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HORSE: 4 FRAMES 
 

Luck is the pick-me-up, Luck un-resented, 

For one of these days we’ll be the ones. 

Michael F. G. Standen, “Common Knowledge” 

 

 

 

The gate stood wide open when he got there.  A man he recognized  

but could never quite name waved him through.  The man’s gray Stetson was soaked  

and water dripped from it where the wide brim sagged. A pile of wet snow 

grew on its crown. He wore a frayed Fish slicker whose sleeves were bloody.   

He had blood on his hands.  

 

Strange snow still fell.  It covered everything 

 

He thought, “It wasn’t like that.  No.  It wasn’t anything like that.” 

 

but the crumbling county blacktop.  It melted there and he could see  

the road ahead stretch out wet and black and shiny into the storm. 

 

There are stories that end well, aren’t there? This could just as well be one. 

The monster from our childhood darkness will die in a spray of blood, 

strong sword-voice of the shield-breaker singing him the chant of edges.   

Someone will discover, won’t they, that one-eyed bastard in the game,  

notice those aces up his sleeve?  Accused, he’ll deny, take chances 

through another hand or two— push his luck— draw to an inside straight,  

say, or try to fill a royal flush. Caught out, he will try to bluff.   

When pressed, out of bravado, he will skin his little hideout gun.   

Surely, some game soul will topple this tinhorn from soda to hock. 

From those squirming entrails then shall step wisdom, beauty, the winged boar. 

Out of that torn throat, out of that heart, sword-split and shivering, shall   

spring forth, hoof on stone, the stallion, his brother of the heavenly air. 

 

The woman had been standing on the front porch, had seen him arrive.  

She wore no coat or hat.  Snow dusted her red hair, her hunched shoulders. 

Her eyes, without expression, unreadable, were red from crying  

but she was not crying now. 
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The truck’s bald tires made a hissing sound  

 

The man’s horses had all moved away from the fence as he walked up. 

 

on the wet pavement as he drove along. 

 

They were wet and they steamed, 

shivering in the cold.  Their heads low, their ears flat against their skulls, 

they had moved off, their hooves sucking at the slurry of snow and mud. 

 

Where the blacktop ended, the road was gravel. 

 

The mare stood quietly   

her eyes closed. Weak, shocky, she trembled, her breath rapid and shallow.  

Snow piled along her topline and gathered in her forelock.  When it 

melted, water coursed downward in runnels, striping her tawny hide.   

She wore a trophy halter.  Hanging from it, a new white lead rope 

tangled in a little heap at her feet.  

 

Snow covered the gravel,  

 

He thought, “Hell.  It wasn’t like anything.” 

 

 but in ruts and low spots  

there were black pools of standing water. 

 

Each pad of the prickly pear  

beside the machine shed drooped under its own burden of wet snow. 

The new tin roof of the saddle house had shed in one rough furrow 

its whole load of cold slush. 

 

Fence pliers on the dash slid to the floor 

as the truck bounced along. Gravel rattled under the running boards. 

 

He didn’t think anymore.  He saw it all again. 

 

His father,  

a frail skinful of bones still presiding over household quarrels,  

plays solitaire at the kitchen table, aware the losing cards  

he deals himself today will still be here next week when he is dead. 
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The hero has arrived, you know.  The moon can see him and the stars  

peer down as witnesses.  Wisely, he has consulted oracles,  

poured out generous libations.  Fragrant smoke of his sacrifices   

hangs yet in the air.  On the altar, the dun steer and shearling lamb  

are bones and ash.  He sleeps alone and dreamless on the barrow floor,  

his broad sword freed from stone.  Soon he will buck the tiger, braced or not. 

 

Water splashed in the fender wells. 

 

He bent to examine the wound.  

A long sharp spear of bone showed white through the muscle of the forearm.  

Her lower leg, though bent at the knee, rested at an odd angle,   

fetlock, pastern and hoof wall of the toe all flat against the ground.   

Dried blood had caked thick and brittle over the leg below the break.  

Where the mare had stood there was a shadowy stain under the snow. 

 

The heater fan clattered in its housing.  The wiper motor whined.  

Wiper blades squealed back and forth. 

 

He remembered the truck wouldn’t start. 

 

The old man totters out there— everybody trailing after him, 

an odd cortege.  He makes the grown boys fetch him his tools: screwdriver, 

3/8 wrench, an emery cloth.  He growls then with his old impatience,  

for an instant that eighteen-year-old gunner’s mate in Navy wool  

spoiling for a fight.  He fixes the wrench on the battery clamp. 

He strains heroically toward that one small success.  His hand 

trembles.  Sweat seethes on his forehead.  And he can’t break it loose.  He flings 

away the little wrench.  It chimes cheerfully— once, twice, then three times— 

as it bounces down the driveway.  He goes inside.  No one else moves. 

 

He is faithful—Pia Fidelis. In fulfillment of his vow,  

he has raised up shrines.  He is dedicant of a dozen fanums.   

With good reason, he expects the sword, shield, cloak, the golden bridle. 

Though the gods grant him all, he will fold, cards on the kitchen table. 

 

Wipers packed snow into ice along the bottom of the windshield. 

 

He had taken a yellow grease marker out of his coat pocket, 

marked then the suffering mare's face clearly with the necessary "X”— 
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from the base of the left ear to the right eye then from right to left. 

 

It was still early.  Up ahead the road was white.  There were no tracks.  

 

He fished three cartridges from his coat and chambered them in the pistol  

then rotated the cylinder and closed it up.  When he cocked it,  

his first cartridge came under the hammer.  

 

Sinking under wet snow  

nearby mesquite thickets looked for all like calving glacial faces.  

 

Two active shifts of firemen at the graveside.  Scores of retirees.   

Naval Reserve Honor Guard.  Back to the old hometown one last time,    

relatives and friends gone for more than a generation.  

 

Gravel, 

mud, ice slush roared against the floor.  Wipers could not clear the windshield. 

He could not see the fence line on the far side of the borrow pit.  

 

When he looked around he saw the woman had come down from the house. 

A gust lifted her wet hair, made of it a nest of red serpents.  

Shivering now, she stood silent by the corner of the neat barn 

her grey eyes fixed on him.  He nodded and turned back to his business. 

 

He could not see the windrow of pines just a quarter mile beyond  

 

He didn’t get it. 

Echoes of a bugle.  Cordite in the air. 

 

and beyond that he could not see the ancient peaks of the Franklins. 

 

He faced the crippled mare and drew back the hammer, placed the barrel  

a foot from the intersection of the yellow lines of that "X" 

he had drawn on her forehead and touched the trigger and as the gun 

roared and bucked in his hand, the bad luck mare coughed once and bobbed her head  

and spoiled his aim and he saw as she fell that he had not killed her. 

 

In the rearview mirror he saw the end of the blacktop recede  

 

No, he didn’t. 
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Great granddad’s Elgin watch was home in a drawer. 

Uncle Eddie’s old Ivor Johnson was on the seat beside him.  

Dad’s twelve-gauge, the Zoli over & under, was in the closet. 

What the hell was that all about? 

He nearly spoke the thoughts aloud.   

 

until it disappeared behind falling snow. 

 

She lay there grunting, 

unconscious.  Her legs moved as if she were running.  The broken leg 

moved at the shoulder but not below. The ball had entered her head  

below the base of her right ear,  passed through and lodged in her shoulder. 

As she thrashed there, hot blood pumped from her wounds and sprayed him head to foot. 

 

Ahead of him, he watched a coyote trot out of the borrow pit,  

cross the road, watched where it slipped into the chaparral and vanished. 

 

Sometimes every temple is empty.  All the gods just slip away. 

The mad Pythoness straddling her sacred abyss cannot riddle. 

Epona’s horses run mad; her mules and asses die forsaken. 

Somewhere even monsters must take the time to eat and sleep and breed. 

Then sling stones find their shallow angle of repose.  Then mosses bloom. 

Just when they do, Rick’s smiling croupier drops the ball on 22. 

 

He tried to draw back the hammer to fire again but it was jammed  

so he had to break it open and fiddle with the cylinder,  

work the hammer back and forth and after a while he got it fixed.  

He cocked it, caught the mare’s halter, put the muzzle to her skull, fired. 

 

The Lucky Lady casino’s sign loomed suddenly above him 

 

He remembered  

the grave was in the shade of some kind of green ash.  

On an east-facing hillside close to the road.  All the stones are flat,  

all set flush with the ground for easy mowing by summer groundsmen. 

 

and he hit the brakes. 

 

For a little space, a broad stream of blood flowed 

out of her wounded forehead, out of her mouth, her nostrils, her ears.    

It pooled under her head.  It steamed in the cold. Then it slowed and stopped. 
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The truck bounced hard and fishtailed a little through deep ruts and 

potholes 

 

When he looked, the woman was gone. 

 

 as he turned into the mud lot.   

The motor dieseled for half a minute after he turned it off. 

He sat a while using a shop rag to clear himself of dried blood. 

 

He remembered the only war story he had ever been told. 

On the tincan David W. Taylor, battle claxons blare.   

A seventeen-year-old gunner’s mate stands amidships at the rail.   

He is watching two Japanese torpedoes approach from starboard. 

He waits for the concussion, fire and smoke, sounds of the breaking keel. 

He does not breathe.  He feels the ship heel over too late.  He watches.  

The torpedoes pass under his feet and in the next two seconds  

he knows they have been set too deep.  He smiles and goes to his gun tub. 

 

So solitaire was his game.  He was always luckiest alone.   

 

Dusty trophies hang in his great hall— captured arms, the monstrous claw,  

jeweled dagger hilts (giant-forged),  silver cauldrons from the World Worm’s hoard— 

his hole cards bestowed by smiling gods whose runes fade from standing stones. 

Amen.  By now, the gates of Paradise will have closed behind him.   

Some divine psychopomp or other surely will have waved him through. 

His heirs, who will cast lots for the blue wool, must one day cash in, too. 

  

Lottery scratch tickets littered the floorboards of the truck.  He laughed.   

 

We all know the rough beast runs loose.  Red, black, green, we’ve got his number. 

Still we bet the Red Snake and let it ride.  We are out of our minds.   

We expect miracles but not ordinary things. 

 

He drifted: 

He is ten.  It is Deadwood or maybe Lead-- some tourist snake pit.  

In a cheap copy of Number 10 Saloon, Wild Bill Hickok sits,  

eights and aces in his hand, his manikin’s back turned toward the door 

where the old man smokes a cigarette and studies the horizon. 

Outside, dust devils swirl.  Route 85 is melting in the sun.   

Across the road a farmer swaths a field of ordinary hay. 
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Soon our new ring-giver comes.  Some bold Battle-bringer among us,  

some longshot, our poker-faced Raven-lord, that grim pistolero,  

will risk all and ante up, call the one-armed bandit’s bluff.  Or raise.   

He will hit the jackpot, mark with red the feet of raven and eagle.  

Should he fold, it is no matter.  The same king comes time and again.   

Wild rumors are abroad already—stunned virgins swell with saviors, 

Kings and Knaves and Queens and Bulls.  We shall have us much of anointing.   

It will never end.  Every day more new Grendels outgrow their fens. 

 

 The little bell over the back door jingled as he went inside. 

   

The one poker machine in the place has blown its breaker again. 

He sits at the bar alone all afternoon and drinks good whiskey.  

He bets recklessly on simulcasts from Sunland Park and for hours  

he wins and wins and wins. 
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JEFF STREEBY is an American poet and haibunist. He is an Associate Editor at 
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2020  

Safe Spaces: A Pretty Lie 
Editorials on Issues of Poetic Practice by Rachel Custer 

Against Art as a Radical Subjectivity 
Editorials on Issues of Poetic Practice by Rachel Custer 

Songs on the Way to God: A Theory of Poetics 
Editorials on Issues of Poetic Practice by Rachel Custer 

The Artistic Power of Silence: On Letting Art Speak for Itself 
Editorials on Issues of Poetic Practice by Rachel Custer 

Special Edition: Experimental Discourse 
…are serious offenses, and… 

A closet drama in two acts by Anthony Hamilton 

How to Love a Headstone 
Poetry by Sloane Asakura 

The Last of the Gallants 
Poetry by Atar Hadari 
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2021 
Salt 

Poetry by Amanda Leal 

Deer in Fog at Twilight Near Squalicum Lake Road 
Poetry by Richard Widerkehr 

Democracy has Lifted Up Its Voice 
Poetry by Mike Puican 

2YC Review: The Works 
Poetry and creative prose by members of the Two-Year College Caucus at AWP 

https://ojalart.com/wp-content/uploads/Custer-pamphlet.safespaces.pdf
https://ojalart.com/wp-content/uploads/2020-pamphlet.Custer.interview-5-x-8.pdf
https://ojalart.com/wp-content/uploads/Custer-pamphlet.songs_.Final_.pdf
https://ojalart.com/wp-content/uploads/Custer-pamphlet.Silence.Final_.pdf
https://ojalart.com/wp-content/uploads/hamilton.3.XP_.pamphlet.chapbook.-5-x-8.pdf
https://ojalart.com/wp-content/uploads/Asakura.pamphlet.chapbook.final_.-5-x-8.pdf
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2021-pamphlet-series-writers-portfoliopoetry-all-forms-stylesatar-hadarilast-of-the-gallants-elegies/
https://ojalart.com/wp-content/uploads/2021-pamphlet.Leal_.Salt_.revised.imp_.-5-x-8.pdf
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2021-pamphlet-series-writers-portfoliopoetry-all-forms-stylesrichard-widerkehrdeer-in-fog-at-twilight-near-squalicum-lake-road/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press-2021-pamphlet-serieswriters-portfoliopoetry-all-forms-stylesmike-puicandemocracy-has-lifted-its-voice/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press-2021-pamphlet-seriespoetry-proseworks-by-membersof-the-two-year-college-caucus-at-awp2yc-review-the-works/
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Promises 
Poetry by Ellis Elliott 

Home 
Poetry by Amanda Leal 

Study of Burkas 
A poem by Dana Sonnenschein 

The Open Window 
Flash vignettes by O.G. Rose 

Light in the Cathedral: Russian/English Poems 
Poetry in two languages by Andrey Gritsman 

 
2022 

Poems for Families 
Poetry by Kirby Olson 

Mogollon Rim 
Poetry by Allisa Cherry 

Hanno 
Poetry by John-Michael Bloomquist 

Poem scrawled on a maize-sheaf for her (last offering) 
Poetry and art by Arturo Desimone 

The Curve of the Open Page 
A poem by Bruce Bond 

Murder in the House: The "Nutshells" of Frances Glessner Lee 
Poetry by Jessica Purdy 

War and Riff 
Haibun by Keith Polette 

Family Photo of America 
Poetry by Lynn Potts 

Chester River Reverie 
Poetry by Priscilla Long 

Salton Sea 
A short story by Mike Murray 

The Fiddler 
Poetry by Tim Hunt 

A Balloon Called YOUNG AMERICA 
Poetry by Jennifer Clark 

High Fashion 
Featured Collaboration 

Poetry by Adjei Agyei-Baah & Fine Art Photography by Jerome Berglund 

 
2023 

Rain Comes to the Central Valley 
Poetry by Adrienne Pilon 

https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press-2021-pamphlet-seriespoetry-all-forms-stylesellis-elliottpromises/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2021-pamphlet-series-writers-portfoliopoetry-all-forms-stylesamanda-lealhome/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press-2021-pamphlet-seriespoetry-all-forms-stylesdana-sonnenscheinstudy-of-burkas/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press-2021-pamphlet-seriesflash-discourse-annual-call-for-themed-submissionssuper-flash-100-words2021-theme-vignette-the-open-windowo-g-rosethe-open-window/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2021-pamphlet-series-writers-portfoliopoetry-all-forms-stylesandrey-gritsmanlight-in-the-cathedralrussian-english-poems/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2022-pamphlet-series-writers-portfoliopoetry-all-forms-styleskirby-olsonpoems-for-families/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2021-pamphlet-series-writers-portfoliopoetry-all-forms-stylesallisa-cherrymogollon-rim/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2021-pamphlet-series-writers-portfoliopoetry-all-forms-stylesallisa-cherrymogollon-rim/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2022-pamphlet-series-writers-portfoliopoetry-all-forms-stylesjohn-michael-bloomquisthanno/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press-2021-pamphlet-serieswriters-portfoliopoetry-all-forms-stylesarturo-desimonepoem-scrawled-on-a-maize-sheaf-for-her-last-offering/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2022-pamphlet-seriespoetry-all-forms-stylesbruce-bondthe-curve-of-the-open-page/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press-2022-pamphlet-seriesamericanajessica-purdymurder-in-the-housethe-nutshells-of-frances-glessner-lee/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2022-pamphlet-seriesmixed-forms-haibunkeith-polettewar-and-riff/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2022-pamphlet-seriespoetry-all-forms-stylesamericanalynne-pottsfamily-photo-of-america/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2022-pamphlet-seriespoetry-all-forms-stylesamericanapriscilla-longchester-river-reverie/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2022-pamphlet-seriesprose-discourse-short-story-to-10000-wordsmike-murraysalton-sea/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2022-pamphlet-seriespoetry-all-forms-stylesamericanatim-huntthe-fiddler/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2022-pamphlet-seriespoetry-all-forms-stylesamericanajennifer-clarka-balloon-called-young-america/
https://ojalart.com/wp-admin/post.php?post=107086&action=edit
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2023-pamphlet-seriespoetry-all-forms-stylesa-writers-portfolioadrienne-pilonrain-comes-to-the-central-valley/
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DECIDUOUS 
Poetry by Jean Kane 

Potter's Valley Road 
Poetry (Americana) by Richard Widerkehr 

Old Barn OR How Things Go On 
Poetry by Penelope Schotte 

Nothing To Be Sorry For 
Poetry by Lynn Cohen 

Small Lantern 
Featured Haiga Collaborations 

Haiku by Hassane Zemmouri and Photography by Megali Bretou & Bea Bauer 

A Sport and a Pastime 
Haiku (Americana) by Ron Scully 

Night Train 
Haiku by Jerome Gagnon 

The Aquarian Foundation 
Poetry (Americana) by Jeffrey Gray 

Once There Was a Way 
Poetry by Steve Myers 

Local Habitations 
Poetry by Edison Jennings 

Occasions for Listening (Excerpts from a WIP) 
Spencer Silverthorne 

 

2024 
Needful Things 

Micropoems by Ronald J. Scully (Americana) 

Designation 
Poetry by Wendy Taylor Carlisle 

California Summer 
Poetry by Michael Lee Johnson 

Once Is Enough 
Formalist poems by Peter Austin (Americana) 

Garden 
Poems by Jianquing Zheng (Americana) 

Let Me Say This Up Front 
Poetry by David James (Americana) 

GEMS 
Poems by Larry D. Thomas 

 

2025 
BESTIARY: Far West Texas 

Poetry by Larry D. Thomas 
 

https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2023-pamphlet-seriespoetry-all-forms-stylesa-writers-portfoliojean-kanedeciduous/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press-2023-pamphlet-seriesamericanapoetry-all-forms-stylesa-writers-portfoliorichard-widerkehrpotters-valley-road/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2023-pamphlet-seriespoetry-all-forms-stylesa-writers-portfoliopenelope-schottold-barn-or-how-things-go-on/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2023-pamphlet-seriespoetry-all-forms-stylesa-writers-portfoliolynn-cohennothing-to-be-sorry-for/
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https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2023-pamphlet-seriespoetry-all-forms-styelsamericanaronald-j-scullya-sport-and-a-pastime/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press-2023-pamphlet-seriespoetry-all-forms-styleshaikua-writers-portfoliojerome-gagnonnight-train/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2023-pamphlet-seriesamericanaa-writers-portfoliojeffrey-graythe-aquarian-foundation/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press-2023-pamphlet-seriesa-writers-portfoliopoetry-all-forms-stylessteve-myersonce-there-was-a-way/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press-2023-pamphlet-seriesa-writers-portfoliopoetry-all-forms-stylesedison-jenningslocal-habitations/
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https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2024-pamphlet-seriespoetry-all-forms-stylesa-writers-portfoliowendy-taylor-carlisledesignation/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2024-pamphlet-seriespoetry-all-forms-stylesa-writers-portfoliomichael-lee-johnsoncalifornia-summer/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press-2024-pamphlet-seriesamericanapoetry-all-forms-stylesa-writers-portfolio-of-formalist-poemspeter-austinonce-is-enough/
https://ojalart.com/buttonhook-press2024-pamphlet-seriesamericanapoetry-all-forms-stylesa-writers-portfoliojianqing-zhenggarden-poems/
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Jeff Streeby 

PRESS BUTTONHOOK 15 

 
 

2023 
Lamentations: Icons of War 

Arab-Israeli Conflict image-as-poem collection by Tony Brinkley 
In Praise of Columbus 
Poetry by Kirby Olson 

Perseus with the Head of Medusa 
Editorials on Issues of Contemporary Aesthetics by Contributing Editor Mick 

McGrath 
Democrats by Trippin' 

Editorials on Issues of Contemporary Aesthetics by Contributing Editor Mick 
McGrath 

Let's Talk About Female Academics 
Editorials on Issues of Contemporary Aesthetics by Contributing Editor Mick 

McGrath 
Diversophiles Everywhere! 

Editorials on Issues of Contemporary Aesthetics by Contributing Editor Mike 
McGrath 

The End of the "Black Victim" Narrative? 
Editorials on Issues of Contemporary Aesthetics by Contributing Editor Mick 

McGrath 
 

2024 
Woes Innumerous (HOT BUTTON PRESS) 

Based Fiction Mick McGrath (Americana) 
 

2025 
 

MORE TITLES IN PRESS 
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https://ojalart.com/hot-button-press2023-pamphlet-serieseditorials-on-contemporary-issuescontributing-editor-mick-mcgrathlets-talk-about-female-academics/
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https://ojalart.com/hot-button-press2023-pamphlet-serieseditorials-on-contemporary-issuescontributing-editor-mick-mcgraththe-end-of-the-black-victim-narrative/
https://ojalart.com/hot-button-press2024-pamphlet-seriesamericanabased-fictionmick-mcgrathwoes-innumerous/
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Buttonhook Press titles on Amazon 

available now 
 
 
 
 
 
Pamelyn Casto 
Flash Fiction:  
Alive in the Flicker A Portable Workshop 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
James Weitz 
The Pandemic Letters:  
Interviews with Travelers  
Trapped Abroad During COVID 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
Erik Harper Klass 
Polish Poets in Beds with Girls 
And Other True Stories 
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$4.95 (USA)                  $7.95 (Canada) 

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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