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Linden 
by Isabel Pereira 

At sunrise, Linden would walk to the station and set down his cello. Upon opening 
the case, he would set up the worn, white sign he had written many moons ago. The 
sign read: ‘I hope the music brings you joy.’ That was really all he wanted. He 
wanted the sweet pulses of sound that his cello produced to sweep across the people 
at the station and take their minds to somewhere peaceful, somewhere happy. 

His music attracted many people. Some would clap when pieces ended, some 
would thank him and drop coins into his cello case. Others would look on, their 
smiles speaking a thousand words. 

One person, however, stood off to the side. A red umbrella was clasped in her 
pale hand. No matter the weather, she would watch him in silence, gripping the 
umbrella as though it were a lifeline. And she would frown at the cellist as though 
she didn't quite understand. 

Linden always found himself watching her as he played. She never smiled. And 
although Linden was confused, he was content with having a loyal listener. 

He was unaware that another listener, who would often cycle past, was planning 
to give Linden more of those loyal listeners like the woman with the red umbrella. 

He approached Linden and tipped his black hat, his golden bicycle handle under 
his beringed hand. He started speaking immediately. He said he'd heard Linden play 
and he was fantastic. So much so, in fact, that he believed a career could be made for 
him. All he had to do was board the next train with the man in the hat and go off to 
the big city to meet with some more men in larger hats. The man informed Linden 
that patience was not one of his virtues. He needed an answer. Right then and there. 

Linden considered the offer. It was a chance to make thousands of people happy. 
But then he looked again at the golden bicycle and the man's many rings. Something 
told him this man did not consider the happiness of others. 

 



 

  

 

 

 

This text is reproduced with the permission of the author for use in the 2021 Microflix Awards.  
Not for distribution. Copyright the author. 

The man did not think about the many people holding red umbrellas on the 
sidelines. 

Linden wished him well, but declined. The man in the hat shrugged and turned 
away. Linden watched him go and smiled, and when he glanced at the woman, 
clutching her red umbrella, she was smiling too. 

 


