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LONDON ROYAL ALBERT HALL | |
GUY CHADWICK is a very brave man. Either that, or misinformed. To play HD USE OF LOVE

the Albert Hall and triumph over the hollow grandeur of the place so that the - thMarch | .
suit'n’ tie champagne guzzling executives in the Royal Boxes get involved, | :
you have to ham it up like Barry White, or rock opera it up like the Banshees,
or star pose prettily like McCulloch with the Bunnymen. Or you have to get
your willy out.
I have seen all of the latter trio of clamour queens bring the Royal Hall
down by, metaphorically speaking, flaunting their prowess. But here is
Chadders, a man who writes his fear of becoming an “icon” into ‘Hannah’,
the first track on the new HOL album, taking on a venue where you only win
by playing to the gods. Former guitarist Terry Bickers’ “showmanship” is
gone. New man Simon Walker is still gingerly feeling his way in. So that
leaves Chadwick, the man who’d rather not be adored, and the velvet
whirlpool of HOL rock to suck you in and off.
In a few months time The House Of Love take their crafted, fragile,
human-scaled rock to America, where in their record company’s eyes they
need to succeed. So maybe this was a test to see how many cigarette
lighters they can raise into'the air. Sort of “Cafi'The House Of Love kick
ass?” Well, yes and no.
To begin with it doesn’t help that a House Of Love audience is, for the most
part, sane. Or at least the ones willing to suffer the Hall’s rock stadium
atmosphere are. A stage invasion tonight was about as likely as Lady Di
coming on as a Bez. So into the night's non-participatory chasm step The
House Of Love, with only bass player Chris’ “Jesus” Coca Cola Tee-shirt to
provide visual sustenance. And they are just exactly half-way enchanting.
HOL tactics live are to draw you in to the dreamy swirl of blue-black guitar
atmospherics, Chadwick’s drawl laying out one bruised remembrance after
. another, and then whop out the meat cleavers for the raging, upper-
stratosphere, scream-storm dash to crescendo. They are sort of horribly

- proficient at this, but it can be stunning. ‘Road’ and 'Salome’ from the first
album, and the by-now HOL classics ‘Christine’ and ‘Destroy The Heart’ all
have the necessary sparkle in the pain. But in between peaks they do, well,
goon abit. In a set oddly weighted towards the first album (maybe Walker is
still learning the new songs) there are too many moments of languour: Guy's
dawdling Lloyd Cole-isms on ‘Hope’, or the droopy Velvets tenderness of
‘Man To Child’ in the middle of an encore, for instance.

There is, however, something strangely polite about The House Of Love. THE HOUSE OF LOVE

Sowhen Chadwick hollers out the aching, shocked, pain-cutting lines to the "y | Albert Hall. London
stopstart blues ‘Se Dest' it's more of a poetry reading than a communal oya - 5

House of Love

exorcism. Notwithstanding the tedious slights against Chadwick’s Brian “This is all a bit weir:}l ‘|sn't it?"” apﬂlnglses.the gmlable Guy Cham:!wuck

Jones-y looks, The House Of Love should in theory (and according to their before filling Queen Vic’s pleasure palace with his own tasteful mix of

Stones, Doors, Only Ones, Bunnymen lineage) simmer with s-e-x. So why, . guitar mania and touching, gentle song-smithery.

when the girl in the ra-ra skirt calls out to Guy for ‘Touch Me', does everyone New boy Simon Walker may not be the eye-catching whirling dervish

titter like embarrassed school kids? ' that his predecessor was rapidly turning into, but when he cranks up that
It's not that Chadwick doesn’t try to sink himself into the guts of his - guitar and hammers his Verlainesque fingers to full effect, there aren’t too

flickering angst tracts. Attimes he twitches and grimaces like he’s generating many here tonight who miss the Bickering (sic) to any great effect. True,

the PA current himself. But it's all too private. In a place like this, with a band he can't play the backward guitar at the end of ‘Shine On’, but this is the

who interact like a bunch of hypochondriacs in a leper colony, it doesn't, erm, real world kids. not a weekend break in an LA studio. .

{Protoct. A brilliant start, ‘Hannah’ sounds great, though drummer Pete Evans

The House Of Love do have it in them to be a big scale rock band, without
turning into U2. And given the faltering state of the Bunnymen/Smiths line in
English rock that is important. The final thundering, mental spurt of ‘Real
Animal’ truly did bring the Hall down. But when you see Chadwick walk off
stage carrying a kettle instead of a bottle of Jack Daniels you wonder if they

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

really want to. : . jaunt. _ : : Th | i ;
Chadders looked pleased tonight, like he’s had them eating out of the palm In fact, Bt ::-ccasuf::nal_ly when the fuse splutters and dies, you wonder
- of his hand. True, butwouldn't it be so much better if even a few HOL-lovers whether they bR bit tired of doing this ey "fEhL EUt th_'E"' Guy Screws
were driven, as the Americans might say, to try grabbing for his dick? 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
Roger Morton 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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Chadders rocks out: more twee, vicar? M- 1.E
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®HOUSE OF LOVE:
‘“Ere, this mic’s a
bit high innit, I'm
not bleedin’ Fish you.
know”’



