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I love to play the piano and I greatly enjoy performing my songs, so when the annual winter recital was
canceled, I was disappointed. I had looked forward to it for a long time and had already prepared two of my best
songs.

My mom had a wonderful idea, however, to turn this disappointing letdown into something worthwhile. “You
can perform your songs at Carriage House Senior Living,” my mom suggested brightly. “I’m sure the seniors there
who do not have families visit them that often, would really appreciate the music and you could play more than just
two songs.”

I immediately thought this was a great idea. One of the things I did not like about the recitals was that I was
limited to playing just a couple of songs. Playing the piano at Carriage House seemed like a win-win situation
because not only would I get to play more songs, but I would also have the chance to cheer up the residents there
with some lively tunes.

My mom called Carriage House and made arrangements for me to perform. In the coming days, I worked
especially hard to polish up fifteen pieces that I thought the crowd would enjoy, including many old classics.

When the much-anticipated day finally arrived, my family and I drove to Carriage House. Walking through the
enormous double doors, we stepped into an entryway that overlooked the spacious grand dining room. Right at the
entrance to the dining room stood the piano as if it were just waiting to make some music to liven the place up a bit.
At nearly every table several gray-haired women or men were seated enjoying their dinner and the company that
the crowded room provided. Despite the conversations going on at various tables though, isolation hung like a dark
cloud in the room.

Almost immediately, we were greeted by an old woman with a walker who introduced herself as Phyllis in
charge of Carriage House. She welcomed me and led me to the stage.
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As I sat down on the bench, I pressed a key on the piano and was surprised to hear no sound.

Nervousness melted away and I started to enjoy the performance with the old.
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We call Talent Show the biggest stage in our country. I stood on that huge stage, with my throat dry. As I
stared at the audience, I knew this moment could change my life forever. When judges asked my name and I tried
to speak,nothing came out. The crowd fell silent, waiting for the words to come. Finally I stuttered(%% E2 11 1j0) my
name and my age. “As you can tell,” I said, “I have a speech disorder...”

I’d love to sing and had already signed up for the school talent show in fourth grade when I started
stuttering.Fortunately, most of the kids at my school were kind, and I was rarely made fun of. I tried speech therapy
too, but it didn’t help. I feared to sing in the school talent show. Therefore, I decided to practice at home. To my
surprise, the words came smoothly when I sang. And then I decided to learn to play the guitar, which was given as
a birthday gift by my father.

One afternoon, I walked into the basement, where I kept my musical equipment. My eyes lit on the guitar. I
picked it up and started playing. I opened my mouth, and the words came flooding out. Then I wrote a song called I
Will Trust,telling the pain IP’d experienced. The next day, I filmed a video of performing the song and posted it
online. Hundreds of strangers left comments that I had uplifted them with my music. Ever since, I’ve been writing
songs.

Last year, I started college and majored in music production. When I saw Talent Show audition( i
Mg )announcement pop up on my computer, I wanted to have a try. Several months later, I was standing on that
stage, trying to calm my nerves as I introduced myself, “I have a speech impediment.” I said, “It was definitely
something that caused me to...” I took a long pause to find the words. “...to hide. But I found that I don’t stutter
when I sing.”
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