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Erased Away

I had always had this fear of being alone and here I was, alone. 


On the table was a news paper. I picked it up and looked at our family picture taken last spring on Easter Sunday the five of us were smiling. The headline read “Brother and Sister Plunge to Their Deaths.”  “On Saturday December 12th Tanner Anderson and his sister Julie were skiing at Alta Ski Resort just outside of Salt Lake City, Utah when they fell off the chair lift they were on, into a deep ravine…” I put the paper down and continued to eat . 


Reading about Saturday just made it more real. Only I knew that Tanner had intentionally jumped off the lift, he had taken Julie’s hand, looked her in the eye, smiled and scooted forward. I heard their bodies thud against the sharp collection of rocks hidden under the snow. All I could do was sit there speechless, I thought I was dreaming, the empty seats beside me confirmed that I wasn’t.


I left my plate in the sink and retreated to my room. Sitting down at my desk I noticed my pink eraser. I picked it up, turning it around in my hand. My friend Katie once told me that when she was in so much pain, the only way to make it feel real was to physically feel it. She had told me that to erase her pain she erased her skin. I thought it was kind of gross at the time but it made sense to me now. Before this dreary and dismal Monday evening I had never felt so much pain. Never missed someone so much before. Never felt so empty and lonely.  And they were both gone, I really was alone. 

 
I picked up the eraser and started with my arm. I began to rub it against my wrist, slowly at first and then more quickly. The skin started to disappear, being replaced by raw pink flesh. My tears hit my flesh, it burned, but in a good and refreshing way. I moved quickly, until my whole left arm was pink and bleeding. I lifted up my shirt and proceeded to erase the skin on my torso. Every time I took of a chunk of skin I thought of something mean I had said to either of them, I thought about how much I was going to miss them. I thought about what I would do to see them again. I thought about the pain that they had suffered and the last words that they had said. I was the only kid left, there had been three of us and now their was one. I didn’t want to be here any longer. 


I sat in my desk chair sobbing and bleeding. But this didn’t stop me I moved across my torso to my right side. I placed the eraser in my left hand and began to erase the flesh on my right arm. The pain on the left side of my body was excruciating but I continued all the way up my arm to my shoulder. I erased the skin on my neck and my chest, moving then to my legs. Blood dripped onto my pink carpet and pooled at my feet. I gasped and fell to the floor. All I smelled was blood.

 
I woke up in a white bed, in a room with white walls and white lights. I looked up at the white ceiling and I knew that I had arrived. Finally. 

 

