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The Harp 

  

 

“Jesse Combs, how many times do I have to say this? Getting into fights over whether or 

not you’re a better football player? Punching? Kicking? It’s getting obsessive! You’re going to 

get kicked from the team if you continue this.” Mr. Blakes, my school’s athletic director, 

slammed his hand down on his desk, raddling all the trophies he had. This grown man is upset 

that I laid a few punches on Lance O'Brien. Oh yes, he was a great friend of mine, but he’s just 

not nice to talk to anymore. 

 Mr. Blakes isn’t the type of person you want to talk to either, especially when it’s 7:27 

A.M. and school hasn’t started yet. His intimidating expression and his brute appearance isn’t 

something you want to see. The reasons you need to see him are the bad thing though. You’re 

only sent to his office when you do something major, or, in this case, minor. 

 I said, “I only gave him a few punches, and I-” 

 “Enough Jesse, enough. I’ve had enough with your excuses and fights over whether or 

not who should be this year’s quarterback. I’m sending you home.” Mr. Blakes pointed to the 

door. 

 Another mid-day suspension? This is the third time it happened this school year, and 

classes started a month ago. I knew my father’s scoldings were going to be longer and more 

painful to go through. And, who knows? I might get my computer taken away for the 26th time 

this year. 



 

 After driving home in a silent car brimful of fury, my father grabbed me by the collar and 

brought me to my room. “What do you think you’re doing? You’re going to get yourself kicked 

from the team… possibly expelled from school as well! You better fix your attitude mister.” My 

father slammed the door on the way out. 

 After two hours in my bedroom with nothing to do other than cry away all these bad 

things, I stepped outside for some food in the kitchen. On the way to the fridge, my father 

noticed me and I said in a quick manner, “I’m sorry, dad! Please don’t-” 

Dad said, “I’ve composed myself as well. I’m sorry for yelling at you in such a menacing 

manner. Why don’t you go take a walk through the woods... that’s what I did. Plus, it’s gorgeous 

outside right now.” I expected him to laugh as if he was joking about what he just said, but my 

father actually nodded towards the window, and he wasn’t lying. Outside was the most beautiful 

thing I have ever seen. 

The leaves of the oak tree blew side to side with the song of the gentle wind. Through 

these little dances, rays of sunshine peeked out to say hello. The forest radiated with welcoming 

branches and graceful chords. I was utterly speechless. 

I stepped outside and ran into the forest as if it was calling my name. I ran through the 

maze of trees only to find a lone river abundant with rocks rising up out of its waters. Pushed by 

my instinct, I was surprised by what I found beside the river. 

A golden harp was laid next to a note. The note had worn edges and noticeable stains and 

looks like it went through a lot only to be left beside an abandoned river. I picked up this letter 

that resembled something of an artifact. It read the following: 

  

“Dear Adventurer, 



 

 

When I was in sixth grade, my literature teacher had some sort of obsession with 

assigning short story homework. I remember those assignments; They were easy, but very time 

taking. But, that’s not really what I want to tell you. 

One of these assignments were on a book titled The Harp, and it was amongst the best of 

all the books that I have read. This little boy named John had a harp that was thought to grant 

wishes. He loves to play baseball competitively, and one day, he was playing catch with his best 

friend. He accidentally threw the ball too hard over an argument about who was better at 

baseball. This caused his friend to fall over just like a skyscraper does when it is undergoing 

demolition. 

Not knowing what to do, John raced to his room to get his magical harp. He wished that 

his best friend would be saved from the trap he is in, then played with harmonious chords. He 

went back outside to find that his best friend was alive and well as if nothing happened. 

I would like to inform you that I once played that harp to heal my best friend. I would 

also like to inform you that this story is true, except the little boy’s name is Floyd and you must 

wish for the right thing in the right way. You can’t directly change someone’s physical 

appearance, or change what they think or do. Wishing in this way could bring major 

consequences. Why? Well, you can’t just have a way of granting a wish without rules. That’s 

like asking a blue genie for the love of a princess in a fictional movie. You have to work for it. 

You have this rare opportunity to wish for anything; Money, fame, power, popularity - 

even a quarterback position. But, that wouldn’t fix your friendship with your best friend, now 

would it? I could’ve wished to be a pitcher, but I wanted my friend instead. 

 



 

Good luck in your travels. 

- Floyd Herman” 

 

 Astonished by this letter and it’s calling, I realized that the people you meet in life are 

more important than the things you possess. But I also realized how random it was. 

 I decided to wish for a second chance to be friends with Lance. He was my first friend at 

school, even before we knew that there was a football team for the school. We started playing 

football at the same time - together! If I lost Lance as a friend, I don’t think I would be able to 

live and function in the same way I do. I feel like I could live out the rest of my life with the 

happiness and excitement I feel when I’m inside this mysterious forest. 

 With my wish in mind, I say out loud, “I wish for a second chance with Lance. I desire it 

so badly, and I feel like I can’t sincerely live without him.” 

I played the harp, and the melody of it danced along to the tempo of perfection. I stopped 

playing, and the harp started to glow. Then, I heard a phone beeping in the distance. I went to 

investigate, but it’s as if my energy was abruptly drained away. I started to walk, but I felt so 

tired… too tired... 

 All of a sudden, I was in my bedroom lying on my bed. What just happened? Was it a 

dream? I stared around my room noticed nothing different. I went to look out my window, but I 

saw depressed rain clouds dripping water onto land. I was rather hungry, so I stepped outside of 

my room to go to the kitchen to get some food. 

 M father was watching the television when he noticed me and I said in a quick manner, 

“I’m sorry, dad! Please don’t-” 



 

“I’ve composed myself as well. I’m sorry for yelling at you in such a menacing manner. 

While you were sleeping, Lance called. He wanted to talk to you and discuss a way to work 

things out. You can call him back if you would like, the phone is on the table-” Then, he got 

interrupted by the phone ringing, just like it did in the forest. 

 It was Lance calling. Why would he want to talk to me after what I just did? Then I 

realized - What if this was my second chance? I raced to the phone to pick it up. “Hey, Lance!” I 

said, hoping he was in a good mood. 

 “Hey Jesse, how’s it going?” he replied in a spirited tone. 

 “It’s going great so far… are you ok? I seriously didn’t mean to get so angry at you when 

I punched you.” 

 “Punched me? You did way more than punch me, but it’s fine. I’m at my house playing 

video games - I guess being injured has its benefits! You get free school days off!” 

 I laughed. “Well, I guess being suspended has its benefits too. I’m at my house just like 

you!” 

 “Haha, glad to hear!” I never heard him in such a great mood. “So, I guess I’ll cut right to 

the chase. Do you still want to be a quarterback? If so, I could totally tell Mr. Blakes to allow 

you to do so!” 

 I was stunned by what he just said. “No, you can have it. I’m sorry for what I did.” 

 Lance said, “Don’t worry! I believe in second chances.” So, it’s true... I can’t believe that 

my dream is actually true. 


