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PORTAL

We're far too fragile,
like ancient works on paper

ot you right now,
unwilling to travel,

as if a line beyond
our limits would unwind

the brave and fulsome
chants of alarm clocks

that urge us out
here go, right now

an unhinged door.
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There's only so many directions
you can clamber

and no path's set in stone.
Paths, let's make this

clear, tend to get muddy, tend
to lose their way

as easily as a dog with no
moral compass.

Here's a dog that looks at me for direction,
shakes his collar

in the way that dogs have and
I look at the dog,

which way to turn? The sky's getting loud,
threatening, dark,

so we set out, two baffled animals,
yes, affable

animals, but baffled all the same.
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FORD

imposibles rios
--Neruda

Flenves impassibles
--Rimbaud

To cross this river,

of many, to cross,
interrogate the trees
that look as though

they’d flourish
amid the obliteration
of cities,
despite the tumult
of invective,
despite the grease of pleasantries,

something like justice
cut off
at its knees, the chatter of ice

at estival festivities

you’d think indifference not possible
but tonight affords a river.,

or so it
seems to seem, adrift in our beds,

regardless we dream.
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AS MUCH AS YOU CAN TAKE

Who said
you have to take it on the chin?
--Wistawa Szymborska

There are only so many punches you can roll with:
only so many punches one can take

which by your calculations is a little
like love, apoplectic love, so

one might calculate, hefting the weight

of pure linen, a little metaphorical,
or cooling lava, so much less molten

than the way old advice falters into brick because

the way that counsel chips off a wall is just
the soft eradication of cities

amid the ethnic scrubbing of cities,

the compost trucks that should just get by,
the refuse trucks every Tuesday that

despite or because of alternate side

of the street parking may barely slide by
as though you’d found yourself cast aside by the

impasse, a vector slickly easing past you even though

there are just so many punches you can roll with.
I don’t know why you’d try.
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MAY COME A CAT

You needn't leave. Sit

by the fire.

Did I say "leave,"

or "live"? Let's leave it at "leave." Stay
seated, rock a little, if

you're in your grandmother's rocking
chair that's left her house, that's now
in yours. And wait. There may come
a cat, clothed in the guise of a memory,
beyond its imperfections,

cloaked in a thought or a whisper,
offered to you as you sit there,

left to you as slippers

uncomfortable, still warm.

BUTTONHOOK PRESS: 2023 CHAPBOOK SERIES



BRUCE ROBINSON

BERGOTTE AT EIGHTY

his books without understanding
aquiver in the lampdin narrative,
persons half unwritten

dreams of putative imprecision

all imprecise:

skin cheap paper foxed by
yellowing eyes, the nose

almost unbound, lips constantly
almost speaking, hands

thumbing variously this page

of that dream, Bergotte as querulous being,
as passus excised from that chapter
of his own or of anothet’s,

hair cracking, nails as gray

as he could or could not

have written it.

OPEN: JOURNAL OF ARTS & LETTERS



QUALM (BEFORE A STORM)

BIRDWALK

That's right, you don't even
have to tell a story,

nor even write a sentence,

just a couple of words
put together, page be praised.

Go ahead, you've got the cash.

Outside, even in this bitter wind,
I don't know why, but the birds,

yes, you hear them,

back in their trees,
seem to be snickering at you.
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THE FOREST FOR THE TREES

You were in luck - there was a forest.
You were in luck — there were no trees.
--Wislawa Szymborska

They used to say you can’t see the forest

for the trees, or maybe it’s the

other way around, the trees for the forest,
because there's more than one way around a tree
but anyway, this way or that, whatever

you're able to handle could be a landscape,
and maybe whoever they were who
decided to say this one day

weren’t about to puzzle over the sound

of words or even the place of words

that are supposed to bloom

where they’re planted or maybe

they were just too low to the ground,

and while they could see the trees right in front
of them, posturing with their branches but

keeping their purses hidden, had no way

to know there stood a whole, well, forest
of them, trees in twos and threes and even
beyond that, thank goodness, I know I'd be,
thankful for a forest that may stand

out there, somewhere, or so you say, that I
can guess at by extrapolation:

from that sturdy evergreen that had been
blocking my path but that even now

is receding quietly in the distance,

no more than a hopeful mirage..

It may be simply that I've been caught up

in the details and can’t see the whole picture;
after all, isn’t it a forest that you see

when if it's not one tree, it's anothet?
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Whichever way I turn, all I can uncover

is just that: one tree, then another.

Which is how I realize that it’s for the trees
that I know it’s a forest.

At least it seems that way, in times like these.
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GRAY SQUIRREL

It depends; not so much
on the brown

rain barrel as on a squirrel's
capacity

to swim. Not even that,
but to climb

the slick plastic wall
when the rim's

too far away. This season,
after I've

twice found a squirrel
at the bottom,

it's time to do away with
that barrel.

Besides, I don't know what
else I have

to tell you, not right now:
Not unless

you cate to hear about
those chickens.
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a lot 1s riding

a lot is riding
on a gas-powered mower

it's red, and
unencumbered by

pollution controls
moreover endowed

with an air resources board compliant
V-twin engine, twin trannies

with electro-ecstatic clutch,
mow all night with eight gallons

of gas, LED lights
and a resident cup holder;

besides, there are white chickens.
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FUGITIVES

Absconded, in the dead of the heat

just two nights ago, enamored of darkness,

two unremarkable syllables,

neither one a word or capable of turning a word

without assistance, though for all that,

a sunny disposition and apparent pleasing manners,
although their recent disappearance

may suggest more dissemblance than courtesy,

and what will they do, where flee,

on their own? Reward of consonants of the
finder’s apprehension to any station or individual
providing so much as a link to the whereabouts,

or direction that leads to the rigorous elevation
of these syllables, my syllables, within their lawful sentence.
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HENRY’S ROOM

-- With all of their eyes, animals behold
openness. --Rilke, eightl elegy (Alfred Corn, tr)

When the wind blows the door closed

and shuts Henry inside the bathroom,

he’s perhaps reminded of the mystery

of the shrewd proviso, or concerned about
the erstwhile inviolability

of potions and admonishments

inimical to cats. But the room is cool,

there is, you’ll understand, a breeze,

and when he looks outside through

the screen window there’s the moon,

the moon fortunate to have caught Henry’s eye,
although when he looks away, it’s gone:

The moon has a lunar agenda.

Not much to do in a locked bathroom,

not for a cat anyway, although let's

be clear, Henry can and, he's done it,

close that door, unaided, with ease.

Perhaps he settles down on the window sill,
catches a glimpse of the re-emerging
moon, and then an early-rising

lark or squirrel. There’s a ticking clock

in the corner, but Henry, per our

learning, can't or won't tell time. We know, though,
the sky's still dark, the noises in the house

are few. Now what? Hunker down and ponder
those incoherent certainties that cover

all our moments? It may be he understands

so little of this; please, tell me, if we do.
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Let's say it's four thirty-one in the morning,

at any rate before breakfast, when reverential
despair meets stolid determination, not at all

or not yet the confrontation of scalding oil

and scrambled egg and yet something far more
disturbing, although the moon shines through it

and the sun doesn't bother to glare.

The dog would empathize if he could,
the cat says screw it, I've got fresher fish

that meets the eye. The uneasy agreement

between verb and cosmos is of little concern
to the cat, oh, and before I forget,

meet Henry, the cat in this picture,

who senses that in a couple of hours
the business news will try to fructify

and he'll have to shelve his aspirations,

save for several parceled treats,
until the planet delegates him

amanuensis. It's not as though
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a clock is a manuscript you can
rely on, a town you can drive right by

you know, it's not a needle, sullenness

in its stop signs, no stoplight's red glare. Henty,
remember him, god love him, chooses not to care.
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BIRDS ON PAROLE [CLAWS]

When a song comes into their heads,
passerines have the good sense

to just chirp it away, get it out,

be done with it. Henry Aes poised

on the windowsill, enraptured, and,
even though he’s just eaten, ravenous.
Could writers wish for more,

faced with the slack-jawed

awe of their audience,

spooling out a villanelle

that’s taken months to build,

their gaze resting on readers

without claws, stomachs filled?
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denizen

In late spring this hinge
of red began to sing

from his perch within
our pine, a squatter

I'd call him
if he did not sing so eloquently,

of what I can't even fathom,
so hermetic not even the erudite

squirrels had a clue, possibly
(given his plumage) nothing

more than "I'm brighter than you."
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SUPER MOON

Soon there will be beaujolais nouveau
parties, /e beanjolais nouvean

est arrivé, at Bleu Provence and
everywhere else, and we will pair
wine with cheese, now pare

the cheese with data

and we will parse the bullet

we did not dodge and that tracks

its way around a calendar, now

isn’t that just like 2 moon, no reason
to believe me, not really,

took us long enough, like a celestial
object growing tired

<Your connection was interrupted An
internet change was detected>

of its relationship the moon
lumes large tonight, well, happens all the time,
even here in this country where hundreds
of thousands and yes we’re still counting
died so that others could covet property,
was their ardor aspirational,
and those who survived persisted
as did their children, and, all right,
you get the drift, which from all appearances
continues to persist, our tidal messiness,
which, and we shouldn’t like to hear this,
is possibly our strength but tonight
just fails to seem so, even by the light
ot by the light, of a beleaguered moon.
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BODIES IN WATER

I’'m not sure how it all began, except

that we came from water, stray eddies

of strife. And like the life we think we know,
we found our way out, always fumbling,

a torrent of paddling, a palimpsest
of strokes. What was it that led us
to each other despite the ambit that
sways us first to one apparent shore,

then onto the next, unclear as to why

we might shelter, uncertain where we might
harbor? I was a swimmer so caught

in the currency of laps and the

comfort of the warming flow; you nothing
like a standing pool: you moved on.
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DECIDEDLY

It's been great. Really. I know we've had our
ups and downs, our misconstrued attempts

at levity when all around us is

serious business, the way people say

life hangs by a thread, well it does, you've got
to agree, we could have missed each other
completely, which would not have been all that
terrible, come to think of it, the way

things turned out. But still, it's been great, it's just
that I have to go now, I told you we

hadn't much time, I shouldn't have checked

my watch, but there it is, time at your side,

a little too slow or slightly unwound,

like a bullet aimed directly that slides

decidedly wide.
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MUTINY ON THE BOTANY

Despite it all, they survive,
at least so far, despite

the best that we can do.
They look contrite

and inconsolable
whenever the weather

turns, and then it's
clear they've

taken us unaware;
Roses shoot from the hips.
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REWIRED READING

Page 493 third cup of coffee,
not much farther to go, in fact
I've unplugged the coffee pot,

and the book appears to have little to say
after 504. That's fine, I've about had it,
with this book, with the office, which was fine,

don't get me wrong, but I've got the feeling
that I'm putting off the inevitable,
even if I've no idea what that may be,

time to find out. Ot time to
go to the store, what was it
1 was looking for, really? just cookies?

It'l come to me when I get there,
like a line, you've had the feeling.
Then I'll have to get back and soon after

the library should open, it will be warm
and there will be appropriate wages.
Books to return, and maybe something

to pick up. Oh. Yes, a coffee mug,

reward for all those pages.
Third cup of coffee, who's counting? 493.
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GUNG BAO GAI DING

it's mostly the consonants that fight
among themselves, pulmonic wars
in which the fricatives intervene,

if not the p that modern malcontents
would flip upside down, or right side up
if that's the way you lean,

the tongue's incessant squabble with its
palate, if only to placate

the loquacious kung pao

with an atlantic gai ding.

BUTTONHOOK PRESS: 2023 CHAPBOOK SERIES



BRUCE ROBINSON

COCKTAIL HOUR AT TALA BISTRO

As the ice melts,

and the air above your glass
begins covertly to warm

and as Savannah offers

to top off your glass

and you put up your hand politely,
to demur, perhaps you’d feel it,

an incipient chaleur, not much warning.
No one offers ice, there should be plenty
although, its absence noticed,

one could order more. And as the water
or whatever molecules you’re cradling
begins to warm, there it slips,

the dissolution of a solid

relationship: Chemistry, 11th grade.

If your drink is darker than the ice

in your glass, it augurs worse; in summet,

on the bistro’s patio, the sun that heats the water
warms the ice. If this is a problem

elsewhere, let's not let it bother us here:

Make Savannah happy; order more.
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INFLATIONARY BALLOONS

About inflation they were always wrong,

the old bastards: I mean, what did they know
about the price of corn, about the glowing
resentment, blisters and burns from a banked fire?

Where were they when the balloons rose
and the flowers froze, and the air grew

hard to find. Yes, they saw streams of agony,
they could see the particles

hang in the air like Jordan spying

on the military hardcourt. Let us be drawn

to their ecstasy, little more than inattentive moths
who recognize themselves in a cascading fire;

what did they see, and who saw what?
Who gets to pay for it? Why should we?
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SOME RIVERS

have a one-track mind
until a rock juts out
and reminds them
they may retrace

as in a geological

game, retrench, or

as some in the river world
like to see it, reverse

their course, not for long,
because their course

of course is inevitable,
just like ours, although

our drought is more likely,
and comes much soonet.
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SONNET D'ANTAN

New in town, of is it the town

that's new, the streets, it's night,

what would you expect, dark and still,
and yet the glow of a dancer, dream
that's strayed, look out, and there

it wanders, heads downtown. Or does it
know east from west without thinking,
lost without thought, lost in disputation,
fumbling for meaning in streetsigns

when pain is clear as day. The city streets
are dark and still, what you've come to expect,

a neon glow here shadows dance and dreams

begin to fill, minds of those who wander
lost in thought, or by the corner of a moon.
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RAIN DELAY AT ROGERS

....there's no reason to think like that. You just show up and play. We'll do the same thing
tomorrow. — Terry Francona

We’re here for now
for as long as the field plays fair
we’re here for now,
the rain’s transparent, but... let’s see,
I don’t know whether we have time

for this, the wotld’s uncertain but...

we’re here for now.
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SEQUITUR

But felt: somewhere someone
who could make a way seem clear
or with an eye toward placement,
Put a colon there:

And sought the terror for salt

to melt a trace that one may walk,
or with an antic gesture

Clear away one's faults,

And looked around for lodging
at such uncertain hout,

but fixed no one who wanted

So practical a power.

And nowhere found a map

to burn a path toward laughter

or find, the first line sifted,

What’s left; what follows after.
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DREAM OF A DIFFERENT RIVER

I don’t believe in boundaties,...

--Stephen Hawking, Brief Answers....

Homes, David, may be where the hearth is, but
crossing Susquehanna was too much

for either of us; we should have sought
recumbent fords where the water

felt too deep, a swollen bridge
too slack to skirt beyond an eddy, we should

have crossed by night only, by the seams
of the frosted moss, by the folding eddies

of that flow blue white in its melting light
forgetting we could have bathed - could we have? -

was it here? - fathoming only depth.
David, listen: what’s a river but

covert flow? Or hidden purport, current’s dither,
canny depth repelling all that’s light?

Or is it because what we think we know
we’ve simply grown to expect

that we see barely the suspension
of a surface: like a hyperbolic

lens, like a home we needn’t get to,
at least not too soon. We should

have thought of this, I think: not now,
nor ever, will we catch that light below.

OPEN: JOURNAL OF ARTS & LETTERS



QUALM (BEFORE A STORM)

SEAT YOURSELF

And should life happen

to leave you near a street corner

waiting for the bus that may have left five
minutes ago or maybe it's due in

ten minutes, the next bus you can catch,
there will be different passengers, although
not as far as you can tell, and perhaps

one ot two of them will look out the window

yes, at you, and you, as you board the bus,
watch your step, you may notice

one or two features of the seated
passengers; take your seat if you can

find one, or maybe a seated passenger
will relinquish their seat for you. Thank you,

you say, and as gracefully as you may muster,
ease with relief into that empty seat.

Kk
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IN TEMPERATE PRAISE

Only we can speak of a beauty
refined by

suffering
in these desperate days, my daughter.

Daily the corpses repose
in the street,

lying easy now, with enough,
for once,

to cat
in these desperate days, my daughter.

We look for something simple, like a
principle

for explanation. Very little

explains starvation
in decent ways, my daughter.

All are equal when none
survive; reserve

your pity:
In these desperate days no one thrives,

my daughter.
A wall could be our world,

In fact, would be sufficient:
gentle smudge

of lava, shadow of a cloud. Or that
sudden clap
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of hands before we
cry out loud

in desperate praise, my daughter.
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ECHO CHAMBER

Despair tunnels like the reports
of pistols through the night,

percussive syrnphony, staccato streets

where weapons brush a stained erasure.
If only you, ot you, ot she, if they

were here to lend a voice

and give the world a reason
not too soon, to rejoice.

Or will we this evening forget

the palpable pain, if only
to carve space for the next report,

pistols, not our chambers,

make the news.
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CLOCKWORK

Tchoupitoulas a gray river

toward the west without ending,

a curve stirring a cup of coffee,
amalgamation. A Dodge following

too closely slams on the brakes too late
hits a Chevy slowing to let

a taxi in. That’s around the

corner, that’s not here. Check your watch

if you miss the 8:18 where's

another before 8:33?

Pat your right coat pocket for your keys
but remember: they’re not there.
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REAMS

When the wind blew, a great mass of burning pages danced into the air.

—-Yoko Ogawa

Just a leaf of paper, not a leaf, a sheet

of paper, foolscap blown across the street

by the wind I guess, what else could there be,
just a slight breeze, you know the kind of breeze

I mean, and maybe you know the street:
the thing is, I was here to see it,

so were some cars that ran it down,

but I was on my feet, stationary

-- 1o, stop -- but ambulatory,

yet all I could do was watch inquire
inquiring, no, I did, I don’t know why,
was it deckle-edged. Left it then as litter.
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RELIEF VALVE

Hold that thought. That's all,
don't do a thing with it,
there's no need. Let it

hang there either a quandary
as to which way to turn,
or whether to turn at all.

Once you leave, it will rest

there, or it will roam,
no longer any concern of yours.
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GEOPOLITICS

The tide comes in, thinks
better of it, goes out,

leaves behind a shoe

or two, or stones, or bones.
Or something with a plunger
in its hand decides

when and where

to expunge its doubt.
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A LEGACY, AFTER AVERCAMP

And then we come in, late to the party:

A child, yet alive, crosses the bridge
between solitude and communion to

meet his father, returning home. Next door

a bucket dips, draws water from a stone.
Despite the crowded winter ice, a fallen
skater sprawls, alone. The birds? Well, they're
above it all. The buildings have little to say;

like us they follow protocol. You'll want

to tell me this is not what the present

tense is for but I’m not so certain.

Is the present no more than what’s been left

to us, a passing wave, a plane’s contrail,
all that remains, dead white whales?
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TRAMWAY, MARSEILLE

More likely these days that an engine overheats,
a passenger falls ill on the train

just ahead, or signal problems

wreak havoc with traffic down the street.

But on this day, that day, not quite

one hundred years ago because
cinematic time is real, as real

as any commuter bus schedule,

a tram in Marseille slows, grinds to a halt
as it happens upon a game of boules

at a moment with no points to lose.
Fraught? Sweating. Any moment’s
crucial when its journey’s mocked,
and here by nothing more ominous
than a game of pétanque. It’s hardly

a “plaisanterie,” for that’s the complaint:

it’s pétanque, it’s serious business,

and if passengers are in a hurry,

concerned with the timetable yet unperturbed
by what you and I might toss off as a

trolley’s problem, they may descend and
they may walk. The tram is crowded, it’s hot,
and, well, I don’t imagine you were there,
but perhaps you’ve seen the scenes, perhaps
you haven’t, I mean it was as I’ve said

close to one hundred years ago,

and all I mean is this:

a trolley that explores how it is possible

to be there when it should be here and

at last understands, and every bus line in every city

OPEN: JOURNAL OF ARTS & LETTERS



QUALM (BEFORE A STORM)

should apprehend the tyranny of patience
and of geometries, of globes

in oblate orbits: when spheres

are sifting in time’s sandy balance

what schedule’s of any consequence?
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SUBURBAN THRENODY

Today's paper offshore in the driveway
awaiting its sustenance, its subsequent
demolishment, a heaving between

the fires and the columns, those antic
unlives neither there nor time to awaken,
the paper gives me meals, I'll let you know

how that ripeness feels, the tangerines
that woke you, avocados and peccadilloes,
shopping carts in the afterlife,

the cameras gaze at a tourist in their aisles,
zealous pilgrim in want of a minimum
purchase on this finite horizon

before the real line dims, the question

seats itself nimbly at the register,
just what to pay for, what to steal.
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AWAKENED BY

And then it was gone, the night
I mean, replaced by something,
1 think it was day, or what could

pass for day if you took light,
the inexplicable songs of crows, the hum
of Ford Falcons heading for work

and decided you may as well
leave your bed for something

new, something that could pass

for morning, as if you had anything
else, something pressing, it can’t wait, to do.
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BUT FOR A COFFIN

but for a coffin,
we too
could be pressed flowers.
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ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

Abyss & Apex:
Aji:

Berkeley Poetry Review:
the brooklyner:
Clepsydra:

Dreich:

Gyroscope:
In Parentheses:
Indolent Books/What Rough Beast:

Last Stanza:

Mantis:
Meniscus:

Mizmor I’David
New World Writing:
Panoply:

Parliament Literary
Poetry Australia:
Poetry Box:
Querencia Press:
Rougarou:

Sandy River Review:
Shot Glass Journal:
Skipjack:

Tar River Review:

“Sonnet d'antan”

“Dream of a Different River”
"Sequitur”

"Please Hold for Line Seven"
“Sequitur”

"Tramway, Marseille

"Gung bao gai ding"
"Cocktail Hour at Tala"
"Inflationary Balloons"
"but for a Coffin"
"Birdwalk"

“Super Moon”
"Clockwork"

"4:31 "

“5 Rain Delays”

"Ford"
"Geopolitics"
“In temperate praise”

"A Legacy, after Avercamp"
"May Come A Cat"

"Suburban Threnody"
"Bergotte at Eighty”
"Qualm (before a Storm)"
"Interrogations on Sunday

Motning”"
“Fugitives”

"Birds on Parole"
"Henty's Room"
“Awakened By”
”Ford"

"Some Rivers"
"Portal"

"a lot is riding"
"Gray Squirrel”
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Tipton Poetry Journal: "Henry's Room"
"Bodies in Watet"
Toho Journal: "As Much As You Can Take"
Two Hawks Quartetly: "Decidedly"
Wordpeace: "In temperate praise”
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ABOUT THE WRITER:

BRUCE ROBINSON holds degrees from Kenyon College and the Johns
Hopkins University and acknowledges the assistance and hospitality of the
Key West Literary Workshops and Atlantic Center for the Arts. His recent
work/play appears or is forthcoming in Seventh Quarry, Pangyrus, Spoon River,
Main Street Rag, Connecticut River Review, Maintenant, Evening Street Review, and
Poets Reading the News. He lives in Brooklyn and Albany, New York, with two
cats who are displeased with the irregular disruption.
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THE BUTTONHOOK PRESS CHAPBOOK SERIES

2020

Something Else About Mary (Exclusive subscriber content)
(from WIP NOT FOR SUNDAY SCHOOL)
Flash Fiction by Kent Dixon

A writer’s resource by Associate Editor Pamelyn Casto

by O:JA&L Featured Writers

Experimental Discourse by Associate Editor WJP Newnham

Haibun by Associate Editor Jeff Streeby
021

A flash fiction sequence by Don Robishaw

An essay from a longer academic WIP by Anne Whitehouse

Selected and with an Introduction by Associate Editor Pamelyn Casto
The 10 Best Flash Narratives 2017-2021

Flash Discourse by Wayne Cresser
Where the Thin Winds Worry

Flash Discourse by Carolyn Mikulencak
(No longer available)
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https://ojalart.com/wp-content/uploads/2018.Pushcart-chapbook.final_.pdf
https://ojalart.com/wp-content/uploads/2019.pushcart.chapbook.6-x-9.pdf
https://ojalart.com/wp-content/uploads/Casto-essays.6-x-9.B.pdf
https://ojalart.com/wp-content/uploads/buttonhook2.three-poets-on-craft.CreateSpace-Word-Templates.pdf
https://ojalart.com/wp-content/uploads/buttonhook.Newnham.2.CreateSpace-Word-Templates-002.pdf
https://ojalart.com/wp-content/uploads/Horse.4-frames.2020.chapbook.-6-x-9.pdf
https://ojalart.com/wp-content/uploads/Robishaw.6-x-9-inch-15.24-x-22.86-cm.pdf
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2020-chapbook-seriesissues-of-aesthetic-meaninganne-whitehousethe-imp-of-the-perverseedgar-allan-poes-misplaced-youth/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2021-chapbook-seriesthe-first-annual-ojal-prize-for-flash-discourseselected-and-with-an-introduction-byassociate-editor-pamelyn-casto/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2021-chapbook-seriesflash-discourse-fictionwayne-cresserhere-comes-herodotus-again/
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022

Prose Poetry by Brad Rose

Flash Discourse by Mark Blickley

Poetry by Bruce Robinson

Haiku by Jianging Zheng

Haiku by Adjei Agyei-Baah

Haibun by Taofeek Ayeyemi

Irish/English Haiku by Gabriel Rosenstock
celebrating the art of Issachar Ber Ryback

New and selected flash fiction by Wayne Scheer
Irish/English Haibun by Gabriel Rosenstock, featuring passages from THE

NATURAL HISTORY OF SELBORNE by Gilbert White (1720-1793)

2023

Haiku & Senryu by Hassane Zemmouri

Poetry by Anne Whitehouse

Academic Nonfiction by Anne Whitehouse

Haiku by Adjei Agyei-Baah

BUTTONHOOK PRESS: 2023 CHAPBOOK SERIES 57


https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2022-chapbook-seriespoetry-all-forms-stylesprose-poetrybrad-rosefunny-you-should-ask/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2022-chapbook-seriesflash-discourse-fictionmark-blickleyhunger-pains/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2022-chapbook-seriespoetry-all-forms-stylesbruce-robinsoncomedy-hour/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2022-chapbook-seriespoetry-all-forms-styleshaikujianqing-zhengdelta-notes/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2022-chapbook-seriespoetry-all-forms-styleshaikuadjei-agyei-baahscaring-crow/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2022-chapbook-seriesmixed-formshaibuntaofeek-ayeyemidust-and-rustwith-a-foreword-by-rich-youmans/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2022-chapbook-seriespoetry-all-forms-stylesirish-english-haikugabriel-rosenstocka-sweater-for-the-tayfela-celebration-of-the-art-of-issachar-ber-ryback/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2022-chapbook-seriesflash-discourse-fictionwayne-scheerzen-and-the-art-of-house-paintingnew-and-selected-work/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2022-chapbook-seriespoetry-all-forms-stylesirish-english-haikugabriel-rosenstockthe-selborne-haibun/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2023-chapbook-seriespoetry-all-forms-styleshaiku-senryuhassane-zemmourischool-songs/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2023-chapbook-seriespoetry-all-forms-stylesanne-whitehousebeing-ruth-asawa/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2023-chapbook-seriesprose-discourse-nonfictionacademic-writingissues-of-aesthetic-meaninganne-whitehousesoldier-sailor-edgar-allan-poe-and-his-brother-henry/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2023-chapbook-seriespoetry-all-forms-styleshaikuadjei-agyei-baahtales-of-the-kite/
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Prose poetry by Hekkei Huotari

Poetry by Ben Jacques

Experimental Fiction by Blossom Hibbert

Haiku by Yuko Otomo
Irish translation by Gabriel Rosenstock
Scots translation by John McDonald

In Press

Just Looking
Haiku Sequences on the Mississippi Delta region by Jianquing Zheng

The Buttonhook Press Masters Series

With an Interview by Associate Editor Pamelyn Casto

With an Interview by Associate Editor Pamelyn Casto

With an Interview by Associate Editor Pamelyn Casto

With an Interview by Associate Editor Pamelyn Casto

MORE TITLES IN PRESS
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https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2023-chapbook-seriespoetry-all-forms-stylesprose-poetryheikki-huotarihow-the-mayfly-got-its-megaphone/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2023-chapbook-seriespoetry-all-forms-stylesben-jacquesjackhammer-poems/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2023-chapbook-seriesexperimental-discourse-fictionblossom-hibbertsix-coffees-with-a-madman/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press-2023-chapbook-seriespoetry-all-forms-styleshaikuyuko-otomodrops-of-waterirish-trans-by-gabriel-rosenstockscots-trans-by-john-mcdonald/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-pressthe-ojal-masters-seriesbrian-clementsseductive-and-subversive-prose-poetry/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-pressthe-ojal-masters-seriesbrian-clementsseductive-and-subversive-prose-poetry/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-pressthe-ojal-masters-seriesmark-budmanread-deeper-have-more-fun/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-pressthe-ojal-masters-seriesmark-budmanread-deeper-have-more-fun/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-pressthe-ojal-masters-seriesray-gonzalezthe-book-of-whispers/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-pressthe-ojal-masters-seriesray-gonzalezthe-book-of-whispers/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-pressthe-ojal-masters-seriesflash-fictionfeatured-writer-michael-martonethe-tiny-book-of-forts/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-pressthe-ojal-masters-seriesflash-fictionfeatured-writer-michael-martonethe-tiny-book-of-forts/
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Forthcoming from O:JA&IL’s Buttonhook Press

Fall 2023

POLISH POETS IN BEDS WITH GIRLS

And Other True Stories

A NOVELLA OF THE INTERWAR YEARS 1919-1939

Erik Harper Klass
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BUTTONHOOK PRESS TITLES ON AMAZON
avatlable now

FLASH FICTION
ALIVE IN THE FLICKER Pamelyn Casto

A PORTABLE WORKSHOP

PAMELYN CASTO
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BUTTONHOOK PRESS

AN IMPRINT OF OPEN: JOURNAL OF ARTS & LETTERS

Supporting artists and writers worldwide

O:JA&L’S 2023 CHAPBOOK SERIES

$14.95 (USA) $18.95 (Canada)
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https://www.amazon.com/Flash-Fiction-Flicker-Pamelyn-Casto/dp/1737774240
https://www.amazon.com/Flash-Fiction-Flicker-Pamelyn-Casto/dp/1737774240
https://www.amazon.com/s?k=the+pandemic+letters&i=stripbooks&crid=3VNIDWGO9HB&sprefix=the+pandemic+letter%2Cstripbooks%2C1099&ref=nb_sb_noss
https://www.amazon.com/s?k=the+pandemic+letters&i=stripbooks&crid=3VNIDWGO9HB&sprefix=the+pandemic+letter%2Cstripbooks%2C1099&ref=nb_sb_noss
https://www.amazon.com/s?k=the+pandemic+letters&i=stripbooks&crid=3VNIDWGO9HB&sprefix=the+pandemic+letter%2Cstripbooks%2C1099&ref=nb_sb_noss
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