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Chapter 15
The Second Set

Roger went to get Mikey, figuring a bit of dancing would sweat
some of the alcohol out of his system and he’d be ready to take
home by the end of the set.
We ducked through the curtains and pulled open the doors the
owners closed during performances to limit noise complaints.
Instantly, we were immersed in the rolling drums of People Person,
the enveloping blare of Thumper’s keyboard, the sinuous motion of
the crowd, undulating as a single massive beast, and that particular
l'odeur de sweat, stale beer, and pheromones that is immediately
recognizable in any bar of any proclivity anywhere. Tia was in fine
form, playing the song and the crowd with the practiced hand of a
true diva.
“Cause when it’s good, it’s so good . . . it’s
like honey on a stick.
So rich and thick.
You know I just can’t quit .
‘til I get myself to the bottom of it.
So, darling, won’t you be my valentine?
Let’s go punting on the Serpentine.
I’m in love with everybody all of the time.
Starting with you.
You’ll do fine.”
There’s something wonderful and primal about loud, pounding
music and flashing lights in darkened places filled with dancing,
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sweaty bodies. All receptors—sight, sound, touch, smell, and often
taste—are on overload. The needle is buried deep in the red zone.
During daily life, a constant hiss of extraneous background noise,
both external and internal, buzzes like a gnat in the mind.
Sometimes this background noise gets so prodigious that it drowns
out the signal of life and distracts us from what we really want to do,
think, see. During a dancing free-for-all, signals from the
experience are so clear and so insistently loud that the internal
noise just cannot compete. All internal buzz and conversation has
to go sulk in the corner until the music stops. Listening and moving
to the music is pure experience. The sound becomes feeling,
becomes emotion. You can ride the waves of the songs and swim in
the ocean of the performance. It’s group energy creation.
Creation is a funny thing. A while ago, at the urging of a friend, I
tried my hand at painting. Surprisingly, I found it to be fun and
wonderfully pleasurable as long as I guarded against the bullshit
angel that sits on my shoulder and whispers fantasies of gallery
shows and New York openings, which quickly turn the joyful
explosion into an ego-laden angst fest. For me, the joy in painting is
not trying to capture life on canvas—a good thing because I
couldn’t paint a duckie, a horsie, or a landscape to save my life. No,
what grows a broad smile on my face is squeezing out ribbons of
paint either on a palate or directly onto the canvas and then
pushing the paint around—thick, gooey glops of vibrant color
swirling before me and exposing within a pattern of feeling. Riding
the energy of texture and color, I fight the instinct to know or plan
what will result. Surprisingly, after it feels finished, I can often find
images and movement throughout the painting. However, when I
begin to take myself too seriously and toy with thoughts of
expressing my hidden genius and attempt to impose my will on the
paint, the result is painfully bad and bereft of fun. I have discovered
two rules—first, aim for fun, not art; and second, the paint knows
what it wants to do a lot more than I do. When I follow these rules,
creation is a pure, joyful experience which brings a delighted grin to
my face both during and after the process.
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Tia’s performances are a different type of creation. Singing before a
crowd is a different medium, requiring a greater number of
participants to create. Painting is solitary, you experience the
creation alone. Painting is best experienced in the doing—the act of
painting, moving energy as creation leads to discovery. While the
work can affect others, the work is not changed by the observer’s
reactions. I have sat for hours in tears as Van Gogh’s succulent deep
swirls of yellow and blue danced before me. I was changed by his
creation. However, his creation was not altered by my gaze.
On the other hand, music allows—in fact, requires—creation to be a
group shaping of the powers of the moment. Bands may practice,
and they should. I wish more did. But practice can never match the
live experience. The real evolutionary creation is only possible in the
interaction of band and audience. Any good performer knows the
contribution of the crowd to the energy created during a show is
essential. The same band, doing the same song, in the same place,
will go on a completely different journey with a completely different
crowd. The movement, the reception, the interplay of senses
between band and audience and time and the stories each brings
to that evening’s event allows a group creation that is always
unique, always changing. Sometimes it’s good, sometimes it hurts.
But even with a half-rate band, it is alive with the electricity of
creation. And baby, this was one of those nights where the voltage
was turned way up, the music was screaming with life, and every
single person present had joined in a joint experience in full
creation mode.
The song reached high and rattled the ceiling and the sky beyond.
The song slowed down, and we all floated into the liquid melody,
moving as if through maple syrup—alive, sweet, yet driving onward
as the rolling rhythm grabbed your spine and shook it, so it was
impossible to stand still. We had to buck and sway as the words
danced with the searing keyboard, pounded by the bass line,
melting in joy as drool trickled unnoticed down our chins as we
succumbed to the muse. The drums took over and kicked the crowd
in the back of the kneecaps and we jerked and stamped and spun
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and sweated and forgot to look good and instead, felt good in the
moment, in the song, in the dance, in the sound, in the crowd, in the
hands of Miss TiaRa del Fuego, our goddess of earthly delights.
“So, darling, won’t you be my valentine?
Let’s go punting on the Serpentine.
I’m in love with everybody all of the time.
Starting with you . . . you’ll do fine.
How ‘bout with you . . . you’ll do fine.
What about you . . .
You’ll do.”
Crashing silence resounded for a beat. Then, as one, we sucked in a
breath. And, finding our minds and our voices, screams of
appreciation roared and shook the bar from the deepest basement
to the moon hanging high above. And Tia smiled, then reached for
her drink. After a time, she held up her hands for quiet. “Yes, my
darlings. Tonight is a special night. I can feel it. I can feel it. Can you?”
We roared back. There are rare moments when the world stops and
all that exists is a place and an experience, and outside that there is
nothing but a void unworthy of consideration because you are, in
that moment, totally immersed in “being experienced” and you
cannot think or judge or plan. You can only ride with the current, like
it or not, because you have no power over such a thing. So, you hang
on as best you can and ride where ever it goes. We all knew that this
was one of those moments that would change all that were here
and all that came after.
“Tonight is a celebration. It is a celebration of us. It is a celebration of
time. It is a celebration of what has gone before. It is a celebration of
what is to come. We all have crossroads in our lives, and your Tia has
come to one tonight. After this evening, I will be moving to a new
place, a new love, a new life.”
Moans and protests from the crowd rang forth.
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Holding up her hands for silence and smiling dearly at the crowd,
she continued, “No, my darlings, change happens, change is good.
We must keep changing and growing and loving and learning. That
is the true dance of life. We cannot stop it and I would not wish to,
even though it means some sad adieus. When we come to the end
of one story, we must use that one to make the next even better so
no one ever leaves, they become part of the endless tales of our
lives. And we never forget those we met. And often, we meet again .
. . on a lovely mountain top, on a beach at sunset, in the men’s room
of a bus station. We meet. We smile. And we get to work. So, let’s get
to work and have a wonderful night of song and dance!”
We all roared, and Tia nodded to Thumper, who began the
introduction to Do You, a real ball-busting anthem. As one, we all
began to jerk and sway.
“Do I look picky? Oddly enough, I am.
Do I look picky? Yea! How can I when I’m
drooling over you?
I’m ready to do you. I’m ready to do you.
I’m ready to do you. I’m ready to do you.
I’m ready to DO YOU!!
Do you like worship? That’s in my line.
Do you like big dreams?
I’m big all the time.”
We all sang with her on the chorus. I looked around and wondered if
this magic moment would be one of the keepers—times that end
up being the snapshot in my head for an era or an emotion,
encapsulating an essential feeling lodged in my head or my heart.
These are the moments that fill in the detail of life.
When I look at a town from a moving car or train, the ground is
simply brown or green. Houses and whole neighborhoods are big
or shoddy or boring. These broad strokes only allow brief, limited
impressions and in a flash, the hundreds of lives I have whisked by
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are gone. Yet how can one say they have seen those lives? Life is a
much smaller patch, enormously more detailed, thoroughly
chewed. Look down at the patch between your feet. You’ll see a
myriad of stories in different shapes and colors. If you are outdoors,
there are leaves in all stages of decomposition, blades of grass,
rocks, and trash. If inside, you may see scratches, stains, and
dribbles of this and that, depending how fastidious your
housekeeping may be. There is no possible way to take them in,
much less to capture them all, to know where they came from, and
what the story behind each color and flake may be. No, we look at
the world in broad strokes, because to do otherwise would turn us
into a hoard of mad stoners smiling widely at the discovery of yet
another small detail in the patch we had been blissfully studying for
years. We might learn more about a small piece of the world, but a
lot less would get done. On the down side, broad strokes are
inevitably lacking, allowing snap judgements based on next to
nothing. As a result, much of our life is thrown away as the
experience passes, like the detritus that remains after a trip to Bob’s
Burger Bucket or Karl’s Pizza Ditch.
However, upon occasion, a moment—a time and place—embeds
itself into my brain with shocking clarity and detail. Once planted, it
is forever there to easily call forth and becomes the image, the
embodiment of a time, a milieu, a feeling. When that peculiar
mental camera clicks and where it is pointing at that exact moment
is not under my control, much less my command. At times, I try to
force a moment onto the film. Instead of picturing in my mind ‘a
crowded bar,’ I try to dig into the individual blades of grass that
make up the moment. I don’t do it for long—it’s too much work, but
it amuses me, and gives me something to do while I’m dancing,
trying to look appealing, yet uncaring in case a gorgeous hunk of
manhood glances my way at the precise moment he decides that
the next person he sees will be his eternal life mate. It also is a waste
of time, because even when I try, I cannot choose which moments
will stick. Like the wind, the beginning of time, and next year’s ‘it’
color and fashion—please God, not spandex, ever again—which
moments are destined to be captured are decided by a power
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beyond my reach.
I quickly put aside my analysis for the experience. When I think of
Tia’s last show, I want to remember the show, not my analysis.
Analysis is for those too divorced from life to experience it. There
are times when analysis is good, but by definition, it forces one to
step back. This was not a time for stepping back. This was Tia’s last
show and it was time to dive in and completely wallow in the event.
So that is what I did. Next week, someone else would step forward
to run the show, but tonight belonged to TiaRa del Fuego and all of
us wanted to hold each moment tightly and not let go—to not let a
single second slip away without claw marks from our desperate
efforts to hold on with hands and hearts. We sang along. We
danced. We shouted. We banged into each other. We sweated and
grinned from our bellies. And when the final “I’m ready to do you!”
exploded, we broke into roaring, devoted applause.
After we had quieted down, Tia smiled benignly upon us, our queen
goddess, blessing us with her presence. “This is going to be a
wonderful memory for each of us to put in our treasure chests, isn’t
it?”
We roared and cried, “Don’t go!”
“Ah, but go I must. The future pulls me forward with a strong suction
and I, like all of you, can never say nay to well-placed suction urging
me onward toward a life-altering climax. But before I succumb to
the imminent waves of promised pleasure, we have an evening of
heavenly delights for all. From far atop Mount Beguile, the most
heavenly choir of song stylists in the universe have come to grace us
all. You are sure to enjoy them as much as I. And if you are very, very
good, I may give you a treat or two myself later on.”
She waited for us to quiet down. “I have a very special friend to bring
out now. She has been here before and all speak with reverence and
awe of the duet of Honey she and my dearest Trauma Joe spread all
over us. I believe they are now talking with the National Banana
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Council to underwrite their next tour. Tonight, she has graciously
consented to do two numbers . . . One of her absolutely wonderful
old standards and a new piece that will be performed for the very
first time here tonight. I am all atwitter wondering which delights
await us from her golden decadence. So, let us wait no more, my
darlings. I give you, Euphealia Lumpinthar!”
As Euphealia came onto the stage amidst hoots and cheers, Tia
descended the three little steps to her stool at the side of the stage,
which was her perch for the show. Usually, Tia would sit quietly,
occasionally sipping a drink. However, she was always close at hand
should any direction or misdirection be required. I had seen many a
nightmare stopped in their heels by her quick intervention.
Euphealia was a happy, round gal, with silver tresses piled high atop
her head and a bridal gown obviously ordered from acidhell.com
and then altered, or more accurately, twisted to her own desires. On
her arm was a cute stud muffin in a tux. We all cheered and leered.
“Oh, you are just too kind!” Euphealia gushed. “I’ve finally decided to
get married. I just need to find a groom.” Half the boys in the
audience screamed proposals. “Hmmm . . . so many to choose from.
Maybe I’ll hold auditions after the show.”
The hunka-hunka in the tux pulled a pout. “I thought that’s what I
was here for.”
Euphealia patted his ample package. “You are always at the top of
my list, sugar pop. But it would be unkind not to allow some of these
other volunteers to show their love.” The audience cheered. “But
don’t forget, boys, following the lead of presidential precedence,
don’t use anything but your mouth and a cigar. I want to get
married in white.” She leaned up and kissed the stud on the cheek.
“You better go backstage, foot long, mama’s got to do something
else with her mouth right now.” He blew her a kiss and headed off
stage.
Euphealia turned with a beatific smile to face us, held it for a
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moment, and then launched into a nasty, rocking version of the
Grand Idolitor’s White Wedding Day. It was wonderful. No need to
think or look for subtleties. Euphealia was never one for fine slicing.
She liked big, thick, gooey gobs of songs to sink her teeth into, wrap
her thighs around, and to ride like a bull until one or the other was
subdued. It was a great way to forget about the impending exit of
Tia, so I dove deep into the dance. I knew that Euphealia would go
from this old song into a new performance piece with intricate
rhythms and demonically filthy lyrics before winding back into the
original song—a song which now seemed, having been through the
Euphealia experience, much more tame, simpler, and almost sweet
in comparison to the exquisite depravity that was Ms. Lumpinthar’s
pulsating trademark. It would be a rollicking romp and I would be
winded and dripping by the end. Just what the doctor ordered, and I
do believe the essence of a good time when playing doctor is strictly
following orders.
To my mind there are three archetypes of drag performers. The
most common are those who get a kick out of dressing up, usually
in completely over-the-top pumps, sequins, and fluffy things. So as
not to be all dressed up with no place to go and no one to see them,
they head for the stage to lip-sync popular tunes while adding their
own special brand of facial gymnastics and flamboyant gestures.
The ‘singing’ is accomplished with a wide range of ability, from as
good as the original performers did during their music videos and,
if one believes the rumors, most of their concert performances, to
random mouth movements only meeting the song briefly during
the hook or chorus like a drunken skier zig-zagging past the run
with rare but enthusiastic visitations to the intended path. I am
rarely taken by these performers, unless they are particularly
bizarre in visage, presentation, or execution. Lip-syncing is only one
notch more challenging than playing the radio and, while it feels
wonderful to do, dancing madly and dreaming dreams of Flo
Ziegfeld walking by your living room and breaking down the door
shouting, “You cannot hide such talent, you must be a star!” I feel it is
best privately explored as a solitary act of self-pleasure. Watching
someone else lip-sync, just like watching someone else pleasure

The Second Set

167

themselves, is interesting only when said performer has some real
ability, some extraordinary physical attribute, or is either so goodor strange-looking that you are grateful to have an excuse to stare.
These performers tend to anatomical and fashion extremes.
Perhaps their over-the-top exposure of body and fashion distract
from the lack of variation in performance. Tia allowed one or two of
this genre during the second set as they made up the majority of
performers in the world of drag and, like al-anon often is useful as a
backdoor into AA, these adventures in lip-syncing sometimes gave
a neophyte the courage to stand up, dress up, open up, and
eventually, find their own voice.
The second type in my pantheon of drag queens is the
impersonators. These mimics remake themselves as clones of gay
icons—Judy, Babs, Mae West, Carol, Dolly, and more. Done well, the
performance can be even better than the original, with the
additional undercurrent of amazement at the caliber of the copy.
Done poorly, few things hurt the eyes, ears, and sensibilities more.
Strangely, these performers tend to stand at one end of the
spectrum or the other—either a flawless homage or a ghastly
caricature. Only imitators of Lady Day seem to have shades of gray
in their homage. Perhaps it is because no one else can copy the
broken beauty of her performances as she circled, then slipped into
each note that a broader swath of imitators “in the vein of Billie”
(sadly, there is again a pun lurking) exists for those who worship at
the altar of the Gardenia. Good impersonators were usually stars in
their own right and rarely had time for the likes of Sunday evenings
at Hoosier Daddy. However, upon occasion, a friend or acquaintance
of Tia’s from bygone days would be in some town nearby and could
be imposed upon for a song or two.
The most common archetype that appeared in the shows Tia
oversaw were the performance artists. These folks seemed to be
more motivated by the desire to sing and expose their raison d’être,
using drag as a means to that end. They used the milieu to find and
explore their own voice. Tia channeled, through a glass darkly, an
aspect of the divine mother. Others became raging amazons, petite
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hot house flowers, sinuous gutter cats, or someone’s terribly
twisted auntie—a la Dame Edna. Some were tapping into their
female essence. Some were raging against men or women. Some
used a dress as a springboard into humor and delight. The style and
quality were as varied as the motivation and source. What bound
them together as a group was that they created their own character
and used their talents or lack thereof to sing, speak, and otherwise
entertain. This was the lineage from which Tia glided and it was in
their bosom she felt most at home. I, too, preferred these artists
and, on the three occasions when I was forced into a dress and onto
a stage, it was the slightly off-center I found for myself. Euphealia
Lumpinthar was one of the best in Magawatta, boasting a solid
voice, an innovative hand at composition, and a dedication to camp
filth that provided an inescapable appeal to any with adventure in
their soul.
A small, but growing scene of these performers had sprouted in
Magawatta, largely because of the outlet, example, and
encouragement TiaRa provided. Tia had turned the mid-week
sessions into a nursery of sorts for her ‘baby acts’ as she insisted on
calling them. This label occasionally gave rise to odd stares and
slightly uncomfortable situations. I remember one late night when
we had sallied forth to the local mega market for a bottle of
something because our thirst had outlasted our supplies and were
standing in line to pay. Tia, who never noticed or cared where we
were when she had an inspiration to share, turned to me and said,
“BB, you simply must come to Daddy’s this Wednesday. I have a new
crop of babies that I have kept locked up for months working them
until they were simply crying from fatigue, but one must be firm
with the young. I feel they are finally ready to be released upon the
world. While they are still a little rough around the edges, that
sometimes adds to the sensual attraction, don’t you think? I saw
their trial run last night and I believe that great potential lurks
within. I particularly enjoy their opening number, which involves a
long, blond wig, a folding lawn chair, a cigar, a suction pump, and a
whip while they all moan in harmony and ladle a mixture of oatmeal
and ice cream over themselves. It promises to be very
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entertaining.” I turned from looking at Tia to see the puffy, middleaged, hair-spray-encrusted checkout girl demonstrating a perfect
example of agog. Evidently, the last customer had finished a few
minutes before and had left. Unable to break into Tia’s flow, she
stared at the both of us in open-mouthed wonder as a battle
between disgust and a screaming desire to know more twisted her
face into a most unbecoming shape. I paid quickly and hustled Tia
out before any further interaction could take place.
By the time Euphealia had finished her gyrations to well-deserved
roars of adulation, the temperature had risen in the bar and most of
the audience were grinning widely and dripping generously. You
can start pretty when you go to a show, but if you finish pretty, you
weren’t really taking part, you were posing with the fun as a
backdrop. I don’t care about the photo, I want the fun. So, as Tia
ascended the steps to the stage, applauding Euphealia at the same
time that Euphealia’s stud muffin came back out, picked her up,
threw her over his broad shoulders, and carried her off stage as she
blew kisses to us all, I was more than a bit winded.
I was also a little concerned. If Tia brought out one of my favorite
performers, I would have to stay and dance, yet I was not sure that
my poor old bones could handle it. If she brought out Hortensia
Loosely, an Hispanic temptress who created a mix of Latin and
reggae that was impossible not to love and illegal not to dance to, I
would be forced to jump and shake this white boy bootie until my
legs gave way and I dropped to the floor though it meant being
crushed by the cavalcade of feet inextricably moving to the
pulsating beat, where I’d lie and I’d die while I tried to get up and to
boogey just a little more for my Hor . . . Hortensia Loosely.
Or if Tia brought out Magawatta's queen of rock, blues, and soul,
Carlotta de Snatch, I was a dead man. I would have to listen and
dance and gyrate like I was young enough to perform such
movements without causing severe bodily harm, which I wasn’t. So,
while there was no chance I would act my age, I wouldn’t care until
my spine snapped and I dropped like a stone.
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Yes, it would hurt, but, with luck, it would hurt tomorrow, and I could
be joyously foolish today because it was TiaRa’s last night and if that
called for blood to be spilled and spines to be snapped, I would not,
could not say nay. I was willing to embrace whatever Tia
summoned, but some saner part of my brain, though it understood
that on this night, urging restraint was a battle it was destined to
lose, refused to stop wishing for at least a brief respite to allow me
to catch my breath and perhaps realize my age.
I guess Saint Lance, patron saint of aging gay men, was watching
over me, because Tia had slated someone completely new to me as
the next act, not one of those goddesses who required my
devotional dancing, but perhaps a new deity for the pantheon. I
knew I would watch a bit, but I didn’t have to dance, I could relax and
recover either my body or my senses. I might even be able to go out
to restore my fluid levels and check my vital signs for obvious
damage on Nacho Mama’s Patio.
Tia was beside herself with joy. “Wasn’t she . . . well, Euphealia?” she
cried. “There is simply no better compliment than to proclaim, ‘I feel
you, Euphealia’ . . . don’t you agree?”
And, as one, we roared our agreement.
“And now, you gorgeous, wonderful, pulsating mounds of man
flesh . . . and ladies, I have a special surprise! A virgin to sacrifice on
the altar of your love. This energetic dancing explosion of talent was
first spreading her wings when I happened to wander into another
establishment in that nearby large city—which shall remain
nameless—during a clandestine weekend rendezvous with a
gentleman friend.”
Numerous catcalls and lewd suggestions of what the weekend
involved were shouted from the crowd, and Tia arched her eyebrow
and wrinkled her nose with regal disdain.
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“Now you hush. I said gentleman friend because he is a gentleman,
not some old skank like some right here, right now I could name.
Therefore, do not get me started and do not make me mad, for I am,
as you know, a refined lady who does not wish to wile away my
hours immersed in golden showers. You do not want to spar with
me, I promise, so do not piss me off and you will not be pissed on, mi
amigos de corazon.”
And what could we do, but bow to the wishes of such a queen?
“Now, as I was saying before I was so rudely interrupted,” Tia
continued. “When I saw this next performer I was staggered by her
talent, not by my libations. I can safely say I have never seen
another who could match her and when your dear Tia says never,
that is a lot of ground covered and a lot of sights seen. I do believe
that when you see this ball of fire there will be enough jaws dropped
wide enough and long enough that we could pleasure an entire
parade of Shriners. So, in honor of all that is alive in this wonderful
little world of ours, I give to you, for the very first time on our stage,
so I’m sure you will be kind, the human dynamo, Flordelesa
Featherbush!”
As the crowd pounded out applause, the speakers began to throb
with familiar disco beats that resolved into the divine Bette’s version
of We are Family. Even though the vocal on the tape meant that we
had descended into lip-sync landia, at least the music was superb.
Very little can top our Lady Bette, Queen of da 3Bs—boobs, balls,
and brass. This was a relief, because even if the performer’s sync
was out of, I could close my eyes and enjoy Ms. Midler, nestled in the
chestles of divinity.
But then . . ..
Flordelesa exploded into the light. She was thin as a knife blade. She
started tall, then had added to her height with eight-inch, blue
glitter platform shoes and a feather headdress stretching up to the
heavens and out around the world that would make a Vegas
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showgirl feel plain frowsy. It was a miracle of luck, skill, and
flexibility that nothing caught on anything as she popped like a
party favor into the center of the stage. She was moving everything
she had in all directions at once everywhere, stretching and
twisting, while the feathers and sparkles of blue and green and pink
which covered all her altogether fluttered, shimmied, and shook in
her whirlwind. Miss Featherbush was an exotic bird, somehow
caught in mid flight and hysterically twisting to break free into the
sky.
Beau, who stood next to me, leaned over, and bellowed over the
throbbing music into my ear, “She’s a bird.” Our minds often
followed the same track.
I grinned and yelled back, “But what kind?”
Beau had been waiting for that. “Snow bird,” he yelled and rubbed
his nose.
I looked more closely at Flordelesa, focusing through the twirling
fluff and color toward her face and saw it was true. Her nose was
thickly dusted white, with crystals falling as she danced. She had
obviously just snorted a heart-stopping amount of some type of gofast and the adage of ‘what don’t kill you, sure makes you dance’ was
being enacted before our eyes.
As the powder and the adrenaline rush of being on stage and the
energy from the crowd all hit Ms. Featherbush, she turned the
energy up a notch. The fluttering that had come before had merely
been the warm-up. She began to dance, shake, and kick with no
indication that she paid any attention to gravity. There was little
pretense of miming the words as the wonderful mix tape of mighty
Midler’s best bounces blasted forth—grabbing only the most
danceable hooks from Family, to Bugle Boy, to Big Socks, to Your Love
Keeps Lifting Me. No, what Flordelesa did was move and as the
combined energy of music, club, and powder came together in that
tall thin form, she began to kick. Aiming for the stars and getting
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closer with each attempt, her legs flew higher and higher and
higher. It seemed impossible that a leg could go that high as she
ricocheted from one end of the stage to the other, reaching her leg
closer and closer to the sky. Her body bent nearly double and hardly
touched the floor. Faster and faster, she jerked and spun, feathers
and sparkles adding to the motion until she seemed not a human
but a whirling cloud of energy. Perhaps this was what it looked like
in the Big Bang when all matter exploded from an infinitesimal
point to an expanding universe in a heartbeat. No mere mortal
could do that to their body at such a speed and not suffer severe
unpleasant consequences. Bodies simply didn’t do that, and yet,
Ms. Featherbush did and did and did.
TiaRa was absolutely correct. We were all staring. As I looked
around, I saw a sea of open mouths. The offerings at a fish market
looked less stunned than the faces presented inside Hoosier Daddy.
When the music climbed another notch, aiming for the ultimate
finale or train wreck and Bette barreled into I Will Survive, the
juxtaposition of song lyrics proclaiming this life would go on, and a
performer who certainly would not, intent as she seemed to be on
ending the act by actually having her heart explode out of her chest
to land still throbbing on the stage if not tonight, then soon, very
very soon, I couldn’t take it anymore. I decided it was time to get a
breath of air, so I pushed my way through the crowd toward the
land of Nacho. I figured a bit of time out on the patio would clear my
head, cool my jets, and allow my body a chance to recover. I needed
a little me time and Nacho Mama’s was the place to get it.
I pushed open the doors, lifted the curtains, and stepped through
onto the patio, leaving the crowd and Flordelesa the snow bird
behind.

