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      The man heard a sound outside his door, so he opened it.  There, lying beside a puddle of sour water was a standup string bass, its wood surface dulled by a layer of filth. 
 
     “You look awful, you poor thing,” he said as he moved towards The Bass.
 
     “I’ve had a bad day,” replied The Bass.  The man lifted the instrument and brought it into his room.  He took a towel from his closet and began cleaning the streaks of mud and grime from the skin of The Bass.  “You are very kind,” The Bass whispered.  The man was silent.
 
     “It is so cold in here,” said The Bass.  The man put more logs on the fire.  The room warmed instantly.
 
     “It is so dark in here,” said The Bass.  The man opened the dusty blinds and threw open the old curtains on all of the windows.  The room filled with sunlight.
 
     “It is so … gray in here,” said The Bass.  The man smiled, grabbed his paint brush, and splashed the walls with greens, reds, oranges and yellows.
 
     “It is very nice in here,” said The Bass.
 
     “It is now,” said the man.
 
     “I look beautiful,” said The Bass.  “You’ve saved me.”
 
     “I just washed away a little dirt,” said the man.
 
     “Touch me,” pleaded The Bass.  The man carefully lifted the bass upright, his fingers gingerly gripping its neck.  He pulled The Bass close to him, and then touched The Bass’ strings.  
 
     The Bass sang its glorious song, its soul pounding out the chords.  The man hummed along, his heart beating to the rhythm of The Bass.  The pace quickened. The melody awakened.  The beat strengthened.  The man’s heart nearly burst.  Then they danced.  And they danced.  And they lived … a dream.
 
     Hours passed, which melted into days.  And still, they danced.
 
     The man bought a hat like a jazz man he had seen once on an album cover, or perhaps it was in a movie.  He bought a shiny jacket, shiny shoes and shiny black sunglasses.  He and The Bass went out on the town.
 
     They walked into the club, and heads turned.  He scooped The Bass up in his arms and they leapt to the stage.  He turned to the crowd, saw all the faces, and remembered his fear.  
 
     “Let’s play,” The Bass whispered in his ear, the sound of wonderful things hanging in its tone.  His fear was gone.  With the grace of a cat stalking its prey, he touched The Bass’ strings.  
 
     The Bass sang its glorious song, its soul pounding out the chords.  The man sang along, his heart beating to the rhythm of The Bass.  The pace quickened. The melody awakened.  The beat strengthened.  The man’s heart nearly burst.  The faces in the crowd watched in awe, then joy, then awe.  Then they danced.  And they danced.  And they lived … a dream.
 
     Days passed, and the man noticed changes.  The Bass’ soul began to fade, and one day, they quit dancing.
 
     “What’s wrong?” asked the man.
 
     “It is time for me to go,” said The Bass.
 
     “But … you can’t go.”  The man sat down and covered his face with his hands.  The Bass stood high above him.
 
     “Why not?” asked The Bass.
 
     The man looked up, tears in his eyes, “Because I love you.”
 
     “You don’t love me,” said The Bass.  “You love yourself when you are with me.”
 
     And then The Bass was gone.
 
     The fire burned through its final log, and the room became cold.  The man closed his blinds and curtains, and the color began to peel off of the walls in narrow vertical strips.  The room was dark, his soul bled, and he wept in his sea of gray.
 
     He wept for hours, which melted into days.  One day, his weeping stopped.  He stood up, opened the blinds, and smiled.  He burst out of his house and ran to the store.  There, he found a brand new standup string bass.  He whispered to it.  The bass was silent.  He purchased it and took it to the great park.
 
     In the warmth of the sun and amid the glorious orchestra of nature, he pulled the bass close to his body, gently gripped its neck, closed his eyes, took a deep soothing breath, and touched its strings.
 
     He made the bass sing his glorious song, his soul pounding out the chords.  The man sang, the bass beating to the rhythm of his heart.  His pace quickened.  His melody awakened.  His beat strengthened.  His heart nearly burst.  The faces of the world watched in awe, then joy, then awe.  Then he danced.  And he danced.  And he lived … his dream.
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