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here were amazing scenes at

the Empire as Crystal Fighters

neared the end of an intensely

uplifting show. The dance

floor was heaving and the
balconies were bouncing as the Anglo-
American-Spanish group performed
with a rhythmic variety and melodic
grace that raised the bar for
sophisticated dance music by a
considerable margin. The group, which
convened four vears ago and released
their first album, Star of Love, last year,
has become a word-of-mouth sensation
over the summer. They have played 40
festivals across Britain and Europe and
found themselves welcomed
everywhere from the rock heartland of
Reading to the Moseley Folk Festival.

To begin with, as they steamed into

the regulation, four-on-the-floor,
house beat of Solar System, there wasn't
a lot to distinguish them from any
number of rave-rock crossover acts
that have emerged in recent years. The
singer, Sebastian Pringle, sported a
ragamuffin look with his hair tied up in
a bob on top of his head, while the
guitarist, Graham Dickson, was
stripped to somewhere a little below
the waist as he bobbed around the
stage. The multi-instrumentalist

Gilbert Vierich loomed behind an
electronic keyboard. Behind a wall of
speaker cabinets, the tip of a white
“iceberg” glowed feverishly.

But then as the number drew to a
close Dickson and Vierich grabbed a
pair of thick wooden sticks and
attacked a txalaparta, a traditional
Basque percussion instrument. It was
the first of many percussive and
melodic sorties that drew inspiration
from the band’s connections with the
Navarra district in Northern Spain.

Champion Sound, which followed,
had a distinctly Latin feel to it and the
subsequent numbers Follow and
Swallow mixed Balearic beats with
unlikely elements of Castilian folk
music. Various female singers and
dancers took over for I Love London. a
frantic, minimalist, electro-percussion
love letter to the capital that had little
trouble in winning over the already
ecstatic audience. As they moved into
Plage with its high-life guitar part and
the gorgeous swelling chant of Xtatic
Truth, the group swept all before them
with an apparent ease that belied the
effort and imagination that had gone
into the making of their music.

David Sinclair
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