THE HOUSE OF LOVE

ROYAL ALBERT HALL, LONDON
“THIS is a bit freaky, innite” the frail Guy Chadwick asks,
surveying the imposing depths of the Royal Albert Halll
from the stage. He col?ects himself and gives a wry, tight
little smile. “This song comes from our second debut
album . . .”

The House Of Love were always best when they kept
things simple. This is why those early singles were so
glorious; the sheer shimmer of “Christine”, rampant rage
of “Real Animal”. Only when the pressures grew, when
people expected miracles, did they panic and start
getting awfully contrived. Chadwick is a worrier by
nature; to a large extent The House Of Love are founded
on doubt, on a quest for identity. lt's no surprise such
friction easily turns into self~-doubt, a damaging lack of
faith in their own potential.

Basically, Chadwick is an anxiety addict who sensed
high expectations, shrugged his scrawny shoulders
nervously and set about living up to them. Overwritten
songs like “Never” were the result. Only tonight, their
biggest night so far, does he begin to hint that those
shoulders can handle the flak. The House Of Love shine
tonight, with a dark, brooding, irridescent show which
teeters from transcendent beauty to gripping intensity
with only a few pit stops at mundanity. They go back to
basics, and remind me they can be a highly profound,
startling entity. Maybe they remind themselves also.

After a few messy scraps from the new LP, “Shine On” is
the first glory, internal tension and self-examination
turned inté a moody, exhilarating celebration. Gu
Chadwick is no icon, no messiah, but his hesitation lends
The House Of Love a vulnerability, an absence at their
core which gains so much resonance. It helps that he’s no
loudmouth. At times tonight he looks so frail, so at risk, you

| wonder how he can carry his guitar, let alone the weight

of these sombre anthems. Like their best songs, he always
seems to have the world on his mind. Critics have spoken
of his search for a creative voice. Well, | reckon they're
right and this quest is becoming his voice.

The highlights are truly breathtaking. “Destroy The
Heart” is a lament for a world headed downwards, a
wasted glory; The House Of Love make it clear this world
isa crue?piace. “Christine” with that lethal sheer shimmer,
is still able to bring an absurd grin to my face assoonas |
hear it, as touching as it's abstract and intangible. The bliss
of love and disorientation sounds just this way.
Chadwick’s caution and restraint may be a
stumbling-block, yet when he overcomes them, The
House Of Love truly glow. He should cut loose more.
Anger and elation need a long leash.

“Real Animal” is a blistering smoulder of a protest song,
a righteous diatribe. When Tﬁe House Of Love narrow
their subject matter down to one small target, they're -
superbly accurate and telling. Yetthey're still best giving
voice to existential woe, making public show of inner
turmoil. “Man To Child” is truly harrowing tonight, its
gaucheness turned into a deadly weapon. “Jesus, where
did the time go?” Chadwick howls, alive with intimations
of mortality, and | suddenly think anybody who can sing
these words of a world turning sour, of chances dribbling
away, and make the pulse race is to be cherished. If's a
tortured lament that sounds like pure grief, and is
intensely sad.

They're back on target; tonight in the Albert Hall
proved that. If, as was muttered beforehand, this were
some kind of test, gladiators thrown to the critical lions in
this ornate arena, then they came through proud. This
was an exceptional, exemplary rock show, with moments
of genuinely moving intensity and beauty. The House Of
Love do make mis’rcﬁ(es, do stumble and struggle; it's in
their nature. But they’ve had their long, dark nights of
doubt and survived, re-emerged as better men. They've

one back to basics. Tonight, The House Of Love are on
ire again.

Yeah.Shineon...
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