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It was a night walk like any other. Streets empty of the chattering masses and a 

serenity in the air that couldn’t be found in the daylight. I was about to enter the 

University Square when the lyrical tunes of brass reached my ears. The source was 

outside of sight, but my feet felt pulled towards the interruption of the moonlit 

peace. On that first night I fled the scene within seconds. 

 

The sun was yet to impose itself on the land by the time I reached home, 

thankfully, and I had no intention of waiting for it to do so. Sleeping through the 

day, I rose to the sight of more moonlight and shadows outside my window. It was 

as if the sun had never existed. On that second night I left the house much the same 

as usual, avoiding possible notice from my housemates, to head out on another 

lengthy night walk. Eventually I reached the corner just before the University 

Square and stopped again when the baritone brass reached out to me. I was 

prepared for it this time. Rather than retreat from fear of the unknown, I stood and 

listened out of sight. Yet the effect of the music seemed muted, like I was only 

being shown half a painting. 

 

The brass sirens sang their comforting melodies to their hidden audience of one. It 

pulled and tugged on me, begging me to peak around the corner and feel the full 

exposure of the music. And the temptation was so strong. Had I stayed for merely a 

few seconds more I would’ve stepped out from my hidden corner. But once more I 

left the scene and retreated back home.  

 

After another slumber hidden from the alienating touch of the daylight, I left on 

another night walk. My usually circuitous route was slimmed down. The only stop: 

the University Square. Back in my familiar spot, the brass intonations floated 

through the air and swam around me. What had been a persistent yet rather soft tug 

the night before had turned into an overwhelming pull on every part of my body. I 

still resisted the desire to turn the corner and expose myself to the full impact of 

the brass, but to be honest there was no chance of the resistance succeeding. Each 

note blasted into the night air embraced me in an unfamiliar feeling. Homeliness. It  
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was here in the cold night air with brash brass filling the atmosphere that I felt 

truly comfortable for once. 

 

I wasn’t fully conscious of my movement at first. I floated through the air and as 

soon as I turned the corner the full force of the band rung. Brass upon brass upon 

brass rippled through me and reached into my very soul. The tantalising tunes of 

before were replaced by soul shatteringly glorious declarations of the brass played 

in coordinated unison. The few tattered remnants of my mind wishing to flee back 

home were blown away and scattered into the night.  

 

For the first time I could actually see the source of the enticing music. A group of 

10 figures stood under a bright orange light, immaculate in their black suits. A sign 

in front of them announced them as ‘Gibson’s’ Midnight Brass Cavalcade’ while a 

smaller sign next to it announced that they were recruiting new members. They 

paid me no notice and continued their musical stream unabated. Their songs told 

tales of forgotten histories and hopeful futures, of miseries against the undeserving 

and of warm homes for those cast out. 

 

For every note bellowed out I was drawn further and further in. My previous 

apprehensions of the music casted aside, I stepped into the orange light. A space 

among them opened up for me, and the sound of the music transformed into notes 

in the air made up of the purest of light. These angelic notes twirled about me and 

transformed once more, gifting me the black suit, and creating a trombone for me. 

My novice hands become those of a musical virtuoso and with no hesitation I 

played with the brass choir. 

 

The tempo of the song quickened and quickened until we were playing with a fury 

like none I had heard before. The orange light above grew brighter until I was 

nearly blinded by the intensity. Just as the music reached its final crescendo, the 

light flashed in heavenly intensity one last time before it shattered, and we 

disappeared into the night. 
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