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C%}wre once was an outcast,

a l)ufoon, a clown,

An unusual undesirable

in a typical town.




He was not well res];)ecte(]., and not very tall.

In fact, he was reaﬂy notlling’ at all.

People would laug’}l, polze fun at him too.

He became a sad llarlequin, all Chequerec]. in blue.
But he was a man of many talents,

This clown all Cllequere(l in blue.

He playecl many instruments,

The list is long’, so I'll just name a few...



He playecl tlle, trom]aone,
the saxopllone, Xylophone,

clrums, laass, Sguitar,
Pan pipe, ljag'pipes, ]oanjo,
cello , llarmonica, llarp ,

llarp sicllor(l, p1ano,

trumpet, French horn,
tin WlliStle, ljassoon,
clarinet, coronet,

accorclion, lzazoo, ulzulele,
fi(lclle, ﬂute, lute, and

mandolin.



On a fine spring day,
The first (1ay of May,

He played a tune on the fiddle

As he stood in the middle

Of the little country town.

Then he put his fiddle down,

And played a flute with soft sound

As people gatllere(]. around.



Next, on that fine (].ay in the spring,

He playe(]_ a tune on the lute.
The people aslze(]., "Wlly don't you sing?"
He couldn't sing, for you see, |
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All he could do was to stand tl

he crowd })eg’an to hiss, and |

.He was a mute.

here silent.

DOO.

ney crie(l, "Answer, or we'll

he Violent,

And we'll throw stones and tlling’s at you!"
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nus tlley mocked the chequere(], elf,

ney made him feel wea

R ancl meelz.

he poor Harlequin coul

d not defend llimSelf,

For not a word could he SPealz.
It seemed he was rea]ly nothing’ at all
So he sacﬂy playecl as he sat on the wall.




But then one (lay there came their way

A man who needed a place to stay.

This man who was trave]ling the world 'round,
Decided to stop in this town he had found.

A learned man, noble and wise,

He could see throug’:l any disguiSe.

He soon replaced their smiles and cheers,
With gaping jaws and open ears.

Amazed l)y his words of wisdom,
Tlley did sit and listen.




The Wise Man paused and turned his tired ear.
He sai(l, "What is that I hear?!"

Attention shifted of to the side

After a moment, the people replie(l,

"Ol, you mean that violin?

That's the Blue-cllequere(l Harlequin.

He is reaﬂy notlling’ at all

He just sits and plays on the wall."
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He was amazed I)y what he had llear(].,
A beautiful sound without a word.
Straig’ht to the Harlequin the Wise Man went.

He exclaimed, “Why this musician is mag’nificent!!"

The people didn't get 1t.
The Harlequin had no credit.
They said, “He’s so worthless and weak...

He's just a mute, a Clown, a freak!!!”

The Wise Man just stood and sig’lle(l,

He looked at them and replie(l,

“Why...l)ecause he cannot Verl)ally speak?
This is a man of great technique!"




“He is a man, still . and one of great skill!

If no one else will admit it, then I Certainly will!”
The people stood stupifie(l,

After a pause...tlley replie(l,

“We refused to let him in,

This Blue-chequered Harlequin...

We tlloug’llt he was weird so off he was sent.
He does seem to have tremendous talent.
We used to think he was notlling’ at all,

But he is really something’ after all!”




And so the people gathered 'round

As the Wise Man left the town.

The people couldn’t help but grin.

They now loved the Harlequin.

He no longer felt sad and blue,

And the people finally got a clue

As tlley finally seemed to see the lig’}lt.

The Cllequers faded from the Harlequin's tig’hts.



And so a new career would l)eg’in
For the Blue-cllequere(l Harlequin.
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So for if for these words you have a sig’llt,
I will end this story right.

kuw“ e - A . _ A g e in From that day on he was was hight
iR S | R The Marvelous,
Mag’nificent,

Musician in White.

The End




