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Literature on the Streets

Jacqueline Morrilis a second year MFA grad
student at Sarah Lawrence College and is
studying poetry in hopes of one day becoming a
creative writing college professor, and maybe even
a published author. Originally from Worcester
County, Massachusetts, she first started her journey in
writing only four years ago and gains inspiration from
everything, including the feeding habits of forest
animals, psychology, sexual fetishism and macabre acts
of history.

Jacob Wayne Bryneurrently resides in Logan,

Utah. An artist since age four, he has been using acrylics since
2004. In the near future he intends to branch out into
different mediums, including tattoo work as time goes
on. He is currently at Utah State University working

towards an Asian studies major and learning Chinese. In
his spare time he plays bass guitar in his band "Nadia
Pero" (www.nadiapero.coin He also has a solo music
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time with friends, and watch/study films. You can
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www.jacobbrynerart.corand on Facebook.

Editor, Darren M. Edwards
© new graffiti Publishing
www.newgraffitipublishing.com

Raw

to take with her. | wake, once, twice, three times to the same grayi

ready to bite, to rape.
Even on the brightest days, we are left, sitting ctegged in

descent. | am descending onto a platform of lungs breathing errati
asystolic hearts and body pieces that would never survive on their
necks disconnected, tongues flapping wildly like fish on hot pave

eyes bare of eyelids and our tonsils singing red.
The conscience knows when even an eighth is missing. Th
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dish now, the calloused skin is perfect for holding white bars and
venting sud skum.

This time last year | was younger. | was twetttsee, and
twentytwo, twentyone, twenty and every year before it. Even elev
with a fear too big for my body. Big enough to shake dust off book
teeth out of porcelain mouths. Eleven and wanting. Eleven and w

In the early, soumilk mornings, we pray together. Neither of

up. To beg or be forgiveless us Father, we know not hdw grant
mercy, to not sin, to sweep stories under rugs, to laugh genuinely,
more.

Instead, we make love: torsos and arms and mouths gnash
while our two legs, collectively, dangle. One for her right, the other

her every piece. This is no fetish. No psychological deviation beat
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forward, one step back from her, | avoid knives, sewing needles,
chicken shears.

A German once ate a boy in his bathtDbr Metzgermeister.
Fhe wastev buwcheroHensashard. It was intimate. Juana the Mad
sumed her dead lover. Famed military man, she devoured him incf
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| am descending. This is how it feels: a plateau of frozen blg
my nails screaming, stretching out to meet you. Between us, a pyr
of black sand opens its fourteen throats and answers: Because an
the language. Because love is the mouth. Because today, you are
and only the wise tongues wag ever so slightly off balance. Waver
we lean against each other.

The woman, the girl | love, leaves me at night and steals my

stumps, tangled in our sheets. | am paralyzed until she returns. Th
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the dark. The city of lights and big apples is not a friend. We are in

my left, equal in grace as Siamese twins, dancing to a cradle song|
| have this insatiable hunger. A cannibalistic urge to consume
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knowing how to kneel. Taught to either sit or stand, back straight, head
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