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To begin . . . 
Dreamstreets has always striven to be more than a place to merely give local poets and 

authors the ability to bring their work to that portion of our populace that we as a 
publication are able to reach. At the very least, we have endeavored to suggest a sense of 
literary and artistic community, whether among the willing or not, whether among the 
living or the dead, whether in the present or the past, because if we all make it into the 
future we hope to be there for them to discover and find some reward. We feel literary 
and, generally, artistic community is beyond mortality yet within the framework of
memory, of jurisdiction, and who we’ve become as an element of social cohesion. 

In this issue of Dreamstreets we offer a liberal slice of Wilmington’s 20th century 
cultural past through both visual and literary art. Regarding visual art, we have found a 
way for some prominent past artists to speak for themselves in the form of an embedded 
video based on a panel discussion recorded from a radio broadcast I produced in 1966. 
In that regard, our cover art comes from the late Wilmington artist Edward Loper with 
the blessing of his son Edward Loper Jr, also a fine artist currently working in 
Wilmington. Beside the embedded video, we also provide a little more information and 
art examples from two other artists on the panel, the artists Edward Grant 
and Domenico Mortelitto. By way as a complement, we offer more from Nancy Carol 
Willis about William D. White, who was a contemporary of Edward Loper, Edward 
Grant and Dominico Mortelitto. 

We will also attempt to demonstrate how local 20th century literary artists 
have portrayed the city of Wilmington, and to suggest how the city had become a 
wellspring and setting for much of their creative work. 

Now that we’ve got those efforts from the past out of the way and hopefully 
demonstrate how they’ve contributed to the present, we shall proceed to the present as 
presented in the current issue. 

We welcome the return of poetry from Francis Poole, who last graced our pages 
with his work in Dreamstreets #43 and  #48. Francis is also the publisher of the long 
running literary and arts periodical Blades. Our own Douglas Morea returns in this issue, 
this time with some prose fiction from a work in progress. 

New to Dreamstreets is Sara  Hutchinson. Beside teaching art in Delaware’s 
schools, in both New Castle and Sussex Counties, she’s affiliated with the Osher 
Academy – formerly the Academy of Lifelong Learning – and currently volunteers at the 
Tri-State Bird Rescue. James E. Stockwell also spent many years teaching in Delaware 
schools. He holds a graduate degree in linguistics from the University of Delaware. 

We are happy to publish poetry from Stephen Scott Whitaker, who represents 
the literary community from downstate Delaware. He’s currently the Managing Editor 
of The Broadkill Review. His poems have appeared in Gargoyle, Grub Street, Oxford Poetry, 
among others. His novel Mulch, consisting of “weird fiction,” is being published this 
year by Montag Press. 

Our collective serial novel Retopia returns with  a  couple  of  new  chapters.  Also  
returning from recent issues of Dreamstreets are poets Steve Koelsch, James Miller, David 
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T. Shoemaker, and Patricia L. Goodman, who begins the issue’s literary content after the
following ––

–– Steven Leech

Comments from the community
I am grateful for your support and your wonderful publication. 
Kind Regards, 
Ann Christine Tabaka 

I really enjoyed DS #61. You've done a great service to chronicle Delaware's literary 
history. Fascinating. Bravo. I also like David Hudson's poems, Your Poe Dreams, poems 
by Joseph Massey and Franetta McMillian, and your The Hoax that Nobody Noticed. 
There seem to be Delaware stories under every rock. Dreamstreets packs a literary 
punch! 
Cheers, Francis Poole 

Invitation to Submit to Dreamstreets
For over forty years, Dreamstreets has published works by contemporary and 

historical writers and artists who live in, or have a strong connection to, Delaware. 
While we have at times opened for submissions, we have usually published work 
among a close-knit community of artists. We believe it is time to regularize that practice 
with a clear submissions process and publication twice per year, while occasionally 
publishing an extra and more closely-curated number, such as our Summer 2018 issue 
on the history of music from Wilmington in the 20th century.  

What are we looking for? First, Delaware authors, those residing here and those in 
the diaspora. We like everything from avant-guard to home-spun. We like art that’s 
progressive and authors who are diverse. About forty years ago, we declared that we 
would not publish anything fascist, racist, or sexist, which set us somewhat apart, yet we 
have never been afraid of being edgy. Our purpose has always been to promote art that 
is marginalized by the insular esthetic of Delaware’s political economy, not to mention 
its insular geography. Take a look at past issues, archived at dreamstreetsarchive.com, 
but don’t limit yourself to what you see there. See if you fit the Delawarean criteria, 
check our submission guidelines, and submit.  

Submission Guidelines (Read these carefully, or you may be ignored.) 

We accept literary submissions in any genre from 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 during the months of December and June, 
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although we may announce changes. Anything received outside of these submission 
periods will not be accepted or answered.  

Send up to 5 poems of no more than 5 pages. Prose more than 10 pages will have to 
work hard to find a place. Begin no more than one poem on a page and make your 
stanza breaks clear. Send your work to sleech(at)udel.edu as a single attached document 
in Microsoft Word (.doc or .docx) and write “Submission” in the email subject heading. 
Include a cover page with name, address, phone number, email and a short bio of 50 
words or less, and indicate your connection to Delaware. Double space prose, single 
space poetry, use 12-pt 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. 

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. 

Submit only once per reading period in each genre unless we ask for more. Our 
editorial committee will review your work and get back to you before the next issue. 

“Go at it boldly, and you'll find unexpected forces closing round you and coming to your 
aid.” – Basil King 
 
 

   

                



4 

Patricia L. Goodman 
Sabotage 
Your pain, you said,  
was like an explosion— 
dynamite under 
the bridge of your clavicle— 
that caused your shoulder  
to crumble, collapse.  
Someone must have   
placed it there while you 
slept. They found  
fragments in your lungs,  
your spine, your brain,  
your liver. The doctors  
tried their own dynamite,  
but it just made you sicker.   
Then came lead someone 
pumped into your legs.  
They swelled and throbbed,  
hammers pounding. 
Nothing we did, not rubbing  
with salve, not cold  
compresses, could ease  
the pressure. And when  
the pain ceased because you  
slipped into a blissful coma,  
the skeleton that used to be you 
lay still breathing.  
Your strong heart hung on,  
until your wasted body 
at last packed up its toys  
and stepped away 
from the sandbox. 
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David T. Shoemaker 
The Appeal of Water 
I am one of the four Ancient Ones 
Released from the Void 

By the Great Spirit. 
I ride on the back  
Of my Brother Air 

Across the Sky. 
I can cool the temper  
Of my Brother Fire, 

Though he can make me 
Hissing mad. 
I make the green hair 

Of my Sister Terra 
Grow long and lush; 
In the mirror of my pools 

Her beauty is reflected. 
I have 20 faces 
But only 3 forms. 

I am called 
Mami Wata, 
Nyx, 

Undine, 
Naiad, 
Suiko, 

Adaro, 
Boginka, 
Phi Phraya, 
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Nu, 
Hatepuna, 

Sedna, 
And Tiamat. 
I am Water, 

The bringer of Life. 
I can be cool and refreshing 
As a mountain stream 

On a hot summer day 
Or as warm and soothing 
As a mother’s embrace,  

Relaxing muscles 
And releasing tension 
As you soak in my Hot Springs. 

I can make you feel  
Like a god, Flying 
As you ride my waves 

To the shore. 
I can hide your treasures 
Deep in my bosom 

Preserving them for thousands of years. 
But, like Lao Tsu’s Way, 
Some people think I am  

Flat and insipid. 
They want to add  
Flavor and Color 

Destroying my purity 
And bringing disease to themselves. 
They work against Nature 
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To save their crops 
Pouring pesticides on the land 

Which poison me. 
They drill deep beneath me 
To extract the crude food 

That feeds their mechanical machinery 
With little thought about the damage it could do 
Until Brother Fire dances 

Across the Gulf of Mexico 
And the Bridger Pipeline 
Turns the Yellowstone Black. 

What tourist will come to your beaches 
If they are getting a greasy greeting 
At your shore? 

What will you drink 
When the cost to remove 
The poisons you added to me 

Makes me too expensive to enjoy? 
Choose to do the right thing Now, 
Even if it is not easy, 

So that your Grandchildren’s Grandchildren 
Will know and enjoy me the way 
Your Grandparent’s Grandparents did. 
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James Miller 
Returning to the Shore after Rehab 
I’ve come to be back here at night 
between the land and sea with winds 
that seem to carry songs of flight 
and feathers from a bird set free. 
I’ve come because I was born here, 
and tonight all that drink has done 
seems far from what I hear 
or who I’ll be by tomorrow’s sun. 
For it has been on this dark shore 
where I have learned by step to glow 
that I walk out to walk once more 
into the sober ebb and flow 
of what night makes of me by dawn 
and who I become with each clean song. 

You in The Ocean’s Air 
How many waves must your wind move 
until I believe and you prove 
the chorus of the coral true— 
the sea is eternal and so are you. 
For you are in all things blue 
if I let seagulls guide my eyes 
so that my words become your view 
in so much as you make the sky 
a stage for your spirit’s air. 
Your wind. My prayer. To stand and stare 
out here for you by the ancient sea 
is to bear witness to the song in me  
that has grown out of your death 
to make this shore a poet’s nest 
where flying is a work of art 
that lives by wings to play the part 
of praising you just as my words 
sing out to you like sandy birds. 
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Steve Koelsch 
The Last Moments 

In the grey time, the in-between time  
in the hour before death, as the heart  
sings a sad blood song and the ruby river  
slows into creeping currents in a tidal pool;  
like so many lost red threads, my memories 
melt into the sand never to be seen again. 

I ponder what has been my intent- 
my life a pack of glorious lies,  
most of them untold… 
or told only to myself;  
some of them launched  
into a life of their own. 

I remember three men in suits in a row, 
one man standing,  
one man jumping,  
and one man low,  
all smiling with an invisible inside joy;  
and a  girl with a rose in her teeth  
and flashing black eyes.  
The last image I see  
is two clowns kissing…  
passionately, as a black veil  
floats slowly down. 
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Our Artists Speak 
In the spring of 1966 I produced a panel discussion for broadcast on radio station WSLY, 
a small carrier current station at Wesley College in Dover, Delaware. A classmate made 
the suggestion that I ask Wilmington artist Domenico Mortelitto for the program. 
Wesley art instructor, and artist, Lon Fluman suggested I ask Edward Loper to 
participate. Finally my father suggested I asked his old friend from his days with the 
Works Progress Administration (WPA) in the late 1930s, artist Edward Grant, to join us. 
All three agreed to take 
part, and all three had 
played some role in the 
Federal Artists’ Project 
(FAP), as well as to have 
successful art careers in 
succeeding decades. 

Of the three, only 
Domenico Mortelitto was 
not a member of the 
Delaware Artists’ Project, 
but of the Artists’ Project 
in New York. Originally 
from Newark, New Jersey, 
he moved to Delaware 
after World War II. During 
his tenure with the New 
York Artists’ Project, he 
painted murals in the Port 
Chester, New York Post 
Office, as well as in 
Newark, New Jersey 
subway stations. 

Edward Grant was 
born and grew up in 
Wilmington, later 
attending Wilmington 
High School. He studied 
with many local artists 
including Gayle Hoskins, Frank Schoonover, and N.C. Wyeth. He was Supervisor of the 
WPA/FAP mural project in Delaware in the late 1930s. In 2008–2009, the Biggs Museum 
in Dover, Delaware held a retrospective of many rarely seen artworks by Edward Grant. 

 Edward Loper has been among the most accomplished artists to come from 
Delaware. Like Mortelitto and Grant, he was involved with the Federal Artist’s Project, 
and has enjoyed several local retrospective exhibits of his work, most notably in 2007 at 
the University of Delaware, and most recently at the Delaware Art Museum. 
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      Two others in the video presented in this issue of Dreamstreets are Lon Fluman, and 
George Harrison, a fellow student who was considered to be a talented artist.  

Regarding the embedded video, I transferred the audio from an original reel-to-reel 
tape that I managed to retain for the past 53 years. The video portion was fashioned 
from a single snapshot from the event. Please excuse any distortions from the audio. 
They should be innocuous. I was only 23 years old at the time of the original 
production, and perhaps a bit of a clueless neophyte. If you will, please excuse my 
dumb questions.

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nxsftqXI7AM


I n 1928  the H ercules P owder Company commissioned 
William D. White to create a series of paintings for a 
picture story in T he E x p l o s iv es  E ng ineer magaz ine 
titled, “Contrasts.” White was tasked with creating v isual 
contrasts between N ew Y ork’s wealthy socialite class 
and the noisy, gritty lower-class workers constructing 
the city’s underground subway system. We can infer 
from these paintings where White’s sympathies lay.  

I n Figure 1 White used a crossbeam dev ice to separate 
the two social classes. I n the top v ignette, the contriv ed 
gestures of manicured hands swaddled in sumptuous 
fur and v elv et creates a startling contrast to the 
massiv e, chiseled hand of the laborer below gripping 
his j ackhammer. I n Figure 2, trim riders astride 
thoroughbred horses ignore the burly workers lifting 
heav y timbers. The caption reads, “Central P ark, 
remnant of pre-urban Manhattan, possesses contrasts. 
G raceful mounts, tailored riders, children, 
perambulators, dogs, toys, v ie with sweating laborers, 
and timbers, trucks, air compressors… yet ov er all the 
same bright sunlight.” Figure 3 portrays a sleek 
limousine barely squeez ing past a boulder-laden dump 
truck. What these illustrations share is a sympathetic 
depiction of laborers in the foreground, framing the 
scenes while they toil obliv ious to the trappings of 
society around them.  

During his 40-year illustration 
career, William D. White created 
paintings and drawings inspired 
from direct observ ation of poorly 
educated, underpaid, immigrant 
construction workers toiling in 
dusty, noisy, and often dangerous 
conditions. E v en a cursory look at 
his artwork confirms White’s 
sensibilities lay with the workers 
instead of the corporate engineers, 
company managers, and ev en the 
magaz ine editors who 
commissioned the illustrations –  
which is ironic giv en his upbringing. 

Figures 1-3: “Contrasts,” T he 
E x p l o s iv es  E ng ineer, A pril 1928 . 
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William D. White was born on July 22, 
1896 to prominent Wilmington families. 
His paternal grandfather owned a 
surgery, ran for mayor, and served as 
Brigade Surgeon during the Civil War. 
His maternal grandfather owned a 
granite and marble works. White’s uncle 
was a doctor, and his father owned a 
drugstore. After his father’s and maternal 
grandfather’s deaths, White and his 
mother inherited in 1915 a spacious 
three-story home located on four acres of 
prime Penny Hill real estate. (In 1940 the 
home burned to the ground, and White 
lived his remaining live in a makeshift 
cabin he fashioned on the site.) 

White was heir to the Brandywine School of Illustration tradition founded by instructor and illustrator, 
Howard Pyle, in Wilmington in 1898 and active during the Golden Age of Illustration (1880-World War 
I). White studied briefly with Gayle Hoskins, best known for his cowboy illustrations, and then attended 
classes at the nationally renowned Pennsylvania Academy of Fine Arts (PAFA) in Philadelphia from 
1914-1917. Former students included social realist, Reginald Marsh, and Ashcan School artists John 
Sloan, George Bellows, Edward Hopper, and George Luks who depicted candid scenes of lower-class 
urban existence. White may have been influenced by their artworks, which were displayed at the large 
annual juried Exhibitions of the Academy of Fine Arts, but ultimately, he followed his own vision.  

In 1918 White was drafted into the First Regiment Replacement Engineers and traveled to France to 
aid cleanup efforts at the end of the first World War. His engineering training combined with the 
classical art and illustration training from PAFA and Gayle Hoskins provided him with the necessary 
skills for his career as an industrial illustrator. From 1920 through 1961, White created roughly 500 
illustrations, three-quarters of which depicted mining and construction subjects.  

He began his freelance 
illustration career 
toward the end of 
Progressive Era (1890-
1920), a time of rapid 
population growth, 
profound social change, 
and economic boom. 
Highways and railway 
lines were connecting 
urban areas with rural 
farmlands. Skyscrapers 
and subways were 
under construction in 
large metropolitan 
areas. Figure 4 
decorated an article 
posing the question, 

Figure 4: “What Are the Chances of Success To-Day?” 
The Saturday Evening Post, June 12, 1920. 
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“What are the Chances for Success To-Day?” at the 
time America workers were suffering from the post-
World War I recession. White contrasts tiny, dark 
figures wielding pickaxes with gleaming white 
skyscrapers framed by billowing black smoke. The 
image suggests the workers may have literally paved 
the way for this utopian city without necessarily 
enjoying the fruits of their labors. 

Other examples of small figures contrasted against 
monumental construction projects include White’s 
Delaware River Bridge and New York Skyscraper 
series for The Explosives Engineer magazine. In 
Figures 5, 6 and 7 White presents a bird’s-eye-view of 
the massive cables and girders being laid by 
comparatively imperceptible work crews. Similarly, his 
New York City scenes (Figure 8) depict ant-like men 
excavating the foundation and erecting steel for the 
new French Building at 45th and 5th Avenue with the 
Ritz Tower towering in the distance. These examples 
of the insignificance of man against the monuments he 
creates are atypical compared with most construction 
images created by William D. White. 

Figures 5-7: “The Delaware River Bridge,” 
The Explosives Engineer, March 1925. 

Figures 8: “Blasting for New York’s Skyscrapers,” 
The Explosives Engineer, February 1926. 
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More in character with White’s vision are the 
remaining illustrations presented in this article. 
For example, the February 1926 article for 
Explosives Engineer titled, “Blasting a Subway 
through Philadelphia,” treats the city as a 
backdrop against which construction workers 
hammer, hoist, blast, and dig. In “Night Shift on 
Broad Street” (Figure 9) White separates an 
African American worker from his crew and 
presents him front and center, as if on a stage. 
The man poses with a cup of water in one 
hand, while grasping his jackhammer with the 
other. With Independence Hall positioned 
directly behind the laborer, it’s not difficult to 
see the man as a metaphor for the strength 
and power of America’s industrial might in the 
first half of the 20th Century. William D. White 
was among the earliest American artists to 
feature disenfranchised minorities as heroic 
figures.  

Another painting from the Philadelphia series 
recently turned up at a local auction. “Hand 
Mucking” (Figure 10) demonstrates a masterful 
command of 
perspective in 
White’s multi-
level depiction of 
subway 
construction. A 
limited palette of 
red-brown and 
blue unify a 
scene where the 
African American 
worker is 
pressed close to 
the foreground 
as he appears to 
step out of the 
picture.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

Figures 9-10: “Blasting 
a Subway Through 
Philadelphia,” The 

Explosives Engineer, 
February 1926. 
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In 1928 White created a 
series of drawings for a 
story in The Elks 
Magazine titled, “The 
Underground Jungle.” 
The writer describes an 
electrical fire that 
occurred while laying 
underground telephone 
cables in New York City’s 
subway system, under 
construction at the time. 
The story goes on to 
detail the connectedness 
of the cables with the 
new telephone system 
being installed within the 
subway system. Figures 
11 and 12 demonstrate 

White’s mastery of visual storytelling by 
using angles and curves, dark and light, 
to create a cacophonous subterranean 
labyrinth. It’s a setting that appears 
chaotic to the viewer while apparently 
perfectly normal to the construction 
workers – each with a job to do. Figure 
13 establishes the muscular immigrant 
laborer as an American hero; picture a 
classical Greek statue depicting a 
victorious athlete, or folk legends like 
Paul Bunyan or John Henry.  

In 1932 White created pencil illustrations 
for an American Architect magazine 
spread titled, “More Decibels in a City’s 
Din, While the World Sleeps On.” In 
Figure 13 he arranges the night shift 
laborers as a tableau reminiscent of 
religious paintings by Italian 
Renaissance painters, like Raphael, and 
pushes the religious iconography even 
farther in Figure 14. White creates a 
halo, or aura effect, around the central 
figure, who appears lost in quiet reverie 
contrasted with the bustling activity 
surrounding him.  

 

 Figures 11-12: “The Underground Jungle,” 
The Elks Magazine, March 1928. 
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Throughout William D. 
White’s 40-year 
illustration career, he 
created contrasts 
between flesh-and-blood 
miners and construction 
workers and the rock, 
concrete, timbers, and 
steel they conquered for 
long hours and low pay. 

William D. White 
eschewed depictions of 
magnates, industrialists, 
and tycoons in his 
humanist art, choosing 
instead to display 
empathy and admiration 
for the workers he 
portrayed with candor 
and dignity. 

Figures 13-14: “More Decibels in a City’s Din While the World Sleeps On,” American Architect, January 1932. 
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Our Own Mythology 
Steven Leech 

 
The city of Wilmington has been beaten up pretty badly over the past 50 or 60 years, 
beginning with the gash driven through the city’s west side by the, then, controversial I-
95 project. Another coinciding project, the wholesale Robert Moses inspired destruction 
of the east side, was an orgy of what had been called “urban renewal.” These projects, 
culminating with the nine months of martial law in 1968 and precipitated by the riots 
that followed the assassination of Martin Luther King, have acted to nearly plow under 
Wilmington’s barely remembered cultural past. 
 Major cities like New York, Chicago, San Francisco, and Baltimore, though 
immensely larger than Wilmington, remain socially vibrant thanks largely to their 
collective cultural memory and haven’t fallen into the pit of cultural amnesia like 
Wilmington, especially regarding literary depictions or portrayals of it from our own 
past authors. 
 Examples from our publishing industry Mecca, New York City, of its literary 
past are myriad, from the novels of Edith Wharton, to literature from the Harlem 
Renaissance, to J.D. Salinger’s Glass family saga, and the early literature of the Beat 
Generation, provide some of the city’s cultural identity. In Chicago, from Upton 
Sinclair’s depiction of those infamous stockyards in his 1906 novel The Jungle, to James T. 
Farrell’s Studs Lonigan novels, give that city a sense of itself. One could argue that 
novelists like Frank Norris and John Steinbeck to the San Francisco Poetry Movement of 
the 1950s and early 60s helped set the stage for the counter culture that blossomed there 
in the late 1960s. Closer to home, the literary career of Edgar Allan Poe, Baltimore’s 
renown literary favorite son spilled over enough to have added to Newark, Delaware’s 
cultural identity. 
 How about Wilmington? How could the city’s literary past, considering how it’s 
been treated by Delaware’s past literary artists, enhance the city’s cultural image and 
build the kind of cultural mythology enjoyed by other American cities? 
 The earliest depiction of life in Wilmington can be found in Elizabeth 
Montgomery’s Reminiscences of Wilmington (T.K. Collins, Jr., Philadelphia, 1851). The 
Wilmington of this ante-bellum period may be barely recognizable. Wilmington was 
much smaller geographically than it is now, extending only to about the current West 
Street and except for a few large houses north of the Brandywine, and not at all further 
north. Nevertheless, some familiar names poke through in Montgomery’s book, 
providing a good sense of everyday life in Wilmington. At times her books tends to be 
gossipy and at times a tedious read. However Reminiscences of Wilmington adds a 
dimension to another book published around the same time. That book is The Poetical 
and Prose Writings of Dr. John Lofland, The Milford Bard (John Murphy & Company, 
Baltimore, 1853). 
 In the late 1840s John Lofland, Delaware’s earliest literary artist, lived in 
Wilmington and wrote extensively for The Blue Hen’s Chicken, mostly fiction and poetry. 
Living and working in the city was a bit of a culture shock for Lofland after having lived 
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in the more cosmopolitan atmosphere of Baltimore where he at times interacted with 
Edgar Allan Poe and his literary circle. 
 Among the fiction Lofland wrote while in Wilmington were stories of romantic 
encounters between the vicinity’s white populace and Native Americans. His most 
popular story was about political character assassination in nearby Chester County, 
based on an actual incident. In one story he lauded a marriage contract made between a 
husband and wife, something unheard of outside the city’s Quaker community, or 
outside of the late 20th century for that matter. His most progressive story was one that 
was nearly lost, entitled, “The Slave, Or The Ways of Providence.” The story is 
important because it was published in The Blue Hen’s Chicken during the August 
Quarterly in 1848 and during the trial of local Abolitionist Thomas Garrett for harboring 
runaway slaves. This story was republished in Dreamstreets #53. 
   John Lofland was very aware of his surrounding and the importance of events 
that mattered to Wilmington’s well being. What he and Elizabeth Montgomery recorded 
helped to lay the basis for Wilmington’s social and cultural identity. Over ensuing years, 
through the Civil War and remainder of the 19th century, industrial growth by two of 
our largest industrial families, the duPonts and the Bancrofts, along with the influx of 
largely Irish and German immigration and migrations of Black folk from the South, 
added to Wilmington’s social identity. These factors were reflected in the works from 
Wilmington’s early 20th century authors. 
 The early 20th century experienced two movements that influenced literary 
culture in America. One was the Modernist movement and the other was the Harlem 
Renaissance. Literary artist in Wilmington influenced and were influenced by both of 
these movements in their own way and from a distance. 
 One of the earliest stories to be written by a Delaware author in the early 20th 
century, and which was published in W.E.B. DuBois’ Crisis 8 in 1914 at the beginning of 
the Harlem Renaissance, was a story by Alice Dunbar-Nelson entitled “Hope Deferred.” 
To the casual reader, one would not realize the story was set in Wilmington, except for 
some brief clues. Yet the story provides a sense of what life was like for a Black man 
living in Wilmington, as well as to use the term “deferred,” which was a refrain echoed 
in works by Langston Hughes, who was a major literary figure during the Harlem 
Renaissance. Another Black writer living in Wilmington, J. Saunders Redding, offered a 
more detailed portrayal of life in Wilmington in is his non-fiction account of life on the 
city’s east side in “Troubled in Mind,” which was the opening chapter of his 1942 book 
No Day of Triumph (Harper & Brothers, New York). Earlier, Redding published a short 
story in 1928 in the December issue of the Brown University Quarterly entitled “Delaware 
Coon.” The story’s not what you might think. It’s about a young Black man named 
Delaware Coon making his way through life on Wilmington’s east side, and it gives a 
pretty good idea what life was like for Black folk living in Wilmington in the 1920s. 
 Perhaps the greatest literary figure to have come out of Wilmington in the 
immediate post World War I era was Henry Seidel Canby. Canby’s literary output and 
reputation is formidable, and two of his books paint a vivid portrait of the city for the 
times. One book is non-fiction, and the other is his only novel.  
 Canby’s non-fiction book, The Age of Confidence (Farrar & Rinehart, Inc., New 
York, 1934), depicts Wilmington at the turn of the 20th century, broken down into a 
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number of topics from the ordinary to the more cultured like art, religion and literature. 
Regarding literary tastes, readers in Wilmington of that era generally gravitated more to 
Walter Scott than Edgar Allan Poe. Canby’s only novel, Our House (The MacMillan 
Company, New York, 1919), is set in a city called Millington, a fictional rendering of 
Wilmington, and is about a young man who is stifled by the city’s overwhelming 
commercial milieu and, at best, nearly devoid of any cultural aspirations. However the 
city proves to be a living, breathing element of Canby’s novel. A review from The New 
York Times on July 27, 1919 said this: 
 "An interesting, delightful novel, written with that apparent spontaneity that is 
one of the basic essentials of good fiction, intimate and varied and unafraid in its 
knowledge of human nature and with its local coloring so rich and so graphically 
portrayed that when we have finished the story we know the town and its people as if 
we had lived there." 
 The 1920s was the heyday of literature from Wilmington helped along by the 
Modernist movement and by the short residency of F. Scott and Zelda Fitzgerald in the 
late 1920s. 
 Regarding a glancing blow to the Modernist movement is the true story about 
Upton Sinclair, author of The Jungle (Doubleday, Jabbar & Company, New York, 1906) 
about the harsh conditions in Chicago’s stockyards at the turn of the 20th century. While 
living the “free love lifestyle” in nearby Arden, Sinclair had invited the “tramp poet” 
Harry Kemp to stay with him and his wife Meta. As it turned out Kemp ran away with 
Meta Sinclair to the Modernist scene in New York City, populated by the likes of Eugene 
O’Neill, Louise Bryant, and John Reed, as well as the literary journal Masses. The entire 
incident is portrayed in Kemp’s 1922 roman à clef Tramping on Life (Boni & Liveright, 
New York). 
 It was John Biggs, Jr. who had invited his old Princeton roommate F. Scott 
Fitzgerald to Wilmington to dry out and write in the calming confines of Wilmington. 
However, Scotty and Zelda partied on, inviting various literary luminaries to visit. 
Biggs, who gave up a promising literary career for one in law, also wrote novels placed 
partly or entirely in Wilmington. One was Seven Days Whipping (Charles Scribner, New 
York, 1928), which was about a Wilmington judge’s confused encounter with a local 
Native American youngster whose family lived on the outskirts of Wilmington in what 
is now Banning Park. A second novel Demigods (Charles Scribner, New York, 1926) is a 
minor masterpiece, a hallucinatory tragic-comic tour de force about a nearly delusional 
fanatic. T.S. Stribling, writing for the New York Herald Tribune's May 9th 1926 issue put it 
his way: 
 "Demigods is a novel done futuristically; a novel of perplexing planes and levels, 
of clashing colors, and it is only by reading the whole and then looking at the ensemble 
through half-shut eyes that the great, yawping Rabelaisian figure springs out of the 
confusion; and that is one John Gault, brought up as a Dunkard, cast off as a pagan and 
finishing up as an obese vulgarian touched with religious mania." 
 Much of Demigods takes place in Wilmington. Biggs wrote a third, unpublished 
novel, The Darkness of a Star, which reportedly takes place in Shellpot Park, an 
amusement park just north of Wilmington. 
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 John Biggs’ sister Mary Biggs wrote the literary masterpiece of the era of the 
1920s. Her novel Lily-Iron (Robert M. McBride  & Company, New York, 1927) is a 
terrestrial paraphrase of Herman Melville’s Moby-Dick. A review of Lily-Iron can be 
found in Dreamstreets #54. Unfortunately Mary Biggs’ life and promising career was cut 
short when she died after giving birth to her only child. 
 Two of the most telling and poignant novels set in Wilmington and environs are 
by Christopher Ward. Ward was probably the most successful author of the period. He 
wrote parodies of American fiction in Triumph of the Nut (Henry Holt & Company, New 
York, 1923) and Twisted Tales (Henry Holt & Company, 1924). He also wrote local 
history, The Delaware Continentals (Delaware Historical Society, Wilmington, 1941), and 
adventures with his Jonathan Drew series of novels. One of his two Wilmington novels, 
One Little Man (Harper & Brothers, New York, 1926) tells the story of Paul Herbert 
Fricke, a naïf who yearns to discover romance sheathed in fine art and music, but can 
find nothing more in the city than poseurs, hacks, barely successful artisans and an 
opportunistic floozy he takes for his muse. In Starling (Harper & Brothers, New York, 
1927), Ward’s other Wilmington novel, we find a young Wilmington woman who 
returns home after her father and only surviving family member had died. Soon after 
she marries a man from a local rich family believing her life will become a life of 
enchantment. However, she finds the family she’d married into not only condescends to 
her but is just as banal, uncultured, and at times as cruel as anyone else. Worse yet, there 
is no escape. She becomes a starling in a gilded cage, trapped for the remainder of her 
life. 
 Even in local author Katharine Virden’s crime novel from 1930, The Thing in the 
Night (Doubleday, Doran & Company, New York), is a murder mystery superimposed 
onto Wilmington’s fashionable Delaware Avenue neighborhood, which together with 
the way the city’s law enforcement agencies conduct themselves, gives the reader a 
flavor of the times. 
 With the onset of the Great Depression, publishing opportunities for Wilmington 
authors diminished. F. Scott Fitzgerald was long gone, ultimately to head for 
Hollywood. Christopher Ward could no longer sell his fiction. John Biggs concentrated 
on his law career, later becoming a Federal judge at the appellate level. Only Charles 
Wertenbaker, who grew up in Wilmington, published a novel in the 1930s, To My Father 
(Farrar & Rinehart, New York, 1936). 
 Wertenbaker had published two novels in the 1920s, Boojum (Boni & Liveright, 
New York, 1928) and Peter the Drunk (Boni & Liveright, New York, 1929), which invited 
comparisons to Hemingway by critics. It was in his roman à clef To My Father that he 
wrote honestly about his life in Wilmington with many of the same observations about 
the city as had Canby, Ward, and Biggs, but more pointed as in this quote where he 
named names: “The DuPonts had given Delaware schools and roads, but to 
Wilmington’s virtues they added nothing. To its vices their presence had added two: 
sycophancy and stealth. By means of them you rose in Wilmington, but you never rose 
above mediocrity.” The sentiment is eerily similar to that rich family depicted in 
Christopher Ward’s Starling. 
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 Wertenbaker wasn’t finished. In his 1950 novel The Barons (Random House, New 
York), in a barely disguised portrayal, he delves into the story of three cousins who save 
a major American company amid scandal and familial infighting. 
 The Great Depression and World War II sapped much of Wilmington’s creative 
literary energy. Local writers for the Delaware Writers’ Project of the Works Progress 
Administration (WPA) during the late 1930s worked in virtual anonymity. After the War 
Delaware’s most prolific novelist from the 20th century, Anne Parrish, gave the city a 
mention in her 1948 novel A Clouded Star (Harper & Row, New York) about Harriet 
Tubman and her brief encounter with Abolitionists in Wilmington. Other than that, 
Wilmington’s literary aspirations simmered just beneath the surface through the 1950s 
and early 1960s. 
 So what is Wilmington today, aside from a city that is mostly defined by its 
current predicaments? Sure there is some vague notion that once F. Scott and Zelda 
Fitzgerald lived nearby. Some may even know about those stories surrounding them 
while they lived here. But is that enough? 
 Who we are is who we’ve been, whether we’re aware of it or not, or whether we 
like it or not. The stories we have told, written down by our local authors and 
disseminated through publication, are that part of our history about how we lived our 
lives, how our lives were influenced and shaped by events and by their consequences, 
by individual personalities and activities of prominent persons. The city of Wilmington 
is really larger than its current predicaments. Its streets and parks, its building and 
bridges are part of these stories, stories that result from a well spring of creativity from 
Wilmington’s visual and literary artists. They are the stories that accompany 
Wilmington’s somewhat fragmented history, yet they serve to cement those fragments 
together and provide us with some sort of vision of ourselves and the place where we 
live and work.     
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Stephen Scott Whitaker 

PLAY DRESS UP 

Times too as a child I’d find  
myself knobbing and wandering 

among the wood and brass 
of my parent’s bedroom. 

A forest of locket, bracelet, earring, 
a rich lather for the nose, 

rounds of shaving foam and the red rose blush 
that was womanhood rising up 

from a pile of scarves on a dresser. 
What is it about an earring 

sliding in a dish 
that becomes the child? 

A magpie heart 
among the wiser. 

Children don a mask and a prop 
and set their stories up. 

They take turns falling down and getting back up, 
the sword and sash before them. 

And now everyone is hang-dog serious about it all, 
playing bankers, wives, teachers, and stuff. 
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SONG FOR WILD THEY IN WILD PLACES. 
 
A call, a call,  
(short a)  
(short a) 
 
Speak for the high boss 
and make excuses no more. 
 
A body is blissful whistles  
of blue jays who stayed late,  
empty spaces between  
peach boughs, a spring  
boat ramp blossoming  
with green fowl, marsh  
sprouts.  
 
A call, a call, I am  
free, I am free. 

 
Wild beard tanglehome for honeysuckle and bluebells, 
simple pasture flowers,  
meter of apron and butter, 
clover and deer, fastened 
To hair wild and curling. 
Uplifted feet on the bottom  
bar of a fence, the irrigation dragons 
stretching to the far pines at the edge  
of the field. 
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In my song, the barmaid turns out  
to be the wise old catfish 
unwavering at the river bottom,  
whiskers growing back like memory. 
The dog curls up like a cursive e 
and falls to sleep. 
 
Does the roof whistle? does the field dust blow? 
 
Ah, Ah, Ah. 
(stanza break) 
Bodies can be anywhere, so can spoons 
and bowls, and cups, find them 
at work, in bags, in bed 
the seam of the earth opens up.  
 
Alone, alone, alone 
 
short a, short a 
I am free, I am free. 
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FOR A SMALL HAPPY LIFE 
 
Under treepollen green we held hands. Simple as a shooting star.  
Ah, ay. Ah, ay. A mild breeze calls and calls, and calls. 
 
Simple as cloverpoem, a purple crown after snowmelt fog,  
a hot day following a cold snap. Tech ages have given me time to 
time  
 
and waste. Our house cats mansion and lounge, such is country life. 
So many tools, so much food. What better breath than poetry?  
 
Domesticlike slithered Saturday, hot belly, back rolling against a 
rock,  
such is summer sleeptime.  Our lazy love is worth the citypack  
 
and better than running my mouth all day for the love of me, me, me.  
For love of the little, and small. For the love of you, indeed.  
 
Roiling heat batters the windows of the spleen painted city.  
My small town castle, my fat afternoons.  For love of reading and 
words  
 
is the country of our great measure, our happy tables. 
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Sara Hutchinson 

The Death of My Neighbor's Magnolia 

A warm and sunny Wednesday in November 
The last day for the tree, which bravely stood 
Remembering its past, if trees remember. 
Against the blue sky, gold/green leaves, black wood. 
The screaming chain saw echoed through the town, 
As top to bottom branches hit the street. 
It took two days before the tree was down. 
Two days before destruction was complete. 
The severed segments of the tree lay dead. 
The massive creature's life untimely done. 
"This was a healthy tree", the workmen said. 
More years remained to stand against the sun. 
My saddened neighbor, watching, stood aghast 
Remembering, like her tree, the years gone past. 
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The following is another excerpted “Moment” from my work in progress, “For the Children of the 
Lotus.”  This one is from my book’s gnostic story-line of the life of Jesus of Nazareth, herein 
named Yeshua.  This scene is my take on what happened in the Biblical Garden of Gethsemane on 
the eve of the Crucifixion.  It parallels Gospel scripture except for one radical, critical departure: 
in my version Jesus survives and escapes.  I do not claim my version to be anything more than 
fiction.  I do claim that it is no less fictional than the Gospel version it parallels, even in which 
account no one knows for a fact who Judas kissed that dark night, except Judas and the man he 
kissed.  The rest of us may only choose to believe what we will.  Yes, the Judas in my story is that 
same Iscariot of scriptural infamy.  In my version, however, his betrayal is not of Jesus, but of the 
Temple Priests; he is playing what we today call the double agent.  Again, the state of the art of 
scholarship on the historicity, or lack of any, makes this take no more or less likely than the 
orthodox on Judas.  From the prospect of a writer, however, my premise opens a whole new 
universe on what the personal relationship may have been between Jesus and his most pivotal 
disciple. 
 

MOMENT 56 (Yeshua) 
THE PASSOVER PASSION AND ESCAPE 

Douglas Morea  
	 “Decide! 
 “Decide, man.  Decide now.”  And listening, Yeshua thinks: Oh, so it’s come to 
“man,” and not “Master” or “Teacher,” now.  He gazes deeply into Judas’ waiting eyes.  
They are calm, almost serene, as is the voice that has spoken.  Worst, it rings hauntingly, 
as nearly so as what he would have heard from his beloved—and murdered—cousin 
John.  That same softness of resolute voice that was to Yeshua’s ears the command of a 
superior, a natural born leader.  “So be it, Judas: Let the innocent man die in my place, 
that I and our ministry be saved.  I... I just never… killed anyone before.”  “Your naivete, 
Yeshua, as all things from you, is an inspiration to us all.  Again you provide the 
moment its answer.  Now we can move.”   
 “I have the whole escape plan mapped out,” Judas continues, as if Yeshua’s 
hard-won permission were but a ceremonial given.  Released into action, Judas turns 
rabid with method.  “I’ll tell you the most painful news first: Not only your mother, but 
your brothers and sisters—excluding James—can’t know, at least for years, that you 
survived.  They must bear the anguish of your death so that their grief will be 
convincing to the authorities, at least until your trail, or the blood-lust, grows cold.  We 
all know your mother literally can’t keep a secret to save her, or your, life.  Her eyes are 
a hopeless open scroll.”  “But,” Yeshua intercedes, “But what of the man…”  “Who’s 
taking the fall for you?  Let your conscience count its blessings, Yeshua.  I know for a 
fact he’s an assassin who’s killed numerous innocent men, and a few womenfolk as well.  
And best of all…”  “Judas, Judas,” whimpers Yeshua, tearfully. “Yes?  Oh come now,” 
retorts Judas, ”We must grieve ourselves, in war as in peace, in the bending of our 
shoulders to burdens.  In our case now it is war, and we bend by stooping to a lesser evil 
so that we may stand erect in service to a greater good.  We may do this without 
hypocrisy, if we accept morally that no degree of good posture will undo the pain of a 
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broken back.  We must simply live with it.”  Yeshua smiles wanly, then: “You were 
saying best of all?”    

“Yes!  Best of all he bears your likeness remarkably, and once he’s worked over 
as a warm-up for execution, even your followers wouldn’t know him from you. Roman 
guards can’t tell one thirty-something Judean man from another and won’t even try. 
After I kiss him in the garden, he’s you to the world, and you safely dead to it.  And no 
one will ever know he’s not you unless and until we choose to enlighten them.” 

“And Magda?  She is with child by me.”  “Of course Magda will know, and her 
separate party will rendezvous with us for certain, but not too soon I’m afraid, after our 
own escape.  Within days of now, the ‘grieving’ Magda will visit your tomb and 
‘discover’ it opened and your body missing, and start shrieking hysterically about 
angels heralding your resurrection.  I mean, ha!  Like all heavens will break loose.  You 
really know how to pick ‘em, Yeshua.  That girl could lie the ass off a flint mountain—
whatever that means, it sounds good.  No offense intended, really.  I think it’s asinine 
how Peter and half the others are down on her.  Such tiny minds.  Can’t they see she’s 
the keystone of our bridge out of this mess?”  “She’s the keystone to more bridges than 
that,” Yeshua huffs testily, “Her capacity to lie stems directly from her clear power to 
know truth from falsehood.  The darkness in her serves at the pleasure of her light.”  To 
which Judas says nothing, knowing also when to shut up.  

“I am concerned over the hostility that others have toward Magda,” Yeshua 
continues, “Especially my mother.  The bad blood—why does my mother need that? 
How many times is she going to be shocked that her first-born grew up to grow into his 
own?”  “Well,” begins Judas, feeling invited again, “Magda does have a craziness about 
her.”  “We all have a craziness about us, Judas.  The Romans have noticed—haven’t 
you?”  “But Yeshua, she preaches to the crows on Golgotha, that eat the eyes out of the 
crucified.  That’s where our fall-guy is going, filling in for you!  Preaches to those crows? 
Isn’t that a bit ghastly?”  “Well,” shrugs Yeshua, “God made the crows too, and Magda’s 
willing to experiment.  After all, don’t our Priests already sanction the raising of doves 
from the egg for the express purpose of murdering them as sacrifices?  Does anyone ask 
the doves?  Magda talks to the crows because she is willing to have a conversation.  And 
speaking of conversations, is this why you forgot on purpose to tell her where our Seder 
was to be held, so she missed it?”  “No.  That was Peter who forgot on purpose.  He 
didn’t think she was respectable enough.”   “When, pray tell,” Yeshua fumes, “is that 
rock-head going to learn why our Society even exists?  Respectable is what neighbors 
say, redeemed is what heaven gives.”  “Magda will get over it, Yeshua.”  “Yes.  Magda 
will.  But on her behalf I will not.”  “You know, Yeshua, sometimes you scare me.” 
“Only sometimes, Judas?  Then you need work—clearly you’re not finished yet.”     

They walk on in silence, a breather.  It is getting late—quite dark already, even 
with the spring equinox just passed.  “Anyway, as to business,” Judas forges on, “After 
you die, Sweet Master Miracle Man, and come back to life, you will have to make 
carefully plotted guest appearances, for a few weeks—but staying clear of Magda and 
Mom, sorry—to convince our disheartened clandestine backers that their rebellion is not 
lost—even though it is.  Let me finish, I know how stupid this ploy, this whole 
cockamamie contraption of an excuse is, to go on believing in something, anything. 
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How could we know politics in Rome would happen to hiccup and crash right now, and 
its waves dash our backroom Imperial arrangement protecting us against the Temple 
Priests, just when the Rebellion was about to go legit and public with a better Provincial 
deal?  So here we are, back in the shadows, hiding our bare asses with impossible 
superstitions, because the fig trees are not in leaf yet.” 

“I understand and accept all of that,” sighs Yeshua, “But why does it always 
have to be a miracle? What impels thirsty people to bow down to a shiny cup before 
knowing the salve or acridness of its wine?”  “I don’t know,” says Judas, “Miracles are 
cheap to believe in, so the poor in spirit can afford them?  And when the Law sees the 
people buying miracles, the Law buys into them too, to score the marketplace.  It’s 
business.”  “But I hate having followers, Judas.  I hate the leader-follower business.  I 
like the learning business.   People who follow get led, while those who lead become 
followers led by temptation.  But people who learn get themselves, and the good 
company of other learners.  Miracles tempt me to be just a cup.  You can’t drink a cup, 
but only what is in it.   A cup may matter, but if too much, it forsakes its own wine to 
souring. Trust no law that will not trust you to do what’s right.  Good leaders lead 
themselves away from the paralysis of leadership, or become statues of stone.” 
“Yeshua, you have a reluctance in your head that puts Peter’s stones to shame.”   

“The garden is at hand now, Yeshua, so we must part company—but not ways. 
Tell me then, in parting, so we don’t lose our way: You say you don’t know why you 
want to help people, but you do it anyway, on faith.  What if you wanted to harm them, 
would you, still not knowing why, yet feeling good about it?  I’ve never known anyone 
else who could so trust his own ultimate self, and not fall off its edge.”  At this Yeshua 
grows downcast and still, then whispers: “The darkness of your truth squints my heart 
to its crushing.  It hurts me so to witness myself averting my own sight.  I have no 
answer.”  Silence, then Judas: “You?  No answer?  Then here’s a good one for your next 
hilltop sermon: ‘Blessed are the imperfect, for they cannot fail.’  See?”  “All I see,” retorts 
Yeshua, “is that you’re capable of the perfect conundrum, which means you can’t help 
yourself either.”  “Just for that,” snorts Judas, “I’m going to go save your life whether 
you like it or not, for sure.  Yeah, everybody’s going to abandon everybody for awhile 
now, with all the soldiers on the make.  But we’ll all come back, and your praises sung, 
another day.  With that, and our secret stash from rich sympathizers, plus the bribes I’m 
garnering for turning you in?  We cannot fail.”  

Nor do they fail.  Judas convincingly fingers the mark with a kiss, the Romans 
and Temple Priests buy it, literally, and all pay handsomely to the supposedly 
traitorous, greedy disciple, each conveniently not being told the other parties are paying 
as well for the same false information.  Judas harvests a manifoldly fatted golden calf 
that night, gleefully bragging to Yeshua that he’s scored thirty pieces of silver at least 
four times over.  “That amount, eh?—for forking over a prophet to the authorities—it 
even lines up with scripture,” smirks Yeshua, adding, “It’s also the going price for a 
standard-issue slave.  I never expected to be so rich, evil, and wedded to death.” 

Yeshua also proves to be a good, obedient Jewish boy, showing up dutifully at 
scheduled “unveilings”—of himself, alive in the flesh, to the ooo’s-and-ahhh’s of 
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selected eyes, then to be spirited off to the next, proclaiming to each that he will one day 
return home in royal glory.  Yeshua amazes himself at his shamelessness in explanatory 
palaver.  Passover is very over, and the current very real and scary political Angel of 
Death will pass over only those houses dark enough to render that Angel blind. 
Question: Why, Yeshua, did you choose to come to Jerusalem just then?  Answer: 
Because it’s a holy day and I’m a good Jew.  But why did you storm the Temple and 
throw an illegal tantrum when that would only get you killed?  Because my political 
cover fell through unexpectedly while I wasn’t looking.  It can happen to the best of us—
as you see.  But why will you return—what binds your commitment, that we should 
trust it?  Because our oppressors murdered my beloved cousin John for the crime of 
telling the truth, and served up his severed head as party entertainment.  So I got mad 
for keeps.  As far as my hot temper goes, he was my one and only beloved cousin, so it 
won’t happen again.  Can-do promise.  Upshot?  The campaign works, Yeshua passes 
muster.  Judas, off stage silently gapes, impressed. Then? Time to blow town, before too 
much popularity strikes. 

All the disciples but Judas remain behind, to tend their human flocks; only Peter, 
along with James, quietly keeping the fullness of the knowledge.  Judas of course has to 
leave, not only as Yeshua’s uniquely invaluable servant savant, but because well-planted 
rumor has it that he has been either stoned to death or hanged himself as a traitor, and 
therefore is as officially dead as Yeshua—except un-resurrected.  Magda is a special case, 
and a good one.  By way of Yeshua’s novel genius in politicizing—weaponizing—Love, 
as the vehicle for inclusion of all human souls in God’s Kingdom, women find 
themselves miraculously welcome.  And so Disciple Magda is there to shepherd them 
into the spooky wonders of equality.  To allay suspicion, she and her followers, not just 
women but many of their inspired menfolk and children too, will not require smuggling 
out, but expatriate openly, even casually, and leave in the following weeks, with very 
different declared destinations.  Only Magda and a few confidants have full knowledge 
that Yeshua physically lives, and in fact never died, and where they will settle.  But 
everyone committed to their journey know they will not return home soon, if ever. 
Almost all commercial seafarers are Greek in the Hellenistic East, and therefore once 
beyond sight of land, a stowaway’s only trial is linguistic: learning the pidgin, or 
“brothel” Greek spoken by the sailors.  It will become the first sacred language of the 
faithful.  

Casting	off,	Yeshua	speaks	in	reverie,	but	aloud	in	earshot	of	Judas:	“I	have	failed…	
How	will	my	people	remember	me?		If	they	believe	our	lie,	they	will	believe	that	cruelty	and	
death	are	my	way.		They	will	forget	all	the	other	and	better	days	of	my	life,	and	remember	
only	my—as	they	believe—last	and	worst.		Yet	if	they	do	not	buy	the	lie,	they	will	know	that	
I	 abandoned	 them.”	 	But	 Judas	draws	 closer,	 and	holds	him	 round	 the	 shoulder:	 “Yeshua,	
trust	your	people	as	they	have	trusted	you.		Regardless	of	how	all	this	grief	turns	out,	of	you	
they	will	remember,	above	all	else,	that	brutality	does	not	prepare	us	for	a	better	life,	only	
better	 living	does	 that.”	 	And	 so,	 as	 they	move	out	upon	 the	waters	of	 the	Mediterranean	
Sea,	 more	 water	 than	 Yeshua	 has	 ever	 before	 known,	 he	 does	 not	 look	 back,	 not	 only	
because	of	what	Judas	has	said,	but	also	because	he	can	honestly	not	imagine	he	will	never,	
as	he	promised,	return.					
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James E. Stockwell 

Hey, Gyp, Dig ... 
He looks around, my toxic friend, 
And then observes, “This is the end.” 

“What can this mean?” I want to ask 
Expecting no answer. It is my task 

To find the right or left inquire. 
To know this Gyp is my desire. 

So I begin - 
The world, it seems, 
Is sometimes joy, 
More often sadness. 
Hey, Gyp, 
Dig the madness. 

And I go on - 
The world, it seems, 
Is sometimes kind, 
More often kindless. 
Hey, Gyp, 
Dig the mindless. 

And yet again - 
The world, it seems, 
It sometimes soars, 
More often flightless. 
Hey, Gyp, 
Dig the sightless. 

And if I may - 
The world, it seems, 

ruled by its rulers. 
The king's His Highness, 
Queen's Her Lowness. 
Hey, Gyp, 
Dig the slowness. 
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Dad in the Morning 
You stand there, before the mirror, after rising, 
Your white boxer brief only half a hue 
Whiter than your legs -  
As like a statue as one could be and breathe. 
You brush your teeth – 28 natural, 2 gold caps; minty Colgate vapors remain. 
This is the hour of becoming. 
Dark, silken, mid-calf socks; starched white shirt –  
(You hope there are pancakes with whipped cream for breakfast.) 
Put on the glen plaid suit and silk tie with the puma on it –  
A puma poised to pounce –  
And emerges from the master suite, walking slowly, silken socks on hardwood floors 

requiring grace and caution. 
You remember to splash your face with the Caribbean bracer from the beige bottle with the 

gray plastic stopper. 
As cool as Tony Bennett at half the price. 
You are ready. 
You walk from Dad in the morning to leader at midday. 
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Francis Poole 
 
THE GRACKLE 
 
I was about to cross 
the wooden footbridge 
over the mill race 
when a large Grackle 
landed heavily at eye level 
on the branch of a nearby bush 
and pitched up and down 
like a diver on a spring board. 
 
I don’t know 
what a Grackle thinks, if anything, 
or if it knows how high 
humans can fly  
from just watching a bird 
but he lowered his purple head 
then leaned forward 
shoulders drawn in, tail up 
as if challenging me 
to leap with him  
into something really big 
and really cool 
like the whole sky. 
 
His yellow eye widened 
as he waited for me to rise 
from the ground. 
Then he gave me a look that said, 
You human fools know nothing 
of our magic, 
and vanished in an iridescent 
puff of smoke 
while I stood there frozen, inept 
and stoned as I was. 
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TRAIN TO DRADEG 
Standing at the back of the last coach 
on the train to Dradeg 
with its rickety rearward facing steps 
and loose handrail I grasp tightly 
to watch the monkeys 
on the scrap tin roofs 
who shriek and tug at their lipstick penises 
and show white Piranha teeth-- 
an effect both absurd and unsettling enough 
to send me back to my car 
and ruined roomette, 
the one with my suitcase 
filled with maps and hard-boiled eggs. 
There I sit by the window 
as the train slowly rolls through the forest 
and gaze at the tired stone statues 
squatting and straining 
to defecate in the rain 
while flocks of skeletal pilgrims 
wipe their tears away 
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FACE OFF 
 
Finally 
after a longer than usual 
bedside vigil 
no sign of a pulse 
which leads to 
a removal of various tubes 
and wires which held 
your body down 
keeping it from unceremoniously 
getting up 
and loose gown trailing 
making a dash for it. 
Soon a muscular black orderly 
with opalescent smile 
lowers your lids and 
pulls a shroud 
over your face. 
When you open your eyes 
in total luminescence 
for the first time 
you see the universe 
peel off its mask 
of billions of stars 
which you begin to count 
as they slowly go out 
one by one. 
This will probably take forever 
but should be just about all 
the time you’ll need. 
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Chapter Nine 
 
The Two Threes 
 
“What is God’s name?” Dalrymple took my breath away. “C’mon Minion, you know 
this one.” 
 I should. I sure have met enough demons in my travels. There were a lot of those. 
It was a matter of choosing. I picked the most obvious. 
 “Yahweh,” I blurted. 
 Dalrymple made a harsh electronic sounding noise through her nose, then with 
all fingers except pinky and thumb knuckled on her chin honked, “Wrong! 
 “That one,” she could’ve been smacking gum, “was closer to a description. The 
presumption was He had no name. Simply was.” 
 “I see,” I muttered. 
 “Take names that begin in ’el’, ”she continued, “E and L? like Michael, Samuel, 
Gabriel? El, the shining one. Get a bunch of ‘em and you got Elohim.” 
 I humphed in the affirmative. 
 “Descriptions,” Dalrymple continued. “No names. I mean, what’s in a name? It 
describes: carpenter, potter, porter, clark, whaler, smith, a lot of them. Or maybe a place, 
or the first thing your mother saw at the moment of your birth.” 
 “Or Minion,” I proffered. 
 “Don’t flatter yourself,” Dalrymple slapped back. “Why are you ‘Minion’ and I 
‘Dalrymple’?” 
 “You’re from Scotland,” it was not a question for me. She had that air about her, 
red and electric.  
 “Yeah,” she said, “where God’s name, or one of them, diminishes Him. The main 
name is still whispered even today in rural chapels and such. 
 “We’re the lucky ones,” she continued, “We’ve got John Galt and the Hostess. 
Let’s not forget there still is a developing world emerging from under a cloak of poison 
and catastrophe. Here it has no name. ‘I Am That I Am.’ For that to be, one has gotta be 
around all the time. I am. Simple as that. And what’s that?” 
 My turn. “Air,” was my quick response. 
 “ . . . and?” she retorted. 
 I was stuck. 
 “It’s all around you, and like the air you can’t really see it. It’s through and 
throughout you, and it emits a faint blue color.” 
  Yeah, that was her. Red and electric tinged blue at the crackling edges. 
 
 And yeah, I dug it here. Didn’t need the car. It seemed so long ago I had a car, 
and now I don’t miss it. I could now smell flowers. They smell like candy from long ago. 
I went to places people forgot about, or so I thought. Found that they were 
commemorated, but for different reasons than I expected. A respected garden enclosure 
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became known as the opulent home of a departed capitalist who couldn’t take it with 
him. 
 There are no burning trenches here. On rainy days the air is warm and on sunny 
days things glimmer. No one goes out when it snows. 
 I was heading down to a place I’d always hung out. The names always change. 
Once they sold cigarettes but those days are long past. Now it’s a cup of coffee, a sweet, 
and a buzz. That’s what it’s called. 
 After I was high I could see the auras. There were some who were rosy cheeked 
and had slim, barely there auras. Some had auras tinged with another color barely there. 
Some hummed electric and shared their blue with others. 
 The Woosh ran on time. Every few minutes and didn’t cost a thing. One day the 
slit in thin air’ll be wherever you need it. Take the train for kicks, for nostalgia, to smell 
the flowers that smell like ancient candy. 
 I sat for a while in the sunshine. Compared to all those other places I’d been, and 
I’d see it all, in this place everything fit in. I knew what I wanted and what was wanted 
from me. It was as if the whole place, the bench I sat on, the city around me, Sugar and 
Dalrymple, all of ‘em, they knew what I wanted, and that was reassuring at first, but 
after ridding myself of a sense of malfeasance, it seem only natural. 
 I had begun to hear those stories not only from Dalrymple, but from people at 
the studio, where I was in the writing stage with the latest episode of The Lone Ranger. 
Some around me may not be human flesh and blood, and more ether than gossamer. 
Names became frequent, among which was Vita Cosmos. Somewhat like Dahbud, who 
maintains John Galt away in the mountains out of sight, Vita hides in the clouds from 
where the Hostess serves. 
 Yeah, the ether and ectoplasm, and an impartial governator operated by ghosts. 
What a place! The people even glow. 
 I’d been there, where people mole around in the dirt to find stuff to burn to run 
machines that make a few people wealthy while leaving enough to keep the masses 
warm and docile. I’d seen it get down and dirty driving people away from one another. 
Can’t see auras that way and realize we’re all electrical beings. 
 “Connected electrical beings,” I said under my breath, and being free is what I 
didn’t say. 
 I had to chuckle. Who were these jokers who had all these degree and orders and 
paraphernalia from old patrons, all so they could speak for God? Who in the hell do they 
think they are? No one speaks for electricity, and don’t need to. It simply is. 
 Just got to get with Vita Cosmos from long ago. Get with it and it’ll get with you. 
It’ll provide because it provides everything. Just got to shape it, give it a little meaning, 
and a good reason. 
 I sit in this garden of paving blocks and bricks. The old library is there, stately 
aging and frail and still operating. It tells all the stories. The trees are filled with fragrant 
reverential flowering. 
 I’d been through enough. The obvious had always been in front of me. I just had 
to see too much of it before getting here to really see. Whether it’s Rome, or Egypt, or 
Mexico and the Yucatan; or whether it’s the plains of Cydonia on Mars, and countless 



41	

other places, after three thousand years of a dark age, we never knew what was around 
us, that we’ve been living in the debris field of mass amnesia. 

We’ve filled up two thousand years of time with junk made from a septic, feral 
layer of buried earth, after hundreds of years of riding around on the backs of beasts and 
thinking the unthinkable about the stars. 

In the old days, so I’d heard from talk around the studio, when it was called A.I. 
–– artificial intelligence –– a lot of people were scared of it, but there were some
courageous souls, like Dahbud and Vita Cosmos who thumbed their noses at fear. I
think the reason was that they realized that A.I. would be a useful tool for social
progress instead of a means to accelerate the social exploitation.

“Thank Gawd for a tree in the arid mountains,” I heard an operator at the station 
say, “You know it’s got some deep roots to get to water.” 

A pun I thought. He could’ve meant routes as well as roots. I kind of surprised 
myself at my conclusion. I had to laugh. Did he really know who, or what, to thank? 
Even here not everyone’s hep. 

If you could get to it, it could get to you. Just got to work out the densities. Just 
knock –– or better yet –– Presto. It’s just a matter of networking through a slit in thin air. 
It’s in the greatest depths and the highest heights because, through out, simply it is. 

As I turned to get onto the Woosh I put the next episode of The Lone Ranger into 
my thoughts. Marshall Bass Reeves adopts a disguise. He’s gotten wind of a deal about 
to go down at the Freeman Plantation near Texas’ border with Louisiana. The deal 
involved a black slave dealer named Ezra Cain who was about to sell 150 slaves to Frank 
Durst, who was acting on behalf of the Freeman Plantation in nearby Marion County. 
His uncle John Durst had, for years, held financial control of the town of Mount Sterling 
in nearby Nacogdoches County. Thanks to his large amount of wealth, the sheriff, the 
town council, the local school, and even the Methodist minister were in his vest pocket. 
Several local merchants and the town’s two largest saloons owed Durst money. 

Cain was supposed to meet Frank Durst to supply him with 150 new slaves 
bought at a bulk discount from a failing plantation in Mississippi and sell them at a 
respectable profit to Durst, who had planned to broker the deal for his uncle and the 
Freeman Plantation. 

Reeves got wind of the deal, and the whereabouts of Cain. The first thing he’ll do 
is arrest Cain on an outstanding warrant accusing Cain of perpetrating a flim flam 
scheme in New Orleans. Then Reeves confiscates the paperwork regarding the deal and 
absorbs as much information about Cain as he can through interrogation. After that he 
assumes Cain’s identity as a disguise and heads to Mount Sterling. Once there he seeks 
out Frank Durst, sells him the slaves and accepts 50% of the total cash transaction as 
down payment, which comes to $5,300. 

Said slaves not being delivered to either Frank Durst of the Freeman Plantation, 
the Dursts are sued for breach of contract, which sends Frank and John Durst into 
destitution. When the town folk of Mount Sterling realize the Dursts could no longer 
grease the wheels they begin to cut their losses. Frank Durst gets arrested as a vagrant 
after the sheriff and his cronies are voted out of office and electing Mr. Clean in the 
white hat. The crooked Methodist minister is tarred and feathered and driven out of 
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town, and the merchant of general store and proprietors of the two largest saloons are 
relieved of their debts. The town’s nemesis had been negated. No one knew to thank 
Bass Reeves, who turns the $5,300 over to the national treasury in Washington, D.C. 

–– Steven Leech

Chapter Ten 
Aunt Bea 

Long story short, now the USA and Texas have a mutual interest in keeping the 
continent spinning like a plate on a pole. 

After Afua Chele and I clicked mobile phones four years ago to seal the deal on 
sharing carbon filtering technology, toxic memes proliferated in both the Texas Host and 
the Hostess with the Mostest. On the snowflake side, the citizens immediately 
recognized the glitch, laughing with each other over cousin Melanie's theft of uncle 
Ayo's faux fur parka, when she could just as easily have prestoed one from the Hostess 
with the Mostest. Or maybe the snowflakes lacked that Texan sense of honor that 
would have had them flinging down gauntlets like cowpies over cyber japes and gibes. 

Texans being Texans, challenges to a duel had overwhelmed the Texas Ranger 
registry, and at any rate, the sentiment rose that something had to be done to eliminate 
the annoyance to the USA and absolute mayhem in Texas, especially after Percival Prine 
had got himself elevated to President of the Lone Star Republic. 

 Prine was an Austin entertainer going back before the secession and a cross 
between Don Rickles and the Signifyin' Monkey. He specialized in insulting dignitaries 
with a kind of irony marker that you could only pick up if you had been nourished on it 
in your Texas mother's milk, the way the barons of the Ranch and Oil Senate had been 
when he performed at their lodge. It required the delicacy of a snake handler. When Gus 
Zibilsky responded to Amiel Crockett's sudden superiority in horseshoes with "Sneaky 
as an Injun," thinking he was delicately referencing Crockett's ancestor's Indian-loving 
ways, he missed the mark with a thud. Prine might have said something like "Not bad 
for a cowpoke used to flippin' (or floppin') a horseshoe-like a tomahawk," or "Cunning 
as a Comanche"—I'm not sure, given my lack of delicacy. 

 Prine had become such a mainstay of contemporary Texas culture that the Texas 
Host would pass on his mots mals along with "Eyes of Texas" and other Lone Star  
standards. Once the Texas Host began disseminating toxic memes, however, the Host 
had a way of converting Prine's jocular gibes into malignant malice. 

 Anyway, ranchers and oilmen—or rather cowpunks and greasers, or 
straphangers and dipsticks, or horse humpers and unguent wankers—you get the 
idea—began hiring Percival Prine to cobble one-up insults in an escalating spiral of 
imprecation. Prine did not have to do anything. All he had to do was thumb "rancher" or 
"oilman" into his mobile, and the Texas Host would take care of the rest, translating 
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every tweet into some artful aspersion that left the Senate convulsed in guffaws, catcalls, 
and harumphs of indignation. Committee chairs switched like musical chairs as fast as 
they were selected, and old alliances crumbled like cookies until the only one left 
standing in the debris of crushed egos was Prine himself, elected Senate President Pro-
Tempore of the upper chamber and second most powerful man in Texas. Having been 
called the Lone Star State's Loneliest Loser (the Host's translation of "Lone Star 
President"), what could the most powerful man, President Sam Houston O'Reilly, do but 
challenge Prine to a duel.  

 The Code Duello was given perfunctory service in the back of the Senate Lodge 
outside Austin, where Prine, the man challenged, insisted on meeting in the shade of the 
pecan trees there. Prine's second, his young wife Priscilla, stood in her saffron sundress, 
a garland of chiffon yellow roses giving her ample décolletage a golden glow. She held a 
14-carat golden gun case, lined in chinchilla with two .45 caliber revolvers nested inside,
and offered the first choice to her husband. Prine paused momentarily to admire the
twin globes he had just that morning been suckling while clad in cozy pink diapers,
drew out the pistol, poked the cylinder release latch, shook loose the cylinder, slipped in
an exploding round he had been palming, snapped it shut, pointed the barrel promptly
in Sam Houston O'Reilly's face, and, not to put too fine a point on it, blew his head off,
flecks of O'Reilly brains freckling Priscilla's bosom like gruesome warts.

 There was a short interregnum of admiration for Prine, settling things the way 
Junction's old Sheriff Hodges did a hundred years before, but there were no town 
fathers to retire the President as they did the Sheriff in 1913, when the bodies started to 
pile up, the dueling now escalating more or less without Code Duello ceremony. 

 Meanwhile, in the Lone Star Republic's barrios and African enclaves, the darker 
denizens had begun fooling around with the Hostess with the Mostest, the only app to 
supersede the cacophony of corn-pone music and toxic memes. The first to break the ice, 
so the lore informs me, was Richard DuBois, a colored funeral director nursing a lime 
gimlet at Jimmy's Joint, a members-only establishment patronized especially by Prince 
Hall Freemasons. "I'd sure like to hear some Betty Roché" sighed DuBois, searching his 
mobile for info about that pre-secession chanteuse, when his finger accidentally 
activated the Hostess with the Mostest app.  

His phone began prompting him in a flashing Palatine font: Say PRESTO . . . Say 
PRESTO . . . , so he did and—Presto! A Hammond organ intro brought on that hesitant, 
deep, and plaintive voice crooning "When I Fall in Love."  

"Damn! How about a dozen eggs and a bag of rice. Presto!" 

 Some among tens of millions of African, Spanish, Native and whatnot Texans 
indulged in a bit of binge shopping so to speak, but before long their creative and 
entrepreneurial spirits began to flourish, and folks started to build social and material 
capital, dumping their sucker jobs for those that combined work with play—no more 
than 20-hours of necessary work—and laying maglev corridors with orgone charged 
blue-green rails purchased special by Taggart Railroad Company. All this productive 
activity began to make the Shenanigans among those white folks pretty irrelevant unless 



	 44	

you wanted to watch it on your flat screen like an episode of Cops, only this time it was 
cowboys staggering around in front of their ranch houses drunk and cussing without 
their T-shirts.  

 As the mayhem on one side and affluence on the other took root, I decided to lift 
my mobile—half in desperation and half on a lark—and murmured, "Hostess with the 
Mostest, Aunt Bea. Presto. . .  

 Bea had been dead twenty years, but she represented the heart of Texas family 
to me, someone for whom all you had to do is walk into her kitchen, and you felt bathed 
in the love of seven mitochondrial generations. 

 "What's wrong, Darling?" said Aunt Bea, sitting on the sofa, the lissome smoke 
of her cigarette ascending from her fingers.   

 I knew she was not a ghost, even though she was glowing ever so slightly and 
was ever so slightly transparent. This was the Hostess, gleaning big data from every 
loving trace Bea had left in the family's heart and archive, but it was not soulless 
photons and forcefields, either. No. 

 This living apparition reminded me of Bea's last moments, cycles of fever and 
chills among hospital drips and beeps, until the last and immutable stillness of death, 
the emptiness of it, the Medieval morbidity of dull eyes half shut, skin sallow, her dis-
animated jaw slack, the membrane between quick and dead breached, between desires 
cathecting one dendrite to the next and oblivion, between biomolecular networks 
dreaming self-consciousness and, in the same quantum probability of flesh, nothing.  

 And now, something, something between an evocation and a presence, with 
borrowed spirit perhaps, but all the same someone I needed was here. Oddly, I did not 
have the urge to leap up and embrace her. This was not a resurrection, not exactly. 

 "I can see your mind working, Darlin'," began Aunt Bea, "but I know I am she as 
well you know you are you." She flipped the ashes from her cigarette, which dissolved 
as they fell as through a viscous fluid. "Have a drink." 

 A heavy glass snifter, full with the warm umber of rum, sat on the walnut table 
by my leather chair, flickering with distorted flames from the fireplace nearby. One sip 
took me to Cuban cane fields, oozing guarapo, sticky molasses, and a sweetness gently 
preserved in the distilled spirits left 20 years in oak and purified by charcoal. Instantly, it 
saturated my tongue and filtered into my brain like a warm tropical tide.  

 Bea pulled a long drag from her cigarette, which sizzled like one of those glow 
worm fireworks, and blew out a long cone of white smoke, which quickly evanesced, 
like steam in air. "Say PRESTO," said Bea, and so I did and—"Presto!" A Hammond 
organ intro brought on that hesitant, deep, and plaintive voice crooning "When I Fall in 
Love." 

 All restraints untethered, I began in medias res. "I don't know what to do. Joanie's 
running what's left of Disability, and thanks to the Hostess, things are getting better, but 
that's worse because now she's got the resources, she's on fire. And I'm left by myself 
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while everybody in Texas is offended and reaching for iron. Something of value's about 
to go up in gunsmoke." 

 Aunt Bea raised her hand peremptorily to listen to Roché's lyrics— 

In a restless world like this is 
Love is ended before it's begun 
And too many moonlight kisses 
Seem to cool in the warmth of the sun 

"Darlin', all our friends need now is consolation." Aunt Bea pulled another long 
drag from her glow-worm, which brightened to magnesium intensity, nearly blinding 
me. And then all that was left was a seared retinal luminosity, and Bea was gone.   

 Consolation? What did that mean? Pity, because they are about to lose 
everything? A consolation prize?  

 Consolation came from the unlikeliest source: a black and white TV show from 
the USA, brand-new though made with vintage equipment, about a 1880s Deputy U. S. 
Marshall by the name of Bass Reeves, black-complexioned, once a slave, and otherwise 
known, so it is claimed, as the Lone Ranger. From ranches to barrios, from luxury suites 
to Jimmy's Joint's flat screen, Texans returned "to those thrilling days of yesteryear," 
announced in the immortal inflections of Fred Foy. Just as all those hillbillies had gaped 
askance at Charley Pride's ebon physiognomy until he seized their hearts with his 
authentic country twang, so Bass Reeves was  embraced by the Lone Star Republic's 
pale-faced gentry when he plugged them five bank-robbers he stumbled upon while 
trying to change some Yankee bank-notes for Confederate bills to buy himself some 
whiskey at the local bar, where they only took nostalgia in trade. One of the consumer 
luxuries the newly-affluent African Texans took up was Mexican Vaquero Boots, 
otherwise known as cowboy, or western, boots.  

 Smart ranchers and oil men hankering to one-up their neighbors in an 
increasingly lethal competition knew to find the finest-tooled, craftiest-colored, and 
longest-toed boots down where the Tejanos and Africans were building their voudon 
utopia. Not only that, soon Texans of all genders and complexions began wearing ever 
more elaborate charro outfits—hip stripes and side-saddle skirts—though the whites 
tended to keep their Stetsons and braided ten-galónes, while the rest leaned toward 
embroidered sombreros, though there were exceptions on all sides.  

 Business bourgeoned in the truce-territory of cultural transmission, a sort of 
Columbian Exchange, but without the middle passage. Such commerce—supplemented 
by the bounty of the Hostess—began to replace that lost due to dwindling oil markets. 
Most citizens of color were quite happy with market capitalism, but they learned how to 
supply everybody the necessaries, including universal medical care, with the aid of 
Presto, and this freed up entrepreneurship even more. Competition feels great when it's 
not competition for the last crumb, but for heights of personal fulfillment. The right 
balance of identity and Lone Star commonality began to take shape, but those who had 
not made the transition were still embroiled in Percival Prine's Meme Wars. 
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Still, the Texas Rangers noted how police in the areas where the Hostess with the 
Mostest was the most popular seemed to have a near zero level of violence in their  
communities as poverty was rapidly wiped out and happiness expeditiously elevated. 
And now that white folks, even the upper crust, had taken up drive-bys, they plead 
for various constabularies of color to meet them in Austin for a big confab. They 
even invited some marshals from the USA to observe. What they observed was that the 
Texas Rangers were getting lax in Dress Requirement number 7 that “[t]he boot 
material and color shall be of a conservative and business approach.”  

It was not only Texas Rangers who were taking to the new style, but many who 
were members of the Oil and Ranch Senate took to showing off their finery in the 
legislative halls. Apparently, Percival Prine took note of this and felt rather left out of 
this trans-Texan merriment. As revealed by the recently divorced Priscilla, Prine was on 
his golden toilet constipated and getting rather sweaty in the nether regions, and he 
contrived to spoil it all with a mindless tweet. “Mexican Boots and Mariachi Pants,” he 
punched into the Texas Host app on his mobile. “Sad!” he added, with a fart (they say), 
and waited for the magic to do its thing. And it did, in spades. 

 "Losers wear wet-back codpieces to leg hall. Sad" "Boots of Spic-ish leather. Sad" 
"Ay-yi-yi-yi, rapists are coming to leg hall in drag. Sad." "Texas Rangers go native in 
Mexican costumes. Sad." 

About three-quarters of the Oil and Ranch Senate raced their pick-ups over to 
Texas Rangers headquarters on Route 183 full of unanimous indignation at one target. 
The veil had fallen from their eyes. 

The Rangers and all the other constables had read the memes and knew what the 
honor of Texas required. They deputized three Tejanos and Three Africans to suit up in 
SWAT gear to make the arrest, assigned twenty ranchers and oilmen as a posse comitatus, 
volunteered every last one of the Austin Texas Rangers as back up, and launched the 
mission. 

Meanwhile, Prine had been urged to favor the Senate with his great and 
unmatched wisdom to confront the invasion of the snowflake Shmoostess with the 
Moostest and the un-Texan cultural Marxism overflowing the barrios and ghettos of the 
Lone Star State. 

I was there when raucous cheers greeted Prine, who little understood how we 
were cheering his gullibility with acerbic irony. He took the podium and jutted out his 
chin, Mussolini-style, and then noticed with some trepidation that the hall was three-
quarters empty, and some sort of disturbance was rustling in the antechamber. The 
doors burst open, and there following a phalanx of Texas Rangers were a rambunctious 
super-majority of the Ranch and Oil Senate. Prine's chest was swelling with pride, when 
a heavy hand dropped on his shoulder. Still grinning, he turned so he could see who 
was delivering such intimate affection, and his grin collapsed on sight of the smiling 
pearly whites of the blackest berry of African Texan manhood he had ever seen, decked 
out in SWAT body armor. Another hand dropped on his other shoulder, a Mexican's, no 
less, with a big Aztec nose, and then more hands had his arms behind him, and in an 
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instant, he felt the plastic snips secure his wrists. He attempted to summon every mote 
of invective that had kept him in clover for decades, but nothing came to his mind but 
the notion that the jig was utterly up, and his legs turned to spaghetti beneath him. His 
bladder gave out, too, staining his crotch with a broad saddle of piss, a humiliation 
greeted with cheers, rebel yells, and Comanche ululations. 

As Prine was frog marched down the central aisle and out into the antechamber, 
he was blinded by Texas sunlight blazing through the big double doors in which the 
silhouette of a horned eagle appeared, with wings spread majestically. She was a 
shaman, approaching him with a tomahawk held high, the sunlight glinting along its 
razor-sharp edge. She grabbed him by his lengthy comb-over, and suddenly everyone 
became quiet as she seemed to contemplate whether she should do the deed old-school, 
or just crop it. 

Tears ran down Prine’s nose, mixed with free-flowing mucus, and hung in 
viscous drops from his lips, which fecklessly attempted to form an appeal. It turned out 
that his hair actually grew from a very small patch of scalp, the removal of which should 
not be fatal. The Shaman smirked as she made her decision, and with a swift and 
accurate stroke, sliced within a millimeter of his scalp Prine’s uncoiled horse-tail of hair 
with a war-whoop that thrilled every Texan in the hall to their bones.  

Prine fled Texas for refuge in the United Snowflakes of America, where he spent 
his days playing violent video games, or so a psychiatric counselor from Snowflakia 
informed my dear Dr. Joan. 

Long story short, I am now the President Pro-tempore of the Texas Ranch and 
Oil Senate, but that is no longer the second most powerful office in the Lone Star 
Republic, nor is the Senate itself much more than a toothless House of Lords, kept 
around for sentimental reasons under a new name. Still, I was sent to represent Texas 
somewhere in Greenland's arctic to sit with this south Asian coder named Anosh and 
figure out how to tame the Texas Host. Accompanying me were Gus Zilbiski, Amiel 
Crockett, and my comrade, grounder, and spouse, Dr. Joan.   

The solution was simple. The Hostess with the Mostest, now protected by the 
latest anti-viral software, would have to become the portal through which one accessed 
all the goodies archived with the Texas Host. Actually, she was already there, but was 
now able to be made primary across Texas with a simple command, of which I was 
apprised on the QT, pending some vetting by the Texas House of Deputies, approval by 
a Republic-wide referendum, and finally the ceremonial installation by what we now 
called the Bluebell Senate.  

The day of the big reset was finally upon us, and I had to make a speech. It went 
something like this: 

“Many of you know the story of how my great-great Grandaddy Frederick Louis 
Bannowsky fought in the March Revolution of 1848, escaped Prussia stowed away on a 
boat to Galveston in ’49, and soon owned land in the state that had only been part of the 
USA for three years before he got here.” 
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 There was a little grumbling, but I pushed on.  

“Now, in 1953, my daddy CJ Bannowsky was skippering the US Navy LST 
Menelaus in the Mediterranean about one hundred years after his great-granddaddy 
Frederick signed his naturalization papers—By the way, after the boilerplate about 
renouncing allegiance and fidelity to all princes and potentates, Frederick Louis 
Bannowsky added in his own hand ‘especially King Frederick William IV of Prussia!’—
Anyway, one of Daddy’s ports of call was Valencia, Spain, and the dignitaries there 
invited the then Commodore Bannowsky to tour a museum that contained old colonial 
maps. They were damn good maps, Daddy told me, and he began searching for one that 
looked like the terrain of our ranch. And there it was, in a 1690 map of the remotest 
reach of the Viceroyalty of New Spain: el Rio Viejo, snaking under the bluffs behind the 
home where Daddy was raised and where I live today. That’s our paradise, even though 
we’ve had to work, suffer, and fight for it ever since we arrived.” 

I got a couple whoops and some applause on that one, so I just paused and tried 
not to look too pleased with myself. 

“Our neighbors to the east, north, and west think they’ve built a paradise, 
themselves, and if it works for them, God bless 'em. There’s no avoiding doing business 
with them because, first, there’s an advantage to us, and, second, because we keep 
bumping into each other, anyway (random tittering). Now, they’ve developed some 
powerful algorithms and weird orgone technology, so they got most things running 
pretty smoothly, and they did not get particularly lazy, and that’s a good thing, because 
the amount of necessary labor is subject to the first law of existence, which is change; so, 
even though they seem to think they’ve got some sort of a perpetual motion heaven on 
earth going—funny thing—they still have to keep solving problems. (Hear, hear!—from 
one dude). 

“But the same thing applies to us. We have to do a reset from time to time, too. 
And our relations with the USA will probably need reset after reset till Dinah blows her 
horn. And that’s what you have authorized, and that’s what I am about to do.” 

I raised my mobile high in the air, pointed my finger toward the Hostess icon on 
the screen, drew my finger and mobile into proximity until my hand and mobile were 
bathed in a humming blue. "Hostess with the Mostest—" 

"That's ‘Shmoostess with the Moostest!’ ya goddamn snowflake," yelled some 
cowpoke. 

"Well, without dissent, there's no democracy," I snapped, as a wave of grumbling 
rose and dissipated. “Hostess with the Mostest, play ‘The Eyes of Texas Are Upon You.’ 
What do you say, pardners?" 

"PRESTO!" 

–– Phillip Bannowsky 
 



BEAT VISIONS AND THE COUNTERCULTURE

This exhibition explores the ideas of 
the Beat Generation and its
influence on 1960s counterculture
and beyond. Starting in the late 1940s 
and early 1950s, the Beat Movement
prized authenticity, spontaneity,
spirituality, and above all,
experience. Although not overtly
political, the Beats challenged 
social norms and consistantly
provoked authority, pushing
boundaries in both their lives
and their art. In their experimental
writings, artworks and other 
activities, the Beats sought to
transcent conformist society
and to attain what was frequently 
called a  “–– new consciousness”
–– a liberated sense of self - 
expression, spiritual insight and
interpersonal connection that would
form the basis of the youth culture of
the 1960s.
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This exhibition was organized byGuest Curator Stephen Petersen,Ph.D., in consultation with Special

Old College Gallery
September 3 – December 2019
February 11 – May 25, 2020
Gallery hours: noon – 6pm
Tuesday – Saturday

Drawn from the extensive holdings of Special Collections at the University of 
Delaware Library, Museum and Press, the exhibition features rare and one-of-
a-kind items ranging from handwritten notes to personal snapshots to a 
clipping from Allen Ginsberg’s beard. 
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Valdemar’s Corpse is the only nearly complete
story of Delaware’s literary legacy. It’s not a 

secret anymore. What we are today stems 
from what they said about us yesterday.



Coming from Shearson Books in July,
a new book of poetry from Joseph Massey

Recently published,
a revised and augmented new edition

of the critically acclaimed collection of poetry 
Illocality by Joseph Massey. Available from
Amazon.



More good reading from those who bring you DREAMSTREETS 

Readily Available from Amazon

 




