The Flautist
By Mike Crompton

Talk about a major talent. Fauntleroy was absolutely brilliant. Ever since having to choose an instrument for his high school music classes, for which he chose the flute, his musical ability blossomed. Fauntleroy however hated his name and frequently thought that in choosing it his parents may have been inspired by the song ‘A boy named Sue’ written and sung by the famous Johnny Cash. Life was indeed tough for a guy named Sue and Fauntleroy too. He was often referred to as ‘Fauntleroy the Flautist’. 
The boys in his class and throughout the school however often called him many things that are far less complementary. Nerd, geek and sissy were favorites from guys in the ‘in crowd’. They had chosen tubas, trumpets, guitars and even drums that they considered much manlier. But the flute? Come on how geeky can you get? 

Despite the ribbing, teasing and name calling Fauntleroy’s play soon grew to the maestro or genius level. This resulted in a constant demand for him to play at events for all kinds of gatherings, particularly but not restricted to those of a serious classical music nature.
On one such occasion he was asked to play his brilliant adaptation for the flute of Rimski-Korsakov’s Flight of the Bumble Bee. Fauntleroy’s adaptation was considered one of the ‘Seven wonders of the musical world’. The recital was to be held in the huge opera house, the pride of the city due to its wonderful sound acoustics. The problem was that not only was Fauntleroy a bit of a geek, he had trouble with pronunciation and he just knew he would have problems with the composer’s name. He was pathologically afraid he would pronounce Rimski-Korsakov as ‘rip your corsets off’ or some similar inane mispronunciation. He practiced for hours every day correctly saying the composer’s name until he had it down perfectly every time. 
On the evening of the recital, it came his turn to perform. He was more than a little nervous at having to announce the piece and the composer. He began “I would now like to play for you my adaptation of Rimski-Korsakov’s”, wow he said to himself I got it right, I got it right what a relief, “The Bum of the Flyttle Bee”. Needless to say, he was mortified as some of the audience laughed, others cried “Shame” and many left booing. The night was not one of his most successful and it took months for him to get over it or for him to be asked to perform at other prestigious events.
He did perform in a play about a town called Hamlin that was over-run with rats. He didn’t really like being referred to as ‘The Pied Piper’. After all he was a world-famous flautist not a simple piper and certainly not ‘pied’ whatever was meant by that. But it was a source of income. Other engagements were few and far between, he even sank to the level of performing as a musical clown at children’s parties. Oh, how the mighty had fallen!
For a while he gave up playing the flute and tried to learn other instruments, but it soon became obvious his huge talent was restricted to the flute. He became so depressed and uncommunicative that his family and friends worried about his mental state and possible suicide. They came to his rescue and not only helped him overcome his depression but prompted him to start advertising his availability to perform once again. 

It worked. He received a request to join, as the soloist guest of honor, a huge concert that was celebrating the city’s centennial. It would be a grand affair. He would be able to play the piece of his choice as well as join the orchestra as the lead wood wind instrument. It was the opportunity of opportunities and would restore not only his confidence but his stature within the music world.
He decided that he would play his very expensive vintage flute that was presently lovingly wrapped and stored in the attic. On the night of the concert, he took it to the opera house still wrapped to avoid any damage to the instrument that was his pride and joy.
The hall began to fill and the orchestra began tuning up ready to play the overture. Fauntleroy waited until the very last minute to unwrap his flute. The time was ready. The conductor gave a grand wave of his baton and the orchestra, with great gusto, struck up the opening number. 

Alas at the flute solo it only squeaked and squawked a few very discordant notes. Fauntleroy’s frantic efforts to squeeze out appropriately flute like sounds from his pride and joy failed horribly. The performance was stopped, and Fauntleroy was asked to leave the building. His shame was total and shedding broken hearted tears he vowed never again to play the flute or any other instrument. 

On arriving home, he went to the garden shed to collect the huge logging axe he kept there. Returning to the house he placed his now ‘not so loved expensive vintage flute’ on the floor and viciously attacked it with the axe. Large chunks flew in all directions until totally exhausted from the onslaught he stepped back and sat sobbing at the kitchen table. Looking at the carnage he noticed a movement and was stunned to see a huge mass of spider’s webs discharging a veritable army of spiders of all shapes and sizes. It was hard to imagine how totally blocked the flute must have been with such a multitude of arachnids living within. Now, way too late, he realized what had caused his total humiliation at the concert. Too late he looked at the remains of his pride and joy and realized his musical days were over. 
Fauntleroy now runs a hot dog stand outside the local baseball stadium. Few remember his heydays of musical genius. For that he is grateful as he tries to forget those days of humiliation. He does have music playing in the background of his stall, but it is mostly pop or country and western.
If you don’t want to be served a poisonous hot dog, you must never mention flutes or spiders within a mile of his stall. There is no antidote for his particular brand of vengeful poison, and he will surely wish that death comes to you painfully and slowly. Fauntleroy has a long memory.

