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The mother ship could not bring a child to term. She 
searched the worlds for someone to help her with her 
problem. In one of the worlds, she found the midwife, 
Brigit, who was purported to make the most barren 
wombs fertile. Brigit moved onto the mother ship and 
stayed in a room on the edge of the mother ship’s goop 
chamber. The goop chamber was where the mother 
ship’s children should have spawned. Brigit threw herbs 
into the goop. She squirted tinctures into the goop. 
She chanted over the goop with burning incense. She 
advised the mother ship about exercises, diet and stress 
reduction, and the mother ship followed her advice 
diligently. The mother ship had also prayed, nightly, to 
no-one-in-particular. But all the mother ship’s children 
came out too early, too small, and barely formed. She 
had watched them all eject through her birthing hole 
and float away from her as bloody clumps without the 
fins to swim.

What kind of mother ship am I? cried the mother ship 
to Brigit. One that cannot bear children? Who has ever 
heard of such a travesty?

Brigit tried to comfort the mother ship, but Brigit knew 
that what the mother ship really needed was new seeds. 

Brigit had given her own seeds away long ago.
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One night the mother ship asked no-one-in-particular, 
Can you tell me whether or not I should have children? 
And if not, could you rename me as something other than 
the mother ship, and if I should have children, can you help 
me know what I should do to bear them? And the mother 
ship tried to interpret no-one-in-particular’s silence.

The mother ship then asked the same question to Brigit, 
who then took out the colorful array of cards that she al-
ways carried with her. Brigit spread the cards on a table and 
carefully discerned their message.

It’s clear, the midwife said to the mother ship, the cards say 
that you must find the grotesque child.
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***

The grotesque child had been in the dark cavern a long 
time. She longed for something she could not envision, 
having never seen light. The grotesque child began to 
eat her way out of the cavern. After many days of eating, 
she bit through to light. The light daggered into her eye 
pits, leaving her disoriented. Was it wrong for me to 
want this? she asked no-one-in-particular. 

Then she said to no-one-in-particular, Where am I?
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It was too bright for the grotesque child to see in the 
daylight, so she explored her surroundings at night. 
Also, the wind blew fiercely in the day, but subsided to 
a gentle breeze by twilight. The grotesque child wan-
dered the land under the stars and moon, and when the 
moon disappeared, she touched everything with her 
feelers, and listened to every sound with her large ears, 
and smelled all around her with her quivering nose, and 
thus, the grotesque child began to know the world that 
she had eaten her way into.
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***

The animal was nocturnal. In the day, the animal curled 
itself beneath a boulder. The animal called the boulder 
mother, but the boulder did not feed the animal. The 
animal remembered that its real mother had fed it milk 
from a ring of teats that surrounded the real mother’s 
heart. The animal always thought, Did I drain my real 
mother’s heart? Is that why she’s gone?
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The animal and the grotesque child were both in search 
of food during a night when the moon had roamed 
from the sky. The grotesque child thought that the 
moon, too, had gone in search of food, for she could 
never tell what the moon might eat up there in the sky 
devoid of all but stars. She imagined a sky that existed 
beyond this sky, a sky that filled with delectable orbs, 
and she imagined the moon pulling the orbs into its 
crater and savoring them.

The animal and the grotesque child were touching, 
listening, smelling and tasting. They were discerning 
what was meant to be eaten and what was meant to 
be left alone. When they came upon one another, and 
after they had touched and listened and smelled and 
tasted each other, they could not discern what each 
other were. So the grotesque child said to the animal, 
Who are you?

I don’t know who I am, said the animal, my mother 
never got a chance to tell me. Who are you?

I don’t know who I am either, said the grotesque child. 
And she asked, What is a mother?

A mother is who you came out of, said the animal.

I ate my way out of a cavern where I had been for a very 
long time, said the grotesque child. I got tired of being 
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there and I eventually bit my way into this place. But at 
times, this place is too bright for me and the wind is too 
harsh against my skin.

Yes, said the animal, I feel the same way about this place. 
In the day, I curl up under a boulder that I call mother. 
My new mother protects me, but she can’t feed me like 
my real mother did.
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After that moonless night, the two were inseparable. 
They slept under the boulder-mother together. They 
went out at night together, sensing together what they 
could eat. It went on like this for many years. 




