
Pain. Before the incident it had a complete different meaning. Ask 
anybody, though I don’t recommend talking to anybody outside of 
your fragment, for your own ‘safety’. It’s truly so we don’t get any 
‘dangerous’ ideas from the possibly diverted fragments. They can’t 
do anything unless they find any evidence, which they never can. 
But that’s not to say there isn’t suspicion, oh, no that would be a 
crime and there are almost no laws anymore. Everybody is a 
suspect. It’s bred into each and every child at a young age, the only 
thing we know about the Supporters (Government) children. Except 
that they have better lives than us, more food, more money and 
more freedom. They have larger fragments because The Guild say 
that because we aren’t under their constant watch we are more 
prone to diverting. It’s really because the Supporters are rich, 
meaning the Guild profits more from them when they bend a few 
rules in their favour. Unless a Divided (us ‘peasants’) joins the Guild 
you’re forever stuck with no hope at a better life. The Guild isn’t 
particular on who wants to join as long as you’re willing to abide 
with their living rules and male. But the Guild also believe that 
everything needs the maternal concern of a woman, The 
Anchorites. It means the nuns but since they rejected Christianity it 
was decided they couldn’t keep the name. It would be blasphemy 
and impose that Christianity was the base for the true religion. It’s 
never been named so we just call it Verum Initiis, true beginning. 
The reason is because the Guild say only truly worthy people know 
it. The basics are that when our universe came to be two creators 
where placed to, well create, and rule the Milky Way. According to 
the Guild the two creators decided to only create life on one planet 
so that they could govern justly and not be distracted by other 
stresses. They created and put them on what used to be recognised 
as Pluto. Apparently, the creators thought it wise to place us away 

from the sun so that we would not wake and free the ex-creators, 
Perditus and Avius, which were contained in the sun. Humans then 
did exactly what the creators feared and woke up Perditus and 
Avius. A huge part of the story is that it was a group of women who 
woke them as a way to rebel to the way men were treating them. 
Perditus and Avius sent projections of themselves to tempt the 
women into setting them free. In the end the creators found out 
and managed to force one back to sleep for eternity as the other 
escaped. Perditus, the one who escaped, promised to avenge their 
sleeping compadres and was hell-bent on luring humans to reject 
the creator’s laws. The creators felt as if humankind had messed up 
enough, so decided to kill all of Pluto’s humans. All except a few. 
They put the new humans on Earth and created more animals to 
distract us. They also made sure that we didn’t know anything 
about them and when the time came we would remember and 
repent for our sins. Which is why, supposedly, you go blind when 
you stare at the sun for too long. To remind you that there are 
consequences for disobeying the creator’s laws. That’s why women 
were forced back into cowering beneath men, but it’s not as bad as 
it could be. That’s most of it so here we go. 
I took a deep breath. The smell of decay, disease and blood filled 
my lungs. The smell hung, at least, everywhere in the Iutum. The 
divided like me know no other scent. Unless you count the acrid 
scent of bodies burning. It’s the only way to stop the disease from 
spreading. The whole reason everything suddenly changed. The 
disease was extremely easy to spot, after the right amount of time 
there are no spaces left uncovered. Nobody seems to know how it’s 
spread, except that it’s definitely not through contact. Once before 
I’d been covered in the purple, green and brown rashes. The only 
reason I survived was because back when the disease had first 



emerged my mother found a cure, vaccinating herself and my 
father before giving it to the government. The disease then 
mutated, so it was too late. Or, at least, that’s what they thought. 
My parents were the only humans alive immune and they passed it 
down to me. When the disease took over New York it was decided 
a bomb of some sort was to be dropped over the city. I was in 
Sweden at the time, only to be shipped off to the U.A.E., just before 
Sweden was destroyed too. Nobody I knew when I was there had 
the disease. The government started destroying countries with as 
little as two people having the disease. Now only a few thousand 
humans are left. But the governments are gone, the church is in 
charge now. A bell rang, it was time for daily check-ups. I was in the 
Gamma Fragment, so we didn’t have to wait too long. These check-
ups were to check if we showed any signs of the disease and to 
make sure we weren’t conspiring against them. Meanwhile they 
also counted how many people had died. The Alpha and Delta 
fractions were both completely gone. It was sad that this is what 
we all survived for. But not as miserable as the fact the disease 
mostly affected females, meaning the guild thought it was the 
Creators, Caedes and Naturae, were punishing women for setting 
Perditus free. So, the women found with the early stages of the 
disease are hanged and then burned, publicly. My fragments check-
ups were at dawn today, though we wouldn’t be expected till noon. 
With the death count rising nobody could be careless with where 
they stepped. I, however could roam freely. But I didn’t want to 
take any risks, so I always left when the winds aren’t as strong. I 
arrived just as the Beta fragment finished, my old friend, 
Christiania, among them. We barely spoke anymore, though I 
missed our friendship. The people left in my fragment were male 
and part of the Guild. Five of them were diverted, as I was. There 

were also two others who knew nothing of our ‘treachery’. All of 
the diverted were my half-brothers from before my parents’ 
marriage. Everybody encouraged me to join the Anchorites, 
although, John and Saul, Supporters, thought I was already to 
entitled and it would only make me worse. That’s when I decided, I 
would spy for the Diverted, while also spiting John and Saul. I 
approached the doctor, “Good morning Abram Luc, how are you 
today?” He turned back around before he replied, “I’m doing well. 
Only two discoveries in the past week, the Creators smile upon us.” 
I tilted my head forward. Abram Luc was also a Diverted and used 
to be a good friend of my parents. We went through the rest of the 
examination. As the end was nearing, I spoke up again. “I’m 
thinking of joining the Anchorites, Abram.” 
 “I’m shocked to hear of this, for you still have two more years left 

to decide. But I’m thrilled you will turn your eyes away from the 

sun.” Once we were finished, Abram Luc told the supervisor about 

my wishes while we waited for the rest of my fragment to appear. 

They finished and came to talk to me. “Hello, I’m Abram Matthew. 
According to Abram Luc you are hoping to join the Anchorites.” I 
nodded in confirmation. He continued, “I’ll see you soon then.”  
The next few weeks were a blur. But finally, there I was standing in 
front of the building with the Mater beside me. I accepted my mint 
green cloak and dagger as I looked at the overcast skies.  The mater 
spoke, “Rather troubling weather, isn’t it dear? Signs of a storm. 
But only if the Creators will it.” Too religious to become an ally. As 
we walked into the boarding house, I saw a girl with a lilac cloak- a 
show of status. I started to feel light-headed. She motioned for me 
to kneel. Once I did she drew the symbol of the Creators on my 
forehead. Then I hit the ground unconscious.  
I opened my eyes and a blinding light pierced my sight. I tried to 
raise my hands to rub my eyes but found I was unable to move 



them. A voice cut through my confusion, “Medens Judas will be 
extracting blood.” Then there was a pregnant pause. “You see Eve,” 
the way she spat out my name sent shivers down my spine. “You 
withheld some important information. That is not only a sin but 
illegal.” I didn’t know what she was talking about before, 
“Oh, you mean how I’m immune to the disease. You could have just 
asked.” A collective gasp swept across the room. There was a sharp 
pain in my left cheek. “your precious blood will be drained and then 
you’ll....,” An explosion sounded somewhere, and the room was 
filled with a bright yellow light. A voice came out of the blue: “I had 
hoped it wouldn’t come to this.” Blackness! 
 


