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Guitar Soul
When magic emerges from the
hands, the soul is evidenced, in a
methodological presence, full of
beauty and spirituality. The almost
inevitable open-mouthed sigh
establishes itself near the heart, and
the music flies and pierces each
anxious soul, with the sounds of
Mother Nature herself. It is a place of
serenity and the essence of a culture
eager to listen to one of its own
children.
In a purely emotional trip, the
evidence of the reality of the going
and returning is not as relevant as
the weight of the emotions lived in its
course. And although at times these
questions mark their protagonists,
honesty remains at the bow of the ship that takes you from one place to
other.
Destiny removed him from our lands, from that Huelva that we defend as a
place of exploits and greatness, but that sometimes forgets, for
incomprehensible reasons, those who really make her great. Those that
understand this witnessed last Saturday the scene at the renewed
“Cocheras del Puerto” the return of a bountiful and prodigious son after three
years of absence.
The guitarist Jose Luis Rodríguez, who has lived in The United States for
some time now, demonstrated truthfully how much one can miss the place
where one was born and where one became an artist. It was with the
nervousness that is to be expected when one returns to play before his own
people that Jose Luis began pealing away the layers until he was left with all
that truly matters. He gave himself over with that special vision that befalls
he who has to part from his lover’s side.
In stage set with
industrial elements, on
a pallet and in front of
scaffolding, with his
right leg on two bricks,
he began singing to his
f a t h e r, w i t h t h e
tenderness of a
parent’s love and the
determination to
sharing his most
beloved memories.
The auditorium, which
was filled to the brim, was able to appreciate how close he was in that
moment to his biggest fan, he who instilled in Jose Luis a love of music in
general and for Flamenco in particular.
In the following piece, he shared a Fandangos de Huelva as only he can do.
In Mi Huelva Imaginada he was joined by guitarist Antonio Detely and
percussionist Vicente Redondo. Little by little, they created an atmosphere
that allowed them to create a realm that gave way to Madre Tierra, a
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tarantos with a very special sentiment given that his mother was in the
audience enjoying each moment. Niurca Marquez brought forth a particular
corporeal expression that made her choreography float over the musical
notes and melodies that emerged from the guitar like waves from the sea.
With the tangos Lo que tu quieras he
gave way to truly stellar moments, and
followed it by playing with incredible
musicality in the rondeñas style with
Rondeña Existencial, which surprised
the audience with a collaboration by
Juan Jose Oña who demonstrated
clearly how know-how influences
composition and interpretation when he
recited an excerpt from El Viaje
Definitivo by our own Noble Laureate
Juan Ramon Jimenez.
This was followed by a piece dedicated
to his Pobre Corazon to then play in the
guajiras style again accompanied by the
dance of Niurca Marquez. La niña de
mis ojos with a clear American accent
(referring to the Americas) transported us to the slowness of colonial, but
with the dynamics of a not-so-distant past. A colorful and accurate gift that
left us with evocations to the fondness that he has always shown for the
Flamenco dance in his time as a guitarist.
To finish, or rather to continue his own trip – as he himself outlined – he
delved into the sorrow of not having had a chance to say goodbye to one of
the great geniuses of the Flamenco in Huelva, Miguel Vega Cruz, Niño
Miguel. The moving
trémolo of lament, of
weeping and tears that
Jose Luis Rodríguez
dedicated to Miguel
while he still lived,
returned to penetrate
with force and with the
harshness that the soul
is capable of expressing
itself. Now, and from
another place,
everything has turned to
insurmountable.
After insuring respect, he offered a “bis” that was the delight of all. Immersed
in his guitar, originally constructed by the luthier from Madrid Jose Ramirez,
his silhouette was adorned by Bulerías, which demonstrated his greatness
and musicality. Hopefully we will soon be able to enjoy the work of
Rodriguez, for whom, luckily, the flame of Huelva still burns.
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