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Suggestions from Steve:  #43
The Show Must Go On

How many times have you heard the old entertainment saying, "The show must go on?"  Well, I think that I must have heard that from the time I was a youngster until today (7/5/07), because I said it to one of my students just a few minutes ago.  He (Mike Abraham) had just had an appendectomy the previous week, but had returned to his regular lesson time this week--in a bit of pain, but he was 'toughing-it-out' in the grand tradition of all great performers.  I applauded him for overcoming his pain in order to resume his lesson this week--wait a minute, this is starting to sound like the "no pain, no gain" cliché.  In any event, I shared with him my famous or infamous "the show must go on" story, which happened when I was matriculating at the Eastman School of Music circa 1975.

The Eastman Jazz Ensemble and my jazz combo,  Auracle (then known as Telstar), were slated to perform at the prestigious Notre Dame Jazz Festival in South Bend, Indiana.  The Eastman School of Music is in Rochester, New York, which is a significant distance from South Bend, Indiana.  Needless to say, I was thrilled at the prospect of performing at the Notre Dame Jazz Festival, as were all of my bandmates.  

As we got closer to departing for the jazz festival and the mini-jazz tour, which was going to precede the Notre Dame Jazz Festival, I unfortunately came down with an illness and was unable to travel with the rest of the ensemble.  Plans were made to find a suitable replacement for me in the Jazz Ensemble, but it was impossible to teach someone my intricate and complex mallet percussion and Latin percussion parts for my jazz combo at such short notice.  Even though I was quite ill and running a high fever (103-104 degrees), plans were made for my mother to fly to Rochester, New York from Wisconsin in order to drive me to the Notre Dame Jazz Festival in time for my combo's performance.  Mom arrived in Rochester, and with the assistance of one of my friends, they packed me up in my car and departed for South Bend, Indiana.  How and when we arrived in Indiana is still a mystery to me 30 years later, but I did arrive in time to be ushered onto the stage with my bandmates to play our music before the esteemed panel of judges assembled at the Notre Dame Jazz Festival.  I must say that I don't remember much from the performance (I still had a high fever), but we did win the outstanding jazz combo award for the entire festival, which was comprised of approximately 5,000 competing bands.  That glorious moment of musical victory was somewhat lost on me, as my mother and my friend ushered me back into the car immediately after the performance--setting out for our return trip to Rochester, New York.  Once again, I had no recollection of the (return) trip, but was quite happy to return to my bed in my dorm room in order to recuperate from my illness.  After a week of sleeping many hours, I started to finally feel better and began to return to my effervescent self.  Mom flew home after I was feeling better and so ended our saga at the Notre Dame Jazz Festival.

'The show must go on' is much more than a tired cliché--it is the embodiment of an attitude that depicts someone's unrelenting desire to honor their commitment to perform on stage when they are supposed to be there.  I believe in the concept that "the show must go on," and I've passed it on to my students, hoping they too will understand what it means when someone says, "The show must go on."
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