£y EMILY HAINES
= & THE SOFT SKELETON

Knives Don't Have Your Back
Backed by the men of Metric, Emily Haines is
commanding, tender, alaring, waruly and feline.
Minizs her bandmates, she's each of those things,
toa-if more guiety=on her first soba collection of
intensely cinematic piano ballads. “Caty OF Night™
could be the saftest sieleton in Metric's key-
driven choset, but okherwise, that band's bravado
is absent here, replaced by a sort of quiet
desperation that encourages gobsebumps mare
than dance-offs. “Dector Blind™ is & sunless stroll
through a half-dnegged, half-sleeping byper-
reality Haines either lives in or has nightmares
about. Even *0ur Hell,” the most beawtitul and
immediate of the disc's cuts, seems haunting
urider the wrong Bghl Kmives Don't Rave Youwr
Back is like the ssundtrack to an excellent Alfred
Hitehoock film. Dur herine i in penl and the
danger-whatever it is-lurks just outside of the
frame. But the suspensa? s terrific. (LAST GANE:
lastgangrecerds.com] Tristan Staddon




