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multiplexias 
 
 
 
 
restful rubbish 
  
 
damn dim dusk dirt drawn in multiple pentacles 
streams blows flows off shores of bones 
skin on crosses stained with diamonds 
shining murkily through truculent tree tears 
 
succulence stripped of stiff lines 
encircled round spheres exhaling lust 
purple room of stench sealed by bloody intents 
so light hollow shelters 
 
down caves of shells flat with demons 
smiles sublime up hills down outside 
 
 
 



 
 
low chords 
 
 
gore galore in awe 
void ranks soothingly smoothened through cruel grime 
greedy crime tainting moist hardness 
manifold sunsets down hidden slopes unlit 
 
waste of flows over enclosures 
fluorescent with plums prints pots 
tight span of yearning querulously quenched 
 
feathery colliding between bare brooms  
ridden with beetles off board below 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
envies unforeseen 
 
 
filthy spite across tense distances 
profuse fright multilaterally burying blame 
guilty spears still bleeding ravaged incandescences 
of harmful sinlessness to the ground 
 
round fluffs in soft gloom 
dry ravens singing back against low lights 
burned with cravings unutterable 
in disguise emptily unfilled of loads and burdens 
 
from planks unearthed in deep secret 
mysteries through folds up high  
with great grey green smoke alone 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
multiplex warp   
 
 
ceaseless scathing swathing between warped warts 
advice as vice and adverse accord across trite fights 
resonances sublime abashed abhorred adored 
through terse and shapeless moods and moves absurd  
 
members amidst dismembering remembrances 
bereft of grafts upheld away elsewhere 
supple gifts bringing forth strange silences 
with gilt fissures encrusted underneath  
 
multiplexia now and then and near and far 
along murky paths way beyond aloft  
 
 



 
 
goat unholy 
 
 
jumps round fires disclosed in secrecy 
burnt reflections over pulsating translucences 
burying relics of pleasures occult 
 
along iridescent traces left by toes unseen 
flies entwined together in dances of dirt 
blessed with profuse stenches cinching tight rough waists 
 
excretions protruding off skins covered with wasps 
sucking honey out of twisted maimed limbs  
 
 
 
 
 
 


