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to be a cup of liquified spam. Somehow, the Saints
went marching on the piss when they should, by

Kafkas and coffees. Bastards!

Then again, Pale Saints are that kind of band. ‘
Perverse when you're expecting religious choruses;
down-to-earth when you anticipate celestial
starbursts; “You sometimes wonder what'’s going
through people’s minds when they write about you,
because it seems so completely off the mark,”
grumbles lan Masters, and, unlike everyone else, he’s
hitting the nail smack bang on the proverbial head.

Since nipping into a deal with 4AD via afortuitous
Lush support slot at Camden Falcon way back when,
Pale Saints have forged an entire career from being
awkward, wayward and wandering souls. They were
tipped for public glory with the ‘Barging Into The
Presence Of God’ EP, but clung to the abstract
peripheries for dear (half) life.

They’ve stared balefully at the world while others
gazed at their footwear. They’ve made either the
most meaningful or meaningless music in the history
of the effects pedal, depending on which side of the
line you stand, and straddled that very same line with
gymnastical aplomb. At the end of the day, one can’t
help feeling that Pale Saints have spent the past three
years—both onrecord and in print — taking the piss.
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Saint misbehavin’—not! (I to r): Chris, lan, Graeme and Meriel
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@ When the Saints come marching in. . . quietly. . . sideways. . . with smug,
knowing grins. Awkward bastards par excellence, the PALE SAINTS are holed
up in Paris with beermonster tour-mates the Boo Radleys, a stunning new
single and loads of the usual part-baffled, part-baffling attitude.

SIMON WILLIAMS tries to squeeze blood from stones.

Palely loitering: STEFAN DE BATSELIER

“We have got a serious attitude towards all this,”
begins lan, defensively. “It’s not jokey music, it’s not
meant to be disposable or something that will
endure afew listens.”

“Full of mystery and romance, our records,”
beams Chris. “That’s what it’s all about, really.”
“Alot of goosepimply flesh. . .” helps lan.
“Shivery spines, quivery bits. . .” leers Chris.
ith a bit of indigestion thrown in for good
ishes Meriel, oddly.
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themgmdtents the wrong way raund until the
cherry sat at the bottom of the baking tray, the
crispy base was rmwp and nobody knew what the
bally hell was going on. Except that what they were
hearing was twisted, brave, foolhardy'and

_extraordinarily good,

“Sometimes | worry that we're developing some

__ kindof Pale Saints cliché, like with the time signatures

and all that,” frowns a concerned Chris. “We'll be
doing something that’s quite straight and it’ll be like,
what can we do to make it as awkward as possible? |
really don’t like that approach.”

“We have to do all that when he’s out of the
room,” says lan, grinning an elfin grin. “He getsabit
upset if we ruin a perfectly good pop song.”

“It’s the Let’s Be Contrived button!” shouts
Meriel, who's looking more and more like Annie
Lennox’s sister the longer her hangover hangs over.

The one ‘orthodox’ track which emerged truly
unscathed from the Saints’ sacreligious scufflings was
their cover of Nancy Sinatra’s ‘Kinky Love’ last year.
A glorious, sassily reverential swoon sealed by
Meriel’s dreamboat harmonies, it amazed everyone
who believed Pale Saints to be incapable of playing
pop straight and, not surprisingly, chuffed the more
simplistically-inclined Chris to ribbons.

“Oh, | enjoyed that moment, | really did,” nods
the drummer, feverishly. “lan was trying to destroy




HEMSELVES

The inscrutable art-fiihrer of perversity and evasion, lan Masters

it by putting drills and bubble machines on it, so | was
really glad it came out like it did.”
lan proffers a sheepish stare and mutters
something about wanting Meriel to rec
vocals underwater. Chris, meanwhile; s
rumbling ona roll towards theband’scom :
potential, and everyone elsé leaps out of the way.
“It doesn’t keep e awake or anything like that,
but you take arecord like ‘Kinky Love’ and there’s

absolutely no reason why it shouldn’t getin the Top

Five,” he announces, correctly “lcouldn’t
understand why it wasn’t getting played on daytime
radio—it’sapopsong!”

“It didn’t get played because we're in alittle
category marked ‘difficult’, " decides lan; witha
triumphant sneer. So are the Saints’ ‘difficulties’ set
to ensure that their records are forever destined to
peakat Number6l? .

“I hope not,” replies Chris, gaﬂimtly “I'd hate to
be one of those bands like The Only Ones, where
ten years later everyone goes around saying, ‘Oh,
they were really good!’ but they sold nothing at the
time.” . '
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baleful than a barnload of hay. It is an expression
which says “You don’t know whether tohug meor
headbutt me’, and it would be right. It says a lot
about the band’s (im)balance between the absurd
and the superb, the weird and the fearsome.

Last night they played a typically untypical set to
600 French people, a shimmering brew of

carefully-worked pieces which contrasted
dramatically with the Boo Radleys’ rampant opening
slot. Yet even though the tour isn’t transforming the
Saints’ sound in any way, this co-headline jaunt
suggests that they’re not as aloof as they sometimes

_ appear; that they aren’t floating around in a beautiful

bubble looking down disdainfully on Planet Pop. It’s
making them real. ;
It’sachallenge playing after The Boo Radleys

 because they just cover the audience with noise,”

confesses Chris. "It has been said that we're an
anti-climax after their wall of sound because people

 just stand there and watch us. But | don’t want them

to think, ‘Oh, this is interesting’, | want them to
freak out!”

_ "But it’s great when you see people hold their
heads like this,” says lan, manipulating his face into
strange, rubberyshapavmh his hands. “lfind that’s

_ Oh, absolutely. Merxef receives metaphorical
adoration in the form of Pez dispensers. lan balefully
liesabout receiving pyjamas from some anonymous
source in the post. Twists are added, tables are
turned. Do Pale Saints want to be loved?

“Oh, we crave attention!” beam:s lan.
Expect the unexpected.




