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A time when learning clicked
	Is there anything better than the sound of music? For me that is a very easy answer, of course there’s not. Ever since I was a young boy I loved music, in fact so did most of my family. You couldn’t throw a rock at one of our family reunions and not hit at least one relative that did not either play an instrument or love music more than anything. So I guess you can say I have been around it most of my life. There is something about being able to take an instrument (something that would be useless to people who don’t know how to play it) and being able to produce beautiful sounds that can be either familiar, like a popular song, or unique, something that you pieced together yourself. It is most certainly for that reason that music, in all it varieties, is called an art.
	Listening to my family members play music growing up is something I will never forget. From my aunts who knew piano, to my cousins that knew band instruments like the saxophone and drums, to my uncles that could sing amazingly I was surrounded by talent. But there was one who stuck out over anyone in my eyes, and he was my grandpa. My grandfather was skilled in playing the guitar, but not only was he skilled he was as the metaphor goes ‘A diamond in the rough’. His background was a unique one to say the least, a lot of heart ache and a lot of moving on. Luckily he was adopted by great people and got away from a lot of the problems that were in his life. The reason for this mention is because it was his past that made him want to learn something as cheery as music, and it is because of his past that I look up to him and his talent so much. 
	Even though I loved music back then and my grandfather wanted to teach me guitar I would never get lessons. This was because of one of my fatal flaws (one that I have worked on ridding myself of), I was very proud when I was young but not in the good way. When I started to learn I kept running into problem after problem, and sounding so awful that in no time after picking up the guitar I would put it down and not touch it again. Of course like anything it would take practice but I decided right then and there that it wasn’t for me and I was satisfied with listening to my grandpa play. 
	As time went on and I got older my mind set started to change towards learning to play the guitar. I found myself reading beginner’s books and trying to convince my parents to buy me my first guitar, which they were not thrilled to do given how easy I gave it up before. They decided to wait till the coming Christmas and see if I was still going to be wanting it then. Now all I had to do was get my teacher, but when we took our trip to go see my grandparents and I asked my grandpa to start teaching me again he told me he was no longer able to. I was apparently ignorant to the situation but my grandfather had developed severe arthritis in his fingers and was no longer able to play like he used to. I had noticed he didn’t play much when we were around but I didn’t think it was because he couldn’t.
	He still wanted me to learn though. So he did something that I never thought would happen in a million years, he gave me his prized guitar. It was an old model that was in peak shape due to a lot of TLC and the most meaningful part was that it was his adopted father that passed it down to him, and now he was passing it down to me. This is the point where I realized I had to learn, even if it took twenty years (which it may actually end up taking) I had to learn to play the guitar. Finding a good teacher was going to be the difficult part, I had the opportunity to learn by someone with incredible talent and let it slip through my fingers. I considered paying for them, but neither my parents nor I had the money to fork out at that period in time. Then I realized what I had to do. I hadn’t thought of it before but I had met a very nice guy a year back named Jerry who played in the church band and I talk with every Sunday. So one Sunday while I was having a conversation with him I asked him if he would teach me to play the guitar and if he had time to. When I asked him I already knew the answer, he loved music just as much as my grandpa and he would never turn down teaching a youth trying to learn. Starting immediately after that, on every Sunday Jerry and I would meet up in the church music department after the sermon and he would teach me. It was very exciting for me and fun, and when I started getting mad about not being able to do something he knew exactly what to say to get me to keep practicing. He taught me the basics and fundamentals first and not going to lie, it took longer than I would have preferred, but I eventually started to pick things up and perform them correctly. 
	After some time had passed, I was beginning to learn full songs and even started to teach myself new stuff. And this was perfect timing because other youth in the church had decided that they wanted to learn too after seeing me do it for so long and all of a sudden our one on one lessons became small classrooms of kids. I wasn’t able to really advance like I had been because of Jerry’s focus being on more than just me so I decided that I would give the others their chance to learn to play, like I had been for the past months. I began to teach myself after that, something I was not used to doing at all, but that did not stop me. I progressed more and more and haven’t stopped ever since. 
	Learning to play the guitar is truly one of the only learning experiences I have ever truly loved. I was not and am still not one who loves being educated. I am not a fan of school or classroom settings for that matter. That flaw I had when I was young still hangs around and makes me hate the feeling when I am being taught and can’t quite get my head around the subject or discussion. Music is different though, it is something that I have been around forever, and have developed an overwhelming passion for. It wouldn’t matter if learning one insignificant chord took me six months, I would work on it and love every second of it. The credit for this is due to my family for the atmosphere they provided, but if it was not for my grandpa and Jerry I can say with much confidence that my musical education would have ended with those little attempts at lessons that my grandfather gave me when I was a child.
