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Please read for subtext  
Self Indulgence #4 
 
We begin this issue with the front cover, which comes to us from Joseph Massey. We 
know Joseph from his fine poetry that has been published in Dreamstreets and widely 
elsewhere. During his sojourns around his immediate environment he’s 
demonstrated he has a good eye for visual images. 
 Before I get into my splurge of self indulgence in this issue, we have an 
extended piece of fiction from Lonnie T. Edwards. Back in Dreamstreets #36 from 

February 1994, Michael “Mafundi” Kennard 
reviewed Lonnie’s novel Stars of the Jolt Parade. 
Since then Lonnie has written a sequel and we 
actually have the opportunity to read the first 
three chapters from it in the issue. 
 Also in this issue we begin with another 
posthumous poem from two time Delaware 
Poet Laureate David Hudson, who before he 
died in 2003 left me a long, somewhat raw, 
poem that I found was several poems with 
similar yet connecting themes. The first of 
these was published in Dreamstreets #64. I 
assess there’s probably two more poems 
lurking in the remainder of the poetry that he 
bequeathed to me. 
 Regarding my own self indulgent 
contribution to this issue, first I offer some past 
local history with a scaled down version of an 
earlier article about a fragment of history from 

the late 1960s and early 1970s, which I abridged to make it a little more personal. 
That former article was entitled “Pass the Meatballs, Hold the Bullets” published in 
Out & About in August 1999. I’ve re-titled the article “I Am Manuel Grink” in the 
current Dreamstreet #67, accompanied by an article published in the March 1969 
issue of The Heterodoxical Voice by George Wolkind.  Watch for references to lyrics 
from songs by the Beatles in Wolkind’s article. The reason for the juxtaposition of the 
two will be suggested by their content. 
 I also touch upon a couple of local artists from the past with whom I have a 
connection; one is personal and the other in a historical context. 
 Finally, I offer some of my own fiction in a somewhat unconventional 
manner. Recently I’ve decided to no longer “self publish” my novels, novellas, and 
extended prose work. I’ve concluded it’s a futile effort that leads nowhere, certainly 
not to any satisfactory success. This does not mean I’ve turned unproductive during 
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the free time I’ve been afforded by being made unemployed during the COVID 
pandemic. On the contrary, I’ve been very productive. I therefore present rather than 
publish some of my latest creative efforts here.  
 One of these efforts had been to write an augmented second edition of my 
novel Poe’s Daughter, Pym’s Soul with the addition of four new chapters. The first 
edition will remain for sale on line, however I refuse to self publish the second 
edition. I’ve already shopped the second edition around and received a field of 
crickets in response, to use some current parlance. In this issue of Dreamstreets I offer 
a synopsis of the new edition with a new cover design. That’s all you may ever get. 
 The second offering is a novel in progress, breaking my own rule to never 
talk about a work in progress but considering this stage of my literary career –– who 
cares? Certainly not me. The novel’s title is Allogenes and I offer five short chapters 
with the titles of other chapters, which I’ve already written, in the sequence that they 
appear. I basically do not include them because of their length among other reasons. 
 Like the second edition of Poe’s Daughter, Pym’s Soul, I refuse to self publish 
it, which means it’ll most likely never see the light of print. I may not even complete 
it, or I may continue to write it in perpetuity, in which case, like K. K. Vaginov’s 
Harpagoniana, it may turn into my own “hard-to-find” uncompleted Magnum 
Parvulum, and that’s a liberating feeling. 

–– Steven Leech 
                          
    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                                                  –– Thomas Hodgson                                                                
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David Hudson 
 
The Movement of Snow 
 
To think of you 
is to desire you, 
and I do 
 
remembering the snow that fell 
within our world 
(wherein we are whirled), 
the world a bell 
whose ringer is the heart, 
 
and that heart crying 
outside the door, 
Let me go back, 
let us return to the past 
(for only the past can possibly last); 
 
recalling the sudden hush 
that coveted us and the street 
as we walked on with shh-shhing feet, 
on through the quiet white 
of the cold city night; 
 
where we walked the buildings  
cedars and juniper, 
the  street a lane, 
that we must start, 
being subject of the tyrant heart. 
 
Inside the opera teemed 
with applause; outside, we dreamed, 
a moment paused; our breath steamed 
and seemed to freeze in ribands 
on the air. 

* * * 
 

   Snow will be forever falling 
in the blue bell over earth, 
the Marschallin forever calling 
(0 Lehmann's voice was in the snow, 
but even the snow at last must go, 
leaving merely remembrance of ). 
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* * * 

That moment when 
at the top of the stair, 
you, laughing, your dark  
eyes glistening, shook from my hair 
the magical snow - how dare 
I let it go, 
though it snap the cord 
of the bell puller, my heart? 
 
How can I dismiss 
the snowy taste of your kiss 
as you drew me through 
the door and said, 
This is where I live. 
How do you like it? 
Before I bad time to recover? 
 
Though now you are not my lover, 
yet am I yours whenever 
I hear Der Rosenkavalier, 
whenever, as well, 
the heart strikes the bell 
with a tug, as a thought 
of what you have brought 
unto me steals through 
my fingers. for it was they 
that first touched you, 
that touched you last, 
not knowing they should not ever 
know that time comes to an end. 
 
I think of you, 
and the bell ringer 
startles the realm of my body, 
and tremors slither, 
leaving me another 
remembrance of 
you. 
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It is not enough that you gave all, 
and giving, accepted in return. 
That is, barely, a fact, 
and you transcend mere act 
for here you are about me: 
I scent a subtle odor  
that onIy your hair gives forth, 
and l sense the mirth 
in your love, for love to you 
(and to us all, be it told) 
is delight, delight a game, 
that game centered about a name 
which is the belovéd, 
and it is you. 
 
–– Thus, while the snow 
falls on the ribald earth, 
and you perhaps walk 
with another where you go  
I shall remember, though 
remembering defeat, 
the shh-h-shhing sound 
of our feet 
as we walk through the snow. 
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I Am Manuel Grink 
 Steven Leech 

According to artist R. Crumb in ZAP COMIX #0, the '60s really began in a dime 
store in Jersey City in 1959 when, during a fight with Mrs. Knish, Mrs. Yahootie 
got hit with a meatball from out of nowhere right after a voice suddenly 
heralded its impending arrival. The event changed Mrs.Yahootie's life. But it 
wasn't until a machinist for Dempster Dumpmaster was awakened by a meatball 
from a nightmare about the H-bomb that the metaphor took off. All across the 
country, "getting hit with a meatball" became synonymous with consciousness-
raising.

Soon after, people in all walks of life began getting hit. Bertrand Russell 
got hit. Kim Novak got hit on live television while millions of viewers watched. 
R. Crumb claimed the story made the front cover of LOOK magazine.

Before Crumb ended up in San Francisco, where his meatball myth began, 
he spent his formative teenage years in the spare cultural environment of Kent 
County, Delaware in the late 1950s. He exorcised various demons acquired there 
in the pages of what were known then as "underground comics." Like the 
underground newspapers of that era - among them the Berkeley Barb, the 
East Village Other and The Heterodoxical Voice, published in Newark. They 
were the voices of a counter-culture that would eventually hit its most 
resounding note in an event known as Woodstock. 

The music of Woodstock embodied more than the messages of the '60s; it 
embodied an entire mythos. Woodstock evolved from the "Summer of Love" in 
San Francisco's Haight Ashbury district and the Monterey Pop Festival that 
launched it in 1967. Young people were united by a shared vision of the coming 
new Age of Aquarius, an age that would usher in an era of cosmic love, cosmic 
peace and cosmic harmony. At the Woodstock Festival, a half-million people 
were one with the myth. 

It was in this atmosphere that R. Crumb rose to prominence. In addition to 
illustrating the cover of Janis Joplin & Big Brother and the Holding Company's 
album Cheap Thrills, he is remembered as the artist who created bizarre and 
sometimes disturbing illustrations that were as ubiquitous as those meatballs 
raining from the sky. Although his meatball metaphor implied widespread 
change, many of the '50s demons that haunted Crumb were still lurking - mainly 
in the nation's inner cities, including Wilmington's. 

Among the first in Delaware to get "hit with the meatball," in 1967, was 
a university student known as the Weatherman. The local Students for a 
Democratic Society (SDS) knew which way the wind blew. Not only was the SDS 
known on the nation's college campuses as a vanguard of New-Left student 
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radicalism, at the University of Delaware it was the leading force of a coalition 
called Student Power that elected students to the Student Government 
Association presidency in 1968. 

Primary issues on campus at the time were the Vietnam War and the 
university's compulsory, two-year Reserve Officers Training Course (ROTC) for 
males. Freshman and sophomore men also were not allowed to let their hair 
grow long, or, as they put it, "couldn't let their freak flags wave." The other big 
issue, as on other campuses nationally, was free speech, especially against the 
draft, the War and the powers that waged it. 

Many were suspicious of Manuel Grink, who’d just returned from the 
Vietnam War, just as Wilmington turned into an occupied city. Grink had dressed a 
bit like a dandy at first after being weary of army jungle fatigues, but that 
changed after dropping mescaline and LSD. The Weatherman became the 
firebrand of local youth radicalism. Witty in public speech as well as in articles in 
The Heterodoxical Voice, the Weatherman was a charismatic leader whose abilities 
included spellbinding oratory that rang with new truths and a spontaneous 
joyous humor. 

Like-minded students staged "sit-ins" and "teach-ins" and took over 
university buildings to protest the draft and the war. The Heterodoxical Voice was 
the voice of youth radicalism and counter-
culture, as well as a champion of free speech. 
One memorable free-speech issue erupted 
when a leaflet promoting a "teach-in" used a 
slogan that later turned up in the Jefferson 
Airplane song "We Can Be Together" from 
their 1969 album, Volunteers. That slogan, 
“Up against the wall motherfucker!” got The 
Weatherman and three other student 
signatories arrested for obscenity! "The Great 
Obscenity Bust" led to the case getting 
thrown out of court, but not until after the 
battle lines were drawn. 

Battle lines were drawn in 
Wilmington in a big way when Delaware 
Governor Charles Terry called in the 
National Guard to occupy the city after the 
riots that followed Martin Luther King's 
assassination in '68. In spite of all the fear and rage, the meatball hit there, too. 

The Heterodoxical Voice addressed the issues of ghetto life for its Newark 
and Wilmington readers from what looked like a war zone in Wilmington, where 
youth established their own organization. It was called Wilmington Youth 
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Emergency Action Committee. Wilmington's Black newspaper, The People's Pulse, 
initially edited by Ralph Morris, published continuously during the National 
Guard's nine-month occupation, courageously keeping black residents in touch 
with community issues. Among the youth leaders in Wilmington was the 
Weatherman. 

"We were trying to work out a peace among the gangs by organizing 
them," the Weatherman declared. "We worked with a teen center in Southbridge 
to channel their energy into politics." 

And then there were the bullets. Another urban teen center had born the 
brunt of the riots. Called "Blackie Black," it was located at 8th and Jefferson in a 
section of Wilmington called "the Valley" - between Washington Street and the 
new 1-95. Founder Leonard E. Flowers was considered a West Center City folk 
hero. But a month into the National Guard's occupation, in May 1968, Flowers 
was shot dead by a man from East 13th Street. A memorial service and rally at 
7th and Jefferson was attended by 400 people, in spite of the very real possibility 
that large crowds might make the National Guard nervous. 

After the rally, roses were left behind, as well as signature jackets from the 
various rival youth groups in the area. The meatball hit everyone that day to 
counter the single bullet that ended the life of a man whose primary goal was to 
get people to communicate. 

The youthful tumult of 1968 finally boiled over in the dog days of summer 
at the Democratic National Convention in Chicago. Youth demonstrations 
wrested public attention away from the convention floor, and a "police riot" 
witnessed by millions on television brought some of the wounded back to 
Newark. The Weatherman, who was among the demonstrators, gave a moving 
account and analysis in a talk at the Phoenix coffeehouse, located then on 
Orchard Road. 

As 1968 gave way to 1969, the atmosphere turned both grim and strange. 
Whispers of guerrilla warfare began to percolate up through all the protests and 
demonstrations. Street theater had not yet taken on the harder edge of what 
would become known in Newark as guerrilla theater; the day-glo orange and 
paisley themes of peace and love still colored the activity. 

In an incident that reportedly is still a part of UD folklore, a street-theater 
event was staged by some local "freaks" during the inauguration of university 
President E. A. Trabant. Wearing whiteface and the traditional “blackface” of the 
mime, Newark resident Manuel Grink and four companions, one a former U.S. 
Navy Seal who's now rumored to be living on the edge of the desert somewhere 
out West, converged that spring day in 1969 upon the solemn inaugural 
procession. 

"We were not being disrespectful. I think we were making a quiet 
statement," remembers one of the women. "We mimed the procession as a kind 
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of gentle mockery. I think we were expressing the hope that a new president 
would mean a more liberal perspective. No one paid any attention to us at the 
time. I'm amazed anyone remembers." 

Grink, now a retired public school employee, suppressed a smirk. "The 
one thing that got me is that we wore white face so we'd all look the same, as 
much as to keep us from being recognized." 

The infusion of paranoia into the counter-culture also contributed to some 
people assuming different identities. In some ways, the infusion even altered 
reality. 

"I felt like bullets would go right through me," the Gentle Gargoyle was 
reported to have once said about his own state of being. The Gentle Gargoyle 
was one of at least three members of the " 1,000 Club," locals who had tripped on 
LSD no less than 1,000 times. The two others were the Hipster Merlin, and Allan 
Murphy, who jumped off the Delaware Memorial Bridge in the early '70s, 
believing his own sense of altered reality would enable him to survive the feat. 
The Hipster Merlin was northern New Castle County's answer to Neal Cassady 
of Beat Generation fame. Like Cassady, he had a magnetic personality and, 
despite lack of a college education, could carry on a revelatory discussion on the 
subject of Herman Hesse's Magister Ludi while flying down the highway at 
breakneck speed in his old Plymouth. 

According to a story told by Martingflas Reenban, a retired government 
worker now living in suburban New Castle County, one afternoon a bunch of 
stoned-out freaks were tearing down Route 40, with Merlin pushing the 
Plymouth up to 80 mph. Approaching Route 72 near Newark, they spotted a 
tractor-trailer slowly making its way across the intersection. Hitting the brakes 
would have been as futile as not hitting them; a violent impact was imminent. 
The Hipster Merlin stomped on the gas instead. It was the only other choice, a 
purely cosmic one. Afterwards, the occupants of the Plymouth reportedly swore 
that instead of impact, the molecules of both vehicles meshed in one karmic 
instant. The Plymouth passed right through the tractor-trailer unscathed and 
continued flying down the highway toward Elkton at roughly 100 mph! 

"Shoot the projectionist!" the Hipster repeated over and over. Like Neal 
Cassady, he was trying to catch up to his own movie. He believed that reality 
was only a projection of energy to which the body's senses merely react. And that 
whatever occurred previously had been set in motion by a "projectionist." 
If there is evidence of this bizarre sequence of events, it can be gleaned from The 
Black Angello Manuscript, which still exists and is stored in the Special Collections 
section in UD's Morris Library. 

The document originated, however, in an Ivy Hall apartment, where it 
was compiled by Reenban and his two brothers, along with the Hipster Merlin, 
Murphy, Grink, and other assorted freaks and burned-out, New-Left casualties. 
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It was composed on a nearly nightly basis in a round-robin fashion, helped along 
with a hearty infusion of Boone's Farm apple rot-gut, hashish and other 
psychedelics. The result was around 50 pages of visionary poetic exposition that 
included literary, occult, and sidereal references molded into a surreal plot that 
resembled Amos Tutuola's The Palm-Wine Drinkard, or stories told by Carlos 
Castenada. 

That Ivy Hall apartment was not the only tripped-out scene. Other crash 
pads in Newark had names like "The Tower," "20" and "Stately Page Manor." The 
most notorious was a rundown Victorian frame house dubbed "The Chateau." It 
was located on remote Yeatman's Mill Road, a country lane that dead-ended in 
Pennsylvania, just west of Corner Ketch, Delaware. 

Coupled with the obvious jurisdictional hassle, having only one way in on 
a road that was hardly ever used gave the freaks and crazies who crashed there a 
feeling of security and the license to get as "far-out" as they possibly could. 

"There was an overlap of personalities," explains Reenban, attempting to 
lend some sense to the scene, "between those using psychedelics to expand their 
consciousness - the legitimate 'heads' like Rostulos Reenban, the Hipster Merlin 
and Manuel Grink - and those into thrill-seeking. The latter were using the more 
dangerous 'bucket chemistry' like STP, meth, ‘ludes and just plain junk." 

The Chateau was also at the edge of what was known then as "Trollheim," 
an obvious reference to the works of J. R.R. Tolkien, which were popular in the 
'60s. Generally, Trollheim was the rural area, predominantly made up of virgin 
woods, that straddled the White Clay Creek Valley between Landenberg, Pa. and 
Newark's northwest outskirts. 

"Trollheim also wasn't consistent in time and space," one survivor noted 
referring to Trollheim's penchant for enchantment. One could easily lose track of 
time there, or discover a stimulating environment that could never be found 
again. It was a good place to use psychedelics, which led some to experience 
even more pronounced space distortions and time warps. 

When they learned of plans to dam White Clay Creek to create a large 
reservoir in the area, many of those starry-eyed freaks got politicized fast. Cries 
of public protest ensued, including articles in The Heterodoxical Voice, and the 
issue became heated. For whatever reason, the plan was scrapped, but not before 
the issue played a major part in the launching of the local environmental 
movement. The pristine environment of Trollheim survives today, much as it 
had in the late '60s. 

As the decade ended, the growing craziness at the Chateau began to mesh 
with the counter-culture grind setting in in Newark. The phenomena was 
accelerated when the Chateau burned down, a casualty of thrill-seeking 
combined with nightly fires set in a pit in the basement. 

With the onset of the 1970s the stage was set for a visit to Newark from 
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Ken Kesey. Besides being the author of One Flew Over the Cuckoo's Nest, Kesey 
was notorious for traveling around the country in a psychedelic school bus called 
"Further" with cohorts known as the Merry Pranksters. Stories of their LSD-
driven madness aboard the bus, driven by Neal Cassady, were told in Tom 
Wolfe's The Electric Kool Aid Acid Test. 

Someone blinked and noticed it was 1972. Real bullets from the Ohio 
National Guard had already killed four student war-protesters at Kent State, and 
Ken Kesey was in Newark to inspire students and youth to take over. They had 
the numbers. They could do it, Kesey claimed. The question was, could the 
peace-and-love harmony of the '60s survive '70s uncertainty? 

At the Ken Kesey event in UD's Mitchell Hall, February 28, the day before 
"Leap Day" the 29th, George Wolkind, formally known as The Weatherman was 
nominated from the floor to run for mayor of Newark. 

Wolkind transformed the political views developed from New-Left 
radicalism into policies for his campaign. But there were more nitty-gritty issues 
that delayed Wolkind's getting on the ballot, like the 19th century throwback 
requirement that candidates for office be property owners. Wolkind and other 
youth candidates bought plots in local cemeteries to get hold of a deed. But it 
was too late. 

Wolkind's next chance to run for mayor was April 1973, a bad fold in time 
in the normal November, even-numbered-year election cycle. Also setting the 
stage for disaster was the death of Eddie Day in February 1973. 

At the time, Day was the lead singer in a Newark-based band called 
Snakegrinder. A legacy of the 1968 band Joint Chiefs, Snakegrinder sounded like 
a blend of The Grateful Dead and The Band. It was a local counter-culture rock 
band that played its own version of the Age-of-Aquarius vision. 

Many of Eddie Day's friends, Wolkind among them, were concerned. 
"Eddie, you're killing yourself," Wolkind told him. Eddie had begun to 

consume too much bucket chemistry. 
"Yeah, I know," was Day's reply. 
On the last day of his life, Eddie Day had spent some hours in the Deer 

Park Tavern in Newark. Someone said he'd taken a bunch of Quaaludes earlier. 
That was enough in itself to fold space and string out time. 

A little after 1 a.m., Eddie and three others, a guy named Kool Aid and 
two women, left the Deer Park, They piled into Eddie's car. It was his intent to 
swing around to Elkton Road by using the little access street between the 
Wonderland Music Store and the B&O Railroad tracks. But space was folding 
and the distortion caused Eddie to turn up the railroad tracks instead, where his 
car got helplessly straddled. The lights of a northbound freight appeared on the 
short horizon. 

Everyone piled out of the car. There was enough strung-out time to stop 
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the train, so Eddie ran only a short distance up the track to wave the train down. 
He was successful. The train had to stop, but not before taking out Eddie and his 
car. 

"Eddie always said he was gonna leave on a southbound freight," 
Wolkind commented recently while recalling the event. "He just got the direction 
wrong." 

Around the time Wolkind lost in his run for mayor by a landslide, he was 
enjoying a quiet moment with his girl friend Jenny in their Newark apartment. 
Wolkind's two dogs, Meatball and Son of Meatball, had also been quiet when 
suddenly both dogs began howling, greatly agitated. There in the corner was a 
strange orange light. Both dogs were in a panic. 

A voice spoke to Wolkind from the light. It was Eddie Day. 
First, Eddie assured Wolkind that he was okay and in a "good place." 

Then he told Wolkind he'd be replacing him as lead singer of Snakegrinder. 
Wolkind replied that would be impossible. He'd never sung in a band before, 
and never even remotely considered the likelihood. Before Wolkind could 
become more convincing, Eddie had gone. 

According to Wolkind, a year to the day after the apparition of Eddie Day 
appeared, two members of Snakegrinder asked him to join their band. 

Snakegrinder cut a single album in 1977 with George Wolkind singing 
lead on two songs. Shortly afterwards, the band dissolved into the late '70s, and 
after a few public reunion concerts in following decades, their role in the local 
version of '60s mythology remains intact. 

Like many who participated in the earth-shaking events of the '60s, many 
have moved on, but not without holding on to certain principles. Others have 
sold out and betrayed those same principles. Some have died, and some have 
disappeared. Some have conveniently forgotten and others refuse to talk. Many 
wish the meatball would fly again and hit a few choice targets. But R. Crumb's 
meatball would say, with a hard wink and a mean grin, as it did in that last 
cartoon panel of ZAP #0, "Meatball doesn't work that way." 
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Little Dicky Sunshine
George Wolkind 

Driving a yellow school bus is a real trip. The rear view mirror is a looking glass 
into America itself. It's hard to tear your eyes away from the sight of 45 
screaming elementary kids all on their way to the sea of green. They talk 
incessantly about cars — Chargers with a Hemi engine Wow! and school, which 
most of them hate. "On top of old smokey all covered with blood, there lies my 
poor teacher with a .45 slug." 

In the morning they can't wait to get on. When the bus pulls up to the 
school it's like a morgue. After school, all hell breaks out. There they are fighting, 
cursing, sticking their enormous tongues out at each other and gloriously giving 
each other the finger. Their parents would be amazed at the sight if we ever 
allowed them on. 

My ancient bus groans up the wooded road in a rural school district. It's 
one of those places where addresses go to RD 3 and people know who their 
neighbors are. Down home folks live there. Hard working-class people, that put 
together the cars at Chrysler and work in the factories of Newark. (George) 
Wallace country. Most of these people have roots in the South; West Virginia and 
southern in fundamentalist America. Their labor produces this country's wealth; 
their children fight its wars.  

My Yellow School Bus passes the house trailers and shabby white 
bungalows where the white folks live. Very little sea of green here. The trip goes 
past the patched up, tarred, smaller bungalows which are nothing more than 
shacks belonging to the black people. No green here at all.  

A turn here and a turn there takes the yellow bus to a "nothing ever 
happens to me" grayish bungalow. Dicky Sunshine comes tearing out of the 
house, runs back, kisses his mom and splits for the Yellow School Bus. Doors 
open. A pudgy cheeked six year old bounds into the bus. He isn't cute by middle 
class standards. He tells the truth. "Mr fuckin' nose needs a good blowin'." 
Clearly he talks the language of his hard working parents. '" My father had -a 
goddamn 15 ton boiler fall on his leg. Broke it too!" Dicky is the kid that does all 
the things you wish you had done when you were a kid. Nothing stops him. He 
attacks windshield wipers –– turns them on. Other kids object: "Don't do it 
Dicky, do you want to get hit?" I told Dicky, "You can work it if you want to." 
Other kids admonished, "Don't do it, Dr. Corn will punish you, Dicky.” 
Windshield wipers still going back and forth. How does it work? Press a button. 
Another kid explains to Dicky that playing with the wiper makes it difficult for 
the bus driver to see. Dicky stops. 
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Little Dicky Sunshine is literally the spiritua1 leader of the bus. He is 
universally envied and loved. Unfortunately school authorities don't see it that 
way. One day Dr. Corn, the principal, boarded the Yellow School Bus turning the 
atmosphere gray – somber quiet. "Don't let this child out of his seat. Strap him 
down. He is liable to fly out of the bus." Dicky's eyes watered. Dr. Corn left. 
Other kids said, yea, yea, Dicky's bad. Dicky half way under his breath burned 
up by the embarrassment and angered by the intimidation, said the following 
eloquent words –  "That fuckin' son-a-bitch, the next time when he comes on the 
bus I'm gonna kick him in the balls." My response to the situation was clear. All 
the kid needed was love and something important to do. I let Dicky open the 
doors for the kids. It is the most responsible job on the bus. If Dicky goes flying 
out the door he will have to do it himself. 

On our way to school (“Father McKensie, writing the sermon that nobody 
hears”) the kids grabbed the microphone which usually blasts out commands. 
True to form, a sixth grader yelled what kids hear most –– shut up! sit down 
keep quiet! “Is that all you got to say?" I said. A fifth grader tried to sing, but 
Billy grabbed the mike, and pointing his finger to my head yelled, "Let's hijack 
the bus! to Cuba!" Why do you want to go to Cuba? We don't wanna go to 
school. Yeah -– run it into a ditch – let's have an accident. Our little community 
seemed united. No one wanted to go to school but no one really wanted to go 
home either. Everyone was in high spirits. Dicky was playing with the 
windshield wipers, and Rich was singing the hot tune on the bus, “Got a skeeter 
on my peter take it off, got a dozen for my cousin take it off.” 

The Yellow School Bus community is divided. “Why do niggers live in 
shacks? Cause they’re lazy, that’s why. No they’re stupid didn’t Alan flunk the 
4th grade?” Alan turns around. “I didn’t flunk you white motherfucker!” “Don’t 
you call me that you black motherfucker!” The fight was on. Alan and his brother 
against 4 and a half white kids counting Dicky. It was short and fierce. Alan held 
his own until I broke it up. Race war is ugly but it’s a tragedy when the 
combatants are 7 and 8 years old. The next day Alan brought a club on the bus. 
The white kids are learning what black power is. But their feelings toward blacks 
are ambivalent. Daryl, a 6th grader remarked, “I feel sorry for those poor niggers. 
They shouldn’t have to live in shacks like that.” One third of the kids are black. 
Their reactions to racist attitudes are understandable. Mary just smiles when 
someone says “nigger.” Johnny withdraws a little more each day, he hardly says 
anything. Alan fights back. 

I wish we could take Dicky Sunshine and the Yellow School Bus to 
Pepperland. Our bus like all the others is heading toward the 21st century “sea of 
green” and by that time it may be too late. 

“All the lonely people, where do they all come from. All the lonely people, 
where do they all belong.” 
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Remembering Daisy Pyle
In 1968 when I returned from the Vietnam War I found a new circle of friends who, 
among those who have survived, have become lasting friends. Daisy Pyle, an aspiring 
artist, was one who didn’t survive. It had been the counter-culture that spawned those 
friendships. Dreamstreets had its beginnings in the local counter-culture, and for 
me, Daisy Pyle was a big part of my involvement in the artistic component of 
that movement. I dedicated Dreamstreets #3 to her memory. 

In those days Daisy and 
I were intimately involved with 
other people, and we could 
have easily become closer. The 
last time I saw Daisy, a time 
when I took this photo, was in 
Chicago. She had moved there 
with a man I did not know. I 
was on my way back from Des 
Moines, Iowa from a long good-
bye with a soon to be ex-
girlfriend. Daisy and I met at 
her apartment. We talked, walk 
along the beach of Lake 

Michigan, drove past the Baha’i Temple in nearby Evanston, and after a few hours I 
resumed my trip back to Delaware. She gave me this painting during that visit and she 
died around a year afterward. I’m always remembering her. 

––Steven Leech
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A Whiff of Myth in the Neighborhood 
Steven Leech 

When I was a youngster living in Richardson Park I often poured over my 
father’s old WPA Delaware: A Guide to the First State and read about the town of 
Arden and its rich cultural history, unique for Delaware towns because of the 
artists of various stripes who had lived there. I often thought that Richardson 
Park could be such a place, mainly because even at a young age I had artistic 
aspirations and wanted to be among kindred spirits. 

I conveyed these thoughts to Boho Paul, who was a friend who lived in 
am apartment above Starr’s Drugstore. Paul was a photographer and musician 
but had to work a job to make a living. He laughed and scoffed that Richardson 
Park was merely a “bedroom” community.  

Years later I read about the history of Richardson Park from local historian 
Clinton Weslager from his book The Richardsons of Delaware (The Knebels Press, 
Wilmington, Delaware, 1957), and how close I’d been to the history of the place. 
Weslager lived in Richardson Park. His son Tommy was a class mate in the first 
grade. 

Richardson Park is only a part of a 
larger community. After several generations 
of Richardson, who were Quaker farmers and 
millers, began losing their grip on their 
holdings their land began to be developed 
into residential regions around the turn of the 
20th century. Richardson Park was developed 
by A. K.Taylor, but other developments arose 
around it. Two were Elmhurst and 
Bellemoor, now generally considered today 
as parts of Richardson Park. There are five of 
these subdivisions and the final two are 
Glynrich and Ashley. A. K. Taylor’s son 
Howard lived to doors up from where I grew 
up on Maryland Avenue in Glynrich. 
Howard’s wife Hazel owned a Model A Ford 
with a rumble seat. My father borrowed it 
once, after the War, to take me to see the 

circus. 
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Richardson Park, Elmhurst, and Bellemoor all had mansions where any 
number of the Richardsons had lived, but all have been demolished except for 
the ones in Glynrich and Ashley. 

In the Ashley mansion the American artist Jefferson David Chalfant lived 
and worked. In the late 19th century Chalfant was considered to be one of the 

most accomplished tromp l’œil artists in the 
United States. Later he switched to painting 
scenes, somewhat like Norman Rockwell, of 
people and settings around Wilmington. 
During the later part of his career he painted 
portraits. 
Jefferson David Chalfant died February 3, 
1931 and his son J. D. Chalfant Jr continued 
to live there until he died, leaving Ashley to 
his widow who was still alive in 1957, the 
date that Clinton Weslager published The 
Richardsons of Delaware.  

As a boy at around this time I’d cross 
Maryland Avenue and visit the Ashley 
mansion at the head of Ashley Circle, near 
the Five Points intersection. Back then the 
interior of Ashley Circle was shaded during 
summer with large horse chestnut trees, but 

today those trees are gone and replaced by a 
parking lot. 

On the far left side of the Ashley 
mansion is a section with its own entrance 
behind which was a shop that sold small 
antiques, curios, and delicate artifacts. This 
had been part of Jefferson David Chalfant’s 
studio. The proprietress was an elderly 
woman and I believe that she was the widow 
of J. D. Chalfant Jr. I even have a vague 
memory of her showing the large adjoining 
empty room where her father-in-law’s studio 
had been. 

Even further back in time, perhaps the 
late 1940s, I remember a shop on the south 
side of Ashley Circle that repaired farm 
equipment. It’s not hard to imagine that it 
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might have once been a blacksmith shop, perhaps the very one Chalfant depicted 
in one of his paintings. 

Many of Chalfant’s paintings are lost. The ones that have survived are 
remarkable and nearly all depict local scenes and people from the times. We can 
see the landscape that once was through the vision of Jefferson David Chalfant, 
adding depth to the passage of time and the heartless march of progress. 

Only four roads cut through Ashley in addition to Ashley Circle: Hillside 
Road, Valley Road, Middleboro Road and East Summit Avenue. Only two run 
through Glynrich: Race Street and Ashton Street. 

My friend Jonathan Bragdon lived across Maryland 
Avenue in Ashley. And Glynrich always seemed to me to 
be superimposed over an earlier landscape. An elderly 
man named Delaware State Wright lived next door. He 
died around 1959 or 1960 at around 90 years old, which 
meant he may have been born when Ulysses S. Grant or 
Rutherford B. Hayes was President. I tended his garden 
for him in the final years of his life. In the back of our 
house, which was old enough not to have had indoor 
plumbing and Del Wright’s next door, which was nearly 
identical to ours, was evidence of an outhouse built over a 
cesspool. I sensed local history all around. And having 
seen the last remnants of Jefferson David Chalfant’s presence there gave 
Glynrich and Ashley a kind of magical hue, a magical hue that still haunts me. 
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Synopsis for the second edition 
of Poe’s Daughter, Pym’s Soul  
                                                                          Steven Leech
• KISMET, CORAMBÉ; A MYSTERY
Edgar Allan Poe encounters George Sand in 
Paris in 1830 very early in their literary 
careers. The reader is not told it is Sand, thus 
the “mystery.” 
• EDDIE, LENNIE, AND BERENICE
Poe visits John Lofland, Delaware’s first 
notable literary artist, in Milford Delaware. 
Chapter introduces Poe’s older brother, 
William Henry Leonard Poe, Virginia 
Clemm, who is only eight years old, and 
Armistead Gordon, a manumitted slave who 
will play a significant part in the novel. 
• DAY OF THE BARD
In Baltimore, the poetry writing contest 
between Poe and Lofland, which Lofland 
wins. Introduction of others in their 
Baltimore literary circle: Brantz Mayer, T. S. Arthur, and John McJilton. Also, 
William Padgett, a minor character who plays a villainous role throughout the 
novel is introduced. 
• DARK AND EARFUL FRIEND ARMISTEAD
Poe arrives in Newark, Delaware to give a lecture. Recounts in flashback Poe and 
Armistead Gordon’s experience in the Wedge, a disputed no man’s land just 
west of Newark on the border with Maryland, and of their encounter with Netta, 
the mother of Poe’s daughter. 
• NIGHT OF THE BARD
Poe and Lofland’s final visit in Wilmington, Delaware, where Lofland has 
become the Literary Editor of The Blue Hen’s Chicken. 
• THE FINAL PASSION OF JOHN LOFLAND
Lofland has contracted tuberculosis and ironically fallen in love with a younger 
woman. Chapter includes the poetry he wrote reflecting his expression of love, 
and the unfinished short story about the woman in question. Lofland dies in mid 
sentence. 
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• THE BARD’S GHOST
A more detailed, intimate story of Lofland’s romance with mysterious woman 
cited above, who is Mary Jane Windle, who later defected to the Confederacy. 
Lofland has premonitory dreams about his own death and Windle’s future.  
• SOME LIGHT IN THE DEEPEST DARK
In August 1849, Poe shows up at George Lippard’s office in Philadelphia, broke 
and destitute. Lippard raises money for Poe to go to Richmond to marry Elmira 
Royster Shelton, his first love. Lippard raises funds from known persons in the 
literary community, but also from a couple of fictional characters from his own 
novel The Monks of Monk Hall.  
• DAY OF THE LIGHT
The Abolitionist John Brown nearly visits Karl Marx in London in 1849, in the 
wake of revolutions spanning the continent of Europe. The event coincides with 
Poe’s final weeks in Baltimore. 
• TREASURES IN HEAVEN
The events leading up to Poe’s death. William Padgett plays a role in facilitating 
those events, while Netta, who is now living in Baltimore, and Armistead 
Gordon attempt unsuccessfully to save Poe’s life.  
• UPON THE DARK
The meeting between Karl Marx and John Brown is a near miss, and a 
disappointment for Marx. The purpose of the two Marx/Brown chapters is a set-
up for the life that goes on after the deaths of Poe and Lofland, and for Padgett 
and Annie, Poe’s daughter. 
• A MORE SUBLIME SPHERE
This chapter serves as a transition between the sections “Poe’s Daughter,” and 
“Pym’s Soul.” It serves to advance the story, and is inspired by Sand’s novels The 
Devil’s Pool, and Spiridion. Sand makes a brief appearance in the chapter, as does 
Margaret Fuller, who knew both Poe and Sand. 
• BOUND FOR GILEAD
Gideon Harris, who is heading south with money Netta has incrementally sent 
him to purchase the freedom of Annie, encounters the Christiana Resistance in 
Pennsylvania, not far from the borders of Delaware, Maryland, and 
Pennsylvania, where Christiana is located. William Padgett has provoked the 
events there, the only slave resistance to have had occurred in a northern state. 
As a result, Gideon, who had had a previous encounter with John Brown in New 
York, is turned back and later has an encounter with Frederick Douglass. 
• THE BROKER
Hiram Joiner, a barely literate slave breeder and racist, writes a letter to Brantz 
Mayer, one of those in Poe’s literary circle in Baltimore and author of Captain 
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Canot; or, Twenty Years of an African Slaver, to interest him in writing a book about 
him. During Joiner’s recounting of his story in the letter he tells of how he 
murdered Gideon Harris, who was making another attempt to journey south to 
buy Annie’s freedom and never discovering the money sewn into his clothing. 
Includes Mayer’s acerbic response.  
• RUMOR AT BIG QUARTERLY
Peter Douglass, a slave from an Eastern Shore plantation, visits the August 
Quarterly in Wilmington, Delaware. There is a rumor that John Brown will be 
visiting, which doesn’t happen, but the possibility encourages Douglass to 
attempt to escape with his girlfriend and slave Annie, Poe’s daughter. During his 
visit “something” intangible happens, which is explained in the next and final 
chapter. 
• MEADOWBROOK
Netta, now older and literate, and living near Wilmington, Delaware in a town 
called Meadowbrook, recounts her life up to that point, and recounts the magical 
circumstances that have led to a happy ending. 
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Five Chapters from Allogenes
Steven Leech 

The 40% Contagion
Two chariots from Mars Phobos and Diemos raining fire and brimstone scraping 
the upper atmosphere shearing off war against canine hominids after ripping off 
their own world of its air to breathe long ago they forgot. Archons cold reptile 
blood in their blue veins hollow inside hungry always hungry. Nuking cities all 
across Odysseus’ journey in search of the first eucharist. 

There’s no history in myths only bare 
stories. War against blue people from Electra. 
Incursions from felines from Sirius. Bovines 
from Reticuli. Insectoids the most ancient and 
wise from swarming stars beyond the 
gateway in the Pleiades. Elohim from 
dancing electrons thick beyond the 
heliopause made of white lightning watching 
arranging chromosomes for innate memory. 
And Archons giants Nephalim Annunaki cut 
down to size in their offspring. All flying  
around in air breathing it dry. 

And history begins recording what 
winners want remembered their diminishing 
side of the story Archons mostly burning in 
rubble what they want forgot at best turned 
into myth. Smell of burning flesh mingle with 
scent of burning parchment. Our god is the 

only god fuck all you unbelievers infidels heretics. Archons rule by claim to 
cosmic source make conquest of conquerors. Make religion of warriors 
plunderers amnesia by genocide. Spread contagion inoculate emptiness 
hollowness fallow among all followers offspring into expanding generations. 
Spread darkness into the light of those who still glow in the being who can still 
see without knowing why. Spread long pig mark of Cain private property guns 
and vicious dogs into city state with rat infestation. Kill all cats they see the 
spirits their chakras in their eyes. Spread the contagion of our god’s retribution 
force ‘em to their knees in empty prayer. 

Empires anchored by churches and mosques trade in human beings 
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stripped and emptied out into impoverishment and made to accumulate and 
enrich the always hollow hungry engorged and call it Capital for manufacture of 
guns bombs war for gods and myth and hunger. Forty percent is enough for us 
to perpetuate. Forty percent is enough to swallow this planet whole what 
Archons are not able to say to themselves. Action speaks louder than words they 
cannot speak do not know for they are hollow. 

They lead us through the valley of the shadow of death and into 
conflagration holocaust apocalypse extinction as soon as they can find a way to 
escape their only real goal to consume another world for their disease is truly 
cosmic. 

And yet here they make time empty disappear the first casualty for 
timelessness is where we stand. Archons have stolen the future where we stand 
and I among them. 

Surrounded by Archon ancestors fashioning this world in their image of 
annihilation leaving secret history dug up in the desert beneath ground covered 
by ages of Archon shit the stink of it perfumed by amnesia obstructed by 
professors with jealous hearts and fragile authority propped up by Capital 
infected by hollowness and the disease of cold reptile blood. 

Whole slices of history loped off by winners who create losers in 
multitudes and disappear worthless the dregs left over from poverty ground into 
the bottom the product destitution anger despair forgotten discarded. 

Microbe’ll refuse to die infect their hosts infect with pure senseless 
hunger. Sew hollowness then cadavers bones. The cemeteries are there to remind 
us before there is no more memories. 

But I my chakras imbedded in Sefirots suffer because I am part angel, part 
feline, full of light, a whisp of Archon, a darling of the insectoids and a serpent 
wound tight fused suffocating. I landed in 1957 displaced in time suffering the 
great alone. 

•April 19, 1957
•On Invisibility
•Prequent
•TraumaQueer
•The Eunuch of Glynrich
•Chicken Shit
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•Dead Ghosts (poem)
•A Conjugation of Angels

From the Mouth of the Fish
War made this planet a dangerous place to visit. Cosmic claims kept factions 
committed to prophets turned con men. Weapons enabled glory to overtake the 
purposeful fear of death. Ruins made history into delusions and drove men to 
amnesia Archons whispering into their brains. 

The air crackled with electricity all around when I spilled out between 
worlds past and future held secret from all others by Archons making deals with 
the stars they denied was within them making them hollow. 

A dangerous planet where crashes occurred in spite of technologies 
designed to prevent them. Even ages without imbalance stable with asymmetric 
harmony could not make the planet any less dangerous, but the stakes were 
infinite eternal. All stop pulled out. No more black holes that went nowhere. 

When I began breathing the breath had stopped for millions gassed shot 
away with bullets hanged decapitated their electric bodies crackling all around 
me. The fabric of the cosmos threatened by secrets stolen from those infused with 
genius. It ended the war but brought into existence a new world that no one 
noticed except the Archons. It gave them a sideshow of a world of betrayers of 
the Revolution being contained by predatory parasites ready to steal the future in 
the wake of engorged somnambulism and addiction. 

Ghosts began to whisper in my ear during sleep. In waking I was 
dreaming. Dreaming a world plumped by the prosperity of war footing 
perpetuated into an enforced peace through conspiracy blurring reality. 

While forgetting previous worlds I was awaking to a new one in sunshine 
and in rain. I heard name of people and places that brought comfort with their 
warm familiarity. I found family who looked after my needs. I remember the first 
words I said which was the name I’d be given. The slightly older boy to whom I 
spoke them didn’t understand. However, it was an uncle who reported to me the 
first word he’d heard me speak. That word was “light,” and he thought that 
meant that one day I’d be a preacher. 

The Original Virus
Why had I felt love only in dreams? In waking it does not exist except as a virus 
manufactured by Archons. In waking it is only an illusion symptom of virus. In 
waking the virus attacks the endocrine brain. In waking it is elicited by the 
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mystery of the face and the deception from eyes. In youth it is the subject of 
curiosity based on gender. 

In the first grade during interludes of Dick and Jane, the girl at the desk 
next to mine invited me to look up her dress after drawing a circle with a 
horizontal line through it. It was how her’s looked like she told me, but I had 
nothing to show her. 

I’d been considered suspect by Miss K–– the teacher after she’d asked each 
with her bunny puppet if I’d washed my face and brushed my teeth that 
morning. I told the bunny I had not. The bunny cried and I laughed. I’d been a 
bad boy for looking up a skirt. I don’t remember anything after that except some 
vague impression I’d been sent to the principal’s office, the Easterbunny, who 
had stuck something hard up my ass. Shortly after that I was lobotomized a 
treatment for unruly children. After that I stopped shitting. If peristalsis occurred 
I’d shake the turd down my pant leg and onto the ground and keep walking. 

I’d become aware of myself and little girls my age noticed. On the 
playground I’d be asked to sit on a swing a girl would stand over me and set the 
swing in motion my face in her crotch pumping back and forth. Once playing on 
the railings of the steps into the school a girl climbed the lower rungs of the 
railing and lowered her skirt over my head. None of us had names back then 
until Bonnie F–– a couple years later on the jungle gym. I wanted to be with her 
and be a friend but she favored Leo and made me invisible and I wanted to blow 
up the world. 

If I mentioned the word even whispered it I’d be heckled humiliated 
laughed at, subjected to Zen quips I didn’t understand that confused my sense of 
self drove me into invisibility. Only ghosts sustained me but could not prevent 
me from being displaced in time. I never spoke to another girl again for fear of 
humiliation though I was bursting with mystery blinded by fury. 

I Believe Only in Electricity
After the War time began to stop, slowing imperceptively at first while layers of 
space descended from the sky. Dreamscapes of Glynrich settled among its 
surroundings. 

The driveway through the backyard became Quarry Street led to the mill 
driven by fast water. It began in an orchard nestled in a garden lilacs wisteria 
honeysuckle daffodils keep time with cherry apple pear blossoms. The road 
connected Hillside Road across Maryland Avenue in Ashley with Quarry Street 
in Glynrich a place I where I was not but see it. Garages lined up on Ashton 
Street the 1930s lingering quiet and quaint. A street lamp strapped to a telephone 
pole spotting the night on the street. You wouldn’t think such a bucolic scene hid 
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child molesters in plain sight nasty men kill family pets spear a cat shoot a dog 
Archon agents provocateurs. The gentle hills of Ashley the secret landscape of 
Glynrich I saw after the lobotomy forced visions inward and became victim of 
Archons with hard dicks. 

That’s when they came from the sky to speak to me with a mission to see 
through worlds but reward will never be until it’s done ghosts to haunt me my 
entire life. My happiest day was past. My mission was to seek meaning. 

The house I lived in fell to ruin slowly as Quarry Street emerged. Then the 
angel two houses down toward Race Street taught me how to speak secret 
language. For a moment I was ebullient then sullen once more looking wanting 
the current that runs through us I was shown in my dreams. I felt it cut off from 
me and I was stranded. The destroyers surrounded me and forced me into 
trauma. My lips quivered. I grew skinny. I fainted when I stood. I learned to 
keep my dreams secret to keep from being exposed. I kept quiet hiding behind 
double lives a good Boy Scout in his brown uniform and a punk on the corner 
Red Ball sneakers khaki pants leather motorcycle jacket switchblade hid under 
the zipper of its cuff. 

Then one night in the summer of 1957 at Camp Rodney displaced in time I 
found myself awake dream walking when ghosts lowered me from the sky. 
Eventually though I was dressed as an Episcopalian it was only so that I would 
believe only in electricity.  

Flash Gordon in Paris
It was before the War that I disappeared in a place I’d never been. The place was 
Paris. I hung out with Henry and June and Anaïs. Henry and June were tight but 
Anaïs was imaginative caught up in the flow of electrified life, but she was not in 
my orbit. I dreamed about Ilse who with Rick hung out in the Café Aurora but 
she never looked my way. Didn’t matter there was no mystery about her. Ran 
into Flash Gordon in the Café Wepler not far from the Red Room. He stumbled 
out of the Black Forest where he had crashed. Zapped a stranger for his clothes 
that fit and sipping light wine on credit waiting for some money. Ming the 
Merciless was consolidating power in Deutschland. 

It was Ninotchka who turned my fancy, who’d been on a mission from the 
Soviet Union to recover some heisted jewels. It turned out the jewels were merely 
a McGuffin. The real romance was just beyond my reach. 

Flash told me incredible things, so he thought, like light so dense you 
could walk on it. Clay people who walked right out of the walls in the caves on 
the planet Mars. Their ships were powered by swarthy men sentenced to shovel 
radium into searing hot furnaces that regulated their labor unto death with 
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automatic slinging doors against unbearable fire. I didn’t have the heart to tell 
him that after the apocalyptic War to come real soon that afterward radium’s 
bigger brothers uranium and plutonium would put it to shame when, like the 
break for a game of 8-ball, they’d tear holes in the cosmos, his home out yonder. 

Things would change so fast after the War that the Archons would have to 
invent an  illusory reality for the rubes and true believers, cover-ups for 40% or 
more to make it work. As for the others, they would’ve been incredulous had 
they’d known the whole story, 20% of those and at least 40% more infected with 
amnesia. 

I knew Ninotchka best as Greta reclining before in Hollywood with Flash 
Gordon with all the world in silver light in the afterglow of orgasm alone. She 
was finally happy as light as lace in satin light within and without with just the 
slightest blue around her. That was me the blue and then I found myself in Paris 
before the War that would bring me flesh I couldn’t wear well. 

––Steven J. Leech Sr.
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The Return of the Jolt Parade Stars 
Lonnie T. Edwards

“Return of the Jolt Parade Stars” is the long awaited sequel to “Stars of the Jolt 
Parade” published in 1991. It was a story about three buddies who served together in 
Viet Nam and years later, became addicted to rock cocaine while living in Oakwood, 
California. 

Stars represent people who smoked this drug and the jolt is the feeling a person 
experiences after exhaling the cocaine smoke ingested. The consequences when one 
continues to use this drug may result in incarceration, institutionalization, homelessness 
and health issues along with losing family, job, possessions and life. 

In the story, one of the buddies dies of a heart attack after ingesting the drug. 
Another went to prison and the other received treatment at a Veterans Hospital and later 
became pastor of a church. 

The sequel begins in 2004 shortly after the Mayor of Oakwood and Governor of 
California declared a State of Emergency in the City of Oakwood due to the crack 
epidemic that plagued this Northern California city with a high rate of crime, poverty, 
mental illness, and severe medical conditions. Things were so bad that the community 
hospital closed down due to a lack of financial support and the Veterans Hospital had to 
open its doors to provide treatment for the poor and uninsured. And because of the high 
crime rate the Governor deployed the National Guard to assistance the police department. 

Thirty years ago, Oakwood was nationally ranked as one of top cities to live in. 
Sadly, since that time, there has been a drastic change in the city’s economy and 
population. A lot had to do with the closure of two military bases and businesses closing 
or relocating to other cities, states and countries. 

Reverend Kevin Dwight, pastor of the Holy House of the Lord and a long time 
educator at Oakwood High School was very concerned about Oakwood’s dilemma. He 
and his wife Sarah are involved in programs focusing on the wellbeing of those suffering 
from the epidemic. Reverend Dwight realized his ministry has to extend itself far beyond 
the church in order to have an impact on saving a dying community. 

Many thought Kevin could serve the community well as a city councilman or 
mayor because of his popularity, charisma and ability to lead. However, when the city 
politicians approached him about this he declined the offer not wanting to diminish his 
role as an educator and pastor. 
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CHAPTER I 
Thirteen Years Later 

On an extremely hot Saturday afternoon many people were at the Holy House of 
the Lord attending a 12 Step meeting for drug addicts and alcoholics. Angel 
Anderson, serving as the meeting’s chairperson, sat at a table facing the 
gathering of over fifty men and women seated in rows of folding chairs inside 
the church that use to be a funeral home. The very attractive freckled face, fair 
skinned young woman says to the group, “I am an addict name Angel. I like to 
welcome you all to our noon-time recovery meeting.” 

The group responds by saying, “Hi Angel.” 
Angel continues, “May we have a moment of silence followed by the 

Serenity Prayer.” 
Many in the group bowed their heads and closed their eyes sitting in 

silence. Angel hesitates a brief moment than bows her head and softly says, 
“God.” 

The group joined her by saying, “God grant me the serenity to accept the 
things I cannot change. Courage to change the things I can and the wisdom to 
know the difference.” 

Angel has been chairing this meeting since it started over ten years ago. 
She has been clean from active drug addiction for twelve years. Two of those 
years were spent at a court ordered long-term alcohol and drug treatment 
program in Oakland, California. 

Angel is originally from Wilmington, Delaware, She moved to Oakwood 
to be with her boyfriend. That relationship did not last long because he was 
strung out on drugs and very abusive. Instead of returning to Wilmington 
because of the breakup, Angel decided to stay in Oakwood after she got a job as 
a waitress and bartender at a popular bar in the Cedar Oaks section of town. 
Things were going well for her until she became addicted to crack cocaine and as 
a result she negatively changed her ideas, values, attitude, behavior and lifestyle. 
The 12 Step meeting is a vital part of Angel’s recovery. So is being in service as 
the chairperson of this meeting. 

After the Serenity Prayer was completed Angel looked around the room at 
the faces of those in attendance. Many of the people she knew because they came 
to the meeting regularly. Angel asks the group “Is there anyone here for the first 
time? If so, please raise your hand and give your first name only.” 

There were several hands raised in this diverse body of multi-ethnic 
young, middle-aged and elderly people. Angel selected one in the group. 

“My name is Reggie and I am an addict.” 
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The fellowship responded by saying, “Hi Reggie. Welcome. Keep coming 
back. It works if you work it”. 

Reggie displayed a wide grin after being welcomed. He came to the 
meeting because he was tired of smoking crack and dealing with the 
consequences. The 12 Step meeting was nothing new to Reggie. He had recently 
moved to Oakwood from Newport, Rhode Island to live with his brother who is 
in recovery. Reggie left behind his wife and three children who lost trust and 
faith in him because of his addictive behaviors. 

While living in Newport, Reggie was very much involved with 12 Step 
meetings. He managed to stay clean for almost six years than he relapsed. 

“I am an alcoholic name Slim” 
“Welcome Slim. Keep coming back it works if you work it”. 
Unlike Reggie, Slim did not seem to appreciate the welcome. He was court 

ordered to attend meetings after being convicted of driving under the influence 
of alcohol. 

“I am an addict and an alcoholic name Jerry”. 
“Welcome Jerry. Keep coming back. It works if you work it”. 
This was Jerry’s very first meeting. He came because someone told him 

attending the meeting at Reverend Dwight’s church might be the solution to his 
drug problem. Jerry’s clean shaven appearance resembled nothing close to 
someone having a drug problem. Especially with him wearing white patent 
leather shoes, a white suit with a light blue necktie that matched his socks. Jerry 
looked more like a successful businessman, a lawyer or a pimp. Regardless of all 
that, he had one thing in common with those at the meeting which is being an 
addict. 

“My name is Susan and I am a drug addict”. 
It was Susan’s first meeting too. The voices that welcomed her brought a 

wide smile that displayed her missing front teeth. When she realized it she 
quickly raised her hands to cover her mouth. 

“I am an addict name Pops.” 
“Welcome Pops. Keep coming back. It works if you work it.” 
Pops looked to be in his sixties but really he is in his forties. His 

appearance had to do with the hard life of drinking and drugging since he was in 
his early teens. 

“I am an addict name Louise” 
“Welcome Louise. Keep coming back. It works if you work it.” 
Louise was recently released from prison after serving five years for 

transporting drugs from Jamaica, West Indies. 
Angel displayed a joyful smile showing a deep dimple on her left cheek. 

She was happy to see so many people in attendance especially the newcomers. 
She says, “We ask those who are new to this meeting their first names so 
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we can generate a phone list. We strongly ask you all to call someone before you 
take that first drink or drug.” 

Angel signs her first name and telephone number on each meeting list that 
has the first name of the meeting’s newcomer then passes the lists to others who 
are willing to enter their name and telephone number. The list will be given to 
the individuals at the end of the meeting. 

CHAPTER II  
A Message of Recovery 

“I am still an addict name Angel. It is now twelve-thirty and according to 
our format it is time for our speaker to share his experience, strength and hope. 
This gentleman has had a great impact on my life. He has been a true friend and 
like a father to me. It is truly a pleasure to introduce you to Kevin D.” 

The group began to clap and cheer with one saying, “Give it up Kevin.” 
The tall muscular middle age gray bearded man, wearing jeans and a 

printed short sleeve shirt walks up to the table and gives Angel a hug. He sits at 
the table next to Angel than bowed his head and began to silently pray. ‘God I 
pray for your guidance during this special moment that I honestly share from the 
heart a message of recovery. Amen.’ 

Kevin raised his head and slowly looked around the room at those in 
attendance with a smile on his face. Then he speaks in a rather loud confident 
tone, “I am an addict name Kevin D.” 

The group answers, “Hi Kevin.” 
“It’s an honor to be asked to share with you all my experience, strength 

and hope. I would first like to thank God for without his grace and mercy I 
would not be here but still using drugs, in jail, confined to an institution or dead. 
I realize God had other plans for me and I am truly grateful. 

“My story is nothing unique. For years, I struggled with my active 
addiction often living on the edge to find ways and by any means necessary to 
get more drugs. I did those things no matter who I hurt including myself. 

“I am not sure when the spirit of addiction hit me. Some say we are born 
addicts. I do not believe that. I was born in the African country of Madagascar to 
French parents. My father died when I was seven years old. My mother and I 
moved to Jamaica, West Indies to live with relatives. She later married a 
Jamaican and we immigrated to the United States settling in the Brownsville 
section of Brooklyn, New York. My mother died a year later after giving birth to 
my brother. Shortly after, my stepfather married a woman from his hometown in 
Jamaica.  

“Although my step-parents showed me love and treated me like a child of 
their own, I felt like an outsider in the household and in the predominately black 
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neighborhood. Maybe it was because I was the only white boy around. To fit in, I 
carried myself like any of the other brothers in the hood. Plus, I could fight my 
ass off giving me a lot of respect from the kids who knew me.  

“My first experience with drinking alcohol or any other drug was at the 
age of sixteen when I was at a party given by a high school classmate. I didn’t get 
drunk but felt very good. My next experience with drinking alcohol was at 
seventeen on the day of my marriage to my fifteen year girlfriend who was three 
months pregnant. Once more I didn’t get drunk but felt good.  

“Two months later I joined the Marine Corps. After completing basic 
training, I was shipped out to Vietnam with the 3rd Marine Division.  

“In December, I got word my son was born. The first thing that came to 
mind was dying on my son like my father did. I shared this fear with two of my 
marine buddies. They suggested smoking some of their weed to relax me. I had 
never tried this stuff before but in my state of mind I was willing to do anything 
to feel better. The weed did just that giving me a mind-altering experience that 
was out of this world. I forgot about getting killed and for some reason the 
thought about being with my wife and son was non-existent. All I wanted to do 
was experience that feeling over and over again.  

“After serving thirteen months in Nam, I returned home and spent thirty 
days with my wife and son. The visit was too short. The thought about not 
returning to duty came to mind but my wife and step-mother urged me to do the 
right thing.  

“My next duty station was the Marine Corps base here in Oakwood. 
Shortly after being there I was promoted to the rank of sergeant which allowed 
me to send for my family. After they arrived we lived in military housing. This is 
when my wife told me she was pregnant again. I was excited about the news but 
for some reason our relationship changed for the worst. I preferred hanging out 
with my drinking buddies than spending time with my family. When the 
opportunity came for me to take another assignment in Viet Nam I did just that. 
All I thought about was getting high on that Vietnam weed. I had no idea back 
then what life had in store for me in the future.  

“After spending a few months in Nam for the third time, I found out my 
wife ran off with a so called friend of mine. The news of this depressed me so 
bad I was transferred to a naval hospital in the States for severe depression. I had 
constant thoughts about killing my wife and her boyfriend than myself if I ever 
found them. Years later, I constantly asked God to help me forgive this man, my 
wife and myself for the painful resentment I had carried towards them for many 
years. What helped with this was recognizing and accepting the part I played 
that cause my wife to get out of my life.  

“I was separated from the military due to my mental health condition 
after serving nine years of active duty including three tours in Viet Nam. 
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Returning home to my family in Brownsville did not help with my mental health 
condition. My stepfather had a severe drinking problem and my brother was in 
and out of jail for drug related crimes. The only person that made sense was my 
stepmother who was strongly religious. She encouraged me to further my 
education. I followed her suggestion and went to college earning a bachelor’s 
degree in history. Shortly after, I remarried and moved to Oakwood to accept a 
teaching job at Oakwood High School. I chose Oakwood because it was my home 
away from home while I was in the military.  

“It didn’t take me long to establish myself as a respected member in the 
city. I became very active in community affairs especially when it had to do with 
disadvantaged youth, families and senior citizens. Then the unexpected 
happened. One of my military buddies introduced me to crack cocaine. He was 
one of the ones who introduced me to weed while we were stationed in Viet 
Nam. I thought smoking crack would be like drinking alcohol or smoking weed 
which I did socially for many years. I was wrong and began to smoke crack 
regularly. It didn’t take long for me to recognize smoking crack was creating a 
major problem in my life and I needed help. So I joined church and got baptized.  
For a short while I stopped smoking crack but continued to socially drink and 
smoke weed. I was convinced my smoking crack days were over. I even bragged 
about it to my buddies and couldn’t understand why they were still doing it. A 
few people warned me to stop associating with people who were getting high 
especially my Viet Nam buddies. I ignored their advice and started smoking 
crack again. As a result, I started to isolate from my family, church and people 
who didn’t smoke crack. I almost lost my job, family and the respect from those 
who looked up to me.  

“The thought of committing suicide came to mind but I had enough sense 
to recognize there might be other options. One that came to mind was getting 
help for my problem at the VA clinic located in downtown Oakwood.  

“The doctor referred me to an in-patient substance abuse treatment 
program at a VA hospital located near San Francisco. The program taught me a 
lot about the disease of addiction and what I needed to do to stay clean. The 
information finally had me truly admit I was an addict.  

“I left the program with the thought I was free from using crack. My 
counselor strongly advised me to become a member of a 12 Step program, attend 
meetings every day and get a sponsor.  

“Upon returning home, I immediately went to my first 12 Step meeting 
but felt very uncomfortable being around all those strange people. Furthermore, 
I didn’t understand what they were talking about so I never went back.  

“I managed to stay clean a few months to the point where I believed my 
problem with using drugs was completely gone. My job at the school had gotten 
better to the point where I was promoted to be an assistant principle. 
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Additionally, my family began to trust me and I returned to being the loving 
husband and father which God had always wanted me to be. Then I started 
going back to my favorite bar and began hanging out with my Viet Nam 
buddies. Now they had a problem with drugs and I suggested to them about 
going to the VA clinic for help like I did. But they wouldn’t listen. Before I 
realized it, I started drinking and smoking weed with them on special occasions. 
The last thing I thought about was smoking crack. Sadly, regardless of what I 
thought, the day came when I found myself smoking crack again. It was a 
terrible experience, worst than the last time I used. I felt like a failure and became 
very depressed.  

“Then one day, after weeks of using, I went to this church for help. The 
pastor had empathy towards my plight. He told me he was a recovering 
alcoholic and was willing to be my sponsor. I started attending 12 Step meetings 
every day and became a member of the pastor’s church. I became an avid reader 
of the Bible and a very important text called The Life Recovery Bible. 

“Today, only by the grace of God, I have been clean and sober for thirteen 
years. As a result of this I am still employed at the high school, happily married 
to a loving and caring wife, raising three beautiful children and the pastor of this 
church. Thanks for letting me share.” 

Kevin was given a standing ovation by many attending the meeting. 
Angel was so touch by his story that she couldn’t keep the tears from flowing 
down her cheeks when she gave Kevin a hug. She wasn’t the only one at the 
meeting with tears in their eyes. Some could relate to Kevin’s story. Others were 
joyful to hear about an addict who struggled through his active addiction find a 
way to stay clean and become a productive member of society.  

Chapter III  
Group Level Sharing 

Angel, still teary eyed from Kevin’s honest and factual story, faced the group and 
said, “You have heard our speaker share his experience, strength and hope. Now 
this is your part of the meeting. If you want to share raise your hand and our 
speaker will acknowledge you.” 

There were two hands raised and Kevin selected the man seated in the 
front row.  

“I am an addict and my name is Reggie. Angel thanks for being in service. 
And Kevin thanks for giving me a message of hope. 

“I just moved to Oakwood a week ago from Newport, Rhode Island. I was 
clean for six years then relapsed. As a result, I lost a good job and my family. My 
wife left me after us being together for twenty-four years. What hurt even more 
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was when my kids stopped speaking to me. The thought of doing something 
stupid like killing myself came to mind. Thank God it was just a thought and I 
had enough recovery in me to ask for help. I called my brother who is in 
recovery and lives here in Oakwood. He suggested I move to Oakwood and live 
with him. That’s what got me here and I am truly grateful. Thanks for letting me 
share.” 

“Thanks for sharing,” responded many in attendance. 
There were many hands raised and Kevin chose a woman he and Angel 

knew very well. There was a time when the three of them smoked crack together. 
During that time Angel had a conflict with this woman because they were 
involved with the same man.  

The extremely frail, neatly dressed dark skinned woman slowly rose from 
her chair and said, “My name is Janice and I am an addict. Thanks Kevin for 
your inspiring message. We go back a long way and I have always admired and 
respected you. Reggie, you are in the right place where people like us can find a 
new way of life; free from abusing alcohol and drugs along with the painful 
consequences. Angel, I know we have had our differences for way too long but 
truly I believe this program of recovery heals the damaged body, mind and 
spirit. All we have to do is be open-minded, willing and honest allowing God’s 
will to be ours.  

“Last week I was in the hospital again with pneumonia. The doctors 
didn’t think I was going to make it. Well, they were wrong and here I am at a 12 
Step meeting. Some of you know I have struggled with AIDS for a number of 
years. There are times when I want to give up and die but God has other plans 
for me. Thanks for letting me share.” 

“Thanks for sharing.” 
Angel was moved by what Janice had to say. She thought to herself, 

‘maybe it is time for me to grow up and start forgiving instead of holding this 
stupid resentment.’  

Kevin pointed to a man sitting in the back of the church. He is Kevin’s best 
friend. Back in the day he smoked crack with Kevin, Angel and Janice. 

“My name is Sal and I am a grateful recovering addict. This is a very 
special meeting and day for me. My days are always special when I wake up in 
the morning without a hangover and free from the pain and misery as a result of 
smoking crack. What makes this meeting so special is that there are four people 
at this meeting who have had a significant impact on my life. The joy is that they 
are here and just for today not finding ways and means by any means necessary 
to get high. Another special part about this day is today we are celebrating my 
thirteenth year free from using alcohol and drugs.” 

Before Sal could say another word he received cheers, claps and a 
standing ovation from many in the group. This experience was greater than any 
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of the times when he was acknowledged for his achievements as a basketball 
player and coach.  

“How did you do it Sal? Yeah, how did you do it?” A few people in the 
group shouted.  

Sal hesitates to gather his thoughts than says, “How I did it? Well, it 
would have not been possible without having God and very special people he 
put in my life. Than I had to admit to myself I was an addict and do what others 
did before me to stay clean. That meant regularly attending meetings, utilizing a 
sponsor, doing step work, practice spiritual principles and being in service. 
Thanks for letting me share.” 

“Thanks for sharing.” 
The next person chosen was the man in the white suit that had shyly 

raised his hand. 
“I am an addict name Jerry.” 
“Hi Jerry,” responded the group.  
“This is my first time at this type of meeting. I came because a friend of 

mine suggested I might get some help here. When they said this meeting was at a 
church, I decided to wear my church going clothes. Looking around the room I 
realize that is not necessary and I feel overdressed. Regardless, I feel welcomed 
because after hearing those before me share I know I am in the right place.  

“Last month, I was arrested for possessing drugs and it is possible I will 
have to serve time in prison. My lawyer tells me because it is my first offense I 
might just get probation, have to pay a fine and do community service. My 
problem is I have used drugs since my arrest and still use even when I don’t 
want to. I have lost a lot and chances are I will lose more, even my freedom, if I 
don’t stop smoking crack.  

“My family is not aware of my problem. They think I am going through a 
bout with depression because my business is failing. You all know the truth. 
Thanks for letting me share.” 

“Thanks for sharing.”  
Kevin acknowledged a tall, neatly dressed attractive woman.  
“My name is Louise and I am an addict. This is my first meeting after 

serving five years in a federal prison. I am staying at a half-way house and will 
be on probation for the next five years.  

“My hometown is back East. Although I miss home my choice was to stay 
in California to get my life together. To be honest, I am not ready to return home 
because I fear living there would put me at risk of getting into trouble again. I 
need a fresh start. Thanks for letting me share.” 

“Thanks for sharing.” 
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There were several hands raised and Kevin recognized a man sitting in 
the back of the room he hadn’t seen in months. He was someone with whom he 
had developed a close friendship. 

“My name is Pops and I am an alcoholic and drug addict. I just got out of 
the hospital after a severe bout with depression. I am not sure whether my years 
of drinking and drugging caused my depression. My doctor told me I would 
have to stay clean for awhile before he could make that determination. Right 
now I am going to take this medication he gave me and continue with my 
counseling.  

“This 12 Step meeting is nothing new to me. I even managed to stay clean 
for ten years. Within those years I graduated from college, got married and had 
two children. Then something tragic happened. My wife and children were 
killed in an automobile accident. I blamed myself because I was the driver. As a 
result, I started drinking and drugging again.”  

Pops paused and then began to cry. A man put his arms around him for 
support and comfort. Then he whiningly continued, “Family, I need your help. 
Thanks for letting me share.” 

“Thanks for sharing.” 
“My name is Susan and I am an addict. Janice I can relate to your 

situation. My husband died from AIDS last year and I am HIV positive. My 
children are in foster care and I am staying at a shelter. My joy is I have been 
clean for six months and I have a chance of getting my children back. Right now I 
don’t think I am ready for that responsibility. My children are ages ten, eleven, 
thirteen and I have set of four year old twins. The State is trying to take away my 
parental rights so my children could be adopted. I refused to let that happen. I 
love my children. Since my husband died they are all I have to live for. The court 
told me all I have to do is stay clean, get a job and find a suitable place for me 
and my children to live. Well, I’ve got a job and money saved but I am having 
trouble finding a place. If anyone here knows about a four bedroom apartment or 
house for rent please let me know. Thanks for letting me share.” 

“Thanks for sharing.”  
“My name is Slim and I am an alcoholic. After hearing you all, I think I am 

in the wrong place. I am not an addict… never did drugs in my life. I just love to 
drink and get drunk. My problem is when I get drunk I do stupid things like 
getting into fights and driving my truck. The last time I drove there was an 
accident and somebody got hurt. I will continue coming to this meeting just to 
satisfy the judge and hopefully this will keep me out of jail. That’s all I’ve got to 
say.” 

“Thanks for sharing and keep coming back.” 
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Angel looked at her watch and says to the group, “I am an addict and my name 
is still Angel. This has been a very good meeting. I have heard enough to stay 
clean and sober today. Now it’s time for us to close this part of our meeting.  
The entire group rose from their chairs and formed a circle. While holding hands, 
Angel says, “Kevin, will you keep us in?”  

Kevin bows his head and says, “May we have a moment of silence for the 
sick and suffering addicts inside and outside this circle and for the babies born to 
this disease without a choice followed by the Serenity Prayer and Lord’s Prayer 
for those who care to join.” 

––Jonathan Bragdon
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