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Piotr Finds  

The Black Violin 

  



 

 
 

  



 

 
 

 

“A young man of 14 years is walking through a snowstorm. The road is in 

the countryside and is heavily rutted, patterns frozen into the mud 

showing the shape of tyre tracks. The boy’s name is Piotr. We don’t 

know the country or time in which he lives, but he is brightly dressed in 

homespun, traditional garb. It is snowing heavily, Piotr is hurrying home 

and slowly freezing. He sees something wrapped in scarlet cloth – like a 

papoose – runs toward it believing it is a baby. When he opens it, he 

finds it is impossibly warm and dry, but rather than a baby it contains a 

black, wooden violin. When he touches the strings it sings like only 

forgotten angels sing.” 
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PENNY HOPE 

Piotr and the Black Violin 

Piotr, Piotr, sad as stone 

follows the echoes of his name 

along the snowy tracks 

 

as if his hand is guided 

as if his hand is guided 

 

he moves to lift 

the swaddled thing 

impossibly warm 

 

in its scarlet cloak 

in the frozen night 

 

with clumsy gentleness 

with the love of a father 

 

he lifts the violin 

 

tenderly, tenderly 

he touches the strings 

 

and sweet notes on his fingers 

like warm snowflakes 

 

bring him to the brink of light. 
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VIC PICKUP 

Found thing 

Blurred 
this frozen, stubble-edged path 
tracks 
like a colossal weave 
stitched 
etched and heaped across the land 
hobbling 
the boy pulls a red hood 
tightly 
his dark legs march stiffly 
sideswept 
his blood slowly turning blue 
seeing 
a scarlet cloth 
himself 
lying there, he lurches 
skids 
reaches for the dead life within 
unveils 
the pitch dark within 
glossed 
sheening, wishing him in 
to touch 
warm, half-moons shining 
below 
bitten fingers 
pluck 
and strum so 
all the grace of heaven is loud 
surrounding  

reverberating through him ꟷ 

and then  
silence. 
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SIMON WILLIAMS 

The Wolf and Piotr 

Smallman has poor camouflage, 

walks down the open track. 

Foolhardy brave he is, while I 

look on, glance between trees. 

 

In the snow, grey against the snow, 

the cloth he bends to pick, unwind. 

Two woodens inside, one like a gun, 

one like an elkheart he seems to know. 

 

Why would he leave them here 

for later, they could have been snowburied? 

With a smallman nose he could never 

dig them out; so little scent. 

 

Now he’s sliding them together. Sing. 

Like I try under the white moon, 

but never get close as this. 

He could sit and swallow the sky. 
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CALLUM A. STEWART 

Snowflake 

I evanesced from heavy clouds, 

flailing with my crystalline brethren, 

HALO jumping from the cumulus. 

Icy currents cursed bitingly, 

thrashing, smashing, twisting, 

till I was exhausted on the ground. 

 

I saw him struggling in stubbornness, 

freezing, shivering, chattering, 

humming a traditional tune. 

His brightly coloured clothing 

tainted with sieved shards, 

his boots thick with my crushed compatriots. 

 

He picked me up, then brushed me aside, 

cradled a scarlet bundle, 

and opened a blanketed treasure. 

It filled the wintry scape with warmth and song, 

the heat rose as I cried, 

my tears mel… 
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GAYNOR KANE 

Movements in Landscape 

Rural landscape frozen hard, crackled 

blue and white glazed delftware scene, 

rutted tracks now iced streams. 

Paperwhite fields, fleece hedgerows 

pearl pathways, crystal droplets, hoarfrost 

on windows like white peacock tail-feathers. 

 

Crows in branches, calling notes,  

quavers and crotchets that create  

song with movement, beaks to the bark. 

Bare trees lining the track  

limbs within limbs until the vanishing point 

like starving Russian dolls. 

 

A solitary red doll-shape wrapped tight,  

a boy approaching, wearily, shoulders hunched 

cradling the bundle. He carefully unwraps it, 

places a burnished black violin under his chin,  

taller now, grinning, rejuvenated as 

low winter sun reflects on polished spruce; 

 

cut on the quarter, from a tree grown  

at high altitudes after the dormant months, 

timber branded with forest tiger stripes. 

Piotr reads the music of the landscape; 

the five barred gates, staves with  

ornated hinges like music clefts. 

 

As the boy moves the bow back and forth  

(made from two hundred straight  

hairs off a loyal Mongolian horse)  

he magics an incantation; an oratorio. 

Soprano strings carrying cherub’s  

melodies, on a capricious wind. 
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RAINE GEOGHEGAN 

Piotr and the Black Violin 

It is Solstice Eve and the snow falls thick and heavy on this country 

road. If you look closely, you will see him, his head bowed, his hands 

clutching his coat of many colours. I always knew that he would do 

well and look at him now, dressed in his finery and full of optimism. 

He is cold and wants to get home, who can blame him. My Piotr, the 

boy who used to sit on the floor and listen to me play. I am never far 

from his side. I want the best for him. But look, he has stopped and is 

bending down to look at something, a parcel of sorts. He is 

unwrapping it. Is he mad? He’ll freeze if he doesn’t keep moving.  

The snow is worsening, but wait, look at what he has found. 
 
     ‘Oh my, it’s a violin, a beautiful violin, the colour of the darkest 

coal. It is warm to touch and I feel compelled to play it. I wish I could 

play as my Grandfather used to. He played such sweet music. I’ll just 

pick it up, just touch the strings, what music is this, what song?     
 
Piotr, don’t dilly dally, the snow is getting worse my boy, get up, keep 

moving. But he doesn’t move, he sits in the snow and holds the object 

he has found, but what is it? No, it can’t be, it is, it’s my violin and it’s 

singing, just like a chorus of angels. 
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ANNA TERESA SLATER 

The Whisper of Oak 

 

Not a war 

just a different breed of snow 

Its bite cackles deep in his bunkered 

bones   Its attack bared   with cliff-edge howls 

dead branch sough 

This is 

the kind of ice that makes him forget 

sunrise snowmen   limb-swished angels   Koch star 

He could get lost      disappear like 

a severed scream  in this gnarling rough   But as 

planned  he finds what is waiting 

and we know   as the violin strings sing  nothing will 

ever be the same again      The abandoned 

truck   The owl     Even 

the rocks sleeping 

under 

ravaged 

coal 

or 

covered 

by 

graveyard 

ash 

or the one 

crouched 

inside    a name 
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VALERIE BENCE 

Portents 

and so we come full circle 

        is this the end or the beginning?  

the portents had been good; bones picked from owl pellets 

kept in her pouch, a winter bee that shouldn’t be out 

and a moon so pale it could be made of cloud. 

She waits     covert, beneath the ancient hedgerow 

watches her breath with every cold exhale 

while sending up little incantations,  

               not prayers 

hopes he won’t be much longer 

glad it was not dark yet, content in the thinning twilight 

when the day is drawn taut 

tensile         with a thinness between worlds. 

 

There, she can just hear him in the distance 

a rhythmic crunch crunch on compacted snow 

     no longer pristine. 

She senses her own myrhhry perfume 

             getting fainter, shivers in her dark silk -  

her aching wings palpitate like a soft heartbeat,  

using muscles we don’t have she flexes them 

folds them back, hard against her body, wills herself  

                  not to drop      a feather.  

Now.  She pauses her breath, presses herself 

flat against frozen earth 

and pushes the wrapped bundle out - 

is this the beginning or the end? 
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PATRICIA M OSBORNE 

Scarlet Gift 

My boy he be fourteen now,  

grown-up, 

almost a man 

but Piotr only a cherub 

when my failing heart 

forced me to the sky. 

 

He plods through thick snow, 

a blizzard fires icy flakes 

whitening his face. 

 

Piotr pulls his primitive fur coat 

closer to his chest, 

 

catches sight of my gift 

and trudges  

to the scarlet papoose. 

 

He picks it up, shakes his head, 

dropping the warm cloth to the ground. 

 

Bending down, he slowly unwraps 

the red soft fabric lifting out 

a black violin.  

 

Glancing down 

into the polished hourglass shape 

he nudges the strings, 

sparking the sound 

of his favourite lullaby.   

 

Piotr peers up to the clouds, 

wiping away a tear from his wet cheek 

at hearing the forgotten voice  

of his precious guardian angel.  



 

18 
 

ANDREW STICKLAND 

Overture 

Distracted by the slow progress 

of an earthworm across 

the remains of my face, 

I miss that moment 

when the gift arrives. 

 

When I turn back 

it is already there, nestled 

among the knuckled roots 

of an ancient birch where 

the snow seems not to fall, 

 

wrapped, as if against the cold, 

in the same blood-red cloth, 

humming with expectation, 

the solitary prop on an 

otherwise empty stage. 

 

The player approaches, 

a smudge of faint colour 

amid the white, white, white, 

alone, as he must be, 

for rules are rules. 

 

A child this time, 

still some years from manhood, 

still some miles from home, 

chilled, damp, perhaps lost 

in thoughts of a warm fire. 
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He sees the gift, investigates, 

peels back the red cloth 

as if flensing a fresh kill. 

The dead, we all strain 

to glimpse what lies inside. 

 

A violin! Black 

as a night without snow, 

as a heart without love, 

glowing with darkness, 

aching with desire. 

 

Frozen fingers touch the strings 

and the beast cries out, 

a melody of ecstasy, 

release, promise, temptation. 

And the game begins anew. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 
 

  



 

 
 

 

Piotr Climbs a Tree  

  



 

 
 

  



 

 
 

 

“Piotr trudging through the forest, nervously feeling the breath of the 

company of wolves, the pack slowly beginning to surround him. 

Scared, he starts to climb a tree even whilst knowing that the wolves will 

surround it and at some point he will have a choice between running or 

freezing. 

Sat in the tree he begins to play the Black Violin, rainbow flames seem to 

climb from his fingers, tendrils of calm, strange ancient music flows 

across the forest, the pack sleeps and Piotr climbs down and drifts away 

into the night.” 

 

  



 

 
 

 



 

 
 

ANKH SPICE 

Affretando 

You arrive as a flicker, a flicker of light. Frantic small storm 

beating inside thin skin. You wheedle your lightning 
 
into my bark, fingers made arrows, finding splits 

in my rough. A young climber vine always clings hard 
 
but you, how you claw as you go, and I feel what a rush 

it is to be so brief, one chance at the moon, weather moving 
 
non-stop in your grain. Why so quick, do you flower only 

in urgency? Then hurry you insects, race all you birds, all you speed 
 
to desire – for the wolves creep the roots, hunger in circles 

for the drop of fast fruit. Mist rises, the hunters’ wet mouths 
 
weaving white, and I know I must suck the warm need 

from their air, green it pure, waft clean gasps of wind 
 
to feed your small thunder now shaking the nests 

from my roof. But there in the sway you are sawing a heart 
 
in your hands. Black heart, whorled flesh, hollow bone 

of my bone, bleeding sound at your touch, and the blur 
 
of the pluck trips the sound of the water that feeds  

our deep chambers, from our dead you unspool the old hymn 
 
to the sun that quicked the first leaf. Slow syrup of secret 

tongues goldens the grove - we astonish the ground 
 
blinking shadow, every twig in the woods sprouts an answer 

in bloom. Whip-motion season – petals pop, wither, fall 
 
to drift deep drowsing sleep for all beasts who were not made 

to last. But you, little fast trill from nowhere – you just keep 
 
beating time. Morning splits her pink yawn, and your storm 

has blown over - you’re already gone. 
 

  



 

 
 

CEINWEN E CARIAD HAYDON 

Sub Zero 

Gnarled bumps of iced bark 

grunt Piotr’s name: bid him climb high,  

leave frozen terra firma free to fall away. 

Branches bend to catch his deadened hands  

and feet. Squirrel guides break hibernation,  

signal sturdy boughs. Our boy is lifted, 

led by his mother’s ghost – 

deposited, safe-nested  

in winter’s tallest tree. 

Packed snow skitters padding paws,  

frozen fog mutes barking roars, erupting 

from starved craws. Lupine lust for meat  

and blood, excited by fresh boyhood scents, 

driven by arcane notes, plucked and sawed – 

wistful music played by Piotr 

in defiance of the cold,  

on his birth right violin.  

Finally beguiled, 

he lullabies himself 

gives in  

to hypothermic sleep. 

Wolves crowd on top of knotted  

roots. His mother’s shade fades, powerless, 

in dawn’s harsh light. Piotr sways 

and almost falls into gaping, famished jaws. 

Jolted awake he sees his likely fate, 

takes his bow and deftly strokes taut strings 

to flow out beams, iridescent, rainbow hues. 

  



 

 
 

 

 

 

 

Entranced, the pack lies down 

like lambs, sleeps as the dead. 

Piotr’s heart picks up its beats 

channels blood to warm  

his hands and his feet. 

Owls cape woven feathers 

over his thin shoulders, 

and around his packaged violin. 

They hoot 

Climb down, escape. Piotr. 

Boy, run fast, fly fleet. 

  



 

 
 

ELISABETH KELLY 

Fear 

scratch 

skin torn on bark 

claws sharpened on frost 

string hair on gut 

scratch 

skin on bark 

claws on  frost 

hair on gut 

scratch 

skin 

claws 

hair 

 

scratch 

scratch 

scratch 

 

 

scratch      

 

hair          

on         

gut  

 

skin     

 on        

 bark  

 

claws      on       

    frost 

 

scratch  

           scratch 

 

scratch   



 

 
 

GAYNOR KANE 

Witness Tree 

sparks shoot under roots 

across the forest floor  

fungal filaments spread his fear 

 

we feel the pounding  

of his feet and heart  

distant growl and grumble of paws 

 

the boy runs right into me  

hugs and hoists himself up branches  

I bend and stretch to help his climb 

 

brutal breath on bark  

claws scratching my trunk  

as white wolves try to tug poor Piotr down 

 

limited limbs leave me  

unable to fight them off  

but the boy climbs on  

 

he unwraps a red bundle  

cradles it─ I sense spruce  

a mountainside ancestor 

 

Piotr plays the violin  

back and forth with the bow  

as a prism of fire  

 

croons a colourful cradle song  

rainbow ringlets orbit petulant pelts  

an exiled Cossack lullaby  

 

of pastoral pace that coils and curls  

around the wolves  

to sooth them into slumber  



 

 
 

OZ HARDWICK 

Wolf Dance 

Regardless of sunlight, trees carry their shadows where they will, draping 

them over the evening like ironed cloths over attentive waiters’ arms, or 

like school uniforms steaming on iron radiators after the sky has broken. 

They string them out like a galleon’s flags, and they roll them into soft 

pillows which they scatter like brushes on a tight snare. From the point 

where branches thin to twigs, a boy peers down through the veil of similes 

and sees that the shadows are nothing but wolves, their pelts steaming in 

the last of the day’s heat. He knows their hunger, and in his fearful 

empathy he lifts his black violin to his soft, innocent chin, bowing a tune 

of stately longing. Strings cradle the Moon above the forest’s crown, 

illuminating wolves’ moist muzzles, raised and baying their bittersweet 

lament. Wire-limbed, they tread a stiff gavotte, feral yet formal, stirring 

the forest floor into an intricate labyrinth of leaves. The boy plays on, a 

swaying song of chandeliers and chalkboards, of weeks spent rocking on 

the ocean’s swell, and of wolves that are nothing but shadows to be 

avoided by superstitious feet. When the wolves sleep, the boy sleeps, but 

the violin can’t sleep, its notes curling and stretching like shadows, waiting 

for the Sun to set them free.  

  



 

 
 

SUSAN E DARLINGTON 

The Wolf Hunter 

For days I’d been closing in, 

tracks becoming ice-melt blue 

as I slipped under pine ribs. 

 

Covered in forest mud and shit – 

warmed in skinned wolf hide – 

I’d become part animal. Deranged. 

 

I could smell their excitement 

before I saw them circling a birch, 

fur ridged with icicles of tension. 

 

I raised the rifle’s scrawny muzzle  

in line with the alpha male’s snout, 

my trigger finger itching for glory 

 

that was denied by sudden notes  

ascending in condensed colours 

only angels could have seen. 

 

The gun drooped in my hands. 

My knees buckled under me. 

My eyelids fluttered in dreams 

 

in which a spectral creature 

slid hand over hand down the tree 

in a shimmer of red and gold. 

 

It stepped over the docile pack 

and vanished into the blue night 

without leaving a trace in the snow. 

  



 

 
 

ROMINA VAN MAAREN 

The wolves cry boy 

We count six, we warriors and devils 

for we spotted the colourful boy a mile back, 

his primitive clothing bright in the crisp blizzard 

We smelled this nervous boy a scare back, 

his shaken shoulders small along the tall forest 

The clouds from our mouths 

bittersweet snowy cold we like  

to even with our taste of freedom, 

our hunger for the freshest flesh 

His lack of trusting us shows 

while he climbs and climbs 

UP , UP - 

see him sprout, watch him defer 

while we inevitably surround 

so dangerously slow like  

our mum taught us, our instinct tells us 

But -  What – 

Rainbow strings are plucked 

from the trees, apace with 

the steady snowfall shining 

back to half a moon 

we feel reflecting in our amber eyes 

We bear a taste for blood yet hear 

an ancient magic lullabuying us 

Leaving us no other choice than 

to languish and whisper our danger, 

hunger , being – 

 

 

  



 

 
 

 

 

 

 

to calmly lay our heads and lose 

the tasty smallman to a tastier theme 

We close our amber eyes inherently and while 

we descend in ancient dreams, we listen to him go 

down , down – 

 

Playing , Running  

into a deep blue night, with the whitest snow and the 

blackest violin 

  



 

 
 

DONNA MCLUSKIE 

Treesong 

Long it’s been since anyone has entered here 

Never, yet, have any left, apart from spirits. 

There’s the lad now, confident-walking, but fretful,  

glancing, jerky, aside at the breathclouds of wolves. 

He’s doomed if not from cold alone. 

The menacing pack will have him 

let him waste and mither, then scrim. 

 

Yet this one is still well-nourished, and armed 

his weapon clutched, arrogant, by the neck. 

The tree he’s chosen is mine, same gnarled limbs 

that supported my weight as I grew weightless. 

Some shortcut to see him home sooner 

From his branch, he pines at smoke- 

wisps from the chimney of his kinfolk. 

 

I know the deep shivers of cold he now feels 

But still he has purpose – in one hand a bow. 

Snuggled under chin, he cradles mountain- 

mahogany and rests on the same. This is the tree 

from whence his soundbox neck comes 

that he serenades twicefold with gratitude 

as wolves encircle, salivant for food. 

 

It’s nightfall now, when wolves prowl and kill. 

They want him badly and close in, clawing 

at the tree’s trunk and howling at the moon. 

But theirs are not the only voices of this night. 

The violin of Piotr and the tree sings 

pure ancient strains that pierce dark menace. 

The wolves snarl, bare-teethed, and grimace. 

 

  



 

 
 

 

 

 

 

Sleep, oh burden of heavy paws and waterlogged 

wooden tail. So hungry, yet too sapped to hunt 

and chew, how unfair is a magical woodland 

when its trees exercise their will against a kill. 

The violin persists to swoon the pack down 

empty bellies flat on the ground, angry 

tails stilled, the wolves sleep hungry. 

 

Piotr has stopped playing. 

  



 

 
 

MANNING GOODWIN 

Piotr up a Tree 

Wary of wolves, Piotr trudges through the forest – 

 knowing full well that thought will conger reality – 

presto: a bark, shadows now swish the bushes. 

His Dad oft said, “If wolves: climb up a tree.”  

He climbs a tree.  Will Piotr freeze, or flee?   

The pack then slowly gathers round the trunk 

as evening falls with sickle moon now risen. 

Piotr unstraps his black violin, and bows 

so soft a plaintive, ancient magic lullaby 

whose tones and touch caress with holy calm. 

 

 His pack of pals at school oft challenged him, 

yet he would hold to his unique own view. 

Again alone, Piotr knew this pack could bite, 

and yet the music held the wolves in dreams. 

Bowing gently, yet loud enough above their snores, 

amongst the many shadows, his tones nestle,  

so soporific in their measured tempo. 

Piotr begins to notice moonlight glistening 

on the svelte pelts humped like velvet boulders 

under the tree – some wolves rest chin on ground. 

 

Despite the beauty in their peaceful sleep,  

sometimes he’d hear a snarl or wheeze or snort – 

‘Sly as a wolf’: surely their sleep’s no pretence? 

Don’t quash the hush. He packs on back his violin – 

as Mom might say: “Put on back burner.” 

Descending now, feet notch successive branches. 

Each move he makes must be slow motion, silent. 

On ground, he feels each step bangs bells a-jingle: 

avoid he must the snap of twigs, leaves shuffling.  

Don’t touch a wolf for it would wake the rest.  

  



 

 
 

 

 

 

 

Soft steps between the wolves, lest one perk up to bark – 

eyes shut, all ears lay sleek atop each skull.  

In many mouths, fangs glinted, drool glistened.  

He knows, awake. they’d tear his flesh apart.  

He’s told he shouldn’t kill a living being. 

Were wolves made for climate change extinction?  

Relieved and saved, he finds the road back home, 

though he must pass right through the Cutthroat Gorge. 

Music redeems the world, best on black violins, 

his inner voice resumes in peace that lullaby. 

  



 

 
 

PATRICIA M OSBORNE 

Piotr and The Wolves     

My boy, Piotr, trudges through snow 

dragging my gift  

 close to his chest. 

 

A bunch of wolves stalk him, 

 

 he turns around, 

 

 they move closer,  

  growl, 

  lick their lips, 

 

  a scrawny lad like Piotr 

is no match for the premier pack. 

 

Petrified,  

 Piotr darts up a nearby tree.  

 

Alpha leader waves a front paw, 

  his fleet surround  

 the silver birch 

   whose bark  

matches their coats. 

 

 My black violin rests  

  under Piotr’s chin.  

 

‘Mama,’ he cries,  

 plucking the strings– 

 

A spectrum of light 

   flies  from his fingers. 

 

  



 

 
 

 

 

 

 

Pan pipes fill the arctic chill, 

an array of multicolours 

 arc  my  child. 

 

Spellbound, one by one, 

 the wolves drift  

  to the ground, 

  

 gaze up at the moon  

  and howl  

   in time 

 to my memorising music 

  from the next world.   

 

 

  



 

 
 

 


