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Introduction







Something Good


My American Idol experience was a constant race against the clock. If I wanted to eat, I had to shove it down and then run right over to the next rehearsal, interview, meeting, shoot, or sound check. It was all Get up at 7:00 a.m. and hurry to the van…then wait at the lot for forty minutes…then shoot some B-roll…then hurry back to the van…then wait at the studio…then hurry to the van…then wait for the mentor to show up.


Since the producers and directors had to set up shots and locales—and because they wanted us to be available the second they were ready—we did a whole bunch of sitting around, chilling, talking, napping, and staring into outer space. We were sleep deprived, undernourished (or badly nourished, depending on your attitude toward catering), and stressed about auditioning for Simon Cowell, Paula Abdul, and Randy Jackson—aka the Big Three—show after show after show.


I think that part of the reason they ran us so ragged was to emotionally strip us. They wanted to see what we could do when we were at our most vulnerable. If our nerves were right at the surface, that could lead to onstage meltdowns, or offstage drama, either of which would lead to better ratings. Also, they wanted to see how we could handle the pressure of having twenty-five hour-long commitments in a twenty-four-hour day. None of us knew if a successful (or even semisuccessful) career in the music industry would be that difficult, but at least we’d be prepared.


Nothing, however, could have prepared me for the Howard Stern situation.


Howard Stern had gotten behind me, starting what he called the Sanjaya Revolution. He and his sidekick, Artie Lange, began a campaign to have the fans vote for me to stay on Idol again, and again, and again. I’m well aware he wasn’t doing it because he loved my singing; it was because it made for good radio.


I never got a chance to listen to Howard Stern during Idol, but I wasn’t completely blind to what the public and the media thought of me. The question has been asked, “Was Howard Stern the reason for my staying power on American Idol”? Howard was an unlikely campaigner who had been advising his fans to vote (in jest) for the first contestant of Indian descent to make it into the show’s Top 12. From what I understood, he’d called me his favorite contestant, and confessed he wanted to see me win.


Although I’d tried to avoid going online and seeing what the bloggers and the media were saying about me, I couldn’t help but hear whispers about the general opinion of my singing. I realized that I wasn’t as good (or as experienced) as the likes of such fellow contestants as Jordin Sparks, Phil Stacey, and Melinda Doolittle, but I thought that’d I’d been improving as a showman, and according to the Big Three, that’s much of what American Idol is about: putting on a great show.




Phil Stacey


We never talked about what the bloggers or the media were writing about us, because we had bigger controversies at the time, specifically when our fellow contestant Antonella Barba’s ex-boyfriend posted all those naked pictures of her on the Internet. We were too busy being mad at him to be concerned about the other stuff. We also talked a lot about another contestant, Sundance Head, because every rehearsal, he would blow us all away with his amazing voice, and then the cameras would turn on and something happened. It happened to all of us at one point or another, but, well, let’s just say that Sundance was one of the best singers of the season.





All of which meant that this week—which was British Invasion Week—was even more important than the previous week…which had been even more important than the week before that…which was more crucial than the week before that. The pressure was building, and I knew that if I didn’t come up with the best performance of the season—no, the best performance of my life—it was back to Seattle.


Really, I wasn’t so concerned about going home—I had great friends and my sister, Shyamali, waiting for me, which would be wonderful. I just didn’t want to blow my opportunity to hit the road. You see, the Top 10 finalists go on the two-month American Idol tour, a tour that would give me the opportunity to travel across the country and perform for thousands of people each night. Even though I was only seventeen and I had (fingers crossed) a long singing career ahead of me, there was absolutely no guarantee that I’d ever get a chance like that again, so I had to step my game up and make sure that Simon didn’t trash me too badly, which might convince the viewers to let me go.


If I got cut, I’d move on to the next phase of my life, and that would be okay.


But you know what? I didn’t want to get cut.


British Invasion Week, the brainchild of Idol’s England-born executive producers Ken Warwick and Nigel Lythgoe, was the first week that I waited until the very very very very last minute to pick my song. Twenty-four hours before the performance, I hadn’t decided whether to go with the Kinks’ “You Really Got Me” or Herman’s Hermits’ “I’m into Something Good.”


“I’m into Something Good” is a cheerful, poppy, feel-good kind of sappy tune that’s supposed to make you happy all over. Lyrically speaking, “You Really Got Me” is equally feel-goody (“I always wanna be by your side / Girl, you really got me now / You got me so I can’t sleep at night”—if you didn’t know the melody, you might think it’s a Bryan Adams ballad), but musically, it’s more grrrrrrrrrr. Crunchy guitars, hard-hitting drums, growly vocals; if I could pull it off without looking silly—and avoid people thinking Oh, look at Sanjaya, Mr. All About Love, trying to get all gritty—I might be in pretty good shape.


So I went with the rock song. Unfortunately, that week’s mentor was none other than legendary Brit rocker Peter Noone, leader of Herman’s Hermits. In my one-on-one meeting with Peter the day before the live telecast, after I told him I couldn’t decide whether to sing his tune or the Kinks song, he said, “Well, I’m a bit biased. If you did Herman’s Hermits, that would certainly make me look good. But you choose what you’d like.”


After I finished performing both tunes for Peter, and after he told me that I’d done a good job, he seemed kind of disappointed when I explained that I’d decided to go with the Kinks. I felt a little badly about rejecting his song right in front of his face, but I felt in my gut that “You Really Got Me” would give me a better chance to survive. Peter was cool about it, though, and gave me some good advice: “If you’re going to sing the Kinks, you really have to go for it. You have to go all the way there. Don’t be afraid.” Paula had said the same thing several times over the past eight weeks, but it made a bigger impact on me to hear it come from a guy who was friends with Ray and Dave Davies.


My song selection surprised most everybody associated with the show. They probably didn’t think I could do justice to a Kinks song, because I was the mellow crooner guy who, when it came to choreography, walked around the stage and did a little Gospel Rock dance move. To them, “Sanjaya” and “garage rock ’n’ roll” didn’t add up.




During dress rehearsal, I ran through “You Really Got Me,” and it felt all wrong. Maybe everybody was right. Maybe I wasn’t that guy. Maybe I wasn’t a rock singer. Maybe it wasn’t my thing.


But I took Peter Noone’s suggestions and went for it, went all the way there. As a matter of fact, I went farther than all the way there, jumping off the stage, running through the aisles, generally acting the rock ’n’ roll fool. The arrangement ended on three percussive hits—Bap! Bap! Bap!—during which I leapt back onstage and fell right on my butt, then raised my arms to the sky, as if falling on my butt was my plan from the get-go.


Ken and Nigel stared at me, frozen. It looked to me from the stage like they were freaking out, but I wasn’t sure if it was out of happiness or horror. I was certain, though, that they never expected that sort of energy burst out of me. How could they have known that when we Malakars get excited, we get excited. It’s a heredity deal.


After a few moments of awkward silence, Ken cleared his throat and said, “Um, wow. Wow. Wow. I didn’t even know you could do that. And, um, I don’t even know if you should try that. Maybe you should go with Herman’s Hermits.”


The last thing I wanted to do at that point was kick into “Woke up this mornin’ feelin’ fine / There’s somethin’ special on my mind”—after having fun with the grungy Kinks song, it would be hard to be all cheerful with the Hermits—but I was a good soldier, so I gave it a shot. But I wasn’t that good of a soldier; I completely overdid the song and cheesed it up as if it was a piece from a Broadway show. In other words, I tanked it.


Ken rolled his eyes and said, “Do whatever song you want.” I’m sure he had plenty of other fires to put out and didn’t have the time to argue with me about tune selection. He probably thought that if I got voted off, it was my own fault.


Since I was planning an all-out performance, I wanted to keep my style relatively simple, but still be bold. The stylist found a gray jacket with the alphabet printed all over it, and we built around that. We kept the hair natural so I could toss it while I ran around. I thought it looked good.


And apparently, so did the Crying Girl.


Ashley Ferl, aka the Crying Girl, was a pale-skinned, blond-haired, blue-eyed preteen from Riverside, California. She and her parents won tickets to the March 21, 2007, Idol dress rehearsal, and they got themselves some great seats; they were close enough to the stage that I could read her hand-drawn sign: MY DREAM IS TO MEET SANJAYA.


As the contestants and I lined up onstage for our weekly introductions, I gave Ashley a little wave, and she immediately started crying. The producers noticed, and thought having her bawl during my performance would make for a great Idol moment, so they gave her tickets to the live show and hoped for the best. I decided to use this to my advantage. She would be a responsive soul to sing to, and I thought that her energy would help my energy.




Jordin Sparks


I don’t think she stopped bawling for six hours. He said to me, “I have no idea what to do about this.” I said, “She’s your fan, Sanjaya. You should be psyched.”







Even though the Kinks tune was set in stone, there was still some confusion among the team, so when Idol host Ryan Seacrest introduced me that night, he said, “Well, singing either ‘You Really Got Me’ or ‘I’m into Something Good,’ here’s Sanjaya Malakar.” I prayed to have the energy to make it through the song, and then bolted onto the stage.


On a certain level, I didn’t even care what the judges thought. This week I was doing it for myself. I was going to be free. If I was going to get cut, I wanted to at least be able to say that I put my heart into it. Anything that happened beyond that was out of my control.


From note one, I incorporated Peter Noone’s suggestions and tried to channel the Kinks. I purposely oversang and sneered my way through the first verse, so I sounded as if I’d been drinking and smoking and not sleeping for weeks. (The fact that practically everybody on the show had a killer cold and a runny nose all week, myself included, made it that much easier to come across as throaty.) Since my hair was nice and loose, I flopped it around, not quite to the point of headbanging, but enough so that there was some noticeable movement. The audience was on their feet and clapping, far more enthusiastic about me than they’d been the entire season.


And the good news for the producers was that Ashley got more into it than they could’ve hoped for. She cried and cried and cried, and was having trouble catching her breath, so much trouble, in fact, that she wasn’t able to clap in rhythm on two and four. And the cameras captured it for all eternity.


I ran around the stage almost as much as I did during dress rehearsal, and it affected my vocals, particularly my intonation, but I didn’t care. That night was about performance. During the second verse, I took a chance: I walked onto the table behind the judges. I wasn’t sure that that was the right move until Paula, who was bopping around in her chair, waggled her fingers right in front of my face. That jazzed me up. At least I had one of them on my side.


And then it was time to sing for Ashley. But being that the arrangement was only two minutes long, I had to do a quick walk-by. When I saw the tape later, I realized the producers were right: crying girls make for good television.


On the final verse, the entire band except for the drummer dropped out, so it was just me and the groove. I whispered the lines, hoping I sounded evil and mysterious. Then when the rest of the rhythm section came back in, I screamed the lyrics. I’m not sure if people liked it, but it sure felt good. And then I did my little jumps on the outro and, thankfully, managed to not land on my butt.


The crowd’s response was more muted than it had been in the past, probably because they didn’t know what hit them. What was that about? Who was that kid yelling all over the place? Was that really our little, sweet, gentle Sanjaya? My guess was that they were totally confused. The Big Three, on the other hand, were another story. Randy gave a whoop. Paula gave a whoo. Simon cracked a teeny-tiny smile. It was the best reception I’d ever had from them.


Randy, as usual, started things off. “Yo, man, listen, all right? I’ve got to tell you, you shocked me tonight.” I thought, Uh-oh. Does “shock me” mean he hated it more than anything I’ve done before? He continued, “Usually, you’re this kind of reserved, just kind of this mildly meek kind of cool guy. And you came out of your shell tonight. That was your best performance to date, baby.” He turned to his left and said, “I’m in shock, Paula.”


See? I made it all about performance, and it worked.


Paula said, “That’s what we’ve been waiting for.”




Randy said, in a silly, booming voice, “It’s the new Sanjaya.”


Paula said, “Yeeeeeeeeahhhh! Go for it. Go for it. You went for it. It was a lot of fun. I like this. I hope you had fun up there.”


“I did.” I’d been having fun onstage for the last two months, but I guess they hadn’t felt my vibe from the table.


Paula gave me one of her cute little rounds of applause, then Randy, still shocked, I suppose, cracked up and said, “Oh-oh-oh-oh God.” I’m not sure I wanted to know what that was about.


Then Simon, who, shocker of shockers, was smiling, gestured over to Ashley and said, “I think the little girl’s face says it all.” And that was it. Unbelievable. I’d rendered Simon Cowell speechless…and in a good way. I put my heart into the song, and I think he recognized that. Yay!


And then over came Ryan. He gestured over to Ashley and said to Simon, “I actually think she liked him.”


Simon said, “Really?”


“Yeah,” Ryan said, then asked Ashley, “You liked that, right? It was good? You’re a fan?” All Ashley could do was nod, smile, and raise her hands up in the air. Ryan said to me, “Why don’t you go say hi to this little girl?” then turned back to Ashley. “What’s your name?”


“Ashley.”


“Ashley, great.” He gently ushered me out into the audience. “Ashley, this is Sanjaya. Sanjaya, this is Ashley.”


As I gave her a little hug, Randy, who had suddenly become my biggest fan, let out a long “Awwwwwwwwwwwwwwww!”


After the hug, Ryan asked Ashley, “Are you having fun? Do you need anything?” Confused, she shook her head. “Well, if you do, let us know. We’ll be right here.” Ryan was all about trying to make people feel at ease, to relax them, to make them happy.


Unfortunately, he wasn’t able to make my fellow contestant Stephanie Edwards happy. Stephanie, who’d sung what I thought was a stellar version of Dusty Springfield’s “You Don’t Have to Say You Love Me,” was voted off by the viewers. As for me, despite having been Simon Cowell’s punching bag for the last month, I lived to fight another week.


But truthfully, I wasn’t sure how much fight I had left.
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The Family or Vaha Kutumba or La Famiglia






I may not look it, but mentally, physically, and ethnically speaking, I’m just as much Italian as I am Indian: family oriented, opinionated, emotional, a lover of eggplant Parmesan, and honest to a fault…and sometimes quite loud.


That all comes from my mother’s side of the family. My grandfather, Joseph Paul Recchi Sr., was born and raised in Seattle, a first-generation Italian-American whose parents came together on a boat from Italy. He worked for Seattle City Light, the main utility company for the city, for more than thirty years, rising up from an entry-level position to superintendent. He was nonjudgmental and benevolent, the kind of guy who would sincerely ask how you were doing, and sincerely listen to the answer. I’d like to think I’m the same way.


My mom, Jillian Recchi, was also born and raised in Seattle. She had three brothers and two sisters before her parents got divorced; then her mom had three more kids, a girl and two boys, which gives Mom a total of eight siblings, all of whom have always lived in or around Seattle. Okay, maybe not always: every once in a while, one of my family members would move to Hawaii, or Italy, or New York, or Montana, or Oregon, or North Dakota, or California, or Canada, or Belize…you know, the usual. Although there was often at least one family member missing from Seattle, we always came back. The Recchis recognize and respect the importance of keeping the family unit together.


My dad, Vasudeva Malakar, was born in Vrindavan, India, and was raised by his aunt and uncle until he was put in an ashram boarding school called Gurukula when he was five years old. There, he studied to become a Brahman, which is a Hindu holy man. He came to America as part of the International Society for Krishna Consciousness Hindu temple.


For a guy from India, Dad was pretty street savvy. When I was in fourth grade, I lived with him for a few months in Berkeley, California, but in the bad part of Berkeley, a few blocks away from the Oakland ghetto. The day we heard gunshots right outside, Dad knew exactly where and how to duck in order to avoid any stray bullets. It was the first time I’d spent any significant time in the ’hood, and I’m actually glad I had a chance to live there, because it made me realize how fleeting and precious life can be. That said, you shouldn’t live your life every day like you’re going to die tomorrow. You have to find a balance. That’s not the kind of thing that too many fourth graders get an opportunity to learn.




Mom and Dad met the day he got off the plane from India at the ISKCON temple in San Francisco, just up the hill from Haight-Ashbury. She was eighteen and he was twenty-one. They clicked in part because they were both instrumentalists and singers. My mother plays jazz flute, clarinet, soprano sax, and violin (we still have her violin, and every once in a while, I’ll pull the tiny thing out and imagine three-year-old Jill Recchi fumbling through her scales), and my father is a classical Indian singer and plays a number of classical Indian instruments, including the harmonium and the mridanga. Considering my artistic genes, it would’ve been more of a surprise to everybody had I not become a musician of some sort. They were married five years later. Two years after that, my sister Shyamali was born; then two years after that, I came around.


Despite having had two kids, Mom is still unbelievably youthful looking, which isn’t surprising, because she’s always been very careful about what she puts into her body. She eats only organic food and drinks only filtered water, and it’s totally working for her. You want proof? Soon after the Idol tour, she came with me to a comedy club in New York, and I introduced her to a bunch of my friends, and quite a few of them gave her an intense up-and-down look, pulled me aside, and said, “Say what?!? That’s your mother?!? She’s a total hottie!” I’m not going to lie: that was awkward. I mean, I recognize my mom is beautiful—she’s in her early forties but looks like she’s in her midtwenties. She’s very outgoing—she’s Italian, remember—youthful, and approachable…but I still can’t think of her as a hottie. She’s my mom. (It’s kind of the same thing with my sister. I recognize she’s a beautiful young lady, but the words “Shyamali” and “hottie” kind of don’t go together for me.)




Growing up, we lived in an apartment in the building that my great-grandfather bought after he came over from Italy. At one point or another, seemingly every member of my family lived in that place. Sometimes there’d be an aunt living in the unit above us, and a bunch of cousins below, and then a year later the cousins would be on the top floor, and there’d be an uncle on the ground level. It was a continuously rotating family house.


Shyamali and I regularly hung out with all thirteen of our first cousins (are you ready for the list? From oldest to youngest: Chandra, Ambyr, Camila, Makenzie, Alyssa, Giovanni, Giuseppe, Dominic, Isabella, Alex, Ahmanni, Kayla, and Deja), not because we were forced to but because we wanted to, because being with our family filled our souls with joy. Many of them are singers, songwriters, musicians, painters, or sculptors, and back in the day, Makenzie, Alyssa, and I would put on choreographed miniconcerts of Disney tunes. At holidays, the whole family sang and danced around my grandfather’s baby grand piano, using the fireplace as a stage. Thanksgiving and Christmas get-togethers at Grandpa’s house were like an Italian Lollapalooza.




Shyamali Malakar


Our parents weren’t pushers of the arts. When I told Mom that I wanted to be in the theater, she helped me pursue it. But they never forced us into it; they know it’s a stressful business and it’s hard to succeed. She actually would’ve preferred if I’d have done something less unpredictable. But that’s what Sanjaya and I gravitated toward. We couldn’t help it.







My parents got divorced when I was three and Shyamali was five and a half. The divorce wasn’t too ugly—it wasn’t like they couldn’t be in the same room together. They actually remained close friends, so close that Mom helped Dad’s second wife get acclimated to the United States after she moved here from India, and she also let my father live in her house while he was saving money to get my younger brother and stepmom over from India. Those aren’t the kinds of things that too many women would do for their ex-husbands.


Also, they had me and Shyamali in common, so when we ended up living with my mother, there wasn’t ever any weirdness when Dad came to pick us up each weekend. Though we lived with Mom, my Indian side remained alive and well; Dad might not have been around that much, but his influence and the Indian culture were always there, most notably when it came to music and spirituality.


Shyamali and I have never really spoken in-depth about the divorce, but frankly, we didn’t have to. We’re unbelievably close, and we’re kind of able to read each other’s mind: sometimes words aren’t necessary. The psychic thing also comes in handy when we’re hanging out with friends or doing interviews, or when I’m in the middle of making a random point and I lose my train of thought. She’ll jump in and finish my sentence, and it’ll be totally accurate, almost exactly what I would’ve said…although maybe she’ll say it a little more articulately. We’ve always depended on each other, and the divorce wasn’t as bad as it could’ve been for us, because we had each other to lean on. She always has my back, and even though she’s the older sister, I look out for her. Our relationship is so tight that sometimes when we’re together, everybody else in the world is on the outside.


Shyamali is supersmart, and has been so since the beginning. My grandmother owned a store that sold crystals and incense and all kinds of cool little trinkets, and once in a while she’d stick Shyamali up at the front counter, put a dictionary in front of her, and say, “Okay sweetie, go.” And then my three-year-old sister would read a word and its definition perfectly, and my grandmother would clap her hands and scream, “Yaaaay!” (My grandmother, by the way, was a free-spirited hippie back in the 1960s and 1970s. She was part of the “Save the Earth” movement. And she embraced healthy living and organic eating.)


As tight as Shyamali and I were, there were still moments when our sibling rivalry would rear its ugly head. Once when I was six, my sister and I were fighting about the kind of stupid stuff that six-and eight-year-olds fight about, and she said something that got me so angry, I whipped a deck of cards at her. I threw the deck so hard that the cards traveled all the way across the living room and hit her in the temple. She passed out for a few seconds, which was long enough for me to think I had killed her. Watching her fall broke my heart, and that’s all I needed to see to learn my lesson.




Shyamali Malakar


We didn’t get along that well until we got older. We spent most of our childhood fighting with each other. I was always too cool for school, and he was always annoying, because all little brothers are uncool and annoying. I’d go off with my friends all the time, and that was the catalyst for a lot of problems. Like the Super Soaker.







Okay, maybe I didn’t entirely learn my lesson. One weekend about three years later, she had a few friends over, and I was jealous that she was paying attention to them rather than to me, so while they were in the room, I filled up my Super Soaker and emptied it under her door. They were flooded out of the room to the tune of one inch of water. Of course, that stunt got me grounded.


But I wasn’t always the one who started making trouble. Sometimes when we argued, she outthought me and manipulated the conversation so that I would get furious and act out. I think that’s a natural older sister–younger brother thing, which is why it’s sometimes tough being baby bro.




Shyamali Malakar


I have a really big moth phobia. It’s totally irrational. I’m not scared of the dark, and I’m not scared of spiders, but moths are weird, and they gross me out. For fun, Sanjaya used to catch three or four of them in his hand, then throw them into my face. He thought it was the greatest thing.





After my parents’ divorce was finalized, we moved into an amazing house in Bothell, Washington, just north of Seattle. And then the summer between first and second grade we moved to the beautiful island of Kauai, Hawaii. Hawaii was wonderful except for the fact that we lived on a teeny-tiny island and everybody knew everything about everyone. As much as I love people, it’s sometimes nice to have some secrets. Even in second grade, I didn’t like when people I barely knew were all up in my business.


Another problem for me was that in Hawaii, Shyamali began to blossom. She became one of the most popular girls in school, and I lost my identity. I was no longer Sanjaya; I was Shyamali’s brother. She was supermature and supersmart—she was so far ahead of other kids that she skipped second grade and seventh grade—and was hanging out with kids who were four, five, and six years older than she was…which meant she wasn’t hanging out with me. I couldn’t really blame her for blowing me off, though. If all my friends were older, wiser, and more grownup, I’d probably ignore my little sibling too.


Shyamali and I were both in an acting group called the Hawaii Children’s Theatre, and Shyamali went overseas with them twice, first in 1998 to the World’s Fair in Lisbon, Portugal, then to the 2000 World’s Fair in Hanover, Germany. It most definitely wasn’t your typical theater troupe. On their first European trip, they’d wander the streets as a unit, then every once in a while the director would stop them and yell, “Okay, go!” And then they’d launch into a series of skits about saving the whales, or they’d sing songs about how you shouldn’t pollute, or they’d perform in the name of some other earth-friendly cause. In Germany, it was the same deal, except this time the plays were about teenage romance. They wrote several pieces about a group of superheroes called the Power Pore Girls, whose job it was to swoop in and save poor students from the horror of having to attend the prom with a zit on their chin. Apparently, acne was a problem in Europe, because the crowds ate it up.




Shyamali is a jack-of-all-artistic-trades, and she’s inspired me to be the same. Music is the seed that has grown and engulfed the very core of my soul, but I was also encouraged in other areas of art: I enjoy ceramics, drawing, design, poetry, dance, and theater.




Shyamali Malakar


I started getting serious about musical theater when I was ten, and that’s around when Sanjaya and I started vibing on a musical level. He wasn’t old enough to be in the programs that I was in, but he came to my rehearsals every day, and he learned every dance move, and every word to every song, and every line of dialogue. And when an actor forgot a line, Sanjaya would yell it out to them. Even then, everybody knew he wanted to be an entertainer.





But songs are at the top of my artistic loves. I was listening to Stevie Wonder, Earth, Wind & Fire, and Bob Marley while I was in the womb. I always have music running through my brain, and sometimes, while I’m standing on a corner waiting for a stoplight to change, or I’m wandering into a grocery store, or waiting to be seated at a restaurant, I’ll hear, for instance, “Like a fool I went and stayed too long / Now I’m wondering if your love’s still strong,” and I’ll start moving in rhythm, sometimes just bobbing my head, sometimes all-out boogying. When somebody asks, “What’re you doing?” I’ll say, “I’m dancing to the music in my head.” It was sometimes a problem in school, especially in the middle of a test, when I’d too loudly hum a snatch of “Is This Love,” “Get Up, Stand Up,” or “No Woman, No Cry.” Some of my classmates loved it, some didn’t appreciate it, but either way, I couldn’t help it. There’s always music in me, and if I couldn’t get it out, I’d probably explode.
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