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INODOUWY cdrey I you vl L udiice well.
Just get up and dance. Great dancers
are not great because of their
technique, they are great because of
their passion.” — Martha Graham

HO really doesn’t
like dancing? Can
even the most cur-
mudgeonly  dance-
floor-swerver last an
entire lifetime without a shameless
drunken shimmy at a wedding, a
triumphant jig after the birth of a child
(or a particularly good goal), or a
secret bedroom shuffle? Whether it
takes the form of a spontaneous
release of energy and emotion, or a
skilful display of practised artistry,
alone or in company, to dance is as fun-
damental to humans as breathing.

Martha Graham wasn’t overstating
it when she said: “Dance is the hidden
language of the soul, of the body.”

The first human art form, dancing is
an instinctive celebration of physical
existence, a language that can be
spoken by anyone and understood by
everyone. Beyond speech, learnt
behaviour, or even conscious thought,
we do it when we feel good, and we
feel good when we do it.

It’s a little sad, then, that as a nation,
our tailfeather-shaking reputation has
historically earned us nul points.
Always ever-so-slightly embarrassed
by fun, Britain has failed to give
dancing the status and suppport it
deserves.

But times. and danceﬂoon are
changing. More and more British
travellers are returning home with
glowing memories of cultures in which
dance is a vital part of life, and musical
cross-pollination has familiarised our
ears to exotic dance rhythms from all
over the world.

Cinema, too, has celebrated
traditional artistry in films such as
Strictly Ballroom, Evita, The Tango Les-
son and Tango — expect the profile of
the smouldering Argentine style to
skyrocket after Robert Duvall’s Assas-
sination Tango, due later this year.

For many years, the pop music
played in nightclubs consigned
ballroom, Latin and rock 'n’roll to the
laughably bourgeois scrapheap. And
while the faithful kept old-fashioned
floorcraft alive in schools and competi-
tions, within 20 years social dancing
was broadly perceived as a slightly
freakish cultural quirk practised by
very orange people in very spangly
outfits.

LYNDON WAINWRIGHT, of the
British Dance Council, lays the decline
of social dancing squarely at the fast
feet of John Travolta, who as disco
dancer Tony Manero in Saturday
Night Fever struck an iconic, swagger-
ing solitary figure in the mirrorball.
“But it started with Chubby Checker
in 1960, with The Twist. That was the
first solo dance in the ballrooms.”

But now Dancing — big D, in all its
different styles — has made a revival.
Behind its rebirth lies a confluence of
factors: the global village and a
growing awareness of different
cultures and music; a kitsch delight in







