TECHNICIANS AND MASTERS 

Over the years, I have had to explain why I go to Boise, Idaho to be fitted for a new artificial leg. After all, there are several prosthetic technicians in our area. However, creating a form-fitting replacement is an art. 

The body is a confusion of inter-connected muscles, joints, body mass and tendons that cannot be logically understood. John Muir said: “When we try to pick out anything by itself, we find it hitched to everything else in the universe.” That is certainly true when creating a new body part.  A slight adjustment here, a small tweak there, create major variations in the movement of the limb. This stuff cannot be taught! Either you have the gift of understanding, or you don’t. 

Whether arranging the placement of food on a plate, adjusting the drape and fold of cloth for a dress, or fitting a socket for a prosthesis, a master raises the prosaic craft to artistry.

My leg was amputated in 1953 and over the intervening 56 years, I have seen many changes.  My first leg was actually carved from a block of wood, using design principles from the Civil War. Every conflict throughout history advances the technology. My current system is a computer controlled carbon fiber marvel.

That is why I go all the way to Boise to visit the master. 

Artists in all fields deserve our respect and admiration.

Lee Marshall
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