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Royal Albert Hall, London

“This is all a bit weird isn't it’" apologises the amiable Guy Chadwick
before filling Queen Vic's pleasure palace with his own tasteful mix of
guitar mania and touching, gentle song-smithery.

New boy Simon Walker may not be the eye-catching whirling dervish
that his predecessor was rapidly turning into, but when he cranks up that
guitar and hammers his Verlainesque fingers to full effect, there aren't too
many here tonight who miss the Bickering (sic) to any great effect. True,
he can't play the backward guitar at the end of ‘Shine On', but this is the
real world kids, not a weekend break in an LA studio.

A brilliant start, ‘Hannah’ sounds great, though drummer Pete Evans
struggles all evening against the guitar dominance and the hall's vastness.
They've got The Mission's light show, a polite audience — save the twits
who actually paid for a box, and a batch of great songs that they've
hammered to death over the past few months on a ridiculously long UK
jaunt.

In fact, just occasionally when the fuse splutters and dies, you wonder
whether they're a bit tired of doing this every night. But then Guy screws
up his face again and urges Walker on while Chris swings his bass with
alarming force and nervous manager/father figure Alan McGee bawls into the
soundman’s ear again and it all comes right somehow.

The House Of Love are not. tonight, the most polished. slick live outfit
in the cosmos, but this is one of their more endearing qualities. Guy's
nervous asides and “Thank yous” won't go down too well in those soon to
come Yankee stadia, but tonight they're an honest testament to a man
who's not altogether sure if he should be here in the first place.

The number of old songs played proves this is not a stroll through the
new ‘to be promoted’ LP and just when you're sure they'll play ‘32nd
Floor' next, they're gone. By the summer they'll be very tired but brilliant.
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