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There's a natural chemistry running through the latest record from Fruit Bats, and
much of it can be traced to Eric D. Johnson's longstanding relationship with
members of The Shins. That collaboration blossoms in magnificent sounds.
Songs like "Think Aboutcha" bloom with tubular guitars that twist through a
cosmic sonic landscape while never losing their acoustic folk-rock footing. They

strike a balance between big and small that's intoxicating.

"That Goddamn Sun" echoes the melodic warmth and widescreen emotional pull
of classic Flaming Lips recordings, balancing intimacy and grandeur in a way that
feels effortless. The album's arrangements manage to sound both expansive and
personal. That isn't easy, but Johnson and company make it seem instinctive.



Johnson's high, airy vocals remain an acquired taste, but they work here because
they show restraint. Johnson's voice drifts comfortably within the arrangements,
adding texture and emotion without upsetting the delicate equilibrium around it.
More force would capsize the mood these tracks so carefully establish. The
album's emotional center may be the piano-driven ballad "Silverfish in the Sink."
Stripped of the usual swirling guitars and layered atmosphere, the song exposes
Johnson at his most vulnerable. It's a quietly stunning performance that
underscores the weight behind this album's dreamy exterior.

Johnson has said the record was created with "chemistry instead of polish," but it
delivers both, a real achievement. Songs like "Wild Pony Tower Moment" reflect
both Johnson at cruising altitude and a sound that seems lived-in and warm. They
are polished not by intent but by the confidence of musicians who understand
exactly how to serve the song, where "big" and "small" are equal in impact.—Ray

Chelstowski



