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“You can try all you want but it’s never going to happen!” laughed Rosie’s mother as they were enjoying 

their lasagna at the dinner table. 

Rosie Hawkes has been dying to try out for Juilliard’s Precollege Program on harp and just introduced the 

idea to her mother.  

“You don’t nearly work hard enough to be accepted. All you do is watch YouTube and text friends all 

day. You have a younger sister you should be taking care of and watching out for! Why can’t you be 

more like Alissa? Actually work hard and get accepted into a major university.” shouted Rosie’s mother. 

As Rosie ran up the stairs to her room with wrath and disappointment, she yelled “WHY DO YOU 

ALWAYS HAVE TO COMPARE ME TO MY OLDER SISTER??” 

After slamming her bedroom door, Rosie plopped on her bed and cried. She thought to herself, “I am not 

Alissa. I am Rosie. We are totally different people, yet we get compared to all the time.” Rosie pondered 

while looking out the window at the Seattle rain, and an idea popped into her head. So she sat down, 

picked up her harp and practiced… and practiced… and practiced. By the time she stopped playing and 

looked at the clock, she realized it was 2 in the morning! She had been practicing for 5 hours straight and 

never noticed how late it got.  

Rosie went to go get ready for bed and realized how much she enjoyed practicing her harp. So she made a 

promise to herself that she would focus on harp and control her use of social media for the next 5 months 

so she can prove her mother wrong, and get into Juilliard.  

As months passed by, Rosie practiced harp so diligently and thoroughly, that you could hear the 

enormous amount of improvement in her playing. She made sure that she fit in 4 hours of practicing along 

with all her homework, so she was often up til 3 in the morning finishing up her work.  

It was May 16th, the day of her Juilliard audition. She flew to LaGuardia, where her sister, Alissa who was 

studying at New York University, met her, from Seattle-Tacoma airport. The two sisters took the subway 

to Alissa’s dorm at NYU where they got lunch and caught up.  

Alissa bombarded Rosie with questions like, “How’s sophomore year? How’s mom and Corrina?  How 

are your friends? Do you have a boyfriend yet?” 

“Whoa, slow down Alissa.  One at a time.  Sophomore year is….stressful and hard.  Classes are so 

difficult and the teachers just pile homework on me like it’s nothing.  Mom and Corinna are doing well.  

Mom just joined a reading club so she has a new book in her hand every week.  I think she’s good friends 

with the other moms in the group.  And Corinna is loving 3rd grade.  She seem to have a ton of good 

friends who are over at the house all the time.  My friends, on the other hand, have kind of ditched me.  

They all have boyfriends and go on double dates together, leaving me out.  So, no, I don’t have a 

boyfriend.  In fact, I’m not really looking for one.  I am too busy with school and harp to worry about 

boys.” 
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The girls spent over an hour talking about school, friends and life before catching the subway to 66th 

street so they could go to The Juilliard School.  As Rosie entered the revolving doors into Juilliard, she 

felt a sudden feeling of excitement and anxiety.  She knew she was destined to be there, she just didn’t 

know when. 

 

After checking in at the front desk, Rosie headed to the fourth floor to practice.  She had 45 minutes 

before her audition.  She worked diligently during those 45 minutes going through her repertoire slowly.  

Alissa waited outside the practice room talking to her boyfriend on the phone.  It was 10 minutes before 

the audition and the two sisters headed up to the 5th floor.  They found their way to room 504, where there 

was a desk where she signed in.   

“You must be Rosie Hawkes,” said the young girl behind the desk. 

“Yes, that’s me!” responded Rosie. 

“You have about 3 minutes until your audition.” 

“Okay, thank you!” 

Alissa pulled Rosie aside and gave her a little pep talk. “You can do this, Rosie.  Iknow you can.  Just go 

in there and play your heart out like you always do.  You deserve this.” 

Rosie hugged Alissa and said, “Thanks big sis!” 

“Are you ready” call out the girl from the desk. 

“Yes!” 

 

Rosie walked into the room with her harp to see the judge panel sitting behind the table. 

“Welcome, Rosie! “ said one of the judges behind the table. 

“Hi! It’s so nice to meet you all!” 

Rosie performed her audition incredibly well.  Everything about it was perfect.  Once she finished, the 

judge panel congratulated her and told her she did a wonderful job. 

Alissa and Rosie headed back to Alissa’s dorm to get some dinner and a good night’s rest.  Rosie had to 

catch a very early flight the next day. 

                                       (One month later, June 10th) 

“Honey, there’s something in the mail for you!” yelled Mrs. Hawkes as she entered the house.  Rosie 

quickly ran down the stairs to open the letter and saw it was from ‘The Juilliard School.’  Tearing through 

the envelope, she opened the folded paper to see the words, 

”Dear Rosie Hawkes,  

Unfortunately we are unable to offer you a spot at our PreCollege Program blah, blah, blah…..”  

 Just a bunch of words they say to make you feel less badly.  Mrs. Hawkes looked over at Rosie and saw 

tears streaming down her face. 



“Oh, honey, what’s wrong??” 

Rosie ran to her room, slammed the door, and buried her face in her pillow, crying. 

Hours passed and Rosie never came out of her room.  Finally, Corinna knocked on her dorr and asked, 

“Can I come in?” 

No answer. 

Corinna enters the room and sees Rosie bundled up like a burrito. 

“Go away!!” 

“Mom sent me up toget you.  It’s dinner time.” 

“I’m not hungry!” 

“But mom said-“ 

“I’M NOT HUNGRY!!!” screamed Rosie. 

Corinna started crying and ran out the door to go back downstairs. 

“Wat’s wtong, darling?” asked Mrs. Hawkes. 

“Rosie…yelled at me” she responded between sniffles. 

“Alright, that’s enough!” Mrs. Hawkes said as she stormed upstairs to Rosie’s room. 

“You’ve been in bed all day! Stop feeling sorry for yourself and come downstairs for dinner!” said Mrs. 

Hawkes firmly. 

“I’M NOT HUNGRY!” 

“I DON’T CARE!! GO DOWNSTAIRS NOW OR I’M TAKING YOUR PHONE AWAY FOR A 

MONTH!” 

“FINE.” 

Rosie dragged herself out of bed and plopped herself at the dinner table.  It was silent for 15 minutes until 

Corinna asked Rosie.   

“What’s the matter with you?” Corrina asked in a very snarky manner. 

“I’m done.” Rosie stated. 

Rosie walked back upstairs and fell asleep. 

                                                               (Four months later, November 6th) 

“I’m home! Announced Rosie as she closed the back door. She saw her mother sitting quietly in the living 

room staring at a paper in her hands.  

“Where’s Corinna?” asked Rosie. 

“She’s at a friend’s house,” responded Mrs. Hawkes. 

“Oh, okay.” 



There was dead silence for a minute straight. 

“What’s that in your hand?” asked Rosie, breaking the silence. 

No answer. 

“Mom, what’s wrong?” 

No answer again. Just lots of sniffles. 

Rosie grabbed the paper out of her mom’s hand and read it.  She just sat there for a minute, trying to 

digest what she had just read.  She ran to her mom and hugged her for a solid five minutes straight.  They 

were both crying and sniffling. 

“I’m so sorry, Mom.” 

The letter had said that Mrs. Hawkes was diagnosed with a rare lung cancer. 

Months passed and Mrs. Hawkes went to thousands of doctors’ appointments.  She going through 

chemotherapy to kill the tumor on her lungs.  Rosie took very good care of her mother.  She drove her to 

her appointments, made her meals, and took care of Corinna. Mrs. Hawkes was incredibly thankful for 

her and appreciated everything she did. 

On day, Rosie got an email from Ryan Smith, a harp teacher at the Juilliard Pre College department.   

“Dear Rosie, 

I couldn’t help but notice you had not submitted your application for Juilliard.  You are a very talented 

harpist and I would love to have you in my studio. Your audition last May was exceptional, and you were 

on the top of all our lists.  Unfortunately, we only had room for one harpist, so were unable to accept you.  

I really hope you consider applying again. 

Best wishes, 

Ryan Smith” 

Rosie showed this email to her mother convinced this was not a possibility for her now.   

“Honey, this is incredible!” said Mrs. Hawkes. 

“Yeah, but I can’t do it.” Responded Rosie. 

“And why is that?” 

“I have to take care of you.” 

“Oh dear, I can manage on my own.  I have Corinna and your Aunt Charlotte.  We can manage without 

you.” 

“Well, I’ve barely been practicing anyways.  It’ll be a waste of time.” 

 

“Rosie, you deserve this more than anyone.  You’re destined to be at Juilliard.” 

“You really think?” 

“I know so. NOW go respond to Mr. Smith’s email and go practice!” 



Months went by and Rosie tried out for Juilliard again.  Her audition went incredibly well and she felt 

confident in her playing. 

                                    (One month later) 

It was the second week of June, the day she was supposed to receive the results of her Juilliard audition. 

Mrs. Hawkes had just gotten the mail and saw the letter addressed to  “Rosie Hawkes” from “The 

Juilliard School” 

“Honey! It’s here” yelled Mrs. Hawkes.  

Rosie sprinted down the stairs and grabbed the envelope out of  her mother’s hands. She was about to 

open it, when she said, 

“Wait, I want you to open it,” and handed the letter back to her mother. 

“Okay, as you wish.” 

Mrs. Hawkes opened the envelope and read through the letter.  Her face was emotionless, not 

disappointed or excited.  Rosie sat there anxiously. 

Silence. 

“YOU DID IT!! I AM SO PROUD OF YOU!”  

 

 


