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 “Make Music from What Remains”
“Have compassion for everyone you meet even if they don’t want it.  
What seems conceit, bad manners or cynicism is always a sign

Of things no ears have heard, no eyes have seen.

You do not know what wars are going on down

Where the spirit meets the bone.

Forget your perfect offering.

There is a crack in everything.

That is how the light gets in.”

Itzhak Perlman, the virtuoso violinist who as a child was introduced
To American audiences on the Ed Sullivan show in 1964 when he was teenager, 

The same show, BTW, that the Rolling Stones appeared on

With their required song lyric change from “Let’s Spend the Night Together”

To “Let’s Spend Some Time Together” – 

Itzhak coming on before them, thankfully, in a clip you can watch on YouTube

In all its black and white glory, my daughter asking me over my shoulder:

Is that from the olden days?

Yes, a time when phones had chords!  And tweets were what birds said!

And Amazon was location on a map!  And Text was a noun instead of a verb!

And Facebook was something you did, as in put your face in a book!

Oh, the hardship!

And when you see Itzhak on that video you’ll see him in his crutches,

A legacy of the polio he contracted at the age of 4 and which left his legs

Underdeveloped and nearly paralyzed for the rest of his life,

So that whenever he comes on stage,

The audience is already seated,

The orchestra is in place, 

Even the conductor stands at the ready,

As Itzhak makes his way stage left across the stage,

Painstakingly dragging his legs in metal braces, 

Leaning forward on metal crutches.

After what seems like an eternity, he at last makes it to his chair

In front of the orchestra and lays his crutches down,

And unlocks his metal braces – all in absolute quiet,

All while all those people watch him – and lays them on the floor.

Only when he is completely settled does someone hand him

His violin.  

Several years ago, in a performance meant to showcase his range

And ability to play,

A long piece was chosen to end the concert.

It was fiendishly difficult, and Izthak was playing with great passion,

His brow beading with sweat, his eyes closed…

When all of a sudden….

A loud twang erupted into the air and echoed around the hall…

And Itzhak’s eyes sprung open as he realized that one of the four strings

On his violin had snapped.

The orchestra stopped playing.
The conductor dropped his baton and whirled around in shock,

With a look on his face: what do we do now?  

And Izthak gave him a look that said: well, for one, don’t drop your baton!
As he motioned to him to keep on conducting the piece.

So the orchestra began again, after a bars, and the piece continued.

And Perlman never missed a beat, or lost a note.

To everyone’s amazement, he finished the entire piece,

More than six minutes, using only three strings,

Instantaneously transposing the music from the missing string 

Onto three strings he had left.

Not easy to do, right Herman?

When the piece was over, the audience was silent, stunned.

No one moved, or even barely breathed.

They just sat there awed by what had happened,

Unbelieving of what they had just seen and heard.

Itzhak was now dripping with the exertion, sitting  in his chair, 

The wounded violin in one hand and bow in the other, dazed.
After a full minute of silence the audience exploded onto their feet

In what can only be called ecstatic appreciation – remember, this is in

A symphony hall, ok?  

The musicians banged on their music stands and stomped their feet – 

Remember, this they have tuxedos and gowns on in a symphony hall, ok?

They all went on forever…

And Itzhak bowed from his chair, his eyes glassy and shining.

Then he gestured for the microphone, and the crowd went quiet,

And in a whisper he said: 

“This has been my vocation, my lifelong mission – to make music out of 

What remains.”

And there was a moment of silence again, and then once again rapturous 

Applause and tears in many eyes, 

And tears on Itzhak Perlman’s face.

It has a hard year for many in this room, I know, and for this shared earth 

That is our home.

I will spare us the list -  thank you very much Nathan - 

But suffice it say that when you come across the threshold 

Of this old, wooden sanctuary, 

Like a wooden ship, I sometimes think, carrying us together so that we might see some horizon that is wider and brighter than what we could ever see alone

On the mostly private rafts we row all week,

But when we come across the threshold there is, yes, a spring in our step

For some, 

But also, sometimes, a heaviness, too, 

As we limp in, like Izthak, with our braces, our broken strings,

Our worry, our burdens, our…well, you fill in the blank, ok?
Because I promised not give us the list…

And we ask, in a whisper, as we climb onboard:

“Can I still make music…with what remains?
Can I?

Yes, you can.  

Because that’s our task, isn’t it?

To forgo the allusions of perfection, to give up the pretensions and pretending,

To live counter to the culture that tempts into thinking that we can’t possibly

Still make music with our life unless we click here, and lose weight there,

And get into school over there, and get employed here,

That says our mistakes and limps and brokenness have nothing to teach us

Beside how to keep it all secret.

Pass me the microphone, says Izthak.
This is our mission, this is our vocation:

To make music…from what remains, from what you’ve got left, from what still works.

Which is, btw, why we have choirs instead of soloists.

Congregations and histories of faith instead of private yoga mats and individualized spirituality.

Because to make our music…we need all the help we can get.

Can I still make music…with what I have left?

Yes…yes… yes.

