




half of the blue planet’s turtle species are in hot water
staring down bulldozers
choking on plastic bottles
swimming amongst fi shing nets
racing from coastal building
arranging little turtle funerals 
for a myriad of catastrophic environmental reasons

the situation is unstoppable by simple local yokels like me
a common man who faces 2000 new residences
under construction and destruction within two miles of his little turtle-loving 

front door

where is the Lorax for tiny turtles?

tiny turtles do not understand this thing called progress
but then neither do I

have you heard about the other new community 
Fox Chase

Nearly
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David Shoemaker
The Collaborator

Today, the Leader Principle came to my country.
No longer will we have to worry about
Industries leaving our Country,
Foreigners taking our jobs,
Or Religious Minorities corrupting our culture.
Our borders will be secure,
We will stop sending our money overseas,
And we will put our country above all others.
All we have to do is obey the Leader.
No longer will I have to decide
What is the best course of action—
That is the Leader’s burden.
I am free to enjoy my new life
As my country restores its Honor
And takes its place as the Greatest Nation on Earth—
As long as I obey.
If the Leader wants me to 
Raise my arm
And shout “Hail, My Leader!”
It will not break my arm.
(Not raising my arm in solidarity
 will get it broken for me…)

Prosperity will return for the silent,
While those who speak out,
Who question the wisdom of the Leader,
Will be placed in “protective custody”
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…………And disappear.
So I will raise my arm,
And add my voice to the chorus,
While inside my troubled heart,
Silently,
I will pray for someone,
Anyone,
To fi nd the courage to resist.
Maybe—someday—that person will be me.
But not today.

HAIL, MY LEADER!

Shoemaker
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Beverly Romain
No Admittance

Who is Pauli Murray of whom you speak?
I don’t recall that name in any of my history books.
And I have read many.
Pauli Murray is a Notebook.
Each chapter conveys a different story.
A story of struggles, victories, past, and present.
Of bitter stews seasoned, with prejudicial exclusions,
Langston Hughes, Jackie Robinson, Rosa Parks, Martin Luther King Jr.,
Ruby Bridges, Marian Anderson, Maya Angelou, James Baldwin, Patti Labelle,
Oprah Winfrey, Barack Obama, Kendrick Lamar.
And more and more - and many more.
We’re not hiring. We’re cutting staff. It was not our decision.
It’s already filled, the apartment is rented, sorry.
Just modernized tactics.
But people like Pauli,
A black woman and an activist
Fought the perplexing lie said with such gusto.
“One nation, indivisible, with liberty and justice for all.”
Are those iconic words really meant for all - or just some?
All around me I see and hear -No Admittance.
But as Pauli said in another of her quotes:
“When my brothers try to draw a circle to exclude me, I shall draw a larger circle to include 
them. Where they speak out for the privileges of a puny group, I shall shout for the rights 
of all mankind.”
We hear, we speak, and we are shouting.
	 -2026
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Tracy Keenan
Fatherland

When I was a little girl, my Fatherland
	 held my little hand 
and we walked through white-ruffled cherry trees.
	 and crafted five-fingered turkeys 
	 and white paper pilgrim hats. 
Honest Abe sat in his chair, 
	 white marble lap large enough for everyone.
Of thee we’d sing
	 and raise our helium voices in a pledge each morning
soaring through spacious skies 
	 that were not cloudy all day. 

We belonged to the good guys, 
	 our hats the white, 
	 our side the right,
	 our boys to fight,
making the world safe for democracy.
My fatherland placed his hand 
	 upon my head like a blessing.

The crêche under our Christmas tree held
Jesus, Mary, and Joseph; 
Shepherds, wise men, angels; and 
Truman, Eisenhower, and Kennedy. 
(free white plastic figurines that came with each 
	 tank of gas at the service station.
	 Collect ‘em all!)
Church and state gathered at the manger while 
	 Kate Smith sang God Bless America
strings provided by harps of the heavenly host. 
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Then the cracks appeared.
With one King down and two Kennedys;
we raised our voices in 
	 sad guitar songs dropping 
	 their first names as though 
		  they had been our school chums.
The crack in the Watergate loosened
	 a sluice of lies and the liars that spewed them.

My Fatherland assured me this was just 
	 an abhorrent aberration, 
that purple mountains were still majestic,
	 the plains still fruited, and that we were still 
leaning, bending that arc towards justice; 
we just had to dust off our white hats 
	 and plaster the cracks with anthems and flags
But music fades and colors bleed.

Beneath the white-washed, 
	 whited out 
	 white lies,
were glimpses of fire hoses and 
	 police batons conducting
	 an orchestrated cacophony;
Our fruit cocktail made possible by Banana republics 
	 (for which it stands),
	 and tip-toppled leaders, 
	 replaced by cherry-picked figurines.

Cracks reveal what was there all along.
Beneath the white was
	 the no to the ask
	 the knee to the neck
	 the nod that was not-for-you. 
The Fatherland had Judassed
	 his way through the world, 
snapping agreements like kindling 
	 from downed cherry tree branches.
White tears were cried over spilled illusions.
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But. Beneath the underneath,
 below cracked promises and com-promises,
 behind the backtracked tango steps and 
 beyond the handful of insatiable pockets 
 stretched to bulging,
there still runs a subterranean crystal dream
 that the faltering founders had glimpsed, 
even as they fl eeced Others of their freedoms.

and so, we pledge allegiance to that dream, 
 on which we teeter, 
we reach for it with hands of fl esh 
and hold one another, and vow in every generation
 to speak it, pray it, sing it, chant it, holler it, 
as we lean and bend that arc towards justice 
and our helium voices rise like balloons in the cracked sky.

Keenan
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Phil Linz
July 4, 2026

And fi nally the airwaves are full covering the celebrations, the history lessons,
Th e Orange Buff oon planning a two-hour speech, which will be covered dutifully by FOX 
I’ll be at Jack’s gay pot luck, excusing myself to make my 8:00 meeting
Planning tomorrow the long drive to Tim’s, a meal, then back on the road, back home

Hard to love this country when the Greedster-in-Chief sets policy 
A tariff  here, an Iranian bombing there, crypto-dollars fl owing into the family,
I’m lucky enough, this month’s social security came in today, my bills will be paid
And on the hottest day of the year I can still grab lunch, do errands, even do a quick load 

of laundry

But even today, especially today, more & more I feel myself a patriot, a country-lover, of 
the left ,

So much wrong  yet those damned founder’s ideals still ring, may yet be implemented, 
Maybe not til November, not til next year; not that the other side is blameless, but it’s not 

Trump,
18 months in and all the wrongs he’d done.  Hoping that he’ll leave before the appointed 

time.

America.  Lots of fi reworks all over tonight, a true celebration;
Th e Declaration, 250 years ago today.  Still a republic.  Hopefully we’ll keep it.
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Martin Lowe
Black Birds And Tombstones
ed. note: inspired by an apparation at abandoned Civil War cemetery for Black soldiers.

The rocks are scattered and painted white
A fi nal salute to the respect of life
Long ago and far away…a war was fought then faded away…
Brave men in combat…they sold their lives…
they fought for our privilege and then they died…
A testament to their bravery has long been ignored…
A tall price for freedom in the name of the lord…
A small plot of land is all that remains…
the rocks resting proudly without any names…
Goodbye to their sacrifi ce without any question…
to remember their eff orts is just a suggestion…
The black birds have gathered, amongst the weeds and the stones…
this lonely oasis that sits here alone…
In time of need and put to the test…
amongst these rocks, they’ve come here to rest…
Deeds without glory…faces without names…
the echos of the past lay silent…in this hallowed ground,
forever more they shall remain…
Through ageless light, these stones remain cold…
through countless battles as their stories unfold…
Be it acts of wisdom or senseless aggression…
to respect their memories…
in truth and in lesson.

Photo by Phillip Bannowsky: detail of Robert Gould Shaw
and Massachusetts 54th Regiment Memorial, by Augustus Saint-Gaudens, Boston

The rocks are scattered and painted white
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Dreamstreets #26: An Audio and Video Collection (1974-
2015) Click here to be taken to this historic archive. 

https://www.dreamstreetsarchive.com/dreamstreets-26.pdf


SUBMISSION GUIDELINES (Please have the courtesy to comply with 
these carefully. They are simple and make our job much easier.) 

We accept literary submissions in any genre, including criticism, 
reporting, and commentary from and of concern to Delawareans and those 
in the Delaware Diaspora. We solicit our own visual art. Generally, we do 
not reprint previously published contemporary work although one 
previously published poem in a sequence of unpublished poems might be 
permissible; just make sure we know, so we can give credit. Our reading 
periods are now year-round. Sometimes, we publish a summer issue
curated without submissions. 

Send up to 5 poems of no more than 5 pages, not including your cover 
page. For prose, 15 pages is roughly the limit although more may be 
acceptable if the work is exceptional. For criticism and commentary, it’s wise 
to query first. Begin no more than one poem on each page and make your 
stanza breaks clear. 

Send your work to dreamstreets(dot)press(at)gmail(dot)com AS A 
SINGLE ATTACHED DOCUMENT in Microsoft Word, Pages, or Text 
Edit. PLEASE, DO NOT MAKE US OPEN AND KEEP TRACK OF
SEVERAL DOCUMENTS. Write “Submission” in the email subject heading. 
IN YOUR SINGLE DOCUMENT, include a cover page with name, 
address, phone number, email, and a short bio of 50-90 words, and
indicate your connection to Delaware. Those who need to use snail mail 
may address a hard copy of their submission to Dreamstreets Press, Apt.
2B, 74 Abbey Lane, Newark, DE 19711. Double-space prose, single-space 
poetry, use 12-point Times New Roman font, and remove extra space 
between paragraphs. Align text left, except for special or unusual 
typography, in which case, we may have to work with you to render it 
faithfully. DON'T CAPITALIZE TITLES unless that is your intention. 

 Simultaneous submissions are fine, but please let us know in your 
cover letter if you are courting another and inform us immediately if your 
work becomes elsewhere engaged. We reserve first serial rights until 
publication, when all rights revert to the author. Our rights include 
electronic as well as print publication and magazine re-prints. Please give 
Dreamstreets credit if you re-publish your work. Our editorial committee 
will review your work and get back to you before the next issue. 
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Contributors
Ron Banks, a West Philadelphia native and former standout basketball player, dis-
covered his love for the creative arts as his life experiences diversified. After moving 
to Delaware in 2023, he began to immerse himself in the open mic scene. Being sur-
rounded by talented people encouraged him to explore his own gift as a poet. 

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

Charles J. Conway is a longtime Delaware theatre educator and former Director of 
Education and Community Engagement at Delaware Theatre Company (1985–2019). 
He holds an M.A. from the University of Delaware and remains active in lifelong 
learning. His work has connected generations of Delawareans to the arts.
Robert Fleming (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 Massachu-
setts poetry Olympics silver and bronze medals; 2022 San Gabriel Valley CA-broad-
side, 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/ 
Ray Greenblatt is an editor for the Schuylkill Valley Journal and teaches a “Joy of Poet-
ry” course at Temple University. His newest book of poetry is From an Old Hotel on the 
Irish Coast (Parnilis Media, 2023). He has written book reviews for the Dylan Thomas 
Society, John Updike Society, and Joseph Conrad Today. 
Tracy Keenan’s work spans music, poetry, short stories, and the spoken word, ground-
ed in a lifetime of listening to people’s stories, struggles, and hopes. Whether trans-
lating ancient texts for contemporary audiences or crafting characters shaped by his-
tory’s hardest moments, she believes storytelling is one of the most powerful ways 
we come to understand ourselves and one another. A Presbyterian minister, literary 
artist, and Enneagram-based coach, her poetry and prose have appeared in regional 
and denominational publications. She grew up in Pittsburgh, carries West Virginia in 
her roots, and, after many years in Ohio, she and her spouse now live in Delaware. 
Her debut novel, Tangled Braid, comes out in January 2027. 
Steven Leech is the executive Editor of Dreamstreets, serves on the board of the Dela-
ware 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 in-
cludes Valdimar’s Corpse, The Wedgehorn Manifesto, and the introduction to The Delaware 
Guide, a 2006 reprint of the 1938 Federal Writers Project, Delaware: A Guide to the First 
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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 2nd Saturday Poets. Member of the 
American Academy of Poets, the Mad Poets Society, and the Beat Museum. 
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 daughters, Ava 
and Grace, live among the beautiful trees and rolling hills of Pike Creek, Delaware.
Marty Lowe: My poet friend Greg Wright once told me…when you see your first 
ghost, it will change your life forever…my life changed forevermore on June 22, 2016 
at 6:16pm at the Governor Bacon property in Delaware city…from a second story win-
dow, she started watching me, never taking her piercing blue eyes off me…the pull 
was unbelievably intoxicating…being possessed is like living Halloween and Christ-
mas 24/7 365 days a year… 
Torrey Francis Malek is an American poet from Greenville, Delaware of Persian de-
scent. 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. 
Lorraine MacMillan has been a regular at 2nd Saturday poets for three decades, go-
ing back to O’Friel’s Irish Pub. lives in Wilmington, Delaware, 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. 
Douglas Morea was born in in 1945 in Queens, New York City, and grew up there, 
marrying and moving to Delaware in 1970s, where he and their mother raised their 
two daughters to successful adulthood. He remains there now with his second wife, 
Karen. Morea has published his poetry in The New Yorker and has many books includ-
ing Letters to You (poetry, 2013) and For the Children of the Lotus: A Pipe Dream Altertopia 
(fiction, 2021). He somehow still believes in love. While also believing that there can 
be too much of a good thing, he still can’t help but want a bit more. 
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.
Beverly Romain was born in Kingston, Jamaica, migrated to the United States in 1979, 
and lives in Delaware. She has written poetry and stories since childhood, capturing 
both the humorous and serious sides of everyday life and often infused with her Ca-
ribbean heritage. In 2014, Beverly was voted one of the Best of the Net for a short story. 
Her work appears in several local poetry magazines, and she has read at local book-
stores, 2nd Saturday Poets, and Newark Arts Alliance. She has led poetry workshops 
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at Ferris School and leads a prose-writing group that has thrived for over a decade. 
Now retired from her day job, the MBA-holding author is currently completing her 
forthcoming collection of Caribbean short stories.
Michael Roque. Born and raised in Los Angeles to Delawarean parents, Michael Roque 
discovered his passion for poetry and prose among friends on the bleachers of Pasadena 
City College. Now residing in the Middle East, he draws inspiration from the bustling, 
tumultuous life around him. His work has appeared in literary magazines and anthol-
ogies worldwide, including award-winning publications such as North Dakota Quar-
terly, The Queen’s Review, The Roanoke Rambler, Poetry Super Highway, and many others.  
Social Handle: https://www.instagram.com/roquewrites2009/
Stephen Schwei is a Pushcart-nominated poet with Wisconsin roots, now living in 
Houston, and has published two collections, Bluebonnet Whispers and Pure Lunacy, 
and a collaboration with another poet, Catch Me at the Carnival. A gay man with many 
interests, writing helps to sort all of this out.  www.stephenschwei.com
David T. Shoemaker, apart from a 4-year stint at West Chester University, has lived in 
Delaware his whole life. He is an artist, poet, philomath, and endomorph. He’s known 
as a Historian Poet for weaving historical details and folklore into his work.  David is 
currently working on his first novel tentatively titled Object Lessons. 
VANTAGE is an ongoing visual project built around making, documenting and re-
membering. The artist moves between the made and the found: oil paint and spray 
paint, portrait and wall, tunnel and train yard, image and memory. The archive is 
intentionally incomplete. Dates are uncertain. Locations disappear behind question 
marks. Meanings belong partly to the person who made the work and partly to the 
person who looks at it. https://tinyurl.com/Vantageurl
Yuan Changming co-edits Poetry Pacific with Allen Yuan. Writing credits include 12 
Pushcart nominations for poetry and 3 for fiction besides appearances in Best of the 
Best Canadian Poetry (2008-17) and 2159 other publications worldwide. A poetry judge 
for Canada’s 44th National Magazine Awards, Yuan began to write prose in 2022: Mu-
seum of Limerence: A Silver Romance in Poetry, THE TUNER, a hybrid novel DETACHING, 
and a short story collection FLASHBACKS are available at Amazon. 

Jean Youkers writes fiction, humorous nonfiction, and poetry. Her short stories have 
appeared in the Delaware Beach Reads contest anthologies, Delaware Beach Life Maga-
zine, DASH Literary Journal, and the Broadkill Review.  Her novels, Lunch Bucket Lists 
and Interlude at Rehoboth, center around mature women’s creativity, friendship, and 
humor, and take place in Rehoboth  Beach.  Retired after a long career in social work 
and health care marketing, Jean enjoys taking stimulating classes, as well as teaching 
creative writing at Osher Lifelong Learning Institute at the University of Delaware.
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