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The Discarded  by Dianne Alexander 
 
The boy sat, balancing on his heels.  Heat from the sun, and the baked earth under his feet, warmed his 
body in a gentle caress.  He could not understand why this felt so good.  He could not understand many 
things in this new life that had been given to him, but he knew it was good.  

 His chin nestled between his skinny knees; he stretched out long sinewy arms and fingers and drew 
on the sandy earth.  He drew the symbols for things he saw around him.  This was the new language.  He 
scrubbed the earth and smoothed the sand before beginning the next symbol.  He looked up to survey the 
landscape, his concentration great.  He pulled his hands away from the earth, and wrapped them around 
his knees, pulling them close to his body, and lifted his face to the sky, waiting.  An educated observer 
would see primitive humanity; an informed observer would see the truth.  

 He returned to his drawing.  This time he drew symbols that were not the new language.  These 
symbols were the old language; his being had written them in the condensation of moisture filled breath, 
on the see- through of his cage, on that last day.   
In the cage, the boy did not know the concept of death; he only knew four dull walls, a dull roof, with a 
constant brightness in the centre, a dull floor with a small square hole where he would get rid of the waste 
from his body.  Beside the hole was a tap that he turned to get water.  He would often turn on the tap, and 
sit under the cold running water, until it made his body cold and shiver.  But it also made him feel good.  
Afterwards he would run about his cage and move fast and slow, and spring up in the air, and clap his 
hands and make noise, and that would make his body warm again, and the inside of his body beat fast, and 
tingle.   
 On top of the tap, he kept the thing that also made the inside of his body quicken and tingle when 
he took its picture inside his eyes.  He used it to capture the water and drink from it, to throw water over 
himself and about his cage, to make the things that spoiled his cage disappear down the hole in the floor.  
The thing was the same colours as the brightness that came through the large see-through on the walls 
where the great beings were.  With it, he could see pictures of the vast brightness inside his eyes.  Pictures 
of the place where the great beings lived.  He wanted to live there too, but his place was the cage and it 
was dull.  Very, very seldom his being would come and move away part of the wall, leaving a hole, and his 
being would put a rough, long, lead around his neck, and with it take him through the hole.  Those were 
the times his being took him to see the great beings.  Those were times that terrified him, but it was also 
when he saw the bright, colourful place where the great beings lived, and out through the large see-
throughs to the vastness beyond.  So, it also made him glad when they took him from his cage and did 
those strange things to him.  Things that made his body scream until the scream came out through his 
mouth.  The great beings would put something in his mouth then, to keep the scream inside his body, so 
only he could hear it.  
 On the part of the wall in his cage that moved to make the hole, was his see-through, but his was a 
tiny.  Through it, he could peek into the cages of the others through their see-throughs, and watch for his 
being to come down the narrow space between the cages, and look at him, and to put things he could eat 
through the flap of the hole in the wall below the see-through.   
The way his being looked at him and moved on that last day told him his being would not be coming back, 
he would never see his being again.  He was on his own now, alone in his cage, and he wondered who 
would come and look at him every day, who would bring him things to eat, and it scared him that no one 
would.  He could of course see the others, through their see-throughs.  He could see their eyes peer back 
at him, and he could read their stories and questions in their eyes, because they were the same stories and 
questions, he had.  And it gave him little comfort, because he could not see their faces up close, they could 
not come and see him, or bring him anything to eat.  They were just like him, alone in a cage.  His being 
had written on the see-throughs of all the cages that day.  But he could only see properly the symbols on 
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his own see-through, and those on the one of the other, in the cage opposite.  He had concentrated on the 
symbols to make the fear of being alone go away, and tried to understand them.  He took the symbols and 
made them pictures inside his eyes, so he could see them without looking at them, and took the symbols 
of the other opposite him, and put them inside his eyes too.  He could see the pictures of the symbols were 
somehow the same, and somehow different, and he studied them in his eyes until he understood they 
were the same picture, only his eyes saw them a different way.  He thought the symbols were what his 
being called him that last day, and he made the sound his being had made, adios sucker.  He drew the 
symbols in water from the bright thing on the tap - rekcus soida, adios sucker, and repeated the sound 
over and over.  That was what his being called him. 

 The boy waited watching the sky; the river in front of him continued its languid hushed pavane, 
occasionally throwing sparkles of light from the new day into the boy’s eyes.  It distracted the boy from his 
surveillance, and he scrunched his eyes, obscuring all else, but bringing into focus the distant horizon.  
He watched intently, neither patiently nor impatiently, waiting for the final event.  There had been many 
events over the past few days.  In the beginning, they were few, then they had happened with no interval 
at all, a continuation of streaks of brightness disappearing into brightness, or reaching for the spots of light 
in the dark sky.  Now they were very few again, and it was told that this would be the last.  There was only 
one more of the vast metal cages to be filled with great beings, and then it too would rise into the 
brightness under the power of mighty heat and light.  All the great beings would be gone then.  So, he 
waited, waited, watching for those who had kept him in a cage to be gone in their metal cage, and he and 
the others, and his being would be free to wander the place that once belonged only to the great beings.  
Under his feet he could feel movement, tiny vibrations, and he tried to see from the pictures he kept in his 
eyes, and the vibrations in his feet, what it was that made it, but there were not enough pictures, and not 
enough feelings in his feet to know.  He rose to his full height and looked around, but saw nothing.  He 
climbed up until he was as high as he could get on the ground around him, to see better into the distance, 
and shaded his eyes from the sun.  The others had to be careful, some of those like his being were angry 
they were not allowed into the metal cages, and in their anger they had beaten some of the others so hard 
they no longer breathed or moved.  This he now knew was death, when the body no longer contained the 
thing that made you breathe or move.  No one knew if the thing that kept you breathing or moving still 
existed, if it went from your body and existed somewhere else.  But that did not matter to him now; he 
only needed to know what it was that was making the movements under his feet.  He might need to run 
and warn the others, but he did not want to move from his watching post until he understood what it was. 
He saw a cloud of dust in the distance; watched as it grew bigger and longer, came closer.  He knelt down 
behind a bush; made himself small.  The dust cloud continued to grow, come closer.  He could hear it, a 
groaning buzz.  He did not have pictures in his eyes for this thing, but he knew it was coming towards him 
fast, and the groaning buzz was louder.  He was afraid, afraid now to move.  He was screaming inside, and 
he must keep the scream inside, he could not let it out.  He could not allow the thing making the dust cloud 
to know he was there, at least not yet.  He could not go back to where the others were hiding.  He lay flat, 
and watched with his inside beating fast, as the dust cloud and the loud, loud groaning buzz passed by him, 
making his body quiver with its power.  He saw the dust cloud maker.  His being was part of it.  And he 
could not understand what this meant.  But he was not afraid, because he knew his being would not harm 
him.  

 A new feeling was inside his body, it was the feeling he had for the thing on his tap, but it was 
different, bigger.  He felt it for the others, but especially for his being.  His being had come back, and taken 
him from the aloneness.  Taken the others from their aloneness.  Had taken them into the brightness, to 
the place that had once been only for the great beings, and had hidden them in the hole in the earth until 
the great beings had gone.  His being was not one of the great beings, he was like him, like the others, they 
were all the same.   
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The long drawn out pulling stretch that had persisted millennia had reached its greatest extent, had no 
more stretch to more give, and was about to snap.  The human race was about to be irrevocably cleaved 
into two discrete species.  The boy did not understand this, but he knew it.  He knew that inside his body 
he was not the same as the great beings although they looked the same on the outside.  The boy was one 
of the discarded, but for this he was grateful.   
 He felt his inside beat fast and tingle for this new life, and he wanted that feeling never to stop, but 
to grow bigger.  He was ready for all the tasks of this new life, ready to learn all of its the strangeness, to 
know it, so it was no longer strange.  He was eager to find all of the others that were kept by the great 
beings, to free them from their cages, give them new life.   
 He did not want to go into the metal cages and disappear into the nothingness, he wanted to be 
here, he wanted to see all of it, and he wanted to know all of it.  His being would come with him, show 
him, because his being was the same as him, and they shared the new feeling that was inside his body.  He 
looked again into the distant horizon, and saw the steak of heat and light rise and make its way into the 
nothingness, and then he turned and walked in the path of the dust maker towards his being. 


