Based on one of Aesop’s fables, here’s a cautionary tale about selfishness.  Feel free to alter any parts you like. 
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We live in a country which is very different to the one our grandparents and great grandparents grew up in years ago.  

Before (and for some years after) the 2nd World War there was a much stronger emphasis on community living and a sense that helping neighbours and friends in any number of circumstances was the normal thing to do.  
Unfortunately, over the years, this has changed, somewhat.  This does not make us any worse as people, of course, it just means that we may well be missing out on some of the benefits that our forefathers enjoyed in times gone by. 


These days it’s possible for us to live next door to people with whom we share only the very briefest of words when encountering them in the street.  Sometimes even a ‘Good morning’ or ‘Hello’ is unneeded as people chuck their laptops in the back of the car and drive off to work.  

We also live in times when we see more and more people on tv bragging about how great they are and how their success is down to one thing and one thing only, that being their undoubted talent and brilliance.  

However, not to acknowledge those around us, or think that everything good in our lives is down to us only, is to ignore the benefits and help we get from our friends and other people we live amongst. 

Here’s a story which touches on these themes.  Have a think about what happens and think how you would have acted.  

One afternoon, a 17 year-old boy, James, and his friend, Harry, were messing around with an electric guitar and some sound editing equipment.  It wasn’t too serious and they recorded a couple of tunes to which they added some drums on the drum track that came with the kit.  

Just before they finished for the afternoon, Harry came up with a riff on the guitar to which James added a bass line.  It was an immediate thing and the boys were both rather pleased with the fact that they had come up with something that sounded so good.

Leaving it at that, Harry departed but he was stunned a few days later to discover that his friend had assembled a three and a half minute track around the guitar riff they had recorded when they were last together.  
More than that, James had put a You Tube link to the track on his Facebook page and also attached it to his My Space profile.

And worse was to follow.  Early comments on You Tube were flattering – so much so that word got around that a producer wanted to get in touch with James to produce that and other tracks, and that a video for the track was produced for the You Tube upload.   
And while all this was going on, James wouldn’t answer Harry’s calls - until Harry called James using 141 to disguise his number.  

Upset at being left out of the whole process, Harry wondered why James was acting like this?  After all, it was Harry who’d hit upon the piece of music in the first place: James had merely responded by adding to something that James had already created. 

James, however, was adamant that the tune belonged to him.  Sure, Harry had struck upon a couple of notes but James had moulded it, built a tune around it, recorded and mixed it.  How could Harry own all that?  
Harry’s response was that James had gone along of his own accord without inviting him into the process.  Of course he couldn’t claim ownership of the whole track but he could have helped to create it and would have, if James hadn’t been so secretive and isolated in his thinking.  

James eventually hung up – an act which signalled the end of their friendship, leaving Harry feeling hurt and betrayed.  James, on the other hand, had something better to look forward to.  If things went well for him now the world was his oyster and he concentrated on finishing his new tracks and getting his video recorded.  


However, the next big name to make a noise about James’s track was not a record label bigwig or a P.A. from a national tv station.  Instead it was a note on You Tube saying that the track had been taken down from the site as it contravened international copyright laws.  
James was next emailed about the fact that the tune he had posted bore an alarming resemblance to a song that had reached number one in 5 European countries.  The mail said that while the publishers were not presently going to press charges for the transgression of copyright, a case could be pursued, particularly if the tune were posted again by the ‘artist.’ 
James immediately found the song in question on the internet and felt a knotted feeling in his stomach as the realisation kicked in that the riff he was now listening to was identical to the one he and Harry had themselves come up with.   Had he heard the song before?  He couldn’t remember.  What was sure was that although it was accidental plagiarism – that’s copying to you and I – he would never be allowed to release the tune to the wider world and would be prosecuted if he posted it on You Tube again. 

James’s next act was to phone Harry to tell him that they might be in trouble.  Harry, of course, questioned the use of the plural and pointed out that it was James who would be standing up in court alone in the event of any legal action being taken.  
Unfortunately for James, he became a bit of a laughing stock for a while and he wasn’t able to listen to music for some time, though he soon managed to move on.  
His friendship with Harry, however, would never recover which upset him greatly as he knew he’d been responsible for treating a mate badly and wrecking the good things they had between them.
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This story tells us how a young man lost sight of the things that really matter in life.  Here was someone who had a good friend: someone to spend time with, to be creative with, to share experiences with.  But when he got a chance to achieve something that he thought would bring him recognition, he cut loose immediately.  Instead of embarking on a personal journey with a friend he was blinded by the need to take 100% of the rewards for himself.  

And when it all collapsed he suddenly found that the one thing he really needed was something he couldn’t have any more: the companionship of a true friend. 

It’s good to know how important our friends are to us.  Psychologists say that a strong network of good friends provides us with emotional security which is good for us psychologically and physically (less stress is good for maintaining our health).   Trusting and meaningful friendships also lead to high self esteem and the feeling that we are valued.  What’s not to recommend?  
In short, don’t be like the boy in the story. Appreciate your friends and they will appreciate you.   
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Footnote. The details of this story are quite common – or would be if it weren’t for the proliferation of lawyers in the music business.  In a magazine article recently, a world famous song writer said that when a tune comes easily to him his immediate thought is: “Where did I nick this from?” 
