This violin he wanted to play using a heavy, slow stroke, 

but he was intimidated daily by her untamed and

insatiable desire to be heard.  He knew that her 

beautifully deep yet melodious sound would 

resound with such timbre, that the whole place 

would echo and someone else might hear the 

sonorous tones he wanted to keep to himself.  To

him, she was the most intricately designed 

Stradivarius, aged for several years and he 

wanted her; but he couldn’t play her today or 

any other day.  Not in that place.  She might be 

too loud.  So he took the long, potent, lemon-

sodden rag, held it up in the air and draped it 

across the shoulder of the violin and wrapped it 

around the violin thinking of the woman he could

not have, snug and tightly caressed by its 

protective intent, he placed it in the case.  He 

feared the day he couldn’t resist any longer. He 

wished he could grasp those seven years which 

would return him to his brash youthful days, but 

they always remained elusive and a relationship 

with this charming girl was impalpable, 

especially in their situation.  A teacher and a 

student: how rare.  But now Cami and Jim are 

together. He’d play that violin anywhere.”

Cami was still blushing and at one 

instant, he gleaned the corners of her mouth 

starting to turn upward before she looked away, 

her horse-mane hair falling down over her 

shoulders, shattering his view of her smile which 

was now waiting behind the fringe.
“That was so beautiful,” Cami said.

Jim got down on one knee and said, 

“Camille Alexander,” brushing her hair away 

from her face, “my beautiful violin,” The music 

was still playing low in the background.  “Will 

you do me the honor of being my girlfriend?”

Cami smiled, “Yes, yes. I will” and he 

leaned in closer.  She closed her eyes and felt a 

wet warmth over her lips.  

“I’ve waited a long time for that,” Cami 

stated.

“Me too.”

