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            Dedication

            For every person who has been made to feel small. May you find the courage to make your own joyful noise, for the song of your soul is worthy of being heard.
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        Peter loved the word ‘talent.’ It sounded like a popped bubble or a secret wish. When the principal, Mr. Gable, announced the annual school talent show in the noisy gym, Peter felt a fizz of excitement in his chest. This was it. This was his year.


His best friend, George, was going to do a magic trick. “I’m going to make my dad’s lucky quarter disappear,” George whispered to Peter as they walked back to class. “What are you gonna do?”


Peter shrugged, but inside his head, a hundred ideas were bouncing around like super balls. He could tell jokes. But what if no one laughed? He could do a wild dance. But his feet always got tangled up, and he usually ended up looking like a flamingo trying to escape a paper bag. He could sing. He stood in front of the bathroom mirror that night and sang his favorite song from the radio. He sounded less like a pop star and more like a sad frog. No, singing was out.


He needed something different. Something special. Something loud.


The idea came the next evening. His mom was making her famous spaghetti, and the kitchen was full of steam and the wonderful smell of garlic. Peter was setting the table when his elbow bumped a stack of pot lids. They went skittering across the floor with a magnificent, crashing, shivering CLANG-G-G-G-G!


His little sister, Judy, covered her ears. “Peter!”


But Peter didn't hear her. He was staring at the lids, a huge grin spreading across his face. The sound was still ringing in the air. It wasn't just noise. It was music.


“That’s it,” he said, his eyes wide. “A one-man band.”


For the next week, the house was filled with Peter’s joyful noise. The kitchen became his workshop. He found his instruments everywhere. The giant soup pot, when turned upside down, made a deep, booming BOM! It was the heart of his band. Two shiny saucepan lids were his cymbals, crashing together with a sound that made the cat jump. He taped a handful of dried beans inside a small metal box, and it became a shaker. Chicka-chicka-chicka.


His greatest invention was his helmet. He took the metal colander, the one with all the little holes, and put it on his head. Then he found two wooden spoons. He could play a fast little beat right on his own head. Tappity-tap-tappity-TANG!
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