving Hugh and J.J. back
in the car. He writes me a speeding ticket. Then he asks if I have an American Express card, to
which I answer yes. He says, “well, you can pay the ticket now with your Amex card.” Really? I give
him the card and he swipes it. “OK,” he says, “we’re good; you can go.” I asked, “what if I didn’t
have an Amex card?” He answered, “then I would have to take you downtown to the station.” Really?
Yup.
After playing Bogart’s in Cincinnati (temporarily closed but still there today) we drive to Athens,
Georgia to play Tyrone’s, with an on-stage time of 10:00 pm, a respectable hour for rock and roll.
Next day we had a short drive to Atlanta for Friday and Saturday night we’re playing at the 688
Club. Sunday is a travel day, and we drive 500 miles straight through to New Orleans. Monday after
the gig we drive all night, 365 miles, to Houston, Texas to play the Agora Ballroom with a 10:30 pm
onstage time. The on stage start times have been getting earlier since we left the Northeast.
We catch up on sleep by negotiating a later check-out time with the hotel and leaving later the next
day for Austin, Texas, 162 miles away. We are playing Club Foot and it is a lively scene. Austin is a
way cool city with a cosmopolitan vibe. They knew who the Stranglers were and showed their
appreciation. After the show we were taken out and the night life was really happening.
Next morning we continue to Dallas (the Club Bijou) and the next day we drive to Lawrence, Kansas,
(the Opry House), before heading 585 miles west to Boulder, Colorado for two nights at the Blue
Note. We were told that the Blue Note was owned by Genya Ravan of horn-driven rock band Ten
Wheel Drive. She was not there those nights, so this was unconfirmed. (Do any readers have any
information about this?)
Getting up early Thursday morning to get a start on the next lap, we have till Friday to get to Los
Angeles, 1,180 miles. We drive all day into the night. I tell the guys that it would be cool to stop over
and stay in Babylon, er, Las Vegas, and they agree. It is close to midnight and we are still about an
hour out when we first see the lights of Vegas. It is an amazing sight, even considering this was back
in 1981. Today Las Vegas is easily 10 times bigger. The closer we get the bigger the lights are. We
check into the Stardust and they put us in the back in motel-style outdoor rooms.
The bellhop assures us: anything we want, legal or not, just ask him and we will have it in under an
hour. This was still the anything-goes wild days of Las Vegas; unlike today where it is more
corporate.

Friday, we play Pasadena’s Perkins Palace. Saturday it’s the Reseda Country Club on Sunday we hit
the Bacchanal in San Diego before driving back to Los Angeles.
On Monday when I go to the car, I have an unpleasant surprise. The front passenger side door is
bashed in and will not open. I have to exchange the car with Hertz. But we got 6,000 miles out of
this one, not bad for 10 days driving.
The tour went on to play many of the same dates as Split Enz had done when I was their road
manager (see Issue 124 and Issue 125), except the Enz flew. The Stranglers headed north to
Vancouver, then south to Duluth and back east and up again to Canada.
I think it is safe to say the Stranglers were not thrilled with the tour.
It was hard work and they had to play some crummy venues. They are a bigger act in the rest of the
world, so this tour with its smaller venues was somewhat of a comedown for them. But give ’em
credit – there was no whining from them in their untiring efforts to conquer the American frontier.
The band in 1981:
Jet Black, drummer and founder – retired
Hugh Cornwell, lead vocals and guitar – left the Stranglers in 1990 for a solo career
Dave Greenfield, keyboards – died in 2020 of COVID-19
J..J. Burnel, vocals and bass – the only original member still in the band. He currently lives in France.

Mic-Boggling: Sylvia Massy’s Microphone
Museum
Deep Dive
Written by John Seetoo

Producer, engineer, author and educator – these are just some of the roles that can be attributed to
Sylvia Massy. Her work with Rick Rubin, Tool, Red Hot Chili Peppers, Johnny Cash, Lenny Kravitz,
Aerosmith, Queens of the Stone Age, Tom Petty, Prince, Seal, and many other artists could fill an
entire music library.
In 2017, she and Chris Johnson wrote a successful book called Recording Unhinged, and the
publisher requested a follow-up book on vintage microphones. In researching the book, they traveled
around the world to find mics, document their stories and gather information from engineers,
producers, artists, and studios. In Milwaukee, they met Bob Paquette, who owned the largest private
microphone aggregation in the world, amassed over 67 years. Sadly, Paquette passed away before
they could meet again, but Massy and Johnson purchased the collection from his estate, which will
be a key element in creating the new book.

Humorously referring to her love of microphones and her mic museum collection as a “gear
problem,” “Sylvia Massy’s Mind Blowing Microphone Museum!” was presented online as part of the
Audio Engineering Society’s AES Show Fall 2020. No stranger to teaching, Massy has conducted
numerous workshops for the Abbey Road Institute in London, as well as at Castle Röhrsdorf in
Dresden, Les Studios de la Fabrique in France, and in other seminars in Rome, Oslo and other
locations. She has a series on her YouTube channel called “Mic du Jour,” where she features mics
from the museum.
The virtual presentation was conducted from her studio in Asheton, Oregon. Massy demonstrated
the mics using Neve, Looptrotter and WEM consoles, Maag Audio equalizers, and preamps from
Maag, Looptrotter and Warm Audio.

Note: unless otherwise indicated, photos represent the types of mics described, not the actual mics
from the Massy collection. Because of rights permission or other considerations, not all mics in the
presentation are pictured.
Carbon Microphones

Above: a reproduction made in early 1900s): Starting from the beginning in 1876, the presentation
showed a replica of the very first microphone, a liquid transmitter mic built by Alexander Graham
Bell. Resembling a tall milkshake cup on a small stand, it operated by speaking into the cup, which
vibrated a parchment diaphragm connected to a wire dangling in a small cup of acid. The
fluctuations of the current moving through the acid is what created the audio signal. (Courtesy of

Wikimedia Commons/Floyd L. Darrow.)

Above: an original carbon microphone made by David Edwin Hughes, it is a wooden hinged unit
resembling a jewelry box with a bracelet on top. A pressed carbon “pencil” sits in the box. It
operates by closing the box and speaking into the bracelet-shaped disc, which vibrates the pencil,
which, in conjunction with a 6-volt battery charge, creates the audio signal. (Courtesy of Wikimedia
Commons/Thomas Gray.)
Massy actually used the carbon microphone on a vocal session in Los Angeles and it still worked!
Not pictured: an improved carbon microphone. It featured a larger wooden box of similar design,
mounted on a wooden pedestal, resembling some of the early telephone boxes seen in old photos
(late 1800s) and silent movies. Granulated carbon packed into a tiny button would vibrate in the box
to produce the signal.

Above: a metal double-button carbon microphone made by Western Electric, Model ET3, formerly
used at radio stations. It has a metal base with a hoop loaded with an 8-spring shock mount
,centering a hockey puck-shaped disc that holds the diaphragm element touching a small button
filled with carbon. Sound vibrates the diaphragm, which excites the carbon particles in the button
that transmit the sound by changing the signal being sent to the microphone. The power
requirement ranges from 6-12 volts. This design became very popular in the 1920s. Photos of movie
stars like Gloria Swanson were taken with double-button microphones, which became the US
industry standard for the era. (Courtesy of Wikimedia Commons/Daderot.)

Above: a candlestick microphone. Reminiscent of a tabletop telephone from the 1900-1920s period,
it was made from polished brass by Western Electric. (Courtesy of Wikimedia Commons/Joe Haupt.)
The carbon mics are classified by Massy as “non-directional” as they are neither unidirectional nor
omnidirectional.
Not pictured: an early European carbon microphone (1878) by Siemens and Holstein was called a
“Butterstamp.” Used at the post office in Germany for transmitting over telegraph lines, it looks like
a wooden candlestick with a wide top and a separate leather cover and leather-bound handle.
Not pictured: a German Reisz Type 104 coal microphone. (Europeans refer to carbon mics as “coal”
mics.) It is shaped like a jewel box with a large but very thin layer of carbon particles that vibrate a
rubber membrane diaphragm. The case is made from hollowed marble, making it quite heavy. These
types of mics were used by Josef Stalin and the UK royal family, among others.
The Reisz microphone was actually developed by one of its young employees, George Neumann,
while Eugen Reisz was on vacation.

Above: an improved Reisz type mic built by the Marconi laboratory in London. Marconi refined the
design with an octagonal shape and smaller surface area. Massy found one in the EMI London
archives with gold filigree ornamentation that had been built for the Queen Mother for her radio
addresses. (Image courtesy of Wikimedia Commons/Jan Kameníček, cropped to fit format.)
Massy compares Reisz mics to that of old telephones: limited fidelity but rugged. One of Massy’s
music production tricks is to take the carbon mics from old thrift store telephones and wire them up
in the studio for recording to get a unique, limited-frequency radio transmission sound.
Condenser Microphones
The condenser mic was invented by E.C. Wente at Westinghouse in 1920. It was the first mic to
contain two charged plates with one of them acting as the diaphragm, while the signal was
generated from the variance in signal between the moving and stationary plates.
Not pictured: a Neumann CMV-3 with a Telefunken badge. Massy originally thought this was the
first high-end condenser mic. It has a long cylindrical tube with a ball end that has a grill on one
side.
Not pictured: The Western Electric 394W. E.C. Wente beat Neumann to the market by a few years.
The 394 has the appearance of a larger double-button carbon mic mounted onto a wooden box. The
box holds the power supply, which contains transformers, wiring, and a large, round vacuum tube.
This model was used by president Calvin Coolidge.
Not pictured: a Western Electric 7A. It is alternately nicknamed, “The Tombstone” or “The Mountain
Clock.” It looks like a tombstone with a circle at the top inside the arch, which contains a 394
capsule. The base contains the power supply. This mic can be seen in photos in use by Winston
Churchill.

Above: a 1928 Western Electric 47A. A long, thick cylinder with an angled grilled capsule, it was
designed to hang inverted so that the heat from the power supply would rise and not affect the
capsule. It is full of tubes and its design became very popular with amateur radio DIY stations.
Hooking up her own power supply to it, Massy tested it, and the sound quality is significantly
superior to that of the carbon mic.
Not pictured: a Western Electric 640AA. It is a long, chromed cannon shell-shaped mic with a flat
640AA capsule from the 1930s in a shock mount. It is smaller than earlier mics and closer to the size
of a Neumann U47. The internal wiring showed advances in the miniaturization of components and
the use of flatter and smaller 382A vacuum tubes.
Not pictured: an Altec 165 “lipstick” mic. This legendary mic is the US version of the Neumann
KM53 and KM54 and has interchangeable capsules. Advances in technology, including the narrow
size of the 5840 vacuum tube, enabled the smaller size of the mic. It remains an excellent and useful
mic to this day.
Dynamic Microphones
Dynamic mics were first introduced in the early 1920s.
Not pictured: an early Round Sykes dynamic mic from Marconi Lab designed by Captain H. J. Round.
It has a heavy magnet and looks like a theater light with six outer rim rivets and a central rivet
holding a plate against a short, wide cylinder. This was the first dynamic mic in history and was
excellent for field recording. It was used by King George V for outdoor speech recording to a
magnetophone, the first tape recorder. The EMI archives photos show that the King’s Sykes mic had
a silver filigree windscreen cover.

Above: a photo picturing multiple Western Electric 618A mics. A very popular mic in the 1930s,
there are photos of Franklin Delano Roosevelt with all of the mics from the radio networks in the
photos being this model. It looks like an Inky light on a U-mount yoke swivel. The Vitavox Admiralty
mic was the UK version of the same design. The WE 618A design was even copied in Japan.
Not pictured: A Western Electric 630a “Ball and Biscuit.” It is shaped like an aperitif glass with a flat
top. A very popular design, it was copied by STC (Standard Telephones and Cables Limited) in the
UK, and by France and other nations.
It sounds very natural and Massy has used it in sessions as a room mic. It is still available in used
markets from $200-$300.

Above: the beyerdynamic M19B led the way in European dynamic mics. Popular for radio and
recording, it looks like a large acorn with a center post and is omnidirectional. (Courtesy of
beyerdynamic.)

Above: the classic Shure 55 Series – the “Elvis” mic. Popular with singers, including Presley and
Billie Holiday, it debuted in 1939. It is still in production and is the preferred mic of Metallica’s
James Hetfield (above, courtesy of Wikimedia Commons/Pingaiadadocrack).

Above: an Electro-Voice 630. Featuring a small chrome body on a hinged post, this model is still
available and good to use for recording.

Above: a Shure SM57. This is Massy’s favorite mic. She owns the one that David Bowie used for the
Tin Machine albums (which was borrowed from her personal collection). This mic and the SM58
vocal mic are industry standards on stages and studios worldwide, and have been for a long time.
Ribbon Microphones
Not pictured: The first known ribbon mic was the Siemens ELM25 (1925). It looks like an old box
camera on a yoke. It is a directional ribbon mic with a replaceable cartridge. It was used by Joseph
Stalin. The mic did not need a power supply. The velocity of the sound vibrated the ribbon and the
strong magnets generated the signal voltage.

Not pictured: the RCA77A. This large, bulky mic was designed by audio pioneer Harry Olsen. RCA
started using ribbon microphones in broadcasting for their high fidelity and because they didn’t
need power supplies. The first-ever RCA microphone was the PB17. The RCA 44 (shown above) and
others soon followed. (Courtesy of Wikimedia Commons/LuckyLouie.)

Above: a production model RCA 77DX. It's become an iconic and familiar sight. (Courtesy of
Wikimedia Commons/Scott Bomar/Jacob Blickenstaff.)
Demonstrating the RCA 44 prototype, Massy showed it was a rich, very warm-sounding mic.
Crystal Microphones
Crystal mics operate on the principle that crystals emit a charge when bent, so a very thin slice of
crystal is attached to a diaphragm by a pin. The vibrating diaphragm creates an electrical signal in
the moving crystal. Piezoelectric mic development was pioneered by the Brush family.
Not pictured: a Brush BR2S resembles a small Shure SM58 and is omnidirectional.

Above: the Astatic company formed in 1933 and licensed crystal mic technology. They made a hugely
popular chrome lollipop-shaped mic: the D104, in production from the 1930s to the 1990s. Since
2000, Astatic is now part of CAD Audio. (Courtesy of Wikimedia Commons/LuckyLouie.)

The Turner 44X, which looks like a sci-fi robot helmet. The Heil Sound "The Fin" mic shown above is
a modern re-creation.
Other crystal mics in the collection included the rocket-ship-shaped Astatic 600S, a Massy favorite,
and the Turner 80X, which Massy for its different sonic character, akin to a walkie talkie. Crystal
mics are not known for their high fidelity but more for use in communications. The inherent problem
with these mics is that the crystals are often salt-based and rapidly deteriorate when exposed to
humidity.
Sylvia Massy’s microphone collection is a fascinating look as to how the technology has evolved over
the last 150 years. For more perspective on its immensity, visit https://www.sylviamassy.com.

To Test or Not to Test, That is the Question,
Part Four
Deep Dive
Written by Adrian Wu

In the last two installments of this series, I discussed measurements of the two components most
prone to developing or causing problems, namely our ears, and room acoustics. The rest of the
components in an audio system are perhaps less problematic, but no less worthy of attention.
There is little point in measuring commercial electronic equipment (amplifiers, preamplifiers, digital
players and so on) unless you are a reviewer or if you are one of those people who believe that
commercial hi-fi equipment is always suboptimal, and it is always possible to squeeze additional
performance out of it (i.e. doing "mods"). Some people have a firm belief that only boutique internal
components (like capacitors and resistors) could ever sound good, and proceed to rip out all the
standard parts and replace them with boutique parts that are ten or even a hundred-fold more
expensive. However, while it is true that manufacturers have to take into consideration the cost of
production (except for a handful of products targeting multi-millionaires), the specific internal
components in a product are often chosen by the designers to achieve a particular sonic result.
Changing to something more expensive might change the characteristics of the sound, but is it
necessarily for the better? The designers might have tried dozens of alternatives to arrive at their
final choice. Would audiophiles do the same, or do they rely on hearsay to decide what to install?
That said, upgrading transistors and op-amps might actually yield some benefits, as the performance
of these components has been improving all the time. Op-amps tend to have a bad reputation
amongst audiophiles, who might be horrified to learn that the microphone preamps, recorders,

mixing desks, compressors, limiters and other professional audio equipment that were used to
record their cherished LPs and digital music were most likely chock full of them. Modern op-amps
are far quieter, have lower distortion and higher slew rates than the best examples from 20 years
ago. However, before you go and swap them all for AD797s (one of the highest-performance audio
op-amps currently available), beware that the op-amp could end up oscillating, and modifications to
the feedback network might be needed to make sure that does not happen.
Another worthwhile endeavor is to ensure that the transistors are matched in differential circuits
and in output stages that utilize parallel devices. An advanced semiconductor analyzer such as the
PEAK Atlas DCA75 Pro costs less than $100. Transistors are inexpensive items; buy a whole bunch of
them and match them up in pairs and quads. Matching the DC current gain (hFE) is important in
differential circuits. The DCA75 Pro measures the hFE at a constant collector current. Beware,
however, that the measurement is temperature-sensitive, and holding the transistor between your
fingers while doing the test could change the measurement. Also, match both the hFE and the VBE
(base-emitter voltage) for parallel output devices, otherwise one device will always conduct more
than the other, shortening its life. A friend recently decided to revamp his Bryston power amplifier,
and after removing all the output transistors, he found out that they were very poorly matched.
Whether they became mismatched over time or started life this way is unknown.
As for passive components, most high-quality thin film resistors have performance characteristics
that are very close to perfect at audio frequencies. In situations such as phono stages, it would be
worth using high-performance resistors such as bulk metal foil precision resistors. These are much
more stable and have tighter tolerances, lower noise and faster rise times than thin film resistors,
but they are much more expensive.
There are other places where using more expensive resistors make sense. Wirewound resistors have
significant inductance unless you use non-inductive designs, and the inductance increases with
resistance. However, several years ago, I started to notice that some Mills non-inductive wirewound
resistors, a brand I had relied on for many years, were becoming noisy. I read that more recentlymanufactured Mills (since the company’s takeover by Vishay in 2011) have the resistive wire
element clamped to the end caps instead of being bonded to them, and these connections could
become noisy with repeated heating and cooling. I also noticed that the resistors are no longer
manufactured in the US, which usually means an attempt in cost-cutting.
I experimented with military-grade Caddock precision power film resistors (one of the few brands
still made in the US.) as tube anode loads and they are excellent. They feel substantial, have goldplated leads and look indestructible. They look even more high-end than high-end audio components;
nothing but the best for Uncle Sam. They are non-inductive, non-magnetic and extremely stable at
high temperatures. I had to convince a military supplier to sell them to me, and luckily, they didn't
suspect anything nefarious such as building a nuclear weapon in my garage. There are boutique
resistors marketed for audio use that cost more, such as those made with tantalum film, but I have
no experience with them and the explanations for their supposed superiority do not sound
convincing to me. Other audio resistors that use ancient technologies, such as carbon film and
carbon composition, are only useful for restoring antique equipment in order to preserve their
character, or to add "tone" to guitar amplifiers.
Personally, I tend to be very conservative when specifying the power handling capabilities of
resistors, and I usually over specify by a factor of 4 to 5 fold. For example, I would use a 0.5-watt
resistor if the steady-state power dissipation is 100mW. This is an important consideration when
restoring antique equipment. You certainly don't want to save 30 cents on a resistor if a short can

take out your 300B output tube or damage your output transformer.
The original Quad II amplifier has a 180ohm resistor that is prone to failure. The resistor connects
the cathode winding of the output transformer primary to ground (which means it determines the
cathode voltage of the amplifier’s two KT66 output tubes), and a shorted resistor would result in a
huge increase in the current going through the transformer winding. It is the reason why many
examples of this amplifier on the market have tar leaking out of the output transformers; they’ve
been damaged by excessive current. The original schematic indicates that the resistor has a voltage
drop of 26 volts across it, which any high school student with a calculator can work out dissipates
3.75W. Yet, the actual resistor installed in the amp is rated at 3W. Peter Walker was known to be
rather frugal, but it is really inexcusable to save a few pennies on something so crucial. If you are
lucky enough to buy a pair of Quad II amplifiers with undamaged output transformers, I would
advise changing these resistors to new ones rated at 7W or above before you do anything else.
My Mark Levinson No. 27.5 power amplifier is 27 years old, and after changing all the power supply
caps four years ago, it is as good as new. Everything in there was massively over-specified, and it
cost a fortune when new, but in retrospect it was actually very reasonably priced after considering
how it has lasted several times longer than its less-well-made competitors. I can sell it today and the
proceeds will still buy me a very decent new power amplifier.
Boutique audio capacitors are all the rage amongst many if not most audiophiles. Several
enthusiasts have published, on their blogs, listening tests on hundreds of different brands and
models. The problem with these listening tests, however, aside from the fact that the testers were
not blinded to the identity of the components under test and cost has a large placebo effect (in other
words, they didn’t do blind or double-blind tests), was that none of them measured the technical
performance of the capacitors. These measurements matter a great deal, as parameters such as
dissipation factor, equivalent series resistance (ESR), parasitic inductance, leakage current and
dielectric absorption (DA) determine how much a capacitor will alter the signal. The type of film, the
quality of the material and the construction all play a role in defining a capacitor’s electrical
characteristics.
Teflon has the best dielectric properties (lowest dielectric constant, highest dielectric strength),
closely followed by polystyrene, polypropylene and polyethylene. Polyphenylene-sulfide (PPS) has
become popular within DIY audio circles in recent years, and I use them in my preamplifier. They
have very low ESR and DA, and are very stable at high temperatures. However, they are hard to find
and the range of available values and voltage ratings is limited. Most PPS capacitors are of the
surface-mount type (due to their resistance to heat during flow soldering), which makes them a pain
to work with for DIYers.
Film and metal foil capacitors have better ability to handle large current surges and lower series
resistance than metallized film capacitors, and should be used in high-current situations such as
passive loudspeaker crossovers. However, they are larger in size, more expensive and, unlike
metallized film caps, they are not self-healing (this is the ability of a capacitor to withstand a
momentary short or dielectric breakdown under voltage). Teflon film capacitors do have
performance advantages in high-temperature environments such as tube amps, but their cost-benefit
ratio is steep.
Many audiophiles think of boutique audio capacitors as artisanal products made by dedicated
craftsmen in their garages. The truth is, many of these products are made by OEM manufacturers
(original equipment manufacturers) that also make industrial capacitors, since only these companies
have the economy of scale and the technical expertise required to manufacture to the tight

tolerances expected of modern components.
There are products that use different metal foils in their construction, such as tin, aluminum, copper,
zinc, silver and even gold. I have not seen any actual scientific evidence that explains why one metal
should be better than the other, but there’s the placebo effect at play: having spent a three-figure
sum for a capacitor made of precious metal, how can it sound any other way than magical? Some
audiophile capacitors use oil-impregnated plastic or paper. Paper-in-oil capacitors were originally
developed for higher-power applications for safety reasons, since the oil helps cool the capacitor,
prevents arcing between the plates and because these types of capacitors are self-healing. Paper-in
oil-capacitors were commonly used in antique tube amplifiers for the same reasons, since these
amplifiers operated at high voltages, and partly accounted for their "antique sound."
The dielectric absorption of a capacitor is the residual voltage remaining after the capacitor has
been fully discharged. This residual voltage introduces distortion to the signal, and a low DA is a
prerequisite for a high-performance audio capacitor. The DA of a polypropylene film capacitor is
around 0.02 percent, and adding oil impregnation will increase the figure to around 2 percent.
Guitar players like to use paper-in-oil capacitors to alter the tone of their amplifiers. Why audiophiles
want to use them in the signal path of a modern amplifier is a mystery to me, unless their aim is to
introduce some distortion into their music.
So, how does one choose which capacitor to use? After all, every manufacturer claims their
products to be superior. Some capacitors do have their own particular sonic character, shaped by
the imperfections of their performance (assuming a perfect capacitor would impart no alteration to
the signal). This then becomes an art form like cooking, where one tries to achieve a certain taste by
using different herbs and spices. But if the goal in an audio component is to minimize alteration to
the signal, one should choose the highest-performance capacitors based on the measured
parameters listed above.
Over the years, my friends and I have tested dozens of boutique capacitors, and we have arrived at
the conclusion that price is an unreliable predictor of performance. In fact, one of the most
expensive capacitors on the market, claimed to be handmade, had such poor measured performance
that installing it would be akin to adding Jalapeno chili to a dish. But even if some of these boutique
capacitors have measured well, I have found them frustrating. Used in high-voltage, hightemperature environments, such as for coupling in tube power amplifiers, reliability often became an
issue. I have lost count how many times I’ve had to change capacitors due to an increase in noise
(having horn loudspeakers with a sensitivity of 110 dB doesn't help). And thanks to one of these
boutique capacitors, I now have a defunct 300B tube that I keep as a daily reminder of my folly.
Nowadays, I just stick to good old Wima film and foil capacitors; they are reliable workhorses and
are delightfully free of sonic character.
It is worthwhile investing in an LCR meter, which measures inductance, capacitance and resistance,
and an ESR meter, which measures equivalent series resistance. The ESR of electrolytic caps rises
as a result of aging, which can start to affect the sound of audio equipment well before the
capacitance drifts out of range. The electrolytic caps in the power supply of your amplifiers are often
rated at 2,000 to 5,000 hours, and the life is shortened by high operating temperature (e.g. Class A
operation, or poorly-ventilated equipment placement) and high ripple current. A friend of mine once
proudly told me that he leaves his system powered on during the day so that it does not need to
"warm up" if he decides to listen in the evening. He was horrified to learn that the caps would only
last a year under these circumstances. For normal people who use their systems on average an hour
each day, the caps would need replacing every 5 to 12 years. The amp will not break down suddenly,
but the rise in the ESR will cause the output resistance of the power supply to increase, potentially

causing dynamic compression during loud passages. A final cautionary note: if you decide to check
on the capacitors yourself, make sure they have been adequately discharged, as they can store
enough charge to electrocute someone.

Hanging With Les Paul
Frankly Speaking
Written by Frank Doris

Les Paul was a tremendous influence not only on guitar players but anyone who’s ever listened to
music recorded after around the late 1940s. Aside from being a dazzling guitarist and one of the first
electric guitar virtuoso "shredders," Les Paul (born Lester William Polsfuss) pioneered or was one of
the first in the development of multitrack recording, close-miking, tape echo, pitch-shifting and other
modern recording techniques. The Gibson Les Paul guitar is an iconic rock and blues instrument,
with a thick, powerful sustaining tone. In his heyday Les Paul and his musical partner Mary Ford
were top stars who sold millions of records.
Les Paul certainly had a major impact on me, especially since I got to hang with the guy a few times.
In 1991 I was working at The Absolute Sound when a CD box set, Les Paul, the Legend and the
Legacy arrived at the office. It was an excellent compilation of Les Paul and wife/fellow performer
Mary Ford’s Capitol sides from 1947 through 1958.
The CD package came with press information, and, thinking quickly for once in my life, I saw this as
an opportunity to interview Les Paul. I figured it was far from a certainty – after all, this was Les
Paul, guitar legend. And I’d heard he could be difficult and had an ego. But I knew the man’s career
and music, made a convincing pitch to Capitol’s PR person...and they said, “Come down to Fat
Tuesday’s (the Manhattan club where Paul played on Monday nights) and you’ll be able to interview
Les about an hour before the first show.”
A couple of weeks later it was time to drive from Sea Cliff, New York into Manhattan. I had brought
my 1984 Les Paul Standard gold top for Les to sign. I loaded up my 1992 Honda Civic and drove
away...but something didn’t feel right...
After driving about a mile I realized that in my excitement over being able to meet Les Paul I had
forgotten to load my guitar into the car! I had left it in the street!

Panicked, I drove back to the office. I pulled up to the spot where I had left the guitar and it wasn’t
there. Crushed, I went to the office to call the police (no cell phone in those days)...and saw an
elderly man standing at the door with my guitar in hand. He had found it in the street, saw the TAS
business card that was taped to the case and had gone to the office to return it. After I proved who I
was, the man gave it back to me, refusing any kind of reward.
What a way to start the trip. Every five minutes I’d turn my head and look in the back seat to make
sure the guitar was still there.
I got to Fat Tuesday’s and there was Les Paul, hanging out by the small stage in the small room,
kibitzing with the other musicians, his son Rus and some other people. He still had some tinges of
red in his hair (before making it as Les Paul he was known as Rhubarb Red), was wearing a
turtleneck and old-man pants, and was thin, smaller than I’d imagined him. I was introduced to Les.
“Hi, so you’re the guy from the magazine who’s going to do the article!” Les practically yelled it out
in a gravelly yet friendly voice. He shook my hand, eyed my guitar case with a smile (said case in my
left hand in a vise grip) and said, “C’mon, let’s go!”
He led me to a tiny back room with irregular dark walls and exposed pipes, boxes of food and liquor
and a small, battered table. I’d pictured a fancy green room but nope; the two of us barely fit.
Clearly, Les Paul wasn’t a man of affectations. I laid out my tape recorder and notebook and Les
bellowed, “well, go ahead. Ask away!”
I was tongue-tied. I This was my first interview with a bona-fide legend. Sensing my nervousness,
Les looked at me and said, “I know, I know...you’re all alone in a room with LES PAUL!” He said it in
such a self-deprecating manner that it was a perfect way for him to break the ice. We laughed, then I
looked at my notes and said, “I had all these questions I was going to ask you but now that I’m
sitting with you, it doesn’t seem right.” He replied, “OK, let’s just talk. Ask me anything!” Which we
did. Portions of the interview, which originally ran in The Absolute Sound in 1992, are included
below with permission of TAS, along with a link to the complete interview. We talked about the
beginning of his recording career in the 1920s, his early experiments with guitar amplification, his
working with Mary Ford, specific recording techniques, his favorite guitarists and a lot more.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nzLpUvFqrSI

Then it was time for him to do a soundcheck with the rest of the musicians, long-time second
guitarist Lou Pallo (who passed away in 2020) and I think Gary Mazzaroppi on bass (I’m not sure).
Les picked up a brown sunburst Les Paul that looked somewhat customized (many of his onstage
guitars weren’t stock), plugged into a seventies Fender Twin Reverb house amp, and played a few
notes.
What is that indescribable something that defines a great artist? Their sound. Their tone. It’s the
combination of the way they attack, hold and release the notes, the dynamic shadings of their touch,
their timing, the spaces they leave between the notes...and an X factor that maybe none of us will
ever understand, including the artists themselves. Les was playing 10 feet in front of me, and time
stopped. There it was. The sound. THAT sound. Oh my god.
The rest of the band joined in and ran through snippets of a few songs to make sure the levels were
right. Before leaving the stage, Les looked at his guitar, made a face and said, “you know what? This
guitar is a b*tch!” I thought, here’s a guy with dozens of guitars in his house, who could play any
guitar in the world, and why is he using one that’s hard to play? (Never got the answer.)

After the soundcheck Les went to the bar to hang out. He was drinking Miller Lite. Again I thought,
this guy can afford any drink and why is he...I couldn’t help it. I asked him, “why are you drinking
Miller Lite instead of something better?” He rasped, “because I like it!”
Someone tapped Les on the shoulder and motioned it was time for him to go on stage. In that short
walk from the bar to the stage he transformed from some guy at the bar to...Les Paul. He bantered a
little with the now-packed house, counted off the first tune (might have been (“Caravan”), and...pure
magic.
Mesmerizing. Enchanting. Les had arthritis by this time and couldn’t play as adeptly as in the past.
Didn’t matter. The notes, the sound, the music coming out of him was sublime. He played mostly (or
maybe all) standards, and what playing, weaving jazzy and country licks, fast runs, slow bent notes
and an endlessly creative stream of melodies, combined with that clean, articulate, bright yet fullbodied unmistakable hi-fi tone that no one else has ever attained.
After the show, many admirers wanted to shake his hand and get his autograph. I stood on the line
to meet him with my guitar in hand. I figured I’d have him sign the edge or the back of the guitar so
as not to mark the guitar’s gorgeous, pristine metallic gold top. As I got close to him I took the guitar
out of the case to get it ready. I started noodling on it. When I got to Les he looked at me and said,
“hey, you can play!”
If I’d died on the spot my life would have been complete.
I handed him the guitar and he said, “where do you want me to sign it?” I answered, “oh, I don’t
know, maybe on the side or the back?”
He made a face and said, “If I sign it there, no one’s going to see it!” He waved the Sharpie I had
given him around with a flourish.
Pause.
What am I going to do, say no to Les Paul? “OK, sign it wherever you want to.” He smiled – and
proceeded to scrawl, “To Frank – Keep Pickin’! Les Paul, 12-91” on top of the guitar.
I don’t know what kind of nuclear-winter-resistant ink they put in that Sharpie, but look at the
condition of the signature today.

I saw Les a couple of more times in the 1990s at Fat Tuesday’s (now defunct) and at trade shows. He
was always wearing a turtleneck and old-man pants and drinking Miller Lite. On November 13, 1993
I went to Fat Tuesday’s as a guest of Sony, and they lent me a portable DAT recorder with
permission to record the show for personal use. I still have the tape.
I was surprised that he always remembered me, but he did, and greeted me warmly every time. The
last time I saw him, around 2005 at an AES convention, I ran into him in the JBL booth. I hadn't seen
him in something like 10 years, but he went right up to me and said, "how are you doing?" The
people working the booth thought I was some kind of rock star or something, but no, I was just
someone lucky enough to have met Les Paul.
Once time I went to Fat Tuesday's with my wife. We got there and Les said hello – and promptly
ignored me once I introduced my wife to him. I have to tell you that women were attracted by Les’
easy charisma and well, flat-out star power, and he clearly liked their attention in return. Les lit up
in talking to her. I disappeared into the background for a few moments.

On the way in to the show I’d been thinking – our wedding song was “Blue Skies,” and I was
debating whether to ask Les to play it to surprise her. But I wimped out; I figured, he has a set list;
he doesn’t know the song; he probably gets annoyed by constant requests.
Then Les got on the stage, greeted the crowd and counted off the first song.
“Blue Skies.”
I couldn’t breathe.
After the song ended I looked at my wife and, very emotionally, said, “I can’t believe it." And told her
I hadn’t put Les up to it.
It was fate.
After a couple of more songs, she turned to me and said, “he could have any woman in this room if
he wanted.”
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=OHcRcyV0C1A

Excerpts From the Interview
The following are excerpts from the interview Les and I did in 1992.
For a link to the complete interview – over 6,000 words worth! – click here: Les Paul, Complete
Interview. We talk about topics including wire recording, Bing Crosby, Jimi Hendrix, how Les Paul
and Mary Ford met, analog versus digital, solid-state, tubes, drilling holes in tape recorders and a lot
more.
Frank Doris: When did you first get involved with recording?
Les Paul: Right at the very beginning, in the 1920s.
FD: When did you realize that not only did you have to play the guitar, but wanted to get a certain
sound?
LP: I wasn’t happy with the acoustical sound of the instrument. I heard what was happening on the
string itself, without the influence of the guitar body...that was the sound that I wanted, and so
analyzing it I strung up the string on a railroad track, then on a piece of wood...then on the guitar
itself, and I said, “Now look. The guitar alters it. It enhances it. It changes it. It distorts it. It makes it
something different than it originally was. What I would like to do is go back and build the guitar
starting with the string itself. Picking up the [pure] sound of that string and then modifying it any
way you wish. And so I came up with the idea of making a reproduction of the sound of the string
only [and] came up with a 4 x 4 [piece of wood] with a string on it.
FD: The description of it sounds pretty close to what the Les Paul guitar eventually evolved into –
two pickups and a solid body.
You started with disc recording in the Forties. It’s incredible that you even thought of doing soundon-sound on disc. Were you using acetate in those days?

LP: Aluminum [discs] in 1928. [Les would record a track on one disc, then overdub another track
onto another disc while playing along with the first one, and so on.]
FD: The tape recorder first came out after World War II. Were the original wire recorders
impractical?
LP: Oh I had the wire recorder in ’36...I was tying knots in that wire...(laughs) I knew that wasn’t
going to work. I went back to the disc and stayed there.
FD: And then Ampex came out with their magnetic tape machine.
LP: No Ampex didn’t. Rangertone.
FD: Rangertone?
LP: Col. Ranger. Dick Ranger. He worked for me. He approached me in 1946.
FD: I’ve never heard of him!
LP: I’m sure very few know him. [Then] Jack Mullin took the idea to Ampex, who put it out, but I
already had told Bing Crosby that Col. Ranger had built one.
FD: I suppose it must have taken about a hundredth of a second for you to get the idea that you
could do sound-on-sound by recording on one tape deck and bouncing the sound onto another.

LP: When I first saw the Ampex 300 tape machine, Bing Crosby brought it in my backyard and says,
“Here’s a present for you...” I took a look at it and said, “How in the hell am I going to take this on
the road so we don’t have to take the whole garage with us to make recordings!” And all of a sudden
I said, “Mary, I got it! I can make a thing called sound-on-sound!”
We drove to Chicago to play a date. I told Ampex I needed a new [tape] head [and] had burned mine
out, and I asked them to send a new head to the New Lawrence Hotel, where we were staying. I
didn’t want to let them know what I was doing! I hooked that head up after I had a guy drill a hole
for me in the top plate. And we wired in the head and I spoke into the mike and said, “Hello, hello,
hello,” and out comes two hellos, three hellos, four hellos, and I went to work and Mary says “My
god, the thing works!”
FD: How did you manage to go all the way to eight tracks?
LP: Well, it was very simple. In terms of fidelity, and according to available track width, we decided
that eight was the magic number.
FD: It really didn’t catch on in pop recording until...
LP: Till the Beatles.
FD: Sgt. Pepper, ’67.
LP: I asked Paul McCartney about it and he says, “Les, we just worshipped what you did,” et cetera,
et cetera. I said, “How come you didn’t grab it sooner?” And he said, “We didn’t know about it
sooner!”
FD: What advice would you give aspiring guitarists?
LP: Do your own thing. No one guitarist can do everything. It helps to study the ways other
guitarists play, but ultimately, you have to find your own voice. It you do that, playing will be a lot
easier than if you try to force yourself to play in a style that isn’t you.

When You Wish
Too Much Tchaikovsky
Written by Lawrence Schenbeck

Dear readers: as I write this, Christmas is over, the New Year soon to arrive. Happy 2021, everyone!
To welcome in the New Year properly, let’s not talk about a new recording or an emerging classical
artist for once. Instead, let's talk about Soul, the new Pixar feature now streaming on Disney+. It’s
full of extraordinary music, not to mention the dazzling feats of animation we’ve come to expect from
Pixar. It also exemplifies a singular pop-culture trope that keeps popping up in movies I watch (and
I’ve watched a lot of movies in the last few months).
Call it the “what if” trope; it’s actually a staple of storytelling in all times and across many genres,

including musical narrative. (We’ll get back to Soul as quickly as we can. I promise.)
As for the trope, Joshua Rothman, newyorker.com’s ideas editor (sounds like a sweet gig, doesn’t
it?), recently laid out its dirty details in “What If You Could Do It All Over?”, his quasi-review of a
new book, On Not Being Someone Else, by Andrew H. Miller. For Miller and Rothman, the crux of
the matter was articulated long ago by one of my own heroes, Clifford Geertz, who wrote:
One of the most significant facts about us may finally be that we all begin with the natural
equipment to live a thousand kinds of life, but end by having lived only one.
Sooner or later, perhaps at New Year’s, nearly everyone ponders Geertz’s “significant fact.” What if
I’d taken that job at Goldman Sachs instead of joining a commune? Rothman deepens the discussion
with anecdotes from his own life: as an undergrad in the late ‘90s, he was briefly a tech
entrepreneur. Then the dotcom bubble burst, he met “a girl on the elevator,” and now he’s married,
a journalist, a father. I’m glad he offered some personal history before wading into David Byrne
(“Once in a Lifetime”), Henry James, and Robert Frost. He also tells more stories from Miller, like
this one:
When the musician Melissa Etheridge and her partner decided to have children, they faced a
decision: for their sperm donor, they considered one of two friends, David Crosby or Brad Pitt. They
chose Crosby. “My teenagers now are, like, ‘I could have had Brad Pitt,’” Etheridge later said. “‘I
could’ve been amazingly handsome.’”
Although I’ve stressed narrative issues so far, I don’t think the specific storyline for Pixar’s Soul
need concern us overmuch. There’s a Guy Named Joe. This time, he’s a frustrated part-time band
director at a middle school, but his dream is to play piano in an A-list jazz group. We hear just
enough of his playing to realize he could step into that dream at the drop of a hat.
And then the hat drops.
To say more would do unnecessary damage to a necessarily fragile storyline, one that (like many a
Rossini opera!) only achieves liftoff by relying on the virtuosity of its performers—in this case not
only the actors and musicians but also Pixar’s talented animators. I happened to watch Soul with a
friend who became annoyed when the story was interrupted or prolonged by clever visual fantasies.
Shallow showing off, said he. No, no! Virtuosity! said I.
That’s because Soul’s luminous graphic displays reminded me of Paganini, Liszt, Eddie Van Halen.
Such triumphs of craft and creativity continue a proud cinematic tradition going back to the very
beginnings of film (see below). Historically, the magic realism of movie cartooning led quickly to
Clarabelle Cow‘s delightful ambulations; ultimately it enabled those legendary battles between Bugs
and Elmer, Wile E. Coyote and The Roadrunner.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=swh448fLd1g

Really, why would a filmmaker cast any story as a feature-length animated cartoon, if not to draw
upon animation’s peculiar powers, to go where “naturalism” dare not intrude? Skilled animators can
use smart, funny, breathtakingly ingenious visuals to sustain the slightest of stories—stories that
usually include supernatural elements already. That sort of narrative needs all the virtuosity an
artist can bring—as many trills, passaggi, and high C’s as possible. (It's possible that Soul’s flawless
execution of the “what if” trope will help save the trope itself from extinction in our time.)

Speaking of trills and passaggi: Pianist Jon Batiste, who “plays” Joe the pianist on the soundtrack,
festoons his keyboard improvisations with all the melodic decoration the law will allow. Soul
constantly reminds us that jazz itself is an improvisatory genre. Pixar’s animation trickery skips
away hand-in-hand with whatever the musicians throw at it, which is a lot.
The quartet playing most of the onscreen jazz probably consists of Batiste, drummer Marcus
Gilmore, bass player Linda May Han Oh, and saxophonist Tia Fuller (a Spelman alumna I got to
know during her student days in Atlanta). Legendary bebop drummer Roy Haynes—Gilmore's
grandfather—also plays on the soundtrack, as do saxophonist Eddie Barbash and singer-songwriter
Cody Chesnutt. A slew of advisors seasoned the stew: Questlove, Terri Lyne Carrington, Herbie
Hancock, and several distinguished academics. (The film’s music credits are extensive but vague and
apparently incomplete; you'll find helpful discussions of how the puzzle was put together in reports
from Ethan Iverson and Mekado Murphy, plus Fuller’s detailed description of her work.) Batiste
composed original music but also incorporated staples from the Ellington and Brubeck catalogs;
one's overall impression is of exuberant hard bop from the ‘50s and ‘60s. But wait, there’s more:
Trent Reznor and Atticus Ross contributed synthesized music for scenes in the Great Before. In
short, there’s a lot of music in there; see Wikipedia’s discussion of the soundtrack.
And now, patient reader, we return to the “what if” trope for a few parting shots. In one helpful
comment, Rothman (remember Rothman?) reminds of us just how broadly the trope can be
interpreted:
As Sartre says, we are who we are. But isn’t the negative space in a portrait part of that portrait? In
the sense that our unled lives have been imagined by us, and are part of us, they are real; to know
what someone isn’t—what she might have been, what she’s dreamed of being—this is to know
someone intimately.
If you could use some help picturing negative space, just watch Céline Sciamma’s celebrated
Portrait of a Lady on Fire, which amplifies and widens Rothman’s discussions by adding sexual
taboos and patriarchal politics to its geography. In the film, three 18th-century women, a painter,
her subject, and a housemaid, negotiate their futures—the lives they will lead, and the lives they
have been denied—separately and together. Sciamma chose to make the film with a virtually musicfree soundtrack (we do get bits of Vivaldi at crucial moments); the effect is ravishingly beautiful.
Music—and Puccini’s La Bohème at that—looms larger in Moonstruck, an Oscar-winning movie from
1987 with Cher, Nicholas Cage, and a host of wonderfully well-cast supporting actors. As the
pandemic raged on this summer, Moonstruck became popular again, especially with New Yorkers.
For half a clue as to why, you could do worse than read “‘Moonstruck’ Knows That the Best Things
in Life Aren’t Chosen,” by B. D. McClay (warning: many spoilers). In the film, it’s immediately clear
that Loretta Castorini, age 37 and widowed, has not made a major effort to imagine her unled life.
When alternatives arrive, they hit her eye like a big you-know-what. The magic of the story is that it
reconciles ironclad reality with the wondrously accidental. There’s also something special about the
sight of Brooklyn’s crowded streets, shops, and little restaurants, newly wondrous again now that
they’re nearly deserted.
The “what if” trope has given us dozens of modern time-travel fantasies, from H. G. Wells’ original
dark tale through Back to the Future, Dark, and Christopher Nolan’s entire fictional universe. It
contributes to Bohème, in which aspiring poet Rodolfo meets a girl in the stairwell and gains the
inspiration for his next 200 bad poems. It’s central to Verdi's La Traviata, in which party girl Violetta
Valéry meets a boy at a party and decides—just for him—to forswear partying forever. It probably
belongs to that handful of starter myths that kept our ancestors, primeval fabulists all, up at night
gazing at the stars and naming dozens of constellations, each a story waiting to be told.

Great cities seem essential to modern takes on “what if," perhaps because the best ones happen
when people are crammed together, forced to interact in surprising, touching, fanciful ways. If it
can't be Paris, City of Light, then New York, city of Con Ed, will do nicely. New York works better, in
fact, if the story involves a piano player named Joe and a fabled club called (here) the Half-Note, just
down a flight of stairs somewhere in the Village. Hope to see you all there again, this year, for real,
in person.
Header image: Trombone Shorty, age 5, New Orleans 1990.

My Massive Income From Streaming
Music, Audio, and Other Illnesses
Written by Dan Schwartz

Our Paul McGowan asked me to recount the truly massive amount I’ve made from streaming
sources. So here it is. But first, while I won’t reveal the figure, I will say that prior to Napster, prior
to everyone thinking that music should be free, the Sheryl Crow album I worked on made me a
pretty healthy income (thank you, Bill! It was called Tuesday Night Music Club.) There have been
quite a few other projects I’ve made money from, but TNMC is the big one.
Now music is free. As I type, Susanna Hoffs and I are trying to figure out how the finances of the
record we did way back when will work out. I’ll buy a recording from an artist I know I like
(Shriekback, the Firesign Theatre, etc.) But otherwise…
TNMC was an album we did for A&M Records, now owned by Universal Music after a number of
mergers, and in turn, Universal is now owned by a French toilet company called Vivendi. Or is it?
[They’re still part-owners; I had to look it up. – Ed.]
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Xkc-en0_LGY

I’ve lost track. Who owns it now? And whoever owned it at the beginning of streaming definitely
didn’t have the writers of the music they were making money off of in mind when they assigned
rights to stream the music.
Are you ready for the enormity of the size of the check I’ve received from streaming services – the

one single check?
$0.01.
One cent.
One bloody, red cent.
Of course, I didn’t cash the check. It was too good of a commentary on the state of the finances
around music to throw away, though – but I’ve lost track of where I put it.
This isn’t quite the whole truth of what people like me get from streaming. Where in the past, I held
onto my publishing rights (50 percent of the income from a song) until I sold it*, that income from all
sources now goes to Sony, and Universal gets the lions’ share of the rest of the money, which no
doubt they made a stock trade for – or some such maneuver. Once or twice a year, I get a statement
from Sony that reports there was too little revenue to bother to pay me. My BMI payments on
occasion approach relative significance – for song usage – and I get AFM (American Federation of
Musicians) payments once a year that can be noteworthy, owing primarily to being one of 500
participants in Michael Jackson’s Dangerous album.
But as a writer, there’s virtually nothing held over from the world-as-it-was.
*Although other writers on that TNMC album spread rumors about me making more than anyone
else, it’s not true – as a percentage of my income from the album, yes – I made 100 percent. But that
was the smallest hunk of the total proceeds, owing to my unawareness that I needed to be
aggressive about such things as publishing. The other writers generally made publishing deals as a
way of getting some money earlier in their careers. When you make a publishing deal, typically the
publisher takes all of that income. I didn’t, so I made 100 percent of everything there was to make
from my songwriting. And for a time, it was a good income.
PS: I should say, I did some of Phoebe Bridgers’ first recordings – she was a schoolmate of my
daughter’s – and she was doing okay before the shutdown of the universe. I couldn’t – and didn’t –
advise her about what path to take, When I was that age, the path was clear – you just had to be
really good or really lucky. She said she couldn’t imagine doing anything else and being happy, so…
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BBBxzmyeNdw

Header image courtesy of Pixabay/Olya Adamovich.

In Memory of Leslie West
Twisted Systems
Written by Jay Jay French

Leslie West, like Albert King, just knew how to play one note with feeling. It sounds so simple.
It isn’t.
The guitar world was just dealt another blow in 2020. Along with the passing of Peter Green and
Eddie Van Halen, we lost yet another rock guitar titan, Leslie West of The Vagrants, Mountain and
later solo.
It should be noted that, having lost both EVH and Leslie this year that, in terms of guitar technique,
these two guitar giants represented the opposite extremes of high-volume rock guitar playing.
Eddie pioneered the superfast shredder/vibrato world. A world of aural and visual pyrotechnics that
took what Hendrix did to another level, minus, however, Hendrix’s blues-rock foundation. Eddie
credits Clapton as his influence yet I don’t hear that in his playing.
Leslie, on the other hand, took Eric's style and magnified an aspect of it that involved very slow,
single-note picking that, at least to my ears, was more emotionally connecting.
The blues equivalent of EVH can be heard in the playing of Joe Bonamassa and Stevie Ray Vaughn.
Both have great blues chops, can play blazingly fast and have excellent vibrato.
Here, however is the difference between EVH, SRV, Joe Bonamassa and Leslie.
There are many great players who can do the EVH, SRV and Joe Bonamassa “thing.”
I have never heard anyone ever sound like Leslie.
Like Albert King's upside-down, left handed guitar picking, Leslie's skill is so unique that it just can't
be duplicated.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VbP4qf8PjfI

Our bass player, Mark Mendoza, played in one of Leslie's post-Mountain bands for three years. Mark
tells me that most nights he would shake his head in awe of the tone that Leslie created night
after night.
When I teach guitar to young students who want to become shredders, I insist that they slow down
and learn how to play one note with feeling. That is the legacy of Leslie West.
Twisted Sister played on a bill with Mountain at a Thanksgiving concert at Long Island Arena in
Commack, New York in 1976. On drums with Mountain that night was the Rascals’ Dino Danelli.

Over the years I got to know Leslie, but the first time I saw him play in 1969 is seared into my
memory.

The first time I saw Mountain I had just returned from Bermuda on August 13th, 1969. My favorite
radio station, WNEW, was pushing a new song by a band called Mountain. It was called “Long Red.”
I really liked it and found out that Mountain was playing down the street from me the next night at a
club called Ungano’s at 210 West 70th Street in Manhattan.
I had been to Ungano’s one time before, on July 15th, 1969. I walked into a private party for all the
musicians on the Blind Faith tour, thrown by the bands’ manager Dee Anthony. Blind Faith, Spooky
Tooth and Free were on the bill at Madison Square Garden on July 14th and all of the members of all
three bands were at Ungano’s the following night. I was at the MSG show as well. As it was a private
party thrown before the night’s regular performer, Dr. John, was to perform, there were about 30
people in the club.
I had left for Bermuda on July 20th (my birthday) and returned to NYC on August 13th. I was so
blown away at being in Ungano’s for that private party in July that I couldn’t wait to go back. It just
so happened that Mountain was playing the night I went back. I had no idea that it was the
Mountain’s third show ever. The club was pretty empty and I sat in the front row.
Leslie announced that they were leaving right after the show to play at the Woodstock festival. (I did
not go to Woodstock) Woodstock was their 4th gig!
The song “Long Red” that I’d previously heard on WNEW did not prepare me for the aural
onslaught!
It was then and there that I learned about the power of a single note played through two Sunn 1000s
amps and a Gibson Les Paul Junior in the hands of Leslie West.
Trying to describe Leslie’s vibrato in words to someone who doesn’t play is hard but hearing it is
knowing.
What Leslie did was to take an aspect of Eric Clapton's playing style and amplify its technique and
sound to its most basic and emotionally connective elements.
Controlling finger vibrato is what makes great violin players great. Great electric guitar players also
have that ability and Leslie was the king of them all. He played very loudly. The tone of his massive,
powerful, high-volume sound meshing with his control over vibrato is what made the searing guitar
solos on “Mississippi Queen,” “Theme From an Imaginary Western” and “Never in My Life” so
incredible.
Leslie West, like Albert King, just knew how to play a note with feeling. It sounds so simple.
It isn’t.
RIP Leslie.

John Legend: A Modern Twist on R&B
Off the Charts
Written by Anne E. Johnson

It’s no surprise that John Legend wasn’t born with that name, but it’s a bit surprising how recently
he started using it. In 2003, at age 25, he was still performing under his birth name, John Stephens.
Whatever you call him, this accomplished singer, songwriter, and pianist is a major force in the R&B
scene of the early 21st century, developing a seamless blend with rap and other Black-led genres.
The Ohio native was raised in a family of church singers and organists. He had such good grades in
high school that he was offered a spot at Harvard, but he turned it down in favor of the University of
Pennsylvania. Although music wasn’t his major, it was his extracurricular passion.
A friend introduced him to Lauryn Hill, who invited him to play piano on her then-new album, The
Miseducation of Lauryn Hill, which went on to be nominated for ten Grammys and win five. An even
luckier connection happened after he’d graduated, when he met Kanye West, whose career was new
but growing quickly. West loved Legend’s vocal style and asked him to sing on some tracks. More
significantly, West signed him to his label. A poet friend came up with the name John Legend, and it
stuck.
But before that stage moniker was official, he made his first recording as John Stephens. Live at
SOB’s came out in 2003, recorded during a show at the famed New York club. His voice on “Hurt So
Bad” has an exciting, raw sound, something that would be smoothed out, along with his song
arrangements, as he became an increasingly mainstream artist. The style on this number seems less
influenced by the original Little Anthony and the Imperials recording than by the emotional
raggedness of Stevie Wonder. Jimmy Coleman’s drumming lays down an infectious groove.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ILyl-SudsdA

Get Lifted (2004) was Legend’s debut solo studio album and the first to use his new name. Released
by Kanye West’s GOOD Music along with Sony Urban and Columbia, the record hit the top ten, went
double platinum, and won the Grammy for best R&B album. Production was a group effort, including
input from will.i.am, Devo Springsteen, and West himself, who was also managing Legend at the
time. This team approach has remained Legend’s standard procedure.
The song “Refuge (When It’s Cold Outside)” was co-written by Legend, DeVon Harris, and Paul Cho
(another producer). As expected, given the people working on it, there’s a tighter, more technically
complex approach to arrangement than on the SOB’s show. What has not changed is Legend’s ability
to infuse his voice with sincere emotion and explore the breadth of its pitch and dynamic spectrum.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1vn4A0hZnyI

Although the album Once Again (2006) did just as well in sales and radio play, critics complained
about Legend’s new leaning toward a pop sound. This project truly took a village: The personnel list
numbers around 100 musicians and producers!
One of the few tracks not released as a single is the album’s closer, “Coming Home,” written and
produced by Legend and will.i.am. It’s an intimate autobiographical song, wistful but carefully
crafted to stave off sentimentality. The military-style snare drum that enters as the strings soar in
the final chorus is one example of the counterbalance against the maudlin.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_0TDhiJDI1M

Legend continued with GOOD Music for Evolver in 2008, and the production team was just as
crowded. But there were some new elements to this album. In an interview for the British magazine
Blues & Soul, Legend pointed out his greater reliance on electronics, as well as the his first political
song (“If You’re Out There”).
There are also some forays into reggae style. The best of these, “Can’t Be My Lover,” was not
included on the original album, but was a single and eventually a bonus track. It features Jamaican
reggae star Buju Banton, whose earthy delivery is an effective counterpoint to Legend’s more
ethereal style.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=AI_sWbB0lQo

Politics became a stronger force in Legend’s music when he worked on Wake Up! (2010), a
collaboration with The Roots inspired by the election of Barack Obama to his first term as US
president. Rather than write an album of new songs to celebrate the first Black president, Legend
and his colleagues took a historical approach, recording politically and socially aware songs by Black
artists of the 1960s and 1970s.
There’s a lot to sink your teeth into on this meaty album, from Curtis Mayfield’s “Hard Times” to a
nearly 12-minute version of Bill Withers’ “I Can’t Write Left Handed.” But a little gem shines
brightest: a simple, inspiring arrangement of Billy Taylor’s “I Wish I Knew How It Would Feel to Be

Free,” made famous by Nina Simone.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HdDqDGuna_g

Three years of intensive touring delayed the completion of the next album, Love in the Future
(2013). The leading single, “Who Do We Think We Are,” contains excerpts and samples from songs
by Lenny Kravitz, Marvin Gaye, and others. Samples used on other songs were taken from a wide
range of artists, including Dr. John, The Dells, and Sara Bareilles.
For one track only, Legend looked to the production skills of rapper Q-Tip. It’s one of the most
interesting and unusual songs on the album, combining a soulful melody with intriguingly out-ofsync backing vocals and a relentlessly jumping electronic bassline that counteracts and confines the
free vocals. When that jumping pattern disappears for a few bars, the melody soars, only to be
walled in again.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=cVcRNHCV2wM

Darkness and Light came out in 2016, Legend’s final collaboration with West. He then recorded the
holiday album A Legendary Christmas and committed to a major project outside his comfort zone,
performing the lead in Jesus Christ Superstar live on NBC on Easter Sunday, 2018. Although his
acting was unremarkable, his singing raised the musical level of this role to rare heights. His job as
executive producer on that broadcast won him an Emmy Award, making him one of only a handful of
artists to earn the so-called EGOT combination: Emmy, Grammy, Oscar (for the song “Glory” in the
film Selma), and Tony (for producing August Wilson’s play Jitney).
After that detour, Legend was ready to go back to the studio. His most recent album is Bigger Love
(2020), on Columbia Records. For several tracks he brought in the producer Warren Felder, known
as Oak, who produced the album’s opener, “Ooh Laa.” That track is John Legend in microcosm:
Smooth R&B singing shaped by a rap sensibility. Sexy and luxurious while simultaneously edgy and
street-smart.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=CpCyqjh0c4c
Header image courtesy of Wikimedia Commons/Tech Sgt. Samuel King Jr.

Vintage Tube Amplification During a
Lockdown, Part Two
Revolutions Per Minute
Written by J.I. Agnew

In Part One, (Issue 127), J.I. told us about being suddenly locked down and without an amplifier for
his music system, necessitating his purchase of a vintage H.H. Scott 299 stereo integrated amplifier.
However, the unit wasn’t quite ready for prime time...
The H. H. Scott Type 299 integrated amplifier I purchased was designed for American power, so in
order to use it with the 230 VAC in my home in Europe, it needed a step-down transformer.
Fortunately, I had one in my parts stash.
To not risk destroying a good set of loudspeakers, I always try unknown amps on dummy loads first.
The 299 powered up with no smoke, sparks, explosions or fire, but the output tube current was at 52
mA per tube, grossly exceeding the maximum plate dissipation of the tubes. It was promptly
adjusted down to safe levels by means of the negative bias voltage adjustment trim pot, conveniently
located at the rear panel, and the amp was powered off for further investigation.
As expected, the original selenium rectifier bridge responsible for delivering the negative bias
voltage to the output stage and filament supply for the input tubes was still in place. Selenium
rectifiers tend to develop interface resistance with aging, which reduces the bias voltage, and the
tube current rises. But their worst flaw is that if they overheat, either due to a fault (a short circuit
as a worst case scenario) or because of rising interface resistance, they release selenium vapor,

which is toxic. So, while the tube bias could still be adjusted to spec, I decided to get rid of the
rectifier anyway, just in case.
I had a massively overrated silicon rectifier bridge of similar physical dimensions in stock, so this
was soldered on. Tube bias was then set accurately along with DC and AC balance and the amp was
finally ready to rock.
How is that for “fully functional?”
Frankly, unless I’ve paid a very handsome sum of money to a known, suitably skilled engineer who
verifies upon testing by scientific means that something really works, then I just assume it doesn’t.
“Fully working” in the context of an online auction for vintage audio equipment should be taken as
nothing more than, “all parts appear to still be there and the lights go on.” I was actually quite
pleased that I only had to replace a rectifier and recalibrate.
I was now finally ready to listen to music at home, after about a month of not having any opportunity
to do so!
The Scott amp was promptly hooked up to a pair of vintage KEF Model 104aB loudspeakers, built
into custom cabinets, with upgraded crossovers.
One of my Thorens turntables was set up next to it, wearing an SME 3009 tonearm. I was divided
between using a Shure V15 III moving magnet cartridge, or a van den Hul MC-Two high-output
moving coil. Both cartridges are excellent matches for the SME tonearm and while I personally
prefer the moving coil system, I was worried that its output might be too low for the Scott’s phono
stage.
On the other hand, this would be a good test to see how noisy the phono stage really is, so I decided
to try the van den Hul cartridge.
At first there was a bit of a hum, but in the process of restoring the 299 I had left the input tube
screening cans (the metallic shields that go over the tubes) off, to be able to see the internal
elements of all the tubes, to ensure that all the filaments lighted up, that there was no red color on
the plates, no arcing and no other serious warning signs. As soon as the screening cans were
replaced, the hum disappeared and I was surprised to hear how quiet the phono stage was! I
wouldn’t have expected that from a 1950s 12AX7-based design, in an integrated amplifier that was
never intended for moving coil cartridges!
I started with Muddy Waters’ “I Feel Like Going Home,” a monophonic recording dating from 1948,
originally released by Leonard and Phil Chess as a 78 RPM record on their Aristocrat label. I had the
Chess Records compilation of unissued Muddy Waters recordings on a 33-1/3 rpm LP at hand, so I
switched one of the knobs on the 299 to the Monophonic Records position and the other one to RIAA
EQ.
Conveniently, the Scott amp also offers a “EUR 78” position on the input selector knob, as well as a
“NARTB Tape” position. This allows 78 RPM shellac records to be correctly reproduced (even
though there were many different equalization curves used throughout the 78 RPM era and the
speed was often not 78 RPM!) and even allows the reproducing head of a tape machine to be directly
connected to the Scott amp, for all-tube tape playback! I will certainly be trying these features out in
the near future“I Feel Like Going Home” features Muddy Waters on guitar and vocals, and Big
Crawford on bass. It is simple and minimalistic, yet immensely powerful. The all-tube recording
really came to life on the all-tube playback system and offered the most “genuine” reproduction of

this recording I have heard to date. Full-bodied and extremely pleasant, with no hint of harshness on
the aggressive slide guitar parts, harshness that I have often experienced on other systems.
I was now ready to move the knob to the “Stereo” position and try out something
more...stereophonic! What better way to enjoy a 1958 American amplifier than some good ole Red
Simpson? I have the two trucker-country records he released, featuring tunes like “Truck Daddy,”
“Diesel Smoke, Dangerous Curves” and “A Tombstone Every Mile.” I always found these recordings
to be a very good representation of the sound and vibe of the instruments involved, but the Scott
really rode them curves with no hint of burning rubber! Yee-haw!
I took off my Stetson hat, put the Colt 45 back in the holster, and moved on to A&M Records-era
Joan Baez, Diamonds and Rust from 1975. I wanted to push that Scott amp harder, find its limits,
hear it collapse. But it didn’t!
Quite the opposite, in fact.
My wife Sabine and I both sat there with jaws dropping at the lifelike rendering of Joan’s voice, the
impressively solid stereo image, the effortless low-frequency extension, and even how loud it could
go, all from a compact amplifier that does not require a forklift truck to move and is only rated at 20
watts per channel!
By now I was determined to find a recording that would push that little amp over the edge.
So I dug out my secret weapon: Sheffield Lab LAB 7: Wagner, the Ride of the Valkyries track. Erich
Leinsdorf conducting Los Angeles Philharmonic, recorded direct-to-disk at MGM studios in 1977.
Even there, the Scott held its own, with a very respectable rendering of the soundstage, impressive
midrange detail and excellent dynamics, and it was more than able to deliver the realism of the
powerful brass that makes this record stand out.
It should be noted that this is a recording I am intimately familiar with. I have used it as a reference
on a wide range of ultra-fi studio monitoring systems. I have heard other systems do better with it,
but those were all much larger systems, driving much larger loudspeakers in rooms with highly
controlled acoustics, all at price tags that would dwarf many a small country’s GDP.
For its size, vintage and price, the Scott is about as impressive as it gets!
The listening session continued until late into the night, but despite my best efforts, I did not
manage to find a recording that this amp could not deal with.
The next day, I was somewhere else in the house when Sabine decided to put on a record she liked:
Roxette’s Joyride.
Not exactly my musical taste and not really a record I ever found impressive-sounding. However,
even from a distance, there was something to it that made me stop what I was doing and slowly
allowed myself to be pulled into the living room by the sound I was hearing.
Suddenly, this record sounded massive. I had never heard it like that before. There was detail there I
had never noticed before, while some of the not-so-pleasant aspects of the sound were magically
gone. For the first time, I was able to sit through the whole album and appreciate that, regardless of
musical tastes, Marie (the singer) was gifted with a very good voice, which the Scott really brought
to the forefront. (Note: Marie Fredriksson left this cruel world on December 9, 2019, after a long

battle with brain cancer.)
I would not say that the Type 299 is an exceptionally accurate amp, although it does sound quite
detailed, especially in the midrange. It is definitely a very musical amplifier that can offer many
hours of pleasure with a very wide range of repertoire. One can listen to all kinds of music (or “both
kinds of music,” country and western, if you were into Red Simpson and Hank Williams:
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=cSZfUnCK5qk) and it will do a decent job of it. If you have very
inefficient loudspeakers and need to fill a concert hall, it is probably not the right choice, but for
most domestic living rooms with most reasonable loudspeakers, you would be hard-pressed to find
something as good for that kind of money.
The 299 has the ability to highlight vocals, guitars and string sections in a very natural way, bringing
out the pleasant details of a recording while at the same time not rubbing unpleasant details in your
face. Add to that its ruggedness and the fact that there’s nothing in there that you wouldn’t be able
to find as a spare part if it breaks, and it makes for a very attractive proposition at a very reasonable
cost.
Sometimes I feel it is of utmost importance that designers and manufacturers nowadays look back at
what had already been achieved in the 1950s (and in other sectors outside audio, even earlier), to
seek inspiration and to determine whether what they are doing can really be considered a worthy
improvement over the already high standards set back then. The phrase “The Golden Age of Hi-Fi” is
more than justified by products like the H. H. Scott Type 299 and it goes a lot deeper than the color
scheme of the front panel!
At 62 years of age, the 299 is nowhere near ready for retirement, still performing on a level that
many “youngsters” should be looking up to.
This may have all started out of necessity due to the lockdown, but this Scott is not going anywhere
anytime soon. It has rightfully earned its place in my living room!

January’s Most Memorable Concerts
Featured
Written by Ray Chelstowski

When you run through a list of the biggest rock concerts of all time, one thing you’ll notice is that
most were held during the summer months. I guess this isn’t much of a surprise, although there are
actually a fair share of exceptions that took place in the spring and early fall. But guess which month
is largely absent of almost any big shows? If you guessed January, you win.
Even December has made more noise, hosting its fair share of memorable and infamous moments
like the Rolling Stones’ performance at Altamont in 1969. Things just seem to come to a halt in
January. Frankly I’m not sure why. Maybe it’s because the holidays take the wind out of concertgoing crowds. Maybe weather plays a role. But as I look back at my own personal concert-going, the
month of January has always been light.
That’s not to say that there haven’t been significant January concerts or even shows that changed
the face of music. For example, the legendary Aloha From Hawaii via Satellite show that Elvis
Presley hosted on January 14, 1973. I remember watching that as a kid and being dazzled by the
fanfare built around a new technology breakthrough: the first live concert broadcast via satellite.
That enabled The King to go global. The concert delivered better viewing numbers than any moon
landing. Then there was the Trips Festival in 1966. 10,000 people attended this three-day event that
featured bands like the Grateful Dead and Big Brother and the Holding Company. This festival put
concert promoter Bill Graham on the map and became a psychedelic landmark, one of the first
events to pose the question: “Can you pass the acid test?”
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Jzc0MhZXXzg

Then, there was that crazy moment in 1978 at Randy’s Rodeo in San Antonio, Texas, where the Sex

Pistols took to the stage. From the get-go the band tirelessly taunted an audience of mostly cowboys
with insults and digs. Things reached a boiling point when Sid Vicious hit a patron in the head with
his bass. It became a definitive moment in the world of punk where the line between art and life
became largely blurred.
These all were significant live music moments, but it’s hard to imagine how any past or future
performance in the month of January could possibly top the one I’ll name as the greatest of all time.
I’m speaking about Johnny Cash’s performance in front of about 1,000 inmates at Folsom State
Prison in 1968. Much like the comeback special that Elvis would host later that year (not to be
confused with the Aloha From Hawaii show mentioned earlier), this performance catapulted Cash
back to the forefront of American music. Prior to this appearance Cash’s career had hit the skids,
derailed by an addiction to pills so strong that it had him contemplating suicide. But on Saturday,
January 13, after two days of rehearsal in a Sacramento motel and with a new producer and the
approval from Governor Ronald Reagan Johnny took to that stage in his trademark black ensemble.
Backed by a small, tight band, he sat on a white stool and introduced himself to the crowd with the
immortal words, “Hello, I’m Johnny Cash.”
What many don’t know is that Cash insisted on two performances, one at 9:40 am and another at
12:40 pm, in the event the first show wasn’t fit for recording. In both cases Carl Perkins and The
Statler Brothers opened the show, each singing a song or two. From there, Cash was introduced and
he ripped right into “Folsom Prison Blues,” The performance was later released as a live record,
Johnny Cash at Folsom Prison, and would become his best-selling disc to that date. It also would
provide him with a new footing that convinced June Carter that he was back on track. They married
shortly thereafter.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=U9uk6NHK-AE&list=PLWCEchB4vYY237z10ZxoNrAWVIbDBMV
Di

Many artists, across genres, consider this live record to be a seminal work of American music.
Longtime Cash sideman (and son-in-law) Marty Stuart once said, “if I had to point to one record – if
you’ve never heard rock and roll in your life, if you’ve never heard country music in your life, go get
this record. If you want the definition of American country music, American rock and roll, whatever
Americana music is, here it is. If I had to take one record to Heaven with me, it would be that one.”
Cash was no stranger to jails. He had been locked up over the years for public disorder, drug
offenses, public intoxication, and breaking curfew while picking flowers in Starkville, Mississippi.
That last brush with the law even inspired his song “Starkville County Jail.” Those experiences
stayed with him and informed his writing.
In the early 1960s after Cash had written “Folsom Prison Blues,” prisoners across the country wrote
letters asking Cash to play for them. Truth be told, he had actually played at various prisons before
the idea to record his shows was proposed for Folsom. During these visits, Cash took the time to sit
down with inmates from Arkansas to California and hear their stories. Through these moments he
became their champion.
Almost a year after Folsom, Cash returned to California to play at San Quentin State Prison.
Ironically, among the group of inmates was Merle Haggard. He would later say of Cash’s
performance: “It gave everybody the feeling that if they could learn [from] “Folsom Prison Blues,”
maybe they could stay out of prison.” June Carter Cash described the day as the moment they had

come to “see the lost and lonely ones. Some kind of internal energy for those men – the prisoners,
the guards, even the warden – gave way to anger, to love, and to laughter…a reaction like I’d never
seen before.” In Johnny Cash the inmates at Folsom and San Quentin found a brother, and the
photos and footage from both shows reveal the joy and the sense of hope that he brought to them.
Apparently for Cash, performing at these correctional facilities was an important reminder of where
he would be headed if he didn’t get control of his own personal demons.
This dedication to bringing music to inmates would move beyond Johnny Cash and extend to B.B.
King’s Live at Cook County Jail in 1971 and even Metallica performing at San Quentin in 2003. Cash
started a movement at Folsom in more ways than one. What few now know or remember about his
prison tour is that he donated a portion of proceeds from their hit albums to prison reform
campaigns, and in 1972 Cash testified in front of the United States Senate Committee on the
Judiciary, Subcommittee on National Penitentiaries. He also sat down with President Richard Nixon
to plead his case.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=N7UiZOiCwOs

These Cash performances at Folsom Prison are in my opinion the centerpieces of his eternal legacy.
They are the perfect intersection of his music, his qualities as a performer, his humanity and his own
sense of justice. An otherwise musically quiet day in January was the spark for a body of music that
still can change just about anyone’s mindset and mood. Listening to Johnny Cash at Folsom Prison is
a great way to kick off any new year and after the one we’ve just lived through, now might be the
perfect time to tap into an electrifying performance that was truly transformational – exactly what
we all are hoping for from 2021.
Header image courtesy of Wikimedia Commons/Abernathyautoparts~commonswiki (assumed),
cropped to fit format.

Music and the COVID-19 Era
Featured
Written by Stuart Marvin

In 1968 we learned about Revolution 9; in 2020 we met COVID-19. Both disruptive, chaotic and
confusing, but only the latter delivered unprecedented health and economic duress for so many, with
an unconscionable number of lives lost. As we continue to weave our way out of this ghastly
pandemic many of us grapple daily with maintaining a sense of calmness and, dare I say, sanity,
while increasingly spending more and more time at home.
Research studies have shown that for many folks, music can be a great way of decompressing and
escaping day-to-day realities. One can easily get lost in a catchy melody, a great arrangement, or a
recording with superior production values. Music can take us emotionally to different places. It can
be cathartic, relieving stress and anxiety.
Before dinner each evening, I devote an hour or so to an LP or two to decompress from the day and
ground myself, along with a red wine chaser. I find this to be quite calming; the music more than the
chaser.
When I was a teen, I’d decompress listening to Black Sabbath. Funny, right? Imagine Ozzy Osbourne
playing the role of the Great Soother. My poor mother would come into my bedroom yelling, “what
are you listening to?” rightly concerned that songs about Satan and witches wasn’t particularly
healthy for a teenage boy’s psyche. She had a point. Mom, you’ll be pleased, I have evolved. Now it’s
Bud Powell, Bill Evans or Charlie Parker, sprinkled in with the occasional King Crimson.
William Congreve, an English playwright, poet and politician, famously said in 1697, "Music has
charms to soothe a savage breast, to soften rocks, or bend a knotted oak.” There was some headscratching regarding his choice of words – savage breast vs. savage beast – but Congreve refers to

the taming of over-exaggerated affections, thoughts or feelings. In other words, he was saying, “just
keep it chill.”
Research studies conducted by Stanford University hypothesized that listening to music seems to
change brain function somewhat like medication. “Given that music is so easily accessible to
virtually anybody,” the study noted, ”it can function as a great tool for stress reduction.”
The study also found a correlation between music with a strong beat and brain stimulation, causing
brainwaves to “resonate” in time with the rhythm. Slow beats seemed to encourage brainwaves
associated more with a hypnotic or meditative state. Certainly one can see how the rhythmic sounds
and varied cadences used in religious ceremonies can impact the congregants’ level of attentiveness,
and realize that music with an energetic beat is well-suited for cardio gym classes.
A highly publicized and controversial study done by the University of California, Irvine linked music
to health and state-of-mind has been coined the "Mozart effect,” the theory that listening to his
music boosts IQ. It’s popularized the idea that music can affect a person’s cognitive ability or mood.
In the study, three groups of college students were given a standard IQ test. One group spent 10
minutes listening to a Mozart piano sonata, one group with a relaxation tape, while the third group
had no stimulus. The findings indicated Mozart’s music consistently boosted respondents’ test
scores. (Though many have questioned the study’s validity, just think how many CD’s Mozart could
have sold via a late night infomercial.)
Another study examined how music affected surgical patients. Half of the patients in a cataract
surgery study received ordinary care, while the other half listened to the music of their choice via
headphones during the procedure. Before the surgery began, not surprisingly, the heart rate and
blood pressure for all participants was pretty jacked, a case of pre-surgery nerves. While the nonmusic-listening group remained hypertensive throughout the surgery, the BP for the group listening
to music came down rapidly – on average, 35 points on systolic (the top number) and 24 on diastolic
(the bottom number) – and remained that way throughout their in-hospital surgical recovery period.
The Artist’s Perspective:
How has COVID-19 impacted today’s artists, the music makers? Musicians in the modern-day era
make their money from touring, and with COVID-19 that’s pretty much been verboten. Conversely,
many of us mere mortals can work from home and use platforms like Zoom as our portal to
colleagues and the outside world. Of course, musicians can do virtual concerts, but for many, their
music doesn’t translate well to online platforms, or there are concerns about sound quality and
production value, and/or they perhaps simply lack the requisite technological or database marketing
skills to connect to their fans online.
Just how pervasive has livestreaming been? In 2020, Bandsintown, a concert discovery and hosting
platform, registered over 62,000 livestreams on its site over a nine-month period, with 80 percent of
fans indicating a willingness to pay for access. This trend, no doubt, will continue. Even though
virtual performances may lack the emotion, intimacy and interaction of an in-person experience, the
wide reach of the internet does create opportunities for greater exposure to artists’ material.
I recently reached out to jazz pianist and composer Emmet Cohen to talk about the challenges that
artists are facing during COVID-19, and how he has adapted to producing weekly live video streams
from his Harlem (New York) apartment. The series is called “Live From Emmet’s Place.” In addition
to leading the Emmet Cohen Trio, Cohen has performed with acclaimed artists such as Ron Carter,
Benny Golson, Jimmy Cobb, George Coleman, Jimmy Heath, Tootie Heath, Houston Person, Kurt

Elling and Billy Hart, among others. He’s also the winner of the 2019 American Pianists Awards and
the Cole Porter Fellow of the American Pianists Association.
Stuart Marvin: Hey Emmet, how are you and how are your livestream gigs going? I think to date
you’ve produced over 35 weekly video streams directly from your NYC apartment – is that right?
Emmet Cohen: Well, the cops showed up the first time. We basically pled our case that this (our
apartment gig) is all we’ve got right now. We only do it once a week for two hours, after [working
hours] and before people go to sleep. [The neighbors] were cool. People now send us gifts, like
bottles of wine, as a thank you. We try to be as nice as possible.
SM: What’s been the evolution of your livestream production?
EC: We had a tour date scheduled in Lawrence, Kansas in March. The show was cancelled due to
COVID, but the venue offered us our full fee if we’d do some sort of web stream, to do something
good for the world, put something out there, and it would be like our gift to the community. We said
sure. That was our first foray. The sound was terrible, like listening to a Game Boy. With “Live From
Emmet’s Place,” I’ve tried to improve the sound and video quality each and every week. It’s been an
ongoing learning experience. We eventually got some new microphones, a mixing board with 8
inputs, 4 cameras, and a switcher, and I spent hours at night studying open broadcast software on
YouTube. A whole quarantine’s worth of research. A lot of trial and error. A lot of failed attempts to
get it right.
SM: How has your streaming audience grown since you started?
EC: We did the first one and it [drew] about 40,000 to 50,000 views. And we were like, wow, this is
more than anything we’ve ever done before. People really responded to it. They wrote me notes
saying we really needed this, and that has continued for 35 weeks. It’s been a slow, gradual build.
Between Facebook and YouTube we’ve generated between 30,000 to 120,000 weekly livestreams.
People were very thankful and they wanted to know how they could support us. It’s a very symbiotic
thing.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YsbfcaSolk0

SM: Live streaming is a whole different form of audience engagement. What have you learned?
EC: Jazz is all about community. I’m so lucky to have the members of my band, the Emmet Cohen
Trio, as part of my community. They lift me up. They’re there for me when I’m working on the tech
side (video and sound production), and when it’s time to come back to the music they’re there to
ground me right back. They understand my new role and have empathy. It’s incredibly soulful and
magical, and not something I could have done alone. Streaming is just another place where jazz has
adapted and do what it’s always done in the world, which is connect people, uplift them, offer hope
and provide a sense of belonging. Music has always been inclusive.
SM: Tell me a little bit about your business model.
EC: We have a membership platform called Emmet Cohen Exclusive. It’s subscription (premium)based, and a way for us to keep the livestream free for everyone on the internet, cause a lot of
people are going through tough times, and I thought it was important to keep the music free so
people can see it and share it. And so we can touch all corners of the world. The Exclusive
membership is an opportunity to get further involved, and if a CD or record comes out it gets

immediately mailed [to members]. It’s kind of a community of people that helps us do what we do.
SM: How are you balancing quarantine and safety?
EC: We have to be careful, but I’m lucky to have a band that’s more than a band; we’re family. Also,
Harlem (Emmet’s neighborhood and where he livestreams) is pretty special and has always been
about the power of community. It’s where Billie Holiday lived, where Duke Ellington lived. Sonny
Rollins [lives here]. It’s where Langston Hughes and James Baldwin walked the streets. It’s a really
historical place, which adds to the majesty of what we’re doing.”
Check out what Emmet Cohen’s up to at emmetcohen.com, and look for his soon to be released
debut recording, Future Stride, on the Mack Avenue label.
2021 and Beyond:
The past year brought about a “pivot” to compensate for a lack of artist touring, which lead to
livestreams, expanded catalog offerings, and new and different merchandising ideas and options
from artists and labels. That will likely continue even after the touring industry returns to something
approaching normal (whatever our “new normal” may be).
In the case of some classical performances, for example, producers made a virtual experience more
engaging and entertaining by including pre-recorded video interviews with a conductor, adding an
up-close and personal feel to a performance. Prior to COVID-19, orchestral concert footage was
often videotaped for archival or promo purposes or to enhance an artist or venue’s website, but with
no significant focus on production values. The pandemic changed all that and has led to investment
in audio, camera, lighting equipment, editing software, and tech personnel, to enhance a
performance’s production and entertainment quotient. Now, virtual orchestral or opera producers
will literally break down scores and block cameras in pre-production, just like a director would do
with a film or TV script.
Moving forward, deploying a combination of livestreams with tours could potentially deliver a more
efficient business model for artists, with both pricing and the value proposition on virtual
performances likely to evolve. Nothing is as good as a live in-person performance for both the artist
and the listener, but on the other hand, livestreaming can broaden an artist’s reach to a wider group
of fans, as many secondary and tertiary markets don’t economically warrant an in-person tour stop.
We’re likely going to see more and more hybrid business models (combining tours and
livestreaming), with the industry becoming more and more data-driven with investment in
technology, staffing, product bundling, price elasticity testing and so on, all designed to optimize
fans’ entertainment value and artists’ cost-efficiency and revenue.
What role, if any, will streaming services like Spotify, Amazon Music, Qobuz or Tidal play in this new
paradigm? How about Live Nation? Is there a complementary opportunity for these platforms with
livestreaming? Some are already fairly engaged, but with performers having to pivot away from
touring, we’ll likely see far greater involvement by these platforms and services. Livestreaming can
also be a great discovery tool for up and coming artists, especially for those who have a strong stage
presence.
More ambitious virtual concert models will also likely leverage digital’s two-way capabilities to drive
new kinds of engagement between artists and fans. This could entail, for example, set lists curated
in real time by the virtual community. While everything might still pale in comparison to a live in-

person concert, making the audience visible and interactive builds on that sense of community.
From a technical standpoint, however, there are latency and audio sync issues that make it
extremely challenging to align hundreds of thousands of livestreams across the globe.
One thing is for sure; in 2021 and beyond, technology and business models will continue to evolve to
facilitate meaningful exchanges between artists and their fans.
Header image of Emmet Cohen courtesy of Taili Song Roth, cropped to fit format.

Marc-Antoine Charpentier: Italian Elegance
in 17th-Century France
Something Old / Something New
Written by Anne E. Johnson

Marc-Antoine Charpentier (1643-1704) boasted two key requirements for a successful musical
career in late 17th-century Paris: a well-connected father who could introduce him to potential
patrons and two years’ worth of compositional training from the Italian maestro Giacomo Carissimi.
He also had plenty of natural talent and ambition. The result was a catalogue of beautifully
constructed Baroque works, both sacred and secular, several of which have been featured in recent
recordings.
The great majority of Charpentier’s output was sacred, written both for private patrons (in
particular, a wealthy duchess, Marie de Lorraine, who employed and housed him for 17 years) as
well as the Jesuits, who hired him after the duchess died. Many of his hundreds of surviving works

are Masses, the genre best represented on recordings from the past year.
The Messe à quatre choeurs (Mass for Four Choirs) is an early work, believed to date from 1670.
Charpentier wrote at least four settings of the Mass that year. In a beautiful performance on
Harmonia Mundi, Sébastien Daucé conducts the vocal and period-instrument group Ensemble
Correspondances. The programming is clever: The track list follows young Charpentier on his travels
from Paris to study and work in several towns in Italy. Between pieces by Charpentier are
compositions by other musicians with whom he would have come into contact, such as Francesco
Cavalli and Tarquinio Merulo.
The first phrases of the opening Kyrie establish both Charpentier’s highly developed skills, even in
his twenties, as well as the power, intensity, and accuracy of the Ensemble Correspondances. The
singers, using vocal placement and pitch carefully researched for the place and time, lean into the
minor mode harmonies and dissonances Charpentier has crafted to give weight and pathos to this
solemn text, “Lord, have mercy.” The Gloria of this Mass opens with a delicate duet between
soprano and mezzo soloists, but then expands into a mighty chorus and the text continues. (Later, in
Vivaldi’s hands, the Gloria text alone would become its own 12-movement oratorio!)
Harmonia Mundi does not allow its releases on any free streaming services, but you can sample all
the tracks here: http://www.harmoniamundi.com/#!/albums/2656 If you have a Qobuz account,
listen to the album in hi-res streaming here: https://play.qobuz.com/album/utabouskl7tva
Another new French recording captures a somewhat later Mass. Charpentier seems to have written
the Messe pour Monsieur Mauroy (Mass for Mr. Mauroy) in 1690, and Le Concert Spirituel’s effort
under director Hervé Niquet on Chandos attempts to give it a celestial sheen. The composer
included not only the Ordinary sections of the Mass (the texts used every time), but also some of the
Propers (texts that change with the liturgical calendar), resulting in an hour-long work.
The orchestra’s playing is flawless. In the second section of the Kyrie, the instrumental ensemble,
featuring a richly toned recorder solo, moves light-footed through Charpentier’s elegant, courtly
measures. Niquet gives a dance-like quality to this section, where the text is “Christ have mercy,”
traditionally treated more gently by composers than the “Lord have mercy” section. Unfortunately,
one of the two soprano vocalists sounds quite strained.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=pDlun8Ad_UU

The three male soloists in the Agnus Dei fare somewhat better, but overall the vocal tone is
strangely harsh, so consistently that it appears to be a stylistic choice. On the other hand, the
singers’ intonation is excellent, as is their phrasing, and it’s interesting to hear Latin pronounced in
what is presumably a historically accurate French manner.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=x2yBThRxISc

Deutsche Grammophon offered up more sacred works on its new recording Charpentier: Baroque
Splendor by Les Musiciens du Louvre, a chamber ensemble founded in 1982 by Marc Minkowski,
who remains its conductor. Along with two Masses, the album includes Charpentier’s Suite pour un
reposoire (Suite for a resting place) as well as his Te Deum, H. 146. The Te Deum is a medieval
hymn sung at the matins prayer service; it became a favorite text for composers to turn into glorious
polyphonic works, especially in Catholic France.

This short duet for bass and alto with continuo and obbligato from the Charpentier’s Te Deum gives
a good indication of the work’s elegance, as well as the tasteful, detailed performance by
Mindowski’s ensemble.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6rV8WK7-ypI&list=RDK_rv7Xw2Awk&index=6

The Messe de Minuit (Midnight Mass) was written for the Christmas Eve service, probably in 1690.
Following long-established Catholic tradition, the Gloria movement opens with unison voices giving
the opening line in Gregorian chant. Then the polyphony begins, first a passage sung with gentle
wonder, which is quickly contrasted by a tightly articulated, aggressive section, then a series of solo
passages. The lengthy text continues in short, varied bursts, each one performed beautifully by the
Louvre musicians. In this recording, you can really hear how the French baroque inspired Handel in
the following generation.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=K_rv7Xw2Awk

Although the bulk of Charpentier’s output was in the sacred realm, he also received commissions for
secular works. The was particularly true when the duchess was his patron. As a wealthy, influential
personage, she had sway over the work of artists keen to please her, including the playwright
Molière. When he needed incidental music for his comic play Le Malade imaginaire (The Imaginary
Invalid) in 1673, the duchess pressured the playwright to hire her favorite composer.
In a new self-published recording called Charpentier: Torum esse vitae (She Was Living),
L’Orchestre Baroque d’Avignon presents this incidental music, arranged for mixed ensemble and
conducted by Lois de Crihlon.
Much of Charpentier’s music for this play was meant to be danced to. Thanks to the tastes of King
Louis XIV, the French come to expect ballet in every theatrical work. But other movements are
clearly intended just to set the mood. It’s fascinating to hear this humorous, even silly, passage by
the same composer who wrote all those lofty Masses. While the playing is excellent and Crihlon is to
be admired for taking on this unusual material, the sound quality is muffled – a wasted opportunity
to make a really nice recording.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xyDMoSjl-GA&list=OLAK5uy_m0K1OsBEllkDRvTpyCxvQVmsMO
CH1ui6k&index=5

One further release from the past year should be mentioned. Charpentier wrote many theatrical
pieces such as divertissements and operas (either for patrons’ private homes or the larger public
stage). Among the latter is his version of the Orpheus and Euridice myth. This story obsessed
composers when opera was first invented around 1600; Charpentier learned well from his teacher,
Carissimi, and created a stylish and exciting work.
La descente d’Orphée aux enfers (The Descent of Orpheus into the Underworld), released on Alpha
Music, features the vocal ensemble Vox Luminis, directed by Lionel Meunier, and the vocal and
instrumental ensemble A Nocte Temporis, directed by Reinoud Van Mechelen. It’s a sensitive and
skilled performance, always aware of the breathless rhythmic motion (known to musicologists as
“over-dotting”) so essential to 17th-century French opera. This short excerpt, sung to Orpheus by

three denizens of the Underworld longing to be free, demonstrates the idea:
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=T0vGHHQdYXk

Freedom From Choice
Audio Static
Written by Peter Xeni

A Cool Remix, and Three Interesting EPs
To Be Determined
Written by Tom Gibbs

This is the time of year when traditionally there aren't too many new releases, but there are quite a
few new ones on the horizon. The artists I’ve chosen for this issue have decided to release their
works digital-only, for downloading or streaming. Julia Stone's Twin EP has been issued in advance
of the full album scheduled for release in 2021, and her Everything is Christmas EP is a one-off for
the holiday season.
I finally got my MQA setup with Tidal active, so all my listening was done in MQA this go around,
and it offers pretty exceptional sound quality across the board. Most MQA titles are generally close
to CD-quality, but go through an unfold process where the final output is usually about double the
sample rate of whatever the original was. For example, if an album is 16 bit/44.1 kHz, then the
unfolded, decoded MQA version will be 24 bit/88.2 kHz. The MQA camp is doing a major press
release push, where they’re basically saying that there’s “no such thing as high-resolution sound,”
and that any sample rate converted to an MQA file will sound closer to reality than a high-resolution,
high-bit rate remaster will. I won’t get into any arguments about MQA vs. high-res, but I will say that

all the MQA selections I listened to this go around sounded pretty exceptional!

Kraftwerk – Remixes
It’s hard to imagine Kraftwerk without Florian Schneider, but at least vocalist and original member
Ralf Hütter is still around; his (often heavily processed) voice is one of the most identifiable elements
of the group. Surprisingly to me, the other current members of Kraftwerk have between eight and
twenty-five years tenure with the band. An album of new material doesn't appear to be upcoming
anytime soon, but Remixes contains a bevy of Kraftwerk tunes scattered across several decades.
That is, the actual tunes are from throughout their classic catalog, but most of the remixes that
appear on this release were mostly done in the 2000s. The remix artists include Kling Klang
(Kraftwerk’s own studio), William Orbit, Francois Kevorkian, Rob Reves, DJ Rolando, Underground
Resistance, Alex Gopher, and Hot Chip. The sole exception is the track “Non Stop,” which appears to
be a new track, assembled from several different tunes, including material circa Electric Café. At
least, no remix information for the track is credited in the scant details available for the album.
https://youtu.be/K1egybEb4Gg
Remixes clocks in at a very generous 127 minutes, and while there are actually only six tunes on the
album, all except for two get multiple remixes. For example, two of the remixes, “Robotnik” and

“Robotronik” (both from Kling Klang) originated in the version of “The Robots” from The Mix.
“Radioactivity” is from the album of the same name, and gets two remixes, one from William Orbit —
which is more of a dance floor rave-up, and another from Francois Kevorkian, which offers a much
more atmospheric presentation of the tune. “Expo 2000” was a non-album single that was
commissioned for the Hannover Expo 2000 World’s Fair, and gets no fewer than nine (!) remixes;
the range of styles employed has some of the versions bearing very little resemblance to the others
(or the original)!
“Aero Dynamik” originally came from the Tour de France album; the original track peaked at
Number One on the UK dance charts at the time of its release. Of the four versions here, I prefer the
Francois Kevorkian mix, which has subterranean bass that will shake the foundation of your home. If
you’re ever wondering whether your subwoofers are actually doing anything, just put this track on
for a couple of minutes – it’ll definitely clear things up for you! The album’s closer, “La Forme” also
comes from Tour de France, and Hot Chip’s “King of the Mountain” mix is both majestic and
dynamic.
The sound here was across the board dynamic and impressive, and despite the outward appearance
of significant repetition, the results are so incredibly varied that the album makes for essential
listening, especially for fans. Highly recommended!
Parlophone UK, LP (download/streaming from Qobuz, [24/48 MQA] Tidal, Amazon Music, Google
Play Music, Spotify, YouTube, Apple Music, Pandora, Deezer, TuneIn)

Julia Stone – Twin (EP)
Julia Stone is an Australian singer-songwriter and half of the duo Angus & Julia, with her brother
Angus Stone. In recent years, she’s branched out almost entirely on her own, and it’s not particularly
clear if Angus & Julia are still a thing or not. While her early work with Angus was mostly folkoriented, her recent songs have taken on something of a synth-pop quality and employ a much
broader range of instrumentation and vocal effects. An introductory blurb from her Facebook page
prefaces the Twin EP as follows: “Reimagined, reborn and reinvigorated, this new era for Stone
replaces dirt under foot with wet pavements and sticky dance floors; trades blue skies for red lights
and red lips. Step into Julia Stone’s brand-new world.” That really says a lot about the new direction
she seems to have taken.
https://youtu.be/M4L1axunOHM
Stone’s upcoming full album release, Sixty Summers, was scheduled to be released this year, but
with the pandemic it’s been pushed back until at least February 2021. She decided to release an EP
that includes alternate takes or edits of some of the album tracks as a bit of a teaser in advance of
the album. Julia Stone’s voice, while very appealing, has a sort of soft, waif-ish quality to it (I find it
very reminiscent of Joanna Newsom), and on most of her songs appears to frequently be multitracked. The EP’s four track titles are all monosyllabic, like “Break,” (produced and played on by St.

Vincent) “Dance,” and “Unreal,” with the latter tune having two separate renderings. One of them,
subtitled [twin], is the full-bore, for-the-dance-floor version, while the second version, [alone] is
pared-down and much more introspective.
Overall, I found the EP to be quite listenable, and look forward to the full-length album in February.
The EP is only a ditty, but is recommended nonetheless.
Arts & Crafts Productions, (download/streaming Qobuz, [16/44.1 MQA] Tidal, Amazon, Google Play
Music, Pandora, Deezer, Apple Music, Spotify, YouTube, TuneIn)

Julia Stone – Everything is Christmas (EP)
Okay, so Christmas is over, and Julia Stone already has another EP currently out, but this seasonal
one was too irresistible to ignore. Everything is Christmas is one of those records that has
everything going for it; it’s exceptionally well recorded, and the performances are excellent. The
unusual renderings of classic Christmas fare are given such interesting new twists, this EP really
needs to be heard!
In my overview of four classic Christmas LP reissues (in Copper 124) I mentioned that my thirtysomething daughter has a very non-traditional appreciation for holiday music – especially for music

from the likes of Sufjan Stevens – which my wife and I totally bristled at. That said, the four songs
here, “Santa Claus is Coming to Town,” “Jingle Bells,” “O Come All Ye Faithful,” and Joni Mitchell’s
“River” are all given such new and fresh readings that fly against tradition – but they totally work,
nonetheless. Julia Stone reverts to more of a folk-oriented presentation for the tunes, which are
sparsely accompanied acoustic affairs, with carefully placed percussion and the angelic voices of
Stone and Ben Howard, who also chips in on guitar and banjo.
https://youtu.be/4TvVfPV3_mI
The sound quality here via Tidal and MQA is absolutely superb; you get the impression that Julia
Stone and Ben Howard are right there in the listening room with you. My wife, whose tastes in
Christmas music runs heavily towards the traditional, even gave this her seal of approval. Very
highly recommended!
Arts & Crafts Productions, (download/streaming from Qobuz, [16/44.1 MQA] Tidal, Amazon, Google
Play Music, Pandora, Deezer, Apple Music, Spotify, YouTube, TuneIn)

Max Richter – All Human Beings – International Voices (EP)
All Human Beings is an EP culled from British composer Max Richter’s recently released album

Voices, which streeted in late 2020. The EP is a bit gimmicky, but is surprisingly moving, and is
another effort on the part of an artist and musician to try and help us find some common ground and
unity during the pandemic, and in this most trying of years. Despite Richter’s reputation as leaning a
bit towards the avant garde in classical music, I found the scoring here very approachable and
enjoyable.
The EP consists of five tracks that are all essentially the same piece of the same length, with only
variations in the track timings of a few seconds here and there. As the music begins, there’s a
scratchy overlay of a portion of a speech by Eleanor Roosevelt reciting the preamble to the United
Nations’ 1948 Universal Declaration of Human Rights; this then segues to another, more modern
voice that recites an additional excerpt from that declaration: “All human beings are born free and
equal, in dignity and rights. They are endowed with reason and conscience and should act towards
one another in a spirit of community. Everyone is entitled to all the rights and freedoms set forth in
this Declaration, without distinction of any kind such as race, color, sex, language, religion, political
or other opinions, national or social origin, property, birth or other status…Everyone has the right to
life, liberty and security of person.”
https://youtu.be/QmrIDK03Hlg
The five tracks are all titled the same, with the exception being that the first one is in English, “All
Human Beings,” (spoken by actress Sheila Atim). The successive versions are titled and rendered in
four other languages: in Spanish (by actress Maria Valverde), German (by actress Nina Hoss),
French (by actress Golshifteh Farahani), and Dutch (by novelist Marieke Lucas Rijneveld). The
tracks all feature a full string orchestral and choral backing, but Richter refers to the orchestra as
“upside down,” because it employs an unusual complement of instruments, as opposed to a
conventional orchestra. Richter says that we live in an upside down time that required an upside
down orchestra. Regardless, the music is spiritual and moving. I know this sounds maybe somewhat
contrived and heavy-handed, but I found the pieces to be inspiring, and hopefully everyone else will
in the way that Max Richter intended.
I know this isn’t the kind of music I typically review here, but in a year where the world has been
torn apart politically and by the pandemic, I found this work surprisingly uplifting. Recommended.
Decca (UMO), (download/streaming from Qobuz, [24/48 MQA] Tidal, Amazon, Google Play Music,
Deezer, Apple Music, Spotify, YouTube, TuneIn)

We Are the NuTones
Audio Anthropology
Written by Frank Doris

And you thought they only made intercoms! 1966 NuTone ad.

My parents bought me an RCA Victor Model 1-EMP-2E phonograph when I was a kid. I was able to
find another one, pictured here.

11 records or 11 8-track tapes...which would you choose? 1977 Columbia House ad.

Wired for Sound LP, electrical current and festive atmosphere supplied by Marty Gold, 1956.
Courtesy of Rich Isaacs.

A circa 1942 prediction from architect Samuel A. Marx.

Transfer Function
The Run-Out Groove
Written by James Whitworth

Mission Girl
Parting Shot
Taken by James Schrimpf

Photographed in Tucson, Arizona.

