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Sometimes you don’t know how gray things have gotten until you get exposed to its opposite. Friday 

night reminded me. 

 

Friday was a live performance celebrating the 20th Anniversary of Hope Stone Dance. It was 

wonderful. Girls played violins, and elementary school kids performed spoken word, senior citizens 

danced from chairs with teenagers. There were hammers and salt, raw meat, opera, percussion with 

bad-ass high school senior girls leading on drums, electric violin, live music and DANCE all connected 

to Jane Weiner, the choreographer and artistic director of Hope Stone Dance and a warrior for arts in 

education. 

 

Jane and I met decades ago as teachers at Yoga Body. I was a new teacher and would sometimes 

sub Jane’s 6 am class on Friday mornings, sometimes I would take her class, not that I was an early 

morning riser but because I loved Jane. She would share her understanding of anatomy, her belief in 

yoga, her belief in the human body to heal through breath and movement and care. She would share 

her political thoughts, what she had no patience with, her sense of the ridiculous. I would sometimes 

laugh and sometimes cringe. 

 

“Uh-oh” I would think, she just pissed somebody off with her comment on a President or closed minds 

or the dumbass who parked his car and took up two lanes in the always crowded parking lot. And yet 

no one would say anything against her in class or afterward that I knew of because with Jane you 

always knew where she stood. 

 

She was the opposite of those chocolate rabbits that show up at Easter, and if lucky you received as a 

child, such excitement about a whole chocolate rabbit and then you take your first bite and sadness 

fills you up. No solid chocolate bunny here, just air. I was deeply and utterly disappointed when that 

first bite happened to me, but disappointment never happened with Jane. Jane is a solid chocolate 

bunny, what you see is what you get. 

 



You might not agree with her, she might piss you off, but she’s got a job to do, and she is here to give 

you an experience, a yoga class, or a modern dance class or a moment of unforgettable joy while 

sharing the necessity of arts in education. She will do it with professionalism and buckets of love, but 

she does not have time to deal with any nonsense of whether you like her or not. 

 

No time for that. 

Jane is on a mission, get on board or don’t. 

 

And the thing with people on a mission, those who have such clarity for what they stand for and know 

why they are here on earth, can’t help but get stuff done because they are devoted. And devotion 

creates beauty for others. 

 

squared dancer, 2012 choreographed by Jane, performed by Hope Stone Dance, was the last piece 

of the night and my favorite. The theater scrim was a brilliant orange that changed into purple then 

pink then to blue. The color delighted me and absorbed me. I felt as if I was a stain traveling 

backward, a sponge soaking up the color into my very being, like dry skin that sucks up moisture, it 

was a physical sensation as if I had been thirsty for months. Color was the juice I didn’t know I 

needed. 

 

From the mezzanine, I couldn’t see Marc playing the electric violin, but I could hear him, and then the 

dancers show up. Women with tulle petticoats the bright color of jelly beans – kelly green, bluebonnet 

blue, mango orange, fuschia pink, colors that you can’t ignore. I immediately wanted one, my 50+self 

craved a tulle petticoat and to wear it on top of my clothes, not under, just like the dancers (!), the men 

wore plaid, gingham, checkered pants and shirts. The color was moving, leaping, wiggling across the 

stage. I was a child loving the moment while my adult self wondered – 

 

How did I let myself get so far away from color and joy? 

 

Somehow color had seeped out so slowly I didn’t realize it was missing like a Polaroid left too long on 

a sunny bulletin board when I wasn’t paying attention. 

 

Color might be lost by playing it too safe: don’t stand out, don’t rock the boat. Color might be lost by 

playing it too risky: your skin ash-colored after an amusement park ride, you’re not sure why you 

spend hours on the sofa and still feel so tired. Some risk fills us with color, some drains us. 

Regardless of how you’ve grayed out your spectrum, fill your color prescription. 

 

Sometimes you’ve got to smell and kiss the Stargazer lilies up close and risk getting pollen on your 

nose or your skin or your shirt, and yes it might stain that favorite white shirt with spots of orange, 

sometimes it will be worth it (some days it won’t be.) But the days that it’s worth it this juice will fill up 

your body from the tips of your toenails to the crown on your head. Breathe it in through your eyes, 

through your pores into your being so that your spirit can exhale with relief. 

 

This is what I’ve been craving, and I didn’t even know. 

 

Thank you, Jane. 
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