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 With what felt like the awkwardness of a baby giraffe, I walked to the edge of the stage, 

bowed, and tried to clear my head before exposing my inner self to the crowd.  For the weeks 

leading up to this night, I had nightmares in which I dropped my violin or tripped in two-inch 

heels over my delicate gown.  Tonight, though, was it: the senior recital. 

 To graduate from the South Carolina Governor’s School for the Arts and Humanities 

with an arts diploma, a music student must fulfill several requirements including performing in 

an exposition of solo works demonstrative of pre-professional training otherwise known as the 

dreaded senior recital.  Most every music student gives one, regardless of whether or not he or 

she will continue pursuing music in college.  However, the thought of skipping out on this rite of 

passage seems to cross the mind of every student in the department.  For me, the question 

surrounding my own recital was not “Will I perform?” but “Why?"   

I knew that I would do it no matter how nervous performing made me, but this recital was 

meant to be a glimpse into my artistic future.  Despite the nobility I found in persevering through 

gigs, minimal income, and the constant search for apt practice time, I was not one of the students 

certain that becoming a professional musician was in my life plans.  However, I knew one simple 

fact: I would never put my violin down for good. 

 When I started playing the violin I found a love like no other.  This was a love that would 

never leave and would always call me back.  No matter how frustrated, joyful, stressed, 

melancholy, or apathetic I could be, my violin was always there.  Within the first few months of 

lessons, the passion for music took hold, and I knew that I would spend the rest of my life with a 

violin under my chin. 

 Four years later, this passion landed me as one the four luckiest sixteen-year old violinists 

in all of South Carolina as I made my way into SCGSAH.  Those four years had seen 
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innumerable peaks and troughs in my optimism for a career in music.  I had developed another 

strong interest in psychology, akin to my love of music.  The information contained within the 

vast field of psychology seemed too much to fill even the parts of my brain that go unused.  It 

was also an outlet for me to fulfill my greatest calling next to music - personally helping 

individuals in deep emotional need to change their lives. 

After being accepted into the Governor’s School’s prestigious program I had to ask 

myself one of the most important questions of my life.  Why should I continue to study music if 

my goals had shifted toward a possible future in psychology?  The answers to this and the 

question hovering over my senior recital culminated into a statement that could be applied to my 

life as a whole.  I do exactly what I do because the drive within me is fueled by self-fulfillment.  

I am not a musician because I had a teacher that wanted to push me into being a child-prodigy, 

and I did not make the grades I did because my parents encouraged me with monetary incentives 

or threats of disappointment.  Those adults in my life that encouraged me only ever wished to 

find me satisfied with what I tried my hand at.  The only person I could disappoint is myself.  To 

me, it seemed that the choices I made throughout life would guide me to intellectual balance.   

 Why am I a violinist? Because music captured my soul.  Every concerto, sonata, 

orchestra part leaves me with the feeling of bittersweet completion, like finishing a book you just 

could not put down.  Thankfully, the pursuit music has no ending, no teasing epilogue.  This 

analogy can similarly be applied the pursuit of knowledge, especially in psychology.  It is 

impossible to know everything in this infinitesimally large universe, but attempting to soak in as 

much information as is available is absolutely breathtaking.  Somehow, I find the drive to keep 

on creating and surpassing goals of further achievement to satisfy my insatiable thirst for 

enlightenment.   
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