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February 12th, 2018
...and yet, I have to work on Lincoln's Birthday, Valentine's Day AND Ash Wednesday. Life ain't fair.
Anyway...
Welcome to Copper #52!
John Seetoo is back with another interesting interview---this one with Andrea Bass, daughter of
Audio Fidelity founder Sid Frey. The intrepid Dan Schwartz takes us with him as he visits his 41st
NAMM show! Anne E. Johnson favors us with a survey of some exquisite recordings of Bach Violin
Sonatas.
Among the regulars, this issue kicks off with a phrase from Larry Schenbeck that sounds as though
it may have come out of the mouth of Buckaroo Banzai: "Once every year, a year passes!"
Sheesh. Larry acknowledges the best classical recordings of the last year by presenting them with

awards Ye Olde Editor decrees will be known as The Schenbecks; Dan Schwartz discusses matters
of taste; Richard Murison looks at the works of American composer Mason Bates; Jay Jay French
continues his review of stereo equipment experienced over 40 years, this time looking at amps and
preamps ; Duncan Taylor presents more live recordings from the Invisible Audience series; Roy
Hall travels to a seedier destination than usual: Rikers Island; Anne E. Johnson is back with the
beguiling indie artist, Jesca Hoop ; Woody Woodward remembers blues great Blind Willie Johnson ;
Industry News has some good news, some bad news; and I try to make sense of the world of audio
shows and pore over a cool collection of audio ephemera.
Copper #52 wraps up with another classic audio cartoon from Charles Rodrigues, and a
beautiful Parting Shot from Paul McGowan.
Enjoy, and see you next issue!
Cheers, Leebs.

Awards Season!
Too Much Tchaikovsky
Written by Lawrence Schenbeck

Once every year, a year passes! Pundits, critics, observers far and wide seize the opportunity to
assess yada yada yada. “Best Of 2017” lists pop up, also Grammy Nominations, BBC Music Magazine
Awards, and much, much more. Who am I to hold back, nurturing my über-elitist attitudes?
Actually this gives me a chance to mention some great recordings I couldn’t work into a column last
year. Readers can also rest assured that everything I chose for this particular list is well-recorded or
better, as befits its presence in Copper. Meanwhile I rest assured that, since some of these albums
popped up on other lists, I am occasionally getting it right. Some of them didn’t pop up elsewhere,
which also proves something.
We could call these the Peter Awards, after the namesake of this fine column, but his truest fans
would object, and rightly so! Heh. [ Or the PIT Award, after his initials? Nah. Hereinafter: The
Schenbecks!!---Ed.]
1. Choral
Ēriks Ešenvalds: The Doors of Heaven. Portland State Chamber Choir, dir. Ethan Sperry. Naxos
8.579008. This, the first album of Ešenvalds’ music recorded by an American chorus, certainly won’t
be the last. Ešenvalds’ choral textures can be complex, but his unifying spiritual message emerges
with enormous power. The PSCC performs masterfully. It’s an unusually mature sound for a college
group. Choral timbres—augmented by percussion, jaw harp, overtone singer, and Native American
flute—are gratifyingly solid, present, and well balanced throughout. Produced by Erick Lichte,
himself a choral conductor; engineered by John Atkinson and Doug Tourtelot. Check out The First
Tears, with text based on the Inuit creation stories of Raven and Whale.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=LwBKKksykrY

Also noteworthy: So Is My Love. Ensemble 96, dir. Nina T. Karlsen. 2L–140. Extra points for the
stunning multiformat high-resolution surround sound, maybe a few points off for a five-composer

program in which the only consistent element is the love-song texts. Faultless performances; no jaw
harp, but check out the Hardanger fiddle in track 1.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ZPzqqSadovc

2. Chamber Music
A Noble and Melancholy Instrument: Music for horns and pianos of the 19th century. Alec FrankGemmill, horn; Alasdair Beatson, piano. BIS-2228. Exactly what it says, beginning with an 1800
Beethoven sonata (Op. 17), ending with Dukas’ Villanelle (1906) and Gilbert Vinter’s Hunter’s Moon
(1942). Okay, so perhaps not “exactly” what it says, but you get Schumann, Rossini, Saint-Saëns et
al. performed on four different, historically appropriate pairs of horn and piano. In spite of all that
ostentatious erudition, you’ll hear meticulously engineered, remarkably beautiful playing. (It is no
easy feat to record horn-and-piano repertoire well, due to the instruments’ dauntingly different
timbres and sound-projection profiles.) I recommend beginning with Dukas and Vinter, then moving
backward through the album a couple of tracks at a time. The newer music is the most engaging, the
oldest (Ludwig van) at once quite strange (because of the hand-stopping required) and quite
commonplace (because its style wouldn’t have annoyed Haydn in the slightest). Frank-Gemmill’s
witty, history-filled program notes begin with an observation from Charles Rosen: “The effect of
musicology on performance is often to inspire the more ambitious musicians to make a nuisance of
themselves.” Not here.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BgndBacEats&list=PLd5sa8B9054i8wwcyGLIPZqLR9eC2Fnzn

Also noteworthy: Debussy, Ravel, Chausson. Quatuor van Kuijk, with Kate Lindsey, mezzo-soprano,
and Alphonse Cemin, piano. Alpha Classics 295. I know, I know: the Debussy and Ravel string
quartets are among the most-recorded pair of works in the whole quartet catalogue. What’s so
special about this set? Nothing, except it bristles with musicianly energy from beginning to end,
never substituting fake passion, fake Gallic flavor, fake anything. I’ve listened again and again,
because I like what they do and what they don’t do. Also, having Kate Lindsey aboard for the
Chausson Chanson Perpétuelle is nice. (Click here for an interesting read about the Van Kuijks,
percussionist Christoph Sietzen, and other youngsters we highlighted in 2017.)
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=JMHWcSGthUs

3. Early Music
A Lute by Sixtus Rauwolf. French and German Baroque Music. Jakob Lindberg, lute. BIS-2265. The
mellow, exquisitely shaped sounds emanating from Lindberg’s instrument, originally built in
Augsburg around 1590 and remodeled in Nuremberg in the early 18th century, provide the perfect
antidote to the chaos, conflict, and crudity of our modern world. Dance suites by Dufault, Mouton,
Kellner, and Weiss, all active in the late 17th or early 18th century; not meant for dancing, though.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=mjGZsKSQc28&list=PLQjHeq71u1RFyHEiexicI9kt5GdM3ncn2

Also noteworthy: Edinburgh 1742: Barsanti & Handel. Ensemble Marsyas, dir. Peter Whelan. Linn
CKD567. At the center of this engaging collection are five concertos with horns by Francesco
Barsanti (c1690–1775), an Italian émigré who served the Edinburgh Musical Society for eight years.
He also set a number of “Old Scots Tunes,” four of which are included here. Featuring Alec FrankGemmill (see above) and his colleague Joseph Walters, horn players extraordinaire. Hearty,
affectionate performances from a group long known for championing great wind music.
4. Organs
The King of Instruments: A Voice Reborn. Stephen Cleobury, organist. King’s College KGS0020. My
new organ demo album. The Harrison & Harrison organ in the Chapel at King’s College, Cambridge
dates from 1934; in spite of repairs and upgrades over the years, only recently was a major overhaul
considered necessary. This celebratory album was recorded in January 2017, a scant two months
after restoration was completed. New-ish works (Simon Preston, Harvey Grace, George Baker)
alternate with standards (Mendelssohn, Franck, Bach), all presented with an irresistable
combination of grace, power and transparency. Comprehensive notes, including a Revised
Specification for the organ. Well done everyone!
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=je6ucFRv3ug&list=PLVoYPXVPc0pJxTu8fmWqg23s_6r9XW0br

5. Opera
Visions. Veronique Gens, soprano; Münchner Rundfunk Orchester, dir. Hervé Niquet. Alpha Classics
279. You don’t get to hear this music every day, especially on this side of the Atlantic. Gens released
a fine album of French art songs a couple of years ago, and now she has produced a recital of French
Romantic opera arias. The repertoire is organized around various notions of exaltation and ecstasy.
As her program booklet says, “The protagonists are no longer themselves, they are more than
themselves.” See pp. 18–19 of the CD booklet for the text of the selection below, a powerful scène
from Genevieve by Bruneau (1857–1934). An aria from Bizet’s Clovis et Clotilde is available as well.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yqrf6IG-jsM

6. Orchestral
Shostakovich: Symphony No. 5; Barber: Adagio for Strings. Pittsburgh SO, dir. Manfred Honeck.
Reference Recordings FR-724SACD. It’s been a rich year for recorded symphonic music, some of
which I’ve covered in Copper. But I’ve grievously neglected the fine work done by Honeck in
Pittsburgh, a neglect made more shameful because of Soundmirror’s crucial contribution. Whenever
I sit down to hear one of these albums, I am drawn closer to the immediacy of live performance than
with any other group/conductor/label. It’s all there: the electricity, the fierce sense of concentration,
the sheer love of line and of shaping that line, the joy of allowing oneself to be led by a master
interpreter and surrounded by other master executants. For those few minutes, it’s the Best Seat in
the Best Hall with the Best Orchestra in the world.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=cPpvVIgsbdc

In Defense of Taste
Music, Audio, and Other Illnesses
Written by Dan Schwartz

My last piece seems to have raised some eyebrows, though in the end it seems I came out more
favorable than not. But it got me to thinking.
How much does a columnist owe to be all things to all people? Are the obsessions of youth to be
carried forward if one no longer feels anything toward those obsessions? I know what I think.
When I started playing I was 13 --- it was 1970 and music, popular and serious both, and indeed both
popular AND serious, had just been through the most amazing five years it would have in my
lifetime. I feel very lucky to have discovered Jack Casady before I got my first bass. I might have
gone in the direction I went anyway, but with his playing as a guide, the rough direction was set.
In my first decade in music I had some fairly broad experiences, both listening and playing. Most of
the people around me got into jazz --- and fusion especially --- pretty quick. I got into some of it. It
was a great time of invention --- not because I’m nostalgic for my impressionable teens and early 20s
--- but a truly great time. If you were around and paying attention then, no doubt you remember.
Everything was an influence, but some things were more resonant than others. The early Weather
Report albums, and just before it, Joe Zawinul’s utterly astonishing Zawinul, led me to it’s precedent,
In A Silent Way. The Paul Winter Consort led to their successor, Oregon. The Mahavishnu Orchestra
led me to McLaughlin’s earlier My Goal’s Beyond. The Jefferson Airplane led to the first Hot Tuna
album and ultimately the Grateful Dead. Keith Jarrett led to, well, much more Keith Jarrett. And
radio introduced me to Steeleye Span and Fairport Convention and Pentangle.
I think highly of the progenitors --- Scott LaFaro, Ron Carter, Richard Davis, Buster Williams, but if
at this point I had to choose some examples of what I love to do, that first Zawinul album and the
Dead’s improvisations on folk and folk-based songs would be it: essentially modal improvisation.
All these, obsessions call them, are still ongoing. I’m listening to Zawinul right now (and my

daughter just asked what it was and if I could make her a copy). But a lot have fallen by the side.
That’s not to say I can’t still enjoy them --- it’s extremely rare that I listened to some music that I
don’t want to hear anymore --- but they don’t qualify as something I feel the urge to dig into, to play
if it comes up.
That includes most fusion, for want of a better term. Cecil McBee is dazzling. And I really like the
first two Return to Forever albums quite a bit: Return to Forever and Light as a Feather. I saw them
play when I was 15 in a tiny theater in my local junior college and they were terrific. I was blown
away by Stanley Clarke’s fleetness (I met him after the show, we shook hands and his huge hand
engulfed mine). But that awe, both for him and them, seriously diminished when I saw them next,
and they had gone fully electric.
My affection for Weather Report went through a major downgrade simultaneously with Jaco
Pastorius joining the band --- but it had nothing to do with him. I’ve written that when I first heard
him I felt like giving up (fortunately my second reaction was to study everything he did, and my third
reaction was to leave that behind me). Anyway, if you haven’t heard “Portrait of Tracy”, from his
first album (in 1976), you’ve missed the greatest piece ever written and performed on a bass. But
both Zawinul and Wayne Shorter’s writing took a decided turn towards the more conventional, and
more composed. And I guess I just don’t like that as much.
Which gets to some of the bassists that were mentioned by people commenting on my last piece.
Paul McGowan frequently mentions Brian Bromberg. I first heard him in the late 80’s, courtesy of a
friend. By then, that kind of music, bass-centric and intended to impress, just didn’t do anything for
me. I was working with Jon Hassell and thinking about music like that. Likewise, I recognize John
Pattituci’s value, and Keltner used to speak highly of him, but that’s not the same thing as being
enthusiastic enough to write about him. But if I had to choose, I’d find out who they listened to
coming up, and write about them. (But if either of them have a column, I have no doubt that they
aren’t writing about me.)
Which gets to my point: you write what you know; you write what you like. This isn’t a scholarly
investigation: it’s an attempt to convey enthusiasms.
Minus politics.

What the Hell is Going On?
The Audio Cynic
Written by Bill Leebens

Back in my school-days, I found the subject of history completely boring. I realize now that it wasn't
the subject itself that was boring, but the way in which it was presented. Any story is boring if it's
linear and predictable: "A happened. Then B. And then C, because A and B." Gripping stuff, no?
That's how school textbooks conveyed critical events of the past. The upheavals and side-trips that
always always always occur in life were (and presumably still are) glossed over, making outcomes
seem inevitable. " Yeah, we won the Revolution...was there any doubt?" The tensions and interplay
that make life both gut-wrenching and emotionally involving, simply weren't there. Fait accompli
don't make for great story-telling, unless the storyteller has a masterful command of foreshadowing
and the creation of tension. If there were history textbooks written by master storytellers, we sure
didn't have them. Damn it.
I will kinda-sorta make excuses for those textbooks, as a major part of being human is that we try to
make sense of things, to construct a coherent big picture. The textbooks exemplified that tendency.
The problem is that there are times when things just don't make sense. And trying to MAKE them
make sense...becomes nonsensical.
Which brings me to today. I don't pretend to have any understanding of the state of the world, and
I'm sure you'll be relieved to know that that's not my subject. However, I have attempted to make
sense of a situation in our little world of audio, and have reached the point where trying to make
sense, makes no sense. Let's see if you do better than I did.
I've mentioned my late friend Richard Beers several times. Richard ran THE Show in Las Vegas, and
in 2011 he started a Californian spin-off in Irvine. Being a natural marketer/huckster, Richard
labeled the show "THE Show-Newport" because, let's face it, Newport Beach sounds a helluva lot
more appealing than Irvine (even if you gift-wrap it and pronounce it "er-VEEN", as a pretentious
desk clerk at the Hotel Irvine did). We're talking about a town where the college mascots are
Anteaters. My son, then in college in SoCal, visited an early Newport show and said, "Congrats, Dad.
You're in the most boring town in California."
Which is why it wasn't called "THE Show-Irvine".
Anyway: Richard passed away in 2016, and THE Show that year muddled along without him, and

even had a memorial with a military color guard. Richard's staff and his heirs pulled off that show,
but the future of the show---that is, THE Show---was unclear.

What was perfectly clear was that thousands of slow-walking audiophiles with gimme bags were not
a crowd that appealed to the snooty Hotel er-VEEN. Shortly after the show, the er-VEENers
exercised an exit option, meaning they would no longer host the show, in spite of a multi-year
contract.
Haters.
What then? Nature, and apparently the audiophile world, abhors a vacuum. Shortly after the show,
rumors circulated of a mysterious group planning a "THE-killer" show in the LA area. They were
supposedly backed by the LA-Orange County Audio Society (LAOCAS), which had supported THE
Show-Newport during Richard's tenure.
Then in September of 2016, an uncredited press-release hyperbolically announced, "EXCITING
NEW AUDIO SHOW COMING TO LOS ANGELES SUMMER 2017". The new LA Audio Show
(LAAS), targeted at June, 2017, would be held at the Sheraton Gateway Hotel near LAX, which
years earlier had been the site of a Stereophile show. What the press-release didn't mention, but
which quickly became known, was that the show would be managed by Marine Presson, formerly
Ricahrd Beers' assistant and largely in charge of the recent THE Show. The "mysterious group" was
identified as "the Orion Group, a private investment firm"---which wasn't terribly informative.
What, then, of THE Show? It was announced that the 2017 show would move to an Anaheim hotel in
September---right after the CEDIA trade show and perilously close to RMAF. The general reaction in

the industry was dismay at the prospect of dueling west coast shows, especially ones bracketed by
the Munich show and RMAF.
Fast forward to 2017: the first LAAS was held, with generally lukewarm press and comments from
those who attended or exhibited. For a variety of reasons, THE Show was cancelled on short notice.
Industry reaction was immediate relief: perhaps now there would only be one west coast show to
plan for.
At the beginning of 2018, the LAAS announced that the show would be held June 8th-10th at the
Hilton Irvine, a hotel that had been one of THE Show-Newport's original venues. Confused? Just
wait.
If you recently heard a wailing sound like a tornado-warning siren, it was likely the howls of disbelief
from dealers, manufacturers, and industry press at the announcement that the 2018 THE Show
would also be hosted at an Irvine hotel...on June 1st-3rd. That's right, a week before LAAS. THE
Show would end the 3rd, meaning that there would only be four days of rest (HA!) until LAAS.
How all this will work out, no one knows. I guess I should be grateful that this series of events
wasn't boring and predictable. It does take us back to the title of this piece, however:
What the hell is going on?

Bates—Mason, Not Norman
Quibbles and Bits
Written by Richard Murison

I have recently been introduced to the American composer Mason Bates, and in particular an album
of three of his symphonic works recently released by the San Francisco Symphony. Indeed, the first
of these – The B-Sides – was commissioned by conductor Michael Tilson Thomas on behalf of SFS,
the commission reportedly being proposed by Tilson Thomas during the intermission of a
performance of Tchaikovsky and Brahms symphonies. The album is called Mason Bates – Works For
Orchestra, and I highly recommend it. But my daughter’s cat – not so much. She will normally curl
up quite happily on my lap whatever I am listening to, but upon hearing the first few bars of “Broom
of the System” she slinked out of the room with her ears back and her tail between her legs!
Bates’ music is possessed of the uneasy sonorities of a movie soundtrack set in the isolation of deep
space. It is both unsettling and captivating at the same time. At various times it evokes Alien, 2001
– A Space Odyssey, and Close Encounters Of The Third Kind. But a sense of brooding foreboding
seems to infuse everything. Even as it breaks into the gusto and swing of big band jazz, this is
quickly interrupted by ominous rumblings of thunder, or howling winds which transform into weirdly
gurgling water. Under Tilson Thomas’s assured and sympathetic touch these unusual effects
transition seamlessly and naturally. The unsettling nature of The B-Sides is supremely well-handled,
and not allowed to descend into melodrama or caricature. In particular, the third movement of The
B-Sides, “Gemini in the Solar Wind ”, is some sort of eerie communication between an astronaut and
ground control, featuring actual samples from Ed White’s space-walk ‘discussions’ with Houston
during the Gemini 4 flight of 1965, and we feel nervously concerned that the fates can have nothing
good lined up for Major Tom. It’s strangely strange, yet oddly normal, and most unsettling in a
totally darkened listening room. [And of course the fates did have nothing good lined up for Major

Tom. Ed White was one of the three astronauts who perished in the 1967 Apollo 1 fire.]
Both Liquid Interface and Alternative Energy express somewhat dystopian viewpoints with extreme
global warming as a common theme. In the former, glaciers calve in the Antarctic, the oceans rise
and drown New Orleans in a storm, and we end up in the same watery wilderness that nearly
submerged Kevin Costner’s career. In the latter, our need for energy takes us from an innocent time
at the turn of the 20th Century, via a particle accelerator and a Chinese industrial wasteland, to an
imagined tropical Reykjavik, inhabited by the last remnants of the human race. With such a clear
programmatic basis, a good interpretation requires a strong hand on the narrative arc. Even though
Bates characterizes these Works as Symphonies rather than Tone Poems – and indeed they are
structured as symphonies – it is my view that they are best treated as Tone Poems. Of course, a
conductor is free to chart his own interpretive course if he feels a kinship with it, but he still needs
to deliver on his vision.
Is this classical music or something else? There are times when it is purely orchestral – and fits into
the classical mold in both form and structure. There are other times when only electronic sounds
are present, or purely modern ensembles such as big band jazz. We tend as music consumers to
want to package our music into neat groups. Sure, there is crossover music which melds disparate
forms, but generally such works adhere to a consistent affectation throughout the piece. Mason
Bates is different. Taking his inspiration from the way a movie soundtrack is put together he moves
seamlessly from one soundscape to another in a style which comes across as remarkably organic and
natural. Still, it fits better in the ‘classical’ box than in any other.
For a conductor who can do Mahler with the very best of them, Michael Tilson Thomas does display
a keen sensitivity to the Mason Bates idiom, but overall has a tendency to hold the music back too
much. This music carries an ambiguous yet overt emotional payload. Tilson Thomas allows the
tension to build very well, but doesn’t provide an appropriate release. Much as he guides The BSides with a sure hand (he did commission the piece after all, so you’d expect him to develop an
affinity for it) he is less sure where he wants to go with Liquid Interface or Alternative Energy. The
net result is akin to reading a gripping novel, and finding that some swine has torn out the last
chapter.
Naturally, for music inspired by the modern idiom, rhythm is a powerful element, and needs to be
treated appropriately, unlike with Beethoven, say, where a heavy hand on the rhythmic aspects can
overshadow the textural and structural subtleties. There are times when the syncopated rhythms –
indeed the overall phrasing – of Bates need to be played in such a way as to emphasize the ‘groove’.
Listen to the second movement “Chicago (2012)” of the Alternative Energy symphony, and compare
Tilson Thomas’s reading of it to Bernstein’s legendary 1958 performance of Stravinsky’s Rite of
Spring. Now I’m not suggesting that one should expect Tilson Thomas’s Bates to be “legendary”,
but it does illustrate very cleanly the areas in which his Bates is wanting.
It is interesting to compare and contrast Tilson Thomas’s effort on Works For Orchestra with Gil
Rose’s interpretation of Bates’ ‘Mothership’ with the Boston Modern Orchestra Project (on BMOP’s
own label). This conductor/orchestra pair is naturally more attuned to the contemporary music
idiom, and thus the performance is more organic, and more immediate. But the BMOP does not
possess the depth of sonority of the San Francisco Symphony, and Rose seems to have less to say
about the music, and as a result it has a tendency to come across very much like a film-score,
wanting for substance beneath a superficially glitzy exterior. I expect that I will return to that album
less frequently than I will the Tilson Thomas.
While my comments may come across as overly critical, let me be clear. I find Works For Orchestra
to be deeply compelling. The recording is crystal clear, the music is brilliantly conceived and finely

played, and – for what it’s worth – the cover art is seriously cool! Bates’ music shows genuinely
original compositional skills without the appearance of having shoe-horned the modern artifice in for
its own sake. The various electronic sounds all integrate organically, an accomplishment which,
arguably, no other composer has delivered as convincingly. Notwithstanding the electronica his
basic orchestration is competent – bordering on the extremely good, actually – but is neither novel
nor avant-garde. Which is not a bad thing – I rather like it. Works For Orchestra was, naturally,
playing while I wrote this. After the album finished, the next album which popped up for whatever
reason was "Pohjola’s Daughter", by Sibelius. The transition was remarkably seamless and natural,
which I thought was very interesting.

Climbing to the Audio Summit Part 2:
Amps/Preamps
Twisted Systems
Written by Jay Jay French

The response to “Climbing to the Audio Summit: Turntables” was truly amazing.
The comments really were, for the most part, insightful, and some manufactures should read them.
I also have to think that those who read my columns also found the turntable histories of fellow
audiophiles equally entertaining.
I did say at the outset that some dates of gear may not be accurate.
The Garrard Zero 100 TT is a perfect example. I was living in an apartment in Manhattan with my
girlfriend and her brother on and off from 1969-72.
Lots of audio gear came and went and who bought what and when is somewhat of a blur.
I also realized that there was a Lenco TT somewhere in that pile during that time as well!
Also the Stad TT was indeed French (a Jean Francois Le Tellec model) bought in NYC in 1985 from a
dealer on Park Avenue who lasted about 1 year in a town pretty much controlled by Lyric HiFi and
Sound By Singer. It looked very exotic with green glass platters and I had it mounted on a Target
wall mount.
I did have fun with that list, and now comes the Amps/Pre-amps/Phono stages list. Again, exact years
of ownership are based on my memory so I have done my best.

It also seems that, having not been a reviewer, I owned lots and lots more stuff then one should
rationally own during the time frames listed. It shows that I was probably motivated by the very
insecure feeling that nothing was ever good enough as well as influenced by magazine reviews.
That’s right. I am always, like most of you, totally guilty of chasing the dragon!
Having said that, I will also say that during my years working at Lyric Hifi, I slowed down my hifi
upgrades to just about zero for one important reason: I got to play with all the most expensives toys
everyday so I lost some of the neediness. I would just go home and watch TV. I almost stopped
listening to music at home!
Several of the salesman also told me that that would happen. I didn’t believe them at first.
They were correct!
Also note that for the most part things remained unchanged (except for speakers- the subject of part
3) from 1987 to 2013.
The reasons for that also includes 2 divorces! (ok, stop laughing...it happens to be too true).
But, here now is more proof of our collective addiction.
My Amp/Preamp/phono preamp history
1968 SONY 6050 Receiver

1970 Dynaco PAT 3/Dyna 70 AMP
1970 Dynaco hand wired PAT3/ Dynaco 120 AMP
1971 Harman/KARDON Citation 11 (Pre-amp) /12 (Amp)

1973 McIntosh C3 Pre-amp/ HK Citation 12
1974 Phase Linear 400 Amp/MAC C3 pre-amp
1976 Phase Linear 400 Amp/SAE pre-amp-equalizer
1976 DBX Dynamic Range Enhancer
1980 Luxman Integrated amp
1985 Yamaha R-8 Receiver
1985 Perreaux Preamp (purchased at their factory outside Auckland, New Zealand)
1986 PS Audio 200 amp/ PS Audio 4.6 pre-amp
1987 PS Audio 200cx amp/ Audio research SP-11 pre amp
1997 Proceed 5 channel amp/Proceed 5 channel AVP pre-amp
2013 Audio Research DS 225 Class D amp/ Classe SSP-800 Surround Sound processor/Parasound
A31 3 channel amp
2015 Mark Levinson 532 stereo amp/ Parasound A31 3 channel amp/ Classe SSP-800
2017 Replaced the Classe SSP-800 with an NAD M17 Surround processor
2018 Replaced the Mark Levinson 532 with a Pass 250.8 amp
Sold the Parasound and did not replace it to completely remove any video signals going through the
system due to grounding issues in my apartment building and return the system to pure audio.

Replaced the NAD M17 with a PS Audio BHK preamp.
It also occurred to me that for most of the time, my many preamps had mm phono stages built in
because I used moving magnet cartridges almost exclusively until about 10 years ago when I
switched to moving coils.
Phono stages owned in the last 10 years:
Audio Research PH 3
ASR Basis Exclusive
EAT Glo S Tube Pre-amp
PS Audio NuWave Phono Converter (NPC)

Rikers
Music'al Notes
Written by Roy Hall

“Roy, would you do me a favor? Can you visit Sammy in Rikers Island? He is stopping there for a few
weeks on his way upstate to prison and he is lonely.”
This request came from a friend of mine who was Sammy’s uncle. He had been delayed on the west
coast and couldn’t get back east in time to see him. I immediately said yes for two reasons. The first
was to do a good deed for a friend and the second was sheer curiosity. Rikers was the most infamous
prison in New York and the opportunity to visit it (legally) was all too tempting.
I had known Sammy since he was a kid but his criminal tendencies didn’t manifest themselves until
his teens when he got a job selling tickets at car shows around the country. He noticed that the same
tickets were used for all the shows and as no one in the company counted the unsold tickets, he stole
blocks of them and hired an army of friends to approach people heading for the show. They sold
them for half price. Surprisingly he was never caught doing this and made a tidy sum in the process.
He subsequently went to school in Arizona and became an accountant. I had run into him at a party
and he told me that he was now the controller of a large New York company. In conversation he
hinted about their substantial cash flow and how they didn’t seem to take advantage of financial
opportunities available to them. It turned out that Sammy decided to take advantage himself and the
next time I heard of him was when he was arrested for embezzlement. He was accused and
subsequently found guilty of embezzling 2.8 million dollars. Most of it was spent in Las Vegas,
gambling and living the high life. Apparently what happens in Vegas doesn’t always stay there.

Rikers Island is adjacent to La Guardia Airport. You often see it when taking off and landing at
runway 4/22. I often thought it cruel to be next to an airport. The constant air traffic must remind
the inmates of freedom denied.
You cannot drive on to the island itself. I discovered this when I approached the well-armed guard
post at the entrance to the bridge. I was ordered to park my car in the lot and wait for the city bus to
carry me over. Unprepared for this I had no change on me when the bus arrived. The driver,
nonplussed, let me on for free. The 3-minute drive across the bridge took me to a different world.
On entering the compound I had to walk through a metal detector similar to the ones used in
airports. I stood in line at the information desk, showed my ID and asked for Sammy. I was told to
go to room three and wait. Room three was quite large with a few chairs and a locked door opening
to a courtyard. It was painted in intuitional green; was run down and had an air of despair about it.
The door, like the windows had bars and chicken wire. I sat down to wait. A steady stream of young
black women slowly filled the chairs. Most were silent and had sullen expressions. There was an air
of resignation about them. Some brought their children who also seemed forlorn. We sat and waited
and waited and waited. Forty-five minutes later a bus arrived, the guard opened the door and we
boarded. After the bus door was closed and locked, we took off and looped across the courtyard
stopping at a building facing the one we had just left. We had travelled about thirty feet. On exiting
we went through another metal detector and were each given a set of locker keys. This room was
quite large but oppressive. There were many rows of benches and a few chairs scattered around. At
one end was a counter that accepted gifts for the prisoners. The guards opened the packages and
each item was thoroughly examined. Being a novice, I didn’t think to bring anything. (Next time, I
thought. If there is a next time.) We were ordered to place everything we were carrying in the
lockers. All money, wallets, keys personal effects etc. We then sat down and waited and waited and
waited.
After what seemed like an interminable time my name was called and I went through a third metal
detector, this time with my pockets turned inside out. I was also patted down. I was taken upstairs
and led into a room that looked like a cafeteria. It had rows of tables and chairs. I sat down at one.
Other visitors did the same. Eventually Sammy came and sat down. I asked how he was doing. He
said he was fine but he was bored as he had little to do and spent a lot of time watching movies. I
enquired about the conditions and other prisoners but he just told me that he was keeping his head
down and trying not to interact with anyone. The hubbub in the hall was quite loud and I suffer from
that type of deafness that makes listening to a conversation, amid ambient noise, difficult. I pulled
my chair closer to Sammy and was immediately scolded by a guard for moving too close to the
prisoner. Sammy told me that he had no remorse and expected to get caught. The sentence he
received, one year in a medium security prison, he thought reasonable and doable. Frankly, I
thought it far too short. Apparently he had not squandered all the stolen money and had saved it for
his expensive and successful legal defense.
After all that effort just to get in to see him, I found our conversation rather boring. What was more
interesting was the couple sitting next to us. The visitor was a young black woman no more than
nineteen. When her boyfriend (?) arrived, she folded her arms and immediately turned sideways
facing me. She had an angry look on her face and her body bristled with attitude. This electric
silence lasted fifteen to twenty minutes when suddenly she turned to face him and started
screaming. Her fury was immense and her boyfriend, a tall, well built black man, withered under the
assault. He tried to say something but she wouldn’t let him talk. When she had finished, she folded
her arms again and turned sideways. She sat that way for the rest of the one-hour session. Neither
of them spoke again.
When the hour was over, I descended the stairway, collected my belongings and sat down to wait for

the bus. I noticed that some of the same people I had come in with were still waiting to see their
loved ones. I had been lucky; I was in the first batch. By this time I had been in Rikers over four
hours. I sat down to await the bus. I waited and waited and waited. Eventually it arrived and we
were whisked across the courtyard. On finally exiting the compound, we stampeded to the waiting
city bus and freedom.

The Mysterious Binder
Vintage Whine
Written by Bill Leebens

I wrote about ephemera back in Copper #37. In that column I wrote (and I'm quoting myself
because I don't think I can say it any better now): "I also learned that there was a fancy name for the
category of collectibles that included those [train] schedules, along with brochures, flyers,
catalogs—all the stuff that was never expected to be saved. Because of the inherently ephemeral
nature of such things—here today, gone tomorrow—that category is known as ephemera (ee-FEMer-uh). A lovely name, no? Almost Biblical."
Our itinerant recording engineer/DIY builder of things that don't usually burst into flames, Duncan
Taylor, plopped a black leatherette binder in front of me this morning. Having been bitten in the ass
by all manner of legal documents in the past, I cautiously lifted the corner of the cover.
"This was my granddad's stuff, " Dunc said, as I leafed through a sheaf of receipts, warranty cards,
manuals, booklets, and product literature. The stuff was all about audio gear---amps, tuners,
speakers, cartridges, and turntables, from the '50s to the '70s.
"I guess the tube doesn't fall far from the amplifier," I said.
"Yeah, I got the bug from him," Duncan said.
So what was in that binder?

My first impression was that I'd unearthed one of my Dad's innumerable files. Dad also stashed
receipts and warranty cards for things long-vanished from the face of the Earth. I'm not sure if packrattery was a trait of the Depression generation, or if it was just a coincidence. But there they were,
dozens of palm-sized yellow and white paper receipts with the familiar bluish tracery of a multi-leaf
pad, with the spidery handwriting and occasional misspellings characteristic of human effort. These
days the anonymous machine-printed thermal paper receipts provide no evidence of human
involvement, and that damned thermal crap will likely fade away in a decade. Someday, future
generations will look at their forebear's file folders, filled with slightly-sticky pieces of paper, all
blank---and those future archaeologists will wonder, "what the hell---".
Anyway. Not the case here. I recognized some of the companies listed on the receipts: David Beatty
Stereo and Burstein-Applebee were still around in Kansas City back when I started in audio.
House of Sound and Sight of West Palm Beach was still around in the '70's; that receipt in the
center is for a P-E (Perpetuum-Ebner, a peculiar name, even more-peculiarly revived) turntable and
a Bang & Olufsen SP-14 cartridge. The Allied receipts---a whole pile of them---all say "Allied Radio
Shack". I hadn't realized that Allied was also a Tandy property in the chain's declining years. Even
more surprising was the discovery, courtesy of Wikipedia, that Allied is still around as a wholesale
distributor.
Sorting the binder's contents by category---once a student librarian, always a student librarian---I
discovered a familiar batch of material from Audio Research Corporation, familiar because I'd
received much of it from ARC myself. God bless those patient manufacturers who faithfully
responded to the handwritten requests of 16-year-old me.
What I never had was a letter from company President, Bill Johnson, though I met him a number of
times. Duncan's grandfather, Dr. James McVay, may have been known to Johnson, judging by the
friendly tone of the note. The rest of the batch was the familiar stuff: info on the then-new Dual 75
amp, news of the Magneplanar speakers then distributed by ARC, a schematic of the Dual 51, and
the literature for the SP-3A-1 preamp. Not only had I had all the paper material, I'd had a tri-amped
set of Maggie Tympanis with D-51s and D-75. The passive crossover is news to me (I'd had an
electronic crossover, the EC-4), and it was good to see the familiar name of Wendell Diller---still
around as Magneplanar's sales manager.

There were a few other pieces of literature and ephemera from the late '60's and 'early '70s: a JBL
warranty card from the Arnold Wolf period ('69-'80) for the classic LE8T fullranger; a brochure for
the AR-5, little brother to the AR-3a; an Empire full-range brochure, complete with cheesy sexist
pics.

But the mother lode was an assortment of material from the mid-to-late '50s. Some of it was really
eye-opening.
You guessed it: we'll go into those goodies in the next issue of Copper.

Jesca Hoop
... And Indie for All
Written by Anne E. Johnson

I can’t imagine a more auspicious start to an indie songwriter’s career than the one Jesca Hoop had
in the early 2000s. She was nanny to the children of Tom Waits. Understandably impressed by her
idiosyncratic musical efforts (something he knows a thing or two about), Waits introduced her to
industry folks who would appreciate her unconventional work.
Hoop’s voice is rich and her style odd. As a Californian who’s made England her home, she lets in
the edges of British vowels and consonants, giving her a mystifying, Audrey Hepburn-like accent.
But it never sounds affected, only like a true glimpse of what she hears in her own head. Actually,
that’s not a bad way to describe her songs in general.
She started with a bang, releasing the album Kismet in 2007. In “Seed of Wonder” you can hear the
articulate nature of her thoughts, both lyrical and musical. Just as characteristic is the way ideas
cross over and bump into each other. The words come non-stop, phrases growing sideways from
other phrases. And the harmony pops into new keys – and the melody into new registers -- with no
warning.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vA_wyqNatxg

The rhythmic opening of “Intelligentactile 101” shows Hoop’s reggae influence, a flavor that brings
a zing to her early songs. You can tell a lot about her musical personality by listening to that
accompaniment, the way it hops around, sometimes obscuring the downbeat, introducing a distorted
electronic ghost voice in a way that backup singers would normally be used. And through it all,
acoustic folk instruments like mandolin keep the sound from going too pop. The high-pitched,
breathy voice makes you expect a vacuous bubble-gum love song, but there’s an intense braininess
behind the fluff. I don’t think Hoop would be offended by a comparison to the B-52’s.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ApZ9W-cd1rc

Another early song that teaches the listener a lot about Hoop is “Silverscreen” (which she also
rerecorded this as an acoustic track for the 2011 EP Snowglobe). The lyrics and their delivery drip
with self-deprecating humor while this unapologetically modern woman imagines herself as a
delicate, gossamer film star in Hollywood’s golden age. Maybe more to the point, Hoop seems to
have the mind of a director, constantly juggling and planning a hundred things at once. Her songs
sound like the inside of that kind of brain.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=w_L8ewNJAvo

In 2009 Hoop released the album Hunting My Dress. For “Whispering Light,” she lets fellow
singer/songwriter Willy Mason take the lead vocals while she backs him up. Oh, that dissonant
melody! With lyrics that (as far as I can tell) paint life as analogous to a trek through the wilderness,
what could be more appropriate than those surprising painful notes and weird rhythmic turns?
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=IZooPT3DaSI

As an independent mind and a bit of an enigma, Hoop is inspired by other artists who rebel against
society’s expectations. For her 2012 album, The House That Jack Built, she created an homage to
one of the great iconoclasts of the early 21st century, the London graffiti artist and political activist
known as Banksy.
“Ode to Banksy” begins “My pencil is dull, my pencil is dull, there’s not much lead left in my pencil.”
That lyrical silliness turns to dark humor (a dig at Banksy’s overly distilled political imagery,
maybe?) with lines like “Suicide bombers just need a hug.” The song has a bouncy American punk
feel reminiscent of early Talking Heads.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=mAPzw-BeFTg

Also from The House That Jack Built is “Peacemaker,” which continues that multi-layered, highenergy, electronic aesthetic. The medievalist poetic imagery is rich, even if its meaning is murky. It’s
about men’s strengths versus women’s. It’s about the irony of going to war for the sake of peace. But
primarily, it’s about sex, and the lurid refrain moans with primal lust, all the easier to hear through
the bedroom wall because the instruments have gone quiet. (Explicit lyric warning.)
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hPG3Cn5iFxA

Gentle in its darkness, “Murder of Birds,” from the 2014 album Undress, displays both Hoop’s
admirable acoustic guitar chops and the hauntingly wide range of her voice. She leaps and scoops,
shaping each musical phrase like a sculptor’s curved tool plucking at wet clay. As ever, the rhythmic
structure changes. The meter loosens from straight duple time to lilting 6/8 twice, signifying the
change from painful reality to wishful thinking.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tEDr0O1Nnrg

Hoop’s most recent album is Memories Are Now (2017). The music videos and promotion have been
pumped up a notch, but Hoop is her old self: free from strict meter and traditional production
concerns. She’s grown beyond the eye-twitching dissonances of her earlier work, but there’s still
nothing conventional about her. The title song is a break-up declaration, as bursting with defiance
and personal strength as you’d expect (no sitting and weeping in the corner for this woman), and no
less powerful for being served on a platter of nothing but spare guitar patterns and tambourine.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=s79pNrycneQ

The album’s final track is “The Coming.” It’s slow and aching and rewards patience. As with
“Memories Are Now,” the accompaniment is barely there. This ballad succeeds in the impossible
task of being both hopeless and hopeful at the same time: She’s taking on her doubts about religious
faith; it seems these doubts have changed her way of thinking about everything. Pulling together the
language to effectively express such difficult thought processes and internal conflicts is very rare. If
you need proof that Jesca Hoop is an important spokesperson for the human condition, this is it.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xe4xU6g-kzk

The Blues: Willie (who was also blind)
Johnson
Music to My Ears
Written by WL Woodward

Out of one the darkest periods of our history came a style of music that would have never happened
without the slave trade. Let me be clear, for one man to even think it’s OK to own another man is
abhorrent and makes me more than a little afraid for our species. To then treat freed slaves with the
horrid conditions we as a country forced them into is monumentally mystifying. I don’t care what
the Bible says about slavery. The Bible also says it’s OK to stone a person if they blaspheme the
name of the Lord. Try that in a Walmart and see what it gets ya.
Over the next few months I will write about some of the early, and perhaps somewhat obscure to the

gentle reader, blues artists from the beginning of the art form or at least where we started recording
them. A lot’s been written about guys like Muddy Waters and Robert Johnson and I will not
challenge the words of better men. Instead I will focus more on folks like Charley Patton, Lemon
(who was also blind) Jefferson, Bessie Smith, Son House and Willie (who was also blind) McTell.
Not every issue, and it might take me 6 months to get through these guys. But they were all
important and worth some study. Bear with me folks. You might get bored to zombie land but I’ll
have a ball.
This can be a touchy subject so let me say this. I may upset some by not talking about guys like
Leadbelly and WC Handy. I am not here to lecture you on the birth of the blues. Again, better men.
I’m nominally researching people I don’t know much about and passing it on. That’s it. If you start
an argument like ‘Who Was The Father of the Blues’ I will form a posse and find your ass. By the
way, why do subjects like the beginnings of anything make people so crazy? Weird.
The first I will cover is possibly my favorite. Willie Johnson was a gifted songwriter, an amazing
vocalist by any standard and a true innovator on the slide guitar. Today’s slide guys like Derek
Trucks and Ry Cooder point to specific songs like ‘Nobody’s Fault But Mine’ and ‘Dark Is the Night,
Cold is the Ground’ as the definitive moments in slide innovation and even still some of the best slide
work ever done and we will cover them here. But first we go back a ways.
Willie Johnson was born in Pendleton, TX just before the end of the 19th century in 1897. All of the
people we’ll talk about, except Charley Patton (1887) and Son House (1902) were born within 4
years of each other and so a fertile ground was being laid. History from this period was pretty gray,
especially for indigenous peoples, and there are more stories than historical accounts.
At five Willie was either given a cigar box guitar by his dad (one story) or Willie made it himself
(another story). Willie J was not born blind. At 7 his dad and stepmother were arguing and either
she threw the bottle of lye at the boy on purpose (one account) or she threw it at Willie’s dad and it
missed and hit the boy in the face (account number 2). Doesn’t matter how. Willie was blinded for
life.
Johnson emerged from childhood a dedicated evangelist preacher well known for his fiery sermons
and spiritual songs. In fact, Willie J never considered himself a bluesman, instead a singer of
spiritual songs and certainly the recordings of his material back that up. These songs are primarily
spiritual in nature and not blues as it would come to be expressed. But the influence that Johnson
had on bluesmen, especially like Robert Johnson and Howlin Wolf, was significant.
In 1923 Francis Buckley Walker was promoted to the head of Columbia’s ‘race’ division, that despite
the derogatory term was dedicated to the discovery of ethnic talent. Of course there was no honor
in their method; they’d discovered a market for records in the black population. Walker had heard a
blues singer in a saloon in Selma in 1917 and he set about finding her. With the help of a local
promoter he did find Bessie Smith and brought her to New York and started recording hits.
With Walker’s success, by 1927 he was able to setup a makeshift studio in Dallas to record local
talent. Willie Johnson was a well-known preacher and had a wide range of songs which Walker
started to document. Johnson had a hit with “I Know His Blood Can Make Me Whole" and "Jesus
Make Up My Dying Bed" that eclipsed even Bessie Smith’s latest record for which he was paid $50
and a sum to give up the rights, a substantial amount of money for the time.
In December 1928 Columbia again recorded Johnson, including ‘Keep the Lamp Trimmed and
Burning’ with his wife as backup vocalist. The two had a unique field holler vocal style trading off
lyric lines. But what is most remarkable to me is his melodic slide playing here. If you listen to early

Muddy Waters which is more than ten years later his slide playing was a little violent and even crude
but symptomatic of his whole style. Now listen carefully to what Johnson is doing here, both with
the sweet slide soloing and the stride piano style to his rhythm playing. In his slide work you can
hear how he can get 3 or 4 notes out of one hit on the string with incredible expression and
accuracy. Also consider that an early blues archivist who’d seen Willie said he used a pocket knife
as a slide. Had to have been hard to control as you’re using that plastic edge and balancing an angle
not natural to a pocket knife. But once you’re used to something…Joe Walsh has this great story
about how he was using a slide from a cold pill bottle favored by Duane Allman and after making his
first money scoured the country for these cold pills and got on a Fed Drug List. That Joe.
Note from the only picture I’ve found of Johnson, the cup wired to the end of his Stella guitar for
contributions.
https://youtu.be/QjHl-57_I0g

This next exemplifies his incredible vocal style. Called ‘chest singing’ Willie J could switch
effortlessly between his velvet style to this blast of power in which you can hear layers that include
his standard voice under this violent howl. This recording of ‘Nobody’s Fault But Mine’ is also a
favorite of Eric Clapton’s who said this was the precursor and example for every slide player since.
https://youtu.be/Y_o4omd8T5c

‘Soul of a Man’. This is an evangelical preacher whose faith in the Lord is solid. But here in the
halcyon of the 20’s is asking “OK, I get it. We have a soul that will transcend this life. But what the
heck does that mean?” By the way, the picture with the audio is not Johnson but Willie McTell.
https://youtu.be/7MdI2xPHw_k

‘John the Revelator’ has been covered by many artists including Gov’t Mule and Derek Trucks.
Again, an example of the call-and-answer style of letting the backup finish the line and the lead
setup the beginning of the next line.
https://youtu.be/5hucTDV1Fvo

Between 1927 and 1930 Willie Johnson was recorded in five sessions resulting in close to 40 sides.
The Depression brought hard times for everyone, especially entertainers and ended a lot of the
careers of the fringe guys. Some songs by Willie J were re-released in 1932 but he never recorded
after that last session in 1930. He did continue to work in churches and towns around Texas into the
1940’s. In 1945 his house in Beaumont, TX burned to the ground. With no place to go, he slept in
the burnt ruins of the house. Willie Johnson contracted pneumonia, and after being denied access to
local hospitals died on September 18, 1945 at the age of 47. Dat, right there, is the Blues.
‘Dark was the Night, Cold was the Ground’ was written by Johnson about the crucifixion of Christ
and called by Jack White "the greatest example of slide guitar ever recorded". It is a haunting and
exhilarating example of a man’s soul crying through his instrument. As you listen to it, dig this. In

1977 Carl Sagan and a group of scientists were tasked with placing recordings on the outbound
space traveler Voyager for posterity and possible discovery by an alien race. There were examples
of sounds from Earth with frogs, thunderstorms, volcanoes, human laughter and greetings in 55
languages. 27 musical recordings were sent, including this recording of ‘Dark was the Night’. Just
thinking of this recording traveling through the deep detached cold of space raises hairs on the back
of my soul.
https://youtu.be/MH4metotdRk

[I'll throw in two bits of trivia here---I didn't want to interrupt Woody's wonderfully-atmospheric
piece.
[First---I saw Joe Walsh play numerous times when he lived in Memphis in the '80's, and he
mentioned his use of glass Coricidin bottles as slides. He said that when plastic bottles were coming
into vogue, he went around buying up stocks of the glass-bottled pills from drug stores. According to
Wikipedia---and of course, they're never wrong---the use of Coricidin bottles as slides started with
Duane Allman. Maybe it did.
Second--- Some melodic threads in "Dark Was the Night..." brings to mind the Stones' "You Gotta
Move"---but it's much more affecting.
Finally---a tip of the Leebens Lid to John Seetoo for pointing out that I had originally posted a pic of
Blind Willie McTell. My bad---Ed.]

…But It’s An Honor!
Featured
Written by Charles Rodrigues

Schwartz Does NAMM
Featured
Written by Dan Schwartz

st

I’ve just been to my 41 NAMM show. I’ve only been to a few CESs, about a dozen exclusively Hi-Fi
shows, a bunch of AES, but NAMM... I just keep going. For many years I went for what was there,
the new instruments and technology. But for the last 20 (at least, maybe more), I go for the people --there are folks I wouldn’t see any other way.
Also: the AES show keeps shrinking. But NAMM keeps growing --- this year; the Anaheim
Convention Center added a really large, two-story wing that accommodated all the technology
exhibits which, in the dim dark past, were exclusively the domain of the AES.
In ye olde days --- I mean REALLY old --- the convention was held in a ballroom at the Disneyland
Hotel, probably until sometime in the 80s. Those were quaint times. This year was the biggest yet,
occupying an extended hall that is really four (much-larger-than-when-it-was-at Disneyland) halls,
two smaller spaces and the aforementioned double-floor building.
This year there was nothing revolutionary, but the increasing trend of professional recording
equipment being shown at the National Association of Music Merchandisers show (as opposed to the
Audio Engineering Society show) does say something. A huge part of the studios in NY have now
closed, as real estate prices have seen buildings “re-purposed” or torn down, and quite a few of my
friends have abandoned the town for other places. It feels as if the manufacturers of recording gear
are going increasingly for a different market.
As I stood in line to pick up my badge, Yamaha’s Disklavier System, playing an impressionistic piece
I didn’t recognize, serenaded me:
I first stopped in at guitar builder Dana Bourgeois’ booth to say hi (my pass was from him). Typically,
he had a number of pretty incredible acoustic 6-strings. I was happy to listen, but I’m no guitar
player. Dana is from Lewiston, ME, and I don’t ever get by there.
Around the corner was Rick Turner, who immediately said, “Want to see ‘Best in Show’?” and took

me to see: a chair. Yes, a chair, the Monchair: made of wood, with strings strung along the back. (All
it needs is some method of strumming those strings automatically.) Its works are very
straightforward --- and very effective. (Although, even during it’s relatively quiet first hour, NAMM
isn’t the quietest place to experience something like that.) It’s intended for therapy, and if I’d gone
back to NAMM I would have paid it a visit each day.
Turner had an array of 4, 5 and 6-string basses and a number of amazing guitars. I was particularly
drawn to one quite beautiful bass, a Model One with a piezo bridge --- that is, a bridge with a piezo
pickup in it. He had brought a banjo with a new kind of pickup --- actually a miniature microphone --to demonstrate how effective, how acoustically realistic, it is. It is. He and his son Elias have
patented the design.
Then it was off to see Ned Steinberger to talk about the broken leg-rest on my very old ’81 L2
fretless. Ned informed me that the warranty had likely run out on the bass. Bummer, I say --- it’s
only 37 years old. (Ned is out of Nobleboro, ME, so I’m grateful for the once-a-year ability to checkin.)

I went by Michael Tobias’ MTD booth --- he was, as usual surrounded by fans and appreciators. But
it was far too crowded when I went by for me to see anything. Michael lives in Kingston, NY,
although he used to have a shop right on Cahuenga Blvd. in Hollywood, when I bought a 1960
Fender Precision from him.
In the “audio engineering” wing, there was a bit of interest for me. Ken Scott and Brian Kehew were
there doing something-or-other for Sound Techniques, a resurrected brand of recording/mixing
console that Ken used in the late 60s and early 70s at Trident Studio in London. No sense of how it
sounds, though I saw that Ken actually did some mixing a bit later on. How, I have no clue, it was
already so loud. Further along in the hall I chatted with two microphone makers (among other
things), EveAnna Manley of Manley Labs and David Bock of Bock Audio, across the aisle from each
other.

I cruised in and out of Taylor, who used to build a fascinating bass, but no more. I don’t know who
owns the D’Angelico name now, but whoever it is, they’ve decided to compete on the same turf as
everybody else. It seems a shame to me.

My beloved Guild was there, having its 4th or 5th owner since being sold off by --- who? Avnet? I can’t
remember. Nothing really new, just reissuing the 60s, but the Starfire line has expanded a bit.
Late in the day I spotted the booth of my local (like, a mile and a half) guitar maker, James Trussart.
I looked but, as I’m mostly looking at basses, didn’t see anything new from him. His metal
instruments aren’t really to my taste, but I have friends who use them, and they’re very interesting
to see.
In recent years there has been a large booth that is devoted to boutique guitar builders; a friend of
mine referred to as the arch-top booth, but this year, at least, not so many arch-tops. There was a
fascinating guitar from Maxwell Custom Guitars of New Zealand with a sort-of arched top: it was
actually carved on a CNC-machine. Its tone was sort of mid-rangy and quiet. More work to be done
on that one I think, but a promising start.
As I was on my way out, I had a flashback --- the Gizmotron. (The what? you say…)
Yes, the Gizmotron: a set of rotating wheels, mounted over a guitar or a bass’s bridge, that one
pushes down individually to “bow” the string. First introduced in about 1979 (I was there) by Lol
Crème and Kevin Godley, late of 10cc, following their duet multi-album set, Consequences --allegedly recorded as a demo for the device. They did four or five records, two of which I’m
extremely fond: L and Freeze Frame. Both feature the original Gizmotron to great effect. (They

went on to a not-insignificant career directing music videos, like Herbie Hancock’s “Rockit.”)
Anyway, the Gizmotron has been resurrected by a company in the Jersey ‘burbs of NYC, claiming to
have worked out the bugs. I have no idea if that’s true, but I welcome it back. I hope it catches on a
bit.

Bach Violin Sonatas
Something Old / Something New
Written by Anne E. Johnson

J.S. Bach’s works for solo violin are compositional marvels that show off the instrument’s potential
while allowing the musician to indulge in intellectual and emotional exploration. In three recent
recordings, violinists have taken on the challenge of proving themselves worthy of this glorious
music.
German violinist Christian Tetzlaff (seen above) is the rare bird who can genuinely be said to play
Baroque and Romantic composers equally well. If this were only a matter of technique, the
accomplishment would not be so rare. It takes a deep understanding of the way European musical
language changed through the centuries. Tetzlaff is not an early-music specialist, but he gets Bach
at a deep level. His 2017 recording on the Ondine label of Bach’s Sonatas and Partitas for Solo Violin
(his third recording of the cycle) proves that. Again.
I tend to test a player’s Baroque sea-legs, so to speak, by seeing how they do with preludes or
similar opening movements, intended in the tradition to have an improvisatory sound even when
they were carefully composed, as Bach’s were. So, here’s Tetzlaff playing the Preludio that opens the
Partita No. 3 in E major. Fiery yet precise, with a clear declamation of all those polyphonic layers
that Bach gives to the violin one note at a time, like the tiny folds in a huge origami castle.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=rcv8ntCvASI

Maybe the secret of Tetzlaff’s sound is his ability to wield razor-sharp technical mastery with both
massive strength and lacy delicacy. The Fuga from the Sonata No. 1 in G minor is a jungle bloom

floating on the tide; you worry that a wave will crush its wondrous beauty.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=h6NRNdASbOY

Of course, any review of the Sonatas and Partitas must by law mention the beloved Chaconne from
the Partita No. 2 in D minor. Baroque authenticity hard-liners will argue with the tempo, the amount
of rubato, the vibrato. True, those aspects are all “wrong” from the standpoint of historically
informed performance. Nevertheless, this particular recording is an explosion of color and light that
left me breathless. Tetzlaff gives clear purpose to every one of Bach’s harmonic motions, painting
them in an endless range of dynamics and textures for intricate emotional effect.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=mTTT5_oX69Q

Bach’s hand-written score of the violin sonatas and partitas was marked with the German phrase
“Sei Solo” (Let it be a solo). That instruction was necessary in the late Baroque because everyone
assumed that melodic instrumental and vocal music would be accompanied at the very least by some
instrument that could play chords. That was the default, you might say. So those unaccompanied
works were somewhat unusual – not for Bach, but for the Baroque in general.
Nevertheless, in the early 1720s Bach did also write six of the more common type of violin sonata,
where the solo instrument is supported by harpsichord. This is not quite the same as traditional
basso continuo, because in these Bach sonatas the harpsichord part is almost entirely written out
rather than using “figured bass,” the chord abbreviations common at the time. During Bach’s time,
the word “Sonata” implies a suite of four or five movements with Italian tempo markings.
Happily, all six of Bach’s Sonatas for Violin and Harpsichord have recently come out in a riveting
recording from Harmonia Mundi, featuring violinist Isabelle Faust and harpsichordist Kristian
Bezuidenhout.
The opening Adagio of the Sonata 1 in B minor, BWV 1014 is more aching than stately, which
prepares the listener for Faust’s approach to this music. Bezuidenhout starts on his own, and then
Faust enters subtly, as if her violin were an outgrowth of his harpsichord.
Instead of giving declaratory statements, her phrases in the slow movement meander, like Ophelia’s
songs before she drowns. That sound is thanks in part to Faust’s use of gut strings to give her
late-17th century instrument an authentic Baroque timbre. She’s also avoiding vibrato, which makes
each pull of her bow like a keening. The slight madness of the violin line reminds me of Andrew
Manze’s “stilus phantasticus” recordings and concerts with his trio Romanesca some twenty years
ago.
The second movement, although it’s marked Allegro, refuses to be chipper. Each phrase seems to
find Faust and Bezuidenhout reaching for something. The perfection of their ensemble is almost
beyond belief. Every tiny pause or lift at phrase ending or climax could be a single creature
breathing.
But Faust is not stuck in some thick emotional cocoon. When she needs to shake off the drama, she
does so, as in the Sonata 2 in A major, BWV 1015. She and Bezuidenhout take the tempo marking of
the third movement, Andante un poco (literally, “going a little”) to heart with a rather brisk walking
pace. This exquisite movement has a highly ornamented French style, which Faust executes with

convincing majesty.
The Presto that closes the second sonata flows swiftly without any sense of being rushed; I imagine
it’s how someone in an 18th century courts would need to appear entirely in control even if she were
late to dinner with the king. Quick and purposeful, not strident or panicked.
None of the tracks of this excellent recording are available on YouTube, but you can hear all six
sonatas on Spotify:
https://open.spotify.com/album/6i6Z9NBgYFhTKfyekP2Ick
And here’s a charming and informative interview with the two artists discussing their instruments
and this repertoire:
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Lzlqtpa2wSQ

Mastering these works is not as easy as some might imagine. Guido de Neve also recorded the
accompanied sonatas recently on the Etcetera label, with fellow Belgian Frank Agsteribbe on
harpsichord. There’s less skill and magic in this pairing than we get from the Faust/Bezuidenhout
duo.
De Neve seems to consider these sonatas to be solo works with backing, rather than a seamless and
equal joint effort. That effect is surely helped along by the sound production – the harpsichord is less
acoustically prominent than the violin – but it’s also in de Neve’s playing. You can hear this in the
opening Largo of Sonata 4 in C minor, BWV 1017. The violin’s voice is detached, floating above
Agsteribbe’s key-strikes rather than in tandem with them, as if the harpsichord were weaving a
safety net below.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=lIKILhoF8_o

The cooperation between players is more convincing in Sonata 5 in F minor, BWV 1018, but that
accomplishment is undermined by some baffling musical choices. For example, they play the fourth
movement like an Allegretto (if you’re being generous), but Bach marked it Vivace. This is not my
definition of lively:
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RbCueFDs6zU

Pop over to Spotify right now and listen to Faust and Bezuidenhout skip nimbly through the same
movement. You’ll be glad you did.

Some Good News, Some Bad News
Industry News
Written by Bill Leebens

In Copper #51 we wrote about the demise of Thiel Audio. The reality of the situation was that the
Thiel that was important to audiophiles and music lovers, died long ago. The company that recently
went out of business merely carried a familiar name.
There is good new coming out of that demise, however. The service department of Thiel was the only
part of the "real Thiel" that still remained in existence, and it has been run by Rob Gillum, who
started with Thiel in 1981. Gillum recently purchased the service department, parts, materials and
all, from Thiel. The thousands of Thiel speakers out in the world can be maintained, repaired and
updated---Gillum is working on what he calls "hot rod" kits to upgrade the performance of old
models---by the leading expert in the field.
Our friend Ted Green at the Strata-gee newsletter delivered the full story here. A website for the
new/old venture, Coherent Source Service, can be found here.

And now for the bad news. Thiel and Gibson have been paired in this column more than once. The
big story for Gibson, which owns a number of audio and musical instrument companies, has been the
incredible debt load the company is carrying.

Gibson recently elected to present new products at CES rather than at musical instrument show
NAMM, as they have traditionally done, increasing talk of financial woes. Just in the last week, the
company's CFO left, and while the company was able to make a $16M coupon payment on a $375M
loan, fears of bankruptcy continue, and the company seeks to restructure its debt with a loan
package of over haldf a billion dollsrd---$550M.
As usual, Strata-gee has all the details.

Audio Fidelity: Andrea Bass
The Copper Interview
Written by John Seetoo

[Back in Copper #44 I devoted a Vintage Whine column to the 60th anniversary of the singlegroove stereo disc, first launched by the small American indie label Audio Fidelity. As there was a lot
of interest in that piece, John Seetoo interviewed Andrea Bass, daughter of Audio Fidelity founder
Sid Frey. In issues to come, you'll see more stories about Audio Fidelity and its artists. ---Ed.]
Audio Fidelity’s name in the annals of recorded music was secured when the label released the first
commercial long playing stereo record in 1957 of the Dukes of Dixieland with recordings of trains on
the flip side. Founded by entrepreneur Sid Frey, Audio Fidelity went on to amass an eclectic cross
genre catalog of Bossa Nova, Hawaiian, Jazz, classical organ, marches, bagpipes and sound effects
releases, among others.
Growing up in New York City as the daughter of “Mr. Stereo”, Andrea Bass has a unique perspective
of what the Audio Fidelity era was like during the period in the 1950’s and 1960’s when her father,
Sid Frey, was at the helm.
J.S.: Your father, Sid, was a pretty creative entrepreneur as well as an independent music recording
industry maverick. What family history circumstances do you think contributed to this
individualistic streak, and why do you think it led to his affinity to music to eventually start Audio
Fidelity? Also, what contributions do you think your mother, Rosalind, made for the label?
A.B.: Those are some really good questions. My dad did not have a background in music. He did go
to Stuyvesant High School; back in those days, Stuyvesant had a - mechanical bent. His father
owned a series of bakeries, and he was a very innovative inventor. He invented a host of labor
saving devices for commercial bakeries. I remember my grandmother saying, “The people from
Silvercup (a bread brand in New York City whose facilities have now been converted to TV
production studios) came in”. So he was very creative.
And his mother, Molly, had an amazing coloratura opera voice, which was never commercialized.
She was born in Romania. Her father brought her to the United States when she was 12 years old.
She went to live with her sister and raised her four boys. She had some 3-4 years of public school
education but never had an opportunity to pursue a career. Very bright; she was a math whiz who
could supposedly add up to twenty numbers in her head while working at the bakery. So, the
genetic stock was good. (laughs) But no relatives that I can think of who were musicians.
That being said, my dad was in the Merchant Marine during World War II. Part of his travels took
him to Brazil, and that, I think, is where he became acquainted with Bossa Nova music. And another
part of his legacy is being the first to bring Bossa Nova musicians, artists and songwriters to the US
in 1962 for what was a very famous concert at Carnegie Hall. There were some technical problems
with the concert, but it’s still considered to be a milestone in terms of the advent of Bossa Nova in
the United States.

J.S.: And how about your mother, Rosalind?
A.B.: She was a counterweight to my dad. She was...a very astute stock market investor. When my
father started to make money, he told her, “You go figure out how to invest it.” She took all of the
correspondence classes at the New York Institute of Finance. She became very good at managing
money, and she became a counterweight to him. She was smart, quiet, and unassuming. She was life was a party, but she could also have a terrible temper. A very volatile person.
JS.: Was Sid Frey’s pioneering work in commercializing stereo recordings something of historical
significant awareness to the family at the time? Was it considered just another technical product,
like the train effects and other non musical recordings, since Audio Fidelity records wound up being
used to demonstrate stereo systems in the industry’s infancy, or was there an awareness of a new
market emerging, and why?
A.B: At the time? Well I wasn’t really old enough at the time. But amongst my family members, he
was a hero. I mean, it’s a testament to my mother and everyone else who supported my dad, that
they stood by him and felt he had the wherewithal to start a company like this. He may have had
some entrepreneurial genes, but he had no money and no experience that I know of in the record
business.
My grandmother told me that at one point, he was selling neon signs. But then apparently, he
connected with a guy who was distributing Israeli records, Jewish records for the Seymour Records
series. Stuff like “Hanukkah Music Box” and “Passover Music”. I think, somehow, my father was left
holding the bag for Seymour Records.
And he then got the idea to build up the company, and he started with these “Audio Rarities”, which,
as far as I know, was free content. He had recordings of Laurence Olivier, recordings of Hitler
making speeches, things like how to teach your parakeet to talk…(laughs) It was really...eclectic!
And then, somewhere along the line, he got interested in bullfight music. We had relatives in
Mexico, so he had travelled to Mexico. I don’t know the whole chronology of his records, but I
remember that the bullfight music became a big deal, even before stereo. There were pictures of
him in various newspapers recording bullfight music in Mexico with the tape recorders and
everything, but it was right in the middle of the grandstand of the bullfight ring! So, he had the
wherewithal to pull that off.
I don’t know how he got the stereo idea; maybe he had heard about what Emory Cook and Westrex
had been doing, and somehow got it into his head that this was going to be the way to make his
mark.
J.S: So it was almost like he was constantly hustling to do all kinds of different things…
A.B.: He was a hustler! And somehow, he came across stereo as an idea and how to pull it off. And
he pissed off all the other record labels.
One guy - Robert Angus? Do you know this name? He used to write for either Billboard or
Cashbox,[Angus wrote for Billboard in the ‘50s, and later, High Fidelity---Ed.] and he said he was
covering the Audio Engineering Society events or at least one event where my dad was introducing
stereo. And my dad literally was shouting other people off the stage! (laughs) He was never
involved in politics but he had that kind of a personality.
J.S.: What was Audio Fidelity’s relationship with its artist roster like? Any stories or incidents that
you can recall which shows the way Sid Frey handled his artists?

A.B.: I’m in touch with some of the descendants of the artists or the artists themselves, at different
points in time. For example, the son of one of the guys from the Dukes of Dixieland. He’s like the
Keeper of the Flame. I’ve talked to him. And he said that the Dukes of Dixieland really didn’t trust
my father! I don’t know how he came up with this, because he offered them lots and lots of
money...he wasn’t a big record label, but somehow he convinced them to go along with him. There’s
also guy who was also involved but is not alive anymore named Joe Delaney. He was a writer about
Las Vegas show business. But he was also involved with managing the Dukes of Dixieland.
J.S.: Well, during that era, artists rarely knew anything about the business side of the music
recording industry. I mean, now we know the stories about Sam Phillips and Sun Records or
Leonard Chess and Chess Records. And there’s always two sides to the story. In retrospect, yes, the
artists get a lot more now than they did back then, but there was no real market yet at that time. I
mean, people like Sam Phillips and Sid Frey created the record market for independent label
popular music.
A.B.: From what I know, I don’t think my dad had a reputation for cheating his artists. On the Dukes
of Dixieland website, there’s a picture of a check for $100,000 from Audio Fidelity Records - an
enormous amount!
J.S.: That was real money back in the 1950’s!
A.B.: Right. But of the artists I’ve talked to - they all say, “I didn’t get my royalties.” Like Oscar
Brand, Manny Barty... these people are dead now. I tell them, “I can’t do anything about that now.
My father died in 1968.” But I’ve met some of these artists. I’ve met Johnny Paleo, Louis
Armstrong...the Bossa Nova people...they all came to our house for a party. So I’d say the
relationship was pretty good. He had to have a lot of charm to convince these people to make
records for him! He was an unknown entity! He certainly wasn’t an established label like RCA!
Some of these artists had choices as to whom to record for, and at least for a certain period of time,
they chose to be with Audio Fidelity.
J.S.: Continuing on that topic - Lionel Hampton, The Dukes of Dixieland, Al Hirt, Lalo Schifrin, and
also recordings of flamenco, bagpipes, pipe organ, harmonicas, marches, Hawaiian music, and
Middle Eastern music, among other genres, are all part of the AF catalog releases during Sid Frey’s
time at the helm.
A.B.: I worked in consumer products for twenty years. I know what it takes to launch a new product;
there’s a lot involved. My dad put out like 600 records in a period of 10 years. He had very few
employees. Diane Turman was the head of the PR team and she still is in the field. We’re Facebook
friends. But they did a lot to get the records noticed. My dad and she figured out that publicity was
the way make his reputation. And they got him tons of news clips!
J.S.: Did Sid or your mother cite any particular favorite records and explain why?
A.B.: No particular favorites when he was alive. Years later, something like Bossa Nova might come
on the radio, and my mom would recall, “Oh, daddy recorded that.” My father did have a huge,
monster stereo system - there was an article about it in a hi-fi magazine - and he used to play it full
blast. We lived in an apartment building, and you couldn’t even hear the doorbell ring, it was so
loud! We had soundproofing in the apartment, but it was amazing he was never sued by the
neighbors. When he was just playing records in the house, he often played Bossa Nova. Not even
necessarily his records, but Bossa Nova in general.
J.S.: Why did Sid Frey sell the label in 1965, and what did he do subsequently after that?

A.B.: The company was taken over by a guy named Herman Gimpel in 1965. There were some
rumors...I think he realized that the times were changing and that he wasn’t going to make it in the
pop music business. He had artists like the Teemates that were sort of a Beatles type of band. But
he saw where the industry was headed, and I think he saw that his time had passed. The music
business had some Mafia connections (in New York) and he didn’t want to stay in that circle.
Apart from music, he was also an avid coin collector. Whenever he did something, he went all out
and did it to the hilt. He knew this guy named Hans Schulman , who, to this day, has a gigantic
reputation in the world of numismatics. Hans Schulman used to come to the apartment - this Mr.
Big who sold coin collections to King Farouk of Egypt - and he convinced my father that coin
collection was “the hobby for kings”.
He got involved with publishing a catalogue of Chinese coins. Remember, this was the Sixties before Nixon went to China! He started getting interested in coins while he was still at Audio
Fidelity, but got more into it after he retired. I have no real interest in numismatics, but apparently
some of them were quite valuable and it turned into as good a long term investment as any other
collectible.
I also had a cousin who a techie guy and into CB radio. This was before it got really big in the
Seventies. My dad then got a CB radio for the house, and he got one for the car, and he’d be on that
thing constantly - talking to strangers...he’d go to the ultimate! I remember being in the car
thinking, “Who the hell is he talking to?” But that was another of his hobbies.
J.S.: What do you think is Sid Frey’s greatest achievement and legacy to music recording history,
and how do you think he would like to be remembered?
A.B.: There would be no doubt about the fact that he loved being called, “Mr. Stereo.” I don’t know
if it he or the PR team that came up with that moniker. And people from the Audio Engineering
Society, as of 10-15 years ago, were still hostile towards my father.
J.S.: Hostile?
A.B.: I think they feel that he usurped the introduction of stereo - and he wasn’t the easiest person to
get along with. There was a presentation that went into the history of stereo with German tape, and
the Emory Cook recordings, and they really downplayed my father’s contributions to the industry.
There was also a presentation on the history of recorded sound, and they didn’t even include him!
At one point, I got involved in the AES Historical Society, and became friendly with (the late) Irv
Joel, who was a top engineer at Capitol Records. Anyway, he did the research about my dad and
gave a very nice segment about Audio Fidelity. But other people were quick to credit Emory Cook
for also selling records. It’s kind of like (the debate about) Tesla and Edison. Tesla made many
contributions, but he didn’t get the credit, while Edison became the (commercial) kingpin of the
industry.
J.S.: As an artist in your own right, how do you think your experience growing up in a music and
business environment in NYC has informed your choices of profession?
A.B.: I became an artist after working in marketing for quite a number of years. My family always
encouraged all kinds of creative activities. My mother was an oil painter. My sister and I took piano
lessons, ballet, went to museums. After deciding to really get into art and studying art history, I
now have several mentors in the City College Arts Department that have encouraged my work.
One thing I did learn, and it is somewhat related thematically, is the history of the Barbie doll.

Barbie was a very innovative introduction to the American landscape. Before Barbie, all dolls were
baby dolls, so girls could pretend to be mothers. This unbelievable entrepreneur, Ruth Handler, was
the president of Mattel and created the Barbie doll. In the face of huge opposition, she put out
Barbie in the 1950s and it became the best selling toy in the world. Barbie could change her clothes
and be a stewardess, an astronaut - this was quite an expansion of the toy industry. It turns out that
Ruth was travelling in Europe and got the idea of how the Barbie doll should look because of dolls
that were made from a character in a German semi pornographic comic strip. Ruth Handler saw
something there that could be modified and marketed on a big scale, just like my dad with stereo.

Cinque Terra
Parting Shot
Taken by Paul McGowan

