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  For people who can read. I couldn’t have written this book without you. You know who you are.


  Chapter I

  I Am Monster, Hear Me Literally Roar

  [image: image]

  

  I’d like to tell you a story, and please, don’t stop me if you’ve heard this before. In fact, the only acceptable reason for you to stop reading is if you are frozen in fright. This should be the only reason for you to stop reading any book in general, but especially this book, since this book is scary and about monsters who are also very scary.

  A man walks into a therapist’s office and says, “Doctor, I have a problem. I’m depressed because the world is harsh and cruel. I feel all alone in this threatening world, and my future is vague and uncertain.”

  The doctor, who may or may not be technically licensed, responds, “Well, I think the treatment is simple. You know the great clown, Pagliacci? Turns out he’s in town tonight and he should be able to pick you right up.”

  The man, who the doctor now realizes is covered in full clown makeup, bursts into tears. “But doctor . . . I am Pagliacci!”

  The doctor pauses. “If you’re Pagliacci, then what happened to my three o’clock, Mr. Robinson?”

  The man, wiping the tears from his face as if second nature, stares up at the doctor. “Why, he’s dead, doctor. They’re all dead.”

  At this point, the doctor realizes that the blood-red, fourteen-inch, knife-like outline bulging out of Pagliacci’s pocket is not his disfigured, mangled penis but instead exactly what he has suspected all along. The doctor looks at his quill pen, knowing that this day would come sooner or later.

  While Pagliacci struggles to pull the giant goddamn knife from his pocket, the doctor leaps across his impressively large oak table. The doctor buries the quill pen into Pagliacci’s throat as the great, murderous clown swings his knife wildly at him. As blood splatters across the room with cosmic indifference, Pagliacci falls to the ground, turning into a cold shell of a man in mere seconds.

  Of course, the doctor composes himself fairly quickly; after all, it wasn’t the first time someone had tried to kill him, and the sight of a mangled human corpse had become anything but shocking thanks to prior experiences. The doctor weighs his options on what he was going to do with Pagliacci; after all, the amount of blood soaking into the carpet was most certainly going to cost him his security deposit, but he couldn’t just throw the body out the window after a previous “heated exchange” with the head of the sanitation department.

  Further complicating the matters was that the doctor’s “lawyer” couldn’t come through with a “reliable solution” to the Pagliacci problem. The doctor knew he couldn’t carve up and dispose of the body on his own, as there was not enough room in his briefcase to fit an entire body, and the building’s elevator was on the fritz. Rather than take a frankly offensive number of trips up and down stairs with leaky body parts in his fine brown leather briefcase, he decided to take the easy way out and call the police.

  Luckily, ignoring his dirtbag instincts actually worked out for the doctor, literally: Pagliacci was a wanted man, and more than a few states were willing to pay top dollar for his apprehension and/or death. After taxes and lawyer fees, the doctor ended up netting nearly $125,000 for sending Pagliacci on a one-way trip to Helltown. And not only that, but the doctor was able to even milk a little fame out of the affair, as more than a few news outlets wanted to talk about Pagliacci especially considering the doctor’s tumultuous formative years.

  But Pagliacci had the last laugh after all. Even though the doctor’s quick wits and heroism stopped a cross-country crime spree that had become known as “The Therapist Murders,” he knew his time treating humans had come to an end. After all, humans are unpredictable and the doctor did not want to be murdered before he became too old to enjoy life, as one is wont to do.

  And then there was the whole murder trial that started after the doctor skipped town dressed as a woman and was caught stealing a pallet of ham sandwiches at a Sam’s Club. Unfortunately, the authorities were a little more than skeptical of his 100-percent-legitimate plans to attend an upcoming Shelley Winters convention, and his dead-eyed stare and calculated choice of words didn’t do him any favors either. Luckily, his defense that “I killed the guy but it wasn’t no murder” was all he needed to evoke reasonable doubt, and the doctor was soon back on the streets to practice his “craft.”

  So, on advisement from his “lawyer,” the doctor decided that he would forever trade in his role as a therapist for a career as a motivational speaker. After all, motivational speaking doesn’t require any education or training; in fact, just about any idiot can be a motivational speaker. But the question remained: who out there in this world of ours needs reassurance but isn’t human?

  After an unsuccessful attempt at branding himself as a motivational speaker for feral and rabid dogs, which essentially drained all of his sweet murder money, the doctor turned his sight to the one place no other self-help guru had before: the shadows. The doctor knew about the existence of monsters from a young age, as his father groomed him to inherit the family business of hunting down and killing these creatures of the night. But the doctor had always seen these monsters as misunderstood beings, an opinion that created a decisive rift between his father and him that’d never quite been patched up.

  If you haven’t been able to piece this together, that doctor and the man writing these words are one in the same. That’s right: most of my life has been in one way or another a living nightmare, which makes me all the more suited to help monsters to improve themselves. I’m a practical thinker, a man of the people, and most of the emotions that would otherwise prevent me from communicating with these creatures have long since died.

  So who, or rather, what are these so-called monsters? Unless you are a monster yourself, you likely don’t know the answer to this question, as if you did, you would be dead. And as far as my knowledge of monsters goes, dead people still cannot read books, unless they are ghosts. However, if you are dead, or know of someone who is dead, I must mention that the cover art on The I in Evil has been specifically designed as an exquisite coffin garnish. Furthermore, if you know a large number of the recently deceased, we could offer a great bulk deal so that every coffin has a personally signed copy of my book buried with it.

  But to answer my own question, monsters are creatures who live beyond conventional logic and prey upon the weaker of the human race. These creatures include vampires, man-made creatures, mummies, lycanthropes, gill-men, and other supernaturally enhanced beings of lore. Of course, little video evidence exists of these monsters, who have been misrepresented by the media in a fashion not unlike O. J. Simpson, Oscar Pistorius, or other athletes whose names start with the letter O. In reality, these monsters are just as afraid of you as you are of them, although they’re admittedly more likely to do something very terrible to calm their fears.

  For instance, think of the vermin that live inside of the walls of your home. Do they mean to irritate you and ruin your living space? Of course not; those disgusting little critters are only interested in cohabiting a shared environment and staying relatively laissez-faire about your lifestyle. But instead, we lure them into traps, poison them, or hunt them down to kill these frightened, desperate creatures for simply following their nature. Monsters are much like, but not exclusively like, those vermin, and would choose not to hurt people at all if they had a choice in the matter.

  Now that’s not to say monsters aren’t dangerous. After all, they kill people all the time for seemingly no reason. So much blood has been spilled senselessly, often times consumed or used as part as some terrifying ritual, by monsters whose fleeting thoughts of casual violence would shame even the most wild imagination. But think of it this way: modern art is pretty terrible too, but we don’t cast artists into the dark recesses of the night, do we? These monsters have just as much right to be rehabilitated as any modern artist, and that’s a fact no doctor can refute.

  Furthermore, monsters have only earned a reputation for their most horrific crimes through secondhand accounts from time periods in which the greatest advance in medicine was a stick you would bite down on during amputation. For all we know, there might be a very good reason that monsters have lashed out at humanity and treated us as prey instead of equals. And since there are no recorded monster attacks on video, there’s no concrete way of knowing just how harsh and frequent these attacks might be. For all we know, monsters could be humane in the way they killed their victims, and could have used every piece of their body like whatever Native Americans did that back whenever they did that.

  As we see in our very own penitentiary system, there’s hope for redemption with every monster, no matter how many people they kill or consume, or how much pleasure they appear to have in the process. After all, if a dog excretes on a fine rug, most people do not chase the animal into a windmill and burn it to the ground. Instead, we’re taught to show the dog his excrement and let him know that it’s the wrong thing to do. By keeping the verbal part of that process, I hope to condition these horrifying abominations to become full-fledged members of society and, God willing, teach these monsters to organically shove their faces into their own shit when they do something shitty.

  On the other hand, if you are a monster and you are reading this, then I would like to formally welcome you to the first day of the rest of your life. Unlike people, you can trust this book. I have personally made sure the pages of this book were printed on an extremely expensive non-flammable, rubberized wax paper, free of silver, garlic, moondust, and any other harmful substances. I’ve also had every copy personally blessed by my good friends over at the Church of Satan, making this book 100 percent certified God-proof.

  Now, that doesn’t necessarily mean this book is safe in any way, as contrary to popular opinion, Satan and his minions can essentially possess anything, including monsters. In my research on monster culture, I’ve seen or at least heard unconfirmed reports of vampires, mummies, gill-men, dogs, cars, computers, air conditioners, and more things falling under demonic or satanic possession. And from what I can tell, it sucks and you would likely prefer not to have that happen to you.

  It’s hard enough to find a decent exorcist nowadays, let alone one willing to work on a vampire or a wolfman. Despite what you might see in films, the exorcism game is more or less a racket for the older members of the Catholic Church to retain employment and seem important. Most of the time, they don’t even know where they are, and feel that reading a book and throwing water on someone whose brain is melting on the inside is God’s will. Poor old bastards.

  On that note, if you are a human reading this book and my motivational tactics do not dissuade any of your homicidal tendencies, I’d suggest you line every inch of your house with copies of this book. Therefore, any sins you commit in your residence, legal or otherwise, will escape the sights of the Almighty and give you full deniability at the pearly gates. It’s a worthy investment for an eternity of reasonable doubt, and God’s court is much more harsh than Earth court, believe you me.

  Furthermore, if there are any monsters out there in service to the dark lord and want to even the odds, I wouldn’t dissuade you from buying hundreds of copies of The I in Evil and leaving them in every hotel room you’d encounter. By pairing every Holy Bible, and in radical cases, the Book of Mormon, with a copy of this book, you’ll be balancing religious equality in the lives of hundreds of thousands potential patrons of these hotel rooms. Also, if you want to buy even more copies and leave them in random mailboxes, I wouldn’t oppose that action either, especially once monsters begin moving into nice neighborhoods.

  I should also clarify that the random mailboxes in which you should be leaving my books should be in nice neighborhoods. These fucking things don’t grow on trees, and outside of monsters buying this fucking book, I can’t have books given out like charity to poor neighborhoods that can’t pay it forward, emphasis on the word “pay.” So get it together, monsters, and use your fucking brain(s) to sell me some more books.

  But back to my monstrous friends, I’d like to thank you for taking the leap to better yourself. I can only imagine the suffering you’ve gone through from the years of insomnia, social anxiety, and residential displacement, as well as the suffering you’ve inflicted on others for reasons that frankly aren’t my business. But by coming with me on this journey towards self-enlightenment, you are telling the world that you will suffer no longer. You are ready to look to the people around you and say, “I am Monster. Hear me literally roar.”

  Now, I’m not a fucking bullshitter, okay? If you wanted to be fucked around, or shit on, or have your shit fucked on, then I recommend you return this fucking book and pick up some Dr.-fucking-Phil shit. I’m here to speak the truth and to unfuck your shit, so leave your fucking shit at the fucking door and get your shit together before you fucking read the rest of this book, got it?

  That said, I want you to know that I care about you. I care about the things you do and about the monster you are (or, if applicable, the person you used to be). I care about your future on this beautiful little orb we call Earth. And I especially care about preserving the goodness within you now and building on that goodness to achieve happiness.

  Of course, the amount that I care about you also is somewhat dependent on what exactly you do to achieve that happiness. If your version of goodness is to drain an entire family of blood so no one is left to mourn, or to strangle a boat full of fisherman for profiting off of the death of a species, I can’t necessarily support those acts. I could accept a vampire levitating someone across the street or a wolfman helping to round up loose sheep. Don’t be too hard on yourself though. Any step away from eating their flesh is a baby step in the right direction, so if that leads you to happiness, I’m sure mankind will meet you halfway.

  But in order for that care to mean anything, I need to know that the monster within you wants to change. After all, stubbornness isn’t an innately human quality, and if my words are perceived as disposable by your rotten, abnormal brain, then they will be no good to either of us. You need to truly believe that the monster you are on the outside does not represent the monster you are on the inside. And hopefully, my words will help them meet in the middle, around your abdomen or solar plexus, probably.

  Now, there is one universal truth I must address before I begin working with you monsters individually: you must let go of your grudge against mankind. That is your first internal obstacle, and likely the one that drives you towards your most unbecoming behavior. But for a second, imagine things from humanity’s point of view: if you knew you existed, wouldn’t you want to hunt you? Of course, you would.

  If you could admit that you hate yourself more than you hate mankind, then the process of moving on and healing will become so much easier. My words are meant to reach your dried-up monster heart, and remove the scars that humans made on your vulnerable psyche. If you are ever to help yourself grow beyond your means and reach your petrifying potential, you need to allow me to reach you and help you change for the better. After all, this book is as useful to a monster who can’t be reached or changed as a dick on a snowman.

  Actually, there is also another universal truth worth addressing. Don’t look up monster slash fiction on the Internet. There are some things even the darkest of souls should never bear witness to, unless that’s your thing and the idea of gill-men sex gets you harder than Medusa’s optometrist.

  Oh, you know what? There’s a third universal truth that I should share: no matter what, the ends justify the means. Whether shining the light of positivity and goodwill on the darkness of the underworld, or writing a self-help book to pay for the multitude of debts following a post-trial breakdown spending spree, the eventuality of results should serve as motivation enough to do any and all unethical, immoral, scandalous, disrespectful, violent, deplorable, reprehensible, reckless, antisocial, misanthropic, vicious, selfish, and malicious acts along the way. As kings, innovators, and people who exercise can tell you, the light at the end of the tunnel is all that matters, and whatever you do in that long, dark tunnel is fair game.

  If you are a man-made creature, also known among humans as “Frankenstein’s Monster,” then I’d like to congratulate you. After all, with brains that are miswired or outright idiotic, reading a book of this capacity is as difficult as chasing a boat in the arctic on foot. Nevertheless, you are a prime case for behavioral repair and I hope my words can help elevate you from simpleton to charleton.

  Furthermore, I’d like to remind you that you’re not nearly as freakish as your counterparts, likely since you were created by man and man rarely makes completely boneheaded mistakes. This author has met many eloquent and thoughtful man-made creatures, and outside of harboring a wealth of anger and self-pity, they’ve all been relatively normal in conversation and overall behavior. In fact, the only thing that can get super off-putting about your kind is when your parts don’t necessarily sync up in terms of looks and mechanics, and that’s often more of your creator’s fault than yours.

  If you are a mummy, I’d like to congratulate you as well but unfortunately, my “public school” educators never responded to my requests to learn Egyptian. But if you have either learned English, have hired a translator, or are somehow American, then you will find much to cherish in this book. After all, the treasure you’ve been cursed with immortality to protect pales in comparison to the treasure that can be found in your mind. And if my words are successful, hopefully they’ll awaken the mummy in your head, ready to kill any negative influences that dare invade it with its metaphorical hands.

  Likewise, I find that mummies are quite adept at learning and communicating their concerns to others; in fact, most people who have been killed by mummies were at least aware that the tombs they entered may have been cursed. But at the end of the day, curses are just words (but not necessarily curse words) and words don’t really mean shit thousands of years later. So perhaps after you’ve given this book a proper read, you might be able to amend your hieroglyphics to let future archaeologists know that the only reason a dried-up skeleton hand isn’t wrapped around their throats is The I in Evil.

  Are you a werewolf? If you’re reading this in your human form, please put the book down and revisit it at the next full moon. Once you’ve changed into your beast-like form, you will be ready for the enlightment I can provide. Now, I will start by asking you to sit. Sit. Now, stay. Stay. Stay. Now, learn. That’s a good boy.

  Also, considering how difficult being a werewolf can be, this author even made sure your particular chapter has plenty of information for your family, roommates, and even wolf pack, if that’s how you roll. This author never feels that a dog can get too old to learn new tricks, especially if these tricks save them the embarrassment of pulling their cock out of a pool of lamb’s blood once a month. Also, since your curse is ultimately the most punk rock of all the afflicted creatures addressed in this book, this author figured you might need all the help you can get to help control and adapt your animalistic sensibilities.

  If you’re a vampire, you likely think you are better than this book, and humanity in general. But while it was easy for us to coexist in the prior millennia, the times have changed and you must accept it. With social media and the Internet making vanity and hypersexuality more commonplace than ever, the classist viewpoint of the vampire has gone out of style. Yet with this book, I can look to give you motivation to better yourself and once again give you the esteem that someone who hunts and eats human beings deserves.

  To be fair, this author might have found the greatest amount of emotional investment with vampires, as all vampire readers may remember my previous book, Blood-Drinkers in the Mist. For that book, I spent three years observing, studying, and living with vampires in their natural habitat, watching them do everything from draining their victims completely of blood to hypnotizing their familiars to jerk off in front of one another. It was a taste of hedonism that would make the Babylonians feel ashamed. And knowing just how fragile the ego and mentality of a vampire can be, hopefully my book will provide them with as much solace as it hopes to provide humility.

  If you’re a gill-man, I’d first and foremost ask you to keep your book or electronic reading device in a well-sealed plastic bag. I actually don’t know if you can read or not; I don’t understand the vision or biology of gill-men. To be completely honest, this entire chapter was written as a shot in the dark, more or less. But if you can read, then I am absolutely, 100 percent positive that my words will inspire great confidence and will give you the strength to be a better gill-man.

  And if you’re a gill-man, you can at least take comfort in knowing that you’re the most biologically natural monster of them all. Rather than being deformed, cursed, or crafted into your monstrous exterior, you were simply an evolution of man and fish birthed from God’s own dark, sick humor. In that sense, you can at least know that you are supposed to look and act in the way that you do, and that may make accepting your flaws and changing that much easier. Again, I really hope you can read this, although if you paid for this book, I guess it doesn’t matter at the end of the day.

  Also, if you didn’t pay for this book and instead pirated an e-version online, I want to congratulate you because if I have the time to write a stupid self-help book for monsters, I will certainly have the time to hunt you down and take my deserved money out of your cold, dead hand. I will also make sure that your death is not as swift and easy as it was to download this book; I will likely bring a couple of my monster friends and let them work out some of their more undeniably negative behavioral issues. And if not, I’m more than capable of doing the job myself, and making sure that the next self-help book I write is written in blood, and I know who is going in the acknowledgements . . . literally.

  Back to business, this book is also meant to help criminally insane scientists and doctors, some of the few actual monsters that are also humans all of the time. After all, we both know the human shell you exist within is merely an inconvenience of mortality and limitations, all of which your brain will likely survive after its expiration. You are clearly insane with delusions of grandeur and a God complex that strikes fear in those around you. Unfortunately, none of those qualities are compatible with your paternal responsibilities with your creations, and that’s something we definitely will have to work on.

  Also, I anticipate that we will have to go over some of the basics of communication since mad geniuses seem to not understand how to talk to others. One might rush to believe that they might have a disorder that would prevent them from understanding or conveying emotions in a proper fashion, but upon closer investigation, it seems that they clearly know what they’re saying and are being intentionally suspect. By ending every sentence with an ominous sense of foreboding, people will instantly pick up that you are being malicious, and that’s a really terrible approach to establishing and maintaining relationships.

  I also must calm any suspicions right now that this book will not provide an equal opportunity for monsters of a female disposition. I firmly believe that the same methods and words that work for Frankenstein’s monster and Dracula will also work for their brides. It’s 2015, and even the archaic cultural pathologies of these monsters must accept that the lines between man and woman get blurrier by the day. Hell, I wouldn’t be surprised if Dracula himself hasn’t worn a dress at some time or another. After all, it’s the ultimate act of biological empowerment; in a perfect world, men and women alike would all wear dresses.

  In addition to that sentiment, this author feels that he has further right to dish out self-help motivation to female monsters because he has become aggressively familiar with his feminine side. This author intimately understands the many aspects of womanhood, such as the side that can’t take the stress of life and indulges in comfort food or can’t take the stress of life and contemplates drowning children. And for monster women, I understand exactly how it feels to be paired with someone who drives you to murder and isolation, as does every human with an ex-wife. Though that statement seems misogynistic, it’s actually more feminist than anything, because any marriage with someone you hate is an arranged marriage in spirit, and those are way more uncool for women than they are for men.

  And while many people in the motivational speaking, medical, and psychological care communities have repeatedly denied the existence of ghosts, I am not one of them. Yes, that’s right: I believe that I am the first motivational writer to expressly pen literature intended for the spectral undead. I believe that ghosts can still learn to be better people even after crossing the physical threshold, and I believe that we can also learn much from ghosts. So if you are a ghost, and you are reading this right now, I must insist that you find a way to contact me so we can speak privately. I want to know your secrets. All of them.

  If you’re not a ghost, do me a kindness and please disregard the entire last paragraph. After all, ghosts would never know the secret to immortality, and I wouldn’t assume they would know in the first place, let alone capture and study them to find out. I mean, that’d be against every intention I have for this book, and I wouldn’t cannibalize those intentions for something as frivolous as becoming a God among both men and monsters. That’s simply ridiculous and I won’t waste another word on it.

  But if you are a ghost, all I’m saying is that it would be nice to be included on some of those ghostly secrets at the end of the day. After all, ghosts barely qualify as monsters, and their need for self-help may go beyond the simple advice-column hooey that can be applied to the mummies and wolfmen of the world. And I’m willing to go that extra mile to make sure that ghosts can haunt their premises with a clean conscience and strong resolve, and all I ask for in return is you do me a favor and reach out to me so that we can get this whole “secret underlying motivation” schtick all cleared up.

  I would also like to take this opportunity to thank any psychic medium or séance instructor who may be helping ghosts read this book. While I may be a shameless opportunist who would much rather see the ghosts pay full price for the audiobook version of The I in Evil, I do understand that reading is a difficult task for ghosts and that purchasing books is an even more difficult task. So thank you for being a conduit for these spirits and allowing them to experience my words in the way that any paying customer deserves.

  Now, it has occurred to me that, for one reason or another, human beings may still be reading this book, and that’s okay. I believe that humans who cannot find solace in the advice of colleagues, family, friends, and other self-help books will find the answers they’re looking for only in this book. And for humans looking to be more understanding of monster culture, I appreciate that you’re taking the first step with my book; as they often say, the first option is always the best option. But for those reading this book with darker or more malicious intentions, I have some words I’d like to share with you.

  Firstly, if you’re a doctor or professional in the motivational sector, back the fuck away from the book. If you remember correctly, I was silenced by the bigwigs at the National Medical Associates Convention when I forcibly took the microphone from musical guest Don Henley and called dibs on treating the monster community. Well, whether you like it or not, dibs is still in effect and according to my “lawyer,” it’s also legally recognized. So go ahead: steal my idea. You wanna see if I’m litigious? I’ll bleed your wallet like a stuck pig, you degree-carrying motherfucker. Then we’ll see who is “discourteous and shameful.”

  Secondly, to all the amateur Van Helsings in the world who want to use this book to better understand their prey, then maybe you should take a look at yourself, then buy another copy of this book since you’re the real monster with actual problems. Think about it: these monsters are trying to better themselves for humans as well, and you want to take advantage of them? That’s the mindset of a real piece of shit, and hopefully, when mankind and monsterkind sit side by side at the table of brotherhood, it will be you who is living in the shadows waiting to be slaughtered by some other asshole in a duster.

  Thirdly, if you’re a skeptic and you don’t believe in monsters, that’s fine. After all, I’ve been accused of many things during my life, such as fraud, animal cruelty, alimony evasion, and starting a riot. I’ve even been accused of murdering the great clown, Pagliacci! But if there’s anything I am not, nor have I ever been, it would be a liar.

  Monsters exist, and that’s just a fact that the world needs to catch up on in order to better themselves. Monsters who are reading this right now know that they exist, and I’m sure the government knows monsters exist as well. There are doubters out there, but they have not walked into the darkest shadows of the night, and they sure as shit have never danced with the devil.

  Remember the president who was in a wheelchair? Remember when he said the only thing we had to fear was fear itself? Read between the lines: he was talking about monsters existing, and he was assuring us not to fear them because they’re meant to be understood and helped. By disavowing their existence, not only are you hurting monsters, but you’re doubting the word of the wheelchair-president-guy who killed Hitler. Therefore, you’re implying that you would rather see Hitler still in power. Shame on you.

  The fact is I believe in helping others, even those who might not arguably exist. And who am I to tell an entire race of people who might not exist that they do not need a confidence boost? I would not spend all this time writing this specific book if I didn’t think my words of wisdom could help those in the monster community. So believe me when I say: monsters are real and they are everywhere, and they can purchase this book at their local literature retailer.

  Now, I know that by offering social and psychological help to monsters, I am putting myself at great risk as well. Some anti-monster nationalist groups will be keen to label me a “monster sympathizer,” which puts me at risk of harassment and even assassination. Others will be quick to call me an opportunist, making a quick buck off of an underprivileged and underserved monster population. But I’ve never found myself to be one for labels: I’m just trying to give monsters the same treatment that I expect myself, and I’m also trying make a lot of money.

  I also know that some monsters are not seeking the help of a man who couldn’t help people or even feral dogs get their shit together, since monsters are a whole different ball game. Obviously, historically speaking, humans haven’t necessarily earned the trust of the monster community, and vice versa. And then there’s the militant sections of the monster community, the ones that organize sit-ins in castles, pyramids, and the moors, who actively hate any human that reaches out to the monster community.

  But as a motivational speaker, it’s my job to believe words can change the world. To this day, if you yell “fire” in a crowded movie theater, the lives of the people in that movie theater will change forever. But to yell “fire” at the monster community, the reaction would be devastating. Someone could even be killed.

  The reality of the situation is that, as we stand, monsters and humans don’t mix. By asking monsters to join our society with open arms, this book will pioneer a whole new school of thought altogether. Laws will be written, educational institutions will be demolished, and children will be brainwashed to believe that monsters have always been a part of the equation. Monsters will no longer look at people only as things which they can kill or frighten at will, but also things that they can talk to, become friends with, and hire to do their taxes.

  But if humans and monsters are going to break bread at the table of brotherhood one day, there needs to be a mutual sense of trust, and there’s no better place to start than with my words here. After all, no one else is champing at the bit to be the unofficial ambassador to the dark side, and much fewer monsters have ever tried to derail my life in the way humans have. Besides, if I were ever to be targeted for murder as I have been in the past, I would appreciate the intimate approach that monsters have, which humans lack.

  From the monster perspective, this author is likely the most trustworthy human they’ll find to help them find themselves, considering I have no active religious affiliations and my misanthropy levels are at a seasonal low. Much like monsters, I mostly operate at night at my own discretion, and our mutual fascination with death makes us mentally connected. Also, I assume monsters and myself share the same funeral etiquette, and have similar approaches in terms of reporting our income to the federal government. And lastly, I might be in possession of key materials that, according to occult scrolls written throughout centuries, could bring upon the apocalypse to mankind and monsterkind, which pretty much means they have little choice but to trust me not to use it.

  The I in Evil is meant to be a stepping stone for monsters to finally receive the self-help they’ve fought so hard for. After all, it’s hard to help yourself when you spend your life focused on the destruction of others. But even though they’re set in their ways, this book will help monsters accept that they are, in fact, monsters and embrace that they are, in fact, monsters. In fact, by finally having this handy tool, these monsters might even realize how similar they are to people after all.

  Also, I’d like to clarify that by monsters, I don’t mean those awful humans that are labeled as monsters by the media or history textbooks, such as those super-weird serial killer types or those creepy rapist characters. If you like to torture and kill people and fuck their refrigerated corpse for weeks on end, there’s very little I can offer you in terms of self-help, especially because it seems that you’re perfectly content doing your own thing. And if you’re a rapist or child molester or any kind of sexual criminal, there’s probably an institution or mental wellness center that might be able to help you once you’re out of jail. However, if you’re either a serial killer or a rapist and you’re in prison, you might as well use The I in Evil as reading material, as long as it keeps you from killing or raping anyone, you fucking ghouls.

  I’d also like to state that this book is also not meant for monster cosplayers either, although I’ll certainly take their money. I mean, you don’t have the shared experiences that vampires, man-made creatures, or even the odd outliers like cat-people and swamp-beings do; you only pretend that you do since the human race left you high and dry a long time ago. That’s not necessarily a problem, and if my book makes you feel closer to the real thing, I’m not going to discourage you. But I will say I wouldn’t be caught dead in any of the monster communities dressed up as one of them while holding this book, unless you want your first monster interaction to be your last.

  I guess what this author is trying to say is that whether you’re a man or a creature from any color lagoon, there will always be the opportunity to sink low. If things aren’t going well in life and you’re on a downward spiral, you’ll find yourself at rock bottom, dodging a clown with a knife jumping around your “office” with nothing but a quill pen to save your life. It’s these introspective moments that remind us that we’re all in this rat race together, and if we don’t all try our hardest to run uphill, the world is more than willing to let us tumble down.

  So take a look around you. Whether you see man, monster, or otherwise, they’re all connected. You see, everybody’s brain doesn’t work, at least not as intended. Every single living thing on Earth is crazy to some degree, and they all have severe problems that they can’t overcome themselves. Men and monster alike both need that little push towards self-actualization, and thankfully, writers like myself step in to do just that.

  That’s the beauty of self-help, and it’s a beauty that monsters like you will see for the first time. Technically, I’m not saying or doing anything that you can’t say or do for yourself. The fact is, though, you won’t say it to yourself because you’ve always thought of yourself as an abhorrent freak of nature. Self-help books change that entirely, as I write the things you’re supposed to say to yourself. I recommend reading this book out loud, so therefore, you are saying them to yourself. As five little Jacksons might say, it’s easy as A-B-C (or possibly 1-2-3 or even potentially do-re-mi)!

  There is one concept that most motivational speakers/writers forget about until Bob Dylan comes on the radio: the ever-changing nature of time. Much like people, some monsters can change overnight while other will go through eternity while not changing one iota of their being. And if there’s anything that institutionalized conditioning has taught me over the years, it’s that if you keep telling someone something over and over again, eventually they’ll stop listening to their doubtful inner voices and submit to your teachings.

  Considering the nature of many monsters, time is the main difference between human and monster, with the former having too little in their lifetime while the latter having too much time. But if a human or a monster reads this book over and over and over in their spare time, the revolutionary ideas on display will slowly but surely ingratiate themselves into their brain to change them for the better.

  Time provides the building blocks for which man and monster can better themselves, specifically by reading my book and burning its messages into their thoughts on a primal level. And when your life comes to a close at the hand of God or some weirdo with a silver-tipped sword, you will not be remembered as the monster who razed the Earth and all of its inhabitants, but rather as the one who tried to change the world for the better by bettering him/herself.

  Now, I know if you’re told that you’re evil your whole life because you scare people, murder people, and eat people, you just might believe that you are in fact evil. And believe me, I understand that logic; for the first seven years of my life, I thought my name was “You” because it was the only name my father called me. But you’re not evil, just as much as I’m not You. I’m me, and you are a monster. And starting now, that’s not a bad thing.


  Chapter II

  Stigma, Not Stigmata

  [image: image]

  

  Whether you are some entitled piece-of-shit child or an old, irrelevant bag of bones, it’s not hard to see that one of the biggest problems facing our society today is stigma. Stigma, for those of you who are slack-jawed assholes too lazy or ignorant to pick up a fucking book, is a preconceived disapproval of certain people, such as nerds, geeks, or dorks, who operate or distinguish themselves outside of normal societal expectations. Stigma is often applied to outcasts, people with alternative lifestyles, or, in some cases, just plain weirdos. But even if you’re some stinky, shitty, garbage hipster, there’s no group that has faced a stigma as vile and ferocious as monsters.
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