Going to Buenos Aires

Most tango dancers make the pilgrimage to Buenos Aires.  A few go in their first year.   It turns out going to Buenos Aires no more makes you a great dancer than being born Argentine makes you a great dancer.   (Although my favorite compliment was from a partner who, on her return from Buenos Aires, said how very much my dancing had improved while she was gone.)  More go in their third year, after they have gained some ability and love.  This makes good sense to me.  The more you know, the more you will learn.

Myself, I am about to go there.  I have been writing my tango thoughts from one late beginner to another, earlier one.  Because advanced dancers have forgotten beginning.  Now I write what I feel about Buenos Aires before I go, so it will not be colored by whatever happens to pilgrims after they get there.

First, I do not want to dance in Buenos Aires.  Whenever the dance floor is crowded and uncomfortable, people tell me that it is nothing--milonga’s in Buenos Aires are more crowded and more uncomfortable.  Why, I ask myself, would I go someplace where the dance conditions are those I avoid here at home?  So I do not think I will dance well there.

Whenever I do something people want me to change, they tell me it is not like it is done in Buenos Aires.  It seems odd to me that a living art can have a center that defines what is correct.  Why, I ask myself, would I go someplace where dance fashion is defined for me, instead of by me?  So I do not think I will be accepted there.  I think I have to accept their authority.  It might be good for me, but I don’t claim I am going to like it.

What I wear when I dance is not what is worn in Buenos Aires.  I have the wrong shirts, the wrong shoes, the wrong style.  And I am told it is important to fit in.  But maybe I am close enough.  What my partners wear is definitely not what is worn in Buenos Aires.  My partners favor drama, in fantasies of black and red.  Buenos Aires, I am told, now favors brighter colors.  Why would I go somewhere where the taste in women’s dress is so different from mine?  Particularly if it is less sexy.  For me, bring on the trash.

So I have trepidation about going to Buenos Aires.  But I go.  I go for four reasons.  One, people I know are going.  That is a good one.  Two, I expect to have a week of good teaching there.  Three, the city itself interests me.  Four, I can watch the locals dance.  I love watching people dance.  Maybe I will get a good dance or two with some of the other tourists.  I view Buenos Aires as one long, continuous, large, and variable tango festival.  A chance to have a good dance, and to be surrounded by people who like the dancing I like.  Most of the people like that who speak to me will be other tourists.  So be it.  I like to dance with them at home.  Why not there?

Perhaps I would do better to go to Portland for a week, and save the airfare and my inadequacy in archaic Spanish.  But I am off in two days.  I will try to tell you what it is like when I get back.  Holas, as they say.  Which, I am confidently told, does not mean “what the hell.”  Although it sounds like it.
