CD Review
“EUROPHONICS” 

Florian Opahle 

(Limited Edition) [44:20]


As reported by DR elsewhere in this issue, after a number of years as guitarist for Ian Anderson’s solo/orchestral shows Florian Opahle finally earned his Jethro Tull spurs in September 2007 on the tour of Scandinavia and Iceland, where he depped for Marin Barre for six shows. (Actually, that’s not quite true, as he’d previously played shows under the Jethro Tull banner in India and Russia - but A New Day weren’t there, so they don’t count.) And, it has to be said, Florian’s performance in Scandinavia really was the dog’s eyebrows. (Florian is German, but will understand exactly what I mean by that…)

Flo had told me over a pint or three in an Aarhus Irish bar that his solo CD was very different from the rock guitar we tend to associate him with, comprising mainly Spanish guitar. Even so, I was unprepared for the opening track A Nice Day, a catchy lightweight tune which, frankly, sounds like the soundtrack to a Spanish travelogue. However, things pick up with the flamenco-flavoured Spanish Nights which, wonder of wonders, is graced half way through with some electric guitar à la Parisienne Walkways by Gary Moore - think Seville Walkways. Pick A Lick starts off like a downbeat Allman Brothers Jessica, but then doesn’t sound like it at all. Tarrega’s Pavana (not to be confused with Faurés Pavanne) is the only tune not written by Flo himself, and again is gently Spanish. Just as you think it’s in danger of drifting he throws in some dazzling runs and starts flirting with jazz, and it’s at this point that the penny drops and you begin to understand the overall feel of the CD. An absolute highlight is Synth, a slow moody piece quietly underpinned by echoey Pink Floydesque keyboards which is so achingly beautiful that just when you think it can’t get any more gorgeous - it does. Lucca breaks the spell with the only real upfront percussion on the album, and Dropped D is a superb closer which Roy Harper would be proud of, with urgent acoustic guitar over fuzzy electric wailings. Oh, yes.

All in all, this is a deliberately understated recording - albeit containing some breathtaking playing - and, perversely, that’s its strength. It’s a real grower, both throughout the CD and on repeated listens. This is not a CD to play in the car, or at a BBQ, but one to listen to on headphones in the dark, or by candlelight in the silent company of someone special. 

The CD can be ordered via Florian’s own website www.florian-opahle.de for a mere €10.00 plus P&P. Completists should note that Ian, Shona and James Anderson all get namechecks in the sleevenotes. But really, buy it for the music – trust me.

Martin Webb
