
			A Guitar For Me
   A beautiful, brand new black and amber Stella guitar. And
it was all mine! Who could believe it? I ran my hand over the
body of the instrument, trying to take it all in. I couldn’t wait
to play it.
     My mother and I were in Stevenson Music, downtown Albert
Lea. “Cece” Turner, the bald-headed, spectacled store manager
with huge lips, after being told I was teaching myself to play guitar, 
had just guided us to this inexpensive beginner model.
      In my eyes, it might as well have been a Les Paul. It was 
definitely a step up from what I had been playing.
      After Mom asked “Do you have a payment plan?, and promised
to pay two dollars a week until it was paid off, we left the store with
my precious cargo. I was dreaming of all the songs I could play on it.
     Music always rang through our family life. In his younger days, Dad
had played fife in a drum and bugle corps, as well as another instrument
 or two. He still enjoyed singing with the family whenever we began
our impromptu concerts. We often sang favorite songs at the top of our
lungs as we traveled in the car.
     Mom played a little ragtime piano. Rosie’s instrument of choice was
her one hundred twenty-base accordion. Sharon had played the coronet
until, during one of the family’s health or financial crises, she decided our
parents couldn’t afford the payments to keep it.
      Then Daddy had died last winter.
      My sister, Nancy and her fiance’, Roy had recently bought flat-topped
guitars and were learning to play them. Nancy played hers Hawaiian style,
with a steel. At just barely five feet tall, she was the June Carter, to Roy’s
six-foot Johnny Cash. They enjoyed picking out the latest country tunes.
     When not being played, Nancy’s guitar hung on her bedroom wall, 
providing too much temptation for someone who loves music the way I do.
      When she was at work or otherwise away from home, I’d sometimes 
sneak into her room, take the guitar off the wall, and strum away. I don’t 
know how long it took for the strumming to become something resembling
music, but I was hooked.
       Nancy was not happy with me doing this. She’d scold me, “Linda,
don’t you realize when you take it off the wall, you could drop my guitar,
smashing it to smithereens?”
        After our many skirmishes and Nancy getting married, taking the guitar
with her, Aunt Martha came to the rescue. Her son, Irvin, had played guitar
while serving in the Army. After returning home, he left the instrument with 
her. It was in pretty rough shape, but she offered, “If you want it, it’s yours.”
     I didn’t have to be asked twice. I took that thing and played it, gluing it
when necessary, until it finally, totally fell apart. That was one sad day,
leading up to our trip to the music store. Desperate times called for desperate
measures.
       After getting the prized instrument, I sang, along with my sisters, every song
we could think of. I even kept a spiral notebook which listed titles of songs we
might want to sing or learn. I even practiced until I could play my own version
of “Malaguena.”
      Mom often joined in with the songs she knew when we girls began to sing.
I think for her the music brought back happier times when Dad was alive.
       We three youngest girls were sometimes called upon to provide music for a
bridal shower or some other church event. That guitar and our singing got us
Through some pretty rough patches.
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