Tiny World of Nothing

By Alexis Long


How many times have I done this so far? I open Word, I start writing a paragraph, and then I close it in disgust. I did that right before I wrote this. Why in the world do I do that? Why can my words only talk about nothing?


I am very good at talking about nothing. If you give me nothing to talk about, I can talk about nothing all day. I rather enjoy nothing. It’s very calming and soothing. There’s nothing unknown about nothing. It’s just emptiness, and we all know that emptiness is. It’s absolute. There aren’t enough of those.


Oftentimes, I will want to become nothing. I’ll see so many different things I need to do, I can do, and will do. So many different paths and so many different ways I need to react to them. I’ll see life and its infinite unknowns and I’ll hate it. And I’ll want to be nothing very badly. I’ll curl up in bed and turn off all the lights and stare at the ceiling and wish I could just disappear for awhile. Nothing isn’t complicated like I am.


Not that I’m very complicated, mind you. I’m a very simple being. I want caffeine. I want constant access to internets. I want to be fucked by people I love and I want to be a positive influence on people I love. I want candy and hugs when I’m feeling down. I want to give candy and hugs when someone else is. I want to have children, daughters, and give them odd names that won’t embarrass them, hopefully. I probably want some other things too, but they aren’t as important. Basically, I want companionship, the ability to make people happy, and people who love me enough to make me happy if I need it. That’s a pretty good summary of what I want from my life. I don’t think any of that is complicated. I think everyone wants that on some level. Some people want more than that. They want power, or silence, or skills, or fame. I don’t really want that. They’d be nice. But basically I just want to support people I love. If I died doing only that in my life, I think I’d be successful.

It’s not myself that’s complicated. It’s the choices I have to make. I only want people, and love, and whatnot. But everyday I’m bombarded with work questions and getting a career and blah blah etc. A lot of these I put on a show of trying to do because people are expecting me to, people I love, and I want them to be proud of me. But in general, I don’t even want to think about it. Not a part of me cares what I do with my life career-wise, as long as I have time for family and enough leisure to keep me sane. I’d be good at anything I did. I’m a hard worker. But a career and an education… these are all people judge your success on. I’ll never judge my success on those things. I don’t care. And it frightens me to think about them, because I feel if I made a bad choice, like just doing what someone else thinks I should to make them happy, with this huge “career” thing, I’m going to end up somewhere that keeps me away from family and leisure. That I’m going to choose something to do that requires so much of my time and so much commitment that I’m going to be forced to forget about those things.


My “career” is just one of the many things in my future that scare me. There are too many choices. So I go back and I lay down on my bed and I try to disappear and become nothing. Because nothing has no choices. It just is. I just want to be. I want to be a force of nature, loving and nurturing and then gaming a little and then doing a little more loving. Not questioned. Just there. I want to be taken for granted, because then at least my value will never be brought into question by another person saying “Oh, you’re going to school? What’s your major?”

I suppose that’s the problem, really, when I sit down to write nowadays. I want to write things that are “real,” things that have at least a little bit of value, but yet nothing I want seems to have value to the “real world.” I sit down to write happy little essays about cards and notes and literature and life, but I can’t bring anyone in to see because they seem so niche. They seem so tiny and insignificant, because that is what my life is made of. It is built of the tiny, insignificant things I feel comfortable with, and some friends I care about thrown in for good measure. I can’t write about other people’s experiences. I can only write about mine. And mine are very, very small. I hear and read other essays that can take such small experiences and relate them to everyone. They take the time they accidentally stepped on a flower and cried or something and turn it into a symbol for the whole world and so on and so forth. I don’t see that in my life. When I play Magic, it’s just me playing a silly game I put too much time into. When I take a trip, it’s just me entertaining myself, and nothing more. I don’t see any meaning there. The only thing I’m good at is putting my persona on a page, making you feel like I’m talking to you. That, I feel I am good at. That, I feel has value. But when this voice, that can be witty and strong and well-stated, has absolutely nothing to talk about, what’s the point?


Simple. There isn’t one.

