
Paper Bag Void 

By Nick Jones 

 

Hold your bag in front of you, like this. 

 

This bag was a tree—A mighty tree.  It was cut down it fell.  Loggers rode it down the river. 

 

Someone designs a machine that has the sole purpose of manufacturing paper bags efficiently 

and effectively.  That machine has an operator.   

 

The bag is woven and inspected for quality.  A truck drives it to a warehouse where it waits and 

then is shipped to your local grocer. 

 

You work hard.  You work hard to buy a paper bag that you can use to pack your lunch, to make 

a puppet, to take a picnic.  THIS IS NO PICNIC! 

 

The logger sweats, the designer sweats, the machinist sweats, the cashier sweats, YOU 

SWEAT!!! 

 

Since you’ve worked so hard, I’ve got a present for you.  Open up your bags carefully and look 

inside.  Wait?  There’s nothing there?  Precisely.  But there are two types of nothing.  Two forms 

of void.  Infertile and fertile.  The infertile void is the absence of a presence, nihilism.  The grand 

“fuckit” impulse.  Pretty cool, right?  I admit, it is for a while…and then it gets boring…and then 

dangerous….when someone decides to walk into this very theatre and kill us all.  Or mail us a 

disease, or plant bombs at a marathon. 

 

Lucky for us there’s another kind of void.  The fertile void.  The presence of an absence.  

Emptiness.  You feel the breath coming out your mouth?  Are you breathing?  Or is the world 

breathing you?  That question is only scratching the shell of the fertile void. 

 

So let’s crack the shell!  Use your breath, your life, and fill your bag with it!  (The same carbon 

dioxide that the tree used to breathe.)   

 

And after I count down from 5…slam your fist against the nihilistic void…release the breath 

inside…create our own “big-bang”…and afterwards, let the silence wash over. 

 

(But before that, let’s make a helluva lot of noise!!!!) 

 

Raise hand 

 

5…4…3…2…1…BANG!!!! 
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