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FOREWORD

This book is, strictly speaking, not a sequel, because it begins about where Ender's Gane
begi ns, and al so ends, very nearly, at the same place. In fact, it is another telling of the sane
tale, with many of the sane characters and settings, only fromthe perspective of another
character. It's hard to know what to call it. A conpanion novel? A parallel novel? Perhaps a
"parallax," if |I can nove that scientific terminto literature.

I deally, this novel should work as well for readers who have never read Ender's Ganme as for
those who have read it several tinmes. Because it is not a sequel, there is nothing you need to
know fromthe novel Ender's Gane that is not contained here. And yet, if | have achieved ny
literary goal, these two books conplenment and fulfill each other. Wichever one you read first,
the other novel should still work on its own nerits.

For many years, | have gratefully watched as Ender's Gane has grown in popularity, especially
anong school -age readers. Though it was never intended as a young-adult novel, it has been
enbraced by many in that age group and by many teachers who find ways to use the book in their
cl assroons.

| have never found it surprising that the existing sequels -- Speaker for the Dead, Xenoci de,
and Children of the Mnd -- never appealed as strongly to those younger readers. The obvi ous
reason is that Ender's Game is centered around a child, while the sequels are about adults;
perhaps nore inportant, Ender's Gane is, at |least on the surface, a heroic, adventurous novel
whil e the sequels are a conpletely different kind of fiction, slower paced, nore contenplative and
i dea-centered, and dealing with thenes of less imediate inmport to younger readers.

Recently, however, | have cone to realize that the 3,000-year gap between Ender's Game and its
sequel s | eaves plenty of roomfor other sequels that are nore closely tied to the original. In
fact, in one sense Ender's Ganme has no sequels, for the other three books nake one continuous
story in thenselves, while Ender's Gane stands al one.

For a brief tine | flirted seriously with the idea of opening up the Ender's Game universe to
other witers, and went so far as to invite a witer whose work | greatly admre, Neal Shusternman,
to consider working with ne to create novels about Ender Wggin's conpanions in Battle School. As
we tal ked, it becanme clear that the nost obvious character to begin with would be Bean, the chil d-
sol di er whom Ender treated as he had been treated by his adult teachers.

And then sonet hi ng el se happened. The nore we tal ked, the nore jealous | becanme that Neal m ght
be the one to wite such a book, and not ne. It finally dawned on ne that, far from being finished

with witing about "kids in space," as | cynically described the project, | actually had nore to
say, having actually | earned sonething in the intervening dozen years since Ender's Gane first
appeared in 1985. And so, while still hoping that Neal and | can work together on sonething, |

deftly sw ped the project back

| soon found that it's harder than it |ooks, to tell the sanme story twice, but differently. |
was hindered by the fact that even though the viewpoint characters were different, the author was
the sane, with the same core beliefs about the world. | was helped by the fact that in the
intervening years, | have learned a few things, and was able to bring different concerns and a
deeper understanding to the project. Both books conme fromthe sane mnd, but not the sanme; they
draw on the sanme nmenories of childhood, but froma different perspective. For the reader, the
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paral lax is created by Ender and Bean, standing a little ways apart as they nove through the sane
events. For the witer, the parallax was created by a dozen years in which nmy older children grew
up, and younger ones were born, and the world changed around ne, and | |earned a few things about
human nature and about art that | had not known before.

Now you hold this book in your hands. Whether the literary experiment succeeds for you is
entirely up to you to judge. For ne it was worth di pping again into the same well, for the water
was greatly changed this tinme, and if it has not been turned exactly into wine, at least it has a
different flavor because of the different vessel that it was carried in, and | hope that you wll
enjoy it as nuch, or even nore

-- Greensboro, North Carolina, January 1999

PART ONE -- URCH N

CHAPTER 1 -- PCKE
"You think you' ve found sonebody, so suddenly ny program gets the ax?"

"I't's not about this kid that Graff found. It's about the Iow quality of what you' ve been
finding."

"W knew it was | ong odds. But the kids I"'mworking with are actually fighting a war just to
stay alive."

"Your kids are so mal nourished that they suffer serious nmental degradation before you even begin
testing them Mst of them haven't fornmed any nornmal human bonds, they're so nessed up they can't
get through a day wi thout finding sonmething they can steal, break, or disrupt."

"They al so represent possibility, as all children do."

"That's just the kind of sentimentality that discredits your whole project in the eyes of the
I.F."

* k% %

Poke kept her eyes open all the tine. The younger children were supposed to be on watch, too,
and sonetines they could be quite observant, but they just didn't notice all the things they
needed to notice, and that neant that Poke could only depend on herself to see danger

There was plenty of danger to watch for. The cops, for instance. They didn't show up often, but
when they did, they seened especially bent on clearing the streets of children. They would fl ai
about themw th their magnetic whips, |anding cruel stinging blows on even the smallest children
har angui ng them as vermin, thieves, pestilence, a plague on the fair city of Rotterdam It was
Poke's job to notice when a disturbance in the distance suggested that the cops might be running a
sweep. Then she would give the alarmwhistle and the little ones would rush to their hiding places
till the danger was past.

But the cops didn't cone by that often. The real danger was rmuch nore i mediate -- big kids.
Poke, at age nine, was the matriarch of her little crew (not that any of them knew for sure that
she was a girl), but that cut no ice with the el even- and twelve- and thirteen-year-old boys and
girls who bullied their way around the streets. The adult-size beggars and thieves and whores of
the street paid no attention to the little kids except to kick themout of the way. But the ol der
children, who were anong the kicked, turned around and preyed on the younger ones. Any tinme Poke's
crew found sonmething to eat -- especially if they |located a dependabl e source of garbage or an
easy mark for a coin or a bit of food -- they had to watch jeal ously and hide their w nnings, for
the bullies liked nothing better than to take away whatever scraps of food the little ones mi ght
have. Stealing fromyounger children was nuch safer than stealing fromshops or passersby. And
they enjoyed it, Poke could see that. They liked howthe little kids cowered and obeyed and
whi npered and gave t hem what ever they denanded.
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So when the scrawny little two-year-old took up a perch on a garbage can across the street,
Poke, being observant, saw himat once. The kid was on the edge of starvation. No, the kid was
starving. Thin arms and |l egs, joints that |ooked ridicul ously oversized, a distended belly. And if
hunger didn't kill himsoon, the onset of autumm woul d, because his clothing was thin and there
wasn't much of it even at that.

Nornal |y she woul dn't have paid himnore than passing attention. But this one had eyes. He was

still looking around with intelligence. None of that stupor of the wal king dead, no | onger
searching for food or even caring to find a confortable place to lie while breathing their |ast
taste of the stinking air of Rotterdam After all, death would not be such a change for them
Everyone knew that Rotterdamwas, if not the capital, then the main seaport of Hell. The only

di fference between Rotterdam and death was that with Rotterdam the damation wasn't eternal

This little boy -- what was he doi ng? Not |ooking for food. He wasn't eyeing the pedestrians.
VWhi ch was just as well -- there was no chance that anyone would | eave anything for a child that
smal | . Anything he might get would be taken away by any other child, so why should he bother? If
he wanted to survive, he should be follow ng ol der scavengers and |icking food w appers behind
them getting the | ast sheen of sugar or dusting of flour clinging to the packagi ng, whatever the
first comer hadn't licked off.

There was nothing for this child out here on the street, not unless he got taken in by a crew,
and Poke woul dn't have him He'd be nothing but a drain, and her kids were already having a hard
enough tinme w thout adding another usel ess nouth.

He's going to ask, she thought. He's going to whine and beg. But that only works on the rich
people. |1've got nmy crewto think of. He's not one of them so | don't care about him Even if he
is small. He's nothing to ne.

A coupl e of twelve-year-old hookers who didn't usually work this strip rounded a corner, heading
toward Poke's base. She gave a | ow whistle. The kids inmediately drifted apart, staying on the
street but trying not to look like a crew

It didn't help. The hookers knew al ready that Poke was a crew boss, and sure enough, they caught
her by the arns and sl amed her against a wall and denmanded their "perm ssion" fee. Poke knew
better than to claimshe had nothing to share -- she always tried to keep a reserve in order to
pl acate hungry bullies. These hookers, Poke could see why they were hungry. They didn't |ook |like
what the pedophil es wanted, when they came cruising through. They were too gaunt, too ol d-1ooking.
So until they grew bodies and started attracting the slightly-less-perverted trade, they had to

resort to scavenging. It nmade Poke's blood boil, to have them steal fromher and her crew, but it
was smarter to pay themoff. If they beat her up, she couldn't |ook out for her crew now, could
she? So she took themto one of her stashes and cane up with a little bakery bag that still had

hal f a pastry init.

It was stale, since she'd been holding it for a couple of days for just such an occasion, but
the two hookers grabbed it, tore open the bag, and one of thembit off nore than half before
offering the remainder to her friend. O rather, her forner friend, for of such predatory acts are
feuds born. The two of themstarted fighting, screanming at each other, slapping, raking at each
other with cl awed hands. Poke watched cl osely, hoping that they'd drop the remaining fragnent of
pastry, but no such luck. It went into the nouth of the same girl who had already eaten the first
bite -- and it was that first girl who won the fight too, sending the other one running for
r ef uge.

Poke turned around, and there was the little boy right behind her. She nearly tripped over him
Angry as she was at having had to give up food to those street-whores, she gave hima knee and
knocked himto the ground. "Don't stand behind people if you don't want to |land on your butt," she
sharl ed

He sinply got up and | ooked at her, expectant, denanding.

"No, you little bastard, you're not getting nothing fromne," said Poke. "I'm not taking one
bean out of the mouths of my crew, you aren't *worth* a bean.”
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Her crew was starting to reassenble, now that the bullies had passed.
"Why you give your food to thenP" said the boy. "You need that food."

"Ch, excuse ne!" said Poke. She raised her voice, so her crew could hear her. "I guess you ought
to be the crew boss here, is that it? You being so big, you got no trouble keeping the food."

"Not me," said the boy. "I'mnot worth a bean, renenber?"
"Yeah, | renenber. Maybe *you* ought to renenber and shut up."
Her crew | aughed.

But the little boy didn't. "You got to get your own bully," he said.

"I don't *get* bullies, | get rid of them" Poke answered. She didn't |ike the way he kept
tal king, standing up to her. In a nminute she was going to have to hurt him

"You give food to bullies every day. Gve that to *one* bully and get himto keep the others
away fromyou."

"You think | never thought of that, stupid?" she said. "Only once he's bought, how | keep hinf
He won't fight for us.™

"I'f he won't, then kill him" said the boy.

That nmade Poke nad, the stupid inpossibility of it, the power of the idea that she knew she
could never |ay hands on. She gave hima knee again, and this tine kicked hi mwhen he went down.
"Maybe | start by killing you."

"I"'mnot worth a bean, renenber?" said the boy. "You kill one bully, get another to fight for
you, he want your food, he scared of you too."

She didn't know what to say to such a preposterous idea.

"They eating you up," said the boy. "Eating you up. So you got to kill one. Get him down,
everybody as small as me. Stones crack any size head."

"You make ne sick," she said.
"Cause you didn't think of it," he said.

He was flirting with death, talking to her that way. If she injured himat all, he'd be
finished, he nmust know that.

But then, he had death living with himinside his flinsy little shirt already. Hard to see how
it would matter if death cane any cl oser

Poke | ooked around at her crew. She couldn't read their faces.

"l don't need no baby telling me to kill what we can't kill."

"Little kid come up behind him you shove, he fall over," said the boy. "Already got you some
big stones, bricks. Ht himin the head. Wen you see brains you done."

"He no good to ne dead," she said. "I want ny own bully, he keep us safe, | don't want no dead
one."

The boy grinned. "So now you like ny idea," he said.
"Can't trust no bully," she answered.

"He watch out for you at the charity kitchen," said the boy. "You get in at the kitchen." He
kept | ooking her in the eye, but he was talking for the others to hear. "He get you *all* in at
the kitchen."
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"Little kid get into the kitchen, the big kids, they beat him" said Sergeant. He was eight, and
nostly acted |ike he thought he was Poke's second-in-conmand, though truth was she didn't have a
second.

"You get you a bully, he nake them go away."
"How he stop two bullies? Three bullies?" asked Sergeant.

"Like | said," the boy answered. "You push himdown, he not so big. You get your rocks. You be
ready. Be not you a soldier? Don't they call you Sergeant?"

"Stop talking to him Sarge," said Poke. "I don't know why any of us is talking to sone two-year-
old."

"I"'mfour," said the boy.

"What your nane?" asked Poke.

"Nobody ever said no nane for ne," he said.
"You mean you so stupid you can't renenber your own nane?"

"Nobody ever said no name," he said again. Still he | ooked her in the eye, lying there on the
ground, the crew around him

"Ain't worth a bean," she said.
"Am so," he said.
"Yeah," said Sergeant. "One damm bean."

"So now you got a nane," said Poke. "You go back and sit on that garbage can, | think about what
you said."

"l need sonmething to eat," said Bean
“If I get me a bully, if what you said works, then naybe | give you sonething."
"I need sonething now," said Bean

She knew it was true.

She reached into her pocket and took out six peanuts she had been saving. He sat up and took
just one fromher hand, put it in his nouth and slowy chewed.

"Take themall," she said inpatiently.

He held out his little hand. It was weak. He couldn't make a fist. "Can't hold themall," he
said. "Don't hold so good."

Damm. She was wasting perfectly good peanuts on a kid who was going to die anyway.

But she was going to try his idea. It was audacious, but it was the first plan she'd ever heard
that offered any hope of making things better, of changi ng something about their nmiserable life
wi t hout her having to put on girl clothes and going into business. And since it was his idea, the
crew had to see that she treated himfair. That's how you stay crew boss, they always see you be
fair.

So she kept hol ding her hand out while he ate all six peanuts, one at a tine.

After he swallowed the |ast one, he | ooked her in the eye for another |ong nonent, and then
said, "You better be ready to kill him"

"I want himalive."
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"Be ready to kill himif he ain't the right one." Wth that, Bean toddl ed back across the street
to his garbage can and | aboriously clinbed on top again to watch.

"You ain't no four years old!'" Sergeant shouted over to him
"I'"mfour but I"'mjust little," he shouted back

Poke hushed Sergeant up and they went |ooking for stones and bricks and ci nderbl ocks. If they
were going to have a little war, they'd best be arned.

* k k

Bean didn't like his new name, but it was a nanme, and having a name neant that sonebody el se
knew who he was and needed sonmething to call him and that was a good thing. So were the six
peanuts. H's nouth hardly knew what to do with them Chew ng hurt.

So did watching as Poke screwed up the plan he gave her. Bean didn't choose her because she was
the smartest crew boss in Rotterdam Quite the opposite. Her crew barely survived because her
judgnment wasn't that good. And she was too conpassionate. Didn't have the brains to make sure she
got enough food herself to | ook well fed, so while her own crew knew she was nice and |iked her
to strangers she didn't | ook prosperous. Didn't | ook good at her job.

But if she really was good at her job, she would never have listened to him He never woul d have
got close. O if she did listen, and did Iike his idea, she would have got rid of him That's the
way it worked on the street. N ce kids died. Poke was al nbst too nice to stay alive. That's what
Bean was counting on. But that's what he now feared.

Al this time he invested in watching people while his body ate itself up, it would be wasted if
she couldn't bring it off. Not that Bean hadn't wasted a ot of tine hinself. At first when he
wat ched the way kids did things on the street, the way they were stealing fromeach other, at each
other's throats, in each other's pockets, selling every part of thenselves that they could sell
he saw how things could be better if somebody had any brains, but he didn't trust his own insight.
He was sure there nmust be sonething else that he just didn't get. He struggled to |l earn nore -- of
everything. To learn to read so he'd know what the signs said on trucks and stores and wagons and
bins. To |l earn enough Dutch and enough |I.F. Common to understand everything that was said around
him It didn't help that hunger constantly distracted him He probably could have found nore to
eat if he hadn't spent so nuch tinme studying the people. But finally he realized: He already
understood it. He had understood it fromthe start. There was no secret that Bean just didn't get
yet because he was only little. The reason all these kids handled everything so stupidly was
because they were stupid.

They were stupid and he was smart. So why was he starving to death while these kids were stil
alive? That was when he decided to act. That was when he picked Poke as his crew boss. And now he
sat on a garbage can watching her blowit.

She chose the wong bully, that's the first thing she did. She needed a guy who nmade it on size
al one, intimdating people. She needed sonebody big and dunb, brutal but controllable. |nstead,
she thi nks she needs sonebody *small*. No, stupid! Stupid! Bean wanted to scream at her as she saw
her target comng, a bully who called hinself Achilles after the comcs hero. He was little and
mean and smart and quick, but he had a ginp leg. So she thought she could take hi mdown nore
easily. Stupid! The idea isn't just to take himdown -- you can take *anybody* down the first tine
because they won't expect it. You need sonebody who will *stay* down.

But he said nothing. Couldn't get her mad at him See what happens. See what Achilles is |ike
when he's beat. She'll see -- it won't work and she'll have to kill himand hide the body and try
again with another bully before word gets out that there's a crew of little kids taking down
bullies.

So up cones Achilles, swaggering -- or maybe that was just the rolling gait that his bent |eg
forced on him-- and Poke nmakes an exaggerated show of cowering and trying to get away. Bad job
t hought Bean. Achilles gets it already. Sonething's wong. You were supposed to act |ike you
normal Iy do! Stupid! So Achilles | ooks around a lot nore. Wary. She tells himshe's got sonething
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stashed -- that part's normal -- and she leads himinto the trap in the alley. But |ook, he's
hol di ng back. Being careful. It isn't going to work.

But it does work, because of the ginp leg. Achilles can see the trap being sprung but he can't
get away, a couple of little kids pile into the backs of his |egs while Poke and Sergeant push him
fromthe front and down he goes. Then there's a couple of bricks hitting his body and his bad | eg
and they're thrown hard -- the little kids get it, they do their job, even if Poke is stupid --
and yeah, that's good, Achilles *is* scared, he thinks he's going to die.

Bean was off his perch by now Down the alley, watching, closer. Hard to see past the crowd. He
pushes his way in, and the little kids -- who are all bigger than he is -- recognize him they
know he earned a view of this, they let himin. He stands right at Achilles' head. Poke stands
above him holding a big cinderbl ock, and she's talking.

"You get us into the food line at the shelter."
"Sure, right, I will, | promse."
Don't believe him Look at his eyes, checking for weakness.

"You get nore food this way, too, Achilles. You get my crew. W get enough to eat, we have nore
strength, we bring nore to you. You need a crew. The other bullies shove you out of the way --
we' ve seen them -- but with us, you don't got to take no shit. See how we do it? An arny, that's
what we are."

K, now he was getting it. It *was* a good idea, and he wasn't stupid, so it nmade sense to him
"If this is so smart, Poke, how cone you didn't do this before now?"
She had nothing to say to that. Instead, she glanced at Bean

Just a monentary gl ance, but Achilles sawit. And Bean knew what he was thinking. It was so
obvi ous.

"Kill him" said Bean

"Don't be stupid," said Poke. "He's *in*."

"That's right," said Achilles. "I"'min. It's a good idea."

"Kill him" said Bean. "If you don't kill himnow, he's going to kill *you*."

"You let this little walking turd get away with talking shit like this?" said Achilles.
"It's your life or his," said Bean. "Kill himand take the next guy."

"The next guy won't have ny bad leg," said Achilles. "The next guy won't think he needs you. |
know | do. I'min. I'mthe one you want. It makes sense."

Maybe Bean's warni ng nade her nore cautious. She didn't cave in quite yet. "You won't decide
| ater that you're enbarrassed to have a bunch of little kids in your crew?"

"It's *your* crew, not nine," said Achilles.
Li ar, thought Bean. Don't you see that he's lying to you?

"What this is to nme," said Achilles, "this is ny fanily. These are ny kid brothers and sisters.
| got to |ook after nmy famly, don't |?"

Bean saw at once that Achilles had won. Powerful bully, and he had called these kids his
sisters, his brothers. Bean could see the hunger in their eyes. Not the regular hunger, for food,
but the real hunger, the deep hunger, for famly, for love, for belonging. They got a little of
that by being in Poke's crew. But Achilles was pronmising nore. He had just beaten Poke's best
offer. Nowit was too late to kill him
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Too late, but for a nonent it |ooked as if Poke was so stupid she was going to go ahead and kil
himafter all. She raised the cinderblock higher, to crash it down.

"No," said Bean. "You can't. He's family now "

She | owered the cinderblock to her waist. Slowy she turned to | ook at Bean. "You get the hel
out of here," she said. "You no part of ny crew. You get *nothing* here."

"No," said Achilles. "You better go ahead and kill ne, you plan to treat himthat way."

Ch, that sounded brave. But Bean knew Achilles wasn't brave. Just smart. He had al ready won. It
meant not hing that he was lying there on the ground and Poke still had the cinderblock. It was his
crew now. Poke was finished. It would be a while before anybody but Bean and Achill es understood
that, but the test of authority was here and now, and Achilles was going to win it.

"This little kid," said Achilles, "he may not be part of your crew, but he's part of ny famly
You don't go telling ny brother to get lost."

Poke hesitated. A nonment. A nonent |onger.
Long enough.

Achilles sat up. He rubbed his bruises, he checked out his contusions. He | ooked in joking
admration to the little kids who had bricked him "Damm, you bad!" They | aughed -- nervously, at
first. Wuld he hurt them because they hurt hin? "Don't worry," he said. "You showed ne what you
can do. We have to do this to nore than a couple of bullies, you'll see. | had to know you coul d
do it right. Good job. What's your nane?"

One by one he learned their nanmes. Learned them and renenbered them or when he m ssed one he'd
make a big deal about it, apologize, visibly work at renenbering. Fifteen mnutes later, they
| oved him

If he could do this, thought Bean, if he's this good at maki ng people | ove him why didn't he do
it before?

Because these fools always | ook up for power. People above you, they never want to share power
with you. Way you | ook to thenf? They give you nothing. People bel ow you, you give them hope, you
gi ve themrespect, *they* give you power, cause they don't think they have any, so they don't mind
giving it up.

Achilles got to his feet, a little shaky, his bad | eg nore sore than usual. Everybody stood
back, gave him sone space. He could | eave now, if he wanted. Get away, never cone back. O go get
sonme nore bullies, cone back and punish the crew. But he stood there, then sniled, reached into
hi s pocket, took out the mpbst incredible thing. A bunch of raisins. A whole handful of them They
| ooked at his hand as if it bore the nmark of a nail in the palm

"Little brothers and sisters first," he said. "Littlest first." He | ooked at Bean. "You."
"Not him" said the next littlest. "W don't even know him™"

"Bean was the one wanted us to kill you," said another

"Bean," said Achilles. "Bean, you were just |ooking out for ny famly, weren't you?"

"Yes," said Bean

"You want a raisin?"

Bean nodded.

"You first. You the one brought us all together, OK?"

Ei ther Achilles would kill himor he wouldn't. At this noment, all that mattered was the raisin.
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Bean took it. Put it in his mouth. Did not even bite down on it. Just let his saliva soak it,
bringing out the flavor of it.

"You know," said Achilles, "no matter how long you hold it in your nmouth, it never turns back
into a grape.”

"What's a grape?"

Achilles laughed at him still not chewi ng. Then he gave out raisins to the other kids. Poke had
never shared out so many raisins, because she had never had so nany to share. But the little kids
woul dn't understand that. They'd think, Poke gave us garbage, and Achilles gave us raisins. That's
because they were stupid.

CHAPTER 2 -- KI TCHEN

"I know you' ve al ready | ooked through this area, and you're probably al nost done with Rotterdam

but somet hing's been happening lately, since you visited, that ... oh, | don't knowif it's really
anyt hing, | shouldn't have called.”
"Tell me, I'mlistening."

"There's always been fighting in the line. W try to stop them but we only have a few
vol unteers, and they're needed to keep order inside the dining room that and serve the food. So
we know that a I ot of kids who should get a turn can't even get in the line, because they're
pushed out. And if we do manage to stop the bullies and let one of the little ones in, then they
get beaten up afterward. W never see themagain. It's ugly."

"Survival of the fittest."
"OF the cruelest. Civilization is supposed to be the opposite of that."
"You're civilized. They're not."

"Anyway, it's changed. Al of a sudden. just in the past few days. | don't know why. But | just -
- you said that anything unusual -- and whoever's behind it -- | nean, can civilization suddenly
evolve all over again, in the nmddle of a jungle of children?"

"That's the only place it ever evolves. I'"'mthrough in Delft. There was nothing for us here.
al ready have enough blue plates."

* % %

Bean kept to the background during the weeks that foll owed. He had nothing to offer now -- they
al ready had his best idea. And he knew that gratitude wouldn't |ast [ong. He wasn't big and he
didn't eat nuch, but if he was constantly underfoot, annoying people and chattering at them it
woul d soon becone not only fun but popular to deny himfood in hopes that he'd die or go away.

Even so, he often felt Achilles' eyes on him He noticed this without fear. If Achilles killed
him so be it. He had been a few days fromdeath anyway. It would just nean his plan didn't work
so well after all, but since it was his only plan, it didn't nmatter if it turned out not to have
been good. If Achilles renmenbered how Bean urged Poke to kill him-- and of course he did renmenber
-- and if Achilles was planni ng how and when he would di e, there was nothing Bean could do to
prevent it.

Sucking up wouldn't help. That would just |ook |ike weakness, and Bean had seen for a long tine
how bullies -- and Achilles was still a bully at heart -- thrived on the terror of other children
how t hey treated people even worse when they showed their weakness. Nor would offering nore clever
i deas, first because Bean didn't have any, and second because Achilles would think it was an
affront to his authority. And the other kids would resent it if Bean kept acting |ike he thought
he was the only one with a brain. They already resented himfor having thought of this plan that
had changed their |ives.
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For the change was i nmedi ate. The very first morning, Achilles had Sergeant go stand in the line
at Helga's Kitchen on Aert Van Nes Straat, because, he said, as long as we're going to get the
crap beaten out of us anyway, we might as well try for the best free food in Rotterdamin case we
get to eat before we die. He talked like that, but he had made them practice their noves till the
| ast |ight of day the night before, so they worked together better and they didn't give thensel ves
away so soon, the way they did when they were going after him The practice gave them confidence
Achill es kept saying, "They'll expect this," and "They'll try that," and because he was a bully
hinself, they trusted himin a way they had never trusted Poke.

Poke, being stupid, kept trying to act as if she was in charge, as if she had only del egated
their training to Achilles. Bean adnired the way that Achilles did not argue with her, and did not
change his plans or instructions in any way because of what she said. If she urged himto do what
he was al ready doing, he'd keep doing it. There was no show of defiance. No struggle for power.
Achilles acted as if he had already won, and because the other kids foll owed him he had.

The Iine forned in front of Helga's early, and Achilles watched carefully as bullies who arrived
|later inserted thenselves in line in a kind of hierarchy -- the bullies knew which ones got pride
of place. Bean tried to understand the principle Achilles used to pick which bully Sergeant should
pick a fight with. It wasn't the weakest, but that was smart, since beating the weakest bully
woul d only set themup for nore fights every day. Nor was it the strongest. As Sergeant wal ked
across the street, Bean tried to see what it was about the target bully that nmade Achilles pick
him And then Bean realized -- this was the strongest bully who had no friends with him

The target was big and he | ooked nean, so beating himwould | ook Iike an inportant victory. But
he talked to no one, greeted no one. He was out of his territory, and several of the other bullies
were casting resentful glances at him sizing himup. There night have been a fight here today
even if Achilles hadn't picked this soup line, this stranger.

Sergeant was cool as you please, slipping into place directly in front of the target. For a
monent, the target just stood there |looking at him as if he couldn't believe what he was seeing
Surely this little kid would realize his deadly m stake and run away. But Sergeant didn't even act
as if he noticed the target was there.

"Hey!" said the target. He shoved Sergeant hard, and fromthe angle of the push, Sergeant shoul d
have been propelled away fromthe line. But, as Achilles had told him he planted a foot right
away and | aunched hinself forward, hitting the bully in front of the target in Iine, even though
that was not the direction in which the target had pushed him

The bully in front turned around and snarled at Sergeant, who pl eaded, "He pushed ne."
"He hit you hinmself," said the target.
"Do | look that stupid?" said Sergeant.

The bully-in-front sized up the target. A stranger. Tough, but not unbeatable. "Watch yourself,
ski nny boy."

That was a dire insult anong bullies, since it inplied inconpetence and weakness.
"Wat ch your own self."

During this exchange, Achilles |l ed a picked group of younger kids toward Sergeant, who was
risking life and linb by staying right up between the two bullies. Just before reaching them two
of the younger kids darted through the line to the other side, taking up posts against the wal
just beyond the target's range of vision. Then Achilles started scream ng

"What the bell do you think you' re doing, you turd-stained piece of toilet paper! | send ny boy
to hold nmy place in line and you *shove* hinf? You shove himinto nmy *friend* here?"

O course they weren't friends at all -- Achilles was the lowest-status bully in this part of
Rott erdam and he al ways took his place as the last of the bullies in line. But the target didn't
know t hat, and he wouldn't have time to find out. For by the time the target was turned to face
Achill es, the boys behind himwere already | eaping against his calves. There was no waiting for
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t he usual exchange of shoves and brags before the fight began. Achilles began it and ended it with
brutal swiftness. He pushed hard just as the younger boys hit, and the target hit the cobbl ed
street hard. He lay there dazed, blinking. But already two other little kids were handing big

| oose cobbl estones to Achilles, who smashed t hem down, one, two, on the target's chest. Bean could
hear the ribs as they popped like twi gs.

Achilles pulled himby his shirt and fl opped himright back down on the street. He groaned,
struggl ed to nove, groaned again, lay still.

The others in line had backed away fromthe fight. This was a violation of protocol. Wen
bullies fought each other, they took it into the alleys, and they didn't try for serious injury,
they fought until supremacy was clear and it was over. This was a new thing, using cobbl estones,
breaki ng bones. It scared them not because Achilles was so fearsome to | ook at, but because he
had done the forbidden thing, and he had done it right out in the open

At once Achilles signaled Poke to bring the rest of the crewand fill in the gap in the line.
Meanwhi | e, Achilles strutted up and down the line, ranting at the top of his voice. "You can
di srespect ne, | don't care, I"'mjust a cripple, I"'mjust a guy with a ginp leg! But don't you go

shoving nmy fanmily! Don't you go shoving one of nmy children out of |ine! You hear nme? Because if
you do that sone truck's going to cone down this street and knock you down and break your bones,
just like happened to this little pinprick, and next time maybe your head's going to be what
breaks till your brains fall out on the street. You got to watch out for speeding trucks like the
one that knocked down this fart-for-brains right here in front of nmy soup kitchen!"

There it was, the challenge. *My* kitchen. And Achilles didn't hold back, didn't show a spark of
timdity about it. He kept the rant going, linmping up and down the line, staring each bully in the
face, daring himto argue. Shadowi ng his nmovenents on the other side of the line were the two
younger boys who had hel ped take down the stranger, and Sergeant strutted at Achilles's side,
| ooki ng happy and snug. They reeked of confidence, while the other bullies kept glancing over
their shoul ders to see what those | eg-grabbers behind them were doi ng.

And it wasn't just talk and brag, either. Wwen one of the bullies started | ooking belligerent,
Achilles went right up into his face. However, as he had pl anned beforehand, he didn't actually go
after the belligerent one -- he was ready for trouble, asking for it. Instead, the boys |aunched
thensel ves at the bully directly after himin line. Just as they |leapt, Achilles turned and shoved
the new target, screamng, "Wat do you think is so damm funny!" He had another cobblestone in his
hands at once, standing over the fallen one, but he did not strike. "Go to the end of the line,
you noron! You're lucky I'mletting you eat in ny kitchen!"

It conpletely deflated the belligerent one, for the bully Achilles knocked down and obvi ously
coul d have smashed was the one next *lower* in status. So the belligerent one hadn't been
threatened or harned, and yet Achilles had scored a victory right in his face and he hadn't been a
part of it.

The door to the soup kitchen opened. At once Achilles was with the woman who opened it, smling,
greeting her like an old friend. "Thank you for feeding us today," he said. "I'meating | ast
today. Thank you for bringing in ny friends. Thank you for feeding ny famly."

The woman at the door knew how the street worked. She knew Achilles, too, and that sonething
very strange was goi ng on here. Achilles always ate |ast of the bigger boys, and rather
shamefacedly. But his new patronizing attitude hardly had time to get annoying before the first of
Poke's crew cane to the door. "My family," Achilles announced proudly, passing each of the little
kids into the hall. "You take good care of ny children."

Even Poke he called his child. If she noticed the humiliation of it, though, she didn't showit.
Al'l she cared about was the nmiracle of getting into the soup kitchen. The plan had worked.

And whet her she thought of it as her plan or Bean's didn't matter to Bean in the |east, at |east
not till he had the first soup in his nouth. He drank it as slowly as he could, but it was stil
gone so fast that he could hardly believe it. Was this all? And how had he managed to spill so
much of the precious stuff on his shirt?

Qui ckly he stuffed his bread inside his clothing and headed for the door. Stashing the bread and
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| eaving, that was Achilles' idea and it was a good one. Sonme of the bullies inside the kitchen
were bound to plan retribution. The sight of little kids eating would be galling to them They'd
get used to it soon enough, Achilles prom sed, but this first day it was inportant that all the

little kids get out while the bullies were still eating.

When Bean got to the door, the line was still coming in, and Achilles stood by the door
chatting with the wonan about the tragic accident there in the line. Paranmedi cs nust have been
sumoned to carry the injured boy away -- he was no longer groaning in the street. "It could have

been one of the little kids," he said. "W need a policeman out here to watch the traffic. That
driver would never have been so careless if there was a cop here.”

The wonman agreed. "It could have been awful. They said half his ribs were broken and his |ung
was punctured." She | ooked mournful, her hands fretting.

"This line forms up when it's still dark. It's dangerous. Can't we have a light out here? |'ve
got nmy children to think about," said Achilles. "Don't you want ny little kids to be safe? O am|
the only one who cares about thenf"

The wonman murnured somet hi ng about noney and how the soup kitchen didn't have nuch of a budget.
Poke was counting children at the door while Sergeant ushered themout into the street.

Bean, seeing that Achilles was trying to get the adults to protect themin |ine, decided the
time was tight for himto be useful. Because this wonman was conpassi onate and Bean was by far the
snmal l est child, he knew he had the nobst power over her. He came up to her, tugged on her wooll en
skirt. "Thank you for watching over us," he said. "It's the first tine | ever got into a rea
kitchen. Papa Achilles told us that you would keep us safe so we little ones could eat here every
day."

"Ch, you poor thing! GCh, |look at you."
darling." She enbraced him

Tears streamed down the wonan's face. "Ch, oh, you poor

Achill es | ooked on, beaming. "I got to watch out for them" he said quietly. "I got to keep them
safe. ™

Then he led his famly -- it was no longer in any sense Poke's crew -- away fromHelga's
kitchen, all marching in a line. Till they rounded the corner of a building and then they ran like
hell, joining hands and putting as nuch di stance between them and Hel ga's kitchen as they coul d.
For the rest of the day they were going to have to lie low. In twds and threes the bullies would
be | ooking for them

But they *could* lie |low, because they didn't need to forage for food today. The soup already
gave them nore calories than they normally got, and they had the bread.

O course, the first tax on that bread bel onged to Achilles, who had eaten no soup. Each child
reverently offered his bread to their new papa, and he took a bite fromeach one and sl owy chewed
it and swallowed it before reaching for the next offered bread. It was quite a | engthy ritual
Achilles took a mouthful of every piece of bread except two: Poke's and Bean's.

"Thanks, " sai d Poke.

She was so stupid, she thought it was a gesture of respect. Bean knew better. By not eating
their bread, Achilles was putting themoutside the fanily. W are dead, thought Bean.

That's why Bean hung back, why he held his tongue and renai ned unobtrusive during the next few
weeks. That was al so why he endeavored never to be alone. Always he was within armis reach of one
of the other kids.

But he didn't Iinger near Poke. That was a picture he didn't want to get |ocked in anyone's
menory, himtagging al ong with Poke.

From the second norning, Helga's soup kitchen had an adult outside watching, and a new |light
fixture on the third day. By the end of a week the adult guardian was a cop. Even so, Achilles
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never brought his group out of hiding until the adult was there, and then he would march the whol e
famly right to the front of the line, and loudly thank the bully in first position for hel ping
him 1l ook out for his children by saving thema place in |line.

It was hard on all of them though, seeing how the bullies |ooked at them They had to be on
their best behavior while the doorkeeper was watching, but nmurder was on their minds.

And it didn't get better; the bullies didn't "get used to it," despite Achilles' bland
assurances that they woul d. So even though Bean was determi ned to be unobtrusive, he knew that
sonet hing had to be done to turn the bullies away fromtheir hatred, and Achilles, who thought the
war was over and victory achieved, wasn't going to do it.

So as Bean took his place in Iine one norning, he deliberately hung back to be last of the
fam ly. Usually Poke brought up the rear -- it was her way of trying to pretend that she was
sonmehow i nvol ved in ushering the little ones in. But this time Bean deliberately got in place
behind her, with the hate-filled stare of the bully who shoul d have had first position burning on
hi s head.

Ri ght at the door, where the woman was standing with Achilles, both of them | ooking proud of his
famly, Bean turned to face the bully behind himand asked, in his |Ioudest voice, "Were' s *your*
chil dren? How cone you don't bring *your* children to the kitchen?"

The bully woul d have snarl ed sonething vicious, but the woman at the door was watching wth
rai sed eyebrows. "You |l ook after little children, too?" she asked. It was obvi ous she was
del i ghted about the idea and wanted the answer to be yes. And stupid as this bully was, he knew
that it was good to please adults who gave out food. So he said, "OF course | do."

"Well, you can bring them you know. Just l|ike Papa Achilles here. W' re always glad to see the
little children.”

Agai n Bean piped up, "They let people with little children come inside *first*!"

"You know, that's such a good idea," said the woman. "I think we'll nake that a rule. Now, let's
nove along, we're holding up the hungry children."

Bean did not even glance at Achilles as he went inside.

Later, after breakfast, as they were performing the ritual of giving bread to Achilles, Bean
made it a point to offer his bread yet again, though there was danger in rem nding everyone that
Achill es never took a share fromhim Today, though, he had to see how Achilles regarded him for
being so bold and intrusive.

"If they all bring little kids, they' Il run out of soup faster," said Achilles coldly. H's eyes
said nothing at all -- but that, too, was a nessage.
"I'f they all become papas,"” said Bean, "they won't be trying to kill us."

At that, Achilles' eyes cane to life a little. He reached down and took the bread from Bean's
hand. He bit down on the crust, tore away a huge piece of it. Mrre than half. He jammed it into
his nouth and chewed it slowy, then handed the remmant of the bread back to Bean

It Ieft Bean hungry that day, but it was worth it. It didn't nean that Achilles wasn't going to
kill himsomeday, but at |east he wasn't separating himfromthe rest of the famly anynore. And
that remmant of bread was far nore food than he used to get in a day. O a week, for that matter

He was filling out. Muscles grewin his arns and |l egs again. He didn't get exhausted just
crossing a street. He could keep up easily now, when the others jogged along. They all had nore
energy. They were healthy, conpared to street urchins who didn't have a papa. Everyone could see
it. The other bullies would have no trouble recruiting famlies of their own.

* k% %

Sister Carlotta was a recruiter for the International Fleet's training programfor children. It
had caused a lot of criticismin her order, and finally she won the right to do it by pointedly
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mentioning the Earth Defense Treaty, which was a veiled threat. |If she reported the order for
obstructing her work on behalf of the |I.F., the order could | ose its tax-exenpt and draft-exenpt
status. She knew, however, that when the war ended and the treaty expired, she would no doubt be a
nun in search of a hone, for there would be no place for her anong the Sisters of St. N chol as.

But her mission in life, she knew, was to care for little children, and the way she sawit, if
t he Buggers won the next round of the war, all the little children of the Earth would die. Surely
God did not nmean that to happen -- but in her judgnment, at least, God did not want his servants to
sit around waiting for God to work mracles to save them He wanted his servants to | abor as best
they could to bring about righteousness. So it was her business, as a Sister of St. N cholas, to
use her training in child devel opment in order to serve the war effort. As long as the |I.F
thought it worthwhile to recruit extraordinarily gifted children to train themfor comand rol es
in the battles to conme, then she would help them by finding the children that woul d ot herw se be
over| ooked. They woul d never pay anyone to do sonething as fruitless as scouring the filthy
streets of every overcrowded city in the world, searching anong the mal nouri shed savage children
who begged and stole and starved there; for the chance of finding a child with the intelligence
and ability and character to nake a go of it in Battle School was renote.

To God, however, all things were possible. Did he not say that the weak woul d be nade strong,
and the strong weak? Was Jesus not born to a hunble carpenter and his bride in the country
province of Galilee? The brilliance of children born to privilege and bounty, or even to bare
suf ficiency, would hardly show forth the miracul ous power of God. And it was the nmiracle she was
searching for. God had nade humankind in his own inmage, male and fermal e he created them No
Buggers from anot her planet were going to bl ow down what God had creat ed.

Over the years, though, her enthusiasm if not her faith, had flagged a little. Not one child
had done better than a margi nal success on the tests.

Those children were indeed taken fromthe streets and trained, but it wasn't Battle School. They
weren't on the course that might lead themto save the world. So she began to think that her real
work was a different kind of mracle -- giving the children hope, finding even a fewto be lifted
out of the norass, to be given special attention by the local authorities. She made it a point to
i ndi cate the nost prom sing children, and then follow up on themw th email to the authorities.
Sone of her early successes had al ready graduated fromcollege; they said they owed their lives to
Sister Carlotta, but she knew they owed their lives to God.

Then came the call from Helga Braun in Rotterdam telling her of certain changes in the children
who cane to her charity kitchen. Cvilization, she had called it. The children, all by thensel ves,
were becomng civilized.

Sister Carlotta cane at once, to see a thing which sounded like a mracle. And indeed, when she
beheld it with her own eyes, she could hardly believe it. The line for breakfast was now fl ooded
with little children. Instead of the bigger ones shoving themout of the way or intimdating them
into not even bothering to try, they were shepherding them protecting them naking sure each got

his share. Hel ga had panicked at first, fearful that she would run out of food -- but she found
t hat when potential benefactors saw how these children were acting, donations increased. There was
al ways plenty now -- not to mention an increase in vol unteers hel ping.

"I was at the point of despair," she told Sister Carlotta. "On the day when they told ne that a
truck had hit one of the boys and broken his ribs. O course that was a lie, but there he |ay,
right in the line. They didn't even try to conceal himfromne. | was going to give up. | was
going to leave the children to God and nove in with my ol dest boy in Frankfurt, where the
government is not required by treaty to admt every refugee fromany part of the gl obe."

"I'mglad you didn't," said Sister Carlotta. "You can't |eave themto God, when God has |eft

themto us."

"Well, that's the funny thing. Perhaps that fight in the Iine woke up these children to the

horror of the life they were living, for that very day one of the big boys -- but the weakest of
them with a bad leg, they call himAchilles -- well, | suppose *1* gave himthat nane years ago,
because Achilles had a weak heel, you know -- Achilles, anyway -- he showed up in the line with a

group of little children. He as rmuch as asked nme for protection, warning ne that what happened to
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that poor boy with the broken ribs -- he was the one | call U ysses, because he wanders from
kitchen to kitchen -- he's still in hospital, his ribs were conpletely smashed in, can you believe
the brutality? -- Achilles, anyway, he warned ne that the sane thing m ght happen to his little
ones, so | nmamde the special effort, | cane early to watch over the line, and badgered the police
to finally give ne a man, off-duty volunteers at first, on part pay, but now regulars -- you'd

think I woul d have been watching over the line all along, but don't you see? It didn't nmake any

di fference because they didn't do their intinidation in the line, they did it where | couldn't

see, so no matter how | watched over them it was only the bigger, neaner boys who ended up in the
line, and yes, | know they're God's children too and I fed themand tried to preach the gospel to
themas they ate, but | was |losing heart, they were so heartless thensel ves, so devoid of
conpassi on, but Achilles, anyway, he had taken on a whole group of them including the littlest

child I ever saw on the streets, it just broke nmy heart, they call him Bean, so snall, he | ooked
to be two years old, though I've | earned since that he thinks he's four, and he *tal ks* |like he's
ten at |east, very precocious, | suppose that's why he lived | ong enough to get under Achilles
protection, but he was skin and bone, people say that when sonebody's skinny, but in the case of
this little Bean, it was true, | didn't know how he had nuscles enough to walk, to *stand*, his
arns and |l egs were as thin as an ant -- oh, isn't that awful? To conpare himto the *Buggers*? O

| should say, the Formics, since they're saying now that Buggers is a bad word in English, even
though 1. F. Conmon is *not* English, even though it began that way, don't you think?"

"So, Helga, you're telling me it began with this Achilles."

"Do call nme Hazie. We're friends now, aren't we?" She gripped Sister Carlotta's hand. "You nust
meet this boy. Courage! Vision! Test him Sister Carlotta. He is a | eader of nen! He is a
civilizer!"

Sister Carlotta did not point out that civilizers often didn't make good soldiers. It was enough
that the boy was interesting, and she had m ssed himthe first tinme around. It was a rem nder to
her that she nust be thorough

In the dark of early norning, Sister Carlotta arrived at the door where the |line had al ready
formed. Hel ga beckoned to her, then pointed ostentatiously at a rather good-I|ooking young nan
surrounded by snaller children. Only when she got closer and saw hi mtake a couple of steps did
she realize just how bad his right Ieg was. She tried to diagnose the condition. Was it an early
case of rickets? A clubfoot, left uncorrected? A break that heal ed wong?

It hardly nmattered. Battle School would not take himw th such an injury.

Then she saw the adoration in the eyes of the children, the way they called himPapa and | ooked
to himfor approval. Few adult nen were good fathers. This boy of -- what, eleven? twelve? -- had
already learned to be an extraordinarily good father. Protector, provider, king, god to his little
ones. Even as ye do it unto the | east of these, ye have done it unto ne. Christ had a special
pl ace deep in his heart for this boy Achilles. So she would test him and naybe the | eg could be
corrected; or, failing that, she could surely find a place for himin some good school in one of
the cities of the Netherlands -- pardon, the International Territory -- that was not conpletely
overwhel med by the desperate poverty of refugees.

He refused.

"I can't leave ny children," he said.

"But surely one of the others can | ook after them"
A girl who dressed as a boy spoke up. "I can!"

But it was obvious she could not -- she was too small herself. Achilles was right. H's children
depended on him and to | eave them woul d be irresponsi ble. The reason she was here was because he
was civilized; civilized nen do not |eave their children.

"Then | will cone to you," she said. "After you eat, take nme where you spend your days, and |et
me teach you all inalittle school. Only for a few days, but that would be good, wouldn't it?"

It *woul d* be good. It had been a long tinme since Sister Carlotta had actually taught a group of
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children. And never had she been given such a class as this. Just when her work had begun to seem
futile even to her, God gave her such a chance. It mght even be a niracle. Wasn't it the business
of Christ to nake the lame wal k? If Achilles did well on the tests, then surely God would let the
leg also be fixed, would let it be within the reach of nedi cine.

"School 's good," said Achilles. "None of these little ones can read."
Sister Carlotta knew, of course, that if Achilles could read, he certainly couldn't do it well.

But for sone reason, perhaps sonme al nbst unnoti ceabl e novenent, when Achilles said that none of
the little ones could read, the smallest of themall, the one called Bean, caught her eye. She
| ooked at him into eyes with sparks in themlike distant canpfires in the darkest night, and she
knew t hat *he* knew how to read. She knew, without knowi ng how, that it was not Achilles at all
that it was this little one that God had brought her here to find.

She shook of f the feeling. It was Achilles who was the civilizer, doing the work of Christ. It
was the | eader that the I.F. would want, not the weakest and snallest of the disciples.

* % %

Bean stayed as quiet as possible during the school sessions, never speaking up and never giving
an answer even when Sister Carlotta tried to insist. He knew that it wouldn't be good for himto
| et anyone know that he could already read and do nunbers, nor that he coul d understand every
| anguage spoken in the street, picking up new | anguages the way other children picked up stones.
What ever Sister Carlotta was doing, whatever gifts she had to bestow, if it ever seenmed to the
other children that Bean was trying to show themup, trying to get ahead of them he knew that he
woul d not be back for another day of school. And even though she nostly taught things he al ready
knew how to do, in her conversation there were many hints of a wider world, of great know edge and
wi sdom No adult had ever taken the tine to speak to themlike this, and he luxuriated in the
sound of high | anguage well spoken. Wien she taught it was in |I.F. Common, of course, that being
t he | anguage of the street, but since many of the children had also | earned Dutch and sone were
even native Dutch speakers, she would often explain hard points in that |anguage. Wen she was
frustrated though, and nuttered under her breath, that was in Spanish, the | anguage of the
merchants of Jonker Frans Straat, and he tried to piece together the meanings of new words from
her muttering. Her know edge was a banquet, and if he remai ned qui et enough, he would be able to
stay and feast.

School had only been going for a week, however, when he made a ni stake. She passed out papers to
them and they had witing on them Bean read his paper at once. It was a "Pre-Test" and the
instructions said to circle the right answers to each question. So he began circling answers and
was hal fway down the page when he realized that the entire group had fallen silent.

They were all |ooking at him because Sister Carlotta was | ooking at him

"What are you doi ng, Bean?" she asked. "I haven't even told you what to do yet. Please give ne
your paper."

Stupid, inattentive, careless -- if you die for this, Bean, you deserve it.
He handed her the paper
She | ooked at it, then | ooked back at himvery closely. "Finish it," she said.

He took the paper back from her hand. His pencil hovered over the page. He pretended to be
struggling with the answer.

"You did the first fifteen in about a mnute and a half," said Sister Carlotta. "Please don't
expect ne to believe that you' re suddenly having a hard tine with the next question." Her voice
was dry and sarcastic.

"I can't do it," he said. "I was just playing anyway."

"Don't lie to ne," said Carlotta. "Do the rest."
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He gave up and did themall. It didn't take |ong. They were easy. He handed her the paper

She gl anced over it and said nothing. "I hope the rest of you will wait until | finish the
instructions and read you the questions. If you try to guess at what the hard words are, you'l
get all the answers wong."

Then she proceeded to read each question and all the possible answers out |loud. Only then could
the other children set their marks on the papers.

Sister Carlotta didn't say another thing to call attention to Bean after that, but the damage
was done. As soon as school was over, Sergeant cane over to Bean. "So you can read," he said.

Bean shrugged.

"You been lying to us," said Sergeant.

"Never said | couldn't."
"Showed us all up. How conme you didn't teach us?"

Because | was trying to survive, Bean said silently. Because | didn't want to rem nd Achilles
that 1| was the snmart one who thought up the original plan that got himthis famly. If he
remenbers that, he'll also renenber who it was who told Poke to kill him

The only answer he actually gave was a shrug.
"Don't like it when sonebody hol ds out on us."
Sergeant nudged himwi th a foot.

Bean did not have to be given a map. He got up and jogged away fromthe group. School was out
for him Mybe breakfast, too. He'd have to wait till nmorning to find that out.

He spent the afternoon alone on the streets. He had to be careful. As the smallest and | east
i mportant of Achilles' family, he mght be overlooked. But it was nore likely that those who hated
Achill es woul d have taken special notice of Bean as one of the nost menorable. They might take it
into their heads that killing Bean or beating himto paste and | eaving hi mwul d nake a dandy
warning to Achilles that he was still resented, even though life was better for everybody.

Bean knew there were plenty of bullies who felt that way. Especially the ones who weren't able
to maintain a famly, because they kept being too nean with the little children. The little ones
| earned qui ckly that when a papa got too nasty, they could punish himby |eaving himal one at
breakfast and attaching thenselves to sone other famly. They would eat before him They would
have soneone else's protection fromhim He would eat last. If they ran out of food, he would get
not hi ng, and Hel ga woul dn't even m nd, because he wasn't a papa, he wasn't watching out for little
ones. So those bullies, those margi nal ones, they hated the way things worked these days, and they
didn't forget that it was Achilles who had changed it all. Nor could they go to sonme other kitchen
-- the word had spread anong the adults who gave out food, and now all the kitchens had a rule
that groups with little children got to be first inline. If you couldn't hold on to a fanily, you
could get pretty hungry. And nobody | ooked up to you

Still, Bean couldn't resist trying to get close enough to sonme of the other famlies to hear
their talk. Find out how the other groups worked.

The answer was easy to learn: They didn't work all that well. Achilles really was a good | eader.
That sharing of bread -- none of the other groups did that. But there was a | ot of punishing, the
bul Iy smacki ng kids who didn't do what he wanted. Taking their bread away from them because they
didn't do something, or didn't do it quickly enough

Poke had chosen right, after all. By dunmb |uck, or maybe she wasn't all that stupid. Because she
had picked, not just the weakest bully, the easiest to beat, but also the smartest, the one who
under stood how to win and hold the loyalty of others. Al Achilles had ever needed was the chance.

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%205%20-%20Ender's%20Shadow.txt (17 of 236) [1/14/03 10:10:11 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%205%20-%20Ender's%20Shadow. txt

Except that Achilles still didn't share her bread, and now she was beginning to realize that
this was a bad thing, not a good one. Bean could see it in her face when she watched the others do
the ritual of sharing with Achilles. Because he got soup now -- Helga brought it to himat the
door -- he took nmuch snaller pieces, and instead of biting themoff he tore themand ate themwth

a smle. Poke never got that smile fromhim Achilles was never going to forgive her, and Bean
could see that she was beginning to feel the pain of that. For she |loved Achilles now, too, the
way the other children did, and the way he kept her apart fromthe others was a kind of cruelty.

Maybe that's enough for him thought Bean. Maybe that's his whol e vengeance.

Bean happened to be curled up behind a newsstand when several bullies began a conversation near
him "He's full of brag about how Achilles is going to pay for what he did."

"Ch, right, Uysses is going to punish him right."
"Well, maybe not directly."”

"Achilles and his stupid famly will just take himapart. And this tinme they won't aimfor his
chest. He said so, didn't he? Break open his head and put his brains on the street, that's what
Achilles' |l do."

"He's still just a cripple.™
"Achilles gets away with everything. Gve it up."”

"I"mhoping Uysses does it. Kills him flat out. And then none of us take in any of his
bastards. You got that? Nobody takes themin. Let themall die. Put themall in the river."

The talk went on that way until the boys drifted away from the newsstand.

Then Bean got up and went in search of Achilles.

CHAPTER 3 -- PAYBACK

"I think I have soneone for you."

"You' ve thought that before."

"He's a born | eader. But he does not neet your physical specifications.”
"Then you'll pardon me if | don't waste time on him™"

"If he passes your exacting intellectual and personality requirenments, it is quite possible that
for a mnuscule portion of the brass button or toilet paper budget of the |I. F., his physica
limtations mght be repaired.”

"I never knew nuns coul d be sarcastic."

"I can't reach you with a ruler. Sarcasmis ny |ast resort."

"Let nme see the tests."

"I'"ll let you see the boy. And while we're at it, I'Il let you see another."
"Also physically limted?"

"Smal | . Young. But so was the Wggin boy, | hear. And this one -- sonehow on the streets he
taught hinself to read."

"Ah, Sister Carlotta, you help ne fill the enpty hours of ny life."

"Keepi ng you out of mschief is howl serve God."

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%205%20-%20Ender's%20Shadow.txt (18 of 236) [1/14/03 10:10:11 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%205%20-%20Ender's%20Shadow. txt

* k%

Bean went straight to Achilles with what he heard. It was too dangerous, to have U ysses out of
the hospital and word going around that he nmeant to get even for his humiliation

"l thought that was all behind us,"” said Poke sadly. "The fighting I nean."

"U ysses has been in bed for all this tine," said Achilles. "Even if he knows about the changes,
he hasn't had tine to get how it works yet."

"So we stick together," said Sergeant. "Keep you safe."

"I't mght be safer for all,"” said Achilles, "if | disappear for a few days. To keep you safe."
"Then how will we get in to eat?" asked one of the younger ones. "They'll never let us in

wi t hout you."
"Fol | ow Poke," said Achilles. "Helga at the door will let you in just the sane."

"What if U ysses gets you?" asked one of the young ones. He rubbed the tears out of his eyes,
| est he be shaned.

"Then 1"l be dead," said Achilles. "I don't think he'll be content to put nme in the hospital."”

The child broke down crying, which set another to wailing, and soon it was a choir of boo-hoos,
with Achilles shaking his head and laughing. "lI'mnot going to die. You'll be safe if |I'mout of
the way, and 1'll cone back after U ysses has tine to cool down and get used to the system"”

Bean watched and listened in silence. He didn't think Achilles was handling it right, but he had
given the warning and his responsibility was over. For Achilles to go into hiding was begging for
trouble -- it would be taken as a sign of weakness.

Achilles slipped away that night to go sonewhere that he couldn't tell them so that nobody could
accidentally let it slip. Bean toyed with the idea of following himto see what he really did, but
realized he would be nore useful with the main group. After all, Poke would be their |eader now,
and Poke was only an ordinary |leader. In other words, stupid. She needed Bean, even if she didn't
know it.

That night Bean tried to keep watch, for what he did not know. At |last he did sleep, and dreamed
of school, only it wasn't the sidewal k or alley school with Sister Carlotta, it was a real school
with tables and chairs. But in the dream Bean couldn't sit at a desk. Instead he hovered in the
air over it, and when he wanted to he flew anywhere in the room Up to the ceiling. Into a crevice
inthe wall, into a secret dark place, flying upward and upward as it got warner and warner and

He woke in darkness. A cold breeze stirred. He needed to pee. He also wanted to fly. Having the
dream end al nost made himcry out with the pain of it. He couldn't renenber ever dream ng of
flying before. Wiy did he have to be little, with these stubby legs to carry himfromplace to
pl ace?

When he was flying he could | ook down at everyone and see the tops of their silly heads. He
could pee or poop on themlike a bird. He wouldn't have to be afraid of them because if they got
mad he could fly away and they could never catch him

O course, if | could fly, everyone else could fly too and I'd still be the snmallest and sl owest
and they'd poop and pee on nme anyway.

There was no goi ng back to sleep. Bean could feel that in hinself. He was too frightened, and he
didn't know why. He got up and went into the alley to pee.

Poke was al ready there. She | ooked up and saw him

"Leave ne alone for a mnute," she said.
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"No, " he said.

"Don't give ne any crap, little boy," she said.

"I know you squat to pee," he said, "and |I'm not |ooking anyway." G aring, she waited until he
turned his back to urinate against the wall. "I guess if you were going to tell about ne you
al ready woul d have," she said.

"They all know you're a girl, Poke. Wen you're not there, Papa Achilles tal ks about you as
she' and ' her.

"He's not ny papa."

"So | figured," said Bean. He waited, facing the wall.

"You can turn around now." She was up and fastening her pants again.
"I'"'m scared of something, Poke," said Bean

"What ?"

"I don't know. "

"You don't know what you're scared of ?"

"That's why it's so scary."

She gave a soft, sharp laugh. "Bean, all that nmeans is that you're four years old. Little kids
see shapes in the night. O they don't see shapes. Either way they're scared.”

"Not me," said Bean. "Wen |'m scared, it's because sonething's wong."
"Uysses is looking to hurt Achilles, that's what."
"That woul dn't nake you sad, would it?"

She glared at him "W're eating better than ever. Everybody's happy. It was your plan. And
never cared about being the boss."

"But you hate him" sai d Bean

She hesitated. "It feels like he's always |aughing at ne."
"How do you know what little kids are scared of ?"

"Cause | used to be one," said Poke. "And | renenber."
"Uysses isn't going to hurt Achilles," said Bean

"I know that," said Poke.

"Because you're planning to find Achilles and protect him"

"I'"'mplanning to stay right here and watch out for the children."”

"Or else maybe you're planning to find U ysses first and kill him"

"How? He's bigger than ne. By a lot."

"You didn't conme out here to pee," said Bean. "O else your bladder's the size of a gunball."
"You *|istened*?"

Bean shrugged. "You wouldn't let ne watch."

"You think too nuch, but you don't know enough to make sense of what's going on."
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"I think Achilles was lying to us about what he's going to do," said Bean, "and | think you're
lying to nme right now "

"Get used to it," said Poke. "The world is full of liars."

"U ysses doesn't care who he kills," said Bean. "He'd be just as happy to kill you as Achilles.'

Poke shook her head inpatiently. "Uysses is nothing. He isn't going to hurt anybody. He's al
brag. "

"So why are you up?" asked Bean
Poke shrugged.

"*You're* going to try to kill Achilles, aren't you," said Bean. "And nake it | ook |like U ysses
didit."

She rolled her eyes. "Did you drink a big glass of stupid juice tonight?"
"I'"'msmart enough to know you're lying!"

"Go back to sleep," she said. "Go back to the other children."

He regarded her for a while, and then obeyed.

O rather, seened to obey. He went back into the crawl space where they slept these days, but
i medi ately crept out the back way and cl anbered up crates, druns, |low walls, high walls, and
finally got up onto a | ow hanging roof. He walked to the edge in tine to see Poke slip out of the
alley into the street. She was goi ng sonewhere. To neet soneone.

Bean slid down a pipe onto a rainbarrel, and scurried along Korte Hoog Straat after her. He
tried to be quiet, but she wasn't trying, and there were other noises of the city, so she never
heard his footfalls. He clung to the shadows of walls, but didn't dodge around too nuch. It was
pretty straightforward, followi ng her -- she only turned twi ce. Headed for the river. Meeting
soneone.

Bean had two guesses. It was either U ysses or Achilles. W else did she know, that wasn't
al ready asleep in the nest? But then, why neet either of then? To plead with U ysses for Achilles
life? To heroically offer herself in his place? Or to try to persuade Achilles to cone back and
face down U ysses instead of hiding? No, these were all things that Bean mi ght have thought of
doing -- but Poke didn't think that far ahead.

Poke stopped in the mddle of an open space on the dock at Scheepnakershaven and | ooked around.
Then she saw what she was | ooking for. Bean strained to see. Sonmeone waiting in a deep shadow.
Bean clinbed up on a big packing crate, trying to get a better view He heard the two voices --
both children -- but he couldn't make out what they were saying. Woever it was, he was taller
than Poke. But that could be either Achilles or U ysses.

The boy wapped his arnms around Poke and ki ssed her

This was really weird. Bean had seen grownups do that plenty of tinmes, but what would kids do it
for? Poke was nine years old. O course there were whores that age, but everybody knew that the
j ohns who bought them were perverts.

Bean had to get closer, to hear what they were saying. He dropped down the back of the packing
crate and slowy wal ked into the shadow of a kiosk. They, as if to oblige him turned to face him
in the deep shadow he was invisible, at least if he kept still. He couldn't see them any better
than they could see him but he could hear snatches of their conversation now

"You prom sed," Poke was saying. The guy munbled in return

A boat passing on the river scanned a spotlight across the riverside and showed the face of the
boy Poke was with. It was Achilles.
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Bean didn't want to see any nore. To think he had once believed Achilles woul d someday kil
Poke. This thing between girls and boys was sonething he just didn't get. In the mdst of hate,
thi s happens. Just when Bean was begi nning to make sense of the world.

He slipped away and ran up Posthoornstraat.

But he did not head back to their nest in the crawl space, not yet. For even though he had al
the answers, his heart was still junping; something is wong, it was saying to him sonething is
wr ong.

And then he renenbered that Poke wasn't the only one hiding sonething fromhim Achilles had
al so been lying. Hiding sonething. Sone plan. Was it just this nmeeting with Poke? Then why al
thi s business about hiding fromU ysses? To take Poke as his girl, he didn't have to hide to do
that. He could do that right out in the open. Sonme bullies did that, the ol der ones. They usually
didn't take nine-year-olds, though. Was that what Achilles was hiding?

"You prom sed," Poke said to Achilles there on the dock

What did Achilles promi se? That was why Poke cane to him-- to pay himfor his promi se. But what
could Achilles be pronising her that he wasn't already giving her as part of his famly? Achilles
didn't have anyt hing.

So he nust have been pronising not to do something. Not to kill her? Then that woul d be too
stupid even for Poke, to go off alone with Achilles.

Not to kill me, thought Bean. That's the promise. Not to kill ne.

Only I"'mnot the one in danger, or not the nbst danger. | mght have said to kill him but Poke
was the one who knocked hi m down, who stood over him That picture nust still be in Achilles
mnd, all the tine he nmust renenber it, nust dreamabout it, himlying on the ground, a nine-year-
old girl standing over himwith a cinderblock, threatening to kill him A cripple |like him
sonehow he had nade it into the ranks of the bullies. So he was tough -- but always nocked by the
boys with two good | egs, the |owest-status bully. And the | owest nmonment of his life had to be
then, when a nine-year-old girl knocked himdown and a bunch of little kids stood over him

Poke, he bl ames you nost. You're the one he has to smash in order to wi pe out the agony of that
menory.

Now it was clear. Everything Achilles had said today was a lie. He wasn't hiding from U ysses.
He woul d face U ysses down -- probably still would, tomorrow. But when he faced U ysses, Achilles
woul d have a rmuch bigger grievance. You killed Poke! He would screamthe accusation. U ysses woul d
| ook so stupid and weak, denying it after all the bragging he'd done about how he'd get even. He
m ght even admt to killing her, just for the brag of it. And then Achilles would strike at
U ysses and nobody woul d blane himfor killing the boy. It wouldn't be nmere self-defense, it would
be defense of his famly

Achilles was just too damm smart. And patient. Waiting to kill Poke until there was sonebody
el se who could be blamed for it.

Bean ran back to warn her. As fast as his little |l egs would nove, the | ongest strides he could
take. He ran forever.

There was nobody there on the dock where Poke had net Achilles.

Bean | ooked around hel pl essly. He thought of calling out, but that would be stupid. Just because
it was Poke that Achilles hated nost didn't nmean that he had forgiven Bean, even if he did |et
Bean gi ve hi m bread.

O maybe |'ve gone crazy over nothing. He was hugging her, wasn't he? She cane willingly, didn't
she? There are things between boys and girls that | just don't understand. Achilles is a provider
a protector, not a nurderer. It's nmy nmind that works that way, ny nind that thinks of killing
sonmeone who i s hel pl ess, just because he might pose a danger later. Achilles is the good one. |I'm
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t he bad one, the crimnal
Achilles is the one who knows how to love. I'mthe one who doesn't.

Bean wal ked to the edge of the dock and | ooked across the channel. The water was covered with a
lowflowing mst. On the far bank, the lights of Boonpjes Straat tw nkled Iike Sinterklaas Day.
The waves | apped like tiny kisses against the pilings.

He | ooked down into the river at his feet. Something was bobbing in the water, bunped up agai nst
t he wharf.

Bean [ ooked at it for a while, unconprehending. But then he understood that he had known al
al ong what it was, he just didn't want to believe it. It was Poke. She was dead. It was just as
Bean had feared. Everybody on the street would believe that U ysses was guilty of the nurder, even
if nothing could be proved. Bean had been right about everything. Watever it was that passed
bet ween boys and girls, it didn't have the power to block hatred, vengeance for humliation

And as Bean stood there, |ooking down into the water, he realized: | either have to tell what
happened, right now, this mnute, to everybody, or | have to decide never to tell anybody, because
if Achilles gets any hint that | saw what | saw tonight, he'll kill ne and not give it a second

t hought. Achilles would sinply say: U ysses strikes again. Then he can pretend to be avengi ng two
deat hs, not one, when he kills U ysses.

No, all Bean could do was keep silence. Pretend that he hadn't seen Poke's body floating in the
river, her upturned face clearly recogni zable in the noonlight.

She was stupid. Stupid not to see through Achilles' plans, stupid to trust himin any way,
stupid not to listen to me. As stupid as | was, to wal k away instead of calling out a warning,
maybe saving her life by giving her a witness that Achilles could not hope to catch and therefore
could not silence.

She was the reason Bean was alive. She was the one who gave hima nanme. She was the one who
listened to his plan. And now she had died for it, and he could have saved her. Sure, he told her
at the start to kill Achilles, but in the end she had been right to choose him-- he was the only
one of the bullies who could have figured it all out and brought it off with such style. But Bean
had al so been right. Achilles was a chanmpion liar, and when he decided that Poke would die, he
began building up the lies that would surround the nurder -- lies that woul d get Poke off by
hersel f where he could kill her without witnesses; lies to alibi hinself in the eyes of the
younger Ki ds.

| trusted him thought Bean. | knew what he was fromthe start, and yet | trusted him

Aw, Poke, you poor, stupid, kind, decent girl. You saved ne and | |let you down.

It's not *just* ny fault. *She's* the one who went off alone with him

Alone with him trying to save ny life? Wat a m stake, Poke, to think of anyone but yourself!
Am | going to die fromher m stakes, too?

No. I'l'l die fromny own damm m st akes.

Not tonight, though. Achilles had not set any plan in notion to get Bean off by hinsel f. But
fromnow on, when he |ay awake at night, unable to drift off, he would think about how Achilles
was just waiting. Biding his time. Till the day when Bean, too, would find hinmself in the river.

* k *

Sister Carlotta tried to be sensitive to the pain these children were suffering, so soon after
one of their own was strangled and thrown in the river. But Poke's death was all the nore reason
to push forward on the testing. Achilles had not been found yet -- with this U ysses boy having
al ready struck once, it was unlikely that Achilles would cone out of hiding for some tine. So
Sister Carlotta had no choice but to proceed with Bean
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At first the boy was distracted, and did poorly. Sister Carlotta could not understand how he
could fail even the elenentary parts of the test, when he was so bright he had taught hinmself to
read on the street. It had to be the death of Poke. So she interrupted the test and talked to him
about death, about how Poke was caught up in spirit into the presence of God and the saints, who
woul d care for her and nake her happier than she had ever been in life. He did not seem
interested. |If anything, he did worse as they began the next phase of the test.

Well, if conpassion didn't work, sternness m ght.
"Don't you understand what this test is for, Bean?" she asked.
"No," he said. The tone of his voice added the unnistakable idea "and | don't care."

"All you know about is the |[ife of the street. But the streets of Rotterdamare only a part of a
great city, and Rotterdamis only one city in a world of thousands of such cities. The whol e human
race, Bean, that's what this test is about. Because the Formics --"

"The Buggers," said Bean. Like nbst street urchins, he sneered at eupheni sm

"They will be back, scouring the Earth, killing every living soul. This test is to see if you
are one of the children who will be taken to Battle School and trained to be a commander of the
forces that will try to stop them This test is about saving the world, Bean."

For the first tinme since the test began, Bean turned his full attention to her. "Were is Battle
School ?"

"In an orbiting platformin space," she said. "If you do well enough on this test, you get to be
a spacenan!"

There was no childlike eagerness in his face. Only hard cal cul ation

"I'"ve been doing real bad so far, haven't I," he said.

"The test results so far show that you're too stupid to wal k and breathe at the same tine."
"Can | start over?"

"I have another version of the tests, yes," said Sister Carlotta.

"Do it."

As she brought out the alternate set, she smiled at him tried to relax himagain. "So you want
to be a spaceman, is that it? O is it the idea of being part of the International Fleet?"

He ignored her

This time through the test, he finished everything, even though the tests were designed not to
be finished in the allotted tine. H s scores were not perfect, but they were close. So close that
nobody woul d believe the results.

So she gave himyet another battery of tests, this one designed for older children -- the
standard tests, in fact, that six-year-olds took when being considered for Battle School at the
normal age. He did not do as well on these; there were too many experiences he had not had yet, to
be able to understand the content of some of the questions. But he still did remarkably well.
Better than any student she had ever tested.

And to think she had thought it was Achilles who had the real potential. This little one, this
infant, really -- he was astonishing. No one would believe she had found himon the streets,
living at the starvation |evel

A suspicion crept into her mind, and when the second test ended and she recorded the scores and
set them aside, she | eaned back in her chair and snmiled at bleary-eyed little Bean and asked him
"Whose idea was it, this famly thing that the street children have cone up wth?"
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"Achilles' idea," said Bean

Sister Carlotta waited.

"Hs idea to call it a fanmly, anyway," said Bean
She still waited. Pride would bring nore to the surface, if she gave himtinme.
"But having a bully protect the little ones, that was ny plan," said Bean. "l told it to Poke

and she thought about it and decided to try it and she only nade one nmni stake."
"What m stake was that?"
"She chose the wong bully to protect us."
"You nmean because he couldn't protect her from U ysses?"
Bean | aughed bitterly as tears slid down his cheeks.
"Uysses is off sonewhere braggi ng about what he's going to do."
Sister Carlotta knew but did not want to know. "Do you know who killed her, then?"

"I told her to kill him | told her he was the wong one. | saw it in his face, lying there on
the ground, that he would never forgive her. But he's cold. He waited so | ong. But he never took
bread fromher. That should have told her. She shouldn't have gone off alone with him" He began
crying in earnest now. "I think she was protecting *nme*. Because | told her to kill himthat first
day. | think she was trying to get himnot to kill ne."

Sister Carlotta tried to keep enption out of her voice. "Do you believe you mght be in danger
from Achil | es?"

"I amnowthat |I told you," he said. And then, after a nmonent's thought. "I was already. He
doesn't forgive. He pays back, always."

"You realize that this isn't the way Achilles seens to ne, or to Hazie. Helga, that is. To us,
he seems -- civilized."

Bean | ooked at her |ike she was crazy. "lIsn't that what it *means* to be civilized? That you can
*wait* to get what you want?"

"You want to get out of Rotterdamand go to Battle School so you can get away from Achilles."
Bean nodded.

"What about the other children. Do you think they're in danger from hin®"

"No," said Bean. "He's their papa.”

"But not yours. Even though he took bread fromyou."

"He hugged her and ki ssed her," said Bean. "I saw them on the dock, and she I et himkiss her and
then she said sonething about how he promised, and so | left, but then | realized and | ran back
and it couldn't have been long, just running for maybe six bl ocks, and she was dead with her eye
stabbed out, floating in the water, bunping up against the dock. He can kiss you and kill you, if
he hates you enough.”

Sister Carlotta drummed her fingers on the desk. "Wat a quandary."
"What's a quandary?"
"l was going to test Achilles, too. | think he could get into Battle School."

Bean's whol e body tightened. "Then don't send nme. H mor ne.
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"Do you really think ..." Her voice trailed off. "You think he'd try to kill you there?"

"*Try?*" Hi s voice was scornful. "Achilles doesn't just *try*."

Sister Carlotta knew that the trait Bean was speaking of, that ruthless determ nation, was one
of the things that they |ooked for in Battle School. It mght nmake Achilles nore attractive to
them than Bean. And they could channel such nurderous violence up there. Put it to good use.

But civilizing the bullies of the street had not been Achilles' idea. It had been Bean who
thought of it. Incredible, for a child so young to conceive of it and bring it about. This child
was the prize, not the one who |ived for cold vengeance. But one thing was certain. It would be
wong of her to take them both. Though she could certainly take the other one and get himinto a
school here on Earth, get himoff the street. Surely Achilles would becone truly civilized then
where the desperation of the street no |onger drove children to do such hideous things to each
ot her.

Then she realized what nonsense she had been thinking. It wasn't the desperation of the street
that drove Achilles to nurder Poke. It was pride. It was Cain, who thought that being shaned was
reason enough to take his brother's life. It was Judas, who did not shrink to kiss before killing.
VWhat was she thinking, to treat evil as if it were a nmere nechani cal product of deprivation? Al
the children of the street suffered fear and hunger, hel pl essness and desperation. But they didn't
al | becone col d-bl ooded, cal cul ati ng nurderers.

If, that is, Bean was right.

But she had no doubt that Bean was telling her the truth. If Bean was |ying, she would give up
on herself as a judge of children's character. Now that she thought about it, Achilles was slick.
A flatterer. Everything he said was calculated to inpress. But Bean said little, and spoke plainly
when he did speak. And he was young, and his fear and grief here in this roomwere real

O course, he also had urged that a child be killed.
But only because he posed a danger to others. It wasn't pride.

How can | judge? Isn't Christ supposed to be the judge of quick and dead? Way is this in ny
hands, when | amnot fit to do it?

"Wwuld you like to stay here, Bean, while | transmt your test results to the people who make
t he deci sions about Battle School? You'll be safe here.”

He | ooked down at his hands, nodded, then laid his head on his anus and sobbed.

* % %

Achilles came back to the nest that nmorning. "I couldn't stay away," he said. "Too much could go
wrong." He took themto breakfast, just |ike always. But Poke and Bean weren't there.

Then Sergeant did his rounds, listening here and there, talking to other kids, talking to an
adult here and there, finding out what was happeni ng, anything that night be useful. It was al ong
the Wjnhaven dock that he heard some of the | ongshorenen tal king about the body found in the
river that norning. Alittle girl. Sergeant found out where her body was being held till the

authorities arrived. He didn't shy away, he wal ked right up to the body under a tarpaulin, and
wi t hout asking permission fromany of the others standing there, he pulled it back and | ooked at
her .

"What are you doi ng, boy!"
"Her nane is Poke," he said.
"You know her? Do you know who ni ght have killed her?"

"A boy nanmed U ysses, that's who killed her," said Sergeant. Then he dropped the tarp and his
rounds were over. Achilles had to know that his fears had been justified, that Uysses was taking
out anybody he could fromthe famly
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"We've got no choice but to kill him" said Sergeant.
"There's been enough bl oodshed," said Achilles. "But I'mafraid you' re right."

Sone of the younger children were crying. One of them expl ained, "Poke fed nme when | was goi ng
to die."

"Shut up," said Sergeant. "We're eating better now than we ever did when Poke was boss."

Achilles put a hand on Sergeant's arm to still him "Poke did the best a crew boss coul d do.
And she's the one who got ne into the fanmily. So in a way, anything | get for you, she got for
you. "

Everyone nodded sol emmly at that.
A kid asked, "You think U ysses got Bean, too?"
"Big loss if he did," said Sergeant.

"Any loss to ny family is a big loss,"” said Achilles. "But there'll be no nore. Uysses wll
either leave the city, now, or he's dead. Put the word out, Sergeant. Let it be known on the
street that the challenge stands. U ysses doesn't eat in any kitchen in town, until he faces ne.
That's what he decided for hinself, when he chose to put a knife in Poke's eye."

Sergeant saluted himand took off at a run. The picture of businesslike obedience.

Except that as he ran, he, too, was crying. For he had not told anyone how Poke di ed, how her
eye was a bl oody wound. Maybe Achilles knew sone ot her way, maybe he had al ready heard but didn't
mention it till Sergeant cane back with the news. Maybe maybe. Sergeant knew the truth. U ysses
didn't raise his hand agai nst anybody. Achilles did it. Just as Bean warned in the begi nning.
Achi |l es woul d never forgive Poke for beating him He killed her now because U ysses woul d get
blamed for it. And then sat there tal king about how good she was and how they should all be
grateful to her and everything Achilles got for them it was really Poke who got it.

So Bean was right all along. About everything. Achilles mght be a good papa to the famly, but
he was also a killer, and he never forgives.

Poke knew that, though. Bean warned her, and she knew it, but she chose Achilles for their papa
anyway. Chose himand then died for it. She was |ike Jesus that Hel ga preached about in her
kitchen while they ate. She died for her people. And Achilles, he was |like God. He nade people pay
for their sins no matter what they did.

The inmportant thing is, stay on the good side of God. That's what Hel ga teaches, isn't it? Stay
right with God.

"Il stay right with Achilles. 1'll honor ny papa, that's for sure, so | can stay alive unti
I"mold enough to go out on nmy own.

As for Bean, well, he was smart, but not snmart enough to stay alive, and if you're not smart
enough to stay alive, then you're better off dead.

By the tine Sergeant got to his first corner to spread the word about Achilles's ban on U ysses
fromany kitchen in town, he was through crying. Gief was done. This was about survival now Even
t hough Sergeant knew U ysses hadn't killed anybody, he meant to, and it was still inportant for
the famly's safety that he die. Poke's death provided a good excuse to demand that the rest of
the papas stand back and let Achilles deal with him Wen it was all over, Achilles would be the
| eader anobng all the papas of Rotterdam And Sergeant woul d stand beside him know ng the secret
of his vengeance and telling no one, because that's how Sergeant, that's how the famly, that's
how all the urchins of Rotterdam would survive

CHAPTER 4 -- MEMORI ES
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"I was m staken about the first one. He tests well, but his character is not well suited to
Battl e School ."

"l don't see that on the tests you' ve shown ne."

"He's very sharp. He gives the right answers, but they aren't true."

"And what test did you use to deternine this?"

"He comitted nurder."

"Well, that is a drawback. And the other one? What am | supposed to do with so young a child? A

fish this small | would generally throw back into the stream”

"Teach him Feed him He'll grow"

"He doesn't even have a nane."

"Yes he does."

"Bean? That isn't a nane, it's a joke."

"I't won't be when he's done with it."

"Keep himuntil he's five. Make of himwhat you can and show ne your results then."
"I have other children to find."

"No, Sister Carlotta, you don't. In all your years of searching, this one is the best you' ve
found. And there isn't tine to find another. Bring this one up to snuff, and all your work will be
worth it, as far as the I.F. is concerned.”

"You frighten nme, when you say there isn't tinme."
"I don't see why. Christians have been expecting the inmnent end of the world for nmillennia."
"But it keeps not ending."

"So far, so good."

* % %

At first all Bean cared about was the food. There was enough of it. He ate everything they put
before him He ate until he was full -- that nost miracul ous of words, which till now had had no
meaning for him He ate until he was stuffed. He ate until he was sick. He ate so often that he
had bowel novenents every day, sonetinmes twice a day. He | aughed about it to Sister Carlotta. "Al
| do is eat and poop!" he said.

"Li ke any beast of the forest,” said the nun. "It's time for you to begin to earn that food."

She was already teaching him of course, daily lessons in reading and arithmetic, bringing him
"up to level," though what |evel she had in mnd, she never specified. She also gave himtinme to
draw, and there were sessions where she had himsit there and try to remenber every detail about
his earliest nenories. The clean place in particular fascinated her. But there were limts to
menory. He was very snmall then, and had very little | anguage. Everything was a nystery. He did
remenber clinbing over the railing around his bed and falling to the floor. He didn't walk well at
the tine. Crawing was easier, but he liked wal king because that's what the big people did. He
clung to objects and | eaned on walls and nmade good progress on two feet, only crawl i ng when he had
to cross an open space.

"You must have been eight or nine nonths old," Sister Carlotta said. "Mst people don't renenber
that far back."

"I remenber that everybody was upset. That's why | clinbed out of bed. Al the children were in
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trouble."
"Al the children?"

"The little ones like nme. And the bigger ones. Some of the grownups cane in and | ooked at us and
cried.”

n le?ll

"Bad things, that's all. | knewit was a bad thing comng and | knew it would happen to all of
us who were in the beds. So | clinbed out. I wasn't the first. | don't know what happened to the
others. | heard the grownups yelling and getting all upset when they found the enpty beds. | hid
fromthem They didn't find ne. Maybe they found the others, naybe they didn't. Al | know is when

I cane out all the beds were enpty and the roomwas very dark except a lighted sign that said
*exit*. "

"You coul d read then?" She sounded skepti cal

"When | *coul d* read, | remenbered that those were the letters on the sign," said Bean. "They
were the only letters | saw back then. OF course | renenbered them"

"So you were alone and the beds were enpty and the roomwas dark."

"They came back. | heard themtalking. | didn't understand nost of the words. | hid again. And
this time when | came out, even the beds were gone. Instead, there were desks and cabi nets. An
office. And no, | didn't know what an office was then, either, but now | do know what an office is

and | renmenber that's what the roons had all beconme. Ofices. People canme in during the day and
worked there, only a few at first but nmy hiding place turned out not to be so good, when people
were working there. And | was hungry."”

"Where did you hide?"

"Cone on, you know. Don't you?"

"I'f I knew, | wouldn't ask."

"You saw the way | acted when you showed ne the toilet."
"You hid inside the toilet?"

"The tank on the back. It was hard to get the Iid up. And it wasn't confortable in there.
didn't know what it was for. But people started using it and the water rose and fell and the
pi eces noved and it scared ne. And like | said, | was hungry. Plenty to drink, except that | peed
init myself. My diaper was so waterlogged it fell off ny butt. I was naked.™

"Bean, do you understand what you're telling ne? That you were doing all this before you were a
year ol d?"

"You're the one who said howold | was," said Bean. "I didn't know about ages then. You told ne
to remenber. The nore | tell you, the nore cones back to nme. But if you don't believe ne ..."

"I just ... | do believe you. But who were the other children? What was the place where you
lived, that clean place? Wio were those grownups? Wiy did they take away the other children?
Sonething illegal was going on, that's certain."

"What ever," said Bean. "I was just glad to get out of the toilet."

"But you were naked, you said. And you |l eft the place?"
"No, | got found. | cane out of the toilet and a grownup found ne."
"What happened?”

"He took nme honme. That's how | got clothing. | called them clothings then."
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"You were tal king."
"Some. "
"And this grownup took you hone and bought you cl ot hing."

"I think he was a janitor. | know nore about jobs now and | think that's what he was. It was
ght when he worked, and he didn't wear a uniformlike a guard."

n
"\What happened?”

"That's when | first found out about legal and illegal. It wasn't legal for himto have a child.
| heard himyelling at this wonan about nme and nost of it | didn't understand, but at the end
knew he had | ost and she had won, and he started talking to ne about how | had to go away, and so
I went."

"He just turned you loose in the streets?"

"No, | left. I think now he was going to have to give ne to sonebody el se, and it sounded scary,
so | left before he could do it. But |I wasn't naked or hungry anynore. He was nice. After | left |
bet he didn't have any nore trouble."

"And that's when you started living on the streets."

"Sort of. A couple of places | found, they fed nme. But every tinme, other kids, big ones, would
see that | was getting fed and they'd conme shouting and beggi ng and the people would stop feeding

me or the bigger kids would shove nme out of the way or take the food right out of ny hands. | was
scared. One tinme a big kid got so nad at ne for eating that he put a stick down ny throat and nmade
me throw up what | just ate, right on the street. He even tried to eat it but he couldn't, it nmade
himtry to throw up, too. That was the scariest tinme. | hided all the tinme after that. H d. Al
the tine."

"And starved."

"And wat ched, " said Bean. "I ate sone. Now and then. | didn't die."

"No, you didn't."

"I saw plenty who did. Lots of dead children. Big ones and little ones. | kept wondering how
many of themwere fromthe clean place."

"Did you recogni ze any of then®"

"No. Nobody | ooked like they ever lived in the clean place. Everybody | ooked hungry."
"Bean, thank you for telling ne all this."

"You asked."

"Do you realize that there is no way you could have survived for three years as an infant?"
"I guess that neans |'m dead."

"I just... |I'msaying that God rmust have been watching over you."

"Yeah. Well, sure. So why didn't he watch over all those dead kids?"

"He took themto his heart and | oved them"

"So then he *didn't* | ove ne?"

"No, he | oved you too, he --"

"Cause if he was watching so careful, he could have given ne sonething to eat now and then."
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"He brought ne to you. He has sone great purpose in mnd for you, Bean. You nay not know what it
is, but God didn't keep you alive so miraculously for no reason.”

Bean was tired of tal king about this. She | ooked so happy when she tal ked about God, but he
hadn't figured it out yet, what God even was. It was |ike, she wanted to give God credit for every
good thing, but when it was bad, then she either didn't nention God or had sone reason why it was
a good thing after all. As far as Bean could see, though, the dead kids would rather have been
alive, just with nmore food. If God | oved them so nmuch, and he could do whatever he wanted, then
why wasn't there nore food for these kids? And if God just wanted them dead, why didn't he |let
them di e sooner or not even be born at all, so they didn't have to go to so nmuch trouble and get
all excited about trying to be alive when he was just going to take themto his heart. None of it
made any sense to Bean, and the nore Sister Carlotta explained it, the | ess he understood it.
Because if there was sonmebody in charge, then he ought to be fair, and if he wasn't fair, then why
should Sister Carlotta be so happy that he was in charge?

But when he tried to say things like that to her, she got really upset and tal ked even nore
about God and used words he didn't know and it was better just to let her say what she wanted and
not argue.

It was the reading that fascinated him And the nunbers. He |oved that. Having paper and pencil
so he could actually wite things, that was really good.

And maps. She didn't teach himmaps at first, but there were sone on the walls and the shapes of
them fascinated him He would go up to themand read the little words witten on them and one day
he saw the nane of the river and realized that the blue was rivers and even bi gger blue areas were
pl aces with even nore water than the river, and then he realized that some of the other words were
the sane nanes that had been witten on the street signs and so he figured out that sonehow this
thing was a picture of Rotterdam and then it all nade sense. Rotterdamthe way it would |ook to a
bird, if the buildings were all invisible and the streets were all enpty. He found where the nest
was, and where Poke had died, and all kinds of other places.

Wien Sister Carlotta found out that he understood the map, she got very excited. She showed him
maps where Rotterdamwas just a little patch of lines, and one where it was just a dot, and one
where it was too small even to be seen, but she knew where it woul d be. Bean had never realized
the world was so big. Or that there were so many peopl e.

But Sister Carlotta kept coming back to the Rotterdam map, trying to get himto renenber where
things fromhis earliest nmenories were. Nothing | ooked the sanme, though, on the nap, so it wasn't
easy, and it took a long tinme for himto figure out where sonme of the places were where peopl e had
fed him He showed these to Sister and she nmade a mark right on the map, showi ng each place. And
after a while he realized -- all those places were grouped in one area, but kind of strung out, as
if they marked a path from where he found Poke | eading back through time to ..

To the clean place.

Only that was too hard. He had been too scared, coming out of the clean place with the janitor.
He didn't know where it was. And the truth was, as Sister Carlotta herself said, the janitor m ght
have |ived anywhere conpared to the clean place. So all she was going to find by follow ng Bean's
pat h backward was maybe the janitor's flat, or at |east where he lived three years ago. And even
t hen, what would the janitor know?

He woul d know where the clean place was, that's what he'd know. And now Bean understood: It was
very inportant to Sister Carlotta to find out where Bean came from

To find out who he really was.

Only ... he already knew who he really was. He tried to say this to her. "I'mright here. This
iswho | really am |'m not pretending."
"I know that," she said, |aughing, and she hugged him which was all right. It felt good. Back

when she first started doing it, he didn't know what to do with his hands. She had to show hi m how
to hug her back. He had seen sone little kids -- the ones with mamas or papas -- doing that but he
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al ways t hought they were holding on tight so they wouldn't drop off onto the street and get | ost.
He didn't know that you did it just because it felt good. Sister Carlotta's body had hard pl aces
and squi shy places and it was very strange to hug her. He thought of Poke and Achilles huggi ng and
ki ssing, but he didn't want to kiss Sister Carlotta and after he got used to what huggi ng was, he
didn't really want to do that either. He let her hug him But he didn't ever think of hugging her
himself. It just didn't conme into his nmind

He knew that sonetines she hugged himinstead of explaining things to him and he didn't |ike
that. She didn't want to tell himwhy it mattered that she find the clean place, so she hugged him
and said, "Oh, you dear thing," or "Oh, you poor boy." But that only neant that it was even nore
i mportant than she was saying, and she thought he was too stupid or ignorant to understand if she
tried to explain.

He kept trying to renmenber nore and nore, if he could, only now he didn't tell her everything
because she didn't tell *hint everything and fair was fair. He would find the clean room hi nsel f.
Wthout her. And then tell her if he decided it would be good for himto have her know. Because
what if she found the wong answer? Wuld she put himback on the street? Wuld she keep himfrom
going to school in the sky? Because that's what she promised at first, only after the tests she
said he did very well only he would *not* go in the sky until he was five and maybe not even then
because it was not entirely her decision and that's when he knew that she didn't have the power to
keep her own pronises. So if she found out the wong thing about him she m ght not be able to
keep *any* of her prom ses. Not even the one about keeping himsafe from Achilles. That's why he
had to find out on his own.

He studied the map. He pictured things in his mnd. He talked to hinmself as he was falling
asl eep, tal ked and thought and renenbered, trying to get the janitor's face back into his nind
and the roomhe lived in, and the stairs outside where the nean | ady stood to screamat him

And one day, when he thought he had renenbered enough, Bean went to the toilet -- he liked the
toilets, he liked to make them flush even though it scared himto see things disappear like that --
and instead of coming back to Sister Carlotta's teaching place, he went the other way down the
corridor and went right out the door onto the street and no one tried to stop him

That's when he realized his m stake, though. He had been so busy trying to renmenber the
janitor's place that it never occurred to himthat he had no idea where *this* place was on the
map. And it wasn't in a part of town that he knew. In fact, it hardly seenmed |ike the sane worl d.
Instead of the street being full of people walking and pushing carts and riding bikes or skating
to get fromone place to another, the streets were alnost enpty, and there were cars parked
everywhere. Not a single store, either. Al houses and offices, or houses nade into offices with
little signs out front. The only building that was different was the very one he had just conme out
of . It was bl ocky and square and bigger than the others, but it had no sign out in front of it at
all.

He knew where he was going, but he didn't know how to get there fromhere. And Sister Carlotta
woul d start | ooking for himsoon.

H's first thought was to hide, but then he remenbered that she knew all about his story of
hiding in the clean place, so she would also think of hiding and she would look for himin a
hi di ng place close to the big building.

So he ran. It surprised himhow strong he was now. It felt like he could run as fast as a bird
flying, and he didn't get tired, he could run forever. Al the way to the corner and around it
onto another street.

Then down another street, and another, until he would have been | ost except he started out | ost
and when you start out conpletely lost, it's hard to get loster. As he wal ked and trotted and
jogged and ran up and down streets and alleys, he realized that all he had to do was find a cana
or a streamand it would lead himto the river or to a place that he recognized. So the first
bridge that went over water, he saw which way the water flowed and chose streets that woul d keep
himclose. It wasn't as if he knew where he was yet, but at |east he was followi ng a plan.

It worked. He canme to the river and wal ked along it until he recogni zed, off in the distance and
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partly around a bend in the river, Maasboul evard, which led to the place where Poke was kill ed.

The bend in the river -- he knew it fromthe nmap. He knew where all of Sister Carlotta's narks
had been. He knew that he had to go through the place where he used to live on the streets in
order to get past themand closer to the area where the janitor nmight have lived. And that
woul dn't be easy, because he woul d be known there, and Sister Carlotta m ght even have the cops
| ooking for himand they would | ook there because that's where all the street urchins were and
they woul d expect himto becone a street urchin again.

What they were forgetting was that Bean wasn't hungry anynore. And since he wasn't hungry, he
wasn't in a hurry.

He wal ked the Iong way around. Far fromthe river, far fromthe busy part of town where the
urchins were. Whenever the streets started | ooking crowmded he would widen his circle and stay away
fromthe busy places. He took the rest of that day and nost of the next making such a wide circle
that for a while he was not in Rotterdam anynore at all, and he saw sone of the countryside, just
like the pictures -- farmland and the roads built up higher than the | and around them Sister
Carlotta had explained to himonce that nost of the farm and was | ower than the |evel of the sea,
and great dikes were the only thing keeping the sea fromrushing back onto the I and and covering
it. But Bean knew that he woul d never get close to any of the big dikes. Not by wal ki ng, anyway.

He drifted back into town now, into the Schiebroek district, and late in the afternoon of the
second day he recogni zed the name of Rindijk Straat and soon found a cross street whose nane he
knew, a | anguage he didn't understand. Now he could read the sign above the restaurant and
realized that it was Arnmeni an and that's probably what the worman had been speaki ng.

Whi ch way had he wal ked to come here? He had snelled the food when he was wal ki ng al ong ..
here? He walked a little way up, a little way down the street, turning and turning to reorient
hi nsel f.

"What are you doi ng here, fatso?"

It was two kids, maybe eight years old. Belligerent but not bullies. Probably part of a crew
No, part of a famly, now that Achilles had changed everything. If the changes had spread to this
part of town.

"1" m supposed to neet ny papa here," said Bean
"And who's your papa?"

Bean wasn't sure whether they took the word "papa" to nean his father or the papa of his
"fam ly." He took the chance, though, of saying "Achilles."

They scoffed at the idea. "He's way down by the river, why would he neet a fatso |ike you clear
up here?"

But their derision was not inportant -- what mattered was that Achilles' reputation had spread
this far through the city.

"I don't have to explain his business to you," said Bean. "And all the kids in Achilles' famly
are fat like me. That's how well we eat."

"Are they all short Iike you?"

"l used to be taller, but | asked too many questions," said Bean, pushing past them and wal ki ng
across Rozenlaan toward the area where the janitor's flat seened |ikeliest to be.

They didn't follow him Such was the magic of Achilles' name -- or perhaps it was just Bean's
utter confidence, paying themno notice as if he had nothing to fear fromthem

Not hi ng | ooked familiar. He kept turning around and checking to see if he recogni zed things when
| ooking in the direction he nmight have been going after leaving the janitor's flat. It didn't
hel p. He wandered until it was dark, and kept wandering even then
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Until, quite by chance, he found hinself standing at the foot of a street lanmp, trying to read a
sign, when a set of initials carved on the pole caught his attention. P [heart shape] DVM it
said. He had no idea what it neant; he had never thought of it during all his attenpts to
renenber; but he knew that he had seen it before. And not just once. He had seen it several tines.
The janitor's flat was very cl ose.

He turned slowy, scanning the area, and there it was: A snall apartnent building with both an
i nside and an outside stairway.

The janitor lived on the top floor. Gound floor, first floor, second floor, third. Bean went to
the mail boxes and tried to read the nanmes, but they were set too high on the wall and the nanes
were all faded, and sone of the tags were mssing entirely.

Not that he ever knew the janitor's name, truth to tell. There was no reason to think he would
have recogni zed it even if he had been able to read it on the mail box.

The outside stairway did not go all the way up to the top floor. It must have been built for a
doctor's office on the first floor. And because it was dark, the door at the top of the stairs was
| ocked.

There was nothing to do but wait. Either he would wait all night and get into the building
t hrough one entrance or another in the norning, or soneone would cone back in the night and Bean
woul d slip through a door behind him

He fell asleep and woke up, slept and woke again. He worried that a policeman woul d see hi mand
shove hi m away, so when he woke the second tine he abandoned all pretense of being on watch and
crept under the stairs and curled up there for the night.

He was awakened by drunken |aughter. It was still dark, and beginning to rain just alittle --
not enough to start dripping off the stairs, though, so Bean was dry. He stuck his head out to see
who was |aughing. It was a man and a worman, both nerry with alcohol, the man furtively paw ng and
poki ng and pi nching, the wonman fending himoff with hal fhearted slaps. "Can't you wait?" she said.

"No, " he said.
"You're just going to fall asleep without doing anything," she said.
"Not this tine," he said. Then he threw up

She | ooked di sgusted and wal ked on without him He staggered after her. "I feel better now " he
said. "It'Il be better."

"The price just went up," she said coldly. "And you brush your teeth first. "
"Course | brush my teeth.”
They were right at the front of the building now Bean was waiting to slip in after them

Then he realized that he didn't have to wait. The man was the janitor fromall those years
bef ore.

Bean stepped out of the shadows. "Thanks for bringing himhone," he said to the woman.
They both | ooked at himin surprise.
"Who are you?" asked the janitor

Bean | ooked at the worman and rolled his eyes. "He's not *that* drunk, | hope," said Bean. To the
janitor he said, "Mama will not be happy to see you cone honme like this again."

"Manm!" said the janitor. "Wio the hell are you tal king about ?"

The wonman gave the janitor a shove. He was so off balance that he lurched against the wall, then
slid down it to land on his buttocks on the sidewal k. "I should have known," she said. "You bring
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me hone to your *wi fe*?"
"I"'mnot married," said the janitor. "This kid isn't mne."

"I"'msure you're telling the truth on both points,” said the woman. "But you better let himhelp
you up the stairs anyway. Mana's waiting." She started to wal k away.

"What about ny forty gilders?" he asked plaintively, knowi ng the answer even as he asked.
She made an obscene gesture and wal ked on into the night.

"You little bastard,” said the janitor.

"I had to talk to you alone," said Bean

"Who the hell are you? Who's your nanma?"

"That's what |'"mhere to find out,” said Bean. "I'mthe baby you found and brought home. Three
years ago."

The man | ooked at himin stupefaction

Suddenly a light went on, then another. Bean and the janitor were bathed in overl appi ng
flashlight beans. Four policenmen converged on them

"Don't bother running, kid," said a cop. "Nor you, M. Fun Tine."

Bean recogni zed Sister Carlotta's voice. "They aren't crimnals," she said. "I just need to talk
to them Up in his apartnent.”

"You foll owed ne?" Bean asked her.

"I knew you were searching for him" she said. "I didn't want to interfere until you found him
Just in case you think you were really smart, young nman, we intercepted four street thugs and two
known sex of fenders who were after you."

Bean rolled his eyes. "You think I've forgotten how to deal with thenP"

Sister Carlotta shrugged. "I didn't want this to be the first time you ever nade a nistake in
your life." She did have a sarcastic streak

* k%

"So as | told you, there was nothing to learn fromthis Pablo de Noches. He's an i nmi grant who
lives to pay for prostitutes. Just another of the worthless people who have gravitated here ever
since the Netherlands becanme international territory."

Sister Carlotta had sat patiently, waiting for the inspector to wind down his I-tol d-you-so
speech. But when he spoke of a man's worthl essness, she could not |let the remark go unchal | enged.
"He took in that baby," she said. "And fed the child and cared for him™"

The inspector waved off the objection. "W needed one nore street urchin? Because that's al
that people like this ever produce."”

"You didn't learn *nothing* fromhim" Sister Carlotta said. "You |l earned the |ocation where the
boy was found."

"And the people renting the building during that tine are untraceable. A conpany name that never
exi sted. Nothing to go on. No way to track them down."

"But that nothing *is* sonmething," said Sister Carlotta. "I tell you that these people had many
children in this place, which they closed down in a hurry, with all the children but one taken
away. You tell ne that the conpany was a fal se name and can't be traced. So now, in your
experience, doesn't that tell you a great deal about what was going on in that building?"
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The inspector shrugged. "OF course. It was obviously an organ farm"
Tears canme to Sister Carlotta's eyes. "And that is the only possibility?"

"A lot of defective babies are born to rich fanmlies," said the inspector. "There is an illegal
mar ket in infant and toddl er organs. W cl ose down the organ farnms whenever we find out where they
are. Perhaps we were getting close to this organ farmand they got wind of it and closed up shop
But there is no paper in the departnent on any organ farmthat we actually found at that tine. So
per haps they cl osed down for another reason. Still, nothing."

Patiently, Sister Carlotta ignored his inability to realize how valuable this information was.
"Where do the babies cone fron®?"

The inspector | ooked at her blankly. As if he thought she was asking himto explain the facts of
life.

"The organ farm" she said. "Were do they get the babies?"

The inspector shrugged. "Late-term abortions, usually. Sone arrangenent with the clinics, a
ki ckback. That sort of thing."

"And that's the only source?"

"Well, | don't know. Kidnappings? | don't think that could be nuch of a factor, there aren't
*that* many babi es | eaking through the security systens in the hospitals. People selling babies?
It's been heard of, yes. Poor refugees arrive with eight children, and then a few years later they
have only six, and they cry about the ones who died but who can prove anythi ng? But nothing you
can trace."

"The reason |'masking," said Sister Carlotta, "is that this child is unusual. *Extrenely*
unusual . "

"Three arns?" asked the inspector

"Brilliant. Precocious. He escaped fromthis place before he was a year old. Before he could
wal k. "

The inspector thought about that for a few nonents. "He *craw ed* away?"
"He hid in a toilet tank."

"He got the lid up before he was a year ol d?"

"He said it was hard to lift."

"No, it was probably cheap plastic, not porcelain. You know how these institutional plunbing
fixtures are.”

"You can see, though, why | want to know about the child's parentage. Sone niracul ous
conbi nati on of parents.”

The i nspector shrugged. "Sone children are born smart."

"But there is a hereditary conponent in this, inspector. Achild |ike this nmust have ..

remar kabl e parents. Parents likely to be prom nent because of the brilliance of their own m nds."
"Maybe. Maybe not," said the inspector. "I nean, sone of these refugees, they m ght be
brilliant, but they' re caught up in desperate tinmes. To save the other children, maybe they sell a

baby. That's even a *smart* thing to do. It doesn't rule out refugees as the parents of this
brilliant boy you have. "

"l suppose that's possible,” said Sister Carlotta.

"It's the nost information you'll ever have. Because this Pabl o de Noches, he knows nothing. He
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barely could tell me the nanme of the town he cane fromin Spain."

"He was drunk when he was questioned," said Sister Carlotta.

"We' || question himagain when he's sober,” said the inspector. "W'll let you knowif we learn
anything nore. In the nmeantine, though, you'll have to nmake do with what |1've already told you,
because there isn't anything nore."

"I know all | need to know for now," said Sister Carlotta. "Enough to know that this child truly

is amracle, raised up by God for sone great purpose.”
"I"'mnot Catholic," said the inspector

"God | oves you all the sane," said Sister Carlotta cheerfully.

PART TWO -- LAUNCHY

CHAPTER 5 -- READY OR NOT

"Why are you giving nme a five-year-old street urchin to tend?”
"You' ve seen the scores.”

"Am | supposed to take those seriously?"

"Since the whole Battle School programis based on the reliability of our juvenile testing
program vyes, | think you should take his scores seriously. | did alittle research. No child has
ever done better. Not even your star pupil."

"It's not the validity of the tests that | doubt. It's the tester."
"Sister Carlotta is a nun. You'll never find a nore honest person.

"Honest peopl e have been known to deceive thensel ves. To want so desperately, after all these
years of searching, to find one -- just one -- child whose value will be worth all that work."

"And she's found him"

"Look at the way she found him Her first report touts this Achilles child, and this -- this
Bean, this Legunme -- he's just an afterthought. Then Achilles is gone, not another nention of him -
- did he die? Wasn't she trying to get a leg operation for hin? -- and it's Haricot Vert who is
now her candidate."

"'Bean' is the name he calls hinmself. Rather as your Andrew Wggin calls hinself 'Ender.""
"He's not *ny* Andrew Wggin."

"And Bean is not Sister Carlotta' s child, either. If she were inclined to fudge the scores or
adm ni ster tests unfairly, she would have pushed other students into the program | ong before now,
and we'd al ready know how unreliable she was. She has never done that. She washes out her nost
hopeful children herself, then finds sonme place for themon Earth or in a non-comand program |
think you're nerely annoyed because you' ve al ready decided to focus all your attention and energy
on the Wggin boy, and you don't want any distraction."

"When did | lie down on your couch?"
"If nmy analysis is wong, do forgive ne."

"OfF course |I'Il give this little one a chance. Even if | don't for one second believe these
scores. "
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"Not just a chance. Advance him Test him Challenge him Don't |et himlanguish."
"You underestimate our program W advance and test and challenge all our students."
"But sone are nore equal than others.”

"Some take better advantage of the programthan others."

"I'"ll look forward to telling Sister Carlotta about your enthusiasm™

* k k

Sister Carlotta shed tears when she told Bean that it was tine for himto | eave. Bean shed none.

"l understand that you' re afraid, Bean, but don't be," she said. "You'll be safe there, and
there's so nuch to learn. The way you drink down know edge, you'll be very happy there in no tine.
So you won't really miss nme at all."

Bean blinked. Wat sign had he given that nade her think he was afraid? O that he would m ss
her ?

He felt none of those things. Wen he first net her, he nmight have been prepared to fee
sonmet hing for her. She was kind. She fed him She was keeping himsafe, giving hima life.

But then he found Pablo the janitor, and there was Sister Carlotta, stopping Bean fromtalking
to the man who had saved himlong before she did. Nor would she tell him anything that Pabl o had
said, or anything she had | earned about the clean place.

Fromthat nmoment, trust was gone. Bean knew that whatever Sister Carlotta was doing, it wasn't
for him She was using him He didn't know what for. It night even be sonething he woul d have
chosen to do hinself.

But she wasn't telling himthe truth. She had secrets fromhim The way Achilles kept secrets.

So during the nonths that she was his teacher, he had grown nore and nore distant from her
Everyt hi ng she taught, he learned -- and nuch that she didn't teach as well. He took every test
she gave him and did well; but he showed her nothing he had | earned that she hadn't taught him

O course life with Sister Carlotta was better than life on the street -- he had no intention of
goi ng back. But he did not trust her. He was on guard all the tine. He was as careful as he had
ever been back in Achilles's fanmily. Those brief days at the begi nning, when he wept in front of
her, when he let go of hinself and spoke freely -- that had been a nistake that he would not
repeat. Life was better, but he wasn't safe, and this wasn't hone.

Her tears were real enough, he knew. She really did love him and would really m ss himwhen he
left. After all, he had been a perfect child, conpliant, quick, obedient. To her, that neant he
was "good." To him it was only a way of keeping his access to food and | earni ng. He wasn't
st upi d.

Wiy did she assume he was afrai d? Because she was afraid *for* him Therefore there night indeed
be something to fear. He would be careful

And why did she assume that he woul d niss her? Because she would miss him and she coul d not
i magi ne that what she was feeling, he nmight not feel as well. She had created an inaginary version
of him Like the ganes of Let's Pretend that she tried to play with hima couple of times. Harking
back to her own chil dhood, no doubt, growing up in a house where there was al ways enough food.
Bean didn't have to pretend things in order to exercise his imagination when he was on the street.
Instead he had to inmagine his plans for howto get food, for howto insinuate hinself into a crew,
for how to survive when he knew he seened usel ess to everyone. He had to inmagi ne how and when

Achilles would decide to act against himfor having advocated that Poke kill him He had to
i magi ne danger around every corner, a bully ready to seize every scrap of food. Oh, he had plenty
of imagination. But he had no interest at all in playing Let's Pretend.

That was *her* gane. She played it all the tine. Let's pretend that Bean is a good little boy.
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Let's pretend that Bean is the son that this nun can never have for real. Let's pretend that when
Bean | eaves, he'll cry -- that he's not crying now because he's too afraid of this new school
this journey into space, to let his enptions show Let's pretend that Bean | oves ne.

And when he understood this, he made a decision: It will do no harmto nme if she believes al
this. And she wants very nuch to believe it. So why not give it to her? After all, Poke let ne
stay with the crew even though she didn't need ne, because it would do no harm It's the kind of
t hi ng Poke woul d do.

So Bean slid off his chair, wal ked around the table to Sister Carlotta, and put his arns as far
around her as they would reach. She gathered himup onto her lap and held himtight, her tears
flowing into his hair. He hoped her nose wasn't running. But he clung to her as long as she clung
to him letting go only when she let go of him It was what she wanted fromhim the only paynent
that she had ever asked of him For all the neals, the |essons, the books, the | anguage, for his
future, he owed her no less than to join her in this game of Let's Pretend.

Then the nonent passed. He slid off her |ap. She dabbed at her eyes. Then she rose, took his
hand, and led himout to the waiting soldiers, to the waiting car.

As he approached the car, the uniforned nen | oomed over him It was not the grey uniformof the
I. T. police, those kickers of children, those wielders of sticks. Rather it was the sky bl ue of
the International Fleet that they wore, a cleaner |ook, and the people who gathered around to
wat ch showed no fear, but rather admiration. This was the uniform of distant power, of safety for
humani ty, the uniformon which all hope depended. This was the service he was about to join.

But he was so snmall, and as they | ooked down at himhe *was* afraid after all, and clung nore
tightly to Sister Carlotta's hand. Was he going to becone one of then? WAs he going to be a man in
such a uniform w th such adnmiration directed at hin? Then why was he afraid?

I'mafraid, Bean thought, because | don't see how | can ever be so tall

One of the soldiers bent down to him to lift himinto the car. Bean glared up at him defying
himto dare such a thing. "I can do it," he said.

The sol di er nodded slightly, and stood upright again. Bean hooked his leg up onto the running
board of the car and hoisted hinmself in. It was high off the ground, and the seat he held to was
slick and offered scant purchase to his hands. But he made it, and positioned hinmself in the
m ddl e of the back seat, the only position where he could see between the front seats and have
sone i dea of where the car would be going.

One of the soldiers got into the driver's seat. Bean expected the other to get into the back
seat beside Bean, and antici pated an argunent about whet her Bean could sit in the mddle or not.
Instead, he got into the front on the other side. Bean was al one in back

He | ooked out the side window at Sister Carlotta. She was still dabbing at her eyes with a
handkerchi ef. She gave hima little wave. He waved back. She sobbed a little. The car glided
forward al ong the magnetic track in the road. Soon they were outside the city, gliding through the
countryside at a hundred and fifty kilonmeters an hour. Ahead was the Ansterdam airport, one of
only three in Europe that could | aunch one of the shuttles that could fly into orbit. Bean was
through with Rotterdam For the tine being, at |east, he was through with Earth.

* % %

Since Bean had never flown on an airplane, he did not understand how di fferent the shuttle was,
t hough that seened to be all that the other boys could talk about at first. | thought it would be
bigger. Doesn't it take off straight up? That was the old shuttle, stupid. There aren't any tray
tabl es! That's cause in null-G you can't set anything down anyway, bonehead.

To Bean, the sky was the sky, and all he'd ever cared about was whether it was going to rain or
snow or blow or burn. Going up into space did not seemany nore strange to himthan going up to
t he cl ouds.

What fascinated himwere the other children. Boys, nost of them and all older than him
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Definitely all larger. Some of them | ooked at himoddly, and behind himhe heard one whisper, "Is
he a kid or a doll?" But snide remarks about his size and his age were nothing newto him In
fact, what surprised himwas that there was only the one remark, and it was whi spered.

The kids thenselves fascinated him They were all so fat, so soft. Their bodies were like
pillows, their cheeks full, their hair thick, their clothes well fitted. Bean knew, of course,
that he had nore fat on himnow than at any tine since he left the clean place, but he didn't see
hinself, he only saw them and couldn't help conparing themto the kids on the street. Sergeant
could take any of themapart. Achilles could ... well, no use thinking about Achilles.

Bean tried to imagine themlining up outside a charity kitchen. O scrounging for candy w appers
to lick. Wiat a joke. They had never missed a neal in their |lives. Bean wanted to punch them al
so hard in the stonach that they woul d puke up everything they ate that day. Let themfeel sone
pain there in their gut, that gnawi ng hunger. And then let themfeel it again the next day, and
the next hour, norning and night, waking and sl eeping, the constant weakness fluttering just
i nside your throat, the faintness behind your eyes, the headache, the dizziness, the swelling of
your joints, the distension of your belly, the thinning of your nuscles until you barely have
strength to stand. These children had never |ooked death in the face and then chosen to live
anyway. They were confident. They were unwary.

These children are no match for ne.

And, with just as much certainty: | will never catch up to them They'll always be bigger,
stronger, quicker, healthier. Happier. They tal ked to each other boastfully, spoke w stfully of
hone, nocked the children who had failed to qualify to cone with them pretended to have inside
knowl edge about how things really were in Battle School. Bean said nothing. Just |istened, watched
t hem maneuver, sone of themdetermined to assert their place in the hierarchy, others quieter
because they knew their place would be | ower down; a handful relaxed, unworried, because they had
never had to worry about the pecking order, having been always at the top of it. A part of Bean
wanted to engage in the contest and win it, clawing his way to the top of the hill. Another part
of him di sdai ned the whole group of them What would it nean, really, to be top dog in this nangy
pack?

Then he gl anced down at his small hands, and at the hands of the boy sitting next to him
| really do |l ook Iike a doll conpared to the rest of them

Sonme of the kids were conpl ai ni ng about how hungry they were. There was a strict rul e against
eating for twenty-four hours before the shuttle flight, and nost of these kids had never gone so
| ong without eating. For Bean, twenty-four hours without food was barely noticeable. In his crew,
you didn't worry about hunger until the second week.

The shuttle took off, just like any airplane, though it had a long, long runway to get it up to
speed, it was so heavy. Bean was surprised at the notion of the plane, the way it charged forward
yet seenmed to hold still, the way it rocked a little and sonetines bunped, as if it were rolling
over irregularities in an invisible road.

When they got up to a high altitude, they rendezvoused with two fuel planes, in order to take on
the rest of the rocket fuel needed to achieve escape velocity. The plane could never have lifted
of f the ground with that much fuel on board.

During the refueling, a nman enmerged fromthe control cabin and stood at the front of the rows of
seats. H s sky blue uniformwas crisp and perfect, and his smle | ooked every bit as starched and
pressed and unstai nable as his cl othes.

"My dear darling little children,” he said. "Sone of you apparently can't read yet. Your seat
harnesses are to remain in place throughout the entire flight. Wiy are so nany of them unfastened?
Are you goi ng sonmewhere?"

Lots of little clicks answered himlike scattered appl ause.

"And let nme also warn you that no matter how annoying or enticing sone other child might be,
keep your hands to yourself. You should keep in mind that the children around you scored every bit
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as high as you did on every test you took, and some of them scored higher."
Bean thought: That's inpossible. Sonmebody here had to have the hi ghest score.
A boy across the aisle apparently had the same thought. "Right," he said sarcastically.

"I was nmaking a point, but I'mwlling to digress,"” said the man. "Please, share with us the
t hought that so enthralled you that you could not contain it silently within you."

The boy knew he had nade a mni stake, but decided to tough it out. "Somebody here has the highest
score."

The man continued | ooking at him as if inviting himto continue.
Inviting himto dig hinself a deeper grave, thought Bean

"I mean, you said that everybody scored as high as everybody el se, and sone scored higher, and
that's just obviously not true."

The nan waited some nore.

"That's all | had to say."

"Feel better?" said the nan.

The boy sullenly kept his silence.

W thout disturbing his perfect smle, the man's tone changed, and instead of bright sarcasm
there was now a sharp whiff of nenace. "I asked you a question, boy."

"No, | don't feel better."
"What's your nane?" asked the man.
"Nero."

A couple of children who knew a little bit about history |aughed at the nane. Bean knew about
the enmperor Nero. He did not |augh, however. He knew that a child named Bean was w se not to |augh
at other kids' names. Besides, a nanme like that could be a real burden to bear. It said sonething
about the boy's strength or at |least his defiance that he didn't give some nicknane.

O maybe Nero was hi s ni cknane.

"Just ... Nero?" asked the nan

"Ner o Boul anger."

"French? O just hungry?"

Bean did not get the joke. WAs Boul anger a nane that had sonmething to do with food?
"Al gerian."

"Nero, you are an exanple to all the children on this shuttle. Because nost of themare so
foolish, they think it is better to keep their stupidest thoughts to thenselves. You, however,
understand the profound truth that you nust reveal your stupidity openly. To hold your stupidity
inside you is to enbrace it, tocling to it, to protect it. But when you expose your stupidity,
you give yourself the chance to have it caught, corrected, and replaced with wisdom Be brave, all
of you, like Nero Boul anger, and when you have a thought of such surpassing ignorance that you
think it's actually smart, nmake sure to nmake sone noise, to let your nental linitations squeak out
some whi npering fart of a thought, so that you have a chance to learn."

Nero grunbl ed sonet hi ng.

"Listen -- another flatulence, but this tinme even less articulate than before. Tell us, Nero.
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Speak up. You are teaching us all by the exanple of your courage, however half-assed it night be."
A coupl e of students | aughed.

"And listen -- your fart has drawn out other farts, from people equally stupid, for they think
they are sonmehow superior to you, and that they could not just as easily have been chosen to be
exanpl es of superior intellect."

There woul d be no nore | aughter.

Bean felt a kind of dread, for he knew that sonehow, this verbal sparring, or rather this one-
sided verbal assault, this torture, this public exposure, was going to find some tw sted path that
led to him He did not know how he sensed this, for the uniformed man had not so much as gl anced
at Bean, and Bean had made no sound, had done nothing to call attention to hinself. Yet he knew
that he, not Nero, would end up receiving the cruelest thrust fromthis nman's dagger.

Then Bean realized why he was sure it would turn against him This had turned into a nasty
little argunent about whether someone had hi gher test scores than anyone el se on the shuttle. And
Bean had assuned, for no reason whatsoever, that he was the child with the hi ghest scores.

Now t hat he had seen his own belief, he knew it was absurd. These children were all ol der and
had grown up with far nore advantages. He had had only Sister Carlotta as a teacher -- Sister
Carlotta and, of course, the street, though few of the things he | earned *there* had shown up on
the tests. There was no way that Bean had the hi ghest score.

Yet he still knew, with absolute certainty, that this discussion was full of danger for him
"I told you to speak up, Nero. I'mwaiting."
"I still don't see how anything | said was stupid," said Nero.

"First, it was stupid because | have all the authority here, and you have none, so | have the
power to make your |ife miserable, and you have no power to protect yourself. So how nuch
intelligence does it take just to keep your nmouth shut and avoid calling attention to yoursel f?
What coul d be a nore obvious decision to make when confronted with such a | opsided distribution of
power ?"

Nero withered in his seat.

"Second, you seened to be listening to me, not to find out useful information, but to try to
catch me in a logical fallacy. This tells us all that you are used to being smarter than your
teachers, and that you listen to themin order to catch them maki ng m stakes and prove how snart
you are to the other students. This is such a pointless, stupid way of listening to teachers that
it is clear you are going to waste nonths of our tine before you finally catch on that the only
transaction that matters is a transfer of useful information fromadults who possess it to
children who do not, and that catching nistakes is a crimnal msuse of tinme."

Bean silently disagreed. The crimnal msuse of tinme was pointing out the m stakes. Catching
them-- noticing them-- that was essential. If you did not in your own mnd distinguish between
useful and erroneous information, then you were not *learning* at all, you were nerely replacing
i gnorance with fal se belief, which was no i nprovenent.

The part of the man's statenent that was true, however, was about the usel essness of speaking
up. If I know that the teacher is wong, and say nothing, then | remain the only one who knows,
and that gives ne an advantage over those who believe the teacher.

"Third," said the nman, "ny statenent only seens to be self-contradictory and i nmpossi bl e because
you did not think beneath the surface of the situation. In fact it is not necessarily true that
one person has the highest scores of everyone on this shuttle. That's because there were nany
tests, physical, nental, social, and psychol ogi cal, and nany ways to define 'highest' as well,
since there are many ways to be physically or socially or psychologically fit for comrand.
Children who tested highest on stamna nmay not have tested highest on strength; children who
tested highest on nmenory nmay not have tested highest on anticipatory analysis. Children with
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remar kabl e social skills might be weaker in delay of gratification. Are you beginning to grasp the
shal | owness of your thinking that |led you to your stupid and usel ess concl usi on?"

Ner o nodded.

"Let us hear the sound of your flatulence again, Nero. Be just as loud in acknow edgi ng your
errors as you were in naking them"

"l was wrong."

There was not a boy on that shuttle who woul d not have avowed a preference for death to being in
Nero's place at that nmoment. And yet Bean felt a kind of envy as well, though he did not
under stand why he would envy the victimof such torture.

"And yet," said the nman, "you happen to be |less wong on this particular shuttle flight than you
woul d have been in any other shuttle filled with launchies heading for Battle School. And do you
know why?"

He di d not choose to speak
"Does anyone know why? Can anyone guess? | aminviting specul ation.”
No one accepted the invitation

"Then |l et ne choose a volunteer. There is a child here naned -- inprobable as it mght sound --
"Bean.' Whuld that child pl ease speak?"

Here it cones, thought Bean. He was filled with dread; but he was also filled with excitenent,
because this was what he wanted, though he did not know why. Look at nme. Talk to me, you with the
power, you with the authority.

"I"mhere, sir," said Bean

The man made a show of | ooking and | ooking, unable to see where Bean was. O course it was a
sham -- he knew exactly where Bean was sitting before he ever spoke. "I can't see where your voice
came from Wuld you rai se a hand?”

Bean i medi ately rai sed his hand. He realized, to his shane, that his hand did not even reach to
the top of the high-backed seat.

"I still can't see you," said the man, though of course he could. "I give you perm ssion to
unstrap and stand on your seat."

Bean i mmedi ately conplied, peeling off the harness and bounding to his feet. He was barely
taller than the back of the seat in front of him

"Ah, there you are,"” said the man. "Bean, would you be so kind as to specul ate about why, in
this shuttle, Nero conmes closer to being correct than on any ot her?"

"Maybe sonebody here scored highest on a lot of tests.™

"Not just a lot of tests, Bean. Al the tests of intellect. Al the psychol ogical tests. Al the
tests pertinent to conmmand. Every one of them H gher than anyone else on this shuttle.”

"So | was right," said the newy defiant Nero.

"No you were not," said the man. "Because that remarkable child, the one who scored highest on
all the tests related to conmand, happens to have scored the very | owest on the physical tests.
And do you know why?"

No one answer ed.

"Bean, as long as you're standing, can you specul ate about why this one child m ght have scored
| owest on the physical tests?"
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Bean knew how he had been set up. And he refused to try to hide fromthe obvi ous answer. He
woul d say it, even though the question was designed to make the others detest himfor answering
it. After all, they would detest himanyway, no nmatter who said the answer.

"Maybe he scored | owest on the physical tests because he's very, very snall."

Groans from many boys showed their disgust at his answer. At the arrogance and vanity that it
suggested. But the man in uniformonly nodded gravely.

"As shoul d be expected froma boy of such remarkable ability, you are exactly correct. Only this
boy's unusually small stature prevented Nero from being correct about there being one child with
hi gher scores than everybody else." He turned to Nero. "So close to not being a conplete fool," he
said. "And yet ... even if you had been right, it would only have been by accident. A broken clock
is right two tinmes a day. Sit down now, Bean, and put on your harness. The refueling is over and
we' re about to boost."

Bean sat down. He could feel the hostility of the other children. There was nothing he could do
about that right now, and he wasn't sure that it was a di sadvantage, anyway. Wiat mattered was the
much nore puzzling question: Wiy did the nan set himup like that? If the point was to get the
ki ds conpeting with each other, they could have passed around a list with everyone's scores on al
the tests, so they all could see where they stood. I|nstead, Bean had been singled out. He was
al ready the smallest, and knew from experi ence that he was therefore a target for every nean-
spirited inmpulse in a bully's heart. So why did they draw this big circle around himand all these
arrows pointing at him practically demanding that he be the main target of everyone's fear and
hat e?

Draw your targets, aimyour darts. I'mgoing to do well enough in this school that someday |'1I
be the one with the authority, and then it won't matter who likes *ne*. What will matter is who
*I* |ike.

"As you may renenber," said the man, "before the first fart fromthe nouthhol e of Nero Bakerboy
here, 1 was starting to make a point. | was telling you that even though sone child here may seem
like a prine target for your pathetic need to assert supremacy in a situation where you are unsure
of being recognized for the hero that you want people to think you are, you nust control yourself,
and refrain from poking or pinching, jabbing or hitting, or even making snidely provocative
remarks or sniggering |ike warthogs just because you think sonmebody is an easy target. And the
reason why you should refrain fromdoing this is because you don't know who in this group is going
to end up being *your* commander in the future, the admral when you're a nere captain. And if you
think for one nonent that they will forget how you treated them now, today, then you really are a
fool. If they're good commanders, they'll use you effectively in conbat no natter how t hey despi se
you. But they don't have to be hel pful to you in advanci ng your career. They don't have to nurture
you and bring you along. They don't have to be kind and forgiving. Just think about that. The
peopl e you see around you will someday be giving you orders that will decide whether you live or
die. 1'd suggest you work on earning their respect, not trying to put them down so you can show
of f |ike sone school yard punk."

The man turned his icy snile on Bean one nore tine.

"And 1'lIl bet that Bean, here, is already planning to be the adnmral who gives you all orders
sonmeday. He's even pl anning how he'll order *me* to stand solitary watch on sonme asteroid
observatory till my bones nelt from osteoporosis and | ooze around the station |ike an anpeba."

Bean hadn't given a nonent's thought to sonme future contest between himand this particul ar
of ficer. He had no desire for vengeance. He wasn't Achilles. Achilles was stupid. And this officer
was stupid for thinking that Bean would think that way. No doubt, however, the nan thought Bean
woul d be grateful because he had just warned the others not to pick on him But Bean had been
pi cked on by tougher bastards than these could possibly be; this officer's "protection”™ was not
needed, and it made the gulf between Bean and the other children wider than before. If Bean could
have | ost a couple of tussles, he would have been hunani zed, accepted perhaps. But now there would
be no tussles. No easy way to build bridges.

That was the reason for the annoyance that the man apparently saw on Bean's face. "lI've got a
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word for you, Bean. | don't care what you do to ne. Because there's only one eneny that matters.
The Buggers. And if you can grow up to be the admiral who can give us victory over the Buggers and
keep Earth safe for humanity, then nake ne eat my own guts, ass-first, and I'Il still say, Thank

you, sir. The Buggers are the eneny. Not Nero. Not Bean. Not even ne. So keep your hands off each
ot her."

He grinned again, mrthlessly.

"Besides, the last tine sonebody tried picking on another kid, he ended up flying through the
shuttle in null-G and got his armbroken. It's one of the laws of strategy. Until you know t hat
you' re tougher than the eneny, you maneuver, you don't commit to battle. Consider that your first
| esson in Battle School ."

First | esson? No wonder they used this guy to tend children on the shuttle flights instead of
having himteach. If you followed *that* little piece of wisdom you' d be paral yzed agai nst a
Vi gorous eneny. Sometinmes you *have* to conmit to a fight even when you' re weak. You *don't* wait
till you *know* you're tougher. You *make* yourself tougher by whatever neans you can, and then
you stri ke by surprise, you sneak up, you backstab, you blindside, you cheat, you lie, you do
whatever it takes to nmake sure that you cone out on top

This guy mght be real tough as the only adult on a shuttle full of kids, but if he were a kid
on the streets of Rotterdam he'd "maneuver" hinself into starvation in a nonth. If he wasn't
killed before that just for talking |ike he thought his piss was perfune.

The man turned to head back to the control cabin.
Bean called out to him
"What's your nane?"

The man turned and fixed himwith a withering stare. "Already drafting the orders to have ny
balls ground to powder, Bean?"

Bean didn't answer. Just |ooked himin the eye.
"I"m Captain D nak. Anything el se you want to know?"

M ght as well find out now as later. "Do you teach at Battle School ?"

"Yes," he said. "Coming down to pick up shuttle-loads of little boys and girls is how we get
Eart hsi de | eave. Just as with you, nmy being on this shuttle nmeans ny vacation is over."

The refueling planes peel ed anay and rose above them No, it was their own craft that was
sinking. And the tail was sinking |ower than the nose of the shuttle.

Met al covers canme down over the windows. It felt like they were falling faster, faster
until, with a bone-shaking roar, the rockets fired and the shuttle began to rise again, higher
faster, faster, until Bean felt |ike he was going to be pushed right through the back of his
chair. It seemed to go on forever, unchanging.

Then ... silence.

Silence, and then a wave of panic. They were falling again, but this tinme there was no downward
direction, just nausea and fear

Bean closed his eyes. It didn't help. He opened themagain, tried to reorient hinself. No
direction provided equilibrium But he had schooled hinself on the street not to succunb to nausea
-- alot of the food he had to eat had already gone a little bad, and he couldn't afford to throw
it up. So he went into his anti-nausea routine -- deep breaths, distracting hinmself by
concentrating on wiggling his toes. And, after a surprisingly short tine, he was used to the null -
G As long as he didn't expect any direction to be down, he was fine.

The other kids didn't have his routine, or perhaps they were nore susceptible to the sudden
relentl ess | oss of bal ance. Now the reason for the prohibition against eating before the | aunch
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becane clear. There was plenty of retching going on, but with nothing to throw up, there was no
mess, no snell.

Di nak cane back into the shuttle cabin, this tinme standing on the ceiling. Very cute, thought
Bean. Another |ecture began, this tine about how to get rid of planetside assunptions about
directions and gravity. Could these kids possibly be so stupid they needed to be told such obvi ous
stuff?

Bean occupied the time of the |lecture by seeing how nuch pressure it took to nove hinself around
within his |loosely-fitting harness. Everybody el se was big enough that the harnesses fit snugly
and prevented novenent. Bean al one had roomfor a little maneuvering. He made the nost of it. By
the tine they arrived at Battle School, he was determined to have at least a little skill at
moverment in null-G He figured that in space, his survival mght someday depend on know ng j ust
how much force it would take to nmove his body, and then how much force it would take to stop
Knowing it in his mnd wasn't half so inportant as knowing it with his body. Analyzing things was
fine, but good reflexes could save your life.

CHAPTER 6 -- ENDER S SHADOW

"Normal |y your reports on a launch group are brief. A few troubl enakers, an incident report, or -
- best of all -- nothing."

"You're free to disregard any portion of nmy report, sir."
"Sir? My, but aren't we the prickly martinet today."
"What part of my report did you think was excessive?"

"I think this report is a |ove song."

"I realize that it mght seemlike sucking up, to use with every |aunch the techni que you used
with Ender Wggin --"

"You use it with every |aunch?"
"As you noticed yourself, sir, it has interesting results. It causes an immedi ate sorting out."

"A sorting out into categories that m ght not otherw se exist. Nevertheless, | accept the
conplinment inplied by your action. But seven pages about Bean -- really, did you actually learn
that much froma response that was prinmarily silent conpliance?"

"That is just nmy point, sir. It was not conpliance at all. It was -- | was performng the
experiment, but it felt as though his were the big eye | ooking down the mcroscope, and | were the
speci nen on the slide."

"So he unnerved you."

"He woul d unnerve anyone. He's cold, sir. And yet"

"And yet hot. Yes, | read your report. Every scintillating page of it."
"Yes sir."

"I think you know that it is considered good advice for us not to get crushes on our students."

n Si r ?Il

"In this case, however, | amdelighted that you are so interested in Bean. Because, you see, |
amnot. | already have the boy | think gives us our best chance. Yet there is considerable
pressure, because of Bean's damabl e faked-up test scores, to give himspecial attention. Very
well, he shall have it. And you shall give it to him"
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"But sir
"Perhaps you are unable to distinguish an order froman invitation."

"I"'monly concerned that ... | think he already has a | ow opinion of ne."

"CGood. Then he'll underestimate you. Unless you think his |ow opinion mght be correct."”
"Conpared to him sir, we mght all be alittle dim™

"Close attention is your assignment. Try not to worship him"

* k% %

Al that Bean had on his mind was survival, that first day in Battle School. No one would hel p
him-- that had been nade clear by Dimak's little charade in the shuttle. They were setting himup
to be surrounded by ... what? Rivals at best, enenmies at worst. So it was the street again. Wll
that was fine. Bean had survived on the street. And woul d have kept on surviving, even if Sister
Carlotta hadn't found him Even Pablo -- Bean m ght have nmade it even w thout Pablo the janitor
finding himin the toilet of the clean place.

So he watched. He listened. Everything the others learned, he had to learn just as well, maybe
better. And on top of that, he had to |earn what the others were oblivious to -- the workings of
the group, the systens of the Battle School. How teachers got on with each other. Were the power
was. Wio was afraid of whom Every group had its bosses, its suckups, its rebels, its sheep. Every
group had its strong bonds and its weak ones, friendships and hypocrisies. Lies within lies within
lies. And Bean had to find themall, as quickly as possible, in order to learn the spaces in which
he coul d survive

They were taken to their barracks, given beds, lockers, little portable desks that were much
nore sophisticated than the one he had used when studying with Sister Carlotta. Sone of the kids
i medi ately began to play with them trying to programthem or exploring the ganes built into
them but Bean had no interest in that. The computer system of Battle School was not a person
mastering it mght be helpful in the long run, but for today it was irrel evant. Wat Bean needed
to find out was all outside the | aunchy barracks.

Whi ch is where, soon enough, they went. They arrived in the "norning" according to space tinme --
whi ch, to the annoyance of many in Europe and Asia, neant Florida time, since the earliest
stations had been controlled fromthere. For the kids, having | aunched from Europe, it was late
afternoon, and that nmeant they woul d have a serious tinme-lag problem Dinmak expl ained that the
cure for this was to get vigorous physical exercise and then take a short nap -- no nore than
three hours -- in the early afternoon, follow ng which they woul d again have plenty of physica
exercise so they could fall asleep that night at the regular bedtinme for students.

They piled out to forma line in the corridor. "Geen Brown Green," said D nak, and showed them
how t hose lines on the corridor walls would always | ead them back to their barracks. Bean found
hinself jostled out of line several tines, and ended up right at the back. He didn't care -- nere
jostling drew no blood and I eft no bruise, and last in Iine was the best place fromwhich to
observe.

O her kids passed themin the corridor, sonetines individuals, sometimes pairs or trios, nost
with brightly-colored uniforns in many different designs. Once they passed an entire group dressed
ali ke and wearing hel nets and carryi ng extravagant sidearns, jogging along with an intensity of
purpose that Bean found intriguing. They're a crew, he thought. And they're heading off for a
fight.

They weren't too intense to notice the new kids wal king al ong the corridor, |ooking up at them
in awe. Imediately there were catcalls. "Launchies!™ "Fresh nmeat!" "Wo nmake coc¢ [coco] in the
hall and don't clean it up!"™ "They even snell stupid!'™ But it was all harnl ess banter, ol der kids
asserting their suprenacy. It nmeant nothing nore than that. No real hostility. In fact it was
al nrost affectionate. They renmenbered being | aunchi es thensel ves.

Sorre of the launchies ahead of Bean in line were resentful and called back sone vague, pathetic
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insults, which only caused nore hooting and derision fromthe ol der kids. Bean had seen ol der

bi gger ki ds who hated younger ones because they were conmpetition for food, and drove them away,
not caring if they caused the little ones to die. He had felt real blows, neant to hurt. He had
seen cruelty, exploitation, nolestation, nurder. These other kids didn't know | ove when they saw
it.

What Bean wanted to know was how that crew was organi zed, who led it, how he was chosen, what
the crew was *for*. The fact that they had their own uniformneant that it had official status. So
that nmeant that the adults were ultimately in control -- the opposite of the way crews were
organi zed in Rotterdam where adults tried to break them up, where newspapers wote about them as
crimnal conspiracies instead of pathetic little | eagues for survival

That, really, was the key. Everything the children did here was shaped by adults. In Rotterdam

the adults were either hostile, unconcerned, or, like Helga with her charity kitchen, ultimately
powerl ess. So the children could shape their own society without interference. Everything was
based on survival -- on getting enough food w thout getting killed or injured or sick. Here, there

were cooks and doctors, clothing and beds. Power wasn't about access to food-it was about getting
the approval of adults.

That's what those unifornms nmeant. Adults chose them and children wore them because adul ts
sonehow made it worth their while.

So the key to everything was understandi ng the teachers.

Al'l this passed through Bean's mnd, not so nuch verbally as with a clear and al nost
i nst ant aneous understanding that within that crew there was no power at all, conpared to the power
of the teachers, before the uniformed catcallers reached him Wen they saw Bean, so nuch smaller
than any of the other kids, they broke out |aughing, hooting, howing. "That one isn't big enough
to be a turd!" "I can't believe he can wal k!" "Did unms wose ums mana?" "Is it even human?"

Bean tuned themout imediately. But he could feel the enjoyment of the kids ahead of himin
line. They had been humiliated in the shuttle; nowit was Bean's turn to be nocked. They loved it.
And so did Bean-because it nmeant that he was seen as less of a rival. By dimnishing him the
passi ng sol diers had nade him just that nuch safer from...

From what ? What was the danger here?

For there woul d be danger. That he knew. There was al ways danger. And since the teachers had al
the power, the danger would come fromthem But Dinak had started things out by turning the other
ki ds against him So the children thensel ves were the weapons of choice. Bean had to get to know
the ot her kids, not because they thensel ves were going to be his problem but because their
weaknesses, their desires could be used against himby the teachers. And, to protect hinself, Bean
woul d have to work to undercut their hold on the other children. The only safety here was to
subvert the teachers' influence. And yet that was the greatest danger -- if he was caught doing
it.

They palmed in on a wall-nmounted pad, then slid down a pole -- the first tine Bean had ever done
it with a snooth shaft. In Rotterdam all his sliding had been on rainspouts, signposts, and
| i ghtpol es. They ended up in a section of Battle School with higher gravity. Bean did not realize
how Ii ght they nust have been on the barracks level until he felt how heavy he was down in the

gym

"This is just a little heavier than Earth normal gravity," said D nmak. "You have to spend at
| east a hal f-hour a day here, or your bones start to dissolve. And you have to spend the tine
exerci sing, so you keep at peak endurance. And that's the key -- endurance exercise, not bul king
up. You're too snall for your bodies to endure that kind of training, and it fights you here.
Stami na, that's what we want."

The words neant al nost nothing to the kids, but soon the trainer had nade it clear. Lots of

running on treadnills, riding on cycles, stair-stepping, pushups, situps, chinups, backups, but no
wei ghts. Sonme wei ght equi pnrent was there, but it was all for the use of teachers. "Your heartrate
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is nonitored fromthe nmoment you enter here," said the trainer. "If you don't have your heartrate
elevated within five nminutes of arrival and you don't keep it elevated for the next twenty-five
mnutes, it goes on your record and | see it on ny control board here."

"I get areport on it too," said Dinak. "And you go on the pig list for everyone to see you've
been lazy."

Pig list. So that's the tool they used -- shaming themin front of the others. Stupid. As if
Bean cared.

It was the nonitoring board that Bean was interested in. How could they possibly nonitor their
heartrates and know what they were doing, automatically, fromthe nonent they arrived? He al nost
asked the question, until he realized the only possible answer: The uniform It was in the
cl ot hi ng. Sone system of sensors. It probably told thema lot nore than heartrate. For one thing,
they could certainly track every kid wherever he was in the station, all the time. There nust be
hundreds and hundreds of kids here, and there would be conputers reporting the whereabouts, the
heartrates, and who coul d guess what other information about them Ws there a room sonmewhere with
teachers wat ching every step they took?

O maybe it wasn't the clothes. After all, they had to palmin before com ng down here,
presunably to identify thensel ves. So naybe there were special sensors in this room

Time to find out. Bean raised his hand. "Sir," he said.

"Yes?" The trainer did a doubl etake on seeing Bean's size, and a snile played around the corners
of his nouth. He glanced at Dinmak. Dinak did not crack a smile or show any understandi ng of what
the trai ner was thinking.

"I's the heartrate nonitor in our clothing? If we take off any part of our clothes while we're
exercising, does it --"

"You are not authorized to be out of uniformin the gym" said the trainer. "The roomis kept
cold on purpose so that you will not need to renove clothing. You will be nonitored at all tines."

Not really an answer, but it told himwhat he needed to know. The nonitoring depended on the
cl othes. Maybe there was an identifier in the clothing and by palnng in, they told the gym
sensors which kid was wearing which set of clothing. That woul d make sense.

So cl ot hi ng was probably anonymous fromthe tinme you put on a clean set until you palnmed in
somewhere. That was inportant -- it nmeant that it mght be possible to be untagged w t hout being
naked. Naked, Bean figured, woul d probably be conspi cuous around here.

They all exercised and the trainer told them which of themwere not up to the right heartrate
and which of themwere pushing too hard and would fatigue thensel ves too soon. Bean quickly got an
i dea of the level he had to work at, and then forgot about it. He'd renmenber by reflex, now that
he knew.

It was nealtinme, then. They were alone in the ness hall -- as fresh arrivals, they were on a
separate schedul e that day. The food was good and there was a |lot of it. Bean was stunned when
some of the kids |ooked at their portion and conpl ai ned about how little there was. It was a
feast! Bean couldn't finish it. The whiners were infornmed by the cooks that the quantities were
all adapted to their individual dietary needs -- each kid' s portion size came up on a conputer
di spl ay when he pal med in upon entering the mess hall

So you don't eat w thout your palmon a pad. |Inportant to know.

Bean soon found out that his size was going to get official attention. \When he brought his half-
finished tray to the disposal unit, an el ectronic chining sound brought the on-duty nutritionist
to speak to him "It's your first day, so we aren't going to be rigid about it. But your portions
are scientifically calibrated to nmeet your dietary needs, and in the future you will finish every
bit of what you are served."

Bean | ooked at himw thout a word. He had already nmade his decision. If his exercise program
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made him hungrier, then he'd eat nore. But if they were expecting himto gorge hinmself, they could
forget it. It would be a sinple enough matter to dunp excess food onto the trays of the whiners.
They' d be happy with it, and Bean would eat only as nuch as his body wanted. He renenbered hunger
very well, but he had lived with Sister Carlotta for nmany nonths, and he knew to trust his own
appetite. For a while he had | et her goad himinto eating nore than he actually was hungry for

The result had been a sense of |oginess, a harder tinme sleeping and a harder tinme staying awake.
He went back to eating only as nuch as his body wanted, letting his hunger be his guide, and it
kept himsharp and quick. That was the only nutritionist he trusted. Let the whiners get sluggish.

D mak stood after several of themhad finished eating. "Wen you' re through, go back to the
barracks. |If you think you can find it. If you have any doubt, wait for ne and I'll bring the |ast
group back mysel f."

The corridors were enpty when Bean went out into the corridor. The other kids pal ned the wal
and their green-brown-green strip turned on. Bean watched them go. One of them turned back
"Aren't you coming?" Bean said nothing. There was nothing to say. He was obviously standing still.
It was a stupid question. The kid turned around and jogged on down the corridor toward the
barracks.

Bean went the other way. No stripes on the wall. He knew that there was no better tine to
expl ore than now. If he was caught out of the area he was supposed to be in, they'd believe himif
he clained to have got | ost.

The corridor sloped up both behind himand in front of him To his eyes it |ooked |ike he was
al ways goi ng uphill, and when he | ooked back, it was uphill to go back the way he had cone.
Strange. But Dinak had al ready explained that the station was a huge wheel, spinning in space so
that centrifugal force would replace gravity. That nmeant the main corridor on each level was a big
circle, so you'd always cone back to where you started, and "down" was al ways toward the outside
of the circle. Bean nmade the nental adjustnent. It was dizzying at first, to picture hinself on
his side as he wal ked al ong, but then he nentally changed the orientation so that he inmagined the
station as a wheel on a cart, with himat the bottomof it no matter how nuch it turned. That put
the peopl e above hi m upsi de down, but he didn't care. Werever he was was the bottom and that way
down stayed down and up stayed up

The | aunchies were on the ness hall |evel, but the ol der kids nust not be, because after the
mess halls and the kitchens, there were only cl assroons and unmarked doors w th pal npads high
enough that they were clearly not nmeant for children to enter. OQther kids could probably reach
t hose pads, but not even by junping could Bean hope to palmone. It didn't natter. They woul dn't
respond to any child' s handprint, except to bring sone adult to find out what the kid thought he
was doing, trying to enter a room where he had no business.

By long habit -- or was it instinct? -- Bean regarded such barriers as only tenporary bl ocks. He
knew how to clinmb over walls in Rotterdam how to get up on roofs. Short as he was, he still found
ways to get wherever he needed to go. Those doors would not stop himif he decided he needed to
get beyond them He had no idea right now how he'd do it, but he had no doubt that he would find a
way. So he wasn't annoyed. He sinply tucked the information away, waiting until he thought of some
way to use it.

Every few neters there was a pole for downward passage or a | adderway for going up. To get down
the pole to the gym he had had to palma pad. But there seenmed to be no pad on nost of these.
Whi ch nmade sense. Mst pol es and | adderways would nerely | et you pass between floors -- no, they
called them decks; this was the International Fleet and so everything pretended to be a ship --
while only one pole | ed down to the gym to which they needed to control access so that it didn't
get overcrowded with people com ng when they weren't schedul ed. As soon as he had nade sense of
it, Bean didn't have to think of it anynore. He scranbled up a | adder

The next floor up had to be the barracks level for the older kids. Doors were nore widely
spaced, and each door had an insignia on it. Using the colors of sone uniform-- no doubt based on
their stripe colors, though he doubted the ol der kids ever had to palmthe wall to find their way
around -- there was also the silhouette of an animal. Sonme of them he didn't recognize, but he
recogni zed a couple of birds, sone cats, a dog, a lion. Wiatever was in use synbolically on signs
in Rotterdam No pigeon. No fly. Only noble animals, or animals noted for courage. The dog
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sil houette | ooked |ike some kind of hunting animal, very thin around the hips. Not a nongrel

So this is where the crews neet, and they have ani nmal synbols, which neans they probably cal
t hemsel ves by animal nanes. Cat Crew. O naybe Lion Crew. And probably not Crew. Bean woul d soon
| earn what they called thensel ves. He closed his eyes and tried to renenber the colors and
insignia on the crew that passed and nocked himin the corridor earlier. He could see the shape in
his mind, but didn't see it on any of the doors he passed. It didn't matter -- not worth traveling
the whol e corridor in search of it, when that would only increase his risk of getting caught.

Up again. More barracks, nore classrooms. How many kids in a barracks? This place was bigger
than he thought.

A soft chime sounded. |nmediately, several doors opened and ki ds began to pour out into the
corridor. A changeover tine.

At first Bean felt nore secure anpong the big kids, because he thought he could get lost in the
crowd, the way he always did in Rotterdam But that habit was useless here. This wasn't a random
crowd of people on their own errands. These mnight be kids but they were nmilitary. They knew where
everybody was supposed to be, and Bean, in his launchy uniform was way out of place. Al nost at
once a couple of older kids stopped him

"You don't belong on this deck," said one. At once several others stopped to | ook at Bean as if
he were an object washed into the street by a storm

"Look at the size of this one."

"Poor kid gots to sniff everybody's butt, neh?”

"Eh!"

"You're out of area, |aunchy."

Bean said nothing, just |ooked at each one as he spoke. O she.
"What are your colors?" asked a girl.

Bean sai d nothing. Best excuse would be that he didn't renenber, so he couldn't very well nane
t hem now.

"He's so small he could wal k between ny |legs wthout touching ny --"
"Ch. shut up, Dink, that's what you said when Ender --"

"Yeah, Ender, right."

"You don't think this is the kid they --"

"Was Ender *this* small when he arrived?"

"-- been saying, he another Ender?"

"Right, like this one's going to shoot to the top of the standings."
"I't wasn't Ender's fault that Bonzo wouldn't let himfire his weapon."
"But it's a fluke, that's all I'msaying --"

"This the one they tal king about? One |ike Ender? Top scores?"

"Just get himdown to the launchy |evel."

"Cone with ne," said the girl, taking himfirmy by the hand

Bean cane al ong neekly.
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"My nanme is Petra Arkanian," she said.
Bean sai d not hi ng.

"Cone on, you may be little and you may be scared, but they don't let you in here if you' re deaf
or stupid.”

Bean shrugged.

"Tell me your name before | break your stubby little fingers."
"Bean," he said.

"That's not a name, that's a |ousy neal."

He sai d not hi ng.

"You don't fool ne,
pur pose. "

she said. "This nmute thing, it's just a cover. You cane up here on

He kept his silence but it stabbed at him that she had figured himout so easily.

"Kids for this school, they're chosen because they're smart and they've got initiative. So of
course you wanted to explore. The thing is, they expect it. They probably know you're doing it. So
there's no point in hiding it. Wiat are they going to do, give you sonme big bad piggy points?"

So that's what the ol der kids thought about the pig |ist.

"This stubborn silence thing, it'll just piss people off. I1'd forget about it if |I were you.
Maybe it worked with Momy and Daddy, but it just nmakes you | ook stubborn and ridicul ous because
anything that matters, you're going to tell anyway, so why not just tal k?"

"OK," said Bean.

Now t hat he was conplying, she didn't crow about it. The lecture worked, so the |lecture was
over. "Col ors?" she asked.

"Green brown green."

"Those | aunchy col ors sound like sonething you'd find in a dirty toilet, don't you think?"

So she was just another one of the stupid kids who thought it was cute to make fun of |aunchies.
"It's like they designed everything to get the older kids to make fun of the younger ones."

O maybe she wasn't. Maybe she was just tal king. She was a tal ker. There weren't a |lot of
tal kers on the streets. Not anong the kids, anyway. Plenty of them anong the drunks.

"The system around here is screwed. It's like they want us to act like little kids. Not that
that's going to bother you. Hell, you're already doing some dunb lost-little-kid act."

"Not now," he said.

"Just renmenber this. No matter what you do, the teachers know about it and they al ready have
sonme stupid theory about what this means about your personality or whatever. They always find a
way to use it against you, if they want to, so you mght as well not try. No doubt it's already in
your report that you took this little jaunt when you were supposed to be havi ng beddy-bye tine and
that probably tells themthat you 'respond to insecurity by seeking to be alone while exploring
the limts of your new environment.'" She used a fancy voice for the |ast part.

And maybe she had nore voices to show off to him but he wasn't going to stick around to find
out. Apparently she was a take-charge person and didn't have anybody to take charge of until he
came along. He wasn't interested in becomi ng her project. It was all right being Sister Carlotta's
proj ect because she could get himout of the street and into Battle School. But what did this
Petra Arkani an have to offer hin®

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%205%20-%20Ender's%20Shadow.txt (52 of 236) [1/14/03 10:10:12 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%205%20-%20Ender's%20Shadow. txt

He slid down a pole, stopped in front of the first opening, pushed out into the corridor, ran to
the next | adderway, and scooted up two decks before energing into another corridor and running
full out. She was probably right in what she said, but one thing was certain -- he was not going
to have her hold his hand all the way back to green-brown-green. The |last thing he needed, if he
was going to hold his own in this place, was to show up with sonme ol der kid holding his hand.

Bean was four decks above the ness | evel where he was supposed to be right now There were Kkids
nmovi ng through here, but nowhere near as nany as the deck bel ow. Mst of the doors were unnarked,
but a few stood open, including one wide arch that opened into a gane room

Bean had seen conputer ganes in sone of the bars in Rotterdam but only froma distance, through
the doors and between the | egs of nen and wonen going in and out in their endl ess search for
oblivion. He had never seen a child playing a conputer game, except on the vids in store w ndows.
Here it was real, with only a few players catching qui ck ganmes between classes so that each gane's
sounds stood out. A few kids playing solo ganes, and then four of them playing a four-sided space
ganme with a hol ographic display. Bean stood back far enough not to intrude in their sightlines and
wat ched them pl ay. Each of themcontrolled a squadron of four tiny ships, with the goal of either
wi ping out all the other fleets or capturing -- but not destroying -- each player's sl ow noving
not hership. He learned the rules and the term nology by listening to the four boys chatter as they
pl ayed.

The gane ended by attrition, not by any cleverness -- the |ast boy sinply happened to be the
| east stupid in his use of his ships. Bean watched as they reset the gane. No one put in a coin
The ganes here were free.

Bean wat ched anot her gane. It was just as quick as the first, as each boy committed his ships
clumsily, forgetting about whichever one was not actively engaged. It was as if they thought of
their force as one active ship and three reserves.

Maybe the controls didn't allow anything different. Bean noved closer. No, it was possible to
set the course for one, flip to control another ship, and another, then return to the first ship
to change its course at any tinme.

How did these boys get into Battle School if this was all they could think of? Bean had never
pl ayed a conputer gane before, but he saw at once that any conpetent player could quickly win if
this was the best conpetition avail able.

"Hey, dwarf, want to play?"

One of them had noticed him O course the others did, too.

"Yes," said Bean

"Wel | Bugger that," said the one who invited him "Wo do you think you are, Ender W ggin?"

They | aughed and then all four of themwal ked away fromthe gane, heading for their next class.
The room was enpty. C ass tine.

Ender Wggin. The kids in the corridor tal ked about him too. Sonething about Bean nade these
ki ds think of Ender Wggin. Sonetines with adniration, sometimes with resentment. This Ender nust
have beaten some ol der kids at a conputer gane or sonething. And he was at the top of the
standi ngs, that's what sonebody said. Standings in what?

The kids in the same uniform running like one crew, heading for a fight -- that was the centra
fact of life here. There was one core ganme that everyone played. They lived in barracks according
to what teamthey were on. Every kid's standings were reported so everybody el se knew them And
what ever the gane was, the adults ran it.

So this was the shape of life here. And this Ender Wggin, whoever he was, he was at the top of
it all, he |l ed the standings.

Bean rem nded people of him
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That made hima little proud, yes, but it also annoyed him It was safer not to be noticed. But
because this other small kid had done brilliantly, everybody who saw Bean t hought of Ender and
that nade Bean nenorable. That would limit his freedom considerably. There was no way to di sappear
here, as he had been able to disappear in crowds in Rotterdam

Well, who cared? He couldn't be hurt now, not really. No nmatter what happened, as |long as he was
here at Battle School he would never be hungry. He'd al ways have shelter. He had made it to
heaven. All he had to do was the mnimumrequired to not get sent hone early. So who cared if
peopl e noticed himor not? It nmade no difference. Let themworry about their standings. Bean had
al ready won the battle for survival, and after that, no other conpetition mattered.

But even as he had that thought, he knew it wasn't true. Because he did care. It wasn't enough
just to survive. It never had been. Deeper than his need for food had been his hunger for order
for finding out how things worked, getting a grasp on the world around him Wen he was starving,
of course he used what he learned in order to get hinmself into Poke's crew and get her crew enough
food that there would be enough to trickle sone down to himat the bottom of the pecking order
But even when Achilles had turned theminto his fanmily and they had sonething to eat every day,
Bean hadn't stopped being alert, trying to understand the changes, the dynanics in the group. Even
with Sister Carlotta, he had spent a lot of effort trying to understand why and how she had the
power to do for himwhat she was doing, and the basis on which she had chosen him He had to know.
He had to have the picture of everything in his mnd.

Here, too. He could have gone back to the barracks and napped. Instead, he risked getting in
trouble just to find out things that no doubt he would have |l earned in the ordinary course of
events.

Way did | cone up here? What was | | ooking for?
The key. The world was full of |ocked doors, and he had to get his hands on every key.

He stood still and listened. The roomwas nearly silent. But there was white noi se, background
runbl e and hiss that made it so sounds didn't carry throughout the entire station

Wth his eyes closed, he located the source of the faint rushing sound. Eyes open, he then
wal ked to where the vent was. An out-flowing vent with slightly warner air nmaking a very slight
breeze. The rushing sound was not the hiss of air here at the vent, but rather a nuch |ouder, nore
di stant sound of the nachinery that punped air throughout the Battle School

Sister Carlotta had told himthat in space, there was no air, so wherever people |lived, they had
to keep their ships and stations closed tight, holding in every bit of air. And they also had to
keep changing the air, because the oxygen, she said, got used up and had to be repl enished. That's
what this air systemwas about. It nust go everywhere through the ship

Bean sat before the vent screen, feeling around the edges. There were no visible screws or nails
holding it on. He got his fingernails under the rimand carefully slid his fingers around it,
prying it out alittle, then a little nore. His fingers now fit under the edges. He pulled
strai ght forward. The vent cane free, and Bean toppl ed over backward.

Only for a nonent. He set aside the screen and tried to see into the vent. The vent duct was
only about fifteen centinmeters deep fromfront to back. The top was solid, but the bottom was
open, |eading down into the duct system

Bean sized up the vent opening just the way he had, years before, stood on the seat of a toilet
and studied the inside of the toilet tank, deciding whether he could fit init. And the concl usion
was the sane -- it would be cranped, it would be painful, but he could do it.

He reached an arminside and down. He couldn't feel the bottom But with arnms as short as his,
that didn't nean much. There was no way to tell by | ooking which way the duct went when it got
down to the floor level. Bean could inagine a duct |eading under the floor, but that felt wong to
him Sister Carlotta had said that every scrap of material used to build the station had to be
haul ed up from Earth or the manufacturing plants on the noon. They woul dn't have big gaps between
the decks and the ceilings bel ow because that woul d be wasted space into which precious air would
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have to be punped without anyone breathing it. No, the ductwork would be in the outside walls. It
was probably no nore than fifteen centineters deep anywhere.

He cl osed his eyes and inmagined an air system Machinery nmaking a warmw nd bl ow t hrough the
narrow ducts, flowing into every room carrying fresh breathable air everywhere

No, that wouldn't work. There had to be a place where the air was getting sucked in and drawn
back. And if the air blewin at the outside walls, then the intake would be ... in the corridors.

Bean got up and ran to the door of the game room Sure enough, the corridor's ceiling was at
| east twenty centineters lower than the ceiling inside the room But no vents. Just |ight
fixtures.

He stepped back into the roomand | ooked up. Al along the top of the wall that bordered on the
corridor there was a narrow vent that | ooked nore decorative than practical. The openi ng was about
three centineters. Not even Bean could fit through the intake system

He ran back to the open vent and took off his shoes. No reason to get hung up because his feet
were so much bigger than they needed to be.

He faced the vent and swng his feet down into the opening. Then he wiggled until his |legs were
entirely down the hole and his buttocks rested on the rimof the vent. Hs feet still hadn't found
bottom Not a good sign. Wiat if the vent dropped straight down into the nachinery?

He wriggl ed back out, then went in the other way. It was harder and nore painful, but now his
arms were nore usable, giving hima good grip on the floor as he slid chest-deep into the hole.

H s feet touched bottom

Using his toes, he probed. Yes, the ductwork ran to the left and the right, along the outside
wal | of the room And the opening was tall enough that he could slide dow into it, then wiggle --
al ways on his side -- along fromroomto room

That was all he needed to know at present. He gave a little junp so his anus reached farther out
onto the floor, nmeaning to use friction to et himpull hinself up. Instead, he just slid back
down into the vent.

Ch, this was excellent. Sonmeone would conme | ooking for him eventually, or he'd be found by the
next batch of kids who canme in to play ganes, but he did not want to be found like this. Mre to
the point, the ductwork would only give himan alternate route through the station if he could
climb out of the vents. He had a nental inmage of sonebody opening a vent and seeing his skul
| ooki ng out at them his dead body conpletely dried up in the warmw nd of the air ducts where he
starved to death or died of thirst trying to get out of the vents.

As long as he was just standing there, though, he nmight as well find out if he could cover the
vent opening from the inside.

He reached over and, with difficulty, got a finger on the screen and was able to pull it toward
him Once he got a hand solidly onit, it wasn't hard at all to get it over the opening. He could
even pull it in, tightly enough that it probably woul dn't be noticeably different to casua

observers on the other side. Wth the vent closed, though, he had to keep his head turned to one
side. There wasn't room enough for himto turn it. So once he got in the duct system his head
woul d either stay turned to the left or to the right. Geat.

He pushed the vent back out, but carefully, so that it didn't fall to the floor. Nowit was tine
to clinb out in earnest.

After a couple nore failures, he finally realized that the screen was exactly the tool he
needed. Laying it down on the floor in front of the vent, he hooked his fingers under the far end.
Pul I i ng back on the screen provided himwith the leverage to |ift his body far enough to get his
chest over the rimof the vent opening. It hurt, to hang the weight of his body on such a sharp
edge, but now he could get up on his el bows and then on his hands, lifting his whol e body up
t hrough the opening and back into the room
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He t hought carefully through the sequence of nuscles he had used and then thought about the
equi pnment in the gym Yes, he could strengthen those nuscl es.

He put the vent screen back into place. Then he pulled up his shirt and | ooked at the red marks
on his skin where the rimof the vent opening had scraped himnercilessly. There was sone bl ood.
Interesting. How woul d he explain it, if anyone asked? He'd have to see if he could reinjure the
same spot by clinbing around on the bunks |ater.

He jogged out of the ganme room and down the corridor to the nearest pole, then dropped to the
mess hall level. Al the way, he wondered why he had felt such urgency about getting into the
ducts. Whenever he got like that in the past, doing sone task wi thout knowi ng why it even
mattered, it had turned out that there was a danger that he had sensed but that hadn't yet risen
to his conscious mnd. What was the danger here?

Then he realized -- in Rotterdam out on the street, he had al ways nade sure he knew a back way
out of everything, an alternate path to get fromone place to another. If he was running from
soneone, he never dodged into a cul-de-sac to hide unless he knew another way out. In truth, he

never really hid at all -- he evaded pursuit by keeping on the nove, always. No matter how awf ul
the danger followi ng himmght be, he could not hold still. It felt terrible to be cornered. It
hurt.

It hurt and was wet and cold and he was hungry and there wasn't enough air to breathe and peopl e
wal ked by and if they just lifted the lid they would find himand he had no way to run if they did
that, he just had to sit there waiting for themto pass without noticing him If they used the
toilet and flushed it, the equi pnment woul dn't work right because the whol e wei ght of his body was
pressing down on the float. A lot of the water had spilled out of the tank when he clinbed in.
They' d notice something was wong and they'd find him

It was the worst experience of his life, and he couldn't stand the idea of ever hiding |ike that
again. It wasn't the snmall space that bothered him or that it was wet, or that he was hungry or
alone. It was the fact that the only way out was into the arnms of his pursuers.

Now t hat he understood that about hinself, he could relax. He hadn't found the ductwork because
he sensed sone danger that hadn't yet risen to his conscious mnd. He found the ductwork because
he remenbered how bad it felt to hide in the toilet tank as a toddler. So whatever danger there
nm ght be, he hadn't sensed it yet. It was just a childhood nenmory conming to the surface. Sister
Carlotta had told himthat a |ot of hunman behavior was really acting out our responses to dangers
long past. It hadn't sounded sensible to Bean at the tine, but he didn't argue, and now he could
see that she was right.

And how coul d he know there woul d never be a tinme when that narrow, dangerous hi ghway through
the ductwork might not be exactly the route he needed to save his |ife?

He never did palmthe wall to light up green-brown-green. He knew exactly where his barracks
was. How could he not? He had been there before, and knew every step between the barracks and
every other place he had visited in the station

And when he got there, Dinmak had not yet returned with the slow eaters. Hi s whol e exploration
hadn't taken nore than twenty mnutes, including his conversation with Petra and watching two
qui ck computer ganmes during the class break

He awkwardly hoi sted hinmself up fromthe | ower bunk, dangling for a while fromhis chest on the
rimof the second bunk. Long enough that it hurt in pretty rmuch the same spot he had injured
clinmbing out of the vent. "Wat are you doi ng?" asked one of the | aunchies near him

Since the truth woul dn't be understood, he answered truthfully. "Injuring nmy chest," he said.
"I"'mtrying to sleep,” said the other boy. "You' re supposed to sleep, too."

"Naptime," said another boy. "I feel like I'msone stupid four-year-old."

Bean wondered vaguely what these boys' |ives had been |ike, when taking a nap nade themthink of
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bei ng four years ol d.

* % %

Sister Carlotta stood beside Pabl o de Noches, |looking at the toilet tank. "d d-fashioned kind,"
said Pabl o. "Norteanericano. Very popular for a while back when the Netherlands first becane
i nternational."

She lifted the |id on the toilet tank. Very light. Plastic.

As they came out of the lavatory, the office nanager who had been show ng them around | ooked at
her curiously. "There's not any kind of danger fromusing the toilets, is there?" she asked.

"No," said Sister Carlotta. "I just had to see it, that's all. It's Fleet business. I'd
appreciate it if you didn't talk about our visit here.”

O course, that al nbst guaranteed that she would tal k about nothing else. But Sister Carlotta
counted on it sounding |like nothing nore than strange gossip

Whoever had run an organ farmin this building would not want to be di scovered, and there was a
| ot of noney in such evil businesses. That was how the devil rewarded his friends -- |lots of
nmoney, up to the nonent he betrayed themand left themto face the agony of hell alone.

Qut side the building, she spoke again to Pablo. "He really hid in there?"

"He was very tiny," said Pablo de Noches. "He was crawling when |I found him but he was soaking
wet up to his shoul der on one side, and his chest. | thought he peed hinself, but he said no. Then
he showed ne the toilet. And he was red here, here, where he pressed agai nst the mechanism"™

"He was tal king," she said.
"Not alot. Afewwords. So tiny. | could not believe a child so small could talk."
"How | ong was he in there?"

Pabl o shrugged. "Shriveled up skin like old |lady. Al over. Cold. | was thinking, he will die.
Not warm water |ike a swiming pool. Cold. He shivered all night."

"I can't understand why he *didn't* die," said Sister Carlotta.
Pabl o smiled. "No hay nada que Di os no puede hacer."

"True," she answered. "But that doesn't nean we can't figure out *how God works his niracles.
O why."

Pabl o shrugged. "God does what he does. | do ny work and live, the best nan | can be."

She squeezed his arm "You took in a lost child and saved himfrom people who meant to kill him
God saw you do that and he | oves you."

Pabl o said nothing, but Sister Carlotta could guess what he was thinking -- how many sins,
exactly, were washed away by that good act, and would it be enough to keep himout of hell?

"CGood deeds do not wash away sins," said Sister Carlotta. "Solo el redentor puede |inpiar su
alma. "

Pabl o shrugged. Theol ogy was not his skill.

"You don't do good deeds for yourself," said Sister Carlotta. "You do them because God is in
you, and for those nmoments you are his hands and his feet, his eyes and his |ips."

"I thought God was the baby. Jesus say, if you do it to this little one, you do it to ne."
Sister Carlotta | aughed. "God will sort out all the fine points in his ow due tine. It is

enough that we try to serve him"
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"He was so small," said Pablo. "But God was in him"
She bade hi m goodbye as he got out of the taxi in front of his apartnent buil ding.

Wy did | have to see that toilet with ny own eyes? My work with Bean is done. He left on the
shuttl e yesterday. Wiy can't | |leave the matter al one?

Because he shoul d have been dead, that's why. And after starving on the streets for all those
years, even if he lived he was so mal nouri shed he should have suffered serious nental danage. He
shoul d have been permanently retarded.

That was why she coul d not abandon the question of Bean's origin. Because naybe he *was*
damaged. Maybe he *is* retarded. Maybe he started out so smart that he could lose half his
intellect and still be the niracul ous boy he is.

She thought of how St. Matthew kept saying that all the things that happened in Jesus
chi | dhood, his nother treasured themin her heart. Bean is not Jesus, and | amnot the Holy
Mot her. But he is a boy, and | have |oved himas ny son. What he did, no child of that age could
do.

No child of |less than a year, not yet wal king by hinself, could have such clear understandi ng of
hi s danger that he would know to do the things that Bean did. Children that age often clinbed out
of their cribs, but they did not hide in a toilet tank for hours and then cone out alive and ask
for help. I can call it a mracle all | want, but | have to understand it. They use the dregs of
the Earth in those organ farns. Bean has such extraordinary gifts that he could only have cone
fromextraordi nary parents.

And yet for all her research during the nonths that Bean lived with her, she had never found a
singl e ki dnappi ng that could possibly have been Bean. No abducted child. Not even an accident from
whi ch soneone m ght have taken a surviving infant whose body was therefore never found. That

wasn't proof -- not every baby that disappeared left a trace of his Ilife in the newspapers, and
not every newspaper was archived and avail able for a search on the nets. But Bean had to be the
child of parents so brilliant that the world took note of them-- didn't he? Could a mind Iike his

conme fromordinary parents? Was that the nmiracle fromwhich all other mracles flowed?

No matter how nuch Sister Carlotta tried to believe it, she could not. Bean was not what he
seermed to be. He was in Battle School now, and there was a good chance he woul d end up soneday as
the conmander of a great fleet. But what did anyone know about hin? WAs it possible that he was
not a natural human being at all? That his extraordinary intelligence had been given him not by
God, but by soneone or sonething el se?

There was the question: |If not God, then who could make such a chil d?

Sister Carlotta buried her face in her hands. Were did such thoughts cone fronf? After all these
years of searching, why did she have to keep doubting the one great success she had?

W have seen the beast of Revel ation, she said silently. The Bugger, the Form c nonster bringing
destruction to the Earth, just as prophesi ed. W have seen the beast, and | ong ago Mazer Rackham
and the human fleet, on the brink of defeat, slew that great dragon. But it will conme again, and
St. John the Revelator said that when it did, there would be a prophet who cane with him

No, no. Bean is good, a good-hearted boy. He is not any kind of devil, not the servant of the
beast, just a boy of great gifts that God may have raised up to bless this world in the hour of
its greatest peril. | know himas a nother knows her child. | am not wong.

Yet when she got back to her room she set her conputer to work, searching now for sonething
new. For reports fromor about scientists who had been working, at least five years ago, on
projects involving alterations in hunman DNA

And whil e the search programwas querying all the great indexes on the nets and sorting their
replies into useful categories, Sister Carlotta went to the neat little pile of folded clothing
waiting to be washed. She would not wash it after all. She put it in a plastic bag along with
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Bean's sheets and pillowase, and sealed the bag. Bean had worn this clothing, slept on this

bedding. His skin was in it, small bits of it. A few hairs. Maybe enough DNA for a serious
anal ysi s.

He was a miracle, yes, but she would find out just what the dinmensions of this miracle night be.
For her mnistry had not been to save the children of the cruel streets of the cities of the
worl d. Her ministry had been to hel p save the one species nade in the i mage of CGod. That was stil
her mnistry. And if there was something wong with the child she had taken into her heart as a
bel oved son, she would find out about it, and gi ve warni ng.

CHAPTER 7 -- EXPLORATI ON

"So this launch group was sl ow getting back to their barracks."
"There is a twenty-one-m nute di screpancy.”

"Is that alot? | didn't even know this sort of thing was tracked."

"For safety. And to have an idea, in the event of energency, where everyone is. Tracking the
uni forms that departed fromthe nmess hall and the uniforns that entered the barracks, we come up
with an aggregate of twenty-one mnutes. That could be twenty-one children loitering for exactly
one mnute, or one child for twenty-one m nutes.”

"That's very hel pful. Am | supposed to ask thenP"

"No! They aren't supposed to know that we track themby their uniforns. It isn't good for them
to know how nuch we know about them™"

"And how little."
"Littl e?"

"If it was one student, it wouldn't be good for himto know that our tracking nethods don't tel
us who it was."

"Ah. Good point. And ... actually, | cane to you because | believe that it was one student
only."

"Even though your data aren't clear?"

"Because of the arrival pattern. Spaced out in groups of two or three, a few solos. Just the way
they left the ness hall. Alittle bit of clunmping -- three sol os becone a threesone, two twos
arrive as four -- but if there had been sone kind of major distraction in the corridor, it would
have caused maj or coal escing, a nuch larger group arriving at once after the disturbance ended."”

"So. One student with twenty-one minutes unaccounted for."
"I thought you should at |east be aware."
"What would he do with twenty-one m nutes?"

"You know who it was?"

"I will, soon enough. Are the toilets tracked? Are we sure it wasn't sonebody so nervous he went
into throw up his |unch?"

"Toilet entry and exit patterns were nornmal. In and out."

"Yes, I'll find out who it was. And keep watching the data for this launch group."

"So | was right to bring this to your attention?"

"Did you have any doubt of it?"
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* % %

Bean slept lightly, listening, as he always did, waking twi ce that he renenbered. He didn't get
up, just lay there listening to the breathing of the others. Both tines, there was a little
whi speri ng somewhere in the room Al ways children's voices, no urgency about them but the sound
was enough to rouse Bean and kindle his attention, just for a nonent till he was sure there was no
danger.

He woke the third tine when Dinak entered the room Even before sitting up, Bean knew that's who
it was, fromthe weight of his step, the sureness of his novenment, the press of authority. Bean's
eyes were open before Dinmak spoke; he was on all fours, ready to nove in any direction, before
D mak finished his first sentence.

"Naptime is over, boys and girls, tinme for work."

It was not about Bean. If D nmak knew what Bean had done after lunch and before their nap, he
gave no sign. No i medi ate danger

Bean sat on his bunk as Dinak instructed themin the use of their |ockers and desks. Pal mthe
wal | beside the |l ocker and it opens. Then turn on the desk and enter your name and a password.

Bean i medi ately pal med his own | ocker with his right hand, but did not pal mthe desk. Instead,
he checked on Di nak -- busy hel pi ng another student near the door -- then scranbled to the
unoccupi ed third bunk above his own and pal ned *that* |ocker with his left hand. There was a desk
i nside that one, too. Quickly he turned on his own desk and typed in his name and a password.
Bean. Achilles. Then he pulled out the other desk and turned it on. Name? Poke. Password?
Carlotta.

He slipped the second desk back into the | ocker and cl osed the door, then tossed his first desk
down onto his own bunk and slipped down after it. He did not | ook around to see if anyone noticed
him If they did, they'd say sonething soon enough; visibly checking around would nerely call
attention to himand nake peopl e suspect hi mwho woul d not otherw se have noticed what he did.

O course the adults would know what he had done. In fact, Dinak was certainly noticing already,
when one child conplained that his | ocker wouldn't open. So the station conputer knew how nmany
students there were and stopped opening | ockers when the right total had been opened. But D nak
did not turn and demand to know who had opened two | ockers. Instead, he pressed his own palm
agai nst the last student's |l ocker. It popped open. He closed it again, and now it responded to the
student's palm

So they were going to | et himhave his second | ocker, his second desk, his second identity. No
doubt they would watch himw th special interest to see what he did with it. He would have to make
a point of fiddling with it now and then, clunsily, so they'd think they knew what he wanted a
second identity for. Maybe sone kind of prank. O to wite down secret thoughts. That would be fun
-- Sister Carlotta was always prying after his secret thoughts, and no doubt these teachers woul d,
too. Whatever he wote, they'd eat it up

Therefore they woul dn't be |l ooking for his truly private work, which he would performon his own
desk. O, if it was risky, on the desk of one of the boys across fromhim both of whose passwords
he had carefully noticed and nenorized. Dinmak was | ecturing them about protecting their desks at
all tines, but it was inevitable that kids would be carel ess, and desks would be left |ying
around.

For now, though, Bean would do nothing riskier than what he had already done. The teachers had
their own reasons for letting himdo it. What nmattered is that they not know his own.

After all, he didn't know hinself. It was like the vent -- if he thought of sonething that m ght
get himsonme advantage later, he did it.

D mak went on tal ki ng about how to submit honework, the directory of teachers' nanes, and the
fantasy game that was on every desk. "You are not to spend study tine playing the game,"” he said.
"But when your studies are done, you are permtted a few mnutes to explore.”

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%205%20-%20Ender's%20Shadow.txt (60 of 236) [1/14/03 10:10:12 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%205%20-%20Ender's%20Shadow. txt

Bean understood at once. The teachers *wanted* the students to play the gane, and knew that the
best way to encourage it was to put strict limts onit ... and then not enforce them A gane-
Sister Carlotta had used ganes to try to analyze Bean fromtine to tinme. So Bean al ways turned
theminto the same gane: Try to figure out what Sister Carlotta is trying to learn fromthe way |
play this gane.

In this case, though, Bean figured that anything he did with the game would tell themthings
that he didn't want themto know about him So he would not play at all, unless they conpelled
him And maybe not even then. It was one thing to joust with Sister Carlotta; here, they no doubt
had real experts, and Bean was not going to give thema chance to | earn nore about himthan he
knew hi nsel f.

Di mak took themon the tour, showing them nost of what Bean had al ready seen. The other kids
went ape over the gane room Bean did not so nuch as glance at the vent into which he had clinbed,
though he did nake it a point to fiddle with the game he had watched the bi gger boys pl ay,
figuring out how the controls worked and verifying that his tactics could, in fact, be carried
out .

They did a workout in the gym in which Bean i medi ately began working on the exercises that he
t hought he'd need -- one-arned pushups and pul |l ups being the nost inportant, though they had to
get a stool for himto stand on in order to reach the I owest chinning bar. No problem Soon enough
he'd be able to junp to reach it. Wth all the food they were giving him he could build up
strength quickly.

And they seened grimy determined to pack food into himat an astonishing rate. After the gym
they showered, and then it was suppertine. Bean wasn't even hungry yet, and they piled enough food
onto his tray to feed his whole crew back in Rotterdam Bean imedi ately headed for a coupl e of
the kids who had whi ned about their small portions and, w thout even aski ng permn ssion, scraped
his excess onto their trays. \Wien one of themtried to talk to himabout it, Bean just put his
finger to his lips. In answer, the boy grinned. Bean still ended up with nore food than he wanted,
but when he turned in his tray, it was scraped clean. The nutritionist would be happy. It renmined
to be seen if the janitors would report the food Bean |left on the floor

Free time. Bean headed back to the gane room hoping that tonight he'd actually see the fanopus
Ender Wggin. If he was there, he would no doubt be the center of a group of admirers. But at the
center of the groups he saw were only the ordinary prestige-hungry clique-forners who thought they
were | eaders and so would follow their group anywhere in order to maintain that delusion. No way
could any of them be Ender Wggin. And Bean was not about to ask

Instead, he tried his hand at several ganes. Each tine, though, the nonment he lost for the first
time, other kids would push himout of the way. It was an interesting set of social rules. The

students knew that even the shortest, greenest |aunchy was entitled to his turn -- but the nonent
a turn ended, so did the protection of the rule. And they were rougher in shoving himthan they
needed to be, so the nessage was clear -- you shouldn't have been using that gane and meki ng ne

wait. Just like the food lines at the charity kitchens in Rotterdam-- except that absolutely
nothing that nmattered was at stake.

That was interesting, to find that it wasn't hunger that caused children to becone bullies on
the street. The bulliness was already in the child, and whatever the stakes were, they would find
a way to act as they needed to act. If it was about food, then the children who lost would die; if
it was about ganes, though, the bullies did not hesitate to be just as intrusive and send the sane
nmessage. Do what | want, or pay for it.

Intelligence and education, which all these children had, apparently didn't nmake any inportant
difference in human nature. Not that Bean had really thought they woul d.

Nor did the | ow stakes nmake any difference in Bean's response to the bullies. He sinply conplied
wi t hout conpl aint and took note of who the bullies were. Not that he had any intention of
puni shing them or of avoiding them either. He would sinply remenber who acted as a bully and take
that into account when he was in a situation where that infornation might be inportant.

No point in getting enotional about anything. Being enotional didn't help with survival. Wat
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mattered was to | earn everything, analyze the situation, choose a course of action, and then nove
bol dly. Know, think, choose, do. There was no place in that list for "feel." Not that Bean didn't
have feelings. He sinply refused to think about themor dwell on themor let theminfluence his
deci si ons, when anything inportant was at stake.

"He's even snaller than Ender was."
Agai n, again. Bean was so tired of hearing that.
"Don't talk about that hijo de puta to nme, bicho."

Bean perked up. Ender had an enemny. Bean was wondering when he'd spot one, for sonmeone who was
first in the standings *had* to have provoked sonething besides admiration. Wio said it? Bean
drifted nearer to the group the conversation had conme from The same voice came up again. Again
And then he knew That one was the boy who had called Ender an hijo de puta.

He had the sil houette of sone kind of lizard on his uniform And a single triangle on his
sl eeve. None of the boys around himhad the triangle. All were focused on him Captain of the
t eanf?

Bean needed nore information. He tugged on the sleeve of a boy standing near him
"What ," said the boy, annoyed.

"Who's that boy there?" asked Bean. "The teamcaptain with the lizard."
"I't's a sal amander, pinhead. Sal amander *arny*. And he's the *comuander*."
Teans are called armes. Commander is the triangle rank. "Wat's his nanme?"

"Bonzo Madrid. And he's an even bigger asshole than you.
Bean.

The boy shrugged hinsel f away from

So Bonzo Madrid was bold enough to declare his hatred for Ender Wggin, but a kid who was not in
Bonzo's army had contenpt for *hint in turn and wasn't afraid to say so to a stranger. Good to
know. The only eneny Ender had, so far, was contenptible.

But ... contenptible as Bonzo m ght be, he was a commander. Which neant it was possible to
become a commander without being the kind of boy that everybody respected. So what was their
standard of judgment, in assigning conmand in this war gane that shaped the Iife of Battle School ?

More to the point, how do | get a conmand?

That was the first nmoment that Bean realized that he even had such a goal. Here in Battle
School, he had arrived with the hi ghest scores in his |launch group -- but he was the small est and
youngest and had been isolated even further by the deliberate actions of his teacher, naking hima
target of resentnment. Sonehow, in the nmidst of all this, Bean had made the decision that this
woul d not be like Rotterdam He was not going to live on the fringes, inserting hinself only when
it was absolutely essential for his own survival. As rapidly as possible, he was going to put
hinself in place to command an arnmy.

Achilles had rul ed because he was brutal, because he was willing to kill. That woul d al ways
trump intelligence, when the intelligent one was physically smaller and had no strong allies. But
here, the bullies only shoved and spoke rudely. The adults controlled things tightly and so
brutality would not prevail, not in the assignhment of command. Intelligence, then, had a chance to
win out. Eventually, Bean nmight not have to live under the control of stupid people.

If this was what Bean wanted -- and why not try for it, as long as sone nore inmportant goa
didn't cone along first? -- then he had to | earn how the teachers made their decisions about
command. Was it solely based on performance in classes? Bean doubted it. The International Fleet
had to have snarter people than that running this school. The fact that they had that fantasy gane
on every desk suggested that they were | ooking at personality as well. Character. In the end, Bean
suspected, character mattered nore than intelligence. In Bean's litany of survival -- know, think
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choose, do -- intelligence only mattered in the first three, and was the decisive factor only in
the second one. The teachers knew that.

Maybe | *shoul d* play the gane, thought Bean
Then: Not yet. Let's see what happens when | don't play.

At the sanme tine he came to anot her concl usion he did not even know he had been concerned about.
He would tal k to Bonzo Madri d.

Bonzo was in the niddle of a conputer gane, and he was obviously the kind of person who thought
of anything unexpected as an affront to his dignity. That neant that for Bean to acconplish what
he want ed, he could not approach Bonzo in a cringing way, |ike the suckups who surrounded him as
he played, commendi ng himeven for his stupid m stakes in game-play.

I nst ead, Bean pushed cl ose enough to see when Bonzo's onscreen character died -- again. "Sezor
[ Senor] Madrid, puedo habl ar convozco?" The Spanish cane to mnd easily enough -- he had |istened
to Pablo de Noches talk to fellowimigrants in Rotterdamwho visited his apartnment, and on the
tel ephone to fam |y nenbers back in Valencia. And using Bonzo's native | anguage had the desired
effect. He didn't ignore Bean. He turned and glared at him

"What do you want, bichinho?" Brazilian slang was common in Battle School, and Bonzo apparently
felt no need to assert the purity of his Spanish

Bean | ooked himin the eye, even though he was about tw ce Bean's height, and said, "People keep
saying that | rem nd them of Ender Wggin, and you're the only person around here who doesn't seem
to worship him | want to know the truth.™

The way the other kids fell silent told Bean that he had judged aright -- it was dangerous to
ask Bonzo about Ender Wggin. Dangerous, but that's why Bean had phrased his request so carefully.

"Dam right | don't worship the farteating insubordinate traitor, but why should | tell *you*
about hi n®"

"Because you won't lie to ne," said Bean, though he actually thought it was obvi ous Bonzo woul d
probably lie outrageously in order to nake hinself |ook Iike the hero of what was obviously a
story of his own hunmiliation at Ender's hands. "And if people are going to keep conparing ne to
the guy, 1've got to know what he really is. | don't want to get iced because | do it all wong
here. You don't owe ne nothing, but when you're small |ike me, you gots to have sonebody who can
tell you the stuff you gots to know to survive.” Bean wasn't quite sure of the slang here yet, but
what he knew, he used.

One of the other kids chinmed in, as if Bean had witten hima script and he was right on cue.
"Get lost, launchy, Bonzo Madrid doesn't have tinme to change di apers.™

Bean rounded on himand said fiercely, "I can't ask the teachers, they don't tell the truth. If
Bonzo don't talk to ne who | ask then? *You*? You don't know zits from zeroes."

It was pure Sergeant, that spiel, and it worked. Everybody |aughed at the kid who had tried to
brush himoff, and Bonzo joined in, then put a hand on Bean's shoulder. "I'Il tell you what I
know, kid, it's about tine sonebody wanted to hear the truth about that wal king rectum" To the
kid that Bean had just fronted, Bonzo said, "Maybe you better finish ny ganme, it's the only way
you'll ever get to play at that |evel."

Bean coul d hardly believe a commander woul d say such a pointlessly offensive thing to one of his
own subordinates. But the boy swall owed his anger and grinned and nodded and said, "That's right,
Bonzo," and turned to the gane, as instructed. A real suckup.

By chance Bonzo led himto stand right in front of the wall vent where Bean had been stuck only
a few hours before. Bean gave it no nore than a gl ance.

"Let nme tell you about Ender. He's all about beating the other guy. Not just winning -- he has
to beat the other guy into the ground or he isn't happy. No rules for him You give hima plain
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order, and he acts like he's going to obey it, but if he sees a way to make hinself | ook good and
all he has to do is disobey the order, well, all | can say is, | pity whoever has himin his

arny."
"He used to be Sal anander ?"

Bonzo's face reddened. "He wore a uniformw th our colors, his nane was on ny roster, but he was
*never* Sal amander. The minute | saw him | knew he was trouble. That cocky | ook on his face, like
he thinks the whole Battle School was nade just to give hima place to strut. | wasn't having it.

I put into transfer himthe second he showed up and | refused to let himpractice with us, | knew
he'd | earn our whole systemand then take it to some other army and use what he learned fromne to
stick it to ny arny as fast as he could. I"'mnot stupid!"”

In Bean's experience, that was a sentence never uttered except to prove its own inaccuracy.
"So he didn't follow orders."

"It's nmore than that. He goes crying |like a baby to the teachers about how | don't |et him
practice, even though they *know* |'ve put in to transfer himout, but he whines and they let him
go in to the battleroomduring freetine and practice alone. Only he starts getting kids fromhis
| aunch group and then kids fromother arnmes, and they go in there as if he was their comrander,
doi ng what he tells them That really pissed off a ot of us. And the teachers always give that
little suckup whatever he wants, so when we conmmanders *demanded* that they bar our soldiers from
practicing with him they just said, 'Freetinme is *free*,' but everything is part of the gane,
sabe? Everything, so they're letting himcheat, and every |ousy soldier and sneaky little bastard
goes to Ender for those freetine practices so every arny's systemis conpronmi sed, sabe? You pl an
your strategy for a ganme and you never know if your plans aren't being told to a soldier in the
enenry army the second they cone out of your nouth, sabe?"

Sabe sabe sabe. Bean wanted to shout back at him Si, yo *s,* [*se*], but you couldn't show
i mpati ence with Bonzo. Besides, this was all fascinating. Bean was getting a pretty good picture
of how this army gane shaped the Iife of Battle School. It gave the teachers a chance to see not
only how the kids handl ed command, but al so how they responded to i nconpetent commanders |ike
Bonzo. Apparently, he had decided to nmake Ender the goat of his arny, only Ender refused to take
it. This Ender Wggin was the kind of kid who got it that the teachers ran everything and used
them by getting that practice room He didn't ask themto get Bonzo to stop picking on him he
asked themfor an alternate way to train hinself. Snart. The teachers had to |l ove that, and Bonzo
couldn't do a thing about it.

O could he?
"What did you do about it?"

"I't's what we're going to do. |I'mabout fed up. If the teachers won't stop it, sonebody el se
will have to, neh?" Bonzo grinned wickedly. "So |I'd stay out of Ender Wggin's freetinme practice
if I were you."

"I's he really nunber one in the standings?"

"Nunber one is piss,” said Bonzo. "He's dead last in loyalty. There's not a comander who wants

himin his arny."

"Thanks," said Bean. "Only now it kind of pisses nme off that people say I'mlike him"

"Just because you're small. They nade him a sol dier when he was still way too young. Don't |et
them do that to you, and you'll be OK sabe?"

"Ahora s, [se]," said Bean. He gave Bonzo his biggest grin.

Bonzo sniled back and cl apped himon his shoulder. "You'll do OK. Wen you get big enough, if |
haven't graduated yet, maybe you'll be in Sal amander.”

If they | eave you in conmmand of an army for another day, it's just so that the other students
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can learn how to make the best of taking orders froma higher-ranking idiot. "I'mnot going to be
a soldier for a *long* tinme," said Bean.

"Work hard," said Bonzo. "It pays off." He clapped himon the shoul der yet again, then wal ked
off with a big grin on his face. Proud of having helped a little kid. G ad to have convi nced
sonmebody of his own twi sted version of dealing with Ender Wggin, who was obviously smarter
farting than Bonzo was tal ki ng.

And there was a threat of violence against the kids who practiced with Ender Wggin in freetine.
That was good to know. Bean woul d have to decide now what to do with that information. Get the
warni ng to Ender? Warn the teachers? Say nothing? Be there to watch?

Freeti me ended. The gane room cl eared out as everyone headed to their barracks for the tine
officially dedicated to independent study. Quiet tine, in other words. For nost of the kids in
Bean' s | aunch group, though, there was nothing to study -- they hadn't had any cl asses yet. So for
toni ght, study neant playing the fantasy ganme on their desks and bantering with each other to
assert position. Everybody's desk popped up with the suggestion that they could wite letters hone
to their famlies. Sonme of the kids chose to do that. And, no doubt, they all assuned that's what
Bean was doi ng.

But he was not. He signed on to his first desk as Poke and di scovered that, as he suspected, it
didn't natter which desk he used, it was the nane and password that determ ned everything. He
woul d never have to pull that second desk out of its locker. Using the Poke identity, he wote a
journal entry. This was not unexpected -- "diary" was one of the options on the desk

What shoul d he be? A whiner? "Everybody pushed ne out of the way in the gane room just because
I"'mlittle, it isn't fair!" A baby? "I niss Sister Carlotta so so so nuch, | wish | could be in ny
own roomback in Rotterdam" Anbitious? "I'Il get the best scores on everything, they'll see.”

In the end, he decided on sonething a little nore subtle.

{What would Achilles do if he were me? OF course he's not little, but with his bad leg it's
al nost the sane thing. Achilles always knew how to wait and not show t hem anyt hing. That's what
I've got to do, too. Just wait and see what pops up. Nobody's going to want to be ny friend at
first. But after a while, they' Il get used to ne and we'll start sorting ourselves out in the
classes. The first ones who'll let me get close will be the weaker ones, but that's not a problem
You build your crew based on loyalty first, that's what Achilles did, build loyalty and train them
to obey. You work with what you have, and go fromthere.}

Let them stew on *that*. Let themthink he was trying to turn Battle School into the street life
that he knew. They'd believe it. And in the neantinme, he'd have tine to | earn as nmuch as he could
about how Battle School actually worked, and come up with a strategy that actually fit the
si tuati on.

D mak cane in one last tine before lights out. "Your desks keep working after lights out," he
said, "but if you use it when you're supposed to be sleeping, we'll know about it and we'll know
what you're doing. So it better be inportant, or you go on the pig list."

Most of the kids put their desks away; a couple of themdefiantly kept them out. Bean didn't
care either way. He had other things to think about. Plenty of time for the desk tonorrow, or the
next day.

He lay in the near-darkness -- apparently the babies here had to have a little light so they
could find their way to the toilet without tripping -- and listened to the sounds around him
| earni ng what they neant. A few whispers, a few shushes. The breathing of boys and girls as, one
by one, they fell asleep. A few even had |light child-snores. But under those human sounds, the
wi ndsound fromthe air system and random clicking and distant voices, sounds of the flexing of a
station rotating into and out of sunlight, the sound of adults working through the night.

This place was so expensive. Huge, to hold thousands of kids and teachers and staff and crew. As
expensive as a ship of the fleet, surely. And all of it just to train little children. The adults
may keep the kids wapped up in a gane, but it was serious business to *thent. This program of
training children for war wasn't just some wacko educational theory gone nad, though Sister
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Carlotta was probably right when she said that a | ot of people thought it was. The |I.F. wouldn't
maintain it at this level if it weren't expected to give serious results. So these kids snoring
and soughi ng and whi spering their way into the darkness, they really nattered.

They expect results fromnme. It's not just a party up here, where you cone for the food and then
do what you want. They really do want to make commanders out of us. And since Battle School has
been going for a while, they probably have proof that it works -- kids who already graduated and
went on to conpile a decent service record. That's what |'ve got to keep in mnd. Wiatever the
systemis here, it works.

A different sound. Not regular breathing. Jagged little breaths. An occasional gasp. And then
a sob.

Crying. Some boy was crying himself to sleep

In the nest, Bean had heard sone of the kids cry in their sleep, or as they neared sleep. Crying
because they were hungry or injured or sick or cold. But what did these kids have to cry about
here?

Anot her set of soft sobs joined the first.

They' re honesi ck, Bean realized. They've never been away from nomry and daddy before, and it's
getting to them

Bean just didn't get it. He didn't feel that way about anybody. You just live in the place
you're in, you don't worry about where you used to be or where you wi sh you were, *here* is where
you are and here's where you' ve got to find a way to survive and lying in bed boo-hooi ng doesn't
hel p nuch with *that*.

No problem though. Their weakness just puts me farther ahead. One less rival on nmy road to
becom ng a conmmander

I's that how Ender W ggin thought about things? Bean recalled everything he had | earned about
Ender so far. The kid was resourceful. He didn't openly fight with Bonzo, but he didn't put up
with his stupid decisions, either. It was fascinating to Bean, because on the street the one rule
he knew for sure was, you don't stick your neck out unless your throat's about to be slit anyway.
If you have a stupid crew boss, you don't tell himhe's stupid, you don't show himhe's stupid
you just go along and keep your head down. That's how ki ds survived.

Wien he had to, Bean had taken a bold risk. Got hinself onto Poke's crew that way. But that was
about food. That was about not dying. Wiy did Ender take such a risk when there was nothing at
stake but his standing in the war gane?

Maybe Ender knew sonething Bean didn't know. Maybe there was sonme reason why the gane was nore
important than it seened.

O maybe Ender was one of those kids who just couldn't stand to |ose, ever. The kind of kid
who's for the teamonly as long as the teamis taking himwhere he wants to go, and if it isn't,
then it's every man for hinself. That's what Bonzo thought. But Bonzo was st upid.

Once again, Bean was remi nded that there were things he didn't understand. Ender wasn't doing
every man for hinmself. He didn't practice alone. He opened his free time practice to other kids.
Launchi es, too, not just kids who could do things for him Ws it possible he did that just
because it was a decent thing to do?

The way Poke had offered herself to Achilles in order to save Bean's life?
No, Bean didn't *know* that's what she did, he didn't know that's why she died.

But the possibility was there. And in his heart, he believed it. That was the thing he had
al ways despi sed about her. She acted tough but she was soft at heart. And yet ... that softness
was what saved his life. And try as he might, he couldn't get hinself to take the too-bad-for-her
attitude that prevailed on the street. She listened to ne when | talked to her, she did a hard
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thing that risked her own life on the chance that it would lead to a better life for all her crew
Then she offered ne a place at her table and, in the end, she put herself between nme and danger
VWhy?

What was this great secret? Did Ender know it? How did he learn it? Wy couldn't Bean figure it
out for hinself? Try as he might, though, he couldn't understand Poke. He coul dn't understand
Sister Carlotta, either. Couldn't understand the arns she held himw th, the tears she shed over
him Didn't they understand that no matter how much they |loved him he was still a separate
person, and doing good for himdidn't inprove their lives in any way?

I f Ender Wggin has this weakness, then | will not be anything like him | amnot going to
sacrifice nyself for anybody. And the beginning of that is that | refuse to lie in ny bed and cry
for Poke floating there in the water with her throat slit, or boo-hoo because Sister Carlotta
isn't asleep in the next room

He wi ped his eyes, rolled over, and willed his body to relax and go to sleep. Mnents |ater, he
was dozing in that |light, easy-to-rouse sleep. Long before norning his pillow would be dry.

* k k

He dreaned, as hunan bei ngs always dream -- randomfirings of menmory and i nagi nation that the
unconscious nmind tries to put together into coherent stories. Bean rarely paid attention to his
own dreams, rarely even renenbered that he dreaned at all. But this norning he awoke with a cl ear
image in his nmnd

Ants, swarnming froma crack in the sideway. Little black ants. And larger red ants, doing battle
with them destroying them Al of them scurrying. None of them|ooking up to see the human shoe
com ng down to stanp the life out of them

Wien the shoe canme back up, what was crushed under it was not ant bodies at all. They were the
bodi es of children, the urchins fromthe streets of Rotterdam All of Achilles' fanmily. Bean
hi nself -- he recognized his own face, rising above his flattened body, peering around for one

last glinpse at the world before death.

Above him |l oomed the shoe that killed him But now it was worn on the end of a bugger's leg, and
t he bugger | aughed and | aughed.

Bean renenbered the | aughi ng bugger when he awoke, and renenbered the sight of all those
children crushed flat, of his own body mashed |ike gum under a shoe. The neani ng was obvi ous:
While we children play at war, the buggers are coming to crush us. W nust | ook above the |evel of
our private struggles and keep in mnd the greater eneny.

Except that Bean rejected that interpretation of his own dreamthe nonent he thought of it.

Dreans have no neaning at all, he renmi nded hinself. And even if they do nean sonmething, it's a
meani ng that reveals what | feel, what | fear, not some deep abiding truth. So the buggers are
comng. So they mght crush us all like ants under their feet. Wiat's that to me? My busi ness

right nowis to keep Bean alive, to advance nyself to a position where | mght be useful in the
war agai nst the buggers. There's nothing | can do to stop themright now.

Here's the | esson Bean took fromhis own dream Don't be one of the scurrying, struggling ants.
Be t he shoe.

* % %

Sister Carlotta had reached a dead end in her search of the nets. Plenty of information on human
genetics studies, but nothing |like what she was | ooking for

So she sat there, doodling with a nuisance gane on her desk while trying to think of what to do

next and wonderi ng why she was bothering to | ook into Bean's beginnings at all, when the secure
nmessage arrived fromthe I.F. Since the nessage would erase itself a mnute after arrival, to be
re-sent every mnute until it was read by the recipient, she opened it at once and keyed in her

first and second passwords.
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{FROM Col .G aff@attl eSchool .| F

TO Ss. Carl otta@pecAsn. RenCon. | F

RE: Achilles

Pl ease report all info on "Achilles" as known to subject.}

As usual, a nessage so cryptic that it didn't actually have to be encrypted, though of course it
had been. This was a secure nmessage, wasn't it? So why not just use the kid's nane. "Please report
on 'Achilles' as known to *Bean*."

Sonehow Bean had given them the name Achilles, and under circunmstances such that they didn't
want to ask himdirectly to explain. So it had to be in sonething he had witten. Aletter to her?
She felt alittle thrill of hope and then scoffed at her own feelings. She knew perfectly wel
that mail fromthe kids in Battle School was al nost never passed al ong, and besi des, the chance of
Bean actually witing to her was renpte. But they had the nane sonehow, and wanted to know from
her what it neant.

The trouble is, she didn't want to give himthat information w thout knowi ng what it woul d mean
for Bean.

So she prepared an equally cryptic reply:
{WII reply by secure conference only.}

O course this would infuriate Graff, but that was just a perk. Graff was so used to having
power far beyond his rank that it would be good for himto have a rem nder that all obedi ence was
voluntary and ultinmately depended on the free choice of the person receiving the orders. And she
woul d obey, in the end. She just wanted to nmake sure Bean was not going to suffer fromthe
information. If they knew he had been so closely involved with both the perpetrator and the victim
of a nmurder, they mght drop himfromthe program And even if she was sure it would be all right
to talk about it, she might be able to get a quid pro quo.

It took another hour before the secure conference was set up, and when Graff's head appeared in
the di spl ay above her conputer, he was not happy. "Wat ganme are you playing today, Sister
Carl otta?"

"You' ve been putting on weight, Colonel Gaff. That's not healthy."

"Achilles," he said.

"Man with a bad heel," she said. "Killed Hector and dragged his body around the gates of Troy.
Also had a thing for a captive girl nanmed Briseis."

"You know that's not the context."

"I know nore than that. | know you nust have got the name from sonething Bean wote, because the
name i s not pronounced uh-KlLL-eez, it's pronounced ah-SHEEL. French."

"Someone | ocal there.™

"Dutch is the native | anguage here, though Fleet Conmon has just about driven it out as anything
but a curiosity."

"Sister Carlotta, | don't appreciate your wasting the expense of this conference."
"And I'mnot going to talk about it until | know why you need to know. "

Gaff took a few deep breaths. She wondered if his nother taught himto count to ten, or if,
perhaps, he had learned to bite his tongue fromdealing with nuns in Catholic school

"We are trying to nake sense of sonething Bean wote."
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"Let me see it and I'Il help you as | can.”
"He's not your responsibility anynore, Sister Carlotta," said Gaff.

"Then why are you asking ne about hinf He's your responsibility, yes? So | can get back to work,
yes?"

Graff sighed and did sonething with his hands, out of sight in the display. Monents |ater the
text of Bean's diary entry appeared on her display below and in front of Gaff's face. She read
it, smling slightly.

"Wl | ?" asked Gaff.

"He's doi ng a nunmber on you, Colonel."

"What do you nean?"

"He knows you're going to read it. He's m sl eading you."
"You *know* this?"

"Achilles night indeed be providing himw th an exanple, but not a good one. Achilles once
betrayed sonmeone that Bean val ued highly."

"Don't be vague, Sister Carlotta."

"I wasn't vague. | told you precisely what | wanted you to know. Just as Bean told you what he
wanted you to hear. | can prom se you that his diary entries will only make sense to you if you
recogni ze that he is witing these things for you, with the intent to deceive."

"Wy, because he didn't keep a diary down there?"

"Because his menory is perfect," said Sister Carlotta. "He would never, never commit his rea
thoughts to a readable form He keeps his own counsel. Always. You will never find a docunent
witten by himthat is not neant to be read."

"Wuld it nake a difference if he was witing it under another identity? Wich he thinks we
don't know about ?"

"But you *do* know about it, and so he *knows* you wi |l know about it, so the other identity is
there only to confuse you, and it's working."

"I forgot, you think this kid is smarter than God."

"I"'mnot worried that you don't accept ny evaluation. The better you know him the nore you'l
realize that I"'mright. You'll even cone to believe those test scores."

"What will it take to get you to help nme with this?" asked Gaff.
"Try telling ne the truth about what this information will nean to Bean."

"He's got his primary teacher worried. He disappeared for twenty-one minutes on the way back

fromlunch -- we have a witness who talked to himon a deck where he had no busi ness, and that
still doesn't account for that |ast seventeen mnutes of his absence. He doesn't play with his
desk --"

"You think setting up false identities and witing phony diary entries isn't playing?"

"There's a diagnostic / therapeutic gane that all the children play -- he hasn't even signed on
yet."

"He'll know that the gane is psychological, and he won't play it until he knows what it wll
cost him"
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"Did you teach himthat attitude of default hostility?"
"No, | learned it fromhim"

"Tell me straight. Based on this diary entry, it |ooks as though he plans to set up his own crew
here, as if this were the street. W need to know about this Achilles so we'll know what he
actually has in mnd."

"He plans no such thing," said Sister Carlotta.

"You say it so forcefully, but without giving me a single reason to trust your conclusion."
"You call ed *me*, renenber?"

"That's not enough, Sister Carlotta. Your opinions on this boy are suspect."

"He woul d never emul ate Achilles. He would never wite his true plans where you could find them
He does not build crews, he joins themand uses them and noves on wi thout a backward gl ance. "

"So investigating this Achilles won't give us a clue about Bean's future behavior?"

"Bean prides hinself on not hol ding grudges. He thinks they' re counterproductive. But at some
level, | believe he wote about Achilles specifically because you would read what he wote and
woul d want to know nore about Achilles, and if you investigated hi myou would di scover a very bad
thing that Achilles did."

"To Bean?"

"To a friend of his."

"So he *is* capable of having friendships?"

"The girl who saved his life here on the street.”

"And what's *her* name?

"Poke. But don't bother |ooking for her. She's dead."

G aff thought about that a nmonent. "lIs that the bad thing Achilles did?"

"Bean has reason to believe so, though | don't think it would be evidence enough to convict in
court. And as | said, all these things may be unconscious. | don't think Bean would knowi ngly try
to get even with Achilles, or anybody el se, for that natter, but he might hope you'd do it for
him"

"You're still holding back, but | have no choice but to trust your judgnent, do |?"
"I promise you that Achilles is a dead end."
"And if you think of a reason why it m ght not be so dead after all?"

"I want your programto succeed, Colonel Gaff, even nore than | want Bean to succeed. My
priorities are not skewed by the fact that | do care about the child. | really have told you
everything now. But | hope you'll help nme also."

"Information isn't traded in the I.F., Sister Carlotta. It flows fromthose who have it to those
who need it."

"Let me tell you what | want, and you decide if |I need it."
"Wl | ?"

"I want to know of any illegal or top secret projects involving the alteration of the human
genone in the past ten years."

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%205%20-%20Ender's%20Shadow.txt (70 of 236) [1/14/03 10:10:12 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%205%20-%20Ender's%20Shadow. txt

G aff |ooked off into the distance. "It's too soon for you to be off on a new project, isn't it.
So this is the same old project. This is about Bean."

"He came from sonewhere."

"You nean his mnd came from somewhere."

"I mean the whol e package. | think you're going to end up relying on this boy, betting all our
lives on him and | think you need to know what's going on in his genes. It's a poor second to
knowi ng what's happening in his mnd, but that, | suspect, will always be out of reach for you."

"You sent himup here, and then you tell nme sonething like this. Don't you realize that you have
just guaranteed that | will never let himnove to the top of our selection pool ?"

"You say that now, when you've only had himfor a day," said Sister Carlotta. "He'll grow on
you. "

"He dam wel | better not shrink or he'd get sucked away by the air system"™
"Tut-tut, Colonel Gaff."

"Sorry, Sister," he answered.
"G ve nme a high enough clearance and I'lI|l do the search nyself."
"No," he said. "But I'll get summaries sent to you."

She knew that they would give her only as nuch infornation as they thought she shoul d have. But
when he tried to fob her off with useless drivel, she'd deal with that problem too. Just as she
would try to get to Achilles before the I.F. found him Get himaway fromthe streets and into a
school . Under anot her nanme. Because if the I.F. found him in all likelihood they would test him--
or find her scores on him If they tested him they would fix his foot and bring himup to Battle
School . And she had prom sed Bean that he woul d never have to face Achilles again.

CHAPTER 8 -- GOOD STUDENT

"He doesn't play the fantasy gane at *all*?"

"He has never so nmuch as chosen a figure, let alone conme through the portal."”
"I't's not possible that he hasn't discovered it."

"He reset the preferences on his desk so that the invitation no | onger pops up."
"From whi ch you conclude ..."

"He knows it isn't a game. He doesn't want us anal yzing the workings of his mnd."

"And yet he wants us to advance him"

"I don't know that. He buries hinself in his studies. For three nmonths he's been getting perfect
scores on every test. But he only reads the |l esson material once. His study is on other subjects
of his own choosing."

"Such as?"

"Vauban. "

"Seventeenth-century fortifications? Wiat is he *thinking*?"
"You see the problen"

"How does he get along with the other children?"
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"I think the classic descriptionis '"loner.'" He is polite. He volunteers nothing. He asks only
what he's interested in. The kids in his launch group think he's strange. They know he scores
better than them on everything, but they don't hate him They treat himlike a force of nature. No
friends, but no enemes."

"That's inportant, that they don't hate him They should, if he stays aloof |ike that."

"I think it's a skill he learned on the street -- to turn away anger. He never gets angry

hi msel f. Maybe that's why the teasing about his size stopped.”

"Not hi ng that you're telling ne suggests that he has command potential."

"If you think he's trying to show command potential and failing at it, then you're right."
"So ... what do you think he's doing?"

"Anal yzing us."

"Gathering informati on without giving any. Do you really think he's that sophisticated?"
"He stayed alive on the street."

"I think it's time for you to probe a little."

"And let himknow that his reticence bothers us?"

"If he's as clever as you think, he already knows.

* k% *

Bean didn't nmind being dirty. He had gone years wi thout bathing, after all. A few days didn't
bother him And if other people mnded, they kept their opinions to thenselves. Let themadd it to
the gossip about him Snaller and younger than Ender! Perfect scores on every test! Stinks |like a

pi g!

That shower tine was precious. That's when he could sign on to his desk as one of the boys
bunki ng near him-- while they were showering. They were naked, wearing only towels to the shower,
so their uniforns weren't tracking them During that tine Bean could sign on and explore the
systemwi thout letting the teachers know that he was learning the tricks of the system It tipped
his hand, just a little, when he altered the preferences so he didn't have to face that stupid
invitation to play their mnd gane every tine he changed tasks on his desk. But that wasn't a very
difficult hack, and he decided they wouldn't be particularly alarned that he'd figured it out.

So far, Bean had found only a fewreally useful things, but he felt as though he was on the
verge of breaking through nore inmportant walls. He knew that there was a virtual systemthat the
students were neant to hack through. He had heard the | egends about how Ender (of course) had
hacked the systemon his first day and signed on as God, but he knew that while Ender night have
been unusual Iy quick about it, he wasn't doing anything that wasn't expected of bright, anbitious
st udent s.

Bean's first achievenment was to find the way the teachers' systemtracked student conputer
activity. By avoiding the actions that were autonmatically reported to the teachers, he was able to
create a private file area that they wouldn't see unless they were deliberately | ooking for it.
Then, whenever he found sonething interesting while signed on as soneone el se, he would renmenber
the Il ocation, then go and downl oad the information into his secure area and work on it at his
leisure -- while his desk reported that he was reading works fromthe library. He actually read
those works, of course, but far nore quickly than his desk reported.

Wth all that preparation, Bean expected to make real progress. But far too quickly he ran into
the firewalls -- information the systemhad to have but wouldn't yield. He found severa
wor kar ounds. For instance, he couldn't find any maps of the whole station, only of the student-
accessi bl e areas, and those were al ways di agranmatic and cute, deliberately out of scale. But he
did find a series of energency maps in a programthat would automatically display themon the
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walls of the corridors in the event of a pressure-loss energency, showi ng the nearest safety

| ocks. These nmaps were to scale, and by conbining theminto a single map in his secure area, he
was able to create a schema of the whole station. Nothing was | abel ed except the | ocks, of course,
but he | earned of the existence of a parallel systemof corridors on either side of the student
area. The station nust be not one but three parallel wheels, cross-linked at many points. That's
where the teachers and staff lived, where the life support was |ocated, the conmunications with
the Fleet. The bad news was that they had separate air-circulation systens. The ductwork in one
woul d not lead himto either of the others. Which neant that while he could probably spy on

anyt hing going on in the student wheel, the other wheels were out of reach.

Even within the student wheel, however, there were plenty of secret places to explore. The
students had access to four decks, plus the gym bel ow A-Deck and the battl eroom above D- Deck
There were actually nine decks, however, two bel ow A-Deck and three above D. Those spaces had to
be used for sonmething. And if they thought it was worth hiding it fromthe students, Bean figured
it was worth exploring

And he woul d have to start exploring soon. H's exercise was nmaki ng hi mstronger, and he was
staying |l ean by not overeating -- it was unbelievable how much food they tried to force on him
and they kept increasing his portions, probably because the previous servings hadn't caused himto
gain as nuch weight as they wanted himto gain. But what he could not control was the increase in

his height. The ducts woul d be inpassable for himbefore too long -- if they weren't already. Yet
using the air systemto get himaccess to the hi dden decks was not something he could do during
showers. It would nean | osing sleep. So he kept putting it off -- one day woul dn't make that much

di fference.

Until the norning when Dinak came into the barracks first thing in the norning and announced
that everyone was to change his password inmediately, with his back turned to the rest of the
room and was to tell no one what the new password was. "Never type it in where anyone can see,”
he said.

"Somebody' s been using ot her people's passwords?" asked a kid, his tone suggesting that he
thought this an appalling idea. Such dishonor! Bean wanted to | augh

"It's required of all |I.F. personnel, so you might as well develop the habit now, " said D nak
"Anyone found using the sane password for nmore than a week will go on the pig list."

But Bean could only assune that they had caught on to what he was doi ng. That neant they had
probably | ooked back into his probing for the past nonths and knew pretty nuch what he had found
out. He signed on and purged his secure file area, on the chance that they hadn't actually found
it yet. Everything he really needed there, he had already menorized. He would never rely on the
desk again for anything his nmenmory could hol d.

Stripping and wapping his towel around him Bean headed for the showers with the others. But
D mak stopped himat the door

"Let's talk," he said.
"What about nmy shower?" asked Bean
"Suddenly you care about cleanliness?" asked Di mak

So Bean expected to be chewed out for stealing passwords. |Instead, Dinmak sat beside himon a
| ower bunk near the door and asked him far nore general questions. "How are you getting on here?"

"Fi ne."

"I know your test scores are good, but |I'm concerned that you aren't making many friends anong
the other kids."

"I've got a lot of friends."

"You nmean you know a | ot of people's names and don't quarrel with anybody."
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Bean shrugged. He didn't like this line of questioning any better than he would have |iked an
inquiry into his conputer use.

"Bean, the system here was designed for a reason. There are a |lot of factors that go into our
deci sions concerning a student's ability to conmand. The classwork is an inportant part of that.
But so is |eadership."

"Everybody here is just full of |eadership ability, right?"
Di mak | aughed. "Well, that's true, you can't all be | eaders at once."

"I'mabout as big as a three-year-old," said Bean. "I don't think a |ot of kids are eager to
start saluting ne."

"But you could be building networks of friendship. The other kids are. You don't."
"I guess | don't have what it takes to be a conmmander."

D mak rai sed an eyebrow. "Are you suggesting you *want* to be iced?"

"Do nmy test scores look like I"'mtrying to fail?"

"What *do* you want?" asked Di mak. "You don't play the ganes the other kids play. Your exercise
programis weird, even though you know the regular programis designed to strengthen you for the
battl eroom Does that mean you don't intend to play that ganme, either? Because if that's your
plan, you really *will* get iced. That's our primary nmeans of assessing conmand ability. That's
why the whole life of the school is centered around the armes.”

"I'll do fine in the battleroom" said Bean

"If you think you can do it without preparation, you' re mstaken. A quick mnd is no replacenent
for a strong, agile body. You have no idea how physically demandi ng the battl eroomcan be."

“I''l'l join the regular workouts, sir.

D mak | eaned back and cl osed his eyes with a small sigh. "My, but you're conpliant, aren't you,
Bean. "

"I try to be, sir.

"That is such conmplete bullshit," said D mk
"Sir?" Here it conmes, thought Bean

"If you devoted the energy to making friends that you devote to hiding things fromthe teachers,
you'd be the nost beloved kid in the school."

"That woul d be Ender Wggin, sir."
"And don't think we haven't picked up on the way you obsess about Wggin."

"(Obsess?" Bean hadn't asked about himafter that first day. Never joined in discussions about
the standings. Never visited the battleroomduring Ender's practice sessions.

Ch. \What an obvi ous m stake. Stupid.

"You're the only launchy who has conpl etely avoi ded so much as seei ng Ender Wggin. You track
his schedul e so thoroughly that you are never in the same roomw th him That takes real effort."”

“I''ma launchy, sir. He's in an army."
"Don't play dunmb, Bean. It's not convincing and it wastes ny tine."

Tell a usel ess and obvious truth, that was the rule. "Everyone conpares ne to Ender all the tine
‘cause | came here so young and small. | wanted to make nmy own way."
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"I'"ll accept that for now because there's a lint to how deeply | want to wade into your
bull shit," said Di mak

But in saying what he'd said about Ender, Bean wondered if it mght not be true. Wiy shouldn't |
have such a normal enption as jealousy? I'mnot a machine. So he was a little of fended that D mak
seenmed to assune that something nore subtle had to be going on. That Bean was |ying no natter what
he sai d.

"Tell me," said Dimak, "why you refuse to play the fantasy gane."
"It |1 ooks boring and stupid," said Bean. That was certainly true.

"Not good enough," said Dinak. "For one thing, it *isn't* boring and stupid to any other kid in
Battle School. In fact, the gane adapts itself to your interests."

| have no doubt of *that*, thought Bean. "It's all pretending," said Bean. "None of it's real."

"Stop hiding for one second, can't you?" snapped Di nak. "You know perfectly well that we use the
ganme to anal yze personality, and that's why you refuse to play."

"Sounds |ike you've anal yzed ny personality anyway," sai d Bean
"You just don't let up, do you?"

Bean said nothing. There was nothing to say.

"I'"ve been | ooking at your reading list," said D mak. "Vauban?"
"Yes?"

"Fortification engineering fromthe tine of Louis the Fourteenth?"

Bean nodded. He thought back to Vauban and how his strategies had adapted to fit Louis's ever-
nore-straitened finances. Defense in depth had given way to a thin line of defenses; building new
fortresses had | argely been abandoned, while razing redundant or poorly placed ones continued.
Poverty triunmphing over strategy. He started to tal k about this, but D mak cut him off.

"Come on, Bean. Why are you studying a subject that has nothing to do with war in space?"

Bean didn't really have an answer. He had been working through the history of strategy from
Xenophon and Al exander to Caesar and Machi avel li. Vauban cane in sequence. There was no plan --
nmostly his readings were a cover for his clandestine conputer work. But now that Di mak was aski ng
him what *di d* seventeenth-century fortifications have to do with war in space?

"I"'mnot the one who put Vauban in the library."

"We have the full set of military witings that are found in every library in the fleet. Nothing
nore significant than that."

Bean shrugged.
"You spent two hours on Vauban."

"So what? | spent as long on Frederick the Great, and | don't think we're doing field drills,
either, or bayoneting anyone who breaks ranks during a march into fire."

"You didn't actually read Vauban, did you," said Dinak. "So | want to know what you *were*
doi ng."

"I *was* readi ng Vauban."
"You think we don't know how fast you read?"

"And *t hi nki ng* about Vauban?"
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"Al'l right then, what were you thinking?"

"Li ke you said. About how it applies to war in space." Buy sone time here. What *does* Vauban
have to do with war in space?

"I"'mwaiting," said Dinmak. "G ve nme the insights that occupied you for two hours just
yesterday."

"Wel|l of course fortifications are inpossible in space," said Bean. "In the traditional sense,
that is. But there are things you can do. Like his nini-fortresses, where you | eave a sallying
force outside the main fortification. You can station squads of ships to intercept raiders. And
there are barriers you can put up. Mnes. Fields of flotsamto cause collisions with fast-noving
ships, holing them That sort of thing."

Di mak nodded, but said not hing.

Bean was beginning to warmto the discussion. "The real problemis that unlike Vauban, we have
only one strong point worth defending -- Earth. And the eneny is not linited to a prinmary
direction of approach. He could come from anywhere. From anywhere all at once. So we run into the
cl assi c probl em of defense, cubed. The farther out you depl oy your defenses, the nore of themyou
have to have, and if your resources are linmted, you soon have nore fortifications than you can
man. \What good are bases on noons Jupiter or Saturn or Neptune, when the eneny doesn't even have
to come in on the plane of the ecliptic? He can bypass all our fortifications. The way Ninitz and
MacArt hur used two-di mensi onal i sl and-hoppi ng agai nst the defense in depth of the Japanese in
VWrld War 11. Only our eneny can work in three dinensions. Therefore we cannot possibly naintain
defense in depth. Qur only defense is early detection and a single nmassed force."

Di mak nodded slowy. Hi s face showed no expression. "Go on."

Go on? That wasn't enough to explain two hours of reading? "Well, so | thought that even that
was a recipe for disaster, because the eneny is free to divide his forces. So even if we intercept
and defeat ninety-nine of a hundred attacki ng squadrons, he only has to get one squadron through
to cause terrible devastation on Earth. W saw how much territory a single ship could scour when
they first showed up and started burning over China. Get ten ships to Earth for a single day --
and if they spread us out enough, they'd have a |lot nore than a day! -- and they could w pe out
nmost of our main popul ation centers. Al our eggs are in that one basket."

"And all this you got from Vauban," said Di mak.

Finally. That was apparently enough to satisfy him "Fromthinking about Vauban, and how nuch
harder our defensive problemis."

"So," said Dinak, "what's your solution?"

Sol ution? What did Di mak think Bean was? |'m thinking about how to get control of the situation
here in Battle School, not howto save the world! "I don't think there is a solution," said Bean
buying tinme again. But then, having said it, he began to believe it. "There's no point in trying
to defend Earth at all. In fact, unless they have sone defensive device we don't know about, Iike
some way of putting an invisible shield around a planet or sonething, the eneny is just as
vul nerable. So the only strategy that nakes any sense at all is an all-out attack. To send our
fl eet against *their* home world and destroy it."

"What if our fleets pass in the night?" asked D nak. "W destroy each other's worlds and all we
have | eft are ships?"

"No," said Bean, his mnd racing. "Not if we sent out a fleet inmediately after the Second
Bugger War. After Mazer Rackham s strike force defeated them it would take time for word of their
defeat to cone back to them So we build a fleet as quickly as possible and | aunch it agai nst
their home world imediately. That way the news of their defeat reaches themat the sanme tinme as
our devastating counterattack."

Di mak cl osed his eyes. "Now you tell us."

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%205%20-%20Ender's%20Shadow.txt (76 of 236) [1/14/03 10:10:12 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%205%20-%20Ender's%20Shadow. txt

"No," said Bean, as it dawned on himthat he was right about everything. "That fleet was already
sent. Before anybody on this station was born, that fleet was | aunched."

"Interesting theory," said Dinmak. "OF course you're wong on every point."

"No I'"mnot," said Bean. He knew he wasn't w ong, because Dinmak's air of cal mwas not hol ding.
Sweat was standi ng out on his forehead. Bean had hit on sonmething really inportant here, and D rmak
knew it.

"I nmean your theory is right, about the difficulty of defense in space. But hard as it is, we
still have to do it, and that's why you're here. As to sone fleet we supposedly |launched -- the
Second Bugger War exhausted humanity's resources, Bean. It's taken us this long to get a
reasonabl e-si zed fleet again. And to get better weaponry for the next battle. If you | earned
anyt hi ng from Vauban, you shoul d have | earned that you can't build nore than your people have
resources to support. Besides which, you're assum ng we know where the eneny's honme world is. But
your analysis is good insofar as you've identified the magnitude of the problemwe face."

D mak got up fromthe bunk. "It's nice to know that your study tinme isn't conpletely wasted on
breaking into the conputer system" he said.

Wth that parting shot, he left the barracks.

Bean got up and wal ked back to his own bunk, where he got dressed. No tine for a shower now, and
it didn't matter anyway. Because he knew that he had struck a nerve in what he said to Di mak. The
Second Bugger War hadn't exhausted humanity's resources, Bean was sure of that. The probl ens of
defending a planet were so obvious that the I.F. couldn't possibly have m ssed them especially
not in the afternath of a nearly-lost war. They knew they had to attack. They built the fleet.
They launched it. It was gone. It was inconceivable that they had done anything el se.

So what was all this nonsense with the Battle School for? Was Dimak right, that Battle Schoo
was sinply about building up the defensive fleet around Earth to counter any eneny assault that
m ght have passed our invasion fleet on the way?

If that were true, there would be no reason to conceal it. No reason to lie. In fact, all the
propaganda on Earth was devoted to telling people howvital it was to prepare for the next Bugger
i nvasi on. So Di mak had done nothing nore than repeat the story that the |I.F. had been telling
everybody on Earth for three generations. Yet Dimak was sweating |like a fish. Wich suggested that
the story wasn't true

The defensive fleet around Earth was already fully manned, that was the problem The nornal
process of recruitnent woul d have been enough. Defensive war didn't take brilliance, just
alertness. Early detection, cautious interception, protection of an adequate reserve. Success
depended, not on the quality of command, but on the quantity of available ships and the quality of
the weaponry. There was no reason for Battle School -- Battle School only nmade sense in the
context of an offensive war, a war where nmaneuver, strategy, and tactics would play an inportant
role. But the offensive fleet was already gone. For all Bean knew, the battle had already been
fought years ago and the |I.F. was just waiting for news about whether we had won or lost. It al
depended on how many |ight-years away the Bugger hone pl anet was.

For all we know, thought Bean, the war is already over, the |I.F. knows that we won, and they
sinply haven't told anybody.

And the reason for that was obvious. The only thing that had ended war on Earth and bound
together all of humanity was a comobn cause -- defeating the Buggers. As soon as it was known that
the Bugger threat was elimnated, all the pent-up hostilities would be rel eased. Wether it was
the Muslimworld against the West, or long-restrai ned Russian inperialismand paranoi a agai nst the

Atlantic alliance, or Indian adventurism or ... or all of themat once. Chaos. The resources of
the International Fleet would be co-opted by nutinying commanders from one faction or another
Conceivably it could nean the destruction of Earth -- without any help fromthe Formcs at all.

That's what the |.F. was trying to prevent. The terrible cannibalistic war that would follow
Just as Rome tore itself apart in civil war after the final elimnation of Carthage -- only far
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wor se, because the weapons were nore terrible and the hatreds far deeper, national and religious
hatreds rather than the nere personal rivalries anong | eading citizens of Rone.

The |I.F. was determned to prevent it.

In that context, Battle School made perfect sense. For many years, alnost every child on Earth
had been tested, and those with any potential brilliance in nmilitary conmand were taken out of
their honel and and put into space. The best of the Battle School graduates, or at |east those nost
loyal to the |I.F., might very well be used to command arnies when the |.F. finally announced the
end of the war and struck preenptively to elimnate national armies and unify the world, finally
and pernmanently, under one governnment. But the main purpose of the Battle School was to get these
kids off Earth so that they could not beconme commanders of the arm es of any one nation or
faction.

After all, the invasion of France by the major European powers after the French Revolution |ed
to the desperate French governnent discovering and pronoti ng Napol eon, even though in the end he
sei zed the reins of power instead of just defending the nation. The |I.F. was determ ned that there
woul d be no Napol eons on Earth to |lead the resistance. Al the potential Napol eons were here,
wearing silly uniforns and battling each other for suprenacy in a stupid gane. It was all pig
lists. By taking us, they have tanmed the worl d.

"I'f you don't get dressed, you'll be late for class," said N kolai, the boy who slept on the
bott onmost bunk directly across from Bean

"Thanks," said Bean. He shed his dry towel and hurriedly pulled on his uniform
"Sorry | had to tell them about your using ny password," said Ni kol ai
Bean was dunfounded.

"I nean, | didn't *know* it was you, but they started asking ne what | was | ooking for in the
energency map system and since | didn't know what they were tal king about, it wasn't hard to
guess that somebody was signing on as nme, and there you are, in the perfect place to see ny desk
whenever | sign on, and ... | mean, you're really smart. But it's not like | set out to tell on
you. "

"That's fine," said Bean. "Not a problem"™
"But, | mean, what *did* you find out? Fromthe maps?"

Until this noment, Bean woul d have blown off the question -- and the boy. Nothing rmuch, | was
just curious, that's what he would have said. But now his whole world had changed. Now it mattered
that he have connections with the other boys, not so he could show his | eadership ability to the
teachers, but so that when war did break out on Earth, and when the I.F."s little plan failed, as
it was bound to do, he would know who his allies and eneni es were anong the commanders of the
various national and factional arm es.

For the I.F."s plan *would* fail. It was a miracle it hadn't failed already. It depended too
heavily on mllions of soldiers and conmanders being nore loyal to the I.F. than to their
hormel and. It woul d not happen. The |.F. itself would break up into factions, inevitably.

But the plotters no doubt were aware of that danger. They woul d have kept the nunber of plotters
as snall as possible -- perhaps only the triunvirate of Hegenon, Strategos, and Pol emarch and
maybe a few people here at Battle School. Because this station was the heart of the plan. Here was
where every single gifted conmander for two generations had been studied intimtely. There were
records on every one of them-- who was nost talented, nost valuable. What their weaknesses were,
both in character and in conmand. Who their friends were. Wat their loyalties were. VWich of
them therefore, should be approached to command the |I.F.'s forces in the intrahuman wars to cone,
and which should be stripped of command and hel d i nconmuni cado until hostilities were over

No wonder they were worried about Bean's |ack of participation in their little mnd gane. It
made hi m an unknown quantity. It nmade hi m dangerous.
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Now it was even nore dangerous for Bean to play than ever. Not playing night nmake them
suspi cious and fearful -- but in whatever nove they planned against him at |east they woul dn't
know anyt hi ng about him Wile if he did play, then they m ght be | ess suspicious -- but if they
did nove against him they would do it knowi ng whatever infornation the gane gave to them And
Bean was not at all confident of his ability to outplay the gane. Even if he tried to give them
nm sl eading results, that strategy in itself might tell them nore about himthan he wanted themto
know.

And there was another possibility, too. He m ght be conpletely wong. There m ght be key
i nfornmati on that he did not have. Maybe no fleet had been | aunched. Maybe they hadn't defeated the
Buggers at their hone world. Maybe there really was a desperate effort to build a defensive fleet.
Maybe maybe maybe.

Bean had to get nore information in order to have sone hope that his analysis was correct and
that his choices would be valid.

And Bean's isol ation had to end.

"Ni kol ai ," said Bean, "you wouldn't believe what | found out fromthose maps. Did you know there
are ni ne decks, not just four?"

"Ni ne?"
"And that's just in this wheel. There are two other wheels they never tell us about."
"But the pictures of the station show only the one wheel."

"Those pictures were all taken when there *was* only one wheel. But in the plans, there are
three. Parallel to each other, turning together."

Ni kol ai | ooked thoughtful. "But that's just the plans. Maybe they never built those other
wheel s. "

"Then why woul d they still have naps for themin the energency systen?"
Ni kol ai | aughed. "My father always said, bureaucrats never throw anything away."

O course. Wiy hadn't he thought of that? The energency map system was no doubt programed
before the first wheel was ever brought into service. So all those maps woul d already be in the
system even if the other wheels were never built, even if two-thirds of the maps would never have
a corridor wall to be displayed on. No one would bother to go into the system and cl ean them out.

"I never thought of that," said Bean. He knew, given his reputation for brilliance, that he
could pay Nikolai no higher conplinent. As indeed the reaction of the other kids in nearby bunks
showed. No one had ever had such a conversation with Bean before. No one had ever thought of
sonmet hing that Bean hadn't obviously thought of first. N kolai was blushing with pride.

"But the nine decks, that makes sense," said N kol ai
"Wsh | knew what was on them" said Bean

"Life support,” said the girl nanmed Corn Mon. "They got to be maki ng oxygen sonewhere here.
That takes a lot of plants.™

More kids joined in. "And staff. All we ever see are teachers and nutritionists.”
"And maybe they *did* build the other wheels. W don't *know* they didn't."

The specul ation ran ranpant through the group. And at the center of it all: Bean
Bean and his new friend, N kol ai

"Come on," said N kolai, "we'll be late for nath."
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PART THREE -- SCHOLAR

CHAPTER 9 -- GARDEN OF SOFI A
"So he found out how many decks there are. What can he possibly do with that information?"

"Yes, that's the exact question. What was he planning, that he felt it necessary to find that
out ? Nobody el se even | ooked for that, in the whole history of this school."

"You think he's plotting revol ution?"

"All we know about this kid is that he survived on the streets of Rotterdam It's a hellish
pl ace, fromwhat | hear. The kids are vicious. They make _Lord of the Flies_ |ook like
_Pol lyanna_."

"When did you read _Pollyanna_?"

"It was a book?"

"How can he plot a revolution? He doesn't have any friends."

"I never said anything about revolution, that's *your* theory."

"I don't have a theory. | don't understand this kid. | never even wanted himup here. | think we
shoul d just send him hone."

"“No. "
"No *sir*, |'msure you neant to say."

"After three nonths in Battle School, he figured out that defensive war nmakes no sense and that
we nust have launched a fleet against the Bugger honme worlds right after the end of the last war."

"He knows *that*? And you cone telling me he knows how many *decks* there are?"
"He doesn't *know* it. He guessed. | told himhe was wong."

"I''"'msure he believed you."

"I"'msure he's in doubt."

"This is all the nore reason to send hi mback to Earth. O out to sone di stant base sonewhere.
Do you realize the nightmare if there's a breach of security on this?"

"Everyt hi ng depends on how he uses the information."

"Only we don't know anything about him so we have no way of knowi ng how he'll use it."
"Sister Carlotta --"

"Do you *hate* ne? That woman is even nore inscrutable than your little dwarf."

"Anmnd like Bean's is not to be thrown away just because we fear there mght be a security
breach."

"Nor is security to be thrown away for the sake of one really smart kid."

"Aren't we snmart enough to create new | ayers of deception for hin? Let himfind out sonething
that he'll think is the truth. AIl we have to do is cone up with a lie that we think he'l
bel i eve. "

* k% %
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Sister Carlotta sat in the terrace garden, across the tiny table fromthe w zened old exile.

"I"'mjust an old Russian scientist living out the last years of his Iife on the shores of the
Bl ack Sea." Anton took a long drag on his cigarette and blew it out over the railing, adding it to
the pollution flowing from Sofia out over the water.

"I"'mnot here with any | aw enforcenent authority," said Sister Carlotta.
"You have sonething much nore dangerous to ne. You are fromthe Fleet."
"You' re in no danger."

"That's true, but only because I'mnot going to tell you anything."
"Thank you for your candor."

"You val ue candor, but | don't think you would appreciate it if | told you the thoughts your
body arouses in the mind of this old Russian.”

"Trying to shock nuns is not nuch sport. There is no trophy."
"So you take nunnitude seriously."

Sister Carlotta sighed. "You think | cane here because | know somnet hi ng about you and you don't
want me to find out nore. But | cane here because of what | can't find out about you."

"Which is?"

"Anyt hi ng. Because | was researching a particular matter for the |I.F., they gave ne a sunmary of
articles on the topic of research into altering the human genone."

"And nmy nane cane up?"
"On the contrary, your name was never mnentioned."
"How qui ckly they forget."

"But when | read the few papers available fromthe people they did nention -- always early work,
before the I.F. security machine clanped down on them-- | noticed a trend. Your name was al ways
cited in their footnotes. Cited constantly. And yet not a word of yours could be found. Not even
abstracts of papers. Apparently you have never published."

"And yet they quote nme. Alnpbst miraculous, isn't it? You people do collect mracles, don't you?
To nake sai nts?"

"No beatification until after you re dead, sorry."

"I have only one lung left as it is,"” said Anton. "So | don't have that long to wait, as long as
| keep snoking."

"You coul d stop."

"Wth only one lung, it takes twice as nany cigarettes to get the same nicotine. Therefore
have had to increase ny snoking, not cut down. This should be obvious, but then, you do not think
like a scientist, you think like a woman of faith. You think |like an obedi ent person. Wen you
find out sonmething is bad, you don't do it."

"Your research was into genetic limtations on human intelligence."
"Was it?"

"Because it's in that area that you are always cited. O course, these papers were never *about*
t hat exact subject, or they too would have been classified. But the titles of the articles
mentioned in the footnotes -- the ones you never wote, since you never published anything -- are
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all tied to that area."
"It is so easy in a career to find oneself in a rut."
"So | want to ask you a hypothetical question."
"My favorite kind. Next to rhetorical ones. | can nap equally well through either kind."

"Suppose soneone were to break the law and attenpt to alter the human genonme, specifically to
enhance intelligence."

"Then sormeone woul d be in serious danger of being caught and puni shed."”

"Suppose that, using the best avail able research, he found certain genes that he could alter in
an enbryo that would enhance the intelligence of the person when he was born."

"Enbryo! Are you testing ne? Such changes can only happen in the egg. A single cell."

"And suppose a child was born with these alterations in place. The child was born and he grew up
enough for his great intelligence to be noticed."

"l assune you are not speaking of your own child."

"I'm speaking of no child at all. A hypothetical child. How woul d soneone recognize that this
child had been genetically altered? Wthout actually exanining the genes."

Anton shrugged. "Wat does it matter if you exam ne the genes? They will be normal."
"Even though you altered thenf"

"It is such a little change. Hypothetically speaking."

"Wthin the normal range of variation?"

"It is two switches, one that you turn on, one that you turn off. The gene is already there, you
see."

"What gene?"

"Savants were the key, for me. Autistic, usually. Dysfunctional. They have extraordi nary nental
powers. Lightning-fast cal culations. Phenonenal nenories. But they are inept, even retarded in
other areas. Square roots of twelve-digit nunbers in seconds, but incapable of conducting a sinple
purchase in a store. How can they be so brilliant, and so stupid?"

"That gene?"

"No, it was another, but it showed ne what was possible. The hunan brain could be far snarter
than it is. But is there a, how you say, bargai n?"

"Trade-of f."

"Aterrible bargain. To have this great intellect, you have to give up everything else. That's
how t he brains of autistic savants acconplish such feats. They do one thing, and the rest is a
di stracti on, an annoyance, beyond the reach of any conceivable interest. Their attention truly is
undi vi ded. "

"So all hyperintelligent people would be retarded in sonme other way."

"That is what we all assuned, because that is what we saw. The exceptions seened to be only mld
savants, who were thus able to spare some concentration on ordinary life. Then | thought ... but |
can't tell you what | thought, because | have been served with an order of inhibition."

He smled helplessly. Sister Carlotta's heart fell. When soneone was a proven security risk
they inplanted in his brain a device that caused any kind of anxiety to |aunch a feedback | oop,
| eading to a panic attack. Such people were then given periodic sensitization to make sure that
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they felt a great deal of anxiety when they contenplated tal ki ng about the forbidden subject.

Vi ewed one way, it was a nonstrous intrusion on a person's life; but if it was conpared to the
comon practice of inmprisoning or killing people who could not be trusted with a vital secret, an
order of intervention could | ook downright humane.

That expl ai ned, of course, why Anton was anused by everything. He had to be. If he allowed
himsel f to becone agitated or angry -- any strong negative enpotion, really -- then he would have a
pani ¢ attack even without talking about forbidden subjects. Sister Carlotta had read an article
once in which the wife of a man equi pped with such a device said that their |ife together had
never been happi er, because now he took everything so calmy, with good hunor. "The children | ove
hi m now, instead of dreading his tine at hone." She said that, according to the article, only
hours before he threw hinself froma cliff. Life was better, apparently, for everyone but him

And now she had net a man whose very nenories had been rendered i naccessible.
"What a shane," said Sister Carlotta.

"But stay. My life here is a lonely one. You' re a sister of nercy, aren't you? Have nercy on a
lonely old man, and walk with ne."

She wanted to say no, to | eave at once. At that nmonent, however, he |eaned back in his chair and
began to breathe deeply, regularly, with his eyes closed, as he humred a little tune to hinself.

Aritual of calmng. So ... at the very nonent of inviting her to walk with him he had felt
some kind of anxiety that triggered the device. That nmeant there was sonething inportant about his
invitation.

"OF course I'Il walk with you," she said. "Though technically ny order is relatively unconcerned
with mercy to individuals. W are far nore pretentious than that. Qur business is trying to save
the world."

He chuckl ed. "One person at a tinme would be too slow, is that it?"

"We nake our lives of service to the |arger causes of humanity. The Savior already died for sin
W work on trying to clean up the consequences of sin on other people.”

"An interesting religious quest," said Anton. "I wonder whether ny old line of research would
have been considered a service to humanity, or just another ness that someone like you would have
to clean up."

"I wonder that nyself," said Sister Carlotta.

"W will never know. " They strolled out of the garden into the alley behind the house, and then
to a street, and across it, and onto a path that led through an untended park.

"The trees here are very old," Sister Carlotta observed.

"How ol d are *you*, Carlotta?"

"Cbj ectively or subjectively?"

"Stick to the Gregorian cal endar, please, as nost recently revised."

"That switch away fromthe Julian systemstill sticks in the Russian craw, does it?"

"It forced us for nore than seven decades to commenorate an October Revolution that actually
occurred in Novenber."

"You are nuch too young to renenber when there were Comuni sts in Russia.”

"On the contrary, | amold enough now to have all the nenories of nmy people |ocked within ny
head. | renenber things that happened | ong before | was born. | remenber things that never
happened at all. | live in nenmory."
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"I's that a pleasant place to dwell ?"

"Pl easant ?" He shrugged. "I laugh at all of it because | nust. Because it is so sweetly sad --
all the tragedies, and yet nothing is |earned."

"Because hunman nature never changes,"” she said.

"I have i mgined," he said, "how God m ght have done better, when he made man -- in his own
i mage, | believe."

"Mal e and femal e created he them Making his inage anatomically vague, one nust suppose.”

He | aughed and cl apped her rather too forcefully on the back. "I didn't know you could | augh
about such things! | ampleasantly surprised!"

"I"'mglad | could bring cheer into your bleak existence."

"And then you sink the barb into the flesh." They reached an overl ook that had rather less of a
view of the sea than Anton's own terrace. "It is not a bleak existence, Carlotta. For | can
cel ebrate God's great comprom se in maki ng human beings as we are.”

" Conpr oni se?"

"Qur bodies could live forever, you know. W don't have to wear out. Qur cells are all alive;
they can naintain and repair thenselves, or be replaced by fresh ones. There are even nechani sns
to keep repl eni shing our bones. Menopause need not stop a worman from bearing children. Qur brains
need not decay, shedding nmenories or failing to absorb new ones. But God made us with death
i nside."

"You are beginning to sound serious about Cod."

"God nade us with death inside, and also with intelligence. W have our seventy years or so --
perhaps ninety, with care -- in the nountains of Georgia, a hundred and thirty is not unheard of,
though | personally believe they are all liars. They would claimto be immortal if they thought
they could get away with it. We could live forever, if we were willing to be stupid the whole
time."

"Surely you're not saying that God had to choose between long life and intelligence for hunan
bei ngs!"

"It's there in your own Bible, Carlotta. Two trees -- know edge and life. You eat of the tree of
know edge, and you will surely die. You eat of the tree of life, and you remain a child in the
garden forever, undying."

"You speak in theological terns, and yet | thought you were an unbeliever."

"Theology is a joke to ne. Amusing! | laugh at it. |I can tell amusing stories about theology, to
jest with believers. You see? It pleases ne and keeps nme calm”

At | ast she understood. How clearly did he have to spell it out? He was telling her the
i nformati on she asked about, but doing it in code, in a way that fooled not only any eavesdroppers
-- and there mght well be listeners to every word they said -- but even his own mnd. It was all

a jest; therefore he could tell her the truth, as long as he did it in this form
"Then | don't mind hearing your wild hunmorous forays into theol ogy."

"CGenesis tells of nen who lived to be nore than nine hundred years old. Wiat it does not tel
you i s how very stupid these nen all were."

Sister Carlotta |aughed al oud.

"That's why God had to destroy humanity with his little flood," Anton went on. "Get rid of those
stupid people and replace themw th qui cker ones. Quick quick quick, their mnds noved, their
met aboli sm Rushing onward into the grave."

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%205%20-%20Ender's%20Shadow.txt (84 of 236) [1/14/03 10:10:12 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%205%20-%20Ender's%20Shadow. txt

"From Met husel ah at nearly a millenniumof life to Mbses with his hundred and twenty years, and
now to us. But our lives are getting |onger."

"l rest ny case."
"Are we stupider now?"

"So stupid that we would rather have long life for our children than see them becone too much
like God, knowing ... good and evil ... knowing ... everything." He clutched at his chest,
gasping. "Ah, CGod! CGod in heaven!" He sank to his knees, His breath was shallow and rapid now. His
eyes rolled back in his head. He fell over

Apparently he hadn't been able to naintain his self-deception. Hs body finally caught on to how
he had managed to tell his secret to this woman by speaking it in the | anguage of religion

She rolled himonto his back. Now that he had fainted, his panic attack was subsiding. Not that
fainting was trivial in a man of Anton's age. But he would not need any heroismto bring hi mback
not this time. He would wake up cal m

Where were the people who were supposed to be nonitoring hinf Wiere were the spies who were
listening in to their conversation?

Poundi ng feet on the grass, on the | eaves.

"A bit slow, weren't you?" she said w thout |ooking up

"Sorry, we didn't expect anything." The man was youngi sh, but not terribly bright-Iooking. The
i mpl ant was supposed to keep himfromspilling his tale; it was not necessary for his guards to be
cl ever.

"I think he'll be all right."
"What were you tal king about ?"

"Religion," she said, knowi ng that her account would probably be checked agai nst a recording.
"He was criticizing God for ms-naking human beings. He clainmed to be joking, but | think that a
man of his age is never really joking when he tal ks about God, do you?"

"Fear of death gets in them" said the young nman sagely -- or at |east as sagely as he could
nanage.

"Do you think he accidentally triggered this panic attack by agitating his own anxi ety about
death?" |If she asked it as a question, it wasn't actually alie, was it?

"I don't know. He's coming around.”

"Well, | certainly don't want to cause himany nore anxi ety about religious natters. Wen he
wakes up, tell himhow grateful | amfor our conversation. Assure himthat he has clarified for ne
one of the great questions about God's purpose."”

"Yes, I'll tell him" said the young nman earnestly.
O course he woul d garbl e the nessage hopel essly.

Sister Carlotta bent over and kissed Anton's cold, sweaty forehead. Then she rose to her feet
and wal ked away.

So that was the secret. The genone that allowed a human being to have extraordinary intelligence
acted by speeding up many bodily processes. The nind worked faster. The child devel oped faster
Bean was i ndeed the product of an experinment in unlocking the savant gene. He had been given the
fruit of the tree of knowl edge. But there was a price. He would not be able to taste of the tree
of life. Whatever he did with his life, he would have to do it young, because he would not live to
be ol d.
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Anton had not done the experinment. He had not played God, bringing forth human bei ngs who woul d
live in an explosion of intelligence, sudden firewrks instead of single, |ong-burning candles.
But he had found a key God had hidden in the human genonme. Soneone el se, sone follower, some
insatiably curious soul, sone woul d-be visionary |longing to take human beings to the next stage of

evol ution or sone other such nad, arrogant cause -- this soneone had taken the bold step of
turning that key, opening that door, putting the killing, brilliant fruit into the hand of Eve.
And because of that act -- that serpentine, slithering crine -- it was Bean who had been expel |l ed
fromthe garden. Bean who woul d now, surely, die -- but die like a god, knowi ng good and evil.

CHAPTER 10 -- SNEAKY
"I can't help you. You didn't give me the information | asked for."
"W gave you the dammed summaries."”

"You gave ne nothing and you know it. And now you conme to me asking ne to evaluate Bean for you -
- but you do not tell me why, you give me no context. You expect an answer but you deprive ne of
the neans of providing it."

"Frustrating, isn't it?"
"Not for me. | sinmply won't give you any answer."
"Then Bean is out of the program"™

"I'f your mind is made up, no answer of mine will change you, especially because you have made
certain my answer will be unreliable.”

"You know nore than you've told ne, and | nust have it."

"How nmarvel ous. You have achi eved perfect enpathy with ne, for that is the exact statenent |
have repeatedly nade to you."

"An eye for an eye? How Christian of you."
"Unbel i evers al ways want *other* people to act like Christians."”

"Perhaps you haven't heard, but there's a war on

"Again, | could have said the sane thing to you. There's a war on, yet you fence ne around with
foolish secrecy. Since there is no evidence of the Form c eneny spying on us, this secrecy is not
about the war. It's about the Triumvirate maintaining their power over humanity. And | am not
renotely interested in that."

"You're wong. That information is secret in order to prevent some terrible experinments from
bei ng perforned. "

"Only a fool closes the door when the wolf is already inside the barn."
"Do you have proof that Bean is the result of a genetic experinent?"

"How can | prove it, when you have cut ne off fromall evidence? Besides, what matters is not
*whet her* he has altered genes, but what those genetic changes, if he has them mnmight lead himto
do. Your tests were all designed to allow you to predict the behavior of nornal human bei ngs. They
may not apply to Bean."

"If he's that unpredictable, then we can't rely on him He's out."

"What if he's the only one who can win the war? Do you drop himfromthe programthen?"

* % %
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Bean didn't want to have nuch food in his body, not tonight, so he gave away al nost all his food
and turned in a clean tray | ong before anyone el se was done. Let the nutritionist be suspicious --
he had to have tine alone in the barracks.

The engi neers had al ways | ocated the intake at the top of the wall over the door into the
corridor. Therefore the air must flow into the roomfromthe opposite end, where the extra bunks
wer e unoccupi ed. Since he had not been able to see a vent just glancing around that end of the
room it had to be | ocated under one of the | ower bunks. He couldn't search for it when others
woul d see him because no one could be allowed to know that he was interested in the vents. Now,
al one, he dropped to the floor and in nmonents was jinmmying at the vent cover. It canme off readily.
He tried putting it back on, listening carefully for the level of noise that operation caused. Too
much. The vent screen would have to stay off. He laid it on the floor beside the opening, but out
of the way so he wouldn't accidentally bunmp into it in the darkness. Then, to be sure, he took it
conpletely out fromunder that bunk and slid it under the one directly across.

Done. He then resumed his normal activities.
Until night. Until the breathing of the others told himthat nost, if not all, were asleep

Bean sl ept naked, as many of the boys did -- his uniformwould not give himaway. They were told
to wear their towels when going to and fromthe toilet in the night, so Bean assuned that it, too
coul d be tracked.

So as Bean slid down fromhis bunk, he pulled his towel fromits hook on the bunk franme and
wrapped it around hinself as he trotted to the door of the barracks.

Not hi ng unusual . Toilet trips were allowed, if not encouraged, after lights out, and Bean had
made it a point to make several such runs during his tinme in Battle School. No pattern was being
violated. And it was a good idea to nake his first excursion with an enpty bl adder

Wien he cane back, if anyone was awake all they saw was a kid in a towel heading back to his
bunk.

But he wal ked past his bunk and quietly sank down and slid under the | ast bunk, where the
uncovered vent awaited him H s towel remained on the floor under the bunk, so that if anyone woke
enough to notice that Bean's bunk was enpty, they would see that his towel was m ssing and assune
he had gone to the toilet.

It was no less painful this tine, sliding into the vent, but once inside, Bean found that his
exerci se had paid off. He was able to slide down at an angle, always noving slowy enough to make
no noi se and to avoid snagging his skin on any protruding metal. He wanted no injuries he'd have
to expl ain.

In the utter darkness of the air duct, he had to keep his nental map of the station constantly
in mind. The faint nightlight of each barracks cast only enough light into the air ducts to allow
himto make out the |ocation of each vent. But what mattered was not the |ocation of the other
barracks on this level. Bean had to get either up or down to a deck where teachers |lived and
wor ked. Judging fromthe amount of time it took Dimak to get to their barracks the rare tinmes that
a quarrel demanded his attention, Bean assuned that his quarters were on anot her deck. And because
Di mak always arrived breathing a little heavily, Bean also assunmed it was a deck bel ow their own
| evel, not above -- Dimak had to clinb a [ adder, not slide down a pole, to reach them

Nevert hel ess, Bean had no intention of going down first. He had to see whether he could
successfully clinb to a higher deck before getting hinself potentially trapped on a | ower one.

So when he finally -- after passing three barracks -- came to a vertical shaft, he did not clinb
down. Instead, he probed the walls to see how nmuch larger it was than the horizontals. It was much
wi der -- Bean could not reach all the way across it. But it was only slightly deeper, front to

back. That was good. As |long as Bean didn't work too hard and sweat too much, friction between his
skin and the front and back walls of the duct would allow himto inch his way upward. And in the
vertical duct, he could face forward, giving his neck a nuch-needed respite from being perpetually
turned to one side.
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Downwar d was al nost harder than upward, because once he started sliding it was harder to stop
He was al so aware that the | ower he went, the heavier he would becone. And he had to keep checking
the wall beside him 1ooking for another side duct.

But he didn't have to find it by probing, after all. He could see the side duct, because there
was light in both directions. The teachers didn't have the sane |ights-out rules as the students,
and their quarters were snaller, so that vents cane nore frequently, spilling nmore light into the
duct .

In the first room a teacher was awake and working at his desk. The trouble was that Bean
peering out of a vent screen near the floor, could not see a thing he was typing.

It would be that way in all the roons. The floor vents would not work for him He had to get
into the air-intake system

Back to the vertical duct. The wi nd was coning from above, and so that was where he had to go if
he was to cross over fromone systemto another. H's only hope was that the duct system woul d have
an access door before he reached the fans, and that he would be able to find it in the dark

Headi ng always into the wind, and finding hinself noticeably Iighter after clinbing past seven
decks, he finally reached a wider area with a small light strip. The fans were much | ouder, but he
still wasn't near enough to see them It didn't matter. He would be out of this wi nd.

The access door was clearly marked. It also might be wired to sound an alarmif it was opened.
But he doubted it. That was the kind of thing that was done in Rotterdamto guard agai nst
burglars. Burglary wasn't a serious problemon space stations. This door would only have been
alarned if all doors in the station were fitted with alarns. He'd find out soon enough

He opened the door, slipped out into a faintly |ighted space, closed the door behind him

The structure of the station was visible here, the beans, the sections of netal plating. There
were no solid surfaces. The roomwas al so noticeably colder, and not just because he was out of
the hot wind. Cold hard space was on the other side of those curved plates. The furnaces m ght be
| ocated here, but the insulation was very good, and they had not bothered to punp nuch of that hot
air into this space, relying instead on seepage to heat it. Bean hadn't been this cold since

Rotterdam ... but compared to wearing thin clothing in the winter streets with the wind off the
North Sea, this was still alnpbst balny. It annoyed Bean that he had becone so panpered here that
he even cared about such a slight chill. And yet he couldn't keep hinself from shivering a couple

of tinmes. Even in Rotterdam he hadn't been naked

Fol | owi ng the ductwork, he clinbed up the workmen's | adderways to the furnaces and then found
the air-intake ducts and foll owed them back down. It was easy to find an access door and enter the
mai n vertical duct.

Because the air in the intake systemdid not have to be under positive pressure, the ducts did
not have to be so narrow. Also, this was the part of the systemwhere dirt had to be caught and
renoved, so it was nore inportant to maintain access; by the tine air got past the furnaces, it
was already as clean as it was ever going to get. So instead of shinnying up and down narrow
shafts, Bean scranbled easily down a |adder, and in the low light still had no trouble reading the
signs telling which deck each side opening led to.

The side passages weren't really ducts at all. Instead, they consisted of the entire space
between the ceiling of one corridor and the floor of the one above. Al the wiring was here, and
the water pipes -- hot, cold, sewer. And besides the strips of dimworklights, the space was
frequently lighted by the vents on both sides of the space -- those sane narrow strips of vent
openi ngs that Bean had seen fromthe floor below on his first excursion

Now he coul d see easily down into each teacher's quarters. He crept along, naking as little
noi se as possible -- a skill he had perfected prowing through Rotterdam He quickly found what he
was | ooking for -- a teacher who was awake, but not working at his desk. The man was not well
known to Bean, because he supervised an ol der group of launchies and did not teach any of the
cl asses Bean was taking. He was heading for a shower. That neant he would cone back to the room
and, perhaps, would sign in again, allowi ng Bean to have a chance at getting both his |log-in nane
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and his password.

No doubt the teachers changed passwords often, so whatever he got wouldn't |ast |ong. Moreover,
it was al ways possible that attenpting to use a teacher's password on a student desk m ght set off
sonme kind of alarm But Bean doubted it. The whol e security system was designed to shut students
out, to nmonitor student behavior. The teachers would not be so closely watched. They frequently
wor ked on their desks at odd hours, and they also frequently signed on to student desks during the
day to call on their nore powerful tools to help solve a student's problemor give a student nore
personal i zed conputer resources. Bean was reasonably sure that the risk of discovery was
out wei ghed by the benefits of snagging a teacher's identity.

Wil e he waited, he heard voices a few roons up. He wasn't quite cl ose enough to nmake out the
words. Did he dare risk missing the bather's return?

Morments | ater he was | ooking down into the quarters of ... Dinmak hinmself. Interesting. He was
talking to a man whose hol ographi c i nage appeared in the air over his desk. Colonel Gaff, Bean
realized. The commandant of Battle School

"My strategy was sinple enough,” Gaff was saying. "I gave in and got her access to the stuff
she wanted. She was right, | can't get good answers fromher unless | let her see the data she's
asking for."

"So did she give you any answers?"

"No, too soon. But she gave nme a very good question."

"Which is?"

"Whet her the boy is actually human.”

"Ch, cone on. Does she think he's a Bugger larva in a human suit?"

"Nothing to do with the Buggers. Genetically enhanced. It would explain a lot."
"But still human, then."

"I'sn't that debatabl e? The di fference between humans and chi npanzees is genetically slight.
Bet ween humans and neanderthals it had to be m nute. How rmuch difference would it take for himto
be a different species?"

"Phil osophically interesting, but in practical ternms --

"In practical terms, we don't know what this kid will do. There's no data on his species. He's a
pri mate, which suggests certain regularities, but we can't assune anything about his notivations
that --"

"Sir, with all due respect, he's still a kid. He's a human being. He's not sonme alien --

"That's precisely what we've got to find out before we deternine how nuch we can rely on him
And that's why you are to watch himeven nore carefully. If you can't get himinto the nind gane,
then find some other way to figure out what nmakes himtick. Because we can't use himuntil we know
just how rmuch we can rely on him™"

Interesting that they openly call it the m nd gane anong thensel ves, thought Bean

Then he realized what they were saying. "Can't get himinto the mind gane." As far as Bean knew,
he was the only kid who didn't play the fantasy gane. They were tal king about him New speci es.
Genetically altered. Bean felt his heart pounding in his chest. Wiat am1? Not just snmart, but
different.

"What about the breach of security?" D mak asked.

"That's the other thing. You ve got to figure out what he knows. O at least howlikely he is to
spill it to any other kids. That's the greatest danger right now. Is the possibility of this kid
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bei ng the conmander we need great enough to bal ance the risk of breaching security and col | apsing
the progran? | thought with Ender we had an all-or-nothing | ong-odds bet, but this one makes Ender
l ook like a sure thing."

"I didn't think of you as a ganbler, sir."

"I"'mnot. But sometinmes you're forced into the gane."

"I"'mon it, sir.

"Encrypt everything you send ne on him No nanes. No discussions with other teachers beyond the
normal . Contain this."

"Of course."

"If the only way we can beat the Buggers is to replace ourselves with a new species, D nak, then
have we really saved humanity?"

"One kid is not replacenent of a species," said Dinmak

"Foot in the door. Canel's nose in the tent. Gve theman inch."
"*Thent, sir?"

"Yes, |'m paranoid and xenophobic. That's how | got this job. Cultivate those virtues and you,
too, mght rise to ny lofty station.”

D mak | aughed. Graff didn't. H s head disappeared fromthe display.

Bean had the discipline to renmenber that he was waiting to get a password. He crept back to the
bat her's room

Still not back.

What breach of security were they tal king about? It nust have been recent, for themto be
di scussing it with such urgency. That neant it had to be Bean's conversation wi th D mak about what
was really going on with the Battle School. And yet his guess that the battle had al ready happened
could not be it, or Dimak and Graff would not be tal king about how he m ght be the only way they
could beat the Buggers. If the Buggers were still unbeaten, the breach of security had to be
sonet hi ng el se

It could still be that his earlier guess was partly right, and Battle School existed as nuch to
strip the Earth of good commanders as to beat the Buggers. G aff and Dinmak's fear m ght be that
Bean would | et other kids in on the secret. For sonme of them at least, it mght rekindle their
loyalty to the nation or ethnic group or ideology of their parents.

And since Bean had definitely been planning to probe the |oyalties of other students over the
next nonths and years, he now woul d have to be doubly cautious not to let his pattern of
conversation attract the attention of the teachers. Al he needed to know was which of the best
and brightest kids had the strongest honme |loyalties. OF course, for that Bean would need to figure
out just how loyalty worked, so he would have sone idea of how to weaken it or strengthen it, how
to exploit it or turnit.

But just because this first guess of Bean's could explain their words didn't nean it was right.
And just because the final Bugger war had not yet been fought didn't mean his initial guess was
completely wong. They m ght, for instance, have |launched a fleet against the Bugger honme world
years ago, but were still preparing conmanders to fight off an invasion fleet now approaching
Earth. In that case, the security breach G aff and D nak feared was that Bean would frighten
others by letting them know how urgent and dire the situation of hunmanity was.

The irony was that of all the children Bean had ever known, none could keep a secret as well as
he did. Not even Achilles, for in refusing his share of Poke's bread, he had tipped his hand.

Bean coul d keep a secret, but he al so knew that sonetinmes you had to give sonme hint of what you
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knew in order to get nore information. That was what had pronpted Bean's conversation wi th D mak.
It was dangerous, but in the long run, if he could keep themfromrenoving himfromthe schoo

entirely in order to silence him-- not to nention keeping themfromkilling him-- he had | earned
nore inportant information than he had given them In the end, the only things they could | earn
fromhimwere about hinself. And what he | earned fromthem was about everything else -- a nuch

| arger pool of know edge.

H nmsel f. That was their puzzle -- who he was. Silly to be concerned about whether he was hunman.
What el se *coul d* he be? He had never seen any child show any desire or enotion that he hinself
had not felt. The only difference was that Bean was stronger, and did not let his fleeting needs
and passions control his actions. Did that make himalien? He was human -- only better

The teacher cane back into the room He hung up his danp towel, but even before he dressed he
sat back down and | ogged on. Bean watched his fingers nove over the keys. It was so quick. A blur
of keystrokes. He would have to replay the nenory in his nind nany tinmes to nake sure. But at
| east he had seen it; nothing obstructed his view

Bean craw ed back toward the vertical intake shaft. The evening' s expedition had al ready taken
as long as he dared -- he needed his sleep, and every ninute away increased the risk of chance
di scovery.

In fact, he had been very lucky on this first foray through the ducts. To happen to hear D nak
and Graff conversing about him to happen to watch a teacher who conveniently gave hima cl ear
view of his log-in. For a monment it crossed Bean's nind that they m ght know he was in the air
system might even have staged all this for him to see what he'd do. It m ght be just one nore
experi ment.

No. It wasn't just luck that this teacher showed himthe | og-in. Bean had chosen to watch him
because he was going to shower, because his desk was sitting on the table in such a way that Bean
had a reasonabl e chance of seeing the log-in. It was an intelligent choice on Bean's part. He had
gone with the best odds, and it paid off.

As for Dinak and Graff, it might have been chance that he overheard themtalking, but it was his
own choice to nove closer at once in order to hear. And, cone to think of it, he had chosen to go
exploring in the ducts because of precisely the sanme event that had pronpted Graff and Dinak to be
so concerned. Nor was it a surprise that their conversati on happened after |ights-out for the

children -- that's when things woul d have qui eted down, and, with duties done, there would be tine
for a conversation without Graff calling Dimak in for a special neeting, which mght arouse
qguestions in the mnds of the other teachers. Not |luck, really -- Bean had nmade his own luck. He

saw the | og-in and overheard the conversati on because he had made that quick decision to get into
the intake systemand acted on it at once.

He had al ways nade his own | uck

Maybe t hat was sonething that went along with whatever genetic alteration Gaff had found out
about .

*She*, they had said. *She* had raised the question of whether Bean was genetically hunan. Sone
wonman who was searching for information, and Graff had given in, was letting her have access to
facts that had been hidden from her. That neant that he would receive nore answers fromthis woman
as she began to use that new data. Mdre answers about Bean's origins.

Could it be Sister Carlotta who had doubted Bean's humanity?

Sister Carlotta, who wept when he |left her and went into space? Sister Carlotta, who |Ioved him
as a nother |oves her child? How could *she* doubt hinf

If they wanted to find sone i nhuman human, some alien in a hunan suit, they ought to take a good
Il ong ook at a nun who enbraces a child as her own, and then goes around casting doubt about
whet her he's a real boy. The opposite of Pinocchio' s fairy. She touches a real boy and turns him
into sonething awful and fearful

It could not have been Sister Carlotta they were tal king about. Just another woman. Hi s guess

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%205%20-%20Ender's%20Shadow.txt (91 of 236) [1/14/03 10:10:12 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%205%20-%20Ender's%20Shadow. txt

that it nmight be her was sinply wong, just like his guess that the final battle with the Buggers
had al ready happened. That's why Bean never fully trusted his own guesses. He acted on them but
al ways kept hinself open to the possibility that his interpretations nm ght be wong.

Besi des, *his* probl emwas not figuring out whether he really was human or not. Watever he was,
he was hinmself and nust act in such a way as to not only stay alive but also get as nuch contro
over his own future as possible. The only danger to himwas that *they* were concerned about the
i ssue of his possible genetic alteration. Bean's task was therefore to appear so normal that their
fears on that score would be dispelled.

But how could he pretend to be normal ? He hadn't been brought here because he was normal, he was
brought here because he was extraordinary. For that matter, so were all the other kids. And the
school put so nmuch strain on themthat sone becane downright odd. Like Bonzo Madrid, with his |oud
vendetta agai nst Ender Wggin. So in fact, Bean shouldn't appear normal, he should appear weird in
t he expected ways.

I npossible to fake that. He didn't know yet what signs the teachers were | ooking for in the
behavi or of the children here. He could find ten things to do, and do them never guessing that
there were ninety things he hadn't noti ced.

No, what he had to do was not to *act* in predictable ways, but to *becone* what they hoped
their perfect comander woul d be.

When he got back to his barracks, clinbed back up to his bunk, and checked the time on his desk
he found that he had done it all in less than an hour. He put away his desk and lay there
replaying in his mind the inage in his nenory of the teacher's fingers, |ogging in. Wen he was
reasonably certain of what the log-in and password were, he allowed hinmself to drift toward sl eep

Only then, as he was beginning to doze, did he realize what his perfect canouflage woul d be,
quelling their fears and bringing himboth safety and advancenent.

He had to becone Ender W ggin.

CHAPTER 11 -- DADDY

"Sir. | asked for a private interview"

"Dimak is here because your breach of security affects his work."
"Breach of security! This is why you reassi gn nme?"

"There is a child who used your log-in to the master teacher system He found the log-in record

files and rewrote themto give hinself an identity."

"Sir, | have faithfully adhered to all regulations. | never sign on in front of the students."
"Everyone *says* they never sign on, but then it turns out they do."

"Excuse nme, sir, but Uphanad does not. He's always on the others when he catches themdoing it.
Actual ly, he's kind of anal about it. Drives us all crazy."

"You can check ny log-in records. | never sign on during teaching hours. In fact, | never sign
on outside ny quarters.”

"Then how could this child possibly get in using your |og-in?"

"My desk sits on ny table, like so. If | may use your desk to denmponstrate.”
"OfF course.”
"I sit like so. | keep ny back to the door so no one can even see in. | never sign on in any

ot her position."
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"Well it's not like there's a wi ndow he can peek through!"
"Yes there is, sir."

"Di mak?"

"There *is* a window, sir. Look. The vent."
"Are you seriously suggesting that he could --"
"He is the smallest child who ever --"

"It was that little *Bean* child who got my |og-in?"

"Excel l ent, Di mak, you've nanaged to let his nanme slip out, haven't you."
"I"msorry, sir."

"Ah. Another security breach. WIIl you send D mak home with nme?"

"I'"'mnot sending anybody hone."

"Sir, | nmust point out that Bean's intrusion into the master teacher systemis an excell ent
opportunity.”

"To have a student ronping through the student data files?"

"To study Bean. W don't have himin the fantasy gane, but now we have the game *he* chooses to
play. We watch where he goes in the system what he does with this power he has created for
hi nsel f. "

"But the danage he can do is --

"He won't do any danmmge, sir. He won't do anything to give hinmself away. This kid is too street-
smart. It's information he wants. He'll | ook, not touch."

"So you've got him analyzed already, is that it? You know what he's doing at all tinmes?"

"I know that if there's a story we really want himto believe, he has to discover it himself. He
has to *steal* it fromus. So | think this little security breach is the perfect way to heal a
much nore imnportant one."

"What |'mwondering is, if he's been crawling through the ducts, what *el se* has he heard?"

"If we close off the duct system he'll know he was caught, and then he won't trust what we set
up for himto find."

"So | have to permt a child to crawl around through the ductwork and --"
"He can't do it much longer. He's growi ng, and the ducts are extrenely shall ow. "

"That's not nuch confort right now. And, unfortunately, we'll still have to kill Uphanad for
knowi ng too nuch."

"Pl ease assure ne that you're joking."

"Yes, I'mjoking. You'll have himas a student soon enough, Captain Uphanad. Watch himvery
carefully. Speak of himonly with ne. He's unpredictable and dangerous."

"Dangerous. Little Bean."
"He cl eaned *your* clock, didn't he?"

"Yours too, sir, begging your pardon."
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* % %

Bean worked his way through every student at Battle School, reading the records of a half dozen
or so per day. Their original scores, he found, were the | east interesting thing about them
Everyone here had such high scores on all the tests given back on Earth that the differences were
al nost trivial. Bean's own scores were the highest, and the gap between himand the next highest,
Ender Wggin, was wide -- as wide as the gap between Ender and the next child after him But it
was all relative. The difference between Ender and Bean ampunted to half of a percentage point;
nmost of the children clustered between 97 and 98 percent.

O course, Bean knew what they could not know, that for himgetting the highest possible score
on the tests had been easy. He could have done nore, he could have done better, but he had reached
t he boundary of what the test could discover. The gap between himand Ender was much wi der than
t hey supposed.

And yet ... in reading the records, Bean cane to see that the scores were nerely a guide to a
child's potential. The teachers tal ked nost about things |ike cleverness, insight, intuition; the
ability to devel op rapport, to outguess an opponent; the courage to act boldly, the caution to
meke certain before commtting, the wisdomto know which course was the appropriate one. And in
considering this, Bean realized that he was not necessarily any better at *these* things than the
ot her students.

Ender Wggin really did know things that Bean did not know. Bean m ght have thought to do as
Wggin did, arranging extra practices to make up for being with a commander who wouldn't train
him Bean even might have tried to bring in a few other students to train with him since nany
things could not be done alone. But Wggin had taken all comers, no matter how difficult it becane
to practice with so nany in the battleroom and according to the teachers' notes, he spent nore
time now training others than in working on his own technique. O course, that was partly because
he was no | onger in Bonzo Madrid's army, so he got to take part in the regular practices. But he
still kept working with the other kids, especially the eager |aunchies who wanted a head start
before they were pronoted into a regular arny. Wy?

I s he doing what |'m doing, studying the other students to prepare for a later war on Earth? Is
he buil ding sonme kind of network that reaches out into all the arm es? Is he sonehow mi straining
them so he can take advantage of their mstakes later?

From what Bean heard about Wggin fromthe kids in his |aunch group who attended those
practices, he cane to realize that it was sonmething else entirely. Wggin seened really to care
about the other kids doing their best. Did he need so badly for themto |like hinf? Because it was
working, if that's what he was trying for. They worshi ped him

But there had to be nore to it than sone hunger for |ove. Bean couldn't get a handle on it.

He found that the teachers' observations, while helpful, didn't really help himget inside
W ggin's head. For one thing, they kept the psychol ogi cal observations fromthe m nd game
somewhere el se that Bean didn't have access to. For another, the teachers couldn't really get into
Wggin's mnd because they sinply didn't think at his | evel.

Bean di d.

But Bean's project wasn't to anal yze Wggin out of scientific curiosity, or to conpete with him
or even to understand him It was to nake hinself into the kind of child that the teachers would
trust, would rely on. Wuld regard as fully human. For that project, Wggin was his teacher
because W ggi n had al ready done what Bean needed to do.

And Wggin had done it w thout being perfect. Wthout being, as far as Bean could tell
conpl etely sane. Not that anyone was. But Wggin's willingness to give up hours every day to
training kids who could do nothing for him-- the nore Bean thought about it, the | ess sense it
made. Wggin was not building a network of supporters. Unlike Bean, he didn't have a perfect
menory, so Bean was quite sure Wggin was not conpiling a nmental dossier on every other kid in
Battl e School. The kids he worked with were not the best, and were often the nost fearful and
dependent of the launchies and of the losers in the regular armies. They canme to hi m because they
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t hought being in the sane roomw th the soldier who was | eading in the standings m ght bring sone
luck to them But why did Wggin keep giving his time to *thent?

Wiy did Poke die for nme?

That was the same question. Bean knew it. He found several books about ethics in the library and
called themup on his desk to read. He soon discovered that the only theories that explained
al trui smwere bogus. The stupidest was the ol d sociobiol ogi cal explanation of uncles dying for

nephews -- there were no blood ties in arnies now, and people often died for strangers. Comunity
theory was fine as far as it went -- it explained why conmunities all honored sacrificial heroes
intheir stories and rituals, but it still didn't explain the heroes themnsel ves.

For that was what Bean saw in Wggin. This was the hero at his root.

Wggin really does not care as nmuch about hinmself as he does about these other kids who aren't
worth five mnutes of his tine.

And yet this may be the very trait that nakes everyone focus on him Mybe this is why in al
those stories Sister Carlotta told him Jesus always had a crowd around him

Maybe this is why |I'mso afraid of Wggin. Because *he's* the alien, not me. He's the
unintelligible one, the unpredictable one. He's the one who doesn't do things for sensible,
predi ctabl e reasons. I'mgoing to survive, and once you know that, there's nothing nore to know
about me. H m though, he could do anything.

The nore he studied Wggin, the more nysteries Bean uncovered. The nore he determned to act
like Wggin until, at some point, he cane to see the world as Wggin saw it.

But even as he tracked Wggin -- still froma distance -- what Bean could not |let hinself do was
what the younger kids did, what Wggin's disciples did. He could not call himEnder. Calling him
by his last nanme kept himat a distance. A m croscope's di stance, anyway.

What did Wggin study when he read on his own? Not the books of military history and strategy
that Bean had bl own through in a rush and was now rereadi ng net hodi cally, applying everything to
both space conbat and nodem warfare on Earth. Wggin did his share of reading, too, but when he
went into the library he was just as likely to | ook at conbat vids, and the ones he wat ched nost
often were of Bugger ships. Those and the clips of Mazer Rackhamis strike force in the heroic
battl e that broke the back of the Second I nvasion

Bean watched themtoo, though not over and over again -- once he saw them he renenbered them
perfectly and could replay themin his nmind, with enough detail that he could notice things |ater
that he hadn't realized at first. Was Wggin seeing sonmething new each tine he went back to these
vids? Or was he | ooking for something that he hadn't yet found?

Is he trying to understand the way the Buggers think? Wiy doesn't he realize that the library
here sinply doesn't have enough of the vids to nake it useful? It's all propaganda stuff here.
They withheld all the terrible scenes of dead guys, of fighting and killing hand to hand when
shi ps were breached and boarded. They didn't have vids of defeats, where the Buggers blew the
human ships out of the sky. Al they had here was ships noving around in space, a few m nutes of
preparation for combat.

War in space? So exciting in the made-up stories, so boring in reality. COccasionally sonething
woul d l'ight up, nostly it was just dark

And, of course, the obligatory noment of Mazer Rackham s victory.
What could Wggin possibly hope to | earn?

Bean | earned nore fromthe onmissions than fromwhat he actually saw. For instance, there was not
one picture of Mazer Rackham anywhere in the library. That was odd. The Triunvirates' faces were
everywhere, as were those of other conmanders and political |eaders. Wiy not Rackhanf? Had he died
in the nonment of victory? Or was he, perhaps, a fictitious figure, a deliberately-created | egend,
so that there could be a nanme to peg the victory to? But if that were the case, they'd have
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created a face for him-- it was too easy to do that. \Was he defornmed?
Was he really, really snmall?

If I grow up to be the conmander of the human fleet that defeats the Buggers, will they hide ny
pi cture, too, because soneone so tiny can never be seen as a hero?

Who cares? | don't want to be a hero
That's Wggin's gig.
* % %

Ni kol ai, the boy across fromhim Bright enough to make some guesses Bean hadn't nade first.
Confi dent enough not to get angry when he caught Bean intruding on him Bean was so hopeful when
he came at last to Nikolai's file.

The teacher evaluation was negative. "A place-holder." Cruel -- but was it true?

Bean realized: | have been putting too nuch trust in the teachers' evaluations. Do | have any
real evidence that they're right? O do | believe in their evaluations because | amrated so
highly? Have | let themflatter ne into conplacency?

What if all their evaluations were hopel essly wong?

I had no teacher files on the streets of Rotterdam | actually knew the children. Poke -- | made
my own judgnent of her, and | was alnost right, just a few surprises here and there. Sergeant --
no surprises at all. Achilles -- yes, | knew him

So why have | stayed apart fromthe other students? Because they isolated nme at first, and
because | decided that the teachers had the power. But now | see that | was only partly right. The
teachers have the power here and now, but soneday | will not be in Battle School, and what does it
matter then what the teachers think of nme? | can learn all the nilitary theory and history that |
want, and it will do me no good if they never entrust ne with command. And | will never be placed
in charge of an army or a fleet unless they have reason to believe that other men would follow ne.

Not nmen today, but boys, nost of them a fewgirls. Not men, but they *will* be nen. How do they
choose their | eaders? How do | nmake them foll ow one who is so snall, so resented?

What did Wggin do?

Bean asked N kol ai which of the kids in their launch group practiced with Wggin.
"Only a few. And they on the fringes, neh? Suckups and brags."

"But who are they?"

"You trying to get in with Wggin?"

"Just want to find out about him"

"What you want to know?"

The questions bothered Bean. He didn't |ike tal king so much about what he was doing. But he
dn't sense any nalice in Nikolai. He just wanted to know.

di

"Hi story. He the best, neh? How he get that way?" Bean wondered if he sounded quite natural with
the soldier slang. He hadn't used it that much. The nmusic of it, he still wasn't quite there.

"You find out, you tell nme." He rolled his eyes in self-derision

"I'I'l tell you," said Bean

"I got a chance to be best |ike Ender?" N kolai |aughed. "*You* got a chance, the way you
| earn.”
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"Wggin's snot ain't honey," said Bean
"What does that mean?"
"He human |ike anybody. | find out, | tell you, OK?"

Bean wondered why Ni kol ai al ready despaired about his own chances of being one of the best.
Could it be that the teachers' negative evaluation was right after all? O had they unconsciously
Il et himsee their disdain for him and he believed thenf

From the boys Ni kol ai had pointed out -- the brags and suckups, which wasn't an inaccurate
evaluation as far as it went -- Bean | earned what he wanted to know. The nanmes of Wggin's closest
friends.

Shen. Alai. Petra -- her again! But Shen the | ongest.

Bean found himin the library during study time. The only reason to go there was for the vids --
all the books could be read fromthe desks. Shen wasn't watching vids, though. He had his desk
with him and he was playing the fantasy gamne.

Bean sat down beside himto watch. A lion-headed man in chain mail stood before a giant, who
seened to be offering hima choice of drinks -- the sound was shaped so that Bean couldn't hear it
from besi de the desk, though Shen seened to be responding; he typed in a few words. His |ion-man
figure drank one of the substances and pronptly died.

Shen muttered somet hi ng and shoved the desk away.

"That the Gant's Drink?" said Bean. "I heard about that."

"You' ve never played it?" said Shen. "You can't win it. | *thought*."

"I heard. Didn't sound fun."

"*Sound* fun? You haven't tried it? It's not like it's hard to find."

Bean shrugged, trying to fake the manneri sns he'd seen other boys use. Shen | ooked amused.
Because Bean did the cool -guy shrug wong? O because it |ooked cute to have sonebody so snall do
it?

"Come on, you don't play the fantasy gane?"

"What you said," Bean pronpted him "You *thought* nobody ever won it."

"I saw a guy in a place I'd never seen. | asked himwhere it was, and he said, 'Qher side of
the Gant's Drink."'"

"He tell you how to get there?"

"I didn't ask."

"Why not ?"

Shen grinned, | ooked away.

"It be Wggin, neh?" asked Bean

The grin faded. "I didn't say that."

"I know you're his friend, that's why | cane here."
"What is this? You spying on hinf You from Bonzo?"

This was not going well. Bean hadn't realized how protective Wggin's friends nmght be. "I'm
fromme. Look, nothing bad, OK? | just -- look, | just want to know about -- you know himfromthe
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start, right? They say you been his friend from !l aunchy days."
"So what ?"

"Look, he got friends, right? Like you. Even though he always does better in class, always the
best on everything, right? But they don't hate him"

"Plenty bichfo [bichao] hate him"

"I got to nake some friends, nman." Bean knew that he shouldn't try to sound pitiful. Instead, he
shoul d sound like a pitiful kid who was trying really hard *not* to sound pitiful. So he ended his
maudlin little plea with a laugh. As if he was trying to make it sound |like a joke.

"You're pretty short," said Shen

"Not on the planet I"'mfrom" said Bean

For the first time, Shen let a genuine snile come to his face. "The planet of the pygmies."
"Them boys too big for ne."

"Look, | know what you're saying," said Shen. "I had this funny wal k. Some of the kids were
raggi ng me. Ender stopped them"”

" How?"
"Ragged them nore."

"I never heard he got a nouth."

"No, he didn't say nada. Did it on the desk. Sent a message from God."
Oh, yeah. Bean had heard about that. "He did that for you?"

"They were making fun of nmy butt. | had a big butt. Before workouts, you know? Back then. So he
meke fun of themfor |ooking at my butt. But he signs it God."

"So they didn't know it was him"
"Ch, they knew. Right away. But he didn't say anything. CQut loud."
"That's how you got to be friends? He the protector of the little guys?" Like Achilles ..

"*Little* guys?" said Shen. "He was the smallest in our |launch group. Not |ike you, but way
smal | . Younger, see."

"He was youngest, but he becane your protector?"

"No. Not like that. No, he kept it fromgoing on, that's all. He went to the group -- it was
Bernard, he was getting together the biggest guys, the tough guys --"

"The bullies."

"Yeah, | guess. Only Ender, he goes to Bernard's nunber one, his best friend. Alai. He gets A a
to be his friend, too."

"So he stole away Bernard's support?"”

"No, man. No, it's not like that. He nade friends with Alai, and then got Alai to hel p himmake
friends with Bernard."

"Bernard ... he's the one, Ender broke his armin the shuttle."

"That's right. And | think, really, Bernard never forgave him but he saw how things were."
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"How wer e things?"

"Ender's *good*, man. You just -- he doesn't hate anybody. If you're a good person, you're going
to like him You want himto like you. If he likes you, then you're OK see? But if you're scum
he just nakes you mad. Just knowi ng he exists, see? So Ender, he tries to wake up the good part of
you. "

"How do you wake up 'good parts'?"

"l don't know, man. You think I know? It just ... you know Ender |ong enough, he just makes you
want himto be proud of you. That sounds so ... sounds like |I'ma baby, neh?"

Bean shook his head. What it sounded like to himwas devotion. Bean hadn't really understood
this. Friends were friends, he thought. Like Sergeant and Poke used to be, before Achilles. But it
was never |ove. Wien Achilles canme, they loved him but it was nore |like worship, like ... a god,
he got them bread, they gave bread back to him Like ... well, like what he called hinself. Papa
Was it the same thing? Was Ender Achilles all over again?

"You're smart, kid," said Shen. "I was there, neh? Only |I never once thought, How did Ender *do*
it? How can | do the sane, be Iike hin? It's like that was Ender, he's great, but it's nothing *I*
could do. Maybe | should have tried. | just wanted to be ... *with* him"

"Cause you're good, too," said Bean

Shen rolled his eyes. "I guess that's what | was saying, wasn't it? Inplying, anyway. QGuess that

makes me a brag, neh?"
"Big old brag," said Bean, grinning.

"He's just ... he nakes you want to ... I'd die for him That sounds |i ke hero talk, neh? But
it's true. I'd die for him I'd kill for him"

"You'd fight for him"

Shen got it at once. "That's right. He's a born comuander."

"Alai fight for himtoo?"

"Alot of us."

"But sone not, yes?"

"Like | said, the bad ones, they hate him he makes them crazy."

"So the whole world divides up -- good people |ove Wggin, bad people hate Wggin."

Shen's face went suspicious again. "I don't know why | told you all that nerda. You too smart to
believe any of it."

"I do believe it," said Bean. "Don't be nad at ne." He'd |l earned that one a long tinme ago.
Little kid says, Don't be nmad at ne, they feel a little silly.

"I" mnot nad," said Shen. "I just thought you were naking fun of ne."

"I wanted to know how Wggi n nakes friends."

"If I knewthat, if |I really understood that, 1'd have nore friends than I do, kid. But | got
Ender as nmy friend, and all his friends are ny friends too, and I'"'mtheir friend, so ... it's like
a famly."

A famly. Papa. Achilles again.

That ol d dread returned. That night after Poke died. Seeing her body in the water. Then Achilles
in the norning. How he acted. WAs that Wggi n? Papa until he got his chance?
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Achilles was evil, and Ender was good. Yet they both created a fanmly. Both had people who | oved
them who would die for them Protector, papa, provider, mama. Only parent to a crowd of orphans.
W're all street kids up here in Battle School, too. W m ght not be hungry, but we're all stil
wi shing for a famly.

Except me. Last thing | need. Some papa smiling at me, waiting with a knife.
Better to *be* the papa than to have one.
How can | do that? Get sonebody to |love ne the way Shen | oves W ggi n?

No chance. I'mtoo little. Too cute. | got nothing they want. All | can do is protect nyself,
work the system Ender's got plenty to teach those that have sonme hope of doing what he's done.
But ne, | have to learn ny own way.

Even as he nade the decision, though, he knew he wasn't done with Wggin. \Watever Wggin had,
what ever W ggi n knew, Bean *would* learn it.

And so passed the weeks, the nonths. Bean did all his regular classwrk. He attended the regul ar
battl eroom cl asses with D mak teaching them how to nove and shoot, the basic skills. On his own he
conmpleted all the enrichment courses you could take at your own desk, certifying in everything. He
studied mlitary history, philosophy, strategy. He read ethics, religion, biology. He kept track
of every student in the school, fromthe newy arrived [aunchies to the students about to
graduate. When he saw themin the halls, he knew nore about themthan they knew about thensel ves.
He knew their nation of origin. He knew how nmuch they missed their fanilies and how i nportant
their native country or ethnic or religious group was to them He knew how val uabl e they m ght be
to a nationalist or idealist resistance novenent.

And he kept reading everything Wggin read, watching everything Wggin wat ched. Hearing about
Waggin fromthe other kids. Watching Wggin's standings on the boards. Meeting nore of Wggin's
friends, hearing themtal k about him Bean listened to all the things Wggin was quoted as sayi ng
and tried to fit theminto sone coherent phil osophy, some worldview, sonme attitude, sone plan.

And he found out sonmething interesting. Despite Wggin's altruism despite his willingness to
sacrifice, not one of his friends ever said that Wggin cane and tal ked over his problens. They
all went to Wggin, but who did Wggin go to? He had no nore *real* friends than Bean did. Wggin
kept his own counsel, just |ike Bean

Soon Bean found hinsel f being advanced out of classes whose work he had al ready nastered and
bei ng plunged into classwork with ol der and ol der groups, who | ooked at himw th annoyance at
first, but later sinply with awe, as he raced past them and was pronoted again before they were
hal f done. Had W ggi n been pushed through his classwork at an accelerated rate? Yes, but not quite
as fast. Was that because Bean was better? O because the deadline was getting cl oser?

For the sense of urgency in teacher evaluations was getting greater. The ordinary students -- as
if any child here were ordinary -- were getting briefer and briefer notations. They weren't being
i gnored, exactly. But the best were being identified and |ifted out.

The *seem ng* best. For Bean began to realize that the teachers' evaluations were often col ored
by which students they |liked the best. The teachers pretended to be di spassionate, inpartial, but
in fact they got sucked in by the nore charismatic children, just as the other students did. If a
kid was |ikable, they gave himbetter coments on | eadership, even if he was really just glib and
athletic and needed to surround hinself with a team As often as not, they tagged the very
students who woul d be the | east effective commanders, while ignoring the ones who, to Bean, showed
real promise. It was frustrating to watch them make such obvi ous m stakes. Here they had Wggin
right before their eyes -- Wggin, who was the real thing -- and they still went on m sreading
everybody else. Getting all excited about sone of these energetic, self-confident, anbitious kids
even though they weren't actually producing excellent work.

Wasn't this whole school set up in order to find and train the best possible commanders? The
Earthside testing did pretty well -- there were no real dolts anong the students. But the system
had overl ooked one crucial factor: How were the teachers chosen?
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They were career nmilitary, all of them Proven officers with real ability. But in the nilitary
you don't get trusted positions just because of your ability. You also have to attract the notice
of superior officers. You have to be liked. You have to fit in with the system You have to | ook
Ii ke what the officers above you think that officers should | ook |like. You have to think in ways
that they are confortable with

The result was that you ended up with a conmand structure that was top-heavy with guys who
| ooked good in uniformand tal ked right and did well enough not to enbarrass thensel ves, while the
really good ones quietly did all the serious work and bailed out their superiors and got bl anmed
for errors they had advised against until they eventually got out.

That was the military. These teachers were all the kind of people who thrived in that
environnent. And they were selecting their favorite students based on precisely that sane screwed-
up sense of priorities.

No wonder a kid |ike Dink Meeker saw through it and refused to play. He was one of the few kids
who was both likable *and* talented. His likability made themtry to nmake hi m commander of his own
army; his talent let himunderstand why they were doing it and turn them down because he coul dn't
believe in such a stupid system And other kids, |like Petra Arkanian, who had obnoxi ous
personalities but could handle strategy and tactics in their sleep, who had the confidence to | ead
others into war, to trust their own decisions and act on them-- they didn't care about trying to
be one of the guys, and so they got overl ooked, every flaw becane magnified, every strength
belittl ed.

So Bean began constructing his own anti-army. Kids who weren't getting picked out by the
teachers, but were the real talents, the ones with heart and mind, not just face and chat. He
began to i magi ne who anong t hem shoul d be officers, leading their own toons under the conmand of

O Ender Wggin, of course. Bean could not imagi ne anyone else in that position. Wggin would
know how to use them

And Bean knew just where he should be. Cose to Wggin. A toon |leader, but the nmost trusted of
them Wggin's righthand man. So when Wggin was about to make a m stake, Bean could point out to
himthe error he was nmaki ng. And so that Bean could be cl ose enough to maybe understand why Wggin
was human and he hinsel f was not.

* k k

Sister Carlotta used her new security clearance |ike a scalpel, nost of the tine, slicing her
way into the information establishment, picking up answers here and new questions there, talKking
to peopl e who never guessed what her project was, why she knew so rmuch about their top-secret
work, and quietly putting it all together in her own mnd, in nenos to Colonel Gaff.

But sometinmes she wielded her top security clearance like a meat-ax, using it to get past prison
war dens and security officers, who saw her unbelievable | evel of need-to-know and then, when they
checked to nmake sure her docunents weren't a stupid forgery, were screamed at by officers so high-
ranked that it nmade themwant to treat Sister Carlotta |ike Cod.

That's how, at last, she cane face to face with Bean's father. O at least the closest thing to
a father that he had.

"I want to talk to you about your installation in Rotterdam"

He | ooked at her sourly. "I already reported on everything. That's why |I'mnot dead, though I
wonder if | nade the right choice."

"They told nme you were quite the whiner,"'
didn't expect it to surface so quickly."

said Sister Carlotta, utterly devoid of conpassion. "I

"Go to hell." He turned his back on her

As if that neant anything. "Dr. Vol escu, the records show that you had twenty-three babies in
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your organ farmin Rotterdam "

He sai d not hi ng.

"But of course that's alie."

Si | ence.

"And, oddly enough, | know that the lie is not your idea. Because | know that your installation
was not an organ farmindeed, and that the reason you aren't dead is because you agreed to plead
guilty to running an organ farmin exchange for never discussing what you were *really* doing
there."

He slowy turned around agai n. Enough that he could | ook up and see her with a sidelong gl ance
"Let nme see that clearance you tried to show ne before."

She showed it to himagain. He studied it.
"What do you know?" he asked.

"I know your real crinme was continuing a research project after it was closed down. Because you
had these fertilized eggs that had been neticulously altered. You had turned Anton's key. You
wanted themto be born. You wanted to see who they woul d becone."

"I'f you know all that, why have you cone to nme? Everything | knew is in the documents you nust
have read."

"Not at all,"” said Sister Carlotta. "I don't care about confessions. | don't care about
| ogistics. | want to know about the babies."

"They're all dead," he said. "W killed them when we knew we were about to be discovered." He
| ooked at her with bitter defiance. "Yes, infanticide. Twenty-three murders. But since the
government couldn't admit that such children had ever existed, | was never charged with the
crimes. CGod judges nme, though. God will press the charges. Is that why you're here? Is that who
gave you your cl earance?"

You nake jokes about this? "All | want to know is what you | earned about them"
"I learned nothing, there was no tinme, they were still babies.”

"You had them for alnost a year. They devel oped. Al the work done since Anton found his key was
theoretical. *You* watched the babies grow "

A slow smile crept across his face. "This is |ike those Nazi nedical crines all over again. You
deplore what | did, but you still want to know the results of ny research.”

"You nonitored their growmh. Their health. Their intellectual devel opnent."

"We were about to start the tracking of intellectual devel opnent. The project wasn't funded, of
course, so it's not as if we could provide nuch nore than a cl ean warm room and basic bodily
needs. "

"Their bodies, then. Their mptor skills."

"Smal |,
t hem "

he said. "They are born snmall, they grow slowy. Undersized and underwei ght, all of

"But very bright?"

"Craw i ng very young. Making pre-speech sounds far earlier than normal. That's all we knew |
didn't see themoften nyself. | couldn't afford the risk of detection.”

"So what was your prognosis?"

" Prognosi s?"
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"How did you see their future?"

"Dead. That's everyone's future. Wiat are you tal ki ng about ?"

"If they hadn't been slaughtered, Dr. Vol escu, what woul d have happened?”
"They woul d have kept on grow ng, of course."

"And | ater?"

"There *is* no |ater. They keep on grow ng."

She thought for a noment, trying to process the information

"That's right, Sister. You're getting it. They grow slowy, but they never stop. That's what
Anton's key does. Unlocks the m nd because the brain never stops grow ng. But neither does
anyt hi ng el se. The crani um keeps expanding -- it's never fully closed. The arns and | egs, |onger
and | onger."

"So when they reach adult height ..."

"There is no adult height. There's just height at time of death. You can't keep growing like
that forever. There's a reason why evolution builds a stop-clock into the growth control of |ong-
lived bodies. You can't keep growi ng without some organ giving out, eventually. Usually the
heart."

The inmplications filled Sister Carlotta with dread. "And the rate of this growmh? In the
children, I nean? How long until they are at nornal height for their age?"

"My guess was that they'd catch up twi ce," said Volescu. "Once just before puberty, and then the
normal kids would | eap ahead for a while, but slow and steady wins the race, n'est-ce pas? By
twenty, they would be giants. And then they'd die, alnbst certainly before age twenty-five. Do you
have any idea how huge they would be? So ny killing them you see -- it was a nmercy."

"1 doubt any of them would have chosen to mss out on even the nere twenty years you took from
t hem "

"They never knew what happened to them |I'mnot a nonster. W drugged themall. They died in
their sleep and then the bodies were incinerated."

"What about puberty? Wbuld they ever mature sexual ly?"
"That's the part we'll never know, isn't it?"

Sister Carlotta got up to go.

"He lived, didn't he?" asked Vol escu

"Who?"

"The one we | ost. The one whose body wasn't with the others. | counted only twenty-two goi ng
into the fire."

"When you worship Ml och, Dr. Vol escu, you get no answers but the ones your chosen god
provides. "

"Tell me what he's like." H's eyes were so hungry.
"You know it was a boy?"

"They were all boys," said Vol escu

"What, did you discard the girls?"
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"How do you think | got the genes | worked with? | inplanted my own altered DNA i nto denucl eat ed
eggs. "

"God help us, they were all your own tw ns?"

"I"'mnot the nonster you think I am" said Volescu. "I brought the frozen enbryos to life
because | had to know what they would becone. Killing themwas ny greatest sorrow "
"And yet you did it -- to save yourself."

"I was afraid. And the thought canme to nme: They're only copies. It isn't nurder to discard the
copi es. "

"Their souls and lives were their own."

"Do you think the government would have let themlive? Do you really think they would have
survived? Any of thenP"

"You don't deserve to have a son," said Sister Carlotta.

"But | have one, don't |?" He |aughed. "Wile you, Mss Carlotta, perpetual bride of the
i nvi si ble God, how nany do *you* have?"

"They may have been copies, Vol escu, but even dead they're worth nore than the original."

He continued | aughing as she wal ked down the corridor away fromhim but it sounded forced. She
knew his | aughter was a mask for grief. But it wasn't the grief of conpassion, or even of renorse.
It was the grief of a damed soul

Bean. God be thanked, she thought, that you do not know your father, and never will. You're
nothing Iike him You' re far nore human.

In the back of her mnd, though, she had one naggi ng doubt. WAs she sure Bean had nore
conpassi on, nore humanity? O was Bean as cold of heart as this man? As incapabl e of enpathy? Was
he all mi nd?

Then she thought of himgrowing and growing, fromthis too-tiny child to a gi ant whose body
could no longer sustain life. This was the |egacy your father gave you. This was Anton's key. She
t hought of David's cry, when he | earned of the death of his son. Absalom Oh Absalom Wuld God
could die for thee, Absalom ny son

But he was not dead yet, was he? Vol escu nmight have been lying, might sinply be wong. There
m ght be some way to prevent it. And even if there was not, there were still many years ahead of
Bean. And how he lived those years still mattered.

God raises up the children that he needs, and nakes men and wonen of them and then takes them
fromthis world at his good pleasure. To himall of life is but a moment. Al that matters is what
that nmoment was used for. And Bean *woul d* use it well. She was sure of that.

O at |east she hoped it with such fervor that it felt Iike certainty.

CHAPTER 12 -- ROSTER

"If Wggin's the one, then let's get himto Eros."

"He's not ready for Command School yet. It's prenmature."”
"Then we have to go with one of the alternates.”

"That's your decision."

"*Qur* decision! What do we have to go on but what you tell us?"

file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%205%20-%20Ender's%20Shadow.txt (104 of 236) [1/14/03 10:10:12 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%205%20-%20Ender's%20Shadow. txt

"I"ve told you about those ol der boys, too. You have the sane data | have."
"Do we have all of it?"

"Do you *want* all of it?"

"Do we have the data on all the children with scores and eval uations at such a high | evel ?"
"No. "

"Way not ?"

"Some of themare disqualified for various reasons."

"Disqualified by whonP"

"By nme."

"On what grounds?"

"One of themis borderline insane, for instance. We're trying to find some structure in which

his abilities will be useful. But he could not possibly bear the weight of conplete conmand."

"That's one."

"Anot her is undergoing surgery to correct a physical defect."”
"Is it a defect that limts his ability to command?"

"It limts his ability to be trained to conmand."”

"But it's being fixed."

"He's about to have his third operation. If it works, he nmight amount to sonething. But, as you
say, there won't be tine."

"How many nore children have you conceal ed from us?"

"I have *conceal ed* none of them I|f you nmean how nmany have | sinply not referred to you as
potential conmanders, the answer is *all* of them Except the ones whose nanmes you al ready have."

"Let me be blunt. W hear runors about a very young one."

"They're all young."

"We hear runors about a child who makes the Wggin boy | ook slow "
"They all have their different strengths.™

"There are those who want you relieved of your command."

"I'f I"'mnot to be allowed to select and train these kids properly, I'd prefer to be relieved,
sir. Consider this a request."

"So it was a stupid threat. Advance themall as quickly as you can. just keep in mnd that they
need a certain anount of tine in Command School, too. It does us no good to give themall your
training if they don't have time to get ours."

* % %

Dimak met Gaff in the battleroomcontrol center. Gaff conducted all his secure neetings here,
until they could be sure Bean had grown enough that he couldn't get through the ducts. The
battl eroons had their own separate air systens.

Graff had an essay on his desk display. "Have you read this? 'Probl ens in Canpai gni ng Bet ween
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Sol ar Systens Separated by Light-years.'"
"It's been circulating pretty widely anong the faculty."
"But it isn't signed," said Graff. "You don't happen to know who wote it, do you?"
"No, sir. Did you wite it?"
"I"'mno scholar, Dinmak, you know that. In fact, this was witten by a student."
"At Command School ?"
"A student here."
At that nonent Di mak under st ood why he had been called in. "Bean."
"Six years old. The paper reads |like a work of schol arship!"”

"I shoul d have guessed. He picks up the voice of the strategists he's been reading. O their
translators. Though | don't know what will happen now that he's he's [sic -- should be a single
"he's"] been reading Frederick and Bulow in the original -- French and German. He inhales
| anguages and breat hes them back out."

"What did you think of this paper?”

"You already knowit's killing me to keep key infornmation fromthis boy. If he can wite *this*
with what he knows, what woul d happen if we told himeverything? Colonel Gaff, why can't we
pronote himright out of Battle School, set himloose as a theorist, and then watch what he spits
out ?"

"Qur job isn't to find theorists here. It's too late for theory anyway."

"I just think ... look, a kid so small, who'd follow hinf He's being wasted here. But when he
writes, nobody knows how little he is. Nobody knows how young he is."

"I see your point, but we're not going to breach security, period."
"Isn't he already a grave security risk?"

"The mouse who scutters through the ducts?”

"No. | think he's grown too big for that. He doesn't do those side-arm pushups anynore. |
t hought the security risk cane fromthe fact that he guessed that an offensive fleet had been
| aunched generations ago, so why were we still training children for conmand?"

"From anal ysis of his papers, fromhis activities when he signs on as a teacher, we think he's
got a theory and it's wonderfully wong. But he believes his false theory *only* because he
doesn't know about the ansible. Do you understand? Because that's the main thing we'd have to tel
hi m about, isn't it?"

"Of course."
"So you see, that's the one thing we can't tell him"
"What is his theory?"

"That we're assenbling children here in preparation for a war between nations, or between
nations and the |I.F. A |landside war, back on Earth."

"Way woul d we take the kids into space to prepare for a war on Earth?"

"Think just a minute and you'll get it."
"Because ... because when we've licked the Fornics, there probably *will* be a little |andside
conflict. And all the talented commanders -- the I.F. would already have them"
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"You see? We can't have this kid publishing, not even within the I.F. Not everybody has given up
|l oyalty to groups on Earth."

"So why did you call nme in?"

"Because | *do* want to use him W aren't running the war here, but we *are* running a school
Did you read his paper about the ineffectiveness of using officers as teachers?"

"Yes. | felt slapped."

"This time he's nostly wong, because he has no way of knowi ng how nontraditional our
recruitnment of faculty has always been. But he may also be a little bit right. Because our system
of testing for officer potential was designed to produce candidates with the traits identified in
the nost highly regarded officers in the Second Invasion."

"Hi -ho."

"You see? Sone of the highly regarded were officers who perforned well in battle, but the war
was too short to weed out the deadwood. The officers they tested included just the kind of people
he criticized in his paper. So ..."

"So he had the wong reason, but the right result.”

"Absolutely. It gives us little pricks |like Bonzo Madrid. You' ve known officers |ike him
haven't you? So why should we be surprised that our tests give himcomrmand of an army even though
he has no idea what to do with it. Al the vanity and all the stupidity of Custer or Hooker or --
hell, pick your own vain inconpetent, it's the nmost conmon kind of general officer."

"May | quote you?"

"I"l'l deny it. The thing is, Bean has been studying the dossiers of all the other students. W
think he's evaluating themfor loyalty to their native identity group, and also for their
excel | ence as conmanders. "

"By *his* standards of excellence.”

"We need to get Ender the command of an arny. We're under a lot of pressure to get our |eading
candi dates into Conmand School. But if we bust one of the current commanders in order to nake a
pl ace for Ender, it'll cause too nuch resentnent."”

"So you have to give hima new arny."

"Dragon."
"There are still kids here who renmenber the |last Dragon Arny."
"Right. | like that. The jinx."

"I see. You want to give Ender a running start."
"It gets worse."
"I thought it would."

"We also aren't going to give himany soldiers that aren't already on their comanders' transfer
list."

"The dregs? What are you *doing* to this kid?"

"I'f we choose them by our ordinary standards, then yes, the dregs. But we aren't going to
choose Ender's arny."

" Bean?"
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"Qur tests are worthless on this, right? Some of those dregs are the very best students,
according to Bean, right? And he's been studying the |aunchies. So give himan assignment. Tel
himto solve a hypothetical problem Construct an army only out of |aunchies. Maybe the soldiers
on the transfer lists, too."

"I don't think there's any way to do that without telling himthat we're on to his fake teacher
log-in."

"So tell him™"
"Then he won't believe anything he found while searching."

"He didn't find anything," said Gaff. "W didn't have to plant anything fake for himto find,
because he had his fal se theory. See? So whether he thinks we planted stuff or not, he'll stay
deceived and we're still secure."

"You seemto be counting on your understanding of his psychol ogy."

"Sister Carlotta assures ne that he differs fromordinary human DNA in only one snall area."
"So now he's hunman agai n?"

"I'"ve got to make decisions based on *sonet hi ng*, Di mak!"

"So the jury's still out on the human thing?"

"Get ne a roster of the hypothetical arny Bean would pick, so we can give it to Ender."
"He'll put himself in it, you know "

"He dam wel| better, or he's not as snmart as we've been thinking."

"\What about Ender? |Is he ready?"

"Anderson thinks he is." Gaff sighed. "To Bean, it's still just a ganme, because none of the
wei ght has fallen on himyet. But Ender ... | think he knows, deep down, where this is going to
lead. | think he feels it already."

"Sir, just because you're feeling the weight doesn't nmean he is."
Graff laughed. "You cut straight to the heart of things, don't you!"
"Bean's hungry for it, sir. If Ender isn't, then why not put the burden where it's wanted?"

"If Bean's hungry for it, it proves he's still too young. Besides, the hungry ones al ways have
sonmet hing to prove. Look at Napoleon. Look at Hitler. Bold at first, yes, but then *still* bold
| ater on, when they need to cautious, to pull back. Patton. Caesar. Al exander. Al ways
overreaching, never quite putting the finish onit. No, it's Ender, not Bean. Ender doesn't want
to do it, so he won't have anything to prove."

"Are you sure you're not just picking the kind of commander you'd want to serve under?"
"That's precisely what |I'mdoing," said Gaff. "Can you think of a better standard?"

"The thing is, you can't pass the buck on this one, can you? Can't say how it was the tests, you
just followed the tests. The scores. \Watever."

"Can't run this |like a nachine."
"That's why you don't want Bean, isn't it? Because he was *nade*, |ike a machine."
"l don't analyze nyself. | analyze *thent."

"So if we win, who really won the war? The commuander you picked? O you, for picking hin?"
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"The Triunvirate, for trusting me. After their fashion. But if we lose ..."
"Well *then* it's definitely you."

"We're *all* dead then. What will they do? Kill nme first? Or leave ne till last so | can
contenpl ate the consequences of ny error?"

"Ender, though. | nean if he's the one. *He* won't say it's you. He'll take it all on hinself.
Not the credit for victory -- just the blane for failure.”

"Wn or lose, the kid | pick is going to have a brutal time of it."
* %k %
Bean got his summons during lunch. He reported at once to Dinmak's quarters.

He found his teacher sitting at his desk, reading sonmething. The |ight was set so that Bean
couldn't read it through the dazzle.

"Have a seat," said Dinak.
Bean j unped up and sat on Dinak's bed, his |Iegs dangling.

"Let me read you sonething," said Dimak. "' There are no fortifications, no magazi nes, no strong
points ... In the eneny solar system there can be no living off the | and, since access to
habi tabl e pl anets will be possible only after conplete victory ... Supply lines are not a probl em
since there are none to protect, but the cost of that is that all supplies and ordnance nust be
carried with the invading fleet ... In effect, all interstellar invasion fleets are suicide
attacks, because tine dilation neans that even if a fleet returns intact, alnbst no one they knew
will still be alive. They can never return, and so nust be sure that their force is sufficient to
be decisive and therefore is worth the sacrifice.... Mxed-sex forces allow the possibility of the
army becom ng a permanent col ony and/ or occupying force on the captured eneny planet."

Bean |istened conplacently. He had left it in his desk for themto find it, and they had done
So.

"You wote this, Bean, but you never subnitted it to anybody."
"There was never an assignnent that it fit."
"You don't seemsurprised that we found it."
"l assune that you routinely scan our desks."

"Just as you routinely scan ours?"

Bean felt his stomach twist with fear. They knew.

"Cute, naming your false log-in "Gaff' with a caret in front of it."
Bean sai d not hi ng.

"You' ve been scanning all the other students' records. Wy?"

"I wanted to know them 1've only made friends with a few "

"Close friends with none."

"I'mlittle and I'msnmarter than they are. Nobody's standing in line."

"So you use their records to tell you nore about them Wy do you feel the need to understand
t henP"

"Someday |'Il be in command of one of these arnies.”
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"Plenty of tinme to get to know your soldiers then."

"No sir," said Bean. "No time at all."

"Why do you say that?"

"Because of the way |'ve been pronoted. And Wggin. W're the two best students in this school
and we're being raced through. I'mnot going to have much time when | get an arny."

"Bean, be realistic. It's going to be a long tine before anybody's going to be willing to foll ow
you into battle."

Bean said nothing. He knew that this was false, even if Dinak didn't. "Let's see just how good
your analysis is. Let ne give you an assignnment."

"For which cl ass?"

"No class, Bean. | want you to create a hypothetical army. Wrking only with |aunchies,
construct an entire roster, the full conplenent of forty-one soldiers.”

"*No* veterans?"

Bean nmeant the question neutrally, just checking to nake sure he understood the rules. But D mak
seenmed to take it as criticismof the unfairness of it. "No, tell you what, you can include
veterans who are posted for transfer at their commanders' request. That'll give you sone
experi enced ones."

The ones the conmmander couldn't work with. Sone really were | osers, but sone were the opposite.
"Fine," said Bean

"How long do you think it will take you?"
Bean al ready had a dozen picked out. "I can tell the list to you right now"
"I want you to think about it seriously."

"I already have. But you need to answer a couple of questions first. You said forty-one
sol diers, but that would include the commander."

"Al'l right, forty, and | eave the comrander bl ank."
"I have another question. AmI| to command the arny?"
"You can wite it up that way, if you want."

But Di mak's very unconcern told Bean that the arny was not for him "This army's for Wggin,
isn't it?"

D mak gl owered. "It's hypothetical."

"Definitely Wggin," said Bean. "You can't boot sonebody el se out of conmand to rmake room for
him so you're giving Wggin a whole new arny. | bet it's Dragon.”

D mak | ooked stricken, though he tried to cover it.
"Don't worry," said Bean. "I'Il give himthe best army you can form follow ng those rules."
"l *said* this was hypothetical!"”

"You think I wouldn't figure it out when | found nyself in Wggin's arnmy and everybody else in
it was also on ny roster?"

"Nobody's said we're actually going to follow your roster!"

"You will. Because I'll be right and you'll knowit," said Bean. "And | can pronmi se you, it'l
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be a hell of an arnmy. Wth Wggin to train us, we'll kick ass."
"Just do the hypothetical assignnent, and talk to no one about it. Ever."

That was dism ssal, but Bean didn't want to be dism ssed yet. They came to *hinf. They were
having *hinm do their work. He wanted to have his say while they were still listening. "The reason
this army can be so good is that your systenmis been promoting a ot of the wwong kids. About half
the best kids in this school are launchies or on the transfer lists, because they're the ones who
haven't already been beaten into subm ssion by the kiss-ass idiots you put in command of arm es or
toons. These nmisfits and little kids are the ones who can win. Wggin will figure that out. He'll
know how to use us."

"Bean, you're not as smart about everything as you think you are!"

"Yes | am sir," said Bean. "Or you wouldn't have given this assignnent to ne. May | be
di smssed? O do you want ne to tell you the roster now?"

"Di sm ssed, " said D mak.

| probably shoul dn't have provoked him thought Bean. Now it's possible that he'll fiddle with
my roster just to prove he can. But that's not the kind of man he is. If I'mnot right about that,
then I'mnot right about anybody el se, either

Besides, it felt good to speak the truth to sonmeone in power.

* % %

After working with the list a little while, Bean was just as glad that D mak hadn't taken himup
on his foolish offer to make up the roster on the spot. Because it wasn't just a nmatter of nam ng
the forty best soldiers anong the |aunchies and the transfer lists.

Wggin was way early for command, and that would nmake it harder for older kids to take it --
getting put into a kid s arnmy. So he struck off the list all who were ol der than W ggin.

That left himwith nearly sixty kids who were good enough to be in the army. Bean was ranking
themin order of value when he realized that he was about to nmake another nistake. Quite a few of
these kids were in the group of launchies and soldiers that practiced with Wggin during free
time. Wggin woul d know these kids best, and naturally he'd ook to themto be his toon | eaders.
The core of his arny.

The trouble was, while a couple of themwould do fine as toon | eaders, relying on that group
woul d nean passi ng over several who weren't part of that group. Including Bean

So he doesn't choose me to lead a toon. He isn't going to choose nme anyway, right? I'mtoo
little. He won't | ook at me and see a | eader

Is this just about ne, then? Am| corrupting this process just to get myself a chance to show
what | can do?

And if | am what's wong with that? I know what | can do, and no one else really gets it. The
teachers think I'ma scholar, they know I'm smart, they trust ny judgnment, but they aren't making
this army for ne, they're making it for him 1 still have to prove to themwhat | can do. And if |
really amone of the best, it would be to the benefit of the programto have it reveal ed as
qui ckly as possi bl e.

And then he thought: Is this howidiots rationalize their stupidity to thensel ves?
"Ho, Bean," said N kol ai
"Ho," said Bean. He passed a hand across his desk, blanking the display. "Tell ne."

"Nothing to tell. *You* | ooked grim"

"Just doing an assignnent."
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Ni kol ai | aughed. "You never | ook that serious doing classwork. You just read for a while and
then you type for a while. Like it was nothing. This is sonething."

"An extra assignment."

"A hard one, neh?"

"Not very."

"Sorry to break in. Just thought maybe somet hi ng was wong. Maybe a letter from home."

They both | aughed at that. Letters weren't that conmon here. Every few nonths at the nost. And
the letters were pretty enpty when they cane. Sonme never got nail at all. Bean was one of them
and Ni kol ai knew why. It wasn't a secret, he was just the only one who noticed and the only one
who asked about it. "No famly at *all*?" he had said. "Sone kids' families, maybe |I'mthe | ucky
one," Bean answered him and Ni kolai agreed. "But not nmine. | wish you had parents |like nmne." And
then he went on about how he was an only child, but his parents really worked hard to get him
"They did it with surgery, fertilized five or six eggs, then twinned the healthiest ones a few
more tinmes, and finally they picked me. | grewup like | was going to be king or the Dalai Lana or
sonet hing. And then one day the |I.F. says, we need him Hardest thing ny parents ever did, saying
yes. But | said, What if |I'mthe next Mazer Rackhan? And they let nme go."

That was nonths ago, but it was still between them that conversation. Kids didn't talk rmuch
about home. Ni kolai didn't discuss his famly with anybody el se, either. Just with Bean. And in
return, Bean told hima little about life on the street. Not a lot of details, because it would
sound |i ke he was asking for pity or trying to | ook cool. But he nentioned how they were organi zed
into a famly. Tal ked about how it was Poke's crew, and then it becane Achilles' famly, and how
they got into a charity kitchen. Then Bean waited to see how nuch of this story started
circul ating.

None of it did. N kolai never said a word about it to anyone el se. That was when Bean was sure
that N kolai was worth having as a friend. He could keep things to hinmself wi thout even having to
be asked to do it.

And now here Bean was, naking up the roster for this great arny, and here sat Ni kolai, asking
hi m what he was doing. Dinmak had said to tell no one, but N kolai could keep a secret. Wat harm
could it do?

Then Bean recovered his senses. Knowi ng about this wouldn't help Nikolai in any way. Either he'd
be in Dragon Arny or he wouldn't. If he wasn't, he'd know Bean hadn't put himthere. If he was, it
woul d be worse, because he'd wonder if Bean had included himin the roster out of friendship
i nstead of excellence.

Besi des, Ni kolai shouldn't be in Dragon Arny. Bean liked himand trusted him but N kolai was
not anong the best of the launchies. He was smart, he was quick, he was good -- but he was nothing
speci al

Except to nme, thought Bean.

"It was a letter from*your* parents,"” said Bean. "They've stopped witing to you, they like ne
better."

"Yeah, and the Vatican is noving to Mecca."
"And 1'm going to be nmade Pol emarch. "

"No jeito," said Nikolai. "You too tall, bicho." Nikolai picked up his desk. "I can't help you
with your classwork tonight, Bean, so please don't beg nme.” He lay back on his bed, started into
the fantasy gane.

Bean | ay back, too. He woke up his display and began westling with the nanmes again. If he
elimnated every one of the kids who' d been practicing with Wggin, how many of the good ones
would it |eave? Fifteen veterans fromthe transfer lists. Twenty-two | aunchi es, including Bean.
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Why *hadn't* these |aunchies taken part in Wggin's freetime practices? The veterans, they were
already in trouble with their commanders, they weren't about to antagonize themany nore, so it
made sense for themnot to have taken part. But these | aunchies, weren't they anbitious? O were
t hey bookish, trying to do it all through classwork instead of catching on that the battl eroom was
everything? Bean couldn't fault themfor that -- it had taken hima while to catch on, too. Wre
they so confident of their own abilities they didn't think they needed the extra prep? O so
arrogant they didn't want anybody to think they owed their success to Ender Wggin? O so shy they

No. He couldn't possibly guess their notives. They were all too conplex anyway. They were snart,
with good evaluations -- good by Bean's standards, not necessarily by the teachers'. That was all
he needed to know. If he gave Wggin an arny without a single kid he'd worked with in practi ces,
then all the arnmy would start out equal in his eyes. Wich nmeant Bean woul d have the sanme chance
as any other kid to earn Wggin's eye and maybe get conmand of a toon. If they couldn't conpete
with Bean for that position, then too damm bad for them

But that left himwith thirty-seven nanes on the roster. Three nore slots to fill.

He went back and forth on a couple. Finally decided to include Crazy Tom a veteran who held the
unenvi abl e record of being the nost-transferred soldier in the history of the game who wasn't
actually iced and sent hone. So far. The thing was, Crazy Tomreally was good. Sharp nmind. But he
couldn't stand it when sonebody above hi mwas stupid and unfair. And when he got pissed, he really
went off. Ranting, throwing things, tearing bedding off every bed in his barracks once, another
time witing a nessage about what an idiot his commander was and mailing it to every other student
in the school. A few actually got it before the teachers intercepted it, and they said it was the
hottest thing they ever read. Crazy Tom Could be disruptive. But naybe he was just waiting for
the right commander. He was in.

And a girl, Wi, which of course had becone Wo and even Wo-*hoo*. Brilliant at her studies,
absolutely a killer in the arcade ganes, but she refused to be a toon | eader and as soon as her
commanders asked her, she put in for a transfer and refused to fight until they gave it to her
Weird. Bean had no idea why she did that -- the teachers were baffled, too. Nothing in her tests
to show why. What the hell, thought Bean. She's in.

Last sl ot.
He typed in N kol ai's nane.

Am | doing hima favor? He's not bad, he's just a little slower than these kids, just a little
gentler. It'll be hard for him And if he's left out of it, he won't mnd. He'll just do his best
with whatever army he gets sent to eventually.

And yet ... Dragon Armmy is going to be a |legend. Not just here in Battle School, either. These
kids are going to go on to be leaders inthe |I.F. O sonewhere, anyway. And they'l|l tell stories
about when they were in Dragon Army with the great Ender Wggin. And if | include N kolai, then
even if he isn't the best of the soldiers, even if he's in fact the slowest, he'll still be *in*,
he'll still be able to tell those stories sonmeday. And he's not bad. He won't enbarrass hinself.

He won't bring down the arny. He'll do OK. So why not?

And | want himwith me. He's the only one |'ve ever tal ked to. About personal things. The only
one who knows the nane of Poke. | want him And there's a slot on the roster.

Bean went down the list one nore tinme. Then he al phabetized it and mailed it to Dinmak

* kK

The next norning, Bean, N kolai, and three other kids in their launch group had their assignnent
to Dragon Arny. Months before they shoul d have been pronmoted to sol diers. The unchosen kids were
envious, hurt, furious by turn. Especially when they realized Bean was one of the chosen. "Do they
*make* uniformflash suits that size?"

It was a good question. And the answer was no, they didn't. The colors of Dragon Arny were grey,
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orange, grey. Because soldiers were usually a | ot older than Bean when they came in, they had to
cut a flash suit down for Bean, and they didn't do it all that well. Flash suits weren't
manuf actured in space, and nobody had the tools to do a first-rate job of alteration.

Wien they finally got it to fit him Bean wore his flash suit to the Dragon Arny barracks.
Because it had taken himso long to be fitted, he was the last to arrive. Wggin arrived at the
door just as Bean was entering. "Go ahead," said Wggin.

It was the first tine Wggin had ever spoken to him-- for all Bean knew, the first tinme Wggin
had even noticed him So thoroughly had Bean conceal ed his fascination with Wggin that he had
made hinsel f effectively invisible.

Waggin followed himinto the room Bean started down the corridor between the bunks, heading for
the back of the room where the younger soldiers always had to sleep. He glanced at the other kids,
who were all |ooking at himas he passed with a nmixture of horror and amusenent. They were in an
arny so lanme that *this* little tiny kid was part of it?

Behind him Waggin was starting his first speech. Voice confident, |oud enough but not shouti ng,
not nervous. "I'm Ender Wggin. |I'myour commander. Bunking will be arranged by seniority."

Some of the |aunchies groaned.
"Veterans to the back of the room newest soldiers to the front."

The groaning stopped. That was the opposite of the way things were usually arranged. Wggin was
al ready shaki ng things up. Whenever he came into the barracks, the kids closest to himwuld be
the new ones. Instead of getting lost in the shuffle, they' d always have his attention.

Bean turned around and headed back to the front of the room He was still the youngest kid in
Battle School, but five of the soldiers were fromnore recently arrived | aunch groups, so they got
the positions nearest the door. Bean got an upper bunk directly across from Ni kol ai, who had the
sanme seniority, being fromthe sanme |aunch group

Bean cl anbered up onto his bed, hampered by his flash suit, and put his pal mbeside the | ocker.
Not hi ng happened.

"Those of you who are in an army for the first time," said Wggin, "just pull the | ocker open by
hand. No | ocks. Nothing private here."

Laboriously Bean pulled off his flash suit to stow it in his |ocker

W ggi n wal ked al ong between the bunks, meking sure that seniority was respected. Then he jogged
to the front of the room "All right, everybody. Put on your flash suits and cone to practice."

Bean | ooked at himin conplete exasperation. Wggin had been | ooking right at hi mwhen he
started taking off his flash suit. Wiy didn't he suggest that Bean not take the dam thing off?

"We're on the norning schedule,” Wggin continued. "Straight to practice after breakfast.
Oficially you have a free hour between breakfast and practice. W' Il see what happens after |
find out how good you are.”

Truth was, Bean felt like an idiot. OF course Wggin would head for practice inmediately. He
shoul dn't have needed a warning not to take the suit off. He should have *known*.

He tossed his suit pieces onto the floor and slid down the franme of the bunk. A lot of the other
kids were talking, flipping clothes at each other, playing with their weapons. Bean tried to put
on the cut-down suit, but couldn't figure out some of the jury-rigged fastenings. He had to take
of f several pieces and exam ne themto see howthey fit, and finally gave up, took it all off, and
started assenbling it on the floor

W ggi n, unconcerned, glanced at his watch. Apparently three minutes was his deadline. "Al
right, everybody out, now On your way!"

"But |'m naked!" said one boy -- Anwar, from Ecuador, child of Egyptian imm grants. H s dossier
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ran t hrough Bean's mi nd.
"Dress faster next tine," said Wggin.

Bean was naked, too. Furthernore, Wggin was standing right there, watching himstruggle with
his suit. He could have hel ped. He could have waited. What am | getting nyself in for?

"Three minutes fromfirst call to running out the door -- that's the rule this week," said
Wggin. "Next week the rule is two minutes. Myve!"

Qut in the corridor, kids who were in the mdst of free time or were heading for class stopped
to watch the parade of the unfanmiliar uniforns of Dragon Army. And to nock the ones that were even
nmor e unusual

One thing for sure. Bean was going to have to practice getting dressed in his cut-down suit if
he was going to avoid running naked through the corridors. And if Wggin didn't make any
exceptions for himthe first day, when he'd only just got his nonregulation flash suit, Bean
certainly was *not* going to ask for special favors.

I chose to put nyself in this army, Bean reninded hinmself as he jogged along, trying to keep
pi eces of his flash suit fromspilling out of his arns.

PART FOUR -- SOLDI ER

CHAPTER 13 -- DRAGON ARMY

"I need access to Bean's genetic information," said Sister Carlotta.
"That's not for you," said Gaff.

"And here | thought ny clearance | evel would open any door."

"W invented a special new category of security, called 'Not for Sister Carlotta.' W don't want
you sharing Bean's genetic information with anyone el se. And you were already planning on putting
it in other hands, weren't you?"

"Only to performa test. So ... you'll have to performit for ne. | want a conpari son between
Bean's DNA and Vol escu's."

"I thought you told nme Vol escu was the source of the cloned DNA. "

"I'"ve been thinking about it since | told you that, Colonel Gaff, and you know what? Bean
doesn't | ook anything like Volescu. | couldn't see how he could possibly grow up to be Iike him
either."

"Maybe the difference in growmh patterns makes himl ook different, too."
"Maybe. But it's also possible Volescu is lying. He's a vain man."
"Lyi ng about everything?"

"Lyi ng about anything. About paternity, quite possibly. And if he's Iying about that --

"Then maybe Bean's prognosis isn't so bleak? Don't you think we've already checked with our
genetics peopl e? Vol escu wasn't |ying about that, anyway. Anton's key will probably behave just
the way he described."

"Pl ease. Run the test and tell nme the results.”

"Because you don't want Bean to be Vol escu's son."
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"I don't want Bean to be Volescu's twin. And neither, | think, do you."

"Good point. Though | nust tell you, the boy does have a vain streak."

"When you're as gifted as Bean, accurate self-assessnment |ooks like vanity to other people.”
"Yeah, but he doesn't have to rub it in, does he?"

"Uh-oh. Has soneone's ego been hurt?"

"Not mine. Yet. But one of his teachers is feeling a little bruised."

"I notice you aren't telling ne | faked his scores anynore."

"Yes, Sister Carlotta, you were right all along. He deserves to be here. And so does ... \Well
let's just say you hit the jackpot after all those years of searching."

"It's humanity's jackpot."

"I said he was worth bringing up here, not that he was the one who'll lead us to victory. The
wheel 's still spinning on that one. And ny noney's on another nunber."

* % %

Goi ng up the | adderways while holding a flash suit wasn't practical, so Wggin nade the ones who
were dressed run up and down the corridor, working up a sweat, while Bean and t he ot her naked or
partially-dressed kids got their suits on. N kolai hel ped Bean get his suit fastened; it
humi | i ated Bean to need help, but it would have been worse to be the | ast one finished -- the
pesky little teeny brat who sl ows everyone down. Wth N kolai's help, he was not the | ast one
done.

"Thanks. "
"No ojjikay [sic -- no idea what this neans]."

Morments later, they were streaming up the ladders to the battleroomlevel. Wggin took them all
the way to the upper door, the one that opened out into the middle of the battleroomwall. The one
used for entering when it was an actual battle. There were handhol ds on the sides, the ceiling,
and the floor, so students could swing out and hurl thenselves into the null-G environnent. The
story was that gravity was lower in the battl eroom because it was closer to the center of the
station, but Bean had already realized that was bogus. There would still be sone centrifugal force
at the doors and a pronounced Coriolis effect. Instead, the battleroonms were conpletely null. To
Bean, that neant that the |I.F. had a device that would either block gravitation or, nore likely,
produce false gravity that was perfectly balanced to counter Coriolis and centrifugal forces in
the battleroom starting exactly at the door. It was a stunning technology -- and it was never
di scussed inside the |.F., at least not in the literature available to students in Battle School
and conpl etel y unknown out si de.

Wggin assenbled themin four files along the corridor and ordered themto junmp up and use the
ceiling handholds to fling their bodies into the room "Assenble on the far wall, as if you were
going for the eneny's gate." To the veterans that neant sonething. To the |aunchies, who had never
been in a battle and had never, for that matter, entered through the upper door, it meant nothing
at all. "Run up and go four at a time when | open the gate, one group per second." Wggin wal ked
to the back of the group and, using his hook, a controller strapped to the inside of his wist and
curved to conformto his left hand, he nade the door, which had seened quite solid, disappear

"Co!" The first four kids started running for the gate. "Go!" The next group began to run before
the first had even reached it. There would be no hesitation or sonmebody would crash into you from
behind. "Go!" The first group grabbed and swung with varying degrees of clunsiness and headi ng out
in various directions. "Go!" Later groups learned, or tried to, fromthe awkwardness of the
earlier ones. "CGo!"

Bean was at the end of the line, in the last group. Wggin laid a hand on his shoul der. "You can
use a side handhold if you want."
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Ri ght, thought Bean. *Now* you decide to baby me. Not because ny nmeshugga flash suit didn't fit
together right, but just because I'mshort. "Go suck on it," said Bean

"GO! n

Bean kept pace with the other three, though it neant punping his legs half again as fast, and
when he got near the gate he took a flying | eap, tapped the ceiling handhold with his fingers as
he passed, and sailed out into the roomw th no control at all, spinning in three nauseating
directions at once.

But he didn't expect hinmself to do any better, and instead of fighting the spin, he cal ned
hinself and did his anti-nausea routine, relaxing hinself until he neared a wall and had to
prepare for inpact. He didn't [ and near one of the recessed handhol ds and wasn't facing the right
way to grab anything even if he had. So he rebounded, but this time was a little nore stable as he

flew, and he ended up on the ceiling very near the back wall. It took himless tinme than sone to
make his way down to where the others were assenbling, |lined up along the floor under the mddle
gate on the back wall -- the eneny gate.

Wggin sailed calmy through the air. Because he had a hook, during practice he could naneuver
in mdair in ways that soldiers couldn't; during battle, though, the hook woul d be usel ess, so
commanders had to nake sure they didn't becone dependent on the hook's added control. Bean noted
approvingly that Wggin seemed not to use the hook at all. He sailed in sideways, snagged a
handhol d on the fl oor about ten paces out fromthe back wall, and hung in the air. Upside down.

Fi xi ng his gaze on one of them Wggin demanded, "Wy are you upsi de down, soldier?"
I mredi ately sone of the other soldiers started to turn thensel ves upside down |ike Wggin.
"Attention!" Wggin barked. Al novenent stopped. "I said why are you upside down!"

Bean was surprised that the soldier didn't answer. Had he forgotten what the teacher did in the
shuttl e on the way here? The deliberate disorientation? O was that sonething that only D mak did?

"I said why does every one of you have his feet in the air and his head toward the ground!"

Wggin didn't ook at Bean in particular, and this was one question Bean didn't want to answer.
There was no assurance of which particular correct answer Wggin was | ooking for, so why open his
mouth just to get shut down?

It was a kid named Shane -- short for Seamus -- who finally spoke up. "Sir, this is the
direction we were in comng out of the door." Good job, thought Bean. Better than sone |ane
argunent that there was no up or down in null-G

"Well what difference is that supposed to nake! What difference does it nake what the gravity
was back in the corridor! Are we going to fight in the corridor? Is there any gravity here?"

No sir, they all nurnured.

"From now on, you forget about gravity before you go through that door. The old gravity is gone,

erased. Understand ne? Whatever your gravity is when you get to the door, renenber -- the eneny's
gate is down. Your feet are toward the eneny gate. Up is toward your own gate. North is that way"
- he pointed toward what had been the ceiling -- "south is that way, east is that way, west is --
what way?"

They poi nt ed.

"That's what | expected," said Wggin. "The only process you've mastered is the process of
elimnation, and the only reason you' ve mastered that is because you can do it in the toilet."

Bean wat ched, anused. So W ggi n subscribed to the you're-so-stupid-you-need-nme-to-w pe-your-
butts school of basic training. Well, maybe that was necessary. One of the rituals of training.
Boring till it was over, but ... commander's choi ce.
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W ggi n gl anced at Bean, but his eyes kept noving.

"What was the circus | saw out here! Did you call that formng up? Did you call that flying? Now
everybody, launch and formup on the ceiling! R ght now Move!"

Bean knew what the trap was and | aunched for the wall they had just entered through before
W ggin had even finished talking. Mdst of the others also got what the test was, but a fair nunber
of them | aunched the wong way -- toward the direction Wggin had called *north* instead of the
direction he had identified as *up*. This time Bean happened to arrive near a handhol d, and he
caught it with surprising ease. He had done it before in his launch group's battl eroom practi ces,
but he was small enough that, unlike the others, it was quite possible for himto land in a pl ace
that had no handhold within reach. Short arnms were a definite drawback in the battleroom On short
bounds he could aimat a handhold and get there with sone accuracy. On a cross-roomjunp there was
little hope of that. So it felt good that this tine, at least, he didn't look |like an oaf. In
fact, having launched first, he arrived first.

Bean turned around and wat ched as the ones who had blown it nmade the |ong, enbarrassing second
leap to join the rest of the army. He was a little surprised at who some of the bozos were.
Inattention can make clowns of us all, he thought.

Wggin was watching himagain, and this tine it was no passing gl ance.
"You!" Wggin pointed at him "Which way i s down?"

Didn't we just cover this? "Toward the eneny door."

"Nane, kid?"

Conme on, Wggin really didn't know who the short kid with the hi ghest scores in the whol e dam
school was? Well, if we're playing nmean sergeant and hapless recruit, | better follow the script.
"This soldier's nane is Bean, sir."

"CGet that for size or for brains?"

Sonme of the other soldiers |aughed. But not many of them *They* knew Bean's reputation. To them
it was no |longer funny that he was so small -- it was just enbarrassing that a kid that smal
coul d make perfect scores on tests that had questions they didn't even understand.

"Well, Bean, you're right onto things." Wggin now included the whole group as he launched into
a |l ecture on how conming through the door feet first nmade you a nuch smaller target for the eneny
to shoot at. Harder for himto hit you and freeze you. "Now, what happens when you're frozen?"

"Can't nove," sonebody said.
"That's what frozen *neans*," said Wggin. "But what *happens* to you?"

Wggin wasn't phrasing his question very clearly, in Bean's opinion, and there was no use in
prol ongi ng the agony while the others figured it out. So Bean spoke up. "You keep going in the
direction you started in. At the speed you were goi ng when you were flashed."

"That's true," said Wggin. "You five, there on the end, nove!" He pointed at five soldiers, who
spent | ong enough | ooking at each other to nake sure which five he meant that Wggin had tinme to
flash themall, freezing themin place. During practice, it took a few mnutes for a freeze to
wear off, unless the commander used his hook to unfreeze themearlier

"The next five, nove!"

Seven kids noved at once -- no tinme to count. Wggin flashed them as quickly as he flashed the
others, but because they had already | aunched, they kept nmoving at a good clip toward the walls
t hey had headed for

The first five were hovering in the air near where they had been frozen

"Look at these so-called soldiers. Their conmander ordered themto npve, and now | ook at them
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Not only are they frozen, they're frozen right here, where they can get in the way. Wile the

ot hers, because they noved when they were ordered, are frozen down there, plugging up the eneny's
| anes, bl ocking the eneny's vision. | imgine that about five of you have understood the point of
this."

We all understand it, Wggin. It's not like they bring stupid people up here to Battle School
It's not like | didn't pick you the best avail able arny.

"And no doubt Bean is one of them Right, Bean?"
Bean coul d hardly believe that Wggin was singling himout *again*.

Just because I'mlittle, he's using ne to enbarrass the others. The little guy knows the
answers, so why don't you big boys.

But then, Wggin doesn't realize yet. He thinks he has an arny of inconpetent |aunchies and
rejects. He hasn't had a chance to see that he actually has a select group. So he thinks of nme as

the nost |udicrous of a sad lot. He's found out I'mnot an idiot, but he still assumes the others
are.
Wggin was still looking at him Ch, yeah, he had asked a question. "Right, sir," said Bean

"Then what is the point?"

Spit back to himexactly what he just said to us. "Wen you are ordered to nove, nove fast, so
if you get iced you'll bounce around instead of getting in the way of your own army's operations."”

"Excellent. At |least | have one soldier who can figure things out."

Bean was disgusted. This was the conmander who was supposed to turn Dragon into a | egendary
arny? Wggin was supposed to be the al pha and omega of the Battle School, and he's playing the
ganme of singling me out to be the goat. Wggin didn't even find out our scores, didn't discuss his
soldiers with the teachers. If he did, he'd already know that |'mthe smartest kid in the school
The others all knowit. That's why they're | ooking at each other in enbarrassment. Wggin is
reveal i ng his own ignorance.

Bean saw how Wggin seenmed to be registering the distaste of his own soldiers. It was just an
eyebl i nk, but maybe Wggin finally got it that his nmake-fun-of-the-shrinp ploy was backfiring.
Because he finally got on with the business of training. He taught themhow to kneel in mdair --
even flashing their own legs to lock themin place -- and then fire between their knees as they
nmoved downward toward the eneny, so that their |egs becane a shield, absorbing fire and all owi ng
themto shoot for |onger periods of time out in the open. A good tactic, and Bean finally began to
get some idea of why Wggin mght not be a disastrous commander after all. He could sense the
others giving respect to their new conmander at |ast.

When they'd got the point, Wggin thawed hinmself and all the soldiers he had frozen in the
denmonstration. "Now," he said, "which way is the eneny's gate?"

"Down!" they all answered.

"And what is our attack position?"

Oh, right, thought Bean, like we can all give an explanation in unison. The only way to answer
was to denonstrate -- so Bean flipped hinmself away fromthe wall, heading for the other side,
firing between his knees as he went. He didn't do it perfectly -- there was a little rotation as
he went -- but all in all, he did OK for his first actual attenpt at the maneuver

Above him he heard Wggin shout at the others. "lIs Bean the only one who knows how?"

By the tine Bean had caught hinself on the far wall, the whole rest of the army was coming after
him shouting as if they were on the attack. Only Wggin remained at the ceiling. Bean noticed,
with anusement, that Wggin was standing there oriented the same way he had been in the corridor --
his head "north,"” the old "up." He m ght have the theory down pat, but in practice, it's hard to
shake off the old gravity-based thinking. Bean had nade it a point to orient hinself sideways, his
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head to the west. And the soldiers near himdid the sane, taking their orientation fromhim If
Wggin noticed, he gave no sign

"Now cone back at ne, all of you, attack *me*!"

Imrediately his flash suit it up with forty weapons firing at himas his entire arny converged
on him firing all the way. "Quch," said Wggin when they arrived. "You got ne."

Most of them | aughed.

"Now, what are your |egs good for, in conbat?"
Not hi ng, said sonme boys.

"Bean doesn't think so," said Wggin.

So he isn't going to et up on ne even now. Wll, what does he want to hear? Sonebody el se
muttered "shields,” but Wggin didn't key in on that, so he nust have sonmething else in nind
"They're the best way to push off walls," Bean guessed.

"Right," said Wggin.

"Come on, pushing off is novenent, not conbat,'
agr eenent .

said Crazy Tom A few others nurnured their

Ch good, now it starts, thought Bean. Crazy Tom picks a neani ngl ess quarrel with his commander,
who gets pissed off at himand ..

But Wggin didn't take unbrage at Crazy Toml's correction. He just corrected himback, mldly.
"There *is* no combat w thout novenent. Now, with your |legs frozen like this, can you push off
wal | s?"

Bean had no idea. Neither did anyone el se.

"Bean?" asked Wggin. O course.

"I've never tried it,'

sai d Bean, "but maybe if you faced the wall and doubl ed over at the waist

"Ri ght but wong. Watch nme. My back's to the wall, legs are frozen. Since |I'mkneeling, ny feet
are against the wall, Usually, when you push off you have to push downward, so you string out your
body behind you like a string *bean*, right?"

The group | aughed. For the first tinme, Bean realized that maybe Wggin wasn't being stupid to
get the whole group laughing at the little guy. Maybe Wggin knew perfectly well that Bean was the
smartest kid, and had singled himout Iike this because he could tap into all the resentnent the
others felt for him This whole session was guaranteeing that the other kids would all think it
was OK to | augh at Bean, to despise himeven though he was smart.

Great system Waggin. Destroy the effectiveness of your best soldier, make sure he gets no
respect.

However, it was nore inportant to | earn what Wggin was teaching than to feel sullen about the
way he was teaching it. So Bean watched intently as Wggin denonstrated a frozen-1eg takeoff from
the wall. He noticed that Wggin gave hinself a deliberate spin. It would nmake it harder for him
to shoot as he flew, but it would also nake it very hard for a distant eneny to focus enough |ight
on any part of himfor |ong enough to get a kill.

| may be pissed off, but that doesn't nean | can't learn

It was a long and grueling practice, drilling over and over again on new skills. Bean saw t hat
Waggin wasn't willing to let themlearn each technique separately. They had to do themall at
once, integrating theminto snooth, continuous nmovenents. Like dancing, Bean thought. You don't
learn to shoot and then learn to launch and then learn to do a controlled spin -- you learn to
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I aunch- shoot - spi n.

At the end, all of themdripping with sweat, exhausted, and flushed with the excitenment of
havi ng | earned stuff that they'd never heard of other soldiers doing, Wggin assenbl ed them at the
| ower door and announced that they'd have another practice during free tine. "And don't tell ne
that free tinme is supposed to be free. I know that, and you're perfectly free to do what you want.
I"'m*inviting* you to cone to an extra, *voluntary* practice."

They | aughed. This group consisted entirely of kids who had *not* chosen to do extra battleroom
practice with Wggin before, and he was maki ng sure they understood that he expected themto
change their priorities now But they didn't mnd. After this norning they knew that when Wggin
ran a practice, every second was effective. They couldn't afford to mss a practice or they' d fal
significantly behind. Wggin would get their free time. Even Crazy Tom wasn't argui ng about it.

But Bean knew that he had to change his relationship with Wggin right now, or there was no
chance that he would get a chance for |eadership. What Wggin had done to himin today' s practice,
feeding on the resentnment of the other kids for this little pipsqueak, would nmake it even | ess
pl ausi bl e for Bean to be made a | eader within the arny -- if the other kids despised him who
woul d fol | ow hi nf?

So Bean waited for Wggin in the corridor after the others had gone on ahead.
"Ho, Bean," said Wggin.

"Ho, Ender," said Bean. Did Wggin catch the sarcasmin the way Bean said his name? Was that why
he paused a noment before answering?

"*Sir*," said Wggin softly.

Ch, cut out the merda, |'ve seen those vids, we all *laugh* at those vids. "I know what you're
doi ng, *Ender*, sir, and |I'm warning you."

"Warni ng nme?"
"I can be the best man you've got, but don't play games with ne."
"Or what ?"

"O I'll be the worst nman you've got. One or the other." Not that Bean expected Wggin to
under stand what he neant by that. How Bean could only be effective if he had Wggin's trust and
respect, how otherwi se he'd just be the little kid, useful for nothing. Wggin wuld probably take
it to mean that Bean neant to cause trouble if Wggin didn't use him And rmaybe he did nean that,
alittle.

"And what do you want?" asked Wggin. "Love and kisses?"

Say it flat out, put it in his nmnd so plainly he can't pretend not to understand. "I want a
toon."

W ggi n wal ked cl ose to Bean, |ooked down at him To Bean, though, it was a good sign that Wggin
hadn't just |aughed. "Wy should you get a toon?"

"Because |'d know what to do with it."

"Knowi ng what to do with a toon is easy. It's getting themto do it that's hard. Wiy shoul d any
soldier want to followa little pinprick Iike you?"

Wggin had got straight to the crux of the problem But Bean didn't |ike the malicious way he
said it. "They used to call *you* that, | hear. | hear Bonzo Madrid still does."

Wggin wasn't taking the bait. "I asked you a question, soldier."

"I"ll earn their respect, sir, if you don't stop ne."
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To his surprise, Wggin grinned. "I'm hel ping you."
"Like hell."

"Nobody woul d notice you, except to feel sorry for the little kid. But | nade sure they *all*
noticed you today."

You shoul d have done your research, Wggin. You re the only one who didn't know al ready who
was.

"They'l|l be watching every nove you neke," said Wggin. "All you have to do to earn their
respect nowis be perfect."

"So | don't even get a chance to learn before |I'mbeing judged." That's not how you bring al ong
tal ent.

"Poor kid. Nobody's treatin' himfair."
W ggin's deliberate obtuseness infuriated Bean. You're smarter than this, Wggin!

Seeing Bean's rage, Wggin brought a hand forward and pushed himuntil his back rested firmy

against the wall. "I'Il tell you howto get a toon. Prove to me you know what you're doing as a
soldier. Prove to ne you know how to use other soldiers. And then prove to ne that sonebody's
willing to follow you into battle. Then you'll get your toon. But not bloody well until."

Bean i gnored the hand pressing against him It wuld take a lot nore than that to intinidate him
physically. "That's fair," he said. "*If* you actually work that way, |I'll be a toon |leader in a
mont h. "

Now it was Wggin's turn to be angry. He reached down, grabbed Bean by the front of his flash
suit, and slid himup the wall so they stood there eye to eye. "When | say | work a certain way,
Bean, then that's the way | work."

Bean just grinned at him In this low gravity, so high in the station, picking up little kids
wasn't any big test of strength. And Wggin was no bully. There was no serious threat here.

Wggin let go of him Bean slid down the wall and | anded gently on his feet, rebounded slightly,
settled again. Wggin wal ked to the pole and slid down. Bean had won this encounter by getting
under Wggin's skin. Besides, Wggin knew he hadn't handled this situation very well. He woul dn't
forget. In fact, it was Wggin who had lost a little respect, and he knew it, and he'd be trying
to earn it back.

Unlike you, Wggin, | *do* give the other guy a chance to |l earn what he's doing before | insist
on perfection. You screwed up with me today, but 1'll give you a chance to do better tonorrow and
t he next day.

But when Bean got to the pole and reached out to take hold, he realized his hands were trenbling
and his grip was too weak. He had to pause a nonment, |eaning on the pole, till he had cal ned
enough.

That face-to-face encounter with Wggin, he hadn't won that. It m ght even have been a stupid
thing to do. Wggin *had* hurt himwi th those snide conments, that ridicule. Bean had been
studyi ng Wggin as the subject of his private theology, and today he had found out that all this
time Wggin didn't even know Bean exi sted. Everybody conpared Bean to Wggin -- but apparently
Wggin hadn't heard or didn't care. He had treated Bean |i ke nothing. And after havi ng worked so
hard this past year to earn respect, Bean didn't find it easy to be nothing again. It brought back
feelings he thought he left behind in Rotterdam The sick fear of inmnent death. Even though he
knew t hat no one here would raise a hand against him he still renenbered being on the edge of
dyi ng when he first went up to Poke and put his life in her hands.

Is that what |'ve done, once again? By putting nyself on this roster, | gave ny future into this
boy's hands. | counted on himseeing in ne what | see. But of course he couldn't. | have to give
himtinme.
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If there *was* tine. For the teachers were noving quickly now, and Bean night not *have* a year
inthis arny to prove hinself to Wggin.

CHAPTER 14 -- BROTHERS

"You have results for me?"

"Interesting ones. Vol escu *was* |ying. Sonmewhat."
"l hope you're going to be nore precise than that."

"Bean's genetic alteration was not based on a clone of Volescu. But they *are* related. Vol escu
is definitely not Bean's father. But he is alnost certainly Volescu's [sic -- should be "Bean's"]
hal f-uncl e or a double cousin. | hope Vol escu has a hal f-brother or double first cousin, because
such a man is the only possible father of the fertilized egg that Vol escu altered.™

"You have a list of Volescu's relatives, | assune?"

"We didn't need any fanmily at the trial. And Vol escu's nother was not married. He uses her
name. "

"So Vol escu's father had another child sonewhere only you don't even know his name. | thought
you knew everything."

"W know everything that we knew was worth knowing. That's a crucial distinction. We sinply
haven't | ooked for Volescu's father. He's not guilty of anything inportant. W can't investigate
everybody. "

"Another matter. Since you know everything that you know is worth know ng, perhaps you can tell
me why a certain crippled boy has been renoved fromthe school where | placed hin®"

"Ch. Hm Wen you suddenly stopped touting him we got suspicious. So we checked hi mout.
Tested him He's no Bean, but he definitely bel ongs here."

"And it never crossed your mnd that | had good reason for keeping himout of Battle School ?"

"We assumed that you thought that we m ght choose Achilles over Bean, who was, after all, far
too young, so you offered only your favorite."”

"You assunmed. |'ve been dealing with you as if you were intelligent, and you've been dealing
with ne as if | were an idiot. Now | see it should have been the exact reverse."

"I didn't know Christians got so angry."

"I's Achilles already in Battle School ?"

"He's still recovering fromhis fourth surgery. W had to fix the leg on Earth."
"Let me give you a word of advice. Do *not* put himin Battle School while Bean is still there."
"Bean is only six. He's still too young to *enter* Battle School, |et al one graduate.”

"I'f you put Achilles in, take Bean out. Period."
n \My?ll

"If you're too stupid to believe me after all ny other judgnents turned out to be correct, why
should I give you the anmunition to |l et you second-guess ne? Let ne just say that putting themin
school together is a probable death sentence for one of them"

"Whi ch one?"
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"That rather depends on which one sees the other first."
"Achilles says he owes everything to Bean. He | oves Bean."

"Then by all neans, believe himand not me. But don't send the body of the |oser back to ne to
deal with. You bury your own m stakes."

"That sounds pretty heartless."

"I"'mnot going to weep over the grave of either boy. | tried to save both their lives. You
apparently seemdeternined to let themfind out which is fittest in the best Darw nian fashion."

"Cal m down, Sister Carlotta. W'Il consider what you've told us. W won't be foolish."
"You' ve already been foolish. | have no high expectations for you now "

* k% %

As days becane weeks, the shape of Wggin's arny began to unfold, and Bean was filled with both
hope and despair. Hope, because Wggin was setting up an arny that was alnost infinitely
adapt abl e. Despair, because he was doing it w thout any reliance on Bean

After only a few practices, Wggin had chosen his toon | eaders -- every one of thema veteran
fromthe transfer lists. In fact, every veteran was either a toon | eader or a second. Not only
that, instead of the nornmal organization -- four toons of ten soldiers each -- he had created five

toons of eight, and then nade them practice a lot in half-toons of four nen each, one comanded by
the toon | eader, the other by the second.

No one had ever fragmented an arny like that before. And it wasn't just an illusion. Wggin
wor ked hard to nmake sure the toon | eaders and seconds had plenty of |eeway. He'd tell themtheir
objective and let the | eader decide howto achieve it. O he'd group three toons together under
the operational command of one of the toon | eaders to handl e one operation, while Wggin hinself
comanded the snmaller remaining force. It was an extraordi nary amount of del egation

Sonme of the soldiers were critical at first. As they were nmilling around near the entrance to
the barracks, the veterans tal ked about how they'd practiced that day -- in ten groups of four
"Everybody knows it's loser strategy to divide your arny," said Fly Mol o, who commanded A toon

Bean was a little disgusted that the soldier with the highest rank after Wggin would say
sonet hi ng di sparagi ng about his commander's strategy. Sure, Fly was |earning, too. But there's
such a thing as insubordination

"He hasn't divided the arny," said Bean. "He's just organized it. And there's no such thing as a
rule of strategy that you can't break. The idea is to have your army concentrated at the decisive
point. Not to keep it huddl ed together all the tine."

Fly glared at Bean. "Just cause you little guys can hear us doesn't mean you understand what
we're tal king about."

"If you don't want to believe nme, think what you want. My talking isn't going to make you
stupi der than you already are."

Fly cane at him grabbing himby the arm and dragging himto the edge of his bunk

At once, Nikolai |aunched hinself fromthe bunk opposite and | anded on Fly's back, bunping his
head into the front of Bean's bunk. In nmonents, the other toon |eaders had pulled Fly and Ni kol ai
apart -- a ludicrous fight anyway, since Ni kolai wasn't that nuch bigger than Bean

"Forget it, Fly," said Hot Soup -- Han Tzu, |eader of D toon. "N kolai thinks he's Bean's big
brot her."

"What's the kid doing nouthing off to a toon | eader?" denanded Fly.

"You were being insubordinate toward our conmander," said Bean. "And you were also conpletely
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wong. By your view, Lee and Jackson were idiots at Chancellorsville."
"He keeps doing it!"

"Are you so stupid you can't recognize the truth just because the person telling it to you is
short?" Al of Bean's frustration at not being one of the officers was spilling out. He knew it,
but he didn't feel like controlling it. They needed to hear the truth. And Wggi n needed to have
the support when he was bei ng taken down behind his back

Ni kol ai was standing on the | ower bunk, so he was as close to Bean as possible, affirmng the
bond between them "Come on, Fly," said N kolai. "This is *Bean*, renenber?"

And, to Bean's surprise, that silenced Fly. Until this nmoment, Bean had not realized the power
that his reputation had. He m ght be just a regular soldier in Dragon Arny, but he was still the
finest student of strategy and nilitary history in the school, and apparently everybody -- or at
| east everybody but Wggin -- knewit.

"l should have spoken with nore respect,"” said Bean
"Damm right," said Fly.

"But so should you."

Fl'y lunged against the grip of the boys hol ding him

"Tal ki ng about Wggin," said Bean. "You spoke without respect. 'Everybody knows it's |oser
strategy to divide your army.'" He got Fly's intonation alnost exactly right. Several kids
| aughed. And, grudgingly, so did Fly.

"OK, right," said Fly. "I was out of line." He turned to Nikolai. "But I'mstill an officer."

"Not when you're dragging a little kid off his bunk you're not," said N kolai. "You're a bully
when you do that."

Fl'y blinked. Wsely, no one else said a thing until Fly had deci ded how he was going to respond.
"You're right, N kolai. To defend your friend against a bully.” He | ooked from N kolai to Bean and
back again. "Pusha, you guys even | ook like brothers." He wal ked past them heading for his bunk.
The other toon | eaders followed him Crisis over

Ni kol ai | ooked at Bean then. "I was never as squished up and ugly as you,"” he said.
"And if 1'"'mgoing to grow up to look like you, 1'"'mgoing to kill myself now, " said Bean
"Do you have to talk to really *big* guys like that?"

"I didn't expect you to attack himlike a one-man swarm of bee."

"I guess | wanted to junp on sonebody," said N kol ai

"You? M. Nice Guy?"

"I don't feel so nice lately."” He clinbed up on the bunk beside Bean, so they could talk nore
softly. "I'"mout of nmy depth here, Bean. | don't belong in this army."

"What do you nean?"

"I wasn't ready to get pronoted. |'mjust average. Maybe not that good. And even though this
army wasn't a bunch of heroes in the standings, these guys are good. Everybody |earns faster than
me. Everybody *gets* it and |'mstill standing there thinking about it."

"So you work harder."

"I *am* working harder. You -- you just get it, right away, everything, you see it all. And it's
not that I"'mstupid. | always get it, too. Just ... a step behind."
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"Sorry," said Bean.

"What are *you* sorry about? It's not *your* fault."

Yes it is, N kolai. "Cone on, you telling me you wi sh you weren't part of Ender Wggin's army?"
Ni kol ai laughed a little. "He's really sonething, isn't he?"

"You'll do your part. You're a good soldier. You'll see. Wien we get into the battles, you'll do
as well as anybody."

"Eh, probably. They can always freeze nme and throw ne around. A big lunpy projectile weapon."”
"You're not so |umpy."

"Everybody's | unpy conpared to you. |'ve watched you -- you give away hal f your food."

"They feed me too nuch.”

"I"ve got to study." Nikolai junped across to his bunk

Bean felt bad sonetimes about having put Nikolai in this situation. But when they started
wi nning, a lot of kids outside of Dragon Arnmy woul d be wishing they could trade places with him
In fact, it was kind of surprising N kolai realized he wasn't as qualified as the others. After
all, the differences weren't that pronounced. Probably there were a ot of kids who felt just like
Ni kol ai. But Bean hadn't really reassured him In fact, he had probably reaffirmed Nikolai's
feelings of inferiority.

What a sensitive friend | am

* % %

There was no point in interview ng Vol escu again, not after getting such lies fromhimthe first
time. Al that talk of copies, and himthe original -- there was no mtigation now. He was a
murderer, a servant of the Father of Lies. He would do nothing to help Sister Carlotta. And the
need to find out what m ght be expected of the one child who evaded Vol escu's little hol ocaust was
too great to rely again on the word of such a man.

Besi des, Vol escu had nmade contact with his hal f-brother or double cousin -- how el se could he
have obtained a fertilized egg containing his DNA? So Sister Carlotta should be able either to
follow Vol escu's trail or duplicate his research

She | earned quickly that Volescu was the illegitinmate child of a Romani an worman i n Budapest,
Hungary. A little checking -- and the judicious use of her security clearance -- got her the nane
of the father, a Greek-born official in the League who had recently been pronoted to service on
the Hegermon's staff. That ni ght have been a roadbl ock, but Sister Carlotta did not need to speak
to the grandfather. She only needed to know who he was in order to find out the names of his three
legitimate children. The daughter was elininated because the shared parent was a male. And in
checking the two sons, she decided to go first to visit the married one.

They lived on the island of Crete, where Julian ran a software conpany whose only client was the
I nternational Defense League. Obviously this was not a coi ncidence, but nepotism was al nost
honor abl e conpared to sone of the outright graft and favor-trading that was endemc in the League.
In the long run such corruption was basically harm ess, since the International Fleet had seized
control of its own budget early on and never |let the League touch it again. Thus the Pol enarch and
the Strategos had far nore noney at their disposal than the Hegenon, which nade him though first
intitle, weakest in actual power and independence of novenent.

And just because Julian Del phiki owed his career to his father's political connections did not
necessarily nmean that his conpany's product was not adequate and that he hinself was not an honest
man. By the standards of honesty that prevailed in the world of business, anyway.

Sister Carlotta found that she did not need her security clearance to get a neeting with Julian
and his wife, Elena. She called and said she would |ike to see themon a nmatter concerning the
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I.F., and they imedi ately opened their calendar to her. She arrived in Knossos and was
i mediately driven to their hone on a bluff overlooking the Aegean. They | ooked nervous -- indeed,
El ena was al nbost frantic, winging a handkerchi ef.

"Pl ease," she said, after accepting their offer of fruit and cheese. "Please tell ne why you are
so upset. There's nothing about ny business that should al armyou."

The two of them gl anced at each other, and El ena becane flustered. "Then there's nothing wong
with our boy?"

For a nonent, Sister Carlotta wondered if they already knew about Bean -- but how could they?
"Your son?"

"Then he's all right!" Elena burst into tears of relief and when her husband knelt beside her
she clung to hi mand sobbed.

"You see, it was very hard for us to let himgo into service," said Julian. "So when a religious
person calls to tell us she needs to see us on business pertaining to the I.F., we thought -- we
|l eapt to the conclusion --"

"Ch, I'mso sorry. | didn't know you had a son in the mlitary, or | would have been careful to
assure you fromthe start that ... but now | fear | amhere under fal se pretenses. The matter |
need to speak to you about is personal, so personal you may be reluctant to answer. Yet it *is*
about a matter that is of some inportance to the I.F. Truthful answers cannot possibly expose you
to any personal risk, | promse."

El ena got control of herself. Julian seated hinmself again, and now they | ooked at Sister
Carlotta almost with cheerful ness. "Ch, ask whatever you want," said Julian. "W're just happy

that -- whatever you want to ask."

"We'll answer if we can," said El ena.

"You say you have a son. This raises the possibility that -- there is reason to wonder if you
m ght not at sone point have ... was your son concei ved under circunstances that woul d have

all oned a clone of his fertilized egg to be nmade?"

"Ch yes,"” said Elena. "That is no secret. A defect in one fallopian tube and an ectopic
pregnancy in the other nmade it inpossible for ne to conceive in utero. W wanted a child, so they
drew out several of ny eggs, fertilized themwi th ny husband's sperm and then cloned the ones we
chose. There were four that we cloned, six copies of each. Two girls and two boys. So far, we have
i mpl anted only the one. He was such a -- such a special boy, we did not want to dilute our
attention. Now that his education is out of our hands, however, we have been thinking of bearing
one of the girls. It's tinme." She reached over and took Julian's hand and smiled. He sm | ed back

Such a contrast to Vol escu. Hard to believe there was any genetic material in comon.
"You said six copies of each of the four fertilized eggs," said Sister Carlotta.

"Six including the original," said Julian. "That way we have the best chance of inplanting each
of the four and carrying themthrough a full pregnancy.™

"Atotal of twenty-four fertilized eggs. And only one of themwas inplanted?"
"Yes, we were very fortunate, the first one worked perfectly."

"Leaving twenty-three."

"Yes. Exactly."

"M. Delphiki, all twenty-three of those fertilized eggs remain in storage, waiting for
i mpl antati on?"

"OF course."
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Sister Carlotta thought for a nonent. "How recently have you checked?"

"Just last week," said Julian. "As we began tal ki ng about having another child. The doctor
assured us that nothing has happened to the eggs and they can be inplanted with only a few hours
notice."

"But did the doctor actually check?"
"I don't know, " said Julian.
El ena was starting to tense up a little. "Wat have you heard?" she asked

"Not hing," said Sister Carlotta. "What | amlooking for is the source of a particular child's
genetic material. | sinply need to make sure that your fertilized eggs were not the source."

"But of course they were not. Except for our son."

"Pl ease don't be alarned. But | would like to know the nanme of your doctor and the facility
where the eggs are stored. And then | would be glad if you would call your doctor and have hi m go,
in person, to the facility and insist upon seeing the eggs hinself."

"They can't be seen without a mcroscope,” said Julian
"See that they have not been disturbed," said Sister Carlotta.

They had both beconme hyperal ert again, especially since they had no idea what this was all about
-- nor could they be told. As soon as Julian gave her the name of doctor and hospital, Sister
Carlotta stepped onto the porch and, as she gazed at the sail-specked Aegean, she used her gl oba
and got herself put through to the I.F. headquarters in Athens.

It woul d take several hours, perhaps, for either her call or Julian's to bring in the answer, so
she and Julian and El ena made a heroic effort to appear unconcerned. They took her on a wal ki ng
tour of their neighborhood, which offered views both ancient and nodem and of nature verdant,
desert, and marine. The dry air was refreshing as long as the breeze fromthe sea did not [ag, and
Sister Carlotta enjoyed hearing Julian talk about his company and El ena tal k about her work as a
teacher. All thought of their having risen in the world through government corruption faded as she

realized that however he got his contract, Julian was a serious, dedicated creator of software,
while Elena was a fervent teacher who treated her profession as a crusade. "I knew as soon as |
started teaching our son how remarkabl e he was," Elena told her. "But it wasn't until his pre-
tests for school placenment that we first learned that his gifts were particularly suited for the
I.F."

Alarm bells went off. Sister Carlotta had assuned that their son was an adult. After all, they
were not a young couple. "How old is your son?"

"Ei ght years old now," said Julian. "They sent us a picture. Quite a little man in his uniform
They don't let many letters cone through.™

Their son was in Battle School. They appeared to be in their forties, but they mi ght not have
started to have a famly until late, and then tried in vain for a while, going through a tuba
pregnancy before finding out that Elena could no | onger conceive. Their son was only a coupl e of
years ol der than Bean

Whi ch neant that G aff could conpare Bean's genetic code with that of the Del phiki boy and find
out if they were fromthe sanme cloned egg. There would be a control, to conpare what Bean was |ike
with Anton's key turned, as opposed to the other, whose genes were unaltered.

Now t hat she thought about it, of *course* any true sibling of Bean's woul d have exactly the
abilities that would bring the attention of the I.F. Anton's key made a child into a savant in
general ; the particular mx of skills that the |I.F. |ooked for were not affected. Bean woul d have
had those skills no matter what; the alteration nerely allowed himto bring a far sharper
intelligence to bear on abilities he already had.
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*1f* Bean was in fact their child. Yet the coincidence of twenty-three fertilized eggs and the
twenty-three children that Vol escu had produced in the "clean roont -- what other conclusion could
she reach?

And soon the answer cane, first to Sister Carlotta, but immediately thereafter to the Del phiKkis.
The |I.F. investigators had gone to the clinic with the doctor and together they had di scovered
that the eggs were m ssing.

It was hard news for the Del phikis to bear, and Sister Carlotta discreetly waited outside while
El ena and Julian took sone tine alone together. But soon they invited her in. "How nuch can you
tell us?" Julian asked. "You cane here because you suspected our babi es m ght have been taken
Tell me, were they born?"

Sister Carlotta wanted to hide behind the veil of mlitary secrecy, but in truth there was no
mlitary secret involved -- Volescu's crime was a matter of public record. And yet ... weren't
they better off not know ng?

"Julian, Elena, accidents happen in the |aboratory. They m ght have di ed anyway. Nothing is
certain. Isn't it better just to think of this as a terrible accident? Wiy add to the burden of
the |1 oss you al ready have?"

El ena | ooked at her fiercely. "You *will* tell me, Sister Carlotta, if you love the God of
truth!"

"The eggs were stolen by a crimnal who ... illegally caused themto be brought through
gestation. Wen his crine was about to be discovered, he gave them a painl ess death by sedative.
They did not suffer.™

"And this man will be put on trial?"

"He has already been tried and sentenced to life in prison," said Sister Carlotta.
"Al ready?" asked Julian. "How | ong ago were our babies stol en?"

"More than seven years ago."

"Ch!" cried Elena. "Then our babies ... when they died ..."

"They were infants. Not a year old yet."

"But why *our* babies? Wiy woul d he steal then? Was he going to sell them for adoption? Was
he..."

"Does it matter? None of his plans cane to fruition," said Sister Carlotta. The nature of
Vol escu' s experinments *was* a secret.

"What was the nurderer's name?" asked Julian. Seeing her hesitation, he insisted. "H s nanme is a
matter of public record, is it not?"

"In the crimnal courts of Rotterdam" said Sister Carlotta. "Volescu."
Julian reacted as if slapped -- but inmediately controlled hinself. Elena did not see it.

He knows about his father's nistress, thought Sister Carlotta. He understands now what part of
the notive had to be. The legitimte son's children were ki dnapped by the bastard, experinented
on, and eventually killed -- and the legitinmate son didn't find out about it for seven years.

What ever privations Vol escu fancied that his fatherl essness had caused him he had taken his
vengeance. And for Julian, it also nmeant that his father's lusts had come back to cause this |oss,
this pain to Julian and his wife. The sins of the fathers are visited upon the children unto the
third and fourth generation ..

But didn't the scripture say the third and fourth generation of themthat hate me? Julian and
El ena did not hate God. Nor did their innocent babies.
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It nakes no nore sense than Herod's slaughter of the babes of Bethlehem The only confort was
the trust that a nerciful God caught up the spirits of the slain infants into his bosom and that
he brought confort, eventually, to the parents' hearts.

"Please,"” said Sister Carlotta. "I cannot say you should not grieve for the children that you
will never hold. But you can still rejoice in the child that you have."

"Amllion nmles away!" cried El ena.

"l don't suppose ... you don't happen to know if the Battle School ever lets a child conme hone
for a visit," said Julian. "His nanme is N kol ai Del phiki. Surely under the circunstances ..

"I"'mso sorry," said Sister Carlotta. Rem nding themof the child they had was not such a good
i dea after all, when they did not, in fact, have him "lI'msorry that nmy conming led to such
terrible news for you."

"But you |l earned what you cane to learn," said Julian

"Yes," said Sister Carlotta.

Then Julian realized sonething, though he said not a word in front of his wife. "WII| you want
to return to the airport now?"

"Yes, the car is still waiting. Soldiers are nuch nore patient than cab drivers."

"I'"'l'l walk you to the car,"” said Julian

"No, Julian," said Elena, "don't | eave ne."

"Just for a few nonents, nmy |love. Even now, we don't forget courtesy." He held his wife for a
I ong monent, then led Sister Carlotta to the door and opened it for her

As they wal ked to the car, Julian spoke of what he had come to understand. "Since ny father's
bastard is already in prison, you did not come here because of his crine.”

"No," she said.

"One of our children is still alive," he said.

"What | tell you now | should not tell, because it is not within ny authority,"” said Sister
Carlotta. "But ny first allegiance is to God, not the I.F. If the twenty-two children who died at
Vol escu' s hand were yours, then a twenty-third may be alive. It remains for genetic testing to be
done. "

"But we will not be told," said Julian.

"Not yet," said Sister Carlotta. "And not soon. Perhaps not ever. But if it is within nmy power,
then a day will cone when you will meet your second son.”

"I's he ... do you know hi n®"
"If it is your son," she said, "then yes, | know him Hi s |life has been hard, but his heart is
good, and he is such a boy as to nmake any father or nother proud. Please don't ask nme nore. |'ve

al ready said too much."
"Do | tell this to my wife?" asked Julian. "What will be harder for her, to know or not know?"
"Winen are not so different frommen. *You* preferred to know "

Julian nodded. "I know that you were only the bearer of news, not the cause of our |oss. But
your visit here will not be remenbered with happiness. Yet | want you to know that | understand
how ki ndly you have done this niserable job."

She nodded. "And you have been unfailingly gracious in a difficult hour."
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Julian opened the door of her car. She stooped to the seat, swung her |egs inside. But before he
could close the door for her, she thought of one |ast question, a very inportant one.

"Julian, | know you were planning to have a daughter next. But if you had gone on to bring
anot her son into the world, what would you have naned hi nP"

"Qur firstborn was naned for ny father, N kolai," he said. "But Elena wanted to nane a second
son for nme."

"Julian Del phiki," said Sister Carlotta. "If this truly is your son, | think he would be proud
soneday to bear his father's nane."

"What nanme does he use now?" asked Julian
"Of course | cannot say."
"But ... not Vol escu, surely."

"No. As far as |I'mconcerned, he'll never hear that nane. God bl ess you, Julian Delphiki. I wll
pray for you and your wife."

"Pray for our children's souls, too, Sister."
"I already have, and do, and will."

* % %

Maj or Anderson | ooked at the boy sitting across the table fromhim "Really, it's not that
inportant a matter, N kolai."

"l thought maybe | was in trouble."

"No, no. W just noticed that you seened to be a particular friend of Bean. He doesn't have a
lot of friends."

"It didn't help that Dinmak painted a target on himin the shuttle. And now Ender's gone and done
the sane thing. | suppose Bean can take it, but smart as he is, he kind of pisses off a lot of the
other kids."

"But not you?"

"Ch, he pisses ne off, too."

"And yet you becane his friend."

"Well, | didn't mean to. | just had the bunk across fromhimin launchy barracks."
"You traded for that bunk."

"Did 1? Ch. Eh."

"And you did that before you knew how smart Bean was."

"Dimak told us in the shuttle that Bean had the hi ghest scores of any of us."

"Was that why you wanted to be near hin®"

Ni kol ai shrugged.

"I't was an act of kindness," said Major Anderson. "Perhaps |'mjust an old cynic, but when | see
such an inexplicable act | becone curious."

"He really does kind of look |ike ny baby pictures. Isn't that dunb? | saw himand | thought, he
| ooks just like cute little baby Ni kolai. Wich is what nmy nother always called ne in nmy baby
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pictures. | never thought of themas *ne*. | was big N kolai. That was cute little baby N kolai. I
used to pretend that he was nmy little brother and we just happened to have the same name. Big
Ni kol ai and Cute Little Baby Ni kolai."

"I see that you're ashaned, but you shouldn't be. It's a natural thing for an only child to do."
"I wanted a brother."
"Many who have a brother wish they didn't."

"But the brother | made up for nyself, he and | got along fine." Nikolai |aughed at the
absurdity of it.

"And you saw Bean and thought of himas the brother you once inmgined."

"At first. Now | know who he really is, and it's better. It's like ... sonetines he's the little
brother and |'mlooking out for him and sonetines he's the big brother and he's | ooking out for
me. "

"For instance?"
"What ?"
"A boy that small -- how does he | ook out for you?"

"He gives ne advice. Helps me with classwork. W do sone practice together. He's better at

al nrost everything than | am Only I'"mbigger, and | think | like himnore than he likes ne."

"That may be true, N kolai. But as far as we can tell, he likes you nore than he |ikes anybody
else. He just ... so far, he may not have the sane capacity for friendship that you have. | hope
that nmy asking you these questions won't change your feelings and actions toward Bean. W don't
assign people to be friends, but | hope you'll renmain Bean's."

"I"'mnot his friend," said N kol ai

n d.]?ll

"I told you. I"'mhis brother."” Nikolai grinned. "Once you get a brother, you don't give himup
easy."

CHAPTER 15 -- COURAGE
"Cenetically, they're identical twins. The only difference is Anton's key."
"So the Del phikis have two sons."

"The Del phi kis have one son, N kolai, and he's with us for the duration. Bean was an orphan
found on the streets of Rotterdam™

"Because he was ki dnapped."

"The law is clear. Fertilized eggs are property. | know that this is a natter of religious
sensitivity for you, but the I.F. is bound by |law, not --"

"The |I.F. uses | aw where possible to achieve its own ends. | know you're fighting a war. | know
that some things are outside your power. But the war will not go on forever. Al | ask is this:
Make this infornmation part of a record -- part of many records. So that when the war ends, the

proof of these things can and will survive. So the truth won't stay hidden."
"OfF course.”

"No, not of course. You know that the nonment the Formics are defeated, the |.F. will have no
reason to exist. It will try to continue to exist in order to maintain international peace. But
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the League is not politically strong enough to survive in the nationalist winds that will blow.
The I.F. will break into fragments, each following its own | eader, and God help us if any part of
the fleet ever should use its weapons agai nst the surface of the Earth."

"You' ve been spending too nuch tinme reading the Apocal ypse."

"I may not be one of the genius children in your school, but | see how the tides of opinion are
flowing here on Earth. On the nets a denagogue naned Denpsthenes is inflamng the West about
illegal and secret maneuvers by the Pol emarch to give an advantage to the New Warsaw Pact, and the
propaganda i s even nore virulent from Moscow, Baghdad, Buenos Aires, Beijing. There are a few
rati onal voices, |ike Locke, but they're given lip service and then ignored. You and | can't do
anyt hi ng about the fact that world war will certainly conme. But we *can* do our best to make sure
these children don't becone pawns in that gane."

"The only way they won't be pawns is if they're players."”
"You' ve been raising them Surely you don't *fear* them Gve themtheir chance to play."

"Sister Carlotta all ny work is ained at preparing for the showdown with the Form cs. At turning
these children into brilliant, reliable conmanders. | can't | ook beyond that mark."

"Don't *|ook*. Just |eave the door open for their famlies, their nations to claimthem"™
"I can't think about that right now "

"Right nowis the only tine you'll have the power to do it."

"You overestimte ne."

"You underestinmate yoursel f."

* % %

Dragon Armmy had only been practicing for a nonth when Wggin came into the barracks only a few
seconds after lights-on, brandishing a slip of paper. Battle orders. They would face Rabbit Arny
at 0700. And they'd do it wi thout breakfast.

"I don't want anybody throwing up in the battleroom"
"Can we at least take a leak first?" asked N kol ai
"No nmore than a decaliter,” said Wggin.

Everybody | aughed, but they were al so nervous. As a new armny, with only a handful of veterans,
they didn't actually expect to win, but they didn't want to be humiliated, either. They all had
different ways of dealing with nerves -- sone becane silent, others tal kative. Sone joked and
bantered, others turned surly. Sone just |ay back down on their bunks and cl osed their eyes.

Bean watched them He tried to renenber if the kids in Poke's crew ever did these things. And
then realized: They were *hungry*, not afraid of being shaned. You don't get this kind of fear
until you have enough to eat. So it was the bullies who felt |ike these kids, afraid of
hum liation but not of going hungry. And sure enough, the bullies standing around in |ine showed
all these attitudes. They were al ways perfornming, always aware of others watching them Fearfu
they woul d have to fight; eager for it, too.

What do | feel?
What's wong with me that | have to think about it to know?
Oh ... I"'mjust sitting here, watching. |'mone of *those*.

Bean pulled out his flash suit, but then realized he had to use the toilet before putting it on
He dropped down onto the deck and pulled his towel fromits hook, wapped it around hinself. For a
monent he flashed back to that night he had tossed his towel under a bunk and clinbed into the
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ventilation system He'd never fit now Too thickly nmuscled, too tall. He was still the shortest
kid in Battle School, and he doubted if anyone el se would notice how he'd grown, but he was aware
of how his arns and | egs were longer. He could reach things nore easily. Didn't have to junp so
often just to do normal things like palmng his way into the gym

I've changed, thought Bean. My body, of course. But also the way | think

Ni kol ai was still Iying in bed with his pillow over his head. Everybody had his own way of
copi ng.

The other kids were all using the toilets and getting drinks of water, but Bean was the only one
who thought it was a good idea to shower. They used to tease himby asking if the water was still
warm when it got all the way down there, but the joke was ol d now. Wat Bean wanted was the steam
The blindness of the fog around him of the fogged nmirrors, everything hidden, so he could be
anyone, anywhere, any size.

Soneday they'll all see ne as | see nyself. Larger than any of them Head and shoul ders above
the rest, seeing farther, reaching farther, carrying burdens they could only dreamof. In
Rotterdamall | cared about was staying alive. But here, well fed, |1've found out who I am What |
m ght be. *They* mght think I"man alien or a robot or sonething, just because |I'm not
genetically ordinary. But when |I've done the great deeds of nmy life, they'll be proud to claimne
as a hunman, furious at anyone who questions whether |'mtruly one of them

G eater than W ggin.

He put the thought out of his mnd, or tried to. This wasn't a conpetition. There was room for
two great men in the world at the sane time. Lee and Grant were contenporaries, fought against
each other. Bisnmarck and Disraeli. Napol eon and Wellington

No, that's not the conparison. It's *Lincoln* and Grant. Two great men working together

It was disconcerting, though, to realize howrare that was. Napol eon could never bear to | et any
of his lieutenants have real authority. All victories had to be his alone. Wwo was the great man
besi de Augustus? Al exander? They had friends, they had rivals, but they never had partners.

That's why Wggin has kept ne down, even though he knows by now fromthe reports they give to
arnmy conmanders that |'ve got a nmnd better than anybody el se in Dragon. Because |'mtoo obviously
a rival. Because | nade it clear that first day that | intended to rise, and he's letting me know
that it won't happen while I'"'mwith his arnmny.

Soneone cane into the bathroom Bean couldn't see who it was because of the fog. Nobody greeted
him Everybody el se nmust have finished here and gone back to get ready.

The newcomner wal ked through the fog past the opening in Bean's shower stall. It was Wggin.

Bean just stood there, covered with soap. He felt like an idiot. He was in such a daze he had
forgotten to rinse, was just standing in the fog, lost in his thoughts. Hurriedly he noved under
the water again.

" Bean?"
"Sir?" Bean turned to face him Wggin was standing in the shower entrance.
"I thought | ordered everybody to get down to the gym"™

Bean t hought back. The scene unfolded in his nmind. Yes, Wggin *had* ordered everybody to bring
their flash suits to the gym

"I'msorry. | ... was thinking of sonmething else ..."
"Everybody's nervous before their first battle.”

Bean hated that. To have Wggin see hi mdoing sonmet hing stupid. Not remenbering an order -- Bean
renenmbered *everything*. It just hadn't registered. And now he was patroni zing him Everybody's
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ner vous!

"*You* weren't," said Bean.
W ggin had al ready stepped away. He cane back. "Wasn't [?"

"Bonzo Madrid gave you orders not to take your weapon out. You were supposed to just stay there
i ke a dunmy. You weren't nervous about doing *that*."

"No," said Wggin. "I was pissed."
"Better than nervous."
Wggin started to | eave. Then returned again. "Are *you* pissed?"

"l did that before | showered," said Bean

W ggi n | aughed. Then his snile di sappeared. "You're late, Bean, and you're still busy rinsing.
I"ve already got your flash suit down in the gym Al we need nowis your ass init." Wggin took
Bean's towel off its hook. "I'lIl have this waiting for you down there, too. Now nove."

Waggin left.

Bean turned the water off, furious. That was conpletely unnecessary, and Wggin knew it. Making
hi m go through the corridor wet and naked during the tine when other arnies would be coning back
from breakfast. That was low, and it was stupid.

Anything to put me down. Every chance he gets.

Bean, you idiot, you're still standing here. You could have run down to the gym and beaten him
there. Instead, you're shooting your stupid self in the stupid foot. And why? None of this nakes
sense. None of this is going to help you. You want himto nmake you a toon | eader, not think of you
with contenpt. So why are you doing things to make yourself | ook stupid and young and scared and
unreliabl e?

And still you're standing here, frozen
I'"'ma coward.
The thought ran through Bean's mind and filled himwith terror. But it wouldn't go away.

I''mone of those guys who freezes up or does conpletely irrational things when he's afraid. Wo
| oses control and goes sl ack-mi nded and stupid.

But | didn't do that in Rotterdam If | had, |'d be dead.

O maybe | *did* do it. Maybe that's why | didn't call out to Poke and Achilles when | saw them
there al one on the dock. He wouldn't have killed her if 1'd been there to w tness what happened.
Instead | ran off until | realized the danger she was in. But why didn't | realize it before?
Because | *did* realize it, just as | heard Wggin tell us to neet in the gym Realized it,
understood it conpletely, but was too cowardly to act. Too afraid that sonething would go wong.

And maybe that's what happened Achilles lay on the ground and | told Poke to kill him | was
wong and she was right. Because *any* bully she caught that way woul d probably have held a grudge

-- and nmight easily have acted on it inmrediately, killing her as soon as they let himup. Achilles
was the likeliest one, maybe the only one that woul d agree to the arrangenent Bean had thought up
There was no choice. But | got scared. Kill him | said, because | wanted it to go away.

And still I'm standing here. The water is off. |'mdripping wet and cold. But | can't nove.

Ni kol ai was standing in the bathroom doorway. "Too bad about your diarrhea,” he said.
"What ?"

"I told Ender about how you were up with diarrhea in the night. That's why you had to go to the
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bat hroom You were sick, but you didn't want to tell himbecause you didn't want to miss the first
battle."

"I"'mso scared | couldn't take a dunp if | wanted to," said Bean

"He gave nme your towel. He said it was stupid of himto take it." N kolai wal ked in and gave it
to him "He said he needs you in the battle, so he's glad you' re toughing it out."

"He doesn't need ne. He doesn't even want ne."

"Come on, Bean," said N kolai. "You can do this."

Bean towel ed off. It felt good to be moving. Doing sonething.

"I think you're dry enough," said N kol ai

Agai n, Bean realized he was sinply drying and drying hinmself, over and over

"Ni kol ai, what's wong with ne?"

"You're afraid that you'll turn out to be just a little kid. Well, here's a clue: You *are* a
ittle kid."

"So are you."

"So it's OKto be really bad. Isn't that what you keep telling nme?" Nikolai |aughed. "Come on,
if I can do it, bad as | am so can you."

"N kol ai ," said Bean

"What now?"

"I really *do* have to crap."

"I sure hope you don't expect me to w pe your butt."

"If | don't cone out in three mnutes, cone in after ne.

Col d and sweating -- a conbination he wouldn't have thought possible. Bean went into the toilet
stall and closed the door. The pain in his abdomen was fierce. But he couldn't get his bowel to
| oosen up and |l et go.

What am | so *afraid* of?

Finally, his alinentary systemtriunphed over his nervous system It felt |like everything he'd
ever eaten flooded out of himat once.

"Tinme's up,"” said Nikolai. "I'"mcomng in."
"At peril of your life," said Bean. "I'mdone, |'m com ng out."

Enpty now, clean, and huniliated in front of his only real friend, Bean cane out of the stal
and wrapped his towel around him

"Thanks for keeping me frombeing a liar," said N kol ai

"\What ?"

"About your having diarrhea."
"For you I'd get dysentery."
"Now that's friendship."

By the tine they got to the gym everybody was already in their flash suits, ready to go. Wile
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Ni kol ai hel ped Bean get into his suit, Wggin had the rest of themlie down on the mats and do
rel axati on exercises. Bean even had tine to lie down for a couple of mnutes before Wggin had
them get up. 0656. Four mnutes to get to the battleroom He was cutting it pretty fine.

As they ran along the corridor, Wggin occasionally junped up to touch the ceiling. Behind him
the rest of the army would junp up and touch the sanme spot when they reached it. Except the

snmal l er ones. Bean, his heart still burning with humliation and resentnment and fear, did not try.
You do that kind of thing when you belong with the group. And he didn't belong. After all his
brilliance in class, the truth was out now. He was a coward. He didn't belong in the nilitary at
all. If he couldn't even risk playing a gane, what would he be worth in conbat? The real generals

exposed thensel ves to eneny fire. Fearless, they had to be, an exanple of courage to their nmen.

Me, | freeze up, take |long showers, and dunp a week's rations into the head. Let's see them
foll ow *that* exanpl e

At the gate, Wggin had tine to line themup in toons, then remind them "Wich way is the
eneny's gate?"

"Down!" they all answered.

Bean only nout hed the word. Down. Down down down.

What's the best way to get down off a goose?

What are you doing up on a goose in the first place, you fool

The grey wall in front of them di sappeared, and they could see into the battleroom It was dim --
not dark, but so faintly lighted that the only way they could see the eneny gate was the |ight of
Rabbit Arny's flash suits pouring out of it.

Waggin was in no hurry to get out of the gate. He stood there surveying the room which was
arranged in an open grid, with eight "stars" -- |large cubes that served as obstacles, cover, and
staging platforns -- distributed fairly evenly if randomy through the space.

Wggin's first assignment was to C toon. Crazy Tonlis toon. The toon Bean bel onged to. Wrd was
whi spered down the file. "Ender says slide the wall." And then, "Tom says flash your |egs and go
in on your knees. South wall."

Silently they swng into the room using the handholds to propel thenselves along the ceiling to
the east wall. "They're setting up their battle formation. All we want to do is cut themup a
little, make them nervous, confused, because they don't know what to do with us. W're raiders. So
we shoot themup, then get behind that star. *Don't* get stuck out in the nmiddle. And *ainf. Make
every shot count."

Bean did everything nmechanically. It was habit now to get in position, freeze his own |egs, and
then launch with his body oriented the right way. They'd done it hundreds of times. He did it
exactly right; so did the other seven soldiers in the toon. Nobody was | ooking for anyone to fail
He was right where they expected himto be, doing his job.

They coasted along the wall, always within reach of a handhold. Their frozen | egs were dark
bl ocking the lights of the rest of their flash suits until they were fairly close. Wggin was
doi ng sonmething up near the gate to distract Rabbit Arnmy's attention, so the surprise was pretty
good.

As they got closer, Crazy Tomsaid, "Split and rebound to the star -- ne north, you south."”

It was a maneuver that Crazy Tom had practiced with his toon. It was the right time for it, too.
It woul d confuse the eneny nore to have two groups to shoot at, heading different directions.

They pull ed up on handhol ds. Their bodies, of course, swung against the wall, and suddenly the
lights of their flash suits were quite visible. Somebody in Rabbit saw them and gave the al arm

But C was already noving, half the toon diagonally south, the other half north, and all angling
downward toward the floor. Bean began firing; the eneny was also firing at him He heard the | ow
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whi ne that said sonmebody's beamwas on his suit, but he was twisting slowy, and far enough from
the enenmy that none of the beams was in one place |ong enough to do danage. In the neantine, he
found that his armtracked perfectly, not trenbling at all. He had practiced this a |ot, and he
was good at it. A clean kill, not just an armor |eg.

He had tine for a second before he hit the wall and had to rebound up to the rendezvous star
One nore eneny hit before he got there, and then he snagged a handhold on the star and said, "Bean
here. ™"

"Lost three," said Crazy Tom "But their formation's all gone to hell."
"What now?" said Dag.

They could tell fromthe shouting that the nmain battle was in progress. Bean was thinking back
over what he had seen as he approached the star.

"They sent a dozen guys to this star to wipe us out," said Bean. "They'll cone around the east
and west sides."
They all | ooked at himlike he was i nsane. How could he know this?

"We've got about one nore second,"” said Bean
"Al'l south," said Crazy Tom

They swung up to the south side of the star. There were no Rabbits on that face, but Crazy Tom
imMmediately led themin an attack around to the west face. Sure enough, there were Rabbits there,
caught in the act of attacking what they clearly thought of as the "back" of the star -- or, as
Dragon Arny was trained to think of it, the bottom So to the Rabbits, the attack seened to cone
frombelow, the direction they were |least aware of. In nmoments, the six Rabbits on that face were
frozen and drifting al ong bel ow the star

The other half of the attack force would see that and know what had happened.
"Top," said Crazy Tom

To the eneny, that would be the front of the star -- the position nost exposed to fire fromthe
mai n formation. The | ast place they' d expect Tomis toon to go.

And once they were there, instead of continuing to attenpt to engage the strike force comng
agai nst them Crazy Tom had them shoot at the main Rabbit formation, or what was left of it --
nostly di sorgani zed groups hiding behind stars and firing at Dragons com ng down at them from
several directions. The five of themin Ctoon had tine to hit a couple of Rabbits each before the
strike force found them again.

Wthout waiting for orders, Bean i mredi ately | aunched away fromthe surface of the star so he
coul d shoot downward at the strike force. This close, he was able to do four quick kills before
the whining abruptly stopped and his suit went conpletely stiff and dark. The Rabbit who got him
wasn't one of the strike force -- it was sonebody fromthe nmain force above him And to his
satisfaction, Bean could see that because of his firing, only one soldier fromC toon was hit by
the strike force sent against them Then he rotated out of view

It didn't matter now. He was out. But he had done well. Seven kills that he was sure of, maybe
more. And it was nore than his personal score. He had conme up with the information Crazy Tom
needed in order to nmake a good tactical decision, and then he had taken the bold action that kept
the strike force fromcausing too many casualties. As a result, Ctoon remained in position to
strike at the eneny from behind. Wthout any place to hide, Rabbit would be wi ped out in nonents.
And Bean was part of it.

| didn't freeze once we got into action. | did what | was trained to do, and |I stayed alert, and
I thought of things. | can probably do better, nove faster, see nore. But for a first battle,
did fine. | can do this.
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Because C toon was crucial to the victory, Wggin used the other four toon | eaders to press
their helnets to the corners of the eneny gate, and gave Crazy Tomthe honor of passing through
the gate, which is what formally ended the game, bringing the lights on bright.

Maj or Anderson hinself came in to congratul ate the wi nning conmmander and supervi se cl eanup.
W ggi n quickly unfroze the casualties. Bean was relieved when his suit could nmove again. Using his
hook, Wggin drew themall together and fornmed his soldiers into their five toons before he began
unfreezing Rabbit Army. They stood at attention in the air, their feet pointed down, their heads
up -- and as Rabbit unfroze, they gradually oriented thenselves in the sane direction. They had no
way of knowing it, but to Dragon, that was when victory becane conplete -- for the eneny was now
oriented as if their *own* gate was down.

* % %

Bean and Ni kol ai were already eating breakfast when Crazy Tomcane to their table. "Ender says
instead of fifteen m nutes for breakfast, we have till 0745. And he'll let us out of practice in
time to shower."

That was good news. They could sl ow down their eating.

Not that it mattered to Bean. His tray had little food on it, and he finished it imediately.
Once he was in Dragon Arny, Crazy Tom had caught him giving away food. Bean told himthat he was
al ways given too much, and Tomtook the matter to Ender, and Ender got the nutritionists to stop
overfeeding Bean. Today was the first time Bean ever wi shed for nore. And that was only because he
was so up fromthe battle

"Smart," said N kolai.

"What ?"

"Ender tells us we've got fifteen mnutes to eat, which feels rushed and we don't like it. Then
right away he sends around the toon | eaders, telling us we have till 0745. That's only ten ninutes
| onger, but nowit feels like forever. And a shower -- we're supposed to be able to shower right

after the game, but now we're grateful .’
"*And* he gave the toon | eaders the chance to bring good news," said Bean
"I's that inportant?" asked N kolai. "W know it was Ender's choice."

"Most conmmanders make sure all good news cones fromthem" said Bean, "and bad news fromthe
toon | eaders. But Wggin's whole technique is building up his toon | eaders. Crazy Tomwent in
there with nothing nmore than his training and his brains and a single objective -- strike first
fromthe wall and get behind them Al the rest was up to him"

"Yeah, but if his toon | eaders screw up, it |ooks bad on Ender's record," said N kol ai

Bean shook his head. "The point is that in his very first battle, Wggin divided his force for
tactical effect, and C toon was able to continue attacking even after we ran out of plans, because
Crazy Tomwas really, truly in charge of us. W didn't sit around wondering what Wggi n wanted us
to do."

Ni kol ai got it, and nodded. "Bacana. That's right."

"Conpletely right," said Bean. By now everybody at the table was |istening. "And that's because
Wggin isn't just thinking about Battle School and standings and nmerda like that. He keeps
wat ching vids of the Second Invasion, did you know that? He's thinking about how to beat the
*Buggers*. And he knows that the way you do that is to have as many comranders ready to fight them
as you can get. Wggin doesn't want to conme out of this with Wggin as the only commander ready to
fight the Buggers. He wants to come out of this with him*and* the toon | eaders *and* the seconds
*and* if he can do it every single one of his soldiers ready to command a fl eet against the
Buggers if we have to."

Bean knew his enthusi asmwas probably giving Wggin credit for nore than he had actually
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pl anned, but he was still full of the glow of victory. And besides, what he was saying was true --
W ggi n was no Napol eon, holding on to the reins of control so tightly that none of his conmanders
was capabl e of brilliant independent command. Crazy Tom had perforned well under pressure. He had
made the right decisions -- including the decision to listen to his smallest, npbst usel ess-I|ooking

soldier. And Crazy Tom had done that because Wggin had set the exanple by listening to his toon
| eaders. You learn, you analyze, you choose, you act.

After breakfast, as they headed for practice, N kolai asked him "Wy do you call him Wggin?"
"Cause we're not friends," said Bean

"Ch, soit's M. Wggin and M. Bean, is that it?"

"No. *Bean* is ny first nane."

"Ch. So it's M. Wggin and Who The Hell Are You."

"Got it."

* k k

Everybody expected to have at |east a week to strut around and brag about their perfect won-Iost
record. Instead, the next norning at 0630, Wggin appeared in the barracks, again brandi shing

battle orders. "Gentlenmen, | hope you | earned sonething yesterday, because today we're going to do
it again.”
Al were surprised, and sonme were angry -- it wasn't fair, they weren't ready. Wggin just

handed the orders to Fly Mdl o, who had just been heading out for breakfast. "Flash suits!" cried
Fly, who clearly thought it was a cool thing to be the first arnmy ever to fight two in a row |like
this.

But Hot Soup, the |leader of D toon, had another attitude. "Wiy didn't you tell us earlier?"

"I thought you needed the shower,'
because the stink knocked them out."

said Wggin. "Yesterday Rabbit Army clained we only won

Everybody within earshot |aughed. But Bean was not anused. He knew that the paper hadn't been
there first thing, when Wggin woke up. The teachers planted it late. "Didn't find the paper till
you got back fromthe showers, right?"

W ggin gave hima blank | ook. "Of course. I'"'mnot as close to the floor as you."

The contenpt in his voice struck Bean like a blow Only then did he realize that Wggin had
taken his question as a criticism-- that Wggin had been inattentive and hadn't *noticed* the
orders. So now there was one nore mark agai nst Bean in Wggin's nental dossier. But Bean couldn't
|l et that upset him It's not as if Wggin didn't have himtagged as a coward. Maybe Crazy Tomtold
W ggi n about how Bean contributed to the victory yesterday, and naybe not. It wouldn't change what
Wggin had seen with his own eyes -- Bean malingering in the shower. And now Bean apparently
taunting himfor naking themall have to rush for their second battle. Maybe |I'Il be nmade toon
| eader on nmy thirtieth birthday. And then only if everybody else is drowned in a boat accident.

Wggin was still talking, of course, explaining howthey should expect battles any tinme, the old
rules were comng apart. "I can't pretend | like the way they're screwing around with us, but | do
like one thing -- that |I've got an arny that can handle it."

As he put on his flash suit, Bean thought through the inplications of what the teachers were
doi ng. They were pushing Wggin faster and also nmaking it harder for him And this was only the
begi nning. Just the first few sprinkles of a snotstorm

Why? Not because Wggin was so good he needed the testing. On the contrary -- Wggin was
training his army well, and the Battle School would only benefit fromgiving himplenty of time to
doit. So it had to be sonething outside Battle School

Only one possibility, really. The Bugger invaders were getting close. Only a few years away.
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They had to get Wggin through training.

Waggin. Not all of us, just Wggin. Because if it were everybody, then everybody's schedul e
woul d be stepped up like this. Not just ours.

So it's already too late for ne. Wggin's the one they' ve chosen to rest their hopes on. Wether
I'"'mtoon | eader or not will never matter. Al that nmatters is: WII|l Wggin be ready?

If Wggin succeeds, there'll still be roomfor ne to achieve greatness in the aftermath. The
League will cone apart. There'll be war anmong humans. Either |I'Il be used by the I.F. to help keep
the peace, or maybe | can get into sonme arny on Earth. |'ve got plenty of |life ahead of me. Unless

W ggi n conmands our fleet against the invadi ng Buggers and | oses. Then none of us has any life at
all.

All 1 can do right nowis ny best to help Wggin learn everything he can learn here. The trouble
is, I"'mnot close enough to himfor nme to have any effect on himat all

The battle was with Petra Arkani an, comrander of Phoeni x Army. Petra was sharper than Carn Carby
had been; she al so had the advantage of hearing how Wggin worked entirely w thout fornmations and
used little raiding parties to disrupt fornmati ons ahead of the nain conbat. Still, Dragon finished
with only three soldiers flashed and nine partially disabled. A crushing defeat. Bean could see
that Petra didn't like it, either. She probably felt |ike Wggin had poured it on, deliberately

setting her up for hunmiliation. But she'd get it, soon enough -- Wggin sinply turned his toon
| eaders | oose, and each of them pursued total victory, as he had trained them Their system worked
better, that's all, and the old way of doing battle was dooned.

Soon enough, all the other conmanders woul d start adapting, |earning fromwhat Wggin did. Soon
enough, Dragon Arnmy woul d be facing armes that were divided into five toons, not four, and that
moved in a free-ranging style with a ot nore discretion given to the toon | eaders. The kids
didn't get to Battle School because they were idiots. The only reason the techni ques worked a
second tine was because there'd only been a day since the first battle, and nobody expected to
have to face Wggin again so soon. Now they'd know t hat changes would have to be nade fast. Bean
guessed that they'd probably never see another formation.

What then? Had Wggin enptied his nagazine, or would he have new tricks up his sleeve? The
troubl e was, innovation never resulted in victory over the long term It was too easy for the
eneny to imitate and i nprove on your innovations. The real test for Wggin would be what he did
when he was faced with slugfests between armies using sinilar tactics.

And the real test for me will be seeing if | can stand it when Wggin nakes sone stupid m stake
and | have to sit here as an ordinary soldier and watch himdo it.

The third day, another battle. The fourth day, another. Victory. Victory. But each tinme, the
score was closer. Each tinme, Bean gained nore confidence as a soldier -- and becane nore
frustrated that the nmost he could contribute, beyond his own good aim was occasionally naking a
suggestion to Crazy Tom or rem nding himof something Bean had noticed and renmenber ed.

Bean wote to Dinmak about it, explaining how he was bei ng underused and suggesting that he woul d
be getting better trained by working with a worse conmander, where he'd have a better chance of
getting his own toon.

The answer was short. "Wo el se would want you? Learn from Ender."

Brutal but true. No doubt even Wggin didn't really want him Either he was forbidden to
transfer any of his soldiers, or he had tried to trade Bean away and no one woul d take him

* k k

It was free tine of the evening after their fourth battle. Mdst of the others were trying to
keep up with their classwork -- the battles were really taking it out of them especially because
they could all see that they needed to practice hard to stay ahead. Bean, though, coas