
Z
in! Z

in! Z
in! A

 V
iolin

B
y L. M

oss





W
ith m

ournful m
oan and silken tone,

Itself alone com
es O

N
E

 T
R

O
M

B
O

N
E

.
G

liding, sliding, high notes go low
,

O
N

E
 T

R
O

M
B

O
N

E
 is playing S

O
LO

.



N
ext, a T

R
U

M
P

E
T

 com
es along,

A
nd sings and stings its sw

inging song,
It joins T

R
O

M
B

O
N

E
 no m

ore alone,
A

nd O
N

E
 is T

W
O

-O
, they’re a D

U
O

.



F
ine F

R
E

N
C

H
 H

O
R

N
, its valves all oiled,

B
right and brassy, loops all coiled,

G
olden yellow

, joins its fellow
.

T
W

O
, now

 T
H

R
E

E
-O

, w
hat a T

R
IO

!



N
ow

, a m
ellow

 friend, the C
E

LLO
,

N
eck extended, bow

s a ‘hello”;
E

nd pin set upon the floor,
It m

akes up a Q
U

A
R

T
E

T
 – that’s F

O
U

R
.



A
nd soaring high and m

oving in,
W

ith Z
IN

! Z
IN

! Z
IN

! a V
IO

LIN
,

S
troking strings that com

e alive;
N

ow
 Q

U
IN

T
E

T
. Let’s count them

: F
IV

E
.



F
LU

T
E

, that sends our soul a-shiver,
F

LU
T

E
, that slender, silver sliver.

A
 place am

ong the set it picks
T

o m
ake a young S

E
X

T
E

T
 – that’s six.



W
ith steely keys that softly click,

Its breezy notes so darkly slick,
A

 sleek, black, w
oody C

LA
R

IN
E

T
Is num

ber S
E

V
E

N
, now

 S
E

P
T

E
T

.



G
leeful, bleating, sobbing, pleading,

T
hrough its throbbing double reeding;

O
B

O
E

, please don’t hesitate:
C

om
e, m

ake it an O
C

T
E

T
 - that’s eight.



T
hat lazy clow

n, the big B
A

S
S

O
O

N
!

H
e plays low

 dow
n, w

e’re laughing soon.
H

ere G
rum

py, get your place in line,
A

nd give us a N
O

N
E

T
 – that’s N

IN
E

.



T
he H

A
R

P
 descends w

ith angel’s w
ings,

A
 heaven’s blend through m

agic strings,
A

nd w
hen it joins the others, then

B
ehold! A

 C
H

A
M

B
E

R
 G

R
O

U
P

 of T
E

N
.



T
he O

R
C

H
E

S
T

R
A

 com
es in the hall.

T
hey’re on the stage, w

e see them
 all:

T
he C

E
LLO

, H
A

R
P

, and C
LA

R
IN

E
T

,
T

he T
R

U
M

P
E

T
, w

hom
 w

e’ve also m
et,

T
he O

B
O

E
, F

LU
T

E
, and big B

A
S

S
O

O
N

,
A

ll eager to get started soon.
T

R
O

M
B

O
N

E
, F

R
E

N
C

H
 H

O
R

N
, and V

IO
LIN

,
A

ll poised and ready, now
 begin!



T
he S

T
R

IN
G

S
 all soar, the R

E
E

D
S

 im
plore,

T
he B

R
A

S
S

E
S

 roar w
ith notes galore.

It’s m
usic that w

e all adore.
It’s w

hat w
e go to concerts for.



T
he m

inutes fly, the m
usic ends,

A
nd so, good-bye to our new

 friends.
B

ut w
hen they’ve bow

ed and left the floor,
If w

e clap loud and shout, “E
ncore!”

T
hey m

ay com
e out and play once m

ore!



A
nd that w

ould give us great delight
B

efore w
e say a late good night!


