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There are other things in life besides music. I forget what they are, but they're around.




Hoagy Carmichael, composer of "Stardust" and "Georgia on My Mind"





Introduction

I Am a Jukebox

"My name is Dylan Jones and I am addicted to music

My transparent Macally mouse glows red as my index finger clicks left. I'm opening iTunes on the vertical panel bar, slipping into my library, a library that currently contains 4,399 songs (enough for 12.2 days of continuous music, taking up 29.96 GB).

I open a jewel case and slip the CD into the disc port in my PowerBook G4. Seconds later an icon appears on my desktop, half an inch in diameter, a fairly accurate approximation of a disc: Audio CD, it says (although it really looks like an old-fashioned vinyl disc in miniature); I'm at home and have not dialed-up—broadband is some weeks away as BT struggles to reach detente between my modem and its phone lines.

The track listing springs up on my screen, fifteen songs, all Beatles covers. One of two free CDs given away with Mojo magazine, this is Beatlemania/Volume 1, and I'm about to upload the Cyrkle's rather inspired, slightly odd, and deliberately out-of-tune version of "I'm Happy Just to Dance with You," the Lennon and McCartney song originally from A Hard Day's Night (I think it's inspired and odd because it changes key when you least expect it, underscoring my theory that all really exceptional songs change key when you least expect them to).

I highlight the song with the bright blue horizontal four-millimeter-deep band, drag it across into the library, and then gaze through the window at the top of iTunes as it uploads. It still feels magical, and watching the input bar fill up, I'm reminded of all those Mission Impossible-type films where a computer whiz tries to defuse a briefcase bomb before his laptop starts flashing "ABORTED." Fifteen seconds later, "I'm Happy" is nestling at the bottom of my library, waiting for me to punch in its details. And after I do, typing the album and song title first, so the song doesn't move before I've finished, it bounces up into its rightful alphabetical place, track no. 4,400, ready and waiting, and now very much part of my life. I go and look for it—why, I don't know, as it's always going to be there, unless I get tired of it and delete it—and of course there it is, nestling quietly, quite properly, between "Move on Up" by Curtis Mayfield and "You're the One for Me" by D Train.

And so I double-click on it and play.

And then I go wandering, scrolling up and down the library, looking for songs the way I once flicked through albums in record shops back when I was twelve, flicking through for no other reason than to convince myself they are still there. As I scroll, I find something I thought I'd deleted—fantastic!—a Groove Armada song I no longer like. More room for something else, more gigabites for the CDs I'm going to buy tomorrow, for the Rufus Wainwright song I'm going to download from iTunes ("Rebel Prince" from Poses). I press the right-hand side of my mouse and scroll down to Clear, and after my PowerBook asks me twice if I really, seriously want to delete the song not only from my playlist but also from my library, it is gone, banished to that ungodly place where unwanted MP3 files presumably go to die. And having deleted it, I move on, move up, scroll down, wander around, and wallow in a lifetime's love and affection.

Every record I've ever owned and kept is on this machine, from Alice Cooper's "Elected" right up to Shape shifters' happy house classic "Lola's Theme." One is a record I bought after seeing it performed on Top of the Pops, the other after I heard it in an Ibizan nightclub. My whole life is here, 40 GB of memory, thirty years of memories. Every song I've ever cared about is in here somewhere, waiting in its spot hugging the wall until it's chosen to dance.

I feel as though I'm in a pinball machine or a computerized one-arm bandit, bouncing arbitrarily between 1950s doo-wop and 1990s alt-country, from the Delfonics to the Thorns via Creedence Clearwater Revival and the Pogues. I am a jukebox, and it feels good.

I open the cupboard in my den and take out my PowerPod, the white lead that I use to connect the iPod with the G4. The connection is made, and the iPod begins uploading the new additions to the library, a further 154 songs. A few minutes later the exercise is completed, and my iPod is full—prone but proud. The iPod lies on the desk in front of me, looking a little like a speaker box. It is white, oblong, ergonomic, with perfectly rounded corners and a pale blue two-inch LCD window that lights up super brightly for exactly two seconds when I touch one of its buttons (I have told it to do this and it does what it's told). It's made from this most remarkable plastic, a double-crystal polymer Antarctica that looks like the most modern material ever invented.

The light recedes and then jumps back to life; it's winking at me, letting me know it's available and ready. It's willing and able, too, hinting that its vast library is there for the taking; all I need to do is press the Menu button and spin the wheel, scrolling down the songs to, let me see . . . how about " A Man Needs a Maid" by Neil Young, from Harvest, released during that period when he wanted to be James Taylor and I was trying to persuade my mum to buy me my first pair of flared jeans. My iPod tells me that this is the first song I'm playing from a possible 4,400 (I knew that!), and, right now as I'm typing, that it's 1:22 into the song with, 1:41, no, 1:33 left. How clever is that? This is a facility I never really thought about, a facility I never realized I wanted, or needed, but now of course can't live without. At least I don't think I can. But I feel that way about the iPod generally. The feelings I have toward my iPod (my intuitive little iPod), toward my G4, toward the Pod's iconic white headphones, toward everything associated with it are almost unnatural.

The iPod has consumed my life like few things before it. It sits in my office, daring me to play with it, like some sort of sex toy. As well as being the greatest invention since, oh, that round thing that cars tend to have four of, or those thin slivers of bread that come in cellophane packets, the iPod is also obviously a thing of beauty. And I think I'm beginning to really fall in love. Seriously . . .





1.

Steve Jobs Changes His World

What you didn't know about the Apple CEO

Sometimes, critical mass happens when we least expect it. Early in 2004 Steve Jobs noticed something as he was walking through New York City. "I was on Madison," said the Apple CEO, "and it was, like, on every block, there was someone with white headphones, and I thought, 'Oh, my God, it's starting to happen.'" Bizarrely, Jonathan Ive, the company's sought-after style guru and the man behind the design of the iPod, had a similar experience in London: "On the streets and coming out of the Tube, you'd see people fiddling with it." By the summer of 2004 Apple had sold more than three million iPods to three million people for whom the little plastic and chrome computer with the capacious disc drive had become a way of life. It had sold them to Will Smith, Gwyneth Paltrow, Bill Clinton, Jamie Cullum, Sheryl Crow, Kevin Bacon, Public Enemy's Chuck D, Alanis Morissette, David Bowie, Ice T, Robbie Williams, and every other compressed, digitized celebrity worth his or her salt. The couturier Karl Lagerfeld bought himself sixty of the damn things, coded on their backs by laser etching so he could tell them apart (he even commissioned a pink copper rectangular purse to hold twelve at any one time). Vanity Pair editor Graydon Carter was given his by Steve Earle (who had already filled it with five thousand of his favorite songs). By April 2002 Apple's iPod had 51 percent of
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