








Starling

Mats

by Dougias Merea

These aren't welcome mats.

Not in the regular figure. Out here
on the highway,

the hot hard way to everywhere,
innocent,

And get run over.

They are so small and tender,

they come out flat and smooth, when the trip is over.

The sun bakes down
asphalt and concrete hard;
shadows of bone and feather beneath

unreckoning

droves of sister and brother.
I've crossed the threshold

of thelir meadow's
meat of nostalgla.
0ld Archeopteryx, pressed

would've

between the first rocks,

been a proud poppa.
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Legends of Fanny May

by Boh Charlowich

5. Fanny May walked all the way out of the yellow count
all the way into the white metropolis.
Country of gold. City of chalk.

13. F.M. strolled the pale gray streets, a-year after y
not a soul of a soul could admit how it wanted

Dread souls. Lonely Fanny.

A Dblissed-out baby took Miss May back home at last,
and urged her full of dreams and chocolate cake.

Cocky baby. Creamy Fanny.

8G.

Bridge Out

summer .
Plump Fanny was transfigured and disappeared

while driving a Lotus on 6th Streetl;
As she turned all of 9th Street on with her glant ra
the Double Divinnies abducted her.

Bridge Ba

610. Now Fanny g

City of Love awaits her serene touchdown

Fade O

they dry and shimmer,

Come back down, Fanny, back down town to us...
Oh, land in our city of love, Fanny...
Play with us, 0 Stereo Girl...
Come, Fanny... Land, Fanny... Come, Fanny....

pressed flower, picnicked on the sandwich

Rue Baby

by Bab Chartowich

A

"Rue Bable": Street of Coins.
I stroll like a cold Saturn Avenue Breeze past your weird marble tigers

of delight
B

"ROOOG, BABEE!"

Neon toucans on the sick Tropical Dress Shoppe clamour for your shameful moons.
INTERLUDE

Six blocks below Flesh Boulevard,

In a dark, Georgian arroyo skillfully lined with Cadillacs and box cars,

My smooth, black-and~-white highway flows betweeen your Cherry Ripple billboards.

FINALE

Rue, baby, these terrazzo fountains of remorse.

Rouge Art Deco cityscapes dictate my steps far, far from your hopscotch neighborhoo

ryside,
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Lookin’ for a Job Blues®

by Jameelah

A Job Blu
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APOLOGY :

poem by Jameelah appeared

in the previous issue of

We aocidentally dropped a line in

that appearance, and we apologize To

Jameelah and the reader by printing

the ENTIRE poem this time.
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There ls a large and
community of people in ari-

virons who like to write down words and

draw pictures and

th are many who do not wish
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