
Imagine a language that tells a thousand different stories using just one phrase. Imagine a language so powerful it needs no words. Imagine a language that speaks to the heart, instead of the mind. That is music - the language of imagination. When I was four years old, I opened the first present I ever remember receiving - a Kawaii keyboard. Now after all these years, I still labor adamantly to perfect this art, to harness this language's magic. Understanding this language is not easy; communicating is even harder. But for that one moment when I am completely immersed in the music, the arduous hours spent perfecting each measure are worth it. 

With every piece, every story, the music seems intimidating at first. Learning the notes, like untangling a knot, requires perseverance and patience. Like a lightning game of Pong, my eyes bobbed from the sheet to my fingers, catching every single accidental. Often, I would throw my arms up in frustration and storm away because my fingers absolutely refused to learn the runs. But I would always return to forge ahead, struggling to solve the puzzling processions.

After days of repetitive bore and angry hair-pulling, my fingers began adding cohesion to the music. Now, I must perfect the musicality, mold the nuances. I must give each note its own color, its own identity. Sometimes, I would spend hours working a single measure. Play into the keybed. Shape the ringing echoes. Focus. Make the melody sing above everything else, clear as a lark's call. Make the warm chords cradle the melody like the wind cradles the lark. All these images weave into the music, so I do not simply hear music, but see it as well. 

Music calms, infuriates, and arouses myriad emotions. When my fingers glide across the keys, those tiny black dots barred in the staff sprint free, morphing into tiny sprites, dancing in a passionate fury. Amorphous, jazzy swingers one minute and elegant ballerinas the next, they captivate us with their vivacity - unpredictable as the moments we live in. It is a form of theatre. The audience's ears follow each note, their minds each color. 

This morning as I picked up a dusty sheet of music I played five years ago, I remembered the time spent hunched over each section, the frustration at the difficult runs, the praises I received, and the criticisms I took. Once again, the sprites popped out of the pages, bringing the lark back to life, fluttering wherever the music took it.

The piano strikes a simplistic tone yet splatters so many different colors and whittles so many different shapes. The magic of the instrument lies in that simple complexity, which closes eyes and opens minds - closes reality and opens the imagination. Ten years ago, my mother dragged me to lessons. Last month, she dragged me away. Today, I am still practicing, because good is unacceptable, better is not good enough, and best is unattainable. People always covet what they cannot have - I am no exception.

