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Editor ial: 
 
The summer flew by, as it always does for  children, 
as well as adults, but our  Autumn is pleasant and 
fair ly warm, and there’s the holidays to look       
forward to just around the corner . 
 
In this Fiction/Prose Issue we have a wonderful  
selection of Stor ies, Prose, as well as a few Poems         
scattered, along with Ar t and Photography. 
 
In our  special guest section of this issue I  am           
introducing Corey Amaro, who I  discovered quite       
accidentally sur fing the net.  Corey Amaro has the 
hear t and soul of a Poet/Ar tist, and lives the life.  
She is sure to enchant you with her  photography 
and prose.  Be sure to check out her  web site.  So 
much to see, read and treasure. 
 
On page 6 and 7 you will find Chapter  Two of Joe 
D’Marco’s charming children’s story, “ The Royal 
Adventures of Zoom and Gideon.  Look for         
chapter  Three in the Autumn Quarter ly. 
 
On page 8-11, read Mason Loika’s seductive story 
about a life-changing encounter . 
 
Phil Nerges’s, excerpt from his book, “ The Othen 
Street Chronicle,”  on page 16-19, is a per fect      
example of quiet controlled dialogue between a 
couple, delivered in an intr iguing style.  Look for  
more stor ies from this promising wr iter . 
 
On Page 12, introducing new member Norma Jean 
Aberman and her  mystical poem, “ Wailing Song of 
the Native,”  beautifully rendered. 
 
Sandy Hitschler ’s eloquent tender  tr ibute to her  
Mother-in-law, “ The Leprechauns’  Last Dance,”  
on page 20 is a must read.   
 
Carole Harr is’s “ Fungi Pickin Mama”  an excerpt 
from her  book on growing up I talian, is another  
delightfully descr iptive read from Carole. 
 
There are some interesting var iations in poetic 
styles spr inkled throughout.  Read L iz Bowman’s 
thought provoking poem on Osama, Joe Treceno’s 
tr ibute to the Metropolitan, new poems by Bill 
Donlen, a dark poem by George Dabrowski and a 
special poem by Maynard Johnson.                                
- Judith Lawrence 
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Artsbr idge/River Poets 
Flash Fiction Contest 

(500 word limit) 
 

Fr iday, Nov. 30, 7:00 - 10:00 PM 
 

Full Moon Café, 23 Br idge St. 
Lamber tville, NJ 

609-397-1096 
 

Reservations Recommended 
Open to the public 

 
 Pr izes to be awarded 

  
$10 Cover Charge Includes 

 Hors de Oeuvres &  Beverages 
 

BYOB 

 

ANTHOLOGIES UPDATE 
 

The 2007 Ar tsbr idge/River  Poets anthology is       
almost ready to publish.  Author /Ar t publishing 
release forms are being received with final edits, 
and I  am looking at cost estimates for  publication.  
I  hope to have the anthology published by Decem-
ber  or  ear ly January.   Due to the delay on the 
“ River  Poets”  Anthology, the 55 word Anthology 
will be published in Winter  - 2008.  I  am still        
seeking black &  white sketches for  that anthology. 
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Announcing The “ River Poets Note Card Ser ies”  
 

A group of River Poets Ar tists/Photographers and Fr iends have begun a ser ies of beauti-
ful Note Cards combining Poems/Haiku/Ar t &  Photography.  We plan to sell them in 
packs of 10 at all of our events.  I f you would like to contr ibute either shor t poem/haiku/
ar t or photography to the ser ies, please forward your work through email or call for snail 
mail address to mail them to.     judithlawrence@comcast.net or phone (215)638-2493 
 
Proceeds will be divided equally between the Authors/Ar tists/Photographers and a River 
Poets account to be used for event pr izes, and supplies. 

      
 

first frost –  
my garden©s last tomatoes  

green on the sill 
 
 
�  Kathe Palka 

       
 " When Pigs Fly"  

 
Silently twir ling 

baker  cord hangs.. 
You greet me each morning 

through window panes. 
Of wood and paint 

not flesh and feather . 
Your  mouth wide open 

an invite to enter . 
Wrens sit on your  snout, 

j ump onto your  legs. 
Small twigs fill your  belly, 

eggs to be laid. 
Hand crafted by Humans 

not that of God’s. 
You are just a pig 

that happens to fly, 
how odd.. 

 �  Joseph W. D’Marco 
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in my studio 
colors melt on wet paper  

 translate into ar t 
   

 
 �  Judith A. Lawrence 

 
 

 

River  Poets  
Collective Note Card Ser ies - 2007 

 
Published Through L illy Press 



 4 

 
 

 Featured Guest  
Corey Amaro 

Bio: 
 
I  am Amer ican who has lived in France for  near ly 20 years. My husband is French, and when we met in 
San Francisco, he spoke several words in English and I  spoke three words in French; moi, beaucoup-
bucks and oh-la-la.  L©Amour followed!  My tales are woven from my exper iences of living and loving 
France.  Mostly stor ies collected at the, marché aux puces, (flea market,) in the south of France.  Tales of 
linens, letters, vintage scraps, and moments of these worn true objects whisper ing in my ear .  
  
...life is too shor t to say no... 
I  left a beautiful country on a yes for  love... 
love has lessons that nothing better  can give 
 
Corey Amaro 
 

Some of us feel, at one time or  
another ... a desire to fully ex-
press the inner  tide of who we 
are. To be able to live abun-
dantly our  deepest longings, and 
yet dur ing these moments the 
reality of our  lives holds us 
back. The day-to-day life of 
commitments and expectations, 
time restraints and budget, the 
constant call of choice.... 
 
The tender  ache of holding 
back, or  worse the waiting to 
the point of forgetting that 
which is at the core of our   
desire. Maybe the inner  desire 
can be expressed, lived and 
shared, wherever  we are to 
some extent...instead of an all or  
nothing approach.    
 

Honor your  desire by planting a seed of it somewhere.  Let it take root in a small gesture, a simple act, 
by wr iting our  desire on a stone and tossing it in a r iver ... wr ite a word a day to yourself and put it in a 
jar  by your  bedside...follow your  hear t by dancing at midnight under  the moon... or  give yourself per-
mission to not be per fect... draw an ink tattoo on yourself of the image of your  desire... create a collage 
on your  bathroom mir ror ...make vegetable monsters to conquer your  fear ...put love letters to yourself 
under  your  pillow...every-time you see that which you long for , say your  name out loud.  
 
I f you long for  it to be true then plant your  longing in your  hear t©s garden and water  it regular ly  
with symbolic gesture.  �  Corey Amaro  - October  14, 2007  

Photo: An oil painting in an antique shop in Venice, with a reflection of   
another painting behind it.  �  Corey Amaro 
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I t wasn©t a real cameo. 
I t wasn©t lace  
made from the nuns  
in some faraway place. 
 
The book wasn©t leather  bond,  
in fact pages were missing. 
The pear ls...fake and the  
diamonds rhinestones. 
 
I t was just ordinary tr inkets 
from the flea market. 
 
Yet it was real, it was there, 
it was moments of life, gathered, 
claimed worthy and 
blossomed anew.. 
 
 
 

 
The little day to day things,  
the words that pass between,  
 
the gestures unseen,  
the hear t on the sleeve,  
the bits and pieces that make up life.  
 
Hold that which is dear  near  you,  
and that which is hard hold closer . 
 
Corey Amaro  - October  12, 2007  
 

 
 
 
 
To view more of Corey’s lovely Photos and to read her  Blog click on the link below. 
 
http://willows95988.typepad.com/  

 
 

Photo: A gather ing of flea market finds for  a fr iend.  �  Corey Amaro 

Featured Guest - Page 2 
Corey Amaro 
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"Furry Kings: The Royal Adventures of Zoom and Gideon"  
 

Story by Joseph W. D’Marco 
I llustrations by Heather  C. Messner  

  
Chapter  Two: " Settling In" 

 
I t was a palace, a grand palace. I t was so large that Zoom had 
to look side to side so he could see it all. I t was going to be fun 
explor ing their  new kingdom he thought. The dr iveway 
curved one last time before the truck entered a three car       
garage. Mrs. Sue opened her  door  and exited. She walked to 
the passenger door  and opened it. Zoom and Gideon wagged 
their  tails as Mrs. Sue lifted Zoom. She set him down onto the 
cool floor  and then did the same with Gideon. She clapped 
her  hands and began to walk towards stairs leading to a door . 
Mr. Mike unloaded the suit cases. 
 
" Pay attention now Zoom,"  Gideon whispered, but it did not 
matter . Zoom was watching a black ant crawl up the door . 
Zoom’s head was quickly moving back and for th and up and 
down to keep up with it. Mrs. Sue opened a door  and a loud 
beeping noise echoed throughout the garage. This sound must 
be announcing their  ar r ival Gideon thought. He straightened 
his posture in response. She went to a wall, and using her       
fingers, silenced it. Looking down at Gideon she spoke to him. 
He knew the word " water"  and let his tongue hang out so 
Mrs. Sue knew he was thirsty. She filled a silver  bowl at the 
sink and placed it in front of him. He drank the cool water .  

I t refreshed him after  the long journey.  
 
" Zoom, do you want a dr ink?"  Gideon asked. He looked around to see Zoom still watching the black 
ant.   
 
" What, water?"  Zoom blur ted out.  
 
" I  wish you would pay more attention,"  Gideon replied frustrated.  
 
Zoom came along side Gideon and drank. Mrs. Sue opened the refr igerator  and the Kings felt the cool 
air  come out. " What do you think that is?"  Gideon asked. She placed two orange sticks in front of them. 
Zoom began eating his immediately. Gideon sniffed it. He did not eat anything unless he smelled it first. 
I t amazed him what Zoom put in his mouth; a mole, dr ied dir t, a bird. " We are Kings for  goodness 
sakes,"  Gideon would remind Zoom. He began eating his now. I t was sweet and juicy. He heard Mrs. 
Sue call them carrots. Gideon licked his lips, tasting the last of his carrot. " Don’ t forget where Mrs. Sue 
got the car rots from,"  he said to Zoom. Zoom was still crunching the last piece of his carrot but nodded. 
Mrs. Sue clapped her  hands again, turned and began to walk. The Kings followed as they began a tour  
of their  new palace.  
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Gideon intently listened to Mrs. Sue as she walked and descr ibed each room. One room after  another  
was filled with fine silk and woolen rugs, big wooden furniture and thick heavy drapes. I t seemed as if 
every room had a fireplace. Zoom stared at a L ion’s face on one of the mantles. Thinking it moved, he 
jumped back. Gideon clicked his tongue, shook his head and kept walking.  Mrs. Sue turned corner  after  
corner , went through hallway after  hallway and up floor  after  floor . Even Gideon was getting confused.  
Finally she opened a set of double doors. Gideon saw the enormous bed with its tall carved columns and 
pillows; lots of pillows. " How will we get up that high?"  Gideon whispered.  Just then Mr. Mike lifted 
the Kings onto the bed. Gideon toured the soft bed and then walked in a few circles deciding to lay down 
for  an afternoon nap. He spoke to Zoom, " I ’ve been thinking about what Alex asked us. Where exactly 
are we from?"  But it was too late. Zoom was already asleep. His front and back paws were moving fast 
like he was running. His tail was wagging and his tongue hung loosely over  his lower teeth.  
 
Zoom awoke when he heard a chirping noise. At first, in between the realm of dream and wakefulness, 
he thought perhaps the chirp was in his dream. His eyes opened and focused on Gideon who wasn’ t 
awake but instead talking in his sleep. Thinking that Gideon made the chirp, Zoom put his paw over  his 
mouth so he didn’ t laugh out loud. Zoomed wished Gideon was awake so, for  once, he could let him 
know how undignified making chirping noises in one’s sleep was. Just then the chirping repeated louder . 
Zoom quickly got to his feet and gently walked across the bed. A small grey and white bird sat on the 
window ledge. She spoke first, " Welcome, I  am Clara."   
 
Zoom leaned to the open window and whispered, " I  am Zoom, King of Spaniel."  
  
Clara’s body crouched down, it was the best a bird could do to cur tsey on such a narrow ledge. Clara 
chirped, " I  heard of your  arr ival from Alex."  Zoom smiled and noticed how soothing Clara’s voice was. 
" L ike a song,"  he thought. Gideon woke up and threw a stuffed toy in Zoom’s direction. " Keep quiet, it 
is not time to wake up yet,"  Gideon grumbled. Clara leaned closer  to Zoom, " I  will come to you each 
morning now."  With that she flew away before Zoom could ask her  if she knew where he and Gideon 
came from. Zoom walked gently back to where Gideon slept. He rolled on his side, closed his eyes and 
with Clara’s soothing voice still in his head, dr ifted back to sleep.  
 
 

to be continued... 
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PHANTOM OF THE NIGHT 
         
         �  Mason Loika 
 
I t was a Tootsie Roll kind of dream. Replete with peppermint sticks, Candyland confections and, oh yes, 
Peter  Rabbit.  
 
Peter  Rabbit? Dennis was mutter ing something about Peter  Rabbit on the phone. Standing in the hall-
way, talking into the receiver , but still asleep.  
 
" Wake up! I t©s me,"  the female voice insisted. " I©m downstairs, where do I  park?"   
 
With that sweet cajole, his memory bank deposited the events ear lier  in the evening, and Dennis           
disembarked the Good Ship Lollypop. 

 
*  *  *  *  *  

 

In the summer of 1964, Dennis had just turned 21 and was serving two weeks active duty as a radar         
operator  in one of the Naval Air  Reserve’s antisubmar ine squadrons. While refueling at West Palm 
Beach, an eagle-eyed mechanic spotted a telltale puddle of red fluid underneath the r ight wing -- a      
hydraulic leak. Repairs, the crew was informed, could not be under taken until the following morning. 
Temporar ily grounded, the crew was provided with an unexpected fr inge benefit: overnight                    
accommodation at the downtown Holiday Inn. 
 
George, Dennis’  crewmate, was a good-natured roly-poly twice Dennis©s age. Dennis and the chief 
checked into their  hotel room, unpacked, showered and changed into their  " civvies."  The two of them 
were ready to savor  West Palm©s nightlife, and the nightlife was ready to savor  Dennis. 
 
The twist, Chubby Checker©s dance craze, was the major  social spor ting event of the mid ©60s. Often-
times, a town©s hot spot could be reliably predicted if it bore the word " twist"  in its name. New York 
and Miami had the Peppermint Twist Lounge, West Palm Beach had the Lemon Twist. The name        
whispered to them, and Dennis and George followed the ruminations of their  fancies as the elevator  
groaned its way downstairs, where they pushed open glass doors to cross the street. They walked in like 
two lost lemmings. 
 
The moment Dennis and George entered the timeworn ballroom, Dennis locked eyes with a middle-aged 
blonde. She stared back approvingly, reflecting a cascade of desire. 
 
Dennis maneuvered over  to an oblong bar  and took the barstool to her  r ight, his eyes continuing to  
grapple hers. To the blonde’s left sat an older  polite fellow wear ing glasses and a nondescr ipt rumpled 
suit. 
 
A rock ’n roll number erupted from the jukebox. Dennis asked the blonde to dance, and she followed his 
lead. 
 
Then the jukebox played the Shirelles, “ Dedicated to the One I  Love.”  The two of them bumped and 
gr inded against one another  as if tomorrow would never  come. 
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They never  asked each other ’s names, yet to Dennis, nothing existed but her . He became an all-Jello 
kind of guy. 
 
As they reclaimed their  seats at the bar , he offered to buy her  a dr ink. " No, let him,"  she motioned        
toward the rumpled suit. " I t makes him happy."  
 
Dennis moved the blonde to a table, ignor ing the indiscreet br ight lighting. Their  minds touched again, 
and he popped the question. 
 
" Come with me to my hotel room. I  want you."  
" No, I  can©t,"  she answered. " I©ll disappoint you."  
" Nah, you won©t! How could you disappoint me? You©ve got to come with me."  
" Ser iously, I  know what I©m talking about."  Her  countenance waned. " I©ll disappoint you."  
Dennis began to beg. " Please, come to my hotel room. I  need you. Please."  
She br ightened, and contemplated. “ Okay,”  she relented. “ But I©ve got to go home first and check on my 
kids.”  
" Oh, that©s just an excuse,"  Dennis countered. " What are the odds of your  really coming back to see 
me?"  
" I©d say about nine chances out of 10."  
Those are great odds; Dennis shut up. 
 
The future lovers said their  goodbyes, and Dennis returned to his hotel room. As he dr ifted off to sleep, 
Dennis prayed to put the " holiday"  back into this Holiday Inn. 

 
*  *  *  *  *  

 
The phone rang loudly, Dennis snapped upward and picked up the receiver . " I©m downstairs. Where do 
I  park?"  a woman’s voice asked. 
Peter  Rabbit immediately dissolved as Dennis realized a defining moment was at hand. He stammered, 
" Oh anywhere, anywhere!"  
" Come on, be ser ious. Where do I  park?"  she asked again. 
Dennis’  thinking cap found first gear . " Over  on the nor th side. Use the parking lot there."  
" Good. I©ll be up in five minutes."  Click. 
Dressed in his skivvies, he sat at attention on his bed in the dark, immobilized by the conflict between 
wonder and anticipation. 
 
Exactly five minutes later , a soft rap murmured on the door . Dennis arose, crossed the room in three  
giant steps and opened the door  inward. She stood before him. He reached out his hand, took hers and 
led her  in.  Instinct took over . 
 
Dennis showered her  with abandon. He invented new kisses. He said all the words he always hoped he 
could say. He was all over  her .  As he unbuttoned the top two buttons of her  blouse, she interrupted the 
proceedings. " Wait,"  she instructed. She turned around and stepped toward the hotel room©s dressing 
bureau. In the almost complete darkness, he could barely see her . She maintained a position so that only 
her  back faced him. She took off her  wig. The shoulder-length blonde hair  was an illusion; her  hair  was 
black and ended at the nape of her  neck. 
 
Next, she took off her  blouse. And skir t. And fake bra. She knelt down to remove her  underwear, then 
stood up. The room was so dark he could see only black hair  and the vague outline of her  back. 



 10 

 
 

Naked, she turned around. She paused a moment, then walked into his outstretching arms. He kissed 
her  again, this time tentatively, cautiously. 
  
His hands moved in small circles over  her  naked back and discovered her  skin was bumpy, rough to the 
touch. He continued his circular  caresses. Her  body seemed to be clothed in indentations with no         
pattern. 
 
Dennis drew her  close and found she had no breasts at all. Damned if he could even find her  nipples. He 
felt helpless, a cascading invasion of dread pour ing over  him. He explored fur ther , expecting everything. 
 
And as quickly as pain accompanies a branding iron, realization set in. 
 
She had been burned in a fire. The disfigurement between her  waist and her  neck was complete. There 
wasn©t a smooth spot on her  front, her  sides, or  her  back. 
 
The tragedy had completely destroyed her  breasts. The reason he couldn’ t find her  nipples was she had 
none. 
 
How had her  disfigurement affected her? This must have been why the phantom insisted she would        
disappoint him. 
 
Dennis exper ienced two reactions: relief and elation. He now wanted her  more than anything else in the 
wor ld. He took her  to bed and began to make love to this mystical being. And a natural event endemic to 
South Flor ida summers made its presence known. 
 
As the newly declared couple began to find a rhythm toward ecstasy, a thunderstorm formed east of the 
hotel. The couple©s consciousness remained with the fervor  of their  moment, but the accompaniment of 
this light and sound show punctuated their  thrashing about.. 
 
As the tempo of the couple©s lovemaking approached a fever ish pace and the excitement they fed to one 
another  recycled itself, the thunderstorm drew closer  to take a better  look, exhaling br ighter  and 
br ighter  lightning flashes as an ever-noticeable rattling of the furniture in the room announced           
temporary molecular  displacements. 
 
Their  ignition spark reaffirmed the universe. At the exact instant they could say they truly knew each 
other  (in the biblical sense) - not a millisecond before or  after , but the precise instant – a lightning bolt 
struck the hotel, the room erupted into a blinding white light, the scent of air  filled with boiling water , 
the walls shook with an ear-deafening thunder and the couple©s bodies vibrated with the explosion of air  
exploding and imploding simultaneously. 
 
Dennis had met God. 
 

*  *  *  *  *  
 
More than 40 years have passed since that night. Dennis did manage to extract a phone number from 
her , but the number belonged to a beer-and-wine bar  where no one claimed to know her . 
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So Dennis meanders through life with an occasional wayward wistfulness in his eyes. When he tells his 
story, he provokes laughter  with each telling, yet laughter  is not what Dennis seeks. He longs to find his 
blonde lady and tell her how fr ivolous her  fears were about disappointing him. 
 
On that magical night, Dennis’s hear t was opened up by a vixen, a siren, a misbegotten creature whose 
body was a vir tual collage of scar  tissue. She, only she, commanded the forces of the universe around 
him. 
 
Dennis reveres her  and sometimes curses her , as he has become a victim of his own delight. You see, 
once upon a time his hear t became forever  impr isoned by the Phantom of the Night. 

 

The Siren, by John William Waterhouse (circa 1900) 
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Wailing Song of the Native 
White Feather , White Bird cc 1/7/03 

  � Norma Jean Aberman   

 
The natives wailed the song of sorrow 
There would be no tomorrows. 
 
For  the wor ld they embraced 
Had extinguished this beautiful race. 
 
The natives gathered to smoke their  pipe, 
To gather  fruit, to preserve their  life. 
 
My people, so gifted and proud 
Diminished by the ominous clouds. 
 
L ike the dolphins, you came to teach 
 To bless this ear th with knowledge, 
You came within reach. 
 
The drums are beating, calling me home 
Where the honored buffalo roam. 
 
Where you can hear  the warr iors cry. 
Where the mountains appear as high as the sky. 
 
Where the deser t was once your  calling ground 
When you stay silent, you can listen to the sounds. 
 
Mystics, Shamans, prolific and revered 

for  their  presence, their  healing, 
Personifying what was imminently clear . 
 
The beaded cloth, the deeply worn moccasins, 
The saddle blankets that were frayed and torn. 
 
The rugs with their  intr icate weave, 
The passing of the way of life you will gr ieve. 
 
Their  dark hair , their  piercing eyes 
 str ipped away the shallowness 
As they prepared to die. 
 
Their  bravery, courage was legion bent. 
The raven flew, or  was it sent? 
 
To foretell the magic in the air  
We are not fr ightened, or  are we scared? 

The initiation of the hawk 
Fueled the spir it, we walked the talk. 
 
You polluted the streams, this we knew. 
The food was sparse and few. 
 
Our dignity was r ich with prosper ity, 
 You did not understand 
 The finite difference between woman and 
man. 
 
This life is temporary and fleeting. 
There will be many greetings. 
 
The animals that we know so well 
Have been gifted to us, so we may tell. 
 
They come to us as fr iends in our  dreams. 
To warn us of impending schemes, 
 different themes. 
 
To inspire us to reach for  heaven 
To know the meaning of the number seven. 
 
The ravaged land that we cher ish 
This cruelty that flour ished. 
 
This toxic waste that we dump arbitrar ily 
Distor ting, being contrary. 
 
This ear th, our  mother , 
Honor, love, touch as you would your  father ,   
sister , brother  
 Fr iend, lover . 
 
This ear th is profound. 
You are the stranger  whose feet touch this sacred 
ground. 
 
Be not spar ing in your  vision. 
I t is never  too late for  your  decision 
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On October  20, 2007 
  
I  lay across my morning bed 
 Awake, not yet alive 
My mind continued dreaming, 
 The clock alarming five. 
  
Still, dreams or  thoughts, 
 No matter  which, were all of you 
There, not here. 
Contained not harbored 
 A thousand miles away. 
Me, a pr isoner  of time and clime 
Shackled to the exigencies of air lines 
 Bent on bottom line. 
  
So, 
 Your  bags arr ived 
 Ahead of you  
With only barest, basest explanation. 
There was space for  them, not you. 
  
In utter  frustration, 
 Lamenting time not spent 
 Devour ing a beautiful Cape with you, 
I  bide my bor ing time alone 
 At EWR 
Wasting the time, now slipt past 
 Without you, 
Yet filled with anticipant delight 
 At your  arr ival 
  
4:53 
  
Bill Donlen  October  20, 2007  All r ights reserved 
 
 

Lullaby of P-Town 
  
Waiting patiently 
For  the show to begin 
Showman all pr imed 
 Ear  to ear  gr in 
Lullaby to star t 
Warm up those keys 
Play my request, maestro, Please 
  
Make a lonely Sunday night 
 A little br ighter . 
Make a dull and cloudy Night lighter . 
  
So, on with the show, 
 Ready, set, let’s go 
How many will we know? 
How many brand new? 
Fine musical review! 
  
Rounds of sound applause, 
 Dim the light, 
  Draw the gauze 
We all get a little younger 
Music History 
 Laced with literary hunger 
Sated by the vir tuoso 
 Seated at the Baldwin 
  
Reminiscing through a culture 
  Which shaped generations 
  From the stage 
  
Song and dance, 
thin plots, 
fancy sets, 
  
and a lullaby to star t the night. 
 
Bill Donlen  September 9, 2007  All r ights reserved  
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The Meeting Place 
 

Mounting the Metropolitan’s  
 grand steps, 
  I  feel guided by 
   a spir itual compass, 
filling me religiously 
 as no cathedral ever  has. 
  Always we enjoyed 
   the museum, 
its collections of antiquity 
 and ar t to the extreme. 
 
Reveling in Tiepolo, Monet 
 and Lautrec raptures, 
  illuminating the soul  
   in cultural captures. 
I ts permanent collection, 
 paintings and hollow knights, 
  the migration of 
   informative sights. 
Bastion of civilization, 
 embraced in 
  intellectual elation. 
 
Walls hung with miracles 
 breathed in rhythmic ecstasy. 
  Guessed at God and wore 
   the sunlight of eternity. 
 

 
 
An evening str ing quar tet, 
 open bar  concer t. 
  I  listen for  the  
   Nessun Dorma chant, 
and wait for  the music to enchant. 
 So with life’s twilight gaining, 
  I  asked my love; 
 
“ In the event one of us 
 passes to the great above, 
  shouldn’ t we select a place 
   where one can wait for  
the other?”  
 “ Perhaps under  the 
  exhibition banners 
   at these same steps?”  
 
“ Yes,”  she mischievously added, 
 “ Only, over  by the hot-dog car t.”  
    
   � Joe Treceno, 8/17/2007 
 

Photography   -  Dwight Davidson 
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Many years ago, I  was at a Wr iters conference.  I  was a beginning Poet then, quite green, so 
came to listen, and I  thought to read, but the couple poems I  brought with me stayed hidden at 
the bottom of my satchel.  I  was a bit intimidated by the workshops and the cr itiques, so cut a 
class and sat on a window ledge wonder ing what I  was really doing there?   
 
An older  Poet stopped to chat, and dur ing our  conversation, he read a poem to me.  The poem 
moved me for  it’s quiet dignity and bittersweet expression.  I  asked the Poet for  a copy.  After  
awhile, it got tucked away with so many other  poems, and bits and pieces of things I  gathered 
over  the years.   
 
But something about this par ticular  poem lingered.  Over  time, I  would find myself recalling a 
line or  two out of nowhere, as if it whispered to me.  Following my recent move, while unpack-
ing, the poem slipped to the floor  from one of my folders.  I  re-read it, and the lure of the poem 
touched me once again.   
 
I  tr ied to find the Author  online, but soon realized he would most likely be deceased by now.  I  
would like to share this poem with you.    Judith Lawrence 
 

 
A Dusting of Sparrows 
 
We came once to a cross-road. 
I  don’ t remember, 
a long time ago, it was 
an intersecting of our  lives. 
 
You wandered off to 
a dusting of sparrows 
in a field nearby, 
watching them, 
whisper ing to them 
in your  secret way. 
 
Across the road a half-dollar  
shone like an old love, 
drawing me.  Stooping down 
I  at once remembered, 
I  like sparrows too, 
 
but when I  turned 
the sparrows had gone, 
and you had grown 
feathers  
and flown. 
 
� Maynard Johnson 
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THE THRILL IS GONE 
 

(Excerpt from the novel “ The Othen Street Chronicle” ) 
 

   �  Phil Nerges  
 

In Pr inceton, Marcelle picked out a restaurant on Nassau Street.   I  couldn’ t help thinking what Emily 
had said to me, about having money to go out, but not to get Sarah’s tooth fixed.  The words were on my 
mind as we ate.   
 
Marcelle remarked that I  was quiet, and asked if anything was wrong.  I  told her  that Emily had come 
over  to pick up Sarah and Kevin ear lier , and that we had had an ugly exchange, but didn’ t go into        
detail.   
 
Marcelle said that was too bad, but didn’ t press for  any details.  “ We’ ll go for  a walk after  dinner , and 
you can tell me about it if you like,”  she said, and left it at that.     
 
Our  dinner  was pleasant.  I  was fascinated by the families there, imagining them connected to the        
university in some way, well dressed, intelligent looking people with a relaxed air .  I  found myself  
daydreaming about story-book lives of people who could afford to send their  well adjusted kids to Ivy 
League schools.  One man, in his mid-twenties, having dinner  by himself was absorbed in a book about 
Riemannian Geometry, would look up from time to time as if to make sure that he was still in the same 
place.   
 
As amusing as these meander ings were, I  shook them off and looked to Marcelle: “ you look ter r ific     
tonight,”  I  said.  I  should have said more, but didn’ t.  She thanked me, smiled a little, and looked at her  
plate as though she was not entirely comfor table with a compliment.   
  
After  dinner , we crossed Nassau Street. and walked through iron gates into the campus, past ivy covered 
stone buildings that looked very old, down slate sidewalks, beneath gaslights and pampered trees.   
 
I  told her  that Emily had come over  to pick up Sarah and Michael.  I  paused, wonder ing what her          
reaction was going to be, then opened up about what Emily had said, and about playing The Thrill Is 
Gone really loud when we star ted to argue. I  did it in anger , and now was thoroughly humiliated by it.   
 
“ So that’s how men act when they are the custodial parent.  You’ re a bastard,”  Marcelle said                 
half-kidding, half-ser ious.   
 
We passed through an archway beneath a building that looked more like a for tress than a dormitory, 
down a stairway, into a cour tyard surrounded on three sides by stone walls going up three stor ies, 
topped with slots for  archers for  a decorative effect.    
 
Marcelle told me that she liked what Emily had shouted at me.  “ I t was true,”  she said thinking out loud, 
but didn’ t say what was true, or  wait for  an answer.  After  a confusing pause, she finished with: 
“ cigarettes are such an awful waste of money.   You have to treat yourself better  than that.”    
 
After  crossing the square, we passed beneath another  archway on the far  side of the building, out to a 
street.  We were off of the campus, in the town again.   
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“ So you left your  wife and kids sobbing in the dr iveway?”  
 
I  began to feel anxious, but instead of answer ing, waited to hear  what she would say next.  We turned 
the corner , onto Nassau Street.   
 
“ Are you that cold,”  she asked?  I  wondered if something unpleasant was coming, but she was holding 
my hand in a way that was reassur ing, and there was nothing angry or condescending in the tone of her  
voice; it was sympathetic and confusing, all at once.   
 
I  didn’ t know how to answer those questions, whether  I  should just say yes, or  try to defend myself.  We 
crossed the street, turned down another  that was just barely wide enough for  cars, through a              
passageway, and out into a square filled with trendy shops.   
 
“ I  feel awful about it,”  I  confessed. “ I  can’ t believe that I  did that.”   
 
Marcelle stopped to look at an outfit in one of the shop windows.  She brought her  free hand up to the 
window as though she might be able to reach through the glass to feel the fabr ic of the dress on the  
mannequin.   
 
“ I  love it,”  she said.   
 
The light from the window cast a flatter ing glow on her  face.  She turned to me and asked me if I  liked 
it.  I  did.  She studied it for  a few moments more before we resumed our  stroll. 
 
She stopped and faced me, switching the conversation back to Emily.  “ You lost that one.  You looked 
like the bad guy.”   She never  let go of my hand as she spoke.  “ You looked like a hear tless bastard.”  
 
I  could only agree with her , but at the same time became aware of the contradiction between what she 
was saying, the tone of her  voice, and the reassurance of her  hand.  I  did feel confident though, that she 
was enjoying it in some odd way, and was in control of where the conversation was headed.   
 
We wound our  way back onto Nassau Street, and sat at a bench on the far  side of the street.  The 
weather  was growing warmer, but now that we had stopped walking, a chill began to set in and we 
closed our  jackets.  Marcelle amused herself watching the couples walk by, college aged mostly, in jeans, 
with knapsacks, some in faded military type jackets with emblems of punk bands.   
 
Marcelle turned toward me and looked into my eyes as if she could see inside, then said, “ if you want to 
know how a man is going to treat you, see how they treat their  ex wives, or  their  dogs.”   She looked back 
to the street, but still seemed relaxed.  She wasn’ t expecting an answer.   
 
The conversation paused.  I  began to feel uncomfor table, a sense of dread even.  She turned to me again, 
and took my other  hand too.  
 
“ You’ re going to have to find a better  way to respond than that,”  Marcelle said.  “ You shouldn’ t have 
played that song.  You took the bait, and now you are the one who feels like shit…I  wonder if she        
rehearsed it?”   
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Marcelle was looking at me, nodding her  head up and down as if prodding me for  agreement.  
 
“ The only thing that matters here is the tooth.  Get the damn tooth fixed.  Forget about Emily, and 
that’s enough of that.   There are happier  things to think about.  I  know a place in New Brunswick that 
has live bands; would you take me there?”   
 
A half hour  later  we were in a bar  in another  university town a few miles up the road from Pr inceton.  I t 
was too small to have live bands, but did anyway.  We, in our  ear ly 40s, were the oldest people there.  
Most of the others were in their  20’s,  in punk band tee shir ts, tank tops, tattoos.  Colored stage         
spotlights pierced through a heavy cigarette-smoke fog that burned my eyes.   
 
There was no stink of per fume there, only a thick heat and humidity formed of sweat from tightly 
packed young bodies.   
 
Marcelle seemed to know where she was going and pulled me though a crowd so dense that we had to 
turn sideways to slide between people spor ting purple Mohawk haircuts and denim jackets covered with 
patches, most of the people oblivious of our  intrusion except for  a few creepy looking guys checking out 
Marcelle out as we moved towards the source of the music.    
 
The band, wear ing br ightly colored suits, was playing a music that dr ifted between reggae to rock to 
jazz.  Marcelle called it Ska Music.  A trombone player  wear ing a sweat soaked white pinstr ipe suit and 
a Blues-Brothers fedora hat was blowing into a trombone so hard that I  thought his cheeks were going 
to burst.   I  kept waiting for  the slide of the trombone to poke someone in the eye, but it always seemed 
to just miss, moving up or  around at the last instant.   
 
A saxophone player  wear ing a br ight red suit and blue tie per formed a solo that excited the crowd.  He 
was followed by the organ player  who enthusiastically assured the mass of bodies before him that they 
were the best group that they had ever  played for .  The audience marveled to hear  that they were the 
best, and they knew deep in their  hear ts that they were.  They cheered, they sweated, they drank more 
beer , and pushed closer  to the stage.  The trombone player  responded to the cheers with a laugh and a 
gr in, and blew even harder  into the horn.   
 
Marcelle pulled me to the small area where they were dancing.  I t was different than the singles dances, 
nothing like I  had seen before, fists and feet flaying wildly about with a violent sensuality, mostly guys, 
drops of sweat flying off of them into the crowd.  
 
I  studied Marcelle’s face in the dim light as she watched the dancers.  Reflections from stage lights were 
visible in her  eyes.  She was fascinated by the dancers, though didn’ t seem interested in joining them.   
 
She looked to me as if to gauge my interest, then smiled and squeezed my hand to coax my approval.  I  
was fascinated by it too, but also wondered why she had brought me there.  I t was as though she had 
been drawn there, by something unknown to me, and I  couldn’ t help but wonder about it.   
 
We listened to more than a dozen songs before we left. I t was a shock to step into the chilly night air          
after  the heat and humidity.  Our  wet clothes chilled fast once we were outside.   We wrapped our  arms 
around each other  as we walked to the car .  I  remarked to Marcelle that this was probably the place 
where my kids would be headed in a few years.    
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“ Yes, it is, she said, that place is the best.”    
 
A woman, probably in her  20s, wear ing combat boots and a plaid skir t, looked like she was about to get 
sick as we passed.  For  me, the club was a puzzling, though enjoyable piece of stimuli to close out a very 
confusing week for  me.  Seeing the woman getting sick tr iggered the inevitable slideshow in my mind.  
 
I  thought of the nauseating fuel oil at Green Island, the smokestacks, of the way that Emily’s face         
contor ted as she shouted at me, Marcelle’s smile, Sarah’s tooth, juvenile detectives, how hot it had been 
inside the club, and the saxophone solo that I  had just listened to.    
 
On the way back to Marcelle’s she thanked me for  going with her .  I t had been fun for  me too, but I  was 
a little bit surpr ised she would go to a club like that; she had never  shown any interest in that music 
since I  had known her .   
 
“ There were some tough looking characters in there,”  I  said.   “ Maybe,”  she said, “ but it’s not a bad 
place.  Once in a while somebody gets punched or  kicked while they are dancing; that’s about it.”    
 
She had gone to college in New Brunswick, and used to go there with her  fr iends.  There were a lot of 
memor ies there for  her , and she liked to go back every so often to think about times when life was a little 
simpler .   
 
“ The faces are different now,”  Marcelle said, “ but it is still just kids trying to have fun on a Saturday.”    
 
I  called Billy from Marcelle’s.  He was playing video games with Michael, and I  relaxed a little because 
they were well, and I  didn’ t have to rush home.   
 
Marcelle lit candles and made tea.  I  had worr ied about telling her  about what had happened at the 
house in the afternoon, but she was very affectionate now, and by the time I  left, The Thrill Is Gone  
was no longer  playing in my mind. 
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THE LEPRECHAUNS’ LAST DANCE 
   �  Sandy Hitschler  

 
I  used to hate Norman Rockwell’s paintings. 
They made me feel unlucky; no one’s life could ever  go so smoothly. 
 
But today, my mother-in-law proved me wrong.  At 80, hear t feeble, thin arms etched in prominent blue 
veins, she finally let go with truly a fight to behold. 
 
She lay placed by the front door  with the gorgeous October  sun streaming in so that she could take her  
final glances of the same street she had lived on for  all four  decades.  
 
A hospital bed, along with a commode, stacks of diapers, an oxygen bed and lines of medication bottles 
align her  usually spotless living room. 
 
Never theless, my father -in-law, her  mate of almost 60 years, insisted that his bed be settled in next to 
hers. 
 
I t is the first time that I  have seen her  in a week, but she seems to have aged years – creases cover ing her  
gaunt, gray face, purple limbs a mass of bone – no flesh.  
 
Immediately, I  remember a robust blonde of fifty devour ing her  daily lunch of peanut crackers and coke 
while talking garrulously on the phone to her  gir lfr iends. 
 
Today her  eyes are almost color less – just a hint of pale blue. At the moment, she is sitting up, arms 
wrapped around her  son’s solid shoulders. Her  gown is open, her  body exposed, and she keeps               
repeating, “ I ’m so ashamed…..I ’m so ashamed….”  
 
We all reassure her  that there is no need for  shame, but I  pretend to look out the window as my throat 
closes and the tears begin to flow. 
 
For  a second, ours eyes meet, and though I  have no idea what she is thinking, I  imagine something like, 
“ Well, we made it, didn’ t we?  You weren’ t the gir l I  would have picked for  him – so different from his 
confident, stoic sisters.  We bickered on occasion, even stopped speaking now and then, but I  love you, as 
you do me, a love made especially for  mothers and daughters-in-law. 
   
You see I  never  believed in Norman Rockwell –  
To me, he painted fantasies that couldn’ t possibly exist.  
 
But here it was….the real thing – 
a magnificent picture of a Grace-Kelly look-alike on the piano surrounded by other  photos of incredibly 
beautiful and confident children and grandchildren. 
 
Suddenly I  feel blessed to be par t of her  life and death – a pr incess in her  own r ight. 
By her  side, sits her  still handsome pr ince, whisper ing gently in her  ear . 
The four  middle-aged children are scrubbing the floors and ironing cur tains, 
every now and then stopping to moisten her  lips or  to pull her  covers up more closely.  
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I  see a precious 13-year -old granddaughter  rubbing her  grandmother ’s hand for  hours, occasionally 
stopping to comb her  thin wisps of hair .  A young boy and his ador ing older  cousin sit on the floor  going 
through the I r ish cassettes she loves and put them on to help lull her  to sleep.  The older  grandchildren 
call regular ly to offer  prayers, and the local college students br ing their  grandfather ’s favor ite hot 
wings to help stimulate his appetite. 
 
So as I  move on into the twilight of my life, I  see the magic that she created.   
How strange – the things that I  will never  forget – the smell of turkey roasting in the oven while the fire 
crackled, and carols already played, the amazing pr ide she got when a grandchild scored a goal or  
pinned an opponent, how eager she looked forward to the little things – dinner  with fr iends at her        
favor ite I r ish restaurant, her  St. Patty’s Day bir thday where green was the mandated color , the joy she 
got from cur ling up in her  favor ite chair  with a juicy romance novel. 
 
Despite our  differences, I  learned to love her  childlike wonder – the fact that she enjoyed so much and 
feared so little – even death, because it was just another  exper ience along the way. 
 
So Mimi, you have taught me many lessons these past 30 years.  I  tend to see the glass as half empty and 
have probably wasted years doing so.  You, on the other  hand, despite a hear t that was meant to stop 
beating 40 years, have filled your  glass full of something that couldn’ t be more delicious – family, love, 
joy. 
 
As the minister  shovels your  ashes into the ground, despite our  communal tears, I  suddenly envision the 
little green leprechauns that will be dancing there tonight. 

Spr ing  -  Edvard Munch  -  1899 
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FUNGI  PICKIN’   MAMA   
        �  Carole Longo Harr is 
 
Poker  Parma was always game for  a new adventure and mushroom pickin’  was one of them. She and 
her  mentors, four  elder ly paisani (I talian countrymen) loved to add the wild fungi to chicken soup,    
sautéed venison cubes, fr ittatas, homemade pizza, pasta sauce and Thanksgiving gravy.  White, dry, 
tasteless supermarket mushrooms never  touched their  lips! 
 
A typical pickin’  day began at 4:00 AM when Parma wrapped a bandana around her  head, donned her  
husband’s trousers and rolled up the cuffs to the ankles. When the mentors’  car  pulled up to the curb 
the headlights were turned off so a gossipy neighbor  wouldn’ t run outside screaming, “ What is she doing 
in a car  at this hour  with four  men?”  
 
An hour  later  when the Fungi Fans ar r ived in Ridgeway, Pennsylvania, the car  immediately morphed 
into a metal diner . Still on the road the mycologists devoured fr ied egg and provolone cheese               
sandwiches. After  a jolt of homemade anisette added to several cups of strong espresso they were        
wide-eyed and ready for  the challenge. 
 
The Masters of the Mushroom entered the dense Allegheny Forest carrying empty bushel baskets,         
flashlights, and odd-looking implements. Everyone held a long stick with an upside down V prong at the 
bottom to clear  away ground cover  and to stop dangerous snakes. The odd looking group trekked about 
a mile then stopped at the first teaching area. 
 
The PhDs of Fungi taught cur ious Parma ancient secrets about locating and identifying edible             
mushrooms by colors, stems and umbrellas. Chicken mushrooms grew on dead tree stumps and tasted 
like chicken.  Sometimes a snake slithered in the dry leaves under  cer tain trees where the oyster  and 
horns of plenty mushrooms grew.  Even after  sunr ise the pick’n per imeters remained in the dark areas.          
Mushroom 101 was hard work and r isky business. 
 
One day Parma returned home at the same time her  children came home from school. “ I  had a great 
day,”  she proudly announced clutching a bushel over flowing with rounded mushroom treats. She had 
br iars stuck all over  her  pants and shir t, dir t embedded under  her  fingernails, and a head of messy hair . 
The children were embarrassed because Mother  looked as if she stepped out of an episode of  I  Love 
Lucy. To top it off she smelled musty!  A bath, a clean housedress and three cigarettes later  Parma was 
ready to process the bounty. 
 
In the kitchen she got down to business. Four  large caldrons bubbled on top of the porcelain gas stove.  
She dropped handfuls of mushrooms and a silver  dollar  into each kettle. I f the dollar  turned black, that 
meant there was a poisonous mushroom in the batch and the entire contents of the pot went into the  
garbage. After  a quick blanching and draining the mushrooms were packed in green glass Ball jars, 
cold-packed on the stove (a sealing process), cooled then carr ied to their  final resting place -shelves in 
the cellar . 
 
One day Parma, late for  her  weekly poker  game, decided to cold pack the mushroom filled glass jars in 
the oven instead of on top of the stove. On the way out she instructed the babysitter  to turn the oven off 
in an hour  and a half.  But a half hour  later  the jars exploded! Shattered glass and mushrooms flew all 
over  the kitchen.  
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The oven door  fell on the babysitter ’s leg and the children were hit with a few shards of glass. No ser ious 
injur ies though-the babysitter  always hated mushrooms but forgave and loved Momma. 
 
Thank goodness Parma’s real exper tise was in mar inating! “ Your  mar inated mushrooms were per fect!”  
remarked her  fr iends with expensive palates. She also knew the exact ingredients to mar inate              
fr iendships.  Besides my Wild Fungi Pickin© Mamma, memor ies of those days recall the delicious taste of 
mushrooms. My favor ites were the upside down thimble- shaped ones. They felt squishy in your  mouth 
and exploded with the flavors of the forest.  Oh, how I  wish I  had some now! 

I llustration by Pam Ionnizzi 
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September 11, 2007 
 

I f those receiving the threats 
    Scary words from the illusive Osama 
Never  passed them on 
    Tossing them, instead, into 
The all-purpose circular  file 
    Terror ism wouldn’ t work 
I t depends on people knowing 
    Being afraid of the ubiquitous enemy 
I t depends on psychological threats 
    Undermining the system 
I f none of us knew about Bin Laden 
    Gave fear  energy to his words 
He would fade away 
    Into the hills of Pakistan 
Rat in a hole, forgotten. 
 
Today is his feast day 
    Everyone reminded 
That despite our  focus on I raq 
    I t is he, Osama 
With real ter ror  power  
    I f you energize fear  it has you 
Adrenaline sapping your  vitamins 
    Until your  immune system fails 
You fall into illness, depression 
    The terror ist wins. 
 
Turn away, invest energy in peace 
    Ignore the terror ist 
He will become invalid 
    In the natural order  of life 
Return to dust. 
 
                               �  E. Ludlow Bowman - 9/11/07 
 
 

 
 

The Scavenger 
 

Overhead, three buzzards lazily flew 
As I  lay in the sweet September sun 
And I  waved at them to be sure they knew, 
I f they saw me, that I  was by no means done. 
 
With living; Then laughed at my conceit 
That they might even have seen me wave 
Or have thought of me vaguely good to eat 
Instead of leaving me to the grave. 
 
(For  a poet who hasn’ t wr itten lately 
More than a fair  few lines  -  unread  -  
Might not be worth the time of stately 
Birds of prey, by hunger led.) 
 
But they stayed aloft, seemed not to see 
The treasure below, while on the wing  - 
Perhaps they’d have deigned to feast on me 
Had I  been some wide-eyed cat, or  King. 
 
                                �  George Dabrowski - 9/3/2007 
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Close 
 
The air  between us 
hisses, flares, 
followed with 
an uneasy quiet. 
 
I  see your  reflection 
in the windshield, 
a storm brewing, 
the wipers slice 
swish it’s gone. 
 
I t’s the closeness 
in the air  
we breathe as one. 
 
There’s no allowance 
for  fresh currents 
to blow away stagnant smog. 
I t envelops and chokes 
with stale air . 
 
I  count the rain drops 
on the windshield. 
Their  r ims are faintly circled 
with green, gold and pink. 
 
We dr ive slowly through 
the dark green mossy road ahead. 
Gnar led tree limbs hang low 
embrace from side to side, 
twist and twine into 
a cathedral ceiling. 
 
For  a moment all is silent. 
We are suspended in time. 
 
Then the sudden whoosh 
of breath releases 
just before the clear ing. 
 
                                             �  Judith A. Lawrence 

 
 
 
 

White Wave 
 

L ike a giant snow squall r ising from the reservoir , 
a multitude of Snow Geese ascends en masse 
whitewashing the heavens. 
 
Snow Geese in flight, bodies illuminated by sun, 
wings tipped in black, rhythmically beating. 
Thousands of birds move as one, 
soar  synchronized wing tip to wing tip 
across a January sky 
 
Then, as if on cue, the white wave of water fowl 
Banks and parachutes gracefully into chilly waters. 
 
Shimmer ing on dark liquid, the flock 
glistens like snow on a mountain peak. 
 
                                                 �  Carolyn Constable 
 
(Mer r ill Creek Reservoir , NJ  -  Winter  2005) 
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Poetry Slam Close-Up Photos -  July 27, 2007 

 

Winners:  Mike Walerstein, Char les Munoz   - Tied for  1st Place 
Marcia Le Beau won 2nd Place, and Ron &  Ginny Day won 3rd Place 
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Joe Kazimierczyk: Joe Kaz has a solo show of  35 paintings at the Tr iumph Brewing Company  
   in New Hope, Pa from Nov 6 through Dec 17, 2007. Opening reception is on  
   Wednesday, Nov 7 from 5:30 - 7:00pm.  - More info on : http://www.joekaz.com/ 

Anne Ditmars: The Women Artists of Bucks County 
   November 9, 2007 - November 11, 2007  
   Location:  Rosebank Winery, Newtown, PA  -  Admission:  Free 
   For  directions: http://www.rosebankwinery.com  
 
Ruth Deming: Ruth Deming, Director  for  New Directions Support Group for  People with Mood 

Disorders &  their  loved ones  -  hosting the Fall Fundraiser  to suppor t the Group. 
 Oct. 17 taping on Comcast CN8 5-minute Newsmakers  
 http://www.newdirectionssupport.org/Ruth_Deming_Newsmakers_10_17_2007.mpg. 
 
Kathe Palka:  Soon to be released by Finishing L ine Press – “ Faith to See and Other  Poems,”   
   Kathe Palka’s second chapbook.  Kathe’s  first Chapbook was “ The Grace of L ight,”  
   published in 2004.  Kathe’s new chapbook may be purchased at: 
   http://finishinglinepress.com/2006newreleasesandfor thcomingtitles.htm 

� � � � � � �	 �� ��� � � �� � �� � ��� � � � � � ��� �� �� � � � � �� � �

 

 

 
Member &  Supportive L inks  

 
Sandy Bender - musician:   http://www.fadedwave.com/sandybender/ 

Ruth Deming - poet/ar tist/director  of New Directions:   http://www.newdirectionssupport.org/ 

Anne Ditmars:  Nature &  Landscape Photographer :    http://www.anneduboisditmars.com/ 

Bill Donlen - poet/wr iter /photographer :   http://www.donlenphotography.com/ 

Judith Lawrence - poet/wr iter /ar tist/photographer /publisher :    http://hometown.aol.com/judabah/  
 
Delores Miller  - wr iter :   http://www.beautifulwarr ior .com/  

Joe Kazimierczyk (Joe Kaz) - ar tist/Ar tsbr idge webmaster :   http://www.joekaz.com/ 

Lamber tville L ibrary:   http://www.njstatelib.org/lfpl/ 

Full Moon Café:   http://www.cafefullmoon.com   

Ar tsbr idge:  http://www.ar tsbr idgeonline.com/index.html 

River  Poets Wr iters Group:  http://www.r iverpoetsjournal.com 
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ETCETERA 

Individual works are copyr ight �  
by their  respective creators.   

 
No poem/prose/ar twork/photography may be reproduced 

 without express permission by the author . 
 

Por trait of me by Watercolor  Ar tist Eleanor  Eick painted 
in our  Watercolor  Class at Prallsville Mill.   
 
 
A great likeness, don’ t you think?   

Judith Lawrence 


