BAILAORAS, ROOT’S HORIZON

DIALOGUES

Voice over

Flamenco is, and always been, everything for me. It’s a very strong feeling that I hold deep inside me. It has brought so much to my life and continues to do so. It’s like a child, it remains with you for life. 

Flamenco hasn’t died in Belgium, and it never will, because my daughter is establishing it even stronger than me. 

Song

I must make a rosary with your ivory teeth, so that I can kiss it when I am far from you. I will pray to these marvellous beads, crafted from nard and jasmine, for protection from the one who is in San Gil. 

Goodbye, my dear Spain. I carry you deep in my soul, and even if I am an emigrant, never in my life could I forget you. 

When I left my country, I looked away in tears because I was leaving behind me what I loved most. My companions were my virgin of San Gil, a memory, a regret and an ivory rosary.

Goodbye, my dear Spain. I carry you deep in my soul, and even if I am an emigrant, never in my life could I forget you. 

Voice over

I came to Belgium very young. I was sixteen and a few months, not yet seventeen. I looked for a job and then I met a guitarist. I went to have dinner with my father and some friends, and I was unable to keep still in my seat listening to him playing the guitar. So I stood up and he told me: “don’t be afraid, dance if you want to”. That’s how i began. 

Voice over

In the beginning I didn’t enjoy dancing, I didn’t enjoy taking lessons… my breathing was all wrong, my posture was very poor and flamenco didn’t interest me at all. But I learned in spite of this.

- So, let's go darlings?

- So, come on guys?   

- Yeah sure, come on… one, two, three

Voice over: 

I forced Sofia to dance because I knew she would. But I don’t know if I was right to do that or not. That was my legacy.

Voice over: 

I wasn’t happy at all that my mother forced me to dance when I was a little girl. Those were difficult years of conflict with my Mum, because she was quite demanding of me. As a teenager, I did the opposite of everything she asked me to do. To her, you had to lift your skirt, put on a show; that was her way of doing things, but I was the opposite. I wanted to give another image, a completely different one. In any case, not sensual at all.

The first image of flamenco that arrived here in Belgium was that of the dark haired woman, with dark eyes and a lot of spirit… an exuberant woman who lifts her skirt. But I was not at all like that. So I had to draw something from myself, and then I was able to start appreciating and studying flamenco conscientiously. 

Voice over: 

Sofia has always had good dancing feet, but she was very tall and in the beginning I always kept her behind me. As she was my daughter, she couldn’t always be in front. 

Now I understand more about her ability. Now I better understand her way of living flamenco. Before, I only had my own point of view. 

Voice over: 

I feel more or less fine when I play flamenco, but I know my limits. But she has no limits. We cannot put limits on a dance when we dance it with our heart.

· Cheers everyone… 

Voice over: 

The relationship that I have with my grandmother is extremely strong. It’s a though she was my mother, my second mother. She has always been my Granny, the one who stitches my ripped skirts… Now I always go to Spain just to see her. As I don’t see her so often she takes care of me and it does me good. 

As she returned to Spain when I was a child it was my mother who taught me, not my grandma. Flamenco made it possible to grow closer to my mother. Because it is not always easy in flamenco. The hours are irregular, it’s a night job… and if you have a family and you leave at 8 in the morning and you come home at 1 in the morning, everything is staggered, and your body suffers…

Voice over: 

I gave everything that I could to my daughter, but being a mother is the most difficult trade in the world. You always leave something behind on the way. Beyond dance, we didn’t go out together often, we didn’t have a strong relationship. Not in this way. Not much. 

Voice over: 

Flamenco helped me to integrate in Belgium. It was a big support and opened all of the doors I have passed through. I miss being here. I still feel that I am able to bring something to flamenco and to her. 

Perhaps I still feel young a little bit…

Song:

Everything changes, everything

But my love for you doesn’t change, however far away you are

Neither does the memory, nor the pain of my land and my people

And what changed yesterday 

Will have to change tomorrow

In the same way that I change

In this far away land.

Voice over: 

For me, flamenco is my Mum’s tradition and it’s the handing down of this which has given me the urge to forge a career from it. When I was sixteen I met some artists who were doing the same things as me, in a different way. We were the children of immigrants, and we found our own way, always respecting the roots that had been instilled in me by my Mum. Despite the fact of not being Spanish, which made things difficult for me in the beginning because I didn’t feel comfortable. 

For me, this mix of cultures is what became my strength. It remains a wound from my adolescence, but now this wound allows me to move forward in flamenco and the other projects I am part of. Now my strength is my identity, and I have no problems in saying that my name is Sophie Vanthournout.
