
Empty Spaces

I drive.

I drive from place to place, then I go in. I talk to people and I listen to people 
and I do my job. Then I drive.

The radio fills my car with sound -- sometimes I don't even hear it. I turn it up 
louder, mainly to see if it can fill up my car with... something, words, music, 
talking. I still can't hear it though. Then a song I recognize -- I hear it. I pay 
attention. I sing.

Then I stop driving and I go in... I talk and I listen and I do my job. It all seems 
so empty -- how we can be completely surrounded by noise and people and life 
and still, it's like it's not there.

Then I get home and I cook and I talk and I clean and I smile and, I do.

I fill up the space as best I can. I fill up the space so they don't know it's even 
there. Then I retreat and I think and I sit and I think. I pretend to sleep. I 
pretend to eat. I pretend to not notice all the empty spaces. Then I realize I 
can't. It's there. Everywhere I turn, an empty space. A reminder that something 
use to be there. A reminder that something is missing. A reminder that it's 
gone. And it occurs to me... my life has been taken over by empty spaces. Too 
many empty spaces. Nothing fits in those spaces.

I get dressed. I drive. I listen to music. I drive. I clean. I cook. I talk. I smile. I 
think.

The empty spaces are still there, I close my eyes and wish them to go away but 
they don't -- they're still there.

And then it happens -- the empty space becomes normal. The empty space 
becomes needed. The empty space becomes expected.



I wake up and look around -- squinting my eyes to see the empty space.

It's gone.


