Volume 14
Issue 2
2019

Prose in Views

Moncef Mounir

Have you ever looked at your reflection and no-
ticed something? Prose in Views offers insight into
a hectic three-month span in my life when I faced
an unprecedented academic challenge mired with
an unforeseen personal injury.

Most animals cannot recognize their reflec-
tions. As a creature that can, writing for Prose in
Views was an exercise that reflects 14 years of
coming to age. The photographs used for this pro-
ject were all taken in Toronto: one in High Park,
one in my parent’s backyard, and another out of a
local dumpster while I was working temporary
labour. A mixture of text-based art backgrounds
and cheaply edited photography, Prose in Views
strives to encapsulate the evolution of media in the
early 2000s and the effect that technology has had
on expression today.

The poetry itself ventures into topics such as
the nature of mental health treatment, family and
relationship friction, a sense of self, real versus un-
real, and the difficult-to-quantify spiritual condi-
tion of those who suffer from mental illness. Since
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the inception of the series more poems have been
written than are featured in Prose in Views. A few
of these free-form poems have been read to audi-

ences in Toronto at open-mic events such as the
local Shab-e She’r and Art Bar.

(Full visuals follow.)
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Letter to the man upstairs

Dec. 27, 2018

What gave you the right to up and leave?

Rare I am borng unwrapped to the pwnunt
all the while some magiciun appeared

apperently,
Well guess what, there is plenty of room down here i
whut meems to be time without you convineces ma,

it is just fine, \
One can wondor what might sustain us:

Whe cares? i

I mean, you left without barely Baying & word
Someone might think that means none of this metters, \

loose ends say otherwise, those tie up eventualy,
Let's agree to disagres,

or at least disagree in the first Place
When we're both on earth we can have thts discussiom

Until then, keep the noose off my neck

What is it with you and muking me so grim?
I was supposde to be vibrant,
almost brazen,
Your enigmatic ways have made me contesplata,

over and over

B " R
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Tor $
Wov. 23, 2018
letter Lo you honey,

4t in some office bittirly

to write you, ‘
/

taking ¢om: Tall scap like mailmen

thats what T am te YUy @ mallpan, more like Bave

I MAN

wby do all my wufficg 1

¢ to me?

Are you & liar like they are homey; cam it bey
I tore put my keurt for you like all the others,
oftentimes I remomber Petitioning your dafences
1ike Murtin Luther delivering the a3il  damnif,

I am one postal dervkce on strike baby

Baybe, 1f you et we, I could becoms a wird
Start delivering you bundles like g atork,

inatead of milk,,,

I as the aurfin man with 8 it fuse und moryp, d
unfortunately Geeing you makes that thing I tore out

bruis

#a00re, and unrecognizablg

CARDIAC ARRE

MY TICKER WITH YOOR Lovy

- T ——
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EAOIA A ) P y v ,”"?ﬂ'
N o et ity )
PN gy M YT,

r ;

A flicker of the addnight candle
The soul by any other nams,
WHO MAKES IT 507

That anyone might appesr suitable
for & harbinger of lomt cause.,.

1
Vinaturally, coupasaion found esatrefold

& flame playing tricks over the pages
The Blue light can Torglvy,

M“llz.lhuhhaﬂ‘mu
h-mu-nnrdnulm
A sight with po other erualty
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The cryptic realism

Dec. 27, 2018

Godified sanipulations

at the root,

AT it Ricrowave Toutine

on the surface,

Pulsing and flaring the machine reips s harvest

Captufing &nd isolating ageln and ansther time

warping and shesring for & finished product

Foraulated cyphers
decelving all authenticity,

Analog dreans
with no input or plug-in,
Displuy the answer on screens to be tramslated

Delay the user with scnemes algabraic
Accus. the corputer se & Boapegodt of curruption

Symbolie groxy
at the whim of & mainfrane,

Innocent cormonds

followed through with indecency



http://journals.sfu.ca/arsmedica

45

pired of the mousatr=p

pec. 11, 2018

Hadna

s is:

pignious indignation

Madness wasi

tesptation, a sudden Tush

e Madness can Be:

what cne sees, the price — free
Madness left:

2 foul taste, spet out civilization

implants and lmplanted notions all the same

prains, wheat from tares; Reason snared,
explained away... 411 thats left?
& tyrant bitehing at the public,
an asshole with a hydro hill Bpent
madness will forever bura the midnight condlas,

wax seearing on the seal of = degroe
dooaing s me Lo perscriptions and’ others...

others might do the writing

THAAT
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Vacation from the afterlife
Jan. 01, 2018

A-wmu‘nl.uunuﬁta;a—.
€an resesble life’s fear in comeert,
Tura on the light othersise the image

azu.we-munmm
oF &% scme might call it, the Iliving

Fooa, empty and benign, the ressmblance i
-nnnh-nn-«-ll-mu“n—,
mmmmmwmt ._
There 5 & wubtle guashing of testh |
that would be had with this dasm

ﬁ‘.\lnm.lunl\_m
the reat unzplained, left te die like
mmuhn&.muu
--w-mmnmw
Count the worde in the Neadlines as
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