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January 29, 1987

MEMORANDUM TO: JACK COURTEMANCHE
DEPUTY ASSISTANT TO THE PRESIDENT
AND CHIEF OF STAFF TO THE FIRST LADY

FROM: MAX GREEN &7
ASSOCIATE DIRECTOR, OFFICE OF PUBLIC LIAISON

When a friend of mine at the Anti-Defamation League heard that
Mrs. Reagan was to meet with Gelsey Kirkland, he called to tell
me that Kirkland had been influenced by the Lyndon LaRoucheites.
I asked him to send evidence, and he did. The underlinings and
comments on the excerpts are my friend's. The book review
appeared in a LaRouche publication. I send these materials to
alert you to the possibility that the LaRoucheites may very well
exploit the meeting for their own purposes. Also, I'd like to
know what what you think about this.
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276 DANCING ON MY GRAVE

hag. Nothing could numb that pain or release the cry in my throat. How
could I go on with the New York season?

I spent the next three weeks with Greg, a period of desperation and utter
madness. I tried to keep him a secret from my manager, my dealer, and the
company. | feared that someone would either do away with Greg or break us
apart. After all, he was threatening to steal everybody's favorite meal ticket.
He arranged for me to get off speed by buying relatively pure coke from a
dealer that he knew. We kept the drug hidden in the wall of what was now
“our apartment.” The two of us went through two ounces in those three
weeks, four thousand dollars’ worth of cocaine. It was a miracle that we
survived.

During that time, we went to an Easter egg hunt, a party at the home of
one of Greg's cohorts. The “‘eggs’” were packages of various drugs. I was so
obnoxious that Greg was reluctant to introduce me to his old friends, mostly
characters from the film world. Yet his behavior was as erratic as mine. Sull,
there was something, intuition or wishful thinking, that made me believe he
was different from the other men in my life. Sharing the same intensity, we
seemed to be deeply in love, but the trust between us was wavering.

When he stayed out all night on one occasion, I became a shrill monster
and tried to drive him away permanently. I accused him of manipulating me
just like everyone else. He did not flinch, but said with a level voice, “Gel-
sey, are you so brainwashed that you can’t see the difference?”

The word ‘‘brainwashed’* hit me like a sledgehammer. He sat me down
on a mauress and continued, ““Don’t you realize how conned you are?
Where do you think your money goes, Gelsey? No wonder you have friends

-at Chase Manhattan! Don'’t you realize that certain people might like you to

be a drug addict? As long as they don't have to know about it. As long as
they can watch you spill your guts on the stage. As loug as you dance in
public and die in private. We've both mastered the art of self-destruction!
We've both been duped!” ‘ ‘

We talked for hours. Unlike me, Greg was a witting victim. He seemq
know the drug trade from the inside out and tried 1o teach me abou
economics and the politics. The more I found out, the more furious
came. He suggested, “Just follow the trail of dirty money after it leaves
hand.” : ‘

1 learnad thar hilliane of illirit dallare were lannderad annnallv thranch’
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ing pounds of flesh by computer. Greg’s more outrageous exaggerations
provoked me, which was exactly what he intended. He likened cocaine to
systematic euthanasia: ““Think of it as mercy killing on a grand scale. Think
of it as both an ultimate form of pain relief and a final solution to overpopu-

Ve mereaww emrm e smessnaesamman wwante mae—ppmeewwws

The sinister implications were t0o much for me. I argued, “No one could
be that evil! No one would deliberately do that!”

He looked exasperated. “It’s not a conspiracy. It’s the way people think.
They never seem to see the consequences of their actions. Look at it this
way. We've been invaded. Part of our society has been enslaved, and nobody
has issued a new Emancipation Proclamation. The war on drugs is just a
public relations joke, a good intention buried in corruption. It would cost
too much to treat all these addicts, to really educate children, to stop the
drugs at the borders, to bomb the plantations. The budget has to be cut, just
like your throat. Look at yourself! Gelsey Kirkland! Ballet star! Drug addict!
Do you really think you're free? Free to kill yourself, maybe!”

We did more cocaine. Greg decided to tape our conversation, saying we

might want to remember it someday. ‘*You may just have to tell your story in
order to live with yourself.” At that moment, he looked like an ancient
rendering I had seen of Alexander the Great, with huge eyes and prominent
nose. I talked for almost an hour, recounting my experiences working on
Romeo and Jultet in 1980 for the Royal Ballet. I came to a shrieking halt after
describing how Kenneth MacMillan directed me, how | used my rage to
dance a scene. I was enraged all over again.
- Greg had not-said a- word.- His smile took me-by surprise. “Gelsey, it
sounds like you have the same trouble with choreographers that you have
with the audience. You expect them to understand you and automatically
share your special love for the art, but that could take a lifetime. Sometimes
it never happens at all. There was a German conductor, Wilhelm Furtwing-
ler. He was misunderstood and much maligned. He conducted Beethoven
better than just about anybody alive, but people called him a Nazi—except
for the Jewish musicians he helped escape from Germany during the war.
Well, that wise old man believed that great art was the only antidote for
madness. He purt it something like this. The public makes demands, and the
artist is expected to live up to them. But the artist too has demands. And the
public expects such demands from the artist, since these are what give him
his own dignity.”

I was speechless for a moment, averting my eyes. ‘“Yea, well, I can’t say
anything about dignity."”

“Gelsey, there's always a struggle in that kind of exchange. It’s easy to let
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Greg suggested, ‘“The idea is to use our minds. What other meaning can
our lives have? We've cut ourselves off from everyone and everything that
was killing us. Let’s gather the best ideas that we can find.”

Then he tried to incite me, “If you love me, Gelsey, then think for your-
self, find yourself in the works of those artists who share your spirit. There
must have been some reason you danced all those years! Let's find out what
it was!”’

We listened to Bach, Haydn, Mozart, Schubert, and Beethoven. I tried to
hear the voices in the music, the dramatic dialogue, the intricate poetry of
tones. Each piece was a sublime puzzle in which to immerse myself. How
had such artists composed? I had to use my mind, not just my ears.

We pored over paintings by Rembrandt, Botticelli, and Leonardo, trying
to see from the perspective of those artists who were bold enough to cele-
brate the beauty of the human form and hold it up to the world. To discover
their method of composition, I had to use my mind, not just my eyes.

W/hila T bnunnhe anainer lathacot MNeanr rand en mo feam Dlarn Anoncrina
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wvae e ONEs who created their works, who could tell me how and why they
worked the way they did.

I went through all of Plato’s Dizlogues. These were the questions I had
always wanted to ask, the sort of discourse I had always wanted to fashion. It
was as if Socrates had articulated all the impulses I had ever danced. He was
the one who told me that the intensity of my will to perfect was neither
disease nor madness.

Each morning, Greg and | read newspapers and magazines, everything we
could get our hands on." We were not trying toescape from the present. But
how could we understand the present without knowing the past, the mo-
ments that led us to where we were? '

Over the first few weeks, my concentration span increased. My energy and
stamina came back. | gained weight, maybe fifteen or twenty pounds, swuffing
myself with food. I made up for a lifetime of starvation. I proved that Dr.
Cancro was mistaken in one respect: | was not a lousy lover.

After about a month, I was off Valium. The most severe withdrawal symp-
toms were & half dozen five-minute depressions. I became a cranky child for
those short intervals. They passed as soon as I recognized them for what they
were, as soon as Greg reminded me that it would take time, perhaps six
months, for the last traces of the drug to be cleansed from my system.

After six weeks, I began to work on my body again, slowly, tentatively,
joyously. | worked out in the barn and, later, in the kitchen of our new home
in Vermont. I had no intention of dancing, but wanted to teach my parwner
everything I knew about the art. He was a fast learner, having studied panto-
mime and acting for some years. We had already begun work on this book,
but I still did not understand the nature of my addiction M- ~nrinl and
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mental warlde had Frhaneoad- hne whars had | onne wrenno with my life in the

one who oftered the best imitation? Had 1 not become an imitative experts 1
was a chameleon. Drugs induced a state of mind that allowed me to change
colors in various ways, to believe in ideals and a form of dance which were
alien to me. I relinquished all principles and criteria. Not only was I able to
look like someone else, I was able to think like someone else.

If imitation were the highest form of flattery, then whom was I trying to
flatter? My distorted copy of a ballerina provided a kind of immediate gratifi-
cation, like the drug itself, but never really satisfied me. My purpose was to
please the audience and my choreographers, but what pleased them was as
brief as a dream. ) .

Greg and I began to oudine my story, focusing on the men in my life,
those who had the most influence on me: my father, Mr. B, and Misha. Their
images seemed t0 have been burned into my psyche, but perhaps I never
really knew them. I had followed in my father’s footsteps, but now I rejected
his chosen path, deciding for myself that self-destruction had no place in any
art worthy of the name. 1 had tried to make myself into a Balanchine balle-
rina, but his genius gave me no room to think. I had almost warned myself
into & Russian ballerina for Misha, but lost him somewhere between Lenin-
grad and Hollywood.

" One of Shakespeare’s dark-lady sonnets made me realize how my- mis-

-guided love for these men led me to a dead end. The final couplet was most

telling:

But thence I leam, and find the lesson true,
Drugs poison him that so fell sick of you.
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Such realizations brought angry tears and still more questions. As my anger
was released, the image of myself clarified, like a photographic negative
slowly developing in the palm of my hand.
Where did my obsessive efforts to imitate end and actual originality begin?
- That which was created by imitation seemed transitory, as fleeting as plea-
sure itself. But a truly original creation would have to live forever in some
sense. That piece of the creative puzzle was emphasized for me by Peter
Wyer, a New York City medical doctor and musical theoretician at the Clas-
sical Frontiers Foundation, along with his wife, Judy. The task was to create
something immortal in my life, to expand the classical repertory, to articulate
the dance perfectly. Yet, I secretly wondered if I would ever dance again,

vehemently resisting any suggestion of that kind for many months.
amm amd T lmcinleend avimanloinn fa shin cablcfan Af obhn demin o Vowewn WI.
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tion that acts of conscience may have some effect in this world after all.

1 began to study science—anatomy, biology, and physics—subjects I found
intimately related to my art. I made a lot of mistakes at first, errors of judg-
ment and scholarly blunders, but I took heart from the words of Beethoven:

You will not find a treatise that is too learned for me; without laying
claim to any genuine learning, I yet accustomed myself from childhood
onwards to grasp the spirit of the best and wisest in every age. Shame on
the artist who does not consider it his duty to achieve at ledst so much.”

In my own field, Beethoven led me to his one-time collaborator, Vigand,
who, in turn, introduced me to Noverre. These two ballet masters of the past
suggested future projects for me, new directions.

I was providing myself with the education that I never had. My approach
was not academic. I was looking for ideas and values that I could use in my
life. It was not any particular work of art that helped me overcome drugs,
but the continuous process of mobilizing my mental resources, supported by
a man who needed to be saved as much as I did. Together we became more
aware of the creative process itself, which made our choices more deliberate
and impassioned. Qur relationship was in the end a marriage of minds as
well as hearts. We refused to replace one addiction with another.

Our education has continued for almost two years. In August 1984, Greg
and I signed a contract to write this book. The writing has been the final )
therapeutic stage of my recovery, a labor of constant love. We were sustained .
in our collaboration by the hope that others might at least recognize, if not =
avoid, the traps I found waiting for me. Our purpose allowed me to sort out
both my priorities and my personal history.
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