Jtrue running ‘plane.

THE N.Z. RADIO RECORD

*

Friday, March 14, 1930.

The Moto'r

NHE-tarntable will receive considera-
tion first for it is neaver the sur-

‘face and its defects are the mote obvi-

ous. Strictly speaking, the majority of
turntables do not preserve a perfectly
The plane is not
a true horizontal one,-and if the eye
is lowered to the level of the turn-
table so that the revolutions of the

latter can be viewed edge om,” or if,
for more accurate measurements,

a

" simple cardboard gauge be made and

placed against the turntable, it will be
seen that there is a slight periodic
sway in the turntable as it revolves at
normal speeds. The consequence is
fhat unequal pressure between needle
and record is Iliable to be set up,.and
a certain amount of record wear . cre-
ated, ) :
- Sometimes, however, & badly run-
ning turntable ean be made fo revolve
more truly by the simple expedient of
attending to the spacing washers on
fhe. bolts which hold the motor to
the meotor board.

CCASIONALLY the baize or what-
ever material the turntable is cov-

»éred with comes loose at the edges,

especially if the machine has been kept
for a long time in a damp atmosphere.
+ Now, baize which.has even slightly
become loosened at the edges should
be stuck down immediately with a
little hot glue solution, because in

~ such a condition the turntable baize

. will present inequalities of surface and

so will interfere with the correct play-

~ing of the record.

The tendency of modern gramo-
pbone design is to lighten weight
wherever possible, and in some of the
portable instruments which may be
equipped for electrical playing the
turntable may be on the light side, In
such a case there may be a slight
flattening of pitck on loud notes, due
to the inability of the turntable to
carry the record over these notes at

" eonstant speed.

The Rubber Mat.

" AN excellent remedy for light furn-

tables is a rubber pad (obtainable
from most gramophone and radio-
gramophone specialists) placed over the
furntable, 'This acts as a non-skid de-
vice for the record, and used on @
Tight turntable, or one of small dia-
meter, it will enable the loudest record
to be played without detriment to ton-
al quality. '

The rubber turntable mat hasg other
virtues as well. Xt insulates the
record from the turntable, and so
damps any extrinsie vibrations which
may reach the record from below.
It helps to reduce surface noise and
pick-up chatter when it occurs is less
noticeable, a valuable feature in a
rreat many cases.
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The Gramophone Motor.

BY FAR the most important consider-

ation as far as the motor is con-
cerned iz the speed for pitch, an. im-
portant determinative of quality is
governed by it., There is, however, in
this subject enough matter to make a
separate article and for this it will be
left for the present.

One can do little to-the mechanics
of the gramophone motor, its func-
tioning is extremely complicated and
repairs and adjustments must be left
to a skilled tradesman. With the elec-
trie motor, there is very little that can
go wrong. It will function happily for
years if carefully oiled amd dusted.
Bvery now and again the turntable
should be lifted off and the bearings
cleaned and oiled. The turntable in
the majority of cases will lift off the
motor spindle by giving it a steady up-
ward pull. It is advisable to keep the
thumb on the top of the spindle to
prevent the weight of the pull being
transferred to the motor, where it
might do damage.

Having lifted off the turntable, clean
the various moving parts and oil
them with very fine machine oil. With
the electric motor the points fo be
oiled are fewer. They are, the spin-
dle, the bearings and the brake me-
chanism. If an electric cut-off is used,
do not oil any part of the contacts,
otherwise the oil will prevent a good
contact and the running of the motor
will be erratic.

Careful ofling and cleanliness will

do much in making for reliability of,

the motor, while it must not be for-
gotten that even and silent running are
essential to really good gramophone re-
production.

Celebrities

Chopin, the Louely Exile

PADEREWSKI hag said of Chopin

that he was the priest who carried
to the scattered Poleg the gacrament of
natiopalism. ‘This fine image vividly
recalls the revolution of 1830 ; the last
despairing effort of Poland to rid her-
self of Russian suzerainty. Chopin, a
boy of twenty, had left Poland only a
few weeks before the revolution broke
out. He was alone in an unfriendly
city, hungering for news of his home,
which came only at long infervals; a
prey to fears which only a torturing
imagination could raise. He wander-
ed from Vienna to Munich, from Mun-
ich to Stuttgart, where on September
8, 1831, he heard of the collapse of the
revolution and the capture of Warsaw
by the Russians.

N discussing quality, the fashionable topic
of conversation to-day, the usual line of

talk is the amplifier, the pick-up and the
record-—important aspects, certainly, but not
*the only ones entering inlc the 'question, The

turntable: and the motor both greatly effect
the quality of the reproduction and it is our
purpose in this week’s article to attack the
question of quality from this point of view,

- From that day one must think of him
always as the exile, bearing in his
heart a permanent wound, the tragedy
of his people. Their songs, their
dances—and in Poland the very bal-
lads of the country are dances—became
the warp and woof of his music. She
is the land of the dance--polonaise,
krakowiak, mazurka—and the rhythm
of Polish dance sounds through nearly
the whole of his work.

When he left home, he had a pre-
sentiment that he would never return.
Hig friends gave him a gilver cup filled
with Polish earth. 'This he kept by
him all his life. It was this earth
that, when he died, they scattered on
his coffin at Pere Lachaise. It was
all that remained of Poland, save in his
music; those “few score pages in
which,” as has been beauntifully said,
“were to burn for three-guarters of a
century the mysticism of a nation.”

The appearance of Chopin made
beautiful images in the minds of those
who were hig friends, To Schumann,
before ever they met one another, the
printed page of his music, the very
notes, seemed as marvellous eyes re-
garding him, To Liszt he was “a con-
volvulus, balancing its azure-hued cup
on a very slight stem”; to Georges
Sand “an angel, fair of face as a tall,
gad woman.” It is not dificult to pic-
ture him; the frail figure, exquisitely
dressed ; the long hair, very fair and
soft, framing a face which was ashen-
pale, and of which every feature be-
trayed an intense sensitiveness; the
huge brown eyes that burned with the
fires of consumption.

He was wholly urban; the child of
the salon and sbaded candle-light.. ..
Life, surrounding him with comfort,
shielding him from the sordid, and
from life’s pettier cares, but that he
might be free to receive her deeper
wounds, There was nothing upon which
his heart fastened that did not bring
him sorrow. Many pages of his music
stand for tragedies of the heart at
which we dare not look save in the
mirror of waltz, prelude, or bhallade,
The & Minor Ballade: We little re-
member in what fires of guffering this
music was forged. It was his requiem
to the dead love of Marie Wodzinska,
whose letters and the rose she gave
lLim were found after his death in a
packet upon which he had writien
“Moia Bieda’: my grief.

His piano was hig only confidant. He
used it, said ILiszt, to play to himself
his own tragedy. In Paris, in some
drawingroom, where his Intimate
friends were gathered, and, above all,
his fellow-exiles, he would take some
familiay rhythm of the Fatherland,
whisper it firgt, then utter it more bold-
ly, then toss it about in wild abandon,
till the great plaing, the great forests
of Poland rose before eyes set in a

that even the most untechnical listener might
look to to the betterment of reproducer and
reproducion alike.
is written especially for these listeners.

Our article this week

trance of memory. Often these impro-
visations furnished the germ of musie
we know. When the tragic news of the
capture of Warsaw reached him, he
tfurnéd to his piano, and in a passion
of overwhelming grief poured out a
torrent of improvisation' which was
later to become the “Etude in C Minor,”
the “Revolutionary,” The “Sixth Pre-
lude” was the child of a hideous hour
of fear in the deserted Charterhouse of
Valdemosa, while the storm beat pite-
ously on the roof, and Chopin left alone
for the day had imagined his friend to
be dead and himself to be dead, too,
and was found, when his friend return-
ed, playing the music like ome in a
dream, and cried out: “Ah, I knew that
you were dead!” But then the music
went through a veritable crucible be-
fore it was given to the world. Xlau-
bert is said to have gpent an entire day
over the polishing of a single sentence:
Chopin spent weeks, behind locked
doors, working at each phrase and bar,
in an agony of choice, under an im-
perious need for absolute perfection.

He had settled in Paris amid the last
thunder of the revolution that set Louis
Philippe upon the throne; he was
driven from Paris in 1848 by the first
that heralded the Second Repubuic, He
came to England. The beautiful friend-
ship with Georges Sand was broken,
never to mend, and the power of com-
position was gone; he was already a
dying man. He gave concerts—a thing
he hated——because he would send no
more of his manuscripts to the pub-
lisher; he had no longer the stréngth
to labour at them, and he would buy
nothing at the price of work he could
not pass. Im the following May he
burnt them. .

He was received everywhere. He was
introduced to such oddly different per-
sons as the old Duke of Wellington and
Dickens. Throughout his stay he was
the guest of one or other of the great
hounses. .
~ All the time an intolerable nostalgia
turned his thoughts to Paris. He went
back in the spring of 1849, Again Life
took thought for him and brought him
the friends who saw that he should
not want., For now he was penniless.
Those who watched at his bedside were
almost all his fellow-countrymen: the
Abbe Jelowicki, the friend of his child-
hood, who gave him the Last Sacra-
ments ; Princess Czartoryska, who nurs-
ed him; and the beautiful Countess
Potocka, whose volce singing to him
was the last music he heard, a few

hours before he died.

Almost his final word was to
Franchomme, the vielincellist, “Play
Mozart in memory of me.” Among

many epitaphs, the most beautiful was
perhaps that of Schumann, who wrote:
“The soul of music hag passed over the
world.”
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