
Elena Urioste’s CD and the Sniffer 
 
One day KUSC was busting Mendelssohn’s Violin Concerto, and I nearly drove off the road 
trying to read the display so I could learn it, go out and buy a copy. 
 
Better than that, the Pasadena Symphony was in town (they should be, they live in Pasadena)—
and they were due to play Mendelssohn’s Violin Concerto!!! 
 
Could all of this have been a big KUSC scheme to sell tickets?  Raise interest in Mendelssohn?  
Entertain people via radio?  Inspire people? 
 
Totally.  All of the above. 
 
So I came home and announced to my friend, Tracy—“Hey, Tracy, we’re going to see 
Mendelssohn,” and she’s like, “Cool.” 
 
Before we started sounding like SNL’s “Californians,”  I like—totally found tickets online. 
 
100 bucks later, we were set to see Mendelssohn at the Ambassador Auditorium. 
 
Now:  did it hurt that there was some beautiful woman named Elena Urioste due to be the 
soloist for the Mendelssohn piece that night? 
 
No.  Beauty never hurts.  Unless...  Nope—never. 
 
Well: 
 
Let’s skip to the concert.  It was lovely, and pretty, and beautiful—and we ate at an Old Town 
restaurant first, then walked in, all was cool. 
 
Nearly back row seats fine.  Talked to some ladies coming in; they said Elena would be signing 
CD’s at halftime. 
 
This could be a great night!!! 
 
Then, as we were settling in, I heard a loud SNIFF behind me that posed a decent-sized red flag 
for later, but no... 
 
Nothing could ruin this KUSC inspired night of fun, beauty and Felix M (my new brother from 
another mother, that German Jewish-born, Protestant-raised boy genius/adult wizard who just 
wrote and played in a land where words fail, exaltation begins and snow falls on the rainbow 
Christmas of your dreams). 
 



The first little number of the night went by, then Elena shined—walking out confidently. 
 
The convergence of her beauty with Mendelsohn’s eternal soul had potential to lift the roof off 
the Ambassador that night, and I was ready to have my CD signed in the ensuing windstorm of 
their Music. 
 
Then... 
 

SNIFF.   Sniff.    Sniff!!  Then Mendelssohn.  There’s Elena feeling it, killing it—SNIFF!! 

 
WHAT?!?!!?   KUSC did not mention the SNIFFER that would be placed behind me the night of 
the concert!!!! 
 
This is NOT happening!?!?!!? 
 
100 Dollars spent, good enough seats, beautiful Elena playing the amazing Mendel-man, and 
THIS?!!??!!? 
 
Not this.  I wasn’t having it.  So after four or five looks back, and one near Glare, I... 
 
I took an action. 
 
I turned, mid-concert movement, and said in the Sniffer’s general direction: 
 
“Are you going to be Sniffing this entire show?!!??!?!?!!??!” 
 
And the sniffing stopped.  And Mendelssohn through Elena and the Pasadena Symphony 
played.  And they touched my heart.  And mind.  I pumped my fist. 
 
Vivaldi, Metallica—the Mendelssohn violin:  Passion in music drives us and transports us to a 
higher place to enjoy life and think.   
 
And there I finally was with the world of great music, my 100 dollars well-spent, celebrating Life 
and art in the silent respect great symphony artists deserve. 
 
Peace in the crowd—the only war being fought on that stage.  Elena jerking that violin and 
frowning concentration, cueing us all to think of our own talents, and “are we working as hard 
as she to realize them?” 
 
God bless us, what a moment and show—my intervention on the sniffer so key, a risk to be 
sure!! 
 
The look on Tracy next to me when I spoke up, the Gasp from the ladies behind me... 



All worth it to exalt in Greatness for half an hour. 
 

*** 
 
Intermission came, and out into the lobby I stormed to buy Elena’s CD and wait for her to come 
out and sign it. 
 
There was a certain marketing glitch that night, as none of the crowd knew the Beautiful Elena 
was so engaged!!! 
 
The crowd seemed idiotic in their search for beer and wine, as I was the first and only guest to 
hand the woman of the night that CD to sign. 
 
I met her.  We hung out a moment.  I told her the sniffer story briefly.  I gave her my card.  The 
one with www.travelingpoet.net on the back, because Hey!!  Artists support artists, right?!!??! 
 
She signed my CD cover beautifully,  I said thank you and good luck, and walked away. 
 
The next thing that happened is not easy to talk about, but in life I find it is far better to laugh 
than cry... When, I’ll add, you have a choice!!  (not always the case). 
 
I’m going to laugh, and give the reader permission to join me—hereby releasing us all to have 
fun and enjoy the following nightmare: 
 
Following the CD-signing, I took a victory lap toward all the people, only to notice that, Yes, it 
was true:  they really were preferring the imbibing of flammable, toxic liquids to meeting a 
talented Beautiful superstar like Elena Urioste. 
 
(Reminds me of Me as a teenager.  Total idiot.) 
 
So:  Off I go, then come back, strolling here and there, the inner-mental stroller telling me, 
“Hey, dude, stroll toward the restroom and get ready for the final music piece, no?” 
 
So I followed that weird voice of questioning truth, tucked my new signed CD into my left 
armpit, and entered the restroom for “Men.” 
 
Did I say yet that I was having a lovely time?  I mean, this night was near perfect!!!  A great 
defense against the Sniffer, meeting Elena, hearing that amazing, angelic Mendelssohn piece!!! 
 
And there I was with an autograph— 
 
AHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!!  It just fell in the toilet!!!!!  AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!  
Help!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!   Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh. 
 

http://www.travelingpoet.net/


No!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 
 
Worse than any sniffer!!!!  No!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!  I had already peed.  
NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!  
Elena!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!  NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!!!!!!!!!!! 
 

**** 
 
Yes.  I dropped my new autographed CD in the used toilet.  I am a fast individual, and I used 
every bit of that speed to rescue the disc and its autographed sleeve with all alacrity.  Was I 
crying?  Just a little.  A deep internal whimper that men share sparingly and usually not in Men’s 
rooms. 
 
So I straightened up, zipped up, grabbed the soiled product and ran to the sink to clean it as 
quickly as I could without outer tears erupting. 
 
Life happens doesn’t it?  It teaches, no?  It giveth and it taketh. 
 
My CD was sorta’ fine, but always soiled in my mind a bit... 
 
I could never have told Elena in the lobby when I returned, but I whined for two seconds at the 
ladies who worked there, then some guy in the restroom, then an older lady usher.  The latter 
was a bit scared and wary of me and my new PPCD. 
 
It’s fine, and it plays fine.  And it’s not where you start in music and life, but where you finish, 
and I am nowhere near the finish line. 


