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            Dedication

            For all who tirelessly champion the inherent worth of every individual, and for those who believe that true dignity is found in the opportunity to fulfill one's potential. May this story be a gentle reminder that a humane level of health care, education, income, and security are the foundational notes upon which every life's beautiful melody can steadily unfold.
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        Sarah loved the tuba. It was a big, shiny, golden beast, much taller than she was when it stood on its end. Sarah was a quiet girl, ten years old, with soft brown hair that always fell into her eyes. She liked to sit in the back of the class, watching the clouds outside the window. But when she picked up her tuba, she felt a different kind of quiet – a deep, rumbling hum that started in her chest and filled the whole room. She wasn't very good yet. Sometimes the notes came out wobbly, like a lost cow. Sometimes they sounded like a giant sigh. But she loved the feeling of the brass against her lips, the way her breath made such a big sound. It was a secret, happy feeling she kept mostly to herself.


Her friends, Johnny and Ubluriaq, didn't get it. They were always talking about soccer practice or the new video game levels they’d beaten.


"Why do you play that big horn, Sarah?" Johnny asked one afternoon, kicking at a pebble in the schoolyard.


Ubluriaq nodded, her ponytail bouncing. "It's so heavy! And band isn't really... you know... cool."


Sarah's cheeks grew warm. She tried to explain. "It's not just a big horn. It makes the low notes. It holds the whole song up."


But her words felt small and weak next to their bright, quick talk about goals and high scores. They just shrugged, and the talk moved on to the next exciting thing. Sarah felt a little sting, a tiny crack in her happy tuba feeling. She wished they could see what she saw in the shiny, round bells of her instrument.
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