Bernadette Byrne was a precocious, demanding yet beautiful girl who would, from the tender age of 2 burst into song in front of large groups of people, no matter what the occasion – stranger’s funerals, Girl Guide award ceremonies – and whilst this was often inappropriate, her captivating voice (and her burgeoning ego) demanded an audience.  She bought a one-way ticket to Europe the day she graduated from high school, and left in the dead of night. Despite the long and frequent letters that Victor would send, Bernadette kept her whereabouts a mystery.  She would send postcards occasionally from Berlin, or Istanbul, or Amsterdam, saying only 'Life here is beautiful, and everybody loves me'.  Weeks and months passed. Bernadette had found herself singing in a Parisian night-club on the Boulevard Saint-Michel. She had many friends who were lovers, and lovers who were friends, willing to stand her a drink or two in return for a quick plink-plonk on her ukulele.

Victor Victoria was born with an accordion strapped to her chest and the songs of Brecht and Weill thrumming in her ears (her father’s odd choice for birthing music, and a very tough day for her mother). She grew up in a small country town, side-by-side with Bernadette, and found that from an early age she had the ability to tease music from all sorts of instruments: the piano, the violin, the musical saw and the Peruvian nose flute amongst others. A mysterious incident involving her music teacher, a Bruce Springsteen song and a percussive egg triggered some drastic physical changes in the teenaged Victoria’s appearance. Puberty can be a very traumatic stage – even more so when half of your body decides to become a man. Nonetheless, Victor Victoria learned to sew her own clothes (half-man, half-woman apparel is quite hard to find), consoled herself with books about Coney Island and travelling circuses, and when Bernadette ran off to Europe, she followed soon after.
Whilst studying the violin at the Conservatoire de Paris, the loneliness and bitter cold of a European winter left Victor Victoria affected with existential malaise. Leaving the Conservatoire, and living above an old tavern, Victor earned gin money by playing maudlin accordion chansons in the bar downstairs, until the night that Bernadette waltzed back into her life and their musical partnership resumed. 

As purveyors of contemporary cabaret, Bernadette and Victor have travelled Europe, Australia and the UK, and are currently living together in a bedsit in the East End of London.
