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One two three, one two three, I repeated in my head. My fingers danced across the strings as my other arm was busy thrashing the bow up and down over the violin. I sang the monotone melody of numbers in my head. I rapidly kept my effort to keep up with the original speed of this caprice. The notes were so intensely fast that they didn’t seem to have any spaces between them, making it only more difficult to decipher their pitches.
       I gave a little sigh. The piece slowed and the vibrations grew stronger, the notes flowed more steadily and rich. This meant that I was moving closer to the end. A small smile cracked as I continued playing the beautiful rich piece. I loved this part and also dreaded it. The vibrations were somewhat bringing warmth to me, but also symbolized the cold fact: all good things have to end.
       Speed regained in my arm. Everything went to a speed that seemed almost impossible. I held the final note about eight counts before I dropped my bow and violin into my lap. After practicing for months, I finally made it through the whole piece flawlessly. Very loud and fast clapping was pounding in front of me.
       “That was amazing, Leah!” a voice squealed, “I’m sure that you’ll get the part!”

       That voice was my good friend, Nellie. We have been friends ever since the day we were born. That was a little strange because she was my cousin. You would think we would be sick of each other being relatives. It wasn’t just at family reunions that we were inseparable. It was school and any spare time we were together.

       I rolled my pale gray eyes and smiled. Nellie was always the optimistic one between the two of us. Luckily, it wasn’t the extreme peppy type of optimistic. “You know and I know the chances of me getting that part is slim to none. Playing may come natural to me, but learning is harder than you think.”
       “You were able to do it though, right?”

       Being a blind violinist, learning isn’t the easiest thing for me to do. This piece was especially difficult. The whole caprice was slurs and sixteenth notes. It was very hard to tell what each note was. 
       “Fine, truce,” I sighed in defeat.

       Nellie’s voice giggled, “All right, I think we’re ready to go… well at least I am.”

       I groaned, “Let’s just go and get this over with.”

       Nellie was auditioning with me for a flutist position. She was the most talented flutist I know. That may seem a bit biased, but I wasn’t the one to exaggerate. The flute fit her personality.

       I slowly slid my feet across the floorboard. I came in contact of my rough case and quickly, but carefully, placed it on the soft fur-like material. I locked in securely in place, grabbed the handle and walked out the door.
       I’ve lived in this huge house all my life, which was about thirteen years already. I took my spare time, besides practicing on my violin, to get to know my house. I now can walk through doorways without running into walls.

       I sat on the cold metal rail and slid down. I still had difficulties with the stairs, so I gave up on that and just used the rail. At first it was quite terrifying, but after a few… weeks, you get uses to it.

       Nellie already thumped onto the tile floor at the end of the stairs. She was always a fast runner. I knew I wasn’t every far from the ground.

       I jumped. Instead of landing on the ground like I planned to, a strong pair of arms caught me.
       “Leas!” a booming voice scolded me as I was dropped down, “You know dad doesn’t like you doing that.”

       I stuck my tongue out at my big bear brother, “You break the rules all the time Elliot. So are you ready to take me?”

       “Of course,” he stupidly said, “It’s not every day you get to take a blind musician to an audition.”

       “Begin,” the instructor’s voice ordered. He wasn’t going to take this easy on me just because I was blind. I lifted the violin to my chin and raised the bow lightly to make sure everything was in the right position. I started the counting in my head, but didn’t start to play. I told myself, even if I didn’t get the part, I accomplished more than people think. I am blind, yet was able to do what I love and enjoy. I didn’t let one bump in the road hold me back. I never noticed until now how strong I was. I started to play.
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