






continued through time. 
The tracks occupy 
distinct spaces, giving 
each instrument a voice 
without letting any one 
dominate the 
conversation. 

About halfway through 
the song, a pulsing synth 
combines with a second 
guitar track playing an 
altered version of the 
primary riff. Notes are 
carefully placed so as not 
to interrupt the seance. 

The track reverts to a 
kick/snare rhythm 
beneath the lonely guitar 
riff and vocal lullaby, 







ARTIST 

Pixel Grip began outside 
Chicago, where Rita 
Lukea and Jonathon 
Freund started 
collaborating as 
teenagers in Crystal Lake. 
The project eventually 
became a trio with Tyler 
Ommen: Lukea on vocals, 
Freund on synthesizers 
and production, and 
Ommen on drums and 
production. 

Lukea and Freund cite 
early influences including 
Daft Punk, French 
electronic music, Chicago 
house, Air, Little Dragon, 
TR/ST, and Justice. 

Around 2017, when Pixel 
Grip was still Lukea and 
Freund, they called what 
they were making “goth 
disco.ˮ  They donʼt 
anymore. 

Because of their visual 
aesthetic, Pixel Grip often 
surfaces in conversations 
among industrial fans, but 
thatʼs only one facet of 
what they do and who 
theyʼve become. 

SONG

The color of this song is 
betrayal. Rita Lukeaʼs 
vocals are filled with 
regret, a longing for a time 
when one could trust. It 



seems as though she no 
longer can. 

The energy is emotive 
rather than violent, which 
might be why this song 
doesnʼt need a percussive 
element. The initial synth 
riff modulates in the low 
frequencies, dressed in a 
flowing, velvet reverb. 
Just as we exhale for the 
first time, Rita explains the 
source of her grief in the 
first verse: “Thought that I 
made a friend. It turns out 
youʼre one of them.ˮ  

With only two musical 
elements, the sparse 
arrangement gives the 
lush reverb room to 

become an element of its 
own. 

As the second verse 
begins, a second synth 
riff arrives in a higher 
frequency but does not 
compete with Ritaʼs 
vocals. And around two 
minutes into the song, the 
third and final synth line 
fades in sounding the way 
a murder of crows might 
in our imagination. 

As the brief lament comes 
to an end, the song simply 
disappears into itself 
without a need for finality 
or closure. 

An interesting note on 



language: Pixel Grip lists 
the song as “Crows 
Feastˮ and “Crowʼs Feast.ˮ  
Whether the band is 
describing what they do 
or telling us the crows 
own the banquet, it 
works. Maybe they think 
itʼs both. 

ALBUM 

The name and cover art 
of Percepticide: The 
Death of Reality nod to 
their influences, pioneers 
where industrial music 
intersects the LGBTQ+ 
community. But that 
description alone doesnʼt 
provide an adequate one 
for this record. The aural 
swirl of angst, betrayal, 
love, hate, violence, and 
oppression pushes it 
beyond factory sound 

samples and brittle guitar 
tones. 

In several interviews 
Lukea has described 
“percepticideˮ as a 
cognitive distortion 
associated with trauma, in 
which beliefs previously 
held as true are shattered 
and a person begins 
questioning their 
perception. The band tries 
to move the listener 
through betrayal trauma 
and its cousins, including 
grief, anger, 
hopelessness, wrath—
and eventually 
acceptance with a sliver 
of hope. 

pixelgripmusic.com



ARTIST 

Three artists converge on 
“Too Late.ˮ  Mat Zo is 
Matan Zohar, a producer 
and DJ who learned guitar 
at eight and played in 
indie-rock, jazz, and 
heavy metal bands before 
moving into electronic 
music. 

Sinead Egan is a vocalist 
whose work draws from 

traditional Irish music, 
blues, and jazz. 

Matt Lange is a producer, 
composer, sound 
designer, DJ, and guitarist 
whose formative records 
included Aphex Twinʼs 
Richard D. James Album
and The Fragile by Nine 
Inch Nails. 



SONG 

The curtains part to reveal 
a pulsing, low-frequency 
bass synth swelling 
beneath vocals placed in 
a lonely universe by 
heavy reverb. The voice 
asks the question that is 
impossible to answer: “Is 
it too late? Am I too late?ˮ 

By the time the production 
lifts into the second verse, 

the low end turns snarly 
and a few syncopated 
beats push everything 
forward. Melodic 
industrial swells and 
glitches travel back in 
time and into the future 
simultaneously. 

By the third verse, the 
caravan arrives at the foot 
of the stronghold, 
orchestral swells and 
string synths in full 



























Listen to the songs featured in issue 01.
https://bit.ly/heardissue001

https://HEARD.GALLERY


