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Meeting Format 

·  Bring copies of your 
work to distribute for 
reading (12-15 copies) 

·  Initial thirty minutes 
for beverage selection/
preparation and discus-
sion of upcoming liter-
ary magazine submis-
sions, handouts and 
events. 

·  Readings begin clock-
wise from any begin-
ning point. Group turns 
reader’s copies face 
down until reader be-
gins to read. 

·  After each writer com-
pletes reading, reader 
waits until all group 
responses are com-

pleted before respond-
ing to critiques.  Brief 
critiques and responses 
are encouraged de-
pending on size of the 
group. 

Publications 

For viewing your Art/
Photography in this news-
letter, your publication up-
dates, Art exhibits, sched-
uled readings or events,    
e-mail or call me in time 
for each month’s newslet-
ter within a week or two 
following the writers group 
meetings.  The Artsbridge 
web site is updated once a 
month.  If the newsletter 
update deadline is missed 
for your event, email me to 
forward to the members. 
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Submissions have been received for  the 2007 Writers Gallery Anthology.  
Over  the next couple of months we will be reviewing all work for  the      
selection process, and notifying the wr iters/ar tists/photographers of their  
inclusion in the anthology.  We anticipate publication by Spr ing 2007. 

Submissions for 2006-2007 Anthology �
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Meeting Format 
Publications 
Next Meeting 
New Members  
Anthology  submissions 
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·  November Meeting 
Notes   

·  December Holiday 
Open Mic 

·  Quotes 
·  Writers Among Us 
·  Hobo Terminology 
·  Special Thanks 
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Monthly Selections 
 
“  How to be a Hero”    
- Robert Muller 
 
“ For Now”  
-Bambi Kuhl 
 
“  The End of Things”  
- Judith A. Lawrence 
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“ Invitation to The Soul”  
 - Joe Treceno 
 
“ What Will We Bring to 
the Table?”  
- Carole Longo 
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Artsbridge is a registered 503C non-profit organization, comprised of painters, sculptors, photographers, writers, 
actors, musicians and filmmakers in the Delaware Valley dedicated to improving the public understanding of the 
arts in all the creative disciplines. The group supports local, state and regional arts and artists through its spon-
sorship of events focused on education, exhibition and performance. 

Coordinator: 
Judith A. Lawrence 
215-638-2493 
Judabah@aol.com 

Welcome New Members: 
 
Cynthia Richards 
Jai Larkin 
 
 

Next meeting of Ar tsbr idge/River  Poets: 
January 13, 2007   -  1:00 - 4:00 PM 
Lamber tville Public L ibrary, Lambertville, NJ 
2nd fl “  The Peggy Lewis Gallery”   

“ City Lights”   
Judith A. Lawrence 

  “ Cat in the Hat”  
Judith A. Lawrence 

Seeking Artwork/Photography 
for the Monthly Newsletter 

To be displayed below or with 
Poetry/Prose 
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Next M eeting Dates: 
 
Febr uar y  11 -  2006 
M ar ch  11 -  2006 
Apr il  8, 2006 
T ime: 1:00  to 4:0 0 PM  

for a great reading.  I don’ t know whether it’s 
the monthly practice, or our writers are just get-
ting better at reading, but I noticed a couple  
library visitors hanging around just to listen.  So 
much to choose from this month.  From Carole 
Longo’s Thanksgiving memory story on “What 
Will We be Bringing to the Table,”  to Joe    
Treceno’s sensual tribute to the senses, 
“ Invitation to The Soul.”  Bob Muller’s ironic 
poem, “How To Be a Hero,”  transitioned with 
Bambi Kuhl’s thought provoking  poem, “For 
Now,”  about the changing of the guard in 
Washington.  I read “The End of Things,”  in-
spired by an accidental sighting of an old love, 
many years later.  How easily old memories, 
return, good and bad.  Bill Donlen read his    
developing poem “The Transit of Venus on 
Mars,”  which promises to be one of his best.  
One of the things I neglect to do lately, is to 
hold on to the scraps of the original poem as I 
work on it.  How a poem develops is almost as 
important as the poem and a story unto itself.  It 
seems Bill has discovered an inspirational place 
to write.  It’s important for all of us to find that 
ideal place that inspires the creativity in us.     
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Writers Work  -  November 11, 2006 Meeting 

HOW TO BE A HERO 
 

All you have to do in this war to be a hero,  
is to die in action. 

 
If you do, the president will eulogize you 

 on national television. 
 

He won’ t call you by name,  
because he doesn’ t know your name,  

but will speak of you as one of our fallen comrades. 
 

There may even be taps played for you. 
 

There will be lots of competition for the honor,  
since so many  will qualify. 

 
Your death may be dramatic also.  

I mean, what number of people get killed 
 by a road side bomb? 

 
How many of you,  

when asked as a child,  
what you wanted to be when you grew up,  

replied,  
“  I want to be a hero.”  

 
© Robert Muller 11/10/’06 
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Soldiers Grave  -  Photographer Unknown 
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THE END OF THINGS 
 
We stayed the rough course 
until the road ahead 
disappeared from view, 
acknowledging all the while 
it was an illusion at best, 
wishful thinking in the least, 
all the vague warnings 
suddenly materialized, 
clear as that look of chagrin 
imprinted on your face, 
your empty words 
falling around us, 
weightless smoke 
drifting into memory, 
as the road slipped into 
the dust of yesterdays, 
and what remained 
for a long-long time 
was only for appearance. 
 
© Judith A. Lawrence 
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INVITATION TO THE SOUL 
 
Violins quivered under 
varnished coats, 
oboes, cellos and flutes 
opened their throats 
and from the third-row center 
in sync; Dali thumped 
his gold-headed cane 
While from de Larocha’s piano; 
sprouted the Gardens of Spain 
 
Acoustic caresses stroked 
the face of creation, 
in a sanctuary of  
musical elation 
And stress vanished like 
vapors of a winters breath, 
among concert artistry wealth 
 
From walls of honor 
outside its dress circle, 
the smiles of Caruso, 
Heifetz and Callas 
swathed in purple 
Carrying still, the scent 
of Jackie’s essence 
Church-pew notes, filled 
the Carnegie temple oasis 
and musical divinity 
reflected off faces 
 
I concluded the evening 
spiritually satiated 
with a Moscow-mule, 
Russian Tea-Room ending. 
 
© Joe Treceno  -  09-08-2006 
 
 
 

�
Foggy Morning  - Gene Burch  -  Photographer 

Violin and Guitar  
 Pablo Picasso  - 1913  



         
WHAT WILL WE BRING TO THE TABLE?   

   
It’ s time again for families, extended families 

and significant others to face the joy or agony of Amer-
ica’s Thanksgiving Dinner. Recently I overheard a com-
ment: “Thanksgiving should come every four years like 
the Olympics.”  This negative sentiment has been rein-
forced in the media. 

 
The Thanksgiving Dinner segment of Roseanne 

has become a cult rerun. Roseanne’s mother inflicts guilt 
on her daughters and pits Roseanne against her sister, 
Jacki. Grandma hunts for the next drink. Darlene com-
plains about setting the table. DJ asks, “Who has to die 
for me to sit at the adult table?”  Mrs. Smith’s pumpkin 
pie rules.  Dan tolerates everyone. Roseanne talks to the 
turkey carcass after the family leaves.   Viewers seem to 
identify with the Connor family even though the Connors 
didn’ t pose for the famous Norman Rockwell family say-
ing grace around the table. 

 
 On Thanksgiving Day, when I was young, an 

average of 25 relatives and friends gathered around our 
dining room table with a makeshift extension of two by 
fours on top of four saw horses. My paternal and mater-
nal grandparents were deceased. 

 
Before we could eat we had to fold our hands 

and bow our heads while Dad said the grace. He always   
favored the traditional Roman Catholic Prayer before 
Meals. “Bless us Oh Lord and these gifts that we are 
about to receive from thy bounty through Christ our 
Lord… He substituted Amen with “Slap me the Bread!”  
or “Play Ball!”  

 
Everyone contributed food, folding chairs and 

helped to set up. Even a four-year old could position a 
large serving spoon on top of the slippery white moun-
tain peak of mashed potatoes dripping with butter. Aunt 
Minnie brought fresh pear pies baked with the fruit from 
her trees.  Great Uncle Louie fermented his wine with 
grapes picked every year near Lake Erie. Aunt Mary 
made the best pumpkin pie. My cousin, Bobby, an excel-
lent hunter, provided the turkey and a tender venison 
roast. 

 
 After dinner the teenagers washed and dried the 
dishes in the kitchen.  Out of the view of the adults the 
clean up crew secretly guzzled the leftover wine from the 
glasses. When I was fifteen I clung to the sides of the 
stove for dear life as the kitchen spun around. That night 
I hung on to the sides of my bed. Since then I sip--but 
slowly. 

 
 
 
One year my mom bought a portable electric 

roasting unit. "No more getting up during the night to 
check the turkey," she rationalized.  At 4:00 AM a putrid 
smell woke everyone up. “What the hell are you trying to 
do?”  Dad yelled at Mom.  The house was filled with 
smoke because a turkey wing stuck to the side of the pan 
and burned to the bone. We were thankful the venison 
was cooked to perfection but my Dad missed his favorite 
drumstick. 

 
Every other year our guest was Hus Deniki, a real 

hobo, who my grandfather, a gandy dancer, met while 
working on the Baltimore & Ohio Railroad. The loud 
train whistles heralded Hus’s arrival. He came empty 
handed with a huge appetite and tall tales about the ad-
ventures of traveling in a boxcar from the East Coast to 
West Coast during the seasonal changes. Hus ate nonstop 
for two hours. The little kids always believed he had a 
wooden leg. 

 
Last Thanksgiving in Prague my son found out a 

turkey was not a member of the European Union but was 
native to North America.  His company offered to cook 
dinner for 35 Americans but couldn’ t find a turkey be-
cause the Czech-speaking butchers saw a turkey. My son 
flapped his arms, bent his knees, extended his neck up and 
down and gobbled across the shop. No luck. Thanksgiv-
ing Eve my son called, “We found a 35 pound turkey. 
Hope it isn’ t an ostrich! “  

 
Today Americans continue the turkey tradition 

with the help of caterers, supermarkets and restaurants. 
Holiday packages offer a fresh, frozen, smoked or baked 
turkey; rolls, mashed potatoes, cranberries, gravy and 
Mrs. Smith’s pies with a promise of plenty of leftovers. 

 
What can we bring to the table? If not Grandma’s 

chestnut stuffing or Aunt Mary’s cranberry soufflé, per-
haps we can bring gratitude, forgiveness, encouragement, 
hope, wisdom, life experience, a helping hand or appre-
ciation for one another. Bringing something of ourselves 
to the table would again make Thanksgiving a special 
day. 

 
 

© Carole Longo 
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All photos in this newsletter are subjects for poems in our new anthology.  Create a poem in 
reference to one of these photos to submit for the Artsbridge 2007 Spring Anthology, or if you 
have a painting or photo to submit for the anthology, please email to Judabah@aol.com, or 
bring a copy to the writers group meeting.  

With Authors permission, all poems published in this newsletter will be entered in the Anthol-
ogy submissions process.  Since many of these poems are a work in progress presented ini-
tially in the group meetings, and the poem may be selected from the newsletters by the editors, 
the Author will be able to revise and submit a final version before publication.  Due to the 
limitation of space in this newsletter, other poems or prose read at the meetings are also being 
considered for submission.  During the selection process, all Authors will be contacted by the 
editors for legal permission to enter their work into the anthology and for final changes. 
 
Any poem published in our own Writers Group Newsletter may still be submitted to other lit-
erary magazines and contests. Since it is an internal publication for the Artsbridge/River Poets 
members, it is not considered commercially published, for example a literary magazine, or an 
anthology, or online ezine, so is still eligible for submission elsewhere as an unpublished 
work. 
 
When we publish our own anthology book which will be commercially available to the public 
and one or more of your poems have been accepted for the book, then you would need to sign 
a rights to publication agreement giving one time rights for the anthology. You then have to 
acknowledge the previous publication to wherever you submit it to next, which the publisher 
either lists on an acknowledgement page, or under the poem, for ex. previously published by 
Artsbridge/title of Anthology & date published.  Alternately if you submit a poem for the Arts-
bridge anthology, it is accepted for inclusion, and it has been previously published by another 
publication, then our anthology would need to acknowledge where your poem had been pub-
lished before. Dependent on the literary publication or contest, some publishers seek work 
never before published, and others have no preference as long as you acknowledge where it 
was previously published. 
 

Individual works are copyr ight © by their  respective creators.   
No poem/prose may be reproduced without express permission by the author . 


