
   ISSN 2164-9901 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

DEAD FLOWERS 

A Poetry Rag 
 

Volume 1 Number 3 

October 26, 2012 



 
 

BOHEMIAN PUPIL PRESS 

"Publishing for the Clear-

Sighted Imbiber” 

Est. 2004 · Chicago 

 

PRESENTS 

 
Dead Flowers 

A Poetry Rag 

 

ISSN 2164-9901 
 

VOLUME 1 NUMBER 3 
 

GUEST EDITOR 
 

Kirsten Akens 
Kirsten Akens is the associate editor at the 

Colorado Springs Independent, a locally owned 
alternative newsweekly. When she's not editing 

copy for the paper, she's reading, dancing, 
volunteering, doing yoga, hiking with Lucy (her 

Boston Terrier) or hanging about with her husband 
Geoff. 

  
 

All Work Within Is Copyrighted by the Designated  
Editor and Poets 

 
PUBLISHER CONTACT: 

Rights, Permissions, Publicity, Contact: 
editor@bohemianpupil.com 



CONTENTS

Indifference to Poetry Statement

By Guest Editor Kirsten Akens 2

The Poems

Hotel Intercontinental Zack Rogow 3

Sideways In the Medicine Chest Mirror Harry Youtt 4

Back Talk at a Mall in Al Ain J. Tarwood 5

Four Drunks & My Wife Michael Estabrook 6

The Lisbon Beast Alyssa Cooper 7

Resurrection Ahrend Torrey 9

At My Great-Grandmother’s Funeral Ahrend Torrey 10

The Caravan Apothecary Caru Cadoc 11

Truly Sad Hotel John Tustin 12

From OUTTA TIME, IN LOVE Jonas Kyle-Sidell 14

Mental Obsessions A.J. Huffman 15

The Miasma Where You’ve Posed William Doreski 16

Behind the Choices

By Guest Editor Kirsten Akens 18

Publisher Choices

None



Dead Flowers: A Poetry Rag
Vol. 1 No. 3

2

Indifference to Poetry Statement

I respond to poetry much in the way I respond to literary fiction. As a former
English major, and currently a part of the alternative media, I feel a pressure for
them both to be something I should like, and every now and then I do fall in love
with the language or plot or characters of a quote-unquote revered piece. Really,
though, if I had my druthers, I'd sink myself into a piece by Philippa Gregory, or
Neil Gaiman, or Gail Carriger. I'm learning, day in and day out, to stop should-ing all
over myself, and in this case, to read what I find interesting, critics be damned.

~Kirsten Akens
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Hotel Intercontinental

In the executive suite
on the thirty-second floor
even the bathroom
has floor-to-ceiling glass
that reveals the Western sun
bronzing all of downtown. The president
of the International Association of Opthalmologists
squints as he wonders
which way to throw his support
in the heated contest to succeed him.

The sun turns down like a knob
and the bay glows a spectral blue
while the lights go up on the city—
the azure dome of the mall,
the skyscrapers lit from within
like aquariums, as if the whole metropolis
were giving back the daylight,
which it is.

Not one block from the hotel,
a woman stands guard over the shadows,
offering herself, the only work
she knows that doesn’t hurt another
human being, and a man
squats in an empty alley.
He too has a view
while he does his business.

~ Zack Rogow

Zack Rogow is the author, editor, or translator of nineteen books or plays. His seventh book of poems,
My Mother and the Ceiling Dancers, was published by Kattywompus Press in 2012. He is the editor of an
anthology of U.S. poetry, The Face of Poetry, published by University of California Press. His blog, Advice
for Writers, is at http://zackrogow.blogspot.com.

https://hostingmail.earthlink.net/hwebmail/services/go.php?url=http%3A%2F%2Fzackrogow.blogspot.com
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Sideways In the Medicine Chest Mirror

He takes a long look at himself,
sideways in the medicine chest mirror,
allowing his eyes to go narrow
and squinting all the years off
to get right down to the core part
that always stares back at him
and never seems to change.

Before the silence can congeal itself solid,
he inquires out loud, in a quiet, level voice:
Do you really think you’ve got what it takes
to face down the end of yourself?

Nobody blinks for another long moment,
with only the hollow drip, drip, drip
the bathroom sink makes.

And then,
just like Paul Newman
as Butch Cassidy,
laughing the way he does,
with his knowing we’re all
in this ridiculous mess together
and what is inevitable
doesn’t need to scare you
near as much as having to choose --

He laughs
and watches the mirror come alive
with his mirth.

~Harry Youtt

Harry Youtt is a frequently-published poet and fiction writer, a long-time writing instructor in the UCLA
Extension Writers' Program, and though he's been battered by the main stream of this culture's Poetry-
Industrial Complex, he has found ways to navigate the rich tributaries that flow in spite of it.
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Back Talk at a Mall in Al Ain

I swiftly eat a cheeseburger.
A railing stops missteps
in the breezy winter dark.
Yelping kids trail masked
moms; toting housemaids
mind their betters. Everybody
helps business help itself.

A brown boy sits, someday
a man. His white shirt
shadows ankles. It could
be a brilliant concrete pour.
Paid by the State
to breathe & breed, he sings
mocking what little he knows.
Despite fretful glances, there’s no
trouble. I’m passing through.
He’s bought to stay.

~J. Tarwood

J. Tarwood has published in magazines ranging from American Poetry Review to Visions. Two books
remain in print, The Cats in Zanzibar and Grand Detour, and he is working on a third, And For The Mouth
A Flower.
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Four Drunks & My Wife

It was a strange day honest to God. I called my brother first, it was Sunday
afternoon, and we talked about things like we do every week, and then he said we
should get together soon just the two of us and get drunk, good and drunk. Then I
called my best friend, he lives in New Jersey, works in New York City, and God
we've been through a lot together. He's a big shot advertising executive and has
always been a big drinker, and he was drinking when I reached him, and he said,
“hey when are you coming down here again so we can get drunk?” Next I called
my cousin Sandy, something I never do, we were close as kids, but lost touch over
the years. She was so cool back then, taught me how to dance. I was so damned
awkward, afraid of girls too, backward and a late-bloomer. Anyway I called Sandy,
she lives down in New Jersey too, to ask her some questions about our family tree.
So she said, “you ought to come on down here to my place for a few days, there's
plenty of room, and we can sit around and talk about this stuff, and we can get
drunk, good and drunk.” So my wife comes home finally around dinner time. She's
been off with the kids all day at soccer games and a play and shopping. (I wasn't
ignoring my family I love them of course more than life itself but Sundays are my
days to write.) And I'm, Jesus, pretty thirsty by now so I ask her if she wants to
have a drink or two with dinner, some white wine maybe, and she says no.

~Michael Estabrook

Michael Estabrook is a Marketing Communications Manager by day and a struggling poet by night who
began getting his poetry published in the late 1980s. Over the years he has published 15 poetry
chapbooks, his most recent entitled When the Muse Speaks. His interests include history, art, music,
theatre, opera, and his wife who just happens to be the most beautiful woman he has ever known.
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The Lisbon Beast

They languish in pillows,
a tangle of limbs
and intertwining locks,
white skin glowing
in the meagre light that makes its way
through the curtains;
through the mould.
A creature with embracing arms
and some strange
hive
brain,
they lounge in their unnamable grief;
they breathe in thick air
and expel their sorrows,
dripping
from pink mouths
and deep,
black
nostrils.

Your older sisters;
they orbit
around the space you've left behind.
They are stubborn little moons,
remembering the spot you held,
once.
Remembering your eyes
and your wild,
dreaming
stare.
They melt under the pressure
of the weight you no longer hold;
they spread their arms,
like wings,
to cling to all that they have left.
Their skin fades to grey
in the dying sunlight,
their flesh melts
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into sheets and blankets,
into the harem cushions
they built,
their thrown of suffering
between two single beds.

With heaving sighs
and subtle shifts,
tiny movements,
their pain too deep
for tears;
too complex
for sound,
or words.
A creature
with sixteen limbs
and four matching heads,
all bent together,
with drooping eyes;
your older sisters, you've trapped them
here.
Trapped them
in this rotting, aching house.
But they'll meet you soon.
They're on their way; I've already
seen it.

~Alyssa Cooper

Alyssa Cooper was born in Belleville, Ontario, and has lived in Canada for her entire life. After spending
two years studying Fine Arts at York University, she left Toronto to pursue an education in Graphic
Design. While there, she developed a deep appreciation for book design and binding, and received
formal proofreading training. Her first novel, Salvation, is anticipated for release from Melange Books in
fall 2012, and her novella, Sunshine, is available now from Fiction Lake. She is currently attending
college in Oshawa, where she lives with her typewriter and her personal library.
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Resurrection

I have long desired
to paint the body
of love
with words.

I have tried with merely: beautiful,
and joyous,
and peaceful.

But her arms
and legs
were still missing;

she could not walk-

until I wrote:
in pain,
endurance,
and forgiveness,
did I see her rise
from the grave-
did I see her, stand
in pure grace
and walk the shoreline.

~Ahrend Torrey
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At My Great-Grandmother’s Funeral
for Jane Martiniere

When I arrived,
walked to the room where she laid,
you should have seen them:

three black-bears
eating the side of her casket;
four mules,
grazing on all the floral arrangements;
two ox,
busting through walls where we prayed
trying to hurry the service;

I had never seen anything like it:
buzzards pecking her pale flesh;
ants hydrating on her sweetness.

And what’s worse
is when there was nothing
left but her tender heart,
not one could open it with their stiff claws,
to hear
what her last precious words
ever were.

~Ahrend Torrey

Ahrend R. Torrey is a twenty-seven year old inspired poet-painter, whose poetry relates to nature and
spirituality, but most of all life and what he experiences through his life journey. Torrey is currently
working on an undergraduate degree at William Carey University, and lives with his partner in rural,
Mississippi, in a small building dubbed, “The Poet Shack.” Torrey's poetry has appeared in several print
and online publications, including Impact, Indigo and Life Out Loud.
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The Caravan Apothecary

It could have been a film noir
If he waited in a parked car
But it was a Dodge Caravan.
Still—
His pockets were an apothecary
Options of potions so apt to induce rapture
For little I to capture the night or die trying.
But instead of living these clichés
Of chasing the night till the break of day
I end up puking with a racing heart—
A burning esophagus and lips—
Into the toilet tonight.
I flush as I flush.

~Caru Cadoc

Caru Cadoc's previous publications include: “The Children's Alamo" (The Boiler, January, 2012), "The
Donkey, the Five and the Humans" (MAKE, fifth anniversary edition), "The Religion of Insects" (MAKE,
August, 2010), "Formula Romance" (Jersey Devil Press, December, 2009), among others. He is the
lyricist for the Chicago-based band the Pseudosufis.
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Truly Sad Hotel

So listen:

We spent the night
in this truly sad hotel:
I mean
there was fallen plaster
in the stairwell.
Rusty hinges.
There was a piece of the ancient carpet
cut out by the air conditioner
and an entirely different color of carpet
glued in its stead
(When I did turn on
the air conditioner,
it sounded like the propeller
of a B52 bomber).
The faucet in the tub dripped
and the ghost of an old bathtub mat
still shadowed its floor.

My son told me the sofa
smelled like pee
(two hours later,
he insisted
on sleeping there).

I thought the hotel’s condition
led to my sadness.

~
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But then I realized
that the hotel was
whatever it was
and the sadness was my own
simply

because I was there
but you
were not.

~John Tustin

John Tustin is the divorced father of two perfect children. He graduated from nowhere, edits nothing,
and has no awards. Here is a link to his poetry online.

http://fritzware.com/johntustinpoetry/
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From OUTTA TIME, IN LOVE

In terms of heroic love,
I’ve got some, as for poems, here’s
another one – there must be a moment

Wrap me in it –

Here comes

outside these patterns of guilt,
like that rose petal
stuck to your upper lip. Every 7eleven

this quilt

something

in the country
reminds me of Los Angeles! every woman
of remembering my name. Bank account just dipped

of mercy.

wondrous

below a hundred dollars. . . Every Sunday night:
make something
of it, don’t waste it,
there’s only so much time.

~ Jonas Kyle-Sidell

“I've had several poems published, most notably the Los Angeles Review and Gargoyle. Currently, I'm
teaching English at two community colleges around Baltimore, where I live. Poetry and writing and art
continue to save my life in spades.”
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Mental Obsessions

I favor solid. Solitude.
And solace. A closed door.
A blinded window. I find
it securely serene. Dark
and still. A symphony
of surrounding. Permitting
(or permeating) breath.
Lips embracing.
Welcoming the depths
of this devised [un]complication.
(Re)Sounding the found
ations of beleaguered brilliance,
I close against my own
imagination. The facade is just.
Too fragile. To speak
it (even in a whisper)
could ruin the world.

~A.J. Huffman

A.J. Huffman is a poet and freelance writer in Daytona Beach, Florida. She has previously published four
collections of poetry: The Difference Between Shadows and Stars, Carrying Yesterday, Cognitive
Distortion, and . . . And Other Such Nonsense. She has also published her work in national and
international literary journals such as Avon Literary Intelligencer, Writer's Gazette, and The Penwood
Review. Find more about A.J. Huffman here.

http://www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=100000191382454
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The Miasma Where You’ve Posed

Your orange blouse renders you sly
as a wink, but your headache slurs
your face so you face me almost
with mechanical desperation.
We lean like the twigs of a tepee
and name our fears by nation:
China, Ukraine, Peru, the US,
and settle on Lithuania. Miles
of pine forest, bog, and wheat fields.
The slippery kinds of vodka. Crimes
the Germans encouraged and admired.
Milosz folding up his childhood
in a thick manila folder.

We agree that your headache warps
the world so badly we risk
toppling into a vacuum if
we continue this conversation.
The room contracts. I fumble
in a desk drawer for aspirin
but amid the dusty paper clips
and unread memos I uncover
nothing more potent than a handful
of exhausted ballpoint pens.

I wish your vivid outfit looked
as cheerful as a sunrise but
it’s harsh as orange peel and dooms you
to a cankerous day. Agreed
on Milosz’s Collected Poems
and Land of Ulro, we conclude
this pointless talk and you wander
with clumsy Golem footfall
back to your office to sulk.

Already I miss the rumple
of your distemper, the slouch
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of your self-defeating sentences;
but the miasma where you’ve posed
for half an hour quickly congeals
into something like a sculpture,
a fossilized moment in space
that if I were desperate enough

I could honor and embrace.

~William Doreski

William Doreski teaches at Keene State College in New Hampshire. His most recent books of poetry are
City of Palms and June Snow Dance, both 2012. He has published three critical studies, including Robert
Lowell’s Shifting Colors. His essays, poetry, fiction, and reviews have appeared in many journals,
including Massachusetts Review, Atlanta Review, Notre Dame Review, New England Quarterly,
Worcester Review, Harvard Review, among others.
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Behind the Choices

Ah. Yes. What I’ve learned.

I hate reading the first few lines of a new poem, and cringing deep inside, having
that sinking feeling that, ugh, I have to finish this. And yet I love diving into a first
line and knowing from the get-go that I’ll want the author to give me more, and
more, and more. (See “The Miasma Where You’ve Posed.”)

I abhor typos (OK, I already knew that). And yet I appreciate the flexibility that
poetry allows for in cadence and word breaks and “inappropriately” used
punctuation and capitalization and even misused grammar. (Or in the case of
“Outta Time, In Love,” three little poems simultaneously telling a story together,
each one its own little artistic surprise.)

Poems that push a political view on me like a bad television commercial push me
away. (Perhaps I’ve been influenced by our current times.) Poems that suck me in
with a well-developed story then hit me with a message at the very end make me
think, “Nicely done.” (Or, more like, “Well played.”) (See “Back Talk at a Mall in Al
Ain.”)

I truly cherish a piece that makes me laugh out loud. But its impact is even greater
on my heart when the words hit me with a hard stop at the end, chopping my
chuckle in two. (See “Four Drunks and My Wife.”)

Give me a poem that I can’t stop thinking about, because it’s so visual it hangs in
my mind’s eye. (See “At My Great-Grandmother’s Funeral”). It’s the kind of poem I
want to dish with someone else about. “Can you believe s/he did this?”

Yes, that I love.

But enough about me. It’s your turn in this experiment.

Will you like what I’ve chosen? Or will you hate it?

Either way, we will have both learned something.

~Kirsten Akens


