
Dear John  

I was delighted to receive your letter but saddened to hear of your existential angst. Surely it gets to 

us all from time to time, the absurdity of every action, the ridiculousness of small talk, and I often 

find myself reflecting on that plight of Sisyphus and his rock. The existentialists made a good attempt 

but really it no more a declaring that one should put a brave face on. 

Is there really nothing, though, this is what I wonder? I mean, if there is, then this is nothing as 

something and this therefore becomes our essence? To be able to annihilate all that has went 

before and begin again, is this not our very potential? How can we despair of the nothingmess of it 

all when that nothing is by which we can continue on? 

As a linguist I am sure you know that a meaningless word is a contradiction and so “life is 

meaningless” is surely the greatest of absurdities? And it more than just semantic; you see if we 

were to know our purpose then it would be like programming which as I’m sure you know entails 

only syntax and not semantics. The essence of “Nothing” is existence’s 1 certainty, Mystery, but is 

this not also the essence of Love. 

Now I do not mean to use the word with its romantic connotations ,John, but in a purely neutral 

way. “Love” is what delimits Man, delineates him, all our human behaviours analysable as an 

instance or absence of just this. It is something rather than nothing, no? It is the container in and out 

of which we pour that soul onto the world, our conceptual iota of Love insuring that there is such to 

pour. 

Have you read Rousseau’s Discourse on Inequality, John? He gives a very convincing argument for 

love as actual in that work. Well really one only need know that as the psychological reduces to but 

fear and desire then the conceptual field must be of Love and it’s contradistinction, which I shall 

come on to, but Rousseau’s argument is more at the level of ontology. You see he strips Being to 

simply a continuing point and asks what could account for this continuance. What is the very 

heartbeat of existence ? Imagine it if you will: you are in the middle of a desert with nought but sand 

dunes for miles, little water, so what do you really need to continue? You require the very will for 

existing, a love for existing, self-love, or the “amour de soi” as he calls it. It is that warmth of 

experience that we can’t but help to wish to glow, sparkle even, and all the intellectual games can’t 

rid one of it. And ofcourse as our very potential it has full ontological status. 

I mentioned Love as with a contradistinction, Hate, what the arguments from evil against God 

missing being that evil is an unfortunate conceptual necessity of the good. But it is in being tied to a 

more primary element that it can only ever go so far. Even your despair is limited by the love it has 

extended from and, if you are to reflect a little, is more than likely the cause of your suffering; in 

your denial of existence an affirmation of just this as of being of value by it being held as deserved of 

such. We despair, yes, but that despair is evidence itself that life is meaningful to us. 

Now I began by pointing out that nothing as something gives the ability to annihilate any point and 

begin over again, truly nihilism our advantage, and I have identified this zero sum as love and so a 

word here. We take ourselves back to that desert. You see what Rousseau neglected in his ontology 

of Love was forgiveness. If we happened to make a mistake then we would have to forgive ourselves 

in order to move on, likewise, John, you must forgive yourself for what you mentioned as your 



frailty. Actually there is a positive correlation between mental illness and suicide and intelligence, 

John, the more we know of reality, it seems, the more we wish to annihilate ourselves. Well really 

this is a self calling for love, John, a love which begins with oneself. Humanity seems to take 

pleasure, or just anything self referential, as the greatest of sin but it is okay to love yourself and 

only once you have established this love shall you have a love to extend out to others. 

In these times words seem so petty but I do hope these ruminations have helped some. There is 

something, but it’s being infinite is what entails it as mystery and so unknowable. Be thankful for this 

mystery, John, for it is what sustains us. Love to you and yours always. 


