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Welcome to Copper #92!
With the last gasp of summer comes the start of school years, Labor Day outings and
gatherings...and with any luck you won't be haunted by the earworm of the wretched '60s song that
shared the title of this piece....
In this issue, Prof. Larry Schenbeck introduces us to Swedish composer Allan Pettersson; on the
50th anniversary of that significant weekend, Dan Schwartz ponders Woodstock, and what it
meant; Richard Murison examines the sound of music, and yes, the hills are alive; Jay Jay French
leads you on a speaker chase: what will pair with $75,000 worth of audio gear? The answer may
surprise you. We present Roy Hall's story of his first trip to China, from 2002; Anne E. Johnson’s
Off the Charts brings us cuts from Journey that you may have never heard; J.I. Agnew brings us
the details of how records are pressed; Woody Woodward brings us a warm-up for a new series
with his piece on regional favorites, the Wildweeds; Anne’s Something Old/Something New
brings us the story and music of the largely unsung Clara Wieck Schumann; Tom Gibbs reviews five
more new records---this time with one classical release and one real clunker from a revered singer; I
wonder why things can't be simple in The Audio Cynic, and in Vintage Whine, I look at different
ways to make a turntable go 'round and 'round. Sounds simple, doesn't it?
The second and final part of my report on the California Audio Show appears in this issue---and
during the show, our friend Rich Isaacs visited a Linkwitz open house.
Ken Fritz continues the tale of his amazing homebuilt turntable, with Part 3 in this issue.
Copper #92 wraps up with Charles Rodrigues defining "wretched excess", and a stunning
Parting Shot from new contributor James Schrimpf.

Survive the holiday festivities, and we'll see you next issue!
Leebs.

“Who the hell is Allan Pettersson?”
Too Much Tchaikovsky
Written by Lawrence Schenbeck

Not my words. Just the title of a 1974 TV interview with Pettersson (1911–80).
The simple answer? Pettersson was the most significant Swedish symphonic composer of the late
20th century.
But that’s hardly a simple answer, because Pettersson’s achievement gets qualified in too many
ways. Why “Swedish,” for example? Is there something distinctly national about his work? No—it
draws upon the same variegated stylistic streams that influenced his Western contemporaries. He
studied for short periods with Arthur Honegger, René Leibowitz (12-tone music), Karl-Birger
Blomdahl, and others, then went his own way.
And why “symphonic”? Actually, that makes more sense. Aside from a couple of early song cycles
and a smattering of chamber music, Pettersson devoted himself exclusively to extended orchestral
works and an oratorio, Vox Humana. He needed epic scale and textural complexity, orchestral color
and power, to flesh out narratives he created in the manner of Beethoven, whose work remained a
lifelong touchstone for Pettersson. Just to give you a first taste, here's an early-ish work, the
Symphony No. 3, in four movements [Introduzione, 0:00; Largo, 13:38; Allegro comodo, 22:16;
Allegro con moto, 16:53]:
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=rBpeuoyYvV0&t=61s

So: dead serious, as they say. But also full of drama, energy, rhythm. You might not want this as your
daily swim, but once you jump in . . .
Pettersson realized his narratives largely between 1955 and 1980. It was an era hostile to the
creation of new orchestral music. The Young Lions of the day were Boulez, Stockhausen, Cage,
and—insofar as symphonic music mattered—that Old Lion Charles Ives. Innovators like Ligeti,
Lutosławski, and Penderecki brought in fresh textural notions and aleatoric concepts. Pettersson

swam valiantly upstream in the face of all that.
As his New Grove biographer Rolf Haglund noted, Pettersson “was brought up in poverty by his
atheist father [a blacksmith and a violent alcoholic] and deeply religious mother, who sang Salvation
Army hymns to her children.” Gradually and fitfully he acquired musical training, becoming a violist
and then a composer; you can read more about his struggle here. Pettersson’s professional
breakthrough came in 1968 with the premiere and subsequent recording of his Symphony No. 7 by
Antal Doráti and the Stockholm PO. From then on his reputation grew steadily. The rheumatoid
arthritis that increasingly confined him to his apartment in Södermalm (home to Lisbeth Salander
and other Stieg Larsson characters, incidentally), also left him free to compose music received
warmly in Sweden and abroad. Eventually the efforts of Doráti and others were supplanted and
redoubled by energetic conductor-composer-trombonist Christian Lindberg, who is recording all of
Pettersson’s major works for BIS.
If you’re curious about Pettersson, the next place to go might be Lindberg’s set of Symphonies 5 & 7
(BIS-2240; 2018). The fifth symphony (1960–62) presents Pettersson fully formed and speaking with
his own voice, yet in recognizably traditional form: it flows in one continuous movement, but the
music clearly breaks down into four principal sections. First comes a meditative introduction, its
atonal language leavened—surprisingly—by simpler chordal “resolutions”:
This gives way to an urgent Allegro retaining the introduction's dualisms: on the one hand, we hear
a Beethovenian combination of upper-voice melody and steady rhythmic accompaniment, enriched
by short-breathed motivic interplay. On the other hand, the music’s bleak melodic lines generate
considerable tension.
And so we are propelled into a scherzo-like third section. Texture thins out, but not rhythmic drive:
A fresh buildup of tension dissipates only in the fourth and final section. Here, traditional harmonies
dominate newly transformed, slower themes as the symphony winds down reluctantly to its final
chords. Vestiges of rhythmic intensity linger. Although C remains a focal point, there is no
triumphant turn to C major à la Beethoven. If this is victory, it feels hard-won, temporary.
Symphony No. 7, written a scant five years later and dedicated to Doráti, won two Swedish
“Grammis” awards and was featured repeatedly on Swedish television. Choreographer Birgit
Cullberg used it for her ballet Rapport (1976). Its slow-burning but ferocious opening motive was
even adapted as a jazz composition:
Like Symphony No. 5, this work flows continuously, its reliance on contrasts between motives,
tempos, and moods even more pronounced. Listen to this early section, in which sustained chords
from the trombones compete with restless chromatic gestures from the violins:
Several good performances of the entire work show up on YouTube. Below, we offer a live 2018
performance by Lindberg and the Norrköpping SO, but you may want to compare it with Daniel
Harding’s more expansive reading (which reminds us that Sergiu Celibidache was another
enthusiast for the work).
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5fN5-uKlFv8

What next? Why not Violin Concerto No. 2 (BIS-2290; 2019)? It was written in 1977 for the great Ida
Haendel and then revised, presumably with her input and that of other interested parties, between
1978 and ’80, making it one of the last of Pettersson’s works. (Another, similar work is Symphony
No. 16 for alto saxophone and orchestra, completed mere months before the composer died; see
below.)
This violin “concerto” is really an hour-long, single-movement symphony of sorts, but with a virtuosic
solo violin part. Indeed, the violinist plays almost without interruption, “seemingly in a contest with
the orchestra . . . which, for long stretches, plays powerfully,” as annotator Per-Henning Olsson puts
it. Pettersson himself acknowledged his radical departure from concerto idiom:
The solo violin is incorporated into the orchestra like any other instrument. Contrasting with a
conventional concerto, this work is a matter of lengthy, expansive sections that frequently resolve
themselves in eruptions—not the compartmentalized type of tutti sections in the usual sort of
concerto. Thus the solo violin is [often] eliminated as regards audibility.
Eliminated!?! That’s not something the "usual sort" of violinist would stand for. Clearly, Pettersson
found himself so deeply committed to portraying certain truths that he could not turn aside his
creative impulses for Ida Haendel or anyone else. His lifelong experience with various implacable
oppressions—childhood abuse, institutional indifference, chronic illness, wartime chaos, musical
politics, and more—played a role. We may gain further insight from his comment that the work
depicted “the little man’s struggle against [Leonid] Brezhnev,” who led the USSR from 1964 to’82. I
believe he offered this as a means of depersonalizing a struggle that was obviously personal. In any
case, his protagonist displays remarkable defiance:
At the end, Pettersson offers a measure of tranquillity:
After these searing experiences, where to next? Perhaps Symphony No. 16, composed with American
saxophonist Frederick L. Hemke in mind. In sketches and notes, Pettersson repeatedly referred to
this work as a “saxophone concerto.” Yet, like the Violin Concerto No. 2, it resists the typical
soloistic constructions. You may find it useful to compare Hemke’s own performance (on YouTube
here) with that of Jörgen Pettersson (no relation) under Lindberg and the NSO (here). Hemke makes
it a wilder, somewhat more idiomatic ride, although Per-Henning Olsson, writing for BIS, asserts
that in Lindberg’s reading, the score “has been followed to the letter, including the saxophone part,”
which “has not always been the case.” Duly noted. (The SACD includes that "Who the hell" interview,
incidentally. Pettersson was an uncooperative subject.)
Over the past few years I have also collected and enjoyed most of Christian Lindberg's Pettersson
releases. Good sound, scrupulously commited performances. But I’d love to hear from other ardent
Petterssonians out there about your own favorite recordings.

What Made Woodstock So Different?
Music, Audio, and Other Illnesses
Written by Dan Schwartz

In several years of so very many noteworthy 50th anniversaries, two stand out: the July 20th, 1969
landing of humans on the Moon, and the Woodstock music festival. I admit, what made it so
different, so special in individual and collective memories, has been my focus for the last several
years. And I think I (sort of) finally have it figured out, thanks to the remarkable American
Experience documentary on PBS.
It was an amazing time to be alive --- absolutely thrilling --- and an astonishing time to be an
American. We actually put a couple men on the moon in about 8 years, the equivalent of going from
zero to the speed of light. We conducted the second of many American wars on the planet, and the
first done for no reason but bullheadedness. And the people, such as we were, rose up in objection,
but not before millions of pointless deaths (Allen Dulles strikes again, intervening in stopping Ho Chi
Minh from communicating directly with the American government in 1945). The pride of the moon
landing; the shame of Vietnam.
That summer of ’69, I was 12 years old and my family was traveling in Europe after a year of living
in London. We had moved there, according to mother, to save my father from a nervous breakdown -- he was that upset about the American presence in Vietnam. When “we” landed on the moon, we
were at his brother’s apartment in Budapest, seeing the telecast, uninterrupted.
A few weeks after, my mother and I flew back from Nice, France via a few days in London (while my
brother Bob and father drove to Rotterdam to bring our Volvo 145S back on the SS United States).
We were met at JFK airport by my brother Peter, who, I was told, had just driven down from seeing
the very end of a music festival (from a great distance away).
But it wasn’t until the following spring that I learned what he had almost seen.
I bought the triple-album. I bought a t-shirt. I bought the myth. But it would take years before I
grasped that Woodstock really was different. Three days of, quite literally, peace and love and music
(and rain and mud and all kinds of logistical problems --- but no unpleasantness). I’ve recently
discussed it with a good friend who was there, but the real clues came from the PBS doc. I attribute
it to a couple things I’ve found out.
The first, and probably the most important, was the security force. There were no police --- either onduty or rent-a-cops. No police for nearly half-a-million people --- security, to the extent that it was
there at all, was provided by a commune called the Hog Farm. The promoters sent people to every
festival in the preceding year and saw clashes between attendees and security, including cops
beating concertgoers bloody. With 100,000 people expected, something unique was called for. It was
an inspired choice to ask the Hog Farm to do it.
A commune nominally run by Hugh Romney, AKA Wavy Gravy, they weren’t aware that they were
being looked to for security until they arrived at JFK. Quoting Wikipedia: “When asked by the press
what kind of tools he intended to use to maintain order at the event, his response was ‘Cream pies
and seltzer bottles.’” They were 85 people --- ultimately having to corral nearly half-a-million.
Romney called his people a “Please Force”, as in “Please don’t do that; consider doing this instead.”
When people would come for aid on an LSD adventure that had gone south, they would be comforted
until their crisis was past. And then they were sent to comfort the next person coming in for help.
And as it turned out, that’s all it took. No threats; just friendly faces.
Part II – Wallkill to Bethel

Back to Basics
The Audio Cynic
Written by Bill Leebens

I had a minor-league epiphany, courtesy of Waylon Jennings and my seven-month-old
granddaughter.
I sang in choirs and choruses for many years, floating between baritone and bass depending upon
the material and the needs of the group. I haven't done it for a while, and miss both the camaraderie
and the vocal exercise: like everything else, singing requires practice and development of one's body
and mind. If you don't think singing is exercise, try doing "Messiah" from start to finish without
building up your chops and your lung capacity. You'll die.
Maybe not, but it'll be a severe strain. ---Anyway, I digress.
While babysitting granddaughter Nova, I was playing songs on YouTube through the TV. I've already
found that she reacts well to upbeat, brief pieces of music---with Grandpa singing along. Beatles
For Sale has a number of songs that get her bouncing, and I recently discovered she has a different
but equally intense reaction to the early Dylan records. She listened raptly to both The
Freewheelin' Bob Dylan and The Times They Are a-Changin', staring at the cover images of
Dylan on the TV screen. As Dylan's voice played, she turned between me, singing, and the image of
Dylan's face. Her level of focus was truly striking.
Back in the early, deeply-broke days of marriage, a couple lifetimes ago, most of the new records I
got came from winning radio contests. ---yes, I was good. One gimme record that we nearly wore out
(along with the soundtrack album of FM---bad movie, great soundtrack) was Waylon and Willie.
That album led me into the back catalogs of both artists, and one song that has stuck in my head for
forty years now is the song, "Luckenbach Texas (Back to the Basics of Love.)"

If you don't know it, it has Waylon contemplating the complications that success had brought, and
how he wanted to get back to the basics of his relationship with his wife. The song could be viewed
as sappy, but I think of it more as a wistful expression of sentiment---not sentimentality. I think it
stuck with me way back then as it tied into my qualms about the uncertainties of the first year of
marriage at a way-too-young age. At 22, I was feeling a little overwhelmed by the newfound
complexities of my life, and the theme of the song and Waylon's strong baritone made a real
impression---and obviously, a lasting one.
So I was singing that song along with Waylon on YouTube. Nova was watching my face as I sang,
alternately smiling and looking as though she couldn't quite figure out what I was doing. The phrase,
"maybe it's time to get back to the basics of love" leads into the familiar chorus, "let's go to
Luckenbach, Texas..." which had Nova bouncing up and down in time, slapping the tray of her
highchair.
There was an unguarded joy in her reaction that I have never, in forty years of attending such
things, seen at an audio show. Or any demo of audio equipment.
I have, however, seen similar reactions from grown-ups at live concerts.
What's the difference?
I think it's the distance between us and the music. When stuck in a formal setting where we're
aurally scrutinizing the equipment playing the music, it's difficult to just---feel. At a concert venue
full of excited and expectant fans anticipating, by God, A GOOD TIME, it's easier to just let go and
respond to the music.
Most demos at shows are, let's face it, inhibiting. You're surrounded by a pretty buttoned-up group
of people, often in settings that are physically uncomfortable, without control over the music, or
even your ability to exit if it's crowded.
I find it inhibiting. If you're unaffected by those constraints, my hat's off to you.
Yes, good gear does provide a more immersive listening experience. But emotional connection can

come from unexpected gear, in unexpected places. I've previously mentioned the decades of
enjoyment I've gotten from a simple clock radio; well, YouTube through a TV isn't the ultimate in
fidelity, but there we were: singing and yelping as able, smiling and bopping along.
Maybe it's time to get back to the basics....

The Sound Of Music
Quibbles and Bits
Written by Richard Murison

The entirety of the field of Philosophy arises from two fundamental questions – the Adam and Eve of
Philosophy if you like. Adam asks “What is real?”, while Eve asks “What do we do about it?” Adam’s
question appears to be fundamentally concerned with rationality, and seems to demand clear, black
and white answers. On the other hand, Eve’s question is far more nuanced, and leads one down a
much more difficult and tortuous path. Adam’s descendants split off, to a large degree, and became
the sciences. And to this day, doctoral degrees awarded in the sciences are styled Doctor of
Philosophy (PhD).
The boundary between scientific and philosophical questions is a tenuous and evolving one. To the
ancient Greeks the movements of the sun, moon, planets and stars were fundamentally philosophical
questions (even though evidence is strong that Greek philosophers had a surprisingly strong grasp
of what we would today call celestial mechanics). But even so, your average ancient Greek looking
up at the night sky would have found himself pondering the mysterious machinations of the Gods.
Today, your average 21st Century human looks up at the night sky and understands to some degree
the concepts of planets, stars, and galaxies. After all, most of us have seen Star Trek and are
comfortable with its fundamental premises. (We know, for example, that the galaxy is populated by
strange humanoid races, each with different wrinkles on their noses, and all with a remarkable
command of American-accented English). The sky at night has evolved from being a philosophical
matter to a scientific one.
We can perhaps consider that as being analogous to the way humanity today views consciousness. Is
consciousness real? Is it a physical thing or a spiritual thing? Who or what possesses it? Is it possible
to create it? These would all be considered purely philosophical questions rather than scientific
ones. However, science is now beginning to scratch at the surface of a true understanding of human
consciousness, and while we are still a long way from being able to answer any of those questions, it
is not beyond the bounds of possibility (or even probability) that a detailed scientific description may
one day arise that will provide clear answers to each of them. Today we are like the ancient Greeks
staring at the heavens, treating our great unknowns as philosophical issues. But many of those
philosophical discussions will evolve to become scientific discussions as our understanding matures.
Other things, though, remain – and must surely forever remain – purely in the realm of philosophy,
and these are mostly the descendants of Eve’s original question, “What do we do about it?”, for
which there are, arguably, no fundamental or universally applicable answers. This is perhaps best
illustrated by the classic “trolley car” problem, now over 50 years old. A trolley car in San Francisco
breaks free from its cable and hurtles uncontrollably down the hill, where it must crash at the

bottom. Near the bottom is a junction, where the trolley car must go either left or right, and you are
in control of the switch. You have to decide whether to send the trolley car down one track or the
other, but at the end of each track is a person or persons (or maybe even a sad faced puppy) who
will be killed by the trolley car. You are given different scenarios of who or what is at each of the
track ends, and you have to decide which way you will switch the points. The problem is wonderful,
because no matter who you are, and how well developed your rationale for responding to the
dilemma, a skilled inquisitor will always be able to find endless scenarios that put you in a bind, or
even force you to re-think some of the choices you may have previously made.
What is interesting about the trolley car problem is that, while it was conceived as a purely
theoretical teaching exercise with no practical counterpart, it has now turned up as a fundamental
implementation issue when it comes to programming driverless cars. People programming these
vehicles are, effectively, having to build into their programs specific trolley car type choices in order
to determine how the vehicle will behave in different circumstances. These decisions surely cannot
in any practical scenario be left to the vagaries of a programmer…but on the other hand who should
be making these calls? The trolley car problem, a hypothetical teaching construct to which no
fundamental solution exists, is on the brink of becoming a real-world practical problem whose
solution, in all probability, may end up being determined by public policy. What a scary thought that
is.
That’s a lot of rambling about philosophy, and you may be wondering where all this is going. It’s
because the subject I want to write about – the relationship between Sound and Music – seems to me
to be a philosophical point, and all too often when you introduce philosophical issues, it is often too
convenient to dismiss that key aspect as being a pompous 13-letter word meaning “just a matter of
opinion”. But really, I see it as quite a fundamental issue, one which touches on all aspects of our
relationship with it. So I thought it might help if we started off by getting ourselves into the right
frame of mind to consider the philosophical aspects of the matter.
For example, let me frame the issue this way. Beethoven sits down to write a symphony. He’s gone
deaf, and won’t even be able to hear the finished product when he’s done. He writes a complicated
set of individual parts to be played together in an orchestra, under the direction of a conductor.
When it’s all written down his job is done. The music is written. In other circumstances he might
have got to hear it performed, and maybe as a result he’d have chosen to revise it. But for many
composers – never mind our deaf Beethoven – that was not a luxury afforded them (see, for example,
Havergal Brian, who I wrote about in Copper #77). So, has our Beethoven written music? He’s
never heard it, and, for the sake of our argument, it’s never even been performed.
And what of the performance, when it finally comes around? By convention, the conductor chooses
the tempi, the phrasing, and the dynamics. He aims for a particular tone color. He’s made choices
that the composer may have indicated, but not specified to the level of fine detail accessible to the
conductor. A performance of the piece is the only way in which it can actually be heard by anyone.
So a convenient hypothesis might be that the written score is the actual music itself, whereas the
performance is the sound of the music. Yet the performance by one orchestra, under the direction of
its conductor, will result in a different sound than that of a different – yet nominally identical –
performance of the same piece by a different ensemble. And neither may correspond to the mental
image of the sound that the composer had in mind when he wrote it. Therefore, there is no such
definitive thing as the sound. Instead there are infinitely many possible sounds. This is the
philosophical conundrum – the chicken-and-egg-ness of the problem. What is the essence of the
relationship between the sound and the music?
Further complications arise when we consider the possible contributions of the conductor. What if,
in order to get what he thinks is the musically correct sound he elects to consciously modify the

directions of the composer? The composer writes a tempo indication of “Andante”, but the conductor
has other ideas and instead plays the piece at a tempo more akin to “Allegretto”. What are we to
make of that? Let’s take the idea further – the conductor wants more bass heft to the sound, so he
takes the cello line and asks a double-bass to double up on it. Just how many liberties should the
conductor be free to take? Suppose he fancies taking the first recapitulation in the second movement
and re-scoring it into the minor key? Aha!, you’re saying, now he’s going too far!
As a real example, no less a luminary than Otto Klemperer, preparing for a performance of
Shostakovich’s notoriously difficult 4th Symphony (see, for example, Copper 39), famously inquired
of the composer whether he would consent to Klemperer reducing the number of flutes called for in
the score from six to four. He was told in no uncertain terms “What has been written with the pen
cannot be scratched out with the axe!”. There are no hard and fast rules, but in general, messing in
any way with the score is usually held to be a step too far.
OK, so classical music with its staid formalities perhaps occupies one extreme position. At the other
end lies a lot of modern popular music, where in many cases the creator of the music never actually
writes the music down in the first place. So there isn’t a formal written entity which can be held to
define what the music actually is. If it’s a song, then the music is often held to be the words and the
melody (the melody, in fact, holds special significance when one thinks of some of the famous
lawsuits that have been filed alleging plagiarism). Instead, the primary expression of such music is
usually the first recording of it…one could even be somewhat cynical and say the first commercially
successful recording of it. In other words, the sound rather than the music attains a preeminent
aspect.
But just as the conductor has a lot of influence on how the sound of a piece of classical music comes
across, in the popular music world this responsibility is normally laid at the feet of the producer. It
may be a surprise to many who have never stopped to think about it, but for much of modern music
the artist surrenders a surprising degree of control to the producer when it comes to how their song
will end up sounding in a recording. Oftentimes, the producer will have totally different ideas to the
artist, and the producer will typically prevail. This is why, for example, George Martin was held in
such elevated esteem, and revered as the “Fifth Beatle”. It’s why people like Cookie Marenco are
universally admired. Not only does she, wearing her recording engineer hat, capture recorded
sounds with exquisite delicacy and clarity, but wearing her producer hat she ensures that those
sounds are well worth listening to in the first place.
This decoupling of the relationship between the music and the sound has allowed the genres of
modern popular music to evolve to a point where “cover versions” of a piece of music – in which the
resultant sound can comprise rather drastic alterations to what you might call the inherent music –
are actually celebrated as attributes attesting to the value and status of the music itself. Such things
just don’t happen with classical music (well, let’s just say that they don’t happen often).
I have discussed these separate concepts of the music and the sound, and I want to finish by
addressing their relationship to the listening experience. Because, as audiophiles, the listening
experience is central to our interaction with the musical world. When we listen to music we are
actually interacting with the combination of the music and the sound. We may love the sonic
textures, the rhythms, the dynamic contrasts, the melodic qualities, and other attributes of what
we’re listening to. But if they don’t all gel in some meaningful way we find ourselves unsatisfied.
Likewise, the most wonderfully constructed musical composition performed in a listless, halfhearted, or just plainly incompetent manner will as often as not disappoint. We strive for that killer
combination, where the music and the sound come together at their finest.
As audiophiles, we may also be music lovers, but what sets us apart is our desire to improve the

sound part of the experience. No matter how great our equipment, we can’t make the music any
better. And no matter how bad the equipment we can’t make it any worse. All we can hope to
achieve is to get closer to the sound, and in the process, hope to feel closer to the music.

End of Summer Musings
Twisted Systems
Written by Jay Jay French

How fast can the summer go?
It seems like it lasts all of 2 weeks.
So here I am, having returned to my renovated NYC apartment finally listening to my audio system
(sort of) after a nearly 6 month hiatus which I wrote about awhile back.
My new listening room was a concession to my wife because of the redesign. My “new” room is
actually my old bedroom that I grew up in but whose walls were realigned (actually made smaller!).
The views out of my window are really nice, and as my desk abuts the windows it makes for a more
pleasant writing experience.
As we live on the sixth floor, I actually look out my new office/listening room window and see the
trees that line the street.
And oh...If these walls could talk...but that’s another story.
Approaching it as a listening room, the great challenge was/is what to do for speakers in my new
space. The room is a rectangle 14’ x 12’; the walls were redone with Quiet Rock insulation. There is
also a carpet and a sofa rendering the room a kind of insulated studio quiet atmosphere.

All kidding aside regarding the 24-hour “The City that never sleeps” experience, where I live on the
Upper West Side, on a side street, it really is very quiet. Especially at night.
One of the many advantages of the renovation was that the building itself was completely re-wired
during the building wide conversion to condos 5 years ago.
The sponsor increased the power into each apartment: originally we each had 100 amps per
apartment and that number was doubled. This was done to acknowledge all of the new high end
appliances that now are standard in this kind of building-wide renovation of pre-war NYC apartment
buildings and consequently those of us using any kind of media also benefit greatly--- as you can
imagine.
Add to that, when our apartment was renovated, all new wiring was also installed with 4 dedicated
20 amp lines running into my studio.
This is about as good as it gets in an apartment building.
My former listening room was a converted dining room--a much longer space that allowed me to
position the Wilson Sabrinas so as to move air around and behind the speaker. Although the room
wasn’t ideal on paper, those who visited always remarked about how well the system imaged. It just
plain works--- because I know, through 40 years of stereo acquisitions, what it takes to get the room
to sound good.
My concern now, however, was to find speakers that would work in my new room.
All the gear that was in storage finally came in May:
Pass 250.8 Power Amp
PS Audio BHK Preamp
Moon 810LP Phono stage
VPI HW-40 DD turntable
Ortofon A-95 cartridge
Marantz SA-10 SACD player
PS Audio P20 Power Regenerator
I just knew that the Sabrinas wouldn’t work, because there was no space behind the speakers in the
new room. Consequently, I sold them to a friend just before the move.
Knowing that a decision needed to be made, I attended both the Las Vegas CES show in January and
the Munich High End show in May, with an agenda to listen to as many speakers as I could. Maybe,
just maybe, I would find something that could work.
The CES show in Vegas was primarily notable for its almost total disdain for the high-end audio
world, the manufactures relegated and clustered into 2 floors of the Venetian hotel off the strip as
an afterthought.
Most of the reviewers told me that this was the last CES they would ever attend, as it was obvious
that the people attending were way more interested in self-driving car technology & smart kitchen
and home appliances than audio--- except where audio products like Sonos, could be switched on by
a remote control.
Just as I thought that the trip was a waste of time I walked into the ELAC room and was introduced
to their Senior Electronics Engineer, Peter Madnick. Peter was about to demonstrate some of their

new speaker line and invited me to sit and listen.
Having attended many of these demos, it never ceases to amaze me that when a manufacturer wants
to impress you and has a variety of gear set up they challenge you to pick out what you are listening
to. It invariably results in the unit (speaker, amp, player) being the least expensive. This is to show
what kind of a great value you would be buying.
So here I was, facing 4 pairs of speakers, in a room with Michael Fremer and Ken Kessler, and an
ELAC rep plays music and says:
“Which speaker do you think you are listening to?”
The smallest one on display was the bookshelf size UB5. While that was the one playing (no surprise
there) had he not said that, I would not have guessed from the back of the room. The sound was big,
tonally balanced, expansive, articulate.
Then he says: "And this speaker retails for $500.00."
OK, I walked out thinking that may be the best deal in audio, and went on my merry way.
Fast forward to Munich, where I heard many amazing relatively small speakers that could work in
my room...most with exotic veneers, and costing a whole lot more.
Now I’m back in NYC in my new listening room and I excitedly set up all the gear, look at the way
the room is now furnished and think...Whoa, here is 75K of front end gear and I need to bring out
the best in it--- but what will work, and how much will it cost?
At that moment I thought about the ELACs. I contacted Peter, who sent me a pair of UB5’s and
hooked em up.
I hope as you read my articles, you can see that I write from the heart. No manufacturer has ever
asked me to promote or write about their products.
It is important to say this because of my observations here, and not just about the speaker. It’s about
how a speaker, which is the window into the downstream products you buy, actually sound.
Of all audio products, speakers vary the most dollar for dollar in comparison--- meaning that if you
spend x amount for an amp, a turntable, an audio player, the relative cost delivers pretty close
results across similarly priced products. This is not the case for speakers. Speakers are the most
artistically designed products, and have the most variables to contend with.
Room design and placement come into play, and the manufacturer can’t guarantee repeatedly
satisfactory results, as the interplay of environment is the great unknown element.
What you need to do is hear a speaker in your home. That’s just the start.
If the speaker has great resolving power than everything you feed it will also be exposed.
I’m not presenting a white paper here. I will tell you that, feeding the ELAC UB5’s with my current
electronics, in my room, positioned on a pair of ELAC stands, are flat out amazing and have me
questioning where I really need to go.
These may be the best bargain in high-end audio. A $500.00 speaker connected to $75,000.00 of
electronics!

The compact 3-way design is by the legendary Andrew Jones (KEF, Pioneer, TAD), and does
everything right.
The only thing it doesn’t do is give the scale of a larger performance. A scale that a floor stander
would probably achieve. What it does do is reveal everything downstream.
The quality you feed into it comes out of it.
For the present time, I am happy listening to my albums again….
It’s about f*ckin time!!
Enjoy Labor Day….
[The header pic shows the lobby of the Venetian in Las Vegas, where high-end audio exhibits at CES
have been hosted for several years, and where Jay Jay heard the ELAC speakers. As Jay Jay noted,
that venue is essentially dead for audio, sadly---Ed.]

My First Visit to China
Music'al Notes
Written by Roy Hall

[This article was first edited by Art Dudley and published by him in the May/June 2002 issue of
Listener magazine; I thank Art for his help. Originally titled, "In a Shanghai Speaker Factory (or,
Never Get Your Hair Cut in China)", this was the first piece I read by Roy, and provided the impetus
for me to get him to write for Copper. Roy was reluctant, claiming he didn't have many stories. Well,
we've had more than 50 from him so far, and he shows no sign of running out. In terms of the
events, places, and brands mentioned---just remember that a lot has changed since 2002, and a lot
continues to change. Finally, the accompanying photos have been reproduced from the printed
magazine, so forgive the quality, please---Ed.]
I was feeling wonderful. The young hairdresser had been shampooing my head for over an hour. She
had also massaged my neck, shoulders, arms---even my fingers. I was in Tangxia, in Southern China,
and my host had taken me out for a haircut. "Different from western one. You see."
I saw. After the massage was over and my hair finally washed, I was led to the haircutter. He was a
young man with lots of scissors. I explained what I wanted. Not too short, just a trim and some
shaping at the sides. The difficulty was in the explaining. He spoke no English, I no Mandarin.
No problem.
I've traveled to many countries where a common language was missing and had survived admirably.
With hand gestures and lots of pointing I made myself understood. He smiled, I smiled, and he
started cutting my hair. He did a fabulous job, exactly as I wanted.

No problem.
Mike Creek and Mark Whitlock, my traveling companions, were watching, impressed with my
translating skills as well as the hairdresser's deftness. He was just finishing up by trimming the sides
of my head with an electric razor. On seeing what a good job he had done with it, I explained that I
wanted him to trim my beard. Just like the sides of my head. He understood.
No problem.
With two deft passes, half my beard was gone.
Now you have to understand, I started growing this beard on September 15, 1970, and had never
removed it. I had often trimmed it, but never cut it off. Michael's and Mark's jaws dropped. The
hairdresser beamed, and I started laughing. What else can you do? He finished the other half, and
there, staring at me in the mirror, was my father's face. I paid the bill---about $4---and left.
Good value.

I had come to Tangxia after visiting SIAV 2001, the Hi-End Hi-Fi Show 2001. Mike Creek of Creek
Audio had asked me to join him in Shanghai, as he was about to appoint a new Chinese distributor,
work the Shanghai show, and then visit the factory in Tangxia that assembles Epos speakers.
I arrived in Shanghai feeling fresh as a daisy after 24 hours of traveling. (This place is really far
away from home.) I had booked a room in a very nice hotel and arrived there only to find that they
had no notice of my reservation. "So sorry: We do not have your reservation."
Usually I get quite aggressive in these situations, but this time I was very calm. It was either the
thrill of being in China or the fact that the sleeping pills had not quite worn off. I asked for the
manager, and a smart looking young woman arrived. I explained the problem, showed my
confirmation from my travel agent, and she also told me, "So sorry..."
She left and returned a few minutes later and said, "Would you mind if we put you on our executive
floor? The room comes with free breakfast in the Executive Lounge, and we will charge the same
rate."
Would I mind? I checked into a rather lovely room with great views of a cloudy and polluted
Shanghai. I had a shower and decided to explore. I really believe that you can never really get lost in
a strange city. Shanghai has a main shopping street, Nan king Road [these days called Nanjing--Ed.]. It goes east from my hotel for about 2 miles and ends up on the Bund, which is the waterfront
along the Huangpu River. I decided to take the road less traveled.
Moving in the general direction of the river, I started to explore. Shanghai has lots of highrises
interspersed with older, normal-size buildings packed closely together. I soon came across "People
Square." It was crowded with people buying and selling songbirds. Everyone seemed very serious
while examining the birds. There were lots of discussions and arguments. Suddenly the crowd
dispersed. The police had arrived. Perhaps they were selling endangered species? Perhaps they
weren't allowed to sell birds in the park? I don't know, but the place cleared in seconds.
By this time, I was getting hungry. As I passed a dumpling shop, the owner yelled at me to come in
and was so thrilled when I responded that he sat down beside me and started to chat---he in
Mandarin, I in English. We were doing just fine until he touched my thigh.
Now, I have no problem chatting to people who don't understand me. I am, after all, from Scotland
and in the hi-fi business. But touching my thigh...?
Then I suddenly understood. I was wearing shorts, and he found the fact that I had hairy legs
hilarious---Chinese people have little body hair.
With obvious glee, he started telling everyone in the restaurant. This brought howls of laughter, and
he started describing me to four women in the back who were making dumplings.
One of them, with great trepidation, approached me and looked at my legs. Then I opened my shirt
and exposed my chest. She shrieked and fled to the safety of the back room. This performance
prompted more hilarity from the owner, who immediately gave me an extra helping of dumplings.
They were delicious and came with a bowl of soup. The whole thing cost me two dollars.
As I found out during my stay, China is not the place for the picky eater or the faint of heart. Meals
are multi-course and communal. Double dipping is de rigueur. Anything that moves is eaten. Strange
things appeared on the table, some of them vaguely familiar (crayfish, prawns, etc.). Others, like a

dark green blob that glistened in a red sea of chili oil, were less obvious. One interesting dish was
"Drunken Prawns." This is a dish that is brought to the table at the start of the meal. It consists of a
lidded glass casserole filled with live prawns swimming in rice wine. They don't like it and try to
jump out, but they of course hit the lid with a thump. This show goes on all through the meal, as it
takes a long time for death to come. At the end, the casserole is removed and the contents are
cooked in the wine. Quite tasty!
I did hear of a restaurant that served dog, but I declined the invitation.
The Shanghai Hi-Fi Show
There is an uncanny similarity among hi-fi shows anywhere in the world. I shouldn't really be
surprised by this, as there are only so many ways to display stereo equipment in a hotel room.
Somehow I thought China would be very different.
As with all shows, most of the sound was dreadful. Of course, the Creek/Epos room sounded good.
Cabasse and Tannoy also had very good demos. Most of the Chinese systems were pretty bad. One
room sported a piece of equipment that was proudly labeled "Extremely Standard Graphic
Equalizer."
I did come across a room that was making quite a good sound. I read some of their literature and
was intrigued with the English:
"This unit is small and exquisite for appearance, display window is rotundity and the HDCD
indicator light is indigo that exhibited the elegance and costly for the unit, this sound give
expression to naturalness and sense of reality. It's Treble is pleasant and gentle, the Bass is
sense of warmth, and the Mediant is softness and satiation. The control force and analysis
forces is very finess for this sound, so this unit is a Hi-Fi equipment for overflow."
That's what I want: Hi-Fi equipment for overflow. In fact, it is exactly what I want. This company
makes very good CD players, and I am exploring the possibility of a new Music Hall CD player. So
far, initial samples look very promising.
Classical music was heard all over the show. No pop, no rock, no country, no female singers. How
can you evaluate a system without an earthy woman's voice to make you cry? I also heard plenty of
modern Chinese music that sounded like music played at the Eurovision Song Contest: lots of
emotion and passion trying to compensate for a lack of melody. Non-Americans will know what I
mean.
The downstairs area was a hoot. The dictionary describes cacophony as "a combination of harsh
sounds." There are no words to accurately describe what was going on down there.
The entrance hall was quite big. There were maybe about 50 different open booths showing or
selling their wares. The only problem was that they all were playing music. The noise was mind
numbing. As the day progressed, the sound level increased. And then the live shows started. All
singing, all dancing, girls and guys showing off the latest home theater system. One had the gall to
call it "Natural Sound." People were milling around, some with kids in strollers, asking questions,
listening to systems. Future audiophiles, no doubt!
It's obvious that noise pollution has not yet been noticed in China. How people worked in that din
day after day I will never know. Perhaps this is why the show ends at 4 pm every day.
The Factory

Tangxia in Guangdong Province is one of many industrial areas in China. It seems to be full of large
factories, staffed by thousands of employees who live there, year round, in dormitories. Their modest
salary is supplemented with full board and lodging. They return but once a year to their families.
This usually is at Chinese New Year, which makes traveling at that time nigh impossible. Most of
them live very far away, and their salaries are sent home to support their families. The money
earned is vital to the overall economy of China.
The Factory I visited is ISO9001---and ISO14001---approved. This means that they meet very high
international standards for quality and safety. Apart from Sony and JVC and Epos, this factory
produces speakers for Mordaunt Short. When we arrived, a large Mordaunt Short order was being
processed, and let me tell you. Even though they are the competition, that is a beautiful speaker. It
is very cleverly designed, most handsome, and assembled very well.
The factory was spotless and had many large assembly lines with dozens of young women manning
(womanning?) them. They were producing tweeters.
I once visited the Goodmans factory in England and watched a line of about 30 women making
tweeters. The conveyor belt moved quite rapidly, and the very animated women were very proficient
at doing their tasks while chatting and kibitzing. At the end of the line, tweeters poured off at high
speed.
In contrast, the lines I saw in the Tangxia factory moved at a snail's pace. The women, all wearing
the same outfit---blue shirt, blue headband, and dark pants---very somberly did their task in complete
silence. As I walked by, no one looked up or even acknowledged my presence. At the end of the line,
tweeters poured off---albeit slowly. The factory worked a 45-hour week. Overtime is technically
illegal, as the government would rather a second shift was hired, but in reality, people do work
overtime. I don't think the employees have much to do in their spare time, so overtime means more
money. They may be communists, but money is king.
The factory seems to have a workers' hierarchy. The assemblers wore blue, the wood workers wore
beige, and the engineers white. The latter appeared to be middle management and worked a less
structured day; plus, they had access to modern CAD/CAM computers and software.
Interestingly, a Taiwanese company owns the factory, and most of the top personnel are also from
Taiwan. Near Shanghai, there is a large industrial area completely owned by Taiwanese
businessmen.
The Chinese Government's posturing is disingenuous. Taiwan is one of the economic engines that
drive Chinese industry.
Mike Creek was there to further develop the Epos center-channel speaker and also to look at a new
Epos speaker, the M22, so we spent some time looking at the Epos production. They are very well
made speakers with 1-inch sides and lots of cross bracing---really solid speakers. It's no wonder they
sound so good. There will be some killer speakers coming later on.
I spent two days at the factory, then moved on to Hong Kong where Mike discovered---in, of all
places, an antique furniture store---wooden tiptoe-like cones made from blackwood, a particularly
hard Chinese wood. We decided to call them "Peg Legs,"and they should be available soon. Later on
I found the perfect gift for my old nemesis Sam Tellig of Stereophile Magazine. Sam, who adores
things porcine, will love this: a silk tie with pigs doing the deed in various outrageous positions. I
can't wait to give it to him.

Drive, He Said Part 1
Vintage Whine
Written by Bill Leebens

Vintage Whine has previously looked at the micro-mechanics of record playback in the 9-part
series, 50 Ways to Read a Record, which appeared in Copper issues #65-74 (and sorry, I'm not
linking to all nine parts!). That series focused on the interfaces of arm/cartridge/record and how the
record groove is traced, but didn't really look at the mechanics of the record-spinning part of the
turntable. All a turntable has to do is rotate, at a reasonably-consistent speed, right? Easy-peasey....
Unfortunately, the laws of physics have a nasty way of messing with things that, on the surface, look
simple. And that is assuredly the case when it comes to spinning records.
If we go back to the beginning of cylinder and disc playback, the drive mechanism was generally
some sort of clockwork contraption. A hand-turned ratcheting crank would wind up a flat, spiral
spring like those used in clocks or---on a smaller scale---watches. The energy stored in the spring
would gradually be released, providing motive force to the turntable platter, or the mandrel which
held the cylinder.
Then as now, the means by which that motive force was transmitted to the platter or mandrel varied.
Edison cylinder players used a flexible leather belt to tun the mandrel, similar to the way industrial
machinery was often powered during that period. When they said "belt" in those days, it really was
similar to a hold-your-pants-up belt---not a rubber band, like today's belts. Those cylinder recorders
and players were essentially lathes: the belt would rotate the mandrel holding the cylinder, while
simultaneously driving a feed screw which moved the reproducer along the rotating cylinder at a
theoretically-constant speed.
Here's an odd, little-known fact: Edison initially disdained the idea of recorded cylinders as
entertainment, thinking the main use of his phonograph---the term created by Edison--- should be for
business dictation. Cylinder recorders were made for dictation for many years after cylinders were
overtaken by discs as media for music playback.
Odd, little-known fact #2: Edison was initially unable to develop a reliable clockwork motor, and
early (1880s-early '90s) cylinder recorders/players were powered by wet-cell batteries, before
electric current became commonplace in homes or businesses. Those battery-powered players were
hugely expensive, and were rarely found in homes: they succeeded as coin-operated music-playing

devices in penny arcades.
But enough about cylinders. Berliner-style disc players---call them gramophones, or whatever---seem
to have bypassed the wet-cell battery stage. Every player I've seen from the early years had a handcranked clockwork motor. Better, more expensive players utilized multiple flat, spiral-wound springs
in the clockwork motor, providing a more consistent output. Speed regulation was usually by means
of a flyball governor, that rotating thing you'll see atop old-time steam engines.
When we think of "modern" turntables---and by that, I mean post-WWII---there are a limited number
of variations of drive mechanisms. Undoubtedly, as soon as this article is published, I'll think of a
half dozen more, or faithful readers will remind me of ones I've missed. So it goes.
Basically there are:
Idler drive (or idler wheel drive)
Combination idler/belt
Belt drive
Direct drive
And a few oddball exceptions that I'll mention, just because they're interesting.
Most record players of the '40s through the late '60s were idler drive: the motor shaft drives against
an intermediate idler wheel which in turn drives the platter. Idlers are so named because they are
passive, not directly connected to a motor or power source. Think of the serpentine belt
arrangement that drives the alternator and other accessories on your car; that belt is routed and
kept in tension by at least one idler pulley which is not driven by the engine's crankshaft.
Turntable idlers traditionally have been made of a fairly hard rubber on top of a metal form and
bearing, providing a bit of decoupling between the motor and platter. The idea is that the decoupling
is sufficient to isolate motor noise from the platter, and thus the cartridge; in practice, idlers harden
with age and become noisier as they transmit more vibration and become off-round. In most cases,
the motor output shaft will be stepped; combined with the diameter of the idler, the resulting output
provides speed reduction at the platter. Most turntable motors turn at 300 rpm or higher, so driving
the platter directly is not an option.
The most highly-regarded idler tables were originally designed for broadcast use: the Garrard
301/401 and EMT 930 are the best known, but there are dozens of others. Amongst consumer
turntables, the very popular Duals were idler-driven, until they were replaced in the mid-'70s by
belt-drive and direct-drive models. The Thorens TD-124 is generally thought of as idler-drive, and it
is---but the drive mechanism is actually a combination of belt and idler drive, supposedly to more
effectively isolate motor noise from playback. As the tables age---and most are now at least 50 years
old---the complex mechanical linkage wears, and increases friction and noise.
The 301/401 and TD-124, along with a few other tables from Lenco and EMT, have become iconic
enough to justify the reproduction of almost every part---as you see from the three pics above. The
irony is that the replacement parts are generally produced by small, high-precision machine shops to

a much higher standard than the original parts. Those tables were produced by the thousands, and
some of the componentry was of decent but not spectacular quality. A fully-restored or modified 301
or TD-124 can easily run $10-15,000, or even more. There are also a variety of replacement bases
crafted from solid hardwood, laminated sheets of plywood, Panzerholz (an extremely-dense
compressed wood product), granite, and slate---as the original box-type bases tended to magnify
rumble.The market is such that the revered arm/turntable maker SME purchased the rights to the
name Garrard, and is either reproducing or restoring 301s. As I noted in my Munich High End
report, SME's intentions are not at all clear.
Exactly how and where the idler drives the platter varies from design to design, resulting in cliques
of enthusiasts who feel one solution is superior to another. The performance characteristic cited by
most fans of idler tables is a relentless rhythmic drive, particularly when compared to belt-driven
tables. Most tables drive the idler against the inside of a lip on the outer edge of the platter, or
against a cast or machined lip halfway between the center bearing and the outer edge. A few
broadcast turntables form Gates and Gray drive the idler against the outside edge of the platter, as
does the obscure consumer table from the '50s, made in California by D&R. Fans of such "rim drive"
tables cite an even stronger rhythmic sense than regular idlers. In recent years, VPI has offered a
rim drive option for several turntable models.

What about Lencos? Often sold in the US under the Bogen brand name, Lencos are an unusual type
of idler-wheel table: rather than the idler laying flat, parallel to and driving the platter, on many
Lencos the idler is perpendicular to the platter and is driven by a horizontal shaft of varying
diameter. Lenco enthusiasts worldwide have developed higher-quality replacement parts for the
idler, the turntable top plate (lightweight, resonates), the base, and often replace the factory arms
with better modern arms. The situation is like that of the 301/401 and TD-124...after you replace
everything, can it be said to be authentic? Or is it a clone?
Whether they're unrestored or resto-modded, using a vintage turntables is analogous to driving a
vintage car: it's at least as much about the character, as it is the performance. Sure, a modern
Honda Civic may well be quicker and have higher cornering limits than an Alfa Romeo GTV---but will
it feel the same? I think not, so there, QED, etc., etc.
In the next issue of Copper, we'll move on to belt-drive turntables.

Journey
Off the Charts
Written by Anne E. Johnson

Journey didn’t start out as a stadium band roaring out power ballads. It germinated in the
progressive rock scene, an outgrowth of the bands Santana and Frumious Bandersnatch. The new
group, brought together in 1973 by Santana manager Herbie Herbert, was originally called the
Golden Gate Rhythm Section, and their goal was to provide backup onstage and in the studio for
other San Francisco artists. But their destiny was much bigger.
The original line-up included lead vocalist and keyboard player Gregg Rolie and lead guitarist Neal
Schon, both of Santana, along with Bandersnatch’s bassist Ross Valory and rhythm guitarist George
Tickner. After a brief stint with drummer Prairie Prince, they settled in with Aynsley Dunbar,
formerly with Frank Zappa, at the kit. Rumor has it that a roadie suggested they call themselves
Journey when they couldn’t think of a decent band name.
Thanks to the players’ impressive pedigrees, they snagged a contract with Columbia Records, which
released their debut album, Journey, in 1975. The prog-rock influence in this collection of songs is
obvious even before the first listen: All seven of the songs are longer than three minutes, several
more than twice that!
“In the Morning Day” is written by Gregg Rolie and Ross Valory. The contemplative, bluesy guitar
style is maybe the element most in contrast with the later, pop-icon Journey. The organ track, set
against piano, provides a comforting soul feel. But things change at about 1:58, and Dunbar takes
the reins and ups the tempo and energy. There’s a hint of the stadium-filling Journey here.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6mObkCh7x04

Look into the Future (1976) had the same lineup, except that Tickner had left. Like the debut, this
record didn’t make much of an impression on the market.
Although stylistically less random and progressive, there are ever longer tracks on Look into the
Future, particularly the 7+-minute title song with music by Schon and lyrics credited to all of them.
One appealing aspect of the song “Look into the Future” is its simple but effective melody, almost
prayer-like in its repetition. This time the organ intensifies the emotions, and Schon’s guitar has
powerful grit in its low register.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1l22HM-d5Zo
Schon, Valory, and Dunbar focused on learning to do harmony vocals in hopes of getting the 1977
album Next into the charts. Their plan worked, to a degree: Next broke the U.S. top 100 at number
85. But this was to be the last time Rolie acted as lead singer.
Because Next turned out to be the end of an era for Journey, they later shelved most of its songs.
“Spaceman,” for example, has never been performed live, which is remarkable for a band that has
toured so much. The pattern in the guitar, repeatedly moving down a halfstep to a dissonant note,
gives this song a distinctive sound, a bit reminiscent of David Gilmore.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=joXkFQA9vxw

After Next, it was clear that Journey was a band that had almost made it, but not quite. They needed
a little something to push them over the top and into full-blown stardom. They briefly worked with a
singer named Robert Fleischman, but that didn’t work out. Enter Steve Perry, with his high
cheekbones and skyrocketing voice. Infinity (1978) hit no. 21.
Besides Perry, another important factor in changing the band’s sound was the hiring of producer
Roy Thomas Baker, nowadays best known for helping to put Queen on the map. In “Winds of March,”
Baker’s famously complex multitracking makes the band sound like an orchestra.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=X9PED14BiZI

Although Baker stayed to work on Evolution (1979), Dunbar departed, leaving the band to find a new
drummer. Steve Smith took the job, and was to leave and rejoin several times over the decades.
Evolution produced Journey’s first U.S. top-20 single, “Lovin’, Touchin’, Squeezin’.”
Rolie is using synths more and more, as you can hear on “Daydream.” Perry’s melody, with help from
Baker’s keen ear at the sound board, is perfectly blended into the instrumental environment. It’s
really an ensemble piece, with a better balance of voice and instruments than becomes normal for
Journey as they increase in popularity and fans clamor for Perry’s sound to be front and center.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YOVnlcmVAro

Whatever you think of Perry-era Journey, you have to hand it to them: They wanted to rise on the
charts, and rise they did. Each album sold better than the previous one, and Departure (1980) got
them into the top 10 for the first time.

The acoustics and musical interactions of this project are interesting because it was recorded “live in
studio,” with everyone playing and singing his part at once rather than capturing individual tracks at
separate times and places. As producer, Journey used Geoff Workman, who’d engineered for Baker
in the past, including on Queen records.
“Natural Thing” from this session was added only in 2006 when the Departure CD was remastered.
The synth-piano part moving downward and the ascending bassline as a pickup to each phrase gives
the song a sound reminiscent of classic R&B. Neal Schon cranks up the rock value during his solo
starting at 2:15.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4LD1Apm5Mmk

Because Escape (1981) and Frontiers (1983) were such huge sellers, with so many hit singles, we’ll
jump over them here and proceed to the 1986 record Raised on Radio. This is the only album
without Valory on bass; it took both Randy Jackson and Bob Glaub to take his place. Perry, itching
for a solo career, left after this album.
That could have been it for Journey. But time does funny things to rock bands. Ten years later, the
gang – including Perry and Valory -- got back together to make Trial by Fire (1996). This turned out
to be Perry’s true swansong with the band. Maybe the market had passed them by: The only hit was
“When You Love a Woman,” which also got a Grammy nomination.
Columbia Records and Journey parted ways in 2000, after recording Arrival with their new
drummer, Deen Castronovo, and short-lived lead singer, Steve Augeri. For Generations (2005), the
band signed with Sanctuary Records, which was at the time the U.K.’s largest independent label.
This is the only album where every member of the band sings lead on at least one song. Castronovo
demonstrates his grainy, pleasingly sentimental voice on “A Better Life.”
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VL49Eo3tZFg

For 2008’s Revelation, Filipino singer Arnel Pineda joined Journey as frontman. He stayed with them
for Eclipse (2011), in which the band seemed to be trying for a harder rock sound. Not everyone
thought they succeeded: in a comment that brings the band full circle to its origins, the review in
Rolling Stone complains the album sounds “distractingly proggy.”
Most of the album is written by Schon and Cain, but Pineda gets co-writing credit on “To Whom It
May Concern,” featuring some leapy, “proggy” synth riffs along with harder power chords. It’s
certainly a prog-rock topic, basically taking on all of humanity’s inconsistencies and internal
conflicts.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BGreb59pkNM

So Journey keeps journeying on. Steve Smith rejoined in 2015. They’re currently touring. And if you
can make it out to Las Vegas, they’re planning a residency at Caesar’s Palace for most of October,
2019.

How Records Are Made, Part 1: Disk
Mastering
Revolutions Per Minute
Written by J.I. Agnew

As mentioned in our previous column in Copper #91, the record manufacturing process actually
begins with the composition, arrangement, performance and recording, since these will greatly
influence the sound of the final product. With this out of the way, let us have a closer look at how
records are actually made.
In the vast majority of all cases since the 1950's, the recording arrives on stereophonic magnetic
tape, or more recently, as digital files, to a disk mastering studio.
There, it will be "transferred to disk", which means that "master disks" will be cut, one master disk
per side, containing a spiral groove, modulated by the sound of the recording. In the days prior to
digital recording and magnetic tape, the only way to transfer a recording to disk was from another
disk. This was sometimes done to compile a Long-Playing record from multiple recordings of
individual songs, or to allow some edits to be worked into the record. More commonly, though, prior
to the widespread use of magnetic tape, recordings were done "direct-to-disk", rather than being
"transferred" to disk from another medium.
The disk mastering setup is, in effect, a sound recording system (a rather bulky one at that),
consisting of a disk recording lathe, a cutter head, control units and audio electronics.
The disk recording lathe, as its name implies, is a machine tool related to the lathe used for

metalworking and screwcutting in particular. It is a very accurate mechanical assembly, which
clamps and rotates the workpiece (a blank disk) at a steady speed while feeding a cutting tool across
its surface to cut a spiral groove. What may appear as a crude and primitive process to the
uninitiated, is the grandmother of modern micromachining, resulting in one of the most accurate
products humans can make.
The feed rate, rotational speed, depth of cut and many other parameters are often adjusted through
control units which even permit some limited degree of automation and repeatability. The cutting
tool is held in the cutter head, which can impart vibrations to the tool in proportion to an electrical
signal driving it. The audio electronics include, as a minimum, the pre-emphasis module (which
implements the RIAA recording characteristic) and a cutting amplifier, which is essentially a power
amplifier designed to drive a cutter head. The audio electronics often also extend to signal
processing units, cutter head protection units, instrumentation to monitor signal level and the coil
temperature of the cutter head transducer system and possibly more. The complete system, despite
its complexity, does not know or care what happens upstream of its inputs.
Any signal appearing at the inputs of a disk mastering system will be transferred to disk, whether
this comes from a tape machine, a record player, a CD player, a DAC or even just a couple of
microphones and microphone preamplifiers.
In the latter example, we would have a direct-to-disk recording, meaning that there was no other
recording medium involved, the sound is recorded directly to the master disk. In this case, the
master disk is a first generation recording, with only one round of recording side-effects. All other
cases of recordings transferred to disk from other media are second-generation re-recordings at best
and commonly many more re-recording generations are involved, along with several rounds of sideeffects.
Direct-to-disk recording may appear pure and simple, but was largely abandoned as soon as
magnetic tape appeared, due to several great challenges--- detailed below:
A master disk is called a "master" because its contents will be replicated onto multiple other disks
during the manufacturing process. It is an aluminum substrate coated with a soft nitrocellulose
lacquer. Only one side is used to cut grooves and due to the lacquer being soft and sensitive, they
cannot be played back without damage! As such, a direct-to-disk recording cannot be played back
until much later on in the record manufacturing process.
Any errors or defects affecting the recording, will only be heard after substantial investment in
manufacturing operations and long after the recording session is over. These costs will have to be
covered well in advance of getting to hear the first clues of the outcome.
Even if all went perfectly well during the recording session, there is still the risk of the master disks
being destroyed during the subsequent manufacturing steps, rendering the entire project a total
loss.
Moreover, a master disk has to be recorded in one go, with no editing possibilities. The musicians
have to be able to perform a whole side of a record in its entirety, with no mistakes or unintended
sounds. If something goes wrong (such as legendary stories of the police interrupting an orchestral
recording session towards the end of a perfect side due to complaints about the noise), the disk is
thrown away and the entire side has to be performed and recorded all over again.

In case this does not sound nerve-racking enough, I should point out that the disk recording lathe
alone can easily weigh around 700 lbs and the rest of the setup would be another 700 lbs. This was
often carried "on-location", somewhere with decent acoustics where an ensemble and crew
numbering well over 100 can fit, with suitable transportation, accommodation and subsistence
arrangements, for everyone!
Last but not least, remember those disk mastering system automation capabilities I mentioned
earlier? Forget about them! They rely on a "preview" signal arriving in advance of the "program"
signal to be cut to disk, allowing enough time for heavy parts of the mechanical assembly to speed
up and slow down and for the control systems to calculate all that.
Now here is the catch: Since there can be no preview signal during a direct-to-disk recording, there
can be no automation! Everything has to be done manually. This was exactly what the "Keeper of the
Groove" (as credited in the album notes) was there for, in some of the Sheffield Lab direct-to-disk
recordings. This was a musically trained person sitting in with the disk mastering engineers and
reading the score, giving advance cues of all the sudden loud passages, pauses, etc, for the
engineers to manually ride the lathe controls during the cut! For some of these epic sessions, they
carried up to three complete mastering systems on location, all cutting simultaneously, just to make
sure that at least one of the master disks would survive and be deemed usable for commercial
release.
Needless to say, the aforementioned challenges render direct-to-disk recording sessions rather
expensive and risky undertakings. Still, they have yielded some of the best sounding records to be
found.
Not that transferring a recording from another medium to disk is without its difficulties. But, it
allows the use of a preview signal and automations, as well as the ability to take test cuts of the
exact same performance and log the settings for repeatable results when cutting the masters. No
heavy lifting involved and no organizational or logistics nightmares to deal with.
Perhaps, one would probably like to think, the ability to take your time in a known, controlled
environment, to figure out how it would be best to transfer the material to disk, would make up for
this additional level of generation loss.
The modern reality of the music industry tends to be quite grim in this respect. Ideally, the
mastering engineer would take a lot of time to fine-tune all the different settings for the most
accurate transfer. Test cuts would be taken, which a producer would take home to evaluate with a
clear head and return a few days later to oversee the process of cutting the actual masters. In an
ideal world, the original recording would also be technically adequate and along with the
composition, arrangement and performance, would be compatible with the particularities of the
destination medium it would be released on. In practice, however, this is rarely the case, nowadays.
Recordings are often done in a haste, on a small budget, without bothering with a proper
arrangement of the compositions, often without even a producer. Inadequate monitoring further
exaggerates the problem. Recordings make it to the mastering room, and then may require radical
processing and corrections, just to be able to be properly transferred to disk.
This takes time and experience, neither of which comes cheap. Such recordings are not usually
backed by budgets sufficient to cover problem-solving at the mastering stage.
This is how what I like to call "safe-mode mastering" came to be. This introduced preset signal
processing units which chop away the low frequencies and high frequencies (which would require

some time to figure out how to cut properly), butcher away the dynamics (in case there were any
there to begin with), narrow down the stereo image and "shrink" the recording to fit comfortably on
the disk medium using standard "safe settings" on the lathe as well. In fact, once you take out
everything that makes a recording interesting and worth listening to, you can just cut it without
even bothering to actually listen through the whole thing in advance.
The automations will ensure it will work, at least to the extent of "it spins and makes some noise".
You may wonder at this point, why bother at all then, all this waste of potential and resources for
records that sound worse than their digital sources? I personally feel that if you are not going to do
it properly you might as well not do it at all and save us all the hassle for a bunch of records nobody
will ever listen to more than once, if at all. There is a booming market for plastics recycling,
especially targeting stacks of unsold records sitting in warehouses, which recycling facilities and
record pressing plants buy by weight, demonstrating the extent of the problem. The more ethical
operations at least remove the paper labels before granulating...
A great sounding record begins with a great real life sound and a great recording of it, done with a
good understanding of the recording medium and of the final distribution medium to which it will
need to be transferred. The best sounding records I have cut required no signal processing at all.
The recording was great as it was. No "shrink to fit", just an accurate transfer. But still, it took time
and effort. Deciding on the best settings for the groove depth, the spacing between grooves and how
this may change throughout the side, the cutting stylus heating system temperature, the amount of
vacuum suction needed to clear the chip with no audible effects, selecting the best cutting stylus out
of a batch and the best blank lacquer master disks, carefully aged, taking several test cuts,
auditioning on a calibrated reference reproducer and accurate full range monitor loudspeakers in a
room with excellent acoustics, inspecting the test cuts and then the entire length of the final master
disks under the microscope and doing this process all over again for each album.
While in "safe-mode mastering" one can boast about how many masters they cut in a day; for serious
work, we talk about how many days it took to cut a master!
When seemingly perfect masters have been cut and inspected under the microscope, they are sent
off to the the next step of the manufacturing process, without having any possibility of listening to
the actual master disks and with a whole load of things which could still go wrong downstream.
Should the master disk get damaged or should other faults occur or be discovered during the
subsequent stages, we are back at the beginning again, cutting a new set of masters, to be inspected
and sent off!
In the next column, we will have a look at the subsequent stages of record manufacturing: Plating
and Pressing.
[Header image courtesy of the Library of Congress, Prints & Photographs Division, FSA/OWI
Collection, [LC-USW3-006732-C ]. Interlochen, Michigan. National music camp where 300 or more
young musicians study symphonic music for eight weeks each summer. Cutting a musical recording
with a recording machine.]

The Wildweeds
Music to My Ears
Written by WL Woodward

“I’m listening to WDRC BIG D in Hartford!”
In 1967 WDRC, a Hartford pop station (What’s Doing Round Conn.) 1360 on your AM dial, was
running a promotional radio contest. Every hour the DJ would call a random phone number and if
you answered “I’m listening to WDRC, BIG D in Hartford!” exactly, no substitutes, exclamation point
assumed, and knew how much money was in the jackpot, you won the jackpot. If the caller that hour
failed to answer correctly or didn’t know the jackpot, the jackpot increased by $13.60. The worst
that could happen is you’d win in the first hour. The effect of course was anyone who participated
had to listen to that damn station all day to keep track of the jackpot. And know how to add. $13.60
is a tough number. Pre-calculators dude.
My mom was an amateur sociopath and like most of her persuasion when she got stuck on
something it would not come loose. She believed absolutely we were going to win this contest. We
were all assigned times we had to listen and keep track of the jackpot. If you were home sick from
school the transistor radio was installed next to your bed and your torture was to have to listen to
"Winchester Cathedral" by the New Vaudeville Band (look dat POS up, No 1 with a bullet) or the
Herman’s Hermits "I’m Henry the VIII, I Am" (second verse, just like the first) played incessantly and
keep track of that flippin jackpot.
Yes, you know the end of this one. One night the phone rang. My brother went to answer it, but
suddenly Mom was pounding up the stairs from the basement yelling "Stop! Don’t answer that!”
Apparently she had forgotten to add the last hours’ jackpot to the tally kept right by the phone (only
phone in the house) so the total was wrong. She wrenched the phone from Ed’s hand, causing
possible future nerve damage and answered “I’m listening to WDRC, Big D in Hartford!” Pause.
Then “Yes! It’s $1210.40!” Everyone in the kitchen froze because we knew what had just happened.
After the general pandemonium subsided it was decided that despite this new found vast wealth we
all had to go to school the next day. I remember not sleeping. I felt as though everything had
changed. Would the kids at school treat me differently because of our fortune? Would we move to a
new home? Was I too young to buy a car? How much do girls cost? Being all of 12 years old I wasn’t
sure of the laws about such things, but I did know $1200 was a vast sum to a family that was known
to re-wrap Hot Wheels cars for Christmas. The fact that $1200 was all that separated a family
between middle class worry and enormous wealth boggled my fevered brain.

My Dad had just started his own business and wanted to use the money to buy equipment and
materials and get a jump ahead on cash flow. Mom wanted a pool. Three weeks later when the pool
arrived our fame had spread far and wide, at least up and down Ash Drive.
A byproduct of all that listening to WDRC was a new band had emerged and had a hit. The band was
the Wildweeds and the song "No Good To Cry".
https://youtu.be/2PdeKoamDXU

We all thought this a black Motown band but found out we lived near these guys. I grew up in
Windsor Locks, CT, and her sister town next door was Windsor. All the ‘Weeds were Windsor boys,
and one would become well known. Big Al Anderson was the guitar player, songwriter for the band
and vocalist on this cut and would go on to be the guitarist for NRBQ for 22 years. The others in the
Weeds were Andy Lepak on drums, Ray Zeiner keyboards, Bob Dudek bass and Martin "Skip"
Yakaitis on percussion. Andy’s dad Alex was a professional musician and teacher who first
recognized the talent these guys had and would be their first manager. He helped them get
recorded, paid them salaries and instilled in them a professional respect for the business. Our
friends from Windsor remember hearing the band practice at the Lepak’s house, and not because
Mr. Lepak was managing them. The fact is bands always practice at the drummer’s house for
obvious reasons. This is a cautionary tale for anyone out there who has a kid that wants to play
drums. You will be subjected to all manner of repeated mayhem.
By the beginning of 1967 the Weeds had tightened into a rocking soul outfit and soon we were
hearing them playing in the local halls like the K of C in Windsor Locks and at festivals all over New
England. Their focus was soul and R&B and they could rock it. Surely bands like the Beatles and
Stones had used blues and R&B to crossover with rock but these guys’ heroes were people like Ray
Charles, the Impressions, and Otis Redding. The Wildweeds' music reflected this and wowed
audiences all over New England.
The first releases in 1967 include the next three selections and showcase both Anderson’s song
writing ability and their roots in soul. This first, "It Was Fun (While It Lasted)":
https://youtu.be/Ce1266W-XsA

And "Someday Morning" 1967:
https://youtu.be/8rcXp8De1Zo

There was, and still is, a hot dog and fried clam shack called Bart’s down by the river just before you
cross under the railroad bridge going into Windsor. Guys who grew up there remember Big Al
showing up in a new Corvette that Summer of Love. From that summer, "Can’t You See That I’m
Lonely":
https://youtu.be/owOGIkzoGgw

The band had gotten the attention of Chess records and they were recorded on a subsidiary Cadet
Records. But as much of a rabid regional following the band had, the record company didn’t know
what to do with these guys so nothing was happening nationally. The band experimented with
changes in musical direction and as early as 1968 we heard more of a rock sound. Here’s "I’m
Dreaming" with Dudek on vocals. Nice bass player by the way.
https://youtu.be/gGKMPNCHmyU

Eeep. That scared my cat.
By 1970/72 the band was changing people and direction so much they eventually just lost the way.
From 1972 "C'mon If You’re Comin'".
https://youtu.be/HSrjIWRJT4E

In 1970 Skip Yakaitis talked Big Al into seeing this band called NRBQ that was touring from the
south. In 1972 NRBQ booked the Wildweeds to play a gig in Clinton Corners, NY in what was
essentially an audition for Big Al. NRBQ’s guitar player, Steve Ferguson was leaving the group and
they needed some fresh meat. Thus started a 22 year relationship that will be lovingly covered in my
next column.
Here’s a vid of a Wildweeds reunion in Windsor Locks. My wife of 45 years and I are from there
so..wow.
https://youtu.be/iDZ02hQfwLs

Here’s a taste of what NRBQ were like live. Johnny Cash’s "Get Rhythm". Ironically on Carlene
Carter’s TV show.
https://youtu.be/1u8UmdH_CM4

Shiver me Timbers.

A Visit to a Linkwitz Open House
Featured
Written by Rich Isaacs

As the second day of the 2019 California Audio Show was taking place, a smaller, more intimate
demonstration of the reproduction of recorded music was unfolding across the Bay in Marin County.
For the third time this year, a select group of about 30 music lovers were treated to an open house
at the residence of the late audio legend, Siegfried Linkwitz, and his wife (now widow), Eike.
The occasion was another “real-world” audition of Linkwitz’s ultimate speaker design, the
magicLX521.4, along with the smaller LXsirius. The 521 is a four-way, six-driver, boxless system
with dedicated amplification for each driver. There are two 10” woofers mounted at vertically angled
opposition to each other in an open cabinet that has no front or back panel, with a minimal baffle on
top that has an 8” lower-midrange driver, a 4” upper-midrange driver, and two 1” dome tweeters
(one of which faces the rear). Special cables provide the connection between two six-channel
amplifiers and the drivers.
The LXsirius represents an evolution of the Pluto speaker, and features an upward-facing 6” woofer
at the top of a graceful column, just above which is a small forward-firing full-range driver. The
original Pluto used a PVC pipe for the column, and looked very DIY. The LXsirius has taken the same
basic driver arrangement and placed it in a refined and elegant enclosure that is much more décorfriendly. It is available as a stand-alone speaker or augmented with several choices of subwoofers.
While Linkwitz designs have always been authorized for individual use with the purchase of plans, at
least one company is marketing an unlicensed version of the Pluto.

Now that Siegfried Linkwitz has passed, the gracious and charming Eike carries on his tradition of
welcoming music lovers into the home. She provides a wonderful table of hors d’oeuvres and
beverages. The demonstrations are conducted by Dr. Frank Brenner, who has taken up the
administration of Linkwitzlab.com from his hometown of Stuttgart, Germany, along with Craig
Allison, a close Linkwitz family friend who was the co-operator of several notable hi-fi shops in the
North Bay for 30 years.
Frank left a career as a physician to become an airline pilot for Lufthansa, and makes regular flights
to California. His interest in building speakers led him to research on the Internet and, ultimately, to
the Linkwitz Lab website. He purchased the components for Siegfried’s previous design, the Orion,
in kit form and was “blown away” with the sound. When the LX521 design was published, he
immediately ordered the parts and built what turned out to be the second pair in existence at the
time. Frank took a poll on the Linkwitzlab forum and found overwhelming interest in the speakers.
In 2013, with Siegfried’s approval, he decided to market kits and fully-assembled units.
He has continued to refine the system wiring and electronics. Where earlier designs relied on an
analog crossover feeding multi-channel amps from companies such as ATI, Frank helped to develop
the dedicated “Powerbox” amps with digital or analog processing. He has also rerouted the wiring so
that it is contained within the wood panels -- not sticking out in plain sight.
As you can see from the photo, most audiophiles would consider the room in which the speakers
reside to be an acoustical nightmare -- nearly floor-to-ceiling windows on both sides, a brick
fireplace façade to the rear, and bookshelves on one other side. There has been no attempt to
provide acoustic treatments.

Eike had arranged staggered appointments for the guests, so that at any given time there were
about ten people in the living room. Attendees took turns in the “sweet spot” seat, but the sound was
focused and compelling from nearly anywhere in the room. That the speakers can present a
coherent, almost holographic soundstage in such an environment is a testament to the Linkwitz
genius and the fact that they deserve the “magic” appellation.
Frank supplied a varied set of musical selections, from the familiar to the obscure, each played at an
individually predetermined volume level. One of Siegfried’s concepts was that there is an optimal
volume setting for any given piece.
Siegfried was a highly regarded figure in the audio industry, and I consider myself fortunate for
having had the opportunity to visit him in his home several years ago, when he was demonstrating
the Orion speaker model. He is best remembered as the co-creator of the Linkwitz-Riley crossover,
as well as the designer of Audio Artistry speakers.
The Linkwitzlab website contains a staggering amount of information, both technical and
philosophical. It is well worth a visit. For those interested in purchase information, look here.
P.S. I asked Eike about the unusual choice of orange for Siegfried’s own bass cabinet – she replied
that it was her favorite color, and that of the Golden Gate Bridge…

Clara Wieck Schumann
Something Old / Something New
Written by Anne E. Johnson

September 13, 2019, marks the 200th birthday of pianist and composer Clara Wieck Schumann. The
bicentennial year has already seen a number of recordings of her works, both on their own and
paired with those of her husband Robert.
Schumann’s mother was singer Marianne Tromlitz Wieck, whose vocal influence is obvious in Clara’s
work, even though her parents divorced when she was five. This left Clara in the care of her father,
Friedrich Wieck, a piano teacher and owner of a piano shop. Clara, of course, started learning piano
and music theory when she was a little girl. She met fellow child prodigy Robert Schumann when
they were both nine. And soon they were both counted among the most celebrated pianists in
Europe.
One of the new albums to come out for the bicentennial is the debut recording from young British
pianist Isata Kanneh-Mason. Her musical family rivals the Bachs in sheer size and scope (the most
famous being her cellist-brother, Sheku).
Kanneh-Mason’s Romance: The Piano Music of Clara Schumann (Decca) is devoted to Schumann’s
solo works, as well as some chamber music and a concerto. The Piano Sonata in G minor, completed
in 1841, stands up to works by Robert (whom she’d married in 1837), even though its 20-minute
total length makes some describe it as a sonatina. It has not only grace, but also harmonic

complexity and the energy and passion that make it a first-rate example of Romantic piano
repertoire.
In her recording of the first-movement Allegro, Kanneh-Mason sometimes lacks the rhythmic clarity
needed to give the piece sufficient elegance. But there are moments, especially in extended phrases,
where the young pianist does seem to have an over-arching concept of where she’s headed, and her
playing is very intelligent.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6rpb5bZh8js

Like her husband and other composers of her era, Schumann had a fondness for very short pieces,
or “miniatures.” She gave many of these the label “Romance,” and – hence the album title – KannehMason includes two sets of romances: Op. 11 for solo piano and Op. 22 for violin and piano, with
violinist Elena Urioste.
The Op. 22 romances, interestingly, are among the first pieces Clara wrote in 1853 after she and
Robert first heard the playing of Johannes Brahms, then only 20. Clara reported that he seemed to
have been “sent straight from God.” The last movement of Op. 22, marked “Leidenschaftlich schnell”
(Passionately fast), is played with a barely controlled desperation on the part of both Urioste and
Kanneh-Mason, like a roiling spring that could burst at any moment.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=XTGa7oiroaA

Kanneh-Mason is not the only female performer to be inspired by Schumann’s bicentennial. Russian
pianist Velislava Palacorova’s Robert und Clara Schumann (ASR Aktive Sound) covers some of the
same ground as Kanneh-Mason’s offering.
The G minor sonata has four movements rather than the usual three, making its structure more like
a chamber work. Schumann herself seems to have thought of the third-movement Scherzo as extra,
since she reused only that movement in 1845 as part of her 4 Pièces fugitives, Op. 15.
Here is Palacorova’s recording of the Scherzo. While Palacorova emphasizes Schumann’s witty use
of syncopation, a lighter touch would have served the movement well, as would a clearer stylistic
contrast between the Scherzo proper and the darker section in minor.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=QcdVHU0Oafo

Palacorova also includes the 3 Romances Op. 11. The third is marked Moderato, and the pianist
gives a thoughtful, perhaps overly earnest, rendition of this meandering, fascinating piece.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3zAhGDCwJbg

Another CD celebrating the birthday girl comes from French pianist Marie Vermeulin. Clara &
Robert Schumann includes the Op. 6 Soirée musicales by Clara and the Kinderszenen and
Waldszenen miniatures by Robert.

This is the best of the lot by far. In the Nocturne from Soirée musicales, Vermeulin tugs at the
phrases oh, so gently. Her patience and tenderness create an ethereal swirling of sound that gets to
the very core of Romanticism.
https://open.spotify.com/track/6gIgQYQzRnViNoccfm8Fd8
Tucked away at the end of this collection is a Romance without opus number. In its opening gesture
of thirds in the right hand, repeated throughout, Vermeulin manages to let the two pitches of each
third be the tiniest bit out of phase, making them seem spontaneous; yet she never loses the shapes
of Schumann’s harmonic ideas.
https://open.spotify.com/track/3BHnynSgKEDQRhIJxiIuVr
Daniel Levy’s recording Clara Schumann: Piano Works (Edelweiss Emission) is an uneven tribute to
the composer. The Argentinian pianist includes the G minor sonata, three of the four Pièces
fugitives, the Op. 11 Romances, and some Lieder.
Here’s the Finale Rondo from the G minor sonata. Levy has an effective way of bending the rhythm
to emphasize the beginnings of phrases and sub-phrases, allowing himself a barely perceptible pause
before downbeats. The playing is confident and fluid.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Tug9NTf85Ug

Unfortunately, things go downhill when soprano Cristina Mantese joins Levy for a few of the Lieder
in the Op. 12 song cycle. In No. 14, “Liebst du um Schönheit.” Mantese’s voice is harsh and her
vibrato relentless.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6ZNK7iESPlc

Because Lieder were an important part of the Schumanns’ life, I was hoping to find a wonderful new
recording to share here. The final months of the year may yet yield a pleasant surprise, but so far,
pickings are slim.
Myrtle and Rose: Songs by Clara and Robert Schumann is a self-produced CD by tenor Kyle Stegall
and fortepianist Eric Zivian. While I admire the tenacity it took to create this album, I am not
convinced by these performances.
During Op. 13, No. 1, “Ich stand in dunkel Träumen,” Stegall seems uncomfortable: there’s
hesitation and a lack of steadiness in the voice. But there are also moments of technical and
emotionally delicacy.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YLF9zlQyAiA

Stegall’s tone and phrasing flow better in the faster tempo of “Lorelei.” Zivian, however, struggles
with the challenging accompaniment. This distracts from the intended magical effect of Heinrich
Heine’s poem.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Y7lJ1R2UNvY

It’s inauspicious to end a birthday article on a weak note. In the absence of a better 2019 recording
of Schumann’s songs, I propose we jump back about 20 years for a top-notch version. On the Decca
label, soprano Barbara Bonney released a glorious collection of Lieder by Robert and Clara with
Vladimir Ashkenazi at the piano.
Let’s try that “Lorelei” again, shall we, the way it’s meant to be done:
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=AF65PyYq_6A

And one more birthday treat, if you happen to be a singer or pianist, or you just like to study scores:
Edition Peters has released a gorgeous new bicentennial edition of Clara Schumann’s Lieder, edited
by Daniel Grimwood. There’s nothing more 19th century than bellying up to a piano in your living
room and playing music for yourself.

Papa’s Got a Real Mixed Bag
To Be Determined
Written by Tom Gibbs

Rickie Lee Jones - Kicks
I have loved Rickie Lee Jones from day one; though the truth be known, early on probably more for
the fact that she was the hot blond laid across Tom Waits’ hood on the cover of his album Blue
Valentines. That love affair continued into her work as an artist, especially with her second album,
Pirates, where I felt she had really found her voice. I must have played “Woody and Dutch on the
Slow Train to Peking” a thousand times, frequently to the accompaniment of my darling, doting
wife’s proclamation of “JESUS, COULD YOU PLEASE TURN THAT FUCKING RACKET DOWN!”
Nevertheless, the love continued through Girl At Her Volcano and The Magazine, but she started
losing me with Flying Cowboys. The magic seemed over for me, but a couple of unexpected changes
in my listening habits started altering my conception. First, I changed jobs, where my radio would
only pick up the local college jazz station, so I started listening to a shit-ton of classic jazz. And my
wife forced me to attend a baby shower (of all things) where nothing but late-period Billie Holiday
played non-stop—and I totally dug it!
A couple of years later, I’m in Tower Records, and pull a copy of RLJ’s new CD, Pop Pop, from the
rack, and in a WTF! moment checked out the song list. A covers album? WTF! Rickie Lee’s really lost
it—but I bought it anyway. My newfound love of classic jazz and quirky jazz singing had perfectly
prepped me for this record. From Robben Ford’s beautiful acoustic guitar intro, to Charlie Haden’s
magically lyrical bass line, and then Rickie Lee’s gorgeous voice singing “My One and Only

Love”—she had me from hello! Sitting there stunned through that magical first song, as it faded to
black, again came the shout from upstairs—“Dad. Dad! DAD!! Who was that?” “Uh...Rickie Lee
Jones…” “Can I borrow that CD?” “Uh...sure!” (my wife is still not a convert.) So RLJ’s career has
continued, with periods of original material albums mixed in with the occasional cover album; I
found 2000’s cover album It’s Like This particularly compelling—“Show Biz Kids making movies of
themselves, you know they don’t give a fuck about anybody else!” Needless to say, I have found the
cover albums infinitely more interesting than her recent original output.
Unfortunately, the magic seems to be lost in her latest release, Kicks, which again has her singing
her takes on another diverse group of tunes, from the likes of Bad Company, “Bad Company” (I’m
not making this up!) to America’s “Lonely People”—which are both just plain awful. The heartfelt,
soulful singing and quirky, spare arrangements that made her previous efforts so charming and
immediate—are sadly MIA, from any point on this album. When she breaks into “Don’t Say No, It’s
the End of the World”, it was definitely the end of the album for me. WTF? Seriously, I had to keep
checking that the correct album was playing, because at very few points in the proceedings did the
voice even sound like Rickie Lee Jones. RLJ at her best is irresistible; at her worst, highly
forgettable. Seriously, unless you’re an absolute, die-hard completist, I’d pass on this one.
[I'll echo Tom's take on this one. I'm an occasional and occasionally-ardent fan of Rickie Lee, but this
is dreadful. She's made previous missteps with covers---her "Sympathy For the Devil" was bafflingly
laughable, sounding like a dilaudid-drenched Shirley Temple doing "On the Good Ship Lollipop".
Her try at "The Weight" was, well, lightweight; her version of "Reason to Believe"---a song I've loved
and sung for over forty years---made me lose belief...and so on. I'd say, "make your own jokes," but in
most of these cases, the jokes are already there. Yeesh. ---Ed.]
The Other Side of Desire Records, CD/LP (download/streaming from Amazon, Tidal, Qobuz, Pandora,
YouTube, Spotify, iTunes)

Nérija - Blume
The London jazz scene from across the pond has always garnered rather pale comparisons to
anything going on here in the states; I’d be hard pressed to name more than a handful of English
jazz musicians. And I actually have a fairly extensive jazz collection that spans the fifties through
recent years. I could easily grab discs by Claire Martin (excellent English jazz singer on the Linn
label), as well as discs from singer Stacey Kent—she’s American, but lives and records in England.
Her husband, arranger and sax player Jim Tomlinson, is English, as well as the entire backing band
on all of her albums, and they are absolutely lights out good! I also have many albums from John
McLaughlin and Allan Holdsworth, although the latter two technically fall into more of the jazz
fusion category. Aside from that—pretty much nada.
Nérija is a septet that’s been performing together now for about three years; they grew out of the
individual players’ involvement in London’s Tomorrow’s Warriors. Which is a really innovative jazz
music education and artist development organization; they’re currently helping to fuel the
burgeoning jazz scene that’s suddenly become terrifically popular among young and hip London
audiences. Blume has an incredibly swinging and cool vibe; at first listen, you could easily mistake
this music for any of a number of offerings from the classic Blue Note catalog of the sixties. Oh, and
did I mention that Nérija is—with the exception of bass player Rio Kai—an all-female ensemble? Or
jazz collective, as they prefer to call themselves.

Nérija consists of Nubya Garcia (tenor sax), Sheila Maurice-Gray (trumpet), Cassie Kinoshi (alto
sax), Rosie Turton (trombone), Shirley Tetteh (guitar), Lizy Exell (drums), and the aforementioned
lone male Rio Kai (bass). The absence of a piano player is about the only thing that separates them
from the makeup of more traditional jazz ensembles of yore. Most of the players slum in various
other London bands on a nightly basis. Blume is an album of dizzyingly virtuosic straight-ahead jazz,
with all of the sprawling, atmospheric extended-set pieces composed by various members of the
band. While this is undeniably a big-time blowing session, the absence of the traditional piano role
easily makes guitarist Shirley Tetteh’s exciting runs and fills the glue that cements this excellent
album. Highlights: “Riverfest”, “Partner Lover Girlfriend”, “EU (Emotionally Unavailable)”.
Recommended.
Domino Recording Company, 2-LP set on clear vinyl (download/streaming from Bandcamp, Tidal,
Qobuz, Spotify)

Creedence Clearwater Revival - Live At Woodstock
It's unbelievable that this year marks the 50th anniversary of Woodstock. And even more
unbelievable that Creedence Clearwater Revival—until this year—were essentially considered as
non-existent at Woodstock, unless, of course, you were there! Creedence was one of only a handful
of acts on the bill to have already achieved substantial airplay and commercial sales by 1969. They

didn’t appear in the movie or on the official soundtrack recording, because John Fogerty heard the
tapes of their hour-long performance and felt they were substandard. Therefore, no CCR in the
movie, no CCR on the record (actually, when they released Woodstock Volumes 2 and 3 a few years
later, one Creedence song made it on the multi-LP sets, but too little, too late). It’s actually stunning,
the number of groups who played at Woodstock, yet don’t appear in the film, and aren’t part of the
legend and lore of the “Three Days of Peace and Music”. Like Janis Joplin, or the Grateful Dead.
Speaking of the Dead, John Fogerty still blames them for the fact that Creedence ended up with a
midnight slot on the night of August 17, 1969—the Dead set ran way longer than its allotted
time—CCR getting on stage so late is part of the reason he felt fifty years ago that their performance
was so forgettable.
If you’re a true Creedence fan, these tapes are legendary, and in this—their first official
release—they’re given the kind of remastering treatment that you could only have dreamed of. The
sound isn’t perfect, but it’s absolutely on par with the very best captured performances at
Woodstock (hey, at least the tape didn’t run out midway through the set!). And the performances are
incendiary to say the least—this is the live CCR album that true fans have all been waiting for!
Originally slated to only be part of the massive Rhino Back To The Garden collection, it was
eventually later decided to license the tapes to Craft Recordings to release it as a single disc CD and
double LP. Making it much more attractive and affordable for most of us—not that ten CDs of live
Woodstock is a bad thing, though!
I have a co-worker who’s a Creedence completist, and he pre-ordered this the moment it was
available. He tells me that the two official CCR live discs—The Concert and Live in Europe—are dull
and virtually lifeless compared to the Woodstock tapes. And Creedence plays all the hits (up to 1969,
of course) here, burning through the one-hour set like men on a mission. Highly recommended.
Craft Recordings, CD/2-LP set (download/streaming from Amazon, Qobuz, Spotify)

Clairo - Immunity
Music is almost my religion, and I approach it with a great deal of seriousness. Which would make it
very easy for me to simply out-of-hand dismiss a seemingly frivolous internet and YouTube sensation
like Clairo and her debut album, Immunity. Without a judge and jury. Her YouTube videos have had
tens of millions of views, and the music is generally described as “Bedroom Pop” (a label that Clairo
dismisses). Bedroom Pop, according to the Urban Dictionary, is “characterized by its lo-fi quality and
contemplative themes, sharing elements of other indie-pop genres such as shoegaze, dream pop,
jangle pop, and emo”. Her songs do seem to have a very dreamy and contemplative quality to them,
for sure. I pride myself on generally being reasonably up to date with current musical trends, but I
have to be brutally honest here: I had to look those genres up, although “dream pop” and “jangle
pop” almost seem self-explanatory.
Clairo’s (her given name is Claire Cottrill) dad had a number of music industry connections through
his business dealings. And even though Clairo was actively being courted by a number of major
labels after her internet success, she eventually signed with the Fader label her dad had serious
connections with. She’s been openly accused by other indie artists of benefiting from nepotism, and
of being an “industry plant”. In other words, they’re accusing her of being a mainstream industrybacked artist marketed and presented as an indie artist—solely for the feel-good vibe and to sell
more records. Getting a break in the music industry is extremely tough sledding; my daughter has

been trying to break through for years with only a modicum of success. Naturally, I fully understand
the deep level of dedication it takes and the difficulty of ever truly making it. Check out Clairo’s
website; she’s in the midst of a national tour that’s taking her to some impressive venues in most
major cities—so let the nepotism theories roll on!
All of that said, I find the music here a totally mixed bag, though some of it is actually surprisingly
cerebral and enjoyable. The record was produced by Rostam Batmanglij (Vampire Weekend), and
has a much higher level of production than seen in any of her previous work---though not so
overproduced as to take it into the realm of adult contemporary music. Immunity is basically a synthpop affair with guitars, keys and a drum machine on most songs, and Clairo plays some of the
instruments herself—it’s definitely lo-fi, but not nearly so much as the YouTube stuff. It’s a love-hate
situation, though, for me—while I do find some of the songs emotionally engaging, there are aspects
that are less gripping. Like when she uses a vocoder to alter the sound of her actually pleasant voice
to something not at all dissimilar to say, Britney Spears. Blechh! Clairo would probably have an
aneurysm if she found herself compared to Queen Britney in a review, and her very passable voice
doesn’t need augmented in a way that makes it downright unpleasant to listen to. YMMV—if for no
other reason, at least you’ll know whether to encourage your kid who’s making music videos in her
bedroom.
Fader Records, CD/LP (download/streaming from Amazon, Tidal, Qobuz, Spotify)

Susanna Mälkki/Helsinki Philharmonic Orchestra - Bartók: The Wooden Prince/ The Miraculous
Mandarin Suite
This new disc of Béla Bartók’s early symphonic works is notable for two reasons: Firstly, both The
Wooden Prince and The Miraculous Mandarin (along with the early opera Bluebeard’s Castle) are
stylistically unlike anything else in Bartók’s canon of works. These works are presented in a
compositional style more closely related to the late Romantic period than any of the more angular
and abstract works of Bartók’s later period. Where his works took on many of the Hungarian folk
influences he was so strongly attracted to. Secondly, Finnish conductor Susanna Mälkki makes her
debut with the Helsinki Philharmonic Orchestra on the BIS label; she’s undeniably one of the
brightest stars currently in the classical world. She presently serves as the Chief conductor of the
Helsinki Philharmonic Orchestra, who perform at the acclaimed (and brand new!) Helsinki Music
Centre, where this outstanding set of performances was recorded. In her spare time, Susanna
Mälkki slums as the principal guest conductor for the Los Angeles Philharmonic. Those urban
Angelinos sure seem to love their Finnish conductors!
And if I may be so bold as to proffer Thirdly, it’s because this is such an incredibly dynamic and wellrecorded performance of these infrequently programmed works. If you can get your hands on the
excellent BIS SACD disc, that’s definitely the route to go for the very highest level of aural
satisfaction. Through my Yamaha BDA-1060 universal player, the opening crescendo in the first
movement of The Wooden Prince is staggeringly dynamic, and offers an incredibly realistic acoustic
representation of the Helsinki Music Centre in my listening room. That said, if you’ve abandoned
spinning discs and are more into high-res streaming, both Qobuz and Tidal offer this performance at
24/96 PCM sound, which isn’t too shabby either. The CD layer of the SACD disc (or 44.1 FLAC or
WAV) is actually quite good, as well, but you’ll want high-res sound to get the most satisfying sound
quality, which this title delivers in spades!
Susanna Mälkki’s readings of these works is very lyrical here; if you’re looking for a more muscular
interpretation, try Boulez on DG. If this disc is indicative of what we can expect from this
outstanding orchestra and conductor, their future efforts on BIS should not disappoint. Very highly
recommended!
BIS Records, CD/SACD (download/streaming from Amazon, Tidal, Qobuz, Spotify)

A Turntable of my Own, Part 3
In My Room
Written by Ken Fritz

[Part 1 of this story was featured in Copper#90 ; Part 2, in Copper #91---Ed.]
All of the brass points/receptor cups were designed to have cored-out cups so they could be filled
with a lead/elastomer matrix. Using a urethane matrix eliminated the possibility of the lead
shrinking away from the brass cups as it cooled.

The bottom of all of the cups were fitted with ¼” diameter steel ball bearings bonded into recesses
machined into the bottom of the cups; therefore, assuring a three-point contact.

Here we see epoxy resin being blended with #9 lead shot in a Hobart mixer just before being poured
into the undersides of the main plinth and drive motor support bases.

This is the underside of the sub-base for the VPI double motor flywheel drives, ready to be filled with
the epoxy/lead matrix.

This is the underside of the main turntable plinth, ready to be filled with the epoxy/lead matrix.

The next step in getting the Minus K properly set up to support the weight of the turntable is to bond
½” thick high durometer rubber to the center top plate on the Minus K unit. It is being bonded down
with a polyurethane elastomer adhesive. This adhesive will remain flexible after it is fully cured.

Initially it was my thought to install a pair of air pressure gauges, one for each of the Kuzma Air
Lines and a vacuum gauge for the Sota vacuum pump. After thinking about it, I thought the gauges
really serve no purpose and look out of place, as it made the unit look too industrial, so I ended up
removing them.

After applying a layer of polyurethane adhesive to the top of the rubber blocks on the Minus K, I
lowered into place the aluminum plate that will accept the plinth for the turntable. This plate has
become part of the Minus K isolator.

Immediately after applying the adhesive, the plate was lowered and accurately positioned squarely
on top of the rubber pads on the Minus K isolator. The adhesive was then allowed to cure. I might
add the following; the thin sheet metal box that came with the Minus K, protecting the inner
workings from dust, debris, etc., has been replaced by a number of ½” thick aluminum plates that
will not only serve the same purpose but be much more aesthetically pleasing.
[We will conclude this story in the next issue---Ed.]
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