BAD NIGHT OUT

Look what they've done to my pub, ma ...

By Juris Jostins

WHERE ONCE stood an unobtru-
sive Irish pub, it is now impossible
to miss the neon-lit monstrosity on
Derby Road, perfectly in tune with
the Dance Centre, that pine place
and the newly elegant Darjeeling.

The Hand and Heart has always
been a hole - quite literally a hole in
the ground, the back room cut into
the rock where you could enjoy a
game of pool or billiards and sit
down between games, the front bar
full of Irish people, not packed.

Capitalism is to blame! Choose a
market to aim for (or create your own
market, if you’re really clever),
spend loads of money doing up a
place to draw in your market - and lie
back and listen to those cash regis-
ters ring.

There seems to be a permanent
tide of people flowing and ebbing
through the Scamps-like doors.
What the implications of this are, I
can’t say. On entering, first impress-
ions confirm initial suspicions - the
place is packed, and of course there
are the usual inconsiderate buggers
who sit pretty at the bar all night
whilst we, the people, bob about be-
hind them trying to attract the bar

- staff’s attention so’s we can part with
our 68p for a pint of bitter.

The front part is packed, but the
adventurous can explore deeper -
and deeper is the word. The back
cave has been extended, or appears
to have been, and seating is still
sparse. Students abound in the no-
ticeably more breathable atmos-
phere. A bar has been installed in
this section, at which it is possible to
get served quickly - if you can stand
its appearance: looking like it was
bought at Habitat, the actual counter
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1s bright red and the area behind it is
so neat, clean, modern and sterile it
raises both suspicions and prices.
Next to this tunnel 1s a darts room,
looking totally out of place; still, it
brings in the darts-playing punters’
£s, as does the chocolate machine.
Passing this with just a cursory
glance, we mount the stairs and won-
der: are we in the county library or
some office block? No, must be
right: “Lounge Bar”, announces the
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sign, and 1n we go.

Resisting the temptation to turn
and flee to the sanity of the Falcon,
we enter further and are again struck
by the efficiency of the air condition-
ing. Bland, neutral back-ground
music doesn’t compete with the hap-
py murmurings of what could easily
be stereotype secretaries, aspirants
to executivedom and, of course, stu-
dents - but stereotypes are lies in-
vented for the purpose of drawing
them en masse to places like the
“new” Hand and Heart.

I’s an odd gazebo, strongly re-
miniscent of an airport bar - you
wouldn’t be too surprised to see jum-
bos screaming up Derby Road. Cer-
tainly, it’s quite original, but the
question begs: who wants to peer out
over Derby Road except to long to be
eating a curry across the road.

The window 1s greenhouse in-
spired and indeed would better serve
as such. I was surprised to find
woodwork in there, but a good
attempt has been made to make it
look like plastic, and the absence of
real poseurs was somewhat dis-
appointing.

On the whole, totally uninspiring,
sterile, liked by many. Plus points
for the air-conditioning.

Bad night out rating ** @
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