The Music Copyist

ONCE upon a time there was a music copyist. |

He made copies of scores, and he was good at his busi-
ness, competent and reliable, and worked free-lance for the
best symphonies and performers. ‘

One day he had a rush job. He’d been working ten hours
straight on scores for a man considered by the World to be
the master of the viola.

It was evening when he finished, and he bundled the big
music sheets in a fold of newspaper, and took a cab from
his mid-Manhattan apartment to Long Island to the house
of the Master Violist.

He arrived about ten in the evening and he found a fes-
tive party in progress.

He handed the music to the Master Violist who glanced
over it casually and thanked him, and said, “Well, as long
as you're here, why don’t you take off your overcoat and
have a drink.”

The music copyist took off his coat and he got his drink,
and he stood holding it.

But he felt a little out of place because here he was sur-
rounded by high music society, diamonded people, million-
aires and heiresses, dressed in tuxedos and clothes from Paris,
while he had ink smudges on his thumbs and cuffs, and he
was bleary-eyed from working ten hours, and he was
~ dressed in a regular suit.
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The Master began to speak of his hobby which was col-
lecting programs of great musicians performing great music,
and a small crowd of people gathered around him to hear
him talk, and the music copyist joined the crowd and lis-
tened.

The Master finally led the group upstairs to his den to
view his collection, and oh! here on the walls were pro-
grams of Casals soloing in Madrid, of Albert Schweitzer
playing the organ in Africa, Paganini’s first and last public
performances (framed side by side), Handel conducting the
Palace Band for a wedding in England, Bach playing Bux-
tehude, oh! and more and more. . ..

Finally the music copyist spoke up. Suddenly, and in a
little loud voice, he said, “You know, I have a program
which deserves to be in this collection.”

- “Oh,” said the Master. _

“Yes, and as a matter of fact, I have it right here.” The
music copyist pulled out his thick wallet and fished down
into it among the many torn scraps of paper on which were
scrawled telephone numbers and addresses, and he pulled
out 2 tiny folded-up square of paper which he unfolded
carefully, and which turned out to be a mimeographed pro-
gram of a music teacher’s recital of her pupils.

He handed it to the Master Violist, who, after glancing
at it, said, “What's this?”

“Let me tell you about it,” said the music copyist.

“Several years ago I went home . . . to Octagon, Ohio.. ..
I hadn’t had any occasion to visit my home town in oh ten
years. . .. I stayed there at the house of my cousin. . . . Her
young son was studying the recorder and I noticed at the
time that he really seemed to enjoy his lessons . . . not like

“most kids his age . . . he actually seemed to enjoy it. ... One







