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The glass doors of the Los Angeles Music Academy reflected the morning sunlight like a promise
waiting to be opened. I stood outside with my backpack hanging from one shoulder and my guitar
case resting against my leg. Students walked past me with notebooks, instruments, and confident
smiles. Some carried keyboards, some held violin cases, and others spoke excitedly about classes,
auditions, and performances. For a moment, I could not move. I had imagined this day so many times
that actually standing there felt unreal.

Music had always been more than a hobby to me. It was the language I understood before I could fully
explain myself. It was the sound I turned to when words failed, when loneliness became heavy, and
when dreams felt too distant. Yet reaching this place had not been easy. As I stood before the
academy, memories rose around me like echoes from the past, reminding me of every argument,
every tear, and every silent night that had brought me here.

My love for music began in high school on an ordinary afternoon. I was walking home when I heard
the sound of a guitar coming from a street-side performance. At first, I kept walking, but the melody
followed me. It was soft at the beginning, then strong, then gentle again, as if the musician were
telling a story without speaking a single word. His fingers moved across the strings with such ease
that the guitar seemed alive. Each note vibrated through the busy street, cutting through the noise of
cars, footsteps, and conversations.

I stopped near the edge of the small crowd and watched him play. His eyes were closed, and his face
carried an expression of peace I had never seen before. He was not performing only for money or
attention. He was giving something from inside himself. In that moment, I felt a strange pull in my
chest. I did not simply enjoy the music; I felt connected to it. It was as if the sound had opened a door
inside me that I had never known existed.

That evening, I went home with a dream burning quietly in my heart. During dinner, I gathered the
courage to speak.

“I want to study music,” I said.

My father looked up from his plate. “Music?”

His tone carried disbelief before I had even explained myself.

“Yes,” I replied. “I want to learn properly. I want to become a musician.”
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For a second, the room was silent. Then my father laughed, not with joy, but with sarcasm. My mother
lowered her eyes and shook her head as if I had said something shameful.

“A career in music?” my father said. “Do you think life is a movie? Music will not pay your bills.”

His words struck harder than I expected. I had imagined concern, maybe hesitation, but not dismissal.
I tried to explain how serious I was, how much the guitar had inspired me, and how deeply I wanted to
pursue this path. But the more I spoke, the more disappointed they looked.

“You need a stable future,” my mother said softly. “Music is fine as a hobby, but not as a life.”

That night, I went to my room and closed the door. I sat on the floor for a long time, staring at my
empty hands. I had no guitar, no teacher, no support, and no clear plan. All I had was a dream my
parents did not believe in. My eyes filled with tears, not because I wanted to rebel against them, but
because I wanted them to understand. I wanted their approval more than anything. I wanted my
father to say he believed in me. I wanted my mother to smile and ask me what kind of music I wanted
to learn. Instead, I received silence and disappointment. (McPherson & Welch, 2012)

After that day, I stopped speaking openly about music at home. But I did not stop dreaming. I began
working part-time at a small café after school. The work was tiring. I washed cups, cleaned tables,
served customers, and came home smelling like coffee and fried food. Some evenings, my feet ached
so much that I could barely stand. Still, every hour of work meant a little more money saved for my
first guitar.

When I finally bought it, I carried it home like it was something sacred. It was not expensive, and it
had a few scratches on its wooden body, but to me, it was perfect. I hid it in my room and practiced
quietly at night. At first, my fingers hurt. The strings left marks on my skin, and my chords sounded
broken. Sometimes I wanted to throw the guitar aside out of frustration. But every time I remembered
the street musician, I tried again.

Slowly, the noise became music. My fingers became stronger. I learned basic chords, then songs, then
small compositions of my own. Music became my secret world. It gave me confidence when I felt
weak and comfort when I felt misunderstood.

My parents noticed eventually. My father found me practicing one night and stood at the door with a
hard expression.

“So this is still going on?” he asked.

I looked down at the guitar. “Yes.”

He sighed. “You are wasting your time.”

For the first time, I did not cry. His words hurt, but they no longer broke me. I had worked for that
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guitar. I had taught myself through patience and effort. I had already proven to myself that my dream
was not just a childish fantasy.

Years passed, and my devotion only grew. I practiced whenever I could, performed at small local
events, and applied to the Los Angeles Music Academy with nervous hands and a hopeful heart. When
the acceptance letter arrived, I read it again and again until the words blurred. I had been accepted.
The dream that had once been laughed at across the dinner table had become real.

Now, standing outside the academy, I felt every struggle behind me and every possibility ahead of
me. I still wished my parents had supported me from the beginning. I still wished the journey had
been easier. But I also understood that their doubt had forced me to become stronger. Their
disapproval had tested my devotion, and my love for music had survived.

I took a deep breath, picked up my guitar case, and walked toward the entrance. The doors opened,
and the sound of distant music drifted through the hallway. It was not the same melody I had heard
years ago on the street, but it carried the same magic.

For the first time, I was not just dreaming about music. I was walking into it.

Conclusion
My journey to the Los Angeles Music Academy taught me that determination is not always loud or
dramatic. Sometimes, it is quiet practice in a small room. Sometimes, it is working long hours to buy
your first instrument. Sometimes, it is continuing to believe in yourself when the people closest to you
cannot understand your dream. I learned that approval is valuable, but it cannot be the foundation of
one’s purpose. True passion must be strong enough to survive doubt, criticism, and loneliness. Music
gave me a voice, and determination gave me the courage to follow it. (National Association for Music
Education, n.d.)
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