
 
 

Loving Nothing 
 

“Desert” music starts up; a discordant banjo or a slow slide guitar. 
 
On the eastern side of Death Valley where the desert heat seems to dry up all 
living things, there is a woman who dances ballet pantomimes and plays all the 
parts herself.  Her name is Marta Becket.  Every Friday, Saturday, and Monday 
nights at 8:15 promptly, Marta does her solo gig out in the middle of buttfuck 
nowhere.  Sometimes there is an audience, but for those times when not a soul 
shows up at the Amargosa Opera House, Marta has painted herself an audience 
of gypsies, revelers, royal subjects, Spanish conquerors, and American Indians--
on the walls and on the ceiling, who permanently and silently applaud her when 
she takes her bows.  Hard times and harsh critics in New York City caused her to 
imagine a place where she could create and be fulfilled; a place where she 
wouldn't need approval in order to get funding for her next project; a place where 
she could EXPERIMENT. 
 
Marta's dream-come-true in the desert is like a dream we all have often.  Marta 
also suffers from delusions of grandeur, and like most artists, she prefers fantasy 
to reality, but cannot live without both.  Reality for Marta was a cold-water flat in 
Times Square, eking out a paltry living for her and her mother as a dancer, a 
model, and a freelance artist.  She credits New York for giving her a background 
she could "never have gotten anywhere else."  The pain of rejection, all the 
money she spent on professional training, the nights she went to bed hungry--
these things inspired Marta to dig deeper and deeper inside of herself:  from the 
dark folds of her sticky brain to the blackest and bitterest bile of her liver, the spot 
in her body where revenge on every critic who called her a bomb was plotted and 
manufactured. 
 
Where else could Marta go BUT the desert?  Where there was death, Marta 
would be regarded only as life.  Amid scraggly coyotes and scuttling roadrunners, 
Marta would be a bird of paradise.  She would spread her wings and live out her 
dream.  And her hand-painted audience would never boo or hiss her.  They 
would always love, love, LOVE her.  Yes, I think Marta believes this.  That in the 
desert, her imaginary audience unconditionally and whole-heatedly loves her. 
 

The theme song from “Speed Racer” plays. 
 

When I was seven years old, I fell in love with him.  Our love has never been 
consummated.  We've never met each other.  In fact, he doesn't even know I 
exist.  In fact, I happen to know that he doesn't exist.  The funny thing is, I've met 
people over the years who also admit to being obsessed with him, and other 
people a lot like him:  people created by ink, celluloid, and Japanese cartoon 
executives.  When you are seven, cartoon characters are more real than real 
people.  I never thought it was weird to be lusting after this boy-man with big, 



blue eyes, long eye-lashes, dark hair, and a nice, tight ass--who had everything:  
the Mach 5 (the fastest car in the world!), his groupies:  Sparky, Spridle, Chim 
Chim, and Trixie...and to top it all off:  a spanking red scarf that flapped at his 
neck every time he sped over the finish-line. 
 
Speed was bad and good; he went way over the speed limit, but always for a 
purpose.  He saved people, and he had strong morals.  And while Trixie's hair 
color was sometimes dark brown or sometimes ocher, Speed was always Speed.  
You could always count on him to look just as great as he did the last time you 
saw him. 
 
I'd lay on my stomach everyday after school with my head propped up by my 
hands a few inches from the television set, and I'd let Speed take me along for a 
new adventure.  Sometimes it was in Africa, sometimes it was in Scotland, but 
wherever it was, I was in that car with Speed with the wind blowing in my hair 
and his red scarf whipping my rosy cheeks as he raced around a winding 
highway. 
 
I began to  have dreams that I was Trixie.  I had large, cartoon breasts, which 
Speed pressed against when he hugged me after winning a race.  And 
sometimes in my dreams, I was the Mach 5, and whenever Speed pushed my 
buttons, I’d hydroplane for him, or whip out my auto jacks.  The best part of being 
the Mach 5 was feeling Speed’s cool, white pants sitting on my leather interior. 
 
It was around this time, when I was only seven and heavily into Speed, that I 
experienced rejection for the first time.  There was a boy in my class named 
Charles who looked nothing like Speed--but he was from Texas and this was 
Chicago, so his cute, Cowboy accent was enough to make me love every little 
inch of what set him apart from all the other boys.  There was only one problem 
in the way of me getting Charles:  her name was Senta.  I knew Charles had the 
hots for her, so I scurried to make my big move.  After days and days of watching 
Charles watching Senta, I confronted him at recess by the jungle gym: 
 
“Charles, why do you like Senta?” I boldly asked him. 
 
He got embarrassed and couldn’t answer me. 
 
“Why don’t you like ME?” I demanded. 
 
He got more embarrassed and shifted his eyes. 
 
“I don’ know,” he said in that adorable little drawl. 
 
I remember looking at his perfectly parted blonde hair that his mamma probably 
had combed and slicked for him, and his blushing cheeks punctured with 
dimples.  I knew that he was hiding something from me, and I felt that I really 



needed to KNOW what Senta had that I didn’t have, or else I’d have to beat him 
up or something. 
 
So I resorted to begging: 
 
“Just tell me, Charles.  Pleeeaaase!” 
 
“Weeeeeeell,” he cooed, “I like Senta better ’n you ’cause she got curly hair and 
you don’.” 
 
So that was all!  I knew I could fix that with no problem.  When I got home, I had 
my mother set my hair in curlers.  I slept with them on my head like my grandma 
always did, and in the morning, when my mother took them out, I had the most 
amazing, thick curls. 
 
The first thing I did when I got to school was bounce on over to Charles.  When 
he saw me, his face lit up and his eyes sparkled like Brach’s candy. 
 
“You like me NOW?” I said, flouncing my curls in the sunlight. 
 
“Yup,” he smiled. 
 
I kissed his cheek, and he kissed mine.  And we were boyfriend and girlfriend for 
as long as my mother could stand curling my paper-straight hair. 
 
Pretty soon, she got tired of it and I got headaches from sleeping with those 
curlers on my head, so Charles went back to liking Senta, and I got more and 
more into Speed. 
 
I got so into Speed, I thought of nothing else.  My attention in the classroom was 
seriously slacking and my home life was boring in comparison.  When I wasn’t 
watching his show, I imagined what he might be doing in his off-hours.  When he 
wasn’t on TV, was he “chasing after someone”?  What were he and TRIXIE 
doing?  Did HE watch cartoons? 
 
I’m not sure how old I was when Speed started not being so important, but 
eventually he wasn’t controlling my life anymore, and I started dreaming of other 
things besides him and the Mach 5.  But to this day, every time I hear that song 
or see someone dressed up as him for Halloween, I get all milky and mushy 
inside. 
 
Speed was always there for me.  When real-life boys dumped me for girls with 
curly hair, Speed winked at me or waved his hand as if to say, “I like you just the 
way you are.”  When I started sleeping with men who looked like Speed, I 
realized that he had set a certain standard that has never been equaled.  I’ve 
thought a few times when I felt that I was “in love” with someone:  “Okay, this is 



definitely better than any cartoon could be,” but when those relationships ended, 
I still had Speed winking, waving, and racing to me, and now I know that Speed 
is forever, while real people are not. 
 

Desert music starts up again, softly. 
 

On the eastern side of Death Valley where the desert heat seems to dry up all 
living things, there is a woman who dances ballet pantomimes and plays all the 
parts herself.  Sometimes there is an audience, but for those times when not a 
soul shows up at the Amargosa Opera House, she has a painted audience who 
permanently love and applaud her--unconditionally and whole-heartedly. 
 
Even when there are real people sitting in the tiny opera house clapping or 
yawning, the people painted on the walls are sending Marta the supportive 
energy she craves and has finally found after so many years.  Like most artists, 
she prefers fantasy to reality, but cannot live without both. 
 
Next to the opera house is an open highway.  It stretches from the lowest point in 
North America to the rising sun catapulted over the infinite nothingness of the 
desert.  One evening, not so long ago, when Marta was spreading her 
Harlequino lipstick over her puckered lips backstage under the light of the giant 
naked bulbs framing her antique mirror, she thought she heard a swarm of killer 
bees humming in the distance, miles down the highway.  She ignored the sound 
and began to warm up for the show.  As she pulled her muscled leg high above 
her head, the humming got louder.  Soon, the earth rumbled, and a coyote 
howled in admiration.  She parted her white-lace curtains and pressed her nose 
against a window.  She could see a car in the distance:  its gleaming silver 
hubcaps, a glowing white body, a giant red “M” painted on the hood, and the 
number “5” stenciled on the car’s door.  As it roared past her, rattling the walls of 
Amargosa, she could barely make out the figure of a helmeted driver wearing a 
rather fashionable red scarf around his neck.  And for a fleeting second, she 
thought she saw a young woman in the passenger’s seat, with her arms thrown 
up to the night sky, laughing hysterically. 
 
As they disappeared into the sand, like so many others before them, Marta lit 
herself a cigarette, and turning to the faces painted on the walls, she chuckled: 
 
“Guess THEY’RE not coming to the show tonight.”	  


