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AMELIA'S SONG
Edited by S. Liska

In the centre of the makeshift market, in the centre of a make-
shift stage, stood the piano. It was the grand prize in the raffle at
the fair: a generous donation, a nearby sign read, from the estate
of a late local musician. I wasn't sure if I'd stopped when I saw it,
or if it had stopped me when I passed close enough. | remembered
how it had a way of making me do things.

Memories broke through the dam I'd constructed years prior:
the feel of the wood and the ivory, the scent of the pedals and the
strings, the blood and the shit and the sweat and the piss and the
pain [ went through after hours of playing.

I briefly wondered if it remembered me too, but then chided
myself for such a foolish, hopeful notion.

Stupid old woman. Dark things always have long memories.

The late musician, of course, must have been Amelia.

I looked down and saw my right index finger pressing one of
the keys. The sound of it filled the air, and the world faded to
black.

I first played the piano--this piano--at the behest of Amelia,
who was looking for a student at the time. Amelia was a concert
pianist, yet hadn't played a show in over a decade when we met.
She told me of the string of romances that led to her marriage,
and spoke little of the divorce that followed her retirement from
the stage. Pictures of her husband hung in every room of her
home, but none of them together. The only pictures of Amelia
were of her at the piano.
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I remembered the way Amelia's fingers stretched over my own
at first, guiding them over the keys as a lover would a body. It
wasn't long, and without any true instruction, before I was
playing and composing on my own, just as Amelia once had.

I was intoxicated by the beauty I was able to produce. Every
stroke of the keys was an affirmation of my worth, my potential.

When I asked how I was able to play so quickly, Amelia
confided that it was all the piano. It had this way, she said, of
taking hold. The more you played, the less you noticed anything
else in the world.

I asked her how long she had she’d owned it, and she stopped
for a moment, held her hands above the keys, and said for about
as long as it had owned her.

I didn't ask many questions after that.




The pretext of our lessons was soon dropped. Amelia seemed
genuinely glad for the company, and the more time we spent
together, the better we both played.

She told me how it felt to be on stage—weightless and tranquil;
she took the piano with her on tour until it was too expensive to
move—and the better I got, the more 1 wanted to experience that
feeling for myself.

I was a young woman spending my afternoons and evenings at
the whim of something I thought was wonderful. I forgot to eat, to
bathe, and sometimes, to breathe. When I played, I was lost in the
melodies at my fingertips.

Sometimes Amelia played, sometimes I did.

For a time | was caught up in the magic of the instrument, but
it wasn't long before I learned how sinister it was.

The memory faded, and around me I saw that a small crowd
had gathered. I was sitting at the piano, expertly playing
Amelia's favourite song. It was already half-way through, I'd
been playing it for some time.

I remembered the way Amelia looked when she told me I was
forbidden from ever seeing this piano again. I remembered
pushing her aside, and continuing to play.

The crowd grew larger and I welcomed the attention. This
was what Amelia must have felt, just a bit, when she performed.

I remembered when she finally tore me from the seat and the
music stopped, so long ago. When my senses returned, I saw
why she was so concerned: bone had split through the
callouses of my fingers, and a week’s worth of waste hung low
in my skirt.

The keys, | remember now, they were stained so red.

The crowd faded away, and all that was left in the world
once again was the piano, and the sound. I wondered how long
Amelia played until she died.

[ wondered how long I had left.




reﬂection ended, and Wh*efe she begah.
" Her academic backgrou\nd in Deterrmmsm mformed the idea
that standing here was never her choice, but con51der1ng the reflection,

what was once a comfortlng,thought now became entlre;y unsetthng o
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C She knew;, phllosophlcalky and sc1ent1ﬁcally, th&Tree will tvas an*

illusion, but thought it a.comfort nqpetheless. We wege determined
crea{ures of course. Our biology and our actions were sef i mation from
‘ our birth, back to the ﬁrst mover at the begmnlng of everythmg
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She knew, t‘hat what We consuiered 0 bé consc1ous dec151on makmg was

merely the causal result of neurons firing in our bramWe didn't choose 25
r~ thmkmg that we '~

w act, then act. No we aoted\ then fooled ourselve
fade a ch01ce at all

She couldn't4ell where the

Free‘will was an iUifﬁon.».Choice was a lie. -

She left to walk the path today before sunrise. She felt as if she'had
made the choice to do that, but knew that wasn't true. Her walk was
the result of a thousanghings nobody had any part in demdmg' and-
yet there she was, standing at ‘ﬂ?'edge of a pond férined from melted
snow, looking at a reflection that wasn't hefs. -
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The strange dudacity of the phantom reﬂectlon caused fier to question
why she'was conscwus of her lack of free-¥ill i in the first prace. Why
must the prisoner bé“aware of her chains? She wondered why she was
aware of the reflection at all, when it'seemed to contravene all v
preexisting rational notions she held. If she was-determined, then why
was she here? Ahd was Why even the r1ght question?

The face in the water was older and darker than hers%ts Matr Was

longer, and 1is clothes ragged and sullied. She thought for 2*moment

that it was somewhat angchronistic, yet for some reason, it seemed >
entirely contemporary, as if they stood at opposite sides of the same
window, at the same time. But WOved as a reflection, mirroring her
movements with shocking precision. .- - . hal



- She was aware, of course, that her movements were pre- deterrnine'd;:,}_ )
that if given thrs part1cular set of sensory input, under the same.
o cond1trons her actrons would follow accordrngly each trrne :

S6 when the‘hot‘lon crossed her mrnd that perhaps the reﬂectron wasnt
~ mirroring her, but rather she was mirroring it, she dismissed-the notion
outrlght Neither was mirroring the other, if therreﬂectron existed atall, .
since both of their actions were ouf of therr control. Unfortunately,
_-whan the reﬂecuon in the water started to make-movements separate
frorn hers she was left w1thout“sohd theoretrcal grpund to. stand on.

NS The dr‘fferehces were srnall\ at first. A twitch here, a blink there. At one
~ point«he reflection turned away; casually, as'if hearing something in the

-, ldistance, before furning back and resuming a flawless imitation. If the -
reflection was different from her, she thought, then it must be -
determined just as she was. Neither of them could choose to bet”
anywhere else, as muoh as either of them might hope for that to be the

She watched as the reflection pornted down\to its feet. She gried to'see
‘them in the walter, but from theangle, it was noyse. Instead, she looked
".down at her own: The wet snow had frozenhround her boots

Shestruggled a b1t to free herself but found. that she was drstracted by
the half- hearted efforts her reflectron rnade to, do the sarne Perhaps she
was pre deterrmned to be stuck. .

Free wrll was an 1lluslon she knew but one that allowed for a variety of
optlons to present themselves however sp‘hrlously Though we would
always choose the one we' were meant to, those other options
represented what it meant to be free. With her boots stuck in thesfrozen
snow, she saw. those opt1ons evaporate one by one, The reflection .
continued to mirror her movements, but this t1rne smiled as, like her, it
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: struggled in varn o -« | b

She considered the fact that the reflection seeined to move independently
of her, but that she did not seem to move independently of it. When it
turned away, ! she d1d not follow suit, yet whatever move she made it
followed all fbe sarne It was as if the reflection could choose whether or
" not it would follow, but she lacked that option entirely, Thejonly -~ o .
'movements that separated the tive of them wete the reflection's. ’

/ &.1 ‘ , / ! :
Still, %at didh't mean that the reﬂect1on had free wrll Though 1t seerned ‘
to choose-it$ actions, she knew that such a choice was simply/one of a '
predeterrnlned/and 1llusory set of options. The end result worrld always
. be the same. - \ i N\ \\‘_,}
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The snow and ice below her cracked, and she fell, slightly, as the water

rushed to greet her ankles. The melted snow pond gradually rose, until

she realized that what appeared to be rising water was actually the

result of her being slowly dragged into it.
S,

he water was, unp0551bly, now up to her waist. Still, she moved
eeper, smkm;g slowly into the’desolate pond. Free will was a lie,
. buta comfortmg one. And though she knew, on an academic level,
that there was no escaping her fate, she nonetheless held fast to the
hope that she could break free. Her reflection ran its fingers through
the water, though there were no ripples. She touched a bit of the cold
pond with her fingertips, and the reflection did the same.

As she sank, she realized that the reflection and her were always
going to join this way. Their fingers entwined in the water, they
moved in unison. Deeper into the pond. Deeper into the cold

. \' - \"’*__-_ ?-
- ™ Up to her neck, she "~
-7 took one last look
- iNto the watgr.—

She knew, of course, that
there was never any other
option. This was always
going to happen. :

_Still, it seemed
cruel.




..........

She couldn't tell where the reflection

began

and where she ended.
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! watched him study his compiter screen.
Whenever he looked: at me, | Furned awdy.
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i ; Res. ” | % He wore glave_g wéen 77, /;appeneo’ i
| didn'¥ have to HAurn away very, offen. ’ My k”# not His. ""\«"‘ Tk
| IU i 4 e He'a/ been o’/-mEn 9, Lt not 7‘00 mucﬁ
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He read each Comme}b‘ on each article in
sflegce.
He had alread reao’. Fhe emarl | sent him,

! st loved Aim., / 57‘/// cared For Aim,
/ said all f/idf /n the emarl. He held me O/OW/’), Just as / //'keo’, and puf

his hands on my throat, gentle at First. /
Fried Fo speak when his grip F ghtened
Aot could n'f, / Ffried fap /D/'/? 9 on Al s
shovlder, but he didn't stop.

N been drinkin g, but Foo muc/7, / thou _9/77‘ .

We Knew ovr k/ﬂksl am/ our l/mn‘s.
“We both-9iked it /‘04/9/' C
- But last night «ﬁe choked me. - 4

! remember the walls qorng dark.

-/ remember

the CO/Ouf

of the

bry/ses i
uf . in the mirror. He apologzed, bt i#
- wasn't enov gh.

.x-'-‘
So / Fold Aim #that.
What #he hell could Ae?
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When he sard he didn't ownderstand .
' /' sent him the emarl,

When he sard i+ a ga/n, B
] sent Fthe articles.

When he said it agarn, " . F i GOT NO BODY e
;C/'HGW)/, R ‘ V‘

! lef#t. ¢
) ,v\ )
/ Fook all of my clothes in buno’/eo/‘.g/umgs. S ‘

| Fried my best to hold it all, but:cowldn't ® 'j ‘X

Some of 1t slipped From my, hands and .
Fell o the grownd as | walked home.
Throvgh the tears, !/ couldn't reall, #ell
what was left behbrnd.
Lt | decided to leave i+ all and
move on, without looking hack,
The past wasn't worth holding
onto.
So / loosened my  gr/p.










Yes, I know, sir or ma'am, it's a low-blow to knock it,
But let's forego the flimflam about their gizmo,
the rocket.

The lambs tried their best in a jam to block it,
But Uncle Sam was hard-pressed to give a damn about
the rocket.

The rest of us seek a bit of jest, so we mock it,
But I guess in a week we'll be oppressed by
the rocket.

The geeks always knew: with a leak, you caulk it,
But with a peek they debuted their sleek, sexy
new rocket.

It's true, I assisted the coup, trying to hock it.
I thought few could resist such a shiny
new rocket.

Our chance missed, of course, they persisted to lock it.
The twist: once enforced, we dismissed the
dumb rocket.

A source we were close to endorsed trying to dock it.
With remorse, they arose to force an end to
the rocket.

I suppose, as a rule, I'll disclose: we didn't clock it:
When exposed, those mad fools, they chose the
damned rocket!

We used all our tools: ignited fuel, tried to shock it.
The truth, cruel despite: we lost the duel with
the rocket.

In the bright afterglow they moved right to re-stock it,
Their might now on show, we fear the flight of
the rocket.




