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Piano World

By: Valerie 

The repetitive pattern is familiar to me, though their eyes stare with cruelty. I fade out and now it is a world of black and white, crawling beneath my fingers. The white keys flow from beginning to end, the sharps placed in groupings of two and three. As I move the keys ring softly, fragile, like my insecurities. 

Then the time signature changes, forcing me to move faster, a sprint, instead of the steady walk from before. The notes leaping and jumping for joy, glad to be free from their chains of the steady speed. Soon it is as if I am becoming part of the music. I feel the note’s freedom. As if I were the one running; the one dancing through fields of lush, green grass. 

Then comes sharp, strong fear coming from the staccato. The soprano notes pulsing as my left is pursuing my right. The hunter is closing in upon its prey. Finally, the left attacks, and the hit is a success. I begin falling with the notes, pouring crimson from the wounds I have sustained. 

Now the sounds are soothing, easing and aiding my pain as they begin to slow and steady. I feel sadness, for not having been able to experience other joyful emotions, like the flying. As I reach the ending notes the rest of the world fades entirely, leaving only solitude and emptiness. 

A sudden flash of light, the final top note fades and lingers, ringing in my ears. The audience bursts into applause, and I am pulled away from my own little world. I stand, smiling and bow to the audience, glad for their approval in my final moments in the life of the notes. A piece of my soul was left on those keys, and I don’t think I shall ever regain it.

Forever this memory is burned into my mind; searing my memories with the silent death of a song. Perhaps soon it will be reborn in another artist’s hands. The floating and falling of the elegantly simple patterns in black ink on the off-white paper linger. 

I walk away as another talented musician walks onto the stage, and I merge my way back into the world of the living. Family, friends and admiring students gather around, whispering their approval before the next artist begins. I feel proud of my accomplishments, knowing I will forever have a sense of security in my music. 
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