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Monsters





I, the Monster

I, the monster

you, the angel

are humans?

My fangs are plastic,

your wings paper;

human-made to signify

un-humanity. Such

poetry this

deformation of

reality. No, I don’t

mean truth, the source

of this elaborate

fairy tale. Let the gods

play at that

as Euripides might say

‘from their ethereal thrones’.

Mine is more like

a dilapidated toilet-seat

all too earthly

for the theatrics of divinity.

[ 3 ]



That makes me

monstrous? Abject?

Still too polite to say

‘Can I borrow thy whitish wing

to wipe my arse?’

I play my part

in the drama of The Battle.

Such an actor

I look so defeated

toppled by your gleaming

Archangel Michael.

There. The crowds cheer

and overcome

their humanity.

Backstage I help you

slash your heavenly wrists

upon my blunted horns.

I know you’ll win this war

too. I’m the archetypal

loser. At your funeral

[ 4 ]



the crowds howl louder than ever.

I’m all too indifferent

all too monstrous

to hold back my tears.

[ 5 ]



War Narrative

I.

Let’s have a story, for tales

truncate the unknown and impart

wisdom. Let’s say the reader

demands law and entertainment. So

let there be a hero. S/he no doubt

reflects the reader, the same

complexion as the reader, the same

lifestyle and volitions. The hero’s tongue

mimics the quotidian noise

of the reader’s society. Call

this fiction ‘one of us’, compel

identification. Reduce the tropes

of language to a common schema

of ‘our values’. She is a good mother

with cute, food-loving children. He

the bread-winner with a coquettish

wife, machismo and the rest. She, of course

exceptional, parent, daughter, friend

even ‘modern woman’. He displays

only the best traits of our dubious

[ 6 ]



patriarchy. But let’s confine the doubts

in denial, under the surface. Let our hero/ine

cruise the surface, smile, make love

and exhibit our boundless humanity. Until

the villain comes. Now our narrative

enters initiation, development. And

the reader reaches for snacks and sniggers

with delight—Ah, what a show!

II.

Let the villain have horns, crimson eyes

and a warped voice. Best if s/he speaks

a barbaric tongue, the absolute other

of our beloved idioms. Let it not be

he or she, but part mechanical part

hermaphrodite. An insect, really, an ugly

cockroach with the mask of

humanity. It wants to steal our food,

desecrate our ideals. Watch

this abomination defecate on the clean

[ 7 ]



sites of our propriety. Look deep into

its soul and discover that, yes, it

has none. Madness becomes

our foe; not a ‘mental illness’ entailing cure

its opaque and sweaty lunacy. Ensure

that it gorges on things that don’t

resemble (our) food. Displace ‘race’

with ‘culture’ and rejoice in demonising

the Other by proclaiming your lack of

racism. So, yes, let our enemy be

from a ‘culture’ that, in contrast to ours,

means only brute ‘nature’. Horns, then

can be more ‘creative’ metaphors. Try

beliefs that revoke ours, sexual habits

that offend our (heroes’) morality. Then

show the lurid outsider’s utter cruelty

its hatred of cute, food-loving children, its

violation of good mothers and ‘modern

women’, its affront to the might of our

no-longer dubious but now righteous

patriarchs. Let the battle begin.

[ 8 ]



III.

Does the enemy have a history?

Did it crawl out of the sewers

of pure darkness and incontestable

filth? But, more importantly,

can our tale see to questions? Would

doubt delay, even prevent

the action, the march to an exciting

confrontation? I think

I’m a party-pooper. The reader wants

rules and release, certainty

and leisure. S/he doesn’t care for

pausing the drama to contemplate

the genesis of our foe’s menace. What

does it matter if the enemy is not

a generic objet d’art but

a signifier of reality that justifies

our concept of the real, our passion

for war? I mean

doesn’t the nemesis—Satan, if you like —

have parents, a past and a being

[ 9 ]



as we do? What if its horns,

knives, poisons, homemade bombs

are hollow metaphors, fake props? Our tribe

is being terrorized by scarecrows

erected by sneaky storytellers. Our enemy

only a (very demonic-looking)

costume, tailor-made for the Others?

What then? Do we still

fight, if the enemy’s terror

results from ours? If its victims

are better off healed than avenged?

IV.

But we cannot have that. Only a clash

between our protagonists and ‘it’.

Let’s enjoy the performance, cheer for

our heroine, ‘overcoming the odds’

to put on view her genius, proficiency

at, yes, love, motherhood, being ‘modern’,

etc. She is so unique, so unlike

the enemy. She has intellect, intuition

[ 10 ]



and an abundance of beauty. She beats

‘its’ innate, incurable ugliness, immorality

with stealth and (again) love. An enticing

comic resolution. The reader drools over

her competence and sexuality. Hers

the boons of contentment and rarity. The male

hero’s physical power and technology

trounce the enemy. The reader leaps

with joy every time another slimy foe

incinerates in the fire of the hero’s gun. If

the climax implies or explicates too much

glorious carnage then why not

a ‘redemptive’ denouement, say

an apologia by the dying fiend or a eulogy

by the killer-hero after the killing, even

exculpation, but only after

masculine punishment. If the enemy

is to be reformed rather than obliterated

then this correction the work

of our hero’s conscience. The reader applauds

[ 11 ]



this ability to forgive the defeated

adversary. An ‘ethical’ finale

to the story’s battle between us and evil.

V.

Can I but interrogate

our heroine’s victory? Her alibi

utterly fraudulent, manufactured

by her own desires. What’s to distinguish

between her ‘love’

and the desires of her rival/enemy?

Why should we assume

her brilliance more palpable

than ‘its’? A matter of

point-of-view? Is the reader

really that myopic? Too shallow

to object to our hero’s violence

perpetrated in the name of our clan? Is

terror heroic when committed by us

and diabolical when attempted by ‘it’? Who

will count the losses, timeless injuries

[ 12 ]


