@ Saints alive, Vicar!
You thought PALE
SAINTS were set to blur
the edges of
rock’n’reality with their
super-frazzied indie-
rock, yet as their debut
LP ‘The Comforts Of
Madness’ storms up the
indie charts the boys
from West Yorkshire
admit a fondness for
Burt Bacharach, the Bay
City Rollers and The
Sweet!

A shocked MANDI
JAMES hears tales of
drunken postmen and
tartan trousers. DEREK
RIDGERS puts some
colour in their cheeks.

t'saweird day.

Londonis falling

apart at the seams.

Roads are blocked,
trains have stopped,
people are being
mashed by falling
debris.

Schizophrenic elements are
causing chaos and havoc.
There’s an air of suppressed
hysteria. The bully-boy wind
buffets and blows me into Rock 'n’
Roll Valhalla, the infamous
Columbia Hotel where many a TV
set has winged its way outof a
window.

Huddled at the far end of the
room, silhouetted againsta
rattling window and grey sky, sit
one of the brightest hopes for the
'90s. | have seen the future of
music with my own eyes—and
they look so ordinary.

In their collective form, Pale
Saints are so dazzlingly
unaffected, so unequivocably
normal | can’t quite equate the
music with the people. Not that |
expected the unexpected, just
something, well, you know, a bit
different. It's like talking to the boy
next door—but then | guess home
iswherethe artis.

Hailing from Leeds witha
sound held together with dodgy
wiring and sticky back plastic,
Pale Saints could well have been
any other archetypal indie band
struggling for abreak. Yet
beneath theirimpoverished state
and knackered instruments there
was something that tweakéd the
ears and got the muso instincts
quivering.

On the seventh day they
married 4AD and smacked us
with the gélicious ‘Barging Into
The Presenge Of God’ EP.
Supérlativés were hurled atthe
band left; right : asid cemwand |
rekindigd mmuah on bow;
beamtﬁl

e 'andgaféned Pale
@ attention to the.

“describing music, isn'tit,”
4 cd@m&é@lam 4 fgv
Q@O&/ )

10February, 1990 New Musical Express—Page 11

PALE ANDARTY

comparisons to kindred noise

* merchants JAMC and My Bloody

Valentine.
“I¥'s.a very lazy way of

ns.
thealbum,
which stays
odg inyour memoty, simply
becalise it's been stripped down
itspurestiorn.
*| wrotethe chords on acoustic

Saint misbehavin’: the Pale ones

guitar anyway and it suggested a
gentler kind of arrangement, so
there didn’t really seem any point
inrocking itup,” explains lan.
“The songis partly about when |
gottold | had a heart murmur, |
was a bit distressed — | think |
almost had a heart attack when |
was told. But then | found out it
wasn'ttrue, justa complete
mistake. It was the sound of blood
going through the arteries. . . or
something like that.”

Like all good things in life, their
music is borne from a gut feeling,
akind of chaos and irrationality. “1
don’tknow if any of us are
competent enough to be totally
calculating about our music,”
muses lan.

PALE SAINTS like to blur the
edges of reality. The ambiguity
which underlies their music is
partly due to inaudible lyrics — the
vocals are washed outin the mix—
yetthe intonation implies the

“l can be alright until five minutes
before we’re on stage, then | start

dropping me sticks and Iaughlw
hysterically during the songs”

whole gamut of volatile moods.
So are they the sensitive
creatures their records hint at?'m
met by three blank faces.

“Thatsays a lot doesn'tit, not
answering the question,” replies
Chris with a Cheshire cat grin. “|
have me moments of passion—
but we won’'tgo into them.”

“Are we really in any position to
say whether we’re sensitive or
not?” retorts Graeme sensitively.

“Yeah, what the hell do you
mean by that?” demands lan,
slamming his coffee cup on the
table. “We’re not bloody touchy
that's for certain.”

Whatawag.

The cover version of ‘Fall From

The Sun’, by cuItAm&i an.group
Opal, reveals theband's &
more unconventional, sligh
exotic tastes: ProBing deeper, ...
they pledge dliégiatice >

Smith (one time'sifiger
Dream Syrﬁncﬂe’) Roy Orbi

what's hitthem, lan’s/pledged -
allegiance to Burt Bacharach—
effectively tarring the rest of the*
band with the same brush.

BeforeGraeme’"émi ehnsv ow'

“I've got about 850 of his LPs,”
he enthuses. “I've got some really
dodgy ones. Have you ever heard
the soundtrack for the Lost
Horizonfilm?”

We are stumbling across
suspect territory here.

“lused to be a bit mental on The
Sweet as well,” continues lan
brazenly, kissing any chance of a
cool reputation goodbye. “l used
to think that several of the band
were women because of their
page boy haircuts.”

“lusedto be into The Bay City
Rollers. Me mum wouldn’t let me
have the tartan trousers, or the
T-shirt with the transfer stuck on
the front. | had a tartan scarf,
though!”

In between tasteless
childhoods and fame, fame, fatal
fame, Pale Saints drifted
individually through mundane
jobs and hopeless bands. Despite
protests from Chris that he was
locked in the coal shed as a child,
forced to leave school at 14 and
work in the mill— he actually had
aspirations tobecome a
footballer. Blown out by rickety
kneecaps he did the next best
thing—and became a postman.

“It’'s pretty miserable getting up
atfive every morning, but
sometimes when the sun was
coming up and it was dead quiet it
was beautiful. It used to be great
hearing people argue though.
They’d hear you come up the
garden path and keep dead quiet
tillyou'd gone, then start again.”

“lused to have a friend who
was apostman,” adds lan “and as
he did his round he'd steadily get
more and more pissed and
wrecked. | think half the letters
ended up in his wardrobe.”

lan spent his youth at college in
Birmingham, “then moved to
Leeds because it was nicer and
no-one seemed interested in
forming aband inthe Midlands.”

So has he fulfilled a life-long
ambition in fronting Pale Saints?

“Er, no. Itjust occurred one day
tojoinaband—I neverreally
thought | was capable of it. | just
thought thatif I don’ttry it, I'll
alwaysregretit.”

And as for Graeme, | guess he
played guitar before he could talk.
He’s quiet, shy and unwilling to be
drawn into conversation.

The three eventually met “ata
bus stop outside Wetherby” after
Graeme and Chris answered an
advertlan had in a music shop.

“l was hoping never to have to
say the word ‘Wetherby’ in an
interview,” moans lan. “It's one of
those sleepy Yorkshire villages
where nothing happens. Oh god,
I’'m going to get my head kicked in
for saying that.”

Somethmgsﬁnevemhange lan
will continue to land himselfin it,
they Il continue toget homesick

Srdmesices:
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