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AKLO
Music of the Lovecraft 
Mythos
by Elena Lightbourn

I can’t quite remember what 
led me to discover AKLO: Mu-
sic of the Lovecraft Mythos, but 
as soon as I took a look at the 
creepy-ass album art, I knew it 
had to be good... and by good I 
mean prime Fearwax material. I 
couldn’t recall the slightest idea 
of what exactly the Lovecraft 
mythos was, but, after a little 
Facebook chattin’ and Wiki-
pedia research, I learned that 
it’s an expansive collection of 
stories written/inspired by H.P. 
Lovecraft, regarded by many as 
one of the most infl uential hor-
ror authors of the 20th century. 
According to the AKLO web-
site, www.aklo.net, “the ideol-
ogy of AKLO is that the unex-
plored sonic potentialities of the 
Cthulhu Mythos are as limitless 
as its literary ones.” Hmm… 
sounds interesting.

Unfortunately, I could only 
listen to samples from each of 
the AKLO albums containing 
moments from several tracks. 
They aren’t even available on 
iTunes (gasp!) but the CDs can 
be purchased off the AKLO 

website for $15 each (or illegal-
ly downloaded 
by means of 
UTorrent and 
the like, none 
of which I 
have). 

The fi rst 
AKLO album, 
Beyond Mad-
ness, features 
tracks with 
names like 
“Brain Cylinder” and “Swamp 
Cult.” Most of the sound ef-
fects are synthesized but are 
overall very dark, ominous, and 
atmospheric. A few moments 
of listening to this somewhat 
indescribable music just might 
make you feel like you’re going 
insane… which, now that I look 
back at the title, makes perfect 
sense. Seriously, though, if I lis-
tened to this in the dark, in the 
right state of mind, it could po-
tentially be terrifying.

The second, “eagerly await-
ed” AKLO album, Unnamable, 
seems just as haunting as, if not 
more than, Beyond Madness, 
featuring tracks like “Eulogy 
for Humanity.” From what I can 
tell from the sample, this album 
incorporates substantially more 
discernible instruments into 
its music than its predecessor. 
Dark tribal drumming, disso-
nant violins, and more echo-y 
atmospheric sounds dominate 
the sample for quite some time. 
Then, a calm, but haunting, 
oboe-and-piano duet punctured 
with bird calls, which probably 
could make up a track in itself, 
transitions into what sounds like 
moaning monstrous beings (not 
the kind you’d get on your usual 
haunted house mix… these ac-
tually sound like they’re ac-
tively seeking out my soul). The 
sample ends, and I’m left want-
ing to hear more.

If I ever get the chance 
to, I’d defi nitely listen to the 
AKLO albums in full. In fact, 
it’s probably some of the creepi-
est music I’ve ever heard and 
makes me want to pick up one 
of Lovecraft’s books to under-
stand its inspiration. The AKLO 
website suggests the use of its 
music as “an ideal soundtrack 

for horror roleplaying” so, if 
you’re into that 
kind of thing, 
it’s a great buy! 
Also, if you’re 
a person who 
loves setting up 
haunted houses 
or freaking 
yourself out 
while high, the 
AKLO albums 
would be per-

fect for you.

FOVEA HEX
Neither Speak Nor Remain 
Silent
by Lenny Raney

Halloween means many dif-
ferent things to many different 
people. To some, Halloween is 
about trick or treating and little 
children dressed as ghosts. To 
others, it’s about dressing as 
revealing as is socially accept-
able and getting hammered. To 
a nerd like me, however, Hal-
loween is about the mysticism 
and intrigue of its pagan origins. 
The history of the holiday is fas-
cinating, and beneath the friend-
ly ghosts, bags full of Willy 
Wonka products, and jack-o-
lanterns lies the remnants of an 
ancient Celtic pagan ritualistic 
celebration of the dead, meant 
to signify the end of lighter days 
(summer) and 
the beginning 
of darker (win-
ter).

T h u s , 
instead of 
g i m m i c k y 
“ H a l l o w -
een” themed 
albums, or 
the ostensi-
bly chilling 
soundtracks to horror fi lms, I 
fi nd myself drawn to Celtic and 
pagan music around this time of 
year. An interesting recent fi nd 
of mine is the band Fovea Hex, 
the otherworldly project of Irish 
singer/songwriter Clodagh Si-
monds. Released in 2006, Nei-
ther Speak Nor Remain Silent 
is a collection of three EPs that 
could be best described as an 
intersection of Eno-esque am-

biance and pagan/Celtic senti-
mentality. These kinds of proj-
ects tend to be risky; it is far too 
easy to come across as pedes-
trian and imitative. Thankfully, 
Simonds genuinely sounds like 
a hooded ancient mystic stand-
ing atop a pedestal in front of 
a large triskele carved into the 
side of a mountain, whisper-
ing chanty, minimalistic, and 
trance-inducing incantations 
into the tomb of a fallen warrior.

The title track, found on Al-
lure EP, is strictly ambiance in 
the purest sense, sounding like 
an outtake from Brian Eno’s 
Apollo. Quiet synth moans and 
various found sounds of wood-
land creatures  pepper an ever 
present and effervescent sound 
best described as wind dis-
creetly howling in through a 
cave. Unsurprisingly, both Rog-
er and Brian Eno lended their 
production talents to this proj-
ect. In fact, the caliber of the 
contributors to Neither Speak 
Nor Remain Silent is outstand-
ing. In addition to the broth-
ers Eno, prog legends Robert 
Fripp (King Crimson) and Ste-
ven Wilson (Porcupine Tree) 
as well as fi lm score composer 
Carter Burwell (whose most re-
cent projects include In Bruges 
and Where the Wild Things Are) 
were involved. One might think 
that with all of this star power 

on board, Si-
monds, who 
was previ-
ously in 80’s 
folk-rock outfi t 
Mellow Can-
dle, and her 
creative input 
might get lost 
to the process. 
Fortunately for 
the listener, 

that is not at all the case. For 
example, in the outrageously 
beautiful “Long Distance,” also 
on Allure EP, she is entirely 
in control. Approximately one 
minute and forty-fi ve seconds 
in, Simonds sings “I walk for 
hours and watch the sunlight 
play” with a level of profound 
pathos that could only be found 
in a very personal and authentic 
artistic creation.

So, this Halloween, after 
you’ve fi lled your pillowcase 
with Tootsie Pops and candy 
corn, after you’ve ground the 
stench of cheap alcohol and 
sweat from dancing deep into 
your sexy maid costume, and 
after you’ve developed retina 
burn from all of the fl ashes from 
all of the pictures you’re going 
to see on Facebook the fi rst of 
November and instantly regret 
taking, try something different. 
Find these albums, put them 
on your MP3 player, go to a 
rooftop, and listen to some of 
the most eerily beautiful music 
ever made while laying back 
and staring out into the speckled 
blanket of infi nite possibility.

Happy Halloween, Ford-
ham! This issue we have some-
thing a little bit different for 
you, and without further ado, 
the paper would like to pres-
ent Fearwax! Instead of regu-
lar reviews, the staff selected 
their favorite spooky, scary, or 
otherwise Halloweeny albums. 
As such, there will be no rat-
ings, as every album here is 
a perfect fi ve out of fi ve. For 
your reading pleasure, we have 
reviews of some chilling music 
inspired by the Cthulhu uni-
verse and the rest of the Love-
craft mythos, Scott Walker’s 
The Drift, Irish ambient artists 
Fovea Hex, French Satanist/oc-
cultist Moëvöt, UK psychedel-
ic punk rockers The Deviants, 
and French chamber group 
Les Fragments de la Nuit. We 
are also changing up ill-legal 
downloads to include more 
Halloween favorites. Enjoy!

SCOTT WALKER
The Drift
by Charles Hailer

The story of Scott Walker’s 
descent from profi table boy 
band superboner to demon 
wracked recluse is the stuff 
of legend. For those not in the 
know, Scott Walker once had a 
fan club second only to that of  
the Beatles, but he had spent his 
entire cultural capital in the 60’s 
singing about death, gonnorhea, 
fascism, and Igmar Bergman 
fi lms, only to bottom out in the 
70’s and emerge from a boozy 
abyss to defi ne himself as a 
haunted auteur of tortured wails 
and creepy clanging. Since re-
emerging, Walker has released 
three solo albums since 1983, 
each one more impenetrable 
and blood curdling than the last. 
His most recent, The Drift, is 
the single most terrifying album 
ever recorded; free of teenaged 
angst or guy-liner melodrama, 
it’s hard to imagine that the al-
bum was even made by a human 
being.

I once ran an amateur haunt-
ed house and scored it with 
Scott Walker’s The Drift. The 
album’s symphony of oozing, 
fl eshy sounds reverberated per-
fectly off of the cotton cobweb 
covered cement walls, striking 
maximum terror in the hearts 
of those brave enough to enter. 
After the ghostly gallop of the 
opening track, “Cossacks Are,” 
the man’s demons take the 
reigns and the nearly thirteen 
minute long “Clara” begins the 
album’s formidable body count. 
With industrial hum and whis-
pered abstractions suddenly 
giving way to queasy strings, 
pounding percussion, and an 
orchestra of detuned guitars, 
the soul of this album is fi rst re-
vealed. The color of the noise is 
blood red and pitch black at the 
same time, perfect for a those 
down for a more macabre Hal-
loween experience.

Throughout high school and 
in my early Fordham experi-
ence, Scott Walker’s Tilt was 
the perfect program music to 
project my emo by way of Eno 
teenage troubles and nurse my 
nascent pretension before I gave 
up on whining and learned to 
dance (kind of). When The Drift 
brought Walker’s spooktacular 
croon back into my life in 2006, 
I realized that Walker’s jarring 
sonic juxtapositions and preoc-
cupation with modernist murder 
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the paper’s chill-legal download list

DJ JAZZY JEFF & THE FRESH PRINCE - 
“NIGHTMARE ON MY STREET”

TALKING HEADS - “PSYCHO KILLER”

THE WHO - “BORIS THE SPIDER”

ROCKY HORROR PICTURE SHOW - 
“THE TIME WARP”

MOGWAI - “1% OF MONSTER”

WARREN ZEVON - “WEREWOLVES OF 
LONDON”

CREEDENCE CLEARWATER REVIVAL - 
“WALKING ON THE WATER”

THE MISFITS - “HALLOWEEN” & “HAL-
LOWEEN II”

“FIVE LITTLE PUMPKINS” NURSERY 
RHYME

EDGAR WINTER GROUP - “FRANKEN-
STEIN”

ROBERT RICH & B. LUSTMORD - “HID-
DEN REFUGE”

EDVARD GRIEG - “IN THE HALL OF 
THE MOUNTAIN KING”

MATT POND PA - “HALLOWEEN”

KOOL KEITH & TIM DOG - “MAN WITH 
NO FACE”

THE DEVIANTS
3
by Alexander Gibbons

This eerie nugget fell into 
my lap after my roommate Sal-
vador returned from raiding his 
grandparent’s basement in Con-
necticut. The cover features a 
nun touching a popsicle to her 
lips in a provocative manner 
accompanied by a young boy 
doing the same but collapsed 
by her feet. Deviants 3 is not a 
scary album by nature. I don’t 
think its intentions are to scare, 
different from some of the other 
albums on this list, but it sure is 
spooky. It sure is.  

The Deviants were a psy-
chedelic-rock band from the 
UK. They began as “The Social 
Deviants,” and later changed to 
become simply “The Deviants.” 
The end of their career came 
when three of the band’s four 
members ditched the lead vo-
calist Mick Farren and formed a 
new group, “The Pink Faries.” 
Deviants 3 was released in 1969 
by Sire. I know little about the 
band’s career or discography. 
Deviants 3 is my fi rst and only 
encounter, and a weird one at 
that.

The fi rst song, “Billy the 
Monster,” is a proper example 
of the creepy overtones that 
run through-
out the album. 
It’s a very 
goofy song, 
with lyrics like 
“Watch out 
Billy, as you 
walk around/
there’s ugly 
people living 
underground” 
i n t e r p l a y e d 
with a low, 
raspy voice uttering “Billy” and 
a high falsetto following with 
“the monster.” Still, “Billy the 
Monster” is very, very creepy, 
reminding me of the 1997 fi lm 
The Butcher Boy, in which the 
title character, a young boy, cre-

MOËVÖT
Abgzvoryathre
by Sean Patrick Kelly

“The horror!  The horror!”
-Joseph Conrad, Heart of Dark-
ness 

This album is horrifying.  
Ambient, low guitar; scratchy, 
guttural vocals; and ethereal 
chanting all come together in a 
whirling maelstrom of general 
discomfort and uneasiness and 
make for an album that could 
provide the soundtrack to either 
a black mass in the French Ar-
dennes or a slow descent into a 
Lovecraftian madness.   Moevot 
was a one-man dark ambient 
project from the early 1990’s 
consisting solely of Vordb Ba-
thor Ecsed, prominent member 
of Les Legions Noires.  Les 
Legions Noires, a French black 
metal collective active in the late 
80’s and early 90’s in Brittany, 

produced some 
of the most ter-
rifying, unset-
tling, and eerie 
music ever re-
corded utiliz-
ing very lim-
ited resources, 
lo-fi  recording 
techniques and 
hand distribu-
tion amongst 

friends and close workers. 
For this particular solo 

project, Vordb Bathor Ecsed 
explores exactly how terribly 
unnerving a clean guitar and 
vocals can be.  Though not 
much information exists relat-
ing to the album’s production 

ballad lyrics can be an absolute 
fucking blast, in the same way 
a really great horror movie can 
be. This is the crown jewel of 
creep-rock (if I can be so glib 
as to make up a genre), the ulti-
mate Halloween soundtrack this 
side of those cheap-o effects 
tapes they used to sell at drug 
stores and Tubular Bells.

In 2006 director Stephen Ki-
jak made a documentary about 
the creation of The Drift, giving 
the world the fi rst fi lmed inter-
view footage with Mr. Walker 
since 1983, revealing the man 
to be a normal 
looking middle 
aged Ameri-
can, complete 
with a baseball 
hat and male 
pattern bald-
ness. Scott 
Walker might 
not be the half 
-dead hunch-
back living in a 
haunted house 
on a hill like that I’d like him 
to be, but good God he makes 
some scary sounding music.

ates mayhem wherever he goes.
 “The People Suite,” the 

album’s fourth song, features 
a walking bass line behind a 
twangy guitar riff that sounds 
more appropriate to Working-
man’s Dead with darker lyrics: 
“We are the people who creep in 
the night/We are the people who 
hide from the light.” It’s an awe-
some song, confi rming the fears 
of conservatives everywhere 
and evoking images of boozy 
wretches ambling through the 
night, turning girls into sexed-
up mamas and boys into cack-

ling fi ends. 
Hence, “The 
Deviants.” 

It’s a little 
bit Yardbirds, 
a little bit An 
A m e r i c a n 
Werewolf in 
London. May-
be it’s not ob-
jectively scary, 
but for me it 
sounds like it 

would go very well with a hor-
ror movie, the sort of music 
that could be played in Buffalo 
Bill’s lair or something. Basi-
cally, yeah, I’m saying that Buf-
falo Bill would totally vibe off 
of this album, which brings to 
mind, perhaps, some similari-
ties between myself and Buffalo 
Bill, but that’s topic for a differ-
ent conversation.

Check out this album. De-
spite its potential to be played 
in a serial-killer’s lair, it is most 
defi nitely a delightful listen. 

or its creator’s life, perhaps that 
makes it all the more cryptic and 
f r i g h t e n i n g .  
First off, this 
album sounds 
as if it was re-
corded by a 
prisoner locked 
in the keep of 
a French cas-
tle during the 
Black Plague 
who somehow 
got a hold of 
some reasonably priced analog 
recording equipment.  The mu-
sic exudes pestilence, death, 
forest creatures, leprosy, feudal-
ism, capital punishment, coarse 
black bread, tough stewed mut-
ton, and a veritable cornucopia 
of other nasty aspects of me-
dieval life.  When listening to 
this music, all happy thoughts 
dissipate and run for cover like 
a group of cockroaches when a 
lamp is turned on.  The ambi-
ent chanting reaches the ears 
like the sound of a baby cry-
ing after seeing its favorite 
teddy bear eviscerated by the 
family dog, and if one listens 
closely enough, one will tend 
to behave in a manner similar 
to the aforementioned tot.  Lis-
tening to this album makes you 
scared of things that you did not 
know could ever be construed 
as scary, and surprises you in a 
way akin to going out for a steak 
dinner and instead being served 
a plate of feet wrapped in bible 
pages.  This is the sort of music 
that, if played for infants during 
gestation, would cause them to 
be born shrieking with the head 
of a goat. 

Don’t download or buy this 
album.  You will wet your bed 
and most likely the beds of sev-
eral others.  Also, repent.

LES FRAGMENTS DE 
LA NUIT
Musique du Crépuscule
by Dickabod Crane

Chamber music isn’t exactly 
the genre most frequently asso-
ciated with Halloween. Normal-
ly, when one thinks of chamber 
music, they immediately think 
of Haydn, Mozart, Beethoven, 
or Schumann. However, there is 
indeed a very strong contingent 
of chamber music enthusiasts 
all around the world keeping the 
genre alive and well. France’s 
Les Fragments de la Nuit are 
certainly part of this crowd, and 
their 2008 release, Musique du 
Crépuscule, is one of the better 
chamber music releases of the 
last couple of years. 

They make wonderfully 
beautiful violin-driven clas-
sical melancholia. It is richly 
textured and craftily structured. 
The majority of the songs are 
between two and three min-
utes, never overstaying their 
welcome. Album opener “Eveil 
des Fées” features an ethereal 
harmony between vocals and 
violins. The atmosphere is very 
nocturnal, characterized by mi-
nor keys and mournful chord 
progressions. On “La Ronde des 
Fées,” proceedings are sped up 

a bit, but the theme remains the 
same. Wistfulness and a sort of 

morose sense 
of wonder  per-
vade the entire 
album.  The 
frantic “ Entre 
Ciel et Fer” 
features repeti-
tive staccato 
piano playing a 
la Philip Glass 
overlayed with   
several violins 

sawing away intently at arpeg-
gio on top of arpeggio of  busy, 
but all the while melodious, eu-
phony. 

The album then settles into 
“La Chambre des Fées,” a 
rather lovely 
acapella song, 
that sounds 
something like 
a pack of fe-
male wolves 
with perfect in-
tonation having 
choir practice 
in a haunted 
house. The 
following song, “Soleils Noirs 
pour Lune Blanche,” is also 
rather subdued, and is vaguely 
reminiscent to Chopin’s noc-

turnes at times. One of the lon-
ger songs on the album at 4 min-
utes, this, as with most chamber 
music, will certainly reward the 
patient listener. Nuances in the 
form of quiet swells and well 
placed crescendos and decre-
scendos really make the song’s 
impact all the more pronounced.

There is an underlying level 
of mystery to much of this al-
bum. The group’s founders, 
Ombeline Chardes and Michael 
Villarr, both hold day jobs as 
fi lm soundtrack composers, and 
this becomes abundantly clear 
as the album progresses; there is 
a certain level of theatrics to this 
album that one feels must have  
originated out of a love for the 

cinema. In fact, 
I wouldn’t be 
surprised if this 
release helps 
catapult their 
names and ca-
reers across the 
pond to the big 
leauges. The 
emotion and 
atmosphere in-

voked in Musique du Crépus-
cule are vivid, palpable, and 
incredible.


