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Remembering Martin Skowroneck 
(1926–2014)

T I L M A N  S K O W R O N E C K

I HAVE BEEN INVITED TO WRITE an obituary for my father, the harpsichord 
and flute maker, Martin Skowroneck, who died in Bremen on May 14, 2014, 
at the age of 87 following complications from heart surgery. The obvious and 

non-trivial complexities of writing publicly about a just-deceased parent aside, 
this is a profoundly meaningful task.

In early 2001, I organized a small speaking tour for Martin (as I will call 
him here) to the National Music Museum at the University of South Dakota 
(Vermillion, South Dakota) and to Cornell University (Ithaca, New York), and 
I accompanied him on this trip. His lectures at both institutions were based 
on the penultimate section of his book on harpsichord building, which at the 
time was reaching its completion.1 This section is an open-ended recapitulation 

1 Martin Skowroneck, “Chapter 13,” in Cembalobau—harpsichord construction (Bergkirchen: 
Bochinsky, 2003), 260–65.
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of his early days in instrument building during the 1950s, entitled “How it all 
began.” The main text begins with the words, “When did it start?”—this shift 
from “how” to “when” between section title and opening sentence still side-steps 
the more personal “why.” “It is a temptation,” he writes, “to start with Adam and 
Eve, with my boyhood production of model gliders, battleships and models of 
sailing yachts. These, and a course in woodturning at the age of twelve were my 
first experiences with wood and tools.”2 Resisting the temptation to revel in the 
memories of his youth, Martin decided to start both his chapter and his talk with 
the relatively late year of 1947 and his first steps in actual instrument building.3 

Martin was one of the first German harpsichord makers who, alongside 
Rainer Schütze and his lifelong friend Klaus Ahrend, began to make harpsichords 
according to historical principles. Earlier still, he had started to make recorders 
and clavichords. West Germany and the late 1950s were an awkward place and 
time for such an endeavor. A rather medieval set of laws (Handwerksgesetze) 
still regulated the various crafts and made establishing oneself as an instru-
ment builder without formal training and driven only by an artistic ambition a 
rocky and emotionally taxing affair. Backed up by these regulations, a securely 
situated harpsichord industry astutely defended the market for modern-revival 
harpsichords. Anyone less headstrong than Martin would likely have given up in 
the face of such pettiness and jealousy. It was coincidence that ultimately helped 
Martin, along with meeting and interacting with a new generation of recorder 
players and harpsichordists who would soon play his instruments for recordings. 
As a result, his instruments very quickly came to be seen as influential. His early 
career as a builder received another boost by his marriage in 1957, when his wife 
and my mother Susanne took over the business side of his modest but growing 
enterprise, thus enabling him to concentrate on those things he was best at.

In spite of my father’s account, I would here like to focus on exploring the 
“why” of it all, and by necessity, then, on Martin’s personality. In his private 

2 Ibid., 260.
3 These “how” and “when” passages have since found their way into various articles and obituar-

ies: http://de.wikipedia.org/wiki/Martin_Skowroneck, http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Martin_
Skowroneck, http://www.semibrevity.com/2014/04/gustav-leonhardt-martin-skowroneck-making-
harpsichord-history/ (all accessed December 12, 2014); Martin Elste, “From Landowska to 
Leonhardt, from Pleyel to Skowroneck: historicizing the harpsichord, from stringed organ to 
mechanical lute,” Early Music 42, no. 1 (February 2014): 19–20; Richard Ireland, John Phillips, 
Alan Curtis, et al., “A Tribute to Martin Skowroneck,” Harpsichord & Fortepiano 19, no. 1 (Autumn 
2014): 10–16; Barthold Kuijken “Obituary,” Early Music 42, no. 4 (November 2014): 679–80; and 
Gerhard Boogaard, “In memoriam Martin Skowroneck,” Het Clavecimbel 21, no. 2 (Fall 2014): 
8–9.
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memoirs of his childhood and his years of military service, one needs to read 
between the lines to find when he became interested in music.4 There are very 
few passages that address music lessons at all. He describes, for instance, how 
his younger sister Brigitte (who passed away in October 2014, five months after 
Martin), a fourteen-year-old housemaid, and he “endured” recorder lessons 
together around 1935. After a period of weekly instruction on a “squeaky” c2 
recorder with German fingering, he switched to the flute, “happy to put the 
recorder aside.” His first instrument was his grandfather’s old Meyer flute, which 
in early 1938 gave way to a new Böhm flute that was more luxurious to play. 
Soon he was summoned to play during music lessons at school: “The privilege 
of joining the instrumentalists in front of the class with my flute was preferable 
to sitting in the back singing inane songs.”5

But for the young boy this also meant associating playing the flute with his 
daily routine, precariously close to all the other “duties” that weighed down 
Martin’s days at the time:

Time and again, I forgot the flute. To not forget things was part of my Pflichten; I 
alone was responsible for this. So, I received warnings and rebukes, but no help, 
had it only been to reduce the frenzy of my departure in the morning by allowing 
for more time and peace. It was I who was slow, who had forgotten something, 
who had missed the tram, it was I who had failed, and so it was I who had to bear 
the consequences and listen to the worried reproaches that followed.6

Almost from the beginning to the moment he received his high school diploma 
after the war, school for Martin remained a “hostile superior power” that instilled 
an unchanging routine of “gloominess and oppressive inevitability.”7 Additional 
domestic “duties” did little to lighten his outlook, and music initially risked ending 

4 Martin Skowroneck, “‘Kaum zählbare Leistungen’: Als schlechter Schüler in einer ‘großen’ Zeit” 
[“Hardly any measurable achievements”: a poor student in “great” days] (manuscript, no date), 
typed. The “great days” refer sarcastically to the Nazi regime (which began when Martin was 
nearly seven years old and ended when he was eighteen, after he was first captured by and then 
able to escape from the Russian army), and to an anti-regime slogan of the time, “Wir leben in 
einer großen Zeit! Einige Nummern kleiner wäre sie mir lieber” (“We live in great times! I would 
have preferred them to be a few sizes smaller”).

5 By 1938, Nazi ideology had solidly taken hold of all kinds of aspects of daily life, including the 
selection of songs in the music lessons. Martin often remembered how as a musical child he soon 
became aware of the stupor-inducing banality of some of the regime’s musical creations, such as 
the infamous Horst Wessel Lied.

6 His mother’s use of the plural “Pflichten” (duties) became one of his lifelong pet peeves. He 
found that the word Pflicht should be used like “sand” or “salt”: the plural made no sense to him. 
Skowroneck, “Kaum zählbare Leistungen,” 81.

7 Ibid., 21 and 36.
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up on the wrong side of the divide. But certain special occasions seem to have 
made all the difference. Thus we read, about a concert in May 1938 at the school’s 
country house (Schullandheim), that he “was entirely unworried, and improvised 
some upper voices to the songs without any fear of crashing or getting stuck.” At 
another occasion, a piano piece by Brahms played by a schoolmate fascinated him. 
Music also helped alleviate the tedium of the Nazi youth organization’s routines 
and drills: when the orchestra (Jungbannspielschar) of his Jungvolk unit needed 
reinforcements, Martin was ordered to join, enabling him to spend his Wednesday 
afternoons in rehearsals rather than marching through the streets of Bremen.8

In his childhood stories (which he told enthusiastically and frequently), two 
additional interests emerged: a very early love of nature as well as a fascination 
with anything technical, including miniature models of trains, ships, and airplanes.

Even before the family moved in 1936 from Berlin to Bremen, my grandfather 
took Martin on long weekend walks through the countryside, while his small 
sister stayed at home with their mother. My grandfather had a special knack 
for explaining things, which he did tirelessly during walks, and Martin clearly 

8 Ibid., 90.

Policeman watching over stolen goods: puppet and props created by Martin Skowroneck; 
photo by Tilman Skowroneck.
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soaked up the information like a sponge. Later, there was no weed, mushroom, 
or tree he could not name off the top of his head.

His absolute trust in his ability to retain detailed information must have 
come from these early days. In his recollections, though, he invariably ended up 
talking about the destructive influence school had on his self-confidence later 
on. Still, one of his first and most lasting experiences of learning was his ability 
to remember anything he had understood and had found truly interesting. This 
explains how he later came to remember endless details about harpsichord or 
recorder construction and woodworking techniques, how he was able to name 
even the most exotic species of wood, knew the ingredients of historical lacquer 
recipes, and retained vast chemical and metallurgical knowledge in his head.

Martin’s childhood countryside walks belonged to a largely undisturbed father-
son sphere. His urge to make things, and his ensuing effort to integrate into the 
orderly routines of a family home the creation of miniature sailing ships and glider 
models, and his interest in electronics and radio technique, was another story. 
The challenge was to balance these interests against the rising demands on his 
time in the early years of the war. “[Getting] my own room [in 1941] somewhat 
relieved my circumstances: I was no longer controlled as closely. I could build 
my projects while my mother thought I was doing schoolwork.”9

In the context of a tightly run household with an increasing number of 
“duties,” the relentless burden of schoolwork, and (after the bombings began in 
Bremen in May 1940) frequent disrupted nights, a retreat to his room and his 
hobby became essential. This tiny part of his daily activities he guarded carefully. 
The existence of countless electrical wires “everywhere in my room; on the floor, 
under the carpet and on the shelves” led to the desired result that the cleaning 
lady “boycotted” his room. One of his projects involved a step contact under 
the rug of the stairs connected to a salvaged loudspeaker in his wardrobe, which 
emitted a hum as soon as someone headed up the stairs. (This contraption did 
not survive the wrath of the cleaning lady.)10

To work alone also remained a necessity for Martin as an instrument maker.11 
It was a way to create a headspace, to guarantee that he was undisturbed in an 

9 Ibid., 104.
10 Ibid., 119.
11 Martin’s solitary workshop existence was also a consequence of German craft regulations: since 

he was self-taught, he was not allowed to train others; since he was officially working as an artist 
(a right he had to battle for), he could not employ others in his workshop without a battle with 
the authorities.
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activity that he used to summarize as “achieving musical goals with artisanal 
means.” To be undisturbed was a major concern for Martin, and the fact that his 
workshop was located in his house had drawbacks as well as advantages. One 
major disruptor was the telephone—not necessarily because it rang very often, 
but because of its mere existence. Not many Skowroneck harpsichords would 
have seen the light of day had my mother not taken the calls and spared him 
the annoyance of such a task.

He did summon his family members (my mother and me) to the workshop 
when an extra hand was either helpful or essential: for large and necessarily 
quick glue jobs such as mounting soundboard ribs (in the tropical heat of the 
mid-summer attic, where a small go-bar deck still remains nailed to the roof 
beams) or gluing the soundboard itself into an instrument; for determining 
bridge pin positions or other layout points by pulling strings from one end of a 
harpsichord to the other; for certain tasks involved in the assembly of jacks; and 
finally to run and fetch certain tools while something tricky was demanding his 
concentration elsewhere. During the last decade of his life, he also entrusted me 
with the final voicing of his instruments.

Another reason for working alone was Martin’s special way of thinking techni-
cally: in his mind, materials, tools, and constructions assumed a strong presence 
of their own. One could say that he “became” whichever technical problem he 
was trying to solve, be it the inner life of a harpsichord, a recorder’s wind channel, 
or a damaged part of a historical instrument. This was not some brilliant act of 
disembodiment, but rather a manifestation of a genuine sympathy for the things 
he made and the materials he used, and of the fact that his mechanical thinking 
was very often non-verbal. To communicate a planned work process in words 
was not only difficult for him, it often destroyed his train of thought and took 
him off track. His reluctance to talk about work in progress made it very difficult 
for him to give instructions to co-workers.

Things were completely different when Martin prepared to teach. His profes-
sional training was as a musician and music teacher, and for decades he devoted 
one day a week to communicating his enthusiasm for music to a vast variety of 
students. He was a skillful and dedicated mentor even in the workshop, once he 
set his mind to the task. A family friend visited in the early sixties and stayed for 
weeks, making a lute under Martin’s supervision: he is still making lutes and even 
wrote a book about it. One of my fellow students from The Hague learned the 
basics of woodturning behind the battered, post-U.S. Army lathe in the depths 
of Martin’s machine room: she is now a full-time recorder maker. And in 1980, 



R E M E M B E R I N G  M A R T I N  S K O W R O N E C K  153

Martin welcomed an interested amateur into the workshop to learn the basics 
of the profession.

For years, the (otherwise gloomy) days of late November and early December 
were days of special excitement for me, because this was when Martin reserved 
his weekend time to craft Christmas presents with me. Over the course of the 
years I learned woodturning and basic joinery, and I even made a handful of 
Baroque recorders under his supervision.12 In these special times, his instruction 
was methodical, safety-oriented and to the point, and the man who at times could 
be explosive when alone in the workshop took all the time needed to patiently 
walk me through trial and error.

The turning lathe, and its placement deep in the workshop in the company of 
piles of dust and scrap wood, introduces another important theme in Martin’s 
life: order and cleanliness. Martin often recounted how, when at the age of three 
or four he was asked to put away his toys of the day, he burst into tears: “But I 

12 Martin himself had learned woodturning as a child during summer vacations at the Loheland-
Schule, a school village inspired by Rudolf Steiner (ibid., 68–69). Due to concessions to the Nazis 
by the school’s remaining founder Louise Langgaard, Loheland was the only Steiner school in 
Germany to survive the Nazi regime (http://www.deutschlandradiokultur.de/frauenbewegtes-
lohland.1001.de.html?dram:article_id=156635, accessed December 12, 2014).

Martin and Tilman Skowroneck in the workshop, July 2013; photo by Robin Blanton.
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must go on with my work tomorrow!” For him, such early frustrations explained 
the unbelievable clutter of tools, scraps, and dust in his workshop later on. The 
interesting thing about the (let’s call it) idiosyncratic order in the workshop was 
that it did not hinder his work more than very occasionally, as when a tool had 
buried itself under the terminal moraines of clutter from previous tasks. Also, his 
work never emerged from the depths of the machine room looking smudged or 
untidy. No matter whether it was a finished and freshly oiled Baroque recorder, 
a newly planed soundboard, or an elaborate harpsichord stand (even though 
he disliked making stands), what he wanted to be clean and smooth was clean 
and smooth. He had a knack for clearing just as much space on his workbench 
as he needed for the task at hand, and then, for turning his back on it all and 
embarking on the next step or project elsewhere.

His enthusiasm for projects was legendary even within the family. Of course, the 
most long-lived project was making keyed instruments. In his most active years, 
from the early 1960s until the late 1990s, he produced an average of two large 
harpsichords per year—or a somewhat greater number when making one-manual 
harpsichords or other smaller instruments. He often made pairs of instruments, 
but these were never identical. There were always different constructional details 
that could be compared, different wood species to try out, or certain variations 
in compass or disposition. His last (unfinished) instrument was his ninetieth 
harpsichord (see the list of keyboard instruments in the appendix). He also 
made three five-octave fortepianos: one is a near-copy of an antique instrument 

Susanne and Martin Skowroneck on vacation, 2001; photo by Tilman Skowroneck.
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by Anton Walter and two are less closely copied instruments based on Mozart’s 
1782 Walter piano. A frame element for another such instrument survives, 
along with parts of an A-frame for a six-octave Viennese instrument that he 
never managed to make. He made many spinets, clavichords, and virginals of 
different kinds, as well as a large number of recorders in many styles and sizes, 
and a smaller number of traversos. There is even a single Baroque oboe and a 
cornetto muto that he made.

Martin’s excitement extended to any activity that caught his interest. Well 
into the 1970s, he performed regularly on recorder and traverso. He prepared 
himself meticulously and had some clever strategies for battling stage fright 
and other hazards of performance. In preparation for a widely broadcasted live 
performance of Reinhard Keiser’s pastiche opera Der lächerliche Prinz Jodelet (The 
ridiculous Prince Jodelet), he treated himself to a new recorder: the somewhat 
fiddly “flageolet” part of this work was in an inconvenient key, and it was quicker 
and safer for him to make a transposed instrument instead of spending weeks of 
work on awkward cross-fingerings for his thick fingers on a tiny recorder. The 
highpoint of his performing career was for him playing the second traverso in 
the first-ever performance of Bach’s Christmas Oratorio by Concentus Musicus 
Wien, in a Bremen church in 1969.13

Whatever he decided to do, Martin gave himself over to it with complete 
abandonment. I have no idea where he found the time to make some of the things 
that were not instruments: a pair of copies of a Renaissance chair; a number of 
carved hand puppets; a stern, wobbly man carved in limewood with lead in its 
lower end and a circular leather hat brim, called alternately “the Wobbly Man” 
and “Father Brown”; a not-quite-finished wooden model of a tugboat, copied 
from a newspaper comic series that I loved; the bike shed (a small cabin of 
interlocking timber for which he first made a meticulous scale model, and then 
enthusiastically assembled).14 I was still quite small at the time of the bike shed: 
we often ended up “working” until after dark, and one day he sat me down and 
told me stories about a country called Canada that had huge log cabins with 
several floors, and about mountain lions prowling in the dark.

When I was around five years old, he borrowed an old Telefunken tape recorder 
and created, together with my mother, soundtracks for two puppet theater shows 

13 See also Monika Mertl, Vom Denken des Herzens: Alice und Nikolaus Harnoncourt (Salzburg/
Vienna: Residenz, 1999), 155 and 280. 

14 The production of carefully crafted miniature items continued when he later got into Christmas 
mode on behalf of his grandchildren, whom he loved with all his heart.
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for my birthday. These featured intricate catch-the-thieves plots, and included 
non-traditional characters such as a brick-brained police constable and an elderly 
married couple of crooks who greedily but clumsily stole someone’s family silver, 
and smuggled coffee and whisky. My mother did the voice of the good girl in 
the play; all the other voices were his, chiseled out in true Mel Blanc fashion: 
distinct and hilarious characterizations.

And then there was the “Model T” pushcar. In the early sixties, around the time 
that the first batch of so-called “Dulcken” harpsichords was made, Martin put 
together the chassis of a single-kid-sized old-timer car. I remember a test-sitting, 
and one day when he hammered and tempered a multi-layered leaf spring for 
the front axle. Then the entire project was forgotten and put away. In 1972, I had 
summer visitors—Eberhard and Franzi Harnoncourt, who were around my age. 
We found the car’s beginnings in the attic, carried everything downstairs, and 
made expectant faces. Martin was press-ganged into car-completing service. In 
one and a half weeks of devising and constructing a steering mechanism, a sprung 
rear axle, a turned mahogany steering wheel, bent and hammered aluminum 
fenders, and an aluminum front axle, he finished the project. Conveniently, the 
car was ready just in time for us to be out of the house roaming the meadows 
with the new vehicle while a recording session was scheduled in our house.15

The car project demonstrates something more than a simple dedication to 
fun projects: it was a manifestation of Martin’s idea of being a good sport. In this 
particular case, it was the challenge of finishing something within a given time 
with—as he once put it—the additional handicap of having “three curious heads 
constantly between his body and his workbench” that fired his enthusiasm. At 
the core, of course, lay his fundamental good-naturedness.

Good-naturedness and a healthy dose of quirky humor also characterized 
Martin’s practical jokes. A little mischievous perhaps was one childhood story 
in which his sister and he poured cheap perfume over the curly-haired and 
overly curious little dog of a friend of my grandfather. More elaborate was his 
preparation for a recording session with a Renaissance ensemble at Radio Bre-
men for which he manufactured a fistful of crumbled Styrofoam that he stored 
in a jar in his pocket, and produced—together with his handkerchief—just 
before the beginning of a new take while faking a sneezing attack. The sneezing 
explosion resulted in a cloud of lazily descending Styrofoam and Martin made 
some astonished remark about the size of the cold germs of that season. Once 
he put into the “Ruckers box” (a fully closed interior construction) of one of 

15 The car has survived—somewhat battered perhaps, but reparable.
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his harpsichords a small note that read “Wer ist denn hier neugierig?” (Who is 
being curious here?). The recorder player Ferdinand Conrad once asked him to 
make a practice instrument out of plastic. To discourage Conrad from playing 
it in public Martin used blue PVC.

For scholars of the music life of the French city of Rouen who may have spent 
time and energy following a false lead, it may be some consolation to know that 
it was impossible for Martin to anticipate the future impact of his forgery, the 
well-known French harpsichord he built on order for Gustav Leonhardt in the 
early 1980s.16 The project was not even an elaborate practical joke. It was intended 
as a somewhat eccentric statement about quality, and certainly not meant to lead 
organologists down the garden path. The idea was triggered by a visit to Paris. 
We went from builder to builder, from collection to collection, saw and played 
many gorgeous harpsichords, ate much gorgeous food and enjoyed many lively 
conversations. We also saw some would-be historical harpsichords that Martin 
privately suspected to be largely new—some did not sound very convincing 
either. When my parents stopped off at the Leonhardts’ house in Amsterdam on 
the way home, Martin is reported to have said, “If one decides to make a forgery 

16 Martin Skowroneck, “ ‘The Harpsichord of Nicholas Lefebvre 1755’: The Story of a Forgery without 
Intent to Defraud,” The Galpin Society Journal 55 (April 2002): 4–14.

Martin Skowroneck painting soundboard flowers, ca. 1960; photo by Franz Skowroneck.
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at all, it should at least become a good one.” Leonhardt’s answer—characteristi-
cally—was, “Prove it.” And this is how the Skowroneck harpsichord by “Nicolas 
Lefebvre, Rouen 1755” came about. At its core, the Lefebvre story is about two 
boys enjoying one another’s wit and talents, and what they liked most in the 
world: good harpsichords.

Martin felt secure among like-minded people, where he was relieved of the 
pressure of having to watch his words and worry about other people’s feelings. 
The feelings of others were indeed sometimes difficult for him to understand; 
principles and convictions often lived more active lives in his mind. On occasion, 
he clung like a terrier to a topic that excited or upset him. At such moments it 
could be hard to convince him that others who had a different opinion were 
not out to “get” him personally, and that there was no reason for him to defend 

Martin Skowroneck making a recorder in 1949; photo by Franz Skowroneck.
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himself—an attack on his principles felt like a personal attack for him. In light 
of the genuine difficulties he sometimes had in dealing with people whom he 
did not understand, with whom he fundamentally disagreed, who were asking 
the “wrong” questions, or who (especially in his earlier years) openly attacked 
him, it has been heartwarming for my mother and me to read the very many 
kind words that friends and acquaintances have expressed in memory of his 
kindness and collegiality.

One of the things he again and again tried to instill in younger colleagues was 
the importance of being “absolutely convinced of whatever it is you are doing.” 
For Martin, it was this trust, the consistency of his intuition, and his unwavering 
commitment to improving his style from instrument to instrument that made 
his professional life a lasting success. As a consequence, a large number of very 
fine instruments, all different from one another, left his workshop over the years. 
From a musician’s perspective, it is above all this achievement that distinguishes 
him and his work, and it may well seem that the “footprint” he sometimes said he 
wanted to leave had to do with this achievement. Yet it appears that his warmth, 
humor and loyalty meant just as much to his colleagues. Michael Latcham wrote: 
“I only met him a few times, but on each occasion he was most kind, sympathetic 
and sincere. I have seen him in action too at conferences, not shy of the truth or 
of supporting those in whom he believed. Sometimes straight to the point […] 
he nonetheless kept his calm and his humour.”17

It is at this point that I must speak of my father’s generosity towards me. Even 
intra muros, he was sometimes shy when it came to discussing personal matters: 
we did not always have to exchange many words to understand one another. 
The most important personal messages he communicated through gestures or 
deeds—the things he did for other people. When I became a harpsichordist, 
he must have decided that the best support he could give me was through his 
profession—making several instruments for me was such a deep-felt and personal 
gesture. There are no words to describe what these instruments mean to me.

Both my parents were interested in the environment and in healthy living. In 
the 1970s, they took up jogging; my mother has baked her own bread for many 
decades; garlic and olive oil made their glorious entry in the Bremen kitchen long 
before the so-called “Mediterranean diet” became fashionable; and all sorts of 
ingredients and their health benefits were constantly and eagerly discussed in the 
family. My parents were both happiest during our hiking vacations in the Alps; 
those were the times when Martin was completely relaxed and genuinely happy.

17 Michael Latcham, personal e-mail communication.



160  K E Y B O A R D  P E R S P E C T I V E S  V I I

At home, he eventually abandoned jogging when his knees began giving 
him trouble. Instead he went on brisk bike tours every other day; in the last few 
years he used a three-wheeled bike for these, and only the most extreme weather 
conditions could keep him indoors. He took his last bike tour the day before his 
scheduled heart operation in April 2014.

Martin’s determination not to let his health intrude on his good spirits was 
fierce. Until after his eightieth birthday (which was celebrated with a surprise 
party, at which many of his old friends, colleagues, and customers assembled 
one last time) he used a walking stick, but otherwise did not make much of his 
impaired mobility. Soon after, he broke his hip; he recovered, but walking became 
much more noticeably a hindrance, and the word “mühsam” (arduous) became 
part of his active vocabulary. Still, when he was sitting in his chair, and certainly 
if a good glass of wine or a sip of Scotch were at hand, he remained largely 
unchanged, eager to enjoy himself in company and to tell stories from his past.

A year ago, he told me that he felt he had been lucky his entire life, and that 
“that last thing” (that is, to die) would surely also “go well.” After nearly five weeks 
in intensive care that moment came. During his last two days, my mother stayed 
with him around the clock, and she was there for him when he passed away. 
This must have been an immense relief for him, and we, his family, are intensely 
grateful that she was able to make it happen.
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A P P E N D I X

List of Large Keyboard Instruments 
by Martin Skowroneck12

Opus Year Description Comment2

1 1953 non-historic, 16', 2 x 8', 4', buff
currently in the Berliner 
Musikinstrumenten-Mu-
seum

2 no year
3 no year
4 no year
5 1955 Flemish, 2 manuals, 2 x 8', 4'
6 1956 non-historic, 16', 2 x 8', 4'
From 1957 always according to historical principles, but some information about 
exact styles is missing; a buff stop is standard in non-Italian constructions.
7 1957 Italian, one manual, 2 x 8’ new scaling in 1993
8 1957 one manual, 2 x 8’
9 1958 Italian, one manual
7 1957 Italian, one manual, 2 x 8' new scaling in 1993
8 1957 one manual, 2 x 8'
9 1958 Italian, one manual
10 1959 Italian, one manual
11 1959 one manual destroyed in fire
12 1959 Italian, one manual
13 1960 twin of no. 12
14 1960 Italian, one manual
15 1960 Italian, one manual
16 1960 twin of no. 15

17 1961 Flemish, two manuals, 3 x 8' 
(dogleg), 4'

18 1961 Italian, one manual, 2 x 8', 4'

19 1962 Dulcken-inspired, two manuals, 
lute stop, 2 x 8', 4'

20 1963 idem

1 Unless otherwise specified, all of these are harpsichords.
2 Only institutional ownership is indicated.
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21 1963 Dulcken-inspired
22 1964 two manuals, lute stop, 2 x 8', 4'
23 1964 Italian, one manual, 2 x 8'
24 1966 two manuals, 2 x 8', 4'

25 1966 Dulcken-inspired, two manuals, 
2 x 8', 4'

26 1967 German (outer form after 
Christian Zell), 2 x 8', 4'

owned by the University of 
Berkeley

27 1967 (own design?) one manual, 2 x 
8', 4'

28 1968 (own design?) one manual, 2 x 
8', 4'

29 1969 (own design?) one manual, 2 x 
8', 4'

30 1969 (own design?) two manuals, 2 
x 8', 4'

31 1969 (own design?) two manuals, 2 
x 8', 4'

From 1970 onward, a transposing keyboard became standard

32 1970 own design, two manuals, lute 
stop, 2 x 8', 4'

33 1970 own design, two manuals, 2 x 
8', 4'

34 1971 Italian, one manual, 2 x 8'

35 1971 own design, two manuals, 2 x 
8', 4'

36 1972 French, two manuals, peau de 
buffle, 2 x 8', 4'

37 1973 French, two manuals, 2 x 8', 4' coupler can be pushed while 
playing

38 1973 Italian, one manual, 2 x 8'
39 1973 French, two manuals, 2 x 8', 4'

40 1975 French, loosely after Vaudry, 2 
x 8', 4'

41 1975–
76 French after Vaudry, 2 x 8', 4'

42 1976 German (Gräbner/Silbermann), 
two manuals, 2 x 8', 4'

43 1976–
77

German after Christian Zell, 2 
x 8', 4'
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44 1977 Two manuals, (likely 2 x 8', 4')

45 1978 expanded Ruckers, two manuals, 
2 x 8', 4'

46 1979 similar to no. 45

47 1979 German after Mietke, one 
manual, 2 x 8'

48 1979–
80 similar to no. 47

49 1980 large Italian (FF-g3), one 
manual, 2x 8'

50 1980 French, two manuals, 2 x 8', 4'
51 1981 similar to nos. 47 and 48
52 1981 idem
53 1982 Italian, one manual, 2 x 8'
54 1982 Italian, one manual, 2 x 8'
55 1982 French, two manuals, 2 x 8', 4' known as “Lefebvre 1755”

56 1983 German after Mietke, two 
manuals, 2 x 8', 4'

57 1984 idem
58 1985 German, two manuals, 2 x 8', 4'
59 1986 idem
60 1986 idem

61 1987 idem owned by Schola Cantorum 
Basiliensis

62 1987 idem
63 1988 idem

64 1988 German after Mietke, one 
manual, 2 x 8'

65 1988 Italian, one manual, 2 x 8'
66 1989 Flemish, two manuals, 2 x 8', 4'
67 1990 French (as no. 55)
68 1990 German, two manuals, 2 x 8', 4'

69 1992 Dulcken-inspired, two manuals, 
2 x 8', 4'

70 1992 idem

71 1986–
92

fortepiano after Anton Walter, 
late 1780s

72 1992 as nos. 69 and 70
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73 1993 idem
74 1994 French (as no. 55)

75 1994 fortepiano, loosely after Walter, 
1782

76 1995 idem

77 1996 expanded Ruckers, two manuals, 
2 x 8', 4' (see no. 45)

78 1996 idem

79 1996 Italian, one manual with 2 
subsemitones per octave, 2 x 8'

80 1997 Italian, one manual, 2 x 8'

81 1999 French after Vaudry, 2 x 8', 4' 
(see no. 41)

82 1999 German, two manual, 2 x 8', 4'

83 2000 French (Stehlin), two manuals, 
2 x 8', 4'

84 2001 French “grand ravallé”, two 
manuals, 2 x 8', 4'

85 2001 Italian, one manual, 2 x 8'

86 2004 Italian (Grimaldi), one manual, 
2 x 8'

87 2006 Flemish, one manual, 8', 4'
88 2006 idem

89 2007–
08 French, two manuals, 2 x 8', 4'

90 unfin-
ished

two manuals, similar to nos. 45 
and 77


