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Indifference to Poetry Statement 
 

I remember as a child when first introduced to poetry I was TOLD what the poem 
meant, how to feel after reading a poem and who I should read if I wanted to read 
poetry. Therefore, I did not want to read poetry. Even as an undergraduate English 
student my professors dually encouraged us to make what we wanted out of 
poetry and literature, and yet still pushed into our heads what authors we should 
read and why we should like them. 
 
What I say to them is… F*** you! Writers should write for themselves and readers 
should read for themselves. This is why I am indifferent to poetry. 
 
~ Lizet Tovar 
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Purple 
 
That was the year the purple didn't 
stop; 
purple water, purple feelings, purple plans 
Hard to tell if they were mistakes, 
going by a lung's word of two more hours of free night air 
until the purple turned face blue, and our moms 
would come looking 
checking pockets, empty beds  
who awoke suddenly sensing the 
faucet left on, drowning the sound of us leaving 
out the open window 
 
We left our worries to the morning 
Counted Tina's freckles like futures 
knowing one day we'd wake up  
spotted in our own  
Climbing brick walls trying to find someplace 
higher than ourselves to hide pieces  
of our heart to find and destroy later  
All the while secretly watching for cops  
driving by, menthols held blade down at 
our sides  
lit blue and red then seven smoking heads running  
like ink behind shaggy dog trees, 
a piece of Benny's sleeve caught in 
the black park gate 
 
We risked it all for  
the knee knocking, love blinding, camera 
flash nights  
Happily traded a full fridge for the 
Oranges bobbing in the neighbors pool like the 
little moon children we were; 
our health for our happiness and 
my dad's trust for the memory of  
Sunflower earrings you touched. 
 
~ Shayna Klee 
 
 
Shayna Klee is twenty years old and from sunny Florida. She began writing prose poems one day when 
she ran out of paint and has since started painting words on canvas. She does her best writing on long 
car rides and uses art as a way to share the light she's found in places and people she's met.  



 

Dead Flowers: A Poetry Rag 
Vol. 1 No. 4 

4 

Let These Words Stay 

 
Let these words stay 
 
When night has come and the lights are finally out; when the moon slips silently 
from the sky and I am irrevocably on my way. 
 
Let these words stay 
 
When the medicine stops, the doctors have rolled up their stained whites and 
shoved them into the hamper, when the last shovel is sleeping in the shed. 
 
Let these words stay 
 
When your eyes are dry and you can look at people again, when you are laughing 
in an August morning, when you are holding a baby and looking into her face and 
smiling. 
 
Let these words stay 
 
I love you. 
 
~ Marc Janssen 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Marc Janssen’s poems have appeared in a few other places, most recently The Gold Man Review, 
Bellowing Ark, Four Ties Lit Review and the anthology Green is the Color of Winter. He writes when he 
can. Currently, he is employed as a bureaucrat for the State of Oregon.   
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The End of Things 
 
I was on a ship going over the terror of the Atlantic, and below us were circling the 
great backs of whales.  And not only them, but bus-sized manta rays, flapping 
peacefully below the hull, and I was trying to tell everyone, “look!  Look what’s 
below us!” but they were more concerned with the ship.  The ship disappeared, 
the sea drained away, and I was in a workshop with you, various tools hanging 
from your place, and you preparing for the post-apocalyptic monsters who were 
going to do us in.  A giant worm made of metal and biology both thrust his head 
into your workshop and made menacing crab-mouth sounds, and I was horrified, 
until a larger creature, a song-bird as big as a dragon, snatched it up in a 
mechanical thrust of head, and we were most certainly doomed, which seemed 
like a nice feeling.  I looked at you and everything seemed to zoom out then, out of 
the workshop, past the massive bird who had eaten the worm, passed the 
devastated earth, past the moon and the solar system, out passed the very bounds 
of the universe, and the whole of everything was contained, finally, in the beautiful 
eye of a large cyclopean head, blinking in the nothingness of some cosmic womb. 
 
~E. Marin Smith 
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Craning 
 

On my morning walks through the winter, and I can’t help but wonder  
          if you’ll die in some war. 
And stretching out before you, I sometimes still feel the fatherly presence 
          of the  pearly Argentine, 
And the rough tan hands of the cowboy with his foul beer breath and filthy dog,  
           coming to share my bed.   
There is the black-panted poet of the lily-summer before intellectual Mexican  
           of the grassland city-haze,  
and the tall, strong, pain-ridden, terrifying, possibly deadly young man, that is,  
          the archer of my insanity.   
There’s the androgynous punk-kid drug addict and the nightmare-ridden guilt-police  
                                                                                             with their tattoos waking now, 
among a few other minor characters  
either too long ago to hurt,  
or just too dumb to think about anymore. 

 
~E. Marin Smith 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
“Through my world travels, relationships with human beings and our animal friends, and an eclectic 
smattering of strange and bizarre travel adventures, I have been able to enjoy and learn about life via 
emotions, observations, and vistas of trends, landscapes, lifestyles, contradictions, and flow. These 
things, of course, have been my writing’s lifeblood.”~ E. Marin Smith 
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Loc 

 
Pass me the night, woman. 
I’ll strip it apart 
And feed you the stars 
 In tiny teaspoons. 
We’ll play with the moon, 
Chew it off, 
 Spit it out. 
We’ll drink and into drunkenness we’ll dance: 
 We’re currents in deep waters; 
 We’re symphonic dreams played aloud tonight. 
Pretend we’re immortal, 
That our limited lives shall forever remain— 
Not in our bodies—but in this moment. 
Pretend, woman.  Pretend and lie. 
Tomorrow morning I’ll pack up and go, 
But kiss me now. 
 
~Santiago Davalos 
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Blueprints for a Monument 
  
I have nothing to prove here, 
Nothing to explain.   
 
I am: 
That much I know 
But nothing more. 
 I won’t pretend. 
 
I see and do: 
These verbs oppose; 
But within a short span, I concoct a present tense from them. 
 
I come and go: 
Thin waves handle eternity in simple motions, 
And as they learn of repetition I do too and become the wind. 
 My words alleviate this modern malady—existence. 
 
I am man: 
I know this. 
 
I am god: 
I know this too. 
 
~Santiago Davalos 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
“I'm currently a student at Florida Atlantic University pursuing a B.A. in Interdisciplinary Studies. In the 
time in which I'm not studying, I'm in constant effort trying to re-invent myself in any way possible. I 
seek a new whisper, unheard by all.”~ Santiago Davalos 
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sympathetic, but swift 
 
she blew out 
the candle I lit 
for her 
sympathetic,  
but swift 
 
now she’s 
being romanced 
talking like 
her and him 
are the first 
lovers the 
world has ever  
known 
or have 
ascended  
to a plain 
that’s hasn’t been  
touched 
since  
burton and taylor 
 
I wait for it 
to end 
lit match hovering 
over wick and wax 
 
fingers getting  
burnt 
 
~James D. Quinton 
 
 
 
 
James D. Quinton is a British fiction and poetry writer and is managing editor of Open Wide Magazine. 
Recent accepted poetry has appeared in Burner Magazine, Red Fez, Zygote in My Coffee, Blacklisted 
Magazine, Heroin Love Songs, among others. His second novel The Victorian Time Traveller is gaining 
positive reviews. It is available on Amazon. 
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Since You Asked 

 
I’d rather pop my ass to Jay-Z 
than try my hand at poetry. 
haiku, sonnet, villanelle- 
I’d rather spend a day in hell. 
From Shakespeare to Frost 
and all in between; 
“Hawk”, “The Waste Land”, and “Annabel Lee”, 
All these poems I love to read. 
But to waste away a summer day, 
even perched upon a weather vane, 
(this shit causes me so much pain) 
the rhymes don’t come, 
I wax and wane. 
I’d gladly wrangle nine great danes, 
and eat a dozen candy canes, 
while dancing naked in the rain, 
to country music: 
boot, scoot, twang... 
Think I’ll stick 
to my own damn thang! 
 
~Michelle Morin 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Michelle Morin is a student author who has been writing short stories, stage plays, and screenplays 
since she was in high school. Michelle participated in National Novel Writing month in November 2011 
and is currently working on the second draft of her novel. This poem was inspired by a class assignment, 
and she is submitting it at the encouragement of her creative writing professor.  
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The Old Gypsy Sleeps, 
 
Like death, 
 
wearing a well 
 
worn beat, 
 
Old gypsy heart, 
 
just one bite of the mysteries lay, 
 
under the willows and I 
 
bend closer  to chew on the secrets. 
 
~Sandy Olson-Hill 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
VSA artist in residence, Sandy Olson-Hill’s poetry and prose publications include Heritage Florida Jewish 
Newspaper, Apropos, Mindprints, Brushings Art & Literary Journal, Our Stories, among many others. 
Awarded SCC Open Doors Short Story contest and Arden Goettling’s Academy of American Poets, Sandy 
currently resides in Indiana and facilitates a young writers group sponsored by the New Albany Public 
Library. 
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A Day in the Life of the Taxi Driver 
 
Sometimes, when I am driving I think about how still I am and how the road is 
moving under me and all the buildings and trees are whisking by my head like 
bullets rockets wailing words at a party and I look over the steel in front of me and 
wonder what it would look like if it were flesh and the music in the background is 
White Stripes or Black Keys but I have to listen to the breathing in the back seat 
and pretend not to notice anything but the digital readout and my head was 
hurting like it did that evening in Lhasa when gunshots were heard in the outskirts 
of town and an occasional scream and people could not understand me when I 
wanted money from them plus a goddamn tip all swirling like my stomach sitting 
on top of gas reserves and the ingrown toenails and carpal tunnel syndrome and 
hip degeneration and post-traumatic stress and tears from grabbing too tight 
around the corners while listening to the crackling dispatch to another airport and 
the people leaving this place for another while I finger the Glock in its holster the 
cool blue steel barrel and the quiet victim behind me with his canvas duffel bag 
smelling of puke and pot going to see his aunt or another hapless family member 
while the tube of light I am in starts to slow and there is a monster behind me that 
I cannot outrun a pinpoint of a hidden valley in the distance where I will raise my 
garden and walk in my bare feet to a quiet refuge and no one ever asks me my 
name or where I am from or how to find their way in this never my world. 
 
~ Brad Garber 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Brad has published poetry in Cream City Review, Alchemy, Fireweed, “gape seed” (an anthology 
published by Uphook Press), Front Range Review, among many others. His essays have been published 
in Brainstorm NW, Naturally magazine and N, The Magazine of Naturist Living. He has also published 
erotica in Oysters & Chocolate, Clean Sheets and MindFuckFiction. A musician/lyricist since 1969, Brad 
was a 2003 Regional Semi-Finalist in the USA Songwriting Competition, and Honorable Mention in 1980 
and 1981.  
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Sea Cliff Man 
 
Voilà the leaping spot in Del Mar. 
Surfboards bob the indigo sea. 
Super 8 threads through me. 
We rode the Octopus at the fair. 
Surfboards bob the indigo sea. 
A girl in sapphire smiles. 
We rode the Octopus at the fair. 
Smells of cotton candy, donuts, vomit. 
A girl in sapphire smiles. 
You said I was invisible. 
Smells of cotton candy, donuts, vomit. 
My skin translucent as a ghost. 
Listen to the gulls cry. 
Super 8 threads through me. 
Indian summer colds. 
Voilà the leaping spot in Del Mar. 
 
~Kirby Wright 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Kirby Wright was born and raised in Honolulu, Hawaii. He is a graduate of Punahou School in Honolulu 
and the University of California at San Diego. He received his MFA in Creative Writing from San 
Francisco State University. Wright has been nominated for two Pushcart Prizes and is a past recipient of 
the Ann Fields Poetry Prize, the Academy of American Poets Award, the Browning Society Award for 
Dramatic Monologue, and Arts Council Silicon Valley Fellowships in Poetry and The Novel.  
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War 

 
I am at war with my father who did not 
wish for me to grow. 
He kept me inside, away from the air,  
away from diseases, and knowledge 
to keep me his complacent child. 
He would have circumvented the war 
to keep me from growing discontent. 
If he could have, he would have,  
swallowed me whole,  
before I could release my first strangled cry 
out into the ether. 
as if I was a child of Cronus’. 
We are diametrically opposed creatures,  
of day and night,  
of seasons and eternity,  
destined to fight from our mountain tops 
until one of us could defeat the other. 
I eventually won the battle,  
the one there was no glory in,  
I crushed my father,  
spirit, body, and soul.   
 
~Heather Logsdon 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Heather Logsdon is a writer with no degrees who spends most of her time writing poetry that doesn't fit 
in anywhere, reading, and watching very bad television. 
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Behind the Choices 

 
When invited to be a guest editor for this November issue I committed to writing 
an essay behind my choices.  As I have already made clear in my “Why I am 
Indifferent to Poetry Statement,” I cannot tell you what these poems mean and or 
how they should make you feel.  Shoot! I can’t even tell you that you have to read 
them.  Unless you are a family member, my boyfriend or a close friend of mine, no 
one is making you read this.  If you have read this far, which, surely you have if you 
are reading this now, then you’ve decided to read this on your own.  So, my 
opinion at this point does not matter, but for those of you who are interested 
(again, my family, my boyfriend and friends) let me explain my overall reasoning 
behind my selections.  
  
Often, I hear people say they don’t like poetry because it doesn’t rhyme or they 
don’t understand what it means.  This is a poor excuse.  Not everything can be a 
Dr. Seuss book.  Sorry.  Poetry brings about a lot of misconceptions.  Even in me.  
As a fiction enthusiast, I anticipated that reading through countless poetry entries 
and selecting my favorite pieces (me! selecting!) would be easy and the best thing 
that’s ever happened to me.  It was then that I realized that: 1) I need to stop 
Romanticizing everything; and 2) Reading poetry is not fun unless you make the 
time to actually read it.  Reading poetry is not like reading novels where you can 
read over words, sentences and paragraphs (and maybe pages if you’re a terrible 
reader) and never loose step with the plot.  Reading poetry requires attention and 
focus.  It requires you to use your imagination.  It requires you to visualize your 
own images.  Poetry is not a TV program.  It is not there to entertain you while you 
do nothing.  You cannot turn off your brain and suddenly become entertained by a 
poem or a book.  It is very much the opposite of TV. 
 
I made the time to read through these entries and I selected them because after 
reading them I felt rewarded, as if my time had been compensated by their words 
and imagery.  Each poem I selected provoked a different feeling in me.  Some were 
fun and made me laugh, others told great stories, and others were so well-crafted 
and written I wished I too were a poet.  All of them imbedded in me a feeling I 
could not pull away from – of colors, people, creation, destruction and love.  
 
This was a great experience for me and I truly enjoy the pieces I have selected 
here.  I could have selected many more poems, but, alas, there was only room for 
the 12.  These are my selections and I hope you enjoy them. 
 
~Lizet Tovar 


