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Editorial:

The summer flew by, asit always doesfor children,
aswell as adults, but our Autumn is pleasant and
fairly warm, and there' sthe holidays to look
forward to just around the corner.

In this Fiction/Prose | ssue we have a wonder ful
sdlection of Stories, Prose, aswell as a few Poems
scattered, along with Art and Photography.

In our special guest section of thisissuel am
introducing Corey Amaro, who | discovered quite
accidentally surfingthenet. Corey Amaro hasthe
heart and soul of a Poet/Artist, and livesthelife.
Sheissureto enchant you with her photography
and prose. Be sureto 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. L ook for
chapter Threein the Autumn Quarterly.

On page 8-11, read Mason Loika's seductive story
about a life-changing encounter.

Phil Nerges's, excerpt from hisbook, “ The Othen
Street Chronicle,” on page 16-19, is a perfect
example of quiet controlled dialogue between a
couple, delivered in an intriguing style. Look for
mor e stories from this promising writer.

On Page 12, introducing new member Nor ma Jean
Aberman and her mystical poem, “Wailing Song of
the Native,” beautifully rendered.

Sandy Hitschler’s eloquent tender tributeto her
Mother-in-law, “ The Leprechauns Last Dance,”
on page 20 isamust read.

CaroleHarris's“ Fungi Pickin Mama” an excer pt
from her book on growing up Italian, isanother
delightfully descriptiveread from Carole.

Thereare someinteresting variationsin poetic
styles sprinkled throughout. Read Liz Bowman’s
thought provoking poem on Osama, Joe Treceno’'s
tributeto the Metropolitan, new poems by Bill
Donlen, a dark poem by George Dabrowski and a
special poem by Maynard Johnson.

- Judith Lawrence

—
Artsbridge/River Poets
Flash Fiction Contest
(500 word limit)

Friday, Nov. 30, 7:00 - 10:00 PM
Full Moon Café, 23 Bridge S.

L ambertville, NJ
609-397-1096

Reservations Recommended
Open to the public

Prizesto be awar ded

$10 Cover Charge Includes
Hors de Oeuvres & Beverages

BYOB

ANTHOLOGIESUPDATE

The 2007 Artsbridge/River Poets anthology is
almost ready to publish. Author/Art publishing
release forms are being received with final edits,
and | am looking at cost estimatesfor publication.
| hopeto havethe anthology published by Decem-
ber or early January. Duetothedelay on the
“River Poets” Anthology, the 55 word Anthology
will be published in Winter - 2008. | am still
seeking black & white sketchesfor that anthology.
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Announcing The “ River Poets Note Card Series’

A group of River PoetsArtists/Photographersand Friends have begun a series of beauti-
ful Note Cards combining Poems/Haiku/Art & Photography. We plan to sell them in
packsof 10 at all of our events. If you would liketo contribute either short poem/haiku/
art or photography to the series, please forward your work through email or call for snail
mail addressto mail them to. judithlawrence@comcast.net or phone (215)638-2493

Proceeds will be divided equally between the Author /Artists/Photographersand a River
Poets account to be used for event prizes, and supplies.

"When Pigs Fly"
. Silently twirling
first frost — baker cord hangs..
my gar den®@ last tomatoes You greet me each morning
. through window panes.
green on the sill

Of wood and paint
not flesh and feather.
Your mouth wide open
aninviteto enter.
Kathe Palka Wrens sit on your snout,
jump onto your legs.
Small twigs fill your belly,
eggsto belaid.
Hand crafted by Humans
not that of God'’s.
You arejust apig
that happenstofly,
how odd..

Joseph W. D'Marco

in my studio
colors melt on wet paper
trandateinto art

Judith A. Lawrence

River Poets
Collective Note Card Series - 2007

Published Through Lilly Press
Robert Muller
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Featured Guest
Corey Amaro

Bio:

I am American who haslived in Francefor nearly 20 years. My husband is French, and when we met in
San Francisco, he spoke several wordsin English and | spoke three wordsin French; moi, beaucoup-
bucks and oh-la-la. L@mour followed! My tales arewoven from my experiences of living and loving
France. Mostly stories collected at the, marché aux puces, (flea market,) in the south of France. Tales of
linens, letters, vintage scraps, and moments of these wor n true objects whispering in my ear.

..lifeistoo short to say no...
| left a beautiful country on ayesfor love...
love has lessons that nothing better can give

Corey Amaro

Some of usfed, at onetimeor
another... adesireto fully ex-
presstheinner tide of who we
are. Tobeabletoliveabun-
dantly our deepest longings, and
yet during these momentsthe
reality of our livesholdsus
back. The day-to-day life of
commitments and expectations,
timerestraints and budget, the
constant call of choice....

Thetender ache of holding
back, or worsethewaiting to
the point of forgetting that
which is at the core of our
desire. Maybetheinner desire
can be expressed, lived and
shared, wherever weareto

L _ _ _ _ _ some extent...instead of an all or
Photo: An oil painting in an antique shop in Venice, with areflection of nothing approach.

another painting behind it.  Corey Amaro

Honor your desire by planting a seed of it somewhere. Let it takeroot in a small gesture, asimple act,
by writing our desire on astoneand tossing it in ariver... writeaword a day to yourself and put itin a
jar by your bedside...follow your heart by dancing at midnight under the moon... or give your self per-

mission to not be perfect... draw an ink tattoo on yourself of theimage of your desire... create a collage
on your bathroom mirror...make vegetable monstersto conquer your fear...put lovelettersto your self

under your pillow...every-time you see that which you long for, say your name out loud.

If you long for it to betruethen plant your longing in your heart@ garden and water it regularly
with symbolic gesture.  Corey Amaro - October 14, 2007
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Featured Guest - Page 2
Corey Amaro

It wasn®a real cameo.
It wasn®lace

made from the nuns
in some faraway place.

The book wasn®leather bond,
in fact pages were missing.
The pearls...fake and the
diamonds rhinestones.

It wasjust ordinary trinkets
from the flea market.

Yet it wasreal, it wasthere,

it was moments of life, gathered,
claimed worthy and

blossomed anew..

Photo: A gathering of flea market findsfor afriend. Corey Amaro

Thelittle day to day things,
thewordsthat pass between,

the gestures unseen,
the heart on the sleeve,
the bits and piecesthat make up life.

Hold that which isdear near you,
and that which ishard hold closer.

Corey Amaro - October 12, 2007

To view more of Corey’slovely Photosand to read her Blog click on thelink below.

http://willows95988.typepad.com/




"Furry Kings: The Royal Adventures of Zoom and Gideon"

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

Chapter Two: " Settling In"

It was a palace, a grand palace. It was so large that Zoom had
tolook sideto side so he could seeit all. It was going to be fun
exploring their new kingdom he thought. The driveway
curved onelast time beforethetruck 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 tailsasMrs. Suelifted 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 forth 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 arrival Gideon thought. He straightened
hisposturein response. She went to a wall, and using her
fingers, silenced it. Looking down at Gideon she spoketo him.
Heknew theword "water" and let histongue hang out so
Mrs. Sue knew hewasthirsty. Shefilled a silver bowl at the
sink and placed it in front of him. He drank the cool water.

It refreshed him after the long journey.

" Zoom, do you want adrink?" Gideon asked. Helooked around to see Zoom still watching the black
ant.

"What, water ?* Zoom blurted out.
"1 wish you would pay more attention,” Gideon replied frustrated.

Zoom came along side Gideon and drank. Mrs. Sue opened therefrigerator and the Kingsfelt the cool
air comeout. " What do you think that is?" Gideon asked. She placed two orange sticksin front of them.
Zoom began eating hisimmediately. Gideon sniffed it. He did not eat anything unless he smelled it first.
It amazed him what Zoom put in hismouth; a mole, dried dirt, abird. " Weare Kingsfor goodness
sakes," Gideon would remind Zoom. He began eating hisnow. It was sweet and juicy. He heard Mrs.
Sue call them carrots. Gideon licked hislips, tasting thelast of hiscarrot. " Don’t forget where Mrs. Sue
got thecarrotsfrom,” hesaid to Zoom. Zoom was still crunching thelast piece of hiscarrot but nodded.
Mrs. Sue clapped her hands again, turned and began to walk. The Kingsfollowed asthey began a tour
of their new palace.
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Gideon intently listened to Mrs. Sue as she walked and described each room. Oneroom after another
wasfilled with fine silk and woolen rugs, big wooden furniture and thick heavy drapes. It seemed asif
every room had afireplace. Zoom stared at a Lion’sface on one of the mantles. Thinking it moved, he
jumped back. Gideon clicked histongue, 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 itstall carved columnsand
pillows; lots of pillows. " How will we get up that high?" Gideon whispered. Just then Mr. Mikelifted
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 spoketo Zoom, " I’ ve been thinking about what Alex asked us. Wher e exactly
arewefrom?" But it wastoo late. Zoom was already asleep. Hisfront and back pawswere moving fast
like he wasrunning. Histail waswagging and histongue hung loosely over hislower teeth.

Zoom awoke when he heard a chirping noise. At first, in between the realm of dream and wakefulness,
he thought perhapsthe chirp wasin hisdream. His eyes opened and focused on Gideon who wasn’t
awake but instead talking in his sleep. Thinking that Gideon madethe chirp, Zoom put his paw over his
mouth so hedidn’t laugh out loud. Zoomed wished Gideon was awake so, for once, he could let him
know how undignified making chirping noisesin on€e's sleep was. Just then the chirping repeated louder.
Zoom quickly got to hisfeet and gently walked acrossthe bed. A small grey and white bird sat on the
window ledge. She spokefirst, " Welcome, | am Clara.”

Zoom leaned to the open window and whispered, "I am Zoom, King of Spanidl.”

Clara’sbody crouched down, it wasthe best a bird could do to curtsey on such a narrow ledge. Clara
chirped, " | heard of your arrival from Alex." Zoom smiled and noticed how soothing Clara’s voice was.
"Likeasong," hethought. Gideon woke up and threw a stuffed toy in Zoom’sdirection. " Keep quiet, it
isnot timeto wake up yet," Gideon grumbled. Clara leaned closer to Zoom, " | 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. Herolled on hisside, closed his eyes and
with Clara’s soothing voice still in hishead, drifted back to sleep.

to be continued...



PHANTOM OF THE NIGHT
Mason L oika

It wasa Tootsie Roll kind of dream. Replete with peppermint sticks, Candyland confections and, oh yes,
Peter Rabbit.

Peter Rabbit? Denniswas muttering something about Peter Rabbit on the phone. Standing in the hall-
way, talking into the receiver, but still asleep.

"Wakeup! It@me" thefemalevoiceinsisted. " 1@ downstairs, wheredo | park?"

With that sweet cajole, hismemory bank deposited the eventsearlier in the evening, and Dennis
disembarked the Good Ship Lollypop.

* *x * *x %

In thesummer of 1964, Dennis had just turned 21 and was serving two weeks active duty asaradar
operator in one of the Naval Air Reserve's antisubmarine squadrons. Whilerefueling at West Palm
Beach, an eagle-eyed mechanic spotted a telltale puddle of red fluid underneath theright wing -- a
hydraulic leak. Repairs, the crew was informed, could not be undertaken until the following mor ning.
Temporarily grounded, the crew was provided with an unexpected fringe benefit: over night
accommodation at the downtown Holiday Inn.

George, Dennis crewmate, was a good-natured roly-poly twice Dennis@ age. Dennis and the chief
checked into their hotel room, unpacked, showered and changed into their " civvies." Thetwo of them
wereready to savor West Palm@ nightlife, and the nightlife was ready to savor Dennis.

Thetwist, Chubby Checker @ dance craze, wasthe major social sporting event of the mid @0s. Often-
times, atown@ hot spot could bereliably predicted if it boretheword " twist" in itsname. New York
and Miami had the Peppermint Twist L ounge, West Palm Beach had the Lemon Twist. The name
whispered to them, and Dennis and Geor ge followed the ruminations of their fancies asthe elevator
groaned itsway downstairs, where they pushed open glass doorsto crossthe street. They walked in like
two lost lemmings.

The moment Dennis and Geor ge entered the timewor n ballroom, Dennislocked 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 right, hiseyes continuing to
grapple hers. To theblonde'sleft sat an older polite fellow wearing glasses and a nondescript rumpled
suit.

A rock 'n roll number erupted from the jukebox. Dennis asked the blonde to dance, and shefollowed his
lead.

Then thejukebox played the Shirelles, “ Dedicated to the Onel Love.” Thetwo of them bumped and
grinded against one another asif tomorrow would never come.



They never asked each other’s names, yet to Dennis, nothing existed but her. He became an all-Jello
kind of guy.

Asthey reclaimed their seatsat the bar, he offered to buy her adrink. " No, let him," she motioned
toward therumpled suit. " It makes him happy."

Dennis moved the blondeto a table, ignoring the indiscreet bright lighting. Their mindstouched again,
and he popped the question.

" Come with meto my hotel room. | want you."

"No, | can®," she answered. " 1@ disappoint you."

" Nah, you won@ How could you disappoint me? Y ou@e got to come with me."

" Serioudly, I know what 1@n talking about.” Her countenance waned. " 1@ disappoint you."

Dennis began to beg. " Please, come to my hotel room. | need you. Please.”

She brightened, and contemplated. “ Okay,” shereented. “But |@e got to go homefirst and check on my
Kids.”

" Oh, that@just an excuse," Denniscountered. " What arethe odds of your really coming back to see
me?"

" 1@ say about nine chances out of 10."

Those are great odds; Dennis shut up.

Thefutureloverssaid their goodbyes, and Dennisreturned to hishotel room. Ashedrifted off to sleep,
Dennis prayed to put the " holiday" back into thisHoliday Inn.

* % * % %

The phonerang loudly, Dennis snapped upward and picked up thereceiver. " 1@ downstairs. Wheredo
| park?" awoman’svoice asked.

Peter Rabbit immediately dissolved as Dennisrealized a defining moment was at hand. He ssammered,

" Oh anywhere, anywhere!"

" Comeon, beserious. Wheredo | park?" sheasked again.

Dennis' thinking cap found first gear. " Over on the north side. Usethe parking lot there."

" Good. 1@ beup in fiveminutes." Click.

Dressed in his skivvies, he sat at attention on hisbed in the dark, immobilized by the conflict between
wonder and anticipation.

Exactly five minutes later, a soft rap murmured on the door. Dennis ar ose, crossed theroom in three
giant steps and opened the door inward. She stood before him. He reached out his hand, took hersand
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. Hewas all over her. Asheunbuttoned thetop two buttons of her blouse, sheinterrupted the
proceedings. " Wait," sheinstructed. Sheturned around and stepped toward the hotel room@ dressing
bureau. In thealmost complete darkness, he could barely see her. She maintained a position so that only
her back faced him. Shetook off her wig. The shoulder-length blonde hair was an illusion; her hair was
black and ended at the nape of her neck.

Next, shetook off her blouse. And skirt. And fake bra. Sheknelt 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.



Naked, sheturned around. She paused a moment, then walked into his outstretching arms. He kissed
her again, thistime tentatively, cautiously.

His hands moved in small circlesover her naked back and discovered her skin wasbumpy, rough to the
touch. He continued hiscircular caresses. Her body seemed to be clothed in indentations with no
pattern.

Dennisdrew 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 pouring over him. He explored further, expecting everything.

And as quickly as pain accompanies a branding iron, realization set in.

She had been burned in afire. The disfigurement between her waist and her neck was complete. There
wasn®a smooth spot on her front, her sides, or her back.

Thetragedy 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 experienced two reactions:. relief and elation. He now wanted her mor e than anything elsein the
world. Hetook her to bed and began to make love to this mystical being. And a natural event endemicto
South Florida summers madeits presence known.

Asthe newly declared couple began to find arhythm toward ecstasy, a thunder storm for med east of the
hotel. The couple® consciousness remained with the fervor of their moment, but the accompaniment of
thislight and sound show punctuated their thrashing about..

Asthetempo of the couple@ lovemaking approached a feverish pace and the excitement they fed to one
another recycled itself, thethunderstorm drew closer to take a better ook, exhaling brighter and
brighter lightning flashes as an ever-noticeable rattling of the furniturein the room announced
temporary molecular displacements.

Thelr ignition spark reaffirmed the univer se. At the exact instant they could say they truly knew each
other (in the biblical sense) - not a millisecond before or after, but the preciseinstant —a lightning bolt
struck the hotel, the room erupted into a blinding white light, the scent of air filled with boiling water,
thewalls shook with an ear-deafening thunder and the couple® bodies vibrated with the explosion of air
exploding and imploding ssmultaneously.

Dennishad met God.

* % * % %

Morethan 40 year s have passed sincethat night. Dennis did manageto 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 meandersthrough life with an occasional wayward wistfulnessin his eyes. When hetells his
story, he provokes laughter with each telling, yet laughter isnot what Dennis seeks. Helongsto find his
blondelady and tell her how frivolous her fearswere about disappointing him.

On that magical night, Dennis's heart was opened up by a vixen, a siren, a misbegotten creature whose

body was a virtual collage of scar tissue. She, only she, commanded the for ces of the universe around
him.

Dennisreveresher and sometimes cur ses her, as he has become a victim of hisown delight. You see,
once upon atime his heart became forever imprisoned 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
Nor ma Jean Aberman

The natives wailed the song of sorrow
Therewould be no tomorrows.

For theworld they embraced
Had extinguished this beautiful race.

The natives gathered to smoke their pipe,
To gather fruit, to preservetheir life.

My people, so gifted and proud
Diminished by the ominous clouds.

Likethedolphins, you cameto teach
To blessthisearth with knowledge,
You came within reach.

Thedrumsare beating, calling me home
Wherethe honored buffalo roam.

Whereyou can hear thewarriorscry.
Wher e the mountains appear as high asthe sky.

Wher e the desert 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,
Per sonifying what was imminently clear.

The beaded cloth, the deeply worn moccasins,
The saddle blanketsthat were frayed and torn.

Therugswith ther intricate weave,
The passing of theway of life you will grieve.

Their dark hair, their piercing eyes
stripped away the shallowness
Asthey prepared to die.

Their bravery, courage was legion bent.
Theraven flew, or wasit sent?

Toforetell themagicin theair
Wearenot frightened, or are we scared?

Theinitiation of the hawk
Fueled the spirit, we walked the talk.

You polluted the streams, thiswe knew.
The food was sparse and few.

Our dignity wasrich with prosperity,

Y ou did not understand

Thefinite difference between woman and
man.

Thislifeistemporary and fleeting.
Therewill be many greetings.

The animalsthat we know so well
Have been gifted to us, so we may tell.

They cometo usasfriendsin our dreams.
To warn usof impending schemes,
different themes.

Toinspireusto reach for heaven
To know the meaning of the number seven.

Theravaged land that we cherish
This cruelty that flourished.

Thistoxic waste that we dump arbitrarily
Distorting, being contrary.

Thisearth, our mother,
Honor, love, touch as you would your father,
sister, brother

Friend, lover.

Thisearth isprofound.
You arethe stranger whose feet touch this sacred
ground.

Be not sparing in your vision.
It isnever too latefor your decision
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On October 20, 2007

| 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 prisoner of timeand clime
Shackled to the exigencies of airlines
Bent on bottom line.

So,

Your bagsarrived

Ahead of you
With only barest, basest explanation.
There was space for them, not you.

In utter frustration,
L amenting time not spent
Devouring a beautiful Cape with you,
| bide my boring time alone
At EWR
Wasting the time, now dlipt past
Without you,
Yet filled with anticipant delight
At your arrival

4:53

Bill Donlen October 20, 2007 All rightsreserved

Lullaby of P-Town

Waiting patiently
For the show to begin
Showman all primed
Ear toear grin
Lullaby to start
Warm up those keys
Play my request, maestro, Please

Make a lonely Sunday night
A little brighter.
Make a dull and cloudy Night lighter.

So, on with the show,
Ready, set, let’sgo
How many will we know?
How many brand new?
Finemusical review!

Rounds of sound applause,

Dim thelight,

Draw the gauze

Weall get alittle younger
Music History

Laced with literary hunger
Sated by the virtuoso

Seated at the Baldwin

Reminiscing through a culture
Which shaped generations
From the stage

Song and dance,

thin plots,

fancy sets,

and alullaby to start the night.

Bill Donlen September 9, 2007 All rightsreserved
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Photography - Dwight Davidson

The Meeting Place

Mounting the Metropolitan’s
grand steps,
| feel guided by
a spiritual compass,
filling mereligiousy
asno cathedral ever has.
Always we enjoyed
the museum,
its collections of antiquity
and art to the extreme.

Reveling in Tiepolo, Monet
and Lautrec raptures,
illuminating the soul
in cultural captures.
Its 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 string quartet,
open bar concert.
| listen for the
Nessun Dorma chant,
and wait for the music to enchant.
So with life’' stwilight gaining,
| asked my love;

“In the event one of us
passesto the great above,
shouldn’t we select a place
wher e one can wait for
the other ?”
“Perhapsunder the
exhibition banners
at these same steps?”

“Yes,” she mischievously added,
“Only, over by the hot-dog cart.”

Joe Treceno, 8/17/2007
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Many yearsago, | wasat a Writers conference. | was a beginning Poet then, quite green, so
cameto listen, and | thought to read, but the couple poems| brought with me stayed hidden at
the bottom of my satchel. | wasa bit intimidated by the workshops and the critiques, so cut a
class and sat on awindow ledge wondering what | wasreally doing there?

An older Poet stopped to chat, and during our conversation, heread a poem to me. The poem
moved mefor it’squiet dignity and bitter sweet expression. | asked the Poet for a copy. After
awhile, it got tucked away with so many other poems, and bits and pieces of things| gathered
over theyears.

But something about thisparticular poem lingered. Over time, | would find myself recalling a
line or two out of nowhere, asif it whispered to me. Following my recent move, while unpack-
ing, the poem slipped to the floor from one of my folders. | re-read it, and the lure of the poem
touched me once again.

| tried to find the Author online, but soon realized he would most likely be deceased by now. |
would like to share thispoem with you. Judith Lawrence

A Dusting of Sparrows

We came onceto a cross-road.
| don’t remember,
alongtimeago, it was

an intersecting of our lives.

You wander ed off to
adusting of sparrows
in afield nearby,
watching them,
whispering to them

in your secret way.

Acrosstheroad a half-dollar
shonelike an old love,
drawing me. Stooping down
| at onceremembered,

| like sparrowstoo,

but when | turned

the sparrows had gone,
and you had grown
feathers

and flown.

Maynard Johnson




THE THRILL ISGONE
(Excerpt from the novel “ The Othen Street Chronicle’)
Phil Nerges

In Princeton, Marcelle picked out arestaurant on Nassau Street. | couldn’t help thinking what Emily
had said to me, about having money to go out, but not to get Sarah’stooth fixed. Thewordswere on my
mind aswe ate.

Marcelleremarked that | was quiet, and asked if anythingwaswrong. | told her that Emily had come
over to pick up Sarah and Kevin earlier, and that we had had an ugly exchange, but didn’t go into
detail.

Mar celle said that wastoo bad, but didn’t pressfor any details. “We'll go for awalk after dinner, and
you can tell me about it if you like,” she said, and |€ft it at that.

Our dinner was pleasant. | wasfascinated by the familiesthere, imagining them connected to the
university in some way, well dressed, intelligent looking people with arelaxed air. | found myself
daydreaming about story-book lives of people who could afford to send their well adjusted kidsto vy
L eague schools. Oneman, in hismid-twenties, having dinner by himself was absorbed in a book about
Riemannian Geometry, would look up from timeto time asif to make surethat hewas still in the same
place.

Asamusing as these meanderingswere, | shook them off and looked to Marcelle: “you look terrific
tonight,” | said. | should have said more, but didn’t. Shethanked me, smiled a little, and looked at her
plate asthough she was not entirely comfortable with a compliment.

After dinner, we crossed Nassau Street. and walked through iron gatesinto the campus, past ivy covered
stone buildingsthat looked very old, down dlate sidewalks, beneath gaslights and pampered trees.

| told her that Emily had come over to pick up Sarah and Michael. | paused, wondering what her
reaction was going to be, then opened up about what Emily had said, and about playing The Thrill I's
Gonereally loud when we started to argue. | did it in anger, and now was thor oughly humiliated by it.

“So that’s how men act when they arethe custodial parent. You'rea bastard,” Marcelle said
half-kidding, half-serious.

We passed through an archway beneath a building that looked more like a fortressthan a dor mitory,
down a stairway, into a courtyard surrounded on three sides by stone walls going up three stories,
topped with slotsfor archersfor a decorative effect.

Marcelletold methat sheliked what Emily had shouted at me. “It wastrue,” she said thinking out loud,
but didn’t say what wastrue, or wait for an answer. After a confusing pause, she finished with:
“cigarettes ar e such an awful waste of money. You haveto 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. Wewere off of the campus, in thetown again.
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“So you left your wife and kids sobbing in the driveway?”

| began to feel anxious, but instead of answering, waited to hear what she would say next. Weturned
the corner, onto Nassau Street.

“Areyou that cold,” sheasked? | wondered if something unpleasant was coming, but she was holding
my hand in away that wasreassuring, and therewas nothing angry or condescending in the tone of her
voice; it was sympathetic and confusing, all at once.

| didn’t know how to answer those questions, whether | should just say yes, or try to defend myself. We
crossed the street, turned down another that wasjust barely wide enough for cars, through a
passageway, and out into a squar e filled with trendy shops.

“1 feel awful about it,” | confessed. “| can’t believethat | did that.”

Mar celle stopped to look at an outfit in one of the shop windows. She brought her free hand up to the
window asthough she might be ableto reach through the glassto feel the fabric of the dresson the
mannequin.

“l loveit,” shesaid.

Thelight from thewindow cast a flattering glow on her face. Sheturned to me and asked meif | liked
it. 1 did. Shestudied it for a few moments more before we resumed our stroll.

She stopped and faced me, switching the conver sation back to Emily. “You lost that one. You looked
likethe bad guy.” Shenever let go of my hand as she spoke. “You looked like a heartless bastard.”

| could only agree with her, but at the same time became awar e of the contradiction between what she
was saying, the tone of her voice, and thereassurance of her hand. | did feel confident though, that she
was enjoying it in some odd way, and was in control of wherethe conver sation was headed.

We wound our way back onto Nassau Street, and sat at a bench on thefar side of the street. The
weather was growing war mer, but now that we had stopped walking, a chill began to set in and we
closed our jackets. Marcelle amused her self watching the couples walk by, college aged mostly, in jeans,
with knapsacks, somein faded military type jackets with emblems of punk bands.

Marcelle turned toward me and looked into my eyes asif she could seeinside, then said, “if you want to
know how a man isgoing to treat you, see how they treat their ex wives, or their dogs.” Shelooked back
to the street, but still seemed relaxed. Shewasn’t expecting an answer .

The conver sation paused. | began to feel uncomfortable, a sense of dread even. Sheturned to me again,
and took my other hand too.

“You’'regoing to haveto find a better way to respond than that,” Marcellesaid. “You shouldn’t have

played that song. You took the bait, and now you arethe onewho feelslike shit...l wonder if she
rehearsed it?”
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Mar celle was looking at me, nodding her head up and down asif prodding mefor agreement.

“The only thing that mattershereisthetooth. Get thedamn tooth fixed. Forget about Emily, and
that’senough of that. Therearehappier thingsto think about. | know a placein New Brunswick that
has live bands; would you take methere?’

A half hour later wewerein abar in another university town a few milesup theroad from Princeton. It
wastoo small to havelive bands, but did anyway. We, in our early 40s, werethe oldest people there.
Most of theotherswerein their 20's, in punk band tee shirts, tank tops, tattoos. Colored stage
spotlights pierced through a heavy cigarette-smoke fog that burned my eyes.

Therewas no stink of perfumethere, only athick heat and humidity formed of sweat from tightly
packed young bodies.

Mar celle seemed to know wher e she was going and pulled me though a crowd so dense that we had to
turn sidewaysto slide between people sporting pur ple 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
Mar celle out as we moved towar ds the sour ce of the music.

Theband, wearing brightly color ed suits, was playing a music that drifted between reggaeto rock to
jazz. Marcellecalled it SkaMusic. A trombone player wearing a sweat soaked white pinstripe suit and
a Blues-Brothersfedora hat was blowing into a trombone so hard that | thought his cheeks were going
toburst. | kept waiting for the slide of the trombone to poke someone in the eye, but it always seemed
tojust miss, moving up or around at thelast instant.

A saxophone player wearing a bright red suit and bluetie performed a solo that excited thecrowd. He
was followed by the organ player who enthusiastically assured the mass of bodies before him that they
werethe best group that they had ever played for. Theaudience marveled to hear that they werethe
best, and they knew deep in their heartsthat they were. They cheered, they sweated, they drank more
beer, and pushed closer to the stage. Thetrombone player responded to the cheerswith alaugh and a
grin, and blew even harder into the horn.

Marcelle pulled meto the small area where they were dancing. It wasdifferent than the singles dances,
nothing likel 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.

| studied Marcelle' sfacein the dim light as she watched the dancers. Reflectionsfrom stage lightswere
visiblein her eyes. Shewasfascinated by the dancers, though didn’t seem interested in joining them.

Shelooked to measif to gauge my interest, then smiled and squeezed my hand to coax my approval. |
was fascinated by it too, but also wondered why she had brought methere. It was asthough she had
been drawn there, by something unknown to me, and | couldn’t help but wonder about it.

Welistened to mor e than a dozen songs before we left. It was a shock to step into the chilly night air
after the heat and humidity. Our wet clothes chilled fast once we were outside. Wewrapped our arms
around each other aswewalked tothecar. | remarked to Marcelle that thiswas probably the place
wheremy kidswould be headed in a few years.
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“Yes, it is, shesaid, that placeisthe best.”

A woman, probably in her 20s, wearing combat boots and a plaid skirt, looked like she was about to get
sick aswe 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 triggered theinevitable slideshow in my mind.

| thought of the nauseating fuel oil at Green Island, the smokestacks, of the way that Emily’ s face
contorted as she shouted at me, Marcelle’ s smile, Sarah’stooth, juvenile detectives, how hot it had been
inside the club, and the saxophone solo that | had just listened to.

On theway back to Marcelle' s she thanked me for going with her. It had been fun for metoo, but | was
alittle bit surprised shewould go to a club likethat; she had never shown any interest in that music
sincel had known her.

“There were sometough looking charactersin there” | said. “Maybe,” shesaid, “but it’snot a bad
place. Oncein awhile somebody gets punched or kicked whilethey are dancing; that’s about it.”

She had goneto collegein New Brunswick, and used to go therewith her friends. Therewerealot of
memoriestherefor her, and sheliked to go back every so often to think about timeswhen lifewasal little
simpler.

“Thefacesaredifferent now,” Marcellesaid, “but it isstill just kidstrying to have fun on a Saturday.”

| called Billy from Marcelle's. Hewas playing video gameswith Michael, and | relaxed alittle because
they werewell, and | didn’t have to rush home.

Marcellelit candlesand madetea. | had worried about telling her about what had happened at the
house in the afternoon, but she was very affectionate now, and by thetime | left, The Thrill Is Gone
was no longer playingin my mind.

Z-ZZ>u
Z—-—ZZru

<

rmxXO0® omuTmr >
rmxo0o0o omxmr >

19



THE LEPRECHAUNS LAST DANCE
Sandy Hitschler

| used to hate Norman Rockwell’ s paintings.
They made me feel unlucky; no one'slife could ever go so smoothly.

But today, my mother-in-law proved mewrong. At 80, heart feeble, thin armsetched in prominent blue
veins, shefinally let go with truly afight to behold.

Shelay placed by thefront door with the gor geous 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 spotlessliving room.

Nevertheless, my father-in-law, her mate of almost 60 years, insisted that hisbed be settled in next to
hers.

It isthefirst timethat | have seen her in aweek, but she seemsto have aged years— creases covering her
gaunt, gray face, purplelimbsa mass of bone— no flesh.

Immediately, | remember arobust blonde of fifty devouring her daily lunch of peanut crackersand coke
whiletalking garruloudy on the phoneto her girlfriends.

Today her eyesare almost colorless—just a hint of pale blue. At the moment, sheissitting up, arms
wrapped around her son’s solid shoulders. Her gown isopen, her body exposed, and she keeps
repeating, “1’m so ashamed.....I’m so ashamed....”

Weall reassure her that thereisno need for shame, but | pretend to look out the window as my throat
closes and the tears begin to flow.

For a second, ours eyes meet, and though | have no idea what sheisthinking, | imagine something like,
“Well, we madeit, didn’t we? You weren’t thegirl | would have picked for him —so different from his
confident, stoic sisters. We bickered on occasion, even stopped speaking now and then, but | loveyou, as
you do me, alove made especially for mothers and daughter s-in-law.

You seel never believed in Norman Rockwell —
To me, he painted fantasiesthat couldn’t possibly exist.

But hereit was....thereal 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 | feel blessed to be part of her lifeand death —a princessin her own right.
By her side, sitsher still handsome prince, whispering gently in her ear.

Thefour middle-aged children are scrubbing the floors and ironing curtains,

every now and then stopping to moisten her lipsor to pull her coversup more closely.
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| see a precious 13-year-old granddaughter rubbing her grandmother’s hand for hours, occasionally
stopping to comb her thin wispsof hair. A young boy and hisadoring older cousin sit on the floor going
through the Irish cassettes sheloves and put them on to help lull her to Sleep. Theolder grandchildren
call regularly to offer prayers, and thelocal college studentsbring their grandfather’sfavorite hot
wingsto help stimulate his appetite.

So as| moveon into the twilight of my life, | seethe magic that she created.

How strange —thethingsthat | will never forget —the smell of turkey roasting in the oven whilethefire
crackled, and carols already played, the amazing pride she got when a grandchild scored a goal or
pinned an opponent, how eager she looked forward to thelittlethings—dinner with friendsat her
favoritelrish restaurant, her St. Patty’s Day birthday where green was the mandated color, thejoy she
got from curling up in her favorite chair with ajuicy romance novel.

Despite our differences, | learned to love her childlike wonder —the fact that she enjoyed so much and
feared so little — even death, because it wasjust another experience along the way.

So Mimi, you have taught me many lessonsthese past 30 years. | tend to seethe glass as half empty and
have probably wasted yearsdoing so. You, on theother hand, despite a heart that was meant to stop
beating 40 years, havefilled your glassfull of something that couldn’t be more delicious—family, love,

joy.

Asthe minister shovelsyour ashesinto the ground, despite our communal tears, | suddenly envision the
little green leprechaunsthat will be dancing there tonight.

Spring - Edvard Munch - 1899
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FUNGI PICKIN' MAMA
CaroleLongo Harris

Poker Par ma was always game for a new adventure and mushroom pickin’ was one of them. She and
her mentors, four elderly paisani (Italian countrymen) loved to add the wild fungi to chicken soup,
sautéed venison cubes, frittatas, homemade pizza, pasta sauce and Thanksgiving gravy. White, dry,
tasteless super market mushrooms never touched their lips!

A typical pickin’ day began at 4:00 AM when Par ma wrapped a bandana around her head, donned her
husband’strousersand rolled up the cuffsto the ankles. When the mentors' car pulled up tothecurb
the headlights were turned off so a gossipy neighbor wouldn’t run outside screaming, “What is she doing
inacar at thishour with four men?”

An hour later when the Fungi Fansarrived in Ridgeway, Pennsylvania, the car immediately morphed
into ametal diner. Still on theroad the mycologists devoured fried egg and provolone cheese
sandwiches. After ajolt 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
amilethen stopped at thefirst teaching area.

The PhDs of Fungi taught curious Par ma 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 snakesdlithered in thedry leavesunder certain treeswherethe oyster and
horns of plenty mushrooms grew. Even after sunrisethe pick’n perimetersremained in the dark areas.
Mushroom 101 was hard work and risky business.

Oneday Parma returned home at the sametime her children came home from school. “1 had a great
day,” sheproudly announced clutching a bushel overflowing with rounded mushroom treats. She had
briarsstuck all over her pantsand shirt, dirt embedded under her fingernails, and a head of messy hair.
The children were embarrassed because Mother looked asif she stepped out of an episode of | Love
Lucy. Totop it off shesmelled 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. If 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 wer e packed in green glass Ball jars,
cold-packed on the stove (a sealing process), cooled then carried to their final resting place -shelvesin
the cellar.

Oneday Parma, latefor her weekly poker game, decided to cold pack the mushroom filled glassjarsin
the oven instead of on top of the stove. On the way out sheinstructed the babysitter to turn the oven off
in an hour and a half. But a half hour later the jarsexploded! Shattered glass and mushrooms flew all
over thekitchen.
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The oven door fell on the babysitter’sleg and the children were hit with a few shards of glass. No serious
injuriesthough-the babysitter always hated mushrooms but forgave and loved Momma.

Thank goodness Parma’sreal expertisewasin marinating! “Your marinated mushrooms wer e perfect!”
remarked her friendswith expensive palates. She also knew the exact ingredientsto marinate
friendships. Besidesmy Wild Fungi PickinéMamma, memories of those days recall the delicious taste of
mushrooms. My favorites wer e the upside down thimble- shaped ones. They felt squishy in your mouth
and exploded with theflavors of theforest. Oh, how | wish | had some now!

[llustration by Pam lonnizzi
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September 11, 2007

If those receiving the threats
Scary words from theillusive Osama
Never passed them on
Tossing them, instead, into
Theall-purposecircular file
Terrorism wouldn’t work
It depends on people knowing
Being afraid of the ubiquitous enemy
It dependson psychological threats
Under mining the system
If none of usknew about Bin Laden
Gavefear energy to hiswords
Hewould fade away
Into the hills of Pakistan
Rat in a hole, forgotten.

Today is hisfeast day
Everyonereminded
That despite our focuson Iraq
It ishe, Osama
With real terror power
If you energizefear it hasyou
Adrenaline sapping your vitamins
Until your immune system fails
You fall intoillness, depression
Theterrorist wins.

Turn away, invest energy in peace
Ignoretheterrorist
He will becomeinvalid
In thenatural order of life
Return to dust.

E. Ludlow Bowman - 9/11/07

The Scavenger

Overhead, three buzzardslazily flew

Asl lay in the sweet September sun

And | waved at them to be surethey knew,
If they saw me, that | 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 meto the grave.

(For a poet who hasn’t written lately
Morethan afair few lines - unread -
Might not be worth the time of stately
Birdsof prey, by hunger led.)

But they stayed aloft, seemed not to see
Thetreasure below, whileon thewing -
Perhapsthey’d have deigned to feast on me
Had | been some wide-eyed cat, or King.

Geor ge Dabrowski - 9/3/2007
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Close

Theair between us
hisses, flares,
followed with

an uneasy quiet.

| seeyour reflection
in thewindshield,

a storm brewing,
thewipersdlice
swish it’s gone.

It'sthe closeness
intheair
we breathe as one.

There sno allowance

for fresh currents

to blow away stagnant smog.
It envelops and chokes

with stale air.

| count therain drops

on the windshield.

Their rimsarefaintly circled
with green, gold and pink.

Wedrive slowly through

the dark green mossy road ahead.

Gnarled treelimbs hang low
embrace from sideto side,
twist and twineinto

a cathedral ceiling.

For amoment all issilent.
Weare suspended in time.

Then the sudden whoosh
of breath releases
just beforetheclearing.

White Wave

Likea giant snow squall rising from the reservair,
amultitude of Snow Geese ascends en masse
whitewashing the heavens.

Snow Geesein flight, bodiesilluminated by sun,
wingstipped in black, rhythmically beating.
Thousands of birds move as one,

soar synchronized wingtip towing tip
across a January sky

Then, asif on cue, the white wave of waterfowl
Banks and parachutes gracefully into chilly waters.

Shimmering on dark liquid, the flock
glistenslike snow on a mountain peak.

Carolyn Constable

(Merrill Creek Reservoir, NJ - Winter 2005)

Judith A. Lawrence
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Poetry Slam Close-Up Photos- July 27, 2007

Winners. MikeWalerstein, CharlesMunoz - Tied for 1st Place
Marcia L e Beau won 2nd Place, and Ron & Ginny Day won 3rd Place




Joe Kazimier czyk:

AnneDitmars:

Ruth Deming:

Kathe Palka:

Joe Kaz hasa solo show of 35 paintings at the Triumph Brewing Company
in New Hope, Pa from Nov 6 through Dec 17, 2007. Opening reception ison
Wednesday, Nov 7 from 5:30 - 7:00pm. - Moreinfo on : http://www.joekaz.com/

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, Director for New Directions Support Group for People with Mood
Disorders & their loved ones - hosting the Fall Fundraiser to support the Group.
Oct. 17 taping on Comcast CN8 5-minute Newsmakers

http://www.newdir ectionssupport.org/Ruth Deming Newsmakers 10 17 2007.mpg.

Soon to be released by Finishing Line Press—* Faith to See and Other Poems,”
Kathe Palka’s second chapbook. Kathe's first Chapbook was*® The Grace of Light,”
published in 2004. Kathe' snew chapbook may be purchased at:
http://finishinglinepr ess.com/2006newr el easesandfor thcomingtitles.htm

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

Ruth Deming - poet/artist/director of New Directions. http://www.newdir ectionssupport.or g/
AnneDitmars:. Nature & Landscape Photographer: http://www.anneduboisditmars.com/

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

Judith Lawrence - poet/writer/artist/photographer/publisher: http://hometown.aol.com/judabah/
Delores Miller - writer: http://www.beautifulwarrior.com/

Joe Kazimierczyk (Joe Kaz) - artist/Artsbridge webmaster: http://www.joekaz.com/
LambertvilleLibrary: http://www.njstatelib.org/Ifpl/

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

Member & Supportive Links

Artsbridge http://www.artsbridgeonline.com/index.html

River Poets Writers Group: http://www.river poetsournal.com
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ETCETERA

Portrait of me by Watercolor Artist Eleanor Eick painted
in our Watercolor Classat Prallsville Mill.

A great likeness, don’t you think?

Judith Lawrence

Individual works are copyright
by their respective creators.

No poem/prose/ar twor k/photography may be reproduced
without express permission by the author.
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