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I’m at the window, in the studio upstairs. I pull the long, white curtains back as far as 
they’ll go. The midsummer sun is settling down, into the Berkshire Mountains. 
Everything is blooming gold. I want to see the evening primroses open. I press my wet 
forehead against the glass pane and dig my right big toe into the floor. It’s sticky here at 
the edges, by the rosin and floor tape. Ballet, I think, suddenly, is about ease. My dances 
are not. I want to show all the sticky parts. I want to see the tape. I want to see the glue.  

I move away from the window and start to dance one of Titania’s variations from 
Balanchine’s A Midsummer Night’s Dream. I’ve seen it so many times that I know it by 
heart. I combine part of it with a dressage riding sequence I’ve been watching on 
YouTube. I add Madonna’s “Holiday” step from her 1990 Blond Ambition Tour. I used 
to dance it all the time in high school.  

At my boyfriend’s house upstate, I begin another collage, for the word “white.” 
He’s just painted the room where I dance white, and there’s an Edmund White novel on 
the bookcase—A Boy’s Own Story, my favorite. I’ve read White since I was a teen, when 
Elizabeth Taylor’s White Diamonds commercials were on television, when Vanna White 
turned letters. Does she still do that? I’ve always wanted to turn letters.  

I dance around to a Neil Young song. I stop: Baryshnikov was in White Nights. 
He starred in my favorite film when I was a child, World’s Young Ballet. I imagine I am 
he in black and white and dance Le Corsaire. The white room becomes whiter white from 
the early afternoon sun. I go downstairs, put the shades down, and turn on the television. 
(I am not above The Young and the Restless.) 

Later, when I’m in bed flipping through my iPod, I see Benjamin Britten’s The 
Young Person’s Guide to the Orchestra. (I preferred Prokofiev when I was a boy, the 
Piano Concerto No. 3 in C Major, Op. 26. My mother used to play the record. It sounded 
like the sun was setting in our house.) I go to sleep thinking of young Suzanne Farrell and 
Peter Martins dancing Apollo and that famous black-and-white photo of them in 
Diamonds, one of Balanchine’s white ballets. 

In New York—thank heavens I’m back in New York so I can get to work—I put 
together all of the material I’ve lifted and choreographed. I’ve made a Young White 
Holiday. (It sounds like I’m making some sort of joke about ballet. I left ballet when I 
was 19, but I always find a way to come back to it.) I pick up Marie Howe’s What the 
Living Do. I love this book. It’s about being left and leaving, and I make a dance for the 
word “left.” I want my dance to have, as she might say, the fullness of life, so I 
incorporate it into the big collage I’m making with my group of talented, devoted, 
beautiful dancers. I use words from the narration of The Young Person’s Guide to the 
Orchestra to steer the movement and composition. Everything, after all, is collage. Look 
carefully. Find the glue. 
 
 


