
A Quiet Time 

 Music means a lot to me. I have been singing since I was seven years old. I was never 

great at sports; music always made me feel better when I was feeling not myself. Whenever I am 

singing, I feel proud to be doing it. I am in chorus, and I practice singing everyday. I never knew 

how much music meant to me, and how much it impacted my life, until I could not sing 

everyday.  

 During the summer before sixth grade, I was practicing singing and felt pain in my throat. 

It was a lingering stabbing pain, and I chose to ignore the pain and kept singing. I kept feeling 

this pain, so I finally told my mom. I have had some sore throats before, but I had never felt that 

type of pain. I was nervous about what was going on. My mom decided to take me to the doctor.  

 When we walked into the doctor’s office I was not nervous, but as I waited, I started to 

feel afraid, because I did not know what the doctor was going to tell me. I wondered if I should 

have told my mom about this earlier. It felt like my heart was pounding out of my chest. Finally 

they called my name, and I was anxious to get in the room. The room was small, and there was a 

big chair in the corner; it was very quiet. The doctor then examined my throat. I remember sitting 

in the chair, waiting for the doctor to tell me what was wrong. All I needed to see was the look 

on his face to know that it was not going to be what I wanted to hear. The doctor told me that I 

had bruised my vocal cords, and my heart sank. He said that this is usually caused by talking 

loudly and singing too loud, too much. When I heard that, I knew that it was my fault, and I had 

to be more careful. I go to sleep away camp, and we have song sessions where we scream all of 

the songs as loud as we can. I was sure that was how I bruised my vocal cords. I was mad at 

myself for not being careful, but I was more upset because he told me that I could not sing for 

four weeks.  



 Those weeks were miserable. I just sat in chorus and listened to everyone sing while I 

could not. It impacted my life more than I thought it was going to. Everyday I had to remind 

myself not to sing. My parents felt sorry for me, but they did not understand. No one understood 

how much music meant to me and how hurt I was to not be able to do it every day. Finally, four 

weeks passed, and I went back to the doctor. He told me that I could sing again; I was overjoyed 

and was relieved.  

 I have come to realize that I love singing more than I thought that I did. I am grateful for 

my voice and for being able to do what I love. Today I sing a lot, but I am careful about how 

loudly I do it, and make sure to rest my voice. I also practice my singing with a teacher and get 

tips on how to be mindful of my voice. Some people have activities, like sports, that make them 

feel confident, but mine is singing, and I do not know what I would do without it.  

 


