The walls coil up to meet darkness, with only a brilliant light hanging down above a metal slab of a table, a helpless observer.  Several machines float motionlessly nearby, each contorting in a way that somehow would provide flexibility and optimum reach and precision.  Their black hides hardly showing any sign of polish or compassion.  Wires run like muscle to one, stand-alone panel; knobs and buttons, screens and dials, all ready to give commands to the waiting virtuosos.  

The audience looks down on the scene, anxious to experience a beautiful performance unlike any other.  Aged eyes peer on as the instrument is finally rolled in and placed on the table.  The stage hands secure it to the slab, knowing that it is prone to move when played violently.  The audience shudders in anticipation; this was a first, he didn’t know what to expect.
More stage hands wheel another contraption in, a mass of fluids and tubes, which are promptly plugged into the instrument to help keep it tuned.  Indeed, it was already starting to warp before they were attached.  It settles and the stage hands quickly disappear off stage, forgetting to make sure the door didn’t slam behind them.  The audience doesn’t seem to care; the anticipation is building, soon the conductor would walk before him and bow, then conduct his symphony.

Usually there were two instruments, sometimes only one, but this one is unique.  One-of-a-kind, so he is told; he expects the best.  Sure enough, the conductor walks in, dressed in black so as not to distract from the instrument, the centerpiece of the concert.  Nothing else needs attention, only him.
The conductor raises his hands to his podium, the orchestra tunes themselves, and then pause for a few agonizing seconds…

And…

They play.

The subtle grinds and spins of the musicians match perfectly to the conductor’s motions…but something feels off, like someone forgot to turn on the instrument itself.  Quickly growing bored and by extension annoyed, the audience makes a request.  Let the instrument be in its natural state, remove the cords and fluids that keep it steady, let the true essence of this piece be heard!

The conductor pauses, hearing the demand, and steps away from his podium.  Heading to the device, he removes a couple of the cords.  The audience demands all, but the conductor insists that any more and the instrument will not last as long.  A pity that no one knows the name of this instrument; one would think that it would have a name by now.
It stirs to life, and now the action begins; the conductor takes his place once more and begins his Second movement.  And oh!  The sounds!  They soar through the glass as if it were only a screen, and fill the audience with new emotions.  The aria continues as the virtuosos tear into their instrument.  Soon the stage floor changes colors; the audience is shocked to see such ambience, such life come from such a change in hue.  

But then, tragedy!  The sounds faded so quickly!  What has happened?  Is this a part of the piece?  The audience demands to know, and the conductor acts quickly.  He runs several tubes of fluid into the almost broken instrument and gives it new life.  The audience cheers for the conductor and his quick thinking.

The conductor readies himself to begin, but then turns to face his audience.  He asks which modification would be best suited for this new instrument.  Filled with glee, and ecstatic that the conductor remembered to ask, the audience picks a simple but powerful change, one that will only add to the lasting memory of this stellar performance.  The conductor agrees and turns to begin the Third movement, the melodic screams of the instrument harmonize perfectly with the accompaniment of motion that is surrounding him.  The floor’s color, the audience notices, has faded somewhat, and turned into a deep, deep crimson, splashed with some of the original hue.  Never in all of his life had he witnessed the birth of such a marvelous creature; one that would be his and only his, his to control, his to conquer, his to destroy.

The music turns somber; the audience is surprised to find tears in his eyes as the piece concludes.  As the composer of this fine work, he could not help but gaze in fascination at the fruits of his labor.

There he is, exactly as he had imagined.  He couldn’t control himself; he bursts through the glass and onto the stage to admire his beloved instrument.  It takes on a familiar shape, and boasts a pale exterior, blotched with red here and there, which the composer commands be cleaned off after he leaves.  As he moves closer to the head, the symmetry ends.  The left side appears normal, but the right…the right was the composer’s request during the performance.  A fine replacement, sure to pack an extra punch when needed, but again, there was cleaning to be done, as this side was terribly drenched in the red fluid that he now recognized was on the floor as well.

He reaches the face of the instrument…it is wet, and in some places stained, with a clear liquid, the orange-blonde top is also wet and sticky with some sort of moisture.  Air vents in and out of the openings near the bottom of the face, sometimes shuddering, but keeping a somewhat steady rhythm, almost as if the instrument wanted to continue.

He turns to the conductor with some difficulty, explaining how to care for his creation, in what condition he wants him in and when he wants him back.  He goes off to get a present for his newest creation, jumping back up to the balcony where he had been sitting before, conversing with himself about masks and helmets and other plans, leaving the conductor and the instrument.

The conductor walks up to the table, takes a nearby towel and begins to clean, washing him like he would a Pork Bean.  The blood washes away, the tears fading to nothing.  He drops the towel to the cold metal beneath him…and stops.  His gaze had landed on the face of the instrument…
…on the face of a boy.
The conductor removes his mask, his stone face cracking, and lets it join the towel.  Poison fangs sink into his chest, his shoulders quake until he unleashes an unearthly howl.  He stumbles over to his podium, and the virtuosos are poised to begin.
The composer starts his Final movement in a flurry of harmony, dissonance and blood.  He pours his soul into his despair and splatters it across the walls.  The virtuosos try to keep up with the conductor’s feverish demands, but cannot and play into each other, each still trying to play their last instrument.  They crumple and collapse to the wet floor, as they continue to create art through failure.  Electricity jumps across the room, dancing on the boy and skating across the floor with ease.  The machines shatter, the walls quake, glass shards dance, until the master control explodes in a bursting climax of shrapnel and smoke…then…
Silence, save for the unheard cries of the observer and the boy under her.
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