What It All Means

Three Guitars, each purchased 11 years apart came together in the basement one night and changed each other’s strings.

They traded stories about a guy they once knew.  

Georgie described the guy as a sensitive poet who wore his heart on his sleeve.

Bessie insisted that he was a passionate fool who kept his heart in a box.

Henry spoke of a clever man who had no heart at all.

All three were so very right and so very wrong.

He was merely a man wearing a box on his sleeve that some speculated held a heart.

Still, through it all…

They played his music.

And he listened.

And he still does.

Perhaps it will all make sense tomorrow.

