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1. A soft, gentle melody floated through the air, wrapping me in warm comfort and
sweeping all my anxiety away in an instant. Ze#0FEFIREETET PG . GIEEA
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2. I closed my eyes, completely absorbed in the smooth rhythm, my heart slowly calming
down as the beautiful tune flowed into my mind. ¥5F]_EIVER . & MimidEmm =
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3. His deep, soulful voice echoed across the quiet room, every note touching the deepest
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4. A big wave of relief washed over me when the familiar music started, and a faint,
peaceful smile spread across my tired face. EWwER MR . —RBNEBEERHNEER
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5. The sweet melody absorbed everyone’s attention, and classmates slowed their steps,
forgetting their frustration and troubles temporarily. 1% ERITEEWS| TG ARBF .
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I had been practicing the piano piece Butterfly Lovers for the school music contest for three
months. Every evening after self-study, I locked myself in the music room, repeating every
melody and rhythm over and over. I firmly aimed to win the award, for playing this Chinese
classical piece was my biggest dream.

The contest day finally arrived. Standing under the bright spotlight, I suddenly felt my hands
turn cold and stiff. As my fingers touched the keys, all the familiar lyrics and melody slipped out
of my mind. I stumbled over the notes again and again, the whole performance turning into a
mess. Laughter spread from the audience. Overwhelmed by shame and disappointment, I rushed
off the stage without finishing the song, tears rolling down my cheeks.

I hid myself in the empty music room after the contest, staring blankly at the piano. I
assumed I had wasted all my efforts and lost the chance to show my love for traditional music. I
even made up my mind never to touch the piano again. Just as I was about to close the piano cover
softly, Ms. Wang, my music teacher, pushed the door open and walked toward me slowly.

Ms. Wang sat beside me and played a short gentle tune on the
piano.




The day of the music show a month later came, and I stepped onto the stage

confidently.
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Ms. Wang sat beside me and played a short gentle tune on the piano.A soft, gentle melody floated
through the air, wrapping me in warm comfort and sweeping all my anxiety away in an instant. I
turned my head and watched her fingers dancing lightly on the black and white keys. I closed my
eyes, completely absorbed in the smooth rhythm, my heart slowly calming down as the beautiful
tune flowed into my mind. Her deep, soulful voice echoed across the quiet room as she told me
that music was never about perfect performance or awards, but about pouring true feelings into
every note. At her words, a big wave of relief washed over me, and a faint, peaceful smile spread
across my tired face. She encouraged me to keep practicing, promising to accompany me to
prepare for the school public music show the next month.

The day of the music show a month later came, and I stepped onto the stage confidently.I took a
deep breath and placed my fingers on the piano keys. The moment I began to play, the sweet
melody absorbed everyone’s attention, and classmates slowed their steps, forgetting their
frustration and troubles temporarily. This time, I focused on the romantic story hidden in the music
rather than fearing mistakes. When the last note faded away, thunderous applause burst out. I
realized I had truly understood music: it is a spiritual shelter that relieves pressure, cultivates our
taste and brings us lasting satisfaction. Failure does not kill our love for music; it only lets us grow

braver through every broken melody.
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