THE LEGEND OF THE BIRTH OF THE TANGO

One day in the Misiones Jungle, in the spray of thun​dering Iguazu Falls, a hungry panther spied a grazing deer. Instantly, the predator followed his instincts and bounded in habitual fashion towards his frail prey. The deer’s finely-tuned senses alerted her to the danger. She turned and saw the racing cat’s muscles coil and uncoil under his coat like steely springs, and she knew it was too late for her to run away.

So she did what no deer had ever done before: she stood still and waited.

The panther reached her with a final arcing pounce. He wrapped his thick forelegs around her and prepared to sink his teeth into the back of her neck, but was perplexed to find himself looking into her big brown eyes instead. He continued to hold her in his powerful grasp as he puzzled out this unfamiliar circumstance. He swiped at her legs as he was used to doing to trip up flee​ing prey, but she calmly let her slender legs swing and dangle where his force sent them.

He twisted and turned her in every way, waiting for the deer to struggle or run, but the clever deer knew that resistance would only trigger his instinct to kill. So she relaxed and mirrored the panther’s every move, yielding when he strode forward, fol​lowing when he stepped back. The pan​ther’s broad chest was pressed against hers, and he felt the rapid beating of her heart, and she likewise could feel his breath​ing. When he shook her from side to side, she let her long, slender legs swing freely, gracefully in arcs through the air and around and between his legs.

Soon, the panther forgot about his voracious designs. He enjoyed the deer’s total surren​der and compliance with his every intention. And she thrilled to the closeness of this powerful creature that demanded, compelled and threatened, and yet invited, protected and comforted too.

The enchanted couple continued in this fashion, self-absorbed, oblivious to place and time, until night fell. The full moon was their spotlight then, and the other creatures ​of the jungle gathered around the clearing to watch. The crickets found the sight so awesome they tried to imitate the dancing pair. but their crooked insect legs were poorly suited to the task. Still, the sound of crick~ legs rubbing together filled the air like the harmonic sighs of a bandoneón.

The panther and deer became very fond of each other, and repeated their dance of pas​sion, pursuit and conquest, love, hope. desire, restraint, denial, surrender, union and trust many times before they died. Eventually some Guarani hunters, or women gathering berries, or children at play witnessed the touching spectacle. They preserved the memory of the dancing pan​ther and deer in their legends. Later, other peoples they encountered in their wander​ings-from the Africans of Uruguay, to the Pampas gauchos, to the Italian immigrants of Buenos Aires-added a rhythm, lyric melody or step in tribute to the mythical creatures who broke through boundaries as old as Adam and Eve.

And that is how the tango was born.

