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If I Had an Eraser

If I had an eraser, I’d erase every mistake I ever made.

I’d erase the time when I ran into a pole while playing tag in 5th grade, and I’d erase the bruise on my cheek that swelled to the size of a small apple.

And I’d erase those fleeting feelings of depression I sometimes experience when fate twists itself around my neck like a boa constrictor in what can only be pallidly described as “a bad day”.

I’d erase the time I disappointed my parents when, at the tender age of 5, I stole a quarter from the kitchen table to buy a green lollipop in the shape of a thumb from a vending machine at school.

Then, after erasing so much, my hand would grow tired, and I’d rest a bit.

In that time I’d consider how many of the world’s sorrows need to be erased, and, with a heightened sense of morality, I would embark on an erasing campaign.

I’d erase the crises in the Middle East, just like that.

I’d erase the genocide in Darfur, just like that.

I’d erase all wars, great and small, past and present…just like that.

But inevitably, pieces of shredded eraser would begin to pile up next to me, each one with a smear of some grievance or another imbedded in it. This pile would quickly become a mountain as I turned my attention to more fundamental issues. If it toppled, everything I fixed would smear onto the world page to take the shape of new problems, new destructive ideologies, and I’d have to start over.

It is, in essence, a Pandora’s pyramid of rubber.

Finally, after erasing for only Allah knows how long, I’d get to the root of it all, the source of evil: Shaytan.

But unfortunately, only Allah’s eraser is big enough to deal with him.

And I’d realize that it was all in vain, because all Shaytan would have to do is lightly tap that mountain of rubber to make it all come crashing down…
I guess an eraser is useless.
Now on the other hand, if I’d had a pencil…

I’d share it with the rest of the world so we could write the rest together.
