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PREFACE 

 

 

 

 

 This is the story of an organ named “ALL” that is crated up and waiting inside an 

auditorium which is under construction. During a thunderstorm it is hit with lightning and 

explodes, sending all the musical instruments that it was made up of flying out into the night 

as “thoughts” of music. They spread out over the city floating around until they find a 

musical instrument factory. One of them gets brave enough to enter a horn as it comes off 

the production line. Once inside the horn he cannot get back out. The others all follow his 

lead and enter the bodies of different instruments. Some of the thoughts from the organ 

“ALL” do not enter instruments. They elect to stay up high above the city because the city 

noises hurt them. They help the ones who have entered instruments in any way they can.  

 This book is an analogy of the “Big Bang” and the fact that the spirits enter the 

bodies of humans and all have a desire to join back into the body of our Creator. The 

“instruments” are an analogy for human bodies and the thoughts that enter them are spirits. 

The thoughts that stay up high and do not enter instruments are an analogy of angels. 

Each chapter tells of the experiences of a different VibraKid and the instrument he or she 

has entered. 

 Tommy the Trumpet demonstrates the importance of attitudes and their effect on 

those around us. 

 Jennifer, a violin, knows that the true inner spirit of a person will come through 

without any help from “things” outside ourselves. 

 Fanny the Fancy Flute teaches that it is better to be an active member of society 

rather than an item of beauty collecting dust on a shelf. 

 Heather, a piano, tells almost the same type of lesson – that it is far more satisfying 

to be of use to many others, especially underprivileged children, than to be a 

beautiful instrument only available to a few. 

 Ed, a guitar, is looking for excitement and thinks he’ll find it by belonging to one 

owner. He discovers his mistake when he ends up as a rental instrument with many 

different experiences. 

 Bobby, the Bass Viol, faces and accepts the fact that life moves on and that we must 

adapt with the times or be left behind. 

 Annie the Accordion, after overcoming feelings of envy, realizes that the way a 

person dresses, the way he or she looks, is not as important as the ability to entertain 

others and make them happy. 

 Paul and Paula, a bass and snare drum set, help others realize that we can’t all be in 

the limelight and that each one has a contribution to make to the whole. 

 Mandy the Mandolin had to learn to overcome shyness in order to bring out the best 

of her talents and express her individuality. 

 Oliver the Electronic Organ wanted to emulate the almighty Organ “ALL,” but found 

he couldn’t until he was in the right relationship with spiritual people. When this 

came about he was able to heal others through his music and become closer to the 

perfection of “ALL.” 

Their experiences teach them about different aspects of life and how to get along with 

others. They draw on the wisdom of the original organ “ALL” and pass this wisdom on to 

others. All the VibraKids have a deep desire to someday be able to return to the body of the 

big organ “ALL” (return to our Creator) and be able to make beautiful music together again. 
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Chapter 1 

 

FANNY THE FANCY FLUTE 

 

 

 

The people attending the auction were getting tired of sitting in chairs. Arthur the 

auctioneer called for a fifteen minute intermission before continuing the auction. While the 

people were standing and stretching their legs, the helpers of the auction were busy lining up the 

next articles to be offered.  

The sale was being held to settle the estate of a very rich couple who had been patrons of 

the arts in their home town in upstate New York. The estate was situated overlooking the 

Hudson River and had lavish grounds and beautiful gardens. This couple had recently passed 

away within months of each other. Their children were holding the auction to settle up the 

estate. There were many beautiful works of art and also several musical instruments of great 

value. One of these was an antique flute. It was decorated with fancy engraving that looked like 

diamonds.  

 

 
 

The owners had kept it sitting on a shelf where it caught the light and sparkled at most 

times of the day and night. They got much pleasure out of looking at this work of art. They had 

researched its origins and had a short history typed up about it that was kept in the flute’s case 

under the shelf. 

This flute was Fanny’s home. She had entered it after the explosion of the mighty organ 

ALL. She had floated around for many years before finding the instrument she wanted to enter. 

She knew she was meant to be in a flute.  
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The capabilities of the great organ ALL were of many different flute sounds. Fanny felt 

she was one of the special flute sounds and needed an instrument that was special too. One day 

she spotted the lady of the house, Mrs. Miller polishing her flute and then replacing it on the 

shelf where she could admire it. Fanny knew at once that it was a beautiful instrument and she 

made it her home. What she didn’t realize was that neither Mr. nor Mrs. Miller could play a note 

of music. They knew nothing about how to even get a sound out of the flute. They both loved 

music and gave a lot of money to musical organizations. They also attended concerts and fund-

raising parties and balls but, alas, they were not able to play the flute themselves or any of the 

other musical instruments they had. 

So Fanny had sat on the shelf for years, very lonely and sad that she had ended up in a 

beautiful but useless instrument. When the windows were open in the summertime she could 

hear the songs of the birds in the woods from the shelf where she sat. “I’D LOVE TO MAKE 

BEAUTIFUL SOUNDS LIKE,” she thought. She would pretend that it was she, herself, making 

the beautiful music. Pretending like this helped but still she was very lonely.  

 
 

Even when Mrs. Miller took her down and polished her she was not happy because she 

felt so useless. “I’M LIVING A USELESS LIFE AS A WORK OF ART FOR PEOPLE TO 

LOOK AT, NOT AS A WORK OF ART THAT COULD BE HEARD MAKING BEAUTIFUL 

MUSIC,” she thought. “THAT MAKES ME VERY SAD.” 
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 When Fanny heard that she and all the other objects of art were going to be sold at an 

auction she became very excited. She felt bad that Mr. and Mrs. Miller had passed away, but 

couldn’t help feeling a sense of hope that now her real purpose in life could begin. 

Arthur the auctioneer was calling people back to their seats, ready to begin the auction 

once again. Several paintings were put on the block and sold and then suddenly it was Fanny’s 

turn. Arthur opened the case, took out the flute and read the note attached to it as to its history. 

He pointed out the beautiful engraving and turned it back and forth so the light would cause the 

flute to gleam like diamonds.  

“It’s like magic,” cried a little girl with long blond hair who was sitting in the first row 

of chairs. She became excited about the flute the minute the auctioneer had taken it from the 

case. “Look how pretty it is. It sparkles like jewels,” she said to her parents. Her eyes opened 

wide and she started tugging at their arms. “Please, Mommy and Daddy, can I have it?” she 

begged.  

One look at his daughter’s face was enough to convince her father Carl that Megan was 

serious. She had expressed a desire to play the flute some time back but Carl and his wife Helen 

didn’t think she was old enough. They had decided that next fall when school began they would 

get her a flute and start her on lessons so she could be in the band at school. Megan just kept 

tugging at their arms, her eyes big and round, her face shining with joy. She couldn’t take her 

eyes off of the flute.  

The bidding was lively and was getting dangerously close to where Carl and Helen 

didn’t think they could go much higher. Then suddenly everyone else stopped bidding. It was 

theirs! Megan was jumping up and down with joy! “I can’t wait to hold it and try to play it,” 

she said.  

After the auction was over, Carl and Helen went to settle up what they owed and Megan 

carried the flute to the car. Here she opened the case and held the flute and rubbed it to make it 

shine and admired it all the way home.  

Fanny was excited too. She had seen the look on the little blond girl’s face and had 

hoped against hope that her parents would be the ones to buy the flute. She was very happy 

when it turned out that they were the high bidders. She also was relieved that the auction was 

over. After all, it was not much fun to be held up and displayed and talked about and bid on by a 

lot of people. She was happy now because the little girl would learn to play and allow Fanny to 

fulfill her destiny of making beautiful music. 
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When they got home with the new flute, Megan was so excited that she took Fanny to 

bed with her that night. The next day she tried and tried to play the flute but she really didn’t 

have the slightest idea how to get any sound out of it. She kept putting her whole mouth on it 

and blowing in, which is of course, not the way to play a flute. Carl and Helen saw Megan’s 

frustration and decided to start her on lessons immediately. From the minute she began her first 

lesson there developed a love affair between Fanny and Megan. Even her music teacher Miss 

Edith was amazed at the quality of tone the little girl could get from the instrument almost from 

the first day. When Megan started school that fall she was able to be in the band and also the 

orchestra the school had just started up. 

Fanny got to know some of the other instruments that were owned by the school. A lot 

of the children had their own instruments, but many did not and they used those that belonged to 

the school. These instruments were in sad need of repair. They could hardly operate anymore. 

They just didn’t get the care they needed. No one at the school had time to look after these 

instruments and the children who used them were not taught how to properly care for them. 

They were in a real sad state.  

The other instruments loved it when Fanny got to spend some time in the room with 

them between Megan’s band and orchestra and her private lesson classes. Fanny would tell the 

other instruments tales about the big organ ALL. They learned that the flutes were a very 

important part of the big organ, not only by themselves but also in combination with many other 

instruments. She told them about the VibraKids and that many of them were looking for good 

homes. 

 
 

Fanny described her life in the home of the rich Mr. and Mrs. Miller in upstate New 

York. “You were all quite lucky to have been able to be part of the active musical life of the 

school,” she told them. “I spent so much time sitting on a shelf and being admired that I envy 

the excitement you’ve all had in your lives. You’ve been able to go into many different 

children’s homes and be part of each family as long as the child stayed in the band or 

orchestra,” she said. “When no one was using you during the summer, you at least had each 

other to talk to. You were never lonely like I had been.” 

The school instruments were a little envious of Fanny also because, for one thing, she 

was not only beautiful to look at, but also beautiful to listen to. They compared the sounds she 

made to the song of the birds, just like she had imagined all the while she sat on the shelf. 

Because she made such pretty sounds, interest in music at the school picked up. More money 

was given to the music program to fix up all the instruments and to hire an extra music teacher. 

This meant that there would be someone who would have time to take care of the flutes. Also, 
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there would be time now to teach the children how to care for the instruments at the same time 

they were being taught to play them. 

In time, Fanny was able to convince some of her friends among the VibraKids to try 

some of the instruments at her school. She said to them, “If you don’t like it you can always try 

something different when your particular instrument can no longer continue to be played. 

You see, many of these school instruments are quite old and don’t have too many years left in 

them. This would give you guys a chance to see if school is a place you like or not. You won’t 

have to spend too long a time here due to the age of the instruments and their lack of care in 

the past. Then, when it comes time to enter another instrument you’ll know if you want to 

continue in the school or find some other area to become involved with,” Fanny lectured them.  

 

 

 
“One thing to be sure of is to choose an area of activity,” she continued. “Don’t pick 

one where you’ll be kept sitting on a shelf gathering dust and growing dim. Be sure to choose 

a life where you can help others. If you are kept sitting on a shelf you’ll soon be lost in the 

shuffle and never be able to make the glorious music you’re meant to make. It’s okay for 

people to admire your beauty but you need to be used so you can become all you can be. 

Rather than being kept on a shelf, it would be far better to be a part of an instrument that is 

melted down and its form changed into a new kind of instrument. Then you can start the 

process of being useful over again.” 

Several of the VibraKids listened to Fanny’s tale of her life in upstate New York and 

hurried to enter the instruments at the school. They knew they didn’t want to be caught in the 

position of being useless and growing old and dingy. They wanted to be used for the good of 

others. They wanted to be in circulation in the world of music. They did not want to be kept on a 

shelf and admired for selfish purposes.  

Both the band and the orchestra at Fanny’s school began to sound much better once 

some more of the VibraKids entered the instruments. This made Fanny very happy. 
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Chapter 2 

 

HEATHER’S HEARTBREAK 

 

 

The sun was very warm on the big crate as it sat in the back of the delivery truck. 

Heather didn’t think she could stand it another minute when finally the delivery drivers came 

back to unload her.  

 

 
 

She knew that all this heat was not good for her beautiful finish or for the rest of the 

piano that she was a part of. She had always wanted to live in the desert and here she was in 

Phoenix, but it was the middle of the summer and temperatures were over 100 degrees during 

the day. 
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With much effort and extra help and dollies and pulleys and a “come along” Charlie and 

George finally got Heather into the large living room of the beautiful southwest territorial style 

house. The house was a soft muted adobe color with a red tile roof and graceful palms shading 

it. There was a sparkling pool in the back yard and the patio overlooking the pool had misters 

running all day long cooling the patio so Heather’s owners could enjoy their beautiful back 

yard. 

“Let’s get the crate off of this piano so it can start cooling down,” Charlie said. “Boy it 

sure is a fine looking instrument.” he said as he took the crate off. 

 “It looks as though it belongs in this desert southwest home,” said George. It was a light 

colored wood that matched the other territorial style furniture.  

“Yeah, look at the carvings on the case. They look like Indian symbols, don’t they?” 

Charlie responded.  

“And the music rack – look at that music rack. With those cutouts it looks like the rays of 

the sun fanning out across it,” George said excitedly.  

Heather was owned by Maria and Antonio Hernandez, a couple who both played the 

piano and toured the country giving duo piano concerts. They let the piano sit for about a week 

getting used to the temperature inside the house that was cooled by two large air conditioner 

units. Heather breathed a sigh of relief as the internal parts of the piano started to cool off. The 

metal of the sound board was extremely hot when it was finally taken from the truck and so 

were the wire strings.  

Maria and Tony decided that maybe it would be better to wait two weeks instead of one 

to let the piano adjust. This was fine with Heather. She was tired after the long trip from the 

showroom back east and the bumpy ride on some of the roads they had to take. Most of the trip 

was on freeways but there still had been some rough roads in places. When the two weeks were 

up Tony called in the piano tuner. The tuner had to make a total of three trips before the strings 

would hold their pitch. Then he came back once more and installed a climate control system 

inside the piano. Heather loved this.  



 

 12 

 
Heather was very comfortable at all times now staying at a constant temperature and 

humidity inside the cabinet. Maria lovingly polished her cabinet and cleaned the keys and the 

beautiful piano was all ready to be played. So far no one had touched her for fear of harming the 

strings or action that needed to adjust to the difference in the climate, but now it was ready. 

Maria sat down first and gently tried a few scales and then some beautiful melodic 

pieces. “Listen to this tone,” she said to Tony who was impatiently waiting for his turn to try it. 

She played one more song, a little livelier tune this time and then let Tony sit down. He also ran 

through a few warm up scales and then proceeded to play a Beethoven sonata with great 

passion.  

“It’s perfect and the response of the keys is just right,” Tony said. “I’m really very 

happy with it,” he continued. “Let’s have a party next week to show the piano off to our friends 

in the music world.” 

Heather was very excited. Maria and Tony planned on giving a short recital at the party 

to demonstrate the quality of sound their new instrument had.  

The piano had actually been made in Europe, in Germany to be exact and had been 

shipped to the United States by sea. The final adjustments and tempering were not done until it 

reached New York City. This was where Heather had met up with it, fell in love with it and 

decided to make it her home. She entered the body of the piano before the final adjustments 

were made and was an intricate part of the final tuning of the piano before it started its long trip 

west. 

Tony and Maria had seen pianos like it at a musical instrument show in Los Angeles two 

years earlier and had spotted this particular model in a brochure. They were in the process of 

building their southwest home and had decided that it was the perfect model for their new 

house. They were impressed with the quality of workmanship and the action and sound of the 

other models made by the same company, so they ordered this one to be delivered after their 

house was finished. 

Now here Heather was in the desert southwest where she had wanted to be for a long 

time. “I CAN’T BELIEVE I’M REALLY HERE,” thought Heather. “NOW THAT I’M INSIDE 

THIS BEAUTIFUL INSTRUMENT I CAN EXPRESS THE BEAUTY OF THE DESERT 

AND MOUNTAINS ALL AROUND. I DO SO ENJOY THE TREES AND FLOWERS; 

ESPECIALLY THE CACTUS FLOWERS THAT GROW HERE AND I LOVE ALL THE 

DIFFERENT BIRDS INCLUDING THE ROADRUNNERS.”  

Heather loved Indian folklore. Maria and Tony composed their own music on her that 

sounded like some of the Indian rituals and dances and also the sounds of their chanting. She 
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was so very happy. In fact, she couldn’t be happier. She thought she couldn’t contain her 

happiness. Everything was so perfect. 

 
 

The night of the party finally got there. The guests arrived, took seats in the large living 

room and the recital began. First Maria played several songs including one of her own 

compositions that reminded Heather of the birds singing in the trees and the sound of a small 

stream rushing nearby. Heather put her heart and soul into this piece because she loved it.  

Then it was Tony’s turn. He played several pieces and also ended with one of his own 

compositions. His piece was more like an Indian war dance and took a lot of hard work on 

Heather’s part to keep up the pace and volume the piece required. 

Tony and Maria’s friends were very impressed and there was much lively talk about the 

piano after the recital. Others sat down and tried a few notes on it. Some people looked inside, 

some inspected her climate control system and others just stroked her beautiful finish. Pictures 

were taken of the beautiful music rack and the carvings on the front. Then everyone went off to 

the dining room where they enjoyed a delicious dinner and eventually went home. 

“Wasn’t the party fun?” Maria asked as they cleaned up afterwards. 

 “It sure was,” Tony replied. “I think everyone was really impressed with our beautiful 

new piano and even a little envious of us for having it,” Tony replied.  

They finally went to bed and the house was dark and quiet. Heather was tired and was 

almost asleep herself when she felt the first sensation of heat. She was very hot, she realized, 

and was getting hotter. She wondered if the electricity had gone off and the air conditioners 

weren’t working.  
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She realized that she was on fire! “OH NO,” she thought, “HOW COULD THIS HAVE 

HAPPENED?” She wanted to scream and finally did when her strings started breaking and 

flying up and hitting the sounding board. They made a terrible sound.  

“What was that noise?” Maria asked as she and Tony woke up.  

Smelling the smoke he hollered, “The house is on fire,” and called the fire department. 

“Let’s get out of here fast,” he said. They left the house that was all ablaze by this time. He said 

to Maria, “Do you realize that the sound of the strings breaking on the piano is what woke us up 

and actually saved our life?”  

Heather realized that she too must leave. She was so sad to have to leave the body of this 

piano she loved so much, but she couldn’t stay in it anymore. It was being destroyed right in 

front of her eyes. She had loved it so her heart was breaking in pieces. She waited until the last 

minute before rising up out of the piano and fleeing outside, hovering over the scene while the 

fire department arrived and eventually put out the fire. 

Hours later Heather allowed herself to enter the burned house to see her beloved 

instrument. “WHAT A MESS,” she thought. “IT LOOKS SO DESOLATE AND FORLORN 

AND IT’S BURNED ALMOST BEYOND KNOWING WHAT IT WAS,” she thought. Of 

course the metal parts had not burned and that was about all that was left. Heather’s heart was 

broken. “I WAITED SO LONG TO FIND JUST THE PERFECT, BEAUTIFUL PIANO TO BE 

IN AND ONE THAT WAS ACTUALLY GOING TO THE PLACE WHERE I WANTED TO 

LIVE. IT HAD ALL BEEN SO RIGHT,” she thought. She was so sad and felt that never again 

would she have everything she had wanted, such as a beautiful body, loving family and a great 

home in the area of her choice. “HOW COULD THIS HAVE HAPPENED?” she asked herself 

again. 

Tony and Maria were asking this very same question and so was the fire inspector when 

he came. The inspector eventually discovered that the fire had actually started inside the piano 

with the climate control system. 

 Tony said to the inspector, “Some of the guests at our party had been looking at the 

climate control system.”  

The inspector answered. “Someone must have rearranged the way the wires were 

plugged in and without meaning to, had caused the electrical unit to short out. This started the 

fire that climbed up the leg of the piano until it reached the body. The finish on the piano that 

had given it such a deep shine was actually very flammable. This caused the flames to spread 

through the piano very fast until finally catching the furniture on fire,” the inspector continued. 

Heather didn’t know what she was going to do now. She was so very sad. She stayed 

around the area for a while, but Maria and Tony, the couple who had owned her, had to move 

because their house was destroyed. They couldn’t build a new one until the insurance claim was 

settled so they moved to Los Angeles. Heather didn’t especially want to live in Los Angeles so 

she joined some of her friends who were floating around because they didn’t want to enter an 

instrument just now. Heather kept watching and searching for another set of circumstances that 

could put her back in the same area. After many years of waiting, she finally decided that she 

never would find a situation so perfect and so beautiful again. She had to overcome her sadness 

and her heartbreak. Her friends helped her with this. They advised her that she really needed to 

use her talents in a way that she couldn’t use them while floating around in the sky.  
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Heather finally settled on a piano that was sitting in a music store in Phoenix, in the used 

piano section. It was not anywhere near as glorious or beautiful as the last one she had been in. 

This one had just been purchased by a school that was far removed from the city and had mostly 

Indian children attending it. She had decided that perhaps it would be better to serve in a 

position of helping less fortunate people this time around. She had been so wrapped up in the 

beauty of the last instrument that she actually didn’t feel like she had accomplished much in the 

way of helping anyone. She had been in an atmosphere of content and beauty and uselessness. 

She had been serving as a pet for the ego of her owners. Her friends helped her to see that she 

would be serving a much more useful purpose if she entered the piano going to the school where 

little Indian children could learn about the glories of music. 

After drying her tears and willing herself to forget how beautiful she had been, she 

finally entered the ugly little brown spinet piano on the day it was being delivered to the Indian 

school. Once at the school she was immediately besieged by children. Marty started trying to 

play on the piano with her clumsy hands. Tom and Fred even used their fists on the keyboard. 

At last Mr. Wilson the teacher got control of them and got them to leave her alone.  

 
Mr. Wilson finally had to put a lock on Heather’s cabinet to keep her from being 

destroyed. Then a new teacher, Mr. Johnson, appeared at the school, one who played the piano 

very well. He began giving lessons to the children after school. They couldn’t afford to pay him, 

but he did it because he loved music and he loved the Indian children. He taught them to respect 

the instrument and to take care of it and showed them that they could get it to obey their every 

thought if they treated it right. 
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It took Heather quite awhile to adjust to her new circumstances. Because of the kindly 

new teacher, she really started enjoying helping the Indian children learn about music and learn 

how to play nicely on the keyboard. She served at this school until they finally closed it and the 

children were bussed to a new, bigger school. Those in charge decided the old piano wouldn’t 

fit into the new school and wasn’t needed, so they had it destroyed. Heather was once again 

without an instrument to express through, but this time she was very satisfied with herself for 

what she had accomplished. She was at ease with herself and took a long rest before looking for 

another piano in which she could become involved again in the world of music. 
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Chapter 3 

 

ED’S EXCITING EXPERIENCES 

 

 

The music store was dark and chilly. Those who worked there were leaving for the day. 

“Did you turn down the heat?” Ken the owner asked Ted the sales clerk.  

“Yeah, and I’ll turn out the rest of the lights,” Ted replied.  

“Don’t turn out the neon sign in the window,” Ken said. “I leave that on all night.” The 

sign flashed a bright green all night. It was advertising guitars for sale. 

There were many guitars in the store, all different makes and models, some small, some 

big, some acoustic, some electric. It was no wonder Ed sometimes got depressed. It was so 

boring – just hanging here on the wall of the music store where he’d come after entering the 

guitar at the Junction Musical Instrument Factory.  

 

 
 

He had thought this was just the instrument for him. It was capable of being played in 

many different styles and Ed thought there would be a lot of variety in his life, but this didn’t 

seem to be happening.  

When friends of his were brought back into the store for repair work Ed always took the 

time to talk to them. He wanted to hear all about the very exciting, ever-changing experiences 

they had after being bought by someone and going home with them. But alas, they never had 

these exciting adventures. When he asked his friend Dick, who was in for repairs, Dick said, 

“My owner only picks me up once in a while and he always plays the same thing when he 

does play. He plays the same chords or the same melodies over and over until they’re perfect. 

Once in a while maybe he’ll learn a new song or a new chord.” 
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Ed was getting very discouraged. He was wishing he had chosen a different instrument 

to experience all the many different kinds of music there was. He was stuck inside this guitar 

now and all he could do was hope that someone would buy him and take him home so he could 

get down off of this wall. 

 
A couple of weeks later he overheard Ken, the owner of the store, talking about starting 

an instrument rental plan where a customer could rent a instrument for trial before buying it. 

 “I think that would be a terrible way to live,” Ed said to Dick, who was still there being 

repaired. “You would never belong to anyone and never have a feeling of being safe and 

secure.” 

“Yeah,” Dick answered, “You wouldn’t know how long you would be with the person 

who rented you.”  

“I certainly hope they don’t do that to me,” Ed said. “I can’t imagine a more horrible 

way of life than moving from one place to another for uncertain periods of time.”  
“How could anyone stand that?” Dick replied. 

Wouldn’t you know it Ed was the first guitar chosen to be used as a rental instrument? 

He’d been chosen partly because of his size, he had a nice medium build, and partly because of 

the ease of playing him. His strings were set just the right distance from the neck and were easy 

to press down to get good tones. The next thing Ed knew he was being packed into a case along 

with a couple of picks and a polishing cloth to be used to wipe him off. He was put under the 

counter but only stayed there for a day. The minute the store owner had advertised a rental plan 

Buck and Betty came in and wanted to rent a guitar for their little boy, Nelson. The child was 

only eight years old and they signed him up for lessons with a teacher at the store. 

When Buck and Betty weren’t around Nelson would take Ed out of the case and take a 

pick and pretend he was playing chords. He got very rough and Ed was afraid that he wouldn’t 

be able to stand it much longer. 

One day Buck and Betty came home and found that the baby-sitter had ignored Nelson. 

He was sitting on the floor with the guitar in front of him and treating it terribly. He was mad 

because he couldn’t make pretty sounds and was even kicking the guitar. Buck and Betty 

immediately took Ed back to the music store and turned him in. He was fixed up and given new 

strings and put back into the case to await another rental.  

The next person that rented him was an older boy, a teenager name Mike. Mike already 

knew a few chords and didn’t want lessons, just a book showing him how to make more chords. 

He learned quite a lot on his own and started jamming with some friends. They played rock 

music and Ed was quite happy to at last be able to make music that sounded like something.  
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The teens decided to start their own band. After the first few months of earning money 

from playing, Mike who was renting him decided to buy his own guitar. Ed was quite happy that 

at last he would belong to someone permanently. But when Mike took him to the music store, 

another guitar hanging on the wall caught his eye. He tried it and decided he liked it better and 

bought that one instead of Ed. 

Ed went back under the counter again until a woman named Nancy came in and rented 

him. She knew how to play already but had gone through a bad time financially and couldn’t 

afford to buy a guitar at that time. Still Nancy wanted to keep in practice so she wouldn’t forget 

all she had learned. She had a beautiful singing voice and played finger picking style without 

using picks. She really got a very pretty flowing sound out of the guitar to accompany her voice. 

She sang around at different events and finally was offered a job singing four nights a week at a 

coffee house near the college campus. After working for a while, Nancy decided to purchase a 

guitar. Again Ed got his hopes up, but she also decided on a different model, one that had nylon 

strings and was easier on her fingers. Ed found himself back at the store again. 

While resting under the counter he had time to think about his experiences so far. 

“MAYBE THIS LIFE AS A RENTAL GUITAR ISN’T SO BAD. AFTER ALL, I’M 

CERTAINLY NOT BORED,” he thought. “I’VE HAD THE OPPORTUNITY TO 

EXPERIENCE MANY DIFFERENT KINDS OF MUSIC AND TO GO INTO MANY 

DIFFERENT KINDS OF HOMES.” 
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On his next excursion out into the world Ed got to travel. John who rented him was 

retired and spent most of his time traveling in an old camper. At night in the campgrounds he 

would build a campfire and sit under the stars softly strumming his guitar and humming tunes. 

John never spent more than one night in the same place and he left Ed on the couch in the 

camper so he could pick him up anytime he wanted. There was no room to store the case so he 

didn’t take it with him. Ed got to see many natural wonders of the state and many other beautiful 

areas including the ocean, the desert and the mountains. John never traveled too far from his 

home and there were times when they would return there, especially if he didn’t feel good. This 

started happening more and more often and then one day John passed away. His children took 

Ed back to the store and got a return on the rental money the man had paid in advance. Poor Ed! 

He was back under the counter again awaiting his next assignment. 

Carol came into the store one day looking for a guitar to buy. She couldn’t afford a new 

one and didn’t like any of the used ones the store owner showed her. Then he remembered Ed 

under the counter. Ken knew that Ed had been used quite a lot and had not always been treated 

well. He was getting past the time when he would make a good rental instrumental. Ken could 

sell him for less than anything else he had in the store because he had been used so hard.  

He showed Ed to Carol and she fell in love with the guitar. It played so easily and 

sounded very good. It already had marks and scratches on it so she wouldn’t hesitate to take it 

into the preschools where she worked with children. There wouldn’t be much more they could 

do to it than had already been done, as far as marks and scratches. Carol bought Ed and took 

him home with her.  

The next day Ed started his new life with Carol. They traveled from one preschool to 

another, spending maybe an hour or two in each school. The woman would sit on a little child’s 

chair with the guitar in her lap. The children would sit on a rug in front of her and sing songs. 

Sometimes they would stand and clap their hands in rhythm or march around the room. Other 

times they would take journeys to far off places using their imagination while Carol played the 

guitar and sang, teaching them the words as they went along. At the end of the session, if the 

children had been good, Carol would let each one of them come up and pluck the strings of the 

guitar. She loved to see their eyes light up as they heard the sound their fingers made on the 

strings. They were very gentle and Ed really enjoyed all of it. 
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Carol would spend maybe twenty to thirty minutes with each class in the school and then 

move on to the next class. Babies still wearing diapers learned to clap and march in time with 

the music. She began going into kindergarten and elementary classes also and taught these older 

children to square dance using the guitar to keep the beat while she sang out the moves to them. 

The children always looked forward to Carol’s day with them. She helped them learn 

many things but especially how to look for the good in other children and in their family. She 

gave them hope of a better world through song and dance. She taught them history through the 

words to the songs and she encouraged them to feel the rhythm with their bodies. Even the 

teachers in the preschools said she brightened the place up when she came and said that the 

moment she left the children began asking when she would come again. 

Carol and Ed served the children and the schools in the valley through the trying times 

of riots, fires, floods and earthquakes. During a riot, all the children and the teachers were 

gathered into one building, the doors locked and the blinds drawn. Carol sat in the middle of the 

room with Ed and sang and played for hours while rioting in the streets reached within two 

blocks of the school.  

Another time a building at one school was totally destroyed by a devastating earthquake. 

Carol and Ed served in the single building that was left, doing double classes and even outdoor 

classes for lack of room indoors. Such interesting times these were, such excitement, the kind 

Ed had been longing for. All the time he knew they were helping the children by taking their 

mind off of the troubles taking place in the city at that particular time.  

At one school, they put all the classes together, perhaps fifty children and did a longer 

session. At the end of the session the children would all rush to Carol trying to hug and kiss her. 

Some weeks she was hugged and kissed by more than 500 children. One day the children in this 

large class overwhelmed her and knocked the guitar from her. Ed went flying across the room. 

In their willingness to help they all rushed for him to pick him up but ran into with each other 

and landed on top on him. The body of the guitar was broken and it collapsed causing the strings 

to come flying loose.  
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Ed knew there would be no repairing him this time and realized that he must leave this 

broken body. He was very satisfied with the accomplishments of his life. He had brought joy to 

many people as a rental instrument but he didn’t find his true calling until he went into the 

preschools with Carol. They brought much excitement and joy to the children and influenced 

their lives for the good in many ways. After all, isn’t this the goal of leading a productive, happy 

and satisfying life – by influencing others for the good and bringing joy to their lives? He was 

content and decided that the next time he entered the body of an instrument he would once again 

seek out the same kind of instrument, a guitar. He liked the way it could be played in many 

styles and also the opportunities it provided to serve his fellow man. 
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Chapter 4 

 

BOBBY LOVED THE BASS 

 

 

“WHAT A LIFE I’VE LIVED!” thought Bobby the big bass viol. He was in a 

warehouse of discarded stringed instruments and knew that he would soon have to leave this 

wonderful old body of the bass that he loved so much. He was quite old for a bass and had seen 

hard times when he was younger. Therefore, he was worn out and his owner had decided that he 

was not worth fixing up one more time. 

 
 

 “THE KIDS NOWADAYS DON’T WANT TO PLAY A BIG, STAND-UP BASS,” 

Bobby thought to himself. “THEY WANT THE NEW ELECTRIC BASSES THAT YOU CAN 

HOLD LIKE GUITARS AND PLAY WHILE DANCING AROUND ON STAGE IN A ROCK 

BAND.” Bobby had to face it. He was almost obsolete now except for the classical music field. 
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It all started at the Junction Musical Instrument Factory one afternoon. He had been 

clowning around with some of his friends, going into different instruments and then back out of 

them before the instruments were finished. They were trying to get ideas of which instrument 

they felt more at home in.  

His friend Trent said, “I think I’ll spend the night in this tuba to see how it feels to be 

inside it longer than just a few minutes. Why don’t you do that too?” he asked Bobby. 

 “I think I will,” Bobby replied. “You know I always loved the sound of the bass pedals 

when I was part of the mighty organ ALL.” He chose a big bass viol to enter. The bass was not 

the part he played when he had been inside ALL. He had been a violin, but had really loved the 

sound of the bass. 

He settled down for the night and fell into a very deep sleep because he felt so at peace 

inside the big body of the bass. He slept so soundly that the next morning he didn’t realize that 

the bass had been finished up. When he did finally wake up he was already packed inside a case 

and was being loaded onto a truck for shipment. It was too late to get back out.  

“HELP,” he cried out to himself. “I’M TRAPPED! I’LL HAVE TO SPEND THE REST 

OF MY LIFE INSIDE THIS BASS! OH WELL,” he thought, “I COULDN’T HAVE PICKED 

A BETTER INSTRUMENT AS FAR AS LIKING THE SOUNDS IT MADE.” He settled down 

and became quite content, although he was very curious about where the truck was taking him. 
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It turned out that he was to take up residence at a high school in the western part of the 

country. The truck left him at the school one hot summer day and he was stored in the music 

room along with many other instruments until school started that fall. When fall came he found 

himself to be the instrument chosen by a fairly large, overweight sophomore named Jimmy who 

carted him home every weekend and sometimes during the week also so he could practice. 

“BOY,” thought Bobby, “IT’S ALWAYS SUCH A STRUGGLE GETTING ON AND OFF 

THE SCHOOL BUS. EVEN WHEN JIMMY’S MOTHER COMES TO PICK HIM UP 

THERE’S NO WAY WE CAN GET INSIDE HER CAR SO SHE HAS TO DRIVE THEIR 

CAMPER.” Soon it was clear that it was too much of a struggle for Jimmy. Actually he was 

becoming more interested in sports anyway. Bobby was turned back in to the school at the end 

of that semester. There he sat. No one wanted to play him. The school finally decided to sell 

Bobby. 

 
A young man named Dale read the ad in the paper and decided the price was a good one 

and the bass was in pretty nice shape except for needing new strings. No one had played it much 

by this time so it was almost like new. Dale had not had Bobby very long when he was called 

into the army during World War II. When the army found out that Dale was a musician he was 

assigned to “special services” where he played in a dance band. He was allowed to bring Bobby 

to the army camp with him while the band was forming and then was able to take Bobby with 

him when the band traveled.  

They went wherever American soldiers were fighting. Bobby got see Europe and even 

the South Pacific, which he loved. “I REMEMBER SEEING THE NATIVES IN THEIR 

SMALL CANOES ROWING OUT TO MEET OUR SHIP WHEN IT CAME INTO PORT,” he 

thought to himself. “I ALSO REMEMBER THE BEAUTIFUL FAREWELL SONG THEY 

WOULD SING AS OUR SHIP LEFT AGAIN.” Bobby later got a chance to play this song 

because some of the soldiers in the band remembered it and it was published in the United Sates 

as the Maorian Farewell Song. 

When the war ended Dale was shipped back to the states and still being in special 

services, got to travel all over the country performing with the same dance band. One by one the 

men in the band were discharged and soon the band was broken up – disbanded because it was 

no longer needed. Dale returned to his home in the west and decided to enter college. Bobby 

was thrilled with all the chances to perform that the college offered.  
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Dale started his own small dance band while in college and Bobby was kept quite busy 

playing around the campus. Eventually Dale ended up playing in one of the “big bands” that 

were popular at that time and was even on a weekly radio program for quite awhile. Bobby 

couldn’t imagine a more exciting life than the one he shared with Dale.  

Eventually Dale got married and moved to the Midwest, settled down in a new job and 

raised a family. Bobby spent most of his time propped up against the wall in the recreation 

room. Once in a while Dale would play him. Sometimes this would be for a special solo at a 

church service, other times to fill in for someone in the local symphony orchestra, but most of 

the time he was not used.  

Bobby thought, “FOR A WHILE BEING ABLE TO REST HAD SEEMED QUITE 

NICE, BUT NOW I’M PRETTY TIRED OF HAVING NOTHING TO DO. A PERSON CAN 

STAND NOT BEING NEEDED JUST SO LONG AND THEN A FEELING OF 

USELESSNESS COMES OVER THEM AND TIME JUST SEEMS TO DRAG.”  

 
 

Several years went by like this and then one day Dale ran into one of his old buddies 

Jesse from the band he had played in during the war. They talked over old times and Dale got 

interested in playing again. His buddy, Jesse a trumpet player, said, “Why don’t we call Matt to 

come over? He plays piano, remember?” 

 “Yes and how about calling Brian too. He plays the drums,” responded Dale. They 

began to hold jam sessions once or twice a week to practice.  
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They all loved it and soon they officially formed a band and began playing weekly gigs. 

Bobby was so happy to at last be of some use again. He was pretty badly scratched and dented 

and needed new strings but he still had a great sound. By this time, Dale was a very good bass 

player – among the best in the country, at least of those who still played “big band” music on 

the stand-up bass. A lot of bass players were going to a new-fangled invention, the electric bass.  

“BOY, ARE THOSE NEW BASSES UGLY,” thought Bobby. “SOME ARE WILD 

COLORS AND HAVE LONG SLEEK BODIES. THEY CAN’T MAKE ANY SOUND 

WITHOUT BEING HOOKED UP TO AN ELECTRIC AMPLIFIER. WHAT USE WOULD 

THEY BE IF THE ELECTRIC WENT OFF AT A TIME WHEN THEY WERE SUPPOSED 

TO BE PERFORMING?” Bobby wondered. He began to feel quite smug about himself. He 

thought to himself, “THE GREAT ORCHESTRAS IN THE CITIES STILL USED STAND-UP 

BASSES. THEY DON’T WANT THE SOUND OF THE NEW UPSTARTS – THOSE 

ELECTRIC MONSTERS! CLASSICAL MUSIC WILL ALWAYS USE THE BIG BASS 

VIOL,” he mused.  

Bobby had loved it when Dale filled in for one of the orchestras and also when he played 

solos at church. For these occasions Dale would use a bow instead of plucking it with his fingers 

as he did when playing pop music. What beautiful sounds would come out of him when the bow 

was used. He especially remembered how beautiful Beethoven’s “Moonlight Sonata” was when 

played as a solo on the bass. He also loved some of Bach’s music when played by string 

ensembles. 

Bobby kept feeling more and more big-headed and that he was better than those “cheap” 

gaudy electric basses. At the same time that he was feeling this way, the electric basses were 

becoming more and more popular. “WHAT IT WOULD BE LIKE TO BE IN ONE OF THOSE 

SMALL, TIGHT, LITHE, SLEEK, COLORFUL NEW BODIES,” Bobby wondered. 

“THEY’RE HARD AS ROCKS AND CAN’T DO ANYTHING WITHOUT ELECTRICITY.” 

But more and more people were going this way. The band Dale played with was one of the last 

to still use a stand-up bass. Actually, it was one of the last bands around in that area to play “big 

band” music. 

Bobby remembered well the last dance he played for. It was the “Diamond Jubilee Ball,” 

a fund raiser for the local hospital. It was a society affair attended by all the doctors and their 

spouses and all the rich people who supported the fund raising drive. They were all there in their 

beautiful clothes. It actually was the end of an era, an era that Bobby had enjoyed very much. 

Dale hadn’t played for a long time because the band hadn’t been getting much work. His 

fingers were bleeding due to his being out of practice. At intermission, he put adhesive tape over 

the blisters on his fingers, but this didn’t help much. The blood continued to run out from behind 

the tape and down Bobby’s strings. Then the tape began to get sticky and add to the mess.  

Before the dance was over, Dale had called his son, Mac, to bring his new-fangled 

electric bass down to the dance and finish playing the dance job for him. “THIS IS SO 

HUMILIATING,” Bobby thought. “WHAT A HORRIBLE END TO MY CAREER.” He felt 

this was the end due to many factors – Dale’s age, his own age and bad condition and now the 

sticky bloody strings only added insult to injury. Also, the times were changing and people no 

longer wanted “big band” music. They wanted the new rock and roll and this was why the new 

fangled electric basses were so popular. 

Bobby was very sad that night as Dale drove him home. To make matters worse, the 

other members of the band really liked the sound of the electric bass and the different feel it 

gave the music. Dale was depressed and so was Bobby. He began really listening and paying 

attention when Mac practiced on his electric bass and had a group of friends over to jam. 

 “I GUESS I’D BETTER GET USED TO IT.” Bobby thought to himself. “I’D BETTER 

FIND OUT HOW IT WORKS BECAUSE I MIGHT HAVE TO ENTER ONE OF THOSE 

BODIES MYSELF SOMEDAY.” He knew he was on his way out, not just him, personally, but 
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all string basses, as far as the popular music field went. Even though Bobby loved classical 

music, he really loved the pop field much more. He didn’t even want to think about a life 

without his beloved pop music.  

During this time period of his life, Bobby really had to work on his feelings about the 

electric basses. “I STILL DON’T THINK THEY HAVE ANY ‘HEART AND SOUL’ TO 

THEM BECAUSE OF THE ELECTRICITY IT TAKES TO BE ABLE TO PLAY THEM,” he 

thought. “I ALSO HATE THE NEW, LEAN, SLEEK BODIES WITH THEIR COLORFUL 

COATS OF PAINT. I STILL THINK THEY LOOK AND SOUND CHEAP.” He soon began to 

realize that the whole world was changing and that as the kids grew up they would not hear 

much of the stand-up bass, only the electric bass. It truly was the end of an era – the beginning 

of a new age of music that really began sweeping the country by storm. 

Dale “hung it up” at this time. He never played the bass again. In fact, his fingers were 

sore and tender for a long time after that last dance at the “Diamond Jubilee Ball” because they 

had become infected. When his fingers finally healed, Dale decided to donate Bobby to a charity 

group. Even this group could find no use for Bobby and he was “put out to pasture,” you might 

say, and found himself on the floor of the old warehouse, just waiting for the end.  

This gave him a lot of time to think about the new way of life that was overtaking every 

aspect of living that he was familiar with. This was progress, he realized and the best thing he 

could do was to leave the body of the big old bass viol that he loved so much. After a long rest, 

he would make plans to enter one of those new, sleek, slim bodies and start out on a new 

venture.  

 
 

After all, with the experience of this past lifetime still with him, he just knew he could 

get some really great stuff out of one of those new fangled electric basses. He began to realize 

that the future is always built upon the past; that the good experiences of the past are not 

discarded and wasted. They are put into the new experiences by using them as a basis or a 

platform to build a new life and a new world on. 
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This series of New Millennium NoteBooks 

will hopefully further our understanding of 

things that happened long ago and far away 

from the time period we are experiencing 

now. Analogies are used in many places to 

help with understanding. Teaching through 

the use of analogies will be the trend of 

education for the future – AnalogicThought. 

While contemplating these NoteBooks I 

hope you will allow yourself to imagine 

that perhaps I have been given incredible 

insight into some of the mysteries of the 

universe. Please allow your mind to expand 

and wonder “what if” it all took place as 

being presented. 


