CD Reviews 

aero-mic’d / aero-mic’d 

From local musician Wayne Smith comes this *excellent* little slip of a 25-minute album. A record this genre-hopping might in lesser hands be 

a chore to listen to, but with Aero-Mic’d the first few minutes are just so good that you easily put your trust in wherever he’s going to take you. 

It starts with echoing layers of nefarious percussion, then seamlessly moves into fucked up dub and then lots of gorgeous treated and looped guitar that sounds like the arty instrumentalism of Gastr del Sol mixed with the melodic electronica of Mouse on Mars. It also occasionally reminds us of His Name is Alive and Fennesz. Yeah, it’s that good, and that fun to listen to. The arrangement and juxtaposition of the pieces is the key. With the aforementioned Gastr del Sol and Mouse on Mars leanings, plus droning layers of metallic tinny guitarness and shimmering pure, vibrating tones, this album displays so many of the general sounds and separate sub-sub-genres that the AQ-staff likes to listen to whole albums of, yet here they are compacted into short segments that build up to a perfect whole.

- aquariusrecords.org, 2002 

Self released home made sound collage magic from noted visual artist Wayne Smith. A twinkly little audio gem.
- dustedmagazine.com, from a “top ten” listed compiled by Matmos, July 2003 

Aero-Mic’d eponymous debut is a 25-minute recorded essentially by Wayne Smith. Echo/percussion mixes with dub and treated guitar 

wrangles against found sounds. Phew.
-Ptolemaic Terrascope, Autumn 2003 

aero-mic’d / Under a Sun 

San Francisco’s Wayne smith, aka Aero-Mic’d, might just be the Anton Webern of the electronica underground. while eschewing ties with hardcore lower case strategies or quietcore, they create a series of noisette miniatures akin to the sonic pastures created by Brian Eno on Another Green World, David Cunningham’s Flying Lizards instrumentals or David Toop and Steve Beresford’s General Strike material. Under A Sun is their second CD. As with the first release, it runs to just under 30 minutes. The average length of each track clocks in around the two minute mark, with one peaking at nearly four and a half. Their thinking is born of a punk aesthetic, a love of the 45rpm single, and the feeling that CDS are just too damn long Brief as the tracks are, Smith says what is needed in an instant. The pieces never feel unfinished and flow into one another making the disc seamless, concise, but never terse. Designed with precision, there’s nothing too edgy or difficult about this music, deep in the spirit of improvisation. “Hedda Gabbler At A Junior College” is a creepy mixture on Industrial grinding buzzes, clicks and ethereal voices that mutate into a soundscape of overlapping drones and looping tones. 

Having lost most of the material in a computer crash, Smith was forced to start over from partial stereo and mono takes and fragments. He started out working in noise, and when that didn’t work he added bird sounds. “Birds are hopeful”, he says. And indeed, there’s a humble, quiet nature about the results, which aren’t so much noisy as full of hope and despair.
- The Wire, Tom Recchion, February 2004 

We sure loved the first Aero-Mic’d record from a few years ago, a genre hopping electronic excursion touching on melodic melancholy pop, laptop glitch, cinematic ambience, and arty instrumentalism. Hard to believe, but we may like this new one even more. It’s much more focused and cohesive, with the focus this time on ambience and drone. Reminds us of a more varied, less low-end Kopernik. Soaring Orb-like ambient flutter, chirping birds, the sound of children playing, muted percussion, sing song-y melodies, fuzzy, whispery drones with melodic swells, industrial clatter under gauzy slowed down loops all coalesce into one seriously great listen.
- aquariusrecords.org, 2004 

A follow-up to Wayne Smith’s debut, as reviewed in UO303. As the title implies, “Under A Sun” sounds warmer. It’s actually more ambient 

and less laptop, and it’s quality at that, as Mr. Smith isn’t merely creating sounds and scapes but actually conveying interesting stories and 

moods, e.g. by using the sound of children playing and other brutage, plus a moog, guitars, and so on. There’s even a nighthawk in flight, but 

that’s on the sleeve only. An interesting field recording, in short.
-UZine Website, Belgium, April 2004; www.dma.be/p/ultra/uzine/0403.htm 

CD ReVieWS (cont.) 

aero-mic’d & the Sadnesses / Cloud mama 

According to the back of this limited-to-100-copies cd-r release, the mathematical equation is as follows:  Aero-Mic’d + The Sadnesses = 

Cloud Mama. And if you ask us, that adds up perfectly well. It’s no secret, we here at AQ have been mighty fond of the past two releases by 

SF’s Aero-Mic’d, and this new collaborative effort with the likeminded Sadnesses is no exception. Ultra delicate glitchiness, wispy clouds of 

shimmer, whimsical sounds and song titles. Oh so nice ‘n’ soothing. We only wish it were longer than its fleeting 25 minutes. 

— aquariusrecords.org review, 2005 

Wayne Smith certainly owes a considerable amount of gratitude to fellow San Francisco electronic pranksters Matmos, as his two previous 

outings under the moniker Aero-Mic’d enjoy a similar kooky inventiveness. You can hear it in the introductory squiggles, percolations and per- 

verse cuteness often heard in Matmos’ music. His collaboration with The Sadnesses is no different, recreating the density of pachinko parlour 

noise in condensed vignettes the quickly erupt in fizzy elctro-glee and immediately switch gears once the point is made. This compulsion for 

brevity is where the two break from Matmos comparisons, as Aero-Mic’d & The Sadnesses see no need to mutate such sounds into the pop 

context of a riff, a groove or a hook. Rather, Cloud Mama is a constantly short-circuiting collection of comical theremin glissandi, starry-eyed 

electronic twinkle, sugar rush noise from cable buzz and tons of hotwired musical toys. 

— The Wire, Jim Haynes, September 2004 

This is a combination of ambient electronica, synthetic noise, and surreal modulation with an emphasis on subtle experimentation. Markedly 

strange but enticing in its micro tonal presentation, Cloud Mama unveils a unique collaboration between San Francisco’s Aero-Mic’d (aka 

Wayne Smith) and S.F. native The Sadnesses (aka Cory Vielma, who now resides in Berlin, Germany). An atmospheric admixture containing 

interspersed organic samples is highly complimentary during this project and never overdone. These compositionally brilliant undertakings 

immerse the listener in a flowing aqueous environment of snaps, pops, blips, bleeps, drones, tones and chimes. I would’ve enjoyed elongated 

versions for the tracks under two minutes, but sometimes less is more given the stellar quality exhibited throughout. 

— Guy Montag KFJC, Los Altos CA, Summer 2005 

aero-mic’d / i think you’re Great 

Artist/Designer/Musician Wayne Smith’s third outing as Aero-Mic’d (not including last years collaboration with the Sadnesses, Cloud Mama) 

is a family affair but not in the usual familial way. Made to coincide with a exhibition of new artworks at Queen’s Nails Annex in San Francisco, 
I Think You’re Great, includes many guest appearances from friends and local luminaries, including video artist Anne McGuire on vocals, 

writer Kevin Killian (intoning a series of tai chi movements on opening track “Cloud Hands”), and performer/painter Cliff Hengst, all of whom 

have been collaborating on each others’ projects off and on for at least the past ten years. Smith is a master of mining magical significance 

through the filtering, manipulating and repetition of found sounds and images (celebrity, the cultic and the mundane play against each other 

constantly). On the title track, clocking in at over 15 minutes (an epic by Aero-Mic’d standards whose songs normally clock in at under 2 

minutes), he expands his sound from previous efforts by including excerpts from a live performance at the Headlands last year with William 

Collins from Mire on guitar and Tibetan bowls and Cliff Hengst on percussion. Intermixed with the live and programmed bells and filtered gui- 

tars, Smith includes one of his signature sound pieces, “Hello”, recorded by calling people randomly from the phone book and recording their 

standard but delightfully varied greetings. With I Think You’re Great, the feeling is definitely mutual! 

— aquariusrecords.org review, 2005
Aero-Mic’d: The AMbiguous World of WAyne sMiTh 

by cheryl Meeker 

Who hasn't fantasized about playing in a band or recording in a studio, wearing headphones and emoting into the microphone? Visual artists 

have often made this dream a reality. Perhaps artists' daily practice of economically non-viable activities gives them greater license to venture 

off the beaten track. Arnold Schoenberg, the Talking Heads, John Lennon, Yoko Ono, Nam June Paik, Romeo Void, Pink Section, Basquiat, 

Sonic Youth, Brian Eno, David Bowie, John Cage, Patti Smith, Captain Beefheart, and Erik Satie are just a few who have moved between 

visual art and music. I've played flute and guitar, was forced to take piano lessons, but now just love playing bass in my living room to tapes 

and CDs. I'm still looking for that perfect band collaboration. What has inspired the latest wave of San Francisco artists to produce CDs and 

what are they like? To begin my inquiry into this phenomenon, I looked at the work of Wayne Smith. 

Smith's visual artwork, recently on view in an engaging solo show at Gallery 16, makes hay with the scanner, creating large, lush Iris prints so 

textured you wouldn't believe they are actually flat. The colors are warm – very Fall season. Yet the subtle references to fashion and design 

paradoxically add depth to the interest Smith seems to find in taking on painting as a calling inherited from our abstract expressionist fore- 

bears. Of course, Smith's new Iris prints are all digital, painted without a brush or a tube of paint. 

Smith's new recording project, Aero-Mic'd, fuses turntable aesthetics and musique concrete with the studio tradition of ambient music. In 

terms of process, Smith's eponymously named CD is a product of the studio, like the visual art he makes. He likes recording ambient sound, 

often capturing action on his street or while travelling, then layering it to reflect real life experience rather than carefully crafted performance. 

Smith seems for the moment to prefer the populist realm of music to the elitism of visual art. He points out that anyone can go down to Aquar- 

ius and pick up a CD. His observation led me to mentally contrast this cultural form with the exclusive nature of art ownership. How many 

people can afford to own artworks? In San Francisco, how many can afford to make them? Does this create a barrier between artist and 

audience? Smith and other visual artists are freeing themselves of art market baggage to work directly in other disciplines to explore some of 

the same issues, but in a new medium. But while visual art doesn't seem particularly exciting to Smith at the moment, the music world is. Lots 

of his friends are working with music, and everyone seems to be working on CDs. This confluence of energy and cultural absorption leads to 

more work, better work, and more fun in general. 

Smith's day job as a graphic designer has given him a sensitive approach to representing the recordings through the packaging. His CD 

cover evokes perfectly the transience of moment and lightness of touch embodied in the recording itself, resembling his visual art only insofar 

as it approaches the work in a way that is not obvious. Smith seldom goes forthe direct approach. 

In listening to the first track, Deadbeat Dads, I first wonder — is my CD player humming? Unidentifiable background white noise seems to be 

the major component throughout much of this work rather than musically apprehensible and commercially viable track rotations packaged 

by the mainstream music industry. Sequenced drums (reminiscent of the band Ministry) hammer like machine guns, but are muffled by white 

noise and a sound like the static of a malfunctioning CD player. 

In the track entitled Justice Inhaler, filtered drums & bass alternate with the sound of someone trying to tune a short wave radio. Fun, playful 

elements collide with deep, real life-type scenarios; a woman's concerned voice discussing her suffering from asthma and a later mention of 

rat poison highlight an imperative to live in the moment rather than mock it. A Flat Tax is a cover version of a familiar tune from my high school 

years done in sweet, synthesized strings that make it altogether new. What is that tune? In Broken Nosegay the energetic strumming of an 

acoustic guitar binds charming and punk together and somehow references the tradition of a player who plays first and learns later. 
Hooked On Tonics consists of space static, Wagnerian in its proportions, and a fragment of dialog. Whose familiar voice is speaking? "Red 

chiffon dress, and her name was Cybill Shepard"... as in Remembrance of Things Past, mid-life Proustian elements coalesce...the sound of 

cards shuffling – or is it a cable being shifted at the input plug? 

On Cold Dust, sleigh bells and temple bells become cymbals drummed fast with soft mallets, then suddenly: quietude. Are we in the country 

or in a suburb? Real sounds, indistinct and unidentifiable: a radio in the distance? A distant bell tolls. Lapping waves? Dust in the Wind on 

the radio, and the sound of traffic on a far off ribbon of road? 

The inarticulate, suggestible associations that drive Smith's sound create similar sensations to those we have when looking at any good work 

of visual art. Leaving most unsaid, we are allowed, even encouraged, to ask questions . No pandering to didacticism here. Live with ambiguity. 

With Aero-Mic'd, Wayne Smith does. 

from Stretcher.org website 

http://www.stretcher.org/projects/editors/2002/issue2
