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Like Lazarus Did The hourlong work, by the Stephen Petronio Company, had its premiere on Tuesday at the Joyce 

 Theater, featuring music by Son Lux and an appearance by the Young People’s Chorus of New York City.

 

In Stephen Petronio’s “Like Lazarus Did,” dance is preceded by the stillness of death. As you 

enter the Joyce Theater, where the hourlong work had its debut on Tuesday, the 

choreographer is already on stage, lying on his back in a dark suit, corpselike, his eyes 

closed, the soles of his bare feet gilded with gold paint. 

Suspended high above the audience in a helicopter stretcher is another body: that of the 

performance artist Janine Antoni. Soon, Mr. Petronio’s body will rise and leave (to return 

only briefly). But Ms. Antoni’s body will remain still, as a robust cast of 10 dances.  

http://stephenpetronio.com/
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And before all of this, there is music. The aisles and half of the balcony fill with 130 children 

from the Young People’s Chorus of New York City. The musician Son Lux, who composed 

the score, sings “I wanna die” and the children answer, “like Lazarus did.”  

Those are powerful words, drawn from a slave spiritual, and from them the dance derives its 

theme of resurrection. There is much in Mr. Petronio’s signature vocabulary suited to such a 

theme: a suggestion of spiritual striving in the turned out and tightly crossed legs, in the 

twisting and bucking torsos, even in the sexual energy of louche hips. Newer elements — 

stumbling, a hobbled quality — combine with his familiar whip-around explosions to 

express being in a body and trying to break free.  

Mr. Petronio arranges his composition complexly and expertly. Patterns run backward and 

in canon. People come and go, pull and lift one another, wait patiently for their turn, 

collapse and rise. They hook an arm under one of their own knees, as if to hoist themselves.  

But those words. Mr. Lux warbles more of them, his voice often electronically processed. His 

score, which ranges widely from minimalist to modernist to hymnal to thumping bass, with 

Rob Moose on violin and C. J. Camerieri on trumpet, falls short of phrases like “the moon 

will turn to blood.” And when he sings words by Sojourner Truth (“Where did your Christ 

come from? From God and a woman”) nothing that Mr. Petronio gives his women to do 

matches the fierce challenge of that language.  

Both the score and the choreography seem to suffer from an excess of sources: pagan, 

Christian, Eastern, ancient, modern. The profusion might be true to the confusions of 

contemporary life, but the effect is a kind of canceling out. Mr. Petronio has also borrowed 

from his earlier works — resurrecting them — but when, near the work’s three-quarter mark, 

the curtain climactically falls only to rise upon what looks like an old Petronio dance, the 

feeling is less than transcendent.  

The ending finds some redemption. In flesh-colored briefs, Nicholas Sciscione puts up his 

dukes like a drunk. He rolls on the floor like a fetus in the womb, with his feet occasionally 

giving a little kick. He hooks an arm under a recumbent knee.  

The children’s choir sings him a lullaby — “Hush now, baby, go to sleep” — but he rises to 

stand, wobbling. He’s not done yet.  

 


