What is the intention

	of an intentionally blank page, turn of phrase or magic mark, smear of ash or heavy cross, pardon of sin or pardon of wind, this empty-headed state, parables of faith, cups of wine or water, wafer or cookie, decaf or regular, ice cream on Sundays for big, fat babies, bombastic and babbling, sad and stupid, tip to toe, knee to elbow, ignorant bliss, piss and poo, ass purge toilet fire, battle at the breach, baby birthed screaming, gasping lungfuls of air, drop descending through purgatory, spread four on the floor, running on empty, void voided bowels and open hearts, peel skin’s peeling paint, stroke that ripe banana, buff shiny chrome sparkle semen seed, shadow box a shadow boxing, fight the good fight for the fuck of it, fight for fear of fighting, climb the walls and walk on sunshine, spit something that sticks, spit teeth and nails and lumber, bile and brimstone, lava and vomit, primordial indoor genetic pool, evolutionary introversion, shallow bravado, dig a hole to show it who’s boss, a hole in the head with room for another head with another hole with another head with another hole, poke a hole in that argument, poke the eye of the illuminati and make it cry wolf, sad sheep weep while we’re fast asleep, death dream eternal sunshine, dream a little dream of cloudy heaven, open wide diamond brilliant light, delight in such ridiculous laughter, warm bosom in the face, powdered cheeky cheek, tickle the fancy of fainthearted fools, trembling hands and blind ambition, lofty goals of rebellious youth, insult to injury, thirsty lap of luxury, craven consumption of wealth, not this, that or the other thing, but this that and that thing, all else left bereft by the wayside, sideways circumnavigation of each vanishing point, all points pointing to the same point, fingertip asserts the self with the mark of I, standing tall, back straight, head towards heaven, foot in a mouth full of feet, too many feet to climb, frustrated fart of surrender, erupting earth spume flesh and feces, bone and broth, bread and butter, bedrock of the belly, dank skank ground squirm ripening life, wormy glyphs swarm the page, bend and violently wriggle, refusing to stick to one spot, emphasizing the need to mean something, but forsaking the means, going nowhere with nowhere else to go, systematic circular subterfuge, weaving word to image, sound to form, mind to matter, persistent declaration of non-existence, this blanket of words that describe such an incredibly dense, intentionally blank page?
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