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CAUTION:
Please note: This Transgressive collection carries a strong
discretionary notice with various trigger and content warnings on all
work in the edition.
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 5, ‘When Love Buries You.’ This edition
brings a great mix of poetry from a several new and
established writers. I was privileged to interview our
Volume 4 Winner Katy Naylor and got to know her and a
number of her works. She spoke to me candidly about
her process, influences, and recently released book,
‘Postcards from Ragnarok' published by our friends at
Alien Buddha Press.
‘When Love Buries You’ investigates what it means to lose love, appreciate
it from afar, take stock of the hurt we have accumulated, and reflect on loss
that is both beautiful, tragic and intense. Whether this be with lovers,
ourselves, friends, or the world in which we exist, the overwhelming sense
of love is like the shrouding we perform on the bodies of our dead before
we are buried.
‘When Love Buries You’ is both a record to love as
we feel it, and love letter to what is means to exist. This
Volume is also special as from next month we welcome
HLR on board as Assistant Poetry 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
I would like to thank and introduce the following writers who have
offered glimpses into the vulnerability of love and what it means to be
vulnerable. You have created this work. These are Your voices. Thank you to
the following contributors:

C.W. Blackwell is an American crime fiction author and poet. His poetry has
recently appeared in (or is scheduled to appear in) Anti-Heroin Chic, Live Nude Poems,
Sledgehammer Lit, The Five-Two, Punk Noir, and Dead Fern Press. His upcoming poetry
collection, River Street Rhapsody, will appear in Spring 2022 from Dead Fern Press.
John L. Stanizzi, Author - Ecstasy Among Ghosts, Sleepwalking, Dance Against the
Wall, After the Bell, Hallelujah Time!, High Tide – Ebb Tide, Four Bits, Chants,
Sundowning, POND, The Tree That Lights the Way Home. John’s poems are in Prairie
Schooner, Cortland Review, American Life in Poetry, New York Quarterly, and
others. John’s nonfiction has been in Literature and Belief, Stone Coast Review, and
others. He was awarded an Artist Fellowship in Creative Non-Fiction, 2021 from the
Connecticut Office of the Arts. https://www.johnlstanizzi.com
Morgan Boyer is the author of The Serotonin Cradle (Finishing Line Press, 2018) and
a graduate of Carlow University. Boyer has been featured in Kallisto Gaia Press, Thirty
West Publishing House, Oyez Review, Pennsylvania English, and Voices from the Attic.
Boyer is a neurodivergent bisexual woman who resides in Pittsburgh, PA.
Paul David Adkins (he/him) served in the US Army from 1991-2013. He holds a MA
in Writing and Oral Tradition from The Graduate Institute, Bethany, CT. He counsels
soldiers and teaches students in a correctional facility. Publications include Barzakh, The
Mark, Crab Creek, Kissing Dynamite, Badwater, and Spillway.
The most interesting thing about Benjamin Riddle is that he is building a little library
of all the contemporary poetry he can get his hands on. The voices of poets go still too
soon.
Meily Tran (she/her) is a college freshman from southern California. Most of her
works are first drafted at 1 AM and are inspired by her tragic sapphic love life, sporadic
identity crises, and beloved pet chihuahua. Twice a week or so, she rambles on
twitter @tran_scendence.
John Maurer is a 26-year-old writer from Pittsburgh that writes fiction, poetry, and
everything in-between, but his work always strives to portray that what is true is
beautiful. He has been previously published in Claudius Speaks, The Bitchin’ Kitsch,
Thought Catalog, and more than eighty others. @JohnPMaurer (johnpmaurer.com)
Yuan Changming hails with Allen Yuan from poetrypacific.blogspot.ca. Credits
include Pushcart nominations besides appearances in Best of the Best Canadian
Poetry (2008-17) & BestNewPoemsOnline, among others. Recently, Yuan published his
eleventh chapbook Limerence, and served on the jury for Canada's 44th National
Magazine Awards (poetry category).
Stephen J. Golds was born in North London, UK, but has lived in Japan for most of his
adult life. He writes primarily in the noir and dirty realism genres and is co-editor of
Punk Noir Magazine.
Molly Greer was born and raised in the suburbs of Washington, DC. She currently
resides in western Maryland with her husband and two children. Her work has appeared
or is forthcoming in 34 Orchard, Green Ink Poetry, Last Leaves Magazine, Sledgehammer
Lit, and The Elpis Pages. You can find her on Twitter: @MKGreerPoetry.

What You Reach for in the
Dark
–C.W. Blackwell
She says love is a car wreck,
and I am a beat-up Honda
jumping the concrete island
at Plymouth and Ocean,
the sound of window glass
chiming on cement barriers,
the crack of a broken jaw.
She says love is a flop house,
and I am a clapboard shack
at the end of Blackburn Street,
gutters slantwise on the eves,
needles loomed into the carpet,
sea winds shrieking through
daylight in the ruined ceiling.
She says love is a liquor store,
and I am a midnight robbery
at the U-Save on Mission Street,
pick-marked hands flashing a
junkie .38 with two rounds in the
filthy chambers, a hot glass
pipe tucked into a jean pocket.
Forget the sudden breezes
in late-August heat waves,
forget the candlelit bistros
on the glittery side of town.
She says love is what you know,
what you reach for in the dark
—and what grasps you in return.

I’LL LEAVE A KEY FOR YOU
– John L. Stanizzi

Under the flowerpot or welcome mat,
on the windowsill or in the mailboxthese are the ageless hiding places that
you were taught. Here. Put it under this rock.
But alas, these places are also known
to the thief who waits until he’s alone
to lift the rock or the milk box cover,
knowing exactly what he’ll discover.

The mythology of the objective
is alive—this place, or the other four.
What difference? It’s old-school ineffective.
I’ve got a piece of wire that I’ve contrived
to fasten across the front of the door;
I’ll hang it there for whoever arrives.

After you die
– Morgan Boyer

After you die, they’ll suddenly like you and print
out-of-context quotes on throw pillows,
downloadable needlepoint patterns, and minimalist
wall decor for their boho-style loft across
from the cafe that makes the goat cheese & basil biscotti’s

Never mind the tuberculosis-rampant streets,
the pile of whiskey bottles sitting by the doorstep,
the crumpled paper balls of discarded poems,
only to use the words as a hollow shell like
the unravelled cocooned remains of a spider’s
feast sitting on the edge of the web

Florida Man Tattoos Black Widow Spider on
his Face to Combat Arachnophobia

– Paul David Atkins

When I look
in
mirrors,
this is the world
I’m
given,
or, rather,
I gave
myself.
You’re welcome.
You’re tracking
I’m afraid
of all
that’s evil,
that’s linked
somehow
with
time.
That hourglass,
that sucking the lover’s blood,
the web I walk through,
wife
with the knives
of her teeth.

Vineyard
– Ben Riddle
Some part of you is buried beneath
the vineyard. Not the part of you that left
or died, or tried to come home.
It was the part of you that
laughed, wrote letters;
smiled at the wind chimes
in autumn and wondered to where
the wind blew. You'd make up
stories for the north or
the west; of whispers flying home
on tired wings. I come here sometimes
to look for you; wonder if vines
grew from the broken
ribcage you buried
your heart in, the locket
you buried with a ring for Elizabeth.
Some part of you is buried beneath the
vineyard. Not the part of you that left
or died, or tried to come home.
It's the happiness you left
hanging from an old
oak when roses were in bloom,
when no one answered your call, and
I still come here sometimes to look
for you like there's a chance
I'll see your ghost in the
noon light, or the
roots are as close as
I'll get to your veiny arms too small
for your frame, or like I'll find you here;
whole again, and happy. Like you will be
sitting beneath an old oak telling
stories about the wind to clouds
you think look like angels
instead of rain, or war.
I miss you, friend.

A Reading from a Book of
Psalms
– Steve Passey
If there is no eternal life
then there is no eternal death.
Sleep.
Sleep now,
and never wake up.
This is all of what we wish for,
and never what we get.

FUNeral
– Meily Tran

My dear, does the calendar read April 24?
Lovely, let’s throw a soiree and celebrate
Flame and Ocean. / Dawn and Night. / Spring and Winter.
Birth and Death. Put on your masquerade
veils, your sequin suits, your six-inch heels,
your / monochrome cones. / Blow bubbles. / Toss confetti.
Drink. Write an obituary inside a birthday
card. Pipe three joss sticks into the cake
and pray. / Sprinkle my grandfather’s ashes inside a tangled
bouquet of aub-urn balloons and pop them
beneath the kumquat tree. Sing the birthday
song / like it’s an eulogy. / Prick my frosted skin with sixteen
sweet candles. Then light them, because
4/24 (Die, Two Die) has yet to claim its
promised quota of / kindled souls. / So wipe away your tears,
immortal birthday benefactor. Grant not
my annual desire, but instead submit to the
obstinate will / of an omniscient day-ity. / Tuck away your wand
and its saccharine magic and behold as the
birthday girl—our dying Star of The Day—
ends with a heartstopping fireworks show.

Reverse-Manifestation
– John Maurer

Instead of running towards a future not meant for me
I am waiting for the future that's meant for me to arrive
I don't need to be anyone ever, let alone be someone else
For the purposes of pleasing someone else

The more exotic destinations are farther away
Having a job and wife you don't like in your twenties
And thinking that's better than being on the path
to having my cake and having it fully baked too
is like saying, you could drive to the next town over
faster than I could take a space shuttle to the moon

Dead End Streets
- C.W. Blackwell
Tonight the street is no easy fable,
tonight it prods you down
broken yellow lines
on half-numb heels
where waxcolored bulbs
hang crooked as dogs’ teeth.
Tonight you wear the crown
of a gibbous moon
as stars razor your shoulders
and winter knits ice-patterns
in the storefront glass.
Behind a flower shop:
a tarp and sleeping bag,
a nervous dog leashed
to a water main,
a chord of telephone wires
harped across the sky,
a pile of hydrangeas
to lay your pill-drunk head.

Last Meeting with my First
Love: for Yi Ming
– Yuan Changming
meeting you face to face
you seem to hide yourself
behind a fog in another world
separated by the pacific in between
you often look like the flower
blooming on my window ledge
have a blue dream
and you will see a little cloud
drifting around like me
near that borderline
I have packed you up tightly
into my backpack, the luggage
I cannot consign, or sent by mail
but carry it with me
close to my chest
you are neither light
nor heavy, but you will
occupy a solid space
in the closet of my heart

It Occurred to me
– Stephen J. Golds
Today
the pills they make me swallow
are the most colourful things
in my life
And
the scars I
give to myself
are the gifts that keep on
giving

December
– Molly Greer
I can untangle you in the winter,
when your vines are twisted and bare
and your thick armor has fallen,
forgotten and disintegrated
beneath my feet.
My bare hands can wrap around your body
and snap each brittle thorn.
Deft fingers untwining the bramble,
uprooting and tossing aside.
I can break you in December,
so I don’t have to worry about the Spring,
and all those new roots,
those sticky burrs.
I’ll place you in corner of the garden
and watch the memory of who we were,
wither in the winter sun
and sink back into the melting earth,
to grow something new.

Interview with Katy
Naylor
AJM: Katy, congratulations on winning Outcast Press Volume 4,
'Ships Wrecked on Skin.' You have been featured twice, what is it
about Outcast Press that draws you to submit?
KN: Thank you! I am thrilled
to have been chosen - the
issue was full of terrific work
so it is a real honour for my
piece to have been singled
out by readers.
I am drawn to Outcast Press
for a number of reasons. I
really admire the press's
boldness: there is always a
sense that you will pick the
best and most authentic
work, even if it feels raw or
uncomfortable to read.
There's a real sense, as an
artist, that you have created
a safe space where our voices will be heard and respected. Not
everyone is a fan of what some people term 'transgressive lit'
(I'm not keen on the term myself, as I think you can't define
something by what it isn't - but it seems to be where we are so I'll
use it!) - perhaps because they see it as an excuse to say
unpalatable things for the sake of it. I see the best work that
Outcast Press and others in this space do as something else:
providing a forum for writers and readers alike to explore difficult
emotions and experiences in ways that are by necessity not
always comfortable.

I also think the issues themselves are such great works of art in
themselves - the themes and visuals are always fantastic. Lastly, I
really appreciate how supportive Outcast Press is of its writers.
Yours was the first mag to accept a piece of my writing, and I felt
I had lucked out to become part of this community.
AJM: It was a pleasure to read a
number of your works to get a
sense of recurrent themes.
There is a gentle, considered
approach to your writing which
still manages to cut deep to the
bone. Is this intentional?
KN: That's a really interesting
observation. Maybe it's the Brit
in me, but I have always
admired writing that can convey
great emotion through
understated language: Kasuro
Ishiguro, Samuel Beckett, and
the Old English poets behind our
very earliest English language
literature, whose names have
been lost to history. Something
they have in common is a sense
of elegy - that the narrator or
authorial voice is always looking
back over their shoulder at past
glories and emotion which are
now lost, which have just
escaped them. They also hit more powerfully for being so sparely
written - when the punches come they are far more affecting as a
result. That's something that I think a combination of powerful
imagery and spare language can achieve.
I'm not sure if I am accomplished enough to hit those heights, but
I certainly often try to follow this example in my writing. I'll often
start a piece by letting it all out, getting the emotion on the page,
and then editing and paring it down until only the absolute
essentials are left. I'm very pleased if it works!

AJM: Outcast Press Poetry is both visual and poetic in its
approach. Your work draws heavily on observation and imagery
too. Do you collect these intimate moments as a record to them or
to the emotion tied to it?
KN: The emotion almost always comes first for me. For example,
the inspiration for 'On The Rocks' actually came from a sea shanty
with these lines: "A drop of Nelson's blood wouldn't do us any
harm / and we'll all hang on behind". This was a work song that
(as often with sea shanties) was also about booze and girls
(Nelson's blood was slang for rum), and I found out that it was
later co-opted by the Salvation Army as a temperance anthem.
This got me thinking about times when I have felt out of control in
my life (I'm lucky not to have battled addiction but have had other
struggles with mental health issues and trauma), the push-pull of
emotion in the urge to self destruct - and that led me to the image
of dancing on the cliff-top, skirting danger but also longing to be
pulled out of it.
AJM: Instances of gesture and form as well as the interactions
between the 'self' and 'other,' are key ideas within your
narratives. Would you say you are keenly aware by nature?
KN: I think it would be safe to say that I am keenly aware probably hyper aware. Due to some unfortunate family
circumstances I learned to
watch myself and others
closely from a very young
age. It started as a defense
mechanism, and hasn't
always been healthy for
me, but it has had the lucky
side effect of being good
for my writing. Not that I
think everyone needs to
have experienced trauma
to be a good and observant
writer - but I'm certainly
happy to see the silver
lining for myself!

AJM: Your work includes reflections of nature juxtaposed to a
sense of yearning. What is it about water, nature and the ocean
that inspires your work?
KN: In 2019, after a series of difficult
relocations, we moved to a little town
on the south coast of England. I've
always been drawn to the sea, and
getting to live a stone's throw away
has been a wonderfully healing
experience. I often find that the
starting image / emotion for a piece
comes to me while I'm walking by the
sea, and so it isn't surprising it often
finds its way into my work. What
draws me most is the fact that the
ocean always implies distance - at
first glance the sea rolls in seemingly
empty miles, but look closer and you'll
find a whole world under the surface.
It's as strange as anything you'll find
in the reaches of space but at the
same time it feels like home.
AJM: In your poem 'On the Rocks' there is a sense of journey and
resolve as the reader is taken to a place of release. Do you think
writing forms as much a part of being released as nature does?
KN: Writing, for me, definitely involves release. As a writer I find
great catharsis in processing difficult or traumatic experiences
and emotions through my work. It's also an escape: when I'm
writing I don't have to think about anything else - I can focus
purely on the images I'm trying to create. As someone with an
anxious overactive inner monologue, this is extremely freeing. I
think good writing also provides release to the reader - whether
through escapism, feeling seen or experiencing a new
perspective.
AJM: Do you find the beauty of the imperfections found in nature
enables you to resolve the pain and insecurity we feel as people?

KN: I absolutely agree with this. Walk along the beach and you'll
see no two stones are the same: they have all been bashed and
ground into different shapes by the sea over millions of years. It's
the same for us: we are all shaped by our own pain and that's ok.
What from one angle looks like imperfection from another can
look like part of a process of change and renewal. No-one shames
the rocks for being shaped by the sea.
AJM: You have recently released a book 'Postcards from
Ragnarok' through the wonderful team at Alien Buddha. What is it
about mythology that speaks to you and drew you to write
the work, and which piece is closest to your heart?

KN: In 'Postcards from Ragnarok' I explore Viking mythology, in
particular, and how the emotions it sparks can relate to modern
life. I first read the poems of the Poetic Edda (where these poems
come from) 20 years ago and fell in love with the darkness and
horror of it, how unsettling the imagery is. You usually see this
mythology used as source material for high fantasy or Marvel, but
I felt there was another emotional landscape to explore. More
David Lynch than JRR Tolkein. I think the piece closest to my
heart is 'Fenrir' (first published by Expat Press as 'A short story
about the wolf at the bottom of my garden') is closest to my heart

because it allowed me to use my favourite image from that - the
wolf swallowing the sun - to explore the experience of depression,
something which has affected me for many years.
AJM: Your book is deeply considered and required a great deal of
research, creativity, and time. What is it about the challenge of
creating this collection that makes you most proud?
KN: These poems have been sitting within me for a long, long
time, so I am thrilled I could finally give them shape. I think that
the thing that I am proudest of, though, is how I managed to
bring the poems together as a cohesive whole. I was already
proud of them as stand alone works but I wanted to ensure that
the chapbook had a narrative arc in itself - and I am happy that I
have, I think, achieved that.
AJM: And lastly, you have dedicated the work to Dave, 'Who sees
you through the apocalypse everyday.' Do you feel a struggle best
shared in the company of others?
KN: Dave is my husband of 10 years and I'll be forever grateful to
him for his support of my work, and unwavering comradeship
through a decade of ups and downs. I absolutely believe that
our struggles should be shared. That's something that the best art
can achieve, and as long as I write I want to remain part of the
conversation.

_______________________________________________________

Katy Naylor lives by the sea, in a little town on the south coast of
England. She writes in the tie that falls between the cracks.
Recent publications include work in Expat Lit, Punk Noir and The
Bear Creek Gazette. She is the EIC of voidspace, a new interactive
arts zine, and her chapbook, Postcards from Ragnarok (Alien
Buddha, 2021), is now available :
https://www.amazon.com/Postcards-Ragnarok-KatyNaylor/dp/B09L4XGFWB
You can find her online at voidscrawl.co.uk and on
twitter @voidskrawl

ABOUT THE EDITOR
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 publications and is a regular contributor for Versification, The
Daily Drunk and Poetry EIC for Outcast Press.
Her poetry book, Baptism by Fire, was released in January 2021. She
has been nominated for both Best of the Net and Pushcart prizes and
will be guest editor for ELJ Editions Anthology ‘It Shouldn’t: Facing an
Empty Chair,’ due May 2022. She also writes transgressive fiction and is
currently completing her first novel, a collection of short stories, and a
second poetry collection. amyjeanmuller.com | Twitter: @muller_aj

