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To my parents, who have always supported me—with special 
mention to my mother, who taught me what chutzpah is.

It’s a Yiddish word, and “having chutzpah” is often trans-
lated as having “nerve” or “audacity.” Personally, I would say 

it’s a true concept that she instilled in me—sometimes even 
forced me to apply from a very young age. And shy as I was, I 

can tell you that I suffered for it.
So no, it’s not about trampling over others to get ahead.

Having chutzpah means having the courage to assert your-
self, not apologizing for existing, having enough boldness to 

seize opportunities—or, if they are slow to come, to make them 
happen. It’s what the women musicians discussed in this book 

have tirelessly taught us through their adventures.
It’s also what made me want to tell you their stories— 

and my own.
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Introduction

Do you have any idea how many times I’ve wanted to 
throw my violin out the window? Or, like rock stars do 
with their guitars at the end of a concert, smash it on 
the floor in a fit of rage? How many times I’ve shouted, 
screamed, kicked the walls, hurled the music stand to the 
ground, trampled on my scores… How many times I’ve 
sat there, curled up, crying with my violin in my hands, 
wondering what I was doing at ten o’clock in the night, 
on a rainy Sunday, in the middle of nowhere in England, 
shut away alone in a practice room?… Countless times.

Because the violin is hard.
It demands many sacrifices—and many choices.
I devoted myself, body and soul, to this instrument for 

many years, with the aim of reaching a level of excellence.
The violin is an instrument that leaves its mark on 

you, in every sense of the term. I have had three imprints 
etched into the left side of my body—beneath my jaw, on 
my collarbone, and on my shoulder—since I was twelve. 
They are the traces left by the wood of my violin rubbing 
against my skin where I rest it.

They will never go away. In fact, it’s how violinists 
recognize one another.

Learning the violin means learning iron discipline. 
It means waking up every morning, opening your 
instrument case—whether you feel like it or not—and 
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beginning with an A major scale, a finger dexterity exer-
cise that sounds like a fire alarm, or playing an open string 
on repeat while watching the shape of your hand on the 
bow, trying to improve the sound.

Sometimes people ask me what I do for a living. I 
answer, “I’m a violinist,” and it’s as if my all-too-simple 
reply automatically prompts the next question: “Ah… 
and do you play any other instruments?”

But they don’t realize.
So yes, I play the piano—and honestly, these days I 

could probably pick up another instrument and manage 
a few notes without much trouble.

But being a violinist isn’t just “playing the violin”; 
it’s a calling, a boundless fidelity interwoven with self- 
denial and passion. I mean the word passion in its older 
sense, from the Latin passio, which signifies suffering, but 
also the state of someone who undergoes something, who 
is acted upon. Because there is something uncontrollable 
about passion. It is an inner force, at once instinctive and 
emotional, that surges up irresistibly and can move moun-
tains. “A violent movement of the soul,” as the French 
Academy defines it.

It requires an absolutely immense investment of energy 
and concentration, and a refusal to ever let go—to keep 
progressing, day by day, even if only by the smallest mar-
gin, even when you feel as though you’re standing still.

I regularly share glimpses of my practice sessions on 
social media: when I sing the notes to memorize a piece, 
when I rehearse a passage, or even when I lose patience 
after playing the same bar 56 times in a row. I think it 
helps audiences to better grasp—and understand—the 
hundreds of hours of work involved and the thousands 
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of notes you have to learn in order to step onto the stage 
with confidence.

And one mustn’t think that this intense daily discipline 
stops once you’ve reached a professional level, or once 
you’ve earned your final diploma.

Jascha Heifetz, one of the greatest violinists who ever 
lived, used to say: “If I don’t practice one day, I know 
it; two days, the critics know it; three days, the public 
knows it.” 

So yes, the violin is hard—but it’s beautiful; and above 
all, it’s my whole life. And besides, I couldn’t have given 
it up—I never had a plan B.

Sometimes I wonder what I would have done if it 
hadn’t worked out.

Could I have been happy? I don’t think so. I would 
have felt as though I were dying inside. It was so com-
pletely what I wanted to do with my life.

If I hadn’t succeeded—if I hadn’t been able to do this 
job, if I’d had to choose something else—then… I would 
truly have felt that my whole life was built on a second 
choice. Without exaggeration, I think I wouldn’t have 
been able to listen to classical music anymore; I would 
have had to pretend it had never existed. There would 
have been no room for compromise.

I do, however, enjoy many things. I can read for hours; 
I love literature and poetry. I’m naturally drawn to art 
and culture, but also to history, whatever the period or 
place. I like taking care of animals, I’m athletic, nature 
inspires me… I had excellent grades in mathematics, and 
my decision not to pursue advanced maths at the age of 
16 was a great disappointment to my teacher.
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In the end, I could have chosen a thousand different plan 
Bs. Perhaps I was simply stubborn—that’s possible.

But I believe that even if we’re interested in many 
things, and manage to do them fairly well, there is always 
one that makes us resonate more than the others—and 
when we discover it, it’s as if we discover ourselves.

At that point, it’s no longer just “something we like to 
do.” It’s a calling.




