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hen transcendentalist Henry
David Thoreau immersed
himself in nature at Walden
Pond for two years in the
1840s to write his opus,
Walden, he noted that he never found
a companion that was so companionable as solitude. Ryan Bingham borrowed a page straight out of Thoreau’s
book to write his new album, Fear and
Saturday Night, as he secluded himself in the mountains of California in
an Airstream trailer for a month or so
without the modern conveniences of
electricity, cellphone or Internet.
“Anytime I write, in general, I need
to be in solitude,” says Ryan. “It’s just
something I’ve always had to do. I
need to be alone to get inside my head
and find the things that I want to write
about. I’ve never done well at just sitting down and crafting a story or song
just with pen and paper. I need to get
away from all the distractions and let
the stuff start bubbling up.”
What a lot of people forget—or
don’t know—about Thoreau’s experience is that he didn’t live in total seclusion. His cabin was on the edge of
town and he often had visitors or left
it for short periods of time. Likewise,
Ryan didn’t stay in the Airstream for
a month straight. He went to his getaway on three separate occasions, reentering civilization after a week or 10
days to, you know, see his wife, Anna,
and restock his cooler.
“Anna found the place,” says Ryan.
“She knew I was looking for a place
to go write in. It was a trailer from
the ’50s but it had been redone all
original. She told me to check it out,
so I went up there and stayed a few
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nights and really enjoyed it. It’s stuck
back in the mountains, and when
you woke up in the morning you
could have been anywhere. It was the
perfect spot to kinda get away from
everything. I took an ice chest full
of eggs and coffee and some other
things. It was really nice. The gas
stove worked to cook food and I had
a little table and some candles for
light and that was about it.”

The result of Ryan’s getaway is Fear
and Saturday Night, a record that’s so
rich and alive—with songs like the title track and “Broken Heart Tattoo”—
it begs only to be caged for study and
then rereleased into the wild. It’s real.
When Ryan sings something, you believe it. And there aren’t many singer/
songwriters who can conjure up that
feeling at will. You believe it because
Ryan has lived it in his 33 short years
on this earth—from a childhood spent
bouncing in and out of New Mexico,
Texas and California, getting passed
around to extended family members
while his parents battled alcoholism, to his cowboy days on the rodeo
circuit when he was hard-living out
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Ryan Bingham’s voyage of
solitude leads to his new album,
Fear and Saturday Night.

of his truck and working odd jobs to
survive. Even his brightest of bright
spots was wrought with pain. In
2009, Ryan made a name for himself
with “The Weary Kind,” a song he
co-wrote for the film Crazy Heart that
earned him an Oscar, a Golden Globe
and a Grammy. Undoubtedly the high
point of his young career, the whirlwind experience of late-night television appearances, press interviews
and awards (like being named 2010
Americana Artist of the Year) were
marred by his mother’s death from alcoholism and his father’s suicide.
His 2012 album, Tomorrowland,
delved into many of those hardships, and singing the record live
actually took a toll on him emotionally, but in Fear, you can hear a silver lining in Ryan’s past heartache,
and a lot of that has to do with his
marriage to Anna and the upcoming
birth of their first child.
“Tomorrowland was a real difficult
record for me, it was a real difficult
time in my life in general,” he says.
“Several years around that album were
not the most fun for me. It’s part of the
ins and outs of life. The past couple of
years, I’ve been in a better place personally and having a lot of fun. I feel
like the songs on Fear are just a reflection of where I am in my life at the
moment. I’m just following the trail of
bread crumbs telling me where to go.”
You can hear the pangs of promise
in his voice, too, like in the forwardlooking “Hands of Time” or “Top
Shelf Drug,” which touts the euphoria of being addicted to the love of a
good woman. Fear won’t be confused
with the feel-good record of the year,
but not all albums are meant to be
sung at the top of your lungs going
80 down the interstate. Some albums are more fittingly enjoyed on
vinyl with a nice glass of bourbon by
candlelight. Or maybe, for Fear, you
go to your getaway—wherever it may
be—and give it a listen, assuming
you have a modern convenience that
will allow you to play it. We think
Thoreau would approve this time.
— Jim Casey
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