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Happy New Year! 2005 is off and running and we here at the Dance School are already feeling the
affects of good cheer for the new year! From the new carpeting in the lobby to fantastic news that there
will be NEW website for the Jasmin Jahal School.  By the beginning of February 2005,
www.BestBellyDanceChicago.com will be the main source for all news concerning the school,
classes, and events. In the future, www.jasminjahal.com will be a more personal page 
highlighting me as a dancer with information regarding my career and performance schedule.  But
for now, you will be able to find information about the school and myself at BOTH websites. They
will always be intertwined, just as my passion for teaching and performing are, so you will be able
to find all you need to know from the sister sites, which will be interconnected.

So come inside from the cold and snow.  Shake off your winter clothes and blahs. Let my dance
school be your desert oasis from the storm. Warm up shimmying to the rhythmic beat from magical
places where pyramids climb to the sun, the Nile waters lap at your toes and bazaars offering silk

robes, golden jewelry and ripe pomegranates are just within reach. Walk through the doors, put on your
hip scarf and we'll take the journey together. 

As always it gives me great pleasure to share with you my passion for authentic Middle Eastern Dance. Thank
you for joining me on my continual crusade to uphold this art form with dignity and grace.

Ahlan We Sahlan!

“I am the bow from which students as 
arrows fly forth.”
- The Prophet by Khalil Gibran
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Hi Jasmin,
I was reading your article on "Class Etiquette Develops Character". It
is an excellent article.  You make your points in a complete, yet concise
manner.  I have been studying with my current instructor for about 4
1/2 years.  Some time ago, she had written a paper with some of these
guidelines as a class handout, but upon reading this, we realized just
how much more completely your article addresses the guidelines.  We
had just recently decided that the guidelines and wanted to ask if you
would give us permission to use your article for the classes.  Of course, we
would definitely keep your name on the article and give you credit for
this, and be sure to provide a link to your website for students to visit as
well.  

Your website is beautifully put together also. I love seeing websites that
are neat and clean, yet absolutely beautiful.  The graphics used on the
website are lovely.  They must have been created just for this website as
they are so perfect for it.

In Dance,

Check out the new teacher
descriptions on the Classes page

of my web site:
www.jasminjahal.com/classes.html

You won't want to miss
Jasmin and Abeer 

setting the stage on fire with
spectacular dance numbers!

See page 2 for details!

 

http://www.jasminjahal.com/classes.html#jjsd


Held at the Northside College Prep High School, 
5501 N. Kedzie Avenue, Chicago

Shopping available in lobby with      
Audrena's International

Bazaar
Doors open 3:30 pm and
show starts 4pm

Tickets go on sale Feb. 1
Visa and MC accepted

General Admission seating,
Free parking available

Tickets are non-refundable and
non-transferable

Tickets are $15 each before Feb. 16 
and $20 each on/after Feb. 16

Please call 773 777 4037 to request an order form.
No Videotaping or Flash Photography allowed.

Abeer Workshops:
Oriental Choreography workshop

Friday Feb.18 -6:30 to 9:30 pm and Sat Feb. 19 - 1 to 5 pm

Bedouin folkloric Choreography workshop
Monday Feb. 21 -6:30 to 9:30 pm and Tues Feb. 22 -  6:30 to 9:30 pm

Sign up for both Workshops by Feb.10 and get a discount plus 
One Free show ticket!

Register Early - limited spots available as maximum class size is 30 
students. Sorry, registration cannot be split into single days. No 
videotaping allowed during workshops. Tuition is non-refundable 
and non-transferable.

All workshops will be held at the Jasmin Jahal School of Dance, 
4037 N Milwaukee Avenue, Chicago, 773-777-4037

To register, please use the Ala Nar registration form (available at the studio or upon request if you call
773-777-4037)

Ala Nar
Sunday, February 20th

The Art of Egyptian Dance
A spectacular theater performance starring Abeer Will of Egypt

and Jasmin Jahal the “Best Modern Egyptian Dancer” 
(awarded by IAMED)

With special guest performer Mohamed Shahin
And Chicago's best Live Arabic Music!

Sunday, February 20, 2005

 



I am very pleased to share a letter from
Dr. Carsi Hughes, a Level 3 student at the
Dance School. She shares her 
experience taking the Mother and
Daughter Belly Dance class with us. It's
so true, we find ourselves learning 
valuable life lessons from the most
unepected people and places.

Oh there were plenty of reasons not to
sign up for the mother-daughter belly
dance classes at the studio.  First, my
daughter, Rachel, is not lacking in 
dance-related extra-curricular activities.
She has been taking ballet since age 3
and is very committed to the art.
Weekends, when the classes met, were
typically used as much needed down time
and the mere idea of squeezing on a 
leotard and getting into a car first thing in
the morning didn't sound all that 
appealing.  In addition, the class is taught
at a very basic level, one that I could eas-
ily convey to her in the comfort of our
home.  And of course there are always
the raised eyebrows of those that do not
understand the art form and feel I am
teaching my beautiful smart daughter to
act more like a seductive teenager than a
7 year old.  

Fortunately, I am not easily influenced by
obstacles or others' opinions. I 
rationalized that I was doing this for
Rachel.  She would enjoy it and find it life-
enriching.  She would understand my
hobby better and not make me feel guilty
for missing out on bedtime rituals when I
am at my own class.  She would feel the
energy of timeless dance steps being 
ovingly passed down through the 
generations.  She would create memories
of time with her mom that didn't involve
homework, dinner, or hair brushing.  She
would begin the class an insecure novice,
and complete it as a confident 2nd 
grader.

But as the weeks warped by and I opened
my heart to the realities of the experience,
I discovered something interesting.  Yes,
Rachel had fun.  I suppose it temporarily
enriched her life.  I'm not sure she 
understands me or my hobby much better
than before, and she still prefers my 
bedtime stories to anyone else's.  She
didn't seem impressed by any energy
being passed from mother to daughter.
And I have a feeling these memories will

blur with all her other ones and end up
as a heap in her mind labeled “Unusual
Stuff My Mom Made Me Do”.

Ironically, the person that ended up
gaining something important from the
class was me. I'm not talking about
complicated choreography or a richer
understanding of the craft (although
Wendy and Stephanie, as expected,
proved to be warm, talented, 
outstanding instructors).  I'm talking
about the whole class experience; from
our 25 minute commute each way--30
if you count the quickly formed habit of 
stopping at Dairy Queen on the return
trip!--to the brief impromptu practices
throughout the week to memorize the
dance.  I loved watching her try dance
steps with absolutely no 
self-consciousness or self-deprecation.
Pride swelled in my heart as she 
mastered a few small movements.  I
had to laugh when she honestly
expressed exhaustion or disinterest at
times.  This fabulous child allowed me
to be with her, to know her, and to
admire her for a few hours every 
weekend.  

Too often life is lived in fast forward.
Children and adults are constantly
struggling for everything to be bigger
better faster stronger.  Children are
pushed to grow up quickly and often
suffer in the process.  Girls particularly
can have body image issues before
they can write their names in cursive.
Adolescence comes earlier each 
generation and with it the 
rebellion and attitude of 
independence.  The mother-daughter
class has helped me to pause and
reflect on the fleeting precious
moments I have right now.  It was as if
each week I was reminded of this 
magical gift that I, like most busy moms,
do not open often enough.  Each week in
the class I was able to tap into that special
feeling of wonderment and 
closeness to my daughter.  

My original intent with this writing was to
share the experience of my daughter in
her first group belly dance performance.  

Although the class and showcase will 
certainly do their part in forming her too-
short childhood, I was definitely the

benefactor of the experience.  As is so
often the case in life, when we set out to
give to others, we receive much more in
return. 

Thank you Jasmin, for another fine belly
dance experience.

Inspirational InsightsInspirational Insights

Say It In Arabic

Rohe - means 'soul.' Oriental dance
needs feeling and emotional expression
in performance, with the dancer 
connecting from her soul.

Music To My Ears

Virginia - Wa Lamsa Min El Alb.  

This CD offers a wonderful array of music
that can be mixed and matched to create
any length oriental routine; including 
classical music, taxims, drum solos and
saidi music.

What Every Dancer Should Know

A beautiful face, perfect body and/or most
expensive costume does NOT make the
best dancer! Respect for your art form,
humility as person and performer and 
sincerity to your colleagues in the world of
mid-east dance put you on the path to
being a good dancer. It's a life's work
always striving to improve not only your
skills as a dancer, but your skills to be a
complete person as well. Oh what music
the body, mind and soul will make 
together when they are in balance. It's
this inner beauty that truly shows what a
great dancer you can be

Behind the Veil:
Jasmin’s Pick of the

Month
MMMMooootttthhhheeeerrrr////DDDDaaaauuuugggghhhhtttteeeerrrr  BBBBeeeellllllllyyyy  DDDDaaaannnncccceeee----

AAAAnnnn  UUUUnnnneeeexxxxppppeeeecccctttteeeedddd LLLLeeeessssssssoooonnnn

            



Guess who was in Chicago
Magazine's special December
holiday section? There listed

among many ways to enhance parties
and add joy to the 
entertainment season were only a 
chosen few highly-recommended 
performers, and I was one of those few!
Due to the splendid photo and write-up, I
received dozens of offers to perform over
the holidays at private and corporate
engagements. Of the myriad array, three
parties were outstanding for one reason
or another.

The first one I'm going to call the Good
party. It was a corporate engagement
held in a posh suburban country club.
The facilities were gorgeous and lavishly
decorated. The banquet room was 
beautiful, spacious and offered a 
gleaming oak floor. There was a small
room adjacent to the generous 
accommodations of the ladies room
where I changed into costume and
stored my personal belongings. As the
wide dance floor and high chandeliered
ceilingpermitted, I decided it was the 
perfect setting to dance with a set of 
silver Isis wings. The ooo's and ahhh's
over my winged entrance won over the 
audience instantly. 

After providing tasteful fun, I returned to
my dressing room breathing hard, 
gulping water and feeling exhilarated.
Not only was the sparkling atmosphere
an inspiration for a great performance, I
was given an unexpected bonus.
Because the dressing room was 
connected to the ladies room and the
ladies did not know I was there, I was
privileged to hear some unsolicited
reviews. Many of the women poured into
the bathroom right after my show and
chatted freely about what they had just
witnessed, excitedly sharing their 
opinions, wishing they knew how to belly
dance and emphatically stating that this
year's party offered the best 
entertainment ever, When I emerged
from the dressing room, the ladies 
delivered the comments personally, and I
knew it was genuine. I was glowing from
hearing such honest commentary. I

always say, if you can please the women
in the audience, then you KNOW you did
a great job!

The following weekend brought me to the
opposite end of the joy spectrum. We'll
call this one the Bad party. Another 
corporate engagement, this one proudly
told me I would perform for 300 
employees in their new facility. What they
failed to mention was that this facility was
nothing more than a raw, barren 
warehouse! Parts of it still under 
construction, the place was dirty and
warmth was sadly lacking (in the décor
as well as the temperature). I almost felt
sorry for these people, who worked for a
company who wouldn't even rent out a
hall to hold the party but instead chose to
throw some picnic tables into the 
warehouse and cater in spaghetti and
chicken wings. 

One quick look at the concrete floor and
I was happy that I always bring along a
pair of Hermes sandals to protect my
feet. Those shoes are usually saved for
doing outdoor shows, but this time they
came in very handy.  I also bring at least
two different Cds of music for my show,
one for a more authentic, artistic (dare I
say educated?) audience, and one for a
strictly American (dare I say 
uneducated?) audience with something
more upbeat and with few lyrics. Quickly,
I chose my game-plan: no wings here,
and definitely the simpler, more fun
music. I've performed in many types of
locations and, really, the type of venue
does not matter so long as the 
performance is good. It just was an
unpleasant surprise for me. What made
this show earn the title of 'bad' is that this
large group of people seemed 
threatened and scared of me. Rather
than being curious or seeking a good
time, these folks remained very uptight
about looking foolish in front of each
other. With great discomfort, they feared
that I would select one of them to dance
with me, and in the end, it seemed that
most of them could hardly watch let
alone enjoy the show. I danced my heart
out anyway, certainly never doing 
anything vulgar or offensive, but I tell
you, it was the longest 20 minutes of
2004!

From the Good party to the Bad party, I
believe you, as a dancer, can always
learn something and gain valuable 
experience. Not every show is going to
be great. For me, the most important

thing is seeing that the audience is 
enjoying and appreciating the moment. It
is not about feeding my ego nor about
making a fast buck, I just love to bring
happiness to others through my dance. I
am no longer anxious or nervous about
these kinds of shows. After so many,
there is no more stagefright. I calmly
expect to deliver a good show. Yet every
once in a while, even I, the extremely
well-seasoned performer, receives a
special surprise. This is what happened
at what I call the Awesome party.

I was invited to perform on New Year's
Eve at a private party held in a fabulous,
million dollar condo in a downtown 
building on the lakefront. The home was
spacious, up somewhere at a lofty 30-
story height. I was directed to change in
the master bedroom, but when the host
took me there, he realized that the room
offered no privacy because in the middle
of this suite the over-sized jacuzzi was
filled with ice and beverages. Apologizing
there would be too much traffic due to
this makeshift bar, he escorted me to the
second bathroom. As far as I was 
concerned there was no need to 
apologize, as if the second bathroom
was a poor second. That room was a 
luxurious, marble suite of its own, and
although it was a public room, everyone
at the party respected my privacy the
whole time I was there.

There was a DJ off to one side of the
cleared out living area who gave me a
rousing introduction. As I entered the l
iving room, I was pleased to realize that
my backdrop was going to be a dazzling
wall of windows that overlooked the city
skyline, Navy Pier and Lake Shore Drive.
I don't know which glittered more, my 
costume or that breathtaking backdrop. I
wish I had a camera because it would
have been lovely to capture a shot of that
performance. I toured the 'stage' and
when I fully faced my audience for the first
time, I was surprised to see that they all
wore glamorous, extravagant masks!
Gleaming smiles were evident but I would
not be able to tell you I could 
recognize a single soul. This was a 
masquerade party at its most elegant. As
my show came to a close, the fireworks
from Navy Pier filled the air with a magic
that can only be created in Disneyland, or
at least by the anticipation of a new year.

The Good, the Bad and the
Awesome…sigh…life as a belly dancer
is never boring!

The Good, the Bad
and the Awesome

Jasmin’s Journeys

    



http://www.jasminjahal.com/workshops.html
http://www.jasminjahal.com
http://www.cynthiacummensart.com

