The Church – Dutch tour

Paradiso, Amsterdam, Friday 20 April 2007

Ekko, Utrecht, Saturday 21 April 2007

Metropool, Hengelo, Friday 27 April 2007

‘It has been quite a few years since they came to Holland. And now all electric, too!’ This is what I heard buzzing around me all through the upstairs room of Paradiso, Holland’s only ‘Rock Temple’. Sadly, I myself had not much to say about this really. I am a Very Old Church fan, I became a convert in 1984, but I managed to see them just the once. Yes, only once... due to the fact that The Church management always used to phone my friends every time they were considering a Dutch tour, to inquire when exactly I would be away on holiday this year. My friends faithfully always gave them the dates, and so they always came in precisely those two weeks I was not in the country. Thanks friends! Thanks management! 

But, due to The Church no longer having the same management, and I having dumped my so-called friends... no, never mind. The fact is that finally (after 19 years – that one time I saw them was at the Parkpop festival in The Hague, June 1988) I was able to see my favourite band in the flesh. So, mind you, this may be an unusual review to the average Church fan who has managed to see them 20 times over the years, because everything you probably think of as ‘normal’ was new to me, everything was a treat, and I felt like I was at my own birthday surprise party for three whole days. The Church in Holland, and me there! Incredible.

Upstairs in Paradiso

So there I was, in Paradiso. On my own. But not for long. Immediately I set foot in the door I met lots of nice people. I talked to people at the merchandise table. Nice girl, nice bloke (who turned out to be Michael of this fanzine). I was addressed by someone else from Engeland, who said: ‘You look like a really great Church fan’. (How could he tell?) I was sort of adopted by three Dutch fans who had seen them live many times before. One of them had been to an earlier gig on this tour, in Berlin, and he was telling us all about what songs to expect. And how great it was. And they were teasing me: You do realise that they have changed a bit since 1988, don’t you? You know about Steve’s beard? (
Yeah sure, I’ve seen the photos on the official website, I’m prepared, don’t worry.

They came on... it turned out I was not prepared at all.

It was GREAT! Nineteen years of waiting erased. I was in the very front, my stomach pressed against the stage, my camera ready, and I was amazed. I was simply amazed. 

They were great, they played so well, with such strength and warmth and devotion. Wow!

I was expecting only recent songs, as this tour was supposed to promote Uninvited, Like the Clouds, but no, those songs that so fascinated me in 1984, 1986, 1988, they were there too: Hotel Womb, Myrrh, Destination, Grind, Almost with You. I won’t bore you with the whole setlist, you’ve all been to one or more gigs on this tour, I expect. It simply was a perfect mix of the old and the new.

Details? Well, I’m a girl, so here’s some girly details (not about riffs and specific drum variations and other musical things, therefore). Steve’s beard? Not my personal choice, I’m not a beard fan, but not too bad. Rather suits him really. Steve’s voice? I told someone the next day: ‘The Church have not always been my most favourite band, but Steve’s voice has always been my favourite voice’. And here the voice was, live. As sweet and soft and mysterious and thoughtful and raw-honey-like as on record. 

I was singing along to Grind and apparently singing ‘face’ (that’s what you get, Steve, when you refuse to provide non-native-English-speakers with lyric sheets) and Marty corrected me from the stage: it’s ‘faith’, not ‘face’. Oh, oops, sorry Marty. Thank you Marty. I received a big grin. (
Another girly observation: Peter is the only one in the band who managed to keep that same figure they once all had. Slim, tall, long legs. The missing link to my Church past. And him playing the mandolin, that was a lovely bonus.

Ever since the first El Momento album came out and I heard All I Know for the first time, this song immediately pushed all my previous favourites down to second and third place. It simply gives me goosebumps all over, still does, every time I hear it. I didn’t expect to hear it live, but they played it (Steve singing, Marty on the bass) and so the evening was perfect. 

What more can I say? In the end it turned out I took over 90 photos. Apparently I had to make up for all those gigs I missed over the years. And in one of them Steve is actually smiling.

In fact, the whole band looked as if they were enjoying the gig. Playing the famous Paradiso is always a joy for every band of course, even if it is only the smaller room upstairs. And it was sold out. And quite a long time beforehand too. And the atmosphere was really good.

(Reading Steve’s blog and its commentators the next day, it was mentioned that this was probably because so many fans from the UK had come over. What? Excuse me! How insulting can you be towards a devoted Dutch audience – I spoke to many people and all had bought their tickets ages ago and been counting the days ever since. Most had come from all over Holland and had seen them millions of times. In fact the only Dutch fan who was new to all this... was me ( )

After the gig was over I was able to blah-blah myself backstage. My given reason was that I wanted some autographs on a CD-inlay. Well, of course that was a lie, what’s the use of some pen scribbles that only damage your beautiful art inlay? I wanted to 1. get a closer look at that beard, 2. get a 19-year-old irritation off my chest, and 3. shoot some more pics backstage. Well, I got all three. And a badly scribbled-on CD-inlay to boot!

I went home a very happy 21 year old... and with the knowledge that I had a ticket for next night’s gig as well.

Utrecht’s Ekko

Even though I wasn’t in bed until 3 a.m., I was up and at the computer at 8, to have a look at those photos I took in Amsterdam. I was pleased (I just got a new camera two weeks before) and sort of proud of myself. I decided to burn a CD for the band and give it to them in Utrecht.

Rather tired from lack of sleep, but with enough excited adenaline to climb Mt. Everest, I left home to go to Ekko. Of course this was the day the Dutch Railways had chosen to do maintenance work on the tracks to Utrecht, so there were no trains going there... as a result I spent too long on a replacement bus and did not reach Utrecht until a long time after I had hoped. But the heavens were smiling on me anyway, for just as I approched Ekko I saw Steve standing outside enjoying some rays of sunshine. I handed him my photo-CD and he was quite surprised. After a little chat about water biking in the canals I was told I could go in and watch the soundcheck if I liked. 

After a ‘hello Inge’ from Tim and a really nice chat with Marty, and after meeting the one and only Trevor Boyd, and then waiting for the doors to open, and buying some of Steve’s art postcards, there was my second gig. Quite a different crowd from Amsterdam. There it felt more like old new wavers from the 80s, whereas this audience held a high percentage of hippies and progrock fans. Nevertheless, not a bad word about them, this was an enthusiastic audience, and another sold-out gig.

The concert was different as well, or maybe it seemed so to me because that first-time shock was absent. It seemed rougher, louded, rockier, if you get the picture. Amsterdam was ‘sweeter’ in a way.

The set was more or less the same, although we were deprived of The Unguarded Moment this time. After the relentless shouting for Reptile in Amsterdam, the band apparently decided to get there first this time and played it without anyone yelling for it at all. I love that song, so no complaints here. One complaint though is to the venue, who had advertised a dance night from 11 p.m., and The Church had to stop early, so the dance people could have their fun. Well, they can never have had as much fun as we churchgoers had been having.

So this was gig number two. And they were to come back to Holland yet again, although when I first read about that third gig, which was added almost as an afterthought, I have to confess I raised my eyebrows somewhat. Hengelo? Why on earth...?

‘Metropolis’, ha!

One week later it was Hengelo time. Hengelo is a rather small sleepy town in the east of Holland. It is far removed from where Things are happening, and I have to admit I was surprised to find out they have a venue there. To compensate for Hengelo being a non-significant town, they have called their venue ‘Metropolis’ – not with any reference to the song of course. Hengelo is the least metropolis-like town you could imagine.

This is a much-talked-about gig. The general feeling about this event afterwards seems to be one of catastrophe. But to be honest, I had a really good time in Hengelo. And the ‘disaster’ got blown out of all proportion – as these things generally do.

Hengelo is a long way from anywhere, as I noticed on the neverending trainride there. I read a magazine, half a book, looked at the passing countryside quite a lot, and even then I wasn’t there yet. I had arranged to go with one of those three people I met in Amsterdam and who all came to Utrecht as well. We met at Hengelo station, checked into a hotel, and wandered into town. And ten minutes later we had walked out of it again. Ooh, it is small.

We turned back, found Metropool and went in to ask at what time the ticket office was to open. As we walked away again, we bumped into Marty. Who addressed us in Swedish. Yeah, thanks Marty, I am fine, and how are you? (
We went back to ‘the centre of town’ for a drink and a meal and found to our surprise a greater number of fast food (shoarma/kebab/falafel) places than ever seen together in one street. A friend later told me that this street is known locally as the Gaza Strip... Anyway, feeling really sorry for all these vegans in The Church, who must surely eat another meal of ‘French fries and tomato soup’ (according to Steve’s blog), we tucked into some wraps and then made our way back to the venue.

Again we were met by Marty in front of the Metropool, and we struck up a great conversation, well, with him doing most of the talking and me doing a lot of laughing. He can be very funny. With time his fan club grew, and after a while there were about 20 people out there, with Marty in the centre, entertaining us all.

This seemed a perfect beginning to a great evening – only afterwards did it become apparent that these 20 people were about all the folks we would see that night!

That’s what was bad about this gig: it was so unattended. There were probably about 40 people there, of which about 10 (maybe) were local. The rest were die-hards from other places in Holland and from all over the world: Germany, France, US, you name it.

To give the band some well-deserved praise: they went for it like before, with the same dedication and professionalism. In fact, I enjoyed this gig a lot. A low stage, room to move and the special feeling they were playing just for us, the faithful few. Of course I realise this is not what you want to see when you’re on stage, just a handful of people. But the ambience was OK, until... Yes, the much discussed ‘asshole’ at the back who after about 10 songs started shouting over and over again: Starfish! Starfish! Starfish! By which of course he meant: play Milky Way as that’s the only Church song I know! Ouch...

People’s heads turned, shouting to him to shut up. He didn’t. It got a little awkward, so Steve stepped in and told us from the stage not to blow this out of proportion, to let it go. And that was it, it was over. A few songs later though, they did play Under the Milky Way and the eejit came to the front and did a weird little dance to it, as if he was waltzing without a partner. Apparently he was satisfied after that, and there was no more trouble from him.

And that’s about all I can say about this gig. There were hardly any ‘new’ people there, but that was to be expected. Amsterdam and Utrecht are the big cities, where they know what the word ‘nightlife’ means, and in Hengelo, well... there people live and work.

And finally

A gorgeous week was had by me and many others. I feel I have made up for all these lost years in a big way. Rarely have I enjoyed myself like during this tour. The Church do not only get better and beter on record, they understand the art of performing live as well.

As for their chosen itinerary... next time The Church are thinking about a Dutch tour, maybe they could phone up first and ask their Dutch fans about the towns they are considering?


by Inge Kuijt

