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I’m not sure about this whole notion of introductions and afterwards, talking about your work. It seems to me, that these stories should stand or fall on their own. But it seems to be the thing to do. So here goes...

Horror is often an optimistic genre. Not that Dracula killing off your family, or Gamera trashing your city is really optimistic when you think about it. But the arc of horror stories is usually about evil or chaos showing up uninvited, corruption seeping in, the bad guys making their move, and ultimately, it’s about triumph. The behemoth is sent to the bottom of the ocean, the werewolf gets a silver bullet, the masked killer is defeated, and the good guy/girl triumphs.

Most horror is ultimately about victory, it’s about overcoming evil. Good horror is when evil gives us a run for its money. But ultimately, it goes down.

Except... What about the monsters that never intended to be monsters? The mad scientists who were just people who strayed from the path?

What about the people killed along the way? What about the scars that won’t ever heal? What about the cost of that battle between good and evil? The ones who got crushed along the way? The lives lost, good and bad, the suffering, the grief? 

Buried in the triumphant stories of good ultimately defeating evil, I think that there’s a thread of melancholy.

There’s sadness and loss in our stories of monsters.

Thanks
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G– stopped outside my penthouse the other morning, as I lay in bed. His weathered face, profiled outside the picture window, startled me. He seemed quite close enough to touch.

I moved carefully, many thoughts running through my mind. I sat up slowly in bed and reached for the camera I had fortuitously left by my nightstand.

Was the picture window one way glass? I didn’t know, but it didn’t seem likely. Could G– see through it? Could G–‘s eye make out a human shape through it? Perhaps G–, like a dog or some other predator, focused best on movement?

With G– and the others like him, there are only questions and an occasional lethal answer.

Still, I reached for the camera. G– stood there immobile like a statue. With shaking hands I fitted the zoom lens, adjusted the focus and snapped off image after image, saving them to the chip. The click of the shutter and whine of the electrics were unbearably loud to me. At one point, I thought I saw G–‘s ear twitch, but it was just his weight shifting.

I ran out of image slots. I sat in bed waiting for that baleful profile to turn towards me. But it didn’t.

After five minutes G– took another step and passed from view.

I laid back in bed, uttering a prayer to gods I no longer believed in.

I do not believe in gods, but if they are, they do not require my belief to exist.

G– exists, he does not require our belief.

* * * *
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WHEN I WAS A LITTLE boy in school, they taught us about dinosaurs and fossils.

Fossils were made when, ever so slowly, little bits of mineral took the place of organic material like bone or wood. Eventually, the whole thing was nothing but mineral, stone taking the place of what had once been alive.

Sometimes there was no living matter to replace, just an impression left behind like a footprint and filled in by time. All dinosaurs, we were told, are known only by fossils.

I remember the little girl in the desk in front of mine put up her hand and asked the question.

“What about G–?”

* * * *
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WHILE WAITING FOR THE image slots to save into the art drive, I loaded the camera with a new chip and finished inspecting my lenses.

After a quick breakfast of canned shrimp, I headed down the stairs to the main floor. I contemplated taking the elevator, but G– was in the neighborhood, and the noise of machinery might attract his attention.

Probably not, but you never know. 

The Kaiju were reported to be extremely sensitive, though to what, no one was quite sure. Magnetic fields, electrical current, sound waves, light and darkness. Who could know for sure?

G– was out of sight by the time I’d reached the main floor and walked out into the street. I walked up to one of his footprints.

It was fourteen meters long by seven wide, and approximately two meters deep in the center. The edges were barely crumbling, the detail was superb.

Briefly I considered taking a picture of it. But I already had more than enough pictures of G–‘s footprints and there was no additional context that would lend the image interest or perspective.

I looked down the street. G– had been walking west. Three strides from the penthouse had taken G– to the end of the street where he turned left. I felt another seismic tremor as G–, beyond my line of sight, took his next step.

I’d had enough of G– for the day; I turned and began walking east. 

It was a fine new day in deserted Tokyo.

* * * *
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I SPENT THE REST OF the day breaking into apartments. In one, I stayed to watch a television documentary on a battery powered set. It was about the refugee camps. I found myself wondering if any of the people I saw in the documentary were the ones who had lived in this apartment.

I went shopping in the Kyoru family grocery. The produce was off, but the dry goods and canned fruit were abundant. From there, I took my selections to the Konishawa-Saru restaurant. It was a little dusty, and the kitchen was disordered, but I managed well enough.

The Konishawa had been a four star restaurant, but I wouldn’t give it better than three stars tonight. The regular chef must be off, I decided.

* * * *
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MAN IS AN ARROGANT beast, I think sometime. We are like ants building our nests by the seashore, thinking we have mastered eternity. Then the next wave comes and takes it all away.

We forget how small we are next to the world. Foolishly, we imagine that the fact of our existence is proof of our divinity.

We thought we were the masters of the Earth.

In 1956 we discovered that we were wrong.

In 1956 G– came, the first of the Kaiju.

* * * *
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THE NEXT DAY, I STUMBLED across a group of people in the boulevard of Cherry Blossoms. I was startled; sometimes I would go for days without seeing anyone.

They were all gathered around an object near the center of the boulevard.

Down the center, of course, G–‘s tail had dragged, crushing legions of trees to matchsticks.

Diffidently, I walked up to them. I find I am unused to company, these days.

One of them looked up and called to me. I knew him, Ryushi, the physicist.

“Kenjiro,” Ryushi called, “come and take a photograph of what we have found.”

The object was leaf shaped, two meters long, one and a half across, smooth and glossy black. It was convex, with a sharply curving hook at one end. I took four pictures from different angles. One shot had Ryushi in it to show scale.

One of the others, Manage, had found a length of pipe and began levering it over. While he did this, I punched in a subtext to accompany the images I had taken.

“Is it hot,” Gemma asked. Gemma was one of our resident mad poets.

“Only mildly radioactive,” Akira said, “equivalent to a few months normal exposure. Also, slightly above ambient temperature.”

I lifted an eyebrow, but did not look up. He must have touched it then, to know the warmth.

That was enough for me. I joined Manage at his labors, grunting as we flipped it over. The concave side was gray with layers of ridges, as if it had partially melted. I ran my hand over its surface.

“It’s a scale,” said the woman, unnecessarily. I looked up at her. 

“It’s a piece of G–.”

* * * *
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HER NAME WAS SUMIKO. I discovered this as we sat on a bench and watched the army helicopter cart away the scale.

She was new to deserted Tokyo, just arrived. She was a philosopher and she has been diagnosed with cancer.

A philosopher here to study G–? I should be shocked, but I find nothing surprises me anymore. Perhaps more than scientists, it is philosophers who are needed to grapple with the existence of G– and his kind.

Politely, I told her the name of my mortality. I tell her of yesterday’s encounter with G– and invite her to my penthouse to look at my stills.

Graciously, she accepts my invitations.

In the distance, we hear G–‘s lonely roar.

* * * *
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THERE ARE PROBABLY less than a thousand people living in deserted Tokyo. Counting everyone. Counting mad poets, artists, photographers, journalists, eccentrics and scientists of every stripe, soldiers, police, thieves, looters, opportunists as well as simple fools and madmen. Although perhaps we are all fools and madmen to be here.

And of course, there is G–.

G– is in Tokyo. But does G– live? Perhaps that depends on what you define as life. I read a biology text once which set out seven basic criteria to determine whether something is truly alive.

I am not sure that G– fulfills all the requirements.

But in morose moments, I am not sure that I do, either.

The test of life is whether it can reproduce itself.

* * * *
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“THIS IS A SUMPTUOUS home,” Sumiko says, as I prepare supper in the penthouse. We took the elevator up. G– is far from us. “You must be a very wealthy man.”

I cough, discretely wiping droplets of blood from my lips with a handkerchief. I let the stained cloth drop into a waste basket.

“The comforts of a city are at our fingertips,” I tell her, “the least we can do is enjoy it.”

She seems mildly shocked by my veiled admission of breaking and entering.

In the movies, looters are shot on sight. In deserted Tokyo, there is nothing petty thievery and vandalism can accomplish that approaches G–‘s awful potential.

Out in the refugee camps, Tokyo, the real Tokyo of people continues as best it can. Men in cloth tents buy and sell fortunes and children play in the grass outside.

Perhaps I should suggest this to Gemma. He could make a poem from it.

“Would you sleep in the Emperor’s bed?” she asks.

It seems the authorities have allocated to her a modest apartment, and like a good Japanese, she has not thought to question it.

Why? In an empty city, I could sleep in a different penthouse every night.

“Only if you were to join me,” I tell her.

She blushes and drops her eyes.

I am touched.

At dinner, of course, I am a perfect gentleman. Our conversation is animated and polite. Although he is always in our minds, we never mention G–.

* * * *
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I CHOSE THIS PENTHOUSE because of the magnificent view of the harbor. You can see all the way from the docks and shipyards in the south, to the houseboats, now largely absent, and waterfront palaces ringing the north.

On the east side of the penthouse we watch G– in the harbor far away. He stands in the water, like some savagely thrown outcrop of rough volcanic rock. A storm caught in a moment of time, rendered in stone. Not a bad description of G–.

He has not moved in two hours.

Once he did not move for four days. I recorded it with time lapse photography and a battery of four cameras on tripods, tied into the household power source and downloading directly into a dedicated art-drive.

Later, I watched the accelerated record, clouds flicking past, day turning to night in minutes. G– stood there like a god, impervious to time.

Perhaps G– is a god. I will have to remind myself to ask Sumiko for her views on this.

The light is poor for photography tonight, and in any event, I have many, many, many images of G– at the harbor. I do not use my camera. Normally, at this hour, I retire to the bedroom and tend to my lenses.

But tonight, I have a guest.

Sumiko does not tire of watching G–. I am happy to pass the time in idle conversation.

“Each of the Kaiju are different,” I say. “G– is obviously derived from a dinosaur, but which one?”

Not all dinosaurs, it seems, are known from fossils. Or perhaps there are simply different sorts of fossils.

“A tyrannosaur?” Sumiko replies, startling me for a second.

“A common fallacy,” I reply, “actually, the Taiwan Kaiju is thought to be a tyrannosaurid, but most learned opinion places G–‘s origins in the Jurassic rather the Cretaceous periods.”

“She’s so huge,” Sumiko whispers, “she seems to glow.” 

I notice that she refers to G– as female. It is a matter of preference, I suppose. Irrelevant in the end. G– transcends all things.

In fact, G– does glow, softly so you can only see it on moonless nights. All of the Kaiju, radioactive monsters that they are, glow.

G– begins to move suddenly, lumbering among the docks. We hear a distant crashing as G– pulls a wharf down.

“What is she doing?” Sumiko asks.

“G– is building a nest.”

* * * *
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G– FIRST SURFACED IN 1956, striding onto Japan and burning his way through Tokyo. The pleasant wide boulevards of modern Tokyo are the legacies of G–‘s wholesale destruction. And of the Americans.

We battled fiercely, side by side with the Americans, until G– returned to the cold waters.

We thought we’d won.

But G– returned a few years later. Then, one by one, the rest of the Kaiju appeared up and down the Asian coast, with a few stragglers in North America and Europe.

G– has been sighted fourteen times since then. We learned that the Kaiju could not be destroyed. So, when G– after fourteen years of relatively peaceful behavior, surfaced and began to head for Tokyo, the city was evacuated.

* * * *
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G–‘S IMAGE FILLS THE wall I use for a projection screen. I enhance and magnify, zooming in on the teeth. After moments of blurriness, they come into focus, split screen close ups of upper and lower dentition.

The teeth are a dirty white, built up in jagged layers like concrete inexpertly sculpted. Spikes radiate outwards from the edges. But upper and lower teeth curve in what we recognize as the classic carnivore’s dentition. The upper teeth are smaller, with rounded tips and longer spikes radiating from the borders.

I check my readouts; the average size of the seven teeth in the frame is three meters.

“It’s so strange,” Sumiko says, “I guess I expected them to be smooth.”

“Perhaps they were, originally,” I say. “But awesome processes have been at work to create a being so vast. My guess is that they are smooth inside the mouth. Those spikes facing outward along the edges are probably melt from the creature’s breath.”

“The plasma breath,” she says.

“Not plasma,” I correct, “steam, superheated to 10,000 degrees and ejected at something like five thousand pounds per square inch. Sufficient to cut a battleship in half.”

* * * *
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IN 1968 THE U.S. FOURTH fleet, led by the battleship New Jersey and the aircraft carrier Montana, encountered G– off the Kuril Islands.

In a pitched battle lasting less than a day, G– sliced apart the carrier, punched holes in the battleship, and sent three quarters of the fleet to the bottom of the sea, taking no significant damage himself.

A hydrogen bomb was dispatched, but by the time the bomber arrived, G– was deep beneath the ocean.

I was ten years old when it happened, a little boy from Fukien province, and I remembered cheering to hear of the Americans humbled.

* * * *
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“TELL ME ABOUT YOUR book,” I ask her over lunch. Days have passed and she is a frequent visitor now. For that reason, I seldom go out in the mornings, instead preparing for her mid-day visit.

I was surprised to learn that she wrote a book. I thought I’d read all the books on the Kaiju. I was surprised that I’d missed hers.

“It was only a thesis,” she says modestly, “published with limited circulation.”

I wait politely, sipping my tea.

“It dealt with how human societies construct the concept of the Kaiju.”

“You think perhaps they are fictional?” I ask, just politely enough not to be mocking.

We both glance the bowl on the table between us, at the seismic ripples of G–‘s latest footfall. Generally, he takes five to ten minutes between one step and the next, although he can move much faster. Much, much faster.

“The phenomena of the Kaiju,” she says carefully, “are real enough, as is the phenomena of storm and waves. But we must ask what society makes of these phenomena. Once storms were thought to be living things, embodiments of the will of the gods.”

There is an odd precision to these words. I wonder if she is quoting her thesis.

“Now we have the Kaiju. Are they the will of the gods? Science gone wrong? Simple animals? Are they even alive, or is that simply something we need to believe of them? What something is or does, and what we think it is, those may be different things.”

“I find,” I say softly, “that the fact of G– overwhelms anything I might say or think of him.”

Still, her words echo thoughts of my own.

* * * *
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THE FIRST KAIJU I EVER saw was A– on Okinawa Island. This was in 1975 when it had become known as the peaceful Kaiju.

A normally slow moving quadruped, just a couple of hundred meters long, it had surfaced in 1964. After it’s now famous confrontations with G– in 1965 and M– in 1966 it had settled down to a sedentary peaceful existence, devouring groves in isolated areas.

There was, of course, no evidence that it needed the trees for sustenance. That seemed to have been archaic biological programming at work. The needs of the Kaiju are obscure. They do not seem to breathe or eat as we do. G– seems as comfortable, miles underwater, as he is in downtown Tokyo on dry land.

In any case, A– was remarkably placid for a Kaiju, taking no notice of the approach of humans.

As must be inevitable, a clandestine tourist trade arose. I, with a group of wild young friends, went to see the monster.

I remember that we had been drinking on the way and making many a joke. I was flirting then, with a young woman I would, ultimately, never sleep with.

Everything changed when it came into view.

How to describe the mind warping immensity of it? We all fell silent. It was like we had come to some titanic European renaissance cathedral. A living cathedral.

Even then, I knew that while A– was a respectable sized Kaiju, it was far from the greatest. It was less than a quarter of the mass of G–, for example.

For an hour we watched it. Then, recovering some of my boldness from the journey, I walked right up to it, and leaned nonchalantly against a leg that could have crushed a small house. Being there, touching it, was a bizarre sensation that lasted a moment, until the creature decided to move. Then I ran like a rabbit.

In my files there is a picture of me leaning against it. I have a cocky insouciant grin. It is not a good picture of A– however. Since then, I have taken many better pictures of the Kaiju, and particularly of G–.

The guide was beside himself at my actions, of course. It was radioactive, and forbidden to approach so close.

The moment changed my life, from then on the Kaiju would be my obsession. The relationship foundered, especially after it was found that I was sterile. I have often wondered if that was the result of the encounter, or if I was always this way.

Perhaps, this, ultimately, was where my leukemia came from.

* * * *
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I ENCOUNTERED RYUSHI on my walk today.

I was not pleased.

I find that, except for Sumiko, I have little use for human company.

I ignored him, but he insisted on following me around and chattering like a monkey.

“Have you heard from Geological Survey?” He asks. “They found a post-nuclear site in the Gobi desert?”

I shrugged.

“It dates to the Jurassic. This might have been the birthplace of G–, possibly some of the others.”

Finally, I stop.

“I do not care where they come from,” I tell him.

Behind his thick glasses, his little boy face looks shocked.

“It does not matter whether G– was born in a lake of fire, or found under a cabbage leaf, Ryushi. G– is here now.”

“But...”

“Haven’t you ever experienced it, Ryushi?” I ask him. “Or have you merely measured. Such a creature mocks our pretensions. It does not care about your measurements. It does not care what we think. There is no past. There is no future. There is only the now, and in the now, there is only G–.”

These are more words than I have ever spoken to Ryushi. Embarrassed at my anger and at my passion, I walk away quickly. Ryushi stays behind.

Later, I find G– exquisitely framed between two tall buildings. He is once again motionless and torpid. Breaking into the first, I climb, taking several shots of G– from the windows of each floor. I fill chip after chip.

However, as I am climbing down, intending to capture him from the angles of the opposite building, G– rouses again and walks ponderously away. His tail brushes the building I am in. The structure rocks and the front part collapses away like a veil of sand. It is several hours before I can safely find my way out.

It is night when I finally arrive home. I collapse on the bed, exhausted, not even downloading my chips. They can wait until tomorrow.

* * * *

[image: ]


“WHERE DOES G– COME from?” Sumiko asks as these latest pictures of G– are displayed on the wall. This used to be a banquet room, but I find it serves well as a projection area. I line the walls and ceiling with projected images.

Sumiko lays on her belly, naked on the futon. I lay beside her, with my arm thrown possessively across her shoulders. In my hand, the control triggers and manipulates the sequence of images.

We have consummated our relationship. It was messy and wet and not at all safe. But then, in deserted Tokyo, what have we to fear?

Certainly not a virus.

As we made love, as I was insider her, I remember wondering if our cancers touched as well. Perhaps on some level beneath passionate flesh, rogue tissue, cells in riot, made contact, kissed, embraced, exchanged information.
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