The Killing Generation

I killed my child.

Does that require explanation? Perhaps.

You see, it wasn’t my child, not really. But I bore it like a normal child, just as we all did. 

It happened suddenly, starting on the coast near the freezing Pacific. A mother’s child was wrong. We heard about it happening again, then again. All of them. Every birth. I held my swollen belly and whispered that it would not happen to us. It could not happen to us. 

I isolated myself. I thought if I saw one of them, touched one, I would be contaminated. Then the pain started in waves and I wept and pushed and refused to let anyone but my husband touch me. My husband was silent through my wails, even after the child was out. I heard no cry when a weight was laid at my breast.

A sack of wrinkles rested on me, glowing eyes nearly hidden by limp eyebrows. There were arms, I knew, and legs, and bones even, somewhere in there. There had to be. This had to be human. Under all that skin, surely a child from my body had to be human. 

I joined a support group of mothers. We wept together as the creatures fed, never crying, never making any noise except a strange ee-ha. Only cloth diapers would wrap around their strange bodies and it was common to hear weeping in public bathrooms as women changed the creatures. 

I never found out if it was male or female. The doctor said there was no difference. The doctor said I should assume female, the default gender, but I couldn’t look at that bundle of wrinkles and think daughter. It was a creature that demanded milk and attention, nothing more.

When the first of these began to crawl, our men and older children began to fall. My husband was one of the first. He was holding the creature, trying against hope to bond with it. He passed it back to me and fell to the ground. He was perfectly healthy. He was dead. 

Others fell. Husbands first. Then children. At first only those who had creatures in their families, then those who were in contact with them. A disease from the creatures, the doctors said. The doctors who were mothers, at least. No others were left. The remaining men were quarantined to preserve the species. Then they fell. Only we mothers were left, and the creatures.

Our tears ran dry. We stared at each other, at the creatures. They fed greedily, waking us from sleep and leaving us weak. They would not be weaned. 

Their ee-ha cries pierced the night as nothing else could. We realized the birds had fallen silent; all animals abandoned the areas near the creatures. Pets ran away, coming back only for food that we placed at the edge of our properties. They came no further. We wept over lost companionship, over lost hope. 

We clung to each other. There was no need to speak. The creatures were our existence and we simply waited to see what they would do. 

They crawled, then stood, then walked on trembling and wrinkled legs. They never spoke. To us, at least. When they saw each other they grunted and howled until we pulled them apart, frightened they might attack each other. Or us. 

We were unaware of time passing, yet also excruciatingly aware of every instant. We saw each other. We saw the creatures. We wept together. We trembled as they grew fangs. We held hands in silence. We bit our lips as their fangs cut our skin. They would not be weaned. 

It happened suddenly, starting on the coast near the freezing Pacific. A mother snapped. Her creature was strangled, a pillow shoved into the wrinkles of its face until its ee-ha cries faded forever. 

They knew.

I fed my creature that night and put it in its bed. It was too large for the crib, though it insisted on my milk. I went into my room and stared at the mirror. Sometimes I did. My hair was long and unkempt. There was no time to brush it, barely time to dip it under the sink and shampoo it as I washed the creature, disgusted by its wrinkles. I had pimples that I picked during the day, having little else to do while waiting for the creature to need me. I was not beautiful. I couldn’t remember if I had been beautiful before. 

In the mirror, the door opened and the creature appeared. It needed me. 

It held a knife I had never seen before. The blade glittered ebony, the handle pearl. Beautiful. I wondered if I had ever been that beautiful. 

The creature approached. It lifted the blade towards me. I waited.

I look back now and realize how foolish I was, but I waited. I had no reason to fear the creature, who barely reached my upper thighs, whose hand was so engulfed in wrinkles I could barely see the pearl handle. 

That’s how I lost my eye. I know you were wondering. It leapt and slashed my face and my eye split into agonizing nothingness. I screamed, and heard other screams echo across the city. I grabbed the knife. I stabbed, stabbed again, again. I didn’t stop, couldn’t stop; not even the weak ee-ha coming from the creature – my child – could stop me. Then I ran.
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