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It’s a Big, Big World
By Bill Leebens | Issue 32
Welcome to Copper #32! If you’re a reader of fine print (and who amongst our readers is
not?), you’ve probably noticed that the legend on our cover has morphed from “Journal of
Music & Audio” to “Music, Audio & the Good Stuff”. Fear not, faithful reader: we’re not
abandoning our focus upon audio technology and history and in-depth looks at all kinds of
music-making—we’re just going to occasionally look at other fields of endeavor where artisans
strive for excellence. We all know dedicated audiophiles who are equally devoted to cars,
watches, pens, wine…we’re going to have expert introductions to those kinds of specialist,
high-end interests.
Our first piece along those lines is about CHEESE, Gromit! Our new contributor Chloe
Olewitz is a widely-published freelance writer based in New York— who also happens to be a
cheesemonger. Among other things, Chloe will explain just what a cheesemonger is (and no,
it’s not a cheese-eating dog, like Nipper on our cover—that would be a cheeseMONGREL). I
hope you enjoy her piece, and are inspired to branch out from your cheese-comfort zone a bit.
Our regular crew has once again produced a strong issue. Professor Schenbeck leads off with
a look at musical exiles; Dan Schwartz looks at Bernie Leadon ; Richard Murison examines a
different type of digital phenomenon; Jay Jay French tells us about his other life, as a highend audio salesman; Duncan Taylor introduces a supergroup trio that is not Cream; Anne E.
Johnson introduces the extraordinary Irish indie artist Hannah McPhillimy; Woody
Woodward turns his unique perspective to ‘That’s all, folks!“; and I write about being
nice (ME??), and horn speakers.
Something Old/Something New looks at two recent releases, from Thurston Moore and
Father John Misty. Don’t worry, Anne E. Johnson will be back with the “old” next issue, with
a survey of recordings of the music of Antonio Caldara. Industry News has more news from
Neil Young (Neil 9.0?): can you say, “streaming”? Sure ya can. In our features, we have Jim
Smith back with Audiophile Therapy; Chloe Olewitz presents that aforementioned piece on
cheese; and reader-turned-writer Rudy Radelic tells us about his experiences at Axpona. As
usual, we close with a reader’s system In My Room, and a lovely Parting Shot.
We’ll be back next issue with a number of surprises, including another interesting John
Seetoo interview—this one with Chad Kassem.
Oops: so much for surprises!
Cheers, Leebs.

1

Exiles
By Lawrence Schenbeck | Issue 32

Last time our subject was Americans, and a varied lot they were. Who knew a person could
write “American” music in so many different ways?
Actually you knew, and so did I. Let’s turn to a more complicated matter: what happens when a
creative musician is displaced from his or her homeland?
Consider György Ligeti (1923–2006), a Jew born in Romania, raised in Hungary, and displaced
twice, first to a World War II labor camp, then to Vienna in the brutal aftermath of the
Hungarian Revolution. He wrote,
I did not choose the tumults of my life. Rather, they were imposed on me by two murderous
dictatorships: first by Hitler and the Nazis, and then by Stalin and the Soviet system. Common
to both of these totalitarian dictatorships was the banning of “modern” art, which both systems
considered to be “hostile to the people.” . . . Viewed objectively, the Nazis were more
dangerous, but there nevertheless existed a hope that Hitler would soon be overthrown. The
Soviet system, however, aroused more despair because it seemed to last forever. . . . Moreover,
the Soviet system demanded that all its subjects be happy and that they accept of their own
free will, even enthusiastically, this prescribed way of life, which consisted of mass rallies and
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parades in an atmosphere of constant deceit. . . . For decent people with integrity it was hell.
In Hungary all “modern” music was banned in 1948. Ligeti, an ardent modernist, “hid behind
folk-music and ‘cultural heritage’” for a while. But the music he created after fleeing to the
West speaks loud and clear about freedom and its rewards. It’s what we remember Ligeti for.
It’s why we keep his music alive.
Ligeti began his exile by studying electronic music at Cologne’s West German Radio; during
this period he also worked with Karlheinz Stockhausen. A bit later he developed an important
compositional tool, micropolyphony. Basically, it’s a way of interweaving many independent
lines in order to create complex textures that twinkle, shimmer, disturb, and disorient.
Remember the scenes in Kubrick’s 2001: A Space Odyssey (1968) in which humans confront a
mysterious monolith? You were hearing the micropolyphonic Atmosphères.

Much of Ligeti’s music also displays an impish sense of humor. His jokes can send us down a
rabbit-hole in which events become increasingly bizarre. As the composer explained,
Anyone who has been through horrifying experiences is not likely to create terrifying works of
art in all seriousness. [Rather, one adopts a stance in which] what is serious is at the same time
comical and the comical is terrifying.
We don’t lack for recorded Ligeti, including efforts toward a Complete Works begun by Sony,
continued by Teldec. Still, I was glad to see a new album of concertos and more from the Bit20
Ensemble (BIS -2209; SACD, download). It’s exceptionally well-recorded (of course!) and offers
a useful introduction to this composer. If you already know Ligeti, better yet! You’ll enjoy these
incisive, often brilliant new performances. Kudos to pianist Joonas Ahonen, cellist Christian
Poltéra, and conductor Baldur Brönnimann.
What to hear first: the Piano Concerto (1985–88), product of one last radical change in the
composer’s style. By the late 1980s he had abandoned both “total chromaticism” (i.e.,
atonality) and micropolyphony. Now he launched himself into a profound study of rhythm,
drawing equally on African traditions and “the cyclically repeating spirals of fractal
mathematics” (per Arnold Whittall’s program notes). What results is a roller-coaster ride of
sputtering simultaneous rhythmic cycles, a Catherine wheel that barely avoids spinning off in
several directions at once:
That’s from the first of five movements. The second is a study in desolation, interrupted only by
occasional horrific shocks:
After you’ve fully absorbed the Piano Concerto, give the two-movement Cello Concerto (1966) a
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try. In spite of its age, it’s the most radical thing in the album; perhaps Ligeti meant to call into
question the whole notion of a concerto. In the first movement, soloist and orchestra seem
locked in competition: which can contribute least to the conversation? Silence continually
threatens to break out:

The second movement (at 8’28” above) makes up for that with yards of manic energy, both silly
and violent.
Time for Exile No. 2: Thierry Pécou (b. 1965), born in a wealthy Parisian suburb to parents
from the Caribbean, is more an explorer than a refugee. His website bio states:
For Thierry Pécou, to live is to travel, and to travel is to write, as if composing were both
plunging into another universe, taking emotional possession of the place, and above all,
stepping back, voluntarily becoming marginalized in relation to one’s everyday cultural milieu.
“Voluntarily marginalized”? He is fortunate in having eloquent apologists like Jean-Luc Tamby
(for Harmonia Mundi) and Max Nyffeler (for Wergo) explain his aesthetic to us; otherwise we
might easily conclude he’s one more cultural tourist, flitting around the world and then writing
an Aztec Sacrificial Dance or some such. Think of Gershwin in the black churches of South
Carolina, or Gauguin in Tahiti.
Or don’t—because ultimately Gershwin and Gauguin created some pretty good art out of their
experiences. They did not consider themselves tourists. Nyffeler adds,
[Pécou’s] emotional and intellectual relationship to culture is characteristic of many second- or
third-generation immigrants: he is at home in two cultures. One is the culture of career and
daily life; the other [exists] only as a projection arising from the depths of the individual
personality—[it has otherwise] become impossibly distant.
Pécou brings impeccable credentials to his work: he began studying piano as a nine-year-old
and later won First Prizes in Orchestration and Composition at the Paris Conservatoire
Supérieur. But neither that nor all the anthropological insight in the world would matter if his
music wasn’t first-rate.
It is. He’s a terrifically inventive composer, a superior re-imaginer of those “impossibly distant”
civilizations in the Caribbean and—especially—the Latin America of the primordial Quechua,
Inca, Maya, and Aztec worlds.
Here’s a taste:
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That’s Manoa, from his album Tremendum (Harmonia Mundi HMC 905269), which I’ve
recommended in this space before. The title track, a “Concerto-carnaval” for piano, flute,
saxophone, cello, and five percussionists, gets wilder (see below). There’s also a lovely Danzón
for solo flute that concludes the album on a quiet note. Beautifully recorded, with superb notes
by Tamby.
Equally fine is an earlier Harmonia Mundi album (HMC 905267), Symphony du Jaguar / Vague
de pierre. I especially like the Symphony, scored for solo winds and strings, five women’s
voices, and orchestra. It’s a concerto grosso on ancient Mayan notions of time, specifically the
cycles created by the rotation of sun, moon, and Venus through the heavens. Pécou uses “the
trajectory of the sun (Kin) in its incarnation as the daystar, and in the form of a red jaguar in its
journey into the bowels of the earth where it is regenerated.” Although this mythology plays
out in detail as we listen, the music would be just as effective and pleasurable if you had no
idea what it “meant.”
I wish I could recommend Pécou’s latest orchestral disc Orquoy / Changó / Marcha de la
humanidad (Wergo WER 7318 2) just as enthusiastically. The music’s good; here’s a clip from
Changó:
but the recorded sound doesn’t quite measure up to what Harmonia Mundi offers, and
sound—ambience, timbre, transients—is a crucial part of the Pécou experience. If you explore
his music further, start with the two HM albums (earlier ones are also available) and then
check out the Wergo collection.
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Silence Isn’t Silent
By Dan Schwartz | Issue 32

Let me tell you about Bernie Leadon.
Bernie came to some notice in the late 60s, as a member, first, of Dillard & Clark, and then of
The Flying Burrito Brothers. And then came The Eagles, and he entered everybody’s
consciousness.
I saw them on their first tour, opening for Yes (of all bands!). I really liked them — and then
heard the albums, which I found pretty disappointing and I didn’t really pay much attention for
more than 20 years. He famously quit the band in 75 or 76 by pouring a beer over Glenn Frey’s
head with the statement, “I’m going surfing.” He didn’t come back.
In the mid-90s I asked Rick Turner to suggest a guitarist with whom I could form a duet. He
could only think of Bernie, but Bernie had moved across the country to Nashville. I
encountered him at the AES [Audio Engineering Society] convention in San Francisco in 1998
when I exhibited there as the American distributor of the professional line of EAR (he bought a
couple EAR 660 limiters).
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In the early 2000s, a drummer friend of mine, David Kemper, was being very mysterious about
a project he was working on. It turned out to be Bernie’s second solo album, “Mirror” (the first
was recorded 27 years earlier). When they did a barely-announced show in October of 2003, I
was there. Bernie opened with a deep, deep song called “God Ain’t Done with Me Yet”. This
was my first night out since cancer surgery two months before. I was IN. If he wanted me, I
was in.
We hung out the next day, he called a couple weeks after that, and in early December, David
and I were in Hohenwald, TN, rehearsing, along with fiddler/mandolin player Tommy
Burroughs. So let me tell you about Bernie. Here’s a man who, when he learned I preferred
songs with no chord changes (like “Tomorrow Never Knows” or “Within You Without You”), had
one written by the next time I came to Nashville. And what a song:
Indian Summer Morning (it’s all goin’ on)
A dewdrop on a blade of grass
Twistin’ slowly on the breeze
Winkin’ rainbow morse code messages
Confidentially (up) at me

Indian summer morning
Fall colors comin’ on
Late blooming flowers bravely rise
Seize their moment in the sun

It’s all goin’ on
It’s all goin’ on

Silence isn’t silent
It’s filled with subtle sounds
The crickets’ 2-stroke engines
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(River) white-noise all around

The birds are busy chattin’ up
Their chicks about leavin’ town
For the Mexican Riviera
They say we should come on down

It’s all goin’ on
It’s all goin’ on

And back in town the kids hang out
In a parking lot in a swarm
Bookin’ their rites of passage
Gotta make hay while it’s warm

Testin’ their wings and other things
What with winter comin’ on
By spring she’ll be showin’
(Then) showin’ off off-spring
Nature’s wheel has turned

Mouth to mouth, skin on skin
Heart to heart, hand in hand
In this moment, in this now
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In this life, show me how

Give up worry, give up scare
Give up lonely, this is where
Mouth to mouth, skin on skin
Heart to heart, come on in

It’s all goin’ on
It’s all goin’ on

I mean, holy crap. I played this one as invisibly as possible — Bernie played it in an open
tuning, moving his hand up and down the fingerboard, and I just tracked his fingers an octave
down, brushing the index finger on my right hand back and forth on my detuned lowest string.
I learned a great deal in my brief time with him. I spent most of the time in his truck; we drove
together, and the rest of the guys drove in a van. We talked about many things, but primarily
spiritual matters. I would say Bernie’s a spiritual person, but to my way of thinking, we all are,
and it’s just a matter of us finding our way towards each other.
For my money, the best show we did was one that, beforehand, I thought would be terrible: the
Tin Angel, in Philadelphia. It was late in the tour, and I recall seeing Bernie walking up the
stairs to the club lugging a bunch of guitars, and looking ready to kill. I thought, “Oh, this isn’t
good.” In fact, I thought, this is over. David had to literally climb over his kit to get to it; the
stage was that small. But: that small stage meant we could play more quietly, we could all hear
perfectly, and suddenly we played like magic.
The next show was at Maxwell’s in Hoboken. The soundman told me to turn down my bass. I
told him that I set my volume by how hard David played his kick drum. But he pointed to the
overall sound starting to feed back. So, thinking about the show the night before, I suggested
that he just turn us ALL down. “You mean pull down the master fader?” he asked, incredulous.
But again, magic.
We’re still close, though we don’t talk a lot. But when we do, it’s like it always was. I want to
leave this with a story about a minor debacle, and again, I learned from it.
On one of my trips to Nashville, we did a radio broadcast from a club. On one song, Bernie
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forgot his capo. No big deal, right? But I couldn’t hear myself, so I didn’t hear the disparity
between Bernie and I until the song was half way done. I instantly dropped to play the song in
the key he was playing in. But, to my mind, the damage was done — a very high profile gig, and
I was playing it a whole step away from him. Good god.
When my daughter Claire was learning to play piano, I would occasionally remind her of that
tale when she was nervous before recitals. No matter how pulled together you think you are,
shit happens.
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Cynically Yours
By Bill Leebens | Issue 32

I won’t beat around the bush: putting Copper together is a lot of work. I don’t recall my exact
response when the idea of the magazine was pitched to me by Ye Olde Publisher, but I’m pretty
sure it included the phrase, “are you INSANE?” Or something close to it, anyway.
While there is a lot of effort involved, especially as we continue to add contributors and
content, there isn’t the stark terror, the flying-without-a-net feeling of the early days. At this
point there is a certain certainty in the process, a bit of a routine. For me, the biggest angst
after the launch came from the addition of comments directly on the site…and I’ll tell you why.
This column took its name from my reputation as a snarky analyst of the passing parade. While
I am rarely shocked by the human ability to screw up a good thing, I never try to hurt anyone,
and only say things in print that I would say to a person’s face. I am aware of my dark side, and
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am strongly aware that pretty much everyone has a dark side.
Because of that, when I became active online nearly twenty years ago, I decided that I would
always, always, always use my real name. It’s not like my name is ‘John Smith’; having been a
field manager for the Census a couple of lifetimes ago, I can state with reasonable certainty
that there is one and only one ‘Bill Leebens’ in the United States. (My son is also named
William, but he doesn’t go by ‘Bill’.)
My point is that I have nowhere to hide. If I say something hurtful or hateful or irredeemably
boneheaded, I am accountable, and I sure as hell will hear about it from somebody. Do I feel
constrained by that? Yes, but in a positive way: it acts as an extension of my conscience. I
assure you that I hesitate before hitting SEND. If that’s not evident, just imagine how much
worse I would be without that constraint.
Which brings me to that big angst. I think I understand why monikers and noms de pixel are
needed. The unfortunate part is that anonymity seems to liberate the aforementioned dark side
of many 3 AM posters, who often mistake “I can” for “I should”. Two renowned social scientists
have commented apropos of this: Ron White spoke of his infamous “Tater Salad” arrest, saying,
“I had the right to remain silent, but I didn’t have the ability.” And I have often quoted Louis
CK to friends who had to deal with comments on their sites: “As soon as you crack your
knuckles and open up a comments page, you just canceled your subscription to being a good
person.”
As it turns out, my fears were largely groundless; aside from an isolated crank or two,
comments on Copper have been unfailingly civil, and largely complimentary and appreciative.
Phew.
It could be that our audience is simply mature, and mostly devoid of social maladroits. Or it
could be fear of The Wrath of Leebs. I don’t know why our commenters are well-behaved, but
I’m grateful.
In the bigger picture, however, I’m dismayed by the rise of incivility in America. Blame has
largely replaced sincere discussion in public forums, so I suppose it would be ironic to direct
blame at something for this degerneartion. If I were to blame something/anything, it would be
the rise and dominance of “reality” TV. Anthropologists are aware that being watched changes
behaviors, so can anyone believe that such staged programs genuinely represent “reality”?
Mimicking the non-star stars of reality TV, we have become a nation of ranters and whiners,
seeking to inflame at all costs with verbal Molotov cocktails. The immediacy of response on the
internet only fans those flames.
In my pretentious teenage years I formulated a string of “Leebens’ Laws”, one of which was
“Leebens’ Law of Inverse Availability”. I’d noted that back when messages took a great while to
deliver—say, from a sailor at sea for a year—the messages tended to be articulate, eloquent,
and heartfelt. As communication became more rapid—think telegrams, TV news, and now the
internet—there seemed to be less and less to say, less mulling over and more mugging for the
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camera. In Future Shock, Alvin Toffler indicated that our entire society suffered from PTSD,
tied to the rapid rate of societal change. That was in 1970: the last half-century has not exactly
seen things slow down in our world.
In our own insular little world of audio discussion forums, the nastiest flames I’ve ever
witnessed have been on digital audio boards. You’d think that the “bits is bits” set would be
hyper-rational and careful in their discourse, but discussion sometimes devolves to the “I’m
right, you’re wrong, I’m brilliant, you’re a scheisskopf” level of kindergarten-speak.
Maybe our mothers were right: if you can’t say something nice….
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Jack the Dripper
By Richard Murison | Issue 32

Most aspects of modern life at the personal level tend to operate on the basis of meritocracy.
The better you are at something, the more likely you are to be recognized and rewarded for it.
Of course, there are exceptions and points of disagreement. And the field in which these tend
to be most strongly debated is that of the Fine Arts.
Throughout history, recognition in the fine arts has traditionally come by dint of serious raw
talent. Think of Michelangelo, Rembrandt, or Turner. Sometimes the extent of that talent is
not immediately recognized – the perfect example would be Van Gogh – but that is generally
indicative of a re-assessment of the nature of the talent rather than a debate as to whether it
existed in the first place. These days, however, it is all too common for there to be serious
debate as to whether an artist actually has any talent whatsoever – the names of Jackson
Pollock and Robert Motherwell may come to mind.
In many ways, Jackson Pollock is an easy target. When he started out, his early work did
undoubtedly exhibit elements of form and composition. But as he matured, his methods
increasingly shed anything that could be attributed to a considered application of technical
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skill. He would throw liquid paint at the canvas in an uncontrolled manner, producing finished
works that courted both controversy and adulation. Check him out on YouTube. A noted
alcoholic, ‘Jack the Dripper’ died at 44, drunk at the wheel, in a single-car accident which also
took the life of one of his passengers.
Pollock’s “No 5, 1948” assumed the mantle of the world’s most expensive painting when it sold
privately in 2006 for the incredible sum of $140,000,000. The painting was originally bought
from a gallery by a collector, but it was damaged during delivery to the purchaser’s home.
After much to-and-fro, Pollock agreed to ‘repair’ the damaged painting. He did this by
repainting the whole thing, reportedly saying of the customer “He’ll never know”. The
collector, it turned out, knew full well, but expressed himself satisfied nonetheless, even
though the ‘repaired’ image was not the same as the original (no record of which is believed to
exist). Check out images of “No 5, 1948” on the Internet. What do you think? Worth $140
Million? – and if not, then how much? Since Pollock is dead, I stand ready to step in.
I’ve always enjoyed photography, although I don’t have much talent for it. Back in the day,
before the Internet, I used to subscribe to a British photography magazine called ‘SLR
Camera’. One recurring theme was readers’ letters which expressed their lack of appreciation
for some of the photographs that had appeared in the magazine. The general gist of the
complaints was always “That was not a particularly good photograph – I could have taken it
myself”. To which the reply repeatedly offered was something smug along the lines of “Well
why didn’t you, then?” To me, this seemed to be intentionally skirting what was an obvious
issue. What the reader was really trying to convey was “If I had taken that photograph I would
not have considered it worthy of publication”. Certainly, that was how I saw it. To my mind
that was a serious point that could – and should – have been productively explored. After all,
the skill, such as there is, in taking a photograph is typically far more in the conception of the
shot and the appreciation of the result than in the technical aspects of taking it.
These days there are many web sites which run a ‘photograph of the month’ competition, and
the quality of the winning entries is seldom short of stunning. I am sure that there would be
unanimous agreement among viewers that those pictures were, if nothing else, at least worthy
of submission to the competition. Rare would be the viewer who would not have been pretty
pleased with themselves had they been the one to take the picture. Most people are in general
very appreciative of a good photograph. They recognize the skill involved in creating the
image, which they appreciate may be tantalizingly beyond their own capabilities. There is
always a fine photograph in Copper’s ‘Parting Shot’, and I’m sure there are very few Copper
readers who pay them no attention at all.
Although both are images, there are some significant differences between a painting and a
photograph. Chief among them is that a photograph, inherent in its very nature, can be exactly
replicated, whereas each painting is a unique entity. Nonetheless photography forms a useful
analogy in making a point I want to make about art. In the world of Fine Art these days, new
art rarely makes a positive impression on the market in isolation. The artist generally needs to
‘sell’ the piece by presenting a compelling rationale behind the existence of the work. Imagine
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how that would work in photography.
Like this, I imagine: I come up with some elaborate strategy for taking oddball photographs. I
then ‘carefully’ pick one and present it to a selected audience of influential photograph
collectors. I grow a beard (but avoid the hat, which would convey that I was a musician), and
come up with some rationale for how the photograph is one of a number of pieces which
explore a particular artistic notion and express those principles in such-and-such a manner. As
a finishing touch, I have the word put out that I am a troubled and cantankerous soul, thinskinned, unreliable and hard to work with. I don’t know about you, but that sets off my BS
meter way into the red zone. Yet this is how the Fine Art market has operated for most of the
last century.
Although both art and music fall into the general sphere of ‘The Arts’, for the purpose of this
discussion I shall choose to use the term ‘Art’ to describe only visual art – painting, sculpture,
photography, etc, so that ‘Art’ and ‘Music’ have distinct and separate meanings. I then break
both spheres down into separate categories, which I shall term ‘Background’ and ‘Foreground’.
Foreground Art and Music are those specific categories which are intended to be appreciated
for their own intrinsic merit as standalone entities. Foreground Art is something which
transcends the mere decorative. It is something we want exclusively for what it is, rather than
for how well it blends in. Foreground Art is something we make room for. Background Art is
something we only desire because we have a space that we require to be filled. Background
Art forms a background to our lives as we go about them … part of the decor. Foreground Art
are the things for which we pause our lives to focus on our appreciation of them. Likewise,
Foreground Music is the reason we have HiFi systems. We set aside time to listen specifically
to Foreground Music, and when we do we usually immerse ourselves into it. Me, I like to turn
the lights off, which can be unsettling because extraneous noises captured in the recording
have the capacity to startle me.
Background Music is a term which is already well established in our lexicon. It is the
soundtrack to our lives. It has to be harmless, comfortable, and not too distracting … even
while it can often be annoyingly loud. It helps if its rhythms reflect and enhance the rhythms of
whatever we are occupying ourselves with. Background Music has almost become a necessary
beat to the dance of life. Modern movies, for example, often have a virtually continuous
soundtrack. By contrast, Foreground Music is for when we want to stop whatever else we are
doing and just listen. Sometimes we may choose it specifically for the mood it embodies, but
mostly we want to appreciate it entirely on its own merits.
In both Art and Music there are highbrow adherents who like to think of themselves as the
arbiters and standard bearers of taste and formal appreciation. Oftentimes they succeed in
those endeavors, in that people come to take note of what they have to say. But it doesn’t
mean that the rest of us – you and I – don’t have taste and a valid sense of appreciation. It just
means that when the latest Jackson Pollocks of our age come up for sale we don’t have the
desire (even if we had the wherewithal) to be anywhere near the front of the line. We are, to
16

use a term Richard Nixon popularized for an entirely different purpose, the ‘Silent Majority’.
We – the Silent Majority – tend to be very clear that we expect both our Art and our Music to
require a measure of clear and present skill in its conception, execution and delivery. We’re
even willing to take two out of three. When we see a 30-foot square canvas painted entirely in
red in an art gallery, and read that the gallery acquired it for three million dollars, we respond
“BS!!!”. Likewise, we expect our musicians to perform with an evident degree of serious skill
or write moving, observant, and incisive music.
Don’t get confused by the latest pop, rap, and lounge superstars. That’s not foreground music.
That’s background music. We may like it, we may not, but either way we don’t care so much
about it. Way back when Milli Vanilli were being outed as being a fake pop band, whose music
was actually recorded by session musicians, I don’t recall there being any real consumer
outrage. It was only the embarrassed industry insiders, whose carefully crafted aura of taste,
expertise and fine judgment was very publicly pricked, who made all the noise. Today, for
example, would you care if you learned that Ariana Grande doesn’t actually sing on her own
records (which, just to be clear, I’m pretty sure she does)?
Me? I was happy to score tickets to see Rodrigo y Gabriela at the Montreal Jazz Festival.
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High-End Audio Retales
By Jay Jay French | Issue 32

I want to start this one by thanking Copper for being brave enough to publish tales about some
of my real life experiences which sometimes take an acidic and cynical turn as it applies to my
audio history. There is probably no other outlet for this stuff anywhere else so for that I am
very grateful!
This column is the first part of a series of stories of experiences I had while working as a
salesman at Lyric Hifi in NYC, 1995-1998. It is important, before I go any further, to state that
these tales and observations are not a critique of Lyric Hifi or any other hifi salon in particular.
Lyric Hifi in New York City is probably the oldest and most famous name in ultra-hifi retail in
the US if not the world, and I remain very close with its co-owner Lenny Bellezza as well as the
entire staff. What these stories are, however, are my perceptions and observations of the
18

general environment that existed in the rarefied air of High-end hifi retail during the times that
I was either a customer or a salesman.
To those who read The Absolute Sound during the HP era, there was, it seemed, a boys club
of manufacturers & journalists which was apparent with every issue and was also the cause of
letters to the editor regarding a certain arrogance that “they knew better”. This specific
mentality also permeated the retail level in Hi end audio no matter what Hi end store I walked
into. My experiences as a customer reflected that kind of arrogance and as a salesman, were
fascinating, mostly funny & to a degree, a verification of what I thought it may be like to play in
that ballpark but with some startling revelations.
Now…back to the story: Twisted Sister had stopped playing in 1986. I re-married in 1990 and
had a daughter in 1993. I was content as a house husband-father for the first couple of years.
One day, while I was hanging out at Lyric Hifi (I had been a client since 1986) while waiting to
pick my daughter from preschool, Lenny, then the GM of Lyric, asked me if I was going back on
the road with the band. I told him that we were done as far as I was concerned.
He asked me if I was interested working at Lyric. He said “you know this stuff better than most
people’ and then dangled the carrot of being able to buy gear at cost. Well…I mean, given my
audio gear addiction at that time, who wouldn’t take the offer…
And so, I became a Hi End audio salesman.
One thing I told everyone at Lyric was “Don’t mention to anyone (unless I tell you to) that I was
a member of Twisted Sister”. I didn’t want the drama of explaining why I was now working as
an audio salesman.
I picked up the routine pretty quickly and found myself, surprisingly, after demonstrating audio
gear all day, realizing that the last thing I wanted was to listen to my system at home. Besides,
I was playing some of the world’s most expensive equipment all the time and what could be
better than that?
Pretty soon I also discovered some real audio retail truths:
I had mistakenly thought that people who came into a store like Lyric read all the magazines
and knew all the cliche audio phrases like: “leading edge transients”, Macro & micro
dynamics”, “blackness” & “Low noise floor”.
Nope. Hardly anyone who came in to buy knew that stuff. It actually became a useless audio
tool, much to my surprise.
One of the most successful salesman didn’t seem to really know anything about the equipment
(or if he did, he sure did a great job of never showing it) except to say to a customer “This one
is good, This one is better and This one is the best”. He didn’t complicate the customer with
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numbers and tech info. He sold tons of stuff….
I had to unlearn pretty quickly If I was going to be successful.
Wow…what a revelation: Talk less, sell more.
To be clear, I’m not saying that the legendary owner Mike Kay never sold the really high end
items by explaining why it sounds better, I’m just saying that it was a general rule of thumb to
let the music do the talking.
Not bad advice.

20

Mike Kay, in a showroom at Lyric.

Also I was stunned to learn that:
>No one who read and quoted either Stereophile or the Absolute Sound was ever going to buy
anything. They pretty much just pumped me for info and “kicked the tires”.
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>The most expensive gear was generally sold to very wealthy people who bought the gear
because a friend told them to or the salesman convinced them that nothing but owning the best
(read: expensive) audio jewelry will make them happy.
It was at that point that I realized that High end audio acquisition became a ‘lifestyle choice
and not necessarily an audio for audios sake decision. I should add, in all fairness, that while
many good and satisfying systems were assembled for a reasonable budget, the very expensive
equipment did sound truly amazing!
I was also struck by the constant habit of an older couple walking in and the guy (always)
asking to hear a very expensive piece in the main listening room. The wife would then ask for a
chair and sit outside the room. I found this perplexing. I would ask the wife, “why not listen as
well?” She would say things like, “It’s his thing”, or “ I wouldn’t know the difference”. I would
then ask the woman, “How loud is the volume when he listens to a baseball or football game?”
She would complain, “loud. Very loud”.
I then would say. “Listen, your hearing is 10 times better than his, so go inside and make this
choice together—you should enjoy this stuff even more than him”. She would go in and when
the listening session ended, always thank me for that suggestion.
As I said, over the next few issues I’ll be writing about some of the most memorable and
entertaining situations that I experienced while working at Lyric. When I started my audio
addiction in 1968 the most expensive speakers, turntable, amps (receivers) and cartridges
would probably cost, in total, around $2,500.00 list price.
When I left Lyric in 1998, the most expensive turntable was $25,000; now there are at least 6
companies with tables that retail for over 100K.
The most expensive speakers ran $60,000 per pair, now Wilson makes a speaker for nearly
700k!
The same can be said about amps ($250,000) , preamps ($60,000) , phono stages ($70,000),
tonearms ($17,000) and cartridges ($15,000)
Who ever would have thought that this was where this ‘hobby’ was going?
Until then…
That brings me to my final (and cynical) lesson in selling really expensive high end audio
products that I learned and repeated to myself (and seems more relevant than ever given the
stratospheric financial investment in owning the “best”) but never said out loud:
“Sometimes, by the time you’re rich enough to buy it, your ears aren’t good enough to hear it!”
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T.E.N.
By Duncan Taylor | Issue 32

Overdriven guitar, crashing drums and thunderous bass — speaking generally here, these
things are kind of male and testosterone leaning, are they not? In general. Of course I’ve seen
women rock out — Hell’s Belles used to be a concert I didn’t miss when they were in town —
but as a new dad to a little girl, even in my wilder imaginings it’s hard for me to picture her
trying to rock out as hard as I did when I was a little kid.
Growing up, my dad was director of music and worship at several mid-size Presbyterian
churches in Florida. He was known and hired for his traditional approach, bringing orchestral
and choral works to modern congregations, and even founding a community children’s choir
and masterworks chorale in several places we lived.
Yet in those years I was intent on rocking as hard as I possibly could. Unfortunately, my dad
had armed me with enough live sound recording knowledge that by the time I formed a rock
band we were really able to pull it off. I wouldn’t have dreamed of keeping my amplifier stack
at home — an early 70s Acoustic Control Corp 150 head feeding the 6 by 10″ Acoustic 104
cabinet. Yowza. Instead, we took the noise to church, and my band, Circle of Willis, practiced
in the youth group building on Saturdays while my dad worked.
Two things were great about this. As sort of a preacher’s kid I could go wherever I wanted, and
the buildings were mostly empty, most of the time. And second, the church had raised funds for
a saa-weeeet PA system for the youth group that was marginally portable. Two-way, 500-watt
uppers sat on large aluminum poles attached to two massive 18″ ported subwoofers with their
own massive amps. All told, a couple of thousand watts and change for us to play with.
23

So we integrated these things into our “practice” sessions, you better believe it. Of course the
bass went through the massive subs, and also since my cabinet with its six 10″ speakers wasn’t
quite brutal enough for me, I sent my octave-doubled, overdriven signal through the PA as well.
Now, my dad got after me early about hearing health, and constantly reinforced the need to
wear earplugs. If not for his efforts, perhaps I’d be in a different profession! Well, perhaps not.
Anyway, it was the other day when I was delighting in a new group I discovered, Columbia
Nights, whose genre was loosely described as “jazztronica,” that I realized how much my taste
has wandered since the early days. Music and life may be a journey, but I will say I can still
genuinely delight in good, old fashioned overdriven guitar, crashing drums and thunderous
bass, particularly if it’s done well. And I still really love recording good rock, although the way I
mix it now has changed a bit since the Tascam 4-track cassette mixer recordings we did in the
youth group lounge.
Years later, while looking for bands to book in our nascent Second Story Garage live music
video studio, we came upon some luck in the form of an eager and sort of demanding young
lady who was manager of a new mashup “supergroup” of well known rockers, and who had
caught wind of us and was aware of the growing trend of pop-up live music video studios like
ours. I think this was to be our eighth recording ever, and I was still buying mics and figuring
out the space for different sounds. We had had one rock group in before this one, and in that
session I learned a lot about recording a rock band in a random office on the second floor of a
random office building.
All six of us behind the Second Story Garage project wanted to go beyond the usual
“unplugged” sessions, and I especially wanted bands to come to us with their complete sound.
So we had to say yes when we were approached by the manager of the band T.E.N. to record
in our humble and just-beginning live video studio. Regardless of the fact that I hadn’t even yet
purchased a dynamic vocal mic I liked and that I was mixing in the same room on two daisychained, 4-channel cheap Chinese mixers. Oh, and the fact that we had to go out and find a
drum kit and two amps — the players were flying in and expected a backline.
But we got it done. We wanted to set the stage for some thrashing, and we certainly did that.
Some background on T.E.N., and by the way, I think they’re still playing together and may be
planning another album, but thus far there’s only one EP recorded of this group. The band is
led by Eric McFadden, whose personal discography is massive but who rose to notoriety in his
role as guitarist for George Clinton in Parliament/Funkadelic.
Throughout the years, Eric has taken his six-string virtuosity on the road in search of
collaboration. He’s teamed up with virtually everyone worth knowing in the ’90s to produce a
number of projects. But this one, T.E.N,. is one Eric calls a supergroup, and it’s hard to argue
when you watch them work.
Thrashing the drums with happy wild abandon, Thomas Pridgen, formerly of The Mars Volta,
really taught those skins a lesson in front of our cameras. Thomas has been known in the scene
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for a while, starting when he became the youngest recipient of a Zildjian endorsement in the
company’s history at age 10. He flew in to play for us, and the drum kit we sourced belonged to
the wife of our executive producer. We learned that Kevin’s wife is a jazz drummer, and we all
remarked that the kit had probably not seen an absolute beating like that in a while.
A rock trio is hard to pull off — everyone needs to contribute a lot to the overall sound. So
complimenting Eric’s filling mix of rhythm and lead guitar is a bass guitar sound that is round
and fat but also incorporates sliding. Norwood Fisher of the band Fishbone brought his
acoustic fretless bass into the mix, and showed off his zen-like prowess on the instrument.
The trickiest thing about recording a live rock band in an office with a drop ceiling and a large
cavity above leading to a tin roof, and the room with its 1/2″-thick drywall walls and my meager
supply of cheap microphones and mixers, is the fact that usually, the live rock band wants to
play so loud that the players can feel the sound waves on their backs.
Remember, I used to be there, so I totally get it. But because of the limitations of the studio at
the time, I tried to strike a balance between feel and overloading the room with sound. I had
one dynamic microphone that I couldn’t use for vocals because I needed it for the guitar
amplifier. That meant Eric had to scream into an attenuated condenser mic the whole time,
which he did fairly well and without complaint.
This ended up being one of my favorite sessions, aside from the videos, which weren’t my
favorites for a few nitpicky reasons. We had a really great time hanging out with the band
before and after the recording, killing a whole bottle of Duncan Taylor blended scotch together
(www.duncantaylor.com, the bastard — although the product’s not bad) and a half gallon of ice
cream.
So fire up the fuzz pedal and check out one of our earliest videos, enjoy, and keep an eye on the
T.E.N. site for news relating to T.E.N. and the supposed new album on deck. Thomas Pridgen
can also be found via his Facebook page, and the same goes for bassist John Norwood Fisher.
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Horns!
By Bill Leebens | Issue 32

If there’s a more contentious topic in audio than that of horn loudspeakers, I don’t know what it
is.—Okay, that’s not quite true: cables are a more contentious topic. I’m just not going there.
We’ve spent a lot of space in this column exploring the history of moving-coil loudspeakers
from their creation by Jensen through their development at Bell Labs/Western Electric, the
development of the acoustic suspension enclosure and dome drivers at AR, with detours
through Weathers, Stan White, and Spica. We’ve also looked at electrostatic speakers from
Quad and Acoustat, and those funky plasma drivers. It’s only fair that we take a look at horns
through the years—and that will require revisiting Western Electric and its offspring.
Writing about the history of any field is a feat of genealogy in which family branches
mysteriously break off, enlivened with a sprinkling of illegitimate offspring. Audio is like this,
only ever so much so more so. Paths will cross and re-cross; familiar names will pop up again
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and again.
In order to understand horn loudspeakers, a little knowledge of their antecedents may be
helpful. Going way back, the first horns used for sounding or making noise—I would hesitate to
call them musical instruments—were formed from animal horns. The “trumpets” mentioned in
the Torah, the Old Testament, and the Quran were not the brass, valved instruments of modern
times, but likely a shofar or something similar. Generally made from a ram’s horn, a shofar is
more like a bugle, really, as it is valveless and the player’s embouchure is the only control of
the horn’s pitch.

The word “bugle”, interestingly enough, is derived from “buculus”, which is Latin for a
castrated bullock—so the origins of bugles are clear. Like a bugle, a shofar has a conical bore,
meaning that the inner sound-chamber is shaped like a cone, whereas flutes and trumpets
(among others) have a cylindrical bore.
The first horns most of us encounter in life are also of conical bore: megaphones, including the
rolled-up-paper versions often made in grade school. And of course horns can be used both
ways—the hearing horn dating back t0 who-knows-when was essentially a megaphone in
reverse.
The seventeenth century saw a number of polymaths appear in the worlds of science and
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engineering, and two in particular focused their attention on horns: Athanasius Kircher was a
German Jesuit scholar who seemed to have studied almost everything, including microbes
under a microscope. Kircher supposedly built “speaking trumpets” and proposed the use of
room-sized horns to amplify the sound of musicians—although it’s not known if such giant
horns were ever built.

The “speaking trumpet”, shown in a drawing supposedly made by Athanasius Kircher.

28

A proposal by Kircher for use of a horn to “broadcast” the sound of musicians playing.

Kircher’s English counterpart was Sir Samuel Morland, who created a series of large speaking
horns used by church choirs or orchestras. One such horn, known as the “Harrington Vamping
Horn” (p. 154, right hand column) was said to be fully five feet in length, and still exists at its
original church. Two other examples were said to be five and a half and six feet in length.
Morland also worked in hydraulics and developed mechanical calculators and cryptographic
machines.
A similar tin horn, possibly not made by Morland, is still on display at East Leake church in
Nottinghampshire. Eight feet long, it is clearly not of conical section, but is roughly
exponential. It was supposedly in use by the church choir until 1855.
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In the eighteenth century, theoretical work by Lagrange, Bernoulli, and Euler described the
propagation of sound waves through horns, but contributed little to the development of
practical devices. The nineteenth and early twentieth century saw conical megaphones used to
amplify voices in public gatherings and in the military; such devices were usually of simple
conical section.The term “megaphone” apparently was first associated with a device created by
Thomas Edison around 1878.Edison was partially deaf and combined two hearing-horns with a
central speaking horn in a single, cumbersome device.

In the decades that followed, we saw the beginnings of horns associated with phonographic
playback, with recording, and with playback by loudspeakers, as in the Western Electric horn
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shown in the construction plan atop this page. We’ll continue our discussion of horns in the
next issue of Copper.
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Hannah McPhillimy
By Anne E. Johnson | Issue 32

If a ukulele makes you think of 1960s Hawaiian kitsch pop, then please have a listen to
Hannah McPhillimy. The Belfast-based singer-songwriter uses that maligned instrument to
bittersweet effect, accompanying reflective poetry and plaintive melodies.
McPhillimy is just getting started on her career, but this is an indie to watch; I predict great
things in her future. Her first EP, Seeing Things, came out in 2013, but its five tracks already
show originality, intelligence, and delicate taste in musical arrangement. It’s also clear that the
composer has a background in the folk music tradition of her native Northern Ireland, plus
some classical training on the piano.
And that ukulele! In the song “Kindness,” there’s nothing but raw plucked strings and
McPhillimy’s voice serving up self-aware lyrics: “Oh, human kind, be kind to me / I am much
more than you can see.” The (uncredited) sound production on “Kindness” is so intensely
intimate that McPhillimy almost whispers more than sings. You get the sense of her speaking
from inside your own mind.

A similar but more sophisticated song from Seeing Things is called “Homecoming.” It’s a
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development of the underlying musical concepts in “Kindness,” and opens with that same quiet
voice lilting in triple time over the uke. But soon this piece expands into a surprisingly rich
sonority as a bowed double bass and cello join in.

The first verse of “Homecoming” contains an example of a McPhillimy quirk I find by turns
charming and annoying. Often she will blatantly accentuate a weak syllable in a word: “HopING against HOPE will take LIFE from your YEARS.” That first -ing ending has no business
being stressed. Poetic license, I suppose, but it always makes me think of Beckmesser’s
hilarious aria in The Meistersingers of Nuremburg, which Wagner purposefully peppered with
exactly this kind of metrical misappropriation.
Besides her own song collections, McPhillimy has also done projects for others. It’s always fun
to see what songwriters come up with when prompted by new circumstances. The 2014
Disappear Here contains songs inspired by a work of fiction. A friend, Jan Carson, was doing a
book tour for her novel, Malcolm Orange Disappears. She asked McPhillimy to join her, singing
songs that helped set the scenes or explore the characters.
The novel focuses on residents of a retirement village who meet every week to sing their
favorite songs so they won’t forget them. One track, “There’s Worse Places to Leave Your
Wife,” is in a comic musical-hall style quite out of McPhillimy’s comfort zone. But the other four
songs are more typically gorgeous and mournful. They muse about aging, singing, forgetting,
and remembering. Unfortunately, the recording suffers from poor sound balance. The keyboard
sometimes overwhelms the voice. The EP can be purchased here for download from Bandcamp,
with proceeds benefiting the Alzheimer’s Society.
While most of her lyrics deal with how people relate to each other, McPhillimy has also used
her songwriting powers for political commentary. In 2015 she created a number for the &yet
conference in Washington state, which proposed to deal with “the intersections
of technology with humanity, meaning, and ethics for people who believe the world should be
better and are determined to make it so.” McPhillimy’s song, “Just Wait,” warns about humans’
destruction of Earth: “And while we hesitate, we hesitate / not much is left for us to decimate.”

Her latest record, Wind Machine (2016), got some valuable help from well-known producer
Julie McLarnon, founder of Analogue Catalogue Studios. This British recording engineer is
sought after by folk and indie types for her ability to capture an artist’s unique sound. And the
name of her studio means what it says: she uses only analogue recording equipment. Hi-fi
geeks, rejoice!
Wind Machine demonstrates a change in McPhillimy’s compositional style that I’m curious to
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watch unfold over the coming years. Tonal melody now plays less of role, causing the songs to
resemble chants, or poetry recitation, or maybe prayers. You can post-bebop jazz influence in
the polyrhythms and free song structure. The track “Heart” has this freedom, seemingly
shaped more by the text’s emotional content than its syllabic rhythm. The rich and sometimes
virtuosic cello playing is by McPhillimy’s usual collaborator, Elizabeth Donaghy, and
percussionists David Stockard and Peter McCauley contribute to the song’s longing mood:

One reason I wanted to write this indie column for Copper was to bring talented artists like
McPhillimy a little more exposure. Her YouTube videos tend to have under 100 views, so
there’s plenty of room for audience growth. As she said from the stage to a 70-person crowd
when I heard her at the Irish Arts Center in New York in early 2017, “It’s not often I get to play
to more than two people, with one of them being my mother.”
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Toon Town!
By WL Woodward | Issue 32

I think was in my teens before I realized that the couple thousand Warner Brothers cartoons
I’d seen since I could remember with a big bowl of Rice Krispies in my lap used written music,
actual musical scores written by somebody to add sound effects as well as background. And a
new world opened. I started reading opening credits and wondering who people like Carl
Stalling, Friz Freleng, Chuck Jones and Mel Blanc were. The first revelation was that one guy,
Mel Blanc, did all the character voices. All of them. Bugs, Daffy, Porky, and Foghorn.
Yosemite, Pepe, Tweety, Sylvester and Wile E. [Well—Elmer Fudd was done by Arthur Q.
Bryan, who was never credited on-screen. —Picky Ed.] Also, dig this, Barney Rubble. Once
you realize this, you can hear the similarities in the voices, but not only were these all unique
voices they were all unique characters. If I listen to a couple of Foghorn Leghorn toons I start
to think, I say think, in that voice. Know what I’m sayin son? Look at me when Ah’m talkin to
ya boy. (Boy’s about as sharp as a sack fulla wet mice).
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In 1929 Warner Brothers bought Brunswick Records and their library and were keen to
promote their library for sheet music and record sales. In that same year Walt Disney, with
Carl Stalling his recently hired music director, created Silly Symphonies. Stalling created the
score and arrangement for The Skeleton Dance. I remember this one. We used to see it
around Halloween, probably on The Wonderful World of Disney. Creepy stuff. Must have
scared the crap out of the kids in the theaters. But Disney and Stalling were just discovering
the uses of music in short films (They didn’t like, I say didn’t like to call them cartoons).
Steamboat Willie, the first synchronized sound cartoon which introduced Mickey and Minnie,
had just come out the year before. Disney was a creative genius that a lot of people copied
over the years, and Warner Brothers had no more pride than the rest. So they hired Leon
Schlesinger, who with WB created and produced Looney Tunes and Merrie Melodies. But
whereas Disney was trying to create and explore, WB wanted a vehicle to showcase that music
library. Short producers working for Warner had to have one of their songs in every film.
These guys, cartoonists in nature, struggled with this until Schlesinger hired Stalling away
from Disney.
Stalling was thrilled to be working with such a large library, and became the musical director
for most of what is called the Golden Age of Animation, roughly 1930 to 1958 when Stalling
retired. His innovation was to use snippets of popular songs, anywhere from 2 seconds to 2
minutes as a musical gag. Most people from my generation can picture a multicolored train
engine puffing its way through a few bars of California Here I Come. And also using the score
for comic effects.
Stalling worked this magic by meeting with the director before the animation process started.
They worked up story boards and set up the time signatures for the film. Animators measured
frames per beat according to the time set by the director and Stalling. After the animation was
complete Stalling was given what he termed bar sheets, which broke the animation, dialogue
and studio sound effects into musical bars or separations which Stalling would use to write the
score.
Remember that in the early days of animation families went to the theater where they’d see a
news reel, a few short films by Disney or WB, then the feature film. The cartoons had to appeal
to the adults as well as the kids. So the great directors like Walt Disney, Chuck Jones, Friz
Freleng, and Robert McKimson worked hard at achieving broad appeal by laying in jokes for
the adults as well. So as the kids grew up they would discover these new levels each time they
re-watched an old favorite.
Check this short and listen for the popular songs used as chase scenes and background, as well
as the instruments doing sound effects.
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Carl Stalling came up with using music for effect as well as background quite naturally. When
Disney hired him for a couple of the first Disney scores Stalling was working as an
organist/pianist in St Louis silent film theaters. None of us are old enough to remember any of
that but we know the history. The films were silent, but were usually accompanied by a score,
especially important films, and the music was handed to the musician the night of the
performance. And the music had to follow the beat and timing of the film, so the organist had
to develop a sense of what was needed from the music. Disney early on recognized that
moving to sound pictures would require the score to follow. So he hired one of the better
known silent film organists in St. Louis to score his short films.
Stalling used Warner Brothers’ 50 piece orchestra to perform his scores, first practicing the
music, then going into the studio to synch the finished score live with the film. This orchestra
was usually used as background for full feature films, which was pretty straightforward work
which they could usually sight read. What they faced when working for Stalling was a
complex series of stops, starts, instrumental whack-a-doodling, and song integration that
challenged the best of them. This was jazz in a very unique form.
Here’s Carl and the boys at work.

Carl Stalling wrote a Looney Tune/Merrie Melodies score a week for 22 years. Sometime in the
late 60’s cartoons began to lose favor as we all grew up, and the shorts went from theater fare
to TV. Production was getting expensive and took too long. Even Disney Studios were
struggling during this period after Walt transitioned to full feature films which hardly cut down
on the costs. The empire of Bugs Bunny was crumbling, and in 1967 Warner Brothers shut
down their animation operations.
I remember there was a rumor at the time that linked Bugs romantically with the Easter
Bunny, and the resultant scandal forced the studio to stop production. I never believed the
rumors myself. I always blamed that little rat Mickey Mouse who frankly was over-rated and
would have been nothing without Donald Duck and Goofy. Then Goofy developed a serious
cocaine problem and went into rehab. Donald tried to start a fried bird franchise that failed for
poor marketing and went broke. Minnie left Mickey and ran off with Pepe Le Pew. Bugs ran
for the State Senate in California from San Francisco’s third district and won, held his seat for
8 terms. The studios were breaking up, and there was no new talent on the horizon.
But we have the recordings and videos. And Rice Krispies is still my favorite cereal, because it
has Ah say it has those smiley memories in every snap, crackle and pop.
Bonus: Where I learned how to use cuss words…My Dad talked like this.
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OK, that was strictly for me. Yikes, that’s funny. Mel Blanc’s genius.
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Thurston Moore/ Father John Misty
By Dan McCauley/ Bill Leebens | Issue 32

Album: rock n roll consciousness
Artist: Thurston Moore
Release: Ecstatic Peace! Records, April, 2017
Within the first two minutes of the opening song “Exalted,” the ever-familiar rhythm of
Thurston Moore’s guitar craft comes sweeping through. Throughout my formidable years of
youth and college adventures, the New York-bred Sonic Youth buzzed in the background.
Albums like Goo, Daydream Nation, and even the later Sonic Nurse mashed into my psyche,
and in some strange alchemy, helped shape me into the listener that I am today. Sonic
Youth’s songs were/are just plain rad, and the vibe put through the speakers or headphones
has always been exciting and different. Sonic Youth formed in 1981 and is made up of
Thurston Moore (guitar, vocals), Kim Gordon (bass guitar, vocals, guitar), Lee Ranaldo (guitar,
vocals), and Steve Shelley (drums). Since 2011 they’ve been on a “hiatus” due to the split of
Thurston Moore and wife/bandmate Kim Gordon. “The band is a democracy of sorts, and as
long as Kim and I are working out our situation, the band can’t really function reasonably,”
stated Moore in 2014. Personally, I’ll continue to hold my breath with the hopes of getting a
chance to see the group reunite and tour sometime in the future.
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There might be something in that sweet, soft water of New York. That something in the old
water lines and calcium deposits that haunt the underground, and have since Prohibition. The
same something that makes the pizza and bagels in NYC the best. The same something that
The Velvet Underground digested day in and day out. The same something that washed the
curly locks of the New York Dolls. That same something is in that gritty sound of Sonic
Youth. You can’t bleed it out. Don’t want to put a leech on the heel of that sound. Don’t try to
wash it off. Like an old jean jacket that just keeps looking better the more you get it dirty; New
York rock-n-roll.
rock n roll consciousness is the fifth solo album from Thurston Moore since Sonic Youth
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split in 2011. Having heard his previous 4 solo albums, this one is sticky. rock n roll
consciousness in its entirety has only five tracks. By the time the fifth track on rock n roll
consciousness ends, it feels like it may have been 50. The songs stretch out like a cat doing
yoga, and bake for 10 minutes a pop. One of my favorites on the album “Turn On” (song 3)
begins with a melodic riff, accompanied with non-distorted electric guitars, and just builds for
the next 10 minutes. The pace is pleasant and easy to digest. Thurston Moore’s soft vocals
jump in 3 minutes into this jam. Fuzzed guitars blend in and out of the melodic hooks, and the
song goes for a long walk from there with a great guitar solo. 10 minutes fly by and I wish the
song could would go on for another 10.
The fourth song “Smoke of Dreams” includes production from Paul McCartney and Adele
collaborator, Paul Epworth, and is mixed by Randall Dunn in the birthplace of the grunge music
scene, Seattle.
The album features My Bloody Valentine’s Debbie Googe on bass guitar and Sonic Youth
alum Steve Shelley on the drums. You can almost hear the friendship between those drums and
that guitar as the album goes on. On rock n roll consciousness, Moore, to me, sounds
comfortable and confident, ready to tackle whatever life throws at him next. After 20 years of
personal enjoyment of everything Sonic Youth, this album reminded me of why I am a fan, and
why I should continue to be.
—Dan McCauley
####
Album: Pure Comedy
Artist: Father John Misty
Release: Sub Pop Records, April, 2017
I have no tolerance for hipsters—and I work in Boulder, home of organically-grown artisanallycurated pretentious preciosity. I was over the whole lumberjack-in-a-$500-shirt look before it
even began. And while we’re at it, I have no interest in hearing the singer/songwriter sons and
daughters of orthodontists or college psych profs plaintively moan about just how rough
they’ve had it, and how no one understands them.
I understand you, you privileged, pampered little twits. I just don’t CARE.
Phew. I feel better now.
So: given that mindset, you can predict how I felt about Father John Misty. To be clear: I
viewed him as yet another beard in a fedora who had given himself an impossibly-twee fake
name. Yippee.
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For whatever reason, Josh Tillman donned that new name like a costume. In his former life as
drummer for Fleet Foxes, he contributed to sweet, melodic, dreamy music with hints of
psychedelic-era Love or Beach Boys. As Father John, he seems to have adopted a persona
which provides him with—well, a pulpit from which to preach.
Imagine my shock as I discovered that I liked his latest album, Pure Comedy. Two things
predisposed me to that point of view even before I heard the whole thing: first, he gave a
sardonic and self-critical interview to Rolling Stone (yes, I still subscribe—but I get it for
FREE), and I’m all about sardonic and self-critical. That interview surprised me, and showed
him to be someone who is not just aware, but self-aware—and those are not characteristics I
expect to find in the hipster toolkit. Having said that, do I endorse some of his lifestyle choices?
Not just no: hell, no. He sounds about as responsible as Harry Nilsson and John Lennon on
their lost weekend.
Second, I heard a cut from the album on the radio, “When the God of Love Returns,
There’ll Be Hell to Pay”. I heard it without knowing who it was, and learned only by accident
who’d performed it. It was an unexpectedly serious piece of work, both lyrically and musically,
amidst the pop pop that preceded and followed it. The somber piano, angry lyrics and
somewhat mournful vocal reminded me of Randy Newman’s early albums from the Van Dyke
Parks/ Lenny Waronker era. And that’s not a bad thing.
I’m not going to go through the album cut by cut; I don’t have the patience to do that, and
you’d likely disagree with my assessments, anyway. The opener/title cut sets the tone, with full,
bombastic orchestration (yes, kids: REAL INSTRUMENTS) the likes of which has all but
disappeared from recent popular music. “Things It Would Have Been Helpful to Know
Before the Revolution” brought to mind Goodbye Yellow Brick Road-era Elton John in
both its wistful tone and its lush orchestration.
Just listen. There will undoubtedly be cuts you’ll find smug and overbearing—I did. Who cares?
I can’t remember the last time I heard a mainstream record with this much intelligence, even
when being infuriating. I also can’t remember the last time I heard a top-100 album that was
this beautifully produced. While it’s not an audiophile-darling recording, it is a good-sounding
record in spite of some obvious digital echo and artifacts, and it’s a joy to hear intricate,
layered arrangements featuring (here I go again) real instruments.
I’m completely shocked to hear myself say this—but for me, this is a piece of work that is far
more sophisticated and adult than anything I’ve heard in popular music in years. Give it a shot.
—Bill Leebens
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Neil Young—Again?
By Bill Leebens | Issue 32

[In last issue’s Industry News, I mentioned that following the decline and perhaps-demise of
Pono, Neil Young had come on the scene as vouching for the hi-res streaming technology called
OraStream. This appears to be the logical next step, in association with OraStream—as posted
on the Pono website.]
It’s time to talk about Pono and the initiative we all started. As you know, together we’ve been
fighting a battle to bring high quality music back to the world that’s become used to mediocre,
hollowed-out files. The cause seemed to be a win-win for everyone. The artists would allow
their fans to hear what they hear in the studios, and the music lovers would hear the music the
best it could be. This cause has been something I’ve written and talked about for over 20
years. I cared and I assumed that most of the world would care.
It’s been almost five years since we kicked off the campaign at SXSW to offer a player and
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download content that could fulfill my dream of bringing to you a music experience unlike any
other for the cost. Thanks to our supporters on Kickstarter, the follow-on customers and some
very good friends that supported the effort, we delivered on that promise. Our player won best
digital portable product of the year from Stereophile Magazine, and we offered some of the
best high resolution content to be found anywhere. We sold tens of thousands of players, every
unit that we made. Thanks for that!
But, despite that success, I was not satisfied. I had to put up with lots of criticism for the high
cost of music delivered in the way all music should be provided, at full resolution and not
hollowed out. I had no control over the pricing, but I was the one that felt the criticism,
because I was the face of it. And I pretty much agreed with the criticism. Music should not be
priced this way.
Last year when Omnifone, our download store partner, was bought and shut down with no
notice by Apple, we began work with another company to build the same download store. But
the more we worked on it, the more we realized how difficult it would be to recreate what we
had and how costly it was to run it: to deliver the Pono promise, meaning you’d never have to
buy the same album again if was released at a higher quality; the ability to access just high res
music, and not the same performances at lower quality, and the ability to do special sales. Each
of these features was expensive to implement.
I also realized that just bringing back the store was not enough. While there was a dedicated
audience, I could not in good conscience continue to justify the higher costs. When it comes to
high res, the record industry is still broken. The industry was such that even when I wanted to
remaster some of the great performances from my artist friends at high res, Pono had to pay
thousands of dollars for each recording, with little expectation of getting the money back.
Record companies believe they should charge a premium for high res recordings and
conversely, I believe all music should cost the same, regardless of the technology used.
As you might imagine, I found it difficult to raise more money for this model: delivering quality
music at a premium price to a limited audience that felt they were being taken advantage of
with the high costs.
So now, sadly with Pono offline, for more than eight months I’ve been working with our small
team to look for alternatives. Finding a way to deliver the quality music without the expense
and to bring it to a larger audience has been our goal.
That effort has led to a technology developed by Orastream, a small company in Singapore that
we’ve been working with. Together we created Xstream, the next generation of streaming, an
adaptive streaming service that changes with available bandwidth. It is absolutely amazing
because it is capable of complete high resolution playback. Unlike all other streaming services
that are limited to playing at a single low or moderate resolution, Xstream plays at the highest
quality your network condition allows at that moment and adapts as the network conditions
change. It’s a single high resolution bit-perfect file that essentially compresses as needed to
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never stop playing. As a result, it always sounds better than the other streaming services and it
never stops or buffers like other higher res services. When you play it at home with WiFi it can
play all established low and high resolutions, including the highest, and thousands more levels
of resolution in between. When you are in your car with poor cellular it might play better than
an existing low res service, but at a location where robust wifi is available Xstream supports
high resolution listening. Xstream is one file, streaming for all with 15,000 seamlessly changing
levels of playback quality.
So, this is what we’ve been working on. But one of my conditions is that it should not have a
premium price. I’ve insisted that there be no premium price for this service. Pono tried that
with downloads and it’s not a good model for customers. And I’ve told the labels it’s not a good
model for them to charge a premium for music the way it was meant to be heard. I firmly
believe that music is in trouble because you can’t hear it the way it is created unless you pay a
premium. No one gets to hear the real deal, so the magic of music is compromised by limited
technology.
Good sounding music is not a premium. All songs should cost the same, regardless of digital
resolution. Let the people decide what they want to listen to without charging them more for
true quality. That way quality is not an elitist thing. If high resolution costs more, listeners will
just choose the cheaper option and never hear the quality. Record companies will ultimately
lose more money by not exposing the true beauty of their music to the masses. Remember, all
music is created to sound great and the record labels are the one’s deciding to not offer that at
the normal price. The magic of music should be presented by the stewards of that music at a
normal price. Let listeners decide on the quality they want to purchase without pricing
constraints.
I’ve been meeting with and speaking with the labels, potential partners such as the carriers,
and other potential investors. For many it’s a difficult sell. There are already streaming
services, some doing well and others not. While there’s nothing as good as Xstream, or as
flexible and adaptive, it’s still proven a difficult sell for companies to invest in.
So, in my experience, today’s broken music industry continues to make major mistakes, but we
are still trying. Bringing back the magic of great sound matters to the music of the world.
Thank you all very much for supporting Pono and quality audio. Thanks to everyone who is or
was associated with Pono, especially the customers who supported us. Thanks to Charlie
Hansen and Ayre Acoustics for the great PonoPlayer. It has been a labor of love. I want you to
know that I’m still trying to make the case for bringing you the best music possible, at a
reasonable price, the same message we brought to you five years ago. I don’t know whether we
will succeed, but it’s still as important to us as it ever was.
Thankfully, for those of my audience who care and want to hear all the music, every recording I
have ever released will soon be available in Xstream high resolution quality at my complete
online archive. Check it out. We will be announcing it very soon.
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Neil Young
####
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Audiophile Therapy
By Jim Smith | Issue 32

Do you remember that special feeling on the way home from a great concert? If you’re like me,
you hardly remember the trip home. Do you remember feeling the concert’s emotional impact
the next day?
You do know that special feeling should be yours when you listen to your system, right? If your
music system isn’t providing at least some of that effect, you might need to make some
changes. Because it should be happening.
“Make changes” in audiophile-speak usually means changing one or more components. But this
Audiophile Therapy session is not about changing components – it’s about retrieving greater
musical impact from your existing system.
When I’ve suggested that a listener should evaluate a sound system by how effectively he or
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she is impacted by the music, they are usually skeptical at first. But ask yourself, if you’re not
impacted by the music, why do you have a stereo system?
EQ and your system
Nope, this EQ isn’t about equalization. It’s my abbreviation for Emotional Quotient. Every
system has one. What’s yours?
Unlocking EQ
Most of my clients have unlocked this aspect from their systems. They use their music systems
as “attitude adjusters.” When possible, they make it a point to come home from a stressful day
at work and listen for at least 45 minutes or so. They’ve discovered that, when they get home,
if they can listen to music for a bit, they can emerge with a whole new attitude.
Regardless of when or why you avail yourself of it, this emotional response is waiting for you.
You only have to recognize that it’s possible and to want the experience.
Dynamics
Often, the way a composer or performer “plucks your emotional heart strings” is in the area of
dynamic contrasts. For example, think of the times that a section of music ends with the softest
pianissimo trailing to silence, or it ends with a huge fortissimo blast of power. Both are
emotional punctuation marks, intended to evoke a powerful response in the listener.
By the way, if it’s not happening, the first place I’d look is whether or not the dynamic
contrasts are compressed. Does the system sound effortless and alive? Is it interesting when
played softly, or does it have to be cranked up? Hint—if it has to be cranked up to come alive,
that’s a system that may not be as involving musically, at least from a long-term perspective.
It’s typical to blame a lack of dynamics on a component. However, it’s more likely due to poor
placement – especially the listening seat, then followed by the speaker position.Other
contributors can be inadequate isolation, uneven response – especially from resonances –
boomy bass, missing notes, too many reflections, etc.
Presence
When you listen, do you get transported into the music venue? When the recording is a small
ensemble or soloist, do you get the uncanny feel that the performer(s) are performing for you
in your room?
Your system should easily differentiate these two classes of Presence as well as those that fall
in between. When you become immersed in the performance, EQ will run high.
It is almost certainly NOT about buying more components. More likely, it’s related to speaker
placement.
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Tone
In addition to Dynamics, Tone is another major contributor. In this case, Tone is about musical
timbre. You don’t have to change components to appreciate this aspect of your sound. If
necessary, compromise a bit on audiophile sound effects (imaging, soundstage, etc.), and
adjust your placement options to provide more Tone. It’ll pay off in a higher EQ.
The real goal
We’ve all heard that our ultimate goal should be recreating the original sound of a musical
event. However, that’s a literal impossibility.
The real—and more achievable—goal should be recreating a musical event’s emotional impact.
When we can reach that goal, audiophile therapy is available to each of us.
You can also read Jim’s work at his website, www.getbettersound.com .
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Becoming a Curd Nerd
By Chloe Olewitz | Issue 32

When I was eleven years old, Santa left a fondue machine and half a wheel of stinky French
cheese in my stocking at Christmas. Most kids (and plenty of adults) would turn up their noses
at the messy, sticky food. But I would have held that cheese up to my face and eaten it like corn
on the cob if I hadn’t been so committed to making it last past New Year’s Eve. I’ve been a
lifelong cheese-lover—the Christmas after that? Cheese of the Month Club.
When I finally had the idea to begin training as a cheesemonger in my 20s, the only real
question was why it had taken me so long. What’s a cheesemonger, you ask? Think of a wine
sommelier, but for cheese—cheesemongers are both specialty sellers and also incredibly
knowledgeable connoisseurs. My training as a cheesemonger begin with deep research
projects into types of cheese, cheese regions, cheese-making techniques, different dairy
animals, aging processes… the list goes on. As I learn about each cheese, how it was made,
where it came from, its creators and its inspirations, I can tell cheese-loving customers the
stories behind these dairy gems and guide their tastes to total cheese satisfaction.
Cheesemongering is both a profession and an art, with a whole lot of passionate people leading
the way in the industry. Yes, there is a whole cheese world out there! Unfortunately, like the
world of fine wine, over the years, artisan cheese has earned a reputation for snobbery. But the
wonders of real, handcrafted, artisan cheeses that live beyond your supermarket aisle Singles
are both highly rewarding and shockingly accessible.
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But…but…there are so many kinds!

Have you always wanted to try new cheeses and learn about their history? Dying to impress
your in-laws or your partner with a drool-worthy cheese plate? Fear not—booming trends
among cheese world experts make it easy to brush up on your dairy knowledge and become a
true curd nerd.

Talk to your monger
For most of us, cheesemongers are the gatekeepers to the world of handcrafted cheeses. They
know everything there is to know about every cheese in the case, they’ve visited dairies and
kissed farm cows, and typically, they’re absolutely obsessed with cheese. It’s even possible to
be a certified connoisseur of cheese—In the United States, the American Cheese Society
oversees the Certified Cheese Professional program. Applicants accumulate hundreds of
working cheese hours before passing a comprehensive cheese exam to prove their knowledge
of every detail about so many types of cheese, your head would spin.
Talk to your cheesemonger. A good monger knows her (or his) stuff, and can guide you through
an international cheese tasting experience based solely on the variety in her display case. Add
in your personal tastes—that fresh chevre you loved, parmigiano reggiano is your thing, you’re
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a sucker for cheddar—and chances are, the monger will blow your mind. The point here is that
your cheesemonger knows way more about the cheeses you love than you do.
So you think you’re a cheddar guy. Do you know where cheddar comes from? What’s required
for it to be called cheddar? Have you ever tasted a real farmhouse cheddar? How about a super
aged cheddar, or a clothbound cheddar? Talk to your monger, taste with your monger, trust
your monger.

Keep an open mind
Talking with your monger about what you like is a great place to start. But as important as it is
to be confident about what you know and like, it’s just as crucial to keep an open mind. First of
all, your monger will probably get to the heart about what it is you like about that one cheese
that brought you to the counter. From there, the trajectories for tasting can follow many paths.
Was it a goat’s milk cheese that you loved? Maybe branch out to other goat’s milk cheeses from
different regions. If it’s a question of aging, perhaps your next taste will keep the region and
aging process but switch to a new type of animal milk. Experiment with raw milk cheeses and
pasteurized milk cheeses. Playing with these factors in combination—animal species,
geographical origin, aging and technique—allow you to venture into new cheese territory
without jumping into the deep end on your first day.
I’ve seen mongers get frustrated when a customer proclaims to hate goat cheese. How can this
be? There are so many different types of goat cheeses, in so many different textures, from such
a variety of regions and with such stark difference in flavors. Chances are you don’t hate them
all. Your monger will help you refine your understanding of what you like and what you don’t so
that you never have to knock an entire region or type of cheese off your list just because a
specific style didn’t work for you. The best cheese advice you’ll ever get? Taste with an open
mind.

Pair like a pro
If you’re asking me, the perfectly paired, well-packed cheese plate is a gastronomical glory. But
whether you’re putting together a cheese board for the ages or just looking for a nice wine to
go with your snack, cheese pairing is an art in itself. If you’re into beer or wine or whiskey, you
can pair it with cheese. Dried fruits or fresh fruits, bread and crackers and grains, honeys and
jams, oils and dips, meats and charcuterie.
Figuring out what will pair well may take experience or inspiration, but you can get started
with one eye on science and one eye on art. The standard starter advice is to look at
geography. Are you searching for a beer to sip alongside your Dutch cheese? Ask yourself what
beer they drink in the Netherlands. Munching on a Loire Valley goat’s cheese? Pair it with a
Loire Valley vintage.
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Some things are worth waiting for.

On a more molecular level, use this motto to guide your pairing: what grows together goes
together. Spanish olives with Spanish cheeses, for example. And you can apply the motto to the
animal source of your cheese, as well. Just pair the cheese with whatever the goat or cow or
sheep was feeding on—green, grassy flavors for young Spring chevre; aged, farmhouse flavors
for a winter cow’s milk cheese that was fed on hay.

…Relax!
If talking to your local monger and developing your own flavor palette freaks you out, maybe
you’d prefer to start small. There are some seriously good cheese blogs out there, and plenty of
producers and dairies keep their websites packed with cheese information. Tasted a cheese you
loved? Research your new favorite makers! Are you into chemistry and how things work? Dig
into the science that makes milk into many different types of cheese! Read books about cheese
regions that interest you, or about cooking with cheese, or about building a cheese board, all
from the comfort of your couch before you ever set out to the supermarket.
When it comes down to it, this entire process should be one that you enjoy. Look, I love cheese.
Lots of people love cheese. But even the most experienced monger, having dedicated his life to
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this one singular food category, will understand that in the end, it’s just cheese. Taste,
experiment, invent, branch out. Have fun with your cheese. Be brave with your cheese. In the
end, it’s really just sour milk!

Resources & Links
There are a lot of great resources available to anyone interested in learning more about
cheese. Max McCalman is considered an expert and pioneer of sorts, and his books The
Cheese Plate and Cheese: A Connoisseur’s Guide to the World’s Best serve as deep,
insightful dives into the world of cheese. If you’re looking for something more practical, brush
up on your pairing and plating skills with Tia Keenan’s The Art of the Cheese Plate.
If you’re interested in how milk turns into cheese, what differentiates each type, and where
those crunchy cheese diamonds come from, Cheese Science is the site for you.
There are as many cheese blogs as there are types of cheese, and some simple searching will
turn up a long list of options. Some of my favorites are Cheese Sex Death, an irreverent,
provocative, and highly practical collection (Trader Joe’s cheese buying guide,
anyone?); Madame Fromage‘s cheese info, recipes, pairings, and ideas, all served with a side
of laughter; and Gordonzola the blog of professional cheesemonger, cheese judge, and takeno-prisoners cheese writer, Gordon Edgar.
Just do some “cheese” Googling and you’ll find more info than you’ll ever need. You’ll move
from Kraft to craft in no time!
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Axpona: Up Your Game, Exhibitors!
By Rudy Radelic | Issue 32

While watching Stereophile’s video of 2017 CES impressions, Peter McGrath of Wilson
Audio made a comment (at 1:48) that some of the demo rooms need to “up their game” with
the demo music. In his opinion, the musical selection “…borders on musical illiteracy.”
That struck a nerve with me. I first visited AXPONA in 2016, returned for 2017, and I
completely agree with McGrath’s comment. While all rooms featured music, naturally, there
were some manufacturer’s representatives or dealers playing music that drove many of us out
of the rooms. In many cases, it was what they played. In others, it was how they played it.
Asking fellow attendees, I had mixed responses about what they felt was overplayed. One local
acquaintance, Dave, commented about some “weird chant music” being played that drove him
from one demo, and hearing too much Pink Floyd, Neil Young or Bob Dylan. Another
commented that he had heard too much of Dire Straits’ Brothers In Arms and I concur, the
overplayed “Money For Nothing” and “Walk of Life” appeared far too often this year. The most
humorous description I heard was “five minutes of nothing but flute and cymbal.” My pal Don
mentioned that the sequencing of demo tracks in some rooms was disturbing.
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The Continuum Obsidian/Viper, heard through the Constellation/ML Renaissance system.

My earworm from 2016 was “No Sanctuary Here” by Chris Jones. No offense to the artist, but I
honestly never want to hear that song ever again in my life. It seemed like every other room
played this, and it even lingered in a few rooms this year.
My worst experience this year was listening to the Martin Logan Neoliths. First of all,
something just sounded “off” about that whole system. Using McIntosh electronics and source
components, it had this odd, harsh sheen to it. The Martin Logan Renaissance 15a, in fact, had
the same odd quality in this room last year when I heard it. (This year, I heard that same
Renaissance model in another room driven by Constellation electronics, and it sounded
wonderful.)
What made this even worse? Their poor choice in music. The couple of times I passed the
room, they were playing the same tired, awkward tracks they played last year, poorly
sequenced. (One should never segue directly from classical to techno.) The worst part? Blaring
“The Great Gate of Kiev” from Pictures at an Exhibition at a painfully high level. OK, we get it.
The Neoliths play loud. I’ve heard plenty of live classical performances to know what
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“realistic” sounds like. This was not it.
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Those problematic Martin Logan Neoliths. “Monolith” is more like it.

This room was not alone—a few others played music too loudly, or did not take enough care in
setting up the systems so they sounded their best. Some sounded overly bright to me.
What is the answer, though? Dealers and manufacturers want to show off their products. They
are at AXPONA to sell equipment, and try to choose demo music that highlight their systems’
best abilities. Show attendees want to hear good music…good sounding music. They want to
hear favorites, or recordings they are intimately familiar with to see what they sound like on
equipment they are not familiar with. Guests also do not want to be driven from the rooms by
poorly selected music they would rather not hear.
Should the rooms take requests? Some rooms offered their visitors any choice from the library
they brought with them on their music servers, while a few went further by tapping into Tidal
to accommodate their guests. A few who still had CD players on display allowed visitors to play
their own discs. These were the rooms where visitors hung around the longest, including
myself.

The Music Direct/MoFi room, musically, one of my favorites.

Even in rooms that weren’t taking direct requests, they were changing things up enough that it
kept their guests pleased, and sequencing the selections properly. In one of the Paragon Sight
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and Sound rooms, the sales rep told us, “We play regular music here, not audiophile music.” In
Chicago dealer ProMusica’s room (demonstrating ProAc loudspeakers), Ken Christianson was
playing a lot of his own live two-mic recordings which sounded fantastic. Others made sensible,
well-recorded choices that most visitors found pleasing.
As for the rest, here’s some advice. Your rooms can offer better music if you put your minds to
it, and take more requests from users if possible. Avoid alienating what could become your
potential clients, and avoid repelling buyers away from the products you’re demonstrating.
Stay away from the oddball, overplayed “audiophile” music. Play something accessible, but
well recorded. Keep it at a sane volume level. It leaves a bad impression if you ignore these
basic courtesies for your guests.
Let’s keep “fun,” “informative” and “entertaining” in the audiophile show vocabulary, and
everyone wins.
Readers, what do you think?
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A Joyful Experience
By Bob Wood | Issue 32

A friend and I would walk into hi-fi stores back in the day, and hope to be left alone in the big
demo rooms where we could listen to Supertramp’s Crime of the Century on all the speakers
via the switching network. We’d quickly determine the best, then turn it up. Usually a
salesman would respond quickly, trotting into the room with his right hand extended in a ‘turn
it down’ twist.
My buddy had Klipsch Cornwalls. His condo must have had perfect dimensions because, with
only a little tweaking, the powerful huge amazing sound would thump your chest. I auditioned
a set of those speakers in my home and they sounded about as warm and involving as a .38
pistol shot. I also heard them after he sold them, and in that room, the magic was also lost.
I had ESS AMT-1 towers. NOW the air motion transformer is popular. The towers, despite a
line transmission woof, had thin bass, especially compared to the efficient Klipsches. And they
ate power.
I had ADS rear speakers and a space generator. I had twin CROWN DC-300As and a CROWN
DL-2 pre, all of which I got in trade for voicework for a TV station. Denon TT, Shure V-15Type
5 (?) Yes, I know the Crowns didn’t let the Cornwalls sing.
Eventually I added a pair of JBL 4311s (Studio monitors) again, traded for voiceover work.
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Flash forward decades. I had a house built with a RIVES-designed listening room. It sounded
good, but for some reason I never liked being in that room, never knew why – I think it was too
dark. But we sold the house as we divorced and my new home has a room which would serve
my audio purpose… I reused many acoustic panels and guessed where they should go. Bass
traps too.
I feel I’ve finally got a great sound… As you can see, I have mostly PS Audio gear, the BHK
Signature 300 mono amps (now tube rolled to BHK’s suggested NOS tubes), A BHK Sig Pre
(same rolled tubes), the DirectStream Memory Player transport, The DirectStream DAC, twin
P10 Power Plants, Audience Power filter and mostly Audience power cables and interconnects.
There are 17 RPG panels, 5 Vicoustic Omega diffusers and 2 GIK membrane-based bass corner
traps. I upgraded speakers to Wilson Sasha IIs. Interestingly, after dealer setup, there was
still something not quite right. I discovered that moving my chair forward about 3 or 4 inches
snapped it all into nirvana.
Depending on what I choose to listen to, I can enjoy the joyful experience for days after!
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Taste the weather
By Silviarita | Issue 32

Mmmmm, summer’s just around the corner. You can almost taste it!
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