The Equation of Emotion
- Stop crying Mom, you're such a drama queen...


She glared at me, her eyes red and puffy. I couldn't tell if her woeful complexion was the result of tears of sadness, joy, or frustration. Maybe it was all three...and then some. She is a Libra after all, super emotional. If you believe in that kind of stuff, that is. Anyways, it's Friday – and my seventeenth birthday, woohoo...– and all I want to do is go home and relax. I have a huge math test to study for, which I will actually enjoy doing because I'm a math genius, or so I'm called. And I can't forget about work tomorrow, an eight hour shift means those cute boots I saw last weekend will be on my feet soon! But I can't relax, no, not yet. Something inside of me is off; there's a mistake in the equation, in my equation. I thought I had it all figured out, but the solution seems to be incorrect. What am I doing wrong? Suddenly, a firm grip on the shoulder interrupted my thoughts.

– OK? Take care of yourself.

Well sure, that's kinda what I've been doing my whole life...

– Yeah, you too.


As he made his way to the gates with a one way ticket to freedom in his hands, I watched the back of him, almost hoping – and I'm not exactly sure why – he would glance back at us one last time. Oddly, my vision started to get blurry as I analyzed his clothing. He was well dressed, looked like a business man in his brand new Gucci suit. If I didn't know him, I would say he had a lot of money and lived a very happy, successful life. My head sank into my shoulders as I tasted the salt that was now rolling down my face and into the corners of my mouth. I looked down and shook my head, embarrassed perhaps, and watched the salt water dissolve some little pieces of dirt on the whites of my worn out Converse. Clothes don't make the man, I chuckled...I knew that. Both the Gucci suit and the dirty old Converse – or the people who wore them at least – knew that! That's the one thing my father and I had in common; we never dressed the part. He wasn't dressed up for my birthday, but neither was I.

After what seemed like just a second after I had dried my face, I looked up to see him staring at me. I told my brain to take a picture of his wrinkled visage – I often take these mental pictures, usually out of a kind of desperation of some sort, like studying for a test last minute – so I could remember what he looked like, should we never meet again. I turned around and began to walk in the direction we came from as my mother waved her final goodbye. He completely ignored her, and she was heartbroken yet again. But I'm not like my mother, thank the heavens – if there are heavens, because sometimes life can seem like hell on Earth. I wasn't heartbroken, I was more disappointed...not only in my father, but in myself for allowing someone like him to make me shed tears because he definitely wasn't worth them.

– Mom, everything happens for a reason. He's gone, the problem is solved. Crying does nothing at all.

But she continued to cry and I couldn't understand why. I couldn't understand why I cried too.


During the drive home, I thought long and hard about this. Why do people cry? It doesn't help the situation. You're just prolonging your suffering, if “suffering” is the right word...There's no reason to hang on to stupid emotions. If something happens, it happens, and it's happened, we should forget about it and analyze the next problem. That's why I love math. It's so simple, so straightforward. When it comes to solving equations, there is only right and wrong. There is nothing in between, everything can be justified, and there is always a “why”. If there isn't, it's probably a math error. I don't have time for this emotional nonsense, but I'm not feeling like myself, and for once, I can't explain why. There's a mistake I need to fix; there's this “incorrect” feeling inside of me. Am I missing something?

“Zero divided by zero is zero

The result, still a number

But a number divided by zero is

Undefined; a math error.”
As we drove into the abyss that was just our building's poorly lit garage – which was bound to collapse in a couple of years; broken water pipes, cracking cement posts, and dangerously sharp rocks half the size of small meteoroids – I realized what was more important to me. Or “who”, rather. Poor Mom, how did we go from living in luxury to this dump? Oh yeah...because of him. As soon as we entered our apartment, she began to search frantically for any “memories” my father might have left behind, such as empty liquor bottles, beer cans, and packs of cigarettes. She demanded I find a shopping cart immediately so she wouldn’t have to carry the bags by hand. Luckily, there was one right outside the elevator because well, the people around here don’t like to carry their things by hand either. 


I pushed it up the dirty hallway. Outside our door, I smelled something I haven’t smelled in a really long time. I opened the door quietly and entered with caution. My mother was reciting prayers out loud while burning holy incense. It was the kind she used after my grandmother passed away, so I knew this had to be serious. It was probably an attempt to “purify” the air and disintegrate the remnants of my father’s angry soul. But why? It’s not that serious. She looks like a crazy person! He’s not dead, he’s just gone! What’s the big deal? Why is she so overwhelmed?
– Move.


I went to my room as she threw the memories into plastic bags and tossed them in the cart. I sat on my bed and zoned out (you know, when you’re not really looking at something, but you are at the same time…almost like you're floating in space) for a moment. I’m not sure why, but it helps me analyze things more clearly. I do this a lot, it’s almost relaxing. The clinking of the cans and bottles brought me back down to Earth. I don’t know if it was just that loud, like voices shouting and mocking our situation, or if I was trying to listen. Trying to remember and hold on to those voices, those memories I once tried to forget. Well, I want to forget…but I can’t. How can I solve this equation? What exactly am I even trying to find?
“The calculator can see it, “Error 2”

And it’s not even human

There is no solution to this equation

There is nothing to be calculated.”


With haste, I open my bag, take out a sheet of paper, and begin to calculate. Or try to at least. Let x represent the problem when y= x/0. The denominator being zero tells me that no matter what value x is, other than zero itself, y will always be undefined. So what does that mean? x ≠ 0 because zero divided by zero leaves me with nothing…but there is something. Any other number would leave the equation undefined, hence there is no solution. Could that be it? Could the answer be that there is no answer? Maybe I should think graphically. Zero is visible on the Cartesian plane, but something that is undefined, like a vertical asymptote for instance, is not. Just because you can’t see it, doesn’t mean it’s not there. It doesn’t mean it’s not influencing the behaviour of the graph. That’s it… I cross out my calculations and take out a new sheet of paper.

“Emotions are emotions

We smile and we cry

It is what it is,

There is no ‘why?’”


I’ve always seen my mother as a dog on a leash. My father, her owner. When the owner leaves his faithful companion, what does the dog do? She waits. Panting, barking, and whining. Waiting for her owner to return and pick up where they left off. The owner doesn’t care about the dog anymore. Or maybe he never did. After years of entertainment, he becomes bored and he decides to leave the dog to care for herself. The dog will wait, but her owner won’t come. Her owner will never come. He will never care. She is free, but she still feels like a lost dog. I need to take her leash off. Maybe that will open her eyes. I ripped off my leash a long time ago. But I can’t help this feeling that I’m feeling… I am sad that he’s gone. I am angry. Why?

I’ve been through a lot at a young age; I’ve never really had a “childhood.” I can’t remember the last time I hugged my father, the last time we laughed together, or even given each other a smile. He may not be my “dad,” but he is still my father. He brought me into this world, and for once in my life I can thank him. He has taught me so many things with the things he has and has not done, and as twisted as it sounds, I value every moment we’ve spent together. He was my abuser, but he is my father. He placed me in the dark, but I grew. I start to cry as I figure my solution. I finish writing my answer on the sheet of paper in front of me. 


I fold it up and make my way to the living room to find my mother sitting on the couch, zoned out. I probably got it from her. I wonder what she’s trying to analyze. What she doesn’t know is that there’s nothing to be analyzed. I place the paper on the old coffee table covered in dents and scratches.


I quickly walk back to my room and lie down on my bed. I hear her unfolding it. I hope she understands. Some things just aren't meant to be explained, justified, or reasoned. I'll carry this burden with me for the rest of my life; it's probably written in the stars. If you believe in that kind of stuff, that is.

“Zero divided by zero is zero

The result, still a number

But a number divided by zero is

Undefined; a math error.

The calculator can see it, “Error 2”

And it’s not even human

There is no solution to this equation

There is nothing to be calculated.

Emotions are emotions

We smile and we cry

It is what it is,

There is no ‘why?’

There are so many problems,

Equations hoping to be solved

But for the equation of emotion

There are no solutions at all.”
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