
 INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.eraseronline.com/purpbar.jpg" \* MERGEFORMATINET 



FICTIONAL

"We All Live In A Dream of God - And This Dream's Not Very Fair"
Fictional is the current synth-pop 'offshoot' of Funker Vogt, in much the same vein as 'Ravenous'. As usual, at the centre is programmer/keyboardist extraordianire Gerrit Thomas and lyricist Kai Schmidt. Some of the vocals on the first album 'Fictitious' were performed by Tim Fockenbrock (from the 'Ravenous' project), most notably on the club hit 'Blue Eyes', though the rest were sung by Gerrit himself. 

Former label Zoth Ommog having gone out of business, Metropolis re-issued the disc as Fictitious (+) with two bonus live tracks in 2001. A new vocalist (Jason Bainbridge) joined in time to contribute vocals to a cover of 'Opportunities' (for a Pet Shop Boys tribute CD) and then follow-up disc 'Fiction' in 2003. Gerrit Thomas also remixes under the name 'Fictional'. 
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THE LINE UP
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· Gerrit Thomas - Keyboards, Programming, Vocals 

· Tim Fockenbrock - Vocals on two songs 

· Jason Bainbridge - Current Vocalist 

· Kai Schmidt - Lyricist 
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THE FACTS & FIGURES
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	FORMED:
	1999, Germany

	STYLES:
	Synth-Pop, Wave

	KEY ELEMENTS:
	Chunky, EBM-tinged synth-pop (male vocal).

	OFFICIAL SITE:
	www.funker-vogt.com/fictional

	MEMBERS ALSO INVOLVED IN:
	Gerrit Thomas was of course involved in Ravenous up until 2000, and has been at the centre of Funker Vogt since 1995. 
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THE RELEASES
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	Album
	Class
	Year

	Fictitious (+)
	Studio (1) (a)
	1999

	Fiction
	Studio (2)
	2003


(a) = Issued on Zoth Ommog in 1999, re-issued with (+) suffix by Metropolis in 2001 with revised artwork and two tracks from an Orlando Ravenous show (where Tim sung his two 'Fictional' contributions as the acts only live action to date).
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REVIEWS
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FICTITIOUS (+)
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	STYLE
	Funker Vogt with proper vocals at last

	
	RELEASED
	Original 1999, (+) version issued in 2001 

	
	LABEL
	Metropolis (original was on Zoth Ommog)

	
	HIGH POINT
	'Blue Lights' - catchiest little thing ever 

	
	LOW POINT
	'Former Occupants' - too Funker-like


Fictional is a Funker Vogt side-project, a sort of continuation of the thing Ravenous used to do. For those of you unfamiliar with Ravenous, they were an electro-pop sort of thing - you know, you can hear what the bloody words are and stuff. And if you've got this far without knowing who Funker Vogt are, they're this German band who write bleepy EBM songs with shouty vocals, usually dealing with war, death, sex and anything else that can be made to sound nasty. And where does that leave Fictional then?

The answer? Miraculously, it somehow manages to bring the best out of both projects without compromising either. The synth-pop stylings of Ravenous now have that Funker 'edge', chunky mid-tempo rhythms that just spell 'dancefloor' loud and clear. This despite the project being almost entirely Gerrit Thomas solo. Old compadre Kai Schmidt provides the lyrics, but Gerrit does all the music and (believe it or not) most of the vocals himself. 

Former Ravenous vocalist Tim Fockenbrock isn't left out totally however, contributing vocals to two of the albums strongest tracks. 'Blue Lights', tragic tale of love lost that it is, is really only ever going to be remembered for THAT synth riff, perhaps the genres cheesiest and catchiest refrain. Move over Dead Stars, you have a successor! Yeah, I know this song was released a year prior to DS, but I'm only trying to give it the attention it originally deserved. Fockenbrooks other contribution is on 'Dream of God', an intelligent, philosophical view on a particular aspect of theology (I won't spoil the surprise).

There's plenty of other worthy tracks here, however. Album opener 'The System' is a sombre, almost resigned look at the dangers of mass media manipulation. 'On Helloween', meanwhile, is a moving tale of revenge, the tale of a gang rape/murder from the point of view of the victim's ex-lover, and how he finally got his revenge. Anyone who's ever seen 'The Crow' would understand the sentiments voiced here, though this is very much a separate story in it's own right.

Another notable piece is 'Your Dream', an instrumental par excellence. Now, instrumentals in this genre have never traditionally been up to much, but the swirling strings and pulsating synths, topped off with some ethereal pan-pipe sound, seems to indicate that someones finally cracked the art of the synth-pop track sans voice. Gerrit tries to work some of the techniques practised here into a song come 'Starlight', though the comparitively hoarse vocals bring it down to Earth a bit.

There are a few tracks that seem to want to do the 'Funker' thing. The droning intro of 'Hangman' is probably as close as Gerrit gets to sounding like his usual bandmate Jens, though he doesn't sing the whole song that way. As an exercise in writing anti-captial punishment songs, however, it comes up trumphs. There's also 'Former Occupants', the least accessible track on the CD, with some heavily processed vox, though it's not really an essentially listen. The doom-laden piano of final track 'Future' also has some basis in Funker tracks of old, though it works well here as well.

Those of you who are observant might have wondered why there's a little (+) by the title of the album. That refers to the fact that this is the re-issued Metropolis version of the CD, after the original was deleted when Zoth Ommog went belly-up. The extra tracks are live versions of the two Fockenbrock-sung songs, sung at a Ravenous show in Orlando. They sound pretty much like the studio versions with a lower sound quality, but I don't mind having to sit through them again. 

Well, if there's one thing this albums done is that it's changed my impression of industrial side-project bands for good. Yeah, there's been some OK ones over the years, but this one's only gone and outdone it's parent band. Maybe it's just a matter of personal taste, 'cos I haven't found many other people that have got into Fictional, even amongst Funker Vogt fans. But hey, what's this site for if not to introduce y'all to new stuff.
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	Black and black industrialness
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	Just SOOOOO damn catchy!
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	It sounds like the way you want it to sound.
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	Have revisited this one time and time again. 
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	Not exactly a new style, but a good consolidation of Gerrit's various projects.
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	This review is for real, it's not Fictitous. It's not some elaboratley carved joke. So buy it.
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	STYLE
	Chunky synth-pop

	
	RELEASED
	2003

	
	LABEL
	Metropolis

	
	HIGH POINT
	'IntenCity' and 'Little Girl' are my favourites

	
	LOW POINT
	Too long and not assembled as well as it might have been


The first Fictional album was a surprisingly well-rounded collection of songs, Gerrit Thomas realising that the Funker Vogt-with-proper-vocals formula actually had some mileage in it. This is the follow-up to that disc, which, if you count Ravenous, is also the fifth synth-pop album from the Funker-offshoot stable. In other words, it's a fair comparison with the boiler-suited practitioners of cheesy EBM themselves. It also bears not a little comparison to Fictitious, the aforementioned debut album which I was always quite keen on.

The project has seen one major change. Previously, Gerrit did his own voices with the occasional contribution from Tim 'Ravenous' Fockenbrook. Now we're privileged by the arrival of Scottish vocalist Jason Bainbridge, introducing himself to this otherwise wholly Germanic act with the Oor Wullie-esque liner note 'Haud yer wheesht, wer goin doon toon fur a'swally!!'. Despite having one-half Scottish blood running through my veins, I have no idea what he's on about. Suffice to say that he doesn't bring any of his native dialect into the songs.

The duo first paired up on Dancing Ferret's Pet Shop Boys tribute album 'Very Introspective, Actually' knocking out an accomplished but rather linear version of 'Opportunities'. That should give you a pretty good idea about what to expect, as Jason is very much in the vein of a 'pop' vocalist. He's a pretty competent one at that, though he doesn't quite have the range or delivery style of the established greats of the scene (yet). Keeping in with the synth-pop philosophy, there's the odd bit of treatment in play, but as before, the project is generally kept to the 'clean vocal' style. Gerrit makes a cameo on the odd song, but generally he lets his new recruit keep hold of the mic.

In keeping with the traditional Funker Vogt ways, Kai Schmidt is on hand to provide most of the lyrics, whilst Gerrit assembles his usual mid-tempo backing track, with all the usual elements. Chunky rhythms, 4:4 drum loops, repetitive sequencers, uncomplicated chord progressions, you-name-it, it's here! It's all pretty accomplished stuff, though anyone with experience any of the Funker Vogt hierarchy will probably find it all very familiar. 

So, so far things are OK, but hardly world-shaking. How does the album actually come across? Well, it does suffer in many respects from having fourteen tracks, which is really only acceptable if you're sure none of them are duds. And sure enough, some of them are. What makes things worse is that some of the least interesting songs of all are found right at the starts of the album, songs such as 'The Weatherman' and 'Burning Man' all coming over as being rather derivative. It does seem to pick up after that, fortunately, but not until the fifth track, 'IntenCity', a song making the wholly appropriate suggestion that one should pick oneself up off the floor and sort out one's life. 

This is followed up by a trio of Bainbridge-penned tracks, which generally seem to suggest that Fictional might well survive without Schmidt's penmanship if necessary, as these aren't half bad, 'Little Girl' dealing with the dangers of drug abuse whilst 'Hunting Memories' allowing Jason to get VERY Funker on us. 'Genuine Experience' meanwhile, is a slow, insightful look into what we may or may not experience come death, settling on the conclusion that we just don't know.

'Private Nightmare' follows on from this, lyrically an interesting insight into how we risk our lives daily, but musically fairly unexciting. The driving 'Perfect Stranger' works better, the closest this duo get to the so-called 'future pop' sound practised by many a VNV wannabe. They then keep up the albums momentum with the intensely catchy 'Voyager, a big, bouncy view into the future. Exactly what these two fine songs are doing hiding the fading embers of the album remains to be seen, however.

Now on the homeward run, we get 'Losing', which falls firmly into the 'just another song' category, the dull instrumental 'Mariner', and then finally 'When The World Was Dying'. This last track is particularly noteworthy, not for it's slow, stompy, drone-like vocal delivery (every album from this stable gets round to it at least once), but for the spacey, end-of-time feeling. The long, drawn-out outro features disembodies cries of 'Imagine The Space!', a glimpse into the distant time when the Earth is no longer fit to support life.

At the end of the day, the only real thing this album suffers from is inconsistency. Every time I listen to it, I find something about it I like, and then get annoyed that it took so much effort to dig out. There are too many indifferent songs here. Too many opportunities to get bored, switch off and do something else. And yet every now and again, more often than many, in fact, this CD really strikes the right chord. Just not as often as it's predecessor, which sort of indicates that I've stumbled across that most dreaded of music constructs, a Difficult Second Album.
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