
DanceView
A Quarterly Review of Dance    Vol. 31, No. 1  Winter 2014



2 DanceView, Vol. 31, no. 1 —  winter 2014

Nancy Reynolds
The Balanchine Foundation Video Archives 
Jacques d’Amboise coaches Who Cares?    3

Michael Popkin 
“It’s About The Feeling That You Have Out On Stage” 
A Conversation with Tiler Peck     8

Marianne Adams 
At A Theatre Near You
The Bolshoi Ballet’s Le Corsaire    18

Gay Morris 
Summer Dance Festivals 
Bard Summerscape Festival  and the
Jacob’s Pillow Dance Festival    22

Marina Harss
Letter from New York     
Fall for Dance, Arthur Pita, San Francisco Ballet, 
William Forsythe, Anne Teresa DeKeersmaeker,
Martha Clarke’s Chéri     27

Jane Simpson 
Letter from London and Copenhagen
English National Ballet, The Royal Ballet, the Richard Alston 
Dance Company, the Birmingham Royal Ballet, the Stuttgart
Ballet and the Royal Danish Ballet    36
  
Rita Felciano
Letter from San Francisco
Smuin Ballet, Shanghai Ballet, Jo Kreiter Flyaway Productions, 
Katharine Hawkins & James Graham, Stacey Printz Project, 
The Concept Series, Scott Wells    41

DanceView
Volume 31, Number 1  Winter 2014

Editor Etcetera: 
 Alexandra Tomalonis 
Editorial Advisors:
 Robert Greskovic
 George Jackson
New York Correspondents: 
 Mary Cargill 
 Marina Harss  
 Gay Morris 
 Carol Pardo
 Michael Popkin
 Tom Phillips
 Leigh Witchel
San Francisco Correspondent: 
 Rita Felciano 
London Correspondent: 
 Jane Simpson 
European Correspondents: 
 Marc Haegeman
 Alexander Meinertz
Photographers:
 Costas
 Marc Haegeman

DanceView is published quarterly by Alexandra 
Tomalonis. Writers and photographers retain 
copyright of  their original material.
Address all correspondence to: 
P.O. Box 34435, 
Martin Luther King Station, Washington, D.C. 
20043. 
Annual subscription rates (4 issues) are: 
USA: $30 (individual), $50 (libraries); Canada: 
$35.00 (ind.), $55 (lib);  Europe, Africa and the 
Middle East: (sent  air mail): $45 (ind.), $65 (lib); 
Asia and Australia: $50 (ind); $70 (lib) 

Front cover: 
Jacques d’Amboise with Robert Fairchild in 
Balanchine’s Who Cares? for the Balanchine 
Foundation Video Archive Project. Photo by Costas.

Back cover:
6RÀDQH�6\OYH�LQ�&KULVWRSKHU�:KHHOGRQ·V Ghosts. 
Photo: Erik Tomasson.



27DanceView, Vol. 31, no. 1 —  winter 2014

Letter from New York

Fall for Dance, Arthur 
Pita, San Francisco Ballet, 
William Forsythe, Anne Teresa 
DeKeersmaeker, Martha 
Clarke’s Chéri

by Marina Harss

 Autumn was especially hectic this year, what with 
visits from San Francisco Ballet, Anne Teresa De 
Keersmaeker’s company (Rosas), and the arrival of  the 
UK production of  Arthur Pita’s Metamorphosis, among 
many other things. Not to mention performances 
by various home-town companies. American Ballet 
Theatre had an excellent two-week run at the former 
State Theatre at Lincoln Center (now the David Koch), 
LWV�ÀUVW�WKHUH�VLQFH�WKH�VHYHQWLHV��7KH�WURXSH�UHYLYHG�
Twyla Tharp’s Bach Partita, last performed in 1985, and 
premièred a not-quite-convincing story ballet by Alexei 
Ratmansky based on Shakespeare’s Tempest. Meanwhile, 
New York City Ballet offered a trio of  mostly 
forgettable new works at its fall gala by Justin Peck, 
Antonin Preljocaj, and Benjamin Millepied. But there 
were memorable moments as well. The company also 
gave a very moving performance of  Jerome Robbins’s 
Dances at a Gathering and also brought back one of  
Ratmansky most imaginative, original works, Namouna: 
A Grand Divertissement, from 2010. What follows is just 
a smattering of  highlights, selected at random.
 As it has every year since 2003, the season kicked 
off  with Fall for Dance (Sept. 25-Oct. 5), City 

Center’s sprawling festival, now ten years old. With 
WLFNHWV�DW�MXVW�����D�SRS³LQ�WKH�ÀUVW�\HDU��WKH\�ZHQW�
for $10—the gambit is understandably successful. 
7KHUH�ZHUH�ÀYH�TXDGUXSOH�ELOOV�WR�FKRRVH�IURP��HDFK�
performed twice over the ten-day festival. To celebrate 
its tenth anniversary, the organizers added two free 
shows at the outdoor Delacorte Theatre in Central 
Park (Sept. 16-17). The Delacorte is a distractingly 
lovely place to see dance, with mists rising from a 

nearby pond, tall trees swaying in the breeze, and the 
encroaching darkness creating an atmosphere of  sylvan 
mystery. It’s easy to forget that busy thoroughfares lie 
just a few steps in either direction. Sitting there in the 
dark, I imagined how magical it would be to attend a 
production of  Midsummer Night’s Dream or Les Sylphides 
on that stage.
 The actual contents of  the free program were 
a bit of  a mixed bag, not that it mattered too much. 
Elizabeth Streb’s Human Fountain turned out to be an 
endless parade of  bodies leaping and falling from a 
metal structure, landing with a loud splat on a mat 
below. (To be clear, Streb is not interested in creating 
the illusion of  buoyancy.) A Mozart symphony blasted 
through the loudspeakers, creating a kind of  enforced 
cheerfulness. It was punctuated by the dancers’ yelps 
and grunts. I admire the dancers’ daredevil spirit, but 
what is the point?  The evening also included Ulysses 
Dove’s Red Angels, a hopelessly dated work from 1994 
that combines slithery, fashion-mag attitude, balletic 
extensions, and a rhythmic score for electric violin. 
“Arabesques are sexy!” it screams, over and over. It 
was performed by a top-notch cast from New York 
City Ballet (Maria Kowroski, Jennie Somogyi, Adrian 
Danchig-Waring, and Chase Finlay), all gorgeous, all 
wasted. 
 The other two works had a bit more substance 
to them. The Ronald K. Brown/Evidence company 
ÁRRGHG�WKH�VWDJH�ZLWK�LWV�VXSSOH�PRYHV�DQG�LQIHFWLRXV�
musicality in Brown’s Upside Down. Brown’s dancers 
dance with their whole bodies, from insoles to legs to 
hips to torsos and arms all alive and expressive.  The 
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music, full of  layered and syncopated rhythms, was by 
the Nigerian Afro-pop bandleader and singer Fela Kuti, 
performed live by two percussionists and the singer 
Wunmi Olaiya. Brown’s synthesis of  West-African, 
Caribbean, and American club dance creates a powerful 
groove. In other words, it makes you want to get up 
DQG�GDQFH��+LV�ZRUNV�DUH�VR�VXSHUÀFLDOO\�HDV\�JRLQJ�
that we tend to overlook how well the choreography 
LV�SXW�WRJHWKHU���3DWWHUQV�VKLIW�DQG�UH�FRQÀJXUH�LQ�
VXUSULVLQJ�EXW�RUJDQLF�ZD\V��OLNH�D�VFKRRO�RI �ÀVK�RU�D�
skein of  birds traveling across the sky. As is often the 
case, Upside Down has a spiritual subtext, built around 
the theme of  communal mourning, but, at least to my 
eye, the dancing is more compelling than the message. 
The closing number, Paul Taylor’s Esplanade, was like a 
blast of  energy. It never fails. Walking out of  the park 
in the dark surrounded by a river of  people was almost 
as thrilling.
 The rest of  the festival included the usual mix of  
good and not-so-good. Particular standouts this year 
were Dance Theatre of  Harlem, in Robert Garland’s 
joyful, expansive Gloria—the company looked 
absolutely radiant—and a duet by Surupa Sen and 
Bijayini Satpathy, longtime members of  the classical 
Indian dance ensemble Nrityagram, which specializes 

in a form called odissi. The duet, Vibhakta, explored 
depictions of  male and female energy, a dichotomy that 
lies at the heart of  Hindu mythology and dance. Both 
women took on aspects of  the gods Radha (female) 
and Vishnu (male), in their various guises. Because they 
have worked and lived together for almost two decades, 
the harmony between their bodies, while in motion 
or when suspended in conjoined poses, is particularly 
thrilling. At different moments, each embodied 
different qualites—power, desire, sensuality, strength, 
balance, etc. At other times, they seemed to morph into 
a single being, born of  the same impulse. 
 The former Riverdance star Colin Dunne performed 
a captivating, though somewhat dour, solo (The Turn: 
Dance in Your Blood) in which he deconstructed and 
built upon the percussive footwork of  Irish step dance. 
8VLQJ�D�KLJK�WHFK�PDW��ÀWWHG�ZLWK�HOHFWURQLF�VHQVRUV��
Dunne looped and splice the sounds produced by 
his feet as they scraped, tapped, slid, and stomped. 
For a performer who appears so unenthusiastic 
about being onstage, with deep bags under his eyes 
and a defeated tilt to his frame, Dunne moves with 
startling speed and lightness once he gets started. His 
upper body may look tired, but his legs and feet are 
decidedly not. In SOUNDspace, another rhythm study, 

Elizabeth Streb’s Human Fountain, Photo by Tom Caravaglia.
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the tapper Michelle Dorrance took a more generous, 
less introspective approach to her craft, creating 
overlapping tap patterns for a bevy of  young dancers 
of  varying experience and technical ability. By creating 
laid-back, witty juxtapositions of  sounds, she infused 
the work with a liberating atmosphere of  equality and 
play.  A highly accomplished tapper, Dorrance joined 
in the fray, dancing up a storm in her signature gangly, 
angular, kid-sister style. But despite its happy-go-lucky 
presentation, there was nothing simplistic about her 
show. Through her choreography, Dorrance played 
with unison, counterpoint, and contrasts of  speed, 
as well as nuances of  sound (hard vs. soft, toe vs. 
heel, sliding, stumbling, pounding, tickling). And, to 
be honest, any show that includes the silky-smooth, 
dazzling tapping prowess of  Dormeshia Sumbry-
Edwards is worth seeing.

***

 Arthur Pita’s Metamorphosis, a dance-theatre 
staging of  Kafka’s well-worn novella, came to the 

Joyce in September (Sept. 17-29). The show, produced 
by the Royal Opera House, was conceived by Pita 
DV�D�YHKLFOH�IRU�WKH�VXSHU�LQWHQVH�DQG�K\SHU�ÁH[LEOH�
Edward Watson, a frequent interpreter of  the works 
of  Kenneth MacMillan and Wayne McGregor at the 
Royal Ballet. As we all know, in the novella, Gregor 

Samsa’s physical 
transformation 
into a bug is a 
metaphor for 
his feelings of  
alienation from 

family and society. 
Trapped in the 
body of  a bug, 
he eventually 

desires only death. 
$W�ÀUVW��HDFK�

member of  his 
family responds 

differently to his disgusting appearance, but by the end 
even his loving sister is glad to be rid of  him. Pita’s 

WDNH�LV�FRPSOHWHO\�OLWHUDO�DQG�GLVDSSRLQWLQJO\�VXSHUÀFLDO��
His idea is that by twisting his star into a series of  

impossible-seeming contortions and coating him with a 
sticky brown goo he can give replicate Samsa’s psychic 

and physical breakdown. (In order to make Watson 
appear even more monstrous, halfway through the 
show, two men in rubber bodysuits arrive to slather 

him up further with goo.)
 But no matter how many knots Watson twists his 
body into, Pita’s staging never gets under our skin the 
way Kafka’s dry, deadpan prose does. Once Watson 
has hooked his leg around his shoulder and wiggled his 
long, prehensile toes in twelve different ways, what is 
left for him to do? The clever two-sided set (designed 
by Simon Daw), allows Pita to move the audience’s 
focus from Gregor’s slimy nest to the boxy kitchen of  
the Samsa abode. Sister Grete does ballet exercises, 
hiking her leg up to her shoulder in monstrous splits 
that make her look almost as freakish as her brother. 
Most of  the interactions are histrionic, with the 
exception of  a quiet pas de deux between Gregor and 
his sister, who move side divided by a wall. The acting 
is generally cartoonish, and the music—an interesting 
mix of  pre-recorded licks and live vocalizations—is 
loud. The conceit soon wears thin. As I watched it 
occurred to me: Watson’s torqued maneuvers are 

Edward Watson 
in Pita's 
Metamorphosis. 
Photo by Tristram 
Kenton.
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actually not that far removed from what we might 
see in a ballet by the British choreographer Wayne 
McGregor. At least here the grotesque shapes mean 
something. 

***

 October brought a visit from San Francisco 

Ballet��WKH�ÀUVW�VLQFH�������2FW����������7KH�WURXSH�
performed at the David H. Koch Theatre, which, 
since New York City Opera’s departure, is rapidly 
becoming one of  the city’s main venues for dance. 
(Even though the number of  seats is roughly equivalent 
to that of  City Center, it has many advantages over that 
theatre. Better sight lines, for one, as well as a large pit 
and more wing space.) Musical accompaniment was 
provided by the New York City Ballet Orchestra, which 
played more brio than usual under the baton of  Martin 
West and Ming Luke, San Francisco’s music director 
and principal guest conductor, respectively. The 
Californians brought with them an ambitious array of  
ballets: four mixed bills, consisting almost exclusively 
of  works made since 2010 and new to New York. 
Then, a week of  Christopher Wheeldon’s lavish new 
evening-length Cinderella. 
� )URP�LWV�ÀUVW�SHUIRUPDQFH�LQ�1HZ�<RUN��WKH�
company made a vivid impression, with vibrant 
GDQFLQJ�WKURXJK�WKH�UDQNV��6RÀDQH�6\OYH��D�WDOO��EURDG�

shouldered French dancer who was more remarkable 
for her power than her subtlety when she was a 
member of  City Ballet, has blossomed as a principal at 
SFB. She shone in a series of  leading roles, including 
one in which she depicted a kind of  avenging spirit in 
Christopher Wheeldon’s Ghosts. In Wayne McGregor’s 
Borderlands she managed to make some sense out of  
the relentlessly hyperactive choreography and look 
beautiful all the while. And in Ratmansky’s playful new 
From Foreign Lands, she was both nuanced and wittily 
imperious in a pas de quatre set to a faintly Alpine 
variation from Moritz Moszkowski’s eponymous 
orchestral suite. The role Ratmansky created for Sylve 
is that of  a femme fatale attended to by three adoring 
males, who, when they are not vying for her attention, 
dance with each other. She was one of  the few dancers 
in the ballet who seemed to understand the ballet’s 
light-hearted, tongue-in-cheek spirit. From Foreign Lands 
is a bon-bon, delicious and inventive, not meant to be 
taken terribly seriously. 
 Sarah Van Patten, a reserved, streamlined dancer 
capable of  lightning fast footwork who would look 
perfectly at home at New York City Ballet, also made a 
strong impression in a series of  roles, including as the 
heroine of  the second movement of  Helgi Tomasson’s 
Trio, a lush, Romantic suite set to Tchaikovsky’s 
windswept Souvenirs de Florence. (I was sorry not to 
catch Van Patten in Wheeldon’s Cinderella the following 

Benjamin 
Stewart and 
Pascal Molat in 
Morris' Beaux. 
Photo by Erik 
Tomasson
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week.) In Trio, she played a woman faced with a 
choice between two lovers, one gentle, one aggressive, 
unrelenting. The situation was a cliché, but she handled 
it with authority and a complete lack of  sentimentality. 
Yuan Yuan Tan is the company’s porcelain goddess, 
her perfumed remoteness belying a steely strength. 
She’s often cast in convoluted pas de deux in which she 
gives off  an air of  ultra-feminine fragility, but it quickly 
becomes clear that this fragility is only an illusion. In 
one particularly knotty passage from Edwaard Liang’s 
Symphonic Dances, Tan hoisted her torso from an upside-
down position, while swinging from her partner’s arm. 
Of  the three women I saw perform this ballet, she 
was the least perturbed by this awkward move. She is 
XQÁDSSDEOH�
 The men of  the company are appealing, beautiful 
jumpers, convincingly classical danseurs as well as 
warm, engaging partners, and, when it is asked of  
them, natural and unforced actors. The most enjoyable 
section of  Yuri Possokhov’s otherwise mannered, 

bombastic Classical Symphony consists of  a passage in 
ZKLFK�WKH�PHQ�OHDS�DFURVV�WKH�VWDJH�LQ�ZDYHV��Á\LQJ�
through the air like arrows at the Battle of  Agincourt. 
In Wheeldon’s Cinderella, the dancers in the roles of  
Prince Guillaume and his sidekick Benjamin (Davit 
Karapetyan and Hansuke Yamamoto) stole scene after 
scene with their pristine, buoyant dancing. (Wheeldon 
even gives Benjamin a sweetheart, the nicer of  the 
two stepsisters.) Mark Morris’s Beaux was yet another 
showcase for the company’s male contingent. In this 
gently fraternal work, nine male dancers gambol like 
fauns to music for harpsichord and small orchestra 
by Bohuslav Martinu. The music is perfectly chosen, 
with a cheeky faux-Baroque style that is well suited 
to Morris’s off-kilter sensibility. More importantly, 
Morris’s choreography—un-emphatic, almost Platonic 
in its simplicity—makes a convincing case for the 
idea that male balletic technique does not necessarily 
have to focus exclusively on showy displays of  
technique. The men form beautiful walking patterns, 

dance jigs, skate in place, 
and advance in rocking, 
weaving lines, teasing 
out layers in the music. 
7KH�SDVWHO�FDPRXÁDJH�
costumes (by Isaac 
Mizrahi) are a bit over-
the-top (and foreshorten 
the men’s bodies), but 
they also heighten the 
ballet’s perfumed air of  
anti-machismo. In the 
performance I saw, Pascal 
Molat stood out as a 
particularly relaxed, self-
assured, and deeply musical 
dancer.
 The company 
brought two works by 
Wheeldon, Ghosts and 
Cinderella, both stylish 
and grand, augmented by 
beautiful costumes and lots 
of  atmosphere. Wheeldon 

Vanessa Zahorian and Vitor 
Luiz in Helgi Tomasson's Trio.
Photo: Erik Tomasson
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has a long-standing relationship with the company, 
for whom he has made eight ballets. The dancers 
XQGHUVWDQG�KLV�ÁXLG��GHOLEHUDWH�VW\OH��2I �WKH�WZR�ZRUNV��
Ghosts�LV�WKH�PRUH�LQYHQWLYH��GDQFHUV�UROO�DQG�ÁRDW�LQ�
sea-foam-colored costumes, like sea nymphs or the 
souls of  shipwrecked travelers. Their interactions have 
D�FHUHPRQLDO��RWKHUZRUOGO\�IHHO��6RÀDQH�6\OYH�ZDV�
commanding in a trio in which she was partnered by 
two men, swooping over the scene like a malevolent 
spirit. Cinderella, despite the lushness of  the production, 
is less convincing. Wheeldon doesn’t seem to have 
connected with the music or the story. The most 
compelling acting takes place in a prologue in which 
the choreographer depicts Cinderella’s past happiness, 
and the heartbreak caused by her mother’s death. In 
contrast, the various pas de deux for Cinderella and 
her prince are overwrought, riddled with lifts, and 
HPRWLRQDOO\�JHQHULF��:KHHOGRQ�ZDVQ·W�DEOH�WR�ÀQG�D�
VSHFLÀF�ODQJXDJH�RU�FRORU�WR�GHVFULEH�WKH�FRQQHFWLRQ�
between the two. 
 Nor does the ballet work particularly well as 
theatre. In its initial scenes, the mime for the sisters and 
stepmother feels dutiful and exaggerated rather than 
funny. Instead of  a fairy godmother, we get a cluster 

of  masked men who move Cinderella around the stage, 
depriving her of  various opportunities to dance on her 
own two feet and tell us who she is. Most compelling 
are the imaginative costumes and set designs (by Julian 
&URXFK���LQFOXGLQJ�D�VNHLQ�RI �Á\LQJ�FKDLUV�DQG�URZV�RI �
masked revelers at the ball. The most ravishing visual 
effect comes from the puppeteer Basil Twist, another 
collaborator in the production. A cluster of  disparate 
shapes and a billowing scarf  suddenly coalesce to 
EHFRPH�D�Á\LQJ�FDUULDJH�WKDW�FRQYH\V�&LQGHUHOOD�WR�WKH�
ball.

***

 And then there were the Europeans. William 
Forsythe—born in Long Island but based in 
Germany—brought his impenetrable Sider to the 
Brooklyn Academy of  Music (Oct 9-12). For an 
hour the dancers were fed lines from Hamlet through 
headphones, to which they responded with physical 
patter inspired by the rhythms and accents of  the 
words (which the audience could not hear). They also 
built walls out of  large cardboard planks, which they 
dragged, kicked, tapped, and hid beneath. Sitting in 

6RÀDQH�6\OYH�LQ�$OH[HL�5DWPDQVN\
V�From Foreign Lands. Photo: Erik Tomasson
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the audience, we could see the wheels in the dancers’ 
heads steadily turning, but had no way of  knowing 
what was going on. Later in the month, Anne Teresa 

De Keersmaeker’s Rosas company performed, also 
at BAM (Oct. 19-29).  The Belgian choreographer, 
known for work that is simultaneously exhilarating 
(in its precision and rigor) and forbidding (in its 
repetitiveness and limited vocabulary), is a descendant 
of  the American minimalists. Like them, she is a 
virtuoso at spinning scant material—a few steps, a prim 
swish of  the hip—into an evening’s worth of  minute 
variations. Her company’s performances can bring on a 
kind of  exquisite despair.
 At BAM, Rosas presented two linked works, En 
Atendant and Cesena, both originally composed for the 
Avignon Festival and performed outdoors, with the 
fourteenth-century walls of  the Palais des Papes as 
their backdrop. En Atendant took place at dusk, and 
Cesena (named after a religious massacre) at dawn. 
Given those circumstances, Keersmaeker’s references 
were immediately clear: death, rebirth, light, darkness, 
religion, faith. Both works use fourteenth-century 
music, performed alongside or among the dancers. 

The human voice,  as a concrete expression of  the 
soul within the body, is key to unlocking their deeper 
meaning. 
 At the Brooklyn Academy of  Music, the stage 
was kept bare, with the exception of  a line of  dirt 
in En Atendant and a circle of  ashes in Cesena. This 
residue was gradually spread by the dancers’ feet. 
Keersmaeker’s lighting consisted of  an ambient glow 
IURP�DERYH��FRPSOHPHQWHG�E\�ÁXRUHVFHQW�SDQHOV�
WKDW�ÁLFNHUHG�RQ�RU�RII �DV�WKH�SLHFHV�SURJUHVVHG��
(Appropriately, everything about the setting evoked 
monastic simplicity.) En Atendant begins with a man 
SOD\LQJ�WKH�ÁXWH�ZLWK�D�FRQWLQXRXV�ÁRZ�RI �DLU��D�WULFN�
known as circular breathing. This goes on for a long 
time, the sound becoming increasingly ragged and 
desperate. Finally, quietly, other dancers arrive, wearing 
drab clothes and sneakers. They pace, stumble, lean 
on each other. The work ends, ninety minutes later, 
with a bare body lying on the stage in the dark. Cesena, 
RULJLQDOO\�WLPHG�WR�EHJLQ�EHIRUH�ÀUVW�OLJKW��RSHQV�ZLWK�
WKH�VDPH�QDNHG�ÀJXUH�O\LQJ�LQ�VHPL�GDUNQHVV��+H�ULVHV�
and begins to gasp for air, illuminated only by one faint 
bulb. The gasping continues, eventually becoming a 

Cinderella (Maria Kochetkova) surrounded by wood nymphs. Phot:o: Erik Tomasson.
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painful keening. Some in the audience found this hard 
to bear. “Turn on the light!” someone shouted at the 
ÀUVW�SHUIRUPDQFH��DQG�WKHUH�ZDV�D�VWHDG\�VWUHDP�RI �
defections throughout the work. Keersmaeker doesn’t 
make things easy.
 But there was something deeply moving about this 
man—this body—hyperventilating his way to some 
sort of  revelation. Soon the singers of  Graindelavoix, 
an early music ensemble based in Antwerp, launched 
into the complex polyphonies of  the Renaissance 
musical form known as “Ars Subtilior,” in which 
voices interweave in complex and subtle ways. The 
singers, joined by some of  the dancers, marched across 
the stage in the dark, like a confraternity of  monks, 
then subdivided their ranks, creating a dizzying call-
and-response of  themes and counter-themes from 
GLIIHUHQW�SRLQWV�RQ�WKH�VWDJH���,Q�WKH�ÀUVW�SLHFH��WKH�
sexes were evenly represented, but Cesena is danced and 
sung mostly by men.) There is nothing more thrilling 
than the human voice. Recently, the Cloisters held 
an exhibition, “The Forty Part Motet” that consisted 
of  forty speakers positioned around a chapel, each 
transmitting the sound of  a single voice singing a 

PRWHW�E\�7KRPDV�7DOOLV��9LVLWRUV�VWRRG��WUDQVÀ[HG��
or walked slowly from speaker to speaker, amazed 
at the interplay of  voices. De Keersmaeker’s Cesena 
ZDV�OLNH�WKLV��EXW�LQÀQLWHO\�PRUH�H[FLWLQJ�EHFDXVH�WKH�
singers were physically present, and constantly in 
motion. Often indistinguishable from the dancers, they 
formed lines, ran, linked their bodies into complex 
formations, fell, rolled in the white ash-like substance. 
Both pieces revealed the inner workings of  the music. 
In En Atendant, one of  the dancers’ steps scanned the 
exact pattern of  the singer’s voice. Every so often, a 
dancer broke into a kind of  wild dance, a moment of  
spiritual and physical abandon. The dryness of  the 
dance, combined with the excitement (and spiritual 
dimension) of  the music made for a stirring experience.

*** 

 After a six-year hiatus, the Italian ballerina 
Alessandra Ferri returned to the stage this year in 
Martha Clarke’s Chéri, a dance-theatre work based 
on Colette’s eponymous novella and its sequel, La 
Fin de Chéri. The work, performed at the Signature 

The cast of  Cesena (singers and dancers). Photo: by Stephanie Berger.
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Theatre (Nov. 19-Dec. 29), is essentially a ballet, 
punctuated by spoken interludes by Amy Irving. In 
a recent interview, Herman Cornejo said that Ferri, 
Clarke, and he developed the material together, and it 
shows. A lot of  atmospheric details have been changed, 
which is a problem—atmosphere is central to Chéri. 
The Belle-Époque feel has been tamped down; there 
DUH�QR�ÁRZHUV��QR�SLQN�FXUWDLQV��QR�ODFH�FRYHUOHWV��,Q�
the books, Léa is a wealthy demi-mondaine nearing 
retirement; she betrays emotion only once. The 
rest of  the time she is a paragon of  savoir-faire and 
concealment. Her body, like her bedchamber, is a 
playground, silky smooth, well conserved. 
 Clarke and Ferri have made the mistake of  turning 
the sensuality that Colette describes into needy, greedy 

passion. From the beginning, Ferri suffers, digging ever 
more deeply into her own misery and solitude. She 
WKURZV�KHUVHOI �DJDLQVW�KDUG�VXUIDFHV��UROOV�RQ�WKH�ÁRRU��
As a result, the story has nowhere to go but down. 
There are no surprises, and few moments of  lightness 
or pleasure. The choreography for Ferri and Cornejo, 
a series of  grabby pas de deux set to music by Ravel, 
Poulenc, and other period composers, is stuck in a rut 
of  small lifts, passionate embraces, arching backs, and 
pointed feet (Ferri’s feet!). To make matters worse, Amy 
Irving, the only performer who speaks, recites her lines 
in a stilted, uncomfortable voice.  One can see why, 
with a script, by Tina Howe, that is full of  lines like this 
one: “That dreadful Tour Eiffel made its debut. Quelle 
horreur! Casting its ugly shadow over half  of  Paris! 
When was it? 1891? 92…?” The show contains a few 

poignant images, as when Chéri (Cornejo) 
GDQFHV�ZLWK�KLV�ORYHU·V�UHÁHFWLRQ�LQ�D�PLUURU��
Ferri, wearing an off-the shoulder velvet 
gown and a black choker that sets off  her 
milky-white skin, looks ravishing. In the 
FOLPDFWLF�ÀQDO�VFHQH��&RUQHMR�LV�ÀQDOO\�
allowed to do some real dancing. But it’s too 
little, too late. 

Alessandra Ferri and Herman Cornejo 
in Martha Clarke’s Chéri. Photo Joan 
Marcus




