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Music… is our constant companion
I was eight when I first sat at a piano. With the keys far in front of me and my feet barely touching the ground, I stretched out my arms and slowly began to discover “Yankee Doodle.” Gently guided by my teacher, whom I called my sister, my fingers stumbled over the ivory keys, finding their rhythm as I started to recognize the tune. To me, it was just a silly song about a man and some macaroni, yet the pride that warmed my chest was anything but. For a third grader still exploring an ever-changing world, this was something solid. My childhood was happy, but at times tense at home. I often didn’t know what to think of what was happening around me. The world was like sand to me—always slipping through my fingers, whether I wanted it to or not. But when a piano moved into my home years later, I found solace from the chaos around me in the keys, the notes, and the melodies. In the sea of sand I was encased in, it was my anchor.
Before those piano lessons, I was already becoming well acquainted with music—just in a different way, and a different place: the dance studio. At around three years old, I began dance lessons. Barres, pointe shoes, backstage costumes… across ten years of practice, Ballet and Chinese dance taught me discipline, patience, and a quiet kind of grace. More than that, I found expression and connection to my culture through the art. I was constantly moving along to music throughout my dancing career; it accompanied every warm-up and routine, every performance on stage. The music helped me tell stories and convey emotions through movement. This physical, mental, and emotional attunement to music came with me when I eventually walked into a new creative space: jazz.
When I entered this school year, many things became new to me. A fresh school, strangers everywhere. My decision to learn a new instrument and genre of music at the same time only heightened this unfamiliarity. I doubted myself often, from learning to read a new clef, to hours of practicing, only to hear, “I know you didn’t practice.” It was discouraging—but also taught me how profoundly I cared about those melodies playing throughout my life. Each tune sang a different lesson. Jazz taught me to recognize boundaries; dance taught me expression; and piano gave me a love for not just the emotion, but also the sound, the technicality behind it. Despite the obstacles, I pushed through. 
Though I have now stepped away from jazz, I will always look back at the experience fondly. I am deeply grateful for the community I found and the lessons I learned from it. In the words of my band teacher, “You will always love music, even if you don’t play it anymore.” Music has been with me and guided me my whole life; it is my constant companion. 
