Make Music with \What You [Jave Le]ctI

On Nov. 18, 1995, |tzhak Perlman, the violinist, came on stage for a concert at Avcrg

Fishcr Ha” at Linco!n Center in New York City.

lxcgou have ever been to a Fer]man Concert, you know that getting on stage is no
small achievement for him. [e was stricken with Poiio as a child and so he has braces
on both Iegs and walks with the aid of two crutches. | o see him walk across the stage
one step ata time, very cle]iberateb, and slowlg, is an event. [ Je walks Paimcully, yet
majcstica”g, until he reaches his chair. T hen he sits down, slowlg, puts his crutches on
the ﬂoor, undoes the c]asps on his lcgs, tucks one foot back and extends the other
foot forward. Then he bends down and Picks up the vio]inj puts it under his chin, nods
to the conductor and Proceeds to P]ag.

Bg now, the audience is used to the ritual. Tlﬂcg sit quict]9 while he makes his way
across the stage to his chair. Theg remain rcverent]9 silent while he undoes his c]asps

on his legs. Theg wait until he is reaclg to P]ay.

But this time, something went wrong, Just as he finished the first few bars, one of the
strings on his violin broke. You could hear it snap - it went off like a gumCire across the
room. | here was no mistaking what that sound meant. | here was no mistaking what
he had to do. Feop]e who were there thouglﬁt to themselves: "\/\/e Figured that he
would have to getup, put on the clasps again, Pick up the crutches and amble his way

off stage - to either find another violin or else find another string for this one."

Put he didn't. ]nstead, he waited a moment, closed his eyes and then signalcd the
conductor to bcgin again. Thé orchestra bcgan, and he P]agcd from where he had left
off. And he Plaﬂed with such Passion and such power and such Puritg as ’cheg had
never heard before. O]C course anyone knows that it is impossib]é to P!ag a sgmphonic
work withjust three strings. ] know tlﬂat, and you know that, but that night ]tzl'xak
Ferlman refused to know that. You could see him moclulatirxg) changing, recomposing
the Piecc in his head.

At one Point, it sounded like he was c{c~tuning the strings to get new sounds from
them that thcy had never made before. When he Finisl’wecl, there was an awesome
silence in the room. And then Peoplc rose and cheered. T here was an extraorc]inarg
outburst of applause from every corner of the auditorium. Fcop]c were on theimceet)

screaming and Cheering, to show how much theg aPPreciated what he had done.

' Aclaptecl from an article }39 Jac‘( Riemer, “FPerlman Makes his Music - the [ard Wag,” The
[Houston Chronic]e, Feb. 10,2001. Retrieved [Feb. 11,2012 from
http://www.snopes.com/music/ar’cists/Per]marx.asP . A]though the truth behind this story is

unsubstantiated and it has achieved urban legend status, it remains an insPirationa] and

beautiful metaplﬂor.


http://www.snopes.com/music/artists/perlman.asp

[He smilecl, wipecl the sweat from his brow, raised his bow to ciuiet us, and then he said,
not boashcuny, butina quiet, Pensivc, reverent tone, "You ‘mow, sometimes it is the

artist's task to find out how much music you can still make with what you have left.n

What a Power‘Ful line that is. Ferhaps that is the way of life - notjust for artists, but for
all of us. [ere is a man who has Prepared all his life to make music on a violin of four
strings, who, all of a sudden, in the middle of a concert, finds himself with on]g three
strings. So he makes music with three strings, and the music he made that night with
just three strings was more beautiful, more sacred, more memorable than any that he

had ever made before, when he had four strings.

So, Per}waps our task in this slﬂakg, Fast~c}1anging, bcwildering world in which we live is
to make music, at first with all that we have, and then, when that is no Ionger Possib]e,

to make music with what we have left.



