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				Digital publishers Proving House have joined forces with The Helmholtz Resonators to create a brand new concept for experiencing music and the written word: The interactive album and eBook, The Mystery Of Woolley Mountain, released 13th April 2015

				“Time travel can play havoc with physical and digital matter, and The Mystery Of Woolley Mountain was created practically by accident,” says Dr Garland Vanderbilt, “Originally planned as a 70s prog style LP, complete with cardboard gatefold with movable panels, something happened on our last jaunt through time. Our laptop, placed dangerously close to the first pressing of the record (sadly now lost forever in the ether) fused digital audio files, physical album artwork and the band’s travel journal into one single file. Where once was Vinyl, WAV, and ePub there was now only ePub, but it appeared to be exponentially larger than the origin file. We gathered around the inviting glow of the laptop screen, and gingerly opened the file.”

				“Pictures, once static, had now become fluid at the press of a finger. Music played inside every chapter, the table of contents was fully interactive and now there was an extra chapter - the jukebox, showing us a digital recreation of our LP spinning on a cartoon turntable, allowing us to play through the album at our leisure without reading the book. We had created something extraordinary, and we cannot not wait to share our discovery with the world.”

				The Mystery Of Woolley Mountain is released 13th April 2015 via Proving House.
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				Here’s how to play...

			

		

		
			
				INTERACTIVITY GUIDE

			

		

		
			
				
					Head on over to the Jukebox to hear our latest single
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					Swipe left/right to turn page
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					Tap once at the bottom area of the page to reveal a page navigation to easily manoeuvre between pages. Tap again to hide. 
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					Control the music with the play, pause and stop button
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					Tap this symbol to go a specific chapter
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						Now let’s begin...
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					Tap this symbol to play the accompanying album track 
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					Tap this symbol to see the illustrations come to life
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						Taking the title of Head Chorister, Garland assumes command of top-line vocals most of the time with some notable exceptions. This maybe is because he likes to be his own biggest critic, only to then give himself glowing reviews. Interesting fact- Vanderbilt has been thrown out of more universities than most people have ever heard of.

					

				

				
					
						Garland Vanderbilt

					

				

			

		

		
			
				
					
						Chladni Plates

					

				

				
					
						Chladni Plates is in charge of sub 400hz vibrations and is a celebrated player of the Low Frequency Guitar. His motto is “Nimble of finger-nimble of mind!”

					

				

			

		

		
			
				
					
						No one has ever quite been able to pin down exactly what this fellow does. Obsesses over finding a link between science and mysticism but only ever seems to be proving a link between alcohol and bad decisions. Plays guitar, synthesizers and supplies baritone vocals. Also constructs extraordinarily long sentences. 

					

				

				
					
						Carlton Breezy

					

				

			

		

		
			
				
					
						VanDamme Laudenkleer

					

				

				
					
						The most mysterious Resonator. Plays just about any musical instrument and understands any scientific device. Takes charge of capturing the audio signal generated by the group to whichever format is prevalent to the era in which they find themselves. 

					

				

			

		

		
			
				
					
						Drums, Bee Gees and spoken word

					

				

				
					
						Frithel Stock-Stone

					

				

			

		

		
			
				
					
						Onwards...
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				People often ask us “Who are the Helmholtz Resonators? 

				Who does what? And what are they like as people.”

				The Helmholtz Resonators are a collective of eminent scientists, musicians and writers who have travelled through space and time purely for psychedelic inspiration as well as audio research and have decided 2015 will be the year they officially publish their findings.

			

		

		
			
				
					Tap on a scientist to find out more
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				GARLAND’S

			

		

		
			
				Dr Breezy, with ratchet in hand, had been working in one of the engine rooms close to the entrance of the huge vessel. The Crystal Submarine was an absolute marvel of engineering: vast corridors of twisting metal culminating in room after room and deck after deck that somehow managed to glide through space and time without creating a ripple. The mechanical wonder was Tardis-like; to a passer-by it resembled any typical, standard-sized, submarine moored to the bank of the River Thames - but inside it was a gargantuan masterpiece. 
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				Ratatatat came a noise on the door nearest to where Carlton was working. Surprised at the sound he banged his head on a large metal beam and dropped his tool which went clanging loudly to the ground. 

				 “Gah! Who could that be?” complained the usually level-headed Dr Breezy holding his brow.

				Ratatatatatatatatat!! 

				Came the sound more urgently, followed by a sinister sounding child’s cry. 

				 “Hold on, hold on!! I’m coming as fast as I possibly can,” he called, moving along the corridor. As he turned the large wheel of the door to open the hatch he heard a thud and the patter of small feet trailing off into the distance. 

				The huge door slowly creaked open to reveal nobody there. 

				 “Oh for goodness sake,” whined Dr Breezy “this really isn’t an appropriate door for knock down ginger is it?” 

				 Looking around for a moment he could see no signs of life, but as he started to climb back into the submarine he noticed a small balloon, floating at waist level. It was tied to a note with a key that was anchoring it to the ground. 

				 “Ooh, is it someone’s birthday?” he thought to himself as he collected the items. Descending back into the vessel, Carlton began to read the note. 

				Written in a childish scrawl it said: 

				Omnia mutantur, nihil interit

				Try to remember

				The village of missing youth

				The evil hand has taken much

				But not all is lost
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				The note chilled him to the bone. Shivering, as if someone had just walked over his grave, Carlton stopped in his tracks. The most unnerving thing for him was that someone could literally walk over his grave; he had visited his place of eternal slumber at Highgate cemetery with the others earlier that year. 

				 Composing himself, he quickly made his way to the intercom so he could gather the scientists together and discuss his recent discovery. 

				 Sometime later, the group was finally assembled in the lab, poring intently over the note laid out on the table in front of them. 
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				Dr Vanderbilt in particular was most perturbed by it. Sitting heavily into a chair his face appeared a lot more ashen than usual. His earlier feelings of dread were growing stronger by the minute and things started horrendously to fall into place. 

				 Noticing Garland’s peculiar reaction, Chladni asked him “Is there something we’re missing here old boy?” 

				 Picking up the copy of New Scientist from earlier that morning, Garland opened the magazine to page 43 and motioned to the article. 

				 Leaning in to take a closer look, Dr Plates started to read. “I say… could it really be?” he said sounding worried. 

				 Sighing lugubriously, Dr Vanderbilt slumped back into his chair and slowly nodded his head. 

				“Henrietta……” uttered Dr Plates.

				Garland turned away to hide the tears that were forming in his eyes and stared into the distance, the distance within his mind, a faraway place that noone could ever imagine of others. The “alone” within our souls, deep within the mind’s eye that every human being is capable of finding, and somewhere from which they are sometimes never able to return. It was a place that Dr Vanderbilt had not been for a very long time: fragments of fact and fiction darted through his head like shards of highly reflective glass - and creations, real and unreal, danced before his eyes. He was no longer able to remember which was which and therefore was in no way prepared for the horrors that awaited him. 

				 However, there was one thing that he knew was real; a distant and traumatic memory that he’d tried to bury deep inside this specific solitary place many, many years ago. That memory was Henrietta. 

				“But she is dead dear boy….. She died a very long time ago…..”

				Chladni whispered, as if trying to reassure himself as well as Dr Vanderbilt. 
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				“Flightless birds and witches hands, a Godless place with endless sands…” 

				said Dr Plates suddenly from out of nowhere. 

				 But Garland was already gone. He had crept from the room and left the submarine without a word to anyone. 

				“Oh deary me,” said Dr Plates, “oh deary, deary me.” 
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				Sometime later, the remaining trio of scientists were once again assembled together in the lab.

				“This really is a sorry state of affairs”

				 moaned Dr Carlton Breezy, “not only have we lost Dr Laudenkleer but Garland has also disappeared. With all of the repairs on the submarine to be done it’s going to be impossible to achieve anything!” 

				 “Now, now Carlton,” assured Dr Plates “the Helmholtz Resonators do not know of the word impossible!” 

				 “Indeed Chladni, whatever happens, we as the foremost scientific minds of this and, for that matter, any other age, should be able to find a solution to all problems we face.” expressed the determined Frithel. 

				 “And at least we have some idea as to where Dr Vanderbilt has gone this time. It was the article in the magazine and the mysterious letter, he must have gone to find Henrietta!” rhymed Chladni in response. 

				 “Oh! Is it find a rhyme Wednesday already?” beamed Dr Breezy with an excited glee. 

				“Sorry old boy, it is not….

				I don’t know what came over me”, replied Dr Plates apologetically. 

				 “Never mind Gentlemen, there is no time for such frivolities - we must prepare immediately,” instructed Frithel. “Make sure you pack light but efficiently, and remember… we may not be able to return this time.” 

				 On this sombre note, the three scientists headed off into different parts of the vast submarine to collect the necessary equipment and prepare for their forthcoming journey. 
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				Meanwhile, Dr Garland Vanderbilt had been travelling for some time. His head was in a daze: a melancholy fog clouded his mind and carried him across long distances unnoticed by others and leaving him simultaneously unaware of them. The black dog, the doldrums, the void, the implacable yearning and profound longing. Empty… impossible and despicable deep that lingers within us all in times of loss, with feelings of hopelessness. His sadness had been triggered. 

				 Garland was sitting alone in a suitably old fashioned first class carriage aboard an old steam locomotive. Large clouds of smoke billowed from the engine, dispersing into the ether as the train travelled at great speed across the distinctive English countryside. Looking out from the window he could see beautiful rolling hills and eerily twisted trees receding into the distance. The carriage was very quiet and Dr Vanderbilt seemed to appreciate the loneliness as he found himself voluntarily diving deeper into his well of unhappiness. 

				 As he looked away from the window, Garland noticed something unusual on the carriage floor. There was a piece of rope under his seat which stuck out into view by his feet. Suddenly the rope started to move; sliding up, convoluting, twisting, turning and knotting itself into a figure. A man formed in front of him like a crudely drawn stick man, twined together like the sinew of muscly flesh. The newly materialised rope man sat down in the seat opposite the Doctor. 

			

		

		
			
				“Hello Garland”

				it said. “It’s been a while

				hasn’t it old boy?”
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				 “Indeed it has Roland” Dr Vanderbilt responded looking somewhat surprised.

					“I actually thought I’d seen 

				the last of you….” 

				“Oh come now Garland, you know as well as I do that one never loses that feeling, we just manage to hide or process it more efficiently… for a while. It’s always there though, lingering; waiting for that perfect moment to reappear - the moment when both parties are happy to indulge one another. Hand in hand we can travel now, won’t that be nice old boy?” 
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				“I suppose it will Roland. I’ve been noticing certain things a lot more recently… feeling things…” replied Dr Vanderbilt solemnly. 

				 “Yes you have… and that’s why I’m here old chum. I mean, look at that amazing sky!” shouted Roland as he indicated to the scene outside the window. “The tumbling clouds filled with a halcyon vermillion hue, and the lonely trees standing solitary in the vast rolling fields. Just makes you think doesn’t it? Reminisce and think of times gone by; sacred moments in your life…

				The profundity and 

				hopeless enormity of it all…”

				With this Dr Vanderbilt looked out of the window once more; tears were welling up in his eyes as he reached into his pocket for his trusty old hip flask. “That’s it my boy, a quick snifter eh? That should help you feel even more!” continued Roland curiously. 

				 “Oh Roland - you know me so well.” sniffed a tearful Garland as he took a large swig from the flask. They sat there together quietly, staring out of the window as the expansive vista sped past them and night began to fall. 

				 Hours went by, and the once sombre carriage now appeared to be in the throes of a decadent party. Roland and Garland were dancing around, jumping up on the seats and laughing like it was their last night on earth. Lights were flashing intermittently as the train zoomed through what looked like a large town. Neon blasts lit up the carriage as it cut through the windows like lights in a nightclub. 
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				 Various other characters were with them, bouncing around and joining in the fun. Grinning and gurning excitably; a whole series of strange pulsating creatures danced and laughed maniacally aboard the train. Whether these people were actually there or not was neither here nor there, Dr Vanderbilt could see them and he was losing control. He was in the midst of a full blown ‘episode’: extreme highs and intense lows; the top of a roller coaster; the point of ejaculation - the ultimate ecstasy. A collection of absolute unreserved excitement and hysteria all rolled into one. 

				 Dr Garland Vanderbilt was wild. He knew it was happening but, as was usually the case, he wanted to indulge it even more and enjoy every part of the experience with his trusted old friend Roland.The train slowed steadily and pulled into a station. Sparks flew like a thousand sparklers in the dark night sky as the large metallic wheels screeched against the iron tracks. The steam engine hissed loudly, alerting Garland and Roland to their newly stationary position.

				“Aha!” 

				exclaimed Roland, “it looks like we’re here. Come on old boy!” he said, directing Dr Vanderbilt off of the train. 

				 “Oh..” sighed Garland as he alighted behind him. CHOO CHOO!! 

				Boomed the train as it started up again, pulling away like a great unwieldy steel beast. The two friends could see the party continuing in their carriage. As it went by an array of strange little multi-coloured creatures with wide eyes and unfeasibly large pupils jumped up to the window and waved them away. 

				“Goodbye everyone…” whispered Garland.
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				Tap button to play the latest single from the album
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				Vermillion Hue - released 06/04/15

				The Helmholtz Resonators announce the release of their latest single, Vermillion Hue, a track taken from ‘Garland’s Wild Ride’, a chapter of their forthcoming interactive album, The Mystery Of Woolley Mountain.

				During their numerous jaunts through time, space and sound, the band have experienced many adventures. In this musical extract, Dr Garland Vanderbilt has found himself separated from the rest of his band of time travelling audio scientists. Faced with the intense beauty of his new surroundings, and caught in a moment of deep reflection, Vanderbilt is left facing the enormity of his current situation, which finds him sinking into a wild depression. This instrumental single is a sonic representation of his frame of mind, blending elements reminiscent of Pink Floyd and The Beta Band to create an atmospheric audio tapestry.
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					Tap here to pre-order the full sonic ebook now
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