FIGHTING

FOR SURVIVAL
g INA
TTERED WORLD..

'I'HE TRUTH
1S HER

ONLY HOPE

NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLER

VERONICA ROTH




VERONICA ROTH

edication

ToNelson,
aswortheveryr

Dedication

Epigraph
ChapterOne

ChapterTwo
ChapterThree

ChapterFour
ChapterFive






ChapterEight

ChapterNine

ChapterTen

ChapterThirteen

. W,

ChapterSixteen

ChapterTwenty

ChapterTwenty-

ChapterTwenty-Four

erTwenty-Six

ChapterTwenty-Seven

ChapterTwenty-Eight

ChapterTwenty-Nine

ChapterThirty

ChapterThirty-One

ChapterThirty-Two




ChapterThirty-Three

ChapterThirty-Four

ChapterThirty-Fi




ChapterThirty-Seven

ChapterThirty-Eight

ChapterThirty-Nine

ChapterFo
Chapte
Char

Chag orty-T

ChapterForty-F

ChapterForty-F

ChapterForty-
ChaptérForty : ‘ l ‘

A

igra

Likeawildanimal,thetruthistoopowerfultoremaincaged.
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CHAPTER
ONE



IwAKEWITH hisnameinmymouth.




Mydoing.

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

Anhourago,nothingthathappenedfeltrealtome.Nowitdoes.

Ibreatheout,andthepressureisstilthere.

“Tris,comeon,”Tobiassays,hiseyessearchingmine.“Wehavetojump.”

Itistoodarktoseewhereweare,butifwearegetingof,w iashelpsmetomyfeetandguidesmetowardthe

doorway.
Theothersjumpofonebyo, icksupaswestandattheedgeofthecar
opening,likeahandpushingmebac
Butwelaunchoursel inmyshoulder.Ibitemyliptokeepfrom
cryingout,andsearchformybrot
“Okay?”’Isaywhen afewfeetaway,rubbinghisknee. Henods. iflikehe’sfendingoftears,andlhavetoturnaway.
Welandedinthegr eralyardsawayfrom thewornpaththatthe Amitytruckstra iverfoodtothecity,andthegatethat

letsthemout—thegatethatiscu
“Therearesuppose
ndarenow...”"Hepauses.“Whokno

herightsideofthegateandopensit,revealingakeypad.
ngethlscomblnatlon ”hesaysashetype3|nasenesofnum
clicksopen. i
“IlworkedintheDa
“Howlucky, say
“Luckhasnothing

hatseemsfoolish.
r'sshoulder,keepinghim
If.

sbloodyarm tohischest—thearm thatlshot—andMarc
stable.Calebwipeshischee ndlknowhe’scryingbutldon’tknowhowtocomforthim,o
Insteadltakethe i side,andthoughhedoesnottouchme,hesteadies

Pinpricksoflightarethefirsts
buildings.

clusterofwoodenandglas

Beforewecanrea 3 W intooneanother,
formingakindoftunnel.Darkfr i etearthinmynose.
Whenwegetclose,Me
Heleadsuspastthefirstbu
rough.lhearlaughterthroughanopenwindow. TF
Marcusopensoneofthedoors.lwouldbest
trustandstupidity.
Inthisbuildingtheonlysoundisofoursqueakingshoe n,hewasquietaboutitbefore.
Marcusstopsbeforeanopenroom,whereJohannaReyes, representatlveofAm|ty sits,staringoutthewindow.Irecognizeherbecauseitishardto
forgetJohanna’sface,whetheryou’veseenheronceorathousandtimes.A scarstretchesinathicklinefrom justaboveherrighteyebrow toherlip,renderingher
blindinoneeyeandgivingheralispwhenshetalks.lhaveonlyheardherspeakonce,butlremember.Shewouldhavebeenabeautifulwomanifnotforthat scar.

edarkwood,unpainted,

2nstraddlethelinebetween

“Oh,thankGod, shesayswhensheseesMarcus.Shewalkstowardhimwithherarmsopen.Insteadofembracinghim,shejusttoucheshisshoulders,
likesherememberstheAbnegation’sdistasteforcasualphysicalcontact.

“Theothermembersofyourpartygothereafew hoursago,buttheyweren’tsureifyouhadmadeit,”shesays.Sheisreferingtothegroupof
AbnegationwhowerewithmyfatherandMarcusinthesafehouse.ldidn’teventhinktoworyaboutthem.

ShelooksoverMarcus’sshoulder firstatTobiasandCaleb,thenatme,thenatPeter.

“Ohmy,”shesays,hereyeslingeringonthebloodsoakingPeter’sshirt.“I'lsendforadoctor.lcangrantyoualpermissiontostaythenight,but
tomorow,ourcommunitymustdecidetogether.And”—sheeyesTobiasandme—*theywillikelynotbeenthusiasticaboutaDauntlesspresenceinour
compound.lofcourseaskyoutoturnoveranyweaponsyoumighthave.”

Iwonder,suddenly,howsheknowsthatlamDauntless.lamstilwearingagrayshirt.Myfather’sshirt.

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

Tobiashandsoverhisgun,butwhenlreachbehindmetotakeoutmyownconcealedweapon,hegrabsmyhand,guidingitawayfrom myback.



Thenhelaceshisfingerswithminetocoverupwhathejustdid.

Iknowit’'ssmarttokeeponeofourguns.Butitwouldhavebeenarelieftohanditover.

“MynameisJohannaReyes, shesays,extendingherhandtome,andthenTobias.A Dauntlessgreeting.lam impressedbyherawarenessofthe
customsofotherfactions.lalwaysforgethowconsideratetheAmityareuntillseeitformyself.

“ThisisT—"Marcusstarts,butTobiasinteruptshim.

“MynameisFour,”hesays.“ThisisTris,Caleb,andPeter.”

A few daysago,“Tobias”wasanameonlylknew,amo
Irememberwhyhehidthatnamefromthewor i

“Welcometothe Amityco

imselfthathegaveme.OutsideDauntlessheadquarters,



Wedoletthem.AnAmitynursegivesmeasalve—developedbyEruditetospeedhealing—toputonmyshoulder,andthenescortsPetertothehospitalwardto
mendhisarm.Johannatakesustothecafeteria,wherewefindsomeoftheAbnegationwhowereinthesafehousewith Calebandmyfather.Susanisthere,and
someofouroldneighbors,androwsofwoodentablesaslongastheroomitself. Theygreetus—especialyMarcus—withheld-intearsandsuppressedsmiles.
IclingtoTobias’sarm.Isagundertheweightofthemembersofmyparents’faction,theirlives,theirtears.
OneoftheAbnegationputsacupofsteamingliquidundermynoseandsays,“Drinkthis.ltwilhelpyousleepasithelpedsomeoftheotherssleep.
Nodreams.”
Theliquidispink-red,likestrawberies.Igrabthecupanddrinki heheatfrom theliguidmakesmefeellikelam fulof
somethingagain.Andasldrainthelastdrops halway,toaroomwithabedinit. Thatisal.

CHAPTER
TWO

loPENMY  eyes,terified,myh i Y i tlessheadquarters.lam  ina
bedinAmityheadquarters,an i

Ishift,andwince

Foramomentls i i y?—andlalmost
screamhisname.
Thenhe’sgone.

Igetoutofbedan
outofsightandnolongerpre
Now th i ootingpainsofmyshoulderare
intense.lam wearingt i oveditrightbeforelfelasleep.
Onitisthesimulationdatath utlcan’tleaveithere,
solgrabitandwedgeitbetwe tcontainstheonlyrecordofmy
parents’deaths,sol’'lsetlefork
Someoneknockso
“Comein,”Isay.

Thedooropens,andTobiasstep
hisblackone,probablyborowedfrom
makestheblueinhiseyeslighter.

“TheAmityaremeetinginahalfhour.”"Hequirkshi

Ishakemyhead.“NeverthoughtmyfatewouldbeinthehandsofabunchofAmity.”

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

“Thanks.”Isqueezethedropperintothebackofmythroat. Themedicinetasteslikeoldlemon.

Hehooksathumbinoneofhisbeltloopsandsays,‘Howareyou,Beatrice?”

“DidyoujustcalmeBeatrice?”

“Thoughtlwouldgiveitatry.”"Hesmiles.“Notgood?”

“Maybeonspecialoccasionsonly.Initiationdays,ChoosingDays. ..”Ipause.lwasabouttoratleofafew moreholidays,butonlytheAbnegation
celebratethem.TheDauntlesshaveholidaysoftheirown,lassume,butidon’tknow whattheyare.Andanyway,theideathatwewouldcelebrateanythingright
nowissoludicrousldon’tcontinue.

“It' sadeal.”Hissmilefades.“Howareyou, Tris?”

It' snotastrangequestion,afterwhatwe’vebeenthrough,butltenseupwhenheasksit,woriedthathe’lsomehow seeintomymind.lhaven’ttold
himaboutWilyet.lwantto,butldon’tknowhow.Justthethoughtofsayingthewordsoutloudmakesmefeelsoheavylcouldbreakthroughthefloorboards. “I'm

...”Ishakemyheadafew times.“Idon’tknow,Four.I'm awake.l...”lam stilshakingmyhead.Heslideshishandovermycheek,onefinger
anchoredbehindmyear.Thenhetiltshisheaddownandkissesme,sendingawarm achethroughmybody.lwrapmyhandsaroundhisarm,holdinghim thereas
longaslcan.Whenhetouchesme,theholowed-outfeelinginmychestandstomachisnotasnoticeable.

sburyit.Onceitis

darkredT-shirtinsteadof
againstthedoorframe,Iseethatit

”



Idon’thavetotelhim.Icanjusttrytoforget—hecanhelpmeforget.

“Iknow,”hesays."“Sory.Ishouldn’thaveasked.”

Foramomentallcanthinkis,Howcouldyoupossiblyknow?Butsomethingabouthisexpressionremindsmethathedoesknow somethingabout
loss.Helosthismotherwhenhewasyoung.ldon’trememberhowshedied,justthatweatendedherfuneral.

Suddenlylrememberhim clutchingthecurtainsinhislivingroom,aboutnineyearsold,wearinggray,hisdarkeyesshut. Theimageisfleeting,andit
couldbemyimagination,notamemory.

Hereleasesme.“I'lletyougetready.”




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

Thestream ofwateriscold,solwouldn’twanttheextraminuteseveniflcouldhavethem.lwashquicklywithmylefthand,leavingmyrighthand
hangingatmyside.ThepainmedicineTobiasgavemeworkedfast—thepaininmyshoulderhasalreadyfadedtoadulthrob.
Whenlgetoutoftheshower,astackofclotheswaitsonmybed.ltcontainssomeyelow andred,from theAmity,andsomegray,from the

Abnegation,colorslrarelyseesidebyside.lflhadtoguess,lwouldsaythatoneoftheAbnegationputthestackthereforme.lt'ssomethingtheywouldthinkto do.

Ipulonapairofdarkredpantsmad i imes—andagrayAbnegationshirtthatistoobigforme.The
sleevescomedowntomyfingertips,an

lopenthedoorforher
Abnegationleader,didn’tsurviv
“'msorytheclothe ewecanfindsomebeteronesfo
“They’refine,”Isay
“Iheardyouweres
lamabouttorefuse,
“Yes,thankyou.”
Isitdownonastoolin

ignofwhatshehaslost—herfather,an

Abnegationsafehousetostopthesi ion. nsethatiflweretowhitleherdowntohercore,shewould
“HaveyouseenRol ther,Robert,choseAmitywhenlchoseDauntless,soheis
reunionwilbeanythinglikeCal
“Briefly,lastnight,’
Ihearafinalityinhe
“It sashamethish
“Idon’tknow.”Sus

Shenodsandkee ing. hattheAbnegationleaders—includingmyfather—wer ; butmarvelatSusan’s
assumptionthatwhateverthe erful.lwishlcouldbelievethatofpeopleagain.
Ifleverdid.
“TheDauntless t?”shesays.
“Sometimes,”|
Soherdeftfinge iri i efinishes.lthankher
whenshe’sdone,andshelea
Ikeepstaring,bu i helastmorningl
spentwithher.Myeyeswetwitl ind. idthatiflstarttosob, lwilnever
stopuntillshriveluplikearaisin.
Iseeasewingkitonthedre
aslundothebraidinmyhairandco
overthehairbymychin.
Howcanllookthesame,whenshe’sgoneand
Icutinasstraightalineaslcan,usingmyjaw asagu
insteadofsight.Locksofblondhairsuroundmeonthefloorinasemicircle.
lleavetheroomwithoutlookingatmyreflectionagain.

WhenTobiasandCalebcometogetmelater,theystareatmelikelamnotthepersontheyknewyesterday.

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

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

“Fairenough.”

Wewalkdownthehalwaytogether. Thefloorboardscreakbeneathourfeet.ImissthewaymyfootstepsechoedintheDauntlesscompound;Iimis
thecoolundergroundair.Butmostlylmissthefearsofthepastfewweeks,renderedsmalbymyfearsnow.

Weexitthebuilding. Theoutsideairpressesaroundmelikeapilow meanttosufocateme.ltsmelsgreen,thewayaleafdoeswhenyoutearitin
half.

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

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

“ldon’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 thehotairaroun atfadesfrom mymindwhenthecrowdbeforemethins




andlseetherestoftheroom. Initscentergrowsahugetree.ltsbranchesarespreadovermostofthegreenhouse,anditsrootsbubbleupfrom
theground,formingadensewebof
bark.Inthespacesbetweentheroots,|seenotdirtbutwater,andmetalrodsholdingtherootsinplace.lshouldnotbesurprised—the Amityspendtheirlives
accomplishingfeatsofagriculturelikethisone,withthehelpofEruditetechnology.
StandingonaclusterofrootsisJohannaReyes, herhalrfal|ngoverthescaredhalfofherface llearnedinFactionHistorythatthe Amityrecognize
nooficialleader—theyvoteoneverything,andtheresultisusualyclos partsofasinglemind,andJohannaistheir mouthpiece.

TheAmitysitonthefloor,m hetreerootstome.TheAbnegationsitintight

rowsafewyardstomyleft.Myeyess
Iswalow hard, emeetingspace,behindtheAbnegation.Beforewe

sitdown,heputshismouthnextt
Ifindasmalsmileto enlsitdown,myarmagainsthis. ndsandbowsherhead.Alconversationintheroom
ceasesbeforelca . IaroundmetheAmltysmn

silence,somewiththeireyesclo i ‘thear,somestaringatapointfaraw.

uestion,”shesays, “whichis:How

peace?”
tohimorherandstartstalking.
eminutesofchaterwearon.
says.“Theycareaboutagreement.Watch.”
feetawayriseandjoinatrioofmenA youngmanshi

groupnexttohim.Alaroundthe eweran
hearpiecesofwhattheysay:“P Invo
“Thisisbizare,”ls
“Ithinkit' sbeautif .
Igivehimalook.
“What?”Helaug equa gov

kind.Ithinkthat'sbeautiful.”
“Ithinkit'sunsus . orksfortheAmity.Butwhathappenswhennoteveryone josandgrow crops?What
happenswhensomeonedo talkingaboutitcan’tsolvetheproblem?”
Heshrugs.“Igu
Eventualysom tsofthebigtree.lexpect them
toaddresstherestofus,buti gthatlwilnever
knowwhatthey’resaying.
“They’renotgoi
“Idoubtit,”"hesays
Wearedonefor.
Wheneveryonehassali heysitdownagain,leavingJohannaaloneinthec erbodytowardusand
foldsherhandsinfrontofher.Wherewilwego ustoleave?Backintothecity,wherenothi
“Ourfactionhashadacloserelationshipwi
cooperatedwitheachother,”saysJohanna.“Butwehave
handoffriendshipwhenithasforsolongbeenextended.”
Hervoiceishoney-sweet,andmoveslikehoneytoo,slowandcareful.lwipethesweatfrommyhairlinewiththebackofmyhand.
“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.”

clebecomesalargeonewiththe
reareonlythreeorfour.lcanonly

em care;itmakesthem

e,andwehavealways
hinkitisrighttorevokethe

HerstaredriftstoTobiasandme,andstaysthere. “Youarewelcometostayhereifandonlyifyoucanabidebyourrules,”shesays.“Thatisourdecision.”
Ithinkofthegunlhidundermymatress,andthetensionbetweenmeandPeter,andTobiasandMarcus,andmymouthfeelsdry.lam notgoodat

avoidingconflict.
“Wewon’tbeabletostaylong,”lsayto Tobiasundermybreath.
Amomentago,hewasstilfaintlysmiling.Nowthecornersofhismouthhavedisappearedintoafrown.“No,wewon’t.”



CHAPTER
THREE

THATEVENING Ireturntomyroom andslidemyhandbeneathmymatresstomakesurethegunisstilthere.Myfingersbrushoverthetrigger,andmythroat
tightenslikelamhavinganalergicreaction.lwithdrawmyhandandkneelontheedgeofthebed,takinghardswalowsofairuntilthefeelingsubsides.
Whatiswrongwithyou?Ishakemyhead.Pulittogether.
Andthatiswhatitfeelslike:pulingthediferentpartsofmeupandinlikeashoelace.Ifeelsufocated,butatleastlfeelstrong.
Iseeaflickerofmovementinmyperiphery,andlookoutthewindow thatfacestheappleorchard.JohannaReyesandMarcusEatonwalksideby
side,pausingattheherbgardentopluckmintleavesfromtheirstems.lamouto aluatewhylwanttofolowthem.
Isprintthroughthebuildingsothatidon’ |.lwalkaroundthefarsideofthegreenhouseand,
afterlseeJohannaandMarcusdisappeatri wilhidemeifeitherofthemlooksback.
“... beenconfusedabouti edplanningit,andacted,orwasthereaninciting
incidentofsomekind?”
IseeMarcus’sfacet
“Isupposewe’lnev rgoodeyebrow.“Wilwe?

Johannaplaceshe i elooksonlyatMarcus.Isinkintoa
crouchandcrawltowardoneoft
“Butyoudoknow,”s
thetruthfromme.”

whensomeoneiskeeping

IflwereJohanna,l i mmentlikethat,butshesayskindly,“Myfactiondepen metoadvisethem,andifyouknow
informationthiscrucial,itisimp sothatlcanshareitwiththem.I’'msureyoucanunderstandt
“Thereisareasonyi hingslknow.A longtimeago,theAbnegationwereentruste
Marcus.“Jeanineatackedusto! |,shewildestroyi tis ntelyou.”
“Butsurely—"
“No,”Marcuscuts “Thisi i i iscityri theirlivestoprotectit
fromJeanineanddied,andlwi izei i i ity. isqui sodarknow

Icanbarelyseem

einformation,”says

loudly.

“'msory,’saysJ nesomethingtomakeyoubelievelamnottrustworthy.”
“Thelasttimeltr i tativewiththisinformation,almyfriendsweremurdered,” nyoneanymore.”
Ican’thelpit—II oticethemovement.
Theyareclosetogether,but chesMarcus’sarm again,
thistimewithalightcaress.
“Inordertohav
Marcus,evenwhenyoudidn
Sheleansinand d,andstartstowardthe

aysbeenyourfriend,

compound.
Therevelationsoft z i kedthem tosteal
information—informationonlythe
Thenthebuzzingstopsasire ethingelseMarcussaid:Mostoftheleaderso soneofthoseleadersmy
father?
Ihavetoknow.lhavetofindoutwhatcouldpo

IpausebeforeknockingonTobias’sdoor,andlistentowhat’sgoingoninside.
“No,notlikethat,”Tobiassaysthroughlaughter.
“Whatdoyoumean,‘notlikethat ?limitatedyouperfectly.”"ThesecondvoicebelongstoCaleb.
“Youdidnot.”
“Wel,doitagain,then.”
IpushopenthedoorjustasTobias,whoissitingonthefloorwithonelegstretchedout,hurlsabuterknifeattheoppositewal.ltsticks,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.Canlaskwhyyou'rethrowingknivesatcheese?”
Tobias’seyescatchmineontheword“Four.”Calebdoesn’tknowthatTobiaswearshisexcelencealthetimeinhisownnickname.
“Calebcamebytodiscusssomething,”Tobiassays,leaninghisheadagainstthewalashelooksatme.“Andknife-throwingjustcameupsomehow.”
“Asitsooftendoes,”Isay,asmalsmileinchingitswayacrossmyface. Helookssorelaxed,hisheadback,hisarm



slungoverhisknee.Westareateachotherforafew moresecondsthanissocialyacceptable.Calebclears
histhroat.

“Anyway,lshouldbegetingbacktomyroom,”Calebsays,lookingfrom Tobiastomeandbackagain.“I'm readingthisbookaboutthewater-
filtrationsystems.Thekidwhogaveittomelookedatmelikelwascrazyforwantingtoreadit.lthinkit' ssupposedtobearepairmanual,butit'sfascinating.”He

CLC




pauses.“Sory.Youprobablythinkl’'mcrazytoo.”
“Notatal,”Tobiassayswithmocksincerity.“Maybeyoushouldreadthatrepairmanualtoo, Tris.ltsoundslikesomethingyoumightlike.”
“Icanloanittoyou,”Calebsays.
“Maybelater,”Isay.WhenCalebclosesthedoorbehindhim,lgive Tobiasadirtylook.

“Thanksforthat,”Isay.“Now he’sgoingtotalkmyearofaboutwaterfiltrationandhow itworks.Thoughlguessimightpreferthattowhathe
wantstotalktomeabout.”

“Oh?Andwhat’sthat?”Tobiasquirkshiseyebrows.*
“Aqua-what?”

“It' soneofthewaystheygr
“You'reright,Idon’t,”ls
“You,”hesays.“Ithin
Hegetsup.
“Whatdidyoutelhi
Hecomestoward
“Itoldhimhowweg
Ifeelwarmeverywh
Idon’trememberwh
Andldon’tcare.

Iwrapmyuninjureda i againstme.Myfingersfindthehem ofhisT-shirt,al
smalofhisback.Hefeelssostro

idebeneathit,spreadingwideoverthe

Hekissesmeagai insi me,hishandssqueezingmywaist.Hisbreaths,mybreaths,

Hepulsback,justa i m n’tlethimget

“Thisisn’twhatyo y

“No.”

“Whatdidyoucorr ?

“Whocares?”

Ipushmyfingers ishai awhismouthtomineagain.Hedoe t,bu e

“Okay,okay.”Icl hereforsomethingimportant:totelhimtheconversationl

Wesitsidebysid tartfrom thebeginning.ltelhim how IfolowedMarcusandJohannaint ard.ltelhim Johanna's
questionaboutthetimingoft S .Hedoesnotlook

shockedorcurious.Instead
“Wel,whatdoyt
“Ithink,”hesays
Thatwasnotthe
“So... what?Yol
thatJeaninewante 2
builduphisownegobymakingJohe somethingshewantsandhewo
“Idon’t..."lfrown.“ldon’t .Hedidn’tsoundlikehewaslying.”
“Youdon’tknowhimlikeldo.Heisanexce iar.”
Heisright—Idon’tknowMarcus,andcertai
“Maybeyou’reright,”lsay, “butshouldn’twefi
“Ithinkit'smoreimportantthatwedealwiththesitu city.Findoutwhat’'sgoingonthere.Findawayto
takeEruditedown.ThenmaybewecanfindoutwhatMarcuswastalkingabout, afterth|S|saIresoIved Okay?” Inod.Itsoundslikeagoodplan—
asmartplan.Butldon’tbelievehim—Idon’tbelieveit'smoreimportanttomoveforwardthantofindoutthetruth.

WhenlfoundoutthatlwasDivergent... whenlfoundoutthatEruditewouldatackAbnegation... thoserevelationschangedeverything. Thetruthhasawayof
changingaperson’splans.

earesoclosethereisno
diference.

,“Tris,”againstmycheek.

rustmyinstincts.

Butitisdificulttopersuade Tobiastodosomethinghedoesn’twanttodo,andevenmoredificulttojustifymyfeelingswithnoevidenceexceptmy
intuition.

Solagree.Butldonotchangemymind.

CHAPTER
FOUR



“BIOTECHNOLOGYHASBEEN aroundforalon
likeheusedtowhenwewerelitle.

crustofhistoast—heatethemiddlefirst,just



Hesitsacrossfrom meinthecafeteria,atthetableclosesttothewindows.Carvedintothewoodalongthetable’sedgearetheleters“D”and“T”
linkedtogetherbyaheart,sosmallalmostdidn’tseethem.lrunmyfingersoverthecarvingasCalebspeaks.

“ButEruditescientistsdevelopedthishighlyefectivemineralsolutionawhileback.ltwasbeterfortheplantsthandirt,”hesays.“It'sanearlier
versionofthatsalvetheyputonyourshoulder—itacceleratesthegrowthofnewcels.”

Hiseyesarewildwithnew information.NotaltheEruditearepowerhungryanddevoidofconscience,liketheirleader,JeanineMathews.Someof
themarelikeCaleb:fascinatedbyeverything, d|ssat|sf|eduntlltheyflndouth0W|tworks

Irestmychinonmyhandandsmilealitleathim.Hese hasfoundsomethingtodistracthimfromhisgrief.

“SoEruditeandAmityworktogethe

“MorecloselythanErudite Historybook?Itcaledthem the‘essential factions'—
withoutthem,wewouldbeincapable enrichingfactions.’AndoneofErudite’smissionsasa
factionwastobecomeboth—esse

ltdoesn’tsitwelwith [ uo al—withoutthem,therewouldbeineficientfarming,
insuficientmedicaltreatments,
Ibitemyapple. “Yo

.Theyhavetheirownsourceof

oodsources....They’reindependent.”

“Independent,’Isay,
Itisnice,from what ]
othertables,theirclothesbrightagai i skin.Onmetheyelowlooksdul.

“SoltakeitAmitywasn’ actionsyouhadanaptitudefor,”hesays,grinning. “No.”Thegrou
usburstsintolaug i i tdownto
itdown,alright?It'snotsometh 5t
“Sory,”hesays,le 3 ieter.“Sowhat they?

Ifeelmyselftensi

“Tris,”hesays,"I .
Hisgreeneyesn He’s emb rudi tiongrayshirtandtheir
trademarkshorthaircut.Hel i monthsago,whenwewerelivingacrossthehalfrom consideringswitchingfactions
butnotbraveenoughtotelon imenoughtotelhimwasamistakeldonotwanttomakeag

“ i dite.”

“Yes.Why?”
“Itjustseemslik
lotaboutthewayit'sdesigne
that'spossible.”
“Wel,thetestadmi ssothats rudite—except
Eruditewasn’truledout.”
Calebpropshischinona overide,”hesays.“lwonderhow yourtestadmini

simulation,solknow a
I'm  notevensurehow

snotsomethingthey’re

taught.”
Ifrown.Toriwasatatooartistandanaptitud

computers,itwasonlyasahobby,andldoubtthatacomput .
Thensomethingfromoneofmyconversationswit erredfromErudite.

estprogram?Ifshewasgoodwith

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

aboutyourbrainchemistry?Oranatomy?”
llaughalitle.“Idon’tknow.Allknow isthat’'m alwaysawareduringsimulations,andsometimeslcanwakemyselfupfrom them.Sometimes
theydon’tevenwork.Liketheatacksimulation.”

“Howdoyouwakeyourselfupfromthem?Whatdoyoudo?”
“I..."Itrytoremember.[feellikeithasbeenalongtimesincelwasinone,thoughitwasonlyafew weeks.“It'shardtosay,becausetheDauntles
simulationsweresupposedtoendwhenwehadcalmeddown.Butinoneofmine... theonewhereTobiasfiguredoutwhatlwas... ljustdidsomething

impossible.lbrokeglassjustbyputingmyhandonit.”
Caleb’sexpressionbecomesdistant,likeheislookingintofarawayplaces.Nothinglikewhatljustdescribedeverhappenedtohim intheaptitudetest
simulation,lknow.Somaybeheiswonderingwhatitfeltlike,orhow it' spossible.Mycheeksgrow warmer—heisanalyzingmybrainlikehewouldanalyzea
computeroramachine.
“Hey,”Isay.“Comeback.”
“Sory,”hesays,focusingonmeagain.“It’sjust...”
“Fascinating.Yeah,lknow.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.Her
slightlycloserthanfriendswould,thoughth
“'msory,”shesays.“Didli

londhairshineslikegold.SheandCalebsitjust




“No,”saysCaleb.“Howareyou?”

“'mwel.Howareyou?”

lam justabouttofleethedininghalratherthanparticipateincareful,politeAbnegationconversationwhenTobiascomesin,lookingharassed.He
musthavebeenworkinginthekitchenthismorning,aspartofouragreementwiththe Amity.lhavetoworkinthelaundryroomstomorow.

“Whathappened?”Isayashesitsdownnexttome.

“Intheirenthusiasm forconflictresolution,theAmityhaveapparentlyforgotenthatmeddlingcreatesmoreconflict,”saysTobias.“Ifwestayhere
muchlonger,lamgoingtopunchsomeone,andit'snotgoingtobepret

“Youheardme,”Tobiassa
“Aslsaid,”Isay,coveri
“I'ltelyoulater.” Itmu

whenhereferstoM

rightacrossfromhim.lclaspmy gationsitatourtable,butnotrightne uldistanceoftwoseatsaway,thoughmostofthem
stilnodatus.The

family’sfriendsandneighborsa veencouragedmetobequieta cing.Now itmakesmewanttotalk

louder,tobeasfarfromthatoldid
Tobiasgoescompl myteethtokeepfrom

groaning.
“Shegotshotinthat i outlookingatthemanbehindme.
“ tsdownonmyleft.“Helo.”

sansaysquietly.“There’snoneedto—"

epressesherlipsintoalineandlooksaway.

“Susan,please,”s
IfrownatMarcus.”

. ebetrayshim.“Theother
Abnegationandmyselfthaved i . i i i flictinourcity,itwouldbe
selfishofustostayherewhile

Ididnotexpectth i j i somethingthere—
somethingthathastodowith i eAbnegationhave?
Istareathim dthenlookatTobias.Hehasrelaxedalitle, buthekeepshi ble.Idon’tknow  whyheacts
thiswayaroundhisfather.N akesTobiascower.
“Whatdoyouthi
“Ithinkweshou
“Okay.Thanky!
tocomforthim underthe
tablewithmyright. Butlcan’t nna.Andso uwantthetruth, youhaveto

toTobias,notsurehow

demandit.

CHAPTER
FIVE

AFTERBREAKFAST,ItelTobias’'m  goingforawalk,butinsteadlfolow  Marcus.lexpecthim  towalktotheguests’dormitory,buthecrossesthefieldbehindthe

dininghalandwalksintothewater-filtrationbuilding.|hesitateonthebotomstep.Dolrealywanttodothis?
IwalkupthestepsandthroughthedoorthatMarcusjustclosedbehindhim. Thefiltrationbuildingissmal,justoneroom withafew
hugemachinesinit.Asfaraslcantel,someofthemachinestakeindirtywaterfrom therest

ofthecompound,afew  ofthem  purifyit,otherstestit,andthelastsetpumpscleanwaterbackouttothecompound. Thepipingsystemsarealburiede xceptone,



whichrunsalongthegroundtosendwatertothepowerplant,nearthefence.Theplantprovidespowertotheentirecity,usingacombinationofwind,water,and
solarenergy.

Marcusstandsnearthemachinesthatfilterthewater. Therethepipesaretransparent.lcanseebrown-tingedwaterrushingthroughonepipe,
disappearingintothemachine,andemergingclear.Bothofuswatchthepurificationhappen,andiwonderifheisthinkingwhatlam:thatitwouldbeniceiflife
workedthisway,strippingthedirtfromourlivesandsendingusoutintotheworldclean.Butsomedirtisdestinedtolinger.

IstareatthebackofMarcus’shead.lhavetodothisnow.

Now.

“Iheardyou,theotherday,”Iblu

Marcuswhipshisheadaro




“Ifolowedyouhere.”[foldmyarmsovermychest.“lheardyoutalkingtoJohannaaboutwhatmotivatedJeanine’satackonAbnegation.”

“DidtheDauntlessteachyouthatit’salrighttoinvadeanotherperson’sprivacy,ordidyouteachyourself?”

“'manaturalycuriousperson.Don’tchangethesubject.”

Marcus’sforeheadiscreased,especialybetweentheeyebrows,andtherearedeeplinesnexttohismouth.Helookslikeamanwhohasspentmostof
hislifefrowning.Hemighthavebeenhandsomewhenhewasyounger—perhapshestilis,towomenhisage,likeJohanna—butallseewhenllookathim are
theblack-piteyesfromTobias’sfearlandscape.

“IfyouheardmetalkingtoJohanna,thenyouknow thatldidn’ atmakesyouthinkthatlwouldsharetheinformation

withyou?”
Idon’thaveanansweratfir
“Myfather,”Isay.“Myfa
justafacttomethen,detachedfrol
andthemonsterofgriefawaken
Iforcemyselftocon
“Hemaynothavea
Marcus’smouthtwi
“Yes,”hesays.“ltw
Myeyesfilwithtear inkthemawsa
“Wel,”Isay,almostchoking,“thenwi
“Itwas...”Marcusshakeshishead.’

r.thatmyparentsdiedforme.“Died"was
om,strikesablow likeahammertomychest,

rinformationyouwerereferingto,”lsay.“Butlwanttoknow somethingheriskedhislifefor.”

Sit? ngyouweretryingtoprote
oingtotelyouthat.” Isteptowardhim.“Butyouwantitb

Marcusisagoodliaf—oratleast,so ewhoisskiledathidingsecrets.Hedoesnotreact.lwishico i asees,liketheCandorse —
Iwishlcouldreadhisexpression.Hecouldbeclosetotelingmethetruth.Iflpressjusthardenough,maybehe’lcra
“Icouldhelpyou,”l
Marcus’supperlip s.“Youhave idi ' i 4 dedinshutingdownthe
atacksimulation,girl,butitwas kalone,na

ThisistheMarcus obiaskno
Mybodyshudde anger.“Tc
“Hesaidthat,did arcusrais
“No,”Isay.“Hedc ention ughtosayanythinglikethat.Ifigureditoutalonmyown.”lIcl . almostnothingto
him,youknow.Andastimego beco sandless.”

Marcusdoesn'’t et ktothewaterpurifier.Istandforamomentinmytriumph,thesoundofrus ercombiningwiththe
heartbeatinmyears.Thenllg ng 5n’tuntil’mhalfwayacrossthefieldthatlreali .Marcusdid.

Whateverthetr, etitfromsomewnheree

Thatnightldream thatlam ing v ofthem awa
topofaman,peckingathisclotl 10Ng hatthemap

Thenlwakeup.

Iturnmyfaceintothepilov erofgriefagain,writhing
intheemptyspacewheremyheartandstomachusedtobe

Igasp,pressingbothpalmstomychest.No
betweenmyknees,breathinguntilthestrangledfeelinglea

Eventhoughtheairiswarm,lshiver.lgetoutofbeda g oom.Mybarelegsalmostglow inthedark.His
doorcreakswhenlpulitopen,loudenoughtowakehim.Hestaresatmeforasecond.

“C’'mere,”hesays,sluggishfromsleep.Heshiftsbackonthebedtoleavespaceforme. Ishouldhavethoughtthisthrough.lsleepinalongT-

shirtoneoftheAmitylentme.ltcomesdownjustpastmybut,andldidn’tthinktoputona
pairofshortsbeforelcamehere.Tobias’seyesskimmybarelegs,makingmyfacewarm.lliedown,facinghim.

“Baddream?’hesays.

Inod.

“Whathappened?”

Ishakemyhead.Ican’ttelhim thatl’'m havingnightmaresaboutWil ,orlwouldhavetoexplainwhy.Whatwouldhethinkofme,ifheknew whatl
haddone?Howwouldhelookatme?

Hekeepshishandonmycheek,movinghisthumbovermycheekboneidly.

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

Mychestaches,andlnod.

“Nothingelseisalright.”Hiswhisperticklesmycheek.“Butweare.”

“Tobias,”Isay.Butwhateverlwasabouttosaygetslostinmyhead,andlpressmymouthtohis,becauselknow thatkissinghim wildistractme
fromeverything.

Hekissesmeback.Hishandstartsonmycheek,andthenbrushesovermyside, fitingtothebendinmywaist,curvingovermyhip,slidingtomy

attheyare perchedon

Itwistandputmyhead



bareleg,makingmeshiver.lpressclosertohim  andwrapmylegaroundhim.Myheadbuzzeswithnervousness,buttherestofmeseemstoknow  exactlywhat
it'sdoing,becauseitalpulsestothesamerhythm,alwantsthesamething:toescapeitselfandbecomeapartofhiminstead.
Hismouthmovesagainstmine,andhishandslipsunderthehem oftheT-shirt,andldon’tstophim,thoughlknow Ishould.Insteadafaintsigh
escapesme,andheatrushesintomycheeks,embarassment.Eitherhedidn’thearmeorhedidn’tcare,becausehepresseshispalm  tomylowerback,pressesme
closer.Hisfingersmoveslowlyupmyback,tracingmyspine.Myshirtcreepsupmybody,andldon’tpulitdown,evenwhenlfeelcoolaironmystomach.
Hekissesmyneck,andlgrabhisshouldertosteadymyself,gatheringhisshirtintomyfist. Hishandreachesthetopofmybackandcurlsaroundmy
neck.Myshirtistwistedaroundhisarm,andourkissesbecomedespera ingfrom  althenervousenergyinsideme,soltightenmygrip
onhisshouldersohewon’tnotice.
Thenhisfingersbrushthe

much,butitbringsmebacktoreality.lcan’tbe



withhiminthatwayifoneofmyreasonsforwantingitistodistractmyselffromgrief. lleanbackandcarefulypulthehem
ofmyshirtdownsoitcoversmeagain.Forasecondwejustliethere,ourheavybreathsmixing.ldon’tmeanto
cry—nowisnhotagoodtimetocry;no,ithastostop—butlcan’tgetthetearsoutofmyeyes,nomaterhowmanytimesiblink.
“Sory,”Isay.
Hesaysalmoststernly,“Don’tapologize.”Hebrushesthetearsfrommycheeks. Iknow thatlam birdlike,madenarow
andsmalasiffortakingflight,builtstraight-waistedandfragile. Butwhenhetouchesmelikehecan’tbearto
takehishandaway,|ldon’twishlwasanydiferent.
“ldon’tmeantobesuchamess,’|
“It'swrong,”hesays.“Itdoe;

andthat’'swrong, Tris.ltshouldn’thave

the,butitdoesn’tmater.Mydignifiedweepinggives
waytoful-onugliness,mymouth mythroat. Ifthiscontinueslwilbreakapart,and

“Sleep,”hesays.“I

“Withwhat?”

“Mybarehands,ob

Iwrapmyarmaroundhiswai er.Hesmelslikesweatandfre ndmint, esalvehesometimesusesto
relaxhissoremuscles.Hesmelssafe,too,likes ntheorchardandsilentbreakfastsinthedininghal . A themomentsbeforeldriftoftosleep,|
almostforgetaboutourwar-torngityandalthec atwilcometofindussoon,ifwedon’tfinditfirst.

Inthemomentsbeforeldriftoftosle earhimwhisper,“lloveyou, Tris.”

Andmaybelwoul itback,butl ofargone.

=

=

CHAPTER
SIX

THATMORNING Iwakeuptothebuzzm

Ihugmyknees,coveredbythesheet,and
“Goodmorning,”hesays.“Howdidyouslee
“Okay.”Igetup,andashetiltshisheadbacktoa yforeheadtohisbackwhere
theDauntlesstatoopeeksoutfrombeneathhisshirt. Hesetsther shishandsovermine.Neitherofusbreaksthesilence.llistentohim
breathe,andhestrokesmyfingersidly,thetask
athandforgoten. “Ishouldgogetready,”Isayafterawhile.lam reluctanttoleave,butlam supposedtoworkinthelaundryrooms,andldon’twanttheAmitytosay

obiasstandsinfrontofthemiror,hisheadtilted

I’'mnotfulfilingmypartofthedealtheyoferedus.
“I'l|getyousomethingtowear,”hesays.
Iwalkbarefootdownthehalwayafew minuteslater,wearingtheshirtisleptinandapairofshortsTobiasborowedfrom theAmity.Whenlget
backtomybedroom,Peterisstandingnexttomybed.
Instinctmakesmestraightenupandsearchtheroomforabluntobject. “Getout,”Isayassteadilyaslcan.Butit’shardtokeepmyvoicefrom
shaking.lcan’thelpbutrememberthelookinhiseyesasheheldmeoverthe
chasmbymythroatorslammedmeagainstthewalintheDauntlesscompound. Heturnstolookatme.Latelywhenhelooksatmeit'swithouthisusualmalice—
insteadhejustseemsexhausted,hispostureslouched,hiswounded
arminasling.Butlamnotfooled.
“Whatareyoudoinginmyroom?”
Hewalksclosertome.“WhatareyoudoingstalkingMarcus?Isawyouafterbreakfastyesterday.”
Imatchhisstarewithmyown.“That'snoneofyourbusiness.Getout.”



graces.”

“'mherebecauseldon’tknowwhyyougettokeeptrackofthatharddrive,”hesays.“It'snotlikeyou’reparticularlystablethesedays.”
“'munstable?”llaugh.“Ifindthatalitlefunny,comingfromyou.”

Peterpincheshislipstogetherandsaysnothing.

Inarowmyeyes.“Whyareyousointerestedintheharddriveanyway?”
“mnotstupid,”’hesays.“lknowitcontainsmorethanthesimulationdata.”

“No,youaren’tstupid,areyou?”Isay.“Youthinkifyoudeliverittothe Erudite,they’Iforgiveyourindiscretionandletyoubackintheirgood

“Ildon’twanttobebackintheirgo
ljabhissternumwithmyin

avehelpedyouintheDauntlesscompound.”
antmetoshootyouagain.”



“ImaynotbeanAbnegation-lovingfactiontraitor.”"Heseizesmyfinger.“Butnoonegetstocontrolme,especialynottheErudite.”
lyankmyhandback,twistingsothathewon’tbeabletoholdon.Myhandsaresweaty. “ldon’texpectyoutounderstand.”’lwipemyhandsonthehem
ofmyshirtaslinchtowardthedresser.“I'm sureifithadbeenCandorandnot
Abnegationthatgotatacked,youwouldhavejustletyourfamilygetshotbetweentheeyeswithoutprotest.Butl’mnotlikethat.”
“Carefulwhatyousayaboutmyfamily,Stif.”Hemoveswithme,towardthedresser,butlcarefulyshiftsothatlstandbetweenhim andthedrawers.
I’'mnotgoingtorevealtheharddrive’slocationbygetingitoutwhilehe’sinhere,butldon’twanttoleavethepathtoitclear,either.
Hiseyesshifttothedresserbehindme,totheleftside,wherethe 1athim,andthennoticesomethingldidn’tbefore:a
rectangularbulgeinoneofhispockets.
“Giveittome,”lsay.“Now.”
“No.”
“Giveittome,orsohe
ridiculousyoulook 2a
jumprope.” Istarttowardhim,a alway.
“Don’tcalme’litleg erlwant.”

ljerkintoaction,aimingmyleftfistwhe i dgesthepunch,butinsteadoftrying
again,lseizehisarm ashardaslcanandw de.Peterscreamsatthetopofhislungs,andwl 'sdistrac thepain,lkickhim hardinthe
knee,andhefalstotheground.

Peoplerushintothehalway,weari andblackandyelow andred.Petersurgestowar inahalfcrouch,andpunchesmeinthestomach.|
hunchover,butthepaindoesn’tstopme—Ileto ethingbetweenagroanandascream,andlaunchmyselfathim,myleftelbo puledbacknearmymouth
sothatlcanslamitintohisface.

OneoftheAmitygr ebythear i obs,butlhardlyfeelitthroughthe
pulseofadrenaline.lIstraintow: im and i i i dme,andthewomankneelsnext
toPeter,whisperingwordsinas ingtoneo ., i i i . i bn’'tcare.lhatehim.

“Tris,calmdown! assays.

“Hehasthehardd yel.“Hes !

Tobiaswalksove er,ignori i inplace.Hethenreaches
intoPeter'spocketandtakesc arddrive
Tobiassaystohi juietl ‘tbei , i ’ . wardmeandadds,“Not
verysmartofyou,either.Doy
Iscowl. TheAmi
“Whatdoyouth
“Youviolatedtl
“Justgo,’says
Isearchthefaces .Solalow toescortmedownthe

halway.
“Watchyourstep,”o efloorboardsareuneven .
Myheadpounds,asigntha down.ThegrayingAmitymanopensadooronthelg FLICTROOM.
“Areyouputingmeintime-outorsomething?2’lscowl. Thatissomethingthe Amitywould eachmetodocleansing
breathsorthinkpositivethoughts.
Theroom issobrightlhavetosquinttosee.The
probablybecausetheceiling,likethewalsandfloor,isalsocovere
“Pleasesit,”theoldermansays, gestur|ngtowardthestool|nthem|ddleoftheroom It likealotherfurnitureinthe Amitycompound,ismadeof
unpolishedwood,andlookssturdy,likeitisstilatachedtotheearth.ldonotsit.
“Thefightisover,”’Isay.“lwon’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,butldo,perchedontheedgeofthechairsolcangetupfast,ifnecessary. Theyoungermanstandsinfrontofme.Hinges
creakbehindme.llookovermyshoulder—theoldermanisfumblingwithsomethingonacounterbehindme.
“Whatareyoudoing?”
“lammakingtea,’hesays.
“Idon’tthinkteaisrealythesolutiontothis.”
“Thentelus,”theyoungermansays,drawingmyatentionbacktothewindows.Hesmilesatme.“Whatdoyoubelieveisthesolution?”
“ThrowingPeteroutofthiscompound.” “ltseemstome,”themansaysgently,“thatyouaretheonewhoatackedhim—
indeed,thatyouaretheonewhoshothiminthearm.”
“Youhavenoideawhathedidtodeservethosethings.’Mycheeksgethotagainandmimicmyheartbeat.“Hetriedtokilme.Andsomeoneelse—he
stabbedsomeoneelseintheeye... withabuterknife.Heisevil.Ihadeveryrightto—"

pitethis,theroom feelssmal,



Ifeelasharppaininmyneck.Darkspotscoverthemaninfrontofme,obscuringmyviewofhisface.
“I'msory,dear,”hesays.“Wearejustfolowingprotocol.” Theoldermanisholdingasyringe.A few
dropsofwhateverheinjectedmewitharestilinit. Theyarebrightgreen,thecolorofgrass.Iblinkrapidly,
andthedarkspotsdisappear,buttheworldstilswimsbeforeme,likelamtiltingforwardandbackinarockingchair. “Howdoyoufeel?"theyoungermansays.
“Ifeel...”Angry,lwasabouttosay.AngrywithPeter,angrywiththe Amity.Butthat'snottrue,isit?Ismile.“Ifeelgood.Ifeelalitlelike... like

I’'mfloating.Orswaying.Howdoyoufeel?” “Dizzinessisasideefec
feelingwel.Thankyouforaskin
now,ifyouwouldlike.”




“CanyoutelmewheretofindTobias?”Isay.Whenlimaginehisface,afectionforhim bubblesupinsideme,andallwanttodoiskisshim.“Four,
Imean.He’shandsome,isn’the?ldon’trealyknowwhyhelikesmesomuch.I'mnotverynice,aml|?”

“Notmostofthetime,no,”themansays.“Butlthinkyoucouldbe,ifyoutried.”

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

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

llaughalitle.“Thefight.Whatasilything...”

Anditdoesseem likeasilything,slammingyourfistin ress,buttoohard.A caressismuchnicer.Maybelshould
haverunmyhandalongPeter'sarminstead.T erightnow.

Igetupandsteermyselfto Idon’tmind.Istumbledownthehalway,

gigglingatmyinabilitytobalance.l’ tosmileatmeandsay,“Becarefulwhereyouputyour
feet,Beatrice.ldon’twantyoutoh

Iwalkoutsideandth - teit,anditislikethegrassldecidedtochew
whenlwasachildjusttoseewha thestairsbecauseoftheswayinga rwhenthegrassticklesmybarefeet.|
wandertowardtheorchard.

“Four!”Icalout.Wh Becausethat'shisname.lcaloutagain,“Four! ou?” “Tris?”saysavoicefrom
thetreesonmyright; S|

branch.

Iruntowardhim,andthegroundlurct solalmostfal.Hishandtouchesmywaist,ste . endsashockthroughmy
body,andalmyinsidesburnlikehisfingersignite dulclosertohim,pressingmybodyagainsthis,andlift

“Whatdidthey—"hestarts,butlstog thmylips.Hekissesmeback,buttooquickly,solsighhea

“Thatwaslame,”lsay.“Okay,noit but...”

Istandonmytiptoestokisshimagal dhepresseshisfingertomylipstostopme.
“Tris,”hesays.“Whatdidtheydoto

“That’snotverynic outosay,” ndno alywantto ou,soifyo
“'mnotgoingtokis .I'mgoing i
Ipoutmylowerlipfi cond,but i mind.
“That’'swhyyouli "lexclai i

Idjustrelax—"

“Comeon,”’hesa ‘regoing
“llikeyou,too.”
“That’'sencoural eplies omeon.Oh,forGod’'ssake.I'ljustcaryyou.”

Heswingsmein DNes dermykneesandtheotheraroundmyback.lwrapmyarmsaroundhisnec antakissonhischeek.
Thenldiscoverthattheairfee e ickthem,solmovemyfeetupanddownash ardthebuilding ohannaworks.

Whenwereach ingbehindadeskwithas pencileraser.S supatus,andher
mouthdriftsopenslightly.A verst

“Yourealyshou ar,”

Tobiassetsmed mf indmyfeetmg eyhitthefloor.llaugh,
butneitherJohannanorTobia ge.
“Whatdidyoudotohe e.“WhatinGod’snamedidyoude
“l...”Johannafrownsat avegivenhertoomuch.She’sverysmal;theyprob
“Theymusthavegivenhertoomuchofwhat?’hesays.
“Youhaveanicevoice,’Isay.
“Tris,”hesays,“pleasebequiet.”

“Thepeaceserum,”Johannasays.“Insmaldoses; anc v emood. Theonlysideefectissomeslightdizziness.
Weadministerittomembersofourcommunitywhohavetroublekeepingthepeace.”

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

Johannadoesnotrespondforafewseconds.Shefoldsherhandsinfrontofher.

“Clearlyyouknow thatisnotthecase,orthisconflictwouldnothaveoccured,”’shesays.“Butwhateverweagreetodohere,wedotogether,asa
faction.Iflcouldgivetheserumtoeveryoneinthiscity,lwould.Youwouldcertainlynotbeinthesituationyouareinnowiflhad.”

“Oh,definitely,”hesays.“Druggingtheentirepopulationisthebestsolutiontoourproblem.Greatplan.” “Sarcasm

isnotkind,Four,”shesaysgently.“Now,lam soryaboutthemistakeingivingtoomuchtoTris,Irealyam.Butsheviolatedthetermsof
ouragreement,andl’'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.”

eightintoaccount.”



Johannasighsquietlyandlooksoutthewindow.Beyonditisasmalcourtyardwithvinesgrowinginit. Thevinescreepontothewindow’scorners,
liketheyaretryingtocomeinandjointheconversation.

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

“Itisforthesakeofpeacethatweremainuninvolved—"Johannabegins.

“Peace.”Tobiasalmostspitstheword.“Yes,I'msureitwilbeverypeacefulwhenwearealeitherdeadorcoweringinsubmissionunderthethreatof
mindcontrolorstuckinanendlesssimulation.”

Johanna’sfacecontorts,andlmimicher,toseewhatitfee esn’'tfeelverygood.I'm notsurewhyshediditto beginwith.

Shesaysslowly,“Thedecisi ntconversationrightnow.”



“Areyousayingyoudisagreewiththem?”

“lamsaying,”’shesays, “thatitisn’tmyplacetodisagreewithmyfactionpublicly,butimight,intheprivacyofmyownheart.”
“Trisandlwilbegoneintwodays,”saysTobias.“lhopeyourfactiondoesn’tchangetheirdecisiontomakethiscompoundasafehouse.”
“Ourdecisionsarenoteasilyunmade.WhataboutPeter?” “You’lhavetodealwithhimseparately,”’hesays.“Becausehewon’tbecomingwithus.”
Tobiastakesmyhand,andhisskinfeelsniceagainstmine,thoughit'snotsmoothorsoft.IsmileapologeticalyatJohanna,andherexpressionremains

unchanged.
“Four,”shesays.“Ifyouandyo! anttoavoidthebread.”
Tobiassaysthankyouovi geveryotherstep.
CHAPTER

SEVEN
THESERUM WEARSOffivehoursl stbegin et.Tobiasshutmeinmyroo herestoftl
timewhenhecomesin,lamsiti al.

eeveryhour.This

“ThankGod,”’he i eadtothedoor.“lwasbeginningtothinkitwouldneverwea

smelflowers,orwhateveryo wereonthatstuf.”
“I'lkilthem,”Isa A other.We’releavingsoonanyway,”hesays,closingthedoorbehindhim. theharddrivefrom
hisbackpocket

hidethisbehindyourdresse
“That’'swherei
“Yeah,andthat
behinditwiththeother.
“Whycouldn’tlfig
“Idon’tknow,realy,
“Wel,obviouslylwan
abouteverythingforafewhours?
“Sometimes,”hesays,slidinghisarmacr
He’sright.Evennow,thispeacebetweenus
orMarcus.Butldonotdaretodisturbitwiththetruth,because
“Youmightberight,”Isayquietly.
“Areyouconceding?”hesays,hismouthfalingopenwithmocksurprise.“Seemslikethatserumdidyousomegoodafteral.....”
Ishovehimashardaslcan.“Takethatback.Takeitbacknow.”
“Okay,okay!”"Heputsuphishands.It'sjust... 'mnotveryniceeither,youknow.That'swhyllikeyouso—"
“Out!”Ishout,pointingatthedoor.
Laughingtohimself, Tobiaskissesmycheekandleavestheroom.

stheharddrive

uhavetowantto.
aboutpain,forget

ostshootinghim inthehead,

Thatevening,lam tooembarassedbywhathappenedtogotodinner,solspendthetimeinthebranchesofanappletreeatthefarendoftheorchard,pickingripe
apples.Iclimbashighasldaretogetthem,musclesburning.lhavediscoveredthatsitingstilleaveslitlespacesforthegrieftogetin,solstaybusy.

lam wipingmyforeheadwiththehem ofmyshirt,standingonabranch,whenlhearthesound.ltisfaint,atfirst,joiningthebuzzofcicadas.Istand
stiltolisten,andafteramoment,Irealizewhatitis:cars.

TheAmityownaboutadozentrucksthattheyusefortransportinggoods,buttheyonlydothatonweekends. Thebackofmynecktingles. Ifitisn’t
theAmity,it'sprobablytheErudite.Butlhavetobesure.

Igrabthebranchabovemewithbothhands,butpulmyselfupwithonlymyleftarm.I’'m surprisedl’'m stilabletodothat.Istandhunched,twigsand
leavestangledinmyhair. Afewapplesfaltothegroundwhenlshiftmyweight.Appletreesaren’tverytal;imaynotbeabletoseefarenough.



lusethenearbybranchesassteps,withmyhandstosteadyme,twistingandleaningaroundthetree’smaze.lrememberclimbingtheFeriswheelon
thepier,mymusclesshaking,myhandsthrobbing.lamwoundednow,butstronger,andtheclimbingfeelseasier.

Thebranchesgetthinner,weaker.llickmylipsandlookatthenextone.Ineedtoclimbashighaspossible,butthebranchlI’'m aimingforisshortand
lookspliable.lputmyfootonit,testingitsstrength.ltbends,butholds.Istarttoliftmyselfup,toputtheotherfootdown,andthebranchsnaps.

Igaspaslifalback,seizingthetreetrunkatthelastsecond.Thiswilhavetobehighenough.Istandonmytiptoesandsquintinthedirectionofthe
sound.

Atfirstlseenothingbutastretchoffarmland,astri dbeginningsofbuildingsthatliebeyondit.But
approachingthegateareafewmovingspe olarpanels,whichmeansonlyonething.Erudite.

A breathhissesbetwee r,sofastthatbarkpeelsofthebranchesand




driftstowardtheground.Assoonasmyfeettouchtheearth,lrun.

Icounttherowsoftreesaslpassthem.Seven,eight. Thebranchesdiplow,andlpassjustbeneaththem.Nine,ten.lholdmyrightarm againstmy
chestaslsprintfaster,thebuletwoundinmyshoulderthrobbingwitheachfootstep.Eleven,twelve.
Whenlreachthethirteenthrow,Ithrow mybodytotheright,downoneoftheaisles. Thetreesareclosetogetherinthethirteenthrow. Theirbranches

growintooneanother,creatingamazeofleavesandtwigsandapples.

Mylungsstingfrom alackofoxygen,butlam notfarfrom theendoftheorchard.Sweatrunsintomyeyebrows.Ireachthedininghalandthrow
openthedoor, showngmywaythroughagroupofAmltymen andheisthere afeteriawithPeterandCalebandSusan.lcanbarely
seethembetweenthespotsonmyvision,butTob

“Erudite,”isallmanageto
“Cominghere?’hesays
“Dowehavetimeton
lamnotsureabouttl

Bynow,theAbnege 0 hetablearepaylngatentlon Theygatheraroundus.
“Whydoweneedto usan. hisplaceasasafehouse.Noconflictal
“TheAmitywilhavetroubleenforcing nvithoutconfl
Susannods.
“Butwecan’tleave,”Petersays.“We e.They'lseeus.”
“Trishasagun,”Tobiassays.“Wecz ghtourwayout.”
Hestartstowardthedormitory.

“Wait,”Isay.“lhaveanidea.”lscan owdofAbnegation.“Disguises.TheEruditedon’tknowfors e.Wecanpretendtobe
Amity.”

“Thoseofuswhoa dressedlik A ould n,”Marc irdown;trytomimic
theirbehavior.”

TheAbnegation edressed yl packandc sthec ardtotheg i einside,lruntomy
bedroom,getonmyhandsand S,andreac

Ifeelaroundforafi ondsbe un.ldon’twantto touchitagain.

Comeon,Tris.Is gunun aistbandofmyredpants.Itisluckytheyaresobaggy.Inoti i Iveandpainmedicine
onthebedsidetableandsho YPOC tincasewedomanagetoescape.

Thenlreachbe ser arddrive. IftheErud|tecatchus—wh|ch|sI|ker—

theywilsearch andovertheatacksimulationagain.B
containsthesurveilancefoo ck. ecordofo becausethe Abnegation
don’ttakephotographs,thec )nlha

Yearsfrom no shec ike? i geinmymind.lwil
neverseethemagain.

Don’tbestupid.It’
Isqueezetheharddriv
Thenwhydoesitfeelsoimp
“Don’tbestupid,”lsayaloud.Igritmytee
bed,andcrouchovertheharddrive.Blinkingtearsfrom

Ibringthelampdownagain,andagain,andag
dresser,putthelampback,andwalkintothehalway,wipingmy

Afewminuteslater,asmalcrowdofgray- cladmenandwomen—andPeter—standlnthehalWay sortingthroughstacksofclothes.

“Tris,”saysCaleb.“You’restilwearinggray.”

Ipinchmyfather’sshirt,andhesitate.

“ItsDad’s,”Isay.lflchangeoutofit, Iwilhavetoleaveitbehind.lbitemylipsothatthepainwilsteadyme.lhavetogetridofit.It'sjustashirt.
That'salitis. “I'lputitonundermine,”Calebsays.“They’Ineverseeit.”

thelampshadeontothe

enlkicktheshardsunderthe

Inodandgrabaredshirtfrom thedwindlingpileofclothes.ltislargeenoughtoconcealthebulgeofthegun.lduckintoanearbyroom tochange,
andhandofthegrayshirttoCalebwhenlgettothehalway.Thedoorisopen,andthroughitisee TobiasstufingAbnegationclothesintothetrashbin.

“DoyouthinktheAmitywillieforus?”laskhim,leaningouttheopendoorway.

“Topreventconflict?”Tobiasnods.“Absolutely.”

Hewearsaredcolaredshirtandapairofjeansthatarefrayingattheknee. Thecombinationlooksridiculousonhim.

“Niceshirt,”Isay.

Hewrinkleshisnoseatme.“ltwastheonlythingthatcoveredupthenecktatoo,okay?”

Ismilenervously.Iforgotaboutmytatoos,buttheshirthidesthemwelenough.

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



Thecarsalpultoastop,andthedoorspopopen,revealingatleastfivemenandwomeninEruditeblue.
AndaboutfifteeninDauntlessblack.

WhentheDauntlesscomecloser,lseestripsofbluefabricwrappedaroundtheirarmsthatcanonlysignifytheiralegiancetoErudite. Thefactionthat
enslavedtheirminds.

Tobiastakesmyhandandleadsmeintothedormitory.

“Ididn’tthinkourfactionwouldbethatstupid,”’hesays.“Youhavethegun,right?”
“Yes,”|say.“Butthere’snoguaranteelcanfireitwith
“Youshouldworkonthat,”hes
“Iwil,”Isay.lshakealitlea




Hishandsskim mybarearms.“Justbouncealitlewhenyouwalk,”hesays,kissingmyforehead,“andpretendyou’reafraidoftheirguns”—another
kissbetweenmyeyebrows—*“andactliketheshrinkingvioletyoucouldneverbe”—akissonmycheek—*andyou’lbefine.”

“Okay,”Isay.Myhandstrembleaslgriphisshirtcolar.lpulhismouthdowntomine.

A belsounds,once,twice,threetimes.ltisasummonstothedininghal, wherethe Amitygatherforlessformaloccasionsthanthemeetingwe
atended.WejointhecrowdofAbnegation-turned-Amity.

IpulpinsfromSusan’shair—thehairstyleistoosevereforAmity. Shegivesmeasmal,gratefulsmileasherhairfalsonhershoulders,thefirsttimel
haveeverseenitthatway.ltsoftenshersquarejaw.
lam supposedtobebrave m.Theyofereachothersmilesandwalkinsilence—intoo
muchsilence.lwedgemywaybetween
“Telthekidstoplaytag,”

“Tag?”’shesays.
“They’reactingres
ruckus.Justdoit,okay?”

Thewomantouche! dontheshoulderandwhisperssomethingtohim,andafew ondslaterasmalgroupofchildrenrundown
thehalway,dodgingAmityfeeta

Calebcatcheson,j i i sTobiassuggested,letingmy
armsswingaslturncorners.ltisamazi i walk. Thatmustbewhyit'ssostrange

meinDauntless.“AndAmitykidswouldbecausinga

notwantingtostraytoofarfromhim. i questions;theyjustletusdissolveintotheirfaction.
A pairofDauntle i hedoortothedininghal theirgunsinhand,andlstifen.ltfe : unarmedand
beingherdedintoabuildingsura i dDauntless,andiftheydiscoverme,therewilbenowheretor

Iconsidermakinga it. tc ?ltryto almostpastthem—don’tlook,
don’tlook.Afewstepsaway—
Susanloopshera
“I’'mtelingyouajol .
Icovermyhandwi i d i i i i e,itwasbelievable.We
hangoneachotherthewayA theleadenfeelinginside me.

“Thankyou,”Im
“You’rewelco

Tobiassitsacro 1 i ghouttheroom,andCaleband
Peterareafewseatsdownfrg

Itapmyfingersa
astoryonmyleft.Buteveryso
FinalyJohannaw
shespeakstoJohanna.lholdm
Atleast,notyet.
Someonebangsonatable omgoesquiet. Thisisit. Thisisthemomentsheeit
“OurEruditeandDauntlessfriendsa ingforsomepeople,”Johannasays.“Seve
formerEruditeinitiate.”Shesmiles.“Intheinterestoffulce h
on.Theywouldlikepermissiontosearchthepremises,whic

Thetensioninhervoicesuggeststhatifanyonedoesc dkee - iftheAmitypickuponthatkindofthing,
butnoonesaysanything.JohannanodstotheEruditewoman.

“Threeofyoustickaround,”thewomansaystotheDauntlessguardsclusteredbytheentrance.“Therestofyou,searchalthebuildingsandreport
backifyoufindanything.Go.”

Thereissomuchtheycouldfind. Thepiecesoftheharddrive.Clotheslforgottothrow  out.A  suspiciouslackoftrinketsanddecorationsinourliving
spaces.lfeelmypulsebehindmyeyesasthethreeDauntlesssoldierswhostayedbehindpaceupanddowntherowsoftables.

Thebackofmynecktinglesasoneofthem  walksbehindme,hisfootstepsloudandheavy.Notforthefirsttimeinmylife,I'm  gladthatlm  smaland
plain.ldon’tdrawpeople’seyestome.

ButTobiasdoes.Hewearshisprideinhisposture,inthewayhiseyesclaim everythingtheylandon.ThatisnotanAmitytrait.ltcanonlybea
Dauntlessone.

TheDauntlesswomanwalkingtowardhimlooksathimrightaway.Hereyesnarowasshewalkscloser,andthenstopsdirectlybehindhim.

Iwishthecolarofhisshirtwerehigher.lwishhedidn’'thavesomanytatoos.Iwish...

“YourhairispretyshortforanAmity,”shesays. ...

hedidnotcuthishairliketheAbnegation.

“It'shot,”’hesays.

Theexcusemightworkifheknewhowtodeliverit,buthesaysitwithasnap.
Shestretchesoutherhandand,withherindexfinger,pulsbackthecolarofhisshirttoseehistatoo.

oanAmitygirlteling

.Shesearchestheroom
idnotrecognizeme.

as

2membersofDauntless,anda
nfact,here,buthavesincemoved




AndTobiasmoves.

Hegrabsthewoman’swrist,yankingherforwardsoshelosesherbalance.Shehitsherheadagainsttheedgeofthetableandfals.Acrosstheroom,a
gungoesof,someonescreams,andeveryonedivesunderthetablesorcrouchesnexttothebenches.

Everyoneexceptme.lsitwherelwasbeforethegunshotsounded,clutchingtheedgeofthetable.lknow that'swherelam,butldon’tseethe
cafeteriaanymore.lseethealeylescapeddownaftermymotherdied.Istareattheguninmyhands,atthesmoothskinbetweenWil’seyebrows.

A smalsoundgurglesinmythroat.ltwouldhavebeenascream ifmyteethhadnotbeenclampedshut. Theflashofmemoryfades,butlistilcan’t

move.

TobiasgrabstheDauntlesswo erguninhishand.Heuseshertoshieldhim ashe

firesoverherrightshoulderattheDaun



“Tris!”"heshouts.“Alitlehelphere?”
Ipulmyshirtupjustfarenoughtoreachthehandleofthegun,andmyfingersmeetmetal.ltfeelssocoldthatithurtsmyfingertips,butthatcan’tbe;
it'ssohotinhere.A Dauntlessmanattheendoftheaisleaimshisownrevolveratme.Theblackspotattheendofthebarelgrowsaroundme,andlcanhearmy
heartbutnothingelse.
Caleblungesforwardandgrabsmygun.HeholdsitinbothhandsandfiresatthekneesoftheDauntlessmanwhostandsjustfeetawayfromhim.
TheDauntlessmanscreamsandcolapses,hishandsclutchinghisleg,whichgivesTobiastheopportunitytoshoothim inthehead.Hispainis
momentary. Myentirebodyistremblingandlcan’tstopit. Tobiasstilh pat,butthistime,heaimshisgunattheEruditewoman.
“Sayanotherword,”saysTobjas

TheEruditewoman’sny
“Whoever’swithuss
Alatonce,theAbneg undertablesandbe 0 .Calebpulsmeupfrom thebench.Istarttoward

thedoor.

Thenlseesomethi ckerofmovement. TheEruditewomanliftsasmalgun,pointsitata elow shirtinfrontofme.Instinct,
notpresenceofmind,pushesme ve.Myha ebulethitsthewalinsteadofhim,i

“Putthegundown,”saysTobias,poi

timestogettheblurinessoutofmye joes
him.

TheEruditewomandropshergun. Peterandlwalktowardthedoor.Tobiasfolowsus,wal
Eruditewoman.Atthelastsecondbeforehepas oughthethreshold,heslamsthedoorbetweenhimandhe

Andwealrun. Wesprintdownthec aisleoftheorchardinabreathlesspack. Thenightairishea
us.Cardoors
slam.lrunfasterthanlcanposs

un,likel’'m k 'shandclosesaround mine.

Werunthroughac eldinalong luminatingaleafhere,
anearofcornthere.

“Splitup!”someo ,anditso

Wedivideandsp oughth

Wecrashoverca .Thehg avescutmycheeksandarms.|starebetweenTobias’ssh
scream.Therearescreamse e,to )myright. Gunshots. TheAbnegationaredyingagain,dyi
simulation.Andall’'mdoingis

Finalywereach
through.Beforewestartrun

“Wherearethec
Isay,“Gone.”

Susansobs.Tob
Abnegationdeathsarejustano etosetdov

Westayawayfrom adtheEruditeandDauntlesstooktogettothe trackstowardthecity. Thereis
nowheretohideouthere,notreesorbuild shieldus,butitdoesn’tmater. TheEruditecan’tdri nditwiltakethem a
whiletoreachthegate.

“Ihaveto... stop...”saysSusanfromsome!

Westop.Susancolapsestotheground,cryin ichisstililuminated,because
it'snotmidnightyet.lwanttofeelsomething.Fear,anger,grief. ' epmoving.

Tobiasturnstowardme.

“Whatwasthat, Tris?”hesays.

“What?”Isay,andlam ashamedofhow weakmyvoicesounds.ldon’tknow whetherhe’stalkingaboutPeterorwhatcamebeforeorsomething

Ihearaheavythumpanda
retendedtobeunderthe

ongit,pushingituntilhefindsahole ,andlcancrawl
okbackatth ing. nything.

cutsfrom aves,butmyeyesaredry.The

else.
“Youfroze! Someonewasabouttokilyouandyoujustsatthere!”Heisyelingnow.“lthoughtlcouldrelyonyouatleasttosaveyourownlife!”
“Hey!”saysCaleb.“Giveherabreak,alright?” “No,”saysTobias,staringatme.“Shedoesn’tneedabreak.”Hisvoicesoftens.“Whathappened?”
Hestilbelievesthatlamstrong.Strongenoughthatldon’tneedhissympathy.lusedtothinkhewasright,butnowlamnotsure.lclearmythroat.
“Ipanicked,”Isay.“Itwon’thappenagain.”

Heraisesaneyebrow.

“ltwon’t,”Isayagain,louderthistime.

“Okay.”Helooksunconvinced.“Wehavetogetsomewheresafe. They’lregroupandstartlookingforus.” “Youthinktheycarethatmuchaboutus?”Isay.
“Us,yes,”’hesays.“Wewereprobablytheonlyonestheywererealyafter,apartfromMarcus,whoismostlikelydead.” Idon’tknow how lexpectedhim
tosayit—withrelief, maybe,becauseMarcus,hisfatherandthemenaceofhislife,isfinalygone.Orwithpainand



sadness,becausehisfathermighthavebeenkiled,andsometimesgriefdoesn’tmakemuchsense.Buthesaysitlikeit sjustafact,likethedirectionwe’removing
orthetimeofday.
“Tobias..."Istarttosay,butthenlrealizeldon’tknowwhatcomesafterit.
“Timetogo,”Tobiassaysoverhisshoulder.
CalebcoaxesSusantoherfeet. Shemovesonlywiththehelpofhisarmacrossherback,pressingherforward.
Ididn’trealizeuntilthatmomentthatDauntlessinitiationhadtaughtmeani on:howtokeepgoing.




CHAPTER
EIGHT

WEDECIDETO folow therailroadtrac i tietotie, Tobiasbalancesontherail,wobblingonly
occasionaly,andCalebandSusanshu isjustthewind,orthesqueakofTobias’sshoeson
therail.lwishwecouldkeeprunning

myhands.Thevibrationfeelslikeasigh
goingthroughmybody.Istareb nthetracksandseenotrainlight,bu anything.Thetraincouldberunningwithno
hornsandnolampstoannounc
Iseethegleamofa
“It'scoming,”Isay.|

on.

beabletohideinthecity.Herewe'rej iti ofindus.” Wealgetofthetracks.CalebgivesSusanstep
stepinstructionsfo i ain,thewayonlyaformerEruditecan.lwatchthefirst
carapproach;listentotherhyth ertheties,thewhisperofmetalwheelagainstmetalrail.

Asthefirstcarpass g eburningin e psSusani dle j nhimself.ltakeaquick
breathandthrow mybodytothe i h fthecarwi legsdan overt ge.Caleb dpulsmeintherestof
theway.Tobiasusesthehandl inghi e.

llookup,andstop ing.

Eyesgliterinthed . the ren an

Thefactionless.

Thewindwhistlesthroughthg A . i anwithaneyepatchhasa
gunpointedatTobias.lwond

Nexttohim,ano
anailstickingoutofit.

“I'veneversee

Thefactionless irtwi egationjacketoverit,
bluejeansmendedwithredthre hblackDauntlessshirts,
yelowdresseswithbluesweatsh
“Theyaren’tAmity,"theme says.“They’reDauntless.”
Thenlrecognizehim:heisEdwa W.initiatewholeftDauntlessafterPeteratackeg

argeplankofwoodwith

patch.
Iremembersteadyinghisheadashelayscrea
“Helo,Edward,”Isay.
Heinclineshisheadtome,butdoesn’tiowerhisgun.“Tris.” “Whateveryouare,”thewomansays, “you’lhavetogetofthistrainifyouwanttostayalive.”
“Please,”saysSusan,herlipwobbling.Hereyesfilwithtears.“We’vebeenrunning... andtherestofthem aredeadandldon't...”Shestartstosob
again.“Idon’tthinklcankeepgoing,l...” Igetthestrangeurgetohitmyheadagainstthewal.Otherpeople’ssobsmakemeuncomfortable.It'sselfishofme,maybe.

“We’rerunningfrom theErudite,”saysCaleb.“l[fwegetof,itwilbeeasierforthem tofindus.Sowewouldappreciateitifyouletusrideintothe

citywithyou.” “Yeah?”Edwardtiltshishead.“Whathaveyoueverdoneforus?”
“Ihelpedyouwhennooneelsewould,”lsay.“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.“WWeknowsomeonewho’sbeenlookingforyou, TobiasEaton.”

Tobiasandlsitontheedgeofthecarwithourlegsdanglingovertheedge.
“Doyouknowwhoitis?”

CLC




Tobiasnods.

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

“Yeah,”Isay.“Sodol.”

”

Idon’tknow how muchtimepassesbeforet herethefactionlesslive,aboutamilefrom wherelgrew
up.lrecognizeeachbuildingwepassas school. Theonewiththebrokenbricks.Theone
withafalenstreetlightleaningagain

Igrabherhand.“W e.l'vedonethisadozentimesan

Shenodsandsque

“Onthree.One,’ls.
ljump,andpulherwi . j tandrolsontoherside.Aside  from

ascrapedknee,though,shesee inoncebefore,asfaras Iknow.

I'm  notsurewhocouldknow ongthefactionless.ltcouldbeDrew  orMoly,wh
Tobias’srealname,andbesides,Edwardproba uldhavekiledthem bynow,judgingbyhow
Abnegation,orfromschool.
Susanseemstohavecalmeddowr i earstowetthem.
Tobiaswalksbesideme,touching
“It' sbeenawnhilesi checkedt i it?”

“Okay.Ibroughtt medicine i aboutsomethinglig i ay.“Idon’tthinkI’'m
letingithealverywel.lkeepusi armorlanc i

“Therewilbeple eforhea

“Yeah.”Oritwon’ flheal, |z

“Here,”hesays,t smalkni hisbackpocketandhandingittome.“Justincase.” Iputitin
Thefactionlessl wnthe andleftintoagrimyaleywaythatstinksofgarbage.Ratssc

itiation—buttheydidn’tevenknow
eadyhewasteshootus.ltmustbesomeonefrom

enmorenervousnow.
eaksofteror,andise

onlytheirtails,slippingbetwe ) DWUP.

Edwardstopsn b i i i dingtofaldownifhe
pulstoohard.Thewindowsa ingglow ofalantern,| see...
people.

Peoplesitingnex 2 ! ildr gbetweenthegroupsof
adults,notconfinedtoaparticu :

Weareinafactionle efactionless,who ... aretogetherinsideit.Are
together,likeafaction.

Idon’tknow whatlexpectedofthem,butlam surprisedbyhow normaltheyseem.Theyd
teljokes,othersspeaktoeachotherquietly.Gradualy,tf alizethatweare

“Comeon,”Edwardsays,bendinghisfingerto

Staresandsilencegreetusaswefolow Edwardd 0 osedtobeabandoned.Finalylcan’tcontainmyquestionsany

eanother.Someofthem

longer.

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

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

Wewalkintoadarkhalway.Ifeelathome,inthedarkandthequietthatarelikethetunnelsinDauntlessheadquarters.Tobias,however,windsa
loosethreadfrom hisshirtaroundhisfinger,backwardandforward,overandover.Heknowswhowe’remeeting,butlstilhavenoidea.How isittkknow  this
litteabouttheboywhosayshelovesme—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.Atthat
his.Theyalsohavethesamestrongjaw,di

hooked,alitletoobigonherfacebuttherightsizeon
insteadofblue,theyaresodarktheylookblack.



“Evelyn,”hesays,hisvoiceshakingalitle.
EvelynwasthenameofMarcus’swifeandTobias’smother.MygriponTobias’shandloosens.Justdaysagolwasrememberingherfuneral.Her
funeral. Andnowshestandsinfrontofme,hereyescolderthantheeyesofanyAbnegationwomanl’veeverseen.
“Helo.”Shewalksaroundthetable,surveyinghim.“Youlookolder.”
“Yes,wel. Thepassageoftimetendstodothattoaperson.”
Healreadyknewshewasalive.Howlongagodidhefindout?

“Notforthereasonyouthin
poorlyarmedlackeysmyname.”

wouldneverspeaktohertheway

Thetruthofthattho
markersaloverit.A mapo
theinformationinthechart;it’'swi

“Isee.”Evelyn’ssm

Hereyesdriftdownt@ourjoinedhang isi other,Caleb.Andtheirfriend
SusanBlack.” “Prior,”shesays.“lknowofseverz ofthemarenamedTris.Beatrice,howeve
“Wel,”Isay,“lknowofseverallivingE utnoneofthemarenamedEvelyn.”
“Evelyndohnsonisthenamelprefe ularlyamongapackofAbnegation.”
“Trisisthenamelprefer, Ireply.“A renotAbnegation.Notalofus,anyway.”

EvelyngivesTobiasalook. “Interestingfriendsyou’vemade.”

“Thosearepopula ounts?’sg i - hat?Factionlesssafehouses?”Hepointsto
thefirstlineonthechart,whichreadsy.......... i one,righ

“That'salotofque i i s—asdo
securitypurposes,lwilnotans!

Shegesturesto
ofmachineryagain.
“'mnotstupid,”s knowyouwantnothingtodowithme—thoughlstildon’tquiteunderstand Tobiassnorts.
“But,”shesays,* i again.Wecoulduseyourhelphere,andlknowyouarelike -mindedabou ionsystem—"
“Evelyn,”Tobia ss.”

rdistasteforquestions.“For

ourwaythroughthemaze

“Choicescanb

interestedinspé 2rene downsolcanh
sheresponds.
“Becausel'myou df ticalyvulne seyou’remyson.”
“Yourealydon'tgetit, havethevaguestconceptiono e.”Hesg Idon’twanttojoinup
withyourlitlebandoffactionless.lwa easquicklyaspossible.”

“MylitlebandoffactionlessistwicethesizeofDauntless,”saysEvelyn.“Youwoulddowe

aydeterminethefuture

ofthiscity.”
Withthat,shewalksaheadofhim,andaheado dtheybecomesolarge?
Tobiaslooksatme,eyebrowslowered.
“Howlonghaveyouknown?”Isay.
“Aboutayear.”Heslumpsagainstthewalandcloseshiseyes.“ShesentacodedmessagetomeinDauntless,telingmetomeetheratthetrainyard.
Idid,becauselwascurious,andthereshewas.Alive.ltwasn’tahappyreunion,asyoucanprobablyguess.”
“WhydidsheleaveAbnegation?”
“Shehadanafair.”"Heshakeshishead.“Andnowonder,sincemyfather...”"Heshakeshisheadagain.“Wel,let'sjustsayMarcuswasn’tanynicer
toherthanhewastome.”
“Is... thatwhyyou'reangrywithher?Becauseshewasunfaithfultohim?”
“No,”hesaystoosternly,hiseyesopening.“No,that'snotwhyl’'mangry.”
Iwalktowardhimasifapproachingawildanimal,eachfootstepcarefulonthecementfloor.“Thenwhy?”
“Shehadtoleavemyfather,lgetthat,”’hesays.“Butdidshethinkoftakingmewithher?”
Ipursemylips.“Oh.Sheleftyouwithhim.”
Shelefthimalonewithhisworstnightmare.Nowonderhehatesher. “Yeah.”Hekicksatthefloor.“Shedid.”

Myfingersfindhis,fumbling,andheguidesthem intothespacesbetweenhisown.lknow that'senoughquestions,fornow,solletthesilencelinger
betweenusuntilhedecidestobreakit.



“ltseemstome,”’hesays, “thatthefactionlessarebeterfriendsthanenemies.”
“Maybe.Butwhatwouldthecostofthatfriendshipbe?”Isay.
Heshakeshishead.“Idon’tknow.Butwemaynothaveanyotheroption.”
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CHAPTER
NINE

ONEOFTHE factionlessstartedafiresowecouldheatupourfood. Thosewhowanttoeatsitinacirclearoundthelargemetalbowlthatcontainsthefire, first
heatingthecans,thenpassingoutspoonsandforks,thenpassingcansaroundsoeveryonecanhaveabiteofeverything.ltrynottothinkabouthow  manydiseases
couldspreadthiswayasldipmyspoonintoacanofsoup.
Edwarddropstothegroundnextt
“SoyouwerealAbnegatio ndpassesthecantothewomanonhisleft.
“Wewere,”Isay.“Buto n’ttelanyoneCalebjoinedErudite.“Caleb
andSusanarestilAbnegation.”
“Andhe’syourbrot
“Yousoundlikethe dkeepingyourjudgmentstoyourself?
Thereseleansove ,actualy.NotCandor.” “Yeah,lknow,”Isay,“l—"

Sheinteruptsme.”
“Whathappened?”

“ { Edward,plungi i didn’tgetahighenoughscoreonmy

initiationinteligencetest.Sotheysaid,'Spendy ecleaninguptheresearchlabs,orleave.’Andlleft.”

takethebeansfromherandpassthemalongtoTobias,w

“Aremanyofyoufr
Thereseshakesh i Dauntless,actualy.”ShejerksherheadtowardEd

handfulofAmity.NoonefailsAl
forrefuge.”

henErudite,thenCandor,thena
simulationatackandcametous

“Iguesslishouldn’ i . .You’ initi twholeold-agething.
“Old-agething?” i

“OncetheDauntl
“What'stheothe

Jikeitalre nows erl
“Let'sjustsay,’s e,deathispreferabletofactionlessness.”
“Thosepeoplea .“I'dratherbefactionlessthanDauntless.”
“Howfortunate youdid,then,”saysTobiascoldly.
“Fortunate?’E

“Iseemtorecal
“Whatareyout
Iseethesmirko

“Therewasanin

“Noargumentshe

Anditdoesseemto er,becausehissmirkc

“Whodidthat?”hesays.“You?
Tobiasshakeshishead.“Trisdid.”
“Weldone,”Edwardsays.
Inod,butlfeelalitlesicktobecongratulatedforthat:
Wel,notthatsick.ltwasPeter,afteral .
Istareattheflameswrappingaroundthefragmentsofwoodthatfuelthem.Theymoveandshift,likemythoughts.Irememberthefirsttimelrealizedl
hadneverseenanelderlyDauntless.AndwhenlrealizedmyfatherwastoooldtoclimbthepathsofthePit. Nowlunderstandmoreaboutthatthanl’dliketo.
“Doyouknowmuchabouthowthingsarerightnow?”TobiasasksEdward.“DidaltheDauntlesssidewithErudite?HasCandordoneanything?”
“Dauntlessissplitinhalf,”"Edwardsays,talkingaroundthefoodinhismouth.“HalfatEruditeheadquarters,halfatCandorheadquarters.What'sleft
ofAbnegationiswithus.Nothingmuchhashappenedyet.Exceptforwhateverhappenedtoyou,lguess.”
Tobiasnods.IfeelalitlerelievedtoknowthathalfoftheDauntless,atleast,arenottraitors.
leatspoonfulafterspoonfuluntiimystomachisful. ThenTobiasgetsussleepingpaletsandblankets,andlfindanemptycornerforustoliedown
in.Whenhebendsovertountiehisshoes,lseethesymbolofAmityonthesmalofhisback,thebranchescurlingoverhisspine.Whenhestraightens,Istepacros
theblanketsandputmyarmsaroundhim,brushingthetatoowithmyfingers.
Tobiascloseshiseyes.ltrustthedwindlingfiretodisguiseusaslrunmyhanduphisback,touchingeachtatoowithoutseeingit.limagineErudite’s
staringeye,Candor’sunbalancedscales,Abnegation’sclaspedhands,andtheDauntlessflames.WithmyotherhandlIfindthepatchoffiretatooedoverhisrib
cage.Ifeelhisheavybreathsagainstmycheek.
“lwishwewerealone,”hesays.
“lalmostalwayswishthat,”Isay.




Idriftoftosleep,cariedbythesoundofdistantconversations. Thesedaysit'seasierformetofalasleepwhenthereisnoisearoundme.lcanfocusonthesound
insteadofwhateverthoughtswouldcrawlintomyheadinsilence.Noiseandactivityaretherefugesofthebereavedandtheguilty.
Iwakewhenthefireisjustaglow,andonlyafew ofthefactionlessarestilup.lttakesmeafew secondstofigureoutwhylwokeup:lheard
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Evelyn’'sandTobias’svoices,afewfeetawayfromme.Istaystilandhopetheydon’tdiscoverthatl’mawake.
“You'lhavetotelmewhat'sgoingonhereifyouexpectmetoconsiderhelpingyou,”’hesays.“Thoughl’mstilnotsurewhyyouneedmeatal.”
IseeEvelyn’sshadowonthewal,flickeringwiththefire.Sheisleanandstrong,justlike Tobias.Herfingerstwistintoherhairasshespeaks.
“Whatwouldyouliketoknow,exactly?”

“Telmeaboutthechart. Andthemap.”
“Yourfriendwascorectinthinkingthatthemapandthechartli says.“Hewaswrongaboutthepopulationcounts...
sortof. Thenumbersdon’tdocumentalthefacti esthoseare.”

“'mnotinthemoodforguessi

Shesighs.“TheDiverg

ingeneticanomaly,’shesays.“Sometimes
thattestinginvolvedre-adminis etimesitwasmorecomplicate . lainedtousthattheysuspectedwemighthavethe
highestDivergentpopulationof

can’tconfinethemselvestoa

undittemporarilyinDauntless.Now they’Ibelooki rmore,andwe’retheobviousplace,unles
theyfigureoutthatwe’vegotmoreDi ergroup.Justincasetheydon’t,lwanttoknow how ma oplewe’vegetwhoareresistantto
simulations.”
“Fairenough,”hes
“Ofcoursenot,”’sh
Theytoldusasmuchastheybe
“Strange,”hemu
“Perhapsyoush

“ »

Aboutme,’says

eAbnegationsoconcernedwithfindingtheDivergent?ltwa

dl now:TheAb erereluctantto for estorelievecuriosity .

‘H stheonew

says. asa Noti tivetoyou.That'swhy...
that'swhylthoughtyouwould ithhi ithhimthanwithme.”

Tobiassaysnot
“Iseenowthatl

“Okay,’shesa
“Forwhatpurpo

ranny.”Hesnorts.“Not

“That’'swhatyouexp
achance.”

“Wedon’twanttobetyrants,”s nttoestablishanewsociety.Onewithou
Mymouthgoesdry.Nofactions?A wo

isolation.

rldin gineonlychaosand

Tobiasletsoutalaugh.“Right.Sohowareyougoi

“Sometimesdrasticchangerequiresdrasticmeasures.”Evelyn’sshadowliftsashoulder.“limagineitwilinvolveahighlevelofdestruction.”

Ishiverattheword“destruction.”"Somewhereinthedarkerpartsofme,lcravedestruction,aslongasitisEruditebeingdestroyed.Buttheword
cariesnewmeaningforme,nowthatlhaveseenwhatitcanlooklike:gray-clothedbodiesslungacrosscurbsandoversidewalks,Abnegationleadersshotontheir
frontlawns,nexttotheirmailboxes.lpressmyfaceintothepaletl’msleepingon,sohardithurtsmyforehead,justtoforcethememoryout,out,out.

“Asforwhyweneedyou,”Evelynsays.“Inordertodothis,wewilneedDauntless’shelp. Theyhavetheweaponsandthecombatexperience.You
couldbridgethegapbetweenusandthem.”

“Doyouthinkl’mimportanttotheDauntless?Becausel’mnot.I’'mjustsomeonewhoisn’tafraidofmuch.” “Whatlam

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

Shepulsbackhercurlyhairandtiesitinaknot.“Thedoorisalwaysopen.”

A few minuteslaterheliesnexttomeagain.ldon’twanttoadmitthatiwaseavesdropping,butlwanttotelhim Idon’ttrustEvelyn,orthe
factionless,oranyonewhospeakssocasualyaboutdemolishinganentirefaction.

Beforelcanmusterthecouragetospeak,hisbreathsbecomeeven,andhefalsasleep.



I E N

Irunmy handoverthebackofmynecktoliftthehairthatsticksthere.Myentirebodyaches,especialymylegs,whichburnwithlacticacidevenwhenlam not
moving.Andldon’tsmelverygood.Ineedtoshower.
Iwanderdownthehalandintothebathroom.lam nottheonlypersonwithbathinginmind—agroupofwomenstandatthesinks,halfofthem
naked,theotherhalfcompletelyunfazedbyit.lfindafreesinkinthecornerandstickmyheadunderthefaucet,letingcoldwaterspilovermyears.
“Helo,”Susansays.lturnmyheadtotheside.Watercoursesdownmycheekandintomynose.Sheiscaryingtwotowels:onewhite,onegray,both
frayedattheedges.
“Hi,”Isay. “Ihaveanidea,’ shesays Sheturnsherbac

asmuchofitaspossible.
Istripquicklyandgrabt

aktomefreely.“Howareyou,Susan?”

fAbnegationrefugeesinoneofthefaction ses,”saysSusanasllathersoapintomyhair.
“Oh?”Isay.lshove cetagain,thistimemassagingmyscalpwithmylefthandtog apout.“Areyougoingtogo?”
“Yes,”saysSusan.
“Thanksfortheofer, i i i A
pants.Butlgrabtheothertowelfr
Iputontheredshirtl
“Isuspectsomeofthe
“You'reprobablyright.Okay,yourt
IstandwiththetowelasSusanwas .Myarmsstarttoacheafterawhile,butsheignoredthepain ameforher.Water
splashesonmyankleswhensh hisisasituationlneverthoughtwewouldbeintogether,”Isa ile. gfrom

thesinkofanabant

Erudite.”

“Ithoughtwewoul cialevents ther. i ether.”
Ibitemylipatthat. ssibility,b
sory,ldidn’'tmea itup,”’s | i atyouwere
goingthrough.lactedselfishl
llaughalitle.“Su
“I'mdone,”shes hattowel?”
Iclosemyeyesa etowelfrom myhands.WhenTheresewalksintothebathroom,smooth 1airintoabraid,Susanasks
herforspareclothes.
Bythetimewele jeansandablae yshoulders,al
awhiteCandorshirtwithaco! fort.
Whenlenterthe dpaintbrushes em untilthedoorcloses
behindthem.
“They’regoingto : eofthebilb ormedoutofpersonal
information—so-and-so’sfavorite se’schildhoodpet.”
lamnotsurewhyshewould esomethingaboutthefactionlesscodesuntillturr ereyes—itisthesame
astheoneJeanineworewhenshetoldTobiasshehaddevelope aserumthatcouldcontrolhlm pride
“Clever,”Isay.“Youridea?” “ltwas,actual
“Oh,”"Isay.“Guessyoucouldn’tkeepupwitha
Shedoesn’'ttakethebait.“Somethinglikethat,yes.”S agineyourfatherleftforthesamereason.”
lalmostturnawaytoendtheconversation, butherwordscreateaklndofpressureln5|demym|nd likesheissqueezingmybrainbetweenherhands.!

wearsbaggyjeansand

uditebeforelwasAbnegation.”

stare.
“Youdidn'tknow?”Shefrowns.“I'msory;lforgotthatfactionmembersrarelydiscusstheiroldfactions.”
“What?”Isay,myvoicecracking.
“YourfatherwasborninErudite,’shesays.“HisparentswerefriendswithJeanineMathews’sparents,beforetheydied. YourfatherandJeanine
usedtoplaytogetheraschildren.lusedtowatchthempassbooksbackandforthatschool.”
limaginemyfather,agrownman,sitingnexttoJeanine,agrownwoman,atalunchtableinmyoldcafeteria,abookbetweenthem.Theideaisso
ridiculoustomethatlhalfsnort,halflaugh.ltcan’tbetrue.
Except.
Except:Henevertalkedabouthisfamilyorhischildhood.
Except:HedidnothavethequietdemeanorofsomeonewhogrewupinAbnegation.
Except:HishatredofEruditewassovehementitmusthavebeenpersonal.
“I'msory,Beatrice,”Evelynsays.“Ididn’'tmeantoreopenclosingwounds.”
Ifrown.“Yes,youdid.”
“Whatdoyoumean—"



“Listencarefuly,”lsay,loweringmyvoice.lcheckoverhershoulderforTobias,tomakesureheisn’tlisteningin.AllseeisCalebandSusanonthe
groundinthecorner,passingajarofpeanutbuterbackandforth.NoTobias.
“mnotstupid,”’Isay.“lcanseethatyou’retryingtousehim.Andl’ltelhimso,ifhehasn’tfigureditoutalready.”
“Mydeargirl,”shesays.“lamhisfamily.lampermanent.Youareonlytemporary.”
“Yeah,”Isay.“Hismomabandonedhim,andhisdadbeathimup.Howcouldhisloyaltynotbewithhisblood,withafamilylikethat?”
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Iwalkaway,myhandsshaking,andsitdownnexttoCalebonthefloor.Susanisnow acrosstheroom,helpingoneofthefactionlesscleanup.He

passesmethejarofpeanutbuter.lremembertherowsofpeanutplantsintheAmitygreenhouses.Theygrow peanutsbecausetheyarehighinproteinandfat,
whichisimportantforthefactionlessinparticular.Iscoopsomeofthepeanutbuteroutwithmyfingersandeatit.

Shouldltelhim whatEvelynjusttoldme?ldon’twanttomakehim thinkthathehasEruditeinhisblood.ldon’twanttogive him anyreasonto
returntothem.

Idecidetokeepittomyselffornow.
“lwantedtotalktoyouaboutsomethi
Inod,stilworkingthepean
“Susanwantstogosee utldon’twanttoleaveyou.”
“It'sokay,”Isay.
“Whydon’tyoucom
Soam |—theAbne .Butlam teeteringontheedgeofgri turnedtomyparents’oldfaction,itwould

swalowme.

Ishakemyhead.“Ih wing.”lforceasmile.“Butyou
shouldgo.Susanneedsyou.Sh
“Okay.”Calebnods Wel,I'ltrytojoi

“Aren’tlalways?” “No,Ithinkthewo

ndfindoutwhat’'sgoingon,”Isay.“I’m goingcr

Calebsqueezesmygoodshoulde -leatanotherfingertip’sworthofpeanutbuter. Tobiase esfrom themen’sbathroom afew
minuteslater,hisredAmityshirtrep dbyablackT-shirt,andhisshorthairglisteningwithwater.
Oureyesmeetacrosstheroom,andlknowit’sti leave.

Candorheadquartersislargee ghtoconta n
Itisawidecemen gthatove S seMart,”butmostpeople
aremerci
\

verb side.

refertoitastheMercilessMart setheCa
Idon’tknowwhati ct,beca
“Herewego,”hes

Ican’tseeanythi dmyre intheglassdoors.llooktiredanddirty.Forthefirsttime,itoceurstomethat thavetodoanything.
Wecouldholeupwiththefacti ett hemsortthroughthismess.Wecouldbenobodies,safejtogether.

Hestilhasn’ttola 0 ionhehadwithhismotherlastnight,andldon‘tthi oingto.Hesee
Candorheadquartersthatl ningsomethingwitho
Idon’tknow w edoo Iseewhat’sgoi Isuspectit'smore thatlknow
what’strueandwhat’snot.la ent,s e,”andlhaveo onmymindthanplayinghouse
withTobias.Andso,apparen

Thelobbyislargea arb ofwhitema enteroftheroomform
thesymbolofCandor:asetofunba anttosymbolizetheweighinge oomis Dauntless.

ADauntlesssoldierwitha pproachesus,gunheldready,barelfixedonTobiza
“Identifyyourselves,’shesays.Sheisyoung,butnotyoungenoughtoknowTobias.

Theothersgatherbehindher.Someofthe i herestwithcuri
eyes.Recognition.TheymightknowTobias,buthowcould

“Four,”’hesays.Henodstowardme.“Andthisis

TheDauntlesssoldier'seyeswiden,butshedoesnotlowerhergun.

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

“Isthereaproblem?”Tobiassays.

“Areyouarmed?”

“Ofcoursel’'marmed.I’'mDauntless,aren’tl?”

“Standwithyourhandsbehindyourhead.”Shesaysitwildly,likesheexpectsustorefuse.lglanceatTobias.Whyiseveryoneactinglikewe're
abouttoatackthem?

“Wewalkedthroughthefrontdoor,”Isayslowly.“Youthinkwewouldhavedonethatifwewereheretohurtyou?”

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

“Ihaveaknifeinmybackpocket.”Isay.“Putyourhandsonme,andlwilmakeyouregretit.”

Hemumblessomekindofapology.Hisfingerspinchtheknifehandle,carefulnottotouchme.

“What'sgoingon?”asksTobias.

Thefirstsoldierexchangeslookswithsomeoftheothers.

eterminedtogetto

lightlseeinsomeoftheir



“I'msory,”shesays.“Butwewereinstructedtoarestyouuponyourarival.”
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CHAPTER
ELEVEN

THEY SURROUND Us,butdon’thandcufus,andwalkustotheelevatorbank.Nomaterhow manytimeslaskwhyweareunderarest,noonesaysanythingor
evenlooksinmydirection.Eventualylgiveupandstaysilent,likeTobias.
Wegotothethirdlevel, wheretheytakeustoasmalroom withawhitemarblefloorinsteadofablackone.There’snofurnitureexceptforabench
alongthebackwal.Everyfactionissupposedtohaveholdingroomsforthosewhomaketrouble,butl’veneverbeeninonebefore.
Thedoorclosesbehindus,andlocks,andwe’realoneagain. Tobiassitsdownonthebench,hisbrow
furowed.Ipacebackandforthinfrontofhim.Ifhehadanyi
Idon’task.Iwalkfivestepsforwardandfiveste i hm,hopingitwilhelpmefiguresomethingout.
IfEruditedidn’ttakeoverC s?Whatcouldwehavedonetothem?
IfEruditedidn’ttakeov eeninterpretedassidingwithErudite?My
teethdigintomylowerlipsohardiwi esimulation,butmaybeCandordoesn’t
knowthatordoesn’tthinkit'sago
“Canyoupleaseca
“Thisismecalming
Heleansforward,r issneakers.“Thewoundinyo
andhugmykneest i ime,hesaysno
tighterandtighteraroundmyleg

ou’remakingmenervous.”

odifer.” Isitnexttohim
arm wraps

“Itrustyou,”lsay.“O

“Justseemsliketh
beengoingonwithyou,though,

“There’sbeenalot
Hetouchesmych

“Ifit'sjustaboutyo

Hiseyesshouldb i i i i . ili ces.Safeplaces,where
confessingthatishotoneofm i i i i outwhatldid.
Icoverhishandwi
“Okay,”hesays.

Thedooropens.
JackKang,representativeofi

Bymostfaction i eader—onlythirty-nineyearsold.ButbyDauntlesss
atseventeen.Butthat'sprob eotherfactionsdon’ttakeouropini

Jackishandso
beingcharming,probablyb
issomething.
“Theytoldmeyo
atthebotomofanemptycavern’

“Whatareweaccus

“Heisaccusedofcrimes

“Crimesagainsthumanity?”Tobia .HegivesJackadisgustedloo
“Wesawvideofootageoftheatack.Youwe ion,”
“Howcouldyouhaveseenfootage?Wetookt

“Youtookonecopyofthedata.Althefootageofthe asalsosenttoothercomputersthroughoutthe
city,”saysJack.“Alwesaw wasyourunningthesimulationandhernearlygetingpunchedtodeathbeforeshegaveup.Thenyoustopped,hadaratherabrupt
lovers’reconciliation,andstoletheharddrivetogether.Onepossiblereasonisbecausethesimulationwasoverandyoudidn’twantustogetourhandsonit.”

lalmostlaugh.Mygreatactofheroism,theonlyimportantthinglhaveeverdone,andtheythinklwasworkingfortheEruditewhenldidit.

“Thesimulationdidn’tend,”Isay.“Westoppedit,you—"

Jackholdsuphishand.“lam notinterestedinwhatyouhavetosayrightnow.Thetruthwilcomeoutwhenyouarebothinterogatedunderthe
influenceoftruthserum.”

Christinatoldmeabouttruthserum once.ShesaidthemostdificultpartofCandorinitiationwasbeinggiventruthserum andansweringpersonal
questionsinfrontofeveryoneinthefaction.ldon’tneedtosearchmyselfformydeepest,darkestsecretstoknow thattruthserum isthelastthinglwantinmy body.

ottelingme.ltoldyouthings...."Heshakeshishead.“lw
eyet.”

anyoneelse.Something’s

anldon’trecognize.Andthen:

icbecameaDauntlessleader

ks,heisn’tknownfor
tingtimeonpleasantries.That

otcreateanechoeven

“Truthserum?”Ishakemyhead.“No.Noway.”

“There’ssomethingyouhavetohide?”Jacksays,liftingbotheyebrows.

Iwanttotelhim thatanyonewithanounceofdignitywantstokeepsomethingstoherself,butldon’twanttoarousehissuspicions.Solshakemy
head.

“Alright,then.”"Hecheckshiswatch.“ltisnow noon.Theinterogationwilbeatseven.Don’tbotherpreparingforit.Youcan’twithhold
informationwhileundertheinfluenceoftruthserum.”



Heturnsonhisheelandwalksoutoftheroom.
“Whatapleasantman,’saysTobias.

A groupofarmedDauntlessescortmetothebathroom intheearlyafternoon.ltakemytime,letingmyhandsturnredinthehot-faucetwaterandstaringatmy

CLC




reflection.WhenlwasinAbnegationandwasn’talowedtolookintomirors,lusedtothinkthatalotcouldchangeinaperson’sappearanceinthreemonths.But
itonlytookafewdaystochangemethistime.

llookolder.Maybeit’'stheshorthairormaybeit’sjustthatlwearalthathashappenedlikeamask.Eitherway, lalwaysthoughtlwouldbehappy
whenlstoppedlookinglikeachild.Butallfeelisalumpinmythroat.lamnolongerthedaughtermyparentsknew. Theywilneverknowmeaslamnow.

Iturnawayfromthemirorandshovethedoortothehalwayopenwiththeheelsofmyhands.

WhentheDauntlessdropmeofattheholdingroom,llingerbythedoor.Tobiasloekslikehedidwhenlfirstmethim—blackT-shirt,shorthair,stern
expression.Thesightofhim usedtofilmewithnervousexcitement.le outsidethetrainingroom,justforafew seconds,and
whenwesattogetherontherocksnexttothech
“Hungry?”hesays.Heofe
Itakeitandsitdown,lea do.Weeatuntilthefoodisgone.Wesit
untilwegetuncomfortable. Then epatchofwhiteceiling.
“Whatareyouafraid
“Anyofit.Alofit.Ido g.”
Henods.Iclosemyze dtosleep.There snoclocklntheroom solcan’tcountdownthemi tiltheinterogation. Timemightas
welnotexistinthisplace,except singagg itab

Maybetimewouldnotfeelasheavyifl
Tobias.Maybelshouldnotbesoafraidofsayinga 5

Imustfalasleepeventualy,becaus atthesoundofthedooropening.A few Dauntle i ourfeet,andoneofthem
saysmyname.Christinashovesherwaypastthe andthrowsherarmsaroundme.Herfingersdigintothe
“Gotshot,”Isay.“Shoulder.Ow.”
“OhGod!”Shereleasesme.“Sory,
Shedoesn’tlookli eChristinal ember.Herhairisshorter likeaboy’s andhersklnls rayishi wn.Shesmilesatme,but
thesmiledoesn’ttraveltohere hichstillooktired. i .Chri i i hewilhearwhatl
didtoWil.Shewilneverforgive

Unlesslfightthes swalowt

Butisthatrealyw nt?Toleti
“Youokay?lhea erehere i u’renotatraitor.”
“I'mfine,”lsay.“A kyou.H
“Oh,I’'m...”Herv sof,anc
“What?Whatisi
“Um... Wildied
Shegivesmea 2 tantone.Expectingwhat?
Oh.lam notsup dead.lee ‘tdoi i sbesttoadmitthatl
alreadyknew.Butldon’tkno

Ifeelsuddenlys
“Iknow,”Isay.“Is2
“Oh.”Shenods. 2adyk

Ashortlaugh.Aflasho hemliketheyusedtobe.

Wefileintoanelevator.lcanfe aringatme—heknowsldidn’tseeWilinthemoni asdead.Istare
straightaheadandpretendhiseyesaren’tsetingmeonfi

“Don’tworyaboutthetruthserum,”shesays:
youevenknowwhatyousaid.lwentunderwhenlwasakid.|

TheotherDauntlessintheelevatorgiveeachother! nces,someonewouldprobablyreprimandherfordiscussingherold
faction,butthesearenotnormalcircumstances. AtnoothertlmelnChrlstlna slifewilsheescortherbestfriend,nowasuspectedtraitor,toapublicinterogation.

“Iseveryoneelsealright?”lsay.“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.

esherlip.“Didanyonetelyou... Imean,maybenowisn’tth

henyouresurfacethat



Tobiasreachesformyhand.llacemyfingersinhis.

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

skinnedmanstepsforward,ablackboxinhishands.

“MynameisNiles,”hesays. lwilbeyourquestioner.You—"HepointsatTobias.“Youwilbegoingfirst.Soifyouwil pleasestepforward...”

Tobiassqueezesmyhand,andthenreleasesit,andIstandwithChristina heCandorsymbol.Theairintheroom iswarm—moist,
summerair,sunsetair—butlfeelcold. Nilesopenstheblac i doneforme.Healsotakesanantisepticwipefrom

hispocketandofersitto
Tobias.Wedidn’tbotherwiththatkind




“Theinjectionsiteisinyourneck,’Nilessays.
Allhear,asTobiasappliesantiseptictohisskin,isthewind.NilesstepsforwardandplungestheneedleintoTobias’sneck,squeezingthecloudy,
bluishliguidintohisveins.Thelasttimelsaw  someoneinjectTobiaswithsomething,itwasJeanine,putinghim  underanew  simulation,onethatwasefective
evenontheDivergent—orsoshebelieved.lthought,then,thathewaslosttomeforever.

Ishudder.

CHAPTER
TWELVE

“IwiLLAsk : iles.“Now.Whatisyourname?”
Tobiassitswithslo i i irmsi air,andthroughgrited
teethsays,“Four.” Maybeitis 5Si i i i ; i , snothisname.
“Thatisanickna
“Tobias,”hesays
Christinaelbows
bias?”
henclencheshisjawasiftostopthewordsfromspili
TheCandorara ;
“It' sextremelyd 5. slystrongwil. And
somethingtohide.”
“Maybeitwasn’t S i ofyourparents,please.”
Tobiascloseshise
Surnamesarejustana fldentlflcatlon ,usefulonlytopreve i nespousehastotakethe
other'ssurname,orbothhavetotakeane |IewemaycaryournamesfromfamlIytofactlon

ButeveryonerecognizesMarcus’ssurna lamorthatrisesinthero ralknow Marcusisthemost
influentialgovernmentoficial,andsomeofthem musth oneoftheonlythingsshesaid
thatwastrue.AndnoweveryoneknowsthatTobiasisthats

TobiasEatonisapowerfulname.

Nileswaitsforsilence,thencontinues.“Soyouareafactiontransfer,areyounot?”

“Yes.”

“YoutransferedfromAbnegationtoDauntless?”

“Yes,”snapsTobias.“Isn’tthatobvious?”

Ibitemylip.Heshouldcalm down;heisgivingawaytoomuch.Themorereluctantheistoansweraquestion,themoredeterminedNileswilbeto
heartheanswer.

“Oneofthepurposesofthisinterogationistodetermineyourloyalties, saysNiles, “solmustask: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.”

lamtoobusywatchingTobiastorespond.



Nilessays,“I'laskagain.ltisimportantthatweunderstandtheextentofyourloyaltytoyourchosenfaction.SowhydidyoutransfertoDauntless,

Tobias?”
“Toprotectmyself,”saysTobias.“Itransferedtoprotectmyself.”
“Protectyourselffromwhat?”
“Frommyfather.” Altheconversationsintheroom
stop,andthesilencetheyleaveintheirwakeisworsethanthemuteringwas.lexpectNilestokeepprobing,buthe
doesn't.

undmearethewords“Thankyouforyour
IcomeTobias,toembraceandthendiscardhisdarke st

“Thankyouforyourhonesty,”Nil
honesty”atdiferentvolumesandpitch
secret.



It'snotcruelty,maybe,butadesiretounderstand,thatmotivatesthem.Thatdoesn’'tmakemeanylessafraidofgoingundertruthserum.
“Isyouralegiancewithyourcurentfaction, Tobias?’Nilessays.
“MyalegiancelieswithanyonewhodoesnotsupporttheatackonAbnegation,”hesays.
“Speakingofwhich,”Nilessays,“Ithinkweshouldfocusonwhathappenedthatday.Whatdoyourememberaboutbeingunderthesimulation?”
“lwasnotunderthesimulation,atfirst,”’saysTobias.“ltdidn’twork.”

Nileslaughsalitle.“Whatdoyoumean,itdidn’twork?”

“OneofthedefiningcharacteristicsoftheDivergentisthattheirmi tions,”saysTobias.“Andlam Divergent.Sono,itdidn’t

work.”
Moremuters.Christinanu
“Areyoutoo?’shesays

llookather.Ilhavespe discoverwhatlam.Butlwon’tbeableto
hideitanymore.Inod.

owbigtheyget.lhavetroubleidenti n.Isitshock?Fear? Awe?

Definitelyawe.

“Likeitwasafantasystory,”’shesays ewithspecialpowersamongus!’Liketha

“Wel,it'snotafantasy,andit’snotthz al,”Isay.“It'slikethefearlandscapesimulation—you awarewhileyouwereinit,andyou
couldmanipulateit.Exceptforme,it’slikethatine mulation.”
“ButTris,”shesays,setingherhanc yelbow.“That’simpossible.”

Inthecenterofthergom,Nileshas ndsupandistryingtosilencethecrowd,buttherearetoomanywhi ostile,someterified,and
someawed,likeChristina’s.Fi ilesstands

Atlasteveryoneq down.Nile
“Now,”hesays.* yousay'‘re
“Usualy,itmeans awaredu i . ierti i whenheanswersfactual
questionsinsteadofemotiona Hedoes reandwanderingeyesindicate
otherwise.“Buttheatacksim asdifert i i i i iters. ythelong-range
transmitersdidn’tworkonthe ntatal,k elawokeinmyownmindthatmorning.”
“Yousayyouwe onatfirst. Canyouexplainwhatyoumeanbythat?”
“Imeanthatlwas ( ttoJeanine,andsheinjectedaversionofthesimulatio i rgetedtheDivergent.lwas
awareduringthatsimulatiol d.”

“Thevideofoot: ysdarkly.“How ,doyouexplainthat?”

“Whenasimula gercompreher .Onsomelevel,though,
yourbrainstilknowswhatyo Iresponsestooutsidestimuli,”
Tobiassays,closinghiseyes emiesintofriends,myfriends
intoenemies.|thoughtlwasshu .

Christinanodsalongfi Imerwhenlseetha i etruthserum,|
realize.Tobias’stestimonyisirefutable
“Wehaveseenfootageofwhatultimatelyhappenedtoyouinthecontrolroom,”saysNiles ribeittous.”
“Someoneenteredtheroom,andlthoughti i asfightingher,and...”
Tobiasscowls,struggling.“... andthenshestopped,andlg Whywouldshesurender?W hy
didn’tshejustkiime?”
Hiseyessearchthecrowduntiltheyfindmyface.Myheartbeatlivesinmythroat;livesinmycheeks.
“Istildon’tunderstand,”hesayssoftly,“howsheknewthatitwouldwork.” Livesinmyfingertips.

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

Myeyesburn.lhavetriednottothinkofthatmoment,whenlthoughthewaslosttomeandthatlwouldsoonbedead,whenallwantedwastofeel
hisheartbeat.ltrynottothinkofitnow;Iblinkthetearsfrommyeyes.

“Irecognizedherfinaly,”’hesays.“Wewentbackintothecontrolroomandstoppedthesimulation.”

“Whatisthenameofthisperson?”

“Tris,”hesays.“BeatricePrior,Imean.”

“Didyouknowherbeforethishappened?”

“Yes.”

“Howdidyouknowher?”

“lwasherinstructor,”’hesays.“Nowwe’retogether.”

“Ihaveafinalquestion,”’Nilessays.“AmongtheCandor,beforeapersonisacceptedintoourcommunity,theyhavetocompletelyexposethemselves.
Giventhedirecircumstanceswearein,werequirethesameofyou.So, TobiasEaton:whatareyourdeepestregrets?”

llookhimover,fromhisbeat-upsneakerstohislongfingerstohisstraighteyebrows.



“Iregret...”Tobiastiltshishead,andsighs.“Iregretmychoice.”

“Whatchoice?”

“Dauntless,”’hesays."“lwasbornforAbnegation.lwasplanningonleavingDauntless,andbecomingfactionless.Butthenlmether,and... Ifeltlike
maybelcouldmakesomethingmoreofmydecision.”

Her.

Foramoment,it’'slikel’'m lookingatadiferentperson,sitinginTobias’sskin,onewhoselifeisnotassimpleaslthought. Hewantedtoleave
Dauntless,buthestayedbecauseofme.Henevertoldmethat.

“ChoosingDauntlessinordertoe
wilalwaysregretit.”

tcowardice.ltmeanslamnotworthyofmyfaction.|



lexpecttheDauntlesstoletoutindignantshouts,maybetochargethechairandbeathim toapulp. Theyarecapableoffarmoreeraticthingsthan
that.Buttheydon’t. Theystandinstonysilence,withstonyfaces,staringattheyoungmanwhodidnotbetraythem,butnevertrulyfeltthathebelongedtothem.
Foramomentwearealsilent.ldon’tknow whostartsthewhisper;itseemstooriginatefrom nothing,tocomefrom noone.Butsomeonewhispers,
“Thankyouforyourhonesty,”andtherestoftheroomrepeatsit.
“Thankyouforyourhonesty,”theywhisper.
Idon’tjoinin.
lamtheonlythingthatkepthiminthefactionhewantedtol
Maybehedeservestoknow.

Nilesstandsinthecenteroftheroo. auntlessandtheCandorwaitformetostep

forwardandspilmyentirelifebef

Thethoughtoccur: ghttheserum.Butldon’tknowiflshou -

Iwalkstiflytothece iasleavesit. Aswepasseachother,hetakesmyhandands

justmeandNilesandtheneedle i i enhereachesoutwiththenee
“Iwouldratherdoit i

simulationserum aftermyfinaltest. ’ i trumentofmyown destruction.

terforthepeoplelloveiflcomeclean.
smyfingers.Thenhe’sgone,andit’s

adrenaline.
Someonecomesf i i akesmybloodfeellike
leadinmyveins.lalmostcolap i
Secondslatermyl i i toma othingma
sitingacrossfromme.
“Whatisyourna
Thesecondhea
“ButyougobyTri
“Ido.”
“Whatarethen
“AndrewandN
“Youarealsoafi
“Yes,”Isay,but
asltrytopictureTobias,butiti
sitinginthesamechairl’msiti
“YoucamefromA

%

eneathmeandtheman

omeoneelseisTobias.|frown
im,andthenlseeaflashofhim

“Whydidyoutransfer?’

Thatquestionismorecomplicat
replacesit:lwantedtobefree. Theyarebothtrue.lwantt
aroundme,butldon’tknowwhythey’rethere.

Istrain,thewaylusedtostrainwhenlcouldalmos mind.lusedtoclosemyeyesand
picturethetextbookpagetheanswerwason.Istruggleforafewseconds,butlcan’tdoit;lcan’tremember.

“lwasn’tgoodenoughforAbnegation,”Isay,“andlwantedtobefree.SolchoseDauntless.”

“Whyweren’tyougoodenough?”

“Becauselwasselfish,”Isay.

“Youwereselfish?Youaren’tanymore?”

“Ofcourselam.Mymothersaidthateveryoneisselfish,”Isay,“butlbecamelessselfishinDauntless.ldiscoveredtherewerepeoplelwouldfight
for.Diefor,even.”

Theanswersurprisesme—butwhy?Ipinchmylipstogetherforamoment.Becauseit'strue.Iflsayithere,itmustbetrue.

Thatthoughtgivesmethemissinglinkinthechainofthoughtlwastryingtofind.lam hereforalie-detectortest.Everythinglsayistrue.lfeelabead
ofsweatroldownthebackofmyneck. Lie-

detectortest. Truthserum.lhavetoremindmyself.Itistooeasytogetlostinhonesty.

“Tris,wouldyoupleaseteluswhathappenedthedayoftheatack?”

“Iwokeup,’Isay,“andeveryonewasunderthesimulation.SolplayedalonguntillfoundTobias.”

“WhathappenedafteryouandTobiaswereseparated?”

“Jeaninetriedtohavemekiled,butmymothersavedme.SheusedtobeDauntless,sosheknew how touseagun.”’Mybodyfeelsevenheaviernow,
butnolongercold.lfeelsomethingstirinmychest,somethingworsethansadness,worsethanregret.

theanswer.lwasnotgoode fmytongue,butanotherphrase

hatl’m doing.lseepeopleal




Iknowwhatcomesnext.MymotherdiedandthenlkiledWil;lshothim;lkiledhim.
“ShedistractedtheDauntlesssoldierssolcouldgetaway,andtheykiledher,”Isay. Someofthem
ranafterme,andlkiledthem.ButthereareDauntlessinthecrowdaroundme,Dauntless, lkiledsomeoftheDauntless,Ishouldn’t
talkaboutithere. “Ikeptrunning,”’lsay,“And...”AndWilranafterme.Andlkiledhim.No,no.Ifeelsweatnearmyhairline.
“Andlfoundmybrotherandfather,”’Isay,myvoicestrained.“Weformedaplantodestroythesimulation.”
Theedgeofthearmrestdigsintomypalm.lwithheldsomeofthetruth.Surelythatcountsasdeception.
Ifoughttheserum.Andinthatshortmoment,lwon.

Ishouldfeeltriumphant.in



“WeinfiltratedtheDauntlesscompound,andmyfatherandlwentuptothecontrolroom.HefoughtofDauntlesssoldiersattheexpenseofhislife,”l
say.“Imadeittothecontrolroom,andTobiaswasthere.”
“Tobiassaidyoufoughthim,butthenstopped.Whydidyoudothat?”
“Becauselrealizedthatoneofuswouldhavetokiltheother,”Isay,“andldidn’twanttokilhim.”
“Yougaveup?”
“Nol”Isnap.Ishakemyhead.“No,notexactly.Irememberedsomethinglhaddoneinn
womandemandedthatlkilmyfamily,andllethershootmeinstead.ltwe
mycontrolisgoneandmythoughtsrunintowo
couldn’tkilhim,solhadtotry.”
Iblinktearsfrommyeye
“Soyouwereneverur
“No.”Ipressthehee gthetearsoutofthe swhereeveryonecanseethem.
“No,”Isayagain.“N
“Justtoclarify,”say: gmethatyouwerealmostmurderedbytheErudite... andthe ourwayintotheDauntles compound...
anddestroyedthesimulation?”
“Yes,”’Isay.
“Ithinklspeakforeveryone,”hesays
Shoutsriseupfromtheleftsideofthe seeblursoffistspressingintothedarkair.Myfacti
Butno,they’rewrong,!’mnotbrave ave,lshotWilandlcan’tadmitit,Ican’tevenadmitit....
“BeatricePrior,”saysNiles, “whata Jrdeepestregrets?”
Whatdolregret?ldenotregretchoc ethecontrolroom,because
itwassoimportantthatlgetpas
“Iregret...”
MyeyesleaveNile aceanddri ias.Hei i i irm li reblank.Hishands,
crossedoverhischest,clasphi ssohardh
Ihavetotelthem.| otelthetr: i L ikei i : eisnoturningback.
“IshotWil,”Isay,* ewasun i i i
Wil,withthecrea eenhise i memory.Ifeelpaininmy

ebridgeofmynose.Myheadisstartingtoacheand
hingtoit;therewasastrengthinit.Andl

stomachsointensethatlalme thurt emberhim.Ithurtseverypartofme.
Andthereisso SO worsethatldidn’trealizebefore.lwaswilingtodieratherthankil Tobias,b ughtneveroccuredto
mewhenitcametoWil.ldecic t: fasecond.
Ifeelbare.ldid em e ar 2esmeaslrealy
“Thankyoufo ay.
ButChristinaal )

CHAPTER
THIRTEEN

IriserromM thechair.ldon’tfeelasdizzyasldidamomentago;theserum isalreadywearingof. Thecrowdtilts,andlsearchforadoor.ldon’tusualyrunaway
fromthings,butlwouldrunfromthis.

Everyonestartstofileoutoftheroom exceptforChristina.Shestandswherellefther,herhandsinfiststhatareintheprocessofuncurling.Hereyes
meetmineandyettheydonot. Tearsswiminhereyesandyetsheisnotcrying.

“Christina,”Isay,buttheonlywordslcanthinkof—I'm sorry—soundmorelikeaninsultthananapology.Soryiswhatyouarewhenyoubump
someonewithyourelbow,whatyouarewhenyouinteruptsomeone.lammorethansory.

“Hehadagun,”Isay.“Hewasabouttoshootme.Hewasunderthesimulation.”

earlandscapeinDauntlessinitiation. .. inasimulation,a



“Youkiledhim,”shesays.Herwordssoundbiggerthanwordsusualydo, liketheyexpandedinhermouthbeforeshespokethem.Shelooksatme
asifshedoesn’trecognizemeforafewseconds,thenturnsaway. A youngergirlwiththesameskincolorandthesameheighttakesherhand—
Christina’syoungersister.Isaw heronVisitingDay,athousandyears
ago.Thetruthserummakesthesightofthemswimbeforeme,orthatcouldbethetearsgatheringinmyeyes. “Youokay?”saysUriah,emergingfrom
thecrowdtotouchmyshoulder.lhaven’tseenhim sincebeforethesimulationatack,butlcan’tfinditinme
togreethim. “Yeah.”

“Hey.”Hesqueezesmyshoul iteslaves.She’lseethateventualy.Whenthegrief

fades.”



Ican’tevenfinditinmetonod.Uriahsmilesatmeandwalksaway.SomeDauntlessbrushagainstmeandtheymurmurwordsthatsoundlike
gratitude,orcompliments,orreassurance.Othersgivemeawideberth,lookatmewithnarowed,suspiciouseyes.
Theblack-clothedbodiessmeartogetherinfrontofme.lamempty.Everythinghasspiledoutofme.
Tobiasstandsnexttome.lbracemyselfforhisreaction.
“Ilgotourweaponsback,”’hesays,oferingmemyknife.
Ishoveitinmybackpocketwithoutmeetinghiseyes.
“Wecantalkaboutittomorow, hesays.Quietly.Quietisdang
“Okay.”
Heslideshisarmacross
Iholdontightaswewal

Hefindsustwocotsattheendofa eliewithourheadsinchesapart,notspeaking. henl’'m surehe’sasleep,Islipoutfrom
beneaththeblanke shalway,pastadozensleepingDauntless.Ifindthedoorthatle
tothestairs. Aslclimbstepafters ngsfightforair, Ifeelthefirstmoments eexperiencedindays.

Imaybegoodatrunn g N fro hamstringasimarchpastthetwelfth
floor,andtrytorecoversomeofm ir.Igrinatt mylegs,inmychest.Usingpaintorelievepai esn’'tmakemuchsense.
gsfeelliketheyhaveturnedtoliquid.lshufletowardthe wherelwasinterogated.It'sempty
now,buttheamphitheaterbenc i echairlsatin.Themoonglowsbehindahazeofclouds.

uldhavebeeninstrumentalinmy

Isetmyhandsontheba plain:wooden,alitlecreaky.How strangethatsom
decisiontoruinoneofmymosti i ps,anddamageanother.

It sbadenoughtha i i i ivewitheveryoneelse’sjudgmentas
welasmyown,andthefactthat
TheCandorsingtl
Theedgeofthec!
mygoodshoulder.lsearchthe

,balancingitlegs-upon
isinghighabovethe floor.

Iwalkuptothehig hairabovemyhead.ltjustbarelytouchestheledgebenea eofthewin spaces.ljump,shovingthe
chairforward,anditslideson i raches—Ishouldn’trealybeusingmyarm—butlhaveotherthingsonmyi

ljump,grabthele myarmsshaking.lswingmylegupanddragtherestofmybodyontotheled ni’'m up,lliethere
foramoment,suckinginairar ain.

Istandontheled Atu awi ercurlsaround inganddisappears.The
bridge,itsredpaintpeeling,s verenoughpeopleinthecityto
filthem.

Forasecond,lalo jon;hi ,suppressedforthesakeofmy
sanity.Christina’semptylook.
Igrabthechairandhu faintcryescapesme.ltgrowsintoa thenI’'m standingonthe
ledgeoftheMercilessMart,screaminga stowardtheground,screaminguntilmythroatb nd,shateringlikeabritle
skeleton.Isitdownontheledge,leaningintothesideof i me,andclosemyeyes.
AndthenlthinkofAl.
IwonderhowlongAlstoodattheledgebefore

Hemusthavestoodthereforalongtime,makingali —almostkilingmewasoneofthosethings—andanother
listofalthegood,heroic,bravethingshehadnotdone,andthendecidedthathewastired. Tired,notjustofliving,butofexisting. TiredofbeingAl.

lopenmyeyes,andstareatthepiecesofchairlcanfaintlyseeonthepavementbelow.ForthefirsttimelfeellikelunderstandAl.lam tiredofbeing
Tris.lhavedonebadthings.lcan’ttakethemback,andtheyarepartofwholam.Mostofthetime,theyseemliketheonlythinglam.

lleanforward,intotheair,holdingontothesideofthewindow withonehand.Anotherfew inchesandmyweightwouldpulmetotheground.|
wouldnotbeabletostopit.

Butlcan’tdoit. Myparentslosttheirlivesoutofloveforme.Losingminefornogoodreasonwouldbeateriblewaytore paythem forthatsacrifice,

nomaterwhatl’vedone.

“Lettheguiltteachyouhowtobehavenexttime,’myfatherwouldsay.

“lloveyou.Nomaterwhat,’mymotherwouldsay.

Partofmewisheslcouldburnthem from mymind,solwouldneverhavetomournforthem.Buttherestofmeisafraidofwholwouldbewithout
them.

Myeyesblurywithtears, llowermyselfbackintotheinterogationroom.

Ireturntomycotearlythatmorning,andTobiasisalreadyawake.Heturnsandwalkstowardtheelevators,andlfolowhim,becauselknowthat' swhathewants.



Westandintheelevator,sidebyside.lhearringinginmyears.

Theelevatorsinkstothesecondfloor,andlstarttoshake. ltstartswithmyhands, buttravelstomyarmsandmychest,untillitieshuddersgothrough
myentirebodyandlhavenowaytostopthem.Westandbetweentheelevators,rightaboveanotherCandorsymbol,theunevenscales. Thesymbolthatisalso
drawnonthemiddleofhisspine.

Hedoesn’tlookatmeforalongtime.Hestandswithhisarmscrossedandhisheaddownuntillcan’tstanditanymore,untillfeellikelmightscream.

Ishouldsaysomething,butldon’tknowwhattosay.lcan’tapologize,becauselonlytoldth dlcan’tchangethetruthintoalie.lcan’tgiveexcuses.
“Youdidn'ttelme,”hesays.“Whynot?”

“Becauseldidn’t...”Ishakem
Hescowls.“It'spretyeas
“Ohyeah,”Isay,noddi

now guiltisrippingmetoshreds,but



