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Bhanu Kapil was elected a Fellow of the Royal Society of 
Literature in 2022. Her most recent book, How To Wash A Heart 
(Liverpool University Press), won the T.S. Eliot Prize and was 
a Poetry Book Society Choice. The recipient of a Windham-
Campbell Prize and a Cholmondeley Award, both for poetry, 
Kapil is the author of six full-length collections. For twenty years, 
she taught creative writing, performance art and contemplative 
practice at Naropa University in Boulder, Colorado. Currently, 
she is based in Cambridge as a Fellow of Churchill College. She 
also teaches for the University of Vermont’s Rubenstein School 
of Environment and Natural Resources, as part of a practice-
based Ph.D. in Transdisciplinary Leadership and Creativity for 
Sustainability.  

Incubation: a space for monsters is a formally innovative, hybrid-genre book that 
incorporates poetry and prose. Set in a shifting narrative environment, where human 
bodies, characters, and text are neither one thing nor another, this fragmentary-diaristic 
text journeys through the spaces in-between. 
 Following protagonist Laloo – Cyborg, girl, mother, child, immigrant, settler – on a 
roadtrip through American landscapes, genre styles, and form, Incubation creates radical 
space for what is ‘monstrous’. Appropriating iconic American tropes, and the structure of 
Jack Kerouac’s On the Road, Incubation explores the challenges faced by immigrants 
in attaining such notions of freedom in so hostile an environment. In this fragmentary 
document there is a celebration in the cobbling together of lives; global in scope, with an 
intimate focus on interior voice, this landmark text evidences the early innovations and 
talents of this T.S. Eliot prizewinning author.

‘I read everything Kapil writes and each time am left in awe at her erudite dexterity to see 
the book, not as a medium of mere knowing, but of questing.’  – OCEAN VUONG



Prototype, established in 2019, is committed to creating new possibilities in the publishing of 
fiction and poetry through a flexible, interdisciplinary approach. Recent poetry titles include 
Artifice, the debut collection by Lavinia Singer. Lucy Mercer’s collection Emblem was The Poetry 
Book Society’s Summer Choice for 2022, and Lila Matsumoto’s Two Twin Pipes Sprout Water was 
a Poetry Book Society Recommendation for Winter 2021.

PRAISE FOR INCUBATION: A SPACE FOR MONSTERS 

‘I read everything Kapil writes and each time am left in awe at her erudite dexterity to see the 
book, not as a medium of mere knowing, but of questing. Here she casts the dialectical inquiry 
between continuity and rupture, deploying cyborgs and monsters to overlay and amplify existential 
questions for the Anthropocene. The result is an ambitious work of complex yet coherent semiotic 
prowess I can’t wait to teach from.’ – Ocean Vuong

‘Incubation: A Space for Monsters is a transnational love song, an avowal for immigrants, 
monsters, and girls everywhere.’ – Emgee Dufresne

‘In Incubation, we are offered a migration narrative that contends with histories of the colonized, 
in which an immigrant ignorant to the violence that is the United States, arrives to give birth to a 
monster. Kapil constructs a loose tool for cyborg/monster travelers: for those who have assimilated 
and are suffering because of their insides, and for those who cannot adapt or refuse to and 
thus, do not survive. She reminds us that one’s becoming is not and never our own, but rather, 
tortuously prescripted.’ – Eunsong Kim

‘A feminist, post-colonial On the Road.’ – Douglas A. Martin

‘Part autofiction, part cyborgian existentialism, each sentence in this itinerant book cuts through 
the coloniser’s cheek, revealing its rotten tongue’s hallucination of ‘others’ as ‘monsters’. Can we 
reclaim our monster-hood? Bhanu Kapil, renowned as a poet, has incubated for such a long time 
that great monster: the novel. What a gift this book is! And after all this time, on its own odyssey: it 
still reads with such fresh air.’ – Azad Ashim Sharma
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ality, or landscapes in the way that I did, without a second thought, 
in the two weeks that it took to write this book. The manuscript 
itself had been deleted by a friend. It was an accident. The screen 
had frozen. ‘Give it here.’ Be careful! But in a few clicks, the work 
was gone. Thus, every morning, I sat on the floor of my home in 
Loveland, Colorado, to recuperate what I could, from the wire-
bound notebooks I’d bought in bulk at Walgreens, and even a letter 
to a friend in Brooklyn, the Handwritten Preface, which she’d 
stuck to her fridge with a magnet and posted back from Bed Stuy.

*

The story of leaving the United States is not the story of this coda, 
or the book itself, and yet this is the book I’ve returned with. The 
story of leaving England makes a better story, perhaps. Shall I get 
to work on the sequel? The story of returning to England is a mun-
dane story of duty, health care and long-lost love. 
 

*

I recently discovered that, after my birth, I was placed in an in-
cubator for several weeks. A horse struck my mother’s belly three 
times, and with the shock, I (a wobbly old foetus) turned upside 
down. ‘I thought I had lost you,’ said my mother today, on our early 
morning walk, something I’d never heard before. It was a relief 
when I was born, she said, underweight, glossy and ravenous. The 
nurses, in awe of my blue eyes, would visit the incubator in their 
tea breaks, to stroke my hand or forehead through a plastic glove, 
and coo. The first brown baby to be born in Hillingdon Hospital 
(something I was told by my mother and thus probably not true, 
although the horse story has been corroborated by others), I was a 
thing of beauty. Sometimes I think I am at my best when everyone 
has left for work, or the shops. In those quiet hours, I climb back 
into bed with a cup of tea.

Sometimes I watch TV. Sometimes I meditate until my 
bones turn to light, as my grandfather used to. I’d wake in the dark 
to the sound of his breathing, the changing weight or volume of 

the hemp mattress as he switched from one cross-legged posture to 
another, upright, perched, on the end of the bed we shared. 

Dawn chorus, chai with grated ginger in a little glass.
The day begins.

*

This book is for all the monsters. This book is for anyone who did 
not discover, until it was almost too late, that they were beautiful 
in the eyes of strangers. This book is for anyone who came upon 
their origin story in a book of fairy tales in a public library. This 
book is for anyone who burns to write but does not. This book is 
for anyone whose idea of a good time resembles a vector, but also 
a kite. Imagine the blue sky and the cut glass of the kite’s string, 
glinting at dusk. You’re on the rooftop. This is childhood. This 
book is for anyone who, in the middle of their childhood, had the 
sudden thought: ‘I’m no longer a child. This book is for anyone 
who left their birthplace, for reasons they could not control at the 
time. Or reverse. This book is for anyone who made home, in the 
end, out of what it was: a glimpse of the horizon four times a year. 
This book is for anyone for whom this horizon is dreamed or recol-
lected, a hot green line embedded in the art they make, something 
a reader or observer would not notice or perceive unless, like the 
artist, they repeated their walk through the space in which the art 
was presented, or made. 

*

What’s the difference between a monster and a cyborg? Repetition? 

*

A coda is not a machine.


