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summation of his worship, yet she remains
blind to his chivalry as his hand draws her
head backward. It is one of the most roman-
tically complex pas in all of Balanchine, and
the pair beautifully unpacked its many, tan-
talizing contradictions.

The season marked Krohn’s SPAC farewell;
she will give her last Lincoln Center perfor -
mances in October. The company’s departure
from Saratoga always brings combined feel-
ings of gratitude and loss, and after many years
of great dancing, her retirement brought to
this splendid summer’s end an additional sigh.

Jacob’s Pillow
Ian Spencer Bell

It was chilly this morning, and I made a point
of getting to class early to warm up. Once in
the Bakalar Studio where I teach community
ballet, I was transported. Light from the barn
windows flickered abstractions on the floor.
Dancers shuffled in, changed shoes, stretched.
As a student I never liked to go to ballet class
early. Not because I didn’t want to warm up;
rather, I didn’t want to talk to anyone. I liked
dancing because I didn’t have to speak. Music
did that for me. I could escape home and school
and could be, or at least practice being, an
artist. Even as a young professional I preferred
class to performance. I didn’t have to portray
a character or be like the person next to me. I
could focus on technique – pure movement –
and for the most part, use space and music as
I wanted.

The studio more than the stage felt like 
another world. Indeed in the studio, the wit-
nesses are also the practitioners. This morn-
ing, instead of finding down dog or hanging
over my legs, I stood to the side and read the
walls, papered in fifty-year-old posters, pro-
grams, and essays. In 1942 on the occasion of
the opening of the Ted Shawn Theatre, John
Martin of the New York Times wrote, “There ap-
pears to not be a wasted nail or an unneces-
sary board anywhere and the whole thing op-
erates smartly with a unity and efficiency that
are themselves a form of beauty.” Surely Mar-

tin was thinking of dancing, I told the thirty
students before pressing “play” on the plié
track. As I looked around the room I wondered,
“What do these dancers want from class?”

“I didn’t take class for twenty-five years,
but it was always in my blood,” said Jane Glover.
She’s sixty-nine years old, and twice a week
for the past twenty years, she’s been taking
class at the Ormond School of Ballet, in Or-
mond Beach, Florida, where she spends most
of the year. The first morning she sat beside
me on the bench and said, “I’m the crazy old
lady in ballet class.” She shrugged, tugged her
sweats down, patted her short brown hair, and
found her spot at the barre, the same spot she
would take every week.

I never felt I had to say much to Glover. She
knows how to absorb class corrections. As a
teen she trained at the Graham School in New
York City, where she grew up. “My mother and
Martha had a tug of war,” she said, “and my
mother won.” Glover stopped dancing when
she started at Bard College, where she was a
psychology major. “I’m not an artist,” she said.
“I take class because the exercise keeps me
strong and helps me fight aging. I feel sort of
embarrassed as an older person because of my
limitations, but the kids are nice, and in class
I feel like I’m somewhere in the dance world.”

David Kurland, twenty-two and a Pillow in-
tern, seems happiest in the air. I was disap-
pointed when, on the last day, he told me he
had to finish early to film the grand allegro.
Kurland grew up in Herndon, Virginia, and
graduated from George Mason University. 
“In college my mind was in a flurry think-
ing about how to be perfect. Now I feel I have
the freedom of choice, and I’m thinking about
how I want to dance. I’ve been using class to
reflect on why I’m dancing. If the purpose of
the hammer is to hit a nail, than the purpose
of the body is to dance, to feel the sensations
of life.”

“I like the high you get,” Peyton Colegrove
said, “and it’s comforting being in an environ -
ment where everyone shares the same lan-
guage – and it’s not even English.” It’s clear
during pliés that Colegrove is a serious dancer.
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She’s in control of her entire body, from her
pinky to her big toe. At eighteen, she’s returned
home to New Hampshire from the professional
program at Houston Ballet, which she left fol-
lowing an injury. “It’s nice in class to figure
out your own dancing and to embrace your
quirks. And when you dance together as a
whole, it’s perfect. There was a point where I
wasn’t dancing, and after four months I went
back to class and felt immediately happier. I
feel most myself when dancing.”

Judy Seaman, I suspect, feels the same. “You
really can’t reinvent yourself,” she told me. As
a child she took classes at the Metropolitan
Opera Ballet School in New York, where she
grew up. She continued to dance as an adult,
often leaving her job at NBC to take as many
as five classes a week at the Ailey School. Sea-
man is sixty-six now. She lives in the Berk-
shires full-time and drives to the Dance Com-
plex in Boston to take Haitian classes. “This
summer at the Pillow, I took many more class-
es than normal, and when the last class was
over, I cried like at the end of summer camp.”

“I told myself I would only dance the first
week,” Hannah Avery, nineteen and a Pillow
intern from Cumming, Georgia, told me, “but
I went to about 90 percent of the classes.” In-
deed Avery was at the barre, early, nearly 
every week, carefully watching the other
dancers. She’s just registered for two classes
at Berry College. “I have always liked the idea
of dancing, but I never enjoyed technique, 
except ballet. Dancing isn’t usually necessary
for the kind of actor I’m typecast as. Our 
society doesn’t want people who look like me
dancing. It was really hard to overcome, but
that was why I did it.”

“I didn’t think people would take me seri-
ously professionally,” Paula Stern, seventy-
two, a sculptor, and a former chairwoman of
the U.S. International Trade Commission said.
“I didn’t come out as an artist until after 9/11.
It’s like I’ve bifurcated my brain. When I en-
ter the ballet world, I turn my head off. And
you see I’m a lazy dancer.” I had not noticed
that. I had noticed how she commanded the
back of the room with her gaze. “I was lucky

enough to have been raised by parents who
encouraged me to do as much as I could, start-
ing with acrobatics at the community center,
then to the Memphis Academy of Dance. In
grammar school I was making ballet shoes in
clay. Sculpting, you’re always looking at the
body and how it moves. The human body is
underutilized by most people. I worship it. At
the Pillow, I dance nearly every day for the
month of August. That’s my idea of a vacation.
Dancing is not as well integrated in my life in
Washington, although I do go to adult classes
at Washington Ballet a couple times a month,
and I was the Pompous Mother in Mary Day’s
Nutcracker. Dancing has added to the texture
of my life.”

Hannah Fein, nineteen and a Pillow intern
from Williamstown, Massachusetts, told me
she craved class during her first year at Prince-
ton. “I’m introverted,” she said, “and I missed
being with myself and yet being around oth-
er people.” Fein trained at Berkshire Dance
Theatre and was accustomed to going to class
immediately after school. “Last year I was
mainly rehearsing for the student dance group
show. Rehearsals were social and focused on
making the work. I missed the class space. I
think I’ve been shaped by having that time –
not having to think about interacting with
others and having a single-minded focus. It’s
a unique mental state to be in.”

“Class reminds me how important it is to
move,” said Maria Jelvis, who relocated from
Russia to Canada to San Francisco. Her moth-
er enrolled her in ballet classes when she was
a child. She’s twenty-two now, a Pillow intern
and UC Berkeley grad. “Having taken time off,
I realize how competitive dance is, and how
hard work is expected, too, but doesn’t always
pay off. In ballet, it is ingrained in you that
ballet is the top. I’ve realized there are so many
forms, and that I do still love ballet and it feels
like home.”

Dance is home for many of us, and class is
where we see ourselves and can be seen by oth-
ers. Where else would someone have likened
my weepiness to Carla Fracci’s? And where
else would I have learned to arrive just on time?
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