The Neuter-Children

The shivering child looked about, beginning to explore timidly and carefully the world around it.  As it had just become aware, everything around it was new, a source of fear and wonderment.  The child perceived no sound, not because it had a physical handicap, but because the surrounding cold emptiness devoured everything that could have maybe, possibly been a sound.  Had the child been educated in such matters, it could have observed that it was without gender.  Instead, the shaking child observed that, in these first moments, it had been provided with four spindly limbs, two much more agile than the others.  It also discovered that it’s own surface was a pale bluish white, and that this surface, the child’s own body, was the only surface anywhere.  This timid neuter-child slowly uncurled.  The fetal position it had occupied was slowly abandoned.

Then it touched something.

The child’s fragile courage was jettisoned as it quickly recoiled from the smooth, firm surface.  The child shook violently, weeping, curled protectively in space, suspended in nothingness.  Time passed, moments, hours, or eons, it is impossible to know, but slowly the weeping child ceased the flow of tears.  Suspended in nothingness, the cold child began to regain its curiosity.  Once again it uncurled, and once again it touched something.  For this neuter, touch was a bizarre novelty.  First the child extended its more manipulable limbs towards the smooth surface, sliding them along the invisible barrier.  Slowly the neuter-child explored, curiosity slowly overwhelming fear.  

The neuter-child discovered that this smooth surface extended completely around it’s being.  Had it been educated, it would have been able to describe its onulet as roughly egg shaped.  To this neuter-child, touch was exciting.  It pressed its forearm against the invisible surface, feign the perfect, seamless smoothness of the surface, then, in curiosity, pressed it’s gaunt face against the surface.  Then the neuter-child licked this invisible surface, dragging its tongue across it, longing for new information on the world around it.  Had it been aware that it possessed the ability to taste, the neuter-child would have reacted in puzzlement to the absence of taste.

New information came as the neuter-child, suspended in nothingness, pressed its less manipulable limbs against the surface.  It placed these limbs down gingerly, and as it did, it discovered that it was no longer suspended.  The neuter-child was standing in nothingness.

Confined within the egg, the neuter child began to despair, and for the second time since the child became aware, it cried.  As standing became too much for the shaking neuter-child, the neuter-child child discovered sitting, and then returned to the fetal position, this time cupped at the bottom of the egg, no longer suspended in nothingness.  It was again shaking, observing its tears drip off its face, and then slide down the invisible surface.  

And then new information came to the neuter-child.  As it vacantly observed the tears drip off of its face and then slide down the invisible surface, it realized that this confining surface was not invisible, but opaque.  The neuter-child began to realize that if it focused, concentrated beyond the surface, it could discern movement.  

Wiping the residual moisture away with one palm, the neuter-child focused past the surface, and was once again thrust into despair.

Beyond the surface, the neuter-child observed bright color for the first time.  Not that the colors it could discern were necessarily bright, but instinctively, the neuter-child knew that the bright colors beyond were stripped of their beauty and vibrance by this encapsulating surface.  As it focused, it began to see more movement, dancing, other forms just like it.  These forms moved and touched each other, danced around the neuter-child, and reached out to it, to draw it into their color.  The neuter-child reached back, pushed against the surface, groping for an extended arm.  The surface buckled.

Then snapped back into place.

The neuter-child heard for the first time.  It heard its own desperate wail of despair.  Attempting to see through the tears fogging its vision, the neuter-child observed the world outside of the surface.  As it stared, fending off its own encroaching emptiness, the neuter-child that the dancing, graceful figures outside of the surface were not as similar as it had first thought.  Had the neuter-child been educated, it would have recognized these anomalies as penises and breasts, hips and shoulders, primary and secondary sexual characteristics.  Instead the neuter-child just observed them as differences between its own design and that of the beings outside the surface.

Outside the surface.

The neuter-child longed to be outside the surface.  It ached.  Deep in its being, beyond anything, the ache was there.  It could picture the other beings, dancing gaily and gracefully about, beseeching the neuter-child to join them.  The neuter-child then glimpsed, past the other beings, another neuter-child, collapsed and aching within its own surface.  Slowly, the neuter-child began to perceive that around it, beyond and between the beings, more surfaces existed, and as those without the surfaces reveled, the surfaces were unintentionally being nudged closer together.

Slowly the surfaces collected, and the neuter-child found its own surface pressed against those of four others.  Still in despair, the neuter-child found odd comfort in it’s despairing companions.  The neuter-children observed each other, each collecting data on the differences and similarities of the surfaces and the other neuter-children.  As they reached out, pressing against their own surfaces toward each other, the neuter-children discovered that, for brief moments, the surfaces thinned, and became less opaque.

For the third time since it became aware, the neuter-child began to cry, and as it sobbed, the four other neuter children reached out to it, aching to console, to comfort, and yet not able to escape their own surfaces.

