
Space is:
between the pedals of a clear grasp of time. I took time out; Iíve had 
time in space.
Is: a protruding piece a bark, the dance of a double heart attack.
A sweaty circle, under the eye of a working student.
Space is: bus stop to bus stop to bus stop.
Space is: reoccurring in my steps
Is: history redefined and redefined. Is: so solid, like in so many 
paintings,
Is: what lies beneath the 4th street Bridge, above the dull river,
the Los Angeles water, from the drafted abandon drought of the 
freeway.
Space is: following someone from behind, is is Is what I'm getting at.
Person to person, in a line, where we wait to right, our own Judgment 
off!
Color to color, of each eye, in each eye, from the iris to the lining.
Space is blank only sometimes; only between the lines; before I reach 
the next line;
Blank-space: -the-forever-sitting-still, -blank, -space-on earth-the-
budding-buds-
Falling-leaves-seconds-before-a-blank-wave. --There-is-no-blank-blank-
once-you-noticed-all-the-blanks-they-are-now-blank.Not-blank, -not-
space-BUT-WHEN-SPACE-IS-BLANK-AND-BLANK-IS-SPACE!
!?Can I count?!    I can’t count!
The many pasts immortalized by a frame, framed, upon a wall.
Somehow a testimonial equivallation. No title! nor posted as untitled, 
This is untitled!
Can I count? I can’t count. The many kneeling, starving for, penni-
less, 
praying at stainglass feet (dirty see-through images) 
Count the deaths, laws, weapons, and bloody newborn heads.
Count the reasons, give me 10 good reasons! then trillions of bads;
And that ration, ten over trillions is not showing up in my calcula-
tor,
Mechanical or mental, no  it’s just too big a number! 
I’m telling you the numbers are just too high! 
I will not be taught a will unwilling, other then to serve-vive-all.
In theory, that’s how this came about though, to build re-assurity, 
civilization, a place for tombstones. 
Now, we will the dead, numbered with dates, and may you rest in peace,
Resting in Peace?!? Down the rows.  Down the street,
a white chalk outline, lining, Lying to mimic his shape, We mimic a 
hiss shape.
Buried in pieces,.. dismantled, not resting, an outline.
If this was anything more then change,
then wouldn’t there be a million changed changes?
But I keep handin’ over my change and dollars and checks, Deposits: 
more  and many
..become space blank space: sunken tunnels in the graveyards, passes 
underground
blasted by the never changing change of a city is next needed sewage 
drain.
Space is: my asshole, my hole, and the toilet water.
Space is: ..is being taken’ up by waste, reconstructed, bulldozed a 
blueprint for a condo.
Single way we’ll leave some  space.
No man, I donít have any change.           
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