Magic Violin

Once upon a time there lived a little violinist. He was kind and affable. And he was happy because he had a violin, his beloved music. All the meaning of his life consisted in it. 

He lived with his old father whom he loved and respected best of all. Once his father fell ill and little violinist needed some money for his treatment. The boy was too young to earn the money himself. His father and he sold all valuable things at home. Only the violin was left. They took a decision to sell even the violin.

The boy took the violin and began to play. Quite and sad melody started to sound. It seemed that the violin wanted to say ‘Good bye’ to the boy. But suddenly the melody became jolly and strong, energetic and cheerful as if the violin wanted to say that everything was all right. 
On the week-end the boy put bright clothes on to attract everyone’s attention and went to the fair to sell his violin. He found the place where the musical instruments were sold, took his violin and started playing.
The sound of music was so beautiful that the crowd of people gathered around him. Many people wanted to buy the violin. One rich man immediately offered a great sum of money for it. But the boy insisted that his violin was magic and it would choose an owner itself.
The rich man laughed at him. His laughter was loud and intempestive.  He grasped the violin, raised the bow… the violin was silent.

He tried to play but there was no any sound.
Then the tsarist servant came, snatched the violin away and cried, ‘Listen! I’ll teach you how to play!’ He raised the bow, hit the strings… the violin was silent again.
Suddenly a little girl in an old-fashioned dress came to them. ‘May I try?’ – she asked shyly. The girl took the violin.
It seemed that she knew the violin well. Everybody was ready to listen to her. The violin sobbed plaintively and became silent.

The silence closed in. Nobody noticed when the woman with a kind face and tender eyes appeared.

She turned out to be a sorceress, a fairy. She tenderly touched the violin, the bow and told the boy to go home. She said, ‘Your father is waiting for you.’ And added, ‘Take care of your violin!’
The boy carefully took the violin and went home. At home he told his father that the violin hadn’t wanted to change the owner and apologized to his father for not bringing him money for medicines. 

The violin tinkled as if it was asking the boy to take her. The boy took the violin, passed the strings by the bow… And strong, positive and life-asserting melody began to sound. It settled the hope and belief in the future. At that moment father said that he felt better, the pain was hauling off.

Since that time when the boy started playing the violin, his father felt better, the energy and strength were coming back to him. Finally, the illness went away, he recovered.

It was the effect of music of magic violin, which his beloved son was playing.

