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Editorial:

After athree month semi-absence, | am finally set-
tled in my new apartment. Downsizing proved to
be atraumatic lengthy process, but theresultsare
happily just as| hoped.

Added tothis, | retired in May, and am pleasantly
adjusting to my new schedule which will include

timetoread, lunch, walk the dog, takea dip in the _

pool, nap, paint, and of courseto write.

Asyou will seewith the new quarterly edition, our
writers, artists and photographers have been busily
working on their craft and thereismuch to cele-
bratein thisissue.

In our special guest section of thisissuel am intro-
ducing one of my favoritewriters, Margaret Ellis
Hill, and the gor geous photography of John Plate
depicting our beloved Lambertville canal on our
front cover.

Alsoin thisissueisacharming children’sstory ex-
cer pt by new member Joe D’ Mar co, who promises
to deliver the remaining excer pts each quarterly.
Joeisalso dabbling in poetry, and has some won-
derful ideasfor the group events.

Additionally we have a humorous story by Mason
L oika on the hazards of mountain biking, and one
by Carole Harris on the power of “C.”

Sprinkled throughout are selected poems by

our prolific poets who never cease to amaze and
delight us. Selectionsfrom our Garden Poems
Themereading invitation at Trenton Artworksin
Junearealsoincluded.

It isamazing how many different poems can come
from onethemeisn’t it?

It’sgood to be back. Hopeto see many of you at
the July 14 meeting and at the Poetry Slam on the
27th. | am mostly looking forward to my real life
beginning asa full timewriter and artist.

Thank you for your many emails of support.

- Judith Lawrence

The Second Annual Artsbridge/
River Poets Poetry Slam

Friday, July 27, 7.00 - 10:00 PM
Full Moon Café, 23 Bridge S.
Lambertville, NJ

609-397-1096

Reservations Recommended
Open to the public

First & Second Place Prizes

$10 Cover Charge Includes
Hors de Oeuvres & Beverages

BYOB

Work hasresumed on the 2007 Artsbridge/
River Poets anthology. | will be notifying
thewriterdartists/photographersof their
inclusion in theanthology. | anticipate
publication by late Summer 2007.

The 55 word Anthology will be published
by late Autumn. | am seeking black &
white sketches for this anthology.




Featured Guest Poet
Margaret Ellis Hill

Aunt Augusta

Aunt Augusta had your attention right away.
Usually shewas dressed to the hilt in hot pink
with matching lipstick, rouge, shoes, a hat,
wide brimmed to match her style, and gloves,
of course.

Color reminded her of joy and passion,

but | didn® see wher e she lacked either.

A toothy mouth grinned knowledge,

coke bottled lensed eyeglasses

magnified prospective,

gnarled fingers smoothed

to hold a puppy or a hand.

Her back bent forward from leaning into hugs,
her spirit was high and all of this showed

over chocolate milkshakes and good chili.
Shereveled in attention,

mesmerizing everyone who came

within eyesight or earshot.

Never married because she was

having too much fun to stop.

"l am abag of jitters,"

shetold me about her shakiness,

" gave up beer for lent.

t@the whiskey that makes mewhat | am,"
but I knew that twinklein her eye.

Told methat | should never grow old, just up,
laughter isthe cure-all, and to play forever.
She was ninety-two when she died last week.
Therewasn@a dry eye anywher e--
although, | had to laugh thinking

about what Heaven wasin for.

2001 Margaret EllisHill  (All Rights Reserved)

Saturday Night

As| was one beer into evening,

he sauntered through the open door

dusting off night time, pushing past

arazzle-dazzle moon and glow-stars
to a barstool at the Why Not Club.

His smile beamed self satisfaction--

enamel capson ivoriesreflected

gold chainsdraped in the V of unbuttoned silk.

Taut musclesrippled likea stone dropped in a pond.

He perfected the art of sloe-eyed sex

and fancy dancing; his shoes and hair, slick.
Wore shadesto hidefrom reality.

Skin-tight Angd Flights cupped atrim ass,

and hefinished hisportrait with a bulge placed
just so awoman’s mind would rock imagination.

At some hour pulsing with strobe-lights,

the heat, beat, and disco decibelsrising like smoke,
he dlid into midnight and mirrors.

Found the blond he knew would respond

to his smooth moves and set him on fire

for an afterwar ds snack--out back.

Maybe it happened after thethird depth charge

but my eyes cleared enough between sound and action
to stareat a bloody disco king at my feet,

the glint of metal, and scream at the siren-blarein my
head.

The moon shook with laughter, starscircled

in fast bands of color. In a special room

my minds eerie whistles dared me to complete
story linesin cracks spidering a porcelain bowl,
consider unconscious deliberation, or suffer
effects of Limburger sandwiches at bedtime.

Margaret EllisHill

Margaret EllisHill isinterested in the art of Poetry, that is, the art of language and sound. A keen observer of lifeand
beauty, she worksto honethe craft by attending local workshopsand critique sessions as well as week-long advanced poetry
sessions, including Centrum wher e she studied under Lynn Emanuel. Sheisan avid reader and student. Her work can be
found in many magazines, and anthologies, both on and off line. Her first poetry book, Close Company, published in 2003
may be purchased at: http://www.poetwor ks.com/CloseCompany.html

Her website: http://www.geocities.com/mar garete_hill/



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

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

Chapter One: " The Question”

Zoom and Gideon were small dogs, King Charles’ Spanielsto
be exact. Thevery name of their breed was the reason why
T —— _ they proudly carried thetitle of King. Mike and Sue, clearly
= _ e a0 i servantsin thekings' regal eyes, accompanied them on the
7 # long journey to their land on this bright Saturday morning...

- - Gideon awoke from hisnap when hefelt thetruck slow down.
[ﬁTI | "Wake up, wake up," hewhispered excitedly into Zoom’s
»y e : I think we’ rehere But Zoom did not hear hlm for he

=% sleep, gavethe dog ahard nudge Hiseffortsto stir the

s sleeping dog caused Zoom to tossand turn in hissquare-
"5 walled cotton bed. It wasaswarm astoast in thetruck and
L& | Zoom knew Gideon would not wake him unlessit was
important. Zoom turned over and used hisback leg, asall
dogs do, to wipe his eyes. Gideon waited impatiently whilethe
seepy-eyed Zoom stretched and yawned. Finally, he focused
his eyeson Gideon.

They were brothers, and being so, they had similarities. Both
i had long, soft flowing white and black fur with specks of

# brown hereand there. They were both about roughly the size
of a small pig. However, Gideon, who was a bit heavier than Zoom, strongly objected to being compared
to apig. Therewere, of course, also differences. Gideon had a small dot of black fur on hisnose, while
Zoom’'seyeswerelarger; or at least appeared that way. In terms of personality they differed aswell.
Gideon was always focused; questioning everything.

Wher eas, Zoom took thingsin stride. Each had distinct habits aswell. Zoom’stongue, quite a noticeable
feature, seemed to have a mind of itsown and would often start licking seeming never to stop. Gideon
said helooked likeafrog trying to catch afly in mid air and insisted the habit wasfairly undignified —
certainly not typical behavior of a king. Every so often he thought that perhaps Zoom did see some
phantom fly, and if that were the case thedog’s problemswerelarger then earlier considered. " Come
on, comeon," Gideon shouted now.

Zoom yawned again. Hislong, pink tongue uncurled, straightened and curled quickly back into his
mouth. Gideon rolled his eyesback and clicked histongue. This part of Zoom’swake up routine always
annoyed him. " Okay, what’s going on?" Zoom asked. " Are we here?"

Just as Gideon tried to speak the truck stopped abruptly and helet out a sound that could only be
translated into theword, " werlp!" Zoom put out hisfront pawsto stop himself from falling, but rolled
onto the floor nonetheless.



Gideon rolled on top of him. " Hey, get off me." Zoom mumbled. Gideon yanked histail from Zoom’s
mouth and spit out a clump of fur. He got back onto hisfour paws and they both jumped onto the
truck’s bench-seat and stared out the side window.

Zoom saw her first. Thelady was standing near along, green box which stood upon a wooden post.
Zoom and Gideon watched as she dropped the hinge door, put her hand in and took out a bundle of
papers. The papers must’ve been happy things because the lady smiled. Shethen turned and saw The
Kingsstaring at her. Her smile grew so big now that it almost filled her face. She opened the truck door
and climbed back inside. Gideon listened intently to the man and woman talk while Zoom listened for
Gideon to give him a clue of any information. After a short time he decided the man wasnamed Mr.
Mike and the lady was named Mrs. Sue. Gideon passed thisinformation onto Zoom who repeated it out
loud so asnot to forget. Gideon and Zoom held on asthetruck began to move again. It went through
two stone columnswhich held large, grey wooden gates. One of the columns had a wood sign with gold
letters. It read, " Tarp Farm." " Thismust be the name of our new land,” Gideon whispered to Zoom.
Beyond the gatesto the right was a brown barn. A strange animal stood and looked through the barn’s
split rail fence.

"What in theworld isthat?" Zoom asked.

"1 believeit isa goose," Gideon replied smiling.

A small dog wearing ared bandana around his neck saw the truck coming and jumped off of the front
porch. Hisbest friend, Beau, stayed behind playing with a white fuzzy ball. The small dog with the
bandanaran along a side of thetruck, " Welcome, welcome! | am Alex. Who areyou?"

Gideon spokefor both of them as Zoom was not always good with words.

"Thank you, | am Gideon, King of Charlesand thisis Zoom, King of Spaniel. Which Kingdom, may |
inquire, areyou from?"

"1 am not akingat all, I live herewith my owner, Steve," heanswered. " | protect theland and watch
theanimals."

"| see," Gideon said cheerfully. " You areour personal guard then?"

"Yes, that'sit!" Alex shouted as he stopped running along thetruck. " Where did you come from, King
Gideon and Zoom?"

Gideon, asif hearing a high pitched sound, tilted his head and thought about thisfor a moment.
Although a simple and obvious question, it was one he had never pondered. Zoom looked at himin
surprise, for herarely saw Gideon stumped by a question. Before either could addressthe situation Mrs.
Sueturned around and said something in an excited voice. Zoom and Gideon stopped barking and both
looked in her direction. Gideon saw it first. His eyes widened and his mouth dropped open.

to be continued...



Can | Really Afford This Exercise Program?

By Mason Loika

Two yearsago, | bought a used mountain bike, a car bicyclerack, space-age-design helmet, bare-
fingered mitts, a cyclo-computer mounted on the front wheel and a book titled On a Country Road by
Barry and Lois Johnston. Thebook caught my eye, because five of itsdetailed " 25 Bicycle Ridesin
Beautiful and Historic Southeastern Pennsylvania" arelocated in and around Bucks County.

| had never used the bicycleto take one of those " rides, so three weeks ago | had my bike " tuned up.” |
wasprimed. And eager. Thisyear | was goingto get my sorry butt into shape and exor cise my bulging
tummy.

Oneride sounded sublime: twenty milesof "rolling" terrain east of L ake Nockamixon. Geewhiz. |
could enjoy brand-new scenery and get into shapetoo! | was pumped.

About 5:30 on a late Friday afternoon, May 11, | set off from the Three Mile Run boat ramp inside
Nockamixon Lake State Park. With me, | brought water, a towel, blanket and plenty of enthusiasm. |
was going to reap a destiny of improved health, vim and vigor!

| should have known | was looking through rose-color ed glasses by the greeting | received at the " scenic
waterfalls." After huffing and puffing my way 5.8 milesup Ridge Road, | gazed at an impressive dam
with alittle bit of water spilling down thetop. A dapper-looking gentleman was assembling camera
equipment next to me, and | commented blissfully, " Not much water going over the waterfalls, is
there?"

Heglared and pointed a finger to theleft of thedam. " Seethere? A family of turkey vulturesisnesting
there”

Heran off with his camera equipment, and | chastised myself for being stupidly ignorant. | should have
recognized thisas an omen.

At thetop of the Ridge Road 6.7-mile upward grade, | turned onto Park Road.

"Ah, thisismy reward," | thought as| began a quick descent. " Theremainder of thistrip will bethe
sublime adventure |l now richly deserve.”

Wrong. | soon discovered thiscoursewasn®" rolling,” it was challenging!

Theremainder of the route descended about half mile, then it ascended again. And these were not slight
inclines or declines. Theseweremajor hills!

At 11.6 miles -- Keller@ Church Road at Edge Hill Road -- | wasin trouble. The sun began to wane,
my pulserate climbed to 173, and | began hobbling. | required rescue.



In front of a house where a middle-aged homeowner carved out rows of cut grass, | staggered to a
halt. At first, the man on thelawnmower ignored me, but | held my ground. | couldn@go anywhere. |
felt faint. Thiswastheend of theline.

After waving at him repeatedly for 10 minutes, the man shut off his mower, dismounted and walked
over to me, the source of his Friday evening interruption.

"l@introuble” | stammered. "I took thisbicycleroutethinking | could makeit, but | can@. Can you
givemearideback tomy car at Three Mile Run before the parking lot closes?"

Helooked me over suspiciously, and seemed dubious. | started to shake.

After a couple minutes, he acknowledged my sorry condition, walked over to his pickup truck and
drovetowherel stood. " 1@ put your bikein the back of thetruck, and you sit next toit,” he said.

| crawled into the truck with my bike; he put up thetailgate and then drove toward the boat
ramp. Theair rushing over thetruck began to cool me down. | was safe!

When we arrived at the boat ramp, this Good Samaritan refused payment -- and recognition -- for his
help.

A week ago, | hobbled back to the cycle shop to describe my misadventure, in hopesthat a better plan
could get meinto agreeable physical condition. " You need aroad bike, not a mountain bike," the shop
owner declared assuringly. " We have oneright over herethat you can buy for only $911!"

9117 Likein 9-1-1? Can | really afford this exercise program?

My left foot is probably sprained, although it isimproving only dlightly. [t@ still swollen.
Unlessimprovement occurs, the foot must be x-rayed.

| contrast my experience with that of Joe Ferry, managing editor of the Bucks County Herald. Ferry
haswritten afirst-person, 10-part account of hisprogressin an expertly guided exercise program. Asl
sit here nursing my two-week-old injury, my future exer cise regimen becomes a no-brainer.

| need to practice what Ferry has been preaching. The pain, risk and expense of cycling doesn® com-
parewith aregular, safe exercise regimen.

Ah, such islifein Bucks County!

Previously published by The Bucks County Herald



One

One among them lived inside his head
Never inviting anyonein
Never going out...until...

One among them saw all othersasrich
And himself as poor
He couldn’t seethe difference between
Those who work and
Those whose way was paved.

One among them couldn’t seethe spring.
Hewas like a black hole who sucked
Their soulsinto hisabyss.

One among them tried to spread
Hisdespair and madness.
Hetook aim aimlessly, shot randomly,
Hislast victim himself.

They are mourned
For their youth and lost potential.
Heis scorned
For hisdestructive mind and actions.

They have been buried sadly, but fondly,
Each receiving tribute from parents and peers.
Hewasburied in shame and sorrow.

They will beremembered
The Dammed - Michelangelo Collectively and individually.
Hewill beremembered now as
Connected to them.

They have gone to another world.
Heisfinally one among them-
The dead.

Bonnie DeCarolis




February

Frigid winds blow across
frozen Lake Galena
First snowfall of winter
frostsfieldsand trails
Few puddlesremain
fringing solid mass
Flying, two bluebirds
flitter at water @ edge
Female, male sip water
frivolously bathein chilly liquid.

Feathered friends bring glee
February@ doldrumsflee.

Carolyn Constable - 2-16-07

The Last L eaf

TheLast Leaf onthetree
Hangson by just athread
It wont surrender tothewind
Totakeitsplacein the flowerbed

But swirling winds ar e so per sistent
And float it to theground
Thelast leaf@ loneimportance disappear s
Asit joinsthe otherson the leafy mound

Carole Vaughan

TheRiver Revival

Nature doesn’t grievefor long.
Asthe sunsets amber raysof light
Peak through the clouds
Spotlighting ducks and swans
Who gracefully glide down
The gentle peaceful river
A choir of birds tweet and flutter
Thefull moon sprinklesglitter
The sun will risein the morning
And hopeisborn again.

CaroleHarris
(previoudy published in the New Hope Gazette)




"When Pigs Fly"

Silently twirling
baker cord hangs..
You greet me each morning
through window panes.
Of wood and paint
not flesh and feather.
Your mouth wide open
an inviteto enter.
Wrens sit on your snout,
jump onto your legs.
Small twigsfill your belly,
eggsto belaid.
Hand crafted by Humans
not that of God’s.
You arejust a pig
that happensto fly,
how odd..

Copyright 2007  Joseph W. D’Marco

TheEnron Trail

Comewith meto my back garden
Totheporch wherefriends have joined me,
My darling, often decrepit pals,

In our dusk.

We have spoken of many things
And havelistened, each to the other.
But now thereis something crawling east,
Casting itslong shadow
On ahard surface.

Isita“... rough beadt,
Itshour come‘round at last ...” ?
(Thanking you kindly, Mr. Yeats.)

No. A soft slug,
Moving faster than expected,
Leavesatrail of silver
Inthedime.

Elaine Restifo, Editor, The River Literary Anthology




Melting Down With Thoreau

At thefork in theroad
in an eventful long life,
my decision to downsize
seemed appropriate.

The move was fraught

with calamity, danger,

intrigue, loss, gain, betrayal,
hopelessness and hopefulness,

along with the usual cast of characters
spinning through the melee.

What saved me,

was my Irish bullheadedness,
and the belief

| could move mountains,

and so | did.

Intheend,

or isit the beginning...

old loves have endured,

new acquaintances have begun.

I've been given a spiritual awakening poem
from a dear poet totreasure,

and had a chance encounter

with Thoreau’sWalden in a Laundromat.

So herewe sit,

just meand Thoreau,

takingin the night air,

rocking slowly on my deck rocker,
lightstwinkling,

the sounds of men and women squabbling,
adog barking in the distance,

strangely connected,

yet disconnected from theworld.

Y es, we can escape our tethers,

lay aside thethings, people and events
that choke the soul,

facelifewith all itsmysteries

yet to unfold.

Judith A. Lawrence

I was reminded of the lapse of tim e.

I prew in those seasons like corn in
the night., and they were far better
than any work of the hands would
have been. They were not time
sitbiracted (rom my life, bul so much
over and above my usaal allowance,..

My davs were not davs of the weel,
bearing the stamp of any heathen defty,
nor were they minced into hours and
fretied by the ticking of a clock:

Excerpt - Walden Pond - Henry David Thoreau

Enchanted Garden

Thissmall space enfolds me
in shaded trees and wildflowers,
the scent of honeysuckle
mixed with musky earth.

With the laughter,
and shrieksof children
muted by deep,
| sit rocking on my porch glider,
lulled by the breeze®
conver sation with the night.

Arms outstretched,
out of my grounded body | rise,
soaring free of bone and flesh,
spanning the sky,
circlingthe stars.

With thetips of my fingers
| tap softly on Heaven@ door,
toimplore God
to not take mejust yet,
from this maddening,
yet beautiful earth.

Judith A. Lawrence



ADDICTEDTO C
By CaroleLongo Harris

When | wasfour yearsold my Dad introduced meto C at the Dipson Bradford Theater during a
Saturday matinee where Roy Rogers and Dale Evans sang Happy Trailsto You*. Everything was perfect
in my world with handsome Roy on his beautiful white horse, Trigger, galloping down the canyons next
to honey-sweet Dale Evans. | got high and knew while leaving the theater my trailswould be happy until
I met Dale and Roy again. My booster shot camethe next Saturday when Gene Autry and the Riders of
the Pur ple Sage sang, Tumbling, Tumbling Weed.

In my neighborhood aradio enshrined in a cathedral shaped wooden cabinet reigned in every
living room. Children had to listen to programs chosen by the adults. quiz shows, football and basket-
ball games and an occasional presidential address. Every Friday night my Dad sang along during the
Lucky Strike Hit Parade. Hisvoice sounded just like Ole Blues Sinatra and he never forgot a word or
missed a beat. Therewasn’t alineof C anywhere.

When | was eleven years old my second hit of C floated through my friend’s open bedroom
window. It wasahot August night, silent starstwinkled and crickets chirped. Wewerelyingin bed and
suddenly the still of the night exploded with “ Howdy folks! ThisisWWVA Wheeling West Virginia,
Welcome, ya all.” Cacophony of squeaking fiddles, strumming guitars, rifting har monicas and a new
sound—sted guitar. | got high on the licks and rifts, tempos: honky tonk, waltz and two-step; and the
lyrics. cotton fields, possum in the oven, broken heartsand drunken dreams.

Dick Clark’s American Bandstand became popular when | wasfifteen so | followed the crowd. In
college performed concerts by Kingston Trio, Four Freshman and Dave Bareback concerts. Thestu-
dentsfrom Harrisburg were great dancers and introduced me to the Motown sound. Alsorock nroll
music, beer and pot were available at the fraternity parties but no C.

After getting married and stuck in the suburbs| wasin denial about my addiction. No one would

understand so | wasforced to go cold turkey and substitute C for smooth jazz: Cannonball Adderly,

StarsFell on Alabama; Ella Fitzgerald, Lullaby of Birdland and Joe Pass, Green Dolphin Street.




Still dry and desperate- | wrotea C song-“Hard timesin soft bedswithout you.”

Thedry spell ended in the 80swhen | took a hit at the Garden State Arts Center. TheMan in
Black in a deep gravel voice announced, “ Hi, my nameis Johnny Cash.” Wow, | was high and riding on
the backbeat of the music and lyrics and rolled down thoserailroad tracks Going to Jackson, “ hotter
than a pepper sprout.” Finally aweek later | overdosed on C when Randy Travis opened hisconcert in
Philadelphia with Happy Trailsto Y ou.

During my yearsof addiction | educated myself. Each region in the United States had a different
kind of C. Even instrumentswere christened Texasor L ouisiana depending on the musical style per-
formed. The honky tonk piano sound and lyrics of Brother Ride On gave me a four-minuterush. C came
in several packets: classic, rock and contemporary. Willy Nelson penned Georgia a tribute to hishome
state and scribbled Crazy for Patsy Cline on a barroom napkin. Georgia. Merle Haggar d sang about his
sufferinginjail. Johnny Paycheck sympathized with anyone stuck in a dead end job with TakethisJob
and Shoveit. When Loretta Lynnewrote and sang The Pill it encouraged Dolly Parton to crossover
with Nineto Five.

Gangstarap artistsuse “reality of life” to defend violence against women and authority. C lyrics
reflect another side of thisreality: respect for soldiers, women and God and hope for the down and out.
Lay the Star Spangled Banner over me, my baby left mewith a baby, all gaveit some and some gave it
all.

Today C addicts can get easy fixeson Internet music, CMT and TNN cable networks, CD and
DVDs and even cheap tours of Grand Ole Opray in Nashville. Locally, just tuneyour radio dial to
WXTU 925 FM or WDBR FM 89.7. Hurry! Pure C isbeing laced with flashy psychedelic videos and
amplified sound effects. Even thevirgin-like C girlsarewearing 5-inch stiletto heels and glitzy low cut

sequined topsinstead of boots and fringed leather jackets! Yes, my nameis Caroleand | am addicted to

Country Music.




The Secret

We'd known each other
from thelocal diner.

Heresided behind my apartment
inahigh riser.

Occasionally we would meet
and exchange pleasantries,
socializing over scrambled
eggs, coffee and

or ange squeeze.

Amiable and interesting, reveling
in whatever current palitical
idiocy filled the news,
discovering we held
many similar views.

Then suddenly | stopped
seeing him,
never learning the reason.
M onths passed, winters cold
vanished and one Spring season,
there he sat staring vacantly,
showing signs of some
inner resentment.
Seated by thewindow at a posh
designer coffee establishment.
Hisface masked by a cunning half smile,
pursued by someimagined
hostile bile,
that proclaimed a knowledge of an
injustice he'd kept on file.

Time passed and | never
guessed his secret,
but early one morning
| heard it,
An ear-piercing scream precluded
itssickening implode.
The anguished cry fading
from floor to floor,
as heleapt from hisabode,
Laying crushed and bleeding
in concr ete sleep,
finally rid of the cancer
he never wished to keep.

Joe Treceno - 5/8/07

The Persistence of Memory—Salvador Dali

Bohéemes au café. 1886

- Jean-Francois Raffaelli. Pastel



Springin 3 Acts

In March the crocus push their shootsthrough
the snow, bashfully peeking through the
curtain. At first the curtain opensto reveal
their brave blooms.

In April the daffodils, tulips, and narcissus
takethe stageto strut their colors. Grape
hyacinths enter and nod their royal consent
preceding the noble rhododendron.

In May therhododendron star and with their
fellow azalea bushes bloom. Nearby the golden
forsythiathreaten to steal the spotlight.

Soon the spring revue comes to a close
heralding summer. Each act has had its mo-
ment in the light. Each comesin itsown time
and then bowsto the next performer. Only
after these have passed can thelovely roses
bloom.

Bonnie DeCarolis

Photography by Anne Ditmars

Our Partnership

Natureand | haveapartnership. I’m thesilent
partner, sheistheactive one.

She createsan early Spring garden beforethe
treesin our wooded acres sprout forth a billion
leaves and downsize the sun and make it
difficult for flowersto grow.

In early Spring, the spindly lace of Dutchman’s
Breeches whitening the hillside as| come up
thedrive. They grow only in our yard.

Therunning wild of small yellow flowers. 1
don’t know their name, they didn’t tell me.

A profusion of violets. Their exquisite color
reminds me of my youth and the violet
spattered woods | used to play in.

Stars of Bethlehem. | see wherethey got their
name. Asif thetiny starsabove exchanged
places and came down to earth.

Yellow, orange, dog tooth violets changing the
face of another hillside.

White flowers, close to the ground, whose faces
arethesizeof silver dollars. They also keep
their name a secret from me.

For one period of afew weeksin early Spring,
Nature creates thiswonderland of wild flowers
in our yard. They die out with the coming of
another miracle, the canopy of a billion tree
leaves. Shade, shade everywhere, green, green
everywhere.

Robert Muller  (all rightsreserved) - 6/9/07




A Question For Pete

A very nice and quiet boy

As| remember him, and will
Though neither of uswill find fame
Or fortune great, or even joy

It surely seemsasyears go by.

A hunting accident was his

Sad end, as sad ends often lurk
Totear a mother’sweary heart
And takea son asfineasthis
From such a family, all so kind.
Now asfor me - ashaky start -

| graduated, went to work.

Made preciouslittle of my mind
So wewerenearly both the same -

Oneway or ‘nother - madethem cry
Asthoughts of what we might have been.

Hedid not live - | did not die
Aschanceor fate would haveit be
Still, what could he, or even |
Have doneto change

The course and range

Of human destiny?

Geor ge Dabrowski

Pennypack Park

We went down to the park
and strode past thetall trees
the picnic tables

with families

the tumbledown pavilion
with uselessfireplace

wher e once bonfires burned

You led the way
through weeds and
prickery patches

| wore my shorts
got scratched

my legsitched

| said nothing.

You found atree

looked up at the sky

and said, Nice day,

asyou spread Spanky@ ashes
beneath thetree.

Baruch Atah Adonai,
Elohaynu Melech Ha Olam *
| recited

and looked at what used

to beyour loving companion
black asthe night sky

now ground to fine white
powder that a woman might
wear on her face.

Ruth Z Deming

*[Wepraiseyou Eternal God
Sover eign of the Universeg]




The Flower and the Stone

An old Dane once confided a story.
He has been the ancient of days,

Even when alonein youth,

In adistant land.

You can recognize him by his

Array of hats, tilted, jilted sometimes,
Hats grown thin by time and attention,
And hot daysin the sun.

He s a stonemason, the best at that,
At least in these parts,

That’swhat they say.

His eyes have seen more of theworld
Than | would ever careto see,

Rather not see, war and more.
He'slived to tell thetales.

Helost a son, many year s ago,

A wild son, an eager son,

An ancient son, like hisfather.

A young man who tripped
Trying to find hisway

In thistripping world.

| can’t remember hisname,

And | won’t guessit here
(Because a poem should be exact.)

Anyway, the stonemason,

Onefine summer day,

Had ajob to do:

Repair aretaining wall

Set along the banks of agreat river,
A stonewall. And his son

Had passed away, and the loss

Still weighed like a stone

Upon the heart of the man.

Therocksfor thewall

Werebeing ever so carefully
Chiseled and sized for therepairs,
Mortar applied with theworn trowel.
Can you hear thesharp

Cutting of therock,

The sandpaper sound of the

Mortar finish put in place?

A thought occursto the mason.
Hefinds a wildflower,

A brilliant colorful flower,

A flower grown radiant by the flow
Of thegreat river, afloweringriver.
With onelast stoneto put in place
To finish the embankment,

The mason commemor ates his son:
He offersthe flower to hisson,

And sealsthe offering in the stone wall,
A flower preserved

On the banks of theriver,

Hidden,

Ashisson’slifeisnow hidden.
With that one thought,

That one innocent gesture,

Thevell must have been rent,

And a host of Angelsand Buddha's
And even Shiva appeared,

Blessing the offering,

The Angelsand Buddha's

And Shiva also hidden,
Liketheflower and the son.

Theflower offering lifted the stone
From off theman’s heart,

And the Angel’sand Buddha's
And Shiva surely saw the

Light in theman’s heart,

And blessed the man and his son.

(C) Copyright Bill Sloane 2007
All rightsreserved.



Second Guessing

When doesit seep in,
sideunder the gate of not seeing,
twist a path into unremitting light.
When do the should haves and could haves begin to ask,
“Why didn’t 1?”
With a diagnosis?
When “terminal” becomesforever?
Or isit thefinality of absence
that you can no longer see who you werein the before,
you can’t accept
not living up to your own divine expectations.
How could death be such a surprise,
when you saw it coming,
that train roaring down thetrack,
you heard the whistle scream,
and scream,
and scream,
and still you counted thetieson thetrack.

Marcia Angermann

The Scream Edvard Munch - 1893




INSPIRATION!

| awokein the middle of the night and thereit was, all laid out in my head, the most beautiful
poem I’'d ever written.

| knew it was good. Heaven sent. Thebest I’d ever done.

Nothing like Keats, or Longfellow, Whitman or Frost, but damn good. Good
enough, maybe, to get mein therunning for Poet L aur eate!

Though thelight wasdim and | was asleep, | couldn’t wait to get it
on paper, beforeit got away - thisbrilliant inspiration in my head.

| grabbed a sheet of paper and wrote furioudly.

Finally it was all recorded, this masterpiece and | was able to go back to
sleep. But | couldn’t wait to seeit in thefull light of day, in all itsbrilliant glory.

Join me now, when | count to three, TURN TO PAGE 20 and we will dazzlein my
creation together.

Robert Muller 3/31/07 All rightsreserved

TheMuse - An Uncertain Relationship
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How Does Your Garden Grow

Theworld’sbouquet of flowers
isrich with varied hue,

each one containsa mystery
abit like meand you.

Oneflower never bloomsin shade,
onewithersin the sun,

one blossoms with attention,
while others come undone.

Some seeds will need o little,

some plants will need so much,
whileall it takesto make somethrive
isjust the lightest touch.

Some will blow apart with wind,
some will only bend,

touch their headsto smell the earth
and spring back up again.

Some will touch our hearts and minds
their facestoward thelight,

for someit’s but thefoliage

that causes such delight.

| just can’t help but wonder,
arethey ever envy green,
does hosta want to be arose,
or roseaprairiequeen?

Or arethey all quitejoyful
being what they’re meant to be,
knowing wheretheir placeis,
in nature's symphony.

Mar cia Anger mann

Rock Wildflowers - Photography by Judith A. Lawrence

Twilight Brilliance - Photogr aphy by Judith A. Lawrence



Precious Nights

Bright diamondsin thedark sky,
Cold darknesswith yellow lights,
Silver moon waswearing ring of her bride,
Treeswere dancing on silent night,
When daily whistle echoed from outside,
Onecan tell; it was from carefree mind,
Thefoot taps of passer by,

Kick on a can and youth nesswhistle;
Made the lonesome street alive.

Young lad moved far- -in hisfree style,
From where he comes; where he goes?
A mystery! A melody in itsown style
| wait for him just to peep through windows
- today or tomorrow every night.

Bright diamondsin thedark sky,
Cold darknesswith yellow lights,
Silver moon and ring of her bride,
Dancing treesin silent night.
Just! Left behind.
Today or tomorrow every night.

Anjulata (Rashi)




AnneDitmars: 3 day exhibition - April 13to April 15 through The Women Artists of
Bucks County ART SHOW at the ROSE BANK WINERY

Ruth Deming: Poems - “Yellow isthe Color of Tomorrow” & “The Second Time You
Died” - Published by The Tookany Review - Fall/Winter 2006/2007

Nan Wheeler: Short Story - “The Scar” received 3rd place winner ($100 prize)
in the Memoir Contest for the Writers Workshop of Ashville

CaroleHarris: Poem - “The River Revival” - New Hope Gazette
55Word Story - “I Am Grandma” - 55 words
Miss Strawberry - Voices

Ed Vinarski: A real fish story - Newspaper publishing

Judith Lawrence:  Poems- “Found And Lost” & “In TheCards’
Published by Poet Works - “Just Bite Me” Anthology - 2007

Member & Supportive Links

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/

DeloresMiller - 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

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