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				For Gretchen, 
who understands the importance of dreams.

			







Elopement on the Loch

				The inky black waters of Loch Ness attract the strangest visitors.

				You eloped this morning. You are now man and wife—or woman and husband!—popping antihistamines and hoping not to vomit, holding hands on this misty ride on the Caledonia canal, approaching the widening mouth: your fantasy honeymoon quest, to see the loch together.

				“Feel that wave?” he says, his skin a bit damp.

				“What wave?” you ask, wishing you had felt something. Usually, you feel and he doesn’t. You’re the one attuned to the submerged shapes that don’t exist: Monsters in anything and everything.

				You clutch your mother’s frayed wedding hat, its gritty original netting.

				“You’re cute enough to charm the monster,” he says with salty lips, spots of rain speckling his shirt. His skin reminds you of childhood, the smell of a surprise waiting to happen, or a promise almost ready to be kept.

				Underneath the tourist boat, you imagine, are the bubbles of your mother’s failed marriage, a deep loch creature, freshwater sadness in her eyes.

				“Look! There’s something over there,” you say, pointing to the glint of a shadow, the sun shining off something dark and unhappy, a large slimy rock or a tiny island built on bird guano. Or maybe you’re just pointing at a distant tourist boat, where a brand-new worried wife is pointing right back at you.

	






				
				
Monsters in 3 parts

				First day of vacation, Loch Ness, 1993

				We glide along the choppy loch into the darkening day, me pointing out suspicious things. “Look,” I say, “what’s that over there? Like a large chunk of rock?”

				“Rock?” he says. “Did you say ‘chunk of rock’?” I point, but the monster’s already gone. “Why can’t you just admit that the monster is me?” he says. “Or me,” I say, and laugh.

				In the middle of the night, when he’s deep in his dreams, there’s a shadow rising shyly along the wall, and I think about how much I used to love him.

				Kelp? Hell? Help?

				On a smaller boat, deep into another bruised sky day, I point out sinuous shapes in the water. “Look. What’s that shadow over there? A weeping puddle of kelp?”

				“Puddle of hell?” he says. “Did you say ‘hell’?”

				I wonder why he always mishears. “Kelp,” I say, the dark, unhappy shape, the monster weeping.

				Nessie

				I try to say “Nessie” when they rush me to the ER, but the name sticks inside my gullet.

				“Do you remember who you were with on the boat when it capsized?” one of them asks.

				“I don’t think I was with anyone,” I say, “nobody close anyway.” Nothing I feel makes any sense to the doctors.

				“The captain pulled you out,” one of them says. “Can you remember the captain’s face?”

				Heart-shaped, wasn’t it? Terribly sad?








				
Apocryphal Tales

				Skeptical scientists refuse to discuss it.

				Made of satin, wasn’t she? Like a shiny widow. But once she had you in her flippers, you knew: she hated her own molecules, sat on them to make them bleed. Easy to imagine her, an aging monster massaging a monster hunter with love-bubbles, perking him up where he had long been shriveled. Beads of sweat rose on the hunter’s brow as his penis curled like a Fiddlehead fern.

				Acclaim grew, tourists piled in, whiskey sales rose and smart men—real scientists!—disappeared. She craved the thrill: staged non-passion. She believed it happened nearly overnight.

				So even today tourists don’t dare to nap or make bluebell chains. They stay alert to see Nessiteras Rhombopteryx in her true form.

	






			
Long Ago Cottage Memories

				I remember my husband and me in our long-ago cottage, sure that we needed to see the monster for ourselves. Or was it the fear that we had become too close to each other? Wasn’t it safer to think about this monster that nobody in their right minds believed in?

				Perched near the window, coffee in hand, I watch the sun sneak out of its cave. Even a finger of daylight can squash the relief out of last night’s dream: my late husband dipping under the pale foam of our old sofa, squiggling safely back down to the ink-black loch, where we used to nest.

				I continue to study the photos of us together, and I follow the signs. Two middle-aged dreamers, sloshing next to each other all day and night, right on this sofa, leaning and smiling and sinking — as if together, we made a kind of monster.

				







One Monster Hunter’s Story

				1. “I first photographed a small, elegant creature sticking up in front, something like a silver line on the surface of the water. Through binoculars I could imagine she had a healthy, beating heart. She was wearing a hat and had strange hair. At that point I started filming.

				2. Soon after the film was processed, my wife left me and married a banker, nearly 7 feet tall. I have always been only a medium-sized husband and a damaged lover, not the kind of guy a regular woman shows off to her friends. I learned not to hunt for mythical critters, unless you are ready to lose the one at home.

				3. The objective, you might say, was to get a tissue sample from the fibre of the creature in the loch after I caught sight of her again. To this end I ventured forth in a small rowboat at night, dressed in a wetsuit and armed with a crossbow. When the hat came up, I’d fire a cupid’s arrow into the brim and pull on the line to retrieve her smile and, after that, beat a hasty retreat. Sadly, I found nothing but inky black water, and the strange sensation that someone had been keeping me safe from harm.”








				
Kissing the Monster Hunter

				The monster hunter and I kiss so deeply that we don’t see the monster. We kiss before we can see each other kissing. “Is the monster blue?” I say, kissing his lips so hard that he has to see me, has to recognize the monster in me. “One of the monsters is blue,” he says, “and one of them isn’t. One of them has feet, and the other one has lips.” I’m laughing, we’re laughing. Now we’re in the same world, kissing each other so tenderly in the dream that his neck feels like a sea serpent rising from the deep. I’m on guard, but ready to be roped by the tendons in the old man’s neck.

				“How old am I?” I say to my monster hunter. “Old and beautiful like me,” he says, “like all invisible animals are.” I can feel my wrinkles reaching toward him like fishing-lines in water. Can feel the monster in him rising from the salt of my skin. Later, I’ll be wringing my hands. Thoughts of capture will have taken up residence in the loch I swim in without him every day. “Help me,” I say, kissing him so hard that I can finally see him.








				
Meeting a Hunter on the Beach

				Nobody wants to know what’s in there. The locals just look at it and sigh.

				Meeting a Hunter on the Beach

				He looked like he had just woken up from a very long nap, maybe a long lifetime nap, and had landed here on the north shore of the loch. He seemed shy. (Little known fact: monster hunters are shy.)

				“What brings you out here to the hinterlands?” I asked.

				“I wanted to see the loch. The water here is so deep. I love how dark that makes it look,” he said, and then I realized that my face was hot. Hot face, a strange woman with a hot face. Nobody useful.

				‘Deep, dark’, dumb things to say. My intensity. Words sunk like logs. I no longer wanted to be a floating woman, disappearing and reappearing every day.
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