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Abstract: 

This project targets a concept that I have been wrestling with for many years: our 
tendency as humans to isolate ourselves mentally and emotionally and to "sleep" our way 
through life, blind to others and to the world around us. Using my background in dance and in 
choreography, I intend to explore how movement of the body and of a group of bodies can be 
used to satirize a "sleeping" society. Over a period ofnine months, I have work shopped with 
dancers to create a ninty-one count phrase of movement, and have manipulated the movement 
with floor patterns, repetition, and tempo changes. I have worked with Dan Howarth, the 
production artist at the University of Arizona dance department, to create an original score for 
the piece. The final project, involving eighteen people ranging in age from nineteen to seventy, 
will be performed on May 3rd

, 2009 at the Stevie Eller Theater at the University of Arizona. I 
hope to encourage viewers of the dance (and the dancers themselves) to "wake up" from the 
dream of the collective unconsciousness, and to enter into a realization of our oneness and our 
shared experience of being human. 



It never ends like you think it will end, somehow. Daze of Our Lives began as a 

quartet with 2 men and 2 women, 4 stools and a compilation of 2 songs. Daze of Our 

Lives has culminated (thus far; who's to say when the end will arrive) into a group dance 

for 18 people, 6 men and 12 women, 0 stools, and 1 (very different) song. Daze of Our 

Lives has led me through let downs and tears, through quaverings and questionings, to 

abrupt dead ends and through secret passageways. I arrive on this side of the ride a little 

wiser, a little freer, and a little more certain of uncertainty. I am a little more okay with 

that, too. 

I set out with a statement to make. I knew exactly what I wanted to say and 

exactly how I wanted the audience to think. (Freudian slip there, I meant to write that I 

knew exactly what I wanted them to think, but indeed, I do believe I wanted to control 

how they thought as well. This is impossible, did you know? I know, now.) I was 

passionate about my message, and rigidly certain of exactly how viewers should feel. I 

wanted my message to be clear: WAKE UP! We are going through the motions in our 

lives! We are sleepwalking, sleeping awake, sleeping our days away! We don't see each 

other! We don't see the world we live in! We don't appreciate what we have, we are 

wasting our moments, we are spending our time in a dream world, wrapped up like a 

parasite inside ourselves. Why aren't we living like we mean it? Why aren't we 

connecting with others, and laughing, and crying, and being honest with ourselves and 

with others? Why is everyone pretending? What are we afraid of? Why do we hide our 

humanity, pretend we don't make mistakes, pretend we don't get hurt and angry and 

lonely and pissed off? Why don't we come out from inside ourselves? 



Daze of Our Lives taught me that you cannot control what (or how) a viewer 

thinks when he or she watches a dance. A choreographer has no more control over this 

than over someone's thoughts while they dress in the morning, pass a homeless person on 

the side of the road, or pick out a wedding ring. Maybe it is best not to try. Anyone but 

you will not see the same thing in the same way as you do. An artist can, should, and 

must have a vision, a message, even a statement to make, but it is important to know that 

not everyone (probably no one) will have the reaction to your statement that you want or 

expect. It is much harder to force feed someone thoughts than to force feed them 

Gerber's pureed beef, which is not easy, either. You can control nothing but what you 

create (and even that is debatable). Through the process of art-making, the best and only 

thing you can really do is to follow your heart, your vision, you idea, your intuition. 

Follow it, that is key. You do not lead it, for once it has begun to grow, it is the wiser of 

the two of you. 

Daze of Our Lives has been a smashing success, though not all of its success is 

the type of success I hoped for or expected. In the world's traditional definition of 

success, Daze of Our Lives was not particularly successful. It was not chosen as the all 

time best student choreographic work from the University of Arizona School of Dance. 

It wasn't even chosen as one of the best this one semester. Not everyone who saw it 

appreciated it and not everyone liked it. It did not win any awards. No one gave me 

money for it. It was not featured in a magazine, raved about by dance critics, and so far, 

no world renowned dance companies have asked me to set the piece on their company. I 

can't say for sure, but I don't think any of those successes will ever manifest. 



So how has it been successful? First of all, I have completed it. I have carried the 

seed of this idea to fertile ground, planted it, and given it plenty of creative water and 

sunlight. I have watched it sprout and grow, and now I have harvested the fruit. By 

remaining loyal to the idea through its lifespan from seed to fruit, I have achieved true 

success, regardless of the type or flavor of the fruit, and regardless of who likes it. Daze 

of Our Lives has been successful, too, in that my vision for the piece has translated well. 

It "works." The fruit is similar to what I imagined it to be, back when the fruit was an 

idea locked in a tiny seed. 

Far more important than the successful outcome, however, has been the 

successful process. Working with the dancers in rehearsal has been the most rewarding, 

and most important, part of this experience. They have been patient with me as I 

wandered through the wilderness of choices inherent in any creative endeavor. The 

dancers have been intimately involved, offering suggestions and always willing to "try 

this," then "try that," over and over again. Working in the performance art is special 

because the materials necessary for the art are people, not paint or clay. If I were a visual 

artist using paint that was as helpful and creative as these dancers have been, the paint 

would put itself onto the paper, painting its own masterpiece. I am humbled to realize 

that I have merely facilitated the process. I asked the dancers to paint a flower. And 

paint it they have. 

Three of the dancers have particularly honored me with their participation in this 

project. Carol Ross, John Ross, and Tom Healy are dancers of the Joy of Movement 

class, taught once a week by Professor Sam Watson. The dancers in Joy of Movement 

are fifty-five years old, or older. Wanting to use a diverse group of dancers in race, 



manner, body type, and age, I felt the presence of older dancers was particularly 

important. Carol, John, Tom, and I rehearsed separately from the group at first, meeting 

once a week for an hour or so. Later, as they gained confidence, they began to come to 

the group rehearsal as well. They videotaped me doing the movement, and all t11ree 

dancers took it on themselves to practice the movement on their own time, outside of 

rehearsal. The dedication and care they have paid to this project, their willingness and 

humor, and their contagious enthusiasm has touched my heart. 

Memorizing the movement was not easy for them, and they were sometin1es hard 

on themselves. Tom especially was frustrated when he did not do it "right." I reminded 

him again and again that he was making great progress daily, and that I was happy with 

his performance, which is absolutely true. "In this dance," I would say, "there is no 

'right,' because the ultimate result of the dance is the breakdown of perfection. Messing 

up is hugely important." He reminded me again and again what a gift it has been for him 

to be a part of this dance. He is a performer at heart. I can't wait to see him onstage. It 

is humbling to be thanked when I feel that he deserves the thanks. We thank each other 

back and forth every time we rehearse. 

Watching Daze of Our Lives, I am completely engulfed by it. The dancers, the 

music, and the movement carry me someplace unknown, and I dare say it has the power 

to bring many others along, too. The dance transcended the part that I played in its 

creation. It opened a window, one that I didn't even realize was there, and I stand in awe 

of what has come in through the window. 


