Personal Reflective Essay

  I doubted my chances of passing with him looking over my shoulder.

  He sat at the window cell with an old wooden desk in front of him. I could not see his face very clearly, it was in the shadow. Outside, the sun was shining, but the room remained frigid and shadowy. He sat in an upright position with his hands on the edge of the rectangular table. My heart was pounding, screaming for me to back out of the ghastly room. I started shivering and wished that I had worn something warmer.

  As I edged my way towards his desk, the corner of his mouth twitched a little. Surprisingly, it turned into a smile. The room seemed to light up all of a sudden. But I did not feel any better.

  “What pieces are you playing then?” he looked at me and showed a lot of interest in what I was about to say. I answered him and he handed me a book.

  I walked over to the piano and opened the unfamiliar pages. It did not have scribbles all over it like mine. I never realized this before, but I preferred the messy pencil markings. They had some familiarity about them. They were more comforting. Something I desperately needed at a time like this.

  An hour ago I practiced the piano in my living room, trying to make a last minute improvement. Dad came home and told me it was time to go. I grabbed the notes I prepared for the aural exam – a test for the ability to listen and sing – and ran out.

  I read my notes over and over in the car, using the procedure I used whenever I tried to remember something. I imagined a piece of blank paper and placed the layout of my notes on it. Then tried to remember all the words and their positions like the details on someone’s face. It always worked for me for some reason.

  The car pulled up to a block of houses. I stepped outside and was hit by the warm summer breeze. Suddenly, all the preparations I did for the past few months were washed away with the flood of nervousness. I knocked on the door numbered ‘27’ and a woman came out to greet me. She had white curly hair and the warmest smile. She told me to wait in a little room at the back of the house. It was painted white and beautifully decorated.

  There were two people sitting in the chairs along one side of the wall, an old man and a young girl holding her violin. I sat down. But the more I sat, the more anxious I became. The lady picked up on this and smiled at me. The little girl clung to her violin with a fierce expression, ready for the battle of her life. I moved a little on my seat and forced a smile back at the lady.

  “Ready for your big exam?” Another feeble attempt made by the nice lady. I knew she was trying to help.

  “I think so.”

  But I was wrong. I wasn’t ready. I had forgotten the one thing that was surely needed to pass this piano exam. Something so obvious.

  Piano book.

  I laughed at the unforgettable mistake I made in the weeks to come. However, I did not dare to consider this as a laughable matter on that day. I did not know whether to laugh or cry.

  In the end I asked dad to go home and get it for me, hoping desperately that he could make it back before my exam started, although it did not seem very likely. I sank down into my chair and wished for a miracle.

  A few minutes later the lady entered the little white room again, bearing the good news I was yet to be told. “I just spoke to the examiner, he said he has a grade 5 book with him.”

  And so, I arrived in front of the piano, and was waiting for the examiner’s nod which meant ‘go’.

  I played through my pieces beautifully. Satisfied with myself, I moved onto the dreadful scales, right reading, note pitching etc. I made mistakes and ignored them. Although I did not feel very confident at the end of the exam, I accepted my mistakes and convinced myself that I had done my best.

  Looking back at it now, I cannot say I enjoyed the experience. But it was definitely something I would remember. Six weeks after my piano exam, I received a letter from my piano teacher. I did not have high hopes of passing, because I was told it would be very hard. But as I opened the thin sheet of paper, the four words that jumped out were: PASSED WITH A MERIT!

