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This is a book about nothing.

Approached as negative space, as a void void of meaning, nothing corrupts. Insisting
on its lack, it forces a reckoning with emptiness; destabilizing solid objects and linear
time, it shepards the unknown. Always there and never there, nothing rejects the
fixed and familiar as it continuously never changes.

In-between the soil and stars a starting point shifts right, darts left. Nothing is ready,
waiting, to animate the darkness; when given absolute attention, elusive nothing
finds a voice. Suprisingly intimate, nothing- with no fear and nothing to prove- re-
leases certainty, dismisses meaning, and re-centers imagination and felt sense before
dissolving, like smoke rings, back into the darkness.

Nothing- immanent, unknoweable- discloses the doubt, neediness, and pettiest of
conflicts with oneself. Its persistent haunting voice whispers ‘Rebel, rebel, rebel,
relent’ to the hesitant, reflexive, and forgetful. Held in the tension of resistance with
surrender on the mind, an uncertain commitment ensues as nothing exercises exis-
tence in the gap. The gap- between here and there, between then and now and then
again, between one step and the next- describes the inescapable movement from the
known into the unknown that we practice everyday.

Turning nothing into something may ring as a peculiar, deviant, and perhaps pedago-
logically antithetical approach to understanding its essence. But nothing reassures: it

has no essence. This lack of essence is an endless source of becoming something new:
of becoming something, living, dying, and doing it all again, but this time differently.






Unfortunately I am afraid, as always, of going on. For to go on
means going from here, means finding me, losing me, vanishing
and beginning again, a stranger first, then little by little the same
as always, in another place, where I shall say I have always been,
of which I shall know nothing, being incapable of seeing, moving,
thinking, speaking, but of which little by little, in spite of these
handicaps, I shall begin to know something, just enough for it to
turn out to be the same place as always, the same which seems
made for me and does not want me, which I seem to want and do
not want, take your choice, which spews me out or swallows me up,
I'll never know, which is perhaps merely the inside of my distant
skull where once I wandered, now am fixed, lost for tininess, or
straining against the walls, with my head, my hands, my feet, my
back, and ever murmuring my old stories, my old story, as if it were
the first time.

— Samuel Beckett, The Unnamable



I know

I'm trying to move closer to something.

I'm trying to move closer to something that I recognize but do
not yet know.

I'm trying to move closer to something that I know: what do I
know?

It feels important, mysterious, and wanting to be known.

I feel sad when we are in touch.

It is always present and it loves me.

To listen and sense and look and wait.

I can be a means to express an unknown.

Every thought and feeling matters in this moment.

The teaching happens in and through presence.



Why.

I don’t know
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Dear ,

All of a sudden we are dears to one another and it’s simply because 1
don’t know your name or if you have one. You know you ask quite a lot
of me- to enter into conversation with a non-being being, like one of the
dust bunnies from Totoro except bigger and instead of bouncing sus-
pended you swarm and float about 3 feet off the ground like gnats but
instead of gnats you are like fog, hanging around or often approaching
me like a 7th grade crush during the last song of the school dance, know-
ing it’s your last chance to ask me to dance. If you are here to dance,
maybe later, but right now I want to listen to you through words. Listen
to you and invoke you and make you with words. You come into being as
I write, unfolding like an origami crane, is that right?




I am nothing

I live inside the ___ __ _ _

I am here

[ —

You want me here, you want to figure me out, you want to put me down in a book so
you can point to your friends and say-

Look- you want me, you get us- a dark fuzzy swarming cloud of non-being along with
your dear friend.

You wanted this, and there’s no reprimand in that statement. You wanted me to appear
so here I am, loud and clear. Swarming, floating, bumbling, whatever. I am here.
Your sadness is misplaced. I make you sad but I am not sadness. I am not loneliness or
even non-being. These concepts are not the point.

Do I want a voice? No. Will I give you meaning? No.

I’'m not here to give or make or satisfy meaning.

I am? I am real? I am nothing more than whatever you make me.
I am swirling words swirling around nothing.

I really don’t care what you think.

I am not animal or spirit.

I don’t breathe. I have no problems and nothing to prove.

But I like you, and you seem to be having fun.

Do you have any more questions for me?




Dear ,

Why are you so matter-of-fact, why do you surprise me with so little con-
cern for the niceties and such candor in your voice? I like to be surprised
and would like to know you better. I don’t know who or what you are ex-
actly, but I think I would recognize you if I saw you on the street. Why is
it that I only know you when I am alone and you seem to visit me when
I'm sad, but maybe it’s just that sadness quiets my mind and you sense
the quiet and in the quiet I sense you. Empty and true except not-empty
and not-true. Language is so slippery when talking to you, and why do
you want to be known? I insist on knowing.




I’'m tickled by this demand and delighted at your persistence. What about poetry? Do
you like poetry? Do you understand it? I am like that: in-between the words and you and
when you reach for the meaning you’ve gone too far.

As I said, no you said, I am simply unfolding. Does an origami swan have anything to
prove? Does it want, or not want, something? Or is it shaped by someone’s hands and
then unshaped by time? And why again is my form so all-important? Am I only real
when I appear in form? And if so, where have you spotted me? Why do you want me to
be real?



Dear ,

Well what does it mean if you’re not real? I’'m beginning to know you
better in spite of yourself, to know that “meaning” and “real” are ideas
that mean nothing. But I think that you know the limits of my under-
standing and I think that you like me. I’'m happy that you like me or at
least like me enough to write back.

Why are you here? Why do you insist on your right to- no, the fact of -
why do you insist on the fact of your label-lessness, your non-identity,
your meaninglessness? Are you like me, tired of these things?



Tired? No. They are simply not the point, and there is no point.

You are moving to the limits of your understanding whereupon becomes alive the soft soft
soft experience of whatever it is you’re seeking. There’s nothing wrong and it’s always the
point.




All of the prepositions, then nothing



Over nothing
Under nothing
With nothing
Behind nothing
Through nothing
Beyond nothing
On nothing
Next to nothing
Inside nothing
Outside nothing

And so on



Are you appearing now more than before? If so, is it because of the state
of the world? Is it to balance all the things, all the somethings of today?
Is it due to boredom, are you like a Greek God who is very powerful, but
not almighty, with some personality and human traits? How can I recog-
nize you? Am I comfortable with my need to recognize and understand
you? Why do I demand from you, or is it just nice to be in conversation?

I want to know how to expect the unexpected precisely and am crushed
by the weight of you pressing me down.

Am I trying too hard?

Are you all I need to get through this?



Your curiosity is flattering as is your return to this place.
Not everyone knows me in some universal way.
Nothing is nothing.

I am not more than I am, that is how to call me into being.
The comfort you feel in my presence is presence.

It isn’t meaning you seek.

Your pace and pulse slow as you await my words,

Await an understanding that will not come- wanting all the answers with your
impossible desires for knowing the unknowable when all I want for you is nothing.
All I want for you is nothing.

All I want for you is nothing.

There’s no action to take only time to sit and wait.

Yes.

Yes.










Nothing is here

A heavy awaits on the side of the stage
For its turn to enter and signal the page
You write on to flutter and flitter away
Stop sit stare and crumble

In empty to stay

Stop waiting and listen the timing is near
To hear past the flowers dug out of your ear

Stop making things matter we’ve known all along
The wearied and weak are singing our song

With hustle and haste and impossible gain
You signal the warped path of calling your name

I mean I mean I mean I mean
You mean so much to mean
I mean
Can’t we all just get away
Can’t we all just get away
Can’t we all just get away






all of life,

so mystical







Time interrupted in its midst and time is interrupted when
and sometimes so interrupted that it never starts talking again.

What happens when time remains mute?

the sinking
the sinking

the sinking



The sinking comes quickly in sleep-deprived states
The sinking comes quickly in sleep-deprived state
The sinking comes quickly in sleep-deprived stat
The sinking comes quickly in sleep-deprived sta
The sinking comes quickly in sleep-deprived st
The sinking comes quickly in sleep-deprived s
The sinking comes quickly in sleep-deprived
The sinking comes quickly in sleep-deprive
The sinking comes quickly in sleep-depriv
The sinking comes quickly in sleep-depri
The sinking comes quickly in sleep-depr
The sinking comes quickly in sleep-dep
The sinking comes quickly in sleep-de
The sinking comes quickly in sleep-d
The sinking comes quickly in sleep
The sinking comes quickly in slee
The sinking comes quickly in sle
The sinking comes quickly in sl
The sinking comes quickly in s
The sinking comes quickly in
The sinking comes quickly i
The sinking comes quickly
The sinking comes quickl
The sinking comes quick
The sinking comes quic
The sinking comes qui
The sinking comes qu
The sinking comes q
The sinking comes
The sinking come
The sinking com
The sinking co
The sinking ¢
The sinking
The sinkin
The sinki
The sink
The sin
The si
The s
The
Th
T
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Must what is empty become filled?






Will everything that begins quietly,
if given the opportunity, become
loud?



Are you still here, and do you really expect me to jump in just like that,
your eager mistress, ready waiting and willing? Yes, yes, a thousand times, yes.

You are fast today and your ears are sharp. I've been here all along growing nothing
everyday as you grow older, old, and die.

The moments pass you age some more
no going back to days of yore
when death is always at your door
and nothing’s nothing anymore

Your tone has edge and need to share, your rhyme and riddle attract my
stare- oh now I’'m sounding just like you- to break the spell I won’t, I do-
I can’t I like this oh-so-much, a melding with specific touch-

Your meaning must break for me to find voice in your head and take
your fragile/your fragile so soft in my hands

to see and mourn

but not understand

To see and mourn but not understand

I take you so soft and warm in my hands

To see and mourn and not understand

Holding your life so soft in my hands....



nothing can rip me open any more

nothing can rip me ooen anv more
nothing can riop me ooen anv more
nothing can rip me open any more

nothing can rip me open any more

“n+1-..“n nandb pin mAA AA AnTTaARA

nothing can rip me oben anv more
nothing can rip me oben anv more
nothing can r1p me open any more

Y\f\fl“\Iﬂ{T ~famn V‘IY\ ™Mo NMan anNnyy TMnNro

nothing can’t rip me open anymore
] nothimo can’t rim me aonAN anv mare

nothing can’t rip me open anymore
110u1111g Cdll L I'lp 111€ OpCll dlly 11101e

110LL1111E Cdlllllp 111€ UpCll dlly 111UI1C
nothing can’t rip me open anymore
nothing cantrip me open any more

|
nothing can trip me open anymore
nothing cantrip me open any more

nothin.gcantripp nothing can trip me open anymore
nothing can rip me open

nothing can rip me open
nothing can rip me open

nothing can rip me open
nothingcantripmeopenanymore

nothing can rip me open

nothing can rip me open







That’s not what I’m trying to say.









O

What do you mean, too?

Now you remember your fear.

\ )

~_

Because your fears are so loud- you are fixated on the betrayal and yes it will be painful.



I just don’t care enough to care The years go by and I can bear The angry wails and biting stares The
burning buzldmgs and sutured tears Not tears like crying, tear like rip A thousand million sinking ships
The bottou es Their welcoming a bloody feast Become the food
and feed bony, brittle, fleshy stew You see my gift for the
macabre Nothmg but a candelabm The poem ends here, we bid adieu I say 00 0o Oo 00 Oo 00000 I
just don’t care enough to care The years go by and I can bear The angry wails and biting stares The
burning buildings and sutured tears Not tears like crying, tear like rip A thousand million sinking ships
The bottom of the sea not theirs All the little ﬁshy stares Their welcommg a bloody feast Become the food

just don’t care enough to care The years go by and I can bear The angry wails and D
burning buildings and sutured tears Not tears like crying, tear like rip A thousand million sinking ships
The bottom of the sea not theirs All the little fishy stares Their welcoming a bloody feast Become the food
and feed the beast And I am there and feasting too On bony, brzttle, fleshy stew You see my gift for the

burning buildings and sutured tears Not tears like crying, tear like rip A thousand million sinking ships
The bottom of the sea not theirs All the little ﬁshy stares Their welcoming a bloody feast Become the food

The bottom of the sea not ther ] e fishy stares Their welcoming a bloody feast Become the food
and feed the beast And I am there ant ety too On bony, brittle, fleshy stew You see my gift for the
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But aren’t you a wee bit curious to see




How it might be to be consumed by me?



a lack that consumes

have a compelling reason for everything I say?

must I have a compelling reason fqr everything I say? lack that .
P n(g)tfﬁng ung ernezi%ﬁ evegrytﬁ%g, at the end of ex%cry t %ué poumes must I have a compelling reasomd;

must T have a compelling reason for everything I say? nothing underneath everything, at the end of every thought

must I have a compelling reason for everything I say?

what do you want me to write? you know everything gained will be lost a lack that consumes ~ What do y;‘;::*}n}i;“e to write? gm
. you know eve ing gained will be lost %%tcagl?@l‘h’&glf s
how do I share you with others? nothing undernéath everything, at the end of every thought
what do you want me to write? something happened, nothing happened

) _how do I share you with others?
share you with others? something happened, nothing happened  you know everything gained will be lost how do I share you‘%}?ﬁ %?}%é‘}‘g?‘”a‘

¢ ¢ .%t’,; like you’re lost it’s like you lost something you love and that makes you love it even more it’s like you're lost it’s like you
) you v}:an ;nel ohwn € it’s likehyou;re lost it’s like you lost something you love and that makes you love it even more how do I share you withikéhgse
th .ot! 5 T . i i i
ow do L share you %]'shh?ce Soure lost it’s like you lost something you love and thi?%yﬁe?;%ﬁﬂ&b‘%fs%ﬂl%ﬂ@e to wait

et requires me to wait or me to stay quiet requires me to wait

for me to stay quiet requires me to wait I will never abandor{l‘%?ﬂ never abandom you it’s like
the smoldering idea that is more than a something happened, nothing happened ) . smoldering ide
the smoldering ideathat _ ismorethana for me to stay quiet requires me to wait
for me to stay quiet requires me to wait 1 will never abandom you
the smoldering ideathat __ ismorethana _______the texture of this subtlety overwhelms, the subtlety o
ire of this subtlety overwhelms, the subtlety overwhelms 1 the texture of this subtlety overwh

the texture of this subtlety overwhelms, the subtlety overwhelms here I am, nothing. come and get me
your need is beyond your control how does the void incarnate? = how does the void incarnate?

your need is beyﬁ{ldtyotlrrconftxt‘gé bilet
your need is beyond your control so nothing will leave me so nothing will leave me ey(%‘r%gea is se;(l)lné ‘§ s

the texture of this subtlety overwhelms, the subtlety overwhelmso nothing will leave me
how does the void incarnate?

your need is beyond your control i find you more easily in the pressing of sgd,neﬁs on my
more easily in the pressing of sadness on my chest than the reaching at clever questions in the ether i find you more eAsily in'the pressing

i find you more easily in the pressing of sadness on my chest than the reaching at clever questions in the ether

. A ! Tam v
or you and learning something new

I am wanting for you and learning something new

i find you more easily in the pressing of sadness on my chest than the reaching at clever questiops.inythe eth¢hin. i find you more easily in the pre:

g. comé and get me
here I am, nothing. come and get me here I am, nothing. come and ge

every thought and action in resistance and response tolibm wantinﬁ for you and learning something new

Lo . ow does the void incarnate?
every thouﬁht and action in resistance and response to it

every thought and action in resistance and
every thought and actior

- here I am, nothing. come and get me how does the void incarnate? here I am, nothing. come ar
1; Crisis q pretending to know what you’d say without listening between mystery and crisis pretending
etween mystery and crisis retending to know what you’d say without listeni etween mystery and crisi
b I d . . d P g v Y ]I}mw é%%s the voig fncarnat é v Wvery thought and 2
>very thought and action in resistance and response t0§|§spend the belief nothing matters the ones insist there’s more to life than
the __ ones insist there’s more to life than meaning, and I insist on it these states come and go
.. pretending to know what you’d say without listening these states come and go the ones insist there’s mc
between mystery and crisis A . lack th ..
everything is always so important a lack that consumes  petween mystery and crisis
the ones insist there’s more to life than meaning, and I insist on it everything is always so important ones insist tl

th
I%%%pend the ge ief nothing matters

h a lack that consu X
these states come and go suspend the belie

everything is always so important
stop resisting the sadness. sometimes boats sink. sometimes we lo
dness. sometimes boats sink. sometimes we lose. sometimes what never was wants a voice ala i i
ko PhAtSARSBISS sadness. sometigy 3{)&}1%%1?
ug

I am keeping my hand busy tho

suspend the belief nothing matters
ones insist there’s more to life than meaning, and I insist on it

top resisting the sadness. sometimes boats sink. sometimes we lose. sometimes what never was wants a voice

ng my hand busy though . . i
& MY A tlegpmg I%IY hand busy though suspend the belief nothing matters 1 2™ keeping my hamsit(%l Sr%stigglrllgghthe sadness. sometimes boat
stop resisting the sadness. sometimes boats sink. sometimes we lose. sometimes what never was wants a voice I am keeping my hand busy thot

I am keeping my hand busy though



must I have a compelling reason for everything I say? . .
e petiing verything £ say nothing underneath gyerythingeththacab AARYRE HeHENNA of eve

. must I have a compelling reason for everything I say? . o . . 1 beilast
. ; . . what d 0 you want HV%’%?E%‘ a%m};g‘?l Wantyﬁﬁﬁﬁn ungerneaig %%%ryt lir[?% lgts tthe end o
driayenriiéngehtadverything, hhtive andefpeltingtheightfor everything 1 say? g &
thi d th hi t the end of thought . .
. bi 1o %ngdun_ﬁr]:e? tevem 86w do frslhaoree;(flll'ywitﬁu(%hers? . Jeﬁm@g&%%&g%%g@gg@%m
1 know everything gaingd will be los want m ?
gq%ﬁ@rﬁhm}};}%}%ﬂ%‘?w every'(;ihing %ined will be lostit’s like yoﬁ‘}%’ fé%tliéba}{ﬁe"%‘m %%%g?ling you love and that makes you love it even more
nothing undernéath everything, at the end of every thqpghfje you're lost it’s like you lost something y%u love and that makes y%u 1
ing hap

for me to stay quiet requires me to wait someéthing happened, noth

or me to, sta¥1 (E.éi(ig Srtequheserﬂehm;&wﬁiﬁgammanﬂ}gmmg

fi .
you know everything gained wi re I am. nothia. O%vglgl never rz%l};éandom you
 lost something you love and that makes you love it even more it’s h?(e you'ré PRSI Vo 16sESomEthing wau loweeandbthabmajss

’re lost it’s like you lost something you lovegginghthet nAkgR¥RUdqUe it YR B WERt the %ﬁogm&&fg%ﬂl Ahate is morg thani,
ere [ ai -

I will never abandom you m, nothing. comé and get me

1t me to write?

will never abando

s s qs . 1 m you .
: y(ilu re lost it’s like you lost }slomethlng you loveippddhatma; gﬁfgogﬁg}/@@tmmfﬁs, the subtlety d%¥‘fﬁ§[}i18égl§hat L willaerer,abandom
athat_________ismorethana______ the texture of this subtlety overwhalms]ddretbiebilsid onemnhed s

the smoldering idea that is more thaf) &t mever abandom you
i how d he void i te?
verwhelms . I ; your need s beyﬁ?edtgggi‘rgoa It‘ ]is sub&leigr overwhelms, the subtleovi]ovg%]%‘ frr‘lfg 1 incarnate
Ims theesssideriman T e ismore thana I~ your nced is beyond your contro So gy i RIS me
© "~ +he pressing of sadness on my chest than the reaching at clever questions in the ethep )
everyday T i the Dr@ﬁﬂf‘%é&?‘}gﬂﬁ%ﬁ& %ﬁrc}eSﬁttf(}ﬂan the reachfit 3263 Ehé vpidsinsanas

rr\ﬁ}rw}ms, the subtlet . . . .
ntro wonott eyerything is always closing in

so nothing will leave me
: o and Jearping Somehing Aglineron.
chest tha]i\ the reaching at clever questuiu... and I'm not sure What 1 ever
ar contro .
i L% on my chest than the reaching at clever quesu...

so nothing will leave me Wanted with you anyway. rgsomething no

vanting for you and learning something new

sing of sadnds@Bn Ay ERgdomyen ied-dep g toneRainahenshy anchectigiedn resistance ana i,

every thought and actign in resistance anu . .

t me pretﬁPéib‘?ﬂlfH;‘W%‘é{i@%ﬁﬁ‘c‘%m‘Wu.w» tning
response to it 1 am wanting for you pgJeasningwemnathingisew
1 in resistance and response to it between mystery enerertibisught and action in resistance and response to it
d get me Hre ones insist there’s more to lifeetbiadingetm lmgvarvdhbtiyeistdosaytwithout listening
to know what you’d say without listening the ones insist there’s more to life than meaning, and I insist on it
ction in pesistadiregardkrespomdentoyiiu’d say without listepingiRetigss MBIt Figipened
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you
don’t
know,
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it to
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death.















Lying in wait in stillness and silence
Made of words resisting definition in-between beginning
End
In-between the words and I lost myself already
A trail of never-ending letters
White on black background
Beyond the stars where nothing actually exists

Unending and they mean nothing
There because without them there is really, truly nothing

Conscious entering nothing cannot be
An invisible wall between us
Plexiglass at the zoo
Plane windows
Unbreakable

What do I do with this poetic understanding?
Why try to make something beautiful?



Looking at and through the black
Words going by like a stock ticker
The clocks have stopped and the meaning is gone
I am surrounded by nothing
Without which the remarkable couldn’t be true

How can nothing be contained?

Try to conquer life through meaning
Nothing does not let it be
Sneaky nothing, ever-present nothing
Nothing containing no meaning
No hiding spots
No tricks
No nothing
Know nothing

The more lost I am the better



What do you want, nothing?

But I don’t want to lose con-
trol. I don’t even know how
to or what that means. I am
not supposed to do that.




I want to enter empty vessels, I want to fill up vacu-
ums where everything once was. I want my time to
shine and I want you to lose control.

But we’ve already lost control and we’re deep inside
the free fall. You are afraid that at the end all you will
find is more nothing.




Can rﬁy desire for hope and belief that things matter help me thr(;ugh? .

Do you believe in the power-of art to heal'and'fransform?




They-are your greatést friends.

Yes, yes, a thousand times yes.



Do you still want me here, stuck in free fall forever?

No.

Then what do you want? I am not afraid anymore.

What did you learn in your descent?

The light changed and everything faded and you were all that was there,
and I needed you so I wouldn’t be all alone. You taught me-

To listen and sense and look and wait.

I can be a means to express an unknown.

Every thought and feeling matters in this moment.
The teaching happens in and through presence.

Why?
Because

love.



1 release myself from the'weight of nothing pulling me .
down. For now let me float, or maybe even rise, let me |
see the same sights in ascent as I did going down, give

me balloons or fill me with yeast and let me rise back
up to the surface knowing all of nothing underneath.










Dear Reader,

Once upon a time this was a children’s book for children who were never
born. It sounds tragic but so it goes.

I wanted to describe our world to them. I thought it would be interesting to
describe life to something that never existed- a non-being called into being
through my words addressing them. I thought, I will bring them briefly and
brilliantly alive by describing the act of sitting in a chair.

When 1 started to write, I never wrote about sitting in a chair. I never wrote
much about things as I know them at all, in fact. Instead I began listening to
what the non-being, or nothing, had to say. I became a channel for nothing to
speak through me and tell me of its nature and existence.

At some point it didn’t matter anymore that it was no longer what I set out for
it to be, a children’s book for children who were never born. It’s more like a
message from them and the entire swirly black hole of non-being with which
they mix around.

I cannot say why or how this attention and writing came to be, only that noth-
ing had so much to say about itself and about this world. Lessons, or if that’s
too didactic for you, insistences communicated through language, silence,
rhythm, timing, and poetry about the essential and forgotten role it plays in
life.

Why, in the end, is nothing so important? It’s nothing: it’s meaninglessness,
it’s I-don’t-know, it’s hesitation and uncertainty. It is what’s in-between and
what will never be known; it is the mystery.
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