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HE skyline unmarred by barrage 
balloons, the sounds of birds and 
breeze and insects untainted by the 

undertone of aircraft engines, all were 
balm to Cliff Chamberlain’s soul. 
 “It’s good to sit in a park that isn’t 
criss-crossed with slit trenches,” Cliff 
thought. 
 Cliff had had enough of war. The 
flight surgeon had thought so too and so, 
after five years, Cliff sat in the park, a 
dexter eagle stitched to the breast of his 
uniform. His body was unscarred. Cliff’s 
scars were invisible. To be sure, they 
could be seen when you noticed the tremor 
of his hands or the slightly dazed opacity 
of his eyes. His was the face of a man who 

had too often joked about death in an 
attempt to minimize his fear. 
 Once, Cliff had been a violinist but 
now, a rosined bow would feel alien in his 
hands. He hadn’t played since the night he 
and Peggy had parted. 
 “If she’d only written me one 
letter!” Cliff muttered. “She doesn’t care 
about me. I’ve got to forget her. I’ve got to 
start all over again. Living seems so 
senseless, so futile!” 
 They had been happy together until 
that night five years ago. Then, for no 
reason, it had all ended. Cliff couldn’t 
even remember what they had quarreled 
about. She just left the house and he 
waited two days for her to return. When 
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she didn’t Cliff joined the Army. 
 He had just come from the house. 
Peggy had been there recently. It was just 
as he had left it. Anyone could have 
cleaned it but somehow, Cliff knew Peg 
had done it. The only thing that had been 
taken from the house was the concerto. 
 “Why not?” Cliff shrugged. “I 
wrote it for Peg.” 
 He had left the house hurriedly 
after staying only a few minutes. He was 
afraid to see Peggy now. Maybe someday, 
when his fingers stopped trembling——. 
Cliff tried to think of other things. The 
thoughts of Peggy and his former 
happiness hurt too much. 
 The sun was low on the horizon 
and the air was losing its pleasant warmth. 
Cliff stood up and stretched. He lit a 
cigarette and started walking out of the 
park. 
 “Exit Cliff Chamberlain, the 
virtuoso! Enter Cliff Chamberlain, the 
mechanic, the plumber, the grocery clerk!” 
he snorted. 
 Cliff turned suddenly. He must be 
wrong! No. He heard it again! A violin 
playing softly some melody strange to 
him! He stifled the twinge in his breast. 
Cliff was tempted to leave the park as 
quickly as he could but he didn’t. Slowly, 
hesitantly, he walked toward the source of 
the music. The violin broke off abruptly 
but began the same strain again, familiar, 
yet unfamiliar, like a name almost but not 
quite remembered. 
 It reminded Cliff of the way Peggy 
used to hum when she was working 
around the house. He wrenched his 
thoughts away from Peggy. Almost 
viciously, he ground out his cigarette 
under his heel. He stood silently, trying to 
concentrate on the music, striving to shut 
out the image of Peggy’s face. But her 
memory came back as persistently as did 

the few bars played on the violin. He could 
feel the softness of her hair against his 
cheek; hear her asking again, “What’s 
bothering my little genius?” 
 “Stop it! Stop it!” he growled. 
 

GAIN, he forced his mind to the 
theme, sought to label it, but it was 

no use! Resolutely, Cliff strode down the 
path toward the music. He rounded a turn 
and saw an elderly man on a bench 
fingering his violin in meditation. Beside 
him was an open portfolio filled with 
scoring paper. 
 “I hope you’ll pardon me for 
intruding,” Cliff began, “but I can’t seem 
to place that melody.” 
 The elderly man looked up. 
 Cliff started slightly and 
exclaimed, “Jacob Sari!” 
 A quick flash of recognition 
illuminated Jacob Sari’s face. “Vell, vell, 
vell! Clifford Chamberlain! And in the 
army too!” 
 “Was in the army,” Cliff corrected. 
“I’ve been out for three days.” 
 “Dat’s fine, my boy,” said Jacob 
Sari, extending his hand. “My but you’re 
looking good! I guess it is dat army food, 
yah? You are looking like an athlete rather 
dan a musician!” 
 Cliff released the old man’s hand, 
smiling. “I feel more like an athlete too,” 
he admitted. “Oh by the way, what was 
that you were playing?” 
 “Oh dat? Dat is a new composition 
dat I hope to play next month at my final 
concert. It is not yet complete, but you like 
it?” 
 “Very much,” Cliff replied 
earnestly. 
 “I come to vat you call the turning 
point. Vat I need now is a truly inspired 
theme. Then I can complete it. Maybe you 
like to hear de last part, yah? It is not 
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long.” 
 “Would you play it please?” Cliff 
asked. 
 “Gladly, gladly!” Jacob Sari 
replied, his face wreathed in smiles. “Dis 
is de andante,” he added unnecessarily. 
 Delicately, the old man’s fingers 
began to extract music, great music from 
his instrument. Cliff was swept back into 
his old life. He lived and breathed with the 
music. He listened with an appreciation 
that only a musician can possess. Then 
jarringly he fell back to the world where 
he was Cliff Chamberlain, the washed out 
pilot, the man who hadn’t played for years. 
 Suddenly Jacob Sari stopped. “In 
here it is dat I should insert de great 
theme. Then I would play vat you just 
heard. After dat, I bring back de yet 
unwritten theme and build it up and 
elaborate on it until it reaches de 
crescendo!” The old man paused and 
laughed heartily. “All dat I need now is a 
great composer to write de great theme, 
yah?” 
 Cliff frowned. “What should the 
theme express?” 
 “Just people,” Jacob Sari 
answered. “Dat’s vat it is all written about. 
People! People being born, people 
vorking, people playing, people growing 
old and people dying. I thought maybe de 
theme would express sort of de eternal 
hope or maybe de striving for someting 
better. You tink dat’s a good idea, yah?” 
 “I don’t think the average person 
has too much to hope for,” Cliff said 
dejectedly and unhappily. 
 

ACOB SARI shook his head. “Dat’s a 
defeatist attitude. Dere is always hope! 

Look even at me. I am an old man but I 
still have hope! You are young and have a 
brilliant career ahead of you! You have a 
wife and maybe even a little Clifford by 

now!” 
 Cliff’s face was white. “Margaret 
and I aren’t together anymore. We—
separated—when—I joined the army.” 
 Jacob Sari was pained. “Oh, I am 
sorry. I did not know or I would haf said 
nothing. Please forgive me! I am getting 
old and sometimes I talk too much.” 
 “—It’s not your fault,” Cliff 
sighed. “You couldn’t possibly have 
known.” 
 “I see now why you tink dere is no 
hope left in de world! But maybe you get 
along anyway. I vas very sad once ven I 
vas young but I vas able to find comfort in 
my music. Maybe dat’s why I became a 
violinist.” 
 Cliff laughed harshly. “I’m afraid 
you’ve got me even there!” He extended 
his hands to Jacob Sari. “Look at these!” 
The shaking was pronounced now. “I 
couldn’t even hold a violin!” 
 For a moment the air seemed thick, 
then Jacob Sari stirred. 
 “I admit you haf a problem dere 
but would you not be worse off if you vere 
deaf like Beethoven?” 
 “Could I be worse off?” 
 “I am not a doctor! I would not 
know,” Sari argued. “I only know vat my 
ears tell me.” He picked up his violin, 
plucked the strings tentatively and placed 
it in Cliff’s lap. “You play!” he 
commanded, “den maybe I agree with 
you.” 
 Cliff’s face would have been no 
different had Jacob Sari put a snake in his 
lap. “I can’t!” he began. “It would be 
terrible! I’m not like a beginner. I know 
how I should play! And I know I can’t! 
Look at my hands! Automatic vibrato!” 
 “No arguments! Play!” the older 
man said sternly. 
 “But I haven’t any music,” Cliff 
protested. “And I don’t remember a thing! 
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Honestly, I don’t!” 
 Silently Jacob Sari handed to Cliff 
his folio of music paper. Cliff shrugged 
and opened it at random. He tucked the 
violin under his chin and withdrew it, 
shaking his head. 
 “No, Jacob! It’s no use! I’m just 
not a violinist anymore.” 
 “Prove it!” Sari insisted. “I don’t 
believe you until you prove it! All dis talk 
means nothing to Jacob Sari’s ears!” 
 Cliff raised the bow and touched it 
to the strings. Gingerly, he began to play. 
 A moment later Jacob Sari waved 
his hand. “Stop! Dat is terrible!”  
 “Well I warned you,” Cliff sighed. 
 “You warned me of nothing! You 
can play but you are thinking about your 
fingers! Could a centipede walk if he 
thought about his legs?” 
 “I can’t help it! I just can’t play 
anymore!” 
 “Dat’s nonsense!” Jacob Sari 
retorted angrily. “You have written good 
music. Play something of your own. Vat it 
is, I don’t care!” 
 “I can’t remember any of the 
things I’ve written. Only a few opening 
bars of my concerto.” 
 “Dat’s enough! Play dose. Maybe 
den you remember more!” 
 Cliff shrugged again. Haltingly at 
first, he started to play his concerto. 
Peggy’s concerto! He made a mistake. 
 “Stop looking at me!” Jacob Sari 
ordered. “Look out dere at de sunset!” 
 

LIFF turned and looked. Again he 
began the concerto. Gradually he 

forgot his fingers. This was Peggy’s 
concerto. He felt almost sacrilegious. The 
music with the memories it recalled 
brought her back to him. He played to her 
from his heart. 
 Without realizing it, Cliff was 

playing music he hadn’t thought of for five 
years. Music he didn’t think he would ever 
remember. 
 “Largo,” he thought. “Slow and 
stately.” 
 It was sad. His whole being was 
crying out through the violin for Peggy. 
The feeling, the soul of the music was 
almost tangible. 
 Sari leaned forward on the bench, 
his lips parted, his eyes bright with 
excitement. “Wunderbar!” he whispered to 
himself. Like any musician, his own mind 
was filling in the orchestral 
accompaniment. 
 Swiftly, Cliff’s fingers were losing 
the stiffness imposed on them by time. 
Behind Jacob Sari, others were gathering, 
onlookers, passersby, captivated by the 
magic this tall soldier was creating. The 
music swelled. It tugged at people’s 
hearts. It brought back memories of 
youthful courtship; it painted a picture of a 
beautiful world. Some of the listeners were 
musicians; some were not. But all were 
caught by the spell. Cliff’s music lived, it 
laughed, it cried. 
 Jacob Sari’s eyes were closed now. 
This was a thing apart from ordinary 
music. 
 It was almost dark when Cliff 
stopped at the end of the second 
movement. 
 Jacob Sari’s eyes opened. “Gott!” 
he murmured. “I would give my life to 
play dat concerto at my concert!” 
 Cliff’s eyes clouded. “I—I—don’t 
have the music,” he stammered. “It—it—
would—take too long to re-orchestrate it.” 
 “Never mind dat now!” Jacob Sari 
almost shouted. “Play de finale. I vill not 
move until I haf heard de rest!” 
 Again Cliff played. The spectators 
didn’t move. The magnificence of the 
finale outshadowed the preceding 
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movements but it brought pain to Cliff’s 
heart. In this movement, he had expressed 
his love for Peg. His eyes were wet and a 
tear trickled down his cheek. This music 
wasn’t to Peg, he thought. It was Peg! 
 The last traces of bitterness and 
resentment were washed away. In their 
places was left an emptiness that could 
only be filled by Peggy. 
 “I’ll find her wherever she is,” 
Cliff decided. “I’ll crawl on my hands and 
knees and tell her what a blind, stupid fool 
I’ve been.” 
 He smiled and joyous happiness 
was reflected in the music. Then it was 
over. 
 Jacob Sari opened his eyes. “Dat 
music! Dat music!! I haf got to haf it! I 
postpone my concert! Anyting!” 
 Cliff stood for a moment still 
facing the darkened horizon, savoring his 
peace and happiness. He was startled by a 
rustle of applause. He turned and saw his 
audience for the first time. Even as Cliff 
watched, the small group of onlookers 
melted away. All but one. She came 
forward. Cliff struggled to find his voice. 
Even in the semi-darkness, he knew her. 
 “Peggy,” he said hoarsely. 

Hesitantly, Peggy held forth a 
leather folio. “I—I—came—back—to 
return—your concerto. I just happened—
—.” 
 Cliff ignored the portfolio and 
gathered her into his arms. Her body was 
rigid for an instant, then desperately, she 
clung to him. 
 Jacob Sari paid no attention to 
them. He picked up the fallen concerto and 
held it under one arm as though it might 
escape. He sat down on the bench again, 
running his fingers up and down the seam 
of the folio. 
 “By golly! If he can play like dat, 
maybe it is a good ting dis is my last 

concert!” 
 Reluctantly he lay the concerto 
down and replaced his violin in the case. 
The wind rustled the leaves of his own 
composition which lay beside him. He 
disgustedly closed the cover and dropped 
it into his briefcase, his nose wrinkling as 
though the paper emitted an unpleasant 
odor. He glanced over his shoulder at Cliff 
and Peggy dimly revealed against the 
starlit sky. 
 “I give dem another five minutes,” 
he mumbled. “Den we go eat. Even 
geniuses got to eat!” 
 

OON, the park was deserted except for 
two beings. They had been beside Cliff 

ever since his arrival at the park. Cliff had 
not seen them, nor had anyone else. Once, 
Cliff had even walked through the space 
occupied by the smaller of the two. The 
larger, Lanis Am, finally spoke. It was not 
speech, as men understand the term, but a 
voiceless, soundless, communication. 

“Do you understand why I have 
caused all this to come to pass!” 
 The other concentrated for a 
moment. “Not completely, My Teacher. I 
know that behind this lies a greater 
purpose but that purpose is not yet clear.” 
 “In time, you would understand,” 
Lanis explained, “but to make this 
illustration more clear, I shall tell you 
now. Soon, a man will listen to the 
concerto and be swayed by it. Through it, 
he will begin to understand the principal of 
love. This man now plans to murder his 
best friend. He will change his mind and 
his best friend will live. In ten years, this 
friend will devise a new means for 
combating virus diseases. In a year, 
Clifford Chamberlain will write another 
composition and it will be heard by a man 
who now hopes to become a dictator. His 
emotions will be touched and he will begin 
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to think about heartache, pain and 
bloodshed that he is preparing to loose on 
the world. Soon he will come to 
understand the Great Principal. He will 
then devote his resources to helping 
humanity rather than destroying it. Now 
do you understand why we have done all 
this tonight?” 

 The smaller figure seemed 
ashamed as he answered. “I see that I still 
have much to learn.” 
 “Not too much now,” Lanis 
encouraged. “Look back and see how far 
you have come. Remember, at one time, 
you were the Emperor, Nero!” 

 


