Will Ackerman invented the sound that someone elst
called ‘new age,’ but the song has come to an end.
He says it's time for real talk, from real people. i

By N. R. KLEINFIELD

DUM MERSTON,

Wi, — In the cloiied woods that surround
Imaginary Road, Will Ackerman prepared o
cut down a dead tree. He had to. It was
urning cold and he necded firewond

There was a fall tang 1o the Vermaont air,
end the sky brimmed with lominous clouds.
“1'm not sure if this pine will fall downhill or
uphill,” Mr. Ackerman =aid with little morti-
fication. 50 1 would stay close to the hase."

He slipped on protective earmuffs. The
chain saw erupted. The tree umbled down-
hill. “0.K.” be said. “We live.™

Momings go like this. Anyone who knows
nim realizes that Will Ackerman has a patho-
logical craving for physical work. He got his
starl, after all, building houses. The records
wert unintentlonal

Mr. Ackerman is a gularist and the
vaguest simulacrum of a record mogul. He
‘burst into national prominence as the father
of new-age music (a catchall term thal re-
pulses him) by virtwe of Windham Hill
records, the company that he founded in 1976
im hii living room in Palo Alo, Calif., and that
grew exponentially. Windham Hill's record-
ings became the lulling music that aging 60°'s
rock fans munched scaweed to, read their
tarot cards 1o, fell asieep to. Then Mr. Acker-
man grew weary of the music, sold the

stiffed for $10 by Miles Davis, report on the

THE NEW YORK TIMES, SUNDAY, NOVEMBER 8, 1992

oft Musie: @i
What a Grind

.!'i;"_p_'r”‘

nurse it through 24,000 more miles so it will
have covered about the distance to the moon.
Wood seduced Mr. Ackerman. He

the apprentice of o Norwegian house builder
and then, in 1977, went oul on his own and
farmed Windham Hill Bullders in Palo Alio,
He imagined he would pound nails for the
resi of his life.

But there was always the music. Since he
was 12, Mr. Ackerman has fooled with the
guitar. He began playing a tenniz rackel, then
won a warped 12-siring guitar in a bet
Among other things, he became the biggest
Kingston Trio fan ever. He had a beatnik
baby sitter, and she and Mr. Ackerman
would steal oul to attend the Lrio's concerts,
. He played moody folk-type music, then
evolved into what some critics have called
“boring guitar.” He never learned to read
music. Today, when he has an inspiration
while away from home, he will call himsell
up and hum a meledy into his answering
machine so he can pursee it later.

He sawed and he played guitar. Friends
urged him 10 cul & record. What he did was
drop in at their homes and record his guitar
playing directly into their tape decks, a slow
distribution method. Finally, in 1875, he
asked his raglag

a

so much he didn't charge Mr, Ackerman.
He called the album ““The Search for the

Turtle's Navel™ When Mr. Ackerman was a




esd
a lot of nails,
and he’s driven
a lot of miles. But he's
lost the drive to lull.

thy. As he puts it,
@ before 12 years of age

5 o conlirm
y or Uganda,

and washed dishes at W

Vermontl. He attended
out in 1871, *'1 was w & paper on com-
religion,” he said, "“and 1 couldn't
of my typewriter. 1 had

some massive bi L
He spent mon intended for graduate
school on a dark green Ford pickup that he
still pwns. It has 214,000 miles on il The
engine mounts have rusted away and the
engine jounces around a lol. He wanls lo

ple had o say. A man in & small e in
MNorth Carolina told about hiorw many years
apo he went 16 New York, rented an apart:
ment, went out to look for a job, couldn’t find
his apartment, boarded & train and went
back to North Carolina. A woman told about
hiw she was cleaning her motel units in
Pennsylvania when o 14-inch fish fell out of
the sky. Things like that.

Arcund this time, BMG, part of Bertels-
mann A.G., the German conglomerate, carme
atong offering “a bucket full of money"’ o
buy Windham Hill, and in the spring Mr.
Ackerman sold his stake,

To =tart off the new label, Mr. Ackerman
wianted some recognizable names. 5o there s
Spalding Gray, the monologuist; comics like
Rick Reynolds, and authors and commenta-
tors like Lynda Barry and Tom Bodeit,
There's also Hugh Gallagher, who is just 200 .
and seems o be an emerging comic force.
Next year, Richard Stolley, the editorial di-
reclor of Time magazine, will have a release
in which he will chat about covering Marilyn E
Monroe's death and getting the Zapruder
film of the Kennedy assassination. Lnler will «
come the cabdrivers and motel owners. p.

The new label — to be distributed in record *
stores and booksiores — may take some time
to feel its way. I went into some stores,’ Mr.
Ackerman said, “and they said: ‘0K, great.

1 think we have a bin behind polkas of the ‘
world." * On the other hand, Robert Olsen, the |
manager of the Tower Records store at Fish-
erman’s Wharf in San Francisco, sald: “So
far we're doing tremendous with them, I'd
say they sell along the lines of & good classi- 2
cal recording.” /

Tom Bodett was on the phone. He |
Homer, Alaska, How big will this
Seven become? He sakd he was hoping
big because his voice on Motel 6 radio ads
led people to think of him as “kind of
someane who :unwupmlcunﬂumﬂmr

and that's about it.'"

*“This will help people realize [ can w‘
in whole sentences,” he said. b
Hugh Gallagher was on the phone. He is
junior at New York University,
mitic writing. "1 think this will be really
interesting,” he said. **As for me, I'm going
woiry io grnduam mllegomd mwi

be o fireman.”

Will Ackerman drove inta Brtll;htnﬂ'
had lunch at the Back Side cafe, 1
cheeseburger and had a
s2bd e no longer listened to new-age

“1 dan't think it's a culting edge for 1
musicians anymore,”” he said “It
work for mewmuta,pnd luu!yﬁm':
attention*

With his own musie, he been playi
recently with a young med
cthead, whom he describes as a
fast, metal, rock-and-roll guitarist,™

"He's great!™

After lunch, he hm;lﬂ. some
ducked into Zanna, a women's
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en's clothing”
lk:’gm in the car to bﬂd hﬂm Thnw
‘was drear, “This weather really 10
he said. He added that he pll.m The
Tmmmmwdcnhmﬂh.m.un.




