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How	good	to	this	monster	have	been	a	great	number	and	variety	of	

people	and	other	creatures.	Good	things	advanced	and	kindnesses	

unconditioned,	unsolicited	over	all	the	years	of	its	life.	Thus	have	I	

spent	half	my	days	in	open	mouthed	wonder	at	how	these	things	

came	by	my	way.	I	live	in	certain	isolation,	and	yet	it	still	happens,	

with	 the	delicacy	and	 surprise	of	 a	hover	 fly,	 that	a	 stranger	will	

come	by	my	way,	off	the	trodden	path,	just	to	unravel	from	their	

limbs	and	face	a	friendly	gesture.	Or	they	pass	by,	and	as	they	do,	

they	turn	their	head	my	way	and	suddenly	smile	into	me.	It	happens	

so	unexpectedly	 that	 I	 am	not	 ready	 to	 give	 all	 I	want	 to	 give	 in	

return.	 For	 a	 smile	 like	 this,	 I	 would	 transform	 my	 life	 at	 that	

moment	into	a	token	of	gratitude.	But	the	attempt	to	fashion	my	

face	into	the	open	smile	I	have	in	mind	is	 like	carving	water.	And	

then	they	are	gone.		

	

	



Once,	circling	an	encased	object	in	the	museum,	I	met	the	face	of	

another,	 circling	 also,	 on	 the	 other	 side	 of	 the	 vitrine,	 with	 this	

object	pulsing	like	a	heart	between	us.	As	soon	as	I	became	aware	

of	our	shared	attention,	toward	that	object,	I	felt	locked	into	that	

other	 person.	 The	 object	 merged	 into	 our	 mutual	 awareness,	

though	it	now	belonged	more	to	the	other,	than	to	me.	This	other	

one	now	had	mastery	over	my	attitude,	my	appreciation,	and	this	

new	 awareness	 destroyed	 the	 spell	 of	 the	 object.	 My	 looking	

turned	to	his	looking,	to	see	how	it	was	done,	because	I	could	no	

longer	see	this	thing	in	my	own	way.	I	could	not	remember	how	to	

look,	 and	 developed	 an	 immediate	 awkwardness,	 and	 when	 we	

came	close,	I	nodded	outward	and	stretched	a	smile	that	seemed	

to	 be	 a	 thin	 beam,	 and	 the	 structure	 of	 my	 narrow	 face	 felt	

distorted	and	strained	by	the	inadequacy	of	this	polite	motif.	When	

I	was	younger,	I	would	greet	most	strangers	with	this	poor	imitation	

of	 openness,	 with	 the	 effect	 of	 a	 kind	 of	 grotesqueness,	 which	

made	my	efforts	to	reach	outward	appear	ridiculous.		

	

*	

I	walked	along	a	beach	on	the	Algarve	once.	I	was	lost,	or	I	should	

say	I	was	looking	for	a	hostel	that	was	not	there,	and	as	I	walked	

	

	

along	the	wind	hewn	shore	with	the	wild	Atlantic	sea	to	my	left,	it	

dawned	on	me	that	there	was	no	hostel	where	I	had	thought	there	

to	be	one,	for	I	had	grossly	misread	the	map.	So	I	had	to	turn	around	

and	put	the	sea	on	my	right,	to	go	back	to	the	white	washed	village	

in	Winter,	from	where	I	had	set	out;	but	to	pick	the	moment	when	

this	turn	should	happen	became	an	impossible	task	and	as	long	as	I	

could	find	no	moment	that	was	more	reasonable	than	the	next,	 I	

just	kept	walking,	even	though	I	knew	I	was	getting	further	away	

from	my	target	and	heading	towards	things	that	had	no	name.		

	

I	carried,	 in	my	pack,	a	huge	weight	on	my	back,	and	there	were	

comical	thin	rimmed	spectacles	that	slipped	sideways	and	down	on	

my	nose.	 I	could	do	nothing	about	them	because	my	hands	were	

full	of	things.	I	was	appallingly	loaded	down.	Then	coming	the	other	

way	was	a	young	couple.	They	were	tall	and	healthy,	with	dark	hair	

clawed	 by	 the	 wind	 into	 reckless	 knots,	 and	 their	 faces,	 lifted	

defiantly	 to	 the	 cold	 sea	 air,	were	 rough	 and	 lusty.	 They	 carried	

nothing	on	their	backs	except	 their	 loose,	careless	clothing.	They	

were	easy	in	their	laughing	steps,	in	their	place,	and	the	beach	and	

the	 sea	 seemed	 to	 be	 in	 their	 company,	 approving	 of	 them,	

gathering	about	and	playing	with	them	in	familiar	companionship	

and	with	the	same	ardour	with	which	the	sea	and	beach	and	air	and	

rocks	and	dry	yellow	grasses	all	clearly	disapproved	of	me.		



	

So	I	did	this	smile	as	we	passed,	but	it	was	distorted	by	insincerity	

and	the	apprehension	that	filled	me,	for	the	current	situation	only	

served	to	remind	me	that	I	had	been	lost	for	a	great	long	time,	that	

I	 was	 forsaken	 upon	 the	 earth,	 cast	 out,	 ferociously	 ugly,	 and	

whimpering.	So	the	smile	I	did	to	this	enlivened,	sensual,	free	and	

earthy	young	couple,	was	ridiculous	as	I	peered	over	the	tarnished	

rims	of	my	spectacles.	After	they	passed	they	burst	into	splendid,	

arrogant	laughter.	They	laughed	at	me,	a	crippled	monster,	a	seeker	

of	 hostels	 amongst	 the	 rocks	 on	 their	 Algarve	 coast.	 How	 they	

laughed,	and	their	mirth	became	a	cyst	on	my	heart	and	the	cause	

of	bursts	of	agony	over	the	years	to	follow.	These	did	not	number	

amongst	the	kind	strangers,	but	they	laughed	as	they	had	to,	as	was	

fitting,	 as	 was	 right.	 So	 for	 what	 seemed	 cruel	 then,	 I	 have	 an	

understanding	now.	For	had	I	continued	to	believe	in	the	injustice	

of	their	merriment,	I	would	never	have	admitted	that	the	world	of	

rocks	and	water	and	air,	also,	can	momentarily	take	sides,	and	that	

one	day,	I,	like	Empedocles,	would	fall	in	with	the	mineral	kingdom	

and	have	no	more	need	of	approval	 from	mortal	men.	And	once	

approval	was	no	longer	required,	kindness	and	gratitude	would	be	

free	to	flower	into	outrageous	expression.	That	is	what	the	unkind	

couple	on	the	shore	gave	me,	and	for	that	I	am	grateful.	

	

*	

	

As	well	as	people	and	creatures,	plants	too,	grasses	and	trees	have	

presented	 their	 qualities	 of	 goodness	 with	 such	 ease	 and	 quiet	

generosity	that	for	all	their	height	and	breadth,	they	have	vanished	

equally	into	my	careless	expectations	and	inattentions	on	the	one	

hand,	 and	my	 over-zealous	 appreciation	 on	 the	 other,	 as	 I	 have	

tempered	 bits	 of	 wild	 nature	 into	 unproductive	 gardens,	 or	

attempted	and	failed	to	write	fitting	words	in	praise	of	the	green	

kingdom.	 Yet	 even	 as	 they	 vanish,	 even	 as	 I	 grapple	 with	 their	

splendour,	they	exert	a	presence,	a	welcome	authority.	They	insist	

that	 I	 dwell	 in	 shades	 of	 green!	 As	 for	 the	 differences	 between	

trees,	they	never	end	–	there	is	no	stillness	between	them,	the	ones	

I	know	–	for	I	do	not	live	amongst	the	stately	reserve	of	poplars	or	

baobabs,	with	their	insistent	lateral	symmetry	and	regularity.	These	

eucalypts	 that	 knot	 about	 me,	 that	 confound	 my	 shadow	 with	

theirs,	have	made	an	art	of	ambivalence;	they	have	no	mind	for	the	

future.	Against	their	shapes	and	lines,	ever	on	the	move,	kicking	out	

in	all	directions,	with	knee	bones	and	elbow	bones	interlaced	and	

angled	limbs	like	gymnasts’	bodies,	I	learn	about	my	own	aberrant	

extensions.	Against	each	one,	 I	 reassess	my	own	shape	and	form	

and	size.	The	closer	I	come	to	a	tree,	the	more	my	body	is	drawn	to	

its	trunk,	for	a	trunk	is	a	body	and	sometimes	of	a	similar	girth	to	



my	own,	or	else	spindly	and	mangled	which	brings	out	the	mangled	

spindles	of	my	being,	and	yet	elsewhere,	enormous	so	that	my	arms	

feel	like	stubs.	No	one	tree	has	helped	me	know	myself,	while	the	

many	 trees	 have	 given	 me	 a	 glimpse	 of	 my	 mutable	 being,	 my	

protean	monstrosity.		

	

For	the	most	part	though,	beyond	these	endless	clues	to	an	elusive	

selfhood,	 trees	 have	 shaded	 this	 creature,	 shared	 without	

complaint	their	lucid,	emerald	soul	flesh	and	broad,	broken	shade	

pools;	 wide	 and	 lacy	 pools	 of	 weightless	 imperturbability.	 It	 is	

beneath	the	tree,	on	the	grass,	that	I	have	often	gone,	to	dissolve	

into	patterns	of	light	and	shade.	Here,	I	merge	with	the	soft	ground	

and	shelter	from	the	world	as	if	entering	a	chapel	where	suddenly	

the	space	where	one	stands,	seems	to	radiate	from	the	interior	of	

one’s	own	being.	I	resign,	like	a	wide	eyed	acolyte	overcome	by	an	

uncomplicated	 divine	 beneficence,	 to	 this	 impossible	 topology,	

with	gratitude.	Here	I	will	gaze	upward	amongst	satin	branches,	to	

places	more	distant	than	the	stars.	When	the	blood	with	 its	own	

kind	of	goodness	but	sometimes	with	traces	of	disquiet,	runs	hot	

through	monster	flesh,	a	tree	comes	as	a	solemn	defender	and	asks	

no	questions,	not	even	a	name.	Along	country	roads	I	have	pulled	

over	on	my	bicycle,	taking	time	beneath	a	tree,	spreading	out	on	

the	 quiet	 ground.	 There	 I	 have	 noticed	 that	 some	 tree	 limbs	

resemble	my	own	and	I	have	asked	myself	this	question:	Before	I	

was	 animal,	 was	 there	 some	 relation	 to	 the	 plant	 kingdom,	 one	

million	years	ago,	when	I	was	newly	born?	

	

*	

	

In	addition	to	people	and	creatures	and	trees,	I	can	name	the	air	as	

due	my	gratitude,	for	all	the	air	that	I	have	breathed	has	come	as	

goodness	to	me,	and	therefore	has	been	good	not	only	for	me,	but	

to	me.	Because	even	aberrant	creatures	like	this	one,	continue	to	

respire	through	day	and	night	and	the	air	has	always	been	there,	

just	at	my	nostrils,	when	I	needed	it,	which	was	all	the	time	without	

pause,	 gratitude	 seems	 fitting.	 There	 were	 times	 when	 this	

availability	made	me	greedy	and	I	gorged	on	enormous	lungs	full	of	

it,	not	 thinking	who	else	might	be	around,	unable	 to	get	enough	

because	 of	 this	 over-zealous	 vacuum.	 I	 have	 sucked	 on	 day	 and	

night	as	 if	there	would	be	no	end	to	them.	Air	and	day	and	night	

have	 been	 good	 to	me,	 filling	me	 on	 the	 inside	 and	 positioning,	

transporting	me	 in	 the	 world,	 so	 that	 which	 I	 take	 in,	 takes	me	

along.	By	the	light	of	the	sun,	I	acquired	some	definition	for	others	

to	know	me	by,	particular	colours,	particular	lines	and	shapes	to	be	

recognised,	so	that	I	can	say	that	 light	and	air	touch	me	in	a	way	

that	is	entirely	unique,	giving	a	shape	to	the	atmosphere	that	I	push	



along	 as	 I	 go.	 I	 am	 grateful	 for	 these	 gifts	 of	 definition	 and	 of	

location,	 for	 the	malleable	 clay	 of	 the	 air,	 that	 complies	without	

argument	to	my	ever	adjusting	form.		

	

Just	 as	 light	 has	 given	 me	 perceptible	 form,	 both	 constant	 and	

mutable,	 by	 night	 these	 qualities	 dissipate	 into	 the	 senses	 that	

exceed	location.	That	is,	by	night,	I	have	no	colour,	no	form,	but	for	

that	which	 is	 touched,	that	touches,	no	fixed	position.	By	night,	 I	

turn	into	a	whisper,	a	snort,	a	shout	or	call	that	fills	the	air	beyond	

my	daytime	 contours.	 If	 you	have	 ever	 sung	 or	 grunted	 into	 the	

darkness,	 you	 will	 know	 how	 it	 is	 possible	 to	 become	 a	 sound,	

beyond	being	merely	its	channel.	By	night	I	could	convince	myself	

that	I	were	a	buttress,	a	flea,	a	sea	sponge,	for	there	is	an	overreach	

of	 certain	 internal	 senses,	 that	 branch	 with	 tropical	 effusion,	

beyond	known	boundaries,	beyond	chartered	flesh.		

	

Day	and	night	have	also	been	the	cause	of	fear,	and	fright	played	

its	part	 in	forging	monstrous	tendencies.	For	with	each	nocturnal	

fright,	say,	in	a	dream,	or	an	apparition	in	the	room	where	I	lay,	my	

form	altered	to	adjust	to	that	unexpected,	shadowy	visitor,	drawing	

back	and	shrinking,	while	straining	outward	to	know,	to	see	more,	

straining	so	hard	as	to	exercise	hidden	muscles.	This	double	action,	

over	 time,	 leaves	 some	 distortions,	 a	 kind	 of	 forward	 lurch	 and	

recoil	within	a	single	step.	But	I	have	also	been	afraid	by	day,	and	

my	shape	adjusted	likewise,	in	a	less	lively	recoil,	more	like	a	shrug,	

from	this	loathsome	thing,	that	is	neither	dream	nor	apparition,	but	

what	the	ancients	called	acedia,	boredom,	though	more	than	this:	

a	 loss	 of	 care.	 To	 the	 lurch	 and	 recoil	 that	 I	 developed	 through	

nocturnal	encounters,	the	diurnal	ones	added	a	sloughing	effect,	so	

that	the	overall	contribution	to	my	movements	was	grotesque	and	

stilted,	with	periodic	bursts	of	advance	motion.	I	became	adept	at	

concealing	 the	 worst	 of	 this,	 but	 sometimes,	 caught	 off	 guard,	

these	internal	struggles,	manifest	in	my	stride,	would	cause	me	to	

stumble	 and	 fall.	 And	 even	 then,	 people,	 strangers	 as	 much	 as	

friends,	held	out	 solicitous	hands,	and	 looked	me	 in	 the	eye	and	

opened	their	own	faces	with	these	blessed	smiles	of	kindness,	and	

spoke	incantations	that	dulled	all	pain.	

	

After	one	bad	fall,	a	hospital	nurse	looked	down	at	me	with	her	soft	

oval	face,	and	round	spectacles.	She	had	a	small	mouth	that	opened	

only	to	speak	good,	strong,	sensible	words,	such	as	“I	don’t	think	

we	do	enough,	no	we	don’t	do	enough,”	even	while	she	was	doing	

enough.	She	did	not	notice	that	I	was	this	monster	and	took	me	for	

a	normal	and	 I	did	not	 say	anything	because	her	 tenderness	and	

strength	 so	occupied	me,	 and	 they	were	 there	 for	me!	 I	wanted	

nothing	so	much	as	to	keep	her	by	my	side	with	her	uncomplicated	



wisdom.	She	was	giving	me	something	of	her	big	heart	and	so	I	just	

lay	there	on	the	whiteness	of	sheets,	and	took	what	she	gave	and	

listened	to	her	words	that	soon	formed	into	the	pattern	of	her	own	

misfortunes	and	sensible	fortitude.	She	stroked	my	forehead	in	the	

course	 of	 administering	 swabs	 and	 bandages	 and	 creams.	 She	

cupped	her	hand	on	my	brow,	and	it	fitted	just	perfectly,	so	that	I	

took	it	to	be	a	sign,	that	her	hand	and	my	head	must	in	some	way	

be	connected,	must	be	related.	Not	her	and	I,	related,	just	my	brow	

and	 her	 hand	 closing	 out	 the	world	 in	 their	meeting.	 All	 I	 could	

sense	was	the	wide	place	where	they	touched;	where	she	touched	

my	head.	Or	was	it	that	my	head	reached	out	and	filled	her	hand?		

	

*	

I	am	always	reaching	out,	though	because	I	am	shy	–	yes,	a	monster	

can	 be	 shy	 -	 	 sometimes	 my	 aim	 does	 not	 reach	 its	 target;	 my	

gratitude	is	clumsy,	inadequate.	I	want	to	say	“drink	me	up	blessed	

angel,	ethereal	being,	goddess;	ask	of	me	a	 task	 too	great”	but	 I	

know	this	is	my	monster	soul	goading	me	on.	I	have	lived	on	dear	

earth	long	enough	to	know	that	this	talk	frightens	people	off.	It	is	

aberrant,	monstrous.	Instead	of	taking	it	and	feasting	on	it	they	turn	

and	run	away.	All	kindness	turns	to	fear	and	they	stiffen	and	their	

greatness	turns	inward.	So	instead	I	say	“thank	you,”	and	want	to	

weep	for	this	dried	up	little	weed	of	a	word	that	comes	in	response	

to	gold.	Some	turn	 to	 the	sky,	and	give	 thanks,	but	how	will	 this	

bottled	message	ever	come	to	wash	up	on	the	shore	of	the	one	for	

whom	you	intend	it?	It	is	gone,	gone!	A	message	of	gratitude	adrift	

in	 the	great	 skydom,	 is	a	 lonesome	 thing	 indeed.	Unhinged,	 self-

feeding,	mad,	monstrous!	Gratitude	unanchored	from	the	one	who	

is	grateful	and	not	yet	reaching	the	one	for	whom	it	is	bound.	

	

*	

	

In	the	night	I	listen	to	the	plangent	cries	of	the	curlews.	I	lie	awake	

and	realise	that	 I	am	thinking	of	 the	balance	of	 things:	gratitude,	

and	inadequacy,	goodness	in	proportion,	and	how	to	find	the	right	

words	in	the	turbulence	of	the	over	grateful	heart.	The	curlew’s	call	

is	not	meant	for	me,	but	 I	 intercept	 it	anyway.	 It	 is	 impossible	to	

avoid	unless	I	stuff	my	paws	into	my	ears.	What	can	it	mean	to	me,	

for	whom	it	was	never	intended,	whom	the	curlew	despises?	I	am	

guilty	 in	the	sombre	enjoyment	 I	have	 in	this	haunting	of	the	air,	

and	in	taking	it	to	be	my	own	call,	for	if	there	were	not	something	

of	one’s	own	heart	in	haunting	cries	of	the	bush,	why	would	they	

take	possession	in	the	way	they	do?	They	are	the	overflowing	of	the	

soul	beyond	reason.	These	encircling	calls	from	the	stone	curlew,	

with	 its	big	stunned	eyes	and	stoic	mood	are	the	expression	of	a	



loss	–	loss	of	home,	loss	of	child,	of	sleep	–	that	fills	the	empty	arena	

of	that	same	loss.	

	

*	

	

I	should	explain	this	monstrosity	that	I	insist	is	mine.	Because	it	is	

not	what	you	are	thinking,	but	it	is	not	what	you	are	not	thinking	

either.	I	am	and	am	not	Hydra,	Medusa,	Arachne,	Chimera,	Cyclops.	

But	if	it	is	terrible	to	be	one	of	these	monsters,	it	is	worse	to	be	all	

of	 them,	between	all	of	 them,	both	owned	and	rejected	by	each	

one.	 It	 is	 true	 that	 I	 have	 many	 heads	 like	 Hydra,	 but	 they	 are	

countered	 by	 the	 single	 eye	 of	 Cyclops.	 And	 it	 is	 true	 that,	 like	

Medusa,	my	hair	 is	a	mess	of	snakes,	but	these	are	countered	by	

the	fine	web	of	Arachne,	and	so	both	snake	effect	and	spider	effect	

appear	 to	 dissipate	 into	 each	 other	 and	 leave	 normalness,	

something	 like	hair.	Perhaps	Chimera	describes	me	best	because	

here	is	a	creature	formed	of	many	beasts	–	lion,	snake,	goat	–	and	

you	would	have	to	ask	whether	this	is	an	advantage	or	a	deficit,	and	

I	have	long	wondered	this	myself.	Where	the	advantage	of	the	goat,	

if	goaded	by	the	lion?	Where	the	authority	of	the	lion	when	always	

spied	upon	by	the	snake?	To	live	in	fear	of	one’s	own	strengths,	is	

to	step	into,	rather	than	beside	one’s	own	shadow,	to	merge	into	a	

single	 form,	 and	 not,	 as	 may	 be	 expected	 of	 the	 Chimera,	 to	

produce	three!		

	

And	as	for	my	actions,	it	is	true	that	they	do	not	count	amongst	the	

worst	of	what	human	kind	has	managed.	They	are	not	what	you	

might	call	monstrous.	Once	when	 I	was	a	child	 I	 stole	 some	tiny,	

fragile	plastic	spoons,	though	I	did	return	them.	Then	later	in	life	I	

pocketed	some	cheese	in	winter,	when	my	pockets	were	deep,	and	

later	still,	I	removed	from	a	garden	some	sticks	I	wanted,	but	they	

were	 holding	 up	 beans	 and	 the	 farmer	was	 angry.	 He	mumbled	

something	as	I	walked	away,	and	though	he	spoke	in	a	language	I	

did	not	know,	it	was	clear	that	what	he	said	was	filthy	little	foreign	

monster.	 Although	 these	 things	 are	 terrible	 indeed	 they	 hardly	

compare	 with	 the	 acts	 of	 desecration	 that	 I	 have	 been	 able	 to	

perform	under	the	pretext	of	holiness	–	smiling	whilst	concealing	a	

scream	 –	 or,	 in	 the	 awful	 disguise	 of	 bloated	 water,	 bursting	

through	dam	walls	to	flood	valleys	and	towns,	rising	to	roof	tops,	

tearing	 through	wide	 planes,	 uprooting	 trees	 like	Orlando.	Or,	 if	

that	is	not	bad	enough,	carving	great	gorges	into	the	earth	with	my	

fingernails	–	that	 is	why	I	bite	them	now,	through	remorse	–	and	

watching	as	entire	mountains	are	undermined	by	my	destructive	

forces.	 I	hear	about	them,	hear	about	the	aftermath,	and	gag	for	

the	horror	of	 these	catastrophes	and	know	without	doubt,	 that	 I	



am	their	agent.	Are	you	beginning	to	understand?	And	worse	by	far	

in	the	secret	crevices	of	dreams,	where	like	the	gods	I	would	fly	and	

defy	my	gender,	I	recalled	one	night	with	horror,	from	atop	a	great	

tower,	 a	 time	 when	 I	 mortally	 wounded	 the	 child.	 This,	 I	 think,	

begins	to	illustrate	how	I	have	come	to	know	that	I	am	one	for	the	

freak	show,	 to	be	numbered	amongst	 the	uncanny,	 the	wild,	 the	

forsaken	 and	 corroded;	 that	 I	 am	 elephantine,	 porphyry,	 no-

woman,	child-flint,	stone-age.		

	

*	

	

When	 I	 was	 young	 and	 spindly,	 I	 would	 have	 done	 anything	 to	

ensure	my	place	amongst	people.	What	rites	must	I	perform,	what	

words	should	I	speak,	how	should	I	walk;	what	is	it	that	I	need	to	

know,	do	not	know?	I	am	running	up	behind	you	all,	but	I	am	slow,	

my	legs	do	not	go	fast.	I	am	holding	to	the	rear.	My	claws	grip	the	

ground	and	get	caught	in	grass	roots.	My	weirdness	raises	laughter	

in	the	crowd.	I	am	saying	words	in	imitation	of	ones	I	have	heard.	

Soon	they	get	to	be	believed,	 in	the	sense	that	they	make	sense.	

Like	 well-made	 tools,	 they	 produce	 an	 effect,	 turn	 into	 certain	

objects,	 into	 curves	 and	 shapes	 between	me	 and	 you;	 turn	 into	

hoops	and	targets	 that	dodge	and	collect,	and	wheels	 that	move	

smoothly	but	are	subject	to	other	wheels	and	rules.	As	with	tools,	I	

do	not	need	not	know	how	they	work,	only	how	to	handle	them,	

and	 I	 handle	 them	because	 that	 is	what	 they	demand.	 Language	

demands	to	be	used	up	and	I	oblige.	Bit	by	bit	I	am	absorbed	into	

the	world	of	people.	 I	am	fitted	with	 these	words,	 this	 language,	

and	these	limbs	which,	over	time,	begin	to	behave	with	an	ease	and	

predictability,	 sometimes	 a	 certain	 flair,	 and	 reveal	 a	 strength.	

Limbs	and	words	unravel	together.	These	strengths	and	this	poise	

are	not	of	 the	monstrous.	The	 slow	 legs	and	 reluctant	arms	 that	

deferred	to	the	hybrid	Chimera,	the	Gorgon	are	finding	a	way	in	the	

world.	And	how	did	this	come	about?		

	

While	monsters	can	speak	and	move	and	see	and	taste	and	touch	

and	hear,	their	economy	does	not	permit	of	deference.	We	do	not	

know	owing,	except	that	it	is	of	the	language	arts	and	attaches	to	

particular	 conditions,	 and	 produces	 particular	 effects.	 But	 here’s	

the	 thing,	 the	 thing	 that	makes	 the	difference:	 that	 the	monster	

gives	itself	as	gratitude.	That	is,	I	do	not	break	off	a	part	in	payment,	

of	my	being,	but	give	of	it	all,	just	as	the	world	does	not	dismember	

itself	in	its	generosity,	but	gives	of	it	all.	A	ripe	smile	issues	from	the	

same	providence	as	the	clean	air,	and	a	tree	musters	the	forces	of	

underground	life,	and	overhead	light,	to	agree	on	shade.	Gratitude	

is	no	less	for	the	kind	hand	than	it	is	for	the	entire	Pacific	Ocean	and	

all	its	contents,	from	a	shimmering,	sometimes	turbulent	surface	to	



its	tectonic	cliffs	and	all	the	fishes	that	pass	between.	And	in	this	

exchange	of	wholes,	there	is	no	part	payment.			

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

©Sharon	Jewell	2018	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

		

		

	

	

		

	

		

	

		

	



	
	

	


