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The Muse

 


She was
conceived in the heart of a song that contained about as much
tears, blood and visceral matter as most births.

Her
arrival surprised the composer, who had been expecting a melody
only, not a whole woman with long drapes of birch colored hair
streaming down her slightly stooped shoulders. "Are those wings?"
he asked.

She
blinked, staring at the motion of his lips. Then she parted hers
and mouthed a pattern that was close to identical. Open, close,
tongue brushing teeth, open again, close, open, close. No sound
came. She did not appear to expect any.

"No," he
said, rounding the O.

She
imitated the motion. Still no sound.

"You
cannot speak," he observed. "Can you hear? You are
beautiful."'

He led
her to the couch. Some of the hair slipped and he saw for certain
why she was stooped. "They are wings," he said. "Are you an
angel?"

She
blinked, then got up and walked over to the piano. Some of the
sheets of paper were filled with notes. She smiled, as if something
about the melody delighted her. Then she found the pen and wrote, I
DO NOT KNOW in large block letters. I DO NOT REMEMBER.

The composer's mind was conflicted. An excited
you can write! battled
with a protest that he used the music sheets for other types of
writing. Trembling fingers, he found a notebook and passed it to
her. He retrieved the sheets of paper and, past her scribbling, he
saw how the rest of the melody should go. The notes just seemed to
fall into place and he wrote them down quite fast, lest he forget
them, caught up as he was in the unexpected phenomenon of the
winged woman.

"Why did
you come?" he mused, more to himself.

I WAS
DRAWN HERE, she wrote. I DO NOT UNDERSTAND IT MYSELF.

"Do you
have a name?" he asked.

I DO NOT
THINK SO, she replied.

"Do you
need anything?"

A GLASS
OF WATER.

The
composer poured her a glass of water and went back to the business
of music, which seemed to flow a lot easier in her presence than it
did before.

She
stayed and hours drifted into days, weeks, months and finally
years. The composer wrote many songs, some of which he recorded
himself, while licensing others to fellow musicians. He became
famous and aclaimed. The woman sometimes felt she could almost, but
not quite remember a life before him, but she felt no need to
return to it. Only two aspects blemished their happiness. The first
was that no one seemed to notice the woman beside
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