Canvas

There are few things as ugly

Or as beautiful

As a blank sheet of paper

Empty space is a vertical climb

With your bare hands

Over a fast-crumbling wall

Empty space is a hundred-foot drop

Through a veil called reality

Painted to look like rocks and trees

Empty space is a tiny lead weight

Tugging at your brain

And a small balloon

Tied with a thread to your soul

Empty space beckons you

And laughs when you aren't looking

Some days this offends me

And I hide from it

By going out and doing something

Some days I find it reassuring

To stare at an unmarked page

But mostly I create out of spite

And contempt for what doesn't exist

And probably should

