The guitar 

The guitar at its prime was a transcendent musical and delighted by the people because of its soft tune. Years later, people stopped using it because it was old. It became rusty, and sat in a dark corner piling dust day by day. One day a struggling, young musician needed a replacement guitar but he had no money to buy a new one. He saw this rusty, old guitar and thought he would give it a try. It reminded of his dad’s antique guitar. He picked it up and strummed the chord, his fingers moved so elegantly that it made a beautiful sound. He wiped the bit of dust, the wooden-coloured guitar shone in the shiny, bright sun which created a spark of happiness on the musician face. He played his guitar to the audience in a concert later and they loved it. 
