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On November 18, 1995, ltzhak Perlman,
a violinist, went on stage to give a concert at
Avery Fisher Hall at Lincoln Center in New
York City.

If you have ever been to a Perlman concert,
you know that getting on stage is no small
achievement for him. He was stricken with
polio as a child, and has braces on both legs
and walks with the aid of two crutches. To see
him walk slowly across the stage, one step ata
time, is an awesome sight.

He walks painfully, yet majestically, until he
reaches his chair. Then he sits down, puts his
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crutches on the floor, undoes the clasps on his
leg braces, tucks one foot back and extends
the other foot forward. Then he bends down
and picks up the violin, puts it under his chin,
nods to the conductor, and proceeds to play.

By now, the audience is used to this ritual.
They sit quietly while he makes his way across
the stage to his chair. They remain reverently
silent while he undoes the clasps. They wait
until he is ready to play.

But this time, something went wrong. Just as
he finished the first few bars, one of the strings
on his violin broke. You could hear it snap—it
went off like gunfire across the room. There
was no mistaking what that sound meant.
There was no mistaking what he had to do.

The audience figured that he —cont. on page 4




