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To The Reader:  

 

The amount of support Control Lit has gotten since February is 

unbelievable!  Thank you so much for reading our first issue. The 

quality of submissions has been outstanding.  

 

Control has expanded greatly since its conception. We are now on 

Duotrope. We have also added new staff editors Anne, Raven, and 

Chaz to the team. 

 

Between issues, we have published some music reviews featuring 

Lana Del Rey, Ed Sheeran, David Gray, and the Felice Brothers. We 

hope you will give them a look.  Please let us know if there are other 

artists you would like to see reviewed.  

 

In this issue, we have included some photography to accompany 

the writing. 

 

The third issue of Control Lit will be released in October 2014. It will be 

the first to showcase artwork as well as writing and photography.  

 

Control Lit continuously strives to publish quality art and literature.  

We hope you enjoy this issue and again, thank you for taking the 

time to read it. 

 

Sincerely, 

Annabelle Edwards & Allison Friske, Co-Editors 
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Nervous in the Service 
Chris Campanioni 

 
 

Shades on to keep the shine out, 
mumbling whispers, shouts and bullet kisses,  

foreign tongues spit fast in the desert sun.  
Explosions bounce 
two feet left,  

five feet right,  
now in front,  

now in back,  

a tango in the sand, dancing 
between cacti with sirens blaring creating  

crescendo of thoughts and daring leaps from present 
to past and back again; a different world here, 
no place for boys with dreams, jump to the corner 

of 40th and Maine, dollar apple pies and ice cream 
sandwiches, stragglers on the corner pushing tin cans 

“I’m between careers.” 
 
Time slows, sound dulls to ear, 

barrel recoils splitting flesh from the seams,  
metal casings spraying, dust and hips  
swaying, saying  

softly, a thought forms on his lips— 
Nervous in the service 
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Self-Portrait as a Japanese Cartoon 
Cortney Charleston 

 

[scene] 
 

 
 

A pair, like common suit in odds, lay 

banked  
along the river. Industrial refuse of sorts. 

 
She crumbles in his ear like the lit tip  

of a cigarette with every puff,  

her very existence a type of smoke,  
a sign of fire that once burned. 

 
Her scent reminds him of the quiet factory  

across the water manufacturing false 

hope. 
 
 

 
All he keeps of his brother, 

departed for a dream, is a baseball bat  
he does not swing, hoping  

to be mistaken for his own man. 

But that red bat is obvious. 
 
 

 
A foreign woman sweeps into his town 

on a Vespa. Plays the electric guitar. 
Plugs it into his ennui, an obscure brand  

of amplifier. Punk rock becomes a hit  

with him. He never had a taste for it 
before. 

 
 
 

Dejected, the original girl  
finds a god to worship on the  

outskirts of town among 

a flock of soot-colored birds. 

[subtitle] 
 

I’m 12 years old.  
 
 

 
 
 
The horn on my head  
is beginning to grow in. 
 
 
 
What lies beyond my body folded  
into hers like clumsy origami,  
I do not know, but I expect  
some of these boys have been there, 
 
 
maybe even a friend. 
 
 
 
 
Those are cleats I can’t fill. 
 
 
 
Skirts can be interesting even  
if uniform to different figures; 
 
 
my light switch flicks up. 
 
 
 
My original crush, half friend, 
half question mark, finds a boy to  
worship on the outskirts. 
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Suddenly, fire ignites in every place  
she hates, the places where bullies bruise 

the fruit she could feed to a lover. 
 
 

A third girl was unable to resist  
the flame behind his back  

she believed he started. He’s busy  

feeling insecure about his ears 
now that he’s obsessing over guitars. 

 
Baseball is still there,  
still a family member. 

 
 

 
 
 

 
He believes in space travel  

and aliens and swings his guitar  

like a baseball bat at shooting stars, 
and one could call that chasing a dream. 

 
 

 

 
He grows offended when the arsonist  

calls him by his brother’s name,  

and joins forces with her god  
to remind her fate is prerogative.  

 
“My name is Naota,” he exclaims. 

 

 
 

 
He kisses the Vespa woman. 

 

 

 
 
Suddenly, fire ignites. 
 
A moth, I vow closeness to her. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I’m feeling insecure  

about my ears among other 
comedies of the body. 
 
When I try to play baseball,  
the bat is far too heavy to trace  
the crescent moon. 
 
I swing and miss  
her every time. 
 
 
 
Maybe strength is  
a matter of confidence? 
 
 
I mean, I try to keep up with the girls.  
Grow up so fast I don’t notice the gun  
pressed to the back of my head. 
 
 
 
I’d gladly be myself 
if my name was his name, 

whatever his name is. 
 
 
 
- click - 
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The Librarian 

Erric Emerson 

after Giuseppe Arcimboldo 

 

I spotted the Library of Congress just up ahead. It took over an hour to find the 

kiosk booth after I overlooked it several times. The city bus had broken down in 

front of it for one thing and I had forgotten that last week the Jefferson building 

had finally been bulldozed so the new frozen yogurt shop could be put up. I 

was surprised to find it at all as they’d downsized it again just as I was crossing 

Independence Avenue with a slew of construction workers. When I’d gotten 

across the street I saw a few people already getting yogurt. I whirled around, 

wondering where the library had gone off to. Then I found it walking away from 

the crowded shop in a hurry. “Hey, excuse me.” The library turned around 

giving me a start. I stood there dumb-tongued gawking at its bookish 

appearance. I didn’t know what to say now that I was staring at the library with 

its novel limbs, encyclopedia torso, and beard of paperback bindings. I was 

handed a piece of loose-leaf paper with a note written from its quill fingertips. “I 

could tell you a story.” “How long would it take?” I asked. It ripped off a 

hardcover from its back and gave the book to me. The faded picture on the 

cover looked like a man on fire, but I couldn’t be sure.  “What does 451 mean?” 

I asked. I noticed the wind picking up and there were pieces of paper flying all 

over the place. The library tore off his sticky note eye and wrote something. 

“Could you help me?” I was getting very uncomfortable at this point; people 

were starting to stare at us. “I...I shouldn’t talk to strangers,” I said. He handed 

me a heavy piece of paper with a few words on it. “Things fall apart; the center 

cannot…” I let it slip from my fingers when I noticed the ink smearing my palm. 

The library walked off. I watched it for a moment as chunks of paper, 

bookmarks, and bindings were swept up in another wind gust, piece by piece. 

There was a big line for the yogurt shop. I thought about what I wanted.  

Cookie dough-or maybe Neapolitan.  
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stroke of lunar 
Erica Guo 

 

There was no eclipse that night. The receptionist 

had gone home early. Nobody was there to take notes 
on the sweet wrinkles passed by. 
An old woman wound her way to the desk 

in an attempt to reach the mints. Would you like to help me? 
I had no choice but to fidget my toes 

and undo the wrappers for her. She pointed to the red strips on the sides. 
This means war. Her fingers fumbled for the middle. 
The center’s the eye of the storm. I stared into hers instead, 

looking for something calm in that pupil, something 
deeper than the pool of saliva that dripped from her mouth, 

onto the floor. 
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A Few In A Bunch  
 Erric Emerson 

7:53  

I peek inside at whitetipped cylinder promises.  
Tonight’s the night. Inhalation, and withdraw.   
I try not to stare at the molten face crackling  

between index and middle. I daub at glass and phenethyl   
phenylacetate. Then snuff.   
  

9:02  
My shadow is two things: William B. Davis   

in practice and a three eared rabbit. My mouth  
empties a plume of eruptive columns. Once,   
we ritually laid naked while the other’s body  

was encased in such clouds.   
  
9:45  

Mustached men in white hats, shaded camels,  
and your 16 body leaning out of kitchen window’s  

view told me so. I’ll try a match an ode. Like   
chalice before slaughter. Light the last  
and breathe.   

  
4:13  

Playing with my literal self, again. Some movie plot  
and a bad thought. Coconut incense, a glass  
of bathroom water. Ruminating daylight.  

Keep me company. Tell me again.   
What was it they said that made dark  
the dawn? 
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The Pier 

Jimmi Campkin 
 

I sat back against the steel girder, sliding comfortably between the rivets, and 
allowed my legs to dangle over the edge.  On Level 3, the lowest part of the structure, I 
could feel the spray from the incoming tide wash my feet in a gentle caress.  The dirt 
would flow from my legs below the knees, leaving white channels of cleanliness like an 
aerial photo of a river delta in the mud flats.  I’d jammed the fishing rod into the planks for 
leverage.  The rod itself was improvised, like everything here; a long piece of reinforced 
steel with a length of thin chain onto which I put the bait, a small bag of live maggots in 
front of a larger net.  I swatted a fly away from my face and looked down at a carpet of gold 
shimmering through the sea towards the red globe hovering just above the line of the 
horizon. 

I’d performed all my duties before the sun had started its journey down, leaving me 
enough time to catch food with the high tide.  Next to me I’d left a packet of cigarettes to 
dry out in the sun.  The thin white sticks were badly faded, but combining two or three 
would give me a decent smoke.  The wind whipped around my sweat beaded skin, a 
second protective layer in the heat of a late summer sun.   

In my pocket I carried a spectacles case, embossed and silver.  I’d removed the 
material inside and replaced it with a piece of charcoal that perpetually burned.  Pushing 
the ragged end of a cigarette into the red glow, it puffed into life.  I snapped the case shut 
and felt my eyelids go heavy.   

The waves continued to crash rhythmically against the thick wooden legs below.   
I finished the cigarette and dozed for half an hour or so.  When I awoke, the sun 

had grown and seemed a deeper orange.  Crawling to the edge, I pulled up the chain 
attached to the rod.  Water spewed out from a net the size of a football, but it still felt 
heavy even as it drained.  Looking in from above, I could see plenty of twitching.   

I clambered up a ladder past my sleeping quarters on Level 2 and up to Level 1.  
Here, a small bonfire burned constantly, fed by driftwood and wreckage on top of a thick 
sheet of iron to stop it burning through the wooden floors.  I’d arranged a crude spit above 
the lick of the small flames.  Examining the net more carefully, I found three fish, small to 
medium sized specimens, enough for the next day or so.  The smaller net still had a few 
live maggots but not enough to bother retrieving them.  I tipped them out over the side, 
falling like small confetti for the seagulls to swoop on.  One day, I vowed, I’m going to make 
a bow and catch one of them.  Then I smiled to myself and shook my head.  I always said 
that, and never did.   

I’d lived here for ten years.  The pier, three miles long and said to be the longest in 
the world, had provided me with food and shelter.  At it’s very end, a small pavilion 
covering a circle of seats became my home by night.  I would curl up in the middle, like a 
convicted criminal at the mercy of an absent jury, comfortable in the knowledge that I 
could sleep unmolested.  If any hardy or drunk soul ventured this far after dark, a few 
growls and hisses would send them scurrying away.  Nearby litter bins with discarded fish 
suppers and other treats provided all the sustenance I needed.  I became a local celebrity, 
then a legend, and finally a myth; perhaps a bedtime story villain to calm an unruly child.  
With every month I slept here, my terrible reputation increased.  Life became easier the 
further from reality I slid in the consciousness of the people here. 

Four years ago, a metal saviour appeared.  The pier, normally so stable when 
empty, rocked and writhed like a burning snake to a ferocious storm.  Waves crashed up 
and above the railings, sea foam dripped from the roof of the pavilion.  I feared for my life 
and didn’t sleep, but tied my belt to one of the wooden benches so that I might not be 
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washed overboard.  Terrified and crying, I buried my face into my hands and prayed for 
the dawn.  When light arrived, it was not the sun but something more unexpected.   

She had drifted soundlessly against the chaos of the storm, and yet now came like 
a huge, threatening axe.  Through the spray and the fog I saw lights, gold pin pricks and a 
red blink, as she loomed out of the tempest like a razor sharp bullock, head down and 
charging.  The container ship was clearly lost, or just hopeless.  She charged into the 
walkway of the pier at a diagonal, narrowly missing my home, but coming close enough for 
me to see a single terrified sailor framed against a round porthole.  I began to panic, trying 
to unbuckle myself with wet hands and a howling gale whipping spray into my eyes.  If the 
pier collapsed, I didn’t want to be anchored to a heavy wooden bench all the way to the 
bottom.  I failed to get myself free as the pier shuddered, recoiling from the touch of an 
unwanted admirer.  The ship ploughed straight across with a great rending of steel and 
splintering of wood.  I gave up on the belt and curled up foetidly.  The groan of the pier 
being pushed apart and savagely decapitated rang out over the rancour of the storm and 
was, for me, infinitely more terrifying.  Onwards she steamed, committed to this gross act 
of destruction as my little platform listed, being pushed aside by the great bulk of the hull.  
It settled back as the ship continued, grinding loudly against the rocky outcrop hidden 
just below the foaming white horses.  I put my hands over my ears as the ship seemed to 
let out a prolonged scream.  As she came to a rest, lurched into a slight tilt whilst beached, 
the lights flickered and went out.  Water kicked up from her now useless propellers 
partially exposed above the waterline.  Before my eyes, pieces of the pier that hung 
pathetically out like dangled fingers now crumbled into the sea.  I began to wrench at my 
belt again, fearing that everything was doomed.  But, as I watched planks disappear and a 
huge gulf open, my section settled and rested.  In the dim gloom, I couldn’t even see the 
other broken end of the pier.  I was now on an island, circular but with a pathetic stump 
protruding just a few feet into fresh air.  It seemed to rest after the terrible trauma, and 
remained still.  The ship, which had been such a destroyer, now became quiet too.  The 
propellers ceased to spin.  The chastened storm now picked up again, satisfied with the 
malevolence of the disaster it had caused.   

The ship was long gone now, but I remained.  I watched a flotilla of tugs pull her 
away.  When she was finally removed from the rocks, to be dragged to a breaker’s yard, I 
climbed on the remains of the pavilion to wave her away.  Tears streamed down my cheeks 
as she went to her eventual destruction. 

Before the ship was removed, I’d already begun to break up the pavilion and the 
seating to create Level 3.  At the very end of the pier, there had been a top deck for the 
public and a lower platform accessible via a ladder.  Using the raw materials, I managed to 
create a deck below this one, much closer to the water line but high enough to prevent 
everything being washed away.  Jamming lengths of wood into the strengthening beams 
below, I made this new haphazard platform.  Nothing was wasted.  At low tide, when the 
sea fell to just ten feet deep, I scrambled down the legs of the pier and swam out to the 
rocks.  I gathered debris left behind from the ship’s encounter with them to make my 
fishing rod, the floor of the bonfire and other useful tools.  Level 1 became the food 
preparation area, Level 2 contained my sleeping quarters and Level 3 I used for fishing.   

I beat the fish to death against the metal railings that still surrounded me in a 
horse-shoe.  Applying one to the spit, I ventured all the way down to Level 3 with the 
maggot bag.  In the corner a decayed corpse lay stretched out on the very edge, a 
concentration of flies buzzing around an enormous open slit stretching from his thorax to 
his pubis.  I examined the wound carefully.  A small, pale army busied itself inside.  
Swatting flies away from my face, but taking care not to kill any, I ascended back up to 
Level 1, leaving the smaller net hanging from a rusty nail.  My stomach was growling and 
dinner would be ready soon.   
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I awoke to a calm, blood red sky.  The air felt unnaturally still, and all around I 
could feel a seething presence like static.  Since that violent night, I had become more 
attuned to the fiercer storms that seemed to erupt out of nothing, although there were 
always signs.  Looking up at the sky I could see clouds rushing in different directions, 
bumping into each other like busy commuters at a crossing intersection.  Any kind of 
storm never just arrived of its own free will though.  It needed to be coaxed in.   

I waited, stoking the fire until the flames were as tall as me, all the while dropping 
back and forth between the three levels, checking for structural damage.  On occasion, I 
would jump on the spot, counting to fifty as the balls of my feet started to bleed.  When I 
had opened a big enough series of wounds to leave red footprints, I dropped down to Level 
3.  Using my fingertips to open the chest cavity of the corpse, I plucked out individual 
maggots.  When I had twenty, writhing in the palm of my hands, I netted them and 
climbed back up to Level 1.   

I sat down, cross legged, and picked at my feet.  The blood combined with the 
moisture from the sea below to flow out of several splits.  I flexed and squeezed at my feet, 
leaving a puddle on the floor.  I washed the maggots in my own blood and cupped them in 
my hands, throwing them onto the fire.  Whenever I did this, the scent of the fire seemed 
to change.  I could taste it.  It grew, licking higher.  A sharp breath of wind whipped the 
hair around my face as if to respond.  It gathered up the remains as they floated up from 
the inferno, and I knew that it would be a fine night.   

I slept the rest of the day away, woken by a patter of rain hissing on my forehead.  
As evening fell, a fine drizzle formed a thick curtain all around me.  I felt like an actor, 
waiting behind the screen, anxious to deliver my first line correctly before the audience.  
The fire was powerful now.  I could hear the iron floor snapping and buckling.  Clouds 
lowered menacingly, getting into battle positions.  Small fishing boats and trawlers tiptoed 
back to their ports, sailing past me as though trying to appear inconspicuous lest they set 
off the fury early.  The white horses gathered and kicked around the legs of the pier, 
anxious for the getaway.  The rain came down heavily.  The sun went out.   

I picked up my old binoculars, looking out into the gloom.  The first flashes of 
lightening lit up the sea and thunder rumbled and rolled above.  I found myself ducking 
occasionally.  The wind picked up, blowing the fire back.  As if in response to this punch, 
it flared wildly, spitting out small globes of glowing charcoal that sizzled to silent death on 
the soaking wet floor.  I felt goose-bumps prick my skin.  Standing at the railing, the sea 
frothed and churned, sometimes rearing up to Level 1; wildly grabbing as though trying to 
catch a nimble fly.  I scraped back my long, lank hair.  In a flash of lightning I had seen a 
yellow light, flickering in the carnage below.     
I tried to hold the lenses still in the buffeting wind.  I made out another light, blinking 
above as though attached to a tall mast or antennae.  Another flash of lightning briefly 
revealed the white hull of a ship.   

I looked behind me at the fire, still dancing and swinging fists.  When I turned 
back, the ship had disappeared.  My heart felt heavy in my chest, and I could feel my legs 
twitching with anxiety.  I scanned the sea frantically for the lights, wiping the lenses of the 
rainwater.  Then, in the immediate and brief calm of a crashed wave, I heard a faint noise.   

The ship had not disappeared, but instead had turned its bow towards me, 
rendering it almost invisible.  But now I could see it, even without the binoculars, 
chugging away towards me.  It appeared to be a small fishing vessel, maybe with a crew of 
five or six at most.  I felt a rush and a thrill again as I gripped the rail.  Now the gentle 
drone became clearer and more constant.  She was sailing straight towards me.   

I ran to the fire and looked for two lengths of timber, poking into the bonfire and 
cool enough to touch.  I found two, now like flaming torches, and ran back to the guard 
rail.  Holding them up aloft, with hot ash burning my sodden shoulders, I waited for a 
sign.  I could see the windows of the ship clearly lit up.  From the bow, rising up and 
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down, I got a response.  Flashes from a high powered lamp were a message to me.  We 
were communicating.   

I started to wave the torches to my left as though trying to direct an aeroplane.  The 
little trawler continued to blink at me as it struggled against the waves.  Again, I motioned 
desperately.  I found myself screaming into the wind, hoping my voice carried enough to 
give it the proper direction.  The lamp turned itself on for a prolonged blast, and then went 
out.  The bow of the ship began to turn and I saw the profile of the vessel as she started to 
turn away from me.   

Still waving the torches, I encouraged her past my island.  She sailed on, no more 
than one hundred yards away.  Her course was perfect as she began to straighten up.  I 
continued to gesture.  There.  That way!  On the deck, I could make out a small light 
dancing like a firefly, perhaps a torch belonging to a crew member.  A single deep blast of 
her horn rang out through the noise of the storm.   

And then she stopped, the bow seemingly frozen into an angle of ascent.  I didn’t 
hear the crunch this time, but I knew where they were.  They had sailed perfectly into the 
rocks, as I had intended.  I waved the torches above my head, not in direction but in 
celebration, the fire circling around me.  I dropped them to my sides and then threw them 
both back into the fire.  I began to dance, and then returned to the rail to watch the drama 
unfold.  Looking through my binoculars, I could see dim shapes scurrying about.  The ship 
bobbed and tossed, but remained wedged by the still upturned bow.  Waves crashed over 
the stern, flooding the deck.  The horn began to sound again, not a commanding thank 
you but a desperate and wounded cry.  The lamp flickered, blinking wildly as though 
bleeding to death.  I listened for any shouts, any signs of voices from the crew but they 
were muffled by everything around them.  After an hour, the back of the ship had 
disappeared; either broken away or just underwater.  The bow still gasped above the 
waves, like someone drowning and desperate for air.  The voice of the horn died, the lights 
went out.  I fell asleep as the first signs of dawn marched up from the horizon like an army 
of reinforcements arriving to destroy the clouds. 

   
* 

I awoke to a glacial calm.  The sea around me was like sheet ice, blue with no hints 
of white horses breaking.  I brushed away the flies that burrowed around my mouth and 
stood up, stretching, my joints clicking one by one.  A few gulls hovered above me, either 
brave or unaware of my reputation, but temptation did not flood me this time.  With a last, 
jaw clicking yawn I shuffled over to the railing.   

The boat sat almost upright, quite serene.  The tide had receded enough for me to 
see the damage of the storm and the rocks.  The stern of the boat had been torn away, the 
planks ripped and splayed apart like the hands of someone in great pain.  I could see 
debris floating in the sea and a small trail of a darker fluid – probably fuel or oil – forming 
a link between my pier and the wreckage.   

I threw my rope ladder over the edge of Level 3 and carefully lowered myself into the 
sea.  The water felt unclean on my skin.  As I swam, breast stroking my way towards the 
rocks, I could feel the minute wood fibres clinging to me.  I could taste the leaking fluids 
on my lips through the salt.   

As I got closer, my fingertips brushed against the sharp rocks below.  The boat 
towered over me as I scrambled onto them.  It was firmly wedged in for now, washed clean 
of anything useful that I could salvage.  Climbing to the highest point of the rocks, I was 
able to peer inside the cabin.  All the cupboards and drawers were open in its inverted 
state.  The ship’s wheel now resembled a nautical chandelier, without light.   

I picked my way around the thin keel to the other side.  Jammed into a crack in the 
rocks I found a naked leg – the clothing and shoe washed away.  The bone had not 
snapped but been parted at the hip, so the bulbous joint still poked out defiantly from the 
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flesh.  I ignored it for now and looked around for the rest of the crew member.  Presently, I 
found what I was looking for – not the owner of the leg, but a complete body.   

The figure was huddled foetally and jammed between the underside of the hull and 
the rocks.  In any other circumstance, they could have been plugging a hole or painting 
over a repair.  I hooked the body under the armpits and pulled.  The boat above me 
creaked but didn’t move, and neither did the corpse.  Instead, I succeeded only in 
revealing a bit more of him, prising him partly from his cubbyhole like a partially opened 
tin of sardines.   

It was a man, probably not middle aged chronologically but certainly on 
appearances.  His head now lolled onto his shoulder, whilst the rest of him had not moved.  
I sighed at the realisation his legs were trapping him.  Peering into the small gap I’d 
levered, I could see his hands in his lap, the fingers smashed and pointing in several odd 
angles.  On closer inspection, I could see one foot pressed flat against his shin.  A sliver of 
red and white poked out from a torn sock near his Achilles. 

I climbed back to the top of the rock, the boat’s hull before me like a locked arch 
door.  I pressed my weight against it.  It was clearly stuck on three sides but I wondered if 
I could push it out from the side it had been driven in.  The boat didn’t move, and I nearly 
lost my footing a few times.  The bottoms of my feet began to bleed and sting where I had 
pressed them hard into the rock for leverage.   

I swam back to my pier with deep regrets, returning with a saw I hoped I wouldn’t 
have to use.  I removed his bent foot at the ankle without much difficulty, but the other leg 
took much longer.  I managed to remove it below the hip as the tide started to swell 
around us.  I managed to free the man, and brought the spare leg I’d found as 
compensation.  I at least had the resemblance of a complete person, as I swam my cargo 
back to the pier.  Tucking the leg inside his jumper, I fastened a rope around his neck 
tight and hoisted him up for preparation.  The old corpse went back to the sea.  I slit the 
new man open, his smashed ribs easily removed, and left him on Level 3.  The flies would 
bring maggots, the maggots would feed my fish, the fish would feed me.  The circle of life.   

*  
I didn’t sleep well the following night.  The air filled with groaning and crashing 

noises, far worse than the storm.  I pulled my flimsy blanket over my head and jammed 
my fingers in my ears.  When I awoke on the first chorus of dawn, the boat had 
disappeared.    
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Bizzy Coy 

 

Six Word Stories  
 

 
The doctor never recovered from Nate. 

 
 
She hardly ever missed that finger. 

 
 
Desperate for poison, he tried lactose. 

 
 

Darlene, may I have this twerk? 
 
 

His brilliant moves dazzled my senseis.  
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April Ontology 
Mark A. Murphy 

 

What memories persist of her last winter are fading 
fast in the new sun of this year's April 
where the grievous crows feed on songbird's eggs. 

 
Why she exists – no one knows, only that in her 

thousand dyings she has found no peace. 
Who knows if Spring is the answer she seeks, 
 

the reason she has found God in her prayers? 
With the setting sun and somnambulant moon 

hanging low on the lost horizon, we have come 
 
to make our own concordance with winter 

and her unambiguous passing from our lives 
while the murderous crows set roost in the tallest elms. 
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Tasseography  
 Cortney Charleston 

 

When the tea  
had been drained,  

the leaves, now  
lonely and cold  
after the tides of  

thirst had receded,  
coalesced into  
larger units on the  

inside of the cup.  
I thought to myself  

that it looked like  
a family reunion,  
or maybe two  

continents of  
human colliding  

in a bedroom,  
and I took that  
as a sign we  

were supposed  
to be together,  
my intuition,  

perhaps getting  
the better of me,  

though when  
I passed the  
cup to my friend  

he saw a kite,  
and I was told,  
as it pertains  

to you and the  
hope thereof, that  

meant precisely  
the same thing.  
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 On the corner of a sprawling southern city  
 

Chris Campanioni 
 

nearby the old ONI and US Postal  
building where peddlers spit  
crab shells and Creole ditties, 

both doors remain boarded. 
Scattered papers and sordid lies 

survive the office at 544 Camp Street  
in which men in black suits and matching 
ties would meet, clandestine, huddled  

in smoke filled rooms, maracas  
playing somewhere, talks of soft  

politics and military coups 
in the humid Louisianan air 
where on certain nights a languid breeze 

leaves traces of the foul stench 
still lingering to kill a king. 



23 controllitmag 
 

 

a marble pedestal with golden letters 
Micheal McCann 

My head is an upturned grail --  

never ending,  
cascading hatred pours over my face  
and down my neck,  

like a bloody waterfall.  
Into hazy brown pools of shit:  

portals to a dimension  
where I didn't care,  
where indifference would  

sit on a throne of velvet.  
A liquid gold dagger forms in my palm  

and here I am presented with an invasive thought.  
Do I lodge it between your triumphant eyes  
or into the stone wall you call  

a heart? 
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Paramour’s Voyage  
 Erric Emerson 

A man  
drawn into mistral wind  
wailing like offspring birthed in  

baths only to be found alien(s).   
  

A husband   
sudden down on kneecaps, wrist bone  
as crest emerges trough   

flinging the exotic crustacean(s).   
  

A widower  
attests the erected edifice  
the beam laying naked debris  

spotlighting the leveed tsunami(s).  
  
A ship  

full ahead from harbor  
to come about, floundered  

a wife waves the shoreline  
Adipocere the corpse(s).  
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Silence 

 
rob mclennan 

 
Books themselves take time, more time than most of us are used to 
giving them. 

Ali Smith, Artful 
1. 
 

I awoke from a dream of fire. In my dream, I was standing alone in our two-
bedroom condo, which morphed into a three-storey Victorian house. The flame 

was deep. The air sparked.  
 White curtains shriveled. The pulse of my footprints burned into the 
hardwood. 

 The fire surrounded me, feral, and grew. It concurrently curtseyed, 
swung, screamed running, jumped bare boned and stood, stock-still. 

I wake, woke, startled. A confusion of tenses. Bed sheets damp at my 
chest and my belly, smelling of sweat-musk.  
Asleep on my left side, I pushed slightly back, jostling against him just 

enough to hear him grumble, feel his slight shift of torso. Make room. 
 

We settled, both of us, and melted, returned immediately to sleep. 

 
2. 

 
I don’t know anything about you. 
 

At thirteen years old, she salvaged three books of matches her mother had 
abandoned on the kitchen counter. Each held a busty outline with neon 
lettering, plucked from her father’s laundry. 

 From the back step she caught the firefly of passing headlights sprinkle 
up from the highway, through summer dark. The evening settled, inch by 

noticeable inch. She flicked matches, lit, at the moon.  
 The moon rose, orange-pink. She did not know the name of it. She did 
not know that each moon had a name. Pink, Wolf, Harvest. Errant Blue. 

 
The breeze stole the last of the matches and flung it, mid-air, into a stack of 

cardboard, set resting against the house. Before she could salvage it, flame 
began to devour. Cardboard refuse smoldering slow from the inside. It took. 
Burning cardboard, up against brick. 

 
 She panicked. She stomped with her feet and mashed the worst of it out 
and the rest in succession, ash floating free in small gusts. 
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3. 
 

What is often most important is what is the most mundane. The jars beneath 
the kitchen sink. The coupons that created her stockpile. Dish soap, laundry 

detergent, toothpaste, cereals, toilet and tissue papers, diapers, wipes, crackers 
and salad dressings. This is what has kept us, she knows. What stretched 
them beyond their small incomes. It had helped make them strong. 

 
Her father’s only advice: never pay full price for anything.  
 

She clipped and saved, negotiating the spaces between the world, between 
commerce and income. 

 
Couponista, she called herself. It was more soothing, even impish, compared to 
what her husband had named her: crazy coupon lady. 

 
4. 

 
I woke from a dream, which was a dream of fire. My skin was warm, and yet, 
would not burn. I was hot metal naked, deep through the conflagration. Not a 

hair on my body was singed. 
 In the mirror, I could see only what the fire had left.  

 It flickered deep inside me. I felt the flame harden blue, low in my 
abdomen, resting just on the bladder. The baby kicked, and I became agitated. 
I feared for my baby, trapped inside with the fire. I clawed at my belly with 

hands and fingernails, finding little but blood. 
 And then I stopped, realizing that the baby wasn’t trapped inside with 
the fire. He was the fire. 

 My skin froze. Water vapour rose from the surface. 
 And I was afraid. 

 
 
 

5. 
 
According to stories, what Gilles de Montmorency-Laval, Baron de Rais caught 

first was the smell. It was May, 1431, and he had arrived too late to save the 
maid, Joan, from her death at the stake. 

 The skin blisters, bubbles, burns. Skin blackens, fades and slowly 
crumbles to ash. 
 

The sight of my old flame: a meaning that didn’t emerge until far later, into the 
1840s. 

 Joan, burning up into fable, and legend. Cremated, burned alive. De Rais 
arrived too late, and spent subsequent years killing and burning the bodies of 
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young boys and girls, releasing the scent of burnt flesh. He might have killed 
hundreds.  

 
He, who has been falsely identified as the model for Bluebeard. 

 
He killed, savagely. By recreating the loss, he had also recreated the moment 
immediately preceding that loss, when his life with his near-lover Joan was still 

possible. He burned. 
Is this love turned impossibly ugly, or a form of pure narcissism?  
 

Whatever might have been beautiful in him had been broken. 
 

6. 
 
I don’t think I am afraid of my unborn child. A flutter, evolved into a kick. The 

sensation is impossible to describe, but for what is obvious: the feeling of being 
kicked from the inside. 

 
I dream cannibal dreams. Sometimes I am ravenous, violently attacking 
everyone around me, and feeding off the remains. Sometimes I am the one 

being consumed, from the inside. Like some dark version of Victorian 
consumption, a cough bleeding into white linen. To waste away in a sigh, the 
back of my right hand affixed to my forehead. 

 
I am afraid of what I do not yet know. I am afraid of fire. This soft, growing 

flesh within coincides with but one of those fears. 
Most days I am certain which one, but other days, I am not sure. 
 

7. 
 
It is not uncommon for pregnant women to dream of being devoured.  

Geena Davis in The Fly (1986), and her nightmare of giving birth to 
larvae, the result of her husband’s terrible metamorphosis. 

 
They say to know a person is to read what they’ve written. I write in my 
journal, daily. I wonder what it might say about me. 

 
There is a lonely teenage boy in every pop song. 

 
8. 
 

The way you can see heat in the air outside, shimmer. My father, who once 
melted aluminum siding along one side of the homestead, unaware of the 

potential heat generated from the back of his barbecue. 
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From my third-storey vantage point, a sequence of neighbourhood cats skulk 
about, each with their own shady purpose. This Saturday afternoon deck, and 

the yard behind ours, as small children scream through their turns on the 
swing set.  

 
I am learning to filter out everything. 
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I wanted to remember your voice, your mystery 
 

Chris Campanioni 
 

your entire being, absolutely 
everything, and the way 
you closed your eyes and swayed 

to a song 
any given day 

the smell of cinnamon 
the bend of arms 
in motion, or in serene 

repose. A toast 
to silence, to all of earth’s 
 

beautiful things—beautiful and ugly 
and still beautiful— 

all the breaths we don’t see 
to remember each love 
and lovesickness, 

to remember the ache 
of wanting and how you forgot 

what you wanted, or where you were 
going, or who you wanted 
to be, and how all of it 

was a blessing. 
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24 words to survive the summer 
Yoni Hammer-Kossoy 

Grape leaves slowly applaud the night. 

  
                  He dreams he is asleep dreaming. 
 

Every morning he blows a dandelion. 
  

                  Watching the last stars wink away. 
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Katana’s Song 
 Cortney Charleston 

 

Let us talk about violence  
and what that means in a house  
as quiet as this.  

  
Like the curve of the katana,  

that crescent sliver of moonlight,  
does your spine bend gently  
into my heart.  

  
And holds still,  

and moves not,  
not this night, not ever,  
  

my blood running its rhythm  
down the groove between  
your shoulder blades,  

a waterfall  
of the softest feelings.  

  
So again, let me  
  

tell you about violence  
and what it means in a house  

as quiet as this:  
  

a song unsheathed,  

a ballad of red, a river that  
cursives haiku until  
the bedding of my bones  

runs dry. 
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