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[Artists] may have every falling under the sun but in spite of 
their sins (or because of them) they have vision, a strange gleam, 
something worth striving after, something a bit beyond the end of 
their small human noses!

– Margaret Watkins
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1
naked March,
toes giddy and bare
we abandon skin to the lake water
goose bumps and the intake of breath
we sink 
peel lips open
swimming tongues over each other

2
telephone whispers and it’s snowing again
your voice blots in and out

some kind of a radio show stranger

3 
that summer we learn our bodies 
palm to thigh

you taste like a twist of mint 

4
pine needles drip a nine week winter

I forget the slouch of your eyes
the prickle of lake water

A POEM BY SELINA BOAN

ABSENCE
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A POEM BY  JEFF BLACKMAN

MONOGAMY 
 
 (AFTER MARILYN IRWIN)

fruit 
once love-sown
sleeps in cake-rock

Cock
Sometime river !rm
A limp splash

Stranger’s clothes
Unique & unique
Founds familiar

"e war comes home
Like the deaths of friends’
Grandparents

"e buddy system
Invents
"e margin of error



6  WINTER 2013  IN/WORDS MAGAZINE & PRESS

A POEM BY  AMANDA EARL

INTERNAL MONOLOGUE BETWEEN 
ASTEROIDS
still far #ung tumbling
I can’t keep still
this star moves at snail’s pace
I am an old snail too
see the silver slime over black night
remarkable isn’t it, yet it’s just slime
will I ever learn how to negotiate
this freefall terror that pulls me down
inevitably 
 



7VOL. N O 12.2

A POEM BY  MATT JONES

HAPPY FOR HER
Matt,

I thought of you today.
Remember when you started 
playing the piano?
You said you would learn
a song for me.

You made me laugh
trying to learn that song,
trying to play it perfectly;
as if it could hold us together 
for a few more moments.

I left the house to go dancing
as you fretted over the keys.
Hours later when I came home
you were still hunched over:
All determination.

I remember teasing you
for caring so much. 
I wish I never told you
my dancing partner and I 
were more than friends.

"en you might still care
and maybe you wouldn’t regret
having loved me.

Anyway, just a quick hello
to say that I miss you,
that I’m getting married,
and when I hear that song
on the radio
it tears me to pieces.

Cynthia
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A POEM BY CASSANDRA NYKYFORAK

MAKE HIM FALL FOR YOU  
 
 YOUR PERVERSENESS JUSTLY
 TURNS YOUR SANDALBALM TO POISON
 – JAYADEVA’S  GITAGOVINDA

I’m not going anywhere
is what the calendar 
says to its disappearing grids
(as promising 
as I’ll be right back!
from those swallowed by caves).

Self-help and Hollywood
thicken my bookshelf
and my eyelashes are growing.
I buy spandexier spandex
for the day I’m found grinning 
like a sprig of shit
on his favourite jogging path.
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A POEM BY  ROB THOMAS

MISSING CHILDREN
RUBY 

We named her for the scarlet cloak
sewn by my late mother. 
Her father is in forestry, she continues,
I work in the home. 

Just the facts please, the constable cautions
still scribbling on his pad. 

Mother hadn’t been herself.  
Ruby was going for a visit. 
We told her, ‘keep to the road.’ 
She carried sweet custard and fresh butter. 

And this wolf, he interjects, 
could you give me a description?  

COVERED TRACKS

We tracked breadcrumbs into twilight
accompanied by 
the cackle of crows in a delightful murder.

I knew this was going nowhere,
the constable sniped; the
search party weary with his bellyaching. 
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We should question the hag, he continued. 
I see licorice smoke coiling 
from her cottage in the clearing.

Meanwhile, the twins
gorged themselves, in the marzipan kitchen,
and rehearsed their story.

THAT GOLDEN GIRL

Isn’t she that Golden girl, Papa Bear remarks?
!e one who was sitting in my chair. 

Mama Bear swats the carton from his paw 
and gazes at the pixilated image. 

You mean the one who tasted my porridge,
she corrects. 

Baby Bear belches guiltily and levers 
a hunk of gristle from his teeth with a claw. 

And they say she’s missing, he interjects?

A POEM BY  ROB THOMASMISSING CHILDREN (CONTINUED)
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(THIS STORY WON FIRST PLACE IN THE INAUGURAL ENGLISH LITERARY SOCIETY FLASH 
FICTION CONTEST)

 "e waiter came and stood beside the white-linen table. He placed 
down on the table one red Cognac 1983 twelve ounce and one white 
Zinfandel 2010 eight ounce. "e tall stemmed glasses were tucked between 
the salt- and pepper-shakers, a dinner table skyline. Barry waited for a while, 
sitting and thinking and sipping his tumbler of ice water, now echoing the 
emptiness of the high backed seat across the table. It was quarter-past the 
hour when he cracked, cradling the red in his large mitt.
 "e wine was big and clean, his throat opening to welcome the 
burgundy taste.  It gave him a sense of calm; the sweet of the grape and sour of 
the liquor blending on his pallet, soothing the mind. He peered at the menu, 
wondering what he’d like to eat or if he’d like to eat at all. Dinner was more 
often just drink, the wine and empty chairs churning his stomach and o$ng 
his hunger.
 He !nished the glass. He thought about her waist line and nail polish 
and hand bags and evening dresses. He knew them all, every slip and low back. 
Knew the curve of her stockinged legs and arch of her heeled feet. Knew the 
way she told him things that sounded true, but never were; “I’ll be there at 
eight, order me a white.” “Book a reservation.” “See you this evening, let’s have 
Vietnamese.” "en “I’m sorry I couldn’t make it.”
 Elegant and clean on the outside, piquant and sharp on the inside, 
her beauty had been tarnished for him, watering down the luxe of her heels, 
dresses, and pantyhose to reveal a lonely full glass of white wine.
 "e waiter was back.“Will you be dining with us tonight, sir?”   
 “No, I’m afraid not.”  
 “Very well sir, I will let you know when the rest of your party arrives.”
 Party? Alone with the too-white linens and too-white wine and the 
two tone cabaret music, it was not a party at all. Barry eyed his wrist watch. 

PROSE BY  MICHELLE DUQUETTE

WINO
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An hour and eighteen minutes had passed. He fumbled with the silver butter 
knife on the table, silently praying for a sharp edge.
 A few feet away a young couple was tucked together in a booth. "ey 
sat on the same side of the table, swooning over green apple martinis and a 
calamari appetizer. "e girl played with the straw in her drink as the boy told 
a story about his twenty-!rst birthday or family vacation to San Lucas. It did 
not matter what was said, only that their thighs were pressed together on the 
same side of the leather seat as he spoke.
 Barry pushed away from the table and headed for the men’s room. 
He walked slowly, drunk with red wine and nostalgia. Standing at the 
ceramic urinal, he hung his head, the tension in his neck heaving as chin met 
collarbone; another night of three reds and one leftover white.
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 Summer in Ottawa is entirely incompatible with conventional notions 
of Hell. Air conditioned shopping malls, couples out for strolls oblivious to 
the heat, not to mention bra-less girls in t-shirts #ocking over the sidewalks. 
My friend Luc pointed out this incongruity one humid July evening when 
we sat in an outdoor patio drinking beer. I shrugged because I really didn’t 
understand what he was getting at. Luc didn’t like being obvious about 
anything. To him, the obvious was not to be trusted. I had known Luc for 
a few months before I learned, from another acquaintance, that he was a 
conspiracy theorist. When I questioned Luc about it he spoke vaguely, his 
answer trailing o% into nowhere. He took pains to guard himself. I never 
actually found out where he lived, whether downtown or across the river. 
Once for some reason I glanced behind after we’d parted company and I saw 
him brushed up against a wall, as if trying to hide, before he darted around a 
corner.
 Luc had a girlfriend called Angela. She had straight brown hair, round 
wire glasses right out of the sixties, and as far as I could tell never smiled. For 
the longest time I suspected she was a lesbian. Luc startled me one day by 
asking if I ever thought of going to bed with her. I shook my head. Going on 
Luc said he had knowledge of things that would surprise everybody, but that 
if the wrong people knew could pose problems for Angela and him. He didn’t 
explain. By then I was of the opinion that Luc was missing a few of his screws. 
But he was nice enough and made a habit of buying me a round when we got 
together. I had only a part-time job and didn’t have much to spend. But Luc 
always had money. He con!ded that Angela helped him out. Apparently she 
came from a well o% family. Still I always felt uncomfortable in her presence. 
I had the strangest feeling she could read my mind. As bizarre as that sounds. 
She rarely said anything which added to my discomfort. 
 One night we were all at a café. Luc was going on about government 
cover-ups before excusing himself. He needed to make a phone call. Left alone 
with Angela I couldn’t help but squirm. She had several books by feminist 

PROSE BY  GARY ROBINSON

LUC
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writers. I didn’t recognize any of them.
 Out of the blue she told me Luc was either schizophrenic or bipolar, 
she wasn’t sure which. Taken aback, I didn’t reply. Without waiting she went 
on and said their relationship was platonic. "ey had slept together once. She 
helped Luc because she felt sorry for him. Besides society was fucked. She 
didn’t elaborate.
 When Luc came back he was excited. He had gotten hold of Philip 
Lecraux, a well known !gure in the anarchist movement who’d agreed to give 
a talk in a few weeks time. I had never heard of the guy before but it came 
out Angela was putting up the money (bus fare and a motel room) for him to 
come and speak. Luc rested his hand on hers which she neither acknowledged 
nor declined. Either he didn’t care or he was used to this treatment. Anyways 
he was happy and suggested we go to a bar not far away. "ere he and I drank 
and celebrated the good news while Angela read her books. I had the sense she 
was disgusted with us.
 A few days later I was going through Chinatown and there was Angela 
in an alleyway with a black girl. She had an arm around the girl’s waist and 
seemed to be counseling her. "e black girl looked stoned or out of her mind. 
Angela came over and in an expressionless voice (her customary voice) said 
Luc was making a bomb to blow up an ATM machine. "en she returned to 
the girl who crouched on the sidewalk and put her arms around her. She gave 
me a look of unappeased hostility.
 To be honest even though Luc was not quite right I was shocked to 
hear he was planning to do something crazy like blow up an ATM machine. 
"ere was a visceral punch to it undeniably jarring. At that point I was more 
worried about possible blow-back than any harm Luc might bring on himself. 
What if he had told people I was his accomplice? I played over and over in my 
mind all these scenarios. By the time evening came on I was in a !t of sorts.
 "ere was a co%ee shop we often met at by arrangement since neither 
of us had a phone. It was owned by a Vietnamese refugee named Eric, the 
fourth business he’d had. "e others (a comic book shop, pet food store, and 
groceteria) had gone bankrupt. Some bare wooden tables and chairs were the 
only furniture. "e #oor was tiled but broken in several spots. Eric was a polite 
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man with depressive mannerisms: he sighed a great deal as if out of breath 
though he rarely got up from his stool behind the counter. His wife liked to 
read material handed out by the Jehovah’s Witnesses. "ey had no children.
 About seven o’clock I got there and was surprised to !nd Luc with 
Angela. "ey were turned away from each other and it looked like they had 
just had an argument. Luc didn’t seem happy. I asked what was up and he only 
shrugged. Angela had her nose in a book and didn’t raise her head at all. "en 
as if they’d only been waiting for an interruption to the quarrel Angela picked 
up her book and left, without saying goodbye. Luc smiled like he’d been 
shaken from a daydream and wanted to know how I was. I mentioned the 
bomb but Luc didn’t consider it important just then. He explained Angela was 
upset because he had asked if she wanted to fuck later on. Luc didn’t think it 
such a big deal. He didn’t understand. "at was when he said he felt a bit like 
a kept man or a charity case for Angela’s anti-establishment shit. "e way he 
pronounced the word shit gave it a suspicious sound. His eyes moved around 
as if he were thinking something through.
 He asked if I could keep a secret. He was having doubts about Angela 
lately. He knew she helped him out but what if it was all a ruse? She could be 
an undercover cop for all we knew. I felt uneasy when he said: we. Just what 
part did he think I was playing in his fantasies? I again confronted him about 
the bomb. To my astonishment he laughed. He said blowing up an ATM 
machine by itself meant little. Of course people might interpret it as they 
would. He saw it as a kind of applause. "e bomb was going to go o% at the 
conclusion of Lecraux’s speech.
 He also confessed he didn’t want to lose Angela. "ey made a great 
team. I didn’t mention the black girl or what Angela had said about him at 
the café or my own suspicions of her. He said maybe the problem was one of 
complexity. It was di$cult to !gure her out. You couldn’t put her into an easy 
category. 
 When I left Luc had begun speaking of UFO’s, for the moment 
putting aside Angela and the bomb. He never said how he learned to make 
one. But I wasn’t sure if he was telling the truth. Maybe in his head it was 
enough to imagine a bomb. I still couldn’t believe he was capable of going 
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ahead and blowing up an ATM machine. He just didn’t strike me as being 
malicious or dangerous. Characteristically his remarks about UFO’s were 
cryptic and to me at least made no sense. He was rambling on about aliens and 
the internet when I stepped out into the night.
 A week after that I bumped into Angela at the Independent 
supermarket. She was with a girl who wore a button on her shirt that said 
“"is Is What A Feminist Looks Like.” She could have been Angela’s twin. 
"e same straight hair, round glasses, the same expressionless face. For a 
second I wondered if she was her sister but I noticed they were holding hands. 
"ey approached me, Angela leading the girl like an overly protective mother. 
She didn’t bother introducing me. She said Lecraux would be speaking that 
evening at a small community center not far away. She was worried about 
Luc, though she called him an asshole several times. He had taken advantage 
of her generosity and while she wished him well she didn’t trust him. It had 
been a mistake to go to bed with him. But it was done out of compassion. 
Still he had a mental illness and she didn’t want him getting into trouble. 
When I asked about the bomb she almost laughed. How would Luc know 
how to manufacture a bomb she said? "en she and the girl went away and 
disappeared.
 I  reached the community center later that night. It had rained since 
the afternoon but there was a crowd outside the doors. "e fence there had 
been spray painted with anarchist slogans and obscenities. I counted more 
obscenities as I went along. When asked, someone told me Lecraux had 
!nished speaking and was talking to some admirers in the foyer. Pamphlets 
were strewn on the ground issued by several local groups opposed to poverty 
and gender discrimination. I couldn’t !nd Luc but I was also straining to see 
if an ATM machine was nearby. What would happen if a bomb went o% and 
someone was injured or worse? Now I felt guilty for not doing something 
about his crazy plot. 
 Just then I spied Luc at the entrance, lingering. He had his hands 
stu%ed into his pockets. I went up to him and asked what he was doing. 
Almost startled he replied he was just hanging around. He asked if I had heard 
Lecraux’s speech. "en he wondered what had happened to Angela. I became 
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angry for the !rst time with him. I said Angela wasn’t interested in him, she 
liked women. He didn’t understand what I meant. I told him again Angela 
was gay. Luc swore at me. He said I was jealous of him and wanted to fuck his 
girlfriend.
 At that moment a group passed. "e guy in the middle had to be 
Lecraux. He had a goatee beard and a thin moustache and was dressed all in 
black. Luc fell in line. I could see them make for a restaurant across the street, 
Luc now beside Lecraux who nodded to whatever he was saying. I had the 
idea Luc would buy Lecraux his meal on the money Angela gave him.
 I walked up and down, searching for ATM machines, wondering 
which one had been targeted by Luc. He had said it was timed to go o% at 
the end of Lecraux’s speech. "e street was wet and cars and buses drove by. 
I became worried. What if an innocent person were inside when the bomb 
exploded? Luc’s plan was monstrous. Why didn’t I go to the police station and 
tell them? But I knew if I gave information like that Luc would be brought 
in for questioning and he might implicate me, an innocent man. I saw myself 
arrested and charged with being an accomplice. I began talking to myself, 
trying to think through all the possibilities. What if Luc hadn’t planted a 
bomb? What if he had but it didn’t go o% since he didn’t know shit about 
making a bomb? What if someone was maimed or killed because a bomb had 
been planted and it went o%? I thought about #eeing the city. I would need a 
new identity. Someone would have to shelter me, but who? Some people were 
staring and I realized I had been babbling away. "ere was nothing more I 
could do. Whatever happened, happened.
 I went back to my room and fell asleep after midnight. No ATM 
machine exploded that night or the one after. And I never saw Luc or Angela 
again.



18  WINTER 2013  IN/WORDS MAGAZINE & PRESS

(THIS STORY WON SECOND PLACE IN THE INAUGURAL ENGLISH LITERARY SOCIETY FLASH 
FICTION CONTEST)

 Morgan woke to the sound of a chorus car horns being sounded 
in a bizarre call and response exercise between drivers trying to punch 
silence to death. She thought she heard the tune of “Good King Wenceslas’’ 
emerge from the frenzy of angry noise, but that was most likely an unhappy 
coincidence. "e best thing about living in the City of Angels was that it never 
felt like Christmas here, which meant never hearing those saccharine jingles 
about the wonderful blessing that is life. When she opened her eyes, Morgan 
!rst saw the thin layer of dust that had accumulated on the large clerestory 
window above her bed. "en, she noticed the single, unadorned pane of glass 
obscured by the dust, mirroring the quality of the beautiful smog-!lled air. 
Outside her window, a wide-body passenger plane was coming in to land. 
Morgan saw that same plane coming in every morning, but the blaring horns 
were new. It was Morgan`s job to make sure the honking stopped.
 Morgan swung herself out of bed, and immediately realized that 
this wasn’t a day for swinging. Both of her legs fell asleep upon touching the 
ground, so she stumbled around in a panic, unable to move without needling 
pains shooting up[ her spine. After a few seconds of desperate #ailing, she 
collapsed against her bookcase, stubbing her toe and breaking her largest, 
curved nail in the process. Blood dripped down her foot into a small puddle 
on the #oor as Lady, her pet crow, cawed mockingly from the corner. Lady 
knew that laughing at his master was the best way to get Morgan to open his 
cage and feed him. Morgan loved Lady, but sometimes she needed to cram the 
bird of prey’s little throat with mouse parts in order to shut him up. 
 After she had sat and moaned and prayed for her legs to resume 
functioning for four minutes, Morgan miraculously regained her faculty of 
movement and stood with renewed purpose. Along the way to the bathroom, 
she threw her bloody toenail into Lady’s cage and smiled as she heard him 

PROSE BY  DANTE TOLUSSO

PSYCHOPOMP
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snap at it greedily. After Morgan had cleaned and bandaged her wound, 
washed her hair, and dressed hastily, she moved swiftly towards the door. On 
the way, she threw a mouse foot to Lady, determined to keep a podiatric theme 
going. Her !nal action before locking her door was to grab a red, octagonal 
sign with the word “STOP” printed on both sides. "e diabolic medley of 
horns got louder as she turned to face the world. "e Crosswalk into "e 
Afterlife awaited, and it needed its Guard more than ever. 
 When Morgan reached the Crosswalk, she found it in utter chaos. 
People were piling up on the East curb of the street, and cars heading South 
were backed up for miles. Morgan pushed her way through the crowd, making 
sure to treat the children and older people with care. Morgan suspected that 
most crossing guards felt joy upon seeing children crossing the road, but the 
sight only ever made Morgan shudder. "e Guard of the dead didn’t get to 
refuse entry, she had to take all comers. "ere was no judging involved, only 
acceptance. 
 As she made her way into the middle of the road, the place no one 
else dared go without permission, Morgan spied the disturbance. "e world 
went quiet when she saw that her partner, Ron, had collapsed, face down, in 
the middle of the street. Morgan fell down beside him. As her knees hit the 
ground, the roar of the horns returned, and Morgan knew what had changed. 
Without a Guard to help regulate the #ow of lost souls, the processes of life 
and death had come to a standstill. "e dead couldn’t cross over to their new 
lives and the cars carrying people to their !rst ones couldn’t move towards the 
start of the road. Everything stopped when he did. As she turned Ron over 
to face the sun, she saw two copper coins glinting in his eyes, and his rotting 
teeth forming a mischievous grin. She was certain, her best friend was gone.
 “Hey!” Morgan heard Ron cough from behind her. “Get a move on! 
We all have somewhere to be, you know!”  
 Morgan smiled and started helping the people across, because that’s 
all she knew to do. "e honking stopped as the cars started moving again. "e 
planes continued touching down, letting more souls amass on the curb. When 
Ron got to her, Morgan stopped him.
 “I didn’t know that we could end.”
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 “Everything and everyone ends. You’ll be needing to !nd yourself a 
replacement before you drop o%. Let them deal with all of this maddening 
order.”
 “Was I just your replacement?”
 “Morgue, you were the only thing that kept me going as long as I did.”
 “I never imagined you’d stop.”
 “No one ever believes it, kid. Now let me shu&e my old bones out of 
here before you get that honking going again. "ose cars sure are impatient to 
get where they’re going. For what reason, I’ll never understand.”
 “I guess I won’t be seeing you tomorrow, then?”
 Ron let out a low, grating chuckle.
 “You might. It just depends on when you decide to stop helping other 
people make their journeys. All it takes is for you to hold that sign up for 
yourself.”
 Ron wheezed and let out a last mournful laugh before he hobbled 
o% to the other side and Morgan lost sight of her only friend. She held up 
her stop sign and looked at it for a second too long. One of the cars took 
the opportunity to let out a strong, shrill blast of cruel noise. Morgan wasn’t 
a%ected by the assault on her ears any more, she just let out a weak sigh as the 
horn’s cry slowly faded to nothing.
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 As a part of rob mclennan’s above/ground press chapbook series, 
Prevost’s Parapagus is a prime example of the abstract and experimental 
writing that puts Ottawa on the map for interesting Canadian poetry. 
Publications such as seventeen seconds: a journal of poetry and poetics, also 
currently edited by rob mclennan alongside Stephen Brockwell, and 
experiment-o, the publication from Amanda Earl and Angel House Press, and 
the many great Ottawa writers featured in the pages of these publications 
show that poetry has a strong direction, and, to use a line from Parapagus, 
poetry survives “our imaginations.” And Prevost’s poetry certainly does 
stimulate the imagination in a truly inspiring fashion.
 Upon reading the chapbook after only hearing the poems as read 
aloud by Prevost, much of what I found to be so intriguing about my initial 
exposure to Parapagus was made clear. But this wasn’t an ‘oh, okay, now I get 
it, moving on’ type of clarity, but a clarity that revealed so much more depth 
in the collection. Like Prevost’s tendency to pace during his public readings of 
his poetry, the reader is required to pace through these poems, or at least this 
reviewer found himself pacing around his room while working through this 
review.
 "e title of Prevost’s chapbook was biggest cause of my initial 
intrigue, as words that I am unfamiliar with often create a desire to learn 
their de!nition. After some helpful Googling, I quickly determined that the 
title of the chapbook references the phenomenon of dicephalic parapagus, 
which is more commonly known as the phenomenon of conjoined twins: “one 
body, two heads.” Parapagus is the condition of being fused side-by-side, and 
dicephalic is a type of polycephaly, which is the condition of having more than 
one head. "is condition manifests itself in Prevost’s collection in both the 
form and content of each poem. 

A REV IEW BY  CHRIS JOHNSON

A  REVIEW OF PARAPAGUS
PARAPAGUS WRITTEN BY ROLAND PREVOST
ABOVE/GROUND PRESS, DECEMBER 2012, 10 PP.
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 Roland Prevost’s Parapagus centres on word association. Everything — 
words and images and even scents — they all hold associations for us. "at’s 
how words infer meaning, and that’s how words, like dicephalic parapagus, 
can be described as a “locked proximity, a theft of each other’s lives.”  In 
this way, the phenomenon of conjoined twins is being used to represent the 
inseparable connection of words and meaning, not only in the dictionary 
de!nition of words, but in the way that certain words, scents, feelings are have 
di%erent associations to di%erent people. Hence why the search for meaning 
in Parapagus is such an enjoyable challenge; the meaning is meant to be 
subjective, and like in all poetry, the reader is encouraged to take away from 
the poems what they so choose.
 Another way that the poems encourage multiple interpretations is 
through the form of the poetry. Each poem is organised with two heads, in 
the form of words or phrases, sitting on top of the body of each poem. "e 
two heads are very rarely opposites, but are used to build the experience for 
each piece in the way that words and their associations in our memories 
invoke di%erent emotions from every person. For example, the combination 
of “passive-aggressive” and “bound” at the beginning of the collection’s 
second poem might stir a certain sentiment in some readers, where passive-
aggressiveness is connection to a sort of restriction or binding. However, 
other poem heads, such as “magical beliefs” and “meats rendered”, might seem 
completely disconnected until the entire poem and its heads !nds its meaning 
in one line; “Science entertains such !ctions.”
 I very much enjoyed Roland Prevost’s poetry in Parapagus and have 
yet to exhaust the possible interpretations of the poems. Subtleties such as the 
repetition of the phrase “We are reduced to call upon the eye and the ear” at 
the beginning of each piece continues to o%er a multitude of interpretations, 
and the single substitution of the word “seduced” in the place of “reduced” in 
the sixth poem is a beautiful test of just how much the audience is actually 
calling upon the eye and the ear when engaging with these poems. Prevost 
certainly has earned the right of my eyes and ears with Parapagus.
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Je! Blackman spent most of 2003-2012 at Carleton University obtaining 
political science degrees and, for a while, editing this magazine and "e 
Moose & Pussy (defunct). He currently works as a research analyst and will 
be publishing more poetry with Apt. 9 Press this summer. Access his words & 
performances via je%blackman2001.wordpress.com.

Selina Boan is currently working on an English Honours degree at Carleton 
University. Currently, she divides her time between Vancouver Island and 
Ottawa.

Michelle Duquette is a second year English major at Carleton. Her style 
of writing is largely poetry, as she performs spoken word and poetry that is 
in#uenced by the social and cultural ambiences of today’s world. "e piece 
“Wino” shows the unravelling of a relationship through a play on what dinner 
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poems appear most recently in Ottawater 9., the Peter F. Yacht Club #17, 
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Press (Kingston) & the Red Ceiling Press (UK). Amanda’s the managing 
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COME TO OUR READING SERIES & OPEN MIC

LAST WEDNESDAY OF THE MONTH @ 9PM
!e Clocktower Brew Pub (in the Glebe)
575 Bank St.

ALL WELCOME TO READ OR L ISTEN
VISIT INWORDSMAGAZINE.WORDPRESS.COM

COME TO OUR WRITER’S CIRCLE

MONDAY NIGHTS @ 7PM
!e Fox & Feather Pub
283 Elgin St.

BRING 6–10 COPIES OF A  P IECE
OR JUST BE PART OF THE COMMUNITY


