The Violinist’s View

In the case lies a red violin
It shines and looks like a queen. 

Elegant style and curving body, 

Like nothing you have seen.

Beside the queen ’s a little bow

It’s like a prince or knave.

Happy and hopping and flying about, 

Violent and vibrant and brave.

Together they go, a queen and a prince

Alone by themselves they would fail.

The voiceless bow would have nothing to say,

The queen would be sickly and frail.

Yet, even together they accomplish little

They need a ruler’s command.

A great musician comes into the room,

Music grows under his mighty hand.  

