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Recital 

I perch anxiously on the hard, wooden bench. The waiting is the worst part. I implore the 

clock to tick faster;  I am desperate to get out of here. I thought I was aptly dressed for the 1

occasion, but one look at the sea of frilly gowns and miniature tuxedos tells me I was wrong.  

I glance around the room and take in all of the preemptively proud parents with their iphones in 

hand, eager to bring home videos and gloat about their perfect children to anyone who will 

listen. I marvel at the ease with which their tiny fingers dance across the keys. They are 

seemingly undaunted by the pressure of performing, and many even appear to relish in the 

attention they are recieving. I’ve been doing this for ten years and I’m still nowhere near that 

good, I think. This is quickly followed by a second thought:  stop! what kind of person gets 2

jealous of a five-year-old??  

I feel like an ungainly, hideous beast as I shuffle towards the stage in my sister’s two 

sizes too big flats. I never learned how to walk gracefully, and I wish for the millionth time today 

that I had been allowed to wear my combat boots.  

“You’re not skinny enough,” my dress whispers.  “You should probably just stop eating.” 3

“Now is not the time,” I hiss angrily. 

Too many eyes peer at me, and I try not to reveal how terrified I am. My palms sweat, 

my knees tremble, and my teeth chatter.  I can feel the dead composers in the paintings 4

1 This is a semi-colon.  
2 This is a colon. 
3 This is an example of personification.  
4 This is an example of parallel structure. 



watching me, their faces old and gaunt, their expressions displeased and unimpressed.  I 5

wonder if they actually looked like that, or if the artist simply gave them each a permanent scowl 

for dramatic effect. Either way, it does not help me relax. I have the urge to destroy them and rid 

the already cold and hostile room of their ominous presence. I can’t help but feel like they know 

something bad is about to happen.  

Eventually, I arrive at the piano and tilt my head and arch my back into an awkward bow 

like a sunflower when the sun sets . I distinctly remember being forced to practice my bow 6

when I was little, and not understanding the point. Why exactly was I bowing to these people? I 

sit down on the bench and all of a sudden, the notes I need to play fly out of my head and 

disappear out the stained glass window. Panic rises in my chest, and I try to push it down but I 

don’t remember how to breathe anymore. I place my fingertips gently onto the smooth, white 

keys, and think about how much I would enjoy playing such a beautiful piano if all of the people 

watching would just disappear. My brain is of no use, but luckily my fingers have played this 

piece enough times that they can play without its help. The rich, melancholy melody that flows 

out of the piano breaks the silence, and hearing this familar sound calms me. The shaking in my 

leg subsides enough for it to press on the pedal, and my heart beat slows down from allegro to 

andante. Weirdly, as long as I don’t think about what I am playing, I am fine, but as soon as I 

start anticipating what note comes next, my fingers fumble and lose their place. Finally, I reach 

the end of the song and release the breath I didn’t realize I had been holding. I am like a plastic 

bag that the air has been let out of. Now, my bow is less forced, and not out of pride, but relief. I 

smile as I float back to my seat, and my family quietly congratulates me. Even if I had done 

poorly, they would be supportive, but it’s nice to be proud of myself as well. I tear off my flats 

5 This is an example of parallel structure. 
6 This is an example of a simile. 



and put on the boots that I brought in my bag. The feeling of the soft, worn in leather against my 

ankles has never been so comforting, and I vow to keep them on until my next recital.  

 

 


