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dwells within us; a tremendous, tumultuous force not to confined to
homicide, for it is the same wellspring for creativity. Sensing this, we
create a semblance of this cosmic force through an ideal. Enter the
monster, borne onto the page like an explosion—one we most dread of
becoming, the hair radiating, mouth slavering, stinking beast. For those
who allow themselves to be seduced to the destructive side of the force,
the wail of the wind is an appeal from a wraith to join its dance macabre.
Thus, artists objectify their fear of chaos through the creation of
monsters.

In literature, John Gardner’s Grendel serves as an example. Grendel
was born from the epic poem Beowulf. While Beowulfis told from the
side of men, Grendel is a monster’s first person account of the epic, with
of a flip-side study of humanity through the eyes of a fiend. The
monster, Grendel, sees himself as a focus in the world of men: "a new
focus for the clutter of space I stood in" (p. 80). He goes to the Dragon to
ask where he fits into the world, whereby the dragon describes Grendel’s

affect upon man:

You improve them, my boy!

Can't you see that yourself?

You stimulate them! You make
them think and scheme. You drive
them to poetry, science, religion, all

that makes them what they are for as



long as they last. You are, so to
speak, the brute existent by which
they learn to define themselves.

(pp. 72-73)

From the vantage point of a monster, the artist can safely express his
controversial beliefs because in fiction they are not his beliefs but an
outsider’s. The voice of fire prompts man to gain validation through
creativity or murder. Beowulf is a professional soldier who obtains
validation through murder, the killing of his fellow man and monsters.
He creates order through institutionalized carnage. The poet obtains
validation through the imitation of nature. He creates order through
pattern making. Both ends attempt to bring order to the world by
harnessing chaos. The artist weaves an understanding, the soldier kills all
who oppose that understanding. Thus governments and gods are formed
to support this illusion. In nature, a paper dollar is worth the price of a

leaf.

All vocations are borne for either killing or creating. Society develops
morals, laws and religion to negate the monster potential in people.
Education simply reinforces the establishment of manners, and provides
vocational training for the two sides, dark and light, destruction or
creation, which is equal. For example, construction for development is

actually destruction. Forests, swamps, and prairies are removed for the
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progress of the species. Therefore, the other citizens of the world, what
we label flora and fauna, are killed. On the other hand. music halts the
outward looking progression of man’s search for happiness, and forces

introspection, which pauses destruction.

Increases in education do not necessarily lead to decreases in
monsterism. Learned men have committed atrocities since time
unmemorable. My brother, David, was a budding artist who wrote
screenplays and produced his own movies. Yet he battled violent
inclinations to murder people. He held a Bachelors’ Degree in
Journalism from Webster University in St. Louis. He was a logical,
loving family man, but craved physical battle. This is very difficult for
me to talk about, but I feel both disembodied and a part of Dave’s death
shadow somehow. My only comfort is in the thought that, in the estimate
of the universe his death was an insignificant event. So in the
explanation of man’s creation of monsters, Dave’s death is relevant. Let
me explain dear reader. But first, you should understand that I loved him

very deeply as a brother should. These are his last moments:

It is a warm March night and my brother is running down Sullivan
Street in Greenwich Village; he is running for his life. He has just killed
his man and his ears ring from the booms of his pistol. I can see from the
street video that he has a strong, even pace, is timing his wind, and not
running too fast as to wear himself out, or too slow as to be caught by

police. He is running for the subway, and to home where his high-rise
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apartment overlooks that old French whore in the harbor. His wallet lies
on the bed in case he is killed. On March 15", 2007 The New York

Times reports:

Witnesses to last night’s shooting described
a wild scene in which as many as 30 shots
were fired, creating pandemonium as
patrons spilled out from Village watering
holes like the Lion’s Den and the Back
Fence on a breezy springlike night. In one
case, a comedy act in a basement club on
Bleecker Street was briefly interrupted —
although the show in fact went on. “I was in
the middle of my set and I heard a series of
pops and someone came running downstairs
and said, ‘A person is being shot outside,” *
said Hassan Madry, 28, who was performing
on stage at the Village Lantern. I tried to
calm everybody down. I told some of my
jokes. You know, you got to go on with it.”

As Dave runs, two auxiliary police officers, Nicholas T. Pekearo, 28,
of Manhattan, and Yevgeniy Marshalik, 19, of Nassau County, flank him
on the opposite side of the road. Though the video is grainy, I know what
is about to happen, “Ah Oh,” I think. “Don’t trap, Dave—he’ll kill you.”
I see Dave turn his head and snarl; it’s that spastic animal spark that I
know so well from childhood. He crosses the street in three strides and
blows off the tops of the auxiliary officer’s heads while they cower
behind parked cars. | am repulsed, yet fascinated by Dave’s grim
precision. “This is my brother,” I think. “How can this be my brother?”
For some reason he turns back to where he shot his first man, Alfredo

Romero Morales, 33, at De Marco’s Pizzeria on MacDougal and West
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Houston Streets. Nobody knows why he killed Morales. At this point, I
lose him in the video as he runs out of the frame. There are only flashing
lights in the direction he has gone. The street is empty; there is no sound
on the tape. I realized with a grim chill that police are killing him at that
moment. The NYC medical examiner later told me that police shot him

21 times. “Where?” [ asked. “All over,” he replied flatly.

“I need my illusions,” my brother once said when I asked what he
thought of Emerson’s On Self Reliance. “Emerson is just—" He wiggled
his fingers, suspending his arm in the air as if groping in the dark, his
brow wrinkled. “I just need my illusions,” he concluded with a sheepish
smile. My first thought was that this was weakness, that he could not
face reality. Now, months after his death, | mourn the simple, sweet
humanity of his words. I realized too late that he needed his illusions to
survive. And I, in my zealous quest for ultimate truth, may have
unwittingly stripped away his coping tools; comprehending now, that in
fact, we all need our illusions. Witnesses said bullets continued to spark
near his body long after he was dead. It was as though police were trying
to kill some supernatural force. He was no longer human to them. He had

become the monster.

Grendel said, "All order, I've come to understand, is theoretical,
unreal" (p. 157). Reality is nature: "The law of the world is a winter law;
and casual" (p. 115). But Grendel’s view is too terrible for most people.

The reality is that we do need our illusions. Right or wrong, man needs



to order his world, and things have to die for that to be accomplished.
Man is important or he would not be here. It is essential for man to label
men, animals, and the unknown as monsters when those elements violate
order. Just as essential is the creation of heroes, who are manifestations
of that order, who come and destroy chaos. This duality of good and evil
will always exist in our psyches. Literature supplies the patterns for
comprehension. My writing will further contribute to the need of man to
understand his world through good tales.

The following poems and stories are experiments. A Master of Fine
Arts in Writing is only a beginning. The certificate on my wall says to
me, “I now possess the basic skills to change the world with the power of

my writing.”



POETRY



A pattern of spelling errors from 20 students

[ must expand my assignments
Commit to statistics
Everyday—
The overall point seems to extend from what the soul heard
On gravestone paragraphs—
Stepping stones of lifetimes afterlife
When sorrow becomes
interesting.
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Midnight in Nebraska

[’'m looking for a place to camp.
All the roads are fenced.

I wave to a scarecrow

Skewered between rows of corn.

I stop at a gas station
A lunatic at the pump
Rattles a handful of bullets
Says he mined them in hell.

He spits when he speaks
Calls me a cur

For buying that foreign crap.
Drives off in a blue Cadillac

His pump says 100.06 dollars
His license plate says Combat Vet
His cigarette butt says Camel

No wonder he’s pissed.

I'm looking for a place to camp.
All the roads are fenced.



Nature

While bending in a cool stream
To drink

[ see a reflection over my shoulder
Of a woman with garden hair
Clematis I think,

Watching me.

I’'m afraid she’ll vanish

If I turn

So I pretend not to see

Her watching me.

Instead, I tell the Tree Kings
On the opposite shore

Of my affection for her.

She smiles at this

And arches closer,

Stretching a vine blossom

Of White fingers.

That brush my shoulder
Teasing my spine.
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Astronauts

When you pack your shit for the long flight
Consider the darkness you enter carefully.
For the music you carry shall grow old

The toothbrush shall ware down

Teeth shall crumble

And words will

Not Matter

Any
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