TIME

March 21, 2005
Vol. 165, No. 12

“Z7°7] Y COCOROSIE

% |14 maISON DE
‘¥ |MON REVE
ufor | SIERRA AND BIANCA
Casady, the half-Cherokee

sisters who call themselves
CocoRosie, have U.S.
passports but wrote their
debut in their creaky Paris
apartment and, by the sound
of things, recorded it on Mars.
Nothing on this album feels
normal, from the coffee
grinders and sirens buried
deep in the mix to the sisters’

spooky voices, which show an
infatuation with Billie Holiday
in her late, coming-apart phase.

Like all Americans in Paris,
they’re a bit mannered, but the
songs work, particularly By Your
Side (“I'll wear your black eyes/
Bake you apple pies”), a clatter-
ing ballad about the dark side
FO REI G N of devotion. —By Josh Tyrangiel

These women
span the globe—
but they don’t
need subtitles
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CocoRosie:

MUSIC

COROSIE

Like a rainy afternoon’s absinthe-soaked arts
and crafts project, or a strange diorama of
lace-embroidered polaroid snapshots —
CocoRosie feels delicate, splintery. Bluesy
meandering vocals, more murmured than
sung, are cut and
rhythms that wouldn't sound out of place on
a Victrola. Like the echo of something that
almost happened, like a dream fading upon
waking, this music could be, depending on
your susceptibility, haunting.

CocoRosie are sisters Sierra and Bianca
Casady, who had grown used to not saying
much to each other, that is to say, used to
being apart. Sierra was living in Paris, a clas-
sical musician at a prestigious conservatory.

re-sewn together in

Bianca was pursuing parallel creativities in

New York. A line of whimsical and slightly
fetishist lingerie, initially peddled on the
street, had drawn success, and success grew
tiresome. Despite the agreement of silence,
crash rights were family policy. Bianca head-
ed for Paris. The reunion waiting for her was
retrospect, “We
dissolved into one another,” says Bianca, “let
the past wash away into something new. The
album is a photo album of that.”

Bianca, the talkative one, handles the inter-
view, while Sierra, described by her sister as
“mysterious and aloof"”, prefers to kibitz just
outside earshot. Bianca brought home a four-
track recorder one day, by accident, sort of,
and the two went immediately to work, Their
scant equipment forced them to be innova-

a surprise; in intuition.
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tive. As contrary as sisters could be, contra-
diction became literary device, depth inside
of insouciance, an examination of hypocrisy
played out in American religion, played out
in irony. “Contradictions in Christianity
fascinate me,” says Sierra. “It's such a huge
part of our culture. | swallowed so much of
it in the last few years.” (Pause.) Sierra
is talking. Bianca “I'm being
told they are songs, which |
didn’t realize ...rejection of love...universal
tragedy...basic human response to love and
desperation ...being devoted to someone
who mistreats you.”

In lieu of a thematic consensus, let's cele-
brate contradiction. Rarely has it produced
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such lovely results.
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