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1. THE FIRST 

 

The blood of the Vanir is a different colour to ours. Bright 
cherry red. Ours is darker, more ruby red. And Vanir blood 
flows more freely. There is so much of it after all. It makes 
streams and rivulets. Ours pools and clots. 

I doubt anyone else alive knows this. What can I tell the 
police? 

I just walked in and found him here. It was one p.m. I've 
worked with this Vanir for about two years. Why did I wait so 
long to call the police? I don't know. I don't know why I didn't 
call straight away. I just stood here and looked at it. Have you 
seen how much blood came out of its body? The way it spills 
across the floor of the lounge toward the front door, like even 
his blood was trying to escape? 

I didn’t know it was possible to kill a Vanir like that. Gut it? 
Who could do that, what could do it - except for another Vanir? 

I won’t tell them what I saw in the mirror. 

 

 

Let me say, here and now, I was under no illusions that me 
being the first one at this killing was Not A Good Thing. To be 
the first human on the scene and discover a dead Vanir, gutted, 
in a human house? That doesn’t make anyone’s bucket list. 

To make things worse, if that could be possible, the dead 
Vanir was a Sanctioner. In Vanir hierarchy, you have the 
Almene, who are the doers, the carriers, the ones who get it 
done. They are tall, lithe, mild tempered. They all look to be in 
their twenties - prime of life. They are androgynous, neither 
man, nor woman, and say gender is meaningless to them. Every 
single one of them is damn beautiful though. 

Then you have the Wards. The Vanirim profess to be 
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peaceful, but nonetheless they have enforcers, and these are the 
Wards. They are always black scaled, big, the size of maybe a 
panther or lion, incredibly fast, moving on two legs, with large 
wings they fold over their backs. Large enough to be imposing, 
but small enough to be able to enter any human house or 
building. They aren’t exactly aggressive, but they are decisive. 
Using their wings, long, elegant tails and strong hind legs they 
can trap you, block you, pin you, or in other ways passively 
prevent you from whatever you are trying to do, with very little 
risk to themselves. If that fails, they can stun you, with a neural 
blow like a mental thunderclap. No human hangover devised 
can equate to how you feel after being stunned by a Ward. 
When you eventually wake up. You can take my word on that. 

Then there are the Sanctioners. If Vanirim have elders, it is 
the Sanctioners, as these are the guys who are the longest lived, 
most battle scarred, largest and meanest looking. There are not 
many of the them and the best description is ‘god-like’. These 
look male and female, though I wouldn’t ever like to find out. 
The men look awesome, the women stunning, but like a 
warplane can sometimes be beautiful, if you forget for a 
moment what it is, and what it does. 

I'm not Vanir. I’m just human, like you. I’m a domestic 
violence caseworker, with the Department of Community 
Services. It’s not as exciting as it sounds. (That was a joke. 
Sorry, jokes aren’t my strong point anymore.) 

The job has changed a little since the Vanir arrived. There 
are two parts to the job now, the casework intervention which is 
pretty much like it always was, and then the Sanctions. The 
casework comes to me when a human is sentenced for lesser 
cases of domestic violence and a Regin judge sends them home 
with the threat of prison or a Sanction, and an order to behave 
and see someone like me once a week/fortnight/month. I make 
sure they are behaving; I teach them what good behaviour looks 
like. You wouldn't believe how many men still abuse their wives 
and children, even when they know it contravenes The Law. 
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And yes, it is usually men. In fact in all these years I saw maybe 
one woman who used to beat her children, or actually, burn 
them with cigarettes when she was off her face on drugs. She 
was my first Sanction. 

The Regindom, or Regin for short, is the political and 
judicial arm of the Vanir. Think secret police and secret court, 
rolled into one. The Regin administers the Law. 

For those who can’t or won’t learn - the repeat offenders, 
recidivists, or the just plain dumb - I have the power to request 
a Sanction. I don’t use it often. Only one of the Vanir elders can 
conduct a Sanction, so I when it happens, I have to meet with 
the Sanctioner. That’s what was happening today. Today we had 
an order to carry out a Sanction at this address.  

The order for a Sanction is always issued in secret. There is a 
lot of fear and misunderstanding still about the process of being 
Sanctioned, and people will often flee, or fight, to avoid it. That 
usually only ends in harm to themselves or those around them, 
so we do it this way – when the case has been judged and the 
Sanction ordered, first I make a routine appointment with the 
criminal, and preferably also their family or a close friend, and 
then when we are all there, I send a signal to the Sanctioner. He 
or she arrives and then it can get a bit tense. But a Sanctioner 
has powers to subdue, immobilise and restrain, so one way or 
other, it usually goes smoothly. 

Family, friends or neighbours can sometimes be a problem 
though, in which case we would take some police with us, but 
the family generally welcomes the Sanctioning once I explain it. 
I mean, these are people living through the hell of domestic 
violence, and we are offering them a solution. I can usually talk 
them around. 

The criminal gets to choose. This is important. Everyone 
who has ever been Sanctioned, has chosen to be. The choice is 
a simple one; Sanctioning, or life in prison. And by that, the 
Vanirim really mean life, in prison. If the criminal has family or 
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friends there, they can discuss it with them before they choose. 
Most families don’t want to lose their father or husband to 
prison. Most criminals don’t want to grow old and die in prison 
either. They almost always choose Sanction. But if they can’t 
decide, the default is prison. 

Sanction. That is the Vanir name for it. We humans have a 
name for it too. It is called ‘cauterisation’. The way the 
Sanctioner reaches into your mind, and sears away the part of 
you that can hate, that feels anger. But taking with it the part 
that loves, too. Afterward, when it is done, the criminal is no 
longer violent, which is usually a huge relief to wife and family. 
Of course, at first, it seems like they are no longer themselves 
either. They are neither too happy, nor too sad. They feel 
attachment, but not exactly love. They work with resolve, but 
no longer with passion.  But they learn, and they adapt, and 
gradually some of the person they were returns. 

Never fully though, never really. But enough that it is better 
than the alternative, which is the abuser, the beater, the torturer. 

Sanction is the ultimate penalty for the ultimate crimes: 
crimes of violence against other people, against the 
environment, and against nature. Only those. You could get 
caught for stealing a billion dollars and you wouldn’t face 
Sanction. Unless you did it at the point of a gun. Or you could 
just knock down an old lady in the street and steal her purse. 
First offense, the Regin would probably give you another 
chance, a chance to reform, knowing you don’t get a second 
chance. Next time, it would be Sanction or life in prison. Death 
in prison, to be exact. 

For 90 percent of people a Sanction is a better choice than 
dying in prison. Doctors, lawyers, manual labourers, after 
they’ve been Sanctioned they can still go to work, live their 
lives, stay with their families. Some describe it as a life lived in 
sepia rather than colour. But a life in colour, behind bars? That 
is no life either. Like I said, for most, Sanction is the right 
choice. For artists and musicians though, prison is definitely the 
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best. You take passion and emotion away from artists, and their 
art dies. They and their families usually choose prison, knowing 
that painters will still be able to paint in gaol; musicians will still 
be allowed to play. 

My name is Tully McIntyre. I’m 19 years old and I’ve been 
Sanctioned.  

You learn to live with it. 

 

 

The client, the person who was to be Sanctioned this time, is 
not here. His name was Le Thuyen.  

Something went wrong. Obviously. But before the killing I 
mean. Like I said, the way it is supposed to work, is I make a 
routine appointment with the Sanctionee and their family. They 
don’t know there has been a judgement, and a Sanction ordered. 
Once I’m with them, I hit a button on my phone, which calls in 
The Sanctioner, one of the Vanir. Then he or she takes over, 
the criminal is subdued, and I facilitate, usually just by getting 
the family together, and talking the whole Sanction thing 
through. There’s a lot of crying, though sometimes it’s from 
relief. 

Then the criminal is allowed to speak, discuss with their 
family or friends, and choose: Sanction or prison. 

But I got here today and there was no Le Thuyen and 
family. There was just one dead Sanctioner. Someone had called 
him in early, and killed him. So of course they suspect me, even 
though it’s impossible. 

My theory, I'm telling the Regin officer, it was another 
Vanir. “No human would be able to do that. Slice a Vanir 
Sanctioner open from stem to stern.” 

There are human working with the Regin, but this Regin is 
Vanirim, so he is memorizing all I say. Doesn’t write anything 
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down but I know he’s storing it all away. He's not sure I’m 
right.  

You know how rare violence is between the Vanirim? There is still a 
lot of hatred between Man and Vanir. It is far more likely this violence 
was done by Man. 

I shrug. Vanir mindspeak, appearing in your head, without 
them vocalizing, still freaks some people out after all these 
years. Not me of course. Sanctionee. I don’t freak at anything 
anymore. 

I look down at the dead Vanir, “You’d need a heck of a 
blade.” 

A dark matter lance would do. 

“Oh yeah, pick up one of those at the local supermarket, I 
forgot.” 

Fair comment. They are hard to come by…The Regin looks up 
from the bodies, But not impossible.  

“Even a nuclear strike didn’t manage to kill a single Vanir,” I 
point out, “So, how could a person manage to do...that?” 

The Regin considers this, He must have been taken unawares.  

I’m thinking, oh right, so if you creep up on a Vanir and say 
boo, he will spontaneously gut himself? I don’t think so.  

“Is he…have you heard of any other Vanirim who had been 
killed like that?” I ask him straight out. That was the whole 
point, how we lost the Pacification war. If you attack one of the 
Vanir, they just…disappear. Poof. Into whatever dimension 
they came from. Only to return again, with their friends, to tear 
you a new one. 

Perhaps. He says enigmatically, steps with some difficulty 
around the blood to the front door. You will wait outside with me.  
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When the Regin Expositor arrives, I realise I know her. This 
is another one of those times where I know something, but it's 
unfortunate, the circumstances of the knowing. A few months 
ago she came with her Vanir partner to an incident where a man 
shot his wife and was going to shoot his baby and then himself 
but he couldn't, so he just shot himself. The neighbours heard. 
The police called the Department of Community Services to 
come and get the baby, and that was me. The Regin were there 
because, well, when there is violence, they are always there. 

I don’t get romantic thoughts anymore. But I still know a 
good looking girl when I see one. She was young, that was my 
first thought. Maybe 16, 17. OK, that’s unusual for an 
Expositor. Italian looking…long dark hair, not too tall, a little 
chubby, looked both strong, and cute. Kind of kick-your-ass 
cute. 

I could see she was affected when I arrived to pick the baby 
up. She was holding the baby in her arms and rocking it to and 
fro, this dead man on the floor next to her, and she was beside 
the table rocking the baby. She looked a couple of years 
younger than me. 

I tapped her shoulder to let her know I was there. She 
looked at me, then looked around vaguely, but all the other 
officers were outside. I spoke gently, “Expositor, I can take the 
baby,” I told her and she looked at me for the first time. 

I often think to myself, what did she see? A tall, kind of 
awkward guy probably. Not thin, but wiry. Jeans a bit loose on 
his hips, shirt probably worn more than once between washes. 
Hair, well, call that wiry as well. Dirty blonde and wiry. Tattoo 
on my forearm, says ‘Been to Hell.’ Explain that later. 

She didn’t move to give me the child, just kept rocking it, 
“My big sister can’t have kids,” she said quietly. “But 
this…mongrel…here,” she was talking about the dead guy 
under the table, “Had an angel like this and it wasn’t enough for 
him.” 
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I looked at the dead guy. I could only see his jeans, his feet 
and a big belly, a couple of pretty hairy arms. “Some people kill 
themselves because they don't think they can live up to the 
expectations they see in those little eyes,” I told her. 

She looked at me coldly, her brown eyes suddenly jet black, 
“Are you saying that you can understand why someone would 
do something like this?” Expositors eyes do that, even though 
they are human. It’s something that happens after they are 
paired with a Vanir for a while. Their irises change colour to 
match their mood. I guessed jet black was not a happy mood. 

I shrugged, “I understand the how, I don't pretend to 
understand the why.” I told her. 

She thought about this for a minute, but then decided it was 
all too much and piled the baby in my arms. She turned and left, 
and I took the baby. 

 

 

I think she recognises me today, because she nods, and then 
goes inside while her partner, a big Vanir Almene, stays outside 
the house, mind talking with other Vanirim. He (I have to give 
him a gender, can’t call him ‘it’ the whole time. And if you had 
to, you’d say he looks more male, than female) looks like an 
Olympic swimmer. Bronze skin, dark hair, broad shoulders 
tapering to a small waist, strong thighs, big but finely boned 
hands with elegant fingers. He’s dressed casually in a shirt and 
jeans, but you can see the play of the muscles across his back as 
he bends to look at the body of the Sanctioner. 

He walks over. Give me your VR unit, he says. No messing 
around. He’s checking to see if it was my unit that was used to 
call in the Sanctioner. The girl comes outside again and stands 
beside us. I hand it to him and he flips through the call log. 
There’s no call here, he says to the other Vanir, the one I talked to 
first. But have it checked anyway. He hands the unit to the 
Expositor and she puts it in a bag and tags it. 



THE VANIRIM 

11 

The pairing of a single Vanir with a single human Expositor 
has been standard in the Regin since the beginning of the 
Socialisation. The Vanir may think of themselves as Gods, and 
the Sanctioners are as close as you can come, but the Almene 
Vanir like this one aren’t omniscient. They can read emotions, 
but not thoughts. And they need humans to help them navigate 
the chaotic mess that is humanity. In Regin investigations, it is 
the Vanir who runs the investigation, while their human 
Expositor provides cultural advice, acts as liaison to the human 
police, politicians, social services and so on.  

What’s unusual, like I said is she’s so young. She can’t be 
long out of school. Each Vanir chooses their own Expositor, 
and it’s not always clear why. I wonder why this one chose her? 

An ambulance arrives too, and then a second Regin Vanir, a 
heavyweight this time, a Sanctioner, and then a run of the mill 
police photographer. I get taken to the local police station and 
say everything over again into a recorder for a police officer. 
Then I have to wait, which is boring, even though they give me 
coffee and there is a chat show on the VR viewer in their 
kitchen. The girl, the Expositor, comes in after about two 
hours. 

“Sorry you had to wait,” she says, and maybe she means it. 
“I’m Expositor Stella Valiente. That was a pretty ugly sight. 
How are you?” 

“Fine,” I tell her, “What about the Sanctionee, Mr. Thuyen, 
and his wife. I was supposed to meet them…” 

“They’re missing.” 

“Are they suspects?” 

“At this stage,” she says. Her eyes are green now. Is that 
normal for her, or is that a mood? You have to know the 
person to know the colour matching the mood. “I think you 
could say anyone connected to the crime is a suspect. And they 
seem especially excited about you.” 
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“Me?” 

“Especially.” 

This is my first time in front of the Regin, and I’m curious. 
For me it’s hard to see why they are so distrusted, even feared. 
All the Sanctioners I have worked with have been very 
compassionate, considering what they do. And this girl is quite 
friendly. Young, but with a natural authority. I guess hanging 
around with a demi-god gives you that. 

Her Vanir, the Almene, doesn’t seem so friendly. He comes 
quietly into the room. Built. Seems full of suppressed energy, 
even standing perfectly still. 

He blinks slowly, eyes closing like blinds. I don’t think 
introductions were made when we met. I’m officer Vali.  

“I’m Tully McIntyre. I call you Vali?”  

If you like, he shrugs. A Vanir shrug, meaning nothing. 

It’s part of Socialisation theory. The ones that interact with 
us, they take a near human name, something that is at least 
pronounceable. Mostly they choose names from the old Norse 
poems and sagas. Other parts of Socialisation theory - they let 
us keep our Governments, and critical institutions like security, 
police, social services and welfare. They shut down the army, 
navy, air force. Defence industries. They’re phasing out 
everything that pollutes. We’re running mostly on wind, wave 
and solar now, which means brownouts all the time. Industry is 
running at half efficiency, the economy is a freaking mess. But 
that’s the price for a world without wars.  

Life under the Vanir, under the three tenets of the Law.  

1. No violence of Man against Man 

2. No violence of Man against Environment 

3. No violence of Man against Nature 

It’s been nearly five years since the Pacification ended and 
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the Socialisation began. Feels almost normal now, to me at least. 
The Vanir live among us, and their way is Law. There are no 
ghettos where only humans live, no meeting places on Earth 
where only Vanirim are admitted. They tell us we are all equal 
before The Law. That the Law applies to us all. Enforced by the 
Regin without discrimination. I haven’t seen enough to doubt it. 

They say they are adapting to a new age, and so must we. 
But after more than ten years of war, and five years of peace, 
there is still some adapting to be done. 

He settles, and looks to the Expositor, Stella. She nods, as if 
to say, you go ahead.  

Tell me what happened there, the Vanir asks.  

I tell him what I rehearsed. What I told the other Vanir at 
the house, and the police. I don’t want to get it wrong. 

When I’m finished he tilts his head. And you stood like that for 
twenty minutes? Just looking at Sanctioner Sygin’s body, before you called 
the police? 

“Yeah. I can't explain why, I guess it was shock. I mean, I 
knew him pretty well, Sanctioner Sygin. We had done maybe 
three Sanctions together. It’s not easy. You develop an 
understanding, how to go about it. Sygin was a very good 
Sanctioner.” 

He just looks at me, waiting. 

“Look, I can't explain why, I guess it was shock.” 

Shock. I see. I decide to like him. His sun browned skin glows 
with health. Typical for a Vanir. I'm Irish myself, originally, five 
generations ago. The Irish and Vanirim seem to get along pretty 
well usually, things considered.  Chinese too. Some have simply 
not been able to adjust. Americans and Russians have a really 
hard time, I don't know why.  He continues, I understand you are a 
Sanctionee yourself. Shock isn’t a word I would usually associate with those 
who have been... 
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“Cauterised?” I interrupt. She looks at me, the girl Stella, 
then at Vali, her eyes narrowing. Oh, so she didn’t know. 

Sanctioned, he says. Emotions are suppressed. You shouldn’t shock 
easily. 

“I don’t. It was not a normal sight,” I point out to them.  

The things Man does, he says and shakes his head. 

“If it was Man.” 

No Vanir would do this. 

“No Man could do this,” I point out to him.  

And now we must question whether that’s true, he says. 

Stella looks sharply at me, but I continue, “Whatever. It was 
more likely one of your own. Are you saying a Vanir has never 
harmed another Vanir?” 

He considers this. Yes, it’s happened. But not in this Age.  

“What do you mean, ‘this Age’?” 

In the time since…Ragnarok. They don’t like saying the word, 
for good reason I guess. The End of Days.  

I look at Stella because of the way he says it, and she rolls 
her eyes at me, showing me she’s human too. They do that, the 
Vanirim, get all dramatic with it. It isn’t mysterious. It’s just 
Norse mythology. Or as it turns out, more history than 
mythology.  Ragnarok - the fall of the Gods. When the war 
between the Aesir and the Vanir ended with the death of all of 
the Gods. And from the ashes of that war two survivors 
emerged, a Man and a Woman. The death of the Gods that 
supposedly brought about the birth of Man. 

Unfortunately for Man, the Gods didn’t stay dead.  

“I guess it could have been a human,” I say, trying to be 
agreeable. “After all, the hero Sigurd slew a Vanir.” 

A story, he says, told by Vikings around their fireplaces. 
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“And by other cultures. The Japanese warrior Tokoyo slew 
the dragon Yofune-Nushi. They called them dragons, but if you 
read Japanese literature, Yofune-Nushi sounds like a Ward. I’m 
guessing he was Vanir too.” 

Another children’s tale, he says. You seem to be quite an expert on 
the history of men killing Vanirim. 

“Tokoyo was not a man, she was a girl,” I tell him. Stella 
smiles at this. “Also, Eleanor d'Aquitaine slew the demon of 
Foix by withholding her love from him. Was he a Vanir too? I 
bet he was.” 

No Vanir could love one of your females. 

I point at his Olympian torso, the broad shoulders, almost 
like I’m making a Sign of the Cross, “He took human shape to 
woo her, but when she saw him in his true form, she shrank 
from him and it broke his heart.” 

He sits back in his chair, making it creak. Which of his hearts? 
He asks, and smiles, or what passes for a smile.   
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2. THE MIRROR 

 

His smile fades. Would you excuse us Expositor? he says to the 
girl. 

She frowns, but stands up from her chair and with a look 
over her shoulder at us, she leaves the room. Looking at him 
again, I notice the small dragon necklace dangling from his 
throat that all of the Almene wear. I’ve been meaning to ask 
about that, but I never get the chance. 

I’ve been shown a little of your criminal history, he says to me. I also 
know how you served us after the Pacification. You served well. But it 
ended in Sanction. 

I don’t reply. It wasn’t a question. 

Tell me, how do you feel about that? 

“I don’t feel,” I tell him. “I can’t feel. But I regret it.” 

Regret isn’t a feeling?  

“I suppose it could be, but for me, it is a state of mind. 
When I think back on my crime, I can see it was wrong. I wish I 
hadn’t done it,” I tell him. 

Because it was wrong, or because of the…consequences…for you? 

I think about this. “Both, I suppose. Anyway, you’re the one 
who can read emotions. You tell me what I feel?” I only ask out 
of interest. Do I still radiate anything like emotion? He doesn’t 
answer. 

Your crime. Tell me what it was. 

I am a little surprised at this question, “You mean you don’t 
know?” 

I’ve been shown your history but your actual crime isn’t stated. That 
information hasn’t been given to me, he says. 

“Then I guess I can’t tell you,” I reply. 
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The muscles bunch along his jaw, a sure sign of frustration, 
then he turns his head to the door, and Mindspeaks so that both 
myself and the girl outside can hear, You can come in again 
Expositor. 

The girl comes back in and looks sideways at him. She is 
clearly a little annoyed. Yes, definitely not happy at being sent 
out. He nods, and I assume he is Mindspeaking to her so that I 
can’t hear him. She takes my arm with her hand. “Tullamore 
McIntyre we are holding you in connection with the death of 
the Sanctioner Sygin. You will be placed in custody while we 
consider whether a charge of contravening The Law should be 
laid.”  She pulls me toward the door, and says under her breath, 
“But I can tell you friend, making historical references to Vanir 
killings, that isn’t helping you right now.” 

As she leads me out of the interview room, the Almene 
speaks so we can both hear. You will keep our conversation private, 
McIntyre, he says, And you will not ask him about it, Expositor. 

 

 

When I think back, I suppose from their perspective it 
might have been a little stupid coming out of a crime scene, 
reminding a Vanir from the Regin about how different Vanirim 
been slain in various folk histories.  

They kept me overnight, so they had plenty of time to check 
on my movements the day before. Eventually they took me in 
front of the Vanir, Vali, again. 

You realise how serious this could be for you. You’ve already been 
Sanctioned, there is no other judgement left for you than prison, he said. 
You would die there. 

“I didn’t do this,” I told him. “So I fear nothing.” 

As a Sanctionee, you should fear nothing anyway, he says. 

“It was a figure of speech.” 
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I recommended to the High Council that you be imprisoned anyway. I 
don’t believe in coincidence and I think you are dangerous. 

“They disagreed?” 

They agreed you are dangerous. They disagreed about you being 
imprisoned. He stood, Show me your right wrist. 

I frowned, but held out my arm. He took my hand and 
turned it over, then ran his finger over the skin at my wrist 
where the veins disappear into the bones, appearing to be 
thinking. 

The Expositor has suggested we put a tracker in you, he said. 

“Tracker?” 

A small chip, under your skin, he said. We’ll use it to keep a record 
of where you are at all times. He lowered my arm to the desk again. 
Might be a good idea. I cannot read you. 

He meant my emotions. I figured that was their own fault; 
they wiped me clean, they could hardly complain about it being 
inconvenient. 

I agreed to the tracker. What else could I do? And if you 
have done nothing, you have nothing to fear, right? A police 
tech came in with a small syringe and injected a tiny bead about 
the size of a grain of rice between the bones at my wrist. It had 
some sort of gel based coating that glued itself to the subdermis. 
He assured me it would stay put, not get into a vein and give me 
a stroke. 

As I signed out on the screen in the reception of the police 
station, The Expositor, Stella, walked in and offered to drive me 
home in her car. I said sure. We didn't talk about the killing, or 
them arresting me. I guess she had her orders - so we talked 
about cats. I’m not sure how it came up, but we got talking 
about pets, how she likes pets really, and how she has a ginger 
Tom cat, called Tom. I said I didn't care one way or the other 
for cats, except perhaps kittens. I said I was more of a bird guy. 
That was unfortunate, she said, the cat being the mortal enemy 
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of the bird. She said we should try not to take it as an omen. 

She asked me how I had spent the hours before I found the 
dead Sanctioner. I told her the same as I had told the police – 
the names of everyone I had been with during the day, which 
people, which Vanirim, right up to the time I got to the Thuyen 
dwelling. She said she wasn’t any sort of investigator, but it 
seemed I had pretty solid alibis.  

And that was it. She dropped me off and waved me goodbye 
and I went inside feeling like I had been thoroughly Good 
Copped. Being cauterised tends to also make you a little cynical 
I find – or clear headed, which sometimes comes over the same. 

A police investigator called on me the next day, and asked 
me everything, all over again. He said he would be interviewing 
the people I said I’d been with. I said that was no problem. He 
said I seemed very calm about it. I pointed out to him calm 
comes with the territory when you’ve been Sanctioned. 

 

 

Sanctioning is the selective neurological cauterisation of 
microscopic parts of the human brain. A psychiatrist has told 
me the cauterisation occurs at the molecular level, it is so 
precise. 

It leaves you a little dazed and confused at first, but makes 
you suitable for a lot of jobs that people otherwise find really 
traumatic. Like child abuse, acute hospital care, domestic 
violence, prison worker or palliative care. So after I had been 
Sanctioned, I got offered retraining, and that’s when I met Deb. 
Or, more correctly, I was assigned to Deb, because she was my 
first client. She has schizophrenia. I call on her husband once a 
fortnight at the moment, as he's on a conditional release after a 
conviction for assault. I've seen a lot of Regin proceedings and I 
think he was a bit unlucky. A better defender might have got 
him off. Ben is a pretty simple guy, a freight driver, and Deb 
was his childhood girlfriend. They got married at 19 and at 20 
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she started showing symptoms. She’s 21 now, so is starting to 
learn to live with the symptoms. Paracusia mainly, which is 
auditory hallucination, or if you like, hearing voices. She got a 
diagnosis and treatment, but she's not very compliant and when 
she goes off her medications, the only way Ben has found to 
deal with her is to tie her to their bed. Unfortunately Ben has to 
go on an overnight trip during one of Deb's episodes and he 
doesn't know what to do so he ties her up and promises to be 
back the next day. But his truck breaks down and it's not like he 
can ring the neighbours and ask them to let themselves in and 
untie his wife.  

They let themselves in anyway, because they heard her 
screaming. When the police came to cut her loose, she'd been 
on the bed two days without food, water or a toilet. She didn't 
want to bring charges, but the police did. Ben went in front of 
the Regin, got six months prison, suspended, and Deb was 
hospitalised for a while, but she moved back in with him as 
soon as they let her out. I'm teaching Ben other coping 
strategies than leather restraints and handcuffs. He’s doing 
alright, and if he keeps going the way he is, he’ll avoid a 
Sanction. 

The reason Deb's not compliant with her meds, which do 
stop the hallucinations pretty much, is she doesn't believe they 
are hallucinations. She's a bright girl who did physics at 
University before her condition got really bad, and she's 
convinced the voices are what she calls a Quantum artefact. 
She’s convinced she’s tuning in to alternate universes. 

“Mostly it's garbage I hear,” she told me. “Words, phrases, 
sometimes the same thing over and over and I can't focus, it 
drives me batshit.” 

“Batshit…I can't imagine,” I told her truthfully, “What do 
the voices say?” 

“Voice,” she said, “Just one voice, the same one. Hard to 
describe. Sometimes it comes in really clear, other times it's 
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garbled like a Cloud station where the stream is garbled. I write 
it down,” she showed me a tower of notebooks, “But when I 
look at it again when I'm lucid, it makes no sense really.” 

She picked a notebook at random from her pile, and showed 
me. I had to squint at the small spidery handwriting. They 
weren't even sentences, just fragments, like 'he says go get the book 
go get the book' or just lists of words with no connection running 
along the page in their hundreds. 

“Crazy right?” she shrugged. “There are multiple universes 
out there Tully. Quantum science predicted it and the arrival of 
the Vanirim proved it. And the voices I hear? I'm hearing the 
different universes.” 

 

END OF PREVIEW 
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FROM THE AUTHOR 
 
 

I started publishing my work in 2016 as a way to raise money for 

charity. All proceeds from the sales of my books go to Doctors 

without Borders, who provide urgent medical care in crisis zones 

around the world.  

If you would like to rate this book please go to Goodreads.com or 

Amazon.com and enter your rating! Honest ratings and reviews do 

help. 

I would love to hear from you on the Charlie Jones Facebook page 

https://www.facebook.com/teejayslee/ 

or on my Goodreads author page 

https://www.goodreads.com/teejayslee 

Where you will also be able to read excerpts from my other books, 

including the next title in the Midgard Cycle: The Aesir. 

Cheers 

 

TJ 
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