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There is a special kind of joy in listening to a 
truly confident woman. In a world where we 
are constantly battling our insecurities and 
made to feel small by the forces of the patriar-
chy, it’s impossible not to root for the women 
who rise above, because their joy and confi-
dence lift us up. 

Delilah Bon – the alter ego of Hands Off Gre-
tel vocalist Lauren Tate - is exactly that kind of 
woman. With her first solo record, she takes 
the opportunity to shine on her own terms 
and relishes in it, the result is a feisty, irresist-
ibly catchy record that’s far more accom-
plished than a debut is allowed to be. Indeed, 
it comes as a shock to learn that she had nev-
er rapped before this project when she deliv-
ers her lines with the confidence and stylish-
ness of someone who’s been spitting bars for 
a decade. She delivers sharp, quick-witted 
takedowns one minute, knife-edged screams 
the next, and silkily purrs her way through the 
bridge of ‘Freak of the Week’ all with equal 
success and a healthy dose of sass. 

It’s equally impressive how much musical 
ground Bon covers: Delilah Bon is a glorious 
melting pot of genres, where she professes 
her love for ten different artists in the same 
breath. ‘Soul Sisters’ is a dancefloor-ready 
female empowerment anthem that Neneh 
Cherry wishes she could have written back in 
her day, while the metallic, thundering guitar 
groove of ‘School’ is reminiscent of Around 
The Fur-era Deftones. On paper, packing 
these influences into the same record should 
not work, but it has to be heard to be be-
lieved: Bon maintains her laser focus from the 

first verse to the last, and nothing ever feels 
messy or thrown together. 
Similarly, Bon glides as seamlessly between 
tones as she does between genres. ‘Chiq-
uitita’ is a playful cry for revolution that’ll have 
the listener wanting to throw her arms around 
Bon and take her on a wild night out, the rap-
rock stomp of ‘Bad Attitude’ neatly toes the 
line between cheeky and aggressive. Indeed, 
in the likes of ‘Where My Girls At’ and ‘Chop 
Dicks’, bullish sassiness gives way to a far 
more serious kind of anger as she vents her 
frustration over the constant threats to wom-
en’s safety in the streets and the clubs. This 
culminates in the sobering, heart-stopping 
rap ballad ‘War On Women’ where every in-
justice that can be thought of is called out and 
challenged with bitter rage. 

Delilah Bon is an album for every moment in a 
feminist’s life: pre-drinks with the girls, march-
ing in the streets and crying alone when 
everything’s just becoming too much. It is an 
almost flawless release: diverse, compelling, 
and brave. Feminist anger has never been so 
fun. 

Words: Emma Wilkes
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