
 

 

Use the following statement as the central idea for a piece of imaginative writing exploring how discovery has the 
ability to offer new understandings and perceptions of self and others.   
 

“We don't receive wisdom we must discover it for ourselves.”  
― Marcel Proust 
 

He positioned himself on the front edge of the black, leather stool at the Steinway and began pressing 
his thin, twiggy fingers against the keys, poking the black and white with magnified precision. His hands 
danced around the piano with marvellous aggression, ensuring he didn’t miss a single note. It was as if 
he had paint on his fingertips and had been asked to ensure every key was fully coated. Finch Allen was 
a tall, gaunt boy with shoulder length, blonde hair and light blue eyes, though they looked grey under 
the dim lights of the audition room. The air held a spine-chilling tension, as the beauty of Beethoven’s 
‘Moonlight Sonata’ was contrasted with Finch’s jabbing at the notes. “Thank you, that’s enough.” The 
voice sitting across the room spoke, which he blatantly ignored. “I said that’s enough” She spoke a little 
louder and more insistently. Finch stopped and stared with hostile curiosity. “We appreciate you coming 
in Mr Allen, but I’m afraid you’re not what the Juilliard School of Music is looking for. “What do you 
mean?” He blurted out, “I was named a musical prodigy by the Boston Herald.” He seemed to hold the 
word ‘prodigy’ a little longer between his teeth than the rest of his sentence. “I’m sorry,” she said. “But 
that’ll be all.” He grabbed his bag, scrunched his face into a dissatisfied expression and slammed the 
door as he left the audition room.  
 

He walked home with pathetic sluggishness, so conflicted with anger and disappointment that he didn’t 

know what to feel. As he dug his shoes into the sidewalk, passers by could hear him muttering the 

occasional ‘well what do they know’ and ‘they’re just jealous of my talent’. Finch felt sick, his insides 

churning with shame, humiliation and anger; all contributing to the diagnosis of damaged pride. The sun 

was blazing down with golden rays that attempted to shift his sour demeanor. Though the resulting 

small drops of sweat slithering down his lanky back only made him feel worse. As he replayed the 

audition in his head he could feel his fists clenching and his nails digging into the palms of his hands, 

being overwhelmed with the embarrassment of failure all over again. He charged at a pile of rocks 

sitting on the sidewalk and watched them ricochet off trees and gates. One larger rock jumped the fence 

of an old, brick house and demolished some pink peonies. An old man sitting on a green lawn chair in 

the front yard looked at the boy with unimpressed distaste. “You gonna get that?” He spoke with a 

surprisingly paternal tone. ‘Who does this guy think he is. If only he knew the day I’d just had.’ Finch 

thought, staring at the old man. He looked at the rock, scoffed and then continued down the sidewalk. 

He walked into his home, closing the door with pitiful force. “How’d it go dear?” His mum excitedly 

questioned.“I don’t want to talk about it” He said. And without another word he walked up the stairs, 

into his room and wasn’t heard from for the rest of the night.  

 

Finch woke up the next morning feeling the weight of the day before still pressing heavily on his 

shoulders. He trudged downstairs, his mind blank, and his body purposeless and headed out the door. 

The sun was out, still lingering from the previous day, yet it seemed to have no agenda this time. As he 

wandered down his usual route he noticed the same old man from the day before on his brittle hands 

and knees in the front yard. As Finch drew closer he could finally make out the man watering and 

replanting some familiar crushed pink flowers. He’d unknowingly come to a halt at this point, staring in a 

daze at the old man, who hadn’t seemed to notice him yet. Finch tried to take a step and continue down 



 

 

the sidewalk, but he couldn’t move. ‘Why can’t I move. Come on. Just MOVE!’ Finch’s body was 

momentarily paralyzed while his mind and conscience fought for control. Without knowing what was 

happening Finch found his mouth opening “Can I help you with that?”. Instantly regretting his decision, 

he watched as the fragile body before him got up on its feet and stared. “Well seeing as you’re the one 

who destroyed em. Yes, I think you can help.” 

 

“What’s your name, son?” “Finch Allen” “Well Finch, you can call me Mr Brown” “Mr Brown? What, all 

the other colours were taken?” Finch’s sarcastic response received an unenthused look from the man. 

“You ever planted flowers before?” Mr Brown asked. “No.” “Well then, watch what I do and make sure 

you don’t ruin ‘em.” They proceeded to work in silence for a the next hour. Finch was unsure of whether 

to speak, or just leave, but he wasn’t confident in doing either, so he just watched and copied. Silently. 

Finally, Mr Brown pushed himself into a sitting position. “I think we’re done for the day. Want some 

lemonade?” Finch didn’t particularly want to spend more time with the old man, but he was thirsty. 

There wasn’t much inside his small, brick house. A small couch, a small table, a small kitchen and to 

Finch’s horror, no television. “You don’t have a TV” Finch said quite matter-of-factly. “What do you do 

with your time then. Aside from planting flowers and sitting on a chair in your lawn.” He didn’t mean it 

to be rude, but it sounded that way. Mr Brown looked Finch up and down for a moment and then 

gestured to an rusty, tattered object in the corner. “Do you know how to play the piano?” the old man 

asked. “Yes I play” Finch answered, quite unsure whether to be proud of it or disappointed by it. “Play 

something then.” The man took on the paternal tone Finch disliked again, however seemed to hide 

genuine curiosity. 

 

Finch walked over and sat down at the instrument he thought resembled the age of the old man waiting 

to hear him. He began playing as he usually does mashing his fingers eloquently against the keys letting 

out a loud, complex ballad. However 10 seconds into ‘Moonlight Sonata’, he was stopped. “Why play so 

loud and aggressive?” the old man asked. “I’m not being aggressive, i’m ensuring perfection” Finch 

snapped back. “Yes well music is not always about perfection, it’s about the expression, the way you 

make people feel, the way you interpret a piece.” “Yeah, well what would you know” he mumbled under 

his breath. “Just play it again, but slower and with more feeling.” “What does that even mean.. More 

feeling? You’re talking nonsense” Finch’s attitude warranted a raised eyebrow from the old man. “Just 

try it boy.” Instead Finch stood up looked at the man let out a quiet “thanks for the lemonade” and left.  

 

He walked back to his house, headed inside and walked straight to the piano. He turned on the 

metronome and let out a thunderous rendition of ‘Moonlight Sonata’. It was flawless. But for the first 

time in his life, he didn’t like what he heard. ‘Just play it again, but slower and with more feeling’ Mr 

Brown’s words seemed to echo in his head. He gazed at the piano blankly, turned off the metronome, 

and began to play it again. Finch played softly and slowly. One by one he stoked each key like waves 

brushing fluidly against the sand. Without knowing, his eyes closed and he found himself journeying 

through the piece deeply moved. He finished, and as the final note rung out he remembered where he 

was. 

 

 



 

 

Finch rushed out the door the next morning weaving his way through the streets until he was standing 
at Mr Brown’s door. He knocked with foreign enthusiasm. Mr Brown, rather startled, came to the door 
and opened it to find the young boy, eyes large and white.  “I’d like to show you something” Finch said. 
Mr Brown hesitated for a moment as he remembered the boy’s rude exit from his house the previous 
day, and then moved aside and gestured for him to enter. Finch strode across to the piano, closed his 
eyes and began gently producing ‘Moonlight Sonata’. He finished, opening his eyes and looked at Mr 
Brown. The old stiff face softened into a smile. “So you did listen to me after all then?” “I’ve never 
thought to play like that” Finch said with genuine innocence. “Sometimes it just takes a fresh 
perspective” Mr Brown replied “You like Moonlight Sonata, don’t you?” “Yeah, well... I played it for my 
audition”. “Your audition?” “For Juilliard, I had it last Friday. But I didn’t get in” he bowed his head, a 
newfound understanding of his failure flooding his thoughts. “That’s disappointing. I’m sorry” the old 
man stopped for a moment, bearing the weight of the boy’s disappointment “Will you play another 
piece for me?” Mr Brown asked.  
 
Finch continued to play for the next hour and then they talked and laughed for the rest of the day. Finch 
went on and on about how “I sat at the piano and I started to play it my way, but I didn’t like it anymore, 
so I stopped and remembered your words. This time it sounded incredible! Like, I’ve never sounded this 
good in my life.” Finch utterly glowed and the two had begun a true friendship; Finch brought 
youthfulness back into Brown’s eyes and Mr Brown bought maturity to Finch’s. Every day for the rest of 
the week, Finch headed straight over to Mr Brown's. He would arrive in the morning and leave in the 
evening. Somedays he’d play piano for Mr Brown, other days they’d sit in chairs on the front lawn; 
neighbours would walk past in curious whispers wondering about the cause of the shrills and wails of 
laughter that emerged from the young boy and the old man.  
 
It was exactly one month since the day of his Juilliard audition, Finch was over at Mr Brown’s learning 
how to play chess. The two were munching on some shortbread biscuits that Finch’s mother had sent 
with him to take to his new confidant. As the sun began to swirl with pinks and purples in the sky, Finch 
started to collect his things. “Well thanks again, Mr Brown. I guess I’ll see you tomorrow?” Finch headed 
towards the door, a big smile stretched across his face. “Not so fast young man. I want to tell you 
something.” The old man’s face reflecting Finch’s radiant smile. “I got you another chance, my boy. Now 
go take your shot”. Finch stared at the man with beaming confusion.  “You what?” “I got you another 
chance” he repeated slowly. “What do you mean?” the excitement in Finch’s voice made it jump up a 
few octaves. “Let’s just say, I have connections at the Juilliard School of Music. Your audition is 
tomorrow at 12:30.” 

 

 


