PAGE  
3
Bettina Gantsweg


SOMETIMES THERE’S MAGIC
I play the piano.  My instrument is the only one that cannot travel with me to concerts. Violinists, cellists, flutists and drummers can bring their very own, intimately familiar instruments. Even huge, heavy basses and unwieldy harps can be loaded into cars for performances, but not my piano.

I’m expected to perform perfectly, present an attitude of complete control, while caressing the ivories of a alien instrument.  I’m expected to make Beethoven, Brahms and Mendelssohn smile in their graves when I share their musical genius.  And, I’m expected to do this with a partner I’ve never met. The worst part that escalates my terror, freezes my fingers and tightens my muscles, is that I will be judged!
Imagine a handsome man meeting a ravishing woman.  They’ve enjoyed a gourmet lobster dinner dripping with sweet butter, shared intense conversation with flickering candlelight heightening the mysterious shadows on their faces.  Discovering much in common, they feel a fervent bond.  

Act two takes place in her luxurious penthouse apartment overlooking the sea.  With sexual desire intensifying, heartbeats pounding with the rhythm of the crashing waves, they begin their love-making.  Her kisses taste of garlic from dinner, the skin beneath her scarlet blouse is rough and cold, her body tense. She’s not like his last lover whose movements and fragrances were so familiar, so comfortable.  Even as she begins to relax, moaning with pleasure, her strangeness irritates and diminishes desire.  He’s 
unable to perform.  What will she think he worries,  but whispers an excuse, quickly dresses, and flees the room. 
Hmm.... it reminds me of the time I was to perform a program of dramatic Chopin Etudes and lilting Mazurkas.  The grand piano was a long, shiny, black beauty just yearning to sing.  I moved the ebony bench into position and sat down.  It was too low.  It was too hard.  The music rack was too high.  The lighting behind me was too dim and created a shadow on the manuscript.  Well, the performance went on—but not quite as planned.
Remember the time your car died on the way to an important meeting?  You called for a rental car.  “I’ll take whatever you have right now.  I’m in a real hurry.”  They deliver a white Toyota and try to explain how it works.  “Sorry, I don’t have any time,” you say.  “I’ll be fine.”  You’ve always driven an American car so all the dials are foreign.  Ah! the keyhole. You turn on the ignition while putting on your seatbelt, checking your watch.  The freeway is jammed.  With your eye on the road, you fumble around for the radio knob hoping to get a traffic report.  Inching along, you stretch over to find the right station but it’s too dark.  The light—where’s the light?  A horn blares behind you and you reflexively step on the gas almost slamming into the car ahead.  Careful, careful, you can’t get into another accident, and you can’t look like your swerving around, drunk.  That DUI can’t happen again!  It starts to drizzle.  The wipers, where’re the wipers?  Oh God, I’m going to be late. Well, I hope they’ll understand... 

I had hoped they would understood MY problems at another concert when the piano was horribly out of tune. The sounds wiggled and wobbled making Mozart sound like Debussy.  The touch was stiff and the soft pedal didn’t work.  The middle C key rose up in slow motion making immediate repetition impossible. There was even one key that scratched my fingers and another that didn’t play at all.  It was a beautiful looking instrument but someone had not cared for it with the love it deserved.  The show went on, but I cringed through it all. 

I’m sure you’ve had your own experiences with microphones that didn’t work, slide carousels that wouldn’t turn, new hiking boots that blistered and bruised, and times when you forgot your glasses for your final exam.  You hoped to perform your best but you weren’t in control.  It’s the stuff of nightmares.
So why do I even perform on a piano with all these possible catastrophes?  Well, sometimes the pianos are magical instruments that almost play themselves.  They’re the times when the notes on the page spring forth with truthful, orgasmic beauty, and the audience is pleasured and the composer can slumber with joy.  And I?  I feel ecstatic, and in awe, that my hands can make the little black dots on a page of music come alive.   
