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MISTER Z SCORES A KNOCKOUT

The  following story is fictitious.  Any similarity to persons living or dead is purely coincidental.

It was the thirteenth day of "Twelfth Night" rehearsals.  The show was far from ready to open--what it didn't need was any more setbacks.  The sound score, however, was working well, and almost everything had fallen into place.  Almost.

The director approached me with one of those martyred looks that only a veteran can give.  This could only mean trouble.  

"About this finale, Mister Z," he started cautiously. "I think we need something a little more in tune with the period."

"Egads," I said to myself.  I never was all that attached to the post-disco dance sound of the '80's.  But this was the style we had agreed to use, and it was obvious that I had better learn to like it a little quicker.

"I'll get on the system right away and see what I can come up with."

"Thanks, Mister Z, I always know that I can count on you."  The pained look was gone and the director loomed into the sunset.  

I went back to the room and fired up the old DX7XIV.  It was an older machine, and didn't have all the  bells and whistles of the newer DX7XV's.  But who could afford one of those on a sound score designer's wages?  Nevertheless, it was incredibly improved over the early days of the DX7's, with its 240 channel/hour built in 20 bit digital memory, auto-orchestrator with dynamic genre recall, 10,000 sample built in library, and Boeing 837 flight simulation program.  I called up "80's Dance" on the auto-orchestrator and was given an old Michael Jackson tune as a working model.  I had forgotten that the dealer had included that "Motown Grows Up" bootleg software package.  This was just the ticket I thought.  I cranked it up and was just about to to get into some serious customization when there was a loud hammering at the door.

"Open up, in there, this is the police."

"Yikes," I thought.  "It's those damned Copycops!"  These guys had become the artists' nemesis ever since the great theatre copyright trials of the mid 90's.  I turned off the computer and pretended to be listening to the video.

"Don't try to fool us.  We know you're in there using copyrighted material."

I opened the door and tried to appear nonchalant.  "I'm sorry I didn't hear you with the video playing so loud."

They burst into the room and confronted me and my machine.  "Alright open it up!"

"Wait a minute. I know my rights.  Do you have a search warrant?"

They stuttered and stumbled for a moment and then confessed that they just happened to be in the area and heard what sounded like suspect material.  I thought I was going to get off easy, but they launched into the standard copyright infringement lecture--a fate worse than being caught.

"You know, we thought we heard the music bed to an old Michael Jackson song."

"Who me? No,sir!"

"You know that it is a serious violation of copyright laws to use a music bed without the permission of the artists involved?"

I feigned ignorance.  "Even if I modify it beyond the point of recognition?"

"That depends on what you mean when you say 'modify it.' "

"Well what if I played the bass line like this," I said and turned the machine back on to demonstrate."

Quicker than one could change a preset they pulled out one of those nasty copy-meters.  It looked like an old breathalizer meter like they used to use to test drunk driving.  "Play that into here, son."  I did and the machine made a funny little whirring noise that ended in a nasty beep.  "Sorry, but that line is owned by the SONYIBM Corporation."  This didn't surprise me--they owned just about everything in the music business these days.  It was getting tougher and tougher to be an independent artist these days.  But I refused to give in to the commercial pressure of the big corporations to push product over aesthetics.  Without warning the machine let out another beep.

"Where exactly did you get that bass sample?"

"It came with the machine."

"I'm sorry but that's a Strato-CompuBass sound--we'll have to confiscate it."  

"But I customized that sound myself."

"Sorry, but we were able to extrapolate the company's  digital ID numbers.  All that's left are some random sine waves and you know about that."

Who could forget that the JBEVL Company had copyrighted all known sine waves at the turn of the century.  With a few swift key-strokes, my prized bass was gone.

"And one more thing."

"Yeah, what's that?"

"Those sixteenth notes in the run?"

"You mean?"

"That's right.  Those are all owned by the P. Glass Consortium.  And that last sustained tone?

"EnoTunes?"

"And don't you forget it."

The next day I explained the situation to the director, and subtly suggested that we just end the play in silence.

"No way," he said emphatically.

"Why?"

"The Cage Group holds the copyright on that--and they want your first born son to use it."

We decided to cancel the production after all. 

