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discretionary notice with various trigger and content warnings on all
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This notice serves as a broad warning on all poetry as these will not
be detailed on each piece

Letter from the editor
It’s a great pleasure to present Outcast Press Poetry
Volume 6, ‘Still Life in Decay.’ As we head towards the end
of the year, I want to extend a thank you to all our
readers, contributors, poets, writers, submitters, and everyone who has offered
their time to get involved in Outcast Press overall. A special thank you goes out
to HLR, Sebastian Vice, Paige J, Emily Woe, and Natalie Nider, for all the
support and effort this year. It’s wonderful to think we have created 6 fantastic
issues and engaged with so many fantastic writers.
This edition brings to you a poetic and visual apposition of the nature of
our being. It explores how we mourn the death of our animalistic desires and
flout the degradation of our mortality. Our efforts seem fruitless when faced
with the inevitability of adversity. We can’t help but notice a sense of festering
rot, or even bleakness. It’s this very juxtaposition between the deterioration
we see in the world that is so closely akin to our flesh, that forces us to realize
we have nothing left to do but find its beauty, or simply disappear.
I had the pleasure of interviewing C.W. Blackwell about his winning
poem, ‘What You Reach for in the Dark.’ Having immersed myself in his work,
and his book ‘River Street Rhapsody,’ forthcoming from Dead Fern Press, 2022
I can honestly say he is a writer to not only be acknowledged, but commended
for his sheer craft and ability. His work comes in two waves, you read it once
for enjoyment, and find yourself hurriedly reading it a second, third or fourth
time – simply to learn.
It goes without saying, that 2021 has been a tough year for a number of us;
with great losses, immense pains, and intense suffering. If anything is certain,
we’re in this together, and for every word written, every thought shared, I take
my hat off to you, and thank you all for simply being who you were meant to
be. No matter how fucked up it can feel at times, there is beauty in the decay.
I would like to thank and introduce the following writers. You have created
this work. These are Your voices. Thank you to the following contributors

Matthew Schultz is a working-class writer from Cleveland, Ohio. He now teaches for the English
Department at Vassar College where he directs the Writing Center. Matt's work has recently
appeared in Versification, Six Sentences, and Juke Joint.
Donna Dallas studied creative writing and philosophy at NYU’s Gallatin School and was lucky
enough to write under William Packard, founder of the New York Quarterly. She has appeared in
a plethora of journals, most recently Horror Sleaze Trash, The Opiate, Beatnik Cowboy and Cajun
Mutt Press. Donna serves on the editorial team of Red Fez and New York Quarterly.
William R. Soldan is a writer from Youngstown, Ohio. He's the author of the story collections In
Just the Right Light, Lost in the Furrows, and Houses Burning and Other Ruins, the poetry
collection So Fast, So Close, and most recently, the novel Undone Valley. His poetry and short
fiction have been published widely in print and online venues. He's always happy to connect with
readers and writers and can be found @RustWriter1 on Twitter.
B F Jones is French and lives in the UK. She is the co-editor of Punk Noir Magazine. She is the
author of flash collection “The Fabric of Tombstones and Artifice” and the chapbook “The Only
Sounds Left”.
Bren Booth-Jones is an Irish South African writer and co-editor of Bad Objects (forthcoming from
The Hungry Ghost Project). Their debut collection, Vertigo to Go, won the White Label Trois
Competition and was published by The Hedgehog Poetry Press in 2020. Bren’s second
collection, Open Letters to the Sky, is forthcoming from the same press. Recent work has appeared
in Dreich, Feral, Redivider and elsewhere. Bren lives in Amsterdam. Find them on Twitter
@BrendonBoothJo1 or at www.brendonboothjones.com
Edward Lee's poetry, short stories, non-fiction and photography have been published in magazines
in Ireland, England and America, including The Stinging Fly, Skylight 47, Acumen, The Blue Nib and
Poetry Wales. His play ‘Wall’ was part of Druid Theatre’s Druid Debuts 2020. His debut poetry
collection "Playing Poohsticks On Ha'Penny Bridge" was published in 2010. He is currently working
towards a second collection.
Mark Burgh lives and teaches in Fort Smith, AR.
Jeremy Scott is from Albany, Georgia. He is @possiblyarhino on Twitter. His poetry has been
published or is forthcoming with Bear Creek Gazette, Selcouth Station, Lothlorien Poetry Journal,
Gutslut Press, Fifth Wheel Press, and others.
Born in Puerto Rico, John Yohe lives in northwestern Colorado. He has worked as a wildland
firefighter, wilderness ranger and fire lookout. Best of the Net nominee.
@thejohnyohe www.johnyohe.com
The son of immigrants, Ulyses Razo is a graduate from the University of Washington, Seattle.
He writes poetry, and has written fiction, creative nonfiction, film criticism, and translations
of Spanish language prose and poetry. He has also worked with collage and erasure. His work
has been published in MORIA, The Metaworker, Life and Legends, and Months to Years. A
librarian, he has lived in London and Seattle, and currently resides in Washington.
Stephanie Parent is a graduate of the Master of Professional Writing program at USC and has also
worked as a professional submissive and switch. Her poetry has been nominated for a Rhysling
Award and Best of the Net.

Warts and All
–Matthew Schultz
I remember when we were young and held each other’s hands,
hoping to become one––thinking that if we touched long enough
skin would recognize skin and form a bond. Of course, it didn’t.

But there was that one summer when you visited your grandpa
in West Virginia and spent your afternoons knee deep in the creek
behind his house stalking bullfrogs and scooping crawdads.

You came home with a coincidental wart on the side of your finger
and when our hands again embraced, interlaced digits nestling
side-by-side, the skin of my finger rose to meet you half way.

The dermatologist threatens to burn it all away, but the itch
reminds me of you and the feeling of your hand holding mine
as if you’re still here, leading me through this lonely life.

From Cradle to Grave
– Donna Dallas
Take my hand
sinister as it may seem
though I have nothing to offer
but dreams and dope
and a laugh
now and then
I’ll give you a ride
you’ll reel in it my sister
be stuck on me
yesssss
Blow a shooting star
an incredible breath
fresh like baby
new like first sex
you want?
I gotchu
hold you with infinite pleasure
dark and lush
keep you this way
Later and too short a ride
ripe for death
can smell it coming
not mine
only yours
foolish child

Longing for Lost Silences

– William R. Soldan

There’s a groove in the grass
worn to dirt by boots walking or
jogging down the years
a minute at a time.
On the far curve of the circle
I press against the fence
until the diamond links
heat beneath my skin,
and I pass through them
to follow the lone strip of road
there, descending the hill.
But there is always some
sound to break the dream,
the congealed spill of disparate
voices, the bone-crunch of tires
patrolling the outer track.
The gusts that sweep through.
Even in the deep night, mourning,
there’s some buzz, metal on metal,
the sibilant hiss of shuffling feet,
murmurs, cries.

House of Cards
– BF Jones

My mind
An arrow-shaped
Sanctuary
Sheltering wild dreams
And ambitions
One day toppled
Crumbling onto itself
Scattering onto the floor
Slippery rectangles
Sliding in all directions
Aces lost
Under the couch
Joker stuck
Under a dusty wardrobe
And the queen of hearts
Forever gone.

Letter to the Sky
– Bren Booth-Jones
—In memory of Adel Beres

Please. Don’t talk to me about god’s doting microscope of love. Where is
Adel’s lazy guardian angel on her long walk, sunstruck and reeling, to
this drunk city’s heartless outer limit? To the quiet industrial deadzone
where two centuries of screeching cows were milked to death for little
squares of airbrushed cheese. Can you hear the haunted breath, the
walls that don’t forget, the walls that see and see?
Now only broken glass, weeds, junk metal, graffiti, ruin.
Train tracks curve away to their vanishing point.
Sunlight and dust and forgetting. Rusted desolation.
Where is the dove’s wing, the father’s love? Your tears run and run and
splash your knuckles gripping the rail. Adel, your tears disappear on
impact, annihilated by the sun.
Over the abandoned factories, the sky of illusory blue.
Behind the sky, immutable black space.
The train grows louder and you brace your every atom, limbs shaking,
waiting, waiting for the steel spikes in your heart to stop stabbing.
Not one angel comes for you.
Not one fucking angel to remind you of your iridescent magnificence! To
hold you back and stroke your hurt away. To tell you of your
immeasurable beauty and worth! Oh Adel! Is god mad, dead or
indifferent? Today it seems that god is dead. And good riddance to him
and his eternal silence, his fickle favouritism, his turned back.
Adel, please turn back.

If I had only known of your private pain, I would have tried to help. I
should have checked in more often. What a pathetic useless cliche: I
should have: like stringing tin cans to a hearse.
We only saw each other now and then: misheard ecstatic shouts in the
hectic blue strobe of some delirious nightclub or chats on campus over
coffee: your silky wit, your casually quoting Adorno and Marx, your style
(like you’d just stepped out of the Matrix), your green quiet intense
eyes when you said, I’ve been out to the far edge of my orbit. And I
said, You brought back deep swing in your syntax. But why didn’t I ask
if you’d left some heat behind, or what it cost you to live in ellipsis?
Adel. There is no hand of grace to turn the rage of corrosive chemicals
in your brain back into their gentler elements.
You stand alone. The train is hurtling like a curse.
All I can do is stop writing what comes next.
All I can do is nothing nothing nothing.
Adel! Adel! Adel!

BENEATH
– Edward Lee
Beneath the ghost of Ophelia
in the water
I find peace,
the instinctive shaking
of my body
fading, the ripples of water
disappearing into their collisions
with the edge
of this world
I have made my own.
I hope not to be found for days.
I hope not to be found
at all, my ghost
not even a thought
in a mind as broken as mine.

THE CURSE OF THE
WERWOLF
– Mark Burgh

I elect myself, a lumpen male,
given uncertain gifts
an invited guest
at the birth of tragedy,
cursing angel, wherefore curse you me?
A lumpen male with bright eyes.
Hope has left for another town,
& I sit on earth solided by years of rain,
heaven watered snow, stones brokered
from cracked mountains.
Nearby a playground drones in motely life,
where the empty moon ignites
trash cans, hot dog wrappers, an empty
tube of airplane glue.
All of us are cowards, yes oh yes,
with our see-through sundresses &
houses. So, then I chose myself,
a lumpen male who descends
In chromatic steps pasted on a lamppost
near Broadway and 3rd avenue.
Keep your dollars,
I bring out the dead unwilling,
Stagger corpses from the grave they sat in,
Keep your dollars.
Wherefore do you curse me, cursing angel?
Life me, then, and burn my aching body.

Sexploitation Films for the
End Times
– Jeremy Scott

Watch her climb out of the casket, naked, full of grace. The Holy Mother who is
undead, here to fuck our brains out and eat our love, but not before the
commercial break. Jerking off is never easy when you feel guilty, but that’s part
of the fun, lubing yourself with your immorality and wondering where you’re
going to cum, two squirts in the hand is better than one in the bush. Taste the
hot plastic imitation leather of the Virgin’s stilettos and feel so much more like
you are, a worm, not a man, trying to survive in the sexploitation film that is
going to kill us all, but not before the bodies pile up, deep as a river and just as
wide.

St. Anger
- John Yohe

You wear my medallion around your neck
and think you've lost everything to me—
lovers family jobs—your life quite a wreck
it seems at times—consider this though please:
when all that shit was going down and you
felt alone and helpless with no one to
protect you—I was there
I was with you
an instinct
defense mechanism to
spark greymatter coils from your reptile brain
that when threatened rattle your tail and hiss—
when you are treated unfairly I'll start:
feel me burn
and when there is injustice
face it down and hold me close to your heart

Ugly

– Uylses Razo
and all those other beautiful women
in the magazines and in the streets
just kept on being beautiful
everywhere you looked
Tony Hoagland, “Beauty.”

Tony Hoagland has already said this
but I have to say it too. That feeling
when you realize all your beauty is being drained of you,
like blood. How the hair falls,
every shower,
in bunches, but not like flowers.
Not like anything else at all.
Clumps of hair
that clog the drain,
& you have to pick up
with half a roll of toilet paper,
every time, when you’re done.
There is nothing beautiful about it.
To lose one’s beauty
is not beautiful, too.
It is to watch yourself change, in the mirror,
to a monster, a thing
you never thought you’d be.
Ugly, & not in a beautiful way.
The way death is not pretty.
The way no one can romanticize
a real suicide
to a real body.

My Body Has Never Been a
Temple
– Stephanie Parent

My body has been a spring field sprouting wildflowers birthed to be ravaged,
blue and blushing blossoms with no names. Viney weeds tangled with desire,
competing in their clamor to escape the underground, yearning for the
rough wind and drenching rain.
My body has been a barren field slick with ice, forbidding all trespassers,
welcoming the snow that conceals cracks and crushed earth underneath.
Preferring to freeze alone than to melt beneath another’s sun.
My body has been a trash heap, the receptacle where I begged for
sweat and spit and cum, degradation that brought me pride and
pleasure. Made me believe that others saw me and would stay,
would trample me like the earth beneath their boot and pick me
back up again.
Never have I desired to plow soil, plant seeds, pluck blossoms.
I am recipient, supplicant, I lie in wait. A rose is a rose is
a rose. What’s sown in fertile earth will always
grow.

Interview with C.W
Blackwell
AJM: C.W, congratulations on winning Outcast Press Volume 5,
'When Love Buries You.' What is it about Outcast Press that drew
you to submit?
CWB: Thank you! I hope this isn’t
awkward, but the reason I submitted
was because the poetry editor is
immensely talented and I wanted to
send my work to a poet I admire. I
read Baptism by Fire and it blew me
away. I think everyone should read it.
So I’m going to start by plugging your
book instead! And now that HLR is
joining the team, I think the two of
you are absolutely unstoppable.
AJM: You have an ability to present
the world in such a way that moves
both through observation and
experience. How do you develop and
nurture that pinpointed focus?
CWB: It’s funny—the pinpointed focus
is something I work to scale back rather than develop. I have a
tendency to become obsessed with details in my writing, to the
point that it interferes with the flow of the piece. Often when I’m
writing a poem or a scene, I’ll find myself surrounded by the
diagrams and patents of objects I’m describing. The research may
only affect a single word or phrase, but I’m driven to go to those
lengths. So, it becomes a matter of developing restraint and
learning when it’s necessary and when it’s just wasted effort.

AJM: It’s fitting that your interview is included in this issue. What
is it that draws you to the sense of the world's decay which you
are able to so beautifully construct?
CWB: When I was eleven, my family and I went on a camping trip
to Baja Mexico. We arrived at night and set up our tents on the
beach, and in the morning I raced to the shore in a state of
wonder. It was the first time I had been out of the country and I
was very excited about what I might find there. A few yards down
the beach, I found the body of a woman who had drowned just
the day before. She was just stirring half-nude in the shorebreak
with seaweed in her hair. It turned
out her whole family had drowned as
they tried to save one another from
the deadly rip current. In the 1980s,
people weren’t very good at helping
kids through these kinds of
experiences, but I found that writing
gave me the right kind of outlet to
work out my feelings. In a way, I’m
still trying to describe those details—
that frozen expression, the way the
water moved around her. I’m still
trying to help that kid write his way
through that experience.
AJM: Your job requires you to be
affronted by some of the most derelict
and traumatic parts of society, does
this inspire your work or is it a
catharsis?
CWB: As a crime analyst, it’s my
job to have a very thorough understanding of what’s happening
on the street, but mostly for statistical reporting. My writer brain
can’t handle this, though, and I’m compelled to learn the stories
and details of people who end up tallies on a report. There is so
much nuance and richness to people who live and struggle and die
on the street that many don’t see, or refuse to see. In my city
(and many, many others), homelessness, substance abuse, and
mental health issues are at crisis levels.

I’ll never understand why folks
react to these important social
issues with apathy or disgust,
rather than compassion and
earnest problem-solving. So there
is catharsis, yes, but it’s also just
a matter of these things settling
into the subconscious and coming
out naturally in my work. It’s all
around me.
AJM: Seeing the loss and
abandonment of humanity so
shamelessly in your job presents
you with people discarded by
society, is this where you glean
that sense of hopelessness?
CWB: We tend to shield the
public from the sheer amount of
death in the streets. Death investigations are generally not
reported in the press unless they are the result of criminal
violence. But the Coroner Unit is constantly pulling bodies out of
creeks and parks and road medians and underpasses. Overdoses
mostly, but suicides too. And when I watch my country spend
trillions on wars in the Middle East, I grow weary. What do we
have to show for it? We could have solved homelessness
nationally and improved access to care six times over with that
price tag. The absurdity of our priorities is so overwhelming that it
becomes hopelessness.
AJM: In your poem, ‘What You Reach for in the Dark,’ there is less
isolation in the approach of the speaker, did you intend to place
hope in the eyes of another?
CWB: Yes, but it is a very limited type of hope. The ‘she’ of
the poem is trying to dispense with love as something idyllic,
romantic, or pure. It’s not something transformational or lifealtering. Instead, it’s amid the car wrecks and liquor store
robberies and flop houses. It’s not something you strive for, but
rather something you find at arm’s length, where you’re at.

In a way it’s sort of sad, but there’s a tenderness to it, too. She’s
still talking about love, after all. I think sometimes the best we
can do is carve out a place for ourselves amid the metaphorical
trash heaps and love the one you're with, as the old song goes.
AJM: Hope is a theme I
see in your work which
is triggered by the
eloquence of language,
similarly, do you think
those things which are
unexpected are really
where true humanity
lies?
CWB: Yes, absolutely.
Regardless of what
cynical thoughts I might
have about the future, I think the impulse to hope for something
better comes from someplace deep in our bones. It’s absolutely
part of what makes us human. The idea that somehow our souls
live on in some utopian afterlife is beautiful, even though it’s not
something I believe in. I think hope is a rebellious act, and I am
happy (if not slightly jealous) when I see it in others.
AJM: In your book 'River Street Rhapsody,' forthcoming in 2022
by the wonderful team at Dead Fern Press, we sense both grit and
journey. The reader is caught in a whirlpool of clinging to beauty
whilst affronted with the harsh reality of the world. Do you feel
life is a sequence of being faced with the challenges of
deterioration?
CWB: Yes, I believe it is. There is so much beauty in the world,
but we all know it’s just a temporary state that ends in decay and
annihilation. I think this creates a crisis inside us, one that sends
us in all sorts of different directions. It’s not for me to say how to
deal with it, but as a writer I’m laser-focused on how people
manage this. I first got my literary bearings reading Southern
Gothic fiction, which tends to deal with hard people struggling
through immensely beautiful landscapes. I think this is part of
what you’re seeing in the book.

AJM: Your book is an achievement
in its ability to be precise in its
juxtaposition and metaphor, you
seem to be inspired by both the
situational context of the piece as
well as language. Do words inspire
you as much as experience?
CWB: Certainly. My obsession with
detail and precision causes me to
lean heavily on words and language,
but the absurdist in me looks to my
subconscious (which tends to comment on my day job). So if
you’ve ever woken up thinking “Wow, that was the most detailed,
emotional dream I’ve ever had. I wonder what it meant?” That’s
right where I want you as a reader.
AJM: And lastly. Your hard work is evident in every piece that you
craft, and you have the ability to be humble with all your
achievements. What is it about writing that makes you most
proud?
CWB: It’s hard for me to be proud of myself. I think some
people are just built like that. I’m a perfectionist, so I always
think I can do better. Sometimes I’ll revise a poem or story even
after it is accepted and published, just because I’ve noticed some
small thing about it that I can improve. But I feel proud when I
see my writer friends succeed. I think writing is so challenging,
both technically and emotionally. The whole process is fraught
with all sorts of emotions, both in the act of creation, and in the
face of rejection. Seeing a fellow writer experience the joy of
success thrills me to no end.
________________________________________________
C.W. Blackwell is an American crime fiction author and poet. His
poetry has recently appeared in Anti-Heroin Chic, Live Nude
Poems, Sledgehammer Lit, The Five-Two, Outcast Press, Punk
Noir, and Dead Fern Press. His upcoming poetry collection, River
Street Rhapsody, will appear in Spring 2022 from Dead Fern
Press. Twitter: @CW_Blackwell Instagram: @cw_blackwell_writer
Publisher: https://www.deadfernpress.com/
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Amy-Jean Muller is an artist, writer and poet from
South Africa who lives and works in London. Both
her art and writing explore culture, memory,
mental health, identity, femininity, and sexuality.
She has exhibited her art in South Africa and
London. Her writing can be found in various
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collection of short stories, and a second poetry collection.
amyjeanmuller.com | Twitter: @muller_aj

ABOUT THE ASSISTANT EDITOR
HLR (she/her) is a prize-winning poet, writer and
editor from London, UK. Widely published since
2012, her writing is largely autobiographical and
deals with themes of mental illness, trauma,
addiction and grief. HLR is the author of prosetry
collection History of Present Complaint (Close to
the Bone) and micro-chapbook Portrait of the Poet
as a Hot Mess (Ghost City Press). Her work can be
found at http://treacleheart.com and on Twitter
@HLRwriter

