RED HOUSE PAINTERS
Down Colorful Hill
(4AD/All formats)
HOW MUCH heartbreak can you
take? Where others apply pathos
with a trowel, Red House
Painters commandeer a fleet of
industrial diggers to do the
job . . . very,veryquietly.

‘Down Colorful Hill’ is an
unrelentingly sad record,
remarkable because the
desperation that pervadesitis
articulated with such stealthy,
awesomely cool elegance. Six,
very long, songs that nest in your
sub-conscious and slowly,
insidiously, rip you to pieces.

Nearest reference points are
Big Star’s ‘Holocaust’ stretched
over the length of an album, or
San Franciscan compatriots
American Music Club, with their
country roots and drunken
self-pity replaced by a few old
Cure records and a more
clear-headed, analytical
dissection of trauma.
Qccasionally, inevitably perhaps,
this pushes chief painter Mark
Kozelek into cringeing blind
alleys of self-consciousness.

Far more often, though, he
evokes “ Giving in to love/And
sharing my time/Letting

someone into my misery” in style,

lamenting the passing of youth
in the unnervingly stark opener,
‘24', harbouring paranoid
homicidal thoughts for his
girlfriend and suspiciously
attentive best mate in the
relatively rocking ‘Lord Kill The
Pain’ and touchingly
remembering a long-absent
friend who's “ lost his mind
again” in ‘Michael’.

And while he sings with the
resigned, scarily becalmed air of
aman far beyond explosive
emotional displays, the other
Red House Painters gently urge
him along with all the empathy
and consideration of expensive
West Coast psychotherapists (the
kind of help Kozelek obviously
seems to need). So drums roll
steadily, even militarily, one
guitartakes a fragile, quavering
line and another seethes and
feeds back far away in the
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background.
The overall effectis a little
precious, genuinelyhaunting
and, when everything simmers
perfectly for ‘Medicine Bottle’,
really, reallyastonishing. Play in
thedark and pretendtobe 17,
sensitive and significantly f—ed
up again.(7)
John Mulvey




