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THE WEIGHT OF NOTHING

We die a little every day, not from chance, but from the dullness of doing nothing.

Davis Shyaka Musirikare
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To the ones who dare to step off the path.

The gods were bored; therefore, they created human beings.
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Part 1: The Garden of Idleness

Chapter 1: Morning in the Garden
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The sun, as it always did, arrived without fanfare. It did not so much rise as appear, a soft, pre-poured light that spilled over the edges of the world and filled the Garden with a familiar, honeyed glow. There were no harsh shadows here, no startling dawns. Everything was designed for ease.

Adam’s eyes opened, not to an alarm, but to the simple, biological fact that he had slept enough. The air that greeted him was perfectly temperate, carrying the scent of dew-kissed moss and a flower that had no name because it had no need for one. It was, like everything else, simply there. He stretched, his limbs moving through a practiced, frictionless arc. It was the same stretch he had performed yesterday, and the day before that, and every day he could recall. It was a good stretch. A perfect stretch. It achieved its purpose with quiet efficiency, leaving him feeling limber and utterly, completely, unchanged.

He sat up on his bed of woven leaves, a marvel of botanical engineering that was neither too soft nor too firm. His gaze drifted across the clearing. The stream murmured the same placid tune it had always murmured. The fruits on the nearby trees hung in the same state of perpetual ripeness, their skins gleaming with an invitation that had long ago lost its urgency. He would eat one when he was hungry. Not before, not after. Hunger, like sleep, was a gentle, well-behaved visitor who never overstayed its welcome.

This was Paradise, and its defining feature was its flawless operation. Nothing ever broke, soured, or faded. Nothing was ever lost, for there was no place for it to go. Nothing was ever truly gained, either, for what was there to acquire when everything was already provided?

Adam stood and walked to the stream. Its water was so clear it seemed less like a liquid and more like a flowing piece of crystal. He cupped his hands and drank. The taste was pure, hydrating, and exactly as he remembered. He saw his reflection on the surface: a face unlined by worry, eyes clear from a night of perfect sleep, a body untroubled by ache or injury. It was the face of a being who had never known a moment of genuine struggle.

And yet.

As the water settled in his stomach, so too did a feeling. It was not a pain, not a sadness, not an anger. Those were concepts as foreign as ice or desert. This was something quieter, subtler. It was a hollowness, a space between the beats of his perfectly healthy heart. It was the weight of nothing.

He had felt it before, this small ache of stillness. It would arrive in the quiet moments: after a meal, during a walk, or while watching a cloud drift by in a sky that was always pleasant. It was the feeling of a question that had not yet learned how to form itself into words. The question was a gentle, formless nudge that asked, “Is this all?”

Of course it was. What else could there be? This was perfection. It was safety. It was peace. To want for more would be... well, it would be illogical. It would be like a fish asking for something other than water.

He turned from the stream and saw Eve stirring on her own bed of leaves a few paces away. Her movements were as graceful and predictable as his own. She would wake, stretch (her stretch was slightly different, a more elegant unfurling), and then join him by the water. They would speak, their words soft and looping, rarely touching on anything new because nothing new ever happened. They would talk about the taste of the fruit, the warmth of the sun, the softness of the grass. Their conversations were like the Garden itself: pleasant, circular, and unchanging.

Adam watched her, and the hollow feeling pulsed gently. He loved Eve. He knew this in the same way he knew the sun was warm and the water was wet. It was a fundamental, unexamined truth of his existence. But their connection, like everything else, existed in this state of perfect, placid equilibrium. There were no soaring peaks of joy, no devastating valleys of sorrow. There was only this—a smooth, unending plane of contentment.

He felt a sudden, bizarre impulse. He wanted to shout. Not in anger or fear, but just to hear a sound that wasn't the gentle murmur of the stream or the soft rustle of leaves. He wanted to shatter the serene silence with a noise of his own making, a chaotic, pointless burst of energy. He imagined the sound ripping through the tranquil air, startling the birds from their branches, sending a ripple across the face of the perfect stream.

The thought was so alien, so utterly out of place, that it vanished as quickly as it came. His throat did not open. His lungs did not fill with a preparatory breath. The moment passed.

Eve’s eyes fluttered open. She smiled at him, a warm and familiar sight. “Good morning, Adam,” she said, her voice the sound of a perfectly tuned harp.

“Good morning, Eve,” he replied, his own voice steady and calm.

The day had begun. It would be exactly like the one before. And the ache, for now, receded, buried under the soft, heavy blanket of a perfect routine. It was not gone. It was just waiting.
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Chapter 2: The First Walk
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After their morning drink from the stream, the ritual began. It was time for The Walk. It was not called "The Walk" because there were other, lesser walks to distinguish it from. It was The Walk because it was the only one. It followed a gentle, meandering path that led from their clearing, looped around the Grove of Luminous Pears, passed by the Whisper-Falls, and returned from the opposite direction, completing a perfect, familiar circle. The journey took precisely long enough to build a mild appetite for the day's first meal.

They walked side-by-side, their bare feet pressing into the eternally springy moss. The rhythm was easy, unhurried. Adam’s mind was a placid lake, reflecting the perfect sky above. The hollowness he’d felt upon waking had been smoothed over by the comforting balm of routine. This was the way things were. Step, breathe, step, breathe. The world was simple, and this walk was its signature.

But for Eve, something was different today. Adam’s quiet ache had been an internal tremor, a feeling without a source. Hers was beginning to manifest as a shift in sight. The world, which had always been a single, harmonious painting, was starting to fracture into a million tiny, fascinating details.

It began with a beetle.

It was crossing their path, a creature no bigger than her thumbnail. Ordinarily, she would have stepped over it without a thought, her mind already on the pears in the grove ahead. But today, a flicker of iridescence from its shell snagged her attention. She stopped.

The halt was so abrupt, so contrary to the ceaseless, flowing nature of their life, that Adam took two more steps before realizing he was walking alone. He turned, a question forming on his face. “Eve?”

She didn’t answer. She was crouched down, her head tilted. The beetle, sensing her presence, had frozen. Eve stared, and for the first time, she did not just see a bug; she saw a marvel. Its shell was not merely green. It was a swirling universe of polished emerald, liquid jade, and hints of sapphire that shifted with the light. Its tiny legs, jointed with impossible precision, were poised like the mechanisms of a watch she could not comprehend. It was a piece of living jewelry, intricate and perfect in a way that the grand, sweeping perfection of the Garden had somehow obscured.

“What is it?” Adam asked, walking back to her side. He peered down. “It’s a beetle.”

“I know,” Eve whispered, her voice filled with a strange reverence. “But have you ever... looked at one?”

Adam looked. He saw a small, green insect. It was a beetle. It was precisely what a beetle should be. It fulfilled its beetle-purpose. He had no further questions. “Yes,” he said, his tone one of mild confusion. “It is as it has always been. Are you tired? We can rest.”

“No, I’m not tired,” she said, standing up slowly. But her eyes were no longer on the path ahead. They were darting, scanning, as if a veil had been lifted. She looked at the trunk of a nearby tree, one she had passed thousands of times. Before, it was simply a tree trunk—brown, solid, there. Now, she saw the universe contained in its bark. A landscape of miniature valleys and ridges, dotted with patches of pale green moss as soft as velvet. A tiny, scarlet fungus bloomed in a crevice, a secret burst of color she had never earned before.

The walk resumed, but its rhythm was broken. Eve’s pace was uneven. She would slow down to trace the web of veins on a translucent leaf, then stop entirely to watch a column of ants march with military purpose. Each ant, she realized with a jolt, was carrying something. They were working. The concept was foreign. In the Garden, nothing needed to be worked for.

“They seem busy,” she murmured, more to herself than to Adam.

“They are ants,” Adam replied patiently. “That is what they do.” He saw the label, the category. Eve was, for the first time, seeing the action, the intent.

They reached the Whisper-Falls, where water cascaded over smooth, mossy stones, creating a sound so gentle it was more a feeling than a noise. For years, this sound had been a pleasant, uniform hum. Today, Eve could hear individual notes within the chorus. She heard the light splash of a single drop hitting a leaf, the deeper gurgle as water found a path underneath a rock, the soft hiss of spray meeting the air. It was not one sound; it was a symphony of a thousand tiny events, all happening at once.

Adam had already moved on, his mind set on the pears that awaited them. He was walking the path. Eve felt, with a sudden, startling clarity, that she was standing in the world.

When she finally caught up to him in the grove, he was already holding a pear, its skin glowing with a soft, internal light. He offered it to her with a familiar smile. She took it, but her gaze was fixed on the branch from which it came. She saw the point where the stem met the wood, a small, perfect seal. She wondered what would happen if you pulled too hard. Would it resist? Would it break? Could something in this Garden, for the first time, refuse to yield with perfect grace?

She took a bite. The flavor was, as always, exquisite—a flawless blend of sweetness and refreshment. But as the juice filled her mouth, a new taste mingled with the old. It was the taste of a question. The world was not simple. It was not smooth. It was intricate, textured, and filled with a wild, chaotic energy she had been blind to until this very morning.

And if she had been blind to this, she thought with a sudden, dizzying thrill, what else had she not been seeing?
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Chapter 3: Conversations of Nothing
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They sat together in the shade of a broad-leafed fern, the half-eaten, luminous pears resting in the grass beside them. The meal, like all meals, was a quiet affair. The fruit was nourishing, its taste a perfect note that never wavered. For Adam, the silence that followed was a comfortable one, a shared state of satiation and peace. It was the space between the predictable beats of their day.

Today, for Eve, the silence was a roaring void. It was a canvas on which the morning’s vivid images were still wildly painting themselves: the beetle’s jeweled shell, the ants’ determined march, the secret symphony of the waterfall. Her mind was buzzing with a new kind of energy, and the quiet felt less like peace and more like a lid on a pot about to boil over. She had to speak. She had to try to bridge the gap between what she was now seeing and the placid world Adam still inhabited.

“The pear was good,” Adam said, breaking the silence with a familiar pronouncement. It was not a question or an opinion, but a statement of agreed-upon fact.

“Yes,” Eve said. Then she hesitated, gathering her thoughts. “But not just good. Did you notice the way the light seems to come from inside it? It’s not just on the skin. It’s like it swallowed a tiny, soft sun.”

Adam picked up his pear and examined it with polite interest. “It is a Luminous Pear,” he stated, as if the name explained the phenomenon entirely. “That is its nature.”

“I know its name,” Eve said, a flicker of impatience in her voice that was as new and strange as the beetle’s sheen. “But why? Why does it glow? And the beetle from this morning... its shell wasn’t just green. It was a hundred different greens, and blues too. It was like... like a piece of the night sky fell into the grass.”

She looked at him, her eyes wide, hoping to see a spark of shared wonder.

Adam’s expression was one of calm, gentle confusion. He was trying to be helpful, to solve the problem he perceived in her words. “There are many green things in the Garden, Eve. The leaves are green. The moss is green. Some beetles are green. It is a common color.”

“But it wasn’t common!” she insisted, leaning forward. “It was extraordinary! And the ants—they were all carrying things. Tiny crumbs of leaves, bits of pollen. Where are they taking them? What are they building?”

“They are taking them to their home,” Adam replied, his voice a soothing balm that failed to soothe. “They are building an anthill. Because they are ants.”

Because. Because. Because. The word was a wall. It was the end of every question, the final, smooth, and impenetrable surface of their reality. Things were the way they were... because they were. For Adam, this was a comforting certainty. For Eve, it was suddenly, maddeningly, not enough.

“But what if they decided to do something different?” she pressed, the idea blooming in her mind. “What if one day they just... stopped? And went for a walk instead? Or tried to build a nest in a tree like the birds?”

Adam blinked. The concept was so fundamentally alien that it took him a moment to process. “They would not do that,” he said finally. “That would not be their nature. An ant is an ant. A bird is a bird. We are... us. Everything has its purpose, its path. That is the harmony of the Garden.”

He gestured around them, at the perfect, unchanging landscape. To him, this was the ultimate proof, the final argument. The system worked. It was flawless. Why would anyone, even an ant, deviate from a flawless system?

Eve fell silent. She looked at Adam, at the kind, placid face of the only other person in her world, and felt a profound and terrifying loneliness. He wasn't wrong, not in the way he understood the world. But she was seeing the stirrings of another world, one that existed in the details he overlooked, a world of possibility, of chaos, of unexplained beauty and pointless, wonderful industry.

She was trying to describe color to a man who saw only in black and white. They had words for pear and sun and stream, but they had no words for wonder, for longing, for the strange, thrilling ache of a question without an answer
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