
 

 

 

 

 

ANTHONY CHEN 

 

“Music stinks,” the thought that dominated little 
Anthony’s mind for years. Squeaky notes, plodding 
practice, and terrifying performance made the little 
joy and excitement of progress shrivel up, bury itself 
deep behind incessant regret. Why couldn’t I have 
played the piano, where the notes seemingly played 
themselves? Why did my bow scratch while others 
sang? Every day that I walked into my lesson, I 
wondered, “when would I be excited to take my viola 
out of its case?” I watched my teacher take out her 
rosin for my bow, a deep groove shaped by years of 
repetition. I thought to myself, perhaps when my 
rosin had a groove like hers my wish would be 
answered. Yet fragile tree resin never lasted long in 
my hands. Occasional drops or blatant forgetfulness 
ensured my rosin was continually replaced, making 
no progress towards developing a groove.  
Then everything began to change. Not over the 
course of a day, a week, or a month, but little by little 

the small musical successes brightened every day. 
Whether or not it was surrounded by a sea of 
unintentional accidentals, one beautiful note made 
all the practice worth it.  
 
Then I began playing with others. Like a child’s first 
experience on a rollercoaster, it was thrilling; 
intimidating, perhaps a little scary, but ultimately 
exciting every second it lasted. From group class, 
where friendships grew alongside musicality, to 
orchestra, where leadership and collaboration 
flourished, each ensemble was unique and 
unforgettable. Yet none rivaled quartet. Rooted in 
collaborative individuality, the shared experience 
dispelled fears of failure and emboldened self-
expression. Music became much more than notes on 
a page.  
 
Playing the Viola transitioned from a burden to a 
second language. I realized that music is universal, 
transcending language and freeing people’s minds 
from the present. 
 
This past summer, I watched as neighboring nursing 
homes became prisons for their residents. In the 
following weeks, my brother and I arranged concerts 
for the residents, either outdoors or broadcast to 
their TVs. Never had I felt so profoundly grateful for 
the opportunity to play for others and overjoyed that 
my passion could bring happiness to the community. 
As I read emails and letters of appreciation, my fears 
of failure and judgment melted away, leaving behind 
a pure love for music.  
 
To be completely honest, my rosin still doesn’t have a 
noticeable groove; I suppose I never outgrew my 
forgetfulness, yet music has shaped me throughout 
my life, and for that I will always be grateful. 
 
Thank you, Linda, thank you parents, thank you to 
everyone along the way. 
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ASHLEY CHUNG 

 

When I was little, I was always tagged along to my 
sister’s piano recitals and practices every week. One 
day, my parents asked me if I wanted to play an 
instrument, I always answered with “I don't know” or 
“I can’t find an instrument I want to play.” That all 
changed when I was introduced to the violin. Just like 
any other day, I attended my sister’s piano recital, 
dozing off in the audience. Before I shut my eyes, a 
woman carrying a strange wooden instrument caught 
my attention. At first, I thought it looked like a 
squirrel's tail combined with a seashell, but little did I 
know it was an instrument that I’ll soon grow to love. 
The woman took a bow before starting to play a 
beautiful melody that hypnotized me. Unknowingly, I 
leaned forward with stars twinkling in my eyes, and 
at that moment, I knew this was the instrument I 
wanted to play. Once the concert was finished and 
we drove back home, I asked my parents if I could 
take up the violin. They were a bit hesitant at first, 
but eventually agreed after I promised to practice 
and play until the day I die.  
 
Since that life changing day, I looked forward to going 
to my lessons on Wednesdays and attending group 
classes and orchestra on Saturdays, even when I 

wasn’t in the best of moods; however, the road 
leading up till now wasn’t always so smooth. There 
were times where I lost the motivation and 
enthusiasm to continue to play the violin, but my 
parents were always telling me and reminding me to 
practice. They would say not to waste the long and 
grueling hours I spent practicing my violin and throw 
away the years I have spent perfecting my skills.  
 
Because of my parent’s encouragement and investing 
countless hours driving me to lessons, orchestra, and 
other group events, they are the reason I am writing 
this essay. So, I cherish and thank them for being with 
me throughout my journey.  
 
I would also like to thank my teacher, Tamara, for 
keeping the violin interesting for me by introducing 
new pieces that I’ve never heard of before and for 
giving me opportunities to learn outside of 
Wednesday lessons and group lessons. My violin 
teacher has taught me valuable life skills that I know 
will be with me throughout life. The violin has given 
me so many opportunities and has become a huge 
part of my identity. As I enter college, I'm excited to 
share the gifts that I’ve developed to brighten 
people’s lives with my music.  
 

SARA DEFOR 

My lifelong journey with music started when I was 
four years old, not old enough to know what I was 
doing. I don’t remember it vividly, but my parents tell 
me that one day they heard me trying to play a song 
on the piano I had heard on the radio. It was a simple 
one-line melody hammered out with no dynamics, 
but my parents immediately saw my connection with 
the piano and signed me up for lessons. Little did I 
know that it would eventually blossom into beautiful 
music with the encouragement of my teachers and 
my family.  
 
If you talked to my elementary school self, you would 
not infer that I was a lover of piano. I was a stubborn 
little girl who hated to practice, and only did so under 
the orders of her mother. But with every inch I grew, 
so did my passion for piano.  I learned to move with 
the music and appreciate all the little details like 
voicing and the distinctive two-note-taper at the ends 



of phrases.  Soon enough, I had numerous Beethoven 
sonatas and Chopin waltzes in my repertoire. I 
developed a particular frustration with Bach. I played 
pop music and extravagant movie pieces in my free 
time. Before I knew it, I had integrated piano into my 
life and my character.  
  
Bowing after my Book 7 graduation piece, I knew that 
playing the piano was one of the best choices I made. 
In high school, I have really enjoyed being able to 
choose the next piece I play and serenading my 
friends and family with the music I love. I even 
recorded pieces for my college applications, which 
were the product of long and hard work.  

 
Looking back, I know that I could not have reached 
the point where I am now without many people. My 
first piano teacher, Barb Rossow, who helped me 
learn the Twinkle Variations and the other songs in 
Book 1 as a little girl. My teacher of many years at 
MacPhail, Beth Turco, who guided me as I grew as a 
musician. My parents who provided the means of 
transportation to my lessons, as well as endless 
encouragement. And finally, everyone in my family 
who came to the studio recitals to hear my music.  
 
Thank you! 

 

NICHOLAS FU 

 

Before I was able to even play my first note on the 
viola, I practiced all the basics with a foam viola on 
my shoulder, a wooden stick between my fingers, and 
a cardboard cutout beneath my feet. Little did I know 
that these baby steps would be the beginning of a 
momentous journey that would define my childhood 
and shape me into the musician I am today. 
 
Soon after graduating to a real viola and grinding 
through the first Twinkle variations, I got my first 
taste of performing in front of an audience after 
playing it in my elementary school’s 1st grade talent 
show. Indeed, from that first performance and 
through numerous studio and Friday night recitals, 
I’ve been able to develop and refine my sense of 
musicality and expression, as well as gain confidence 
in myself and my ability to perform in front of 
others—skills that encroach well beyond the 
boundaries of music. 
 
The Suzuki program has also afforded me countless 
opportunities to experience music as part of an 
ensemble. The Saturday morning trek to De LaSalle 
quickly became a defining part of my weekly 
routine—from learning note reading and playing 
duets with my viola friends in group, to my first 



experiences as part of an orchestra. As my schedule 
became increasingly packed, I traded out Saturday 
mornings for Monday evenings, as I found myself 
crafting beautifully exquisite orchestral works at 
GTCYS rehearsal. Immersing myself in the coalesced 
intensity of numerous individual voices of strings, 
winds, and brass served as an important reprieve, 
providing me a few hours every week where I could 
completely disengage from the stressors of daily life. 
These experiences added another dimension to my 
musical journey, where I could not only express myself 
through music but intertwine my own musical voice 
with the voices of others. 
 
Playing the viola has been an integral part of my life 
for the past 12 years. And now, in the blink of an eye, 
my time at MacPhail is winding down to an end. It’s 
time to be thankful for all that I’ve learned, for my 
accomplishments and experiences, and for the 
countless memories that I can now look fondly back 
upon. Tuesday lessons, Friday night recitals, and 
Saturdays at De LaSalle. Group, orchestra, play-ins—
and bagels! While I don’t know exactly where life will 
take me from here, I do know that these memories, 
and my ardent passion for music, will stay with me 
forever. 
 
Thank you, Linda, for guiding me through my musical 
journey over the past 12 years—your kindness and 
patience has allowed me to develop into the violist I 
am today. Through times of hardship, you saw my 
potential and pushed me toward it, and your support 
and encouragement has allowed me to overcome 
the many obstacles I faced along the way. And finally, 
thank you, Mom and Dad, for embarking on this 
journey alongside me. 
 

CIERA HANSON 
 
I’ve been told five-year-old me was given the option 
to learn the cello instead of following my sister in 
learning the violin. I have absolutely no recollection 
of that conversation and was informed by my father 
of this fact about a week ago.  Thinking about it now, 
playing the cello does sound rather compelling, but 
of course I had to keep up the same lifestyle I was 
living at the time—that of copying my older sister. 

 

Despite this means of choosing an instrument, the 
violin has done a lot for me. All these years after 
making that decision and sticking with it, I have 
grown into my own independence and the violin has 
been along for the ride. 
 
While deep into the hectic schedule of a high school 
student, violin has rather peacefully remained in the 
background of it all, becoming the time I could forget 
about all the other chaos going on. Without it getting 
me any fancy or official achievements, violin was one 
of the activities I was able to have just for myself. I 
learned to get used to being out of my comfort zone 
and making the most out of it. Violin taught me how 
to push through when things don’t go 
perfect or as planned, and how to prepare for 
situations that can be stressful. Not to mention the 
importance of commitment and keeping a routine. 
 
My journey playing the violin has created many twists 
and turns. Starting out like many other kids at 
MacPhail who were put in their first private lessons, I 
attended group classes with parents, and appeared 
at recitals with my box violin just to take a bow for 
the audience. I was then taken out of MacPhail a few 



years later, continuing under a series of two other 
teachers I connected with from school until they 
were led elsewhere. The frequent changes with how I 
was learning and playing tested my commitment to 
the violin. However, returning to MacPhail has been 
nothing but a pleasure with Beatrice as my teacher. 
One of the biggest things I’ve learned during the 
past four years of lessons with her is that you have a 
right to be proud of where you are now. As she likes 
to say, “you’re a Rockstar!” I am forever grateful for 
her support, which helped me find a deeper love for 
music and playing violin, and the support of my 
parents who have always helped keep violin a part of 
my life. 
 
The lessons I learned through violin at MacPhail are 
ones that I will always keep with me. Therefore, I 
absolutely have no regrets about taking up the violin 
all those years ago. I wouldn’t trade the experiences 
brought about from choosing the violin at age five for 
anything. 
 

ELLA ELIZABETH JANASZ 

My earliest memories of being a part of MacPhail's 
Suzuki program dates to quietly playing under 
numerous pianos, waiting for my sibling’s lessons to 
be over, to racing down the stairs to the basement at 
the old MacPhail building to the vending machine. 
MacPhail became a second home to me. I began 
coming to MacPhail in a stroller, and eventually began 
driving myself to the city where I perfected parallel 
parking. I have grown up in the Suzuki program 
watching and listening my siblings’ study various 
instruments. 
 

I don’t remember a time not playing the piano in 
some way. For most of my life the first thing I ever did 
was practice piano in the morning. Although, I will 
admit I have only actually made it to a hundred days 
of practicing a couple of times. I wonder what it will 
be like when I don’t ‘have to’ practice piano in the 
morning. In some ways it will be freeing not to ‘have 
to do something’ each morning. 
 
However, piano is one of the ways I have 
subconsciously been able to let go of stress, worries 
and express any emotion that I might otherwise not 

be able to convey in words. It will be difficult to let go 
and not to have piano built into my life every day. 
 

Piano has not always come easy to me. I often found 
piano tiring and sometimes boring because of all the 
meticulous ways I would have to practice and 
contemplated quitting several times including this 
year. Thank the Lord I have been blessed with a 
teacher and a mother who have had more patience 
than I have had at times, when I thought there would 
be no way I could learn or understand anything. 
 

 
 
Nancy Daley has never made me feel stupid, although 
I would at times make myself feel that, when I didn’t 
understand something, couldn’t read, memorize 
correctly or quickly. She always found a different way 
I could practice that would work better or went 
through all the notes she had for me the previous 
week because I hadn’t practice that much. Nancy, 
thank you teaching me! Thank you for helping me to 
learn how to count even though I thought I would 
never be able to. Thank you for sticking with me! 
Thank you for pouring into me week after week! 
Thank you for making me a better pianist and person. 
 
Thank you, Nancy!! 
 



My mother has always actively been a part of my 
journey with piano from helping teach me twinkle 
twinkle little star, making sure I was always listening 
to my music, eventually helping me read my music to 
watching me read my music on my own. I could not 
have done it without her constant help, motivation, 
and prayers. Thank you, Mom, for everything you 
have done to help me be successful, including the 
ways I will never know. 
 

While I move on to a new season of life; MacPhail, 
the Suzuki program, all my group teachers, Nancy 
Daley along with my parents and family have made 
and continue to make a lasting impact on my life. In 
the fall, I will be attending Cedarville University while 
pursuing a degree in Special Education. I have always 
loved working with children and cannot wait to help 
those with special needs learn the tools they need to 
be successful just as my teachers have done for me. 
Although I will not be continuing to formally study 
piano or the arts, I will always have the valuable 
lessons I have learned from piano, the Suzuki 
program and those who have invested in me 
musically and as a person. 
 

OWEN KAREKEN 

My mom forced me to start playing guitar, but Alan 
made me love it. I started going to MacPhail when I 
was about 5 and it was there that I met Alan 
Johnston. He has been my teacher for longer than 
any other instructor of any sort and he tricked me 
into loving guitar. Perhaps that’s not exactly what 
happened but let me explain. I remember long, long 
ago, sitting in his office and playing hot hoops. It was 
a game where players use small launchers to shoot 
miniaturized plastic basketballs into little hoops. 
It was extremely childish and, being a child, I 
absolutely loved it. If I managed to play an entire 
scale with good tone, or sight read a few lines of a 
new piece, or clap out a difficult rhythm, I got to play 
against him in hot hoops —a brilliant example of 
operant conditioning. Sure, guitar was fun, but it was 
nothing compared to hot hoops.  Alan had all sorts of 
ways of incentivizing us students to practice and play 
well. For years, I would meet with him and a handful 

of students to have lessons that we just called 
“group.” 
 

 
 
Alan had a shiny plastic trophy with killer whales on it 
known as the Killer Tone Award and if you had the 
best tone in the group, you got the trophy for the 
week. Let me assure you, we all wanted that trophy. 
As I got older, he put away the hot hoops and the 
trophies, and I started to love something else: 
growth. Each semester, students performed at Alan’s 
studio recital and you got to see what you 
accomplished after a semester (or more) of work. I 
played in a guitar quartet for about 6 years and, after 
one particularly decent performance, we walked off 
stage and Alan said, “nice job turkeys,” and that was 
just about the best compliment we could’ve gotten. 
 
Now, looking back on well over a decade’s worth of 
work, I can see considerable growth. Through 
performances, master classes, recordings, 
competitions, and MacPhail’s Italy tour, I’ve grown 
immensely. While I’m proud of all of those, they’re 
just the shiny trophies of my musical studies. The real 
change happened week-to-week, as I learned new 
lines, perfected measures, studied dynamics, etc. 
That’s where I learned persistence, discipline, and 



patience. Thank you to MacPhail and Alan for 
enriching my life over the last 13 years. 

 

KARISSA KOCKELMAN

 

Frequently, people will ask “How did you decide to 
play the harp?” I have the same story ready to go for 
everyone who may ask. At the age of 3 I went to see 
the MN Orchestra perform and was absolutely 
captivated by the harp. I fell in love instantly. In 
fourth grade, when I was able to choose an 
instrument to play in school the following year, I 
immediately exclaimed “The harp!” It had been my 
dream to play ever since I was young. I had been avid 
about music from a young age. When I was three, my 
mom enrolled me in classical ballet classes, which I 
have continued to participate in. I also took a couple 
years of piano lessons. I believe both gave me a solid 
foundation in the arts and music, and 
truly brought out the best of my harp playing skills. 
The summer before 5th grade I was able to begin my 
lessons at MacPhail with Emily Gerard. Through her 

teaching and the Suzuki method I was able to thrive 
in my harp studies. 
 
The Suzuki program taught me important skills such 
as drive, persistence, and perseverance, 
expression, and independence. 
 
Playing harp has not been all smooth sailing for me. 
I’ve struggled with not practicing enough and getting 
off track. I’ve performed not as well as I’ve wanted 
and knew I could, and of course have been 
underprepared for lessons. When my school classes 
became overwhelming, 
 
I went through a period of dismissing my harp 
practicing, which made my stress level worse. 
What I eventually discovered was that if I took a 
break and practiced, it helped me to 
refocus. As a result, my stress level became more 
manageable and both areas improved. I also 
made many discoveries such as how listening and 
“feeling” the music helps me grasp it faster and thus 
progress further. Now, listening to my Suzuki book 
CD’s is a key part in my practicing regime. 
Throughout all the difficulties, I’ve always had the 
best and most supportive teacher. She was 
compassionate when I needed it and pushed me 
when it was necessary. 
I’ve also had the opportunity to participate in group 
harp. This has given me many great experiences and I 
will cherish my memories fondly. Playing with harp 
learners of all ages has great value. As a younger 
student, it can be daunting looking up to the older 
harpists. It is a bit surreal to come to the realization 
that I am finally one of those older harpists. It is so 
fun to be able to work and play pieces with other 
harpists that I wouldn’t have been able to do with my 
school orchestra. 
 
I honestly can’t imagine my life without music. In the 
coming years I will be studying for a performance 
major degree as well as math. I know music will 
always be an integral part of my life. 
 
In addition to thanking my wonderful harp teacher, 
Emily Gerard, I’d also like to thank my parents. They 
have both been huge supporters in my harp journey, 
and I couldn’t have persevered without them. 
 



LEO KRYGOWSKI 

 
 

All great things come from humble beginnings. My 
first experience with the violin was in my 
imagination. My parents say I used to take a box and 
a stick and pretend to play along with whatever 
music was on the radio. Back then, I had no clue what 
I was getting into, but oh boy was I in for a treat.  
 
My first time holding the real thing was in first grade 
at Ramsey elementary where all first-grade students 
are required to take music class on an instrument. I 
remember being proud to get a quarter size violin 
and not a ⅛. That summer I asked my parents for 
violin lessons and that’s when we found Macphail.  
 
My teacher Teresa Campbell was great, always 
challenging me in new and different ways, but never 
forgetting to keep things fun. My first memorable 
practice assignment was to draw a rocket ship in a 
notebook for every good bow hold I could make, and 
my parents swear we still have it somewhere tucked 
away. I went through all of book one with Ms. Teresa 
before getting news that we were moving to a 
different state! 
 
This wasn’t my first move, but it was the first one 
that required so much driving. Not long after we had 

settled in, we found a new teacher for me named Eric 
Davenport. I credit many of my good technique 
habits to him. He drilled me constantly on my 
posture, my intonation, shifting, bow hold, and most 
frequently my tone. He liked to make sure I had 
mastered all the techniques required before I could 
even think about learning the piece, it was hard, but 
the quality of my playing skyrocketed. I spent four 
great years under his wing, until my family decided to 
move… again.  
 
This time it was back to Minnesota, and back to my 
old teacher, I’m convinced it was fate. Back at 
Macphail, and back with Teresa, I couldn’t have asked 
for a better situation, but life had other plans. After 
about two years back with my old teacher, she had to 
move away and I was teacher-searching again, but 
not for long. Before going away, Ms. Teresa helped 
me look for a new teacher to push me even further in 
my musical training, and I found that person in Ms. 
Kathy Wood. A former college music theory professor 
and avid teacher, Ms. Kathy doesn’t take no for an 
answer. She’s pushed me time and time again and 
I’m all the better for it. Even through COVID-19 she 
still signs on with me three times a week for a good 
laugh and some hard work. It’s been nice to sustain 
an even music schedule, so I don’t lose track of 
practice, and a good laugh always helps to get over a 
tough day. 
 
Throughout my musical journey so far, I have 
experienced a variety of teaching styles and concert 
settings, grown with my fellow students, and come to 
call Macphail my second home. I don’t think I will 
ever be able to imagine my life without music, which 
is why I am now pursuing a career in musical 
performance. A global pandemic is not what I was 
expecting in my senior year, but whatever life throws 
at me, I will always remember the lessons I learned, 
and the times I spent here at Macphail. 

 

 

 

 



KYLE MACHALEC 

 
 
When I was 3 years old, my mother decided that I 
should start taking private violin lessons. Of course, 
my squirrelly self couldn’t be trusted with a real 
violin, so I started my music education with a Cracker 
Jack box and a ruler wrapped in brown paper. This 
“instrument” was vaguely shaped like a violin, 
earning it the name “boxolin”, and it was used to 
teach me the basics of posture. At first, I saw my 
boxolin as nothing more than another toy, but over 
time, it evolved into something much more. 
 
It’s nothing short of mind-boggling to look back at 
where my box-olin has taken me. It eventually got me 
involved with group classes, orchestras, chamber 
groups, and even international trips. Not only have I 
personally benefited from my violin experiences, but 
I’m grateful that I could also make other people’s 
days a little better with it. Throughout my 14 years of 
playing music, I have played for family, friends, and 
strangers, perhaps sharing a part of my passion for 
music with them. 
 
It goes without saying that I couldn’t have developed 
from that little kid holding a toy to the young adult 

holding a part of himself without the continual 
support of many other people. Thank you, Kamini, for 
being the person who first put the box-olin into my 
hands, and thank you, Alison, for guiding me to the 
full-size violin-playing, concerto-learning, musician 
that I am today. 
 
As I reach the end of my essay, I would have liked to 
reflect on how my life has changed since I started 
playing violin, but honestly, I don’t remember a time 
when I didn’t play it. Violin has always been a part of 
me, and I plan to continue making music as I 
transition into college. I have experienced a lot, but I 
know there are still many other places I have yet to 
go with my violin. 
 

SILVIA MILLER 

 

The first time I ever went to MacPhail I was three 
years old. It was still at the old building, and I went 
with my mom to watch different teachers of different 
instruments giving lessons to decide what instrument 
I wanted to play. We sat in on at least three violin 
lessons, and finally a guitar lesson with Jean Seils, 
from whom I ended up taking lessons for the next 13 
years. I’m so grateful to have had Jean as my teacher. 
I’ve learned so much from her, and I couldn’t have 
asked for a better teacher. In addition to taking 
lessons from Jean, being at MacPhail also gave me 
the opportunity to take individual and group lessons 



from many other great teachers, including Alan 
Johnston, Brent Weaver, James Flegel, and Craig 
Anderson.  

 
 When I was seven years old, Jean put me in my 
guitar quartet, which is one of the biggest reasons I 
stuck with guitar. Without the members of my 
quartet – Lili Kareken, Olivia Rapp, and Lukas 
Murdych – I’m not sure that I would’ve continued 
with guitar as long as I have. I’ve had so many 
amazing opportunities through my quartet, like 
touring in Spain, playing at multiple guitar-athons put 
on by the Minnesota guitar society, and countless 
other performances at MacPhail and all over the city.  
 

My guitar skills have also provided me many other 
opportunities outside of MacPhail, such as becoming 
a member of the Southwest High School guitar 
orchestra. Through the Southwest orchestra, I’ve 
been able to do so much, like performing a solo at 
the annual Southwest High concert at the Basilica, 
and one of my favorite things I’ve ever done with 
guitar, which is participating in the all-national 
honors guitar orchestra. I’ve participated in the all-
national orchestra three years in a row, and I got to 
work with guitarists from all over the country and 
nationally recognized directors to help beautiful 
pieces for guitar orchestra come to life.  
 

None of the things I’ve accomplished would have 
been possible without the most supportive people on 
my team. I owe it all to my family, Jean, and my 
amazing quartet. Now, I’m applying to colleges with 
the intent of getting a Bachelor of Music in guitar 
performance, and I’m so happy that I have grown to 
love the guitar as much as I do. I’m also so excited to 
begin the next chapter of my guitar career, but 
Macphail and the people I’ve met here will always 
hold a special place in my heart.  
 

NOLAN NGUYEN 

Shinichi Suzuki once said, “Perhaps it is Music that 
will save the world”. I cannot say for 
certain if music has the characteristics of being a 
literal be-all end-all solution to the tribulations 
our world faces, but what I do know for a fact is that 
music education has procured to me an unyielding 

tool, one of immense power that rejects linguistic 
and cultural differences. However, like many others, 
it was never this clear to me. I don’t remember much 
about my early childhood, but music is the exception 
to that rule. 
 

 
 
I will always remember agonizingly long car rides to 
the musty old Macphail building near the castle like 
towers and old-style signs of the University of St 
Thomas Campus. My rather imaginative head at that 
time seemed to believe that going downtown every 
week seemed like an adventure in its own, full of 
wonder, full of unknowns. Guidance would come 
from a mix of my parents, as well as a certain Nancy 
Daley. I will always recall memorable moments of 
giving small plush animals rides on my hands as they 
fumbled across the Suzuki fan favorite classics such 
as: assorted variations on Twinkle Twinkle Little Star 
and the Happy Farmer as examples. 
 
In a blur, it seemed that once I finally got my head 
wrapped around what I was doing on the keys every 
time I sat down to play, there was a significant 
change in atmosphere. No longer did I have to stare 
at the open rafters and pipes while waiting for 
lessons, but a brand-new shiny building had been 
procured. I remember fondly Nancy Daley’s brand-
new studio, soon to be filled to the brim with 
photogenic cats in every corner. I would climb 
through the Suzuki books, sometimes slipping a rung 
or two, struggling through others, but with the 
encouragement and backing of Nancy Daley, I would 
persevere. It would sometimes be a struggle to 
practice, sometimes a reluctant attitude to change, 
but eventually, nothing became more satisfying than 
playing through a piece with flying colors at a 
performance or two after weeks of repetitions, 



tempo to fruit counting conversions, and other wacky 
but undeniably effective techniques to practice. I 
would like to extend my unequivocal thanks to Nancy 
for giving me these critical foundational techniques 
and for being such a considerate and affectionate 
piano teacher.  This would culminate in one of the 
most intimate and memorable experiences I have 
ever been able to receive in my musical education: a 
Suzuki tour to Italy. Playing duets with fellow 
students and my own brother for complete strangers 
in a faraway land in old, ornate churches was truly 
surreal. Sharing the intricacies and passion for music 
had transcended the artificial borders of language 
and culture. The immense potential of music had 
been set in stone after each performance, the 
appreciative looks of the locals was truly memories I 
will never forget. From then on, my eyes would 
slowly open fully to what I could really achieve with 
my acquired toolset. 
 
I would have a bittersweet change of teachers shortly 
after. My musical journey found its way into the 
influence of a certain Richard Tostenson. Soon 
enough, I would find myself finding my niche of 
music, scouring Wikipedia articles for the works of 
romantic-modern composers. It seemed I was drawn 
to some rather obscure pieces of music, using every 
technique in my arsenal to play rather unintuitive and 
difficult pieces like Prokofiev’s Piano Sonata No. 8 in 
B flat Op 84. Throughout all of this, there was a 
constant that I would come to appreciate: the killer 
combination of Mr. Tostenson’s expertise and 
enthusiasm. Even on long days of my Junior Year 
swamped by schoolwork and stress, piano was 
catharsis. Quite contrasted to the aimless days of my 
youth, piano lessons and practice time became a 
crucial respite from the day to day academic and 
extracurricular struggle. 
 
Words cannot merely begin to express the gratitude I 
have for the countless hours dedicated to me from 
my mom and dad, who pushed me when I did feel 
enticed to practice. For taking notes for me at lessons 
and driving me to and from Macphail, I am forever 
grateful. To my brother, who was a pathfinder, 
setting an example to look up to, who encouraged 
and helped me when I struggled with a piece of 
music. The excitement and joy of winning the Honors 

audition via performing the Brahms Hungarian dance 
no 5 with you is one I hold dearly. To Nancy Daley, 
who laid the critical foundation of my piano skill and 
pushed me to strive for improvement while being 
ever so supportive and kind on those early Saturday 
morning lessons. 
 
Finally, to Richard Tostenson, who harnessed 
immense knowledge and unsurpassed energy to 
guide me through a new era of complexity and 
musical development and encouraging the molding of 
my own musical tastes with unparalleled enthusiasm 
and character. I have been blessed with a language 
that is universal, and everyone who helped me on 
that path: you are all truly wonderful. 
 

GABY PASCOE 

 
 
I began playing piano when I was five years old. My 
musical journey was set in stone the day I was born. 
On May 12th, 2003, at the moment of my delivery the 
doctor saw my hands and long fingers and said, 
“looks like we have a piano player”. 
 
When I grew up a little more my mom asked me if I 
wanted to play the piano to which I agreed. At first, I 



went to classes with a teacher outside of MacPhail 
and I hated going to piano classes. Every week I 
would cry and scream to my mom begging not to 
bring me to class, so we decided to change teachers 
and I ended up beginning my long piano journey with 
the most supportive, loving, kind and amazing 
teacher ever, Mrs. Beth Turco.  
 
I loved listening to the older kids play all these 
dramatic songs and I just could not wait until it was 
my turn to play those songs. Looking back, I didn’t 
think my turn wouldn’t come this fast. Macphail was 
one of the best experiences I’ve ever had. I got to 
travel around Italy and Spain playing music for the 
people and the best part was seeing the smile on the 
audiences faces when the pieces were over. Also, I 
made great friendships with people who play 
different types of instruments and it was always 
interesting to see the passion flow from them when 
they played.   
 
Piano has been one of the best gifts in my life 
because I have learned so much from it. I feel like it 
has made me more creative when I am working on 
something as a mural or even writing an essay. 
Something that it has taught me was to look for the 
different rhythms in music and it’s so engraved into 
my brain I do it subconsciously when I listen to music 
which I think is funny. Music has also taught me that 
all good things come with time, so being patient is 
something that I excel at.  
 
Lastly, I wanted to thank my parents for supporting 
me at every recital and concert. And a very special 
thank you to my mom for bringing me to classes 
every Monday and always telling me to practice 
because now I can play piano just like you. Most 
importantly, I wanted to thank my amazing teacher 
Beth Turco for teaching me for 14 years. You have 
given me a gift that I will treasure forever, the gift of 
music, a priceless gift I never realize would be with 
me for the rest of my life. Thank you for being patient 
with me and always helping me be better. When I go 
to college, I will always remember our lessons every 
Monday at 3:00 pm.  

 

 

NINA SAFRANSKI (no essay) 

 

JACKSON TROM 

Every single Suzuki student starts with the same 
piece: The Twinkle variations; and with 
the first note, a magnificent journey kicks off from 
the ground. For me, the journey started in 
Suzanne Greer’s house, with my mom, on a black 
stool--and a Boston piano sitting in front of 
me. Every week my mom and I would drive down to 
Minnetonka for a lesson, and every day, we 
would sit down at our piano and practice Book 1. 
Right hand, left hand, hands together, repeat. 
The process was laborious, but the skills were 
essential to everything after. 

 



 

Slowly progressing through the books, I gained more 
confidence in my skills at the keys.  I began 
performing in recitals of all sorts, and when I got 
older, I started music theory.  Eventually, I had to 
start practicing on my own, and that’s when I hit a 
roadblock. Everyone experiences a drag of sorts in an 
activity where they feel they’ve hit a barrier. I hit my 
barrier at Book 4. I played pieces but didn’t 
appreciate them. I needed a spark, something to 
reignite my passion for piano. A couple years later, 
that spark came in the form of a master class. 
 
In seventh grade, I received a golden opportunity: to 
perform at a master class for Daniel Pollack in 
seventh grade. I was extremely excited; I never 
travelled anywhere far for piano, and Daniel Pollack is 
a famous pianist. I played Granados’ Spanish Dance 
no. 5 “Andaluza” from Suzuki Book 6. He told me the 
goal of every pianist is to “pull the sound” from the 
piano. The sound is there--but pianists need to grab 
and lure it out. This quote stuck with me the most 
when I left Seattle, and I began to vie for that sound 
whenever possible. I searched for a piece that had 
that beautiful sound--and I found it in Debussy. 
 
Claire de Lune is my favorite piece. It’s soft-spoken 
yet bold, quiet yet passionate, and 

above all, transcendent. Debussy’s poem was the 
turning point for my piano career, and remains 
a core piece to my current repertoire. Without the 
willingness to explore new fields of music, I 
would’ve never come across pieces like Beethoven’s 
Concerto no. 3 or Paganini/Liszt’s La Campanella. Part 
of piano is willingness to explore, and part of it is 
willingness to dare. The journey I took in music 
wasn’t easy, but the people around me made it 
happen. I want to thank my mom, for always being by 
my side and offering me advice; my dad, for taking 
countless notes at my lessons and driving me to 
recitals; my teacher, Suzanne Greer, for inspiring me 
to explore new horizons of music and encouraging 
me to perform endless pieces of depth and 
beauty: and the many teachers that gave me wisdom 
and courage to perform. Suzuki shaped my 
journey of music for my elementary years; now, it’s 
up to me to nourish and continue it. 
 

CHARLIE WAGNER 

Music is a very powerful thing. Whether you hear it 
live, through your headphones, in the grocery store, 
over the speakers at an amusement park, or even at a 
guitar recital, music allows you to connect with the 
performer, with the artist. I think this is one of the 
two major reasons I fell in love with music. The other, 
obviously, is starting guitar lessons at Macphail.  
 
I started lessons at Macphail relatively late in 
comparison to most of the other students I was 
playing guitar with no group class. I also was (and still 
am) a tall kid, so I remember feeling like a lumbering 
giant walking into group class. For that reason, I really 
wasn’t a big fan of guitar lessons at first. But I stuck 
with it, mostly because of my parent's 
encouragement, which I am eternally grateful for.  
 
Many years later, I remember performing a piece in 
book 2 or 3 at one of Jean’s studio recitals and having 
the thought that “not anybody can just do this.” I had 
progressed to the point where it would take your 
average adult more than an hour or two of practice 
to reach my level, and I was incredibly proud of 
myself in that moment. From there, my love of music 
really started to develop. Not only did I start taking 
more of an interest in my lessons with Jean, but I also 



started experimenting with music more. I joined the 
Jazz band at my school and played both the electric 
guitar and the electric bass. I even convinced the 
music teacher at my school to let me play the guitar 
in orchestra class. In recent years, music has been 
something that I could always rely on. 
 

 
 
Now That I’m a senior, I can’t help but look towards 
the future. Friends and family are always asking me 
where I might choose to go to school, or what I might 
major in. Frankly, I have no idea. But there is one 
thing I know for sure, that wherever I end up, I’ll 
certainly be taking my love of music with me.  
 

JACKSON WITTENBERG 
 

I still remember sitting in my red chair, the paint 
chipped away on the side, exposing the bland, yellow 
wooden interior. I sat back and marveled at the fact 
that I had just been mentally transported to another 
place. I had seen flowing rivers, the night sky full of 
twinkling stars, and had bathed in the moonlight. I 
then sat up and recalled what I had just seen to my 
mother. We discussed the ways I could improve on 
the next playthrough and soon I was back in the river, 
dangling my feet in the water as the notes I played 
caused ripples through the constant stream of water.  
 
 

As I reflect on my Suzuki experience, I see the visions 
and memories music allowed me to create. As a kid, 
my imagination and creative mind ran wild, never 
really being allowed to stay in one place. I had tried 
painting, drawing, writing, but none of them truly 
gave me the foundation to capture my creative 
potential to the fullest. When I found music, this all 
changed. I was finally able to truly express the 
creative side of my imagination, and channel that 
into my musicality. I was able to gradually learn more 
about myself, my mind, and what I enjoyed 
artistically.  MacPhail gave me the foundation and 
building blocks to continue to find my creative 
potential at new levels as time went on.   
 
Outside of just my personal relationship with music, 
Macphail and the Suzuki program allowed me to 
create connections with people that I will cherish for 
the rest of my life. Not only were all the teachers I 
had master teachers of classical guitar, but they also 
helped me learn how to move through life as I 
matured as a student. My teachers through MacPhail 
played a major role in shaping the person I am today 
and frankly; I wouldn’t be able to envision my life 
without them. Not only did I meet some teachers 
that changed my life, but the kids as well. I was part 
of a guitar quartet for 7 years, and over that period 
all our families became close and shared many 
cherished memories together.  
 

 
 



The trip to Italy through Macphail was one of the 
moments where the members of my quartet really 
bonded on a new level, which then in turn helped our 
synergy on stage.  
 
I look back on countless fond memories with the 
friends I made through the music school. While all 
chapters in life must eventually be closed, the 
memories I have the privilege to have experienced 
would not be possible without Macphail and the 
Suzuki program and for that I am eternally grateful. 
 
 
 
 


