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I become a hulking beast  
 

I wake up with a really sore back for some reason. But that’s all I thought it was, 

just a sore back. Gradually, throughout the day I become more and more hunched over, to 

the point that when I get home I feel like a hunchback. I lay down on the couch and rest, 

but am so sore I don’t get off of the couch. I sleep there all night. Then in the morning, I 

feel all funny-like. I can’t straighten up, thus have to basically drag myself into the 

bathroom, and there, standing before myself in the large mirror above the sink is a hairy 

beast. It is me. I’m the hairy beast. I know that much. I have somehow changed into a 

loping, bent-over beast. I shuffle back to the couch and call in sick.  

I lay there all day, dreading looking in the mirror again. I try to fall asleep, 

thinking it’s all a bad dream and that I just need to wake up. But I can’t sleep. I just keep 

thinking about the hideous creature I have become. I run it over and over in my mind – 

something I ate, some bad bug I caught, germs, bad germs, real bad ones. Perhaps it’s just 

various crushing burdens beginning to weigh me down, distort me, the burdens of 

wanting too much, of wanting it all. Maybe my expectations are just set too high. It’s 

good to want things, gives you something to work for, keeps you motivated, but wanting 

too much can drown you in unhappiness, can distort your perspective.   

I lay there and think some more, finally figuring this all probably has something 

to do with the temporal distortion experiments I’m tinkering with in my basement in my 

spare time. I fancy myself an inventor, you see. It’s merely a hobby, just something to 

fiddle with to pass the time, to keep me out of trouble. I have created a little cart that you 

can sit in. It’s surrounded by tubes that create an electro-magneto field that will hopefully 

distort the time around you, drawing the future or past to you. So far I am unable to 

generate enough electro-magnetic energy to distort the time around me, to change or 

escape this time field via a special and temporal rupture. But man, I’ve had some wicked 

visions sitting in that thing, let me tell you. I can see the past or future rushing by. Just 

faint blurs and flashes, but enough to realize I’m on the right track here. But this, this 

seems like a nightmare, so I force myself back to sleep, hoping it will all clear itself. 

I wake about an hour and a half later and lope into the bathroom only to find that 

I’m still a hairy beast, hunched back, drooling, twitching, lurching around (hey, people 

change into things). I stand there and think for a moment, then I sigh - you gotta play the 

cards fate deals you. So I lumber outside, only to find myself staring at the ladies, leering 



 

 

in fact, drooling, making lewd offers – “care to dance the mattress polka?” And the 

staring, oh yeah, lots of lewd and uncalled for staring (I wonder if the staring is due to the 

fact that deep down I must be concerned about what the fairer sex thinks of me now, now 

that I’m beastly).  

But people only look away in disgust. I notice in my hand that I carry a little bell 

for some reason. I began to ring it annoyingly at people as they pass: ding-a-ling . . . 

ding-a-ling (now why would I do that? Ever do some weird or stupid stuff and then later 

wonder what compelled you to do so? It’s like that with me and the bell).  

I lose my job. Then my house. I’m out in public for quite a while like this – all 

hairy and hunched over, hulking, a pointy snout forming, my eyes receding into mere 

dots, arms much longer than they should be, knuckles dragging, drooling, staring at the 

ladies, ringing my little bell in protest at people as they pass, as if to shoo them away. I 

become rat-like, a large rattish man, and I ask the most annoying of questions – “Care to 

fetch me a soda? . . . Care to scrub out my nethers? . . . Care to take a pottery class with 

me at the community center? . . . How about scrapbooking? . .” It isn’t a pleasant sight.  

People strive to avoid me, but then for some reason, the tide seems to slowly turn 

in my favor. People’s perceptions of me begin to change, and thus I begin to change. At 

first the change is only in people’s eyes. People begin to regard me as something of a 

curiosity, a mascot, and thus begin hanging around more and more in the alley behind the 

gas station where I hang out. I have long since scared away my old, so-called friends, due 

to my now beastly behavior and appearance – the drooling, leering, and annoying ringing 

of my little bell. Maybe in seeing me everyday these new people became familiar with 

my condition and just accepted it as such.  

People begin to sense my humanity, my struggle. They grow more accepting of 

me, and are gradually less repulsed by my rancid odor, appearance, and behavior.  

Slowly I seem to change physically. We’re merely a loose collection of other 

people’s perceptions I guess. Slowly people begin to feel sorry for me. Gradually people 

start to look deeper, behind the layers of tattered, filthy clothes (for I could no longer hold 

down a respectable job), snarls of grimy matted hair. Eventually people look beyond my 

humble appearance to view my humanity layered beneath, my dignity, my perseverance, 

my glorious radiating struggle. Slowly my posture improves, and with it other people’s 

prejudices seem to relax. Then I clean myself up a bit, and more people seem to stop 

sneering and hissing in my direction. Slowly less people yell things at me, chase me, 

throw things at me.  

Then I seem to become a beast of another variety all together – I get a job in a 

restaurant where I am required to wear the most ridiculous and demeaning garb – a sort 



 

 

of basketball uniform from the mid-1970s – flared trousers with wide vermillion stripes 

bordered with super thin blue stripes. Hopelessly out of fashion, displayed for all to see, 

almost worse than being the big dirty rat guy.  

Gradually my new transformation seems to fade. I blend into the crowd, into the 

background to the point where I become a nobody. I settle into a comfortable groove. A 

strange calm settles over me. I am anonymous. It’s kind of sad to a degree that when I 

was a hulking beast, at least I was something, someone unique. At least I stood out to a 

degree. At least I had an identity when I was the rat man – I knew who I was and where I 

stood. Now, I don’t know so much anymore. I don’t know who I am any longer. My 

special uniqueness has been peeled away and the rat man has faded into the vague, fuzzy 

corners of memory. It isn’t like everyone’s mind has been scrubbed clean of the beast that 

I was. It’s more like that hulking beast had moved away now, and will be replaced soon 

by a series of other characters around town – a super well-dressed bum, a woman who’s 

always way too tan, a man with a huge nose, a super pale girl, and the like. But can you 

explain the beauty of these people? Insomuch as you can explain the beauty of a rose? 

Would you need to? Or do you just appreciate one for what they are? Do you need an 

explanation for everything?  

One day I’m on the bus riding to my job at the restaurant when the chap next to 

me, a guy I’ve gotten to know from the bus, turns to me and asks: “Remember that giant 

rodent that was roaming the streets?” 

“Yeah, that giant rat-like squirrel beast. That was me. I was the giant white rat. 

Smelly and greasy. A coughing, wheezing, hissing, germy little monster beast. Greasy 

and humped. Bad breath. Runny, snotty nose. Pus dripping from open sores. . .” 

“No. No you weren’t,” the guy interrupts.  

“Yeah, sure I was. I remember. I have a great memory.” 

“There’s no way you could’ve been the hulking beast guy . .” 

“Why? because I’m well groomed now? Well mannered?”  

“No. Because I happen to know for a fact that a guy I used to work with – his 

brother-in-law’s neighbor’s college buddy’s neighbor’s plumber’s gardener’s cousin was 

the greasy little rat man.”  

“No. I was. Honest.” 

“I don’t believe you.” And with that he pulls a book from his bag, opens it and 

never speaks to me ever again.  

Later that week I have to look for an apartment because my gal tosses me out (she 

claimed I was too much of a slickie-boy and never wanted to see me again). I find a 

decent place closer to work and, unbeknownst to me, end up with a roommate who is a 



 

 

foul-mouthed amorphous blob who insults people (hey, who amongst us is perfect?). His 

name is Chester, and he’s actually pretty nice to me, but he leans out our third story 

window and hurls subtle insults at passersby as his main pastime.  

We actually have another roommate, but we never see him. I’ll be sitting there 

after work, watching television, and Chester will be hanging out at the window, hoping a 

funny looking person will happen along, and there will be silence from the other 

bedroom; the door always closed. We see him every once in a while, but not too often. 

We can only assume he is a direct descendent of Adolf Hitler, a secret grandchild 

perhaps, probably the son of his secret love child. Stew is his name. Never around much. 

But he leaves crumbs all over and pots and pans on the floor in the living room half full 

of beans or sour hash and I step in them in my bare feet while making my way to the 

bathroom in the darkness in the middle of the night.  

For the most part I enjoy my new digs, sitting in dead men’s clothes in my chair 

up in the third floor, as if up in the sky. My clothes are from secondhand stores, thus the 

unwanted refuse from fancier people, from better people. My chair situated perfectly to 

read my paper by the setting sun, and a great view down the street, as if the entire town 

will someday be mine. A good view to help cultivate a megalomania. I read about a 

fungus who is running for school board who is currently incarcerated for some reason. 

There is concern amongst the constituency, not that he is a fungus, but of the legalities of 

a convict running for municipal office. Eventually the convict loses to a one-armed chain-

smoking stenographer.  

Out on the street a well dressed woman approaches me. “You’re my three 

o’clock, right?” she asks. 

“Ah, no. I don’t believe so,” I stammer.  

By the bewildered look on my face she must know it isn’t me. In any event, she 

moves on to the next guy. They are up ahead, out of earshot. But she says something to 

him and he nods and they go off together, around the corner. Curious, I slide over and 

peek around that corner, looking into an empty alley. There they are down at the far end. 

She happens to be tickling him all over, her arms flailing, her hands and fingers a 

wiggling blur. He is squirming and blushing like you wouldn’t believe. I didn’t know 

whether to be horrified or slightly amused.  

Later at work, one of my female coworkers looks over to me and says, “Let’s get 

weird.” She’s sitting on the floor. I look over, confused, furrowing my brow. She smiles 

at me. Her smile makes me happy for some reason (maybe it’s because I like it when 

people smile at me, makes me feel like they’re happy to see me, glad that I’m around. Or 

maybe it’s because I never have seen her smile before, and now here she is, in all her 



 

 

glory, out of the blue smiling at me, so I want to make her happy). I shrug, as if to confer, 

“Yeah, OK, let’s go, buddy.” Then she looks around, as if she’s about to pull out a couple 

of long necks [beer]. She looks back over to me and starts shining very very brightly.  

A slowly throbbing amorphous lavender blob oozes up to me. I look it up and 

down. “I’m Jasper,” it says from a little slit of a mouth.  

“Yeah, so. . . Congratulations,” I look him over. It’s basically just a six foot glob 

of miscellaneous goo, like a giant lump of yogurt.  

“We gotta talk about Chester,” it sighs. And without going into detail, this Jasper 

creature begins to go into how Chester (one of my new roommates) used to room with 

Jasper and owes him money and ate a bunch of his food and all that bad roommate crap 

while my coworker sits on the floor shining brightly.  

I thank Jasper for dropping by and giving me the low down on Chester, and assure 

him that I’ll lock my cupboards and get the rent well in advance. We get off on a tangent, 

Jasper feeling our society is being ravaged by cases of “mild stupidity”. While I feel our 

society is becoming too rigidly conformist and that if anything we all need even more 

stupidity, more random folly. We finally come to a middle ground, deciding that it’s a 

wonder how fragile it all is.  

At night I sit on the fire escape, reading my paper in the cool breeze of the alley. 

The girl across the alley climbs out onto her fire escape. I’ve seen her around and spoken 

to her briefly out the window several times while she sat on her fire escape, her legs 

dangling down, swinging in the breeze. But those conversations were brief, mild 

pleasantries, just being neighborly.  

“That’s you again, right?” she calls.  

I look up and over, my paper flopping down. “Yeah, hey,” I sigh, happy to be 

talking to someone. She has a bright, fresh smile, light blue eyes, and high cheekbones 

covered in freckles. Her short, reddish blond hair is tugged back into two short ponytails.  

“Hey Froggie,” Chester barks from the window around the corner, calling to 

someone below. “Yeah, you. You walk like a frog.” There is a pause for a rebuttal from 

the street below. I hear some squawking as if a faint threat, then Chester’s reply, “Just 

hop on back to your lily pad in the pond, Frogman.” 

“Hold on,” I nod to the girl across the narrow alley, then sit up and look into the 

apartment. I pick up a broken brick (about a third of a brick, looking like a large, jagged 

rock) and whip it inside, hitting Chester square in the middle of his corpulent blobbiness, 

in what I assume to be his face. The oblong projectile is slowly absorbed into his 

midsection. He turns and sloshes off, into his room. “Knock that nasty crap off, you 

insecure lump,” I snap, “Go do something with your life. . . . Then we’ll all find out 



 

 

what’s what.”  

“Yeah, whatever. The game’s starting soon anyways,” Chester oozes off, away 

from the window. 

“Get a constructive hobby. Geez,” I watch him slither for a second, then settle 

back down and look back over to my counterpart across the alley. “So, what’s new? Any 

thrills?” 

“Just got out of counseling,” she sighs. She stares ahead, obviously sightless, 

around fourteen or fifteen years old. Maybe sixteen tops.  

“Yeah? Why the counseling?” I ask.  

“Well, I was at camp this summer and met a boy from the next camp over. He 

was sitting under a large shade tree overlooking a stream. I wandered by, out for a stroll. 

He called me over, wondering what my cane was for. So we got to talking and I sat down 

in the breeze and grass. We met up again and again and I fell in love with him. His skin 

was so soft and he talked so nice to me. I’ve always been kind of isolated, my mom 

worrying that someone will take advantage of me,” she stops to sigh and catch her breath. 

“Well,” I sigh in agreement, “that’s your mom’s job - to worry. . . So what 

became of the boy?” 

“Turns out he was mentally challenged. From the next camp over. I didn’t know 

it. I mean, how could I tell? I’m blind. . . Have you ever talked to a fifteen year old boy? I 

defy you to tell the difference.” 

“That’s too bad,” I sympathize.  

“I really liked him too. . . I miss him so badly, . . even though I’m not supposed 

to, I guess. . . He was just so nice to talk to. All I ever talk with is other sightless girls . . 

or adults.” 

“Can’t they let you out more? Can’t you join some other activities? Chess club or 

something?” I ask, genuinely curious.  

“Not with those giant rats roaming the city. How many are there now?” she 

exhales deeply, as if a shut-in enduring a particularly bad winter.  

“I don’t know what they told you, but there was only the one. And he really 

wasn’t all that bad, just a little lascivious, that’s all. Really, they should’ve just taken him 

aside and cleaned him up a bit, mentored him a little,” I shrug. “Now he’s gone. . . Stories 

get all blown out of proportion.”  

“Still, a rat’s a rat,” she shrugs.  

“Maybe we’re all a little rat-like sometimes,” I consider, looking off to the sunset, 

thinking I’ll probably need to get a new roommate now. What a hassle. Then I look back 

over to the girl, her head hung in sad realization. “Think you’ll ever see him again?” 



 

 

She shakes her head no, frozen in a permanent stare, looking down. “It was awful. 

They make me go to counseling. . . They found us in one of the assistant’s office. We had 

our shirts off. . . I remember he was so warm, his skin so smooth, his heart beat so soft 

and gentle. I felt so comfortable, so safe and warm. It was so nice to be close to someone, 

to have someone like me that way. . . He smelt so good, like a spring breeze.” 

“You’ll meet someone. You just need to get out more, get involved,” I perk up, 

optimistically.  

“They were afraid I was going to run away with him. . . Where’m I gonna go? I’m 

blind. I need someone to show me where the bathroom is.”  

“I see you outside,” I say.  

“Mom lets me walk up and down the walk. But she watches from the window. . . I 

can feel the eyes of others on me too.” 

“Yeah, I seen you. I must admit, I watched out for you too. Saw you with your 

cane and all. Yeah.”  

A loud boom crashes from inside. I snap my head, rise to peek in the window. 

The door to our apartment explodes off its hinges, the door flipping through the air, 

bouncing off a wall and sliding across the floor. Shards of the wooden doorjamb splinter 

to tumble in the air. Two rather large fellows with determined looks on their faces rumble 

in. I don’t have time to react or even move. For some reason, instinctively, I duck lower, 

just peeping from the lower corner of the window. The large men stomp across the 

hardwood floor and grab Chester from off the couch. They wrap their meaty arms around 

him, lifting and tugging with all their might. They slide him off the couch and over to the 

window, his weight sloshing this way and that. They lift him out to spill him into the air. 

They stand and watch as Chester drops. I turn, crawl to the end of the fire escape, and 

watch as Chester hits the pavement, splattering into many amorphous, blobby chunks 

with a soft, wet “splat”.  

I watch as each little piece rolls away. Then they just lay there, scattered from the 

others, each piece at least ten feet from the other, two dozen in all. Several start to wiggle 

and then slowly slosh away, each in a different direction. Someone steps from the 

sidewalk, into the street and winds up to give a basketball sized piece of Chester a good, 

hard kick. The piece hops into the air about ten feet. “Froggy that,” the guy says, turning 

to sulk away.  

I slide back to the window, look up to find the large men leaving through the now 

open doorway. They disappear into the darkness of the hall. I look back to the street and 

most of Chester is gone now. Some kids are running off with a large chunk of him, 

grinning wildly, looking as if trying to carry a gelatinous couch cushion, all jiggly and 



 

 

sagging, like a big slab of jello. I look down to find another piece slowly sloshing down 

the alley, all wobbly and undulating. A lady sticks her head from her first floor window 

and throws a pan at the piece of Chester. The pan misses, hitting the pavement about two 

feet from him and bouncing into the wall to spin down the alley with a series of loud 

clangs. She fires an iron, hitting little Chester square in the middle, the iron being 

absorbed into the little blob. Another pan comes out the window, but only glances off a 

corner of little Chester as he makes his way into the shadows.  

“Looks like that’s it for Chester,” I look back over to the other fire escape across 

the alley. The girl is still there, swinging her bare legs in the breeze (she’s wearing 

shorts). “Easy come, easy go,” I shrug.  

“Your roommate seems like a colorful guy,” she says.  

“Well, that’s very polite of you, but he’s a jerk. Some big dudes just threw him 

out the window. I doubt he’ll be back.” 

“He just sounds scared. . . Maybe he needs to get out more, interact more. . . 

Maybe he’s afraid. Maybe he’s had bad experiences.” 

“Everyone has. But you need to get past them, see past the negative to the good 

stuff. What good does hiding yourself away do? Where does that get you?” I think out 

loud.  

“So how’d you end up here?” she asks.  

I don’t know if she could tell what happened or not. I thought it best not to bother 

her with it, but I wasn’t sure, so I answer, “I was experimenting with temporal distortion. 

It got out of hand. Oh, and my girlfriend walked out,” I state.  

“Blow up your lab or something? Create a rift in time?” she asks.  

“Not really. I couldn’t generate enough power to distort time enough to take 

advantage of anything. Maybe my electromagnets aren’t powerful enough yet. Maybe it 

was the power source. Not powerful enough just yet. . .” I stop to think, “It got 

frustrating. Maybe I need time off to gain perspective, to think. . . All my crap’s in 

storage now. For a while anyway. . . I hope for just a while. . . Plus all that temporal 

distortion gradually modified me on a molecular level. Slowly I turned into a hulking 

beast. Maybe the temporal shield wasn’t strong enough, the gravity stretching my atoms 

and molecules out of shape. . . Maybe it’s a good thing I caught it in time. Maybe if the 

field would’ve been stronger, would’ve held longer, maybe I would’ve stretched to the 

point of snapping. Snapping into a million pieces.” 

“Wow, a beast,” she giggles, “Well at least that’s something. Maybe your 

experiment wasn’t a failure after all. . . Are you still the beast?” 

“No. But I was the giant rat people talk about,” I admit, “But it wore off. Over 



 

 

time. I think my molecules slowly stretched back to their original form. I think I’m fine 

now.” 

“Wow, you were the rat?” she sighs, “I never met anyone famous before. . . How 

do I know you’re still not the rat?” 

“Do I sound rat-like to you? . . Anyway, no one believes me now. I mean, that I 

was the rat. How could I prove that?” 

“Why would you want to? Why would you care?” she shrugs, “I wouldn’t care if 

you were a hunched little rat-beast with greasy hair and inexcusable breath. I mean, as 

long as you were nice to me.”  

“I guess,” I whisper, “It’s just that when I was the hairy beast, well, at least I was 

someone. At least I had something. I mean, it got me attention.” 

“From the ladies?” she perks up.  

“Only ones who liked me for the wrong reasons - thought I was sort of semi-

famous locally.”  

“Oh. Yeah, that’s no reason to like someone,” she nods in agreement.  

“Do you believe I was the rat?” 

“Were you disgusting and filthy?” she asks, intrigued.  

“I was more beast-like. Like something from an obscure, Eastern European 

fairytale. I wouldn’t go so far as to say I was a rat. I was definitely rodent-like though,” I 

think about this a moment, “Tiny claws. Pointy snout. Large pointy ears. Yeah, I was 

more rodent-like. Not exactly a rat per say.” 

“Did you have a tail? A long, thin, scaly gross one?” 

“I believe I had several such tails. I didn’t look back there much. I think I was too 

afraid of what I might find. Self-realization can be scary.” 

“And girls liked you?” she squirms.  

“Some wanted to get to know me. I think they felt sorry for me. Or felt they could 

fix me. . . But most people didn’t like me at all. I wasn’t like them. I didn’t fit in.”  

“It’s funny, the things we turn into,” she ponders, “Here I was supposedly taking 

advantage of someone with so-called ‘diminished capacities’. . . I just wanted someone to 

talk to, someone who’d like me, want to spend time with me, laugh at my jokes, take me 

away from the puzzle that is life. . . But at the end of the day all I was was a common 

creep. I wasn’t anything special at all really.”  

“According to who?” I ask, “Who are they to judge what you want, what’s best 

for you? Sounds like everyone else has their own agenda. Maybe they want to further that 

through you? Or just keep you down, exert their power over you.”  

“What do you think of all that?” she asks shyly, looking away, as if hoping for an 



 

 

answer to solve the great riddle. 

“Ah, I really don’t know,” I exhale, “It is what it is. All that might seem like a big 

deal right now, but in a few months you’ll gain more perspective and realize it’s no 

biggie. You’ll see. . . . But then again, maybe I’m the last person who should be giving 

advice on matters of the heart. Mostly I know about the bad things,” I look away, over the 

rooftops. “Yeah, what I know about girls are mostly the bad things.” 

“You just haven’t met the right one yet,” she reassures.  

“May not ever,” I sigh. 

“Maybe not,” she smiles, “But still . . who knows?” 

“Anyway, I don’t think I ever really liked the way love made me feel – all funny, 

out of control. Made me do stupid things.” 

“Still,” she says, “Least it’s something. Better than not feeling anything.”  

I consider this a moment, then comment, “Although it’s been an interesting week, 

I guess sometimes I do sort of miss the attention I got when I was the hulking beast. . . 

Seemed to make me feel less alone in this world. Less lonely.” 

And we talk into the night.  

 

 

 

[end] 
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