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From the Poetry Editor

How gratifying it is to showcase the Delaware poets and writers in this
issue. If only the canon keepers treated them as Steven Leech suggests
in “The Democratization of Literature”: as the continuation of People’s
writers going back to the Works Progress Administration (WPA) and
beyond.

Leech enlarges the theme with “The Great Gatsby’s Delaware
Connection: A Review of Gatsby, GATH, and Gault by David W.
Meredith.” Following that, Leech demonstrates his particular brand
of fiction through his fictional raconteur, Tux Munce, who retells
Seven Days Whipping, the historical novel by Delaware’s John
Biggs. Naturalist Nancy Carol Willis presents a colorful review of
Delaware’s WPA artists, and Leech returns with some literary
archeology he dug up about an old friend and comrade of ours, the
late Leigh Broughton, found in a list of 1941 WPA furloughs.

Phil Linz, Delaware’s Beat poet, portrays his sister poignantly in “Yom
Kippur 5786.” We then return to prose with my memorial to Auset
Marian Lee, followed by two of her previously published poems from
Dreamstreets. Ken Segal brings us a view of homelessness from some-
one who knows in “Homeless Me.” Jeffrey Little continues his tren-
chant wordsmithing with poems linked to works by notable thinkers:
“On the Origin of Species” (Charles Darwin), “Down and Out in Paris
and London” (George Orwell), “Proof of Concept” (dunno), and “Poem
Beginning with a Line from Umberto Eco.” Torrey Francis Malek de-
buts in these pages with two vignettes set in Delaware: “Delaware, in
Passing” and “Lenape Midden.”

Former 2nd Saturday Poets host Barbara Gray turns us to her creative
nonfiction in “Passing Through.”

Science informs scientist Felicia Kelly-Trent’s meditation on winter
in “What Winter Said.” Both the science of quantum mechanics and
the mechanics of work inform Matt Thomas’s “Superposition” and



“Trucker Speed,” respectively. Wry humor informs Clover S. Laurel’s
breakup poem “The Bride and the Dog.” Pharaoh Saunders (aka Pha-
raoh the Poet) ponders two themes close to my heart in “Growing Old”
and “State of the World.”

Karen Hurley-Heyman memorializes her late husband in “To the Wisp
of a Once-Upon-a-Time-Encountered-Stranger” and “For Mike.” jim
bourey memorializes an old house and way of life in “A Story of the
Empty Lot and the Kind People Who Once Owned It” and his mom’s
memory in “Reading an Article About the Origin of Memory in the
Brain and Following Up with An Exchange of Emails with My Friend
Ed, the Neurologist.” Lorraine MacMillan praises the silly way things
can still be fun with “In a Silly Way.”

We must wonder if avant-garde can also be retro with Robert Flem-
ing’s three provocative morsels, “pick, peel, and squeeze Allan’s
mandarins,” “PoetryMania,” and “orange d’aint for sissys.” Broadkill
Review publishing pioneer Jamie Brown regales us with three prose
poems, “Want,” “Yearn,” and “Fortune #1.” The erosion of self and
time perplexes Henry Long in “If Not For Dust” and “On the Wind.”
Tim Hudenburg is spare and laconic in his singular “Worrisome.”

Here is the sole “trigger alert” I will offer for my old friend Nnamdi
Chukwuocha’s long and painful offering, “It’s a war going on inside.
(An ode to Veteran Suicide).”

Gretchen Elhassani caps off the selections with a humorous episode
in prose, “The Day that I Did NOT Meet Mo Amer, But Also Managed
NOT To Burn the Building Down.”

Finally, we have added a new feature to this edition of Dreamstreets,
something familiar in all these high-class rags: a list of the contributors
to #85 along with their short biographies.

Phillip Bannowsky



“linguistic dexterity, and exceptional musicality. . ..a wild gumbo
of characters and adventures, politics and class, and the absurdities
and cruelties of modern life”

—Jim Daniels, author of Birth Marks and Gun/Shy
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The Democratization

of Literature

Steven Leech

For this topic, we’ll begin with music and where democracy begins, as well:
in the community. Here we call that community “Delaware.”

We'll start with music, and my role as a board member of the Delaware
Rock and Roll Society. Originally, we filed for non-profit status as “The Del-
aware Rock and Roll Hall of Fame,” but the national Rock and Roll Hall of
Fame threatened to sue us because they owned the term “Rock and Roll Hall

of Fame.”

We had expected to be welcomed
with open arms by the national Hall,
maybe become affiliated in some way,
recognized as a birthplace of some
who played on the national stage and
demonstrated the origins of some na-
tional stars—but no.

To use another example, take base-
ball. We have the Major Leagues, the
national pastime in some circles. Ball-
players who vie for a Major League
career in baseball start in the Minor
Leagues. This is where the best players
come from while providing this nation-
al pastime to local fans in places where
Major League Baseball is not readily ac-
cessible.

Using this analogy, why can’t music
at the local level, with state and region-
al Rock and Roll Halls of Fame, bear a
working relationship to the grassroots
of our national music as represented by
the National Hall of Fame?

We are caught in an economic model
that reflects the nature of many cultural
elements of our society, where wealth,

including cultural wealth, is extracted
from the places and circumstances of
its creation to the top, where at least we
can see it, but not where it benefits those
who created it in the first place.

Returning to music, some local mu-
sicians in the Jazz world, like Clifford
Brown and Lem Winchester, who start-
ed making music in the streets of Wilm-
ington, are not only part of the Nation-
al Jazz Canon, but continue to inspire
local musicians long after Brownie’s
and Lem’s short national careers. Some
of the cultural wealth they produced,
while contributing to the national music
canon, has returned to nurture the local
Jazz scene in the form of inspiration.
The same could be said of the cultural
wealth of local and regional artists, es-
pecially literary artists.

For the authors and poets who live
in places like Delaware and create cul-
tural wealth in the form of literary art,
our “Hall of Fame”—our literary can-
on—is established at the top by aca-
demia and established literary critics.



Over the years, I have read, re-
searched, written, and published nearly
every example of local literature I could
find, including some regional works
that touch on Delaware geographically
and thematically. I often wonder wheth-
er any of the knowledge about greater
Delaware’s literary legacy would ever
become known if I hadn’t rediscovered
this large body of work and shared it
with only the meager means to which I
have access. I have discovered how any
number of local authors and poets inter-
acted, shared influences, and perhaps
became friends with canonical figures
from Edgar Allan Poe and Mark Twain
to F. Scott Fitzgerald and Hart Crane,
among others.

For those at the top, in academia
and in prestigious literary journals,
how the works and lives of various ca-
nonical authors and poets could be en-
hanced, better understood, and made
more comprehensive if we included the
contribution of others less known, art-
ists who influenced and maybe encour-
aged those immortalized in the literary
canon. Instead, those connections to
the roots of what helped develop and
contribute to those in the Canon are
marginalized, or at best minimized. In
Delaware’s case, our large body of local
literature was nearly plowed under in
local academia in the late 1940s by Uni-
versity of Delaware English professor
and cultural fascist Augustus Able. In
a sense, Able provided me with a pur-
pose: to rediscover Delaware’s literary
legacy.

What are the “minor leagues” for

literature if the “majors” are academia
and established literary critics who
define and maintain the canon? What
earns the preservation of a literary art-
ist’s life and work?

The obvious answer is that aca-
demia, universities, and honest, dedi-
cated faculty—the “minor league” so
to speak—should introduce the subject.
Yet I have never encountered any in-
stance of local novelists or poets taught
in any secondary school, especially
public schools, and never at the college
level.

As for local literary critics, com-
mentators, and researchers, I'd sure
like some company. I'm beginning to
think I'm the only one to share anything
about past local literature or be curious
about the subject. Or is Augustus Able
correct in his assessment that our local
literature is not worth consideration
and ought to be rightly forgotten? And
does that mean that what we’re writing
today will not be considered for its cul-
tural value and will be rightly forgotten
as well, so that future generations will

— e i ¢ A MRS T N
be oblivious to our literary contribu-
tions, which will in turn be forgotten?

The closest we came to fulfilling a



democratization of literature, providing
broad access to available literature and
encouraging cross-fertilization among
states and regions, was the Writers’
Projects, including the Artists, Musi-
cians, and Theatre Projects, funded and
administered by the Works Progress

Administration (WPA) of the Roosevelt
Administration during the 1930s.
Firstof all, all participants were paid
for their work, giving a sense of value
to the actual work of writing, painting,
acting, and playing music. Writers in
every state compiled tour guides that
included information about that state’s
literature. Delaware’s tour guide has an
extended chapter on Delaware’s litera-
ture, while never mentioning Sanford
Davis, Alice Dunbar-Nelson, and James
Whaler. It may have been the final time
our literature was mentioned positively
before Augustus Able trashed our past
authors and poets after the War. Local

By Jonathunder - Own work, Public Domain, https://com-
mons.wikimedia.org/w/index.php?curid=6822417

playwrights had their plays produced
and publicized through the WPA net-
work. Local writers formed working
relationships and collaboration. Those
tour guides were an example of this.

The main outcome of the tour
guides was to introduce ourselves to
ourselves. Their minutiae
covered a wide range of
cultural attributes of each
state, without prejudice or
strong opinion.

Among the many who
participated in the Proj-
ects—writers, artists, mu-
sicians, thespians—there
had been some talk that
the Projects might one
day morph into some-
thing larger, something
on the Cabinet level, like
a Department of Culture;
something with large,
well-developed local ap-
paratuses throughout the nation.

Such a large local representation
of a national initiative would engender
dialogue across boundaries, blend per-
spectives, techniques, and visions, rec-
oncile cultural variations, and become
the true cultural melting pot we in the
United States claim to be.

That possibility ended with the
outbreak of World War II. The Projects
got absorbed into the War effort. When
the War ended, we found ourselves in a
new world where the country was still
on a war footing for a new kind of war,
the Cold War. Nevertheless, the Projects
were gone.



Today, we are a long way from the
prospects envisioned before World War
II. The National Endowment of the Arts
(NEA), that pathetic shadow of what
the Projects once were and intended to
be, struggles to survive. The Corpora-
tion for Public Broadcasting (CPB) has
been trashed by reactionary forces.

Unless you're a literary artist who
is a candidate for the national literary
canon, or a successful hack whose work
will disappear one day, or a MFA grad-
uate whose only published novel gets
you a cushy seat in academia, you're
nothing more than a hobbyist, margin-
alized and depending for your survival
on keeping a day job. The margin al-
ways drops off the edges of history, be-
comes irrelevant, and is soon forgotten,
even by local folks.

Ironically, today, we’ve experienced
a surge of local literary art, especially

since the 1960s. Having our work out
there in profusion works, especially if
all artists are exposed to one another’s
work. Democracy works best with open
dialogue.

Lost, however, are those sugges-
tions posed by the Projects. Perhaps
bringing the National Endowment of
the Arts up to Cabinet status might be
a good start, perhaps with an active re-
lationship with the Library of Congress,
and/or with the besieged Smithsonian
Institution.

Getting back to dialogue, which
begins in the schools, having a ba-
sic knowledge of our artists is anoth-
er good start. Offering a college-level
course in Delaware literature would be
easy. From there, the ideas should be
plentiful from creative minds, fertile
imaginations, and goodwill.

The Great Gatsby’s Delaware
Connection: A Review of
Gatsby, GATH, and Gault

by David W. Meredith

I've long come to the conclusion that Delaware’s literature could with-

stand literary criticism and even contribute something to academic scholar-
ship. Now a couple of recent examples have bolstered that conclusion, at least
in terms of a couple of 19th century novels from two Delaware novelists, and
one from the 20th century. One example bolstering my contention comes from
a slim book written by David W. Meredith, a retired English professor from
Kent State University, entitled Gatsby, GATH, and Gault, The Influence of The En-
tailed Hat on The Great Gatsby, published by AuthorHouse in 2007.



Meredith’s essay reminded me that
good literature often engages several
levels at once, attempts to deal with a
relationship of several issues from the
world in which its author lives, and
presents all of it with an uncanny skill
and craft. I was reminded that when I
wrote about Delaware’s literature in my
past efforts there was much I had left
out in the expediency of telling an es-
sential story.

In a review by Steve Fraser, senior
lecturer in history from the University
of Pennsylvania published in the Jan-
uary 28, 2008 edition of The Nation on
the eve of the republication of Delaware
author Robert Montgomery Bird’s 1836
novel Sheppard Lee (New York Review
of Books, 2008), he places Bird’s novel
in its historical and social context. Pro-
viding this context exposes an addition-
al level in the novel to one that I had
suggested in my treatment of it in Valde-
mar’s Corpse.

Calling Sheppard Lee a, “Tocquevil-
lian black comedy,” Fraser reminds us of
the world of Jacksonian America, where
the promise of opportunity is expressed
in terms of land speculation, get rich
schemes, confidence games, counter-
feiting and other devices of capital accu-
mulation, not to mention the additional
contribution made to capital accumula-
tion by the free labor supplied through
slavery. In Bird’s novel, Sheppard Lee is
caught up in these kinds of obsessions
for getting rich when he realizes that
there are advantages in inhabiting the
bodies of those who have got rich using
these devices, only to also realize a host

of unavoidable woes associated with ac-
quiring wealth through dubious means.
One can't forget that Sheppard Lee lets
his farm go to seed while chasing any
number of moneymaking schemes. He
ultimately embarks on his inadvertent
adventure at the behest of metempsy-
chosis during a treasure-hunting mis-
sion. Forsaking the farm that had been
left him and his sister Prudence, Shep-
pard Lee learns at the conclusion of
Bird’s novel, that only through the hard,
honest work of his sister, her husband
Tom Alderwood, and his enslaved per-
son Jim Jumble was real wealth gener-
ated. While Sheppard Lee is away; it is
through the three’s hard work that his
inherited farm is restored and made to
flourish as the sou ce of his real wealth.

In addition to Fraser’s comments
about Sheppard Lee in the pages of The
Nation, NYRB’s recent republication
of it also contains an Introduction by
Christopher Looby, who teaches En-
glish at UCLA. Looby discusses several
other philosophical, social and historic
strains pertinent to Bird’s novel, includ-
ing the Poe connection.

In David W. Meredith’s essay about
the influence George Alfred Townsend’s
The Entailed Hat had upon novels by both
Fitzgerald and Delaware author John
Biggs, we find many similar themes
characterizing Jacksonian America in
Townsend’s novel, such as acquiring
wealth through indefinite and possibly
nefarious means. The main character in
The Entailed Hat, Meshach Milburn, ac-
quires his wealth through money lend-
ing, marrying a rich woman, and other



means about which Townsend is never
really clear. One means that Townsend
does dwell on is the acquisition of
wealth through the theft of labor when
Patty Cannon kidnaps Black people to
sell them into slavery, which is stealing
the cost of labor by not paying for it ex-
cept with the bare, stingy provision of
sustenance.

The relationship to American capi-
talist culture in Townsend’s novel is car-
ried into F Scott Fitzgerald’s The Great
Gatsby, and John Biggs’ Demigods. The
influence from Townsend’s earlier nov-
el is similar in these two novels and is
reinforced by the relationship Fitzger-
ald and Biggs had with one another.
Both were roommates while students
at Princeton, where they were largely
responsible for that University’s liter-
ary magazine. Meredith makes a sub-
stantial case for the likelihood that,
while still students, both had read, dis-
cussed and were profoundly affected
by Townsend’s novel on several levels.
Superficiall , Meredith notes the tribute
Fitzgerald and Biggs may have given
in their respective novels; the similarity
the names “Gatsby,” and the last name
of Biggs' protagonist “John Gault,”
have with Townsend’s popular non de
plume, GATH.

Meredith provides a number of
parallels between The Great Gatsby and
The Entailed Hat, chief among them is
to “trace the progress of their protago-
nists toward personal identity, and to
depict the effect on them of America’s
code of personal values.” It is this same
parallel that Meredith finds applies to

Biggs’' Demigods as well, though in his
work Biggs gives the theme a religious
or, better yet, a deeper psychological di-
mension. It is this psychological aspect
that Biggs demonstrates more affectiv -
ly in a pared down manner in his sec-
ond novel, Seven Days Whipping. Later
when Biggs became a practicing lawyer
and judge, he was fascinated by how
psychological factors applied to the law.
Perhaps influenced by yet an-
other classic piece of literature from
the 1920s, T.S. Eliot’s “The Wasteland,”
Meredith suggests this work may have
implied a spiritual component for both
Fitzgerald’s and Biggs’ treatment of
their perception of their own world in
their novels. In The Entailed Hat, we are
provided a desolate description of the
Nassawongo Iron Works, which actual-
ly existed between Snow Hill and Prin-
cess Anne on Maryland’s Eastern Shore
in the early 19th century. Meredith com-
pares this description as having the
same meaning as those descriptions of
the ash dump near where George and
Myrtle Wilson live in The Great Gatsby.
There is a spiritual affect, in part con-
veyed by an element of desolation in
their respective worlds, on two charac-
ters, Levon Dennis in The Entailed Hat
and Nick Carraway in The Great Gatsby.
Both discover a desire to escape into
America, to retreat to a part of Ameri-
ca that does not have this same sense of
desolation for each of them.
Townsend’s The Entailed Hat
and Fitzgerald’s The Great Gatsby both
used literary device in curious ways.
In Townsend’s novel, he weaves in and



out of plot lines to make his points and
come to desired conclusions by the end
of the work. Fitzgerald displays, at least
for this reader, some remarkable rhetor-
ical daring in his portrayal of his char-
acters and their behavior, which reveals
a truer sense of who they are.

Literary device comes into play in
Biggs’ Demigods as well. First, the sto-
ry is told as a kind of flashback into
the present. This enables Biggs to cover
more ground in the context of passing
time, which allows him to delve deeper
into the world into which the characters
in The Great Gatsby find themselves. In
this way Biggs extends the playing field
while using the same theme of personal
identity in the context of the capitalist
culture. The theme of personal identi-
ty that Meredith discusses from both
The Entailed Hat and The Great Gatsby
assumes an added dimension in Biggs’
Demigods, that of the consequences
and failure that may ensue from not
coming to terms with one’s personal
identity. In Demigods John Gault, after
being given marching orders regard-
ing his destiny from his mentor Chris-
topher Herrick, begins to deviate from
them, or at least misunderstand them.
Gault’s life becomes a seesaw of failure
and success. First he is arrested on the
streets of Wilmington and imprisoned

for proselytizing, then after getting out
of prison achieves success as a lawyer
and newspaper publisher, only to fail
miserably in his attempt to get elected
governor of the state of Delaware. Af-
terward he disappears. We learn later
that, like Nick Carraway and Levon
Dennis, he had retreated into America.
Gault had returned to his own peculiar
roots. As someone who had originally
escaped from a family who had been
part of an early American fundamental-
ist religious utopian community, he had
given up his identity to become an al-
most anonymous itinerant preacher.
Demigods ends in the ultimate
failure of John Gault. In an ostensi-
bly senseless act of faith, Gault meets
his end with two companions when
they walk into a fiery kiln near Elkton,
Maryland, reenacting the Biblical story
of Shadrach, Meshach and Abednego.
Perhaps the lesson has something to do
with not reconciling personal identity
with the burgeoning capitalist culture
in America, but one cannot avoid no-
ticing that one of the three who walks
into the kiln near Elkton bares a respre-
sentative name with the protagonist of
Townsend’s The Entailed Hat — that of
Meshach.
-Steven Leech




Joe Ironquois’ Folly

by Tux Munce

The following is a retelling of John Biggs’ second novel Seven Days
Whipping from 1928. It was first published in The Secret Life Of Tux
Munce. Unlike Demigods published two years earlier, the novel covers
a time span of about 24 hours. Its setting is local. — Steven Leech

It began on the day Johnny Fargo's brother Jimmy got sent
to the Workhouse on a charge of larceny. The incident was
not about Jimmy F¥argo, but it helps to note the day and the
vear bhecause what is hard to explain can sometimes get lost in
time.

The Fargo family, consisting of Johnny, Jimmy, and their moth-
er Alma, lived in Liberty near the crossroad of Boxwood Road and
the Newport Gap Pike. Down at the other end of Boxwood Road,
where it becomes Middleborough Road, at the trolley turnaround, is
where Joe Ironquois lives with his son on the other side of Follies
Woods on firm land next to the marsh. Joe Ironquois’ son is also
named Joe, so people who know him well, like Jimmy and Johnny
Fargo, call him by his Indian name, which is Seven Days Whipping.

The day in questionw as t he seventh day of June 1927. The day
started out without a cloud in the sky. The day Jimmy Fargo got sent to
the Workhouse was the same day Joe Ironquois, the father, also got sent
to the Workhouse on account of his trapping muskrats out of season. He
was ordered to pay a $100 fine plus court cost along with a sentence of one
vear. The news was devastating to young Seven Days Whipping, who was
little more than a boy though not yet a full grown man. And yet further-
more, on that day the spirits were with him, though not with him when the
af- fairs of men opposed them. The one man opposing his spirits was the
judge who sentenced Joe Ironquois from his court bench in Wilmington.
Johnny told me the whole story about a week later on a day that I decid-
ed to walk over to Liberty on a visit.

Distraught, Seven Days Whipping had decided to visit the judge
where he lived in a big house somewhere hetween the Lancaster and Ken-



nett Pikes overlooking the Red Clay Creek. ¥rom the way Johnny tells
it, the judge’s wife was ready to give birth, even as an older woman who
was in her forties. When imminent birth is mingled with death, strange
forces of nature are unleashed, especially when death bares the sacrifice
of an innocent animal as offering to force a change of circumstance.

Before visiting the judge at his home, Seven Days Whipping
had snuck onto Coleman duP’ont’s estate and caught and killed, with a
single quick slice of the throat, one of his prize deer. Slinging it across
his shoulders, Seven Days Whipping headed for the judge’s house. His
act had unleashed the spirits and strange forces of nature. Had not the
im-minent birth of the judge’s first child charged the atmosphere with
new life, the storm may never have suddenly happened.

To hear Johnny talk about Seven Days Whipping, who he knows
and who he would visit in his father’s shack on the other side of Follies
Woods, you knew the spirits were always with them. But as years had
passed by and the white man’s world became larger, the spirits became
crowded around those who still believed in them and who still sought
them. The spirits, Johnny told me, had come to need the Indians who
were left, even more than the Indians knew, and the spirits would even
intervene when they were not asked to. But the conditions had to be just
right.

From what Johnny told me, there was a storm at Seven Days
Whipping’s back as he carried the deer to the judge’s place. It wasn’t any
ordinary storm either. The wind was there with the rain, but there was a
cold sleet that iced the new fresh grass under his feet. It was the kind of
wind to scatter a swarm of bees so they could never find their hive again,
and a cold rain to make the cicadas burrow deeper in the ground and
forget about August coming.

The rest of the day the rain fell relentlessly on Seven Days Whip-
ping and the deer, which he’'d intended to trade for his father’s freedom.
He followed the judge after he found him walking on his property but
the judge ran from him and hid in his big house. The judge didn’'t seem
to understand that Seven Days Whipping wanted him to have the deer.

All through the night, which seemed darker than usual, Seven Days
Whipping waited outside in the soaking ran shivering against a wind that
blew branches off trees and, reported Johnny, even blew down power



and telephone lines. But Seven Days Whipping waited anyway.

During the night, lights went on and off, Seven Days Whipping told
Johnny from his hospital bed, which had indicated to him that no one
had gone to bed and it was worth the wait. Besides, when morning came
he’d planned to be there to give the judge the deer in exchange for his
father.

Seven Days Whipping had told Johnny that during the darkest
part of the night he suddenly heard cries of pain coming form one of
the up- stairs windows. He could not have known it was the judge’s wife
in the early stages of her labor pains. It was ten minutes that the judge
came out of the house. He was headed for the garage. Seven Days Whip-
ping saw the opportunity to offer the deer to the judge, but the judge was
spooked. He brandished a pistol at Seven Days Whipping, upon which
he dropped the deer and turned to run. But the judge was quick to shoot
and he hit Seven Days Whipping, who ran bleeding into the woods. One
of the judge’s neighbors found him after he passed out and called for an
ambulance. No one knows what became of the deer. The measure of a
sacrifice becomes blinded by the size of the result. Joe Ironquois was
released from the Workhouse a few days after the judge shot Seven Days
Whipping, who is recovering from his wounds and is expected to join his
father in their shack on the other side of ¥ollies Woods by the marsh.

Justice, when it comes right down to it, is really a simple mat-
ter. No one’s heard what’s happened to the judge. He hasn’t heen
back to court. We've been told his wife and son are back in their
big house high above the Red Clay Creek. Johnny told me that
old Joe Ironquois had told him the judge had to make a decision.
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The New Deal Artwork

and William D. White
Nancy Carol Willis

On October 29, 1929 speculation in an unregulated stock market propelled the United
States into its worst depression in history. When Franklin Delano Roosevelt took office
as President in 1933, unemployment had risen to over twenty-five percent of the
workforce. Roosevelt immediately launched his New Deal, a plan to regulate the stock
market, shore up the banking industry, stimulate farming and manufacturing, and put

people to work.

Most of the New Deal money funded construction projects such as roads, bridges,
hospitals, and schools. In an unprecedented move, the Public Works of Art Program
(PWAP) was created to employ out-of-work artists based on merit to embellish Federal

and other publicly owned buildings such as hospitals and schools.

“In approving the Public Works of Art Program, Mr. Hopkins has recognized that the artist, like
the laborer, capitalist, and office worker, eats, drinks, has a family, and pays rent, thus
contradicting the old superstition that the painter and the sculptor live in attics and exist on
inspiration.”

Imagine that!

In Delaware, the Wilmington Society of Fine Arts selected a Delaware committee on

December 10, 1933. The members included painter, Henryette Stadelman, and

illustrators, Stanley M. Arthurs and Frank E. Schoonover, who served as Chairman.

Salaries were offered at the going rate for skilled craftsman. Class One artists received
$42.50 per week with Class Two artist assistants receiving $26.50 for a minimum of 30

hours worked.

The Delaware committee interviewed applicants, reviewed portfolios, and selected five

men to work in the program.

1. Francis A. Coll Maker of frames Hired December 21, 1933

2. Andrew Doragh Landscape painter Hired December 30. 1933

3. William D. White Decorator Hired January 5, 1934

4. David Reyam Helper to Coll, and Hired January 10, 1934
later independent worker

5. Walter J. Willoughby Landscape painter Hired January 15, 1934
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The Public Works of Art Project (PWAP) was short-lived, from December, 1933 — June,
1934. It served as the first of several Federal Depression-era programs that employed
artists. The five Delaware artists selected remain fairly unknown. To follow are some

examples of their contributions to fine art and craft.

Francis A. Coll, 1885-1969, made
elaborately carved picture frames for
many of the Delaware Art Museum’s
collection of Howard Pyle (and his
students) paintings. He exhibited
paintings in Delaware from the 1920s
through the 1950s.

(Left) N. C. Wyeth, The Duel on the
Beach, 1926. Frame by Francis A. Coll.

Andrew Doragh, 1897-1992, was best

known for painting landscapes in the

Wilmington and New Castle areas.

David E. Reyam, 1864-1943, was a
Wilmington artist known for his
paintings, sketches, and designs. He led
the Delaware division of the Federal Art
Project's Index of American Design. He
produced many sketches of Old Swedes
Church (Below, c1933) during the PWAP.

(Above) Looking Down into Henry Clay,
c1933, Andrew Doragh.

12



Walter Willoughby, 1886-
1973, graduated from
University of Delaware with
a degree in engineering and
flew bombers during World
War I. He studied at the
Pennsylvania Academy of
the Fine Arts and won a
scholarship to study abroad
after the War. In the 1930s he
produced paintings for the
PWAP in Delaware. (Right)
Winter Landscape, 1934.

William D. White and the PWAP

In January of 1934, William D. White was assigned a mural decoration for the Delaware
State Hospital south of Wilmington. By one account the hospital director made so many
demands for the mural that White told him he could “paint the damn thing himself”

By April of 1934 the Public
Works of Art Project was
winding down. In October of
1934 the Wilmington Society
of the Fine Arts exhibited
work by the five Delaware
artists employed by the
Public Works of Art Project.

White showed the oil (Right)
dubbed by a local newspaper

as “one very sympathetic

Children in the Tree, 1934, Delaware Art Museum, gift of the PWAP
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canvas for the children’s room in the Wilmington General Hospital. The painting was a
gift of the PWAP to the Delaware Art Museum, but unfortunately, the Delaware Art
Museum has only exhibited this beautifully crafted example of American Regionalism
one time since 1934. In 1980 Children in the Tree was included in the “Artists in
Wilmington: 1890-1940” exhibition that ran from February 3 to April 20.

— e t— .

Also shown in the October of 1934 the Wilmington Society of the Fine Arts were the two
paintings of Civil Works Administration workmen (Above). William D. White had
originally made three paintings of CWA workers under the PWAP. One painting went
to Washington, DC to hang in the office of the Commissioner of Education. The General
Services Administration Fine Arts Program has no record of what became of this
painting. The two paintings pictured above were installed in the newly finished

Wilmington Waterworks Department at 16th and Market Street.

The paintings depict the construction of the Wilmington Waterworks building in 1934
(the building was torn down in 2002). They may have originally been conceived as a
triptych, as the horizon line continues from one painting to the next, and only the
painting on the right displays a signature. White may have been standing in the snow

when he captured these quickly executed scenes.

The current owner of the paintings is the grandson of a chief engineer for the
Wilmington Waterworks Department. When the man retired, someone took White’s

paintings off of the wall and gave them to him as a retirement gift.
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Following the Public Works of Art Project in 1934, the Federal government created the
Section of Painting and Sculpture (later the Section of Fine Arts) under the Treasury
Department. Artists competed for 1,100 new post office murals and 300 sculptures by
submitting unsigned sketches to regional competitions. The idea was to make art
available to average Americans, especially those living in rural areas, who did not have

access to big city museums.

William D. White did not win one of the Forty-Eight States Competition commissions;
however, based on the strength of his designs, he was appointed to decorate the new
Dover, Delaware Post Office through the Treasury Relief Art Project.

Treasury Relief Art Project (TRAP) and William D. White

TRAP provided relief salaries to unemployed artists at an average wage of $89 per
month for 96 hours of work. William D. White was the only Delaware artist deemed
capable of meeting the Federal building mural and sculpture standards. In 1936 White
created a five-panel mural for the Dover Post Office titled Harvest, Spring, and Summer
(Below). The mural depicted the planting and harvesting of vegetable crops in central
Delaware. Federal programs standards dictated that artwork should be optimistic and

apolitical. White’s subtle visual wit is in evidence by the farmer dumping a basket of

potatoes over the Postmaster’s door.
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Lulu Broughton and the End of the

Delaware Writers’ Project in 1941
Steven Leech

Lulu isn’t her real first name. I know because I knew her and her first name was
really Leila. I know she’s the same person because I know the address was the one
where she grew up in Wilmington on West 8th Street. That's her listing among
those furloughed from the Delaware Writers” Project of the Depression era WPA,
along with my father, when it was ending in 1941. The very first person on the list

to be furloughed was Reese Hammond, probably the only Black member of the
Delaware Writers” Project.
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In one incident, when Leila was a girl of 11 or 12, and there still had been

horse-drawn commerce, one morning a horse pulling a milkman’s wagon stum-
bled and fell onto its side. Since the horse was still in its rigging, it couldn’t right
itself and began thrashing around uncontrollably. Probably because Leila was a
small person, still a little girl, someone suggested she go over and sit on the horse’s
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head. Being brave, she did so, and the horse calmed down enough so that others
could free the horse from the wagon’s rigging and bring it to its feet.

In another incident, when Leila was a student at Wilmington High School
sometime in the early to mid 1930s, she and a small group of fellow students hung
out after school at the house of a classmate named Tommy. Tommy’s house was
on Vandever Avenue, and the group of students would go there to listen to re-
cords. They would do this in Tommy’s room on the second floor after very quietly
ascending the stairs because in the darkened front room of the house, Tommy’s
father was dying of tuberculosis.

Growing into adulthood, Tommy changed his name to David, and after the
War, he was known as David Hudson, who led the local literary movement after
the War and became a two-time Delaware Poet Laureate in the 1950s and 1960s

Henrietta Hoopes Crosses Over

Among the working artists in Wilmington listed by the Delaware Artists’ Proj-
ect as living at 1304 Rodney Street in the mid-thirties was Henrietta Wertenbaker.

: Henrietta Wertenbaker was the married name
of local artist Henrietta Hoopes, and is known
as an artist by that name. Her first husband was
Charles Wertenbaker, who began his career as a
writer and novelist here in Wilmington and end-
ed up as TIME magazine’s chief correspondent
during World War II in Europe, as well as the
author of several novels, a couple of which take
place in a thinly disguised Wilmington.

Hoopes’” work as an artist is unremarkable;
however, a 1982 portrait of Huntington Cairns
Y is on display at the National Gallery of Art in
Washington D.C. Another Henrietta Hoopes
portrait was one of G. Peyton Wertenbaker, the
younger brother of Charles, and can be viewed
as a half-tone photograph from the old Wilming-
ton Sunday Star in my book Valdemar’s Corpse.
Henrietta Hoopes is the only Delaware artist to
be depicted in a novel. That novel is a roman a
clef by her first husband Charles Wertenbaker entitled To My Father (Farrar & Rine-
hart, New York: 1936). It recounts, for the most part, their adventures in the early
1930s in Europe.
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Phil Linz

Yom Kippur 5786

My sister was hospitalized late last Saturday night Her
gall bladder was removed on Monday

Still weak, fatigued, she went to services on Zoom today
Opened her house to her nephews, her sister-in-law, a neighbor,

Each taking the dog for a walk, bringing food, doing errands,
All as seemingly needed, in her quiet house.

No one visits me in my small quiet basement apartment,
If I want to meet someone it'll be at a restaurant or at a meeting

I don’t think I'm ashamed of how I live, though the sink is stained & Dust
circles the cassette collection on the floor

No, it’s that this space is truly mine, my space alone,
My own oddities & peccadillos (“little sins”) accepted & comfortable

My house is not a social space
My sister & I are different.

EE N NN NI NN NN I NN NN NI NI NN NN EEEEE N EEEENEEEEEEEE
It's rare that I'll break the fast early, but it’s been 22 hours,
It's late afternoon & I'll break it when my sister says I can,

For she is well-read in the ritual, which has Strengthened and
supported us all through the ages

“0O Lord, open my lips that my mouth can declare your praise.”

“But repentance, prayer and acts of kindness avert the severe decree.”
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In Memoriam
Auset Marian Lee

{! Phillip Bannowsky

. Our dear friend and long-time writer for
Dreamstreets Auset Marian Lee passed
away in California after a tragic accident
this past May.

Landing a job in 1988 as the first
African American female columnist for
the Wilmington News Journal, the then-
called Marian Lee Smothers wrote about
- women, Black people, and “topics they
A\ would rather not print.” She owned
her own jewelry business in New York,
worked as a secretary, taught drama,
and performed poetry at venues from
homeless centers in Baltimore to Yale
University. Lee's commentary and po-
litical analysis have been published in
over fifty media outlets, including The
thladelphza Inquzrer The Baltimore Sun, TeleSUR English, Z Communications, a local
Baltimore newspaper, and outlets from America to Asia, Cuba, France, England,
Afghanistan, and more. Her work has been translated into several languages. Her
poetry and creative writing have won several awards, including a 1993 Artist Fel-
lowship for Poetry from the Delaware Division of the Arts, the same year Dream-
streets Executive Editor Steven Leech won his fellowship. Marian released CD of
her performing her poetry called On the Loose. She was often interviewed on the
radio and TV for her trenchant commentary.

Marian wrote a number of books, including A Settling of Crows (a novel),
From My Lips to God’s Ear (a biography), several children’s books, and The Joanne
Collins Story. She was the editor of Inspiration in Small Doses by Rev. Michelle Syn-
egal.

For a while, Marian partnered with Beverly Andrus as Salt and Pepper,
which sperformed at Christina Cultural Arts, Old Swedes Church (on the east
side) and the Chris White Gallery.
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From 1989 to 2023, Marian
appeared in eleven issues of Dream-
streets. We published an excerpt
from her novel A Settling of Crows in
Dreamstreets #74, (February 2023).

I was privileged to serve
as Marian’s editor for A Settling of
Crows. This extraordinary novel
explores both generational trauma
and sociological evolution among
both Blacks and whites from slave
times to the modern era. Here is my
shorter synopsis of the work:

“A curse from an enslaved
escapee, Singer, haunts two twen-
tieth-century lovers, feisty Cotton
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STEVEN LEECH
MARIAN LEE SMOTHERS

1993 Individual Artist Fellowship Recipients in Literature

DuBois and shy Jordon Marsh. She’s Black, he’s white, both maybe Websters, first
family of Hamden Corners, ‘a small, quiet town with a noisy conscience.” From
the antebellum South, to early industrialization, the politically fraught ‘60s, and
the excessive ‘80s, the curse wends its way through the lives of Cotton’s mother
(and everyone’s mom) Mazie, Mazie’s husband (the rakish) Daddy Bill Dubois,
Aunt Nettie, ‘a mountain of power and guile,” young Maizie’s white lover Daniel
Webster, and his possible lovechild (and Cotton’s half-brother), Jordan March. The
Black church looms large in this tale of guilt, doomed love, and the inescapable

burden of racism.”

Marian’s impressive creations were accomplished despite—or perhaps

empowered by—her blpolar disorder, reflected in the various monikers she went

by (Lee, Lewis, Smothers, Mos-
sell, and nom-de-plume “Auset”)
and her peripatetic career. She
was frank about this while I was
serving as her as editor and then
agent from November 2022 to Au-
gust 2024, when she stopped com-
| municating. I am not sure exactly
© when in the spring of 2025 she
| was hit by a Jeep and severely in-

jured in Washington, DC, but she

was transferred back to California to die, pretty much her old self—not her favor-
ite self, I'm told—peacefully among her loving and very distinguished children

and siblings.
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Auset Marian Lee

’ L]
A’isha
Kandahar: I saw the Americans like spiders in my mind even before they bloodied
prayer
home of mud and straw with burlap for doors could not contain the minuet of evil

locked and loaded, a waltz of violence against a setting sun

I never had a chance to say good-bye

young soldiers wrapped in bulletproof hives of indifference; boots on the ground; bodies

in the morgue; the boy soldier fell first -- like a child’s toy

when they took away my husband

prayer rugs soaked with the red nectar of resistance to a horror that had become
familiar; uninvited intimacy; a bowl of chalau rice spilled on a dirt floor;
blood-spattered hijab, colors spilling from a turban untied -- no sunset prayer
beseeching the Omnipotent winding east where Allah wept

then the unthinkable that only war could think
A’isha new as dawn, baby fat thighs creased, black button eyes looking for more did not
cry, frozen in my lap like a porcelain china doll -- cold, the warmth seeping onto the
pillow, bullet casing nearby punctuating like a period at the end of a sentence

A’isha, her name was a prayer

when the sun hid itself in the ink of night, it was not because the day ended...it was
because it was embarrassed
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Auset Marian Lee

On the Auction Block

in the marketplace that day

straight from the bowels

of that demon ship,

their whiteness stuck to my mind

as they came upon my nakedness standing on the
barter block;

they laughed their familiarity and stained me
with their eyes;

drooling animals, horrid beasts

in the light of a reluctant day

they mocked my chains, prodding me in places
innocent and rare;

their eyes darted and tongues

pink ribbons of lust and wager barked like dogs
in a strange land where houses piled up from the
ground; I was surprised that the

the sun shone nonetheless
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Ken Segal

Homeless Me

I thought I'd dedicate this poem, To
all my friends without a home. Who
sit, bewildered, begger’s cup, A
dirty rag, a scrawny mutt.

Will I eat soon, or will I not?

If I sleep will I rust or rot?

Can you spare me a bit of change?
Do Ilook desperate or strange?Can I
one day have a simple house,
Without a roach, without a mouse?
Will I transcend the mood forlorn,
Will I be happy, be reborn?

Will I have space to sleep tonight?
Did I offend? O, did I fight

What sin took me away from home,
Across the World I slowly roam. Can
you but spare a sandwich, Man?Can
I use food? You know I can!A bit of
respect would satisfy.

I'm still adult, I'm still a guy.

I once was clean and smart and rich.
I lost it all, ain’t life a bitch?

So now I ask, does God play fair?
And do you have a buck to spare?

23



Jeffrey Little

On the Origin of Species
(Charles Darwin)

Maybe it was the burning flight log flying through the cabin of the plane
that made the food taste better. Or to be honest, like food at all. I think
maybe it was duck. Meat, certainly. From this altitude, the land below
looked like a giant animal set on dying, on calling the whole thing quits.

First Class was full of beards. Not people. They weren’t attached. Just,
beards. On every seat. It was the great man’s, I believe, dutifully sitting
on 2C. Over the speakers, a flight announcement: “The idea of allegory,
or parable, even, this is not what's happening here. You may now lower

your tray tables and move freely about the cabin.” During lunchbreak at
the willow factory a woman looks up from a park bench and sees a plane
pass through a cloud. Nearly imperceptible, like an allegory, or parable,

even. Itis widely believed that the last dodo was spotted on Mauritius in

1662. I want to imagine that this bird was pissed. That before its death,
finally, on its invaded island home, it had a shiv tucked in its beak. That
the dodo, this dodo at least, did not go gentle and took a couple of them
bastards down. People wait in the aisle forming into lines, just because.

None of them are wearing beards. Jeans, slacks, dresses but no beards.
In a treeless meadow Django Reinhardt is playing his guitar for a solitary
dodo and he is smiling. Mystery Pacific. The dodo, it goes nuts. It beats
its useless wings to the rhythm, and you’d swear that it was about to fly.
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Down and Out in Paris and London
(George Orwell)

The Commandments now numbered twelve. Symmetry,
after all. Six outs to go. Sand is useless, except in a fire.
I'm surrounded by the stuff, and in the hot wind it sting
with a perfect, nearly incandescent pain. Maynard wore

a hat. He took it with him on a bus trip to the spot where
they made those ant farms you could buy on TV, the back
of comic books, shitty ones like Baby Huey and Sad Sack.
He also dropped a tab of acid and his teeth were dancing

in his mouth. The scientist talked about skulls, and skull
size, how we can read a skull to determine ancestry, diet,
cause of death, etc. The catacombs of old Paris are thick
with skulls. You could build a bridge with the fuckers. In

London, it’s in the plague pits and the old cemeteries like
Cross Bones where you’ll find them. Twenty-seven outs
in total is what you get. Make do. That is number eleven.
The bus stops, and Maynard steps into the noontime sun

and shields his eyes. He is standing in a field of sand, he
must be, because there aren’t any deserts in Mississippi.
Maynard’s in Mississippi, he has a bump on the top of his
skull like it’s a baseball cap and his face feels as if it's on

fire. It's pretty weird out here. Left arm right arm left leg
right, on the surface everything seems okay, until it ain’t.
Just a path is what he is looking for. A single path and he
can be anywhere, else. Anywhere else is number twelve.
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Proof of Concept

In the middle of the river a willow tree reclines in a green cascade of vines
thinking this is what it’s like to be expected. The silt was proof of concept.
Another day and high sky rife with misgivings, of sheet rock and pumpkins,
theory, in other words, cooked of the senses. She ambled into the church

like the blades of a pissed-off ceiling fan, wizened October ghosts limpin

at her side as a huge cask of deconsecrated wine rolled through the dustier
side of town, startling no one, on its way to the lined metal bunker beneath
the barn. It'll be customary in the skeletal days of the coming Reformation

to launch old white rockets at the moon and consider the Pole Star a failed
companion. She will make certain that we honor our connection, besides,
who ever thought that Polyester was any kind of name for a cow? People sit
in the ambit of a debilitating sun as a man cries, shall we gather at the river?

Nature thinks along without you. A midday fog drops on down and spreads
across the town, it feels the moon, it sees the sheet rock and pumpkins, it

has a way of breathing that remembers, has this way of breaking things just
right, she recognizes this as a consecration, as a fragment born to the lost.

Poem Beginning with a Line
from Umberto Eco

Perhaps the hermetic machine is fed on fresh meat
and when not in use hangs from a hook on the wall.
There’s a wonderful lake fish, yes, that I often poin
to as my favorite, but really, that singer is simply far
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too large, a giant pounding on a toy guitar. Standing
by herself in the corner of the butcher’s shop a child
grips a sack filled with pounds of ground meat, pink,
like in the movies, but there isn’t any dog at her side.

I'm handed a hook, and I stand at attention, the line
behind me curling like the whisper of a virus through
the town. There are people here who live in the hills.
Hill People, I believe they are called. A few of them,

behind trees, holding sacks of meat. A scroll of text
slides across the screen. It has no sound, but from
the font you can tell that it is hungry. Then another.
And another. It goes on like this for days. Printouts

with veiled markings fall to the floo . A call is made.
Then another. And another. The Templars. A monk.
The odd shaman. We implore them. Surely, you've
a roast to spare. Look! The singer! He’s but a twig

in danger of being dwarfed by his toy guitar! It goes
on like this for days. The hook is cold, and weighted
in such a manner that I must acknowledge, it’s quite
the encumbrance. Everywhere, engines, constantly

awhirr. Even the cats refuse all sleep. The butcher
takes to wearing a creepy, onyx cloak. He changes
the name of his shop from “Bob’s Meats” to a glyph
that if properly pronounced would initiate the total

destruction of Gary, Indiana. Bob, it seems, knows
some shit, knows how a word can crawl and make
its nest inside another. Soon, both words are gone.
What's left is a homunculus, and all it sees is meat.
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Torrey Francis Malek

Delaware, in Passing

This state is a place you half-notice,

a slip of land between the toll booths,

where salt marshes hum under telephone wires,
and osprey nests crown the bridges.

Retired peach trees release their ghosts into the air,
summoning something older:

whispers of gunpowder twined through the oaks,
a patient lapping of hulls along the Christina.

The land folds like a worn flannel shirt,
stitched with cornfields and cranberry bogs,
where the brackish tide tugs at cedar roots
and loosens history from the silt.

Here, headstones hold the stone of old farmhouses.
Pasture walls tilt into beds of honeysuckle,

but at dusk, the dunes still gather up the wind,
and the bay cradles the moon like a keepsake.
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Lenape Midden

Once, I thought the marsh was empty.
A silence too wide to mean anything.
Now I know the land was speaking
with its mouth full, of root, of shell,
of stories I never stayed long enough to hear.
I take the same trail every time

like it might teach me to belong here.
Crushed shell underfoot,

Lenape midden,

fragments of someone else’s life

now buried under bootsteps.

The land holds still

as I count what stirs

in the reeds:

A quiet census

of what remains,

and what does not return.

Each ripple a syllable

from a language the land keeps,
names I'll never learn to say,
softened by weather,

layered with birdcall,

brief as fog on water.

And when the tide turns back
through the pine and brush,

let it take me not as witness

but wreckage,

not guest but residue,

the kind of silence a place keeps
when it forgets you were ever there.
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Passing Through

Barbara Gray

My friend, Sally Rinard, was a single, childless woman, 63 years old, with a suc-
cessful writing career I envied: a novelist, poet, and journalist who seemed to have
it all. During the last few months of her life, I frequently visited her in the cancer
unit of the Hospital of the University of Pennsylvania in Philadelphia, which had
become her home. I would leave my job at the Alfred I. duPont Hospital for Chil-
dren in Wilmington, Delaware, barrel through dinner-hour traffic on I-95, then
play pedestrian tag with delivery trucks as I made my way across Spruce Street
in Philly to dash through the heavy glass doors of the hospital’s main entrance.
Once inside, I'd wander through myriad hallways, finally reaching Sally’s win-
dow-banked private room. She’d greet me with enthusiasm, an impish grin flash-
ing across her face, the pink wool cap covering her naked scalp wildly askew.

“Sit down, sit down,” she’d order, waving -
her arms at empty chairs and offering me food | F H [ T N S I ﬂ N (l
from the stash in her compact refrigerator. “Tell | .
me what’s going on!”

She was eager for news of the outside world, | ©$ Gl
and devoured newspapers, newscasts and local |
gossip as if she’d been dieting for weeks and |
had just been handed a bowl of decadent fudge |
brownie ice cream. My own traffic-induced ten-
sion dropped away as we laughed and chatted. | |
Yet I knew that, in spite of maintaining a brave |
face, she struggled to accept the fact that she
was no longer physically or mentally capable of |
writing her “Gabby” column for Delaware Today |
magazine, or to screen and write about the mov- i @ﬂ /[ @J [‘T/
ies she loved. She was simply happy to talk with | y i

someone who understood her passions: writing, FesEEEEE

fashion, movies, books and men—not necessarily in that order. She would read bits
and pieces from my rough drafts and offer blighting criticism ... but this would
always be coupled with a golden smile, an upturned thumb, and the comment that
she knew my novel would be published someday.
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As her condition deteriorated, she’d call me between visits, especially when
she began to worry that her memory was failing.

“Were you here yesterday?” she asked me tentatively over the phone one eve-
ning. “Bob told me I had confused you with Maria.”

“You're just exhausted,” I answered. “Don’t worry about it.”

“He’s so brutal,” she exclaimed, her voice filled with the frustration of be-
ing cooped up too long and the fear that he’d been telling her the truth. “He just
doesn’t get it.”

“He’s a man,” I said, in an effort to make her laugh. “What do you expect?”
She chuckled weakly. “You're right.”

But I knew she was afraid. Barely eating, she’d shed pounds in her hospital
bed, her body shrinking to child-like proportions. Her slender fingers, so adept at
pounding keyboards, were skeletal and no longer nimble. Her color had faded and
her cheeks were gaunt. Her condition worsened, and within a few weeks her pain
had to be controlled to the point that she seldom roused from drug-induced sleep.

On my last visit, she was lying on her back, her breathing soft, a sheet pulled
up under her chin in a way Sally would never have allowed. There was no noise,
not even the soft beep from the monitor tracking her vital signs. I moved to the
bedside, took her hand, and watched an IV drip deliver morphine through a nee-
dle lodged in one of her veins. I talked to her about Sex and the City, Iron Man,
and the latest Indiana Jones flick, movies she would never live to see. Her eyelids
fluttered. I liked to think she heard my voice, but I wasn’t sure. Still I persisted,
because for the few minutes I was there, I knew she knew she wasn’t alone.

A few days later, I visited my 91-year-old mother, who was living in a “mem-
ory care” facility. She had degenerative Alzheimer’s-type dementia, and it was
advancing at a rapid pace. She told me she had gone to Mrs. Hall’s house last night
and Mrs. Hall’s son had locked her in an upstairs bedroom. Mrs. Hall had fed her
Townhouse crackers and Coke, but wouldn’t let her leave.

My mother’s eyes were red and swollen from crying, her hazel irises cov-
ered by dense, creamy cataracts that had blurred the green-brown color into a soft
blue unfamiliar to me. She gripped my forearms tightly, her bitten nails carving
grooves into my bare flesh. “I wanted out,” she said, “but I couldn’t escape. I kept
telling them I only lived across the street, but they wouldn’t let me go home.”
Mrs. Hall had died in 1942 her son in 197 . Their house had been demolished
years ago and a post office stood in its place.

I gazed into my mother’s bleary eyes and acknowledged for the millionth
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time the malicious eraser sweeping across the blackboard of her memory, wiping
out bits and pieces of her past, confusing her as she scrambled to combine the re-
maining fragments into an ever-changing crazy quilt of dreams. I watched as she
struggled to maintain her dignity while not always remembering how. And I knew
that a time might come when she wouldn’t recognize me and she would ask me if
I had seen her daughter.

When I left her that day, my feelings of helplessness overwhelmed me. I
phoned my daughter, Virginia, telling her I hoped I would never become the vic-
tim of a mysterious disease that robs us of our identities as it consumes us in a vice
of living death. I promised her I would never be anyone but myself, and she, al-
ways my voice of reason in the midst of a chaotic world, said, “I hope not, Mom.”

Death comes to all of us ... softly in the night as we sleep in our beds ...
through the sickening crash of metal and splintering glass on the highways ...
meshed with the desperate sounds of violence during war ... or amid the droning
beeps of oblivious hospital monitors.

I wasn’t there when Sally died. I was told she simply slipped away. I was there
when my mother died, the victim of a stroke with a subsequent fall that fractured
both sides of her jaw.

The doctors didn’t think she’d make it through the night. Five weeks later she
succumbed to kidney failure. My sister and I were both there at the end, holding
her hands as she lay in her bed, unconscious, her flesh growing cold under our
fingers, her breathing becoming more and more labored ... and then the breathing
stopped.

There is an intimate sense of closure when you witness the person who brought
you into this world passing out of it. No matter the relationship between you—
difficult or sweet—you know that you are next in line, and that the time left until
your own demise is brief.

Minutes pass as children grow up and loved ones die. The shifting sands of
our lives are always sliding out from under our feet, swirling away in an endless
undertow. When I think of Sally and my mother, I realize that many of life’s prob-
lems are easy to mend. Cancer and Alzheimer’s are not—at least not yet. There
will always be loss, and as I grow older, and the former constants in my life slip
away into time, I'm reminded again and again that we're all just passing through.
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Felicia Kelly-Trent

What Winter Said

Fall colors start late there,

On the edge,

On the bay

Just a few miles south of home but somehow, the leaves stay green into
late October.

Not like here, up north,

Where the showy display has long begun,

Wind driven leaf swirl beneath shuffling boots

Perhaps the water's warmth and influence drives the delay

Water wind and warm tide push back the chill as summer’s inevitable end
Counts in hours and nights, not weeks and months.

Deflect

Delay

That which we dread

Not the cold or snow or ice, but the darkness.

Ruffled eagle on a cold chimney.

Brown salted ice will overlay and mix

With leaves pressed into layers.

Maple or birch or ash?

I toss in my sleep as I struggle to identify them.

Dry and brittle leafmeal shatters between the veins,
Scattering dull glitter on the botany lab slab benchtop.
Like an old knot fused tight they defy attempts to unravel or classify,
Their secretive refusal closes the conversation.

Isn't that just like winter, the autumn says.

The indifferent freeze,

Rustling gossip of leaves,

Icy undertone.

Frost settled into night and refused to listen

And now we're not speaking.
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Matt Thomas

Superposition

The attorneys at work
are always asking
if I've done my due diligence

I'm diligently trying to
wrangle my atoms

into a semblance of presence,
what you, we

are due,

the kind of action

that deserves

exercised care, persistence,
all the nouns of

us, together in the kitchen,
living room,

driving in the car,

when I'm vibrating here,
there and everywhere,
and you're the point

of measurement

Trucker Speed

Most of the drivers were too strung out
to do anything but sleep.

We’d hang around

and offer to unload their t ucks for cash.
I liked being up in those hot trailers,
seeing how fast we could move

our bodies, how long I could go

without a rest. Mistaking a need

for a discipline, satisfaction of that need
for accomplishment.

Lazy, not the kind lying around

but what writes meta fiction, wastes time
in dogged pursuit of pigeons,

squirrels, becomes a Citizen,

bemoans the demise

of Western Civilization considers lighting
himself on fire

forgets a flam

is forgotten the second it’s out, what
those sweating, hollow eyed truckers
knew

and I try and fail to remember,

that that there is no ends to the means

of speed but arriving same

to where you'll disremember you've been
as slow, giving away the mileage

to unload knowing

there’s freight waiting on the backhaul,
hustling only one kind of problem,

as if the world allows only one fix.
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Clover S. Laurel
The Bride and the Dog

My bride to be fell in love with a dog,
And now she won’t marry me.

My bride to be fell in love with a dog.

I guess it wasn’t meant to be.

When she first saw him

She wasn’t impressed.

He had sharp teeth

And a hairy chest.

His feet had claws,

And his breath was foul.

He only barked orders

Or spoke in a growl.

Oh, it's a wonder what she saw in him.
Everyone else thought he was dim.
Well, I suppose even a dog has charms.
Still, my chest hurt when she took him in
her arms.

My bride to be fell in love with a dog,
And now she won’t marry me.

My bride to be fell in love with a dog.
I guess it wasn’t meant to be.

~

She took him home,

And they spent the night together.
That's when I knew

We would be apart forever.

After all, I saw

He was nothing but a brute.

He made his home,

But he wouldn’t contribute.

I'll never forgive him for taking her
away.

And so close to our wedding day.
She didn’t listen to my earnest warn-
ings.

Now she makes him breakfast every
morning.

My bride to be fell in love with a dog,
And now she won’t marry me.

My bride to be fell in love with a dog.
I guess it wasn’t meant to be.

35



Pharaoh Saunders @haraoh the Poet)
Getting Old

I remember when.....I was young. Everything was new....and exciting. And the
world....was....a wonderful place to explore. It was beautiful. That was then. But
now.....all I see is filth and greed. Pain and dispair. Yeah. That's all I see now. I
guess that’s because ....I'm

getting old. I remember when....I was young....and would play for hours.....in the
snow. Loved the storms. That meant ...there would be plenty. Oh yeah. Plenty for
snowball fights....riding my sled....and building snowmen. And the cold.....
didn’t bother me. No it didn’t bother me when I was young.Couldnt feel my
hands or my nose. But I kept right on going. Yeah. I kept going. Now.....the slight-
est breeze sends me indoors. And I hate the snow. Wait. Don’t get me wrong.
Yeah yeah it’s pretty to look at.....from a distance....through the window. Cov-

ers everything like vanilla icing. But yeah. Nowadays....just wanna watch from
someplace warm. Somewhere indoors with a fireplace. It’s....just not fun for me
anymore.....to be out there. It's more of a hazard or nuisance now than anything.
I guess it’s pretty but....that doesn’t impress me anymore. Yeah. I must be......
getting old. Group of friends much smaller now. Their loyalty is not the same.
Nowadays....I prefer a good book....than loud music. Love things calm now. Love
things quiet now.

Oh yeah. It's very very diffe ent now. But i guess.....it’s all just....part of the pro-
cess. Yeah. The process......

of getting old.
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State of the World

Voices speaking, saying nothing, just sound. To manipulate minds, and spread

it around..We continue to listen and that’s a real shame. Needing solutions, but
they’re playing a game. They have our ears, and they have our trust. But their
empty promises, are nothing but dust. They act like they don’t know, what'’s
really going on. But they’re lying again, and that is their norm. Truth is hard to
come by, cant see on T.V. Future doesn’t look good, for you and for me. Caring
has died. And I've even seen the grave. It's hard to imagine, the world that we've
made. Humanity is on life support. Being read their last rights. Yeah. He’s on His
way back. Like a thief in the night. We know the state of the world, is really really
bad. Like homelessness existing. It really makes me mad. What's really funny, is
this poem...could be worse. But in my writings...I try not to curse. But I'm very
upset. And very very mad. That we’ve let the world.........

...get so very bad.
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Karen Hurley-Heyman
Two Poems for My Husband, Michael Heyman,
who passed away September 3rd, 2025

To the Wisp of a Once-Upon-a-Time-

Encountered-Stranger

There he is again,
Avery old man that
Now and then

I nodded to and

Said, “How do” while
Walking past him on the
Mason road at Dixon.

It is December.

I see him now, through tall

Chestnut and Oak and Tupelo
Because, with all their muscles flexed,
They pose almost entirely

Naked.

The Bamboo Grove too, between
The proper woods and me,

Is thinly dressed although It's not
Entirely exposed.

It's snowing this December
Morning of my mourning.

This old man is wearing

A Watchman'’s tightly knit cap

That hides his ears.

The collar of his black pea coat

Is turned up to create some warmth
Into which his hearijng disappears.
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Nobody much but neighbors
Walk on the road here, along
This stretch of the Mason/Dixon
Line.

It is s dead end road at both
Where it begins and disappears.
The markers are long gone.

Because

The Tupelo and Oak are standing

In December, naked,

And because the bamboo grove

Is only modestly dressed,

I do not look at anything too closely.

It is snowing this morning.

The stranger I mention at the begin-
ning

Is wearing a woolen Watchman'’s cap;
The collar of his pea coat is turned up
to meet

his vulnerable ears.

Nobody much but neighbors
Walks up here along this part of
The Mason Dixon Line.

It is a dead-end at both ends
Kind of road.



This man walking , he and I
At each turn of each season,
Have simply nodded a silent
hello.

What I do know is this;
One day,

Not having seen the other

For awhile, we might miss
That we did not become

More than two strangers
Wending a few moments

Past one another, never tasting
that hard little bit

For Mike

It's scarcely December dear.
Our sky, having shaken off
The first snow of the season Is
now a vacant, endless Sheet of
tarnished silver.

Snow has snaked into

Our Bamboo grove’s calm
Shades of Celedon;

And, it has box-gloved the tiny
Brown fists of our Japanes
Maple’s feisty leaves.

I've exhausted my desire to

Live by the World’s clocks;

Of being controlled by appointments,
Of managing life by making it meet
The schedules of the majority.

I am old.

I fall asleep
without entirely
noticing , and

I wake up
slowly.

Someday, when you,
As you most certainly will, Recognize
that you are
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Out of your depth,
Remember this;

You have the right to not be
Able bodied and brilliant.

You have the right to

Crumble now and then and
Be, asif you ever could not be,
Just vulnerable and human.

If we allow ourselves to be,

not gods, but ordinary human
being; not angels, not demons,

just

intelligent, soulful, generous,

(as well as, upon occasion sneaky,
greedy, fearful, even spiteful)

When we die,

Perhaps we will meet

The person we might have
Become.

If that person was a degenerate,

Was decadent, corrupt, perverted,
Or wicked, or

If that person we might have become
Was immoral or a mischief maker



Well then, we might

Experience some relief to know
That we did not become the worst
Sort that we might have been.

However, if the person we

Might have become was a great
Humanitarian or poet, if the person
We might have become was a benefac-
tor or

A guardian Angel; A discoverer or a
patron

Of the Arts; well, then, we might feel

Grief and shame for having missed
Our calling.

But, since none of us has or had
Complete control of our fortune

Or lack of it; we have only our
Willingness to put our shoulder

To the wheel ; To the stone of Sisy-
phus,

Or to the vicissitudes of Fate, to

Fly in the face of bad fortune; to make
Do with our empty larders and our
arrow holders,

That is to say, that we, who felt in our
hearts
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The throb of the hearts of saints and
heros

We,

Who came into the world with few
advantages

But yet had dreams and good inten-
tions;

We, the unrecognized many who pre-
vailed

Against our class, our poverty, our
membership

Of one or another disparaged identi-
ties;

Have, nevertheless, continued to thrive
As part of the underground, as part of
the soil

Asleep that will lift itself to the sky
again

Because WE the bedrock and the gold
mines

Of the human soul will, at the precise
moment

Of history when we hear the clarion
call, will

Rise to defend the goodness of the
human soul,

And we will not be beaten back or ever
surrender

To the greed of the Entrepreneur.



"A mean-spirited fate flings a web of malice and hatred. How far can it reach?
How many will it ensnare? A masterfully written nowvel.”

Arabella 5. Bianco
“A mon linear novel, vet layered like the petals of a lotus, A personal history made
of elaborate metaphors. Begin anywhere, end up somewhere.”

Steven Leech

For the Children
of the Lotus

A Pipe Dream ‘l.[!rrh'pm

Douglas Morea

Get your copy from: https:/ / www.saltwatermedia.com/ shop/
for-the-children-of-the-lotus-by-douglas-morea
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jim bourey

A Story of the Empty Lot
and the Kind People Who Once Owned It

The clans of my friends, the ones who would come in certain seasons,
had spirit animals. They told me their names in a language I could only
hear, not know. And they owned a house near mine, these friends.
Their backyard fire was small but the circle around it was perfect
when I sat in it, staying warm, sharing the bottle I brought with me.

We talked about children and school troubles, taxes, the blockade on 37
way back in ‘68 when they were kids, some new jobs for the iron
workers down in Utica, the best way to make corn soup, how the Bear’s
Den keeps the best pork out of white peoples’ bowls — all this passed

the hours — the fire getting no bigger, no smaller — as small pieces of trees

were added carefully. Hard times came along and the house of my friends
was rented to bad people. Police car flashers often woke us at night.

Shouting and weeping, people were taken away. Then the house was empty. I
contacted the sisters in charge and offered to buy the place. Agreement didn’t
work out. Then one day it was for sale and another neighbor paid

the price. People came to clear out the house. They wore hazmat suits,

carried away large bags of dead raccoons, rodents, bad smelling trash,

loaded the long trailer three times. Then came a man with a big back-hoe,

he dug a crater, knocked the whole house off the foundation and into the hole
It was gone and nothing replaced it. My other neighbor keeps the lot mowed.

Now I'm asking around, trying to find some of the people from the fire circle.
Some died, others have moved across the border. Still others live in Oneida
near the casino. They have important jobs. I think about their spirit animals.

Dave, a friend who lives in California, seems to have conversations

with his spirit, a coyote. I talk to some woodpeckers around here.
None of them answer in any language I can understand.
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Reading an Article About the Origin

of Memory in the Brain and Following Up
with An Exchange of Emails

with My Friend Ed, the Neurologist

Science people are explaining

how memory making is a biological thing
in an article I only half understand

and probably won’t recall tomorrow.

I can hear cars rushing by on I-75

as I sit next to a big window in the Best Western
on the north side of Valdosta. It's nice,

sun warms the glass and the good coffe

is free. It’s free, until I remember

how much the room costs. But unused neurons
and idle synaptic plasticity will allow exorbitant
prices to fade from my brain by mid-December.

That’s what I learned from the scientists.

Part of the article is about restoring memory
in Dementia and Alzheimer patients. Studying
all these connections, learning about firing

sparks in the temporal lobe and electrical action

that creates new neural ensembles (it starts to sound
musical here) in the hippocampus might prove
valuable, and help to repair hopeless losses. Imagine
inserting insanely fine wines

through a sick woman’s skull, pushing a button

or two, sliding a gentle shock to a receptive

neuron, which activates a gathering (an ensemble)
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of others and — Bingo — mom remembers the names
of all five of her children, their birthdays,

their childhoods of trying, their bad choices,

their fortunate marriages.

Of course that will be too late for my mom.
But I'll still appreciate it if I can see

some science come through like

the answer to an unspoken prayer.

Lorraine MacMillan

In a Silly Way

in a silly way they all watched the day go gray
but, they said they would still stay

The park was still open for all

they knew they were not breaking any law.
Some went to the swings sets and some

sat on the park bench..

The sky got darker and then no more light

then out came clowns acting a bit polite

silly colors showed up in the sky

people watched with bright eyes

then stopped for a minute or two

all noticed one clown’s big silly shoe

the color was half white and half green

as in the dark it was very easy to be seen
balloons showed up as well

then someone yelled, “did you hear the dinner bell?”
Everyone sat down talked nice and was not rude
It sure was a silly day from the start

and that is not even the best part
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Fleming Robert

pick, peel, and
squeeze Allan’s
mandarins

my middle name

is Allan, your first name
is Al, your name

is in my name

in grade 8, when two people liked

to spin the navel orange, it was enough
to spend seven

minutes in the

closet

are our same names
enough, I like Al
I dislike blood oranges

**

PoetryMania

thirty poets enter
a wrestling ring

one survives

Hulk Hogan raises
the hand of the new poet laureate

**
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orange daint
for sissys

range range range in da club
or or or at fast food window
spicy chicklins in da bag
daddy peel dive du

rock bitter de be ginger

0 0 o glass squeezin’

gee gee gee navel juice pleasin’
du ain’t drinkin” me pulp

no more daddy dicklins for du
rye sour de be bald sinner

what do with me cream cream cream
punch wall scream scream scream
an an an get in de truck with de dog
by sweet stream sit on da log

roll salt di grind winter



Jamie Brown

Want

You think you're so great with your faux alligator pumps and your cactus lily
neck tattoo but I know you stole the shoes and that your parents don’t care
enough about what you do that they’d let you get a tattoo with your fake ID
that’s so obviously fake the tattoo guy only did it cause you promised you’d give
him a blow job, and I didn’t think even you would have the nerve to actually do
it! No one ever knows whether what you say is true or just another one of your
lies like the one you told about the pervert in the park you said flashed you and
then when the police came you were nowhere around cause like you knew
they’d ask you to tell the truth and if you did that you’d have to admit you'd
made the whole thing up just to get attention. You're so egotistic — you do it all
the time and it's one of the reasons nobody likes you, or nobody likes you for
long once they discover what a lying manipulative emo bitch you really are, and
that's why you hang around the new kids in school or the ones in their sopho-
more year. Whenever you see something you want at a friend’s house you take it
and you think they’re so stupid because no one has ever caught you at it before
or if they did they’re not your friend anymore and you act like you don’t even
care, but I know it’s just a front, a phony attitude, and you reject people before
they can discover what a freak you are! God, how I hate you! Every time I see
you, you fill me with disgust! I just want to throw a brick through your face any

time I see you looking back at me from the reflection in the shop windows
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Yearn

It's the clench and the thump and the how-to and the wave crashing over you at
the shore when you were just a girl, young and body surfing and the little rollers
occasionally had that one bigger wave that threw you around and jammed your
head in the sand twisting your neck so you saw stars for a moment and then the
murky pale olive of the water filled with grit and you swallowed trying not to
inhale and came up sputtering, that kind of physical wave crashing without the
panic, which came later, after he had dressed and gone, the dream I had last night
of meeting someone outside of the People’s Drug Store up on the corner of
Connecticut and McKinley, someone who parked illegally on the street so we
could get away from the intersection fast and over the Maryland line and then I
was back in the Doctor’s office, entering through the alley, and the pale lights and
the heavy curtained windows and my feet in the stirrups and then it was over
and the Doctor (I don’t know if he was really a Doctor or just an assistant or even
a hospital orderly with a stethoscope) said no heavy exercise and to spend two
days in bed before venturing out, the clench and the thump and the yearning
physical and emotional need to be filled that would find its twin in the delivery
room years later when for all the anxiety about cosmic justice and the health of
the baby she turned out just fine anyway, and what kind of universe (or God)
would it be if it was vindictive and cruel to someone who hadn’t done anything
but be born to have them ruined or incapacitated or limited? And me, it should be
me who is the target of anyone’s retribution, not her, not the little perfect one
with her clamped umbilical and laid on my now-empty abdomen looking at me

with wide eyes and so full of trust.
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Fortune #1

Soon you will turn the corner and bump into an old acquaintance from college,
who will confess that they had a crush on you back then, and you will have to
explain, somewhat awkwardly, to that person that you are contentedly married,
but confess that you, too, had once harbored an attraction for them. You will even
have lunch together, speaking of old times, and agree, without setting a date or
exchanging phone numbers, that you should ‘do it again sometime,” and part
with a faint longing in your heart, not so much for the lost college opportunity,
as for your youth. Later that night, as your spouse talks to you about the events
of the day, you will ponder whether you should confess your chance meeting . . .

=

Tom Waits EIf Ape Nathan Smith
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Henry Long

If Not for Dust

I've forgotten my hands

and how I've come to be in this room.
Is it daytime now,

or the light of a full moon

which cuts draperies in half

with a vertical gash that lands

a path across bed and floor

I'm not sure anymore.

Is what I see familiar or strange?
Can’t it be both? Yes, I suppose.

We are made of nebulous elements.
But if not for dust

and the empty evidence

of my movements through it,

I'd remain unconvinced

I'd ever been here.

Tim Hudenburg

worrisome
scars

the ones you no longer see

still there

concealed
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On the Wind

I've had my time

at the speed of light,
whistling past the boneyard
in the dead of night,

wet from the rush

of a switchyard train,
pasting paper memories

in the downtown rain.

I've done my time,

an inmate of the mind,
whispering ‘neath the tower,
past the red No Exit sign,
worn from the push,

pull, shove, lift, and spin,
endeavoring to steady

like a boat on the wind.

biding their time

adjacent to vital organs

latent for now

but malignant as a cancer

mute enough

until they metastasize



Nnamdi Chukwuocha

It’s a war going on inside.
(An ode to Veteran Suicide)

Trying to hold it together
But inside I'm falling apart

Depression is a murderer it kills the person you used to be
Its a war going on inside

Sometimes I remember me
I remember the small things

There’s a war going on
The enemy knows you
There’s no disguise
Can’t defeat him

Your Weakness are his strength

You're not even sure
What you're fighting war for

The people in my world

Smile at me

I smile back

They thank me for my service
they think he’s having a good day
Perhaps

But truthfully

I'm about to collapse

Keep itin

Sadly I feel like I'm going to carry these problems until they burry me
I'm in need of therapy
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It's community trauma

we all experience in the same things

Getting beat by life and the pain stings

The rain brings

Flooded streets with abandon dreams

My silent screams serenade me with songs of hopelessness
holding me captive

I'm a prisoner of this war

Battles end

With 21 gun salutes

In repetition

Darkest of days filled with empty promises
This war of attrition

I feel trapped

wish there was an open door that I could just walk through
Somebody. Anybody that I can honestly talk to
To give a spark to my worldview

Cause everything seems dark

Pressure on my head and heart

I'm mentally exhausted

As soon as my day starts

I rise

Smelling smoke

Burnt (charred rainbows line my sky
Remnants of the war going on inside

I once read a quote

It said:

Where there is ruin - there is hope
I don’t know who wrote this
Cause as you're ruining yourself
You feel hopeless

I try to think positive
It hurts

I wanna get it out
But I keep it in

So I'm trapped
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In this cycle once again
Fighting this war inside
And every day I die
there’s a Talley

Of 365 casualties

This War leaves me broken
Searching for unity

But inside of me

In

My family

In

My community

We place hurt in closets
That we hope to never open

We crochet our pain and insecurities for a hobby
We're traumatized victims
Given a self care magazine
And told to sit in the lobby

I smile at myself

Try to live my life with unclenched fist
All the sorrow and tragedy of my life packed into moments like this
Seeking Healing pathways

Looking in the mirror

but my eyes seem so far away

It's mid day

But it’s darkness all around

My heart pounds

As my feet melt into the ground
Something has got a hold on me

It hurts even when I laugh
I look ahead
But all I see is the past

Inside war rumbles like thunder on a rainy day
I sit under my gray skies

So I curse my own eyes

A Silent witness to my own demise
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Sorrow gave way to despair then grim resignation

I tried to rest

to get strength

for the battles of tomorrow,

but my sleep is sabotaged.

My dreams are attacked by my trauma and sorrow.
I sit restless

In the battlefield of my life

I'm Devoid of joy

Need something to fill this void
Try to listen to my favorite song
But it’s just noise

Static mutes the communication
Can’t hear the words

Lines have been drawn

My vision blurred

When the war is going on inside
You feel miserable

Invisible Pain

Fighting the thing with no name
Unable to ask for help

A sacrificial ritual

that involves no one else

Some don’t understand

They think you're weak, shallow
And pathetic

But this pain

Is deep

Depth

Far beyond their rhetoric

Everyday I wage the war of what could be
and what should be

Then silent missles

Target me where I live
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I'm still fighting
What is

My life suspended between disbelief and hope
I fight unseen ghost

Time immersed in possibilities

I surrender

Again and again

Realizing I will never win

This war within

Even with a therapist help, how can you win the war against yourself be-
cause when you win you lose

My therapist says, call your brother call your daughter

Their voices calm me down
help me put the weapons down
and instead of fighting I begin to retreat

When I finally find peace

That’s When I am visited by demons

In the silence

I hear them screaming

I realize that they are me

And we

Are the casualties to this war going on inside
Their tears flood my eye

We walk around with major stress
Slow dancing with majorettes of death

He’s such a nice guy

Always dressed in a suit and tie

But it’s just camouflage

The battle fatigues are beneath my skin
It's Deception vs perception

If you look into my eyes

Behind my fake smile

You can hear my silent cry
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I sit beneath a black moon

Wounded I

Sit here with muted emotions
Bombs explode

Asl

Juggle my anxieties

I scream for help

When I'm at war with myself

I request extra, unscheduled sessions
To try to keep the peace

As soon as I close my therapist’s door
I'm right back to war
Broken treaties

No allies

I'm alienated

I cross boundaries

I sit isolated

Betrayed

Abandoned

Ignored

For there are no rules at war

In the midst of the battles

I go to therapy

But I don’t even know if it helps

Feels like espionage- Ijust spy on myself

It's like I'm giving the person I'm fighting all of my battle plans
telling my enemy all of my secrets
and wondering why I keep being defeated

It's war going on inside

I try to be patient

But bombs are dropping

And I'm anxious

No energy to push ahead right now
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feel like I'm dead right now

I'm

No matter who they see me as
Where I have to go

or who I need to be

I feel like I can’t be there without
Sacrificing parts of me

Every breath is pins and needles
I cry for help but no one hears
It's as if

No one cares

I've drowned in my tears
Paralyzed

Surrounded by my fears

It's in these dark Places

Where I battle

Sometimes I see

Faces in my shadow

They are me

the casualties of this war going on inside
I've died a thousand deaths

Pounds of flesh

A war going on inside
You can’t run

You can’t hide

You can’t tell

If you're dead or alive

you want to surrender

You want to wave the white flag
you want to throw in the towel
you want the war to stop

But you don’t know how
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The Day that I Did NOT Meet
Mo Amer, But Also Managed
NOT To Burn the Building Down

Gretchen Elhassani

Mo Amer is a Palestinian comedian, known for his show on Netflix. Around 2015,
I was head of the young children’s activity committee at ISD (Islamic Society of
Delaware on Salem Church Road in Newark). They were having a fundraiser and
Mo Amer was headlining.

I was in charge of the daycare — which was tucked away down a long hall,
but still attached to the building. I came in with my “crafty mom” attitude and I
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had Fruitloop necklaces for the kids to make, puzzles for them to do, and coloring
books. Parents arrived and started dropping kids off and dropping kids off and
dropping kids off. It doesn’t take long before I realized that I was vastly outnum-
bered.

It was just me and my poor ex-husband and our two children, who were
about 12 at the time. I had ice cream and cotton candy, and we made one entire
wall into an obstacle course and for some reason. I thought it would be fun to arm
the kids with marshmallow slingshots. There were balloons and toys and literally
no adult supervision.

It didn’t take long for the big kids to figu e out what was going on. And
they started arriving, filling up water balloons and having fights in the hallway,
so now I'm mopping the hallway and chasing them out of the bathroom. The little
kids are running around screaming, there are projectiles flying, the floor is
wet, and the kids are high off the cotton candy.

Some high social status sister came to find me and asked me to “please keep
it down.”

I was like, “Lady, I'm just trying to keep all the kids ALIVE.”

My children demanded a break to go see the comedian, and they got this
photo. I never took one a break, and somehow managed to keep the children hap-
py and alive for three whole hours before the parents returned to pick them up. By
that time, Mo Amer was gone.
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Contributors

Phillip Bannowsky is the Poetry Editor for Dreamstreets. He is a retired autowork-er
and international educator. He is the current manager/host of 2nd Saturday Po-
ets, the monthly reading founded in 1983. His works include The Mother Earth Inn,
a novel, and Jacobo the Turko: a novel in verses.

jim bourey divides his time between the Adirondacks and Delaware. He has
three poetry collections - Out There and Back Again, 2023, The Distance Between
Us, 2020, Silence, Interrupted, a chapbook, 2015 — and two collaborative collections
— Season of Harvest, with Linda Blaskey, 2022, Our Various Selves, with Linda
Blaskey, Jack Mackey, Isabelle Bohl, 2025. He recently was awarded an Artist Grant
by NY-SCA for a new Poetry project.

Nnamdi Chukwuocha represents the 1st District in the Delaware House and is
chair of the Delaware Legislative Black Caucus. For our purposes, he is one-half of
the Twin Poets, the current Poets Laureate of Delaware, an honor he shares with
his brother Al Mills. He is a social worker and mentor to youth.

Gretchen Elhassani says that maybe it was a midlife crisis that caused her to quit
a lucrative job & begin volunteering like crazy. Every week she’s doing something
new. She visit churches, mosques & synagogues. She volunteers at food pantries,
clothing donation centers, shelters, sporting events, and state parks. She spends
money she doesn’t have on donations to nonprofits she loves & diapers for people
she’s never met.

Barbara Gray is an author, memoirist, and fiction writer known for leading the
Delaware Literary Connection (DLC). She is the former host of 2nd Saturday Po-
ets. For years, she worked as an administrative manager at the Alfred I. duPont
Hospital for Children of the Nemours Foundation, editing scientific manuscripts.
She earned an Individual Artists Fellowship in 2015 from the Delaware Division
of the Arts.

Karen Hurley-Heyman studied acting at the prestigious American Conservatory
Theater. She wrote and produced a play, acted in California regional theatres, and
worked as a director. Ultimately, she became a member of the University of Dela-
ware theatre faculty and worked onstage at the Delaware Theatre Company and
nearby Pennsylvania theatres. Hurley-Heyman won a Delaware Division of the
Arts Fellowship for Poetry in 2019

Felicia Kelly-Trent is a scientist from Newark, Delaware and author of the poetry
collection Black Dragonfly. Her poetry and short fiction have been published by Lit-
tle Gems Press and Wicked Shadow Press. In her spare time she enjoys camping,
hiking, live music, and the ocean.
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Clover S. Laurel is a dark fiction writer and Japanese fashion enthusiast, currently
residing in Delaware. She has previously published two poetry collections and a
short story collection. Clover advocates for those with mental illnesses and those
on the autism spectrum, using her writing as an outlet for both.

Steven Leech is the Executive Editor of Dreamstreets, serves on the board of
the Delaware Rock and Roll Society, and is the Host of Boptime on WVUD 91.3
FM, a program of twentieth-century music with a historical perspective. His
literary scholarship includes Valdimar’s Corpse, The Wedgehorn Manifesto, and the
introduc-tion to The Delaware Guide, a 2006 reprint of the 1938 Federal Writers
Project, Dela-ware: A Guide to the First State. His novels include Raw Suck, 2000
Years, Untime, and Poe’s Daughter, Pym’s Soul.

Phil Linz has published The Chapbooks: Collected Poems (2019), available in both
ebook and hard-copy formats. He has twice been selected as a Delaware Division
of the Arts Fellow and is a frequent reader at Wilmington’s Second Saturday Po-
ets. Linz is a member of the American Academy of Poets, the Mad Poets
Society, and the Beat Museum.

Jeffrey Little is the author of Five & Dime, The Book of Arcana, and The Hotel Sterno,
as well as three by the online publisher Mudlark, Is Nature is as a Sound is as Zero is
as the Hook Dog Blues, crayola in arcana, and Biography As In Syntax: The Babble Po-
ems. Little was honored as a recipient of a Delaware Division of the Arts Estab-
lished Professional Poetry Fellowship. His texts have been adapted into
artwork by Debbie Hegedus, who has contributed covers as well as
incidental artwork for Dreamstreets.

Torrey Francis Malek is an American poet from Greenville, Delaware of
Persian descent. In 2023, he was shortlisted for the Letter Review Prize for
Poetry and served as Poet Laureate of Valley Forge Military Academy. His
work appears in the Broadkill Review and regularly in the Plants & Poetry Journal.

Pharaoh Sanders (Pharaoh the Poet) is an itinerant poet, whom we first met at a
series of readings sponsored by Dreamstreets at the Chris White Gallery. He often
writes on issues of discrimination and the rights of the unhoused.

Ken Segal is an artist, poet, and retired graphic artist. His poetical works include
Poems from Hill, Love Poems no. 2, and Poemicide: Perfect Poems for the Endtimes.
In 2016 he published a selection of his drawings called Marker Drawings No. 1. He
is a regular contributor to Dreamstreets.

Matt Thomas is a smallholder farmer, engineer, and poet. His recent work can be
read in Kestrel and Slab. A full-length collection, Disappearing by the Math, was
published by Silver Bow in 2024. Cicada, Dog & Song, a second full-length
collection, will be published by Serving House Books in 2026. Matt currently
lives with his family in the Blue Ridge Mountains of Virginia. His father was fish
crazy, and so he spent nearly every summer weekend on the Delaware Bay from
the time he was four until he became a teenager and realized that fishing was
uncool.
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Fleming Robert (b. 1963) is a visual poet and digital artist from Lewes, DE. He is
an editor @ Old Scratch Press and Instant Noodles magazine. His books are White
Noir, an Amazon best seller, and Con-Way in 4 in 1, #4. He is an award-winner:
2025 Massachusetts poetry Olympics silver and bronze medals; 2022 San Gabriel
Valley CA-broadside, 2024 /2021 Best of Mad Swirl poetry, Delaware Press: poem
(third, 2 honorable mentions (HM)), graphic design: 4 HM, photography: 1 HM;
nominations: 2025 best of short fiction; 2023 Blood Rag Poet, 2 Pushcart and 3
Best of the Net. Follow Robert at https:/ /www.facebook.com /robert.fleming.503
and https:/ / artleagueofoceancity.org/ artists / robert-fleming /

Lorraine MacMillan has been a regular at 2nd Saturday poets for three decades,
going back to O’Friel’s Irish Pub. lives in Wilmington, Delaware,e and has been
writing for a long time. Poetry gives her comfort and joy. She really likes to share
her work with others. Not one day goes by that she does not write a poem. She
also loves to draw and read plus, go bowling.

Jamie Brown is the Former owner/operator of John Milton and Company Quality
Used Books, Milton, DE., former Director of the John Milton Memorial
Celebration of Poets and Poetry, and the man behind the statue of John Milton.
For the first seven years, he was Director of the Dogfish Head Poetry Prize. He
was the Creator and Editor for the first 10 years of The Broadkill Review and the
CEO of Broadkill Publishing Associates, LLC. He received the ESWA's first
Legacy Award for his contributions to promoting creative writing on the
Delmarva Peninsula.

Henry Long was born in 1962 and raised in the small coal-mining town of Ashley,
Pennsylvania. He has won numerous awards for his art and poetry, including a
Poetry Fellowship from the Delaware Division of the Arts. He and his two daugh-
ters, Ava and Grace, live among the beautiful trees and rolling hills of Pike Creek,
Delaware.

Tim Hudenburg is a published author and poet whose work incorporates the
timeless and contemporary. His literary work is informed by the belief that life is a
celebration of both the good times and the difficulties one must face. These
experiences shape our memories of who and what we are, whether as
individuals, as a group, or as a people. His writing draws from his extensive
global experiences, shaped by many places he has lived and traveled. His work
has been featured in a variety of literary magazines including The Mid-Atlantic
Review, Badlands Literary, Backlash Press, The Oakland Review, Press 53, and Kansas
City Voices. His short stories have been published by the Rehoboth Beach Writers
Guild.

Nancy Carol Willis is an illustrator, nature writer, educator, historian, and author
of children’s books. She was a student of Brandywine School illustrator William
D. White and drawing instructor E. Jean Lanyon, also known as e. jean Lanyon,
Delaware’s Poet Laureate emerita. Works she illustrated and wrote include Red
Knot — A Shorebird’s Incredible Journey, Delaware Watersheds, and Delaware Bay
Shorebirds.
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Doe’e Daugh{er, This new edition

) of Poe’s Daughter, Pym’s Soul
p m s g 0 l includes an extended Introduction
g u ab?ut Poe’s in}\{olvegl;lnt 1'? ”
: Delaware, in the middle of the
of the An/:ebcef;;z:; {Zﬁf{_Atlantic Mid-Atlantic where Poe travelled,
lived, and worked. This is a story
alyopel unlike any othey about Poe’s
Steven Leech relation with the
real people mostly overlooked by
others like his older brother
Leonard, former slave Armistead
Gordon, Delaware’s earliest
notable literary figures John
Lofland and Robert Montgomery
Bird, and even those as distant as
the French novelist George Sand.

e / Jtl Third.Edition gl

Poe is still with us. —
Find out how in the newly augmented

edition of Poe’s Daughter, Pym’s Soul

Available in print only for $68.00 from Blurb
\https://www.blurb.com/b/12260259-poe-s-daughter-pym-s-soul
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