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Noisuf-X — Excessive EXpoSure (2010) ......couvvviiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee e 178
NON — GOd & BEASE (1997) ..o, 178
Gary Numan — EXile (1998) .....cccuuiiiiiiiiiie e 180
Gary Numan — PUre (2000) .....coouuiiieiiiiie et e e e e e 180
Gary Numan — Jagged (2006) ........ooeiiiiiiiieeiiiie e 182
Oomph! — Truth Or Dare (2010) ....coeviiieeeiie e 182
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Orange Sector — Krieg & Freiden (2010) .......ooo i 183
Ordo Rosarius Equilibrio — Apocalips (2006) ........cooeeeeeeeeeieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee e 183
PA.L = MOAUS (2008).......eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee et ettt et ettt 184
Panzer AG — This Is My Battlefield (2004).........oouueiiiiiiiiii e 184
Panzer AG — Your World IS BUrning (2006)............uoiiiieeeiiiiiiiiiiineee e eeeeeeiiine e 185
Parallel Project — FUSION (2004) ......ouuuiiiiieeeeeeeeeie ettt 185
Portion Control — Violently Alive (2010) .......ccooviriiiiiiiieee e 187
Potentia ANimi — PSalm I (2006) ..........iiiiieeiiiieeiieie e 187
Presto Fervant — Banzai (2013) ........ouuiiiiiie e 188
Pride and Fall — Nephesh (2003).........ioiiiiiiiiieeeee e 188
Pride and Fall — Elements of Silence (2006)...........cccooeeeeeiiiiiiiiiiiieee e 189
The Prodigy — Music For The Jilted Generation (1994) ..........coooviiiiiiiieeeeeeeeein, 189
The Prodigy — The Fat Of The Land (1997) ..., 190
Project Pitchfork — Dhyani (1991) .......oeviiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieieieeeeeeeeeeee ettt 192
Project Pitchfork — EntitieS (1992) ......ovviiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee et 192
Project Pitchfork — Lam’Bras (1992) .......oooviiiiiiiiiiiiiieiiieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee e 193
Project Pitchfork — 10 (1994) ......ooviiiiiiiiiieeieieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee ettt 193
Project Pitchfork — The Early Years (89-93) (1996) ........ccuvvviiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeee 193
Project Pitchfork — Alpha Omega (1996) .........oovvviiiiieei e 193
Project Pitchfork — Chakra:Red! (1997) .......cooriiriiiiii e 194
Project Pitchfork — EON:EON (1998) .....uuiiiiieieeeeeeee e 194
Project Pitchfork — Daimonion (2001) .........coovriiiiiiiiiii e 195
Project Pitchfork — Inferno (2002) .........coooi oo 195
Project Pitchfork — Collector: Lost and Found (2002) ..........cccvvvviiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeee. 195
Project Pitchfork — Collector: Fireworks and Colourchange (2003) ..........ccccevveeeeee.. 196
Project Pitchfork — Kaskade (2005) .........ccuiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieieieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee e 196
Project-X — Modus Operandi (2003) ......ccuuuiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeieieeeeeeeee e 197
Psychophile — Transition (2003) ........couviiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeee et 198
Psychophile — Vodka Milk (2005) ........ccuuuiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee e 199
Punto Omega — Punto Omega (2003) .......ooeiiiiiiiiieiiiie e 200
Qntal — V (Silver SWan) (20006) .......cccuuiieiiiiiiie e 202
Rammstein — Herzelied (1995) ........ i 203
Rammstein — SENNSUCNE (1997) .....vuiiiii e 203
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Rammstein — Live AuS Berlin (1999) ..o 203
Rammstein — MUtEr (2001) .....cooiiiiiiiiiiiie et e e e 203
Rammstein — ReiSe REISE (2004) ......uuuuiiieie et 204
Rammstein — ROSENIOt (2005)........cuuuuuiiiiieeiieiiiiie e 204
Red Mecca — You Were Never Here (2013) ....oocuveeiiiiiiieiieieeeiiene e 204
Lou Reed — Metal Machine MUSIC (1975) ....ccovviiiiiiiiiee e 205
The Retrosic — God Of Hell (2004) ........ovvveiiieieeeeeeeeie e 206
Revolution By Night — Faithless (2003)........ccccouuuiuiiiiiieeeeeeeee e 208
Revolting Cocks — GOt COCK? (2010) ...uuiiieeeiieeeiiiei e 209
Schandmaul — Mit Leib Und Seele (2006) .........cooiieeeiiiiiiiiiiiiiee e e e e eeeaens 210
Seabound — Beyond Flatline (2004) .......ccoooiimiiiiiiie e 210
Seize — The Other Side Of Your Mind (2003) ......cccoeeiiiiiiiiiiiiie e e e 211
The Sisters Of Mercy — Some Girls Wander By Mistake (1992) .............cceeeeeeeeenn. 213
[:SITD:] — Stronghold (2003) ......cceeiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeee ettt 214
[:SITD:] — Coded Message: 12 (2006) .......ceuurrreieeieeeiiiiiiiiieieiieeeeeeeeeeeeee e 215
Skinny Puppy — The Greater Wrong Of Right (2004) ..., 215
Skon — NiC RealNego (2012)......cccoeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee e 217
Snake Skin — Canta’TroniC (2006)........ccooeeeeeeiieeee e 218
Suicidal Romance — Shattered Heart Reflections (2010) ........cccoovivviiiiiiieiieeeeeeeeenns 218
Suicide Commando — Critical Stage (1994).......ccoiiiiiiiiiiiiiiee e 219
Suicide Commando — Stored Images (1995)......coiie e 219
Suicide Commando — Construct/Destruct (+ Re-Construction) ...........cccceeeeeeeeeennnns 220
Suicide Commando — Mindstrip (2000) ........ouuuuiiiieeeeeeeeeee e 220
Suicide Commando — Anthology (2002) ........coooeeiiiieeeeeeeee 220
Suicide Commando — AXiS Of EVil (2003).......ccooeiiiiiii 221
Suicide Commando — Bind, Torture and Kill (2006).............coooeiiiiiiiiiiiie 221
Suicide Commando — Implements Of Hell (2010).........ccoooveeiiiiiiieeeeee, 222
Sulpher — SPray (2002).....ccoooeeeeeeeeeeeeeee e 223
Swarf — Art Science EXploitation (2004) ........coooeeeiiiiiieeeeeeeee 224
Synthetic — Control (2003) ......ciiiiiiie e 225
Tactical Sekt — Geneticide (2002)........cceiiiiiiiieeeece e 226
Tactical Sekt — SYNCoPe (2006)......ccuuuiiiiiiiiiii e 227
Tactical Sekt — Burn ProCess (2003) .....coouvviiiiiiiiiiieeeeeie et 227
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Tarmvred — Viva 6581 (2003) .....coeiiiiiieiiiiiiiie ettt e e eeannas 228
Terminal Choice — New Born Enemies (2006).............uuiiiiiniiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeeeiiiinnn 228
Terminal Choice — Ubermacht (2010).........cccuveueeieeieeieeete ettt 229
Theatre Of Tragedy — Storm (2006) ........ccooeeiiiiiieieeeeee e 230
This Is Radio Silence — EP (2006) ........c.uuuuiiiiiieiieeiiiiiiie e 230
This Is Radio Silence — Now There’s Nothing (2010) ..., 230
This Morn’Omina — Les Passages JumeauX (2006) ...........cccevveevvvviiiiiieeeeeeeeeiinninnnn, 231
TOOI — 10,000 DAYS ....cceeeeeieiiiiiii e et e e e e e e et e e e e e e e e e e e 232
T.O.Y. = Wit LIGhtS (2003) .....eevveeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeetetes et oot et et et et e e e e eeneeenes 233
Trauma Pet — You Cannot Feel This (2006) ..........ccouuuiiiiiiieeeiieeeieee e 234
Tubeway Army — Tubeway Army (1978).....ccceeiieiiieeeeiee e 234
Type O Negative — Life IS Killing Me (2003) ......ccooriiiriiiiieie e 236
Ultraviolence — BIOWN AWaAY (2004) .......cooeeiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeieeeeeeeeeeee et 237
Underworld — Dubnobasswithmyheadman (1993)..........cvvvviiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeee 239
Underworld — 2" Toughest In The Infants (1996)..........cccccvveiieiieiiieiiie e 241
Underworld — Beaucoup FiSh (1999) ......cooviiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee 242
Unheilig — Moderne Zeiten (2006) .........couviiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeee e 243
Velvet Acid Christ — Lust For Blood (2006)...........cooeveeiieiiiieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee e 243
Velvet Underground and NICO (1967) ......uuuuiiiiieeieeeeeeiee e 244
VNV Nation — Advance & FOIOW (1995) ......ccoiiiiiiiiiiiiee e 245
VNV Nation — Praise The Fallen (1998).......ccccoiiiiiiiiiiiiii e 245
VNV Nation — EMPIres (1999) .....cooo i e 245
VNV Nation — Futureperfect (2002) ..........uuiiiiiieeieeeeeie e 246
VNV Nation — Matter + FOrm (2005) .......coooeiiiiieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee e 246
Winterkalte — Disturbance (2004) .........oooiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeee e 246
Wolfsheim — Spectators (1999) .......ooviiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeee e 247
Wolfsheim — Casting Shadows (2003).........ccuuiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee e 249
Wolfsheim — Find You're Here (2003)........cccooviiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee 250
‘Wumpscut: - Music For A Slaughtering Tribe (1993).......ccccccviiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeee 250
‘Wumpscut: - Bunkertor 7/Bunker Gate 7 (1995).......ccoviiiiiiiiiieiiiiii e 251
‘Wumpscut: - Embryodead (1997) .....ccooiiiiiiiiiiie e 251
‘Wumpscut: - Boeses Junges Fleisch/Evil Young Flesh (1999).........cccccoviiviiiiienns 252
‘Wumpscut: - Wreath Of Barbs (2001)........cccoiiiiiiiiiiiiiii e 252
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‘Wumpscut: - The Mesner Tracks (1996) .......coovvviuiiiiiiiiiieiiiieii e 252
‘Wumpscut: - Born Again (1997) ...ooeeeiiiiiiiee et 253
‘Wumpscut: - Dried Blood Of Gommorah (1997) ......ccoovviiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeee e 253
‘Wumpscut: - BIUtKINA (2000) .....coooieiiiiiiie e 254
‘Wumpscut: - Liquid Soylent (2002)........cccuueiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee e 254
‘Wumpscut: - Preferential Legacy/Music For A German Tribe (2003) .........cccceeeeee.. 255
‘Wumpscut: - Bone Peeler (2004) ......ovueiiiie e 255
"Wumpscut: - EVOKE (2005) .....iieeiiieeiiie et 256
‘Wumpscut: - Cannibal Anthem (2006).........cccorvrriuiiiiiee e 256
‘Wumpscut: - SIamese (2010) ....ccoveviiiiiiiie e 257
X Marks The Pedwalk — Inner Zone Journey (2010) .....ccooeeieeriiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeviiinn, 257
XPQ-21 — AlIVE (2006) .....cceeeeeeeeieeee ettt 258
Yanni — Live! The Concert EVent (2006).........ccoouiiiieiiieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee e 259
Zeromancer — ZZYZX (2003)....ccoeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee e 259
Zeromancer — The Death Of Romance (2010) ......cooovveeeeieeeeeeeeeee e 261
Rob Zombie — Educated HOrses (2006) .........cuuuviiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee e 261
Various — DISCOVET (2012).....ccoo oo 262
Various — Swedish EBM The ColleCtion ..., 263
Various — Swedish Old School EBM 2013 (2013) ....cvvviiiiiieeeieeeeeiiieee e 264
LIVE REVIBWS ...ttt ettt e e e e et e e e e e e e e e e s e eeeeaeas 265
Front 242 — London Show 2000 — 5 NOV 2000 ........ccooiiiiimiiiiieeieeeeeiiiiiieeee e e e 265
Suicide Commando at Slimelight — 10 Feb 2001..............ciiiiiiiieiiiiicee e, 265
Project Pitchfork — Daimonion Tour 2001 — 8 Apr 2001...........cceeeieieeiieieiiieee e, 266
Fear Factory — Digimortal Pre-Release Tour 2001 — 14 Apr 2001.........cccvviieeeennnn. 267
Slimelight Easter Weekend 2001 — 14 Apr 2001 .......ccooviiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeee 267
Elektrofest 2001 — API 15 2001 .....coviiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeieeeeeee ettt 268
Gotham 2001 — 27 May 2001 .......uuuuiieeeeeeeeeeiiies e e e e e e e e e e e e e e eeeanar e e e e e eeeeennees 269
Mesh (+ The Borg and Greenhaus) — 8 Jun 2001 ...........ccovvviiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeiiiieeeeeeeee 270
Funker Vogt (+ Man(i)Kin and Revolution By Night) — 30 Jun 2001 ............cccee...... 271
Sulpher (+ Greenhaus, GNA and N-Dot) — 14 Jul 2001..........ccccooviiiiiiiiieeiiiie e, 272
Converter at Slimelight — 14 Jul 2001 .........coouiiiiiiii e 272
The Cruxshadows at Slimelight — 10 Aug 2001 ........ccoviiiiiiiiiiiieeee e 272
The Nine vS SPOCK — 9 Sept 200L.......ccooiiiiiieiiiiiee e 273
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Killing Miranda (+ ION and Kiss The Blade) — 22 Sept 2001 ...........cccovveviviiiiineenenn. 274
VNV Nation (+ In The Nursery and Sulpher) —8 Oct 2001 ...........ceveivieeeeieeeeiiiinnnnn. 274
De/Vision and T.O.Y. — 20 OCt 2001 ......ccovviiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeee et 275
Black Celebration 2001 — 28 OCt 2001 ........cevviiiiiiiiiiiiiiieiieeeee e 275
MaxDmyz at The sICK Night In — 10 NOV 2001........ccooiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiineeeeeeeeeeeeiie e 277
Diary of Dreams, Assemblage 23 and cut.rate.box — 24 Nov 2001 ...........cccceeveeeeee. 277
Rammstein — Mutter Tour —2 DeC 2001...........uuiiiiieiiiiiiiiiiieee e 278
Mortiis (& Queen Adreena + Killing Miranda) — 18 Dec 2001 ...........cccovvvvvvvvieeeennn. 279
Fad Gadget (& Greenhaus + Psychophile) — 18 Jan 2002 ..............cccovvvvvvviniieeeeennn. 280
Apoptygma Berzerk — Harmonizer Tour —5 Mar 2002 ...........ccoovvviiieiieeeeeeeeeeiiiinnn, 280
Leech Woman (+ Katscan, 85" Day & Fist Fuck Deluxe) — 8 Mar 2002.................. 281
Sulpher (+ Greenhaus and Angelbomb) — 28 Mar 2002..............ccoovviviiiiiiieeeeeeeeeennns 282
ANd ONE — 30 MAr 2002 .......cooiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeee et 282
Elektrofest 2002 — Mar 31 2002..........cuuieiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieiiieieeeeeeeee ettt 283
Inertia, Project-X & E-Craft — 6 Apr 2002.........ccooviiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee 284
Death In June & NON — 5 May 2002 .......ccoviiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieieeeeeeeeeeeeeeee e 284
Rammestein — Mutter Tour — 16 May 2002 ..........ccouvviiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee 285
Monolith, Dive & DROG — 25 May 2002 .........ccceuuuiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeiiin e 286
Gotham 2002 — 26 May 2002 .........uuuuuuuunniunnniunnnneeenneneeeeeerereeearee e 287
Dark Jubilee — 2-3 JuN 2002.........oueiiiiieeiiii e 288
Hocico, Accessory & Monosect — 30 JUuN 2002.........cccoeeeviiiiiiiiiiiieeeee e 290
Assemblage 23 (+ DUST and Monosect) — 14 Jul 2002...........cccoeeeeeeeeiviiiiiiieeeeeennn, 291
Wasp Factory — Album Launch Night — 26 Jul 2002..............ccooviiiiiiiiee e, 292
M’era Luna 2002 — 10-11 AUQ 2002 ......ooeeriiiiiiiiiiiiieeieeeeeeeeeeeeee ettt 293
Sheep On Drugs (& Greenhaus + Mechanical Cabaret) — 17 Aug 2002 ................. 296
Infest 2002 — 23-25 AUQ 2002 ......cooeeieeiiieiee et 297

Haujobb (+ Goteki, Seize, Aslan Faction & Je$us Loves Amerika) — 6 Sep 2002 ...300

Theatre Des Vampires, Killing Miranda, Season’s End and Descendent of Cain — 14

Y= o 21 00 301
Gary Numan (+ One Pity and Rubicks) — 21 Sep 2002 ........ccccoivieiiiiiiiieiiiic e, 302
Black Celebration 2002 — 27 OCt 2002 ........cooviiiiiiiiieee e 302

Diary of Dreams (+ Diorama, Faces of Sarah & Venus Fly Trap) — 23 Nov 2002....304
NeuroticFish (+ Revolution By Night & Seize) — 30 Nov 2002...........cccovvvvveveveeeennnnn. 305
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Killing Miranda (+ ION & Auto-Mata) — 13 DeC 2002 .........ccouuueiiiiiiieeiieeeeiiiiee e 306
Sigue Sigue Sputnik (+ Goteki, Mechanical Cabaret & Conspiracy) — 20 Dec 2002307
Icon of Colil, Assemblage 23 and Swarf — 19 Jan 2003 ...........cccceeiiiieiiirieiiiiiiineeeeenn 308
Ministry — Animositisomina Tour — 3 Mar 2003........ccoviiiiiiiiiiiiie e 308
Christian Death (+ Killing Miranda, Lover of Sin & Diet of Worms) — 7 Mar 2003....309
Wasp Factory Special — 29 Mar 2003.........coooiiiiiie 310
Elektrofest 2003 — 6 APr 2003 .......ooviiiiiiiee e e e 311
Sheep on Drugs (+ DUST Retox, Katscan & Deathboy) — 3 May 2003................... 313
Gotham 2003 — 18 May 2003 ........uuuuuuuuuuuiunnuninnnnnnurneneeeneerrerreer e 314
L’Ame Immortele (+ Revolution By Night and Beautiful Deadly Children) — 1 Jun 2003
................................................................................................................................ 316
Marilyn Manson — The Golden Age of Grotesque Tour —4 Jun 2003............cc........ 317
MINIStry — 2 JUI 2003........coeiiiiiiiiiiiii ittt 318
DefCon 2 Launch Party — 3 JUl 2003.........ccooiiiiiiii e 318
The Crixshadows (+ Katscan, Chillourn & Spermwhale) — 14 Jul 2003.................. 319
The Infidels, The Heady Vapours and MaxDmyz — 17 Jul 2003..............cccoevvvvvvnnnnn. 320
Deathboy, Pro-Jekt, The Last Cry and Earth Loop Recall — 26 Jul 2003................. 321
M’era Luna 2003 — 9-10 AUQ 2003 .......uuiiii e e e e e 322
INFest 2003 — 22-24 AUG 2003 ......ooiiiiiii ettt et e e e 326
Mortiis (+ Susperia, Needleye and Interlock) — 19 Sep 2003..........cccovvvevvvviiiieeeenn. 329
Killing Joke (& Queen Adreena) — 11 OCt 2003 ..........ccvvriiiiiiiiiiiiieiiieieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee 330
Laibach — WAT Tour — 12 OCt 2003 ......coeeiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeee ettt 330
The Galan Pixs and Combichrist — 25 Oct 2003..........coooiiiiiiiiiie 331
Whitby Gothic Weekend — 30 OCt-NOV 2 2003 ........cooviiieiiiieeiiiineee e e 332
Das Ich (& Void Construct) — 16 NOV 2003 ..........ouuiiiiieeeieieeeiie e 334
Death In June on the HMS President — 22 NOV 2003 ...........coooiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieieeeeeeene 335
Pity for Monsters — 23 Jan 2004 ..........uiiii i 337
Pity for Monsters — 27 Feb 2004 ..o 338
Invitation 2004 — 5-7 Mar 2004 ...........coooviiiiiiiiiiiiie e 339
Kraftwerk — 18 Mar 2004 .........oooiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeieee ettt 343
Einstirzende Neubauten (& Mono) — 3 Apr 2004 ...........oovvveviiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeieeeeeeeee 344
Elektrofest 2004 — 2 May 2004 ..........oouuiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeee ettt 345
Wolfsheim (+ Silence is Sexy and Trademark) — 8 May 2004 ..........ccccccvvvvveveennnnnn. 347
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Death In June (+ Fire and Ice & Forseti) — 21 May 2004 ..........cccooveieiiiiiieiiiiiineeeeenn 348
Gotham 2004 — 30 May 2004 .........uuiiiie et e e e e e e e e e e e eeeaee 349
Pity FOr Monsters — 6 JUuN 2004 ...........uiiiiieeeeeeeee et 351
Fear Factory — Archetype Tour — 21 JUun 2004 .........oooeviiiiiiiiiiiiiiieiieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee 352
KMFEDM — WWIH ToUr — 16 JUl 2004 .......oo i 353
Nightwish — Once Tour — 16 JUul 2004 ............ooovviiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieiieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee e 354
Skinny Puppy (& Portion Control) — 19 Jul 2004............oovviiiiii e, 355
The Crixshadows (+ Swarf, Silence Is Sexy & Tracer) — 31 Jul 2004..................... 356
M’era Luna 2004 — 7-8 AUQ 2004 .........uiiiii et e e 357
Feindflug (+ Lamia and Psyclon Nine) — 13 Aug 2004............cccceeiiiieeeieeeeiciee e 361
This Morn’ Omnia (+ Inertia, Katscan and Deathboy) — 14 Aug 2004...................... 361
Within Temptation — 29 Sep 2004 .........oovuiiiiii i 363
HOCICO & SPesSNAaz — 9 OCE 2004 ........oeviiiiiiiiiiiiiieeieeeeeeeeeee ettt 364
Mesh (& Mechanical Cabaret, Greenhaus & Trademark) — 10 Oct 2004 ................ 365
Black Celebration 2004 — 23-24 OCt 2004 ........coovviiiiiiiiiiiiiiieiiiieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee e 366
Zodiac Mindwarp, Killing Miranda & Brutal Deluxe — 10 Dec 2004.................cce..... 368
Ultraviolence (+ Ping Pong Bitches and Goteki) — 11 Dec 2004...........ccccccvvvvveeeenn. 370
Laibach — Anthems Tour — 16 DEC 2004 .........cooevviiiiiiiiiiiiiiieiiiieeeeeeeeeeeeee e 371
New Model Army — 17 DEC 2004 ........uuiiee et 372
Rammstein — Reise Reise Tour - 3 FEb 2005.........ccooiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeiiiieeee e 373
Nightwish (+ Tristania) — 12 FEb 2005........cccooiiiiiiiie e 375
Diary of Dreams & Psyche — 20 Feb 2005............ooiiiiiiiiiiicie e 376
Killing Joke — 25" Anniversary Show — 25 Feb 2005...........cccoceeeiivieeicieee e e 377
Faetal & Misnomer — 10 Mar 2005 .........oooviiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee et 378
Elektrofest 2005 — 26 Mar 2005..........couiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeeeeeee ettt 379
Nine Inch Nails — 31 Mar 2005 ........coooiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeee e 381
VNV Nation — Matter + Form Tour — 3 Apr 2005.........coooeiiiiiiiiiiee 382
Einstlirzende Neubauten — 25" Anniversary Show — 5 Apr 2005...........cccccceveeennenn. 384
Dead Can Dance — 7 AP 2005.......couuiiiieiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeeeee ettt 385
Seabound, Pride & Fall + Seize — 9 Apr 2005 .........coooiiiiiiiiiiieee e, 386
Death In June with Patrick Leagas — 24 Apr 2005.........ccooiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeie e 387
Wave-Gotik Treffen 2005 — 13-16 May 2005.........cccoiiiiiiiiiiiiiiie e 388
Gotham 2005 — 28 May 2005 ........uuuiiiieieieiiiiiiiee et e e e e e e e e eeeaen 394
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Nine Inch Nails — With Teeth Tour (Brixton Show 1) — 4 Jul 2005..........cccccceeeeenenn. 396
Nine Inch Nails — With Teeth Tour (Brixton Show 4) — 14 Jul 2005...........cccceeeenne... 397
Killing Miranda, Deathboy and Summa — 16 Jul 2005............ccciiiiiiiiiiiie e, 398
M’era Luna 2005 — 13-14 AUQ 2005 ......ooviiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeieeeeeeeeeeeeee ettt 399
SonVer — 18 AUQG 2005 ... e eaaans 404
INFest 2005 — 26-28 AUG 2005 ......oouuiiiiiiie et e e e e 405
Within Temptation — 4 SepP 2005 ......oouuiiiiie e 408
Nightwish — Once Tour September — 25 Sep 2005 ........ccovvviiiiiiiiiieeeeeee e 409
Ultraviolence, Leech Woman, Knifeladder and G.N.A. —8 Oct 2005....................... 411
Killing JOKE — 14 OCt 2005 .......ccciiieeeiiicie e e e e e e e e e e e e e e 412
KMFDM — Hau Ruck Tour — 30 OCt 2005.........ceetiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiie e 413
Black Celebration 2005 — 30 OCt 2005 ...........uuuiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiere e e 414
VNV Nation — Matter + Form UK Tour — 27 NoV 2005..........cccoooveiiiiiiiieeeeeeee 417
Combichrist, Kat5can, XP8 and Trauma Pet —4 Dec 2005...........ccccccoviiiinriennnnnnn. 418
MaxDmyz (Dublin Castle) — 12 Jan 2006 ...........cccevveiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee 420
Bauhaus — Near The Atmosphere Tour — 3 Feb 2006............ccceeevieieiiiveeiiiiiineeeeee, 421
Gary Numan — ‘Jagged’ Launch — 18 Mar 2006 ...............uuuueiimmmimmiimiiiiiiiiiiieiiinninnnns 422
Depeche Mode ‘Playing The Angel’ Tour — 4 Apr 2006............cceevveeiiieieeiiiieeeeeeeenne. 423
Gotham 2006 — QO APF 2006 ........uuuuuuuurieueniuneiiiuieneeeeeeeeaeer e 424
Der Blutharsch and Bain Wolfkind — 22 Apr 2006.............ccoovviiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeeee e 427
Imminent (Starvation) — 22 APr 2006 ..........ccoeeiiiiiiiiieie e 428
Cold Meat Industry Festival — 23 APr 2006.........cccceeeiiiiiiiiiiiiieee e eeeeeeanns 429
Elektrofest 2006 — 30 APr 2006 ..........uuiiiiieeeeeeeiiie e e 431
Killing Joke — 2006 Tour — 4 May 2006 .........ccoeuiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieiieeeeeeeeee e 434
Covenant — UK Tour 2006 — 7 May 2006 ...........coeiieeiiiimmiiiiiineeeeeeeeeeeiiis e e e eeeennns 435
Apoptygma Berzerk — 2006 Tour — 22 May 2006 ..........ccoveveeeeiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieieeeeeeeeee 437
Dark City 2006 — 26-28 MaAyY 2006 .........ciieieeiieieeiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeeiiinane e e e e e eeeeeennnnnaeaaeeees 438
Wave-Gotik Treffen 2006 — 2-5 JuN 2006...........ccovviiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee 441
Tool — 10,000 Days Tour — 14 JUN 2006 .........cceeereeeiuiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeeiiine e e e e e e eeeeennnnnnns 450
Mesh — UK Tour 2006 — 18 JUN 2006 .........ccoeiiiiiiiiiiaee et 451
The Birthday Massacre UK Debut — 20 Jul 2006...........ccccovviiiiieieiiiiieeeeee e 453
Ministry — MasabaTour 2006 — 2 AUQ 2006 ..........ccoeuuiiiiiiiiii e 454
M’era Luna 2006 — 12-13 AUQ 2006 ......ccoeeeeiiiiiiiiiiiieee et 455
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Front Line Assembly — 2006 Tour — 28 AUg 2006 ..........ccoeeiiiiimiiiiiieeeieeeeiiine e 460
Being Boiled — 12 SEP 2006 .......coevviiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeee ettt 462
In Strict Confidence — 22 Sep 2006 .........cooeviiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeee e 463
Tinitus Festival 2006 — 28 OCt 2006 ..........uuiiiiieeiiiiiiiiiiiie e 464
Black Celebration 2006 — 5 NOV 2006 ..........cceveiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee e 466
CoNjUIe ONE — 11 NOV 2006 .......uuuuuuuunniunniiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiebieeeeeeeeeeeeebeeeseesaeeeeeeeenneaeneees 470
Killing Miranda at Bar Monsta — 19 NOV 2006...........ccccceeviiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeiiee e 471
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EOL-Audio — What Was It?

EOL-Audio was a solo written, edited and created collection of music writings, covering
any artist or genre | found to be of interest, but focusing primarily on the
gothic/industrial/EBM/darkwave genre. It began as a Geocities site in 1998, moving to
custom hosting in late 2001, and relaunching as an activity, PHP/SQL driving site in
November 2005.

The site went on hiatus at the end of 2006, due patrtially to personal reasons, but also due
to the fact that running a site on that scale became impossible without contacts,
connections and allies that | did not at that time possess.

I've also added a number of reviews written for early versions of my Terminates Here site
and a few other locations, hence there is material covered here as recent as 2014. | am
no longer writing individual album reviews, preferring more holistic retrospectives and
broader, long-form articles.

All content is presented largely as-published, with minor typo and formatting corrections.
They do not necessarily represent my views as of today.

If you're of the TL;DR mindset, this ain’t for you. If, however, you have appreciation for
reams and reams of text (actually, printed out it'll come to just shy of 1 ream), welcome.

EOL Audio Archive — Album Reviews

Action Directe — Intervention (2006)

Action Directe are one of the more blatantly political members of the UK’s ‘industrial punk’
collective, and their own description of their third album is fairly close to the mark — ‘a more
scattershot and irresponsible approach, with the band firing wildly in all directions at a
range of worthy targets’. So they’re anti-Bush, anti-Blair (and certainly against the pair of
‘em working together!), anti-Nazi and distrustful of just about everyone who’s in a position
of power. The spirit of classic punk is thus safely intact — not that that says anything about
the quality of the music, of course.

They start off in promising fashion — the downtempo drum-loops and guitar chords of
‘Strike First Strike Hard’, a suitably menacing atmosphere in which to discuss the rise of
‘rogue nuclear states’. After this, they move back towards their more ‘typical’ electronically-
enhanced punk rock sound. ‘There Is No Going Back’ alternates techno loops with riff
barrages, whilst the free-form of ‘For Your Protection’ lays increasing quantities of noise
upon a one-note arpeggio, but sounds confused structurally. One of the album’s strongest
tracks ‘Sufferation’ — it's where they get the balance of raw aggression and a more emotive
feel for their cause just right. As it stands, it's a rhyming dictionary style trawl through just
about everything that’s wrong with this country.

There are two tracks (‘Room 101’ and ‘Social Democrate’) that utilise a real drummer
(Sami Vuorela from Sekasorto) and sound more ‘live’ than the other songs, though the
(deliberate?) lo-fi quality of these songs makes them sound somewhat ‘demo-ish’, though
the same could arguably be said for much of the rest of the album. It’s a problem suffered
by many political bands — the quality control seems to take second place to the underlying
message. Their shameless rewrite of NMA’s ‘515t State’ in the form of ‘England’ indicates
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that they’ll have their say at any cost. Nevertheless, their diverse influences make this
album more interesting than something churned out from your average lefty punk combo.

AEC - Hate Life (2012)

This album is a much-delayed release by Tyler Newman, better known for his work as
Battery Cage and Informatik. It's worth noting from the outset that these recordings, whilst
only just seeing the light of day, are between ten and fifteen years old. And this recording
certainly has the feel of a late-90’s electro-industrial/dark electro project, the era after the
brief flirtation with industrial metal guitars was largely done with, but before the invasion of
six billion cookie-cutter Hocico wannabes. This is equal parts Bill Leeb-school cybernetic
rhythm throb and Velvet Acid Christ-style dark electronic loathing of everything and
everyone.

So, my kind of thing, then. In principle. How does it stand up with the benefit of more than
a decade of hindsight? It certainly starts in promising fashion, the creeping synth pulse,
slow beat pulse and gravel vocals of the title track transporting us immediately back a
decade or so. Only for a massive ‘HATE LIFE! chorus to burst out of nowhere. The songs
continues to fluctuate between it's various phases, each of them featuring detailed
programming and a competent sense of purpose, but somehow the finished song amounts
to less than the sum of it’s parts.

“Obsession/Compulsion” breaks out the jackhammering drum machine bursts that were
once commonly in this genre, but not been heard since the turn of the millennium. The
track is a ponderous affair, once again with an explosive chorus providing the highlight. It’s
on “Burned Alive” that the dancefloor beats really kick in, a straightforward but well-
executed combination of aggressive beats and pulsating synths, vocaled snarled out over
the mix. This is the kind of thing | build DJ sets out of. It's a pity there’s so much
competition!

“Drug Fix” is slower but no less effective, a glorious hateful account of the lives of those
reliant on drugs. Things get schizophrenic again on “Jealous Much”, an urgent, rough
synth lead dominating the opening phase of the song before switching to a slower chorus,
and then proceed to switch between various other phases, re-visiting and moving on from
each seemingly at will. Someone is going to tell me that this is a masterpiece of songcratft,
but it all just seems a bit haphazard to my eardrums.

“Echolalia” sees a move to female vocals and a darkwave sound, mournful keyboard
melodies layered over an equally funereal stomp. The vocal performance is actually quite
strong and the atmosphere generated quite effective, but once again structural flaws result
in a composition that outstays it's welcome by a minute or so. “Evil Inside” takes the pace
up once more, scattershot drumming providing a lively backdrop to the usual synthetic
machinations and vocal drone.

“Freezing To Death” is another slow crawler (with the male vocals this time) that I'm
running out of fresh ways to describe. The album proper finishes with “Afterlife”, all echoed
keyboard stabs, with some deeply reverbed percussion thumping away in the background.
Certainly it sets the mood as an album closer, but | wouldn’t listen to it on it’'s own.

There are three remixes to finish things off. Pneumatic Detach’s mix unfortunately swamps
or simply removes too much of the original song’s best parts to win any support from me.
Grenadier takes “Echolalia” in a minimal techno direction, and hence will probably every
stiff barring those few people that really ‘got’ Haujobb’s late 90s output when Herr Myer
himself went in a similar direction. Infrastructure adds a teeth-clinchingly harsh drum loop
to “Jealous Much?” and again, it’s a case of ‘if you like that kind of thing’. And | didn’t.

20



EOL-Audio Archive

| have to say | found this a very frustrating album to listen to. Conceptually, the essential
‘sound’ of AEC is one | like. At it’s best moments, it brings back memories of some of my
favourite industrial bands at their peak. But somehow the composition of the songs just
didn’t click with me. Whatever elaborate structural concept was at work here, | just didn’t
get it. Too often, the tracks would just cut to another line of attack just when | was enjoying
myself. But this review is the voice of one man. If this is your style of choice, by all means
give it a go. You might get what | didn’t.

And One — Aggressor (2003)

And One have been rather quiet recently. Since the release of ‘Virgin Superstar’ in early
2000, the only sign of any activity has been occasional live shows and the odd remix. This
might not seem so unusual if it wasn’t for the fact that even the band’s official website has
been in a state of non-existence for as far back as anyone can remember. Anyone
stumbling across this band in the midst of an EBM/wave DJ set had very little to go on. Try
typing ‘And One’ into Google and you’ll see what | mean.

Anyway, for the record, Joke Jay has left the lineup, with early member Chris Ruiz
returning after a decade off. The lost of the band’s chief source of vocal harmony isn’t
really as much of a loss as you might expect, as this is very much a ‘back to basics’ album
for And One. Their move towards and ever increasingly degree of synth-poppiness has
been reversed, as they’re now back to the ‘diet EBM’ sound that got them where they were
in the first place, hovering somewhere around the ‘1.S.T.” area when it comes to the issue
of balancing the levels of ‘oomph’ and ‘cheese’. It’s therefore still a little bit inoffensive to
qualify as bona fide body beat, but it’s still closer to the original blueprint than some of the
vocalised trance stuff laying claim to the tag right now.

They still like to break into song where appropriate, but the vocals also spend a lot of time
occupying the ‘half-spoken, half-sung’ territory. What more notable about the vocal
elements is that every word is sung in German. Not just the odd token song this time, the
whole album! The title offers a small clue as to why they’ve suddenly chosen to re-claim
allegiance to their native tongue. It's a anti-George Bush measure, in the sense that they
refuse to sing in the language of the ‘Aggressor’ himself. Too drastic a measure? Not my
choice to make. | might just add at this point that lead singer Naghawvi is Irainian-born, so
there’s a deeper meaning to this than you first may realise.

The first half of the album is given over to the poppier material. The punchy drum loops are
still very much a feature, but in the final reckoning they prove to be more reassuring than
jarring. The frequent use of slightly discordant synthesiser tones again proves to be less
offensive that one might expect, conjuring images of cheeky schoolboys turning knobs that
teacher told them not to, rather than cutting-edge industrial pioneers creating totally unique
sonic experiences. It’s all very cheesy stuff, really — good fun, but not likely to please
anyone who mistakenly bought this CD expecting to hear ‘industrial’ music. Not that | have
even the slightest clue what that term might mean any more.....

What'’s strange is they do try to get political with us nonetheless. The lyrical elements of
‘Schwarz’ and ‘Krieger’ might deal with burning skies, impending apocalypse and suchlike,
but the chunky synth-pop accompaniment means they could be singing about disco
dancing a la ‘Techno Man’ for all | care. | think this is what they mean by ‘juxtaposition’.
More successful is ‘Sternradio’, featuring a vintage, ultra-camp And One chorus and the
silliest middle eight this side of SPOCK to boot. My personal favourite here, however, is
‘Spiecherbar’, where they tone down the frivolity a tad, and manage to knock out a
respectable 80s-style synth-popper.
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Things step up a gear once we pass the halfway mark, with ‘Fir Immer’ offering a big blunt
synth loop that sounds like it was lifted from an early EBM album. It’s all pretty simple stuff,
sounding ludicrously dated in these days of multi-layered digital production methodologies.
‘Strafbomber’ makes a better fist of the style, more varied musically, with some neat
Richard 23-style cries of ‘Go!ll’, which combined with the military subject matter gives the
track the feel of a long-forgotten Front 242 rarity. To be honest, it’s the only song on the
second half of the album that really sticks in the memory, the rest coming up sounding a
little underdeveloped, particularly the aimless instrumental ‘Einsteig’.

That said, ‘Fernsehnapparat’ might be of interest to old-time And One fans, since returnee
Chris Ruis handles the vocals, offering a slightly more forceful style than Nagahavi. Once
again dominated by one big blundering keyboard line repeated ad infinitum, it’s like DAF
all over again. As is the more minimal ‘Tote Tulpen’, with it’s lusty, spoken-word vocals. It's
a strange coincidence that two notable German groups should release long-awaited but
similar sounding albums within a few months of each other. Are they seriously trying to tell
me that old-skool proto-EBM synth-pop is due to make a comeback?

Well, if it is, it might help if either band could fully exploit the possibilities. And One score
over DAF here in the respect that they don’t sound like their TOTALLY stuck in the past,
making this aloum more enjoyable and more involving to listen to as a result, with some
seriously catchy little pop songs buried in there. Unfortunately, things get all rather
unpredictable whenever they try and toughen up their sound, though ‘Strafbomber’
remains as evidence of what they can do when they try. Maybe the ‘back to the old school’
approach wasn’t such a wise move, as both ‘Virgin Superstar’ and ‘9.9.99 9 Uhr’ seem to
be worth repeat listens right the way through, which isn’t the case here at all

And One — Bodypop (2006)

For many, it might be ‘just another And One album’, but this release is still significant in
several respects. Their return to an independent record label, leaving Virgin and joining the
growing Out Of Line roster. Their return to the use of the English language following their
‘Dubya’ protest album ‘Aggressor’. The succinct definition of And One’s style in the form of
the album title (‘Bodypop’ — why did nobody think of that before — or have they?). Oh, and
the fact that it contains some of their best songs in ages. The lead single ‘Military Fashion
Show’, for instance, sums up everything that draws people to And One — the blunt,
unsubtle melodies, the chunky EBMpop rhythms and some very slightly silly vocals from
Steve Naghavi (and no — ‘cutiest girl’ is NOT accurate English, even if it’s forgivable in the
context of the song).

The remainder of the songs over around the synth-poppier end of the And One musical
spectrum . ‘Enjoy The Unknown’ is highly reminiscent of mid-80s Depeche Mode, ‘So
Klingt Liebe’ bears sexual overtones and a hint of the ‘girlie vox’ echoing of the bands
Virgin era (is that irony?). ‘Body Company’ features some outrageous cheesy turn of
phrase and synth soloing, but still succeeds despite of itself. In fact, the entire album
continues along these lines — it’'s nothing new for And One, but the hit rate of decent songs
seems higher than in the past. It thus best enjoyed for what it is — an amusing, harmless
collection of electronic pop songs. Some bands are better off not trying to sound profound
and meaningful.

NOTE:: The limited edition version of this album features a second CD entitled
‘FrontFeuer’. The songs on this disc aren’t as well developed as those on the main album,
though they do offer a reminder of the more EBMish face of the And One sound (‘The
Force’ is almost DAF-like in it's simplicity) ‘Master Master’ has a moment of lyrical
ingenuity, featuring a cowboy, Laura and lots and lots of ail......
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Angels and Agony — Eternity (2001)

Compared with it's European neighbours, The Netherlands hasn’t exactly made that much
of a contribution to the minor flood of electronic something-wave bands that have emerged
from Europe in the past couple of years (most notably from Germany, Sweden and
Norway) and invaded the various dancefloors that might previously had been known as
‘gothic’. Fortunately, they do have one band to call their own — Angels & Agony

Despite the origins away from the bleep heartlands, this Dutch trio, headed by Reinier
Kahle, do have some pretty big names helping them along, with both Axel Ermes of Girls
Under Glass and Ronan Harris of VNV Nation credited with production on this particular
disc (Ronan handling the lion’s share of the knob-twiddling in this case). The affiliation this
outfit have with VNV’s main man has been much touted by the scene critics, proving to be
a double-edged sword in terms of both their reputation and overall sound.

Double-edged sword? Well, the thing is that while Ronan Harris has a reputation for being
THE man to have on your side if you want to do the future pop ‘thing’, there’s also the
problem that you might end up sounding like a 2"-rate copy of Dublin’s London’s
Hamburg'’s finest, with the added difficulty that many people will assume that automatically
and not bother to listen to the fine details. But enough speculation — is this actually the
case here?

Thankfully, it isn’t. There’s certainly a future poppy feel to it, there’s some distantly familiar
synth patches and the whole feel of the album sits in nicely with the rest of the current
pantheon. But it does in most cases have a sound all of it's own. Reinier and co have
somehow managed to extract the benefits of their two big-names producers without
sounding like a copy of either. The whole album sounds crisp and inviting, packed full of
intricate little sonic details that make you want to listen. They also appear to have some
sort of vision — not quite as well defined as the whole ‘Victory Not Vengeance’ thing, but
encouraging nonetheless.

Their ideologies are probably best defined by the track ‘One’, originally heard on their
debut EP ‘Unity’. Prefaced by the lush spoken word intro of “Tao’, it sums up the entire
Angels & Agony manifesto better than any other track here. A bubbling bassline and
restrained four-beat lead us in gently, eventually joined by a mass of swirling synthesisers
and a simple but effective vocal, proclaiming ‘We Are One, We Go On’. Echoes of Jean-
Michel Jarre, yet planted firmly in the present, this is the sort of anthem every band needs
at least one of if they are ever to make a mark on the world.

Of course, there’s plenty of newer material here as well. ‘Revelation’ is a more
straightforward uptempo dance number, stepping the middle ground between trance and
EBM, but this time more reminiscent of Assemblage 23 with all of it’s ‘Il am....” symbology
and throbbing electronics. ‘Darkness’ is up next, slower and moodier than the ‘Revelation’
but still thought good enough by the group to release as a single. I'm not if | agree, as
lyrically the track is overly simplistic, even if it’s up to scratch instrumentally.

Echoes once more of Equinoxe-era Jarre in ‘Surrender’, an affirmative lead ascending
from the swirling blend of electronic ear candy going on underneath, with the first audible
guitar on the album also appearing later on in the song, though it’s so deep in the mix you
might mistake it for another synth. Next up is ‘Don’t Be Afraid’, which goes for a bright
synth-pop sound. It’s a perfectly valid approach, but again suffers a little in terms of the
fairly basic level of songwriting. I'm afraid they’ll have to do better than ‘Love Me, Please
Love Me’ to impress THIS reviewer.
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‘Heart & Soul’ is the last of the Axel Ermes-produced tracks (the others being ‘One’ and
‘Revelation’). It's a generally accomplished but rather ordinary piece of Eurobleep, and
doesn’t really do anything the other songs don’t. More notable is ‘Forever’, a more
downbeat track, featuring some heavy vocoding in the verse, and a more melancholy feel
in general, brightened only by the shimmering, redemptive chorus which shines particularly
bright thanks to the all the gloomy bits in between.

‘Into The Sun’ is up next, musically similar to what has come before in it's blend of EBM,
trance and 70s neo-classical space rock, while lyrically it sounds like it wants to be every
VNV Nation song at the same time, so I’'m not sure if | like it or not. ‘Promised Land’ is
probably the hardest track on the album, with the biggest beats and the most audible
guitars so far, though structurally it sounds a little messy. We end on ‘Eternal Eternity’, a
sweet little synth-pop thing that conjures up images of what the current European
electronic music might sound like if Vince ‘ErasureDepecheYazoo’ Clarke had a go at
producing it.

Now, I'm really, really up for recommending this album to someone. It’s hardly forceful or
abrasive enough to be called ‘industrial’, sounding in most places like a mix of VNV Nation
and Jean-Michel Jarre, with some 80s electro-pop concepts thrown in. Dark trance pop,
perhaps? However, | do feel that was the original intention. They’ve still got to work on
their songwriting, and they might yet make better use of their guitarist, but the reality is that
Angels & Agony are onto something good here. Let’s hope they find whatever it is they
need to unlock their potential before their next album.

Angels and Agony — Avatar (2004)

The first Angels and Agony album did a lot to impress me in terms of its production and
overall feel, though I felt the songwriting needed a fair bit of work if the project was really
going to achieve everything it originally set out to do. They took their time over Alboum
No.2 — the ‘Salvation’ single came and went in 2003 without any indication as to when the
full album might appear. A year later, ‘Avatar’ did indeed appear on the shelves of my
more favoured CD outlets, and | was happy enough to shell out for a copy (yes, this
reviewer still BUYS his CDs!) and see if they’d done what they needed to do.

First impressions weren’t bad — the usual limited edition Out of Line digipak at least ensure
the CD looked the part, even if the artwork seemed a little generic. |inserted the CD into
the player to be greeted with the opening track, called, erm, ‘Opening’, a spacey new-age
style instrumental that set the scene nicely for ‘Stronghold’, the first actual song, and one
of A&A’s strongest works to date, with it’s lush synth textures and yearning-for-the-answer
thematics. It's everything that drew me to the band in the first place.

And then came ‘Salvation’. The track from a year-old single that | snapped up on account
of it being a limited edition, only to put it on the CD rack 11% months later, lacking any
urge to listen it again. It's actually a relatively accomplished piece of future-pop, uptempo
with a real feel of urgency. But in the final reckoning, it’s just another track contributing to
an increasingly swamped genre, never really jumping out of the speaker cones and yelling
‘Put that Assemblage 23 album away and listen to me instead, damn it!’.

| only say this because Track 4, ‘Circles’ sound EXACTLY like Assemblage 23. The sulky
lyrics, pretty little synth motifs and mid-tempo four beat have all been heard before, and
frankly I'm getting tired of it. Following this is ‘Insight’, the next instrumental interlude —
nicely textured with some spoken-work Chinese verse as the icing on the cake, taking us
to ‘Blind World’, a song which is only saved by the Oxygene-like portamento indulgence
that occurs occasionally throughout — the song’s message seems to suggest the question
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‘Why did we come this far?’. Like the need to produce another album like this wasn’t
enough of a clue......

‘Rites of Passage’ continues in a similar vein, a busy lead synth failing to drag the rest of
the song into my field of interest. ‘Karma’ is in many respects an improvement — VNV-
style ‘redemptive’ lyrics, new-wavey synths and a more subtle style of drum programming
at least allows this song to stand out from the rest. We then get the third ‘interlude’ in the
form of ‘Experience’, once again offering some interesting electronic textures along with
more spoken-word Chinese Sutras — the translations are provided along with the rest of
the lyrics in the little booklet, if you must know what they’re on about.

‘Civilisation’ sees Angels and Agony aim firmly for the scenes dancefloors, discarding
regular songs structures in favour of repeated phrases, fed through heavy vocal effects,
with soaring strings, arpeggios and plenty of ear candy filling out the sonic palette — it’s a
track probably best experienced when fed into a 5am DJ set rather than stranded in the
middle of the album. ‘Division’ is next, a pleasant enough listen, but the ‘I'm trying to do
the impossible’ nature of the lyrics sounds rather forced and the song as a whole does not
excite.

Then comes ‘Destination’, an insubstantial number that last appeared as a B-side to
‘Salvation’. The vocals buried deeper in the mix than usual, but at least features some
pretty glockenspiel-style synth chimes that kept me interested for the duration. Another
instrumental break in ‘Awakening’ (the weakest so far), and then ‘Restoration’, a confused
track with words and music that often seem to be at odds with each other, never really
meshing to form a cohesive song. Stumbling towards the end now, we get ‘Hold Me’, a
slow and largely turgid piece which drags despite being a mere 3:30 long.

The last full song on the album is ‘Radiance’, a(nother) song about leaving everything
behind and moving on, which once again features a distinctive lead synth as the only real
feature of note — the rest just sound like, well, you get the idea now. The final track on the
CD is ‘Closing’, which seems to want to do the new age thing one final time, complete with
ethereal flute drifting over the rich, resonant sea of sound heaving around underneath. If
you're lucky (?), you'll have a bonus CD to play with, featuring Okish remixes of
‘Civilisation’ and ‘Salvation’ (I had enough of those last year!), an exclusive instrumental
track ‘Lethargy’ plus a ‘multimedia section’, featuring a photo gallery, a screen saver and
some background info. Only worth shelling out for if you’re a die-hard who has to have it
all.

| have to admit that | found the album as a whole to be a disappointment. | really felt they
were onto something with ‘Eternity’, if only they could improve the songwriting. I'm
vaguely aware of a Taoist/Buddhist thread running through the songs, but this alone does
not make them interesting — a lot of the spiritual concepts get boiled down to fairly ordinary
future-pop spiel. And whilst some of the elements that attracted me to this act in the first
place are still very much in evidence, in other respects they seem to be losing their
musical voice — there’s just too much of this style of music floating around right now.

Every now and again it shines — but the bar is set higher now than it was three years ago,
and Angels & Agony, whilst putting in a better performance than some, still fall short.

Angst — Tar Ner Skylten (2014)

You can always trust Swedish musicians with synthesisers. Be it synthpop, EBM, dance
music or whatever-you-call-that-stuff-Cold Meat Industry-used-to-put-out, Sweden has
always been a go-to nation for those with a taste for synthetic aural texture (oh, and Brutal
Resonance originates from there, too!). And one of the countries most creative exponents
is Henrik Bjorkk, known to me for MZ-412 and Pouppée Fabrikk, possibly known to you for
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one of his numerous other projects, but known to all of us for the next few paragraphs as
Angst. Mathias Pettersson forms the drumming half of the project, but | can’t tell you what
bands he’s been in as this is a far-from-uncommon Nordic name!

Whilst it would be easy to describe this project as ‘REALLY old school EBM’, that is more
a reflection of the artists musical background and likely end audience than a precise
musical definition. Whilst not totally dissimilar to the DAF wannabes of the world (hi there,
Jaeger 90!) with the predominantly one synth-one drumkit-one voice approach, this project
also has aesthetic similarity with the synthier works of Throbbing Gristle and Monte
Cazzazza. And that surprised me. | once said anyone that tried to replicate the style of the
industrial pioneers would end up stuck in one of the more contemporary subgenres that
emerged. Wrong again!

Oh, and just to really give the project an esoteric edge, the vocals are in Swedish. This
wouldn’t seem so unusual if it wasn’t so common for Swedish bands to use the English
language. I'm not saying that’s a bad a bad thing — it makes the music more accessible to
a wider audience, and most Swedish musicians know the language well enough to write
good lyrics. But it’s nice to see their national tongue get some love, too. OK, to me, the

chmaltzy e -ignorant Englishman, it's all sounds like Norse code, but this is not a
style of music where deep lyrical insights are necessary. A few key phrases you can drag
through Google translate and you get the idea. The tone of the Swedish language
definitely fits this style of music, and that’s what matters most here.

The album kicks of with “Valj”, a rough synth line, drum stop and spoken-word Swedish
essentially distilling the roots of classic EBM down to their most basic form and recreating
them here, setting the tone for the aloum as a whole. The texture don’t get any smother on
“Klasskamp”, the grating electronics almost purposely painful to listen to. Have to admit to
skipping over this one after the first few listens.

“Konstant” is reliant (some may say too reliant) on the urgent drumming driving the song
through it’s sub-3 minute duration, whilst “Dumma Saker” adds new levels of ‘nothing at all’
to the minimal synth genre and “DDR” meanders more than seems possible for songs built
on such basic principles. Anyone worrying that an initially-promising project may be losing
direction need only wait for (or skip to) “Underbar”. Detuned synth pulses, uptempo drums
and a vocal delivery that nails the ‘Gabi Delgado’s Swedish cousin’ vibe they’ve been
aiming for since track 1.

And dancefloors may remain filled for “Vin Blod Sex Mod”, built as it is on similar principles,
before things get esoteric again for “Krav”. It's another stripped-down affair, appealing as
much to those people who buy those ‘Electronic Pioneer’ compilations as the old-school
EBMers who are ten times more likely to know this project even exists.

A raucous “Sanning” keeps the interest level high, and whilst “Radda Barn” never really
comes together, the album still delivers one final highlight with “Star Still”. A slow, steady
drum stomp, big on the ride cymbals links well with the synth sequence and vocals,
proving that sometimes it's best not to get too indulgent with sonic experimentation when
there’s a decent tune in the offing. That only leave “Utfard”, a noisy outro for those who
“like a bit of rough” in the analog synth department.

And so ends what is either a nostalgic revival of old sounds for old EBM-heads, or a
history lesson for the late arrivals to the scene as to where industrial and EBM music were
at least partially rooted. Co-incidentally, the album title sits alphabetically next to Nitzer
Ebb’s “That Total Age’ on my iPod, and | immediately switched to this album as a kind of
‘EBM History — Lesson 2’. For now though, it's a good debut album for the project,
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occasionally self-conciously or self-indulgently too experimental for it’'s own good, but solid
for the balance of it’s duration.

Aphex Twin — Classics (1995)

| never made much sense of Richard D.James’ backcatalogue (and in all honesty, never
made much sense of the man himself), and thanks to compilations like this, | probably
won'’t have to now. The man who once seemed set on confounding discographers the
world over with his multi-label, multi-pseudonym release schedule (actual releases
accounting for only a small proportion of his actual output) at least had the sense to
release the choice cuts in an easy-to-find, easy-to-carry CD form. This is one such
collection.

Whilst previous Aphex Twin collections have dealt with his ‘Selected Ambient Works’,
drawn from his vast library of home-produced demo tapes, this compilation is drawn from
his myriad 12” releases, all now long since deleted. Whilst DJs and collectors still search
out the originals, this collection will satisfy pretty much everyone else. That is of course,
unless you’ve developed a taste for RDJ’s ‘ambient’ works, as this compilation deals
strictly with the harder, harsher side of his work. And the guy can be pretty fucking
abrasive when he wants to be.

The songs on this collection generally sit between the boundaries of extreme techno and
power noise, most tracks taking a no-holds-barred approach to blowing your brains out
with sheets of electronic dissonance. Ironically, he starts of on pretty familiar ground — the
album sandwiched by two versions of ‘Digeridoo’ (studio version at the start, live version at
the end). Built round a sample of the said instrument, the brisk drum n’bass oriented beat
is typical of the Aphex Twin’s more recent works, not jarring too much and thus likely to
keep his more recent fans happy.

It's the stuff between these two (remarkably similar) tracks that’s more likely to cause a
few shocks, even in the diverse climate of 215t century IDM. ‘Phloam’ is probably the most
intense track in the collection. Kicking off with a harsh techno refrain and a 200+ BPM
drum loop, the piece eventually builds blasts of white noise into the general sea of things,
adding another distorted loop over the top, the result being one of the most scathing
pieces of electronics this side of Ant-Zen. (Don’t know who Ant-Zen are? Clue — if you like
this track, you'll like most of their output, too.)

Almost as harsh is ‘Dodeccaheedron’, though this time the main loop is accompanied by
some chilling keyboard tones, creating something of a horror-movie feel for the duration.
Another noisy track is ‘Phlange Phace’, mating icy blasts of noise with some more
atmospheric keyboard tones. ‘Metapharstic’ is another stormer, a mutated bass drum
appended to a loop built around some sort of heavily echoed sci-fi phaser sound, with
plenty of electronica ‘flavour’ sounds thrown in to flesh it out a bit.

Other track have more of an extreme electronica feel, and thus may be significantly more
appealing to those who just can’t seem to enjoy noise music, no matter how much they
listen to it. ‘Flaphead’ and ‘Isopropanol’ are good examples, hard techno loops
underpinning all the elaborate electronic wizardry going on underneath. There are also two
pieces that avoid the extremities met by most of the other cuts — ‘Polynomial C’, utilising a
more conventional breakbeat over a bubbly, cascading electro-sequence, and ‘Analogue
Bubblebath I, a pleasant low-key track that gives the ears a welcome rest.

There’s also a couple of remixes on this album, the ‘QQT’ and ‘TTQ’ mixes of Mescalinum
United’s ‘We Have Arrived’. Of course, Aphex Twin remixes are usually indistinguishable
from his own solo works, and here is no exception. The ‘QQT’ mix is another noise-
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oriented track, featuring lots of metallic noises that give the mix a heavy industrial feel,
while the “TTQ’ mix utilises the same loop, but with more of a drum n’bass texture. It's a bit
fragmented, but manages to achieve something or other by the time it reaches it’s
conclusion.

This just leaves what is probably the weirdest track of the lot — Tamphex (here in it'’s
Headphug mix). Now we know it’s not unknown for the Aphex Twin to show a little humour
in his work, but somehow this piece transcends the level of the Willy Wonka/nursery rhyme
sampling heard elsewhere. For this track, ladies and gentlemen, is a remixed Tampax
commercial. Taking horrifically feminine samples like ‘Why stop when the bleeding starts?’
and building them into his own testosterone-fuelled techno stew, Richard D.James proves
to all and sundry that having a screw lose can often be a good thing.

Look — I've probably said enough to convince you one way or other about this album. It's
not an easy listen and it's appeal depends on how extreme you like your dance music.
That said, if you really do want to see the darker side of Richard D.James, and aren’t
afraid of a little bit of sonic deformity, this collection might just be what your collection
needs.

Aphex Twin — Come To Daddy (1997)

The first full vocal release of Richard D.James, following on from the occasional twisted
voices appearing on the likes of ‘Milkman’, ‘Beetles’ and ‘“To Cure A Weakling Child’.
James has taken the chance to expose himself as the evil-looking, chmalt-grinning
nutcase that he is, rather than the rather anonymous public image we’ve seen so far.
Pasting his face onto the bodies of schoolgirls on the cover proves the point. This man is
making himself an image, and it’s not looking nice at all.

And he’s writing music to match. Take, the title track, the ‘pappy’ mix. The childish nursery-
rhyme singing of previous works has been replaced by a crazed croaky screaming style
that makes Dani Filth sound down-to-earth. The whole repetition of ‘I Want Your Soul, |
Will Eat Your Soul’, before moving to ‘Come to Daddy’ and ending with a rally of ceaseless
yelling, he is accompanied by some sort of textured fuzz-guitar sound (though it's probably
totally synthetic), and a beat that sounds like a drum machine having a shit. Wish | wrote
songs like this.

The B-sides all have something to offer. ‘Flim’ is a gentle childish sounding piece,
counterbalancing what we’ve just heard, sounding much like the Aphex Twin of old. Then
there’s the ‘Little Lord Fauntleroy’ mix of ‘Come To Daddy’. Being the Aphex Twin, this is
actually a totally new piece of music, taking little if anything from the original. Instead, we
get another gentle little piece of kindergarten electronica, this time with a ‘dirty little boy’
vocal, not quite as warped as ‘Milkman’ but still enough to twist the track into something it
might not otherwise be.

That leaves ‘Bucephalus Bouncing Ball’. This ones even weirder. It starts with rough
assortment of clicking, creaking and other electronic miscellania, before threatening to
break into melody about 1:30 in. It proceeds down the endless path of obscurity, until by
the fifth minute, we’ve lost control totally, even a sample from the old arcade game
‘Defender’ finding it's way in there. Look, it's Aphex Twin doing what he always does! |
can’t explain it, you’ll have to buy the CD (Note: This was technically an EP, so you won’t
find these tracks on an album).

28



EOL-Audio Archive

Apoptygma Berzerk — Soli Deo Gloria (1993)

The first Apoptygma Berzerk album offers a feast of competent and generally quite catchy
hybrid of electronic goth (or should that be ‘darkwave’) and EBM. Notable tracks include
the scathing ‘Bitch’, the oft-forgotten darkwave classic ‘Burnin’ Heretic’, the Pitchfork-
esque ‘Spiritual Reality’ and a (rare) good cover of a Velvet Underground song — ‘Al
Tomorrow’s Parties’. There’s also a remake of the early Apop single ‘Ashes To Ashes’,
smoothing of the rough edges of the original and making it more listenable as a result.

There is the occasional moment of overindulgence. Skyscraping is too self-consciously
‘clever’, a somewhat directionless seven-minute composition that stuff in more samples
and musical influences than advisable, but the albums is for the most part free from filler.
Even the four short instrumentals serve a function, with the two parts electro-medieval
‘Like Blood From The Beloved’ sandwiching the album neatly. In my experience, many
people miss the album and just buy ‘The Apopcalyptic Manifesto’ — although you’ll miss
out on some good songs if you do.

Apoptygma Berzerk — 7 (1996)

Whatever Apoptygma Berzerk promised on ‘Soli Deo Gloria’, they well and truly deliver
here. Opening with the organ and ‘O Fortuna’ laden dance hit ‘Love Never Dies’, Stephan
chmal proceeds to take us on a roller-coaster tour of his varied musical influences. The

Nirvana tribute ‘Mourn’ features a sample from their version ‘The Man Who Sold The
World’, whilst the anti-war, anti-national service ‘Non-Stop Violence’ makes it’s point with
pulsating synths and a socially-aware lyrical style that merge to form an unbelievably
catchy dark dance anthem. And that’s only the first three tracks!

As the album progresses, we get hints of Stephan’s industrial influences with the slow,
scathing ‘25 Cromwell Street’ and the straight ahead elecro-industrial stomps ‘Deep Red’
and ‘Half Asleep’ that both show vague signs of a Tyranny-era Front 242 sound. A couple
of slow songs (‘Nearer’ the better of the two) help round the album off. The quality of this
album’s content is such, however, that it's even worth FFWDing to the ‘hidden’ section
after the final song — a reprise of ‘Non-Stop Violence’, a few minutes of grating, noisy
rhythm and a cynical piece of synth-pop that seems to have acquired the title ‘Untitled Too’
to finally see the album out, one of the most consistently enjoyable collections of songs
this genre has ever produced.

Note: The original version of this album has been out of print for some time. The best
version to get is the 1998 Metropolis version, featuring a remix of ‘Mourn’ and a particularly
good cover of ‘Electricty’ (released in Europe on the ‘Mourn EP’). They’re inserted
between the last two tracks, and actually improve rather than upset the flow of the album.
The current version has a ‘guitar remix’ of Mourn, but also strips out a number of samples
for legal reasons — | hate it when that happens!

Apoptygma Berzerk — The Apopalyptic Manifesto (1996)

A useful (but far from complete) summary of Apop’s early career, packaged for the US
market. Generally, the tracks chosen are the better ones, though really it’s two-thirds of the
‘Soli Deo Gloria’ album, ‘Deep Red’ and it’s B-side ‘Electronic Warfare’ with different tracks
(including a couple of pieces exclusive to this disc) filling out the space. All of the important
tracks from the first aloum ARE here (though different versions of ARP and ‘Ashes To
Ashes’ are featured), but the unified feel of the disc is disrupted, even if you are getting
more Apop for your money.
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There are some other oddities from the early Apop releases here — interesting but rather
‘primitive’ alternate versions of ‘Ashes To Ashes’ and ‘Burning Heretics’ for instance,
though a few of the songs seem a touch on the indulgent side (the death grunts during the
old B-side ‘Wrack Em To Pieces’ seem surplus to requirements). The collection is still
likely to be of interest to those casual fans who just want one disc to sum up the history of
the Apop story prior to the release of ‘7’, but completists might now be best picking up the
now-reissued ‘Soli Deo Gloria” as well as the more comprehensive singles compilation
(see below).

Apoptygma Berzerk — APBL98 (1998)

This is a limited edition CD (10,000 copies) detailing Apoptygma Berzerk’s 1998 tour. The
setlist consists of tracks from 7" and ‘Soli Deo Gloria’ as well as ‘Paranoia’ (which at the
time was to be Apop’s next single) and their cover of ‘Enjoy The Silence’. These
recordings are interspersed with audio snippets of the band and their crew. The quality of
these recordings is OK by ‘live aloum’ standards but come over as slightly muddy
compared with the studio recordings, whilst the outtake snippets strike me as rather self-
indulgent and not as funny as the band obviously thought they were. No doubting the
quality of the songs, but nonetheless this is best regarded as a ‘fan special’ than a true
representation of the band.

Apoptygma Berzerk — Welcome To Earth (2000)

With a minimal, white-and-gold crop-circle artwork and increasing evidence of a number of
commercial trance and techno influences replacing the more industrial and gothic
elements of the Apop sound, it’s fairly clear than Stephan chmal is reaching beyond his
current genre in an attempt to find a new direction for the project. Opening with trancey,
hand-waving anthems ‘Starsign’ and ‘Eclipse’, he largely gets away with such stylistic
sweetening thanks to the sheer quality of the material. Both of these songs combine
reflective synth-pop and chart-friendly dance in near-perfect harmony, to the extent that it
doesn’t matter what genre this happens to be.

Though the beautiful ‘Kathy’s Song’ with it's female-computer voices and awesome
breakdown and the spectacular Metallica cover ‘Fade To Black’ (which rips just about
everything barring the vocal from the original and still keeps the spirit of the thing intact),
the album peaks one more time during the Underworld-meets-New Order frenzy of
‘Paranoia’. Unlike the previous album, however, this CD does appear patchy in places —
‘Help Me!’ is quite dull and neither the Twin Peaks rip-off ‘Moment of Tranquility’ nor
‘LNDP3’ succeed as ballads in the same manner as ‘Nearer’ (sorry, you can’'t sample
Briggs ‘Love Is Not Enough’ moment and stick a substandard song afterwards). | suppose
if you were to buy one APB album, | would still say “7’ — but this isn’t a bad second
purchase, as long as you’re not expecting ‘industrial’ or ‘gothic’ anything!

Apoptygma Berzerk — APBL2000 (2001)

A reasonable summary of Apop’s ‘Welcome To Earth’ tour. Their songs don’t vary much
live compared with the studio albums (though a few are extended or feature added guitar
lines), but still good clean fun right the way through. Unlike APBL98, this album features
only songs and doesn’t have any intervening ‘outtakes’ (they saved those for the DVD),
though the sound quality is also better than last time. Nothing essential here, however, just
the usual sort of live album, and this is the second one issued by this still quite young band.
The Lise Mhyre cartoon in the inlay is a nice bonus — look out for the cameo from Nemi
and Cyan.
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Note: A DVD was released of this tour, which probably gives a better indication of what
this band are like live.

Apoptygma Berzerk — APBL2000 — The Movie (2001)

This is the video/DVD incarnation of Apoptygma Berzerk’s 2000 Tour. Most of the songs
from their ‘Welcome To Earth’ tour setlist are featured (all taken from a live show in Oslo)
interspersed with various pieces of ‘behind the scenes’ footage. The live performances are
enjoyable enough, with a sufficient number of camera angles and reasonably clear sound
quality (the audio is noticeably louder than during the intervening parts), whilst the
intervening footage is the usual sort of ‘bands and their mates messing around’ sort of
thing. All highly entertaining, but it only makes me resent the tedious nature of my own day
job!

Apoptygma Berzerk — Harmonizer (2002)

This album signifies Apop’s final move away from anything goth-related, Stephan’s boys
instead immersing themselves in the synth-pop/trance combo first hinted at on ‘Welcome
To Earth’, the feel of the aloum characterised by warm, sweet synthesisers that prove to
be remarkably easy on the ear. They conjure up at least one sure-fire anthem in the form
of ‘Until The End of The World’, the lead refrain a sure-fire call-to-arms for glowstick-
wavers the world over. They also do well at the sweet split male/female-vocal synth-pop of
‘Unicorn’ and ‘Spindizzy’.

Unfortunately, there’s more filler than ever before — ‘OK Amp Let Me Out’ is too long and
repetitive to become the hard dance anthem it was probably intended as. ‘Photoshop
Sucks’ (starring Computorgirl) and the minimal techno ‘Detroit Tickets’ both sound more
like technical experiments than songs par-se and the wet ballad going by the name of
‘Pikachu’ should have been shot at birth. Overall, it seems as though Apop can still come
up with the anthems when it counts, but it’s starting to seem like they’re losing their touch
in terms of creating well-rounded studio albums.

Apoptygma Berzerk — The Singles Collection (2003)

A useful collection of Apoptygma Berzerk’s non-album back catalogue from their Tatra
years (starting from Kathy’s Song and working backwards, skipping only the Mourn EP).
Unlike many such compilations, the material on here is surprisingly strong and diverse,
containing everything from an ancient version of ‘Ashes of Ashes’ thru to recent Ferry
Corsten and VNV Nation remixes of ‘Kathys Song’, so will be of interest to any ‘late
arrivals’ to Apop’s fan-base who missed these first time out. Some long-forgotten B-sides,
such as ‘Electronic Warfare’ and ‘Seven Signs’ are a particularly welcome presence.

In the process, we do get original or near-original versions of the majority of Apop’s key
songs during this era, even though it’s not a totally comprehensive hits collection, due to
the bands habit of saving some of their best songs for the albums (‘Starsign’ and ‘Love
Never Dies’ are the two most obvious absences).

Apoptygma Berzerk — You And Me Against The World (2005)

Apoptygma Berzerk do what they’ve been threatening to do for many years and ‘go rock’
(you thought those Metallica covers were done for laughs, didn’t you?). In some respects,
this was a wise move, in that the ‘future pop’ sound of Harmonizer and Welcome to Earth
is now very much a sound in decline. Indeed, the lead single ‘In This Together’ portrays an
effective electro-anthem-rock direction, suggestive of the like of both HIM and Bon Jovi
whilst still having that distinctive Apop ‘feel’.
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Unfortunately, the rest of the album largely fails to match this lead song. The Kim Wilde
cover ‘Cambodia’ is probably the strongest album track, with their taken on ‘Shine On’ by
The House of Love not far behind, but most of the Apop’s own creations sound rather thin
and lyrically vacuous. The guitar parts, whilst avoiding the generic ‘chug-a-chug’ power
chord obsession that many otherwise-electronic bands indulge in, aren’t musically all that
advanced and therefore just don’t have a chance to shine (on) — not even the heaviest
track (‘Maze’) really feels like a true rock anthem, whilst none of the more electronic tracks
garner more than a ‘meh’ level of interest.

Assemblage 23 - Failure (2001)

It seems strange to me that this ‘future pop’ thing still holds an interest for me (I call it that
even if everyone hates to — and no, it's not a synonym for EBM). There’s many an album
held up with maybe one strong single, and lots of substandard recreations of that one
same tune, or over-indulgent ‘experiments’ that do little musically or otherwise. Fortunately,
quite a few people out there still have that special something that allows them to do a little
more than that. Assemblage 23 is one such act.

‘Contempt’ was a reasonable start, but it’s here that Tom Shear’s talent really begins to
shine through. It’s not like it's hugely revolutionary or anything. Most of the tunes sit
comfortably in the contemporary synth-pop/wave country, whilst the lyrics sing of failure
(obviously), fear, foreboding and other human frailties. The success of the album is that it
does all of the above very well, over the course of a number of songs. Even the most
overworked genre is good for quite a few albums, and this particular disc is a decent
attempt at becoming one such CD.

We start with ‘Naked’ which unfolds gently into a strong, solid dark dance number. Tom
Shear takes no risks, settling for a mid-tempo tale of how having nothing means having
nothing to lose. Sets the scene nicely for ‘I Am The Rain’, whose distinctive chiming lead
has long since become something of a cyber-goth call to arms. There’s something
undeniably commercial about this track, but the huge 147bpm loop underpinning it ensures
it keeps most of it’s distant-but-still-evident EBM credibility. It's a trick Assemblage 23
seems to have mastered, even if they don’t always pull it off, as we shall see.

‘House on Fire’ has an urgent, panicked tone that works well, fitting well with it's overall
theme of running from an unescapable doom, questioning ‘why?’ every step of the way.
Next is ‘Tried’ — a slower piece, nice and punchy in the verses with a vocoded chorus
barely audible above swathes of sweet synthesiser. It’s not the sort of floorfiller that people
buy these CDs for, but a good listening track for those looking for a change in tone.

‘Disappoint’, however, is where all elements of Assemblage 23’s sound come together at
once. For once, the lyrics seem to serve a specific purpose rather than portraying a vague
philosophical statement — dealing as they do with Tom’s feelings regarding his father’s
recent suicide (he doesn’t admit his directly in the inlay, but the album dedication makes it
pretty clear). Musically, things are kept to the straightforward mid-tempo four-beat
synthpop, which here is a good thing as this is a song where the music needs to support
the words and not the other way round (as is often the case). For here, even if you haven’t
shared our narrator’s experiences, you now at least understand them.

‘Divide’ is up next, offering the harshest sound heard on the album so far, opening with
some cold blasts of brooding synth before the song kicks in, though once again a pop-
styled chorus balances everything out. Then there is ‘Longevity’, perhaps the weakest
track on the album — uncertain in terms of structure, vocals buried deep in the mix and
instrumentally a case of trying too hard, packing in a number of potentially successful
fragments, but never really gelling.
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‘Silence’ stands out as the other ‘maverick’ track on the album. Whilst we’ve occasionally
heard little bits of vocal distortion, here we get burst of full-throats industrial gravel straight
from the Hocico school. It’s not really what this act is best at, but while it doesn’t cut as
deep as some of it's contemporaries, it’s still an interesting experiment at a ‘guest’ style. |
just think, like the track that came before, the whole thing could have been assembled
more carefully.

Though anyone worrying that the album has now run out of steam clearly hasn’t heard
‘Awake’ yet. Yes, it's undeniably the most commercially accessible track of the lot — but
anyone wanting more of ‘1 Am The Rain’ and it’s ilk will go for it’s pulsating sequences,
soaring atmospherics and inspired songwriting, sing-along chorus thrown in for free. This
just leaves us with the tailpiece of ‘King of Insects’, one final piece of slowed-down
contemplation to see us out.

And my final verdict. The two weaker tracks don’t really upset the album, the better tracks
really are seriously impressive and there’s a fair mix of the down-tempo reflective and the
faster dancey pieces. Has to be said that if you’re fed up of this kind of music passing itself
off as industrial, then this album isn’t actually all that likely to force you to reconsider.
However, if this IS the sort of thing you like, then this album still is a good example of it's
kind, so | wouldn’t disagree with anyone trotting off their vendor of choice and bagging a

copy.
Assemblage 23 — Defiance (2002)

It's sort of strange that despite being American, Assemblage 23 are usually spoken of in
the same breath as European giants VNV Nation, Icon of Coil and Apoptygma Berzerk, not
to mention sharing many a DJ setlist in Slimelight and its equivalents around the world.
Signing to Accession probably helped them there. Then again, KMFDM signed to Wax
Trax!, so the lesson remains that geography isn’t necessarily an indicator of how a band
might sound.

And this CD, if nothing else, will sit VERY comfortable alongside the likes of ‘The Soul Is In
The Software’ and the much-maligned-despite-being-pretty-good ‘Futureperfect’. Sure
enough, another band that'’s traditionally labelled EBM has realised they might be able to
widen their fan-base by picking up the appropriate synths (Access Virus? I’'m no guru, but
future poppers wax lyrical at this particular bit of kit) and bringing it a bit of that
trance/techno sound which to date has been dominated by big-names DJs rather than the
musicians behind the actual music.

Of course, I’'m not against mixing styles together. In fact, in moderation | really quite like
this particular genre-combo. It’s just everyone’s at it now. Don’t forget, however,
Assemblage 23 were doing this kind of thing right from the word go, so they’re no
bandwagon jumpers. But the competition is now very fierce indeed. Thankfully for the sake
of this album (and this review) Assemblage 23 are just very good at this kind of sound.
Mid-to-high-tempo beats, plenty of arpeggios, swirling synths and a whole stack of ear
candy. The songs sound like you want them to sound.

To visualise (or rather auralise) what this album sounds like, try and remember the track
‘Awake’ from ‘Failure’. Five of the tracks on this disc develop on that particular ‘feel’.
Album opener ‘Opened’ is particularly commercial in, with a euphoric hands-in-the-air lead
and everything else typical of your typical TV-advertised dance comp — with one exception,
of course — the vocals. Tom Shear has at least got the good sense to write some decent
lyrics. In this case, they read like Depeche Mode but sound more like VNV Nation in the
delivery — a fair compromise.
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Of the other ‘glowsticks on standby’ tracks, there is of course ‘Document’, release on
single with two billion remixes. Even if you're sick to death of it, there’s no denying it’s
‘longing to leave a mark on the world’ subject matter comes over fairly well. There’s also
‘Drive’ and ‘Fallen Down’, which do the same sort of thing. And of course, my personal
favourite, ‘Blindhammer’. Slowed-down just a little compared with the others, the ‘mindless
destruction’ concept and almost-classic-EBM drum loop plus soaring synths hit the sweet
spot in every respect, with the paraphrased biblical verse during the songs outro
particularly well-placed.

Things get ‘interesting’ when the tempos move beyond the ‘120-high 130s’ BPM safety
zone (easy to spot as the back cover provides these values for you), and BTW, those
guotes were deliberate. There are two ‘fast tracks’ in the later stages of the album (but no
hoarse Hocico impersonations a la Silence from the last album). Hitting 140BPM is ‘Light’
— all perfectly reasonable but left me feeling notably indifferent by it’'s conclusion. The
fastest track of all is ‘Maps of Reality’ — apart from a heavily distorted drum break hidden in
there somewhere, it really just sounds like one of the other songs with a 10% rise in tempo.

There are also three slower tracks. My favourite of these is ‘Horizon’, with it's huge beat,
carefully textured synths and subtle vocal effects. The sparse ‘Cocoon’ is OK, too —
lyrically ambiguous enough to keep you thinking, but not doing the ‘token slow one’ that
many a ‘reflective track on an otherwise dancey album’ is usually guilty of. The album
closer ‘Lullaby’ is unique to this album (but not music as a whole) in that’s it’s a slow,
dreamy piano song, but it's too maudlin for my liking. This is still the area of the scene
where VNV Nation retain unquestioned dominance.

Well, let’s round up the plus and minus points. It's got a number of good, dancefloor-
friendly songs on it, and enough variations of that theme to keep it interesting. Production
is as good as any competition and it’s just very nice to listen to. Sadly, it’s also nothing
special. The previous album ‘Failure’ sounded like Tom Shear was seriously pushing
himself, and for whatever reason you just don’t get that feeling this time round. ‘Defiance’,
in the final reckoning, is never going to be a great album. Just a good ordinary album.

Assemblage 23 — Storm (2004)

This album comes at an interesting time. The ‘futurepop’ sound, such that it is, appears to
be reaching a form of saturation point. There’s only so much you can do with it. The ‘big
three’ (VNV, Apop and Covenant) may have built themselves sizable fanbases that’ll
survive any downturns in the fortunes of the sound. But at the top of the second division,
we get the likes of Icon of Coil and (of course) Assemblage 23. On the border between the
big time and ‘just another scene band’, both bands need to deliver if they are to progress
far enough to ensure survival.

Icon of Coil might well have made it with ‘Machines Are Us’, and even formed a collection
of side-projects as back-up. Tom Shear, however, seems to be relying on Assemblage 23
alone. And the Assemblage 23 formula that comes with it — combining trance, EBM and
synth-pop influences to produce that oh-so-effective juxtaposition of happy, dancey,
glowstick-waving dance with a resigned, nay, depressive, lyrical tone. It’s worked for him
before, and this album is very much a case of ‘better the devil you know’.

With a couple of exceptions, the album’s songs are upbeat, all seemingly aimed at club
play. The album is also well produced, with a more ‘detailed’ sound than previous efforts,
and confident, accomplished vocals from Tom. And that’s essentially it. Stick it in the CD
player, and sit back and enjoy the punchy beat, arpeggios and sweeping synths of opening
track ‘Human’. And then there’s the actual song content. ‘Forgive Me My Mistakes — I'm
Only Human’. Hmmm, REAL innovation there.....</sarcasm>
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‘Skin’ keeps things going along similar lines, a anthem to promote self-discovery with an
oh-s0-80s crystalline bell chime and a euphoric ascending synth line providing the hooks.
Then comes ‘Ground’, which is one slightly erratic synth burble away from being the purest
form of common-or-garden future pop imaginable. And that ain’t a compliment! Next up is
lead single ‘Let The Wind Erase Me’, a sort of cry for anonymity in musical form. By the
sounds of this, he’s already achieved it....

‘Infinite’ is next, the fastest song on offer here, a competent but rather ordinary song about
feeling small in amongst the enormity of the universe (Maybe | should develop myself a
cliché counter, and test it with this album). We then finally get the first of two token
downtempo numbers in the form of ‘Complacent’, which carries a valid message and
makes a fairly good fist of the contemporary goth-friendly synth-pop sound. But is it meant
to be self-referential, because it could certainly be viewed that way?

Back to the dancefloor trax, then, with “You Haven’t Earned It’. It's one of my favourites
lyrically, a scathing attack on the attention-seeking bandwagon-jumpers of the world, whilst
the lead synth that bridges the chorus back to the verses is a simple-but-effective hook
that makes this song at least stand out from the others. ‘Regret’, meanwhile, does nothing
of any interest whatsoever, providing me with absolutely notable in terms of musical
elements to comment on at any stage. ‘Apart’ is a slight improvement, the forceful layers of
percussion offering us the only really industrial elements of the whole CD, even if | spotted
similarities with VNV’s ‘Fearless’ when listening to it.

But somehow, despite my indifference to the vast majority of this CD, there is still one
track that stands out. It’s not unknown for Assemblage 23 albums to end on a slow song,
but this one at least tops ‘King of Insects’ and ‘Lullaby’, the closing numbers from the
previous two albums. The song in question is ‘30,000Ft’. The vocals are processed to
sound like a mobile phone message, sent from a plane plummeting to Earth, the delicate
instrumentation finally achieving the feeling of utter resignation that Mr.Shear has been
seeking throughout the last 4 albums. As before the message is complete, the call (and
hence the song and the album as a whole) comes to an abrupt end. There is no crash, no
explosion, just a plaintive squeak, and then silence. End of CD.

And quite frankly, | was relieved. There’s no doubting the technical merit of this album.
Tom Shear has become a very competent synth-meister and future-pop ‘name’. But at the
end of the day, it isn’t really all that exciting a listen. Whilst a couple of songs (‘Skin’ and
‘You Haven'’t Earned It") pack in enough hooks to acquit themselves, the others largely fall
to do so. Which gave the usually perfunctory closing number an unprecedented chance to
steal the thunder of the whole album. Anyway, if this is the way future pop is going, all |
can say is roll on the next Hocico album....

A Thousand Societies — Le Crepuscule Des Idoles (2011)

The French have a fine history in terms of minimal electronics projects. Back in the early-
to-mid 80’s, projects such as End Of Data, Opera Multi Steel and even the early works of
Die Form produced a legacy of work that has sadly seen little international recognition
outside of the ‘Cold Waves and Minimal Electronics’ compilation issued a couple of years
back. A particularly obscure practitioner of this style was A Thousand Societies, late
arrivals at the Coldwave Ball, producing a few self-released albums in the mid-1990’s and
then disappearing again.

Spurred perhaps by a revival of interest in this particular corner of music history, A
Thousand Societies are back for another try, delivering up this self-released 13-track
selection. Despite all of this history, this is not a project stuck in the past, avoiding the
temptation to become a Moog-toting lo-fi retro-electro revival outfit, instead delivering a
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cleaner, punchier production, borrowing influences from various 00’s electronic styles
without directly copying any of them. And that’s a relief in it's own right. Last thing we
needed with another “tribute band with new lyrics”.

For example, the opening track “Action P4” builds itself around a pipe organ chord
progression and spoken-word vocals, a fine prelude to the album’s title track, which is just
a solid, mid-tempo melodic electronic composition. The French language vocals, punchy
beat and melodic elements are all relatively simple in concept, but in combination they just
work together in a manner too intangible for this poor reviewer to sum up in words.

“‘Keep Rockin” sees a switch to the English language, and a slight dip in quality due to
some rather trite lyrics and the songs up-tempo nature coming across as being rather
‘rushed’. “LSD” is the first really weak track — the first lead female vocal track and first
appearance of guitar proving to be very dirge-like compared with what has come so far.
Almost on cue, things instantly wake up again with “Do You Like It?”, an furious, blistering
composition, distoro-beats and sneered vocals finally bridging the gap between the French

and American schools of coldwave.

“Fly With Me” is slower but no less memorable, featuring a octave bass line and an
alternating pair of synth leads that borrow equally from the And One and [:SITD:] schools
of catchy, modern-day EBM. The albums midpoint is marked by “Les lévres de
I'existentiel”, an intricate piece that alternates clean and dirty basslines in a manner that
keeps the piece sufficiently interesting for the duration.

“Stop” takes the tempos up again, but the inherent energy that the track tries to convey
fails to come across in the final production. The curiously named “EBM! (A Thousand
BPM)” is an improvement, certainly the best dancefloor track so far, borrowing equal parts
from the old and new schools of body music, mixing shouted vox with throbbing arps and
synth effects. ‘Licht im Licht’ adds a third language to the mix, even if it is only in the
chorus, again combining an Belief-era Ebb bass with various modern-era synth trickery.

“See Me Bounce” is another mid-tempo EBM cut, but quite monotonous compared with
what we’ve had so far. “Erreeur Fatale” finally returns us to the artist’s native tongue, and
whilst the chord progression and ominous piano melody work well enough in places, the
track as a whole isn’t especially memorable. “Give Me The Mix” ends the album, with
effected female vocals hinting briefly at the now-deceased electroclash sound that was
once so popular, but there just isn’t enough song here to prove to be anything other than a
token album closer.

This is still an impressive collection of songs, even if it's a couple of filler too long, and
more importantly, the project doesn’t try to associate itself with any one electronic sub-
genre. At a time where every band wants to be the next Nitzer Ebb, the next Combichrist
or the next Depeche Mode (dream on....), it's almost a relief to here a couple of musicians
just getting on with sounding like themselves. The challenge they face is finding
themselves an audience — getting any kind of attention for this style of music without
significant label backing is difficult at best in these times. Here’s hoping this is just the start
of a new era for the band, and not just an abortive comeback attempt.

The Beauty of Gemina — Iscariot Blues (2012)

This is the fourth aloum but the Swiss gothic rock/darkwave outfit, and with it comes a
further shift in the projects overall focus. Their first two releases, strong as they were, had
something of a ‘sprawling’ feel about them, like they were trying to pack every facet of their
style into a single release. Since their previous album (At The End Of The Sea), they’'ve
shown a definite preference for the rockier aspects of their sound. This album cuts down
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the tracklisting to a mere 10 tracks (their shortest so far) and emphatically homes in on
their direction of choice.

As someone who was drawn to this band by their synth-led recordings, you might have
expected me to be somewhat disappointed with this stylistic shift, but nothing could be
further from the truth. This album might very well be the strongest gothic rock recording
I've heard in many years, and despite the reduction in use of electronics, there is still an
impressive spread of stylistic influences at play here. Whatever form of dark guitar rock
you happen to like, there’s something for you here.

You may fall for the ‘Joy Division Plus’ post-punker ‘Haddon Hall’, the walls of effected
guitar and resigned vocals of ‘Voice Of Winter’, or the straight-ahead middle-era goth
rocker ‘Golden Age’. It's worth mentioning that The Beauty Of Gemina aren’t just a fanboy
project trying to shoehorn in references to all their favourite bands, though. Every song
twists their chosen style in a manner that makes a (relatively) cohesive album. Hard rock
anthem ‘Dark Revolution’ would in many respect be right at home on a late-80s Cult album,
if it wasn'’t for the atypical time signature. Works for me.

To be honest, there’s some tracks here that couldn’t really be defined as bona-fide ‘goth
rock’ at all, and what a relief that is, too! Last thing we need is yet-another-band trying to
fill in for a lack of a follow up to ‘Vision Thing’. ‘Seven-Day Wonder’ does a sort of
Garbage-esque electronic-infused indie sound, ‘Badland’ opens with a low-key bluesy
acoustic twang before building into a noisy climax, and ‘Stairs’ is built around a hymn-like
chord progression on organ, which is more of a salute to Pink Floyd than the kind of things
requested by those people who scribbled ‘Play Some Goth!” on club setlists. You know
who you are!

The only synth-heavy track on the album is ‘June 2"¥. The track feels a little ‘uncertain’ in
it's early stages, spluttering rather than pulsing into life, but by the third minutes it lurches
up a gear and ultimately proves to be as memorable as anything else here. The only track
here that didn’t win me over was closing number ‘Last Night Home’, the albums longest
track meandering rather than surging toward it’s conclusion.

But I’'m not going to hold that against them — if you’ve read this far, you're obviously not
just here to seek out kickin’ industrial beats and throbbing arpeggios. And in that case,
there’s something on this album for you. You could pick a choice track from your download
site of choice, but you’d be much better off buying the whole thing.

Bella Morte — The Best Of Bella Morte (2013)

One of the things I've learned about writing for Brutal Resonance is that I'll never hear
every band of note in the scene. | used to think it possible, but not any more. Sure, reading
through the reviews gives you a chance to sort the stuff you might like from the stuff you
never will, but there’s always going to be some bands you miss. And Bella Morte managed
to release eight studio albums and various other recordings before | got round to listening
to them. And then this compilation comes up for review, and as I’'m not adverse to a bit of
“‘American Gothic” (yeah, naming genres after paintings, how cultured!), | decided it was
time to catch up.

The newcomer isn’t helped by the fact that the compilation isn’t in chronological order. This
means that their early synth-based recordings sit alongside their more guitar driven style of
later years. Anyway a few minutes of research with Discogs.com soon allowed me to
establish some kind of pattern to their backcatalog. And for those of you who find me too
verbose, I'll tell it like | hear it here: Started synthy, went punky, then metally, then went all
maturity of sound on us.
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Admittedly, there’s a part of me that wishes they’d kept their original sound. “Fall No More”,
a compilation track from 1999, kicks off the disc, and it's amongst the finest examples of
darkwave pop you’ll hear, descending piano synth, twinkling synth motifs and yearning
lyrics. It’s not unlike “The Rain Within Her Hands”, a well-executed synthpop tune that
follows all the ‘less is more’ mantras to a tee.

Even more minimal is “One Winters Night”, the oldest track here, being the sole
representative from their 1997 debut ‘Remains’. The synth string line might sound dated to
modern ears, but it harks back to an era when there wasn’t a big divide between the
deathrock mafia and the EBM army. Yes, synth-heavy goth has always been a soft spot of
mine. The most stripped-down track of all is called “Winter”, all tuned percussion sounds
and cubic yards of reverb (how’s that for a descriptor?). With plenty of empty space in the
mix to hold all the atmosphere, it harks back to forgotten era, before music production was
all about filling every space in the mix with some form of noise.

Anyway, somewhere around the turn of the millennium, Bella Morte discovered guitar
amps and the bulk of the remainder of this collection is given over to rifftastic action. Even
here you can chart development. “The Coffin Don’t Want Me And She Don’t Either” is a
noisy post-punk track from 2001’s ‘The Death Rock EP’. It a competent take on the style,
even if it's a complete about turn from what they released only two years previous.

And one year later, we’re onto the album ‘The Quiet’, and straight into buzzsaw guitars
and snarled vocals as heard on “Logic”. It lacks the fine art of anthemic song-craft, but it
certainly makes more of an impact that the title track of the same album, which despite
being featured on a ‘Best Of’ like this, sounds like a 12” B-side from a 80s Cure wannabe?
Perhaps | was wrong to look for patterns after all?

Luckily, this is a rare blip in what is already proving to be a promising if somewhat
haphazard journey of discovery through a sizeable discography. A brief return to a more
electronic style came in 2004 on “Many Miles”, but they then delivered huge, power-chord
laden numbers such as “Flatlined” (2005) and “Find Forever Gone” (2008). At one moment
| thought | was listening to Paradise Lost, and that has to be a good thing. In between this,
we did get “On The Edge”, a gritter metal number, but one that at least knows the benefit
of a cheesy electronic melody as an kind of ‘instant hook’.

| have to admit to not liking Bella Morte’s most recent works. “Here With Me” comes from
their most recent studio album (2011’s ‘Before The Flood’), and it’s a tedious six minute of
e-piano navel-gazing reflective balladry which brings little goodness to these ears of mine.
There’s also a remake of their old track “Evensong”, but it’s sounds like a ‘will this do?’
garden-variety trad-goth filler.

But | have to admit — I’'m very tempted to give the actual Bella Morte albums a go now. For
the balance of their career, they explored the limits of the space occupied by darkwave
and gothic rock and as a newcomer to the band, my curiosity is piqued. And then it all
made sense. In the recent past the highest marks I've given in Brutal Resonance reviews
have been to The Beauty Of Gemina, Grooving In Green and now this. Here | am, trying to
present myself as a one-man lone EBM soldier, battling the invading forces of dubstep and
suchlike, and all along | could have just Played Some Goth.

Just don’t ask me to do the look, though. All that dressing up ain’t for me.

Bionic — Close To Nature (2010)

Those of you with knowledge of industrial scene heritage may have fond memories of the
Off-Beat Label, whom in their mid-90s prime delivered classic albums from the likes of
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Project Pitchfork, Haujobb, Front Line Assembly and countless others. In amongst these
releases is an less-well remembered album ‘Rest In Peace’ by a project called Bionic.
Don’t ask me why, but they’ve decided that time is right for a comeback and have duly
unleashed ‘Close To Nature’ onto an audience that are as good as unaware of their distant
past.

And I'll be fair, first impressions aren’t bad. “It Doesn’t Matter” is a fine example of the
muscular EBMish synthpop dished up by countless European bands, lyrics somewhat
goofy but still affecting in their own way. | have to admit to returning to this song several
times whilst reviewing this album, which is a polite way of saying that from here on, quality
control is variable at best.

I'll round up the good bits first. “Give Me Shelter” is a good, dynamic pop song, a decent
balance of punchy beats, synth melodics and sing-along chorus. “Inside” makes a decent
stab at doing the whole throbbing arp/filter sweep/morose lyrics thing attempted by those
many bands that set out trying to sound like VNV Nation but ended up coming across like
an Assemblage 23 album filler — this particular track at least avoids the most obvious
clichés and thus succeeds in sounding distinctive. And if you’re looking for the tracks worth
downloading from your digital seller of choice, you might as well quit reading now.

Of the remainder, “Somewhere” is a tolerable but totally unmemorable body beat pop song.
“Anything” and “Cold Eyes” both attempt to pack a mishmash of synthetic concepts around
static four-beats, both offering occasional moments of interest but otherwise presenting a
largely bland musical landscape. “Strive for Uniting” is a disjointed attempt at a slow,
menacing number, too stop-start for me to even hope to even start to describe it, so I'll just
stop here. The albums real nadir is “It's No Par”, a pathetic attempt at a minimal Nitzer Ebb
wannabe.

There a couple of remixes at the end of the album. Accessory’s remix of “Inside” is a
cluttered, noisy affair, knocking all the life out of the track, a disappointing showing for a
band that usually knows how to twist such material into a floorfiller. There’s also a
passable remix of “It's Doesn’t Matter” by Minusheart, toughening up the original in places
but essentially leaving the essential elements of the song intact. Which, given what we
heard from Accessory one track previously, is probably a good thing.

The end result is a patchy album that really offers a mere trio of good songs, and those
three aren’t a significant deviation from the countless other tracks in the same style
squeezing my playlist to bursting. Much as | love my synthpop and 1990s electro-industrial,
particularly when the two concept meet within the confines of the same song, | really don’t
see the point behind this project’s revival. There is so much more exciting material out
there to enjoy instead.

Blood Axis — Born Again (2010)

I’d almost given up waiting. It's been twelve years since ‘The Gospel Of Inhumanity’. An
album which drew influence from the darkest corners of the neofolk, martial, occult and
industrial scenes, and then ironically delivered one of the most listenable albums this
highly elitist subgenre has produced. And now after barely stoking the fire with various live
albums, colabs and limited singles for more than a decade, Michael Moynihan FINALLY
issues the long-awaited full-length follow up to his debut. And despite the man’s

reputation as an extremist ‘bad egg’ (the debate about how true this is can rage elsewhere,
I’m not here to discuss the politics beliefs of musicians), this album is even more
accessible than it's predecessor.
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The key difference is that whilst the first Blood Axis album sounded like it had been
‘assembled’, this one sounds as though it is actually being ‘played’. And to hear evidence,
you need look no further than ‘Song Of The Comrade’, a bodhran beat overlaid by tuneful
accordion and guitar, over which a verse celebrating the brotherhood and mutual support
is spoken. lItis a true anthem — regardless of how it is played, how the vocals are
performed or what context it is set it, the message is clear. A little research reveals the
verse has a darker and more controversial history than is initially apparent, but | won’t ruin
it for you by saying how.

And the album is far from a one-shot wonder — ‘Madhu’ bears a distinct medieval feel
(complete with Old English lyrics), whilst the German language features in “The Dream’
and ‘Erwachen In Der Nacht’, the latter featuring some military snare rolls, one of only few
real hints of this projects association with ‘martial’ industrial, a tag that once made sense,
but now seems attached to the project for political rather than musical reasons.

And the myriad stylistic variation don’t stop there. Annabel Lee sings lead vocals on ‘The
Path’, whose swirling guitar lead appears to be rooted in psychedelic rock (anyone who
liked the last few Der Blutharsch albums will be right at home here). The structure of
album as a whole also seems to have been carefully considered — the confrontational
‘Churning and Chewing’ serving as wake-up call between the ambient drones of ‘Hard Iron
Age’ and the 8-minute long minimal piano epic ‘The Vortex’. And if you were wondering
where the folk was on what was allegedly a neofolk album, just skip to the penultimate
(title) track for some Celtic bardic frivolity — Michael even resists taking to the mic here,
resulting in the rarest of things — a Blood Axis track without so much of a hint of a sinister
edge!

Of course, with three band members, a host of guests musicians, and a succession of
traditional texts forming the bulk of the lyrics, one might even wonder how much creative
influence Moynihan HAS over this album. But that’s the wrong question to ask. Michael’'s
assertive, controlled vocal delivery leaves the listener in no doubt that he is most definitely
the man in charge here. He has the confidence not to need his name splashed over all the
credits, the self-assurance to let his hand-picked comrades do their thing, yet leave us in
no doubt in the end that this is HIS project.

Welcome back, Blood Axis. You were missed.

Blutengel — Demon Kiss (2004)

I’'m starting to think Chris Pohl is starting to spread his talents a little too thinly. Aside from
Blutengel, he’s got Terminal Choice and Tumor to worry about, not to mention his work
with Pain of Progress. Not that all of this put together makes him enough money to quit
full-time work. And this latest release from Blutengel suggests that this particularly prolific
German needs to slow down and start taking some more time over his recordings. Becaise
this sound like a right ‘did it in his sleep’ job.

Of course, the first hints of Blutengel’s decline came on 2002’s ‘Angel Dust’ album, which
had it's moments, but moments padded out with rather generic electro-gothic filler. And
now it seems the ‘moments’ have largely gone, and Pohl has to fill an entire aloum with the
substandard stuff. Plus the bonus CDs. Not content with the usual ‘bonus CD’ box set, Out
of Line have decided to issue a 3CD fold-out box thingy to boot. | still can’t believe |
shelled out for it, either!
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But back to the important bit — the snapshots of the cute goth chicks. Oops, hang a minute,
I'll rephrase that......

But back to the important bit — the album proper. The opening track ‘Angels of the Dark’
largely defines that sound of the album as a whole — sweet, formulaic gothic electro-pop,
alternating male-female vocals for the verses, uniting for the chorus. On the surface, it’s all
fairly proficient. But it’s also sounds very one-dimensional. The lyrics contain all the usual
darkwave terminology (darkness, angel/vampire references, sacrifice, etc), whilst the song
just wanders past without ever trying to make a mark.

Lead single ‘Forever’ follows, a slight improvement, a relatively accomplished but rather
cliché use of chmaltz metaphor (which might explain Pohl’s horror-movie attire in the
inlay), with only some punchy drum rolls standing out from the standardised collection of
sounds that make a Blutengel track these days. Then comes ‘Silent Tears (For You)’, a
more-minimal classical oriented piece, sung by Constance and Eva. The mix of orchestral
drumming and harp works well enough, but there’s no aura of greatness about it. Against
all the odds, it’s just another song.

And now the album really descends into tedium....the bitty ‘In The Distance’ and the
blatant reworking of old concepts on ‘Solitary Angel’ both failing to leave even the slightest
impression, whilst the token attempt at uptempo electro-industrial (omitting the extreme
vocal distortion) of ‘Love Killer’ just sounds like a self-conscious attempt to add an
additional style to the album that sorely needs a wake-up call. Eva Poelzing gets her first
lead vocals of the album on ‘Senseless life’, but it neither improves on nor develops upon
what has come before.

We finally get something of worth come ‘Navigator’. Just this once, everything comes
together at once — the programming seems to have found some of it’s former dynamism,
whilst Pohl’s chorus shines brighter than anything else on the album, singing of the angel
he know he is never going to be. Backed on to this is ‘Stay’, a cover of the old
Shakespeare’s Sister number. Their adaptation starts out as a fairly straightforward piano-
based affair, Constance making a pretty good job at the vocal (particularly with the soaring,

chmaltzy e chorus), before Chris comes in and shows us how to sing it Blutengel-
style.

The two best tracks on the album are now out of the way, however. The rest, from ‘Ice
Angel’ through to the conclusion, is just more of the same. Sure, if you like shimmering
synths, textured pads and strings, droning male vox interspersed with sweetly sung girlie
bits and songs about angels, lost souls and all that, you’ll probably be in heaven. Oh,
except for ‘Go To Hell’, where we get another attempt at the up-tempo electro-industrial-
minus-vocal-distortion thing. It's better than ‘Love Killer’, admittedly, but nothing
revolutionary.

There must be some readers who are thinking that I got just a little bit bored whilst writing
this review. Well, all | can say is that you’re absolutely right. But you ain’t seen nothing yet.
I've got the bonus discs to write about. The ‘Fire’ CD contains five further songs, as if 15
on the album were not enough, the best of which being the offbeat instrumental ‘Demon
Kiss’ and the almost groovy ‘Falscher Stolz’. The other three (‘Second Chance’, ‘Ohne
Dich’ and ‘Kingdom’) are just chm everything else on the main album.

The third CD, entitled ‘Ice’ is only found on the limited edition 3CD set. I've got one of
those, meaning there’s only 1999 others out there (update: got a pretty sum for it on Ebay
since writing this). If you missed it, don’t worry too much. You get the band’s ‘Konzertintro
from their 2003 live shows, a reasonably well-conceived exclusive EBM-ish track ‘Mistress
of the Dark’ (but does everything have to be ‘of the Dark’ or ‘of the Night’ all the time?),
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plus an uninspired remix of ‘Forever’ and an acoustic (piano-based) take on ‘Die With You’
from Seelenschmerz, which is reasonable enough compared with everything else here.

There’s also a videoclip of ‘Vampire Romance’ in .mpg format, a sort of mixture of horror
movie clips mixed with footage of the bands performance of the same song at the M’era
Luna festival aircraft hangar in 2003, with the studio version played over the top. | was
there personally, and was surprised they picked that show, due to the way that the bands
backing video mysteriously had the on-screen counter left switched on for their entire show.
But I've had enough of being picky.

So | have to admit to being disappointed. Not that | was surprised given the advance
warning of the ‘Forever’ single. It’s like the magic that brought this group to my attention
has gone. The techniques that made greats such as the heavenly ‘Soul of Ice’ or the
resigned melancholic gloom of ‘I'm Dying Alone’ are still technically in evidence. But there
are no fresh ideas as to how they might be applied. Pohl and his two lady friends just trawl
out song after song, throwing in all their favourite ingredients, but ultimately producing little
more than standardised Euro-goth. That said, there’s apparently still a demand for this sort
of thing, so if you excuse me while | warm up the Korg Triton, as if he can do it, so can I.
And | won’t call any of my songs ‘Forever’, either.

Blutengel — Forever (2003)

Right, that’s it. No more. Could all these Euro-bands please kindly stop calling their songs
‘Forever’. It's been done. It’s finished. Get over it. Angels and Agony, Bruderschaft, Culture
Kulttr, a couple of others with band names so generic | can’t seriously be asked to recall
them, and now Blutengel, too! It’s not original anymore. It's become more cliched that an
Access Virus preset.

Not that all that means this is necessarily a bad song of course. That’'s more of a
subjective matter. Let’s ignore the ‘Forever’ bits and get to the heart of the song. Blutengel
have, after all, produced some very beautiful pieces of music over the years. What we
have here, however, sort of sits in the middle of their creative music spectrum. Pohl’s deep
Germanic voice takes lead role, with little evidence of any female vocals this time. | could
dream up a more elaborate description, but there’s no point as ultimately it’s just another
piece of vaguely melodic goth-friendly synth-pop.

B-side ‘Leaving You'’ is also fairly predictable stuff, a downtempo one complete with the
slowed-down beat and perpetually looped piano synth (I'll award a prize to the first band
who can make one of these sound as a good as real piano). It’s a real take-it-or-leave it
one — compared with classics like ‘Soul of Ice’, it’s little more than Blutengel by numbers.
Not awful, but hardly attention grabbing.

There’s also a selection of remixes of the title track. The ‘dark pop mix’ is reasonable,
filling out the sound with an extra helping of bleeps, arpeggios and suchlike. There’s also
three related mixes, one by each member of sister (sorry, brother) band Terminal Choice.
Louis Manke’s mix adds some fairly straightforward riffs and power chords to the overall
mix, which works reasonably well. Jens Gartner goes for a forced restructuring of the key
sequences, which ends up way too complex for a song this simple, whilst Gordon
Mocznay tries but just fails to carry off a stop-start kick drum treatment with washes of
guitar noise over the top.

So it’s really a bit of a disappointment then. Compared with Blutengel’s previous works,
this is all rather generic, all rather ‘heard it before’, either in their previous work or in the
music of other Germanic electro-goth acts. It’s really hard to suggest what Pohl could do to
develop the project from here, as three strong albums (plus two as Seelensturm before
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that) seem to have exhausted the immediate possibilities. Hopefully he’s got a surprise up
his sleeve for the next album, because as advance indications go, this disc isn’t exactly
much of an encouragement.

Borghesia — And Man Created God (2014)

Borghesia, forever consigned to being Slovenia’s second most-famous industrial band, are
back. And if you’re expecting yet-another review of an old EBM band returning after many
years away and delivering a well-produced but unoriginal and derivative revival of their old
sounds, well, that is not the review | have for you. This one needs a little more critical
attention. But first a little bit of history.

| first became aware of Borghesia’s return at WGT 2014. Their heritage in EBM secured
them second-top slot on Sunday’s TheaterFabrik billing between Vomito Negro and
Spetsnaz. They duly arrived on stage with guitars, female singers, a full drum kit and not a
synth in sight. Within three songs, the room had all but emptied, the body beat crowd
voting with their feet and electing to hide out downstairs drinking beer before Sweden’s
finest Ebb-alikes hit the stage.

| stuck around, as did my girlfriend. She remembered the band in their original two-piece
form, owns their classic albums on vinyl and was going to watch this come what may. |,
meanwhile, had already seen White Lies on the Friday night, was not remotely scared of
those guitar thingys as a result, and hence was willing to give the new Borghesia a go.
They might have thrown a curve ball so extreme that it came back and smacked them in
the face, but there was also a feeling that there was something of musical value at the
heart of this.

And now for the album. The title and artwork show that the socio-political awareness that
features throughout Borghesia’s history is still present. And musically they still seem to
adopt a style befitting a counter-cultural stance. It’s just it happens to be 60s hippy rock,
not 80s EBM. A meat-eater | may be, but | can still relate to such material, and on opening
track “We Don’t Believe You”, the sedate guitar twang is accompanied by a flatly spoken
list of Capitalist terminology, reminiscent of “Fitter Happier” by Radiohead, alternating with
the massed voices of the chorus.

“C’est la Guerre” sees the tempo rise, synths take more of a role, and female joint-lead
vocals. Add a catchy-as-hell chorus and the end result is an infectious composition that
should appeal to anyone who wasn’t expecting EBM. This reviewers honeymoon with the
new Borghesia’s doesn’t last, though. “My Life Is My Message” is a comparatively dull
grind coloured by a hotch-potch of influences, whilst “Kaufen Macht Frei” is a silly fusion of
social comments set to tropical lounge-rock steel guitars.

And then the whole album ignites with “194”. Tempos rise once more, middle eastern
scales join the mix, whilst the vocals takes the form of a no-holds-barred anti-Israel rant.
They’re certainly not afraid of sticking their necks out, even when you consider the
predominantly Liberal Left leaning target audience that is likely to be sympathetic to such
an outburst. Musically, it does serve the purpose of giving the whole album a massive
wake-up call.

“Profits, Power and Lies” is as typical of the album as any track could be — synth-infused
protest rock littered with musical curios at various points in the mix. “Para Todos To do” is
less than the sum of it’s parts, a dull drag which menacing guitar plucks and horn sections
fail to brighten. “Too Much Is Not Enough” finally sees the electronic roots of Borghesia’s
come to the fore, another uptempo tunes with a driving synth baseline and all kinds of
anger thrown in, even if the end result is not as tight as their earlier masterworks.
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The album ends with one final surprise with “Shoot at the Clock!”. They finally get the slow
grind dynamic to work, with the resultant off-tune synth-guitar combo strangely NIN-esque.
It's a surprising end to a surprising album. The validity of Borghesia’s new direction isn’t for
me to question — after a hiatus this long, a shift this radical shouldn’t have been a surprise.
Indeed, | myself came off a lengthy reviewing break of my own to cover this album, as |
knew this particular review would require at least a little understanding of the backstory to
truly provide a fair treatment.

But two questions remain. Firstly, can they make their new style work over the course of
an album? That’s something they’ve achieved only partially here. And secondly, can they
find the right target audience? It didn’t work on beer-drinking, pork-eating, army-boot-
wearing Anhalters, but further afield there must be some subcultural group that’s been
waiting for something like this.

Me? | guess I'm just glad they didn’t go dubstep.
Cabaret Voltaire — The Crackdown (1983)

First a little story about how | discovered this band — The first year at uni had effectively
finished, the exams done well enough, the accommodation secured for next year and |
finally had some guilt-free time to myself. Of course, my hall-mates being what they were,
no-one was in the mood for celebration, so | resorted to searching the Internet and record
shops for new bands. This is what | eventually came up with. | took it to my room, and
enjoyed it all on my own. Don’t know why, with all at HMV Oxford Street at my disposal, |
bought a decidedly plain looking CD. Maybe it suited my emotional no-mans-land of the
moment.

The first song, ‘24-24’, seems like a bit of a no-man’s land as well, even if it does
showcase the ‘typical’ sound of mid-80s Cabaret Voltaire. Lots of rough electronic noodling
with the odd snatches of Mallinder’s part-whispered vocal here and there. The whole thing
seems in all respects ‘average’ by CV standards — not a bad song, just not one that tries
as hard as some their others. Rather more interesting is the clicky, more ambient ‘In The
Shadows’, sounding much like an outtake from their ‘Johnny YesNo’ soundtrack. The mix
is still fairly rough (more so than 24-24, even), and can definitely be defined as
‘experimental’ above all else.

The first sign of song structure comes on ‘Talking Time’, which is probably the most
listenable track so far, and one that’s very typical of the duo during this era, though it does
go on a little bit too long. The ante is upped for ‘Animation’, more upbeat, sounding much
like what we have heard already, only faster. The slap bass and vocal heavy ‘Over and
Over’ comes up next, another track that hints at potential but was possibly a little on the
sharp and fragmented side.

‘Just Fascination’ is catchier and slicker than the previous five tracks, upping the album’s
appeal factor with the first real classic on offer. However, for me, the highlight of the album
is ‘Why Kill Time (When You Can Kill Yourself)’. Unlike most of the other songs, this one
actually seems to build as it goes along, as opposed to wavering about the place. Also, the
vocals are also starting to sound more ‘purposeful’, Mallinder no longer relying on his
much used technique of just ‘dropping in’ enigmatic/energising phrases here and there.

Another good track, ‘Haiti’ follows on, in a different vein. This one is mostly instrumental
(just an almost-inaudible sampled voice), with some interesting instrumentation — including
a sitar-like lead, some piano flourishes and a synthetic brass section’. Once that is over
with, it’s time the title track ‘Crackdown’. CV trademark vocal whispers backed with all
manner of sounds, this time strung together to something approximating a song! (yes, they
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do write songs sometimes!). Then there is ‘Diskono’, an enjoyable little piece, which
continues the album’s upward trend in listenability.

The most unexpected section of the album comes up next, an instrumental called ‘Double
Vision’, little more than a repeated synth sting chord progression. It’s actually quite
hypnotising in the right circumstances — in my case, staring out of a window in an ugly
student hall on a dull June morning feeling totally uninspired, and seeing the same sight |
had seen for the last year. Everyone else will probably find it a little boring, except for
those that appreciate a little break.....

Closing up the album is ‘Badge of Evil', a dark instrumental verging on the avant-garde —
really no more than a deep synth line overlaid with a random assortment of percussion and
the odd sample or effect, though the assembled collection of noises is not without appeal.
That just leaves ‘Moscow’, an interesting ‘lil number, featuring a dismembered horn with
various whispers dropped in along the way. You know the drill by now, don’t you?

It's not a great an album as some make it out to be, but well worth a listen if you're into
electronic rhythm experiments from the 80s. Remember, despite the album’s place in
Virgin’s backcatalogue, it's only vaguely related to the sound of Virgin’s other ‘new wave’
signings, so most of those picking this thing up under the understanding that it's a ‘classic
album’ will be most likely to find it unbearable. The LP version comes with the last 4 tracks
on a bonus 12” single (make sure you get this if you buy second-hand, as they’re some of
the best parts). What it lacks in clarity and direction it gains in sheer curiosity power — it's
just someone really had to think harder about the running order, as the better tracks all
seem to be toward the later stages

Cabaret Voltaire — The Covenant, The Sword and The Arm of
the Lord (1985)

A central reference point for Cabaret Voltaire’s work, this. The point where they still had
the industrial tinge about them, but at the same time became more melodic and more
palatable to the end listener. The free form of earlier works is gone, though they haven’t
exactly moved to the full-on songwriting, either. | have no clue how successful this album
was commercially, but it’s just about the only album by this group that | could see getting
widespread approval both inside and outside the genre.

The opening songs are a pretty good indication of the direction Kirk and Mallinder have
taken. ‘L21st’ is an especially strong track, the funky bassline bubbling away in the
background, whilst Mal offers some pretty simple ‘whispered vocal’ accompaniment
(y’know, standard sort of thing from these guys), and some surprisingly melodic
instrumentation. Naturally you could hardly expect an 80s ‘industrial’ band to write a real
song, so they’ve thrown in a modicum of samples, plus a few little loops and stutters, just
to ch your eardrums a little bit.

This leads into ‘I Want You’, the undisputed dancefloor favourite of the album, built round a
sample of a quasi-religious all-American evangelist. It's a very energetic performance,
including some mind-blowing drum programming, turning this into one of albums highlights.
Maybe they just realised they needed to release a single from this album, so decided to
write a track DJs would jump on? Those purists let down by the sheer slickness of it all
need not worry, as the next song ‘Hells Home’ as a rougher feel about it, opening up with a
45-second sampler-defecation followed by a mix laden with noisy guitar snatches.

Stepping the middle ground is ‘Kickback’, where the realisation is made that you don’t
really need to bother writing complex songs if you’ve built up a library of weird sounds and
you're pretty handy with a mixing desk. Just keep reiterating the same thing over and
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over...then surprise your listener with some new stuff when they least expect it. ‘The Arm
of the Lord’ follows, a largely ambient, atonal piece, less than two minutes long, serving as
a link piece that a full-on track.

And so to ‘Warm’. That distinctive ‘looseness’ helps keep the song distinctive, though a
vaguely orgasmic female sample gives the song a solid backing. The slightly irritating but
somehow atmospheric ‘Golden Halos’ makes good use of the echo effect appearing on
most synths around this time, though this time the track does seem to lose it’s way at
some point. It's an interesting listen, but not one that’s easy on the ear. ‘Motion Rotation’ is
a more listenable proposition, the ‘yippee-o, yippee-a’ vocal driving the song though its full
length. There’s even an attempt at building up to a climax, something rarely heard in most
CV songs to date.

‘Whip Blow’ has a solid beat holding it together, and some surprising clean-sounding
flourishes appearing throughout out the song, though it goes get a little cluttered around
the three minute mark. That’s a problem that dominates ‘The Web’, which just doesn’t
really do anything to stand out from the other songs we have heard here. Like all Cabaret
Voltaire songs, it's worth a few listens on curiosity value, and there are some good
sections laid about the place. But we'’ve just had a whole album of this.

That's the end if you're listening to the LP, but CD owners get two bonus tracks also
released on the ‘Drinking Gasoline’ EP. ‘Sleepwalking’ is probably one of the strongest
tracks on the whole album, a moodier and darker proposition, and this time they don'’t fall
into the trap of trying to stuff too many sounds in at once. ‘Big Funk’ is a more open affair,
unfortunately sounding a little uncertain in what it’s trying to achieve, though at least a
semi-decent effort has been made to develop the song over its eight-minute duration.

| think this album is one of Cabaret Voltaire’s better releases, despite the somewhat varied
nature of the listening experience. The album is easier to get your head round than a lot of
their early works, though it still keeps that down-to-earth rawness which won them so
much respect way back then. Listening to whole albums of this kind of music can do your
head in after a while, so there will always be a limit to how good this could be, but in the
end, they did a decent job.

Cabaret Voltaire — Code (1987)

This was Cabaret Voltaire’s first album for Parlophone/EMI, but also their last one that kept
true to the style that took them through the 80s with a solid (if not massive) cult fan base
intact all the way. They would soon be hailed as a ‘major influence’ in the fast-developing
house music scene, their subsequent output losing all the ‘bite’ it once had. For now,
however, they still had a trace of their experimental past about them, and this is thus the
last Cabs album to which I'm willing to give anything more than token attention.

There’s still a more pop-oriented sound about this album, but it’s still Kirk and Mallinder
through and through. All the electronic bleeps you want to hear are present and correct,
Mal’s still got that slightly unnerving whisper laid thick over most of the songs and the drum
loops are particularly strong in places, switching from the dancey to the outright funky. In
other words, it's a great dance album. But how does it sound when I’'m sitting down and

typing?

The opening track, ‘Don’t Argue’, is also one of the strongest, rightfully chosen as the
album’s leading single. The use of a number of little synthetic flourishes and understated
guitar strumming gives a vague new romantic feel to the usual bout of simple, enigmatic
vocals and solid electronic accompaniment. ‘Sex, Money, Freaks’ continues along similar
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lines, but it's more adventurous in scope, incorporating some heavy voice processing, a
saxophone and (real) bass guitar into the mix.

Next up is ‘Thank You America’, probably the catchiest track on the album. It may have a
shameless synth-pop feel about it, for once not even trying to agitate the eardrum of those
not of an industrial disposition, but it’s highly successful nonetheless. I’'m still not sure what
they’re thanking America for (Quessing its irony?), but | guess once | work out where they
took the samples from, I'll get some idea. Following this is ‘Here To Go’ — another pop-
oriented track, also the second single from the album. It’s pretty good, but the slightly limp
chorus (featuring a brief burst of Stephen Mallinder actually SINGING) lets down an
otherwise strong track.

‘Trouble (Won't Stop)’ opens with a short, moody burst on guitar that sounds like
something lifted out of an old Western film, but the song itself is the usual mid-tempo
electro number. Following this is the short burst of ‘White Car’, a more uptempo track that
lets the high-frequency synths that hang over most CV tracks come to the forefront for a
change, though the vague guitar noodling going on the background keeps the track firmly
in the spirit of the rest of the album. Then we get ‘No One Here’ — a generally dull and bitty
track that tries to pack in too many ideas in and not letting any of them really develop.

The more straightforward ‘Life Slips By’ is an improvement — the chorus utilising an
intimidating chord progression that gives a track a climatic tone, whilst Mallinder’s vocals
are more melodic than they’ve been at any point to date. The main part of the aloum ends
with the title track, ‘Code’ — the piece that best encompasses the industrial-electro-funk-
fusion the duo have tried to achieve throughout the record. It may not be a personal
favourite in terms of its genre options, but apart from a few jarring samples laid randomly
about the place, this is quite enjoyable and an interesting diversion from the norm.

The CD version of the album features a couple of bonus tracks — neither to the best of my
knowledge released in single form. ‘Hey Hey’ is another one of those bass-heavy electro
dance numbers, quite proficient but nothing really special. The ‘little dub’, meanwhile is a
more minimal mix of the original (as dub mixes usually are), though it does emphasise the
strong drum loop underpinning the track, at times not unlike the one that eventually formed
the basis of NIN’s ‘Head Like A Hole’ (was Trent a CV fan? I’'m guessing he probably was).

And so ends the last in a series of strong, hard electronic albums from the Sheffield duo,
their following efforts having a dancier, less confrontational (and hence slight weaker)
impact. It's not quite as good as ‘The Crackdown’, but it’s a match for any of the others,
and certainly has it's own distinct sound. | wouldn’t suggest it as a first purchase, though,
as stylistically it’s a little way distant from their best known full-length efforts.

Carved Souls — Waveform (2011)

This is the third album for the Carved Souls, though also their first for several years, and
also their first for Conzoom Records, a label who are starting building themselves
something of a reputation as a source of polished, quality synthpop. And that’s what we
get here. Polished quality synthpop. Despite the projects Californian origins, | can’t help
comparing them to various UK projects, Depeche Mode in particular.

Now, | know it's practically impossible to write synthpop and not sound at least a little bit
Mode-like at times, but the singer Suede (no other name given) is VERY Dave Gahan-like
in his delivery, and they go one step further by sampling a Speak & Spell machine on the
albums title track. If that isn’t a blatant reference to a key influence, | don’t know what is!
I’m not saying that any of this is a bad thing, but it is an obvious thing. Speaking as one
still reeling from the self-indulgent Mode-offshoot VCMG album, it's actually something of a
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relief to hear what | actually hoping said project would deliver — seductively morose
songwriting built on a base of synthetic ear candy.

There’s still a lot of competition in the genre, and hence the strength of such albums is
therefore largely dependent on the quality of the songs rather than some over-arching
concept. The album opener ‘Broken Soul’ works particularly well, making good use of the
‘schaffel’ rhythm which has characterises many a popular tune over the years — | could
guote anything from Iggy Pop’s ‘Nightclubbing’ to Covenant’s ‘Like Tears In Rain’. The
other highlight is the combination of sweet melodics and hard supersaw synth leads in
‘Dream Of You’, a mere three minutes in length and significantly better for sticking to 7”
single time limits and not deviating off into lengthy dancefloor dynamics in the style of just
about every other band to combine said techniques.

The real club hit of the album is ‘Box’, a plain-sounding title, behind which hides a
floorfilling combination of thumping beats and heavenly strings that you’ve probably heard
several time before, but it’s done as well here as anywhere else. And the aforementioned
Speak and Spell samples in ‘Waveform’ actually serve a valid function. Far from sounding
gimmicky, they actually serve as a counterpoint to the rather resigned tone of the actual
song. Of the remaining songs, | found the downtempo, slightly menacing ‘It's Not The End’
memorable enough, and | also enjoyed ‘Dependent’, but by now I’'m running out fresh
ways of saying ‘This Is Good'. It’s just a good, solid synthpop tune with no need for further
justification as to why | happened to like it more than the others.

| say this as | get the feeling that other may well find other tracks on here more to their
tastes ? it just depends which lyrical device, chord sequence or melodic motif appeals
most to your own ears. | didn’t care much for the disjointed structure of ‘Lost Inside’, but
there’s probably someone out there who sees it as a refreshing diversion from the norm.
The lyrics of ‘Feel’ and ‘She’s All Alone’ had no affect on me chmaltzy , but you may just
find they resonate with one of your own life experiences.

This cannot be said to be a criticism of this particular band, rather an inevitable limitation of
the style. Virtually every ‘pure’ synthpop band I've encountered has had to face the
‘Diversify Or Die’ scenario eventually. Even Mesh, the yardstick for modern-day synthpop
hopefuls, had to resort to adding guitars and live drums to their sound in order to stay
ahead of the competition. But within these limitations, this is still a reasonable collection of
songs. It just lacks a special something.

Caustic — The Man Who Couldn’t Stop (2012)

Love him or hate him, the industrial scene needs people like Matt Fanale of Caustic. A
genre which is both highly technical and non-mainstream simply invites humourless elitism,
serious subject matters and hours obsessing over the minutiae of production. It would be
wrong to call Caustic a ‘novelty project’, but neither is it one you can take too seriously
either. It's the light relief we all need once in a while.

A sizeable track-listing is always cause for concern — could | really make through 18 tracks?
| was pleasantly surprised that | not only could, but actually enjoyed a lot of what | heard
along the way. The opening piece “Failing at the School of Life” was a messy two minutes
of shouting over breakbeats, but it was a mere precursor to “Laugh Like Mutants”. | was

not expecting a six-and-a-half-minutes Godflesh-esque grind, all jackhammering drums

and walls of guitar noise (yes, a real guitarist! Normal instruments still have life in them!),
but somehow the Caustic touch seems to add a certain something to this largely-forgotten
style.
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Elsewhere we get a more conventional (aka “Combichrist style”) stompathon, with “Bury
You Alive” and “Bigger Faster NOW!!!” both carrying off the kick drum pulse, searing leads
and shout-it-out vox with conviction. The ingeniously titled “Demon Seed Semen Deed”
follows a similar style, adding both a hard acid techno synth line and a descending chord
sequence that actually make the track sound like a bona-fide song. Yeah, there’s more to
nailing this style than a bunch of kick drums, synth presets and shouted insults (such
releases are regularly crucified on these pages, none of us are fooled by it!).

There’s also a more experimental side to Caustic. Matt seems to adopt a ‘throw it and see
if it sticks’” mentality, stuffing his albums full of deviations from the stompy norm and letting
the listener pick out the bits that work. For me, the extreme vocal processing and hard,
blunt melody of “Graver Guru” won me over (and | even get what he’s trying to say about
scene DJs). The collaboration with Android Lust “Bleed You Out” also works well, the
Caustic instrumental palette sitting well with the female vocals and producing something
that is surprisingly musical for a Caustic album. Although really it just sounds like an out-
take from an Android Lust album. That’s OK with me, though. | like Android Lust.

| didn’t get what some of the other tracks were trying to do. The iVardensphere vs Caustic
colab “Ghost Like Swayze” goes for a spacious, minimal electronic texture, which is
technically well-executed but lacking a certain “flow”. “Internet Model” tries to make some
kind of valid social statement, but the sparse musical accompaniment, amounting to a few
clicks and cello flourishes (another real instrument!) just seem to tell me to file it under
“filler”, as there’s just not enough substance. The syncopated stabs and fluid bassline of
“We Never Learn” create an atmosphere quite unlike anything heard in the industrial scene
to date, but the standard-issue shouted vocals sound misplaced. And the album finale “Fin
(Again) Begin (Again)” seems to want to recreate “Pimpf” from the end of ‘Music For The

Masses’. Nice try, but not quite hitting the mark depth-wise.

So something is still amiss with Caustic’s quality control, that’s for sure. I've found most of
his albums outstay their welcome, this one being no exception, and it’s not the most
polished production either, the lengthy list of producer credits going some way to
explaining the lack of any real unity to the aloums sound. But there’s a lot to enjoy along
the way, and unlike some projects, there’s actually a feeling that the whole hopping
between genres thing is an essential part of the project appeal rather than an a self-
conscious attempt to sound ‘diverse’. Shoehorning unrelated influences into songs isn’t
always a good thing, but Matt Fanale seems to get away with it.

Celluloide — Numeriques (2012)

Believe me when | say | was excited to discover | was reviewing this. A two-part
compilation (this review covers the first half) by an as-yet undiscovered French electronic
pop outfit. And I've always believe that the French (and possible some allied Belgians)
have a ‘way’ with synthpop that the non-Francophone world can admire but not copy.
There must be plenty here to get my teeth into. The promise of some chiptune influence
was the icing on the cake. | can’t get enough of 8-Bit soundwaves.

And yet several listens later, and I’'m struggling for any opinion whatsoever about this
album or this band. And that is a reviewers nightmare. Good or great albums give me a
chance to wax lyrical. Poor albums give me something to tear apart in verbal terms. Good-
but-flawed albums are the best of all, as they inspire some of my most original terminology.
Albums like this inspire no such wordsmithing. The fact that | manage to dredge up several
paragraphs nonetheless is testament to my commitment to the cause, but says nothing
about the music.
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In purely descriptive terms, what we have here is a female vocal synthpop band, with both
French and English lyrics. The synths are strictly old-school analogue style, with some lo-fi
melodies that resemble chiptune recordings. The vocals are delivered in an garden-variety
half-sung, half-spoken sort of way. And that’s really all there is to it. Bassline throbs along.
Melodies get played. Words get sung. Odd bit of ear candy. Move on. The fact that some
of the songs on here are remixes and others are originals means little to a newcomer, they
all amount to pretty much the same thing.

The nearest equivalent | can think of to this band are Client, that three-piece girl-synthpop
band who were big in the mid-00’s, in the era between electroclash and whatever style is
was that Lady Gaga popularised. Record label backing and a devoted niche following got
them some lucrative gigs and a couple of well-distributed albums, but everything | heard
from them barring their first single (the catchy ‘Price Of Love’) left me cold and unmoved.
Nice dresses, shame about the song. They were the band the word ‘Meh’ was invented for.
And now Celluloide proved that this shoulder-shrugging was not a one off. At least they got
the right label. BOREDOMproduct.

| did eventually reconcile why | didn’t ‘get’ this band. Analogue synthpop is one of the
easiest style of music to record. My own musical experiments have largely amounted to
the style. And if you’re going to get attention, you need some quirks or imperfections. The
tinny drum machines of Clarke-era Mode, Andy McCluskey’s pullovers and Geography-
teacher-at-school-disco dancing, Marc Almond’s riske undercurrent all drew attention from
the simplistic nature of the music. Even the more recent bands heard on the Conzoom
roster have something notable to set them apart. Celluloide just seem too pedestrian in
comparison.

A few tracks made a marginal impression in the end. “This Aching Kiss” opened the
collection well and set the bands mission statement with a mid-tempo throb and a
dismissive subject matter that suits the languid vocal style. The extended mix of “People
Like Me” is six minutes of charging bassline and chip blips, the most energetic track of the
eleven here. And then I could pick any of the others. A track like “Ordinosaure” is a
example of my disappointment. Despite some very obvious chiptune influence (taken from
an Oric Atmos emulator, apparently), the end result is a rather turgid composition, lacking
the shameless ‘fun factor’ that anything involving a retro sound chip should have.

That said, by no means are Celluloide a musical atrocity (I save such damnation for
anything to do with dubstep). But it neither does it deserve praise. It’s just another band for
the synthpop landfill. If you used to be a Client fan, or used to own one of those Oric
computers, this might be just the thing you’re looking for. Everyone else can probably find
something more interesting.

There is a second part to this compilation. When | can assemble some words that aren’t a
repeat of this review, you can read about it here.

The Chemical Brothers — Exit Planet Dust (1995)

So they had to stop calling themselves ‘The Dust Brothers’. Didn’t really hurt, and it gave
them a neat album title in ‘Exit Planet Dust’ to boot. The Chemical Brothers already had a
following when this aloum came out, and so were nicely positioned to consolidate their
underground following with a collection of their works so far. They actually did quite a bit
more than that, dragging in fans that might never had previously considering listening to
‘dance music’ — but asides from influencing the CD-buying millions, what exactly does this
disc do of musical merit?
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The first half of the disc is given over to what might now be described as the Chemical
Brothers ‘sound’. Big, electro-rock styled beats are the foundation, over which all kinds of
creativity is forged. Opener ‘Leave Home’, for example, consists of throbbing synths, the
now-legendary sample ‘Brothers Gonna Work It Out’ and plenty of electronic ear candy.
Structurally, the piece is ideally suited to the unpretentious dancefloor, rhythmic, certainly,
with all the buildups and breakdowns needed to play a crowd up for a bit of no-nonsense
bouncin’.

‘In Dust We Trust’ offers us a droning, didgeridoo base, snatches of various samples and
pretty much everything else typical of a chemical-generation floorfiller. ‘Song To The Siren’
slows things down just a little, a live track from the ‘Sabresonic’ club night, built round a
softly metallic drilling sound and waving fem-vox samples. Back neatly on to this is ‘Three
Little Birdies Down Beats’, touching more on acid house, but the multiple layers of beat
science give the piece a very mechanical feel.

It softens a little towards the end, leading us into ‘Fuck Up Beats’, a quick blast of some
fiercer, more distorted loops (though nothing in comparison to the rhythmic noise genre),
which then leads us into ‘Chemical Beats’, lots of piercing synth and yet more stadium-
sized drum loops. It might be worth mentioning that these six tracks are all mixed
seamlessly on the CD — not exactly beatmatching, but certainly qualifying as a ‘Chemical
Brothers’ suite.

Part two of the disc offers some more distinctive ‘songs’ — as in pieces intended for places
other than nightclubs. The first ‘Chico’s Groove’ is indeed groovy, a neat ‘walking’ bassline
and wave of crystalline synthesiser providing the first evidence of the duo’s real ‘crossover’
appeal. Even better is ‘One Too Many Mornings’ — a delirious composition, a gently
throbbing sequence and insubstantial female vocals rising up from the mix.

Now for something that has since become a Chemical Brother’s trademark — a guest vocal
(recorded bespoke, not sampled) from a rock star — in this case Tim Burgess from The
Charlatans, on the track ‘Life Is Sweet’. He gives an accomplished 90s-indie type
performance, which sits in reasonably well with Tom and Ed’s musical creation, a piece
fairly typical of the album as a whole. It’'s not my favourite of the disc, the vocal not doing
enough to set the track apart from the rest, though someone must like it as they released
in on single.

The most surprising track at all is ‘Playground For A Wedgeless Firm’. Slow, a slow,
stripped-down instrumental. It's a very hard track to describe — seemingly to rely on heavily
modified samples of string instruments and the odd orchestral burst. Or it might be all be
synthetic — how would | know? This leaves second guest singer Beth Orton to play us out
with ‘Alive Alone’ — where the Brothers get as close as they ever do to a full-on pop song,
Beth’s vocal doing more for the track that Tim Burgess’ did for the track-before-last.

So, a landmark album? Yes, it was. The Chemical Brothers weren’t the first band by any
means to have a track at fusing dance and rock musics into a cohesive whole, but their
approach the whole idea was a valid one. So maybe this style is getting a little dated now?
Maybe there’s too many similar beat patterns (and they aren’t THAT similar)? It’s still a
good album, and certainly has more crossover appear than most of the other stuff | deal
with here.

The Chemical Brothers — Further (2010)

The Chemical Brothers were one of the key names during the mid-90s ‘big beat’ dance
craze — a rare example of a dance genre that crossed over into rock and alternative circles,
an arena where the artist behind the music was more important to than who operated the
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record deck. I, like many others lost interest come the 00s — | easily acquired their last two
albums for peanuts on eBay and a run through each indicated an increasing reliance on
guest vocalists and (in the case of “The Salmon Dance’ from the last aloum) gimmicks.
The Chems had jumped the shark. Or, if you prefer, the salmon.

But now they’ve returned with what | can only describe as a back-to-basics effort. Eight
tracks without a celebrity cameo in sight — Tom Rowlands himself provides male vocals,
US singer Stephanie Dosen provides some fem-vox, but neither of them provide
contributions equivalent to the full-length songs heard on previous albums. After all, the
forced crossover of dance beats with rock and pop vocalists is no longer a relevant
strategy, so go back to what you do best — produce dance music! Or rather ensure the
first five minutes of the album are completely devoid of drum beats! Actually, five seconds
was all | took to know how good this album would be. The blast of harmonics, “the falsetto
vocals, the gradual introduction of layer upon layer of sound. Why let a drum machine
come along and spoil it all?

This is a precursor to ‘Escape Velocity’, a twelve-minute epic, based around a surprisingly
orthodox house beat, over which a whole host of rough, lo-fi synthetic goodness is laid.
Melodic in places, grating in others, it’s got all the hallmarks of Tom and Ed'’s production
style, without at any point trying to be a radio-friendly lead single. And I like that! If you're
looking for the block rockin’ Chemical Beats, you won'’t find them until the fourth track
‘Dissolve’. Combine them with the shimmering, swirling synths and Tom’s understated
vocal delivery and we’re starting to verge on psychedelic rock territory, not the first time
they’ve done so but the execution of the style here is as it always has been.

The other track of note is ‘Swoon’, mainly due to the distinctive portmanteau synth lead
which seems to have been swiped from Orbital’s ‘Lush’. | don’t mind as it brings together
two of the most distinctive dance acts of the 1990s into one songs released in the 2010s. |
didn’t much get into the last two tracks on the album — ‘K+D+B’ came across as somewhat
lightweight compared with what had come before and ‘Wonders Of The Deep’ made good
use of some indie rock guitar strumming and synthetic shimmer, but without equalling the
impact of what came before. If you bought the album off that fruit-flavoured music service,
you might have got a bonus track or two, but | didn’t so | can'’t tell you what they sound like.

But the important point to draw from this album is that The Chemical Brother are relevant
again. They’ve made an album that plays on their own strengths, not on the strengths of
whichever vocalists their music industry connections could procure for them. If you were a
fan of the Chems back in their mid-90s heyday but have lost track of, or lost interest in
them since then (and | don’t blame you), now would be a very good time to rediscover why
you got into them in the first place.

Cinemascape — The Falling Impossible (2012)

There’s two places in this world where one can almost always locate a nugget or two of
quality synthpop. Sweden and the Conzoom Records roster. And it just so happens that
said label have issued a version of Cinemascape’s début album. This particular
Scandinavian quartet actually manage to stand out before you've listened to so much as a
note of their music, eschewing the abstract artworks dished up by the majority of their
modern day contemporaries in favour of a decadent, nay garish, group shot on the cover.

I’m even more convinced that I've been teleported back to the early-to-mid 80’s upon
listening to the first track, “Night Vision”. A quasi-orchestral string loop, a one-keyed
bassline and a singer treading the fine boundaries between effete and out-and-out camp.
Have we uncovered the missing link between Soft Cell and Erasure? Perhaps not.
“‘Modern Death” brings us back to earth, an essentially solid, cynical mid-tempo pop
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number spoilt by some overly-forced wordplay. I'll give you an example ? “Modern Death.
Modern Life. Modern Husband. Modern Wife”. No, not quite up to Marc Almond standards,
I’'m afraid.

But there does seem to be a genuine effort to push boundaries here. Admittedly, there are
some example of garden-variety synthpop (Maskless, Names of Things, The Falling
Impossible) so bland and generic that | can barely manage to write one line to describe the
lot of ‘em, and other tracks that rely on over-practised techniques, like the up-n-down
arpeggios of “The Sky”. But how many synthpop tracks can you name recorded in waltz
time? Other than “Maid Of Orleans”, | mean. Cinemascape have managed it with “Face
The Night”. Whilst the implementation of the song is sloppy in places, not transitioning
cleanly between it’s various parts, it at least creates the electro-cabaret feel that | think
they were after all along.

But Cinemascape are especially strong when when they go unashamedly retro. “I Won't
Come Home Tonight” is pure Vince Clarke style synthy ear candy, of the kind that makes
me want to dance like Andy Bell, whilst the songs lyrics are a wonderfully dismissive
parting shot delivered to a high-maintenance ex. “Bloodstained” goes even further back,
with a lead synth that harks back to Wendy Carlos or mid-70’s Kraftwerk. Give it a solid
beat and some symbolic lyrics and you've secured a fast track to my iPod playlist. And
from there, maybe a DJ setlist. Must do that retro-electro night some time......

Darker in tone is “Suicidal Teenage Boy”, a hint of social awareness coming from a band
who aren’t afraid of a little bit of dubious taste to get their message across. Another stand-
out is “Boulevards In The Rain”, meshing a noisy, rock-styled beat with more melodic
elements. Meanwhile, “Deep Waters” is notable for showing a good deal more creativity in
programming and integrating that up-and-down arp device that stuck out too much and
duly spoiled “The Sky”.

This album therefore bears an interesting comparison to the Carved Souls album |
reviewed a few weeks back, both bands sharing the same label. “The Carved Souls’ aloum
delivered a “pure” form of synthpop that was more consistent throughout it’s duration, but
ultimately got “samey” toward the end. This album doesn’t quite offer the same quality
control, but it’s certainly more varied in style and therefore more interesting to listen to
from start to finish.

Cinemascape — Cold Heaven (2013)

I've already reviewed Cinemascape’s first album on this site, and | do remember it as a
largely enjoyable if somewhat haphazard affair. But first aloums are usually like that — the
flaws are forgiveable providing there is some talent and creativity at the core and that was
certainly there. It was with some enthusiasm that | grasped the opportunity to review their
follow up effort. Get some of that Swedish Synthpop Style with the benefit of experience to
smooth the rough edges? Couldn’t go wrong, could it?

But no, | once again seem to have drawn the short straw amongst the BR reviewing team
and received a “difficult second album” to review. | knew something was wrong about half
a minute into opening track “Second Coming”. Downtempo beat, low-key synths, little
guitar flourishes and a vocal performance that is competent enough on a technical level,
but sounds for all the world like someone scribbled down a bunch of synthpop platitudes
on the back of a used bus ticket and is now singing them dead straight. No hook, no
catchy turn of phrase. Nothing.

“Private Property” is a slight improvement with it's melodic electronic and sputtering hi-hats
providing some hint of the Vince school of synthetic pop success formula, but once again
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the song lacks any real charm. The next pair of songs, “Frantic” and “Silhouettes” make an
attempt at bringing some rhythmic creativity to the album, but neither song has any real
substance, with “Silhouettes” incorporating the naffest and most forced key change I've
heard for years.

We finally get a beacon of hope with “Frozen Ground”, a mid-tempo track that marches
along confidently with a solid backbone that demands that this track at least be heard
again. The bands obviously realise this and made it the lead single from the album.
“Nuclear Heaven” also sound promising, multiple layers of synth providing an atmosphere
of sorts, though their incorporation of melodic guitar into the mix isn’t as neat as it could
have been, resulting in a disappointing sloppy end result.

“Trespassing” stands out as my second favourite track from the album, and all it took was
a solid rhythm, a rich, detailed mix and a chorus that punches through the speaker cones
and actually stands out from the rest of the song — no clever tricks, just a good old-
fashioned pop song with all the usual tricks in play. “High Hopes” is at least interesting, a
tense, nervous style of drum programming injecting rhythmic uncertainly alongside pretty
synth melodies, though the final product is only just the sum of its parts and by no means
more.

“‘Deep Ravine” is strong instrumentally, a prominent lead melody and forceful drum loops
driving the song forward, though once again the songs lyrical content and delivery just
leaves a whole “Will this do?” feeling. The menacing “In The Company Of Strangers”
throbs away with a chorus that really bursts out and demands attention. It’s the last act of
note on an album which now only offers the harsh, grating “Ran” and the very | usage of a
heartbeat rhythm and piano+strings closer “Artifacts”.

So yes, having heard their first aloum, I'm disappointed. There are some good concepts at
work, but only occasionally do the actual songs grab hold of said concepts and take the
recording to a new level. There’s just a real lack of charisma coming across in these songs.
And if you're a ‘dress up and act theatrical’ synthpop band, that’s a real flaw.

Cinderella Effect — Cinderellicious (2010)

This is the second album from the Cinderella Effect project (a Blutengel spin-off, in case
the name of creative driving force Constance Rudert means nothing to you), but the first to
contain original songs. The first aloum was simply a collection of cover versions of various
schwarze-scene ‘standards, though in fairness, some of these did prove to be an
interesting creative twist on the originals (like that cabaret-esque ‘Timekiller’ cover). But
cover albums are always going to be an easy option. How is Cinders gonna cope when
she has to find her own way to the ball and write her own songs along the way? That's
largely the question this album answers. There ARE three covers here, but they are all of
distinctly non-scene tracks, thus requiring a greater degree of creative input than your
average dark dancefloor hit.

Yet | have to admit, a few tracks in and I'd nearly given up hope. This was going to be
another pleasantly bland female-vocal pop-rock project, inoffensive but lacking in any real
creative substance, the musical equivalent to chewing gum. The fourth track ‘Always’
woke things up — and a memorable synth hook was all that was needed. And then things
really got interesting — “The Crown Princess’ comprises of glockenspiel and tubular bell
chimes which worked well weaved into the overall concept of the song, whilst ‘To Keep
The Golden Mean’ saw a refreshing upping of the overall tempo level and even managed
to build up to a climax of sorts. (The previous songs just sort of ‘ended’).
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The later stages of the album still saw the occasional return of the insubstantial fluff that
characterised the first three tracks, but amongst these we at least got the Lee Hazelwood
cover ‘Summer Wine’, a duet featuring Carsten Klatte, a jobbing guitarist in the German
scene who also played on three tracks on this album. The match-up works well, in much
the same vein as the old Nick’n’Kylie strain ‘Where The Wild Roses Grow’. There’s also
the menacing electronic backbone and wailing, disconcerting strings of ‘Uninvited’, which
is apparently an Alanis Morrisette cover. | didn’t notice until | read the inlay, and that’'s a
good thing. Can’t stand Alanis.

So what’s the moral of the story? Projects like this can only succeed these days if they
really push the boundaries of possibility. We really don’t need another moody fem-vox
electronic pop project, at least not unless they’re willing to break out of their comfort zone
and create something which isn’t self-consciously ‘nice’ in order to appeal to the lowest-
common denominator.

Clan Of Xymox — Breaking Point (2006)

With a previous album called ‘Farewell’ and a ‘Best Of a year later, one might have
predicted the closure of the Xymox saga. Yet Ronny Mooring is back once more, and in
many respects this album is a continuation of it’'s predecessor. Synths are once again
pushed to the forefront of many of the tracks, although guitars do still make their presence
felt elsewhere. The uptempo beat and future-poppy synth lead of album opener ‘Weak In
My Knees’ might again lead one to accuse Ronny of bandwagon-jumping, but some

growly guitar and those uber-dreary vox leave the listener in no doubt that there’s a proper,
bona-fide goth at work here.

The slower, more meanacing ‘Calling You Out’ follows, possibly an attack against Ronny’s
former home town of Amsterdam. It’s only after this that we get a taste of the CoX sound

of old — the new-wave melancholy of ‘She’s Dangerous’ followed by the serene gloomfest
of ‘Eternally’ and ‘We Never Learn’, two songs echoing of their 4AD years, all shimmering
guitar and funereal synth-texture topped off with resigned vocals from the terminally
morose Ronny, the elements from which some of the finest of the Clan’s tracks were made.

Things get a little more upbeat for the ‘O Fortuna’ sampling ‘Be My Friend’, before the
synth-led gloom of ‘Cynara’ (I guess they had to refer to a girl's name at least once) and
the pretty instrumental number ‘Pandora’s Box’ before veering back onto club-friendly
territory with ‘Under The Wire’ and finishing on ‘What’s Going On’. Even if this collection
doesn’t really represent anything new for Clan of Xymox, it’s still an impressive effort that
should offer something to all facets of the band’s fanbase. They’ve still got what it takes to
cut it in the 215t Century scene, which is more than you can say from some 80s goth
Survivors.

Combichrist — The Joy Of Gunz (2003)

‘I Only Came To Dance’, he sings. Having spent the past few years fronting of Icon of Coil,
hardly the most confrontational band in the scene, Andy LaPlegua clearly has more than a
little steam to let of, and Combichrist is the means by which he achieves that aim. A hefty
proportion of this project debut effort consists of highly rhythmic industrial dance tracks,
laden with samples and distorted drum loops. It's almost power noise in some respects,
though the underlying loops are not quite complex or intense enough to stand alongside
the likes of Converter or Imminent. A few, such as ‘Joy To The World’, come close, but this
is clearly not the project’s key aim.

It's tracks like ‘Intruder Alert’ that really indicate Combichrist’s true calling, combining the
aforementioned vicious rhythms and looped samples with ominous pads, melodic synth
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phrases and some surprisingly understated vocals from Andy. ‘Play Dead’ sees a more
abrasive vocal and an exceptionally hard-hitting drum loop, juxtaposed with a delicate
descending synth melody, whilst ‘God Wrapped In Plastic’ goes for a terror EBM style
sound, minus most of the vocals (it's not like anyone ever listens to them anyway). It's a
pity the rest of the album isn’t quite as adventurous, as this project already seems able to
develop a sound of it's own — it just needs to avoid imitating the Ant-Zen and Hands
collective, who do the power noise thing a whole lot better.

Combichrist — Everybody Hates You (2005)

The second Combichrist album comes less than two years after the first (and we had
Panzer AG and another Icon of Coil album in the interim), something a little hard to
comprehend when you consider the substantial leap forward the project has taken. None
of the tracks here are trying to emulate the Hands/Ant-Zen power-noise brigade, instead
taking the harsh, stompy beats that sits at the music core and dressing them up with all
sorts of synthetic ear-candy — whether it be a future-poppy synth lead, new-school EBMish
arpeggios or a catchy sample loop, virtually every tracks has a hook of some description.
And that in many respects is why the album succeeds — There’s nothing pretentious, elitist
or subtle about this recording — it's industrial-strength dance music, pure and simple.

Every track has it’'s own appeal — the computerised female voice and searing lead of
album opener ‘This s*it will fcuk you up’ delivers an instant anthem, for instance. Bespoke
vocals from Andy LaPlegua on the likes of ‘Enjoy The Abuse’ or ‘Blut Royale’ (the most
loC-like track on here) don’t leave much to the imagination, whilst tracks like ‘Lying Sack of
S*it” and the Full Metal Jacket-inspired ‘This Is My Rifle’ use sample loops to achieve a
similar effect. Some of the more ‘uber’ members of the industrial fraternity will be left
aghast at some of the ‘gimmicky’ techniques at work (‘Happy fcuking Birthday’ springs to
mind immediately), but somehow in this context it seems excusable. Combichrist doesn’t
make much of a statement about anything, and it’s originality is limited to finding new
combinations of | techniques. It’s just tailor-made to get a hell of a lot of people dancing.

NOTE: If you manage to find the limited 2CD digipak version, you’ll also get a second CD
with nine additional tracks. With the exception of “The Undertaker’, these bonus tracks are
almost completely unlike the main album, instead offering a combination of minimal techno
and darkambient compositions. It’s fairly easy to ignore alongside CD1, which is far more
instantly accessible, although there are a few highlights, the moving ‘The Corps Under My
Bed’ the best developed. This isn’t so much a bonus CD as an entirely separate project,
and really should have been given a touch more development and released as such.

Combichrist — Get Your Body Beat (2006)

Having now become Andy LaPlegua’s most high-profile project, Combichrist’'s 2006 EP
leads on a track for the upcoming movie ‘The Gene Generation’. The song is notable for
the clear influence of 80s EBM, the shouted vocals and repetitive synth pulses sitting
alongside the more typical Combichrist ear-candy. It's a reasonable enough direction for
the project to take, but as with most recent Combichrist output, it’s better danced to than
listened to. There are three other songs here, but ‘Products’ and ‘What The Fuck’ both
sound like ‘Everybody Hates You’ rejects, whilst ‘DNA AM’ is a minimal electronic piece
that really didn’t need to be stretched out to seven minutes. The selling power of this thing
is all in the title track.

There are six remixes of the title track included, including a version from KMFDM, upping
the percussion quotient of the original with some proficiency, though the best mix is a
pounding, pulsating, no-compromise assault from Manufactura. Attempts by Amduscia and
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Spetsnaz to adapt the original to their own way of doing things (melodic helleketro and
Ebbish EBM respectively), prove to be listenable but ultimately disappointing, however,
with the Spetsnaz version wasting their chance to re-work a song that really could have
worked with an in-your-face ‘That Total Age’ style treatment which | know they’re fully
capable of.

Conspiracy — Electric Bitch (2002)

Scene newcomers from Leicester, Conspiracy released their debut single in time for their
London live debut, supporting Sigue Sigue Sputnik at The Garage in December 2002. The
sound of their debut effort is along the lines of recent Assemblage 23/Icon of Coil efforts,
and proves to be a quite accomplished piece of contemporary EBM/future-pop, laden with
bright synthesizers and a pounding four-beat. The guitars from in their live show aren’t
present, but they’ve otherwise got to grips with their overall sound fairly quickly.

A couple of remixes are included. Monsects version drives the original further down the
robotic EBM road, nice and robust with a plentiful supply of bleeps and bloops, if that's
your kinda thing. The ‘Philtrator Remix’, meanwhile, takes a more minimal electronica-
esque approach, which isn’t one | think is particularly suited to the song. It’s a perfectly
valid musical approach, but Conspiracy’s tones seem to demand something a little more
substantial.

One final song rounds out the single, ‘Solitude’, opening in sombre fashion before
morphing into something altogether more faster and more aggressive. It’s actually fairly
good by recent B-side standards, thankfully not the usual run though a 2"-rate drum loop
plus one-keyed sequence. So Conspiracy appear at least to be off to a good start. What
they need to do now is work out where to take their sound from here (maybe including
their as-yet live-only guitars into the studio recordings), as they still need to find a way of
pulling away from the pack.

Converter — Exit Ritual (2003)

This is the third release from Scott Sturgis’ Converter project, a setup that is technically an
offshoot of Pain Station, but has since developed a cult following all of it’'s own. The first
two albums ‘Shock Front’ and ‘Blast Furnace’ have become standards in the so-called
‘power noise’ scene. Assembling dance tracks out of the most hideous noises imaginable,
the likes of ‘Death Time’, ‘Flower’ and ‘Conqueror’ remain the upper limit of what dance
music can achieve before becoming pure patternless noise.

Those albums did both have another face, however. The dense, crawling behemoth of
‘Memory-Trace’ might not have got anyone moving, but it's capability to drown out all other
sounds with a half-mile radius deserves at least some attention, whilst the eerily minimal
‘Be Broken’ is proof that given the right combination of sounds and effect boxes, less really
can be more. This album, for the most part, continues that line of creativity.

A step forward it may be, but ironically anyone wanting to draw parallels might need to

look back some way into their industrial history books to establish where Mr.Sturgis was
drawing his influences from here, as this one reaches back to the days before industrial
music had a beat of significance. The fact that a sampler or audio software is used instead
of a tape machine these days is a minor point, as both can be used to achieve similar ends.
This is that strange no-mans of ‘ambient industrial’, the paradoxical attempt to strip down a
particular intense form of music to it's bare essentials.

Describing such music is tricky at the best of times. Such is the state of modern music
technology that any given sound can theoretically be morphed into any other. The source
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of such noises is not of interest to me however — only the final result. Take opening track
‘Dronr( itual)’ — which, as the title hints, is a track built of one long drone, from out of which
various indescribable noises leap at regular intervals. It's sort of like the way industrial
used to be like, only more listenable.

‘Bloodsex’ is next. This one actually has a beat, but the slowed-down electro loop
employed isn’t exactly power noise, though you’ll find many paralells in the label’s
backcatalogue. The other notable feature of this one is the almost-melodic synthesizers
played over the underlying loop. A Converter track with a tune in it?!? Whatever next?

‘Nightmare Machine’ is what’s next, people, and this one takes minimalism to new levels
(or should that be depths?). Distantly familiar of ‘Blood and Flame’ era NON or the very
early works of Cabaret Voltaire, it's a piece built around what appears to be a slowed-
down diesel engine sample, with insubstantial motifs fading in and out as the track
progresses. Every now and again you half-expect the thing to explode into life and take off,
but it never does, showing remarkable restraint for an artist more renowned for blowing
your ears to bits.

Oh, you wanted your ears blown to bits, did you? Is this not loud enough for you? OK, give
‘Cloud Eye’ a go then. It opens up innocently enough, a minute of shimmering synth pads
thrown into sharp focus with a jerky, mechanical noise loop, finally reviving some of the
rhythmic intensity found on Converter’s earlier works. It doesn’t quite reach ‘Death Time’
levels of full-on aural suicide, giving way to a second, more organic loop come the 3:45
mark, but hey, there’s a load of people who have been waiting the whole album for this!

‘In Ruins...” takes us to the halfway point, and for a moment, it'’s back to the damnbience.
It's drone-based, in a similar vein to the album opener, but the drone in question is a rather
dull buzzing sound, more akin to an ungrounded record player than anything bespoke.
Eventually, another noise-beat loop appears from out of nowhere, before moving on to
some terminal-sounding oil-drum bashing, the only highlight in an otherwise confused and
schizophrenic sounding composition, which drags on to ten minutes with yet another
distorted percussion variation.

‘Order/Creature’, the most danceable track on the album, follows this monstrosity. Much-
akin to Snakedressed-era Dive, it’s distorted kick-drum antics should provide scene DJs
with at least one dancefloor hit to take away from this album, even if it’s hardly typical of
the disc as a whole. Next is ‘Gateway Rite’, which opens with some windswept, cosmic-
style synth, but soon gives way to another downtempo electro affair, similar in many
respects to ‘Bloodsex’, but with a greater feel of ‘development’, the main loop morphing in
several directions before tracks end.

‘Soulstealer’ takes us back into the realm of pure noise, sounding as it does like it was
recorded whilst travelling through some fearsome assembly line, moving from a piercing
jet engine tone to a funereally slow, noisy grind, becoming increasingly minimal as the
piece progresses, eventually decaying to a single disembodied stomp, as if there was but
one man working in a darkened factory, late at night, working on some hideous construct
to be used against humanity.

‘Night Swallows Day’ continues down the path of barely-structured noise to such an extent
that it could only be described as a morass of drawn-out pandemonia, eventually joined by
a somewhat misplaced drum loop, a crackly beat played with no regard to the rest of the
aural palette, as if there were two tracks being played at once. The percussive elements in
guestion do eventually twist themselves into something more capable of scything through
the layers of indeterminate sound, but the track ends up being several minutes longer than
it needed to be, stopping a few seconds shy of twelve minutes.
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The album finished with ‘Fallen’. Opening with the seemingly customary ‘droning’ intro (if
you've listened to the rest of the album, you’ll understand where I’m coming from), it then
switches to one final electro-burnout, a head-rush of distorted everything — drums, synth
patches, samples, all of em!! In terms of sending the album out with a bang, it’s
guestionable whether this one really succeeds. It has the required intensity, rhythmics,

chma and all the other bits and bobs you’d expect. I'm just in two minds as to whether it’s
cohesive enough, often switching between different lines of attack when a little more
development might have sufficed.

I’m going to end with a warning: this album is a long, long way from ‘easy listening’. It's
certainly harder to get into that ‘Blast Furnace’. After all, on ‘Blast Furnace’, you usually
knew where you stood, even when it had you blown right down. Here, tracks grow, mutate,
and transform themselves in a most disconcerting way. The increasing number of ‘ambient’
tracks is possibly indicative of limits of the drum-loop-plus-distortion formula, but it also
gives lie to the fallacy that ‘ambient’ means ‘chill out’. This ones more likely to freeze you
solid.

Covenant — Dreams Of A Cryotank (1994)

Even at this early stage, Covenant show the promise which they would later realise to
great effect. Opening with the seething classic “Theremin’, Clas, Joachim and Eskil take us
on a cold but inviting journey through their Cryo-world, a mix of distorted EBM/electro-
industrial rhythm, offset by surprisingly ‘clean’ vocals, avoiding extreme Skinny Puppy/FLA
style effects or Ebb-school drill-sergeant bawling. The band aren’t afraid to hide their
influences — ‘Void’ is heavily reminiscent of Front 242’s “Tragedy For You’, whilst
‘Replicant’ is a Bladerunner tribute, though both songs succeed having been given the
Covenant treatment.

Other tracks of note include the uptempo surge ‘Edge of Dawn’, ‘Voices’ and ‘Speed’
(though in the case of ‘Speed’, the version presented here is not the best). Some of the
songwriting is a little weak in places (the lyrics to ‘Shipwreck’ are far too self-consciously
contrived to truly impress), whilst the epic-length ambient excursion ‘Cryotank Expansion’
is over-indulgent to put it mildly, but the album as a whole still a worthy first attempt.

Covenant — Sequencer (1996)

Building on the successes of the first album, this follow-up collection sees our Swedish
friends really push the boat out (pun intended) with ‘Figurehead’, an eight-minute long
shimmering epic that really proved what potential the Covenant sound had. Other
highlights include the more rhythmic ‘Stalker’ and ‘Slowmotion’, the first ‘slow’ Covenant
song of note, featuring one of Eskil’'s most heartfelt vocals so far. There’s even an
interesting attempt at a breakbeat styled piece with ‘Storm’. There are also a number of
highly insightful lyrics, often utilising water-related metaphor to chmaltz the transitory
(and often futile) nature of human existence.

The albums isn’t perfect, however — ‘Phoenix’ seems a little pedestrian, whilst the songs
that form the later part of the album, whilst still generally good, don’t seem to quite match
what has come before, with ‘Tabula Rasa’, ‘Luminal’ and ‘Flux’ all falling into the ‘good but
not great’ category. It’s still the strongest of the early Covenant albums, and still symbolic
of the way EBM was developing into a more ‘pop’ oriented sound during the mid-to-late
1990s, though this disc still retains sufficient ‘industrial’ credentials to be classed as such.
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Covenant — Theremin (1997)

This 7-track EP is effectively an extended version of the ‘Figurehead’ single repackaged
for the US market. As it stands, it's one of the more attractive non-album releases by
Covenant. The club versions of ‘Theremin’ and ‘Speed’ are both stronger than their
equivalent album versions, with the formed livelier and more direct that the album version,
whilst the latter utilises a more forceful rhythm and just has more of everything. The
‘Optocoded’ version of ‘Voices’ strips out the industrial elements of the original, instead
featuring plenty of sweet synths and other ear candy — an interesting contrast.

‘Figurehead’ (Plain) is the true highlight. Whilst the production on this version is not as rich
nor developed as the album version, it has the side effect of pushing Eskil’s vocal to the
forefront of the mix — with the fine details stripped away, the true power of this song
becomes apparent. The EP also features a US remix of Theremin and an ‘Optodecoded’
mix of ‘Speed’, though neither of these tracks do any favours to the original. The album
version of ‘Void’ is also included — unlikely to be of interest unless you never bought
‘Dreams of a Cryotank’, but it fits in nicely with everything else here.

Covenant — Europa (1998)

The simplistic sleeve design translates to more simplistic music by Covenant standards,
the stripped-down sound a noticeable contrast to the rich expanses of ‘Sequencer’. The icy,
spoken-word brood of ‘Go Film’ is probably the strongest song on offer, whilst the
Kraftwerk-inspired electro-pop ‘Wall of Sound’ makes for an effective coda (there’s even a
brief reference to the rhythm from ‘Numbers’ in the middle eight). Aloum opener ‘Tension’
is also works in it's stripped-down and simplistic manner.

However, the early-to-middle stages of the album are generally quite weak — Clas’ one
attempt at songwriting (Wind of the North) fails to excite, whilst the likes of ‘Leviathan’ and
‘I Am’ sound like second-rate remakes of ‘Sequencer’ songs. ‘Riot’, meanwhile, has
interesting lyrics, but doesn’t really deliver everything it promises — the noisy loop
underpinning the song doesn’t seem to have the impact you want it to. All in all, this
albums generally sounds like an uncomfortable transition between ‘Sequencer’ and ‘United
States of Mind’, though a few good songs save it.

Covenant — United States Of Mind (2000)

Undoubtedly one of THE EBMwave albums of the last few years, this disc is more
symbolic of the ‘future pop’ sound than any other barring ‘Empires’ by VNV and ‘Welcome
to Earth’ by Apop. The ‘simple but effective’ sound is finally mastered on the Kraftwerk-
esque ‘Dead Stars’ and hands-in-the-air anthem ‘One World One Sky’, whilst album
opener ‘Like Tears In Rain’ masterfully combines a mournful, Bladerunner-inspired lyrics to
one of the bounciest schaffel rhythms the scene has witnessed to date.

Other club hits include the autobiographical “Tour De Force’ and the harder, more minimal
‘No Mans Land’. Away from the anthems, songs like ‘Afterhours’ and ‘Unforgiven’
showcase other aspects of the Covenant sound. There are a few down-points — ‘Helicopter’
is a brave experiment that ultimately fails to come off, whilst ‘Humility’ and ‘Still Life’ are

not as good as slow songs as the other songs are as anthems. Despite this, the appeal of
five dead-cert hits makes this album a more-or-less essential purchase for anyone vaguely
interested in the club-friendly face of the modern EBM/future pop sound.
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Covenant — Synergy: Live In Europe (2000)

Covenant’s first live album captures their “Tour De Force’ supporting their alboum ‘United
States of Mind’. They don’t actually do much live to make the songs sound different from
the albums (though a number of songs appear in remixed or extended form), although
Eskil’s ‘dramatic’ live vocal style at least offers some ‘value added’ aspect. The setlist
consists of songs from ‘United States Of Mind’ as well as a number from ‘Europa’ and
‘Sequencer’ and the B-side Babel. Curiously, two of their biggest hits to date (‘Theremin’
and ‘Figurehead’) are both omitted from the set, in place of more obscure tracks such as
‘Flux’ and ‘I Am’. Whilst the quality of these recordings are good, there’s ultimately not
much that we learn from them either.

Covenant — Northern Light (2002)

Having cracked the scene big-time with USOM, Covenant followed up their success with
this, their (for the want of a better phrase), their ‘maturity of sound’ aloum. Produced by
Jacob Hellner, this album is darker in tone that it's predecessor but nonetheless brings the
very best out of the individual songs and the sounds that form them (you can almost feel
the bitterly cold Scandinavian winter during which this album was recorded). The
immaculately produced ‘Call The Ships To Port’ brings back happy memories of
‘Figurehead’, whilst more recent converts to the genre will be won over by the anthem ‘We
Stand Alone’, a song so symbolic of what makes Covenant so appealing that it became a
club hit almost immediately.

The more subtle, textured aspects of Covenant sound become apparent in ‘Monochrome’
and ‘Rising Sun’. ‘We Want Revolution’ takes a more straightforward four-beat approach,
proving that simple-but-effective still remains a remarkably valid songwriting approach.
‘Invisible and Silent’, meanwhile, demonstrates how Covenant have now also mastered
the art of the ‘slow’ song, soaring high in a zone where many of their contemporaries have
nosedived. Once again, a few of the more experimental tracks fail to make a real
impression, though they don’t interrupt the flow of the album as badly as similar tracks did
on previous albums.

Covenant — Skyshaper (2006)

Covenant’s return with their first studio album since late 2002. With VNV having gone
analog and Apop having gone rock, there was naturally a lot of interest as to what direction
the Helsingborg trio were going to take their sound. Album opener and lead single ‘Ritual
Noise’ offers few clues — a breathtaking pad-and-vocoder intro leads only to a slight tinge
of disappointment when the actual rhythm loop kicks in, proving to be fractionally too
minimal (harking back to Europa days?). It still amounts to a good song in the final
reckoning, though debate will rage as to whether this version (actually the oldest of all
those released) is better or worse that the EP versions (this take is less reliant on
percussion and has an extended intro dropped from later versions).

In terms of dancefloor hits, it's joined by ‘Brave New World’, a synth-pop inspired songs
with a hint of e-piano-led dream trance, as well as ‘20 Hz’ — an anthem the commuting
masses which can only be described as vintage Covenant (you’ll understand when you
hear it - ). Also of note is the awesomely opaque ‘The Men’, a short, repetitive piece that
nonetheless features one of the densest loops I've encountered in this genre (you need a
good system for this one — forget your active speakers and iTunes playlist!).

The band also show they can still pull off the slower tracks — ‘Spindrift’ is what ‘Helicopter’
should have back on ‘United States of Mind’, whilst the conclusive ‘The World Is Growing
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Loud’ is probably the best closing number on any Covenant aloum to date. There a hint of
‘retro-electro’ analog noodling on ‘Pulse’ and ‘Happy Man’ — the former track pulling off the
buzzing sawtooth style with a degree of proficiency whilst the latter is an overly twee Bob
Moog tribute. The only really weak track is ‘Sweet and Salty’, a pointless spoken-word
track seemingly thrown together to show off a revolutionary new bass drum sound.
Otherwise, this is another strong showing for Covenant, who seem to have least held their
own at a time when the ‘future pop’ bands they clearly influenced are seriously starting to
fall out of favour.

NOTE: A 2CD digipak version is available. The bonus CD primarily consists of the 42-
minute long ‘Subterfuge For 3 Absynths’, a tedious, self-indulgent morass of perpetually
looped electronics. Sit through the whole thing without any additional stimulus and you're a
better man than I. Survive (or more likely skip) this and you’ll get a passable bonus track
‘Relief’ and a listenable techno mix of ‘Ritual Noise’ by Calico. Don’t lose any sleep if you
missed out on this, but pick it up if you can — even if you don’t like the music, it'll fetch
more on eBay in the years to come.

Cryo —In Your Eyes EP (2013)

My attention was first drawn to Cryo when | heard them described as being like
‘Sequencer-era Covenant’. That guaranteed my attention given that the production style of
that alboum was somewhat unique in the canon of mid-90’s industrial, being an album
similarly laden with noise yet unusually melodic at the same time (i.e. damn near
impossible for a reviewer to describe). And on hearing Cryo’s material for the first time, |
generally thought the description was pretty close, at least in terms of defining who might
like this, even if their songwriting wasn’t up to the standards of their fellow Swedes.

This 5-track EP is intended as a precursor to a forthcoming album ‘Retropia’. The title track
appears in three versions, with the “Club Version” the most definitive. The mid-tempo kick
drums, bassline throb and Euro-snarl vocals ensure this song classes at the harder end of
Cryo’s spectrum, with a synth in the chorus that hints at the darker fringes of 90s rave.
Whilst it falls short of being a dead-cert anthem, this is certainly good enough for the club
play the title suggests, and flies a flag for a production style that is often sidelined in the
‘Oontz Arms Race’ that seems to be going on in some quarters.

Two remixes are provided, and as an established project, they’ve secured two relatively
big names in Haujobb and Leaether Strip to handle the task, even if they are also two
serial industrial scene remixers that seems to crop up on B-sides and remix albums all the
time. Haujobb’s remixes unfortunately falls into the same trap as many of his mixes,
cutting every fourth measure from the bassline and stripping down the original to deliver a
percussion-dominated mix that is technically sound in Daniel Myer’s beard-stroking
production-meister manner, but somewhat dry and static in terms of artistic merit.

The ‘Strip put on a stronger showing, replacing the original chmaltz with a slow, sludgy
crawl but avoiding any temptation to mess with the song structure, thus producing what
sounds like a Leaether Strip song with a guest vocalist. It is therefore a competent
showing, but ultimately I still get the impression that the presence of these remixers in
name does more for the validation of this release in the eyes of the industrial-music buying
public (yes, many of us still spend money on this kind of thing!) than they do for the
musical qualities of the EP.

Two other tracks are present. “Higher” followed the same lines as the titles track but is
lyrically repetitive and adds nothing to EP. The real gem is “The Portal”. Shuffle rhythms
always offer a safe path to synthetic success, but with the trippy synth hits and a vocal that
harks back to golden-era Apoptygma Berzerk (as in ‘I had to check Stephan chmal
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wasn’t guesting on vocals’), this is a composition indicative of the quality level | hope to
find on Cryo’s next album. It’s the step forward they need to take, and might well make it
with tracks like this.

Cryo — Retropia (2014)

| reviewed the ‘taster’ for this album, the In Your Eyes EP, a few months ago, and it was
good enough to whet my appetite for the forthcoming full-length. The band have been well
favoured on these pages in recent years, but with several releases behind them, | was
hoping for something more to say than ‘if you liked the last few you’ll like this one’. And
sure enough, they’ve come up with something. Several somethings, in fact.

The two highlight tracks from the EP reappear here, with the excellent schaffel-style of
“The Portal” as welcome here as it was on the EP, whilst the KLF-esque synth lead of EP
title track “In Your Eyes” appears here preceded by an extended intro, opening up the
album in rousing style. But strength of depth is what I'm here to judge, so let’s see what
Cryo have to deliver for those of us who still have time to devote to full length albums.

I'll break from my usual style and kick off with the weak points. “Believer” is a tiring four-
and-a-half minutes of suffocating bass swamping whatever else is going on — that said,
this may just my ears tiring of such aural chmaltz. After all, this kind of thing is very ‘in’
right now, so you might like it if you're “cooler” than | am. “I Use You” attempts the slow,
menacing build-up dynamic, but despite some VERY Jean-Luc De Meyer vocals, it takes
too long to build up to what isn’t really that much of a climax. The EBM inspired “Shelter” is
dynamic enough, certainly one of the most beat-driven Cryo tracks to date, but apart from
that achieves little of note musically.

But these downsides are more than compensated for. “Common Man” is the perfect
antidote for “Believer”, a slow, minimally synthetic composition that rediscovers the
seemingly-lost art of reverb to remind all that a less-is-more approach can do wonders to
give your recordings space to breathe. “Too Much” brings the two extremes of Cryo’s
sound together, a rough, jarring series of verses interspersed with a lush chorus that sums
up in a single recording everything | like about this project.

It's towards the end of the album that things really get interesting. “Yesterday” is little more
than a filter-swept synthline and swirling atmospherics, sitting stylistically between that
Male or Female 242-offshoot and mid-70s Tangerine Dream. And in case you think | have
no business mentioning dinosaur krautrock bands on these pages, just wait until you’ve
heard the album finale, a three-part suite entitled “So Close”, with all parts (but particularly
the first) featuring some seriously old-school vocoder action (always an earworm for me),
and acting as a microcosm of the album’s overall sound through it's duration.

So yes, Cryo deliver once again, and they’ve found some legitimate paths forward in terms
of aural texture and song structure without needing to break from their core sound. The
only downer is I've already heard certain influential (?) figures herald my least favourite
track from the albums, “Believer” as the potential club hit of the eleven! Seriously, if you're
Djing anywhere near me, pick one of the others. Any of them. Even one of ones without
drums.....

Cryptic Romance — Remembrance (2013)

This is the debut album from the latest project of Vanson Sichelstein, a Czech musician
probably best known to readers of this site as the creator of Warsickle. Maybe that means
something to some of you, but all | know is that | don’t hear much music from this
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particular country, and I'm always keen to search out new creative territories. None of this
means anything, of course, if the project can’t bring some decent music to the scene.

And | have to admit, on first listen, I’'m pretty sure I've heard something like this before.
Chris Pohl, he of Blutengel fame is openly stated as an influence, along with the ‘Mode
(not again?) and Rabia Sorda (not totally misleading), but despite the obvious temptation,
I’'m not sure Blutengel is the best comparison. It's more reminiscent of Seelenkrank, the
pre-Blutengel Pohl Project, before the vampiric atmospheres were seduced with female
voices and other poppy influences. This also means the project sounds dated, but that isn’t
always a bad thing. 90’s style darkwave still has an appeal to some of us (did you read my
Bella Morte review of The Best Of Bella Morte (1996-2012)?).

So what we have here is melodic minor key arps, mid-tempo drum beats, solid basslines
and the harsh vocal style adopted by (at least) half of the worlds industrial musicians. And
Cryptic Romances take on the style is certainly pleasing to the ear on initial impression.
Unfortunately, after a few songs, it becomes clear that it’s not particularly musically
advanced either. Too many one- and two-note sequences, little experimentation with
rhythmic structure and no “how did they do that?” moments. Having read Wolf’s review of
the new Warsickle, I'm thinking presets are called upon rather too often.

This doesn’t make the album bad, just average. And three highlights do stand out.
“Something” is the most obvious DJ choice — upbeat with a melodic hook that really
develops over the course of the song. “You Cant” utilises plaintive cries in place of the
usual vocal gravel, reminding me of various tracks by The Eternal Afflict. And for the Pohl
fanatics amongst you, “Moondance” makes the best job of melding together arcing string
ups, funereal atmospheres and e-piano melodies into a dark dance delight.

Elsewhere, things are rather more ordinary. Three instrumentals tracks (the first, fourth
and final tracks) give the album structure but aren’t especially elaborate recordings heard
on their own. The same can be said of songs like “Heart Of Hurricane” and “Hano!”, which
are essentially competent compositions lacking any real artistic impression, just sort of
pulsing along, doing their thing. I've used the term ‘landfill synthpop’ on here before —
please don’t make me invent ‘landfill darkwave’.

On the other hand, maybe Vanson is better off not mucking around with the formula too
much. Two tracks in the later stages of the album show an experimental tendency that isn’t
quite hitting the mark. “Schizofreniak” is what it says it as, a stop-start assembly of musical
ideas that sound attractive enough on their own but amount to less than the sum of their
parts on the recording. “V hlubini eerného lesa” utilised a guest synthline from Necrocock
(who?), but they fail to nail the ‘quiet bit into loud bit’ transition with any real style. It's a
common error, sure, but I've never liked songs that come and go as they please. The
secret to successful songwriting is getting stuff like this to hang together.

In conclusion then, it's a reasonable enough deviation from Warsickle, but | don’t feel like
I've been treated to anything special, either. So, yes, worth a try once, and some good
songs emerged as a result, but I'm not convinced there’s much more creative potential in
the concepts chosen here. Herr Pohl and his clan of vampric followers sucked it dry years
ago.

The Cure — The Cure (2004)

There were a lot of rumours that The Cure would be an ex-band following the release of
‘Bloodflowers’ in 2000. A lot of rumours that a lot of fans had heard before and
conveniently chose to ignore. And whilst Robert Smith’s posse did indeed take a sizeable
break from prolonged sessions in the studio, they didn'’t split either. The obligatory fill the
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big gap between albums’ Best Of came in 2002, before the boys returned with this, the
self-titled release that most bands eventually get round to at least once. Killing Joke did a
couple, but enough about them.

The thing about self-titled albums is that you expect them to sound like the band on the
cover. And let’s get one thing straight. This definitely sounds like The Cure. Despite
enjoying cult legend status whilst still raking in enviable royalties and tour fees, Robert
Smith is still finding stuff to complain about. And we wouldn’t have him any other way. The
band, meanwhile, has kept the same line-up as the last aloum’, but seem to have woken
up a little in the process. ‘Bloodflowers’ certainly made all the right noises, but it was a bit
of a drag dynamically, a fan favourite for sure but perhaps not one for the casual listener to
listen to all the way through.

And The Cure offer us their statement of intent from the very moment you press the play
button, as opening track ‘Lost’ is very much indicative of a band that have rediscovered
their roots. Robert Smith’s plaintive calls of ‘I can’t find myself’ becoming increasingly
desperate as the band slowly erect huge walls of noise, surrounding him on all side. It's
like post-punk had never gone away. ‘Labyrinth’ is no less disturbing, not unlike a parallel
universe version of ‘Burn’ where things have got worryingly fucked-up. The use of vocal
effect only serve to make Smith sound more disconnected from the world around him than
usual.

The next three songs, however, see a return to The Cure’s more accessible ‘angst-pop’
song style. ‘Before Three’ is a sentimental tale of better times now gone, whilst ‘Truth
Goodness and Beauty’ sings of a hope that is probably unrealistic but might yet be
realised. It's ‘The End of The World’ that stands out, though. A prominent melodic bass
line, cheesy synth solo and ever cheesier ‘Oo0-eee-000’ vocals. Despite this, repeated
listening reveals these songs as merely ‘good attempts’ rather than absolute classics.
They’ll keep the fans happy, but they’re nothing really new.

‘Anniversary’ next, and time into a trip into the lush, dreamy textures which long-time
Cureheads refer to as the ‘Disintegration’ sound. Played through a good system (as you
can’t enjoy tracks like this without one), this multi-layered opus certainly ranks alongside
their better-known ‘atmospheric’ works. Backed onto this is ‘Us Or Them’, the most
visceral track on the whole CD. Furious drumming and discordant instrumentation set the
scene, whilst Smith’s vocal spews out the kind of utter revulsion that we haven’t heard
from him in many a year. If ever.

The oddly titled ‘alt.end.’ sounds on the surface like your usual angst-o-rama, but the lyrics
hide an unusual sentiment, the view that restarting, reincarnating and re-anything for that
matter just isn’t what it'’s cracked up to be. Why bother when you did it all the first time
round? Following this is ‘(I Don’t Know What's Going) On’ a fairly ordinary guitar-pop love
song, and ‘Taking Off’, a cheery little number that reverses the sentiments of ‘alt.end.’,
whilst making good use of synth string plus bright guitars to recreate the ‘Friday I'm In
Love’ feel without resorting to out-and-out self-plagiarism. Just very slight self-plagiarism.

‘Never’ is dominated by an oppressive bass line and dirty guitars, singing of a relationship
that isn’t going to be and was never meant to be. The penultimate song is ‘The Promise’, a
painfully slow crawl through a marshy squall of dense guitar noise and wandering bass,
which will doubtlessly please those die-hards that wished that all the mid-80s Cure chart
pop material was no more than a bad dream. We finish with ‘Going Nowhere’, all piano
and understated guitars, and a suitable (if predictable) way to tie up all the loose ends and
bring the album to a close.
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If you got in there quick, you might yet have a ‘making of’ bonus DVD to enjoy. It's nothing
critical — just studio footage of the band set to instrumental versions of ‘Lost’ and ‘The
Promise’ plus an early take of ‘Truth Goodness and Beauty’. Unless you have to have it all,
it's a nice bonus and no more. It’s the kind of limited edition bonus record come up with to
guarantee quick first-day sales. Not realising of course, that The Cure have a very large
and very loyal following that would have bought it on release day anyway.

The album, however, is altogether more significant. Long-time Cure aficionados will
probably enjoy at least some of it, whilst newcomers to the realm of miserable guitar rock
would do well to pick this up and learn from the established masters. It’s not exactly a
start-to-finish masterpiece, with the ‘pop’ songs in particular not amongst their best. But it
still sounds like The Cure we know and love. Or know and endure, if you came here for the
industrial reviews but keep getting force-fed Robbie Smith whenever your girlfriend’s
around. But you love ‘em really, don’t you?

Current 93 — Black Ships Ate The Sky (2006)

After six years of live recordings and compilation, David Tibet returns with his first full-
length collection of new material since 2000. The liner notes explain that the whole
concept of the album, inspired as it was by a series of Tibet’s dreams. Eight versions of
the Methodist Hymn ‘Idumaea’ punctuate the album, each version performed in a different
style by one of eight different vocalists. Highlights amongst these include Anthony
Hegarty’s trademark falsetto (the only singer to go for an a capella treatment), folk-styled
performances from Shirley Collins and Clodagh Simonds, more straightforward stripped-
down acoustic performances from Marc Almond and Tibet himself and a particularly
haunting banjo performance from Will Oldham (performing here as ‘Bonnie Prince Billy’).

The remainder of the album is given over to actual describing the aforementioned dreams.
One can only suspect that the inner reaches of Tibet’s mind is not a pleasant place to be, if
the delirious, stream-of-consciousness lyricisms on offer here are anything to go by,
varying from the philosophical to the utterly insane. A thematic thread can be traced
through all of these compositions. The musical accompaniment, provided by the usual cast
of guest musicians, is for the most part minimally acoustic, though Current 93’s penchant
for audio manipulation is still apparent in places. The album'’s title track is an exception to
this rule, building a raucous, entropic wall of guitar noise. Of course, you’ll need a special
type of audio endurance to actually make it this far — this style of music is the very
antithesis of ‘easy listening’. But as a glimpse into the disturbed psyche of David Tibet, it
can’t be faulted.

D.A.F. — Produkt der Deutsch-Amerikanische Freundschaft
(1979)

This is one of those ‘swept under the carpet’ albums, a genuine ‘before they were famous’
exhumation from the archives. D.A.F. are, after all, better known as a minimal synth-duo. It
therefore might come as a surprise that this recording is essentially guitar rock.
Instrumental guitar rock. Freeform instrumental guitar rock.

Sure enough, D.A.F. vocalist Gabi Delgado-Lopez was otherwise occupied during the
recording of this album. This left Robert Gorl in charge, plus a bassist, guitarist, a
synthesizer and a two-track tape machine. Two track. Not four, and certainly not eight
(chew on that, White Stripes!). So it’s lo-fi then. No-one’s paying any attention to virtuosity
or fidelity. Just crank out the bloody tunes, OK?

66



EOL-Audio Archive

Hardly surprising that it was recorded ‘as-live’, too. It shows — the sound quality is certainly
around demo-tape levels, and even the group’s trademark minimalism is absent here —
what we here essentially amounts to noise. There’s a hell of a lot going on in a very short
space of time. It’s just it doesn’t seem to be going on in any order. We don’t even get track
titles.

No track titles? Nope. In fact, it's often hard to distinguish one piece from another. They all
generally sound like a group of wannabe musicians gathering for a jam round a tape
machine. It's just you never know at track start whether it's going to fade away by the thirty
second mark or play on and on until everyone gets bored and stops. By the end of this
album, three minutes starts to sound like a very long time indeed (but remember the
Velvet's and ‘Sister Ray’ — they kept at it until the there was no room left on the record).

So is there anything of musical worth here at all? Well, yes there is. Hell, it’s as noisy as
fuck, but that IS the idea. Despite their limited means, the group members do seem to
keep on finding fresh ways of making a lot of noise. The tracks, short as they are, never sit
still for long and whilst the likes of the Velvet Underground and co might have pioneered
the guitar side of D.A.F.’s sound palette, the use of piercing analog synths was relatively
new.

Yes, | know synths were around since the late 60s. But it took a long time for anyone to
get the best out of them. By no means is this the pinnacle of the ‘electronics as a weapon’
technique, but it does add an extra layer of anarchy, the synthetic portions of the sound
setting this work aside from it's American and British cousins. They weren’t the only
Germans to try this trick, nor the first, and certainly not the best (any Krautrock fans
reading?), but this at least gives them an ounce of musical integrity.

That said, | really am reluctant to endorse this one. Significant as it was, it’s not exactly
typical of the group, whilst more developed example of this proto-industrial style can be
found in the back catalogues of bands who devoted whole careers to stuff like this. It does
ultimately prove to be listenable in the right frame of mind, but this band needed some
serious sorting out, and soon.

D.A.F. — 15 Neue DAF Lieder (2003)

In an interview in 1982, Gabi Delgado Lopez described the reasoning behind the initial
split of Deutsch Amerikanische Freundschatft. “It’s like when you are painting a picture.
Once it’s ready, why keep adding things to it?”. He was pretty much on the ball there.
Having spent many years getting their act together, DAF then went on to record three
albums in quick succession, and then with their musical concept exhausted, split. And
nothing either of them has done since then has garnered more than token attention.

Meanwhile, a whole host of electronic acts have picked up on the punk-to-synthpop-
bridging concepts they instigated to create their own variants on DAF’s minimalist
electronic style. Most notable amongst these are Front 242, who’s early beat-driven works
owe a great debt to this duo, whilst on the other side of the pond, the early stars of the
techno scene would often name-check DAF alongside Kraftwerk and Numan as one of
their primary influences.

Not that they or any of the other myriad electro-heads sat still on the innovation front. Gabi
and Robert return in 2003 to find the bar substantially raised. We live in times where
anyone can replicate vintage synths on a PC, whilst software sequencers dwarfing their
hardware grandparents are so powerful that even the entry-level versions are sufficient to
give even the absolute beginner half a chance of producing something respectable. It's
getting too easy.
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Which makes the return of DAF seem all the more dubious. Maybe this ever-politically-
aware band have reformed to protest against the increasingly contentious actions of
George ‘Dubya’ and friends. Or maybe they thought their simplistic, sex-charged synth-
pop may have some place in that oh-so-trendy electro-clash niche. Or maybe they’d run
out of money, as | don’t remember either DAF/DOS or Gorl solo ever being particularly big
sellers. Since | haven't really got the inclination to go searching round for interviews to
translate, we’ll assume for now it’s all three. Maybe the music will give us some kind of
clue.

The music? You'd thought I'd forgotten. Sorry, | had two decades of absence followed by a
sudden comeback to explain. One paragraph wasn’t enough. The first things that obvious
is that DAF aren’t going to leave much to the imagination here. ‘15 Neue Lieder’ is offered,
and 15 Neue Lieder is what we get. Each one is themed, so we get a ‘Liebesleid’ (Love
song), a ‘Kriegslied’ (War Song) and so on. Barring one foray into Gabi’s native Spanish
tongue, everything is in German. Fortunately, as the songs are fundamentally quite simple,
a little experience and occasional references to a dictionary is all you need.

DAF haven’t moved on much musically, either. None of your modern modular-semi-
subtractive-modular-hybrid indulgence here. Just lots of analog sequences that vary from
the cheesily squelchy to the almost-metallic, with the odd tinkly melody hidden away. No
real need for endless layers of sound either, as they generally keep the sound stripped
down to two or three synth lines max. The rigid percussion isn’t all that complex, either,
whilst the chord progressions (not that there’s any real polyphony at play here), keep
strictly to the basic school of synth-pop songwriting. The only real difference is the switch
from live to programmed drumming, which seems a pity given the lack of live percussion in
any form of industrial these days.

Vocally, Gabi retains his throaty, lusty voice which helped bring out all the sexual innuendo
inherent in many of DAF’s songs. There’s a fair few here keep to that template, notably the
skirt-obsessed ‘Rock Hoch’, as well as the pleasantly melodic but overlong closing track
‘Ich Bin Morgen Wieder Da’, which repeats too many of the same lines over and over
again. Nine minutes is too long for a track built round such sparse music concepts.

More notable is the band’s sense of political irony. The band’s name might well mean
‘German American Friendship’, but since the opening track ‘Der Sheriff’ is subtitled ‘Anti-
Amerikanisches Lied’, one must continue to take that moniker with a pinch of salt as Gabi
cried “Alle mussen respektieren was der Sherrif sagt!”. Another hugely cynical number is
‘Der Prasident’, which deals succinctly with the issue of first world greed.

Whilst the bulk of the album is given over to songs about either sex or politics, there are a
few variants of theme. ‘Kinderzimmer’, from what little can translate, is a song about so-
called modern day ‘superheroes’ (I’'m guessing there’s some cynicism hidden in there my
German isn’t good enough to dig it out). Also of note ‘Leibezimmer’, a track which sounds
as innocent and | as anything else here, but those you observant enough to spot the
subtitle ‘Hexenlied’ might realise that it’s really all about witchcraft....

I’'m still in two minds about whether | really like this aloum or not. Once translated, many of
the songs do appear to have a valid message. The lusty, testosterone-fuelled sentiments
of Lopez still have a place in this world whilst their observations of the outside world are
nothing if not grimly relevant. But the fact that I (not a native German speaker) sussed all
but a few of them out relatively simply might indicate that the DAF boys are overusing the
simple-is-effective route here.

They’ve certainly done so with the music. This much old-skool synth on this side of the
millennium can do serious damage to one’s tolerance of anything that goes ‘bleep’,
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‘squelch’ or ‘plonk’. I've heard it said that whilst a synthesiser could conceivably create any
sound theoretically possible, 99% of those sounds are of a cat chewing a wasp. Admittedly,
DAF have done well with the remaining 1% of sounds that their machinery have to offer,
but this is seriously dated stuff now. Of course, it’s also fashionably dated.

Darkmen — Living On Borrowed Time (2012)

It's good to know there’s still Belgians out there keeping the old-school heritage of Front
242 and A Split-Second alive. | was starting to worry that the country had forgotten about
the style. But Darkmen have made it to aloum number two, and this time there’s no
bleeding obvious Depeche Mode covers. It's good, solid, classic EBM all the way.

And for those of you who know the genre, you already know what this album sounds like.
Throbbing, pulsating basslines, layers of percussion and metallic crashing providing the
body beat, and an angry man belting out the lyrics over the top. Yes, sure, it’s nothing new
for the genre, but after spending the bulk of the last WGT in mosh pits with angry Saxons
and Swedes, slugging it out to exactly this style of music, | know what frequencies brutally
resonate this body. And I’'m listening to them right now.

After several listens through, | found three tracks stood out. Two of them — “Legs Like Gold”
and “No Pain No Shame” are just solid, in-your-face EBM blasts of the ‘“That Total Age’
school. They don'’t try to be clever and are better for it. More notable is “We Are Hard”, one
of the fastest tracks on the album, but managing to squeeze in some of Combo’s rants

from ‘This Is England’. Recognition that whilst Belgians may make the best body beats, we
Brits produce the best thuggish antagonists, bar none.

There’s a few other interesting elements. “Stahlwerk” is the instrumental opener, with the
reverbed metal bashing loops taking the forefront, a surprisingly listenable composition.
“Scheissmusik” appears to be a tongue-in-cheek DAF tribute, because it sounds exactly
like them and, well, if you don’t know what the title means, Google Translate reveals all. “I
Feel It In Me” sees the most successful take on the slower, menacing side of EBM, even if
the kick drum sounds worrying like someone bashing a plastic wheelie bin.

There’s a few disappointing tracks. The language barrier impedes songs like “Liar!” and
“‘Run And Hide”, as forced wordplay and over-used expressions stick out more than
anywhere else. “Open Your Eyes” is initially more promising, but some clumsy breaks
make it all sound too stop-start. The closing number “Bitch!” is probably the weakest track
of all. It just sounds like they’d run out of ideas by then.

Five remixes appear at the end of the album proper, with “Legs Like Gold” and “We Are
Hard” rightfully chosen as the tracks most suitable for a rework. A couple of the mixes are
reworked by bands that sound too similar to the original artists (Nordar and Grandchaos)
and hence they can’t really do much with them. Mechaload turn in an interesting take on
“We Are Hard”, adding some orchestral string sounds to the mix and turning the feel of the
original on its head. Sounded misplaced at first, but it eventually struck a chord.

The only tribute to the more modern EBM sounds come with K-Bereit’s take on “Legs Of
Gold”. For those of you unfamiliar with this projects origins, one of the members used to be
in Cobalt 60. No, not Jean-Luc De Meyer. The other one. Anyway, the C60 link probably
explains how they got this particular remix job, but the “fuller” electronic sound, flying
strings and melodic motifs work well with the original vocals line and rhythmic concept. As
a ‘added value’ remix, it does the job just fine.

I'll end this review with a warning. If you’re not into old-school EBM, this won’t convert you,
at least not yet. Come back in a few years when you've tired of whatever-it-is-you-kids-are-
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into-right-now. But if this is your sound of choice, you could do far worse than adding some
Darkmen to your collection, and here’s a good place to start. Admittedly, | could say that
about any number of projects, so if you really want to confuse me, why not send your old-
school EBM promos in and see if | can keep finding fresh methods of describing them?

| am SERIOUSLY going to regret that last line one day.....
Dawn of Ashes — Anathema (2013)

| first heard Dawn of Ashes on an Out Of Line compilation back in the mid-00s. What |
heard was a standard-issue form of aggrotech, terror EBM or whatever name the genre
has these days (the militant Wikipedia mods with their old-school ideals have prevented
any one term gaining dominance). Anyway, | was heatrtily tired of said genre by then and
duly forgot about them. Fast forward many years, and | read a promo e-mail that informs
me that Dawn Of Ashes have ‘gone metal’. Then this thing crops up for review, | get
curious and here | am reviewing it.

Now, I've heard the aggrotech+guitars combination before. It should work, but it takes
more talent than you may expect to allow the two styles to work together without one
swamping the other, so what we usually end up with getting was a kind of Hocico with
power chords, or Ministry with Access Virus supersaw leads. Dawn Of Ashes have
decided to side-step this issue by deriving influence not from the industrial rocks school of
processed riffology (though ironically they got Chris Vrenna, ex-NIN, to mix it), but instead
the highly technical world of extreme metal.

Luckily, such things are not totally lost on me. OK, my own collection doesn’t extend
beyond Cradle Of Filth (sorry, did I just admit to something | shouldn’t have?), but thanks
to an ex from a few years back, | got a decent grounding on the most extreme fringes of
the metal scene. And in case you're already feeling nervous, let me assure you they’re
exactly like us industrial fans. Two hundred odd turn up at a basement venue, crowd round
the merch stall picking up rarities and then various elitist discussion commence between
(and sometimes during) the live parts, and the aftershow party is a complete sausage-fest.
Dawn Of Ashes are treading safer ground than you may think.

So what Dawn of Ashes has delivered here is a 12-track ‘suite’, with the three ‘Anathema’
interludes sitting at the start, middle and end of the album, and nine actual songs in
between. The song structures generally avoid the dance-inspired stompathon of industrial
dance, instead adopting very technical structures, which build, break and rebuild, attacking
from many angles and never quite settling into a predictable pattern. They keep one foot in
their industrial past by ensuring the guitar parts dominate only on occasion and rarely
reach the playing speed of the traditional extreme metallers, whilst still using the arcing
strings and choral parts typical of melodic black metal. As an equal parts hybrid of the two
styles, they’ve nailed it.

Of course, one of the downsides of adopting such a technical approach is the lack of a real
‘anthem’ to seal the albums greatness. “Sex, Blood & Black Magic” gets closest, but what
would normally be the songs middle eight becomes a one minute diversion into a
descending synth line, disconnected from the rest of the song. Full marks for surprise
value and tonal variation, but marks off for choking when a sure-fire anthem was in the
making. Only on “Torture Device” and potentially “Insidious (Of The Judas Breed)” do they
keep their experimental tendencies in check and offer up a straightforward industrial-
melodic-black-death-extreme-metal composition that | could safely spin in a DJ set without
judicious cueing.
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Sometimes, the extended structures work in their favour, though. The penultimate track
“Scars On Scars” brings in Gary Zon from Dismantled, and together they develop an
awesomely drawn-out build up from nowhere to a cathedral-sized climax. Sometimes the
hook simply isn’t there, though — “Ending a Harrowing Wish” just sounds hurried and
muddy for the duration, whilst “Morphine Addiction” is merely turgid. The individual songs
are hit and miss, but their use of the ‘suite’ concept does result in a album that amounts to
more than the sum of its parts, and whilst some parts don’t really work out of context, there
is enough content of quality to make these twelve tracks a worthwhile trip into the dual
hells of aggrotech and extreme metal.

Deathboy — Music To Crash Cars To (2003)

Deathboy emerged from seemingly nowhere in mid-2002 and didn’t waste much time in
stamping their mark on the London industrio-goth scene. The casual observer might
wonder exactly how they managed to build a following so quickly. It might have something
to do with the fact that whilst this act are relatively new as a live proposition, the project
itself actually stretches back several years, with Scott Lamb (the ‘Deathboy’ in question)
home-recording several MP3-albums before this particular disc saw the light of day.

To confuse things further, one of those albums was also entitled ‘Music To Crash Cars To’
— many of the tracks from that particular collection appear here also, but so do songs from
the other ‘free’ albums. Naturally, a full release of this nature typically demands some work
in a proper studio and the support of at least some kind of record label, and Cheltenham’s
cheap-n-cheerful mavericks Wasp Factory stepped in to assist, with Lee Chaos himself
helping the band see this album through to its completed form.

Admittedly, | do have mixed views on the various productions available on Wasp Factory.
In theory, I've got a lot of support for what they do. In practise, I've found that the bargain-
basement quality of production often compromises the band’s output. Whilst the purely
electronic acts can get away with this (Swarf’s excellent ‘Fall’ EP springs to mind), any
wannabe axe-wielders needs to watch out, lest their finished product resembles the
homogenous wall of noise that has ruined many a Chaos Engine album over the years.

Fortunately for all involved, the sound quality here surpasses pretty much anything I've
heard on this label to date. True, I'd like the guitars a bit further up the mix in places, but
otherwise all the elements of the Deathboy sound meld together to form a convincing,
effective whole. Their signature sound generally involves snarling guitars, industrially-
tinged electronics, fierce broken beats (more Pitchshifter than anything hip-hop) and
Scott’s punk y, in-your-face vocals — deep-down, maybe not the voice of world’s greatest
vocal talent, but certainly the one of a man with a lot to get off his chest.

So what about the songs then? Highlights include opener ‘We Will Destroy’, a big, filthy
anthem for the munted generation (and | promise that’s the only time I'll use that phrase in
a review), deservedly becoming something of a signature track for the band as a whole.
‘Computer #1' mixes spoken word insights on the wired-in world, interspersed with some
more abstract observations in the verses, with a big ‘1 am Computer #1 — | Am The Future
Going Wrong’ chorus holding it all together.

‘Decimate’ deals with the issue of attention seeking, whether it being by decorating
ourselves (‘We Spend a Fortune on Make-up, So We Can All Look The Same’) or just by
killing and raping people. ‘Lost Again’ sums up the feeling of wandering through life
aimlessly, something we all feel at sometime, and ‘Demons’ handles how (not) to cope
with uncontrollable lust. ‘Sick World’ meanwhile, brings together a series of observations
about the fucked-up state of planet Earth into a fucked-up electro-rock stormer.
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Whilst these tracks all contain enough ideas to keep them distinctive, they do all follow a
similar musical line. Things get interesting when they deviate from their sound of choice.
‘Parasite’ features Scott attempting a softer, less antagonised vocal — generally successful
but not totally ‘there’. ‘Killer’ goes for a vicious drum’n’bass tone, landing somewhere
between early Prodigy and Digital Hardcore — a little bit bitty but achieves something by it’s
conclusion.

More successful is the Apocalypse Remix of ‘Change’, where the breakbeats and dystopia
are put aside while the boys have a go at sounding like an electro-pop band, elements of
Numan and Assemblage 23 both very much in evidence. ‘| Know You Know’ also tweaks
the percussion side of things, going for a big, metallic industrial loop — a bit ‘static’ in how it
plays in with the rest of the music, but on second thoughts, that was probably the whole
idea.

The title track, meanwhiles, introduces some decidedly ravey elements to the Deathboy
sound chmalt, though this is quite a long way away from that long-distant attempt by the
Utah Saints to fuse guitar riffs to the music of E-culture. The untitled ‘hidden’ track,
inevitably found at the end of the CD is another one that initially recalls days of white
gloved pill-poppers and big yellow smiley faces, a brief burst of an ‘Everybody In The
Place’ style intro, before it goes very nasty on us indeed. If Trent Reznor ever remixed 808
State, this is what it would have sounded like.

Now | might be prone to bias, of course. This is, after all, the first CD in which | got a

mention in the inlay (look....I'm in there somewhere!). But | doubt | would have made it had

| not been brought into contact with members of the bands when | wrote a not-entirely-bad

review of what turned out to be their first ever live show. OK, they don’t always hit the

bullseye every time, but as first alboums go, this is pretty damn good, stepping over the
chmalt without going all self-indulgently experimental.

Deathboy — End Of An Error (2006)

The first Deathboy album might have been impressive for what was then a new band, but
it did lack a certain ‘longevity’, ultimately providing us with a few obvious anthems
surrounded by a number of tracks that seemed like interesting musical ideas than fully
developed songs. But Deathboy have grown and matured, as has the sub-genre which
they now seem to belong to (it’s called ‘futurepunk’, apparently). With a few decent
producers on board (Rico and John Fryer namechecked on the sleeve) and a more
professional looking product, it’s pretty clear that they’re set on taking a step forward. They
are no longer plucky newcomers.

And in many respects, they seem to have succeeded. The punk’n’bass core of their sound
remains intact, though even songs like ‘Cheap Shot’ and ‘Smile You Fucker’ combine their
cynical, dismissive and often foul-mouthed vociferation with a more developed form of
songwriting and a harder-hitting production that demands more repeated listen than the
likes of ‘We Will Destroy’. The more straightforward industrial rock of ‘Black Morning’ and
‘Angel On My Shoulder’ work equally as well. Thinking back to my review of their 2003
debut on Wasp Factory, it's simply everything | originally said they had to do.

But there’s another part of the overall Deathboy concept which is realized to great effect
on this album — believe it or not, they also have a sensitive side. ‘Money And Confidence’
is best described as a breakbeat Cure, whilst ‘Lullaby’ does an alternation of stipped-down
melancholy with Aphex Twin-style beat rushes. The sweet, melodic synths of ‘Something’
were probably unexpected by many, but mesh well with the songs more brutal
undercurrent. For me, however, the undoubted highlight is ‘Slip’. It seems to be one of the
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albums more ‘personal’ songs, the blunt synth/bass stabs opening out and developing into
an oddly uplifting chorus, despite its bleak lyrical tone.

It defines how far this band have come — all concerned must now be hoping that they
haven’t hit the glass ceiling that afflicts so many UK bands. There’s a fanbase to be found
beyond the confines of scene clubs and slots at Black Celebration and Whitby Gothic
Weekend. Time for a shot at the big time, boys......

Deine Lakaien — White Lies (2002)

The German duo of Ernst Horn and Alexander Veljanov are minor legends in their
homeland. They compete with international corporate megastars at the top of their
countries charts and attract huge crowds wherever they happen to be playing live. And
unlike the other ‘borderline mainstream’ scene acts (I’'m looking at you, Wolfsheim), they
retain their reputation for being a little bit ‘odd’, that little bit ‘quirky’, the thing that keeps
their sound distinctive. This despite hardly ever singing in their native tongue. At least it
means that me, muggins here, can understand it.

Which brings me to ‘White Lies’ — Deine Lakaien’s 2002 album. The first thing to strike me
level of ‘accessibility’ — the ratio of ‘weird to conventional’ is similar to that of ‘Kasmodiah’,
but even the really experimental tracks don’t take THAT much effort to get into. Not that
this is any bad thing in moderation — | mean, face it, who really ever got their head round
‘Winter Fish Testosterone’? It’s not like DL have suddenly discovered the art of songwriting
(we always knew what they could do), it more that they’ve achieved balance over an entire
album.

And where better to start than album opener ‘Wunderbar’. And no, they are still singing in
English. Mostly. It's no more than a gentle ballad, Veljanov’s soft, sonorous voice detailing
the love affair between a wandering drunk and a lamp post! With delicate strings floating
past in the background, and Horn’s keyboards and piano filling in the gaps, it makes for
strong introduction — deceptively innocent, impeccably produced but with a dark
undercurrent.

‘Generators’ takes us to a more familiar Lakaien territory. The lead single from the album
gets a fresh treatment hear, a subtle, pithy little synth-ballad, the kind of thing this duo do
so well, and do so many times on this CD. Like all the best songs, it seems to have some
kind of hidden meaning which may or may not exist — which of course results in many a
repeated listen. Picking up the pace is ‘Where You Are’, the other single from the album, a
sort of life-changing tribute to person or persons unknown.

Things start getting odd with ‘Prayer’. It makes vague reference to advances in genetic
engineering, specifically cloning technology, and trying to out-do Mother Nature at her own
game by creating some kind of master race. | might have misread this one totally, but this
interpretation does make the song sound just a little unnerving to the ears that are mine.
Then we get the diversion of ‘Stupid’, a purposefully silly synth-popper, cynically answering
those that dare criticise the songwriting talents of others (guilty? Moi!?). As ‘joke’ songs go,
this one is at least acceptable in its mere existence.

Now we get ‘The Kiss’, a hurdy-gurdy driven folk song about cheating on one’s lover
during a dirty weekend in France. Veljanov is in his element here, really getting behind the
songs dynamics and driving it through to it’s conclusion. The following track ‘Silence In
Your Eyes’ is something of an chmaltzy . The minimalistic approach they opt for is one
that can be made to work under the right circumstances, but this particular song is too
insubstantial and vague to really succeed, despite some nice melodic keyboard work from
Horn.
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The next song is ‘Hands White (Mani Bianche)’, the point at which the album reaches it’s
least accessible point. The trick here is Sabrine Lutzenberger (from the Helium Vola
project) echoing Veljanov’s vocals in the form of an Italian translation. It’s a reasonable
attempt at trying something different, not particularly catchy but a fair attempt at what
appears to be a left-of-centre anthem for political unity.

‘Lost’ is another one of those low-key ballady affairs, but still effective as tribute to one’s
failures, building up to an increasingly complex and chaotic sound as the song reaches it's
climax. Now on the home straight, ‘Fleeting’ deals with the impending end of a relationship
in almost resigned fashion. Featuring the return of live string instruments, it’s a rich,
professional-sounding number that’s typically the sign of a band at home with themselves
and their music, even if the song itself is not their strongest.

The penultimate track is also the best, which is surprising as it’s not even a ‘new’ song as
such. The track is ‘Life Is A Sexually Transmitted Disease’, the latest part in the
‘Reincarnation’ series and the closest we’ve got to a remake of the lead track from the
ancient ‘Dark Star’ album. This version drives the song to new levels, with that title line
remaining the single most memorable aspect of the whole album. The album then just
fades out quietly with outro track ‘One Minus One’.

It's very tricky to try and work out who to recommend this album to. Unlike other so-called
‘darkwave’ bands (and to a lesser extent, some of Deine Lakaien’s earlier songs), it's not
really music for dancing to. Symbolising as it does Deine Lakaien’s ‘maturity of sound’ in
full bloom, it’s the kind of album you need to sit back and listen to, and in that respect it
works both within the musical remit of this site and possibly outside it as well. | can quite
imagine your normal, everyday German music lover, popping into Saturn or Media Markt
to bag a copy. | guess that’s a suggestion that you should now go to your local German-
import friendly vendor and do likewise. Unless you’re already in Germany, in which case
you probably already have this anyway...

Depeche Mode — Speak And Spell (1981)

Where a legend began. Cheesy but effective 1980s electro-pop with a strong sense for a
catchy melody. The production values may be little suspect, this being indicative of a band
that hadn’t yet mastered electronic instruments. The only real hit from this album was ‘Just
Can’t Get Enough’ — a song barely recognisable as the Depeche Mode we know today, but
still catchy enough to survive where the others have been forgotten, though the moody
‘Puppets’ and ‘Photographic’ as well as album opener ‘New Life’ are still worth the
occasional airing.

They fall down when the songwriting gets cringeworthy and trite, with the dire ‘What’s
You're Name?’ the definite low point. It's worth noting that the songs on this album were
mostly written by Vince Clarke, who would later leave to form Yazoo and Erasure. Martin
Gore makes his first tentative songwriting efforts with “Tora Tora Tora’, which tries hard but
falls short of greatness, as well as the indifferent instrumental ‘Big Muff’.

Depeche Mode — A Broken Frame (1982)

More sombre, but nothing on what was to come. The true Depeche Mode sound wasn’t
defined here, but it was a step in the right direction. Still very much a ‘transition’ album,
Martin Gore proving that whilst he was pretty good at writing dark, brooding songs (i.e.
Leave In Silence), he should have left pure pop to Vince Clarke and Yazoo — ‘A
Photograph of You’ is particularly embarrassing, whilst “The Meaning Of Love’ is probably
their weakest single of all. The rest of the album is hit-or-miss throughout, indicative of a

74



EOL-Audio Archive

band making a serious effort to find their way in the music business, but not yet truly
succeeding.

Depeche Mode — Construction Time Again (1983)

This is the first of Depeche Mode’s industrially-influenced albums, but more significantly,
it's the point where they started to come of age following the departure of Vince Clarke
some years ago. ‘Everything Counts’ sums up everything that makes Depeche Mode so
great, a nursery-rhyme melody matched to some very serious social commentary, whilst
‘Love In Itself’ was the first step in establishing Martin Gore’s habit of perverting the
traditional concept of a ‘love song’.

At the same time, they still seem to not entirely at home with creating consistent alboums
rather than just hit singles — ‘Pipeline’, for instance, tries to sound ‘experimental’ with
various Neubauten-inspired metal-bashing samples, but just comes over as being overly
preachy and directionless. Alan Wilder contributes a couple of songs — neither is exactly
bad, but in retrospect it still seems that he made a wise decision in leaving the writing to
Gore whilst he got on with the production side of things, as working out who-did-what-the-
best would lead to a series of the most notable Mode albums of all.

Depeche Mode — Some Great Reward (1984)

Their first truly great album, another one carrying a significant industrial thread throughout,
but also one on which the songwriting has improved over ‘Construction Time Again’, with
no obvious filler in sight. The throbbing opener ‘Something To Do’ is simultaneously
electrifying, grim and very slightly perverted, and this time the album doesn’t let up from
start to finish.

Other highlights include the ever-so-slightly bitter piano love ballad of ‘Somebody’ (the kind
of thing only Martin Gore could write), the metaphorically kinky social commentary of
‘Master and Servant’, and the punchy, metal-bashing ‘People are People’ (where even
some rather trite lyrics fail to upset the flow). The most moving song of all, however, is left
until last — ‘Blasphemous Rumours’ questioning the whole concept of divine justice in a
manner which few if any of their contemporaries would have even dared to consider.

Depeche Mode — Black Celebration (1986)

This album demonstrates better than any other how enjoyable gloomy music can be. The
title track is a huge, aching tribute to the utter futility of day-to-day existence. Things
lighten slightly for the ballad ‘Sometimes’ and the upbeat but dubiously themed synth-pop
of ‘A Question of Time’, but the real highlight (or lowlight, depending on your mood) is
‘Stripped’ an utterly bizarre (and distinctly perverted) but totally infectious piece of dark-
synth pop — probably one of the most influential DM tracks, certainly if the sound of the
European darkwave scene over the past few years is anything to go by.

Depeche Mode — Music For The Masses (1987)

This is the point where Depeche Mode really hit the mainstream and did so ‘their way’.

This one has the superb ‘Never Let Me Down Again’ kicking things off, a song which
successfully introduced guitars and rockier percussion to the bands repertoire without
compromising the integrity of their sound, plus the terrifying epic ‘Little 15’ and the

brooding ‘Behind The Wheel’, as well as the more straight-ahead synth-pop of
‘Strangelove’. Also watch out for the clever innuendo hidden within the confines of ‘Sacred’,
whilst grandiose instrumental track ‘Pimpf’ is also impressive when played through a
decent system.
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Depeche Mode - Violator (1990)

Probably the most blatantly ‘pop’ DM album since the early 1980s, which probably
explains why it spawned four singles, including ‘Enjoy The Silence’ with THAT guitar line,
arguably the most recognisable (and most covered) Depeche Mode song of all. We also
get the bluesy stomp of ‘Personal Jesus’, once again bringing religion and fetishism
dangerously close. The non-single tracks are also quite strong, with ‘Sweetest Perfection’
the best of the bunch, though fans more devoted than me would insist ‘Halo’ was worth a
mention, so here | have. In many respects, this is the kind of aloum best enjoyed without a
reviewer telling you why you should, so just ignore me and go and grab yourself a copy.

Depeche Mode — Songs Of Faith and Devotion (1993)

The most guitar-heavy of all the Depeche Mode albums, this disc demonstrates what one
of the world’s most-loved synth bands had to do to survive in a climate of grunge and lo-fi
recording values. The screechy intro and dirty riff of opener ‘I Feel You’ offer instant proof
that this no longer a happy, bleepy pop band, as if they ever were. The murky expanses of
‘Walking on My Shoes’ then gives some clue to the pain the band went through to produce
this album, as well as showing how far they’ve advanced since their days as a badly-
dressed pop band.

It's an album laden with surprises — the gospel-tinged ‘Condemnation’ for example, or the
Uilleann pipes featured in ‘Judas’, whilst ‘Rush’ offers hints of NIN-style electronics,
signifying the then-growing industrial rock sound. Despite this, it’s still very Depeche Mode
in terms of the songwriting, slightly morose, ever so slightly pervy — it’s just that the
environment in which those songs are set is so different.

Depeche Mode — Ultra (1997)

Now without Alan Wilder, there were questions about whether the group should even
continue, but they did, and this was the product. Given the circumstances it was recorded
under, it was never likely to be an absolute great, though they still come up trumps several
times — especially with the dense, claustrophobic ‘Barrel of a Gun’, one of their best guitar-
heavy songs, whilst ‘I Feel You’ provided at least one piece of classic Mode mastery for
those that didn’t care for all this musical progression.

The redemptive Gore-sung ‘Home’ and the melancholy ‘Sister of Night’ are the other key
highlights, though the album is let down by a number of rather aimless instrumentals that
seem to serve only to boost the track listing. There are also a number of songs which are
largely forgettable, with the country-tinged ‘Freestate’ and the turgid ‘The Bottom Line’
resulting in the album crawling towards its conclusion rather than building up to any kind of
climax.

Depeche Mode — Exciter (2001)

Depeche Mode seem to have lost some of their teeth since all their turmoils have been
sorted. Martin Gore can still write a decent song and David Gahan has lost none of his
singing talent. It’s just all seems a little bit low-key. There’s nothing actually WRONG, for
example, with the delicate acoustic guitar and percolating electronics of opening track (and
lead single) ‘Dream On’ — it just doesn’t seem to want to impress you.

Most of the rest of the album follows similar lines — the elements are all there, they just
don’t gel into something indicative of greatness. ‘The Dead of Night’ is the one exception,
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a harsh gothic stomper that makes up for some of the rather thin, unmemorable songs that
surround it. There is the occasional memorable turn of phrase, a couple of songs (second
single ‘I Feel Loved’ and the subtle biblical references of ‘Breathe’) that are at least quite
good, but generally the whole album just sounds too pedestrian, making the title sound
ironic at the very least.

Depeche Mode — Playing The Angel (2005)

The first Depeche Mode album in four years, and the first since both Martin Gore and
Dave Gahan took time out to record solo efforts. Thankfully, they’ve rediscovered a little of
their old magic, something which was missing from 2001’s ironically-titled ‘Exciter’. The
delivery is more committed and the overall sound is richer than its predecessor. The
anarchic opener ‘A Pain That I'm Used To’ brings back happy memories of the dirty rock
textures of ‘Faith and Devotion’ era Mode, whilst the delicate, melancholy lead single
‘Precious’ will please most long-time ‘Moders.

This is one of several tracks that sees Gore’s regular ‘riske-but-not-quite-blasphemous’
forms of religious and questioning (the scathing ‘John The Revelator’ probably the most
memorable of these). Dave Gahan contributes three songs, though these (Suffer Well, |
Want It All and Nothing’s Impossible) are not amongst the album’s strongest. These and a
couple of wobbly Gore tracks (the confused ‘Macro’ in particular) keep this album from
being regarded as a particularly great one — a partial return to form, but the glory days still
seem increasingly distant.

Depeche Mode — The Singles 81.85 (1985)

A useful summary of the ‘Mode’s early years. Some of their early pop efforts sound rather
simplistic dated up against anything they’ve done recently, but with the likes of ‘Everything
Counts’, ‘Master & Servant’ and ‘Leave In Silence’ on board, you can forgive them for twee
uber chmaltz like ‘The Meaning of Love’. This disc is also the easiest way of obtaining
the non-album singles ‘Shake The Disease’ (excellent — a must for all fans of the ‘Mode)
and ‘It's Called A Heart’ (weaker by a long way). An interesting early version of
‘Photographic’ is included as a sweetener.

Depeche Mode — 101 (1989)

A good live collection of Depeche Mode’s work so far. Not all the songs deviate that much
from the albums, but this double set survives on it’'s own merits — it captures the live
essence of a DM concert. It's clear which songs worked out best on stage — ‘Never Let Me
Down’ is clearly an Anthem with a capital ‘A’, whilst the version of ‘Everything Counts’ is
probably one of the best live recordings of all time, the sounds of ten of thousand Mode
fans singing long after the band had stopped playing signifying exactly how huge this band
had become.

Depeche Mode — The Singles 86>98 (1998)

About the safest bet going for a classic compilation. This two-disc set summarises
Depeche Mode during their most successful era, reeling off the classics one by one, from
‘Stripped’ right through to the new song ‘Only When | Lose Myself’, not a single weak track
to be found, and climaxing on the ‘101’ live version of ‘Everything Counts’, placed here to
highlight exactly how massive this act has become.
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Desdemona — Endorphins (2012)

The Polish project Desdemona present their fourth aloum ‘Endorphins’ amid a confusing
mass of genre definitions within the accompanying promotional material. A band capable
of opening for VNV Nation, Type O Negative and Deine Lakaien must have some
interesting stylistic hybrids up their sleeves, mustn’t they? Either that or they’re short of
viable opening bands in Poland. For once, | had no idea what to expect from this album
before | scrolled through my ‘to listen to list" and gave it a run-through.

Things initially seem quite promising — “Bring It All” is a nice combination of chugging riffs,
snaring female vocals and blunt synth melodies. “desDREAM” sees the aggression level
creep up a notch, the guitar more cutting, the vocal style varying from softly-sung to punky
shouting and an assortment of electronic styles somehow coming together to form a
seething electro-rock composition, not dissimilar to the stronger Angelspit tracks.

But it’s strength of depth on which such albums are scored, and the interest level begins to
slip with “Poison”. It tries to build from a slow, menacing synth buzz (with added blippy bits)
into a crushing riff-o-rama, but the song doesn’t quite pull off the build-and-release

dynamic as well as it needs to — there’s just something wrong with the subtlety of the
composition that means the track as the whole doesn’t have the impact you think it should.

“Jealous Sky” is a more straightforward electronic punk rocker, wobbling slightly in it’s
opening phase, but a strong, raging chorus and a consistent underlying sense of energy
rescues the track as a whole. But the slide resumes with “Devil’'s Game” — a brutal in-yer-
face riff tries and fails to mate with a complex shower of synthetic noodling, and then
throws in a middle-eight which resembles something from an early-00s electro-goth
collective. So many concepts at play, but they struggle to make them work together
sometimes!

Next is “Sorrow”, which again tries to mix two immiscible elements — sombre piano/strings
and IDM-style breakbeats. The song actually sounds like it might have worked during the
phases where they lay off the drums, so why didn’t they do that all the way through? The
bizarre stylistic combinations continue with “Let’s Play Love”, a promising mid-tempo
stomp with a chiptune-style synthlead, though it occasionally drowns itself in it's own
aggression. “In Flames” follows similar lines, but this time the actual song is rather too
turgid and a minute too long for it's own good.

And then comes “Euphoria”, and my personal anathema of the moment, yet also the
darling of most other critics. Dubstep. It may be flavour of the month in the music industry,
but | see it as both the musical equivalent of an invasive species (there’s no escape —
even Side-Line are covering it these days!) and an incredible irritating fad that | sincerely
hope will be chma come 2013. What annoys me is this song actually sounded like it
might have had a climatic, rousing chorus. But the wobble bass ruins it all.

Oddly enough, the albums final track “XXX” proves to be surprisingly sound, the synth
clicks, Ministry-grade riffs and vocal layering see the album out on a high. But it was still a
rough journey. It's admirable to see a band try to break down the genre barriers and go for
a real crossover sound, but the disparate elements have to be made to play nicely
together, and you still need some decent, old-fashioned songwriting at the core.
Desdemona, for all their efforts, fall short more often than not.

De/Vision — Subkutan (2006)

De/Vision’s 2006 album initially offers a ray of hope but it ultimately proves to be a
disappointment. The opening track ‘Subtronic’ features a relatively catchy ‘We gonna rock
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you right’ structure that kicks nicely, showing a degree more ‘edge’ than their usual style.
This is followed by ‘The End’, a proper, dismissive rock-afflicted pop song with a dainty
uptempo beat and plenty of melodic touches (both on synth and guitar), building into a
suitably climatic chorus. They then try to do a ‘slow ballad building in a slow, dirty rocker’
on ‘Star-Crossed Lovers’, fall slightly short of greatness, and then never really recover.
The remainers of the album generally consists of either competent but rather bland synth-
pop (‘Addict’, ‘Still Unknown’) or minimal moments of indifference (‘No Tommorow’, ‘My
Own Worst Enemy’ and the utter tedium of album closer ‘Summer Sun’).

The only exception this rule is ‘E-Shock’, a weak attempt at utilising vocal effects as a
token attempt at sounding ‘industrial’. De/Vision’s clean, crisp production style is still much
in evidence — there’s no doubting their professional approach in an era still infected with lo-
fi electronic acts thinking poor quality control allows them to pass for ‘electroclash’ (dream
on....). But despite all their efforts, the album simply isn’t interesting to listen to. The songs
just drift past, a frustrating experience once the early momentum is lost. You could do
worse if pixel-perfect synth-pop is your thing, but that’s about the limit of it's appeal.
Attention-grabbing it is not.

De/Vision — Popgefahr (2010)

Have you ever spotted a member of the opposite sex (or the same sex, if you're so
inclined) that was essentially your ‘type’, bore all the features that you usually find
attractive, but you simply didn’t find attractive for some undefinable reason? I’'m like that
with De/Vision. | usually love morose European synthpop bands, but this one has always
lacked a certain something, despite (or maybe because of) the polished, professional
guality of their output. Every now and again they do something to catch my attention, only
for me to realise shortly after that I didn’t like it that much at all.

Looks like | was fooled again. ‘mAndroids’ gets everything right — it's got a catchy rhythm,
a fuzzy electronic backbone and a good enough usage of the ever-so-slightly geeky ‘man-
machine’ songwriting concept that punctuates this genre. This is followed by ‘Rage’, which
is unusually robust and aggressive by De/Vision standards, and thus highly refreshing for
a band who seem to be stuck in second gear most of the time. And then comes ‘What's
Love All About?’, a fairly typical sub-Mode mopeathon, and then you realise that maybe
things haven’t changed that much after all.

‘Time To Be Alive’ works well enough thanks to a inverted synth motif and a throbbing
backbone providing the song with both the style and substance it needs to succeed. And
then they just sort of throw the towel in. Their second attempt at getting ‘tough’ (Ready To
Die) isn’t as successful as ‘Rage’ and the remaining five tracks just don’t do anything that
your common-or-garden variety synthpop band couldn’t do given enough time with some
decent kit and a proper studio. Despite a promising start, this ultimately proves to be ‘just
another De/Vision’ album. | might go back to the first few tracks a few times, but otherwise
it's time for me to go back to ignoring them again.

Diary of Dreams — Cholymelan (1994)

If there’s one word I'd use to describe this debut aloum from ex-Garden of Delight bassist
Adrian Hates, it's ‘desolate’. Reverb-heavy percussion, sombre synth strings and the
occasional flourish from pianos, organs or guitar forms the accompaniment to Adrian’s
awesomely dreary vocals, suitable basis lyrical themes typically based around
helplessness, betrayal and resignation. The minimal arrangements are certainly effective
at generating atmosphere, but it’s clear that they’ve not yet come of age as songwriters,
many of the tracks coming over more like poems set to music than actual songs.
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There are a few songs that stick out — primarily the pairing of ‘Holier Than Thou Approach’
and ‘False Affection, False Creation’ during the middle portion of the album, the latter
being the most guitar-heavy track on the album, the effect-enriched riff combining nicely
with the synths and metronomic percussion to create a fine relic of the darkwave sound of
the time. The remainder is perfectly listenable in small doses and does occasionally
provide moments of stark beauty, but the percussion grates after a while and there isn’t
really enough substance here to keep the album fully engrossing for the duration. No
doubting the potential, though.

Note: The original 1994 Dion Fortune edition of the album has ten tracks, though the
version you're most likely to find these days is the Accession re-issue, which offers four
additional tracks at the albums conclusion. Three of them follow a similar path to the main
album, although ‘Bird Without Wings’ is a surprisingly up-tempo affair, the pizzicato-style
strings creating a real feel of ‘urgency’ that’s otherwise lacking from this album.

Diary of Dreams — End Of Flowers (1996)

The second Diary of Dreams album is a touching, rather personal affair, but nonetheless
one which is a notable advancement on ‘Cholymelan’, mainly as it now seems like Adrian
Hates is actually writing songs rather than simply setting poetry to music. Some of the
songs are also more dynamic musically — the title track (which opens the example) is a
fine example of the progress this project has made, softly fluttering synths paired with a
metronomic electronic rhythm, later enhanced by a few crushing power chords.

This is followed by “Victimised’, not dissimilar but relying on the ‘washing machine’ guitar
style so commonly found in trad-goth recordings during the same era, though the albums
real centrepiece is ‘Retaliation’. One of the few truly ‘confrontational’ Diary of Dreams
tracks, this track succeeds on all levels. An intricately composed darkwave classic, the
lead synth motif and up-tempo drumming providing the basis, whilst the spoken-word
bridge leads into a scathing chorus, singing of ‘Sweet, sweet, revenge’ that becomes
increasingly powerful with each passing.

The album is not perfect, however. With eleven tracks, none clocking in lower than 5
minutes 44 seconds in length, even Adrian Hates struggles to keep the listeners attention
for the full duration of the disc — there are simply too many tracks that mope without any
true purpose. As ever with this project, there is no shortage of sinister atmospherics, and
there are several moments of forlorn beauty (especially during the carefully orchestrated
‘Oblivion’), but despite this, the album doesn’t quite succeed as a complete package, even
if songs like ‘Retaliation’ and the title track give the best indication yet of this project’s
ultimate potential.

Diary of Dreams — Bird Without Wings (1997)

‘Others Cry For Help, Like It Would Change Anything’, sings Adrian Hates at the start of
the eight-minute plus album opener ‘Stimulation’, an awesomely expansive track that sets
the scene for the strongest Diary of Dreams album so far. It's the most guitar-heavy of the
three albums to date, but also makes more use of electronic elements, both in terms of
bassline and melody. Or to put it more succinctly, this aloum simply has more of
everything.

‘Bird Without Wings II' turns the brief snippet on ‘Cholymelan’ into a fully-realised
darkwave number, the drum programming, guitar riffs and those oh-so-tragic lyrics
coalesce into suitably resigned title track. And it only get gloomier from here, reaching both
it's nadir and it's peak with ‘But The Wind Was Stronger’, another huge. Drawn-out affair,
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delicately structured with hypnotic electronic loops and melodies in such a way that the 8
minutes and 26 second duration doesn’t seem a second too long.

This may be the albums centrepiece, but there are still a few surprises — ‘Ex-ile’ is the
most up-tempo track (with only ‘Aphelion’ coming close), an angry, dismissal of an
unforgivable traitor, it's confrontational nature sealing it’s position as the albums most
obvious ‘anthem’. The album closer ‘Flood of Tears’ is even more of a surprise, an softly-
sung acoustic ballad, very different from any song by this outfit to date, but touching in it’s
own unique way. There’s still a few tracks like ‘Dissolution’ and ‘Legends’ that never really
take off and really drag as a result, but they are exceptions to the rule.

Diary of Dreams — Psychoma? (1998)

The fourth Diary of Dreams album sees an expanded line-up, two songs in their native
German tongue, and a tracklisting laden with twisted wordplay. Having realised their
potential of ‘Bird Without Wings’, Adrian Hates and co now throw their assembled fanbase
a curveball. The bands sound is still recognisable for what it is, but they’ve moved in a
more electronic direction than before, elaborate keyboard arrangements, synthetic textures
and delicate rhythms, the guitars still in evidence but less prominent in the mix than of
many of the ‘Bird Without Wings’ tracks.

The albums cerebral nature means it does lack an anthem equal to ‘Retaliation’ or ‘Ex-ile’
(‘Methusalem’ comes closest), but it springs a fair few surprises along the way. The female
and speech-synth voices in ‘(Ver)Gift(Et)?’, the softly-sung ‘Never'Freeze’ and the
obligatory eight-minute epic ‘E.-Dead-Motion’ all do their thing with a degree of proficiency.
The guitars do re-appear late in the album for ‘Wild’ and ‘You(-das)’, though these songs
otherwise don’t rank as the albums strongest. Ultimately, this is an interesting album to
listen to but in many respects it tries too hard and therefore falls slightly short.

Diary of Dreams — Moments Of Bloom (1999)

The first Diary of Dreams compilation sums the most prominent ‘Moments of Bloom’ from
the first four alboums, but Adrian Hates was seemingly unwilling to put out an album without
getting his hands dirty and has duly reworked two tracks from each album as well as
providing four previously unreleased tracks. Whilst most DoD fans pick their own

favourites, the tracks chosen for this collection seem like a sensible enough cross-section
of the band’s work for date, featuring their two out-and-out anthems (Ex-ile and Retaliation)
along with their most notable ‘epics’ (such as End of Flowers and But The Wind Was
Stronger).

Whilst new vocals takes were recorded for this collection, the only songs to see a
substantial overhaul are the two ‘Cholymelan’ tracks, both given a treatment consistent
with the electronic palpitations of the ‘Psychoma?’ era material. The more recent material
has seen only a slight rework, such as a new, richer guitar part for ‘Retaliation’, a
Bladerunner-esque intro to ‘End of Flowers’ and other tweaks to the mixing and synth
patches in a number of the other songs. It's even odds whether you prefer these versions
or the originals, there’s often little to choose between them, but as this collection was only
intended as a compilation, it’'s not worth worrying about.

The four unreleased tracks are all reasonable variants on the Diary of Dreams sound.
‘Moments of Bloom ‘and ‘Touch II’ are delicate, rather minimal compositions, reminiscent
of the ‘End of Flowers’ sound, whilst ‘Reality of Mine’ is more up-tempo, echoing of ‘Ex-ile’
in places. The album closer ‘Predictions’ is another one of those drawn-out affairs, built out
of piano motif and reverb guitar, stretching to nine-and-a-half minutes in length. This is
possibly a little too long — the awesomely percussive climax may be worth the wait when
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you finally get there, but some less patient listeners never will. As a whole, the collection is
a decent summary of Diary of Dream’s early years — not a truly authentic account, but a
highly listenable one at least.

Diary of Dreams — One Of 18 Angels (2000)

The very epitome of Diary of Dreams numerous achievements, ‘One of 18 Angels’ is an
11-track journey through a world built from the very darkest electro-gothic landscapes
imaginable. Constantly lamenting the futility of our lives, questioning every aspect of our
existence, this uber-gothic mope-fest succeeds because for once EVERY song makes a
mark. There is no filler, no never-ending darkwave epics (which have sometimes worked in
the past, but more often do not). Musically, the project has now perfected it’s use of
electronic rhythms as the driving force, supporting by haunting keyboard textures and
occasional use of guitar, the latter often switching from the reverb-heavy trad-goth style
towards snarling power chords, an astute stylistic switch given the increasingly rhythmic
nature of the music.

The album opens with ‘Rumours About Angels’, a ghostly piano line hammering into
submission by reverberating percussion and doom-laden keyboards, sandwiched by ‘Dark
City’ samples. The urgent pulses that signal the arrival of ‘Butterfly:Dance!’ lead into what
must be the most synth-poppy Diary of Dreams song to date, whilst ‘Mankind’ combines
delicate e-piano, hard guitar stab and forceful drum programming, with lines like ‘What is
this faith for...if there’s nothing to believe in?’ sticking in the mind long after the song has
run it’'s course. The real highlight, however, arrives a few tracks later in the form of
‘Chemicals’. Their most obvious ‘anthem’ to date, the darkwave groove and hypnotic
chorus form a truly compulsive combination — synthetic gloom has never been so
appealing.

Even then, there are yet still more surprises to come, such as the piano ballad ‘Colorblind’
— scarcely an original concept, you may think, but this particular leid is capable of forcing a
tear from even the most cold-hearted internet music critic (do | need to point fingers?).
This precedes a final trio of ‘People Watcher’, ‘Darker’ and ‘Dead Souls Dreaming’, each
one sounding more conclusive, indeed more terminal that it’s predecessor. The album
finally closes with the spoken word fragment ‘Are you dreaming?’, one final twist in this
elaborately spun tale. Whilst the direction this project has taken will not please all, there is
no doubting that what Diary of Dreams achieve on this album places them at the very peak
of their genre. They’ve successfully modernised gothic music, a hard act for even
themselves to follow.

Diary of Dreams — Freak Perfume (2002)

The follow-up to ‘One of 18 Angels’ had a lot to answer to, and in some respects it almost
lives up to it’s predecessor. The album opener ‘Traum:A’ (how’s that for a bit of bi-lingual
wordplay?) sees us straight back on familiar territory with the horror movie samples, eerie
piano and cathedral-sized rhythms. From there it’s straight into ‘The Curse’, a pulsating
electronic number, a (dis)missive from the tortured to his torturer and a surprisingly catchy
song to boot.

This album offers a number of other successful dance-oriented tracks (more than usual, in
fact), including lead single ‘O’Brother Sleep’, ‘AmoK’ and ‘She’, all combining electro-
gothic rhythms with occasional ingenuity in Adrian Hates’ twisted lyricism — ‘AmoK’s turn of
phrase especially memorable. It's when they move from away from this style that things
get a little inconsistent, however. ‘Traumténzer’ is the best of the ‘slow’ tracks (and their
best German-language song to date), the mesmeric repetition of ‘Wirst Du mich nie
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verstehen?’ one of the albums most memorable moments. ‘Play God!’ also has an appeal
of it's own, even if it's not one of the band’s finest.

On the downside, the overly minimal ‘Chrysalis’ fails to really get the best out of Adrian’s
‘softer’ vocal style’ — “‘Verdict’ and ‘She And Her Darkness’ make a better job of it, but
they’re still a little anonymous. ‘Rebellion’ is an interesting experiment with growled vocals
buried deep in the mix which seems to fall short of what it wanted to be (though the
melodic guitar that appears towards the songs conclusion is worth waiting for), although
it's better than the confused ‘Bastard’. It's these tracks that prevent this aloum from equally
the heights of it's predecessor, but the good seems to outweigh the bad.

NOTE: The original digi-pak version of this album included three additional tracks — a radio
edit of ‘The Curse’ and remixes of ‘AmoK’ and ‘Rebellion’. The edit is OK but | feel the two
remixes are quite weak and the tracks are now available on the ‘Dream Collector’
compilation if you have to have them, so only the most fanatic collector need seek this
version out.

Diary of Dreams — Nigredo (2004)

‘Nigredo’ sees a further stylistic shift for Diary of Dreams. With guitarist Gaun:A now
working alongside Adrian Hates, this latest opus is concept album of sorts, based around a
semi-fictitious Icelandic mythology. The sleeve notes provide a few clues as to the
background behind the piece, although it may prove to be heavy going for all but the most
devoted fans. In terms of music development, there has been a slight shift away from the
blatantly danceable rhythms heard on the last few albums, moving back towards the
poetically desolate keyboard atmospherics of early works.

There are a few energetic moments — the cacophonous lead single ‘Giftraum’, for example,
sinister whispered vocals leading to an equally raucous climax in ‘Reign of Chaos’ or the
caustic guitar stabs and ‘Fight! Fight!’ refrain in ‘UnMensch’. ‘Psycho-Logic’ is also
memorable, reminiscent of the ‘Panik Manifesto’ in more than one respect, though my
personal choice cut is ‘Kindrom’. Adrian Hates, for all his apparent despondency, is always
willing to take the fight to his personal demons at least once per album, and the repetitious
declaration that ‘All the rebels in the world can’t bring me down!’, accompanied by
Gaun:A’s power chords and the typically mesmeric electronics stand to remind all listeners
exactly what drew them to this project in the first place.

It’s just a pity that the rest of the album doesn’t quite rise up to these standards. ‘Dead
Letter’ is a reasonable attempt at reviving the ‘Cholymelan’ era of reverb-heavy drumming,
but the middle portion of the album proves to be more successful at generating
atmosphere than as exercises as songwriting — ‘Charma Sleeper’ and ‘Tales of the Silent
City’ rather too pedestrian for my liking, whilst the closing stages of the album make all the
usual noises without really providing any memorable moments. It’s almost like Diary of
Dreams have got too clever for their own good, despite a multitude of enticing moments,
the disc as a whole falls short of the standard | have come to expect.

Diary of Dreams — alLive (2005)

The first Diary of Dreams live alboum came largely due to fan demand, and it came at
exactly the right time. This disc documents the 2005 ‘Nigredo’ tour, which saw the band
replace the drum pads with acoustic drum and also saw Adrian Hates play a second guitar
on certain songs, all of which contributes to an increasingly ‘live’ sound from a band that
had often been accused of being over-reliant on a backing track when on stage. The
versions of songs played here are still for the most part rooted in the original album
recordings, but they do enough live to justify issuing a live CD such as this.
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Despite the tour’'s name, the setlist here features only two songs from ‘Nigredo’ itself, as
well as the explosive title track from the subsequent ‘EP’ ‘MenschFeind’ which opens the
set. It's the previous album ‘Freak Perfume’ that features most strongly here, with one
track from each of the previous four albums — the crowd-pleasing ‘Chemicals’ sandwiched
by ‘Methusalem’ and ‘But The Wind Was Stronger’, two songs rarely featured in DoD
setlists in recent years. It's the two final songs that ultimately stand-out — a extended outro
for ‘Traumtanzer’ to allow for an audience sing-along, followed by an piano version of
‘AmoK’ which works better than you might expect, proving the strength of the original song.

Diary of Dreams — PaniK Manifesto (2002)

This is a seven-track EP, though one consisting entirely of exclusive tracks rather than
remixes (it thus may better be regarded as a mini-album). It is perhaps most notable for
the three songs that stand as the some of the most club-friendly Diary of Dreams tracks to
date. The klaxoning lead synth and urgent drumming ‘PaniK?’ is rather more attention
grabbing than your average Dream sequence, whilst the sinister whispered repetition of
‘Never go, Never Let Me Go’ in ‘Soul Stripper’ works well as a refrain to hold the whole
piece together.

The other dance-friendly track is the synthpoppy ‘The Scream’, though this song is
fractionally weaker due to a synth lead that sounds just a little too cheesy to be in keeping
with the sinister atmosphere of the rest of the CD. The remaining four tracks are lower-key
and more typical of what we have come to expect of this project, although some well-
structured melodic piano and synths help ‘Drama’ to stand out. The only weak track the
album is the closing number ‘Monsters and Demons’, to dependent on electronic texture
and overly-melodramatic vocals. The CD as a whole is still a quality product, by no means
the ‘Freak Perfume’ rejects some may have expected, and hence should be picked up by
anyone who’s enjoyed this bands more recent albums.

Diary of Dreams — MenschFeind (2005)

As with ‘Freak Perfume’, ‘Nigeredo’ sees a 7-track appendage released a few months after
the main album. Despite bearing a mere seven tracks, there appears to be a conceptual
theme of sorts running through many of the songs, particularly frequent references to the
number 5 (those into mythology can chew over that one as long as you like, but I've got
reviews to write). The important thing is that this collection proves to be a somewhat more
palatable affair following the excesses of the parent album.

Indeed, the Eps opening (title) track is probably the most confrontational track this project
has produced during it’s current creative phase, weighty, metronomically precise
percussion, some well placed guitars and the persistent whispers of ‘Menschfeind’ ensure
the song is a memorable one. The pulsating electronic of the band’s early 00s era is
revisited on ‘Haus Der Stille’ and ‘“Triebsand’, whilst ‘Killers’ does the sinister vocal hiss
and eerie piano thing better than ‘Rebellion’ ever managed. The overly drawn out
‘Pentaphobia’ is unnecessary, but otherwise this EP stands up well on it’s own. It is by no
means rejects from the ‘Nigredo’ sessions.

Diary of Dreams — Dream Collector (2004)

This album was released as a limited edition on the South African Alter Ego label, and thus
was difficult to obtain elsewhere. It is an almost-but-not-quite-complete collection of loose
leaf pages from the Diary of Dreams itself, compiling tracks from compilations, limited
editions and elsewhere. The remixes and alternate version vary from the impressive
(Upgrade 03 of Exile opening with descending piano intro which leads neatly into the song
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itself) to the reasonable (the ‘extended’ version of O’Brother Sleep) through to the
unnecessary, with three very minor reworks of songs from ‘One of 18 Angels’. Yes, they’re
great songs, but they seem to be ‘token’ reworks, teaching the listener nothing new.

There’s also four non-album tracks here. ‘PrisonER’ is listenable, but is overly dependent
on forceful drum programming and a rather dirge-like guitar, whilst ‘Forestown’ is good
enough but slightly pedestrian. ‘Now This Human’ (replacing ‘Babylon’ on the US Edition of
‘One of 18 Angels’) is the best actual Diary of Dreams song here, but even this is put into
the shade by a cover of the ‘Bladerunner End Titles’, a successful dark dance adaptation
that captures at least some of the ‘spirit’ of the Vangelis original. It’s the highlight of a
shameless miscellany, good enough to be of interest to fans, but as ever with such discs,
unlikely to garner much attention further afield.

NOTE: Dream Collector has now been given a full release on Accession. The tracklisting
is much the same as the original, but also includes a remix of ‘AmOKk’ that featured on the
limited edition of Freak Perfume. | personally don’t think much of this mix (the revised
bassline spoils it), but anyway, you now have another chance to grab a copy if you missed
out the first time.

Dismantled — Standard Issue (2006)

The third Dismantled album sees Gary Zon drops still more of his remaining Front Line
Assembly influences. His vocal tone (and, indeed, the entire ‘feel’ of the project) is now
closer in sound to the kingpins of all-American industrial rock — certainly Reznoresque in
places, but by no means an NINpersonation, either. There aren’t any guitars, for a start,
but neither is this your straightforward distorted-beat, distorted-vocal EBM affair. The
influences are obvious, but at least there are plenty of them.

Indeed, when the four-to-the-floor kicks in during ‘Get It Through’, it's only intended as an
attack against the unimaginative nature of the current industrial scene (indeed, the lyrical
focus of the entire album seems to be one big cry for attention in an ever-growing ocean of
tediously loud music). Other points of interest include album opener ‘Anthem’ and it’s
piano-based reprise during the title track, the savage rhythm of ‘No Effect’ (including a loop
reminiscent of Imminent Starvation) and the electroclash-styled analogue indulgence on
‘Preset’.

The album’s strongest tracks come towards the end, with ‘Recall’s carefully-assembled
structure and piano-led chorus providing the strongest actual song on offer, ‘Attention’
offering a loud, fast and uncomplicated industrial floorfiller whilst album closer ‘Thanks For
Everything’ finally hits upon how to integrate the hands-in-the-air breakdown dynamic into
industrial music. It’s still a little tricky to work out how serious one should take this album
when it could just as easily be regarded as an attack against a style of music which you
may particularly enjoy, but there’s still the feeling that even if Gary Zon is mimicking others,
he’s certainly doing it with a touch of class.

NOTE: The limited edition of the album includes the 5-track ‘Anthem EP’. There are two
remixes of the title track, including one from Rotersand which does indeed make the song
very ‘Welcome To Goodbye’ like. The instrumental of ‘Recall’ is slightly more interesting
than most tracks of it’s kind as it gives more emphasis to Gary’s piano than the original —
it's really only of curiosity value, though.

Dulce Liquido — Shock Therapy (2003)

This is Racso Agroyam’s second solo release as Dulce Liquido. It comes at a time when
his parent band Hocico are hot favourites in the current industrial scene, providing a
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comfortably fearsome respite for the more elitist industrial dance-heads from the many
VNV-dominated dancefloors which they themselves once filled. Extreme as Hocico’s style
is, the idea of a side project that takes these concepts that much further still is certainly of
interest.

Anyone’s who'’s heard the first Dulce Liquido album, Disolucion, will probably know what to
expect here. Kick drums with distortion set to the max, blast of noise and sparse vocals,
with the odd sequence or pad finding its way into the mix. This album isn’t so much a route
via which this project is taken forward, but is instead more of a consolidation project, taking
the best elements from the debut and generally making a better job of putting them
together. It just seems like more of an effort has been put in this time round.

And, true to the form set by the previous album, there are points where it sounds exactly
like Hocico. Three points, to be precise. The ones where lyrics are printed for your perusal
in the inlay. The three tracks in question — ‘Pissed Off’, ‘Anticristianos’ and ‘Under The
Silence’ are in every respect Hocico tracks under a different name. The throbbing
sequences, searing leads, up-tempo kick drums (admittedly with a greater-than-normal
degree of clipping on ‘Under The Silence’, ominous-sounds pads and screeching, distorted
vox are all very much present. Altogether, it's essentially a brief indulgence for those who
secretly wanted this side-project to sound like it's parent band.

And the rest of the aloum? You could call it any number of things, but it’s ultimately power
noise. Distorted beat music. Rhythmic noise. Sampler-having-a-heart attack type material.
There’s no denying that Racso is fairly accomplished at the style — it's as cutting and
raucous as it needs to be. Stylistically, it's closest to the Winterkalte ‘Structures of
Destruction’ school, driving percussion lines with the noises fired over the top. And that’s
no bad thing. It’s just I've heard it all before.

Whilst some of the tracks keep firmly to this template, others do make at least a little bit of
an effort to stick out, utilising more imaginative mixing techniques or rhythmic patterns,
even though most have a parallel elsewhere. Of particular note is ‘Infernus’, whose jarring
bassline, unnatural humming and piercing underwater-radar noises might well have fitted
in nicely on one of Imminent Starvation’s, possibly alongside ‘Lost Highway 45’ on ‘Human
Dislocation’.

The other track | remember best is the swirling, disconcerting ‘Spy Eye’, a mind-numbing
sequencer matched to resonating synthesiser, the ‘noise’ elements here used to create
additional texture before finally succumbing to the more conventional ‘distorto-drum-loop’
approach (possibly echoing some of the concepts heard way back on Sonar’s first album).
The only percussion-free tracks come at the end of the album — ‘Lanif’, a short burst of
layered noise, with an unlisted ‘Track 20’, a synth solo which sounds like the intro to a
Hocico song, but without the song following on afterwards.

In the final judgement, one really has to decide how creating Racso is being here. As
previously mentioned, three of the songs just replicate Hocico. Oh, they do it well enough,
but if that’s what you want, there’s probably a Hocico CD out there you haven'’t got yet.
And as for his power noise material — well, it's certainly a match in places for the career
knob-twiddlers of Ant-Zen and Hands Productions, but neither does it advance on anything
they’ve already done.

Earth Loop Recall — Compulsion (2004)

Not content with dealing with electro-punk, electro-pop and electro-metal on the one label,
Mr.Lee Chaos of the Wasp Factory Label has also elected to sign up this collective. And
guess what? They’re already proving to be the best thing they’ve taken on board to date.
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Sorry Deathboy, | really like your songs and stuff, but you’ve got a competitor now. Their
name is ‘Earth Loop Recall’, and this is their debut album.

So what’s so good about it? Maybe it’s because they actually play their guitars. Play as in
‘get a tune out of them’. Play as in ‘not just bludgeon the mix with loads of power chords’.
Even with shitloads of effects, the talent still shines through. And when they do switch into
overdrive, the resultant wall of noise actually counts for something. It’s a trick that the likes
of Arkham Asylum and Psychophile are going to have to learn pretty damn fast if they’re
gonna have half a chance of keeping up with this lot.

Not that this alone makes a good album. The entire shoegazer scene of the late 80s-early
90s was built round such hugely elaborate six-string craftsmanship, and look what
happened to them. Oodles of talent and nothing to carry the concept beyond a (admittedly
quite sizeable) niche interest. Here’s where ELR (as they’ll be referred to from now on)
play their trump card. Their beats may be programmed, but they cut the air just perfectly,
giving the whole album a structure in which chaos can reign. Add a touch of bass guitar, a
host of synthetic details, and of course Ben McLees vocals, a wide-ranging vocalist with a
more hint of Billy Corgan about him in places (you’ll understand when you actually hear
them), and the sound of ELR is complete.

Not that the whole album is built round such concepts. In fact, opening track ‘Reconnect’ is
more of a stompy industrial metal monster than the textured-guitar-plus-drum-loop formula
laid out above, with a metallic electro-rock rhythm, huge lumbering riff and edge-of-seat
vocals pushing the limits of the band’s technique before they’ve even started. ‘Mesh’
follows, fractionally more melodic, but every bit as aggressive in it's own way, alternating
between the disconcertingly quiet and the eardrum-shatteringly loud. It is here, of course,
where the ELR sound really starts to reveal itself.

Things get claustrophobic in ‘Petra Lena’, an immensely complex track twisting and turning
through more musical elements than | dare describe here. After this is ‘Please Stop
Hurting Me’, which switches from a Disintergration-era Cure texture to a KMFDM-style riff-
o-rama pretty much as it pleases, with Ben vocal range suitably varied enough to fit in with
what he and his band are playing at the time, with a well-placed vocal cameo from
keyboard player Joanna Quaill serving as a much needed refresher from the angry snarls.

‘Slowly Going Under’ finally takes the tempo down a notch, a seething, crawling behemoth
which takes us to the halfway point. Next up is ‘Let Yourself’, a sneering indie-rocker sort
of thing that’s probably the closest they get to mainstream rock without actually crossing
the stylistic boundary. Then comes ‘Wake Up Shaking’, a relatively accomplished
instrumental, the quartet successfully finding enough musical elements to prevent the
usual ‘we’re out of ideas’ syndrome inherent with many a rock instrumental. ‘Optimism
Creeping In’ follows right after, a tense, seething uptempo track that starts off grindingly
mechanical and eventually gets eaten up in a huge wall of guitar noise, getting the pulses
ready for the grand finale.

Grand finale? I'm referring to the almighty expanse that is ‘Like Machines’. Words alone
cannot describe exactly what goes on here, but I'll try nonetheless. Fully eight minutes in
length, yet not a moment too long, it’s the kind of track that unfolds in a deceptively gentle
style, like a ship sailing on clear water before hitting the kind of audio maelstrom that only
the song itself can describe. Not content with pulling the trick once, they do so again to an
even greater intensity, before finally winding down to it's conclusion, driven all the way by

a central loop resembling a palpating heartbeat. All that remains after this is ‘Remember
Me’, a instrumental lead-out, resembling some kind of nursery rhyme gone severely wrong,
and pretty much the only thing you’re fit to listen to after what came before.
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And so it ends, the finest album released so far on Wasp Factory, and the most impressive
debut album by any band for as far back as | can remember. OK, there’s a couple of
places where the mix gets rather muddy, where they overplay their hand just a tiny bit, but
you're generally able to make out all the individual component sounds within the song as a
whole. But I'll forgive them for the few minor flaws. I'll finish by saying that you probably
have to appreciate the merits of both guitars and electronics within the confines of the
same song to really get into this album, but that’s still a potentially big and highly desirable
fanbase to have. Here’s hoping they’ll get it.

Ego Likeness — East (2012)

Probably the most predictably titled EP I've ever had to review, given that the last three
such releases from Ego Likeness were called ‘West’, ‘South’ and ‘North’. This is the
longest of their ‘compass point’ releases at 10 tracks, but follows the trend of containing a
few new songs plus a selection of remixes. | have no idea what they’ll call their fifth EP
(Middle? Up? North-East?) but that’s a puzzle for another day.

The three new tracks are varied in style and quality. “-geist” (their spelling, not mine) goes
for the slow, menacing dirge aspect of the Ego Likeness sound, but it’s a flawed
composition, meandering structurally before hitting a noisy climax that sound more like
poor production than genuine crescendo. ‘Persona Non Grata’ is a more upbeat darkwave
rock number, throbbing synths driving the song through to choruses that actually prove to
be quite anthemic. ‘Tea In The Sahara’ is an interesting little oddity, lush layers of synth
strings and ethereal vocals with hardly any percussion. Ambient tracks such as this often
amount to little more than album fillers, so it’s actually a relief to find such a track that |
listened to more than once.

The remaining seven tracks are given over to remixes. Ego Likeness are quite a well-
connected band, which thankfully means there are a decent range of artists providing the
alternate versions. Rather that than another EP full of aggrotech bands remixing another
aggrotech band. Vanguard VST only has so many presets. That doesn’t mean to say that
some of their more adventurous remixing selections pay off.

Whoever thought borderline power noise project Terrorfakt could remix “The Devils In The
Chemicals” must have been punch drunk. Sure, the resultant mid-tempo stomp that was
eventually delivered is far from unlistenable, but only at the cost of suffocating all the life
out of the original song. Angelspit take on the same song, and whilst the original track is at
least more evident here, | was expecting these Aussie electro-punks to deliver a rework
with a little more edge. As it stands, the remix they delivered certainly beefs up the original
with jagged guitars and rough synth lines, but it never really grabs the original track and
forces itself on the original audience like you’d hope it would.

The one remix that does achieve this effect is the Komor Kommando remix of “Inferno”.
Seb Komor has a decent track record in remixing electronic rock songs into full-on
floorfillers, and he’s pulled it off again here, adding a thumping bassline and raucous leads,
whilst leaving the essential core of the song intact. This, my friends, is how remixing

should be done. Bella Morte remix the same track, but their vocally-processed version
pales is grating in places and pales in comparison.

There are also two remixes of ‘Severine’, and they’re both pretty good. ThouShaltNot
assemble a ‘Floodland’ mix, which is code for saying they’ve gone all trad-goth on us, and
the song isn’t any worse for the conversion. Rick Burnett utilises cleaner guitar tones in his
version, duly assisting in the mission to prove that remixing isn’t just about programming a
dance beat and flying in a few vocal samples from the original. Because the remix of ‘I'm
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Not Mary Ann’ by The Dark Clan commits exactly that sin, burying hints of the original in a
dreary, generic techno-dance production.

Anyway, as a ‘bits and pieces’ collection, ‘East’ has it’s appeal. If you’ve got the other parts,
| wouldn’t discourage you from completing your compass points by acquiring this release.

If you're new to Ego Likeness, however, you'd do better by starting with one of their studio
albums (any of them will do, they’re all pretty good). And if you're a DJ looking for a decent
floor-filler, just go straight for the Komor Kommando remix.

Einstlirzende Neubauten — Perpetuum Mobile (2004)

Despite their undoubted reputation for being one of the few ‘industrial’ bands to sound
‘industrial’ in terms of the non-musical definition, it shouldn’t come as any surprise to
hardcore Neubauten followers that this album isn’t the flurry of metal-bashing excesses
that some critics make all of this group’s work out to be. Ever since ‘Tabula Rasa’ back in
1993, Blixa’s boys have been practising a more ‘controlled’ form of musical
experimentation, to the extent that some of their material actually sounds like regular
songs that you’d hear on the radio. Well, possibly German radio.

They slipped up a bit on previous album ‘Silence Is Sexy’, however, it's moments of
brilliance separated by meandering sections of minimalism that never allowed the album
as a whole to pick up momentum. And in many respects, ‘Perpetuum Mobile’ is
Einstlirzende Neubauten having a second go at the stripped-down sound that this previous
album tried but failed to master. And the general impression is that they make a better job
of it this time round. The slower tracks actually manage to achieve something this time,
whilst there’s still enough of the ‘hitting stuff’ fury to keep the old fans happy.

We open up with ‘Ich Gehe Jetzt’, a fairly low-impact lead in track, led by the ‘air
compressor and plastic tube’ combo that’ll be familiar to anybody who’s seen these boys
live. Blixa’s vocals are as enigmatic as ever, gently articulating a bizarre series of German
phrases that only purport to mean anything in the songs later stages. Even with the
English translations supplied, it’s not entirely clear what they’re thinking of, though the line
‘Ich habe mein Vokabelheft Verloren’ (I have lost my vocabulary book) might suggest that
that’s the whole idea.

This leads into the first real epic of the album, ‘Perpetuum Mobile’. Clocking in at 13
minutes and 41 seconds, it’s a series of alternating loud and quiet sections, regularly
reprising itself, combining grinding bass with metallic percussion and whole variety of
‘miscellaneous sounds’. The lyrics are once again vintage Bargeld esoterica, with a vague
‘transport’ theme running through them. I’'m not sure if the song really needed to be that
long, but it’s still more interesting that some of the more indulgent extended-length tracks
that these boys used to knock out.

Next up is ‘Ein leichtes leises Sauseln’, a slow, balladic song which is for the most part
Blixa Bargeld solo, having possibly learn the art of writing such songs of former colleague
Nick Cave, playing some delicate Rhodes piano, with only a bit of bass guitar and the
rustling of leaves and a survival sheet in the background this time. ‘Selbstportrait mit Kater’
(Self-Portrait with Hangover) then wakes things up again, a song full of alcohol-oriented
metaphor, driven along by bass guitar, which is turns provides a solid base for the
percussive elements. There’s a real feeling of progression here, the song climaxing on the
cries of ‘Life on Other Planets Is Difficult’, mysteriously switching to English for the songs
final line.

‘Boreas’ is another Bargeld-dominated track, laying his vocals over a sea of disembodied
sounds, including vocal loops, electric fans, more Rhodes flourishes and an ‘amplified
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steel wire’ (whatever that is). This flows effortlessly into ‘Ein seltener Vogel’ (A Rare Bird),
which starts off with all five band members humming, before bringing out the Pythagorean
steel tubes, which kling and klang throughout the songs duration. It's another one of those
really long tracks, and seems to repeat itself a little bit too much, even if the texture of the
piece as a whole is generally quite pleasing.

The only instrumental on the album, ‘Ozean und Brandung’ (Ocean and Spray) follows, an
abstract piece comprised solely of heaving noise, a reasonable bridge to ‘Paradiesseits’
(Paradising), another pithy little low-key number that makes a better job than most of
disguising the origins of its component sounds. This takes us on to ‘Youme & Meyou’, one
of the more ‘conventional’ sounding songs on the album (as one of the comparatively few
English ones), thanks a driving bass line, slide guitar and a string section replacing some
of the more usual car tyres, amplified springs and other percussive miscellany. The
circular logic portrayed by the lyrics and rich texture ensures it is nonetheless successful.

‘Der Weg ins Freie’ features some interesting multi-layered vocal, as well as some
discordant piano and the usual cornucopia of junkyard rhythmics. The penultimate track is
‘Dead Friends (Around The Corner)’, another one of the those ‘near-mainstream’ style
songs which works relatively well, barring a rather jerky middle section where the thing just
grinds to a halt for no apparent reason. We fade out with ‘Grundstiick’ (floor piece), a
sparse track where everyone plays metal percussion one last time, prior to picking up their
other instruments and fading out with one further ‘slow song’, the lethargic bass guitar
leaving Blixa’s vocals in pole position.

Early version of this album may come with a free audio DVD, containing 5.1 and PCM
Stereo mixes of four of the CDs songs, which might be worth picking up if you're into fancy
soundsystems and the like. But it’s the main album that matters, and I'm relieved to say
that after the inconsistent ‘Silence Is Sexy’, an album which never really decided what it
wanted to do, Neubauten are at least back on form here. They don’t make nearly as much
noise as they did in the older days, but the mere achievement of getting a tune out of a
stack of pipes, an old tyre and an air compressor is in it's own way impressive, the trick
being turning such unconventional sounds into songs people might actually want to listen
to.

Eisbrecher — Eiszeit (2010)

Whilst Rammstein are busy filling arenas around the world, it's worth remembering that
there are plenty of other bands out there practising the ‘Neue Deutsche Harte’ (as it is now
called), and some of them are knocking out the albums at a rate that put Till and Co to
shame. This is the fourth Eisbrecher album in six years, outpacing both the project they
emerged from (Megaherz) and those firey Berlin superstars who I'll try to avoid mentioning
by name again in this review. It’s not that a comparison is fallacious (in fact it’s pretty
close to the truth). It's just that it's so bleedin’ obvious!

And the reason | enforce such a restriction on myself is that this alboum deserves to be
reviewed on it's own strengths rather than compared as an offshoot or poor-second-cousin
of something else. Compared with previous Eisbrecher recordings, this is a fuller, more
dynamic, and more consistent recording. The keyboard melodies are more prominent in
the mix, the female backing vocals add accessibility without stripping any artistic integrity
in return. The chunky, mid-tempo guitars and deep Teutonic snarl that features on all
Eisbrecher (indeed all NDH) recordings is still very much in evidence, it’s just now they’ve
got better company.

If I was to pick a highlight, I'd naturally go for the one in the most dubious taste. ‘Gothkiller’
not only suggests a subject matter I'd rather not delve into further, but it breaks from
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tradition by being in English. Oh, what the hell — it's simply got the catchiest hooks, a
guitar solo and just screams ‘I'm An Anthem And | Know It"". There are occasional slip-
ups — ‘Bombe’ comes across as too much of a grind for a song little over 3 minutes in
length — but they’re not frequent and certainly not sufficient to upset the flow of the
recording.

Or to sum it up in one simple sentence — ‘Put your copy of ‘Liebe Ist Fur Alle Da’ aside for
a minute and learn that there’s more to German-language industrial metal — and this’ll do
more than nicely for starters’.

VERSION NOTE: There’s a few limited versions of this album out there. The digipak
version has a few remixes, though Daniel Myer’s ‘Renegade Noise’ remix of ‘Amok’ kicks
all the life out of the original (like most of his remixes, to be honest) and the TLP remix of
‘Schwarze Witwe’ (a song dating back to the first aloum!) has ‘meh’ written all over it. The
Box Set version has a 3-track DVD, which is well-recorded but given that this is the closest
I’m probably going to get to seeing this band live, | think a more generous tracklisting
might have won me over more.

Escalator — Out Of My Ego (2011)

I've had something of a revival in interest in anything associated with old-school EBM and
other early electronic styles of late, which is a pity as interest in said genre seems to be
dying a death in my native London, which not only means | have to look further afield for
live shows (and indeed potential DJ set opportunities!), but also need to spread my net
wider in order to search out new territories where interesting bands may be located. And
Escalator from Hungary, despite being a quarter of a century old, have escaped my radar
until now. Even then, this eight-song collection is a couple of years old, but that’s no
reason not to give it a go and offer my opinions here.

First things first, every classic EBM album needs at least a couple of unsubtle, in-your-face,
energising anthems in it’s tracklist, lest the collection as a whole get mistaken for some
analog-elitist hipster art-wank project, and this collection has “Rew Stop Play” and “Shut
Me Off”. They both deliver the punchy beats, throbbing rhythms and vocal snarl that make
a legitimate EBM classic, with enough variation throughout their length to remind everyone
that classic EBM isn’t just a case of programming one synth line, one drum loop and
shouting over the top. Yes, | tried that trick myself to be sure. Anyway, that’s the DJ
selections sorted out. Now to see if there’s any variety in their sound.

“Deeply Buried Psychosis” is the most interesting diversion, utilising a combination of
varying beat patterns, dark synth chords and well-placed samples to produce a final
product not dissimilar to the more accessible Skinny Puppy or X Marks The Pedwalk
recordings. I'll admit that the Puppy comparison was actually made by my girlfriend, but
she knows this particular school of industrial music as well as | do, and she didn’t demand
| turn it off, so I'll call it a compliment.

The opening track “Bad Constellation” also borrows heavily from this school of dark elektro,
a discordant, high-frequency synth click driving the track into the double-time drumming
that provides it’s eventual climax. There are also two tracks (“Out Of My Ego” and
“Biological Countdown”) that get remarkably close to a Belief-era Nitzer Ebb sound. And
my comparison of these tracks to the aforementioned anthems is the same as my
comparison of ‘Belief’ to ‘That Total Age’ — specifically, wins on technical merit and
musicology, but not on artistic impression. Sometimes simple is best.

There are the occasional misguided experiments. “Strike” is too static rhythmically and it’s
over-reliance on a scratchy, high-pitched motif makes it quite tiring to listen to. “Gépek
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lesztek” is the most significant deviation from the EBM norm, journeying off into a minimal
techno territory, which might have worked had they not indulged themselves in a 9:40
song length that results in a track that stretches out too few ideas for too long.

But when they do what they’re best at, Escalator ensure the EBM flag is flown proudly on
Hungarian territory, and thus contribute to my growing theory that | need to head
eastwards into Europe in search of interesting new (and old!) music that | had previously
been unaware of. And | won’t be satisfied with just Leipzig this time!

Faetal — [sic] (2004)

My first encounter with Faetal came at the Devilish Presley-organized ‘Pity For Monsters’
gig at the Water Rats in February 2004. That of course, was the night where fast rising
local heroes Deathboy occupied the headline slot like they’d been there for years, the
even-faster rising Earth Loop Recall blew away the assembled masses with one of the
most powerful half-hour sets I'd ever seen, and even the Devilish duo managed to get
themselves a stage invasion. Opening up the evening were Faetal, who seemed a little
nervous in comparison. But the potential was clearly there. | spotted it, and so, it seems,
did Lee Chaos, signing them up to Wasp Factory later in the year.

Faetal are of course likely to attract comparisons with the aforementioned ELR and
Deathboy. Not only do all three bands share a label, but they also occupy a undefined (yet
musically productive) grey area of the UK scene — not deathrock, not really industrial, not
metal either — a sort of electro-alterno-rock that continues from where the likes of Trent
Reznor and co REALLY left off (all those 2"-rate American industrial metal bands
objecting to this comment are welcome to send me a demo).

Of course, each band have their own stylistic combo to make them distinctive. Deathboy
do their thing with punky vocals and breakbeats, ELR give noise-rock an electronic
backbone, whilst Faetal seem to be doing their thing with a combination of schizoid drum
loops, indie rock guitars and vocals plus a hefty dose of electro-pop. Their studio sound is
definitely heavier on the synths than their live show, but even if they’re not thrashing the
guitars at every available opportunity, neither do they ever sound like they’re getting
comfortable or complacent. It's a tightly coiled beast of an album, never entirely sure as to
whether it’s going to purr sweetly or bite your head off.

They open with ‘Liquid Hate’ , laying down an indicator for the album ahead with it's
spluttering drum programming and quirky structure, featuring a false ending followed by an
extended outro that initially sounds like an outtake separate song that wandered into the
room accidentally and then tried to sneak out unnoticed. Following this is ‘21’, a more
straightforward slowed-down angst-anthem, with a nice combination of electronic and
guitar textures, and then ‘Like A God’, a synth-poppier number with a pretty retro-melody
in the chorus.

‘Bad Orb’ is another synth-heavy one, but this time with more of a drum’n’bass feel,
potentially a good choice for DJ play even if it's not a personal favourite. This leads us into
the album’s centrepiece, ‘Darkness’, a song with ‘Epic’ written all over it, thanks to the
soaring, string-and-power-chord laden chorus and Pete Boyd’s finest vocal of the album,
really getting behind the song and carrying to the height at which it truly belongs. ‘Sadistic’
then takes us back to the realm of cynical electro-rock, a sneering vocal and dirty guitar
stabs giving this otherwise electronic track a really ‘rocky’ feel.

‘Phosphor Sky’ is another one of those really schizophrenic ones, opening up with a
minute of abstract electronics, before the biggest riff on the whole album appears from
nowhere. They then proceed to alternate the two styles, switching between this low-key
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vocoded concept and an industrial metal thash’n’shout chorus, an ambitious combo that
they carry off skilfully and effectively. Following this is ‘Can Anybody Hear Me?’, a song
with a particularly strong new wave feel, two interplaying guitar lines, sweet synths and a
rich, expansive chorus.

Two more to go, starting with ‘Losing Control’, opening up like it’s going to turn into a
sweet, little, insubstantial synth-popper, but it redeems itself with a big, meaty chorus, the
growling guitar and stompy kick drum giving the song the backbone it needs. The album
closes with ‘Divide By Zero’, a huge, cathedral-sized piece, the demented clang of a piano
smashed into a submission by a slow, seething percussion loop, the grind of guitar and
Pete’s voice somehow managing to climb over the top. The song eventually builds to a
truly chaotic climax, before fading to nothing.

It's an ambitious album, certainly — refusing to pigeonhole itself into an established genre,
which is something most bands claim to do, even if in practise few of them actually
achieve it. It's not always an easy listen, often hopping between styles faster than the
casual listener is able to cope with. But something tells me this album isn’t really for the
casual listener anyway. It’'s for those die-hard music fans who think they’ve heard it all.
And along with the recent ELR album (and possibly Deathboy’s from 2003), this album
seems to sum up Wasp Factory’s current mission statement. | have no idea what that
mission statement might be, but regardless, this album fits it well. It's Electro-rock for those
tired of electro and tired of rock.

Fear Factory — Soul of a New Machine (1992)

A rough run for the real thing (even if you count ‘Concrete’). The early stages of the album
are quite strong, with album opener ‘Martyr’ and track three ‘Scapegoat’ most indicative of
the industrial/death metal hybrid direction the band would later take, making best use of
the alternating growled/sung vocal style that would become one the bands trademark.

Sadly, most of the remainder is still common-or-garden death metal with only a slight hint
of the jackhammering riff science they would soon master. The slow crawl of ‘Scumgrief’
and the pummelling assault of ‘Self-lmmolation’ are the only real highlights as the band
start to run out of ideas and get lost in a swamp of fury.

Fear Factory — Demanufacture (1995)

It was clear that Fear Factory were onto something good on their debut album, even if the
potential was not fully realised — here they not only deliver on that potential but produce
one of the most intense metal albums in history. The addition of industrially-inspired
keyboards and high-fidelity production make all the difference — the riffs cut the air like
machine guns, the beats pound relentless, the vocals are actually intelligible amongst all
this, whilst the keys add an extra layer of macabre to the mix.

It's almost impossible to pick out a highlight — the positive ‘stand up for yourself’ message
behind ‘Self-Bias Resistor’ is a personal favourite, though the rifftastic ‘Replica’, anti-
establishment title track and god-doubting fury of ‘Zero Signal’ all run it close, as does
‘Pisschrist’, the Terminator-style intro eventually building to a soaring climax with one of
the best vocal performances of Burton C.Bell’s career. The slow, drawn out closer ‘A
Therapy For Pain’ (actually a rework of an old demo) sees the album out in a wall of noise,
the only occasion where a band like Fear Factory could include a nine-minute track and
make it work.
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Fear Factory — Remanufacture (1997)

Finally! A remix album that lives up to the expectations of its parent. Rhys Fulber handles
the bulk of the remixing duties, and comes up with the goods almost every time. From the
savage electronically-enhanced reworks of ‘Demanufacture’ and ‘Self-Bias Resistor’ to the
darker, more minimal takes on ‘Pisschrist’ and ‘Bound for Forgiveness’ — two remixes that
may be criticised for leaving too little of the original song intact, but they stand up well on
their own.

He’s not the only remixer to have a go Junkie XL, Kingsize and DJ Dano offer even more
extreme interpretations of the other Demanufacture tracks. In particular, the Fear Factory-
gone-hardcore remix ‘T1000’, a rework of ‘Hunter-Killer'? works a treat. Easily one of the
best remix albums out there — capturing the spirit of the original songs whilst adding a new
flavour to all of them.

Fear Factory — Obsolete (1998)

The follow-up to the De/Remaunfacture pairing, this album is a soundtrack to a fictional
film storyline provided in the inlay — detailing the fight of the ‘Edgecrusher’ against a
futuristic society run by machines (I dystopian sci-fi, | know, but it fits in so well with this
band’s overall ‘vibe’). The music is everything you’d expect from Fear Factory over these
years, the machine-gunning riffs, sung/roared vocals and synthetic undercurrent all much
in evidence. A few additional influences have crept in, but the band’s core sound follows
the same lines as ‘Demanufacture’.

‘Shock’ is a suitably electrifying opener, whilst ‘Edgecrusher’ incorporates some rap
influence to generate a dead-cert mosh-pitter. This leads into the more traditional Fear
Factory sound evident on ‘Smasher Devourer’ and ‘Securitron’, prior to the slower, self-
doubting ‘Descent’. The album remains strong throughout its duration (with a spoken-word
cameo from Gary Numan prefacting the title track) though without doubt the highlight is
‘Resurrection’, incorporating a 12-piece string section to create the most uplifting song this
genre has ever seen. The guitars fade the albums very close for ‘Timelessness’, giving us
a rare, welcome chance to hear Burton sing sans metal. It's not quite as consistently
stunning as it's predecessor, but it works well as a concept piece, rare for album in the
metal genre.

Fear Factory — Digimortal (2001)

Fourth studio effort from Fear Factory, and it sounds a lot like the last two really, complete
with all the pummelling cybermetal rhythms and man/machine metaphor. It’s still GOOD,
it's still everything any self-respecting Fear Factory fan could have expected, all things
being equal. But all things are not equal, and the opposition, are steaming off into the
distance whilst Fear Factory are standing still. The only real difference is increasing
evidence of high-frequency electronic squeals, presumably driven by the need for the
electronics to be heard over the persistent, driving riffology.

The likes of ‘What Will Become’ and ‘Damaged’ are notable example of good songs that
still fail to advance on what came before. It's still a fine aloum, though, and the token rap
track, ‘Back The Fuck Up’ doesn’t ruin the flow of things. There is one track that does
stand out — ‘Invisible Wounds (Dark Bodies)’ — initially sounding like the usual ‘slow’ track
before building up to an awesomely intense climax.
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Fear Factory — Concrete (2002)

Technically, the first Fear Factory album, though would ultimately be the last of those
released from the original line-up. Really of interest to those into Fear Factory’s death
metal roots, as there is little of the polish heard on their later releases, though it’s also
significant as an early production effort of Ross Robinson (later to become a legend in his
own right). Early versions of ‘Self-Immolation’ and ‘Big God, Raped Souls’ are the key area
of interest — unfortunately, the best songs even from ‘Soul of a New Machine’ were written
after this album was recorded. The demo-level recording quality and a number of songs
which seems to be little more than thrashy, growly bands workouts keep this album firmly
in the ‘curio’ category.

Fear Factory — Hatefiles (2003)

A miscellany containing alternate takes, remixes and obscurities. It's about as good as
albums of this kind get, with some interesting ‘never to be’ versions of ‘Invisible Wounds’
and ‘Resurrection’, and two songs from the original version of ‘Demanufacture’ (the album
later re-worked with a different producer), as well as a number of songs from the bands
final days — ‘Terminate’ actually assembled after they’d split!

The album will be of particular interest to those of you into the ‘Remanufacture’ era
remixes, as a number of unused remixes from those sessions appear here. The liner notes
tell a number of interesting stories about the band and the history of their recordings — the
number of ‘rejected’ tracks that here seem perfectly listenable indicative of their exacting
standards in the studio.

Fear Factory — Archtype (2004)

Fear Factory reformed with a revised line-up. A shift of lyrical focus away from the future
toward the present had the potential to take the band forward, but they’re at a loss for
fresh ideas musically — opening duo ‘Slave Labor’ and ‘Cyberwaste’ just blast past without
leaving a mark, lacking the structural focus that made many of this bands finest songs cut
deeper and harder than their competitors, whilst the later stage of the album is especially
in want of some fresh musical direction.

Every now and again they show a hint of their past glories. ‘Bite The Hand That Bleeds’ is
amongst the band’s better slow songs, whilst the title track features some of Burton’s best
harmonies to date. The album is otherwise fairly standard FF fare, though the soaring
chorus of ‘Undercurrent’ shows more willingness to varying guitar styles than elsewhere.
They do attempt a Nirvana cover at the end (‘School’), but the styles of the two bands
aren’t particularly compatible. All in all, it's a bit of a let-down, clearly the work of a band
undergoing a not-entirely comfortable transition.

Fear Factory — Transgression (2005)

Fear Factory release their second post-Dino album, and also their second in as many
years. The accompanying DVD gives some clues to the bands intentions when recording
this disc, but somehow the stripped-down, back-to-basics approach fails to strike a chord
with me in the same manner of ‘Demanufacture’ and ‘Obsolete’. Christian is starting to
experiment more with different guitar styles, but the one thing he can’t do as well as Dino
is that machine-gun style riff that characterises many of the bands best songs. The full-
throttle ‘540,000 Fahrenheit’ and ‘Moment of Impact’ sandwich the album nicely, but
ultimately don’t quite equal the bands finest.
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The album is actually more successful when then deviate from their usual style. ‘Echo of
My Scream’ is a surprisingly successful attempt at a Fear Factory ballad, whilst
‘Supernova’ goes for a more straight-ahead hard-rock sound, with some strong vocals
from Burton (both of these songs feature Billy Gould of Faith No More on bass). It’s
guestionable whether the two cover versions (U2’s ‘I Will Follow’ and Killing Joke’s
‘Millennium’ really work, however), whilst some of the other tracks will appeal to fans of
‘Soul of a New Machine’ (‘Transgression’ is VERY reminiscent of ‘Self-lmmolation’). This
album will therefore appeal most to those who prefer the rockier side of Fear Factory’s
sound (which in reality is the majority of their fanbase) — their industrial/crossover appeal is
waning.

Fear Factory — Fear Is The Mindkiller (1993)

A mini-album (or EP, if you like) containing five remixes of tracks from ‘Soul of a New
Machine’, courtesy of Bill and Rhys from Front Line Assembly. Rhys would later move to
full keyboard duties in the band, whilst Bill continued with his various projects. For now,
they came up with remixes of Martyr, Scapegoat, Scumgrief and a couple for Self-
Immolation, the original track provided for comparison/to pad out the disc. It’s hard to know
whether to define this as a mini-aloum or EP — | really thought they could have come up
with a little more material for this, seeing as though the parent aloum had 17 tracks
(though truth be said, maybe only five of them were worth remixing).

The remix of ‘Martyr’ is straightforward. A dancey beat that could have been coaxed out of
any semi-decent drum machine in five minutes, the original vocals, repeated and extended
to last over seven minutes, some of the original guitar parts and a few samples thrown in.
It sounds remarkably generic. It’s still not a bad mix of one of ‘Soul of a New Machine’s
better tracks, but I really don’t think I've been treated to anything special.

The ‘Vein Tap’ mix of ‘Self Immolation’ is rather more innovative, at least to start with. A
sample from the chorus is looped with the drums laid over the top, before some slightly
jigged guitar samples and the original lyrics play in over the drum machine. The loopy bit
returns later on, thought like the Martyr mix, they do seem to run out of ideas. The ‘Pigfuck
Mix’ of ‘Scapegoat’ (do they have to be so predictably explicit?) is fairly linear, but
succeeds in strengthening and adding to the original. Also, they’ve got a drum beat worthy
of the tune this time.

Next up is the ‘Deep Dub Trauma Mix’ of ‘Scumgrief’. It opens with background noises
similar to those later heard on ‘Demanufacture’, before breaking into a slow version of the
original (if it wasn’t slow enough as it is). The odd effect added in makes for an OK
experience, but again, it doesn’t stick. The only track to substantially develop on the
original, though, is the ‘Liquid Sky’ mix of Self-Immolation. The looped sample from the
other mix is here, and they’ve introduced a new deep electronic bass line, as well as the
customary drum loop. The previous mix of ‘Self Immolation’ is provided to give the album a
little bulk.

Personally, whilst | think this EP was significant in the respect that it gave the first hints of
the sound which eventually became ‘De/Remanufacture’, as a musical release in its own
right, it feels like something of a non-event. We all know now that better things came from
this quartet. This one seems a little too easy to skip over.

Fictional — Fictitious(+) (1999)

Fictional is in many respects a continuation of Gerrit Thomas’ Ravenous project, though
there’s also a heavy influence from his work in Funker Vogt. It’s in many respects the point
where the two projects meet, featuring vocals sung rather than shouted or otherwise
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distorted, but with the throbbing EBM rhythms giving the whole album a solid backbone.
The ex-Ravenous vocalist Tim Fockenbrook provides vocals on two songs — ‘Dream of
God’ and ‘Blue Lights’, both of which are amongst the albums highlights, ‘Blue Lights’ in
particular an unbelievably catchy piece of melancholy synth-pop, with one of the most
memorable refrains in the whole genre (the (+) version of this album released on
Metropolis also includes a live version of these two songs). Gerrit Thomas provides the
rest of the vocals himself, and whilst he’s not the most accomplished singer, his Germanic
monotone is at least a fitting match for his own trademark pulsating electronic undercurrent.

The lyrics are once again penned by Kai Schmidt (who also writes most of the Funker Vogt
lyrics), though there’s thankfully a little more stylistic variety, with songs criticising the
mass media (The System), capital punishment (Hangman) and, despite the obvious Vogt
influence, no songs about soldiers (what a relief!). There’s also a surprisingly
accomplished, almost ethereal synth-instrumental in the form of “Your Dream’ and a big,
portentous piano number ‘Future’ seeing the album to a close. The limitations of the
project are still plain for all to see, but somehow the synth-poppy spirit of the project
means one is able to enjoy these songs for what they are rather than complain about what
they are not.

Fictional — Fiction (2003)

Fictional’'s second album sees the arrival of the Scottish singer Jason Bainbridge, giving
Fictional it’s first full-time singer. On paper, this should be sufficient to advance the project
from the debut, although it doesn’t really work out in practise. Jason is a reasonable
enough synth-pop vocalist, but his voice doesn’t really carry a great deal of character.
Fictional has grown from a slightly flawed but generally likeable side-project into a clinical,
pixel-perfect pop band, kind of like a child that stops being cute once it matures.

A decent run of songs in the middle of album, including ‘Intencity’, ‘Little Girl’ and the
Funker-esque ‘Hunting Machine’ saves the album from disaster, with the decidedly groovy
‘Voyager’ the best of the albums later tracks, although the closing track ‘When The World
Is Dying’ does that huge, mournful thing that crops up at least once on any album Gerrit
Thomas produces. The remainder is listenable but rather bland and not especially
memorable.

Freudstein — Mass Market Misery (2006)

Brighton’s electronic horror duo return with their first aloum in five years (also Wasp
Factory’s first in quite some time), an 11-track attack against the state of the modern world.
Hardly an original concept, you may thing, but as a band who apply their horror movie
aesthetic to a variety of musical styles, they are best viewed not so much as a ‘band’ as
they are musical alchemists, brewing up bizarre stylistic combinations in a darkened
soundlab. And that, dear readers, is the key appeal of this album — strong underlying
concepts supporting a sizable musical vocabulary.

The album is sandwiched by two instrumentals, opening with ‘Return To The Old Forest’,
distantly reminiscent of Project Pitchfork school darkwave, and finishing on Laura, a more
cinematic ambient piece. Between this, we get songs as varied as the dark synth-pop of
‘Misadventure’, the seductive, lusty and rather amusing ‘Sister Sleaze’ as well as a few
guitar-heavy tracks — ‘Come With Me’ resembling angsty industrial rock and ‘Wings Of
Death’ offering a truly unique combination of death metal and dark electronics.

The centrepiece of the album is their fight-against-capitalism ‘Robots’ trilogy, previewed on
a Wasp Factory compilation some years ago. The instrumental Pt 1 gives way to the
uptempo four-beat and distorted vocals of Pt 2 (subtitled ‘Murder Spate’, with suitably
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uncompromising lyrics), before the slower, more reflective Pt 3 (‘Face The Truth’). This
trilogy, like the album as a whole, proves to be an interesting listen, but somehow it falls
slightly short of greatness — the vocals and the songwriting aren’t exactly the strongest I've
ever heard, although this is more than compensated for by their stylistic ambition.

Fleisch & Waffeln — Meat EP (2009)

As one of the least vegetarian figures in the entire dark-scene, as well as something of a
fanboy for any band trying to recapture the spirit of old-school EBM a la Nitzer Ebb, 242
and various less well-remembered names, the chance to review the 6-track ‘Meat EP’ for a
Danish band who'’s name translates to ‘Meat and Waffles’ wasn’t one | wanted to miss.
The bands name and their minimal online presence seemed to indicate a certain sense of
humour, so | loaded the tracks into my player innocently expecting a form of irreverent
tomfoolery set to an old-school body beat.

Sucks to be wrong, doesn’t it? The first track ‘Den Glade Emo’ (The Happy Emo) consists
of a four minute synth pulse that doesn’t even switch chords for the duration of the song, a
crude drumloop that resembles one’s first experiments with rhythm programming and an
overly-reverberated vocal grunt that resembles an angry drunkard in an underpass. Maybe
there’s some out there that believe that a purposely lo-fi production is in some way
indicative of ‘retro chic’, but in an era when anyone can acquire a passable demo-standard
studio via a Computer Music covermount disc, standards have risen and this does not
meet them.

It's only when we get to the third track, the appropriately named ‘Dans Med Stovlen Din’
(‘Dance With Your Boots’) that we finally begin to hear what this project could achieve if
they’d attempted a little more quality control. Whilst it’s still noticeably lo-fi in quality, it's a
forceful, dynamic delivery at least hints that this collective could yet fill dancefloors if they
could only manage to get all the knobs and faders in more-or-less the right position come
production time.

Another slip-up occurs when we get to ‘Maskinsvin’ — the track is mastered (?) at a
noticeably lower volume than the rest of the EP, neutralising any impact it 1. Whilst the final
song ‘Robotlullaby’ at least makes a effort to combine a filter sweep, processed female vox
and a five-minute duration, it’s still a thing of patchy delights at best. There are still hints
that this project might yet dish up an appetising take on vintage EBM at some later stage
(and there are some promising newer tracks on their Facebook and MySpace pages), the
‘Meat EP’ itself is simply in too raw a state to be fit for public consumption

Fleisch & Waffeln — Svin (2014)

“Learn From Your Mistakes” is a often-repeated mantra, and when a Brutal Resonance
writer tears your release apart on these pages, the message is not to give up, but to
produce something better next time. And having vented my disappointment at Fleisch &
Waffeln for their terrible ‘Meat EP’, it seems the band agreed with my appraisal of this
piece of chmaltzy and chmaltz submitted their new EP for review. And I'm happy to
give them a second chance.

The “Svin” EP (it means ‘Swine’ or some other pig-related term) clocks in a mere 7
minutes total, a good sign for a genre that’s supposed to be short, sharp and to the point.
And the title track, a mere 2 minutes and 8 seconds in length, makes all the right EBM
noises — blunt bassline, deep throaty grunts for vocals and percussion panned across the
stero channels, just the way it was on Front By Front. Two mixes are offered, the title mix
marginally the stronger of the two, with the ‘Mit Pommes’ version (gotta love that fast-food
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menu title) coming across as slightly muted and thus less impactful. Believe it or not, we
Brits don’t always like everything with chips.....

The final track is the G9 mix of “EBM Soldat”. | don’t know the original, but this track
sounds somewhat ‘static’ compared to the title tune, not terrible but taking the ‘mechanical
beat’ concept too far and sounding a touch lifeless as a result. Anyway, Fleisch & Wafflen
have at least passed into the realm of EBM acceptability now, and they benefit from not
getting too clever conceptually, and songs about meat are always welcome round my way.
The whole thing is available on Bandcamp for a ‘Name Your Price’, so if you're after some
old-style body beats and have seven minutes to spare, you could do worse than grabbing
this.

Front 242 — Geography (1982)

Early Adventures in EBM with Front 242. It's an interesting rather than incredible debut, as
the Belgian boys get to grips with their drum machines, monophonic synths and martial
vocals. Highlights include early anthem ‘U-Men’ (their first real EBM creation), the
danceable gloom of ‘Operating Tracks’ and the creeping doom of ‘Kampfberiet’. The rest is
mixed to say the least — it’s for the most part listenable, but they spend a lot of time
sounding like a slightly angrier and less methodically polished version of Kraftwerk — that
might have been what electronic body music was meant to be all along, but it'd take a few
albums before they got the sound ‘spot on’. Nonetheless, the experimental tendencies
shine through, which is reason enough to give it a go.

If you do purchase this album however, | suggest picking up the 2004 Alfa Matrix edition —
the album has been re-assembled using current technology to compensate for the lo-fi
production of the original, though the songs themselves haven’t changed. The limited
edition Alfa Matrix version comes in a DVD case and includes a 2" CD containing a
number of Front 242 oddities for completists (including good alternate versions of ‘Take
One’ and ‘Controversy Between’), as well as tracks from Prothese and Underviewer —
these being the two projects that combined to form Front 242 in the first place, likely to be
of particular interest to fans of early electronic music.

Front 242 — No Comment (1984)

The second Front 242 album, and probably one one most acclaimed as a ‘fan favourite’.
The songs here are generally longer and more complex in structure than ‘Geography’,
even if they’re not as immediately accessible. The opening tracks, ‘Commando Mix’,
clatters along for nearly nine-and-a-half minutes, for example, trying to progress from its
percussive beginnings but really just failing to ever build into anything special (a slightly
less grating version can be found on ‘Politics of Pressure’).

The highlight is probably the relentless, metronomic stomp of ‘No Shuffle’, though this
track too suffers comparison to the EP alternate version, though ‘Lovely Day’ and the two-
part ‘S.FR Nomenklatura’ also have their moments. The later versions of this album do
however benefit from the strongest version of ‘Body to Body’ to date, finally becoming the
up-tempo lust anthem it was always meant to be. The template was laid down here, but
superstardom would have to wait an album or two.

Front 242 — Backcatalogue (1986)

An assortment of tracks from 242’s early releases, selecting what are generally thought to
be the most important tracks from ‘Geography’ (including U-Men, Operating Tracks and
Kampfberiet) and No Comment (S.FR Nomenklatura the strongest here), and adding the
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complete ‘Endless Riddance’ and ‘Politics of Pressure’ Eps and live versions of ‘Take One’
and ‘U-Men’ from a rare 7”.

Whilst the value of this disc is lessened somewhat if you have the albums, it’s almost
worth it for the Eps, both offering a better hit-rate of decent tracks (Take One, Controversy
Between and a good version of ‘No Shuffle’) than either of the two albums. Failing that, it’s
probably the most cost-efficient way of checking out the formative years of Front 242.
Some of these songs sound quite dated now (particularly when the primitive drum
programming leaves little room for the other sounds to breathe), but others are important
indicators of the direction they later took.

Front 242 — Official Version (1986)

This is where the sound of the Front 242 that achieved cult status really began to
crystallise, where their experiments with drum machines and early sequencing technology
really started to come together to produce the industrial dance floor-fillers for which they
were best known. The album opens with the seven-minute epic of WYHIWYG’ — and what
you hear IS what you get — a metronomic beat, a descending synth line and a perpetual
repetition of “‘They’re Coming Down’ is all they needed!

The centrepiece of the album is probably ‘Masterhit’, which sets about perfecting the
ominous sequences that would feature heavily on the next two Front 242 albums. The
other really notable track is ‘Quite Unusual’, which has more of an apocalyptic synth-pop
feel (if that isn’t a contradiction in terms, | don’t know what is!). The album has other
interesting aspects, but some of the tracks feel slightly underdeveloped, often coming to a
premature end just when you think they were going somewhere.

Front 242 — Front By Front (1988)

Central reference point for EBM. It was here that Front 242’s body beat concept was finally
equalled by their musicianship, with a more melodies and hook-lines than ever before and
an added dimension in terms of production. It’s also the first Front 242 album that feels
truly cohesive — whilst there are still a few weak tracks around the middle part of the album,
it can be listened to from start-to-finish without feeling like you’ve suffered an overdose of
80s drum machines.

The EBM standard ‘Headhunter’ is the most obvious stand-out track, although it’s in good
company. The menacing ‘Until Death -Us Do Part-‘ opens the album in authoritative style,
followed neatly by the string-heavy doom-mongering of ‘Circling Overland’ — a track that
proved highly influential to a certain VNV Nation. The full-throttle ‘In Rhythmus Bleiben’
and the throbbing, televangelist mockery of the finale ‘Welcome To Paradise’ seals this
albums status as an industrial standard.

NOTE: Subsequent reissues of the album offer the single ‘V1.0.” version of Headhunter
(the traditional favourite amongst EBM DJs) and the ‘Never Stop! EP, which along with a
couple of the versions of the title track offers alternate mixes of ‘Work’ and ‘Until Death’ -
not absolutely essential, but a nice bonus nonetheless.

Front 242 — Tyranny >For You< (1991)

Having established their signature sound on ‘Front by Front’, Front 242 needed a new
direction and this album is, for the most part, at least a match for it's predecessor. The
Belgian quartet go for a richer, denser sound with waves of throbbing arpeggio and
ominous synthetic texture, with De Meyer lead vocals taking on a new aura of menace,
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especially apparent on the slow, cavernous opener ‘Sacrifice’, which starts off gloomy and
eventually builds into a cathedral-sized anthem for post-apocalyptic times.

The songs following this are more upbeat, but remain every bit as bleak and tenebrous.
The pulsating body beats and enveloping waves of synth that dominate ‘Moldavia’ and
‘Neurobashing’ are probably the most characteristic examples of the ‘Tyranny-era’ 242
sound, but the albums crowning glory is undoubtedly ‘Tragedy For You’, the whirring
electronics bearing the load of one of the most poetic Front 242 lyrics to date. There’s still
a couple of largely meandering tracks that don’t really know where they want to go, but the
hit rate of good tracks to apparent filler is still better here than ever before.

Front 242 — 06:21:03:11 Up Evil (1993)

Having spent the best part of a decade producing albums which defined ‘electronic body
music’, Front 242 decided it was time for a stylistic shift. The addition of guitars brought
their sound closer to that of their American contemporaries, whilst the use of external
lyricists (Jean-Marc and Pierre Pauly) and a extra-large helping of attention-enhancing ear
candy helps contribute to the very ‘different’ feel of this era of the band. The lush chords
signalling the opening of ‘Crapage’ are the first of many curveballs thrown by our Belgian
friends, soon giving way to a thunderous assault of jackhammering percussion and guitar
feedback, with various bleeps and burbles squeezing into what little sonic headroom
remains.

The subtle but intimidating intro to ‘Motion’ soon gives way to one of their most hard-hitting
body beats to date, whilst the screeching guitars and incendiary chorus of ‘Religion’ has
‘anthem’ written all over it. Other tracks demonstrate a more subtle side to the ‘new’ Front
242 sound, but unlike previous albums, | don’t regard any of them as being weak or
superfluous. Whilst this aloums contents may well have angered certain EBM purists (and
it's not so radically different that the band is unrecognisable), this is more than
compensated for it's added crossover appeal. Whatever genre it sits in, the fact remains
that this album is damn fine at what it does and is best appreciated as such.

Front 242 — 05:22:09:12 Off (1993)

This was the second Front 242 album to be released in 1993, containing three remixes
from the previous album as well as a number of new tracks (with a few versions of each in
evidence). Whilst it’s predecessor (06:21:03:11) was a change of direction of sorts, it was
still recognisable for what it was. This disc, however, is the most un-Front like thing
released under the band name to date, moving away from their EBM core to experiment
with other electronic styles. The most important change concerns the singers — Jean-Luc’s
vocals feature only occasionally, Richard 23’s hardly at all, with a female vocalist (‘99’
Kowalski) brought in to handle the lions share of the voices.

The band’s subsequent live favourite ‘Happiness’ appears here (as well as it's parent track
‘Modern Angel’), though the version present here isn’t yet the anthem that this song would
later become. The real highlight is ‘Crushed’, where Kristine’s scathing, abrasive vocals
still carry a semblance of melody, with some carefully constructed lyrics and shimmering
electronics at least allowing this song to stick in the memory. The remainder of the album
feels rather patchy — moments of delicate ambience alternating with blasts of
techno/industrial beats make the whole thing sound rather bitty, but there’s still enough
material of interest to those who understand that there’s more to Front 242 than six billion
remixes of ‘Headhunter’.
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Front 242 — Live Code (1994)

This was the first ‘proper’ Front 242 live album (‘Live Target’ was an bootleg later given a
limited release by the band). It's not quite the same as seeing them for real, and as ever
with bands like this, it does sound quite lo-fi compared with the studio albums. However,
it's important to note that whilst there’s still an obvious use of a backing track for some
aspects of the performance, these are not exact note-for-note renditions of the studio
tracks, with the ‘live’ nature of the performance still apparent. The highlight of the set is a
no-nonsense, in-your-face version of ‘Headhunter’, one of the most anthemic takes on this
oft-reworked song.

Front 242 — Mut@ge Mix@ge (1995)

Front 242 jump on the mid-90s ‘remix album’ bandwagon, boasting mixes from the likes of
Underworld, The Orb and The Prodigy, three of the biggest names in ‘electronica’ at the
time. One might have expected Front 242’s status as dance pioneers and the high-profile
nature of the bands contributing mixes to mean that this disc might transcend the usual
‘exploitation’ reputation most remix discs have, but closer investigation reveals this not to
be the case.

Firstly, the majority of the mixes here have appeared on previous releases, with some of
them dating back to the ‘Tyranny’-era Eps. Secondly, the majority of the remixes are of the
kind where little of the original song remains. In some cases, such as The Prodigy mixes of
‘Religion’, the final product is a competent and energetic mix, albeit one of more appeal to
fans of ravey hardcore techno than anything EBMish. Add a number of rather aimless
minimal ‘soundscape’ type mixes, and somehow this package no longer seems all that
appealing.

Front 242 — Re:Boot (1998)

This album documents two shows from Front 242’s 1998 tour. They hadn’t released any
new material in a while, but instead took the opportunity to rework a number of their songs,
a more modern techno/90s electronica style. The most impressive rework is ‘Happiness’,
which is given a new acidic edge, turning it into the floorfilling anthem it was always meant
to be. It’s also good to hear the likes of ‘Body To Body’ and ‘No Shuffle’ free from their
rather thin 80s production. Some of the other reworks (especially ‘Melt’ and ‘Religion’)
come over as being rather sloppy, however, the ‘techno’ elements never really meshing
with the core song. A few songs (such as ‘Headhunter’) haven’t seen much work since the
days of ‘Live Code’, though you might argue that this particular song didn’t need a rework.
Yet.

Front 242 — Headhunter 2000 (1999)

Front 242 decide to celebrate the new millennium by getting their signature track remixed
by almost anyone that seemed willing and able to do so. An impressive array of remix
artists were brought into the fray, and the results vary in both quality and style. The most
impressive remixes include Apoptygma Berzerk proto-future-pop version (that might very
well have laid the foundations for an Icon of Coil cover several years later) and Empirion’s
uncompromising hard techno version. Space Frog’s version also makes for a good stand-
alone dance track, though it loses points for not actually incorporating much of the original
song.

Other versions go for a more linear treatment, with Funker Vogt and Project-X dishing up
straightforward 4-beat treatments that neither capture the true feeling of the original nor
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replace it with anything revolutionary. [Peak] try to do a version with live-style drum sounds,
don'’t really carry it off due to rather insipid production. The weakest mix of all is Haujobb’s
minimal IDM mix — utterly destroying the track in his pretentious attempt at bringing
‘intelligent techno’ to the industrial scene, and, IMHO, failing miserably.

NOTE: Several versions of this release exist — | have covered the 12-track European
release on Energy Records. US listeners get a 16-track version, but the core mixes are
common to all versions.

Front 242 — Pulse (2003)

Front 242 ‘return’, but those quotation marks are deliberate. It may have the legendary
band name on the CD case, but in many respects this CD sounds more like one of Patrick
and Daniel’s side-projects with guest vocals from De Meyer than a 242-release proper. A
bizarre tracklist that see ten ‘songs’ divided over 20 tracks doesn’t help a listener who
would probably have settled for a few more remakes of ‘Headhunter’. Their opening shot
‘Seq666’ clocks in at approximately 12 minutes in length, spanning 5 tracks of the CD. It’s
a sequence-driven, knob-twiddling epic which progresses nicely, though in truth it’s really a
rework of one of the Male or Female tracks.

We get a hint of ‘vintage’ 242 on Together, with a classic De Meyer vocal and a gigantic
breakdown dynamic that’s just screaming out for live play. After that, they go ‘experimental’
on us, alternating moments of synthetic brilliance with over-indulgent audio trickery that
entertains it’s creator more than it’s listener, with a number of the two-part compositions
that form the latter part of the album sounding a little bit too ‘random’. There’s no doubting
the talents of the musicians involved here, and they are several interesting moments, but
despite this the album as a whole comes across as being something of a rambling stew of
ideas rather than a hard-hitting comeback from one of electronic music’s biggest names.

Front Line Assembly — Civilisation (2004)

Whilst the Delerium project might continue to bring the greatest quantity of readies into the
Leeb coffers, anyone who knows anything about him will appreciate that Bill’s No.1 project
is Front Line Assembly. We are, after all talking about a former member of Skinny Puppy.
OK, he jumped ship early on, but that only allowed him to take Cevin and Ogre’s concepts
and mould them into an danceable backbone which went on to inspire everyone from
Funker Vogt to Velvet Acid Christ and a whole bunch of industrial wannabes with stupid
band names appended with superfluous numbers and letters in a vain effort to appear
‘technologically advanced’.

However, having successfully defined a danceable form of Skinny Puppy on ‘Tactical
Neural Implant’, added guitars on ‘Hard Wired’ and ‘Millennium’ and then incorporated
electronica elements on ‘FLAvour of the Weak’, Mr.Leeb then spent two albums running

on the spot, devoid of fresh ideas. There weren’t any real flaws with ‘iImplode’ and ‘Epitaph’
on a technical level, it’s just they didn’t do anything to excite. The industrial goalposts had
moved, and Front Line Assembly appeared no longer to be the ‘in thing’.

Perhaps that’s what inspired Bill to call up former colleague Rhys Fulber. Having patched
up their differences over Delerium’s ‘Chimera’, there was nothing stopping them from
getting back in the studio and reliving old times. And sure enough, lead single (also track 2
on this CD) Maniacal, brings back memories of early-90s EBM, pounding kick-drum, yelled
verses, droning choruses (oh, happy days of Tactical Neural Implants!) and some power
chord action thrown in to beef up the middle frequencies.
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That indulgence out of the way, the duo were now left with a clean slate to fill up the album
with something more imaginative. The above-mentioned track aside, the album is notable
for the continued absence of straight-ahead four-four EBM beat patterns. The use of pads,
samples and vocal effects remain as typically Front Line Assembly as ever, though
rhythmically the album hovers on the border between industrial and hard electro. This is
not necessarily a bad thing, of course, particularly when you realise that the act have some
fresh ideas as to how to realise the concept.

Opening track ‘Psychosomatic’ is the most breakbeat-oriented track of the lot, but it still
manages to keep its industrial credentials intact, for despite that title, the fucked-up drum
pattern and the use of a wailing middle-eastern backing vocal from Leah Randi, the song
still sounds more like FLA than The Prodigy. Those looking for a more industrial form of
beat science should instead check out ‘Strategic’, two minutes of throbbing sequencers,
cold choral pads and a chmaltz loop that’ll keep the uber-heads that have recently turned
to obscure Ant-Zen signees happy.

Perhaps more notable is what they manage to achieve when the slow things down a bit.
The title track ‘Civilisation’, for instance, is a huge, drawn-out affair, a slowed-down techno
beat, vast expanses of moody electronics, and a guest appearance from ex-Fear Factory
man Christian Olbe Wolbers on guitar. It's a moving song, a sort of anthem of resignation,
singing of a world that has already gone too far down the road to destruction. The chorus
line ‘These Islands Collapsing’ conjures images of an apocalypse already in progress.

Gloomy as that was, however, it's nothing compared to the expanse of utter despair
created by ‘Vanished (Going Under)’. Featuring a touch of acoustic guitar and another
ethereal vocal from Leah Randi, it's an unusual rare combination of the Delerium and
Front Line Assembly styles, combining the atmospheric elements of the former with the
dystopian elements of the latter. It’s strange that it’s taken so long for them to get this
stylistic fusion to work, given how accomplished they are with the component parts, but
frankly I’'m just glad they’ve finally cracked it.

The other element of the Delerium sound which they’ve tried to work in here is the use of
classical compositions as a musical base for something more contemporary. First ‘Eternal
Odessey’ (‘Chimera’ CD) utilised Barber’s Adagio for Strings, and now ‘Fragmented’ builds
itself round elements of Vivaldi’'s Four Seasons. Not content with merely incorporating a
sampled chunk of said work into the song as a kind of self-conscious middle eight, Bill and
Rhys manage to loop a tremolo from ‘Allegro Non Molto’ into one of the songs key motifs.

Of the remaining tracks, ‘Transmitted’, another to incorporate a classical trill or two, but
otherwise fulfilling its duty as a mechanised anthem for unity, with lines like ‘Let’s All March
Together’ delivered with Leeb’s vocal processed in places beyond all connections to
humanity. The penultimate track ‘Dissident’ meanders in places, though few could ignore a
chorus like ‘Work It Out — Why Don’t Kill Yourself?’. This leaves ‘Schicksal’, a slow,
crawling dirge to fade out on, vocally sparse but a fitting coda for the album as a whole.

There is an unlisted tenth track at the end of the album, a sort of hard dancey thing that
appears to have been put in as an afterthought, as it doesn’t appear all that well placed. It
sound reasonable enough, but should have been saved for a B-side or polished up at
slotted in on the aloum somewhere. | might add that | think that my CD tracklisting is a bit
messed up. ‘Transmitted’ and ‘Fragmented’ are swapped round (the former is track 3 on
my CD, the latter track 7), and | suspect that the track | think is called ‘Dissident’ is really
‘Schicksal’ and vice-versa. | can’t tell as the lyrics for track 8 aren’t that legible in the
booklet provided.
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But enough about structural flaws — how’s the music? Well, it's definitely more involving
and more dynamic than ‘Epitaph’ ever was. That said, it's not really eligible for the hall of
the all-time greats, either. Front Line Assembly might again be a going concern, but there’s
a few things that need a tweaking. They could start by getting the tracklisting right to start
with, and there’s no song that simultaneously excellent in terms of lyrics, musical content,
technical merit and artistic impression. But with Rhys back in the gang, the FLA machine is
at least back on the move again, which, being really honest now, wasn’t what me, the
cynical reviewer, was expecting.

Front Line Assembly — Artificial Soldier (2006)

Whilst recent FLA output has met what could politely be described as a ‘mixed’ response,
primarily due to the increased influence of the members many side projects leaking into
the main band’s sound, ‘Artificial Soldier’ seems to be an attempt by Leeb and co. to
please everyone. Bill Leeb’s processed drones sound as dehumanised as ever, whilst the
‘all-star’ line-up (Leeb joined by Rhys Fulber AND Chris Peterson this time, as well as
newcomer Jeremy Inkel) ensures that at least some influence from all of Front Line
Assembly’s creative phases find their way onto this disc. Or at least that’s the idea.

Certainly this outfits ability to dehumanise just about any lyrical theme is very much in
place — ‘Lowlife’ a particularly dismissive account of Hollywood, for instance, whilst other
songs feature references to such things as ‘Caustic fornication’ and ‘Chemical Mind Fuck'.
The cybernetic electronics support this approach nicely, and they could certainly teach
some of the young pretenders on the NoiTekk and Out of Line rosters a thing or two about
programming complex industrial-friendly rhythms without sounding pretentious. There’s a
couple of tracks featuring guitar, ‘Dopamine’ working better than the slightly cluttered
‘Decsention’. The album does seem to lack an out-and-out anthem of the
Mindphaser/Plasticity calibre, though.

They also utilise a couple of guest vocalists later on in the albums. Jean-Luc De Meyer
falls slightly short on ‘Future Fail’ (though many will simply be relieved to hear his voice on
vaguely industrial-sounding music again), though this is compensated for by Eskil
Simmonson’s contributions to the ‘The Storm’, with his fleeting vocal performance and
additional keyboards successfully meshing to form a decent Covenant/FLA hybrid sound.
But these tracks are exceptions to the rule — the focus of this album is a return to the Front
Line Assembly of old. If you'd tired of this kind of thing in the mid-90s, there’s probably little
here of interest. But if it's the dual-headed behemoth of future pop and terror EBM that’s
boring you senseless, this disc is a decent enough example of how electronic industrial
USED to sound.

Frozen Plasma — Artificial (2006)

This album represents the effective continuation of the earlier Vasi Vallis project
NamNamBulu, replacing Henrik lversen with Diorama member Felix Marc. The album gets
off to a vibrant start with ‘Irony’, all melodic synths and a note of resignation in the lyrics —
all fairly I stuff, but nonetheless hard not to like. Next up is ‘Crossroads’, working in the
album’s first trance breakdown. It’s at this stage that you start to think this album might be
alright after all, no matter how much of this kind of thing you’ve had to put up with the last
few years. Unfortunately, as the listener will soon hear, the alboum has already peaked.

A tolerable instrumental ‘1980’ followed by the overly pedestrian ‘War/Flashbacks’,
featuring the rather forced inclusion of G.W.Bush samples, though also a few really
heartfelt vocals from Felix. The e-pianos and delicate vox of ‘A Second Of Life’ next,
before the album really gets caught in a cycle of repetition, that melodic synth-pop/trance
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hybrid repeated several times again as the album strolls to it's conclusion, briefly
interrupted by an Iris remix of ‘Betrayed’ (which, suspiciously enough, sounds like, erm, Iris)
and another instrumental ‘Unborn Faith’ — built round downtempo beats and a clean guitar
sample, it makes for an interesting stylistic diversion but at 7:43 in length, it outstays it’s
welcome by a few minutes.

Funker Vogt — Thanks For Nothing (1996)

Funker Vogt’s debut album offers a club-friendly EBM/electro-industrial sound, not unlike
some of the more danceable LeaetherStrip tracks. It's essentially a mix of gravelly vocals,
punchy four-beats, throbbing synths and lots of war-related metaphor (the band name is
derived from a Army Radio Op friend of keyboard player/programmer Gerrit Thomas). The
basic concept is at least sound, but the execution lets them down. The albums tone is
unremittingly harsh, the melodic and textural elements buried too easily in never-ending
assaults of distorted rhythms.

The result is an album which sounds at least vaguely promising for a few tracks, with ‘A
New Beginning’ and ‘Black Hole’ amongst the strongest songs on offer here, but also an
album whose interest level fades which each passing track. The rather muddy production
guality doesn’t help, as it only makes it harder to differentiate between the different songs.

There’s a couple of deviations from this relentless stomp — ‘Animals’ alternates doomy
keyboard passages with high-speed electronic head-rushes, whilst the slower ‘Remember
Childhood’ is a rare touching moment on an album which is otherwise numbing in its cold,
bleak outlook.

Funker Vogt — We Came To Kill (1997)

The second Funker Vogt album is a slight improvement on the first — the production is
slightly cleaner (but still rather murky compared with other scene bands of the time), the
individual sequences more detailed, there’s a greater variety in terms of sound (including
some sampled guitars in places), the lyrics seem more purposeful and a great proportion
of the songs are in some way memorable. At the same time, however, it’s still the same
dancefloor-oriented industrial dance music that they’ve been producing since hooking up
their first synthesiser.

It's hard to pick a highlight as most of the songs follow the same basic concept, although
‘Take Care!’ is probably the album’s ‘defining’ track, singing of a resignation towards
environmental catastrophe, a sentiment all too easily understood in these self-centred
times. Other personal favourites include ‘Father’, ‘Killing Fields’ and ‘Funker Vogt 2" Unit’,
but such is the homogeneity of the Funker sound that you could pick any of the others.
And that is the album’s (and some might say the band’s) key weakness — there’s simply
not enough ideas to last the length of an album.

Funker Vogt — Execution Tracks (1998)

Execution Tracks is the third Funker Vogt album, and marks the point where the they
begin to step back slightly from the relentless torrent of industrial beats and start weaving
a few more melodic, some would say ‘pop’ influences into their sound. This is most
apparent on the album’s centrepiece ‘Tragic Hero’, whose distinctive fanfare-like synth
lead and infectious refrain combine to form the first great Funker Vogt anthem. As usual,
the bulk of the album’s songs keep within this theme of war and destruction — be it ‘Civil
War’, ‘Pure War’ (aka ‘Nuclear War’) or the ‘Fortunes Of War’.
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There are a few thematic variations — ‘The International Killer’ deals with issues such as
AIDS, pollution and the greenhouse effect, whilst ‘Shaven’ is the gratuitously ‘sexual’ track,
featuring some of the least subtle lyrics I've ever encountered (‘Shaven Cunts Fuck Much
More Horny’ indeed......). The album as a whole is generally more listenable as a complete
work than previous efforts, mainly thanks to the added melodic elements and a cleaner
overall sound, but even here it begins to get rather monotonous towards its later stages —
and that ‘Shaven’ song is a definite low. At least this time, however, there’s plenty of fun to
be had along the way.

Funker Vogt — Maschine Zeit (2000)

‘Maschine Zeit’ continues where ‘Execution Tracks’ left off in terms of refining the Funker
Vogt sound into something palatable to those who never really got into their harsher, more
severe early works. It still thumps hard enough to be classed as industrial something-or-
other, but most of the album’s tracks carry a tune of sorts, Jens Kastell’s vocals are less of
a rasp and more of a drone, and there’s plenty of ear-catching bleepy bits. It’s still not
exactly an ‘original’ sound, but at least now the Vogt concept sounds as attractive as it’s
ever going to be. On this occasion, most of the album’s songs are in some way memorable.
For example, ‘Gunman’ is a ‘Tragic Hero pt 2’ in many respects — the big, cheesy synth
lead and an energized delivery sufficient for you to briefly forgive them for otherwise
sounding quite |, even managing to mimic themselves.

The real call to arms is the title track — a English/German affair that combines multiple
rhythmic various and lyrical devices into one of the most musically advanced compositions
the Vogt have ever devised. Other songs of interest include ‘Black Market Dealers’, which
conjure vivid images of the difficulties facing post-WWII Germany, the spy vs spy
dynamics of ‘Cold War’ (there had to be a song with ‘war’ in the title somewhere) and the
ice-cold ‘doom ballad’ ‘Nuclear Winter’.

There’s a few tracks that really don’t know what they’re doing (‘Nothing To Include’ sounds
especially confused) but otherwise this is probably the one Funker Vogt aloum where
you’re able to enjoy their limitation rather that complain about them. Nothing wrong with a
bit of bleepy, droning, war-inspired electro-industrial once in a while, is there?

Funker Vogt — Survivor (2002)

Having reached a creative zenith of sorts on ‘Maschine Zeit', it's at this stage that Funker
Vogt are left with the question ‘where to now’? ‘Survivor’ is a firm indication that Funker
boys either don’t know or (more likely) don’t care. Instead they just get on with doing what
they do best, producing their stompy-yet-slightly-melodic mid-tempo electro-industrial.
Jens Kastell drones and grinds his way through the twelve songs on offer, whilst Gerrit
Thomas throws in all the obligatory bleeps and bloops that you’d expect. As ever, the
majority of the album’s songs revolve around a ‘war’ theme, with the remainder dealing
with other ills of modern society.

Picking out a highlight is tricky — there really isn’t much difference between the individual
songs. ‘Date of Expiration’ was chosen as lead single, but they could just as easily gone
for any of the others, with the other candidates being ‘History’, which makes poignant
references to the Doomsday Clock scenario, or ‘This World’, which is really just Funker
Vogt doing what they always do, but sometimes pressing all the right buttons is enough.

There are a few tracks that make a token attempt to differentiate themselves. The lethargic
slog though ‘Compulsions’ (dealing with an ex-soldiers drug habit) works well enough,
though it'd help if they could pronounce ‘morphine’ correctly (the English language never
was their strong suit). ‘Fallen Man’ sees a rare use of guitar, but the song is essentially no
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more that the usual Vogt thing with a common-or-garden chug-a-chug riff replacing one of
the synths. Guitar also appears in closing number ‘Red Queen’, the band’s first ‘real’
ballad, and probably the only truly distinctive thing on offer here.

The remainder of the album is really just the usual Funker thing, although they do it well
enough to at least acquit themselves, even if this aloum does nothing to win over anyone
who didn’t like their last couple of albums. It's an album best enjoyed for what it is, not one
for getting bothered about what it isn’t.

Funker Vogt — Navigator (2005)

I’m not sure if it shows, but each subsequent Funker Vogt album is harder to review than
the last, as it’s harder and harder to find fresh things to say. When you think about it,
they’ve come a long way since the days of ‘Thanks For Nothing’, but the changes are
incremental, and have become smaller and smaller with each passing album. Truth is,
‘Navigator’ is still a perfectly enjoyable run though the usual mix of stompy beats, bleepy
bits and war-inspired imagery. But then again, so was ‘Survivor’. And ‘Maschine Zeit’. All
these album are enjoyable for what they are, but do you really need to listen to all of them?

A few token changes have taken place — live guitarist Thomas Kroll has been replaced by
Frank Schweigert, who makes a fractionally more significant contribution to the band’s
recordings with lyrics on one song and guitar on three of them, with his bridge on ‘No
Tommorow’ easily the most Funker-unlike thing on here. With the exception of that and
actually getting to hear Jens Kastell ‘sing’ on ‘Fur Dich’ (the obligatory ‘doom ballad’), the
rest is a straight run through the chmalt, including a follow-up to ‘“Tragic Hero’ in ‘Fallen
Hero’ (sigh) and a title track which just repeats one verse over and over, yet that single
verse catchy enough to be the album’s highlight.

Funker Vogt —t (2000)

‘" is a double-disc offshoot from ‘Maschine Zeit’, containing a series of remixes plus
‘Subspace’ and three other unreleased tracks. It’s puzzling why they spread it across two
discs when all the tracks would have fit onto one, but | guess they have their reasons,
beyond confusing the listener as to whether this thing counts as a double EP or an album
proper, of course. ‘Subspace’ is the best of the new tracks, a tribute to online first-person
shooter games. It’s on the poppier side of the Vogt spectrum, but it’s enjoyable enough.
The remainder of the new tracks follow a similar musical path, but measured alongside
Funker Vogt’s album tracks of the time, they’re still nothing really special.

The majority of the remixes are in-house reworks by Gerrit Thomas. He offers four
‘Maschinen’ mixes, representing a harder industrial sound, plus three ‘Traum’ mixes, which
go for a dancier, synth-pop concept. All these mixes are fairly linear, not really advancing
far enough from the originals. There are three ‘external’ mixes at the very end of the set.
Das Ich’s version of ‘The Last’ is disappointingly pedestrian by their standards, though
Beborn Beton’s breakbeat remix of ‘Under Deck’ is at least distinctive, whilst L’Ame
Immortelle’s ‘Bunkerromnatik’ downtempo, piano-and-string based mix of ‘Black-Market
Dealers’ is probably the strongest mix on offer here, the only one that does anything
radical with the original whilst keeping the original song intact. It’s a patchy collection, all in
all, best left to those fanatic Funkers who seem to lap up everything this band produces.

Funker Vogt — Revivor (2003)

This is a reasonable attempt at a remix album for ‘Survivor’ — the first Funker Vogt album
to spawn a full-length offshoot (although ‘t’ certainly came close). The original alboum was a
solid effort, but really needed some original musical concepts and a bit more variety to
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really bring it to life. A decent and varied selection of remixing artists have been brought in
from various futurepop, electro-industrial and techno acts, and for once none of them fall
into the self-indulgent trap of killing off the original song in an effort to how clever they are
(though a couple get dangerously close).

The album opens with straightforward mixes of ‘Final Thrill’ and ‘History’ by Christian
Michael and Icon of Coil respectively, both aimed firmly at club playlists. As the album
progresses, we get a vicious breakbeat mix of ‘Faster Life’ from XPQ-21 (a bit over-the-top,
but a brave effort!), a mix of ‘Stolen Thoughts’ by Haujobb that gets extreme on the vocal
effects and a surprisingly restrained mix of ‘Red Queen’ by T.O.Y. The limited edition also
offers four extra fan mixes of ‘Final Thrill' in MP3 format (an interesting curiosity if nothing
else). Generally, this remix album is no better or worse than the album that spawned it, but
at least that doesn’t mean it’s the cash-in exploitation other remix discs have been known
to be.

The Galan Pixs — Boredom International (2003)

We’ve been waiting a long time for this. The Galan Pixs released their preview EP for this
album, ‘Crackerjack’ on their UK tour in the summer of 2000. That’s three years!! Since
then, the title of the album has changed from ‘Shameless’ to ‘Boredom International’,
whilst the band re-recorded a couple of the tracks from the EP and got themselves on a
major label. What do you mean ‘not another one?’. Yes, well you might not agree with the
principle, but believe it or not, some bands do actually get there on merit!

It'd still have sold more that ‘Pink Film Edition’, though. It's found that sweet spot known as
‘crossover appeal’, that creative nirvana where genre definitions get blown out of the
window and a band actually gets round to writing some decent songs with no credit given
to stylistic boundaries. Their days as an industrial band aren’t quite over, but they’re now
drawing heavily from the sound of more mainstream alternative rock (an oxymoron | know),
and even a touch of synth-pop, lead single Kopelski even making substantial changes to
his vocal style to fit the new material (in a nutshell — less growly, more melodic).

The bands development is best showcased by the three ‘previously released’ songs, which
give at least some hint as to the ins-and-outs of the development process. Take the
opening track ‘Crackerjack — Return of the Faith Healer’, for instance. It might still pass as
industrial in rockier circles (in the sense that it has synths and guitars, both playing loudly,
in it), but the fiery guitar stabs and ultra-hooky ‘Can | Put My Hands On You?’ refrain leave
you in no doubts that this is a now a rock band, the songs best elements all pointed up
thanks to the re-recording.

The other two ‘old’ tracks are ‘Acid Anger Again’ and ‘Pearl Necklace’, standing out here
as the only clue as to what The Pixs USED to sound like. The all-encompassing riff of
‘Acid Anger Again’ cuts scars across the synth-poppy business going on underneath,
whilst ‘Pearl Necklace’ is that much more aggressive again, a techno backdrop struggling
gamely to fight through the jagged guitars and snarly vocals (the only point Kopelski’s
voice really turns nasty on the whole CD), this new version clearly another beneficiary from
the reworking process.

But to really get an idea of where The Galan Pixs are heading musically, tune in to the
REALLY new tracks. Album closer ‘Can’t Get Enough’ is a fine example, sounding for all
the world like a long-lost indie-rock anthem, with it's cheerfully angsty vocals, walking
bassline and sing-along-chorus. Don’t like the sound of that? Let’s just say it isn’t MY usual
style by any means, but it never fails to raise a smile whenever | give it listen. It really is
that good!
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The other big indie number is ‘Another Country — Another Name’, which sounds like
Placebo in the amped-up-bits but then distinguishes itself with all the sitar-sampling, clean-
guitar versey bits. Any song that hard to describe can’t suffer for the want of a genre to
place it in. Backed onto this is “The Universal Route’, a joyous synthy piece with a mind-
blowing chorus that reminds one simultaneously of New Order’s legendary Blue Monday
and the Orgy cover of that self same song.

‘Komakino’ is a very slightly weaker track. The rock-styled chorus is as big and as rousing
as all the others, but the keyboard-based verses sound a little ordinary compared with
everything else here. ‘Saturday Night Vibe’, meanwhile, is good, strong indie-rock with a
party-hungry edge, though admittedly not far from a sound that belonged in the Brit-pop
scene circa 1995 (oh, happy days.....). Anyone remember that far back? When there were
some half-decent bands getting media attention and the like?

Things get interesting when they tone down the guitars a bit and play the pure pop game
with a couple of cover versions. Their cover of ‘Hey Little Girl’ (originally by Icehouse) is
reasonable, featuring a Depeche Mode style vocal and prominent bass line (one of many
on the album, | might add) that gives the song a real ‘groove’. Thomas Dolby’s ‘Leipzig Is
Calling You’, meanwhile, features guest vocalist ‘Suzie Q’, an infectious but slightly silly
girlie pop song. This just leaves the bizarre but tolerable indulgence of ‘David Lynch’, a
lounge-styled electronic number, featuring some rich synth textures and a trumpet solo.

Apart from John Fryer-produced versions of ‘Another Country’ and ‘Crackerjack’ (both
giving greater emphasis to the percussive elements of the mix), that is essentially it. And
pretty damn good it was too. There’s a couple of shaky moments here and there, but no
out-and-out ‘bad songs’. What’s more significant is how the drums, synths, bass, guitars
and vocals all sit together without one getting to dominate for anything other than short
periods. It’s not a perfect album, but it is both distinctive AND complete. That's reason
enough to give it a go.

God Module — Empath (2003)

God Module have been one of the quieter successes of the electro-industrial scene of late.
Critics might have been waxing lyrical about European faves :Wumpscut: and Suicide
Commando for quite some time now, whilst the endless praise for Mexican duo Hocico
over the last couple of years has gone from welcoming to predictable to downright tedious.
And the view on God Module, American Jasyn Bangert’s project? Well, yeah, they’re pretty
good too.

‘Empath’ is the second God Module album, following on from debut ‘Artificial’ and it's
catchy-as-hell lead track ‘Resurrection’. Then there came the ‘Perception’ EP, which whilst
technically a precursor to this, doesn’t contain any common tracks. Encouraging as it is
that we don’t have to pay for the same songs twice, one might also cynically wonder if this
disc was just a place to put all the tracks that weren’t good enough for the EP.

Fortunately, that doesn’t appear to be the case. Opener ‘Catalyst’ is a slow, jerky electro-
gothic instrumental with gloomy keyboard lines and a stew of various movie samples that
just want to cry “Wumpscut:’! It serves it’s purpose, however, leading neatly into
‘Telekinetic’, and vintage Access Virus country. The trance-like lead, driving beat and
hoarse vocals offer a pixel-perfect portrait of the industrial dance sound of 2003 — fiercer
than VNV or Apop, but not as vicious as Hocico. If that’'s what you want, you've got it. If it
isn’t, tough.

‘As The Night Falls’ is built on similar lines, again bordering on the divide between hard
trance and harder EBM without falling on one side or the other. The pace changes nicely
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for ‘Entranced’, a slow, soaring song, which successfully does the sweet synths-fucked-up-
rhythm combo that all artists in this genre need to master (had the drums been taken out, it
wouldn’t have been far off ‘Angel’ from ‘Embryodead’).

It all gets nasty again come ‘Reverse Inversion’ — the lead synth line and pounding beat
giving the track a hard techno feel. The lyrics and vocals are as strong here as they are
anywhere, with the female-vocal chorus somehow strengthening the track rather than
spoiling it. It's a track that manages to achieve everything it tries to, and rightfully serves
as the albums centrepiece. Following on from this is ‘Curse’, which is OK, but apart from
the nursery-school chiming middle eight giving a nice melodic touch to the tune, it’s really
just like all the others.

‘Levitation’ next, and another one of those ‘hey, listen to my favourite synth presets’ tracks,
though admittedly the airy stabs that dominate the song serve their purpose. The ominous
‘Dear Dead Flesh’ is also of the ‘good but not great’ school, as is ‘Ever After’, which also
does what all the other songs do. The album ends on ‘Lunacy’, a slow-burning closer
which once again make good use of Courtney Tittiger as a contrast to Jasyn’s scratchy,
digitally processed tones.

And so it ends, and pretty good it was too. The album does suffer from the flaw that the
four best songs are grouped together between Track 2 and Track 5. But the others aren’t
exactly bad — just an anti-climax. The use of occasional female vocalsworked well, though
it's not exactly an uncommon technique (maybe some undistorted male vox, or even some
spoken word would have helped?). But no worries, it’s still a worthy effort. | just hope
Jasyn’s got something up his sleeve for when people get tired of this sort of thing.

Grooving In Green — Stranglehold (2012)

I've heard plenty of odd genre definitions in my time, and probably dreamt up just as many
myself. This English three-piece are now responsible for yet another sub-sub-genre being
added to my armoury — Groove Goth. As a relatively young collective, having only been
formed in 2008 (though consisting of ex-members of Children on Stun and Solemn
Novena), it's clear they’ve done pretty well for themselves, having clocked up some
credible live performances and backed it up with a couple of studio albums, the second of
which is reviewed here.

And it’s on a second album that a band’s signature sound needs to crystallise if they have
any hope of standing out from the vast army of 80s goth rock copyists that fill the lower
echelons of WGT line-ups. Certainly the fundamental elements of Grooving In Green’s
line-up aren’t anything noteworthy. Singer, guitarist with a stack of sound-enriching effects,
bassist, and a drum machine programmed to provide the aforementioned ‘groove’. They've
even given ‘him’ a name — Dr Toxic. Didn’t Garden of Delight hit upon this two parts-
Nephilim to one-part Sisters combo a couple of decades back? Actually, you could have
inserted the name of pretty much any European goth rock band there!

But there’s something subtlety different going on here. So many so-called bands in this
genre just love to lose themselves in occult references and other esoteric concepts that
probably make sense to theologians and goth-scene die-hards, both of whom probably
have bookshelves stuffed full of ominous tomes about such subjects. But having given this
album a listen through, | get the impression that this isn’t the Grooving In Green way.
These boys just want to rock out. They’re goth rockers that are tired of goth.

Sure, when they want to, they can call upon the clichés. The cathedral-sized instrumental
album intro “Breathless” conjures images of smoke machines and guitar-wielding
silhouettes, but it on the second, title track that the tone for the album is set. The bands
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vocalist, the outrageously named General Megatron Bison has a decent range, able to
switch between garden-variety growling, a more strident hard rock and a conventional
indie rock tone with ease. Whilst the band’s instrumentation isn’t any other than a slightly
different combination of elements we’ve heard many times before, it's well executed and in
places (particularly on tracks such as ‘A New Vessel’) seriously intense in it's impact.

It's therefore on the subject of songwriting that bands such of this need to score, and
fortunately the band had the good sense to write some lyrics that real people not educated
in obscure philosophies or belief systems could understand. Sometimes they resort to
blatant social commentary (“Fat Cats”) or attacks against the mass media (“More News
About Nothing”). “Lucid” makes a particularly plaintive cry about the effects of domestic
abuse. But the real joker in the pack is “King Mediocre”, which cries out for a quote to best
sum up it's intended target:

“Never stray from laws laid out by those who came before
It served them well enough, guess I'm a fucking scene whore?”

A timely comment indeed, given that I've not exactly been impressed by a significant
guantity of recent scene output, which either rehashes well-worn territory or makes ill-fated
attempts to shoehorn previously-unrelated styles together to create something that
apparently can be passed of as originality. Grooving In Green aren’t exactly solving either
of these problems with this album, but they do succeed in making valid statements, both
musically and lyrically, and in a genre that’s got very little creativity left in it, they’ve done
the best they could under the circumstances. If you’re looking for some no-nonsense,
scene-friendly rock numbers, this would be a pretty good choice.

Halo In Reverse — King O (2013)

It's a bit of a reviewers | to say something “sounds like Nine Inch Nails”, but I've generally
found what they mean is “synths, guitars and angry man behind the mic”. But in this case |
can’t really avoid it. The early Halo In Reverse material had a competent but somewhat
generic industrial rock feel about it, but now Joshua Steffen (where have | heard one man
= band before) has nailed the Nails sound. Which is odd when you consider the projects
name comes from a Depeche Mode song, admittedly one from the same era.

It's an EP, so we only get two original songs. The title track is the one that best defines the
Halo direction of the present. The song is led by an aggressive, in-your-face fuzzy lead line,
which | think is a synth but it might as well be a heavily processed guitar line (where have |
thought that before?). The anguished snarl that provides the vocal is a decent backbone
for the song, a middle-fingered slice of 2010’s social commentary that is reminiscent of the
latter-day NIN sound heard on “Only” and “Survivalism”.

That’s surprising, given that Halo In Reverse’s official promotional material claims
comparisons are more often made with early NIN material. This may just be a populist
move... | mean who seriously likes the 00’s NIN material more than the early stuff? As in
listens to it more often, not just claim the fact in order to sound like they’re more of an
outlier than the average NIN fan that might have enjoyed ‘Pretty Hate Machine’ but ends
up listening to nu-metal and dubstep because his local HMV doesn’t sell any other
industrial.

There’s a decent haul of remixes on the EP, but being Alfa-Matrix, most of them are drawn
from the same limited pool of bands who are seriously starting to delivery diminishing
returns on each successive release from the label. One of the best remixes is from Josh
himself, who delivers a simple-but-effective dance remix, more melodic and more DJ-
friendly but otherwise leaving the original song intact.
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Of the hired hands, Helalyn Flowers win the prize for messing around with the original
song the least, replacing the original music with a thumping kick drum and throbbing
synths, but letting the original vocal through the mix largely unscathed. The other mixes
aren’t as strong. Aesthetische provide a new musical backdrop that just doesn'’t fit the
vocal neatly, while Crashtv show promise until they utterly screw up switching time
signatures midway through.

The Diskonnekted remix is good in parts with a solid dance core, though the breakbeat
interludes tend to disrupt the flow rather than add variety. Psy’Aviah take it too far the
other way, relying too much on a dull bass pulse that knocks too much life out of the tune.
Avi Ghosh’s mix might mean something to those of you who actually get bowel-churning
basslines and stop-start dynamics, but to me it’s just a too-obviously adoption of current
dance trends. Sorry, Avi. You got the wrong reviewer for that kind of stuff.

There is one other original song here called “The Tyrant”, and it's certainly more akin to
the Halo In Reverse recordings of old, a nice combination of riff blasts and a cheesy synth
solo, the later being both a personal ear candy of mine and a nifty means of getting me out
of having to compare this song with Broken-era NIN, Stabbing Westward, Sulpher, Gravity
Kills, et al. Because none of them had the nerve to resort of a hook this tacky AND make it
work.

Given the choice, I'd have liked a few more remixes of this one, but for now I'll have to
settle for one. Luckily, it another one of Josh’s home-brews, replacing the guitar bursts
with an electronic pulse that adds a real groove to the original, a good variation. It certainly
bodes well for whatever the next Halo In Reverse album is going to be called. But I'm in
two minds as to whether I'll treat myself to the deluxe edition with the six billion remixes
from the same ten artists. I'm in the bizarre situation of keenly anticipating the main album,
yet already knowing exactly what the bonus disc sounds like!

Hanzel Und Gretyl — Born To Be Hailed (2012)

The industrial metal band that everyone think are German but are in fact American. Yes,
they write plenty of German lyrics, the band name refers to a Grimm fairy tale, and their
synthetically-enhanced industrial metal stomp is a sound much associated with the
Fatherland, but they are definitely All-American nonetheless. This album follows four years
after '2012: Zwanzig Zwolf’, which (confusingly enough) was actually released in 2008, but
was still a welcome release in a year when quality industrial metal was very hard to come

by.

The opening track “Hanzel Und Gretyl Fur Immer” is a ponderous crawl, but they soon
rediscover their form on “Unterstutzung 87”, an equal-parts hybrid of Germanic industrial
and early-80s heavy metal, a combination previous mastered by the likes of Rob Zombie
but few others. The leather-clad biker feel is upped further on “Blitzkriegerz Und Hellriderz”,
the kind of track that makes me think that Motérhead and Métley Crie’s umlauts should
have meant they sounded a bit German, not just an unimaginative attempt to look all hard.

‘Hammerzeit” features some metal bashing noise and a more mechanical drum and guitar
style, which is technically well-executed but sounds quite static and dynamically lacking
compared with what came before. “Der Furor” is two and a quarter minutes of stop-start
extreme metal fury, alternating vocal snatches with blasts of insanely fast guitar thrashing,
reminiscent of Ministry’s own trilogy of “TV” songs. Sorry, | didn’t like those ones either.

“Born To Be Heiled” serves as the title track, centrepiece and a welcome return to a catchy
metal groove. The band’s tendency to use bilingual vocals works particularly well here,
cries of “Get Up! Stomp Baby!” and suchlike meshing perfectly with the drawn-out
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“T6OOO666006660006t!”. “Holy Shiza” rocks just has hard, though by now I think they’re
trying too hard to write songs in two languages at once — “So let Holle freeze over” is
forcing this Deutsche-Amerikanische Partnerschatft just a little bit beyond it’'s comfort zone.

“Motorschwein” is disappointing, again trying too hard to sound like Ministry but seriously
in the need of loosening up and letting the song carry itself forward. “I'm Movin’ To
Deutschland” is another highlight, embracing classic rock dynamics to the extent that it
even features a retro organ and guitar solo. “Ironstar Outlaws” shows the band’s sense of
humour with a burst of banjo, though it's more often than not buried in the guitar riffs. |
can’t work out if rhyming “Wolf 424” with “Down To The Core” is evidence of brilliance or
the ultimate act of contrivance, but hey, it caught my attention, didn’t it?

The album ends with hard electronic stomp “More German Than German”, which serves
as one final attempt to totally confuse the listener as to which country this band actually
comes from. But what does it matter? Hanzel and Gretyl have delivered another fine
album, showing plenty of humour along the way. It hasn’t quite got the consistent brilliance
of ‘Zwanzig Zwolf’, but they haven't lost their touch, either, and with a decent pool of
influences to draw from, it never gets dull either.

Heimateerde — Gotteskrieger (2005)

Well, I've heard it all now. Ever since that bizarre experience that was M’era Luna 2002,
I've had this thing for bands that bear some kind of pre-20™" century influence. I've seen
martial neofolk shows, crazy, over-the-top medieval metal performances, as well as some
bands so esoteric that they seem to exist purely as some kind of competition to see who
can boast the most obscure influences. And now we have Heimatserde, a band that could
have easily have joined the over-populated VNV-backlashing terror EBM/electro-industrial
scene of the moment, but seem to have chosen a uniquely old-fashioned method to make
themselves sound distinctive.

The album sleeve makes a few suggestions as to the content — darkened images of
armour, chainmail and a complete absence of any of the digitally-enhanced
photoshopped-to-fuck techno-dystopia imagery that’s oh-so-common on so-called
industrial albums these days. The booklet also offers background info on the concept
behind each individual song. It’s all in German, but they’ve kindly provided an English
translation here. | think it loses a little in translation, but frankly I’'m really just appreciative
of the effort that has clearly been put in. This project clearly has a purpose of sorts,
beyond the obvious creation of bangin’ industrial dance music.

Oh, yes. The music. Almost forgotten about that. The album opens with the brooding intro
of ‘Non Nobis’, a dismally dark, mantra-like opening, with sounds of medieval battle in the
background. It’s sets the tone of the album, but it’s all really just a precursor to ‘Die
Offenbarung’, with it's genuinely ‘bouncy’ industrial rhythm topped off with the sound of
choirs and wailing pipes! Imagine Corvus Corax remixed by Suicide Commando, and
you'd be close, but let’s face it — short of any major advancement in sound synthesis, this
is about as distinctive as this genre gets these days, so enjoy it.

The beat continues to pound heavily through ‘Endlos’, though this time the traditional
instruments are kept to the intro, prefacing a hard, fast and strong dose of harsh EBM,
complete with the heavy vocal distortion and slightly cheesy lead synths (you know the
routine by now). They then abandon the traditional influences entirely for ‘Du Fehlst Mir’,
which also makes this one of the least distinctive tracks — it’s a little repetitive and possibly
suffers from over-sparse vocals. It's not exactly weak — just lacking the edge that other
tracks on the album have in abundance.
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‘Gott Ist Mit Uns’ takes the tempo down a notch or three, laden with spoken word samples,
minor-key pads and a plucked-string style lead. It’s a little bit :Wumpscut:-esque in places,
but it also reminds me of one of the more downtempo Velvet Acid Christ tracks, though |
can'’t for the life of me remember which one. Then it’s time for the catchiest track on the
whole album — ‘Deus Lo Volt'. It's another uptempo stomp, but this time set to the sound of
the ‘Palaestinalied’ — a song that’ll be familiar to anyone who’s into the ‘mittelalter’ scene
and all the traditional adaptations that come with it. ‘Mdrder’ completes the first half of the
album, another fully contemporary EBM track, but making more use of bespoke vocals
than most of the other tracks on offer.

The second half of the album essentially offers more of the same. The full-throttle surge of
‘Gib Mir’ sticks out as the most obvious anthem, though depending on your tastes, you

may prefer the slow, drawn-out stompy duo of ‘Immortalis’ and ‘Ich Hab Die Nacht
Getraumet’ or possibly ‘Wiedergénger’ (though | personally thought this track was a little

bit ‘fragmented’ in structure). The traditional instruments are less conspicuous in the later
stages of the album, though ‘Die Lauterung’ creates a spine-tingling mixture of male choirs,
whistling winds and a haunting piano melody.

It's only on the penultimate track ‘Gibt Es Wirklich Einen Gott’ that the pipes make a return,
appearing late in the song as a means to drive it to it’'s conclusion. This links in nicely to
the albums code ‘In Nomine Domine’, the only fully ‘traditional’ track on the album, with
few synths, just pipes and a good deal of mittelalter-style drumming (it ain’t ALL pounding
beats, you know). It’s an interesting way to see out the album, but it some ways it makes
me regret that there wasn’t MORE medieval sounds on this CD, with a greater variety of
instruments appearing on more tracks. Heimateserde are clearly onto a good thing here,
and this is a really enjoyable CD to listen to, but I'm hoping this is just the beginning.

Heimateerde — Kadavergehorsam (2006)

Ashlar Von Megalon brings us the second Heimataerde album less than two years after the
first. It is in many respects a continuation of ‘Gotteskrieger’, the enclosed booklet
continuing the story that seems set to thread together this project’s entire work. Since no
English translation is currently available, however, I’'m unable to establish exactly what
progress has been made narrative-wise. So instead I'll turn my attention to the music, and
and into those respects at least, Heimatserde do not disappoint.

The shawm and choir pad intro ‘Gedanken’ sets the tone, leading into ‘Lebloser Koerper’,
demonstrating once more Ash’s talent for combining a hard beat core with medieval
melodies. The song features contributions from the Austrian band ‘Winterstahl’, one of five
‘guest stars’ to cameo on this album. Elsewhere, X-Fusion help build ‘Morituri Saltant’ into
a no-holds-barred aggrotech head-rush, even squeezing in growling guitar in amongst all
the rhythm loops. ASP and Die In Winter guest on vocals in the very late stages of the
album, offering some respite from the harsher vocals heard elsewhere, although the most
successful collaboration is with Xotox on ‘Die Schalcht’, the funereal chord progressions
and soundbites a surprisingly neat match for the relentless underlying rhythm.

Even when working along, Ashlar comes up trumphs — be it another two furthers fine
examples ‘mittelalter-meets-EBM’ on ‘Jerusalem’ and ‘Verflucht', the ‘schaffel’ rhythm on
‘Konenig Von Thule’, the more chmaltzy e Yy stomp’n’snarl of ‘Eins Sein’ (echoing of
Snuff Machinery-era [:SITD:]) or the stripped-down ‘pax vobiscum’ version of ‘Gott Will Es’.
Even the more straightforward tracks usually see some kind of string or choral
enhancement. It's one of those albums that renews your hope in a dying genre — rather
than loading itself full of dancefloor smashes that can be hard to tell apart come sunrise,
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this genre-hopping concept album might yet be the best thing to happen to the harder end
of the industrial dance spectrum in years.

Helium Vola - Liod (2004)

The first Helium Vola album gave us the minor (but highly significant) hit ‘Omnis Mundi
Creatura’. Odd as it was to dance to Latin chants in the middle of Slimelight, it was
nonetheless significant in proving that Ernst Horn was still every bit as keen in continuing
his medieval/electronic fusion work post-Qntal. This is just as well, as with the future-
pop/harsh EBM bubble clearly only a few more years away from bursting, any alternative
goth-friendly dance styles need to be taken on board and nurtured rather than left victim to
contractual squabbles.

Of course, nothing Ernst Horn ever does comes out quite the way you expect it too. And
the debut album proved that point very effectively, for whilst it had moments of beauty and
ear-catching creativity, it also suffered from some overly indulgent moments, the
instrumentation either too minimal or too bizarre to adequately support the vocals. An hour
in length, it was simply an album that needed a bit of trimming down. And has he learned
his lessons for the follow-up? Well, not really!

If anything, this beast is even more of a epic sprawl that the last one. 20 tracks, clocking at
a grand total of 71 minutes, 23 seconds! Sabine Lutzenberger once again stars as lead
singer, her classically-trained voice carrying a sense of authority and confidence, essential
gualities if you're going to be singing ancient texts in obscure languages that few members
of your audience are likely to be familiar with. She is ably accompanied by a number of
other vocalists, each getting an occasional solo to themselves.

In terms of lyrical content, excerpts from Carmina Burana and the Merseburger
Zauberspruche, both favourites for medieval revivalists across Europe, make regular
appearances, whilst the remainder are drawn from old religious texts and traditional
European poetry. Additional pre-20™ century flavour is provided by Ricardo Delfino on harp
and hurdy-gurdy, with Jost Hecker providing cello. All the ingredients are thus in place.
What's Ernst and his vast bank of keyboards going do about it?

First let’s deal with the songs that really stand out — scattered as they are across the
album. Lead single ‘Veni Veni’ is probably the most accessible track on the CD — a kind of
mid-tempo synth-pop sung in Latin, multiple layers of vocals with a simple-but-effective
electronic pulse plus a fierce and wholly unexpected drum break. Anyone who can take
divine verse ‘Veni, Veni, Venias’ and turn it into the key hook in a dark electro number
must be worthy of some attention.

Other highlights include the closing number ‘In Lichter Farbe Steht Der Wald’, a huge,
rollicking jig, an electronic recreation of folk dances of old, with alternating vocalists driving
the song on and on through it's near-eight minute duration. Another one that grabs you is
‘Pritemps’, a light, floaty thing that dances around the speaker cones, Sabines voice
dancing around Horn’s delicate little rhythm in a playful fashion.

Also notable are a couple of the harder-edged songs — ‘Vagantenbeichte’, for instance,
featuring the only entirely male vocal of the aloum as well as a thumping beat that’ll keep
the dark’n’dancey crowd happy should any DJ have the courage to play such a thing. Also
falling into this category is ‘Chumemin’ — an ominous darkwave-style piece with a rumbling
bassline, some angry industrial percussion and staccato-type vocals.

And no Horn-assembled album would be complete without some moments of out-and-out
electronic weirdness. We get one in the form of ‘Ich Was Ein Chint So Wolgetan’, which
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starts off innocuously enough, but eventually transmutes into a form of synthetic quirkiness
that reminds one of Laurie Anderson’s ‘Big Science’ opus (anyone else know that one?). |
might also mention ‘Zur Heilung’, which turns a Merseburg except into a schizophrenic
‘what the hell is it going to do next?’ concept that no words can adequately describe.

This still leaves a large number of tracks that go for a more minimal, dare | say ‘ethereal’
sound. Highlights amongst these include ‘La Fille’, a largely a capella arrangement,
featuring four vocalists switching from singing in unison to a round-style structure and back
again. Also notable is ‘Frauenkalge’, which opens with Sabine solo, with an ever-
advancing rhythm eventually marching into earshot to match (but never dominate) our
lady’s virtuoso trills, before fading once more to give the song a symmetry of sorts.

So far, so good, you might think. There is still of course the problem I hinted at earlier,
namely that of structure. Because in addition to these aforementioned highlights, we also
get four short instrumentals (‘Liod 1-4°), all of which are fairly typical Ernst Horn self-
indulgence. Despite occasional moments of promise when the cello or harps player,
they’re otherwise rather insubstantial, and really don’t add anything to the alboum as a
whole, breaking up the flow of a CD which already has enough for even the most fanatical
Vola fan to get their teeth into.

The same applies (but to a lesser extent) to a number of the songs that go for the more
authentic traditional sound. Whilst there’s no doubting that the renditions of ‘Lucente Stella’,
‘Engel’ and ‘Dormi’ (a several others) are accomplished in a musical sense, they often
sound rather lost in amongst the more outspoken tracks. If anything, there’s enough
material for two separate projects here, because whilst these songs have moments of
beauty reminiscent of Dead Can Dance, they tend to get lost in the ebb and flow of the
album.

This album is still likely to be of interest to most ‘mittelalter’ revivalists out there, and it's
often heavenly tone could attract a much larger audience if the right people hear it, though
the idiosyncratic use of electronics here isn'’t likely to allow Ernst to ‘do a Delerium’ and
start climbing the charts again, unless he gets a VNV remix or something. But that would
be contrary to the whole spirit of this project. It’s not easy a listen as it might have been,
but it'll reward those prepared to dig out the highlights. Though I've already done that for
you, haven'’t I?

High Level Static — Carrier Waves (2011)

My main memory of ‘Shining’, the first High Level Static album released in 2003, was a
track called “Shine (Four Words)”. Musically, it was the usual European
trance/synthpop/EBM thing we used to call ‘futurepop’, but the track utilised some
interesting turns of phrase. It's something of a factor when bands write in English as their
second language that they often tread the fine line between ‘trite’ and ‘inspired’, and this
song ticked all the boxes. | therefore set about listening to their latest recording with
sincere hopes that lightning could possibly strike twice.

And once we got past the fluttering synths, Steven Hawking samples and movie clips of
“‘Prana”, there was indeed a return to High Level Static’s rather unique command of the
English language on ‘Thoughtforms I’. The opening lines “I Have A Gift For You, But |
Don’t Think You'll Like It” is hardly memorable, but as the soaring chorus strings join the
mix, the lyricism becomes more and more inspired, finishing on a “Twinkle, Twinkle Little
Star” reference that is nothing if not charming.

| say this as “I Am Beneath Your Skin” is just a succession of lyrical clichés backed by the
usual mid-tempo thump, succession of arpeggios and filter-swept chords. It's standard
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issue futurepop of the most tedious variety. “Psygon” uses much the same techniques, but
it's up-tempo nature actually results in an improved song, the various synth parts
coalescing well to drive the song onward through it's duration, even if the end result is
something that is technically sound but lacking in any real spark.

The tempos stay high for ‘Eloise’, which | was pleased to find was not a cover (let’s face it,
that would NEVER have worked), but the song they deliver is just a dull assault of kick
drums, yet-more throbbing synths and vocals buried so deep in the mix that it actually took
me three listens to work out that it wasn’t a cover after all. And that’s too many times. More
interesting is “FTL Drive”, an enjoyable enough mix of power chords, samples and various
cybernetic bleeps and burbles.

“‘Energy Drain” finally sees High Level Static leave their preferred four-beat behind and
program something more breakbeat-oriented, whilst retaining the trancey synth parts. It
was certainly an interesting experiment, but the various elements of the song just didn’t
always sound like they were intended for the same song. Then comes ‘Blade Runner’,
which isn’t as exciting as it sounds — a reasonable Eurosynthpop composition, sure, but
with lyrics so generic that | couldn’t tell if the song was about until the overused Roy Batty
sample at the end. Maybe the point with lyrics so nebulous is that the song can be about
whatever you damn well please?

“Ghosts (Inside)” is the last track of note on the album, making good use of a chiptune lead
and a more confident vocal performance, this pairing guaranteeing that this song at least
needs to be heard again. After that the album never recovers, with “Wounded” proving that
High Level Static just can’t do the ‘slow and menacing’ concept that is required once on
every album of this style to provide the necessary variation in ‘feel’ to prevent monotony
creeping in (Hint: It already has. Long ago).

“Tone Tron” is three minutes of synth pulses, spoken word vocals and various snatches of
ear candy that should have sounded interesting but never really achieves much. “Vorax”
makes another attempt at programming an aggressive breakbeat, but once again the song
comes across as a conceptual mish-mash, hopping from idea to idea without ever really
letting anything develop. “Thoughforms 1I” bears some musical similarity to it’s sibling track
earlier on the album, but the synth programming is less inspired here, and is hence a
lesser track. This just leaves quasi-classical outro “01:12” — nice try, but I'm afraid VNV
Nation were ending albums like this as far back as the mid-90s.

So, in summary this is a disappointing showing for a project that really should have
advanced its sound more than it has in the past eight years. Of the fourteen tracks here,
I'd say I'd only return to “Thoughforms I” and “Ghosts (Inside)”, with at most three others |
could listen to again without getting bored in the first 30 seconds. Or to paraphrase my
favourite High Level Static song from the first aloum.....”"Four Simple Words — | Love You
Not”.

HIM — Love Metal (2003)

Finland hasn’t always been seen as a breeding ground for rock bands, but the truth is that
they’re getting better at it year by year. You’d have to ask the German chart compilers for
a precise analysis, but it’s suffices here to say that | no longer think of Finland as the ‘dull
bit’ of Scandinavia. And if there’s one band that synonymous with this recent rise to
international recognition, it's The 69 Eyes. Sorry — H.I.M.

This is in fact the fourth album for Finland’s finest. There was ‘Greatest Lovesongs’ — a
rough run for the real thing on ‘Razorblade Romance’. Then came ‘Deep Shadows and
Brilliant Highlights’ — the point where the songwriting had fully matured, but at a cost to the
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level of ‘oomph’ — the production was just too ‘nice’. On this aloum, however — they
manage to combine the best elements of all their previous works to make one cohesive
experience.

The differences strike you before you’ve even opened the case. No more teen-goth baiting
images of Ville with his shirt open and a fag in his hand. Just a black sleeve with their
trademark ‘Heartagram’ logo in gold. It doesn’t escape references to cigarettes ENTIRELY
— they’ve only done and copied the JPS colour scheme. The fold out inlay isn’t all that
readable, but it doesn’t matter as you can make out most of the words in the actual songs

anyway.

Musically, too, the band seem set on making their mark straight off with opener ‘Buried
Alive By Love’, launching straight into a up-tempo riff and arching harmonics, giving lie to
rumours that they’ve gone all soft on us. Ville’s singing is still as heartfelt as ever, with the
‘If | Die Before | Wake...” chorus working better than you’d expect such a cliché line to do.
They calm down a bit after this, but ‘Soul on Fire’ does feature bursts of frantic rock energy
between all the sentimental bits.

The band are happy to toe their own line where it suits the song — the rich, yearning ‘The
Funeral of Hearts’ for instance, is every bit the H.I.M. meisterwork the title suggests. The
sound of the album is naturally still guitar-led, with an impressive range of sound coaxed
from the stringed axes in question — the cheesy fuzzbox lead of ‘Sweet Pandemonium’
commits a crime for which lesser bands might be hung, but Ville’s boys get away with it.

The bloopy keyboards heard intermittently on previous works are present here more
prominently in places, most notably on ‘Beyond Redemption’, where a delicate synth does
a neat call-and-reply with the guitar before building up in a swirling mass into a well-placed
guitar solo (maybe the best middle eight I've heard in a song by this group). The
keyboards also make notable contributions to “‘The Sacrament of Hearts’, which also
features a driving piano line, and also to ‘Circle of Fear’ (which also features verses with a
very Floodland-era Sisters of Mercy tone, though the chorus is pure H.I.M.).

‘Endless Dark’ is another track that invokes a trad-goth feeling, this time sounding like
something The Mission came up with some year back (and do | like it? Hell, yeah!). And of
course no album with ‘Love’ in the title would be complete without a couple of really slow
ones, and we get them in the form of ‘This Fortress of Tears’ (which to be fair intersperses
the oh-so-soft love song with some thick, grinding guitar) and also the final track ‘The Path’,
a vast, anthemic closer underpinned with some delicate electric piano.

The digipak version features a bonus track ‘Love’s Requiem’, notable for being one of the
few bass-led track in the H.I.M. repertoire — fortunately, it’s also climatic enough not to
inflictan chmaltzy  on ‘The Path’. In fact, the whole album works consistently enough
for this not to be a danger. The only flaw I can find is the inevitable one — these are LOVE
songs, at the end of the day, and too many of them might make you sick.

But it’s still a great album. It rocks harder than ‘Deep Shadows....” whilst keeping the
musical integrity. Sure, it'll sell massively to all the obvious markets (angsty teenage rock
chicks, goth rockers, the Germans) but that’s no bad thing. This is GOOD music, and
whilst they’re not going to revolutionise rock or anything like that, there’s no doubt that
H.l.M. are onto something good here, and in terms of balancing their ‘love’ and ‘metal’
elements, well, it looks like they’ve finally cracked it.
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Hocico — Hate Never Dies (2003)

Ten years of Hocico! | would like to sing ‘Happy Birthday’ for ‘em, but as that song is
copyrighted with royalties still being actively collected, | don’t think that'd be a good idea.
Well, | could scratch up the vocals, true to the spirit of this duo, and it'd scarcely be
recognisable, but | still reckon the original authors would have me up in court. Fun as it
would be to make a courtroom listen to electro-industrial music, | just don’t have time for
shit like that. I've got reviews to write.

Oh, sorry....got a bit lost there. Back to the plot.....

Hocico have chosen to mark their decade of sonic terrorism with a couple of celebratory
releases. There’s a limited edition boxed set, containing the CD reviewed here plus three
further CDs containing the band’s old demo tapes. A little research indicated exactly what
those demos were recorded with, and since | have to buy the CDs | review (unlike some), |
elected to skip over ‘the big one’. I'm mean, | still haven’t listened to the last bit of that
Velvet Underground 5-disc box thingy yet.

For those without the desire to hunt down the remaining copies of this set, as well of those
reading in the far future when this’ll be fetching Burning Empires-like sums on E-Bay,
there’s also this, the remix album sold on it’s own. A quick scan over the tracklisting
reveals that most of the songs chosen for remix are relatively recent creations, with only
triply-remixed ‘Without A God’ pre-dating ‘Signos De Aberracion’. Even then, they
managed to skip ‘Instincts of Perversion’, a track ripe for a high-class remix.

Meanwhile, the remixers of choice here are, let us say, ‘safe choices’, or at least as safe
as skull-fucking electro-industrial can be. It'll surprise no-one that Suicide Commando
makes an appearance. CombiChrist crops up, too. God Module — present and correct.
Aslan Faction? Welcome to the party. And no industrial-remix album would be complete
without a Daniel Myer contribution, and sure enough, Haujobb is a player here as well.
And case you were wondering, cyberkiddies, VNV Nation were turned away at the door.
No place for future-pop here.

What we’re essentially left with here, then, is a bunch of similar sounding musicians trying
to rework music by an act that sounds a lot like them. And lets be fair about it, most of ‘em
make a pretty good job. Altering the drums, vocal effects and synth lines, each remixers
manages to incorporate at least a little of their own style into the originals, whilst still
showing due respect to the original. The appeal of this album thus lies in hearing tweaked
versions of select Hocico tracks, getting a feel for what they might have sounded like had
they been produced in an almost-recognisable parallel universe.

And, yes, there are highlights. Suicide Commando does a pretty good job at powering
‘Forgotten Tears’ to a new level, whilst Haujobb succeeds in not fucking it up like they did
with ‘Headhunter 2000’ a few years back (still my most hated remix ever), going for some
quirky drum pattern variations and equally odd mix-science. The three takes on the
antediluvian ‘Without A God’ are generally successful, despite some overpowering kick-
drum distortion on KiEw’s version.

Aslan Faction’s attempt at ‘Untold Blasphemies’ is a reasonable exercise in increasing the
stompiness factor, whilst Combichrist and God Module take ‘Ruptura’ in two different
directions, with Jasyn Bangert winning out over Combi with his ‘melodic noise’ slant. The
only really radical approaches are by Terminal Choice and Solitary Experiments, the
former throwing lots of power-chord action into ‘Ladykiller’, true to recent TC style, whilst
Solitary Experiments present the only concession to EBMwave, producing a soaring epic
trance lead, whilst still keeping the vocal screeching and pummelling drums intact.
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There’s also a bit of live material to sweeten the package. There’s a reasonable take on
‘Forgotten Tears’ following on from the remixes, a fairly accomplished ‘extended’ version
of the original, but also indicative of a band that sound too much like the studio when on
stage. There’s also two MPEG video clips. The 1996 Mexico City shot of ‘Hell On Earth’ is
poor in terms of sound, picture and camerawork, though the version of ‘Odio Bajo el Alma’
from Hildesheim’s aircraft hangar in 1999 is watchable, benefiting from an altogether more
professional production.

And so ends the mini-celebration of the Hocico legacy so far. A greater selection of
remixer styles would have helped, as would have a wider selection of tracks to remix.
What's done is done however, and if the full box set really isn’t for you, this’ll do nicely to
fill in the collection gap until Racso and Erk come up with something new. Now, if
someone would lend me the full version, | might actually be up for tackling that one after
all....

How To Destroy Angels (2010)

Trent Reznor is obviously making up for lost time. 2005’s ‘With Teeth’ saw a creative
return for Nine Inch Nails after a 6-year gap. A succession of NIN releases would follow
thereafter, only for the project to go on hiatus in 2009. And now Trent surprises us again,
in the sense that one of his side-projects actually sees release, and after only a year of
waiting, too! And it’s free! Angels 1, Tapeworm 0.

Of course, as Trent Reznor is/was/will be Nine Inch Nails, you might wonder why he’s
bothered with a different name for the project. It's probably due to the fact that whilst Trent
may still be the brains behind this project, he’s not fronting it in addition. He’s got his wife
(Marigueen Maandig) to handle lead vocals, whilst Trent and latter-day NIN collaborator
Atticus Ross. The name ‘How To Destroy Angels’ dates back to an ancient Coil single,
which was either chosen to indicate that yes, Trent and Co DO know what ‘proper
industrial’ music is, or just because it was a snappy title. Given the number of insane
suggestions out there about what ‘Nine Inch Nails’ really means, I'm inclined to believe
that they just thought it sounded ‘right’.

What we have here is a six-track collection with the strongest tracks bookending it. ‘The
Space In Between’ kicks off with menacing layers of synth, off-centre drum stabs, with the
song building up to a climax by it's conclusion. ‘A Drowning’ concludes the set with
delicate piano melodies and a delicate synth throb, a track that brings back memories of
‘Right Where It Belongs’ from five years previous. Many have copied NIN’s industrial rock
with varying degrees have success, but it seems only Trent can apply his own techniques
to downtempo resignation.

The central portion of the collection (can | call it an eEP?) thus consists of four tracks
which hit upon the sound most people were probably expecting from the project — namely
NIN tracks with a female singer. Musically, they aim for the complex rhythmic patterns,
bespoke textures and processed guitar sounds which formed the basis of most of the
‘album tracks’ on recent NIN releases. Or to put it another way, these tracks are certainly
of interest to those into the Reznor School of Music Production, but they’re not exactly the
kind of anthemic floor-fillers in the vein of ‘Head Like A Whole’, ‘Closer’ and ‘The Hand
That Feeds’.

Of these track, ‘BBB’ is probably the most memorable due to it’s ‘Big Black Boots’ finale,
where a hitherto-complex track pulls everything together for one final march towards the
song’s conclusion — the remaining three songs | could take or leave, and given that my
mp3 player is nearly full, I'll probably pick ‘leave’. The collection as a whole, however, is
probably worth the effort of downloading — it’s an indication of an interest new musical
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direction for Reznor and Co, even if here they’'ve only partially escaped the obvious
comparisons with their better-known alias, and didn’t quite manage to hit all the right notes
along the way.

Icon Of Coil — Serenity Is The Devil (2000)

The first Icon of Coil album might be classed as EBM by some, but the degree of influence
from genres such as trance, techno and synth-pop is such that such a classification
actually seems to be rather far-fetched. There’s obvious influence from fellow Norwegians
Apoptygma Berzerk, as well as the increasingly ubiquitous VNV Nation, although Icon of
Coil have enough ideas of their own to avoid being accused of being a blatant rip-off. Andy
LaPlegua’s vocals are relatively competent (considering he was previously a hardcore
punk vocalist), although lyrically he tends to alternate between a rather catchy turn of
phrase and a rather nebulous collection of lyrical snippets that masquerade as songs.

‘Regret’ is probably the most successful track here, getting the mix between hard beats,
synthetic ear candy and song structure just about right. Other dancefloor-friendly offerings
include ‘Former Self’ (my personal favourite in a lyrical sense) and the hammering finale
‘Floorkiller’. There are a couple of slower tracks of interest, including ‘Down on Me’,
reminiscent of Underworld’s more subtle moments in both an instrumental and vocal sense,
as well as the Computorgirl-sung ‘Situations Like These’. They do slip up on occasion —
‘You Just Died’ is just tedious, whilst ‘Fiction’ represents a weak attempt at a harsh
distorted-beat concept which comes over as a clumsy attempt to keep at least some of
their elitist industrial credentials intact.

Icon Of Coil — The Soul Is In The Software (2002)

The EBM/synth-pop/trance crossover sound practised by Icon of Coil now has it’'s own
categorisation — future pop. Whilst the term was originally intended to describe the output
of VNV Nation and Apoptygma Berzerk (the influence of both still very evident here, of
course), it seems to fit the sound of Icon of Coil even better. This is, after all, a form of ‘pop’
music (it's way too melodic to pass itself as industrial anything), admittedly a type of
befitting a futuristic culture full of robots, computers, Access Virus synthesiers and clubs

full of cyber-chicks with day-glo hair extensions. The album does seem to get off to a
shaky start, though, with opener ‘Thillcapsule’ (preceded in the track listing by the

pointless 27-second ‘Comment’) sounding directionless and confused, pointing up rather
that offsetting the doggerel-like lyrics.

Luckily, the album gets up to speed soon after this is out of the way, with the centrepiece
undoubtedly ‘Access and Amplify’, the hard beats and trancey stabs an affirmed call to
arms for the worlds glowstick-waving population. ‘Other Half of Me’ also succeeds along
similar musical lines, whilst ‘Disconnect’ makes a better job of the harder-edged beat
concept that they overplayed on ‘Fiction’ from the debut. My personal favourite is
‘Stimulated’, the impassioned closing number which stands out as one of the most
‘purposeful’ Icon of Coil songs to date, a welcome development for a band whose lyrics
can often seem quite vague. Not that things like that matter when the drinks’n’drugs are
flowing, the glowsticks glowing, the lights are shining, the smoke machine is billowing and
this Norwegian trio are proving the soundtrack.

Icon Of Coil — Machines Are Us (2004)

‘Machines Are Us’, the third Icon of Coil album is for the most part a continuation of the
sound they developed on the last two, but with fourteen tracks instead of the usual ten,
they’ve had to diversify a little to survive, even this is still for the most part out-and-out
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future pop. Andy LaPlegua offers a more strident vocal stance on a couple of tracks,
including opening track ‘Remove/Replace’ and lead single ‘Android’, whose jarring chorus
really shows the teeth behind 10C’s ‘weiberelectro’ smile. ‘Mono:Overload’ also tries to
sound harsh and discordant, but it’s a confused mess that simply takes too long to achieve
anything.

Of the more melodic tracks, ‘Existence In Progress’ is the most ‘typical’ of the groups
established style, although the real out-and-out anthem is ‘Dead Enough For Life’, proof if
any were needed that originality is optional if the song is strong enough to stand on it’s
own. Another personal favourite is ‘Shelter’, mainly thanks to the spiralling, hands-in-the-
air chorus whose dynamics are pitched just about perfectly. A couple of decent slow songs
in ‘Not Important’ and ‘Less’ help bring a little more variety to proceedings, although
‘Pursuit’ fall a little short in terms of getting a 242-esque call-and-reply concept going,
whilst the ridiculous ‘Wiretrip’ should have been shot at birth. It's therefore not quite as
consistent as ‘The Soul Is In The Software’, but at the same time Icon of Coil needed to try
something at least vaguely new considering the increasingly saturated state of the future
pop scene, and they’ve at least done enough here to keep a step ahead of the advancing
imitations.

NOTE: The limited edition of this aloum comes in a nice but slightly unwieldy double-length
case, with the exclusive ‘SoundDivEP’ included, featuring one exclusive song plus 5
remixes, although these are generally derived from the albums lesser tracks, so don’t
really have much lasting value.

Icon Of Coil — Uploaded & Remixed (2004)

With both Seb Komor and Andy LaPlegua busy working on their side-projects, the Icon of
Coil flag is kept flying by this remix collection, offering a series of remixes of songs from
the first two Icon of Coil albums by a number of relatively high-profile scene names, plus a
couple of ‘exclusive’ songs to round the thing off. Impressive as the tracklisting looks, the
results prove to be a comparative disappointment. One might have expected Icon of Coil’'s
songs, which are generally structurally sound but sometimes coming over as rather
generic in terms of execution , would lend themselves well to remix treatment. But it wasn’t
to be.

Only a few of the remixers really manage to keep the spirit of the original songs alive,
Combichrist and Funker Vogt putting in competent but not exactly worldshaking mixes of
‘Regret’ and ‘Stimulated’ respectively, whilst the Isle of Crows remix of ‘Everything Is Real’
features some amusing retro-analogue noodling. Some contributors suffer from the lack of
a particularly interesting song to work with — for example, Apoptygma Berzerk’s talents are
largely wasted on the indifferent B-side ‘Repeat It’. Other remixing artists just tear the guts
out of the originals — the Fgfc928 mix of ‘Access and Amplify’ left a gutless shadow of it’s
former self, for instance. The two exclusive tracks ‘Been There’ and ‘Tb Memory’ as also
disappointing, both trance-oriented tracks that really don’t have much to do with Icon of
Coil, and don’t stand up too well in the genre they’re trying to mimic either.

NOTE: If you manage to pick up the limited edition version of this album, you also get the
5-track ‘Shelter EP’ as a bonus. This was one of the strongest tracks from ‘Machines Are
Us’, and hard-edged ‘guasi-noise’ remixes from Combichrist, Analogue Brain and Soman
are a nice bonus, though they’re not good enough to truly justify searching this version out.

Icon Of Coil — Android (2003)

This is the preview single to Icon of Coil’s ‘Machines Like Us’ album, an album which could
either launch the Norweigian trio to VNV-like levels of fame, or sink them in the future pop
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ocean. Frankly, | was starting to get just a little bored of Icon of Coil. Good at what they do,
but not enough variety to be worth listening to for more than a track or two at a time.

Thankfully, it seems, they may just be about to save themselves, if this single is anything
to go by, thanks to a menacing bassline, whirring elements of discord and the angriest
chorus Andy LePlegua’s sung since his punk-rock days. The lyrics, as always, may or may
not mean something, but ultimately it’s all in the delivery, and a band that looked like they
were slipping into vocal trance territory seem to have reclaimed some of that industrial
anger.

Of the B-sides, the most notable is the band’s cover of ‘Headhunter’, a favourite at their
live shows but only now released on CD. Considering that it dates from their ‘Serenity Is
The Devil’ era, it's doesn’t sound all that dated, sharing more than a few similarities with
Apoptygma Berzerk’s remix of the original. The Icon of Coil treatment might therefore be
anathema to hardcore fans the EBM classics, but | just find it intensely catchy. | know |
should hate it, but | don’t!

There’s also two remixes of the title track, one each by Moonitor and Combichrist. Those
who know their Norwegian electronics will be aware that both of these are side-projects of
Icon of Coil members, which is surprising considering that these boys are probably well
regarded enough to get their pick of the remixers. It wouldn’t have hurt, either, as the
Moonitor mix is a fairly standard progressive trance treatment, knocking all the stuffing out
of the original, whilst the Combichrist version just sticks the vocals over the top of a run-of-
the-mill noise loop, the two never really meshing.

So, as singles go it’s not all that bad but still indicative of exactly why the singles market is
declining. The title track is good, and it was nice to get ‘Headhunter’ at last, but the
remixes aren’t up to much. Buy this now and you’ll be getting a song that out on album by
the time you read this, a song that should have been released three years ago, and two
homebrew fillers. If you have to have ‘Headhunter’ (as | did), then pick it up, otherwise just
buy the album.

Imminent Starvation — Nord (1999)

The genre once known as ‘power noise’ (and now by more tags than | care to mention, at
least not here) is an extreme musical style which naturally attracts extreme opinions.
Those who have a taste for synthetic aural pain seemingly can’t get enough of it, whilst
pretty much everyone else wouldn’t touch it with someone else’s. There is a caveat to this
— some power noise can often border stylistically with the IDM/Braindance style, the realm
of the Aphex Twin and his ilk, knob-twiddlers all of them, yet not so inclined to inflict quite
as much damage to their listeners ear-drums (and thus can actually be found on the
shelves of regular record stores).

It is for this reason that Imminent Starvation’s ‘Nord’ alboum remains the most
recommended of all starting points one can have when trying power noise for the first time.
Oh, sure, it’s got some pretty lethal pounding industrial dance tracks on it, some OF the
best there are. But rather than load his aloum with such cuts, Oliver Moreau has included
some less intense, less repetitive pieces, just to prove how diverse a genre this is. The
only guarantee is that every piece on this CD is likely to piss at least one person off within
a 10-mile radius, and it's my belief such adventurous audio craftsmanship should be
rewarded.

However, those of you eager to find the dancefloor need only flick straight to ‘Tentack One’,
take whatever drugs you’re planning on taking, turn up the volume and then move your
body in whatever way takes your fancy. It's the kind of track every album of this kind needs
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— no matter how much experimentation you indulge in, you need at least one solid,
distorted, mid-tempo beat pounding away for practically forever, over which are laid as
much banging, crashing, seething and scraping as you can squeeze out of your sampler.
‘Tentack One’ does all that, and does it for eight minutes. It’s the nearest thing any Ant-
Zen project has got to an anthem, and thus stands as a pretty essential part of any
collection of extreme electronic musics.

The man’s mastery of the loop doesn’t stop here by any means. ‘Lost Highway (Exit)’
proves that in sometimes is beneficial to re-tread old ground, the jerky loop from the
previous albums ‘Lost Highway 45’ finding a new home amid the deep drones of this
particular update. The use of pad-oriented chords (choral, stringed or ‘miscellaneous’) is a
technique much in evidence on the album, with the gothic tones of ‘Vni’ adding a new
dimension to the tinnitus-inducing electronica on top, whilst the stuttering ‘Parle’ also uses
a softer FM-esque chord progression in the one track where you'd least expect it.

As for the IDM connection, there’s ‘Aries’, an sharp, airy percussion line mated to some
electronic squeaking and a slightly-less-fucked-up-than-usual bass drum creating the kind
of semi-structured cut that wouldn’t have gone amiss on an Aphex Twin 12”. ‘Ren’ is the
other track that owes at least something to the Warp/Rephlex brigade, a mix of metallic
creaking, bowel-churning bassline and an almost bouncy drum beat, later bringing in a
surprisingly bright and clean synth chime, which tinkles away underneath as if nothing else

was going on.

There’s also a couple of ventures into ambient industrial territory — lots of breezy,
windswept echoes fading in and out with other sounds brought in as and when they are
needed. The desolate ‘Of is one such example, focusing as it does on one echoed
percussion sound, repeated ad infinitum. The other ‘quiet’ one is the closing number
‘Please’, a short burst of wavering distortion with a rare audible vocal — ‘Please Contact Us
— We Are Your Friends’. Well, that’s nice to know.....

There’s three more tracks to cover. Alboum opener ‘Nor’ is particularly strong — it fades in
bleeping like an radio-alarm clock without an ‘Off’ switch, but as additional noises are
mixed in and tweaked accordingly, we eventually find ourselves listening to the warning
klaxon to forewarn the end of the earth, an almighty wall of sound that doesn’t even need
the drum loop it doesn’t have. ‘Oise’ builds itself round lots of submarine noises plus an
increasingly noisy loop that’s fairly typical of the aloum of a whole. This leaves the 10-
minute tour de force of ‘Ire’ — which sort of does everything all the other tracks do, only for
longer.

So, who should by this album. | see three key markets: 1) The people who thought that
‘Braindance’ was becoming too trivial and tongue-in-cheek. 2) Long-term industrial fans
who have been dismayed by the increasingly pop-oriented direction their chosen style has
taken. 3) People who just, for whatever reason, have a taste for this kind of noise-laden
headfuck. Ok, so it's ain’t gonna sell as much as some of the discs I've reviewed here,
even those I've given relatively poor marks to. But who wants to do that? This is real
underground music, and if all Ant-Zen releases were this good, the label might just get the
attention of the three market groups mentioned above.

Individual Totem — Kyria 13 (2013)

It's been a while since | had a release this hard to review. | have a degree of familiarity
with Individual Totem’s on-off existence, this being their first aloum in six years and only
their second of the 215t Century. And everything I've heard from them before (not every
album but a representative sample), follows the same pattern of not keeping to a pattern at
all' You'll have to look elsewhere for obvious club anthems or accessible song structures.
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That’'s no bad thing of course. Industrial music started out with the intention of breaking
down the standard techniques of the music industry. But you still need to understand why
the rules are there in the first place before you break them, and on opening track
“Croxxers”, they fall short of mixing the immiscible. The cries of the song title combined
with disembodied murmurs of “We Are Immortal” and various other statements, set to an
unobtrusive beat and little melodies SHOULD be a route to a decent dark electronic
soundtrack. But it doesn’t quite work out in the final mix. And | can’t quite put my finger on
what’s wrong.

And then all lines up again correctly on ‘Lost Souls’, the harder rhythm providing a
structure over which which the synth bursts and snarling cries can really fly. The
composition employs a false ending halfway through before hitting back harder than before,
a real demonstration on how to get stop-start dynamics to work. “The Great Mistake” goes
for a synthpoppier vocal, again succeeding on putting a novel twist on a often-used style,
though the vocals are too far down in the mix when they should be the most prominent

part of the song.

“Council Of The Wise” takes us firmly back into ‘weird’ territory, a kind of retro-ambient
chord progression, new age synth washes and unintelligible processed vocals, with a
cameo from a wildly effected drum loop in the later stages. | don’t even know if | actually
like this one. And just when | thought they couldn’t manage any more surprises, they go all
neofolk on us with “Go To War”. Acoustic guitar, martial drum rolls and touches of
orchestration? Is there anything they won’t do?

“‘Mindworms” is probably the closest we get to a ‘typical’ Individual Totem track, in that it
reminds me of the more memorable aspects of their previous albums, a solid-if-intermittent
backbeat over which various electronic devices are fired, though the overly repetitive
shouts of “You, Get Out Of My Head” grate after a few minutes. “Bluesky” heads backs to
the disembodies synthpop style, but lyrically it’s just too bizarre for me to be able to relate
to.

Three short tracks see us to the end, “No Pressure” resembling elements of about four
different dance tunes from 1990s without actually resembling any of them, “Astral” totally
nailing the slow, atmospheric, beautiful, redemptive, whatever-words-you-use-to-describe
it style, and then finally “Wintermute” brings us home with a minimal composition, the use
of chorusing resulting in the only moment on the album where the vocals really sit at the
front of mix (only “Go To War” got close).

And that’s as close as | can come to describing the indescribable. Credit is definitely due,
of course, for showing absolutely no regard for current production trends, faddish musical
devices or hackneyed song structures. It’s a really cerebral affair, this, and that could
either be a good thing or a bad thing in your books. Part of me is glad | heard this, part of
me is glad it’s all over and is relishing the concept my next review, where I'll be back in
old-school EBM country. Another part of me is disappointed with myself for thinking that I'd
rather review something predictable than something creative like this. And yet another part
of me is pleased that | was disappointed at myself for thinking that.

And if you thought that last paragraph was a bit of a mindbender, just wait until you’ve
heard this aloum. It achieves much the same effect.

Inertia — Black Ice Impact (2004)

| keep thinking Inertia are a relatively new band, though a quick flick through the inlay of
Cryotank indicates that they are in fact celebrating their 10™" birthday this year. Cleopatra
are even putting together a ‘Greatest Hits’ compilation to celebrate the occasion! Naturally,
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the ever-busy Inertia aren’t about to sit still, with this disc appearing a mere two years
(rather than the usual three) after it’s predecessor ‘Advanced Revelation’, a collection had
it’'s moments, at eighteen tracks it was a bit of a sprawl, the instrumental interludes
competent but never really meshing with the songs.

They’ve kept themselves to a mere thirteen this time out, still a more than wholesome
collection. The band line-up seems to have found a little stability, with Reza and Alexys
forming the core, with live member Andrew Trail contributing to the odd song. The key
change is that Alexys B is now handling more of the vocals than ever before. This is no
bad thing — whilst Reza’s cybernetic drone sits in well with his trademark Cryonically-cold
production style, a bit of feminine warmth does them no harm whatsoever.

Any of you looking for the ‘classic’ Inertia sound, however, still have a fair bit to choose
from. ‘Slow Motion’ and ‘Blank Stare’ are probably the closest you'll get to ‘typical’ Reza,
uptempo techy elektro with gravely vocals and plenty of analogue resonance (if you've
ever heard an Inertia record, you’ll know exactly what | mean). ‘Hypno-suck’ follows similar
lines, though some fairly simplistic lyrics let it down a bit. You might also want to check
album closer ‘Violate’, offering echoes of Mindphaser-era Front Line Assembly.

There’s also a few slower, dare | say ‘stompier’ tracks, pieces that remind one of Inertia’s
favourite Scandinavian tour buddies, Project-X. They’re obviously keen on the style,
opening the album with a seething title track closer to the true spirit of ‘electronic body
music’ that anything they’ve done before, before pushing the envelope further come ‘Faith
on Fire’, growling from the depths of his voicebox, just like his many European
counterparts.

There are a few experiments that don’t work quite as well, however. ‘Truth or Lies’ is a little
minimal for it's own good, utilising a very flat-sounding lead synth, whilst their version of
The Cure’s ‘Hot Hot Hot’ is delivered in predictable style. OK, it's scarcely like the original,
but I've never found a Cure cover that really captured the essence of the source material,
and this one is no exception. ‘Slider’ is interesting in that it features an cleaner-than-usual
vocal from Reza and a move towards broken beat country, but despite this, it doesn’t strike
me as anything revolutionary.

Whilst Alexys offers backing vocals on many of the above songs, she also has a more
substantial role on the remaining four. ‘Hold Your Soul’ is a little pedestrian, but ‘Judas’
showcases the contrasting styles of both singers in a classic high-speed Inertia blast. More
distinctive is ‘Seven Sin VII’, which might be the second catchiest track this act have
recorded to date, an entertaining little shuffle which is indicative of a band finally getting to
grips with putting a hook or two in their songs.

And the catchiest? That'd be ‘Shakalaka Baby’. That’s right. They’re covering a song from
a Bollywood musical. It's a more appropriate choice than you might imagine — Inertia are
after all one of the few scene bands not to have an entirely white line-up (more due to
cultural reasons than any inherent racism, | might add), whilst the band’s studio is based in
Whitechapel, also home to a particularly large Asian community. Alexys really gets behind
this one, with some ethnic drumming and a sampled sitar completing this most unexpected
example East-meets-West musical fusion.

Well, I have to admit to really quite enjoying that one. There’s enough musical
development to keep old-time fans happy, and there’s enough variety to attract the casual
industrial listener. To be fair, the Cryonica production style isn’t to everyone’s taste — it
often comes across as being rather cold and soulless. But this aloum makes better use of
that style than ‘Advanced Revelation’, which is probably reason enough to give it a go,
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even if they could have dumped three of the weaker tracks and still have a complete yet
more consistent aloum on the their hands.

Inkubus Sukkubus — The Beast With Two Backs (2003)

| have this compilation buried deep in my CD collection called ‘Dreams In The Witch
House'. Issued by Grave News in 1995, it features such UK trad-goth dinosaurs as
Vendemmian, Die Laughing and This Burning Effigy, plus a long-discontinued
configuration of Revolution By Night. Heading up the disc, however, was a band called
‘Incubus Succubus’. The spelling might of changed, but this group appears to be the only
one still going strong (as opposed to just ‘still going’) today in it’s original form.

OK, they’ve got their deriders, and many of them. Neither have they developed all that
much musically. This album is no exception. Their music is a combination of their driving,
tribal drum style, Tony McCormacks wrenching guitar lines, folk-oriented backing strings
and Candia’s lead vocals, with the key focus on the bands strong Pagan beliefs. It's an
approach which has earned them a relatively small but devoted fan base, the kind of
support that keeps a band like this is business. Inkubus Sukkubus are guaranteed draw
wherever they play.

Of course, it does help to know a little bit about Paganism yourself, particularly about the
Wiccan branch, if you’re planning on interpreting the songs in the way they were intended.
That said, this album is a slight step back from the spiritual core of this band. The title
should have been your first clue, ‘The Beast With Two Backs’ serving as a metaphor for
this albums central theme. Sex. Being practitioners of one of the worlds more open-
minded faiths, with a moniker taken from the male and female devils of sexual temptation,
the Inkies are on a mission to celebrate life’'s simpler pleasures, pleasures long since
labelled ‘sinful’ by some of the worlds more zealous holy orders.

Of course, they’re not exactly new to writing songs about such carnal matters. There’s a
fair few scattered across their backcatalogue. It’s just here’s it’s the central theme. Song’s
such as the title track, ‘Vampyra’ and ‘Star of Venus’ take the band’s form of spiritual
eroticism to new levels. And when they’re not singing about sex, they’re paying tribute to
other forms of indulgence. The spectacular ‘Hedonistic Gene’ serves as justification for all
those who live their lives in pursuit of pleasure for all, whilst album closer ‘Jagermeister’ is
a rollicking tribute to their favourite tipple.

There’s a couple of point of the album where they keep to their more religious themes. The
traditional chanting of intro track ‘Hecaté Cerridwyn’ takes us into ‘Lily Bolane’, the story of
a witch tormented by the god-fearing wiccaphobes that surround her, which reminds those
of us outside of the Pagan faith that such ancients beliefs still don’t sit comfortably
amongst many practitioners of post-Christ piety. There’s also the cautionary tale of ‘City of
the Dead’, a story of a girl who fled her simple rural existence to end up as a drug-addled
prostitute in the big city.

There’s also a single acoustic track in the form of ‘She Is Gone’, a touching requiem to a
person unknown. Even here, the message here is ‘accept it, get over it, and get on with
the rest of your life’. Despite the subject matter, it feels a little bit lightweight in comparison
with the rest of the album, almost as if it was a self-conscious attempt to break the endless
succession of tracks built from the usual Inky Sukky elements, the aforementioned guitars,
drums, programming and vocals all sounding pretty much the same as on the last few
albums by the this band. And that’s the key weakness to this CD. Musically, it offers us
nothing new.
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What it does, offer, however, is a more accessible subject matter. It's also indicative of a
band having fun. Exactly whether | can take a song with a title like ‘Vampire Punk Rockers
From Hell’ seriously is one thing. Whether | can genuinely grasp the fact that this bunch
have only gone and covered Kylie Minogue’s ‘I Just Can’t Get You Out of My Head’ is

quite another. Their conversion is a surprisingly strong one, with Candia particularly well
suited to all the ‘ah-na-na-na-na-na’ nonsense, whilst Tony has rewritten some of the lyrics
to fit in more closely with the theme of both the album and the group. It's a crazy, out-there,
OTT, kind of cover, and trust me, it just works.

| have to admit that | really enjoyed this album. In fact, I've listened to it many more times
than | thought | ever would. But a haphazard trip through the Inkubus Sukkubus back
catalogue reveals the bitter truth. They’re not exactly rich on musical ideas. Their
combination of spiritual and hedonistic themes gives them no shortage of lyrical concepts,
but there attempt to deviate from their established style aren’t really all that inspired. If
you’re new to this group, this is a good a starting place as any, even if die-hard fans might
suggest you start with one of their more ‘religious’ ones. Long-time IS fans might want to
consider adding this to their collections. But if you never liked this group in the first place, |
don’t really think this is going to win you over.

Insekt — Teenmachine (2006)

U2’s favourite industrial band return with their first full-length album since 1993’s ‘In The
Eye’, having included three new studio tracks on their 2003 live album ‘Ohrwurmer’.
Industrial music has moved on since these two last worked together, but nonetheless there
still seems to be some merit in the coupling of the punky snarl of Mario Vaerewijck and the
electronic machinations of Eric Van Wonterghem. The album opener ‘Damage Done’ is a
slow, dense affair, the bass throbs and smoky synth lead setting the scene from the outset.
We then get the straight-ahead four-beat industrial stomp of “Teenmachine’ followed by
‘Pain Machine’, a filthy, twisted breakbeat affair with Mario delivering a very Reznor-esque
vocal.

The album continues along these lines, touching on a number of industrial music styles
throughout it’s length whilst keeping the hard rhythms flowing throughout. There’s a few
moments where Mario’s lyrics seem a little too obviously ‘influenced’ by others (references
to Die Krupps and The Smashing Pumpkins were certainly apparent to me), plus a few
moments where it's hard to take them seriously — the amusingly gratuitous ‘Bambifucker’
may be acceptable in these post-Combichrist times, but ‘Where Is The Party’ just sounds
ridiculous — if songs could get drunk, this would be the one crawling around looking for a
park bench to fall asleep on. For the most part, however, this is a decent comeback effort.

In Strict Confidence — Cryogenix (1996)

Following a series of well-received tapes, In Strict Confidence make their full-length debut
with ‘Cryogenix’. The formula at this early stage in the bands career essentially involves
Dennis Ostermann’s caustic vocals performed over a background of ominous, percolating
electronics, laden with grim melodic elements. As with Project Pitchfork and Das Ich (and
this disc could certainly appeal to fans of either band), ISC develop a goth-friendly
incarnation of electronic industrial.

There are still rough edges. A number of the songs pulse away at a languid pace,
impressing at a conceptual and atmospheric level, but less so at a structural one. They’re
at their best on ‘Become An Angel’ and ‘Burning Angel’, where the EBM rhythms kick in
and drive the whole along. Also impressive is ‘Dementia’, which places it's samples well
and employs a hypnotic loop to keep the listeners attention. Whilst their influences are
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fairly obvious, ISC have still done enough here to begin defining their own sound. They
just need a few more top tracks to get the best out of it.

NOTE:

If you have the Metropolis edition of the album (the one most easily obtained these days)
you get three bonus tracks and a re-ordered tracklist. Of these three, two tracks are
remixes, whilst the third is a cover of Depeche Mode’s ‘Stripped’, which they managed to
stretch out to nine minutes. It's nonetheless a respectful enough take — both bands
practice a form of industrial-age synthetic gloom, but their varying executions make
validate the choice of cover.

In Strict Confidence — Face The Fear (1998)

The second ISC album follows similar lines to the first, a darkwave/electro-industrial hybrid,
characterised by Dennis Ostermann’s gravelly vocals, cold electronics and minor-key pads.
The album unfolds slowly with ‘Empire’ and ‘Alles In Mir’, reaching an early peak with the
quickfire delivery of ‘Prediction’, ‘Industrial Love’ and ‘Hidden Thoughts’, three socially-
aware songs with concepts and synth motifs both reminiscent of ‘lo’ era Project Pitchfork.

Sadly, these early strengths are not replicated in the albums second half. The noisy stabs
of ‘Room 101’ are initially interesting, but ultimately comes over as a structural mess,
whilst ‘Way of Redemption’ and ‘I Don’t Care’ both come over as being underdeveloped
musically and too simplistic lyrically. We also get a couple of instrumentals, both of which
are listenable but largely unnecessary. It’s a pity as we really start to see the potential of
this project during the albums early stages. At the moment, though, they can only make it
work for half an album.

In Strict Confidence — Love Kills! (2000)

In Strict Confidence finally come of age on their third album — what the first two albums
promised, this one delivers. Their dark electronic industrial sound has shown real
refinement since the first two albums, best exemplified on ‘Zauberschloss’, the rhythms
and ascending synth melody set to a backdrop more resembling a dark dungeon than a hi-
tech industrial studio. They’ve come close in the past, but Dennis Ostermann’s project
finally has it’s first outright anthem. The project has also found room for development in
other areas — both ‘Heaven Is The Place TO Be’ and ‘Kiss Your Shadow’ make good use
of guitar samples (though in the latter case, it'd still be a damn fine song without them),
whilst the synthpoppy ‘Silent Memorial’ introduces female vocals to the project.

There are also the two parts of ‘Spread Your Wings’, alternating murmuring synth sections
with Aphex Twin style beat rushes, with some choral elements somehow squeezed into
the mix. Even when they go for a more straightforward melodic EBM/darkwave sound (as
on ‘The Truth Inside Of Me’), they still usually manage to pull it off. Whilst the album does
start to lose some of it's focus towards the end, it's not nearly as anti-climatic second half
of ‘Face The Fear’. Whatever way you look at it, this project is definitely a sizeable step
forward for the ISC project. It’s their first really ‘complete’ album.

In Strict Confidence — Mistrust The Angels (2002)

Having finally delivered on early promise on ‘Love Kills’, In Strict Confidence deliver
another round of dark electronics here. The albums artwork depicts forlorn, topless angels,
certainly suggestive but in reality appropriate in their own way for an album who'’s lyrical
content is laden with ‘fallen/dying angel’ metaphor. The foreboding walls of synth and
cutting rhythms set the tone nicely, with the coarse tones of Dennis Ostermann now often
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accompanied (or even replaced) by a female vocalist (Nadine Stelzer). ‘Herzattacke’ is the
most remarkable track, mainly thanks to the flying strings and cries of ‘ANGRIFF!
HERZATTACKEY in the chorus — as an anthem, this one could even topple
‘Zauberschloss’.

The other obvious floor-filler is ‘Engelstaub’, an uptempo throb alternating male verses
with a female chorus — an obvious dynamic perhaps, but one pulled off with great skill. A
couple of more straightforward EBMish tracks like ‘Horizont’ and ‘Lost In The Night’ and
the more mournful ‘When The Heart Starts To Bleed’ help keep the album interesting. The
album does start to lose it’'s way towards it’s conclusion — ‘Der Vampir und Dessen
Verwandlung’ tries to sound creepy and ominous but sounds took much like a ‘made it up
as they went along’ affair — this is followed by an instrumental ‘Der Tag an dem es Frésche
Regnet’ which seems to achieve little more that dragging the album out a further 3 minutes
and 36 seconds. The remainder is up to the band’s usual standards — anyone who enjoyed
‘Love Kills” would do well to pick this one up too.

In Strict Confidence — Holy (2004)

From angel breasts to nun breasts. In Strict Confidence aren’t afraid to be provocative with
their album artworks. The music meanwhile, continues to develop — more guitars and more
prominent female vocals are both in evidence. The combination of downtempo electronic
bloops and crushing power chords on ‘Eye of Heaven’ get the album off to a strong start,
leading neatly into ‘Seven Lives’, the chorus of which sees Dennis Ostermann use a
surprisingly ‘clean’ vocal style, rarely heard on previous ISC recordings. Of the other
Dennis-fronted tracks, the best are lead single ‘Babylon’, which combines melodic piano
with the usual ISC staples, and the riff-heavy stomp ‘Another Night’ echoing of recent
Terminal Choice (but with better lyrics).

There are a couple of tracks where Dennis duets with Nadine Stelzer, with ‘Closing Eyes’
scoring fractionally over ‘The Darkest Corridors’ (though this song does offer the most
profound religious critique of the entire album). There are also a couple of songs sung by
Antje Shultz, with ‘Emergency’ combining carefully constructed harmonies with a throbbing
industrial backbone which resembles what Delerium might have sounded like had Leeb
given his guest vocalists an FLA-style backdrop. The album’s flaws are few and far
between — the only real disappointment is the 13-minute ‘Alpha Centauri’, a low-key
‘ambient’ instrumental that sounds rather misplaced and certainly anti-climatic.

NOTE: The limited edition version of this aloum comes with a 1-track bonus CD, a 12-
minute track ‘Alpha Omega’, another ‘ambient epic’, though this time with a few spoken-
word vocals. It's no better or worse than ‘Alpha Centauri’ — both simply carry the whiff of
self-indulgence.

In Strict Confidence — Exile Paradise (2006)

Fallen angels, topless nuns and now a Garden of Eden concept for the artwork of ‘Exile
Paradise’. Musically, Dennis Ostermann’s project is moving further away from it’s
EBM/industrial influences of old, instead developing their darkwave/electro-goth side. This
involves increasing the female vocal quotient once again, smoothing out Dennis’ own
vocal contribution and ultimately concentrating more on songwriting than harsh rhythms
and audio trickery. It's not a direction that’ll please all their fans, but there’s no doubting
they make a pretty impressive job of must surely be their ‘maturity of sound’ in full bloom.

The album is sandwiched by two audio fragments entitled ‘The Harder They Come...” and
‘...The Harder They Fall’, but the collection’s key track is ‘Promised Land’, preview on the
earlier ‘Where Sun and Moon Unite EP’. It's a near-perfect darkwave pop song, with
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Dennis providing the verses (his hoarse delivery toned down compared with previous
releases) and Antje Schulz singing the chorus. They also duet on the more EBMish
‘Fading Light’ to equal effect, and Antje also gets a song to herself in the form of ‘Away
From Here’, as well has providing backing vocals to an number of other songs.

Other highlights include the slow, power-chord enhanced ‘Forbidden Fruit’ (the song
closest in theme to the albums ‘Adam and Eve’ concept art), the seething ‘Regicide’ (the
song that harks back most to the projects industrial days) and the very beautiful
‘Wintermoon’, the kind of song where genre definitions don’t really seem to matter. Even
the albums lesser tracks, such as the slow-building ‘Der Teufel’ and the lengthy ‘In Favilla’
have an appeal of their own. In Strict Confidence have therefore stood their ground when
many of their contemporaries seem to have either lost direction or got stuck in a cycle of
repetition. There’s something to be said for that.

NOTE: Two limited edition versions of the album are available. The 2CD version comes in
a rather nice digipak with a bonus 3-track CD (though these songs are listenable but
ultimately nothing special). The 3CD box-set features various bits of ISC paraphernalia,
plus the video for ‘Forbidden Fruit’ and some remix kits. Pay over the odds if you wish, but
there’s nothing here that’ll distract you from the key attraction — the album itself!

In Strict Confidence — Holy (The Hecq Deconstruction) (2004)

This limited album (1,111 copies) comes in a fetching metal case and takes the form of a
track-by-track rework of the ‘Holy’ album by German electronic musician Hecq (Benny
Boysen). The remixes are all relatively extreme, typically leaving little of the originals
barring the vocals intact (and sometimes not even that), replacing ISC’s music with
abstract beats and minimal electronics. Whilst such a treatment is interesting for a few
tracks, an entire album of mixes from the same person does tend to drag, though the
relatively strong vocals of ‘Seven Lives’, ‘Sleepless’ and ‘Emergency’ are still able to shine
regardless of whatever’s going on in the background (generally, the female vocal tracks
are better suited to the Hecq way of doing things). If abstract electronica is your kind of
thing, maybe you’ll find this thing worth a listen — those expecting anything 1ISC-like should
stay clear, however.

Killing Joke — Killing Joke (2003)

Killing Joke were always one of those bands who (refreshingly), refused to let anyone
pigeon-hole them into any one style. They started out as punks, hovered around the new
wave/goth area for a bit, then bordered on industrial, yet always seemed to get kudos
within the metal and grunge scenes. Which meant of course that when they reformed for a
new album in 2003, no-one really had much idea as to what they might sound like.

Except of course, that the news was out that Dave Grohl (yes, he of Nirvana and Foos)
was guesting on the drum stool. Various ‘Eighties/Come As You Are’ similarity arguments
had raged over the years, but this issue has now clearly either been put to one side or
forgotten totally. The line-up was otherwise that of the original band — Jaz Coleman,
Geordie, Youth and Raven (though Youth’s return to his old band is believed to be only a
temporary one).

As for the issue of what this band actually sound like nowadays, well, anyone hoping for
‘Love Like Blood Pt.2’ is going to be in for a shock, because this album is a fierce and evil
proposition, their most visceral since their original self-titled debut from 1980. They’ve
tightened up their act since then, of course, with the general feeling that they’ve gone back
to their roots, but at the same time drawing inspiration from all the styles they’ve played
with since then.
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So the key elements to this incarnation of the Killing Joke sound are jagged riffs, huge
walls of guitar noise, Grohl’s hungry drumming and Jaz Colemans’s cathartic vocals,
delivering most of his words in a throaty metallic bawl, occasionally switching to a droning
half-sung, half-spoken style, and (yes, really) some bona-fide singing. And, despite the
rock-oriented slant of the album as a whole, there’s also a liberal use of keyboards
scattered across the disc, which add important details to the overall sound.

And if you’re looking for the one track which bring all these disparate concept together to
form one unified whole, look no further than opener ‘The Death & Resurrection Show’,
which may yet become a classic in the left-of-centre rock field. From the fiery riff that
underpins the whole song, through Jaz’s ‘Burn, Burn — Burn Brightly’ refrain, right up to the
soaring, mythological chorus, climaxing on that cry of ‘O Beloved Mother of Liberty!. Even
if the rest of the album was filler, this song is proof that the ‘Joke ain’t dead yet.

But the rest isn’t filler — far from it. It’s from track two that the albums real subject matter
rears it's head — politics. You can hardly blame them — a lot of shitty things have been
going on in the world lately, and this isn’t the kind of band to ignore what’s going on around
them. A personal favourite of mine is ‘Implant’, an excursion through the hidden agenda of
ID cards and DNA databanks as a means of total government control. Some neat ‘prog-
shock’ style bass and carefully toned keyboards, matched with an in-yer-face chorus
ensure their message gets the required attention.

Of course, the real focus of the world circa 2003 is the war on Iraqg, and indeed any other
nation that doesn’t conform to George Dubya’s Christian Right ideals (which, of course,
are neither Christian nor Right). The slow-burning track ‘Total Invasion’ deals with this
most directly, with Jaz’s vocals sounding in places like something’s ripping his throat out
(who remembers ‘Wardance’?). The more approachable (at least by the standards of this
album) ‘Seeing Red’, meanwhile, points up the irony of a country going to war when the
people for the most part, don’t agree with the idea. And this is supposed to be a
democracy?

There’s also a couple of tracks handling the capitalism-motivated agenda behind these
and other events. The grating guitar of ‘Blood On Your Hands’ leads us through an
analysis of the world’s rich/poor divide, whilst ‘Dark Forces’ questions our entire way of life.
Musically, it's amongst the more adventurous of the albums songs, a vaguely orchestral
loops leading us through this exceptionally slow, funereal crawl.

There’s also a couple of straight-ahead rockers for those of you tiring of all the clever stuff.
‘Asteroid’ is my favourite of these two, mainly because it reminds me of something Ministry
once did, only even more raw and vital. The other ‘simple’ track is lead single ‘Loose
Cannon’, a bludgeoning rocker which maybe wasn’t the best choice for a single, but
serves it’s purpose as a big, testosterone-fuelled anthem. Those of you who bought the
‘special’ edition, will also find bonus track ‘Inferno’, which is similarly full-throttle.

There is one piece of respite for those you desperate for a bit of the ‘Joke’s softer side —
‘You’ll Never Get To Me’. An almighty anthem sailing on a sea of shimmering guitar noise,
this is the nearest this group are getting to balladry anytime soon. It sings of the struggle of
existence, and offers some fleeting hope in it chorus that merely surviving counts as
victory. The other ‘personal’ song, aloum closer “The House That Pain Built’, however, is
as raw and biting as all the others.

It's going to be interesting to see exactly what kind of response this aloum gets from the
record-buying public over the coming months. The music press have lapped it up, though
one wonders whether this is down to Dave Grohl’s presence, as anything ex-Nirvana is
usually guaranteed some kind of critical attention. But he’s not the one who’s made this
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album, and indeed this group what they are. Killing Joke are back, and this is no cash-in.
One listen to this, and you know they mean business.

Killing Joke — Hosannas From The Basements Of Hell (2006)

Following on from their successful ‘comeback’ album in 2003, Killing Joke now seem
comfortable taking more risks on this follow-up effort. Whilst it doesn’t quite have the
scathing impact of it’s predecessor, it is more adventurous in terms of structure and
concept, as if Killing Joke wanted to not only create a recording that was truly ‘them’, but
enjoy themselves in the process. The essential elements are all here — the animal rage
from which the finest ‘Joke moments were formed is still much in evidence, whilst Geordie
Walker’s awesomely chaotic guitar style still drenching the mix without actually needing
multiple overdubs in order to do so.

The highlights come thick and fast — alboum “The Tribal Antidote’ is classic, riotous Joke
akin to their ‘Revelations’ era-material, before the title track (also the lead single) adds an
ominous synth and rumbling bassline to things up a gear, whilst the third track
incorporates Beirut-sourced strings and percussion to turn what would have been a dull
mid-tempo stomp into the ‘Invocation’ the song title suggests it is. ‘Implosion’ and the eco-
anthem ‘Majestic’ keep the adrenaline flowing, though the most notable songs lie on the
mid-to-late stages of the disc, with ‘Walking With Gods’ reminiscent of ‘The Death And
Resurrection Show’ gone freestyle and ‘Lightbringer’ best described as ‘Asteroid’ and
‘Wardance’ colliding to form a 9 minute 38 second epic.

The album does tail off towards the end. The anti-war ‘Judas Goat’ tries really hard to
make you like it but falls short of the greatness you’d initially hope it may achieve (anti-war
sentiment is SO 2003!), whilst ‘Gratitude’ oozes rather than scythes it’s way to the end of
album. It’s also apparent that production values have slipped slightly since the last album,
with the absence of the all-star cast (well, Youth and Dave Grohl) apparent in the loss of a
certain ‘edge’. Nonetheless, this album still captures Killing Joke in their ‘purest’ form,
regardless of a slight drop in standards. It may not help spread their words any further
afield, but if you consider yourself in any way a fan of this band’s music, this disc is more-
or-less essential listening.

Killing Miranda — Blessed Deviant (1999)

Some people hate Killing Miranda. Mind you, some people hate all goth-rock. Some
people hate all music with guitars in it. So that first phrase is a bit irrelevant. After all, some
people hate me, and | haven’t even got up on stage to insult people yet. Well, | have, but
that’s another story (and | wasn’t in a band at the time). One might have cause to wonder
what all the fuss is about? What makes Killing Miranda so different from the rest of the
black army of goth band knocking around on the scene, unaware of the advances of EBM
and cybergoths on this previously trad-goth dominated candlelit genre.

Maybe it's because they AREN'T unaware for developments on the scene. Maybe it's
because they’ve got a frontman who actually bothers to state an opinion. Maybe it’s the
underlying sense of humour and social awareness in everything they do. Or maybe it’s just
their diverse influences make for genuinely diverse music. It’s all these things and more.
The scene is set right from the start when ‘H8Red’ bursts through your system. The big
riffs and uncompromising goth-rock-anti-hero vox might not be anything special, and they
are dulled a little by the Nightbreed school of production, but when coupled to the lush
electronics and retro organ, you realise that just this once, it might actually be worth
listening to the whole album, rather than filing it away in your CD case next to your All
About Eve collection (Why did | bother? Why?).
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‘Burn Sinister’ follows after this, a tale of necrophilia that in aloum form sounds like some
kind of perverted glam-synth-pop (the live version amps the guitars up considerably). The
songs strength is the lyrics — ‘Is This Stiffness Rigor Mortis?’ and ‘Reach For Me Below’
are two highlights from a song that hasn’t got a single weak line in it. They’d write heavier
tracks, they’d continue to climb the musical highs, but | still regard this as their first ‘great
song’, even if they did later disown it. ‘Pray’ follows — it's more industrial in tone, but it goes
on far too long and the song loses its way once it gets going. Interestingly, they still
sometimes give this one a go in their live show, and for some unknown reason, it works
much better that way.

‘Kelly Told Me’ sees a return to the safe haven of metal guitars, but the subject matter is
uncompromising as ever — the sexual abuse of a seven-year old child. ‘The Game’ has a
more ambiguous subject matter, but the dark atmospherics are surprisingly competent for
a band that doesn’t even employ a full live keyboard player. Adding a new string to their
already comprehensive musical bow, ‘Nailed’ sees the Hackney Symphony Orchestra
called into action, though ironically they have to fight for attention over Killing Miranda at
their hardest, Richard clearly fancying himself as the anti-Elvis in flesh and blood form.

‘Veil of Seduction’ sings of the sex and drugs escapism apparently so typical of the goth-
rock lifestyle. The song features the first prominent acoustic guitar on the album, but the
songs lighter feel doesn’t disguise it's somewhat ‘bitty’ feel. “‘Whipping Boy’, meanwhile, is
the seemingly inevitable S&M song, the one that gave us the ‘Tie Me Up and Set Me Free’
T-shirt which sold out before | could get one myself, the songs message reinforced by the
fact that it's sung from a 15-person perspective. Takes a while to get going, but once it
kicks in, it has the desired effect.

Then we get ‘Blackeyed’ — the first of two ‘political’ tracks found here. The crunchy sub-
goth bassline and cheesy synths provide an interesting accompaniment to Ricky’s
vocalisation of the worlds chm — obviously a band that plays serious goth-rock
humorously would conversely play Manson-esque shock-rock with a meaningful
seriousness, if you follow my (il)logic. ‘Send In The Clowns’ serves as a sister song to this,
Rikky doing his best Halloween horror movie voice for his second political rant of the day.

It's time now for one finally concession to synth-pop, but one that’ll need explanation if
you’re not familiar with the London goth scene as a whole. ‘The Ballad of Torrens St’ deals
with the gothic equivalent of picking up pretty women in darkened nightclubs, the club in
guestion here being the Slimelight, which for many years has been the band’s hang-out of
choice. | admit I've tried what this song suggests, and I've got pretty much exactly the
same response. But if it doesn’t make sense, just substitute the location of your favourite
goth club wherever you read ‘Torrens St’ and it'll soon all make sense. To be fair, it does
sound rather naff when you consider what Slimelight is REALLY like these days, but never
say these boys can’t take a joke.

‘Dreaming’ rounds out the ‘main’ part of the album in style, relying on the piano pad style
beloved by certain darkwavers, but ultimately resembling the cinematic soundscape of
Tangerine Dream rather than anything more sinister. There is a bonus track — an Intra-
Venus mix of “‘Touched By Jesus’. The original is on a long-lost EP, but IV’s treatment
creates an up-tempo EBM feel, but the treatment of the subject matter, dealing with the
misinterpretation of religion and the subsequent fall from grace, is unmistakably Killing
Miranda.

I’m not sure exactly how to round off this review, as what I've heard has pushed me to
several different points of view, and | don’t know which one to settle on. It’s not like there’s
anything wrong with this album, it’s just having decided to recommend this album, | now
need to work out ‘who to?’. Tell you what — you buy it and tell me. That way, | get some
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new opinion for the site, you get an excuse to buy a new CD and the band might actually
choose to reissue the thing after all (it's been deleted for a while, but you can still find it in
most goth-friendly outlets).

Killing Miranda — Transgression By Numbers (2001)

| never worked out what ‘sophomore’ means, but | think it's a pretentious way of saying
‘2" And since Killing Miranda are not in the slightest bit pretentious (unlike some other
gothic bands | know), I'm going to resist the opportunity to call this their ‘sophomore effort’.
It’s their second album, damn it, and it’s better than the first one. The guitars sound like
they really mean something now, and this time the album doesn’t let up once from start to
finish.

‘Discothéque Necronomicon’ kicks things off in suitably controversial style. The squelchy
electronics mixed with industrial-grade guitar stabs and a pseudo-gothic vocal slant leads
to a song like no other. As you might guess from the title, it’s a drug-laden celebration of
the goth/industrial/rock culture from which this band was conceived, and sure enough, this
songs starting to develop into the mating call for the ‘sex war children’ with their ‘white line
fever’ and ‘amphetamine logic’. As a non-drug user, I'm already starting to think I'm
missing out on something good here......

‘Spit’ is this groups attempt at taking on the nu-metal brigade at their own game with a
hate anthem of their own, coming up with some kind of shock-horror techno-punk, a bit like
what Slipknot might have sounded like had they actually bothered to learned to play like
Ministry rather than just try and earn kudos by claiming them as an ‘influence’. Things
don’t calm down for ‘Angelfly’, despite it's more gothic undercurrent. They still rock as hard
as ever, not in the slightest bit afraid to sound like a metal band if that’s what’'s needed to
get their message across.

‘Salome’ provides something of a respite from all this, the effeminate title appropriately
leading to the guitars being toned down to the levels of an 80s goth song, as opposed to
the more contemporary industrial/goth thrash that we’ve heard so far. Sure enough, they
do a good Sisters of Mercy impression, too. The presence of ‘Blessed Deviant’ is
somewhat confusing, as it’s the title track from the wrong album. Fortunately, the techno-
metal surge that forms the bulk of this track fits in much better here than on their last disc,
so I’m not complaining.

The objective of the track entitled ‘Meat’ is somewhat dubious, though the :Wumpscut: -
esque sound they come up with is an appropriate setting for their pro-veggie rants, if that’s
what they’re on about. Much more up my street is “Teenage Vampire’, the Uks answer to
‘The Beautiful People’. Most of the people reading this site will understand the vibe
beneath this song — and so will their parents. You know the way we all were (and probably
still are)? Dressing in black, donning make up and thus conceivably upping ones sex-
appeal? Pretty fly for a dead guy? Here’s the song for you.....

‘Blood/Seed’ has a more serious feel about it, like ‘Salome’ but without the 80s goth
throwback feel. If anything, it's reminiscent of Type O’s ‘October Rust’ tracks (yes, | like
Type O as well!). Things harden up once more for ‘See You In Disneyland’, a gothed-up
Americanised rocker that has the feel of a big rock star prancing around the arena stage.
One wonders where Killing Miranda fancy themselves in five years time.....as for the album,
it ends neatly enough with the retro-electro-plus-guitar of the title track ‘Transgression By
Numbers’.

It's a shorter album that the first one, and one by a smaller group, but ultimately it’s also a
much better one. Killing Miranda have managed to trim themselves down to a lean, mean
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4-piece unit capable of filling the gothic dancefloors of the western world. Their live show is
something else, however. There’s no gimmicks, no stunts, just a bit of good old-fashioned
punk spirit plastered on top of the goth/metal/industrial sound of their music. Just look at
the number of bands and styles | mentioned in the course of this one review. Imagine them
all rolled into one band. That’s Killing Miranda key attraction. (It's also what drives so many
people away, but I'll skip the scene politics for now).

Killing Miranda — Consummate (2004)

It was a long time coming. Killing Miranda’s last album, ‘Transgression By Numbers’
appeared way back at the start of 2001. Back they were on Nightbreed, a label which
almost guarantee any band who signs to them gets stuck with the ‘gothic’ tag. Since then,
the KM foursome have played countless live shows, went on tour with Paradise Lost, got
embroiled in all kinds of controversy and somehow managed to get themselves on a major
label and bag some time in a decent studio to record album No.3.

And this is the final result — three and a half years toil resulting in an album bearing a mere
eight full-length songs, three instrumental interludes and a unlisted bonus cover version.
Surely in these days of CD technology, one should pack every single CD to it’s 80-minute
limit, to give the listener maximum value for money in these enlightened days of single
track downloads? Nope. | won't tell you exactly how many albums I've given up on half
way through, with later tracks that might never make it as far as my speaker cones, but it’s
a fair few. | now understand the meaning of ‘quality not quantity’ better than ever before.

And here’s the next shock — Killing Miranda don’t even sound like a ‘gothic’ band any more.
I’'m trying to think if they ever were one in the first place, but there’s a girls name and a
reference to death in the band’s title and | think | remember them writing a song about
necrophilia at one point, so they probably were at some stage. Anyway, If “Trangression...’
suggested that these boys were desperate to pull themselves away from the miserable
core of the scene and poke fun from a safe distance, this thing proves it.

And what better way of proving the point that opening number ‘Conspiracy Theory’. The
ominous bassline rumbles along, the keyboards washing around disconcertingly in the
background, whist Rikky snarls his cynical blast against those critics who had already cast
off Killing Miranda as a valid musical concept. And when those big riffs cut in, the logic of
spending the best part of two years getting the aloum sounding ‘just right’ suddenly seems
to make a lot of sense. This thing rocks harder than anything they’ve done to date. The
days of lo-fi garage recording are over. If you wanna play with the big boys, you gotta start
sounding like them.

But you ain’t heard nothing yet — just get a load of ‘1 Know What You Want’. Preceded by
the short electro-orgasm of ‘Five Minutes Freeview’, this high-speed metal monster does
exactly what many bands never dare to do and delivers a tribute to wild and meaningless
sex that’s totally free of oh-so-intelligent metaphor. It’s a full throttle, four-minute ride
across the most base and carnal elements of human nature, topped off with a series of
primitive synth bleeps that have no logical place in the song, but only seem to highlight the
songs simple-but-effective nature as a result.

Those in want of something ‘goth’ friendly might find what they’re looking for on ‘Embrace’.
That title belongs with the velvet n’black lace brigade for starters, it’s certainly not as in-
your-face musically as the last song, whilst the songs subject (suicide) is in keeping with
the band’s past. But they’re really just taking a very slightly disguised dig at the whole
concept — pretentious wordplay is interspersed with lines like ‘My arrogance becomes my
epitaph’ indicating that self-termination isn’t really anything to be proud of after all.
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Time now for a bit of fun in the form of ‘No More Love Songs’, the second sex-oriented
song on the album, this time taking a dig at that most indulgent of rock star perks, groupies.
It's a huge, floor-stomping beast that builds on the sub-gothic glam-metal sound that got
the likes of Marilyn Manson and Rob Zombie where they are today. Taking us up to the
halfway point is ‘Disposable’, sludgy bass and huge walls of guitar soundtracking a more
generalised attack on the ways of the music industry. To be honest, it's probably my least
favourite of the eight actual songs on offer — it lacks a real hook, but it’s still good enough
not to break the flow of the CD.

The second electronic interlude follows in the form of ‘Saint of Blasphemy’, which takes us
into ‘Bastard/Heretic’, another big-riffing hate anthem offering a chance to anyone still left
with enough residual anger to let of a little steam. Then comes ‘Boy Meets Gun’, a slow,
grinding attack on gun culture, with the particular reference to the way it’s infiltrated
American youth. The songs utilises a nursery rhyme parody to great effect — the ‘See the
children falling down, falling down’ remains one of the most poignantly daring lyrical
devices that they’ve used to date.

‘The Shadow Over Innsmouth’ provides a suitably apocalyptic atmosphere in it’s role as
precursor to ‘Enter The Dagon’. It's the final track on the CD, and it’s suitably climatic. The
combination of fluid bass, tribal fury and end-of-humanity tone bear a certain hint of that
other great band with killing-in-the-name (Killing Joke, if you hadn’t guessed), with
elements of Tool’s heavier moments in there too, though this is still very much Killing
Miranda firing on all cylinders, their Lovecraft-inspired soundtrack to the end of reality
proving to be a highly suitable climax to the aloum. Barring, of course, the unlisted cover of
‘Anaconda’ (sung by Irish Dave instead of Rikky in a kind of musicians musical chairs),
poking one last bit of fun at any goths still listening.

It's a short album, but it's a highly impressive one despite this, and maybe even because
of it. It's a tightly packed collection of ass-kicking songs that show all of the signs of a band
proclaiming ‘Fuck it, we’'ll play what WE want to play now’. Which is ironic, as this album is
still likely to gain more attention than the last two, and probably would have done even if
they were still on a minor label. It's got that rare mix of technical professionalism and
middle-fingered ‘rock star’ attitude. It takes the raw six-stringed fury of metal, the pulsating
oppression of industrial and the foreboding feel of goth and somehow force the three
styles to cohere.

KMFDM - Kreig (2010)

So it’'s a remix album. | was going to say ‘That is SO 1990s’, but then | realised KMFDM
were also ‘SO 1990s’ and so the concept kinda suits them (this is the 3" album in a row
where they’ve released a companion remix collection). But here’s the real trumph card —
they’ve been around for so long that they’ve got a following scene-wide, and hence they’ve
got access to a much wider range of remixers than your average Alfa Matrix bonus disc. |
was amazed to find that LeaetherStrip didn’t actually feature on this collection (Claus will
remix anything these days). The other piece of good news is the ‘created an unrelated
track and fly in some samples from the song you were given to work with’ school of
remixing is dead. You can actually hear the bloody songs.

And there’s no better proof of this than ‘Never Say Never’. Init's original form, it bore one
of KMFDM'’s catchiest girly-vox hooks in years. And here it gets twisted in 3 radically
different directions — Ivan de Prume (ex-White Zombie) toughens up the original riff to
create a full-on indusrial metal riff-o-rama, Seb Komor delivers the kind of post-futurepop
Virus-toting stomp-fest you’d expect him to, and Dave ‘Rave’ Ogilvie (a legend among
industrial scene producers) throws everyone by transforming the track into a saccharine
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pop song. Against the odd — every remix actually works. I've been listening to them on
repeat since | first got the album.

The other big anthem from ‘Blitz’ was ‘Bait and Switch’, thanks to the unexpected use of
‘Hark The Herald Angels Sing’ as a hookline. And who did they pick to remix it —
Combichrist and Prong. The overlord of mid-00s bleep vs a groove metal legend from a
decade previous? What more could you want? This stylistic offset doesn’t always work —
‘Davai’ is a track high on industrial rock substance but low on flair, and neither Tweaker
(aka Charlie Clouser) nor Assemblage 23 seem to know quite what to do with it.

Some of the tracks actually seem to improve on the original — ‘Strut’ never made much
sense in it’s original form, but Andy Selway’s ‘Disco Balls Mix’ is aptly named — drawing
upon the cliched string flourishes and muted guitar from Disco’s Golden Age and actually
making it work. And then there’s Kochi Fukuda’s stripped-down piano take on ‘People Of
The Lie’ which plays on the strengths of the original song better than KMFDM’s own
version. Not something I'd expect from a Static-X member....

The mixes of ‘Bitches’ and ‘Potz Blitz’ fail to impress — Seismologist’'s mix of ‘Potz Blitz!
ends up sounding like a Godflesh-esque grind, which is not an approach that suits the
KMFDM songwriting style. But I'm not going to get picky, as it’s been a long time since
I've found a remix disc where there’s more than a couple of worthy mixes. There’s some
bands that really need to learn that to get any kind of value added from a remix collection,
you need to look beyond your immediate contemporaries.

KMFDM — Kunst (2013)

It's time for the 2013 KMFDM annual. They’ve released some form of release every year
since 2005, alternating between new songs and remixes. And as it's an odd-numbered
year, it must be time for fresh cuts from the studio! Keeping with the only-occasionally
broken five-letter album title rule (I'd love to play bilingual Scrabble with these guys), it's
time to get to grips with ‘Kunst'.

And it’s on the opening title track that we get the ultimate example of KMFDM’s obsession
with referencing themselves in their own songs. The up-tempo industrial metal riff is
competent but otherwise standard issue for the group, and I'm sure I've heard those
synths before. And the lyrics? It’s just a list of their songs titles, a brief “Thank You Brute”,
arranged into rhyming couplets, and then finally revealing that the band name actually
means “Kill Mother Fucking Depeche Mode”. I've never worked out what self-plagarism
actually is, but this as close as you’re ever going to get. And against all the odds, I'd still
call it a masterpiece!

“‘Ave Maria” sees yet more abuse of old concepts, devising a Lucia-and-Sascha sung duet
set to a throbbing Schaffel chmal and a lyric that seems to be only loosely derived from
the Catholic verse of times past. Of course, the synthetic shuffle is the safest route to
catchiness, and KMFDM have been long around to know how to not muck up a decent
refrain when there’s one the making. Tempos reach their fastest on “Quake”, a well-
executed but wholly unoriginal mix of revolutionary ranting and jackhammering riff blasts
that seem not-so-distantly derived from Ministry’s “Thieves”.

By the time we hit track four, “Hello”, we’re definitely in the ‘I’'m sure I've Heard This Riff
Before’ territory. This wouldn’t be so bad if it wasn’t for the fact that the original, electronic
part of the song sounds rather insipid against the crushing wall of guitar noise, failing to
provide the counterpoint that the whole loud vs quiet dynamic should deliver. And for their
next cliché, KMFDM do the ‘guest musician’ thing and present William Wilson from Legion
Within on “The Next Big Thing”. His voice is your standard industrial gravel, not adding
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anything artistically to the bands sound, and probably doing more to promote his own
career than KMFDM'’s.

Lucia grabs the mic back for “Pussy Riot”, and there’s nothing like a good protest song to
wake up an album that's getting predictable. This is a snarling, scathing, bitching middle-
finger from every angry woman who’s picked up a microphone and set her frustrations to
music, and that’s exactly why KMFDM recruited her into the band full-time. That’s just as
well, given the following track “Pseudocide” is one clever piece of wordplay away from
being a KMFDM-by-numbers album filler.

“‘Animal Out” is another Lucia-front track, heavy on the electronics but weak on any real
spark. The second guest appearance on the album follows in the form of “The Mess You
Made”, featuring ‘Morlocks’ (whoever they are), but the members this outfit don’t offer
anything that the KMFDM regulars can’t. Whatever happened to people like Nicole
Blackman or F.M.Enheit appearing on KMFDM albums? Vocalists and musicians who
actually provide distinctive variations. Even the rapper who appeared on ‘UAIOE’ made a
difference to the regular sound of the band and hence prevented the collection from
descending into predictability.

The final song “I (Heart) You Not” is a marginal improvement after a tedious trio of late-
album songs, the throbbing electronics and guitar bursts purposefully marching the album
to it’s conclusion. But | still get the feeling that this album falls into all the traps that the
every other KMFDM album of the 215t Century has... a good basic concept and three or
four rousing anthems, but not enough good ideas to pad out an entire aloum. And their
instance on playing this filler material live has driven me away from their live shows. And
that’s a real pity, because when KMFDM get it all pointing in the right direction, which they
manage for just under half the album length, the ‘Ultra Heavy Beat’ has no equal.

Komputer — The World Of Tomorrow (1997)

Just about every electronic band on the planet claims Kraftwerk as an influence these
days. It's about as common as indie bands swearing alleigeance to the Velvet
Underground (whether they’ve actually listened to any is another thing). However this
album is something else again. It’s so totally Kraftwerk that the group themselves even
chose to spell their name with a ‘K’ rather than ‘C’ (ironically, ‘Computer’ is one of the few
German words that DOES begin with a ‘C’, but let’s not debate the Teutonic Tongue here).

The music on offer here is basically analogue synth-pop. Lots of bleepy synths, repetitive
but well-tempered drum loops and a selection of effects thrown in where appropriate. The
groups musical concepts aren’t exactly advanced either — the general trend being
repetition of the songs title (vocoded or otherwise ‘processed’) with spoken-word vocals in
between proving to be the dominant style. The albums title track is up first, a kind of ‘vision
of the future’ affair, using all the above techniques to create a relatively enjoyable (but also
very dated) piece of electro-pop.

‘More Automation’ is musically very similar to this, but doing away with all the spoken word
stuff and utilising different vocal treatments on the oft-repeated song title. We then get the
synthetic silliness of ‘Bill Gates’, a riduclous ‘tribute’ to Mr.Microsoft. OK, an anti-Gates
song would have resulted in a pretty heavy court case, whilst a pro-Bill approach would
have cost the band all their credibility. But if that’s the case, why not just do away with the
concept entirely, rather that coming up with a lame remake of ‘The Man-Machine’?

‘Valentina’ is thankfully a substantial improvement on this, a laid-back number that pays
tribute to the first woman cosmonaut. However, the best track on the album is next —
‘Looking Down on London’. It's a collection of enigmatic sound-bites designed to conjure
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up images of Komputer’s home town (yes, they’re British — despite the name, | would have
though the accents would have been a dead giveaway), and it’s also where the band get
their vocoder chorus concept working just about perfectly.

‘Terminus Interminus’ fails to improve on this. Unlike the two previous songs, which deal
with topics that might be classed as ‘interesting’, this one’s based on that most boring of
places to spend time — airports. ‘Which one?’, | hear you ask. This songs sole purpose
appears to be proving that they’re all as boring as each other, so it scarcely matters.
‘Singapore’ offers more potential for creativity, but they screw it up, seemingly unable to
rhyme anything with the title except ‘Hear the Tiger Roar’. Their attempt to forge a electo-
anthem might have worked otherwise.

It's all pretty good from here on, though. ‘The Perfect Pop Band’ serves as a good advert
from the group’s manifesto. One might class this as a pretentious act of self-indulgence,
but they get away with it somehow. ‘Komputer Pop’ is also self-referential, and whilst one
is reminded of old Kraftwerk songs all the way, it’s still a pretty handy autobiography of the
then-three-piece Komputer.

‘Motopia’ is the albums only instrumental, the lack of any need for vocals and the breathing
space they require giving us a chance to hear a richer, more elaborate Komputer at work.
It's nothing special, but at least it makes a (very slight) change from the songs that came
before. We end on ‘We Are Komputer (Version)’, the third track in which the group sing
about themselves. It reminds me of something I've heard before, something I like by an
German band beginning with K.

Anyway, time to sum up. It’s an old-fashioned synth-pop album. Even it’s visions of the
future belong firmly in the past. But at the same time, it's comforting to hear all these
sounds again, so anyone irked by Kraftwerk’s lack of new material might want to give this
a go instead. The group still clearly needed to move on if they were to establish
themselves, and sure enough, come 2002, they did, so anyone hoping to hear ‘Looking
Down on London’ at a Komputer chmalt these days will be sorely disappointed. Unless of
course you like their new stuff. Which | did.

Kraftwerk — Autobahn (1974)

Kraftwerk had already made themselves pretty well known in the arty German rock scene.
Their electronic experimentation was hardly unique — we already had the likes of Can and
Tangerine Dream finding their feet the realms of avant-garde cosmic rock. But the
Dusseldorf boys had something different in mind. Why write music inspired by the
expanses of deep space we’ll never see? How about writing music about the wonders of
the world around them — namely Germany. It’s like they went ‘Forget space exploration
and all zat American rubbish. Ve have ein perfectly good road network to zing about
instead’.

So then, how does one write a song about a motorway? Well, one evaluates the qualities
of a motorway and converts it to musical form. Simple, long and repetitive is what they
eventually decided were the key elements. And that’s pretty much what the albums title
track is. Twenty-two minutes of music about a glorified strip of tarmac. Actually, the whole
Autobahn issue has a history stretching back to the days of Hitler's world domination
projects. He commissioned the system to help deploy his armies of destruction. Ironically,
it's one of the few really good things the man did for the German people (the roads, not the
armies).

The track opens with the sound of a car starting and driving off into the distance. Utilising a
subtle drum loop (that fades in and out constantly) and an unobtrusive bassline, they then
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proceed to build up an awesomely drawn-out electronic symphony. The opening third of
this epic is simply a repetition of the main theme, the sole lyrical contribution being ‘Fahrn,
fahrn, fahrn auf der Autobahn’. It then progresses onto other, related themes, continuously
reprising, always developing, if only at a snails pace. There’s the odd vocal scattered
around the place, but they’re a mere background detail here.

The success of the track is partly down to the sheer hypnotic nature of the music. The
rhythm loop is simple and delicate, lulling you into some kind of trance state that pretty
much justifies the length of the track. Despite the primitive nature of their equipment, the
guartet come up with a number of interesting effects, actually synthetically recreating the
‘doppler’ effect experience when cars zoom past you. This is trance music without the
overpaid DJ, this is progressive rock without the rock star excess, this is synth pop without
the cheesy lyrics and cut-down-for-radio song structures. This song IS Kraftwerk.

There are four more pieces of music on this album, all of them slightly less structured than
the title track (and hence more akin to Kraftwerk’s earlier albums than any of their better
known werks). There are two ‘Kometenmelodie’ (Comet Melody) tracks, two very
contrasting audio experiments. The first is a gloomy electronic mood piece, featuring a
harsh, throbbing bass sound that wanders around in a seemingly random manner, with
some distant piano noodling and a primitive whisling noise fighting for attention. The
second is a bright pop-oriented piece that’'s so totally catchy that I'm amazed no-one’s
bothered to do a dance remix of it yet.

Of the remaining two, ‘Mitternacht’ (Midnight) is a haunting piece of avant-garde sonic
experimentation, using some demented violin tones (courtesy of temporary group member
Klaus Roeder) and intimidating bursts of electronics to create a real desolate ‘horror movie
type atmosphere. This just leaves ‘Morningspaziergang’, featuring a blend of synthetic
tweeting, a beautiful pastoral flute melody and little flourishes on various other instruments
(primarily piano), giving a surprisingly organic ending to an otherwise mechanical, precise
album.

It’s true that this album sounds a little dated now, in terms of decades rather than years.
But it doesn’t sound cheesy or twee like some of the neo-classical stuff around at the
same time. The title track and ‘Komtenmelodie 2’ are just primitive versions of the
electronic music we listen to today. The other three tracks are pieces of Teutonic sonic
experimentation that are independent of any musical time-scale. I've said all | can now. I'm
not going to go out and buy it for you, though. That’s your job. Go on, it’s practically
historic.....

Kraftwerk — Radio-Activity (1976)

The second of Kraftwerk’s albums to showcase their new streamlined, pixel-perfect
electronic pop sound, but also a curiosity in their discography, as whilst many of the tracks
here clearly have commercial appeal in mind, featuring as they do the groups first English-
language vocals and a host of catchy pop-oriented hooks, other tracks skew off in the
experimental direction, echoing the sound of traffic-cone era Kraftwerk, something many
thought they’d left behind via ‘Autobahn’.

So we've got two languages (English and German) and two musical concepts (electro-pop
and avant-garde). In what appears to be a co-incidence rather than a truly inspired piece
of design, there’s also two themes to the album, hence the hyphen in the albums title. The
concept of nuclear power (this aloum written long before anyone had even heard of
Chernobyl) and the concept of radio communication. Some songs deal with one or the
other, some with both.
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Anyway, we open up on the nuclear side of the fence with ‘Geiger Counter’, a brief Fltrry
of clicking from which emerges ‘Radioactivity’, an icy-cold slab of ahead-of-it’s-time
electronic pop, full of distant chorals, morse-code clicking, and nonchalant vocals, a steady
one-fingered sequence holding it all together. Even if all of this alboums other tracks have
(for better or worse) been forgotten, this track remains as an example of Kraftwerk’s ability
to sum up a seemingly lifeless aspect of modern culture in the confines of a song, and
make it listenable.

Following on from this are two further ‘songs’ — that is, they have words (again an Anglo-
German mix), rhythms, occasional concessions to melody and all the other bits n’bobs that
turn random noise into something relatively ear-pleasing. Both of them concern the ‘radio
communicating’ side of aloum. ‘Radioland’ the slower of the two, lots of radio-esque
twittering and other bits of sonic tomfoolery getting an unobstructed path through the
speaker cones, while ‘Airwaves’ is more upbeat, a bright little number with wavering synths
and a vibrant proto-techno beat.

Now it's time for the experimentation. Keeping with the radio theme for the time being, we
get ‘Intermission’, a primitive electronic chime of the kind I last heard while fiddling with a
short wave radio myself. ‘News’ is exactly that, a recording of a news bulletin (concerning
the building of nuclear power stations, if you must know) with a few synthetic flourishes
added on top. Then we get ‘The Voice of Energy’, giving us an early sample of the ‘robot’
voice that Kraftwerk would later use to a much greater extent.

Back on solid ground with ‘Antenna’, another lively, pulsating example of Kraftwerk’s fast-
developing synth-pop sound, offering as it does some clever ‘metaphorical’ lyrics that are
indicative of the act’s increasing ability to write real songs as well as master all their
machinery. It is the last ‘real’ song on the album however, with next track ‘Radio Stars’
consisting of little more that lots of synthetic tweeting and vaguely audible vocals.

‘Uranium’ is probably the real stand-out of the ‘experimental’ tracks, vocals down to an
ominously hoarse whisper, here concerning the concept of radioactive decay. ‘Transistor’
next, a layered collection of jolly little synth riffs that float past without leaving too much of
a mark. This just leaves ‘Ohm Sweet Ohm’ — it's mantra-like introduction leading into a
remarkably melodic ditty that’s catchier than any words | can write here to describe it.

And where exactly does it leave this album. Is it a landmark piece, a developmental work
or a forgettable piece of experimentation? Probably the second of those three —
Kraftwerk’s first attempts at compressing their synth-pop creations down to a radio-friendly
song size were generally successful. The ‘experimental’ tracks, however, were less
consistent, many of them either not fully realised or just a little on the dull side. They don’t
drag the album down with them, though, so the disc as a whole is far from a total loss.

Kraftwerk — Trans-Europe Express (1977)

This is the one Kraftwerk album everyone talks about. OK, their first hit was a couple of
albums back, their best know song (The Model) still an album away. But this is the one
disc everyone quotes as an ‘influence’. Having made their first grasp at the electro-dance-
pop sound when recording ‘Autobahn’, then experimenting a bit more on ‘Radio-Activity’,
‘Trans-Europe Express’ is the quartets attempt to encapsulate all they have learned in a
series of tracks more accessible to the masses than anything they’ve done before, but still
breaking as much new ground as possible along the way.

The title track is naturally the one everyone talks about the most, here mixed seamlessly
into ‘Metal on Metal’ — the two are effectively one 13-minute piece (some versions even
add a third ‘Abzug’ split, though the music is the same). The dominating force here is the
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loop, the subtle beat that plays away for pretty much the entire length of the two tracks,
with the most distinct part being the hi-hat sequence, which chugs away like some age-old
steam engine (despite being the band of the future, Kraftwerk weren’t exactly ignorant of
the past). It is over this that they lay the rest of the music — the main theme, the nonchalant
vocals, the electronic sequences, the doppler shifts and, as salute to German industry, a
quick Flarry of banging and crashing (that’s the ‘Metal By Metal’ bit, as if you needed
telling).

The impact this track had on the dance scene was quite sensational. Tim Barr’s biography
(an excellent read, | might add) tells stories of DJs buying two copies of the record so they
could mix it into itself, making the track as long as people could keep dancing to it. The
black music culture also embraced it, Afrika Bambatta famously using elements of it (as
well as ‘Numbers’ from Computer World) to form the basis of his breakthrough single
‘Planet Rock’. The band themselves kept typically calm and cool amid all the furore. After
all, making music was their job. Why shouldn’t people dance to it?

‘Europe Endless’ is another track that celebrates the achievements of the bands home
continent (ironically, the US market was totally unfazed by all this national marketing). The
song is built round this merry little synth-pop march tune that plays over and over, over
which additional synths and repetitive vocals (partly sung in the conventional manner,
partly processed using whatever means they had available to them) are added. At nine
minutes plus, the track certainly does seem like an endless advert for their (and my)
mother continent, as it does seem to go on for a bit too long, but as it’s Kraftwerk I'll let
them get away with it.

Related to this track is the paired duo ‘Franz Schubert/Endless Endless’, utilising a similar
form of electronic recurrence, but with a slightly more abstract feel, the piece free from
distinctive vocals or any kind of percussion. The ‘Franz Shubert’ portion plays some
classically-styled electronics over this loop, distorted and filtered to sound like some old
radio transmission or maybe a gramophone record. This eventually dies away, the
‘Endless, Endless’ sample from ‘Europe Endless’ (now even more heavily processed than
before) played a couple more times at the end to give the aloum some kind of symmetry.

The remaining two tracks are attempts by Kraftwerk to made a more radical social
statement. The shimmering synths and heavy echoes of ‘The Hall of Mirrors’ offer a
trance-like feel, whilst the song is probably one of their strongest yet, a profound statement
of the group’s intense dislike of the very public lives other rock stars seem to lead. Notably,
they don’t use any kind of vocal distortion here, nor ‘deadpan’ the vocals as if they were
spoken by an automaton. It’s only an idea, but it's possible that they wanted to give this
one track a more ‘human’ feel than usual.

This leaves the long-time live favourite ‘Showroom Dummies’. The beat here is more
mechanical than at any point on the album, the instrumentation sharper and less
expansive than previously. Despite this, the song does convey a wry sense of humour, the
lyrics telling the story of how the dummies in question escape from the shop window so
they can go out clubbing. But hold on a mo — didn’t Kraftwerk unwind in nightclub after a
hard day in the studio? Didn’t they often feel like the whole world was watching them? And
they do sound quite mechanical, don’t they? Maybe this is a very subtle attempt at a brief
musical autobiography?

OK, I've gone through all the songs here, but the question remains — Is this album as good
as everyone says it is? Certainly it played a major role in introducing electronics to dance
music culture, helping move the clubbing scene on from the dull disco sound of the time,
and inspiring many musicians to try their own drum machine/keyboard based experiments.
There’s really only 5 different musical concepts here, many of them stretching out the
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musical ideas to their absolute limits. Kraftwerk’s appeal does lie in the simple,
uncomplicated nature of their music, though, so as a piece of music history it’s still worth
getting hold of.

Lacuna Coil — Karmacode (2006)

Lacuna Coil return in 2006 to find the female-vocal metal genre (a style of music they
themselves helped popularise) more swamped (sic) than ever before. The photogenic
nature of singer Cristina Scabbia and her subsequent ubiquity in the rock media is such
that many forget she is but one of two joint lead vocalists alongside Andrea Ferro and they
both give as much as the other. Question is — how do they stand up against the
competition? One things clear — their association with ‘gothic’ metal (whatever THAT
is....nobody seems to know) seems more tenuous than ever. The keyboards and string
arrangements are often quite low in the mix, with hard, blistering guitars the dominant
musical element.

Powerful as they are, neither do these riffs carry much musical ‘character’. Some middle-
eastern flourishes help brighten a few songs (especially aloum opener ‘Fragile’), but such
moments are rather fleeting. ‘One Truth’ was a reasonable enough choice for a lead single,
with Cristina’s Arabic wailings soaring nicely above the guitars, though the Korn-style
bassline, soloing in the middle eight, whilst well-executed, sees a shift to a US school of
metal that won’t be welcomed by all. They end the album with a cover of ‘Enjoy The
Silence’ — the kind of cover where you know exactly what it sounds like before you hear it.
This album will still appeal to those who jumped on the girl-fronted metal band bandwagon
from the already-crashed bandwagon of nu-metal, but in the process, they’ve lost some of
their magic, which may drive away just as many long-time fans.

Laibach — WAT (2003)

The Slovenian collective Laibach have been rather quiet over the last few years. Their last
full studio album was ‘Jesus Christ Superstars’ in 1996, with even their side-projects fading
post-1999. It’s therefore with some interest, and not a little enthusiasm, that | snapped up
this, their ‘comeback’ album of sort, notable for their first for many years to be formed from
a majority of self-written material. Some might argue that this bunch are at their best when
radically reworking the material of others, but that only makes the concept of a whole disc
of bespoke material all the more intriguing.

The album isn’t completely self written, with the opening track serving as a adaptation of a
Tomi Meglie composition, whilst the final track ‘Anti-Semitism’ was composed by the DJ
duo ‘Temponauta’. The rest is all Laibach, in both a lyrical and a compositional sense. The
production keeps the vocals very much to the front of the mix, to the extent that you can
hear every little bit of vocal chord vibration, which, with a deep, throaty style like Laibach,
combined with comparatively stripped-down musical accompaniment, is something that
starts to grate after four tracks or so. This is a pity, as in many cases they appear to be
voicing valid political sentiments, and | want to listen more than my ears suggest | should.

Despite (or maybe because of) being a classical adaptation, our intro ‘B Mashina’, is
suitably grandiose, a spoken-word focal point, with walls of strings building up around that
base, with the drums, sequencers and choirs blending in one by one, a suitably
spectacular entrance for a band that have been away for too long. The aloum proper then
starts with lead single ‘Tanz Mit Laibach’, a mid-tempo marching song, which, if the liner
notes are to be believed, was inspired by German-American Friendship. The German-
language drill-sargeant vocal fits this particularly militarist song to a tee, with the gradual
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introduction of choirs over the grinding main loop once again gifting the song a spectacular
finish.

Unfortunately, having got the album off to a flying start, our NSK comrades now seem at a
loss about where to go from here, as highlighted by ‘Du Bist Unser’, a directionless techno
track of the kind last heard on ‘Kapital’. ‘Achtung! is a slight improvement, punchier and
more direct, though not really in the same league as ‘Tanz Mit Laibach’. Then we get
‘Ende’, a slow, bitty track, once again ploughing the ‘minimal techno’ furrow that I'd kinda
hoped this band had long since left behind. Vocally repetitive, | just found the whole thing
very annoying.

The best track of the album’s middle section now — ‘Now You Will Pay’. Successfully
combining the bands industrial, symphonic and techno elements into a cohesive whole,
with a 40s radio jingle style chorus, the song stands as one of the bands more profound
political statements. Following on from this, we get ‘Hell:Symmetry’, which features some
interesting textures, but otherwise a few noisy synth stabs short of a form mechanical
mediocrity oh-so-typical of this album, again falling for a rather uninspired form of lyrical
repetition, in the form of ‘Love Me, Love Me Not’. Spare me.....

‘Das Spiel Ist Aus’ makes better use of synth pads and sequences than many of the songs
that came before, though despite this it still isn’t very anthemic. Then we get ‘Satanic
Versus’, a disjointed number where the vocals, drum loop and synthesiser all appear to be
from different songs. At points it almost hangs together, but not frequently enough for the
song to earn even the lowest form of the EOL seal of approval. After this, ‘The Great
Divide’, which sort of sounds like all the others, in such a way that is sheer hell for a
reviewer such as myself, as | simply don’t have any way to describe it without repeating
myself.

Fortunately, the albums saving grace follows directly after. The title track, ‘WAT’, sums up
everything that is (or was) great about this band. It's a sort of biographical mission
statement, loaded full of historical, political and sociological references. It’s also the
strongest track in terms of structure, building up to a couple of false climaxes before finally
building to the magnificent orchestral climax, multiple layers of vocals uniting in the cries of
‘We Are Time'. This just leaves ‘Anti-Semitism’, a clanging, pseudo-orchestral piece that
harks back to pre-Opus Dei Laibach rather than anything they’ve done previously.
Interesting, but after ‘WAT’, it's also something of an chmaltzy

| have to admit to being rather disappointed with this aloum. For me, the appeal of Laibach
has always been the larger-than-life splendours of their production. Huge, militaristic
productions are a proven way of delivering ones political message, and yet Laibach still
seem set on using ambient techno structures instead, often instead of, rather than in
addition to their more bombastic sonic palette. Every now and again, when the choirs sing
and the drums roll, such as on the title track, ‘B Maschina’ or the later stages of ‘Tanz Mit
Laibach’, we get a brief glimpse of what this band can do if they try. But then again, why
not just pull out ‘NATO’ or ‘Jesus Christ Superstars’ again? Quite literally more bangs for
your buck there. Yes, with multiple cover versions they might lack full-on musical integrity,
but they are just so much more fun to listen to!

Laibach — Anthems (2004)

This was a release that was very much needed. Laibach have been around since the
early 80s, though the bulk of their early career was spent on the Slovenian underground,
performing secret shows and releasing their music wherever possible. Whilst Mute have
done a fairly good job at releasing most of the old material, they still have a sizeable and
highly complicated discography, with no one ‘essential’ aloum, and opinions differing wildly
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as to the best place to start. This thing should in theory solve that problem. A 2CD set,
packaged in a rather fetching book-style package (which includes an interesting biography
and analysis of the band), with one disc of hits and another of remixes.

It's inevitable that whenever a disc like this appears, one asks ‘what got left off?’. And
scanning though the first disc, | could only say ‘Not very much’. The disc is organised in
reverse chronological order, the most recent material appearing first. They open with a
reworked version of ‘Das Spiel Ist Aus’, which has a ‘fuller’ and more explosive feel than
the album version, finally sounding like the bombastic anthem it was always supposed to
be. ‘Tanz Mit Laibach’ is next — as a march that has made regular appearance on
industrial set lists over the last year or so, it was always going to make it on, and no-ones
complaining.

That’s it from ‘WAT’ — personally, I'd have liked the title track, too, but enough complaining
— on to the NATO era, with that outrageously over-the-top take on ‘The Final Countdown’
followed by their more respectful version of DAF’s ‘Alle Gegen Alle’. We also get their
version of Status Quo’s ‘In The Army Now’, this appearing after ‘Wirtschatft Ist Tot’ (the
sole appearance from ‘Kapital’, my least-liked Laibach album) and ‘God Is God’ from
‘Jesus Christ Superstars’ (a good choice, the title track might have made an appearance,
though). Then onto the sole representative from their ‘Let It Be’ re-creations, ‘Get Back’,
which was certainly one of the few tolerable covers on that particular disc (I preferred
‘Across The Universe’, but then again, | think the same of the originals).

‘Sympathy For The Devil’ next, appearing in one of the more linear versions, and definitely
one of several ‘improvement on the original’ Laibach cover versions. Then comes the
three key songs from ‘Opus Dei’ — ‘Leben Heisst Leben’ linking neatly into ‘Geburt Einer
Nation’ (aka ‘One Vision’ by Queen) and then ‘Opus Dei’ (aka ‘Life Is Life’). Whilst the first
and third of these songs are effectively the same thing sung in two different languages,
they are still both relevant parts of the Laibach manifesto and both deserve to make it in.
Getting seriously old school now, we get ‘Die Liebe’ (one of the first songs that resembles
the band we know today), plus ‘Panorama’ from the same album.

Now we get two songs from the very first Laibach album, released in 1985, when they
were still recording in their native tongue (as opposed to their subsequent use of English
and German). ‘Drzava’ sounds rather confused and cluttered compared with the rest of
the material here, whilst ‘Brat Moj’ sounds a little underdeveloped and probably needs a
translation of the spoken word portion to make sense. We end with the one completely
new song on the album (every hits collection has one), namely a cover of Nana
Mouskouri’'s ‘Mama Leone’ — and against the run of form regarding retrospective ‘bonus’
tracks, this thing actually justifies purchase of the compilation on it’s on. It's a delicate little
thing, with spoken male and sung female vocals. | can’t describe exactly what goes on
here in advance — it show a more restrained face of Laibach that indicates that behind all
the OTT cover versions, there is a very serious group that makes valid and thought
provoking music.

Now we get to the remix disc. Most of these mixes have previously appeared on singles,
though some are here for the first time. For the most part, these mixes are likely to appeal
more to fans of the remixing bands than Laibach. Ben Watkins contributes to three mixes
(one as Juno Reactor, another two with Nick Burton), of which two will appeal more to the
dance fraternity than the hard core Laibach fanbase, though the ‘Diabolig’ mix of ‘God Is
God’ retains at least some of the brute force of the original, even if little of the song
remains. Other remixes, such as the two Random Logic mixes and Ultraviolence’s take on
‘War’ rip the originals to shreds, turning the militant stomp of the originals into minimal
techno and gabba respectively.
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Some of the mixes are interesting, though — Daniel Miller's ‘Kraftbach’ mix (a mix which
seems to borrow elements from a number of different songs) goes for an interesting mix of
Laibach elements with Trans-Europe Express style programming. Mark Stent’s techno
mix of ‘Final Countdown’ is quite enjoyable and easily recognisable for what it is, whilst the
‘Late Night’ mix of ‘Wirtschatft Ist Tot” gives new life to the ageing original. iTurk’s remix of
‘WAT tries very hard, but just misses the mark in terms of capturing the power and
grandeur of the original. The rest | can take or leave — remix CD’s are often like that.

It's questionable whether this is really necessary purchase for Laibach’s existing fanbase,
as most of them will have these songs in their collection already — the new ‘Das Spiel Ist
Aus’ was released on single just prior to this collection coming out, so you’re only really
paying for ‘Mama Leone’, and maybe some of the older material if you haven’t been that
meticulous with your collecting. That said, that one bonus track plus a bunch of favourites
back to back might just make it worthwhile, and if you haven’t yet checked out Laibach,
this collection is actually a fairly good starting point.

Laibach — Volk (2006)

Having made a brief return to writing their own material on ‘WAT’, Laibach are doing what
they’re best known for — creating extravagantly reworked versions of other people’s music.
And what better ‘people’s music’ to adapt than national anthems? On this occasion,
they’ve teamed up with fellow Slovenian act ‘Silence’ to record the bulk of the material, as
well as bringing in a number of guest singers musicians where needed. The anthems
adapted are not necessarily the current ones — for example, ‘God Save The Queen’ is (just
about) recognisable in ‘Anglia’, but the tune used to represent ‘Das Lied der Deutschen’
dates back to the days of the Weimar republic.

The result of all this is an album that combines elements of folk, classical music, minimal
techno, the occasional bit of militant bombast (this IS Laibach we’re talking about!). This all
underpins the contrasting vocal styles of Milan Fras’ trademark growl (often used to
comment on a particular countries foreign policy rather than sing the anthem) and the
higher-pitched tones of Boris Benko, often verging on the falsetto, with a third vocalist
often brought in to add a hint of the individual countries native tongue. It's a hugely
optimistic combination of different styles and musicology. Unfortunately, it only chmaltz
on occasion.

The most successful adaptations are ‘Anglia’ and ‘Espana’, simply due to the way all
contributing musicians get fairly close to uniting the disparate musical elements into
cohesive compositions that sound in some way related to the band named on the sleeve —
the childrens choir on ‘Rossiya’ is also touching in it's own way. Other adaptions don’t
work quite as well, often sounding like two almost-but-not-quite related pieces of music
joined to form one track, whilst a few (such as Yisra’el) seem more concerned with social
commentary than delivering a cohesive tune, meandering rather than building to any kind
of climax. It's a patchy release, overall, only occasionally achieving what it set out to do.

Oh, and in case your were wondering, the anthem of the NSK is present — though in reality
it's a reprise of ‘The Great Seal’ from the Opus Dei album given the ‘old crackly record’
treatment. So now you know.

L’ame Immortelle — Lieder die wie Wunden Bluten (1997)

The first L'ame Immortelle album is generally indicative of what was to come later, with it’s
combination of industrial, darkwave and classical elements, even though their potential
was not completely realised at the outset. Their first great song ‘Life Will Never Be The
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Same Again’ is the obvious highlight — a sombre piano ballad with Sonja’s vocals soaring
over everything, a genuine case of the right singer finding the right song.

Elsewhere, they explore more industrial territories with songs like ‘Winter of My Soul’, the
militant beat of ‘Crimson Skies’ and the anti-war sentiments of ‘Brother Against Brother’,
Thomas Rainer adopting a distorted rasp as his chosen vocal style at this stage of his
career, with the two contrasting styles meeting in ‘Figure in the Mirror’ and in more
disconcerting fashion on ‘Into Thy Gentle Embrace’. The rest of the album is mixed to say
the least, with a few listenable but not exceptionally memorable instrumentals and the
over-indulgent spoken-word experimentation of the title track.

L’ame Immortelle — In einer Zukunft aus Tranen und Stahl (1998)

The presence of a Funker Vogt remix gives a pretty good clue as to how this album differs
from the first one — the industrial portion of their sound has been upped substantially
compared with the predecessor. Even deceptively gentle tracks like ‘Will You?’ offer
merely a fleeting few moments of atmospherics before the crunchy beats and throbbing
electronics kick in. It’s clear however that this was not the ultimate direction for the project,
Thomas and Hannes proving to be reasonably proficient at producing seething electro-
industrial without having the ultimate spark of greatness.

The emotional side of the music isn’t totally lost, however — Sonja’s efforts behind the mic
keeping this side of the trio’s sound very much alive. Her performance on ‘Bitterkeit’ is
easily the most enduring moment on the album, with her renditions Marston’s ‘To
Everlasting Oblivion’ and Housman'’s ‘The Immortal Part’ also for the most part successful.
The dual-vocal ‘Love Is Lost’ also works better than it's equivalents on the last album.
Generally this album is improvement on the last due to it’'s more assured musical direction
and a greater proportion of actual songs rather than mere ‘pieces of music’. There was just
a little more musical development needed.

L’ame Immortelle — Wenn der Letzte Schatten Fallt (1999)

Astounding third album from L’ame Immortelle. Thomas now sings as well as shouts, and
whilst his voice isn’t as subtle and versatile as Sonja’s, it’s still a significant development,

as this album starts to see L’ame Immortelle move away from the harsh electro-industrial

textures of ‘In Einer Zukunft’ (though they still appear on occasion, their impact enhanced
as a result) and introduce some synth-poppier elements to their sound. And the result is a
varied, dynamic album which never gets dull.

Following the instrumental opener, the spiralling, dual-vocal ‘Gefallen’ and the Thomas-
sung ‘Changes’ begin the proof that this outfit can work their songwriting mastery over an
entire album rather than a single stand-out song. And it doesn’t let up — the piano ballad
‘Another Day’, the tense melancholy electro-goth of ‘Stern’ (a personal favourite) and the
towering anthem ‘At The End’ all indicative of the extent this band developed since their
debut. Darkwave rarely gets much better than this.

L’ame Immortelle — Dann Habe Ich Umsonst Gelebt (2001)

A concept album built round the story of a terminally ill man awaiting his fast approaching
demise, as well as the first L’ame Immortelle output to incorporate live strings and guitars,
though the overall feel of the album is otherwise similar to ‘Wenn Der Letzte Schatten Fallt’,
with the two lead singles (a L’ame first), the Sonja-sung ‘Judgement’ and the harder, faster
‘Epitaph’ reminiscent of the last album. It’s only after these two songs are out of the way
that the revised style is apparent — ‘Rearranging’ reworks ‘Changes’ into a more grandiose,
classically-styled piece, whilst ‘Licht und Schatten’ sees a more sedate (but not particularly
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dynamic) take on the alternating vocal concept they’ve been working with since they first
formed.

‘Was Halt mich noch hier?’ sees the first power chord action on a L’ame album, even
though their still clearly learning how best to incorporate such sounds into the mix. The
later tracks on the album are strong individually, but they don’t seem to hang together well
as the concept album which they were part — ‘Forgive Me’ is a reasonable Thomas-sung
piece of dark-wave-pop, whilst ‘Leaving’ goes for a simultaneous vocal which fails to really
convey the sentiments of a dying man musically even it does so lyrically. It's only on the
final string-based ‘Dead Actors Requiem’ that we feel a genuine sense of loss, with a well-
placed ‘live band’ remake of ‘Life Will Never Be The Same Again’ (with LAM’s Sean
Brennan on guest vocals) a fitting coda — a strong conclusion to an album that clearly tries
hard and succeeds in places, but doesn’t always pull on the heartstrings in the way it
clearly wants to.

L’ame Immortelle — Als Die Liebe Starb (2003)

This album is devoted to a clearly traumatic collapse of a relationship, every lyric (be they
German or English) laced with a feeling of loss, confusion or anger over how and why
things went wrong. Shifts in L’ame Immortelle line-up see Hannes leaving the band
(contributing to only two songs before his exit) and guitarist Ashley Dayour join. These
staff turnover issues do indeed bring changes to the sound, with the guitars more apparent
than ever before, the live strings still in evidence, though despite this, the results are solid
rather than spectacular.

‘Tiefster Winter’ and ‘Have | Ever?’ are both vintage L’ame Immortelle with the guitars
slotting into the mix better than the rather half-hearted attempt on ‘Dann Habe Ich...". After
these, however, the songwriting begins to lose direction — there’s nothing actually wrong
with the songs, but only the guitar-heavy ‘Aus den Ruinen’ and the bitchy ‘Betrayal’ do
anything other than drift past in a competent but slightly miserable, pedestrian manner. It's
still clear here that the band were seeking a new direction post-Hannes, but this still bears
all the hallmarks of a ‘transition’ album, albeit one with just enough good songs to save it
from oblivion.

L’ame Immortelle — Gezeiten (2004)

L’ame Immortelle finally embrace the full potential of guitar rock, with the results being one
of their most dynamic albums in years. It's not quite as subtle or intricate as earlier works,
but it’s an engaging listen nonetheless, with Sonja and Thomas still able to work their
magic with a full band line-up, particularly with anthems like ‘5 Jahre’, ‘Stumme Schreie’
and ‘Rain’, all of which manage to transfer the spirit of L’ame Immortelle project to a rock
context without letting either the guitar or synth elements dominate.

They also manage to pull off the new style on slower songs ‘Fallen Angel’ and ‘Ohne Dich’,
both carried off without any of that unnecessary sentimentality so often heard on such
tunes. The only completely electronic track is ‘Kingdom, a synth-poppy piece that seems
rather insipid compared with the tracks that surround it. That and a few over-I lyrics are the
only real flaws in what is otherwise an exciting new direction for what must now be
Austria’s No.1 musical export.

L’ame Immortelle — Auf Deinen Schwingen (2006)

This album is the second L’ame Immortelle to offer a predominantly rock sound (in fact
even more so than last time), but unlike ‘Gezeiten’, this direction no longer seems to be a
promising new avenue of stylistic development. Recorded with a large number of session
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musicians, this album indicates that Thomas and Sonja are finally at a loss for fresh ideas.
It's very hard for a bona-fide rock band to achieve greatness with vocalists, a keyboard
player and a bunch of hired hands, no matter how competent musicians they might be. It’s
a remarkably frustrating album to listen to (and even more so to review) — recognisable as
the band named on the CD, but mysteriously doing nothing to so much approach the
heights of previous works.

Take ‘Phonix’ for example — a creepy music-box and vixen-like vocal from Sonja opens
things up, with the song reaching it’s climax with some rattling guitar virtuosity. None of
this actually makes the song a good one. Other elements, such as the vocal harmonies
and symphonics on ‘Sometime Love Is Not Enough’, are impressive on a technical level
but somehow the whole doesn’t transcend the some of the parts. Elsewhere, such as ‘Nur
Du’ and (on the premium edition only) ‘Bis ans End der Zeit’, they offer a more
straightforward indie rock sound — reasonable for the genre but no more than that, whilst a
large number of other songs (especially those sung by Thomas) tend towards the
Germanic school of industrial rock pioneered by their mates over at ‘Oomph?’, though
much of the aggression sounds forced.

One way or another, if this direction is ever going to go anywhere, Thomas really needs to
recruit some full-time members who really know how to write rock songs, as what’s on
offer here, whilst competent musically, lacks the sensitivity of earlier works, and neither are
they showing any signs that they could be Austria’s answer to Rammestein et al.

L’ame Immortelle — Momente (2012)

For a while, | never thought I'd hear from this project again. Following their misguided
move into guitar rock, it had begun to seem as if L’ame Immortelle had descended into
terminal decline, with founding members Thomas Rainer and Sonja Kraushofer seemingly
more interested in their side-projects than their original band. Their last album, 2008’s
‘Namenlos’ seemed like a self-conscious attempt at recapturing their electronic sound of
times past, and for a while, it seemed like the bands ‘immortal soul’, well, wasn’t!

But from out of nowhere, a new album has appeared, and this time it's clear that they’ve
really put some real effort in. The album opens with the spoken-word ‘L'Etang Malo’, a 19t
Century text by French poet Theodore de Banville accompanied by melancholy strings, a
suitably high-brow precursor to the album itself. Elaborate, poetic compositions such as
‘No Goodbye’ and ‘Wie Tranen Im Regen’ in particular show clear influence from Sonja’s
Persephone work, the structural complexity a clear step up from what has come before.

Yet between them we get the Thomas-sung ‘Absolution’, a more straightforward darkwave
pop track, yet one that showcases a singer finally learning not to belt out the words as loud
as possible (save it for Nachtmabhr!). The now-I ‘woman sings-man shouts’ technique does
still appear on occasion, and ‘Banish’ will please fans of the bands’ 1990s era when they
dished up this kind of tune several times per aloum. The other L’ame stylistic standby
(Sonja singing a piano ballad) crops up a couple of times towards the album’s conclusion.
‘Why Can’t | Make You Feel’ is clearly the stronger of the two, the album closer ‘Hold Me’
taking too long to achieve anything of note.

Guitars do still appear on a few tracks (‘Empty’, ‘Demons Be Gone’ and ‘Dort Draussen’)
but only occasionally do they venture from the bottom-end enhancing grind that features
so often in this genre (and bludgeoned much of the life out of their 2006 ‘Auf Deinen
Schwingen’ album). To be honest, the power chords work better now that they’ve been
demoted to a supporting role, and hence are once again a welcome part of the L’ame
sound. It’s just that it would have been nice to hear some more virtuosity, given the
progression heard in the other elements of their style
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And despite finding their musical touch again, there’s still something intangible missing
from this album. Despite the musicianship at work, the album still lacks something
equalling the soaring crescendo of ‘Bitterkeit’, the instant-appeal synth pulse of ‘Changes’
or the lullaby simplicity of ‘Stern’. It's almost as though having reached the age of consent
(L’Ame Immortelle are now 16 years old), their full ‘maturity of sound’ came at the cost of
their youthful innocence. That said, this is still a strong release, not quite the full ‘return to
glory’ that was hoped for, but certainly the best we’ve heard from Thomas and Sonja for
quite some time.

L’ame Immortelle — Zweilicht (2002)

Primarily intended a remix offshoot from ‘Dann Habe Ich..’, ‘Zweilicht’ doubles as a record
of the tour behind the album, with a CD ROM video featuring both live performances and
backstage footage. The remix disc contains a new version of all bar one of the original
albums tracks, plus the B-side ‘The Truth Behind’, and is particular interest due to the
varied cast of remixer — serial scene rework names Assemblage 23 and Lights of Euphoria
appearing alongside less-expected choices Faith and The Muse and The Protagonist as
well as power noise acts such as Sonar and MS Gentur.

The results are mixed to say the least — Faith and The Muse (remixing ‘Judgement’) and
ASP (taking on ‘Rearranging’) both put in strong mixes that essentially capture the song in
their own individual styles, whilst Lights of Euphoria’s remix is good in a club-friendly
sense. The industrial/power noise mixes tend to knock most of the life out of the original
songs, with PzychoBitch’s version of ‘Leaving’ the ‘least worst’ in that sense.

The CD ROM portion of the album takes live footage from two L’ame Immortelle shows in
Germany that formed part of the ‘Embraced In Twilight’ tour in 2001, adding backstage
clips to form an hour-long show. Unfortunately, the video quality isn’t great with quite a
small picture, although it’s worth watch to see the band play with a live string section (a
practise now discontinued). As a package, the set is probably the least essential item in
the bands whole backcatalogue — a better live set has since been released, and only a few
of the remixes have any staying power.

L’ame Immortelle — Seelensturm (2003)

A collection of unreleased songs and demo version, mostly from the early years of the
band’s existence, though a few recent remixes are also included. It will thus be of interest
mainly to those people who wished they’d never moved on from the electro-
industrial/darkwave crossover prevalent on their earlier albums. Demo versions of ‘Winter
of my Soul’ and ‘Ich Gab Dir Alles’ generally follow the same path as the final aloum cuts,
whilst the unreleased tracks from 1996 are similar their contemporaries on ‘Lieder Die Wie
Wunden Bluten’.

The rare tracks ‘Silver Rain’ & ‘Echoes’ are welcome inclusions, as is a piano version of
‘Bitterkeit’, though the lack of the original version of ‘In The Heart of Europe’ is an
unfortunate omission. The remixes of ‘Forgive Me’ and ‘Tiefster Winter’ are OK but nothing
ground-breaking. As it’s not really a completion of anything musical, it’'s not exactly an
essential addition to your L’ame Immortelle collection, though collectors will be interested
in the limited edition version, contained within a book containing every lyrics and poem
written by Thomas Rainer.

Les Anges De La Nuit — Ruins Of Victory (2005)

Hooray! Another trance/synth-pop inspired danceathon! Hailing from Fort Lauderdale, this
newly-signed three piece serve up epic trance sounds coiled round a visionary songwriting
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style. Get ready to light those glowsticks and wave your hands in the air, because this
thing is going to get those Slimelight dancefloors heaving come Saturday night. Only |
won'’t be joining you. Because, dear reader, I'm really, really sick to death of this kind of
thing. The album calls itself ‘Ruins of Victory’, and I’'m sorely tempted to append it with ‘Not
Vengeance’. Because whilst VNV themselves have moved on, there seems to be no
shortage of bands content to pick up the pieces and milk what'’s left of the future pop
scene dry.

Come to think of it, some of them are quite good at it. Just listen to Pride & Fall — an
exercise in how to write a decent album despite a lack of any truly original ideas. Icon of
Coil are holding their own after three albums. Angels & Agony and Assemblage 23 have
both been at it for a while, too — admittedly both acts seems to be on the decline, but
there’s still the occasional anthem of note emerging. Which leads me nicely onto this
album, the debut effort from what might be termed the 3™ Generation of Future Pop.
Reading through the Infacted label write-up, you’d be mistaken in thinking that you were
onto The Next Big Thing. Yet despite listening to the thing several times over, | really can’t
see what all the fuss is about.

The album opens up with the moody choirs and storm samples of “The Apocalypse’,

before the Access-school lead and hard, stompy four-beat appear almost on cue, followed
by the morose lyricisms of a man who seems to be singing about the end of time, but

really doesn’t seem all that bothered about it. And there’s the problem — even if they are
putting in stacks of effort and emotion, it’s all sounding a bit ordinary. Following this is the
uptempo ‘Banish’ me, nondescript barring the first appearance of the ‘breakdown’ dynamic,
which zooms past so quickly that it fails to serve it’s purpose of getting everyone to stop
and wave their hands before going nuts when the beat kicks in again.

‘Forever and a Day’ next — a synth-poppy one, relatively accomplished in a technical
sense, but the whole thing sounds too much like something from an Iris album to really
strike a chord with me. If you ARE a big-time lIris fan, however, there’s a pretty good
chance you’ll really get into this one, as long as you can stand the overly-sugary lyrics. It's
after this that the album really nosedives, however, with the long, tedious ‘Translucent
Minds’, all throbbing synths, flying strings and the dullest, most repetitive set of lyrics I've
heard in years. Things don’t improve for ‘In The Worst Time’, vocals unnecessary hidden
by perfunctory effects, whilst instrumentally it’s a straight run through all the chmalt.

‘Promise’ starts of like it's going to build into this huge floorfilling anthem, but it never
seems to want to fulfil it’s early promise, sounding as pedestrian as the five tracks that
came before. ‘Mystic Places’ is a slight improvement, more successful melodically but
spoiled by clumsy beat distortion which makes the kick drum sound like it’s half-buried in
jelly. Then comes ‘Lost Forever’, slightly techno hint on the drum programming, but
otherwise nothing of interest. The penultimate song is ‘I Find Myself’, one of the strongest
songs instrumentally, showing more dynamism than previously, but the song is weak,
meandering rather than progressing. The album ends with a listenable but otherwise
forgettable trance instrumental ‘Reborn’.

I've actually seen this album get a few good preliminary reviews. And in some respects, it
does offer many people what they want to hear. But I've heard this style of music carried
off so much better by so many other acts. The anthemics of Pride & Fall, the underlying
anger of Icon of Coil or clever production methodologies of Seabound just aren’t here, and
none of those three bands ever produced truly great alboums. Good albums, just not great
ones. And this album seems to be inferior to these by quite some ways. The songwriting
style doesn't click, the synths are a real heard-it-all-before affair and the hooks just aren’t
hooky. So as far as I’'m concerned, it's a bit of a failure all round.
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Mari Chrome — Georgy #11811

Mari Chrome sees the return of singer Marion Kiichenmeister, former singer for the late
80’s / early 90’s German new wave act Invisible Limits. Teaming up with musician Kai Otte
and producer John Fryer (you can Google for his credits, too many to list here), the stage
is set for a quality comeback album, billed by Alfa-Matrix as “a fresh mixture of solid EBM,
melodic trance synths, dark atmospheres and strong emotional vocals”. And yes, I'm a
sucker for all the above.

The opening song “Here | Am” does indeed deliver exactly what the label promo says it
would — a solid, mid-tempo pop song with a raucous synth melody providing a well-
executed contrast to Mari’s vocals, layered in places to bring a real richness to the sound.
“The Seeker” takes the tempo up a level, bringing the inevitable shuffle rhythm that
appears at least once on every album in this genre, but it always welcome in moderation
and here is no exception. The real stand-out track of the album is up next — “Toxic”. |
thought they’d stopped making futurepop, but all the elements are here — punchy beats,
synth arps, flying strings and a huge chorus. Definitely the track of choice for club play.

Having won the audience over, they then curve-ball us with a tranced-up cover of The
Cure’s “A Forest”. There’s a lot of 80’s standards just ripe for a modern-day dancefloor
remake, but I've never thought Cure songs should really feature on this list. Surely they’re
nothing without the claustrophobic production and Robert Smith’s anguish? Well, Mari
Chrome do indeed drive a tank through the spirit of the original, but they do replace it with
a surprisingly entertaining romp, all throbbing synths and poppy vox, thus disproving my
theory that Cure songs are impossible to cover well.

They couldn’t keep the energy level up for long, and “Without You” shows the first real
signs of weakness. There may be a pretty chord progression and a memorable chorus, but
the song as a whole struggles to maintain interest throughout, sounding cluttered in places.
There then come a diversion to Mari’s native German tongue on “Nie Wieder”, but the
language switch doesn’t hide the songs otherwise pedestrian nature. Play some synth,

sing some words, move on. Nothing to see (or rather hear) here. “Come Closer” as a more
seductive, feel about it, with the breathy chorus working well.

It's certainly more distinctive than “Welcome Home”, which just repeats everything we've
heard so far, a melodic chorus the only vaguely notable feature in a track that otherwise
bears all the hallmarks of an album filler. The album’s second cover version follows, this
time taking on “Blue Monday”. Unlike “A Forest”, you’d actually expect an uptempo take on
New Order’s signature tune to work, and hence it came as something of a surprise to hear
a more sedate, piano-driven remake. I’'m not complaining — “Blue Monday” is one of the
most overplayed songs (in any form) in our scene, second only to “Enjoy The Silence”, so
it's a welcome change to hear any band attempt to deliver a new twist on a overplayed
standard like this.

Penultimate song “Running Wild” throws in a lot of energy, but | don’t know what it’s trying
to achieve. “Come With Me” ends the album, and it’s another so-so track, indicative of an
album that started strongly but lost some of it's sparkle towards the end. Being Alfa Matrix,
there is a limited edition version available with a remix disc (not included with the review
copy), though looking up the tracklist reveals plenty of remixes of “Here | Am” and “Toxic”
(the better songs), but also of “Running Wild” and “Come With Me” (which is more
surprising). It's a pity no-one go a chance to rework “The Seeker”, a prime candidate for a
full-on, glowstick-waving, Kann-I-Zee-Yor-Handz anthem conversion.

It’s still an album with several strong songs, and hence will be of interest to both fans of
the genre as well as those of you who remember Invisible Limits in their original form. A
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final note about John Fryer’s production. He’s resisted the temptation to make a polished,
airbrushed production, and hence the album has a slightly rougher feel to it, not unlike
Ashbury Heights ‘Take Cair Paramour’. This is a welcome move — whilst the album is
unsubtle in places, it ultimately has more impact.

Mari Chrome — Toxic EP (2012)

| was pleased to find that the latest digi-single release from Mari Chrome’s debut album
was “Toxic”. Of all the tracks | heard on the album, this was the one that shouted
‘“ANTHEM!” to my DJ-attuned ears. Recognising that their biggest potential audience is in
their homeland, they’ve recorded a German version of the vocal, unsurprisingly titled
“Toxisch”, and also delivered a remix, to which both versions of the lyrics have been
applied. Or in other words, from one new vocal take and one remix, they’ve spun out a 4-
track EP. Could have been worse, | guess. They could have dumped a couple of
“‘instrumental” versions to up the track count a couple more.

The German version of the song sounds good enough. There’s no impression that the
song has been forced into a new language against it’s will, despite the syllable count
varying at times. But have we been treated to anything special? No. The “Alternate” remix |
found to be quite disappointing. Despite the introduction of an EBM style bassline and
some rock dynamics, the resulting mix just doesn’t have the impact of the original. In
particular, the magic of the chorus is simply buried too deeply in amongst all the new
sounds introduced. Songs like this can sink or swim on the back of a single decent hook,
but this is more “bore us” than “chorus”, more “filler” than “killer”. They’ve killed off the best
bit of the song.

My final mark for this release does not represent my respect for the original version of the
song, which would have scored a 7 or 8 on it’s own. In these days of pay-per-track
downloads on Bandcamp, there’s no need to pay four times (actually, it works out a Euro
off if you have to buy the whole thing) for what is ultimately one song. The album version is
all you need.

Marilyn Manson — Portrait Of An American Family (1994)

All superstars have to start somewhere, and in the case of Mr.Manson it was here, with
this 13-track collection of perverted shock-rock, a combination of rock excess and
industrial metal grit, with big, stompy beats, grinding guitars and cartoonish keyboards,
with Manson snarling authoritatively as the ringmaster in this most depraved of circuses.
The growth of Manson’s songwriting maturity since his ‘Spooky Kids’ era is apparent on
songs such as the opening all-American rant of ‘Cake and Sodomy’ and the Willy Wonka
inspired ‘Dope Hat’, complete with horror-movie style theremin.

Even older tracks like ‘Dogma’ and the Charles Manson inspired ‘My Monkey’ gain new
levels of vitality from Trent Reznor’s production influence, with ‘Lunchbox’ becoming the
anthem for every bullied child who'd harboured dreams of smashing their nemeses brains
out. A couple of songs (‘Sweet Tooth’ & ‘Wrapped in Plastic’) fall short of the mark despite
this, but it's nothing unforgivable by debut album standards.

Marilyn Manson — Antichrist Superstar (1996)

‘Antichrist Superstar’ is a rarity amongst albums — a cohesive concept album comprised
almost entirely of songs that still stand up strongly on their own strengths. It's an
autobiographical epic , divided into three ‘Cycles’, charting Brian Warners rise from
obscurity to become Marilyn Manson — Antichrist Superstar. The last Marilyn Manson
release to be produced by Trent Reznor, his skills at the mixing desk offering a blend of
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heavily processed guitars, distorted electronics and bizarre audio effects whose intricacy
only become apparent upon multiple listens. The stylistic range of the album is impressive
to say the — the full-throttle industrial metal in the form of ‘Irresponsible Hate Anthem’ and
‘Little Horn’, the twisted complexity of ‘Deformography’ and ‘Kinderfled, the mantra-like
‘Cryptochid’, not forgetting the crossover anthem ‘The Beautiful People’.

It's only when the album reaches its third and final cycle that the true scale of the project
becomes apparent — the Nazi-rally dynamics of ‘Antichrist Superstar’, the anti-everything
blast ‘1996’ and then the slow descent into oblivion of ‘The Minute of Decay’, halted in
dramatic fashion by ‘The Reflecting God’, the all-encompassing Satanic hymn that serves
as the albums climax, with the resigned gloom ‘Man That You Fear’ a fitting coda to an
album which takes the listener on a roller-coaster ride though the rise to fame of one of
America’s most notorious anti-heroes, finishing with the ultimate cautionary tale for anyone
dreaming of stardom — ‘When all of your wishes are granted, many of your dreams will be
destroyed'.

Marilyn Manson — Mechanical Animals (1998)

A radical diversion for the third album, dumping Reznor and his industrial dystopias in
favour of a cleaner, Bowie-esque ‘androgynous alien’ glam-rock concept, based around
the twin characters Alpha and Omega. And oddly enough, they seem able to carry off this
new direction with apparent ease. From the chmaltzy beauty of opening track ‘Great
Big White World’ to the numbing resignation of coda ‘Coma White’, Manson and co
examine the life-sapping realities of drug use, emotional (dis)attachment and our
increasingly colourless, uniform society from the point of view of ‘a man who fell to earth’
(there’s Bowie again).

A Mansonesque take on glam-rock can be found as early as track 2 — ‘The Dope Show’,
whilst anyone looking for the sleazy alternative metal need look no futher than ‘Rock Is
Dead’. Other highlights include the acoustic guitar and vocoder on ‘The Speed of Pain’
(easily one of this act’'s most beautiful creations), the 70s funk of ‘I Don'’t Like The Drugs
(But The Drugs Like Me)’ and the foul-mouthed carnal desire of ‘User Friendly’, not to
mention the last-hope-for-salvation expanse of ‘The Last Day On Earth’. It seems like even
without Reznors NINfluence, an second concept piece was not out of the question, even if
they had to make substantial changes to their musical direction to achieve it.

Marilyn Manson — Holy Wood (2000)

The fourth full-length album from Marilyn Manson, a return in part to the abrasive industrial
metal sound of Antichrist Superstar, particularly on lead singles ‘Disposable Teens’ (which
is VERY reminiscent of ‘The Beautiful People’) and ‘The Fight Song’, It still bears the more
melodic subtleties of Mechanical Animals in places, most notably on ‘In The Shadow Of
The Valley Of Death’ and ‘A Place In The Dirt’, both of which are very reminiscent of the
‘Alpha’ tracks from the last album. The strongest song overall is the unusually melodic
‘The Nobodies’ — allegedly a Columbine tribute (allegedly as the same has been said of
‘Disposable Teens’), though the most profound lyrics can be found in ‘Lamb of God’ — a
critical looks at the concept of ‘matryrdom’ and the glorification of ‘celebrity’ deaths.

It's also the most ambitious Manson album to date in terms of scope — nineteen tracks
(with some versions adding a bonus track or two). This is also in some respects it's weak
point — the album just drags on for a little too long, lessening the impact of the later part of
the album. Regardless of the strengths of the actual songs , the magic touch that made the
last two albums so cohesively brilliant seems to have been lost — the last seven tracks
seem confused and directionless in particular, just alternating loud and quiet material until
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they run out of CD. That’s not to say it's a BAD album as it isn’t, it’s just with a little more
quality control it could have been better still.

Marilyn Manson — The Golden Age Of Grotesque (2003)

Marilyn Manson returns with the customary new image, going for a 30s Vaudeville/Berlin
‘Decadent’ style, which suits his pseudo-artistic demeanour perfectly. Songwriting and
production values remain strong, with Tim Skold replacing Twiggy Ramirez on bass, as
well as serving as co-producer (and making a v.good job of both roles). More importantly,
Mr.Manson has realised that he’s no longer in the critical limelight, and has taken the
opportunity to enjoy himself a little bit more than usual- mMOBSCENE shamelessly rips of
‘Faith No More’ and ‘This Is The New Shit’ is a hilariously over-the-top riposte to the so-
called originality of ‘artistic expression’, but it’'s hard not to get caught up in the frenzy of it
all.

‘Doll-Dagga-Buzz-Buzz-Ziggety-Zag’ keeps the momentum going, whilst sS(AINT) offers
some of Manson’s finest wordplay to date, a contrast to the unsubtle bludgeon of ‘Ka-
Boom Ka-Boom’ (yes, these songs titles ARE for real!). Once again, however, the album
seems to lose direction as it reaches it’s conclusion, all of the most memorable songs
concentrated into the first half. It’s still an improvement over the over-optimistic sprawl! of
‘Holy Wood’, and it’s encouraging to see that this band are still able to find ways of
sounding fresh and vital. It’s just their knack for creating consistent albums rather than
individual songs seems to have been lost somewhere.

Marilyn Manson — Smells Like Children (1995)

Partially a remix collection from ‘Portrait of an American Family’, partially a collection of
cover versions (including excellent versions of the Eurythmics ‘Sweet Dreams’ and Patti
Smiths ‘Rock and Roll Nigger’), and partially a collection of audio snippets from a variety of
sources. As ‘miscellany’ albums go, it’s not all that bad, though it isn’t really essential
either, unless you can’t get hold of the cover versions any other way, as the remixes vary
between ‘just about’ listenable’ and ‘good but not great’ and the soundbites cease being
funny after a few run-throughs.

Marilyn Manson — The Last Tour On Earth (1999)

There was clearly demand for a Marilyn Manson live album, if the number of bootlegs
floating around was anything to go by, and by 1999 they finally succumbed and released a
set from ‘The Last Tour On Earth’ (promoting ‘Mechanical Animals’). It may not have been
a substitute for the real thing, but it least offered those unable to make the live shows a
flavour of what the band sound like live, with a number of tracks (including ‘The Reflecting
God’ and the extended length ‘Lunchbox’) taking on an extra level of bite in their live
incarnations, whilst the acoustic version of ‘The Last Day On Earth’ provides an
unexpectedly laid-back finale.

Marilyn Manson — Lest We Forget: Best Of (2004)

There are no real surprises on this ‘Best Of comp — just a lot of good songs. Even the
token ‘new’ song is a predictable cover of ‘Personal Jesus’. All your favourite sleazy, sub-
gothic anthems are much in evidence however, with no really critical omissions. The album
thus provides a decent introduction to the world of Marilyn Manson for anyone who’s been
holded up in a monastery for the last decade — the profile he has in the media does limit
the usefulness of the audio portion of this package however, simply due to how well known
these songs already are.
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| do however strongly recommend existing fans to seek out the limited version with the
DVD. It contains 20 of the bands promo videos, including a number of songs that didn’t
make the audio disc and some clips that were never widely played on the networks.
Marilyn Manson makes no secret that his art extends beyond the boundaries of music, and
each of these videos shows a different facet of his depraved creativity at work.

Megaherz — Loblieder (2010)

| don’t remember hearing many Megaherz remixes over the years, and having gone to the
effort of acquiring their entire backcatalogue, that’s actually something of a surprise. For
those of you who don’t know, Megaherz are one of the open secrets of the NDH scene — If
you live outside of Germany, you’d be hard pushed to learn of their existence unless you:

H) Frequent the file sharing networks, and acquired some mysterious Rammestein track
called ‘Gott Sein’. Only to realise several years later that it’'s no da ‘Stein after all
but actually a band called ‘Megaherz’

OR
b) Frequent sites like this one. Because I'm here to discover this kind of thing for you.

Anyway, they’ve made up for a historic lack of third-party reworks by dishing out a double
CD collection of the things. A quick scan of the track list indicates one CD of EBM/electro-
industrial remixers and a second predominantly consisting of various Germanic
darkwavel/industrial rock projects. The songs had for the most part never previously seen
remix treatment, thus offering a blank slate for all participants. All the ingredients are there.
Which makes it harder to cope with the fact that This Really Didn’t Work Out As Planned.

Let’s take a look at the first disc. Die Krupps and Gerrit Thomas (Funker Vogt) take on
‘Ebenbild’ and ‘Heuchler’ respectively, and both make a pretty good job of giving the
parent track some real electronic backbone. But the reality is that they simply could not
have failed — despite their instrumental differences, the two project share aesthetic

chmaltzy with Megaherz in that they’re all chmaltz, masculine, mid-tempo
Germanic industrial bands. Compare this with the perfunctory efforts of Suicide
Commando, Agonoize and Grendel, who simply apply their harsh aggrotech sound
palettes to songs that were never designed for them. It's not that the remixes are BAD, it’s
just there’s no real value-added. It's all so workmanlike.

Rotersand are all at sea with ‘L’adventure’, sounding for all the world like one of those
mainstream dance DJs who remix rock tracks for CD single B-sides in exchange for bit of
pocket money. It doesn’t matter if the mix is any good, the name will sell it! Oh, and |
have no idea what Covenant were thinking when then took on ‘Fauler Zauber’ but the mix
provided here seems to indicate a complete lack of any real feel for how to remix songs
like this. Heimataerde get three mixes, but only one of them (‘Heuchler’) really captures
the electro-medieval feel of project and applies it to the original song. Sara Noxx at least
puts in a decent mix of ‘Beiss Mich’ — | never cared much for the original but at least here
the combination of a simple-but-effective chord progression and added backing vocals
works well and doesn’t outstay it's welcome.

Things get more interesting when we move away from the EBM remixes, though it’s
perhaps notable that the most notable track on the whole album is not a remix but actually
a full-on cover version. Mono Inc. produce a melodic take on ‘Herzblut’ — what it loses in
intensity it gains in accessibility and tunefulness. It's certainly better than Apron’s mix of
the same song, which Kills off everything that was good about the original and makes it
sound like an album filler from a Korn-wannabe nu-metal band. There are also passable
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remixes of ‘Heuchler’ (by Steinkind), Allees Nur Lige (by Letzte Instanz) and Teufel (by
Seelenzorn), all of whom just shift the original slightly towards a different brand of
Germanic metal. Listenable, but | didn’t find myself aching for a second listen.

Somebody obviously thought it was a good idea to get Qntal to do a mix. Their harp-
driven take on ‘Augenblick’ is surprisingly easy on the ear, layering the vocals carefully
and underpinning the track with a gently pulsating electronic backbone, even if the mix as
a whole simply indicates Qntal played a difficult hand quite well. ‘Staubkind’ includes two
minimal recreations of 5. M&rz — a solo piano version and another featuring minimal
orchestration, a radical move that actually seems to add new purpose to the original song.
There is also a 8 minute 39 second version of ‘Die Tier’ by one Christian Prommer which
seems to be rooted in Detroit techno, but | think we can skip that one as a bad joke.

| think what gets me is that not only have the wrong songs been picked, but the wrong
remixes were chosen for those that were. Why didn’t we get a rework of ‘Tanz Auf Dem
Vulkan’? The shredded guitar and descending synth line were just aching for one of the
Out Of Line brigade to take and give the full-on Oontz treatment. Why weren’t any more
of the old-school-EBM revival brigade brought on board, given that NDHs innovator
(Oomph!) started out in the style? The collection is not a disaster as it does have some
ingenious takes on the original versions, but having gone to the effort of ordering this
release from Germany with the £-€ rate still under 1.2 (the threshold it needs to pass
before | go back to the country), | was hoping for so much more.

Mesh — We Colide (2006)

Mesh return with their first studio album in almost four years. There’s been a few
developments to their sound, but essentially it’s still the same three-piece synth-pop
combo who do the angsty, post-Mode electro-mope better than anyone else. Mark
Hockings remains one of the genre’s best vocalists, and the degree of professionalism in
terms of production and execution is refreshing considering the generally poor quality of
synthpop emerging from both sides of the Atlantic lately (analogue revival is no excuse for
substandard quality control!). Lead single ‘Crash’ is the obvious floor-filler, the synth lead
and relatively forceful rhythm allowing the song to sit nicely along the EBM and future pop
hits of the moment.

Other likely stand-out tracks included opener ‘Open Up The Ground’ and ‘Step By Step’,
although it’s likely that each individual listener may well fall for whichever of the songs
bears a lyrics which best sums up a sentiment they share. A key change is the inclusion of
guitar on the majority of the songs, though they manage to combine the usual power-chord
rhythm-enhancement (‘This Is What You Wanted’ the most obvious example) with some
more melodic elements (Can You Mend Hearts?’). Generally, the album feels ‘harder’,
more aggressive than previous works, a stylistic shift that works well for them. The real
appeal of the album, however is in the quality of the source material — songs of betrayal,
break-ups and other facets of life in the real world rarely come any better than this.

Note: There is an limited edition version of this aloum with a bonus DVD, containing such
things as a ‘making of’ documentary, some promo video, live clips from 2003/4 and five
demo versions. A nice bonus — worth paying the mark-up for if you can lay your hands on
it.

mind.in.a.box — Retro (2010)

| write this review feeling like some kind of traitor. During the 1980s, | was an Atari XL/XE
man, through and through. The Crappydore 64 just didn’t feature. One things both
machines did have were highly capable soundchips. | have fond memories of taping my
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favourite computer themes to listen to away from the machine, and to this day | have a
Winamp plugin allowing me to listen to them on any of my machines. There seems to be a
lack of any producers willing to use a POKEY chip in the modern era and | don’t know why
— the cold, harsh square waves it produces would be a great building block for the cold,
harsh music | love to write about. It seems as though the C-64’s SID is the best I'm going
to get.

Necessity is the mother of invention, though, and one of the limitations of chip music was
the lack of notes that could be played simultaneously. Chords were thus played as
arpeggios and various tremolos and twiddly solos were programmed to compensate,
giving chip music it’s very ‘lively’ sound. Many have adapted it for the dancefloor in the
past, with varying degrees of success, and now it’s time for Mind.in.a.box to have a go.
It's the kind of concept you’'d expect from a project who have made something of a career
out of dreaming up concepts and then developing them across albums that ostensibly
contain electronic dance music.

And they can get the concept to work. ‘Last Ninja 3’ gets a hint of the grandiose
orchestration it would have the game been released several generations later. ‘Lightforce’,
which was not one of Rob Hubbards better tunes in it’s original form, gets transformed into
a near-8 minute extravaganza, with the main theme giving way to an extended length
synth lead, an indulgence few electronic musicians dare attempt these days (did Rick
Wakeman make the whole concept unfashionable?).

Another Hubbard classic, ‘The Last V8, is turned on it’s head, retaining the original
phrases of the original (as well as the ‘Return To Base Immediately’ sample), but adding
vocals and a completely new rhythm. There are some original compositions here — two
electropop style tributes to old-school technology entitled ‘8 Bits’ and ‘I Love 64’, both
equally as charming, both equally as reminiscent of Fairlight Children (the Apop offshoot
that released a whole album of songs in this approximate style some years ago).

But there is a problem here, and it’'s something that’s affected every Mind.in.a.box album
I've heard. Their tendency to take risks in terms of structure and concept might be
admirable from a creative point of view. Here the opposite occurs — on both Jeroen Tel's
‘Supremacy’ and their own ‘Mindkiller’ they don’t get adventurous enough, capturing little
of the chiptune favour — neither tune is all that memorable in it's own right, which ultimately
leaves us with a couple of generic four-beat set fillers.

Still, mixed results are better than no results, and at least Mind.in.a.box have attempted to
combine the primitive chip sounds with more contemporary electronic textures and
production styles, thus setting themselves aside from the pure-retro approach taken by the
likes of Welle:Erdball et al. This album will thus be of interest to the bands regular fan
base as well as a decent proportion of the chip music revival movement (must make it into
a genre one day), but | still think they could have picked some better core material to work
with. | reckon Rob Hubbard’s ‘Warhawk’ or ‘Sanxion’ themes are ripe for a modern-day
remake. Who’s up for a go at those ones, then?

Mindless Faith — Just Defy (2012)

This is the fifth aloum by the Baltimore-based project Mindless Faith. They style combines
various hard electronic influences with jagged guitar riffs, a combination that presents
them with a wide potential audience in the industrial scene, but also plenty of competition.
After all, the concept of reinforcing synthetic rhythms with some heavily-processed six-
string action is a concept that dates back to the birth of industrial music’s Golden Age in
the mid-to-late-80s. Anyone practising the style now needs to have some original ideas to
get any real attention. Fortunately, Mindless Faith have exactly that.
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Their stylistic trump card is best exemplified on the tracks “Next To Last”, “Over The Fence”
and “You Don’t Know”, where they build on the concept first crystallised on their 2004
‘Momentum’ album, a combination of uptempo kick drums, heavy psytrance influences,
driven forward by ceaseless guitar riffs. The vocals mostly consist of standard industrial-
scene gravel (there’s some occasional fem-vox backing), but there’s some neat turns of
phrase in their dismissive social commentary. Equal parts Chemlab and Infected
Mushroom, these tracks are a must for anyone who enjoys a hard, angry stomp on the
world’s darker dancefloors.

Another highlight is the “Let Us Prey” remix of Vultures, tightening up the rather cluttered
original song and giving it the full-on psy-industrial treatment described above.
“Corporati$m” takes the intensity level yet further, resembling a full-on industrial metaller at
times, though the calmer middle section provides a welcome relief from the ceaseless
axegrinding and vitriolic outbursts against rich people that dominate the majority of the
song.

| do feel that this project does seem to lose something whenever they let the tempos drop.
“No Saints Allowed” could be have a been a great slow, reflective track, but despite the
presence of multiple guitar lines (not all of them overdriven to speaker-splitting intensity
this time), the song is confused structurally, unable to transition cleanly between it’s loud
and quiet parts and often sounding overly swamped whenever the power chords kick in.
“‘Undone” is a slight improvement, but it still seems to drag when compared to the albums
undisputed floor fillers.

The remainder of the album sits between these extremes. “The Thirst” is a reasonable
attempt at a straight-forward industrial rocker, describing the perils of drug abuse, but the
throbbing basslines of “Love Is A Dirty Word” and “Mutually Assured Destruction” sound
somewhat workmanlike in comparison with the stronger material on offer here. There is
also an instrumental interlude “Indiscriminate Force”, but it achieves little in it’s two-minute
duration and is hence the least necessary track on the whole album.

This album still has a decent selection of strong tracks, but having listened back to my
Mindless Faith favourites from previously releases, | can’t help but notice that all of my
playlist selections (‘Singular’, ‘Momentum’, ‘I'm Pretty Much Fucked’) follow similar musical
lines to my stand-out tracks here. And speaking as someone who usually enjoys the
downtempo tracks on albums such as this, it possibly indicates a weakness in this
project’s overall stylistic spread. But what they do well, they do very well, and largely
without precedent.

Ministry — With Sympathy/Work For Love (1983)

It's hard to believe than Ministry started out as a synth-heavy new wave band. Listening to
‘Alien’ Jourgensen taking on the Brits at their own game may seem laughable these days,
but the really interesting thing is that this isn’t exactly bad! Al wasn’t a bad signer prior to
fucking up his voice with tobacco, drugs and the like, and the production is quite polished
by early 80s standards. It’s just all rather camp and certainly not in the slightest way
indicative of what was to come.

‘I Wanted To Tell Her’ is classic 80s new romantic, with it's cheesy synth leads, bass
groove and jangling guitar. ‘Say You’re Sorry’ sees the first appearance of a sax in
Ministry’s music (this instrument would be one of the few musical elements on this album
to find its way into later recordings), though the strongest song overall is probably
‘Revenge’, cynical, dismissive synth-pop and a forgotten classic. A couple of songs (such
as ‘Do The Etawa’) are a little aimless structure-wise and irritating musically, but it’s still
surprisingly strong for an album long since disowned by the band.
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Ministry — Twitch (1985)

The electronics have hardened, the tone has darkened. This is Ministry’s abortive foray
into electronic body music. The vocals are snarled rather than sung (but they’re still
relatively mild compared with the hoarse rasp heard from the next aloum onwards). It’s a
reasonable attempt at the style, the rhythms punchy and the electronics throbbing, though
the synth leads now sound quite dated, whilst the quality of production is quite varied.

Most of the songs follow similar lines, echoing the Nitzer Ebb and Cabaret Voltaire sound
of the era, though ‘All Day’ is interesting — the instrumentation sounds like something from
‘Work For Love’, whilst the vocal style is more typical of the one used during the ‘Rape and
Honey’ period. Generally, the album is more of an interesting curio than a must-hear part
of the Ministry back catalogue. It's an interim between the original Ministry and the one
they eventually became, but those with a taste for this particular era of industrial music and
a tolerance for the varied quality control that came with it will find a lot to like here.

Ministry — The Land Of Rape And Honey (1988)

The Ministry that we know and love (?) today starts here. The hammering rhythms and
scathing power chords join the Ministry musical palette, though only on occasion do they
really make the best of the component parts, a number of the tracks merely producing a
noiser, more-sample laden version of the EBM heard on ‘Twitch’. It’s the starting point of
what would became a major new sound — the potential would just take an album or two
more to be realised. ‘Stigmata’ opens the album, its fuzzy guitar line and relentless pace
kicking off the industrial metal revolution in style, carrying its momentum through the
opening tracks, with both ‘The Missing’ and ‘Deity’ delivering no-compromise guitar-
reinforced rhythmic fury.

The album begins to move back in a more electronic direction as it reaches it's middle
phase — whilst there are some effective compositions (such as the title track), the muddy
production is more apparent during this phase. It's only when we get to the likes of ‘I Prefer
and the exceptionally savage ‘Flashback’ that the pace of the early tracks once again
resumes. The significance of this albums stronger tracks cannot be doubted, yet the
collection as a whole doesn’t quite match that promise. Classic albums are rarely as
heavy-going as this one.

Ministry — The Mind Is A Terrible Thing To Taste (1989)

The potential that was demonstrated on a number of the ‘Rape and Honey’ tracks gets
fully realised here. The sound of this album is cleaner, harder and more deeply cutting that
its predecessor, and it shows. ‘Thieves’ advances on ‘Stigmata’ with a guitar line that
seems to want to drill its way into your skull, whilst ‘Burning Inside’ is built round a rhythm
so suicidally fast that it's capable of inflicting neck injuries on anyone brave enough to
slam dance to it.

There’s still plenty of variety though — the dirty bassline on the Chris Connelly sung ‘So
What’ opens a new sleazy avenue of creativity for the band, a direction also apparent on
‘Cannibal Song’ and ‘Faith Collapsing’. Whilst they (probably unintentionally) invent nu-
metal on ‘Test’, having invited a rapper along for the ride. The doom-laden gothic finale of
‘Dream Song’ rounds off the most varied and most consistent Ministry album to date.

Ministry — Psalm 69 (1992)

The central reference point for industrial metal? Possibly. Whatever the albums status in
musical history, it nevertheless showcases Ministry at the very height of their powers.
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Some of the most deeply cutting riffs known to man can be found in songs like the anti-
Republican anthem ‘I’ and the William Burroughs inspired ‘Just One Fix’, whilst ‘Jesus Built
My Hotrod’ offers us a hilariously over-the-top industrial interpretation of old-fashioned
country rock. Ding-a-ling-lang-my-dang-a-long-ling-long, indeed......

‘Scarecrow’ is slower and more drawn-out, but no less powerful as a result, whilst the title
track adds massed choirs to the mix in spectacular fashion. This album is also benefits
from stronger production than previously, every riff, drum and vocal rasp tuned to cause
maximum damage to ones speaker cones, ear drums and reputation amongst neighbours.
It only ever went downhill from here.

Ministry — Filth Pig (1995)

It had to happen eventually, and it’s on this album that the bubble finally bursts. Al
Jourgensen clearly attempted to make each album heavier than the last, and now he’s
finally overdone it. Most of the songs on this album sit on just the wrong side of
unlistenability. The dynamics of previous albums have gone, there are just walls of guitar
noise, percussion and barely understandable vocals.

That said, ‘Filth Pig’ is at least dynamic enough to be passable, whilst the Bob Dylan cover
‘Lay Lady Lay’ is performed shamelessly with the bands trademark humour. The rest is
little more than a grinding, aimless noise. Yet buried within this is one of Ministry’s finest
songs of all — the huge expanse that is ‘The Fall’. It's not nearly enough to rescue the
album as a whole, though.

Ministry — Dark Side Of The Spoon (1999)

This album was three years in the making, and is at least slight improvement on it’s
predecessor. It’s still nothing special compared with Ministry’s early work, but at least the
big riffs sound purposeful once more, most notably on the track ‘Bad Blood’, well known for
it's appearance on the Matrix soundtrack. ‘Supermaniac Soul’ also shows some teeth,
though suffers from thin production, making it a song best enjoyed live.

The slow tracks also manage to carry a little bit of atmosphere this time, though they don’t
leave any lasting impression, with ‘Whip And Chain’ in particular sounding confused and
directionless. It's almost as if they realise the mistakes they made on ‘Filth Pig’, but are
being too self-conscious in terms of solving the problem.

Ministry — Animositisomina (2003)

A partial return to form for Ministry. The energy is back in there, and the album hits harder
and cuts deeper as a result. Particularly impressive is the opening trio of ‘Animosity’,
‘Unsung’ and ‘Piss’, the three of them delivered with the intensity of a band clearly
desparate to convey the message ‘We’re Back!'.

What it doesn’t have is any real stand-out tracks in the style of ‘Stigmata’ or ‘Jesus Built

My Hot Rod’, though the Magazine cover version ‘The Light Pours Out of Me’ comes close.
The later tracks see Ministry indulging themselves more and more with extended song
length and odd structures, with varied results. It’s still good to have them back, though.

Ministry — Houses Of the Mole (2004)

A viscous, seething incendiary of an alboum, laden with anti-'W’ sentiment, and exactly
what any hot-blood Ministry fanatic might have hoped for. ‘No W’ turns ‘O Fortuna’ into a
breakneck-pace rework of ‘Psalm 69°, ‘Waiting’ is reminiscent of ‘I', whilst ‘WTV’ offers us
ANOTHER ‘TV’ song. ‘Wrong’ revisits the old sludgy bassline concept with a degree of
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proficiency, and concluding song ‘Worm’ offers a hint of RevCo to round things off.
Admittedly, some of the songs are little TOO close to old favourites for comfort, though if
they had do a thinly-veiled remake of old songs, they at least picked the right ones.

Ministry — Rio Grande Blood (2006)

With two highly able new recruits — Tommy Victor (from Prong) and Paul Raven (of Killing
Joke fame), Al Jourgensen unleashes his latest Anti-American bile-fest. Despite the
revised back-up team, it’s still the same Ministry who found their touch again on
‘Animositsomina’ and kept the flag burning on ‘Houses of the Mole’. Even by Ministry’s
standards, this is a highly political aloum, incorporating plenty of twisted George W.Bush
samples, whilst song titles like ‘Fear (Is Big Business)’ ‘Palestina’ summing up the vibe
here without any need to actually spend time interpreting (or at least making out) the lyrics.

Unlike the last album, this disc isn’t an obvious attempt to recapture past glories (even if
that attempt was in fact at least partially successful). It’s a proper, self-contained Ministry
album, with all the industrial-strength riffology, raspy vocals and jackhammering rhythms
you'd expect. There’s relatively few attempts at being ‘clever’ — some drill-sergeant
contributions feature in ‘Gangreen’, ‘Lieslieslies’ is surprising tuneful in it's own way, whilst
closing ‘Khyber Pass’ featuring some Middle Eastern flavoured wailing from Liz
Constantine. Generally, Al and co stick to what they do best, dishing up one of the most
consistent Ministry albums in years. Nothing really new, but let’s just say after a couple of
listens | was itching for a mosh pit. In Ministry terms, that’s a success.

Ministry — Twelve Inch Singles (1987)

A further sample of early Ministry, an American new-wave band that no-one could have
imagined would become one of the centrepieces of the still-emerging industrial scene. An
interesting listen, but somewhat patchy, with some dull remixes padding out an potential
EP to album length. Later supersceded by the ‘Early Trax’ compilation.

Ministry — In Case You Didn’t Feel Like Showing Up (1990)

This live album from Ministry contains only six tracks, and only really qualifies for ‘album’
status due to the lengthy renditions of Stigmata (nine-and-a-half minutes) and So What
(eleven-and-a-half-minutes). Such indulgence can work well in the live arena, where there
is a crowd to be worked and the pits can keep moshing for as long as there is angry music
to fuel them. In recorded form, it's much harder to keep the listeners attention, with ‘So
What’ in particular sounding particularly dirge-like. ‘Stigmata’, with it's ‘Fuck Everything!
outro, is fractionally more understandable. Decent renditions of ‘Thieves’ and ‘Burning
Inside’ help redeem the collection, but you still get the impression that this is no substitute
for actually going to see the band.

Ministry — Greatest Fits (2001)

An almost-needed compilation of the best-known Ministry tracks to date (ignoring the first
two, long-since disowned albums). The only glaring omissions are ‘Burning Inside’ and
‘The Fall’ (and there would have been space for both on the CD), though the inclusion of
‘So What' (in a live version admittedly) injects a little variety into proceedings, as the rest of
the CD is generally non-stop industrial strength riffology. Getting side-project 1000 Homo
DJs hit ‘Supernaut’ is also a bonus.
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Ministry — Sphinctour (2002)

The second Ministry live album, covering the Filth Pig tour from 1996, six years prior to the
release of this CD. For this reason, it’s not really of interest to anyone except the
completist — sound quality isn’t great and the setlist (dating from a tour promoting their
weakest album) could have been better, too. Generally, this seems to been issued by
Ministry’s new label as a filler until Al and co could get the next album out. If you must
know what Ministry are like live, there really is no substitute for going to see them.

Ministry — Side Trax (2004)

A useful collection of Al Jourgensen’s one-off side projects (as opposed to Lard and
RevCo, both of whom produced a number of aloums). The Fugazi collaboration ‘Pailhead’
sounds a bit like a six-track garage jam, though Paul Barker’s bass is a highlight — more
audible hear that on most Ministry studio tracks. The highlight of the four 2000 Homo DJ
tracks is of course the illicit Trent Reznor collaboration, covering Black Sabbath’s
‘Supernaut’, the other three sounding like Al Jourgensen studio outtakes.

The PTP tracks are distantly reminiscent of the “Twitch’ sound, more electronic than
anything produced by Ministry at the time, though they don’t amount to much more that
fairly typical Wax Trax-school industrial. The Cabaret Voltaire colab ‘Acid Horse’ is also
predominantly electronic, though the two versions (one produced by each component
band) make for an interesting comparison. The compilation as a whole is still more of a
curio than a collection of great undiscovered tracks, but it’s still interesting to hear Al and
Paul’s work outside the confines of Ministry, and some of the tracks do have at least minor
classic status in the right industrial circles.

Ministry — Rantology (2005)

This is a curious Ministry release. It's made up from a number of ‘alternate versions’, a
couple of non-album rarities, plus some previously-released album and live tracks. It's
labelled ‘“The Definitive Collection’, which is a little wide of the mark to say the least. The
alternate versions are mainly of trivial interest, changing some of the key samples and
tweaking some of the mixes (not necessarily for the best), but leaving the songs largely
intact. The only notable changes are the addition of more choral parts to ‘No W’ and
bagpipes to ‘Unsung’.

The album version ‘waiting’ and ‘Animosity’ serve as no more than padding — both tracks
are already likely to be in any Ministry fans collection, whilst the three live tracks are all
generally weaker than their recorded counterparts. Of the two new songs, ‘The Great
Satan’ is a fairly straightforward industrial metal blast, whilst ‘Bloodlines’ is at least
distinctive — a ‘So What’ variant recorded for the Activision ‘Vampire: The Masquerade’
game, it tends further towards a post-punk/gothic rock sound than anything heard from the
Ministry camp to date.

Modulate — Dystopia (2006)

Modulate is the project the the Manchester-based DJ Echo. Having previously produced a
few privately-circulated demos, this CD-R EP is their first publicly-available release (even
though it is limited to 100 copies). The name is a little cryptic (it's rather like calling a rock
band ‘Overdrive’), but once you insert the disc, the project’s intent is fairly clear from the
outset — ‘Skullfuck’ is a mix of hard four-beats, supersaw synths and foul-mouthed drill-
sargeant samples. They want to be the UK’s answer to Combichrist. And they don’t make
a bad job of it. Or maybe not? The next couple of tracks avoid such blatant obscenity and
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instead trade in harsh, discordant synth lines and blasts of noise, underpinned by the
omnipresent kick drum stomp. Maybe they’re more of a Xotox or Soman?

Then comes track 5 — ‘Das Bunker’, with some martial snare hits giving their sound more
of a Feindflug feel. The EP continues along these lines, notching up the intensity level
track by track before concluding on the crushing assault of ‘Biomorph’, which borders on
bona-fide power noise. Considering that this project hasn’t yet reach ‘first alboum’ stage,
this EP does show promise, though it must be said that at this stage, their influences are a
little ‘obvious’. However, in terms of creating harsh elektro aimed squarely at the
dancefloor, Modulate certainly know what they’re doing.

Mortiis — The Grudge (2005)

He might have risen to (in)fame in Emperor, and might well have earned a cult following
during his early solo career writing ‘dark dungeon music’. And then of course was the
hard-edged synth-pop of “‘The Smell of Rain’ back in 2001, which earned our Norwegian
friend a following from the more conventional rock, goth and industrial audiences. But let’s
face it, it’s that giant prosthetic hooter that he’s best known for. But were here to discuss
music, not theatrics, so lets take a look at Mortiis’ long-awaited follow-up to “The Smell of
Rain’.

Packaged in an exquisite case with a transparent PVC artwork, the first impressions were
good. Clearly a lot of effort has gone into this somewhere. It's clear from both reading the
liner notes and listening to the album that the Mortiis has taken his ‘live’ band concept from
the stage and into the studio. There’s clearly lots of technological trickery at play here,
though the album is clearly more guitar based than the last. Lyrically, the obsession with
witches, hexes and parasites has been all but dropped — it's good, old-fashioned ‘I hate
you and I’'m going to teach you a lesson’ all the way.

The opening track ‘Broken Skin’ sets the scene nicely — pulsating electronic and jagged
NIN-style riffs, with Mortiis’ anguished cries occasionally audible over the stop. Mix in a

is complete. Then straight into ‘Way Too Wicked’, and more industrial fury, the grinding,
squealing guitars, punishing drum loops all gelling to generate a right royal racket that
firmly puts the Depeche Modeisms of the previous album well under the carpet.

Onto ‘The Grudge’ then, title track and lead single all rolled into one. It’s certainly the
hookiest track so far, opening in a synth-poppy vein before bringing the guitars in for a
huge anthemic chorus. It is here, however, than one of the albums key weaknesses shine
through — the vocals are over-processed, unable to cut through the complex mix as well as
they might. He does carry off the trick better on ‘Decadent & Desperate’, full-throttle
electro-metal, laden with raging guitars and furious drumming — the chorus sounds
suspiciously like an old NIN track | once knew (can you guess which one?), but | guess
Mr.Reznor is a good an influence as any.

Things finally slow down for ‘The Worst In Me’, a downtempo craw! laden with half-
whispered, half-bawled vocals, sludgy electronics and some well-placed guitar taking the
big, ballsy choruses up to the level at which they belong. It's a long, fairly repetitive track,
but it seems to justify it's slight bloatedness. ‘Gibber’ sees us return to the uptempo
electro-metal, with all the riffs and synthetic ear candy you could want, but, alas, not a
great deal of originality. It's not a BAD track as such, but it does sort of zoom past without
leaving a mark. ‘Twist The Knife’ is next, and falls into the trap of trying too hard — it sort of
meanders around, never really building up any energy.
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‘The Loneliest Thing’ is the nearest thing we have to a ballad here, a brief break from all
the seething aggression, starting off slowly before the inevitable arrival of the heavy guitars,
building up to a noisy climax before cutting to a delicate little synth outro. The last actual
song on the album is ‘Le Petit Cochon Sordide’, another complex little beast that stabs,
claws and lashes at the listener with ever-increasing intensity for the duration. This just
leaves ‘Asthma’ — a textured dark ambient piece that offers a surprising nod towards
Mortiis’ largely disowned ‘era 1’.

It's a complex album, quite interesting in places, but I’'m not completely convinced that
Mortiis has truly mastered the art of industrial metal in the same way as NIN, KMFDM,
Ministry and the like. The sound is often too cluttered, the vocals often having no hope of
being heard without ‘active’ listening, which is something I'm pretty sure could have been
solved. This is a pity, as the style itself still has plenty of mileage in it — few prominent
artists have tried this level of industrially-fired guitar-electronic crossbreed since the days
of ‘The Downward Spiral’, so Mortiis has to be applauded for his efforts. It just didn’t quite
come over as well as it might have done.

The Mumbles — The Dust Left Behind (2010)

It would be so easy to lump this UK band in with all the other Joy Division and Sisters Of
Mercy wannabes. After all, lead singer Robert Cowlin has a vocal style two parts lan
Curtis to one part Andrew Eldrich, whilst those mechanical drum loops certainly give
Dr.Avalanche a run for his money. But this ain’t your average post-punk/gothic rock
wannabe — the UK has produced quite enough of them as it is.

Firstly, that quasi-atmospheric washing machine guitar sound that’s so frequently found in
nth generation gothic rock, ain’t here, or where it is, it's usually far enough down the mix
not to matter all that much. This is band is keyboard-based, and | mean in terms of the
good old piano (or at least a synthesised version of it) rather than the obviously
synthesised bleep you'd expect from a post-Pitchfork/Lakaien darkwave band (you don’t
get bands like that outside of Germany, anyway).

So, what we’ve essentially got here is a band which is aesthetically gothic rock, but
instrumentally set apart by having a keyboard player who plays rather than mimes to a
preset program. They’ve got just enough chmalt to make you feel at home, but not so
many that you feel like you’ve heard it all before.

But none of this would matter if the songs weren’t up to scratch, and here they manage to
hit the sweet spot often enough. ‘Night Train’ is particularly strong, featuring plenty of
staccato chords, a contrasting vocal style from Emily Cox and a neat turn of phrase in the
lyrics (I love transport metaphor). Also of note is ‘Movement’, where piano lines from
either ends of the scale interplay and develop in impressive style.

Oddly enough, it’s one tracks where guitars a prominent role (‘Twenty Two’) that serves as
the album weakest point, with the drums getting aggressively punchy and the rest of the
song not keeping up. It's not a mistake they make too often, though. Indeed, for a project
which is run on a student budget, this is really quite impressive. It’ll be interesting to see
exactly how they develop from here — will they try to build a full rock-line up round the keys
and vocalist once they have the budget to drag a backline round with ‘em, or will they try to
develop their rather minimal existing sound further? Over to you, guys.

Neon Zoo — Heaven Sin (2005)

This is the debut album from scene newcomers Neon Zoo. They formed as recently as
2004, yet have already managed to record their debut aloum and manage a respectable
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number of live performances in the process, including a slot at the Whitby Gothic Weekend
in November 2004. The album was produced by Mike Uwins, better known for his work
with Manuskipt, the UK’s top (and probably only) gothic boy-band, so much so that virtually
everyone | know ignores his surname and refers to him almost exclusively as ‘Mike from
Manuskript’. All of this thus begs the question — are Neon Zoo a goth band? For that
matter, what exactly IS a goth band? And does it matter?

Maybe we should bypass the temptation to pigeon-hole for a short moment and deal with
the task at hand, namely trying to describe succinctly as possible exactly what Neon Zoo
sound like. There’s an interesting mix of styles at play — guitars vary from ear-wrenching
virtuosity to jagged riffs, whilst the vocals alternate between a resentful snarl and a
seductive drawl. The beats are programmed, but don’t actually sound overtly ‘synthetic’,
although a liberal quantity of keyboards fill out the remainder of the available frequencies.
It's an industrial rock variant of sorts, sitting somewhere between Zeromancer and recent
Girls Under Glass, though it does have a character all of it’'s own, which is critically
important in these days of soundalike terror-EBM and ‘trapped in a time warp’ post-punk
‘revivalists’.

The album kicks off with it's two most prominent songs, with the title track ‘Heaven-Sin’ a
decent shot at penning a self-defining anthem, a dynamic rock number with huge riffs, a
decent ‘I Don’t Care For Anywhere’ sing-a-long chorus and a bubbling electronic
undercurrent. Better still is the following track ‘Get You’, which features a catchy lead
guitar and a hefty dose of Hammond Organ, giving the whole song the feel of a 70s rock
anthem from a parallel universe where instrumental masturbation was replaced with
seething, industrial-age fury.

There’s a few other guitar-heavy tracks scattered across the CD, though these songs
aren’t exactly indicative of the album as a whole, however. There are a few predominantly
electronic songs on offer, for example. The throbbing bassline and effected vocalist of
‘Darkest Dance’ allow the guitars to play the role of fine detail rather than brute force for
once. ‘Insanity’ is the other obvious ‘dance’ tracks, with a bubbly loop and synth pad giving
the song an unexpected psytrance feel. It’s not quite up to Goa standards, but it was an
interesting experiment. Or accident. I'm not sure quite what they were thinking of at the
time.

The remaining songs hover somewhere between these two extremes. The dirty electro-
stomp of ‘Monster’ features some interesting texture and effects (including at least one
Reznor-esque ‘is that a guitar or a synth?’” moment), as does the minimalistic melancholy
of ‘Within’. The melodic guitar pop of ‘Unspoken’ is probably the closest they get to
sounding like Manuskript (given the link between the two bands, | guess it was inevitable
at one point!). This isn’t to say the song is a bad one, of course, even if it isn’t a personal
favourite.

They don't hit the sweet spot all the time, however. A few of their songs come over as
being slightly turgid, largely thanks to a tendency to over-repeat the song title in the lyrics.

‘I Am The Sea’ is an unnecessary three-minute addition to the track listing, whilst ‘Love Me’
strikes me as an awfully | lyrics in a song that could have achieved so much more, never
really getting out of second gear. ‘Alive’ is slightly strong, but the lyrics ‘I Feel Alive Now
You're Inside’ comes across as being a little bit forced for a line that gets repeated so
many times.

It's still a generally successful debut from Neon Zoo. Electronic rock has enjoyed
favourable times in the UK of late, with the likes of Faetal, the much-missed Earth Loop
Recall and a host of other promising acts caring more for their quality of output than
arbitrary genre boundaries. Neon Zoo have approached the sound from a slightly different

168



EOL-Audio Archive

angle, and have for the most part managed to avoid the usual traps. There’s still a bit of
sorting out to do with some of the lyrics, and | reckon they could have spaced the harder-
hitting tracks across the album more, but aside from that, ‘Heaven-Sin’ is for the most part
recommended.

New Order — Movement (1981)

New Order’s first alboum — and often thought to be the first notable thing they achieved
since lan Curtis untimely death. That said, when this alboum was originally released, there
was a general feeling that it would be a substandard effort from a group trying to hold on to
the old Joy Division fanbase. The early singles hadn’t gone down all that well amongst the
critics, Sumner’s attempts to follow in lan Curtis’ footsteps just blatantly not working. The
release of only-recorded-live Joy Division track ‘Ceremony’ gave the impression they were
trying to flog a dead horse, despite the clear musical qualities of the song.

It is therefore notable that they chose not to include this track (nor the next single,
Procession) on this album, instead offering us eight completely new tracks. And do they
sound like a Joy Division Mk 11? Well, maybe just a little bit. Three-quarters of the original
group are in presence, and whilst Bernard Sumner isn’t anything like the late voxmeister
lan Curtis in terms of delivery, the bands music is otherwise very reminiscent of their
former band in places, though the addition of a full time keyboardist gives their sound the
extra dimension that they needed to finally pull away from their past and become a band in
their own right.

The opening track ‘Dreams Never End’ opens the album on a relatively positive feel, the
track dictated by Peter Hook’s distinctive ‘isn’t that another guitar’ bass guitar style and lots
of effected six-string. The track is let down slightly by the indifferent vocals (sung by Hook
on this occasion) — a problem not so apparent on the darker, stripped-down ‘Truth’.

Chilling stabs of synthesiser and occasional bursts of heavily processed guitar noise come
closer to creating the desolate feel of Joy Divisions darkest works than any other New
Order track on this album or indeed on anything they’ve released since then.

‘Senses’ is another treat, a bass-heavy track featuring some strong, metallic percussion
plus a really cool ‘echoed’ drum sound that I'm lost for words to describe. The vocals once
again take a background role, Sumner happy for the band’s instrumental dexterity to hide
his still-developing singing voice. Following on from this is ‘Chosen Time’, an up-tempo
piece that makes all the usual noise without doing anything remarkable. More notable is
ICB’—a chmalt martial drum beat driving the track along, and lots of whoosy UFO
noises fighting for attention over the wall of sound that builds up as the track progresses.

‘The Him’ is another atmospheric track, loaded full of bleak gothic keyboard tones,
interspersed by the odd guitar break that makes for a disconcerting listen. ‘Doubts Even
Here’ is also heavy on the synth backing, a beautifully expansive track that keeps the
harsh guitar tones in check, with Hook making is second vocal appearance on the album,
this time only getting drowned out when the song reaches it's absolute climax. The album
ends with ‘Denial’, one final hell-for-leather assault on the senses, every instrument
fighting for attention (and Sumner’s voice losing out yet again).

This album doesn’t bear any of New Order’s biggest hits, but ultimately it proves to be one
of their more notable full-length efforts, simply due to the tumultuous nature of many of the
songs. Each successive New Order alboum from here through to ‘Republic’ would prove to
be more commercial and more polished than the last. Those who you who think of New
Order as an alt-rock/electropop act may just be a little disturbed by the content of this disc.
But if early 80s new-wave dissonance is your kind of thing, this disc might just convince
you that Sumner was right to keep the band together in the shadow of Curtis’ ghost.
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Nightwish — Angels Fall First (1997)

The first Nightwish album was originally released in two different versions, including a
limited edition of 500 with a slightly different tracklisting, although most editions available
now contain ‘A Return To The Sea’ from that version, with ‘Once Upon A Troubadour’
available elsewhere. No matter what version you hear, it’s still clear that whilst Nightwish’s
innate talent is apparent in places, they simply haven’t yet quite got to grips with getting
the best out of their instruments and voices at this stage. The only track which truly gets
the best out of all contributing members is the opening number ‘Elvenpath’, where Tuomas
and Emppu’s virtuosity is contained neatly within the confines of a rock song, with Tarja’s
operatic tones singing of some Tolkeinesque fantasy over the top.

The majority of the album’s other songs deliver a workmanlike but hardly jaw-dropping
form of symphonic power metal, with some relatively weak vocals from Tuomas
highlighting the need for a male vocalist who could at least match Tarja in the majesty
stakes. There are a few songs which indicate Nightwish’s innate versatility, including the
largely acoustic ‘Angels Fall First’ and the predominantly keyboard-driven ‘Nymphomaniac
Fantasia’, as well as the four-part ‘Lappi’ suite, although none of them qualify as true
examples of this band’s ultimate capability.

Nightwish — Oceanborn (1998)

The second Nightwish album really exploits the potential they only hinted at on their debut.
The core elements of their ‘female-vocal symphonic power metal’ concept remain, but the
songwriting is tighter and their delivery more dynamic. The improved structure really allow
the individual band members to ‘let rip’, pushing their virtuosity to it’s limits. Keyboard
player (and main songwriter) Tuomas puts on a particularly impressive performance, his
synth and piano work (as well as his flute and string arrangements) as elaborate as
anything produced by the likes of Emerson and Wakeman back in the golden days of prog-
rock. His keyboard wizardry never comes over as being over-played or self-indulgent,
however — in fact, it's fully in keeping with the albums extravagant, fantasy-like semblance.

The album is enjoyable as a complete work, although ‘Stargazers’ and ‘Sacrament of
Wilderness’ have a fractional edge over the rest. Also of interest is the rollicking, folky
instrumental ‘Moondance’, which | just happen to find irritatingly catchy, and the truly
heavenly closing track ‘Sleeping Sun’ (which is technically a bonus track, so make sure
you get a version with it on). There are still a few rough edges to smooth — guest vocals
from Finntroll vocalist Wilska on two songs sound too growly and ‘raw’ compared with the
remainder of the music. I'll leave it up to you as to whether the cover of ‘Walking In The Air’
is either the naffest choice for a rock cover in history or the most inspired, but there’s no
doubting the proficiency of their rendition.

Nightwish — Wishmaster (2000)

If ‘Oceanborn’ marked the point where Nightwish realised their true capabilities,
‘Wishmaster’ is where they well and truly indulge themselves, and for that matter, their
fanbase. Their mix of power metal, virtuoso keyboards and a lead soprano takes a step
into the realms of pure fantasy, to the extent a couple of the songs are based on the
Dragonlance novel series. One such song is the title track, which explodes with a magical
energy every time Tarja chants ‘Master! Apprentice!” and suchlike. The only track to place
itself fully in a real-world context is ‘“The Kinslayer’, a stirring account of the Columbine
murders.
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Nightwish’s trademark extravagance is of course much in evidence, especially when it
comes to Tuomas’s keyboards. His adventures up and down the scales on ‘She Is My Sin’
and ‘Wanderlust’ are ostentatious enough — by the time he gets to ‘Crownless’, he’s doing
the kind of full-on prog-rock synth solo that hasn’t been heard since the days of Moog-
powered excess. The band also show their compositional prowess with a couple of
extended compositions at the end of the album — ‘Dead Boy’s Poem’ and ‘FatasMic’ both
breaking from traditional rock song structure with impressive proficiency.

Despite all their abilities, for some this album might just prove to be too much to handle —
the soothing ballad ‘Two For Tragedy’ is the only real break from all the
power/prog/symphonic/operatic rock showmanship going on. If overblown metal fantasies
ARE your kind of thing however, sit back and enjoy the ride.

Nightwish — Over The Hill and Far Away (2001)

This was originally released as a 4-track single in Finland, though both Spinefarm and
Drakkar would later reissue it as a 10-track CD (the remaining six song being live tracks).
The key song on all versions is of course the title track, a cover of Gary Moore’s ‘Over The
Hills And Far Away’, carried off in the band’s explosive style, complete with the usual big
chorus, synth solos and the like. There are a couple of new Nightwish compaositions on
here, ‘10" Man Down’ the stronger of the two, with Tapio Wilska’s vocals integrating more
effectively with the whole than on the ‘Oceanborn’ tracks to which he contributed.

There’s also a remake of ‘Astral Romance’ from the first aloum, which largely brings the
song up to the bands current standards, mainly thanks to stronger male vocals (this time
from Sonata Arctica’s Tony Kakko) and a more extravagant guitar solo at the songs
conclusion. The live tracks feature three songs from both ‘Oceanborn’ and ‘Wishmaster’.
These recordings are basically strong, although they don’t really deviate all that much from
their studio equivalents (although a couple of pyro blasts can be heard at key moments).
Since the original single only ever came out in Finland, you’ll probably get and pay for
these tracks whether you want them or not. This CD is far from a one-song wonder, of
course, but it’s still one of the less essential discs in a comprehensive Nightwish collection.

Nightwish — Century Child (2002)

The fourth Nightwish studio album sees two significant changes. Firstly, an actual
orchestra is utilised for the first time. Previously, symphonic elements were largely derived
from Tuomas’s keyboard stack. Secondly, Sami Vanska has been replaced on bass by
Marco Hietala, who also becomes Nightwish'’s first official male vocalist. His rock-god
tones are a good contrast against Tarja’s classically-trained style (particularly in ‘Dead To
The World’), though it must be said that our leading lady puts in a more ‘measured’
performance throughout this album — there’s less of the explosive bombast of previous
recordings. It's a matter of taste which style any one listener may prefer. All of this makes
for an album that sounds more mature, but often darker and more introspective that
previous works.

Early tracks such as ‘Bless The Child’ and ‘End Of All Hope’ may echo of the Nightwish of
the last two albums (though ‘Bless The Child’ certainly benefits from the orchestral
backing), but many of the songs steer clear from the more obviously power/symphonic
hooks. They try a little hard on ‘Slaying the Dreamer’ to go for a full-on power-metal sound
and end up with something structurally confused and lacking any real impact, but they
return to form come the album’s conclusion with a surprisingly effective cover of Andrew
Lloyd-Webbers ‘The Phantom of the Opera’ followed by their biggest extended-length
‘suite’ to date in the form of ‘Beauty Of The Beast’. Compositions such as these generally
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don’t have impact of other songs but nonetheless showcase Nightwish’s ability to move
beyond the structural confines of a rock song. All of this makes for one of the more
interesting Nightwish records — it might not be to the tastes of all their fans, but
nonetheless is indicative of progression.

Nightwish — Once (2004)

Following a near-hiatus during 2003, Nightwish return with their fifth studio aloum. The use
of live orchestra, first heard on ‘Century’s Child’ is a concept expanded on here, with the
London Session Orchestra appearing on all but two of the albums songs. Marco Hietala
also makes more contributions as male vocalist and a number of the individual songs do
explore their own musical avenues, though the underlying concept of the band remains the
same. This is still symphonic metal set on a grand, fantastic scale. Right from the moment
‘Dark Chest Of Wonders’ explodes from your speaker cones with it’s hard rock dynamics
and symphonic excesses, it’s clear that the listener is in for a wild ride.

Some of the techniques used on this album may sound unconventional, but they never
actually sound ‘misplaced’. ‘Wish | Had An Angel’ may use a drum machine chorus and an
industrial-metal style riff, but an outstanding duet from Tarja and Marco guarantees the
songs status as an instant Nightwish classic. ‘The Siren’ features insubstantial, glossolalia
vocals from Tarja (leaving most of the identifiable lyrics to Marco), sounding very Dead
Can Dance like in places. They get even more adventurous on the two ‘extended’ suites,
‘Creek Mary’s Blood’ and ‘Ghost Love Score’. The first sees the inclusion of Native
American chanting and flute, whilst the latter attempts a mini-symphony for band,
orchestra and choir. It’'s probably a little too extravagant for some, but Nightwish now have
the kind of reputation that allow them to get away with such excess.

‘Planet Hell’ takes a while to build up steam, but eventually builds up to an apocalyptic
finale. The heaviest song of all is ‘Romanticide’, the riffolgy reaching Pantera levels by the
songs conclusion. They do tone things down on occasion — ‘Nemo’s piano melody and
more ‘controlled’ performance make for a radio-friendly version of the ‘Wish sound (the
song hasn’t got anything to do with the Disney film, but I still think of cartoon goldfish
whenever | hear it. The token ballad ‘Kuoleme Tekee Taiteilijan’ is noteworthy for being
one of the band’s very few songs in the Finnish language. There are occasions where |
feel the band let their quality levels slip — ‘Dead Gardens’ sounds a little unfocused in
comparison with the songs surrounding it, but this is otherwise another strong showing for
Nightwish — acting as ever as if there is no Finnish word for ‘compromise’.

The Nine — Native Anger (1999)

This is the debut album from the then-two piece synth-pop act ‘The Nine’. Quintessentially
English, this duo spent performed much of this albums promotion hovering around the
bottom of industrial/electro-goth bills, supporting the likes of Attrition, Mesh and the
reformed Sigue Sigue Sputnik. It’s the sort of place you usually find two-piece Depeche
Mode wannabes. Except these two soon transcended the empty-floored opening slots and
any accusations of blatantly copying 80s new wave chart-toppers. And how did they
manage this feat? Fancy stage show? Guest appearance from David Gahan?

Nope. They climbed up the billings simply ‘cause they’re a damn fine synth pop act.
Adopting a harder electronic tone than many, not completely dissimilar to NIN’s famed
‘Pretty Hate Machine’, but minus the scathing dissonance, they soon established
themselves as a more dynamic answer to Mesh, assembling the kind of bouncy synth-pop
tracks that most continental European bands would kill to imitate. It's the sort of thing
Depeche Mode might have come up had they not grown old and turned themselves into a
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rock band. Whilst the Basildon boys are a clear influence here, they’re by no means being
copied here — The Nine have taken the concepts and given them a new lease of life.

So what actually sets this aloum apart from the army of 80s-pop-with-a-beat revivalists that
are rapidly overthrowing the gloomy, guitar-wielding sulk machines that have traditionally
dominated the goth scene since it first emerged from the ashes of punk a couple of
decades back? Firstly, the two know how to throw together a decent backing track. The
electronics are bright and forceful, the rhythms solid and the drum loops proficient and
well-tempered. The mix is very good by low-budget debut album standards and the album
makes for a good overall listening experience.

They can also write a cracking song when they put their minds to it. The five-minute

opener ‘Haunted’ is a bold, biting piece of electro-pop, combining the bouncy textures of
80s chart toppers with the slightly chilling feel that took the likes of Depeche Mode and
their ilk to cult status in the goth scene. ‘Burn You Down’ is a nicely textured slab of
cynicism that still appears in their live sets today, whilst closing track ‘Eternal Insane’ is the
most diverse on the album, altering it’s disposition and style in a remarkably adept manner.
Obviously the year touring with synthmeister Gary Numan was well spent.

My favourite track of the lot is ‘Our Tomorrow’. Confidently striding the middle ground
between the Pet Shop Boys and Nine Inch Nails, this stormer of a track incorporates
bursts of guitar-like sound into the verses, but countering any harshness with an awesome
chorus — ‘She Said — everybody’s heading for a breakdown’, with some wonderfully
cheesy melody bleeping away over top. It might be a bit late for this aloum now, but this is
the kinda thing the UK charts could have done with over the last few years. It's catchy
enough to attract the attention of Joe Public, but rocks hard enough not to be dismissed
with all the rest of the limp over-produced material clogging up the Top 10 these days.

The album isn’t perfect, though. Sometimes the pace lulls just a little bit, and in places the
songwriting sounds a bit forced. My major gripe is the verses of ‘Like an Alien’. I'm afraid
‘Love me — like an alien’ just doesn’t quite click. Thankfully the song is pretty good
otherwise, with an absolutely fantastic chorus, so | forgive them there. The other notable
slip up is in ‘Reflect’ — I'm afraid “I've seen the light and it's beautiful, yeh” strikes me as
being just a little bit cliché. However, the song still has it’s strong points, so | can safely
conclude that the album doesn’t have a duff track on it.

I’'m rather disappointed with the reception this album received. OK, those who reviewed it
were all favourable towards it (me included), but none of the songs received regular play in
London’s DJ setlists, and not that many people seemed inclined to buy the thing. Maybe
this review will change a few minds. | mean — if | can get hardcore metal-heads into
Apoptygma Berzerk, then surely......

The Nine — Dreamland (2001)

Let’s get this straight — | get to listen to a LOT of synth-pop right now. Yes, | like it as a
style. Yes, | think pop music gone downhill with all this clinical overproduced junk, not to
mention all the lame r'n’b/soul based stuff that seems to pass for diversity these days. But
it's also a style of music that’s ‘easy’ to do. Not easy to do well admittedly, but anyone with
a basic sequencer and a couple of plug-ins can easily throw together a simple chunk of
80s revival and join the club.

Thankfully, there’s still quite a few bands pushing the boundaries. True, most of them are
either German or Scandinavian, but the Brits still have their acts of note. The Nine’s debut
album ‘Native Anger’ elevated the band to the level of at least minor critical attention. It
wasn’t quite enough to make them superstars, however, and with the competition growing
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from all sides, their second disc was going to have to be something pretty damn special if
they were to barge their way further towards the front.

The opening track, ‘Dreamland’ sets about that mission in earnest. The sweet synths and
smooth vocals are still there as always, though the track is dominated huge rock-styled
drum loop that mines similar territory to Depeche Mode’s ‘Never Let Me Down’. Another
development is the contributions of new member, guitarist Neil Dansey, the new boy
marking his territory with some huge riffs that add real power to an already strong track.
The bands progress from album no.1 is already evident — smiley synth-pop they may well
be, but there’s teeth behind this particular audio grin.

‘Control’ is up next, taking the tempo up a gear without losing sight of their objective (that
being ‘make a catchy pop song’). Try to imagine what Nine Inch Nails would sound like if it
was produced by Vince Clarke and you’re in the right ballpark. It's ‘Rage’, however, that
showcases The Nine at their most abrasive, a cutting riff driving us through a forceful,
dismissive brute of a song, the anger pausing only so that the more reflective chorus has
the contrasting effect it deserves.

Things calm down a bit for ‘Oblivious’, a low-key track that wanders into electronica land
and settles down quite comfortably. True, there’s echoes of Orbital, LFO or any other 90s
chill-out specialist you care to name, but with a real song holding it all together rather than
the often pretentious ‘loop-it-over-and-over-while-changing-it-a-little bit-as-we-go-along’
method. Anyone worried that the boys have gone all soft on us need not, however, as
indicated by the next track, ‘Ripped’, a tense, bitchy piece of industrially-tinged synth-pop,
complete with some of the most prominent guitar work so far.

‘I Won’t' takes us back to the safety zone of pure pop pampering. Friends of mine who said
this band sounded like Erasure were probably getting into (off on) this at the time. It's the
next piece, “Transmission’ that really does it to me. And no, it’s not a Joy Division cover.
Racing off at high speed from the word go, it builds slowly but surely towards to what has
to be one of the catchiest choruses I've heard in any song, anywhere, ever. | fell in love
with the sing the very moment | heard them play it live, and it was a right drag waiting for
them to release the bloody album so | could enjoy it over and over in the comfort in my
own room.

‘Poison’ returns to the slow, powering stomp last heard in the opening (title) track. Once
again, it's a good song enlivened with the kind of all-encompassing mega-chorus which is
clearly become a Nine trademark. ‘Breeze’ is fairly light-hearted in comparison, but still
works well. The albums ends on ‘Sanctuary’, one of their more innovative tracks,
alternating between quiet reflection and crushing drum loop excess, though the strong
vocals soar above whatever music is playing underneath.

So I'm impressed. Everything that appeared on their first aloum is here, and the addition of
a guitarist and more dynamic production really does bring the very best out of the band.
The fact that there’s something of a glut in the contemporary synth-pop market right now
might mean this alboum might get passed over by the less rigorous fans. I’'m kinda hoping
this review managed to convince some of you to give this disc a go. Believe me, it's sheer
class from start to finish.

Nine Inch Nails — Pretty Hate Machine (1989)

Possibly the only industrial aloum from the 1980s that anyone outside of the genre
respects (or indeed, knows about). Jagged electronics meet bursts of blistering guitar work
and Reznor’s scathing vocals. Electro-pop with an evil twist, or industrial with bona-fide
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songwriting? You decide, as there’s enough variety here to appeal to fans of any band
between Depeche Mode and Ministry on the scale of musical abrasion.

‘Head Like A Hole’ is the obvious standout — it’s snarling guitar line and seething vocal
tone becoming an industrial rock standard. The rest of the album avoids falling into the
trap of repetition, though, with the furious electro-pop surge of ‘Sin’ and the minimal,
desolate break-up song ‘Something | Can Never Have’ two extremes on an album that
finally took industrial music to the masses.

Nine Inch Nails — Broken (1992)

It may be just a mini album or EP (depending on who you ask), but it’s got all the power of
a full-length effort, concentrated down to six tracks (plus a couple of bonuses). This is full-
on, take-no-prisoners industrial metal with a hateful streak running right across it. Whether
it's the blink-and-you’ll-miss-it blast of ‘Wish’, the unbelievable dense power chords in ‘Last’
or the sadistically twisted ‘Happiness In Slavery’, there is absolutely nothing on this CD
that’s even remotely positive in tone. It's the most despicable thing a sane person could
possibly want to listen to.

Nine Inch Nails — The Downward Spiral (1994)

The only album on EOL-Audio to score the full five stars. Combining the songwriting
sensibilities first practised on ‘Pretty Hate Machine’ with the condensed rage of ‘Broken’,
this album charts the individuals ‘Self-Destruction’, abandoning region, society and sexual
morality on the road down to oblivion. From the textured guitar blasts of ‘Mr Self Destruct’,
down to the chilling, acoustic finale of ‘Hurt’, no song fails to leave an impression, each
one intricately produced in such a manner that it cuts into your consciousness in a slightly
different manner.

The icy electronics of ‘Heresy’, the stop-start metallic sure of ‘March of the Pigs’ and the
almost synth-poppy ‘Closer’ take us down the early steps of the spiral, before the
overwhelmingly complex trio of ‘Ruiner’, “The Becoming’ and ‘I Do Not Want This’ add a
new layer of discord to the story, before ‘Big Man With a Gun’ knock things back into
shape. A brief respite is offered with the beautiful desolation of ‘A Warm Place’, and then
the final four songs erase any lingering hope that may remain.

No other album has yet had the same effect on me as this. | doubt one ever will.

Nine Inch Nails — The Fragile (1999)

The long-awaited follow-up to ‘The Downward Spiral’ took fully five years to appear,
though fans were rewarded for their patience with a double album with 23 tracks in total,
including several instrumentals. The album starts strongly — the first disc (Left) offers
vintage NIN moments in the form of opener ‘Somewhat Damaged’, the all-dominating
power chords of ‘The Day The World Went Away’, the redemptive fury of ‘We’re In This
Together’, the gentle descent of ‘Even Deeper’ or the desolate beauty of concluding
number ‘The Great Below’.

I's when we get to the second disc (Right) that things lose their way slightly — the
individual songs are generally strong, with ‘Into The Void’, ‘Where Is Everybody’ and the
‘beating the nu-metallers at their own game’ ‘Starfuckers Inc.’ the best. However, the
instrumentals plus a couple of weaker songs lead to the second disc being a less
satisfying listen than the first, the messy ‘The Big Come Down’ knocking the life out of the
album three tracks shy of the end. That said, there’s still more than enough good material
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on here to justify purchase, but you can’t help thinking that a little culling would have made
one hell of an 80-minute single album.

Nine Inch Nails — With Teeth (2005)

It was more than five years since the last NIN album, time which Trent Reznor used to
exorcise some personal demons and get back to writing songs. Yes, songs. Not odd
pieces of music. Not esoteric concept albums. And that’s where this album differs from
‘The Fragile’ and “The Downward Spiral’. Unfortunately, only a few of the thirteen songs on
this album really live up to past glories. The rest vary from ‘Good but not great’ to
‘forgettable’.

There are strengths — “You Know What You Are?’ is a fierce burst of Ministry-style
industrial metal fury, “The Hand That Feeds’ is a surprisingly accessible industrial rock hit,
whilst the closing duo of ‘Beside You In Time’ and ‘Right Where It Belongs’ highlight NIN’s
more delicate touch. The problem lies with the rather aimless, noisy rock heard on ‘The
Collector’ and the title track, with some of the other songs just idling past. The album still
bears many of Trent Reznor’s trademark production techniques and lyrical devices, but the
magic seems to have gone.

Nine Inch Nails — Fixed (1992)

Not so much a remix project as a kamikaze attempt at alienating the NIN fanbase by
taking the raw ingredients of ‘Broken’ and twisting them into something even more fucked-
up than the originals. The punchy industrial dance mix of ‘Happiness In Slavery’ is the
most straightforward reworking of the six, ‘Wish’ gets stretched out to double the original
length, whilst the final two remixes (‘Fist Fuck’ and ‘Screaming Slave’) are barely
recognisable as the original songs (probably explaining why they were renamed). Not the
most listenable NIN release, but an interesting diversion for those with adventurous
eardrums.

Nine Inch Nails — Further Down The Spiral (1995)

Rather more palatable than ‘Fixed’, this remix project culls together a selection of remixes
from TDS. Naturally, it’s hard to improve perfection, but the all-star cast of Thrilwell,
Christopherson, Aphex Twin and Clouser have at least done a number of the songs justice.
Multiple versions of ‘Mr.Self-Destruct’ each highlight a different aspect of the original to
reasonable effect, whilst the trance remix ‘Ruiner’ (version) eventually became the most
dancefloor-friendly track from the entire TDS era of the band

A live version of ‘Hurt’, played on piano rather than guitar makes for an interesting contrast
to the original, whilst the dank, Hades-like gloomfest of ‘The Downward Spiral’ (The
Bottom) helps clarify the meaning of the original. My key gripe here is the existence of two
very different versions of the album, the US version dropping a number of tracks from the
European version in place of two alternative versions of ‘Eraser’, a ‘quiet’ version of ‘Hurt’
that’s barely altered from the original and an additional Aphex Twin ‘sample manipulation

party’.
Nine Inch Nails — Things Falling Apart (2000)

A perfunctory ‘alternate version’ spin-off from ‘The Fragile’. The remixes are interesting in
some respects, but most of them stink of self-indulgent ‘how fucked up can we make this
sound?’ musicology. Three mixes of ‘Starfuckers Inc’ all fail to retain the primal fury of the
original, whilst the mix of ‘Where Is Everybody?’ seems to want to shed as much of the
original song as possible, though the live string mix of ‘The Frail’ is at least worthwhile. The
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cover of Numan’s ‘Metal’, however, is excellent, Reznor really getting into this well-
performed tribute to one of his key influences.

Nine Inch Nails — And All That Could Have Been (2002)

After many years of having to settle for bootleg recordings of dubious quality, NIN fans
finally get an official live album, taken from the ‘Fragility V2.0’ tour. As a band who do more
than many in terms of reworking their songs for live performance, the album is at least of
interest to those who haven’t had much of a chance to see Trent and co. on stage (or just
can’t wait for them to come out of hiding and go back on tour). Trent Reznor has openly
admitted that this tour wasn’t his best, however, so those of us too young (or too ignorant)
to have made his ‘glory days’ tours during the early/mid 1990s are still left wondering.

Those of you who were quick enough might have been able to pick up the limited CD ‘Still’
(only available separately at nin.com). This features a number of minimal ‘live in the studio’
versions of NIN songs, with a piano version of ‘Something | Can Never Have’ and a
Rhodes-style take on ‘The Fragile’ the finest. There are also four instrumentals assembled
in the same style, and a new song ‘And All That Could Have Been’. These are still NIN-like
in their own way, best viewed as an interesting diversion from the bands usual sound.

Nitzer Ebb — Industrial Complex (2010)

The name makes them sound like they’re from Germany, but they’re really from
Chelmsford, a mere 15 miles from where | live. And that’s why I’m wondering where the
hell they’ve been the last decade. Their last album, ‘Big Hit’ was a misguided attempt at
jumping on the ‘play guitars in industrial bands’ bandwagon that trundled all the way
through the 1990s. | don’t blame them for trying — it worked for Die Krupps and (if Tin
Omen counts) Skinny Puppy.

The comeback has been drawn out — Douglas McCarthy originally reappeared as ‘Fixmer
McCarthy’ in 2004, working alongside a Frenchman called Terrence. Two years later, the
‘Ebb were headlining Wave-Gotik-Treffen. But it was with a ‘retro set’. Crowd-pleasing,
for sure, but life and retro-tours are like that. Four years on, though, and we’re finally
getting some new material.

But what are we to expect from them after a 15-year lay-off, at least in terms of producing
studio albums? Truth is, there’s not actually an awful lot TO the Nitzer Ebb sound. They
never went for elaborately intertwined layers of sounds or oddball musicologies. The
synths need to throb, the drums need to pound and Doug’s just got to yell or seductively
croon enough memorable phrases to ensure the whole affair doesn’t descend into a
mindless beat flurry. And that much they manage. Easily. The moment you hear the
opening bars of ‘Promises’, you can tell that the 15-year layoff from recording has cost
them none of their ability in terms of churning out body beat floor-fillers

But there IS development in the Ebb sound here. The use of acoustic drum sounds and
some more rock-styled rhythms isn’t completely new to them, but they make better use of
the technique here than they did in the aforementioned ‘let’'s become a rock band’ phase.
‘Once You Say’, ‘Never Known’ and ‘Hit You Back’ all make a pretty good fist of mixing
rock beats with grating electronics and keeping it dynamic enough to prevent it from
descending into the synthetic dirge that it’s all too easy to end up creating when you put
these two styles together.

They push the envelope further on ‘Payroll’, where Doug adopts a rap-like vocal stance
which really shouldn’t work, but actually does. Even ‘Going Away’, the highly un-Ebb-like
slow, drawn-out synthy number seems to work. They do seem to exhaust their best hooks
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as the album draws on — whilst the quality control never dips, in the albums second half,
only ‘Kiss Kiss Bang Bang’ really earworms it’s was into your long-term memory. But that
would be too much to ask. Nitzer Ebb have still done enough to reclaim the place high up
in the industrial scene hierarchy.

VERSION NOTES: There are two versions of this album with bonus discs, one on Major
Records and another on Alfa Matrix. Each with their own unique set of remixes. I've
never been convinced about remixing Nitzer Ebb, due to the tendency of adding things
that the songs don’t need, but it has to be said that Alan Wilder makes a pretty good job of
filling out the mix on ‘I Am Undone’ in an attempt to improve on the original song rather
than reworking it for it's own sake.

Noisuf-X — Excessive Exposure (2010)

It doesn’t seem more than a year since the last Noisuf-X album, and I’'m probably right. |
say this as they’re really all starting to blur into one big morass. I've lost count of how
many albums they’ve put out or where they fit into the whole aggrotech/TBM/power
noise/Endzeit Bunkertracks spectrum. And that’s a shame. | used to think they were a
step ahead of their contemporaries — tracks like ‘Toccata Del Terrore’ and ‘Dance Of The
Nights’ showed an interesting spin on getting melodic hooks to work with in the confines of
the genre. There’s none of that here.

What you essentially have now is a selection of head-on sub-Combichrist stompathons
(Deutschland Braucht Bewegung, Aggrophil) and borderline power noise tech beat
excursions (All Systems Go!, White Noise), with various trancey/technoish synths thrown
in for flavour. The C=64 tribute ‘Fire’ contains disappointingly little chip-tune flavour
(they’ve just used SID as yet-another sample source), leaving the only really memorable
track as ‘Fucking Invective’, not for the fact that it uses sampled obscentities as a cheap
and easy hook, but more for the fact that it’s refreshingly honest in admitting that this is
indeed the technique in use.

And when a blatant | like that is the high point, you’re clearly in trouble.

VERSION NOTE: There is a limited edition with 4 tracks, two of which feature established
scene vocalists (Johan Van Roy of Suicide Commando and Peter Spilles of Project
Pitchfork). | actually found these fractionally more interesting that the majority of the main
album, but given what I've written above, that isn’t saying much!

NON — God & Beast (1997)

Boyd Rice doesn’t exactly stand still. On top of the Abraxas foundation, the Circle of Nine
and all his guest appearances on various chmaltzy  folk/ chmaltzy industrial type
project, he finds more than a little time to devote to his own musical pursuits, under his
own name, but also under the alias of NON. Best known for his experimental noise work,
Boyd has also indulged in a myriad other sounds, adding vocals, drums and pipe organs to
the noise template on live album ‘In The Shadow of the Sword’, whilst his ‘Boyd Rice’ titled
works skew off in more directions than | have space to describe here.

This particular NON release, however, is more a return in part to the layered distortion of
‘Blood & Flame’, but this time with the vocals which he’s worked into his more recent
creations — a sort of compromise of all NON eras. The inlay reveals some clues as to the
albums overall concept, that of the God/beast paradox which defines mankind as we know
it, and also the presence of the usual ‘guest’ players Rose McDowell and Douglas P. The
album is technically nine tracks long, but they are mixed in such a way that the whole thing
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has to be taken as one self-contained piece, some of the subtler tracks serving as bridges
between the big hitters.

‘God & Beast’ starts us off slowly, ceaseless droning and groaning, morphing ever-so-
slowly, eventually building up into the morass of synthesised cries of agony which provide
the basis for ‘Between Venus and Mars’, the first of the ‘major tracks’, with Boyd forced to
shout his vocals over his dense, pain-ridden soundscape. His musings, comparing the
extremes of love & rape, pleasure & pain, and so on, occasionally sound a little forced
(‘Love is Lovely, Hate is Great’ particularly cringeworthy), but generally get their point
across.

‘Millstones’ brings Douglas Pierce to the party, lots of distant rumbling backing his
demented chimes and authoritative repetition of “Your Eyes Drop Millstones’. This gives
way to the looped whispering and distant bass drum of ‘The Coming Forth’, a bridge
between this and ‘The Law’, the second key track on the disc, and the first one with any
kind of solid structure. A painfully sharp martial loop scratches across your eardrums,
though not so grating that it detracts from Boyd’s repetitive spoken word vocalisation. It's
pain — but pain with a purpose.

Once again, this track fades out gently, with Rose McDowall next up on vocal duties as we
get on to ‘Lucifer, The Morning Star’. She doesn’t actually sing anything in particular, but
her sweet tones instead provide juxtaposition to what is effectively one synthesiser tone
played without pause for three-and-a-half-minutes (something of a favourite in the NON
library of musical technique), beaten into submission only when the jerky, glitchy loop of
‘Out, Out, Out’ scythes it’'s way into earshot.

Now, | can see this particular track annoying lots of people. It sounds like a musical
experiment gone badly wrong. But Boyd Rice seems to have this ability to make such
ridiculous indulgences pay off for him. Shouting loudly over what sounds like a sampler
with at least three stuck keys, it somehow keeps your attention right through until
penultimate track ‘Phoenix’ wanders along. A title well-placed, as what we have here
another stew of droning noise, from which a succession of ascending sirens emerge,
climbing higher and higher, until, at their very peak, they are forcibly slammed into
submission. And by what, you may well ask?

The track is ‘Total War’. It's not a new NON piece, having originally appeared as opener
on live set ‘In The Shadow of the Sword’. But this version improves on the original in
almost every sense. The drum loop is about ten times stronger than the original, the sirens
left over from ‘Phoenix’ conjure images of air raids, enemy attacks and all-out alarm, whilst
Rice’s vocal has transformed from mere spoken-word into something more forceful than
anything he’s offered to date. If the original version was questioning the idea of ‘total war’,
this one is practically demanding it, in much the same vein as the Goebbels speech that
inspired the song in the first place. Utterly compelling yet truly terrifying, few albums go out
with bang quite like this one.

There is a ‘hidden track’ or two — a deathly scream at the fifteen minute mark, a whispered
poem five minutes later and then one final ‘noise track’, a mix of drones, scrapes and
chimes offering one final chance to give yourself some earache. But you’ve probably got
that already. This is, after all, a truly painful aloum to listen to, but painful in all the right
ways. It's what industrial music was meant to be about all along. And as an example of
NON'’s work, it certainly offers the full spectrum of Boyd'’s various artistic techniques, while
remaining cohesive and consistent throughout. It’ll hurt, but if you've read this far that’'s
probably what you want anyway.
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Gary Numan — Exile (1998)

The general opinion was that Numan’s career took a dive around the release of his latter-

day Beggars Banquet albums and remained at a low until the release of 1994’s ‘Sacrifice’.
Gary’s discovery of the ‘dark’ electronic music scene finally gave his music the push in the
direction it needed, the resulting electro-gothic trip-hop suiting our ‘friend’ electric to a tee.

Exile is an attempt to develop on this new sound.

The songs on ‘Exile’ are all pretty foreboding in nature — Numan’s own explanation is that
it's a radical re-interpretation of Christianity and the Bible. The sound of the album is
generally in the same vein as ‘Sacrifice’, packed full of sullen keyboard tones, slowed-
down drum loops and intelligent, esoteric lyrics, into which you can read almost any
meaning you wish. New for this album is a slightly greater emphasis on NIN-style guitar
riffs in a few songs, though at this stage they’re kept quite far down the mix, a tentative but
welcome addition to the music.

The strongest track on the album is probably ‘Dead Heaven’, alternating spoken-word
verse with a desolate chorus, Gary’s attempts at re-interpreting the tenets of Christianity
proving to be more than a little thought-provoking. Opening number ‘Dominion Day’ is also
particularly good, featuring the most prominent guitar on the album, appropriate for such
an apocalyptically-themed track. ‘The Angel Wars’ also features some angry six-string
work, although I’'m not so keen on this one — somehow it doesn’t seem as inspired as
some as the others.

Most of the other songs on the album tend to be less confrontational in musical terms,
giving more emphasis to Gary’s increasingly heartfelt vocals, the man sounding more
‘human’ than at any time previously. ‘Prophecy’ deals with the concept of divine betrayal,
whilst ‘Dark’ re-invents the concept of a ‘messiah’. The best of the slow tracks is probably
‘Absolution’, a starkly minimal warning of the dangers of blind faith. The man is clearly
trying to get a message or two across here, and by the sounds of this, he’s got a pretty
good chance of doing so

As for the other three songs, ‘Innocence’, ‘An Alien Cure’ and the title track — well, I'm not
giving it all away. | have to leave some things to the interpretation of the end listener. The
damnation of established religious values is without doubt, but the words are just
ambiguous enough to keep you thinking. That said, in musical terms, there’s little | can say
about these three songs without repeating what I've said about the others. So if | do have
a complaint about this album, it’s that it does sound a little ‘samey’ in places.

However, as an exercise in creating moody, menacing electronic textures with matching
lyrics, all held together with just the right level of rhythm, it does the job and does it well.
It's not as enduring as the very cream of Numan’s work, but it's still a relief to hear an 80s
synth-popper actually bother to update his sound as time goes on, and it’s also a brave
and intelligent collection of songs; | doubt God was too impressed with it, but it must have
made him think a bit at the same time.

Gary Numan — Pure (2000)

By the release of ‘Pure’ in 2000, Gary Numan was well on the way to his artistic recovery.
His two previous albums, ‘Exile’ and ‘Sacrifice’ had gone down well amongst his own fan
base (even though neither album did that well commercially), and the man himself had
admitted that he’d rediscovered his true creativity, having left behind his PPG funk
noodlings of the 80s in favour of a darker, less pop-oriented outlook. What he really
needed to do now was create the album that would cement in all the changes he’d made,
and prove to the world that he wasn'’t dead yet.
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The result — ‘Pure’. Following the industrial/electro-gothic path of his previous two albums,
but now incorporating a greater proportion of angry metallic guitar work, with Britain’s
foremost NINpersonators Sulpher along to help. Despite his improved commercial profile,
it's no secret that this albums gestation period wasn’t exactly a bed of roses for Gary in
personal terms, and much of his anger is borne out on the songs found here. Songs sing
of collapsed relationships, various forms of betrayal, the evils of ‘false’ religion and that
most ultimate of show-stoppers — death.

The opening (title) track gives us a pretty good idea of what this disc has to offer. The song
opens slowly with an ever-growing morass of airy piano and sombre strings (similar to the
kind of thing heard on ‘Exile’), this a deceptively gentle introduction bludgeoned into
submission by what has to be the biggest guitar riff heard on any Numan album to date.
It's that kind of jaw-dropping ‘fuck me’ riff that makes even the most average of songs
come alive, and this song is much better that ‘average’, with the punchy ‘Hey, bitch?’
chorus driving the track to even greater extremes.

There’s three other riff-o-ramas of note here. ‘Rip’ in particular proved to be particularly
popular in the mainstream metal scene with it’s blasphemous theme and it’s bold,
aggressive wall-of-sound chorus. It even crept into the UK singles charts when released a
full 18 months after the parent album. ‘My Jesus’ is more introspective in it’s lyrical tone,
but musically rocks as hard as any other once it kicks in. Aloum closer ‘I Can’t Breathe’,
meanwhile, features a jerky industrial loop and caustic vocals in between the various guitar
breaks.

The other tracks tend to be slightly less belligerent, though they’re hardly the kind of thing
to play to your parents (even if they do have an ancient copy of ‘The Pleasure Principle’
lurking in their record collection). ‘Walking With Shadows’ and ‘One Perfect Lie’ both
highlight the songwriter in Numan, two portentously reflective ballads that blend the all
gothic gloom with just the right amount of industrial brute force to keep them afloat. ‘A
Prayer For The Unborn’ runs along similar lines, but keeps the guitars further down the mix.

The real masterpiece of restraint, however, is the tragic ‘Little Invitro’. It open in the same
sombre fashion as most of the albums other songs, though this time it doesn’t explode into
another rocked-up headbanging session within a minute of the start. Instead, the albums
trademark ‘ethereal’ piano tones tinkle away gently beneath one of Gary’s more personal
lyrical efforts, an epitaph to a person or persons unknown. It's not until the very end that
were get six-string action at all, though the all-embracing fuzzbox finale we do get couldn’t
really have been better placed.

Of the the remaining three tracks, ‘Listen To My Voice’ is probably the best, utilising a
more complex drum loop than most, plus plenty of NIN-style guitar work and lots of anti-
church sentiment to boot. “Torn’, meanwhile, is chmalt reminiscent of ‘Rip’, but doesn’t
quite climb to the same level in terms of sheer musical potency. This leaves ‘Fallen’, a
menacing instrumental track that sits nicely in amongst the songs, but doesn’t really offer
us anything new.

And in conclusion? It's a great album. It’s proof if any were needed that it is possible for
ageing pop stars to re-invent themselves, and it’s also refreshing to see a former synth-
popper move further in a gothic/industrial direction, rather than the other way (which
seems to be the trend right now). OK, there are flaws — a little more variety in the
electronic texture department wouldn’t have hurt (given how reminiscent many of the synth
patches are to those used on Numan’s last album), and there’s still a feeling that Numan is
treading ground previously trodden by Reznor et al. But what he does, he does with style
and conviction, and that’s reason enough to buy this..
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Gary Numan — Jagged (2006)

Despite a gap of five-and-a-half-years, which included two record label splits and the birth
of two children, Gary Numans returns with an album which is very much in the same
musical area as the likes of ‘Exile’ and ‘Pure’. The use of producer Ade Fenton (in place of
Pure co-producers Sulpher) has resulted in an album which is fractionally less explosive
than its predecessor, more reliant on the haunting textural atmospherics, although there’s
enough big choruses to save the album from becoming the relentless gloomfest that
certain ‘dark’ musicians seem to spend their entire lives producing, wondering exactly why
they never became rockstars. Trent Reznor mastered that years ago, of course, and for
the fourth consecutive album, Gary seems to be wearing his NINfluence proudly on his
sleeve, although that alien-like voice is all he really needs to make the music sound like his
own.

Picking out a highlight is tricky however — most of the albums songs follow the same basic
line, which might also be said to be the albums weakness, although mid-album tracks ‘In A
Dark Place’ and ‘Haunted’ crawl out from the shadows to climb to sonic heights some
artists could only dream of. Those murky, downtempo drum beats might now be live, with
NIN’s live drummer Jerome Dillion contributing to a couple of songs, and the change in
producer may emphasise different elements of the sound (not always for the best — some
of the guitar processing takes the ‘bite’ off the instrument that made songs like ‘Pure’ and
‘Rip’ so effective) but such changes are only incremental — the fundamental ingredients,
including that overused piano pad so typical of recent Numan, remain much the same.
Good as this album is, it’s also the last album Gary’s going to be able to make in this style
if he wants to keep his creativity credentials intact. The comeback honeymoon is over —
where to now remains to be seen.

Oomph! — Truth Or Dare (2010)

I’m starting to wonder what inspired this particular compilation. Oomph! Are pretty big in
the German speaking world, and thus a compilation containing their best songs with
English lyrics might at first seem like an attempt to break them further afield. But
Rammestein never needed to do that to become worldwide superstars, so why do Oomph!
Feel the need? | might also add that despite releasing versions in various European
countries, they didn’t bother with one for the UK, a country which sells out arenas for da
‘Stein but is almost totally ignorant of this band, who hit upon the whole NDH style first.
Major label imports with the weak pound and strong Euro ain’t cheap, so those not already
up to speed with the band just ain’t gonna bother!

Then there’s the issue of actually translating lyrics from their original language without
losing all of the meaning — anyone whose heard the English version of ‘Du Hast’ and
‘Engel’ will understand how forced the process can get. And if you think that’s bad, try
translating some Das Ich lyrics — it did my bloody head in! The Germans might have a few
words similar to us, but their word order is all different, as every schoolkid made to study
the language will know. Or not, if my Year 8 German class was anything to go by.
Perhaps they should have concentrated more.

So — Oomph! In English — does it work? It’'s not like they’ve never used the language
before — Supernova was a top tune! Oddly enough, they actually seem to be able to pull it
off, most notably on ‘God Is A Popstar’. It helps that it's not a major linguistic leap to
translate, but using the Lord Prayer as a hook is something that’ll work right across
Christendom. Also impressive is ‘Burning Desire’, which is a remake of ‘Brennende Liebe’.
I’m not sure whether they got Sonja Kraushofer back in to re-sing the song in English or
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whether she did her lines pre-emptively when the song was first recorded, but somehow
the original ‘feel’ of the song has not been lost.

There’s a few occasions where the translation seems a little bit forced — Take for instance
‘Augen Auf!’, which has become ‘Ready Or Not (I'm Coming)’. They’ve kept all that
‘Eckstein’ nonsense and also the ‘Child Counting to Ten’ parts in German, but they’ve had
to stuff an extra syllable into the chorus, and it sounds a little bit ‘crushed in’ as a result.
Later on in the album, you can also find instances where they’ve got a little bit ‘literal’ —
whilst I’'m sure ‘Land Ahead’ is technically correct English, I'm sure ‘Land Ahoy! would
have created a bit more nautical flavour. Still, it's an accomplished enough attempt at
Anglisising the bands output for the international market, but if you’re serious about
listening to this band in the way they were originally intended, I'd seek out the
‘Delikatessen’ compilation from a few years further back, which is sung in the original
German and is twice the length.

Orange Sector — Krieg & Freiden (2010)

| may have a soft spot for old-style electronic body music in the vein of early Nitzer Ebb,
Front 242 and co, but there’s a limit to what you can do with the style. I've always been
willing to tolerate Orange Sector’s limitations as they’ve always been able to come up with
tracks that are, by the standards of the genre, catchy and easy to swallow. But they’ve
exhausted their credit now. Their 1990s output might have been varied in quality, but their
synthpop and industrial influences they briefly wove into their sound at least kept it varied.
Ever since they returned to their purist EBM sound in 2005, they’ve sank further and
further into their comfort zones. And they’re too far gone now.

Firstly, those hard analogue basslines and toughened mid-tempo drum loops aren’t exactly
rocket science in the school of electronic music. Orange Sector execute them well enough,
but so do many other bands in this genre. Admittedly, that’s only half the story. You also
need some catchy phrases to yell out over the top — you know, something along the lines
of ‘JOIN IN THE CHANTY' or ‘BODY To BODY!'. Here’s Orange Sector’s idea of a catchy
hookline — ‘I Hate You. | Fuck You. | Fucking Hate You’. Erm, OK.....

Yes, OK, I've picked one of the few tracks on the album not in their native German.
Perhaps they’d do better in their own language? Nope. | played this album to my
girlfriend, who is not only German but also likes the ‘That Total Age’ album (the yardstick
from which all albums in this style will be measured) and she was no more impressed that
| was, and we quickly switched back to some good old British synthpop. The album
seldom deviates from it's established style — a few DAF-like moments on ‘Das Gute ist das
Bdse daran’ and especially ‘Ein neues Kleid’ are the only slight deviations from the Nitzer
Ebb-wannabe sound that dominates the rest of the album.

And if Ebb-wannabes are your thing, you might even like this album. But if you’re new to
Orange Sector, I'd recommend you’d start with the ‘Here We Are (Back Again)’ compilation
from 2005, which delivers their more impressive tracks one after the other. And unless
you what to venture into their late 90s ‘not-quite-EBM-any-more’ territory, that really is all
the Orange Sector you'll ever need.

Ordo Rosarius Equilibrio — Apocalips (2006)

The long-running project of Tomas Pettersson reaches it's seventh album. It’s a production
that oozes quality from the moment you lay eyes on the foil-embossed digipak, before you
open it for the first time and get a whiff of that scented CD. The project itself hasn’t seen
any real direction change — the songs still have titles the size of small cities and their lyrical
content still portray the view of mankind as a brutal, carnal being. The obsession with
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stockings seems to have been toned down, but the essential elements of the ORE sound
otherwise remain. Yet there is still a slightly different feel to this recording — the dancing
pianos and half-sung vox of album opener ‘Seduced By The Kisses Of Cinnabar Sweet’
sees this project get as close to actual ‘songwriting’ as they ever have.

The album closer ‘Who Stole The Sun From Its Place In My Heart?’ is if anything even
more accessible to the unsuspecting outsider, keyboard melodies and benign acoustic
strumming providing the accompaniment to one of the most obviously ‘personal’ songs
Tomas has delivered to date. Elements of the ‘old’ sound still remains — ‘Lost Forever, In
The Blitzkrieg Of Roses’ combines military snare rolls and orchestral pomp, whilst the
lyrical content of ‘Do Murder & Lust Make Me A Man’ uncompromisingly questions the vital
aspects of humanity. Other points of interest include the minimally apocalyptic ‘Hell Is My
Refuge’, the folkier instrumental ‘Can You See The Forest For The Trees’ and the tribal
percussion on ‘Hear The Sound Of A Black Flame Rising’.

The penultimate tracks is perhaps the most surprising of all, providing an adaptation of the
old Velvet Underground song ‘Venus In Furs’ — it’s a lyric eminently suited to a band so
associated with fetish metaphor. As an album, however, this disc might serve as a useful
entry point to newcomers to this group (or even the whole CMI label) — no Ordo album is
easy listening, but the heavy-going nature of their early recordings indicates this disc as a
more obvious introduction to Tomas’ land of Order, Roses and Equilibrium. Long-time
followers of the project may find it a step too far in the direction of (dare | say it)
commercial appeal, but since CMI bands seem to occupy a highly elitist industrial
subgenre by default, quite frankly I'm glad one of their band released an album that may
break the boundaries and win the attention of a wider audience!

P.A.L. — Modus (2006)

It's been a long time since we’ve actually heard anything new from Christian Pallentin (aka
‘P.A.L.) — the last studio album was six years ago, with only a live CD and a rarities comp
keeping the name alive. PAL'’s trademark minimalism is still much in evidence, of course.
The mechanical blasts of noise that form ‘Agentenfister’ might form the basis of the albums
most instantly striking track, whilst the blunted bassline and straightforward four-beat of
‘Jobs’ might just squeeze itself into an early-hours DJ set, but they’re very much the
exception rather than the rule. Delicate, abstract beats are the order of the day — some
tracks do without percussion entirely.

This approach can often lead to interesting music directions. For example, ‘Overlap’ and
‘Gone’ bear a low-key jazz feel, the mixture of e-piano, drums and bass producing a
surprisingly ‘live’ sound for a project traditionally associated purely with sampling and
electronics. ‘Artist’ is for the most part seven minutes of whirring ambience, but is
punctuated by occasional disembodied power chords, whilst ‘Platime’ twists a cleaner
guitar sample into a rather delirious four minutes. There are occasional moments of self-
indulgence — ‘Delusion’ stretches out an unexciting two-chord repetition to 8 minutes and
39 seconds, and there are also a few aimless tracks that sound like demos of unutilised
drones and samples than fully-realised compositions. Nonetheless, this is an interesting
return for PAL — just as long as you accept that the true successor to ‘Gel6bnis’ is not here,
and by the sounds of things will probably never be made.

Panzer AG — This Is My Battlefield (2004)

This is the second Andy LaPlegua-led Icon of Coil offshoot project, and in fact the third
album in a year (following on from ‘The Joy of Gunz’ and ‘Machines Are Us’) on which he
has either assembled on his own or at least played a major role on. Despite this, neither is
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their any feeling that he’s stretching himself thinly, as this war-infused electro-industrial
project (yes, another one!) is actually rather impressive. The tracks are generally song-
oriented, and whilst the vocals are a good degree harsher than your average Icon of Coil
song, neither does Andy indulge in the brand of excessive vocals distortion that’s starting
to turn the entire terror EBM genre into a contest to become the least intelligible.

Preceded by the ‘Introduction of the Damned’, the album proper starts with ‘Filth God’, a
tumultuous mix of scything rhythms, swirling strings and blasphemous lyrics — everything
your 215t Century industrial stomp-head could want from a song. Other early highlights
include ‘Battlefield’, which sounds like any other EBM track of the time — until that chorus
kicks in, and the almost-10C like ‘When Death Embrace Me’. ‘“Totale Luftherschaft’ is
practically power noise, whilst the computer-voiced ‘In Is All In Your Head’ and the
breakbeat frenzy of ‘Behind A Gas Mask’ both use guitar to reach very different ends. As
with most albums of this type, there are still a few tracks that thump and grind away
without achieving much, and the overall concept isn’t exactly original, but despite all this
it’s still worthwhile.

Panzer AG — Your World Is Burning (2006)

This second album from the Panzer AG project doesn’t only indicate Andy LaPlegua’s rate
of work (his fourth album from a solo project in as many years) but also a willingness to
experiment. Stepping back from the war-inspired EBM, we instead witness sound closer to
the more electronic works of NIN and Marilyn Manson — the most accessible face of
industrial rock finally attempted by a predominantly electronic musician. Guitars DO
feature, but are no means the dominant instrument. Violins feature on four tracks
(including the otherwise Combichrist-esque album closer ‘When | Am You’), and there’s
also an operatic moment on ‘Mother’, which was probably unexpected by most.

It's therefore a valid attempt at the style, but if it has a flaw, is that some of the songs
sound rather ‘gimmicky’ — ‘Aenimal’ features an overly-cheesy cheerleader-style spelling of
‘F-U-C-K-H-E-A-D’, whilst ‘Tip The Dancer’ is a catchy but shallow tribute to strip clubs.
The album is still very enjoyable to actually listen to, though — ‘Machinegun GoGo’ and
‘Crash N Burn’ prove to be the most successful attempts at the sub-gothic electro-rock
forming this albums core, ‘Among The Few’ and ‘Not Too Late’ are reasonable enough
slow tracks, and the album as a whole proves to be an enjoyable listen, even if it’s clear
that Andy LaPlegua still often takes the ‘easy route’ when it comes to coming up with
hooks.

Parallel Project — Fusion (2004)

Whilst Ronan Harris is very strict as to what bands he applies his self-invented ‘future pop’
tag to, many critics, including myself, have seen it fit to expand the definition a little bit.
After all, most of the so-called EBM material coming out of Europe now isn’t really EBM at
all, but a form of trance with a song structure of sorts. And whilst it’s occasionally moody,
it's still technically pop. As in you can play it safely to ‘normal’ people. And yes, normal
people really do exist...

But enough moralising (must carry that line of discussion on somewhere, though), what
has Parallel Project got to do with all this? It's probably got something to do with the way
that fourteen industrial/wave/dark electro scene vocalists have been collected together,
each recorded one song (with the exception of the ubiquitous Daniel Myer, who offers his
sample manipulation expertise instead), with Alex Matheu of Negative Format providing
the musical accompaniment. Now whilst Alex’s regular project uses enough vocal effects
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to just about class as ‘industrial’, the focus here is on a more commercial trance sound.
And all that put together gives us future pop.

And the result? Well, let’s start with the male vocalists, not because it's sexist, just
because there’s more of ‘em. Tom Shear’s appearance on lead single ‘Explicit’ is a fairly
routine affair (very Assemblage 23, in fact), but lightened by a tuneful series of epic-style
keyboard stabs in the chorus. Salva Maine from Culture Kultlir does much the same, whilst
Mark Jackson (of VNV, no less) makes a rare vocal appearance on ‘Deleted Scenes’. It's
reasonable enough, but lacks the sense of conviction so typical of his band’s frontman. It
was better than his sore-throat cover of ‘Getting Closer’ at InFest 2003, but I’'m afraid that
ain’t saying much.

Darrin Huss of Psyche features on opening track ‘Space and Fiction’, but his words are
heavily obscured by the mix, so | can’t really appreciate his efforts, which is a pity as his
voice usually carries quite well. There are also a couple of downtempo numbers, features.
Clint Carney (System Syn) and Ned Kirby (Stromkern) respectively. Clint’s synth-pop
offering ‘Drowning’ is unspectacular, though Ned’s track ‘Contrast’ is more notable, a trip-
hoppy thing that is only spoiled by a slightly blunt vocal that sounds a little ‘brutish’ for the
low-key accompaniment.

Daniel Myer’s contribution to ‘Recognition’ appears to be rather minimal, as the track is
essentially an uptempo trance instrumental with lots of acid squelches (I though those
things had died out), with only a few barely-audible vocal samples buried in there. The only
really ‘industrial’ vocal comes from G.Wygonik of Cut.Rate.Box. He features on the final,
technoish, track of the CD, and fails to really do anything special with his hoarse whisper.

But enough about the men — what about the ladies? With a selection of six different female
vocalists, you may expect a variation of styles, but it seems Mr.Matheu has gone for a few
too many obvious choices. Sandrine from Seize puts in a good performance on ‘Failure’,
providing some nice backing for herself, even if the music isn’t as creative rhythmically as
her regular band. Fellow Alfa Matrix diva Jennifer Parkin (of Ayria) goes for the full Ibiza
Euphoria treatment, however. Doubtlessly it’ll get club play, but does it really belong here?
Kirsty Venrick from The Azoic puts in a more forceful performance on the energetic
‘Consequence’, even if it is ultimately a club-friendly dance track with voices playing
second fiddle to all the trance dynamics.

God Module’s Courtney Bangert’s features in ‘Memory’, her voice receiving a touch of
sonic trickery to make it sound more mechanical that the other lady singers. But only
slightly. This leaves Scene DJ Rashree Devi Matson and Victoria Lloyd of Clair Voyant,
who both get to exercise their vocal cords over a couple more of the downtempo numbers
(‘Motive’ and ‘Trigger’). Neither song ventures beyond ‘quite nice electro pop’ territory, with
Victoria’s offering the fractionally stronger of the two, keeping some of the dreamy
otherworldliness of her usual project.

| have to say that | was little disappointed with this CD. The potential to produce a scene-
wide ‘super album’ was there. Given that the guest players regularly sing dream-pop, drum
n’bass and high-speed electro-industrial, it seems a shame that we’ve ended up with a
future pop album. Only “Trigger’ and ‘Contrast’ really deviate from the formula successfully,
and they’re buried away on the later stages of the CD where the casual listener may never
find them. The rest — well, it'll slot into next to Icon of Coil or VNV in your next DJ set, but it
breaks no new ground, which is a pity considering the number of people involved and the
inevitable hype that comes with a venture like this.
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Portion Control — Violently Alive (2010)

| might have waxed lyrical about the new Nitzer Ebb album, but so did everyone else, and
thanks to the launch date of this site, they did so several months before me. But whilst
they’ve spent a full 15 years getting new material together, there’s another project from the
South-East corner of England that have been at the hard, rhythmic electronics for just as
long, and with an equally long “creative break” in the middle of their career. Wikipedia
calls them “one of the most famous obscure electronic music acts in the world”, which is
contradiction in terms if ever I've heard one. But Portion Control are still dishing out
substantial portions of rhythmic goodness, and that’s the important thing.

They call themselves ‘electropunk’, which is certainly applicable to their lo-fi output from
the 80s, but the cleaner, more purposeful sound delivered here no longer warrants a punk
association. Call it EBM, electro-industrial or some other genre, the album is simply a
collection of pounding beats, throbbing synths and shouted vocals. Only one of the tracks
tops five minutes, a positive step for a band I've found can often deviate into extended-
length concepts that don’t always work. This is a controlled, focused, yet forceful assault
on the senses and the dancefloor.

In terms of intensity, this album sits somewhere between the self-enforced minimalism of
the ‘Ebb and all who copy them and the ‘everything and the kitchen sink’ onslaught of the
Combichrist Collective, with different tracks veering between one extreme and the other.
It's not the kind of album where each track needs it's own individual review, though if |
were to pick highlights, I'd say ‘Relapse’ and ‘Amnesia’ (the latter previewed on last years
‘Crop’ compilation) bear the catchiest turn of phrase, the most solid rhythms and just have
more of everything.

If you're one of those aggrotech loving middle-floor-of-Slimelight types that don’t care for
lyrical artistry, you need look no further that alboum opener ‘Icon’, an impressively dense
production that’ll rival anything you’re likely to hear on the latest Endzeit Bunkertracks (hey,
it might already be on there, the last one all sounded the same to mel!). If you're more the
kind who likes your beat moulded from blasts of pure noise, just skip to “You Hold Me
Down’ at the albums end. The collection only slips up when they get all experimental on

us — the directionless ‘Blood Loss’ and too-drawn-out ‘Guided By My Fear’ trying to self-
consciously to sound different and ‘clever’ and not replacing what made all the other songs
sound so solid with anything that quite equals it. Some may enjoy Portion Control’s
experimental side, but I'd go for their straight-ahead dance stuff over that any day.

| suppose | could also complain that all the really good tracks are good for the same
reason, but that would be unfair — at a time when industrial beat artists are all heading for
one extreme of the other, these South London boys have crash landed right in the middle.
It may not appeal to you after all, but if you like any genre of industrial dance music, you’d
do well to give this album a go.

Oh, and the band sell their backcatlogue themselves at reasonable prices, so go their site
to buy the album in CD or download form.

Potentia Animi — Psalm Il (2006)

This ‘Bruderschaft’ of singing monks has grown since ‘Das Erste Gebet’, but the concept
remains the same — a light-hearted mix of religious chant, medieval instrumentation and
occasional pop/rock influences (is that a guitar or a just cittern plugged into the overdrive
channel?). They borrow many lyrics from Carmina Burana (something of a mittelalter
standard) as well one piece by Bruder Nachtfrass and a 4-track stretch consisting of
poems by the likes of Nikolas Lenau, Victor Klemperer and Schiller.
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The final results are certainly entertaining, as if the band are very aware of their limitations.
A decent take on ‘Ave Maria’ to start, a hard rockin’ ‘Eifersucht’ and then enjoyable enough
renditions of the oft-utilised “Tempus est iocundum’ and ‘Anima Animus’ texts. They carry
on along these lines right up until the very last track ‘Viva La More’, the point at which the
brothers finally get their hands on some synthesisers and have a go at trance (not even
Enigma made it to this level of brash cheese). It’s a refreshing aside from the more austere
mittelalter practitioners — purists may regard it as an aberration, but it's far more enjoyable
if you don’t take it too seriously.

Presto Fervant — Banzai (2013)

The history of this project’s creative force will take longer to describe that it will to review
the two tracks on this single, so for reader of this sites, I'll simply say that it's the vocalist
more recently known for Container 90 (Ronny Larsson, aka Ron2-D2) alongside Fredrik
Lundvall (from all sorts of bands). And even that’s longer than the shortest possible review
| can manage, which is ‘typical Swedish EBM’. They’ve just dug up a couple of unused
tunes from 1992 and pressed them onto yellow vinyl.

That’s not an insult — Sweden has produced more than a few EBM bands of note and this
single is a worthy contribution to the canon, no matter how long ago it was recorded. The
lead track “Banzai” includes the usual body beat essentials, including vocal staples such
as “Lock The Target!” and “Crash and Burn!”, but captures at least some Japanese cultural
influence with a recurring oriental melodic motif, with some spoken-word history lesson
material worked into the mix. It's a strong showing from a project that outputs music only
intermittently.

The B-side (which really is a B-side, being a 7” single) is “Zymotic”, and apart from some
Pong-style plink-plonk retro noises, this once really is a standard-issue old-school EBM
track that defies any further description. It’s still worth picking up if old EBM and old
formats are your thing. For those of you now purely in the digital world, you can still listen
to it over on Soundcloud.

Pride and Fall — Nephesh (2003)

The fact that their debut album appears on the Dependent and the observation that the
band name looks a bit like ‘Praise The Fallen’ from a distance might indicate that this
Norwegian trio were all set to be the next VNV Nation (wasn’t that Icon of Colil’s job once?).
There’s certainly a clear influence, but if anything, Pride and Fall take VNV’s trance
influence that much further, combining morose vocals (which, in true future-pop vary from
the resigned to the almost uplifting) with uptempo four-beats, dense electronic textures

and melodic synth leads with surprising proficiency for such a young band.

Pride and Fall are at their best when they embrace their influences full-on, namely with the
full-on trance breakdown of ‘December’, whose ‘We are in Heaven as Brothers’ chorus is
either the most inspiring or most naff chorus this scene has ever produced. The mid-tempo
schaffel of ‘Construct’ is the other real anthem on offer, though none of the tracks (perhaps
barring the pointless chmal EBM outtake ‘Delusion’) are exactly poor. It isn’'t a very long
album either — there’s only six full-length songs, plus various instrumental breaks which
are on the border as to whether they’re classed as filler or not. The album can still be
regarded as a respectable debut, however, though they’ll need to find a new direction
quickly if they’re going to survive the inevitable future pop crash (due any year now!).
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Pride and Fall — Elements of Silence (2006)

The first thing that struck me about the second Pride and Fall alboum was that despite
comments made when they first formed, they don’t really sound all that much like VNV
Nation after all. The second thing was that they don’t sound like anything new or exciting
either. The whole thing really sound like a re-run of the trancey future-pop sound of their
debut, complete with the chmal-poetic lyrics, ‘atmospheric’ instrumental bridges and all
the usual ‘wieberelectro’ trappings. It's just as well for them that there are still plenty of
people listening to this sort of thing.

And let’s be fair — Pride and Fall are better than many at what they do — their production is
relatively rich and atmospheric, and some decent melodies and leads help make up for
some rather indifferent lyrics. There are a number of potential DJ-friendly club tracks here,
though no real stand-out anthems equalling the likes of ‘December’ and ‘Construct’ from
the debut. They also make a couple of unnecessary slip-ups, like mispronouncing the title
of ‘Pathogen’ and making a complete mess of getting all creative rhythmically on ‘Border’.
There’s still enough quality future-pop here to keep the glowstick-wavers amongst you
happy, but that's about the limit of this albums appeal.

The Prodigy — Music For The Jilted Generation (1994)

It's only really possible to see the significance of this particular aloum if you understood the
goings-on in the music scene circa 1994. The Criminal Justice Bill had turned the ravers
into criminals overnight, with controls on the ‘legal’ dance scene now so tight it scarcely
seemed worth the bother. Meanwhile, over in the USA, Kurt Cobain had put a bullet
though his head and suddenly the rock community had lost it’s icon of the moment. The
entire alternative music scene, dance, rock, rave, grunge, the lot, had to move on.

The Prodigy used to be ravers. Dancers, MC, and a bloke making breakbeat techno with a
bunch of ragga-samples. They were pretty good at it, too — their debut aloum ‘The Prodigy
Experience’ proving to be one of the few ‘rave albums’ that wasn’t a compilation to get
even the remotest critical attention. Hey, | liked it and I've never popped an E in my life.
But as that album was ultimately designed for a scene that was now illegal, it was clearly
necessary to progress onto something altogether more relevant.

And ‘Music For The Jilted Generation’ was the answer. Liam Howlett, the music maestro
behind the Prodigy had somehow taken an underground concept and thrown it straight into
the public eye, without losing even the slightest bit of musical integrity. The album opens
with a voice stating ‘So I've decided to take my work back underground, to stop it falling
into the wrong hands’. It's a mission statement for the Prodigy — with rave descended into
crass commercialism, it was time to toughen things up.

One can chart the bands move from the ‘Experience’ sound to this by listening to the two
tracks released on single prior to the album proper. ‘One Love’ was of course the track
released by Liam secretly on white label ahead of time to see if he could still cut it on the
underground. It's a wailing, Arabic-toned piece — actually an extreme remix of a track by a
band called ‘Emanation’. It shows a slight move away from the breakbeat/ragga/Ecstasy
inspired early material, but still certainly more rave-ready than most of the other tracks
here.

The exception of course being ‘No Good (Start The Dance)’. Featuring as it does that
decidedly commercial synth riff and the sped-up Kelly Charles vocal sample, it somehow
all came together and worked. Trouble is, of course, was that sped-up vocal samples were
a staple of the last aloum. Once Flinty got behind the mic two years later, there was no
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way the Prodigy were ever going to do something as blatantly chart-friendly as this again.
But it still became something of an anthem for them.....

The rest of the album is more indicative of what Liam Howlett really wanted the Prodigy to
be. The album opener ‘Break and Enter’, for example, is an ominous 8-minute tour de
force, full of broken-glass beats and brooding synthetic creativity. It may feature another
sample-of-feminine-origin, but the Baby D sample chosen acts as more of a juxtaposition
to the music rather than using it, ‘No Good’-style, to add a hook line.

As for the other ‘dance’ tracks, there’s ‘Full Throttle’ — up-tempo techno that progresses
from a retro-style piano break to a more vicious burst of acidic squelching. There’s also
‘Speedway’ — staccato strings, wailing sirens and a selection of basslines all thrown into
the mix. ‘The Heat’ (The Energy) follows a similar line, but it does seem a little bit
indifferent to me — it has all the right ingredients, but move from idea to idea without letting
anything develop.

But the real successes of the alboum come when the guitars come into play. ‘Voodoo
People’, for instance, features a old Nirvana guitar line (actually played live rather than
sampled), funky flute, hard blasts of acid synth and that loopy ‘Voodoo, Hoodoo....” sample
nonsense that gives the track the essential ‘hook’ that would make it a crossover floorfiller
for many years to come. And then of course is the PWEI-collaboration ‘“Their Law’ —
chugging guitars and big rock beats throwing the Prodigy hat into the techno-metal arena.
Not forgetting, of course, the ‘Fuck ‘Em — And Their Law’ — the Prodigy here with their
most (indeed only) political statement to date.

One of the things these songs have in common is the use of sampled vocals. Adherents of
the Prodigy’s live show, however, might have wondered why the bands own MC, Maxim,
wasn’t making more of a contribution to the album tracks. On ‘Poison’, however, he finally
gets a go at doing a bespoke vocal. Liam’s slowed down electro-funk terrorism might have
been quite far removed from the musical base of Maxim’s reggae roots, but he really gets
behind the track, the cries of ‘I Got The Poison, | Got The Remedy’ finally managing to
capture his Mcing skills onto CD.

This just leaves ‘The Narcotic Suite’ — three tracks at the end of the album which show
Liam stretching his wings further still. Most notable of these is ‘3 Kilos’, a murky 60s-
inspired piece, loungey piano and a chmalt (but very well-placed) flute solo combined
with more downtempo Prodigy soundtrack. ‘Skylined’, meanwhile, is a soaring string-led
slice of euphoria — quite unlike anything else here (the only parallel it has being ‘Weather
Experience’ from the last album). This just leaves the evil ‘Claustrophobic Sting’, a looped
sample of cackling, evil laughter tamed only by some biting electronic grooves, making
sure the album fades with a bitter aftertaste.

So, in retrospect, how does this album stand up? The rest of the 90s would see a number
of other bands try their hand at the Prodigy style, with the whole concept of combining
elements of previously incompatible styles ending up with a notably chequered history.
The recent rise of ‘simple’ rock music a la The White Stripes, coupled with six zillion niche
DJ-led dance music styles might indicate that elaborate style mixes like this are going out
of fashion. But what it does prove is that combining styles can and does work if you go
about it the right way.

The Prodigy — The Fat Of The Land (1997)

Liam Howlett kept us waiting for this aloum. We'd already had two singles. There was the
infamous ‘Firestarter’, giving the band all the bad press they needed to send them from
stardom to super-stardom, and the dark, abrasive ‘Breathe’, which savagely squeezed the
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very last of the rave-oriented ‘feel-good’ factor out of the Prodigy sound. Now contemplate
a whole album of tracks like that, and it's small wonder that anticipation was reaching fever
pitch. Finally, almost a year and a half after ‘Firestarter’ blasted it's way onto the scene,
the accompanying album hit the shelves and flew off them at an unprecedented rate of
knots.

And was it worth the wait? For the most part, it was. But it wasn’t worth quite the amount of
attention that it ultimately got. Polished to the point of near perfection, the album hit hard
and it hit fast, a frenzied rush of breakbeat dance-rock fused with high-octane vocals and a
genuine attempt to diversify the bands sound. But peel away the layers and you’ll see that
the whole thing is somewhat contrived, a self-conscious attempt to make a ‘great’ aloum.
The line-up of guest stars (either sampled or recorded for the purpose) is unprecedented.
But does the album really need them?

The first track indicates that Liam might indeed have had a point when he chose to get
other people to do some of the hard work for him. I’'m referring of course to the old family
sing-along favourite, ‘Smack My Bitch Up’, the controversial sample in question lifted from
an old Ultramagnetic MCs track. The accompanying breakbeat loop (sampled from the
Beastie Boys) makes for a strong dance track that really comes into it’'s own when we hit
the Indian chant the forms the bridge, an inspired move on Liams part, our diva’s feminine
tones perfectly counteracting the sampled Kool Keith vocal that forms the bulk of the song.

‘Breathe’ is up next, the strongest track on the album, though unlikely to be a new track to
anyone reading this now. The combination of a Joy Division styled guitar line and the
adrenaline-fuelled vocal interplay between Keith and Maxim makes for what is probably
the hardest, most threatening dance track ever to hit the UK No.1 spot. Yes, I've heard
more aggressive dance tracks, I've heard tracks that are a lot easier to dance to in my
chosen style (4-to-the-floor-slam dancing — not exactly Prodigy friendly | grant you). But
when it comes to requesting songs at tacky discos or picking a song to do on the karaoke
machine, this one is a personal favourite. It’s either than or Sham 69!

It’s rap time again, Kool Keith now offering us a bespoke performance for ‘Diesel Power’.
Pretty good if rap is your kind of thing. It isn’t my kind of thing at all, but KK’s performance
is more than competent, serving as an earnest tribute to the Prodigy live show. Next on the
menu is ‘Funky Shit’, a techno pulse that stands up well despite the lack of any vocals of
consequence beyond the core sample. Exactly why Liam chose that sample when virtually
any other would have done (and saved having to cut a radio edit in the process) is beyond
me, but | guess rockstars require controversy like oxygen.

And now to ‘Serial Thrilla’ — starring a full vocal from Essex’s own resident nutcase, Keith
Flint. While it sometimes sounds like it wants to be ‘Firestarter II', it's a good track on it’s
own merits, Keith putting in a committed performance and Liam’s incendiary backing track
matching his compatriots malevolent mouthing note for note. Maxim gets a go on lead
vocals for ‘Mindfields’, accompanied by a demented sitar riff. It was good enough for the
‘Matrix’ soundtrack, and it’s certainly as good as anything else here.

But now we get maybe the most controversial collaboration on the whole album — as it's
time for Crispian Mills, lead singer of dreary psychedelic revivalists Kula Shaker, about as
far distant from the sound of The Prodigy as you could have got in 1997, to get a go
behind the mic for Narayan. But let’s ignore media hysteria and actually look at the music.
The track has a Middle Eastern feel about it, with Liam’s dreamy piano refrain and Mills’
trademark mantra forming the backbone. And against all odds, it really works!

A two minute drum solo provides some degree of continuity between this track and the
next — ‘Firestarter’. Opening with a huge guitar sample (nicked from The Breeders ‘SOS’),
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the fierce breakbeat that follows serves as the accompaniment to what was to be Keith
Flint's debut vocal performance. You must have heard this one by now — it's one of the few
really successful songs that incorporates yobbish Essex-boy vocals and still manages to
find it’s way into mainstream DJ play. And no — it doesn’t turn you into an arsonist. | don’t
think Flinty really knows what the fuck he’s on about — most singers of his calibre don’t.

Probably the most adventurous track on the album is ‘Climbatise’, the only full instrumental
track on the whole disc. It’s success is mainly thanks to the deeply funky bassline that
underpins the whole song, over which a delirious horn sample wails away for pretty much
the duration of the track. This just leaves the L7 cover ‘Fuel My Fire’. An appearance from
Republica’s Saffron doesn’t help this song climb above the level of a strictly ordinary cover
version, Keith Flint’s vocals weaker than at any point on the album so far. A bit of an anti-
climax, really.

And so to my final verdict — was the album really worth all the hysteria? Well, anyone who
can remember back to 1997 might also remember some pop band called ‘Oasis’ issuing
an album called ‘Be Here Now’ a few months after this, smashing all the ‘fastest sales’
records the Prodigy had previously set with this (at least in the UK it did). And if |
remember rightly, ‘Be Here Now’ was a tedious pile of crap. This album isn’t. Hey,
compared with most of the junk that’s clogging up the No.1 spot these days, this album is
really quite good. Good enough reason to buy it, then.

Project Pitchfork — Dhyani (1991)

The first Project Pitchfork album was rush-recorded, and it shows. The track order seems
rather jumbled and the mix quality makes the whole album sound rather one-dimensional,
with the drum and sequencer programming noticeably unsubtle. It’s to the bands credit,
therefore, that this CD is listenable nonetheless, a relic of the early days of a band who
would later become highly influential in the field of darkwave EBM (or EBM darkwave, if
you like).

Lyrically, Pitchfork have always shown an acute socially awareness, and here we see
them at their most preachy. Their early hit ‘K.N.K.A.” (Killing Nature, Killing Animals) is
heard here in it’s rarely-heard album version, with other highlights being ‘Box of Steel’ (a
graphic account of a rat in an animal testing lab) and the anti-war ‘Vietham’. A passable
cover of the Zager and Evans chestnut ‘In The Year 2525’ sets another precedent —
apocalyptic visions of the future would soon become a Pitchy trademark.

Project Pitchfork — Entities (1992)

Having got to grips with their base sound, Project Pitchfork decide to push the envelope as
far as they can with ‘Entities’, an album consisting of nine actual songs linked together by
a series of instrumental snippets. The ‘ambient filler’ became something of a scene
bugbear as a decade wore on, though the ‘Mirror’ tracks (Parts | through to VII') aren’t
exactly bad, varying from Jarre/Vangelis style new age to a horror-movie style soundscape
(oh, how I hate that term!).

The songs themselves are varied to say the least. The ‘signature’ track of Project
Pitchfork’s early sound appears in the form of ‘Souls’, but even this song doesn’t appear in
it's definitive form (the extended version from the subsequent EP took that accolade). The
savage ‘The Abeyance’ is the other obvious standout, though a muddy production
minimises it’s impact. The remaining songs are all interesting in their own way, as are
some of the lyrics (as ever), but none are truly impressive, making it's seem like an album
of attractive musical moments but of few really good songs.
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Project Pitchfork — Lam’Bras (1992)

The second Project Pitchfork album builds slightly on the promise of the first, thanks in part
to a more detailed quality of production, with the early 90s EBM rhythms, darkwave
textures and Peter Spilles vocal actually managing to mesh into a cohesive whole on this
occasion. The majority of the albums songs deal with a ‘back to nature’ subject matter,
with the suggestion that mankind is fighting against it’s true nature.

The strongest tracks appear early on, with ‘Go Further’ most successful in building from it’s
EBM roots to a truly ‘transcendent’ finale, although ‘Conjure’ is probably the most club-
friendly (and hence most enduring) track here. There are a number of other tracks of
interest (including an early Patricia Nigiani appearance on ‘Floating Dolphins’), but the
album does begin to run out of steam in the later stages, with the sloppy ‘Storm World’ and
overly-static finale ‘Brain Dead’ the worst offenders in terms of breaking the flow.

Project Pitchfork —lo (1994)

If ‘Souls’ was the most important song from Pitchfork’s initial creative phase, then ‘1o’ was
probably the most important album. This endorsement comes, however, with a heavy
caveat, as this is NOT an easy album to listen to. Peter Spilles’ lyrics become even more
cerebral than before, whilst the darkwave EBM sound in which the band specialise
becomes increasingly complex, with a bizarre range of textures and plenty of structural
trickery at work.

The nearest the album has to a stand-out track is ‘Renascence’, an inspiring tale of
sacrifice for one’s true love that earned this song ‘fan favourite’ status. Carrion’ offers a
more down-to-earth track for those expecting ‘classic’ Pitchfork, though the remaining
tracks require more conscious listening effort. Everything from the soaring hights of the
opener ‘lo’ through the Patricia Nigiani spoken-word on ‘The Silverthread’, not forgetting
the schizophrenic tempo shifts of ‘Antidote’ and ‘The Seeker’ and the virtuoso pipe organ
on ‘Equilibrium’. Every song here has something to draw you in, and something to put you
off. It's just LIKE that!

Project Pitchfork — The Early Years (89-93) (1996)

This compilation makes a relatively good job of compiling the choice cuts from Project
Pitchfork’s first creative phase. The tracks chosen for inclusion here are generally the
more club-friendly cuts, including a number of tracks from Eps and singles, the most
notable of these being the reworked versions of ‘K.N.K.A.” and ‘Souls’, both substantially
improvements compared with the original versions on the albums. There’s nothing here
from the original version of ‘Dhyani’, but otherwise all the major Pitchfork releases up to
1993 are represented (plus three tracks from the more recent ‘Corps d’Amour’ EP).
Meticulous collectors won'’t find anything here they haven’t already got, but this compilation
is still useful for the casual fan who doesn’t want to track down every Pitchy release just to
get all their best-known tracks.

Project Pitchfork — Alpha Omega (1996)

This is the first Project Pitchfork album that really consolidates rather than develops their
overall sound, coming over as being more direct and more accessible than the elaborate
(some would say over-elaborate) ‘lo’. The opening, title track makes some of their most
profound social commentary to date, with an extended remix ‘Omega Alpha’ bringing the
album to a close. Other highlights include ‘Silent Scream’, which deals with the dangers of
utilising religion as a political tool, as well as the albums centrepiece ‘Requiem’, a

193



EOL-Audio Archive

metronomic darkwave standard that would stand as the best-remembered track from
Pitchfork’s mid-90s phase.

The other tracks, whilst not particularly enduring, are usually at least worthy of a few
listens — the ‘get up and do something’ incitement of ‘Revolution Now’ is admirable if not
guite the anthem it clearly wants to be, whilst the band explored their harsher electro-
industrial side on ‘Endzeit’ (a rare usage of their native German tongue) and ‘The Animal’,
contrasted by the more organic textures of ‘Green World’ and ‘The Longing’. The album
isn’t uniformly brilliant (a number of the harder tracks fail to really develop and maximise
their potential), although this is still a successful aloum on the whole.

Project Pitchfork — Chakra:Red! (1997)

They’re experimenting again, but this time Pitchfork get it all right. This is a diverse and
colourful album, still recognisable as the band named on the cover, but substantially more
adventurous that anything they’ve produced to date. They open with ‘Human Crossing’, an
anti-vivisection track featuring the return of ‘Rat 41’ from ‘Dhyani’. The vocal effects
(surprisingly rare for PP) and ultra-catchy chorus get the album to a strong start, leading
neatly into ‘2069AD’, featuring chugging guitar riffs and a drum’n’bass rhythm which
nonetheless doesn’t seem the slightest bit out of place. And the surprises don’t stop there
— every track has something unique to offer.

‘Time’ is a lush instrumental, one of the few such tracks to really develop and progress
from it’s base chord sequence, whilst ‘God Wrote’ does the obligatory ‘apocalyptic’ number
(it wouldn’t be a Pitchy album without one!) without repeating previous efforts, thanks to
the careful inclusion of a breakbeat, which doesn’t stick out as much as you might expect.
The latter half of the album includes the grinding guitars and schizophrenic tempo shifts of
‘Rush’, the dark serenity of ‘December Sadness’ and the openly ‘sexual’ trio of
‘Temptation’, “Tower of Lust’ and ‘Celeste’, before closing on a remarkably effective cover
of the old Jon and Vangelis chestnut ‘I'll Find My Way Home’. This isn’t the most ‘typical’
Project Pitchfork album out there, but it is certainly their most versatile, and my personal
favourite.

Project Pitchfork — Eon:Eon (1998)

Like Chakra:Red, Eon:Eon shows Project Pitchfork really pushing themselves — only this
time the ride is a lot less comfortable. Despite this, the album still offers three of their finest
tracks to date, sandwiching the bulk of the album. They open with the jarring electronic
throb of ‘Carnival’, a vintage Pitchfork ‘unstoppable force of destruction’ metaphor, and
end on ‘Steelrose’, a visceral, gravel-throated industrial surge. It's the penultimate track, ‘I
Live Your Dream’, that really stands out, however. Stripping down the Pitchfork sound to
it's most essential elements, this transcendent, piano-led meisterwerk stands out as their
most perfect actual ‘song’ to date.

The ten tracks these songs sandwich are varied in both quality and style, however. Their
experiments in terms of incorporating jagged guitar riffs are sometimes successful (‘Wish’)
but miss the sweet spot elsewhere (‘Rescue’). Other tracks just come over as being
somewhat directionless, ‘Our Destiny’ sounding especially muddy, whilst ‘Dreamer’ and
‘Resist’ are just plain dull. There are highlights — the slow, quirky ‘Karma Monster’ and the

chmaltz ‘Eon’ work well, whilst ‘Orange Moon’ is a surprisingly clever track that takes
several listens to truly appreciate. It’s still a patchy album in terms of enjoyment, but it isn’t
for the want of trying.
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Project Pitchfork — Daimonion (2001)

They may have bitten off more than they could chew on ‘Eon:Eon’, but for the most part,
Project Pitchfork are bang on form for ‘Daimonion’. It was this album that dished up their
dead-cert, no-prisoners-taken floorfilling EBM anthem ‘Timekiller’, featuring one of the
most instantly recognisable leads in the scene’s history. The intensely catchy ‘We Are One’
and the military-snare driven ‘Drone State’ provide more down-to-earth examples of this
bands distinctive sound, two tracks that'll keep all the long-time Pitchies happy. Guitars are
once again apparent in places — fuzzy power chords support the synth throbs of ‘The
Clone’, whilst the sudden arrival of clattering riff in ‘Mine (Beast Of Prey)’ represents the
inevitable explosion and resultant bloodshed that results from the unintended detonation of
hidden munitions.

The heaviest track of all is ‘Existence v4.1.” which borders on industrial metal in it's
intensity, whilst still offering a notably intelligent analysis of exactly why religion dominates
the lives of modern people. Acoustic guitars also appear on a couple of tracks, with some
heavily effected tones working well on ‘Fear’. There are a few weak tracks, ‘Sand-Glass’
sounding rather turgid, whilst the spoken-word verses of closing track ‘The View’ tend to
reek a little of a band trying to be a little too clever. Nonetheless, ‘Daimonion’ remains one
of the strongest and most consistent albums by this band to date.

Project Pitchfork — Inferno (2002)

Whilst Project Pitchfork’s past works have often revolved around themes, this is their first
bona-fide ‘concept album’, forming the first part of the ‘Nun’ trilogy (with the subsequent
EP’s ‘Trialog’ and ‘View From A Throne’ forming the remaining parts). Musically, their key
advancements include more usage of guitars than at any point before, as well as three
songs in German (having only offered us two such tracks on their eight previous albums).
Alas, ‘Inferno’ falls into the trap encountered by many other ‘concept’ albums, namely that
the overriding concept seems to take priority over the quality of the individual songs. This
album isn’t so much inaccessible as damn near impenetrable.

There are highlights, but even then it’s hard to work out WHY you like the songs you do.
‘Souls In Ice’ is a personal favourite, but | can’t explain in words why | like it. There’s also a
decent sequence of songs in the later stage of the CD, including ‘Lightwave’, ‘Il Am (A
Thought In Slowmotion)’ (the most guitar-heavy track on the CD, and one of the few that
doesn’t over-complicate itself), as well as the heartfelt peaen to the female sex that forms
the basis of ‘“Your Cut Feather’. Elsewhere, however, the aloum comes across as just
being too ‘technical’ and overly contrived. Spille’s philosophical ramblings are becoming
too esoteric for their own good, whilst the music simply throbs and pulses in the usual
Pitchfork style, occasionally including some ingenious turn of phrase or synthetic device,
but except where mentioned above, never really coheres. Maybe there’s something I'm
missing here, but for the most part, this album just does my head in!

Project Pitchfork — Collector: Lost and Found (2002)

This is a real ‘bits'n’pieces’ compilation of Project Pitchfork rarities, drawn from side-
projects, unreleased archive material, compilation tracks and bonus discs included with
limited-edition versions of their studio albums, all long since deleted. A number of tracks
actually date back to the band’s early demos, with a sound similar in style and execution to
the songs which eventually made it onto ‘Dhyani’, although ‘Nuclear Attack’, dating back to
1986, is an interesting relic from the Cold War era, which came to a close just as the whole
darkwave movement took off.
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There are a number of tracks featuring a hypnotic synth repetition, much akin to Virgin-era
Tangerine Dream, including some the out-takes from the Aurora Sutra project and the 15-
minutes long ‘Journey Through The Psychonoetic Dimension’, There’s also a couple of
trancey dance tracks from Peter Spilles ‘Children of Chi’ project and a series of 10 out-
takes from an unused movie soundtrack. All in all, it’s a fairly interesting listen as
‘miscellany’ compilations go, perhaps lacking any kind of long-term appeal, but thankfully
it's better than your usual cash-in ‘collection filler’.

Project Pitchfork — Collector: Fireworks and Colourchange
(2003)

This is a useful (but not quite complete) collection of tracks from Project Pitchfork’s WEA-
era singles. The first disc contains non-album tracks and the second a series of remixes.
The non-album tracks vary from interesting to nondescript, with a couple of half-decent
EBMish numbers (such as The Liar ‘98 and Life Command) that’ll keep Pitchfork’s core
fanbase happy, as well as a few more ‘textured’ tracks in the form of ‘Temper of Poseidon’
and ‘Odyssee’. The needless inclusion of two Daimonion tracks (‘The Clone’ and ‘Fear’)
and the inclusion of live version of ‘En Garde!’ in place of the original does hurt the
‘completeness’ factor of the disc unnecessarily, in my opinion.

The remix disc is likely to be of more interest to the casual fans, however, given some of
the big name remixers present on this disc. Apoptygma Berzerk put in an excellent take on
‘Steelrose’, VNV Nation do their usual ‘thing’ on ‘Existence’, whilst And One’s rework of
‘Timekiller’ (more of a cover version than a remix, | might add) is good for comedy value at
least. Gary Numan incorporates some of his ‘Exile’ era sounds into ‘I Live Your Dream’,
whilst Phillip Boa puts does a no-holds-barred NINpersonation on ‘Timekiller’. A couple of
the other mixes are disappointing in comparison, with both Front 242 and Covenant both
seemingly at a loss as to how to work their magic on ‘Steelrose’ and ‘Carnival’ respectively.

Project Pitchfork — Kaskade (2005)

Project Pitchfork’s first new material since the ‘Nun’ trilogy in 2002 continues their move
away from their purely synthetic origins, including even more guitars and now live drums
as well, making it their most ‘rock’ album so far, although Spilles distinctive vocal style
ensures the band at least remain recognisable for who they are. This includes their now-
notorious taste for esoteric lyrical concepts, which seem to becoming increasingly twisted
with each passing album. Many valid comments are made about the state of modern
existence in the fifteen songs on offer, but the body of the text is heavy-going to say the
least, with active effort required to get any idea as to what it is they’re singing about.

Like ‘Inferno’, the album spawned no singles, a fair indication of an album that again lacks
a real stand-out anthem to match ‘Timekiller’ or ‘Requiem’. A number of tracks come close
— they get the ‘dirty electro-rock’ sound more or less right on ‘The Future Is Now’ and (to a
lesser extent) on ‘The Touch’ and ‘Merry-go-round to Hell'. Also notable are ‘Your
Tempting Fantasy’ (probably the prettiest song on the album) and the straight-ahead
stomp through ‘Abyss’ and ‘Fleischverstarker’ (the two tracks most likely to please fans of
the ‘classic’ Pitchfork sound). As with ‘Inferno’, however, they slip-up when they get too
‘clever’ — the mindless drivel of ‘Beautiful-logic-strings’ and structurally confused ‘A.Dream’
two examples of a band trying just a little too hard.

It's a hard album to rate, as it's a challenging listen, but one embedded with just enough
audio gems to justify the effort. | just wish | knew what it was all supposed to mean! It’s
albums like this that have led to the near-death of EOL-Audio’s ‘in depth’ reviews, you
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Project-X — Modus Operandi (2003)

Project-X commit all the sins. Calling your band ‘Project’ anything isn’t exactly original,
unless you'’ve got a thing for Parsons or Pitchforks. And as for sticking -X’ at the end? It's
all completely predictable really. It’s just as well they’re pretty good at what they do
musically, then. But predictable nonetheless. Face it, you've only just started reading and
you’ve probably already started guessing what this bunch sound like.

For the record, this particular Project-X (for there is more than one band laying claim to the
moniker) play mid-tempo electronic industrial cum EBM. Torny’s gravel voice prevents the
need for over-the-top distortion a la Hocico, but this is otherwise big, stompy music for big,
stompy crowds, presumably wearing their big, stompy boots. It’s the brute force school of
industrial.

So the kick drum’s pounding away in the background, the synths are pulsing and bleeping
merrily along, and some Swedish blokes shouting loudly over the top. What more could
you want? Some original lyrics might help — opening track ‘Last Notes’ featuring a big,
proud ‘I Can’t Run, | Can’t Hide’ chorus. Sorry, Torny, ‘Running and Hiding’ is just SO last
century. That said, it’s still a solid chunk of technology-driven stress-relief, the sort of
rhythmic nastiness that probably soundtracks aerobics classes in Hell.

And pretty much the whole album continues in this vein — lead single ‘Infected’ is stronger
lyrically but musically much the same as the track that came before (the aforementioned
‘Last Notes’ and the track that comes after, namely ‘Stay Awake’. The first sign of any
variation comes with ‘Blindfold’, going for a slower tempo and a bit of synth-piano.

The next point of interest is ‘Lies 2K2’, a new version of an old demo track from 1995.
Suffice to say that they’ve improved on the original, thickening out the rather hollow and
rigid sound of the original into a track equal or better than anything else here — a
worthwhile re-recording. Next up is ‘No Regrets’, the fastest track so far, making good use
of driving synth lines in a way that invokes distant memories of the ‘Push’ cover from the
‘All Systems Dead’ EP.

‘Humiliate’ now, one of the more interesting tracks in terms of subject matter, discussing

the links between love and homicide. Sample-laden, the whole thing is essentially
reminiscent of Suicide Commando. Then comes ‘Reminder’, featuring some screeching
acid indulgence and a line | suspect might have been stolen off Nine Inch Nails. Which one?
‘Just a fading fucking reminder of who | used to be’ (C’'mon folks, name that song!). I'm
letting them off here only ‘cause it’s the last really successful track on the album

Title track ‘Modus Operandi’ is probably the most atypical track on the album (ironically),
though it’s all a little disjoined, too much of the old stop-start, nice-bit/nasty-bit technique.
The album closes on ‘Unreal’, which features ascending synths and a vague matrtial tone,
which should have worked but it didn’t. There’s a hidden track somewhere around the
eight-minute mark, a quick burst of the ‘unplugged’ Project-X, which sounded like three
drunken Scandinavians who couldn’t be bothered to boot up the synths.

There’s 1000 ‘limited’ versions of the album out there, featuring a bonus disc with two
mixes each of ‘Lies 2K2’" and ‘Last Notes’. Of the ‘Lies’ mixes, The Fair Sex tries to
sandwich the song with grinding industrialness on the bottom and commercial trance on
top, a mix that is more interesting that out-and-out successful, whilst Punto Omega offer a
s0-so linear EBM recreation. As for the ‘Last Notes’ mixes, the 8kHz Mono Remix is
unspectacular, whilst the Children Within technofied version, whilst not exactly easy
listening, might actually be the most distinctive sounding thing across the two discs.
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All in all, what we have here then, is a meat’n’spuds no-nonsense industrial dance album.
There’s not really anything here that breaks new ground, and even the stuff that does try to
push the boundaries a little doesn’t really work. Whether you buy the version with the
remix disc or not, you can be pretty sure his one’s a safe bet if you want to fill your head,
room or dancefloor with big, pounding four-beats and suchlike. Just don’t expect anything
more than that.

Psychophile — Transition (2003)

Psychophile have been going for quite a few years now. The Brighton based project have
released a couple of of CD-R demos and have tweaked their line-up to the extent that
main musician and backbone Mat Hook no longer appears on stage, drafting in Smogo to
do live guitars and backing vox. Unfortunately, the recording and release of a full studio
album would elude them until Wasp Factory finally signed them up and gave ‘em a chance
to lay down some tracks and press said recordings onto silver disc.

Now despite all of Mat’s efforts in the studio, anyone who’s seen Psychophile live (and
they do keep up quite a schedule) will know that their most distinctive player is vocalist
Lucy Pointycat. Her style might well be something of an acquired taste, but there’s no
doubting that she’s not exactly short of octaves. In a world dominated by female vocalists
of the ‘soft, wispy, high-pitched’ variety, it is at least refreshing to hear a lady with a decent
pair of lungs on her. Not quite up to Diamanda Galas standards, but still a relief to hear
someone pushing the envelope.

Musically, meanwhile, Psychophile offers a fairly uncomplicated atmospheric synth-pop
sound, with snarling guitars thrown into the mix. | say ‘thrown in’ as a not-overly-subtle way
of saying that in many cases the six-string element just doesn’t sit in with the rest of the
music, often sounding more like an unnecessary noise than a genuine musical element.
This is a pity — guitars do have a place in such music, but promising early tracks like
‘Visions Images and Dream’ and ‘Mirrors’ are spoiled somewhat by the blurry production
whenever they throw some energy in.

They do diversify a bit as the album progresses, though. The downtempo ‘Never Had A
Face’ sound a bit like a parallel universe variant of Yazoo where both members wore black
eyeliner, and the guitars here are played in moderation, sitting in better with the music as a
result. The best of the ‘slow’ tracks, however, is ‘lllumination’, assembled in an orchestral
fashion, and making good use of Lucy’s vocal range. Lyrically, it's a little bit on the
sentimental side, but it’s textured nicely enough for that not to matter.

As for what happens when they attempt to up the tempo and go for a floorfilling dance
number, well, the results are variable to say the least. ‘Darklight’ works relatively well, as
long as you like the idea of a chorus going ‘Bounce, Bounce, Bounce’ Bounce’. There’s
also ‘Intense’, a real everything-but-the-kitchen-sink effort, pulsating synths, backing
vocals from Smogo and a broken-beat bridge that sounds like it came off ‘The Prodigy
Experience’. With a more controlled production, this track might have come out a classic,
but as it stands it’s a little too unfocused to earn that accolade.

There are a few tracks where Lucy and Smogo get a go at writing their own music rather
than letting Mat do it. Lucy’s contributions include ‘For Her’, which just doesn’t really do
anything for me at all, and the fierce ‘Invocation’ (co-written by Mat), which at least
conveys a little bit more energy, even if it’'s nothing really exceptional. Smogo’s offering the
album is ‘Horrorshow’, two minutes of ambient weirdness that builds to a noisy but
unspectacular conclusion.
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We also get two track with bass contributions from former Chaos Engine member Vere
Kervorkian on the tracks ‘Surplus’ and ‘Mercy Seat’ (an Ultra Vivid Scene cover). The four-
string contribution is more effective on the second of these, with the mix on ‘Surplus’ failing
to bring the best out of the instrument. The cover version at least allow the band to
experiment with a tried and tested songs, and whilst I'm not familiar with the original, this
version comes over relatively well to the unknowing listener.

| do admit to being left feeling rather indifferent about this aloum. The elements are all
valid, they throw so much energy in, but it just doesn’t seem to have come together. But |
know they can do it. How do | know? Because of ‘Vice Girl'. Featuring Lucy’s effortless
intro, where her trademark voice soars and dips effortlessly, this tracks soon unfolds into a
truly spectacular piece of goth-pop, with all the dynamics and musical integrity such songs
require.

Which leaves me with a very tough conclusion to write. If this is was a major-label album,
I’d have ripped it to shreds. But we aren’t talking about a major label band here. We're
talking about a low-budget Wasp Factory band, full of energy and ideas, but lacking the
facilities required to produce the songs the way they deserve to be. There is potential here,
but there’s quite a lot to sort out first, mainly in terms of getting some better production and
a better guitar sound. | only hope they and other acts in similar circumstance find the
means to do that, as this scene deserves better.

Psychophile — Vodka Milk (2005)

Psychophile have spent most of the last few years provoking some rather extreme
opinions in the UK scene. The critical response to their 2003 album ‘Transition’ was
generally positive, and | seem to be in a minority in thinking that it could have been
significantly better than it actually was. They’ve got a fairly sizeable fanbase, too, and
make regular live appearances around the country. At the same time however, I've heard
a number of not-so-appreciative comments about them, usually sprinkled liberally around
LiveJournal or mouthed during drunken conversations between sets at shows. Maybe they
don’t like Lucy’s vocal style? Maybe they don’t care for Smogo’s economy-grade guitar?
Maybe they don'’t like The Mog? (I can’t see what’s dislikeable about a papier-mache cat,
but you know what some people are like).

Anyway, the second Psychophile album is here (not counting some demos that go back a
lot longer than you think). They’ve moved from Wasp Factory to the new label NovaDiem,
with a quick glance at the credits suggesting that founding member Mat Hook is playing an
even more low-key role than ever. He seems to be happy to let Psychophile become the
Lucy and Smogo show now (having retired from live performance in 2002). The question is,
have they sufficiently advanced from their debut effort ‘Transition’, an album | really

wanted to like, but never did, no matter how many times | listened to it?

Well, it at least seems that the Psychophile collective have at least advanced in a technical
sense — the production is clearer, the guitar is (with a few exceptions) better placed in the
mix and the overall sound is more professional. They’'ve also made an effort to link the
songs together in places, in an attempt to create a cohesive experience. An experience
which begins with ‘All In The Mind’, a techno beat bludgeons by huge synth stabs, vaguely
reminiscent of the very early works of the Human League ina chmaltz universe where
Alison Moyet was lead singer in place of Phil Oakey.

The tense, ominous ‘Naked’ follows, Lucy’s voice floating eerily over thick layers of synth
and guitar, with a drum loops distilled down to mere blasts of noise. It’s tracks like this that
really show their musical progression since the first album, but also that they’re still
capable of slipping up, repeating ‘I'm Naked’ just a few too many times for my liking.
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‘Cracked’ is another highlight, featuring some of their best guitar work to date, whilst
Lucy’s vocals (and the multiple octaves that come with it) sway confidently through the full
length of this particularly dark tale.

The slow but slightly over-shortened ‘Isolation’ bridges us to ‘Is This Real?’, the first really
uptempo track, with the synth lead dancing delicately over the thick, growling power
chords, and one of the few areas where their interpretation of electro-rock (if that's what
you call it) emphasises the ‘rock’ elements without overplaying it’'s hand — they’ve tried
several times before to write songs like this, but this one works better than any of their
previous attempts. The rich, lush expanses of ‘Waves’ offer more of a new wave feel,
taking us neatly up to the ‘intermission’ of ‘Sussurus’.

Intermission? Well, that’s how | normally diplomatically rate instrumentals plonked in the
middle of otherwise vocal albums. Thankfully, this bunch have at least had the good sense
to bring in Jo Quail and cello, which compensates for the rather tinny piano synth that’s
also employed in this delicate little bridge between the two halves of the album, a
composition which eventually builds up enough atmosphere to justify it’s inclusion. It's then
straight on with the filthy industrial rock of “‘The Other Side’, which kicks, bites, screams
and scratches all the way through it's four-and-a-half minute duration, though they do
seem to fall into the old trap of letting the guitar swamp the mix in places, while elsewhere
the structure feels a little bit ‘fragmented’. The song dates back to before their ‘Transition’
days (I still have the mp3.com demo), and I’m not sure why they’ve dragged it back out of
the archives.

Next up is ‘Circles’, a light electronic piece, little more than two minutes in length, a
pleasant enough way of taking us through to ‘Gentle’, a dark, funereal song, laden with
sinister electronics bleeps and burbles, with Lucy’s vocals more ethereal than at any time
previously (I had to check the inlay to see if they’d got a d