The Snuts, Liverpool Olympia – live review (424 words)

The Snuts – a band who appear so enviably streetwise that even their merchandise borrows its design from Tesco. Their stroll to stage oozes with the kind of confidence found in four men who already own the highstreet, and every other street from here back to West Lothian.

Accessorised as always by thick, black shades and tousled curls, frontman Jack Cochrane silently regards his people in an impersonation somewhere between Bob Dylan and the kind of musical madcap Jim Henson would dream up. 

If the 21st Century bled a design, it would probably look something like the stage of the Liverpool Olympia looks right now. Every inch not already occupied by an instrument boasts a retro TV screen, each one twitching colour and jittering with giddy images of rainbows and cityscapes. It isn’t as sickly as it sounds. 

The quartet’s third album Millennials arrived this summer with one mission only – to spit the frenetic energy of overstressed and overstimulated adolescents into bedrooms and ballrooms alike. In that respect, the set fulfils every bit of its purpose. It’s stimulants galore and lyrics that swagger the line between a blissful existence and chronic cultural anxiety.  

Tonight’s exports from that album include the defiantly sunny ‘Millionaires’ and commanding ‘Yoyo’ beat. The latter of which sees Cochrane break free from his strings to stride the stage like a real boy testing his freedom. 

The setlist is deliciously hypnotic. This is a band who have been steadily rising through the live music ranks since their debut album W.L. and swift follow up Burn The Empire. Introducing the snottily-charged title track from their sophomore project, Cochrane proclaims that if any song is made for Liverpool, it’s this one. Consider the flames fanned. What better place to topple an empire than a venue named after Olympia itself. From here, the band’s confidence shifts and mutates into something almost godlike. 

Highlights of their subsequent reign include the tantalising symbols of ‘Maybe California’ and the swellingly tame ‘Somebody Loves You’ in which fans are encouraged to hold someone close as the band thread hearts into a singalong. 

The set closes with ‘Gloria’. Light, bright synths deliver themselves like a storm blurring the room into one watercolour celebration. “We’re living this Monday to Friday mundane fairy-tale.” It’s victorious. 

In silhouette behind the amps, The Snuts appear four times their size. 

As the streetlight that’s been keeping the stage alight finally flickers and dies, the band tread back, standing just a bit taller, into darkness. ‘Gloria’ will play in your head for days. Every little hum. 
