
 

Hell is Empty 

 

Hell as an idea is archaic. A forever of pain, stretched into the depths of fire. More modern 

adaptations make it fleshy, rotten and rotting in all the ways meat can turn. But with such 

interwoven society today, a less spoken punishment is.  

 

​ Pure, primordial blackness. Nothing stacked upon itself infinitesimally. Liken to walls that stretch far 
beyond what the mortal eye can comprehend. As if the punishment Icarus had faced in the afterlife was the stark 

contrast of sun chasing. Void, mathematically calculated as infinite. True limitlessness. No relation for which 
one can pinpoint the self in space. Blank.  

 
The hubris of modern mortals is that of connection. Near desperate in its need to be. As if it had 

superseded the evolution of man itself. Though it would not be incorrect to say such. Throw a 

point back into the far reaches of time and one could see even single cellular life cohabitate with 

one another. Floating in the pure promise of life, it fights against the. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Emptiness is what he faced. No chemical reaction would ever spark in a place like this. A place not preordained 
by higher powers, or condemned by the same ones. No motion could be observed, no temperature that one 
could distinguish either. As if space had garnered a different form. It could never matter to him. This is his 

forever time now.  
 
Conventional Hell is direct. A 3rd party holds high ground over those destined for fiery infinity. 

A forced examination. Final judgment with full fanfare. Twisted machinations that spiral on and 

on. Hell is direct in the way that one’s autonomy is removed. Subject to torture, one has near 

zero options of choice. The black and white of Hell is simple, bad deeds are rewarded with pain. 

But remove more, then what?  

 

 

 

Cruelty had no hand in this. As if cast away. No consideration for this particular soul. Only adrift in stillness. 
Burning thoughts as if the core of the sun replaced true feeling.  

 

 



 

“Hell is a kindness now..” Thoughts cast into one’s self now made the only option. A computer made to 
calculate the division of zero. Sent into abyss.  

His flame meant nothing here anymore than the chain reaction that would cause it. No. 
 
 

Manipulation by the ‘other,’ is an important concept by the definitions of Sartrean 
Existentialism¹; as, to be observed by the other, is powerful enough to mold the reality of the 

self. Hell and Sartrean Existentialism¹ are hand in hand in this sense. Permanent observation. 

No room for. 

 

 

 

A permanent superposition. This Hell had no self observation. As if the mind could never conceive of such a 
fate. A self with no vessel. Nothing could be done of his superposition. His being simply turns theoretical. A 

dying of the self, boiled down into pure science. He could not tell the difference. His ‘brain’ could not think of 
what God had delivered this divine resonance. A ping sent nowhere. And so he could only spiral inward. Further 

and further down, as his legendary namesake. Murky depths turned distilled dark. ² 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

I hope this hurts. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 

And then he started³.  

 



 

*1 

1¹Sartre, No Exit, by Dr. Michael Delahoyde 
²Schrodinger's Cat — Sienna Art Studios 
³I Have a Special Plan for This World by Thomas Ligotti 
 

 

https://public.wsu.edu/~delahoyd/20th/sartre.noexit.html#:~:text=The%20traditional%20reading%20of%20Jean,separation%20from%20others%20facilitates%20infallible
https://siennaartstudios.com/shop/schrodingers-cat
https://allpoetry.com/poem/14616879-I-Have-a-Special-Plan-for-This-World-by-Thomas-Ligotti

