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NYMPHLORD, AQUILO, COROOK, & BIG SLEEP!

by Miteh Mosk

A great Fruit Bats song can turn @ dump into a destiny. Wondrous, weathered, and wide-eyed,

“The Landfill' begins on top of everything we've left behind. Waste, memory, history,

heartbreak, failure, regret - the debris of a life doesn’t vanish just because we move forward;

it gathers, layer by layer, until one day it becomes a hill high enough to see from. Fruit Bats' title

track and lead single oft The Landfill turns that strange vantage point info a spirited folk rock
reckoning: Refreshed and ragged, worn and invigorated, poetic and playful as Eric D. Johnson looks
out over the glowing city lights and finds a "holy vision” in the wreckage. "This is an ode to eternity /
sung by an old show pony,"he sings at the top, winking at his own role as entertainer and truth-teller

hefore opening the song info something panaramic, tender, and deeply human.

This is an ode to eternity
Sung by an old show pony
In this long, slow rodeo

I've come to know

Lookin® down from the landfill
| can see the city lights a-shimmerin’
And it’s like a holy vision of
What could be
And couldnt be
And could have been
And now I'm sitting in the car

Thinking 'it’s written in the stars..”



Qut June 12 via Merge Records, The Landfill is
Fruit Baots' twelfth album and one of the
project's most vibrant full-band statements to
date. It arrives in Johnson's 25" year making
music under the Fruit Bats name, following
2025's intimate solo outing Baby Man and
carrying that record's immediacy into a bigger,
brighter, more communal space. After years of
patient songwriting and careful fine-tuning,
Baby Man cracked open a different process -
stream-of-consciousness, ohservational, alive in
the moment - and Johnson brought that spark

straight into Bear Creek Studios in Washington

with his longtime touring band. The result is a
record that feels loose without losing shape,
deeply personal without closing itself off and
full of the kind of chemistry that can only happen when musicians trust each other enough to let the

room breathe.

‘It started off as me just trying to create an odd little vibe and exploring what it meant to be a
songwriter in the early '00s," Johnson tells Atwood Magazine. "Now it's me trying to laser beam

feelings at you to the best of my ability.”

That mission comes through in “The Landfill,” a song that feels both earthbound and cosmic: An old
road-trip landscape turned into a metaphysical lockout, a Midwestern image stretched unfil it holds
memory, legacy, consequence, and possibility. Johnsen says the title came from growing up in o part
of the Midwest where “the only hills are landfills,” an image that first arrived before its deeper
meaning fully revealed itself. The song's magic lives in that gradual dawning - the way a manmade
mountain of refuse becomes a place to survey what could be, what couldn't ke, and what could have
been. It's funny and sad, grand and scrappy, the end of the movie and the beginning of another kind

of clarity.

"The name itself, and the seed of the idea, came from growing up in the Midwest where the cnly hills
are landfills,” Johnson explains. “It's even a lyric on a song on Baby Man. | came up with the idea
hefore the deeper meaning had dawned on me. Which is common for me. Later | realized that
landfills are pretty bittersweet allegories for life. They're these mountains you can stand on and lock
down on the world, but we created them with our own refuse. It's the vantage point we gather from

all our misstakes and missteps and failures.”

There's a wry sweetness in the way Johnson introduces himself here - "an old show pony singing an
ode to eternity’ - as if he's undercutting the song's grandeur before anyone else can. But that self-
deprecating humor is part of what makes "The Landfill’ so disarming. He's not standing above the
mess pretending to have transcended it; he's in it, on it, made by it, still singing. The band behind
him gives the song its lift: Guitars shimmer and tumble, drums drive the road forward, and Johnson's
voice carries that unmistakable Fruit Bats charisma, weathered and bright, as if the whaole thing is

being sung from a hill ot dusk with the lights flickering below.



“That's just my own self depreciating midwest humor on full display,” he says. I'm the show pany, like
just a dumb entertainer, but trying to present this poetic ‘ode to efernity’ at the same fime. Just

taking the piss out of myself but also trying to get you to pay attention”

This is the end of the movie
“The Song of the Bawling Beauty”
It was such a sad sweet story

Maybe eventually you'll see

So yeah, see you've seen into my heart
And you've seen what | never really could

Now I'm lookin’ down from the landfill

| see lights of your neighborhood
Yeah | always knew you would
End up somewhere good

And then, after all that cinematic sweep - the stars, the movie, the holy vision, the landfill view - the
song lands in one of Johnson's most tender refrains: “Yeah | always knew you would / end up
somewhere good’ He keeps the emotional core partly hidden, and that restraint gives the line room
to bloom. It can sound like a blessing senf to somecne else, a note passed backward through time, or
a hand placed gently on his own shoulder That openness is the point. "The Landfill” invites listeners
to write themselves into the movie - to stand on their own pile of missteps and memeory, look cut at

the shimmer, and find a little grace in the view.

Yeah | always knew you would
End up somewhere good
And now I'm sitting in the car

Thinking it’s written in the stars..”

‘| can't get too into the emotional core of this song because it's personal and | don't really want o
pull the curtain back too far,” Johnson says. I like to keep things a bit open-ended so that you can
tell your own life story with it if need be. And | may or may not be singing to someone else here or

talking to myself. Or both”

That's the enduring pull of Fruit Bats: Johnson knows how to make the personal feel parous, how to
turn his own strange, specific images into raoms the rest of us can enter. "The Landfill" is spirited and
soul-stirring, a full-band anthem with dirt under its nails and light in its eyes. It looks back without
getting stuck, looks forward without pretending the past has disappeared, and finds beauty in the
view from a place nobody would think to call beautiful After 25 years, Fruit Bats are still climbing,
still searching, still laser-beaming feeling with grace and grit - standing on the collective weight of

what came before, gazing out at what might come next.
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