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Michael J. Scott, man of little talent. He had lived his live and, so he thought, 
was relatively happy. He couldn’t claim to have had many adventures or 
performed any heroic deeds but after all, we know those are just things of 
stories. No, Michael was happy. His wife and 2.2 kids were well cared for, his 
job at the insurance center was comfy and well paying, and he enjoyed spending 
the weekends either in his matchbook garden or in and around the small town he 
called home. Basically he had the picture perfect life and, even more importantly, 
he knew he did. Michael was never a troubled man, wracked with doubt or self-
loathing. He never wondered about his place in the universe or wether his 
beliefs were sound. His biggest complaints were those of a clogged gutter or a 
noisy child. 

One bright sunday afternoon, Michael and his family had enjoyed a quiet 
lunch on their back patio, over looking the sea. They really had a perfect view, 
up on a cliff side so they could see over their neighbors straight to the beach. 
The sun was out and the wind of minimal. Michael’s wife, Samantha, had 
thrown together a big tuna salad and the family had happily gorged themselves. 
Now Michael was enjoying the sunshine while Samantha washed the dishes 
inside. The kids had run of to play with the neighbors and he could hear their 
shouts and laughter from where he sat. 

It was a perfect day for the beach. The tide was out and the beach was empty 
of the usual flotsam and jetsam that littered the dunes. Many families had taken 
advantage of the gorgeous day to frolic on the beach. Michael could count close 
to fifteen kites strung up in the clouds. There were dogs barking and children 
laughing, lovers on a secluded stroll, and plenty of people out in the waves 
surfing or swimming to their hearts content. 

Michael let out a huge sigh, what more could he really want on a day like 
this? And almost as if in answer, a new sound entered the cacophony. It was 
unusual, floating up from the surrounding neighborhood, almost as if the wind 
was captured in musical form. It flowed and trilled along with the outside noises, 
both harmonizing with the children and somehow ignoring them, going it’s own 
path. Michael, not having a musical bone in his body, couldn’t tell guitar from an 
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accordion but he knew that this was unlike anything he had ever experienced 
before. 

He stood, leaving his Ikea patio chair behind and peered out over the railing. 
Most of his neighbors had fled the confines of their houses for the more 
refreshing sunshine. They were lounging on their porches on in hammocks on 
their lawn. He could see the kids flitting from house to house or else running 
down the street, armed to the teeth with super soakers and water balloons. But 
none of these people were the source of the supernatural melody. 

Michael was getting more and more frantic in his search. He thought about 
calling down, maybe someone else knew where the music was coming from. But 
no one else seemed to hear it. Or if they did, they weren’t enjoying it, they 
weren’t curious as to it’s source. Michael felt like his ears would burst if he could 
locate the music. It was so pure, so natural, he couldn’t believe any one person 
could make that sound. Right as he was on the verge of calling to Betts, his 
nearest elderly neighbor, he saw her. 

Unlike everyone else, she had chosen to stay inside on this perfect of days. 
Her only recognition of the sunshine was the open window which allowed her 
music to drift up the cliffside to Michael’s wanting ears. She was playing… well 
Michael thought it was called a cello, yet no cello he had heard had ever come 
close to this. If what she was playing was called music then Michael didn’t know 
what he had been listening to for the last forty years. 

Without thinking, Michael was moving through his house and out the front 
door. He heard Samantha call after him, confused at his action, but he didn’t 
stop. He had to find out who this woman was. He waved to Betts as he passed, 
with less than his usual friendly smile. For once in his life, Michael was a man on 
a mission. 

He arrived on the doorstep not minutes after leaving his own house. But now 
that he was here he was struck with crippling anxiety. This was not a house he 
knew, and Michael knew all his neighbors. Somehow he had overlooked this 
one. The house was usually empty, seemingly vacant. Most of the neighbors 
passed it off as a vacation house but Michael couldn’t think of a time when 
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someone had visited. Almost as if reading his thoughts the music changed. It was 
charged now, short and sharp, as if the musician couldn’t touch her bow to 
strings for more then the briefest of seconds. It was a straining, yearning tone, as 
if two different beings were trying to play two different songs on the same 
instrument. It raced faster and faster and Michael knew it soon would have to 
climax. He wanted to wait and see how long the woman could keep up such 
speed but as it continued on, Michael realized she had no limit. He must meet 
her. He rang the doorbell and, in perfect harmony with the chimes, the tune 
climaxed and diminished. Soon it was gone completely. 

Michael suddenly realized what he had done, the music had stopped for him. 
How could he let that happen? He thought about running away or calling 
through the window to never mind, he shouldn’t have intruded. But before he 
could act the door swung open. She was young. Not so young that Michael felt 
weird talking to her alone, but younger than Michael could have guessed. He 
long brown hair danced neatly at her shoulders and she was wearing a simple 
black dress. It wasn’t form-fitting or meant to show off anything just simple and 
elegant, not encouraging a wayward glance but not preventing it either. As 
Michael took in her simple beauty, the girl stared at him waiting for him to 
speak. 

Michael caught himself, “Er hi. Are you new in town?”
The girl continued to peer at him, as if she was unsure at exactly what he 

was.
Michael barked with nervous laughter, “Well, um, the name’s Michael. I live 

on top of the hill there.” He couldn’t tear his eyes from hers. They were dark 
pools with only the slightest hint of brown. The more he stared the more he felt 
himself being sucked in. “Um I heard you music.”


