Heartwarming Stories

Funny Stories

Three Strings

　　On Nov. 18, 1995, Itzhak Perlman, the violinist, came 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 so he has braces on both legs and walks with the aid of two crutches. To see him walk across the stage one step at a time, painfully and slowly, is an awesome sight. He walks painfully, yet majestically, until he reaches his chair. Then he sits down, slowly, puts his crutches on the floor, undoes the clasps on his legs, 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 on his legs. 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. 

　　People who were there that night thought to themselves: "We figured that he would have to get up, put on the clasps again, pick up the crutches and limp his way off stage to either find another violin or else find another string for this one." 

　　But he didn't. Instead, he waited a moment, closed his eyes and then signaled the conductor to begin again. The orchestra began, and he played from where he had left off. And he played with such passion and such power and such purity, as they had never heard before. Of course, anyone knows that it is impossible to play a symphonic work with just three strings. I know that, and you know that, but that night Itzhak Perlman refused to know that. You could see him modulating, changing, re-composing the piece in his head. At one point, it sounded like he was de-tuning the strings to get new sounds from them that they had never made before. 

　　When he finished, there was an awesome silence in the room. And then people rose and cheered. There was an extraordinary outburst of applause from every corner of the auditorium. We were all on our feet, screaming and cheering, doing everything we could to show how much we appreciated what he had done. 

　　He smiled, wiped the sweat from this brow, raised his bow to quiet us, and then he said, not boastfully, but in a quiet, pensive, reverent tone, "You know, sometimes it is the artist's task to find out how much music you can still make with what you have left." 

Christmas Truce

　　In the year 1914, Europe was at war. On the Western Front, the armies of Great Britain and Germany were fighting each other. In the winter, the battle fields were very cold and the soldiers were tired.
　　One night, some British soldiers heard the famous song “Silent Night.” Yes, it was the 25th of December. German soldiers were singing songs and making decorations around the field. At first, the British soldiers were confused. They were at war, and this was a battle field. They all knew, however, that it was Christmas Day.
　　One by one, the British soldiers started singing the song. Some people were even playing instruments. At this point, the fighting had stopped completely. British and German soldiers approached each other, shook hands, and hugged. They showed their family photos to each other, and small gifts like food and chocolate were exchanged.
　　Unfortunately, the war started up again after that and continued until 1918. The Christmas truce, however, is still talked about as a miracle caused by Christmas and people’s strong hopes for peace.
Praying Hands

Back in the fifteenth century, in a tiny village near Nuremberg, lived a family with eighteen children. Eighteen! In order merely to keep food on the table for this big family, the father and head of the household, a goldsmith by profession, worked almost eighteen hours a day at his trade and any other paying chore he could find in the neighborhood. 

　　Despite their seemingly hopeless condition, two of Albrecht Durer the Elder's children had a dream. They both wanted to pursue their talent for art, but they knew full well that their father would never be financially able to send either of them to Nuremberg to study at the Academy. 

　　After many long discussions at night in their crowded bed, the two boys finally worked out a pact. They would toss a coin. The loser would go down into the nearby mines and, with his earnings, support his brother while he attended the academy. Then, when that brother who won the toss completed his studies, in four years, he would support the other brother at the academy, either with sales of his artwork or, if necessary, also by laboring in the mines. 

　　They tossed a coin on a Sunday morning after church. Albrecht Durer won the toss and went off to Nuremberg. Albert went down into the dangerous mines and, for the next four years, financed his brother, whose work at the academy was almost an immediate sensation. Albrecht's etchings, his woodcuts, and his oils were far better than those of most of his professors, and by the time he graduated, he was beginning to earn considerable fees for his commissioned works. 

　　When the young artist returned to his village, the Durer family held a festive dinner on their lawn to celebrate Albrecht's triumphant homecoming. After a long and memorable meal, punctuated with music and laughter, Albrecht rose from his honored position at the head of the table to drink a toast to his beloved brother for the years of sacrifice that had enabled Albrecht to fulfill his ambition. His closing words were, "And now, Albert, blessed brother of mine, now it is your turn. Now you can go to Nuremberg to pursue your dream, and I will take care of you." 

　　All heads turned in eager expectation to the far end of the table where Albert sat, tears streaming down his pale face, shaking his lowered head from side to side while he sobbed and repeated, over and over, "No ...no ...no ...no." 

　　Finally, Albert rose and wiped the tears from his cheeks. He glanced down the long table at the faces he loved, and then, holding his hands close to his right cheek, he said softly, "No, brother. I cannot go to Nuremberg. It is too late for me. Look ... look what four years in the mines have done to my hands! The bones in every finger have been smashed at least once, and lately I have been suffering from arthritis so badly in my right hand that I cannot even hold a glass to return your toast, much less make delicate lines on parchment or canvas with a pen or a brush. No, brother ... for me it is too late." 

　　More than 450 years have passed. By now, Albrecht Durer's hundreds of masterful portraits, pen and silver point sketches, water-colors, charcoals, woodcuts, and copper engravings hang in every great museum in the world, but the odds are great that you, like most people, are familiar with only one of Albrecht Durer's works. More than merely being familiar with it, you very well may have a reproduction hanging in your home or office. 

　　One day, to pay homage to Albert for all that he had sacrificed, Albrecht Durer painstakingly drew his brother's abused hands with palms together and thin fingers stretched skyward. He called his powerful drawing simply "Hands," but the entire world almost immediately opened their hearts to his great masterpiece and renamed his tribute of love "The Praying Hands." 

Photographer

　　A little girl walked daily to and from school. Though the weather that morning was questionable and clouds were forming, she made her daily trip to school. As the afternoon progressed, the winds whipped up, along with thunder and lightning. 
　　The mother of the little girl felt concerned that her daughter would be frightened as she walked home from school, and she herself feared that the electrical storm might harm her child. 
　　Following the roar of thunder, lightning, through the sky and full of concern, the mother quickly got in her car and drove along the route to her child's school. 
　　As she did so, she saw her little girl walking along, but at each flash of lightning, the child would stop, look up and smile. Another and another were to follow quickly, each with the little girl stopping, looking up and smiling. 
　　Finally, the mother called over to her child and asked, "What are you doing?" 
　　The child answered, smiling, "God just keeps taking pictures of me."
An Old Cracked Pot
   Once upon a time, there lived an old man in India.

   His job was carrying water from a river to the top of a hill where rich people lived. He sold the water to them and got some money.

   He had two pots to carry water. One was brand-new shiny and the other was old and cracked.

   After he filled them with water, he hung them at each side of a carrying bar and put it on his shoulders. Then he began to walk up towards the top of the hill.

   When he got there, half of the water in the old cracked pot had gone because the water had been leaking from its cracks all the way.

   It was very hard to walk up with such burdens to the top of the hill. He worked and worked, but only got a little money.

   The brand-new pot didn’t like the old one, so he began to complain.

   “You, old cracked pot, is always leaking. If you did not lose any water on the way, the old man would get more money. As I never leak water, the old man gets good money from me. He must be thinking about throwing you away and getting a new one.”

   The brand-new pot was bad minded, so he repeated the same thing again and again to the old cracked pot.

   The old cracked pot got worried. He felt sorry for the old man because he was not useful any more to him. If the old man threw him away and got another brand-new pot, he would get much money, he thought. One day the old cracked pot asked the man near the top of the hill.

   “The old man, you know, I feel sorry that I can’t give you as much money as the brand-new pot because I am leaking. I am useless. Please throw me away and get a new one. That would make you happier.”

   The old man, shaking his head, said to the old cracked pot,

   “Look at the path we walked up. Can you see anything?”

   The old cracked pot replied,

   “No, nothing but the desert.”

   The old man said,

   “Look at very closely. I am sure you can find something.”

   The old cracked pot said,

   “Uhh, I can see only the desert and some flowers.”

   The old man said to the old cracked pot,

   “You can see the flowers, that is what I meant. You know, carrying water up to the top of the hill is very hard work. The only thing that gives me pleasure while carrying is the flowers. I had dropped seeds of the flowers on my way up and down the hill. The flowers do not grow without water. The water leaking from you was watering the flowers and finally they bloomed. Without those flowers, I could not keep working. You are not useless at all.”

In a Shopping Mall

an excerpt from "The Small Moments of Our Lives" Bob Green

　　In a shopping mall, a child was screaming and crying. The child seemed to be tired, and with each passing moment the crying grew louder. Apparently it　had been a long afternoon, and the child was throwing a bit of a tantrum. Other people in the mall looked over, some with annoyance, some with
concern.

　　The child’s mother, carrying two large shopping bags, knelt down next to the child. The mother did not yell, and did not scold, and did not yank at the child’s arm. Instead the mother talked quietly with her child for a minute or two; at one point the mother smoothed the child’s hair with her hand. Within two minutes the child was quiet, and seemingly in a better mood; the child was even giggling. Hand in hand, the mother and her child walked toward the mall’s exit.

Mortimer the Mouse

　　Walter wasn’t doing very well as a businessman. He didn’t have enough money to pay the rent or even eat a decent meal. Every day his lunch consisted of a small cheese sandwich. Although he didn’t have enough to eat himself, there was a little creature even more pitiful. A little mouse lived in Walter’s office that had even less. Walter felt sorry for Mortimer, the name he gave to the little mouse. He decided to share his lunch with him. Every day he gave him a little piece of cheese from his sandwich. By and by Walter and Mortimer became good friends. Mortimer would sometimes even sleep with Walter.

　　Business got so bad that Walter decided to give up and move. But he was worried about Mortimer. Some people in Walter’s office building used the same kind of cheese that was in the sandwiches as bait in their mouse traps. Walter was afraid his little friend would be killed. So he took Mortimer to the forest and let him go. Walter hoped Mortimer would be safe there. He missed Mortimer, but he knew he had done the right thing.

　　Walter decided to try his luck as an artist, and draw cartoons. He traveled to California, where his brother, Roy, lived. Together they set up a little animation workshop in their uncle’s garage. They began making animated films. Unfortunately they couldn’t sell any of them. Then one day Walter recalled his old friend, Mortimer. The brothers decided to make a cartoon about a mouse. But not just any mouse. This mouse would be able to talk and sing. They called their cartoon “Steamboat Willie.” It opened on September 19, 1928, and it was a big hit. The mouse in the cartoon became a super star. The brothers also became famous and very rich. You have probably heard of one of them, Walter (“Walt”) Disney. And everyone in the world knows the mouse. Of course Walt Disney didn’t use Mortimer’s real name. He called him Mickey Mouse.

Mother

　　One afternoon, a couple was travelling on the road when all of a sudden at a far distance they saw a woman in the middle of the road asking them to stop. The wife told her husband to keep on driving because it might be too dangerous, but the husband decided to pass by slowly so he wouldn't stay with the doubt on his mind of what might have happened and the chances of anyone being hurt. As they got closer, they noticed a woman with cuts and bruises on her face as well as on her arms. They then decided to stop and see if they could be of any help.

　　The cut and bruised woman was begging for help telling them that she had been in a car accident and that her husband and a son, a new born baby, were still inside a car which was in a deep ditch. She told them that the husband was already dead but her baby seemed to still be alive. The husband that was travelling decided to get down and try to rescue the baby and he asked the hurt woman to stay with his wife inside their car.

　　When he got down he noticed two people in the front seats of the car but didn't pay any importance to it and took out the baby quickly and got up to take the baby to it's mother. When he got up, he didn't see the mother anywhere so he asked his wife where she had gone.

　　She told him that the woman followed him back to the crashed car. When the man decided to go look for the woman, he noticed that clearly the two people in the front seats were dead; a woman and a man with both their seatbelts on. When he looked closer, he noticed that it was exactly the same woman that was begging for help in the beginning.

ONE STARFISH

　Once, there was an old man walking along a beach. He came across　thousands of starfish washed up on the shore, and a young woman picking　up the starfish one at a time and tossing them back into the ocean.

　“Oh, you silly girl,” he exclaimed.
　“You can’t possibly save all these starfish. There are too many.”
　The woman smiled and said, “I know. But I can save this one.” And　she tossed a starfish into the ocean. “And this one.” She tossed another　starfish into the ocean. “And this one.”

ROBERTO DE VINCENZO

　　Roberto De Vincenzo, the great Argentine golfer, once won a tournament, and after receiving the check and smiling for the cameras, he went to the clubhouse and prepared to leave. Some time later, he walked alone to his car in the parking lot and was approached by a young woman. She congratulated him on his victory and then told him that her child was seriously ill and near death. She did not know how she could pay the doctor’s bills and hospital expenses.

　　De Vincenzo was touched by her story, and he took out a pen and endorsed his winning check for payment to the woman. “Make some good days for the baby,” he said as he pressed the check into her hand.
　　The next week he was having lunch in a country club when a Professional Golf Association official came to his table. “Some of the boys in the parking lot last week told me you met a young woman there after you won that tournament.” De Vincenzo nodded. “Well,” said the official, “I have news for you. She’s a phony. She has no sick baby. She’s not even married. She fleeced you, my friend.”

　　“You mean there is no baby who is dying?” said De Vincenzo.
　　“That’s right,” said the official.
　　“That’s the best news I’ve heard all week,”said De Vincenzo .
Step, Step, Roar

Richard Lederer

A little boy walked down the aisle at a wedding. As he made his way to the front, he would take two steps, then stop and turn to the crowd, alternating between the bride’s side and the groom’s side. While facing the crowd, he would put his hands up like claws and roar. And so it went; step, step, ROAR, step, step, ROAR ; all the way down the aisle.

As you can imagine, the crowd was near tears from laughing so hard by the time he reached the pulpit. The little boy, however, was getting more and more distressed from all the laughing, and he was near tears by the time he reached the pulpit.

When asked what he was doing, the child sniffed back his tears and said, 
“I was being the ring bear.”

Blood Transfusion

　　A little girl was near death, victim of a disease from which her younger brother had miraculously recovered two years before. Her only chance to live was a blood transfusion from someone who had previously conquered the sickness. The doctor explained the situation to Tommy, the five-year-old brother, and asked if he would be willing to give his blood to his sister, Kathy.

　　The boy took a deep breath, thought for a moment, then drew himself up and said, “Yes, I’ll do it if it will save my sister.”
　　As the transfusion progressed, one could see the vitality returning to the wan figure of the little girl. Tommy smiled when he observed this, but then, with trembling lips he said something startling.
　“Will I begin to die right away?” he asked.
The Circus

　　Once when I was a teenager, my father and I were standing in line to buy tickets for the circus. Finally, there was only one family between us and the ticket counter. This family made a big impression on me. There were eight children, all probably under the age of 12. You could tell they didn’t have a lot of money. Their clothes were not expensive, but they were clean. The children were well-behaved, all of them standing in line, two-by-two behind their parents, holding hands. They were excitedly jabbering about the clowns, elephants and other acts they would see that night. One could sense they had never been to the circus before. It promised to be a highlight of their young lives.

　　The father and mother were at the head of the pack standing proud as could be. The mother holding her husband’s hand, looking up at him as if to say, “You’re my knight in shining armor.” He was smiling and basking in pride, looking at her as if to reply, “You got that right.”

　　The ticket lady asked the father how many tickets he wanted. He proudly responded, “Please let me buy eight children’s tickets and two adult tickets so I can take my family to the circus.”
　　The ticket quoted the price.
　　The man’s wife let go of his hand, her head dropped, the man’s lip began to quiver. The father leaned a little closer and asked, “How much did you say?”
　　The ticket lady again quoted the price.
　　The man didn’t have enough money.
　　How was he supposed to turn and tell his eight kids that he didn’t have enough money to take them to the circus?
　　Seeing what was going on, my dad put his hand into his pocket, pulled out a $20 bill and dropped it on the ground. ( We were not wealthy in any sense of the word! ) My father reached down, picked up the bill, tapped the man on the shoulder and said, “Excuse me, sir, this fell out of your pocket.”

　　The man knew what was going on. He wasn’t begging for a handout but certainly appreciated the help in a desperate, heartbreaking, embarrassing situation. He looked straight into my dad’s eye, took my dad’s hand in both of his, squeezed tightly onto the $20 bill, and with his lip quivering and a tear streaming down his cheek, he replied, “Thank you, thank you, sir. This really means a lot to me and my family.”

　　My father and I went back to our car and drove home. We didn’t go to the circus that night, but we didn’t go without.
The Trouble Tree

　　The carpenter I hired to help me restore an old farmhouse had just finished a rough first day on the job. A flat tire made him lose an hour of work, his electric saw quit, and now his ancient pickup truck refused to start. 
　　While I drove him home, he sat in stoney silence. On arriving, he invited me in to meet his family. As we walked toward the front door, he paused briefly at a small tree, touching the tips of the branches with both hands. 
　　After opening the door, he underwent an amazing transformation. His tanned face was wreathed in smiles, and he hugged his two small children and gave his wife a kiss. 
　　Afterward, he walked me to my car. We passed the tree, and my curiosity got the better of me. I asked him about what I had seen him do earlier. 
　　"Oh, that's my trouble tree," he replied. "I know I can't help having troubles on the job, but one thing for sure, troubles don't belong in the house with my wife and the children. So I just hang them up on the tree every night when I come home. Then in the morning, I pick them up again." 

　　"Funny thing is," he smiled, "when I come out in the morning to pick them up, there aren't nearly as many as I remember hanging up the night before." 
Two Men

　　Two men, both seriously ill, occupied the same hospital room. One man was allowed to sit-up in his bed for an hour each afternoon to help drain the fluid from his lungs. His bed was next to the room's only window. The other man had to spend all his time flat on his back. 

　　The men talked for hours on end. They spoke of their wives and families, their homes, their jobs, their involvement in the military service, where they had been on vacation. 
　　Every afternoon when the man in the bed by the window could sit up, he would pass the time by describing to his roommate all the things he could see outside the window. The man in the other bed began to live, for those one-hour periods where his world would be broadened and enlivened by all the activity and color of the world outside.

　　The window overlooked a park with a lovely lake. Ducks and swans played on the water while children sailed their model boats. Young lovers walked arm in arm amidst flowers of every color of the rainbow. Grand old trees graced the landscape, and a fine view of the city skyline could be seen in a distance. 

　　As the man by the window described all this in exquisite detail, the man on the other side of the room would close his eyes and imagine the picturesque scene. 
　　One warm afternoon the man by the window described a parade passing by. Although the other man couldn't hear the band - he could see it. In his mind's eye as the gentleman by the window portrayed it with descriptive words.
　　Days and weeks passed. One morning, the day nurse arrived to bring water for their baths only to find the lifeless body of the man by the window, who had died peacefully in his sleep. She was saddened and called the hospital attendants to take the body away.

　　As soon as it seemed appropriate, the other man asked if he could be moved to the next window. The nurse was happy to make the switch, and after making sure he was comfortable, she left him alone.
　　Slowly, painfully, he propped himself up on one elbow to take his first look at the world outside. 
　　Finally, he would have the joy of seeing it for himself. He strained to slowly turn to look out the window beside the bed. It faced a blank wall.
　　The man asked the nurse what in the world compelled his deceased roommate to make up wonderful things outside this window. 
　　The nurse responded that the man was blind and could not even see the wall.
Poor Preacher

　　After the church service, a little boy told the pastor, "When I grow up, I'm going to give you some money." "Well, thank you," the pastor replied, "but why?" "Because my daddy says you're one of the poorest preachers we've ever had."
Fear of Flying 

　　There was a religious woman who had to do a lot of traveling for her business. Flying made her very nervous, so she always took her Bible along with her.
　　One time, she was sitting next to a man. When he saw her pull out her Bible, he gave a little chuckle and smirk and went back to what he was doing.
　　After awhile, he turned to her and asked, "You don't really believe all that stuff in there do you?"
　　The woman replied, "Of course I do. It is the Bible."
　　He said, "Well, what about that guy that was swallowed by that whale?"
　　She replied, "Oh, Jonah. Yes, I believe that, it is in the Bible."
　　He asked, "Well, how do you suppose he survived all that time inside the whale?"
　　The woman said, "Well, I don't really know. I guess when I get to heaven, I will ask him."
　　"What if he isn't in heaven?" the man asked sarcastically.
　　"Then you can ask him," replied the woman.
Sandwich for …

A fellow came into a diner and said to the waitress, “I want a club sandwich with one slice of white bread, one of pumpernickel, and one of whole wheat, toasted medium. Put the bacon and cheese on the bottom layer, the chicken, lettuce, and tomato on the top layer. Put mayonnaise on each layer. Trim the crusts and cut it up into fourths, with a sliced pickle on each part, and a toothpick to hold each part

together. Got it?”

　“Gotcha,” said the waitress. Then she yelled into the kitchen, 
“One club --- for an architect. I’ll be right in with the plans.”
Stone Soup

　　Once upon a time, a hungry traveler arrived in a little village in the hopes that someone might give him some food.

　　He asked each villager in turn if they could spare a small meal, but they all said they could not. The village was once a friendly place, with people gathering in the town square to share in food and festivities. But difficult times had descended on the village since they suffered a famine the year before.

　　The situation was just beginning to improve for the villagers, but most families still only had enough food for themselves ― certainly not a spare meal for some suspicious traveler.

　“In that case,” said the traveler upon hearing of the villagers’ hardship, “I have a wonderful idea. I’ll make stone soup for everyone.”

　“Stone soup? What is that?” asked one curious villager.

　“It’s a special soup that is very hearty,” said the traveler. Then he began making a fire at an abandoned fire pit near the town square.

　　An old maid in the town volunteered her pot, because she did not have any food to give. The traveler accepted it gratefully and filled it with water from the well. Then the traveler picked up an ordinary stone off the path in front of him and plopped it into the pot.

　　Soon, the water began to boil. The traveler sniffed the rising steam. “Where I come from,” he said, “we add carrots to our stone soup for flavor. But never mind, we shall have to do without.”

　　Another villager spoke up. “Actually, I grow and sell carrots myself, they fetch me a good price, but I have some oddly shaped ones at home that I couldn’t sell this week. Maybe you could use them.” The traveler accepted them with thanks and added them to the pot.

　“This soup is really starting to smell good,” he said. “However, it could benefit from a nice bit of chicken, perhaps…”

　“Well, if it’s chicken you need, let me be of service,” offered the village scribe, not wanting to be outdone by his fellow villagers. “In exchange for my writing his speeches, I receive a gift of a chicken a month from the mayor.”

　　As the inviting flavor of the soup began to waft through the tiny village, the same villagers who had denied the traveler a meal when he asked began to creep back out of their houses, curious about what this young man was cooking.

　　The traveler, aware that his audience was growing, mentioned in his usual way: “This stone soup sure is coming along nicely! It’s just such a shame there aren’t any onions or mushrooms to really bring out the stone’s natural flavor. Oh well, nothing can be done, I suppose!”

　“Onions? I’ve got onions, too many! All I have are onions! You are welcome to use some of those for your stone soup,” said an elderly woman with crooked teeth and foul breath.

　　Another villager, a young widow, spoke up: “I do have some mushrooms actually. Let me get them from my garden”, she said.

　　And it continued this way, with each of the villagers bringing something new and exciting to add to the pot. Something which, on its own was nothing much.

　　Finally, they crowded around the traveler. “Is it ready yet?” they asked. “Almost,” replied the traveler, “but what I really need is someone to let everyone in the village know that this delicious stone soup is ready to eat.”

　“Step aside!” boomed the town crier. “Here ye, here ye, I do proclaim that on this auspicious day we villagers shall all enjoy a new delicacy, Stone Soup!”

　　There was soup enough to feed the entire village. Everyone agreed that it was the best thing they had ever eaten and they praised the mighty stone and the wizard traveler who had brought forth such magnificent taste from it.

　　After finishing his bowl, the traveler smiled and plucked the well-boiled stone from the bottom of the empty pot. Tucking it into his pocket he went on his way, leaving the villagers to share the hearty meal they had all helped to make by sharing what little they had.
Three Strings

　　On Nov. 18, 1995, Itzhak Perlman, the violinist, came 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 so he has braces on both legs and walks with the aid of two crutches. To see him walk across the stage one step at a time, painfully and slowly, is an awesome sight. He walks painfully, yet majestically, until he reaches his chair. Then he sits down, slowly, puts his crutches on the floor, undoes the clasps on his legs, 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 on his legs. 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. 

　　People who were there that night thought to themselves: "We figured that he would have to get up, put on the clasps again, pick up the crutches and limp his way off stage to either find another violin or else find another string for this one." 

　　But he didn't. Instead, he waited a moment, closed his eyes and then signaled the conductor to begin again. The orchestra began, and he played from where he had left off. And he played with such passion and such power and such purity, as they had never heard before. Of course, anyone knows that it is impossible to play a symphonic work with just three strings. I know that, and you know that, but that night Itzhak Perlman refused to know that. You could see him modulating, changing, re-composing the piece in his head. At one point, it sounded like he was de-tuning the strings to get new sounds from them that they had never made before. 

　　When he finished, there was an awesome silence in the room. And then people rose and cheered. There was an extraordinary outburst of applause from every corner of the auditorium. We were all on our feet, screaming and cheering, doing everything we could to show how much we appreciated what he had done. 

　　He smiled, wiped the sweat from this brow, raised his bow to quiet us, and then he said, not boastfully, but in a quiet, pensive, reverent tone, "You know, sometimes it is the artist's task to find out how much music you can still make with what you have left." 

