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CHAPTERONE 
 

 

THEREISONE mirorinmyhouse.Itisbehindaslidingpanelinthehalwayupstairs.Our 
factionalowsmetostandinfrontofitontheseconddayofeverythirdmonth,theday 
mymothercutsmyhair. 
 

Isitonthestoolandmymotherstandsbehindmewiththescissors,trimming.The 
strandsfalonthefloorinadul,blondring. 
 

Whenshefinishes,shepulsmyhairawayfrommyfaceandtwistsitintoaknot.I 
notehowcalmshelooksandhowfocusedsheis.Sheiswel-practicedintheartof 
losingherself.Ican’tsaythesameofmyself. 
 

Isneakalookatmyreflectionwhensheisn’tpayingatention—notforthesakeof 
vanity,butoutofcuriosity.Alotcanhappentoaperson’sappearanceinthreemonths. 
Inmyreflection,Iseeanarowface,wide,roundeyes,andalong,thinnose—Istil 
looklikealitlegirl,thoughsometimeinthelastfewmonthsIturnedsixteen.Theother 
factionscelebratebirthdays,butwedon’t.Itwouldbeself-indulgent. 
 

“There,”shesayswhenshepinstheknotinplace.Hereyescatchmineinthe 
miror.Itistoolatetolookaway,butinsteadofscoldingme,shesmilesatour 
reflection.Ifrownalitle.Whydoesn’tshereprimandmeforstaringatmyself? 
 

“Sotodayistheday,”shesays. 
 

“Yes,”Ireply. 
 

“Areyounervous?” 
 

Istareintomyowneyesforamoment.Todayisthedayoftheaptitudetestthatwil 
showmewhichofthefivefactionsIbelongin.Andtomorow,attheChoosing 
Ceremony,Iwildecideonafaction;Iwildecidetherestofmylife;Iwildecidetostay 
withmyfamilyorabandonthem. 
 

“No,”Isay.“Thetestsdon’thavetochangeourchoices.” 
 

“Right.”Shesmiles.“Let’sgoeatbreakfast.” 
 

“Thankyou.Forcutingmyhair.” 
 

Shekissesmycheekandslidesthepaneloverthemiror.Ithinkmymothercouldbe 
beautiful,inadiferentworld.Herbodyisthinbeneaththegrayrobe.Shehashigh 
cheekbonesandlongeyelashes,andwhensheletsherhairdownatnight,ithangsin 
wavesoverhershoulders.ButshemusthidethatbeautyinAbnegation. 
 

Wewalktogethertothekitchen.Onthesemorningswhenmybrothermakes 
breakfast,andmyfather’shandskimsmyhairashereadsthenewspaper,andmy 
motherhumsassheclearsthetable—itisonthesemorningsthatIfeelguiltiestfor 
wantingtoleavethem. 



 

 

Thebusstinksofexhaust.Everytimeithitsapatchofunevenpavement,itjostles 
mefromsidetoside,eventhoughI’mgrippingtheseattokeepmyselfstil. 
 

Myolderbrother,Caleb,standsintheaisle,holdingarailingabovehisheadtokeep 
himselfsteady.Wedon’tlookalike.Hehasmyfather’sdarkhairandhookednoseand 
mymother’sgreeneyesanddimpledcheeks.Whenhewasyounger,thatcolectionof 
featureslookedstrange,butnowitsuitshim.Ifhewasn’tAbnegation,I’msurethegirls 
atschoolwouldstareathim. 
 

Healsoinheritedmymother’stalentforselflessness.Hegavehisseattoasurly 

Candormanonthebuswithoutasecondthought. 
 

TheCandormanwearsablacksuitwithawhitetie—Candorstandarduniform.Their 
factionvalueshonestyandseesthetruthasblackandwhite,sothatiswhattheywear. 
 

Thegapsbetweenthebuildingsnarowandtheroadsaresmootheraswenearthe 
heartofthecity.ThebuildingthatwasoncecaledtheSearsTower—wecalittheHub 
—emergesfromthefog,ablackpilarintheskyline.Thebuspassesunderthe 
elevatedtracks.Ihaveneverbeenonatrain,thoughtheyneverstoprunningand 
therearetrackseverywhere.OnlytheDauntlessridethem. 
 

Fiveyearsago,volunteerconstructionworkersfromAbnegationrepavedsomeof 
theroads.Theystartedinthemiddleofthecityandworkedtheirwayoutwarduntilthey 
ranoutofmaterials.TheroadswhereIlivearestilcrackedandpatchy,andit’snot 
safetodriveonthem.Wedon’thaveacaranyway. 
 

Caleb’sexpressionisplacidasthebusswaysandjoltsontheroad.Thegrayrobe 
falsfromhisarmasheclutchesapoleforbalance.Icantelbytheconstantshiftof 
hiseyesthatheiswatchingthepeoplearoundus—strivingtoseeonlythemandto 
forgethimself.Candorvalueshonesty,butourfaction,Abnegation,values 
selflessness. 
 

ThebusstopsinfrontoftheschoolandIgetup,scootingpasttheCandorman.I 
grabCaleb’sarmasIstumbleovertheman’sshoes.Myslacksaretoolong,andI’ve 
neverbeenthatgraceful. 
 

TheUpperLevelsbuildingistheoldestofthethreeschoolsinthecity:Lower 
Levels,Mid-Levels,andUpperLevels.Likealtheotherbuildingsaroundit,itismade 
ofglassandsteel.InfrontofitisalargemetalsculpturethattheDauntlessclimbafter 
school,daringeachothertogohigherandhigher.LastyearIwatchedoneofthemfal 
andbreakherleg.Iwastheonewhorantogetthenurse. 
 

“Aptitudeteststoday,”Isay.CalebisnotquiteayearolderthanIam,sowearein 
thesameyearatschool. 
 

Henodsaswepassthroughthefrontdoors.Mymusclestightenthesecondwe 
walkin.Theatmospherefeelshungry,likeeverysixteen-year-oldistryingtodevouras 
muchashecangetofthislastday.Itislikelythatwewilnotwalkthesehalsagain 
aftertheChoosingCeremony—oncewechoose,ournewfactionswilberesponsible 



 

 

forfinishingoureducation. 



 

 

Ourclassesarecutinhalftoday,sowewilatendalofthembeforetheaptitude 
tests,whichtakeplaceafterlunch.Myheartrateisalreadyelevated. 
 

“Youaren’tatalworiedaboutwhatthey’ltelyou?”IaskCaleb. 
 

Wepauseatthesplitinthehalwaywherehewilgooneway,towardAdvanced 

Math,andIwilgotheother,towardFactionHistory. 
 

Heraisesaneyebrowatme.“Areyou?” 
 

IcouldtelhimI’vebeenworiedforweeksaboutwhattheaptitudetestwiltelme 
—Abnegation,Candor,Erudite,Amity,orDauntless? 
 

InsteadIsmileandsay,“Notrealy.” 
 

Hesmilesback.“Wel…haveagoodday.” 
 

IwalktowardFactionHistory,chewingonmylowerlip.Heneveransweredmy 
question. 
 

Thehalwaysarecramped,thoughthelightcomingthroughthewindowscreatesthe 
ilusionofspace;theyareoneoftheonlyplaceswherethefactionsmix,atourage. 
Todaythecrowdhasanewkindofenergy,alastdaymania. 
 

Agirlwithlongcurlyhairshouts“Hey!”nexttomyear,wavingatadistantfriend.A 
jacketsleevesmacksmeonthecheek.ThenanEruditeboyinabluesweatershoves 
me.Ilosemybalanceandfalhardontheground. 
 

“Outofmyway,Stif,”hesnaps,andcontinuesdownthehalway. 
 

Mycheekswarm.Igetupanddustmyselfof.AfewpeoplestoppedwhenIfel,but 
noneofthemoferedtohelpme.Theireyesfolowmetotheedgeofthehalway.This 
sortofthinghasbeenhappeningtoothersinmyfactionformonthsnow—theErudite 
havebeenreleasingantagonisticreportsaboutAbnegation,andithasbeguntoafect 
thewaywerelateatschool.Thegrayclothes,theplainhairstyle,andtheunassuming 
demeanorofmyfactionaresupposedtomakeiteasierformetoforgetmyself,and 
easierforeveryoneelsetoforgetmetoo.Butnowtheymakemeatarget. 
 

IpausebyawindowintheEWingandwaitfortheDauntlesstoarive.Idothis 
everymorning.Atexactly52:7,theDauntlessprovetheirbraverybyjumpingfroma 
movingtrain. 
 

MyfathercalstheDauntless“helions.”Theyarepierced,tatooed,andblack-
clothed.Theirprimarypurposeistoguardthefencethatsuroundsourcity.From 
what,Idon’tknow. 
 

Theyshouldperplexme.Ishouldwonderwhatcourage—whichisthevirtuethey 
mostvalue—hastodowithametalringthroughyournostril.Insteadmyeyesclingto 
themwherevertheygo. 
 

Thetrainwhistleblares,thesoundresonatinginmychest.Thelightfixedtothefront 
ofthetrainclicksonandofasthetrainhurtlespasttheschool,squealingonironrails. 



 

 

Andasthelastfewcarspass,amassexodusofyoungmenandwomenindark 
clothinghurlthemselvesfromthemovingcars,somedroppingandroling,others 



 

 

stumblingafewstepsbeforeregainingtheirbalance.Oneoftheboyswrapshisarm 
aroundagirl’sshoulders,laughing. 
 

Watchingthemisafoolishpractice.Iturnawayfromthewindowandpressthrough 
thecrowdtotheFactionHistoryclassroom. 



 

 

CHAPTERTWO 
 

 

THETESTSBEGIN afterlunch.Wesitatthelongtablesinthecafeteria,andthetest 
administratorscaltennamesatatime,oneforeachtestingroom.IsitnexttoCaleb 
andacrossfromourneighborSusan. 
 

Susan’sfathertravelsthroughoutthecityforhisjob,sohehasacaranddrivesher 
toandfromschooleveryday.Heoferedtodriveus,too,butasCalebsays,weprefer 
toleavelaterandwouldnotwanttoinconveniencehim. 
 

Ofcoursenot. 
 

ThetestadministratorsaremostlyAbnegationvolunteers,althoughthereisan 
EruditeinoneofthetestingroomsandaDauntlessinanothertotestthoseofusfrom 
Abnegation,becausetherulesstatethatwecan’tbetestedbysomeonefromourown 
faction.Therulesalsosaythatwecan’tprepareforthetestinanyway,soIdon’tknow 
whattoexpect. 
 

MygazedriftsfromSusantotheDauntlesstablesacrosstheroom.Theyare 
laughingandshoutingandplayingcards.Atanothersetoftables,theEruditechater 
overbooksandnewspapers,inconstantpursuitofknowledge. 
 

AgroupofAmitygirlsinyelowandredsitinacircleonthecafeteriafloor,playing 
somekindofhand-slappinggameinvolvingarhymingsong.EveryfewminutesIheara 
chorusoflaughterfromthemassomeoneiseliminatedandhastositinthecenterof 
thecircle.Atthetablenexttothem,Candorboysmakewidegestureswiththeirhands. 
Theyappeartobearguingaboutsomething,butitmustnotbeserious,becausesome 
ofthemarestilsmiling. 
 

AttheAbnegationtable,wesitquietlyandwait.Factioncustomsdictateevenidle 
behaviorandsupersedeindividualpreference.IdoubtaltheEruditewanttostudyal 
thetime,orthateveryCandorenjoysalivelydebate,buttheycan’tdefythenormsof 
theirfactionsanymorethanIcan. 
 

Caleb’snameiscaledinthenextgroup.Hemovesconfidentlytowardtheexit.I 
don’tneedtowishhimluckorassurehimthatheshouldn’tbenervous.Heknows 
wherehebelongs,andasfarasIknow,healwayshas.Myearliestmemoryofhimis 
fromwhenwewerefouryearsold.Hescoldedmefornotgivingmyjumpropetoalitle 
girlontheplaygroundwhodidn’thaveanythingtoplaywith.Hedoesn’tlectureme 
oftenanymore,butIhavehislookofdisapprovalmemorized. 
 

Ihavetriedtoexplaintohimthatmyinstinctsarenotthesameashis—itdidn’teven 
entermymindtogivemyseattotheCandormanonthebus—buthedoesn’t 
understand.“Justdowhatyou’resupposedto,”healwayssays.Itisthateasyforhim. 
Itshouldbethateasyforme. 
 

Mystomachwrenches.Iclosemyeyesandkeepthemcloseduntiltenminuteslater, 



 

 

whenCalebsitsdownagain. 
 

Heisplaster-pale.HepusheshispalmsalonghislegslikeIdowhenIwipeof 



 

 

sweat,andwhenhebringsthemback,hisfingersshake.Iopenmymouthtoaskhim 
something,butthewordsdon’tcome.Iamnotalowedtoaskhimabouthisresults,and 
heisnotalowedtotelme. 
 

AnAbnegationvolunteerspeaksthenextroundofnames.TwofromDauntless,two 
fromErudite,twofromAmity,twofromCandor,andthen:“FromAbnegation:Susan 
BlackandBeatricePrior.” 
 

IgetupbecauseI’msupposedto,butifitwereuptome,Iwouldstayinmyseatfor 
therestoftime.Ifeellikethereisabubbleinmychestthatexpandsmorebythe 
second,threateningtobreakmeapartfromtheinside.IfolowSusantotheexit.The 
peopleIpassprobablycan’ttelusapart.Wewearthesameclothesandwewearour 
blondhairthesameway.TheonlydiferenceisthatSusanmightnotfeellikeshe’s 
goingtothrowup,andfromwhatIcantel,herhandsaren’tshakingsohardshehasto 
clutchthehemofhershirttosteadythem. 
 

Waitingforusoutsidethecafeteriaisarowoftenrooms.Theyareusedonlyfor 
theaptitudetests,soIhaveneverbeeninonebefore.Unliketheotherroomsinthe 
school,theyareseparated,notbyglass,butbymirors.Iwatchmyself,paleand 
terified,walkingtowardoneofthedoors.Susangrinsnervouslyatmeasshewalks 
intoroom7,andIwalkintoroom6,whereaDauntlesswomanwaitsforme. 
 

Sheisnotassevere-lookingastheyoungDauntlessIhaveseen.Shehassmal, 
dark,angulareyesandwearsablackblazer—likeaman’ssuit—andjeans.Itisonly 
whensheturnstoclosethedoorthatIseeatatooonthebackofherneck,ablack-and-
whitehawkwitharedeye.IfIdidn’tfeellikemyhearthadmigratedtomythroat,I 
wouldaskherwhatitsignifies.Itmustsignifysomething. 
 

Mirorscovertheinnerwalsoftheroom.Icanseemyreflectionfromalangles:the 
grayfabricobscuringtheshapeofmyback,mylongneck,myknobby-knuckledhands, 
redwithabloodblush.Theceilingglowswhitewithlight.Inthecenteroftheroomisa 
reclinedchair,likeadentist’s,withamachinenexttoit.Itlookslikeaplacewhere 
teriblethingshappen. 
 

“Don’twory,”thewomansays,“itdoesn’thurt.” 
 

Herhairisblackandstraight,butinthelightIseethatitisstreakedwithgray. 
 

“Haveaseatandgetcomfortable,”shesays.“MynameisTori.” 
 

ClumsilyIsitinthechairandrecline,putingmyheadontheheadrest.Thelightshurt 
myeyes.Toribusiesherselfwiththemachineonmyright.Itrytofocusonherandnot 
onthewiresinherhands. 
 

“Whythehawk?”Iblurtoutassheatachesanelectrodetomyforehead. 
 

“NevermetacuriousAbnegationbefore,”shesays,raisinghereyebrowsatme. 
 

Ishiver,andgoosebumpsappearonmyarms.Mycuriosityisamistake,abetrayal 
ofAbnegationvalues. 
 



 

 

Hummingalitle,shepressesanotherelectrodetomyforeheadandexplains,“In 



 

 

somepartsoftheancientworld,thehawksymbolizedthesun.BackwhenIgotthis,I 
figuredifIalwayshadthesunonme,Iwouldn’tbeafraidofthedark.” 
 

Itrytostopmyselffromaskinganotherquestion,butIcan’thelpit.“You’reafraidof 
thedark?” 
 

“Iwasafraidofthedark,”shecorectsme.Shepressesthenextelectrodetoher 
ownforehead,andatachesawiretoit.Sheshrugs.“Nowitremindsmeofthefear 
I’veovercome.” 
 

Shestandsbehindme.Isqueezethearmrestssotightlytherednesspulsaway 
frommyknuckles.Shetugswirestowardher,atachingthemtome,toher,tothe 
machinebehindher.Thenshepassesmeavialofclearliquid. 
 

“Drinkthis,”shesays. 
 

“Whatisit?”Mythroatfeelsswolen.Iswalowhard.“What’sgoingtohappen?” 
 

“Can’ttelyouthat.Justtrustme.” 
 

Ipressairfrommylungsandtipthecontentsofthevialintomymouth.Myeyes 
close. 
 
 
 
 

Whentheyopen,aninstanthaspassed,butIamsomewhereelse.Istandinthe 
schoolcafeteriaagain,butalthelongtablesareempty,andIseethroughtheglass 
walsthatit’ssnowing.Onthetableinfrontofmearetwobaskets.Inoneisahunkof 
cheese,andintheother,aknifethelengthofmyforearm. 
 

Behindme,awoman’svoicesays,“Choose.” 
 

“Why?”Iask. 
 

“Choose,”sherepeats. 
 

Ilookovermyshoulder,butnooneisthere.Iturnbacktothebaskets.“WhatwilI 
dowiththem?” 
 

“Choose!”sheyels. 
 

Whenshescreamsatme,myfeardisappearsandstubbornnessreplacesit.Iscowl 
andcrossmyarms. 
 

“Haveityourway,”shesays. 
 

Thebasketsdisappear.Ihearadoorsqueakandturntoseewhoitis.Iseenota 
“who”buta“what”:Adogwithapointednosestandsafewyardsawayfromme.It 
croucheslowandcreepstowardme,itslipspeelingbackfromitswhiteteeth.Agrowl 
gurglesfromdeepinitsthroat,andIseewhythecheesewouldhavecomeinhandy. 
Ortheknife.Butit’stoolatenow. 
 



 

 

Ithinkaboutrunning,butthedogwilbefasterthanme.Ican’twrestleittothe 
ground.Myheadpounds.Ihavetomakeadecision.IfIcanjumpoveroneofthe 



 

 

tablesanduseitasashield—no,Iamtooshorttojumpoverthetables,andnotstrong 
enoughtotiponeover. 
 

Thedogsnarls,andIcanalmostfeelthesoundvibratinginmyskul. 
 

Mybiologytextbooksaidthatdogscansmelfearbecauseofachemicalsecreted 
byhumanglandsinastateofduress,thesamechemicaladog’spreysecretes. 
Smelingfearleadsthemtoatack.Thedoginchestowardme,itsnailsscrapingthe 
floor. 
 

Ican’trun.Ican’tfight.InsteadIbreatheinthesmelofthedog’sfoulbreathandtry 
nottothinkaboutwhatitjustate.Therearenowhitesinitseyes,justablackgleam. 
 

WhatelsedoIknowaboutdogs?Ishouldn’tlookitintheeye.That’sasignof 
aggression.IrememberaskingmyfatherforapetdogwhenIwasyoung,andnow, 
staringatthegroundinfrontofthedog’spaws,Ican’trememberwhy.Itcomescloser, 
stilgrowling.Ifstaringintoitseyesisasignofaggression,what’sasignof submission? 

 

Mybreathsareloudbutsteady.Isinktomyknees.ThelastthingIwanttodoislie 
downonthegroundinfrontofthedog—makingitsteethlevelwithmyface—butit’sthe 
bestoptionIhave.Istretchmylegsoutbehindmeandleanonmyelbows.Thedog 
creepscloser,andcloser,untilIfeelitswarmbreathonmyface.Myarmsareshaking. 
 

Itbarksinmyear,andIclenchmyteethtokeepfromscreaming. 
 

Somethingroughandwettouchesmycheek.Thedog’sgrowlingstops,andwhenI 
liftmyheadtolookatitagain,itispanting.Itlickedmyface.Ifrownandsitonmy 
heels.Thedogpropsitspawsuponmykneesandlicksmychin.Icringe,wipingthe 
droolfrommyskin,andlaugh. 
 

“You’renotsuchaviciousbeast,huh?” 
 

IgetupslowlysoIdon’tstartleit,butitseemslikeadiferentanimalthantheone 
thatfacedmeafewsecondsago.Istretchoutahand,carefuly,soIcandrawitback 
ifIneedto.Thedognudgesmyhandwithitshead.IamsuddenlygladIdidn’tpickup 
theknife. 
 

Iblink,andwhenmyeyesopen,achildstandsacrosstheroomwearingawhite 
dress.Shestretchesoutbothhandsandsqueals,“Puppy!” 
 

Assherunstowardthedogatmyside,Iopenmymouthtowarnher,butIamtoo 
late.Thedogturns.Insteadofgrowling,itbarksandsnarlsandsnaps,anditsmuscles 
bunchuplikecoiledwire.Abouttopounce.Idon’tthink,Ijustjump;Ihurlmybodyon 
topofthedog,wrappingmyarmsarounditsthickneck. 
 

Myheadhitstheground.Thedogisgone,andsoisthelitlegirl.InsteadIamalone 
—inthetestingroom,nowempty.Iturninaslowcircleandcan’tseemyselfinanyof 
themirors.Ipushthedooropenandwalkintothehalway,butitisn’tahalway;it’sa 
bus,andaltheseatsaretaken. 
 



 

 

Istandintheaisleandholdontoapole.Sitingnearmeisamanwithanewspaper. 



 

 

Ican’tseehisfaceoverthetopofthepaper,butIcanseehishands.Theyare 
scared,likehewasburned,andtheyclencharoundthepaperlikehewantsto 
crumpleit. 
 

“Doyouknowthisguy?”heasks.Hetapsthepictureonthefrontpageofthe 
newspaper.Theheadlinereads:“BrutalMurdererFinalyApprehended!”Istareatthe 
word“murderer.”IthasbeenalongtimesinceIlastreadthatword,butevenitsshape 
filsmewithdread. 
 

Inthepicturebeneaththeheadlineisayoungmanwithaplainfaceandabeard.I 
feellikeIdoknowhim,thoughIdon’trememberhow.Andatthesametime,Ifeellikeit 
wouldbeabadideatotelthemanthat. 
 

“Wel?”Ihearangerinhisvoice.“Doyou?” 
 

Abadidea—no,averybadidea.MyheartpoundsandIclutchthepoletokeepmy 
handsfromshaking,fromgivingmeaway.IfItelhimIknowthemanfromthearticle, 
somethingawfulwilhappentome.ButIcanconvincehimthatIdon’t.Icanclearmy 
throatandshrugmyshoulders—butthatwouldbealie. 
 

Iclearmythroat. 
 

“Doyou?”herepeats. 
 

Ishrugmyshoulders. 
 

“Wel?” 
 

Ashuddergoesthroughme.Myfearisirational;thisisjustatest,itisn’treal. 
“Nope,”Isay,myvoicecasual.“Noideawhoheis.” 
 

Hestands,andfinalyIseehisface.Hewearsdarksunglassesandhismouthis 
bentintoasnarl.Hischeekisrippledwithscars,likehishands.Heleansclosetomy 
face.Hisbreathsmelslikecigaretes.Notreal,Iremindmyself.Notreal. 
 

“You’relying,”hesays.“You’relying!” 
 

“Iamnot.” 
 

“Icanseeitinyoureyes.” 

Ipulmyselfupstraighter.“Youcan’t.” 
 

“Ifyouknowhim,”hesaysinalowvoice,“youcouldsaveme.Youcouldsaveme!” 
 

Inarowmyeyes.“Wel,”Isay.Isetmyjaw.“Idon’t.” 



 

 

CHAPTERTHREE 
 

 

IWAKETO sweatypalmsandapangofguiltinmychest.Iamlyinginthechairinthe 
miroredroom.WhenItiltmyheadback,IseeToribehindme.Shepinchesherlips 
togetherandremoveselectrodesfromourheads.Iwaitforhertosaysomething 
aboutthetest—thatit’sover,orthatIdidwel,althoughhowcouldIdopoorlyonatest 
likethis?—butshesaysnothing,justpulsthewiresfrommyforehead. 
 

Isitforwardandwipemypalmsofonmyslacks.Ihadtohavedonesomething 
wrong,evenifitonlyhappenedinmymind.IsthatstrangelookonTori’sfacebecause 
shedoesn’tknowhowtotelmewhatateriblepersonIam?Iwishshewouldjust 
comeoutwithit. 
 

“That,”shesays,“wasperplexing.Excuseme,I’lberightback.” 
 

Perplexing? 
 

Ibringmykneestomychestandburymyfaceinthem.IwishIfeltlikecrying, 
becausethetearsmightbringmeasenseofrelease,butIdon’t.Howcanyoufaila 
testyouaren’talowedtopreparefor? 
 

Asthemomentspass,Igetmorenervous.Ihavetowipeofmyhandseveryfew 
secondsasthesweatcolects—ormaybeIjustdoitbecauseithelpsmefeelcalmer. 
WhatiftheytelmethatI’mnotcutoutforanyfaction?Iwouldhavetoliveonthe 
streets,withthefactionless.Ican’tdothat.Tolivefactionlessisnotjusttolivein 
povertyanddiscomfort;itistolivedivorcedfromsociety,separatedfromthemost 
importantthinginlife:community. 
 

Mymothertoldmeoncethatwecan’tsurvivealone,butevenifwecould,we 
wouldn’twantto.Withoutafaction,wehavenopurposeandnoreasontolive. 
 

Ishakemyhead.Ican’tthinklikethis.Ihavetostaycalm. 
 

Finalythedooropens,andToriwalksbackin.Igripthearmsofthechair. 
 

“Sorytoworyyou,”Torisays.Shestandsbymyfeetwithherhandsinherpockets. 
Shelookstenseandpale. 
 

“Beatrice,yourresultswereinconclusive,”shesays.“Typicaly,eachstageofthe 
simulationeliminatesoneormoreofthefactions,butinyourcase,onlytwohavebeen 
ruledout.” 
 

Istareather.“Two?”Iask.Mythroatissotightit’shardtotalk. 
 

“Ifyouhadshownanautomaticdistastefortheknifeandselectedthecheese,the 
simulationwouldhaveledyoutoadiferentscenariothatconfirmedyouraptitudefor 
Amity.Thatdidn’thappen,whichiswhyAmityisout.”Toriscratchesthebackofher 
neck.“Normaly,thesimulationprogressesinalinearfashion,isolatingonefactionby 
rulingouttherest.Thechoicesyoumadedidn’tevenalowCandor,thenextpossibility, 



 

 

toberuledout,soIhadtoalterthesimulationtoputyouonthebus.Andthereyour 
insistenceupondishonestyruledoutCandor.”Shehalfsmiles.“Don’tworyaboutthat. 



 

 

OnlytheCandortelthetruthinthatone.” 
 

Oneoftheknotsinmychestloosens.MaybeI’mnotanawfulperson. 
 

“Isupposethat’snotentirelytrue.PeoplewhotelthetrutharetheCandor…andthe 
Abnegation,”shesays.“Whichgivesusaproblem.” 
 

Mymouthfalsopen. 
 

“Ontheonehand,youthrewyourselfonthedogratherthanletitatackthelitlegirl, 
whichisanAbnegation-orientedresponse…butontheother,whenthemantoldyou 
thatthetruthwouldsavehim,youstilrefusedtotelit.NotanAbnegation-oriented 
response.”Shesighs.“NotrunningfromthedogsuggestsDauntless,butsodoes 
takingtheknife,whichyoudidn’tdo.” 
 

Sheclearsherthroatandcontinues.“Yourinteligentresponsetothedogindicates 
strongalignmentwiththeErudite.Ihavenoideawhattomakeofyourindecisionin 
stageone,but—” 
 

“Wait,”Iinterupther.“Soyouhavenoideawhatmyaptitudeis?” 
 

“Yesandno.Myconclusion,”sheexplains,“isthatyoudisplayequalaptitudefor 
Abnegation,Dauntless,andErudite.Peoplewhogetthiskindofresultare…”She 
looksoverhershoulderlikesheexpectssomeonetoappearbehindher.“…arecaled 
…Divergent.”ShesaysthelastwordsoquietlythatIalmostdon’thearit,andher 
tense,woriedlookreturns.Shewalksaroundthesideofthechairandleansinclose 
tome. 
 

“Beatrice,”shesays,“undernocircumstancesshouldyousharethatinformation 

withanyone.Thisisveryimportant.” 
 

“Wearen’tsupposedtoshareourresults.”Inod.“Iknowthat.” 
 

“No.”Torikneelsnexttothechairnowandplacesherarmsonthearmrest.Our 
facesareinchesapart.“Thisisdiferent.Idon’tmeanyoushouldn’tsharethemnow;I 
meanyoushouldneversharethemwithanyone,ever,nomaterwhathappens. 
Divergenceisextremelydangerous.Youunderstand?” 
 

Idon’tunderstand—howcouldinconclusivetestresultsbedangerous?—
butIstil nod.Idon’twanttosharemytestresultswithanyoneanyway. 
 

“Okay.”Ipeelmyhandsfromthearmsofthechairandstand.Ifeelunsteady. 
 

“Isuggest,”Torisays,“thatyougohome.Youhavealotofthinkingtodo,andwaiting 
withtheothersmaynotbenefityou.” 
 

“IhavetotelmybrotherwhereI’mgoing.” 
 

“I’llethimknow.” 
 

ItouchmyforeheadandstareatthefloorasIwalkoutoftheroom.Ican’tbearto 
lookherintheeye.Ican’tbeartothinkabouttheChoosingCeremonytomorow. 
 



 

 

It’smychoicenow,nomaterwhatthetestsays. 



 

 

Abnegation.Dauntless.Erudite. 
 

Divergent. 
 
 
 
 

Idecidenottotakethebus.IfIgethomeearly,myfatherwilnoticewhenhechecks 
thehouselogattheendoftheday,andI’lhavetoexplainwhathappened.InsteadI 
walk.I’lhavetointerceptCalebbeforehementionsanythingtoourparents,butCaleb 
cankeepasecret. 
 

Iwalkinthemiddleoftheroad.Thebusestendtohugthecurb,soit’ssaferhere. 
Sometimes,onthestreetsnearmyhouse,Icanseeplaceswheretheyelowlines 
usedtobe.Wehavenouseforthemnowthattherearesofewcars.Wedon’tneed 
stoplights,either,butinsomeplacestheydangleprecariouslyovertheroadlikethey 
mightcrashdownanyminute. 
 

Renovationmovesslowlythroughthecity,whichisapatchworkofnew,clean 
buildingsandold,crumblingones.Mostofthenewbuildingsarenexttothemarsh, 
whichusedtobealakealongtimeago.TheAbnegationvolunteeragencymymother 
worksforisresponsibleformostofthoserenovations. 
 

WhenIlookattheAbnegationlifestyleasanoutsider,Ithinkit’sbeautiful.WhenI 
watchmyfamilymoveinharmony;whenwegotodinnerpartiesandeveryonecleans 
togetherafterwardwithouthavingtobeasked;whenIseeCalebhelpstrangerscary 
theirgroceries,Ifalinlovewiththislifealoveragain.It’sonlywhenItrytoliveit 
myselfthatIhavetrouble.Itneverfeelsgenuine. 
 

ButchoosingadiferentfactionmeansIforsakemyfamily.Permanently. 
 

JustpasttheAbnegationsectorofthecityisthestretchofbuildingskeletonsand 
brokensidewalksthatInowwalkthrough.Thereareplaceswheretheroadhas 
completelycolapsed,revealingsewersystemsandemptysubwaysthatIhavetobe 
carefultoavoid,andplacesthatstinksopowerfulyofsewageandtrashthatIhaveto 
plugmynose. 
 

Thisiswherethefactionlesslive.Becausetheyfailedtocompleteinitiationinto 
whateverfactiontheychose,theyliveinpoverty,doingtheworknooneelsewantsto 
do.Theyarejanitorsandconstructionworkersandgarbagecolectors;theymake 
fabricandoperatetrainsanddrivebuses.Inreturnfortheirworktheygetfoodand 
clothing,but,asmymothersays,notenoughofeither. 
 

Iseeafactionlessmanstandingonthecornerupahead.Hewearsraggedbrown 
clothingandskinsagsfromhisjaw.Hestaresatme,andIstarebackathim,unableto 
lookaway. 
 

“Excuseme,”hesays.Hisvoiceisraspy.“DoyouhavesomethingIcaneat?” 
 

Ifeelalumpinmythroat.Asternvoiceinmyheadsays,Duckyourheadandkeep 



 

 

walking. 



 

 

No.Ishakemyhead.Ishouldnotbeafraidofthisman.HeneedshelpandIam 
supposedtohelphim. 
 

“Um…yes,”Isay.Ireachintomybag.Myfathertelsmetokeepfoodinmybagat 
altimesforexactlythisreason.Ioferthemanasmalbagofdriedappleslices. 
 

Hereachesforthem,butinsteadoftakingthebag,hishandclosesaroundmywrist. 
Hesmilesatme.Hehasagapbetweenhisfrontteeth. 
 

“My,don’tyouhavepretyeyes,”hesays.“It’sashametherestofyouissoplain.” 
 

Myheartpounds.Itugmyhandback,buthisgriptightens.Ismelsomethingacrid 
andunpleasantonhisbreath. 
 

“Youlookalitleyoungtobewalkingaroundbyyourself,dear,”hesays. 
 

Istoptugging,andstandupstraighter.IknowIlookyoung;Idon’tneedtobe 
reminded.“I’molderthanIlook,”Iretort.“I’msixteen.” 
 

Hislipsspreadwide,revealingagraymolarwithadarkpitintheside.Ican’ttelif 
he’ssmilingorgrimacing.“Thenisn’ttodayaspecialdayforyou?Thedaybeforeyou 

choose?” 
 

“Letgoofme,”Isay.Ihearringinginmyears.Myvoicesoundsclearandstern 
—notwhatIexpectedtohear.Ifeellikeitdoesn’tbelongtome. 
 

Iamready.Iknowwhattodo.Ipicturemyselfbringingmyelbowbackandhiting 
him.Iseethebagofapplesflyingawayfromme.Ihearmyrunningfootsteps.Iam 
preparedtoact. 
 

Butthenhereleasesmywrist,takestheapples,andsays,“Choosewisely,litlegirl.” 



 

 

CHAPTERFOUR 
 

 

IREACHMY streetfiveminutesbeforeIusualydo,accordingtomywatch—whichisthe 
onlyadornmentAbnegationalows,andonlybecauseit’spractical.Ithasagrayband 
andaglassface.IfItiltitright,Icanalmostseemyreflectionoverthehands. 
 

Thehousesonmystreetarealthesamesizeandshape.Theyaremadeofgray 
cement,withfewwindows,ineconomical,no-nonsenserectangles.Theirlawnsare 
crabgrassandtheirmailboxesaredulmetal.Tosomethesightmightbegloomy,butto 
metheirsimplicityiscomforting. 
 

Thereasonforthesimplicityisn’tdisdainforuniqueness,astheotherfactionshave 
sometimesinterpretedit.Everything—ourhouses,ourclothes,ourhairstyles—is 
meanttohelpusforgetourselvesandtoprotectusfromvanity,greed,andenvy,which 
arejustformsofselfishness.Ifwehavelitle,andwantforlitle,andwearealequal, 
weenvynoone. 
 

Itrytoloveit. 
 

IsitonthefrontstepandwaitforCalebtoarive.Itdoesn’ttakelong.Afteraminute 
Iseegray-robedformswalkingdownthestreet.Ihearlaughter.Atschoolwetrynotto 
drawatentiontoourselves,butoncewe’rehome,thegamesandjokesstart.My 
naturaltendencytowardsarcasmisstilnotappreciated.Sarcasmisalwaysat 
someone’sexpense.Maybeit’sbeterthatAbnegationwantsmetosuppressit. 
MaybeIdon’thavetoleavemyfamily.MaybeifIfighttomakeAbnegationwork,my 
actwilturnintoreality. 
 

“Beatrice!”Calebsays.“Whathappened?Areyoualright?” 
 

“I’mfine.”HeiswithSusanandherbrother,Robert,andSusanisgivingmea 
strangelook,likeIamadiferentpersonthantheonesheknewthismorning.Ishrug. 
“Whenthetestwasover,Igotsick.Musthavebeenthatliquidtheygaveus.Ifeel 
beternow,though.” 
 

Itrytosmileconvincingly.IseemtohavepersuadedSusanandRobert,whono 
longerlookconcernedformymentalstability,butCalebnarowshiseyesatme,the 
wayhedoeswhenhesuspectssomeoneofduplicity. 
 

“Didyoutwotakethebustoday?”Iask.Idon’tcarehowSusanandRobertgot 
homefromschool,butIneedtochangethesubject. 
 

“Ourfatherhadtoworklate,”Susansays,“andhetoldusweshouldspendsome 
timethinkingbeforetheceremonytomorow.” 
 

Myheartpoundsatthementionoftheceremony. 
 

“You’rewelcometocomeoverlater,ifyou’dlike,”Calebsayspolitely. 
 

“Thankyou.”SusansmilesatCaleb. 
 



 

 

Robertraisesaneyebrowatme.HeandIhavebeenexchanginglooksforthepast 
yearasSusanandCalebflirtinthetentativewayknownonlytotheAbnegation. 



 

 

Caleb’seyesfolowSusandownthewalk.Ihavetograbhisarmtostartlehimfromhis 
daze.Ileadhimintothehouseandclosethedoorbehindus. 
 

Heturnstome.Hisdark,straighteyebrowsdrawtogethersothatacreaseappears 
betweenthem.Whenhefrowns,helooksmorelikemymotherthanmyfather.Inan 
instantIcanseehimlivingthesamekindoflifemyfatherdid:stayinginAbnegation, 
learningatrade,maryingSusan,andhavingafamily.Itwilbewonderful. 
 

Imaynotseeit. 
 

“Areyougoingtotelmethetruthnow?”heaskssoftly. 
 

“Thetruthis,”Isay,“I’mnotsupposedtodiscussit.Andyou’renotsupposedtoask.” 
 

“Althoserulesyoubend,andyoucan’tbendthisone?Notevenforsomethingthis 
important?”Hiseyebrowstugtogether,andhebitesthecornerofhislip.Thoughhis 
wordsareaccusatory,itsoundslikeheisprobingmeforinformation—likeheactualy 
wantsmyanswer. 
 

Inarowmyeyes.“Wilyou?Whathappenedinyourtest,Caleb?” 
 

Oureyesmeet.Ihearatrainhorn,sofaintitcouldeasilybewindwhistlingthrough 
analeyway.ButIknowitwhenIhearit.ItsoundsliketheDauntless,calingmeto 
them. 
 

“Just…don’ttelourparentswhathappened,okay?”Isay. 
 

Hiseyesstayonmineforafewseconds,andthenhenods. 
 

Iwanttogoupstairsandliedown.Thetest,thewalk,andmyencounterwiththe 
factionlessmanexhaustedme.Butmybrothermadebreakfastthismorning,andmy 
motherpreparedourlunches,andmyfathermadedinnerlastnight,soit’smyturnto 
cook.Ibreathedeeplyandwalkintothekitchentostartcooking. 
 

Aminutelater,Calebjoinsme.Igritmyteeth.Hehelpswitheverything.What 
iritatesmemostabouthimishisnaturalgoodness,hisinbornselflessness. 
 

CalebandIworktogetherwithoutspeaking.Icookpeasonthestove.Hedefrosts 
fourpiecesofchicken.Mostofwhatweeatisfrozenorcanned,becausefarmsthese 
daysarefaraway.Mymothertoldmeoncethat,alongtimeago,therewerepeople 
whowouldn’tbuygeneticalyengineeredproducebecausetheyvieweditasunnatural. 
Nowwehavenootheroption. 
 

Bythetimemyparentsgethome,dinnerisreadyandthetableisset.Myfather 
dropshisbagatthedoorandkissesmyhead.Otherpeopleseehimasan 
opinionatedman—tooopinionated,maybe—
buthe’salsoloving.Itrytoseeonlythe goodinhim;Itry. 
 

“Howdidthetestgo?”heasksme.Ipourthepeasintoaservingbowl. 
 

“Fine,”Isay.Icouldn’tbeCandor.Ilietooeasily. 
 



 

 

“Iheardtherewassomekindofupsetwithoneofthetests,”mymothersays.Like 

myfather,sheworksforthegovernment,butshemanagescityimprovementprojects. 



 

 

Sherecruitedvolunteerstoadministertheaptitudetests.Mostofthetime,though,she 

organizesworkerstohelpthefactionlesswithfoodandshelterandjobopportunities. 
 

“Realy?”saysmyfather.Aproblemwiththeaptitudetestsisrare. 
 

“Idon’tknowmuchaboutit,butmyfriendErintoldmethatsomethingwentwrong 
withoneofthetests,sotheresultshadtobereportedverbaly.”Mymotherplacesa 
napkinnexttoeachplateonthetable.“Apparentlythestudentgotsickandwassent 
homeearly.”Mymothershrugs.“Ihopethey’realright.Didyoutwohearaboutthat?” 
 

“No,”Calebsays.Hesmilesatmymother. 
 

Mybrothercouldn’tbeCandoreither. 
 

Wesitatthetable.Wealwayspassfoodtotheright,andnooneeatsuntileveryone 
isserved.Myfatherextendshishandstomymotherandmybrother,andtheyextend 
theirhandstohimandme,andmyfathergivesthankstoGodforfoodandworkand 
friendsandfamily.NoteveryAbnegationfamilyisreligious,butmyfathersayswe 
shouldtrynottoseethosediferencesbecausetheywilonlydivideus.Iamnotsure 
whattomakeofthat. 
 

“So,”mymothersaystomyfather.“Telme.” 
 

Shetakesmyfather’shandandmovesherthumbinasmalcircleoverhisknuckles. 
Istareattheirjoinedhands.Myparentsloveeachother,buttheyrarelyshowafection 
likethisinfrontofus.Theytaughtusthatphysicalcontactispowerful,soIhavebeen 
waryofitsinceIwasyoung. 
 

“Telmewhat’sbotheringyou,”sheadds. 
 

Istareatmyplate.Mymother’sacutesensessometimessurpriseme,butnowthey 
chideme.WhywasIsofocusedonmyselfthatIdidn’tnoticehisdeepfrownandhis 
saggingposture? 
 

“Ihadadificultdayatwork,”hesays.“Wel,realy,itwasMarcuswhohadthe 
dificultday.Ishouldn’tlayclaimtoit.” 
 

Marcusismyfather’scoworker;theyarebothpoliticalleaders.Thecityisruledbya 
counciloffiftypeople,composedentirelyofrepresentativesfromAbnegation, 
becauseourfactionisregardedasincoruptible,duetoourcommitmentto 
selflessness.Ourleadersareselectedbytheirpeersfortheirimpeccablecharacter, 
moralfortitude,andleadershipskils.Representativesfromeachoftheotherfactions 
canspeakinthemeetingsonbehalfofaparticularissue,butultimately,thedecisionis 
thecouncil’s.Andwhilethecounciltechnicalymakesdecisionstogether,Marcusis 
particularlyinfluential. 
 

Ithasbeenthiswaysincethebeginningofthegreatpeace,whenthefactionswere 
formed.Ithinkthesystempersistsbecausewe’reafraidofwhatmighthappenifit 
didn’t:war. 
 

“IsthisaboutthatreportJeanineMathewsreleased?”mymothersays.Jeanine 



 

 

MathewsisErudite’ssolerepresentative,selectedbasedonherIQscore.Myfather 



 

 

complainsaboutheroften. 
 

Ilookup.“Areport?” 
 

Calebgivesmeawarninglook.Wearen’tsupposedtospeakatthedinnertable 
unlessourparentsaskusadirectquestion,andtheyusualydon’t.Ourlisteningears 
areagifttothem,myfathersays.Theygiveustheirlisteningearsafterdinner,inthe 
familyroom. 
 

“Yes,”myfathersays.Hiseyesnarow.“Thosearogant,self-righteous—”Hestops 
andclearshisthroat.“Sory.ButshereleasedareportatackingMarcus’scharacter.” 
 

Iraisemyeyebrows. 
 

“Whatdiditsay?”Iask. 
 

“Beatrice,”Calebsaysquietly. 
 

Iduckmyhead,turningmyforkoverandoverandoveruntilthewarmthleavesmy 
cheeks.Idon’tliketobechastised.Especialybymybrother. 
 

“Itsaid,”myfathersays,“thatMarcus’sviolenceandcrueltytowardhissonisthe 
reasonhissonchoseDauntlessinsteadofAbnegation.” 
 

FewpeoplewhoarebornintoAbnegationchoosetoleaveit.Whentheydo,we 
remember.Twoyearsago,Marcus’sson,Tobias,leftusfortheDauntless,and 
Marcuswasdevastated.Tobiaswashisonlychild—andhisonlyfamily,sincehiswife 
diedgivingbirthtotheirsecondchild.Theinfantdiedminuteslater. 
 

InevermetTobias.Herarelyatendedcommunityeventsandneverjoinedhisfather 
atourhousefordinner.Myfatheroftenremarkedthatitwasstrange,butnowit 
doesn’tmater. 
 

“Cruel?Marcus?”Mymothershakesherhead.“Thatpoorman.Asifheneedstobe 
remindedofhisloss.” 
 

“Ofhisson’sbetrayal,youmean?”myfathersayscoldly.“Ishouldn’tbesurprisedat 
thispoint.TheEruditehavebeenatackinguswiththesereportsformonths.Andthis 
isn’ttheend.Therewilbemore,Iguaranteeit.” 
 

Ishouldn’tspeakagain,butIcan’thelpmyself.Iblurtout,“Whyaretheydoingthis?” 
 

“Whydon’tyoutakethisopportunitytolistentoyourfather,Beatrice?”mymother 
saysgently.Itisphrasedlikeasuggestion,notacommand.Ilookacrossthetableat 
Caleb,whohasthatlookofdisapprovalinhiseyes. 
 

Istareatmypeas.IamnotsureIcanlivethislifeofobligationanylonger.Iamnot 
goodenough. 
 

“Youknowwhy,”myfathersays.“Becausewehavesomethingtheywant.Valuing 
knowledgeabovealelseresultsinalustforpower,andthatleadsmenintodarkand 
emptyplaces.Weshouldbethankfulthatweknowbeter.” 
 



 

 

Inod.IknowIwilnotchooseErudite,eventhoughmytestresultssuggestedthatI 
could.Iammyfather’sdaughter. 



 

 

Myparentscleanupafterdinner.Theydon’tevenletCalebhelpthem,because 
we’resupposedtokeeptoourselvestonightinsteadofgatheringinthefamilyroom,so 
wecanthinkaboutourresults. 
 

Myfamilymightbeabletohelpmechoose,ifIcouldtalkaboutmyresults.ButI 
can’t.Tori’swarningwhispersinmymemoryeverytimemyresolvetokeepmymouth 
shutfalters. 
 

CalebandIclimbthestairsand,atthetop,whenwedividetogotoourseparate 
bedrooms,hestopsmewithahandonmyshoulder. 
 

“Beatrice,”hesays,lookingsternlyintomyeyes.“Weshouldthinkofourfamily.” 
Thereisanedgetohisvoice.“But.Butwemustalsothinkofourselves.” 
 

ForamomentIstareathim.Ihaveneverseenhimthinkofhimself,neverheardhim 
insistonanythingbutselflessness. 
 

IamsostartledbyhiscommentthatIjustsaywhatIamsupposedtosay:“Thetests 
don’thavetochangeourchoices.” 
 

Hesmilesalitle.“Don’tthey,though?” 
 

Hesqueezesmyshoulderandwalksintohisbedroom.Ipeerintohisroomandsee 
anunmadebedandastackofbooksonhisdesk.Heclosesthedoor.IwishIcouldtel 
himthatwe’regoingthroughthesamething.IwishIcouldspeaktohimlikeIwantto 
insteadoflikeI’msupposedto.ButtheideaofadmitingthatIneedhelpistoomuchto 
bear,soIturnaway. 
 

Iwalkintomyroom,andwhenIclosemydoorbehindme,Irealizethatthedecision 
mightbesimple.ItwilrequireagreatactofselflessnesstochooseAbnegation,ora 
greatactofcouragetochooseDauntless,andmaybejustchoosingoneoverthe 
otherwilprovethatIbelong.Tomorow,thosetwoqualitieswilstrugglewithinme,and 
onlyonecanwin. 



 

 

CHAPTERFIVE 
 

 

THEBUSWE taketogettotheChoosingCeremonyisfulofpeopleingrayshirtsandgray 
slacks.Apaleringofsunlightburnsintothecloudsliketheendofalitcigarete.Iwil 
neversmokeonemyself—theyarecloselytiedtovanity—butacrowdofCandor 
smokestheminfrontofthebuildingwhenwegetofthebus. 
 

IhavetotiltmyheadbacktoseethetopoftheHub,andeventhen,partofit 
disappearsintotheclouds.Itisthetalestbuildinginthecity.Icanseethelightsonthe 
twoprongsonitsrooffrommybedroomwindow. 
 

Ifolowmyparentsofthebus.Calebseemscalm,butsowouldI,ifIknewwhatI 
wasgoingtodo.InsteadIgetthedistinctimpressionthatmyheartwilburstoutofmy 
chestanyminutenow,andIgrabhisarmtosteadymyselfasIwalkupthefrontsteps. 
 

Theelevatoriscrowded,somyfathervolunteerstogiveaclusterofAmityour 
place.Weclimbthestairsinstead,folowinghimunquestioningly.Wesetanexample 
forourfelowfactionmembers,andsoonthethreeofusareengulfedinthemassof 
grayfabricascendingcementstairsinthehalflight.Isetleintotheirpace.Theuniform 
poundingoffeetinmyearsandthehomogeneityofthepeoplearoundmemakesme 
believethatIcouldchoosethis.IcouldbesubsumedintoAbnegation’shivemind, 
projectingalwaysoutward. 
 

Butthenmylegsgetsore,andIstruggletobreathe,andIamagaindistractedby 
myself.WehavetoclimbtwentyflightsofstairstogettotheChoosingCeremony. 
 

Myfatherholdsthedooropenonthetwentiethfloorandstandslikeasentryas 
everyAbnegationwalkspasthim.Iwouldwaitforhim,butthecrowdpressesme 
forward,outofthestairwelandintotheroomwhereIwildecidetherestofmylife. 
 

Theroomisarangedinconcentriccircles.Ontheedgesstandthesixteen-year-
oldsofeveryfaction.Wearenotcaledmembersyet;ourdecisionstodaywilmakeus 
initiates,andwewilbecomemembersifwecompleteinitiation. 
 

Wearangeourselvesinalphabeticalorder,accordingtothelastnameswemay 
leavebehindtoday.IstandbetweenCalebandDanielePohler,anAmitygirlwithrosy 
cheeksandayelowdress. 
 

Rowsofchairsforourfamiliesmakeupthenextcircle.Theyarearangedinfive 
sections,accordingtofaction.NoteveryoneineachfactioncomestotheChoosing 
Ceremony,butenoughofthemcomethatthecrowdlookshuge. 
 

Theresponsibilitytoconducttheceremonyrotatesfromfactiontofactioneach 
year,andthisyearisAbnegation’s.Marcuswilgivetheopeningaddressandreadthe 
namesinreversealphabeticalorder.Calebwilchoosebeforeme. 
 

Inthelastcirclearefivemetalbowlssolargetheycouldholdmyentirebody,ifI 
curledup.Eachonecontainsasubstancethatrepresentseachfaction:graystones 



 

 

forAbnegation,waterforErudite,earthforAmity,litcoalsforDauntless,andglassfor 
Candor. 



 

 

WhenMarcuscalsmyname,Iwilwalktothecenterofthethreecircles.Iwilnot 
speak.Hewilofermeaknife.Iwilcutintomyhandandsprinklemybloodintothe 
bowlofthefactionIchoose. 
 

Mybloodonthestones.Mybloodsizzlingonthecoals. 
 

Beforemyparentssitdown,theystandinfrontofCalebandme.Myfatherkisses 
myforeheadandclapsCalebontheshoulder,grinning. 
 

“Seeyousoon,”hesays.Withoutatraceofdoubt. 
 

Mymotherhugsme,andwhatlitleresolveIhaveleftalmostbreaks.Iclenchmyjaw 
andstareupattheceiling,whereglobelanternshangandfiltheroomwithbluelight. 
Sheholdsmeforwhatfeelslikealongtime,evenafterIletmyhandsfal.Beforeshe 
pulsaway,sheturnsherheadandwhispersinmyear,“Iloveyou.Nomaterwhat.” 
 

Ifrownatherbackasshewalksaway.SheknowswhatImightdo.Shemustknow, 
orshewouldn’tfeeltheneedtosaythat. 
 

Calebgrabsmyhand,squeezingmypalmsotightlyithurts,butIdon’tletgo.Thelast 
timeweheldhandswasatmyuncle’sfuneral,asmyfathercried.Weneedeach 
other’sstrengthnow,justaswedidthen. 
 

Theroomslowlycomestoorder.IshouldbeobservingtheDauntless;Ishouldbe 
takinginasmuchinformationasIcan,butIcanonlystareatthelanternsacrossthe 
room.Itrytolosemyselfintheblueglow. 
 

MarcusstandsatthepodiumbetweentheEruditeandtheDauntlessandclearshis 
throatintothemicrophone.“Welcome,”hesays.“WelcometotheChoosing 
Ceremony.Welcometothedaywehonorthedemocraticphilosophyofourancestors, 
whichtelsusthateverymanhastherighttochoosehisownwayinthisworld.” 
 

Or,itoccurstome,oneoffivepredeterminedways.IsqueezeCaleb’sfingersas 
hardasheissqueezingmine. 
 

“Ourdependentsarenowsixteen.Theystandontheprecipiceofadulthood,anditis 
nowuptothemtodecidewhatkindofpeopletheywilbe.”Marcus’svoiceissolemn 
andgivesequalweighttoeachword.“Decadesagoourancestorsrealizedthatitis 
notpoliticalideology,religiousbelief,race,ornationalismthatistoblameforawaring 
world.Rather,theydeterminedthatitwasthefaultofhumanpersonality—of 
humankind’sinclinationtowardevil,inwhateverformthatis.Theydividedintofactions 
thatsoughttoeradicatethosequalitiestheybelievedresponsiblefortheworld’s 
disaray.” 
 

Myeyesshifttothebowlsinthecenteroftheroom.WhatdoIbelieve?Idonot 
know;Idonotknow;Idonotknow. 
 

“ThosewhoblamedaggressionformedAmity.” 
 

TheAmityexchangesmiles.Theyaredressedcomfortably,inredoryelow.Every 
timeIseethem,theyseemkind,loving,free.Butjoiningthemhasneverbeenan 



 

 

optionforme. 



 

 

“ThosewhoblamedignorancebecametheErudite.” 
 

RulingoutEruditewastheonlypartofmychoicethatwaseasy. 
 

“ThosewhoblamedduplicitycreatedCandor.” 
 

IhaveneverlikedCandor. 
 

“ThosewhoblamedselfishnessmadeAbnegation.” 
 

Iblameselfishness;Ido. 
 

“AndthosewhoblamedcowardiceweretheDauntless.” 
 

ButIamnotselflessenough.SixteenyearsoftryingandIamnotenough. 
 

Mylegsgonumb,likealthelifehasgoneoutofthem,andIwonderhowIwilwalk 
whenmynameiscaled. 
 

“Workingtogether,thesefivefactionshavelivedinpeaceformanyyears,each 
contributingtoadiferentsectorofsociety.Abnegationhasfulfiledourneedfor 
selflessleadersingovernment;Candorhasprovideduswithtrustworthyandsound 
leadersinlaw;Eruditehassupplieduswithinteligentteachersandresearchers;Amity 
hasgivenusunderstandingcounselorsandcaretakers;andDauntlessprovidesus 
withprotectionfromthreatsbothwithinandwithout.Butthereachofeachfactionisnot 
limitedtotheseareas.Wegiveoneanotherfarmorethancanbeadequately 
summarized.Inourfactions,wefindmeaning,wefindpurpose,wefindlife.” 
 

IthinkofthemotoIreadinmyFactionHistorytextbook:Factionbeforeblood. 
Morethanfamily,ourfactionsarewherewebelong.Canthatpossiblyberight? 
 

Marcusadds,“Apartfromthem,wewouldnotsurvive.” 
 

Thesilencethatfolowshiswordsisheavierthanothersilences.Itisheavywithour 
worstfear,greatereventhanthefearofdeath:tobefactionless. 
 

Marcuscontinues,“Thereforethisdaymarksahappyoccasion—thedayonwhich 
wereceiveournewinitiates,whowilworkwithustowardabetersocietyandabeter 
world.” 
 

Aroundofapplause.Itsoundsmufled.Itrytostandcompletelystil,becauseifmy 
kneesarelockedandmybodyisstif,Idon’tshake.Marcusreadsthefirstnames,but 
Ican’ttelonesylablefromtheother.HowwilIknowwhenhecalsmyname? 
 

Onebyone,eachsixteen-year-oldstepsoutoflineandwalkstothemiddleofthe 
room.ThefirstgirltochoosedecidesonAmity,thesamefactionfromwhichshe 
came.Iwatchherblooddropletsfalonsoil,andshestandsbehindtheirseatsalone. 
 

Theroomisconstantlymoving,anewnameandanewpersonchoosing,anew 
knifeandanewchoice.Irecognizemostofthem,butIdoubttheyknowme. 
 

“JamesTucker,”Marcussays. 
 



 

 

JamesTuckeroftheDauntlessisthefirstpersontostumbleonhiswaytothe 
bowls.Hethrowshisarmsoutandregainshisbalancebeforehitingthefloor.Hisface 



 

 

turnsredandhewalksfasttothemiddleoftheroom.Whenhestandsinthecenter,he 
looksfromtheDauntlessbowltotheCandorbowl—
theorangeflamesthatrisehigher eachmoment,andtheglassreflectingbluelight. 
 

Marcusofershimtheknife.Hebreathesdeeply—Iwatchhischestrise—and,as 
heexhales,acceptstheknife.Thenhedragsitacrosshispalmwithajerkandholds 
hisarmouttotheside.Hisbloodfalsontoglass,andheisthefirstofustoswitch 
factions.Thefirstfactiontransfer.AmuterrisesfromtheDauntlesssection,andI 
stareatthefloor. 
 

Theywilseehimasatraitorfromnowon.HisDauntlessfamilywilhavetheoption 
ofvisitinghiminhisnewfaction,aweekandahalffromnowonVisitingDay,butthey 
won’t,becauseheleftthem.Hisabsencewilhaunttheirhalways,andhewilbea 
spacetheycan’tfil.Andthentimewilpass,andtheholewilbegone,likewhenan 
organisremovedandthebody’sfluidsflowintothespaceitleaves.Humanscan’t 
tolerateemptinessforlong. 
 

“CalebPrior,”saysMarcus. 
 

Calebsqueezesmyhandonelasttime,andashewalksaway,castsalonglookat 
meoverhisshoulder.Iwatchhisfeetmovetothecenteroftheroom,andhishands, 
steadyastheyaccepttheknifefromMarcus,aredeftasonepressestheknifeinto 
theother.Thenhestandswithbloodpoolinginhispalm,andhislipsnagsonhisteeth. 
 

Hebreathesout.Andthenin.AndthenheholdshishandovertheEruditebowl,and 
hisblooddripsintothewater,turningitadeepershadeofred. 
 

Ihearmutersthatliftintooutragedcries.Icanbarelythinkstraight.Mybrother,my 

selflessbrother,afactiontransfer?Mybrother,bornforAbnegation,Erudite? 
 

WhenIclosemyeyes,IseethestackofbooksonCaleb’sdesk,andhisshaking 
handsslidingalonghislegsaftertheaptitudetest.Whydidn’tIrealizethatwhenhetold 
metothinkofmyselfyesterday,hewasalsogivingthatadvicetohimself? 
 

IscanthecrowdoftheErudite—theywearsmugsmilesandnudgeeachother.The 
Abnegation,normalysoplacid,speaktooneanotherintensewhispersandglare 
acrosstheroomatthefactionthathasbecomeourenemy. 
 

“Excuseme,”saysMarcus,butthecrowddoesn’thearhim.Heshouts,“Quiet, 
please!” 
 

Theroomgoessilent.Exceptforaringingsound. 
 

Ihearmynameandashudderpropelsmeforward.Halfwaytothebowls,Iamsure 
thatIwilchooseAbnegation.Icanseeitnow.Iwatchmyselfgrowintoawomanin 
Abnegationrobes,maryingSusan’sbrother,Robert,volunteeringontheweekends, 
thepeaceofroutine,thequietnightsspentinfrontofthefireplace,thecertaintythatI 
wilbesafe,andifnotgoodenough,beterthanIamnow. 
 

Theringing,Irealize,isinmyears. 
 



 

 

IlookatCaleb,whonowstandsbehindtheErudite.Hestaresbackatmeandnods 



 

 

alitle,likeheknowswhatI’mthinking,andagrees.Myfootstepsfalter.IfCalebwasn’t 
fitforAbnegation,howcanIbe?ButwhatchoicedoIhave,nowthatheleftusandI’m 
theonlyonewhoremains?Heleftmenootheroption. 
 

Isetmyjaw.Iwilbethechildthatstays;Ihavetodothisformyparents.Ihaveto. 
 

Marcusofersmemyknife.Ilookintohiseyes—theyaredarkblue,astrangecolor 
—andtakeit.Henods,andIturntowardthebowls.DauntlessfireandAbnegation 
stonesarebothonmyleft,oneinfrontofmyshoulderandonebehind.Iholdtheknife 
inmyrighthandandtouchthebladetomypalm.Gritingmyteeth,Idragtheblade 
down.Itstings,butIbarelynotice.Iholdbothhandstomychest,andmynextbreath 
shuddersonthewayout. 
 

Iopenmyeyesandthrustmyarmout.Myblooddripsontothecarpetbetweenthe 
twobowls.Then,withagaspIcan’tcontain,Ishiftmyhandforward,andmyblood 
sizzlesonthecoals. 
 

Iamselfish.Iambrave. 



 

 

CHAPTERSIX 
 

 

ITRAINMY eyesonthefloorandstandbehindtheDauntless-borninitiateswhochoseto 
returntotheirownfaction.TheyarealtalerthanIam,soevenwhenIliftmyhead,I 
seeonlyblack-clothedshoulders.Whenthelastgirlmakesherchoice—Amity—it’s 
timetoleave.TheDauntlessexitfirst.Iwalkpastthegray-clothedmenandwomen 
whoweremyfaction,staringdeterminedlyatthebackofsomeone’shead. 
 

ButIhavetoseemyparentsonemoretime.Ilookovermyshoulderatthelast 
secondbeforeIpassthem,andimmediatelywishIhadn’t.Myfather’seyesburninto 
minewithalookofaccusation.Atfirst,whenIfeeltheheatbehindmyeyes,Ithinkhe’s 
foundawaytosetmeonfire,topunishmeforwhatI’vedone,butno—I’maboutto cry. 

 

Besidehim,mymotherissmiling. 
 

Thepeoplebehindmepressmeforward,awayfrommyfamily,whowilbethelast 
onestoleave.Theymayevenstaytostackthechairsandcleanthebowls.Itwistmy 
headaroundtofindCalebinthecrowdofEruditebehindme.Hestandsamongthe 
otherinitiates,shakinghandswithafactiontransfer,aboywhowasCandor.Theeasy 
smilehewearsisanactofbetrayal.MystomachwrenchesandIturnaway.Ifit’sso 
easyforhim,maybeitshouldbeeasyforme,too. 
 

Iglanceattheboytomyleft,whowasEruditeandnowlooksaspaleandnervous 
asIshouldfeel.IspentalmytimeworyingaboutwhichfactionIwouldchooseand 
neverconsideredwhatwouldhappenifIchoseDauntless.Whatwaitsformeat 
Dauntlessheadquarters? 
 

ThecrowdofDauntlessleadingusgotothestairsinsteadoftheelevators.Ithought 
onlytheAbnegationusedthestairs. 
 

Theneveryonestartsrunning.Ihearwhoopsandshoutsandlaughteralaroundme, 
anddozensofthunderingfeetmovingatdiferentrhythms.Itisnotaselflessactfor 
theDauntlesstotakethestairs;itisawildact. 
 

“Whatthehelisgoingon?”theboynexttomeshouts. 
 

Ijustshakemyheadandkeeprunning.Iambreathlesswhenwereachthefirstfloor, 
andtheDauntlessburstthroughtheexit.Outside,theairiscrispandcoldandthesky 
isorangefromthesetingsun.ItreflectsoftheblackglassoftheHub. 
 

TheDauntlesssprawlacrossthestreet,blockingthepathofabus,andIsprintto 
catchuptothebackofthecrowd.MyconfusiondissipatesasIrun.Ihavenotrun 
anywhereinalongtime.Abnegationdiscouragesanythingdonestrictlyformyown 
enjoyment,andthatiswhatthisis:mylungsburning,mymusclesaching,thefierce 
pleasureofaflat-outsprint.IfolowtheDauntlessdownthestreetandaroundthe 
cornerandhearafamiliarsound:thetrainhorn. 
 



 

 

“Ohno,”mumblestheEruditeboy.“Arewesupposedtohoponthatthing?” 



 

 

“Yes,”Isay,breathless. 
 

ItisgoodthatIspentsomuchtimewatchingtheDauntlessariveatschool.The 
crowdspreadsoutinalongline.Thetrainglidestowardusonsteelrails,itslight 
flashing,itshornblaring.Thedoorofeachcarisopen,waitingfortheDauntlesstopile 
in,andtheydo,groupbygroup,untilonlythenewinitiatesareleft.TheDauntless-born 
initiatesareusedtodoingthisbynow,soinasecondit’sjustfactiontransfersleft. 
 

Istepforwardwithafewothersandstartjogging.Werunwiththecarforafew 
stepsandthenthrowourselvessideways.I’mnotastalorasstrongassomeofthem, 
soIcan’tpulmyselfintothecar.Iclingtoahandlenexttothedoorway,myshoulder 
slammingintothecar.Myarmsshake,andfinalyaCandorgirlgrabsmeandpulsme 
in.Gasping,Ithankher. 
 

Ihearashoutandlookovermyshoulder.AshortEruditeboywithredhairpumpshis 
armsashetriestocatchuptothetrain.AnEruditegirlbythedoorreachesouttograb 
theboy’shand,straining,butheistoofarbehind.Hefalstohiskneesnexttothe 
tracksaswesailaway,andputshisheadinhishands. 
 

Ifeeluneasy.HejustfailedDauntlessinitiation.Heisfactionlessnow.Itcould 
happenatanymoment. 
 

“Youalright?”theCandorgirlwhohelpedmeasksbriskly.Sheistal,withdark 
brownskinandshorthair.Prety. 
 

Inod. 
 

“I’mChristina,”shesays,oferingmeherhand. 
 

Ihaven’tshakenahandinalongtimeeither.TheAbnegationgreetedoneanother 
bybowingheads,asignofrespect.Itakeherhand,uncertainly,andshakeittwice, 
hopingIdidn’tsqueezetoohardornothardenough. 
 

“Beatrice,”Isay. 
 

“Doyouknowwherewe’regoing?”Shehastoshoutoverthewind,whichblows 
harderthroughtheopendoorsbythesecond.Thetrainispickingupspeed.Isitdown. 
ItwilbeeasiertokeepmybalanceifI’mlowtotheground.Sheraisesaneyebrowat me. 

 

“Afasttrainmeanswind,”Isay.“Windmeansfalingout.Getdown.” 
 

Christinasitsnexttome,inchingbacktoleanagainstthewal. 
 

“Iguesswe’regoingtoDauntlessheadquarters,”Isay,“butIdon’tknowwherethat 
is.” 
 

“Doesanyone?”Sheshakesherhead,grinning.“It’sliketheyjustpoppedoutofa 
holeinthegroundorsomething.” 
 

Thenthewindrushesthroughthecar,andtheotherfactiontransfers,hitwithbursts 
ofair,falontopofoneanother.IwatchChristinalaughwithouthearingherand 



 

 

manageasmile. 



 

 

Overmyleftshoulder,orangelightfromthesetingsunreflectsoftheglass 
buildings,andIcanfaintlyseetherowsofgrayhousesthatusedtobemyhome. 
 

It’sCaleb’sturntomakedinnertonight.Whowiltakehisplace—mymotherormy 
father?Andwhentheyclearouthisroom,whatwiltheydiscover?Iimaginebooks 
jammedbetweenthedresserandthewal,booksunderhismatress.TheEruditethirst 
forknowledgefilingalthehiddenplacesinhisroom.Didhealwaysknowthathewould 
chooseErudite?Andifhedid,howdidInotnotice? 
 

Whatagoodactorhewas.Thethoughtmakesmesicktomystomach,because 
eventhoughIleftthemtoo,atleastIwasnogoodatpretending.Atleasttheyalknew 
thatIwasn’tselfless. 
 

Iclosemyeyesandpicturemymotherandfathersitingatthedinnertablein 
silence.Isitalingeringhintofselflessnessthatmakesmythroattightenatthethought 
ofthem,orisitselfishness,becauseIknowIwilneverbetheirdaughteragain? 
 
 
 
 

“They’rejumpingof!” 
 

Iliftmyhead.Myneckaches.Ihavebeencurledupwithmybackagainstthewalfor 
atleastahalfhour,listeningtotheroaringwindandwatchingthecitysmearpastus.I 
sitforward.Thetrainhassloweddowninthepastfewminutes,andIseethattheboy 
whoshoutedisright:TheDauntlessinthecarsaheadofusarejumpingoutasthe 
trainpassesarooftop.Thetracksaresevenstoriesup. 
 

Theideaofleapingoutofamovingtrainontoarooftop,knowingthereisagap 
betweentheedgeoftheroofandtheedgeofthetrack,makesmewanttothrowup.I 
pushmyselfupandstumbletotheoppositesideofthecar,wheretheotherfaction 
transfersstandinaline. 
 

“Wehavetojumpoftoo,then,”aCandorgirlsays.Shehasalargenoseand 
crookedteeth. 
 

“Great,”aCandorboyreplies,“becausethatmakesperfectsense,Moly.Leapofa 
trainontoaroof.” 
 

“Thisiskindofwhatwesignedupfor,Peter,”thegirlpointsout. 
 

“Wel,I’mnotdoingit,”saysanAmityboybehindme.Hehasoliveskinandwearsa 
brownshirt—heistheonlytransferfromAmity.Hischeeksshinewithtears. 
 

“You’vegotto,”Christinasays,“oryoufail.Comeon,it’lbealright.” 
 

“No,itwon’t!I’dratherbefactionlessthandead!”TheAmityboyshakeshishead. 
Hesoundspanicky.Hekeepsshakinghisheadandstaringattherooftop,whichis 
getingcloserbythesecond. 
 

Idon’tagreewithhim.Iwouldratherbedeadthanempty,likethefactionless. 
 



 

 

“Youcan’tforcehim,”Isay,glancingatChristina.Herbrowneyesarewide,andshe 
pressesherlipstogethersohardtheychangecolor.Sheofersmeherhand. 



 

 

“Here,”shesays.Iraiseaneyebrowatherhand,abouttosaythatIdon’tneedhelp, 
butsheadds,“Ijust…can’tdoitunlesssomeonedragsme.” 
 

Itakeherhandandwestandattheedgeofthecar.Asitpassestheroof,Icount, 
“One…two…three!” 
 

Onthreewelaunchofthetraincar.Aweightlessmoment,andthenmyfeetslam 
intosolidgroundandpainpricklesthroughmyshins.Thejaringlandingsendsme 
sprawlingontherooftop,gravelundermycheek.IreleaseChristina’shand.She’s 
laughing. 
 

“Thatwasfun,”shesays. 
 

ChristinawilfitinwithDauntlessthrilseekers.Ibrushgrainsofrockfrommycheek. 
AltheinitiatesexcepttheAmityboymadeitontotheroof,withvaryinglevelsof 
success.TheCandorgirlwithcrookedteeth,Moly,holdsherankle,wincing,and 
Peter,theCandorboywithshinyhair,grinsproudly—hemusthavelandedonhisfeet. 
 

ThenIhearawail.Iturnmyhead,searchingforthesourceofthesound.A 

Dauntlessgirlstandsattheedgeoftheroof,staringatthegroundbelow,screaming. 
BehindheraDauntlessboyholdsheratthewaisttokeepherfromfalingof. 
 

“Rita,”hesays.“Rita,calmdown.Rita—” 
 

Istandandlookovertheedge.Thereisabodyonthepavementbelowus;agirl,her 
armsandlegsbentatawkwardangles,herhairspreadinafanaroundherhead.My 
stomachsinksandIstareattherailroadtracks.Noteveryonemadeit.Andeventhe 
Dauntlessaren’tsafe. 
 

Ritasinkstoherknees,sobbing.Iturnaway.ThelongerIwatchher,themorelikelyI 
amtocry,andIcan’tcryinfrontofthesepeople. 
 

Itelmyself,assternlyaspossible,thatishowthingsworkhere.Wedodangerous 
thingsandpeopledie.Peopledie,andwemoveontothenextdangerousthing.The 
soonerthatlessonsinksin,thebeterchanceIhaveatsurvivinginitiation. 
 

I’mnolongersurethatIwilsurviveinitiation. 
 

ItelmyselfIwilcounttothree,andwhenI’mdone,Iwilmoveon.One.Ipicturethe 

girl’sbodyonthepavement,andashuddergoesthroughme.Two.IhearRita’ssobs 

andthemurmuredreassuranceoftheboybehindher.Three. 
 

Mylipspursed,IwalkawayfromRitaandtheroof’sedge. 
 

Myelbowstings.Ipulmysleeveuptoexamineit,myhandshaking.Someofthe 
skinispeelingof,butitisn’tbleeding. 
 

“Ooh.Scandalous!AStif’sflashingsomeskin!” 
 

Iliftmyhead.“Stif”isslangforAbnegation,andI’mtheonlyonehere.Peterpoints 
atme,smirking.Ihearlaughter.Mycheeksheatup,andIletmysleevefal. 
 



 

 

“Listenup!MynameisMax!Iamoneoftheleadersofyournewfaction!”shoutsa 



 

 

manattheotherendoftheroof.Heisolderthantheothers,withdeepcreasesinhis 
darkskinandgrayhairathistemples,andhestandsontheledgelikeit’sasidewalk. 
Likesomeonedidn’tjustfaltoherdeathfromit.“Severalstoriesbelowusisthe 
members’entrancetoourcompound.Ifyoucan’tmusterthewiltojumpof,youdon’t 
belonghere.Ourinitiateshavetheprivilegeofgoingfirst.” 
 

“Youwantustojumpofaledge?”asksanEruditegirl.Sheisafewinchestaler 
thanIam,withmousybrownhairandbiglips.Hermouthhangsopen. 
 

Idon’tknowwhyitshocksher. 
 

“Yes,”Maxsays.Helooksamused. 
 

“Istherewateratthebotomorsomething?” 
 

“Whoknows?”Heraiseshiseyebrows. 
 

Thecrowdinfrontoftheinitiatessplitsinhalf,makingawidepathforus.Ilook 
around.Noonelookseagertoleapofthebuilding—theireyesareeverywherebuton 
Max.Someofthemnurseminorwoundsorbrushgravelfromtheirclothes.Iglanceat 
Peter.Heispickingatoneofhiscuticles.Tryingtoactcasual. 
 

Iamproud.Itwilgetmeintotroublesomeday,buttodayitmakesmebrave.Iwalk 
towardtheledgeandhearsnickersbehindme. 
 

Maxstepsaside,leavingmywayclear.Iwalkuptotheedgeandlookdown.Wind 
whipsthroughmyclothes,makingthefabricsnap.ThebuildingI’monformsoneside 
ofasquarewiththreeotherbuildings.Inthecenterofthesquareisahugeholeinthe 
concrete.Ican’tseewhat’satthebotomofit. 
 

Thisisascaretactic.Iwillandsafelyatthebotom.Thatknowledgeistheonlything 
thathelpsmestepontotheledge.Myteethchater.Ican’tbackdownnow.Notwithal 
thepeoplebetingI’lfailbehindme.Myhandsfumblealongthecolarofmyshirtand 
findthebutonthatsecuresitshut.Afterafewtries,Iundothehooksfromcolarto 
hem,andpulitofmyshoulders. 
 

Beneathit,IwearagrayT-shirt.ItistighterthananyotherclothesIown,andnoone 
haseverseenmeinitbefore.Ibalupmyoutershirtandlookovermyshoulder,at 
Peter.IthrowthebaloffabricathimashardasIcan,myjawclenched.Ithitshimin 
thechest.Hestaresatme.Ihearcatcalsandshoutsbehindme. 
 

Ilookattheholeagain.Goosebumpsriseonmypalearms,andmystomach 
lurches.IfIdon’tdoitnow,Iwon’tbeabletodoitatal.Iswalowhard. 
 

Idon’tthink.Ijustbendmykneesandjump. 
 

Theairhowlsinmyearsasthegroundsurgestowardme,growingandexpanding, 
orIsurgetowardtheground,myheartpoundingsofastithurts,everymuscleinmy 
bodytensingasthefalingsensationdragsatmystomach.Theholesuroundsmeand 
Idropintodarkness. 
 



 

 

Ihitsomethinghard.Itgiveswaybeneathmeandcradlesmybody.Theimpact 
knocksthewindoutofmeandIwheeze,strugglingtobreatheagain.Myarmsandlegs 



 

 

sting. 
 

Anet.Thereisanetatthebotomofthehole.Ilookupatthebuildingandlaugh,half 
relievedandhalfhysterical.MybodyshakesandIcovermyfacewithmyhands.Ijust 
jumpedofaroof. 
 

Ihavetostandonsolidgroundagain.Iseeafewhandsstretchingouttomeatthe 
edgeofthenet,soIgrabthefirstoneIcanreachandpulmyselfacross.Irolof,and 
Iwouldhavefalenface-firstontoawoodfloorifhehadnotcaughtme. 
 

“He”istheyoungmanatachedtothehandIgrabbed.Hehasaspareupperlipand 
afullowerlip.Hiseyesaresodeep-setthathiseyelashestouchtheskinunderhis 
eyebrows,andtheyaredarkblue,adreaming,sleeping,waitingcolor. 
 

Hishandsgripmyarms,buthereleasesmeamomentafterIstanduprightagain. 
 

“Thankyou,”Isay. 
 

Westandonaplatformtenfeetabovetheground.Aroundusisanopencavern. 
 

“Can’tbelieveit,”avoicesaysfrombehindhim.Itbelongstoadark-hairedgirlwith 
threesilverringsthroughherrighteyebrow.Shesmirksatme.“AStif,thefirstto 
jump?Unheardof.” 
 

“There’sareasonwhysheleftthem,Lauren,”hesays.Hisvoiceisdeep,andit 
rumbles.“What’syourname?” 
 

“Um…”Idon’tknowwhyIhesitate.But“Beatrice”justdoesn’tsoundrightanymore. 
 

“Thinkaboutit,”hesays,afaintsmilecurlinghislips.“Youdon’tgettopickagain.” 
 

Anewplace,anewname.Icanberemadehere. 
 

“Tris,”Isayfirmly. 
 

“Tris,”Laurenrepeats,grinning.“Maketheannouncement,Four.” 
 

Theboy—Four—looksoverhisshoulderandshouts,“Firstjumper—Tris!” 
 

Acrowdmaterializesfromthedarknessasmyeyesadjust.Theycheerandpump 
theirfists,andthenanotherpersondropsintothenet.Herscreamsfolowherdown. 
Christina.Everyonelaughs,buttheyfolowtheirlaughterwithmorecheering. 
 

Foursetshishandonmybackandsays,“WelcometoDauntless.” 



 

 

CHAPTERSEVEN 
 

 

WHENALLTHE initiatesstandonsolidgroundagain,LaurenandFourleadusdowna 
narowtunnel.Thewalsaremadeofstone,andtheceilingslopes,soIfeellikeIam 
descendingdeepintotheheartoftheearth.Thetunnelislitatlongintervals,sointhe 
darkspacebetweeneachdimlamp,IfearthatIamlostuntilashoulderbumpsmine.In 
thecirclesoflightIamsafeagain. 
 

TheEruditeboyinfrontofmestopsabruptly,andIsmackintohim,hitingmynose 
onhisshoulder.IstumblebackandrubmynoseasIrecovermysenses.Thewhole 
crowdhasstopped,andourthreeleadersstandinfrontofus,armsfolded. 
 

“Thisiswherewedivide,”Laurensays.“TheDauntless-
borninitiatesarewithme.I assumeyoudon’tneedatouroftheplace.” 
 

ShesmilesandbeckonstowardtheDauntless-borninitiates.Theybreakawayfrom 
thegroupanddissolveintotheshadows.Iwatchthelastheelpassoutofthelightand 
lookatthoseofuswhoareleft.MostoftheinitiateswerefromDauntless,soonlynine 
peopleremain.Ofthose,IamtheonlyAbnegationtransfer,andtherearenoAmity 
transfers.TherestarefromEruditeand,surprisingly,Candor.Itmustrequirebravery 
tobehonestalthetime.Iwouldn’tknow. 
 

Fouraddressesusnext.“MostofthetimeIworkinthecontrolroom,butforthenext 
fewweeks,Iamyourinstructor,”hesays.“MynameisFour.” 
 

Christinaasks,“Four?Likethenumber?” 
 

“Yes,”Foursays.“Isthereaproblem?” 
 

“No.” 
 

“Good.We’reabouttogointothePit,whichyouwilsomedaylearntolove.It—” 
 

Christinasnickers.“ThePit?Clevername.” 
 

FourwalksuptoChristinaandleanshisfaceclosetohers.Hiseyesnarow,and 
forasecondhejuststaresather. 
 

“What’syourname?”heasksquietly. 
 

“Christina,”shesqueaks. 
 

“Wel,Christina,ifIwantedtoputupwithCandorsmart-mouths,Iwouldhavejoined 
theirfaction,”hehisses.“Thefirstlessonyouwillearnfrommeistokeepyourmouth 
shut.Gotthat?” 
 

Shenods. 
 

Fourstartstowardtheshadowattheendofthetunnel.Thecrowdofinitiatesmoves 
oninsilence. 
 



 

 

“Whatajerk,”shemumbles. 
 

“Iguesshedoesn’tliketobelaughedat,”Ireply. 



 

 

ItwouldprobablybewisetobecarefularoundFour,Irealize.Heseemedplacidto 
meontheplatform,butsomethingaboutthatstilnessmakesmewarynow. 
 

Fourpushesasetofdoubledoorsopen,andwewalkintotheplacehecaled“the 

Pit.” 
 

“Oh,”whispersChristina.“Igetit.” 
 

“Pit”isthebestwordforit.ItisanundergroundcavernsohugeIcan’tseetheother 
endofitfromwhereIstand,atthebotom.Unevenrockwalsriseseveralstories 
abovemyhead.Builtintothestonewalsareplacesforfood,clothing,supplies,leisure 
activities.Narowpathsandstepscarvedfromrockconnectthem.Thereareno 
barierstokeeppeoplefromfalingovertheside. 
 

Aslantoforangelightstretchesacrossoneoftherockwals.Formingtheroofof 
thePitarepanesofglassand,abovethem,abuildingthatletsinsunlight.Itmusthave 
lookedlikejustanothercitybuildingwhenwepasseditonthetrain. 
 

Bluelanternsdangleatrandomintervalsabovethestonepaths,similartotheones 
thatlittheChoosingroom.Theygrowbrighterasthesunlightdies. 
 

Peopleareeverywhere,aldressedinblack,alshoutingandtalking,expressive, 
gesturing.Idon’tseeanyelderlypeopleinthecrowd.ArethereanyoldDauntless?Do 
theynotlastthatlong,oraretheyjustsentawaywhentheycan’tjumpofmovingtrains 
anymore? 
 

Agroupofchildrenrundownanarowpathwithnorailing,sofastmyheartpounds, 
andIwanttoscreamatthemtoslowdownbeforetheygethurt.Amemoryofthe 
orderlyAbnegationstreetsappearsinmymind:alineofpeopleontherightpassinga 
lineofpeopleontheleft,smalsmilesandinclinedheadsandsilence.Mystomach 
squeezes.ButthereissomethingwonderfulaboutDauntlesschaos. 
 

“Ifyoufolowme,”saysFour,“I’lshowyouthechasm.” 
 

Hewavesusforward.Four’sappearanceseemstamefromthefront,byDauntless 
standards,butwhenheturnsaround,Iseeatatoopeekingoutfromthecolarofhis T-
shirt.HeleadsustotherightsideofthePit,whichisconspicuouslydark.Isquint 
andseethatthefloorIstandonnowendsatanironbarier.Asweapproachthe 
railing,Iheararoar—water,fast-movingwater,crashingagainstrocks. 
 

Ilookovertheside.Thefloordropsofatasharpangle,andseveralstoriesbelow 
usisariver.Gushingwaterstrikesthewalbeneathmeandspraysupward.Tomyleft, 
thewateriscalmer,buttomyright,itiswhite,batlingwithrock. 
 

“Thechasmremindsusthatthereisafinelinebetweenbraveryandidiocy!”Four 
shouts.“Adaredeviljumpofthisledgewilendyourlife.Ithashappenedbeforeandit 
wilhappenagain.You’vebeenwarned.” 
 

“Thisisincredible,”saysChristina,aswealmoveawayfromtherailing. 
 

“Incredibleistheword,”Isay,nodding. 



 

 

 

FourleadsthegroupofinitiatesacrossthePittowardagapingholeinthewal.The 



 

 

roombeyondiswel-litenoughthatIcanseewherewe’regoing:adininghalfulof 
peopleandclateringsilverware.Whenwewalkin,theDauntlessinsidestand.They 
applaud.Theystamptheirfeet.Theyshout.Thenoisesuroundsmeandfilsme. 
Christinasmiles,andasecondlater,sodoI. 
 

Welookforemptyseats.ChristinaandIdiscoveramostlyemptytableatthesideof 
theroom,andIfindmyselfsitingbetweenherandFour.Inthecenterofthetableisa 
plateroffoodIdon’trecognize:circularpiecesofmeatwedgedbetweenroundbread 
slices.Ipinchonebetweenmyfingers,unsurewhattomakeofit. 
 

Fournudgesmewithhiselbow. 
 

“It’sbeef,”hesays.“Putthisonit.”Hepassesmeasmalbowlfulofredsauce. 
 

“You’veneverhadahamburgerbefore?”asksChristina,hereyeswide. 
 

“No,”Isay.“Isthatwhatit’scaled?” 

“Stifseatplainfood,”Foursays,noddingatChristina. 
 

“Why?”sheasks. 
 

Ishrug.“Extravaganceisconsideredself-indulgentandunnecessary.” 
 

Shesmirks.“Nowonderyouleft.” 
 

“Yeah,”Isay,rolingmyeyes.“Itwasjustbecauseofthefood.” 
 

ThecornerofFour’smouthtwitches. 
 

Thedoorstothecafeteriaopen,andahushfalsovertheroom.Ilookovermy 
shoulder.Ayoungmanwalksin,anditisquietenoughthatIcanhearhisfootsteps. 
HisfaceispiercedinsomanyplacesIlosecount,andhishairislong,dark,and 
greasy.Butthatisn’twhatmakeshimlookmenacing.Itisthecoldnessofhiseyesas 
theysweepacrosstheroom. 
 

“Who’sthat?”hissesChristina. 
 

“HisnameisEric,”saysFour.“He’saDauntlessleader.” 
 

“Seriously?Buthe’ssoyoung.” 
 

Fourgivesheragravelook.“Agedoesn’tmaterhere.” 
 

Icantelshe’sabouttoaskwhatIwanttoask:Thenwhatdoesmater?ButEric’s 

eyesstopscanningtheroom,andhestartstowardatable.Hestartstowardourtable 
anddropsintotheseatnexttoFour.Heofersnogreeting,soneitherdowe. 
 

“Wel,aren’tyougoingtointroduceme?”heasks,noddingtoChristinaandme. 
 

Foursays,“ThisisTrisandChristina.” 
 

“Ooh,aStif,”saysEric,smirkingatme.Hissmilepulsatthepiercingsinhislips, 
makingtheholestheyoccupywider,andIwince.“We’lseehowlongyoulast.” 
 



 

 

Imeantosaysomething—toassurehimthatIwillast,maybe—butwordsfailme.I 

don’tunderstandwhy,butIdon’twantErictolookatmeanylongerthanhealready 



 

 

has.Idon’twanthimtolookatmeeveragain. 
 

Hetapshisfingersagainstthetable.Hisknucklesarescabbedover,rightwhere 
theywouldsplitifhepunchedsomethingtoohard. 
 

“Whathaveyoubeendoinglately,Four?”heasks. 
 

Fourliftsashoulder.“Nothing,realy,”hesays. 
 

Aretheyfriends?MyeyesflickbetweenEricandFour.EverythingEricdid—siting 
here,askingaboutFour—suggeststhattheyare,butthewayFoursits,tenseaspuled 
wire,suggeststheyaresomethingelse.Rivals,maybe,buthowcouldthatbe,ifEricis 
aleaderandFourisnot? 
 

“Maxtelsmehekeepstryingtomeetwithyou,andyoudon’tshowup,”Ericsays. 
“HerequestedthatIfindoutwhat’sgoingonwithyou.” 
 

FourlooksatEricforafewsecondsbeforesaying,“TelhimthatIamsatisfiedwith 
thepositionIcurentlyhold.” 
 

“Sohewantstogiveyouajob.” 
 

TheringsinEric’seyebrowcatchthelight.MaybeEricperceivesFourasapotential 
threattohisposition.Myfathersaysthatthosewhowantpowerandgetitliveinteror 
oflosingit.That’swhywehavetogivepowertothosewhodonotwantit. 
 

“Soitwouldseem,”Foursays. 
 

“Andyouaren’tinterested.” 
 

“Ihaven’tbeeninterestedfortwoyears.” 
 

“Wel,”saysEric.“Let’shopehegetsthepoint,then.” 
 

HeclapsFourontheshoulder,alitletoohard,andgetsup.Whenhewalksaway,I 
slouchimmediately.IhadnotrealizedthatIwassotense. 
 

“Areyoutwo…friends?”Isay,unabletocontainmycuriosity. 
 

“Wewereinthesameinitiateclass,”hesays.“HetransferedfromErudite.” 
 

AlthoughtsofbeingcarefularoundFourleaveme.“Wereyouatransfertoo?” 
 

“IthoughtIwouldonlyhavetroublewiththeCandoraskingtoomanyquestions,”he 

sayscoldly.“NowI’vegotStifs,too?” 
 

“Itmustbebecauseyou’resoapproachable,”Isayflatly.“Youknow.Likeabedof 
nails.” 
 

Hestaresatme,andIdon’tlookaway.Heisn’tadog,butthesamerulesapply. 
Lookingawayissubmissive.Lookinghimintheeyeisachalenge.It’smychoice. 
 

Heatrushesintomycheeks.Whatwilhappenwhenthistensionbreaks? 
 

Buthejustsays,“Careful,Tris.” 
 



 

 

MystomachdropslikeIjustswalowedastone.ADauntlessmemberatanother 
tablecalsoutFour’sname,andIturntoChristina.Sheraisesbotheyebrows. 



 

 

“What?”Iask. 

“I’mdevelopingatheory.” 
 

“Anditis?” 
 

Shepicksupherhamburger,grins,andsays,“Thatyouhaveadeathwish.” 
 
 
 
 

Afterdinner,Fourdisappearswithoutaword.Ericleadsusdownaseriesof 
halwayswithouttelinguswherewe’regoing.Idon’tknowwhyaDauntlessleader 
wouldberesponsibleforagroupofinitiates,butmaybeitisjustfortonight. 
 

Attheendofeachhalwayisabluelamp,butbetweenthemit’sdark,andIhaveto 
becarefulnottostumbleoverunevenground.Christinawalksbesidemeinsilence. 
Noonetoldustobequiet,butnoneofusspeak. 
 

Ericstopsinfrontofawoodendoorandfoldshisarms.Wegatheraroundhim. 
 

“Forthoseofyouwhodon’tknow,mynameisEric,”hesays.“Iamoneoffive 
leadersoftheDauntless.Wetaketheinitiationprocessveryseriouslyhere,soI 
volunteeredtooverseemostofyourtraining.” 
 

Thethoughtmakesmenauseous.TheideathataDauntlessleaderwiloverseeour 
initiationisbadenough,butthefactthatit’sEricmakesitseemevenworse. 
 

“Somegroundrules,”hesays.“Youhavetobeinthetrainingroombyeighto’clock 
everyday.Trainingtakesplaceeverydayfromeighttosix,withabreakforlunch.You 
arefreetodowhateveryoulikeaftersix.Youwilalsogetsometimeofbetweeneach 
stageofinitiation.” 
 

Thephrase“dowhateveryoulike”sticksinmymind.Athome,Icouldneverdowhat 
Iwanted,notevenforanevening.Ihadtothinkofotherpeople’sneedsfirst.Idon’t 
evenknowwhatIliketodo. 
 

“YouareonlypermitedtoleavethecompoundwhenaccompaniedbyaDauntless,” 
Ericadds.“Behindthisdooristheroomwhereyouwilbesleepingforthenextfew 
weeks.Youwilnoticethattherearetenbedsandonlynineofyou.Weanticipatedthat 
ahigherproportionofyouwouldmakeitthisfar.” 
 

“Butwestartedwithtwelve,”protestsChristina.Iclosemyeyesandwaitforthe 
reprimand.Sheneedstolearntostayquiet. 
 

“Thereisalwaysatleastonetransferwhodoesn’tmakeittothecompound,”says 
Eric,pickingathiscuticles.Heshrugs.“Anyway,inthefirststageofinitiation,wekeep 
transfersandDauntless-borninitiatesseparate,butthatdoesn’tmeanyouare 
evaluatedseparately.Attheendofinitiation,yourrankingswilbedeterminedin 
comparisonwiththeDauntless-borninitiates.Andtheyarebeterthanyouarealready. 
SoIexpect—” 
 



 

 

“Rankings?”asksthemousy-hairedEruditegirltomyright.“Whyareweranked?” 



 

 

Ericsmiles,andinthebluelight,hissmilelookswicked,likeitwascutintohisface 
withaknife. 
 

“Yourrankingservestwopurposes,”hesays.“Thefirstisthatitdeterminesthe 

orderinwhichyouwilselectajobafterinitiation.Thereareonlyafewdesirable 
positionsavailable.” 
 

Mystomachtightens.Iknowbylookingathissmile,likeIknewthesecondIentered 
theaptitudetestroom,thatsomethingbadisabouttohappen. 
 

“Thesecondpurpose,”hesays,“isthatonlythetopteninitiatesaremade 
members.” 
 

Painstabsmystomach.Wealstandstilasstatues.AndthenChristinasays, 
“What?” 
 

“ThereareelevenDauntless-borns,andnineofyou,”Ericcontinues.“Fourinitiates 

wilbecutattheendofstageone.Theremainderwilbecutafterthefinaltest.” 
 

Thatmeansthatevenifwemakeitthrougheachstageofinitiation,sixinitiateswil 
notbemembers.IseeChristinalookatmefromthecornerofmyeye,butIcan’tlook 
backather.MyeyesarefixedonEricandwilnotmove. 
 

Myodds,asthesmalestinitiate,astheonlyAbnegationtransfer,arenotgood. 
 

“Whatdowedoifwe’recut?”Petersays. 
 

“YouleavetheDauntlesscompound,”saysEricindiferently,“andlivefactionless.” 
 

Themousy-hairedgirlclampsherhandoverhermouthandstiflesasob.I 
rememberthefactionlessmanwiththegrayteeth,snatchingthebagofapplesfrom 
myhands.Hisdul,staringeyes.Butinsteadofcrying,liketheEruditegirl,Ifeelcolder. 
Harder. 
 

Iwilbeamember.Iwil. 
 

“Butthat’s…notfair!”thebroad-shoulderedCandorgirl,Moly,says.Eventhough 

shesoundsangry,shelooksterified.“Ifwehadknown—” 
 

“AreyousayingthatifyouhadknownthisbeforetheChoosingCeremony,you 
wouldn’thavechosenDauntless?”Ericsnaps.“Becauseifthat’sthecase,youshould 
getoutnow.Ifyouarerealyoneofus,itwon’tmatertoyouthatyoumightfail.Andifit 
does,youareacoward.” 
 

Ericpushesthedoortothedormitoryopen. 
 

“Youchoseus,”hesays.“Nowwehavetochooseyou.” 
 
 
 
 

Ilieinbedandlistentoninepeoplebreathing. 
 



 

 

Ihaveneversleptinthesameroomasaboybefore,buthereIhavenoother 
option,unlessIwanttosleepinthehalway.Everyoneelsechangedintotheclothes 



 

 

theDauntlessprovidedforus,butIsleepinmyAbnegationclothes,whichstilsmellike 
soapandfreshair,likehome. 
 

Iusedtohavemyownroom.Icouldseethefrontlawnfromthewindow,andbeyond 
it,thefoggyskyline.Iamusedtosleepinginsilence. 
 

HeatswelsbehindmyeyesasIthinkofhome,andwhenIblink,atearslipsout.I 
covermymouthtostifleasob. 
 

Ican’tcry,nothere.Ihavetocalmdown. 
 

Itwilbealrighthere.IcanlookatmyreflectionwheneverIwant.Icanbefriend 

Christina,andcutmyhairshort,andletotherpeoplecleanuptheirownmesses. 
 

Myhandsshakeandthetearscomefasternow,bluringmyvision. 
 

Itdoesn’tmaterthatthenexttimeIseemyparents,onVisitingDay,theywilbarely 
recognizeme—iftheycomeatal.Itdoesn’tmaterthatIacheatevenasplit-second 
memoryoftheirfaces.EvenCaleb’s,despitehowmuchhissecretshurtme.Imatch 
myinhalestotheinhalesoftheotherinitiates,andmyexhalestotheirexhales.It 
doesn’tmater. 
 

Astrangledsoundinteruptsthebreathing,folowedbyaheavysob.Bedsprings 
squealasalargebodyturns,andapilowmuflesthesobs,butnotenough.They 
comefromthebunknexttomine—theybelongtoaCandorboy,Al,thelargestand 
broadestofaltheinitiates.HeisthelastpersonIexpectedtobreakdown. 
 

Hisfeetarejustinchesfrommyhead.Ishouldcomforthim—Ishouldwantto 
comforthim,becauseIwasraisedthatway.InsteadIfeeldisgust.Someonewholooks 
sostrongshouldn’tactsoweak.Whycan’thejustkeephiscryingquietliketherestof 
us? 
 

Iswalowhard. 
 

IfmymotherknewwhatIwasthinking,Iknowwhatlookshewouldgiveme.The 
cornersofhermouthturneddown.Hereyebrowssetlowoverhereyes—
notscowling, almosttired.Idragtheheelofmyhandovermycheeks. 
 

Alsobsagain.Ialmostfeelthesoundgrateinmyownthroat.Heisjustinchesaway 
fromme—Ishouldtouchhim. 
 

No.Iputmyhanddownandrolontomyside,facingthewal.Noonehastoknow 
thatIdon’twanttohelphim.Icankeepthatsecretburied.MyeyesshutandIfeelthe 
pulofsleep,buteverytimeIcomeclose,IhearAlagain. 
 

Maybemyproblemisn’tthatIcan’tgohome.Iwilmissmymotherandfatherand 
Calebandeveningfirelightandtheclackofmymother’sknitingneedles,butthatisnot 
theonlyreasonforthisholowfeelinginmystomach. 
 

MyproblemmightbethatevenifIdidgohome,Iwouldn’tbelongthere,among 
peoplewhogivewithoutthinkingandcarewithouttrying. 
 



 

 

Thethoughtmakesmegritmyteeth.Igatherthepilowaroundmyearstoblockout 
Al’scrying,andfalasleepwithacircleofmoisturepressedtomycheek. 





 

 

CHAPTEREIGHT 
 

 

“THEFIRSTTHING youwillearntodayishowtoshootagun.Thesecondthingishowtowina 
fight.”Fourpressesagunintomypalmwithoutlookingatmeandkeepswalking. 
“Thankfuly,ifyouarehere,youalreadyknowhowtogetonandofamovingtrain,soI 
don’tneedtoteachyouthat.” 
 

Ishouldn’tbesurprisedthattheDauntlessexpectustohitthegroundrunning,butI 
anticipatedmorethansixhoursofrestbeforetherunningbegan.Mybodyisstilheavy 
fromsleep. 
 

“Initiationisdividedintothreestages.Wewilmeasureyourprogressandrankyou 
accordingtoyourperformanceineachstage.Thestagesarenotweighedequalyin 
determiningyourfinalrank,soitispossible,thoughdificult,todrasticalyimproveyour 
rankovertime.” 
 

Istareattheweaponinmyhand.NeverinmylifedidIexpecttoholdagun,letalone 
fireone.Itfeelsdangeroustome,asifjustbytouchingit,Icouldhurtsomeone. 
 

“Webelievethatpreparationeradicatescowardice,whichwedefineasthefailureto 
actinthemidstoffear,”saysFour.“Thereforeeachstageofinitiationisintendedto 
prepareyouinadiferentway.Thefirststageisprimarilyphysical;thesecond, 
primarilyemotional;thethird,primarilymental.” 
 

“Butwhat…”Peteryawnsthroughhiswords.“Whatdoesfiringagunhavetodowith 
…bravery?” 
 

Fourflipstheguninhishand,pressesthebareltoPeter’sforehead,andclicksa 
buletintoplace.Peterfreezeswithhislipsparted,theyawndeadinhismouth. 
 

“Wake.Up,”Foursnaps.“Youareholdingaloadedgun,youidiot.Actlikeit.” 
 

Helowersthegun.Oncetheimmediatethreatisgone,Peter’sgreeneyesharden. 
I’msurprisedhecanstophimselffromresponding,afterspeakinghismindalhislifein 

Candor,buthedoes,hischeeksred. 
 

“Andtoansweryourquestion…youarefarlesslikelytosoilyourpantsandcryfor 
yourmotherifyou’repreparedtodefendyourself.”Fourstopswalkingattheendofthe 
rowandturnsonhisheel.“Thisisalsoinformationyoumayneedlaterinstageone. 
So,watchme.” 
 

Hefacesthewalwiththetargetsonit—onesquareofplywoodwiththreeredcircles 
onitforeachofus.Hestandswithhisfeetapart,holdstheguninbothhands,and 
fires.Thebangissoloudithurtsmyears.Icranemynecktolookatthetarget.The 
buletwentthroughthemiddlecircle. 
 

Iturntomyowntarget.Myfamilywouldneverapproveofmefiringagun.They 
wouldsaythatgunsareusedforself-



 

 

defense,ifnotviolence,andthereforetheyare self-serving. 
 

Ipushmyfamilyfrommymind,setmyfeetshoulder-widthapart,anddelicatelywrap 



 

 

bothhandsaroundthehandleofthegun.It’sheavyandhardtoliftawayfrommybody, 
butIwantittobeasfarfrommyfaceaspossible.Isqueezethetrigger,hesitantlyat 
firstandthenharder,cringingawayfromthegun.Thesoundhurtsmyearsandthe 
recoilsendsmyhandsback,towardmynose.Istumble,pressingmyhandtothewal 
behindmeforbalance.Idon’tknowwheremybuletwent,butIknowit’snotnearthe 
target. 
 

Ifireagainandagainandagain,andnoneofthebuletscomeclose. 
 

“Statisticalyspeaking,”theEruditeboynexttome—hisnameisWil—says,grinning 

atme,“youshouldhavehitthetargetatleastoncebynow,evenbyaccident.”Heis 

blond,withshaggyhairandacreasebetweenhiseyebrows. 
 

“Isthatso,”Isaywithoutinflection. 
 

“Yeah,”hesays.“Ithinkyou’reactualydefyingnature.” 
 

Igritmyteethandturntowardthetarget,resolvingtoatleaststandstil.IfIcan’t 
masterthefirsttasktheygiveus,howwilIevermakeitthroughstageone? 
 

Isqueezethetrigger,hard,andthistimeI’mreadyfortherecoil.Itmakesmyhands 
jumpback,butmyfeetstayplanted.Abuletholeappearsattheedgeofthetarget,and 
IraiseaneyebrowatWil. 
 

“Soyousee,I’mright.Thestatsdon’tlie,”hesays. 
 

Ismilealitle. 
 

Ittakesmefiveroundstohitthemiddleofthetarget,andwhenIdo,arushofenergy 
goesthroughme.Iamawake,myeyeswideopen,myhandswarm.Ilowerthegun. 
Thereispowerincontrolingsomethingthatcandosomuchdamage—incontroling 
something,period. 
 

MaybeIdobelonghere. 
 
 
 
 

Bythetimewebreakforlunch,myarmsthrobfromholdingupthegunandmy 
fingersarehardtostraighten.Imassagethemonmywaytothedininghal.Christina 
invitesAltositwithus.EverytimeIlookathim,Ihearhissobsagain,soItrynotto 
lookathim. 
 

Imovemypeasaroundwithmyfork,andmythoughtsdriftbacktotheaptitudetests. 
WhenToriwarnedmethatbeingDivergentwasdangerous,Ifeltlikeitwasbrandedon 
myface,andifIsomuchasturnedthewrongway,someonewouldseeit.Sofarit 
hasn’tbeenaproblem,butthatdoesn’tmakemefeelsafe.WhatifIletmyguarddown 
andsomethingteriblehappens? 
 

“Oh,comeon.Youdon’trememberme?”ChristinaasksAlasshemakesa 
sandwich.“WewereinMathtogetherjustafewdaysago.AndIamnotaquiet 



 

 

person.” 
 

“IsleptthroughMathmostofthetime,”Alreplies.“Itwasfirsthour!” 



 

 

Whatifthedangerdoesn’tcomesoon—
whatifitstrikesyearsfromnowandInever seeitcoming? 
 

“Tris,”saysChristina.Shesnapsherfingersinfrontofmyface.“Youinthere?” 
 

“What?Whatisit?” 
 

“Iaskedifyourememberevertakingaclasswithme,”shesays.“Imean,no 
ofense,butIprobablywouldn’trememberifyoudid.AltheAbnegationlookedthe 
sametome.Imean,theystildo,butnowyou’renotoneofthem.” 
 

Istareather.AsifIneedhertoremindme. 
 

“Sory,amIbeingrude?”sheasks.“I’musedtojustsayingwhateverisonmymind. 
Momusedtosaythatpolitenessisdeceptioninpretypackaging.” 
 

“Ithinkthat’swhyourfactionsdon’tusualyassociatewitheachother,”Isay,witha 
shortlaugh.CandorandAbnegationdon’thateeachotherthewayEruditeand 
Abnegationdo,buttheyavoideachother.Candor’srealproblemiswithAmity.Those 
whoseekpeaceabovealelse,theysay,wilalwaysdeceivetokeepthewatercalm. 
 

“CanIsithere?”saysWil,tappingthetablewithhisfinger. 
 

“What,youdon’twanttohangoutwithyourEruditebuddies?”saysChristina. 
 

“Theyaren’tmybuddies,”saysWil,setinghisplatedown.“Justbecausewewere 
inthesamefactiondoesn’tmeanwegetalong.Plus,EdwardandMyraaredating,and 
Iwouldrathernotbethethirdwheel.” 
 

EdwardandMyra,theotherEruditetransfers,sittwotablesaway,soclosethey 
bumpelbowsastheycuttheirfood.MyrapausestokissEdward.Iwatchthem 
carefuly.I’veonlyseenafewkissesinmylife. 
 

EdwardturnshisheadandpresseshislipstoMyra’s.Airhissesbetweenmyteeth, 
andIlookaway.Partofmewaitsforthemtobescolded.Anotherpartwonders,witha 
touchofdesperation,whatitwouldfeelliketohavesomeone’slipsagainstmine. 
 

“Dotheyhavetobesopublic?”Isay. 
 

“Shejustkissedhim.”Alfrownsatme.Whenhefrowns,histhickeyebrowstouchhis 
eyelashes.“It’snotlikethey’restrippingnaked.” 
 

“Akissisnotsomethingyoudoinpublic.” 

Al,Wil,andChristinaalgivemethesameknowingsmile. 
 

“What?”Isay. 
 

“YourAbnegationisshowing,”saysChristina.“Therestofusarealrightwithalitle 
afectioninpublic.” 
 

“Oh.”Ishrug.“Wel…IguessI’lhavetogetoverit,then.” 
 

“Oryoucanstayfrigid,”saysWil,hisgreeneyesglintingwithmischief.“Youknow.If 



 

 

youwant.” 



 

 

Christinathrowsarolathim.Hecatchesitandbitesit. 
 

“Don’tbemeantoher,”shesays.“Frigidityisinhernature.Sortoflikebeinga 
know-it-alisinyours.” 
 

“Iamnotfrigid!”Iexclaim. 
 

“Don’tworyaboutit,”saysWil.“It’sendearing.Look,you’realred.” 
 

Thecommentonlymakesmyfacehoter.Everyoneelsechuckles.Iforcealaugh 
and,afterafewseconds,itcomesnaturaly. 
 

Itfeelsgoodtolaughagain. 
 
 
 
 

Afterlunch,Fourleadsustoanewroom.It’shuge,withawoodfloorthatiscracked 
andcreakyandhasalargecirclepaintedinthemiddle.Ontheleftwalisagreen 
board—achalkboard.MyLowerLevelsteacherusedone,butIhaven’tseenone 
sincethen.MaybeithassomethingtodowithDauntlesspriorities:trainingcomesfirst, 
technologycomessecond. 
 

Ournamesarewritenontheboardinalphabeticalorder.Hangingatthree-
foot intervalsalongoneendoftheroomarefadedblackpunchingbags. 
 

WelineupbehindthemandFourstandsinthemiddle,wherewecanalseehim. 
 

“AsIsaidthismorning,”saysFour,“nextyouwillearnhowtofight.Thepurposeof 
thisistoprepareyoutoact;toprepareyourbodytorespondtothreatsandchalenges 
—whichyouwilneed,ifyouintendtosurvivelifeasaDauntless.” 
 

Ican’teventhinkoflifeasaDauntless.AlIcanthinkaboutismakingitthrough 
initiation. 
 

“Wewilgoovertechniquetoday,andtomorowyouwilstarttofighteachother,” 
saysFour.“SoIrecommendthatyoupayatention.Thosewhodon’tlearnfastwilget 
hurt.” 
 

Fournamesafewdiferentpunches,demonstratingeachoneashedoes,first 
againsttheairandthenagainstthepunchingbag. 
 

Icatchonaswepractice.Likewiththegun,Ineedafewtriestofigureouthowto 
holdmyselfandhowtomovemybodytomakeitlooklikehis.Thekicksaremore 
dificult,thoughheonlyteachesusthebasics.Thepunchingbagstingsmyhandsand 
feet,turningmyskinred,andbarelymovesnomaterhowhardIhitit.Alaroundmeis 
thesoundofskinhitingtoughfabric. 
 

Fourwandersthroughthecrowdofinitiates,watchingusaswegothroughthe 
movementsagain.Whenhestopsinfrontofme,myinsidestwistlikesomeone’s 
stiringthemwithafork.Hestaresatme,hiseyesfolowingmybodyfrommyheadto 
myfeet,notlingeringanywhere—apractical,scientificgaze. 



 

 

 

“Youdon’thavemuchmuscle,”hesays,“whichmeansyou’rebeterofusingyour 



 

 

kneesandelbows.Youcanputmorepowerbehindthem.” 
 

Suddenlyhepressesahandtomystomach.Hisfingersaresolongthat,thoughthe 
heelofhishandtouchesonesideofmyribcage,hisfingertipsstiltouchtheother 
side.Myheartpoundssohardmychesthurts,andIstareathim,wide-eyed. 
 

“Neverforgettokeeptensionhere,”hesaysinaquietvoice. 
 

Fourliftshishandandkeepswalking.Ifeelthepressureofhispalmevenafterhe’s 
gone.It’sstrange,butIhavetostopandbreatheforafewsecondsbeforeIcankeep 
practicingagain. 
 

WhenFourdismissesusfordinner,Christinanudgesmewithherelbow. 
 

“I’msurprisedhedidn’tbreakyouinhalf,”shesays.Shewrinkleshernose.“He 
scarestheheloutofme.It’sthatquietvoiceheuses.” 
 

“Yeah.He’s…”Ilookovermyshoulderathim.Heisquiet,andremarkablyself-
possessed.ButIwasn’tafraidthathewouldhurtme.“…definitelyintimidating,”Ifinaly 
say. 
 

Al,whowasinfrontofus,turnsaroundoncewereachthePitandannounces,“I 
wanttogetatatoo.” 
 

Frombehindus,Wilasks,“Atatooofwhat?” 
 

“Idon’tknow.”Allaughs.“IjustwanttofeellikeI’veactualylefttheoldfaction.Stop 
cryingaboutit.”Whenwedon’trespond,headds,“Iknowyou’veheardme.” 
 

“Yeah,learntoquietdown,wilyou?”ChristinapokesAl’sthickarm.“Ithinkyou’re 
right.We’rehalfin,halfoutrightnow.Ifwewantalthewayin,weshouldlookthepart.” 
 

Shegivesmealook. 
 

“No.Iwilnotcutmyhair,”Isay,“ordyeitastrangecolor.Orpiercemyface.” 
 

“Howaboutyourbelybuton?”shesays. 
 

“Oryournipple?”Wilsayswithasnort. 
 

Igroan. 
 

Nowthattrainingisdonefortheday,wecandowhateverwewantuntilit’stimeto 
sleep.Theideamakesmefeelalmostgiddy,althoughthatmightbefromfatigue. 
 

ThePitisswarmingwithpeople.ChristinaannouncesthatsheandIwilmeetAland 
Wilatthetatooparloranddragsmetowardtheclothingplace.Westumbleupthe 
path,climbinghigherabovethePitfloor,scateringstoneswithourshoes. 
 

“Whatiswrongwithmyclothes?”Isay.“I’mnotwearinggrayanymore.” 
 

“They’reuglyandgigantic.”Shesighs.“Wilyoujustletmehelpyou?Ifyoudon’tlike 
whatIputyouin,youneverhavetowearitagain,Ipromise.” 
 

TenminuteslaterIstandinfrontofamirorintheclothingplacewearingaknee-



 

 

lengthblackdress.Theskirtisn’tful,butitisn’tstucktomythighs,either—unlikethe 
firstoneshepickedout,whichIrefused.Goosebumpsappearonmybarearms.She 



 

 

slipsthetiefrommyhairandIshakeitoutofitsbraidsoithangswavyovermy 
shoulders. 
 

Thensheholdsupablackpencil. 
 

“Eyeliner,”shesays. 
 

“Youaren’tgoingtobeabletomakemeprety,youknow.”Iclosemyeyesandhold 
stil.Sherunsthetipofthepencilalongthelineofmyeyelashes.Iimaginestanding 
beforemyfamilyintheseclothes,andmystomachtwistslikeImightbesick. 
 

“Whocaresaboutprety?I’mgoingfornoticeable.” 
 

Iopenmyeyesandforthefirsttimestareopenlyatmyownreflection.Myheartrate 
picksupasIdo,likeIambreakingtherulesandwilbescoldedforit.Itwilbedificult 
tobreakthehabitsofthinkingAbnegationinstiledinme,liketuggingasinglethread 
fromacomplexworkofembroidery.ButIwilfindnewhabits,newthoughts,newrules. 
Iwilbecomesomethingelse. 
 

Myeyeswerebluebefore,butadul,grayishblue—theeyelinermakesthem 
piercing.Withmyhairframingmyface,myfeatureslooksofterandfuler.Iamnot 
prety—myeyesaretoobigandmynoseistoolong—butIcanseethatChristinais 
right.Myfaceisnoticeable. 
 

Lookingatmyselfnowisn’tlikeseeingmyselfforthefirsttime;it’slikeseeing 
someoneelseforthefirsttime.BeatricewasagirlIsawinstolenmomentsatthe 
miror,whokeptquietatthedinnertable.Thisissomeonewhoseeyesclaimmineand 
don’treleaseme;thisisTris. 
 

“See?”shesays.“You’re…striking.” 
 

Underthecircumstances,it’sthebestcomplimentshecouldhavegivenme.Ismile 
atherinthemiror. 
 

“Youlikeit?”shesays. 
 

“Yeah.”Inod.“Ilooklike…adiferentperson.” 
 

Shelaughs.“Thatagoodthingorabadthing?” 
 

Ilookatmyselfhead-onagain.Forthefirsttime,theideaofleavingmyAbnegation 
identitybehinddoesn’tmakemenervous;itgivesmehope. 
 

“Agoodthing.”Ishakemyhead.“Sory,I’vejustneverbeenalowedtostareatmy 
reflectionforthislong.” 
 

“Realy?”Christinashakesherhead.“Abnegationisastrangefaction,Ihavetotel 
you.” 
 

“Let’sgowatchAlgettatooed,”Isay.DespitethefactthatIhaveleftmyoldfaction 
behind,Idon’twanttocriticizeityet. 
 

Athome,mymotherandIpickedupnearlyidenticalstacksofclothingeverysix 



 

 

monthsorso.It’seasytoalocateresourceswheneveryonegetsthesamething,but 
everythingismorevariedattheDauntlesscompound.EveryDauntlessgetsacertain 



 

 

amountofpointstospendpermonth,andthedresscostsoneofthem. 
 

ChristinaandIracedownthenarowpathtothetatooplace.Whenwegetthere,Al 
issitinginthechairalready,andasmal,narowmanwithmoreinkthanbareskinis 
drawingaspideronhisarm. 
 

WilandChristinaflipthroughbooksofpictures,elbowingeachotherwhentheyfind 
agoodone.Whentheysitnexttoeachother,Inoticehowoppositetheyare,Christina 
darkandlean,Wilpaleandsolid,butalikeintheireasysmiles. 
 

Iwanderaroundtheroom,lookingattheartworkonthewals.Thesedays,theonly 
artistsareinAmity.Abnegationseesartasimpractical,anditsappreciationastime 
thatcouldbespentservingothers,sothoughIhaveseenworksofartintextbooks,I 
haveneverbeeninadecoratedroombefore.Itmakestheairfeelcloseandwarm, 
andIcouldgetlosthereforhourswithoutnoticing.Iskimthewalwithmyfingertips.A 
pictureofahawkononewalremindsmeofTori’statoo.Beneathitisasketchofa 
birdinflight. 
 

“It’saraven,”avoicebehindmesays.“Prety,right?” 
 

IturntoseeToristandingthere.IfeellikeIambackintheaptitudetestroom,with 
themirorsalaroundmeandthewiresconnectedtomyforehead.Ididn’texpectto 
seeheragain. 
 

“Wel,helothere.”Shesmiles.“NeverthoughtIwouldseeyouagain.Beatrice,isit? 

” 
 

“Tris,actualy,”Isay.“Doyouworkhere?” 
 

“Ido.Ijusttookabreaktoadministerthetests.MostofthetimeI’mhere.”Shetaps 
herchin.“Irecognizethatname.Youwerethefirstjumper,weren’tyou?” 
 

“Yes,Iwas.” 
 

“Weldone.” 
 

“Thanks.”Itouchthesketchofthebird.“Listen—Ineedtotalktoyouabout…”I 

glanceoveratWilandChristina.Ican’tcornerTorinow;they’laskquestions.“ …something.Sometime.” 

 
“Iamnotsurethatwouldbewise,”shesaysquietly.“IhelpedyouasmuchasI 

could,andnowyouwilhavetogoitalone.” 
 

Ipursemylips.Shehasanswers;Iknowshedoes.Ifshewon’tgivethemtome 
now,Iwilhavetofindawaytomakehertelmesomeothertime. 
 

“Wantatatoo?”shesays. 
 

Thebirdsketchholdsmyatention.IneverintendedtogetpiercedortatooedwhenI 
camehere.IknowthatifIdo,itwilplaceanotherwedgebetweenmeandmyfamily 
thatIcanneverremove.Andifmylifeherecontinuesasithasbeen,itmaysoonbe 
theleastofthewedgesbetweenus. 



 

 

 

ButIunderstandnowwhatTorisaidabouthertatoorepresentingafearshe 



 

 

overcame—areminderofwhereshewas,aswelasareminderofwheresheisnow. 
MaybethereisawaytohonormyoldlifeasIembracemynewone. 
 

“Yes,”Isay.“Threeoftheseflyingbirds.” 
 

Itouchmycolarbone,markingthepathoftheirflight—
towardmyheart.Onefor eachmemberofthefamilyIleftbehind. 



 

 

CHAPTERNINE 
 

 

“SINCETHEREARE anoddnumberofyou,oneofyouwon’tbefightingtoday,”saysFour, 
steppingawayfromtheboardinthetrainingroom.Hegivesmealook.Thespacenext 
tomynameisblank. 
 

Theknotinmystomachunravels.Areprieve. 
 

“Thisisn’tgood,”saysChristina,nudgingmewithherelbow.Herelbowprodsoneof 
mysoremuscles—Ihavemoresoremusclesthannot-soremuscles,thismorning —
andIwince. 
 

“Ow.” 
 

“Sory,”shesays.“Butlook.I’mupagainsttheTank.” 
 

ChristinaandIsattogetheratbreakfast,andearliersheshieldedmefromtherest 
ofthedormitoryasIchanged.Ihaven’thadafriendlikeherbefore.Susanwasbeter 
friendswithCalebthanwithme,andRobertonlywentwhereSusanwent. 
 

IguessIhaven’trealyhadafriend,period.It’simpossibletohaverealfriendship 
whennoonefeelsliketheycanaccepthelporeventalkaboutthemselves.Thatwon’t 
happenhere.IalreadyknowmoreaboutChristinathanIeverknewaboutSusan,and 
it’sonlybeentwodays. 
 

“TheTank?”IfindChristina’snameontheboard.Writennexttoitis“Moly.” 
 

“Yeah,Peter’sslightlymorefeminine-lookingminion,”shesays,noddingtowardthe 
clusterofpeopleontheothersideoftheroom.MolyistallikeChristina,butthat’s 
wherethesimilaritiesend.Shehasbroadshoulders,bronzeskin,andabulbousnose. 
 

“Thosethree”—ChristinapointsatPeter,Drew,andMolyinturn—“havebeen 

inseparablesincetheycrawledoutofthewomb,practicaly.Ihatethem.” 
 

WilandAlstandacrossfromeachotherinthearena.Theyputtheirhandsupby 
theirfacestoprotectthemselves,asFourtaughtus,andshufleinacirclearound 
eachother.AlishalfafoottalerthanWil,andtwiceasbroad.AsIstareathim,I 
realizethatevenhisfacialfeaturesarebig—bignose,biglips,bigeyes.Thisfight 
won’tlastlong. 
 

IglanceatPeterandhisfriends.DrewisshorterthanbothPeterandMoly,buthe’s 
builtlikeaboulder,andhisshouldersarealwayshunched.Hishairisorange-red,the 
colorofanoldcarot. 
 

“What’swrongwiththem?”Isay. 
 

“Peterispureevil.Whenwewerekids,hewouldpickfightswithpeoplefromother 
factionsandthen,whenanadultcametobreakitup,he’dcryandmakeupsomestory 
abouthowtheotherkidstartedit.Andofcourse,theybelievedhim,becausewewere 



 

 

Candorandwecouldn’tlie.Haha.” 
 

Christinawrinkleshernoseandadds,“Drewisjusthissidekick.Idoubthehasan 



 

 

independentthoughtinhisbrain.AndMoly…she’sthekindofpersonwhofriesants 
withamagnifyingglassjusttowatchthemflailaround.” 
 

Inthearena,AlpunchesWilhardinthejaw.Iwince.Acrosstheroom,Ericsmirksat 
Al,andturnsoneoftheringsinhiseyebrow. 
 

Wilstumblestotheside,onehandpressedtohisface,andblocksAl’snextpunch 
withhisfreehand.Judgingbyhisgrimace,blockingthepunchisaspainfulasablow 
wouldhavebeen.Alisslow,butpowerful. 
 

Peter,Drew,andMolycastfurtivelooksinourdirectionandthenpultheirheads 
together,whispering. 
 

“Ithinktheyknowwe’retalkingaboutthem,”Isay. 
 

“So?TheyalreadyknowIhatethem.” 
 

“Theydo?How?” 
 

Christinafakesasmileatthemandwaves.Ilookdown,mycheekswarm.Ishouldn’t 
begossipinganyway.Gossipingisself-indulgent. 
 

WilhooksafootaroundoneofAl’slegsandyanksback,knockingAltotheground. 
Alscramblestohisfeet. 
 

“BecauseI’vetoldthem,”shesays,throughthegritedteethofhersmile.Herteeth 
arestraightontopandcrookedonthebotom.Shelooksatme.“Wetrytobeprety 
honestaboutourfeelingsinCandor.Plentyofpeoplehavetoldmethattheydon’tlike 
me.Andplentyofpeoplehaven’t.Whocares?” 
 

“Wejust…weren’tsupposedtohurtpeople,”Isay. 
 

“IliketothinkI’mhelpingthembyhatingthem,”shesays.“I’mremindingthemthat 
theyaren’tGod’sgifttohumankind.” 
 

Ilaughalitleatthatandfocusonthearenaagain.WilandAlfaceeachotherfora 
fewmoreseconds,morehesitantthantheywerebefore.Wilflickshispalehairfrom 
hiseyes.TheyglanceatFourlikethey’rewaitingforhimtocalthefightof,buthe 
standswithhisarmsfolded,givingnoresponse.Afewfeetawayfromhim,Eric 
checkshiswatch. 
 

Afterafewsecondsofcircling,Ericshouts,“Doyouthinkthisisaleisureactivity? 

Shouldwebreakfornap-time?Fighteachother!” 
 

“But…”Alstraightens,letinghishandsdown,andsays,“Isitscoredorsomething? 
Whendoesthefightend?” 
 

“Itendswhenoneofyouisunabletocontinue,”saysEric. 
 

“AccordingtoDauntlessrules,”Foursays,“oneofyoucouldalsoconcede.” 
 

EricnarowshiseyesatFour.“Accordingtotheoldrules,”hesays.“Inthenew 
rules,nooneconcedes.” 
 



 

 

“Abravemanacknowledgesthestrengthofothers,”Fourreplies. 



 

 

“Abravemanneversurenders.” 
 

FourandEricstareateachotherforafewseconds.IfeellikeIamlookingattwo 
diferentkindsofDauntless—thehonorablekind,andtheruthlesskind.ButevenI 
knowthatinthisroom,it’sEric,theyoungestleaderoftheDauntless,whohasthe 
authority. 
 

BeadsofsweatdotAl’sforehead;hewipesthemwiththebackofhishand. 
 

“Thisisridiculous,”Alsays,shakinghishead.“What’sthepointofbeatinghimup? 
We’reinthesamefaction!” 
 

“Oh,youthinkit’sgoingtobethateasy?”Wilasks,grinning.“Goon.Trytohitme, 
slowpoke.” 
 

Wilputshishandsupagain.IseedeterminationinWil’seyesthatwasn’tthere 
before.Doesherealybelievehecanwin?OnehardshottotheheadandAlwilknock 
himoutcold. 
 

Thatis,ifhecanactualyhitWil.Altriesapunch,andWilducks,thebackofhis 
neckshiningwithsweat.Hedodgesanotherpunch,slippingaroundAlandkickinghim 
hardintheback.Allurchesforwardandturns. 
 

WhenIwasyounger,Ireadabookaboutgrizzlybears.Therewasapictureofone 
standingonitshindlegswithitspawsoutstretched,roaring.ThatishowAllooksnow. 
HechargesatWil,grabbinghisarmsohecan’tslipaway,andpuncheshimhardin 
thejaw. 
 

IwatchthelightleaveWil’seyes,whicharepalegreen,likecelery.Theyrolback 
intohishead,andalthetensionfalsfromhisbody.HeslipsfromAl’sgrasp,dead 
weight,andcrumplestothefloor.Coldrushesdownmybackandfilsmychest. 
 

Al’seyeswiden,andhecrouchesnexttoWil,tappinghischeekwithonehand.The 
roomfalssilentaswewaitforWiltorespond.Forafewseconds,hedoesn’t,justlies 
onthegroundwithanarmbentbeneathhim.Thenheblinks,clearlydazed. 
 

“Gethimup,”Ericsays.HestareswithgreedyeyesatWil’sfalenbody,likethe 
sightisamealandhehasn’teateninweeks.Thecurlofhislipiscruel. 
 

FourturnstothechalkboardandcirclesAl’sname.Victory. 
 

“Nextup—MolyandChristina!”shoutsEric.AlpulsWil’sarmacrosshisshoulders 
anddragshimoutofthearena. 
 

Christinacracksherknuckles.Iwouldwishherluck,butIdon’tknowwhatgoodthat 
woulddo.Christinaisn’tweak,butshe’smuchnarowerthanMoly.Hopefulyher 
heightwilhelpher. 
 

Acrosstheroom,FoursupportsWilfromthewaistandleadshimout.Alstandsfor 
amomentbythedoor,watchingthemgo. 
 

Fourleavingmakesmenervous.LeavinguswithEricislikehiringababysiterwho 



 

 

spendshistimesharpeningknives. 



 

 

Christinatucksherhairbehindherears.Itischin-length,black,andpinnedbackwith 
silverclips.Shecracksanotherknuckle.Shelooksnervous,andnowonder—who 
wouldn’tbenervousafterwatchingWilcolapselikearagdol? 
 

IfconflictinDauntlessendswithonlyonepersonstanding,Iamunsureofwhatthis 
partofinitiationwildotome.WilIbeAl,standingoveraman’sbody,knowingI’mthe 
onewhoputhimontheground,orwilIbeWil,lyinginahelplessheap?Andisit 
selfishofmetocravevictory,orisitbrave?Iwipemysweatypalmsonmypants. 
 

IsnaptoatentionwhenChristinakicksMolyintheside.Molygaspsandgritsher 
teethlikeshe’sabouttogrowlthroughthem.Alockofstringyblackhairfalsacrossher 
face,butshedoesn’tbrushitaway. 
 

Alstandsnexttome,butI’mtoofocusedonthenewfighttolookathim,or 
congratulatehimonwinning,assumingthat’swhathewants.Iamnotsure. 
 

MolysmirksatChristina,andwithoutwarning,dives,handsoutstretched,at 
Christina’smidsection.Shehitsherhard,knockingherdown,andpinshertothe 
ground.Christinathrashes,butMolyisheavyanddoesn’tbudge. 
 

Shepunches,andChristinamovesherheadoutoftheway,butMolyjustpunches 
again,andagain,untilherfisthitsChristina’sjaw,hernose,hermouth.Without 
thinking,IgrabAl’sarmandsqueezeitastightlyasIcan.Ijustneedsomethingtohold 
onto.BloodrunsdownthesideofChristina’sfaceandsplatersonthegroundnextto 
hercheek.ThisisthefirsttimeIhaveeverprayedforsomeonetofalunconscious. 
 

Butshedoesn’t.Christinascreamsanddragsoneofherarmsfree.Shepunches 
Molyintheear,knockingherof-balance,andwrigglesfree.Shecomestoherknees, 
holdingherfacewithonehand.Thebloodstreamingfromhernoseisthickanddark 
andcoversherfingersinseconds.ShescreamsagainandcrawlsawayfromMoly.I 
cantelbytheheavingofhershouldersthatshe’ssobbing,butIcanbarelyhearher 
overthethrobbinginmyears. 
 

Pleasegounconscious. 
 

MolykicksChristina’sside,sendinghersprawlingonherback.Alfreeshishand 
andpulsmetighttohisside.Iclenchmyteethtokeepfromcryingout.Ihadno 
sympathyforAlthefirstnight,butIamnotcruelyet;thesightofChristinaclutchingher 
ribcagemakesmewanttostandbetweenherandMoly. 
 

“Stop!”wailsChristinaasMolypulsherfootbacktokickagain.Sheholdsouta 
hand.“Stop!I’m…”Shecoughs.“I’mdone.” 
 

Molysmiles,andIsighwithrelief.Alsighstoo,hisribcageliftingandfalingagainst 
myshoulder. 
 

Ericwalkstowardthecenterofthearena,hismovementsslow,andstandsover 
Christinawithhisarmsfolded.Hesaysquietly,“I’msory,whatdidyousay?You’re 
done?” 
 



 

 

Christinapushesherselftoherknees.Whenshetakesherhandfromtheground,it 
leavesaredhandprintbehind.Shepincheshernosetostopthebleedingandnods. 



 

 

“Getup,”hesays.Ifhehadyeled,Imightnothavefeltlikeeverythinginsidemy 
stomachwasabouttocomeoutofit.Ifhehadyeled,Iwouldhaveknownthatthe 
yelingwastheworstheplannedtodo.Buthisvoiceisquietandhiswordsprecise.He 
grabsChristina’sarm,yankshertoherfeet,anddragsheroutthedoor. 
 

“Folowme,”hesaystotherestofus. 
 

Andwedo. 
 
 
 
 

Ifeeltheroaroftheriverinmychest. 
 

Westandneartherailing.ThePitisalmostempty;itisthemiddleoftheafternoon, 
thoughitfeelslikeit’sbeennightfordays. 
 

Iftherewerepeoplearound,IdoubtanyofthemwouldhelpChristina.Wearewith 
Eric,foronething,andforanother,theDauntlesshavediferentrules—rulesthat 
brutalitydoesnotviolate. 
 

EricshovesChristinaagainsttherailing. 
 

“Climboverit,”hesays. 
 

“What?”Shesaysitlikesheexpectshimtorelent,butherwideeyesandashen 
facesuggestotherwise.Ericwilnotbackdown. 
 

“Climbovertherailing,”saysEricagain,pronouncingeachwordslowly.“Ifyoucan 
hangoverthechasmforfiveminutes,Iwilforgetyourcowardice.Ifyoucan’t,Iwilnot 
alowyoutocontinueinitiation.” 
 

Therailingisnarowandmadeofmetal.Thesprayfromtherivercoatsit,makingit 
slipperyandcold.EvenifChristinaisbraveenoughtohangfromtherailingforfive 
minutes,shemaynotbeabletoholdon.Eithershedecidestobefactionless,orshe 
risksdeath. 
 

WhenIclosemyeyes,Iimagineherfalingontothejaggedrocksbelowand 
shudder. 
 

“Fine,”shesays,hervoiceshaking. 
 

Sheistalenoughtoswingherlegovertherailing.Herfootshakes.Sheputshertoe 
ontheledgeassheliftsherotherlegover.Facingus,shewipesherhandsonher 
pantsandholdsontotherailingsohardherknucklesturnwhite.Thenshetakesone 
footoftheledge.Andtheother.Iseeherfacebetweenthebarsofthebarier, 
determined,herlipspressedtogether. 
 

Nexttome,Alsetshiswatch. 
 

Forthefirstminuteandahalf,Christinaisfine.Herhandsstayfirmaroundthe 
railingandherarmsdon’tshake.IstarttothinkshemightmakeitandshowErichow 



 

 

foolishhewastodoubther. 
 

Butthentheriverhitsthewal,andwhitewaterspraysagainstChristina’sback.Her 



 

 

facestrikesthebarier,andshecriesout.Herhandsslipsoshe’sjustholdingonby 
herfingertips.Shetriestogetabetergrip,butnowherhandsarewet. 
 

IfIhelpher,Ericwouldmakemyfatethesameashers.WilIletherfaltoherdeath, 
orwilIresignmyselftobeingfactionless?What’sworse:tobeidlewhilesomeone 
dies,ortobeexiledandempty-handed? 
 

Myparentswouldhavenoproblemansweringthatquestion. 
 

ButIamnotmyparents. 
 

AsfarasIknow,Christinahasn’tcriedsincewegothere,butnowherface 
crumplesandsheletsoutasobthatislouderthantheriver.Anotherwavehitsthewal 
andthespraycoatsherbody.Oneofthedropletshitsmycheek.Herhandsslipagain, 
andthistime,oneofthemfalsfromtherailing,soshe’shangingbyfourfingertips. 
 

“Comeon,Christina,”saysAl,hislowvoicesurprisinglyloud.Shelooksathim.He 
claps.“Comeon,grabitagain.Youcandoit.Grabit.” 
 

WouldIevenbestrongenoughtoholdontoher?Woulditbeworthmyeforttotry 
tohelpherifIknowI’mtooweaktodoanygood? 
 

Iknowwhatthosequestionsare:excuses.Humanreasoncanexcuseanyevil; 
thatiswhyit’ssoimportantthatwedon’trelyonit.Myfather’swords. 
 

Christinaswingsherarm,fumblingfortherailing.Nooneelsecheersheron,butAl 
bringshisbighandstogetherandshouts,hiseyesholdinghers.IwishIcould;IwishI 
couldmove,butIjuststareatherandwonderhowlongIhavebeenthisdisgustingly 
selfish. 
 

IstareatAl’swatch.Fourminuteshavepassed.Heelbowsmehardintheshoulder. 
 

“Comeon,”Isay.Myvoiceisawhisper.Iclearmythroat.“Oneminuteleft,”Isay, 
louderthistime.Christina’sotherhandfindstherailingagain.Herarmsshakesohard 
Iwonderiftheearthisquakingbeneathme,jigglingmyvision,andIjustdidn’tnotice. 
 

“Comeon,Christina,”AlandIsay,andasourvoicesjoin,IbelieveImightbestrong 
enoughtohelpher. 
 

Iwilhelpher.Ifsheslipsagain,Iwil. 
 

AnotherwaveofwatersplashesagainstChristina’sback,andsheshrieksasboth 
herhandsslipoftherailing.Ascreamlaunchesfrommymouth.Itsoundslikeit 
belongstosomeoneelse. 
 

Butshedoesn’tfal.Shegrabsthebarsofthebarier.Herfingersslidedownthe 
metaluntilIcan’tseeherheadanymore;theyarealIsee. 
 

Al’swatchreads7255. 
 

“Fiveminutesareup,”hesays,almostspitingthewordsatEric. 
 

Ericcheckshisownwatch.Takinghistime,tiltinghiswrist,alwhilemystomach 



 

 

twistsandIcan’tbreathe.WhenIblink,IseeRita’ssisteronthepavementbelowthe 
traintracks,limbsbentatstrangeangles;IseeRitascreamingandsobbing;Isee 



 

 

myselfturningaway. 
 

“Fine,”Ericsays.“Youcancomeup,Christina.” 
 

Alwalkstowardtherailing. 
 

“No,”Ericsays.“Shehastodoitonherown.” 
 

“No,shedoesn’t,”Algrowls.“Shedidwhatyousaid.She’snotacoward.Shedid 
whatyousaid.” 
 

Ericdoesn’trespond.Alreachesovertherailing,andhe’ssotalthathecanreach 
Christina’swrist.Shegrabshisforearm.Alpulsherup,hisfaceredwithfrustration, 
andIrunforwardtohelp.I’mtooshorttodomuchgood,asIsuspected,butIgrip 
Christinaundertheshoulderonceshe’shighenough,andAlandIhaulheroverthe 
barier.Shedropstotheground,herfacestilblood-smearedfromthefight,herback 
soakingwet,herbodyquivering. 
 

Ikneelnexttoher.Hereyeslifttomine,thenshifttoAl,andwealcatchourbreath 
together. 



 

 

CHAPTERTEN 
 

 

THANIGHT IdreamthatChristinahangsfromtherailingagain,byhertoesthistime,and 
someoneshoutsthatonlysomeonewhoisDivergentcanhelpher.SoIrunforwardto 
pulherup,butsomeoneshovesmeovertheedge,andIwakebeforeIhittherocks. 
 

Sweat-soakedandshakyfromthedream,Iwalktothegirls’bathroomtoshowerand 
change.WhenIcomeback,theword“Stif”isspray-paintedacrossmymatressin 
red.Thewordiswritensmaleralongthebedframe,andagainonmypilow.Ilook 
around,myheartpoundingwithanger. 
 

Peterstandsbehindme,whistlingasheflufshispilow.It’shardtobelieveIcould 
hatesomeonewholookssokind—
hiseyebrowsturnupwardnaturaly,andhehasa wide,whitesmile. 
 

“Nicedecorations,”hesays. 
 

“DidIdosomethingtoyouthatI’munawareof?”Idemand.Igrabthecornerofa 
sheetandyankitawayfromthematress.“Idon’tknowifyou’venoticed,butwearein 
thesamefactionnow.” 
 

“Idon’tknowwhatyou’rereferingto,”hesayslightly.Thenheglancesatme.“And 

youandIwilneverbeinthesamefaction.” 
 

IshakemyheadasIremovemypilowcasefromthepilow.Don’tgetangry.He 
wantstogetariseoutofme;hewon’t.Buteverytimeheflufshispilow,Ithinkabout 
punchinghiminthegut. 
 

Alwalksin,andIdon’tevenhavetoaskhimtohelpme;hejustwalksoverandstrips 
beddingwithme.Iwilhavetoscrubthebedframelater.Alcariesthestackofsheets 
tothetrashcanandtogetherwewalktowardthetrainingroom. 
 

“Ignorehim,”Alsays.“He’sanidiot,andifyoudon’tgetangry,he’lstopeventualy.” 
 

“Yeah.”Itouchmycheeks.Theyarestilwarmwithanangryblush.Itrytodistract 
myself.“DidyoutalktoWil?”Iaskquietly.“After…youknow.” 
 

“Yeah.He’sfine.Heisn’tangry.”Alsighs.“NowI’lalwaysberememberedasthe 
firstguywhoknockedsomeoneoutcold.” 
 

“Thereareworsewaystoberemembered.Atleasttheywon’tantagonizeyou.” 

“Therearebeterwaystoo.”Henudgesmewithhiselbow,smiling.“Firstjumper.” 
 

MaybeIwasthefirstjumper,butIsuspectthat’swheremyDauntlessfamebegins 
andends. 
 

Iclearmythroat.“Oneofyouhadtogetknockedout,youknow.Ifithadn’tbeenhim, 
itwouldhavebeenyou.” 
 

“Stil,Idon’twanttodoitagain.”Alshakeshishead,toomanytimes,toofast.He 



 

 

snifs.“Irealydon’t.” 



 

 

WereachthedoortothetrainingroomandIsay,“Butyouhaveto.” 
 

Hehasakindface.MaybeheistookindforDauntless. 
 

IlookatthechalkboardwhenIwalkin.Ididn’thavetofightyesterday,buttodayI 
definitelywil.WhenIseemyname,Istopinthemiddleofthestep. 
 

MyopponentisPeter. 
 

“Ohno,”saysChristina,whoshuflesinbehindus.Herfaceisbruised,andshe 
lookslikesheistryingnottolimp.Whensheseestheboard,shecrumplesthemufin 
wrappersheisholdingintoherfist.“Aretheyserious?They’rerealygoingtomake 
youfighthim?” 
 

PeterisalmostafoottalerthanIam,andyesterday,hebeatDrewinlessthanfive 
minutes.TodayDrew’sfaceismoreblack-and-bluethanflesh-toned. 
 

“Maybeyoucanjusttakeafewhitsandpretendtogounconscious,”suggestsAl. 
“Noonewouldblameyou.” 
 

“Yeah,”Isay.“Maybe.” 
 

Istareatmynameontheboard.Mycheeksfeelhot.AlandChristinaarejusttrying 
tohelp,butthefactthattheydon’tbelieve,noteveninatinycorneroftheirminds,that 
IhaveachanceagainstPeterbothersme. 
 

Istandatthesideoftheroom,halflisteningtoAlandChristina’schater,andwatch 

MolyfightEdward.He’smuchfasterthansheis,soI’msureMolywilnotwintoday. 
 

Asthefightgoesonandmyiritationfades,Istarttogetnervous.Fourtoldus 
yesterdaytoexploitouropponent’sweaknesses,andasidefromhisuterlackof 
likablequalities,Peterdoesn’thaveany.He’stalenoughtobestrongbutnotsobig 
thathe’sslow;hehasaneyeforotherpeople’ssoftspots;he’sviciousandwon’t 
showmeanymercy.Iwouldliketosaythatheunderestimatesme,butthatwouldbea 
lie.Iamasunskiledashesuspects. 
 

MaybeAlisright,andIshouldjusttakeafewhitsandpretendtobeunconscious. 
 

ButIcan’tafordnottotry.Ican’tberankedlast. 
 

BythetimeMolypeelsherselfoftheground,lookingonlyhalf-consciousthanksto 
Edward,myheartispoundingsohardIcanfeelitinmyfingertips.Ican’tremember 
howtostand.Ican’trememberhowtopunch.Iwalktothecenterofthearenaandmy 
gutswritheasPetercomestowardme,talerthanIremembered,armmuscles 
standingatatention.Hesmilesatme.Iwonderifthrowinguponhimwildomeany 
good. 
 

Idoubtit. 
 

“Youokaythere,Stif?”hesays.“Youlooklikeyou’reabouttocry.Imightgoeasy 
onyouifyoucry.” 
 



 

 

OverPeter’sshoulder,IseeFourstandingbythedoorwithhisarmsfolded.His 
mouthispuckered,likehejustswalowedsomethingsour.NexttohimisEric,whotaps 



 

 

hisfootfasterthanmyheartbeat. 
 

OnesecondPeterandIarestandingthere,staringateachother,andthenext 
Peter’shandsareupbyhisface,hiselbowsbent.Hiskneesarebenttoo,likehe’s 
readytospring. 
 

“Comeon,Stif,”hesays,hiseyesglinting.“Justonelitletear.Maybesome 
begging.” 
 

ThethoughtofbeggingPeterformercymakesmetastebile,andonanimpulse,I 
kickhimintheside.OrIwouldhavekickedhimintheside,ifhehadn’tcaughtmyfoot 
andyankeditforward,knockingmeof-balance.Mybacksmacksintothefloor,andI 
pulmyfootfree,scramblingtomyfeet. 
 

Ihavetostayonmyfeetsohecan’tkickmeinthehead.That’stheonlythingIcan 
thinkabout. 
 

“Stopplayingwithher,”snapsEric.“Idon’thavealday.” 
 

Peter’smischievouslookdisappears.Hisarmtwitchesandpainstabsmyjawand 
spreadsacrossmyface,makingmyvisiongoblackattheedgesandmyearsring.I 
blinkandlurchtothesideastheroomdipsandsways.Idon’trememberhisfist 
comingatme. 
 

Iamtooof-balancetodoanythingbutmoveawayfromhim,asfarasthearenawil 
alow.Hedartsinfrontofmeandkicksmehardinthestomach.Hisfootforcestheair 
frommylungsandithurts,hurtssobadlyIcan’tbreathe,ormaybethat’sbecauseof 
thekick,Idon’tknow,Ijustfal. 
 

Onyourfeetistheonlythoughtinmymind.Ipushmyselfup,butPeterisalready 
there.Hegrabsmyhairwithonehandandpunchesmeinthenosewiththeother.This 
painisdiferent,lesslikeastabandmorelikeacrackle,cracklinginmybrain,spoting 
myvisionwithdiferentcolors,blue,green,red.Itrytoshovehimof,myhands 
slappingathisarms,andhepunchesmeagain,thistimeintheribs.Myfaceiswet. 
Bloodynose.Morered,Iguess,butI’mtoodizzytolookdown. 
 

HeshovesmeandIfalagain,scrapingmyhandsontheground,blinking,sluggish 
andslowandhot.Icoughanddragmyselftomyfeet.Irealyshouldbelyingdownif 
theroomisspinningthisfast.AndPeterspinsaroundme;Iamthecenterofaspinning 
planet,theonlythingstayingstil.SomethinghitsmefromthesideandIalmostfalover 
again. 
 

Onmyfeetonmyfeet.Iseeasolidmassinfrontofme,abody.Ipunchashardas 
Ican,andmyfisthitssomethingsoft.Peterbarelygroans,andsmacksmyearwiththe 
flatofhispalm,laughingunderhisbreath.Ihearringingandtrytoblinksomeofthe 
blackpatchesoutofmyeyes;howdidsomethinggetinmyeye? 
 

Outofmyperipheralvision,IseeFourshovethedooropenandwalkout.Apparently 
thisfightisn’tinterestingenoughforhim.Ormaybehe’sgoingtofindoutwhy 



 

 

everything’sspinninglikeatop,andIdon’tblamehim;Iwanttoknowtheanswertoo. 
 

Mykneesgiveoutandtheflooriscoolagainstmycheek.Somethingslamsintomy 



 

 

sideandIscreamforthefirsttime,ahighscreechthatbelongstosomeoneelseand 
notme,anditslamsintomysideagain,andIcan’tseeanythingatal,noteven 
whateverisrightinfrontofmyface,thelightsout.Someoneshouts,“Enough!”andI 
thinktoomuchandnothingatal. 
 
 
 
 

WhenIwakeup,Idon’tfeelmuch,buttheinsideofmyheadisfuzzy,likeit’spacked 
withcotonbals. 
 

IknowthatIlost,andtheonlythingkeepingthepainatbayiswhatismakingit 
dificulttothinkstraight. 
 

“Ishereyealreadyblack?”someoneasks. 
 

Iopenoneeye—theotherstaysshutlikeit’sgluedthatway.Sitingtomyrightare 

WilandAl;Christinasitsonthebedtomyleftwithanicepackonherjaw. 
 

“Whathappenedtoyourface?”Isay.Mylipsfeelclumsyandtoolarge. 
 

Shelaughs.“Lookwho’stalking.Shouldwegetyouaneyepatch?” 
 

“Wel,Ialreadyknowwhathappenedtomyface,”Isay.“Iwasthere.Sortof.” 
 

“Didyoujustmakeajoke,Tris?”Wilsays,grinning.“Weshouldgetyouon 
painkilersmoreoftenifyou’regoingtostartcrackingjokes.Oh,andtoansweryour 
question—Ibeatherup.” 
 

“Ican’tbelieveyoucouldn’tbeatWil,”Alsays,shakinghishead. 
 

“What?He’sgood,”shesays,shrugging.“Plus,IthinkI’vefinalylearnedhowto 

stoplosing.Ijustneedtostoppeoplefrompunchingmeinthejaw.” 
 

“Youknow,you’dthinkyouwouldhavefiguredthatoutalready.”Wilwinksather. 
“NowIknowwhyyouaren’tErudite.Nottoobright,areyou?” 
 

“Youfeelingokay,Tris?”Alsays.Hiseyesaredarkbrown,almostthesamecoloras 
Christina’sskin.Hischeeklooksrough,likeifhedidn’tshaveit,hewouldhaveathick 
beard.Hardtobelievehe’sonlysixteen. 
 

“Yeah,”Isay.“JustwishIcouldstayhereforeversoIneverhavetoseePeter 
again.” 
 

ButIdon’tknowwhere“here”is.Iaminalarge,narowroomwitharowofbedson 
eitherside.Someofthebedshavecurtainsbetweenthem.Ontherightsideofthe 
roomisanurse’sstation.ThismustbewheretheDauntlessgowhenthey’resickor 
hurt.Thewomantherelooksatusoveraclipboard.I’veneverseenanursewithso 
manypiercingsinherearbefore.SomeDauntlessmustvolunteertodojobsthat 
traditionalybelongtootherfactions.Afteral,itwouldn’tmakesensefortheDauntless 
tomakethetrektothecityhospitaleverytimetheygethurt. 
 



 

 

ThefirsttimeIwenttothehospital,Iwassixyearsold.Mymotherfelonthe 
sidewalkinfrontofourhouseandbrokeherarm.Hearingherscreammademeburst 



 

 

intotears,butCalebjustranformyfatherwithoutsayingaword.Atthehospital,an 
Amitywomaninayelowshirtwithcleanfingernailstookmymother’sbloodpressure 
andsetherbonewithasmile. 
 

IrememberCalebtelingherthatitwouldonlytakeamonthtomend,becauseitwas 
ahairlinefracture.Ithoughthewasreassuringher,becausethat’swhatselfless 
peopledo,butnowIwonderifhewasrepeatingsomethinghehadstudied;ifalhis 
AbnegationtendencieswerejustEruditetraitsindisguise. 
 

“Don’tworyaboutPeter,”saysWil.“He’latleastgetbeatupbyEdward,whohas 
beenstudyinghand-to-handcombatsinceweweretenyearsold.Forfun.” 
 

“Good,”saysChristina.Shechecksherwatch.“Ithinkwe’remissingdinner.Doyou 
wantustostayhere,Tris?” 
 

Ishakemyhead.“I’mfine.” 
 

ChristinaandWilgetup,butAlwavesthemahead.Hehasadistinctsmel—sweet 
andfresh,likesageandlemongrass.Whenhetossesandturnsatnight,Igetawhif 
ofitandIknowhe’shavinganightmare. 
 

“IjustwantedtotelyouthatyoumissedEric’sannouncement.We’regoingona 
fieldtriptomorow,tothefence,tolearnaboutDauntlessjobs,”hesays.“Wehaveto 
beatthetrainbyeightfifteen.” 
 

“Good,”Isay.“Thanks.” 
 

“Anddon’tpayatentiontoChristina.Yourfacedoesn’tlookthatbad.”Hesmilesa 
litle.“Imean,itlooksgood.Italwayslooksgood.Imean—youlookbrave.Dauntless.” 
 

Hiseyesskirtmine,andhescratchesthebackofhishead.Thesilenceseemsto 
growbetweenus.Itwasanicethingtosay,butheactslikeitmeantmorethanjustthe 
words.IhopeIamwrong.IcouldnotbeatractedtoAl—Icouldnotbeatractedto 
anyonethatfragile.Ismileasmuchasmybruisedcheekwilalow,hopingthatwil 
difusethetension. 
 

“Ishouldletyourest,”hesays.Hegetsuptoleave,butbeforehecango,Igrabhis 
wrist. 
 

“Al,areyouokay?”Isay.Hestaresblanklyatme,andIadd,“Imean,isitgetingany 
easier?” 
 

“Uh…”Heshrugs.“Alitle.” 
 

Hepulshishandfreeandshovesitinhispocket.Thequestionmusthave 
embarassedhim,becauseI’veneverseenhimsoredbefore.IfIspentmynights 
sobbingintomypilow,Iwouldbealitleembarassedtoo.AtleastwhenIcry,Iknow 
howtohideit. 
 

“IlosttoDrew.AfteryourfightwithPeter.”Helooksatme.“Itookafewhits,fel 
down,andstayedthere.EventhoughIdidn’thaveto.Ifigure…IfigurethatsinceIbeat 



 

 

Wil,ifIlosealtherest,Iwon’tberankedlast,butIwon’thavetohurtanyone anymore.” 



 

 

“Isthatrealywhatyouwant?” 
 

Helooksdown.“Ijustcan’tdoit.MaybethatmeansI’macoward.” 
 

“You’renotacowardjustbecauseyoudon’twanttohurtpeople,”Isay,becauseI 
knowit’stherightthingtosay,evenifI’mnotsureImeanit. 
 

Foramomentwearebothstil,lookingateachother.MaybeIdomeanit.Ifheisa 
coward,itisn’tbecausehedoesn’tenjoypain.Itisbecauseherefusestoact. 
 

Hegivesmeapainedlookandsays,“Youthinkourfamilieswilvisitus?Theysay 
transferfamiliesnevercomeonVisitingDay.” 
 

“Idon’tknow,”Isay.“Idon’tknowifitwouldbegoodorbadiftheydid.” 
 

“Ithinkbad.”Henods.“Yeah,it’salreadyhardenough.”Henodsagain,asif 
confirmingwhathejustsaid,andwalksaway. 
 

Inlessthanaweek,theAbnegationinitiateswilbeabletovisittheirfamiliesforthe 
firsttimesincetheChoosingCeremony.Theywilgohomeandsitintheirlivingrooms 
andinteractwiththeirparentsforthefirsttimeasadults. 
 

Iusedtolookforwardtothatday.IusedtothinkaboutwhatIwouldsaytomymother 
andfatherwhenIwasalowedtoaskthemquestionsatthedinnertable. 
 

Inlessthanaweek,theDauntless-borninitiateswilfindtheirfamiliesonthePit 
floor,orintheglassbuildingabovethecompound,anddowhateveritistheDauntless 
dowhentheyreunite.Maybetheytaketurnsthrowingknivesateachother’sheads—it 
wouldn’tsurpriseme. 
 

Andthetransferinitiateswithforgivingparentswilbeabletoseethemagaintoo.I 
suspectminewilnotbeamongthem.Notaftermyfather’scryofoutrageatthe 
ceremony.Notafterboththeirchildrenleftthem. 
 

MaybeifIcouldhavetoldthemIwasDivergent,andIwasconfusedaboutwhatto 
choose,theywouldhaveunderstood.Maybetheywouldhavehelpedmefigureout 
whatDivergentis,andwhatitmeans,andwhyit’sdangerous.ButIdidn’ttrustthem 
withthatsecret,soIwilneverknow. 
 

Iclenchmyteethasthetearscome.Iamfedup.Iamfedupwithtearsand 
weakness.Butthereisn’tmuchIcandotostopthem. 
 

MaybeIdriftoftosleep,andmaybeIdon’t.Laterthatnight,though,Islipoutofthe 
roomandgobacktothedormitory.TheonlythingworsethanletingPeterputmein 
thehospitalwouldbeletinghimputmethereovernight. 



 

 

CHAPTERELEVEN 
 

 

THENEXTMORNING,Idon’thearthealarm,shuflingfeet,orconversationsastheotherinitiates 
getready.IwaketoChristinashakingmyshoulderwithonehandandtappingmy 
cheekwiththeother.Shealreadywearsablackjacketzippeduptoherthroat.Ifshe 
hasbruisesfromyesterday’sfight,herdarkskinmakesthemdificulttosee. 
 

“Comeon,”shesays.“Upandat’em.” 
 

IdreamtthatPetertiedmetoachairandaskedmeifIwasDivergent.Ianswered 
no,andhepunchedmeuntilIsaidyes.Iwokeupwithwetcheeks. 
 

Imeantosaysomething,butalIcandoisgroan.Mybodyachessobadlyithurtsto 
breathe.Itdoesn’thelpthatlastnight’sboutofcryingmademyeyesswel.Christina 
ofersmeherhand. 
 

Theclockreadseight.We’resupposedtobeatthetracksbyeightfifteen. 
 

“I’lrunandgetussomebreakfast.Youjust…getready.Lookslikeitmighttakeyoua 
while,”shesays. 
 

Igrunt.Tryingnottobendatthewaist,Ifumbleinthedrawerundermybedfora 
cleanshirt.LuckilyPeterisn’theretoseemestruggle.OnceChristinaleaves,the 
dormitoryisempty. 
 

Iunbutonmyshirtandstareatmybareside,whichispatchedwithbruises.Fora 
secondthecolorsmesmerizeme,brightgreenanddeepblueandbrown.Ichangeas 
fastasIcanandletmyhairhangloosebecauseIcan’tliftmyarmstotieitback. 
 

Ilookatmyreflectioninthesmalmiroronthebackwalandseeastranger.Sheis 
blondlikeme,withanarowfacelikemine,butthat’swherethesimilaritiesstop.Ido 
nothaveablackeye,andasplitlip,andabruisedjaw.Iamnotaspaleasasheet. 
Shecan’tpossiblybeme,thoughshemoveswhenImove. 
 

BythetimeChristinacomesback,amufinineachhand,I’msitingontheedgeof 
mybed,staringatmyuntiedshoes.Iwilhavetobendovertotiethem.Itwilhurtwhen 
Ibendover. 
 

ButChristinajustpassesmeamufinandcrouchesinfrontofmetotiemyshoes. 
Gratitudesurgesinmychest,warmandalitlelikeanache.Maybethereissome 

Abnegationineveryone,eveniftheydon’tknowit. 
 

Wel,ineveryonebutPeter. 
 

“Thankyou,”Isay. 
 

“Wel,wewouldnevergetthereontimeifyouhadtotiethemyourself,”shesays. 
“Comeon.Youcaneatandwalkatthesametime,right?” 
 

WewalkfasttowardthePit.Themufinisbanana-flavored,withwalnuts.Mymother 



 

 

bakedbreadlikethisoncetogivetothefactionless,butInevergottotryit.Iwastoo 
oldforcoddlingatthatpoint.IignorethepinchinmystomachthatcomeseverytimeI 



 

 

thinkofmymotherandhalfwalk,halfjogafterChristina,whoforgetsthatherlegsare 
longerthanmine. 
 

WeclimbthestepsfromthePittotheglassbuildingaboveitandruntotheexit. 
Everythumpofmyfeetsendspainthroughmyribs,butIignoreit.Wemakeittothe 
tracksjustasthetrainarives,itshornblaring. 
 

“Whattookyousolong?”Wilshoutsoverthehorn. 
 

“StumpyLegsoverhereturnedintoanoldladyovernight,”saysChristina. 
 

“Oh,shutup.”I’monlyhalfkidding. 
 

Fourstandsatthefrontofthepack,soclosetothetracksthatifheshiftedevenan 
inchforward,thetrainwouldtakehisnosewithit.Hestepsbacktoletsomeofthe 
othersgetonfirst.Wilhoistshimselfintothecarwithsomedificulty,landingfirston 
hisstomachandthendragginghislegsinbehindhim.Fourgrabsthehandleonthe 
sideofthecarandpulshimselfinsmoothly,likehedoesn’thavemorethansixfeetof 
bodytoworkwith. 
 

Ijognexttothecar,wincing,thengritmyteethandgrabthehandleontheside.This 
isgoingtohurt. 
 

Algrabsmeundereacharmandliftsmeeasilyintothecar.Painshootsthroughmy 
side,butitonlylastsforasecond.IseePeterbehindhim,andmycheeksgetwarm.Al 
wastryingtobenice,soIsmileathim,butIwishpeopledidn’twanttobesonice.Asif 
Peterdidn’thaveenoughammunitionalready. 
 

“Feelingokaythere?”Petersays,givingmealookofmocksympathy—
hislips turneddown,hisarchedeyebrowspuledin.“Orareyoualitle…Stif?” 
 

Heburstsintolaughterathisjoke,andMolyandDrewjoinin.Molyhasanugly 
laugh,alsnortingandshakingshoulders,andDrew’sissilent,soitalmostlookslike 
he’sinpain. 
 

“Wearealawedbyyourincrediblewit,”saysWil. 
 

“Yeah,areyousureyoudon’tbelongwiththeErudite,Peter?”Christinaadds.“Ihear 
theydon’tobjecttosissies.” 
 

Four,standinginthedoorway,speaksbeforePetercanretort.“AmIgoingtohave 
tolistentoyourbickeringalthewaytothefence?” 
 

Everyonegetsquiet,andFourturnsbacktothecar’sopening.Heholdsthehandles 
oneitherside,hisarmsstretchingwide,andleansforwardsohisbodyismostly 
outsidethecar,thoughhisfeetstayplantedinside.Thewindpresseshisshirttohis 
chest.Itrytolookpasthimatwhatwe’repassing—aseaofcrumbling,abandoned 
buildingsthatgetsmaleraswego. 
 

Everyfewseconds,though,myeyesshiftbacktoFour.Idon’tknowwhatIexpectto 
see,orwhatIwanttosee,ifanything.ButIdoitwithoutthinking. 
 



 

 

IaskChristina,“Whatdoyouthinkisoutthere?”Inodtothedoorway.“Imean, 
beyondthefence.” 



 

 

Sheshrugs.“Abunchoffarms,Iguess.” 

“Yeah,butImean…pastthefarms.Whatareweguardingthecityfrom?” 

Shewigglesherfingersatme.“Monsters!” 
 

Irolmyeyes. 
 

“Wedidn’tevenhaveguardsnearthefenceuntilfiveyearsago,”saysWil.“Don’t 
yourememberwhenDauntlesspoliceusedtopatrolthefactionlesssector?” 
 

“Yes,”Isay.Ialsorememberthatmyfatherwasoneofthepeoplewhovotedtoget 
theDauntlessoutofthefactionlesssectorofthecity.Hesaidthepoordidn’tneed 
policing;theyneededhelp,andwecouldgiveittothem.ButIwouldrathernotmention 
thatnow,orhere.It’soneofthemanythingsEruditegivesasevidenceof 
Abnegation’sincompetence. 
 

“Oh,right,”hesays.“Ibetyousawthemalthetime.” 
 

“Whydoyousaythat?”Iask,alitletoosharply.Idon’twanttobeassociatedtoo 
closelywiththefactionless. 
 

“Becauseyouhadtopassthefactionlesssectortogettoschool,right?” 

“Whatdidyoudo,memorizeamapofthecityforfun?”saysChristina. 
 

“Yes,”saysWil,lookingpuzzled.“Didn’tyou?” 
 

Thetrain’sbrakessqueal,andweallurchforwardasthecarslows.Iamgratefulfor 
themovement;itmakesstandingeasier.Thedilapidatedbuildingsaregone,replaced 
byyelowfieldsandtraintracks.Thetrainstopsunderanawning.Ilowermyselftothe 
grass,holdingthehandletokeepmesteady. 
 

Infrontofmeisachain-linkfencewithbarbedwirestrungalongthetop.WhenIwalk 
forward,InoticethatitcontinuesfartherthanIcansee,perpendiculartothehorizon. 
Pastthefenceisaclusteroftrees,mostofthemdead,somegreen.Milingaroundon 
theothersideofthefenceareDauntlessguardscaryingguns. 
 

“Folowme,”saysFour.IstayclosetoChristina.Idon’twanttoadmitit,notevento 
myself,butIfeelcalmerwhenI’mnearher.IfPetertriestotauntme,shewildefend 
me. 
 

SilentlyIscoldmyselfforbeingsuchacoward.Peter’sinsultsshouldn’tbotherme, 
andIshouldfocusongetingbeteratcombat,notonhowbadlyIdidyesterday.AndI 
shouldbewiling,ifnotable,todefendmyselfinsteadofrelyingonotherpeopletodoit 
forme. 
 

Fourleadsustowardthegate,whichisaswideasahouseandopensuptothe 
crackedroadthatleadstothecity.WhenIcameherewithmyfamilyasachild,we 
rodeinabusonthatroadandbeyond,toAmity’sfarms,wherewespenttheday 
pickingtomatoesandsweatingthroughourshirts. 
 



 

 

Anotherpinchinmystomach. 



 

 

“Ifyoudon’trankinthetopfiveattheendofinitiation,youwilprobablyenduphere,” 
saysFourashereachesthegate.“Onceyouareafenceguard,thereissome 
potentialforadvancement,butnotmuch.Youmaybeabletogoonpatrolsbeyond 
Amity’sfarms,but—” 
 

“Patrolsforwhatpurpose?”asksWil. 
 

Fourliftsashoulder.“Isupposeyou’ldiscoverthatifyoufindyourselfamongthem. 
AsIwassaying.Forthemostpart,thosewhoguardthefencewhentheyareyoung 
continuetoguardthefence.Ifitcomfortsyou,someoftheminsistthatitisn’tasbad 
asitseems.” 
 

“Yeah.Atleastwewon’tbedrivingbusesorcleaningupotherpeople’smesseslike 
thefactionless,”Christinawhispersinmyear. 
 

“Whatrankwereyou?”PeterasksFour. 
 

Idon’texpectFourtoanswer,buthelookslevelyatPeterandsays,“Iwasfirst.” 
 

“Andyouchosetodothis?”Peter’seyesarewideandroundanddarkgreen.They 
wouldlookinnocenttomeifIdidn’tknowwhatateriblepersonheis.“Whydidn’tyou 
getagovernmentjob?” 
 

“Ididn’twantone,”Foursaysflatly.Irememberwhathesaidonthefirstday,about 
workinginthecontrolroom,wheretheDauntlessmonitorthecity’ssecurity.Itis 
dificultformetoimaginehimthere,suroundedbycomputers.Tomehebelongsin 
thetrainingroom. 
 

Welearnedaboutfactionjobsinschool.TheDauntlesshavelimitedoptions.We 
canguardthefenceorworkforthesecurityofourcity.WecanworkintheDauntless 
compound,drawingtatoosormakingweaponsorevenfightingeachotherfor 
entertainment.OrwecanworkfortheDauntlessleaders.Thatsoundslikemybest 
option. 
 

Theonlyproblemisthatmyrankisterible.AndImightbefactionlessbytheendof 
stageone. 
 

Westopnexttothegate.AfewDauntlessguardsglanceinourdirectionbutnot 
many.Theyaretoobusypulingthedoors—whicharetwiceastalastheyareand 
severaltimeswider—opentoadmitatruck. 
 

Themandrivingwearsahat,abeard,andasmile.Hestopsjustinsidethegateand 
getsout.Thebackofthetruckisopen,andafewotherAmitysitamongthestacksof 
crates.Ipeeratthecrates—theyholdapples. 
 

“Beatrice?”anAmityboysays. 
 

Myheadjerksatthesoundofmyname.OneoftheAmityinthebackofthetruck 
stands.Hehascurlyblondhairandafamiliarnose,wideatthetipandnarowatthe 
bridge.Robert.ItrytorememberhimattheChoosingCeremonyandnothingcomesto 



 

 

mindbutthesoundofmyheartinmyears.Whoelsetransfered?DidSusan?Are 
thereanyAbnegationinitiatesthisyear?IfAbnegationisfizzling,it’sourfault 



 

 

—Robert’sandCaleb’sandmine.Mine.Ipushthethoughtfrommymind. 
 

Roberthopsdownfromthetruck.HewearsagrayT-shirtandapairofbluejeans. 
Afterasecond’shesitation,hemovestowardmeandfoldsmeinhisarms.Istifen. 
OnlyinAmitydopeoplehugeachotheringreeting.Idon’tmoveamuscleuntilhe 
releasesme. 
 

Hisownsmilefadeswhenhelooksatmeagain.“Beatrice,whathappenedtoyou? 

Whathappenedtoyourface?” 
 

“Nothing,”Isay.“Justtraining.Nothing.” 
 

“Beatrice?”demandsanasalvoicenexttome.Molyfoldsherarmsandlaughs.“Is 
thatyourrealname,Stif?” 
 

Iglanceather.“WhatdidyouthinkTriswasshortfor?” 
 

“Oh,Idon’tknow…weakling?”Shetouchesherchin.Ifherchinwasbigger,itmight 

balanceouthernose,butitisweakandalmostrecedesintoherneck.“Ohwait,that 
doesn’tstartwithTris.Mymistake.” 
 

“There’snoneedtoantagonizeher,”Robertsayssoftly.“I’mRobert,andyouare?” 
 

“Someonewhodoesn’tcarewhatyournameis,”shesays.“Whydon’tyougetback 
inyourtruck?We’renotsupposedtofraternizewithotherfactionmembers.” 
 

“Whydon’tyougetawayfromus?”Isnap. 
 

“Right.Wouldn’twanttogetbetweenyouandyourboyfriend,”shesays.Shewalks 

awaysmiling. 
 

Robertgivesmeasadlook.“Theydon’tseemlikenicepeople.” 

“Someofthemaren’t.” 
 

“Youcouldgohome,youknow.I’msureAbnegationwouldmakeanexceptionfor 

you.” 
 

“WhatmakesyouthinkIwanttogohome?”Iask,mycheekshot.“YouthinkIcan’t 
handlethisorsomething?” 
 

“It’snotthat.”Heshakeshishead.“It’snotthatyoucan’t,it’sthatyoushouldn’thave 
to.Youshouldbehappy.” 
 

“ThisiswhatIchose.Thisisit.”IlookoverRobert’sshoulder.TheDauntlessguards 
seemtohavefinishedexaminingthetruck.Thebeardedmangetsbackintothe 
driver’sseatandclosesthedoorbehindhim.“Besides,Robert.Thegoalofmylife 
isn’tjust…tobehappy.” 
 

“Wouldn’titbeeasierifitwas,though?”hesays. 
 

BeforeIcananswer,hetouchesmyshoulderandturnstowardthetruck.Agirlinthe 
backhasabanjoonherlap.ShestartstostrumitasRoberthoistshimselfinside,and 



 

 

thetruckstartsforward,caryingthebanjosoundsandherwarblingvoiceawayfrom 
us. 



 

 

Robertwavestome,andagainIseeanotherpossiblelifeinmymind’seye.Isee 
myselfinthebackofthetruck,singingwiththegirl,thoughI’veneversungbefore, 
laughingwhenIamof-key,climbingtreestopicktheapples,alwayspeacefuland 
alwayssafe. 
 

TheDauntlessguardsclosethegateandlockitbehindthem.Thelockisonthe 
outside.Ibitemylip.Whywouldtheylockthegatefromtheoutsideandnottheinside? 
Italmostseemsliketheydon’twanttokeepsomethingout;theywanttokeepusin. 
 

Ipushthethoughtoutofmyhead.Thatmakesnosense. 
 

Fourstepsawayfromthefence,wherehewastalkingtoafemaleDauntlessguard 
withagunbalancedonhershoulderamomentbefore.“Iamworiedthatyouhavea 
knackformakingunwisedecisions,”hesayswhenhe’safootawayfromme. 
 

Icrossmyarms.“Itwasatwo-minuteconversation.” 
 

“Idon’tthinkasmalertimeframemakesitanylessunwise.”Hefurowshis 
eyebrowsandtouchesthecornerofmybruisedeyewithhisfingertips.Myheadjerks 
back,buthedoesn’ttakehishandaway.Insteadhetiltshisheadandsighs.“Youknow, 
ifyoucouldjustlearntoatackfirst,youmightdobeter.” 
 

“Atackfirst?”Isay.“Howwilthathelp?” 
 

“You’refast.Ifyoucangetafewgoodhitsinbeforetheyknowwhat’sgoingon,you 
couldwin.”Heshrugs,andhishandfals. 
 

“I’msurprisedyouknowthat,”Isayquietly,“sinceyoulefthalfwaythroughmyone 
andonlyfight.” 
 

“Itwasn’tsomethingIwantedtowatch,”hesays. 
 

What’sthatsupposedtomean? 
 

Heclearshisthroat.“Lookslikethenexttrainishere.Timetogo,Tris.” 



 

 

CHAPTERTWELVE 
 

 

ICRAWLACROSS mymatressandheaveasigh.Ithasbeentwodayssincemyfightwith 
Peter,andmybruisesareturningpurple-blue.IhavegotenusedtoachingeverytimeI 
move,sonowImovebeter,butIamstilfarfromhealed. 
 

EventhoughIamstilinjured,Ihadtofightagaintoday.Luckilythistime,Iwaspaired 
againstMyra,whocouldn’tthrowagoodpunchifsomeonewascontrolingherarmfor 
her.Igotagoodhitinduringthefirsttwominutes.Shefeldownandwastoodizzyto 
getbackup.Ishouldfeeltriumphant,butthereisnotriumphinpunchingagirllike Myra. 

 

ThesecondItouchmyheadtothepilow,thedoortothedormitoryopens,and 
peoplestreamintotheroomwithflashlights.Isitup,almosthitingmyheadonthebed 
frameaboveme,andsquintthroughthedarktoseewhat’sgoingon. 
 

“Everybodyup!”someoneroars.Aflashlightshinesbehindhishead,makingthe 
ringsinhisearsglint.Eric.SuroundinghimareotherDauntless,someofwhomIhave 
seeninthePit,someofwhomIhaveneverseenbefore.Fourstandsamongthem. 
 

Hiseyesshifttomineandstaythere.Istarebackandforgetthatalaroundmethe 
transfersaregetingoutofbed. 
 

“Didyougodeaf,Stif?”demandsEric.Isnapoutofmydazeandslideoutfrom 
beneaththeblankets.IamgladIsleepfulyclothed,becauseChristinastandsnextto 
ourbunkwearingonlyaT-shirt,herlonglegsbare.Shefoldsherarmsandstaresat 
Eric.Iwish,suddenly,thatIcouldstaresoboldlyatsomeonewithhardlyanyclothes 
on,butIwouldneverbeabletodothat. 
 

“Youhavefiveminutestogetdressedandmeetusbythetracks,”saysEric.“We’re 
goingonanotherfieldtrip.” 
 

Ishovemyfeetintoshoesandsprint,wincing,behindChristinaonthewaytothe 
train.Adropofsweatrolsdownthebackofmyneckaswerunupthepathsalongthe 
walsofthePit,pushingpastmembersonourwayup.Theydon’tseemsurprisedto 
seeus.Iwonderhowmanyfrantic,runningpeopletheyseeonaweeklybasis. 
 

WemakeittothetracksjustbehindtheDauntless-borninitiates.Nexttothetracks 
isablackpile.Imakeoutaclusteroflonggunbarelsandtriggerguards. 
 

“Arewegoingtoshootsomething?”Christinahissesinmyear. 
 

Nexttothepileareboxesofwhatlookslikeammunition.Iinchclosertoreadoneof 
theboxes.Writenonitis“PAINTBALLS.” 
 

I’veneverheardofthembefore,butthenameisself-explanatory.Ilaugh. 
 

“Everyonegrabagun!”shoutsEric. 
 



 

 

Werushtowardthepile.Iamtheclosesttoit,soIsnatchthefirstgunIcanfind, 
whichisheavy,butnottooheavyformetolift,andgrababoxofpaintbals.Ishovethe 
boxinmypocketandslingthegunacrossmybacksothestrapcrossesmychest. 



 

 

“Timeestimate?”EricasksFour. 
 

Fourcheckshiswatch.“Anyminutenow.Howlongisitgoingtotakeyouto 
memorizethetrainschedule?” 
 

“WhyshouldI,whenIhaveyoutoremindmeofit?”saysEric,shovingFour’s 
shoulder. 
 

Acircleoflightappearsonmyleft,faraway.Itgrowslargerasitcomescloser, 
shiningagainstthesideofFour’sface,creatingashadowinthefaintholowbeneath 
hischeekbone. 
 

Heisthefirsttogetonthetrain,andIrunafterhim,notwaitingforChristinaorWil 
orAltofolowme.FourturnsaroundasIfalintostridenexttothecarandholdsouta 
hand.Igrabhisarm,andhepulsmein.Eventhemusclesinhisforearmaretaut, 
defined. 
 

Iletgoquickly,withoutlookingathim,andsitdownontheothersideofthecar. 
 

Onceeveryoneisin,Fourspeaksup. 
 

“We’lbedividingintotwoteamstoplaycapturetheflag.Eachteamwilhavean 
evenmixofmembers,Dauntless-borninitiates,andtransfers.Oneteamwilgetof 
firstandfindaplacetohidetheirflag.Thenthesecondteamwilgetofanddothe 
same.”Thecarsways,andFourgrabsthesideofthedoorwayforbalance.“Thisisa 
Dauntlesstradition,soIsuggestyoutakeitseriously.” 
 

“Whatdowegetifwewin?”someoneshouts. 
 

“SoundslikethekindofquestionsomeonenotfromDauntlesswouldask,”says 
Four,raisinganeyebrow.“Yougettowin,ofcourse.” 
 

“FourandIwilbeyourteamcaptains,”saysEric.HelooksatFour.“Let’sdivideup 
transfersfirst,shalwe?” 
 

Itiltmyheadback.Ifthey’repickingus,Iwilbechosenlast;Icanfeelit. 
 

“Yougofirst,”Foursays. 
 

Ericshrugs.“Edward.” 
 

Fourleansagainstthedoorframeandnods.Themoonlightmakeshiseyesbright. 
Hescansthegroupoftransferinitiatesbriefly,withoutcalculation,andsays,“Iwant 
theStif.” 
 

Afaintundercurentoflaughterfilsthecar.Heatrushesintomycheeks.Idon’t 
knowwhethertobeangryatthepeoplelaughingatmeorflateredbythefactthathe 
chosemefirst. 
 

“Gotsomethingtoprove?”asksEric,withhistrademarksmirk.“Orareyoujust 
pickingtheweakonessothatifyoulose,you’lhavesomeonetoblameiton?” 
 

Fourshrugs.“Somethinglikethat.” 
 



 

 

Angry.Ishoulddefinitelybeangry.Iscowlatmyhands.WhateverFour’sstrategyis, 



 

 

it’sbasedontheideathatIamweakerthantheotherinitiates.Anditgivesmeabiter 
tasteinmymouth.Ihavetoprovehimwrong—Ihaveto. 
 

“Yourturn,”saysFour. 
 

“Peter.” 
 

“Christina.” 
 

Thatthrowsawrenchinhisstrategy.Christinaisnotoneoftheweakones.What 
exactlyishedoing? 
 

“Moly.” 
 

“Wil,”saysFour,bitinghisthumbnail. 
 

“Al.” 
 

“Drew.” 
 

“LastoneleftisMyra.Soshe’swithme,”saysEric.“Dauntless-borninitiatesnext.” 
 

Istoplisteningoncethey’refinishedwithus.IfFourisn’ttryingtoprovesomethingby 
choosingtheweak,whatishedoing?Ilookateachpersonhechooses.Whatdowe 
haveincommon? 
 

Oncethey’rehalfwaythroughtheDauntless-borninitiates,Ihaveanideaofwhatit 
is.WiththeexceptionofWilandacoupleoftheothers,wealsharethesamebody 
type:narowshoulders,smalframes.AlthepeopleonEric’steamarebroadand 
strong.Justyesterday,FourtoldmeIwasfast.WewilalbefasterthanEric’steam, 
whichwilprobablybegoodforcapturetheflag—Ihaven’tplayedbefore,butIknowit’s 
agameofspeedratherthanbruteforce.Icoverasmilewithmyhand.Ericismore 
ruthlessthanFour,butFourissmarter. 
 

Theyfinishchoosingteams,andEricsmirksatFour. 

“Yourteamcangetofsecond,”saysEric. 
 

“Don’tdomeanyfavors,”Fourreplies.Hesmilesalitle.“YouknowIdon’tneed 
themtowin.” 
 

“No,Iknowthatyou’llosenomaterwhenyougetof,”saysEric,bitingdownbriefly 
ononeoftheringsinhislip.“Takeyourscrawnyteamandgetoffirst,then.” 
 

Wealstandup.Algivesmeaforlornlook,andIsmilebackinwhatIhopeisa 
reassuringway.IfanyofthefourofushadtoenduponthesameteamasEric,Peter, 
andMoly,atleastitwashim.Theyusualyleavehimalone. 
 

Thetrainisabouttodiptotheground.Iamdeterminedtolandonmyfeet. 
 

JustbeforeIjump,someoneshovesmyshoulder,andIalmosttoppleoutofthetrain 
car.Idon’tlookbacktoseewhoitis—Moly,Drew,orPeter,itdoesn’tmaterwhich 
one.Beforetheycantryitagain,Ijump.ThistimeIamreadyforthemomentumthe 



 

 

traingivesme,andIrunafewstepstodifuseitbutkeepmybalance.Fiercepleasure 
coursesthroughmeandIsmile.It’sasmalaccomplishment,butitmakesmefeel 



 

 

Dauntless. 
 

OneoftheDauntless-borninitiatestouchesFour’sshoulderandasks,“Whenyour 
teamwon,wheredidyouputtheflag?” 
 

“Telingyouwouldn’trealybeinthespiritoftheexercise,Marlene,”hesayscooly. 
 

“Comeon,Four,”shewhines.Shegiveshimaflirtatioussmile.Hebrushesherhand 
ofhisarm,andforsomereason,Ifindmyselfgrinning. 
 

“NavyPier,”anotherDauntless-borninitiatecalsout.Heistal,withbrownskinand 
darkeyes.Handsome.“Mybrotherwasonthewinningteam.Theykepttheflagatthe 
carousel.” 
 

“Let’sgothere,then,”suggestsWil. 
 

Nooneobjects,sowewalkeast,towardthemarshthatwasoncealake.WhenI 
wasyoung,Itriedtoimaginewhatitwouldlooklikeasalake,withnofencebuiltinto 
themudtokeepthecitysafe.Butitisdificulttoimaginethatmuchwaterinoneplace. 
 

“We’reclosetoEruditeheadquarters,right?”asksChristina,bumpingWil’s 

shoulderwithherown. 
 

“Yeah.It’ssouthofhere,”hesays.Helooksoverhisshoulder,andforasecondhis 
expressionisfuloflonging.Thenit’sgone. 
 

Iamlessthanamileawayfrommybrother.Ithasbeenaweeksincewewerethat 
closetogether.Ishakemyheadalitletogetthethoughtoutofmymind.Ican’tthink 
abouthimtoday,whenIhavetofocusonmakingitthroughstageone.Ican’tthink 
abouthimanyday. 
 

Wewalkacrossthebridge.Westilneedthebridgesbecausethemudbeneath 
themistoowettowalkon.Iwonderhowlongit’sbeensincetheriverdriedup. 
 

Oncewecrossthebridge,thecitychanges.Behindus,mostofthebuildingswerein 
use,andeveniftheyweren’t,theylookedwel-tended.Infrontofusisaseaof 
crumblingconcreteandbrokenglass.Thesilenceofthispartofthecityiseerie;it 
feelslikeanightmare.It’shardtoseewhereI’mgoing,becauseit’saftermidnightand 
althecitylightsareof. 
 

Marlenetakesoutaflashlightandshinesitatthestreetinfrontofus. 

“Scaredofthedark,Mar?”thedark-eyedDauntless-borninitiateteases. 
 

“Ifyouwanttosteponbrokenglass,Uriah,bemyguest,”shesnaps.Butsheturnsit 
ofanyway. 
 

IhaverealizedthatpartofbeingDauntlessisbeingwilingtomakethingsmore 
dificultforyourselfinordertobeself-suficient.There’snothingespecialybrave 
aboutwanderingdarkstreetswithnoflashlight,butwearenotsupposedtoneedhelp, 
evenfromlight.Wearesupposedtobecapableofanything. 
 



 

 

Ilikethat.Becausetheremightcomeadaywhenthereisnoflashlight,thereisno 
gun,thereisnoguidinghand.AndIwanttobereadyforit. 



 

 

Thebuildingsendjustbeforethemarsh.Astripoflandjutsoutintothemarsh,and 
risingfromitisagiantwhitewheelwithdozensofredpassengercarsdanglingfromit 
atregularintervals.TheFeriswheel. 
 

“Thinkaboutit.Peopleusedtoridethatthing.Forfun,”saysWil,shakinghishead. 
 

“TheymusthavebeenDauntless,”Isay. 
 

“Yeah,butalameversionofDauntless.”Christinalaughs.“ADauntlessFeriswheel 
wouldn’thavecars.Youwouldjusthangontightwithyourhands,andgoodlucktoyou.” 
 

Wewalkdownthesideofthepier.Althebuildingsonmyleftareempty,theirsigns 
torndownandtheirwindowsclosed,butitisacleankindofemptiness.Whoeverleft 
theseplacesleftthembychoiceandattheirleisure.Someplacesinthecityarenot 
likethat. 
 

“Dareyoutojumpintothemarsh,”saysChristinatoWil. 
 

“Youfirst.” 
 

Wereachthecarousel.Someofthehorsesarescratchedandweathered,their 
tailsbrokenofortheirsaddleschipped.Fourtakestheflagoutofhispocket. 
 

“Intenminutes,theotherteamwilpicktheirlocation,”hesays.“Isuggestyoutake 
thistimetoformulateastrategy.WemaynotbeErudite,butmentalpreparednessis 
oneaspectofyourDauntlesstraining.Arguably,itisthemostimportantaspect.” 
 

Heisrightaboutthat.Whatgoodisapreparedbodyifyouhaveascateredmind? 
 

WiltakestheflagfromFour. 
 

“Somepeopleshouldstayhereandguard,andsomepeopleshouldgooutand 
scouttheotherteam’slocation,”Wilsays. 
 

“Yeah?Youthink?”MarlenepluckstheflagfromWil’sfingers.“Whoputyouin 
charge,transfer?” 
 

“Noone,”saysWil.“Butsomeone’sgottodoit.” 
 

“Maybeweshoulddevelopamoredefensivestrategy.Waitforthemtocometous, 
thentakethemout,”suggestsChristina. 
 

“That’sthesissywayout,”Uriahsays.“Ivotewegoalout.Hidetheflagwelenough 
thattheycan’tfindit.” 
 

Everyoneburstsintotheconversationatonce,theirvoiceslouderwitheachpassing 
second.ChristinadefendsWil’splan;theDauntless-borninitiatesvoteforofense; 
everyonearguesaboutwhoshouldmakethedecision.Foursitsdownontheedgeof 
thecarousel,leaningagainstaplastichorse’sfoot.Hiseyeslifttothesky,wherethere 
arenostars,onlyaroundmoonpeekingthroughathinlayerofclouds.Themusclesin 
hisarmsarerelaxed;hishandrestsonthebackofhisneck.Helooksalmost 
comfortable,holdingthatguntohisshoulder. 
 



 

 

Iclosemyeyesbriefly.Whydoeshedistractmesoeasily?Ineedtofocus. 



 

 

WhatwouldIsayifIcouldshoutabovethesnipingbehindme?Wecan’tactuntilwe 
knowwheretheotherteamis.Theycouldbeanywherewithinatwo-mileradius, 
althoughIcanruleouttheemptymarshasanoption.Thebestwaytofindthemisnot 
toargueabouthowtosearchforthem,orhowmanytosendoutinasearchparty. 
 

It’stoclimbashighaspossible. 
 

Ilookovermyshouldertomakesurenooneiswatching.Noneofthemlookatme, 
soIwalktowardtheFeriswheelwithlight,quietfootsteps,pressingmyguntomyback 
withonehandtokeepitfrommakingnoise. 
 

WhenIstareupattheFeriswheelfromtheground,mythroatfeelstighter.Itis 
talerthanIthought,sotalIcanbarelyseethecarsswingingatthetop.Theonlygood 
thingaboutitsheightisthatitisbuilttosupportweight.IfIclimbit,itwon’tcolapse 
beneathme. 
 

Myheartpumpsfaster.WilIrealyriskmylifeforthis—towinagametheDauntless 
liketoplay? 
 

It’ssodarkIcanbarelyseethem,butwhenIstareatthehuge,rustedsupports 
holdingthewheelinplace,Iseetherungsofaladder.Eachsupportisonlyaswideas 
myshoulders,andtherearenorailingstoholdmein,butclimbingaladderisbeter 
thanclimbingthespokesofthewheel. 
 

Igrabarung.It’srustyandthinandfeelslikeitmightcrumbleinmyhands.Iputmy 
weightonthelowestrungtotestitandjumptomakesureitwilholdmeup.The 
movementhurtsmyribs,andIwince. 
 

“Tris,”alowvoicesaysbehindme.Idon’tknowwhyitdoesn’tstartleme.Maybe 
becauseIambecomingDauntless,andmentalreadinessissomethingIamsupposed 
todevelop.Maybebecausehisvoiceislowandsmoothandalmostsoothing. 
Whateverthereason,Ilookovermyshoulder.Fourstandsbehindmewithhisgun 
slungacrosshisback,justlikemine. 
 

“Yes?”Isay. 
 

“Icametofindoutwhatyouthinkyou’redoing.” 
 

“I’mseekinghigherground,”Isay.“Idon’tthinkI’mdoinganything.” 
 

Iseehissmileinthedark.“Alright.I’mcoming.” 
 

Ipauseasecond.Hedoesn’tlookatmethewayWil,Christina,andAlsometimes 
do—likeIamtoosmalandtooweaktobeofanyuse,andtheypitymeforit.Butifhe 
insistsoncomingwithme,itisprobablybecausehedoubtsme. 
 

“I’lbefine,”Isay. 
 

“Undoubtedly,”hereplies.Idon’thearthesarcasm,butIknowit’sthere.Ithastobe. 
 

Iclimb,andwhenI’mafewfeetoftheground,hecomesafterme.Hemovesfaster 
thanIdo,andsoonhishandsfindtherungsthatmyfeetleave. 



 

 

 

“Sotelme…,”hesaysquietlyasweclimb.Hesoundsbreathless.“Whatdoyou 



 

 

thinkthepurposeofthisexerciseis?Thegame,Imean,nottheclimbing.” 
 

Istaredownatthepavement.Itseemsfarawaynow,butI’mnotevenathirdofthe 
wayup.Abovemeisaplatform,justbelowthecenterofthewheel.That’smy 
destination.Idon’teventhinkabouthowIwilclimbbackdown.Thebreezethat 
brushedmycheeksearliernowpressesagainstmyside.Thehigherwego,the 
strongeritwilget.Ineedtobeready. 
 

“Learningaboutstrategy,”Isay.“Teamwork,maybe.” 
 

“Teamwork,”herepeats.Alaughhitchesinhisthroat.Itsoundslikeapanicked 
breath. 
 

“Maybenot,”Isay.“Teamworkdoesn’tseemtobeaDauntlesspriority.” 
 

Thewindisstrongernow.IpressclosertothewhitesupportsoIdon’tfal,butthat 
makesithardtoclimb.Belowmethecarousellookssmal.Icanbarelyseemyteam 
undertheawning.Someofthemaremissing—asearchpartymusthaveleft. 
 

Foursays,“It’ssupposedtobeapriority.Itusedtobe.” 
 

ButI’mnotrealylistening,becausetheheightisdizzying.Myhandsachefrom 
holdingtherungs,andmylegsareshaking,butI’mnotsurewhy.Itisn’ttheheightthat 
scaresme—theheightmakesmefeelalivewithenergy,everyorganandvesseland 
muscleinmybodysingingatthesamepitch. 
 

ThenIrealizewhatitis.It’shim.SomethingabouthimmakesmefeellikeIamabout 
tofal.Orturntoliquid.Orburstintoflames. 
 

Myhandalmostmissesthenextrung. 
 

“Nowtelme…,”hesaysthroughaburstingbreath,“whatdoyouthinklearning 
strategyhastodowith…bravery?” 
 

Thequestionremindsmethatheismyinstructor,andIamsupposedtolearn 
somethingfromthis.Acloudpassesoverthemoon,andthelightshiftsacrossmy 
hands. 
 

“It…itpreparesyoutoact,”Isayfinaly.“Youlearnstrategysoyoucanuseit.”Ihear 
himbreathingbehindme,loudandfast.“Areyoualright,Four?” 
 

“Areyouhuman,Tris?Beingupthishigh…”Hegulpsforair.“Itdoesn’tscareyouat 
al?” 
 

Ilookovermyshoulderattheground.IfIfalnow,Iwildie.ButIdon’tthinkIwilfal. 
 

Agustofairpressesagainstmyleftside,throwingmybodyweighttotheright.I 
gaspandclingtotherungs,mybalanceshifting.Four’scoldhandclampsaroundone 
ofmyhips,oneofhisfingersfindingastripofbareskinjustunderthehemofmyT-
shirt.Hesqueezes,steadyingmeandpushingmegentlytotheleft,restoringmy 
balance. 
 



 

 

NowIcan’tbreathe.Ipause,staringatmyhands,mymouthdry.Ifeeltheghostof 
wherehishandwas,hisfingerslongandnarow. 



 

 

“Youokay?”heasksquietly. 
 

“Yes,”Isay,myvoicestrained. 
 

Ikeepclimbing,silently,untilIreachtheplatform.Judgingbythebluntedendsof 
metalrods,itusedtohaverailings,butitdoesn’tanymore.Isitdownandscoottothe 
endofitsoFourhassomewheretosit.Withoutthinking,Iputmylegsovertheside. 
Four,however,crouchesandpresseshisbacktothemetalsupport,breathingheavily. 
 

“You’reafraidofheights,”Isay.“HowdoyousurviveintheDauntlesscompound?” 
 

“Iignoremyfear,”hesays.“WhenImakedecisions,Ipretenditdoesn’texist.” 
 

Istareathimforasecond.Ican’thelpit.Tomethere’sadiferencebetweennot 
beingafraidandactinginspiteoffear,ashedoes. 
 

Ihavebeenstaringathimtoolong. 
 

“What?”hesaysquietly. 
 

“Nothing.” 
 

Ilookawayfromhimandtowardthecity.Ihavetofocus.Iclimbedupherefora 
reason. 
 

Thecityispitch-black,butevenifitwasn’t,Iwouldn’tbeabletoseeveryfar.A 
buildingstandsinmyway. 
 

“We’renothighenough,”Isay.Ilookup.Abovemeisatangleofwhitebars,the 
wheel’sscafolding.IfIclimbcarefuly,Icanwedgemyfeetbetweenthesupportsand 
thecrossbarsandstaysecure.Orassecureaspossible. 
 

“I’mgoingtoclimb,”Isay,standingup.Igraboneofthebarsabovemyheadandpul 
myselfup.Shootingpainsgothroughmybruisedsides,butIignorethem. 
 

“ForGod’ssake,Stif,”hesays. 
 

“Youdon’thavetofolowme,”Isay,staringatthemazeofbarsaboveme.Ishove 
myfootontotheplacewheretwobarscrossandpushmyselfup,grabbinganotherbar 
intheprocess.Iswayforasecond,myheartbeatingsohardIcan’tfeelanythingelse. 
EverythoughtIhavecondensesintothatheartbeat,movingatthesamerhythm. 
 

“Yes,Ido,”hesays. 
 

Thisiscrazy,andIknowit.Afractionofaninchofmistake,halfasecondof 
hesitation,andmylifeisover.Heattearsthroughmychest,andIsmileasIgrabthe 
nextbar.Ipulmyselfup,myarmsshaking,andforcemylegundermesoI’mstanding 
onanotherbar.WhenIfeelsteady,IlookdownatFour.Butinsteadofseeinghim,I 
seestraighttotheground. 
 

Ican’tbreathe. 
 

Iimaginemybodyplummeting,smackingintothebarsasitfalsdown,andmylimbs 



 

 

atbrokenanglesonthepavement,justlikeRita’ssisterwhenshedidn’tmakeitonto 
theroof.Fourgrabsabarwitheachhandandpulshimselfup,easy,likehe’ssitingup 



 

 

inbed.Butheisnotcomfortableornaturalhere—everymuscleinhisarmstandsout. 
ItisastupidthingformetothinkwhenIamonehundredfeetoftheground. 
 

Igrabanotherbar,findanotherplacetowedgemyfoot.WhenIlookatthecity 
again,thebuildingisn’tinmyway.I’mhighenoughtoseetheskyline.Mostofthe 
buildingsareblackagainstanavysky,buttheredlightsatthetopoftheHubarelitup. 
Theyblinkhalfasfastasmyheartbeat. 
 

Beneaththebuildings,thestreetslookliketunnels.ForafewsecondsIseeonlya 
darkblanketoverthelandinfrontofme,justfaintdiferencesbetweenbuildingandsky 
andstreetandground.ThenIseeatinypulsinglightontheground. 
 

“Seethat?”Isay,pointing. 
 

Fourstopsclimbingwhenhe’srightbehindmeandlooksovermyshoulder,hischin 
nexttomyhead.Hisbreathsfluteragainstmyear,andIfeelshakyagain,likeIdid 
whenIwasclimbingtheladder. 
 

“Yeah,”hesays.Asmilespreadsoverhisface. 
 

“It’scomingfromtheparkattheendofthepier,”hesays.“Figures.It’ssurounded 
byopenspace,butthetreesprovidesomecamouflage.Obviouslynotenough.” 
 

“Okay,”Isay.Ilookovermyshoulderathim.WearesocloseIforgetwhereIam; 
insteadInoticethatthecornersofhismouthturndownnaturaly,justlikemine,and 
thathehasascaronhischin. 
 

“Um,”Isay.Iclearmythroat.“Startclimbingdown.I’lfolowyou.” 
 

Fournodsandstepsdown.Hislegissolongthathefindsaplaceforhisfooteasily 
andguideshisbodybetweenthebars.Evenindarkness,Iseethathishandsare 
brightredandshaking. 
 

Istepdownwithonefoot,pressingmyweightintooneofthecrossbars.Thebar 
creaksbeneathmeandcomesloose,clateringagainsthalfadozenbarsontheway 
downandbouncingonthepavement.I’mdanglingfromthescafoldingwithmytoes 
swinginginmidair.Astrangledgaspescapesme. 
 

“Four!” 
 

Itrytofindanotherplacetoputmyfoot,butthenearestfootholdisafewfeetaway, 
fartherthanIcanstretch.Myhandsaresweaty.Irememberwipingthemonmyslacks 
beforetheChoosingCeremony,beforetheaptitudetest,beforeeveryimportant 
moment,andsuppressascream.Iwilslip.Iwilslip. 
 

“Holdon!”heshouts.“Justholdon,Ihaveanidea.” 
 

Hekeepsclimbingdown.He’smovinginthewrongdirection;heshouldbecoming 
towardme,notgoingawayfromme.Istareatmyhands,whicharewrappedaround 
thenarowbarsotightlymyknucklesarewhite.Myfingersaredarkred,almostpurple. 
Theywon’tlastlong. 
 



 

 

Iwon’tlastlong. 



 

 

Isqueezemyeyesshut.Beternottolook.Betertopretendthatnoneofthisexists. 
IhearFour’ssneakerssqueakagainstmetalandrapidfootstepsonladderrungs. 
 

“Four!”Iyel.Maybeheleft.Maybeheabandonedme.Maybethisisatestofmy 
strength,ofmybravery.Ibreatheinmynoseandoutmymouth.Icountmybreathsto 

calmdown.One,two.In,out.Comeon,FourisalIcanthink.Comeon,do 

something. 
 

ThenIhearsomethingwheezeandcreak.ThebarI’mholdingshudders,andI 
screamthroughmyclenchedteethasIfighttokeepmygrip. 
 

Thewheelismoving. 
 

Airwrapsaroundmyanklesandwristsasthewindgushesup,likeageyser.Iopen 
myeyes.I’mmoving—towardtheground.Ilaugh,giddywithhysteriaastheground 
comescloserandcloser.ButI’mpickingupspeed.IfIdon’tdropattherighttime,the 
movingcarsandmetalscafoldingwildragatmybodyandcarymewiththem,and 
thenIwilrealydie. 
 

EverymuscleinmybodytensesasIhurtletowardtheground.WhenIcanseethe 
cracksinthesidewalk,Idrop,andmybodyslamsintotheground,feetfirst.Mylegs 
colapsebeneathmeandIpulmyarmsin,rolingasfastasIcantotheside.The 
cementscrapesmyface,andIturnjustintimetoseeacarbearingdownonme,likea 
giantshoeabouttocrushme.Irolagain,andthebotomofthecarskimsmyshoulder. 
 

I’msafe. 
 

Ipressmypalmstomyface.Idon’ttrytogetup.IfIdid,I’msureIwouldjustfalback 
down.Ihearfootsteps,andFour’shandswraparoundmywrists.Ilethimprymy 
handsfrommyeyes. 
 

Heenclosesoneofmyhandsperfectlybetweentwoofhis.Thewarmthofhisskin 
overwhelmstheacheinmyfingersfromholdingthebars. 
 

“Youalright?”heasks,pressingourhandstogether. 
 

“Yeah.” 
 

Hestartstolaugh. 
 

Afterasecond,Ilaughtoo.Withmyfreehand,Ipushmyselftoasitingposition.I 
amawareofhowlitlespacethereisbetweenus—sixinchesatmost.Thatspace 
feelschargedwithelectricity.Ifeellikeitshouldbesmaler. 
 

Hestands,pulingmeupwithhim.Thewheelisstilmoving,creatingawindthat 
tossesmyhairback. 
 

“YoucouldhavetoldmethattheFeriswheelstilworked,”Isay.Itrytosound 
casual.“Wewouldn’thavehadtoclimbinthefirstplace.” 
 

“Iwouldhave,ifIhadknown,”hesays.“Couldn’tjustletyouhangthere,soItooka 
risk.Comeon,timetogettheirflag.” 



 

 

 

Fourhesitatesforamomentandthentakesmyarm,hisfingertipspressingtothe 



 

 

insideofmyelbow.Inotherfactions,hewouldgivemetimetorecover,butheis 
Dauntless,sohesmilesatmeandstartstowardthecarousel,whereourteam 
membersguardourflag.AndIhalfrun,halflimpbesidehim.Istilfeelweak,butmy 
mindisawake,especialywithhishandonme. 
 

Christinaisperchedononeofthehorses,herlonglegscrossedandherhand 
aroundthepoleholdingtheplasticanimalupright.Ourflagisbehindher,aglowing 
triangleinthedark.ThreeDauntless-borninitiatesstandamongtheotherwornand 
dirtyanimals.Oneofthemhashishandonahorse’shead,andascratchedhorseeye 
staresatmebetweenhisfingers.Sitingontheedgeofthecarouselisanolder 
Dauntless,scratchingherquadruple-piercedeyebrowwithherthumb. 
 

“Where’dtheothersgo?”asksFour. 
 

HelooksasexcitedasIfeel,hiseyeswidewithenergy. 
 

“Didyouguysturnonthewheel?”theoldergirlsays.“Whatthehelareyouthinking? 
Youmightaswelhavejustshouted‘Hereweare!Comeandgetus!’”Sheshakesher 
head.“IfIloseagainthisyear,theshamewilbeunbearable.Threeyearsinarow?” 
 

“Thewheeldoesn’tmater,”saysFour.“Weknowwheretheyare.” 
 

“We?”saysChristina,lookingfromFourtome. 
 

“Yes,whiletherestofyouweretwiddlingyourthumbs,TrisclimbedtheFeriswheel 
tolookfortheotherteam,”hesays. 
 

“Whatdowedonow,then?”asksoneoftheDauntless-
borninitiatesthrougha yawn. 
 

Fourlooksatme.Slowlytheeyesoftheotherinitiates,includingChristina,migrate 
fromhimtome.Itensemyshoulders,abouttoshrugandsayIdon’tknow,andthenan 
imageofthepierstretchingoutbeneathmecomesintomymind.Ihaveanidea. 
 

“Splitinhalf,”Isay.“Fourofusgototherightsideofthepier,threetotheleft.The 
otherteamisintheparkattheendofthepier,sothegroupoffourwilchargeasthe 
groupofthreesneaksbehindtheotherteamtogettheflag.” 
 

Christinalooksatmelikeshenolongerrecognizesme.Idon’tblameher. 
 

“Soundsgood,”saystheoldergirl,clappingherhandstogether.“Let’sgetthisnight 
overwith,shalwe?” 
 

Christinajoinsmeinthegroupgoingtotheright,alongwithUriah,whosesmilelooks 
whiteagainsthisskin’sbronze.Ididn’tnoticebefore,buthehasatatooofasnake 
behindhisear.Istareatitstailcurlingaroundhisearlobeforamoment,butthen 
ChristinastartsrunningandIhavetofolowher. 
 

Ihavetoruntwiceasfasttomatchmyshortstridestoherlongones.AsIrun,I 
realizethatonlyoneofuswilgettotouchtheflag,anditwon’tmaterthatitwasmy 
planandmyinformationthatgotustoitifI’mnottheonewhograbsit.ThoughIcan 



 

 

hardlybreatheasitis,Irunfaster,andI’monChristina’sheels.Ipulmygunaround 
mybody,holdingmyfingeroverthetrigger. 



 

 

Wereachtheendofthepier,andIclampmymouthshuttokeepmyloudbreathsin. 
Weslowdownsoourfootstepsaren’tasloud,andIlookfortheblinkinglightagain. 
NowthatI’montheground,it’sbiggerandeasiertosee.Ipoint,andChristinanods, 
leadingthewaytowardit. 
 

ThenIhearachorusofyels,soloudtheymakemejump.Ihearpufsofairas 
paintbalsgoflyingandsplatsastheyfindtheirtargets.Ourteamhascharged,the 
otherteamrunstomeetus,andtheflagisalmostunguarded.Uriahtakesaimand 
shootsthelastguardinthethigh.Theguard,ashortgirlwithpurplehair,throwsher 
guntothegroundinatantrum. 
 

IsprinttocatchuptoChristina.Theflaghangsfromatreebranch,highabovemy 
head.Ireachforit,andsodoesChristina. 
 

“Comeon,Tris,”shesays.“You’realreadytheherooftheday.Andyouknowyou 
can’treachitanyway.” 
 

Shegivesmeapatronizinglook,thewaypeoplesometimeslookatchildrenwhen 
theyacttooadult,andsnatchestheflagfromthebranch.Withoutlookingatme,she 
turnsandgivesawhoopofvictory.Uriah’svoicejoinshersandthenIhearachorusof 
yelsinthedistance. 
 

Uriahclapsmyshoulder,andItrytoforgetaboutthelookChristinagaveme.Maybe 
she’sright;I’vealreadyprovedmyselftoday.Idonotwanttobegreedy;Idonotwant 
tobelikeEric,terifiedofotherpeople’sstrength. 
 

Theshoutsoftriumphbecomeinfectious,andIliftmyvoicetojoinin,runningtoward 
myteammates.Christinaholdstheflaguphigh,andeveryoneclustersaroundher, 
grabbingherarmtolifttheflagevenhigher.Ican’treachher,soIstandoftotheside, 
grinning. 
 

Ahandtouchesmyshoulder. 
 

“Weldone,”Foursaysquietly. 
 
 
 
 

“Ican’tbelieveImissedit!”Wilsaysagain,shakinghishead.Windcomingthrough 
thedoorwayofthetraincarblowshishairineverydirection. 
 

“Youwereperformingtheveryimportantjobofstayingoutofourway,”says 
Christina,beaming. 
 

Algroans.“WhydidIhavetobeontheotherteam?” 
 

“Becauselife’snotfair,Albert.Andtheworldisconspiringagainstyou,”saysWil. 
“Hey,canIseetheflagagain?” 
 

Peter,Moly,andDrewsitacrossfromthemembersinthecorner.Theirchestsand 
backsaresplateredwithblueandpinkpaint,andtheylookdejected.Theyspeak 



 

 

quietly,sneakinglooksattherestofus,especialyChristina.Thatisthebenefitofnot 
holdingtheflagrightnow—Iamnoone’starget.Oratleast,nomorethanusual. 



 

 

“SoyouclimbedtheFeriswheel,huh,”saysUriah.Hestumblesacrossthecarand 
sitsnexttome.Marlene,thegirlwiththeflirtysmile,folowshim. 
 

“Yes,”Isay. 
 

“Pretysmartofyou.Like…Eruditesmart,”Marlenesays.“I’mMarlene.” 
 

“Tris,”Isay.Athome,beingcomparedtoanEruditewouldbeaninsult,butshesays 
itlikeacompliment. 
 

“Yeah,Iknowwhoyouare,”shesays.“Thefirstjumpertendstostickinyourhead.” 
 

IthasbeenyearssinceIjumpedofabuildinginmyAbnegationuniform;ithasbeen 
decades. 
 

Uriahtakesoneofthepaintbalsfromhisgunandsqueezesitbetweenhisthumb 
andindexfinger.Thetrainlurchestotheleft,andUriahfalsagainstme,hisfingers 
pinchingthepaintbaluntilastreamofpink,foul-smelingpaintspraysonmyface. 
 

Marlenecolapsesingiggles.Iwipesomeofthepaintfrommyface,slowly,andthen 
smearitonhischeek.Thescentoffishoilwaftsthroughthetraincar. 
 

“Ew!”Hesqueezesthebalatmeagain,buttheopeningisatthewrongangle,and 
thepaintspraysintohismouthinstead.Hecoughsandmakesexaggeratedgagging 
sounds. 
 

Iwipemyfacewithmysleeve,laughingsohardmystomachhurts. 
 

Ifmyentirelifeislikethis,loudlaughterandboldactionandthekindofexhaustion 
youfeelafterahardbutsatisfyingday,Iwilbecontent.AsUriahscrapeshistongue 
withhisfingertips,IrealizethatalIhavetodoisgetthroughinitiation,andthatlifewil 
bemine. 



 

 

CHAPTERTHIRTEEN 
 

 

THENEXTMORNING,whenItrudgeintothetrainingroom,yawning,alargetargetstandsatone 
endoftheroom,andnexttothedoorisatablewithknivesstrewnacrossit.Target 
practiceagain.Atleastitwon’thurt. 
 

Ericstandsinthemiddleoftheroom,hisposturesorigiditlookslikesomeone 
replacedhisspinewithametalrod.Thesightofhimmakesmefeellikealtheairinthe 
roomisheavier,bearingdownonme.Atleastwhenhewasslouchedagainstawal,I 
couldpretendhewasn’there.TodayIcan’tpretend. 
 

“Tomorowwilbethelastdayofstageone,”Ericsays.“Youwilresumefighting 
then.Today,you’lbelearninghowtoaim.Everyonepickupthreeknives.”Hisvoiceis 
deeperthanusual.“AndpayatentionwhileFourdemonstratesthecorecttechnique 
forthrowingthem.” 
 

Atfirstnoonemoves. 
 

“Now!” 
 

Wescramblefordaggers.Theyaren’tasheavyasguns,buttheystilfeelstrangein 
myhands,likeIamnotalowedtoholdthem. 
 

“He’sinabadmoodtoday,”mumblesChristina. 
 

“Isheeverinagoodmood?”Imurmurback. 
 

ButIknowwhatshemeans.JudgingbythepoisonouslookEricgivesFourwhenhe 
isn’tpayingatention,lastnight’slossmusthavebotheredEricmorethanheleton. 
Winningcapturetheflagisamaterofpride,andprideisimportanttotheDauntless. 
Moreimportantthanreasonorsense. 
 

IwatchFour’sarmashethrowsaknife.Thenexttimehethrows,Iwatchhisstance. 
Hehitsthetargeteachtime,exhalingashereleasestheknife. 
 

Ericorders,“Lineup!” 
 

Haste,Ithink,wilnothelp.MymothertoldmethatwhenIwaslearninghowtoknit.I 
havetothinkofthisasamentalexercise,notaphysicalexercise.SoIspendthefirst 
fewminutespracticingwithoutaknife,findingtherightstance,learningtherightarm 
motion. 
 

Ericpacestooquicklybehindus. 
 

“IthinktheStif’stakentoomanyhitstothehead!”remarksPeter,afewpeople 
down.“Hey,Stif!Rememberwhataknifeis?” 
 

Ignoringhim,Ipracticethethrowagainwithaknifeinhandbutdon’treleaseit.Ishut 
outEric’spacing,andPeter’sjeering,andthenaggingfeelingthatFourisstaringat 
me,andthrowtheknife.Itspinsendoverend,slammingintotheboard.Theblade 



 

 

doesn’tstick,butI’mthefirstpersontohitthetarget. 
 

IsmirkasPetermissesagain.Ican’thelpmyself. 



 

 

“Hey,Peter,”Isay.“Rememberwhatatargetis?” 
 

Nexttome,Christinasnorts,andhernextknifehitsthetarget. 
 

Ahalfhourlater,Alistheonlyinitiatewhohasn’thitthetargetyet.Hisknivesclater 
tothefloor,orbounceofthewal.Whiletherestofusapproachtheboardtocolect 
ourweapons,hehuntsthefloorforhis. 
 

Thenexttimehetriesandmisses,Ericmarchestowardhimanddemands,“How 

slowareyou,Candor?Doyouneedglasses?ShouldImovethetargetclosertoyou?” 
 

Al’sfaceturnsred.Hethrowsanotherknife,andthisonesailsafewfeettotheright 
ofthetarget.Itspinsandhitsthewal. 
 

“Whatwasthat,initiate?”saysEricquietly,leaningclosertoAl. 
 

Ibitemylip.Thisisn’tgood. 
 

“It—itslipped,”saysAl. 
 

“Wel,Ithinkyoushouldgogetit,”Ericsays.Hescanstheotherinitiates’faces 
—everyonehasstoppedthrowingagain—andsays,“DidItelyoutostop?” 
 

Knivesstarttohittheboard.WehavealseenEricangrybefore,butthisisdiferent. 
Thelookinhiseyesisalmostrabid. 
 

“Gogetit?”Al’seyesarewide.“Buteveryone’sstilthrowing.” 
 

“And?” 
 

“AndIdon’twanttogethit.” 
 

“Ithinkyoucantrustyourfelowinitiatestoaimbeterthanyou.”Ericsmilesalitle, 
buthiseyesstaycruel.“Gogetyourknife.” 
 

Aldoesn’tusualyobjecttoanythingtheDauntlesstelustodo.Idon’tthinkhe’s 
afraidto;hejustknowsthatobjectingisuseless.ThistimeAlsetshiswidejaw.He’s 
reachedthelimitsofhiscompliance. 
 

“No,”hesays. 
 

“Whynot?”Eric’sbeadyeyesfixonAl’sface.“Areyouafraid?” 
 

“Ofgetingstabbedbyanairborneknife?”saysAl.“Yes,Iam!” 
 

Honestyishismistake.Nothisrefusal,whichEricmighthaveaccepted. 
 

“Everyonestop!”Ericshouts. 
 

Theknivesstop,andsodoesalconversation.Iholdmysmaldaggertightly. 
 

“Clearoutofthering.”EriclooksatAl.“Alexceptyou.” 
 

Idropthedaggerandithitsthedustyfloorwithathud.Ifolowtheotherinitiatesto 
theedgeoftheroom,andtheyinchinfrontofme,eagertoseewhatmakesmy 
stomachturn:Al,facingEric’swrath. 



 

 

 

“Standinfrontofthetarget,”saysEric. 



 

 

Al’sbighandsshake.Hewalksbacktothetarget. 
 

“Hey,Four.”Ericlooksoverhisshoulder.“Givemeahandhere,huh?” 
 

FourscratchesoneofhiseyebrowswithaknifepointandapproachesEric.Hehas 
darkcirclesunderhiseyesandatensesettohismouth—he’sastiredasweare. 
 

“You’regoingtostandthereashethrowsthoseknives,”EricsaystoAl,“untilyou 
learnnottoflinch.” 
 

“Isthisrealynecessary?”saysFour.Hesoundsbored,buthedoesn’tlookbored. 
Hisfaceandbodyaretense,alert. 
 

Isqueezemyhandsintofists.NomaterhowcasualFoursounds,thequestionisa 
chalenge.AndFourdoesn’toftenchalengeEricdirectly. 
 

AtfirstEricstaresatFourinsilence.Fourstaresback.Secondspassandmy 
fingernailsbitemypalms. 
 

“Ihavetheauthorityhere,remember?”Ericsays,soquietlyIcanbarelyhearhim. 
“Here,andeverywhereelse.” 
 

ColorrushesintoFour’sface,thoughhisexpressiondoesnotchange.Hisgripon 
theknivestightensandhisknucklesturnwhiteasheturnstofaceAl. 
 

IlookfromAl’swide,darkeyestohisshakinghandstothedeterminedsetofFour’s 

jaw.Angerbubblesinmychest,andburstsfrommymouth:“Stopit.” 
 

Fourturnstheknifeinhishand,hisfingersmovingpainstakinglyoverthemetal 
edge.HegivesmesuchahardlookthatIfeellikehe’sturningmetostone.Iknow 
why.IamstupidforspeakingupwhileEricishere;Iamstupidforspeakingupatal. 
 

“Anyidiotcanstandinfrontofatarget,”Isay.“Itdoesn’tproveanythingexceptthat 
you’rebulyingus.Which,asIrecal,isasignofcowardice.” 
 

“Thenitshouldbeeasyforyou,”Ericsays.“Ifyou’rewilingtotakehisplace.” 
 

ThelastthingIwanttodoisstandinfrontofthattarget,butIcan’tbackdownnow.I 
didn’tleavemyselftheoption.Iweavethroughthecrowdofinitiates,andsomeone 
shovesmyshoulder. 
 

“Theregoesyourpretyface,”hissesPeter.“Oh,wait.Youdon’thaveone.” 
 

IrecovermybalanceandwalktowardAl.Henodsatme.Itrytosmileencouragingly, 
butIcan’tmanageit.Istandinfrontoftheboard,andmyheaddoesn’tevenreachthe 
centerofthetarget,butitdoesn’tmater.IlookatFour’sknives:oneinhisrighthand, 
twoinhislefthand. 
 

Mythroatisdry.Itrytoswalow,andthenlookatFour.Heisneversloppy.Hewon’t 
hitme.I’lbefine. 
 

Itipmychinup.Iwilnotflinch.IfIflinch,IprovetoEricthatthisisnotaseasyasI 
saiditwas;IprovethatI’macoward. 



 

 

 

“Ifyouflinch,”Foursays,slowly,carefuly,“Altakesyourplace.Understand?” 



 

 

Inod. 
 

Four’seyesarestilonminewhenheliftshishand,pulshiselbowback,andthrows 
theknife.Itisjustaflashintheair,andthenIhearathud.Theknifeisburiedinthe 
board,halfafootawayfrommycheek.Iclosemyeyes.ThankGod. 
 

“Youaboutdone,Stif?”asksFour. 
 

IrememberAl’swideeyesandhisquietsobsatnightandshakemyhead.“No.” 
 

“Eyesopen,then.”Hetapsthespotbetweenhiseyebrows. 
 

Istareathim,pressingmyhandstomysidessonoonecanseethemshake.He 
passesaknifefromhislefthandtohisrighthand,andIseenothingbuthiseyesas 
thesecondknifehitsthetargetabovemyhead.Thisoneiscloserthanthelastone—I 
feelithoveringovermyskul. 
 

“Comeon,Stif,”hesays.“Letsomeoneelsestandthereandtakeit.” 
 

Whyishetryingtogoadmeintogivingup?Doeshewantmetofail? 
 

“Shutup,Four!” 
 

Iholdmybreathasheturnsthelastknifeinhishand.Iseeaglintinhiseyesashe 
pulshisarmbackandletstheknifefly.Itcomesstraightatme,spinning,bladeover 
handle.Mybodygoesrigid.Thistime,whenithitstheboard,myearstings,andblood 
ticklesmyskin.Itouchmyear.Henickedit. 
 

Andjudgingbythelookhegivesme,hediditonpurpose. 
 

“Iwouldlovetostayandseeiftherestofyouareasdaringassheis,”saysEric, 
hisvoicesmooth,“butIthinkthat’senoughfortoday.” 
 

Hesqueezesmyshoulder.Hisfingersfeeldryandcold,andthelookhegivesme 
claimsme,likehe’stakingownershipofwhatIdid.Idon’treturnEric’ssmile.WhatIdid 
hadnothingtodowithhim. 
 

“Ishouldkeepmyeyeonyou,”headds. 
 

Fearpricklesinsideme,inmychestandinmyheadandinmyhands.Ifeellikethe 
word“DIVERGENT”isbrandedonmyforehead,andifhelooksatmelongenough, 
he’lbeabletoreadit.Buthejustliftshishandfrommyshoulderandkeepswalking. 
 

FourandIstaybehind.Iwaituntiltheroomisemptyandthedoorisshutbefore 
lookingathimagain.Hewalkstowardme. 
 

“Isyour—”hebegins. 
 

“Youdidthatonpurpose!”Ishout. 
 

“Yes,Idid,”hesaysquietly.“Andyoushouldthankmeforhelpingyou.” 
 

Igritmyteeth.“Thankyou?Youalmoststabbedmyear,andyouspenttheentire 

timetauntingme.WhyshouldIthankyou?” 
 



 

 

“Youknow,I’mgetingalitletiredofwaitingforyoutocatchon!” 



 

 

Heglaresatme,andevenwhenheglares,hiseyeslookthoughtful.Theirshadeof 
blueispeculiar,sodarkitisalmostblack,withasmalpatchoflighterblueontheleft 
iris,rightnexttothecornerofhiseye. 
 

“Catchon?Catchontowhat?ThatyouwantedtoprovetoErichowtoughyouare? 
Thatyou’resadistic,justlikeheis?” 
 

“Iamnotsadistic.”Hedoesn’tyel.Iwishhewouldyel.Itwouldscaremeless.He 
leanshisfaceclosetomine,whichremindsmeoflyinginchesawayfromtheatack 
dog’sfangsintheaptitudetest,andsays,“IfIwantedtohurtyou,don’tyouthinkI 
wouldhavealready?” 
 

Hecrossestheroomandslamsthepointofaknifesohardintothetablethatit 
sticksthere,handletowardtheceiling. 
 

“I—”Istarttoshout,buthe’salreadygone.Iscream,frustrated,andwipesomeof 
thebloodfrommyear. 



 

 

CHAPTERFOURTEEN 
 

 

TODAYISTHE daybeforeVisitingDay.IthinkofVisitingDaylikeIthinkoftheworldending: 
Nothingafteritmaters.EverythingIdobuildsuptoit.Imightseemyparentsagain.I 
mightnot.Whichisworse?Idon’tknow. 
 

Itrytopulapantlegovermythighanditsticksjustabovemyknee.Frowning,I 
stareatmyleg.Abulgeofmuscleisstoppingthefabric.Iletthepantlegfalandlook 
overmyshoulderatthebackofmythigh.Anothermusclestandsoutthere. 
 

IsteptothesidesoIstandinfrontofthemiror.IseemusclesthatIcouldn’tsee 
beforeinmyarms,legs,andstomach.Ipinchmyside,wherealayeroffatusedtohint 
atcurvestocome.Nothing.Dauntlessinitiationhasstolenwhateversoftnessmybody 
had.Isthatgood,orbad? 
 

AtleastIamstrongerthanIwas.Iwrapmytowelaroundmeagainandleavethe 
girls’bathroom.Ihopenooneisinthedormitorytoseemewalkinginmytowel,butI 
can’twearthosepants. 
 

WhenIopenthedormitorydoor,aweightdropsintomystomach.Peter,Moly,Drew, 
andsomeoftheotherinitiatesstandinthebackcorner,laughing.TheylookupwhenI 
walkinandstartsnickering.Moly’ssnort-laughislouderthaneveryoneelse’s. 
 

Iwalktomybunk,tryingtopretendliketheyaren’tthere,andfumbleinthedrawer 
undermybedforthedressChristinamademeget.Onehandclampedaroundthe 
towelandoneholdingthedress,Istandup,andrightbehindmeisPeter. 
 

Ijumpback,almosthitingmyheadonChristina’sbunk.Itrytoslippasthim,buthe 
slamshishandagainstChristina’sbedframe,blockingmypath.Ishouldhaveknown 
hewouldn’tletmegetawaythateasily. 
 

“Didn’trealizeyouweresoskinny,Stif.” 
 

“Getawayfromme.”Myvoiceissomehowsteady. 
 

“Thisisn’ttheHub,youknow.NoonehastofolowaStif’sordershere.”Hiseyes 
traveldownmybody,notinthegreedywaythatamanlooksatawoman,butcruely, 
scrutinizingeveryflaw.Ihearmyheartbeatinmyearsastheothersinchcloser, 
formingapackbehindPeter. 
 

Thiswilbebad. 
 

Ihavetogetoutofhere. 
 

Outofthecornerofmyeye,Iseeaclearpathtothedoor.IfIcanduckunder 

Peter’sarmandsprinttowardit,Imightbeabletomakeit. 
 

“Lookather,”saysMoly,crossingherarms.Shesmirksatme.“She’spracticalya 
child.” 
 



 

 

“Oh,Idon’tknow,”saysDrew.“Shecouldbehidingsomethingunderthattowel.Why 
don’twelookandsee?” 



 

 

Now.IduckunderPeter’sarmanddarttowardthedoor.Somethingpinchesand 
pulsatmytowelasIwalkawayandthenyankssharply—Peter’shand,gatheringthe 
fabricintohisfist.Thetowelslipsfrommyhandandtheairiscoldonmynakedbody, 
makingthehaironthebackofmyneckstandonend. 
 

Laughtererupts,andIrunasfastasIcantowardthedoor,holdingthedressagainst 
mybodytohideit.Isprintdownthehalwayandintothebathroomandleanagainstthe 
door,breathinghard.Iclosemyeyes. 
 

Itdoesn’tmater.Idon’tcare. 
 

Asobburstsfrommymouth,andIslapmyhandovermylipstocontainit.Itdoesn’t 
materwhattheysaw.Ishakemyheadlikethemotionissupposedtomakeittrue. 
 

Withshakinghands,Igetdressed.Thedressisplainblack,withaV-
neckthat showsthetatoosonmycolarbone,andgoesdowntomyknees. 
 

OnceI’mdressedandtheurgetocryisgone,Ifeelsomethinghotandviolent 
writhinginmystomach.Iwanttohurtthem. 
 

Istareatmyeyesinthemiror.Iwantto,soIwil. 
 
 
 
 

Ican’tfightinadress,soIgetmyselfsomenewclothesfromthePitbeforeIwalkto 
thetrainingroomformylastfight.Ihopeit’swithPeter. 
 

“Hey,wherewereyouthismorning?”ChristinaaskswhenIwalkin.Isquinttosee 
theblackboardacrosstheroom.Thespacenexttomynameisblank—
Ihaven’tgoten anopponentyet. 
 

“Igotheldup,”Isay. 
 

Fourstandsinfrontoftheboardandwritesanamenexttomine.Pleaseletitbe 

Peter,please,please…. 
 

“Youokay,Tris?Youlookalitle…,”saysAl. 
 

“Alitlewhat?” 
 

Fourmovesawayfromtheboard.ThenamewritennexttomineisMoly.NotPeter, 
butgoodenough. 
 

“Onedge,”saysAl. 
 

Myfightislastonthelist,whichmeansIhavetowaitthroughthreematchesbeforeI 
faceher.EdwardandPeterfightsecondtolast—good.Edwardistheonlyonewho 
canbeatPeter.ChristinawilfightAl,whichmeansthatAlwillosequickly,likehe’s 
beendoingalweek. 
 

“Goeasyonme,okay?”AlasksChristina. 
 



 

 

“Imakenopromises,”shereplies. 
 

Thefirstpair—WilandMyra—standacrossfromeachotherinthearena.Fora 



 

 

secondtheybothshuflebackandforth,onejerkinganarmforwardandthen 
retractingit,theotherkickingandmissing.Acrosstheroom,Fourleansagainstthe 
walandyawns. 
 

Istareattheboardandtrytopredicttheoutcomeofeachmatch.Itdoesn’ttake 
long.ThenIbitemyfingernailsandthinkaboutMoly.Christinalosttoher,whichmeans 
she’sgood.Shehasapowerfulpunch,butshedoesn’tmoveherfeet.Ifshecan’thit 
me,shecan’thurtme. 
 

Asexpected,thenextfightbetweenChristinaandAlisquickandpainless.Alfals 
afterafewhardhitstothefaceanddoesn’tgetbackup,whichmakesEricshakehis 
head. 
 

EdwardandPetertakelonger.Thoughtheyarethetwobestfighters,thedisparity 
betweenthemisnoticeable.Edward’sfistslamsintoPeter’sjaw,andIrememberwhat 
Wilsaidabouthim—thathehasbeenstudyingcombatsincehewasten.It’sobvious. 
HeisfasterandsmarterthanevenPeter. 
 

Bythetimethethreematchesaredone,mynailsarebitentothebedsandI’m 
hungryforlunch.Iwalktothearenawithoutlookingatanyoneoranythingbutthe 
centeroftheroom.Someofmyangerhasfaded,butitisn’thardtocalback.AlIhave 
todoisthinkabouthowcoldtheairwasandhowloudthelaughterwas.Lookather. 
She’sachild. 
 

Molystandsacrossfromme. 
 

“WasthatabirthmarkIsawonyourleftbutcheek?”shesays,smirking.“God, 
you’repale,Stif.” 
 

She’lmakethefirstmove.Shealwaysdoes. 
 

Molystartstowardmeandthrowsherweightintoapunch.Asherbodyshifts 
forward,Iduckanddrivemyfistintoherstomach,rightoverherbelybuton.Before 
shecangetherhandsonme,Islippasther,myhandsup,readyforhernextatempt. 
 

She’snotsmirkinganymore.Sherunsatmelikeshe’sabouttotackleme,andIdart 
outoftheway.IhearFour’svoiceinmyhead,telingmethatthemostpowerful 
weaponatmydisposalismyelbow.Ijusthavetofindawaytouseit. 
 

Iblockhernextpunchwithmyforearm.Theblowstings,butIbarelynoticeit.She 
gritsherteethandletsoutafrustratedgroan,moreanimal-soundingthanhuman.She 
triesasloppykickatmyside,whichIdodge,andwhileherbalanceisof,Irush 
forwardandforcemyelbowupatherface.Shepulsherheadbackjustintime,and 
myelbowgrazesherchin. 
 

ShepunchesmeintheribsandIstumbletotheside,recoveringmybreath.There’s 
somethingshe’snotprotecting,Iknowit.Iwanttohitherface,butmaybethat’snota 
smartmove.Iwatchherforafewseconds.Herhandsaretoohigh;theyguardher 
noseandcheeks,leavingherstomachandribsexposed.MolyandIhavethesame 



 

 

flawincombat. 
 

Oureyesmeetforjustasecond. 



 

 

Iaimanuppercutlow,belowherbelybuton.Myfistsinksintoherflesh,forcinga 
heavybreathfromhermouththatIfeelagainstmyear.Asshegasps,Isweep-kickher 
legsoutfromunderher,andshefalshardontheground,sendingdustintotheair.I 
pulmyfootbackandkickashardasIcanatherribs. 
 

Mymotherandfatherwouldnotapproveofmykickingsomeonewhenshe’sdown. 
 

Idon’tcare. 
 

Shecurlsintoabaltoprotectherside,andIkickagain,thistimehitingherinthe 

stomach.Likeachild.Ikickagain,thistimehitingherintheface.Bloodspringsfrom 

hernoseandspreadsoverherface.Lookather.Anotherkickhitsherinthechest. 
 

Ipulmyfootbackagain,butFour’shandsclamparoundmyarms,andhepulsme 
awayfromherwithiresistibleforce.Ibreathethroughgritedteeth,staringatMoly’s 
blood-coveredface,thecolordeepandrichandbeautiful,inaway. 
 

Shegroans,andIhearagurglinginherthroat,watchbloodtricklefromherlips. 
 

“Youwon,”Fourmuters.“Stop.” 
 

Iwipethesweatfrommyforehead.Hestaresatme.Hiseyesaretoowide;they 
lookalarmed. 
 

“Ithinkyoushouldleave,”hesays.“Takeawalk.” 

“I’mfine,”Isay.“I’mfinenow,”Isayagain,thistimeformyself. 

IwishIcouldsayIfeltguiltyforwhatIdid. 
 

Idon’t. 



 

 

CHAPTERFIFTEEN 
 

 

VISITING DAY.ThesecondIopenmyeyes,Iremember.Myheartleapsandthen 
plummetswhenIseeMolyhobbleacrossthedormitory,hernosepurplebetween 
stripsofmedicaltape.OnceIseeherleave,IcheckforPeterandDrew.Neitherof 
themisinthedormitory,soIchangequickly.Aslongastheyaren’there,Idon’tcare 
whoseesmeinmyunderwear,notanymore. 
 

Everyoneelsedressesinsilence.NotevenChristinasmiles.Wealknowthatwe 
mightgotothePitfloorandsearcheveryfaceandneverfindonethatbelongstous. 
 

Imakemybedwiththetightcornerslikemyfathertaughtme.AsIpinchastrayhair 
frommypilow,Ericwalksin. 
 

“Atention!”heannounces,flickingalockofdarkhairfromhiseyes.“Iwanttogive 
yousomeadviceabouttoday.Ifbysomemiracleyourfamiliesdocometovisityou…” 
Hescansourfacesandsmirks.“…whichIdoubt,itisbestnottoseemtooatached. 
Thatwilmakeiteasierforyou,andeasierforthem.Wealsotakethephrase‘faction 
beforeblood’veryseriouslyhere.Atachmenttoyourfamilysuggestsyouaren’t 
entirelypleasedwithyourfaction,whichwouldbeshameful.Understand?” 
 

Iunderstand.IhearthethreatinEric’ssharpvoice.Theonlypartofthatspeechthat 
Ericmeantwasthelastpart:WeareDauntless,andweneedtoactaccordingly. 
 

Onmywayoutofthedormitory,Ericstopsme. 
 

“Imayhaveunderestimatedyou,Stif,”hesays.“Youdidwelyesterday.” 
 

Istareupathim.ForthefirsttimesinceIbeatMoly,guiltpinchesmygut. 
 

IfEricthinksIdidsomethingright,Imusthavedoneitwrong. 
 

“Thankyou,”Isay.Islipoutofthedormitory. 
 

Oncemyeyesadjusttothedimhalwaylight,IseeChristinaandWilaheadofme, 
Willaughing,probablyatajokeChristinamade.Idon’ttrytocatchup.Forsome 
reason,Ifeellikeitwouldbeamistaketointeruptthem. 
 

Alismissing.Ididn’tseehiminthedormitory,andhe’snotwalkingtowardthePit 
now.Maybehe’salreadythere. 
 

Irunmyfingersthroughmyhairandsmoothitintoabun.Icheckmyclothes—amI 
coveredup?Mypantsaretightandmycolarboneisshowing.Theywon’tapprove. 
 

Whocaresiftheyapprove?Isetmyjaw.Thisismyfactionnow.Thesearethe 
clothesmyfactionwears.Istopjustbeforethehalwayends. 
 

ClustersoffamiliesstandonthePitfloor,mostofthemDauntlessfamilieswith 
Dauntlessinitiates.Theystillookstrangetome—amotherwithapiercedeyebrow,a 
fatherwithatatooedarm,aninitiatewithpurplehair,awholesomefamilyunit.Ispot 



 

 

DrewandMolystandingaloneatoneendoftheroomandsuppressasmile.Atleast 
theirfamiliesdidn’tcome. 



 

 

ButPeter’sdid.Hestandsnexttoatalmanwithbushyeyebrowsandashort, 
meek-lookingwomanwithredhair.Neitherofhisparentslookslikehim.Theyboth 
wearblackpantsandwhiteshirts,typicalCandoroutfits,andhisfatherspeaksso 
loudlyIcanalmosthearhimfromwhereIstand.Dotheyknowwhatkindofperson 
theirsonis? 
 

Thenagain…whatkindofpersonamI? 
 

Acrosstheroom,Wilstandswithawomaninabluedress.Shedoesn’tlookold 
enoughtobehismother,butshehasthesamecreasebetweenhereyebrowsashe 
does,andthesamegoldenhair.Hetalkedabouthavingasisteronce;maybethat’s 
her. 
 

Nexttohim,Christinahugsadark-skinnedwomaninCandorblackandwhite. 
StandingbehindChristinaisayounggirl,alsoaCandor.Heryoungersister. 
 

ShouldIevenbotherscanningthecrowdformyparents?Icouldturnaroundandgo 
backtothedormitory. 
 

ThenIseeher.Mymotherstandsaloneneartherailingwithherhandsclaspedin 
frontofher.Shehasneverlookedmoreoutofplace,withhergrayslacksandgray 
jacketbutonedatthethroat,herhairinitssimpletwistandherfaceplacid.Istart 
towardher,tearsjumpingintomyeyes.Shecame.Shecameforme. 
 

Iwalkfaster.Sheseesme,andforasecondherexpressionisblank,likeshe 
doesn’tknowwhoIam.Thenhereyeslightup,andsheopensherarms.Shesmels 
likesoapandlaundrydetergent. 
 

“Beatrice,”shewhispers.Sherunsherhandovermyhair. 
 

Don’tcry,Itelmyself.IholdheruntilIcanblinkthemoisturefrommyeyes,andthen 
pulbacktolookatheragain.Ismilewithclosedlips,justlikeshedoes.Shetouches 
mycheek. 
 

“Wel,lookatyou,”shesays.“You’vefiledout.”Sheputsherarmacrossmy 
shoulders.“Telmehowyouare.” 
 

“Youfirst.”Theoldhabitsareback.Ishouldletherspeakfirst.Ishouldn’tletthe 
conversationstayfocusedonmefortoolong.Ishouldmakesureshedoesn’tneed 
anything. 
 

“Todayisaspecialoccasion,”shesays.“Icametoseeyou,solet’stalkmostly 
aboutyou.Itismygifttoyou.” 
 

Myselflessmother.Sheshouldnotbegivingmegifts,notafterIleftherandmy 
father.Iwalkwithhertowardtherailingthatoverlooksthechasm,gladtobecloseto 
her.ThelastweekandahalfhasbeenmoreafectionlessthanIrealized.Athomewe 
didnottoucheachotheroften,andthemostIeversawmyparentsdowasholdhands 
atthedinnertable,butitwasmorethanthis,morethanhere. 
 

“Justonequestion.”Ifeelmypulseinmythroat.“Where’sDad?Ishevisiting 



 

 

Caleb?” 



 

 

“Ah.”Sheshakesherhead.“Yourfatherhadtobeatwork.” 
 

Ilookdown.“Youcantelmeifhedidn’twanttocome.” 
 

Hereyestravelovermyface.“Yourfatherhasbeenselfishlately.Thatdoesn’t 
meanhedoesn’tloveyou,Ipromise.” 
 

Istareather,stunned.Myfather—selfish?Morestartlingthanthelabelisthefact 
thatsheassignedittohim.Ican’ttelbylookingatherifshe’sangry.Idon’texpectto 

beableto.Butshemustbe;ifshecalshimselfish,shemustbeangry. 
 

“WhataboutCaleb?”Isay.“Wilyouvisithimlater?” 
 

“IwishIcould,”shesays,“buttheEruditehaveprohibitedAbnegationvisitorsfrom 

enteringtheircompound.IfItried,Iwouldberemovedfromthepremises.” 
 

“What?”Idemand.“That’sterible.Whywouldtheydothat?” 
 

“Tensionsbetweenourfactionsarehigherthanever,”shesays.“Iwishitwasn’tthat 
way,butthereislitleIcandoaboutit.” 
 

IthinkofCalebstandingamongtheEruditeinitiates,scanningthecrowdforour 
mother,andfeelapanginmystomach.Partofmeisstilangrywithhimforkeepingso 
manysecretsfromme,butIdon’twanthimtohurt. 
 

“That’sterible,”Irepeat.Ilooktowardthechasm. 
 

StandingaloneattherailingisFour.Thoughhe’snotaninitiateanymore,mostof 
theDauntlessusethisdaytocometogetherwiththeirfamilies.Eitherhisfamily 
doesn’tliketocometogether,orhewasn’toriginalyDauntless.Whichfactioncouldhe 
havecomefrom? 
 

“There’soneofmyinstructors.”Ileanclosertoherandsay,“He’skindof 
intimidating.” 
 

“He’shandsome,”shesays. 
 

Ifindmyselfnoddingwithoutthinking.Shelaughsandliftsherarmfrommy 
shoulders.Iwanttosteerherawayfromhim,butjustasI’mabouttosuggestthatwe 
gosomewhereelse,helooksoverhisshoulder. 
 

Hiseyeswidenatthesightofmymother.Sheofershimherhand. 
 

“Helo.MynameisNatalie,”shesays.“I’mBeatrice’smother.” 
 

Ihaveneverseenmymothershakehandswithsomeone.Foureaseshishandinto 
hers,lookingstif,andshakesittwice.Thegesturelooksunnaturalforbothofthem. 
No,FourwasnotoriginalyDauntlessifhedoesn’tshakehandseasily. 
 

“Four,”hesays.“It’snicetomeetyou.” 
 

“Four,”mymotherrepeats,smiling.“Isthatanickname?” 
 

“Yes.”Hedoesn’telaborate.Whatishisrealname?“Yourdaughterisdoingwel 



 

 

here.I’vebeenoverseeinghertraining.” 



 

 

Sincewhendoes“overseeing”includethrowingknivesatmeandscoldingmeat 
everyopportunity? 
 

“That’sgoodtohear,”shesays.“IknowafewthingsaboutDauntlessinitiation,andI 
wasworiedabouther.” 
 

Helooksatme,andhiseyesmovedownmyface,fromnosetomouthtochin.Then 
hesays,“Youshouldn’twory.” 
 

Ican’tkeeptheheatfromrushingintomycheeks.Ihopeitisn’tnoticeable. 
 

Ishejustreassuringherbecauseshe’smymother,ordoesherealybelievethatI 
amcapable?Andwhatdidthatlookmean? 
 

Shetiltsherhead.“Youlookfamiliarforsomereason,Four.” 
 

“Ican’timaginewhy,”hereplies,hisvoicesuddenlycold.“Idon’tmakeahabitof 
associatingwiththeAbnegation.” 
 

Mymotherlaughs.Shehasalightlaugh,halfairandhalfsound.“Fewpeopledo, 
thesedays.Idon’ttakeitpersonaly.” 
 

Heseemstorelaxalitle.“Wel,I’lleaveyoutoyourreunion.” 
 

MymotherandIwatchhimleave.Theroaroftheriverfilsmyears.MaybeFour 
wasoneoftheErudite,whichexplainswhyhehatesAbnegation.Ormaybehe 

believesthearticlestheEruditereleaseaboutus—them,Iremindmyself.Butitwas 
kindofhimtotelherthatI’mdoingwelwhenIknowhedoesn’tbelieveit. 
 

“Ishealwayslikethat?”shesays. 
 

“Worse.” 
 

“Haveyoumadefriends?”sheasks. 
 

“Afew,”Isay.IlookovermyshoulderatWilandChristinaandtheirfamilies.When 
Christinacatchesmyeye,shebeckonstome,smiling,somymotherandIcrossthe 
Pitfloor. 
 

BeforewecangettoWilandChristina,though,ashort,roundwomanwithablack-
and-white-stripedshirttouchesmyarm.Itwitch,resistingtheurgetosmackherhand 
away. 
 

“Excuseme,”shesays.“Doyouknowmyson?Albert?” 

“Albert?”Irepeat.“Oh—youmeanAl?Yes,Iknowhim.” 
 

“Doyouknowwherewecanfindhim?”shesays,gesturingtoamanbehindher.He 
istalandasthickasaboulder.Al’sfather,obviously. 
 

“I’msory,Ididn’tseehimthismorning.Maybeyoushouldlookforhimupthere?”I 
pointattheglassceilingaboveus. 
 

“Ohmy,”Al’smothersays,fanningherfacewithherhand.“Iwouldrathernotatempt 



 

 

thatclimbagain.Ialmosthadapanicatackonthewaydownhere.Whyaren’tthere 
anyrailingsalongthosepaths?Areyoualinsane?” 



 

 

Ismilealitle.AfewweeksagoImighthavefoundthatquestionofensive,butnowI 
spendtoomuchtimewithCandortransferstobesurprisedbytactlessness. 
 

“Insane,no,”Isay.“Dauntless,yes.IfIseehim,I’ltelhimyou’relookingforhim.” 
 

Mymother,Isee,wearsthesamesmileIdo.Sheisn’treactingthewaysomeofthe 
othertransfers’parentsare—herneckbent,lookingaroundatthePitwals,atthePit 
ceiling,atthechasm.Ofcoursesheisn’tcurious—she’sAbnegation.Curiosityis 
foreigntoher. 
 

IintroducemymothertoWilandChristina,andChristinaintroducesmetoher 
motherandhersister.ButwhenWilintroducesmetoCara,hisoldersister,shegives 
methekindoflookthatwouldwitheraplantanddoesnotextendherhandformeto 
shake.Sheglaresatmymother. 
 

“Ican’tbelievethatyouassociatewithoneofthem,Wil,”shesays. 
 

Mymotherpursesherlips,butofcourse,doesn’tsayanything. 
 

“Cara,”saysWil,frowning,“there’snoneedtoberude.” 
 

“Oh,certainlynot.Doyouknowwhatsheis?”Shepointsatmymother.“She’sa 

councilmember’swifeiswhatsheis.Sherunsthe‘volunteeragency’thatsupposedly 
helpsthefactionless.YouthinkIdon’tknowthatyou’rejusthoardinggoodsto 

distributetoyourownfactionwhilewedon’tgetfreshfoodforamonth,huh?Foodfor 
thefactionless,myeye.” 
 

“I’msory,”mymothersaysgently.“Ibelieveyouaremistaken.” 
 

“Mistaken.Ha,”Carasnaps.“I’msureyou’reexactlywhatyouseem.Afactionof 
happy-go-luckydo-gooderswithoutaselfishboneintheirbodies.Right.” 
 

“Don’tspeaktomymotherthatway,”Isay,myfacehot.Iclenchmyhandsintofists. 
“Don’tsayanotherwordtoherorIswearIwilbreakyournose.” 
 

“Backof,Tris,”Wilsays.“You’renotgoingtopunchmysister.” 
 

“Oh?”Isay,raisingbotheyebrows.“Youthinkso?” 
 

“No,you’renot.”Mymothertouchesmyshoulder.“Comeon,Beatrice.Wewouldn’t 
wanttobotheryourfriend’ssister.” 
 

Shesoundsgentle,butherhandsqueezesmyarmsohardIalmostcryoutfromthe 
painasshedragsmeaway.Shewalkswithme,fast,towardthedininghal.Justbefore 
shereachesit,though,shetakesasharpleftturnandwalksdownoneofthedark 
halwaysIhaven’texploredyet. 
 

“Mom,”Isay.“Mom,howdoyouknowwhereyou’regoing?” 
 

Shestopsnexttoalockeddoorandstandsonhertiptoes,peeringatthebaseof 
thebluelamphangingfromtheceiling.Afewsecondslatershenodsandturnstome 
again. 
 



 

 

“Isaidnoquestionsaboutme.AndImeantit.Howareyourealydoing,Beatrice? 



 

 

Howhavethefightsbeen?Howareyouranked?” 
 

“Ranked?”Isay.“YouknowthatI’vebeenfighting?YouknowthatI’mranked?” 
 

“Itisn’ttop-secretinformation,howtheDauntlessinitiationprocessworks.” 
 

Idon’tknowhoweasyitistofindoutwhatanotherfactiondoesduringinitiation,butI 
suspectit’snotthateasy.Slowly,Isay,“I’mclosetothebotom,Mom.” 
 

“Good.”Shenods.“Noonelookstoocloselyatthebotom.Now,thisisvery 
important,Beatrice:Whatwereyouraptitudetestresults?” 
 

Tori’swarningpulsesinmyhead.Don’ttelanyone.Ishouldtelherthatmyresult 

wasAbnegation,becausethat’swhatTorirecordedinthesystem. 
 

Ilookintomymother’seyes,whicharepalegreenandframedbyadarksmudgeof 
eyelashes.Shehaslinesaroundhermouth,butotherthanthat,shedoesn’tlookher 
age.Thoselinesgetdeeperwhenshehums.Sheusedtohumasshewashedthe 
dishes. 
 

Thisismymother. 
 

Icantrusther. 
 

“Theywereinconclusive,”Isaysoftly. 
 

“Ithoughtasmuch.”Shesighs.“ManychildrenwhoareraisedAbnegationreceive 
thatkindofresult.Wedon’tknowwhy.Butyouhavetobeverycarefulduringthenext 
stageofinitiation,Beatrice.Stayinthemiddleofthepack,nomaterwhatyoudo. 
Don’tdrawatentiontoyourself.Doyouunderstand?” 
 

“Mom,what’sgoingon?” 
 

“Idon’tcarewhatfactionyouchose,”shesays,touchingherhandstomycheeks.“I 
amyourmotherandIwanttokeepyousafe.” 
 

“IsthisbecauseI’ma—”Istarttosay,butshepressesherhandtomymouth. 
 

“Don’tsaythatword,”shehisses.“Ever.” 
 

SoToriwasright.Divergentisadangerousthingtobe.Ijustdon’tknowwhy,oreven 
whatitrealymeans,stil. 
 

“Why?” 
 

Sheshakesherhead.“Ican’tsay.” 
 

Shelooksoverhershoulder,wherethelightfromthePitfloorisbarelyvisible.Ihear 
shoutsandconversations,laughterandshuflingfootsteps.Thesmelfromthedining 
halfloatsovermynose,sweetandyeasty:bakingbread.Whensheturnstowardme, 
herjawisset. 
 

“There’ssomethingIwantyoutodo,”shesays.“Ican’tgovisityourbrother,butyou 
can,wheninitiationisover.SoIwantyoutogofindhimandtelhimtoresearchthe 



 

 

simulationserum.Okay?Canyoudothatforme?” 



 

 

“Notunlessyouexplainsomeofthistome,Mom!”Icrossmyarms.“Youwantme 
togohangoutattheEruditecompoundfortheday,youhadbetergivemeareason!” 
 

“Ican’t.I’msory.”Shekissesmycheekandbrushesalockofhairthatfelfrommy 
bunbehindmyear.“Ishouldleave.ItwilmakeyoulookbeterifyouandIdon’tseem 
atachedtoeachother.” 
 

“Idon’tcarehowIlooktothem,”Isay. 
 

“Youshould,”shesays.“Isuspecttheyarealreadymonitoringyou.” 
 

Shewalksaway,andIamtoostunnedtofolowher.Attheendofthehalwayshe 
turnsandsays,“Haveapieceofcakeforme,alright?Thechocolate.It’sdelicious.” 
Shesmilesastrange,twistedsmile,andadds,“Iloveyou,youknow.” 
 

Andthenshe’sgone. 
 

Istandaloneinthebluelightcomingfromthelampaboveme,andIunderstand: 
 

Shehasbeentothecompoundbefore.Sherememberedthishalway.Sheknows 

abouttheinitiationprocess. 
 

MymotherwasDauntless. 



 

 

CHAPTERSIXTEEN 
 

 

THAAFTERNOON,Igobacktothedormitorywhileeveryoneelsespendstimewiththeir 
familiesandfindAlsitingonhisbed,staringatthespaceonthewalwherethe 
chalkboardusualyis.Fourtookitdownyesterdaysohecouldcalculateourstageone 
rankings. 
 

“Thereyouare!”Isay.“Yourparentswerelookingforyou.Didtheyfindyou?” 
 

Heshakeshishead. 
 

Isitdownnexttohimonthebed.Mylegisbarelyhalfthewidthofhis,evennowthat 
it’smoremuscularthanitwas.Hewearsblackshorts.Hiskneeispurple-bluewitha 
bruiseandcrossedwithascar. 
 

“Youdidn’twanttoseethem?”Isay. 
 

“Didn’twantthemtoaskhowIwasdoing,”hesays.“I’dhavetotelthem,andthey 
wouldknowifIwaslying.” 
 

“Wel…”Istruggletocomeupwithsomethingtosay.“What’swrongwithhowyou’re 
doing?” 
 

Allaughsharshly.“I’velosteveryfightsincetheonewithWil.I’mnotdoingwel.” 

“Bychoice,though.Couldn’tyoutelthemthat,too?” 
 

Heshakeshishead.“Dadalwayswantedmetocomehere.Imean,theysaidthey 
wantedmetostayinCandor,butthat’sonlybecausethat’swhatthey’resupposedto 
say.They’vealwaysadmiredtheDauntless,bothofthem.Theywouldn’tunderstandifI 
triedtoexplainittothem.” 
 

“Oh.”Itapmyfingersagainstmyknee.ThenIlookathim.“Isthatwhyyouchose 
Dauntless?Becauseofyourparents?” 
 

Alshakeshishead.“No.Iguessitwasbecause…Ithinkit’simportanttoprotect 
people.Tostandupforpeople.Likeyoudidforme.”Hesmilesatme.“That’swhatthe 
Dauntlessaresupposedtodo,right?That’swhatcourageis.Not…hurtingpeoplefor 
noreason.” 
 

IrememberwhatFourtoldme,thatteamworkusedtobeaDauntlesspriority.What 
weretheDauntlesslikewhenitwas?WhatwouldIhavelearnedifIhadbeenhere 
whenmymotherwasDauntless?MaybeIwouldn’thavebrokenMoly’snose.Or 
threatenedWil’ssister. 
 

Ifeelapangofguilt.“Maybeitwilbebeteronceinitiationisover.” 
 

“ToobadImightcomeinlast,”Alsays.“Iguesswe’lseetonight.” 
 

Wesitside-by-sideforawhile.It’sbetertobehere,insilence,thaninthePit, 
watchingeveryonelaughwiththeirfamilies. 



 

 

 

Myfatherusedtosaythatsometimes,thebestwaytohelpsomeoneisjusttobe 



 

 

nearthem.IfeelgoodwhenIdosomethingIknowhewouldbeproudof,likeitmakes 
upforalthethingsI’vedonethathewouldn’tbeproudof. 
 

“IfeelbraverwhenI’maroundyou,youknow,”hesays.“LikeIcouldactualyfitin 
here,thesamewayyoudo.” 
 

Iamabouttorespondwhenheslideshisarmacrossmyshoulders.SuddenlyI 
freeze,mycheekshot. 
 

Ididn’twanttoberightaboutAl’sfeelingsforme.ButIwas. 
 

Idonotleanintohim.InsteadIsitforwardsohisarmfalsaway.ThenIsqueezemy 
handstogetherinmylap. 
 

“Tris,I…,”hesays.Hisvoicesoundsstrained.Iglanceathim.Hisfaceisasredas 
minefeels,buthe’snotcrying—hejustlooksembarassed. 
 

“Um…sory,”hesays.“Iwasn’ttryingto…um.Sory.” 
 

IwishIcouldtelhimnottotakeitpersonaly.Icouldtelhimthatmyparentsrarely 
heldhandseveninourownhome,soIhavetrainedmyselftopulawayfromal 
gesturesofafection,becausetheyraisedmetotakethemseriously.MaybeifItold 
himthat,therewouldn’tbealayerofhurtbeneathhisflushofembarassment. 
 

Butofcourse,itispersonal.Heismyfriend—andthatisal.Whatismorepersonal 
thanthat? 
 

Ibreathein,andwhenIbreatheout,Imakemyselfsmile.“Soryaboutwhat?”Iask, 
tryingtosoundcasual.Ibrushofmyjeans,thoughthereisn’tanythingonthem,and 
standup. 
 

“Ishouldgo,”Isay. 
 

Henodsanddoesn’tlookatme. 
 

“Yougoingtobeokay?”Isay.“Imean…becauseofyourparents.Notbecause…”I 
letmyvoicetrailof.Idon’tknowwhatIwouldsayifIdidn’t. 
 

“Oh.Yeah.”Henodsagain,alitletoovigorously.“I’lseeyoulater,Tris.” 
 

Itrynottowalkoutoftheroomtoofast.Whenthedormitorydoorclosesbehindme, 
Itouchahandtomyforeheadandgrinalitle.Awkwardnessaside,itisnicetobe 
liked. 
 
 
 
 

Discussingourfamilyvisitswouldbetoopainful,soourfinalrankingsforstageone 
arealanyonecantalkaboutthatnight.Everytimesomeonenearmebringsitup,I 
stareatsomepointacrosstheroomandignorethem. 
 

Myrankcan’tbeasbadasitusedtobe,especialyafterIbeatMoly,butitmightnot 
begoodenoughtogetmeinthetoptenattheendofinitiation,especialywhenthe 



 

 

Dauntless-borninitiatesarefactoredin. 



 

 

AtdinnerIsitwithChristina,Wil,andAlatatableinthecorner.Weare 
uncomfortablyclosetoPeter,Drew,andMoly,whoareatthenexttableover.When 
conversationatourtablereachesalul,Iheareverywordtheysay.Theyare 
speculatingabouttheranks.Whatasurprise. 
 

“Youweren’talowedtohavepets?”Christinademands,smackingthetablewithher 

palm.“Whynot?” 
 

“Becausethey’reilogical,”Wilsaysmater-of-factly.“Whatisthepointinproviding 
foodandshelterforananimalthatjustsoilsyourfurniture,makesyourhomesmel 
bad,andultimatelydies?” 
 

AlandImeeteyes,likeweusualydowhenWilandChristinastarttofight.Butthis 
time,thesecondoureyesmeet,webothlookaway.Ihopethisawkwardnessbetween 
usdoesn’tlastlong.Iwantmyfriendback. 
 

“Thepointis…”Christina’svoicetrailsof,andshetiltsherhead.“Wel,they’refun 
tohave.IhadabuldognamedChunker.Onetimeweleftawholeroastedchickenon 
thecountertocool,andwhilemymotherwenttothebathroom,hepuleditdownofthe 
counterandateit,bonesandskinandal.Welaughedsohard.” 
 

“Yes,thatcertainlychangesmymind.OfcourseIwanttolivewithananimalthat 
eatsalmyfoodanddestroysmykitchen.”Wilshakeshishead.“Whydon’tyoujust 
getadogafterinitiationifyou’refeelingthatnostalgic?” 
 

“Because.”Christina’ssmilefals,andshepokesatherpotatowithherfork.“Dogs 
aresortofruinedforme.After…youknow,aftertheaptitudetest.” 
 

Weexchangelooks.Wealknowthatwearen’tsupposedtotalkaboutthetest,not 
evennowthatwehavechosen,butforthemthatrulemustnotbeasseriousasitis 
forme.Myheartjumpsunsteadilyinmychest.Formethatruleisprotection.Itkeeps 
mefromhavingtolietomyfriendsaboutmyresults.EverytimeIthinktheword 
“Divergent,”IhearTori’swarning—andnowmymother’swarningtoo.Don’ttel 
anyone.Dangerous. 
 

“Youmean…kilingthedog,right?”asksWil. 
 

Ialmostforgot.ThosewithanaptitudeforDauntlesspickeduptheknifeinthe 
simulationandstabbedthedogwhenitatacked.NowonderChristinadoesn’twanta 
petdoganymore.Itugmysleevesovermywristsandtwistmyfingerstogether. 
 

“Yeah,”shesays.“Imean,youguysalhadtodothattoo,right?” 
 

ShelooksfirstatAl,andthenatme.Herdarkeyesnarow,andshesays,“You 
didn’t.” 
 

“Hmm?” 
 

“You’rehidingsomething,”shesays.“You’refidgeting.” 
 

“What?” 



 

 

 

“InCandor,”saysAl,nudgingmewithhisshoulder.There.Thatfeelsnormal.“We 



 

 

learntoreadbodylanguagesoweknowwhensomeoneislyingorkeepingsomething 
fromus.” 
 

“Oh.”Iscratchthebackofmyneck.“Wel…” 
 

“See,thereitisagain!”shesays,pointingatmyhand. 
 

IfeellikeI’mswalowingmyheartbeat.HowcanIlieaboutmyresultsiftheycantel 
whenI’mlying?I’lhavetocontrolmybodylanguage.Idropmyhandandclaspmy 
handsinmylap.Isthatwhatanhonestpersondoes? 
 

Idon’thavetolieaboutthedog,atleast.“No,Ididn’tkilthedog.” 
 

“HowdidyougetDauntlesswithoutusingtheknife?”saysWil,narowinghiseyes 
atme. 
 

Ilookhimintheeyeandsayevenly,“Ididn’t.IgotAbnegation.” 
 

Itishalf-true.TorireportedmyresultasAbnegation,sothatiswhatisinthesystem. 
Anyonewhohasaccesstothescoreswouldbeabletoseeit.Ikeepmyeyesonhis 
forafewseconds.Shiftingthemawaymightbesuspicious.ThenIshrugandstaba 
pieceofmeatwithmyfork.Ihopetheybelieveme.Theyhavetobelieveme. 
 

“ButyouchoseDauntlessanyway?”Christinasays.“Why?” 
 

“Itoldyou,”Isay,smirking.“Itwasthefood.” 
 

Shelaughs.“DidyouguysknowthatTrishadneverseenahamburgerbeforeshe 
camehere?” 
 

Shelaunchesintothestoryofourfirstday,andmybodyrelaxes,butIstilfeel 
heavy.Ishouldnotlietomyfriends.Itcreatesbariersbetweenus,andwealready 
havemorethanIwant.Christinatakingtheflag.MerejectingAl. 
 

Afterdinnerwegobacktothedormitory,andit’shardformenottosprint,knowing 
thattherankingswilbeupwhenIgetthere.Iwanttogetitoverwith.Atthedoortothe 
dormitory,Drewshovesmeintothewaltogetpastme.Myshoulderscrapesonthe 
stone,butIkeepwalking. 
 

I’mtooshorttoseeoverthecrowdofinitiatesstandingnearthebackoftheroom, 
butwhenIfindaspacebetweenheadstolookthrough,Iseethattheblackboardison 
theground,leaningagainstFour’slegs,facingawayfromus.Hestandswithapiece 
ofchalkinonehand. 
 

“Forthoseofyouwhojustcamein,I’mexplaininghowtheranksaredetermined,”he 
says.“Afterthefirstroundoffights,werankedyouaccordingtoyourskillevel.The 
numberofpointsyouearndependsonyourskillevelandtheskilleveloftheperson 
youbeat.Youearnmorepointsforimprovingandmorepointsforbeatingsomeoneof 
ahighskillevel.Idon’trewardpreyingontheweak.Thatiscowardice.” 
 

IthinkhiseyeslingeronPeteratthatlastline,buttheymoveonquicklyenoughthat 
I’mnotsure. 



 

 

 

“Ifyouhaveahighrank,youlosepointsforlosingtoalow-rankedopponent.” 



 

 

Molyletsoutanunpleasantnoise,likeasnortoragrumble. 
 

“Stagetwooftrainingisweightedmoreheavilythanstageone,becauseitismore 
closelytiedtoovercomingcowardice,”hesays.“Thatsaid,itisextremelydificultto 
rankhighattheendofinitiationifyouranklowinstageone.” 
 

Ishiftfromonefoottotheother,tryingtogetagoodlookathim.WhenIfinalydo,I 
lookaway.Hiseyesarealreadyonme,probablydrawnbymynervousmovement. 
 

“Wewilannouncethecutstomorow,”Foursays.“Thefactthatyouaretransfers 
andtheDauntless-borninitiatesarenotwilnotbetakenintoconsideration.Fourof 
youcouldbefactionlessandnoneofthem.Orfourofthemcouldbefactionlessand 
noneofyou.Oranycombinationthereof.Thatsaid,hereareyourranks.” 
 

Hehangstheboardonthehookandstepsbacksowecanseetherankings: 
 

1.Edward 

:.Peter 

3.Wil 
4.Christina 

7.Moly 

6.Tris 

 

Sixth?Ican’tbesixth.BeatingMolymusthaveboostedmyrankmorethanIthought 
itwould.Andlosingtomeseemstohaveloweredhers.Iskiptothebotomofthelist. 
 

5.Drew 

8.Al 
9.Myra 

 

Alisn’tdeadlast,butunlesstheDauntless-borninitiatescompletelyfailedtheir 

versionofstageoneofinitiation,heisfactionless. 
 

IglanceatChristina.Shetiltsherheadandfrownsattheboard.Sheisn’ttheonly 
one.Thequietintheroomisuneasy,likeitisrockingbackandforthonaledge. 
 

Thenitfals. 
 

“What?”demandsMoly.ShepointsatChristina.“Ibeather!Ibeatherinminutes, 

andshe’srankedaboveme?” 
 

“Yeah,”saysChristina,crossingherarms.Shewearsasmugsmile.“And?” 
 

“Ifyouintendtosecureyourselfahighrank,Isuggestyoudon’tmakeahabitof 
losingtolow-rankedopponents,”saysFour,hisvoicecutingthroughthemutersand 
grumblesoftheotherinitiates.Hepocketsthechalkandwalkspastmewithout 
glancinginmydirection.Thewordsstingalitle,remindingmethatIamthelow-ranked 
opponenthe’sreferingto. 



 

 

 

ApparentlytheyremindMoly,too. 



 

 

“You,”shesays,focusinghernarowedeyesonme.“Youaregoingtopayforthis.” 
 

Iexpecthertolungeatme,orhitme,butshejustturnsonherheelandstalksoutof 
thedormitory,andthatisworse.Ifshehadexploded,herangerwouldhavebeenspent 
quickly,afterapunchortwo.Leavingmeansshewantstoplansomething.Leaving 
meansIhavetobeonmyguard. 
 

Peterdidn’tsayanythingwhentherankingswentup,which,givenhistendencyto 
complainaboutanythingthatdoesn’tgohisway,issurprising.Hejustwalkstohisbunk 
andsitsdown,untyinghisshoelaces.Thatmakesmefeelevenmoreuneasy.Hecan’t 
possiblybesatisfiedwithsecondplace.NotPeter. 
 

WilandChristinaslaphands,andthenWilclapsmeonthebackwithahandbigger 
thanmyshoulderblade. 
 

“Lookatyou.Numbersix,”hesays,grinning. 
 

“Stilmightnothavebeengoodenough,”Iremindhim. 
 

“Itwilbe,don’twory,”hesays.“Weshouldcelebrate.” 
 

“Wel,let’sgo,then,”saysChristina,grabbingmyarmwithonehandandAl’sarm 
withtheother.“Comeon,Al.Youdon’tknowhowtheDauntless-
bornsdid.Youdon’t knowanythingforsure.” 
 

“I’mjustgoingtogotobed,”hemumbles,pulinghisarmfree. 
 

Inthehalway,itiseasytoforgetaboutAlandMoly’srevengeandPeter’s 
suspiciouscalm,andeasytopretendthatwhatseparatesusasfriendsdoesnotexist. 
ButlingeringatthebackofmymindisthefactthatChristinaandWilaremy 
competitors.IfIwanttofightmywaytothetopten,Iwilhavetobeatthemfirst. 
 

IjusthopeIdon’thavetobetraythemintheprocess. 
 
 
 
 

ThatnightIhavetroublefalingasleep.Thedormitoryusedtoseemloudtome,with 
althebreathing,butnowitistooquiet.Whenit’squiet,Ithinkaboutmyfamily.Thank 
GodtheDauntlesscompoundisusualyloud. 
 

IfmymotherwasDauntless,whydidshechooseAbnegation?Didsheloveits 
peace,itsroutine,itsgoodness—althethingsImiss,whenIletmyselfthinkaboutit? 
 

Iwonderifsomeonehereknewherwhenshewasyoungandcouldtelmewhatshe 
waslikethen.Eveniftheydid,theyprobablywouldn’twanttodiscussher.Faction 
transfersarenotrealysupposedtodiscusstheiroldfactionsoncetheybecome 
members.It’ssupposedtomakeiteasierforthemtochangetheiralegiancefrom 
familytofaction—toembracetheprinciple“factionbeforeblood.” 
 

Iburymyfaceinthepilow.SheaskedmetotelCalebtoresearchthesimulation 
serum—why?DoesithavesomethingtodowithmebeingDivergent,withmebeingin 



 

 

danger,orisitsomethingelse?Isigh.Ihaveathousandquestions,andsheleft 
beforeIcouldaskanyofthem.Nowtheyswirlinmyhead,andIdoubtI’lbeableto 



 

 

sleepuntilIcananswerthem. 
 

Ihearascufleacrosstheroomandliftmyheadfromthepilow.Myeyesaren’t 
adjustedtothedark,soIstareintopureblack,likethebacksofmyeyelids.Ihear 
shuflingandthesqueakofashoe.Aheavythud. 
 

Andthenawailthatcurdlesmybloodandmakesmyhairstandonend.Ithrowthe 
blanketsbackandstandonthestonefloorwithbarefeet.Istilcan’tseewelenoughto 
findthesourceofthescream,butIseeadarklumponthefloorafewbunksdown. 
Anotherscreampiercesmyears. 
 

“Turnonthelights!”someoneshouts. 
 

Iwalktowardthesound,slowlysoIdon’ttripoveranything.IfeellikeI’minatrance. 
Idon’twanttoseewherethescreamingiscomingfrom.Ascreamlikethatcanonly 
meanbloodandboneandpain;thatscreamthatcomesfromthepitofthestomach 
andextendstoeveryinchofthebody. 
 

Thelightscomeon. 
 

Edwardliesonthefloornexttohisbed,clutchingathisface.Suroundinghishead 
isahaloofblood,andjutingbetweenhisclawingfingersisasilverknifehandle.My 
heartthumpinginmyears,Irecognizeitasabuterknifefromthedininghal.The 
bladeisstuckinEdward’seye. 
 

Myra,whostandsatEdward’sfeet,screams.Someoneelsescreamstoo,and 
someoneyelsforhelp,andEdwardisstilonthefloor,writhingandwailing.Icrouchby 
hishead,mykneespressingtothepoolofblood,andputmyhandsonhisshoulders. 
 

“Liestil,”Isay.Ifeelcalm,thoughIcan’thearanything,likemyheadissubmerged 

inwater.EdwardthrashesagainandIsayitlouder,sterner.“Isaid,liestil.Breathe.” 
 

“Myeye!”hescreams. 
 

Ismelsomethingfoul.Someonevomited. 
 

“Takeitout!”heyels.“Getitout,getitoutofme,getitout!” 
 

Ishakemyheadandthenrealizethathecan’tseeme.Alaughbubblesinmy 
stomach.Hysterical.IhavetosuppresshysteriaifI’mgoingtohelphim.Ihaveto 
forgetmyself. 
 

“No,”Isay.“Youhavetoletthedoctortakeitout.Hearme?Letthedoctortakeit 
out.Andbreathe.” 
 

“Ithurts,”hesobs. 
 

“Iknowitdoes.”InsteadofmyvoiceIhearmymother’svoice.Iseehercrouching 
beforemeonthesidewalkinfrontofourhouse,brushingtearsfrommyfaceafterI 
scrapedmyknee.Iwasfiveatthetime. 
 

“Itwilbealright.”Itrytosoundfirm,likeI’mnotidlyreassuringhim,butIam.Idon’t 



 

 

knowifitwilbealright.Isuspectthatitwon’t. 
 

Whenthenursearives,shetelsmetostepback,andIdo.Myhandsandknees 



 

 

aresoakedwithblood.WhenIlookaround,Iseethatonlytwofacesaremissing. 
 

Drew. 
 

AndPeter. 
 
 
 
 

AftertheytakeEdwardaway,Icaryachangeofclothesintothebathroomand 
washmyhands.Christinacomeswithmeandstandsbythedoor,butshedoesn’tsay 
anything,andI’mglad.Thereisn’tmuchtosay. 
 

Iscrubatthelinesinmypalmsandrunonefingernailundermyotherfingernailsto 
getthebloodout.IchangeintothepantsIbroughtandthrowthesoiledonesinthe 
trash.IgetasmanypapertowelsasIcanhold.Someoneneedstocleanupthemess 
inthedormitory,andsinceIdoubtI’leverbeabletosleepagain,itmightaswelbe me. 

 

AsIreachforthedoorhandle,Christinasays,“Youknowwhodidthat,right?” 
 

“Yeah.” 
 

“Shouldwetelsomeone?” 
 

“YourealythinktheDauntlesswildoanything?”Isay.“Aftertheyhungyouoverthe 
chasm?Aftertheymadeusbeateachotherunconscious?” 
 

Shedoesn’tsayanything. 
 

Forahalfhourafterthat,Ikneelaloneonthefloorinthedormitoryandscrubat 
Edward’sblood.Christinathrowsawaythedirtypapertowelsandgetsmenewones. 
Myraisgone;sheprobablyfolowedEdwardtothehospital. 
 

Noonesleepsmuchthatnight. 
 
 
 
 

“Thisisgoingtosoundweird,”Wilsays,“butIwishwedidn’thaveadayoftoday.” 
 

Inod.Iknowwhathemeans.Havingsomethingtodowoulddistractme,andIcould 
useadistractionrightnow. 
 

IhavenotspentmuchtimealonewithWil,butChristinaandAlaretakingnapsinthe 
dormitory,andneitherofuswantedtobeinthatroomlongerthanwehadto.Wildidn’t 
telmethat;Ijustknow. 
 

Islideonefingernailunderanother.Iwashedmyhandsthoroughlyaftercleaningup 
Edward’sblood,butIstilfeellikeit’sonmyhands.WilandIwalkwithnosenseof 
purpose.Thereisnowheretogo. 
 

“Wecouldvisithim,”suggestsWil.“Butwhatwouldwesay?‘Ididn’tknowyouthat 



 

 

wel,butI’msoryyougotstabbedintheeye’?” 
 

Itisn’tfunny.Iknowthatassoonashesaysit,butalaughrisesinmythroatanyway, 



 

 

andIletitoutbecauseit’shardertokeepitin.Wilstaresatmeforasecond,andthen 
helaughstoo.Sometimescryingorlaughingaretheonlyoptionsleft,andlaughing 
feelsbeterrightnow. 
 

“Sory,”Isay.“It’sjustsoridiculous.” 
 

Idon’twanttocryforEdward—atleastnotinthedeep,personalwaythatyoucryfor 
afriendorlovedone.Iwanttocrybecausesomethingteriblehappened,andIsawit, 
andIcouldnotseeawaytomendit.NoonewhowouldwanttopunishPeterhasthe 
authorityto,andnoonewhohastheauthoritytopunishhimwouldwantto.The 
Dauntlesshaverulesagainstatackingsomeonelikethat,butwithpeoplelikeEricin 
charge,Isuspectthoserulesgounenforced. 
 

Isay,moreseriously,“Themostridiculouspartis,inanyotherfactionitwouldbe 

braveofustotelsomeonewhathappened.Buthere…inDauntless…braverywon’tdo 
usanygood.” 
 

“Haveyoueverreadthefactionmanifestos?”saysWil. 
 

Thefactionmanifestoswerewritenafterthefactionsformed.Welearnedabout 
theminschool,butIneverreadthem. 
 

“Youhave?”Ifrownathim.ThenIrememberthatWiloncememorizedamapofthe 

cityforfun,andIsay,“Oh.Ofcourseyouhave.Nevermind.” 
 

“OneofthelinesIrememberfromtheDauntlessmanifestois,‘Webelievein 
ordinaryactsofbravery,inthecouragethatdrivesonepersontostandupfor 
another.’” 
 

Wilsighs. 
 

Hedoesn’tneedtosayanythingelse.Iknowwhathemeans.MaybeDauntlesswas 
formedwithgoodintentions,withtherightidealsandtherightgoals.Butithasstrayed 
farfromthem.AndthesameistrueofErudite,Irealize.Alongtimeago,Erudite 
pursuedknowledgeandingenuityforthesakeofdoinggood.Nowtheypursue 
knowledgeandingenuitywithgreedyhearts.Iwonderiftheotherfactionssuferfrom 
thesameproblem.Ihavenotthoughtaboutitbefore. 
 

DespitethedepravityIseeinDauntless,though,Icouldnotleaveit.Itisn’tonly 
becausethethoughtoflivingfactionless,incompleteisolation,soundslikeafate 
worsethandeath.Itisbecause,inthebriefmomentsthatIhavelovedithere,Isawa 
factionworthsaving.Maybewecanbecomebraveandhonorableagain. 
 

“Let’sgotothecafeteria,”Wilsays,“andeatcake.” 
 

“Okay.”Ismile. 
 

AswewalktowardthePit,IrepeatthelineWilquotedtomyselfsoIdon’tforgetit. 
 

Ibelieveinordinaryactsofbravery,inthecouragethatdrivesonepersonto 

standupforanother. 
 



 

 

Itisabeautifulthought. 



 

 

 

Later,whenIreturntothedormitory,Edward’sbunkisstrippedcleanandhis 
drawersareopen,empty.Acrosstheroom,Myra’sbunklooksthesameway. 
 

WhenIaskChristinawheretheywent,shesays,“Theyquit.” 
 

“EvenMyra?” 
 

“Shesaidshedidn’twanttobeherewithouthim.Shewasgoingtogetcutanyway.” 
Sheshrugs,likeshecan’tthinkofanythingelsetodo.Ifthat’strue,Iknowhowshe 
feels.“Atleasttheydidn’tcutAl.” 
 

Alwassupposedtogetcut,butEdward’sdeparturesavedhim.TheDauntless 

decidedtosparehimuntilthenextstage. 
 

“Whoelsegotcut?”Isay. 
 

Christinashrugsagain.“TwooftheDauntless-born.Idon’tremembertheirnames.” 
 

Inodandlookattheblackboard.SomeonedrewalinethroughEdwardandMyra’s 
names,andchangedthenumbersnexttoeveryoneelse’snames.NowPeterisfirst. 
Wilissecond.Iamfifth.Westartedstageonewithnineinitiates. 
 

Nowwehaveseven. 



 

 

CHAPTERSEVENTEEN 
 

 

IT’SNOON. LUNCHTIME. 
 

IsitinahalwayIdon’trecognize.IwalkedherebecauseIneededtogetawayfrom 
thedormitory.MaybeifIbringmybeddinghere,Iwilneverhavetogotothedormitory 
again.Itmaybemyimagination,butitstilsmelslikebloodinthere,eventhoughI 
scrubbedtheflooruntilmyhandsweresore,andsomeonepouredbleachonitthis 
morning. 
 

Ipinchthebridgeofmynose.Scrubbingthefloorwhennooneelsewantedtowas 
somethingthatmymotherwouldhavedone.IfIcan’tbewithher,theleastIcandois 
actlikehersometimes. 
 

Ihearpeopleapproaching,theirfootstepsechoingonthestonefloor,andIlook 
downatmyshoes.Iswitchedfromgraysneakerstoblacksneakersaweekago,but 
thegrayshoesareburiedinoneofmydrawers.Ican’tbeartothrowthemaway,even 
thoughIknowit’sfoolishtobeatachedtosneakers,liketheycanbringmehome. 
 

“Tris?” 
 

Ilookup.Uriahstopsinfrontofme.HewavesalongtheDauntless-
borninitiateshe walkswith.Theyexchangelooksbutkeepmoving. 
 

“Youokay?”hesays. 
 

“Ihadadificultnight.” 
 

“Yeah,IheardaboutthatguyEdward.”Uriahlooksdownthehalway.TheDauntless-

borninitiatesdisappeararoundacorner.Thenhegrinsalitle.“Wanttogetoutof here?” 
 

“What?”Iask.“Whereareyougoing?” 
 

“Toalitleinitiationritual,”hesays.“Comeon.Wehavetohury.” 

Ibrieflyconsidermyoptions.Icansithere.OrIcanleavetheDauntlesscompound. 
 

IpushmyselftomyfeetandjognexttoUriahtocatchuptotheDauntless-born 
initiates. 
 

“TheonlyinitiatestheyusualyletcomeareoneswitholdersiblingsinDauntless,”he 
says.“Buttheymightnotevennotice.Justactlikeyoubelong.” 
 

“Whatexactlyarewedoing?” 
 

“Somethingdangerous,”hesays.AlookIcanonlydescribeasDauntlessmania 
entershiseyes,butratherthanrecoilfromit,asImighthaveafewweeksago,Icatch 
it,likeit’scontagious.Excitementreplacestheleadenfeelinginsideme.Weslowwhen 
wereachtheDauntless-borninitiates. 
 



 

 

“What’stheStifdoinghere?”asksaboywithametalringbetweenhisnostrils. 
 

“Shejustsawthatguygetstabbedintheeye,Gabe,”saysUriah.“Giveherabreak, 



 

 

okay?” 
 

Gabeshrugsandturnsaway.Nooneelsesaysanything,thoughafewofthemgive 
mesidelongglanceslikethey’resizingmeup.TheDauntless-borninitiatesarelikea 
packofdogs.IfIactthewrongway,theywon’tletmerunwiththem.Butfornow,Iam 
safe. 
 

Weturnanothercorner,andagroupofmembersstandsattheendofthenext 
halway.TherearetoomanyofthemtoalberelatedtoaDauntless-borninitiate,butI 
seesomesimilaritiesamongthefaces. 
 

“Let’sgo,”oneofthememberssays.Heturnsandplungesthroughadarkdoorway. 
Theothermembersfolowhim,andwefolowthem.IstayclosebehindUriahasIpass 
intodarknessandmytoehitsastep.Icatchmyselfbeforefalingforwardandstartto 
climb. 
 

“Backstaircase,”Uriahsays,almostmumbling.“Usualylocked.” 
 

Inod,thoughhecan’tseeme,andclimbuntilalthestepsaregone.Bythen,adoor 
atthetopofthestaircaseisopen,letingindaylight.Weemergefromthegrounda 
fewhundredyardsfromtheglassbuildingabovethePit,closetothetraintracks. 
 

IfeellikeIhavedonethisathousandtimesbefore.Ihearthetrainhorn.Ifeelthe 
vibrationsintheground.Iseethelightatachedtotheheadcar.Icrackmyknuckles 
andbounceonceonmytoes. 
 

Wejoginasinglepacknexttothecar,andinwaves,membersandinitiatesalike 
pileintothecar.Uriahgetsinbeforeme,andpeoplepressbehindme.Ican’tmake 
anymistakes;Ithrowmyselfsideways,grabbingthehandleonthesideofthecar,and 
hoistmyselfintothecar.Uriahgrabsmyarmtosteadyme. 
 

Thetrainpicksupitsspeed.UriahandIsitagainstoneofthewals. 
 

Ishoutoverthewind,“Wherearewegoing?” 
 

Uriahshrugs.“Zekenevertoldme.” 
 

“Zeke?” 
 

“Myolderbrother,”hesays.Hepointsacrosstheroomataboysitinginthe 
doorwaywithhislegsdanglingoutofthecar.Heisslightandshortandlooksnothing 
likeUriah,apartfromhiscoloring. 
 

“Youdon’tgettoknow.Thatruinsthesurprise!”thegirlonmyleftshouts.She 
extendsherhand.“I’mShauna.” 
 

Ishakeherhand,butIdon’tgriphardenoughandIletgotooquickly.IdoubtIwil 
everimprovemyhandshake.Itfeelsunnaturaltograsphandswithstrangers. 
 

“I’m—”Istarttosay. 
 

“Iknowwhoyouare,”shesays.“You’retheStif.Fourtoldmeaboutyou.” 
 



 

 

Ipraytheheatinmycheeksisnotvisible.“Oh?Whatdidhesay?” 



 

 

Shesmirksatme.“HesaidyouwereaStif.Whydoyouask?” 
 

“Ifmyinstructoristalkingaboutme,”Isay,asfirmlyasIcan,“Iwanttoknowwhat 
he’ssaying.”IhopeItelaconvincinglie.“Heisn’tcoming,ishe?” 
 

“No.Henevercomestothis,”shesays.“It’sprobablylostitsappeal.Notmuch 
scareshim,youknow.” 
 

Heisn’tcoming.Somethinginmedeflateslikeanuntiedbaloon.Iignoreitandnod.I 
doknowthatFourisnotacoward.ButIalsoknowthatatleastonethingdoesscare 
him:heights.Whateverwe’redoing,itmustinvolvebeinghighupforhimtoavoidit. 
Shemustnotknowthatifshespeaksofhimwithsuchreverenceinhervoice. 
 

“Doyouknowhimwel?”Iask.Iamtoocurious;Ialwayshavebeen. 
 

“EveryoneknowsFour,”shesays.“Wewereinitiatestogether.Iwasbadatfighting, 
sohetaughtmeeverynightaftereveryonewasasleep.”Shescratchesthebackof 
herneck,herexpressionsuddenlyserious.“Niceofhim.” 
 

Shegetsupandstandsbehindthememberssitinginthedoorway.Inasecond,her 
seriousexpressionisgone,butIstilfeelratledbywhatshesaid,halfconfusedbythe 
ideaofFourbeing“nice”andhalfwantingtopunchherfornoapparentreason. 
 

“Herewego!”shoutsShauna.Thetraindoesn’tslowdown,butshethrowsherself 
outofthecar.Theothermembersfolowher,astreamofblack-clothed,pierced 
peoplenotmucholderthanIam.IstandinthedoorwaynexttoUriah.Thetrainis 
goingmuchfasterthanithaseveryothertimeI’vejumped,butIcan’tlosemynerve 
now,infrontofalthesemembers.SoIjump,hitingthegroundhardandstumbling 
forwardafewstepsbeforeIregainmybalance. 
 

UriahandIjogtocatchuptothemembers,alongwiththeotherinitiates,whobarely 
lookinmydirection. 
 

IlookaroundasIwalk.TheHubisbehindus,blackagainsttheclouds,butthe 
buildingsaroundmearedarkandsilent.Thatmeanswemustbenorthofthebridge, 
wherethecityisabandoned. 
 

WeturnacornerandspreadoutaswewalkdownMichiganAvenue.Southofthe 
bridge,MichiganAvenueisabusystreet,crawlingwithpeople,buthereitisbare. 
 

AssoonasIliftmyeyestoscanthebuildings,Iknowwherewe’regoing:theempty 
Hancockbuilding,ablackpilarwithcrisscrossedgirders,thetalestbuildingnorthof 
thebridge. 
 

Butwhatarewegoingtodo?Climbit? 
 

Aswegetcloser,themembersstarttorun,andUriahandIsprinttocatchthem. 
Jostlingoneanotherwiththeirelbows,theypushthroughasetofdoorsatthe 
building’sbase.Theglassinoneofthemisbroken,soitisjustaframe.Istepthrough 
itinsteadofopeningitandfolowthemembersthroughaneerie,darkentryway, 



 

 

crunchingbrokenglassbeneathmyfeet. 
 

Iexpectustogoupthestairs,butwestopattheelevatorbank. 



 

 

“Dotheelevatorswork?”IaskUriah,asquietlyasIcan. 
 

“Suretheydo,”saysZeke,rolinghiseyes.“YouthinkI’mstupidenoughnottocome 
hereearlyandturnontheemergencygenerator?” 
 

“Yeah,”saysUriah.“Ikindado.” 
 

Zekeglaresathisbrother,thenputshiminaheadlockandrubshisknucklesinto 
Uriah’sskul.ZekemaybesmalerthanUriah,buthemustbestronger.Oratleast 
faster.Uriahsmackshimintheside,andheletsgo. 
 

IgrinatthesightofUriah’sdisheveledhair,andtheelevatordoorsopen.Wepilein, 
membersinoneandinitiatesintheother.Agirlwithashavedheadstompsonmytoes 
onthewayinanddoesn’tapologize.Igrabmyfoot,wincing,andconsiderkickingher 
intheshins.Uriahstaresathisreflectionintheelevatordoorsandpatshishairdown. 
 

“Whatfloor?”thegirlwiththeshavedheadsays. 
 

“Onehundred,”Isay. 
 

“Howwouldyouknowthat?” 
 

“Lynn,comeon,”saysUriah.“Benice.” 
 

“We’reinaone-hundred-storyabandonedbuildingwithsomeDauntless,”Iretort. 

“Whydon’tyouknowthat?” 
 

Shedoesn’trespond.Shejustjamsherthumbintotherightbuton. 
 

Theelevatorzoomsupwardsofastmystomachsinksandmyearspop.Igraba 
railingatthesideoftheelevator,watchingthenumbersclimb.Wepasstwenty,and 
thirty,andUriah’shairisfinalysmooth.Fifty,sixty,andmytoesaredonethrobbing.  
Ninety-eight,ninety-nine,andtheelevatorcomestoastopatonehundred.I’mgladwe 
didn’ttakethestairs. 
 

“Iwonderhowwe’lgettotherooffrom…”Uriah’svoicetrailsof. 
 

Astrongwindhitsme,pushingmyhairacrossmyface.Thereisagapingholeinthe 
ceilingofthehundredthfloor.Zekepropsanaluminumladderagainstitsedgeand 
startstoclimb.Theladdercreaksandswaysbeneathhisfeet,buthekeepsclimbing, 
whistlingashedoes.Whenhereachestheroof,heturnsaroundandholdsthetopof 
theladderforthenextperson. 
 

Partofmewondersifthisisasuicidemissiondisguisedasagame. 
 

Itisn’tthefirsttimeI’vewonderedthatsincetheChoosingCeremony. 
 

IclimbtheladderafterUriah.ItremindsmeofclimbingtherungsontheFeriswheel 
withFourcloseatmyheels.Irememberhisfingersonmyhipagain,howtheykeptme 
fromfaling,andIalmostmissastepontheladder.Stupid. 
 

Bitingmylip,ImakeittothetopandstandontheroofoftheHancockbuilding. 
 



 

 

ThewindissopowerfulIhearandfeelnothingelse.IhavetoleanagainstUriahto 
keepfromfalingover.Atfirst,alIseeisthemarsh,wideandbrownandeverywhere, 



 

 

touchingthehorizon,devoidoflife.Intheotherdirectionisthecity,andinmanywaysit 
isthesame,lifelessandwithlimitsIdonotknow. 
 

Uriahpointstosomething.Atachedtooneofthepolesontopofthetowerisasteel 
cableasthickasmywrist.Onthegroundisapileofblackslingsmadeoftoughfabric, 
largeenoughtoholdahumanbeing.Zekegrabsoneandatachesittoapuleythat 
hangsfromthesteelcable. 
 

Ifolowthecabledown,overtheclusterofbuildingsandalongLakeShoreDrive.I 
don’tknowwhereitends.Onethingisclear,though:IfIgothroughwiththis,I’lfindout. 
 

We’regoingtoslidedownasteelcableinablackslingfromonethousandfeetup. 
 

“OhmyGod,”saysUriah. 
 

AlIcandoisnod. 
 

Shaunaisthefirstpersontogetinthesling.Shewrigglesforwardonherstomach 
untilmostofherbodyissupportedbyblackfabric.ThenZekepulsastrapacrossher 
shoulders,thesmalofherback,andthetopofherthighs.Hepulsher,inthesling,to 
theedgeofthebuildingandcountsdownfromfive.Shaunagivesathumbs-upashe 
shovesherforward,intonothingness. 
 

LynngaspsasShaunahurtlestowardthegroundatasteepincline,headfirst.Ipush 
pasthertoseebeter.ShaunastayssecureintheslingforaslongasIcanseeher, 
andthenshe’stoofaraway,justablackspeckoverLakeShoreDrive. 
 

Thememberswhoopandpumptheirfistsandformaline,sometimesshovingone 
anotheroutofthewaytogetabeterplace.SomehowIamthefirstinitiateinline,right 
infrontofUriah.Onlysevenpeoplestandbetweenmeandthezipline. 
 

Stil,thereisapartofmethatgroans,Ihavetowaitforsevenpeople?Itisa 
strangeblendofterorandeagerness,unfamiliaruntilnow. 
 

Thenextmember,ayoung-lookingboywithhairdowntohisshoulders,jumpsinto 
theslingonhisbackinsteadofhisstomach.HestretcheshisarmswideasZeke 
shoveshimdownthesteelcable. 
 

Noneofthemembersseematalafraid.Theyactliketheyhavedonethisa 
thousandtimesbefore,andmaybetheyhave.ButwhenIlookovermyshoulder,Isee 
thatmostoftheinitiateslookpaleorworied,eveniftheytalkexcitedlytooneanother. 
Whathappensbetweeninitiationandmembershipthattransformspanicintodelight? 
Ordopeoplejustgetbeterathidingtheirfear? 
 

Threepeopleinfrontofme.Anothersling;amembergetsinfeet-firstandcrosses 
herarmsoverherchest.Twopeople.Atal,thickboyjumpsupanddownlikeachild 
beforeclimbingintotheslingandletsoutahighscreechashedisappears,makingthe 
girlinfrontofmelaugh.Oneperson. 
 

Shehopsintotheslingface-firstandkeepsherhandsinfrontofherasZeke 



 

 

tightensherstraps.Andthenit’smyturn. 
 

IshudderasZekehangsmyslingfromthecable.Itrytoclimbin,butIhavetrouble; 



 

 

myhandsareshakingtoobadly. 
 

“Don’twory,”Zekesaysrightnexttomyear.Hetakesmyarmandhelpsmegetin, 
facedown. 
 

Thestrapstightenaroundmymidsection,andZekeslidesmeforward,totheedge 
oftheroof.Istaredownthebuilding’ssteelgirdersandblackwindows,althewayto 
thecrackedsidewalk.Iamafoolfordoingthis.Andafoolforenjoyingthefeelingof 
myheartslammingagainstmysternumandsweatgatheringinthelinesofmypalms. 
 

“Ready,Stif?”Zekesmirksdownatme.“Ihavetosay,I’mimpressedthatyouaren’t 
screamingandcryingrightnow.” 
 

“Itoldyou,”Uriahsays.“She’sDauntlessthroughandthrough.Nowgetonwithit.” 
 

“Careful,brother,orImightnottightenyourstrapsenough,”Zekesays.Hesmacks 

hisknee.“Andthen,splat!” 
 

“Yeah,yeah,”Uriahsays.“Andthenourmotherwouldboilyoualive.” 
 

Hearinghimtalkabouthismother,abouthisintactfamily,makesmychesthurtfora 
second,likesomeonepierceditwithaneedle. 
 

“Onlyifshefoundout.”Zeketugsonthepuleyatachedtothesteelcable.Itholds, 
whichisfortunate,becauseifitbreaks,mydeathwilbeswiftandcertain.Helooks 
downatmeandsays,“Ready,set,g—” 
 

Beforehecanfinishtheword“go,”hereleasestheslingandIforgethim,Iforget 
Uriah,andfamily,andalthethingsthatcouldmalfunctionandleadtomydeath.Ihear 
metalslidingagainstmetalandfeelwindsointenseitforcestearsintomyeyesasI 
hurtletowardtheground. 
 

IfeellikeIamwithoutsubstance,withoutweight.Aheadofmethemarshlookshuge, 
itspatchesofbrownspreadingfartherthanIcansee,evenupthishigh.Theairisso 
coldandsofastthatithurtsmyface.Ipickupspeedandashoutofexhilarationrises 
withinme,stoppedonlybythewindthatfilsmymouththesecondmylipspart. 
 

Heldsecurebythestraps,IthrowmyarmsouttothesideandimaginethatIam 
flying.Iplungetowardthestreet,whichiscrackedandpatchyandfolowsperfectlythe 
curveofthemarsh.Icanimagine,uphere,howthemarshlookedwhenitwasfulof 
water,likeliquidsteelasitreflectedthecolorofthesky. 
 

Myheartbeatssohardithurts,andIcan’tscreamandIcan’tbreathe,butIalsofeel 
everything,everyveinandeveryfiber,everyboneandeverynerve,alawakeand 
buzzinginmybodyasifchargedwithelectricity.Iampureadrenaline. 
 

Thegroundgrowsandbulgesbeneathme,andIcanseethetinypeoplestandingon 
thepavementbelow.Ishouldscream,likeanyrationalhumanbeingwould,butwhenI 
openmymouthagain,Ijustcrowwithjoy.Iyellouder,andthefiguresontheground 
pumptheirfistsandyelback,buttheyaresofarawayIcanbarelyhearthem. 
 



 

 

Ilookdownandthegroundsmearsbeneathme,algrayandwhiteandblack,glass 
andpavementandsteel.Tendrilsofwind,softashair,wraparoundmyfingersand 



 

 

pushmyarmsback.Itrytopulmyarmstomychestagain,butIamnotstrongenough. 
Thegroundgrowsbiggerandbigger. 
 

Idon’tslowdownforanotherminuteatleastbutsailparaleltotheground,likeabird. 
 

WhenIslowdown,Irunmyfingersovermyhair.Thewindteaseditintoknots.I 
hangabouttwentyfeetabovetheground,butthatheightseemslikenothingnow.I 
reachbehindmeandworktoundothestrapsholdingmein.Myfingersshake,butIstil 
managetoloosenthem.Acrowdofmembersstandsbelow.Theygrasponeanother’s 
arms,forminganetoflimbsbeneathme. 
 

Inordertogetdown,Ihavetotrustthemtocatchme.Ihavetoacceptthatthese 
peoplearemine,andIamtheirs.Itisabraveractthanslidingdownthezipline. 
 

Iwriggleforwardandfal.Ihittheirarmshard.Wristbonesandforearmspressinto 
myback,andthenpalmswraparoundmyarmsandpulmetomyfeet.Idon’tknow 
whichhandsholdmeandwhichhandsdon’t;Iseegrinsandhearlaughter. 
 

“What’dyouthink?”Shaunasays,clappingmeontheshoulder. 
 

“Um…”Althemembersstareatme.TheylookaswindblownasIfeel,thefrenzyof 
adrenalineintheireyesandtheirhairaskew.IknowwhymyfathersaidtheDauntless 
wereapackofmadmen.Hedidn’t—couldn’t—understandthekindofcamaraderiethat 
formsonlyafteryou’vealriskedyourlivestogether. 
 

“WhencanIgoagain?”Isay.Mysmilestretcheswideenoughtoshowteeth,and 
whentheylaugh,Ilaugh.IthinkofclimbingthestairswiththeAbnegation,ourfeet 
findingthesamerhythm,alofusthesame.Thisisn’tlikethat.Wearenotthesame. 
Butweare,somehow,one. 
 

IlooktowardtheHancockbuilding,whichissofarfromwhereIstandthatIcan’tsee 
thepeopleonitsroof. 
 

“Look!Thereheis!”someonesays,pointingovermyshoulder.Ifolowthepointed 
fingertowardasmaldarkshapeslidingdownthesteelwire.AfewsecondslaterIhear 
abloodcurdlingscream. 
 

“Ibethe’lcry.” 
 

“Zeke’sbrother,cry?Noway.Hewouldgetpunchedsohard.” 
 

“Hisarmsareflailing!” 
 

“Hesoundslikeastrangledcat,”Isay.Everyonelaughsagain.Ifeelatwingeofguilt 
forteasingUriahwhenhecan’thearme,butIwouldhavesaidthesamethingifhe 
werestandinghere.Ihope. 
 

WhenUriahfinalycomestoastop,Ifolowthememberstomeethim.Welineup 
beneathhimandthrustourarmsintothespacebetweenus.Shaunaclampsahand 
aroundmyelbow.Igrabanotherarm—I’mnotsurewhoitbelongsto,therearetoo 
manytangledhands—andlookupather. 
 



 

 

“Pretysurewecan’tcalyou‘Stif’anymore,”Shaunasays.Shenods.“Tris.” 



 

 

 

IstilsmellikewindwhenIwalkintothecafeteriathatevening.ForthesecondafterI 
walkin,IstandamongacrowdofDauntless,andIfeellikeoneofthem.ThenShauna 
wavestomeandthecrowdbreaksapart,andIwalktowardthetablewhereChristina, 
Al,andWilsit,gapingatme. 
 

Ididn’tthinkaboutthemwhenIacceptedUriah’sinvitation.Inaway,itissatisfyingto 
seestunnedlooksontheirfaces.ButIdon’twantthemtobeupsetwithmeeither. 
 

“Wherewereyou?”asksChristina.“Whatwereyoudoingwiththem?” 
 

“Uriah…youknow,theDauntless-bornwhowasonourcapturetheflagteam?”Isay. 
“Hewasleavingwithsomeofthemembersandhebeggedthemtoletmecomealong. 
Theydidn’trealywantmethere.SomegirlnamedLynnsteppedonme.” 
 

“Theymaynothavewantedyoutherethen,”saysWilquietly,“buttheyseemtolike 
younow.” 
 

“Yeah,”Isay.Ican’tdenyit.“I’mgladtobeback,though.” 
 

Hopefulytheycan’ttelI’mlying,butIsuspecttheycan.Icaughtsightofmyselfina 
windowonthewayintothecompound,andmycheeksandeyeswerebothbright,my 
hairtangled.IlooklikeIhaveexperiencedsomethingpowerful. 
 

“Wel,youmissedChristinaalmostpunchinganErudite,”saysAl.Hisvoicesounds 
eager.IcancountonAltotrytobreakthetension.“Hewashereaskingforopinions 
abouttheAbnegationleadership,andChristinatoldhimthereweremoreimportant 
thingsforhimtobedoing.” 
 

“Whichshewascompletelyrightabout,”addsWil.“Andhegottestywithher.Big 
mistake.” 
 

“Huge,”Isay,nodding.IfIsmileenough,maybeIcanmakethemforgettheir 
jealousy,orhurt,orwhateverisbrewingbehindChristina’seyes. 
 

“Yeah,”shesays.“Whileyouwereofhavingfun,Iwasdoingthedirtyworkof 
defendingyouroldfaction,eliminatinginterfactionconflict…” 
 

“Comeon,youknowyouenjoyedit,”saysWil,nudgingherwithhiselbow.“Ifyou’re 
notgoingtotelthewholestory,Iwil.Hewasstanding…” 
 

Willaunchesintohisstory,andInodalonglikeI’mlistening,butalIcanthinkabout 
isstaringdownthesideoftheHancockbuilding,andtheimageIgotofthemarshful 
ofwater,restoredtoitsformerglory.IlookoverWil’sshoulderatthemembers,who 
arenowflickingbitsoffoodatoneanotherwiththeirforks. 
 

It’sthefirsttimeIhavebeenrealyeagertobeoneofthem. 
 

WhichmeansIhavetosurvivethenextstageofinitiation. 



 

 

CHAPTEREIGHTEEN 
 

 

ASFARAS Icantel,thesecondstageofinitiationinvolvessitinginadarkhalwaywiththe 
otherinitiates,wonderingwhat’sgoingtohappenbehindacloseddoor. 
 

Uriahsitsacrossfromme,withMarleneonhisleftandLynnonhisright.The 
Dauntless-borninitiatesandthetransferswereseparatedduringstageone,butwewil 
betrainingtogetherfromnowon.That’swhatFourtoldusbeforehedisappeared 
behindthedoor. 
 

“So,”saysLynn,scufingthefloorwithhershoe.“Whichoneofyouisrankedfirst, 
huh?” 
 

Herquestionismetwithsilenceatfirst,andthenPeterclearshisthroat. 
 

“Me,”hesays. 
 

“BetIcouldtakeyou.”Shesaysitcasualy,turningtheringinhereyebrowwithher 
fingertips.“I’msecond,butIbetanyofuscouldtakeyou,transfer.” 
 

Ialmostlaugh.IfIwasstilAbnegation,hercommentwouldberudeandoutofplace, 
butamongtheDauntless,chalengeslikethatseemcommon.Iamalmoststartingto 
expectthem. 
 

“Iwouldn’tbesosureaboutthat,ifIwereyou,”Petersays,hiseyesglitering. 
“Who’sfirst?” 
 

“Uriah,”shesays.“AndIamsure.Youknowhowmanyyearswe’vespentpreparing 
forthis?” 
 

Ifsheintendstointimidateus,itworks.Ialreadyfeelcolder. 
 

BeforePetercanrespond,Fouropensthedoorandsays,“Lynn.”Hebeckonsto 
her,andshewalksdownthehalway,thebluelightattheendmakingherbarehead 
glow. 
 

“Soyou’refirst,”WilsaystoUriah. 
 

Uriahshrugs.“Yeah.And?” 
 

“Andyoudon’tthinkit’salitleunfairthatyou’vespentyourentirelifegetingready 
forthis,andwe’reexpectedtolearnitalinafewweeks?”Wilsays,hiseyes 
narowing. 
 

“Notrealy.Stageonewasaboutskil,sure,butnoonecanprepareforstagetwo,” 
hesays.“Atleast,soI’mtold.” 
 

Noonerespondstothat.Wesitinsilencefortwentyminutes.Icounteachminute 
onmywatch.Thenthedooropensagain,andFourcalsanothername. 
 

“Peter,”hesays. 
 



 

 

Eachminutewearsintomelikeascrapeofsandpaper.Gradualy,ournumbers 
begintodwindle,andit’sjustmeandUriahandDrew.Drew’slegbounces,andUriah’s 



 

 

fingerstapagainsthisknee,andItrytositperfectlystil.Ihearonlymuteringfromthe 
roomattheendofthehalway,andIsuspectthisisanotherpartofthegametheylike 
toplaywithus.Terifyingusateveryopportunity. 
 

Thedooropens,andFourbeckonstome.“Comeon,Tris.” 
 

Istand,mybacksorefromleaningagainstthewalforsolong,andwalkpastthe 
otherinitiates.Drewsticksouthislegtotripme,butIhopoveritatthelastsecond. 
 

Fourtouchesmyshouldertoguidemeintotheroomandclosesthedoorbehindme. 
 

WhenIseewhat’sinside,Irecoilimmediately,myshouldershitinghischest. 
 

Intheroomisarecliningmetalchair,similartotheoneIsatinduringtheaptitude 
test.Besideitisafamiliarmachine.Thisroomhasnomirorsandbarelyanylight. 
Thereisacomputerscreenonadeskinthecorner. 
 

“Sit,”Foursays.Hesqueezesmyarmsandpushesmeforward. 
 

“What’sthesimulation?”Isay,tryingtokeepmyvoicefromshaking.Idon’tsucceed. 
 

“Everhearthephrase‘faceyourfears’?”hesays.“We’retakingthatliteraly.The 
simulationwilteachyoutocontrolyouremotionsinthemidstofafrighteningsituation.” 
 

Itouchawaveringhandtomyforehead.Simulationsaren’treal;theyposenoreal 
threattome,sologicaly,Ishouldn’tbeafraidofthem,butmyreactionisvisceral.It 
takesalthewilpowerIhaveformetosteermyselftowardthechairandsitdowninit 
again,pressingmyskulintotheheadrest.Thecoldfromthemetalseepsthroughmy 
clothes. 
 

“Doyoueveradministertheaptitudetests?”Isay.Heseemsqualified. 
 

“No,”hereplies.“IavoidStifsasmuchaspossible.” 
 

Idon’tknowwhysomeonewouldavoidtheAbnegation.TheDauntlessorthe 

Candor,maybe,becausebraveryandhonestymakepeopledostrangethings,butthe 

Abnegation? 
 

“Why?” 
 

“DoyouaskmethatbecauseyouthinkI’lactualyanswer?” 
 

“Whydoyousayvaguethingsifyoudon’twanttobeaskedaboutthem?” 
 

Hisfingersbrushmyneck.Mybodytenses.Atendergesture?No—hehastomove 
myhairtotheside.Hetapssomething,andItiltmyheadbacktoseewhatitis.Four 
holdsasyringewithalongneedleinonehand,histhumbagainsttheplunger.The 
liquidinthesyringeistintedorange. 
 

“Aninjection?”Mymouthgoesdry.Idon’tusualymindneedles,butthisoneishuge. 
 

“Weuseamoreadvancedversionofthesimulationhere,”hesays,“adiferent 
serum,nowiresorelectrodesforyou.” 
 



 

 

“Howdoesitworkwithoutwires?” 
 

“Wel,Ihavewires,soIcanseewhat’sgoingon,”hesays.“Butforyou,there’sa 



 

 

tinytransmiterintheserumthatsendsdatatothecomputer.” 
 

Heturnsmyarmoverandeasesthetipoftheneedleintothetenderskinonthe 
sideofmyneck.Adeepachespreadsthroughmythroat.Iwinceandtrytofocuson 
hiscalmface. 
 

“Theserumwilgointoefectinsixtyseconds.Thissimulationisdiferentfromthe 
aptitudetest,”hesays.“Inadditiontocontainingthetransmiter,theserumstimulates 
theamygdala,whichisthepartofthebraininvolvedinprocessingnegativeemotions —
likefear—andtheninducesahalucination.Thebrain’selectricalactivityisthen 
transmitedtoourcomputer,whichthentranslatesyourhalucinationintoasimulated 
imagethatIcanseeandmonitor.IwilthenforwardtherecordingtoDauntless 
administrators.Youstayinthehalucinationuntilyoucalmdown—thatis,loweryour 
heartrateandcontrolyourbreathing.” 
 

Itrytofolowhiswords,butmythoughtsaregoinghaywire.Ifeelthetrademark 
symptomsoffear:sweatypalms,racingheart,tightnessinmychest,drymouth,alump 
inmythroat,dificultybreathing.Heplantshishandsoneithersideofmyheadand 
leansoverme. 
 

“Bebrave,Tris,”hewhispers.“Thefirsttimeisalwaysthehardest.” 
 

HiseyesarethelastthingIsee. 
 
 
 
 

Istandinafieldofdrygrassthatcomesuptomywaist.Theairsmelslikesmoke 
andburnsmynostrils.Abovemetheskyisbile-
colored,andthesightofitfilsmewith anxiety,mybodycringingawayfromit. 
 

Ihearflutering,likethepagesofabookblownbythewind,butthereisnowind.The 
airisstilandsoundlessapartfromtheflapping,neitherhotnorcold—notlikeairatal, 
butIcanstilbreathe.Ashadowswoopsoverhead. 
 

Somethinglandsonmyshoulder.Ifeelitsweightandtheprickoftalonsandflingmy 
armforwardtoshakeitof,myhandbatingatit.Ifeelsomethingsmoothandfragile.A 
feather.Ibitemylipandlooktotheside.Ablackbirdthesizeofmyforearmturnsits 
headandfocusesonebeadyeyeonme. 
 

Igritmyteethandhitthecrowagainwithmyhand.Itdigsinitstalonsanddoesn’t 
move.Icryout,morefrustratedthanpained,andhitthecrowwithbothhands,butit 
staysinplace,resolute,oneeyeonme,feathersgleamingintheyelowlight.Thunder 
rumblesandIhearthepaterofrainontheground,butnorainfals. 
 

Theskydarkens,likeacloudispassingoverthesun.Stilcringingawayfromthe 
crow,Ilookup.Aflockofcrowsstormstowardme,anadvancingarmyofoutstretched 
talonsandopenbeaks,eachonesquawking,filingtheairwithnoise.Thecrows 
descendinasinglemass,divingtowardtheearth,hundredsofbeadyblackeyes 



 

 

shining. 
 

Itrytorun,butmyfeetarefirmlyplantedandrefusetomove,likethecrowonmy 



 

 

shoulder.Iscreamastheysuroundme,feathersflappinginmyears,beakspecking 
atmyshoulders,talonsclingingtomyclothes.Iscreamuntiltearscomefrommyeyes, 
myarmsflailing.Myhandshitsolidbodiesbutdonothing;therearetoomany.Iam 
alone.Theynipatmyfingertipsandpressagainstmybody,wingsslidingacrossthe 
backofmyneck,feettearingatmyhair. 
 

Itwistandwrenchandfaltotheground,coveringmyheadwithmyarms.They 
screamagainstme.Ifeelawigglinginthegrass,acrowforcingitswayundermyarm. 
Iopenmyeyesanditpecksatmyface,itsbeakhitingmeinthenose.Blooddrips 
ontothegrassandIsob,hitingitwithmypalm,butanothercrowwedgesundermy 
otherarmanditsclawssticktothefrontofmyshirt. 
 

Iamscreaming;Iamsobbing. 
 

“Help!”Iwail.“Help!” 
 

Andthecrowsflapharder,aroarinmyears.Mybodyburns,andtheyare 
everywhere,andIcan’tthink,Ican’tbreathe.Igaspforairandmymouthfilswith 
feathers,feathersdownmythroat,inmylungs,replacingmybloodwithdeadweight. 
 

“Help,”Isobandscream,insensible,ilogical.Iamdying;Iamdying;Iamdying. 
 

MyskinsearsandIambleeding,andthesquawkingissoloudmyearsareringing, 
butIamnotdying,andIrememberthatitisn’treal,butitfeelsreal,itfeelssoreal.Be 
brave.Four’svoicescreamsinmymemory.Icryouttohim,inhalingfeathersand 
exhaling“Help!”Buttherewilbenohelp;Iamalone. 
 

Youstayinthehalucinationuntilyoucancalmdown,hisvoicecontinues,andI 
cough,andmyfaceiswetwithtears,andanothercrowhaswriggledundermyarms, 
andIfeeltheedgeofitssharpbeakagainstmymouth.Itsbeakwedgespastmylips 
andscrapesmyteeth.ThecrowpushesitsheadintomymouthandIbitehard,tasting 
somethingfoul.Ispitandclenchmyteethtoformabarier,butnowafourthcrowis 
pushingatmyfeet,andafifthcrowispeckingatmyribs. 
 

Calmdown.Ican’t,Ican’t.Myheadthrobs. 
 

Breathe.Ikeepmymouthclosedandsuckairintomynose.Ithasbeenhourssince 
Iwasaloneinthefield;ithasbeendays.Ipushairoutofmynose.Myheartpounds 
hardinmychest.Ihavetoslowitdown.Ibreatheagain,myfacewetwithtears. 
 

Isobagain,andforcemyselfforward,stretchingoutonthegrass,whichprickles 
againstmyskin.Iextendmyarmsandbreathe.Crowspushandprodatmysides, 
wormingtheirwaybeneathme,andIletthem.Ilettheflappingofwingsandthe 
squawkingandthepeckingandtheproddingcontinue,relaxingonemuscleatatime, 
resigningmyselftobecomingapeckedcarcass. 
 

Thepainoverwhelmsme. 
 

Iopenmyeyes,andIamsitinginthemetalchair. 
 



 

 

Iscreamandhitmyarmsandheadandlegstogetthebirdsofme,buttheyare 
gone,thoughIcanstilfeelthefeathersbrushingthebackofmyneckandthetalonsin 



 

 

myshoulderandmyburningskin.Imoanandpulmykneestomychest,buryingmy 
faceinthem. 
 

Ahandtouchesmyshoulder,andIflingafistout,hitingsomethingsolidbutsoft. 
“Don’ttouchme!”Isob. 
 

“It’sover,”Foursays.Thehandshiftsawkwardlyovermyhair,andIremembermy 
fatherstrokingmyhairwhenhekissedmegoodnight,mymothertouchingmyhair 
whenshetrimmeditwiththescissors.Irunmypalmsalongmyarms,stilbrushingof 
feathers,thoughIknowtherearen’tany. 
 

“Tris.” 
 

Irockbackandforthinthemetalchair. 
 

“Tris,I’mgoingtotakeyoubacktothedorms,okay?” 
 

“No!”Isnap.Iliftmyheadandglareathim,thoughIcan’tseehimthroughtheblurof 
tears.“Theycan’tseeme…notlikethis…” 
 

“Oh,calmdown,”hesays.Herolshiseyes.“I’ltakeyououtthebackdoor.” 
 

“Idon’tneedyouto…”Ishakemyhead.MybodyistremblingandIfeelsoweakI’m 
notsureIcanstand,butIhavetotry.Ican’tbetheonlyonewhoneedstobewalked 
backtothedorms.Eveniftheydon’tseeme,they’lfindout,they’ltalkaboutme— 
 

“Nonsense.” 
 

Hegrabsmyarmandhaulsmeoutofthechair.Iblinkthetearsfrommyeyes,wipe 
mycheekswiththeheelofmyhand,andlethimsteermetowardthedoorbehindthe 
computerscreen. 
 

Wewalkdownthehalwayinsilence.Whenwe’reafewhundredyardsawayfrom 
theroom,Iyankmyarmawayandstop. 
 

“Whydidyoudothattome?”Isay.“Whatwasthepointofthat,huh?Iwasn’taware 
thatwhenIchoseDauntless,Iwassigningupforweeksoftorture!” 
 

“Didyouthinkovercomingcowardicewouldbeeasy?”hesayscalmly. 
 

“Thatisn’tovercomingcowardice!Cowardiceishowyoudecidetobeinreallife, 
andinreallife,Iamnotgetingpeckedtodeathbycrows,Four!”Ipressmypalmsto 
myfaceandsobintothem. 
 

Hedoesn’tsayanything,juststandsthereasIcry.Itonlytakesmeafewsecondsto 
stopandwipemyfaceagain.“Iwanttogohome,”Isayweakly. 
 

Buthomeisnotanoptionanymore.Mychoicesarehereorthefactionlessslums. 
 

Hedoesn’tlookatmewithsympathy.Hejustlooksatme.Hiseyeslookblackinthe 
dimcoridor,andhismouthissetinahardline. 
 

“Learninghowtothinkinthemidstoffear,”hesays,“isalessonthateveryone, 



 

 

evenyourStiffamily,needstolearn.That’swhatwe’retryingtoteachyou.Ifyoucan’t 
learnit,you’lneedtogettheheloutofhere,becausewewon’twantyou.” 



 

 

“I’mtrying.”Mylowerliptrembles.“ButIfailed.I’mfailing.” 

Hesighs.“Howlongdoyouthinkyouspentinthathalucination,Tris?” 

“Idon’tknow.”Ishakemyhead.“Ahalfhour?” 
 

“Threeminutes,”hereplies.“Yougotoutthreetimesfasterthantheotherinitiates. 
Whateveryouare,you’renotafailure.” 
 

Threeminutes? 
 

Hesmilesalitle.“Tomorowyou’lbebeteratthis.You’lsee.” 
 

“Tomorow?” 
 

Hetouchesmybackandguidesmetowardthedormitory.Ifeelhisfingertipsthrough 
myshirt.Theirgentlepressuremakesmeforgetthebirdsforamoment. 
 

“Whatwasyourfirsthalucination?”Isay,glancingathim. 
 

“Itwasn’ta‘what’somuchasa‘who.’”Heshrugs.“It’snotimportant.” 
 

“Andareyouoverthatfearnow?” 
 

“Notyet.”Wereachthedoortothedormitory,andheleansagainstthewal,sliding 
hishandsintohispockets.“Imayneverbe.” 
 

“Sotheydon’tgoaway?” 
 

“Sometimestheydo.Andsometimesnewfearsreplacethem.”Histhumbshook 
aroundhisbeltloops.“Butbecomingfearlessisn’tthepoint.That’simpossible.It’s 

learninghowtocontrolyourfear,andhowtobefreefromit,that’sthepoint.” 
 

Inod.IusedtothinktheDauntlesswerefearless.Thatishowtheyseemed,anyway. 
ButmaybewhatIsawasfearlesswasactualyfearundercontrol. 
 

“Anyway,yourfearsarerarelywhattheyappeartobeinthesimulation,”headds. 
 

“Whatdoyoumean?” 
 

“Wel,areyourealyafraidofcrows?”hesays,halfsmilingatme.Theexpression 
warmshiseyesenoughthatIforgethe’smyinstructor.He’sjustaboy,talkingcasualy, 
walkingmetomydoor.“Whenyouseeone,doyourunawayscreaming?” 
 

“No.Iguessnot.”Ithinkaboutsteppingclosertohim,notforanypracticalreason, 
butjustbecauseIwanttoseewhatitwouldbeliketostandthatclosetohim;just 
becauseIwantto. 
 

Foolish,avoiceinmyheadsays. 
 

Istepcloserandleanagainstthewaltoo,tiltingmyheadsidewaystolookathim.As 
IdidontheFeriswheel,Iknowexactlyhowmuchspacethereisbetweenus.Six 
inches.Ilean.Lessthansixinches.Ifeelwarmer,likehe’sgivingofsomekindof 
energythatIamonlynowcloseenoughtofeel. 
 



 

 

“SowhatamIrealyafraidof?”Isay. 
 

“Idon’tknow,”hesays.“Onlyyoucanknow.” 



 

 

Inodslowly.Thereareadozenthingsitcouldbe,butI’mnotsurewhichoneisright, 
orifthere’sevenonerightone. 
 

“Ididn’tknowbecomingDauntlesswouldbethisdificult,”Isay,andasecondlater,I 
amsurprisedthatIsaidit;surprisedthatIadmitedtoit.Ibitetheinsideofmycheek 
andwatchFourcarefuly.Wasitamistaketotelhimthat? 
 

“Itwasn’talwayslikethis,I’mtold,”hesays,liftingashoulder.Myadmissiondoesn’t 
appeartobotherhim.“BeingDauntless,Imean.” 
 

“Whatchanged?” 
 

“Theleadership,”hesays.“Thepersonwhocontrolstrainingsetsthestandardof 
Dauntlessbehavior.SixyearsagoMaxandtheotherleaderschangedthetraining 
methodstomakethemmorecompetitiveandmorebrutal,saiditwassupposedtotest 
people’sstrength.AndthatchangedtheprioritiesofDauntlessasawhole.Betyou 
can’tguesswhotheleaders’newprotégéis.” 
 

Theanswerisobvious:Eric.Theytrainedhimtobevicious,andnowhewiltrainthe 
restofustobevicioustoo. 
 

IlookatFour.Theirtrainingdidn’tworkonhim. 
 

“Soifyouwererankedfirstinyourinitiateclass,”Isay,“whatwasEric’srank?” 
 

“Second.” 
 

“Sohewastheirsecondchoiceforleadership.”Inodslowly.“Andyouweretheir 
first.” 
 

“Whatmakesyousaythat?” 
 

“ThewayEricwasactingatdinnerthefirstnight.Jealous,eventhoughhehaswhat 
hewants.” 
 

Fourdoesn’tcontradictme.Imustberight.Iwanttoaskwhyhedidn’ttakethe 
positiontheleadersoferedhim;whyheissoresistanttoleadershipwhenheseems 
tobeanaturalleader.ButIknowhowFourfeelsaboutpersonalquestions. 
 

Isnif,wipemyfaceonemoretime,andsmoothdownmyhair. 
 

“DoIlooklikeI’vebeencrying?”Isay. 
 

“Hmm.”Heleansinclose,narowinghiseyeslikehe’sinspectingmyface.Asmile 
tugsatthecornerofhismouth.Evencloser,sowewouldbebreathingthesameair—
if Icouldremembertobreathe. 
 

“No,Tris,”hesays.Amoreseriouslookreplaceshissmileasheadds,“Youlook 
toughasnails.” 



 

 

CHAPTERNINETEEN 
 

 

WHEN IWALKIN,mostoftheotherinitiates—Dauntless-bornandtransferalike—are 
crowdedbetweentherowsofbunkbedswithPeterattheircenter.Heholdsapieceof 
paperinbothhands. 
 

“ThemassexodusofthechildrenofAbnegationleaderscannotbeignoredor 
atributedtocoincidence,”hereads.“TherecenttransferofBeatriceandCaleb 
Prior,thechildrenofAndrewPrior,calsintoquestionthesoundnessof 
Abnegation’svaluesandteachings.” 
 

Coldcreepsupmyspine.Christina,standingontheedgeofthecrowd,looksover 
hershoulderandspotsme.Shegivesmeaworiedlook.Ican’tmove.Myfather.Now 
theEruditeareatackingmyfather. 
 

“Whyelsewouldthechildrenofsuchanimportantmandecidethatthelifestyle 

hehassetoutforthemisnotanadmirableone?”Petercontinues.“MolyAtwood,a 

felowDauntlesstransfer,suggestsadisturbedandabusiveupbringingmightbeto 

blame.‘Iheardhertalkinginhersleeponce,’Molysays.‘Shewastelingher 

fathertostopdoingsomething.Idon’tknowwhatitwas,butitgaveher nightmares.’” 
 
 

SothisisMoly’srevenge.ShemusthavetalkedtotheEruditereporterthat 
Christinayeledat. 
 

Shesmiles.Herteetharecrooked.IfIknockedthemout,Imightbedoinghera 
favor. 
 

“What?”Idemand.OrItrytodemand,butmyvoicecomesoutstrangledand 

scratchy,andIhavetoclearmythroatandsayitagain.“What?” 
 

Peterstopsreading,andafewpeopleturnaround.Some,likeChristina,lookatme 
inapityingway,theireyebrowsdrawnin,theirmouthsturneddownatthecorners.But 
mostgivemelitlesmirksandeyeoneanothersuggestively.Peterturnslast,witha 
widesmile. 
 

“Givemethat,”Isay,holdingoutmyhand.Myfaceburns. 
 

“ButI’mnotdonereading,”hereplies,laughterinhisvoice.Hiseyesscanthepaper 

again.“However,perhapstheanswerliesnotinamoralybereftman,butinthe 

coruptedidealsofanentirefaction.Perhapstheansweristhatwehaveentrusted 
ourcitytoagroupofproselytizingtyrantswhodonotknowhowtoleadusoutof 
povertyandintoprosperity.” 
 

Istormuptohimandtrytosnatchthepaperfromhishands,butheholdsitup,high 
abovemyheadsoIcan’treachitunlessIjump,andIwon’tjump.Instead,Iliftmyheel 
andstompashardasIcanwherethebonesinhisfootconnecttohistoes.Hegrits 



 

 

histeethtostifleagroan. 



 

 

ThenIthrowmyselfatMoly,hopingtheforceoftheimpactwilsurpriseherand 
knockherdown,butbeforeIcandoanydamage,coldhandsclosearoundmywaist. 
 

“That’smyfather!”Iscream.“Myfather,youcoward!” 
 

Wilpulsmeawayfromher,liftingmeoftheground.Mybreathscomefast,andI 
struggletograbthepaperbeforeanyonecanreadanotherwordofit.Ihavetoburnit; 
Ihavetodestroyit;Ihaveto. 
 

Wildragsmeoutoftheroomandintothehalway,hisfingernailsdiggingintomy 
skin.Oncethedoorshutsbehindhim,heletsgo,andIshovehimashardasIcan. 
 

“What?DidyouthinkIcouldn’tdefendmyselfagainstthatpieceofCandortrash?” 
 

“No,”saysWil.Hestandsinfrontofthedoor.“IfiguredI’dstopyoufromstartinga 
brawlinthedormitory.Calmdown.” 
 

Ilaughalitle.“Calmdown?Calmdown?That’smyfamilythey’retalkingabout, 

that’smyfaction!” 
 

“No,it’snot.”Therearedarkcirclesunderhiseyes;helooksexhausted.“It’syour 
oldfaction,andthere’snothingyoucandoaboutwhattheysay,soyoumightaswel 
justignoreit.” 
 

“Wereyouevenlistening?”Theheatinmycheeksisgone,andmybreathsare 
moreevennow.“Yourstupidex-factionisn’tjustinsultingAbnegationanymore.They’re 
calingforanoverthrowoftheentiregovernment.” 
 

Willaughs.“No,they’renot.They’rearogantanddul,andthat’swhyIleftthem,but 
theyaren’trevolutionaries.Theyjustwantmoresay,that’sal,andtheyresent 
Abnegationforrefusingtolistentothem.” 
 

“Theydon’twantpeopletolisten,theywantpeopletoagree,”Ireply.“Andyou 
shouldn’tbulypeopleintoagreeingwithyou.”Itouchmypalmstomycheeks.“Ican’t 
believemybrotherjoinedthem.” 
 

“Hey.They’renotalbad,”hesayssharply. 
 

Inod,butIdon’tbelievehim.Ican’timagineanyoneemergingfromtheErudite 
unscathed,thoughWilseemsalright. 
 

Thedooropensagain,andChristinaandAlwalkout. 
 

“It’smyturntogettatooed,”shesays.“Wanttocomewithus?” 
 

Ismoothmyhair.Ican’tgobackintothedormitory.EvenifWilletme,Iam 
outnumberedthere.Myonlychoiceistogowiththemandtrytoforgetwhat’s 
happeningoutsidetheDauntlesscompound.Ihaveenoughtoworyaboutwithout 
anxietyaboutmyfamily. 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Aheadofme,AlgivesChristinaapiggybackride.Sheshrieksashecharges 
throughthecrowd.Peoplegivehimawideberth,whentheycan. 



 

 

Myshoulderstilburns.Christinapersuadedmetojoinheringetingatatooofthe 
Dauntlessseal.Itisacirclewithaflameinsideit.Mymotherdidn’tevenreacttothe 
oneonmycolarbone,soIdon’thaveasmanyreservationsaboutgetingtatoos. 
Theyareapartoflifehere,justasintegraltomyinitiationaslearningtofight. 
 

Christinaalsopersuadedmetopurchaseashirtthatexposesmyshouldersand 
colarbone,andtolinemyeyeswithblackpencilagain.Idon’tbotherobjectingtoher 
makeoveratemptsanymore.EspecialysinceIfindmyselfenjoyingthem. 
 

WilandIwalkbehindChristinaandAl. 
 

“Ican’tbelieveyougotanothertatoo,”hesays,shakinghishead. 
 

“Why?”Isay.“BecauseI’maStif?” 
 

“No.Becauseyou’re…sensible.”Hesmiles.Histeetharewhiteandstraight.“So, 
whatwasyourfeartoday,Tris?” 
 

“Toomanycrows,”Ireply.“You?” 
 

Helaughs.“Toomuchacid.” 
 

Idon’taskwhatthatmeans. 
 

“It’srealyfascinatinghowitalworks,”hesays.“It’sbasicalyastrugglebetween 
yourthalamus,whichisproducingthefear,andyourfrontallobe,whichmakes 
decisions.Butthesimulationisalinyourhead,soeventhoughyoufeellikesomeone 
isdoingittoyou,it’sjustyou,doingittoyourselfand…”Hetrailsof.“Sory.Isound 
likeanErudite.Justahabit.” 
 

Ishrug.“It’sinteresting.” 
 

AlalmostdropsChristina,andsheslapsherhandsaroundthefirstthingshecan 
grab,whichjusthappenstobehisface.Hecringesandadjustshisgriponherlegs.At 
aglance,Alseemshappy,butthereissomethingheavyaboutevenhissmiles.Iam 
woriedabouthim. 
 

IseeFourstandingbythechasm,agroupofpeoplearoundhim.Helaughssohard 
hehastograbtherailingforbalance.Judgingbythebotleinhishandandthe 
brightnessofhisface,he’sintoxicated,oronhiswaythere.Ihadbeguntothinkof 
Fourasrigid,likeasoldier,andforgotthathe’salsoeighteen. 
 

“Uh-oh,”saysWil.“Instructoralert.” 
 

“Atleastit’snotEric,”Isay.“He’dprobablymakeusplaychickenorsomething.” 
 

“Sure,butFourisscary.RememberwhenheputthegunuptoPeter’shead?Ithink 
Peterwethimself.” 
 

“Peterdeservedit,”Isayfirmly. 
 

Wildoesn’targuewithme.Hemighthave,afewweeksago,butnowwe’vealseen 
whatPeteriscapableof. 
 



 

 

“Tris!”Fourcalsout.WilandIexchangealook,halfsurpriseandhalf 



 

 

apprehension.Fourpulsawayfromtherailingandwalksuptome.Aheadofus,Aland 
Christinastoprunning,andChristinaslidestotheground.Idon’tblamethemfor 
staring.Therearefourofus,andFourisonlytalkingtome. 
 

“Youlookdiferent.”Hiswords,normalycrisp,arenowsluggish. 
 

“Sodoyou,”Isay.Andhedoes—
helooksmorerelaxed,younger.“Whatareyou doing?” 
 

“Flirtingwithdeath,”hereplieswithalaugh.“Drinkingnearthechasm.Probablynota 

goodidea.” 
 

“No,itisn’t.”I’mnotsureIlikeFourthisway.There’ssomethingunsetlingaboutit. 

“Didn’tknowyouhadatatoo,”hesays,lookingatmycolarbone. 
 

Hesipsthebotle.Hisbreathsmelsthickandsharp.Likethefactionlessman’s 
breath. 
 

“Right.Thecrows,”hesays.Heglancesoverhisshoulderathisfriends,whoare 
caryingonwithouthim,unlikemine.Headds,“I’daskyoutohangoutwithus,but 
you’renotsupposedtoseemethisway.” 
 

Iamtemptedtoaskhimwhyhewantsmetohangoutwithhim,butIsuspectthe 
answerhassomethingtodowiththebotleinhishand. 
 

“Whatway?”Iask.“Drunk?” 
 

“Yeah…wel,no.”Hisvoicesoftens.“Real,Iguess.” 
 

“I’lpretendIdidn’t.” 
 

“Niceofyou.”Heputshislipsnexttomyearandsays,“Youlookgood,Tris.” 
 

Hiswordssurpriseme,andmyheartleaps.Iwishitdidn’t,becausejudgingbythe 
wayhiseyesslideovermine,hehasnoideawhathe’ssaying.Ilaugh.“Domeafavor 
andstayawayfromthechasm,okay?” 
 

“Ofcourse.”Hewinksatme. 
 

Ican’thelpit.Ismile.Wilclearshisthroat,butIdon’twanttoturnawayfromFour, 
evenwhenhewalksbacktohisfriends. 
 

ThenAlrushesatmelikearolingboulderandthrowsmeoverhisshoulder.Ishriek, 
myfacehot. 
 

“Comeon,litlegirl,”hesays,“I’mtakingyoutodinner.” 

IrestmyelbowsonAl’sbackandwaveatFourashecariesmeaway. 
 

“IthoughtIwouldrescueyou,”Alsaysaswewalkaway.Hesetsmedown.“What 

wasthatalabout?” 
 

Heistryingtosoundlighthearted,butheasksthequestionalmostsadly.Hestil 



 

 

carestoomuchaboutme. 
 

“Yeah,Ithinkwe’dalliketoknowtheanswertothatquestion,”saysChristinaina 



 

 

singsongvoice.“Whatdidhesaytoyou?” 
 

“Nothing.”Ishakemyhead.“Hewasdrunk.Hedidn’tevenknowwhathewas 
saying.”Iclearmythroat.“That’swhyIwasgrinning.It’s…funnytoseehimthatway.” 
 

“Right,”saysWil.“Couldn’tpossiblybebecause—” 
 

IelbowWilhardintheribsbeforehecanfinishhissentence.Hewascloseenough 
tohearwhatFoursaidtomeaboutlookinggood.Idon’tneedhimtelingeveryone 
aboutit,especialynotAl.Idon’twanttomakehimfeelworse. 
 

AthomeIusedtospendcalm,pleasantnightswithmyfamily.Mymotherknit 
scarvesfortheneighborhoodkids.MyfatherhelpedCalebwithhishomework.There 
wasafireinthefireplaceandpeaceinmyheart,asIwasdoingexactlywhatIwas 
supposedtobedoing,andeverythingwasquiet. 
 

Ihaveneverbeencariedaroundbyalargeboy,orlaugheduntilmystomachhurtat 
thedinnertable,orlistenedtotheclamorofahundredpeoplealtalkingatonce. 
Peaceisrestrained;thisisfree. 



 

 

CHAPTERTWENTY 
 

 

IBREATHETHROUGH mynose.In,out.In. 
 

“It’sjustasimulation,Tris,”Foursaysquietly. 
 

He’swrong.Thelastsimulationbledintomylife,wakingandsleeping.Nightmares, 
notjustfeaturingthecrowsbutthefeelingsIhadinthesimulation—terorand 
helplessness,whichIsuspectiswhatIamrealyafraidof.Suddenfitsofterorinthe 
shower,atbreakfast,onthewayhere.Nailsbitendownsofarmynailbedsache.And 
Iamnottheonlyonewhofeelsthisway;Icantel. 
 

StilInodandclosemyeyes. 
 
 
 
 

Iamindarkness.ThelastthingIrememberisthemetalchairandtheneedleinmy 
arm.Thistimethereisnofield;therearenocrows.Myheartpoundsinanticipation. 
Whatmonsterswilcreepfromthedarknessandstealmyrationality?HowlongwilI 
havetowaitforthem? 
 

Ablueorblightsupafewfeetaheadofme,andthenanotherone,filingtheroom 
withlight.IamonthePitfloor,nexttothechasm,andtheinitiatesstandaroundme, 
theirarmsfoldedandtheirfacesblank.IsearchforChristinaandfindherstanding 
amongthem.Noneofthemmove.Theirstilnessmakesmythroatfeeltight. 
 

Iseesomethinginfrontofme—myownfaintreflection.Itouchit,andmyfingersfind 
glass,coolandsmooth.Ilookup.Thereisapaneaboveme;Iaminaglassbox.I 
pressabovemyheadtoseeifIcanforcetheboxopen.Itdoesn’tbudge.Iamsealed in. 

 

Myheartbeatsfaster.Idon’twanttobetrapped.Someonetapsonthewalinfront 
ofme.Four.Hepointsatmyfeet,smirking. 
 

Afewsecondsago,myfeetweredry,butnowIstandinhalfaninchofwater,and 
mysocksaresoggy.Icrouchtoseewherethewateriscomingfrom,butitseemsto 
becomingfromnowhere,risingupfromthebox’sglassbotom.IlookupatFour,and 
heshrugs.Hejoinsthecrowdofinitiates. 
 

Thewaterrisesfast.Itnowcoversmyankles.Ipoundagainsttheglasswithmyfist. 
 

“Hey!”Isay.“Letmeoutofhere!” 
 

Thewaterslidesupmybarecalvesasitrises,coolandsoft.Ihittheglassharder. 
 

“Getmeoutofhere!” 
 

IstareatChristina.SheleansovertoPeter,whostandsbesideher,andwhispers 
somethinginhisear.Theybothlaugh. 



 

 

 

Thewatercoversmythighs.Ipoundbothfistsagainsttheglass.I’mnottryingtoget 
theiratentionanymore;I’mtryingtobreakout.Frantic,Ibangagainsttheglassas 



 

 

hardasIcan.Istepbackandthrowmyshoulderintothewal,once,twice,threetimes, 
fourtimes.Ihitthewaluntilmyshoulderaches,screamingforhelp,watchingthewater 
risetomywaist,myribcage,mychest. 
 

“Help!”Iscream.“Please!Pleasehelp!” 
 

Islaptheglass.Iwildieinthistank.Idragmyshakinghandsthroughmyhair. 
 

IseeWilstandingamongtheinitiates,andsomethingticklesatthebackofmymind. 

Somethinghesaid.Comeon,think.Istoptryingtobreaktheglass.It’shardto 
breathe,butIhavetotry.I’lneedasmuchairasIcangetinafewseconds. 
 

Mybodyrises,weightlessinthewater.Ifloatclosertotheceilingandtiltmyhead 
backasthewatercoversmychin.Gasping,Ipressmyfacetotheglassaboveme, 
suckinginasmuchairasIcan.Thenthewatercoversme,sealingmeintothebox. 
 

Don’tpanic.It’snouse—myheartpoundsandmythoughtsscater.Ithrashinthe 
water,smackingthewals.IkicktheglassashardasIcan,butthewaterslowsdown 
myfoot.Thesimulationisalinyourhead. 
 

Iscream,andwaterfilsmymouth.Ifit’sinmyhead,Icontrolit.Thewaterburnsmy 
eyes.Theinitiates’passivefacesstarebackatme.Theydon’tcare. 
 

Iscreamagainandshovethewalwithmypalm.Ihearsomething.Acrackingsound. 
WhenIpulmyhandaway,thereisalineintheglass.Islammyotherhandnexttothe 
firstanddriveanothercrackthroughtheglass,thisonespreadingoutwardfrommy 
palminlong,crookedfingers.MychestburnslikeIjustswalowedfire.Ikickthewal. 
Mytoesachefromtheimpact,andIhearalong,lowgroan. 
 

Thepaneshaters,andtheforceofthewateragainstmybackthrowsmeforward. 
Thereisairagain. 
 

Igaspandsitup.I’minthechair.Igulpandshakeoutmyhands.Fourstandstomy 
right,butinsteadofhelpingmeup,hejustlooksatme. 
 

“What?”Iask. 
 

“Howdidyoudothat?” 
 

“Dowhat?” 
 

“Cracktheglass.” 
 

“Idon’tknow.”Fourfinalyofersmehishand.Iswingmylegsoverthesideofthe 
chair,andwhenIstand,Ifeelsteady.Calm. 
 

Hesighsandgrabsmebytheelbow,halfleadingandhalfdraggingmeoutofthe 
room.Wewalkquicklydownthehalway,andthenIstop,pulingmyarmback.He 
staresatmeinsilence.Hewon’tgivemeinformationwithoutprompting. 
 

“What?”Idemand. 
 

“You’reDivergent,”hereplies. 



 

 

 

Istareathim,fearpulsingthroughmelikeelectricity.Heknows.Howdoesheknow? 



 

 

Imusthaveslippedup.Saidsomethingwrong. 
 

Ishouldactcasual.Ileanback,pressingmyshoulderstothewal,andsay,“What’s 

Divergent?” 
 

“Don’tplaystupid,”hesays.“Isuspecteditlasttime,butthistimeit’sobvious.You 
manipulatedthesimulation;you’reDivergent.I’ldeletethefootage,butunlessyou 
wanttowindupdeadatthebotomofthechasm,you’lfigureouthowtohideitduring 
thesimulations!Now,ifyou’lexcuseme.” 
 

Hewalksbacktothesimulationroomandslamsthedoorbehindhim.Ifeelmy 
heartbeatinmythroat.Imanipulatedthesimulation;Ibroketheglass.Ididn’tknowthat 
wasanactofDivergence. 
 

Howdidhe? 
 

Ipushmyselfawayfromthewalandstartdownthehalway.Ineedanswers,andI 
knowwhohasthem. 
 
 
 
 

IwalkstraighttothetatooplacewhereIlastsawTori. 
 

Therearen’tmanypeopleout,becauseit’smidafter-noonandmostofthemareat 
workoratschool.Therearethreepeopleinthetatooplace:theothertatooartist, 
whoisdrawingaliononanotherman’sarm,andTori,whoissortingthroughastackof 
paperonthecounter.ShelooksupwhenIwalkin. 
 

“Helo,Tris,”shesays.Sheglancesattheothertatooartist,whoistoofocusedon 
whathe’sdoingtonoticeus.“Let’sgointheback.” 
 

Ifolowherbehindthecurtainthatseparatesthetworooms.Thenextroomcontains 
afewchairs,sparetatooneedles,ink,padsofpaper,andframedartwork.Toridraws 
thecurtainshutandsitsinoneofthechairs.Isitnexttoher,tappingmyfeettogive 
myselfsomethingtodo. 
 

“What’sgoingon?”shesays.“Howarethesimulationsgoing?” 
 

“Realywel.”Inodafewtimes.“Alitletoowel,Ihear.” 
 

“Ah.” 
 

“Pleasehelpmeunderstand,”Isayquietly.“Whatdoesitmeantobe…”Ihesitate.I 
shouldnotsaytheword“Divergent”here.“WhatthehelamI?Whatdoesithavetodo 
withthesimulations?” 
 

Tori’sdemeanorchanges.Sheleansbackandcrossesherarms.Herexpression 
becomesguarded. 
 

“Amongotherthings,you…youaresomeonewhoisaware,whentheyareina 
simulation,thatwhattheyareexperiencingisnotreal,”shesays.“Someonewhocan 



 

 

thenmanipulatethesimulationorevenshutitdown.Andalso…”Sheleansforward 
andlooksintomyeyes.“Someonewho,becauseyouarealsoDauntless…tendsto 



 

 

die.” 
 

Aweightsetlesonmychest,likeeachsentenceshespeaksispilingthere.Tension 
buildsinsidemeuntilIcan’tstandtoholditinanymore—Ihavetocry,orscream,or… 
 

Iletoutaharshlitlelaughthatdiesalmostassoonasit’sbornandsay,“SoI’m 
goingtodie,then?” 
 

“Notnecessarily,”shesays.“TheDauntlessleadersdon’tknowaboutyouyet.I 
deletedyouraptituderesultsfromthesystemimmediatelyandmanualyloggedyour 

resultasAbnegation.Butmakenomistake—iftheydiscoverwhatyouare,theywilkil 
you.” 
 

Istareatherinsilence.Shedoesn’tlookcrazy.Shesoundssteady,ifalitleurgent, 
andI’veneversuspectedherofbeingunbalanced,butshemustbe.Therehasn’tbeen 
amurderinourcityaslongasI’vebeenalive.Evenifindividualsarecapableofit,the 
leadersofafactioncan’tpossiblybe. 
 

“You’reparanoid,”Isay.“TheleadersoftheDauntlesswouldn’tkilme.Peopledon’t 
dothat.Notanymore.That’sthepointofalthis…althefactions.” 
 

“Oh,youthinkso?”Sheplantsherhandsonherkneesandstaresrightatme,her 
featurestautwithsuddenferocity.“Theygotmybrother,whynotyou,huh?What 
makesyouspecial?” 
 

“Yourbrother?”Isay,narowingmyeyes. 
 

“Yeah.Mybrother.HeandIbothtransferedfromErudite,onlyhisaptitudetestwas 
inconclusive.Onthelastdayofsimulations,theyfoundhisbodyinthechasm.Saidit 
wasasuicide.Onlymybrotherwasdoingwelintraining,hewasdatinganother 
initiate,hewashappy.”Sheshakesherhead.“Youhaveabrother,right?Don’tyou 
thinkyouwouldknowifhewassuicidal?” 
 

ItrytoimagineCalebkilinghimself.Eventhethoughtsoundsridiculoustome.Even 
ifCalebwasmiserable,itwouldnotbeanoption. 
 

Hersleevesareroledup,soIcanseeatatooofariveronherrightarm.Didshe 
getitafterherbrotherdied?Wastheriveranotherfearsheovercame? 
 

Shelowershervoice.“Inthesecondstageoftraining,Georgiegotrealygood, 
realyfast.Hesaidthesimulationsweren’tevenscarytohim…theywerelikeagame. 
Sotheinstructorstookaspecialinterestinhim.Piledintotheroomwhenhewent 
under,insteadofjustletingtheinstructorreporthisresults.Whisperedabouthimal 
thetime.Thelastdayofsimulations,oneoftheDauntlessleaderscameintoseeit 
himself.Andthenextday,Georgiewasgone.” 
 

Icouldbegoodatthesimulations,ifImasteredwhateverforcehelpedmebreakthe 
glass.Icouldbesogoodthataltheinstructorstooknotice.Icould,butwilI? 
 

“Isthatalitis?”Isay.“Justchangingthesimulations?” 
 



 

 

“Idoubtit,”shesays,“butthat’salIknow.” 
 

“Howmanypeopleknowaboutthis?”Isay,thinkingofFour.“Aboutmanipulatingthe 



 

 

simulations?” 
 

“Twokindsofpeople,”shesays.“Peoplewhowantyoudead.Orpeoplewhohave 
experienceditthemselves.Firsthand.Orsecondhand,likeme.” 
 

Fourtoldmehewoulddeletetherecordingofmebreakingtheglass.Hedoesn’t 
wantmedead.IsheDivergent?Wasafamilymember?Afriend?Agirlfriend? 
 

Ipushthethoughtaside.Ican’tlethimdistractme. 
 

“Idon’tunderstand,”Isayslowly,“whytheDauntlessleaderscarethatIcan 
manipulatethesimulation.” 
 

“IfIhaditfiguredout,Iwouldhavetoldyoubynow.”Shepressesherlipstogether. 
“TheonlythingI’vecomeupwithisthatchangingthesimulationisn’twhattheycare 
about;it’sjustasymptomofsomethingelse.Somethingtheydocareabout.” 
 

Toritakesmyhandandpressesitbetweenherpalms. 
 

“Thinkaboutthis,”shesays.“Thesepeopletaughtyouhowtouseagun.They 
taughtyouhowtofight.Youthinkthey’reabovehurtingyou?Abovekilingyou?” 
 

Shereleasesmyhandandstands. 
 

“IhavetogoorBudwilaskquestions.Becareful,Tris.” 



 

 

CHAPTERTWENTY-ONE 
 

 

THEDOORTO thePitclosesbehindme,andIamalone.Ihavenotwalkedthistunnelsince 
thedayoftheChoosingCeremony.IrememberhowIwalkeditthen,myfootsteps 
unsteady,searchingforlight.Iwalkitsurefootednow.Idon’tneedlightanymore. 
 

IthasbeenfourdayssinceIspoketoTori.Sincethen,Eruditehasreleasedtwo 
articlesaboutAbnegation.ThefirstarticleaccusesAbnegationofwithholdingluxuries 
likecarsandfreshfruitfromtheotherfactionsinordertoforcetheirbeliefinself-
denialoneveryoneelse.WhenIreadit,IthoughtofWil’ssister,Cara,accusingmy 
motherofhoardinggoods. 
 

Thesecondarticlediscussesthefailingsofchoosinggovernmentoficialsbasedon 
theirfaction,askingwhyonlypeoplewhodefinethemselvesasselflessshouldbein 
government.Itpromotesareturntothedemocraticalyelectedpoliticalsystemsofthe 
past.Itmakesalotofsense,whichmakesmesuspectitisacalforrevolution 
wrappedintheclothingofrationality. 
 

Ireachtheendofthetunnel.Thenetstretchesacrossthegapinghole,justasitdid 
whenIlastsawit.IclimbthestairstothewoodenplatformwhereFourpuledmeto 
solidgroundandgrabthebarthatthenetisatachedto.Iwouldnothavebeenableto 
liftmybodyupwithjustmyarmswhenIfirstgothere,butnowIdoitalmostwithout 
thinkingandrolintothecenterofthenet. 
 

Abovemearetheemptybuildingsthatstandattheedgeofthehole,andthesky.Itis 
darkblueandstarless.Thereisnomoon. 
 

Thearticlestroubledme,butIhadfriendstocheermeup,andthatissomething. 
Whenthefirstonewasreleased,ChristinacharmedoneofthecooksintheDauntless 
kitchens,andheletustrysomecakebater.Afterthesecondarticle,Uriahand 
Marlenetaughtmeacardgame,andweplayedfortwohoursinthedininghal. 
 

Tonight,though,Iwanttobealone.Morethanthat,IwanttorememberwhyIcame 
here,andwhyIwassodeterminedtostayherethatIwouldjumpofabuildingforit, 
evenbeforeIknewwhatbeingDauntlesswas.Iworkmyfingersthroughtheholesin 
thenetbeneathme. 
 

IwantedtobeliketheDauntlessIsawatschool.Iwantedtobeloudanddaringand 
freelikethem.Buttheywerenotmembersyet;theywerejustplayingatbeing 
Dauntless.AndsowasI,whenIjumpedofthatroof.Ididn’tknowwhatfearwas. 
 

Inthepastfourdays,Ifacedfourfears.InoneIwastiedtoastakeandPeterseta 
firebeneathmyfeet.InanotherIwasdrowningagain,thistimeinthemiddleofan 
oceanasthewaterragedaroundme.Inthethird,Iwatchedasmyfamilyslowlybledto 
death.Andinthefourth,Iwasheldatgunpointandforcedtoshootthem.Iknowwhat 
fearisnow. 
 



 

 

Windrushesoverthelipoftheholeandwashesoverme,andIclosemyeyes.In 
mymindIstandattheedgeoftheroofagain.IundothebutonsofmygrayAbnegation 



 

 

shirt,exposingmyarms,revealingmoreofmybodythananyoneelsehaseverseen.I 
baltheshirtupandhurlitatPeter’schest. 
 

Iopenmyeyes.No,Iwaswrong;Ididn’tjumpoftheroofbecauseIwantedtobe 
liketheDauntless.IjumpedofbecauseIalreadywaslikethem,andIwantedtoshow 
myselftothem.IwantedtoacknowledgeapartofmyselfthatAbnegationdemanded 
thatIhide. 
 

Istretchmyhandsovermyheadandhooktheminthenetagain.Ireachwithmy 
toesasfarasIcan,takingupasmuchofthenetaspossible.Thenightskyisempty 
andsilent,andforthefirsttimeinfourdays,soismymind. 
 
 
 
 

Iholdmyheadinmyhandsandbreathedeeply.Todaythesimulationwasthesame 
asyesterday:Someoneheldmeatgunpointandorderedmetoshootmyfamily.When 
Iliftmyhead,IseethatFouriswatchingme. 
 

“Iknowthesimulationisn’treal,”Isay. 
 

“Youdon’thavetoexplainittome,”hereplies.“Youloveyourfamily.Youdon’twant 
toshootthem.Notthemostunreasonablethingintheworld.” 
 

“InthesimulationistheonlytimeIgettoseethem,”Isay.EventhoughhesaysI 
don’t,IfeellikeIhavetoexplainwhythisfearissodificultformetoface.Itwistmy 
fingerstogetherandpulthemapart.Mynailbedsarebitenraw—Ihavebeenchewing 
themasIsleep.Iwaketobloodyhandseverymorning.“Imissthem.Youeverjust 
…missyourfamily?” 
 

Fourlooksdown.“No,”hesayseventualy.“Idon’t.Butthat’sunusual.” 
 

Itisunusual,sounusualitdistractsmefromthememoryofholdingaguntoCaleb’s 
chest.Whatwashisfamilylikethathenolongercaresaboutthem? 
 

Ipausewithmyhandonthedoorknobandlookbackathim. 
 

Areyoulikeme?Iaskhimsilently.AreyouDivergent? 
 

Eventhinkingthewordfeelsdangerous.Hiseyesholdmine,andasthesilent 
secondspass,helookslessandlessstern.Ihearmyheartbeat.Ihavebeenlooking 
athimtoolong,butthen,hehasbeenlookingback,andIfeellikewearebothtryingto 
saysomethingtheothercan’thear,thoughIcouldbeimaginingit.Toolong—
andnow, evenlonger,myheartevenlouder,histranquileyesswalowingmewhole. 
 

Ipushthedooropenandhurydownthehalway. 
 

Ishouldn’tbesoeasilydistractedbyhim.Ishouldn’tbeabletothinkofanythingbut 
initiation.Thesimulationsshoulddisturbmemore;theyshouldbreakmymind,asthey 
havebeendoingtomostoftheotherinitiates.Drewdoesn’tsleep—hejuststaresat 
thewal,curledinabal.Alscreamseverynightfromhisnightmaresandcriesintohis 



 

 

pilow.Mynightmaresandchewedfingernailspalebycomparison. 
 

Al’sscreamswakemeeverytime,andIstareatthespringsabovemeandwonder 



 

 

whatonearthiswrongwithme,thatIstilfeelstrongwheneveryoneelseisbreaking 
down.IsitbeingDivergentthatmakesmesteady,orisitsomethingelse? 
 

WhenIgetbacktothedormitory,IexpecttofindthesamethingIfoundtheday 
before:afewinitiateslyingonbedsorstaringatnothing.Insteadtheystandinagroup 
ontheotherendoftheroom.Ericisinfrontofthemwithachalkboardinhishands, 
whichisfacingtheotherway,soIcan’tseewhat’swritenonit.IstandnexttoWil. 
 

“What’sgoingon?”Iwhisper.Ihopeitisn’tanotherarticle,becauseI’mnotsureI 
canhandleanymorehostilitydirectedatme. 
 

“Rankingsforstagetwo,”hesays. 
 

“Ithoughtthereweren’tanycutsafterstagetwo,”Ihiss. 
 

“Therearen’t.It’sjustaprogressreport,sortof.” 
 

Inod. 
 

Thesightoftheboardmakesmefeeluneasy,likesomethingisswimminginmy 
stomach.Ericliftstheboardabovehisheadandhangsitonthenail.Whenhesteps 
aside,theroomfalssilent,andIcranemynecktoseewhatitsays. 
 

Mynameisinthefirstslot. 
 

Headsturninmydirection.Ifolowthelistdown.ChristinaandWilareseventhand 
ninth,respectively.Peterissecond,butwhenIlookatthetimelistedbyhisname,I 
realizethatthemarginbetweenusisconspicuouslywide. 
 

Peter’saveragesimulationtimeiseightminutes.Mineistwominutes,forty-
five seconds. 
 

“Nicejob,Tris,”Wilsaysquietly. 
 

Inod,stilstaringattheboard.IshouldbepleasedthatIamrankedfirst,butIknow 
whatthatmeans.IfPeterandhisfriendshatedmebefore,theywildespisemenow. 
NowIamEdward.Itcouldbemyeyenext.Orworse. 
 

IsearchforAl’snameandfinditinthelastslot.Thecrowdofinitiatesbreaksup 
slowly,leavingjustme,Peter,Wil,andAlstandingthere.IwanttoconsoleAl.Totel 
himthattheonlyreasonthatI’mdoingwelisthatthere’ssomethingdiferentaboutmy 
brain. 
 

Peterturnsslowly,everylimbinfusedwithtension.Aglarewouldhavebeenless 
threateningthanthelookhegivesme—alookofpurehatred.Hewalkstowardhis 
bunk,butatthelastsecond,hewhipsaroundandshovesmeagainstawal,ahandon 
eachofmyshoulders. 
 

“IwilnotbeoutrankedbyaStif,”hehisses,hisfacesoclosetomineIcansmel 
hisstalebreath.“Howdidyoudoit,huh?Howtheheldidyoudoit?” 
 

Hepulsmeforwardafewinchesandthenslamsmeagainstthewalagain.Iclench 



 

 

myteethtokeepfromcryingout,thoughpainfromtheimpactwentalthewaydownmy 
spine.WilgrabsPeterbyhisshirtcolaranddragshimawayfromme. 



 

 

“Leaveheralone,”hesays.“Onlyacowardbuliesalitlegirl.” 
 

“Alitlegirl?”scofsPeter,throwingofWil’shand.“Areyoublind,orjuststupid? 

She’sgoingtoedgeyououtoftherankingsandoutofDauntless,andyou’regoingto 

getnothing,albecausesheknowshowtomanipulatepeopleandyoudon’t.Sowhen 
yourealizethatshe’souttoruinusal,youletmeknow.” 
 

Peterstormsoutofthedormitory.MolyandDrewfolowhim,looksofdisguston 
theirfaces. 
 

“Thanks,”Isay,noddingtoWil. 

“Isheright?”Wilasksquietly.“Areyoutryingtomanipulateus?” 
 

“HowonearthwouldIdothat?”Iscowlathim.“I’mjustdoingthebestIcan,like 
anyoneelse.” 
 

“Idon’tknow.”Heshrugsalitle.“Byactingweaksowepityyou?Andthenacting 
toughtopsycheusout?” 
 

“Psycheyouout?”Irepeat.“I’myourfriend.Iwouldn’tdothat.” 

Hedoesn’tsayanything.Icantelhedoesn’tbelieveme—notquite. 

“Don’tbeanidiot,Wil,”saysChristina,hoppingdownfromherbunk.Shelooksat 
mewithoutsympathyandadds,“She’snotacting.” 
 

Christinaturnsandleaves,withoutbangingthedoorshut.Wilfolows.Iamalonein 
theroomwithAl.Thefirstandthelast. 
 

Alhasneverlookedsmalbefore,buthedoesnow,withhisshouldersslumpedand 
hisbodycolapsingonitselflikecrumpledpaper.Hesitsdownontheedgeofhisbed. 
 

“Areyoualright?”Iask. 
 

“Sure,”hesays. 
 

Hisfaceisbrightred.Ilookaway.Askinghimwasjustaformality.Anyonewitheyes 
couldseethatAlisnotalright. 
 

“It’snotover,”Isay.“Youcanimproveyourrankifyou…” 
 

Myvoicetrailsofwhenhelooksupatme.Idon’tevenknowwhatIwouldsaytohim 
ifIfinishedmysentence.Thereisnostrategyforstagetwo.Itreachesdeepintothe 
heartofwhoweareandtestswhatevercourageisthere. 
 

“See?”hesays.“It’snotthatsimple.” 
 

“Iknowit’snot.” 
 

“Idon’tthinkyoudo,”hesays,shakinghishead.Hischinwobbles.“Foryouit’s 
easy.Alofthisiseasy.” 
 

“That’snottrue.” 
 



 

 

“Yeah,itis.”Hecloseshiseyes.“Youaren’thelpingmebypretendingitisn’t.Idon’t 
—I’mnotsureyoucanhelpmeatal.” 



 

 

IfeellikeIjustwalkedintoadownpour,andalmyclothesareheavywithwater;likeI 
amheavyandawkwardanduseless.Idon’tknowifhemeansthatnoonecanhelp 
him,orifI,specificaly,can’thelphim,butIwouldnotbeokaywitheitherinterpretation. 
Iwanttohelphim.Iampowerlesstodoso. 
 

“I…,”Istarttosay,meaningtoapologize,butforwhat?ForbeingmoreDauntless 
thanheis?Fornotknowingwhattosay? 
 

“Ijust…”Thetearsthathavebeengatheringinhiseyesspilover,wetinghis 
cheeks.“…wanttobealone.” 
 

Inodandturnawayfromhim.Leavinghimisnotagoodidea,butIcan’tstopmyself. 
Thedoorclicksintoplacebehindme,andIkeepwalking. 
 

Iwalkpastthedrinkingfountainandthroughthetunnelsthatseemedendlesstheday 
Igotherebutnowbarelyregisterinmymind.ThisisnotthefirsttimeIhavefailedmy 
familysinceIgothere,butforsomereason,itfeelsthatway.EveryothertimeIfailed, 
Iknewwhattodobutchosenottodoit.Thistime,Ididnotknowwhattodo.HaveI 
losttheabilitytoseewhatpeopleneed?HaveIlostpartofmyself? 
 

Ikeepwalking. 
 
 
 
 

IsomehowfindthehalwayIsatinthedayEdwardleft.Idon’twanttobealone,butI 
don’tfeellikeIhavemuchofachoice.Iclosemyeyesandpayatentiontothecold 
stonebeneathmeandbreathethemustyundergroundair. 
 

“Tris!”someonecalsfromtheendofthehalway.Uriahjogstowardme.Behindhim 
areLynnandMarlene.Lynnisholdingamufin. 
 

“ThoughtIwouldfindyouhere.”Hecrouchesnearmyfeet.“Iheardyougotranked 
first.” 
 

“Soyoujustwantedtocongratulateme?”Ismirk.“Wel,thanks.” 
 

“Someoneshould,”hesays.“AndIfiguredyourfriendsmightnotbeso 

congratulatory,sincetheirranksaren’tashigh.Soquitmopingandcomewithus.I’m 
goingtoshootamufinofMarlene’shead.” 
 

TheideaissoridiculousIcan’tstopmyselffromlaughing.IgetupandfolowUriah 
totheendofthehalway,whereMarleneandLynnarewaiting.Lynnnarowshereyes 
atme,butMarlenegrins. 
 

“Whyaren’tyououtcelebrating?”sheasks.“You’repracticalyguaranteedatopten 
spotifyoukeepitup.” 
 

“She’stooDauntlessfortheothertransfers,”Uriahsays. 
 

“AndtooAbnegationto‘celebrate,’”remarksLynn. 
 



 

 

Iignoreher.“WhyareyoushootingamufinofMarlene’shead?” 
 

“ShebetmeIcouldn’taimwelenoughtohitasmalobjectfromonehundredfeet,” 



 

 

Uriahexplains.“Ibethershedidn’thavethegutstostandthereasItried.Itworksout 
wel,realy.” 
 

ThetrainingroomwhereIfirstfiredagunisnotfarfrommyhiddenhalway.Weget 
thereinunderaminute,andUriahflipsonalightswitch.Itlooksthesameasthelast 
timeIwasthere:targetsononeendoftheroom,atablewithgunsontheother. 
 

“Theyjustkeeptheselyingaround?”Iask. 
 

“Yeah,buttheyaren’tloaded.”Uriahpulsuphisshirt.Thereisagunstuckunderthe 
waistbandofhispants,rightunderatatoo.Istareatthetatoo,tryingtofigureout 
whatitis,butthenheletshisshirtfal.“Okay,”hesays.“Gostandinfrontofatarget.” 
 

Marlenewalksaway,askipinherstep. 
 

“Youaren’tseriouslygoingtoshootather,areyou?”IaskUriah. 
 

“It’snotarealgun,”saysLynnquietly.“It’sgotplasticpeletsinit.Theworstit’ldois 
stingherface,maybegiveherawelt.Whatdoyouthinkweare,stupid?” 
 

Marlenestandsinfrontofoneofthetargetsandsetsthemufinonherhead.Uriah 
squintsoneeyeasheaimsthegun. 
 

“Wait!”calsoutMarlene.Shebreaksofapieceofthemufinandpopsitintoher 
mouth.“Mmkay!”sheshouts,thewordgarbledbyfood.ShegivesUriahathumbs-up. 
 

“Itakeityourranksweregood,”IsaytoLynn. 
 

Shenods.“Uriah’ssecond.I’mfirst.Marlene’sfourth.” 
 

“You’reonlyfirstbyahair,”saysUriahasheaims.Hesqueezesthetrigger.The 

mufinfalsofMarlene’shead.Shedidn’tevenblink. 
 

“Webothwin!”sheshouts. 
 

“Youmissyouroldfaction?”Lynnasksme. 
 

“Sometimes,”Isay.“Itwascalmer.Notasexhausting.” 
 

Marlenepicksupthemufinfromthegroundandbitesintoit.Uriahshouts,“Gross!” 
 

“Initiation’ssupposedtowearusdowntowhowerealyare.That’swhatEricsays, 
anyway,”Lynnsays.Shearchesaneyebrow. 
 

“Foursaysit’stoprepareus.” 
 

“Wel,theydon’tagreeonmuch.” 
 

Inod.FourtoldmethatEric’svisionforDauntlessisnotwhatit’ssupposedtobe, 
butIwishhewouldtelmeexactlywhathethinkstherightvisionis.Igetglimpsesofit 
everysooften—theDauntlesscheeringwhenIjumpedofthebuilding,thenetofarms 
thatcaughtmeafterziplining—buttheyarenotenough.HashereadtheDauntless 
manifesto?Isthatwhathebelievesin—inordinaryactsofbravery? 
 

Thedoortothetrainingroomopens.Shauna,Zeke,andFourwalkinjustasUriah 



 

 

firesatanothertarget.Theplasticpeletbouncesofthecenterofthetargetandrols 
alongtheground. 



 

 

“IthoughtIheardsomethinginhere,”saysFour. 
 

“Turnsoutit’smyidiotbrother,”saysZeke.“You’renotsupposedtobeinhereafter 
hours.Careful,orFourwiltelEric,andthenyou’lbeasgoodasscalped.” 
 

Uriahwrinkleshisnoseathisbrotherandputsthepeletgunaway.Marlenecrosses 
theroom,takingbitesofhermufin,andFourstepsawayfromthedoortoletusfile out. 

 

“Youwouldn’ttelEric,”saysLynn,eyeingFoursuspiciously. 
 

“No,Iwouldn’t,”hesays.AsIpasshim,herestshishandonthetopofmybackto 
ushermeout,hispalmpressingbetweenmyshoulderblades.Ishiver.Ihopehecan’t 
tel. 
 

Theotherswalkdownthehalway,ZekeandUriahshovingeachother,Marlene 

splitinghermufinwithShauna,Lynnmarchinginfront.Istarttofolowthem. 
 

“Waitasecond,”Foursays.Iturntowardhim,wonderingwhichversionofFourI’l 
seenow—theonewhoscoldsme,ortheonewhoclimbsFeriswheelswithme.He 
smilesalitle,butthesmiledoesn’tspreadtohiseyes,whichlooktenseandworied. 
 

“Youbelonghere,youknowthat?”hesays.“Youbelongwithus.It’lbeoversoon,so 
justholdon,okay?” 
 

Hescratchesbehindhisearandlooksaway,likehe’sembarassedbywhathesaid. 
 

Istareathim.Ifeelmyheartbeateverywhere,eveninmytoes.Ifeellikedoing 
somethingbold,butIcouldjustaseasilywalkaway.Iamnotsurewhichoptionis 
smarter,orbeter.IamnotsurethatIcare. 
 

Ireachoutandtakehishand.Hisfingersslidebetweenmine.Ican’tbreathe. 
 

Istareupathim,andhestaresdownatme.Foralongmoment,westaythatway. 
ThenIpulmyhandawayandrunafterUriahandLynnandMarlene.Maybenowhe 
thinksI’mstupid,orstrange.Maybeitwasworthit. 
 
 
 
 

Igetbacktothedormitorybeforeanyoneelsedoes,andwhentheystarttotricklein, 
Igetintobedandpretendtobeasleep.Idon’tneedanyofthem,notifthey’regoingto 
reactthiswaywhenIdowel.IfIcanmakeitthroughinitiation,IwilbeDauntless,andI 
won’thavetoseethemanymore. 
 

Idon’tneedthem—butdoIwantthem?EverytatooIgotwiththemisamarkoftheir 
friendship,andalmosteverytimeIhavelaughedinthisdarkplacewasbecauseof 
them.Idon’twanttolosethem.ButIfeellikeIhavealready. 
 

Afteratleastahalfhourofracingthoughts,Irolontomybackandopenmyeyes. 
Thedormitoryisdarknow—everyonehasgonetobed.Probablyexhaustedfrom 
resentingmesomuch,Ithinkwithawrysmile.Asifcomingfromthemosthated 



 

 

factionwasn’tenough,nowI’mshowingthemup,too. 



 

 

Igetoutofbedtogetadrinkofwater.I’mnotthirsty,butIneedtodosomething.My 
barefeetmakestickysoundsonthefloorasIwalk,myhandskimmingthewaltokeep 
mypathstraight.Abulbglowsblueabovethedrinkingfountain. 
 

Itugmyhairoveroneshoulderandbendover.Assoonasthewatertouchesmy 
lips,Ihearvoicesattheendofthehalway.Icreepclosertothem,trustingthedarkto 
keepmehidden. 
 

“Sofartherehaven’tbeenanysignsofit.”Eric’svoice.Signsofwhat? 
 

“Wel,youwouldn’thaveseenmuchofityet,”someonereplies.Afemalevoice;cold 
andfamiliar,butfamiliarlikeadream,notarealperson.“Combattrainingshowsyou 
nothing.Thesimulations,however,revealwhotheDivergentrebelsare,ifthereare 
any,sowewilhavetoexaminethefootageseveraltimestobesure.” 
 

Theword“Divergent”makesmegocold.Ileanforward,mybackpressedtothe 
stone,toseewhothefamiliarvoicebelongsto. 
 

“Don’tforgetthereasonIhadMaxappointyou,”thevoicesays.“Yourfirstpriorityis 
alwaysfindingthem.Always.” 
 

“Iwon’tforget.” 
 

Ishiftafewinchesforward,hopingIamstilhidden.Whoeverthatvoicebelongsto, 
sheispulingthestrings;sheisresponsibleforEric’sleadershipposition;sheisthe 
onewhowantsmedead.Itiltmyheadforward,strainingtoseethembeforetheyturn 
thecorner. 
 

Thensomeonegrabsmefrombehind. 
 

Istarttoscream,butahandclapsovermymouth.Itsmelslikesoapandit’sbig 
enoughtocoverthelowerhalfofmyface.Ithrash,butthearmsholdingmearetoo 
strong,andIbitedownononeofthefingers. 
 

“Ow!”aroughvoicecries. 
 

“Shutupandkeephermouthcovered.”Thatvoiceishigherthantheaveragemale’s 
andclearer.Peter. 
 

Astripofdarkclothcoversmyeyes,andanewpairofhandstiesitatthebackof 
myhead.Istruggletobreathe.Thereareatleasttwohandsonmyarms,draggingme 
forward,andoneonmyback,shovingmeinthesamedirection,andoneonmymouth, 
keepingmyscreamsin.Threepeople.Mychesthurts.Ican’tresistthreepeopleon 
myown. 
 

“WonderwhatitsoundslikewhenaStifbegsformercy,”Petersayswithachuckle. 
“Huryup.” 
 

Itrytofocusonthehandonmymouth.Theremustbesomethingdistinctaboutit 
thatwilmakehimeasiertoidentify.HisidentityisaproblemIcansolve.Ineedto 
solveaproblemrightnow,orIwilpanic. 
 



 

 

Thepalmissweatyandsoft.Iclenchmyteethandbreathethroughmynose.The 
soapsmelisfamiliar.Lemongrassandsage.ThesamesmelsuroundsAl’sbunk.A 



 

 

weightdropsintomystomach. 
 

Ihearthecrashofwateragainstrocks.Wearenearthechasm—wemustbeabove 
it,giventhevolumeofthesound.Ipressmylipstogethertokeepfromscreaming.If 
weareabovethechasm,Iknowwhattheyintendtodotome. 
 

“Liftherup,c’mon.” 
 

Ithrash,andtheirroughskingratesagainstmine,butIknowit’suseless.Iscream 
too,knowingthatnoonecanhearmehere. 
 

Iwilsurviveuntiltomorow.Iwil. 
 

Thehandspushmearoundandupandslammyspineintosomethinghardandcold. 
Judgingbyitswidthandcurvature,itisametalrailing.Itisthemetalrailing,theone 
thatoverlooksthechasm.Mybreathswheezeandmisttouchesthebackofmyneck. 
Thehandsforcemybacktoarchovertherailing.Myfeetleavetheground,andmy 
atackersaretheonlythingkeepingmefromfalingintothewater. 
 

Aheavyhandgropesalongmychest.“Yousureyou’resixteen,Stif?Doesn’tfeel 
likeyou’remorethantwelve.”Theotherboyslaugh. 
 

BilerisesinmythroatandIswalowthebitertaste. 
 

“Wait,IthinkIfoundsomething!”Hishandsqueezesme.Ibitemytonguetokeep 
fromscreaming.Morelaughter. 
 

Al’shandslipsfrommymouth.“Stopthat,”hesnaps.Irecognizehislow,distinct 
voice. 
 

WhenAlletsgoofme,Ithrashagainandslipdowntotheground.Thistime,Ibite 
downashardasIcanonthefirstarmIfind.Ihearascreamandclenchmyjaw 
harder,tastingblood.Somethinghardstrikesmyface.Whiteheatracesthroughmy 
head.Itwouldhavebeenpainifadrenalinewasn’tcoursingthroughmelikeacid. 
 

Theboywrencheshistrappedarmawayfrommeandthrowsmetotheground.I 
bangmyelbowagainststoneandbringmyhandsuptomyheadtoremovethe 
blindfold.Afootdrivesintomyside,forcingtheairfrommylungs.Igaspandcough 
andclawatthebackofmyhead.Someonegrabsahandfulofmyhairandslamsmy 
headagainstsomethinghard.Ascreamofpainburstsfrommymouth,andIfeeldizzy. 
 

Clumsily,Ifumblealongthesideofmyheadtofindtheedgeoftheblindfold.Idrag 
myheavyhandup,takingtheblindfoldwithit,andblink.Thescenebeforemeis 
sidewaysandbobsupanddown.Iseesomeonerunningtowardusandsomeone 
runningaway—someonelarge,Al.Igrabtherailingnexttomeandhaulmyselftomy 
feet. 
 

Peterwrapsahandaroundmythroatandliftsmeup,histhumbwedgedundermy 
chin.Hishair,whichisusualyshinyandsmooth,istousledandstickstohisforehead. 
Hispalefaceiscontortedandhisteetharegrited,andheholdsmeoverthechasm 



 

 

asspotsappearontheedgesofmyvision,crowdingaroundhisface,greenandpink 
andblue.Hesaysnothing.Itrytokickhim,butmylegsaretooshort.Mylungsscream 



 

 

forair. 
 

Ihearashout,andhereleasesme. 
 

IstretchoutmyarmsasIfal,gasping,andmyarmpitsslamintotherailing.Ihook 
myelbowsoveritandgroan.Misttouchesmyankles.Theworlddipsandsways 
aroundme,andsomeoneisonthePitfloor—Drew—
screaming.Ihearthumps.Kicks. Groans. 
 

IblinkafewtimesandfocusashardasIcanontheonlyfaceIcansee.Itis 
contortedwithanger.Hiseyesaredarkblue. 
 

“Four,”Icroak. 
 

Iclosemyeyes,andhandswraparoundmyarms,rightwheretheyjoinwiththe 
shoulder.Hepulsmeovertherailingandagainsthischest,gatheringmeintohis 
arms,easinganarmundermyknees.Ipressmyfaceintohisshoulder,andthereisa 
sudden,holowsilence. 



 

 

CHAPTERTWENTY-TWO 
 

 

IOPENMY eyestothewords“FearGodAlone”paintedonaplainwhitewal.Ihearthe 
soundofrunningwateragain,butthistimeit’sfromafaucetandnotfromthechasm. 
SecondsgobybeforeIseedefiniteedgesinmysuroundings,thelinesofdoorframe 
andcountertopandceiling. 
 

Thepainisaconstantthrobinmyheadandcheekandribs.Ishouldn’tmove;itwil 
makeeverythingworse.IseeabluepatchworkquiltundermyheadandwinceasItilt 
myheadtoseewherethewatersoundiscomingfrom. 
 

Fourstandsinthebathroomwithhishandsinthesink.Bloodfromhisknucklesturns 
thesinkwaterpink.Hehasacutatthecornerofhismouth,butheseemsotherwise 
unharmed.Hisexpressionisplacidasheexamineshiscuts,turnsofthewater,and 
drieshishandswithatowel. 
 

Ihaveonlyonememoryofgetinghere,andeventhatisjustasingleimage:black 
inkcurlingaroundthesideofaneck,thecornerofatatoo,andthegentleswaythat 
couldonlymeanhewascaryingme. 
 

Heturnsofthebathroomlightandgetsanicepackfromtherefrigeratorinthe 
corneroftheroom.Ashewalkstowardme,Iconsiderclosingmyeyesandpretending 
tobeasleep,butthenoureyesmeetandit’stoolate. 
 

“Yourhands,”Icroak. 
 

“Myhandsarenoneofyourconcern,”hereplies.Herestshiskneeonthematress 
andleansoverme,slippingtheicepackundermyhead.Beforehepulsaway,Ireach 
outtotouchthecutonthesideofhislipbutstopwhenIrealizewhatIamabouttodo, 
myhandhovering. 
 

Whatdoyouhavetolose?Iaskmyself.Itouchmyfingertipslightlytohismouth. 
 

“Tris,”hesays,speakingagainstmyfingers,“I’malright.” 
 

“Whywereyouthere?”Iask,letingmyhanddrop. 
 

“Iwascomingbackfromthecontrolroom.Iheardascream.” 
 

“Whatdidyoudotothem?”Isay. 
 

“IdepositedDrewattheinfirmaryahalfhourago,”hesays.“PeterandAlran.Drew 
claimedtheywerejusttryingtoscareyou.Atleast,Ithinkthat’swhathewastryingto 
say.” 
 

“He’sinbadshape?” 
 

“He’llive,”hereplies.Headdsbiterly,“Inwhatcondition,Ican’tsay.” 
 

Itisn’trighttowishpainonotherpeoplejustbecausetheyhurtmefirst.Butwhite-hot 
triumphracesthroughmeatthethoughtofDrewintheinfirmary,andIsqueezeFour’s 



 

 

arm. 



 

 

“Good,”Isay.Myvoicesoundstightandfierce.Angerbuildsinsideme,replacingmy 
bloodwithbiterwaterandfilingme,consumingme.Iwanttobreaksomething,orhit 
something,butIamafraidtomove,soIstartcryinginstead. 
 

Fourcrouchesbythesideofthebed,andwatchesme.Iseenosympathyinhis 
eyes.IwouldhavebeendisappointedifIhad.Hepulshiswristfreeand,tomy 
surprise,restshishandonthesideofmyface,histhumbskimmingmycheekbone. 
Hisfingersarecareful. 
 

“Icouldreportthis,”hesays. 

“No,”Ireply.“Idon’twantthemtothinkI’mscared.” 
 

Henods.Hemoveshisthumbabsentlyovermycheekbone,backandforth.“I 
figuredyouwouldsaythat.” 
 

“YouthinkitwouldbeabadideaifIsatup?” 
 

“I’lhelpyou.” 
 

FourgripsmyshoulderwithonehandandholdsmyheadsteadywiththeotherasI 
pushmyselfup.Painrushesthroughmybodyinsharpbursts,butItrytoignoreit, 
stiflingagroan. 
 

Hehandsmetheicepack.“Youcanletyourselfbeinpain,”hesays.“It’sjustme 
here.” 
 

Ibitedownonmylip.Therearetearsonmyface,butneitherofusmentionsoreven 
acknowledgesthem. 
 

“Isuggestyourelyonyourtransferfriendstoprotectyoufromnowon,”hesays. 
 

“IthoughtIwas,”Isay.IfeelAl’shandagainstmymouthagain,andasobjoltsmy 
bodyforward.Ipressmyhandtomyforeheadandrockslowlybackandforth.“But 
Al…” 
 

“Hewantedyoutobethesmal,quietgirlfromAbnegation,”Foursayssoftly.“He 
hurtyoubecauseyourstrengthmadehimfeelweak.Nootherreason.” 
 

Inodandtrytobelievehim. 
 

“Theotherswon’tbeasjealousifyoushowsomevulnerability.Evenifitisn’treal.” 
 

“YouthinkIhavetopretendtobevulnerable?”Iask,raisinganeyebrow. 
 

“Yes,Ido.”Hetakestheicepackfromme,hisfingersbrushingmine,andholdsit 
againstmyheadhimself.Iputmyhanddown,tooeagertorelaxmyarmtoobject.Four 
standsup.IstareatthehemofhisT-shirt. 
 

SometimesIseehimasjustanotherperson,andsometimesIfeelthesightofhimin 
mygut,likeadeepache. 
 

“You’regoingtowanttomarchintobreakfasttomorowandshowyouratackers 



 

 

theyhadnoefectonyou,”headds,“butyoushouldletthatbruiseonyourcheek 
show,andkeepyourheaddown.” 



 

 

Theideanauseatesme. 
 

“Idon’tthinkIcandothat,”Isayholowly.Iliftmyeyestohis. 
 

“Youhaveto.” 
 

“Idon’tthinkyougetit.”Heatrisesintomyface.“Theytouchedme.” 
 

Hisentirebodytightensatmywords,hishandclenchingaroundtheicepack. 
“Touchedyou,”herepeats,hisdarkeyescold. 
 

“Not…inthewayyou’rethinking.”Iclearmythroat.Ididn’trealizewhenIsaidithow 
awkwarditwouldbetotalkabout.“But…almost.” 
 

Ilookaway. 
 

Heissilentandstilforsolongthateventualy,Ihavetosaysomething. 
 

“Whatisit?” 
 

“Idon’twanttosaythis,”hesays,“butIfeellikeIhaveto.Itismoreimportantfor 
youtobesafethanright,forthetimebeing.Understand?” 
 

Hisstraighteyebrowsaredrawnlowoverhiseyes.Mystomachwrithes,partly 
becauseIknowhemakesagoodpointbutIdon’twanttoadmitit,andpartlybecauseI 
wantsomethingIdon’tknowhowtoexpress;Iwanttopressagainstthespace 
betweenusuntilitdisappears. 
 

Inod. 
 

“Butplease,whenyouseeanopportunity…”Hepresseshishandtomycheek,cold 
andstrong,andtiltsmyheadupsoIhavetolookathim.Hiseyesglint.Theylook 
almostpredatory.“Ruinthem.” 
 

Ilaughshakily.“You’realitlescary,Four.” 

“Domeafavor,”hesays,“anddon’tcalmethat.” 
 

“WhatshouldIcalyou,then?” 
 

“Nothing.”Hetakeshishandfrommyface.“Yet.” 



 

 

CHAPTERTWENTY-THREE 
 

 

IDON’TGO backtothedormsthatnight.Sleepinginthesameroomasthepeoplewho 
atackedmejusttolookbravewouldbestupid.FoursleepsonthefloorandIsleepon 
hisbed,ontopofthequilt,breathinginthescentofhispilowcase.Itsmelslike 
detergentandsomethingheavy,sweet,anddistinctlymale. 
 

Therhythmofhisbreathsslows,andIpropmyselfuptoseeifheisasleep.Helies 
onhisstomachwithonearmaroundhishead.Hiseyesareclosed,hislipsparted.For 
thefirsttime,helooksasyoungasheis,andIwonderwhoherealyis.Whoishe 
whenheisn’tDauntless,isn’taninstructor,isn’tFour,isn’tanythinginparticular? 
 

Whoeverheis,Ilikehim.It’seasierformetoadmitthattomyselfnow,inthedark, 
afteralthatjusthappened.Heisnotsweetorgentleorparticularlykind.Butheis 
smartandbrave,andeventhoughhesavedme,hetreatedmelikeIwasstrong.That 
isalIneedtoknow. 
 

IwatchthemusclesinhisbackexpandandcontractuntilIfalasleep. 
 

Iwaketoachesandpains.IcringeasIsitup,holdingmyribs,andwalkuptothe 
smalmirorontheoppositewal.Iamalmosttooshorttoseemyselfinit,butwhenI 
standonmytiptoes,Icanseemyface.Asexpected,thereisadarkbluebruiseonmy 
cheek.Ihatetheideaofslumpingintothedininghallikethis,butFour’sinstructions 
havestayedwithme.Ihavetomendmyfriendships.Ineedtheprotectionofseeming 
weak. 
 

Itiemyhairinaknotatthebackofmyhead.ThedooropensandFourwalksin,a 
towelinhandandhishairglisteningwithshowerwater.Ifeelathrilinmystomach 
whenIseethelineofskinthatshowsabovehisbeltasheliftshishandtodryhishair 
andforcemyeyesuptohisface. 
 

“Hi,”Isay.Myvoicesoundstight.Iwishitdidn’t. 
 

Hetouchesmybruisedcheekwithjusthisfingertips.“Notbad,”hesays.“How’s 
yourhead?” 
 

“Fine,”Isay.I’mlying—myheadisthrobbing.Ibrushmyfingersoverthebump,and 
painpricklesovermyscalp.Itcouldbeworse.Icouldbefloatingintheriver. 
 

Everymuscleinmybodytightensashishanddropstomyside,whereIgotkicked. 
Hedoesitcasualy,butIcan’tmove. 
 

“Andyourside?”heasks,hisvoicelow. 
 

“OnlyhurtswhenIbreathe.” 
 

Hesmiles.“Notmuchyoucandoaboutthat.” 

“PeterwouldprobablythrowapartyifIstoppedbreathing.” 



 

 

“Wel,”hesays,“Iwouldonlygoiftherewascake.” 

Ilaugh,andthenwince,coveringhishandtosteadymyribcage.Heslideshishand 



 

 

backslowly,hisfingertipsgrazingmyside.Whenhisfingerslift,Ifeelanacheinmy 
chest.Oncethismomentends,Ihavetorememberwhathappenedlastnight.AndI 
wanttostayherewithhim. 
 

Henodsalitleandleadsthewayout. 
 

“I’lgoinfirst,”hesayswhenwestandoutsidethedininghal.“Seeyousoon,Tris.” 
 

HewalksthroughthedoorsandIamalone.YesterdayhetoldmehethoughtIwould 
havetopretendtobeweak,buthewaswrong.Iamweakalready.Ibracemyself 
againstthewalandpressmyforeheadtomyhands.It’sdificulttotakedeepbreaths, 
soItakeshort,shalowones.Ican’tletthishappen.Theyatackedmetomakeme 
feelweak.Icanpretendtheysucceededtoprotectmyself,butIcan’tletitbecome true. 
 

Ipulawayfromthewalandwalkintothedininghalwithoutanotherthought.Afew 
stepsin,IrememberI’msupposedtolooklikeI’mcowering,soIslowmypaceandhug 
thewal,keepingmyheaddown.Uriah,atthetablenexttoWilandChristina’s,liftshis 
handtowaveatme.Andthenputsitdown. 
 

IsitnexttoWil. 
 

Alisn’tthere—heisn’tanywhere. 
 

Uriahslidesintotheseatnexttome,leavinghishalf-eatenmufinandhalf-finished 
glassofwaterontheothertable.Forasecond,althreeofthemjuststareatme. 
 

“Whathappened?”Wilasks,loweringhisvoice. 
 

Ilookoverhisshoulderatthetablebehindours.Petersitsthere,eatingapieceof 
toastandwhisperingsomethingtoMoly.Myhandclenchesaroundtheedgeofthe 
table.Iwanthimtohurt.Butnowisn’tthetime. 
 

Drewismissing,whichmeanshe’sstilintheinfirmary.Viciouspleasurecourses 
throughmeatthethought. 
 

“Peter,Drew…,”Isayquietly.IholdmysideasIreachacrossthetableforapiece 
oftoast.Ithurtstostretchoutmyhand,soIletmyselfwinceandhunchover.“And…”I 
swalow.“AndAl.” 
 

“OhGod,”saysChristina,hereyeswide. 
 

“Areyoualright?”Uriahasks. 
 

Peter’seyesfindmineacrossthedininghal,andIhavetoforcemyselftolook 
away.Itbringsabitertastetomymouthtoshowhimthathescaresme,butIhaveto. 
Fourwasright.IhavetodoeverythingIcantomakesureIdon’tgetatackedagain. 
 

“Notrealy,”Isay. 
 

Myeyesburn,andit’snotartifice,unlikethewincing.Ishrug.IbelieveTori’swarning 
now.Peter,Drew,andAlwerereadytothrowmeintothechasmoutofjealousy—what 



 

 

issounbelievableabouttheDauntlessleaderscommitingmurder? 
 

Ifeeluncomfortable,likeI’mwearingsomeoneelse’sskin.IfI’mnotcareful,Icould 



 

 

die.Ican’teventrusttheleadersofmyfaction.Mynewfamily. 
 

“Butyou’rejust…”Uriahpurseshislips.“Itisn’tfair.Threeagainstone?” 
 

“Yeah,andPeterisalaboutwhat’sfair.That’swhyhegrabbedEdwardinhissleep 
andstabbedhimintheeye.”Christinasnortsandshakesherhead.“Al,though?Are 
yousure,Tris?” 
 

Istareatmyplate.I’mthenextEdward.Butunlikehim,I’mnotgoingtoleave. 
 

“Yeah,”Isay.“I’msure.” 
 

“Ithastobedesperation,”saysWil.“He’sbeenacting…Idon’tknow.Likea 
diferentperson.Eversincestagetwostarted.” 
 

ThenDrewshuflesintothedininghal.Idropmytoast,andmymouthdriftsopen. 
 

Calinghim“bruised”wouldbeanunderstatement.Hisfaceisswolenandpurple.He 
hasasplitlipandacutrunningthroughhiseyebrow.Hekeepshiseyesdownonthe 
waytohistable,notevenliftingthemtolookatme.IglanceacrosstheroomatFour. 
HewearsthesatisfiedsmileIwishIhadon. 
 

“Didyoudothat?”hissesWil. 
 

Ishakemyhead.“No.Someone—Ineversawwho—foundmerightbefore…”Igulp. 
Sayingitoutloudmakesitworse,makesitreal.“…Igottossedintothechasm.” 
 

“Theyweregoingtokilyou?”saysChristinainalowvoice. 
 

“Maybe.Theymighthavebeenplanningondanglingmeoveritjusttoscareme.”Ilift 
ashoulder.“Itworked.” 
 

Christinagivesmeasadlook.Wiljustglaresatthetable. 

“Wehavetodosomethingaboutthis,”Uriahsaysinalowvoice. 
 

“What,likebeatthemup?”Christinagrins.“Lookslikethat’sbeentakencareof 
already.” 
 

“No.That’spaintheycangetover,”repliesUriah.“Wehavetoedgethemoutofthe 
rankings.Thatwildamagetheirfutures.Permanently.” 
 

Fourgetsupandstandsbetweenthetables.Conversationabruptlyceases. 

“Transfers.We’redoingsomethingdiferenttoday,”hesays.“Folowme.” 

Westand,andUriah’sforeheadwrinkles.“Becareful,”hetelsme. 

“Don’twory,”saysWil.“We’lprotecther.” 

 
 

 

FourleadsusoutofthedininghalandalongthepathsthatsuroundthePit.Wilis 
onmyleft,Christinaisonmyright. 
 



 

 

“IneverrealysaidIwassory,”Christinasaysquietly.“Fortakingtheflagwhenyou 
earnedit.Idon’tknowwhatwaswrongwithme.” 



 

 

I’mnotsureifit’ssmarttoforgiveherornot—toforgiveeitherofthem,afterwhat 
theysaidtomewhentherankingswentupyesterday.Butmymotherwouldtelmethat 
peopleareflawedandIshouldbelenientwiththem.AndFourtoldmetorelyonmy 
friends. 
 

Idon’tknowwhoIshouldrelyonmore,becauseI’mnotsurewhomytruefriends 
are.UriahandMarlene,whowereonmysideevenwhenIseemedstrong,orChristina 
andWil,whohavealwaysprotectedmewhenIseemedweak? 
 

Whenherwidebrowneyesmeetmine,Inod.“Let’sjustforgetaboutit.” 
 

Istilwanttobeangry,butIhavetoletmyangergo. 
 

WeclimbhigherthanI’vegonebefore,untilWil’sfacegoeswhitewheneverhe 
looksdown.MostofthetimeIlikeheights,soIgrabWil’sarmlikeIneedhissupport 
—butrealy,I’mlendinghimmine.Hesmilesgratefulyatme. 
 

Fourturnsaroundandwalksbackwardafewsteps—
backward,onanarowpath withnorailing.Howweldoesheknowthisplace? 
 

HeeyesDrew,whotrudgesatthebackofthegroup,andsays,“Pickupthepace, 
Drew!” 
 

It’sacrueljoke,butit’shardformetofightofasmile.Thatis,untilFour’seyesshift 
tomyarmaroundWil’s,andalthehumordrainsfromthem.Hisexpressionsendsa 
chilthroughme.Ishe…jealous? 
 

Wegetcloserandclosertotheglassceiling,andforthefirsttimeindays,Iseethe 
sun.Fourwalksupaflightofmetalstairsleadingthroughaholeintheceiling.They 
creakundermyfeet,andIlookdowntoseethePitandthechasmbelowus. 
 

Wewalkacrosstheglass,whichisnowafloorratherthanaceiling,througha 
cylindricalroomwithglasswals.Thesuroundingbuildingsarehalf-colapsedand 
appeartobeabandoned,whichisprobablywhyInevernoticedtheDauntless 
compoundbefore.TheAbnegationsectorisalsofaraway. 
 

TheDauntlessmilaroundtheglassroom,talkinginclusters.Attheedgeofthe 
room,twoDauntlessfightwithsticks,laughingwhenoneofthemmissesandhitsonly 
air.Aboveme,tworopesstretchacrosstheroom,oneafewfeethigherthanthe 
other.TheyprobablyhavesomethingtodowiththedaredevilstuntstheDauntlessare 
famousfor. 
 

Fourleadsusthroughanotherdoor.Beyonditisahuge,dankspacewithgrafitied 
walsandexposedpipes.Theroomislitbyaseriesofold-
fashionedfluorescenttubes withplasticcovers—theymustbeancient. 
 

“This,”saysFour,hiseyesbrightinpalelight,“isadiferentkindofsimulationknown 
asthefearlandscape.Ithasbeendisabledforourpurposes,sothisisn’twhatitwilbe 
likethenexttimeyouseeit.” 
 

Behindhim,theword“Dauntless”isspray-



 

 

paintedinredartisticleteringona concretewal. 



 

 

“Throughyoursimulations,wehavestoreddataaboutyourworstfears.Thefear 
landscapeaccessesthatdataandpresentsyouwithaseriesofvirtualobstacles. 
Someoftheobstacleswilbefearsyoupreviouslyfacedinyoursimulations.Some 
maybenewfears.Thediferenceisthatyouareaware,inthefearlandscape,thatit 
isasimulation,soyouwilhavealyourwitsaboutyouasyougothroughit.” 
 

ThatmeansthateveryonewilbelikeDivergentinthefearlandscape.Idon’tknowif 
that’sarelief,becauseIcan’tbedetected,oraproblem,becauseIwon’thavethe 
advantage. 
 

Fourcontinues,“Thenumberoffearsyouhaveinyourlandscapevariesaccording 
tohowmanyyouhave.” 
 

HowmanyfearswilIhave?Ithinkoffacingthecrowsagainandshiver,thoughthe 
airiswarm. 
 

“Itoldyoubeforethatthethirdstageofinitiationfocusesonmentalpreparation,”he 
says.Irememberwhenhesaidthat.Onthefirstday.Rightbeforeheputagunto 
Peter’shead.Iwishhehadpuledthetrigger. 
 

“Thatisbecauseitrequiresyoutocontrolbothyouremotionsandyourbody—to 
combinethephysicalabilitiesyoulearnedinstageonewiththeemotionalmasteryyou 
learnedinstagetwo.Tokeepalevelhead.”OneofthefluorescenttubesaboveFour’s 
headtwitchesandflickers.Fourstopsscanningthecrowdofinitiatesandfocuseshis 
stareonme. 
 

“Nextweekyouwilgothroughyourfearlandscapeasquicklyaspossibleinfrontof 
apanelofDauntlessleaders.Thatwilbeyourfinaltest,whichdeterminesyour 
rankingforstagethree.Justasstagetwoofinitiationisweightedmoreheavilythan 
stageone,stagethreeisweightedheaviestofal.Understood?” 
 

Wealnod.EvenDrew,whomakesitlookpainful. 
 

IfIdowelinmyfinaltest,Ihaveagoodchanceofmakingitintothetoptenanda 
goodchanceofbecomingamember.BecomingDauntless.Thethoughtmakesme 
almostgiddywithrelief. 
 

“Youcangetpasteachobstacleinoneoftwoways.Eitheryoufindawaytocalm 
downenoughthatthesimulationregistersanormal,steadyheartbeat,oryoufinda 
waytofaceyourfear,whichcanforcethesimulationtomoveon.Onewaytofacea 
fearofdrowningistoswimdeeper,forexample.”Fourshrugs.“SoIsuggestthatyou 
takethenextweektoconsideryourfearsanddevelopstrategiestofacethem.” 
 

“Thatdoesn’tsoundfair,”saysPeter.“Whatifonepersononlyhassevenfearsand 
someoneelsehastwenty?That’snottheirfault.” 
 

Fourstaresathimforafewsecondsandthenlaughs.“Doyourealywanttotalkto 
meaboutwhat’sfair?” 
 

ThecrowdofinitiatespartstomakewayforhimashewalkstowardPeter,foldshis 



 

 

arms,andsays,inadeadlyvoice,“Iunderstandwhyyou’reworied,Peter.Theevents 
oflastnightcertainlyprovedthatyouareamiserablecoward.” 



 

 

Peterstaresback,expressionless. 
 

“Sonowwealknow,”saysFour,quietly,“thatyouareafraidofashort,skinnygirl 
fromAbnegation.”Hismouthcurlsinasmile. 
 

Wilputshisarmaroundme.Christina’sshouldersshakewithsuppressedlaughter. 
Andsomewherewithinme,Ifindasmiletoo. 
 
 
 
 

Whenwegetbacktothedormthatafternoon,Alisthere. 
 

Wilstandsbehindmeandholdsmyshoulders—
lightly,asiftoremindmethathe’s there.Christinaedgesclosertome. 
 

Al’seyeshaveshadowsbeneaththem,andhisfaceisswolenfromcrying.Pain 
stabsmystomachwhenIseehim.Ican’tmove.Thescentoflemongrassandsage, 
oncepleasant,turnssourinmynose. 
 

“Tris,”saysAl,hisvoicebreaking.“CanItalktoyou?” 
 

“Areyoukidding?”Wilsqueezesmyshoulders.“Youdon’tgettocomenearher 
everagain.” 
 

“Iwon’thurtyou.Ineverwantedto…”Alcovershisfacewithbothhands.“Ijustwant 
tosaythatI’msory,I’msosory,Idon’t…Idon’tknowwhat’swrongwithme,I…please 
forgiveme,please….” 
 

Hereachesformelikehe’sgoingtotouchmyshoulder,ormyhand,hisfacewet 
withtears. 
 

Somewhereinsidemeisamerciful,forgivingperson.Somewherethereisagirlwho 
triestounderstandwhatpeoplearegoingthrough,whoacceptsthatpeopledoevil 
thingsandthatdesperationleadsthemtodarkerplacesthantheyeverimagined.I 
swearsheexists,andshehurtsfortherepentantboyIseeinfrontofme. 
 

ButifIsawher,Iwouldn’trecognizeher. 
 

“Stayawayfromme,”Isayquietly.Mybodyfeelsrigidandcold,andIamnotangry,I 
amnothurt,Iamnothing.Isay,myvoicelow,“Nevercomenearmeagain.” 
 

Oureyesmeet.Hisaredarkandglassy.Iamnothing. 
 

“Ifyoudo,IsweartoGodIwilkilyou,”Isay.“Youcoward.” 



 

 

CHAPTERTWENTY-FOUR 
 

 

“TRIS.” 
 

Inmydream,mymothersaysmyname.Shebeckonstome,andIcrossthekitchen 
tostandbesideher.Shepointstothepotonthestove,andIliftthelidtopeekinside. 
Thebeadyeyeofacrowstaresbackatme,itswingfeatherspressedtothesideof 
thepot,itsfatbodycoveredwithboilingwater. 
 

“Dinner,”shesays. 
 

“Tris!”Ihearagain.Iopenmyeyes.Christinastandsnexttomybed,hercheeks 
streakedwithmascara-tintedtears. 
 

“It’sAl,”shesays.“Comeon.” 
 

Someoftheotherinitiatesareawake,andsomearen’t.Christinagrabsmyhand 
andpulsmeoutofthedormitory.Irunbarefootoverthestonefloor,blinkingclouds 
frommyeyes,mylimbsstilheavywithsleep.Somethingteriblehashappened.Ifeelit 
witheverythumpofmyheart.It’sAl. 
 

WerunacrossthePitfloor,andthenChristinastops.Acrowdhasgatheredaround 
theledge,buteveryonestandsafewfeetfromoneanother,sothereisenoughspace 
formetomaneuverpastChristinaandaroundatal,middle-agedmantothefront. 
 

Twomenstandnexttotheledge,hoistingsomethingupwithropes.Theybothgrunt 
fromtheefort,heavingtheirweightbacksotheropesslideovertherailing,andthen 
reachingforwardtograbagain.Ahuge,darkshapeappearsabovetheledge,anda 
fewDauntlessrushforwardtohelpthetwomenhaulitover. 
 

TheshapefalswithathudonthePitfloor.Apalearm,swolenwithwater,flopsonto 
thestone.Abody.Christinapulsherselftighttomyside,clingingtomyarm.Sheturns 
herheadintomyshoulderandsobs,butIcan’tlookaway.Afewofthementurnthe 
bodyover,andtheheadflopstotheside. 
 

Theeyesareopenandempty.Dark.Dol’seyes.Andthenosehasahigharch,a 
narowbridge,aroundtip.Thelipsareblue.Thefaceitselfissomethingotherthan 
human,halfcorpseandhalfcreature.Mylungsburn;mynextbreathratlesontheway 
in.Al. 
 

“Oneoftheinitiates,”sayssomeonebehindme.“Whathappened?” 
 

“Samethingthathappenseveryyear,”someoneelsereplies.“Hepitchedhimself 

overtheledge.” 
 

“Don’tbesomorbid.Couldhavebeenanaccident.” 
 

“Theyfoundhiminthemiddleofthechasm.Youthinkhetrippedoverhisshoelace 

and…whoopsies,juststumbledfifteenfeetforward?” 
 



 

 

Christina’shandsgettighterandtighteraroundmyarm.Ishouldtelhertoletgoof 
me;it’sstartingtohurt.SomeonekneelsnexttoAl’sfaceandpusheshiseyelidsshut. 



 

 

Tryingtomakeitlooklikehe’ssleeping,maybe.Stupid.Whydopeoplewanttopretend 
thatdeathissleep?Itisn’t.Itisn’t. 
 

Somethinginsidemecolapses.Mychestissotight,sufocating,can’tbreathe.I 
sinktotheground,draggingChristinadownwithme.Thestoneisroughundermy 
knees.Ihearsomething,amemoryofsound.Al’ssobs;hisscreamsatnight.Should 
haveknown.Stilcan’tbreathe.Ipressbothpalmstomychestandrockbackandforth 
tofreethetensioninmychest. 
 

WhenIblink,IseethetopofAl’sheadashecariesmeonhisbacktothedining 
hal.Ifeelthebounceofhisfootsteps.Heisbigandwarmandclumsy.No,was.That 
isdeath—shiftingfrom“is”to“was.” 
 

Iwheeze.Someonehasbroughtalargeblackbagtoputthebodyin.Icantelthatit 
wilbetoosmal.Alaughrisesinmythroatandflopsfrommymouth,strainedand 
gurgling.Al’stoobigforthebodybag;whatatragedy.Halfwaythroughthelaugh,I 
clampmymouthshut,anditsoundsmorelikeagroan.Ipulmyarmfreeandstand, 
leavingChristinaontheground.Irun. 
 
 
 
 

“Hereyougo,”Torisays.Shehandsmeasteamingmugthatsmelslikepeppermint. 
Iholditwithbothhands,myfingerspricklingwithwarmth. 
 

Shesitsdownacrossfromme.Whenitcomestofunerals,theDauntlessdon’t 
wasteanytime.Torisaidtheywanttoacknowledgedeathassoonasithappens. 
Therearenopeopleinthefrontroomofthetatooparlor,butthePitiscrawlingwith 
people,mostofthemdrunk.Idon’tknowwhythatsurprisesme. 
 

Athome,afuneralisasomberoccasion.Everyonegatherstosupportthe 
deceased’sfamily,andnoonehasidlehands,butthereisnolaughter,orshouting,or 
joking.AndtheAbnegationdon’tdrinkalcohol,soeveryoneissober.Itmakessense 
thatfuneralswouldbetheoppositehere. 
 

“Drinkit,”shesays.“Itwilmakeyoufeelbeter,Ipromise.” 
 

“Idon’tthinkteaisthesolution,”Isayslowly.ButIsipitanyway.Itwarmsmymouth 
andmythroatandtricklesintomystomach.Ididn’trealizehowdeeplycoldIwasuntilI 
wasn’tanymore. 
 

“‘Beter’isthewordIused.Not‘good.’”Shesmilesatme,butthecornersofher 
eyesdon’tcrinkleliketheyusualydo.“Idon’tthink‘good’wilhappenforawhile.” 
 

Ibitemylip.“Howlong…”Istrugglefortherightwords.“Howlongdidittakeforyou 
tobeokayagain,afteryourbrother…” 
 

“Don’tknow.”Sheshakesherhead.“SomedaysIfeellikeI’mstilnotokay.Some 
daysIfeelfine.Happy,even.Ittookmeafewyearstostopplotingrevenge,though.” 
 



 

 

“Whydidyoustop?”Iask. 
 

Hereyesgovacantasshestaresatthewalbehindme.Shetapsherfingers 



 

 

againstherlegforafewsecondsandthensays,“Idon’tthinkofitasstopping.More 
likeI’m…waitingformyopportunity.” 
 

Shecomesoutofherdazeandchecksherwatch. 
 

“Timetogo,”shesays. 
 

Ipourtherestofmyteadownthesink.WhenIliftmyhandfromthemug,Irealize 
thatI’mshaking.Notgood.MyhandsusualyshakebeforeIstarttocry,andIcan’tcry 
infrontofeveryone. 
 

IfolowTorioutofthetatooplaceanddownthepathtothePitfloor.Althepeople 
thatweremilingaroundearlieraregatheredbytheledgenow,andtheairsmels 
potentlyofalcohol.Thewomaninfrontofmelurchestotheright,losingherbalance, 
andtheneruptsintogigglesasshefalsagainstthemannexttoher.Torigrabsmyarm 
andsteersmeaway. 
 

IfindUriah,Wil,andChristinastandingamongtheotherinitiates.Christina’seyes 
areswolen.Uriahisholdingasilverflask.Heofersittome.Ishakemyhead. 
 

“Surprise,surprise,”saysMolyfrombehindme.ShenudgesPeterwithherelbow. 
“OnceaStif,alwaysaStif.” 
 

Ishouldignoreher.Heropinionsshouldn’tmatertome. 
 

“Ireadaninterestingarticletoday,”shesays,leaningclosertomyear.“Something 

aboutyourdad,andtherealreasonyouleftyouroldfaction.” 
 

Defendingmyselfisn’tthemostimportantthingonmymind.Butitistheeasiestone 
toaddress. 
 

Itwist,andmyfistconnectswithherjaw.Myknucklesstingfromtheimpact.Idon’t 
rememberdecidingtopunchher.Idon’trememberformingafist. 
 

Shelungesatme,herhandsoutstretched,butshedoesn’tgetfar.Wilgrabsher 
colarandpulsherback.Helooksfromhertomeandsays,“Quitit.Bothofyou.” 
 

Partofmewishesthathehadn’tstoppedher.Afightwouldbeawelcomedistraction, 
especialynowthatEricisclimbingontoaboxnexttotherailing.Ifacehim,crossing 
myarmstokeepmyselfsteady.Iwonderwhathe’lsay. 
 

InAbnegationnoonehascommitedsuicideinrecentmemory,butthefaction’s 
stanceonitisclear:Suicide,tothem,isanactofselfishness.Someonewhoistruly 
selflessdoesnotthinkofhimselfoftenenoughtodesiredeath.Noonewouldsaythat 
aloud,ifithappened,buteveryonewouldthinkit. 
 

“Quietdown,everyone!”shoutsEric.Someonehitswhatsoundslikeagong,andthe 
shoutsgradualystop,thoughthemutersdon’t.Ericsays,“Thankyou.Asyouknow, 
we’reherebecauseAlbert,aninitiate,jumpedintothechasmlastnight.” 
 

Themutersstoptoo,leavingjusttherushofwaterinthechasm. 
 



 

 

“Wedonotknowwhy,”saysEric,“anditwouldbeeasytomournthelossofhim 
tonight.ButwedidnotchoosealifeofeasewhenwebecameDauntless.Andthetruth 



 

 

ofitis…”Ericsmiles.IfIdidn’tknowhim,Iwouldthinkthatsmileisgenuine.ButIdo 
knowhim.“Thetruthis,Albertisnowexploringanunknown,uncertainplace.He 
leapedintoviciouswaterstogetthere.Whoamongusisbraveenoughtoventureinto 
thatdarknesswithoutknowingwhatliesbeyondit?Albertwasnotyetoneofour 
members,butwecanbeassuredthathewasoneofourbravest!” 
 

Acryrisesfromthecenterofthecrowd,andawhoop.TheDauntlesscheerat 
varyingpitches,highandlow,brightanddeep.Theirroarmimicstheroarofthewater. 
ChristinatakestheflaskfromUriahanddrinks.Wilslideshisarmaroundher 
shouldersandpulshertohisside.Voicesfilmyears. 
 

“Wewilcelebratehimnow,andrememberhimalways!”yelsEric.Someonehands 
himadarkbotle,andheliftsit.“ToAlberttheCourageous!” 
 

“ToAlbert!”shoutsthecrowd.Armsliftalaroundme,andtheDauntlesschanthis 
name.“Albert!Al-bert!Al-bert!”Theychantuntilhisnamenolongersoundslikehis 
name.Itsoundsliketheprimalscreamofanancientrace. 
 

Iturnawayfromtherailing.Icannotstandthisanylonger. 
 

Idon’tknowwhereI’mgoing.IsuspectthatIamnotgoinganywhereatal,justaway. 
Iwalkdownadarkhalway.Attheendisthedrinkingfountain,bathedintheblueglowof 
thelightaboveit. 
 

Ishakemyhead.Courageous?Courageouswouldhavebeenadmitingweakness 
andleavingDauntless,nomaterwhatshameaccompaniedit.PrideiswhatkiledAl, 
anditistheflawineveryDauntlessheart.Itisinmine. 
 

“Tris.” 
 

Ajoltgoesthroughme,andIturnaround.Fourstandsbehindme,justinsidetheblue 
circleoflight.Itgiveshimaneerielook,shadinghiseyesocketsandcastingshadows 
underhischeekbones. 
 

“Whatareyoudoinghere?”Iask.“Shouldn’tyoubepayingyourrespects?” 
 

IsayitlikeittastesbadandIhavetospititout. 
 

“Shouldn’tyou?”hesays.Hestepstowardme,andIseehiseyesagain.Theylook 
blackinthislight. 
 

“Can’tpayrespectwhenyoudon’thaveany,”Ireply.Ifeelatwingeofguiltand 
shakemyhead.“Ididn’tmeanthat.” 
 

“Ah.”Judgingbythelookhegivesme,hedoesn’tbelieveme.Idon’tblamehim. 
 

“Thisisridiculous,”Isay,heatrushingintomycheeks.“Hethrowshimselfofa 
ledgeandEric’scalingitbrave?Eric,whotriedtohaveyouthrowknivesatAl’shead? 
”Itastebile.Eric’sfalsesmiles,hisartificialwords,histwistedideals—theymakeme 
wanttobesick.“Hewasn’tbrave!Hewasdepressedandacowardandhealmost 
kiledme!Isthatthekindofthingwerespecthere?” 
 



 

 

“Whatdoyouwantthemtodo?”hesays.“Condemnhim?Al’salreadydead.He 
can’thearitandit’stoolate.” 



 

 

“It’snotaboutAl,”Isnap.“It’sabouteveryonewatching!Everyonewhonowsees 
hurlingthemselvesintothechasmasaviableoption.Imean,whynotdoitifeveryone 
calsyouaheroafterward?Whynotdoitifeveryonewilrememberyourname?It’s…I 
can’t…” 
 

Ishakemyhead.Myfaceburnsandmyheartpounds,andItrytokeepmyselfunder 
control,butIcan’t. 
 

“ThiswouldneverhavehappenedinAbnegation!”Ialmostshout.“Noneofit! 
Never.Thisplacewarpedhimandruinedhim,andIdon’tcareifsayingthatmakesme 

aStif,Idon’tcare,Idon’tcare!” 
 

Four’seyesshifttothewalabovethedrinkingfountain. 
 

“Careful,Tris,”hesays,hiseyesstilonthewal. 
 

“Isthatalyoucansay?”Idemand,scowlingathim.“ThatIshouldbecareful? 

That’sit?” 
 

“You’reasbadastheCandor,youknowthat?”Hegrabsmyarmanddragsme 
awayfromthedrinkingfountain.Hishandhurtsmyarm,butI’mnotstrongenoughto 
pulaway. 
 

HisfaceissoclosetominethatIcanseeafewfrecklesspotinghisnose.“I’mnot 
goingtosaythisagain,solistencarefuly.”Hesetshishandsonmyshoulders,his 

fingerspressing,squeezing.Ifeelsmal.“Theyarewatchingyou.You,inparticular.” 
 

“Letgoofme,”Isayweakly. 
 

Hisfingersspringapart,andhestraightens.Someoftheweightonmychestlifts 
nowthatheisn’ttouchingme.Ifearhisshiftingmoods.Theyshowmesomething 
unstableinsideofhim,andinstabilityisdangerous. 
 

“Aretheywatchingyou,too?”Isay,soquietlyhewouldn’tbeabletohearmeifhe 
wasn’tstandingsoclose. 
 

Hedoesn’tanswermyquestion.“Ikeeptryingtohelpyou,”hesays,“butyourefuse 
tobehelped.” 
 

“Oh,right.Yourhelp,”Isay.“Stabbingmyearwithaknifeandtauntingmeandyeling 

atmemorethanyouyelatanyoneelse,itsureishelpful.” 
 

“Tauntingyou?YoumeanwhenIthrewtheknives?Iwasn’ttauntingyou,”hesnaps. 
“Iwasremindingyouthatifyoufailed,someoneelsewouldhavetotakeyourplace.” 
 

Icupthebackofmyneckwithmyhandandthinkbacktotheknifeincident.Every 
timehespoke,itwastoremindmethatifIgaveup,Alwouldhavetotakemyplacein 
frontofthetarget. 
 

“Why?”Isay. 
 

“Becauseyou’refromAbnegation,”hesays,“andit’swhenyou’reactingselflessly 



 

 

thatyouareatyourbravest.” 



 

 

Iunderstandnow.Hewasn’tpersuadingmetogiveup.HewasremindingmewhyI 
couldn’t—becauseIneededtoprotectAl.Thethoughtmakesmeachenow.ProtectAl. 
Myfriend.Myatacker. 
 

Ican’thateAlasmuchasIwantto. 
 

Ican’tforgivehimeither. 
 

“IfIwereyou,Iwoulddoabeterjobofpretendingthatselflessimpulseisgoing 
away,”hesays,“becauseifthewrongpeoplediscoverit…wel,itwon’tbegoodfor 
you.” 
 

“Why?Whydotheycareaboutmyintentions?” 
 

“Intentionsaretheonlythingtheycareabout.Theytrytomakeyouthinktheycare 
aboutwhatyoudo,buttheydon’t.Theydon’twantyoutoactacertainway.Theywant 
youtothinkacertainway.Soyou’reeasytounderstand.Soyouwon’tposeathreatto 
them.”Hepressesahandtothewalnexttomyheadandleansintoit.Hisshirtisjust 
tightenoughthatIcanseehiscolarboneandthefaintdepressionbetweenhis 
shouldermuscleandhisbicep. 
 

IwishIwastaler.IfIwastal,mynarowbuildwouldbedescribedas“wilowy” 
insteadof“childish,”andhemightnotseemeasalitlesisterheneedstoprotect. 
 

Idon’twanthimtoseemeashissister. 
 

“Idon’tunderstand,”Isay,“whytheycarewhatIthink,aslongasI’mactinghowthey 
wantmeto.” 
 

“You’reactinghowtheywantyoutonow,”hesays,“butwhathappenswhenyour 

Abnegation-wiredbraintelsyoutodosomethingelse,somethingtheydon’twant?” 
 

Idon’thaveananswertothat,andIdon’tevenknowifhe’srightaboutme.AmI 
wiredliketheAbnegation,ortheDauntless? 
 

Maybetheanswerisneither.MaybeIamwiredliketheDivergent. 
 

“Imightnotneedyoutohelpme.Everthinkaboutthat?”Isay.“I’mnotweak,you 
know.Icandothisonmyown.” 
 

Heshakeshishead.“Youthinkmyfirstinstinctistoprotectyou.Becauseyou’re 
smal,oragirl,oraStif.Butyou’rewrong.” 
 

Heleanshisfaceclosetomineandwrapshisfingersaroundmychin.Hishand 
smelslikemetal.Whenwasthelasttimeheheldagun,oraknife?Myskintinglesat 
thepointofcontact,likehe’stransmitingelectricitythroughhisskin. 
 

“Myfirstinstinctistopushyouuntilyoubreak,justtoseehowhardIhavetopress,” 
hesays,hisfingerssqueezingattheword“break.”Mybodytensesattheedgeinhis 
voice,soIamcoiledastightasaspring,andIforgettobreathe. 
 

Hisdarkeyesliftingtomine,headds,“ButIresistit.” 
 



 

 

“Why…”Iswalowhard.“Whyisthatyourfirstinstinct?” 



 

 

“Feardoesn’tshutyoudown;itwakesyouup.I’veseenit.It’sfascinating.”He 
releasesmebutdoesn’tpulaway,hishandgrazingmyjaw,myneck.“SometimesIjust 
…wanttoseeitagain.Wanttoseeyouawake.” 
 

Isetmyhandsonhiswaist.Ican’trememberdecidingtodothat.ButIalsocan’t 
moveaway.Ipulmyselfagainsthischest,wrappingmyarmsaroundhim.Myfingers 
skimthemusclesofhisback. 
 

Afteramomenthetouchesthesmalofmyback,pressingmecloser,andsmoothes 
hisotherhandovermyhair.Ifeelsmalagain,butthistime,itdoesn’tscareme.I 
squeezemyeyesshut.Hedoesn’tscaremeanymore. 
 

“ShouldIbecrying?”Iask,myvoicemufledbyhisshirt.“Istheresomethingwrong 
withme?” 
 

ThesimulationsdroveacrackthroughAlsowidehecouldnotmendit.Whynotme? 
WhyamInotlikehim—andwhydoesthatthoughtmakemefeelsouneasy,likeI’m 
teeteringonaledgemyself? 
 

“YouthinkIknowanythingabouttears?”hesaysquietly. 
 

Iclosemyeyes.Idon’texpectFourtoreassureme,andhemakesnoefortto,butI 
feelbeterstandingherethanIdidoutthereamongthepeoplewhoaremyfriends,my 
faction.Ipressmyforeheadtohisshoulder. 
 

“IfIhadforgivenhim,”Isay,“doyouthinkhewouldbealivenow?” 
 

“Idon’tknow,”hereplies.Hepresseshishandtomycheek,andIturnmyfaceinto 
it,keepingmyeyesclosed. 
 

“Ifeellikeit’smyfault.” 
 

“Itisn’tyourfault,”hesays,touchinghisforeheadtomine. 

“ButIshouldhave.Ishouldhaveforgivenhim.” 
 

“Maybe.Maybethere’smorewealcouldhavedone,”hesays,“butwejusthaveto 
lettheguiltremindustodobeternexttime.” 
 

Ifrownandpulback.ThatisalessonthatmembersofAbnegationlearn—guiltasa 
tool,ratherthanaweaponagainsttheself.Itisalinestraightfromoneofmyfather’s 
lecturesatourweeklymeetings. 
 

“Whatfactiondidyoucomefrom,Four?” 
 

“Itdoesn’tmater,”hereplies,hiseyeslowered.“ThisiswhereIamnow.Something 
youwoulddoweltorememberforyourself.” 
 

Hegivesmeaconflictedlookandtoucheshislipstomyforehead,rightbetweenmy 
eyebrows.Iclosemyeyes.Idon’tunderstandthis,whateveritis.ButIdon’twantto 
ruinit,soIsaynothing.Hedoesn’tmove;hejuststaystherewithhismouthpressedto 



 

 

myskin,andIstaytherewithmyhandsonhiswaist,foralongtime. 



 

 

CHAPTERTWENTY-FIVE 
 

 

ISTANDWITH WilandChristinaattherailingoverlookingthechasm,lateatnightaftermost 
oftheDauntlesshavegonetosleep.Bothmyshouldersstingfromthetatooneedle. 
Wealgotnewtatoosahalfhourago. 
 

Toriwastheonlyoneinthetatooplace,soIfeltsafegetingthesymbolof 
Abnegation—apairofhands,palmsupasiftohelpsomeonestand,boundedbya 
circle—onmyrightshoulder.Iknowitwasarisk,especialyafteralthat’shappened. 
Butthatsymbolisapartofmyidentity,anditfeltimportanttomethatIwearitonmy 
skin. 
 

Istepupononeofthebarier’scrossbars,pressingmyhipstotherailingtokeep 
mybalance.ThisiswhereAlstood.Ilookdownintothechasm,attheblackwater,at 
thejaggedrocks.Waterhitsthewalandspraysup,mistingmyface.Washeafraid 
whenhestoodhere?Orwashesodeterminedtojumpthatitwaseasy? 
 

Christinahandsmeastackofpaper.IgotacopyofeveryreporttheEruditehave 
releasedinthelastsixmonths.Throwingthemintothechasmwon’tgetridofthem 
forever,butitmightmakemefeelbeter. 
 

Istareatthefirstone.OnitisapictureofJeanine,theEruditerepresentative.Her 
sharp-but-atractiveeyesstarebackatme. 
 

“Haveyouevermether?”IaskWil.Christinacrumplesthefirstreportintoabal 
andhurlsitintothewater. 
 

“Jeanine?Once,”hereplies.Hetakesthenextreportandtearsittoshreds.The 
piecesfloatintotheriver.HedoesitwithoutChristina’smalice.Igetthefeelingthatthe 
onlyreasonhe’sparticipatingistoprovetomethathedoesn’tagreewithhisformer 
faction’stactics.Whetherhebelieveswhatthey’resayingornotisunclear,andIam 
afraidtoask. 
 

“Beforeshewasaleader,sheworkedwithmysister.Theyweretryingtodevelopa 
longer-lastingserumforthesimulations,”hesays.“Jeanine’ssosmartyoucanseeit 
evenbeforeshesaysanything.Like…awalking,talkingcomputer.” 
 

“What…”Iflingoneofthepagesovertherailing,pressingmylipstogether.Ishould 
justask.“Whatdoyouthinkofwhatshehastosay?” 
 

Heshrugs.“Idon’tknow.Maybeit’sagoodideatohavemorethanonefactionin 
controlofthegovernment.Andmaybeitwouldbeniceifwehadmorecarsand…fresh 
fruitand…” 
 

“Youdorealizethere’snosecretwarehousewherealthatstufiskept,right?”Iask, 
myfacegetinghot. 
 

“Yes,Ido,”hesays.“Ijustthinkthatcomfortandprosperityarenotapriorityfor 



 

 

Abnegation,andmaybetheywouldbeiftheotherfactionswereinvolvedinour 
decisionmaking.” 



 

 

“BecausegivinganEruditeboyacarismoreimportantthangivingfoodtothe 
factionless,”Isnap. 
 

“Heynow,”saysChristina,brushingWil’sshoulderwithherfingers.“Thisis 
supposedtobealightheartedsessionofsymbolicdocumentdestruction,notapolitical 
debate.” 
 

IbitebackwhatIwasabouttosayandstareatthestackofpaperinmyhands.Wil 
andChristinasharealotofidletoucheslately.I’venoticedit.Havethey? 
 

“Althatstufshesaidaboutyourdad,though,”hesays,“makesmekindofhateher. 
Ican’timaginewhatgoodcancomeofsayingsuchteriblethings.” 
 

Ican.IfJeaninecanmakepeoplebelievethatmyfatherandaltheotherAbnegation 
leadersarecoruptandawful,shehassupportforwhateverrevolutionshewantsto 
start,ifthat’srealyherplan.ButIdon’twanttoargueagain,soIjustnodandthrowthe 
remainingsheetsintothechasm.Theydriftbackandforth,backandforthuntilthey 
findthewater.Theywilbefilteredoutatthechasmwalanddiscarded. 
 

“It’sbedtime,”Christinasays,smiling.“Readytogoback?IthinkIwanttoput 
Peter’shandinabowlofwarmwatertomakehimpeetonight.” 
 

IturnawayfromthechasmandseemovementontherightsideofthePit.Afigure 
climbstowardtheglassceiling,andjudgingbythesmoothwayhewalks,likehisfeet 
barelyleavetheground,IknowitisFour. 
 

“Thatsoundsgreat,butIhavetotalktoFouraboutsomething,”Isay,pointingtoward 
theshadowascendingthepath.Hereyesfolowmyhand. 
 

“Areyousureyoushouldberunningaroundherealoneatnight?”sheasks. 
 

“Iwon’tbealone.I’lbewithFour.”Ibitemylip. 
 

ChristinaislookingatWil,andheislookingbackather.Neitherofthemisrealy 
listeningtome. 
 

“Alright,”Christinasaysdistantly.“Wel,I’lseeyoulater,then.” 
 

ChristinaandWilwalktowardthedormitories,ChristinatouslingWil’shairandWil 
jabbingherintheribs.Forasecond,Iwatchthem.IfeellikeIamwitnessingthe 
beginningofsomething,butI’mnotsurewhatitwilbe. 
 

IjogtothepathontherightsideofthePitandstarttoclimb.Itrytomakemy 
footstepsasquietaspossible.UnlikeChristina,Idon’tfinditdificulttolie.Idon’t 
intendtotalktoFour—atleast,notuntilIfindoutwherehe’sgoing,lateatnight,inthe 
glassbuildingaboveus. 
 

Irunquietly,breathlesswhenIreachthestairs,andstandatoneendoftheglass 
roomwhileFourstandsattheother.ThroughthewindowsIseethecitylights,glowing 
nowbutpeteringoutevenasIlookatthem.Theyaresupposedtoturnofatmidnight. 
 

Acrosstheroom,Fourstandsatthedoortothefearlandscape.Heholdsablack 



 

 

boxinonehandandasyringeintheother. 



 

 

“Sinceyou’rehere,”hesays,withoutlookingoverhisshoulder,“youmightaswelgo 
inwithme.” 
 

Ibitemylip.“Intoyourfearlandscape?” 
 

“Yes.” 
 

AsIwalktowardhim,Iask,“Icandothat?” 
 

“Theserumconnectsyoutotheprogram,”hesays,“buttheprogramdetermines 
whoselandscapeyougothrough.Andrightnow,it’ssettoputusthroughmine.” 
 

“Youwouldletmeseethat?” 
 

“WhyelsedoyouthinkI’mgoingin?”heasksquietly.Hedoesn’tlifthiseyes.“There 
aresomethingsIwanttoshowyou.” 
 

Heholdsupthesyringe,andItiltmyheadtobeterexposemyneck.Ifeelsharp 
painwhentheneedlegoesin,butIamusedtoitnow.Whenhe’sdone,heofersme 
theblackbox.Initisanothersyringe. 
 

“I’veneverdonethisbefore,”IsayasItakeitoutofthebox.Idon’twanttohurthim. 
 

“Righthere,”hesays,touchingaspotonhisneckwithhisfingernail.Istandonmy 
tiptoesandpushtheneedlein,myhandshakingalitle.Hedoesn’tevenflinch. 
 

Hekeepshiseyesonmethewholetime,andwhenI’mdone,putsbothsyringesin 
theboxandsetsitbythedoor.HeknewthatIwouldfolowhimuphere.Knew,or 
hoped.Eitherwayisfinewithme. 
 

Heofersmehishand,andIslidemineintoit.Hisfingersarecoldandbritle.Ifeel 
likethereissomethingIshouldsay,butIamtoostunnedandcan’tcomeupwithany 
words.Heopensthedoorwithhisfreehand,andIfolowhimintothedark.Iamnow 
usedtoenteringunknownplaceswithouthesitation.Ikeepmybreathsevenandhold 
firmlytoFour’shand. 
 

“SeeifyoucanfigureoutwhytheycalmeFour,”hesays. 
 

Thedoorclicksshutbehindus,takingalthelightwithit.Theairiscoldinthehalway; 
Ifeeleachparticleentermylungs.Iinchclosertohimsomyarmisagainsthisandmy 
chinisnearhisshoulder. 
 

“What’syourrealname?”Iask. 
 

“Seeifyoucanfigurethatouttoo.” 
 

Thesimulationtakesus.ThegroundIstandonisnolongermadeofcement.It 
creakslikemetal.Lightpoursinfromalangles,andthecityunfoldsaroundus,glass 
buildingsandthearcoftraintracks,andwearehighaboveit.Ihaven’tseenabluesky 
inalongtime,sowhenitspreadsoutaboveme,Ifeelthebreathcatchinmylungsand 
theefectisdizzying. 
 

Thenthewindstarts.ItblowssohardIhavetoleanagainstFourtostayonmyfeet. 



 

 

Heremoveshishandfrommineandwrapshisarmaroundmyshouldersinstead.At 
firstIthinkit’stoprotectme—butno,he’shavingtroublebreathingandheneedsmeto 



 

 

steadyhim.Heforcesbreathinandoutthroughanopenmouthandhisteethare 
clenched. 
 

Theheightisbeautifultome,butifit’shere,itisoneofhisworstnightmares. 

“Wehavetojumpof,right?”Ishoutoverthewind. 
 

Henods. 
 

“Onthree,okay?” 
 

Anothernod. 
 

“One…two…three!”IpulhimwithmeasIburstintoarun.Afterwetakethefirst 
step,therestiseasy.Webothsprintoftheedgeofthebuilding.Wefalliketwo 
stones,fast,theairpushingbackatus,thegroundgrowingbeneathus.Thenthe 
scenedisappears,andIamonmyhandsandkneesonthefloor,grinning.Ilovedthat 
rushthedayIchoseDauntless,andIloveitnow. 
 

Nexttome,Fourgaspsandpressesahandtohischest. 
 

Igetupandhelphimtohisfeet.“What’snext?” 
 

“It’s—” 
 

Somethingsolidhitsmyspine.IslamintoFour,myheadhitinghiscolarbone.Wals 
appearonmyleftandmyright.ThespaceissonarowthatFourhastopulhisarms 
intohischesttofit.Aceilingslamsontothewalsarounduswithacrack,andFour 
hunchesover,groaning.Theroomisjustbigenoughtoaccommodatehissize,andno 
bigger. 
 

“Confinement,”Isay. 
 

Hemakesaguturalnoise.Itiltmyheadandpulbackenoughtolookathim.Ican 
barelyseehisface,it’ssodark,andtheairisclose;wesharebreaths.Hegrimaces 
likehe’sinpain. 
 

“Hey,”Isay.“It’sokay.Here—” 
 

Iguidehisarmsaroundmybodysohehasmorespace.Heclutchesatmyback 
andputshisfacenexttomine,stilhunchedover.Hisbodyiswarm,butIfeelonlyhis 
bonesandthemusclethatwrapsaroundthem;nothingyieldsbeneathme.Mycheeks 
gethot.CanhetelthatI’mstilbuiltlikeachild? 
 

“ThisisthefirsttimeI’mhappyI’msosmal.”Ilaugh.IfIjoke,maybeIcancalmhim 
down.Anddistractmyself. 
 

“Mmhmm,”hesays.Hisvoicesoundsstrained. 
 

“Wecan’tbreakoutofhere,”Isay.“It’seasiertofacethefearheadon,right?”I 
don’twaitforaresponse.“Sowhatyouneedtodoismakethespacesmaler.Makeit 
worsesoitgetsbeter.Right?” 
 



 

 

“Yes.”Itisatight,tenselitleword. 
 

“Okay.We’lhavetocrouch,then.Ready?” 



 

 

Isqueezehiswaisttopulhimdownwithme.Ifeelthehardlineofhisribagainstmy 
handandhearthescreechofonewoodplankagainstanotherastheceilinginches 
downwithus.Irealizethatwewon’tfitwithalthisspacebetweenus,soIturnandcurl 
intoabal,myspineagainsthischest.Oneofhiskneesisbentnexttomyheadand 
theotheriscurledbeneathmesoI’msitingonhisankle.Weareajumbleoflimbs.I 
feelaharshbreathagainstmyear. 
 

“Ah,”hesays,hisvoiceraspy.“Thisisworse.Thisisdefinitely…” 
 

“Shh,”Isay.“Armsaroundme.” 
 

Obediently,heslipsbotharmsaroundmywaist.Ismileatthewal.Iamnotenjoying 
this.Iamnot,notevenalitlebit,no. 
 

“Thesimulationmeasuresyourfearresponse,”Isaysoftly.I’mjustrepeatingwhat 
hetoldus,butremindinghimmighthelphim.“Soifyoucancalmyourheartbeatdown, 
itwilmoveontothenextone.Remember?Sotrytoforgetthatwe’rehere.” 
 

“Yeah?”Ifeelhislipsmoveagainstmyearashespeaks,andheatcoursesthrough 
me.“Thateasy,huh?” 
 

“Youknow,mostboyswouldenjoybeingtrappedinclosequarterswithagirl.”Irol 
myeyes. 
 

“Notclaustrophobicpeople,Tris!”Hesoundsdesperatenow. 
 

“Okay,okay.”Isetmyhandontopofhisandguideittomychest,soit’srightover 
myheart.“Feelmyheartbeat.Canyoufeelit?” 
 

“Yes.” 
 

“Feelhowsteadyitis?” 
 

“It’sfast.” 
 

“Yes,wel,thathasnothingtodowiththebox.”IwinceassoonasI’mdone 
speaking.Ijustadmitedtosomething.Hopefulyhedoesn’trealizethat.“Everytime 
youfeelmebreathe,youbreathe.Focusonthat.” 
 

“Okay.” 
 

Ibreathedeeply,andhischestrisesandfalswithmine.Afterafewsecondsofthis, 
Isaycalmly,“Whydon’tyoutelmewherethisfearcomesfrom.Maybetalkingaboutit 
wilhelpus…somehow.” 
 

Idon’tknowhow,butitsoundsright. 
 

“Um…okay.”Hebreatheswithmeagain.“Thisoneisfrommyfantasticchildhood. 
Childhoodpunishments.Thetinyclosetupstairs.” 
 

Ipressmylipstogether.Irememberbeingpunished—senttomyroomwithout 
dinner,deprivedofthisorthat,firmscoldings.Iwasnevershutinacloset.Thecruelty 
smarts;mychestachesforhim.Idon’tknowwhattosay,soItrytokeepitcasual. 
 



 

 

“Mymotherkeptourwintercoatsinourcloset.” 



 

 

“Idon’t…”Hegasps.“Idon’trealywanttotalkaboutitanymore.” 
 

“Okay.Then…Icantalk.Askmesomething.” 
 

“Okay.”Helaughsshakilyinmyear.“Whyisyourheartracing,Tris?” 
 

Icringeandsay,“Wel,I…”Isearchforanexcusethatdoesn’tinvolvehisarms 

beingaroundme.“Ibarelyknowyou.”Notgoodenough.“IbarelyknowyouandI’m 
crammedupagainstyouinabox,Four,whatdoyouthink?” 
 

“Ifwewereinyourfearlandscape,”hesays,“wouldIbeinit?” 
 

“I’mnotafraidofyou.” 
 

“Ofcourseyou’renot.Butthat’snotwhatImeant.” 
 

Helaughsagain,andwhenhedoes,thewalsbreakapartwithacrackandfalaway, 
leavingusinacircleoflight.Foursighsandliftshisarmsfrommybody.Iscrambleto 
myfeetandbrushmyselfof,thoughIhaven’taccumulatedanydirtthatI’mawareof.I 
wipemypalmsonmyjeans.Mybackfeelscoldfromthesuddenabsenceofhim. 
 

Hestandsinfrontofme.He’sgrinning,andI’mnotsureIlikethelookinhiseyes. 

“MaybeyouwerecutoutforCandor,”hesays,“becauseyou’reateribleliar.” 
 

“Ithinkmyaptitudetestruledthatoneoutpretywel.” 
 

Heshakeshishead.“Theaptitudetesttelsyounothing.” 
 

Inarowmyeyes.“Whatareyoutryingtotelme?Yourtestisn’tthereasonyou 
endedupDauntless?” 
 

Excitementrunsthroughmelikethebloodinmyveins,propeledbythehopethathe 
mightconfirmthatheisDivergent,thatheislikeme,thatwecanfigureoutwhatit 
meanstogether. 
 

“Notexactly,no,”hesays.“I…” 
 

Helooksoverhisshoulderandhisvoicetrailsof.Awomanstandsafewyards 
away,pointingagunatus.Sheiscompletelystil,herfeaturesplain—ifwewalked 
awayrightnow,Iwouldnotrememberher.Tomyright,atableappears.Onitisagun 
andasinglebulet.Whyisn’tsheshootingus? 
 

Oh,Ithink.Thefearisunrelatedtothethreattohislife.Ithastodowiththegunon 
thetable. 
 

“Youhavetokilher,”Isaysoftly. 
 

“Everysingletime.” 
 

“Sheisn’treal.” 
 

“Shelooksreal.”Hebiteshislip.“Itfeelsreal.” 
 

“Ifshewasreal,shewouldhavekiledyoualready.” 
 



 

 

“It’sokay.”Henods.“I’ljust…doit.Thisone’snot…notsobad.Notasmuchpanic 
involved.” 



 

 

Notasmuchpanic,butfarmoredread.Icanseeitinhiseyesashepicksupthe 
gunandopensthechamberlikehe’sdoneitathousandtimes—andmaybehehas. 
Heclicksthebuletintothechamberandholdsthegunoutinfrontofhim,bothhands 
aroundit.Hesqueezesoneeyeshutandbreathesslowlyin. 
 

Asheexhales,hefires,andthewoman’sheadwhipsback.Iseeaflashofredand 
lookaway.Ihearhercrumpletothefloor. 
 

Four’sgundropswithathump.Westareatherfalenbody.Whathesaidistrue—it 
doesfeelreal.Don’tberidiculous.Igrabhisarm. 
 

“C’mon,”Isay.“Let’sgo.Keepmoving.” 
 

Afteranothertug,hecomesoutofhisdazeandfolowsme.Aswepassthetable, 
thewoman’sbodydisappears,exceptinmymemoryandhis.Whatwoulditbeliketo 
kilsomeoneeverytimeIwentthroughmylandscape?MaybeI’lfindout. 
 

Butsomethingpuzzlesme:ThesearesupposedtobeFour’sworstfears.And 
thoughhepanickedintheboxandontheroof,hekiledthewomanwithoutmuch 
dificulty.Itseemslikethesimulationisgraspingatanyfearsitcanfindwithinhim,and 
ithasn’tfoundmuch. 
 

“Herewego,”hewhispers. 
 

Adarkfiguremovesaheadofus,creepingalongtheedgeofthecircleoflight, 
waitingforustotakeanotherstep.Whoisit?WhofrequentsFour’snightmares? 
 

Themanwhoemergesistalandslim,withhaircutclosetohisscalp.Heholdshis 
handsbehindhisback.AndhewearsthegrayclothesoftheAbnegation. 
 

“Marcus,”Iwhisper. 
 

“Here’sthepart,”Foursays,hisvoiceshaking,“whereyoufigureoutmyname.” 
 

“Ishe…”IlookfromMarcus,whowalksslowlytowardus,toFour,whoinchesslowly 
back,andeverythingcomestogether.MarcushadasonwhojoinedDauntless.His 
namewas…“Tobias.” 
 

Marcusshowsushishands.Abeltiscurledaroundoneofhisfists.Slowlyhe 
unwindsitfromhisfingers. 
 

“Thisisforyourowngood,”hesays,andhisvoiceechoesadozentimes. 
 

AdozenMarcusespressintothecircleoflight,alholdingthesamebelt,withthe 
sameblankexpression.WhentheMarcusesblinkagain,theireyesturnintoempty, 
blackpits.Thebeltsslitheralongthefloor,whichisnowwhitetile.Ashivercrawlsup 
myspine.TheEruditeaccusedMarcusofcruelty.ForoncetheEruditewereright. 
 

IlookatFour—Tobias—andheseemsfrozen.Hisposturesags.Helooksyears 
older;helooksyearsyounger.ThefirstMarcusyankshisarmback,thebeltsailing 
overhisshoulderashepreparestostrike.Tobiasshrinksback,throwinghisarmsup 
toprotecthisface. 



 

 

 

Idartinfrontofhimandthebeltcracksagainstmywrist,wrappingaroundit.Ahot 



 

 

painracesupmyarmtomyelbow.IgritmyteethandpulashardasIcan.Marcus 
loseshisgrip,soIunwrapthebeltandgrabitbythebuckle. 
 

IswingmyarmasfastasIcan,myshouldersocketburningfromthesuddenmotion, 
andthebeltstrikesMarcus’sshoulder.Heyelsandlungesatmewithoutstretched 
hands,withfingernailsthatlooklikeclaws.Tobiaspushesmebehindhimsohestands 
betweenmeandMarcus.Helooksangry,notafraid. 
 

AltheMarcusesvanish.Thelightscomeon,revealingalong,narowroomwith 
bustedbrickwalsandacementfloor. 
 

“That’sit?”Isay.“Thosewereyourworstfears?Whydoyouonlyhavefour…”My 
voicetrailsof.Onlyfourfears. 
 

“Oh.”Ilookovermyshoulderathim.“That’swhytheycalyou—” 
 

ThewordsleavemewhenIseehisexpression.Hiseyesarewideandseemalmost 
vulnerableundertheroom’slights.Hislipsareparted.Ifwewerenothere,Iwould 
describethelookasawe.ButIdon’tunderstandwhyhewouldbelookingatmeinawe. 
 

Hewrapshishandaroundmyelbow,histhumbpressingtothesoftskinabovemy 
forearm,andtugsmetowardhim.Theskinaroundmywriststilstings,likethebeltwas 
real,butitisaspaleastherestofme.Hislipsslowlymoveagainstmycheek,thenhis 
armstightenaroundmyshoulders,andheburieshisfaceinmyneck,breathing 
againstmycolarbone. 
 

Istandstiflyforasecondandthenloopmyarmsaroundhimandsigh. 
 

“Hey,”Isaysoftly.“Wegotthroughit.” 
 

Heliftshisheadandslipshisfingersthroughmyhair,tuckingitbehindmyear.We 
stareateachotherinsilence.Hisfingersmoveabsentlyoveralockofmyhair. 
 

“Yougotmethroughit,”hesaysfinaly. 
 

“Wel.”Mythroatisdry.Itrytoignorethenervouselectricitythatpulsesthroughme 
everysecondhetouchesme.“It’seasytobebravewhenthey’renotmyfears.” 
 

Iletmyhandsdropandcasualywipethemonmyjeans,hopinghedoesn’tnotice. 
 

Ifhedoes,hedoesn’tsayso.Helaceshisfingerswithmine. 
 

“Comeon,”hesays.“Ihavesomethingelsetoshowyou.” 



 

 

CHAPTERTWENTY-SIX 
 

 

HANDINHAND,wewalktowardthePit.Imonitorthepressureofmyhandcarefuly.One 
minute,IfeellikeI’mnotgrippinghardenough,andthenext,I’msqueezingtoohard.I 
neverusedtounderstandwhypeoplebotheredtoholdhandsastheywalked,butthen 
herunsoneofhisfingertipsdownmypalm,andIshiverandunderstanditcompletely. 
 

“So…”IlatchontothelastlogicalthoughtIremember.“Fourfears.” 
 

“Fourfearsthen;fourfearsnow,”hesays,nodding.“Theyhaven’tchanged,soI 
keepgoinginthere,but…Istilhaven’tmadeanyprogress.” 
 

“Youcan’tbefearless,remember?”Isay.“Becauseyoustilcareaboutthings. 
Aboutyourlife.” 
 

“Iknow.” 
 

WewalkalongtheedgeofthePitonanarowpaththatleadstotherocksatthe 
botomofthechasm.I’venevernoticeditbefore—
itblendedinwiththerockwal.But Tobiasseemstoknowitwel. 
 

Idon’twanttoruinthemoment,butIhavetoknowabouthisaptitudetest.Ihaveto 
knowifhe’sDivergent. 
 

“Youweregoingtotelmeaboutyouraptitudetestresults,”Isay. 

“Ah.”Hescratchesthebackofhisneckwithhisfreehand.“Doesitmater?” 
 

“Yes.Iwanttoknow.” 
 

“Howdemandingyouare.”Hesmiles. 
 

Wereachtheendofthepathandstandatthebotomofthechasm,wheretherocks 
formunsteadyground,risingupatharshanglesfromtherushingwater.Heleadsme 
upanddown,acrosssmalgapsandoverangularridges.Myshoesclingtotherough 
rock.Thesolesofmyshoesmarkeachrockwithawetfootprint. 
 

Hefindsarelativelyflatrockneartheside,wherethecurentisn’tstrong,andsits 
down,hisfeetdanglingovertheedge.Isitbesidehim.Heseemscomfortablehere, 
inchesabovethehazardouswater. 
 

Hereleasesmyhand.Ilookatthejaggededgeoftherock. 
 

“ThesearethingsIdon’ttelpeople,youknow.Notevenmyfriends,”hesays. 
 

Ilacemyfingerstogetherandclench.Thisistheperfectplaceforhimtotelmethat 
heisDivergent,ifindeedthat’swhatheis.Theroarofthechasmensuresthatwe 
won’tbeoverheard.Idon’tknowwhythethoughtmakesmesonervous. 
 

“Myresultwasasexpected,”hesays.“Abnegation.” 
 

“Oh.”Somethinginsidemedeflates.Iamwrongabouthim. 
 



 

 

But—IhadassumedthatifhewasnotDivergent,hemusthavegotenaDauntless 
result.Andtechnicaly,IalsogotanAbnegationresult—accordingtothesystem.Did 



 

 

thesamethinghappentohim?Andifthat’strue,whyisn’thetelingmethetruth? 
 

“ButyouchoseDauntlessanyway?”Isay. 
 

“Outofnecessity.” 
 

“Whydidyouhavetoleave?” 
 

Hiseyesdartawayfrommine,acrossthespaceinfrontofhim,asifsearchingthe 
airforananswer.Hedoesn’tneedtogiveone.Istilfeeltheghostofastingingbelton 
mywrist. 
 

“Youhadtogetawayfromyourdad,”Isay.“Isthatwhyyoudon’twanttobea 
Dauntlessleader?Becauseifyouwere,youmighthavetoseehimagain?” 
 

Heliftsashoulder.“That,andI’vealwaysfeltthatIdon’tquitebelongamongthe 

Dauntless.Notthewaytheyarenow,anyway.” 
 

“Butyou’re…incredible,”Isay.Ipauseandclearmythroat.“Imean,byDauntless 
standards.Fourfearsisunheardof.Howcouldyounotbelonghere?” 
 

Heshrugs.Hedoesn’tseemtocareabouthistalent,orhisstatusamongthe 
Dauntless,andthatiswhatIwouldexpectfromtheAbnegation.Iamnotsurewhatto 
makeofthat. 
 

Hesays,“Ihaveatheorythatselflessnessandbraveryaren’talthatdiferent.Al 
yourlifeyou’vebeentrainingtoforgetyourself,sowhenyou’reindanger,itbecomes 
yourfirstinstinct.IcouldbelonginAbnegationjustaseasily.” 
 

SuddenlyIfeelheavy.Alifetimeoftrainingwasn’tenoughforme.Myfirstinstinctis 
stilself-preservation. 
 

“Yeah,wel,”Isay,“IleftAbnegationbecauseIwasn’tselflessenough,nomater 
howhardItriedtobe.” 
 

“That’snotentirelytrue.”Hesmilesatme.“Thatgirlwholetsomeonethrowknives 
athertospareafriend,whohitmydadwithabelttoprotectme—thatselflessgirl, 
that’snotyou?” 
 

He’sfiguredoutmoreaboutmethanIhave.Andeventhoughitseemsimpossible 
thathecouldfeelsomethingforme,givenalthatI’mnot…maybeitisn’t.Ifrownathim. 
“You’vebeenpayingcloseatention,haven’tyou?” 
 

“Iliketoobservepeople.” 
 

“MaybeyouwerecutoutforCandor,Four,becauseyou’reateribleliar.” 
 

Heputshishandontherocknexttohim,hisfingersliningupwithmine.Ilookdown 
atourhands.Hehaslong,narowfingers.Handsmadeforfine,deftmovements.Not 
Dauntlesshands,whichshouldbethickandtoughandreadytobreakthings. 
 

“Fine.”Heleanshisfaceclosertomine,hiseyesfocusingonmychin,andmylips, 
andmynose.“IwatchedyoubecauseIlikeyou.”Hesaysitplainly,boldly,andhiseyes 



 

 

flickuptomine.“Anddon’tcalme‘Four,’okay?It’snicetohearmynameagain.” 



 

 

Justlikethat,hehasfinalydeclaredhimself,andIdon’tknowhowtorespond.My 

cheekswarm,andalIcanthinktosayis,“Butyou’reolderthanIam…Tobias.” 
 

Hesmilesatme.“Yes,thatwhoppingtwo-yeargaprealyisinsurmountable,isn’tit?” 
 

“I’mnottryingtobeself-
deprecating,”Isay,“Ijustdon’tgetit.I’myounger.I’mnot prety.I—” 
 

Helaughs,adeeplaughthatsoundslikeitcamefromdeepinsidehim,andtouches 
hislipstomytemple. 
 

“Don’tpretend,”Isaybreathily.“YouknowI’mnot.I’mnotugly,butIamcertainlynot 
prety.” 
 

“Fine.You’renotprety.So?”Hekissesmycheek.“Ilikehowyoulook.You’redeadly 
smart.You’rebrave.AndeventhoughyoufoundoutaboutMarcus…”Hisvoice 
softens.“Youaren’tgivingmethatlook.LikeI’makickedpuppyorsomething.” 
 

“Wel,”Isay.“You’renot.” 
 

Forasecondhisdarkeyesareonmine,andhe’squiet.Thenhetouchesmyface 
andleansinclose,brushingmylipswithhis.TheriverroarsandIfeelitssprayonmy 
ankles.Hegrinsandpresseshismouthtomine. 
 

Itenseupatfirst,unsureofmyself,sowhenhepulsaway,I’msureIdidsomething 
wrong,orbadly.Buthetakesmyfaceinhishands,hisfingersstrongagainstmyskin, 
andkissesmeagain,firmerthistime,morecertain.Iwrapanarmaroundhim,sliding 
myhanduphisneckandintohisshorthair. 
 

Forafewminuteswekiss,deepinthechasm,withtheroarofwateralaroundus. 
Andwhenwerise,handinhand,Irealizethatifwehadbothchosendiferently,we 
mighthaveendedupdoingthesamething,inasaferplace,ingrayclothesinsteadof 
blackones. 



 

 

CHAPTERTWENTY-SEVEN 
 

 

THENEXTMORNING Iamsilyandlight.EverytimeIpushthesmilefrommyface,itfightsitsway 
back.EventualyIstopsuppressingit.Iletmyhairhanglooseandabandonmyuniform 
oflooseshirtsinfavorofonethatcutsacrossmyshoulders,revealingmytatoos. 
 

“Whatisitwithyoutoday?”saysChristinaonthewaytobreakfast.Hereyesarestil 
swolenfromsleepandhertangledhairformsafuzzyhaloaroundherface. 
 

“Oh,youknow,”Isay.“Sunshining.Birdschirping.” 
 

Sheraisesaneyebrowatme,asifremindingmethatweareinanunderground 
tunnel. 
 

“Letthegirlbeinagoodmood,”Wilsays.“Youmayneverseeitagain.” 
 

Ismackhisarmandhurytowardthedininghal.MyheartpoundsbecauseIknow 
thatatsomepointinthenexthalfhour,IwilseeTobias.Isitdowninmyusualplace, 
nexttoUriah,withWilandChristinaacrossfromus.Theseatonmyleftstaysempty.I 
wonderifTobiaswilsitinit;ifhe’lgrinatmeoverbreakfast;ifhe’llookatmeinthat 
secret,stolenwaythatIimaginemyselflookingathim. 
 

Igrabapieceoftoastfromtheplateinthemiddleofthetableandstarttobuterit 
withalitletoomuchenthusiasm.Ifeelmyselfactinglikealunatic,butIcan’tstop.It 
wouldbelikerefusingtobreathe. 
 

Thenhewalksin.Hishairisshorter,anditlooksdarkerthisway,almostblack.It’s 
Abnegationshort,Irealize.Ismileathimandliftmyhandtowavehimover,buthesits 
downnexttoZekewithoutevenglancinginmydirection,soIletmyhanddrop. 
 

Istareatmytoast.Itiseasynottosmilenow. 
 

“Somethingwrong?”asksUriahthroughamouthfuloftoast. 
 

Ishakemyheadandtakeabite.WhatdidIexpect?Justbecausewekisseddoesn’t 
meananythingchanges.Maybehechangedhismindaboutlikingme.Maybehethinks 
kissingmewasamistake. 
 

“Today’sfearlandscapeday,”saysWil.“Youthinkwe’lgettoseeourownfear 
landscapes?” 
 

“No.”Uriahshakeshishead.“Yougothroughoneoftheinstructors’landscapes.My 
brothertoldme.” 
 

“Ooh,whichinstructor?”saysChristina,suddenlyperkingup. 
 

“Youknow,itrealyisn’tfairthatyoualgetinsiderinformationandwedon’t,”Wil 
says,glaringatUriah. 
 

“Likeyouwouldn’tuseanadvantageifyouhadone,”retortsUriah. 



 

 

Christinaignoresthem.“Ihopeit’sFour’slandscape.” 

“Why?”Iask.Thequestioncomesouttooincredulous.IbitemylipandwishIcould 



 

 

takeitback. 
 

“Lookslikesomeonehadamoodswing.”Sherolshereyes.“Likeyoudon’twantto 
knowwhathisfearsare.Heactssotoughthathe’sprobablyafraidofmarshmalows 
andrealybrightsunrisesorsomething.Overcompensating.” 
 

Ishakemyhead.“Itwon’tbehim.” 
 

“Howwouldyouknow?” 
 

“It’sjustaprediction.” 
 

IrememberTobias’sfatherinhisfearlandscape.Hewouldn’tleteveryoneseethat. 
Iglanceathim.Forasecond,hiseyesshifttomine.Hisstareisunfeeling.Thenhe 
looksaway. 
 
 
 
 

Lauren,theinstructoroftheDauntless-
borninitiates,standswithherhandsonher hipsoutsidethefearlandscaperoom. 
 

“Twoyearsago,”shesays,“Iwasafraidofspiders,sufocation,walsthatinch 
slowlyinwardandtrapyoubetweenthem,getingthrownoutofDauntless, 
uncontrolablebleeding,getingrunoverbyatrain,myfather’sdeath,public 
humiliation,andkidnappingbymenwithoutfaces.” 
 

Everyonestaresblanklyather. 
 

“Mostofyouwilhaveanywherefromtentofifteenfearsinyourfearlandscapes. 
Thatistheaveragenumber,”shesays. 
 

“What’sthelowestnumbersomeonehasgoten?”asksLynn. 
 

“Inrecentyears,”saysLauren,“four.” 
 

IhavenotlookedatTobiassincewewereinthecafeteria,butIcan’thelpbutlookat 
himnow.Hekeepshiseyestrainedonthefloor.Iknewthatfourwasalownumber, 
lowenoughtomeritanickname,butIdidn’tknowitwaslessthanhalftheaverage. 
 

Iglareatmyfeet.He’sexceptional.Andnowhewon’tevenlookatme. 
 

“Youwilnotfindoutyournumbertoday,”saysLauren.“Thesimulationissettomy 
fearlandscapeprogram,soyouwilexperiencemyfearsinsteadofyourown.” 
 

IgiveChristinaapointedlook.Iwasright;wewon’tgothroughFour’slandscape. 
 

“Forthepurposesofthisexercise,though,eachofyouwilonlyfaceoneofmy 
fears,togetasenseforhowthesimulationworks.” 
 

Laurenpointstousatrandomandassignsuseachafear.Iwasstandinginthe 
back,soIwilgoclosetolast.Thefearthatsheassignedtomewaskidnapping. 
 

BecauseI’mnothookeduptothecomputerasIwait,Ican’twatchthesimulation, 



 

 

onlytheperson’sreactiontoit.Itistheperfectwaytodistractmyselffrommy 
preoccupationwithTobias—clenchingmyhandsintofistsasWilbrushesofspidersI 



 

 

can’tseeandUriahpresseshishandsagainstwalsthatareinvisibletome,and 
smirkingasPeterturnsbrightredduringwhateverheexperiencesin“public 
humiliation.”Thenit’smyturn. 
 

Theobstaclewon’tbecomfortableforme,butbecauseIhavebeenableto 
manipulateeverysimulation,notjustthisone,andbecauseIhavealreadygone 
throughTobias’slandscape,IamnotapprehensiveasLaureninsertstheneedleinto 
myneck. 
 

Thenthescenerychangesandthekidnappingbegins.Thegroundturnsintograss 
beneathmyfeet,andhandsclamparoundmyarms,overmymouth.Itistoodarkto see. 
 
 

Istandnexttothechasm.Iheartheroarofthewater.Iscreamintothehandthat 
coversmymouthandthrashtofreemyself,butthearmsaretoostrong;my 
kidnappersaretoostrong.Theimageofmyselffalingintodarknessflashesintomy 
mind,thesameimagethatInowcarywithmeinmynightmares.Iscreamagain;I 
screamuntilmythroathurtsandIsqueezehottearsfrommyeyes. 
 

Iknewtheywouldcomebackforme;Iknewtheywouldtryagain.Thefirsttimewas 
notenough.Iscreamagain—notforhelp,becausenoonewilhelpme,butbecause 
that’swhatyoudowhenyou’reabouttodieandyoucan’tstopit. 
 

“Stop,”asternvoicesays. 
 

Thehandsdisappear,andthelightscomeon.Istandoncementinthefear 
landscaperoom.Mybodyshakes,andIdroptomyknees,pressingmyhandstomy 
face.Ijustfailed.Ilostallogic,Ilostalsense.Lauren’sfeartransformedintooneof 
myown. 
 

Andeveryonesawme.Tobiassawme. 
 

Ihearfootsteps.Tobiasmarchestowardmeandwrenchesmetomyfeet. 
 

“Whatthehelwasthat,Stif?” 
 

“I…”Mybreathcomesinahiccup.“Ididn’t—” 
 

“Getyourselftogether!Thisispathetic.” 
 

Somethingwithinmesnaps.Mytearsstop.Heatracesthroughmybody,drivingthe 
weaknessoutofme,andIsmackhimsohardmyknucklesburnwiththeimpact.He 
staresatme,onesideofhisfacebrightwithblush-blood,andIstareback. 
 

“Shutup,”Isay.Iyankmyarmfromhisgraspandwalkoutoftheroom. 



 

 

CHAPTERTWENTY-EIGHT 
 

 

IPULLMY jackettightaroundmyshoulders.Ihaven’tbeenoutsideinalongtime.Thesun 
shinespaleagainstmyface,andIwatchmybreathsformintheair. 
 

AtleastIaccomplishedonething:IconvincedPeterandhisfriendsthatI’mno 
longerathreat.Ijusthavetomakesurethattomorow,whenIgothroughmyownfear 
landscape,Iprovethemwrong.Yesterdayfailureseemedimpossible.TodayI’mnot 
sure. 
 

Islidemyhandsthroughmyhair.Theimpulsetocryisgone.Ibraidmyhairandtieit 
withtherubberbandaroundmywrist.Ifeelmorelikemyself.ThatisalIneed:to 
rememberwhoIam.AndIamsomeonewhodoesnotletinconsequentialthingslike 
boysandnear-deathexperiencesstopher. 
 

Ilaugh,shakingmyhead.AmI? 
 

Ihearthetrainhorn.ThetraintrackslooparoundtheDauntlesscompoundandthen 
continuefartherthanIcansee.Wheredotheybegin?Wheredotheyend?Whatis 
theworldlikebeyondthem?Iwalktowardthem. 
 

Iwanttogohome,butIcan’t.Ericwarnedusnottoappeartooatachedtoour 
parentsonVisitingDay,sovisitinghomewouldbebetrayingtheDauntless,andIcan’t 
afordtodothat.Ericdidnotteluswecouldn’tvisitpeopleinfactionsotherthanthe 
oneswecamefrom,though,andmymotherdidtelmetovisitCaleb. 
 

IknowI’mnotalowedtoleavewithoutsupervision,butIcan’tstopmyself.Iwalk 
fasterandfaster,untilI’msprinting.Pumpingmyarms,Irunalongsidethelastcaruntil 
Icangrabthehandleandswingmyselfin,wincingaspaindartsthroughmysorebody. 
 

Onceinthecar,IlieonmybacknexttothedoorandwatchtheDauntless 
compounddisappearbehindme.Idon’twanttogoback,butchoosingtoquit,tobe 
factionless,wouldbethebravestthingIhaveeverdone,andtodayIfeellikeacoward. 
 

Theairrushesovermybodyandtwistsaroundmyfingers.Iletmyhandtrailover 
theedgeofthecarsoitpressesagainstthewind.Ican’tgohome,butIcanfindpart 
ofit.Calebhasaplaceineverymemoryofmychildhood;heispartofmyfoundation. 
 

Thetrainslowsasitreachestheheartofthecity,andIsituptowatchthesmaler 
buildingsgrowintolargerbuildings.TheEruditeliveinlargestonebuildingsthat 
overlookthemarsh.Iholdthehandleandleanoutjustenoughtoseewherethetracks 
go.Theydipdowntostreetleveljustbeforetheybendtotraveleast.Ibreatheinthe 
smelofwetpavementandmarshair. 
 

Thetraindipsandslows,andIjump.Mylegsshudderwiththeforceofmylanding, 
andIrunafewstepstoregainmybalance.Iwalkdownthemiddleofthestreet, 
headingsouth,towardthemarsh.TheemptylandstretchesasfarasIcansee,a 
brownplanecolidingwiththehorizon. 



 

 

 

Iturnleft.TheEruditebuildingsloomaboveme,darkandunfamiliar.HowwilIfind 



 

 

Calebhere? 
 

TheEruditekeeprecords;it’sintheirnature.Theymustkeeprecordsoftheir 
initiates.Someonehasaccesstothoserecords;Ijusthavetofindthem.Iscanthe 
buildings.Logicalyspeaking,thecentralbuildingshouldbethemostimportantone.I 
mayaswelstartthere. 
 

Thefactionmembersaremilingaroundeverywhere.Eruditefactionnormsdictate 
thatafactionmembermustwearatleastonebluearticleofclothingatatime,because 
bluecausesthebodytoreleasecalmingchemicals,and“acalmmindisaclearmind.” 
Thecolorhasalsocometosignifytheirfaction.Itseemsimpossiblybrighttomenow.I 
havegrownusedtodimlightinganddarkclothing. 
 

Iexpecttoweavethroughthecrowd,dodgingelbowsandmutering“excuseme”the 
wayIalwaysdo,butthereisnoneed.BecomingDauntlesshasmademenoticeable. 
Thecrowdpartsforme,andtheireyesclingtomeasIpass.Ipultherubberband 
frommyhairandshakeitfromitsknotbeforeIwalkthroughthefrontdoors. 
 

Istandjustinsidetheentranceandtiltmyheadback.Theroomishuge,silent,and 
smelslikedust-coveredpages.Thewood-paneledfloorcreaksbeneathmyfeet. 
Bookcaseslinethewalsoneithersideofme,buttheyseemtobedecorativemore 
thananything,becausecomputersoccupythetablesinthecenteroftheroom,andno 
oneisreading.Theystareatscreenswithtenseeyes,focused. 
 

IshouldhaveknownthatthemainEruditebuildingwouldbealibrary.Aportraitonthe 
oppositewalcatchesmyatention.Itistwicemyheightandfourtimesmywidthand 
depictsanatractivewomanwithwaterygrayeyesandspectacles—Jeanine.Heat 
licksmythroatatthesightofher.BecausesheisErudite’srepresentative,sheisthe 
onewhoreleasedthatreportaboutmyfather.Ihavedislikedhersincemyfather’s 
dinner-tablerantsbegan,butnowIhateher. 
 

BeneathherisalargeplaquethatreadsKNOWLEDGELEADS 
 

TOPROSPERITY. 
 

Prosperity.Tomethewordhasanegativeconnotation.Abnegationusesitto 

describeself-indulgence. 
 

HowcouldCalebhavechosentobeoneofthesepeople?Thethingstheydo,the 
thingstheywant,it’salwrong.ButheprobablythinksthesameoftheDauntless. 
 

IwalkuptothedeskjustbeneathJeanine’sportrait.Theyoungmansitingbehindit 
doesn’tlookupashesays,“HowcanIhelpyou?” 
 

“Iamlookingforsomeone,”Isay.“HisnameisCaleb.DoyouknowwhereIcanfind 
him?” 
 

“Iamnotpermitedtogiveoutpersonalinformation,”herepliesblandly,ashejabsat 
thescreeninfrontofhim. 
 

“He’smybrother.” 



 

 

 

“Iamnotpermi—” 



 

 

Islammypalmonthedeskinfrontofhim,andhejerksoutofhisdaze,staringatme 
overhisspectacles.Headsturninmydirection. 
 

“Isaid.”Myvoiceisterse.“Iamlookingforsomeone.He’saninitiate.Canyouat 
leasttelmewhereIcanfindthem?” 
 

“Beatrice?”avoicebehindmesays. 
 

Iturn,andCalebstandsbehindme,abookinhand.Hishairhasgrownoutsoitflips 
athisears,andhewearsablueT-shirtandapairofrectangularglasses.Eventhough 
helooksdiferentandI’mnotalowedtolovehimanymore,IrunathimasfastasIcan 
andthrowmyarmsaroundhisshoulders. 
 

“Youhaveatatoo,”hesays,hisvoicemufled. 
 

“Youhaveglasses,”Isay.Ipulbackandnarowmyeyes.“Yourvisionisperfect, 
Caleb,whatareyoudoing?” 
 

“Um…”Heglancesatthetablesaroundus.“Comeon.Let’sgetoutofhere.” 
 

Weexitthebuildingandcrossthestreet.Ihavetojogtokeepupwithhim.Across 
fromEruditeheadquartersiswhatusedtobeapark.Nowwejustcalit“Milenium,” 
anditisastretchofbarelandandseveralrustedmetalsculptures—oneanabstract, 
platedmammoth,anothershapedlikealimabeanthatdwarfsmeinsize. 
 

Westopontheconcretearoundthemetalbean,wheretheEruditesitinsmal 
groupswithnewspapersorbooks.Hetakesofhisglassesandshovestheminhis 
pocket,thenrunsahandthroughhishair,hiseyesskippingoverminenervously.Like 
he’sashamed.MaybeIshouldbetoo.I’mtatooed,loose-haired,andwearingtight 
clothes.ButI’mjustnot. 
 

“Whatareyoudoinghere?”hesays. 
 

“Iwantedtogohome,”Isay,“andyouweretheclosestthingIcouldthinkof.” 
 

Hepresseshislipstogether. 
 

“Don’tlooksopleasedtoseeme,”Iadd. 
 

“Hey,”hesays,setinghishandsonmyshoulders.“I’mthriledtoseeyou,okay?It’s 
justthatthisisn’talowed.Therearerules.” 
 

“Idon’tcare,”Isay.“Idon’tcare,okay?” 
 

“Maybeyoushould.”Hisvoiceisgentle;hewearshislookofdisapproval.“Ifitwere 
me,Iwouldn’twanttogetintroublewithyourfaction.” 
 

“What’sthatsupposedtomean?” 
 

Iknowexactlywhatitmeans.Heseesmyfactionasthecruelestofthefive,and 
nothingmore. 
 

“Ijustdon’twantyoutogethurt.Youdon’thavetobesoangrywithme,”hesays, 



 

 

tiltinghishead.“Whathappenedtoyouinthere?” 
 

“Nothing.Nothinghappenedtome.”Iclosemyeyesandrubthebackofmyneck 



 

 

withonehand.EvenifIcouldexplaineverythingtohim,Iwouldn’twantto.Ican’teven 
summonthewiltothinkaboutit. 
 

“Youthink…”Helooksathisshoes.“Youthinkyoumadetherightchoice?” 

“Idon’tthinktherewasone,”Isay.“Howaboutyou?” 
 

Helooksaround.Peoplestareatusastheywalkpast.Hiseyesskipovertheir 
faces.He’sstilnervous,butmaybeit’snotbecauseofhowhelooks,orbecauseof 
me.Maybeit’sthem.Igrabhisarmandpulhimunderthearchofthemetalbean.We 
walkbeneathitsholowunderbely.Iseemyreflectioneverywhere,warpedbythe 
curveofthewals,brokenbypatchesofrustandgrime. 
 

“What’sgoingon?”Isay,foldingmyarms.Ididn’tnoticethedarkcirclesunderhis 
eyesbefore.“What’swrong?” 
 

Calebpressesapalmtothemetalwal.Inhisreflection,hisheadissmaland 
pressedinononeside,andhisarmlookslikeitisbendingbackward.Myreflection, 
however,lookssmalandsquat. 
 

“Somethingbigishappening,Beatrice.Somethingiswrong.”Hiseyesarewideand 
glassy.“Idon’tknowwhatitis,butpeoplekeeprushingaround,talkingquietly,and 
JeaninegivesspeechesabouthowcoruptAbnegationisalthetime,almostevery day.” 
 
 

“Doyoubelieveher?” 
 

“No.Maybe.Idon’t…”Heshakeshishead.“Idon’tknowwhattobelieve.” 
 

“Yes,youdo,”Isaysternly.“Youknowwhoourparentsare.Youknowwhoour 
friendsare.Susan’sdad,youthinkhe’scorupt?” 
 

“HowmuchdoIknow?Howmuchdidtheyalowmetoknow?Weweren’talowedto 
askquestions,Beatrice;weweren’talowedtoknowthings!Andhere…”Helooksup, 
andintheflatcircleofmirorrightaboveus,Iseeourtinyfigures,thesizeof 
fingernails.That,Ithink,isourtruereflection;itisassmalasweactualyare.He 
continues,“Here,informationisfree,it’salwaysavailable.” 
 

“Thisisn’tCandor.Thereareliarshere,Caleb.Therearepeoplewhoaresosmart 
theyknowhowtomanipulateyou.” 
 

“Don’tyouthinkIwouldknowifIwasbeingmanipulated?” 
 

“Ifthey’reassmartasyouthink,thenno.Idon’tthinkyouwouldknow.” 
 

“Youhavenoideawhatyou’retalkingabout,”hesays,shakinghishead. 
 

“Yeah.HowcouldIpossiblyknowwhatacoruptfactionlookslike?I’mjusttraining 

tobeDauntless,forGod’ssake,”Isay.“AtleastIknowwhatI’mapartof,Caleb.You 
arechoosingtoignorewhatwe’veknownalourlives—thesepeoplearearogantand 
greedyandtheywilleadyounowhere.” 
 



 

 

Hisvoicehardens.“Ithinkyoushouldgo,Beatrice.” 
 

“Withpleasure,”Isay.“Oh,andnotthatitwilmatertoyou,butMomtoldmetotel 



 

 

youtoresearchthesimulationserum.” 
 

“Yousawher?”Helookshurt.“Whydidn’tshe—” 
 

“Because,”Isay.“TheEruditedon’tlettheAbnegationintotheircompoundanymore. 

Wasn’tthatinformationavailabletoyou?” 
 

Ipushpasthim,walkingawayfromthemirorcaveandthesculpture,andstartdown 
thesidewalk.Ishouldneverhaveleft.TheDauntlesscompoundsoundslikehomenow 
—atleastthere,IknowexactlywhereIstand,whichisonunstableground. 
 

Thecrowdonthesidewalkthins,andIlookuptoseewhy.Standingafewyardsin 
frontofmearetwoEruditemenwiththeirarmsfolded. 
 

“Excuseme,”oneofthemsays.“You’lhavetocomewithus.” 
 
 
 
 

OnemanwalkssoclosebehindmethatIfeelhisbreathagainstthebackofmy 
head.Theothermanleadsmeintothelibraryanddownthreehalwaystoanelevator. 
Beyondthelibrarythefloorschangefromwoodtowhitetile,andthewalsglowlikethe 
ceilingoftheaptitudetestroom.Theglowbouncesofthesilverelevatordoors,andI 
squintsoIcansee. 
 

Itrytostaycalm.IaskmyselfquestionsfromDauntlesstraining.Whatdoyoudoif 
someoneatacksyoufrombehind?Ienvisionthrustingmyelbowbackintoastomach 
oragroin.Iimaginerunning.IwishIhadagun.TheseareDauntlessthoughts,and 
theyhavebecomemine. 
 

Whatdoyoudoifyou’reatackedbytwopeopleatonce?Ifolowthemandown 
anempty,glowingcoridorandintoanofice.Thewalsaremadeofglass—IguessI 
knowwhichfactiondesignedmyschool. 
 

Awomansitsbehindametaldesk.Istareatherface.Thesamefacedominatesthe 
Eruditelibrary;itisplasteredacrosseveryarticleEruditereleases.HowlonghaveI 
hatedthatface?Idon’tremember. 
 

“Sit,”Jeaninesays.Hervoicesoundsfamiliar,especialywhensheisiritated.Her 
liquidgrayeyesfocusonmine. 
 

“I’drathernot.” 
 

“Sit,”shesaysagain.Ihavedefinitelyheardhervoicebefore. 
 

Ihearditinthehalway,talkingtoEric,beforeIgotatacked.Iheardhermention 

Divergents.Andoncebefore—Iheardit… 
 

“Itwasyourvoiceinthesimulation,”Isay.“Theaptitudetest,Imean.” 
 

SheisthedangerToriandmymotherwarnedmeabout,thedangerofbeing 

Divergent.Sitingrightinfrontofme. 
 



 

 

“Corect.Theaptitudetestisbyfarmygreatestachievementasascientist,”she 



 

 

replies.“Ilookedupyourtestresults,Beatrice.Apparentlytherewasaproblemwith 
yourtest.Itwasneverrecorded,andyourresultshadtobereportedmanualy.Didyou 
knowthat?” 
 

“No.” 
 

“Didyouknowthatyou’reoneoftwopeopleevertogetanAbnegationresultand 
switchtoDauntless?” 
 

“No,”Isay,bitingbackmyshock.TobiasandIaretheonlyones?Buthisresultwas 
genuineandminewasalie.Soitisrealyjusthim. 
 

Mystomachtwingesatthethoughtofhim.RightnowIdon’tcarehowuniqueheis. 
Hecaledmepathetic. 
 

“WhatmadeyouchooseDauntless?”sheasks. 
 

“Whatdoesthishavetodowithanything?”Itrytosoftenmyvoice,butitdoesn’t 
work.“Aren’tyougoingtoreprimandmeforabandoningmyfactionandseekingoutmy 
brother?‘Factionbeforeblood,’right?”Ipause.“Cometothinkofit,whyamIinyour 
oficeinthefirstplace?Aren’tyousupposedtobeimportantorsomething?” 
 

Maybethatwiltakeherdownafewpegs. 
 

Hermouthpinchesforasecond.“IwilleavethereprimandstotheDauntless,”she 
says,leaningbackinherchair. 
 

IsetmyhandsonthebackofthechairIrefusedtositinandclenchmyfingers. 
Behindherisawindowthatoverlooksthecity.Thetraintakesalazyturninthe 
distance. 
 

“Astothereasonforyourpresencehere…aqualityofmyfactioniscuriosity,”she 
says,“andwhileperusingyourrecords,Isawthattherewasanothererorwith 
anotheroneofyoursimulations.Again,itfailedtoberecorded.Didyouknowthat?” 
 

“Howdidyouaccessmyrecords?OnlytheDauntlesshaveaccesstothose.” 
 

“BecauseEruditedevelopedthesimulations,wehavean…understandingwiththe 
Dauntless,Beatrice.”Shetiltsherheadandsmilesatme.“Iammerelyconcernedfor 
thecompetenceofourtechnology.Ifitfailswhileyouarearound,Ihavetoensurethat 
itdoesnotcontinuetodoso,youunderstand?” 
 

Iunderstandonlyonething:Sheislyingtome.Shedoesn’tcareaboutthe 
technology—shesuspectsthatsomethingisawrywithmytestresults.Justlikethe 
Dauntlessleaders,sheissnifingaroundfortheDivergent.Andifmymotherwants 
Calebtoresearchthesimulationserum,itisprobablybecauseJeaninedevelopedit. 
 

Butwhatissothreateningaboutmyabilitytomanipulatethesimulations?Whywould 

itmatertotherepresentativeoftheErudite,ofalpeople? 
 

Ican’tanswereitherquestion.Butthelookshegivesmeremindsmeofthelookin 
theatackdog’seyesintheaptitudetest—avicious,predatorystare.Shewantstorip 



 

 

metopieces.Ican’tliedowninsubmissionnow.Ihavebecomeanatackdogtoo. 



 

 

Ifeelmypulseinmythroat. 
 

“Idon’tknowhowtheywork,”Isay,“buttheliquidIwasinjectedwithmademesickto 
mystomach.Maybemysimulationadministratorwasdistractedbecausehewas 
woriedIwouldthrowup,andheforgottorecordit.Igotsickaftertheaptitudetesttoo. 
” 
 

“Doyouhabitualyhaveasensitivestomach,Beatrice?”Hervoiceislikearazor’s 
edge.Shetapshertrimmedfingernailsagainsttheglassdesk. 
 

“EversinceIwasyoung,”IreplyassmoothlyasIcan.Ireleasethechairbackand 
sidestepittositdown.Ican’tseemtense,eventhoughIfeellikemyinsidesare 
writhingwithinme. 
 

“Youhavebeenextremelysuccessfulwiththesimulations,”shesays.“Towhatdo 

youatributetheeasewithwhichyoucompletethem?” 
 

“I’mbrave,”Isay,staringintohereyes.TheotherfactionsseetheDauntlessa 
certainway.Brash,aggressive,impulsive.Cocky.Ishouldbewhatsheexpects.Ismirk 
ather.“I’mthebestinitiatethey’vegot.” 
 

Ileanforward,balancingmyelbowsonmyknees.Iwilhavetogofurtherwiththisto 
makeitconvincing. 
 

“YouwanttoknowwhyIchoseDauntless?”Iask.“It’sbecauseIwasbored.” 
Further,further.Liesrequirecommitment.“Iwastiredofbeingawussylitledo-
gooder andIwantedout.” 
 

“Soyoudon’tmissyourparents?”sheasksdelicately. 
 

“DoImissgetingscoldedforlookinginthemiror?DoImissbeingtoldtoshutupat 
thedinnertable?”Ishakemyhead.“No.Idon’tmissthem.They’renotmyfamily 
anymore.” 
 

Thelieburnsmythroatonthewayout,ormaybethat’sthetearsI’mfighting.I 
picturemymotherstandingbehindmewithacombandapairofscissors,faintly 
smilingasshetrimsmyhair,andIwanttoscreamratherthaninsultherlikethis. 
 

“CanItakethattomean…”Jeaninepursesherlipsandpausesforafewseconds 
beforefinishing.“…thatyouagreewiththereportsthathavebeenreleasedaboutthe 
politicalleadersofthiscity?” 
 

Thereportsthatlabelmyfamilyascorupt,power-hungry,moralizingdictators?The 
reportsthatcarysubtlethreatsandhintatrevolution?Theymakemesicktomy 
stomach.Knowingthatsheistheonewhoreleasedthemmakesmewanttostrangle 
her. 
 

Ismile. 
 

“Wholeheartedly,”Isay. 



 

 

OneofJeanine’slackeys,amaninabluecolaredshirtandsunglasses,drivesme 
backtotheDauntlesscompoundinasleeksilvercar,thelikesofwhichIhavenever 
seenbefore.Theengineisalmostsilent.WhenIaskthemanaboutit,hetelsmeit’s 
solar-poweredandlaunchesintoalengthyexplanationofhowthepanelsontheroof 
convertsunlightintoenergy.Istoplisteningaftersixtysecondsandstareoutthe 
window. 
 

Idon’tknowwhatthey’ldotomewhenIgetback.Isuspectitwilbebad.Iimagine 
myfeetdanglingoverthechasmandbitemylip. 
 

WhenthedriverpulsuptotheglassbuildingabovetheDauntlesscompound,Ericis 
waitingformebythedoor.Hetakesmyarmandleadsmeintothebuildingwithout 
thankingthedriver.Eric’sfingerssqueezesohardIknowI’lhavebruises. 
 

Hestandsbetweenmeandthedoorthatleadsinside.Hestartstocrackhis 
knuckles.Otherthanthat,heiscompletelystil. 
 

Ishudderinvoluntarily. 
 

Thefaintpopofhisknuckle-crackingisalIhearapartfrommyownbreaths,which 
growfasterbythesecond.Whenheisfinished,Ericlaceshisfingerstogetherinfront 
ofhim. 
 

“Welcomeback,Tris.” 
 

“Eric.” 
 

Hewalkstowardme,carefulyplacingonefootinfrontoftheother. 
 

“What…”Hisfirstwordisquiet.“Exactly,”headds,louderthistime,“wereyou 

thinking?” 
 

“I…”HeissocloseIcanseetheholeshismetalpiercingsfitinto.“Idon’tknow.” 
 

“Iamtemptedtocalyouatraitor,Tris,”hesays.“Haveyouneverheardthephrase 
‘factionbeforeblood’?” 
 

IhaveseenEricdoteriblethings.Ihaveheardhimsayteriblethings.ButIhave 
neverseenhimlikethis.Heisnotamaniacanymore;heisperfectlycontroled, 
perfectlypoised.Carefulandquiet. 
 

Forthefirsttime,IrecognizeEricforwhatheis:anEruditedisguisedasa 

Dauntless,ageniusaswelasasadist,ahunteroftheDivergent. 
 

Iwanttorun. 
 

“Wereyouunsatisfiedwiththelifeyouhavefoundhere?Doyouperhapsregret 
yourchoice?”BothofEric’smetal-riddeneyebrowslift,forcingcreasesintohis 
forehead.“IwouldliketohearanexplanationforwhyyoubetrayedDauntless, 
yourself,andme…”Hetapshischest.“…byventuringintoanotherfaction’s 
headquarters.” 
 



 

 

“I…”Itakeadeepbreath.HewouldkilmeifheknewwhatIwas,Icanfeelit.His 
handscurlintofists.Iamalonehere;ifsomethinghappenstome,noonewilknow 



 

 

andnoonewilseeit. 
 

“Ifyoucannotexplain,”hesayssoftly,“Imaybeforcedtoreconsideryourrank.Or, 
becauseyouseemtobesoatachedtoyourpreviousfaction…perhapsIwilbe 
forcedtoreconsideryourfriends’ranks.PerhapsthelitleAbnegationgirlinsideofyou 
wouldtakethatmoreseriously.” 
 

Myfirstthoughtisthathecouldn’tdothat,itwouldn’tbefair.Mysecondthoughtis 
thatofcoursehewould,hewouldnothesitatetodoitforasecond.Andheisright —
thethoughtthatmyrecklessbehaviorcouldforcesomeoneelseoutofafaction 
makesmychestachefromfear. 
 

Itryagain.“I…” 
 

Butitishardtobreathe. 
 

Andthenthedooropens.Tobiaswalksin. 
 

“Whatareyoudoing?”heasksEric. 
 

“Leavetheroom,”Ericsays,hisvoicelouderandnotasmonotone.Hesounds 
moreliketheEricIamfamiliarwith.Hisexpression,too,changes,becomesmore 
mobileandanimated.Istare,amazedthathecanturnitonandofsoeasily,and 
wonderwhatthestrategybehinditis. 
 

“No,”Tobiassays.“She’sjustafoolishgirl.There’snoneedtodragherhereand 
interogateher.” 
 

“Justafoolishgirl.”Ericsnorts.“Ifshewerejustafoolishgirl,shewouldn’tbe 
rankedfirst,nowwouldshe?” 
 

Tobiaspinchesthebridgeofhisnoseandlooksatmethroughthespacesbetween 
hisfingers.Heistryingtotelmesomething.Ithinkquickly.WhatadvicehasFour 
givenmerecently? 
 

TheonlythingIcanthinkofis:pretendsomevulnerability. 
 

It’sworkedformebefore. 
 

“I…Iwasjustembarassedanddidn’tknowwhattodo.”Iputmyhandsinmy 
pocketsandlookattheground.ThenIpinchmylegsohardthattearswelupinmy 
eyes,andIlookupatEric,snifing.“Itriedto…and…”Ishakemyhead. 
 

“Youtriedtowhat?”asksEric. 
 

“Kissme,”saysTobias.“AndIrejectedher,andshewentrunningoflikeafive-
year-old.There’srealynothingtoblameherforbutstupidity.” 
 

Webothwait. 
 

EriclooksfrommetoTobiasandlaughs,tooloudlyandfortoolong—thesoundis 
menacingandgratesagainstmelikesandpaper.“Isn’thealitletoooldforyou,Tris?” 
hesays,smilingagain. 
 



 

 

IwipemycheeklikeI’mwipingatear.“CanIgonow?” 



 

 

“Fine,”Ericsays,“butyouarenotalowedtoleavethecompoundwithout 

supervisionagain,youhearme?”HeturnstowardTobias.“Andyou… hadbeter 
makesurenoneofthetransfersleavethiscompoundagain.Andthatnoneofthe 
otherstrytokissyou.” 
 

Tobiasrolshiseyes.“Fine.” 
 

Ileavetheroomandwalkoutsideagain,shakingmyhandstogetridofthejiters.I 
sitdownonthepavementandwrapmyarmsaroundmyknees. 
 

Idon’tknowhowlongIsitthere,myheaddownandmyeyesclosed,beforethedoor 
opensagain.Itmighthavebeentwentyminutesanditmighthavebeenanhour.Tobias 
walkstowardme. 
 

Istandandcrossmyarms,waitingforthescoldingtostart.Islappedhimandthen 
gotmyselfintotroublewiththeDauntless—therehastobescolding. 
 

“What?”Isay. 
 

“Areyoualright?”Acreaseappearsbetweenhiseyebrows,andhetouchesmy 
cheekgently.Ibathishandaway. 
 

“Wel,”Isay,“firstIgotreamedoutinfrontofeveryone,andthenIhadtochatwith 
thewomanwho’stryingtodestroymyoldfaction,andthenEricalmosttossedmy 
friendsoutofDauntless,soyeah,it’sshapinguptobeapretygreatday,Four.” 
 

Heshakeshisheadandlooksatthedilapidatedbuildingtohisright,whichismade 
ofbrickandbarelyresemblesthesleekglassspirebehindme.Itmustbeancient.No 
onebuildswithbrickanymore. 
 

“Whydoyoucare,anyway?”Isay.“Youcanbeeithercruelinstructororconcerned 
boyfriend.”Itenseupattheword“boyfriend.”Ididn’tmeantouseitsoflippantly,butit’s 
toolatenow.“Youcan’tplaybothpartsatthesametime.” 
 

“Iamnotcruel.”Hescowlsatme.“Iwasprotectingyouthismorning.Howdoyou 
thinkPeterandhisidiotfriendswouldhavereactediftheydiscoveredthatyouandI 
were…”Hesighs.“Youwouldneverwin.Theywouldalwayscalyourrankingaresult 
ofmyfavoritismratherthanyourskil.” 
 

Iopenmymouthtoobject,butIcan’t.Afewsmartremarkscometomind,butI 
dismissthem.He’sright.Mycheekswarm,andIcoolthemwithmyhands. 
 

“Youdidn’thavetoinsultmetoprovesomethingtothem,”Isayfinaly. 
 

“Andyoudidn’thavetorunoftoyourbrotherjustbecauseIhurtyou,”hesays.He 
rubsatthebackofhisneck.“Besides—itworked,didn’tit?” 
 

“Atmyexpense.” 
 

“Ididn’tthinkitwouldafectyouthisway.”Thenhelooksdownandshrugs. 
“SometimesIforgetthatIcanhurtyou.Thatyouarecapableofbeinghurt.” 
 



 

 

Islidemyhandsintomypocketsandrockbackonmyheels.Astrangefeelinggoes 
throughme—asweet,achingweakness.Hedidwhathedidbecausehebelievedin 



 

 

mystrength. 
 

AthomeitwasCalebwhowasstrong,becausehecouldforgethimself,becauseal 
thecharacteristicsmyparentsvaluedcamenaturalytohim.Noonehaseverbeenso 
convincedofmystrength. 
 

Istandonmytiptoes,liftmyhead,andkisshim.Onlyourlipstouch. 
 

“You’rebriliant,youknowthat?”Ishakemyhead.“Youalwaysknowexactlywhatto 

do.” 
 

“OnlybecauseI’vebeenthinkingaboutthisforalongtime,”hesays,kissingme 
briefly.“HowIwouldhandleit,ifyouandI…”Hepulsbackandsmiles.“DidIhearyou 
calmeyourboyfriend,Tris?” 
 

“Notexactly.”Ishrug.“Why?Doyouwantmeto?” 
 

Heslipshishandsovermyneckandpresseshisthumbsundermychin,tiltingmy 
headbacksohisforeheadmeetsmine.Foramomenthestandsthere,hiseyes 
closed,breathingmyair.Ifeelthepulseinhisfingertips.Ifeelthequicknessofhis 
breath.Heseemsnervous. 
 

“Yes,”hefinalysays.Thenhissmilefades.“Youthinkweconvincedhimyou’rejust 
asilygirl?” 
 

“Ihopeso,”Isay.“Sometimesithelpstobesmal.I’mnotsureIconvincedthe 
Erudite,though.” 
 

Thecornersofhismouthtugdown,andhegivesmeagravelook.“There’s 
somethingIneedtotelyou.” 
 

“Whatisit?” 
 

“Notnow.”Heglancesaround.“Meetmebackhereateleventhirty.Don’ttelanyone 
whereyou’regoing.” 
 

Inod,andheturnsaway,leavingjustasquicklyashecame. 
 
 
 
 

“Wherehaveyoubeenalday?”ChristinaaskswhenIwalkbackintothedormitory. 
Theroomisempty;everyoneelsemustbeatdinner.“Ilookedforyououtside,butI 
couldn’tfindyou.Iseverythingokay?DidyougetintroubleforhitingFour?” 
 

Ishakemyhead.ThethoughtoftelingherthetruthaboutwhereIwasmakesme 
feelexhausted.HowcanIexplaintheimpulsetohoponatrainandvisitmybrother? 
OrtheeeriecalminEric’svoiceashequestionedme?OrthereasonthatIexploded 
andhitTobiastobeginwith? 
 

“Ijusthadtogetaway.Iwalkedaroundforalongtime,”Isay.“Andno,I’mnotin 
trouble.Heyeledatme,Iapologized…that’sit.” 
 



 

 

AsIspeak,I’mcarefultokeepmyeyessteadyonhersandmyhandsstilatmy 
sides. 



 

 

“Good,”shesays.“BecauseIhavesomethingtotelyou.” 
 

Shelooksovermyheadatthedoorandthenstandsonhertiptoestoseealthe bunks—

checkingifthey’reempty,probably.Thenshesetsherhandsonmyshoulders. 
 

“Canyoubeagirlforafewseconds?” 
 

“I’malwaysagirl.”Ifrown. 
 

“YouknowwhatImean.Likeasily,annoyinggirl.” 
 

Itwirlmyhairaroundmyfinger.“’Kay.” 
 

ShegrinssowideIcanseeherbackrowofteeth.“Wilkissedme.” 
 

“What?”Idemand.“When?How?Whathappened?” 
 

“Youcanbeagirl!”Shestraightens,takingherhandsfrommyshoulders.“Wel,right 
afteryourlitleepisode,weatelunchandthenwewalkedaroundnearthetraintracks. 
Wewerejusttalkingabout…Idon’tevenrememberwhatweweretalkingabout.And 
thenhejuststopped,andleanedin,and…kissedme.” 
 

“Didyouknowthathelikedyou?”Isay.“Imean,youknow.Likethat.” 
 

“No!”Shelaughs.“Thebestpartwas,thatwasit.Wejustkeptwalkingandtalking 

likenothinghappened.Wel,untilIkissedhim.” 
 

“Howlonghaveyouknownyoulikedhim?” 
 

“Idon’tknow.IguessIdidn’t.Butthenlitlethings…howheputhisarmaroundmeat 
thefuneral,howheopensdoorsformelikeI’magirlinsteadofsomeonewhocould 
beatthecrapoutofhim.” 
 

Ilaugh.SuddenlyIwanttotelheraboutTobiasandeverythingthathashappened 
betweenus.ButthesamereasonsTobiasgaveforpretendingwearen’ttogetherhold 
meback.Idon’twanthertothinkthatmyrankhasanythingtodowithmyrelationship 
withhim. 
 

SoIjustsay,“I’mhappyforyou.” 
 

“Thanks,”shesays.“I’mhappytoo.AndIthoughtitwouldbeawhilebeforeIcould 
feelthatway…youknow.” 
 

Shesitsdownontheedgeofmybedandlooksaroundthedormitory.Someofthe 
initiateshavealreadypackedtheirthings.Soonwe’lmoveintoapartmentsonthe 
othersideofthecompound.Thosewithgovernmentjobswilmovetotheglassbuilding 
abovethePit.Iwon’thavetoworyaboutPeteratackingmeinmysleep.Iwon’thave 
tolookatAl’semptybed. 
 

“Ican’tbelieveit’salmostover,”shesays.“It’slikewejustgothere.Butit’salsolike 
…likeIhaven’tseenhomeinforever.” 
 

“Youmissit?”Ileanintothebedframe. 
 



 

 

“Yeah.”Sheshrugs.“Somethingsarethesame,though.Imean,everyoneathome 
isjustasloudaseveryonehere,sothat’sgood.Butit’seasierthere.Youalwaysknow 

 


