The Birth of Music
In one of the early civilizations of man, in a little mud village, something was about to be born, except that it already existed, and had always been there. But it was going to be given shape.
Zoom in on the village, to a mud hut that belonged to three craftsmen. They shared the hut, each man working on his craft. The first craftsman made bones for the fortune tellers
, hollowing them out, carving the fortunes on the inside with a little tool, then plugging the holes. The second craftsman made bows, creating the bowstrings from animal sinew himself, insuring quality. The third craftsman made baskets and animal skins, believing being flexible would see him through economic troubles. You never knew when the bottom would fall out of the wicker basket industry. They had been craftsmen for years, but today something would change.
The first craftsman picked up a long bone he had been working on. He had already cut the ends off, hollowed it out, and bored holes in the side so he could check to see if the fortunes were right. He looked inside, and realized that there was still dried marrow left. He raised bone to his lips, covered the holes with one hand, and blew in one end. 

Fwah.
He stopped. He had blown material out of bones thousands of times before, but this time it sounded… different. He looked at the top of the bone, and realized he had left one hole uncovered. Gingerly, he covered that one up too, and blew in the bone. The remaining marrow came out, with out fanfare. He looked at the bone again, and uncovered the hole again, as well as two out of the other five. He blew in it again.

Fweh.

It whistled again, but this time sounded… different. And he liked it. While this was happening, the second man was stringing a bow. He stretched the animal sinew string, and hooked it on the ends of the bow. He gave it an experimental pluck the test the tension.

Twang.
He stopped. He had tested strings thousands of times before, and this time it sounded exactly the same. But he felt… different. He cut another pair of notches, further down the bow from the first. He cut a new string again, carefully, this time shorter. He strung it on the bow, and gave both strings a pluck.
Twang Twong.
When he strung them together they sounded… different. And he liked it. While this was happening, the third man was sitting down to work on a basket. He shifted uncomfortably, reached under him, and pulled out a rock. He tossed it absent-mindedly behind him.
Bop.
He stopped, and looked behind him. The rock had hit a skin stretched on a frame. He had never tried that before. He picked up the frame and put it in front of him. He tapped it a few times, and was disappointed when the sound wasn’t reproduced. He looked back behind him, and saw a basket lying on its side, in a position that would have it right up against the skin. He looked at it, thinking, and with the care of a man handling something very dangerous, he put the basket in front of him, and lay the stretched skin on top. With the same exaggerated care, he gave it a couple of taps.
Bop Bap.
He had never heard anything like it before. It was… different. And he liked it. The three craftsmen looked up at each other, and carefully set what they had been working on. They went back to work, but their minds were else-where. When it got dark, they went to their respective homes to sleep. But their dreams sang.
The next day the craftsmen returned to their hut. They sat down, uncovered what they had been working on the previous day, and went to work. The first craftsman looked at the bone he had carved yesterday. He blew threw it for a little bit, covering and uncovering holes. Then he set it aside, and picked up another hollow bone from the pile he had prepared the previous day. He began carving holes in it, in a different pattern than the first one. He had to get the sounds to work together. Right now it was just noise, but he knew he could get it to be something more.
The second craftsman picked up the double-strung bow he had made. He plucked on it a little while, than came to the conclusion that the wood shouldn’t bend. It took away from the strings. He had prepared a pile of bow-string yesterday, but now he started to work on a new piece of wood. He carved the curve directly, and cut notches, in pairs, where the string could be tied. He had to get the sounds to work together.
The third craftsman put his skin back on the basket, and beat on it a few times. It sounded good, but he knew it was limited. After some thought, he took down baskets of different sizes and shapes, and set some stretched animal skins he made yesterday on top of them. He beat them all a few times, and was pleased.
Outside of the hut, villagers passing by turned to the hut, confused by the whistles, twangs, and bops coming from within. They put it down to some new basket weaving technique.

Inside, the craftsmen perfected their designs. The first craftsman was now sitting next to two piles of bones-one with holes, one without. He had, for hours, changed the length of the bones, the spacing of the holes, the size of the holes, the position. He knew he was close, but whatever it was, it was just out of reach. He tested his latest creation… yes, YES! He had found it! He knew the sound was perfect, and now he starting experimenting with how to blow into it, and his techniques of covering and uncovering the holes.
The second craftsman had, for hours, built curved bases of different lengths, widths, and materials, and had even starting making strings from different materials. The possible combinations were endless, but he carried on undaunted. He strung his latest creations, and froze. He had found it, he knew it. The sounds, the notes, were perfect. Joining them together was easy, and now he calmly worked on the pattern of notes.

The third craftsmen had long ago found what he was looking for, and now he worked on making it stronger. He had already decided on the sizes and shapes of the baskets, and had reconstructed them in more solid wood. He was also tying the skin directly on the baskets now. At some point he had taken his largest basket, laid it on its side, and cut the bottom out, which he covered with a another skin. He had also carved two sticks from wood, and used them to beat the skins. The big drum he kicked with his foot, and had made removable padding for the front of his sandal for this purpose. Now he beat on them, not thinking about what to do next, but feeling his way through.
More people were wandering by the hut, even if it meant going out of their way. The noises were continuing, but the villagers noticed that as the day went on, they seemed to become more pleasant. As they went by, some of them started tapping their feet.
At the end of the day, the craftsmen stopped, and the first and second craftsman put their instruments-for that is what they now were -into cases made from skin and wood made for them by the third craftsman. Before they went home they agreed to meet somewhere outside to village. They had found the right notes, and learned to play them, but something was still missing. Now they had to learn how to play together.
The next day the craftsmen left before dawn, and headed to the spot they decided on. They didn’t return until sunset. They walked, unseeing, through a crowd of villagers who had gathered to see if there were going to be anymore noises coming from the hut, not knowing that the craftsmen had left that morning. When they were inside, they took out their instruments, and nodded to one another. Outside, the village headman and come out to see why his people were gathered around the hut of three craftsmen.

The craftsmen were ready now. They had built a small fire so they could see. They couldn’t go home now. They were so close; everything from the past three days built to this point. The third craftsmen nodded to the other two, and clicked his sticks together, counting with them.
“!”
And Music was born. 

The notes burst forth from the hut. After the initial shock, the headman strode forward angrily, and raised his fist to hammer on the wooden door. He paused, his fist frozen in midair. He looked down to his foot which was, unbidden, tapping. He look back up to his hand, which had extended one finger, and that finger was waving back and forth. He turned to a woman next to him, then grabbed her and swung her by him. The woman was shocked, but then the music hit her and when the headman pulled her back, she jumped up so he caught her in his chest, and kick her legs out behind him. The villagers may have been shocked to see this, but it was difficult to tell because they were already swinging their partners and moving their feet moving in complicated patterns. And the world’s first musicians played straight on through night. And they swung, baby.

The next morning saw the band sitting in a new, larger hut. They weren’t quite sure why. After they stopped playing, the village headman burst in, with the entire village behind him. Then he started slapping them on the back, saying how incredible they were and if they needed anything to make more of that, that… that, they should just ask, and then they all went to this hut with the village cheering and asking them where they got their inspiration. Now they sat in the hut in a daze. But they couldn’t sleep. Instead, they started working again.
The third musician looked up from his drums to his band mates. The first musician was working on making a pile of cones of varying sizes and angles. Occasionally, he would attach one to the end of his flute, and when he played it to test the new sound. The second musician was starting on something all new. He had made what looked like a wooden bowl with a wood lid, and a thin plank extending from the top. He had stretched six strings across it, and was giving them some experimental plucks. The third musician looked back down to his drums, and decided they were good for now. Instead, he went about designing something for them to wear. Maybe something shiny, and something dark to wear over their eyes, even when it was dark…
And that’s how music was born. It happens on every world, and although the story may change, the result is the same. No one remembers the band today, but the music remains. For the time, though, they were great.
Of course, they didn’t get really big until they got someone to do the vocals. But that’s another story.
� Fortune telling from bones being much easier if you know which bones gave the wanted fortunes.
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