
WAGOLLs - What A Good One Looks Like 

The Piano by Mr. Harvey 

Playing a bittersweet song, Grandpa sat engrossed in front of the shining black piano. The midnight piano 
stood solemnly, haunting the middle of the bleak room which enveloped and paralysed Grandpa like a 
bullet to his sorrowful heart. He was soaked in melancholy darkness which threatened to silently drown his 
old body. A single spotlight of memory shone from the cruel heavens, as if mocking all the loss that the 
elderly man had suffered. Scents of past times and shocking history hung in the air as he hit the dark and 
light keys of his life. Notes stretched out like a timeline of events. The room was cold but warmth was now 
entering through the gloom like the powerful bulb of a lighthouse. A cherished memory began to form in 
his jaded mind. A life raft for his soul. 

Grandpa's mind formed a beautiful recollection beside him on the worn stool. His wife was as 
beautiful/stunning as he imagined her, before the cruel day that she was stolen from him. His cold heart 
armed and quickened at the sight of her, which excited him and made his joy rise like a hot bath sending 
tingles through feet. Gently with grace and devotion, the lost love kissed him sweetly on his damp cheek 
until she faded back into his mind and was gone. Submerged under the surface of the raging tide, he was 
alone. His life raft was gone; he was afloat at sea once again. Grandpa's soul sank, reflecting the aged 
features on his face, and he continued playing his life. A second painful reminder was forming...  

The sorrow of the song exploded into war action as Grandpa dived for cover behind a tall, crumbling but 
protective wall. He was joined by his best friend, the war hero, who stood beside him ready for action! The 
whiz of the bullets, the hatred of the enemy and the smell of death was a heady concoction of reality. 
Were they safe? Grandpa gave the nod; the guilt and angst ridden nod to the war hero. Within seconds, 
Grandpa was holding the dead body of his dear friend in his warm arms. The blood flowed from his 
soulless frame like a crimson river. Angrily, Grandpa looked towards heaven, cursing another lost friend... 

The piano, which continued its sorrowful tune, now reminded Grandpa of his own oxymoronically 
childhood. This time the memory was twisted with emotion. Receiving a beautiful present, Young Grandpa 
was delighted as he rode his new wooden horse around the dark walls of his aging mind. He recalled the 
glow of the white pulse of the present paper, a lantern in the dark, keeping the brutal tide from flooding 
his ship. Yet this memory - which was meant to be so full of love and hope - was tainted and spoilt by the 
loss of his father to the vicious war. Even now he aches to see him again. "Why?" asks Grandpa until he 
begins to hear the footsteps of reality enter his head.  

His own childhood memories morphed into his beautiful Grandson's reality. He arrived, riding the same 
horse that he rode when he was a youth. All the bitterness and depression floated away like a black 
balloon when his Grandson sat beside him on the rustic chair. 

"Hello sweetheart," whispered Grandpa lovingly.  Looking up, the Grandson (the bright sparkles in the 
dark night of Grandpa's life) replied, "I love you Grandad." 

This was the light in his heart, the hope for his future and the silver lining to the dark, dark storm cloud of 
the past. Perhaps he had nothing left to say, but he must play the final note of his life. They shared the 
tranquillity of the moment and gazed into each other’s eyes as the song of trauma faded away. The 
ocean waves were still and calm. 
 

  

   



The Piano by Miss. Kendrick 

Sitting at the old, grand piano, Grandpa reflected on his long, full life. It had been full of ups and down, 
the same as anyone else’s life, he supposed. As his fingers danced across the worn black and white keys 
he felt as though his wife was next to him. He felt her warmth and love, he could even smell her flowery 
perfume that she used to wear, like a warm Spring evening full of sunshine and sweetness. “I miss you 
every day,” he whispered quietly to himself. 

As he continued playing and the notes disappeared into the air around him, he thought of all the people 
who had impacted his life most. Benny. His best mate from school. They’d been so full of bravado when 
they were younger – always the cheeky glint in their eyes as they swaggered down the school halls. They 
always kept it on the right side of mischievousness and they were loved by their teachers. When they 
heard that crackling voice on the radio, “We have declared war on Germany!” there was no doubt in 
either of their minds what they were going to do. It was for their friends, their families, their country! 
When they got there, it couldn’t have been further from everything they’d ever known. Mud that covered 
everything you owned, and the damp that sunk right through to your shivering bones. Oh, for the 
comforts of home! Please, god, let us just make it through this. 

It was a day like many others when they were out on patrol. “We need to capture this town!” said their 
commanding officer. With grim determination, they’d set off with the rest of their platoon - mostly young 
lads from back home just like them, lost and confused and frightened, but courageous and steadfast as 
well. Benny was squatting behind a half fallen down wall, and Jonathan was crouched in behind him, his 
breath forming clouds in the cold morning air around him. It all happened as quick as a flash. One 
moment Benny was there shouting to take cover, and the next he was lying motionless on the ground. 
Time seemed to slow down as John rushed over to his fallen comrade. He gripped his fists tightly against 
the wound, but the fresh, red blood just kept pumping through, and with it, his best friend’s life drained 
away before his eyes. 

Years later, when he’d moved away from the survivor’s guilt and the pain of loss, John could look back on 
his life with fondness and joy. Like the time his parents had saved and saved and bought him the ride-on 
wooden horse that he’d begged for all year long. That horse had been his pride and joy! He was sure it 
was probably still in the attic somewhere… 

“Grandpa! Look what I found!” shouted a young, excited voice. Tommy, his grandson, came bounding up 
to the piano, his eyes lit up. It was John’s old wooden horse! Just like that, John looked into Tommy’s eyes 
and he knew everything would be alright. 

 


