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Looking back, I can only remember the nickname given to the 
luger at those 2010 Winter Olympic Games in British Columbia: 
“BAM-BAM!,” they cheered. He was a favorite for gold. I can’t re-
call which country he was representing, just his nickname, and the 
time code. The exact frame on which the luger’s sled departed from 
the ice, like his soul escaping his body. I see BAM-BAM in my 
dreams, a shadowy figure, flying through the air at 90 mph, forever 
haunting me. His ghost looping in my mind, as eternal as the 
Olympic flame. A torch passed from one host country to the next. 
 
You see, I’m the unofficial Eraser-in-Chief for the Pacific North-
west division of TV news. And I’m damn good at my job. I can’t 
cheat death. I can delay it. But the inevitable will come. I erase for 
others what I can never erase in myself. 

I don’t yet know that there is a play unfolding on the graveyard shift. 
I’m on reserve, and I spend most my work shifts sleeping until…
disaster. I kill the feed before you can hear someone say fuck, or Janet 
Jackson has a wardrobe malfunction, or some sorry kid shooting 
down a tube of ice hits the mountainside, for Christ’s sake. 

“Wake-ie, wake-ie, end of break-ie.” I awaken from the break-room 
couch at News Network Northwest with a forced pecking on my 
collarbone. It’s Dick Cornerwell, my graveyard boss.

“Flattened by a fly fan on Grandma’s white marble countertop. 
Let’s go, Lucia. I want this one pushed to the frame. I mean I 
want the fittin’ Olympic finish. One-zillionth of a second before…
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BAM!” Dick claps his hands together, his man-breasts reverberating 
as I blink, my eyes adjusting to the fluorescent light. 

“Live feed coming in now and we’ve got the exclusive video from 
Vancouver.” Dick hovers, kicks my foot. “We’ve got twenty flat till 
we post and break this story.” I spring up, the end of my break-ie, 
all right. I swig a swallow or so of Vodka in a plastic water bottle 
and gargle for a moment. 
 
I have twenty minutes to make BAM-BAM’s death disappear. 

I hunker into my booth, log in with headphones on and laser-fo-
cused as I start the tape.

I marvel at BAM-BAM’s guts. He flails his arms, wild, yet sys-
tematic. He jumps to stay loose before the buzzer. He’s prepared, 
having executed this run a thousand times or more. Teenage rosy 
cheeks under helmet, his first Olympic Games. Although it is a 
training run, the kid’s giving it his all. 

A clock counts down. One icy exhale, a fist-bump from his coach, 
then the BEEP he’s been waiting for his whole life. It’s go time.

Lightning gallop out of the gate. Kick off. He slides to the sled 
beneath him, hopping in with the airiness of a prima ballerina and 
with the precision of a space satellite, halting now impossible.

On the track, BAM-BAM picks up where his hero left off, attempt-
ing to smash the record-breaking speed the reigning champion had 
secured four years prior. I picture BAM-BAM as a grade-schooler, 
fascinated by his predecessors, glued to the TV even then. It’s his 
debut on the world stage now and he shows no signs of squander-
ing the chance to prove himself. 

The ice is glass; deadly, impenetrable glass.

Bullet-speed on curves only reserved for a theme park of horrors. 
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20 mph, 40, 75 and there it is, maxing at 89 mph.
 
For now, I just watch. Marvel. I don’t anticipate. Letting the time-
code and the editing booth fade to background. Just a fan, watch-
ing an athlete defeat the impossible. Cheering him on.

And yet… 

I don’t forget that the reason I’m awake and watching this near-
ly-live video is that something is going to go very, very wrong. 
Curve after curve, over and over. Death trap. Death trap. The track 
too fast for my tipsy vodka-soaked eyes. I slap myself on the cheek. 
“Come on, get ‘er done.” And only a frame or two later, all my 
premonitions unfold into the exact death trap scenario I feared. I’m 
vindicated.

A glitch. A shard of ice too cold to chip. Instead, the ice chips the 
titanium sled’s blade, careening the shell of BAM-BAM’s only 
armor down a shoot of frigid crystal.

His body is flying now. No longer on the tunnel of ice. Ascending 
in air, over the crowd barricades. Straight into an ice fracture of the 
cliff. 

And yes, Dick had gotten it right. Splat. Organs, skull, bones 
splintered, skeleton crushed, lungs exploding with red pellets, 
abstract in gruesome contrast to the ethereal wonder-wall of white 
monolith, and crowds of many flags, celebrating sport uniting all. 
Now they remain, mouths hanging wide open, too soon for tears, 
shock-stained in the scarlet plasma of a newly-martyred champion. 
Will they cheer, or will they stand stunned in sheer, thunderous 
silence with vehemently fractured faces? I wonder.

I hear Dick’s voice from just outside the editing bay—he knows 
he’s not allowed in—ripe with adrenaline, “Take it right up to the 
edge!”

I envision the superimposed headline the graphics team will lob on: 
“Loss on a Luge’s Loop,” but for me, it should read, “Looping a Loss.”
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A shaky camera turns to BAM-BAM’s family, honing-in for close-
ups. BAM-BAM’s young bride, who became a widow less than four 
frames ago, is screaming, rushing, to do what? Catch him?

“Keep her. She’s good!” Dick howls and audibly taps his foot. No 
room for sluggish feet in the newsroom when producers smell fresh 
death. 

I take it in. 

Snow covered mountains, frozen solid in sorrow and shock. 

Next step goes beyond predicting the general moment of catastrophe. 
 
I call it timecode-time. I’ve only got eleven more minutes before 
this shit is on-air.

I’m no doctor, but I pronounce BAM-BAM’s T.O.D. (time of 
death) at 12 hours, 59 minutes, 51 seconds, and 06 frames. Time-
code is my scalpel. Time to slice and dice, baby.

On my monitor it reads: 

12 : 59 : 51 : 06
 
Getting a feel for it…

12 : 59 : 45 : 17
12 : 59 : 46 : 23

Shaving off frames like the blade of his sled on ice. One mille-sec-
ond at a time. To the untrained eye, no one could tell. But to me, 
even drunk at 3 a.m., I must, once again, admit I’m the best.

12 : 59 : 52 : 09

Too far. Must go back again. No tolerance for mistakes…
12 : 59 : 41 : 20
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“Don’t play softball on me now, Lucia.”

12 : 59 : 50 : 23

“Tighter.”

12 : 59 : 50 : 24

“Even tighter.”

I’m pushing it. I can feel the breath exiting BAM-BAM’s soul as 
I near his T.O.D. frame count. Or is that Dick’s breath down my 
neck?

12 : 59 : 51 : 01
12 : 59 : 51 : 03

Fuck it. Fuck Dick. Fuck the Olympics. 

12 : 59 : 51 : 05

“That’s it, baby! Nothin’ but the best! Press that send button. It’s 
locked down.”
 
I straighten my shoulders, crack my neck, knuckles, hip. Not realiz-
ing it’d been twenty minutes since my last breath. Or at least it felt 
that way.
 
I think of BAM-BAM’s next of kin who weren’t there, who would 
find out about his death on TV. His cousins, siblings, teachers. 
Tonight, around the entire globe, they will see him almost die on 
TV—the almost part, all thanks to me.

I know I will dream this. The horrified face of BAM-BAM, his 
mangled body, eternally frostbitten into the lens of my weary eyes. 
We share a secret now, BAM-BAM and myself. We left our souls 
in the editing booth, together, never able to reclaim that innocent 
part of our being.
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But my outward demeanor would never show this. I stood, swigged 
again from my “water” bottle and acted cool, like it was all in a 
day’s flip of a switch, my mission accomplished. Crash, yes, splatter, 
no. I confront Dick. “Good to go?” 
 
Dick reaches up with a high-five. I walk right past him.

I head out of the booth, towards my awaiting couch, presumably 
until the next disaster or body bag appears on tape somewhere. 

But before I can make it to the couch, I pause. I turn to Dick. Tears 
welling up, mostly out of fear of what I will do next. It seems I too 
am careening off a dangerous, frigid, and slippery loop.

Erase death. Just do the job, my head tells me. Get your check and 
go home. 

But I stop. For some hell-bent reason, my head still looping BAM-
BAM’s end, I stop.

“I quit.” 

Dick huffs and puffs, “You’ll be easy to replace. You don’t realize 
the mistake you’re making. Nobody will hire a drunk couch potato 
like you. You’ll never work in TV again…”

I drown it out as I leave the newsroom, for good.

I can’t eat. I can’t sleep. All I can do is loop.

I wish I could say BAM-BAM has changed me. He hasn’t. The 
timecode changed me. The moment. The impact of a sliver of 
time, so much lost in an instant. These slivers, they have fed and 
fueled my nights for so many years.

I haven’t found work for many months. Alone at home, I scan the 
TV channels at night, honing-in on my former station, patrolling 
the airwaves, hoping to be proven the best Eraser there ever was for 
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the global market. The others, they don’t get it right. They show 
too much. Or too little. Not to the edge. The sliver.

Countless horrific ends, burned in frostbite onto my retinas. For 
years, I sat in that booth and bore witness to what the public 
thought they wanted to see, what they leaned-in to see outside the 
borders of their TV screens, as if this way they could see beyond 
the camera’s shot. But the world, the viewers, they really can’t 
handle what’s outside the frame of their HD plasma TV sets. I can. 
I did. And part of me still needs to.

Nonetheless, I will not be going back. At this gig, Tuesdays are 
my Fridays, but I don’t mean I’ll take my Wednesday/Thursday 
weekend to consider my resignation. I mean, I won’t be going back. 
Ever. Period. And it’s not because the break-room couch is lumpy 
as hell.

Dick died a few weeks after the Games closed in Canada. Widow-
maker heart attack, right in the newsroom. At the time I thought, 
maybe the station’s security cameras had caught Dick’s fatal mo-
ment on tape? I could break-in, dissect the footage. Pick it through 
till T.O.D., till point blank, hoping to come full-circle. And yet, I 
know now that there is no more room in my life for the absence of 
life itself. 

I live in real time. No more delays that force me to crash so far 
back and forth that present moments, being alive, are buried in 
loops of their own. 

Finally, I can let timecode run and run and run...


