A Musical Bribe

	Is this a bribe?
After the recent move to Raton, New Mexico, and before starting classes at the new school, dad called me to talk to him after dinner. 
 “Julie, your mother and I have been talking and think it would be a good idea if you and your sister started playing an instrument in the school band.  This will allow you to have a ready-made group to belong to in each new school,” Dad said.
“Dad, I don’t even know which instrument I want to play,” I replied.
He quickly responded, “I think you should play the trumpet, and you can use my trumpet since I continue to move it with us.
“What?  I didn’t know you played the trumpet.  How come we have never talked about this?” I asked.
“Oh, that’s a long time ago,” Dad said.  “Let me go get it,” Dad said as he anxiously went to his bedroom to search for the black case.  Returning to the living room, Dad poetically opened the case, attached the mouthpiece to the trumpet, and began playing music he had memorized years ago.
“Wow, you’re pretty good, Dad,” I enthusiastically replied, “But I’m still not sure this is the instrument I want to play.”  
Dad then threw in the clincher.  “I’ll tell you what, if you play the trumpet, I will deposit $35 to your savings account,” he said, grinning like a Cheshire cat.
Holding the trumpet in my hands, inspecting it from all angles, I noticed a few dings here and there, along with discoloration on the brass instrument.  Dad saw my inquisitive look while scouring the trumpet and quickly pulled out the polishing cloth from the case.  He grabbed it back from me and soon had it glistening like a spit shine on black leather shoes.
Before agreeing to the deal left on the table, I questioned how I would learn to play the instrument and the music.  Dad said he would devote time each night after dinner to teaching me the fingering on the trumpet, the music, and whatever I needed to be successful.  Each day in band class, I acted as if I was playing the trumpet while at the same time watching the fingering of the boy sitting next to me.  The band director probably knew what I was doing, but fortunate for me, he never called me on it.  
I started playing Dad’s trumpet that year as a seventh grader, not knowing a single note and continued throughout my high school years.  
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