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Key after key. Note after note. I think, I wait, I stop, I cry. I sit here at my piano, crying. 

I sit here in my living room crying. 

I cry not for me. Not because I am hurt. I cry because of a memory. 

A memory of my best friend…. a memory of my favorite babysitter…. a memory of my aunt. 

She used to play this same piano for seven years. 

I’ve been playing for six, so far. 

This is more than a piano; it is my life and my memories. 

She never got to see me play. 

She never saw my first recital. 

She never saw me play my first song on the ivory keys. 

She has no memory of me playing my heart out. 

She never saw me at my first talent show. 

There is not one moment of my life that I don’t see her, or I don’t think about her. 

She is a part of me along with my piano. 

My aunt loved to play, like me. 

My aunt, who loved elephants, played on the shiny ivory keys. 

She played the longest amongst her sisters. 

 

My aunt had a unique name. We called her Auntie UU instead of her name, which was Kathleen. 

We called her this because we couldn’t pronounce her real name. 

Every time I play I see her poufy curly black hair, an untamed afro. 

I see her beauty mark right above her lip. 



I see her beautiful big brown eyes. 

I see her watching over me high up in the sky. 

 

I like to think I play for her sometimes. 

I like to think the songs are meant for her. 

I like to think that she watches over me on stage and everywhere I go. 

 

I think back to Christmas after Christmas, where I would see the piano covered in dust.  It looked 

deprived of life. My cousin and I would try to play “Jingle Bells” and all kinds of holiday tunes, as my 

aunt would playfully dance along to our “music.” The piano still seemed sad though.  The piano sat there 

day after day with a frown on its face. 

And on that dreaded day in history, November 13, 2003 - the worst day in history – (in my 

opinion)- my aunt died. I will never forget this day. She used to babysit us on Friday afternoons. She 

didn’t show up one day so my dad went to her apartment and well… yeah. I remember when we found 

out. My heart sunk, I felt as though I had been hit by a BIG MACK truck. A hurricane struck our family. 

When people say cry me a river, well I cried all seven oceans that day and the days to follow. I was only 

six years old, my older brother eight and my younger brother three! 

 

My family went into a grave depression 

I didn’t know what to do with myself. 

My life was over. 

Our first Christmas without her wasn’t really very happy. I still had fun opening Santa’s gifts and 

seeing family. But I miss Jingle Bells and the dancing and the singing. The laughter, the constant joke 

cracking. I miss the complete family. The piano went into a grave silence. 

 

 



Over three years the piano sat. Layers upon layers of dust covered its smooth ivory keys. 

Day after day, Christmas after Christmas. 

Until one day I decided to play the piano. 

Once I started lessons, the piano came alive with happiness.  

It was reborn with the memory of my aunt. 

             My playing was the highlight of its existence.  

I played my first year at my grandmother’s house where it sat for so many years. My second year 

playing we moved the piano to my house.  

This made me sad that the piano would have to move from its long time home.  

Though, the piano was happy to start a new life. 

Now the piano is no longer covered in dust. 

I try to practice when I can, I feel bad when I don’t. 

It has heard so many songs and ‘concerts’.  

Now day after day, and Christmas after Christmas, it is played. 

Flower vases and pictures of my brothers and I sit on top. 

I’ve played so many songs, classical, rock and roll, The Beatles and many many more. 

Many my aunt will never hear. 

But the piano will. 

So many memories my aunt has and will miss. 

But not the piano. 

So many concerts she will miss. 

But not the piano. 

The piano will see and hear all of this. My aunt has and will never. 

I will never get to see, experience and enjoy these memories with her. 

Today is November 16, 2011, for this past Sunday was the eighth anniversary of her memory. 



Her legacy still lives on through pictures….through videos….through memories….through my 

piano. 

 

Key after key. Note after note. I think, I wait, I stop, I cry. I sit here at my piano crying. 

I sit here in my living room crying. 

I cry not for me. Not because I am hurt. I cry because of a memory. 

A memory of my best friend….a memory of my favorite babysitter….a memory of my aunt. 

 

 

 

 

Three months later on February 15, 2004 my papa died. That’s another story for another day. 


