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PART TWELVE:

January 1990


   


  Spanish Fly


When I left Australia, I knew I was going to Virginia. I didn't know I was also going to Spain. But, well.


  I didn't go to Spain looking for love. I didn't go there looking for fame, either. I'd spent the better part of the previous three years of my life chasing after both of those things, with mixed results. Maybe it was time to look for something else? So here's what happened with me and Orlando and flamenco and my quest for something I can't really put into words... but I'm not going to let that stop me from telling this story.


  When I decided to go to Spain, I'd just been on tour, with all the highs and lows that come with playing rock and roll in front of thousands of people. I'd dropped acid for the first time in Australia, on New Year's Eve, and it Roto-Rootered my 22-year-old brain. During the trip I decided that the vibrating string was the central principle of the universe. After the trip I decided I still agreed with that thought. 

Another thing to consider: at that point, my guitar had taken me to three separate continents in very short order. A fourth seemed almost logical. Maybe going to Japan and Australia had made the whole world seems smaller than it really is. Or maybe it really is that small. And part of me was thinking, hey, maybe Ziggy was onto something. Maybe once he jetted off far parts unknown, it was a given that at some point, so would I.


  Plus, I didn't want to go back home because of my broken heart. Plain and simple. It hurt more there. I don't know why, it just did.


  So all that is why it made perfect sense for me to go to Spain.


  Okay. I can tell that I still haven't adequately explained why. So let's back up a little. You might remember that when I left Australia, a lot of things in my career were up in the air, but I'd lucked into a slot in a Guitar Craft seminar with Robert Fripp. Fripp taught these six-day courses every so often at a sort of run-down mansion in Virginia, and I was keen to try it.


  Guitar Craft is hard to explain. Some people describe it as kind of like yoga with guitar. Think about yoga as related to dance: yoga is an art form unto itself, but if you're a dancer, you don't go on the stage and perform Downward-Facing Dog or whatever. You practice yoga so that whatever your own dance form is, you can perform better. The way yoga changes and improves how some people relate to their bodies, Guitar Craft changes how you relate to your guitar.


  The first night, I arrived at the mansion completely jet lagged from having just flown most of the way around the world. This was a few days after the acid trip, and I think I was still sort of susceptible to falling into a hallucinatory state. Or maybe it was lack of sleep. I was shown to a room where I put down my guitar and my bag, but I was apparently the last one to arrive so I was ushered directly from there to the main room, where the introductory session was to be.


  Many of the others had been there all afternoon and had already been talking to each other. I was the only one who took a seat in that circle of chairs who hadn't yet met anyone but the guy who had picked me up at the train station and shown me to my room.


  An interesting moment occurred when Robert Fripp walked into the room for the first time. Everyone's heads turned like a follow spot had come on the second he appeared in the doorway. And everyone's eyes stayed fixed on him as he crossed the room and took a seat and began talking without fanfare.


  He reminded us that we were to keep our hands off our guitars until tomorrow's first session. He probably said a few things about philosophy. I'm not really sure. I was either too zoned out to absorb what he was saying, or else it was absorbing directly into my bloodstream before I could process it.


  Then began a round of introductions where we went around and told our names, which I floated through. In other words, I didn't absorb anyone's name, and when it was my turn all I said was, "My name's Daron. I'm from Boston. I've been playing guitar professionally since I was a teenager."


  One of the other guys was clearly confused that I didn't sound the way he expected. "Wait. Aren't you the one who came from Australia, though?"


  "Had a gig." I shrugged, and the next guy introduced himself.


  I'm sure Orlando introduced himself. He must have. Everyone did. But I don't remember it.


  What I do remember is that night, after I finally went to the room I had been assigned and collapsed on the bed, I was so overtired I couldn't sleep, and I lay there thinking about what I had said. My introduction wasn't calculated, but I realized it might have been the first time I introduced myself as from Boston instead of New Jersey, and it might have been the first time I thought of being a teenager as long enough in the past to be notable.


  There's nothing I can really tell you about the actual sessions without it being about as boring as describing a yoga class. We had re-tuned all our guitars to even fifths... if you don't know what that means, don't worry about it. Blah blah music theory blah blah.


  Most of the sessions involved us sitting in a circle with our guitars, but on the first full day we did something I didn't expect. They had us work with a movement coach, who analyzed our postures and tried to correct them. I was a bit surprised to find my posture was generally considered good. For one thing, I didn't slouch. "I'm too short to slouch," I joked, but it was true. For another, all that classical guitar practice in my formative years had properly trained me for the right ergonomics when it came to playing while sitting down. The guys who had only played rock and roll or who were self-taught all had problems with their posture: bent wrists, bowed heads, pigeon toes, you name it. The idea was that if we were positioned properly, then music, energy, creativity, et cetera would flow better. Kinda hard to argue with.


  I'd fallen into practicing classical style a few months before, working on getting those chops back even though at the time I didn't have a reason to. Now I had a reason. Funny how things work out.


  I sleepwalked through the first three or four days. I didn't think jet lag or acid flashbacks could be the only reason for it. I think I kind of hypnotized myself into a state where I was just a sponge, soaking it all in, but in a really passive way. Then I started to wake up a little, as facility with the tuning began to sink in and as ideas for ways to use Guitar Craft in songs or performances started to pop up in my head. I resisted writing anything down. I tried to hold myself in that space of creativity where all possibilities are equally open.


  Basically, I went. I did the practice. I had my understanding expanded of what one could do with a vibrating string.


  Or did I? I had arrived there pretty much convinced that the vibrating string was the binding principle of the universe, remember. At the seminar, I was caught in a bubble with two dozen other people who happened to believe it, too. Good.


  The result was that six days later I was back in the real world, my posture refined, my fingers lithe, my ears open... and the real world was still the real world, and full of aggravations like, well, the usual bullshit at airports when flights are delayed. My housemate, my best friend, my sometime lover, my sister, and my manager were all waiting for me in Boston. (That's five different people, by the way—don't want you getting the wrong idea.) It was January. There was snow. There was no telling when, or if, my flight would take off.


  When was the last time I was home, anyway? I wondered. I mean, for more than a week? Between the warm-up tour in the spring and the US tour in the summer, that was when. Then had come the tour, and then the trip to Mexico, and then the side track to living in Los Angeles, and then the tour of Japan and Australia, and then six days in Virginia.


  I was sitting in a coffee shop in the airport with my guitar against the wall thinking this over when another guy carrying a guitar case came in. I recognized him from Guitar Craft but couldn't remember his name. He was a little taller than I was, with straight black hair chopped off right at his shoulders and a hint of a black goatee and mustache.


  I saw him scanning the seats, no doubt trying to figure out where he could sit where his guitar would be safe. I waved him over. There was room for another guitar on top of mine where I had wedged it between my seat and the wall.


  He leaned on the back of the chair opposite me with both hands and gave me a very intense look.


  "Put it here," I said, gesturing to the guitar. "It'll be safe. It's fine."


  He nodded, handed me the case, and I settled it atop mine in a kind of nose-to-tail arrangement. Mine was a road-worthy clamshell that could survive a nuclear attack. His was a more modest fake-alligator-pattern case that was probably mostly cardboard and probably had fake fur inside, if it was anything like the one I used to have for my old Yamaha classical guitar, my "school" guitar.


  "Orlando," he said, and held out his hand to shake mine.


  I figured he didn't mean the city in Florida. "Daron," I said.


  He made an attempt at saying my name, and it came out sort of like "Deern?" I didn't try correcting him. At the time it didn't occur to me that I'd be spending more than an hour at most in his company.


  Then he said, "You, here?"


  "I'll watch the guitars if you want to get some coffee," I said.


  "Café, sí," he said.


  That was my first tipoff he was Spanish. He took his leather jacket off and slid it over the back of the chair. Underneath he was skinnier than I was, rangy and whipcord. Not that I was a hunk of beefcake myself, you understand. I was still never going to be taller than five-foot-four, but I'd put on some weight while I'd been living in LA with a boyfriend (now ex-) who liked food better than sex. Some of what I'd put on was muscle.


  I pretended to read the newspaper while Orlando got a coffee and two muffins. He sat down with them, and we made eye contact and kind of stared at each other across the table while he picked one of the muffins apart with his fingers, eating it piece by piece. He didn't look away, so neither did I.


  He pushed the other muffin toward me and I clued in that it was for me. So that was the first time Orlando fed me.


  While I ate it—in the same manner as him, pulling it apart and eating the pieces—he watched me with an interest I would have said was sexual only because what else could it be? When else does someone stare at you like that? But as we made a few halting attempts at conversation, halted entirely by the lack of words we had in common, I decided it wasn't sexual at all. It was that I was the closest thing to a person he could talk to there.


  We did have some basic words. "Where?" he asked me.


  I pointed ahead of me, "Boston."


  "Ah, Boston. The Cars."


  "Yes, that's right, The Cars are from there."


  "Eliot Easton."


  "Yes!" I smiled. Only a total guitar geek would name Eliot Easton as the first member of The Cars they thought of. "How about you? Where are you headed?"


  He gave me a blank look.


  "Where?" I asked then, the way he had done.


  That time it sank in. He pointed like he was lobbing something over the table. "Sevilla."


  Something clicked at that moment. Something that had been trying to gel in my head for months—maybe years?—about the guitar, and the weird hybrid instrument it has become, with the classical tradition on one side (especially the Spanish tradition) and the folk/rock tradition on the other.


  One of the things that was driven home during my acid trip epiphany was that every culture has music, and every culture has rhythm and melody. We're born sensing the inherent difference between higher frequencies and lower frequencies. We call those "notes" in music, but ultimately it's a physical property of reality that we sense. It's physics. And rhythm? Every human has a sense of time moving forward. Cultures cut that time up different ways, but it's the same principle. Just like different cultures cut the frequencies up in different places, so they have different notes, different scales. It's still music.


  Having grasped this basic tenet of human existence, I wanted to explore that territory immediately. It's hard to describe what I mean by that, but I didn't mean sit alone in a studio recording things for myself. I wanted to throw myself into a situation where I could play within a structure but improvise at the same time. Like the blues, yeah, but because I'd just spent six days at a Guitar Craft seminar, it had kind of reset all my expectations and made me feel like I didn't want to settle right back into an old rut. I'd blown my mind on Indian classical music and Hare Krishna chanting and Sufi Qawwali singing, too. I'd been doing all this thinking about Indian music, about how their "classical" tradition still had a deeply ingrained improvisational aspect, how there was a way in which it was a highly different artistry from the rigid, rigid, rigid world of Western classical music, and yet no less rigorous or demanding.


  And I was wrapped up in this wish that I could do something like that... but with the guitar, which is my instrument.


  When Orlando said "Sevilla," though—which is Spanish for Seville, as in The Barber of—everything coalesced. "Flamenco," I said. I felt like my head was on fire, but in a good way.


  "Si, si, flamenco," he said and snapped his fingers. That was pretty much the limit of that whole conversation. His eyes were bright and he had a little smile in the corner of his mouth.


  Here's the thing. I didn't really know much about flamenco at all. Or Seville. In fact, most of what I knew about Seville I had learned from the Spanish language textbook we used in ninth grade. There was a whole section on the "Tunas," which were described as roving bands of college students who would play guitar for tips and food in Seville, a tradition that started in medieval times. On the page there was a line drawing of a guy who looked kind of like me playing a guitar in a short cape and floppy hat. In my wildest fantasies of that era—that is, the ones that didn't involve being jerked off in the gym shower by someone whose face I couldn't see—I imagined I could run off to Sevilla at any time.


  Anyway. What I knew about flamenco was only enough to realize, in that moment when it all seemed to come together, that flamenco is the place where the guitar takes on the role of the melodic instrument in Indian classical music, improvising while at the same time being forced into a rigorous structure.


  "Flamenco," I said again, like I was taking a taste of the word in my mouth, rolling it around like a fine wine.


  Orlando's smile widened.


  Now do you see why it made perfect sense for me to go to Spain?


  Pump Up the Jam


  Two more relevant things happened before we left. Maybe they're one thing, actually, though they happened a few hours apart.


  The first is that, to kill time while we were waiting around, we went to a gate that wasn't in use and we played together. My flight to Boston was still showing "delayed" by several hours, so we had nothing better to do. A little while later, my flight was cancelled entirely. I'll spare you the gory details, but add this up: massive blizzard in Boston plus a zillion frequent flyer miles plus Carynne being a kickass manager and making some phone calls equals a transatlantic coach ticket and a hotel voucher.


  When I tried to explain to Carynne over the pay phone that I needed to take a detour to try my hand at flamenco, she didn't try to talk me out of it. All she did was make me promise to find out the phone number at whatever hostel I ended up in so that if there were any emergencies she could call me.


  Anyway, Orlando and I clicked right away when we started to play together. No audience, no goal, just jamming and playing around and teaching each other things with notes and licks. I forgot we couldn't actually talk to each other for a while there.


  The other thing that happened, though. The other thing. Turns out Orlando was booked on the same flight to Seville that I would take if they could get me on. It also turned out that his plan had been to squat in the airport overnight. I took him with me to the hotel the airline had provided instead. There was a bed for each of us. We played again for a while when we got to the room... I wish I'd had a tape recorder, because playing it for you would beat describing it.


  He was good. And he was used to improvising. He was as fearless as I was when it came to trying stuff out musically. Maybe Guitar Craft had helped that, but I think that's just how he was. He was a lot more versed in flamenco than I was, but that only meant he could show me a lot, which gave me a lot to mess around with.


  At one point we had put down our guitars to get some sleep. The wake-up call was coming at four a.m. We still couldn't really talk to each other. But he took my hand to look at my nails. He held up his own hand, comparing them. All the way back in LA, I had started growing the nails on my right hand so that I could play without finger picks. I had a bottle of clear nail polish in my guitar case and had been putting on a coat every few days.


  Next thing I knew, Orlando was rubbing my hand up and down the stiffie in his jeans.


  "Are you gay?" I asked.


  "No," he said, which left me wondering if he had understood the question. He unzipped.


  I was perfectly willing to stroke him. I unzipped, too, and he seemed perfectly willing to reciprocate. Getting off with a stranger was an unexpected but not unwelcome end to a very odd day.


  It didn't take long to both get off. We're both good with our hands.


   


  Money's Too Tight to Mention


  So I ended up spending the entire next day in the airport because I didn't make that standby flight after all. They did book me on another flight late that night, though, for certain. I didn't complain. Orlando flew ahead and said he'd meet me on the other side. At least I hoped that was what he had said.


  Orlando and his girlfriend Carmina were there to meet me at the airport. She was Italian, supposedly, so she spoke about the same amount of English as Orlando did—i.e., almost none—and from what I could tell her Spanish was a little questionable, too. From Orlando's perspective, I think, she could have been speaking Martian and it wouldn't matter so long as she had that long dark hair, glowing with auburn highlights, and those long, long legs that made every dress she wore look too short. Maybe he had understood me when I'd asked if he was gay and he said no.


  They brought me to the apartment they were sharing with a guy and another couple and ceremoniously showed me the couch, which had visibly been cleared of clutter to make room for me, given how the rest of the place looked. Understand, the place wasn't dirty, but it was a jumble of books and cassette tapes and half-burned candles and you name it.


  My arrival was apparently a good excuse to open a bottle of red wine, and the other woman, whose name was Gabriela, washed out a glass for me. Her boyfriend's name was Rafi, which I think was short for Raphael, and the other guy was Vicente. They mostly drank out of mismatched coffee mugs, some of which were missing their handles, and their voices grew faster and more raucous as we drank, meaning I went from catching every fifth or sixth word to catching none. That was all right. I can't explain why, but I felt at home, even though Orlando had introduced me as "Dión." He simply couldn't say "Daron," not the way I say it anyway, with my "r" crushed up against the "n" as if the "o" had jumped out of the way of an oncoming Camaro on the New Jersey Turnpike.


  When the wine was done, Vicente went back to studying, and the two couples took me out to eat. The apartment was on the second and third floors of the building, while the entry door was at street level. The street was narrow, only fit for smaller vehicles. The building itself was three stories, stucco on the outside with bright yellow plaster molding around the windows and shiny black wrought iron bars across them. It was one of the shorter buildings in the area. The small street we were on ran to a larger street where the buildings were eight and ten stories high, and that one ran to a main drag that had apartment complexes that were twenty or thirty floors. We walked along that main street to a wide bridge over a small river. Off to the left there was what looked like one fat turret of a castle standing by itself.


  "Is that a castle?" I asked.


  Orlando said something, then Carmina said something, and I put two and two together to make out something that sounded partway familiar. "Oro! That's gold, right? Tower of Gold?" They were enthusiastically supportive of my interpretation of what they said. I never did find out why it was called the Tower of Gold, though.


  They led me into the old part of the city. When I say old, I mean some of the buildings were actually medieval. And yet still had taverns and restaurants in them, and I don't mean in some cheesy historical recreation way. They took me to a tapas bar and introduced me to a bartender. I tried to tell the bartender my name was "Daron" and he said "Dión," too.


  Food and wine flowed freely. Orlando and the rest must have been regulars at this place because many people dropped by the table to say hello. I was introduced as "an American" to some of them and as a guitar player to others. Those two words I heard over and over, Americano, guitarra.


  One older woman, her face set with heavy jowls, her hair dyed black and pulled straight back, spoke at some length to Orlando after cursorily meeting me. The woman glanced at me a few times, but I couldn't tell if this was because Orlando was saying something about me or because she really wasn't listening to what he was blathering on about and was more interested in looking at the new guy.


  That night I think we ate everything. Tapas can be sort of endless. The servings are small, and there are so many things you can have. Imagine a restaurant with an appetizer menu a hundred items long. It's about like that. I would end up eating a lot of meals in that place and in other tapas bars, and I swear every dish I later tried we had that night. It was an epic night. I lost count of the number of bottles of rioja we drank.


  The bartender didn't, though. He said something to Orlando when we were stumbling out. I found out what in the morning. At the time I was more concerned with getting home and taking care of my last order of business for the night: figuring out the phone number of the apartment. Gabriela wrote it down for me, and I called Carynne and left it on her machine and then curled up on my couch. Even the sound of Orlando and Carmina fucking enthusiastically wasn't enough to keep me from conking out. I slept quite contentedly until morning.


  Okay, by morning I mean the early afternoon, when we actually woke up. The couch was pretty comfortable. They had given me a pillow and a blanket and I'm not a tall person to begin with.


  Anyway, Orlando explained, as he washed his face in the kitchen sink a few yards from where I was struggling to sit up, that it would be a good idea today for him and me to go out and make enough to pay back what we'd eaten. I think he said something like this—"Good food, si? We need it. Pay."—followed by him miming playing a guitar. This was the point when I realized they really, really had no idea who I was. They also didn't know that tucked away in my guitar case was a credit card with a twenty grand limit. For emergencies.


  This didn't sound like an emergency. This sounded rather like business as usual. I got myself up. They had running water. I had my own towel in my bag because I hadn't been sure what there would be in Virginia. The place wasn't in any worse shape than the places Roger and I had lived as students.


  We got our guitars, tuned in the living room before we left, and hit the streets. We got strong coffee from a place that served right onto the street out of a window. It would have burned a hole through my stomach, but there was a kind of roll that went with it, like a sandwich roll, only softer, sweeter... and no sandwich inside. It was good.


  We went back into the old section of the city and scoped out the areas around the cathedral, where there were a lot of tourists. Orlando hurried me out of one courtyard and into an alley though, and I assumed he had seen a policeman.


  "Is busking legal here?" I asked. I mimed playing. "It's okay?"


  "It's okay," he assured me. Then he jerked his head back in the direction we had come. "Gypsies."


  "Wait, what?" I’d been told no one used that word anymore, but Orlando hadn’t gotten the memo. 



  He waved his hand in a gesture I was starting to realize meant I can't explain.


  We skirted around an old wall and then around another building that must have been as old as the cathedral. A young woman was walking there with a small bouquet of flowers in her hands, as if she had just picked the flowers herself. When she saw Orlando she frowned suddenly and barked something at him.


  We hurried along again then, but a man came out of a side alley and blocked our path. I immediately looked behind us. No one was there. Okay, good, if we had to run for it, we could, I thought.


  We didn't have to run. Orlando and the guy, who didn't look much older than we were, exchanged angry words, complete with some dramatic hand gestures, ending with Orlando muttering a few sullen things and then pressing past the guy. I followed, trying to mind my own business, though I was trying to guess what that could have been about. Was the woman we saw Orlando's ex-girlfriend and the guy her protective brother? Did he owe them money? I could only guess.


  I followed him through enough winding narrow streets that I would have had trouble backtracking alone. We ended up in a fairly large park, and he set me up in a spot by a fountain, with the clamshell case of the Ovation open to catch money.


  He threw a couple of coins into the empty case. You have to do that when you busk, you know. It's called "salting the basket." If you don't put some money in to start with, you won't get more. I don't even know who taught me that. Remo, probably. Except I never played on the street with him.


  Orlando went to find a different spot.


  I was hungover, jet lagged, and had no idea where I was, but that really didn't matter. This I understood. This I could do. Busking was something that came pretty much second nature, and two hours went by before I knew it.


  Orlando dragged himself back to me at that point, looking somewhat dejected. He brightened when he saw what I had in the case, though.


  "How much did you make?" I asked, racking my brain for the textbook-Spanish question words. Who, what, where, why... "Cuantos?"


  He showed me his meager take and then tossed it in with mine.


  "Really, that's all? Orlando, that's pathetic."


  He shrugged.


  "Look, go get a bottle of water. Agua. Get agua, then come back and I'll show you how to do it."


  He understood the agua part anyway, and took some of the money and went to the snack stand that I could see not too far away. While he was doing that, I picked up everything and moved us closer to the snack stand.


  He looked at me, puzzled.


  "It's a much better spot over here. Look. People will sit and listen to the music while they eat their ice cream, and here they have to get out their money anyway, so more change will fall to us. Also, you can hear the guitar better without the fountain right there."


  "Better here?" he asked.


  "Yes. Better here." If he hadn't understood what I said, he'd see for himself soon enough. I wondered how these things weren't obvious to him. "Plus, with both of us together we'll attract more of a crowd. Louder." He was giving me a blank look. I tried fewer words: "Louder is better."


  "Aha."


  Of course there was the problem that we didn't know that many things in common. From the bit we'd played in the airport and in the hotel, I knew we only had a little overlap. But that was all right. This is how you learn new things.


  We did a lot better in that spot. I was kind of surprised there wasn't someone there already, but I would later learn that there were so many places to play in this city that they weren't all full all the time. Also, the weather was in the mid-sixties, which some Sevillanos would consider too cold, so we were among the few out that day.


  Another factor was that a lot of them had gigs at night and didn't come out until sunset at the earliest. But I didn't know any of that yet.


  And we played so freely with each other. We passed things back and forth. It was the opposite of the way Remo and I played with each other. Remo and I knew each other well. Orlando and I didn't know each other at all, and everything was new and different, and yet it wasn't because it was still the guitar. More stuff I can't put into words. Me, Orlando, guitars, music. Sound, music.


  We played until it started to get dark, when the park emptied out and the snack stand closed. We had a much more respectable take by that point, and we sat and counted it on one of the stone benches.


  "Is it enough?"


  "Is enough," he said, folding the bills and putting them the interior pocket of his jacket and sweeping the coins into a bandana.


  He handed me the bandana and I tucked it into a pocket inside my guitar case.


  "You good," he said then.


  I looked up from the case, and he was giving me that open stare again, like he had when we'd first met in the coffee shop.


  "Orlando," I said. "Are you gay?"


  "No," he answered again, but gestured to me to follow him around the back of the snack stand. I carried both guitars.


  Against the concrete wall in the dark he reached into my jeans and I wondered if maybe he had a sort of fetish for hand jobs or what. The air was getting chilly, but I didn't much care about that. What I did care about was getting deported or thrown in jail if the police here didn't like gays, but when Orlando used his mouth, did I stop him? Hell no.


  So it was that I had a streak of his come dried on my boot when we walked into the restaurant where we had been the night before. Orlando undertook some kind of a negotiation with the guy tending bar, who I was beginning to gather was more of a manager or an owner than merely a bartender. That's how we ended up having a somewhat more modest supper there, with a lot less wine than the night before, and then I played a gig by myself in the courtyard in the back of the place. Which was really amusing, because although I played a tiny bit of Spanish-style stuff, it was only a tiny bit, and the rest of the time I went through my usual repertoire of pop and rock. An American couple sat near me and complained to one another, assuming that I couldn't understand them, that they didn't come all the way to Spain to hear Van Halen. Of course, they weren't clueful enough to realize that "Spanish Fly" was also Van Halen, but whatever. No skin off my nose.


  Anyway, that's how I ended up playing two gigs in one day and got my dick sucked on my first full day in Spain.


   


  No Myth


  A week went by where Orlando and I got up around noon pretty much every day, fortified ourselves with bread and coffee, and then busked until sundown. The others were in and out for classes and their various jobs.


  Everyone gave their rent money to Vicente. I was unclear on whether this was because Vicente was the one whose name was on the lease or if he was actually connected to the landlord somehow. He had a little chalkboard on the wall by the refrigerator where he would mark what people had given him that month. That made perfect sense, given that everyone was working cash gigs that paid unevenly. In that way, busking was a lot like waiting tables, which Carmina did a few nights a week.


  Every other day or so I would ask Orlando, "Flamenco?" Sometimes when I'd ask, I'd be pointing to what looked like the ad for a flamenco concert or show in the newspaper or posted on a wall. "Orlando, flamenco?"


  And he would say something like "soon" or "later" or "not tonight." He was teaching me things bit by bit, riff by riff, while we stood playing for hours in the park, but he hadn't taken me to see any flamenco or to meet any other musicians. Yet.


  The other thing that happened about every other day was at sundown we'd go back to the apartment before going out that night and have some kind of sex, usually oral. Orlando always initiated it, and I always asked him "are you gay?" and every time he said "no" before proceeding to peel my jeans off. He seemed unconcerned about the fact that we were in the middle of the living room every time. I never tried to take it into the bedroom he shared with Carmina. I assumed that would be crossing a line... and that was assuming we weren't already crossing a line. I figured he would have been more secretive if he didn't want her to know.


  Orlando, flamenco? Not tonight. Orlando, are you gay? No. So it went.


  He finally brought me to a flamenco show after I'd been there almost two weeks. Some acquaintances of his were musicians in the show, and apparently it was an off night. That meant we could get in for free since there were empty seats. It was a dinner show, but we were seated at the table farthest from the stage and given only the baskets of bread and a pitcher of water. Which was fine with us. I could not have cared less about the food. I was there for the music.


  Orlando kept trying to tell me something. As usual, this was like a game of two-way charades where we each latched on to what words of each other's we knew, even though that sometimes sent us barking up the wrong tree. I eventually gathered that he was warning me this was sort of a "tourist trap" show, i.e., not the "real" thing. I wanted to ask how it could get any more real than being performed in Seville by actual Sevillanos, and that raises the whole question of a "performance" not being a "real" thing no matter what, right?


  My mind hung those thoughts out to dry while we sat there, and I watched the ideas twist around from all angles, unsure how I felt about any claims to real/not real in regards to music. It's kind of a dangerous concept, isn't it? There were those who said John Lee Hooker didn't play "real" blues because he played the electric guitar instead of the acoustic guitar. Nowadays that sounds ridiculous, but at the time I guess the change felt so drastic it was enough to spur claims of inauthenticity. Makes you think, if no change is ever allowed then the only "authentic" music has to be, what, people banging rocks together?


  Real or not, that show included several numbers of flashy group choreography, kind of like the Rockettes—with matching dresses and frills—but showing a lot less leg. One had about a dozen dancers, all women, moving together. Another had all pairs of men and women, moving in unison through a choreography tableau. But a couple of songs had all the pairs in a semicircle, and they would each take turns dancing in the center, like break dancers. And just like with break dancers, I couldn't tell how much of that was choreographed and how much was improvised. While one pair was dancing, all the others would clap their hands rhythmically and stamp their feet at prescribed times in the song and in specific rhythms. I loved the rhythms. Some had twelve counts, some had eight... I didn't know the patterns off the top of my head, but they were easy enough to figure out.


  With all those dancers on the stage, though, it was hard to see the musicians. They sat in chairs behind the dancers, in a line along the back of the stage. They had three guitars, two regular ones and a basso—not a bass guitar, like you think of in rock and roll, which is basically the same size; this was more like the size of a cello. Plus two male singers, one of whom also played an anvil (an actual anvil, like you'd make horseshoes on), and one man who sat on a box and played it with his hands.


  I would eventually learn that the percussion boxes were called "cajónes," which sounds very similar to but isn't the same as the Spanish word for testicles. However, when you have one between your legs and you're beating on it, it's hard to keep from thinking about that. Especially when the guy on the box next to you sucked your testicles a few hours before. But I'm getting ahead of myself.


  After the show, we spent some of our day's earnings taking one of the guitar players out to dinner. Ramon was older than I realized until we were sitting down with him, but he had learned enough English that, at last, I could pick somebody's brain. It was still slow going; he had no classical training at all, so he wasn't familiar with some of the language I was using.


  I asked about a million questions, mostly the wrong ones, but that's how it is when you know so little and the thing you want to know about is so different from your experience. I think I offended him with some of them, in fact, until finally he demanded, "Why you want to learn flamenco?" With that extra accusatory "you."


  I babbled about how I had put together this idea in my head about the world of music and human beings and the balance between structure and improvisation and the nature of music, and Indian classical music, and Qawwali singing, and American blues, and the guitar, and the vibrating string being the binding concept of reality and life in the universe...


  He got the gist and nodded his head. "Gloria," he said, and I thought maybe he was praising god.


  Orlando made a distressed noise, though, and rattled off some sentence of protest.


  The guy sighed, and rubbed his face, and then cracked his knuckles. "Gloria, she know everything," he said. "You go to her. If she like you, she tell you everything." Then he smiled and chuckled to himself and said something I took to mean I might be sorry once she got started.


  Orlando shook his head but seemed resigned. Ramon said good night shortly after that and left us to finish the bottle of wine we had started. We split the last glass between us, the wine almost chewy it was so strong, so concentrated with the essence of dark grapes. Orlando grimaced at me and showed me his teeth stained temporarily with it.


  I wanted to lick his mouth, then, my intellect satisfied for the moment, my stomach content, but my neglected sexual hunger for him coming to the fore. He had long lashes and very round eyes, giving him an earnest look, even when he was trying to be subtle or surreptitious.


  He went into the men's room. I put cash on the table as the waitress came to clean up and then followed him.


  He beckoned me into a stall, and I pressed him against the tiled wall with my body and took the kiss I had been dreaming of. He made a surprised sound, then kissed back enthusiastically. I don't even remember which one of us did the stroking that made us both come.


  After that, though, I tried to separate from him carefully so I didn't get come everywhere, but before I could pull away, he pecked my mouth like a bird, demanding and tentative at the same time. I kissed him slowly, then, with careful explorations of his lips and tongue and teeth, tasting wine and salt. When I pulled back, he licked his lips and nodded at me, like he had decided kissing like that was not only okay, he was adding it to his mental checklist of things we should do again.


   


  Everywhere I Go


  Two days later Orlando took me to meet Gloria—the woman with the jowly face whom I had met briefly on my first night in Seville.


  He brought me to a house across from a university building. Unlike most of the houses in this area, which had the door at street level but the living quarters up above, this one had a large ground floor parlor that was her classroom. We went there directly from busking, so we were carrying our guitars (as well as a lot of loose cash). Gloria was sitting on a stool in one corner of the room, a ragged oval of cajónes around the perimeter.


  She had more English than anyone I'd spoken to in weeks, other than American and British tourists (who were always amused to hear me singing in English when I was busking). "Pull up a cajón," she said. "Show me what you can do."


  I put a cajón down in front of her, sat my butt on it, and took out my guitar. And foot stand. Two of the three guitarists in the show we'd seen had played with the neck up in classical position. I figured that was a majority: go with that.


  I spent a few moments tuning. The Ovation always held its tone better than my other guitars. I don't know if the difference was the strings or the pegs or what.


  I played. While busking I had been working on a Spanish-style reworking of Grenadier. The song is built on an E minor and A minor progression anyway, so it was a fit. The flamenco show had featured the guitars being played very hard, very loud, to be heard over the stamping and clapping. So I attacked this song—it was an aggressive song anyway. My eyes unfocused, and away I went.


  When I was done I focused back on her face. "This is what you want to do?" she asked.


  "No," I said. "But you said I should show you what I can do. Right now, that's what I can do. But I want to learn to do... more."


  She looked at Orlando. He was hunched down on a cajón looking like he was trying to hide in plain sight.


  She looked back at me, her lips pursed. "How hard do you want to work?"


  "I'm not afraid of hard work."


  "Can you be here every morning at nine? Then you can take the guitar class at ten. One hour. And percussion follows that."


  "Is that one hour, also?"


  "Yes."


  "I think if I have my afternoons free to busk, that should be fine."


  "Busk?" She didn't know the word.


  "Play for money in the park."


  "Ah, yes. You would have plenty of time for that. Be here tomorrow morning at nine sharp. Do not be late."


  I was not late.


   


  
Midnight Oil 


  I went home that night and wrote my name on the chalkboard for rent. It seemed only fair, since I got the feeling I was going to be there a while. Carmina pinched me on the cheek and then kissed where she had pinched, babbling approvingly in Italian or Italian-accented Spanish (I could never tell the difference). Then she took Orlando into their bedroom and fucked his brains out, which was a regular occurrence.


  I curled up on the couch and slept like usual.


  People ask me sometimes, if I have such sensitive ears, how do I sleep through a lot of noises? Well, it's like right in the very center of my head there is a chamber, a dark chamber like an eight-sided cabinet, and once you climb in and shut the door behind you, no light or sound gets in. Oh, you can still kind of hear, and the door never seals completely, but it's good enough for getting to sleep.


  Maybe that's why I sleep so well on the tour bus. Because climbing into the bunk to sleep is kind of like getting into that space in my mind. I don't know.


  Anyway. Orlando woke me up in the morning with his mouth in a very stimulating fashion. I still didn't understand why Orlando had this sexual appetite or if it was supposed to mean something. I was pretty sure it wasn't, and it felt good, and there didn't seem to be any harm in it. And that day I was glad of something to get me going that early in the morning.


  I hadn't expected him to come with me at that early hour to Gloria's, but he did on that day, at least. She made me clean the classroom. Orlando sat on the stairwell that went up to the apartment upstairs, watching me while I swept the floor and the front hallway and then ran the vacuum cleaner around. I was a little surprised he didn't get out his guitar during the guitar class, though. Then again, it was a beginner class. Maybe he was too far beyond it.


  After that day, though, Orlando chose to sleep in most of the time. Turned out that aside from cleaning and getting the classroom ready for the day, what Gloria needed me for most was to clear out and renovate a whole courtyard behind her house, and Orlando was not one for physical work. I eventually figured out that half the conflict between him and Gloria was that she wanted him to help out and he resisted.


  Renovating the courtyard involved a lot of pulling weeds and small trees out, moving big stones around, scrubbing and plastering, and a lot of other things I didn't know anything about but could do once someone showed me. Ramon and one or two other people from her circle came to help out on some days, too—it was clear to me there was no money to pay a contractor or anything like that. It only dawned on me after we'd been working on it for a while that what she was doing was building a performance space that would be a lot bigger than her living room.


  I soon picked up the class routine. Two days a week the guitar class was for beginners, two days a week intermediate, and one advanced. I took them all and went headlong into a daily schedule that basically guaranteed I never got more than five hours of sleep. Every morning I was working on the courtyard, then taking classes; in the afternoon I was busking, and in the evening I downed a quick dinner of tapas so by ten o'clock I could be at one of the flamenco bars with either Gloria or one of her cohort, listening and learning. That meant I wasn't getting back to the apartment until three in the morning or later. Oddly, Gloria and her coterie of flamenco performers never seemed the slightest bit tired, even though I knew they were keeping late nights and early mornings, too. Was it just the strong Spanish espresso that kept them going?


  Gloria eventually clued me in to the idea of the siesta, a nap in the middle of the day after lunch. I wasn't really eating lunch, though, and most of the busking money to be made was when the tourists were out and about in the mid- to late afternoon, so a nap wasn't really an option for me.


  Well, it could have been. I could have pulled cash out of the bank and not worried about it. But somehow that didn't feel right. I was sort of enjoying living hand to mouth. I can't say I ever enjoyed it in Providence, nor when I was scrounging retail hours at Tower Records when I had first moved to Boston. But here it seemed so... doable. I guess after all the touring and record contracts and complicated finances that were waiting for me at home, there was something satisfying about being so self-contained.


  I can do this, I thought.


  And I was learning so much. Gloria basically crammed as much into my brain as it could hold. Remember when Ramon had said she knew everything? He might have been right. I learned that the cajón came from Peru and that the Roma came from India. (India again!) The word she used instead of "gypsy" was "gitano."


  I also eventually learned that nearly everyone in the flamenco community I'd met was gitano or partly so, including Orlando himself. Gloria was somehow related to him. So was Ramon, but more distantly. The word she used was "cousins," but I think she used it as a catch-all word to mean "relatives."


  One day, the guy who had yelled at Orlando on that first day we'd gone out busking came by the park where we were playing. I'd caught sight of him once or twice before, and at those times Orlando had magically made himself scarce. But this time, before Orlando could run off and hide, the guy came right up to us and said something aggressive. Orlando shrugged calmly, which seemed to enrage the guy. I don't know where I got the balls to do it, but I stepped in front of Orlando and said, in English, "What the hell's the matter with you? Can't you see we're working here?" I pointed to the guitar case, which had a respectable number of pesetas piling up in it.


  The guy scowled at me, gave a last glare to Orlando, and then left.


  We stayed another fifteen minutes to save face, and then I made us pack up and move. Orlando was kind of shaken up and was playing for shit at that point, anyway.


  I took him into a cafe, and he ordered coffee with sweetened condensed milk in it. I got one also, and we sat there being soothed by the hot, sweet drink.


  "So what it is with him?" I finally asked. "What the hell?"


  We had taken by this time to basically speaking to each other pretty much in our native languages and figuring some small percent must sink in. We still did a lot of shrugging and giving each other blank looks, but that was all right. It's not like we were discussing philosophy or something.


  Which meant he rattled off a fairly long paragraph, of which I understood pretty much nothing until he mentioned Gloria.


  "Gloria?" I asked, to be sure I had heard right.


  Apparently the guy was another cousin, whose name was Adan—which I guess is Spanish for Adam—and was Gloria's son.


  "Wait, but if Adan is Gloria's son, and he's your cousin, then she's your aunt?" Or maybe just another flavor of cousin?


  He shrugged. "But Gloria and Adan, quit." He made a throat-cutting gesture. "She quit him."


  "You mean she disowned him? Threw him out of the family?"


  "Si, si. Adan very bad."


  I would later learn from inquiring carefully from some of the others that Adan was in charge of a group of women who would make money from tourists by handing them flowers or twigs and then trying to tell their fortunes. Ramon warned me about them and then spat on the ground. Later he added that it would be fine if all they did was tell fortunes for the tourists, but unfortunately the same group were also pickpocketing and running other scams on the unsuspecting. Ramon apparently disapproved of this. So did Gloria, which I gathered was why she had run Adan out of the house. My guess was anyone who was part of an organized ring of petty thieves was probably also involved in drugs and prostitution, even if no one said anything about it. Maybe that was my New York City bias showing. But that was my assumption.


  But when I wasn't trying to figure out Orlando's strange family situation or his aversion to physical labor or his attraction to my dick, I was cramming my brain with flamenco. The biggest thing I learned was that flamenco could be an improvisation not only among the musicians, but also among the singer, the musicians, and the dancer. The dancer was a percussion instrument unto himself or herself, and the singer was very much like a Qawwali singer, riffing on a specific theme or story. Sometimes the theme was flamenco itself, sometimes it was gitano life or the hardship of life. Gloria was a singer.


  She had been trying to open this flamenco school for years and hadn't even been in operation for a year at that point. It took me a while to figure all that out. And it was a while before she started treating me like I was serious about learning and not just a source of free labor.


  I think it took about five weeks. I think in weeks because the only day that was different was Sunday. There was no class. Instead, there was church.


  I have never been much of a churchgoing type. But Carmina insisted that Orlando go, and Vicente and the others went, and I ended up going with them. We did not go to the huge old cathedral, but to a church nearer to the apartment that was still probably older than any church I'd ever been in. It was a lot like Catholic Mass in the States, except in Spanish, and the singing was mostly in Latin.


  I've always liked the singing.


  Anyway. I think four Sundays had passed, but maybe it was five, before Gloria started telling me to bring a guitar to the flamenco bars when we went at night. In other words, she started throwing me to the wolves. I shouldn't say it that way, because I make it sound like it was a bad thing. It wasn't, but it was a little bit terrifying at first to be suddenly on the spot in a new art form. So I didn't play as much as the other guitarists, who pretty much played all night, but I held my own for a song or two, here or there.


  I have no idea what Gloria thought of how I played, because she never said, but the other guitarists took me under their wings immediately as a result. I was never sure how much was they were impressed with me and how much was that it was like having a mascot, a funny American they could teach tricks to. Didn't matter to me, really, because everything they showed me was another something I could use. They started trying to get me to come to more juergas, which are like jam sessions except there are dancers, too, and I started convincing them to show up at the park or wherever I thought Orlando and I might be busking. That way they could teach me on the spot while maybe we made a little money. They made fun of me for that, saying that only an American would do that. Multitasking. But I didn't know how long I was going to be there. I wanted to get as much into me as possible.


  It was difficult and yet it wasn't. I was force-feeding myself, but my head was completely cracked open so it was easy to pour stuff right in; and given the training I'd done with Guitar Craft, it was the right time for my fingers, for my body, for everything. My chronically sore thumb didn't even hurt after two or three hours of playing. Gabriela, who was training as a flamenco dancer when she wasn't in a university class or working tables, started coming out to the park with us, too, and dancing, which meant we could draw a much bigger crowd. We developed a ten-minute "show" that we would do a few times in an afternoon, while the rest of the time it would be more of a juerga. We started drawing in large amounts of cash during a hat pass at the end of the "show."


  Orlando started bringing a cajón and some days left his guitar at home since now we had me and sometimes one of the other guitarists, plus a dancer. The only thing we didn't have was a singer. That was okay, though, because I was still learning how to read a dancer. There were things she could do, twisting her hands in certain ways, for example, that would cue us to repeat a section. In flamenco the dancer is an instrument, too, but it's a bit like she's leading a solo all the time.


  Gabriela and I got good together. We practiced one night in the living room, which was probably bad for the apartment floor. We got so good together that her boyfriend Rafi started to get a little jealous, and came and hung out when he could. I'll admit, playing for her so she could dance was a lot like making love, so Rafi can be forgiven for being jealous about it. By the time he convinced himself that I wasn't the slightest bit interested in her sexually, though, he had become the group's hawker and designated hat-passer.


  So, after another month, we had basically almost a full troupe of our own just with our roommates. The only ones who weren't involved were Vicente, who had too much studying to do, and Carmina, who wasn't Spanish and wasn't interested in singing, dancing, or playing an instrument.


  The only drawback to having such a group at the park with us was that Orlando and I had to stop making each other come behind the snack kiosk. Honestly, that was probably for the best, because we were bound to get caught. Orlando was creative, though, keeping his eye out for restrooms, alleyways, and other opportunities for privacy.


  One day Gloria came to see our troupe when we were set up in a cul-de-sac not far from the art museum. She must have been watching from behind us so we wouldn't see her. When we were packing up for the evening she came stalking over like she was angry. She and Orlando exchanged what I would have thought were angry words. Then she walked away.


  I asked him what she had said.


  He rattled off some words, the only one of which I made out was "gig."


  "What? We have a gig? Where?"


  "Her place."


  I didn't press for more details because I knew I'd get them from Gloria in the morning. Which I did. She was opening the performance space for two concerts a week and wanted us to play one of them. She anointed herself our singer for those shows. She would sell the tickets and we would get paid: half the proceeds to us, half to the school. This was also the point at which she put up a sign outside saying that the house was a flamenco school. Me and Ramon hung it one morning. I never did find out why she and Orlando had sounded so angry at each other, though. I think maybe some of the reason there's a stereotype of the "fiery Latin" personality is they simply yell more than uptight Anglo folks do, and they sound a lot more vehement when they do. Maybe that's just how Spanish sounds. I decided I couldn't judge.


  Once our little troupe had the school gig going for us, one of the restaurants we frequented with an outdoor patio suitable for shows also hired us, sans singer, for one night a week. I sent Carynne a postcard from the place. I wrote: "You probably won't be surprised, but I have a gig here. Will send you 15% of all the rioja I drink."


  We quit busking on the days we had night gigs, and I started the afternoon classes, too. Palmas (clapping), cajón, flamenco singing, and, of course, dancing.


  I didn't actually do the dancing. I played guitar for the dance class. It was very useful for me to learn with some of the beginners, who were doing things more slowly than the "pros" and were learning the beats.


  On gig days, even with me doing all the classes, I had time for a siesta. The only thing I love more than staying up late at night is sleep. I know that sounds weird. Spain is a stay-up-late country. In Seville a lot of the bars and restaurants closed at five or six o'clock for a very late siesta and then re-opened at nine or ten: nightclub hours. Some didn't re-open until midnight. At three in the morning there would be plenty of people on the street. Not tourists, either—they were already in bed by then.


  When I went for a late-afternoon siesta, Orlando was usually there, and that became a good time for us to get off if the others weren't home.


  Now we had shows to promote when we went out busking, and we had flyers for the flamenco school, and the classes started getting fuller, and the shows were all pretty much sold out. The courtyard only seated about fifty people, maybe sixty in a pinch. But Gloria was charging them a lot for this "private concert" that was being billed as the "authentic" flamenco. It wasn't all that different from what you could see at one of the good flamenco bars after midnight, but like I said, tourists didn't seem to want to stay up that late. We added two more shows: one for us, and one for Gloria's older crowd on the one night of the week that the big "tablao" was dark. That meant Ramon could come play, too.


  If you couldn't tell, I was pretty wrapped up in it all. And why wouldn't I be? I was performing every day, I was learning like crazy, I was getting my dick sucked on an extremely regular basis, and my only sense of time passing was marked by the weekly church day. I've never been good at keeping track of time.


  But one thing I couldn't miss was when summer arrived, and the academic year ended, and Carmina and Vicente both packed up to leave. Vicente went back to Madrid, where his family was, and Carmina was getting ready to return to Italy.


  I came in one afternoon ready to take a siesta, but Carmina and Orlando were in their room. They were having an argument, that much was clear. It sounded more like the bickering kind of fight than a tearful one. The weather was heating up. I was barefoot, in a T-shirt and shorts, getting ready to nap and hoping they'd quiet down when the bedroom door opened and Carmina stalked out.


  "Dión. C'mere." She gestured for me to follow her.


  I followed her to the bedroom. Orlando was sitting on the bed, blindfolded, his hands behind his back where I couldn't see them. Naked.


  "You guys look like you're in the middle of something," I said, hanging back at the doorway.


  She smiled sweetly and began to unbutton her shirt. "You help me, yes?"


  "Um..."


  She gestured at Orlando and, with a hollow hand, mimed giving head. I pointed at myself. Me? You want me to...? I mimed back. She grinned and pointed.


  Well, that was clear enough. If it got weird I could always say no and walk out.


  I knelt at Orlando's feet and took him in my mouth.


  "Dión!" he swore.


  At which point Carmina started yelling at him and smacking him in the face. He clearly wasn't having any of that, trying to dodge her, and I tried to get out of the way but then realized he had his hands tied. She was hitting him pretty hard. I grabbed her by the wrists and said, "You can't go hitting him like that. Carmina, what the fuck."


  At which point she burst into tears, broke free, slapped me in the face, and then marched out. I was trying to get Orlando untied when I heard the door to the apartment slam, too. Orlando still had the scarf around one wrist as he hurried to the window. I looked with him and saw her get into a taxi. We needn't have hurried to catch a glimpse of her: the taxi driver struggled for a while to get her suitcases into the trunk of the car, and she stood on the sidewalk haranguing him. Eventually he gave up and put one of them on the back seat. She got in the other door and they drove away.


  Orlando turned to me. "Sorry."


  "Orlando, what the fuck is going on?" My cheek itched a little where she'd smacked me.


  He shrugged. "She leave. Every summer she leave."


  "Do you mean she left you for good? Like, broke up with you?"


  He shrugged. "Every summer." He mimed an explosion, complete with sound effect. "When she come back, she love me again."


  "You mean she breaks up with you before she leaves every summer?"


  "Every summer," he repeated and shrugged. He looked a little stunned, probably from her smacking him in the face so many times, though not so stunned he forgot his erection, which he stroked as if soothing himself. "Dios mio."


  It was a common enough swear; I heard it all the time. The literal translation was "my god," but it was used more like "for chrissakes."


  "Dios mio yourself, Orlando," I said.


  He sat on the edge of the bed and shrugged. If he'd given me hurt puppy eyes, I think I would have smacked him and walked out, too. But he didn't seem interested in manipulating me emotionally. Orlando was just Orlando.


  He lay back then, the whole skinny enchilada of him, curly black bush around his balls and his face and neck browner than his chest from playing all those sunny afternoons in the park. He didn't make "bedroom eyes" at me or anything. He merely jerked his head like he was inviting me to lie down next to him.


  Why the fuck not. I slipped my shorts off and stretched out beside him. I folded one arm behind my head and jerked off while Orlando did the same next to me. I had no idea what was going through his head, but we both looked at the ceiling, and after we'd both come we took a nap side by side on his bed.


   


  Do You Want to Dance?


  It gets hot in southern Spain in the summer. Although, was it any hotter than most of the other places I'd lived? Maybe a little. It was regularly above ninety degrees. The apartment had air conditioners set in the walls next to the windows, but only in the bedrooms.


  Not sure that's really why I moved into Orlando's room with him, though. We were only busking maybe two days a week by then, even though he and Gabriela didn't have classes to go to. We were too busy with nighttime gigs, and I was still spending a lot of time at the flamenco school. One day, though, he and I had gone out without anyone else. And the park was kind of dead because it was hot. But somehow that didn't faze us, we just kept on because we were enjoying playing with each other.


  Flamenco, as you might have gathered from what I've said, is a really structured thing—but that's what lets it be freeform at the same time. Even the structure of a show, though, could be either on a kind of strict form or more freewheeling. It really depends on the situation. When we went to the little cafes and bars at night, it was more of a jam session—and I wondered if the word for that, juerga, was related to the word juego? Juego was one of my textbook words, which I knew meant "play"—not in the sense of play an instrument, but as in play a game. Then there were forms we used for the concerts, like how a symphony has an overture and other specific parts. Like with Indian music, in a flamenco performance the melody instrument (the guitar) plays an introductory solo, introducing the theme to everyone. It's improvised, but it's within the form.


  Gloria had eventually let me know she approved highly of the things I did when I played the introduction.


  That day in the park, I started the introduction to a farruca, thinking it would be fun to improvise on it with Orlando. The farruca is both a dance (like a waltz) and a type of piece (like a chorale). We hadn't been doing one in our shows because we only had a female dancer and the farruca was a traditionally male dance. (I would eventually learn there were women in history who danced the farruca... but always in men's clothing. So maybe I should say it's a masculine dance?)

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
R, W\






OEBPS/Images/DGC_7_titlepage.png
“/DARON’S
" GUITAR
" GHRONIGLES

VOLUME 7

CECILIA TAN





