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Sarah’s Secret

By Michelle Zimmer man

had found themselves on the floor but most of them were on the cream tile of the counter. Her clumsy
movements had knocked the opened bottle over. It waslike slow

motion: shesaw thebottletip over, then sheheard theplasticclink. Shesaw | Michelle Zimmerman is the
the rush of green color, then heard a few drop to the linoleum kitchen floor. | winner of the seventh annual
The whole time she stood motionless, just watching it all happening. This | Award for Prose, a writing
wasjust one morethingto add to her bad day. It may not seem like much, contest initiated by Karen
, i : ) : Rosenbaum,who taught cre-

but shereally did not want to deal with those little anti-depressantsright | gtive writing, literature and
now. Shedid not want toround up all thosegreen Prozacsintotheir bottle. | composition for more than
Shedid not want to do anything right now. Well, except for one thing 30 years at Ohlone.

Sarah madeher way tothebathroom. Sheleft thespilled pillswherethey
were. She walked in a trance through her kitchen. Past the dining room
table covered with today’s newspaper. Past the family shoe rack, past the cook book
shelf and china cabinet. Her feet finally stepped onto the hallway’s worn carpet.
Thecar pet felt distant beneath her feet, almost asif it wasnot there. Shewalked
past thelinen closet and thewall covered in family portraitsto her destination,
her favorite room in the house. The stark white door called her in. It was
half opened, just waiting for her to step into theroom. She slipped past the
door and immediately shut it, and made sure it was shut tight. What she
wasabout todowasnot allowed in thishouse, it wasnot allowed anywhere
except for when Sarah wasin the bathroom alone. It did not matter what
bathroom shewasin, they all became the same when she closed the door
and was safe and secure with her self.

There was no need to turn on thelight; it was early enough in the day
to use the sun’s light instead. Two more steps and Sarah would have what
shewaslookingfor, her most prized possession. Shehid it in the basket of
miscellaneoustoiletries on the back of thetoilet. Buried under it all was
a Ziploc bag full of toilet paper. Not just any toilet paper, Sarah’s secret.
Some wer e stained brown. The blood had dried since she had used it
last, leaving thetoilet paper stiff and hard. Theother toilet paper wasa
neat little package, that wasthetruetreasure. Opening thetoilet paper
package, she held one end and let it drop like a scroll unraveling. She
caught the other end with her hand. And thereit was, her best friend in
the whole world, therazor.

T here was a spilled bottle of pillson the counter. Green ones shaped like tiny bullets. A few of them

wanted. She looked at the thin metal blade in her palm for only a

second before she picked it up. She loved the way it felt in her fingers.
More dainty than holding a pencil, but in the same position. Now came the
hard part, finding a place to cut. She pushed her left sleeve half way up her
bicep. Sarah saw her previous encounters with this blade. Over twenty in
all, some only faint scars, some still red and swollen.

Her heart sank a little just looking at them; they were signs of shame
and they must be hidden at all costs. Now it wastimeto add one more,
onemor esecret, onemor elietotheenor mouspile. Shepicked aspot high *
on theinside of her arm. “Easier to hide,” shethought to her self.

Sheraised therazor to her arm, closed her eyesand anticipated the 4
pain. Slowly she drew the cold steel two inches across her flesh. Sarah
barely felt thismotion; the bladeswer e so sharp that they cut with ease.
It lasted less than a second and then the razor was once again unat-
tached from her arm. For that brief moment Sarah felt as though she
was somehow connected to this inanimate object. She opened her eyes
and looked immediately at her newest injury.

The blood slowly rose, seeping through the thin line. It formed little
red beadstill it started torun down her arm. Sarah picked up theextra
toilet paper to clean away theblood. Shecould not describethefeeling
all this gaveto her, she could not even describeit to her self.

I t was familiar, it gave pain, it gave control, and that iswhat Sarah




