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Eve Essex - Here Appear 
Sky Walking/Soap Library DL/LP/MC 
 
This is Brooklynite multi-instrumentalist Eve Essex’s debut solo album and what a bolt from the blue it is, 
a genuinely startling record that locks you into her world and imagination with the immediacy of an 
intimate performance. 
 
Nothing occurs here that Essex can’t do live with her woodwind, synths, drum machine, guitars, pedals 
and voice – consequently what you hear is governed by the precise elements she chooses to combine 
and the unique effects her ideas have. In an era of laptop doodlers intent on showing us they can do 
everything, for Essex being the individual responsible for this music means focus, concision, a palpable 
sense over its seven tracks that she’s inhabiting your space, bringing a vision and a self into your room, 
heart and head. Here Appear is, as its title suggests, an incantation, a summoning, and Essex is the spirit 
incarnate, as alien and as human as if she’s just ghosted through your walls. 
 
Opener “Grind Away” immediately puts you in place – nowhere you recognise, but a sense that 
something both ancient and chillingly modern is already unfolding, piercing drones coalescing around 
blasts of harmonica and scarily encroaching waves of static while Essex’s voice swoops and hovers like 
Hugo Largo’s Mimi Goese down a well. “Immediate Communicator” sees her blast an alto saxophone and 
improvise over her own looping drones in a way that’s part Poulenc, part Braxton, part Bismillah Khan. 
“Satisfaction Theories” has a Diamanda Galás starkness, harpsichord, juddering shards of dubby noise 
and Juana Molina-esque minimal rhythms building around Essex’s blue-black curlicues of vocal into a 
twisted kind of gospel, both radiant and grainy with darkness. 
 
“Life Of Service” sees her intone an atonal unemployment blues over a strange rippling dubbed out 
soundscape, before “Colourless Stone” pulls you out of the city and across the desert, a dream of ancient 
ritual enacted with percussion and microtonal piccolo. The title track is perhaps the highlight – a unique 
mix of vocal galdr, shimmering drone mirages and gorgeous multitracked chorale, the sax teasing out 
some sublimely Eastern-influenced runs – one of the psyche/ out-rock masterpieces of the year already. 
 
The closer “Clear Light” is so vivid, so suggestive an invitation into another reality, so iridescent with 
spiritual menace you feel like you’re being inculcated into a cult of which Essex is both martyr and avatar. 
You’d be best advised to follow wherever she goes next. 
 
Neil Kulkarni 





 


