
 
 
 

Subterranean 
 
 

smokey candlelight, 
I have always loved 
soft & bleeding reds, 

crumbling grey walls & dust. 
 

I open steel containers 
to reveal a minutiae of creeping, 

a better refinement of grumbling sloth, 
and pale thoughts of unrequited grasping. 

 
my reds sit, 

embers under dull soot. 
 

By  Jon Neiss 
 




