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Editorial:  

It’s difficult to believe looking out my window that  
Spring will soon be here, but Pansy my mud-
flinging squirrel has returned, surviving winter, 
as many of us have often to our great surprise.  

In this Autumn/Winter Issue I am delighted to        
introduce our Guest Artist, Jennifer Campbell,  
and Guest Poet, Peter D. Goodwin.  

Also introducing D. T. Cook, with a story titled 
“Fire,” a chilling account as seen through the eyes 
of a boy.  Check out Tom’s book “Under the El,” 
published as a serial in eight issues of Bellowing 
Ark, a literary journal.  (see link on Page 27).  

“Coal Miners,” an article written by Carole Longo 
Harris is a fascinating glimpse into the history of 
coalminers.  And the old world charm of Carole’s 
story, “The Bundle,” has to bring a tear to your 
eye.  

Not to forget Mary Menna’s sentimental prose 
piece on a household sale for a senior moving from 
her home to a one bedroom room.  

Bill Donlen’s poems left me dazzled by the sheer 
poetic phrases he so lovingly crafts.  As you can 
see, his photography is equally inspiring.  

Bill Sloane’s two juxtaposed poems one of             
darkness, the other of light, take us to the depth of 
despair, and upward into the light.  

Joe Treceno teases us with his riddle poem, “The 
Lender and the Borrower,” and takes us away on a  
haphazard Phantasmagoria ride.  

Gloria del Vecchio’s surreal poem on the lack of 
tenderness in this world is portrayed in her unique 
style, which often challenges the world at large.  

Peter Czerwinski’s poem, “A Wavy Line Between 
Two Points” on the survival of fringe societies is  
brilliant.  

I’ve included “Something Wicked...” written in the 
wee hours after our March 8th mad storm, and 
Part I of  “The Metamorphoses of Connie             
Toscano,” a cozy/mystery novella.  

Event Announcements 

River Poets Greenfest  
Poetry Reading 

Shadfest - Saturday, April 26,  
2:00 - 4:00 PM  

The Bridgestreet House 
Courtyard 

75 Bridge St 
Lambertville, NJ 

609-397-2503 
Open to the public  

Poetry/Music/Art 

 

Bridgestreet House Courtyard 
www.bridgestreethouse.com 

Coming Soon!  

Our Annual 55 Word Story Contest 
at the Full Moon Café!  

A 55 word story means just that, 55 words, no 
more, no less, with beginning, middle, and ending.  

Title is not counted.  

A 55 Word Story Chapbook 
 will be published later this year. 

http://www.bridgestreethouse.com
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Featured Guest Artist 

Jennifer Campbell 
I met Jennifer at a Rose Bank Winery Art Show in Newtown, PA last year.  There was much to see and admire at 
the show, but I kept returning to Jennifer’s large canvasses.  I was intrigued by her lavish use of black and white 
in acrylic paintings.  In a room full of colorful pastoral scenes, portraits, sparkling  watercolors, and                  
impressionists, Jennifer’s work took risks, and commanded your attention.  The play of shadow and light,  
film noir mystique, perfection of line and form in all of Jennifer’s paintings is at once playful, seductive, risky, and 
impressive.                   - Judith Lawrence 

Born and raised in Philadelphia, PA, Jennifer graduated 
from Holy Family College with a B.A. in Art, and earned 
her Art teaching degree from Moore College of Art and        
Design. Influenced by Neo-Classicism as well as the works 
of artist Alphonse Mucha, Jennifer finds the female figure 
to be an intriguing subject matter for which she is known 
to paint with a voyeresque perspective.  “I’m very focused 
when I paint.  Every curve and slight nuance of the figure 
must be translated onto the canvas with perfection and 
exact detail”, stated Campbell.  In 2005 Jennifer teamed 
up with Bucks County artists Florence Schadler and Mary 
Walsh to form The Women Artist’s of Bucks County, a 
three woman artist group showing in local venues.   

The first show took place in November 2005 in a three day 
exhibition at Rose Bank Winery located in Newtown, PA.  
The show drew over 400 art enthusiasts and has grown in 
size and popularity.  The group has since added three new 
female artists, returning each year to show at the winery.  
“The rustic winery is the perfect backdrop to display our 
paintings and lends itself to the enjoyment of the art-
work”, stated Campbell.  In addition to the art group, 
Jennifer’s work has been featured in numerous print ads.  
She has exhibited in local art shows and was a featured 
artist in Newtown, PA’s Welcome Day in May of 2006.  
Currently, Jennifer is showing at Kathleens’ Gallery and 
Framing in Newtown, PA.  



 

4  

In Search of Asbury Park  

Asbury Park — like New Jersey— must be real 
Bruce Springsteen claims it is 
My Mother also claims it is 
with neat homes and quiet street 
and a wide boardwalk by the ocean 
and I was born there 
so my Mother claims 
so it must be real 
with many roads surrounding it 
with many roads leading to it 
and signposts proclaiming it. 
Follow the signs, yes follow the signs 
To The World-Famous Boardwalk 
With its Magnificent Pier 
The Stone Pony 
The Carousel and Palace Amusements 
Follow, yes follow the signs 
along so many roads, so many roads so fast 
around and around, on and on 
to the left, to the right, with a sharp 
veer to the right, under the pass to the left 
the rushing crowded roads 
and signs beckoning 
but never leading to Asbury Park 
the roads, the directions, the signposts 
never delivering Asbury Park! 
Perhaps Asbury Park no longer exists 
Not as a place or a destination 
home of my childhood 
just a sign on the road 
a hint of what used to be 
to tease those who are rushing past.   

© Peter D. Goodwin                                     

 
Peter D. Goodwin  -  Guest Poet 

Peter D. Goodwin was born in New Jersey, lived (mostly) in England until the age of eighteen; went to college 
in Virginia, travelled through Europe and Asia; taught at University in Thailand, elementary school in        
England, secondary school in Virginia; moved to New York, worked as a playwright, moved to Maryland, 
bought a boat, writes poetry while providing succulent treats for deer, rodents, birds and insects.  

His poems have been published in September eleven; Maryland Voices; Listening to The Water:                      
The Susquehanna Water Anthology; Rattle, Scribble, Dreamstreets, Lucidity, Attic, Perpetuum Mobile,             
lunarosity, Bent Pin, LunchLines, Prints, and Memoir. 

 

Lovers Lane  -  Asbury Park, NJ 

Palace  - Asbury Park,  NJ 
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A Rocky Mountain Peak   -  Thomas Moran 

 
Peter D. Goodwin  -  continued 

It’s That Time of the Year Again  

It's that time of the year again 

His sleep becomes troubled. 
His conversations meanders. 

He cannot concentrate.  

Normally they would never have met 
A married man no longer young 
A single woman so young, so vibrant,  
                With eyes that sparkled and lips that glowed. 
But they did meet, they worked together,  
and enjoyed each other's company. 
Their talk became comfortable, too comfortable 
        With an intimate collegiality that was dangerous. 
Then she was gone.  

A better opportunity she explained. 
In another company. 
In another city. 
On another coast. 
Far away. 
Where mail remains unanswered 
telephone messages lost 
e-mail missives vanish 

And only memories remain.  

Its that time of the year again 
When memories return, unsought if not unwelcome  
Time to separate himself from wife,  
from family, from  community 
Time to go to the mountain 
Time to climb that peak 
That peak that becomes higher, harder,   
more tiring each year  
More punishment and more reward, 
that peak, where amid the swirling winds,   
He can survey the world. 
Searching      Regretting       Yearning 
Sitting on a ledge 
He calls out to her 
Writes to her 
A long, long letter, telling her all  
that has happened in the last year   

And asks her about her life, 
her loves, her happiness,  
and reads it to her, screaming  
above the howling wind,  
and burns the letter,  
scattering ashes to the winds.  

It's that time of the year again.  

© Peter D. Goodwin 
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FIRE    

By D. T. Cook    

When I was a small child, I used to think like every other kid in the neighborhood--that nothing was 

more fun than watching somebody's house burn down.  Especially in the summer when things were boring.  

Especially when it wasn't a long walk to the burning house.  And most especially at night when the colors of 

the flames--tattered-sofa-chair orange, frayed-couch gold, and cardboard-kitchen-closet red were most vivid 

against the black night sky.  

When I was a small child, our row house neighborhood had plenty of house fires.  My sister and I were 

never allowed to go see them.  Mom thought it was terrible for people to walk several city blocks and then 

crowd around on a stranger's sidewalk and watch the stranger's life's possessions go up in smoke and flames.  

We, my sister and I, had to be content hearing about the exciting fires from our friends; we had to be 

satisfied with enjoying the neighborhood fires secondhand.  Until the Hegar fire.  

Ulysses and June Hegar lived across the street from us.  The houses on that side had three bedrooms; 

our side had two bedrooms.  Ulysses and June were the kids of Grant and June Hegar.  June, the mother of 

Ulysses and June, had running sores on her arms and legs because she had syphilis.  She was probably the   

reason her two sons were mildly retarded.  When we picked sides for box ball in the street, Andie, my sister, 

always got picked before Ulysses and his brother June.  Neither of them were very good at sports, but they 

lived across the street and they were eight- and nine-years-old, the same age as Andie and I, and, of course, 

they were our friends.  

"It's nine o'clock, and you kids better be in bed," Mommy called up to us.  She could hear us banging 

things around upstairs and trying to get a last few minutes of playing in before we went to sleep.  Dad would 

be home from the bar soon, and she didn't want us to hear him start.  

"We're in bed, Mommy," Andie called downstairs.  

"Yeah, we're in bed," I added as I raced into the bathroom to get in a final pee.  

"Then go to sleep," she called up to us like every mother on the block, maybe all the mothers in the 

world, were calling up to their kids to finally end the day and have some quiet.     



 

7  

"Did Ulysses and June get back from their grandma's yet?" Andie called down. 

"Go-to-sleep," Mommy ordered, pausing between each word like we would understand better if she said it that 

way.  

"I’m gonna open the window more," Andie said to me in the darkness.  I was in the top bunk bed, so I 

couldn't pretend I didn't hear her.  

"Mommy said we have to leave the windows alone," I reminded her without going into Mommy's 

speech about how so many children fall to their deaths and break their legs and can't walk right because the 

children don't leave the windows where their mommies put them.  

"I'm gonna open the window more," Andie said.  

As she pulled the shade down and let it rise up, the air and the window were forgotten.  There it was: 

Our dream come true.  A small orange ball of light and smoke streamed out the upstairs window of the 

Hegar's.  

"A fire," we said in unison and joy.  

"It's a fire, it's a fire," Andie shouted a step ahead of me down the staircase.  

"Fire, Mommy, Fi--," Andie continued.  

"Hegar's on fire," I explained as we burst into our small living room.  

Even as I spoke, the crowd was beginning to form, the damned of the night were beginning to rise up 

from their beds and come forth to revel in the best summer show the neighborhood could provide.  

"Where?" Mommy asked, "The Hegars?"  Then, as she yanked our front door open, "My God.  The 

Hegar's."  

She had to admit it.  With Andie and me crowding beside her in the doorway, the proof was too strong: 

The Hegar's house was burning orange and gold and red against the black night sky.  

Row house fires in Fishtown seem to know that they have less time to consume a residence and destroy 

everything some poor family worked ten years for, less time to get red and blazing, than a small boy gets to 

find his lost shoe for school.  Say, five minutes.  The Philadelphia Fire Department, heroes all, have the same 

knowledge; it is why they always get to the scene in less than five minutes.     
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While we watched from our front step, the Hegar's house began to roar.  It must have been burning for 

over two minutes.  Little houses go quickly.  It is why they are so much fun to watch.  

"Stay on the step," Mommy said in the voice she used to ask me about a fight I had in school and had 

been sent home for.  In that tone of voice, she didn't need to repeat herself.  Even so, the Hegar's were directly 

across the street, less than thirty feet away.  We weren't going to miss anything from the step.  

Mommy pounded on their door like a man trying to wake his wife up and get let inside after he had 

been out too late at the bar and wanted somebody inside to remember that he lived there.  Like Dad.  And 

unlike Dad she yelled at the top of her lungs.  She yelled for Mr. or Mrs. Hegar or Ulysses or June to answer.  

Then she ran back to our house, pushing Andie and me out of the way, and called the fire department.       

Somebody else had just called; they were already on their way.  

But at least three minutes had passed; the flames were beginning to show on the roof (tarpaper has a 

thick smoky-black-mixed-with-bright-red color).  Andie and I, sitting side by side on the step, could just begin 

to feel the heat.  The inevitable crowd, sometime in the last minute, had materialized on the Hegar's sidewalk.  

Mommy could be heard inside, talking loudly into the phone that she insisted on keeping in service, 

even when she had to pay for it with her sewing money that was supposed to be for birthdays and Christmas.   

Together on the step, Andie and I weren't embarrassed that the world could hear our mother talking.  

Nor were we embarrassed to be in our underwear--every kid in the neighborhood slept in their underwear in 

the summer.  But to hear Mommy shout, "You fucking drunk, get home and bring them with you," was embar-

rassing.  

Turning to me, Andie said, "Mommy--"  

"Shh--" I interrupted her.  "Don't say anything, or she'll make us go inside."  

"When Mr. and Mrs. Hegar get home," Andie said beside me, "they're going to be surprised to find 

their house burned up."  

As everybody in Fishtown knows, the best part about a house fire is the fire department.  Andie 

squirmed beside me when the truck finally came up the street.  It signaled that the show was going to end soon 

but that the best part was beginning.  

"Here comes the truck," Andie said like I might miss it. 
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The frantic first minutes are the best of all.  Firemen with big axes leap from the truck, hoses cover the 

street shooting water straight into the blaze, and the truck blares loudly--the truck that shines brighter and    

redder than the fire itself.  

Then the fire was out.  Smoldering mattresses, scorched pieces of a bedroom set, clothes, things the 

owners would not recognize--all lay ruined on the sidewalk where the firemen had thrown them from the    

windows as they tried to save something for Grant and June and Ulysses and June--but it was all ruined.  Still, 

the show was not over.  

"Daddy's home," Andie shouted over her shoulder to Mommy who stood behind us in the doorway.  

"Daddy's--"  

""Shh--" I interrupted her.  "Don't say anything, or she'll make us go inside."  

He was not alone.  He had company, good neighborhood company.  Stumbling arm in arm behind him 

were Mr. and Mrs. Hegar who went directly to what was left of their house, pushing through the crowd that 

murmured things like, "It's the owners--Can't sleep there tonight--Too bad," and from a man who lived two city 

blocks away and must have run to see the action, "There's nothing left."  

June, Mrs. Hegar, picked up a striped bedroom pillow, no pillow case, and hugging it to herself, began 

to laugh softly.  "It's a good thing," she said over and over.  "It's a good thing."  

Dad stood behind us in the doorway, trying to get Mommy to let him put his arm around her.  Andie 

and I could smell the beer.  

The crowd had cleared back so that we could hear what Mr. Hegar said.  

Gently, "What's a good thing, June.  What's so damn good."  

They were both sobering up a little, and the fire captain was beside them, trying to talk to them.  

"That I locked Ulysses and June in the basement before we went to the bar," she said laughing into the 

pillow, "It's a good thing.  It's . . ."    

When I was a small child, I used to think like every other kid in the neighborhood, until they brought 
the bodies out. 
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A Wavy Line Between Two Points  

Here in Maine, 
only 11 millennia ago, 
dense accumulations 
of millions of individual ice age snows 
coalesced into slow moving mountains of ice 
that unmercifully scoured away 
the land's old surface  

Still not done, 
the glaciers claimed domination 
by weighing down the land 
like a bowling ball 
on a soft bed  

Today, miles from Maine's new coast 
a swell of purling currents and white foam 
form behind a lobster boat  

From the stern of the throaty boat 
a shepherd stands and watches 
her sheep with concern, 
often losing her balance 
as the vessel dips and rolls  

Towed in the trail of sea bubbles 
is a dory of scared shorn sheep 
who rustle in the confined space 
They are traveling from one small island 
home to another  

Islander's life styles and points of view 
are far different from the 
fast forward mainland  

Here, the value of lobster is the mainmast 
support of the few remaining 
island communities  

Although the major topics of the day 
are lobsters and diesel, 
the real, haunting concerns 
are having enough children 
for each of the islands one-room schools, 
and keeping their isle from being consumed 
by the rich summer rusticators   

At these nodes of sea, rock and pine 
problems are met with desperate ingenuity. 
Boats are the islander's transportation 
and neighbors the only rescue  

Beauty and independence battle 
with island frailties and nature's assaults  

How important is it to have 
fringe societies survive ?  

Evolution knows them well  

          © W. Peter Czerwinski 2007                         

Pentecost by Peter Ralston ©2000 
Island Institute - Maine    
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"Veniat"  

Then came old Demon Death. 
He breathed his drying sigh 
         o'er sweet young men 
Who, loving, spent lives 
          so much too short. 
They passed me by 
         on way to death.   

He ravaged neighborhoods; 
     Left them vacant, 
                       lonely, 
For those loving men who passed me by.   

I stand to cry 
For now, remaining and alone 
I seem to frighten those I fancy, 
As if the face of Demon Death 
     Echoes in mine. 
Referencing friendship 
     As a one night stand.   

                      © Bill Donlen - 8/8/07  

"Lavabo"   

I will be cleansed 
     By the blood of friends. 
Those who died before, 
     Their skeletons stretching 
              Through their skins 
Some lesioned 
     like old Greek Men.   

But they were just past boys 
     On their way to Life; 
Cut down, 
     Scythed 
          As winter wheat in May.   

I loved them then. 
     I miss them now. 
          I'll join them soon enough, 
Yet by another route.   

I'll find the goal 
and travel, ghost-bidden- 
To my final sleep of peace.   

Respite sought. 
Solace welcomed.  

                 © Bill Donlen - 8/8/07     

                                      

Photography  -  Bill Donlen 
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Fifty-Seven Years of Household Goods the Advertisement Said     

by Mary Menna   

The sun is not up yet, but she is.  She moves slowly outside where 
an amalgamation of life - her life - now in boxes or strewn about on 
makeshift tables in and around the well-kept garage wait for the hands of 
strangers who will peer at this and discard that as if sifting through trash 
hoping to find treasure.   

“Fifty -seven years of household goods,” the advertisement had 
read. Wording she’d been told would bring many people to the sale.   
Everyone knows moving means letting things go for next to nothing -  
especially when old people are involved.  Buyers know that old people are often   
unaware of the worth of their soon - to - be sold lives.   

Last night some early birds had come by wanting old perfume bottles.  The 
regal, white-haired woman walked them to the garage with a slow, but purposeful 
stride.  She knew exactly where to find the old, half-filled bottles, but these were not 
what the early birds were looking for.   

Now, with the rising sun, the vultures begin to swoop in knowing, hoping 
that this old lady has no idea of the worth of her things.  Furniture, Christmas         
decorations, souvenirs of trips taken with her deceased husband.  They had been 
married 62 years when he died.   

A torrent of questions and offers assaults this willow woman’s senses.  She is 
tired, but determined to be rid of as much as possible.  She will move in with her eldest son and daughter-in-
law.  She will move from a three bedroom home to a single bedroom.  She will become a foreigner in a new 
state; she will leave her 96 year old sister down the street, the last person who knows about her entire life.  She 
considers herself blessed to have children need her close by so they don’t worry about her.   

The morning is a dervish of movement with the antique dealers and collectors rifling through boxes as 
yet unpacked like animals in search of water during a drought.  “Do you have any old tools?”  “Do you have 
old glassware?”  “I’m looking for linens and baby items; do you have any?”  This last question elicits a smile.  
She shows the woman her fifty-six year old son’s baby shoes, rattle, and blanket.  These are her only baby 
items.  The woman turns and walks away.   

Shame is the word that comes to mind as these gluttons steal a crystal bowl - - a 1939 wedding gift for 
$2.00.  Her wedding gown brings $10.00.  Smiling the woman tells the buyer that it cost her $39.95 when she 
purchased it at Macy’s in New York City.  Someone buys her husband’s shaving kit and as she unzips it, she 
finds his shaving brush.  Timidly she asks the buyer, “Can I keep this?”   

Morning becomes afternoon and the sale comes to an end.  The woman sits in a lawn chair surveying 
what is left.  Not much, only memories and tears.    


