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melancholy
“And so being young and dipped in folly I fell
in love with melancholy.” Edgar Allan Poe.
Advertisements criticise melancholy, the system too, as well as all conservatism or “liberal ideals” imposed on us. Is this a reason to
suspect it’s time we embraced it? According
to Merriam - Webster dictionary the origin of
the word is “Middle English malencolie, from
Anglo-French, from Late Latin melancholia,
from Greek, from melan- + cholē bile. First
Known Use: 14th century.” I do not like the
definition, believing it covers only one side
of he experience, but I keep te last information, “First Known Use: 14th century”. I check
a random dictionary and voilà: Melancholy
means sober thoughtfulness; pensiveness”.
This is my subjective, I admit, personal idea
of melancholy, thinking of all the great music, prose, poetry, essays, paintings, sculptures
and photographs created the time when the
creator wanted to express himself with something else than a smile, or a family dinner.
There is a sad side of being sad, that of depression, and a happy side, that of melancholy.
“Melancholy were the sounds on a winter’s
night.” wrote Virginia Woolf (Jacob’s Room).
Melancholy as an introspective mood, as an
incentive to go for a lonely walk in the woods,
like a true romantic and there play your life
as a film in your mind, take a small piece of
paper and write some poetry or thoughts, prepare a rough drawing, envision music.“A poet
is a nightingale who sits in darkness and sings
to cheer its own solitude with sweet sounds.”
Said Percy Bysshe Shelley. Sometimes melancholy is sorrow for what we leave behind, even
this is a kind of progress. Every kind of change,

even the ones
we long for, is
a kind of personal death,
and every kind of death is accompanied by
melancholy. Melancholy is nostalgia, as nostalgia is a great motive to pursue something
again, as life proved that it was best than what
followed. Melancholy is what accompanies a
very good experience we want to live again.
Melancholy is what reminds us of injustice,
possibly followed by the urge to restore things.
Melancholy is here “not to deprive us of our
dignity but to mature and transfigure us.” Hermann Hesse wrote (Peter Camenzind).
All great people are characterised by melancholy, Blessed are the poor in spirit, ignorance
is bliss. But, is this bliss creative?
“Find meaning. Distinguish melancholy from
sadness. Go out for a walk. It doesn’t have to be
a romantic walk in the park, spring at its most
spectacular moment, flowers and smells and
outstanding poetical imagery smoothly transferring you into another world. It doesn’t have
to be a walk during which you’ll have multiple
life epiphanies and discover meanings no other brain ever managed to encounter. Do not
be afraid of spending quality time by yourself.
Find meaning or don’t find meaning but ‘steal’
some time and give it freely and exclusively to
your own self. Opt for privacy and solitude.
That doesn’t make you antisocial or cause you
to reject the rest of the world. But you need to
breathe. And you need to be.” Albert Camus,
Notebooks 1951-1959
Mary Vareli
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Daniel Moncur Sime
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as this is all to do with working with and photographing people.
Fashion and beauty photography seems to
be your field, what were your first steps in
the world of fashion?

Daniel Moncur-Sime
Mary Vareli: Daniel, you are an award-winning professional fashion and beauty photographer, tell us a few things about your
studies and your initial drive to become a
photographer.
Daniel Moncur-Sime: I have always wanted
to create art with people. I’m fascinated by the
human body and what it is capable of. So from
an early age I painted, with people and portraiture being my favourite subject.
However, being a consummate perfectionist,
as other artists can no doubt relate to, I was
never always happy with my paintings, especially concerning my love of classical sculpture and renaissance portrait paintings. Although my first camera was in my childhood,
it wasn’t until I was at college, that photography opened up a new realm of artistry to me.
Then together with the onset of the digital
darkroom, the only limit was my imagination.
Photography enabled me to produce the portraiture I had always strived for.
From here on my personal course within the
art world was all to with photography and following my desire and satisfaction of working
with people as my subject matter. It was natural then, to pursue this into the fashion world,

I think it all started at college – my first commercial assignment happened when I was still
at college! I knew that I needed to create some
photography involving current fashion styles
and so I went out to various local independent
shops, borrowed some clothing and accessories and created my first set of commercial
fashion photography. Interestingly, after approaching a regional lifestyle magazine they
printed some of my work and from there a
couple of the shops gave me commissions to
photograph their new season collections.
Unfortunately, the college environment
taught me very little about running a photography business, so pursuing a career in fashion meant learning for myself, from my own
initiative, each step at a time.
What impressed us, a publication that collects elements of past centuries apparent in
modern creators, is the fact that you work
in the field of commercial photography but
still manage to preserve the authenticity of
timeless aesthetics. What is your secret?
I’m not sure what my secret would be, or if I
have one. It comes down to trying to capture
the real emotion and presence of my models.
They aren’t just mannequins or dummies, but
real people with real feelings. Perhaps I have
been lucky with my models and locations,
whilst allowing the freedom of a serendipitous moment to arise.
From a photo shoot, I know I’m always looking for the few photos that capture the scene
and emotion in a beautifully romantic and
classical way. It has to tell a story that entices people in. So perhaps I’m trying to inspire
hidden nostalgic feelings that harken to a

bygone era, or a deep emotion,
when life appeared to be peaceful
and loving.
What is your personal philosophy when shooting images?
My personal philosophy is that
the entire process is one of co-creation, where everyone is in a unified state of mind, free of the troubles of daily life. It’s then waiting
for the magic to happen between
the gaps of thinking, so to speak.
Athletes commonly refer to this
as ‘being in the zone’, and the real
trick is getting there and being
aware of it. The images produced
from these moments are always
the most wonderful from the
whole photo shoot.
During the act of working with
my models, a particularly strong
ethic is to make them calm and
free to express by respecting them
individually, never taking the advantage, but pushing their boundaries, whether in posing, movement, emotional expression and
projection of their presence. From
here it is to watch for and capture
that single moment when communication between the model, their surroundings and myself becomes unified. This is the moment of
co-creation.
What inspired you? Can you describe yourself and your surroundings when the Muse
visits you? The Romanticism of the 19th
century is apparent in your work.
I’m rather lucky in this aspect, as my studio is
a ballroom constructed in the early Victorian
era, complete with floor-to-ceiling windows
and a grand piano! The whole environment
encapsulates the essence of the people from

that time, so all I have to do is imagine. Naturally everyone who visits is inspired with a
sense of peaceful awe.
The surrounding gardens are also a great inspiration, even though over generations the
fauna has changed, the dominating trees,
sunken garden and paths all remain as a vision into the past. The Victorians certainly believed that what they made could last forever.
Considering my historic surroundings, it certainly has an affect on my thinking – to make
beautiful timeless photographic artwork.
What equipment do you use?
My camera equipment is Nikon, with a mix

of Nikor and Sigma lenses. Studio lighting is
mainly Bowens light units with various lighting control accessories.
Favourite lenses?
My two favourite lenses are the Nikor 24120mm for it’s great versatility and the Nikor
70-200mm, which I mainly use in the studio
for portraiture. The Nikor 50mm lens produces beautifully ‘real’ images, but it’s not one I
use often.
What about post-production? Favourite
software?
My work flow software starts with Nikon’s
CaptureNX for initial picture adjustments
and conversion from the Nikon raw file to a
tiff, then taken to Adobe Photoshop for all
other aspects of post-production, retouching,
airbrushing and special effects.

Name some concurrent symbols that prevail in your work, nature for example, and
possibly tell us why you use them.
Living in the countryside of Herefordshire, I
am surrounded by the most beautiful land in
England, in my opinion. The man-made city
environments seem cold and heartless, more
of a tool to civilisation, rather than defining
civilisation.
So the beauty, flow, grace and serenity of nature, and the nature within my model muse,
is supremely powerful; it is sublime. It is these
aspects that are the symbols of my work.
On location, my model muse, being a product of nature, becomes part of the nature in
the photo. She is not there as a separate monument, but as a warming aspect. The poise,
stature and presence she has is reflective and
complimentary of her surroundings.
Within the studio environment, this ethos
carries through; the posing has to flow as
nature flows. A pose isn’t really a stationary pose, it’s a false still-point in an endless
graceful flow of dynamic movement.
Colour or black and white? What do you
personally like most?
I used to be a colour only photographer, but
recently within the last 3 years, I’ve been
turning to black and white, particularly for
my studio portraiture work. On reflection
I think that this was because I ‘couldn’t see’
the essence of black and white. Colour allowed me to create a sense of realism in my
art, however colour is distracting. On coming to this realisation, further becoming inspired by old black and white photographs, I
pushed myself with black and white, searching for the emotion and presence held within my model.
I don’t think I have a favourite between colour or black and white, but more so I allow
my subconscious to guide me whether an
image should be one or the other.

What is the secret in achieving success with
the marketing communications of a client
by means of photography?
Personally speaking, and knowing this from
running my own businesses, clients want to
achieve one thing with their marketing – to
increase sales of their product and/or service
offering. The secret here is to immediately attraction attention with the artwork, then to
create desire and attachment, finally to inspire
action.
Depending on the purpose of the marketing
strategy, that final action may be to begin a
communication relationship, follow a story,
or buy a product.
Particularly regarding advertising, any visual
image needs to cut through the fog of mass
media to generate the initial attraction. This
can be achieved in a number of ways, including: shock tactics; celebrity; serenity; emotions; sexuality; and of course subliminal
messaging.
Who are your associates? You seem to be
working harmoniously with them.
My associates are a group of equally creative
and skilled people, which include makeup
artists, hair stylists and models. As we are all
individuals following our own paths, the creative teams have changed over the years, but
ones I have worked with on a number of different photo shoots have always become fantastic creative friends. I think this friendship
and openness to new ideas creates a certain
harmony when working – I consider there
isn’t such a thing as a bad creative idea – it’s
just whether it is logistically and technically
workable!
In 2010, you were added to the Mont Clare
Worlds Most Notable Photographers. How
did this make you feel? Was it a greater responsibility placed on your work?

It was a great feeling of praise for the hard
work done over the years. To be recognised
by an international association such as Mont
Clare is a wonderful accolade for anyone. I
wouldn’t say it placed greater responsibility
on my work. I always strive to produce, in my
mind, the most perfect piece of photographic
artwork I can at that moment. Although, in
hindsight, it certainly gave me greater confidence with my work.
What is your personal definition of imagination?
Imagination is a mind thinking without barriers and without bias. The power behind imagination is creative inspiration, which is what
arises between thoughts – it is the magic happening within the gaps. Imagination is a powerful thing.
All great thinkers, scientists, philosophers
and artists had an imagination that is far beyond the vast majority of people of their time.
The freedom of imagination and the freedom
to imagine is something to be treasured like a
fragile gemstone. It defines people and societies. The greatest civilisations are those that
featured the greatest freedom to imagine a
better world, the worst civilisations are those
with the lowest levels imagination and restrict
the freedom to imagine a better world.
Do you enjoy exhibiting your work? Tell us
about your exhibitions, venues, audience reactions, and anything else you consider important.
Indeed, I do enjoy exhibiting my work. It certainly brings a sense of achievement and it’s
wonderful to hear complimentary feedback.
My last solo art gallery exhibition was in 2012
in Bristol, which has a vibrant artistic community. During this particular exhibition, I
did a free and open photo shoot at the gallery,
where general public could take part in my
photo shoot. The best images I then exhibit-

ed in the last week of the exhibition. This created an incredibly interesting addition to the
exhibition and generated immense positive
feedback! Additionally, I was part of two other exhibitions prior to this, one in my home
town Hereford and the other at the home of
Lord Bath, Longleat. I think it’s important for
any artist to exhibit their work, for a number of reasons. Personally I think it’s vitally
important for artists to exhibit their work,
whether in a popularly recognised gallery or
a local restaurant. Artists provide invaluable
commentary on the world around them and
art itself allows the mind to expand. It helps
to broaden other peoples minds, open them
up to other ideas, therefore enables a person
and society to improve upon itself intellectually. Furthermore, no form of art should be
banned, nor any artist persecuted, for political
or religious opinions.
Favourite photographers that inspired you?
There’s no one over-arching photographer
that has influenced and inspired my work.
The inspiration has come more from Romantic, Pre-Raphelite, Renaissance and Classical
paintings and sculpture. I think, for myself,
it has been about trying to produce great artwork in my chosen medium of photography.
However, I do have to pay respect to the portraiture work of David Bailey, when recognising subconscious influences on my work. I
think Lord Snowden and Helmut Newton can
be included in this too.
Favourite painters?
All the great Renaissance painters are an incredible inspiration for me, especially Michelangelo. How he captured and portrayed the
human form is unparalleled and, in my opinion, all photographers should study his work.
Da Vinci also is a great inspiration, however
he was also a great inventor, academic,
scientist and philosopher.

Into the more modern era, I would include
Constable, his dreaminess and romantic essence is simply beautiful and so calming. It
contains a serenity that encapsulates the notion of the green and pleasant land of England.
And coming forward into the 20th Century,
Arthur Rackham and Charles Vess, I consider
to be two of our most wonderful and prized
illustrators.
Favourite writers and directors?
I’m not sure I have any particular favourite
writers and directors. The classical myths and
stories of ancient times are a fantastic view
into history and story telling. Naturally, Homer is on my bookshelf, alongside Jane Austin, who captures the magic of Romanticism.
However, one of my all time favourite books
is Stardust by Neil Gaiman, a contemporary
author. A good film, like a good book, must
have a story that is enticing, full of rich char-

acters and excellent narrative.
What advice would you give to new photographers as far as the technical part is
concerned?
Generally my advice is to experiment and
play with the equipment, additionally following directions from others who have the
technical expertise. Photography, like any
other art form, is a mix of skill and personal
style. Technical skill and knowledge is gained
over time, through using the equipment the
photographer has at hand. So play with it.
Start simply, perhaps with one studio light
(or just the sun if working outside) and
once comfortable, add in to the photo shoot
set-up another piece of equipment. Overtime, the artist/photographers own internal
knowledge base will expand and become
more expert.
And as far as a career in the world of fashion?
Simply put, it is just to start photographing
people wearing clothes. To find some initial
direction, try to replicate a favourite photo,
or a particular style. This by itself will teach
anyone who is starting out a lot about the
medium of fashion photography. Furthermore it will open up their own ideas when
developing their unique artistic style. Once a
photographer has a body of work to be presented as their portfolio, they need to be getting proactive and approaching prospective
clients, the ones that they want to work for.
This is the start of becoming their own marketeer and the start of their own career as a
professional fashion photographer.l

CONTACT

Mobile: +44 (0) 7707 046218
www.danielmoncursime.com
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twitter/instagram: @danielmoncoeur
facebook: www.facebook.com/daniel.moncoeur

Eugenio
Sinatra
photographer
interview
Italy

“I shoot what is
in my mind
transfigured
by reality...”

ARTICLE BY MARYVARELI

Eugenio, tell us a few things about your
steps in photography.
I have been taking images since I was 15 years
old, so… for more than 50 years. But in the
past I wanted only to “frame” the reality that
had some meaning for me, now, instead, I
shoot what is on my mind, transfigured by reality.
What inspires you?
What I feel beautiful, or really bad, inspires
me. I’m not always an optimist in life, I feel
life as a mistake against God, because we are
Eugenio Sinatra
all evil, in fact, although our spirits are perfect
because they are mirrors of God.

Post-surrealism and an experimental tendency that exceeds
norms characterise Eugene’s
work. The kind of work that
even experienced viewers need
to observe carefully in order to
find hidden, profound meanings and to run some kilometres of distance between a conventional technique and his
own, unique style. His series is a
sentimental and yet a bit weird
perspective of woman sexuality and sensuality. When genres
are mixed successfully no titles
are necessary and a mere view
of the images can lead to worlds
unknown, protected by their
chemical constitution of new
un-walked paths of life.

Photographers that you like?
I like Man Ray, David Lachapelle, Maurizio
Galimberti, the inside world of a person is
depicted in photography, as a medium of
talking to ourselves and others.

Tell us a few things about your new experimental technique.
For the last 2 years, I was captured by the relationship between space and time, so I shot
the motion of a body transfiguring its instant
reality into steps that one can only imagine
with closed eyes. The body is a woman because female beauty is suitable for my purpose. I use long exposures, while the model
creates movement, and sometimes I move the
camera to follow the movement or to alter its
trajectory.
I print my images through alternative techniques, because prints are made with my own
hands, and all the modulations of the technique add something to the essence of each
image. I like to print over different surfaces,
so often I print over old manuscripts and old
music sheets: to use old paper seems congenial to my concept of time in space.
What equipment do you use?
I use a Nikon digital reflex camera, D 600,
and an old Ianiro lamp ( 500 w) as a light
source.
Make a wish!
My wish for art: freedom for myself, for my
soul, my mind, my body, my words, to be a
mirror in which to better see me. But this is
difficult for a bad photo-amateur.

CONTACT
https://www.facebook.com/eugenio.sinatra?fref=ts
http://en.polaroid-passion.com/galerie/
eugenio-sinatra/index.php

JULIA MARGARET

CAMERON

By Mary Vareli

“I longed to arrest all
the beauty that came
before me and at length
the longing has been
satisfied.”

EARLY LIFE
Julia’s father was a British official of the East
India Company. Cameron was educated in
France, then she returned to India and in 1838
married Charles Hay Cameron, a jurist, and
a member of the Law Commission, when he
retired, the family moved to London.
Her great-niece Virginia Woolf wrote in the
1926 introduction to the Hogarth Press collection of Cameron’s photographs, “In the trio
[of sisters] where...[one] was Beauty; and [one]
Dash; Mrs. Cameron was undoubtedly Talent”, as Julia was not as beautiful as her sisters.
Lord Tennyson often brought friends to see
the photographer and her works, he was her
neighbor on the Isle of Wight, where she also
spent time.
Julia Margaret Cameron, Portrait by Henry Herschel Hay Cameron - 1870

Julia Margaret Cameron (née
Pattle; 11 June 1815 in Calcutta
– 26 January 1879) was a British photographer known for
her closely framed portraits of
celebrities of the time and for
photographs with Arthurian
and other legendary or heroic
themes as allegorical illustrations. Her artistic influence
was clearly Pre-Raphaelite,
with far-away looks, limp poses and soft lighting, producing
negatives with wet collodion
on glass plates.

FRIENDS AND MOCKERS
Despite her short photographic career
(1864–1875) and the fact that she took up
photography at 48, her work has had an impact on lovers of photography and modern
photographers, though photographers of
her era used to mock her for her technique.
Photography was a labour-intensive art at that
time.
The Photographic Journal, reviewing her
submissions to the annual exhibition of the
Photographic Society of Scotland in 1865, reported: “Mrs. Cameron exhibits her series of
out-of-focus portraits of celebrities. We must
give this lady credit for daring originality, but at
the expense of all other photographic qualities.
A true artist would employ all the resources at
his disposal, in whatever branch of art he might
practise. In these pictures, all that is good in
photography has been neglected and the shortcomings of the art are prominently exhibited.
We are sorry to have to speak thus severely on
the works of a lady, but we feel compelled to do
so in the interest of the art.”

The Illustrated London News wrote: “the
nearest approach to art, or rather the boldest
and successful applications of the principles of
fine art to photography.” Cameron got really
angry reading all these and much more and,
as far as the contempt she received by photographic circles, wrote she would have been
dispirited “had I not valued that criticism at
its worth”.
Cameron linked writers, artists, and scientists who were her spiritual and artistic advisors, friends, and intellectual correspondents
via photography. She wrote: “I began

with no knowledge of the art... I did
not know where to place my dark
box, how to focus my sitter, and my
first picture I effaced to my consternation by rubbing my hand over the
filmy side of the glass.”
A mother of six, and a deeply religious, well
read, somewhat eccentric friend of many of
Victorian England’s greatest minds. Some of
her famous subjects include Charles Darwin,
Alfred Lord Tennyson, Robert Browning, John
Everett Millais, William Michael Rossetti, Edward Burne-Jones, Ellen Terry, and George
Frederic Watts. Cameron’s photographs were
also the only existing photograph of historical
figures registered meticulously with the copyright office and detailed records, which added
to their survival.
HER “VICTIMS”
One of her models—or “victims” as Tennyson called them—left a vivid description of a
photographic session with Cameron, posing
for her was not the most convenient thing in
the world: “The studio, I remember, was very
untidy and very uncomfortable. Mrs. Cameron
put a crown on my head and posed me as the
heroic queen. … The exposure began. A minute
went over and I felt as if I must scream, another

Painting of Julia Margaret Cameron by
George Frederic Watts, c. 1850–1852

minute and the sensation was as if my eyes were
coming out of my head; a third, and the back of
my neck appeared to be afflicted with palsy; a
fourth, and the crown, which was too large, began to slip down my forehead; a fifth—but here
I utterly broke down, for Mr. Cameron, who
was very aged, and had unconquerable fits of
hilarity which always came in the wrong places,
began to laugh audibly, and this was too much
for my self-possession, and I was obliged to join
the dear old gentleman.”
Malcolm Daniel wrote: “Although she may
have taken up photography as an amateur and
sought to apply it to the noble non-commercial
aims of art, she immediately viewed her activity
as a professional one, vigorously copyrighting,
exhibiting, publishing, and marketing her photographs. Within eighteen months she had sold
eighty prints to the Victoria and Albert Museum, established a studio in two of its rooms,
and made arrangements with the West End

printseller Colnaghi’s to publish and sell her
photographs.” *
Cameron became a member of the Photographic Societies of London and Scotland;
her aim was to captivate beauty, using soft-focus “fancy portraits”, which she later developed, were taught to her by David Wilkie
Wynfield. She wished to depict the qualities
of innocence, virtue, wisdom, piety, or passion, enlisting friends, family, and household staff in her activities.
LATER LIFE
In 1875, the Camerons moved back to Ceylon (now Sri Lanka). Julia continued to practise photography despite the difficulties of
getting chemicals and pure water to develop
and print photographs. Cameron died while
in Ceylon, in 1879. Her death is attributed
to having caught a bad chill. It was not until 1948 that Cameron’s photography became
more widely known. In 1977, Gernsheim noted that although a great photographer, Cameron had “left no mark” on the aesthetic history of photography because her work was not
appreciated by her contemporaries and thus
not imitated. The artist produced about 900
images—a gallery of vivid portraits and a
mirror of the Victorian soul.
REFERENCES
The Intersecting Realities and Fictions of Virginia Woolf and Colette – Helen Southworth – Google
Boeken. Books.google.com
“Victoria and Albert Museum: Julia Margaret Cameron Related Photographers”
Gernsheim, H. (1948). Julia Margaret Cameron; her
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London: Fountain Press; distributed in the USA by
Transatlantic Arts, New York.
Daniel, Malcolm. “Julia Margaret Cameron (1815–
1879)”. In Heilbrunn Timeline of Art History. New
York: The Metropolitan Museum of Art, 2000–. http://
www.metmuseum.org/toah/hd/camr/hd_camr.htm
(October 2004)
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Wikipedia
*Malcolm Daniel, Department of Photographs, The
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Exhibition - Julia Margaret Cameron
- Victoria and Albert Museum
28 November 2015 - 21 February 2016.

The Passing of
Arthur created to illustrate
Te n n y s o n ’ s
Idylls of the
King.1874

'The Parting of Lancelot and
Guinevere,' 1874. (Courtesy
the Metropolitan Museum.

Frank
Dicksee

dramatic literary,
historical and
legendary scenes
by Mary Vareli

mostly, adding to Frank’s passion for the same
subject.
Dicksee enrolled in the Royal Academy in
1870, also joining the Langham Sketching
Club, and in 1924 he was already its president,
knighted in 1925. In 1927, he was
named to the Royal Victorian Order by king
George V. A gold medal in 1875 for his painting Elijah confronting Ahab and Jezebel in
Naboth’s Vineyard initiated his debut in The
Academy, in 1876, preceded by a silver medal
for drawing from the Antique
in 1872, Dicksee started working as an illustrator in the 1870s, contributing to periodicals such as Cassell’s Magazine, Cornhill
Magazine, The Graphic and many more. He
was also commissioned by Cassell & Co. to illustrate their editions of Longfellow’s Evangeline (1882), Shakespeare’s Othello (1890) and
Romeo and Juliet (1884).

Sir Francis Bernard Dicksee

(London 27 November 1853 –
17 October 1928) was an English Victorian painter and illustrator. Paintings of dramatic
literary, historical, biblical and
historical dramas and legendary
scenes are what he is known for.
His initial success was a result of portraits of
fashionable women of the era, as well as
his uncle, John Robert Dicksee, and his father,
Thomas, who were also painters and
influence Frank and his siblings, Herbert and
Margaret, to follow a career in painting. His
father painted portraits and historical scenes

It is worth mentioning that Victorian critics
gave both positive and negative reviews
to certain works of Dicksee, such as The Funeral of a Viking (1893; Manchester Art Gallery). But we must not forget the general attitude that also followed The Pre-Raphaelites in
their initial steps. The Swedish Viking/Black
metal band Bathory used the painting as a
cover for their 1990 album, Hammerheart.
Critics found G.F. Watts, with his “abstracted
idealism”, and F. Leighton, with his classicism,
to be major influences in the textural fluidity,
rich colors, perfection, dramatic and somewhat staged setting that characterize Dicksee’s
work.
He definitely exhibited an inclination for decorative painting and condemned the Victorian ideals of High Art publicly, also painting
“problem pictures”, meaning ambiguous pictures that made the viewer wonder what is ac-

tually happening; something so popular in the
Victorian era.
Heather Birchall describes Harmony, as “one
of the most well-known pictures by Dicksee, depicting a young man staring adoringly into the
eyes of a girl playing the organ. The model for
the woman was Hilda Spencer who was then a
student at Queens College, Harley Street where
Dicksee taught drawing. She sits in a trance like
state, seemingly oblivious to her suitor’s rapturous gaze.”
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EDWARD GOREY
BOOK COVER ART & DESIGN
An iconic figure in the Goth subculture.

Article by Tania Santou

Edward St. John Gorey (February 22, 1925
– April 15, 2000) was an American writer,
illustrator and poet noted for his illustrated
books, especially The Gashlycrumb Tinies,
The Doubtful Guest, Animation introducing
Mystery!
He is mainly self-taught in art though he briefly attended The School of The Art Institute of
Chicago. He frequently stated that his formal
art training was “negligible”. His characteristic pen-and-ink drawings often depict vaguely
unsettling narrative scenes in Victorian and
Edwardian settings. The movement he followed was Literary nonsense and Surrealism.
He attended Harvard University, graduating
in the class of 1950, where he studied French
and roomed with poet Frank O’Hara. In the
early 1950s, Gorey, with a group of recent
Harvard alumni founded the Poets’ Theatre
in Cambridge. From 1953 to 1960, he lived
in New York City and worked for the Art Department of Doubleday Anchor, illustrating
book covers and in some cases, adding illustrations to the text. He illustrated works as diverse as Dracula by Bram Stoker, The War of
the Worlds by H. G. Wells, and Old Possum’s
Book of Practical Cats by T. S. Eliot. In later years, he produced cover illustrations and
interior artwork for many children’s books by
John Bellairs, as well as books begun by Bellairs and continued by Brad Strickland after
Bellairs’ death.
The awards that made him famous were Tony
Award (costume design) and Deutscher Jugendliteraturpreis (writing). He also was
nominated for Best Scenic Design. In the introduction of each episode of Mystery!Vincent Price would welcome viewers to “Gorey
Mansion”.
Gorey’s illustrated (and sometimes wordless)
books, with their vaguely ominous air and

ostensibly Victorian and Edwardian settings,
have long had a cult following.
Gorey was noted for his fondness for ballet
(for many years, he religiously attended all
performances of the New York City Ballet),
fur coats, tennis shoes, and cats, of which
he had many. All figure prominently in his
work. His knowledge of literature and films
was unusually extensive, and in his interviews, he named Jane Aust Gorey’s maternal
great-grandmother, Helen St. John Garvey,
a popular nineteenth-century greeting card
writer and artist, as the person from whom he
claimed to have inherited his talents.
His first independent work, The Unstrung
Harp, was published in 1953. He also published under pen names that were anagrams
of his first and last names, such as Ogdred
Weary, Dogear Wryde, Ms. Regera Dowdy,
and dozens more. His books also feature the
names Eduard Blutig (“Edward Gory”),

a German language pun on his own name, and
O. Müde (German for O. Weary). Although
Gorey’s books were popular with children, he
did not associate with children much and had
no particular fondness for them. Gorey never married, professed to have little interest in
romance, and never discussed any specific romantic relationships in interviews.
He said: “I’m neither one thing nor the other
particularly. I am fortunate in that I am apparently reasonably undersexed or something
... I’ve never said that I was gay and I’ve never
said that I wasn’t ... what I’m trying to say is
that I am a person before I am anything else.”
He agreed in an interview that the “sexlessness” of his works was a product of his asexuality. Gorey was very fond of word games,
particularly anagrams. He wrote many of his
books under pseudonyms that usually were
anagrams of his own name (most famously
Ogdred Weary).
Gorey has become an iconic figure in the Goth
subculture. Events themed on his works and
decorated in his characteristic style are common in the more Victorian-styled elements of
the subculture, notably the Edwardian costume balls held annually in San Francisco and
Los Angeles, which include performances
based on his works. The “Edwardian” in this
case refers less to the Edwardian period of history rather than to Gorey, whose characters
are depicted as wearing fashion styles ranging
from those of the mid-nineteenth century to
the 1930s. In response to being called gothic,
he stated, “If you’re doing nonsense it has to be
rather awful because there’d be no point.
I’m trying to think if there’s sunny nonsense.
Sunny, funny nonsense for children – oh, how
boring, boring, boring. As Schubert said, there
is no happy music. And that’s true, there really
isn’t. And there’s probably no happy
nonsense, either.”
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Caduceus
AND ITS
ORIGINS

The Migration of Symbols

Study by Goblet d’Alviella

Mercury, from Mercury Exhorting Aeneas to Leave
Carthage - Giovanni Battista Tiepolo

The Caduceus is one of the symbolic figures
which have tried in the highest degree the
patience of scholars. Its classic appearance
of a winged rod, round which two serpents
are symmetrically entwined, is very far removed from its primitive form.
Greek monuments make known to us a period when it consisted of a circle, or a disk,
placed on the top of a stick, and surmounted
by a crescent, making thus a kind of figure 8
open at the top. In a still more remote age it
seems to have formed a flowered bar with
three leaves, τριπέταλος, as Homer says.
Through what influence were these three
leaves transformed into a disk, surmounted by an incomplete circle? The latter form
appears so often on the Phœnician monuments that we are forced to wonder, with
M. Perrot, “whether the Caduceus was borrowed by the Phœnicians from Greece and
its Hermes, or whether the latter did not
rather appropriate this attribute from some
eastern god, his elder by many centuries.”
Greek Caduceus.
(Overbeck. Kunstmythologie, pl. xxxvi.,
fig. 6.)

Punic Caduceus.
(Perrot et Chipiez,
vol. iii., p. 232.)

MM. Perrot and Chipiez seem themselves to give a decisive answer to their question when, in a later volume, they show us the Caduceus on Hittite
monuments of Asia Minor, where no one
can dream of importations from Greece.

At Carthage the Caduceus is nearly always
associated with the Sacred Cone on stelai
dedicated either to Tanit “the face of Baal,” or
conjointly to Baal Hamman and Tanit. If it is
likely that this Cone stands for the symbol of
Tanit, would it be rash to assume that the Caduceus represents either the companion of
the Great Goddess of Carthage, the Phœnician god of the sun, or of the solar heat, Baal
Hamman—or the usual hypostasis of Baal
Hamman, his “messenger” or “angel,” Malac
Baal —or, finally, the third personage of the
triad composed of Baal, Tanit, and Iol or Iolaüs, the divine solar infant, lost and found
by turns like Atys and Adonis elsewhere?
In all these cases the Caduceus might form
the symbol of a solar divinity, and what
strengthens this assumption is the fact that
on some Libyan stelai the two Caducei which
flank the Cone are sometimes replaced by
Wheels arranged in the same manner.
Does not the Caduceus of the Greeks
seem likewise to have been an essentially
solar emblem?
According to the words of Homer it was a
rod of gold which alternately “charms the
eyes of men and calls them from their slumbers;” it lures the dead to Hades, and can
bring them back to the light of day; lastly, like a real magic wand, it changes all it
touches into gold. I in no wise infer therefrom that Hermes was a solar god, or even
a god of the sun when below the horizon.
With the Greeks themselves, however, tradition makes out that the Caduceus had been
given him by Apollo in return for the lyre.
Perhaps the Phœnician Caduceus passed to
the hand of Hermes amongst those Greek
colonists of Cyrenaica who contributed
more or less towards introducing Punic, and
even Egyptian elements into the religion as
into the mythology of the Hellenes. Perhaps,
too, the transmission was brought about on

Greek soil through direct intercourse with
Phœnician traders, who cannot but have
diffused, with their religious and artistic
products, the attributes of their own national divinities.
Is it possible to retrace still further the
history of the Caduceus?
Numerous origins and manifold antecedents have been attributed to it. It has alternately been considered to be an equivalent
of the Thunderbolt, a form of the Sacred
Tree, a contraction of the Scarab, a combination of the solar Globe and the Crescent of
the moon, and so forth. All these derivations
may have some foundation in fact. I once
attempted to connect it with the Winged
Globe, as a mere hypothesis, to be sure, but
in terms perhaps too affirmative for want of
having taken sufficiently into consideration
the intervention of other figures in the genesis of its forms. I would now be more inclined to admit that it was first of all an instrument, a weapon, a religious, or military,
ensign, gradually modified by coming into
contact with other figured representations,
amongst which was the Winged Globe.
Bas-reliefs of Assyria exhibit military ensigns, prototypes, perhaps, of the Constantinian labarum, which consist of a large ring
placed on the top of a staff, and girt with
two loose bandelets
Assyrian Standard.

On the top of this ring—which M. Perrot
has no hesitation in comparing with the

circle forming the girdle of Assur in certain
solar adaptations of the Winged Globe (see
above, fig.)—place either the horns symbolical of divine power amongst the Mesopotamians, or the Crescent, so frequently
coupled with the Globe in the religious imagery of the Phœnicians, and the result will
be unquestionably the image of the Punic
Caduceus.
On Hittite monuments Caducei are noticed
which are terminated by a Globe in relief,
surmounted by a real pair of horns—a peculiarity which we again meet with on a Tyrian amphora reproduced in De Witte and Lenormant’s Monuments céramographiques.
Hittite Caduceus.
(Perrot et Chipiez, vol. iv.,
fig. 353.)

Variety of Greek Caduceus.
(Monuments céramogr.,
vol. iii., pl. 36 a.)

The result is the same if
we invert certain solar Globes of Phœnicia,
which are merely an abbreviation of the
Winged Globe of Egypt, as is easily seen
from the two uræus snakes which encircle
them, and the tufts of feathers by which
they are surmounted.

The very uræi here form the counterpart of
the loose scrolls below the Phœnician Caduceus, as also underneath the Assyrian ensign
(which are still noticeable in the stemmata
of some Greek Caducei.
We find, on a Sardinian cylinder, reproduced
by MM. Perrot et Chipiez, a curious alteration of the Winged Globe, in which the ornithomorphic appendages are reduced to
a reticular or pennated tail. Putting aside
the horns, which have at the same time assumed the aspect of a fork, we cannot but
be struck by the resemblance of this symbol
to those of the Phœnician Caducei, where
the Disk seems to be supported by a conical
stem. In other places the horns are wanting,
Caducées Libyques.
(A. W. S. Vaux. Phœnician inscript.)

Νotably in a Globe of Persepolis, which also
rests on a triangular tail; here, however, the
uræi are lowered in such a manner as to
form more plainly the transition from the
bandelets.

staff , in the manner of the Caduceus and
the Assyrian ensign.
Does it follow that the Caduceus was necessarily a derivation of the Winged Globe?
One might equally admit—and it is on this
point I want to insist—that it had an independent origin, and, at a later date, carne
under the influence of the Winged Globe, or,
reciprocally, that certain reproductions of
the Winged Globe were modified on coming into contact with it.
It must indeed be mentioned that M. Ph.
Berger was able, with the same degree of
likelihood, to connect the antecedents of
the Caduceus among the Phœnicians with
the ashêrah, i.e., with the stake entwined
with bandelets and with the other analogous simulacra which we saw representing
among the Syrians the goddess of the earth,
or of Nature.
In support of this opinion, or rather of the
assumption that there is a transition from
the Sacred Tree surmounted by the solar
Disk to the Caduceus of the Phœnicians and
the Hittites, I have here brought together
three figures taken from cylinders found in
Asia Minor.
In the first, the Sacred Tree is still plainly

Persepolitan Sculpture.
(Guigniaut. Op. cit., t. iv., pl. xxii., fig. 117 a.)
It is worth
while
remarking that
the Winged
Globe was
sometimes
borne as a
standard at
the end of a

recognizable below the solar Disk; in the
second it supports the latter; in the third
we find nothing more than a stick supporting the Winged Disk in the manner of a standard.

Let us now place side by side with these
symbolic representations the following
figures taken from Mesopotamian cylinders.
Mesopotamian Cylinders.

The wings of the Globe have here disappeared: on the other hand the figures a and
b, which are unquestionably connected with
the rudimentary forms of the Sacred Tree (cf.
above, draw nearer at the same time to the
Caduceus, as this last emblem appears in
fig. c under the form of a mace.
Whether we have here at last the prototype of the Caduceus, or whether we are
once again in the presence of other figurative representations which had merely felt
the influence of this mysterious emblem,
is a question which the relative age of the
monuments concerned can alone decide.
If, however, as everything goes to prove, it
is to Mesopotamia that we must go for the
earliest types of the Caduceus, nothing prevents us from assuming that the latter came
directly from Asia Minor to Greece, without
passing through the medium of the Libyan
Caduceus.
As for the latest transformation which Greek
art caused the Caduceus to undergo, it may
be questioned if the introduction of the serpents and wings is not here evidence of a
phenomenon of symbolic atavism, a return
to old, or foreign, forms; or even of the persistency of a plastic tradition whose intermediate links have not come down to us. Ac-

cording to some writers the serpents of the
classic Caduceus would be due to a transformation of the stemmata or scrolls which
hang beneath the Circle. Now, as I have
above shown, these latter, in the Winged
Globes of Western Asia, are themselves a
metamorphosis of the Egyptian uræi. It
must be also borne in mind that the serpent
twined round the end of a pole forms the
symbol of Baal Hamman in the Punic imagery. On the other hand, Fergusson alleges
having noticed live serpents intertwined in
this manner; the Greek artist would therefore have done nothing more than adjust to
the Caduceus an image provided by real life.
At any rate, it is owing to this æsthetic transformation that the Caduceus was preserved
until our own times to represent two functions of the ancient Hermes, which are more
in vogue than ever with the human race,
industry and commerce. Even in the matter
of symbols nothing dies which deserves to
live, and is capable of transformation.
In India, likewise, the Caduceus has survived
to the present time under the form of two
serpents intertwined. M. Guimet has found
numerous specimens amongst the carvings
placed as ex voto in the Vishnu temples of
southern India. It is probable that this symbol was introduced into India in the track of
Alexander. It is found, indeed, on the coins
of Sophytes, a native prince who copied the
monetary types of the Seleucid kings, and it
continued to be reproduced without interruption in the coinage of the Indo-Scythic
sovereigns. But it is also met with in India
under a simpler form which, like the earlier type of the Greek Caduceus, seems to
be connected with the Asiatic Caduceus
formed of a Disk surmounted by a Crescent.
This combination, which is sometimes
placed on the top of a staff, and sometimes
isolated like our astronomical sign , appears
to have been confounded at an early date

with the Buddhist trisula, whose manifold
transformations deserve a chapter for themselves.
Varieties of Indian Caducei.

---------------------------------------------------------ABOUT THE STUDY AND ITS AUTHOR
This is a study of the migration and mutation of symbols by a late 19th century Belgian lawyer and M:. scholar, Count Goblet
d’Alviella (b. 1846, d. 1925). Originally published in 1891 in French, this book covers
a huge web of interchangeable symbols,
which are found over a wide range of cultures through the Near East, India, Europe,
and further abroad, notably in Mesoamerica. He attempts to explain the widespread
use of symbols such as the Swastika, the
Tree of Life, the Winged Globe, the Trident
and the Caduceus. Despite the title, d’Alviella does not adhere to one theory; instead he
has a whole toolkit, including diffusion, mutation, independent origins and appropriation, as well as psychological, historical and
sociological explanations.
He demonstrates that the same symbol can
have different interpretations in different
cultures and at different times. Such is the
case with the swastika, which today is obviously associated with absolute evil, but
which has been used historically as a symbol of the Sun’s yearly path, and regarded as
a good-luck symbol, even to this day, in the
far East. With over 150 line illustrations, this
book is an invaluable source book for sym-

bologists, and makes fascinating reading for
readers interested in the development of religion. http://www.sacred-texts.com

REGINA, REGINA
PIGMEORUM, VENI

FROM The Celtic Twilight

by William Butler Yeats
Ariadne George Frederic Watts
1817 - 1904

One night

a middle-aged man, who
had lived all his life far from the noise of cabwheels, a young girl, a relation of his, who
was reported to be enough of a seer to catch a
glimpse of unaccountable lights moving over
the fields among the cattle, and myself, were
walking along a far western sandy shore. We
talked of the Forgetful People as the faery
people are sometimes called, and came in the
midst of our talk to a notable haunt of theirs,
a shallow cave amidst black rocks, with its reflection under it in the wet sea sand.
I asked the young girl if she could see anything, for I had quite a number of things to
ask the Forgetful People. She stood still for a
few minutes, and I saw that she was passing
into a kind of waking trance, in which the cold
sea breeze no longer troubled her, nor the dull
boom of the sea distracted her attention.
I then called aloud the names of the great faeries, and in a moment or two she said that
she could hear music far inside the rocks, and
then a sound of confused talking, and of people stamping their feet as if to applaud some
unseen performer. Up to this my other friend
had been walking to and fro some yards off,
but now he passed close to us, and as he did so
said suddenly that we were going to be interrupted, for he heard the laughter of children
somewhere beyond the rocks.
We were, however, quite alone. The spirits of
the place had begun to cast their influence
over him also. In a moment he was corroborated by the girl, who said that bursts of laughter
had begun to mingle with the music, the confused talking, and the noise of feet. She next
saw a bright light streaming out of the cave,
which seemed to have grown much deeper,
and a quantity of little people, (1) in various
coloured dresses, red predominating, dancing
to a tune which she did not recognize.

I then bade her
call out to the
queen of the little
people to come
and talk with us.
There was, however, no answer
to her command.
I therefore repeated the words
aloud
myself,
and in a moment
a very beautiful
tall woman came
out of the cave.
I too had by this time fallen into a kind of
trance, in which what we call the unreal had
begun to take upon itself a masterful reality,
and was able to see the faint gleam of golden
ornaments, the shadowy blossom of dim hair.
I then bade the girl tell this tall queen to marshal her followers according to their natural
divisions, that we might see them. I found as
before that I had to repeat the command myself.
The creatures then came out of the cave, and
drew themselves up, if I remember rightly, in
four bands. One of these bands carried quicken boughs in their hands, and another had
necklaces made apparently of serpents’ scales,
but their dress I cannot remember, for I was
quite absorbed in that gleaming woman. I
asked her to tell the seer whether these caves
were the greatest faery haunts in the neighbourhood. Her lips moved, but the answer
was inaudible.
I bade the seer lay her hand upon the breast of
the queen, and after that she heard every word
quite distinctly. No, this was not the greatest
faery haunt, for there was a greater one a little further ahead. I then asked her whether it
was true that she and her people carried away
mortals, and if so, whether they put another

soul in the place of the one they
had taken? ‘We change the bodies,’ was her answer. ‘Are any of
you ever born into mortal life?’
‘Yes.’ ‘Do I know any who were
among your people before birth?’
‘You do.’ ‘Who are they?’ ‘It would
not be lawful for you to know.’
I then asked whether she and her
people were not ‘dramatizations
of our moods’? ‘She does not
understand,’ said my friend, ‘but
says that her people are much
like human beings, and do most
of the things human beings do.’
I asked her other questions, as to
her nature, and her purpose in
the universe, but only seemed to
puzzle her. At last she appeared
to lose patience, for she wrote
this message for me upon the
sands--the sands of vision, not
the grating sands under our feet-’Be careful, and do not seek to
know too much about us.’ Seeing
that I had offended her, I thanked
her for what she had shown and
told, and let her depart again into
her cave.
In a little while the young girl
awoke out of her trance, and felt again the
cold wind of the world, and began to shiver.
I tell these things as accurately as I can, and
with no theories to blur the history. Theories are poor things at the best, and the bulk
of mine have perished long ago. I love better
than any theory the sound of the Gate of Ivory, turning upon its hinges, and hold that he
alone who has passed the rose-strewn threshold can catch the far glimmer of the Gate of
Horn.
It were perhaps well for us all if we would but

William Etty, The Flower Girl (1830s)

raise the cry Lilly the astrologer raised in
Windsor Forest, ‘Regina, Regina Pigmeorum,
Veni,’ and remember with him, that God vis
iteth His children in dreams. Tall, glimmering queen, come near, and let me see again the
shadowy blossom of thy dim hair.
Footnotes
1 The people and faeries in Ireland are sometimes as big
as we are, sometimes bigger, and sometimes, as I have
been told, about three feet high. The Old Mayo woman I
so often quote, thinks that it is something in our eyes that
makes them seem big or little.

BJ Neblett
short story

The subject known as X

was a healthy extremely fit and tone young
man of about nineteen or twenty years of age.
X first came to see me a week ago. He was agitated and under extreme duress. Refusing a
mild sedative, he demanded he be given a full
and complete check up, including some procedures not normally associated with a routine physical examination. When he returned
to my office yesterday I had the results of those
tests.
And X had a most unusual tale to tell.
“It is good to see you again. Please, sit
down.”
“Thank you, Doctor.”
“How are you feeling? You seem much
more relaxed today.”
His gaze passed through me. It was his
one striking feature: his eyes, black and dull.
Even as I think about them now I am filled
with an unexplained dread. Hollow and empty, his eyes were those of a corpse.
“Yes, Doctor… better, calmer… for
now. The tests… do you have the results of the
tests?”
“I do. But as I suspected and told you,
they show nothing out of the ordinary. There
is nothing physically wrong with you.”
He looked up at me sheepishly, as if
afraid to ask. “Tell me, Doctor, please.”
“Very well… all of your vitals are fine.
Heart rate, pulse, blood pressure and respiration, all fine. Blood work came back negative as did toxins and other samples. The only
thing which stands out is that your vitals and
counts are slightly elevated; stronger than
normal. This is certainly no cause for alarm.”
His voice turned anxious. “Go on…”
“Your reflexes and motor skills scored
better than average; eye sight is remarkable.
And I have never seen muscle tissue or bone
as dense as yours.”
“And the rest…?” With the question X
once again became somewhat agitated. I was

struck with the feeling he knew the results before I gave them.
“Well, brain activity and function did
test elevated, but normal. You can rest assured
you are strong; healthy. Why, I wouldn’t be
surprised if you lived to be one hundred and
twenty!”
With that X began to fidget nervously. My words, which certainly should have
assuaged any fears, seemed rather to trouble
him. He looked at me intently, those dark eyes
studying, piercing. Finally X reached into his
pocket, withdrew a photograph, and presented it to me. It was the picture of a man with
graying hair and other signs of impending
middle age.
“How old would you say he is?” X asked.
“Oh, maybe in his forties, I guess.” It
was then I realized the figure in the picture
possessed the same chilling, dark, dead eyes.
“Is this your father?”
X tensed in his seat. His mouth pursed,
and then slightly curled in what I can only describe as a failed attempt to smile. “No… no,
Doctor. That is not my father. The man in the
picture is me.”
While his words were delusional, X’s
posture remained alert, attentive. “You do realize the person in this picture, while bearing
a striking resemblance to you, is easily twice
your age.”
This time the smile broke through the
stoic demeanor. It was a half crooked I’ve got a
secret sort of smile which sent chills throughout my body. Combined with those hollow,
dead eyes it was a look I shall never forget.
“But it is me, Doctor,” he began calmly,
with an icy detachment of fact. “This is what I
look like when I… if I…”
He paused.
We sat for an indeterminable, uncomfortable time studying each other. Finally X
seemed to make up his mind. “It’s the curse
you know… the curse...”
“Perhaps you should tell me about this
curse.”

He arose slowly, his hands finding the
bottom of his trouser pockets, and wandered
over to the window.
And so began X’s strange tale.
“War,” he said at last, “war is the curse,
Doctor. War… killing… from the moment
Cain killed his brother man has been marked.
Marked with the blood of Abel, and cursed,
cursed with the thirst to make war; to kill his
fellow man. It is as normal as breathing. There
will always be wars, Doctor. And there will always be young men to fight them.”
Those empty, hollow eyes glazed over,
turning inward, seeing; remembering.
“I was a sergeant in the cavalry,” he
continued. “We’d been engaging the enemy
all day long, pointless hit and run skirmishes
that slaughter men and gain nothing. Ironically, it was the day of my birthday. By late afternoon everyone was exhausted, the fighting
scattered over quarter mile of rough ground.
A shell landed nearby knocking me unconscious. When I came to it was dark and I was
alone, the battle had moved on.
“Slowly, cautiously I began to make
my way through the unfamiliar terrain. After
a time, I became aware of something in the
woods. It seemed to be following me, marking
my progress, moving as I did.
“I turned.
“Suddenly, there was a flash of blue
steel in the moonlight. Leveling my pistol, I
fired twice. A figure staggered from the brush
and collapsed.
“I approached my victim. To my horror
he was just a boy, maybe twenty years old. And
he was unarmed. Clutched in his fingers was a
crucifix. It was the shiny metal cross that I had
mistaken for a weapon.
“I knelt beside the lad, struck by my
detestable deed. Then, without warning, his
eyes flew open wide! Clutching at my shirt, his
mouth contorted into a soul searing scream.
He thrust the damnable silver cross into my
hands. And then…”

Beads of perspiration dotted X’s forehead. He
trembled and began to pace.
“… then an incredible expression, one
of total and unimaginable peace, settled over
him, and he died quietly in my arms.
“It was then and there that I knew I was
cursed; that I would never again find peace.”
It became obvious to me that X was suffering from some sort of severe post traumatic
stress. The cause of his stress seemed obvious.
“It is not unusual,” I suggested, “for a young
man as you to have lingering feelings of guilt
about tragic events in their lives.”
X turned suddenly, his face now ablaze
with the most insipid grin. He laughed aloud.
“Young man… young man, indeed! But you
don’t understand, Doctor. I wasn’t a young
man. I was thirty five years old! And the year
was sixty-three… eighteen sixty-three! I was
a sergeant in the 16th Texas Cavalry with Jeb
Stewart. It was the Battle of Milliken’s Bend,
Louisiana, what became known as our own
Civil War!”
He laughed again, the terrifying baying of a mad man. And yet, throughout his
discourse, it became evident that he believed
what he was saying.

“You said it yourself, Doctor. You said
you wouldn’t be surprised if I lived to be one
hundred and twenty! If only that were true! If
only that was where it ended…
“But no… not at all…
“After the war I returned home. Things
settled into a comfortable routine. The war
was all but forgotten. Then, on my sixtieth
birthday it began to happen. The changes were
slow, subtle, and nearly imperceptible. It was
my wife who was the first to notice. But within
ten years it was frighteningly obvious – I was
aging, but aging backwards; growing younger!
My grey hair gave way to its natural dark color
and was growing again where it had ceased.
My skin seemed to shrink, smoothing itself
over my body, erasing the tell tale traces of
time. Old scars healed and disappeared. Even
my eyes grew stronger; I put aside my glasses.
And I began to feel as I did in my twenties:
strong, healthy and alive again. And young!
My God, I was… I was young again… a young
man of twenty!”
This time his laugh was sardonic; bitter.
“Providence has its price, Doctor.
“On the day of my seventieth birthday I
awoke to find myself once again in uniform. I
was a new man, a different man, but with a familiar role to play in life’s capricious game. All
that remained of my former life was this…”
Reaching into his shirt, X tore a metal crucifix and chain from around his neck,
flinging it to the floor.
“…this cursed cross. Before I could comprehend what was happening I was charging
up San Juan Hill with Teddy Roosevelt and
his Rough Riders. I was twenty again, Doctor,
yes. But I was twenty and once again fighting
a war; forced to slay my fellow man!
“Returning to the states, I tried to make
some sense of this maleficent manifestation. I
had a new identity, a new beginning, a fresh
start at life. At first I thought myself blessed.
“How wrong can one man be? How
very, very wrong… not blessed at all but
cursed…

“About the time of what would have
been my eighty-fifth year, although I carried
the looks and constitution of a man but thirty-five, I began to regress again, to age backwards. Only this time the process progressed
with amazing rapidity. Changes seemed to
take place over night. In three short years
I was back to being a young man of twenty
again! This time on my birthday I awoke huddled in a mud and blood soaked trench near
Verdun, France. It was the war to end all wars.
Only it didn’t… and certainly not for me.”
X returned to his seat. A tormented
look of determination, which was that of a
man desperately baring his soul, shadowed
his grim face.
“Life became a nightmarish roller
coaster ride. I would live and age as anyone
for a time. Then, one morning, there’d be on
less grey hair, one less wrinkle staring back at
me from the mirror. And I’d know it would be
just a matter of time.
“It was my one hundred and thirteenth
year on earth. I was forty five again but looked
not a day over twenty-one. I awoke, transported in space and time once more, an Ensign
aboard the U.S.S. California at Pearl Harbor.
That morning the Japanese attacked.
“I tried abandoning my conspicuous
companion, dropping the insidious icon into
the ocean; burning it; even burying the regenerating relic in a graveyard by moonlight. But
to no avail…
“… I became a twenty-two year old lieutenant at the Chosin Reservoir in Korea. A decade and a half after that war I awoke in a rice
paddy, a nineteen year old corporal caught up
in the Tet offensive.
“For a time it seemed I had finally beaten the curse. Ten years slipped by… fifteen…
I was aging normally again. But it didn’t last.
Soon I began to once more regress. I found
myself manning the gun turret of a deadly
desert tank. And then, incredibly, not long after, I was back fighting in another desert war.
Each time I awoke to kill, the bewitched

it is me! This is how I was not very long ago.
But look at me, Doctor… you said it… you
said I appear to be around twenty!
“And tomorrow… tomorrow, Doctor…
is my birthday!”
By now X was raving, near violent. With
some assistance I was able to administer a
strong sedative. I placed him in the quite
ward of the hospital, taking precautions to
secure him to his bed. The enigmatic crucifix, which appeared to be ancient and perhaps gothic, I locked in my safe. When I
left, X was sleeping peacefully.
Arriving at the hospital this morning, I
discovered X was gone. As we searched the
grounds the announcement came that war
had once again broken out. Further investigation revealed that the crucifix, too, had
mysteriously vanished.
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crucifix hung about my neck like an albatross.”
He slumped into his chair, exhausted from his startling confession. Burying his
head in his hands, X began to softly weep. It
was my duty to help this poor tortured being
climb from the depths of his delusional mind.
I touched his shoulder.
“Well,” I encouraged, “whatever it is
that is troubling you, I am sure we can get to
the bottom of it.”
“No!” X screamed, knocking aside my
hand. Looking up, his countenance became
that of a man possessed. “No! You don’t understand!” He snatched the photograph he’d
shown me, from off the desk. “This picture…
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Hands
By K.J. McPike
short story
Edwardian postcard

“My eyes
bulge. I whip
around to face
the casket
again. Anna
is still inside.
Her eyes are
closed, and
she is unmoving. But her
hands… “
Study of Hands - Edgar Degas

My vision

tunnels as I step
toward the casket. The white flowers and the
black dresses and the charcoal suits fade into
the background, and all I see are her hands.
Interlaced fingers peek over the edge of the
lacquered wooden box. They are long and
slender and decorated with French tips and a
silver thumb ring with heart shapes cut out of
the thick band.
I know those hands. I know those hands, but
I don’t know what they’re doing tucked inside the soft white ruffles lining the coffin.
Less than a week ago, they were right next
to me, digging through the clearance rack at
Gadzooks and placing feathered hats on my
head and spinning me around to face mirrors.
Now they are pale and
unmoving.
I inch toward them in a daze, drawn by an invisible force. The rest of her body comes into
view and my brain screams, It’s not Anna! I
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want to agree. This girl doesn’t look like my
older sister. Her face is puffier, and far too pale,
even under the thick beige makeup. Her black
hair is curled too tightly. Her lipstick is too
bright. But those hands…those hands belong
to my sister. I’d know them anywhere. I spent
years watching them flipping through magazines and painting my toenails and grabbing
the TV remote out of my grasp. I saw them fly
up in apology after they accidentally burned
my ear with a hot roller. I marveled at them as
they flew over piano keys so fast I could hardly keep up.
Those are the same hands, only now they’re
frozen.
Cold.
The thought makes my heart thump so hard
I can’t hear anything else. I hate it for being
so loud—so disrespectful. Anna’s heart will
never beat again, and mine is taunting her. I

want to rip it out of my chest and slide it into
those hands that have looked out for me for
the last thirteen years. We all know they deserve it more than I do. If giving up my own
heart would make those hands move again, I
wouldn’t think twice.
Something tugs at my skirt, and the rest of the
room snaps back into view. I realize my face
is wet, and there are people babbling around
me. Their voices form a dull roar, and I hate
them for sounding like it’s any other day, like
life could still go on after this.
Another tug. “Ambuh!”
I look down at my baby sister. She’s holding up
her tiny arms, willing herself into mine. Her
brown eyes are wide, scared. Tears threaten to
spill onto her cheeks.
At least she knows all of this isn’t right. It takes
all my strength to move, but somehow, I reach
down and pick her up.
“Hi, Allie,” I manage.
Her weight shifts in my arms as she leans
across my body to look in the casket. “Anna
sleep.” Her toddler voice is high, but I can
hear the tension, as if her two-year-old mind
knows what she said isn’t true. She looks to me
for confirmation, but I can’t formulate a response. I just hug her to my chest and smooth
her black chiffon skirt.
Aunt Patrice walks up beside me, breathless
and holding out her arms. Black mesh hangs
off her hat and covers her face down to the
top of her lipstick-smothered mouth. “I’ll take
her, Amber,” she huffs. “I just put her down to
grab a plate.”
My stomach churns with resentment.
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How can she eat? How can she even think
about eating? I don’t want Allie around someone so callous.

“I’ve got her,” I say curtly, tightening my hold
on my youngest sister. “You just…eat.” I turn
my back to Aunt Patrice. I hear her sigh behind me, but I ignore her. I don’t feel bad. Her
heels click in the other direction, and I’m sure
she is heading back over to the food.
“Anna wake!” Allie squeals. Her voice isn’t sad
or authoritative like it is when she is trying
to boss someone around. She sounds excited,
like she really believes Anna just woke up.
I can’t seem to find air. I shift Allie so she is
looking over my shoulder—away from Anna.
But she strains and twists around to look at
the casket.
“Anna wake!” she says again, louder.
My eyes blur with tears, and all I can do is
shake my head. “Shhh,” I manage. I can’t bear
the thought of Mom and Dad overhearing.
They are already beside themselves; this will
send them over the edge. “Look at Anna’s

ring,” I whisper,
pointing it out
to Allie. “Isn’t it
pretty?”
I don’t know
how I get the
words out. My
voice quivers
and
doesn’t
even sound like
me. More moisture builds up
along my lower
lashes, and the
blue of Anna’s favorite dress turns into sapphire swirls that dance around her hands. I
blink, fighting it back. In the instant right after
my lids lift, Anna’s ring catches the light, as if
her thumb just twitched. My entire body goes
numb. I almost drop Allie, but her legs tighten
around my waist, and I jolt to keep my hold
on her.
“Anna wake.” Allie’s voice is firm now, her
brow furrowed as her eyes bore into mine.
My heartbeat is even louder now, throbbing
in my ears. What I saw couldn’t have been
real. It had to be my imagination. But my gut
insists otherwise. It insists Anna’s thumb really moved. Was that what Allie saw, too? I
swallow hard, my eyes fixed on Anna’s hands.
I can’t look away. I can’t miss it if she moves
again.
I’ve heard stories of miracles, stories of people
who’d been pronounced dead only to somehow wake up again. Anna could be a miracle.
She could be the one they write stories about,
the one whose heart didn’t really stop but was
too faint to trace and had been fighting to get
stronger every day since the machine at the
hospital stopped detecting it. Anna was a
fighter. She could do it. The doctors still don’t
know what caused her heart to stop. Maybe it
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never really did.
My mind is on fire. I hold my breath as I wait
for another movement. Just one more so I can
be sure—so I can shout at the top of my lungs
and tell the whole room my big sister is still
fighting to live, that she would never leave me.
Allie stays quiet, and I can hear the tick-tock
from the golden clock on the wall. I can feel
my pulse in my throat. Come on, Anna. Show
me you’re still in there. Please.
But she doesn’t move. She’s still as a stone.
Pressure builds in my chest, and a sob bursts
out of me before I can stop it. Holding Allie
tightly with one arm, I reach out my free hand
to steady myself against the smooth polished
wood. It takes me a moment to realize the
horrible cries I hear are coming from me.
Someone rushes up behind me, and I feel a
hand on my shoulder. I’m too ashamed to
look up at the touch.
“Hey.” The gentle voice belongs to our neighbor, Mr. Lauria. “Let me take Allie.”
I sniffle and nod, and I don’t put up a fight as

he slides her out of my grasp.
Allie looks at me, hesitant, but I run my hand
over her dark curls and tell her it’s okay. She
loves Mr. Lauria, and I know it’s my fault she’s
nervous. I shouldn’t have let myself fall apart
in front of her.
“I know you want to be strong for her.” Mr.
Lauria’s lined face is a mix of warmth and concern. “But you have to grieve, too, Amber. It’s
okay to be sad.”
All I can manage is another nod. Mr. Lauria
gives me a flat, reassuring almost-smile, and
I watch as he makes his way to one of the
enormous flower arrangements with Allie.
He starts counting the petals aloud, and Allie
repeats the numbers after him. When I turn
back to Anna, I can’t help but glance back at
her hands. I can’t shake the feeling that she really moved. My fingers tremble as I reach over
to hers. Maybe I can feel a small movement to
let me know my big sister is still with me.
“Anna,” I whisper. My palm reaches the top of
her hand, and it is like I am touching ice.
Then it is like I am touching fire. Something
flashes behind my eyes, as if there are a million people taking my picture all at the same
time. The glare blinds me.

“Take care of Mom and Dad. And Allie—
make sure she remembers me, okay?”
“Anna!”
“A part of me will always be with you. I love
you.”
“Anna!”
There is another flash of light. “Anna!” I
scream again. “Anna, no! Don’t go!”
Someone pulls me into a hug. At first, I think
it is my big sister. But then I smell cigars. I realize the person holding me is much too tall
to be Anna.
“Amber.” The deep bass of my grandfather’s
voice rumbles in my ear. “Sweetie, let’s step
out for a breather, okay?”
My face is buried in his chest. When I pull
away, I can see again. I am back in the funeral home. Back with the white flowers and the
black dresses and the charcoal suits. I realize everyone is looking at me, the sea of faces painted with shock and pity. Did none of
them hear Anna talking to me?
“Grandpa!” I choke out. “Did you hear her?”

Then I hear Anna’s voice. “Amber.”’

He sighs but doesn’t answer.

I swear my heart stops. “Anna!” I grab at air,
hoping my hands will find her, but the casket isn’t in front of me anymore. Nothing is.
“Anna, I can’t see! Where are you?”
“I have to go, Amber.”

Suddenly, I feel pins and needles sticking my
right hand. I instinctively grab it with my left
and gasp. Something hard is wrapped around
the base of my thumb. When I look down, I
see a thick silver ring with heart-shaped cutouts along the band.

“No!” My arms fly in front of me, frantic to
grab ahold of my sister before she can leave
me. I stagger forward, but the space around
me is empty.

My eyes bulge. I whip around to face the casket again. Anna is still inside. Her eyes are
closed, and she is unmoving. But her hands…
Her hands are bare.
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Lake Ashinoko-Hakone
I.
This red symbol is called “Torii”. Torii is actually a gate and a symbol of a Shinto shrine.
[1] Shinto is the traditional religion of Japan
or maybe it is more accurate to say the religious-like tradition of Japan. I visited for a few
days the Lake Ashinoko which is located at a
surface elevation of 723 m. It is famous for the
numerous hot springs, natural beauty and the
important Hakone Shinto shrine. Torii can be
seen in a border of an area for divine spirit
(which is the shrine) and the area for a human, material being (which is the area out of
shrine). It can be seen next to sacred places,
shrines, in all modern cities.
II.
Mount Fuji is the sacred mountain of Japan.
Paintings, photos and replicas can be seen
everywhere. Mount Fuji and Sakura are both
fundamental pillars of the collective consciousness and popular culture of Japan.

Kyoto
Kyoto is the
old, Imperial,
capital [2] of
Japan (from
794 to 1868
A.D) and is
considered
the most traditional city
in the country
with a distinctive character.
Most tourists
will visit the
numerous
shrines and
temples and the “Gion” region which is the
Geisha district. Many locals in Kyoto still consider the city as the capital of Japan based on
the fact that the Emperor never officially left
his palace to move to Tokyo.

Nagoya

References

Nagoya is not the most popular tourist destination in Japan. It is an affluent upper middle
class modern city mostly known for hosting
the headquarters of Toyota, the Nagoya University and the latest Haruki Murakami novel,
who is becoming a part of the Western pop
culture. I would describe the city as a huge
shopping mall with numerous restaurants and
very polite and educated people. [3]
In stark contrast with Kyoto it personifies
the modern, materialistically driven (upper)
middle-class of Japan. Still, Japan is not an
individualistic society, local and family ties
are very strong. Japanese people have a very
strong community spirit and a hierarchically
shaped society with a respect towards the elders, while the latter should help and act as
examples for the youth.
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Denitza Seraphim
IRFAN
music interview
Bulgarian music
band influenced by
the sacred and folk
music traditions of
Bulgaria, the Balkans, Persia, the
Middle East, North
Africa and India

“Inspiration
comes suddenly, as divine
grace. My thoughts of
cultures long gone, of love
and the suffering of
people, of the greatness of
nature, or the despair of
its destruction, turn into
melodies.”

In your press release you say you
are religious. Do
you mean in the
“common
sense”
way, or more like
a way to be keen
to spiritual, moral
matters?

Lory Fayer: Let’s start with you. You are also
a painter, could you tell us something about
this other way of artistic expression?
Denitza Seraphim: In my artistic life music
relates to another great art – painting. I am
third generation painter from a renowned
family of artists and to me painting is an exciting way to express myself. I grew up in my
parents’ studio and the love of painting has
been with me all my life. On the other hand, in
the family of my father – the art critic Rumen
Serafimov – music is the profession of many.
To me, painting is the art of emotion and sensuousness, very much like music. It forms
certain influences through the harmonies of
lines and colours. So in music, I transform
the emotion in tonalities, rhythms and timbres. Both arts differ in expressive quality and
suggestion, but their images have common
ground and states which bind them to an utmost extent. In both arts, we speak of tones,
tonalities, scales, sound and harmony. I walk
the mystical path of both arts and it is filled
with extolment and suffering, joy and contemplation, responsibility and humility.

I profess deep religious feelings which
help me experience
the world in a clearer, more ethical and
spiritual manner. To
me, music is a mystery! Music-making
is to me a sacred
rite – the musician is imbued with inspiration
from on high which turns it into something
tangible. That is why the harmonious and sublime music is filled with the divine. Quite like
painting and the other arts, it is an expression
of a high spiritual sensitivity and creativity.
Do you think that art has a role to improve
the world or to help the human evolution?
I do believe art has the role in driving back the
world towards goodness, despite human evolution. We are witnesses of how people neglect
nature, neglect the love between each other,
destroy their own history and culture in their
strife for a better material life for themselves.
The ability to create art – music, painting,
poetry – has been given to us for that reason
exactly – to turn man towards the original, internal, spiritual truths.
Art is a way to recreate the world and life in
their ideal and harmonious image. It is the
only harmony, dreamed and inconceivable in
real human relations. In this respect, it functions as a cure to the attacked on all sides
modern human consciousness. Art is the
great salvation.

Your music has deep ethnic references. If you
could choose one time and one place, where
and when would you like to have lived?
If I could go back to the times whose musical
motifs I recreate in my songs, maybe medieval Byzantium is the place where I would like
to sojourn. It was the crossroads of cultures
– Balkan, Eastern, West European – whose
musical traditions in medieval times existed
in their entirety. Music, then, was a real refuge
for the soul.
You toured a lot, what is the feeling of playing live?
Playing live is a unique touch upon the soul
and the feelings of the audience. I want to
render to them my feeling of the melodies,
through my gestures even. The audience expects to live through the music as through a
true, exciting and sacred ritualistic spectacle.
That is why on stage I always try to be a deep
and sincere embodiment of what I sing, very
much like actors embody their role.
Artistically do you have a dream that you
hope will come true?
Yes, I have the dream of making an audio-visual spectacle with my chants.
Do you have any future project in mind?
From now on, I intend to create a clearly
acoustic album, combining voice and different instruments, I would like to work on reenactments of early Christian, Byzantine and
medieval chants. I am also working on a project with the theatre music composer Kalin
Nikolov, whose sound is based on electronic
music, trip hop with elements of pop and jazz
singing. The epic music genre is special to me
and there I collaborate with Lyubomir Yordanov and Jonathan Mayer, composer of film
soundtracks.

Would you like to lead listeners or viewers of your paintings to understands what
you want to express, or your art just lead
them itself to find their own emotions?
The perception of art is a subjective act.
Whether people will uncover for themselves
certain experiences when looking at pictures
or listening to music, and whether I will lead
them and help them see something far more
definite, this is very personal. In any case, the
artist has the talent to guide the thoughts and
feelings of the audience into one direction or
another. This is the artist’s mission.
Can you name some favourite collaborations? Either on LPs or in live shows?
My great experience with the Irfan Group,
which made three albums conceived in love
and light and a number of unforgettable concerts.

I am hugely inspired by my work with Kalin
Nikolov, who has woven my voice into some
theatre shows and in many of his compositions. I know that when we work together,
there are no barriers before us, no untouched
genres. Lyubomir Yordanov, who let my voice
soar into his epic music, showed me the dimensions of the spatial sound. Jonathan Mayer, with whom we made this incredible film
soundtrack called Eos.
The sensual music of Riccardo Corde Oblique
Prencipe, with whom we have similar percepts of melody, gave birth to a heavenly song
which will appear in his newest album.
Could you name some bands and some
painters or artists that have influenced you?
I‘ll start with the great names in the world
of art jazz – Jan Garbarek, Zakir Hussein,
Anouar Brahem, OREGON, Pat Metheny,
Andreas Vollenweider. Also the singers Marie
Boine, Loreena McKennit, Mariza, Ainur Dogan, Marie Keyrouz. And, of course, most importantly, Liza Gerard and Dead can Dance,
whose music has influenced me so much. In
my art, I have been inspired by all these artists.
Listening to their music I have painted a
number of paintings and I’ll continue painting. In my art, I admire classical painters like
Caravaggio, Francisco de Zurbarán, Vermeer
van Delft and Georges de la Tour, who have
profound spiritual depth, religious mystique,
magical light, spaciousness and beautiful precious painting. I am also moved by painters
like Mihail Vrubel, Piere Bonnard and Van
Gogh, whom I find wonderfully symbolic and
very vocally, musically radiating.
What motivates a person who studied music to find a band in a niche scene instead of
working in an Orchestra?
The orchestra is a great achievement of mu

Photo by Evgeni Ivanov
sical culture. There, the musician is a virtuoso in the performance and interpretation of
other great composers. Working in a group
means that the musician has the freedom to
be a virtuoso in the creation of new and yet
new melodies, in the combining of different
instruments, in experimenting with different
musical imagery. Working in a group bears
the spirit of creativity, and this is exactly what
our challenge is.
Tell us more about the instruments and vocal techniques you use.
My vocal techniques are a mixture of ethnic
singing and classical setting. The characteristic singing of the peoples of the Balkans, the
Near East and the Far North, combined with
the power of the timbre, built in the classical
setting, makes the voices of Irfan so compelling and at the same time so specific.
Irfan was founded in 2001 as a side project of musicians from Bulgarian bands
like “Isihia”, “Kayno Yesno Slonce”, “Om”

and “Zarathustra”. Can you tell us more
about that?
We came together all from different groups,
each with a very particular sound, but unified
by the common inspiration coming from the
old traditions of the Balkans (Isihia), India
(OM), Arabia and Africa (Zarathustra). Maybe that is exactly the reason why we, at Irfan,
can read the sign of all these musical traditions.
How is the situation in Bulgaria concerning
the particular scene you represent?
In Bulgaria, the situation with this particular
kind of music is really special. It has its alternative stages, wonderful festivals and audience.
Yet, we remain in the sphere of the underground, because we are difficult to popularize.
We would really like to see a more culturally
oriented policy which would support the seriously professional groups in their attempt to
get onto the musical market.
Can you write something next to each album?
Irfan (2003) - Prikosnovénie /Noir Record
I would define the first album as “revelation”.
Revealing to the public and to ourselves, us,
who created it. It really aims high into heavens.
The second album is swift, emotional and at
the same time sacral. It aims straight for the
heart. This is Seraphim.
The Eternal Return is a transcending album.
It is sensuous and at the same time universal
in its messages.
What inspires you?
Inspiration comes suddenly as divine grace.
Sometimes my thoughts of cultures long
gone, of love and the suffering of people, of

the greatness of nature or the despair of its destruction, turn into melodies. Melodies
which carry the spirit of the time I think about.
What inspires me most is also the beauty of
nature in all its aspects.
Are there any topics you are more keen to
represent with your art?
I like painting portraits. They reflect the human soul. In each person’s individual beauty,
I find the Divine and the Sublime. I also love
the landscape. It reveals nature in all its specific states – a sign of aesthetic perfection in the
visible world.

ABOUT IRFAN
Could you narrate us a brief history of Irfan?
Irfan was established back in 2001 by Ivaylo
Petrov, Kalin Yordanov and Kiril Bakardjiev
(ex-member, left Irfan in 2008) as an experimental fusion project. Denitza Seraphim
joined the band a year later and thus the team
finally shaped its musical direction. In 2003,
we recorded and released our debut self-titled
album, followed by the second one (“Seraphim”) in 2007. Meanwhile in 2005 the percussionist Peter Todorov joined the band and
in 2009 Kiril Bakardjiev was replaced by Yasen
Lazarov.

By the time of the release of “Seraphim”
Denitza decided to left the band and to focus
on motherhood and family. Since then she occasionally collaborates with Irfan as a featuring artist while the band usually performs and
tours with other female singers.
In 2013-2014 Irfan and Denitza collaborated
again on the recordings of the band’s third album “The Eternal Return” that was released
recently (Sept 2015). Now we are presenting
the new album together in a series of concerts
across Bulgaria.
Where does the name come from?
The name “Irfan” is borrowed from the Sufi
terminology and can be translated as “gnosis”,
“mystic/secret knowledge” or “revelation”.
How would you, personally characterise
your music?
Generally as an electro-acoustic world fusion.
But beyond the style labels and cliches, as a
transcendental music, the music of the seventh direction, music written in the language
of the heart.
Tell us more about the instruments.
Irfan uses a wide variety of traditional Bulgarian, Balkan, Oriental, Persian and Indian
string, the wind, key and percussive instruments along with electronic percussion pads
and programming.
Can you tell us a few things about band
members and session musicians?
Ivaylo Petrov is a sound engineer and in Irfan
he is the main composer and plays all string
instruments like oud, baglama saz, tambura,
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santour, etc. Kalin Yordanov is a Ph.D. Medieval historian and lecturer and in Irfan he is
a co-composer, singer and frame drums percussionist. Peter Todorov is an ecologist and
Irfan’s main percussionist. And Yasen Lazarov
is an IT specialist and in Irfan he is a co-composer and plays all wind and key instruments
like kaval, duduk, nay and harmonium. In the
past, the band collaborated with session/guest
musicians. For the recordings of the second
album “Seraphim,” the band collaborated with
the Bulgarian early music ensemble “Saltarello” for example.
In 2008, you composed a soundtrack for the
Bulgarian documentary “The Great Heresy”. What is it about? How can a fan of yours
find it?
The documentary series “The Great Heresy”
are an award winning production of the Bulgarian national TV channel BTV dedicated to
the history of the Medieval European dualistic heresies and heretical movements like the

Bulgarian and Byzantine Bogomils, the Bosnian Patarens and the Southern-French and
Italian Cathars and Albigensians.
Here’s a link to the series:
http://www.svnikolay.diocese-ruse.org/
BTV-Velikata%20Eres/E-1.html
The French label Prikosnovenie publicly
declared you the “discovery and revelation
for 2004”. You have not changed label so
far, which means something, right?
That was like ages ago, but yes, all three albums of Irfan are released by Prikosnovenie.
Our readers would appreciate some more
info on your relation with the Sufi tradition.
The only relation of Irfan with Sufism is the
band’s name. Back in 2002 while Kalin was
looking for a proper band name he was reading a book on the Sufi tradition and poetry
and there he found the term “Irfan”.
He liked the meaning and the sound of the
word and that is how the band got its name.
But besides that there is no other relation
with Sufism.

CONTACT
http://www.prikosnovenie.com/groupes/
Irfank.html
https://irfan.bandcamp.com/releases
https://www.facebook.com/Irfantheband
https://www.facebook.com/Denitza-Seraphim-132321766805228/?ref=hl
Denitza Seraphim cover photography by
Nikolai Nachev
All paintings appearing are by Denitza
Seraphim

HESPEROS
music interview

Italian band, performing Gothic and
neoclassical chamber
music.

“We’re inspired
by everything which
surrounds us, what
strikes us most can
be transformed in a
song.“

Lory Fayer: Can you tell us about the history of the band?
Alessandra Santovito: Hexperos is an Italian
duo founded in 2004 by Alessandra Santovito
(soprano voice, the flute, percussion instruments) and Francesco Forgione ( previously
the double bass player, now the cello, the bardic harp, the viola da gamba, percussion instruments, the bouzouki, the baglama saz, the
hammer dulcimer player).
Hexperos lineup consists of various talented
musicians, in our last album there are the violinists Domenico Mancini and Alessandro
Pensa, the percussion instrument player Francesco Savoretti, Paolo di Nicola at the uilleann
pipes, Simone Ranieri at the acoustic guitar,
the Stella Maris children’s choir directed by
Paola Stivaletta, Michele Cinquina at the tiorba.
Hexperos’ s albums often feature ancient instruments such as the medieval flute, the
hammer dulcimer and appalachian played by
Alessandra and Francesco.

Thanks to her countless experiences, Alessandra can sing in various ways, so that her voice,
like their music and her lyrics, ranges from
the Mediterranean style to the north European one, from the ancient genre to the modern
one. Much importance is given to the lyrics of
the songs and often you can find significant
literature quotes or passages transposed into
music.
Francesco is in charge of recording and mixing each song: he takes care of every step
during the realization of Hexperos’s albums.
His love for ancient and modern music is mirrored in his compositions and arrangements.
The name Hexperos comes from Hesperides
and Hesperos. The first is the name of some
nymphs who can sing with splendid voices
and take care of the golden apple tree, the latter is the name of the first star that appears at
twilight. This is also the favourite star of the
goddess of love, Aphrodite.

You have published
three albums in eleven
years, why all this time
between the albums?
Time passes by so fast,
above all when you have
various projects and
concerts like us. In fact,
we play also with the
medieval ensemble Stella Nova. Furthermore we
have our jobs too, which
take most part of our
time, I teach singing and
this job is really challenging and addictive. We
spend part of our time also training on our
instruments. Above all, we like to feel free, to
compose when we feel inspired. In this long
time frame, we hope to improve ourselves and
give something new to the listeners with our
new songs.
Can you tell us something about the inspiration of each one of those albums?
Our first album The Garden of the Hesperides is the most neo-classical album, it
has a minimal arrangement. This album was
strongly inspired by my love affair with Francisco, which was just began and all the artistic
world that stoke us most in that period, such
us the paintings and history of Artemisia Gentileschi or the novels by d. H. Lawrence. The
garden of the Hesperides comes out in 2007
for the independent Portuguese label Equilibrium music.
This garden represents Hexperos’s musical
world, a place where you can collect many of
the influences from which our music originates and our passion for contemporary music composers such us James Newton Howard, Hans Zimmer, James Horner, Philip
Glass, Michael Nyman; for classical music,
particularly for baroque and for ethnic music,

especially Celtic, Spanish and African, for this
reason in this album there are also two
photo by Angelo Presenza

personal interpretations of Ave Maria by Giulio Caccini and “Nana”, one of the Siete Canciones Españolas by Manuel de Falla.
The Veil of the Queen Mab is published in
September 2010 (Equilibrium music). The title of this new album comes from El Velo de
la Reina Mab by the Nicaraguan writer and
poet Rubén Darío (1867–1916).
A short tale from the collection Azul whose
immense lyricism, inspired by melancholia and fairy tales, has brought fame to Dario’s
verses, in which we find typical South American magical realism, ancient mythology and
pure fantasy.
Queen Mab is quoted by many international artists of different art fields; for example,
many will remember Shakespeare mentioning her, through the mouth of Mercurio,
in Romeo and Juliet, or referring to her myth
in a Midsummer Night’s dream. The garden
of the Hesperides and The Veil of the Queen
Mab present different characteristics. The first
one is more minimalist while the second is
richer in orchestration. Both of them received
great critical and public success worldwide.

Lost in the Great Sea reflects our new sound
more Celtic and our fascination for the ancient past, Pre-Raphaelitism, and the great
impact that women and their imaginary travels have made in the history of art.
We have been enamoured with Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhood’s works of art for many years
and we feel that, in a certain way, we are a part
of this artistic movement. Moreover, both of
us were born in Vasto, the birthplace of Gabriel Rossetti, so we feel especially obliged to
keep our heritage alive through our art form.
It was with great satisfaction that we shared
the importance of this movement with our
audience in our concert Pre-Raphaelite inspiration (19 December 2013), organized by the
Rossetti European Centre and held at the historic Palazzo d’Avalos in Vasto.
Our source of inspiration comes from the
light, colours and themes of Pre-Raphaelite
Art with a personal and modern twist, a concept that has been reflected in the work of
Riccardo Bruni, photographer and cover artist for this album, and Malgorzata Maj, photographer and cover artist for our previous
album The Veil of Queen Mab.
We want to take listeners on a journey through
stories about real travellers and dreamers, ancient times, lovers, difficulties and mental images which induce sublime romanticism.
This album is dedicated to the women of ancient times who were allowed to travel only
by imagination and be artists only hidden in
their cosy kitchens, but who have been an incredible source of inspiration for male artists
of all time – as it was, in a certain way, for
Elisabeth Siddal. She was Rossetti’s muse and
eventually became his wife but nevertheless
remained his biggest source of grief and regret. Her life was like a real novel. Like many
women in history, she inspired some of the
most beautiful paintings ever painted – such
as Ophelia by millet and Beata Beatrix by D.G.

Rossetti – and although she was an artist herself, she is mostly known by the portraits her
artist friends painted of her, and through the
sad story of her death.
This is not the first time we have put poetry by
Christina Georgina Rossetti and Dante Gabriel Rossetti to music. In fact, this album contains a new version of the song Proserpina,
previously published in 1998 in one of my first
recordings with Gothica. The Italian lyrics to
Proserpina, about a dark Greek myth, were
written by Dante Gabriel Rossetti – they are
from the poem that appears on the top right
of the painting by the same name.
Nature, Celtic tradition, music and myths are
the leitmotif of Hexperos and of Pre-Raphaelite art. In this album, thanks in part to numerous important participating musicians, we
have increased the Celtic sounds with the addition of the uilleann pipes, Celtic percussion
instruments and bardic harp, and with Celtic
songs like Giant’s Causeway, Spring Thaw, and
Αine’s Ballad.
In keeping with the inspiration that nature bestows upon us, we represent all four seasons
in this album, as each plays such an important
role in life and in art. Áine, an Irish goddess of
summer, wealth and sovereignty, is associated
with midsummer and the sun. We rejoice in
spring and the triumph of nature, especially
with the Celtic song spring thaw, and we have
included two songs dedicated to autumn.
Autumn is the first song that we have made
into an official video clip (directed by Riccardo Bruni and Daniela Giammarino and produced by abcgrafiche). This is our way of worshipping our magical land of Abruzzi, which
acquires a magical aspect in autumn, particularly in the mountains, characterized by beautiful autumnal colours.
These are our roots, our past and our present.

We belong to this scenery, to this ancestral
bond which flows in our veins and calls us
from deep inside.
To Αutumn by William Blake tells of a different aspect of autumn, as a golden link between
the radiant summer and the bitter winter. It
is taken from his first book of poems, the famous poetical sketches (1783).
Blake was particularly admired and appreciated by D.G. Rossetti, who wrote many pages about this poet. Blake acquired admirers
among the Pre-Raphaelites, who regarded
him as a precursor. This album is also the fruit
of a particular period of our lives in which we
have experienced, for the first time, the gift
of being parents, with all the consequences
and deep thoughts that this originates. Giant’s
causeway is dedicated to our daughter Elettra,
to Finn Maccool and all the giants beloved by
children.
Are you working on new material?
Yes, we’re constantly working on new material, but we don’t know how much of this will be
included in our new album, above all Francesco is working on new sonorities, since his new
passion is the baglama saz and he is improving in playing this Turkish instrument.
Alessandra, before Ηexperos, you were the
singer of Gothica, what’s the difference between being part of a band that used electronic keyboards and one that uses acoustic,
classic instruments.
I love mixing past and present, electric sounds
and acoustic ones, in fact in Τhe Γarden of Τhe
Hesperides there are still electronic effects
and keyboards. In most of our concerts as
Ηexperos, we used backgrounds too, but lately we prefer a strictly acoustic formation since
we love the sound of acoustic instruments,
particularly, pure percussions and ancient instruments, in fact, we’re constantly searching

for new acoustic instruments to add to our sonorities. We enjoy so much this current lineup
since we can improvise on the stage, each time
our songs have a new touch, a new shade.
The lyrics of Hexperos give the idea of a deep
connection between you and Francesco.
Above all, some lyrics of our first album reflect our love story, which was strong and passionate at that time, now I think that the lyrics
reflect above all my maternal feelings, but love
feelings are universal and the listener can connect them to his personal story.
What pushes someone who studied for years
at a conservatory to find his own band instead of enrolling in a conservatory.
I worked for some years in the classical field,
I like it, but a part of me felt like in prison. I
think that we’re more artists than performers,
we’re rebels and we need to perform our personal music. Furthermore, here in Italy, unfortunately, it is difficult to find a satisfactory
path for a musician, it is difficult to make a
living with music.

Your artistic references have roots not only
in your own life but also in art and tradition, could you tell us something about your
inspiration?
We’re inspired by everything which surrounds
us, what strikes us most can be transformed in
a song. Fortunately, we’re so curious towards
the world, we like to watch at it like if we were
children, we love nature and many kinds
of artistic expressions, we love our country,
Abruzzi in Italy, its nature and traditions and
we would like to share them with all the world
with our personal touch.
Your visual references look rooted to the
middle age, does this period particularly
charms you?
Yes, we love The Middle Ages, above all we
love the music of the era, it was a splendid
period of time more advanced than generally it’s believed. The music instruments of that
time are so charming and there are wonderful music collections like the Libre Vermeil
de Montserrat or Cantigas de Santa Maria. As
I’ve mentioned, we play in a medieval ensemble too named Stella Nova, where we use instruments which are a strict reproduction of
instruments of that time.
What is music for you?
One of the most important reasons of life,
only music can console my soul in difficult
moments, music makes life less monotonous
and gives it meanings. Music helped me to
find a reason to live.
How much is lyrics important in your songs?
I don’t know according to Francesco and the
listeners, but according to me they are fundamental. I write the lyrics and for me they are
an important part of the music, they confer
more meaning to it. When I write I try to cre-

ate a good balance between the music needs
and my needs to write not simple lyrics but
almost poetry. I love to associate words to
music because music enlarges the meaning of
each word.
What do you hope that people will feel listening to your music?
I hope that they can be transported in parallels words, feel something supernatural, the
mystical world hidden between the lines of
this big novel which is our life.
For the ancient people, music was strictly
connected to magic, do you share this idea?
I share the idea that magic is everywhere, life
itself is so strange a concept.
You played more than once in festivals with
esoteric or Wiccan references, can you tell
us something about this experience?
We liked to play in these contests because we
saw that all people felt free to express themselves and above all their spirituality without appertaining to a precise religion. There
weren’t strange things or rites.
This interview will appear on a magazine
that talks about art, music and philosophy,
what would you say to someone who still
doesn’t know you to make him curious to
listen to your music?
Whoever is passionate to art at 360 degrees can
find something interesting in our music since
our source of inspiration comes from different artistic fields: in our music the listener can
find medieval, baroque, Celtic, ethnic, oriental, neo-classical sonorities, in a unique and
personal touch. Our lyrics is often quotation
of writers such as the latin Apuleio, Shakespeare, Ruben Darío, Alda Merini, Lawrence.
Sometimes we play also our version of classi-

cal masterpieces such as Ave Maria by Caccini or Siete Canciones Populares Españolas
by Manuel de Falla. Also the visual art is an
important part of our music, we collaborated with talented photographers to realize the
covers of our albums and we have a special
link with Pre-Raphaelite art.
Last but not least, we believe strongly in the
power of art and we compose music, maintaining in a high regard this sort of vocation
that we have the strong belief that art can
be a link with the spiritual world, a sort of
metaphysical bridge.

CONTACT
http://www.hexperos.com/?page_
id=724
Image by
Donatella
Lomma

VERNEY 1826

music interview
German band,
performing neoclassical & martial
music

Verney 1826 is a German project,

active since six years, around the founder, and only fixed member Lionel Verney,
that with the time has developed a wide
range of collaboration with international artists of the Ethereal and Darkwave
scene.
Their music could be defined as neoclassical with martial atmospheres, that
make darker the atmosphere of the symphonic background of their songs.
Full of emotions, literary and art reference, is a music that leads who listens into
a world apart, where Art is the Queen of
inspired and out of common lives, quest
and adventures.

Lory Fayer: Please introduce Lionel Verney
and Verney 1826 to Paradox Ethereal Magazine audience
I’m aware that the name Verney 1826 is new
to a lot of people. So Hello to everybody! If I
should tell you in one line what it’s all about, I
can only cite from my homepage: “To restore
some of the most sublime moments of literature, arts and history”. It’s difficult to describe
the own music, but I can only agree with what
you said in your introduction lines. I could
hardly find a better description of my aims. So
here am I and this is my project. It doesn’t care
about politics, it doesn’t care about religious
beliefs, it’s all about arts and history.
The name of your project is the name of a
Character from Mary Shelley’s “Last Man”:
why did you choose it?

A romantic attitude, that has a deep
emotive connection with the Sturm und
Drang movement, with the fascination Mary Shelley’s novel “The Last Man” has been
for art, for the eternal quest for feelings, a major influence for my own development
as an artist. I read her “Frankenstein” when I
meanings and beauty.

was 15 and I was deeply
impressed by the pure
sad beauty of her tale.
Some years later I stumbled across her lesser
known novel “The Last
Man”, in which the protagonist is wandering
upon a doomed world.
In retrospective, I think
this book was one of the
most influential books in
my life and for the Goth
scene in general. I know
there were Gothic Novels before the books of Mrs. Shelley, but most
of them fail to hit a chord for modern readers.
The amazing works of Mary Shelley are still as
striking as they were many, many years ago.
When I finally read “The Last Man” again, I
came quite naturally to the conclusion that I
must link my music somehow to this book, so
I chose the protagonist’s last name and combined it with the publishing year of the tale:
1826. And that’s the story.
In your web page, you write that somehow
Verney 1826’s journey has begun in 1991,
but your first issue is dated back in 2009,
and I’d like you to tell us something about
what have you made, artistically, during this
time.
I write and compose since the days of my
childhood, but nothing of that time has survived, except - maybe - for some pages of sheet
music for piano, only some sketches. When I
was 16 or 17, I started to record my first songs
to tape cassettes and I chose the project name
“The Dorian Gray”. Apart from the fact that
the music was nothing but an unstructured
collection of raw ideas with very bad sound
quality, it is interesting that even back then
my music was linked to literature since I chose
the name of Oscar Wilde’s famous novel. This
all started in 1991, so I used to say that this

was the birth date of my music. Of course,
Verney 1826 was created not before the year
2008. The gap between was filled with work
(I’m an IT engineer), my marriage, the birth
of our son etc. etc. I used the time in between
to explore new technical possibilities so that
I finally was able to record my own music in
a decent quality without the need to use the
limited quality of tape recorders.
I think the spark for the creation of Verney
1826 was the first meeting with my friend Leif
Allendorf. We met in 2007 on an archeological excavation campaign in Hessen/Germany
and it was one of these strange lucky events
when you realize you have found a soul mate
with similar literary taste. After this week, I
was determined to find a proper way to express my appreciation of art. I started with
recovering my early tape recordings but was
rather disappointed about what I heard. Later I tried to rework one or two of the songs
but finally I wrote a whole bunch of new songs
which eventually formed my first album.
You had a classical music basis... and I think
your music an attempt to melt, contaminate
this roots with darker, somewhat martial
sounds.
Yes, this is due to the fact that I love almost all

kinds of music. I grew up with the works of
Chopin and Beethoven and developed an affinity to sad music in a minor key, even in the
popular music. Songs like “Always the Sun”
(The Stranglers) or “Jealous Guy” (John Lennon/Roxy Music) were extremely fascinating
for me, as well as the music of Dvorak. Later
I discovered the dark music scene, The Cure,
Fields of The Nephilim, Dead Can Dance,
Death in June, Current 93 etc. etc. Maybe this
is the reason why my music is never “strictly
martial industrial” or “strictly goth”, although
it contains parts of it, but often blended and
mixed in a strange way. And of course, my
classical background. All this is now part of
the music I write.
Could you, please, tell us which authors, in
music as well as in literature influence you
most?
Apart from the aforementioned Mary Shelley
it were (in no specific order) E. A. Poe, Theodor Fontane, Georges Simenon, F. Scott Fitzgerald, Agatha Christie, William Shakespeare,
J. R. R. Tolkien, A. C. Doyle, H. G. Wells, Jules
Verne... to name only a few. My library is literally bursting and as a rule, I never leave my
home without a book in my pocket, although
it is mostly an ebook reader nowadays. And
speaking of authors in music... I was always
impressed by the lyrics of Douglas Pearce,
which have been an important influence for
my own way of writing.
I’d like to know also what’s for you the deep
meaning of art, and how it’s important in
life.
Art surrounds us all the time, regardless of
our reception and I find it very difficult to pinpoint something like its “meaning”. At least
for me it’s the reason of life. Art can enrich
our lives when we open up to it, may it be the
beauty of an ancient poem or the explosive
technique of a modern painter. It may be ar-

chitecture. We may not be open to every kind
of art, that’s quite natural. But I strongly believe that there’s not a single person on earth
who’d be able to say that he or she has never
been touched by art in any form. Everybody
has something like a favorite tune, even when
it is just an old nursery rhyme, like an echo
from the past.
If I needed to describe your music in two
words I’d use “emotive” and “evocative”... so
what do you hope your music to give and to
make the audience feel?
Thank you very much! When these words are
coming to your mind when you listen to my
music, then my aim is reached. This is exactly what I want to do with my songs. The first
idea is always to write songs for my own pleasure, to explore fascinating topics and transform them into songs. This could result from
a journey to old sites and castles or coming
from a book or painting that left a trace in me.
I can never tell how the songs evolve in the
end, so the listeners experience doesn’t necessarily need to be the exact mirror image of
my own intention. But “emotive” and “evocative” sounds good. It tells me that someone
has been encouraged to let the mind wander.
I counted 22 collaborations with other musicians until now, so please tell us how much
and why co-working, sharing and involving
is important to you.
Verney 1826 is basically my solo project and
will ever be since it is my device to resonate
arts and culture. In the first place, all these
collaborations were never planned. My first
album was finished so far when I met Anna
Aliena and shortly after we recorded some
songs together. This particular collaboration
has lasted until now, even though our cooperation has become somewhat rare and sporadic. But her trained mezzo-soprano has merged
extremely well with some of my songs. In the

last years, our musical tastes went to different
directions, but I hope to work again with her
from time to time. Another constant partner
is Sven Phalanx from Schattenspiel. I met him
in the good old days of Myspace when the music scene seemed to be bursting and everyone
got virtually connected with other musicians.
Since then, we recorded several songs together and shared our work on our respective albums. For my new album “The Ghosts Of Yesterday,” I recorded several songs with Miyuki
Day from the Netherlands and with Bjarkan
from Germany. Their voices made the perfect
counterpart for some of my new tracks.
I always try to work with partners that somehow share my visions, and I often find it interesting that these cooperations can expand my
own ideas. I have worked with so many talented artists that it’d be simply too much to list
them here. But I want to say “thank you” to all
of them. You know who you are and you have
been important for me all the time. Words can
hardly express my gratitude.
You also issued, by your label, two compilations, both with literature references, I’d
like you to talk about them as well.
In 2011, I had the idea to ask several friends
to contribute to a compilation album which
was in my mind for some years. The idea was
that the whole album should have something
to do with books and should express my love
of literature. I didn’t know how these artists
would react to this idea, but as it turned out,
they all were very amiable and supportive.
And with most of the involved musicians I am
still socially connected and we exchange short
greetings from time to time. The idea with
the books fascinated me. I mean, I had songs
about books in all of my albums, but this time
it should be 100%, all or nothing. “Beyond
The Mirror Of Time” was a wonderful experience for me.

The 2nd compilation was created together
with Sven from Schattenspiel. We both share
a common love for the french author Jules
Verne (just look at Sven’s tattoos :-) and so...
I don’t know who was first coming up with
the idea of a tribute album, but in the end we
made our concept, we chose the title (“Au Bout
Du Monde”) and made a list of “wanted” artists. When we created a Facebook page for the
compilation, we made a little mistake. At least
I regard it as a mistake today, but back then
it seemed to be OK. We invited all our social
media friends to “Like” that page, which led to
the whole project expanding almost beyond
our control. It turned out that many, many
bands were really excited about the idea and
asked to contribute.
We didn’t want to turn anyone down and, in
fact, I really liked what all the bands sent in
for the album. Of course, in the end we had
twice as many songs as we could reasonably
work with. I mean, it should’ve been a simple
collaboration CD, and finally we had so many
songs that it was almost too much for a double album. I simply couldn’t afford to release
it as double CD, so I decided to publish the
compilation digitally with a small run of only
50 printed copies (Data DVD) which were not

meant to be sold “officially” but given away
as “Thank you” to the involved artists. All in
all, I think we can be proud of the album. We
have a wide range of very interesting styles
from rather unknown bands and well-known
names like Tony Wakeford or Andréa Nebel.
Quite interesting was the search for participants. While we met a real sincere interest
in the Neofolk- and Martial Industrial scene,
we were coldly turned down by the so-called
“Steampunk” scene, because we always told
everyone that it should become a non-profit
project.
I asked several Steampunk bands to contribute, but there were only two or three who even
answered my request, and two of them told
me that they only make music to earn money
and that it doesn’t make any sense for them
to publish music “for free”. On the contrary:
When I asked Tony Wakeford, I didn’t really
expect an answer, but he answered very fast:
“Hooray, not another bloody Evola compilation!” I admit that I burst into loud laughter
when I read his answer. And no kidding, Tony
must sell music as well to make a living. Just
compare; it tells a lot about the main conception behind each scene. One is just for the
money, the other is for the pure love of music.
You are also a member of Schattenspiel,
could it be resumed in my phrase “one band
is not enough for creativity?
This was surely the fact in the beginning. I
met Sven of Schattenspiel in the early years of
our projects and by pure chance we recorded
a couple of songs together. He sent me 3 of his
early instrumental songs and I wrote the lyrics
and sung them. We both were very fond of the
results. Then we had a kind of loose contact
over the years, until we recorded a song together again, this time for the aforementioned
“Au Bout du Monde” compilation. I think this
was the point when we realized that we simply
understood each other, and after this song he

asked me to join Schattenspiel. I gladly agreed,
and never had to regret this step. We recorded
two albums together (“Aus dem Dunkel” and
the upcoming “R/Evolution”), but now I must
admit that my creativity has reached a point
where I’m not quite sure how to proceed.
I mean, there are still so many ideas in my
mind, but my full-time job in a publishing
house eats so much of my energy that it has
become hard and harder to work on new
songs in the evening. It’s also hard to see the
creativity wither into dust. Sven and I agreed
to take ourselves a little bit back. We both do
not want to burn out - and I am positively convinced that this decision will leave me some
time to compose new Verney 1826 songs.
You issued a CD with 8 different bands remixes of “Ordo Fratrum Minorum”, with
their own style and atmosphere..... and it’s
interesting! Please tell us something about
this.
Well, the original song comes from my 2nd
album “Sacrow” and some time ago I made
this remix kit; I simply was eager to learn how
other artists would treat the song, how they
would turn it into something totally new. I
don’t know why the project was postponed,
but it took 2 years to finally turn into a CD. I
do not think of this release as a real album, I
just see it as EP, even though it has a running
time of 38 minutes. I am really glad about the
result since the EP now has so many styles
and ideas in it, it is quite fascinating for me. I
am not sure if it is of much interest for other
listeners, so I decided to make it available via
Bandcamp.com. You can download the digital
version for free, but there are still some copies
of the limited CDr edition available.
What can I tell you of the song itself? Musically it is quite simple, it contains a sampled gregorian choir and my additional instruments
with a short cryptic text. The lyrics refer to the

death of father Maximilian
Kolbe, who died in Auschwitz.
You’ve recently issued a
new album “The Ghosts of
yesterday” could you tell
us something about this?
I have finished it in early
2015 and my record label
Lichterklang released it this
summer.
For this album, I changed
the topic from “literature”
to “history”, but it was absolutely no deliberate decision. I just started to write
songs about the ideas in my
head and in the end I had
a bunch of songs about various historical themes. It
reaches from ancient Rome
and Greece to the usurpation of Tibet, from the
death of king Friedrich Wilhelm I to the end
of the monarchy in Germany. On the musical
side, I think I have found the logical successor
of my “Ex Libris” album. I always have difficulties when I am asked to describe my own
songs. I would say, it is Neoclassical music
with a hint of Dark Ambient, Martial Industrial, and Goth.
I had the luck to work with some very talented persons: Anna Aliena is singing “Bis zum
Dach der Welt” (on the bonus CD), we can
hear Miyuki Day and Bjarkan on some songs,
and the closing track is an alternate version of
a song I wrote for the upcoming Schattenspiel
CD. Furthermore, Sven Phalanx and I wrote
“Todesahnung”, whose original version was
released on the last Schattenspiel album. Partly I worked with my own lyrics, partly with
poems of Theodor Fontane and Lory Fayer. To
create a more organic sound, we added some

real instruments to the set of digital instruments (accordion, bass guitar, guitars, flute).
Take your time with this: I saw that your
works have cultural, literature references,
like Ex Libris, in which each track is dedicated to a book, so I’d like you to explain
what was behind each one of Verney 1826
CDs.
There was no concept at all behind my first
album “Nebelland”. The title means “Land of
mist” and is taken from one of my early tape
recordings and these are just the very first
songs I recorded under the project name Verney 1826. But already in this early state you
can find some songs about literature, like
“Ligeia” (inspired by E. A. Poe) or “Lionel”
(inspired by Mary Shelley’s “The Last Man”).
The second album “Sacrow” had a conceptual frame: It should reflect the time in Eastern
Germany 1949 - 1989, a time of political op-

pression and also the time of my childhood.
“Sacrow” is the name of a small town (now
part of the city Potsdam) which had the misfortune to be located directly in the Death
Zone of the Berlin Wall, and so it became a
ghost town. Gladly, it is now possible to visit
Sacrow and its beautiful church again. The 3rd
album “Silence Du Tombeau” started as a collection of songs about Prussian History (“The
Death Of Innocence”, “Fiat Iustitia”, “Suum
Cuique”, “Caputh, Sommer 1932”), but somehow I didn’t manage to follow that concept
forcefully enough, so we find it interspersed
with songs about Gothic Novels and other
topics. But it’s OK, since the Prussian theme
is just the conceptual frame, as it was the case
with the “Sacrow” album. The 4th album “Ex
Libris” is, in fact, my first successful attempt
to follow a special concept.
The first song of your first album was about
the White Rose movement, an intellectual
movement against nazism that’s something
almost unknown outside Germany, and I
think it’s a bit connected to how sometimes
only one part of history appears in books,
so could you tell us something about this?
Ah, first of all, the song “Il nome della rosa”
is not about the White Rose movement but
about my favorite book “The name of the
rose” by Umberto Eco. Of course, the text of
the song is so cryptic that you can read it in
a quite different context. Who knows, maybe
my subconscious managed to combine different topics here. But there is indeed one particular Verney 1826 song about the White Rose
movement: It is “Sophie” from my “Orpheus”
EP, which is about Sophie Scholl. The song appeared on my 3rd album again, this time with
additional lyrics by Anna Aliena.
I was not aware that the White Rose movement is quite unknown outside of Germany. I think, a lot of people here in Germany
know the names of Sophie and Hans Scholl,

two members of this resistance group against
Hitler. The group was founded in 1942 and
the leading members were executed in 1943.
“Sophie” is a remembrance of the short life
of Sophie Scholl. I would be glad if my song
could wake the interest of one or the other
listener. Yes, there were indeed such things as
civil courage or resistance during World War
II. Maybe some more people know the name
of Graf Stauffenberg? I am not proud of the
dark parts of my country’s history, but I do
not believe in such things like a “corporate
guilt” for the 3rd generation after these events.
But could it be that it’s easier and more comfortable to condemn a whole people instead
of seeing the events in a chain of dependent
historical incidents?
Anyhow, I used to say that my music is about
historical events and not about politics. But
as you can see, it’s not always easy to separate
both subjects. Especially when it concerns a
time gone by, its culture, its arts, its people, its
politics. So in the end, it seems that I must correct myself: All art is political. But I surely will
not stand up and tell anybody how to think
and feel. I write about past times, my songs
are just recollections, and I can only say: Make
of it what you like, regardless of the color of
your skin, of your political or religious beliefs.
This is Wiccan morality: Do what you will.
Do you often play live? Are you programming new concerts or tours?
We played several live shows but stopped in
2011. For different reasons (mostly the lack
of time), there are no fixed plans for the near
future, but I do not want to exclude the possibility. Time will show if and how we proceed
to play live shows.
CONTACT
http://verney1826.de

CATACOMBS
OF DOOM
music interview
Greek music band
performing dark
ambient. drone,
experiemental,
obscure and occult
music, mostly
inspired by horror
literature.

William Mortensen,
Death of Hypatia

band. ‘’Patibulum’’
is a very good album
and much more mature than the previous one, especially concerning its
composition, Now
we are a full line up
with five members.
I’m very glad all the
musicians so readily helped and contributed, and I owe
them a lot for the
hard work they all
put in.
LINE UP:
Plague
Doctor:
synths, drone, fx
Dimitris Kalyvas:
synths, Bass
Donn (UK)- vocals,guitars,drums

Mary Vareli: When was the band created?
Basilis K. Catacombs of Doom was started by
me a cold night at the end of 2006 with the
purpose to play dark - ritual ambient.
Who were the initial members?
Basilis k. Catacombs of Doom started as a
one-man project by me with many participations in compilations and splits. Then new
songs were written, old ones were re-arranged
and re-recorded. Donn, from the English
black metal band Teutoburg Forest, and I met
to exchange ideas and ways of working on
music. The first result was the full first album
‘’Pseudomonarchia Daemonum’’ that was released in 2010 digitally and on limited edition
(100) CD-r on Inchiostrum Records. Dimitris joined the band and the work on ‘’Patibulum’’ started instantly as a three-membered

Karina Eames - Ethereal vocals
IDVex: vocals
Tell us a few things about the name of the
band.
Basilis K. The name Catacombs of Doom
was chosen to conjure up visions of medieval
times. Here you will find a music of reflections
through the Dark Ages of medieval Europe,
full of death, legends, and sorcery, along with
a religious atmosphere.
How would you characterise your style?
Basilis K. Ritual /dark ambient with black
metal feeling.
Dimitris K. Dark, psychotic, ambient.
What inspires you?

Basilis K. Our quest to make music that is
genuinely unsettling with different sounds
clawing at your skin from out of the darkness
that has never ceased, and our outlook as to
only become more fearless. Some of the most
profound influences came from (and still do)
the worlds of literature, poetry, art, dark music, black metal, medieval, folk and classical
music.
I draw my inspiration from my own experiences and thoughts, Occult, horror movies...
Dimitris K. Darkness, history, poetry, Myths...
Tell us more about your collaboration with
Donn, of Teutoburg Forest.
Basilis K. With Donn I understood that we
have a lot of elements in common and since
Donn understood completely the main, first
sound of the band I didn’t have any doubt that
I have found the person with whom the band
would continue, faithful to its roots but also
with elements that we always had inside us.
Donn is here to unleash demons.
When was your first split with the Italian
Vo)))id?
Basilis K. My first collaboration with other
musicians. Great songs, a great handmade
package from Toxic Industries and, of course,
sold out.
When was the third member added to the
band?
Basilis K. Dimitris K. is a multi-instrumentalist playing in various projects. I actually truly
enjoyed working with him. He lives in Germany now but is still a special friend for me.

Karina Eames from Australia is the fairy
queen of the band. Εnchanting ethereal vocals
to travel in dreamy dark worlds ...
Live performances?
Basilis K. We have never played live and I
don’t know if that’s ever going to happen.
Is your work self-released?
Basilis K. All our releases are self-released
and available for free download
https://catacombsofdoom.bandcamp.com/
music
https://blackdeathindustry.bandcamp.com/

Female vocals, tell us more.

Tell us more about the choice of labels.

Basilis K. Ifigeneia is one of my best friends
for more than 8 years. She has a great powerful voice. She is a true Shieldmaiden...

Basilis K. We enjoy to be free from labels and
contracts with the music industry. Our music
it’s free for anyone. If any label is interested,

why not release our work in any format.

William Mortensen, Preparation for the Sabbat, 1936

How do you work with tracks, since most
members live in different countries?
Dimitris K.We share ideas via the internet,
we talk about them via chat, we work on them
individually and come up with the songs. It
helps that each of us is good at different skills
and
we end up with music that has many layers.
Βasilis K. Interesting and exciting would say.
I want you to write some words next to each
Album.
Pseudomonarchia Daemonum (Inchiostrum Records) 2010
Basilis K. Our first release. The edition of the
CD was released through Inchiostrum Records. Collaboration with many artists.
Patibulum (Species Productions) 2012
Basilis K. Ritualistic sound, dark and satanic.
Without vocals. The most mature and serious
work so far. More ritualistic synths and powerful bass. Evil Art.
Patibulum MMXIV (Black Death Industry)
2014
Basilis K. the same album with the vocals of
Donn who give a new style in our music more
black metal elements.
Favourite writers, directors and painters /
photographers?
Dimitris K. Jorge Luis Borges, Zdzislaw Beksinski, Michelangelo Merisi da Caravaggio,
Ingmar Bergman H.P. Lovecraft, Nikos Tsiforos, Jose Mojica Marins, Lucio Fulci, Clive
Barker, Stephen King...
Basilis K. Lucio Fulci, Umberto Eco, Clive
Barker, Terence Fisher, Zdzislaw Beksinski, Pieter Huys, Francisco de Goya, Pieter
Brueghel, John Bauer, Aleister Crowley, Rob-

ert E. Howard, H.P.Lovecraft, Charles P.
Baudelaire, John Milton...
Favourite bands?
Dimitris K. Agoraphobic Nosebleed, Cephalic Carnage, Manilla Road, Brocas Helm, Emperor, Pelican, God Is An Astronaut, Arcturus,
Vektor, Duran Duran and many many more.
Basilis K. In Slaughter Natives, Equimanthorn, SunnO))), Mortuary Drape, Necromantia, Manowar
Any future plans?
Dimitris K. To evolve the entity known as
Catacombs of Doom into something more.
Basilis K. We’re also currently working on
our third full-length album, which will be
released next year. Thank you for this interview, and a huge thank you to all the people
supporting our work!

DISCOGRAPHY:

compilations :
V.A.: 1. Fear Is Thy Name (compilation Bone Structure label)
V.A.: 2. NIGHTMARE CONCERT (compilation Bone
Structure label)
V.A.: 3. 2008 MANIACS Ltd 50
(compilation Bone Structure)
V.A.: 4. TENTACULUS - A
TRIBUTE TO NAUTILUS
V.A.: 5. INFERNUM THE DIVINE COMEDY TRIBUTE Inchiostrum Records
V.A.: 6. DOOM METAL ALLIANCE - sampler 2
V.A.: 7. SUBEXISTANCE free compilation
Vol.1
V.A.: 8. Scriptum II, the new free compilation
sample from Inchiostrum Records
v.a.: 9. DARK CHRISTMAS (compilation Inchiostrum Records)
v.a.:10. The Seven Deadly Sins Compilation:
Invidia 2011
v.a.:12. Dark Ambient Vol.1 - net release
(Quartier23)
v.a.:13. THE AGE OF ANXIETY - net release
HESPERUS RECORDS 2012
v.a.:14 Overcome By Shadows - MuchausenSound 31 March 2012
v.a.:15 Au Bout Du Monde - The Jules Verne
Compilation 2013
v.a.:16 Flute Of Shaytan. Vol. III - AZAWAD
2014
v.a.:17 Underground X-treme Part 4 - Shit
Noise Netlabel SNN 008
v.a.:18 Dark Ambient vol. 8 - net release (Sombre Soniks)
splits:
1 : BLOODY RITUAL split CD-R VO)))ID
- CATACOMBS OF DOOM 2009 (Inchiostrum Records)
2 : E.A.R.S. - CATACOMBS OF DOOM

(Deathforce Records) 2010
3 : NO LIGHTS ON - 2013
4 : CATACOMBS OF DOOM / RUAIRI
O’BAOIGHILL - CEREMONIAL RITES OF
PASSAGE (BLACK DEATH INDUSTRY)
albums :
1 : Pseudomonarchia Daemonum (Inchiostrum Records) 2010
2 : Patibulum (Species Productions) 2012
3 : Patibulum MMXIV (Black Death Industry) 2014
CONTACT
https://catacombsofdoom.bandcamp.com/
h t t p s : / / w w w. f a c e b o o k . c o m / C ATA COMBS-OF-DOOM-149040875123507/?fref=ts

TRACKLIST

CD 1

01 I-M-R: Blind
02 Jep and Dep: Tears In The Rain
03 The Illusion of Silence: Old Seaman
04 Jaime Black: When The Angels Cried
05 Sunset Wings: The Little Girl Lost
06 Lunae Lumen: The Ghosts in Your Heart
07 Opium Dream Estate: As I Lay Dying
08 Joy Shannon and the Beauty Marks:
Midwinter Ghost
09 Rita Tekeyan: Yes Kou Aperet
10 Disemballerina: Phantom Limb
11 Stillife: Autumn
12 Peter Darling: Mary Lou
13 The Division Men: Dying To Get By

CD 2:

01 The Owl: Into The Light
02 Der weiße Hirsch: Die wilde Frau
03 Romowe Rikoito: Merunas Meddjan
04 Nora Candey: Epithalamion
05 Ulmus: Heimdall
06 Walden: Rad der Zeit
07 Sangre de Muerdago: Saudades
08 Quellenthal: Mädchenlied
09 Nebelung: Polaris
10 Oado: Regret
11 Whispering Woods: Farewell Ladybug
12 Green Elder: Liber

SNOWFLAKES IV
A GIFT FOR READERS
FREE DOWNLOAD:

http://at-sea-compilations.de
http://paradoxethereal-magazine.com

After the huge success of Snowflakes III At Sea Compilations and Paradox Ethereal Magazine are
in the pleasurable position to present our new compilation: Snowflakes IV. Compared with its
predecessor Snowflakes IV features warmer and intimate tonal images and coherent songs. In two
hours of total running time, you will discover different tunes and moods. The focus of the first CD
is on Gothic Americana music and Neoclassical, while in the second CD you will find different
styles of Neofolk music.
Different musicians from all over the world arrange again Snowflakes IV, the perfect soundtrack
for wanderings through nature, enjoying a glass of red wine or browsing through the different Paradox Ethereal issues. For example I-M-R, the follow-up band of the cult formation In My Rosary.
Sangre the Muerdago and Nebelung are two of the most exciting Neofolk projects in Europe. You
will also discover brand new bands like The Division Men - run by the former Tito & Tarantula
bass player Caroline Portillo, with her husband Jesus. With secret tips, like The Owl or Peter Darling, Snowflakes IV is completed.
Snowflakes IV is the 10th release of At Sea Compilations general. It is founded by the german music journalist Axel Meßinger in 2012. The mission of At Sea Compilations is to create a creative and
high-quality platform for independent bands. http://atseacompilations.bandcamp.com
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REVIEW

DAY BEFORE US

PRELUD A L’AME D’ELEGIE
Lmtd edition of 300 copies. Opn.fr, 2015

Prélude à l’âme d’élégie is the fifth release of
Day Before Us, a neoclassical, cold and dark
art project formed by Philippe Blache in
2011. Opn seems the ultimate vehicle for the
exploration of exulted poetical feelings, inner realities and lyrical movements of the
soul in this evocative masterpiece that seems
to incorporate all elements that used to be the
musical idiom of Day Before Us so far, and
at the same time exceeding them in the most
advanced way. Day Before Us manages to capture the rare feeling produced by the haunting sound of the first period of 4AD, proving
that the secret behind all influencing music
is to reach experimentation exceeding, however, a solid basis, that of classical studies in
music. In Prélude à l’âme d’élégie originality
is proved via a blend of mystical resonance,
ambient textures and compelling minor-key
melodies, alternating between Recitatives and
vocal parts in various languages, written and
performed by Jessica Peace, Natalya Romashina and Davide Riccio.
Listening to Prélude à l’âme d’élégie I couldn’t
help thinking that all initiative processes start
with the contact with the four elements. Consciously or not Day Before Us managed to release eight tracks, four of which, the first ones
conduct the listener to the realm of transcendentalism via a sublime, alchemical process.
“Lorsque la nuit lasse étreint l’inconnu” is
the ordeal of Water, what an element to start,
diving in this way into the subconscious.
Nostalgic melancholy flirts with sea waves,
sounds of seabirds, forcing long gone childhood memories to emerge with escalating
tones and a deep meditative ambience.
“Ecstasy of the stigmatist” is musically con-

nected with the
thematic introduction of the
previous track,
as the transition is subtle
and the listener
feels like wandering in dungeons and dark
cathedrals, where awe is evoked via religious
elements as well as the promise of ascension.
The track becomes theatrical, as after a short
dialogue reminding an old film, and having
the element of Earth in mind, music starts to
behave like a flower jumping out of its seed,
out of the soil and into the Air of the next
track, managing the ordeal of the Earth element.
“Voyna serdtsa”, the third track is the ordeal
of Air. Natalya Romashina, starts with an
incantation, like right before dusk, and continues with enchanting ethereal vocals in a
neoclassical mood, manifesting the promise
of the Air, meaning the intellectual elevation.
“Alda börnom” is pure Fire, sentimental and
erotic, like the sizzling sound of a comforting
fireplace burning dry wood. And, now, with
the beautiful voice, of Jessica Peace the listener is ready for the rest of the journey. “Talk
room” has a dream pop feeling, with female
whispers (Jessica Peace) and the sense of
eavesdropping conversations, or just words
and numbers, very theatrical. “Rise of elegeia” reminds me of a confession, again full
of neoclassical elements and the warm voice
of Davide Riccio. “Tempestarii” is good old
Day Before Us and with “La somnambule”
the circle of nostalgia ends with female vocals,
Jessica Peace again, and the need to repeat the
journey. The artwork of the album is based
on Kamila Nora Netikova’s photographs,
adding to this atmospheric masterpiece, definitely an influential one!

IN LOVE WITH
ROME
A PASSAGE TO RHODESIAAudio CD, Book, Box
Trisol 2015

“A Passage to Rhodesia” is
ROME’s tenth album, but
it’s safe to say it’s one of the
most important releases in its
long-standing career. The album unites instant dark folk
classics such as “A Farewell to
Europe” and “One Fire” with
ambient collages in the best
industrial and experimental
traditions -most notably on
the exclusive additional album “House of Stone”. Mastermind Jerome Reuter has
accomplished a great swirling
devil of a record, an epic and
tragic masterpiece of considerable scale, rich in theme
and philosophic inquiry. “A
Passage to Rhodesia” is set
against the backdrop of the
Bush War (Bush as in jungle,
not the American presidents)
in the country named after imperialist Cecil Rhodes.
“A Passage to Rhodesia” is a
remarkable, yet deeply disturbing odyssey driven by a
strange love for the country
and its people, a witness-bearing of the rarest courage.

GAË BOLG

PETIT MANUEL DE GYMNOSOPHIE APPLIQUÉE CD ,

Album, Le Cluricaun, 2015

As he did with his other
two highly acclaimed albums Gaë Bolg have toured
around the world offering
an amazingly nergetic show.
Petit manuel de Gymnosophie appliquée witness of
this highly succesful tour
It has been recorded live in
Nyon (Switzerland) during
2009, with an amazing
sound quality. Petit manuel
de Gymnosophie appliquée
is “dirty, mad and furious.

NATURE AND ORGANISATION - SNOW LEOPARD MESSIAH
2CD Trisol 2015

“Snow Leopard Messiah” is
a double CD release, pressed
on two special gold coloured
CDs, and presented in a foil
embossed full colour 4 panel
digipak containing a booklet with lyrics and photos,
and with all new artwork by
Cashmore and remastered by
Andrew Liles (CURRENT 93,
NURSE WITH WOUND, etc).

Two bonus tracks are also
included on disc 1 - “A
dozen
Summers
against
The live band was for this occ the World” and “To You”.
asion the GAË BOLG on operatic voice, trumpet and record- “Snow Leopard Messiah” sees
er, the famous KARL BLAKE the long awaited reissue of two
on fuzzy and noisy bass, the influential albums “Beauty
TRUBLION 23 on extremely Reaps the Blood of Solitude”
sentimental voice and percus- and “Death in a Snow Leopard
sion, and the ALEXIS DAR- Winter”. Also mix of classical,
NOUX (of the band HUATA) acoustic and industrial eleon spowerfully played drums. ments “Snow Leopard Messiah
The band is playing a selection will soon be regarded anothof recent Gymnosophe’s tracks er of the most influential and
as well as the older Ceremo- seminal albums in the post-innial (of La ballade de l’Ank- dustrial and neofolkgenres.
ou) and unreleased Lothar.

DIE WEISSE ROSE
WHITE ROSES IN BLOOM
IN KYIV CD, Album
Old Captain 2015
A PASSAGE TO RHODESIAAudio CD, Book, Box
Trisol 2015

REMETE
ODABENN
CD, Old Captain
2015

ALLERSEELEN - TERRA
INCOGNITA
CD, Album - 16 page digipack, Aorta , 2015

As a part of ‘The Honour of
Silence’ 2015 tour with Death
in June, Die Weisse Rose performed a memorable ritual in
Kyiv with an impressive line-up
of Thomas Bøjden, Kim Larsen (Of The Wand & The Moon)
and Gary Carey (Joy of Life).

Janos Madura, a talented
Hungarian artist, formerly known by his project Our
God Weeps and albums on
Hau Ruck and Ars Benevola
Mater labels, presents his current incarnation as Remete, a
hermit project of absolution.

DWR’s classical tracks from
the debut album were executed with a puissant vigour and
true honour, while the final
part interpreted a Ukrainian
folk melody that became a
lament song during Ukrainian
Revolution of 2013-2014.

Dark ambient of the highest order co-mingled with
powerful neo-classical and
martial industrial elements
in the vein of CMI projects impresses even diehard ambient congregation.

Coming
in digipak with
16 pages booklet. Allerseelen keep walking, after more
than 25 years, surprising us
again with Terra Incognita, a
magical journey in their Terra Incognita. This new release
incorporates all prevailing elements of Allerseelen, industrial, electronic, metal, flamenco,
and sometimes jazzy to explore the unknown territories
of every aspect of life, suggesting there is always something
new, something to discover
and reflect upon. The listener is guided via the titles of
the tracks, a pilot reaches out
to the sun and the stars, far
above the surface of common
perception (‘Fliegerlied’), is he
ready for the Sun? (‘Ikarus’).

“White Roses in Bloom” gives
a perfect chance to listen to
the project live when it is at
its most potent and emotional artistic edge. A standard 200-CD edition in matte
laminated Digipak. There is
also a special edition with a
T-Shirt and an artistic edition made by Thomas Bøjden.

This is a ritual executed by
a priest in the metaphysical
‘Odabenn’ sacrament. Music
of hope and forgiveness in the
dark ambient realm. Co-released by Ukrainian Old Captain and Argentinean Twilight (‘Böses Blut’) refers to BellaRecords labels in a run of 300 donna fruit, and an alternative
copies in a full-colour Digipak.. way to travel using psychotropic properties. Allerseelen’s familiar pattern of authors, philosophers, and film directors
is again here, ready to enchant.

IRFAN
THE ETERNAL RETURN
CD, Album
Prikosnovénie , 2015

CLAUSTRUM
LEGION OF SILENCE
CD
Old Captain ,2015

7 years after “Seraphim”, Irfan
is coming back with even more
beautiful and profound album, Eternal Return. The new
album is recorded with Denitza Seraphim, Irfan’s original
female singer. It’s a pleasure
to hear again her outstanding
divine voice and come into
contact with the musical and
cultural history of this extraordinary band. Denitza’s
voice reminds sirens and their
mesmerizing songs while the
atmosphere builds up with a
nice mix of somber male and
female vocals flowing over
the downtempo percussion
and myriad of instruments
and some acapella moments.

Claustrum are one of the pioneering acts from Rīga, Latvia
and of the whole European industrial scene. Since 1992 they
have been experimenting,
breaking the barriers of styles
of industrial and electronic music, crossing over from
minimal / dark ambient to orchestral industrial / neoclassical and power electronics.

It has been said to be the album of the year, and yes quite
rightfully it is the album of
the year, highly recommended for lovers of the ethereal
genre as well as meditation
addicts. Ten priceless tracks, a
spiritual gift in difficult Times.

MYLÈNE FARMER
INTERSTELLAIRES
ALBUM, CD
Polydor, 2015

Interstellaires is the tenth studio album by French singer-songwriter Mylène Farmer.
It was released on 6 November
2015 in France by Polydor Records. It is produced by Martin
Kierszenbaum and The Avener.
The album featuresy great
ballads and soft moments.
Mylène Farmer covers Cheap
Trick’s I Want You To Want Me,
and actually changes the song
In more than twenty years’ a lot, for the better. It is etheexistence their creative work real and beautifully crafted.
has chimed and still occasionally emerges electron- The arrangements are unic dark ambient, orchestral cluttered, as for the ballad A
and martial industrial as well Rebours in which she talks
as rhythmic and radio noise about the temptation that huevident on this debut, the mans face to erase and rewind
1st proper studio album of a moment during their lives.
the project within 23 years.
While Love Song is a hauntThis is a monumental cultural ing ballad. Track Insondables
marker of the new millenni- is dark. it deals with death,
um. Edition of 300 copies in the grief of losing someone
4 panel Digipak with booklet. we love. City of Love reminds
you of Lana Del Rey. Un Jour
ou L’autre is an ethereal ballad. Highly recommended.

9 TOPICS
9 FILMS
TO SEE
B E F O R E Y O U F LY

“ C e r ta i n t h i n g s l e av e yo u i n yo u r l i f e a n d c e r ta i n
t h i n g s s tay w i t h yo u . A n d t h a t ’ s w h y w e’ r e a l l i n t e r es ted in movies- those ones that make you feel, you
s t i l l t h i n k a b o u t . B e c a u s e i t gav e yo u s u ch a n e m o t i o n a l r e s p o n s e , i t ’ s a c t u a l ly p a r t o f yo u r e m o t i o n a l m a k e - u p , i n a way.”
Ti m B u r t o n , B u r t o n o n B u r t o n
Vincenzo Cabianca (1827-1902), Morgana,
Illustration for ‘Isaotta Guttadàuro ed altre poesie

CLASSICS TO SEE BEFORE YOU FLY
9 transcendental films

CLASSICS TO SEE BEFORE YOU FLY
9 Film Noir

CLASSICS TO SEE BEFORE YOU FLY
9 films on dreams

CLASSICS TO SEE BEFORE YOU FLY
9 time travel films

CLASSICS TO SEE BEFORE YOU FLY
9 poetic films

CLASSICS TO SEE BEFORE YOU FLY
9 Films on fairy tales

CLASSICS TO SEE BEFORE YOU FLY
9 Films on madness

CLASSICS TO SEE BEFORE YOU FLY
9 Films about the paranormal

CLASSICS TO SEE BEFORE YOU FLY
9 poetic films

HAUNTED TUBE - GHOST HUNTING TEAM
'Ghost hunting is the process of investigating locations that are reported to be
haunted by ghosts. Typically, a ghost hunting team will attempt to collect evidence
that they see as supportive of paranormal activity.'' Wikipedia
About Haunted Tube, The Greek ghost hunting team

Haunted Tube is the first greek network dedicated to ghost hunting. The members of
the team, Thanasis Avgikos, Antonis Skaramagkas & Christos Aggelopoulos are trying
to capture evidence of the afterlife using the most sophisticated in ghost hunting equipment [ Nightvision cams, EMF metres, EVPs etc., in places that are rumored as Haunted.
Haunted Tube shows the results of each investigation through webisodes. Last years, the
crew of Haunted Tube investigated some of the most haunted locations in Greece and
captured several phenomena. You can follow the team on youtube and check that very
interesting and weird hobby, called ''ghost hunting''.
HAUNTED.TUBE
Εκεί που οι κάμερες βλέπουν περισσότερα απο τα μάτια..
https://hauntedtube.wordpress.com
Submitted by Antonis Skaramagkas

once upon a time
by Roberta Sparrow

Victorian Headless Portraits
Victorians had no TV, no internet and no radio, so they were bored. A bored affluent society often resorts to eccentricities in order
to have some fun. This set of headless photographs from the 19th century is an example.
There was no photoshop, so photographers of
the era were commissioned to combine multiple negatives and use masks in the darkroom
to make it happen. To be more precise, it was
initially an idea photographers had in order to
make some money, offering to place a head in
people’s laps, or maybe floating in the air beside a person. Nowadays with the use of Photoshop or just a mobile this is the easiest thing
in the world, but back then it was an achievement!!
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