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Part 1. Mother and Son.

Once upon a time... many, many years ago in a world long since forgotten, there was a country called Anywhere. And in the land of Anywhere there was a fine and prosperous city called Anyplace and in this fine city lived a woman who had three children, two girls and a boy. 

Unfortunately for the children The Woman was a person of inordinate selfishness, one of those people who feel that they world revolves around them and them alone, someone who was prepared to do anything to get what she wanted. To make things worse, the children had lost their father at an early age. The poor man had died of a broken heart for during the course of his marriage to The Woman he had come to realise that she had not married him for love but simply as a way of escaping from her own background (which had been rather Poor And Mean) and gaining Financial Security and Social Standing. For his own reasons, which to this day remain unfathomable, the husband had loved The Woman dearly and simply could not reconcile the love he felt for her with the total lack of love she had for him. So he succumbed to the Sadness Disease (which in your world you call cancer) but beat it to its fatal conclusion by drinking himself to death.

This left three children (another unfathomable question that also remains unanswered to this day – exactly why did she have children?) to be raised by one very strange woman. The Woman only had two Real Loves and they were Social Standing and Gambling. She loved nothing more than praise and attention from friends, associates and The Neighbours and, in pursuit of such, would portray herself to those around her as a brave and valiant Single Mother who Devoted Her Life to raising and caring for her darling children, and such performance did indeed bring her much praise and her precious, desired Social Standing.

But The Woman’s Truth as she presented it to the world was a Fiction. The Woman’s children were left pretty much to bring up themselves, she was an Absent And Unconcerned parent for her love for herself and her needs was too great to spare any love for her children. She put (some) food on the table and (some) clothes on the children’s backs but nothing else. And then not always, for almost every cent and penny that came into the household was spent on The Woman’s other Great Love: gambling. Oh, how The Woman loved to gamble, for hours and days on end. She would gamble on horses, dogs, rabbits, flashing lights – anything that moved and presented a chance of a chance!

Growing up with this strange, self-obsessed woman was difficult for all three children but most particularly for The Boy. Girls are always cleverer about these things and The Boy’s sisters had long since recognised The Mother for the Selfish And Uncaring creature she was and they had simply resolved to get on with life until such time as they were old enough to leave home and never come back. The Boy felt things more keenly for, like his father, he had, for yet another unfathomable reason to this day unexplained, a Deep And Abiding Love for his mother. And he desperately wanted her to return that love, to share a kind word, a warm embrace. Of course, The Woman never did any of these things but the more she showed The Boy that she had no love for him, the more he wanted her to love him and the harder he would try to be loved and he would say:

‘Look at this, Mum’, 

‘I love you, Mum’, 

‘Look what we did at school today, Mum.’

‘You look nice today, Mum.’

‘I made this for you, Mum.’

And The Woman would grunt and turn her back on him and return to her gambling or telling stories to The Neighbours of her sacrifices for her children as a struggling Single Mother.

Truth be told, The Woman didn’t just not love her son, she despised him. She saw him as a threat to her Social Standing for whilst The Boy had a pleasing and loving nature and was not unintelligent or untalented (indeed he had a beautiful singing voice) or unattractive, he was small for his fourteen years and had a certain gentle feyness about him – a degree of femininity that she disliked and distrusted. She was very concerned that the child might be a falulah (a ‘falulah’ is Anywhere slang that corresponds to words like ‘queer’ and ‘faggot’ in your world). 

Now, this Tale is set in some years back in the history of Anywhere, before the brief Golden Age and social, cultural and economic blooming that occurred as a result of breaking the dead grip of The Greedy One Percent (sadly short-lived though that period was) and Social Attitudes were, particularly on matters of difference and sexuality, still very retarded – being identified as a falulah was a matter of great Social Embarrassment and shame and it was widely considered that a person was better off dead than falulah. 

So - The Mother’s suspicions that her son might be ‘one of them’ caused her considerable concern. Imagine the Social Shame of having a son who was inclined that way. What would the neighbours think? And the damage such shame would cause to her Social Standing! Unacceptable!

Then one day all The Woman’s fears were confirmed for The Boy came back from school with a ripped shirt and a bloody lip and tears in his eyes. ‘Mum,’ he said, ‘the other boys beat me and laughed at me and called me a falulah, why mum, why?’

And a spasm of pure terror and shame shot through The Woman. See, she had been right, the boy was a fulalah and now other people were beginning to notice! Oh, the shame, all those years of building up her Social Standing were going to be ruined by this horrible, useless falulah child.

‘Well, I’m not surprised,’ said the infuriated mother, ‘I mean look at you, you’re pathetic, you’re so small, you’re tiny compared to the other boys and you sound like a girl. Huh, they’re right you are a falulah!’ With these words she walked towards her child and The Boy, despite her harsh words, thought (or at least fervently hoped) that she was going to comfort him. Instead she stopped short of The Boy, raised a hand above her head and slammed it down with all her strength across his face, knocking him to the floor. ‘Get upstairs to your room!’ she screamed. And as the terrified child did just that, she screamed after him:

‘Dwarf!’

‘Midget!’

‘Falulah!’

‘Falulah!’

Calming herself, The Mother thought about what she should do. A falulah for a son, what a humiliation. She couldn’t let this miserable child threaten her Social Standing – but short of murdering the child (which, to be quite frank, she would have done were it not for the fear of being caught) what could be done? And she thought. And she thought. And she thought. And she came up with a plan.

The next day, whilst The Boy was at school, she made her way to The Asylum For The Strange And The Different.

––––––––
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Part 2. The Asylum For The Strange And The Different.

To understand what happened next in this tale it is necessary to understand about The Asylum For The Strange And The Different and its position in Anywhere’s society at this point in Anywhere’s history. Fundamentally, it was a dumping ground – for The Strange and The Different – The Strange being those considered to be mad and The Different being those who didn’t quite fit in with society because they perhaps had strange views and ideas, or whose politics were regarded as dangerous or who were, perhaps, falulahs.

Once an unfortunate individual was placed in The Asylum, that was it, They were gone. Lost. Invisible. Never to be heard from again. No inmates of The Asylum ever left that grim place alive.

And The Asylum was truly dreadful, a black pit of madness and despair: those who worked there only worked there as a very last resort, out of desperation to earn some kind of living. Faeries would not fly within a two mile radius of it and Trolls would not even mention it in conversation (to do so was considered to bring the worst of luck): even Death was a reluctant to go there, though The Devil did think it rather a fun place to visit. Certainly nobody ever came to see anybody at The Asylum; after all it was where Strange or Difficult people were dumped and why, having got rid of them, would one want to visit them?

Within the walls of The Asylum there was no concept of
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