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IWAKEWITH hisnameinmymouth.  

Wil.  
BeforeIopenmyeyes,Iwatchhimcrumpletothepavementagain.Dead. 



 

 

Mydoing. 

Tobiascrouchesinfrontofme,hishandonmyleftshoulder.Thetraincarbumpsovertherails,andMarcus,Peter,andCalebstandbythedoorway.I 
takeadeepbreathandholditinanatempttorelievesomeofthepressurethatisbuildinginmychest. 

Anhourago,nothingthathappenedfeltrealtome.Nowitdoes. 

Ibreatheout,andthepressureisstilthere. 

“Tris,comeon,”Tobiassays,hiseyessearchingmine.“Wehavetojump.”  
Itistoodarktoseewhereweare,butifwearegetingof,weareprobablyclosetothefence.Tobiashelpsmetomyfeetandguidesmetowardthe  

doorway.  
Theothersjumpofonebyone:Peterfirst,thenMarcus,thenCaleb.ItakeTobias’shand.Thewindpicksupaswestandattheedgeofthecar 

opening,likeahandpushingmeback,towardsafety. 
Butwelaunchourselvesintodarknessandlandhardontheground.Theimpacthurtsthebuletwoundinmyshoulder.Ibitemyliptokeepfrom 

cryingout,andsearchformybrother. 
“Okay?”IsaywhenIseehimsitinginthegrassafewfeetaway,rubbinghisknee. Henods.Ihearhimsniflikehe’sfendingoftears,andIhavetoturnaway. 

Welandedinthegrassnearthefence,severalyardsawayfrom thewornpaththattheAmitytruckstraveltodeliverfoodtothecity,andthegatethat 
 
letsthemout—thegatethatiscurentlyshut,lockingusin.Thefencetowersoverus,toohighandflexibletoclimbover,toosturdytoknockdown. 

“TherearesupposedtobeDauntlessguardshere,”saysMarcus.“Wherearethey?” 

“Theywereprobablyunderthesimulation,”Tobiassays,“andarenow…”Hepauses.“Whoknowswhere,doingwhoknowswhat.” 

Westoppedthesimulation—theweightoftheharddriveinmybackpocketremindsme—butwedidn’tpausetoseetheaftermath.Whathappenedto  
ourfriends,ourpeers,ourleaders,ourfactions?Thereisnowaytoknow. 

Tobiasapproachesasmalmetalboxontherightsideofthegateandopensit,revealingakeypad. 

“Let’shopetheEruditedidn’tthinktochangethiscombination,”hesaysashetypesinaseriesofnumbers.Hestopsattheeighthone,andthegate 
clicksopen. “Howdidyouknowthat?”saysCaleb.Hisvoicesoundsthickwithemotion,sothickIamsurpriseditdoesnotchokehimonthewayout. 

“IworkedintheDauntlesscontrolroom,monitoringthesecuritysystem.Weonlychangethecodestwiceayear,”Tobiassays. 

“Howlucky,”saysCaleb.HegivesTobiasawarylook. 

“Luckhasnothingtodowithit,”Tobiassays.“IonlyworkedtherebecauseIwantedtomakesureIcouldgetout.” 
 

Ishiver.Thewayhetalksaboutgetingout—it’slikehethinkswe’retrapped.Ineverthoughtaboutitthatwaybefore,andnowthatseemsfoolish. 

Wewalkinasmalpack,Petercradlinghisbloodyarm tohischest—thearm thatIshot—andMarcuswithhishandonPeter’sshoulder,keepinghim 
stable.Calebwipeshischeekseveryfewseconds,andIknowhe’scryingbutIdon’tknowhowtocomforthim,orwhyIamnotcryingmyself. 

InsteadItakethelead,Tobiassilentatmyside,andthoughhedoesnottouchme,hesteadiesme. 
 
 
PinpricksoflightarethefirstsignthatwearenearingAmityheadquarters.Thensquaresoflightthatturnintoglowingwindows.A clusterofwoodenandglas 

buildings. 
Beforewecanreachthem,wehavetowalkthroughanorchard.Myfeetsinkintotheground,andaboveme,thebranchesgrow intooneanother, 

formingakindoftunnel.Darkfruithangsamongtheleaves,readytodrop.Thesharp,sweetsmelofrotingapplesmixeswiththescentofwetearthinmynose. 
Whenwegetclose,MarcusleavesPeter’ssideandwalksinfront.“Iknowwheretogo,”hesays. 

Heleadsuspastthefirstbuildingtothesecondoneontheleft.Althebuildingsexceptthegreenhousesaremadeofthesamedarkwood,unpainted, 
rough.Ihearlaughterthroughanopenwindow.Thecontrastbetweenthelaughterandthestonestilnesswithinmeisjaring. 

Marcusopensoneofthedoors.IwouldbeshockedbythelackofsecurityifwewerenotatAmityheadquarters.Theyoftenstraddlethelinebetween 
trustandstupidity. 

Inthisbuildingtheonlysoundisofoursqueakingshoes.Idon’thearCalebcryinganymore,butthen,hewasquietaboutitbefore. 
Marcusstopsbeforeanopenroom,whereJohannaReyes,representativeofAmity,sits,staringoutthewindow.Irecognizeherbecauseitishardto 

forgetJohanna’sface,whetheryou’veseenheronceorathousandtimes.A scarstretchesinathicklinefrom justaboveherrighteyebrow toherlip,renderingher 

blindinoneeyeandgivingheralispwhenshetalks.Ihaveonlyheardherspeakonce,butIremember.Shewouldhavebeenabeautifulwomanifnotforthat scar. 
 

“Oh,thankGod,”shesayswhensheseesMarcus.Shewalkstowardhimwithherarmsopen.Insteadofembracinghim,shejusttoucheshisshoulders, 

likesherememberstheAbnegation’sdistasteforcasualphysicalcontact. 
“Theothermembersofyourpartygothereafew hoursago,buttheyweren’tsureifyouhadmadeit,”shesays.Sheisreferingtothegroupof 

AbnegationwhowerewithmyfatherandMarcusinthesafehouse.Ididn’teventhinktoworyaboutthem. 
ShelooksoverMarcus’sshoulder,firstatTobiasandCaleb,thenatme,thenatPeter. 

“Ohmy,”shesays,hereyeslingeringonthebloodsoakingPeter’sshirt.“I’lsendforadoctor.Icangrantyoualpermissiontostaythenight,but 
tomorow,ourcommunitymustdecidetogether.And”—sheeyesTobiasandme—“theywillikelynotbeenthusiasticaboutaDauntlesspresenceinour 

compound.Iofcourseaskyoutoturnoveranyweaponsyoumighthave.” 
Iwonder,suddenly,howsheknowsthatIamDauntless.Iamstilwearingagrayshirt.Myfather’sshirt. 

Atthatmoment,hissmel,whichisanevenmixtureofsoapandsweat,waftsupward,anditfilsmynose,filsmyentireheadwithhim.Iclenchmy 
handssohardintofiststhatmyfingernailscutintomyskin.Nothere.Nothere. 

Tobiashandsoverhisgun,butwhenIreachbehindmetotakeoutmyownconcealedweapon,hegrabsmyhand,guidingitawayfrom myback. 



 

 

Thenhelaceshisfingerswithminetocoverupwhathejustdid. 

Iknowit’ssmarttokeeponeofourguns.Butitwouldhavebeenarelieftohanditover. 
“MynameisJohannaReyes,”shesays,extendingherhandtome,andthenTobias.A Dauntlessgreeting.Iam impressedbyherawarenessofthe 

customsofotherfactions.IalwaysforgethowconsideratetheAmityareuntilIseeitformyself. 
“ThisisT—”Marcusstarts,butTobiasinteruptshim. 

“MynameisFour,”hesays.“ThisisTris,Caleb,andPeter.” 
A few daysago,“Tobias”wasanameonlyIknew,amongtheDauntless;itwasthepieceofhimselfthathegaveme.OutsideDauntlessheadquarters, 

Irememberwhyhehidthatnamefromtheworld.ItbindshimtoMarcus. 
“WelcometotheAmitycompound.”Johanna’seyesfixonmyface,andshesmilescrookedly.“Letustakecareofyou.” 



 

 

Wedoletthem.AnAmitynursegivesmeasalve—developedbyEruditetospeedhealing—toputonmyshoulder,andthenescortsPetertothehospitalwardto 

mendhisarm.Johannatakesustothecafeteria,wherewefindsomeoftheAbnegationwhowereinthesafehousewithCalebandmyfather.Susanisthere,and 

someofouroldneighbors,androwsofwoodentablesaslongastheroomitself.Theygreetus—especialyMarcus—withheld-intearsandsuppressedsmiles. 
IclingtoTobias’sarm.Isagundertheweightofthemembersofmyparents’faction,theirlives,theirtears. 

OneoftheAbnegationputsacupofsteamingliquidundermynoseandsays,“Drinkthis.Itwilhelpyousleepasithelpedsomeoftheotherssleep. 
Nodreams.”  

Theliquidispink-red,likestrawberies.Igrabthecupanddrinkitfast.Forafew secondstheheatfrom theliquidmakesmefeellikeIam fulof 

somethingagain.AndasIdrainthelastdropsfromthecup,Ifeelmyselfrelaxing.Someoneleadsmedownthehalway,toaroomwithabedinit.Thatisal. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
IOPENMY eyes,terified,myhandsclutchingatthesheets.ButIam notrunningthroughthestreetsofthecityorthecoridorsofDauntlessheadquarters.Iam ina 

bedinAmityheadquarters,andthesmelofsawdustisintheair. 
Ishift,andwinceassomethingdigsintomyback.Ireachbehindme,andmyfingerswraparoundthegun. 

ForamomentIseeWilstandingbeforeme,bothourgunsbetweenus—hishand,Icouldhaveshothishand,whydidn’tI,why?—andIalmost 
screamhisname. 

Thenhe’sgone. 
Igetoutofbedandliftthematresswithonehand,proppingituponmyknee.ThenIshovethegunbeneathitandletthematressburyit.Onceitis 

outofsightandnolongerpressedtomyskin,myheadfeelsclearer. 
Now thattheadrenalinerushofyesterdayisgone,andwhatevermademesleephaswornof,thedeepacheandshootingpainsofmyshoulderare 

intense.Iam wearingthesameclothesIworelastnight.Thecorneroftheharddrivepeeksoutfrom undermypilow,whereIshoveditrightbeforeIfelasleep. 

OnitisthesimulationdatathatcontroledtheDauntless,andtherecordofwhattheEruditedid.Itfeelstooimportantformetoeventouch,butIcan’tleaveithere, 

soIgrabitandwedgeitbetweenthedresserandthewal.Partofmethinksitwouldbeagoodideatodestroyit,butIknow itcontainstheonlyrecordofmy 

parents’deaths,soI’lsetleforkeepingithidden.  
Someoneknocksonmydoor.Isitontheedgeofthebedandtrytosmoothmyhairdown. 

“Comein,”Isay. 
Thedooropens,andTobiasstepshalfwayin,thedoordividinghisbodyinhalf.Hewearsthesamejeansasyesterday,butadarkredT-shirtinsteadof 

hisblackone,probablyborowedfrom oneoftheAmity.It’sastrangecoloronhim,toobright,butwhenheleanshisheadbackagainstthedoorframe,Iseethatit 

makestheblueinhiseyeslighter. 
“TheAmityaremeetinginahalfhour.”Hequirkshiseyebrowsandadds,withatouchofmelodrama,“Todecideourfate.” 

Ishakemyhead.“NeverthoughtmyfatewouldbeinthehandsofabunchofAmity.” 

“Meeither.Oh,Ibroughtyousomething.”Heunscrewsthecapofasmalbotleandholdsoutadropperfiledwithclearliquid.“Painmedicine.Take 
adropperfuleverysixhours.” 

“Thanks.”Isqueezethedropperintothebackofmythroat.Themedicinetasteslikeoldlemon. 

Hehooksathumbinoneofhisbeltloopsandsays,“Howareyou,Beatrice?” 

“DidyoujustcalmeBeatrice?”  
“ThoughtIwouldgiveitatry.”Hesmiles.“Notgood?” 

“Maybeonspecialoccasionsonly.Initiationdays,ChoosingDays…”Ipause.Iwasabouttoratleofafew moreholidays,butonlytheAbnegation 
celebratethem.TheDauntlesshaveholidaysoftheirown,Iassume,butIdon’tknow whattheyare.Andanyway,theideathatwewouldcelebrateanythingright 

nowissoludicrousIdon’tcontinue. 
“It’sadeal.”Hissmilefades.“Howareyou,Tris?” 

It’snotastrangequestion,afterwhatwe’vebeenthrough,butItenseupwhenheasksit,woriedthathe’lsomehow seeintomymind.Ihaven’ttold 
himaboutWilyet.Iwantto,butIdon’tknowhow.JustthethoughtofsayingthewordsoutloudmakesmefeelsoheavyIcouldbreakthroughthefloorboards. “I’m 

…”Ishakemyheadafew times.“Idon’tknow,Four.I’m awake.I…”Iam stilshakingmyhead.Heslideshishandovermycheek,onefinger 
anchoredbehindmyear.Thenhetiltshisheaddownandkissesme,sendingawarm achethroughmybody.Iwrapmyhandsaroundhisarm,holdinghim thereas 

longasIcan.Whenhetouchesme,theholowed-outfeelinginmychestandstomachisnotasnoticeable. 



 

 

Idon’thavetotelhim.Icanjusttrytoforget—hecanhelpmeforget. 

“Iknow,”hesays.“Sory.Ishouldn’thaveasked.” 
ForamomentalIcanthinkis,Howcouldyoupossiblyknow?Butsomethingabouthisexpressionremindsmethathedoesknow somethingabout 

loss.Helosthismotherwhenhewasyoung.Idon’trememberhowshedied,justthatweatendedherfuneral. 
SuddenlyIrememberhim clutchingthecurtainsinhislivingroom,aboutnineyearsold,wearinggray,hisdarkeyesshut.Theimageisfleeting,andit 

couldbemyimagination,notamemory. 
Hereleasesme.“I’lletyougetready.” 



 

 

Thewomen’sbathroom istwodoorsdown.Thefloorisdarkbrowntile,andeachshowerstalhaswoodenwalsandaplasticcurtainseparatingitfrom thecentral  
aisle.AsignonthebackwalsaysREMEMBER:TOCONSERVERESOURCES,SHOWERSRUNFORONLYFIVEMINUTES.  

Thestream ofwateriscold,soIwouldn’twanttheextraminutesevenifIcouldhavethem.Iwashquicklywithmylefthand,leavingmyrighthand 

hangingatmyside.ThepainmedicineTobiasgavemeworkedfast—thepaininmyshoulderhasalreadyfadedtoadulthrob. 
WhenIgetoutoftheshower,astackofclotheswaitsonmybed.Itcontainssomeyelow andred,from theAmity,andsomegray,from the 

Abnegation,colorsIrarelyseesidebyside.IfIhadtoguess,IwouldsaythatoneoftheAbnegationputthestackthereforme.It’ssomethingtheywouldthinkto do. 
 

Ipulonapairofdarkredpantsmadeofdenim—solongIhavetorolthem upthreetimes—andagrayAbnegationshirtthatistoobigforme.The 

sleevescomedowntomyfingertips,andIrolthemuptoo.Ithurtstomovemyrighthand,soIkeepthemovementssmalandslow. 
Someoneknocksonthedoor.“Beatrice?”ThesoftvoiceisSusan’s. 

Iopenthedoorforher.Shecariesatrayoffood,whichshesetsdownonthebed.Isearchherfaceforasignofwhatshehaslost—herfather,an 
Abnegationleader,didn’tsurvivetheatack—butIseeonlytheplaciddeterminationcharacteristicofmyoldfaction. 

“I’msorytheclothesdon’tfit,”shesays.“I’msurewecanfindsomebeteronesforyouiftheAmityalowustostay.” 

“They’refine,”Isay.“Thankyou.” 
“Iheardyouwereshot.Doyouneedmyhelpwithyourhair?Oryourshoes?” 

Iamabouttorefuse,butIrealydoneedhelp. 
“Yes,thankyou.” 

Isitdownonastoolinfrontofthemiror,andshestandsbehindme,hereyesdutifulytrainedonthetaskathandratherthanherreflection.Theydo 
notlift,notevenforaninstant,assherunsacombthroughmyhair.Andshedoesn’taskaboutmyshoulder,how Iwasshot,whathappenedwhenIleftthe 

Abnegationsafehousetostopthesimulation.IgetthesensethatifIweretowhitleherdowntohercore,shewouldbeAbnegationalthewaythrough. 
“HaveyouseenRobertyet?”Isay.Herbrother,Robert,choseAmitywhenIchoseDauntless,soheissomewhereinthiscompound.Iwonderiftheir 

reunionwilbeanythinglikeCaleb’sandmine. 
“Briefly,lastnight,”shesays.“IlefthimtogrievewithhisfactionasIgrievewithmine.Itisnicetoseehimagain,though.” 

Ihearafinalityinhertonethattelsmethesubjectisclosed. 

“It’sashamethishappenedwhenitdid,”Susansays.“Ourleaderswereabouttodosomethingwonderful.” “Realy?What?” 

“Idon’tknow.”Susanblushes.“Ijustknewthatsomethingwashappening.Ididn’tmeantobecurious;Ijustnoticedthings.” 

“Iwouldn’tblameyouforbeingcuriousevenifyouhadbeen.” 
 

Shenodsandkeepscombing.IwonderwhattheAbnegationleaders—includingmyfather—weredoing.AndIcan’thelpbutmarvelatSusan’s 

assumptionthatwhatevertheyweredoingwaswonderful.IwishIcouldbelievethatofpeopleagain. 
IfIeverdid. 

“TheDauntlessweartheirhairdown,right?”shesays. 

“Sometimes,”Isay.“Doyouknowhowtobraid?” 
Soherdeftfingerstuckpiecesofmyhairintoonebraidthatticklesthemiddleofmyspine.Istarehardatmyreflectionuntilshefinishes.Ithankher 

whenshe’sdone,andsheleaveswithasmalsmile,closingthedoorbehindher. 
Ikeepstaring,butIdon’tseemyself.Icanstilfeelherfingersbrushingthebackofmyneck,somuchlikemymother’sfingers,thelastmorningI 

spentwithher.Myeyeswetwithtears,Irockbackandforthonthestool,tryingtopushthememoryfrom mymind.Iam afraidthatifIstarttosob,Iwilnever 

stopuntilIshriveluplikearaisin. 
Iseeasewingkitonthedresser.Initaretwocolorsofthread,redandyelow,andapairofscissors. Ifeelcalm 

asIundothebraidinmyhairandcombitagain.Ipartmyhairdownthemiddleandmakesurethatitisstraightandflat.Iclosethescissors 
overthehairbymychin. 

HowcanIlookthesame,whenshe’sgoneandeverythingisdiferent?Ican’t. 
IcutinasstraightalineasIcan,usingmyjaw asaguide.Thetrickypartistheback,whichIcan’tseeverywel,soIdothebestIcanbytouch 

insteadofsight.Locksofblondhairsuroundmeonthefloorinasemicircle. 
Ileavetheroomwithoutlookingatmyreflectionagain. 

 
 
WhenTobiasandCalebcometogetmelater,theystareatmelikeIamnotthepersontheyknewyesterday. 

“Youcutyourhair,”saysCaleb,hiseyebrowshigh.GrabbingholdoffactsinthemidstofshockisveryEruditeofhim.Hishairsticksupononeside 
fromwherehesleptonit,andhiseyesarebloodshot. 

“Yeah,”Isay.“It’s… toohotforlonghair.” 

“Fairenough.” 
Wewalkdownthehalwaytogether.Thefloorboardscreakbeneathourfeet.ImissthewaymyfootstepsechoedintheDauntlesscompound;Imis 

thecoolundergroundair.ButmostlyImissthefearsofthepastfewweeks,renderedsmalbymyfearsnow. 
Weexitthebuilding.Theoutsideairpressesaroundmelikeapilow meanttosufocateme.Itsmelsgreen,thewayaleafdoeswhenyoutearitin  

half.  
“Doeseveryoneknowyou’reMarcus’sson?”Calebsays.“TheAbnegation,Imean?” 

“Nottomyknowledge,”saysTobias,glancingatCaleb.“AndIwouldappreciateitifyoudidn’tmentionit.” 

“Idon’tneedtomentionit.Anyonewitheyescanseeitforthemselves.”Calebfrownsathim.“Howoldareyou,anyway?” 



 

 

“Eighteen.”  
“Andyoudon’tthinkyou’retoooldtobewithmylitlesister?” 

Tobiasletsoutashortlaugh.“Sheisn’tyourlitleanything.” 
“Stopit.Bothofyou,”Isay.A crowdofpeopleinyelow walksaheadofus,towardawide,squatbuildingmadeentirelyofglass.Thesunlight 

reflectingofthepanesfeelslikeapinchtomyeyes.Ishieldmyfacewithmyhandandkeepwalking. 
Thedoorstothebuildingarewideopen.Aroundtheedgeofthecirculargreenhouse,plantsandtreesgrow introughsofwaterorsmalpools.Dozens 

offanspositionedaroundtheroom serveonlytoblow thehotairaround,soIam alreadysweating.Butthatfadesfrom mymindwhenthecrowdbeforemethins 



 

 

andIseetherestoftheroom. Initscentergrowsahugetree.Itsbranchesarespreadovermostofthegreenhouse,anditsrootsbubbleupfrom 

theground,formingadensewebof 
bark.Inthespacesbetweentheroots,Iseenotdirtbutwater,andmetalrodsholdingtherootsinplace.Ishouldnotbesurprised—theAmityspendtheirlives 

accomplishingfeatsofagriculturelikethisone,withthehelpofEruditetechnology. 
StandingonaclusterofrootsisJohannaReyes,herhairfalingoverthescaredhalfofherface.IlearnedinFactionHistorythattheAmityrecognize 

nooficialleader—theyvoteoneverything,andtheresultisusualyclosetounanimous.Theyarelikemanypartsofasinglemind,andJohannaistheir mouthpiece. 
 

TheAmitysitonthefloor,mostwiththeirlegscrossed,inknotsandclustersthatvaguelyresemblethetreerootstome.TheAbnegationsitintight 

rowsafewyardstomyleft.MyeyessearchthecrowdforafewsecondsbeforeIrealizewhatI’mlookingfor:myparents. 
Iswalow hard,andtrytoforget.Tobiastouchesthesmalofmyback,guidingmetotheedgeofthemeetingspace,behindtheAbnegation.Beforewe 

sitdown,heputshismouthnexttomyearandsays,“Ilikeyourhairthatway.” 
Ifindasmalsmiletogivehim,andleanintohimwhenIsitdown,myarmagainsthis. Johannaliftsherhandsandbowsherhead.Alconversationintheroom 

ceasesbeforeIcandraw mynextbreath.AlaroundmetheAmitysitin 
silence,somewiththeireyesclosed,somewiththeirlipsmouthingwordsIcan’thear,somestaringatapointfaraway. 

Everysecondchafes.BythetimeJohannaliftsherheadIamworntothebone. “Wehavebeforeustodayanurgentquestion,”shesays,“whichis:How 

wilweconductourselvesinthistimeofconflictaspeoplewhopursue 
peace?”  

EveryAmityintheroomturnstothepersonnexttohimorherandstartstalking. 

“Howdotheygetanythingdone?”Isay,astheminutesofchaterwearon. 

“Theydon’tcareabouteficiency,”Tobiassays.“Theycareaboutagreement.Watch.” 
Twowomeninyelow dressesafew feetawayriseandjoinatrioofmen.A youngmanshiftssothathissmalcirclebecomesalargeonewiththe 

groupnexttohim.Alaroundtheroom,thesmalercrowdsgrow andexpand,andfewerandfewervoicesfiltheroom,untilthereareonlythreeorfour.Icanonly 

hearpiecesofwhattheysay:“Peace—Dauntless—Erudite—safehouse—involvement—” 
“Thisisbizare,”Isay. 

“Ithinkit’sbeautiful,”hesays. 

Igivehimalook. 
“What?”Helaughsalitle.“Theyeachhaveanequalroleingovernment;theyeachfeelequalyresponsible.Anditmakesthem care;itmakesthem 

kind.Ithinkthat’sbeautiful.” 
“Ithinkit’sunsustainable,”Isay.“Sure,itworksfortheAmity.Butwhathappenswhennoteveryonewantstostrum banjosandgrow crops?What 

happenswhensomeonedoessomethingteribleandtalkingaboutitcan’tsolvetheproblem?” 
Heshrugs.“Iguesswe’lfindout.”  
Eventualysomeonefrom eachofthebiggroupsstandsandapproachesJohanna,pickingtheirwaycarefulyovertherootsofthebigtree.Iexpect them 

toaddresstherestofus,butinsteadtheystandinacirclewithJohannaandtheotherspokespeopleandtalkquietly.IbegintogetthefeelingthatIwilnever 

knowwhatthey’resaying. 
“They’renotgoingtoletusarguewiththem,arethey,”Isay. 

“Idoubtit,”hesays. 
Wearedonefor. 

Wheneveryonehassaidhisorherpiece,theysitdownagain,leavingJohannaaloneinthecenteroftheroom.Sheanglesherbodytowardusand 
foldsherhandsinfrontofher.Wherewilwegowhentheytelustoleave?Backintothecity,wherenothingissafe? 

“OurfactionhashadacloserelationshipwithEruditeforaslongasanyofuscanremember.Weneedeachothertosurvive,andwehavealways 
cooperatedwitheachother,”saysJohanna.“ButwehavealsohadastrongrelationshipwithAbnegationinthepast,andwedonotthinkitisrighttorevokethe 

handoffriendshipwhenithasforsolongbeenextended.” 
Hervoiceishoney-sweet,andmoveslikehoneytoo,slowandcareful.Iwipethesweatfrommyhairlinewiththebackofmyhand. 

“Wefeelthattheonlywaytopreserveourrelationshipswithbothfactionsistoremainimpartialanduninvolved,”shecontinues.“Yourpresencehere, 
thoughwelcome,complicatesthat.”  

Hereitcomes,Ithink. 

“Wehavearivedattheconclusionthatwewilestablishourfactionheadquartersasasafehouseformembersofalfactions,”shesays,“underasetof 
conditions.Thefirstisthatnoweaponryofanykindisalowedonthecompound.Thesecondisthatifanyseriousconflictarises,whetherverbalorphysical,al 

involvedpartieswilbeaskedtoleave.Thethirdisthattheconflictmaynotbediscussed,evenprivately,withintheconfinesofthiscompound.Andthefourthis 

thateveryonewhostaysheremustcontributetothewelfareofthisenvironmentbyworking.WewilreportthistoErudite,Candor,andDauntlessassoonaswe can.” 
 

HerstaredriftstoTobiasandme,andstaysthere. “Youarewelcometostayhereifandonlyifyoucanabidebyourrules,”shesays.“Thatisourdecision.” 

IthinkofthegunIhidundermymatress,andthetensionbetweenmeandPeter,andTobiasandMarcus,andmymouthfeelsdry.Iam notgoodat 
 
avoidingconflict. 

“Wewon’tbeabletostaylong,”IsaytoTobiasundermybreath. 
Amomentago,hewasstilfaintlysmiling.Nowthecornersofhismouthhavedisappearedintoafrown.“No,wewon’t.” 



 

 

THATEVENING Ireturntomyroom andslidemyhandbeneathmymatresstomakesurethegunisstilthere.Myfingersbrushoverthetrigger,andmythroat 

tightenslikeIamhavinganalergicreaction.Iwithdrawmyhandandkneelontheedgeofthebed,takinghardswalowsofairuntilthefeelingsubsides. 
Whatiswrongwithyou?Ishakemyhead.Pulittogether.  
Andthatiswhatitfeelslike:pulingthediferentpartsofmeupandinlikeashoelace.Ifeelsufocated,butatleastIfeelstrong. 

Iseeaflickerofmovementinmyperiphery,andlookoutthewindow thatfacestheappleorchard.JohannaReyesandMarcusEatonwalksideby 
side,pausingattheherbgardentopluckmintleavesfromtheirstems.IamoutofmyroombeforeIcanevaluatewhyIwanttofolowthem. 

IsprintthroughthebuildingsothatIdon’tlosethem.OnceIam outside,Ihavetobemorecareful.Iwalkaroundthefarsideofthegreenhouseand, 
afterIseeJohannaandMarcusdisappearintoonerowoftrees,Icreepdownthenextrow,hopingthebrancheswilhidemeifeitherofthemlooksback.  

“… beenconfusedaboutisthetimingoftheatack,”saysJohanna.“IsitjustthatJeaninefinalyfinishedplanningit,andacted,orwasthereaninciting 

incidentofsomekind?” 
IseeMarcus’sfacethroughadividedtreetrunk.Hepresseshislipstogetherandsays,“Hmm.” 

“Isupposewe’lneverknow.”Johannaraiseshergoodeyebrow.“Wilwe?” “No,perhapsnot.” 
 

Johannaplacesherhandonhisarm andturnstowardhim.Istifen,afraidforamomentthatshewilseeme,butshelooksonlyatMarcus.Isinkintoa 

crouchandcrawltowardoneofthetreessothatthetrunkwilhideme.Thebarkitchesmyspine,butIdon’tmove. 
“Butyoudoknow,”shesays.“Youknow whysheatackedwhenshedid.ImaynotbeCandoranymore,butIcanstiltelwhensomeoneiskeeping 

thetruthfromme.” 
“Inquisitivenessisself-serving,Johanna.”  
IfIwereJohanna,Iwouldsnapathim foracommentlikethat,butshesayskindly,“Myfactiondependsonmetoadvisethem,andifyouknow 

informationthiscrucial,itisimportantthatIknowitalsosothatIcanshareitwiththem.I’msureyoucanunderstandthat,Marcus.” 
“Thereisareasonyoudon’tknow althethingsIknow.A longtimeago,theAbnegationwereentrustedwithsomesensitiveinformation,”says 

Marcus.“Jeanineatackedustostealit.AndifIamnotcareful,shewildestroyit,sothatisalIcantelyou.” 
“Butsurely—” 

“No,”Marcuscutsherof.“Thisinformationisfarmoreimportantthanyoucanimagine.Mostoftheleadersofthiscityriskedtheirlivestoprotectit 
fromJeanineanddied,andIwilnotjeopardizeitnowforthesakeofsatingyourselfishcuriosity.” Johannaisquietforafew seconds.It’ssodarknow 

Icanbarelyseemyownhands.Theairsmelslikedirtandapples,andItrynottobreatheittoo 
loudly.  

“I’msory,”saysJohanna.“ImusthavedonesomethingtomakeyoubelieveIamnottrustworthy.” 

“ThelasttimeItrustedafactionrepresentativewiththisinformation,almyfriendsweremurdered,”hereplies.“Idon’ttrustanyoneanymore.” 

Ican’thelpit—IleanforwardsothatIcanseearoundthetrunkofthetree.BothMarcusandJohannaaretoopreoccupiedtonoticethemovement. 
Theyareclosetogether,butnottouching,andI’veneverseenMarcuslooksotiredorJohannasoangry.Butherfacesoftens,andshetouchesMarcus’sarm again, 

thistimewithalightcaress. 
“Inordertohavepeace,wemustfirsthavetrust,”saysJohanna.“SoIhopeyouchangeyourmind.RememberthatIhavealwaysbeenyourfriend, 

Marcus,evenwhenyoudidnothavemanytospeakof.” 
Sheleansinandkisseshischeek,thenwalkstotheendoftheorchard.Marcusstandsforafew seconds,apparentlystunned,andstartstowardthe 

compound. 
Therevelationsofthepasthalfhourbuzzinmymind.IthoughtJeanineatackedtheAbnegationtoseizepower,butsheatackedthem tosteal 

information—informationonlytheyknew. 
ThenthebuzzingstopsasIremembersomethingelseMarcussaid:Mostoftheleadersofthiscityriskedtheirlivesforit.Wasoneofthoseleadersmy  

father?  
Ihavetoknow.IhavetofindoutwhatcouldpossiblybeimportantenoughfortheAbnegationtodiefor—andtheEruditetokilfor. 

 
 
IpausebeforeknockingonTobias’sdoor,andlistentowhat’sgoingoninside. 

“No,notlikethat,”Tobiassaysthroughlaughter. 

“Whatdoyoumean,‘notlikethat’?Iimitatedyouperfectly.”ThesecondvoicebelongstoCaleb. 

“Youdidnot.”  
“Wel,doitagain,then.” 

IpushopenthedoorjustasTobias,whoissitingonthefloorwithonelegstretchedout,hurlsabuterknifeattheoppositewal.Itsticks,handleout, 
fromalargehunkofcheesetheypositionedontopofthedresser.Caleb,standingbesidehim,staresindisbelief,firstatthecheeseandthenatme. 

“Telmehe’ssomekindofDauntlessprodigy,”saysCaleb.“Canyoudothistoo?” Helooksbeterthanhedidearlier—

hiseyesaren’tredanymoreandsomeoftheoldsparkofcuriosityisinthem,likeheisinterestedintheworld 
again.Hisbrownhairistousled,hisshirtbutonsinthewrongbutonholes.Heishandsomeinacarelessway,mybrother,likehehasnoideawhathelookslike 

mostofthetime. 
“Withmyrighthand,maybe,”Isay.“Butyes,FourissomekindofDauntlessprodigy.CanIaskwhyyou’rethrowingknivesatcheese?” 

Tobias’seyescatchmineontheword“Four.”Calebdoesn’tknowthatTobiaswearshisexcelencealthetimeinhisownnickname. 

“Calebcamebytodiscusssomething,”Tobiassays,leaninghisheadagainstthewalashelooksatme.“Andknife-throwingjustcameupsomehow.” 

“Asitsooftendoes,”Isay,asmalsmileinchingitswayacrossmyface. Helookssorelaxed,hisheadback,hisarm 



 

 

slungoverhisknee.Westareateachotherforafew moresecondsthanissocialyacceptable.Calebclears  
histhroat.  

“Anyway,Ishouldbegetingbacktomyroom,”Calebsays,lookingfrom Tobiastomeandbackagain.“I’m readingthisbookaboutthewater-

filtrationsystems.ThekidwhogaveittomelookedatmelikeIwascrazyforwantingtoreadit.Ithinkit’ssupposedtobearepairmanual,butit’sfascinating.”He 



 

 

pauses.“Sory.YouprobablythinkI’mcrazytoo.”  
“Notatal,”Tobiassayswithmocksincerity.“Maybeyoushouldreadthatrepairmanualtoo,Tris.Itsoundslikesomethingyoumightlike.” 

“Icanloanittoyou,”Calebsays. 
“Maybelater,”Isay.WhenCalebclosesthedoorbehindhim,IgiveTobiasadirtylook.  
“Thanksforthat,”Isay.“Now he’sgoingtotalkmyearofaboutwaterfiltrationandhow itworks.ThoughIguessImightpreferthattowhathe 

wantstotalktomeabout.” 
“Oh?Andwhat’sthat?”Tobiasquirkshiseyebrows.“Aquaponics?” 

“Aqua-what?” 

“It’soneofthewaystheygrowfoodhere.Youdon’twanttoknow.” 

“You’reright,Idon’t,”Isay.“Whatdidhecometotalktoyouabout?”  
“You,”hesays.“Ithinkitwasthebig-brothertalk.‘Don’tmessaroundwithmysister’andalthat.” 

Hegetsup. 
“Whatdidyoutelhim?” 

Hecomestowardme. 
“Itoldhimhowwegottogether—that’showknife-throwingcameup,”hesays,“andItoldhimIwasn’tmessingaround.” 

Ifeelwarmeverywhere.Hewrapshishandsaroundmyhipsandpressesmegentlyagainstthedoor.Hislipsfindmine. 

Idon’trememberwhyIcamehereinthefirstplace. 
AndIdon’tcare.  
Iwrapmyuninjuredarm aroundhim,pulinghim againstme.Myfingersfindthehem ofhisT-shirt,andslidebeneathit,spreadingwideoverthe 

smalofhisback.Hefeelssostrong. 
Hekissesmeagain,moreinsistentthistime,hishandssqueezingmywaist.Hisbreaths,mybreaths,hisbody,mybody,wearesoclosethereisno  

diference.  
Hepulsback,justafewcentimeters.Ialmostdon’tlethimgetthatfar. 

“Thisisn’twhatyoucameherefor,”hesays. 
“No.” 

“Whatdidyoucomefor,then?” 

“Whocares?” 
Ipushmyfingersthroughhishair,anddrawhismouthtomineagain.Hedoesn’tresist,butafterafewseconds,hemumbles,“Tris,”againstmycheek. 

“Okay,okay.”Iclosemyeyes.Ididcomehereforsomethingimportant:totelhimtheconversationIoverheard. 

WesitsidebysideonTobias’sbed,andIstartfrom thebeginning.Itelhim how IfolowedMarcusandJohannaintotheorchard.Itelhim Johanna’s 
questionaboutthetimingofthesimulationatack,andMarcus’sresponse,andtheargumentthatfolowed.AsIdo,Iwatchhisexpression.Hedoesnotlook 

shockedorcurious.Instead,hismouthworksitswayintothebiterpuckerthataccompaniesanymentionofMarcus. 
“Wel,whatdoyouthink?”IsayonceIfinish. 

“Ithink,”hesayscarefuly,“thatit’sMarcustryingtofeelmoreimportantthanheis.” 

ThatwasnottheresponseIwasexpecting. 
“So… what?Youthinkhe’sjusttalkingnonsense?” “IthinkthereprobablyissomeinformationtheAbnegationknew 

thatJeaninewantedtoknow,butIthinkhe’sexaggeratingitsimportance.Tryingto 
builduphisownegobymakingJohannathinkhe’sgotsomethingshewantsandhewon’tgiveittoher.” 

“Idon’t…”Ifrown.“Idon’tthinkyou’reright.Hedidn’tsoundlikehewaslying.” 

“Youdon’tknowhimlikeIdo.Heisanexcelentliar.” 
Heisright—Idon’tknowMarcus,andcertainlynotaswelashedoes.ButmyinstinctwastobelieveMarcus,andIusualytrustmyinstincts. 

“Maybeyou’reright,”Isay,“butshouldn’twefindoutwhat’sgoingon?Justtobesure?” 

“Ithinkit’smoreimportantthatwedealwiththesituationathand,”saysTobias.“Gobacktothecity.Findoutwhat’sgoingonthere.Findawayto 
takeEruditedown.ThenmaybewecanfindoutwhatMarcuswastalkingabout,afterthisisalresolved.Okay?” Inod.Itsoundslikeagoodplan—

asmartplan.ButIdon’tbelievehim—Idon’tbelieveit’smoreimportanttomoveforwardthantofindoutthetruth. 
WhenIfoundoutthatIwasDivergent… whenIfoundoutthatEruditewouldatackAbnegation… thoserevelationschangedeverything.Thetruthhasawayof 

changingaperson’splans. 
ButitisdificulttopersuadeTobiastodosomethinghedoesn’twanttodo,andevenmoredificulttojustifymyfeelingswithnoevidenceexceptmy  

intuition.  
SoIagree.ButIdonotchangemymind. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
“BIOTECHNOLOGYHASBEEN aroundforalongtime,butitwasn’talwaysveryefective,”Calebsays.Hestartsonthecrustofhistoast—heatethemiddlefirst,just 

likeheusedtowhenwewerelitle. 



 

 

Hesitsacrossfrom meinthecafeteria,atthetableclosesttothewindows.Carvedintothewoodalongthetable’sedgearetheleters“D”and“T” 

linkedtogetherbyaheart,sosmalIalmostdidn’tseethem.IrunmyfingersoverthecarvingasCalebspeaks. 
“ButEruditescientistsdevelopedthishighlyefectivemineralsolutionawhileback.Itwasbeterfortheplantsthandirt,”hesays.“It’sanearlier 

versionofthatsalvetheyputonyourshoulder—itacceleratesthegrowthofnewcels.” 
Hiseyesarewildwithnew information.NotaltheEruditearepowerhungryanddevoidofconscience,liketheirleader,JeanineMathews.Someof 

themarelikeCaleb:fascinatedbyeverything,dissatisfieduntiltheyfindouthowitworks. 
Irestmychinonmyhandandsmilealitleathim.Heseemsupbeatthismorning.Iamgladhehasfoundsomethingtodistracthimfromhisgrief. 

“SoEruditeandAmityworktogether,then?”Isay. 
“MorecloselythanEruditeandanyotherfaction,”hesays.“Don’tyourememberfrom ourFactionHistorybook?Itcaledthem the‘essential factions’—

withoutthem,wewouldbeincapableofsurvival.SomeoftheEruditetextscaledthem the‘enrichingfactions.’AndoneofErudite’smissionsasa 

factionwastobecomeboth—essentialandenriching.” 
Itdoesn’tsitwelwithme,how muchoursocietyneedsEruditetofunction.Buttheyareessential—withoutthem,therewouldbeineficientfarming, 

insuficientmedicaltreatments,andnotechnologicaladvance. 
Ibitemyapple. “Youaren’tgoingtoeatyourtoast?”hesays. 

“Thebreadtastesstrange,”Isay.“Youcanhaveitifyouwant.” 
 

“I’m amazedbyhow theylivehere,”hesaysashetakesthetoastfrom myplate.“They’recompletelyself-sustaining.Theyhavetheirownsourceof 

power,theirownwaterpumps,theirownwaterfiltration,theirownfoodsources….They’reindependent.” 
“Independent,”Isay,“anduninvolved.Mustbenice.”  
Itisnice,from whatIcantel.ThelargewindowsbesideourtableletinsomuchsunlightIfeellikeI’m sitingoutside.ClustersofAmitysitatthe 

othertables,theirclothesbrightagainsttheirtannedskin.Onmetheyelowlooksdul. 
“SoItakeitAmitywasn’toneofthefactionsyouhadanaptitudefor,”hesays,grinning. “No.”ThegroupofAmityafew seatsawayfrom 

usburstsintolaughter.Theyhaven’tevenglancedinourdirectionsincewesatdowntoeat.“Keep 
itdown,alright?It’snotsomethingIwanttobroadcast.” 

“Sory,”hesays,leaningoverthetablesothathecantalkquieter.“Sowhatwerethey?” 

Ifeelmyselftensing,straightening.“Whydoyouwanttoknow?” 

“Tris,”hesays,“I’myourbrother.Youcantelmeanything.”  
Hisgreeneyesneverwaver.He’sabandonedtheuselessspectaclesheworeasamemberofEruditeinfavorofanAbnegationgrayshirtandtheir 

trademarkshorthaircut.Helooksjustashedidafew monthsago,whenwewerelivingacrossthehalfrom eachother,bothofusconsideringswitchingfactions 

butnotbraveenoughtoteloneanother.NottrustinghimenoughtotelhimwasamistakeIdonotwanttomakeagain. 
“Abnegation,Dauntless,”Isay,“andErudite.” 

“Threefactions?”Hiseyebrowslift. 

“Yes.Why?” 
“Itjustseemslikealot,”hesays.“WeeachhadtochoosearesearchfocusinEruditeinitiation,andminewastheaptitudetestsimulation,soIknow a 

lotaboutthewayit’sdesigned.It’srealydificultforapersontogettworesults—theprogram actualydoesn’talow it.Buttogetthree… I’m notevensurehow 

that’spossible.” 
“Wel,thetestadministratorhadtoalterthetest,”Isay.“SheforcedittogotothatsituationonthebussothatshecouldruleoutErudite—except 

Eruditewasn’truledout.” 
Calebpropshischinonafist.“A program overide,”hesays.“Iwonderhow yourtestadministratorknew how todothat.It’snotsomethingthey’re  

taught.”  
Ifrown.Toriwasatatooartistandanaptitudetestvolunteer—howdidsheknow how toaltertheaptitudetestprogram?Ifshewasgoodwith 

computers,itwasonlyasahobby,andIdoubtthatacomputerhobbywouldenablesomeonetofiddlewithanEruditesimulation. 
Thensomethingfromoneofmyconversationswithhersurfaces.MybrotherandIbothtransferredfromErudite. 

“ShewasErudite,”Isay.“Afactiontransfer.Maybethat’show.” 
“Maybe,”hesays,tappinghisfingers—from lefttoright—againsthischeek.Ourbreakfastssit,almostforgoten,betweenus.“Whatdoesthismean 

aboutyourbrainchemistry?Oranatomy?” 
Ilaughalitle.“Idon’tknow.AlIknow isthatI’m alwaysawareduringsimulations,andsometimesIcanwakemyselfupfrom them.Sometimes 

theydon’tevenwork.Liketheatacksimulation.” 
“Howdoyouwakeyourselfupfromthem?Whatdoyoudo?” 

“I…”Itrytoremember.IfeellikeithasbeenalongtimesinceIwasinone,thoughitwasonlyafew weeks.“It’shardtosay,becausetheDauntles 
simulationsweresupposedtoendwhenwehadcalmeddown.Butinoneofmine… theonewhereTobiasfiguredoutwhatIwas… Ijustdidsomething 

impossible.Ibrokeglassjustbyputingmyhandonit.” 
Caleb’sexpressionbecomesdistant,likeheislookingintofarawayplaces.NothinglikewhatIjustdescribedeverhappenedtohim intheaptitudetest 

simulation,Iknow.Somaybeheiswonderingwhatitfeltlike,orhow it’spossible.Mycheeksgrow warmer—heisanalyzingmybrainlikehewouldanalyzea 

computeroramachine. 
“Hey,”Isay.“Comeback.” 

“Sory,”hesays,focusingonmeagain.“It’sjust…” 
“Fascinating.Yeah,Iknow.Youalwayslooklikesomeone’ssuckedtheliferightoutofyouwhensomethingfascinatesyou.” 

Helaughs. 



 

 

“Canwetalkaboutsomethingelse,though?”Isay.“TheremaynotbeanyEruditeorDauntlesstraitorsaround,butitstilfeelsweird,talkingaboutit 

inpubliclikethis.” 
“Alright.” Beforehecangoon,thecafeteriadoorsopen,andagroupofAbnegationcomein.TheywearAmityclothes,likeme,butalsolikeme,it’sobvious 

 
whatfactiontheyarerealyin.Theyaresilent,butnotsomber—theysmileattheAmitytheypass,incliningtheirheads,afew ofthem stoppingtoexchange 

pleasantries. 
SusansitsdownnexttoCalebwithasmalsmile.Herhairispuledbackinitsusualknot,butherblondhairshineslikegold.SheandCalebsitjust 

slightlycloserthanfriendswould,thoughtheydonottouch.Shebobsherheadtogreetme. 
“I’msory,”shesays.“DidIinterupt?” 



 

 

“No,”saysCaleb.“Howareyou?” 

“I’mwel.Howareyou?” 
Iam justabouttofleethedininghalratherthanparticipateincareful,politeAbnegationconversationwhenTobiascomesin,lookingharassed.He 

musthavebeenworkinginthekitchenthismorning,aspartofouragreementwiththeAmity.Ihavetoworkinthelaundryroomstomorow. 
“Whathappened?”Isayashesitsdownnexttome.  
“Intheirenthusiasm forconflictresolution,theAmityhaveapparentlyforgotenthatmeddlingcreatesmoreconflict,”saysTobias.“Ifwestayhere 

muchlonger,Iamgoingtopunchsomeone,andit’snotgoingtobeprety.” 
CalebandSusanbothraisetheireyebrowsathim.AfewoftheAmityatthetablenexttooursstoptalkingtostare. 

“Youheardme,”Tobiassaystothem.Theyallookaway. 

“AsIsaid,”Isay,coveringmymouthtohidemysmile,“whathappened?” 
“I’ltelyoulater.” ItmusthavetodowithMarcus.Tobiasdoesn’tlikethedubiouslookstheAbnegationgivehim 

whenhereferstoMarcus’scruelty,andSusanissiting 
rightacrossfromhim.Iclaspmyhandsinmylap. TheAbnegationsitatourtable,butnotrightnexttous—arespectfuldistanceoftwoseatsaway,thoughmostofthem 

stilnodatus.Theyweremy 
family’sfriendsandneighborsandcoworkers,andbefore,theirpresencewouldhaveencouragedmetobequietandself-efacing.Now itmakesmewanttotalk 

louder,tobeasfarfromthatoldidentityandthepainthataccompaniesitaspossible. 
Tobiasgoescompletelystilwhenahandfalsonmyrightshoulder,sendingpricklesofpaindownmyrightarm.Iclenchmyteethtokeepfrom  

groaning.  
“Shegotshotinthatshoulder,”Tobiassayswithoutlookingatthemanbehindme. 

“Myapologies.”Marcusliftshishandandsitsdownonmyleft.“Helo.” 

“Whatdoyouwant?”Isay. “Beatrice,”Susansaysquietly.“There’snoneedto—” 

“Susan,please,”saysCalebquietly.Shepressesherlipsintoalineandlooksaway. 

IfrownatMarcus.“Iaskedyouaquestion.” 
 

“Iwouldliketodiscusssomethingwithyou,”saysMarcus.Hisexpressioniscalm,buthe’sangry—thetersenessinhisvoicebetrayshim.“Theother 

Abnegationandmyselfhavediscusseditanddecidedthatweshouldnotstayhere.Webelievethat,giventheinevitabilityoffurtherconflictinourcity,itwouldbe 

selfishofustostayherewhilewhatremainsofourfactionisinsidethatfence.Wewouldliketorequestthatyouescortus.” 
Ididnotexpectthat.WhydoesMarcuswanttoreturntothecity?IsitrealyjustanAbnegationdecision,ordoesheintendtodosomethingthere— 

somethingthathastodowithwhateverinformationtheAbnegationhave? 
Istareathim forafew secondsandthenlookatTobias.Hehasrelaxedalitle,buthekeepshiseyesfocusedonthetable.Idon’tknow whyheacts 

thiswayaroundhisfather.Noone,notevenJeanine,makesTobiascower. 
“Whatdoyouthink?”Isay. 

“Ithinkweshouldleavethedayaftertomorow,”Tobiassays. 
“Okay.Thankyou,”saysMarcus.HegetsupandsitsattheotherendofthetablewiththerestoftheAbnegation. IinchclosertoTobias,notsurehow 

tocomforthim withoutmakingthingsworse.Ipickupmyapplewithmylefthand,andgrabhishandunderthe 
tablewithmyright. ButIcan’tkeepmyeyesawayfrom Marcus.Iwanttoknow moreaboutwhathesaidtoJohanna.Andsometimes,ifyouwantthetruth,youhaveto 
 
demandit. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
AFTERBREAKFAST,ItelTobiasI’m goingforawalk,butinsteadIfolow Marcus.Iexpecthim towalktotheguests’dormitory,buthecrossesthefieldbehindthe 

dininghalandwalksintothewater-filtrationbuilding.Ihesitateonthebotomstep.DoIrealywanttodothis? 
IwalkupthestepsandthroughthedoorthatMarcusjustclosedbehindhim. Thefiltrationbuildingissmal,justoneroom withafew 

hugemachinesinit.AsfarasIcantel,someofthemachinestakeindirtywaterfrom therest 
ofthecompound,afew ofthem purifyit,otherstestit,andthelastsetpumpscleanwaterbackouttothecompound.Thepipingsystemsarealburiedexceptone, 



 

 

whichrunsalongthegroundtosendwatertothepowerplant,nearthefence.Theplantprovidespowertotheentirecity,usingacombinationofwind,water,and 

solarenergy. 
Marcusstandsnearthemachinesthatfilterthewater.Therethepipesaretransparent.Icanseebrown-tingedwaterrushingthroughonepipe, 

disappearingintothemachine,andemergingclear.Bothofuswatchthepurificationhappen,andIwonderifheisthinkingwhatIam:thatitwouldbeniceiflife 

workedthisway,strippingthedirtfromourlivesandsendingusoutintotheworldclean.Butsomedirtisdestinedtolinger. 
IstareatthebackofMarcus’shead.Ihavetodothisnow.  
Now. 

“Iheardyou,theotherday,”Iblurtout. 
Marcuswhipshisheadaround.“Whatareyoudoing,Beatrice?” 



 

 

“Ifolowedyouhere.”Ifoldmyarmsovermychest.“IheardyoutalkingtoJohannaaboutwhatmotivatedJeanine’satackonAbnegation.” 

“DidtheDauntlessteachyouthatit’salrighttoinvadeanotherperson’sprivacy,ordidyouteachyourself?” 

“I’manaturalycuriousperson.Don’tchangethesubject.” 

Marcus’sforeheadiscreased,especialybetweentheeyebrows,andtherearedeeplinesnexttohismouth.Helookslikeamanwhohasspentmostof  
hislifefrowning.Hemighthavebeenhandsomewhenhewasyounger—perhapshestilis,towomenhisage,likeJohanna—butalIseewhenIlookathim are 

theblack-piteyesfromTobias’sfearlandscape. 
“IfyouheardmetalkingtoJohanna,thenyouknow thatIdidn’teventelheraboutthis.SowhatmakesyouthinkthatIwouldsharetheinformation  

withyou?”  
Idon’thaveanansweratfirst.Butthenitcomestome. 

“Myfather,”Isay.“Myfatherisdead.”It’sthefirsttimeI’vesaiditsinceItoldTobias,onthetrainrideover,thatmyparentsdiedforme.“Died”was 
justafacttomethen,detachedfrom emotion.But“dead,”minglingwiththechurningandbubblingnoisesinthisroom,strikesablow likeahammertomychest, 

andthemonsterofgriefawakens,clawingatmyeyesandthroat. 
Iforcemyselftocontinue. 

“Hemaynothaveactualydiedforwhateverinformationyouwerereferingto,”Isay.“ButIwanttoknowifitwassomethingheriskedhislifefor.” 

Marcus’smouthtwitches. 
“Yes,”hesays.“Itwas.” 

Myeyesfilwithtears.Iblinkthemaway. 
“Wel,”Isay,almostchoking,“thenwhatonearthwasit?Wasitsomethingyouweretryingtoprotect?Orsteal?Orwhat?” 

“Itwas…”Marcusshakeshishead.“I’mnotgoingtotelyouthat.” Isteptowardhim.“Butyouwantitback.AndJeaninehasit.” 
 

Marcusisagoodliar—oratleast,someonewhoisskiledathidingsecrets.Hedoesnotreact.IwishIcouldseelikeJohannasees,liketheCandorse —

IwishIcouldreadhisexpression.Hecouldbeclosetotelingmethetruth.IfIpressjusthardenough,maybehe’lcrack. 
“Icouldhelpyou,”Isay.  
Marcus’supperlipcurls.“Youhavenoideahow ridiculousthatsounds.”Hespitsthewordsatme.“Youmayhavesucceededinshutingdownthe 

atacksimulation,girl,butitwasbyluckalone,notskil.Iwoulddieofshockifyoumanagedtodoanythingusefulagainforalongtime.” 
ThisistheMarcusthatTobiasknows.Theonewhoknowsrightwheretohittocausethemostdamage. 

Mybodyshudderswithanger.“Tobiasisrightaboutyou,”Isay.“You’renothingbutanarogant,lyingpieceofgarbage.” 

“Hesaidthat,didhe?”Marcusraiseshiseyebrows. 

“No,”Isay.“Hedoesn’tmentionyouenoughtosayanythinglikethat.Ifigureditoutalonmyown.”Iclenchmyteeth.“You’realmostnothingto  
him,youknow.Andastimegoeson,youbecomelessandless.” 

Marcusdoesn’tanswerme.Heturnsbacktothewaterpurifier.Istandforamomentinmytriumph,thesoundofrushingwatercombiningwiththe 
heartbeatinmyears.ThenIleavethebuilding,anditisn’tuntilI’mhalfwayacrossthefieldthatIrealizeIdidn’twin.Marcusdid. 

Whateverthetruthis,I’lhavetogetitfromsomewhereelse,becauseIwon’tbeaskinghimagain. 
 
 
ThatnightIdream thatIam inafield,andIencounteraflockofcrowsclusteredontheground.WhenIswatafew ofthem away,Irealizethattheyareperchedon 

topofaman,peckingathisclothes,whichareAbnegationgray.Withoutwarning,theytakeflight,andIrealizethatthemanisWil. 
ThenIwakeup. 

Iturnmyfaceintothepilowandrelease,insteadofhisname,asobthatthrowsmybodyagainstthematress.Ifeelthemonsterofgriefagain,writhing 
intheemptyspacewheremyheartandstomachusedtobe.  

Igasp,pressingbothpalmstomychest.Now themonstrousthinghasitsclawsaroundmythroat,squeezingmyairway.Itwistandputmyhead 

betweenmyknees,breathinguntilthestrangledfeelingleavesme. 
Eventhoughtheairiswarm,Ishiver.IgetoutofbedandcreepdownthehalwaytowardTobias’sroom.Mybarelegsalmostglow inthedark.His 

doorcreakswhenIpulitopen,loudenoughtowakehim.Hestaresatmeforasecond. 
“C’mere,”hesays,sluggishfromsleep.Heshiftsbackonthebedtoleavespaceforme. Ishouldhavethoughtthisthrough.IsleepinalongT-

shirtoneoftheAmitylentme.Itcomesdownjustpastmybut,andIdidn’tthinktoputona 
pairofshortsbeforeIcamehere.Tobias’seyesskimmybarelegs,makingmyfacewarm.Iliedown,facinghim. 

“Baddream?”hesays. 
Inod. 

“Whathappened?” 
Ishakemyhead.Ican’ttelhim thatI’m havingnightmaresaboutWil,orIwouldhavetoexplainwhy.Whatwouldhethinkofme,ifheknew whatI 

haddone?Howwouldhelookatme? 
Hekeepshishandonmycheek,movinghisthumbovermycheekboneidly. 

“We’realright,youknow,”hesays.“Youandme.Okay?” 

Mychestaches,andInod. 

“Nothingelseisalright.”Hiswhisperticklesmycheek.“Butweare.”  
“Tobias,”Isay.ButwhateverIwasabouttosaygetslostinmyhead,andIpressmymouthtohis,becauseIknow thatkissinghim wildistractme 

fromeverything. 
Hekissesmeback.Hishandstartsonmycheek,andthenbrushesovermyside,fitingtothebendinmywaist,curvingovermyhip,slidingtomy 



 

 

bareleg,makingmeshiver.Ipressclosertohim andwrapmylegaroundhim.Myheadbuzzeswithnervousness,buttherestofmeseemstoknow exactlywhat 

it’sdoing,becauseitalpulsestothesamerhythm,alwantsthesamething:toescapeitselfandbecomeapartofhiminstead. 
Hismouthmovesagainstmine,andhishandslipsunderthehem oftheT-shirt,andIdon’tstophim,thoughIknow Ishould.Insteadafaintsigh 

escapesme,andheatrushesintomycheeks,embarassment.Eitherhedidn’thearmeorhedidn’tcare,becausehepresseshispalm tomylowerback,pressesme 

closer.Hisfingersmoveslowlyupmyback,tracingmyspine.Myshirtcreepsupmybody,andIdon’tpulitdown,evenwhenIfeelcoolaironmystomach. 
Hekissesmyneck,andIgrabhisshouldertosteadymyself,gatheringhisshirtintomyfist.Hishandreachesthetopofmybackandcurlsaroundmy 

neck.Myshirtistwistedaroundhisarm,andourkissesbecomedesperate.Iknow myhandsareshakingfrom althenervousenergyinsideme,soItightenmygrip 

onhisshouldersohewon’tnotice. 
Thenhisfingersbrushthebandageonmyshoulder,andadartofpaingoesthroughme.Itdidn’thurtmuch,butitbringsmebacktoreality.Ican’tbe 



 

 

withhiminthatwayifoneofmyreasonsforwantingitistodistractmyselffromgrief. Ileanbackandcarefulypulthehem 

ofmyshirtdownsoitcoversmeagain.Forasecondwejustliethere,ourheavybreathsmixing.Idon’tmeanto 
cry—nowisnotagoodtimetocry;no,ithastostop—butIcan’tgetthetearsoutofmyeyes,nomaterhowmanytimesIblink. 

“Sory,”Isay. 
Hesaysalmoststernly,“Don’tapologize.”Hebrushesthetearsfrommycheeks. Iknow thatIam birdlike,madenarow 

andsmalasiffortakingflight,builtstraight-waistedandfragile.Butwhenhetouchesmelikehecan’tbearto 
takehishandaway,Idon’twishIwasanydiferent. 

“Idon’tmeantobesuchamess,”Isay,myvoicecracking.“Ijustfeelso…”Ishakemyhead. 
“It’swrong,”hesays.“Itdoesn’tmaterifyourparentsareinabeterplace—theyaren’therewithyou,andthat’swrong,Tris.Itshouldn’thave 

happened.Itshouldn’thavehappenedtoyou.Andanyonewhotelsyouit’sokayisaliar.” 
A sobracksmybodyagain,andhewrapshisarmsaroundmesotightlyIfinditdificulttobreathe,butitdoesn’tmater.Mydignifiedweepinggives 

waytoful-onugliness,mymouthopenandmyfacecontortedandsoundslikeadyinganimalcomingfrom mythroat.IfthiscontinuesIwilbreakapart,and 

maybethatwouldbebeter,maybeitwouldbebetertoshaterandbearnothing. 
Hedoesn’tspeakforalongtime,untilIamquietagain. 

“Sleep,”hesays.“I’lfightthebaddreamsofiftheycometogetyou.” 

“Withwhat?” 
“Mybarehands,obviously.” 

Iwrapmyarmaroundhiswaistandtakeadeepbreathofhisshoulder.Hesmelslikesweatandfreshairandmint,fromthesalvehesometimesusesto 
relaxhissoremuscles.Hesmelssafe,too,likesunlitwalksintheorchardandsilentbreakfastsinthedininghal.AndinthemomentsbeforeIdriftoftosleep,I 

almostforgetaboutourwar-torncityandaltheconflictthatwilcometofindussoon,ifwedon’tfinditfirst. 
InthemomentsbeforeIdriftoftosleep,Ihearhimwhisper,“Iloveyou,Tris.” 

AndmaybeIwouldsayitback,butIamtoofargone. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
THATMORNING Iwakeuptothebuzzofanelectricrazor.Tobiasstandsinfrontofthemiror,hisheadtiltedsohecanseethecornerofhisjaw. 

Ihugmyknees,coveredbythesheet,andwatchhim. 
“Goodmorning,”hesays.“Howdidyousleep?” 

“Okay.”Igetup,andashetiltshisheadbacktoaddresshischinwiththerazor,Iwrapmyarmsaroundhim,pressingmyforeheadtohisbackwhere 
theDauntlesstatoopeeksoutfrombeneathhisshirt. Hesetstherazordownandfoldshishandsovermine.Neitherofusbreaksthesilence.Ilistentohim 

breathe,andhestrokesmyfingersidly,thetask 
athandforgoten. “Ishouldgogetready,”Isayafterawhile.Iam reluctanttoleave,butIam supposedtoworkinthelaundryrooms,andIdon’twanttheAmitytosay 
 
I’mnotfulfilingmypartofthedealtheyoferedus. 

“I’lgetyousomethingtowear,”hesays. 
Iwalkbarefootdownthehalwayafew minuteslater,wearingtheshirtIsleptinandapairofshortsTobiasborowedfrom theAmity.WhenIget 

backtomybedroom,Peterisstandingnexttomybed. 
Instinctmakesmestraightenupandsearchtheroomforabluntobject. “Getout,”IsayassteadilyasIcan.Butit’shardtokeepmyvoicefrom 

shaking.Ican’thelpbutrememberthelookinhiseyesasheheldmeoverthe 
chasmbymythroatorslammedmeagainstthewalintheDauntlesscompound. Heturnstolookatme.Latelywhenhelooksatmeit’swithouthisusualmalice—

insteadhejustseemsexhausted,hispostureslouched,hiswounded 
arminasling.ButIamnotfooled. 

“Whatareyoudoinginmyroom?” 
Hewalksclosertome.“WhatareyoudoingstalkingMarcus?Isawyouafterbreakfastyesterday.” 

Imatchhisstarewithmyown.“That’snoneofyourbusiness.Getout.” 



 

 

“I’mherebecauseIdon’tknowwhyyougettokeeptrackofthatharddrive,”hesays.“It’snotlikeyou’reparticularlystablethesedays.” 

“I’munstable?”Ilaugh.“Ifindthatalitlefunny,comingfromyou.”  
Peterpincheshislipstogetherandsaysnothing. 

Inarowmyeyes.“Whyareyousointerestedintheharddriveanyway?” 

“I’mnotstupid,”hesays.“Iknowitcontainsmorethanthesimulationdata.” 
“No,youaren’tstupid,areyou?”Isay.“YouthinkifyoudeliverittotheErudite,they’lforgiveyourindiscretionandletyoubackintheirgood  

graces.”  
“Idon’twanttobebackintheirgoodgraces,”hesays,steppingforwardagain.“IfIhad,Iwouldn’thavehelpedyouintheDauntlesscompound.” 

Ijabhissternumwithmyindexfinger,digginginmyfingernail.“Youhelpedmebecauseyoudidn’twantmetoshootyouagain.” 



 

 

“ImaynotbeanAbnegation-lovingfactiontraitor.”Heseizesmyfinger.“Butnoonegetstocontrolme,especialynottheErudite.” 

Iyankmyhandback,twistingsothathewon’tbeabletoholdon.Myhandsaresweaty. “Idon’texpectyoutounderstand.”Iwipemyhandsonthehem 

ofmyshirtasIinchtowardthedresser.“I’m sureifithadbeenCandorandnot 
Abnegationthatgotatacked,youwouldhavejustletyourfamilygetshotbetweentheeyeswithoutprotest.ButI’mnotlikethat.” 

“Carefulwhatyousayaboutmyfamily,Stif.”Hemoveswithme,towardthedresser,butIcarefulyshiftsothatIstandbetweenhim andthedrawers. 
I’mnotgoingtorevealtheharddrive’slocationbygetingitoutwhilehe’sinhere,butIdon’twanttoleavethepathtoitclear,either. 

Hiseyesshifttothedresserbehindme,totheleftside,wheretheharddriveishidden.Ifrownathim,andthennoticesomethingIdidn’tbefore:a 
rectangularbulgeinoneofhispockets. 

“Giveittome,”Isay.“Now.” 

“No.” 
“Giveittome,orsohelpme,Iwilkilyouinyoursleep.” Hesmirks.“Ifonlyyoucouldseehow 

ridiculousyoulookwhenyouthreatenpeople.Likealitlegirltelingmeshe’sgoingtostranglemewithher 
jumprope.” Istarttowardhim,andheshiftsback,intothehalway. 

“Don’tcalme‘litlegirl.’” “I’lcalyouwhateverIwant.” 
 
 

Ijerkintoaction,aimingmyleftfistwhereIknow itwilhurttheworst:atthebuletwoundinhisarm.Hedodgesthepunch,butinsteadoftrying 

again,Iseizehisarm ashardasIcanandwrenchittotheside.Peterscreamsatthetopofhislungs,andwhilehe’sdistractedbythepain,Ikickhim hardinthe 

knee,andhefalstotheground. 
Peoplerushintothehalway,wearinggrayandblackandyelow andred.Petersurgestowardmeinahalfcrouch,andpunchesmeinthestomach.I 

hunchover,butthepaindoesn’tstopme—Iletoutsomethingbetweenagroanandascream,andlaunchmyselfathim,myleftelbow puledbacknearmymouth 

sothatIcanslamitintohisface. 
OneoftheAmitygrabsmebythearmsandhalflifts,halfpulsmeawayfrom Peter.Thewoundinmyshoulderthrobs,butIhardlyfeelitthroughthe 

pulseofadrenaline.Istraintowardhim andtrytoignorethestunnedfacesoftheAmityandtheAbnegation—andTobias—aroundme,andthewomankneelsnext 

toPeter,whisperingwordsinasoothingtoneofvoice.Itrytoignorehisgroansofpainandtheguiltstabbingatmystomach.Ihatehim.Idon’tcare.Ihatehim. 
“Tris,calmdown!”Tobiassays. 

“Hehastheharddrive!”Iyel.“Hestoleitfromme!Hehasit!” 
TobiaswalksovertoPeter,ignoringthewomancrouchedbesidehim,andpresseshisfootintoPeter’sribcagetokeephim inplace.Hethenreaches 

intoPeter’spocketandtakesouttheharddrive. 
Tobiassaystohim—veryquietly—“Wewon’tbeinasafehouseforever,andthiswasn’tverysmartofyou.”Thenheturnstowardmeandadds,“Not 

verysmartofyou,either.Doyouwanttogetuskickedout?” 
Iscowl.TheAmitymanwithhishandonmyarmstartstopulmedownthehalway.Itrytowrenchmybodyoutofhisgrasp. 

“Whatdoyouthinkyou’redoing?Letgoofme!” 

“Youviolatedthetermsofourpeaceagreement,”hesaysgently.“Wemustfolowprotocol.” 

“Justgo,”saysTobias.“Youneedtocooldown.”  
Isearchthefacesofthecrowdthathasgathered.NooneargueswithTobias.Theireyesskirtmine.SoIalow twoAmitymentoescortmedownthe  

halway.  
“Watchyourstep,”oneofthemsays.“Thefloorboardsareunevenhere.” 

Myheadpounds,asignthatIamcalmingdown.ThegrayingAmitymanopensadoorontheleft.AlabelonthedoorsaysCONFLICTROOM. 

“Areyouputingmeintime-outorsomething?”Iscowl.ThatissomethingtheAmitywoulddo:putmeintime-out,andthenteachmetodocleansing 
breathsorthinkpositivethoughts.  

Theroom issobrightIhavetosquinttosee.Theoppositewalhaslargewindowsthatlookoutovertheorchard.Despitethis,theroom feelssmal, 

probablybecausetheceiling,likethewalsandfloor,isalsocoveredwithwoodenboards. 
“Pleasesit,”theoldermansays,gesturingtowardthestoolinthemiddleoftheroom.It,likealotherfurnitureintheAmitycompound,ismadeof 

unpolishedwood,andlookssturdy,likeitisstilatachedtotheearth.Idonotsit. 
“Thefightisover,”Isay.“Iwon’tdoitagain.Nothere.” 

“Wehavetofolowprotocol,”theyoungermansays.“Pleasesit,andwe’ldiscusswhathappened,andthenwe’lletyougo.” 

Altheirvoicesaresosoft.Nothushed,liketheAbnegationspeak,alwaystreadingholygroundandtryingnottodisturb.Soft,soothing,low—I 
wonder,then,ifthatissomethingtheyteachtheirinitiateshere.Howbesttospeak,move,smile,toencouragepeace. 

Idon’twanttositdown,butIdo,perchedontheedgeofthechairsoIcangetupfast,ifnecessary.Theyoungermanstandsinfrontofme.Hinges 
creakbehindme.Ilookovermyshoulder—theoldermanisfumblingwithsomethingonacounterbehindme. 

“Whatareyoudoing?” 
“Iammakingtea,”hesays. 

“Idon’tthinkteaisrealythesolutiontothis.” 
“Thentelus,”theyoungermansays,drawingmyatentionbacktothewindows.Hesmilesatme.“Whatdoyoubelieveisthesolution?” 

“ThrowingPeteroutofthiscompound.” “Itseemstome,”themansaysgently,“thatyouaretheonewhoatackedhim—

indeed,thatyouaretheonewhoshothiminthearm.” 

“Youhavenoideawhathedidtodeservethosethings.”Mycheeksgethotagainandmimicmyheartbeat.“Hetriedtokilme.Andsomeoneelse—he  
stabbedsomeoneelseintheeye… withabuterknife.Heisevil.Ihadeveryrightto—” 



 

 

Ifeelasharppaininmyneck.Darkspotscoverthemaninfrontofme,obscuringmyviewofhisface. 

“I’msory,dear,”hesays.“Wearejustfolowingprotocol.” Theoldermanisholdingasyringe.A few 

dropsofwhateverheinjectedmewitharestilinit.Theyarebrightgreen,thecolorofgrass.Iblinkrapidly,  
andthedarkspotsdisappear,buttheworldstilswimsbeforeme,likeIamtiltingforwardandbackinarockingchair. “Howdoyoufeel?”theyoungermansays. 

“Ifeel…”Angry,Iwasabouttosay.AngrywithPeter,angrywiththeAmity.Butthat’snottrue,isit?Ismile.“Ifeelgood.Ifeelalitlelike… like 
 
I’mfloating.Orswaying.Howdoyoufeel?” “Dizzinessisasideefectoftheserum.Youmaywanttorestthisafternoon.AndI’m 

feelingwel.Thankyouforasking,”hesays.“Youmayleave 
now,ifyouwouldlike.” 



 

 

“CanyoutelmewheretofindTobias?”Isay.WhenIimaginehisface,afectionforhim bubblesupinsideme,andalIwanttodoiskisshim.“Four, 

Imean.He’shandsome,isn’the?Idon’trealyknowwhyhelikesmesomuch.I’mnotverynice,amI?” 
“Notmostofthetime,no,”themansays.“ButIthinkyoucouldbe,ifyoutried.” 

“Thankyou,”Isay.“That’sniceofyoutosay.” 

“Ithinkyou’lfindhimintheorchard,”hesays.“Isawhimgooutsideafterthefight.” 

Ilaughalitle.“Thefight.Whatasilything…”  
Anditdoesseem likeasilything,slammingyourfistintosomeoneelse’sbody.Likeacaress,buttoohard.A caressismuchnicer.MaybeIshould 

haverunmyhandalongPeter’sarminstead.Thatwouldhavefeltbetertobothofus.Myknuckleswouldn’tacherightnow. 
Igetupandsteermyselftowardthedoor.Ihavetoleanagainstthewalforbalance,butit’ssturdy,soIdon’tmind.Istumbledownthehalway, 

gigglingatmyinabilitytobalance.I’m clumsyagain,justlikeIwaswhenIwasyounger.Mymotherusedtosmileatmeandsay,“Becarefulwhereyouputyour 

feet,Beatrice.Idon’twantyoutohurtyourself.” 
Iwalkoutsideandthegreenonthetreesseemsgreener,sopotentIcanalmosttasteit.MaybeIcantasteit,anditislikethegrassIdecidedtochew 

whenIwasachildjusttoseewhatitwaslike.Ialmostfaldownthestairsbecauseoftheswayingandburstintolaughterwhenthegrassticklesmybarefeet.I 

wandertowardtheorchard. 
“Four!”Icalout.WhyamIcalingoutanumber?Ohyes.Becausethat’shisname.Icaloutagain,“Four!Whereareyou?” “Tris?”saysavoicefrom 

thetreesonmyright.Italmostsoundslikethetreeistalkingtome.Igiggle,butofcourseit’sjustTobias,duckingundera 
branch.  

Iruntowardhim,andthegroundlurchestotheside,soIalmostfal.Hishandtouchesmywaist,steadiesme.Thetouchsendsashockthroughmy 

body,andalmyinsidesburnlikehisfingersignitedthem.Ipulclosertohim,pressingmybodyagainsthis,andliftmyheadtokisshim. 
“Whatdidthey—”hestarts,butIstophimwithmylips.Hekissesmeback,buttooquickly,soIsighheavily. 

“Thatwaslame,”Isay.“Okay,noitwasn’t,but…” 

Istandonmytiptoestokisshimagain,andhepresseshisfingertomylipstostopme. 

“Tris,”hesays.“Whatdidtheydotoyou?You’reactinglikealunatic.”  
“That’snotveryniceofyoutosay,”Isay.“Theyputmeinagoodmood,that’sal.AndnowIrealywanttokissyou,soifyoucouldjustrelax—” 

“I’mnotgoingtokissyou.I’mgoingtofigureoutwhat’sgoingon,”hesays. 

Ipoutmylowerlipforasecond,butthenIgrinasthepiecescometogetherinmymind. 

“That’swhyyoulikeme!”Iexclaim.“Becauseyou’renotveryniceeither!Itmakessomuchmoresensenow.” 

“Comeon,”hesays.“We’regoingtoseeJohanna.”  
“Ilikeyou,too.” 

“That’sencouraging,”herepliesflatly.“Comeon.Oh,forGod’ssake.I’ljustcaryyou.” 
Heswingsmeintohisarms,onearm undermykneesandtheotheraroundmyback.Iwrapmyarmsaroundhisneckandplantakissonhischeek. 

ThenIdiscoverthattheairfeelsniceonmyfeetwhenIkickthem,soImovemyfeetupanddownashewalksustowardthebuildingwhereJohannaworks. 
Whenwereachherofice,sheissitingbehindadeskwithastackofpaperinfrontofher,chewingonapencileraser.Shelooksupatus,andher 

mouthdriftsopenslightly.Ahunkofdarkhaircoverstheleftsideofherface. 
“Yourealyshouldn’tcoverupyourscar,”Isay.“Youlookpretierwithyourhairoutofyourface.” 

Tobiassetsmedowntooheavily.Theimpactisjaringandhurtsmyshoulderalitle,butIlikethesoundmyfeetmadewhentheyhitthefloor.Ilaugh, 
butneitherJohannanorTobiaslaughswithme.Strange. 

“Whatdidyoudotoher?”Tobiassays,terse.“WhatinGod’snamedidyoudo?” 
“I…”Johannafrownsatme.“Theymusthavegivenhertoomuch.She’sverysmal;theyprobablydidn’ttakeherheightandweightintoaccount.” 

“Theymusthavegivenhertoomuchofwhat?”hesays. 
“Youhaveanicevoice,”Isay. 

“Tris,”hesays,“pleasebequiet.” 
“Thepeaceserum,”Johannasays.“Insmaldoses,ithasamild,calmingefectandimprovesthemood.Theonlysideefectissomeslightdizziness. 

Weadministerittomembersofourcommunitywhohavetroublekeepingthepeace.” 
Tobiassnorts.“I’m notanidiot.Everymemberofyourcommunityhastroublekeepingthepeace,becausethey’realhuman.Youprobablydumpit 

intothewatersupply.” 
Johannadoesnotrespondforafewseconds.Shefoldsherhandsinfrontofher.  
“Clearlyyouknow thatisnotthecase,orthisconflictwouldnothaveoccured,”shesays.“Butwhateverweagreetodohere,wedotogether,asa 

faction.IfIcouldgivetheserumtoeveryoneinthiscity,Iwould.YouwouldcertainlynotbeinthesituationyouareinnowifIhad.” 
“Oh,definitely,”hesays.“Druggingtheentirepopulationisthebestsolutiontoourproblem.Greatplan.” “Sarcasm 

isnotkind,Four,”shesaysgently.“Now,Iam soryaboutthemistakeingivingtoomuchtoTris,Irealyam.Butsheviolatedthetermsof 
ouragreement,andI’m afraidthatyoumightnotbeabletostayheremuchlongerasaresult.Theconflictbetweenherandtheboy—Peter—isnotsomethingwe 

canforget.” 
“Don’twory,”saysTobias.“Weintendtoleaveassoonashumanlypossible.” 

“Good,”shesayswithasmalsmile.“PeacebetweenAmityandDauntlesscanonlyhappenwhenwemaintainourdistancefromeachother.” 

“Thatexplainsalot.” 
“Excuseme?”shesays.“Whatareyouinsinuating?” “Itexplains,”hesays,gritinghisteeth,“why,underapretenseofneutrality—

asifsuchathingispossible!—youhaveleftustodieatthehandsofthe 
Erudite.”  



 

 

Johannasighsquietlyandlooksoutthewindow.Beyonditisasmalcourtyardwithvinesgrowinginit.Thevinescreepontothewindow’scorners, 

liketheyaretryingtocomeinandjointheconversation. 
“TheAmitywouldn’tdosomethinglikethat,”Isay.“That’smean.” 

“Itisforthesakeofpeacethatweremainuninvolved—”Johannabegins. 
“Peace.”Tobiasalmostspitstheword.“Yes,I’msureitwilbeverypeacefulwhenwearealeitherdeadorcoweringinsubmissionunderthethreatof 

mindcontrolorstuckinanendlesssimulation.” 
Johanna’sfacecontorts,andImimicher,toseewhatitfeelsliketohavemyfacethatway.Itdoesn’tfeelverygood.I’m notsurewhyshediditto beginwith. 

 
Shesaysslowly,“Thedecisionwasnotminetomake.Ifitwas,perhapswewouldbehavingadiferentconversationrightnow.” 



 

 

“Areyousayingyoudisagreewiththem?” 

“Iamsaying,”shesays,“thatitisn’tmyplacetodisagreewithmyfactionpublicly,butImight,intheprivacyofmyownheart.” 

“TrisandIwilbegoneintwodays,”saysTobias.“Ihopeyourfactiondoesn’tchangetheirdecisiontomakethiscompoundasafehouse.” 

“Ourdecisionsarenoteasilyunmade.WhataboutPeter?” “You’lhavetodealwithhimseparately,”hesays.“Becausehewon’tbecomingwithus.” 

Tobiastakesmyhand,andhisskinfeelsniceagainstmine,thoughit’snotsmoothorsoft.IsmileapologeticalyatJohanna,andherexpressionremains 
 
unchanged.  

“Four,”shesays.“Ifyouandyourfriendswouldliketoremain… untouchedbyourserum,youmaywanttoavoidthebread.” 

Tobiassaysthankyouoverhisshoulderaswemakeourwaydownthehalwaytogether,meskippingeveryotherstep. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
THESERUM WEARSoffivehourslater,whenthesunisjustbeginningtoset.Tobiasshutmeinmyroom fortherestoftheday,checkingonmeeveryhour.This 

timewhenhecomesin,Iamsitingonthebed,glaringatthewal. 
“ThankGod,”hesays,pressinghisforeheadtothedoor.“IwasbeginningtothinkitwouldneverwearofandIwouldhavetoleaveyouhereto… 

smelflowers,orwhateveryouwantedtodowhileyouwereonthatstuf.” 
“I’lkilthem,”Isay.“Iwilkilthem.” “Don’tbother.We’releavingsoonanyway,”hesays,closingthedoorbehindhim.Hetakestheharddrivefrom 

hisbackpocket.“Ithoughtwecould 
hidethisbehindyourdresser.” 

“That’swhereitwasbefore.” 
“Yeah,andthat’swhyPeterwon’tlookforithereagain.”Tobiaspulsthedresserawayfrom thewalwithonehandandwedgestheharddrive 

behinditwiththeother. 
“Whycouldn’tIfightthepeaceserum?”Isay.“Ifmybrainisweirdenoughtoresistthesimulationserum,whynotthisone?” 

“Idon’tknow,realy,”hesays.Hedropsdownnexttomeonthebed,jostlingthematress.“Maybeinordertofightofaserum,youhavetowantto.” 

“Wel,obviouslyIwantedto,”Isay,frustrated,butwithoutconviction.DidIwantto?Orwasitnicetoforgetaboutanger,forgetaboutpain,forget 
abouteverythingforafewhours? 

“Sometimes,”hesays,slidinghisarmacrossmyshoulders,“peoplejustwanttobehappy,evenifit’snotreal.” 
He’sright.Evennow,thispeacebetweenuscomesfrom nottalkingaboutthings—aboutWil,ormyparents,ormealmostshootinghim inthehead, 

orMarcus.ButIdonotdaretodisturbitwiththetruth,becauseIamtoobusyclingingtoitforsupport. 
“Youmightberight,”Isayquietly. 

“Areyouconceding?”hesays,hismouthfalingopenwithmocksurprise.“Seemslikethatserumdidyousomegoodafteral….” 

IshovehimashardasIcan.“Takethatback.Takeitbacknow.” 
“Okay,okay!”Heputsuphishands.“It’sjust… I’mnotveryniceeither,youknow.That’swhyIlikeyouso—” 

“Out!”Ishout,pointingatthedoor. 
Laughingtohimself,Tobiaskissesmycheekandleavestheroom. 

 
 
Thatevening,Iam tooembarassedbywhathappenedtogotodinner,soIspendthetimeinthebranchesofanappletreeatthefarendoftheorchard,pickingripe 

apples.IclimbashighasIdaretogetthem,musclesburning.Ihavediscoveredthatsitingstilleaveslitlespacesforthegrieftogetin,soIstaybusy. 
Iam wipingmyforeheadwiththehem ofmyshirt,standingonabranch,whenIhearthesound.Itisfaint,atfirst,joiningthebuzzofcicadas.Istand 

stiltolisten,andafteramoment,Irealizewhatitis:cars. 
TheAmityownaboutadozentrucksthattheyusefortransportinggoods,buttheyonlydothatonweekends.Thebackofmynecktingles.Ifitisn’t 

theAmity,it’sprobablytheErudite.ButIhavetobesure. 
Igrabthebranchabovemewithbothhands,butpulmyselfupwithonlymyleftarm.I’m surprisedI’m stilabletodothat.Istandhunched,twigsand 

leavestangledinmyhair.AfewapplesfaltothegroundwhenIshiftmyweight.Appletreesaren’tverytal;Imaynotbeabletoseefarenough. 



 

 

Iusethenearbybranchesassteps,withmyhandstosteadyme,twistingandleaningaroundthetree’smaze.IrememberclimbingtheFeriswheelon 

thepier,mymusclesshaking,myhandsthrobbing.Iamwoundednow,butstronger,andtheclimbingfeelseasier. 
Thebranchesgetthinner,weaker.Ilickmylipsandlookatthenextone.Ineedtoclimbashighaspossible,butthebranchI’m aimingforisshortand 

lookspliable.Iputmyfootonit,testingitsstrength.Itbends,butholds.Istarttoliftmyselfup,toputtheotherfootdown,andthebranchsnaps. 
IgaspasIfalback,seizingthetreetrunkatthelastsecond.Thiswilhavetobehighenough.Istandonmytiptoesandsquintinthedirectionofthe  

sound.  
AtfirstIseenothingbutastretchoffarmland,astripofemptyground,thefence,andthefieldsandbeginningsofbuildingsthatliebeyondit.But 

approachingthegateareafewmovingspecks—silver,whenthelightcatchesthem.Carswithblackroofs—solarpanels,whichmeansonlyonething.Erudite. 
A breathhissesbetweenmyteeth.Idon’talow myselftothink;Ijustputonefootdown,thentheother,sofastthatbarkpeelsofthebranchesand 



 

 

driftstowardtheground.Assoonasmyfeettouchtheearth,Irun.  
IcounttherowsoftreesasIpassthem.Seven,eight.Thebranchesdiplow,andIpassjustbeneaththem.Nine,ten.Iholdmyrightarm againstmy 

chestasIsprintfaster,thebuletwoundinmyshoulderthrobbingwitheachfootstep.Eleven,twelve. 
WhenIreachthethirteenthrow,Ithrow mybodytotheright,downoneoftheaisles.Thetreesareclosetogetherinthethirteenthrow.Theirbranches 

growintooneanother,creatingamazeofleavesandtwigsandapples. 
Mylungsstingfrom alackofoxygen,butIam notfarfrom theendoftheorchard.Sweatrunsintomyeyebrows.Ireachthedininghalandthrow 

openthedoor,shovingmywaythroughagroupofAmitymen,andheisthere;TobiassitsatoneendofthecafeteriawithPeterandCalebandSusan.Icanbarely 

seethembetweenthespotsonmyvision,butTobiastouchesmyshoulder. 
“Erudite,”isalImanagetosay. 

“Cominghere?”hesays. Inod. 

“Dowehavetimetorun?” 

Iamnotsureaboutthat. 
 

Bynow,theAbnegationattheotherendofthetablearepayingatention.Theygatheraroundus. 

“Whydoweneedtorun?”saysSusan.“TheAmityestablishedthisplaceasasafehouse.Noconflictalowed.” 

“TheAmitywilhavetroubleenforcingthatpolicy,”saysMarcus.“Howdoyoustopconflictwithoutconflict?” 

Susannods.  
“Butwecan’tleave,”Petersays.“Wedon’thavetime.They’lseeus.” 

“Trishasagun,”Tobiassays.“Wecantrytofightourwayout.” 

Hestartstowardthedormitory. 
“Wait,”Isay.“Ihaveanidea.”IscanthecrowdofAbnegation.“Disguises.TheEruditedon’tknowforsurethatwe’restilhere.Wecanpretendtobe  

Amity.”  
“Thoseofuswhoaren’tdressedliketheAmityshouldgotothedormitories,then,”Marcussays.“Therestofyou,putyourhairdown;trytomimic 

theirbehavior.” 
TheAbnegationwhoaredressedingrayleavethedininghalinapackandcrossthecourtyardtotheguests’dormitory.Onceinside,Iruntomy 

bedroom,getonmyhandsandknees,andreachunderthematressforthegun. 
Ifeelaroundforafew secondsbeforeIfindit,andwhenIdo,mythroatpinches,andIcan’tswalow.Idon’twanttotouchthegun.Idon’twantto touchitagain. 

 
Comeon,Tris.Ishovethegununderthewaistbandofmyredpants.Itisluckytheyaresobaggy.Inoticethevialsofhealingsalveandpainmedicine 

onthebedsidetableandshovetheminmypocket,justincasewedomanagetoescape. 
ThenIreachbehindthedresserfortheharddrive. IftheEruditecatchus—whichislikely—

theywilsearchus,andIdon’twanttojusthandovertheatacksimulationagain.Butthisharddrivealso 
containsthesurveilancefootagefrom theatack.Therecordofourlosses.Ofmyparents’deaths.Theonlypieceofthem Ihaveleft.AndbecausetheAbnegation 

don’ttakephotographs,theonlydocumentationIhaveofhowtheylooked. 
Yearsfrom now,whenmymemoriesbegintofade,whatwilIhavetoremindmeofwhattheylookedlike?Theirfaceswilchangeinmymind.Iwil 

neverseethemagain. 
Don’tbestupid.It’snotimportant.  
Isqueezetheharddrivesotightlyithurts.  
Thenwhydoesitfeelsoimportant?  
“Don’tbestupid,”Isayaloud.Igritmyteethandgrabthelampfrom mybedsidetable.Iyanktheplugfrom thesocket,throw thelampshadeontothe 

bed,andcrouchovertheharddrive.Blinkingtearsfrommyeyes,Islamthebaseofthelampintoit,creatingadent. 
Ibringthelampdownagain,andagain,andagain,untiltheharddrivecracksandpiecesofitspreadacrossthefloor.ThenIkicktheshardsunderthe 

dresser,putthelampback,andwalkintothehalway,wipingmyeyeswiththebackofmyhand. 
Afewminuteslater,asmalcrowdofgray-cladmenandwomen—andPeter—standinthehalway,sortingthroughstacksofclothes. 

“Tris,”saysCaleb.“You’restilwearinggray.” 
Ipinchmyfather’sshirt,andhesitate. 

“It’sDad’s,”Isay.IfIchangeoutofit,Iwilhavetoleaveitbehind.Ibitemylipsothatthepainwilsteadyme.Ihavetogetridofit.It’sjustashirt. 
That’salitis. “I’lputitonundermine,”Calebsays.“They’lneverseeit.” 
 

Inodandgrabaredshirtfrom thedwindlingpileofclothes.Itislargeenoughtoconcealthebulgeofthegun.Iduckintoanearbyroom tochange, 

andhandofthegrayshirttoCalebwhenIgettothehalway.Thedoorisopen,andthroughitIseeTobiasstufingAbnegationclothesintothetrashbin. 
“DoyouthinktheAmitywillieforus?”Iaskhim,leaningouttheopendoorway. 

“Topreventconflict?”Tobiasnods.“Absolutely.” 

Hewearsaredcolaredshirtandapairofjeansthatarefrayingattheknee.Thecombinationlooksridiculousonhim. 

“Niceshirt,”Isay.  
Hewrinkleshisnoseatme.“Itwastheonlythingthatcoveredupthenecktatoo,okay?” 

Ismilenervously.Iforgotaboutmytatoos,buttheshirthidesthemwelenough. 

TheEruditecarspuluptothecompound.Therearefiveofthem,alsilverwithblackroofs.Theirenginesseem topurasthewheelsbumpover 
unevenground.Islipjustinsidethebuilding,leavingthedooropenbehindme,andTobiasbusieshimselfwiththelatchonthetrashbin. 



 

 

Thecarsalpultoastop,andthedoorspopopen,revealingatleastfivemenandwomeninEruditeblue. 

AndaboutfifteeninDauntlessblack. 
WhentheDauntlesscomecloser,IseestripsofbluefabricwrappedaroundtheirarmsthatcanonlysignifytheiralegiancetoErudite.Thefactionthat 

enslavedtheirminds. 
Tobiastakesmyhandandleadsmeintothedormitory. 

“Ididn’tthinkourfactionwouldbethatstupid,”hesays.“Youhavethegun,right?” 

“Yes,”Isay.“Butthere’snoguaranteeIcanfireitwithanyaccuracywithmylefthand.” 

“Youshouldworkonthat,”hesays.Alwaysaninstructor. 

“Iwil,”Isay.IshakealitleasIadd,“Ifwelive.” 



 

 

Hishandsskim mybarearms.“Justbouncealitlewhenyouwalk,”hesays,kissingmyforehead,“andpretendyou’reafraidoftheirguns”—another 

kissbetweenmyeyebrows—“andactliketheshrinkingvioletyoucouldneverbe”—akissonmycheek—“andyou’lbefine.” 
“Okay,”Isay.MyhandstrembleasIgriphisshirtcolar.Ipulhismouthdowntomine.  
A belsounds,once,twice,threetimes.Itisasummonstothedininghal,wheretheAmitygatherforlessformaloccasionsthanthemeetingwe 

atended.WejointhecrowdofAbnegation-turned-Amity. 
IpulpinsfromSusan’shair—thehairstyleistoosevereforAmity.Shegivesmeasmal,gratefulsmileasherhairfalsonhershoulders,thefirsttimeI 

haveeverseenitthatway.Itsoftenshersquarejaw. 
Iam supposedtobebraverthantheAbnegation,buttheydon’tseem asworiedasIam.Theyofereachothersmilesandwalkinsilence—intoo 

muchsilence.Iwedgemywaybetweenthemandjaboneoftheolderwomenintheshoulder. 
“Telthekidstoplaytag,”Isaytoher. 

“Tag?”shesays. 
“They’reactingrespectfuland… Stif,”Isay,cringingasIsaythewordthatwasmynicknameinDauntless.“AndAmitykidswouldbecausinga 

ruckus.Justdoit,okay?” 
ThewomantouchesoneAbnegationchildontheshoulderandwhisperssomethingtohim,andafew secondslaterasmalgroupofchildrenrundown 

thehalway,dodgingAmityfeetandyeling,“Itouchedyou!You’reit!”“No,thatwasmysleeve!” 
Calebcatcheson,jabbingSusanintheribssosheshriekswithlaughter.Itrytorelax,injectingabounceintomystepasTobiassuggested,letingmy 

armsswingasIturncorners.Itisamazinghow pretendingtobeinadiferentfactionchangeseverything—eventhewayIwalk.Thatmustbewhyit’ssostrange 

thatIcouldeasilybelonginthreeofthem. 
WecatchuptotheAmityinfrontofusaswecrossthecourtyardtothedininghalanddisperseamongthem.IkeepTobiasinmyperipheralvision, 

notwantingtostraytoofarfromhim.TheAmitydon’taskquestions;theyjustletusdissolveintotheirfaction. 
A pairofDauntlesstraitorsstandbythedoortothedininghal,theirgunsinhand,andIstifen.Itfeelsrealtome,suddenly,thatIam unarmedand 

beingherdedintoabuildingsuroundedbyEruditeandDauntless,andiftheydiscoverme,therewilbenowheretorun.Theywilshootmeonthespot. 
Iconsidermakingabreakforit.ButwherewouldIgothattheycouldnotcatchme?Itrytobreathenormaly.Iam almostpastthem—don’tlook, 

don’tlook.Afewstepsaway—eyesaway,away. 
Susanloopsherarmthroughmine. 

“I’mtelingyouajoke,”shesays,“thatyoufindveryfunny.” 
Icovermyhandwithmymouthandforceagigglethatsoundshigh-pitchedandforeign,butjudgingbythesmileshegivesme,itwasbelievable.We 

hangoneachotherthewayAmitygirlsdo,glancingattheDauntlessandthengigglingagain.Iam amazedbyhow Imanagetodoit,withtheleadenfeelinginside me. 
 

“Thankyou,”Imuteroncewe’reinside. 

“You’rewelcome,”shereplies. 
Tobiassitsacrossfrom meatoneofthelongtables,andSusansitsnexttome.TherestoftheAbnegationspreadthroughouttheroom,andCaleband 

Peterareafewseatsdownfromme. 
Itapmyfingersonmykneesaswewaitforsomethingtohappen.Foralongtimewejustsitthere,andIpretendtobelisteningtoanAmitygirlteling 

astoryonmyleft.ButeverysooftenIlookatTobias,andhelooksbackatme,likewe’repassingfearbackandforthbetweenus. 
FinalyJohannawalksinwithanEruditewoman.Herbrightblueshirtseemstoglow againstherskin,whichisdarkbrown.Shesearchestheroom as 

shespeakstoJohanna.Iholdmybreathashereyesfindme—andthenletitoutwhenshemovesonwithoutamoment’shesitation.Shedidnotrecognizeme. 
Atleast,notyet. 

Someonebangsonatabletop,andtheroomgoesquiet.Thisisit.Thisisthemomentsheeitherhandsusover,ordoesn’t. 
“OurEruditeandDauntlessfriendsarelookingforsomepeople,”Johannasays.“SeveralmembersofAbnegation,threemembersofDauntless,anda 

formerEruditeinitiate.”Shesmiles.“Intheinterestoffulcooperation,Itoldthem thatthepeopletheywerelookingforwere,infact,here,buthavesincemoved 

on.Theywouldlikepermissiontosearchthepremises,whichmeanswehavetovote.Doesanyoneobjecttoasearch?” 
Thetensioninhervoicesuggeststhatifanyonedoesobject,theyshouldkeeptheirmouthshut.Idon’tknow iftheAmitypickuponthatkindofthing, 

butnoonesaysanything.JohannanodstotheEruditewoman. 
“Threeofyoustickaround,”thewomansaystotheDauntlessguardsclusteredbytheentrance.“Therestofyou,searchalthebuildingsandreport 

backifyoufindanything.Go.” 
Thereissomuchtheycouldfind.Thepiecesoftheharddrive.ClothesIforgottothrow out.A suspiciouslackoftrinketsanddecorationsinourliving 

spaces.IfeelmypulsebehindmyeyesasthethreeDauntlesssoldierswhostayedbehindpaceupanddowntherowsoftables. 
Thebackofmynecktinglesasoneofthem walksbehindme,hisfootstepsloudandheavy.Notforthefirsttimeinmylife,I’m gladthatI’m smaland 

plain.Idon’tdrawpeople’seyestome. 
ButTobiasdoes.Hewearshisprideinhisposture,inthewayhiseyesclaim everythingtheylandon.ThatisnotanAmitytrait.Itcanonlybea 

Dauntlessone. 
TheDauntlesswomanwalkingtowardhimlooksathimrightaway.Hereyesnarowasshewalkscloser,andthenstopsdirectlybehindhim. 

Iwishthecolarofhisshirtwerehigher.Iwishhedidn’thavesomanytatoos.Iwish… 
“YourhairispretyshortforanAmity,”shesays. … 

hedidnotcuthishairliketheAbnegation. 

“It’shot,”hesays. 
Theexcusemightworkifheknewhowtodeliverit,buthesaysitwithasnap. 

Shestretchesoutherhandand,withherindexfinger,pulsbackthecolarofhisshirttoseehistatoo. 



 

 

AndTobiasmoves. 
Hegrabsthewoman’swrist,yankingherforwardsoshelosesherbalance.Shehitsherheadagainsttheedgeofthetableandfals.Acrosstheroom,a 

gungoesof,someonescreams,andeveryonedivesunderthetablesorcrouchesnexttothebenches. 
Everyoneexceptme.IsitwhereIwasbeforethegunshotsounded,clutchingtheedgeofthetable.Iknow that’swhereIam,butIdon’tseethe 

cafeteriaanymore.IseethealeyIescapeddownaftermymotherdied.Istareattheguninmyhands,atthesmoothskinbetweenWil’seyebrows. 
A smalsoundgurglesinmythroat.Itwouldhavebeenascream ifmyteethhadnotbeenclampedshut.Theflashofmemoryfades,butIstilcan’t  

move.  
TobiasgrabstheDauntlesswomanbythebackofherneckandwrencheshertoherfeet.Hehasherguninhishand.Heuseshertoshieldhim ashe 

firesoverherrightshoulderattheDauntlesssoldieracrosstheroom. 



 

 

“Tris!”heshouts.“Alitlehelphere?” 

Ipulmyshirtupjustfarenoughtoreachthehandleofthegun,andmyfingersmeetmetal.Itfeelssocoldthatithurtsmyfingertips,butthatcan’tbe; 
it’ssohotinhere.A Dauntlessmanattheendoftheaisleaimshisownrevolveratme.Theblackspotattheendofthebarelgrowsaroundme,andIcanhearmy 

heartbutnothingelse. 
Caleblungesforwardandgrabsmygun.HeholdsitinbothhandsandfiresatthekneesoftheDauntlessmanwhostandsjustfeetawayfromhim. 

TheDauntlessmanscreamsandcolapses,hishandsclutchinghisleg,whichgivesTobiastheopportunitytoshoothim inthehead.Hispainis 
momentary. MyentirebodyistremblingandIcan’tstopit.TobiasstilhastheDauntlesswomanbythethroat,butthistime,heaimshisgunattheEruditewoman. 

“Sayanotherword,”saysTobias,“andI’lshoot.” 
 

TheEruditewoman’smouthisopen,butshedoesn’tspeak. 

“Whoever’swithusshouldstartrunning,”Tobiassays,hisvoicefilingtheroom. 
Alatonce,theAbnegationrisefrom theirplacesundertablesandbenches,andstarttowardthedoor.Calebpulsmeupfrom thebench.Istarttoward  

thedoor.  
ThenIseesomething.A twitch,aflickerofmovement.TheEruditewomanliftsasmalgun,pointsitatamaninayelow shirtinfrontofme.Instinct, 

notpresenceofmind,pushesmeintoadive.Myhandscolidewiththeman,andthebulethitsthewalinsteadofhim,insteadofme. 
“Putthegundown,”saysTobias,pointinghisrevolverattheEruditewoman.“Ihaveverygoodaim,andI’mbetingthatyoudon’t.” Iblinkafew 

timestogettheblurinessoutofmyeyes.Peterstaresbackatme.Ijustsavedhislife.Hedoesnotthankme,andIdon’tacknowledge 
him.  

TheEruditewomandropshergun.TogetherPeterandIwalktowardthedoor.Tobiasfolowsus,walkingbackwardsohecankeephisgunonthe 

Eruditewoman.Atthelastsecondbeforehepassesthroughthethreshold,heslamsthedoorbetweenhimandher. 
Andwealrun. Wesprintdownthecenteraisleoftheorchardinabreathlesspack.Thenightairisheavyasablanketandsmelslikerain.Shoutsfolow 

us.Cardoors 
slam.IrunfasterthanIcanpossiblyrun,likeI’m breathingadrenalineinsteadofair.Thepurofengineschasesmeintothetrees.Tobias’shandclosesaround mine. 
 

Werunthroughacornfieldinalongline.Bythen,thecarshavecaughtuptous.Theheadlightscreepthroughthetalstalks,iluminatingaleafhere, 

anearofcornthere. 
“Splitup!”someoneyels,anditsoundslikeMarcus. 

Wedivideandspreadthroughthefieldlikespilingwater.IgrabCaleb’sarm.IhearSusangaspingbehindCaleb. 

Wecrashovercornstalks.Theheavyleavescutmycheeksandarms.IstarebetweenTobias’sshoulderbladesaswerun.Ihearaheavythumpanda 
scream.Therearescreamseverywhere,tomyleft,tomyright.Gunshots.TheAbnegationaredyingagain,dyingliketheywerewhenIpretendedtobeunderthe 

simulation.AndalI’mdoingisrunning. 
Finalywereachthefence.Tobiasrunsalongit,pushingituntilhefindsahole.HeholdsthechainlinksbacksoCaleb,Susan,andIcancrawl 

through.Beforewestartrunningagain,Istopandlookbackatthecornfieldwejustleft.Iseeheadlightsdistantlyglowing.ButIdon’thearanything. 
“Wherearetheothers?”whispersSusan. 

Isay,“Gone.” 
Susansobs.Tobiaspulsmetohissideroughly,andstartsforward.Myfaceburnswithshalow cutsfrom thecornleaves,butmyeyesaredry.The 

AbnegationdeathsarejustanotherweightIamunabletosetdown. 
Westayawayfrom thedirtroadtheEruditeandDauntlesstooktogettotheAmitycompound,folowingthetraintrackstowardthecity.Thereis 

nowheretohideouthere,notreesorbuildingsthatcanshieldus,butitdoesn’tmater.TheEruditecan’tdrivethroughthefenceanyway,anditwiltakethem a 

whiletoreachthegate. 
“Ihaveto… stop…”saysSusanfromsomewhereinthedarknessbehindme. 

Westop.Susancolapsestotheground,crying,andCalebcrouchesnexttoher.TobiasandIlooktowardthecity,whichisstililuminated,because 
it’snotmidnightyet.Iwanttofeelsomething.Fear,anger,grief.ButIdon’t.AlIfeelistheneedtokeepmoving. 

Tobiasturnstowardme. 
“Whatwasthat,Tris?”hesays.  
“What?”Isay,andIam ashamedofhow weakmyvoicesounds.Idon’tknow whetherhe’stalkingaboutPeterorwhatcamebeforeorsomething  

else.  
“Youfroze!Someonewasabouttokilyouandyoujustsatthere!”Heisyelingnow.“IthoughtIcouldrelyonyouatleasttosaveyourownlife!” 

“Hey!”saysCaleb.“Giveherabreak,alright?” “No,”saysTobias,staringatme.“Shedoesn’tneedabreak.”Hisvoicesoftens.“Whathappened?” 

HestilbelievesthatIamstrong.StrongenoughthatIdon’tneedhissympathy.Iusedtothinkhewasright,butnowIamnotsure.Iclearmythroat. 

“Ipanicked,”Isay.“Itwon’thappenagain.” 
 

Heraisesaneyebrow. 

“Itwon’t,”Isayagain,louderthistime. 
“Okay.”Helooksunconvinced.“Wehavetogetsomewheresafe.They’lregroupandstartlookingforus.” “Youthinktheycarethatmuchaboutus?”Isay. 

“Us,yes,”hesays.“Wewereprobablytheonlyonestheywererealyafter,apartfromMarcus,whoismostlikelydead.” Idon’tknow how Iexpectedhim 

tosayit—withrelief,maybe,becauseMarcus,hisfatherandthemenaceofhislife,isfinalygone.Orwithpainand 
 



 

 

sadness,becausehisfathermighthavebeenkiled,andsometimesgriefdoesn’tmakemuchsense.Buthesaysitlikeit’sjustafact,likethedirectionwe’removing 

orthetimeofday. 
“Tobias…”Istarttosay,butthenIrealizeIdon’tknowwhatcomesafterit. 

“Timetogo,”Tobiassaysoverhisshoulder. 

CalebcoaxesSusantoherfeet.Shemovesonlywiththehelpofhisarmacrossherback,pressingherforward. 

Ididn’trealizeuntilthatmomentthatDauntlessinitiationhadtaughtmeanimportantlesson:howtokeepgoing.  



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
WEDECIDETO folow therailroadtrackstothecity,becausenoneofusisgoodatnavigation.Iwalkfrom tietotie,Tobiasbalancesontherail,wobblingonly 

occasionaly,andCalebandSusanshuflebehindus.Itwitchateveryunidentifiednoise,tensinguntilIrealizeitisjustthewind,orthesqueakofTobias’sshoeson 

therail.Iwishwecouldkeeprunning,butit’safeatthatmylegsareevenmovingatthispoint. 
ThenIhearalowgroanfromtherails. 

Ibenddownandpressmypalmstotherail,closingmyeyestofocusonthefeelingofthemetalbeneathmyhands.Thevibrationfeelslikeasigh 
goingthroughmybody.IstarebetweenSusan’skneesdownthetracksandseenotrainlight,butthatdoesn’tmeananything.Thetraincouldberunningwithno 

hornsandnolampstoannounceitsarival. 
Iseethegleamofasmaltraincar,farawaynowbutapproachingfast. 

“It’scoming,”Isay.ItisaneforttogettomyfeetwhenalIwanttodoissitdown,butIdo,brushingmyhandsonmyjeans.“Ithinkweshouldget 
on.”  

“Evenifit’srunbytheErudite?”saysCaleb. 

“IftheEruditewererunningthetrain,theywouldhavetakenittotheAmitycompoundtolookforus,”Tobiassays.“Ithinkit’sworththerisk.We’l 
beabletohideinthecity.Herewe’rejustwaitingforthemtofindus.” Wealgetofthetracks.CalebgivesSusanstep-by-

stepinstructionsforgetingonamovingtrain,thewayonlyaformerEruditecan.Iwatchthefirst 
carapproach;listentotherhythmicbumpofthecarovertheties,thewhisperofmetalwheelagainstmetalrail. 

Asthefirstcarpassesme,Istarttorun.Iignoretheburninginmylegs.CalebhelpsSusanintoamiddlecarfirst,thenjumpsinhimself.Itakeaquick 
breathandthrow mybodytotheright,slammingintothefloorofthecarwithmylegsdanglingovertheedge.Calebgrabsmyleftarm andpulsmeintherestof 

theway.Tobiasusesthehandletoswinghimselfinafterme. 
Ilookup,andstopbreathing. 

Eyesgliterinthedarkness.Darkshapessitinthecar,morenumerousthanweare. 

Thefactionless. 
 
 
Thewindwhistlesthroughthecar.Everyoneisontheirfeetandarmed—exceptSusanandme,whohavenoweapons.A factionlessmanwithaneyepatchhasa 

gunpointedatTobias.Iwonderhowhegotit. 
Nexttohim,anolderfactionlesswomanholdsaknife—thekindIusedtocutbreadwith.Behindhim,someoneelseholdsalargeplankofwoodwith 

anailstickingoutofit. 
“I’veneverseentheAmityarmedbefore,”thefactionlesswomanwiththeknifesays. 

Thefactionlessmanwiththegunlooksfamiliar.Hewearstateredclothesindiferentcolors—ablackT-shirtwithatornAbnegationjacketoverit, 
bluejeansmendedwithredthread,brownboots.Alfactionclothingisrepresentedinthegroupbeforeme:blackCandorpantspairedwithblackDauntlessshirts, 

yelowdresseswithbluesweatshirtsoverthem.Mostitemsaretornorsmudgedinsomeway,butsomearenot.Freshlystolen,Iimagine. 
“Theyaren’tAmity,”themanwiththegunsays.“They’reDauntless.”  
ThenIrecognizehim:heisEdward,afelow initiatewholeftDauntlessafterPeteratackedhim withabuterknife.Thatiswhyhewearsaneye  

patch.  
Iremembersteadyinghisheadashelayscreamingonthefloor,andcleaningthebloodheleftbehind. 

“Helo,Edward,”Isay. 
Heinclineshisheadtome,butdoesn’tlowerhisgun.“Tris.” “Whateveryouare,”thewomansays,“you’lhavetogetofthistrainifyouwanttostayalive.” 

“Please,”saysSusan,herlipwobbling.Hereyesfilwithtears.“We’vebeenrunning… andtherestofthem aredeadandIdon’t…”Shestartstosob 
 
again.“Idon’tthinkIcankeepgoing,I…” Igetthestrangeurgetohitmyheadagainstthewal.Otherpeople’ssobsmakemeuncomfortable.It’sselfishofme,maybe. 

“We’rerunningfrom theErudite,”saysCaleb.“Ifwegetof,itwilbeeasierforthem tofindus.Sowewouldappreciateitifyouletusrideintothe 
 
citywithyou.” “Yeah?”Edwardtiltshishead.“Whathaveyoueverdoneforus?” 

“Ihelpedyouwhennooneelsewould,”Isay.“Remember?” 

“You,maybe.Buttheothers?”saysEdward.“Notsomuch.” 

Tobiasstepsforward,soEdward’sgunisalmostagainsthisthroat. 
 

“MynameisTobiasEaton,”Tobiassays.“Idon’tthinkyouwanttopushmeofthistrain.” 

Theefectofthenameonthepeopleinthecarisimmediateandbewildering:theylowertheirweapons.Theyexchangemeaningfullooks. 

“Eaton?Realy?”Edwardsays,eyebrowsraised.“Ihavetoadmit,Ididnotseethatcoming.”Heclearshisthroat.“Fine,youcancome.Butwhenwe 
gettothecity,you’vegottocomewithus.” 



 

 

Thenhesmilesalitle.“Weknowsomeonewho’sbeenlookingforyou,TobiasEaton.” 
 
 
TobiasandIsitontheedgeofthecarwithourlegsdanglingovertheedge.  

“Doyouknowwhoitis?” 



 

 

Tobiasnods. 

“Who,then?” 
“It’shardtoexplain,”hesays.“Ihavealottotelyou.” 

Ileanagainsthim. 
“Yeah,”Isay.“SodoI.” 

 
 
Idon’tknow how muchtimepassesbeforetheytelustogetof.Butwhentheydo,weareinthepartofthecitywherethefactionlesslive,aboutamilefrom whereIgrew 

up.IrecognizeeachbuildingwepassasoneIwalkedbyeverytimeImissedthebushomefrom school.Theonewiththebrokenbricks.Theone 

withafalenstreetlightleaningagainstit. 
Westandinthedoorwayofthetraincar,alfourofusinaline.Susanwhimpers. 

“Whatifwegethurt?”shesays. 

Igrabherhand.“We’ljumptogether.Youandme.I’vedonethisadozentimesandnevergothurt.” 

Shenodsandsqueezesmyfingerssohardtheyhurt.  
“Onthree.One,”Isay,“Two.Three.”  
Ijump,andpulherwithme.Myfeetslam intothegroundandcontinueforward,butSusanjustfalstothepavementandrolsontoherside.Aside from 

ascrapedknee,though,sheseemstobealright.Theothersjumpofwithoutdificulty—evenCaleb,whohasonlyjumpedfrom atrainoncebefore,asfaras Iknow. 
 

I’m notsurewhocouldknow Tobiasamongthefactionless.ItcouldbeDrew orMoly,whofailedDauntlessinitiation—buttheydidn’tevenknow 

Tobias’srealname,andbesides,Edwardprobablywouldhavekiledthem bynow,judgingbyhow readyhewastoshootus.Itmustbesomeonefrom 

Abnegation,orfromschool. 
Susanseemstohavecalmeddown.Shewalksonherownnow,nexttoCaleb,andhercheeksaredryingwithnonewtearstowetthem. 

Tobiaswalksbesideme,touchingmyshoulderlightly. 
“It’sbeenawhilesinceIcheckedthatshoulder,”hesays.“Howisit?”  
“Okay.Ibroughtthepainmedicine,luckily,”Isay.I’m gladtotalkaboutsomethinglight—aslightasawoundcanbe,anyway.“Idon’tthinkI’m 

letingithealverywel.Ikeepusingmyarmorlandingonit.” 
“Therewilbeplentyoftimeforhealingoncealthisisover.” 

“Yeah.”Oritwon’tmaterifIheal,Iaddsilently,becauseI’lbedead. 
“Here,”hesays,takingasmalknifefromhisbackpocketandhandingittome.“Justincase.” Iputitinmyownpocket.Ifeelevenmorenervousnow. 

Thefactionlessleadusdownthestreetandleftintoagrimyaleywaythatstinksofgarbage.Ratsscaterinfrontofuswithsqueaksofteror,andIse 
 
onlytheirtails,slippingbetweenmoundsofwaste,emptytrashcans,soggycardboardboxes.IbreathethroughmymouthsoIdon’tthrowup. 

Edwardstopsnexttooneofthecrumblingbrickbuildingsandforcesasteeldooropen.Iwince,halfexpectingtheentirebuildingtofaldownifhe 
pulstoohard.Thewindowsaresothickwithgrimethatalmostnolightpenetratesthem.Wefolow Edwardintoadankroom.Intheflickeringglow ofalantern,I see… 

people. 
Peoplesitingnexttorolsofbedding.Peoplepryingopencansoffood.Peoplesippingbotlesofwater.Andchildren,weavingbetweenthegroupsof 

adults,notconfinedtoaparticularcolorofclothing—factionlesschildren. 
Weareinafactionlessstorehouse,andthefactionless,whoaresupposedtobescatered,isolated,andwithoutcommunity… aretogetherinsideit.Are 

together,likeafaction. 
Idon’tknow whatIexpectedofthem,butIam surprisedbyhow normaltheyseem.Theydon’tfightoneanotheroravoidoneanother.Someofthem 

teljokes,othersspeaktoeachotherquietly.Gradualy,though,theyalseemtorealizethatwearen’tsupposedtobethere. 
“Comeon,”Edwardsays,bendinghisfingertobeckonustowardhim.“She’sbackhere.”  
Staresandsilencegreetusaswefolow Edwarddeeperintothebuildingthatissupposedtobeabandoned.FinalyIcan’tcontainmyquestionsany  

longer.  
“What’sgoingonhere?Whyareyoualtogetherlikethis?” “Youthoughtthey—we—

werealsplitup,”Edwardsaysoverhisshoulder.“Wel,theywere,forawhile.Toohungrytodomuchofanythingexcept 
lookforfood.ButthentheStifsstartedgivingthem food,clothes,tools,everything.Andtheygotstronger,andwaited.TheywerelikethatwhenIfoundthem, 

andtheywelcomedme.” 
Wewalkintoadarkhalway.Ifeelathome,inthedarkandthequietthatarelikethetunnelsinDauntlessheadquarters.Tobias,however,windsa 

loosethreadfrom hisshirtaroundhisfinger,backwardandforward,overandover.Heknowswhowe’remeeting,butIstilhavenoidea.How isitIknow this 

litleabouttheboywhosayshelovesme—theboywhoserealnameispowerfulenoughtokeepusaliveinatraincarfulofenemies? 
Edwardstopsatametaldoorandpoundsonitwithhisfist. 

“Wait,yousaidtheywerewaiting?”saysCaleb.“Whatweretheywaitingfor,exactly?” 

“Fortheworldtofalapart,”Edwardsays.“Andnowithas.” Thedooropens,andasevere-

lookingwomanwithalazyeyestandsinthedoorway.Hersteadyeyescansthefourofus. “Strays?”shesays. 
 

“Nothardly,Therese.”Hejabshisthumboverhisshoulder,atTobias.“Thisone’sTobiasEaton.” 

TheresestaresatTobiasforafewseconds,thennods.“Hecertainlyis.Holdon.” 

Sheshutsthedooragain.Tobiasswalowshard,hisAdam’sapplebobbing. 



 

 

“Youknowwhoshe’sgoingtoget,don’tyou,”saysCalebtoTobias. 

“Caleb,”Tobiassays.“Pleaseshutup.” 

Tomysurprise,mybrothersuppresseshisEruditecuriosity.  
Thedooropensagain,andTheresestepsbacktoletusin.Wewalkintoanoldboilerroomwithmachinerythatemergesfromthedarknesssosuddenly 

Ihititwithmykneesandelbows.Thereseleadsusthroughthemazeofmetaltothebackoftheroom,whereseveralbulbsdanglefromtheceilingoveratable. 
A middle-agedwomanstandsbehindthetable.Shehascurlyblackhairandoliveskin.Herfeaturesarestern,soangulartheyalmostmakeher 

unatractive,butnotquite. 
Tobiasclutchesmyhand.AtthatmomentIrealizethatheandthewomanhavethesamenose—hooked,alitletoobigonherfacebuttherightsizeon 

his.Theyalsohavethesamestrongjaw,distinctchin,spareupperlip,stick-outears.Onlyhereyesarediferent—insteadofblue,theyaresodarktheylookblack. 



 

 

“Evelyn,”hesays,hisvoiceshakingalitle. 

EvelynwasthenameofMarcus’swifeandTobias’smother.MygriponTobias’shandloosens.JustdaysagoIwasrememberingherfuneral.Her 
funeral.Andnowshestandsinfrontofme,hereyescolderthantheeyesofanyAbnegationwomanI’veeverseen. 

“Helo.”Shewalksaroundthetable,surveyinghim.“Youlookolder.” 

“Yes,wel.Thepassageoftimetendstodothattoaperson.” 

Healreadyknewshewasalive.Howlongagodidhefindout? Shesmiles.“Soyou’vefinalycome—” 
 

“Notforthereasonyouthink,”heinteruptsher.“Wewererunningfrom Erudite,andtheonlychanceofescapewehadrequiredmetotelyour 

poorlyarmedlackeysmyname.” 
Shemusthavemadehim angrysomehow.ButIcan’thelpbutthinkthatifIdiscoveredmymotherwasaliveafterthinkingshewasdeadforsolong,I 

wouldneverspeaktoherthewayTobiasspeakstohismothernow,nomaterwhatshehaddone. 
Thetruthofthatthoughtmakesmeache.Ipushitasideandfocusinsteadonwhat’sinfrontofme.OnthetablebehindEvelynisalargemapwith 

markersaloverit.A mapofthecity,obviously,butI’m notsurewhatthemarkersmean.Onthewalbehindherisachalkboardwithachartonit.Ican’tdecipher 

theinformationinthechart;it’swriteninshorthandIdon’tknow. 
“Isee.”Evelyn’ssmileremains,butwithoutitsformertouchofamusement.“Introducemetoyourfelowrefugees,then.” 

Hereyesdriftdowntoourjoinedhands.Tobias’sfingersspringapart.Hegesturestomefirst.“ThisisTrisPrior.Herbrother,Caleb.Andtheirfriend 
SusanBlack.” “Prior,”shesays.“IknowofseveralPriors,butnoneofthemarenamedTris.Beatrice,however…” 

“Wel,”Isay,“IknowofseverallivingEatons,butnoneofthemarenamedEvelyn.” 

“EvelynJohnsonisthenameIprefer.ParticularlyamongapackofAbnegation.” 

“TrisisthenameIprefer,”Ireply.“Andwe’renotAbnegation.Notalofus,anyway.” 

EvelyngivesTobiasalook.“Interestingfriendsyou’vemade.” 
 

“Thosearepopulationcounts?”saysCalebfrom behindme.Hewalksforward,hismouthopen.“And… what?Factionlesssafehouses?”Hepointsto 

thefirstlineonthechart,whichreads7……….GrnHse.“Imean,theseplaces,onthemap?They’resafehouses,likethisone,right?” 
“That’salotofquestions,”saysEvelyn,archinganeyebrow.Irecognizetheexpression.ItbelongstoTobias—asdoesherdistasteforquestions.“For 

securitypurposes,Iwilnotansweranyofthem.Anyway,itistimefordinner.” 
Shegesturestowardthedoor.SusanandCalebstarttowardit,folowedbyme,andTobiasandhismotherarelast.Weworkourwaythroughthemaze 

ofmachineryagain. 
“I’mnotstupid,”shesaysinalowvoice.“Iknowyouwantnothingtodowithme—thoughIstildon’tquiteunderstandwhy—” Tobiassnorts. 

“But,”shesays,“Iwilextendmyinvitationagain.Wecoulduseyourhelphere,andIknowyouarelike-mindedaboutthefactionsystem—” 

“Evelyn,”Tobiassays.“IchoseDauntless.” 
 

“Choicescanbemadeagain.” “WhatmakesyouthinkI’m 

interestedinspendingtimeanywherenearyou?”hedemands.Ihearhisfootstepsstop,andslow downsoIcanhearhow 
sheresponds. 

“BecauseI’myourmother,”shesays,andhervoicealmostbreaksoverthewords,uncharacteristicalyvulnerable.“Becauseyou’remyson.” 
“Yourealydon’tgetit,”hesays.“Youdon’thavethevaguestconceptionofwhatyou’vedonetome.”Hesoundsbreathless.“Idon’twanttojoinup 

withyourlitlebandoffactionless.Iwanttogetoutofhereasquicklyaspossible.” 
“MylitlebandoffactionlessistwicethesizeofDauntless,”saysEvelyn.“Youwoulddoweltotakeitseriously.Itsactionsmaydeterminethefuture 

ofthiscity.” 
Withthat,shewalksaheadofhim,andaheadofme.Herwordsechoinmymind:TwicethesizeofDauntless.Whendidtheybecomesolarge? 

Tobiaslooksatme,eyebrowslowered. 
“Howlonghaveyouknown?”Isay. 

“Aboutayear.”Heslumpsagainstthewalandcloseshiseyes.“ShesentacodedmessagetomeinDauntless,telingmetomeetheratthetrainyard. 
Idid,becauseIwascurious,andthereshewas.Alive.Itwasn’tahappyreunion,asyoucanprobablyguess.” 

“WhydidsheleaveAbnegation?” 
“Shehadanafair.”Heshakeshishead.“Andnowonder,sincemyfather…”Heshakeshisheadagain.“Wel,let’sjustsayMarcuswasn’tanynicer 

toherthanhewastome.” 
“Is… thatwhyyou’reangrywithher?Becauseshewasunfaithfultohim?” 

“No,”hesaystoosternly,hiseyesopening.“No,that’snotwhyI’mangry.” 

Iwalktowardhimasifapproachingawildanimal,eachfootstepcarefulonthecementfloor.“Thenwhy?” 

“Shehadtoleavemyfather,Igetthat,”hesays.“Butdidshethinkoftakingmewithher?” 

Ipursemylips.“Oh.Sheleftyouwithhim.” 

Shelefthimalonewithhisworstnightmare.Nowonderhehatesher. “Yeah.”Hekicksatthefloor.“Shedid.” 
 

Myfingersfindhis,fumbling,andheguidesthem intothespacesbetweenhisown.Iknow that’senoughquestions,fornow,soIletthesilencelinger 

betweenusuntilhedecidestobreakit. 



 

 

“Itseemstome,”hesays,“thatthefactionlessarebeterfriendsthanenemies.” 

“Maybe.Butwhatwouldthecostofthatfriendshipbe?”Isay. 

Heshakeshishead.“Idon’tknow.Butwemaynothaveanyotheroption.” 



 

 

 
 

 
ONEOFTHE factionlessstartedafiresowecouldheatupourfood.Thosewhowanttoeatsitinacirclearoundthelargemetalbowlthatcontainsthefire,first 

heatingthecans,thenpassingoutspoonsandforks,thenpassingcansaroundsoeveryonecanhaveabiteofeverything.Itrynottothinkabouthow manydiseases 

couldspreadthiswayasIdipmyspoonintoacanofsoup. 
Edwarddropstothegroundnexttomeandtakesthecanofsoupfrommyhands. 

“SoyouwerealAbnegation,huh?”Heshovelsseveralnoodlesandapieceofcarotintohismouth,andpassesthecantothewomanonhisleft. 

“Wewere,”Isay.“ButobviouslyTobiasandItransfered,and…”SuddenlyitoccurstomethatIshouldn’ttelanyoneCalebjoinedErudite.“Caleb 
andSusanarestilAbnegation.” 

“Andhe’syourbrother.Caleb,”hesays.“YouditchedyourfamilytobecomeDauntless?” 

“YousoundliketheCandor,”Isayiritably.“Mindkeepingyourjudgmentstoyourself?” 

Thereseleansover.“HewasEruditefirst,actualy.NotCandor.” “Yeah,Iknow,”Isay,“I—” 
 

Sheinteruptsme.“SowasI.Hadtoleave,though.” 

“Whathappened?” 
“Iwasn’tsmartenough.”Sheshrugsandtakesacanofbeansfrom Edward,plungingherspoonintoit.“Ididn’tgetahighenoughscoreonmy 

initiationinteligencetest.Sotheysaid,‘Spendyourentirelifecleaninguptheresearchlabs,orleave.’AndIleft.” 
Shelooksdownandlicksherspoonclean.ItakethebeansfromherandpassthemalongtoTobias,whoisstaringatthefire. 

“AremanyofyoufromErudite?”Isay. 
Thereseshakesherhead.“Mostarefrom Dauntless,actualy.”ShejerksherheadtowardEdward,whoscowls.“ThenErudite,thenCandor,thena 

handfulofAmity.NoonefailsAbnegationinitiation,though,sowehaveveryfew ofthose,exceptforabunchwhosurvivedthesimulationatackandcametous 

forrefuge.” 
“IguessIshouldn’tbesurprisedaboutDauntless,”Isay. “Wel,yeah.You’vegotoneoftheworstinitiations,andthere’sthatwholeold-agething.” 

“Old-agething?”Isay.IglanceatTobias.Heislisteningnow,andhelooksalmostnormalagain,hiseyesthoughtfulanddarkinthefirelight. 

“OncetheDauntlessreachacertainlevelofphysicaldeterioration,”hesays,“theyareaskedtoleave.Inonewayoranother.” 

“What’stheotherway?”Myheartpounds,likeitalreadyknowsananswerIcan’tfacewithoutprompting. 

“Let’sjustsay,”saysTobias,“thatforsome,deathispreferabletofactionlessness.” 

“Thosepeopleareidiots,”saysEdward.“I’dratherbefactionlessthanDauntless.” 

“Howfortunatethatyouendedupwhereyoudid,then,”saysTobiascoldly. 

“Fortunate?”Edwardsnorts.“Yeah.I’msofortunate,withmyoneeyeandal.” 

“Iseemtorecalhearingrumorsthatyouprovokedthatatack,”saysTobias. 

“Whatareyoutalkingabout?”Isay.“Hewaswinning,that’sal,andPeterwasjealous,sohejust…” 

IseethesmirkonEdward’sfaceandstoptalking.MaybeIdon’tknoweverythingaboutwhathappenedduringinitiation. 

“Therewasanincitingincident,”saysEdward.“InwhichPeterdidnotcomeoutthevictor.Butitcertainlydidn’twarantabuterknifetotheeye.” 

“Noargumentshere,”saysTobias.“Ifitmakesyoufeelanybeter,hegotshotinthearmfromafootawayduringthesimulationatack.” 

AnditdoesseemtomakeEdwardfeelbeter,becausehissmirkcarvesadeeperlineintohisface. 
 

“Whodidthat?”hesays.“You?” 

Tobiasshakeshishead.“Trisdid.” 

“Weldone,”Edwardsays. 

Inod,butIfeelalitlesicktobecongratulatedforthat. 

Wel,notthatsick.ItwasPeter,afteral.  
Istareattheflameswrappingaroundthefragmentsofwoodthatfuelthem.Theymoveandshift,likemythoughts.IrememberthefirsttimeIrealizedI 

hadneverseenanelderlyDauntless.AndwhenIrealizedmyfatherwastoooldtoclimbthepathsofthePit.NowIunderstandmoreaboutthatthanI’dliketo. 
“Doyouknowmuchabouthowthingsarerightnow?”TobiasasksEdward.“DidaltheDauntlesssidewithErudite?HasCandordoneanything?” 

“Dauntlessissplitinhalf,”Edwardsays,talkingaroundthefoodinhismouth.“HalfatEruditeheadquarters,halfatCandorheadquarters.What’sleft 
ofAbnegationiswithus.Nothingmuchhashappenedyet.Exceptforwhateverhappenedtoyou,Iguess.” 

Tobiasnods.IfeelalitlerelievedtoknowthathalfoftheDauntless,atleast,arenottraitors. 

Ieatspoonfulafterspoonfuluntilmystomachisful.ThenTobiasgetsussleepingpaletsandblankets,andIfindanemptycornerforustoliedown 
in.Whenhebendsovertountiehisshoes,IseethesymbolofAmityonthesmalofhisback,thebranchescurlingoverhisspine.Whenhestraightens,Istepacros 

theblanketsandputmyarmsaroundhim,brushingthetatoowithmyfingers. 
Tobiascloseshiseyes.ItrustthedwindlingfiretodisguiseusasIrunmyhanduphisback,touchingeachtatoowithoutseeingit.IimagineErudite’s 

staringeye,Candor’sunbalancedscales,Abnegation’sclaspedhands,andtheDauntlessflames.WithmyotherhandIfindthepatchoffiretatooedoverhisrib 

cage.Ifeelhisheavybreathsagainstmycheek. 
“Iwishwewerealone,”hesays. 

“Ialmostalwayswishthat,”Isay. 



 

 

 
 
Idriftoftosleep,cariedbythesoundofdistantconversations.Thesedaysit’seasierformetofalasleepwhenthereisnoisearoundme.Icanfocusonthesound 

insteadofwhateverthoughtswouldcrawlintomyheadinsilence.Noiseandactivityaretherefugesofthebereavedandtheguilty. 
Iwakewhenthefireisjustaglow,andonlyafew ofthefactionlessarestilup.Ittakesmeafew secondstofigureoutwhyIwokeup:Iheard 



 

 

Evelyn’sandTobias’svoices,afewfeetawayfromme.Istaystilandhopetheydon’tdiscoverthatI’mawake. 

“You’lhavetotelmewhat’sgoingonhereifyouexpectmetoconsiderhelpingyou,”hesays.“ThoughI’mstilnotsurewhyyouneedmeatal.” 

IseeEvelyn’sshadowonthewal,flickeringwiththefire.Sheisleanandstrong,justlikeTobias.Herfingerstwistintoherhairasshespeaks. 

“Whatwouldyouliketoknow,exactly?”  
“Telmeaboutthechart.Andthemap.” 

“Yourfriendwascorectinthinkingthatthemapandthechartlistedalofoursafehouses,”shesays.“Hewaswrongaboutthepopulationcounts… 
sortof.Thenumbersdon’tdocumentalthefactionless—onlycertainones.AndI’lbetyoucanguesswhichonesthoseare.” 

“I’mnotinthemoodforguessing.” 
Shesighs.“TheDivergent.We’redocumentingtheDivergent.” 

“Howdoyouknowwhotheyare?” 
“Beforethesimulationatack,partoftheAbnegationaidefortinvolvedtestingthefactionlessforacertaingeneticanomaly,”shesays.“Sometimes 

thattestinginvolvedre-administeringtheaptitudetest.Sometimesitwasmorecomplicatedthanthat.Buttheyexplainedtousthattheysuspectedwemighthavethe 

highestDivergentpopulationofanygroupinthecity.” 
“Idon’tunderstand.Why—” 

“WhywouldthefactionlesshaveahighDivergentpopulation?”Itsoundslikeshe’ssmirking.“Obviouslythosewhocan’tconfinethemselvestoa 
particularwayofthinkingwouldbemostlikelytoleaveafactionorfailitsinitiation,right?” 

“That’snotwhatIwasgoingtoask,”hesays.“IwanttoknowwhyyoucarehowmanyDivergentthereare.” 

“TheEruditearelookingformanpower.TheyfoundittemporarilyinDauntless.Now they’lbelookingformore,andwe’retheobviousplace,unles 
theyfigureoutthatwe’vegotmoreDivergentthananyothergroup.Justincasetheydon’t,Iwanttoknow how manypeoplewe’vegotwhoareresistantto 

simulations.” 
“Fairenough,”hesays,“butwhyweretheAbnegationsoconcernedwithfindingtheDivergent?Itwasn’ttohelpJeanine,wasit?” 

“Ofcoursenot,”shesays.“ButI’m afraidIdon’tknow.TheAbnegationwerereluctanttoprovideinformationthatonlyservestorelievecuriosity. 
Theytoldusasmuchastheybelievedweshouldknow.” 

“Strange,”hemumbles. 
“Perhapsyoushouldaskyourfatheraboutit,”shesays.“Hewastheonewhotoldmeaboutyou.” 

“Aboutme,”saysTobias.“Whataboutme?” 
“ThathesuspectedyouwereDivergent,”shesays.“Hewasalwayswatchingyou.Notingyourbehavior.Hewasveryatentivetoyou.That’swhy… 

that’swhyIthoughtyouwouldbesafewithhim.Saferwithhimthanwithme.” 
Tobiassaysnothing. 

“IseenowthatImusthavebeenwrong.” 

Hestilsaysnothing. “Iwish—”shestarts. 
 

“Don’tyoudaretrytoapologize.”Hisvoiceshakes.“Thisisnotsomethingyoucanbandagewithawordortwoandsomehugging,orsomething.” 

“Okay,”shesays.“Okay.Iwon’t.” 
“Forwhatpurposearethefactionlessuniting?”hesays.“Whatdoyouintendtodo?” 

“WewanttousurpErudite,”shesays.“Oncewegetridofthem,there’snotmuchstoppingusfromcontrolingthegovernmentourselves.” 

“That’swhatyouexpectmetohelpyouwith.Overthrowingonecoruptgovernmentandinstatingsomekindoffactionlesstyranny.”Hesnorts.“Not 
achance.”  

“Wedon’twanttobetyrants,”shesays.“Wewanttoestablishanewsociety.Onewithoutfactions.”  
Mymouthgoesdry.Nofactions?A worldinwhichnooneknowswhotheyareorwheretheyfit?Ican’tevenfathom it.Iimagineonlychaosand  

isolation.  
Tobiasletsoutalaugh.“Right.SohowareyougoingtousurpErudite?” 

“Sometimesdrasticchangerequiresdrasticmeasures.”Evelyn’sshadowliftsashoulder.“Iimagineitwilinvolveahighlevelofdestruction.” 

Ishiverattheword“destruction.”Somewhereinthedarkerpartsofme,Icravedestruction,aslongasitisEruditebeingdestroyed.Buttheword 
cariesnewmeaningforme,nowthatIhaveseenwhatitcanlooklike:gray-clothedbodiesslungacrosscurbsandoversidewalks,Abnegationleadersshotontheir 

frontlawns,nexttotheirmailboxes.IpressmyfaceintothepaletI’msleepingon,sohardithurtsmyforehead,justtoforcethememoryout,out,out. 
“Asforwhyweneedyou,”Evelynsays.“Inordertodothis,wewilneedDauntless’shelp.Theyhavetheweaponsandthecombatexperience.You 

couldbridgethegapbetweenusandthem.” 
“DoyouthinkI’mimportanttotheDauntless?BecauseI’mnot.I’mjustsomeonewhoisn’tafraidofmuch.” “WhatIam 

suggesting,”shesays,“isthatyoubecomeimportant.”Shestands,hershadow stretchingfrom ceilingtofloor.“Iam sureyoucanfinda 
way,ifyouwantto.Thinkaboutit.” 

Shepulsbackhercurlyhairandtiesitinaknot.“Thedoorisalwaysopen.” 
A few minuteslaterheliesnexttomeagain.Idon’twanttoadmitthatIwaseavesdropping,butIwanttotelhim Idon’ttrustEvelyn,orthe 

factionless,oranyonewhospeakssocasualyaboutdemolishinganentirefaction. 
BeforeIcanmusterthecouragetospeak,hisbreathsbecomeeven,andhefalsasleep. 



 

 

IRUNMY handoverthebackofmynecktoliftthehairthatsticksthere.Myentirebodyaches,especialymylegs,whichburnwithlacticacidevenwhenIam not 

moving.AndIdon’tsmelverygood.Ineedtoshower. 
Iwanderdownthehalandintothebathroom.Iam nottheonlypersonwithbathinginmind—agroupofwomenstandatthesinks,halfofthem 

naked,theotherhalfcompletelyunfazedbyit.Ifindafreesinkinthecornerandstickmyheadunderthefaucet,letingcoldwaterspilovermyears. 
“Helo,”Susansays.Iturnmyheadtotheside.Watercoursesdownmycheekandintomynose.Sheiscaryingtwotowels:onewhite,onegray,both 

frayedattheedges. 
“Hi,”Isay. “Ihaveanidea,”shesays.Sheturnsherbacktomeandholdsupatowel,blockingmyview 

oftherestofthebathroom.Isighwithrelief.Privacy.Or 
asmuchofitaspossible. 

Istripquicklyandgrabthebarofsoapnexttothesink. 

“Howareyou?”shesays. 
“I’mfine.”Iknowshe’sonlyaskingbecausefactionrulesdictatethatshedoes.Iwishshewouldjustspeaktomefreely.“Howareyou,Susan?” 

“Beter.TheresetoldmethereisalargegroupofAbnegationrefugeesinoneofthefactionlesssafehouses,”saysSusanasIlathersoapintomyhair. 

“Oh?”Isay.Ishovemyheadunderthefaucetagain,thistimemassagingmyscalpwithmylefthandtogetthesoapout.“Areyougoingtogo?” 

“Yes,”saysSusan.“Unlessyouneedmyhelp.” 

“Thanksfortheofer,butIthinkyourfactionneedsyoumore,”Isay,turningofthefaucet.IwishIdidn’thavetogetdressed.It’stoohotfordenim  
pants.ButIgrabtheothertowelfromtheflooranddrymyselfinahury. 

IputontheredshirtIwaswearingbefore.Idon’twanttoputonsomethingthatdirtyagain,butIhavenootherchoice. 

“Isuspectsomeofthefactionlesswomenhavespareclothes,”saysSusan. 
“You’reprobablyright.Okay,yourturn.” 

IstandwiththetowelasSusanwashesup.Myarmsstarttoacheafterawhile,butsheignoredthepainforme,soI’ldothesameforher.Water 
splashesonmyankleswhenshewashesherhair. “ThisisasituationIneverthoughtwewouldbeintogether,”Isayafterawhile.“Bathingfrom 

thesinkofanabandonedbuilding,ontherunfrom the 
Erudite.”  

“Ithoughtwewouldliveneareachother,”saysSusan.“Gotosocialeventstogether.Haveourkidswalktothebusstoptogether.” 

Ibitemylipatthat.Itismyfault,ofcourse,thatthatwasneverapossibility,becauseIchoseanotherfaction. “I’m 

sory,Ididn’tmeantobringitup,”shesays.“IjustregretthatIdidn’tpaymoreatention.IfIhad,maybeIwouldhaveknownwhatyouwere 
goingthrough.Iactedselfishly.” 

Ilaughalitle.“Susan,there’snothingwrongwiththewayyouacted.” 

“I’mdone,”shesays.“Canyouhandmethattowel?” 
Iclosemyeyesandturnsoshecangrabthetowelfrom myhands.WhenTheresewalksintothebathroom,smoothingherhairintoabraid,Susanasks 

herforspareclothes. 
Bythetimeweleavethebathroom,Iwearjeansandablackshirtthatissolooseuptopthatitslipsofmyshoulders,andSusanwearsbaggyjeansand 

awhiteCandorshirtwithacolar.Shebutonsituptoherthroat.TheAbnegationaremodesttothepointofdiscomfort. 
WhenIenterthelargeroom again,someofthefactionlessarewalkingoutwithbucketsofpaintandpaintbrushes.Iwatchthem untilthedoorcloses 

behindthem. 
“They’regoingtowriteamessagetotheothersafehouses,”saysEvelynfrom behindme.“Ononeofthebilboards.Codesformedoutofpersonal 

information—so-and-so’sfavoritecolor,someoneelse’schildhoodpet.” 
IamnotsurewhyshewouldchoosetotelmesomethingaboutthefactionlesscodesuntilIturnaround.Iseeafamiliarlookinhereyes—itisthesame 

astheoneJeanineworewhenshetoldTobiasshehaddevelopedaserumthatcouldcontrolhim:pride. 
“Clever,”Isay.“Youridea?” “Itwas,actualy.”Sheshrugs,butIamnotfooled.Sheisanythingbutnonchalant.“IwasEruditebeforeIwasAbnegation.” 

“Oh,”Isay.“Guessyoucouldn’tkeepupwithalifeofacademia,then?” 

Shedoesn’ttakethebait.“Somethinglikethat,yes.”Shepauses.“Iimagineyourfatherleftforthesamereason.” 

Ialmostturnawaytoendtheconversation,butherwordscreateakindofpressureinsidemymind,likesheissqueezingmybrainbetweenherhands.I 
 
stare.  

“Youdidn’tknow?”Shefrowns.“I’msory;Iforgotthatfactionmembersrarelydiscusstheiroldfactions.” 

“What?”Isay,myvoicecracking. 
“YourfatherwasborninErudite,”shesays.“HisparentswerefriendswithJeanineMathews’sparents,beforetheydied.YourfatherandJeanine 

usedtoplaytogetheraschildren.Iusedtowatchthempassbooksbackandforthatschool.” 
Iimaginemyfather,agrownman,sitingnexttoJeanine,agrownwoman,atalunchtableinmyoldcafeteria,abookbetweenthem.Theideaisso 

ridiculoustomethatIhalfsnort,halflaugh.Itcan’tbetrue. 
Except. 

Except:Henevertalkedabouthisfamilyorhischildhood. 
Except:HedidnothavethequietdemeanorofsomeonewhogrewupinAbnegation. 

Except:HishatredofEruditewassovehementitmusthavebeenpersonal. 

“I’msory,Beatrice,”Evelynsays.“Ididn’tmeantoreopenclosingwounds.” 

Ifrown.“Yes,youdid.”  
“Whatdoyoumean—” 



 

 

“Listencarefuly,”Isay,loweringmyvoice.IcheckoverhershoulderforTobias,tomakesureheisn’tlisteningin.AlIseeisCalebandSusanonthe 
groundinthecorner,passingajarofpeanutbuterbackandforth.NoTobias. 

“I’mnotstupid,”Isay.“Icanseethatyou’retryingtousehim.AndI’ltelhimso,ifhehasn’tfigureditoutalready.” 

“Mydeargirl,”shesays.“Iamhisfamily.Iampermanent.Youareonlytemporary.” 

“Yeah,”Isay.“Hismomabandonedhim,andhisdadbeathimup.Howcouldhisloyaltynotbewithhisblood,withafamilylikethat?” 



 

 

Iwalkaway,myhandsshaking,andsitdownnexttoCalebonthefloor.Susanisnow acrosstheroom,helpingoneofthefactionlesscleanup.He 

passesmethejarofpeanutbuter.IremembertherowsofpeanutplantsintheAmitygreenhouses.Theygrow peanutsbecausetheyarehighinproteinandfat, 

whichisimportantforthefactionlessinparticular.Iscoopsomeofthepeanutbuteroutwithmyfingersandeatit.  
ShouldItelhim whatEvelynjusttoldme?Idon’twanttomakehim thinkthathehasEruditeinhisblood.Idon’twanttogivehim anyreasonto 

returntothem. 
Idecidetokeepittomyselffornow. 

“Iwantedtotalktoyouaboutsomething,”saysCaleb. 

Inod,stilworkingthepeanutbuteroftheroofofmymouth. 
“SusanwantstogoseetheAbnegation,”hesays.“AndsodoI.Ialsowanttomakesureshe’salright.ButIdon’twanttoleaveyou.” 

“It’sokay,”Isay. 
“Whydon’tyoucomewithus?”heasks.“Abnegationwouldwelcomeyouback;I’msureofit.”  
Soam I—theAbnegationdon’tholdgrudges.ButIam teeteringontheedgeofgrief’smouth,andifIreturnedtomyparents’oldfaction,itwould 

swalowme. 
Ishakemyhead.“IhavetogotoCandorheadquartersandfindoutwhat’sgoingon,”Isay.“I’m goingcrazy,notknowing.”Iforceasmile.“Butyou 

shouldgo.Susanneedsyou.Sheseemsbeter,butshestilneedsyou.” 
“Okay.”Calebnods.“Wel,I’ltrytojoinyousoon.Becareful,though.” 

“Aren’tIalways?” “No,Ithinkthewordforhowyouusualyareis‘reckless.’” 
 

Calebsqueezesmygoodshoulderlightly.Ieatanotherfingertip’sworthofpeanutbuter. Tobiasemergesfrom themen’sbathroom afew 

minuteslater,hisredAmityshirtreplacedbyablackT-shirt,andhisshorthairglisteningwithwater. 
Oureyesmeetacrosstheroom,andIknowit’stimetoleave. 
 
 
Candorheadquartersislargeenoughtocontainanentireworld.Orsoitseemstome. 

Itisawidecementbuildingthatoverlookswhatwasoncetheriver.ThesignsaysMERCISMART—itusedtoread“MerchandiseMart,”butmostpeople 
refertoitastheMercilessMart,becausetheCandoraremerciless,buthonest.Theyseemtohaveembracedthenickname. 

Idon’tknowwhattoexpect,becauseIhaveneverbeeninside.TobiasandIpauseoutsidethedoorsandlookateachother. 

“Herewego,”hesays. 
Ican’tseeanythingbeyondmyreflectionintheglassdoors.Ilooktiredanddirty.Forthefirsttime,itoccurstomethatwedon’thavetodoanything. 

Wecouldholeupwiththefactionlessandlettherestofthemsortthroughthismess.Wecouldbenobodies,safe,together. 
Hestilhasn’ttoldmeabouttheconversationhehadwithhismotherlastnight,andIdon’tthinkhe’sgoingto.Heseemedsodeterminedtogetto 

CandorheadquartersthatIwonderifhe’splanningsomethingwithoutme. 
Idon’tknow whyIwalkthroughthedoors.MaybeIdecidethatwe’vecomethisfar,wemightaswelseewhat’sgoingon.ButIsuspectit’smore thatIknow 

what’strueandwhat’snot.Iam Divergent,soIam notnobody,there’snosuchthingas“safe,”andIhaveotherthingsonmymindthanplayinghouse 

withTobias.Andso,apparently,doeshe. 
Thelobbyislargeandwel-lit,withblackmarblefloorsthatstretchbacktoanelevatorbank.Aringofwhitemarbletilesinthecenteroftheroomform 

thesymbolofCandor:asetofunbalancedscales,meanttosymbolizetheweighingoftruthagainstlies.TheroomiscrawlingwitharmedDauntless. 
ADauntlesssoldierwithanarminaslingapproachesus,gunheldready,barelfixedonTobias. 

“Identifyyourselves,”shesays.Sheisyoung,butnotyoungenoughtoknowTobias. 
Theothersgatherbehindher.Someofthem eyeuswithsuspicion,therestwithcuriosity,butfarstrangerthanbothisthelightIseeinsomeoftheir 

eyes.Recognition.TheymightknowTobias,buthowcouldtheypossiblyrecognizeme? 
“Four,”hesays.Henodstowardme.“AndthisisTris.BothDauntless.” 

TheDauntlesssoldier’seyeswiden,butshedoesnotlowerhergun. 

“Somehelphere?”sheasks.SomeoftheDauntlessstepforward,buttheydoitcautiously,likewe’redangerous. 

“Isthereaproblem?”Tobiassays.  
“Areyouarmed?” 

“OfcourseI’marmed.I’mDauntless,aren’tI?” 
“Standwithyourhandsbehindyourhead.”Shesaysitwildly,likesheexpectsustorefuse.IglanceatTobias.Whyiseveryoneactinglikewe’re 

abouttoatackthem? 
“Wewalkedthroughthefrontdoor,”Isayslowly.“Youthinkwewouldhavedonethatifwewereheretohurtyou?” 

Tobiasdoesn’tlookbackatme.Hejusttoucheshisfingertipstothebackofhishead.Afteramoment,Idothesame.Dauntlesssoldierscrowdaround 
us.Oneofthem patsdownTobias’slegswhiletheothertakestheguntuckedunderhiswaistband.Anotherone,around-facedboywithpinkcheeks,looksatme 

apologeticaly. 
“Ihaveaknifeinmybackpocket.”Isay.“Putyourhandsonme,andIwilmakeyouregretit.” 

Hemumblessomekindofapology.Hisfingerspinchtheknifehandle,carefulnottotouchme. 

“What’sgoingon?”asksTobias. 
Thefirstsoldierexchangeslookswithsomeoftheothers. 



 

 

“I’msory,”shesays.“Butwewereinstructedtoarestyouuponyourarival.” 



 

 

 
THEY SURROUND US,butdon’thandcufus,andwalkustotheelevatorbank.Nomaterhow manytimesIaskwhyweareunderarest,noonesaysanythingor 

evenlooksinmydirection.EventualyIgiveupandstaysilent,likeTobias. 
Wegotothethirdlevel,wheretheytakeustoasmalroom withawhitemarblefloorinsteadofablackone.There’snofurnitureexceptforabench 

alongthebackwal.Everyfactionissupposedtohaveholdingroomsforthosewhomaketrouble,butI’veneverbeeninonebefore. 
Thedoorclosesbehindus,andlocks,andwe’realoneagain. Tobiassitsdownonthebench,hisbrow 

furowed.Ipacebackandforthinfrontofhim.Ifhehadanyideawhywewereinhere,hewouldtelme,so 
Idon’task.Iwalkfivestepsforwardandfivestepsback,fivestepsforwardandfivestepsback,atthesamerhythm,hopingitwilhelpmefiguresomethingout. 

IfEruditedidn’ttakeoverCandor—andEdwardtoldustheydidn’t—whywouldtheCandorarestus?Whatcouldwehavedonetothem? 

IfEruditedidn’ttakeover,theonlyrealcrimeleftissidingwiththem.DidIdoanythingthatcouldhavebeeninterpretedassidingwithErudite?My 
teethdigintomylowerlipsohardIwince.Yes,Idid.IshotWil.IshotanumberofotherDauntless.Theywereunderthesimulation,butmaybeCandordoesn’t 

knowthatordoesn’tthinkit’sagoodenoughreason. 
“Canyoupleasecalmdown?”Tobiassays.“You’remakingmenervous.” 

“Thisismecalmingdown.” 
Heleansforward,restinghiselbowsonhisknees,andstaresbetweenhissneakers.“Thewoundinyourlipbegstodifer.” Isitnexttohim 

andhugmykneestomychestwithonearm,myrightarm hangingatmyside.Foralongtime,hesaysnothing,andmyarm wraps 
tighterandtighteraroundmylegs.Ifeellike,thesmalerIbecome,thesaferIam. 

“Sometimes,”hesays,“Iworythatyoudon’ttrustme.” 

“Itrustyou,”Isay.“OfcourseItrustyou.Whywouldyouthinkotherwise?” 
“Justseemslikethere’ssomethingyou’renottelingme.Itoldyouthings….”Heshakeshishead.“Iwouldneverhavetoldanyoneelse.Something’s 

beengoingonwithyou,though,andyouhaven’ttoldmeyet.” 
“There’sbeenalotgoingon.Youknowthat,”Isay.“Andanyway,whataboutyou?Icouldsaythesamethingtoyou.” 

Hetouchesmycheek,hisfingerspushingintomyhair.IgnoringmyquestionjustlikeIignoredhis. 

“Ifit’sjustaboutyourparents,”hesayssoftly,“telmeandI’lbelieveyou.” 

Hiseyesshouldbewildwithapprehension,givenwhereweare,buttheyarestilanddark.Theytransportmetofamiliarplaces.Safeplaces,where  
confessingthatIshotoneofmybestfriendswouldbeeasy,whereIwouldnotbeafraidofthewaythatTobiaswillookatmewhenhefindsoutwhatIdid. 

Icoverhishandwithmine.“That’salitis,”Isayweakly. 
“Okay,”hesays.Hetoucheshismouthtomine.Guiltclutchesatmystomach.  
Thedooropens.A few peoplefilein—twoCandorwithguns;adark-skinned,olderCandorman;aDauntlesswomanIdon’trecognize.Andthen: 

JackKang,representativeofCandor. 
Bymostfactionstandards,heisayoungleader—onlythirty-nineyearsold.ButbyDauntlessstandards,that’snothing.EricbecameaDauntlessleader 

atseventeen.Butthat’sprobablyoneofthereasonstheotherfactionsdon’ttakeouropinionsordecisionsseriously. 
Jackishandsome,too,withshortblackhairandwarm,slantedeyes,likeTori’s,andhighcheekbones.Despitehisgoodlooks,heisn’tknownfor 

beingcharming,probablybecausehe’sCandor,andtheyseecharm asdeceptive.Idotrusthim toteluswhat’sgoingonwithoutwastingtimeonpleasantries.That 

issomething. 
“Theytoldmeyouseemedconfusedaboutwhyyouwerearested,”hesays.Hisvoiceisdeep,butstrangelyflat,likeitcouldnotcreateanechoeven 

atthebotomofanemptycavern.“Tomethatmeanseitheryou’refalselyaccusedorgoodatpretending.Theonly—” 
“Whatareweaccusedof?”Iinterupthim. 

“Heisaccusedofcrimesagainsthumanity.Youareaccusedofbeinghisaccomplice.” 

“Crimesagainsthumanity?”Tobiasfinalysoundsangry.HegivesJackadisgustedlook.“What?” 

“Wesawvideofootageoftheatack.Youwererunningtheatacksimulation,”saysJack. 

“Howcouldyouhaveseenfootage?Wetookthedata,”saysTobias.  
“Youtookonecopyofthedata.AlthefootageoftheDauntlesscompoundrecordedduringtheatackwasalsosenttoothercomputersthroughoutthe 

city,”saysJack.“Alwesaw wasyourunningthesimulationandhernearlygetingpunchedtodeathbeforeshegaveup.Thenyoustopped,hadaratherabrupt 

lovers’reconciliation,andstoletheharddrivetogether.Onepossiblereasonisbecausethesimulationwasoverandyoudidn’twantustogetourhandsonit.” 
Ialmostlaugh.Mygreatactofheroism,theonlyimportantthingIhaveeverdone,andtheythinkIwasworkingfortheEruditewhenIdidit. 

“Thesimulationdidn’tend,”Isay.“Westoppedit,you—” 
Jackholdsuphishand.“Iam notinterestedinwhatyouhavetosayrightnow.Thetruthwilcomeoutwhenyouarebothinterogatedunderthe 

influenceoftruthserum.” 
Christinatoldmeabouttruthserum once.ShesaidthemostdificultpartofCandorinitiationwasbeinggiventruthserum andansweringpersonal 

questionsinfrontofeveryoneinthefaction.Idon’tneedtosearchmyselfformydeepest,darkestsecretstoknow thattruthserum isthelastthingIwantinmy body. 
 

“Truthserum?”Ishakemyhead.“No.Noway.” 

“There’ssomethingyouhavetohide?”Jacksays,liftingbotheyebrows. 
Iwanttotelhim thatanyonewithanounceofdignitywantstokeepsomethingstoherself,butIdon’twanttoarousehissuspicions.SoIshakemy  

head.  
“Alright,then.”Hecheckshiswatch.“Itisnow noon.Theinterogationwilbeatseven.Don’tbotherpreparingforit.Youcan’twithhold 

informationwhileundertheinfluenceoftruthserum.” 



 

 

Heturnsonhisheelandwalksoutoftheroom. 

“Whatapleasantman,”saysTobias. 
 
 
A groupofarmedDauntlessescortmetothebathroom intheearlyafternoon.Itakemytime,letingmyhandsturnredinthehot-faucetwaterandstaringatmy 



 

 

reflection.WhenIwasinAbnegationandwasn’talowedtolookintomirors,Iusedtothinkthatalotcouldchangeinaperson’sappearanceinthreemonths.But 

itonlytookafewdaystochangemethistime. 
Ilookolder.Maybeit’stheshorthairormaybeit’sjustthatIwearalthathashappenedlikeamask.Eitherway,IalwaysthoughtIwouldbehappy 

whenIstoppedlookinglikeachild.ButalIfeelisalumpinmythroat.Iamnolongerthedaughtermyparentsknew.TheywilneverknowmeasIamnow. 
Iturnawayfromthemirorandshovethedoortothehalwayopenwiththeheelsofmyhands. 

WhentheDauntlessdropmeofattheholdingroom,Ilingerbythedoor.TobiaslookslikehedidwhenIfirstmethim—blackT-shirt,shorthair,stern 
expression.Thesightofhim usedtofilmewithnervousexcitement.IrememberwhenIgrabbedhishandoutsidethetrainingroom,justforafew seconds,and 

whenwesattogetherontherocksnexttothechasm,andIfeelapangoflongingforhowthingsusedtobe. 
“Hungry?”hesays.Heofersmeasandwichfromtheplatenexttohim. 

Itakeitandsitdown,leaningmyheadonhisshoulder.Althat’sleftforustodoiswait,sothat’swhatwedo.Weeatuntilthefoodisgone.Wesit 
untilwegetuncomfortable.Thenweliedownnexttoeachotheronthefloor,shoulderstouching,staringatthesamepatchofwhiteceiling. 

“Whatareyouafraidofsaying?”hesays. 
“Anyofit.Alofit.Idon’twanttoreliveanything.” 

Henods.Iclosemyeyesandpretendtosleep.There’snoclockintheroom,soIcan’tcountdowntheminutesuntiltheinterogation.Timemightas 
welnotexistinthisplace,exceptIfeelitpressingagainstmeasseveno’clockinevitablydrawscloser,pushingmeintothefloortiles. 

MaybetimewouldnotfeelasheavyifIdidn’thavethisguilt—theguiltofknowingthetruthandstufingitdownwherenoonecanseeit,noteven 
Tobias.MaybeIshouldnotbesoafraidofsayinganything,becausehonestywilmakemefeellighter. 

Imustfalasleepeventualy,becauseIjerkawakeatthesoundofthedooropening.A few Dauntlesswalkinaswegettoourfeet,andoneofthem 
saysmyname.Christinashovesherwaypasttheothersandthrowsherarmsaroundme.Herfingersdigintothewoundinmyshoulder,andIcryout. 

“Gotshot,”Isay.“Shoulder.Ow.” 
“OhGod!”Shereleasesme.“Sory,Tris.” 

Shedoesn’tlookliketheChristinaIremember.Herhairisshorter,likeaboy’s,andherskinisgrayishinsteadofawarm brown.Shesmilesatme,but 
thesmiledoesn’ttraveltohereyes,whichstillooktired.Itrytosmileback,butI’m toonervous.Christinawilbethereatmyinterogation.ShewilhearwhatI 

didtoWil.Shewilneverforgiveme. 
UnlessIfighttheserum,swalowthetruth—ifIcan. 

ButisthatrealywhatIwant?Toletitfesterinsidemeforever? 
“Youokay?IheardyouwereheresoIaskedtoescortyou,”shesaysasweleavetheholdingroom.“Iknowyoudidn’tdoit.You’renotatraitor.” 

“I’mfine,”Isay.“Andthankyou.Howareyou?” 
“Oh,I’m…”Hervoicetrailsof,andshebitesherlip.“Didanyonetelyou… Imean,maybenowisn’tthetime,but…” 

“What?Whatisit?” 
“Um… Wildiedintheatack,”shesays. 

Shegivesmeaworiedlook,andanexpectantone.Expectingwhat? 
Oh.Iam notsupposedtoknow thatWilisdead.Icouldpretendtobeemotional,butIprobablywouldn’tdoitconvincingly.It’sbesttoadmitthatI 

alreadyknew.ButIdon’tknowhowtoexplainthatwithouttelinghereverything. 
Ifeelsuddenlysick.AmIrealyevaluatinghowbesttodeceivemyfriend? 

“Iknow,”Isay.“IsawhimonthemonitorswhenIwasinthecontrolroom.I’msory,Christina.” 

“Oh.”Shenods.“Wel,I’m… gladyoualreadyknew.Irealydidn’twanttobreakthenewstoyouinahalway.” 

Ashortlaugh.Aflashofasmile.Neitherofthemliketheyusedtobe.  
Wefileintoanelevator.IcanfeelTobiasstaringatme—heknowsIdidn’tseeWilinthemonitors,andhedidn’tknow thatWilwasdead.Istare 

straightaheadandpretendhiseyesaren’tsetingmeonfire. 
“Don’tworyaboutthetruthserum,”shesays.“It’seasy.Youbarelyknow what’shappeningwhenyou’reunder.It’sonlywhenyouresurfacethat 

youevenknowwhatyousaid.IwentunderwhenIwasakid.It’spretycommonplaceinCandor.” 
TheotherDauntlessintheelevatorgiveeachotherlooks.Innormalcircumstances,someonewouldprobablyreprimandherfordiscussingherold 

faction,butthesearenotnormalcircumstances.AtnoothertimeinChristina’slifewilsheescortherbestfriend,nowasuspectedtraitor,toapublicinterogation. 
“Iseveryoneelsealright?”Isay.“Uriah,Lynn,Marlene?” 

“Alhere,”shesays.“ExceptUriah’sbrother,Zeke,whoiswiththeotherDauntless.” 

“What?”Zeke,whosecuredmystrapsonthezipline,atraitor? 

Theelevatorstopsonthetopfloor,andtheothersfileout. 

“Iknow,”shesays.“Noonesawitcoming.”  
Shetakesmyarm andtugsmetowardthedoors.Wewalkdownablack-marblehalway—itmustbeeasytogetlostinCandorheadquarters,since 

everythinglooksthesame.Wewalkdownanotherhalwayandthroughasetofdoubledoors. 
From theoutside,theMercilessMartisasquatblockwithanarow raisedportioninitscenter.From theinside,thatraisedportionisaholow three-

storyroomwithemptyspacesinthewalsinsteadofwindows.Iseethedarkeningskyaboveme,starless. 
Herethemarblefloorsarewhite,withablackCandorsymbolinthecenteroftheroom,andthewalsarelitwithrowsofdim yelow lights,sothe 

wholeroomglows.Everyvoiceechoes. 
MostofCandorandtheremnantsofDauntlessarealreadygathered.Someofthem sitonthetieredbenchesthatwraparoundtheedgeoftheroom,but 

thereisn’tenoughspaceforeveryone,sotherestarecrowdedaroundtheCandorsymbol.Inthecenterofthesymbol,betweentheunbalancedscales,aretwo 

emptychairs. 



 

 

Tobiasreachesformyhand.Ilacemyfingersinhis. 

OurDauntlessguardsleadustothecenteroftheroom,wherewearegreetedwith,atbest,murmurs,andatworst,jeers.IspotJackKanginthefront 
rowofthetieredbenches. Anold,dark-

skinnedmanstepsforward,ablackboxinhishands. 
“MynameisNiles,”hesays.“Iwilbeyourquestioner.You—”HepointsatTobias.“Youwilbegoingfirst.Soifyouwilpleasestepforward…” 

Tobiassqueezesmyhand,andthenreleasesit,andIstandwithChristinaattheedgeoftheCandorsymbol.Theairintheroom iswarm—moist, 
summerair,sunsetair—butIfeelcold. Nilesopenstheblackbox.Itcontainstwoneedles,oneforTobiasandoneforme.Healsotakesanantisepticwipefrom 

hispocketandofersitto 
Tobias.Wedidn’tbotherwiththatkindofthinginDauntless. 



 

 

“Theinjectionsiteisinyourneck,”Nilessays.  
AlIhear,asTobiasappliesantiseptictohisskin,isthewind.NilesstepsforwardandplungestheneedleintoTobias’sneck,squeezingthecloudy, 

bluishliquidintohisveins.ThelasttimeIsaw someoneinjectTobiaswithsomething,itwasJeanine,putinghim underanew simulation,onethatwasefective 

evenontheDivergent—orsoshebelieved.Ithought,then,thathewaslosttomeforever. 
Ishudder. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
“IWILLASK youaseriesofsimplequestionssothatyoucangrowaccustomedtotheserumasittakesfulefect,”saysNiles.“Now.Whatisyourname?” 

Tobiassitswithslouchedshouldersandaloweredhead,likehisbodyistooheavyforhim.Hescowlsandsquirmsinthechair,andthroughgrited 
teethsays,“Four.” Maybeitisn’tpossibletolieunderthetruthserum,buttoselectwhichversionofthetruthtotel:Fourishisname,butitisnothisname. 

“Thatisanickname,”Nilessays.“Whatisyourrealname?” 
 

“Tobias,”hesays. 

Christinaelbowsme.“Didyouknowthat?” 

Inod. 

“Whatarethenamesofyourparents,Tobias?”  
Tobiasopenshismouthtoanswer,andthenclencheshisjawasiftostopthewordsfromspilingout. 

“Whyisthisrelevant?”Tobiasasks. 

TheCandoraroundmemutertoeachother,someofthemscowling.IraisemyeyebrowatChristina. 
“It’sextremelydificultnottoimmediatelyanswerquestionswhileunderthetruthserum,”shesays.“Itmeanshehasaseriouslystrongwil.And 

somethingtohide.” 
“Maybeitwasn’trelevantbefore,Tobias,”Nilessays,“butitisnowthatyou’veresistedansweringthequestion.Thenamesofyourparents,please.” 

Tobiascloseshiseyes.“EvelynandMarcusEaton.” 

Surnamesarejustanadditionalmeansofidentification,usefulonlytopreventconfusioninoficialrecords.Whenwemary,onespousehastotakethe 
other’ssurname,orbothhavetotakeanewone.Stil,whilewemaycaryournamesfromfamilytofaction,werarelymentionthem. 

ButeveryonerecognizesMarcus’ssurname.Icantelbytheclamorthatrisesintheroom afterTobiasspeaks.TheCandoralknow Marcusisthemost 
influentialgovernmentoficial,andsomeofthem musthavereadthearticleJeaninereleasedabouthiscrueltytowardhisson.Itwasoneoftheonlythingsshesaid 

thatwastrue.AndnoweveryoneknowsthatTobiasisthatson. 
TobiasEatonisapowerfulname. 

Nileswaitsforsilence,thencontinues.“Soyouareafactiontransfer,areyounot?” 

“Yes.” 
“YoutransferedfromAbnegationtoDauntless?” 

“Yes,”snapsTobias.“Isn’tthatobvious?” 
Ibitemylip.Heshouldcalm down;heisgivingawaytoomuch.Themorereluctantheistoansweraquestion,themoredeterminedNileswilbeto 

heartheanswer. 
“Oneofthepurposesofthisinterogationistodetermineyourloyalties,”saysNiles,“soImustask:Whydidyoutransfer?” 

TobiasglaresatNiles,andkeepshismouthshut.Secondspassincompletesilence.Thelongerhetriestoresisttheserum,theharderitseemstobefor 
him:colorfilshischeeks,andhebreathesfaster,heavier.Mychestachesforhim.Thedetailsofhischildhoodshouldstayinsidehim,ifthat’swherehewantsthem 

tobe.Candoriscruelforforcingthemfromhim,fortakingawayhisfreedom. 
“Thisishorible,”IsayhotlytoChristina.“Wrong.” 

“What?”shesays.“It’sasimplequestion.” 

Ishakemyhead.“Youdon’tunderstand.” 

Christinasmilesalitleatme.“Yourealycareabouthim.” 

IamtoobusywatchingTobiastorespond.  



 

 

Nilessays,“I’laskagain.Itisimportantthatweunderstandtheextentofyourloyaltytoyourchosenfaction.SowhydidyoutransfertoDauntless,  
Tobias?”  

“Toprotectmyself,”saysTobias.“Itransferedtoprotectmyself.” 

“Protectyourselffromwhat?” 
“Frommyfather.” Altheconversationsintheroom 

stop,andthesilencetheyleaveintheirwakeisworsethanthemuteringwas.IexpectNilestokeepprobing,buthe 
doesn’t.  

“Thankyouforyourhonesty,”Nilessays.TheCandorrepeatthephraseundertheirbreath.Alaroundmearethewords“Thankyouforyour 

honesty”atdiferentvolumesandpitches,andmyangerbeginstodissolve.Thewhisperedwordsseem towelcomeTobias,toembraceandthendiscardhisdarkest 

secret. 



 

 

It’snotcruelty,maybe,butadesiretounderstand,thatmotivatesthem.Thatdoesn’tmakemeanylessafraidofgoingundertruthserum. 

“Isyouralegiancewithyourcurentfaction,Tobias?”Nilessays. 

“MyalegiancelieswithanyonewhodoesnotsupporttheatackonAbnegation,”hesays. 

“Speakingofwhich,”Nilessays,“Ithinkweshouldfocusonwhathappenedthatday.Whatdoyourememberaboutbeingunderthesimulation?” 

“Iwasnotunderthesimulation,atfirst,”saysTobias.“Itdidn’twork.”  
Nileslaughsalitle.“Whatdoyoumean,itdidn’twork?” 

“OneofthedefiningcharacteristicsoftheDivergentisthattheirmindsareresistanttosimulations,”saysTobias.“AndIam Divergent.Sono,itdidn’t 
work.”  

Moremuters.Christinanudgesmewithherelbow. 

“Areyoutoo?”shesays,closetomyearsoshecanstayquiet.“Isthatwhyyouwereawake?” 
Ilookather.Ihavespentthepastfew monthsafraidoftheword“Divergent,”terifiedthatanyonewoulddiscoverwhatIam.ButIwon’tbeableto 

hideitanymore.Inod. 
It’slikehereyessweltofiltheirsockets;that’showbigtheyget.Ihavetroubleidentifyingherexpression.Isitshock?Fear? Awe? 

 
“Doyouknowwhatitmeans?”Isay. 

“IheardaboutitwhenIwasyoung,”shesaysinareverentwhisper. 

Definitelyawe. 
“Likeitwasafantasystory,”shesays.“‘Therearepeoplewithspecialpowersamongus!’Likethat.” 

“Wel,it’snotafantasy,andit’snotthatbigadeal,”Isay.“It’slikethefearlandscapesimulation—youwereawarewhileyouwereinit,andyou 
couldmanipulateit.Exceptforme,it’slikethatineverysimulation.” 

“ButTris,”shesays,setingherhandonmyelbow.“That’simpossible.” 
Inthecenteroftheroom,Nileshashishandsupandistryingtosilencethecrowd,buttherearetoomanywhispers—somehostile,someterified,and 

someawed,likeChristina’s.FinalyNilesstandsandyels,“Ifyoudon’tquietdown,youwilbeaskedtoleave!” 
Atlasteveryonequietsdown.Nilessits. 

“Now,”hesays.“Whenyousay‘resistanttosimulations,’whatdoyoumean?” 
“Usualy,itmeanswe’reawareduringsimulations,”saysTobias.Heseemstohaveaneasiertimewiththetruthserum whenheanswersfactual 

questionsinsteadofemotionalones.Hedoesn’tsoundlikehe’sunderthetruthserum atalnow,thoughhisslumpedpostureandwanderingeyesindicate 

otherwise.“Buttheatacksimulationwasdiferent,usingadiferentkindofsimulationserum,onewithlong-rangetransmiters.Evidentlythelong-range 

transmitersdidn’tworkontheDivergentatal,becauseIawokeinmyownmindthatmorning.”  
“Yousayyouweren’tunderthesimulationatfirst.Canyouexplainwhatyoumeanbythat?” 

“ImeanthatIwasdiscoveredandbroughttoJeanine,andsheinjectedaversionofthesimulationserum thatspecificalytargetedtheDivergent.Iwas 
awareduringthatsimulation,butitdidn’tdomuchgood.” 

“ThevideofootagefromtheDauntlessheadquartersshowsyourunningthesimulation,”Nilessaysdarkly.“How,exactly,doyouexplainthat?” 

“Whenasimulationisrunning,youreyesstilseeandprocesstheactualworld,butyourbrainnolongercomprehendsthem.Onsomelevel,though, 
yourbrainstilknowswhatyou’reseeingandwhereyouare.Thenatureofthisnew simulationwasthatitrecordedmyemotionalresponsestooutsidestimuli,” 

Tobiassays,closinghiseyesforafew seconds,“andrespondedbyalteringtheappearanceofthatstimuli.Thesimulationmademyenemiesintofriends,myfriends 

intoenemies.IthoughtIwasshutingthesimulationdown.RealyIwasreceivinginstructionsabouthowtokeepitrunning.” 
Christinanodsalongtohiswords.IfeelcalmerwhenIseethatmostofthecrowdisdoingthesamething.Thisisthebenefitofthetruthserum,I 

realize.Tobias’stestimonyisirefutablethisway. 
“Wehaveseenfootageofwhatultimatelyhappenedtoyouinthecontrolroom,”saysNiles,“butitisconfusing.Pleasedescribeittous.” 

“Someoneenteredtheroom,andIthoughtitwasaDauntlesssoldier,tryingtostopmefrom destroyingthesimulation.Iwasfightingher,and…” 
Tobiasscowls,struggling.“… andthenshestopped,andIgotconfused.EvenifIhadbeenawake,Iwouldhavebeenconfused.Whywouldshesurender?Why 

didn’tshejustkilme?” 
Hiseyessearchthecrowduntiltheyfindmyface.Myheartbeatlivesinmythroat;livesinmycheeks. 

“Istildon’tunderstand,”hesayssoftly,“howsheknewthatitwouldwork.” Livesinmyfingertips. 
 

“Ithinkmyconflictedemotionsconfusedthesimulation,”hesays.“AndthenIheardhervoice.Somehow,thatenabledmetofightthesimulation.” 

Myeyesburn.Ihavetriednottothinkofthatmoment,whenIthoughthewaslosttomeandthatIwouldsoonbedead,whenalIwantedwastofeel 
hisheartbeat.Itrynottothinkofitnow;Iblinkthetearsfrommyeyes. 

“Irecognizedher,finaly,”hesays.“Wewentbackintothecontrolroomandstoppedthesimulation.” 

“Whatisthenameofthisperson?” 
“Tris,”hesays.“BeatricePrior,Imean.” 

“Didyouknowherbeforethishappened?” 

“Yes.” 
“Howdidyouknowher?” 

“Iwasherinstructor,”hesays.“Nowwe’retogether.” 
“Ihaveafinalquestion,”Nilessays.“AmongtheCandor,beforeapersonisacceptedintoourcommunity,theyhavetocompletelyexposethemselves. 

Giventhedirecircumstanceswearein,werequirethesameofyou.So,TobiasEaton:whatareyourdeepestregrets?” 
Ilookhimover,fromhisbeat-upsneakerstohislongfingerstohisstraighteyebrows. 



 

 

“Iregret…”Tobiastiltshishead,andsighs.“Iregretmychoice.” 
“Whatchoice?” 

“Dauntless,”hesays.“IwasbornforAbnegation.IwasplanningonleavingDauntless,andbecomingfactionless.ButthenImether,and… Ifeltlike 
maybeIcouldmakesomethingmoreofmydecision.”  

Her.  
Foramoment,it’slikeI’m lookingatadiferentperson,sitinginTobias’sskin,onewhoselifeisnotassimpleasIthought.Hewantedtoleave 

Dauntless,buthestayedbecauseofme.Henevertoldmethat. 
“ChoosingDauntlessinordertoescapemyfatherwasanactofcowardice,”hesays.“Iregretthatcowardice.ItmeansIamnotworthyofmyfaction.I 

wilalwaysregretit.” 



 

 

IexpecttheDauntlesstoletoutindignantshouts,maybetochargethechairandbeathim toapulp.Theyarecapableoffarmoreeraticthingsthan 

that.Buttheydon’t.Theystandinstonysilence,withstonyfaces,staringattheyoungmanwhodidnotbetraythem,butnevertrulyfeltthathebelongedtothem. 
Foramomentwearealsilent.Idon’tknow whostartsthewhisper;itseemstooriginatefrom nothing,tocomefrom noone.Butsomeonewhispers, 

“Thankyouforyourhonesty,”andtherestoftheroomrepeatsit. 
“Thankyouforyourhonesty,”theywhisper. 

Idon’tjoinin. 
Iamtheonlythingthatkepthiminthefactionhewantedtoleave.Iamnotworththat. 

Maybehedeservestoknow. 
 
 
Nilesstandsinthecenteroftheroom withaneedleinhand.Thelightsabovehim makeitshine.Alaroundme,theDauntlessandtheCandorwaitformetostep 

forwardandspilmyentirelifebeforethem. 
Thethoughtoccurstomeagain:MaybeIcanfighttheserum.ButIdon’tknowifIshouldtry.ItmightbebeterforthepeopleIloveifIcomeclean. 

Iwalkstiflytothecenteroftheroom asTobiasleavesit.Aswepasseachother,hetakesmyhandandsqueezesmyfingers.Thenhe’sgone,andit’s 
justmeandNilesandtheneedle.Iwipethesideofmyneckwiththeantiseptic,butwhenhereachesoutwiththeneedle,Ipulback. 

“Iwouldratherdoitmyself,”Isay,holdingoutmyhand.Iwilneverletsomeoneelseinjectmeagain,notafterletingEricinjectmewithatack 
simulationserum aftermyfinaltest.Ican’tchangethecontentsofthesyringejustbydoingitmyself,butatleastthisway,Iam theinstrumentofmyown destruction. 
 

“Doyouknowhow?”hesays,raisingabushyeyebrow. 

“Yes.” 
Nilesofersmethesyringe.Ipositionitovertheveininmyneck,inserttheneedle,andpresstheplunger.Ibarelyfeelthepinch.Iam toochargedwith 

adrenaline. 
Someonecomesforwardwithatrashcan,andItosstheneedlein.Ifeeltheefectsoftheserum immediatelyafterward.Itmakesmybloodfeellike 

leadinmyveins.Ialmostcolapseonmywaytothechair—Nileshastograbmyarmandguidemetowardit. 
Secondslatermybraingoessilent.WhatwasIthinkingabout?Itdoesn’tseem tomater.Nothingmatersexceptthechairbeneathmeandtheman 

sitingacrossfromme. 
“Whatisyourname?”hesays. 

Thesecondheasksthequestion,theanswerpopsoutofmymouth.“BeatricePrior.” 

“ButyougobyTris?” 
“Ido.” 

“Whatarethenamesofyourparents,Tris?” 

“AndrewandNataliePrior.” 

“Youarealsoafactiontransfer,areyounot?”  
“Yes,”Isay,butanew thoughtwhispersatthebackofmymind.Also?Alsoreferstosomeoneelse,andinthiscase,someoneelseisTobias.Ifrown 

asItrytopictureTobias,butitisdificulttoforcetheimageofhim intomymind.NotsodificultthatIcan’tdoit,though.Iseehim,andthenIseeaflashofhim 

sitinginthesamechairI’msitingin. 
“YoucamefromAbnegation?AndchoseDauntless?” 

“Yes,”Isayagain,butthistime,thewordsoundsterse.Idon’tknowwhy,exactly. 

“Whydidyoutransfer?” 
Thatquestionismorecomplicated,butIstilknow theanswer.IwasnotgoodenoughforAbnegationisonthetipofmytongue,butanotherphrase 

replacesit:Iwantedtobefree.Theyarebothtrue.Iwanttosaythem both.IsqueezethearmrestsasItrytorememberwhereIam,whatI’m doing.Iseepeopleal 

aroundme,butIdon’tknowwhythey’rethere. 
Istrain,thewayIusedtostrainwhenIcouldalmostremembertheanswertoatestquestionbutcouldn’tcalittomind.Iusedtoclosemyeyesand 

picturethetextbookpagetheanswerwason.Istruggleforafewseconds,butIcan’tdoit;Ican’tremember. 
“Iwasn’tgoodenoughforAbnegation,”Isay,“andIwantedtobefree.SoIchoseDauntless.” 

“Whyweren’tyougoodenough?” 
“BecauseIwasselfish,”Isay. 

“Youwereselfish?Youaren’tanymore?” 
“OfcourseIam.Mymothersaidthateveryoneisselfish,”Isay,“butIbecamelessselfishinDauntless.IdiscoveredtherewerepeopleIwouldfight 

for.Diefor,even.” 
Theanswersurprisesme—butwhy?Ipinchmylipstogetherforamoment.Becauseit’strue.IfIsayithere,itmustbetrue. 

ThatthoughtgivesmethemissinglinkinthechainofthoughtIwastryingtofind.Iam hereforalie-detectortest.EverythingIsayistrue.Ifeelabead 
ofsweatroldownthebackofmyneck. Lie-

detectortest.Truthserum.Ihavetoremindmyself.Itistooeasytogetlostinhonesty. 

“Tris,wouldyoupleaseteluswhathappenedthedayoftheatack?” 

“Iwokeup,”Isay,“andeveryonewasunderthesimulation.SoIplayedalonguntilIfoundTobias.” 

“WhathappenedafteryouandTobiaswereseparated?”  
“Jeaninetriedtohavemekiled,butmymothersavedme.SheusedtobeDauntless,sosheknew how touseagun.”Mybodyfeelsevenheaviernow, 

butnolongercold.Ifeelsomethingstirinmychest,somethingworsethansadness,worsethanregret. 



 

 

Iknowwhatcomesnext.MymotherdiedandthenIkiledWil;Ishothim;Ikiledhim. 

“ShedistractedtheDauntlesssoldierssoIcouldgetaway,andtheykiledher,”Isay. Someofthem 

ranafterme,andIkiledthem.ButthereareDauntlessinthecrowdaroundme,Dauntless,IkiledsomeoftheDauntless,Ishouldn’t 
talkaboutithere. “Ikeptrunning,”Isay,“And…”AndWilranafterme.AndIkiledhim.No,no.Ifeelsweatnearmyhairline. 

“AndIfoundmybrotherandfather,”Isay,myvoicestrained.“Weformedaplantodestroythesimulation.” 

Theedgeofthearmrestdigsintomypalm.Iwithheldsomeofthetruth.Surelythatcountsasdeception. 

Ifoughttheserum.Andinthatshortmoment,Iwon. 
 

Ishouldfeeltriumphant.InsteadIfeeltheweightofwhatIdidcrushmeagain. 



 

 

“WeinfiltratedtheDauntlesscompound,andmyfatherandIwentuptothecontrolroom.HefoughtofDauntlesssoldiersattheexpenseofhislife,”I 

say.“Imadeittothecontrolroom,andTobiaswasthere.” 
“Tobiassaidyoufoughthim,butthenstopped.Whydidyoudothat?” 

“BecauseIrealizedthatoneofuswouldhavetokiltheother,”Isay,“andIdidn’twanttokilhim.” 

“Yougaveup?” 
“No!”Isnap.Ishakemyhead.“No,notexactly.IrememberedsomethingIhaddoneinmyfearlandscapeinDauntlessinitiation… inasimulation,a 

womandemandedthatIkilmyfamily,andIlethershootmeinstead.Itworkedthen.Ithought…”Ipinchthebridgeofmynose.Myheadisstartingtoacheand 

mycontrolisgoneandmythoughtsrunintowords.“Iwassofrantic,butalIcouldthinkwasthattherewassomethingtoit;therewasastrengthinit.AndI 

couldn’tkilhim,soIhadtotry.”  
Iblinktearsfrommyeyes. 

“Soyouwereneverunderthesimulation?” 
“No.”Ipresstheheelofmyhandstomyeyes,pushingthetearsoutofthemsotheydon’tfalonmycheekswhereeveryonecanseethem. 

“No,”Isayagain.“No,IamDivergent.” 
“Justtoclarify,”saysNiles.“AreyoutelingmethatyouwerealmostmurderedbytheErudite… andthenfoughtyourwayintotheDauntles compound… 

anddestroyedthesimulation?” 
“Yes,”Isay. 

“IthinkIspeakforeveryone,”hesays,“whenIsaythatyouhaveearnedthetitleofDauntless.” 
Shoutsriseupfromtheleftsideoftheroom,andIseeblursoffistspressingintothedarkair.Myfaction,calingtome. 

Butno,they’rewrong,I’mnotbrave,I’mnotbrave,IshotWilandIcan’tadmitit,Ican’tevenadmitit…. 

“BeatricePrior,”saysNiles,“whatareyourdeepestregrets?” 

WhatdoIregret?IdonotregretchoosingDauntlessorleavingAbnegation.Idonotevenregretshootingtheguardsoutsidethecontrolroom,because  
itwassoimportantthatIgetpastthem. 

“Iregret…” 
MyeyesleaveNiles’sfaceanddriftovertheroom,andlandonTobias.Heisexpressionless,hismouthinafirm line,hisstareblank.Hishands, 

crossedoverhischest,clasphisarmssohardhisknucklesarewhite.NexttohimstandsChristina.Mychestsqueezes,andIcan’tbreathe. 
Ihavetotelthem.Ihavetotelthetruth. “Wil,”Isay.Itsoundslikeagasp,likeitwaspuledstraightfrommystomach.Nowthereisnoturningback. 

“IshotWil,”Isay,“whilehewasunderthesimulation.Ikiledhim.Hewasgoingtokilme,butIkiledhim.Myfriend.” 

Wil,withthecreasebetweenhiseyebrows,withgreeneyeslikeceleryandtheabilitytoquotetheDauntlessmanifestofrom memory.Ifeelpaininmy 
 
stomachsointensethatIalmostgroan.Ithurtstorememberhim.Ithurtseverypartofme. 

Andthereissomethingelse,somethingworsethatIdidn’trealizebefore.IwaswilingtodieratherthankilTobias,butthethoughtneveroccuredto 
mewhenitcametoWil.IdecidedtokilWilinafractionofasecond. 

Ifeelbare.Ididn’trealizethatIworemysecretsasarmoruntiltheyweregone,andnoweveryoneseesmeasIrealyam. 

“Thankyouforyourhonesty,”theysay. 
ButChristinaandTobiassaynothing. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
IRISEFROM thechair.Idon’tfeelasdizzyasIdidamomentago;theserum isalreadywearingof.Thecrowdtilts,andIsearchforadoor.Idon’tusualyrunaway 

fromthings,butIwouldrunfromthis. 
Everyonestartstofileoutoftheroom exceptforChristina.ShestandswhereIlefther,herhandsinfiststhatareintheprocessofuncurling.Hereyes 

meetmineandyettheydonot.Tearsswiminhereyesandyetsheisnotcrying. 
“Christina,”Isay,buttheonlywordsIcanthinkof—I’m sorry—soundmorelikeaninsultthananapology.Soryiswhatyouarewhenyoubump 

someonewithyourelbow,whatyouarewhenyouinteruptsomeone.Iammorethansory. 
“Hehadagun,”Isay.“Hewasabouttoshootme.Hewasunderthesimulation.” 



 

 

“Youkiledhim,”shesays.Herwordssoundbiggerthanwordsusualydo,liketheyexpandedinhermouthbeforeshespokethem.Shelooksatme 
asifshedoesn’trecognizemeforafewseconds,thenturnsaway. A youngergirlwiththesameskincolorandthesameheighttakesherhand—

Christina’syoungersister.Isaw heronVisitingDay,athousandyears 
ago.Thetruthserummakesthesightofthemswimbeforeme,orthatcouldbethetearsgatheringinmyeyes. “Youokay?”saysUriah,emergingfrom 

thecrowdtotouchmyshoulder.Ihaven’tseenhim sincebeforethesimulationatack,butIcan’tfinditinme 
togreethim. “Yeah.” 
 

“Hey.”Hesqueezesmyshoulder.“Youdidwhatyouhadtodo,right?Tosaveusfrom beingEruditeslaves.She’lseethateventualy.Whenthegrief  
fades.” 



 

 

Ican’tevenfinditinmetonod.Uriahsmilesatmeandwalksaway.SomeDauntlessbrushagainstmeandtheymurmurwordsthatsoundlike 

gratitude,orcompliments,orreassurance.Othersgivemeawideberth,lookatmewithnarowed,suspiciouseyes. 
Theblack-clothedbodiessmeartogetherinfrontofme.Iamempty.Everythinghasspiledoutofme. 

Tobiasstandsnexttome.Ibracemyselfforhisreaction. 

“Igotourweaponsback,”hesays,oferingmemyknife. 

Ishoveitinmybackpocketwithoutmeetinghiseyes. 

“Wecantalkaboutittomorow,”hesays.Quietly.Quietisdangerous,withTobias.  
“Okay.” 

Heslideshisarmacrossmyshoulders.Myhandfindshiship,andIpulhimagainstme. 

Iholdontightaswewalktowardtheelevatorstogether. 
 
 
Hefindsustwocotsattheendofahalwaysomewhere.Weliewithourheadsinchesapart,notspeaking. WhenI’m surehe’sasleep,Islipoutfrom 

beneaththeblanketsandwalkdownthehalway,pastadozensleepingDauntless.Ifindthedoorthatleads 
tothestairs. AsIclimbstepafterstep,andmymusclesbegintoburn,andmylungsfightforair,IfeelthefirstmomentsofreliefI’veexperiencedindays. 
 

Imaybegoodatrunningonflatground,butwalkingupstairsisanothermater.Imassageaspasm from myhamstringasImarchpastthetwelfth 

floor,andtrytorecoversomeofmylostair.Igrinatthefierceburninmylegs,inmychest.Usingpaintorelievepain.Itdoesn’tmakemuchsense. 
BythetimeIreachtheeighteenthfloor,mylegsfeelliketheyhaveturnedtoliquid.Ishufletowardtheroom whereIwasinterogated.It’sempty 

now,buttheamphitheaterbenchesarestilthere,asisthechairIsatin.Themoonglowsbehindahazeofclouds. 
Isetmyhandsonthebackofthechair.It’splain:wooden,alitlecreaky.How strangethatsomethingsosimplecouldhavebeeninstrumentalinmy 

decisiontoruinoneofmymostimportantrelationships,anddamageanother. 
It’sbadenoughthatIkiledWil,thatIdidn’tthinkfastenoughtocomeupwithanothersolution.Now Ihavetolivewitheveryoneelse’sjudgmentas 

welasmyown,andthefactthatnothing—notevenme—wileverbethesameagain. 
TheCandorsingthepraisesofthetruth,buttheynevertelyouhowmuchitcosts. 

Theedgeofthechairbitesintomypalms.IwassqueezingitharderthanIthought.Istaredownatitforasecondandthenliftit,balancingitlegs-upon 
mygoodshoulder.Isearchtheedgeoftheroom foraladderorastaircasethatwilhelpmeclimb.AlIseearetheamphitheaterbenches,risinghighabovethe floor. 
 

Iwalkuptothehighestbench,andliftthechairabovemyhead.Itjustbarelytouchestheledgebeneathoneofthewindow spaces.Ijump,shovingthe 

chairforward,anditslidesontotheledge.Myshoulderaches—Ishouldn’trealybeusingmyarm—butIhaveotherthingsonmymind. 
Ijump,grabtheledge,andpulmyselfup,myarmsshaking.Iswingmylegupanddragtherestofmybodyontotheledge.WhenI’m up,Iliethere 

foramoment,suckinginairandheavingitbackoutagain. 
Istandontheledge,underthearchofwhatusedtobeawindow,andstareoutatthecity.Thedeadrivercurlsaroundthebuildinganddisappears.The 

bridge,itsredpaintpeeling,stretchesoverthemuck.Acrossitarebuildings,mostofthem empty.Itishardtobelievetherewereeverenoughpeopleinthecityto 

filthem. 
Forasecond,Ialow myselftoreenterthememoryoftheinterogation.Tobias’slackofexpression;hisangerafterward,suppressedforthesakeofmy 

sanity.Christina’semptylook.Thewhispers,“Thankyouforyourhonesty.”EasytosaythatwhenwhatIdiddoesn’tafectthem. 
Igrabthechairandhurlitovertheledge.A faintcryescapesme.Itgrowsintoayel,whichtransformsintoascream,andthenI’m standingonthe 

ledgeoftheMercilessMart,screamingasthechairsailstowardtheground,screaminguntilmythroatburns.Thenthechairhitstheground,shateringlikeabritle 

skeleton.Isitdownontheledge,leaningintothesideofthewindowframe,andclosemyeyes. 
AndthenIthinkofAl. 

IwonderhowlongAlstoodattheledgebeforehepitchedhimselfoverit,intotheDauntlessPit. 
Hemusthavestoodthereforalongtime,makingalistofaltheteriblethingshehaddone—almostkilingmewasoneofthosethings—andanother 

listofalthegood,heroic,bravethingshehadnotdone,andthendecidedthathewastired.Tired,notjustofliving,butofexisting.TiredofbeingAl. 
Iopenmyeyes,andstareatthepiecesofchairIcanfaintlyseeonthepavementbelow.ForthefirsttimeIfeellikeIunderstandAl.Iam tiredofbeing 

Tris.Ihavedonebadthings.Ican’ttakethemback,andtheyarepartofwhoIam.Mostofthetime,theyseemliketheonlythingIam. 
Ileanforward,intotheair,holdingontothesideofthewindow withonehand.Anotherfew inchesandmyweightwouldpulmetotheground.I 

wouldnotbeabletostopit. 
ButIcan’tdoit.Myparentslosttheirlivesoutofloveforme.Losingminefornogoodreasonwouldbeateriblewaytorepaythem forthatsacrifice, 

nomaterwhatI’vedone. 
“Lettheguiltteachyouhowtobehavenexttime,”myfatherwouldsay. 

“Iloveyou.Nomaterwhat,”mymotherwouldsay. 
PartofmewishesIcouldburnthem from mymind,soIwouldneverhavetomournforthem.ButtherestofmeisafraidofwhoIwouldbewithout  

them.  
Myeyesblurywithtears,Ilowermyselfbackintotheinterogationroom. 

 
 
Ireturntomycotearlythatmorning,andTobiasisalreadyawake.Heturnsandwalkstowardtheelevators,andIfolowhim,becauseIknowthat’swhathewants. 



 

 

Westandintheelevator,sidebyside.Ihearringinginmyears. 
Theelevatorsinkstothesecondfloor,andIstarttoshake.Itstartswithmyhands,buttravelstomyarmsandmychest,untillitleshuddersgothrough 

myentirebodyandIhavenowaytostopthem.Westandbetweentheelevators,rightaboveanotherCandorsymbol,theunevenscales.Thesymbolthatisalso 

drawnonthemiddleofhisspine. 
Hedoesn’tlookatmeforalongtime.HestandswithhisarmscrossedandhisheaddownuntilIcan’tstanditanymore,untilIfeellikeImightscream. 

Ishouldsaysomething,butIdon’tknowwhattosay.Ican’tapologize,becauseIonlytoldthetruth,andIcan’tchangethetruthintoalie.Ican’tgiveexcuses. 
“Youdidn’ttelme,”hesays.“Whynot?” 

“BecauseIdidn’t…”Ishakemyhead.“Ididn’tknowhowto.” 

Hescowls.“It’spretyeasy,Tris—” 
“Ohyeah,”Isay,nodding.“It’ssoeasy.AlIhavetodoisgouptoyouandsay,‘Bytheway,IshotWil,andnow guiltisrippingmetoshreds,but 

 


