All I Want to Erase For Christmas


No one knew how it got there. No one knew why it was there. No one really knew anything, to be honest, at least regarding tall, huge, path blocking metallic objects. A couple people here and there had experience in the field, but much of the phenomenon had gone unobserved for a couple of reasons. Firstly, it was a ridiculous theory that had little bearing on advancing science in general, and second, most of them that had been discovered had already been erased. Yet Christmas was nigh, and on that first day of the Christmas month, from seemingly nowhere sprouted a silvery statuesque sample of stationery.


These phenomena are normally observed in remote locations; such as a lake or in secret tunnels beneath tourist attractions. So it was much to the surprise of one pudgy inventor who, for all purposes, could be considered the leading “expert” in the field, when an oversized iron paperclip became firmly rooted in the middle of a thoroughly filthy and upset sign salesman. Many frequenters of Burglin Park noticed it immediately, especially after a large “FOR SALE” sign was placed, billeting it as a must-have for the holiday season.


The information that this strange statue was this year’s “hot item” began to spread around Eagleland. Firstly, a rather prominent swindler of Burglin Park fame began to pay heed to it, showering it with praises on what a superlative gift it would make and then attempting to steal it, not realizing how safely it was secured. So Burglin Park’s cool-cat sauntered back to his shack, swiping a sandwich on the way. Then word continued to spread, and more and more people became intrigued by the polished paperclip. Shoppers from Fourside and Threed flocked to it, wishing to buy this perfect gift for the holiday season. Cheap knock-offs began to appear everywhere, even in Burglin Park itself. The publicity for this grand ol’ paperclip grew and grew, and the salesman said he would sell only to the highest bidder. Eventually the price grew so monumentally large at the arrival of Eagleland’s resident multi-millionaire, Mr. Monotoli himself, that the auction seemed irrefutably concluded, when dignitaries from the legendary, long-lost kingdom of Dalaam came, outbidding even Mr. Monotoli. The bidding and bickering began to go on, until finally riots broke out in Twoson, with crazed women and balding men beating the living daylights out of each other. It was then the police took over, and finally decided something had to be done.


It was fortunate at this time that Apple Kid found the courage to confront the police at this time. He explained how he had dealt with such the odd metallic office supply or two in his time, and explained it was merely a matter of building an eraser capable of erasing it. At first, the police dismissed him, as his plan would cost around $200, and Orange Kid had already offered to do it for the same price. Unfortunately, while Orange Kid proved to be a sound musician, his device did nothing to remedy the situation but cause the congregation to break out into dance before going back to rioting when the music machine broke. After that little hiccup, the police finally turned to Apple Kid.


“My price went up,” said Apple Kid upon hearing his true genius now needed. The police dreaded what this new invention would cost them. “I’m really hungry.”


So after the police fetched him a few cookies and a sandwich, and Apple Kid went to work seeking a cure for the paperclip which was making it difficult to determine which crazy people were Twosonians and which crazy people were just crazy because of the paper clip. On the whole, the police waited and waited and waited, and eventually decided to give up on Apple Kid, who was taking an exceptionally long time to create his device. Yet no sooner did the police chief step out of Burglin Park did his cellphone ring, with Apple Kid informing him that the key to ending this holiday madness was finally within his grasp.


So the police chief held it in his hands, a rather innocent-looking eraser that apparently could just melt his problem away. He thanked the Apple Kid for his invention and began heading back to Burglin Park, doing his best to avoid as many crazy people as possible. The situation, however, had certainly not improved. In fact, it had degenerated into total chaos.


Robed figured swarmed about the park like spectres, chasing away one who got too close to the iron statue. They donned silvery sheets, and hooded themselves with it, painting the ground and statues and even Everdred’s house silver. The entire park appeared to be something out of a Star Trek episode, and not that one with all the Furbies either. One of the spooky ones. That chilled the police chief to the bone. He quickly marched towards the man beside the paperclip, a balding man with silver hair and a silver moustache, dressed in a silver suit.


“Pardon me, sir,” said the police officer. “But your cultists are in front of the police tape. We set up police tape so people stay behind the police tape. The police tape just doesn’t really work if you’re on the wrong side of it.”


“I know,” said the suited man. “But we liked it better when we worshipped shiny things, and this happens to fit the bill.” What happened next was a bit of a blur to the police chief, but he came to in a hospital surrounded by nurses tending to what appeared to be lightning burns.


“You’re very lucky, you were mortally injured,” said one nurse caringly. “Usually this kind of injury kills a person. You’re a pretty gutsy man to just march up there like that, I tell you.” The police chief smiled weakly at the nurse, but promptly passed out again afterwards.


Meanwhile, at Burglin Park, a caretaker at a local preschool had taken notice of the pandemonium that had stricken Twoson and phoned up some friends of hers. Soon 4 young teenagers marched past the yellow police tape, much to the chagrin of the police, and confronted the mysterious suited man. They engaged in a little banter for a while, but soon at the sight of a badge, the man stepped down and the cultists evacuated themselves from the park.


While raising suspicions that these children had flashed some badge proving they were from the FBI or whatnot, the kids began to talk to key members of the throng of crazy Christmas shoppers. The girl had a talk with Mr. Monotoli about owing her for a slight misdeed, and an oriental boy talked with the delegates from Dalaam, and a bespectacled boy declared that the paperclip was no longer for sale, and that it was to be the subject of intense scientific research. The people became bored and they thought it was time to leave, thereby solving the problem once and for all, when out of the blue crashed a shiny UFO into Burglin Park. This once again brought the masses back to Burglin Park, until they discovered that the space aliens they were hoping for was just a creepy old man carrying what looked like a head with a giant nose and legs.


An interesting fact about people is how quickly they lose interest. When all was said and done, people all returned to their homes and resumed their normal frenzied Christmas shopping, but they all sat back realizing they had learned a good lesson about not only Christmas, but themselves. The moral of the story, as they realized, was that Christmas wasn’t about getting the hot new Christmas item, or about paying the highest price for an object you couldn’t even move from the ground, or about mindlessly worshipping shiny statues. It was about getting the hot new Christmas item together, and paying the highest price for an object you couldn’t even move from the ground together, and mindlessly worshipping shiny statues together. At the end of the day, isn’t togetherness really what the world was all about? Coming together for a common cause? Even if it is a really stupid one?


Well, unfortunately, most people took this as a sign that they now had to get everyone Christmas presents and shop even more in the spirit of togetherness, so most people just agreed that the moral of the story was that Burglin Park was a hot place to shop this year, so they ended up all coming back to Twoson anyway and mobbing the salesmen, causing many people to receive condiments, eggs, rulers, broken spray cans, and bananas for Christmas. Not to mention the fact that no one knew Burglin Park had a “no refunds” policy, and riots soon began again.


Fortunately, by March the riots calmed down, and Eagleland had quieted down significantly. Everyone was back to their normal selves by then. Twoson was now swarming with just regular crazy people. The Happy Happyists went back to painting cars. Most importantly, however, people never congregated in the same place ever again. 

So it was that Christmas was done,

Through some bidding, some cults, and good holiday fun

And though riots over statues may seem rather gruesome

It’s just another Christmas day in a town called Twoson.

The End.

