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Introduction presented as a livestream via Zoom, followed by livestream via Twitch at:
http://www.experimentallectures.org

Teo Von Baeyer: Two hands, with the cuffs of a warm-toned plaid shirt and several 
rings visible, set a small cardboard shipping box down into the frame, and open 
it from the top. The hands then play a short tune on a small, single-octave 
glockenspiel. A hand then introduces a tennis ball into the box, wobbling it as 
it “speaks.”

Teny the Tennis Ball: Hi, I’m Tenny the Tennis ball and you are gonna learn all 
about me and the things that have happened to me and my best friend Fivey.

A hand introduces another smaller tennis ball into the box.

Fivey the Tennis Ball: Hi, I’m Fivey the Tennis ball and I’m Teny’s best friend.

Teny: 	 Yeah, that right.
Fivey: 	 They Call me Fovey because I’m smaller than Teny.
Teny: 	 Yeah, that’s right, because five is smaller than ten.
Fivey: 	 Yeah

Asher White: This lecture serves as both a eulogy to the now defunct American bookstore chain Borders, which 
had locations all across the midwest, and at one point had opened international stores in the UK and Australia. 
I had countless experiences at different locations around the greater Chicagoland area as little kid, and look 
towards these moments as guidance for a meditation on gender, performance, and the quest for a stable 
identity.

Muireann Nic an Bheatha: Labhróidh mé faoi chuid de na teorainneacha a bhí agam agus mé i mo chónaí i 
dtíortha éagsúla i rith mo shaol. Labhróidh mé níos mó faoi thaithí na teorann ná an pholaitíocht timpeall 
na dtíortha. Creidim go minic go gceaptar go bhfuil teorainneacha ag léiriú go fisiciúil i bhfoirm balla mar 
shampla ach i mo thaithí phearsanta ní hamhlaidh a bhí. Ba mhaith liom machnamh a dhéanamh ar an gcaoi a 



Intro  

 בהרצאה שלי אני אתמקד בגבול בו תוכן הופך לצורה ביצירתה של להקת הקוקטו טווינס, וספציפית

 בכתיבת השירים ובהגשה של זמרת הלהקה אליזבת פריזר, בזמן הקצוב אני אנסה לשרטט מערכת  

  יחסים בין הכנסת מלל לשירי הלהקה והתפרקותה.

Lecture 

 להקת הקוקטו טווינס פעלה בין השנים1979 ו1997.

 ושויכה לזרם הדריים פופ, הפופ החלומי, והרוק הגוטי.

  הלהקה הוקמה בעיירת גרונגמוט אשר בסקוטלנד על ידי רובין גוטרי ווויל הייגי.

  בשנת 1981 אליזבת פריזר הצטרפה להקה כזמרת והייגי הוחלף בסימון ריימונד.

 פרייזר שהיתה בת 17 בזמן בצטרפותה ללהקה, נכנסה למערכת יחסים רומנטית עם גוט׳רי, מקיים

  הלהקה.

  לאורך השנים הקוקטו טווינס נהפכו ללהקה משפיעה וחשובה בנוף המוזיקה האלטרנטיבית.

 הלהקה זוהתה עם פרייזר ויכולתה הווקלית. פרייזר בעלת קול סופרן אופראי כתבה את רוב שירי

    הלקה בשפה מומצאת.

הלהקה הוציאה 8 אלבומי סטודיו בין השנים 1982 ל-1996.  

עד לצאת אלבומם ה-7, ב-1993, מרבית משירי הלהקה נכתבו בשפה שפרייזר המציאה, שפה שירית 

שבה למילים אין משמעות ליטרלית.  

פריזר מתארת את התהליך חיפוש הלקסיקון לשירים כתהליך בו החיפוש הוא אחר הצטלצלות נכונה 

בשביל לתאר רגשות - תהליך שמתחיל ברשימות אשר היא יוצרת ואוספת בביתה, רשימות בהן היא 

כותבת מילים ומשפטים שמצאה בספרים שונים ואינצקלופדיות זרות בשפות אותן היא איננה מבינה. 

(השמעת 30 שניות מהשיר) 

זה היה מקטע מהשיר Ivo מתוך האלבום Treasure שיצא ב-1984.  

באלבומי הלהקה מאותו התקופה המילים חסרות, וכאשר מחפשים בגוגל את מילות השיר מופיעות 

מילים אשר הצטללותם דומה לזאת הנשמעת בשיר, אך ללא משמעות, לדוגמא: 
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Naama Tsabar:
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Hands play glockenspiel.

Teny: 	 Umm well, we do everything together, so uhh, why don’t we try on hats 	
		  together.
Fivey: 	 Yeah, yeah, let’s try on hats together.

A hand puts a small orange plastic object on top of the larger tennis ball.

Teny:		 What do you think of my hat?
Fivey:	 I think it looks great on you!
Teny:		 Yeah, yeah. oh you really think so?
Fivey:	 Yeah, yeah I do,
Teny: 	 Wow, wow, thank you!

A hand puts a smaller orange plastic object on top of the larger tennis ball.

Fivey: 	 What do you think of my hat?
Teny:		 Oh I think it looks good on you.
Fivey: 	 Oh really, you think it does?
Teny: 	 Well , well yeah.
Fivey:	 I don’t know, you don’t sound very convinced.
Teny: 	 Well, I’m sure.
Fivey: 	 Oh really, is this some kind of competition to you?
Teny: 	 Oh no, no, we’re just trying on hats.
Fivey: 	 Yeah, well, it kind of feels like you want to look better in your hat, 	
		  than I look in my hat.
Teny: 	 No no no, no, no.
Fivey. 	 Oh okay, well we can forget about it.
Teny: 	 OK

Hands play glockenspiel. The hands introduce some wooden objects into the corner 
of the box.

Ariana Padovano: In 1698, Scottish mathematician John Craig published a book entitled Mathematical Principles 
of Christian Theology. In this text, Craig uses a combination of probability and log-likelihood ratios to predict that 
the Second Coming of Christ will occur before the year 3150. Craig’s work was poorly received by his peers, and has 
been largely overlooked by mathematicians and the clergy alike, but the existence of this text proves the point of my 
lecture: the perceived divide between western science and religion has been mostly fabricated, and very recently. My 
lecture will trace the interconnected histories of physics and the Catholic church, and discuss the gendered borders of 
both disciplines. 

The origins of both physics and Catholicism can be traced back to Pythagoras, Greek mathematician and 
philosopher. There are a lot of stories surrounding Pythagoras’ birth: rumors circulated that his mother was a virgin 
impregnated by Apollo and that he ascended to heaven when he died, making him a very Christ-like figure. He 
eventually left Greece for Italy, beginning a sort of divine mathematical commune. His followers were very secretive 
about their knowledge -- they took vows of silence, gave up their material possessions, and swore vegetarianism. 

Pythagoras taught that all numbers are divine, that “all is number”. Back then numbers held specific moral and 
ethical characteristics: odd numbers were considered male and good, even numbers were viewed as female and evil. 
Four represented justice, and the number six represented marriage. Each numeral was associated with a god. Physics 
is a science based entirely in mathematics, a means of defining the physical world through numbers and equations. 
Numbers are the language of physics -- a language with divine origins. Thanks to Saint Augustine and Thomas 
Aquinas, Catholic belief is based largely on the teachings of Plato and Aristotle -- two men whose philosophies 
were inspired by Pythagoras. Just as numerals have a history of divinity, Catholic roots can be traced back to a 
mathematician. 

This is Hypatia of Alexandria. She’s the first female mathematician whose life is well-documented, and one of the 
last followers of Pythagoras. She received her education from her wealthy father, and later became a philosopher, 
astronomer, and mathematician. She taught at the Neoplatonist school of Alexandria, where she educated Christians 
and pagans alike. She was revered by both, and also held a lot of power among Alexandria’s political elite. In 415 
AD she was beaten to death by a group of Christians, not for her pagan beliefs but for meddling in a political feud. 
She became a sort of icon of Neoplatonism, and a symbol for opposition to Catholicism. The Greek mathematical 
era began with the birth of a man, and ended with the death of a woman.

The idea that the discoveries of physics are at odds with religion is super pervasive, when in reality the ideas 
discovered by physics often bolster the Catholic agenda. I don’t have time for a lot of detail, but I’ll give a couple 
examples. We usually think that the church opposed Galileo for proposing a heliocentric universe, when in reality the 
pope put Galileo on trial for his lack of evidence. Heliocentrism wasn’t actually proven in Galileo’s lifetime. When 
real evidence arose, the Catholic church actually adapted to the idea that the earth revolves around the sun. While 
they lost the concept of heaven as a ring around the earth, they gained the idea that we all orbit the divine light. 

Mechanism is the belief that the universe is a machine functioning under certain unchangeable rules. Both physics 

The lecture is called “Sprinting Laps Around the Field of Gender: An Elegy to Borders Group, Inc.”
New developments have gently pushed me to forget what it was like, but I can still squint past some 
overwritten memories— there was carpet smell, and dimmer lighting, and Seattle’s Best Coffee, which served 
an incredibly mediocre cheesecake with raspberry sauce. And we would cross the Evanston/Skokie line to get 
to the one in Old Orchard, watching houses flatten out and synagogues emerge.
Mostly, though, I don’t remember it because it was largely unremarkable— a slightly more diffuse, less focused 
Barnes and Noble. By the time Borders officially closed all of its locations in 2011, it was not a household 
name, just a strangely cavernous bookstore devoid of any discernible features. 

The ballad of Borders goes like this: it was an American enterprise caught in limbo, with no corporate identity or 
particular strength. It did not have a claim to romantic, old-fashioned tradition— it was founded in 1971, almost 
100 years after its competitor, Barnes and Noble, nor did it have the dedication to reinvention and growth 
that would allow it to adapt to the rapid media landscape of the 21st century. Borders became increasingly 
disoriented, panicking as it made all the wrong choices. While Barnes and Noble cunningly crafted the Nook 
to absorb the blow of cheap e-books hitting the market, Borders could not stop the bleeding. So it just kind of 
was, suspended, kind of aimlessly hanging out while every other business decided what it wanted to be.

Borders felt like the underdog, as much as a corporation can be an underdog, so I think out of unconscious 
liberal sympathy my parents would take me there. Subsequently a lot very early childhood memories— 
probably my first meaningful experiences with the promise of books– were overseen by the soft incandescent 
glow and light-wash slatted shelves of Borders. I entered middle school at the same time Borders disappeared, 
so to me, Borders exists only in a world of naive, unself-conscious bliss. 

I have empathy for Borders. I too made a lot of decisions in the 2000s that in retrospect are troubling, and I 
certainly didn’t have my identity worked out. I wasn’t able to find a functioning and productive identity for myself 
until 4 years after Borders shut down, in 2015, when I pledged myself to womanhood.

Andrea Long Chu in writes in “On Liking Women,” that “transition expresses not the truth of an identity but 
the force of a desire. This would require understanding transness as a matter not of who one is, but of what 
one wants.” For young, confused trans poeple, the patriarchal concept of woman—all of its political, social, 
sexual, spiritual, material, implications— is forbidden fruit, some other, a camp counselor that we either want 

gceapaimid teorainneacha nach bhfuil le feiceáil?

Is minic go mbíonn teorainneacha dofheicthe. Tá taithí agam ar go leor teorainneacha éagsúla i rith mo shaol, 
ach ní raibh an chuid is mó díobh fisiceach. Is as tír atá sainithe ag teorainn dom, tír a thrasnaigh mé arís agus 
arís eile gan smaoineamh ná éifeacht orm féin ach tá sí ann a chuireann stair mo thíre dúchais i mbaol agus 
a chuireann todhchaí na tíre i mbaol. Tá go leor teorainneacha dofheicthe níos lú ar fud mo thíre dúchais, 
cuid acu fisiceach fiú i mballaí ag scaradh comharsanachtaí iomlána, cuid acu dofheicthe ach beo i bhfeasacht 
mhuintir na háite. Faoiseamh domsa agus mé ag fás aníos i ndiaidh an chogaidh is ea a bheith níos lú ar an 
eolas faoi na teorainneacha seo a rinne córagrafaíocht bhagrach ar ghluaiseachtaí na nglún a bhí ag fás aníos 
sa tír seo le linn an chogaidh. Thosaigh an teorainn an cogadh seo. Cé mhéad cogadh a tosaíodh mar gheall ar 
theorainneacha?

Má bhíonn teorainneacha dofheicthe go minic ansin conas is féidir linn iad a cheapadh níos fearr? Agus muid 
ag smaoineamh ar an gcaoi a ndéanaimid teagmháil leo nó iad a fhágáil? Agus tú ag smaoineamh ar a bhfuil 
siad ag scaradh? Agus tú ag iarraidh a thuiscint cén fáth go bhfuil siad ann sa chéad áit? Le cúpla bliain anuas 
tá dian-ghrinnscrúdú déanta ar an teorainn i mo thír féin, agus bhí sí mar chroílár a lán díospóireachtaí. Ní 
raibh mé in ann spéis a fháil cuid mhaith de na díospóireachtaí seo a leanúint toisc go bhfuil todhchaí na 
teorann fós neamhchinnte, fanfaidh mé go dtí go mbeidh sí níos cinnte agus tá súil agam nach ndéanfaidh sé 
difear ró-mhór do mo shaol. Ar ndóigh tá creidimh pholaitiúla agam maidir leis an teorainn seo a bheith ann, 
ach nuair a bhaineann sí lena corp tá a fhios agam den chuid is mó mar a dúirt mé cheana, á thrasnú go saor 
nuair is maith liom. Is deis iontach é gan an tsaoirse seo a bheith agat ach ceann a cuireadh i láthair le cúpla 
bliain anuas. Déantar cur síos ar na féidearthachtaí maidir le todhchaí na teorann seo sna haidiachtaí ‘crua’ 
agus ‘bog’ amhail is go rachfar i dteagmháil léi.
D’fhág mé mo thír dhúchais tamall maith ó shin. Bhí mé i mo chónaí i dtír eile scartha le teorainneacha arís, 
ach fós tír ‘amháin’ ag an am céanna. Leagan eile de theorainneacha cruthaithe coilíneacha atá cosúil go fóill 
ag an am céanna difriúil le mo thír dhúchais. Thrasnaigh mé an ceann seo go minic, gan an dara smaoineamh 
mar bhí sé níos conspóidí ná an teorainn roimhe sin ar labhair mé léi. Ba mhaith liom é a thrasnú ar an traein 
de ghnáth.
Anois is arís tá mé i mo chónaí i dtír eile fós ina dtrasnaím an teorainn go héasca. Trasnaím an ceann seo in 
eitleán. Chuir imeachtaí polaitiúla le déanaí bagairt ar an éascaíocht seo a thrasnú ach mar gheall ar mo cheart 
chun dé-náisiúntacht ní bheidh tionchar ag na himeachtaí seo orm. Chuir na himeachtaí seo a gcéad taithí i 



Peep-oh, Peach blow, Pandora, Pompadour 
Pale leaf, Pink sweet, Persephone, Near our ivo 
Peep peep-oh, Bit animal, Peep peep 
He didn't deal, little rito, Peep peep-oh


היכולת לדבר בשפה שלא קיימת נקראת גלוסולליה, שימוש שניתן למצוא 

בטקסים דתיים קדומיים. סוג של תכונה שיוחסה ליכולת יוצאת דופן שניתנה על 


ידי כוח עליון. 

בהיסטוריה  של המוזיקה ניתן בצורה ברורה לראות את השימוש במוזיקאת הג׳ז 

שם שירת הסקאט נוצרה בכדי לאפשר לזמרת לשיר באמפרוויצזיה בשפה חסרת 


משמעות.

אצל פריזר נדמה שהשימוש בשפה שאיננה קיימת מגיעה ממקום בו הרגשות 

חורגים מגובולות מסומנים, ושהם מורכבים ומעבר ליכולתה של פרייזר ללכוד 


אותם בשפה מוסכמת וקנון התבטאות מוחלט מראש. 

היציאה למערך מופשט מביא שחרור לקול האנושי, שכמו נכנס למערך 


אינסטרומינטלי רחב ומתפשט, ממלא את השירים דרך רגש ולא משמעות.

ב1989 מערכת היחסים המורכבת של שלושת משתתפי הלהקה מתדרדרת, 


ומערכת היחסים הזוגית של פרייזר וגטורי מתחילה להיפרם. 

 four בשנת 1993 הזוג נפרד. באותה שנה יוצאת ללהקה אלבומם השביעי

calnder cafe. אלבום בו פרייזר משנה את גישתה ומתחילה להשתמש במילים 

בכתיבת השירים. המלל של השירים באלבום מתיחס באופן מפתיעה בצורה 


ישירה למערכת היחסים שלה עם גוטרי ולמקומה בלהקה.
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Fivey: 	 Wwwwow, look at that playground it looks like so much fun.
Teny:  	 Yeah, it does.
Fivey: 	 I’m gonna play on it . 

Hand moves small tennis ball onto wooden pieces up and down.

		  Hip hip hip hiiipppp...

Teny:		 What’s wrong fivey?
Fivey: 	 I can’t reach on top of the tower.
Teny:		 Oh no, let me help.
	
Big tennis ball moves close to wooden objects and small tennis ball.

           Dum dum dum

Smaller tennis ball is lifted onto big tennis ball but rolls away...

Fivey:	 Hip hip-- woahhhhh…. I fell.
Teny:		 Let’s try again,	
		  Dum dum dum

Smaller tennis ball is lifted onto big tennis ball and then onto wooden block.

Fivey:  	 Hipppppooopaa!
Teny:		 Wow wow fivey you are on top of the tower.
Fivey: 	 Yeah, yeah I am! This is amazing! Thank you for helping me.

Hands play Glockenspiel and then holds fake white iris over box.

Teny:		 What’s that in the sky?
Fivey:	 It looks like a beautiful flower.
Teny:		 Yeah, it does look like a beautiful flower.
Fivey:	 I feel so amazing looking at that beautiful flower!

Hand puts small black disc on top of smaller tennis ball.

Fivey:	 Woah, look, I’ve got a halo.
Teny:		 What do you mean?
Fivey:	 Looking at the beautiful flower made me feel so amazing that I became 		
		  an angel.
Teny: 	 Wow, really?
Fivey:	 Yeah!
	
Hands play single note on Glockenspiel.

Teny: 	 Well, why am not an angel?
Fivey: 	 I don’t know maybe you just didn’t think the flower was beautiful like 		
		  I did.
Teny: 	 No, no, I did think it was beautiful.
Fivey: 	 Well, well maybe I can make you an angel then.
Teny:		 No, no you can’t do that
Fivey: 	 Yeah, I can just, watch… hoop huppa huppe!  
	
Hand moves the smaller tennis ball away from and towards the larger tennis ball. 
Hand brings big yellow disc down as larger tennis ball’s halo.

Teny: 	 Wow look at that, you were right, you were right Fivey, I’ve become an 	

and the Catholic church benefit from this method of thought. When we think of the universe this way, physicists can 
treat their discoveries as objective truths -- the universe becomes subject to infinite rules and infinite measurement. 
Under mechanism, the church teaches that everyone is a gear in a machine. We must accept our God-given places 
without question. Belief in mechanism upholds both scientific and religious hierarchies, two systems that have been 
codependent since their beginnings. 

Knowledge of both physics and Catholic doctrine are spread through institutional learning. Until the seventh century 
it was common for men and women to live in monasteries together, but once religious schools developed this 
changed. Religious schools were meant to prepare men for life as religious leaders, but since women can’t be religious 
leaders they were not schooled. Women who achieved creative success beyond institutions had to attribute that 
success to divine power. Hrotsvitha of Gandersheim and Hildegard of Bingen were both incredible writers, but both 
had to attribute their creative skills to the will of God. In order to be taken seriously as female writers, they had to 
give up their own creative agency. 

In the 13th century the first European universities were opened, and their structures were based on monastic 
traditions. Exactly like religious schools, women were not allowed in these universities. These schools focused largely 
on reviving Greek traditions, and this is where men began synthesizing Christianity, Plato, Aristotle, and Pythagoras 
into one sort of solidified web. These early universities made students and academics swear vows of celibacy as well, 
which disenfranchised women from indirect access to education. It was suddenly a lot harder for women to marry 
academic men that could educate them privately. The lives of scientific men began looking more and more like the 
lives of priests. 

Regardless of their lack of formal education, women are responsible for a lot of the labor behind breakthroughs 
in physics. Female physicists were tolerated when they stayed home, assisting male relatives with the meticulous, 
routine work necessary to scientific research. Women are also at the forefront of making these scientific texts more 
accessible to non-experts. Sophia Brahe assisted her brother Tycho Brahe with most of his research, even though 
he discouraged her from learning. While Tycho did the theorizing, Sophia made most of the measurements he used 
in his data and calculations. Maria Cunitz dedicated her time to simplifying Kepler’s work to make it accessible 
to a wider audience, and published new planetary tables to go with it. Elisabetha Hevelius published the largest 
star catalogue to date, and Maria Eimmart assisted her father by providing over 250 drawings of the moon. Maria 
Winkelmann discovered a new comet with her husband, and when he died she was denied his university chair despite 
her equal contribution to his scientific research. She spent the rest of her life as an unpaid assistant to other male 
scientists. Emilie du Chatelet created the only French translation of Newton’s Principia, adding her own commentary 
to the book to make it more easily understood. Mary Sommerville’s translation of Laplace’s book on celestial 
mechanics became a standard text at Cambridge, although Mary herself was denied admission.

This list is, of course, wildly incomplete, but it’s necessary to make the labor of these women visible whenever we 
can. 

to be with or want to be. Chu suggests that that yearning is more inter-tangled than we think, and its reward 
is appropriately complicated— but essentially, the extent to which you achieve womanhood could be a matter 
of how goal-oriented you are, or the clarity of your purpose. It’s a radical and somewhat alarming concept, 
but it speaks to the experience of being in middle school, unable to even grasp at straws of purpose, dumbly 
awestruck and clueless as to how you might navigate the landscape of gender. 

That landscape is deceptive. In the years Borders was still open, my pre-adolescent years, I was largely 
oblivious to its geography— in elementary school I was moving very freely around this field, unaware it was 
divided in half.

This obliviousness granted me a level of confidence in my desires and fascinations. When I was 3, I would 
watch Singing in the Rain probably every day. Singing in the Rain is an insane movie and it lends itself 
especially well to young kids: it’s overstuffed with slapstick comedy and Hollywood caricatures. There are a 
lot concentric frames in this movie, and all of them show– it features the canned lighting and unsynced sound 
of 1950s Hollywood productions, but it’s also supposedly set in the 1920s, which it loosely adheres to; nested 
within all of this is that it’s about the production of a the first “talkie,” the first major musical film. So to watch 
Singing in the Rain is to watch an outrageous composite of multiple layers of performance, some of them 
deliberate and some of them a byproduct of its time, some of them comforting and some of them disconcerting.

Like any “golden age” American film, Singing in the Rain presents the rigorous gender roles that became the 
foundation of gay campiness. Gender governs almost all of the action, and because of this, it’s the perfect 
trans films: there’s so much rigidity Singing in the Rain that it becomes trans again, drawing acute attention to 
the performance of gender.  Notably, there is an extended dream sequence in which Gene Kelly is led through 
different technicolored tableaus of flamboyant, avant-garde models who pose as if in a museum display. As far 
as I’m concerned this is the birth of Camp. It offers: this is set given set of parameters, and instead of trying to 
circumvent them, lean into them so devoutly that the absurdity of those parameters becomes undeniable.
This would definitely explain this 2003 Asher White Halloween costume, where I was, in fact, Gene Kelly. 

Is my childhood embrace of Broadway masculinity at odds with the narrative of my gender identity? Of course 
not. Neither is my adoption of a Euro-chic peacoat in middle school. Both were essential turns in a gender 
process-of-elimination. These are the convoluted choices one makes before they have figured the most 
rewarding and fulfilling way to exist. 

Articles about the fall of Border’s empire are often remarkably spiteful. One spits, “Borders had long lost its 
competitive edge on many fronts, from corporate strategy to coffee. It died by a thousand—OK, maybe just four 
or five—self-inflicted paper cuts.“ Its downfall is also frequently attributed to its delirious investment in CDs, a 
questionable move as iPods and streaming services became widely popular.

Of course, it’s all true. In its inability to commit to a guiding principle, or decide what it wanted to be, Borders 
could not find a path to self-actualizaton. It remained undeveloped, not ready for a world that demanded either 
the comfort of home-made nostalgia or the thrill of cutting-edge futurity. Now, it is confined to our memories of 
it, however unfaithful, romantic or dull those may be. The frequency with which I watched Singing in the Rain 
embedded it into the back of my consciousness to an extent that it colors over real childhood experiences, now 
cast in its surreal and theatrical glow. The visions of well-worn, Middle American nostalgia— woodchips and 
outdoor metal benches, forgettable bookstores searching for a purpose— these are hazy relics of a time before 
I was encouraged to write manifestos for who I wanted to be. By the time I had entered high school, I had 
developed aspirations, ethics, aesthetics that resonated with me, and the process of becoming a woman was a 
process of aligning myself with those. I realized the field had 2 sides, and realized I was standing in the wrong 
section of the field— there was no “transformation,” and there won’t be— I just moved. 

láthair roinnt daoine i mo thír dhúchais ar an bhféidearthacht nach gceadófaí dóibh teorainn a thrasnú nó go 
mbeadh sé deacair orthu teorainn a thrasnú. Is pribhléid é an cumas trasnú gan stró a mbímid cleachtaithe leis 
agus a ghlacaimid go deonach. Buille faoi thuairim mé is lú a bhfuil cúram ort faoi na línte a thrasnaíonn tú an 
t-ádh atá ort.
Shíl mé i gcónaí gur aireagán chomh uafásach iad teorainneacha. Is maith liom a shamhlú cad a tharlódh mura 
bhfaighimis réidh leis na teorainneacha uile? Ní shamhlaím i bhfad níos faide ná sin, is cosúil gur smaoineamh 
chomh dodhéanta é. Tá mo shaol caite agam ag súil le díothú na teorann ar labhair mé léi ag tús na léachta 
seo. D’ordaigh an teorainn seo gur féidir liom dhá náisiúntacht dhifriúla a roghnú ach anois is dóigh liom 
nach féidir liom baint dáiríre le ceachtar acu. Tá mé scartha ó thír amháin ag aigéan, scartha ón tír eile ní ag 
teorainn fhisiciúil ach ceann meabhrach. Anois agus an oiread sin teorainneacha glactha agam, ní féidir liom 
mo theanga féin a labhairt níos mó.




—-השמעת מקטע מהשיר—-


evangline שמענו כעת מקטע מתוך


מילות השיר הן:

Sorrow - for letting someone else 
Define you know who you are at every age 
What impression am I making? 
I see me as other people see me

There is no going back 
I can't stop feeling now 
I am not the same, I'm growing up again (x2) 
There's no going back, I can't stop feeling now


I had to fantasize 
I was a princess, mum and dad were queen and king 
I ought to have what feeling? 
I see me as other people see me


There is no going back, I can't stop feeling now 
I am not the same, I'm growing up again (x2) 
There's no going back, I can't stop feeling now 
Feeling now


There is no going back, I can't stop feeling now 
I am not the same, I'm growing up again (x2) 
There's no going back, I can't stop feeling now 
I had to fantasize


Just to survive 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		  angel as well
Fivey: 	 Isn’t that amazing.
Teny: 	 Yaah, it is amazing.
Fivey: 	 Wow, we are such beautiful angels.
Teny: 	 Yeah we are both the same, the same as we were before but with halos.
Fivey:  	 No, no, no, we used to be tennis balls, now we’re angels, it’s 			 
		  different.
Teny: 	 Oh, oh okay.
Fivey: 	 Yeah it’s really different--I’ll never be a tennis ball again!
Teny: 	 Oh alright, I didn’t mind being a tennis ball, but, uh, I think being 		
		  an angel does suit me well.
Fivey:  	 Well, well, yeah but it suits me well too.
Teny: 	 Well, it’s not like it’s a competition.
Fivey: 	 Oh yeah, of course, of course, ‘cause we’re best friends and we’re 		
		  just both angels together.
Teny: 	 Yeah just together we are both angels, no need to know who is the 		
		  better angel.
Fivey: 	 Yeah, yeah, yeah, I became an angel and then I made you an angel.
Teny: 	 Well it doesn’t matter that you made me an angel because I am one now.
Fivey: 	 Well, I won’t forget about it but you can forget about it if you want.
Teny: 	 Okay okay…

		  Hands play glockenspiel stacco, aggressively hitting with the mallet.

Teny:		 What do you think angels do, now that we are angels of course we’ve 		
		  got to do angel stuff.
Fivey:	 Well yeah, of course, like uh like uh the things that angels do that 		
		  we both know about.
Teny:		 Yeah, yeah, of course, all those things we both know about that angels 	
		  do.
Fivey:	 Yeah let’s do those things like  uh, like uh... g.. G… g..
Teny:		 G… g… g..
Fivey:	 ...giving.. giving gifts!
Teny:		 Well, yeah of  course that’s what I was going to say. 
Fivey: 	 Yeah, yeah that’s what I said. Okay, let’s givesome gifts.

Hand introduces a pink ribbon into the box. 

		  Here, look I got you a ribbon.
Teny:		 Oh wow, thank you, I love this ribbon. It really--it really makes me 		
		  feel really important.
Fivey:	 Oh yeah, I’m glad you like it. Well what about for me?
Teny:		 Oh of course, uh, I got you this star.

Hand introduces a glow-in-the-dark star into box.

Fivey:	 Oh wow thank you. I love this star. I feel so so important also. The 		
		  same amount of important  as you do, I’m sure
Teny:		 Yeah, of course, that would be what you feel.

Hands play glockenspiel.

Teny:		 Well, uh, wow, I have so much plaque in my teeth.
Fivey:	 Wh..what?
Teny:		 I have a lot of plaque in my teeth.
Fivey:	 Oh, okay, uh, why are you telling me?
Teny:		 It’s just really getting on my nerves.
Fivey:	 Okay, yeah, maybe brush your teeth or something?



I was a famous artist everybody took me seriously 
Even those who did 
Never understood me 
I had to fantasize just to survive


על ידי הכנסת שפה מוסכמת אל תוך המערך השירי פרייזר נותנת לשירים 

משמעות, מערך המנתק את השירה משאר צלילי השיר ומכניס אותה אל תוך 


מבנה הנשען על משמעות מילולית. 

מהלך בו פרייזר משרטטת גבול בינה לבין חברי הלהקה, בין קולה לסאונד 

ונגינתו של גוטרי. כמו במשמעות מילות השיר פרייזר דורשת עצמאות והגדרה 


עצמית אוטונומית לקיומה.

הקוקטו טווינס מוציאים אלבום נוסף ב-milk and honey ,1996, גם הוא נשען 


על מערך מילולי לשירים. ב-1997 הלהקה מתפרקת.

בתחילת דרכם ההיפרדות של פרייזר ממערך מוסכם ומילולי ייצר הטמעות 

מופשטת בצלילי הלהקה, הלהקה הפכה גוף אחד אמורפי, גוף שכל איבריו נעים 


יחדיו בתנועה אחת . 

הכנסת משמעות מילולית ביצירתם המאוחרת יצר כמו שבר בגוף זה, היפרדות 

ותחימת, איבר ממשנהו. התפרקות המערכת ומיסוסה אל תוך גובלות שמחוצה 


לה.
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Teny:		 Oh, that’s a great idea that will get the plaque out of my teeth.

Hand brings in a blue tooth brush and scrubs the larger tennis ball. 

Brush brush brush brush brush.

Fivey:	 Well, now that you mention it I think I might have plaque in my teeth 		
		  too.
Teny:		 Well, yeah but this toothbrush is too big for you.
Fivey:	 Oh, really, well maybe turn it around or something.
Teny:		 What do you mean?
Fivey:	 Just try turning it around
Teny:		 Okay.. oh! wow.
Fivey: 	 Yeah, thought so, it’s one of those double-sided toothbrushes where 		
		  the other side of the toothbrush is smaller. 	
		  Look. It’s like it’s made for us as friends together.
Teny: 	 Wow, that’s great. Lets brush our teeth together. 
Fivey: 	 Yeah, okay. 

Hand alternates scrubbing the two tennis balls with the smaller and larger ends 
of the toothbrush.

Fivey:	 Brush, brush, brush, brush.
Teny:		 Brush, brush, brush, brush
Fivey:	 Brush, brush, brush, brush
Teny:		 Brush, brush, brush, brush
		  Wow, my teeth are so clean
Fivey:	 Mine as well, wow!

Hands play glockenspiel.

Teny:		 Well, a lot happened, uh, we’ve played in the playground, and we’ve 	
		  brushed our teeth, and oh we were angels, we were so generous we gave 		
		  each other gifts.
Fivey:	 Yeah,  yeah it was great and you helped me up on top of that tower in 		
		  that playground. And we are still best friends…

Hands play glockenspiel

Fivey:	 Time to go to bed.
Teny:		 Yeah it is.
Fivey: 	 I’ll get in my sleeping bag. 

Hand puts small tennis ball in small bubble wrap pouch

Teny: 	 And I’ll get in my bed. 

Hand puts small block in corner and puts big tennis ball on it.

Teny:		 Wow I’m so cozy, goodnight.
Fivey:	 Yeah I’m so cozy too. Goodnight to  you as well Teny. 

Hands remove box and contents from frame
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Fielded:

No body gets you higher than your own/
I’ve been here for a while/
I’ve been here for too long/

And though the apple of my eye deceives me/
I stay here for a while/ ‘cause I can never leave/

I need something/I leave something/I keep something/ I know not what I do/ but stay tuned/
I need you/ I need you/

I try to keep it upright/ and I try to make it alright/

And oh/
lay down/ lay down/ what you thought you knew x3

No body gets you higher than your own/
I’ve been here for a while/
I’ve been here for too long/

And though the apple of my eye deceives me/
I stay here for a while/ ‘cause I can never leave/


