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To: Soup%ebeattleboys@strategyandplanning.han.gov
Re: Free Vacation Offer

Dedtination of your choicein the known universe. And we pick you up!

Han Tzu waited until the armored car was completely out of sight before he ventured out into the

bi cycle-and-pedestrian-packed street. Crowds could make you invisible, but only if you were moving in
the same direction, and that's the thing Han Tzu had never redlly been ableto do, not since he came
home to China from Battle School.

He aways seemed to be moving, not upstream, but crossways. Asif he had acompletdly different map
of the world from the one everyone around him was using.

And here he was again, dodging bikes and forward-pressing people on their ten thousand errandsin
order to get from the doorway of his apartment building to the door of the tiny restaurant acrossthe
Sreet.

But it was not us hard asit would have been for most people. Han Tzu had mastered the art of using
only his peripheral vision, so hiseyes stared straight ahead. Without eye contact, the others on the street
could not face him down, could not ingst that heyield theright of way. They could only dodge him, asif
he were aboulder in the stream.

He put his hand to the door and hesitated. He did not know why he had not been arrested and killed or
sent for retraining aready, but if he was photographed taking this meeting, then it would be easy to prove
that he was atraitor.

Then again, his enemies didn't need evidence to convict—all they needed wasthe inclination. So he
opened the door, listened to the tinkle of the little bell, and walked toward the back of the narrow
corridor between booths.

He knew he shouldn't expect Graff himsdlf. For the Minister of Colonization to come to Earth would be
news, and Graff avoided news unless it was useful to him, which thiswould certainly not be. So whom
would Graff send? Someone from Battle School, undoubtedly. A teacher? Another sudent? Someone
from Ender's Jeesh? Would this be areunion?

To hissurprise, the man in the last booth sat with his back toward the door, so al Han Tzu could see
was his curly sted-grey hair. Not Chinese. And from the color of hisears, not European. The pertinent
fact, though, was that he was not facing the door and could not see Han Tzu's approach. However, once
Han Tzu sat down,he would be facing the door, able to observe the whole room.

That was the smart way to do it—after al, Han Tzu was the one who would recognize troubleif it came
inthe door, not this foreigner, this stranger. But few operatives on amission this dangerous would have
the brassto turn their backs on the door just because the person they were meeting would be a better
observer.

The man did not turn as Han Tzu approached. Was he unobservant, or supremely confident?



"Hello," the man said softly just asHan Tzu came up beside him. "Please St down.”

Han Tzu did into the booth opposite him and knew that he knew this old man but could not name him.
"Please don't say my name," said the man softly.

"Easy," sad Han Tzu. "'l don't remember it."

"Oh, yesyou do," said theman. "Y ou just don't remember my face. Y ou haven't seen me very often. But
the leader of the Jeesh spent alot of timewith me."

Now Han Tzu remembered. Those last weeks in Command School— on Eros, when they thought they
werein training but were redly leading far-off fleetsin the endgame of the war againgt the Hive Queens.
Ender, their commander, had been kept separate from them, but they learned afterward that an old
half-Maori cargo-ship captain had been working closaly with him. Training him. Goading him. Pretending
to be his opponent in smulated games.

Mazer Rackham. The hero who saved the human race from certain destruction in the Second Invasion.
Everyone thought he died in the war, but he had been sent out on ameaningless voyage at
near-lightspeed, so that relativistic effects would keep him dive so he'd be there for the last battles of the
war.

He was ancient history twice over. That time on Eros as apart of Ender's Jeesh seemed like another
lifetime. And Mazer Rackham had been the most famous man in the world for decades before that.

Most famous man in the world, but almost nobody knew hisface.
"Everyone knows you piloted the first colony ship," said Han Tzu.
"Welied," said Mazer Rackham.

Han Tzu accepted that and waited in sllence.

"Thereisaplacefor you as head of acolony,” said Rackham. "A former Hive world, with mostly Han
Chinese colonists and many interesting challenges for aleader. The ship leaves as soon as you board it.”

That wasthe offer. The dream. To be out of the turmoil of Earth, the devastation of China. Instead of
waiting to be executed by the angry and feeble Chinese government, instead of watching the Chinese
people writhe under the hedl of the Mudim conquerors, he could board abeautiful clean starship and let
them fling him out into space, to aworld where human feet had never stepped, to be the founding leader
of acolony that would hold hisnamein reverence forever. He would marry, have children, and, in dl
likelihood, be happy.

"How long do | have to decide?" asked Han Tzu.
Rackham glanced a hiswatch, then looked back at him without answering.
"Not avery long window of opportunity,” said Han Tzu.

Rackham shook his head.



"It'savery attractive offer,” said Han Tzu.

Rackham nodded.

"But | wasn't born for such happiness,” said Han Tzu. "The present government of Chinahaslost the
mandate of heaven. If | live through the trangition, | might be useful to the new government.”

"And that's what you were born for?' asked Rackham.

"They tested me," said Han Tzu, "and I'm achild of war."

Rackham nodded. Then he reached inside hisjacket and took out apen and laid it on the table.
"What'sthat?' asked Han Tzu.

"The mandate of heaven," said Rackham.

Han Tzu knew then that the pen was aweapon. Because the mandate of heaven was aways bestowed
in blood and war.

"Theitemsin the cap are extremdly delicate,”" said Rackham. "Practice with round toothpicks.”
Then he got up and walked out the back door of the restaurant.
No doubt there was some kind of transport waiting there.

Han Tzu wanted to leap to hisfeet and run after him so he could be taken out into space and set free of
al that lay ahead.

Instead he put his hand over the pen and did it across the table, then put it into the pocket of his
trousers. It was aweapon. Which meant Graff and Rackham expected him to need a persona wespon
soon. How soon?

Han Tzu took six toothpicks out of thelittle dispenser that stood on the table against the wall, beside the
soy sauce. Then he got up and went to the toilet.

He pulled the cap off the pen very carefully, so he didn't spill out the four festher-ended poison darts
bunched in it. Then he unscrewed the top of the pen. There were four holes there, besides the central

shaft that held the tube of ink. The mechanism was cleverly designed to rotate automatically with each
discharge. A blow-gun revolver.

Heloaded four toothpicksinto the four dots. They fit loosaly. Then he screwed the pen back together.

The fountain pen writing tip covered the hole where the darts would emerge. When he held the top of
the pen in hismouth, the point of the writing tip served as the sighting device. Point and shoot.

Point andblow.

Heblew.



Thetoothpick hit the back wall of the bathroom more or lesswhere he was aiming, only afoot lower.
Definitely a close-range wegpon.

He used up the rest of the toothpicks learning how high to aim in order to hit atarget six feet avay. The
room wasn't large enough for him to practice aming at anything farther. Then he gathered up the
toothpicks, threw them away, and carefully loaded the pen with the red darts, handling them only by the
feathered part of the shaft.

Then he flushed the toilet and reentered the restaurant. No one was waiting for him. So he sat down and
ordered and ate methodically. No reason to face the crisis of hislife with an empty ssomach and the food
here wasn't bad.

He paid and walked out into the street. He would not go home. If he waited there to be arrested, he
would have to ded with any number of low-level thugs who would not be worth wasting adart on.

Instead, he flagged down abicycle taxi and headed for the ministry of defense.

The place was as crowded as ever. Patheticaly so, thought Han Tzu. There was areason for so many
military bureaucrats afew years ago, when Chinawas conquering Indochinaand India, its millions of
soldiers spread out to rule over abillion conquered people.

But now, the government had direct control only over Manchuria and the northern part of Han China.
Persians and Arabs and Indonesians administered martid law in the great port cities of the south, and
large armies of Turkswere poised in Inner Mongolia, ready to dice through Chinese defenses at a
moment's notice. Another large Chinese army wasisolated in Sichuan, forbidden by the government to
surrender any portion of their troops, forcing them to sustain a multimillion-man force from the production
of that Sngle province. In effect, they were under siege, getting weaker—and more hated by the civilian
population—al thetime.

There had even been a coup, right after the ceasefire—but it was asham, areshuffling of the paliticians.
Nothing but an excuse for repudiating the terms of the ceasefire.

No onein the military bureaucracy had logt hisjob. It wasthe military that had been driving Chinas new
expangoniam. It wasthe military that hed failed.

Only Han Tzu had been relieved of his duties and sent home.

They could not forgive him for having named their supidity for what it was. He had warned them every
step of theway. They had ignored every warning. Each time he had shown them away out of their
sef-induced dilemmas, they had ignored his offered plans and proceeded to make decisions based on
bravado, face-saving, and delusons of Chineseinvincibility.

At hislast meeting he had |eft them with no face at dl. He had stood there, avery young manin the
presence of old men of enormous authority, and called them the fools they were. Helaid out exactly why
they had failed so miserably. He even told them that they had lost the mandate of heaven—the traditiona
excusefor achange of dynasty. Thiswasthe unforgivable sin, since the present dynasty claimed not to be
adynasty at dl, not to be an empire, but rather to be a perfect expression of thewill of the people.

What they forgot was that the Chinese people il believed in the mandate of heaven—and knew when a
government no longer had it.



Now, as he showed hisexpired i.d. a the gate of the complex and was admitted without hesitation, he
redlized that there was only one fathomable reason why they hadn't dready arrested him or had him
killed:

They didn't dare.

It confirmed that Rackham was right to hand him afour-shot weapon and cal it the mandate of heaven.
Therewereforces at work here within the defense department that Han Tzu could not see, waiting in his
gpartment for someone to decide what to do with him. They had not even cut off hissdary. Therewas
panic and confusion in the military and now Han Tzu knew that he was a the center of it. That hissilence,
hiswaiting, had actudly been a pestle congtantly grinding a the mortar of military failure,

He should have known that hisj'accuse speech would have more effects than merdly to humiliate and
enrage his"superiors.” There were aides standing againgt the walslistening. Andthey would know that
every word that Han Tzu said wastrue.

For al Han Tzu knew, his degth or arrest had aready been ordered adozen times. And the aides who
had been given those orders no doubt could prove that they had passed them dong. But they would adso
have passed aong the story of Han Tzu, the former Battle Schooler who had been part of Ender's Jeesh.
The soldiers ordered to arrest him would have aso been told that if Han Tzu had been heeded, China
would not have been defeated by the Mudims and their strutting boy-Caliph.

The Mudimswon because they had the brainsto puttheir member of Ender's Jeesh, Cdiph Alai, in
charge of their armies—in charge of their whole government, their religion itsdlf.

But the Chinese government had rgjected their own Enderman, and now were giving ordersfor his
arest.

In these conversations, the phrase "mandate of heaven™ would certainly have been spoken.

And the soldiers, if they |eft their quartersat al, seemed unable to locate Han Tzu's gpartment.

For al these weeks since the war ended, the leadership must aready have come face to face with their
own powerlessness. |If the soldiers would not follow them on such asmple matter as arresting the

political enemy who had shamed them, then they were in grave danger.

That'swhy Han Tzu'si.d. was accepted at the gate. That's why he was allowed to walk unescorted
among the buildings of the defense department complex.

Notcompletely unescorted. For he saw through his periphera vision that agrowing number of soldiers

and functionaries were shadowing him, moving among the buildingsin paths parald to hisown. For of
course the gate guards would have spread the word at once: He's here.

So when he walked up to the entrance of the highest headquarters, he paused at the top step and turned
around. Several thousand men and women were dready in the space between buildings, and more were
coming dl thetime. Many of them were soldiers under arms.

Han Tzu looked them over, watching as their numbers grew. No one spoke.

He bowed to them.



They bowed back.

Han Tzu turned and entered the building. The guards inside the doors aso bowed to him. He bowed to
each of them and then proceeded to the stairs leading to the second floor office suites where the highest

officersof the military were certainly waiting for him.

Sure enough, he was met on the second floor by ayoung woman in uniform who bowed and said, "Most
respectfully, sir, will you cometo the office of the one called Snow Tiger?"

Her voice was devoid of sarcasm, but the name " Snow Tiger" carried its own irony these days. Han Tzu
looked at her gravely. "What isyour name, soldier?"

"Lieutenant White Lotus," shesaid.

"Lieutenant,” said Han Tzu, "If heaven should bestow its mandate upon the true emperor today, would
you serve him?'

"My lifewill behis" shesad.
"And your pistol ?*
She bowed deeply.

He bowed to her, then followed her to Snow Tiger's office.

They were dl gathered there in the large anteroom—the men who had been present weeks ago when
Han Tzu had scorned them for having lost the mandate of heaven. Their eyes were cold now, but he had

no friends among these high officers.

Snow Tiger sood in the doorway of hisinner office. It was unheard of for him to come out to meet
anyone except members of the Politburo, none of whom were present.

"Han Tzu," hesad.
Han Tzu bowed dightly. Snow Tiger bowed dmost invisbly in return.

"I am happy to see you return to duty after your well-earned vacation," said Snow Tiger.
Han Tzu only stood in the middle of the room, regarding him steadily.

"Please comeinto my office."

Han Tzu waked dowly toward the open door. He knew that Lieutenant White L otus stood at the door,
watching to make sure that no one raised ahand to harm him.

Through the open door, Han Tzu could see two armed soldiers flanking Snow Tiger'sdesk. Han Tzu
stopped, regarding each of the soldiersin turn. Their faces showed nothing; they did not even look back
at him. But he knew that they understood who he was. They had been chosen by Snow Tiger because he

trusted them. But he should not have.

Snow Tiger took Han Tzu's pause as an invitation for him to enter the office first. Han Tzu did not follow



him inside until Snow Tiger was seated a his desk.

Then Han Tzu entered.

"Please close the door,” said Snow Tiger.

Han Tzu turned around and pulled the door al the way open.

Snow Tigertook his disobedience without blinking. Whatcould he do or say without making himself seem
pathetic?

Snow Tiger pushed a paper toward Han Tzu. It was an order, giving him command over the army that
was dowly starving in Sichuan province. "Y ou have proved your great wisdom many times," said Snow
Tiger. "We ask you now to be the sdvation of Chinaand lead this great army against our enemy.”

Han Tzu did not even bother to answer. A hungry, ill-equipped, demordized, surrounded army was not
going to accomplish miracles. And Han Tzu had no intention of accepting this or any other assgnment
from Snow Tiger.

"Sir, these are excdllent orders,” said Han Tzu loudly. He glanced at each of the soldiers standing beside
the desk. "Do you see how excellent these orders are?”

Unused to being spoken to directly in such ahigh-level meeting, one of the soldiers nodded; the other
merdly shifted uncomfortably.

"I seeonly one eror,” said Han Tzu. His voice was loud enough to be heard in the anteroom aswell.
Snow Tiger grimaced. "Thereisno error.”

"L et me take my pen and show you," said Han Tzu. Hetook the pen from his shirt pocket and uncapped
it. Then he drew aline through his own name at the top of the paper.

Turning around to face the open door, Han Tzu said, "Thereis no onein thisbuilding with the authority
to command me."

It was his announcement that he was taking control of the government, and everyone knew it.
"Shoot him," said Snow Tiger behind him.
Han Tzu turned around, putting the pen to his mouth as he did.

But before he could fire adart, the soldier who had refused to nod had blown out Snow Tiger's head,
covering the other soldier with asmear of blood and brains and bone fragments.

The two soldiers bowed deeply to Han Tzu.
Han Tzu turned back around and strode out into the anteroom. Severa of the old generalswere heading
for the door. But Lieutenant White Lotus had her pistol out and they dl frozein place. "Emperor Han Tzu

has not given the honorable gentlemen hispermissonto leave,” she said.

Han Tzu spoke to the soldiers behind him. "Please asst the lieutenant in securing thisroom,” he said. "It



ismy judgment that the officersin this room need time to contemplate upon the question of how China
cameinto her current difficult Stuation. | would like them to remain in here until each of them haswritten
acomplete explanation of how so many mistakes came to be made, and how they think matters should
have been conducted.”

AsHan Tzu expected, the suck-upsimmediately went to work, dragging their compatriots back to their
places againgt the walls. "Didn't you hear the emperor's request?’ "We will do asyou ask, Steward of
Heaven." Little good it would do them. Han Tzu aready knew perfectly well which officers hewould
trust to lead the Chinese military.

Theirony wasthat the "great men" who were now humiliated and writing reports on their own mistakes
were never the source of those errors. They only believed they were. And the underlingswho had redly
originated the problems saw themsalves as merdly instruments of their commanders will. But it wasin the
nature of underlings to use power recklessy, since blame could away's be passed either upward or
downward.

Unlike credit, which, like hot air, dwaysrose.
Asit will riseto me from now on.

Han Tzu left the offices of the late Snow Tiger. In the corridor, soldiers stood at every door. They had
heard the single gunshot, and Han Tzu was pleased to see that they al looked relieved to learn that it was
not Han Tzu himsaf who had been shot.

Heturned to one soldier and said, " Please enter the nearest office and telephone for medica attention for
the honorable Snow Tiger." To three others, he said, "Please help Lieutenant White L otus secure the
cooperation of the former generalsinside this room who have been asked to write reportsfor me.”

Asthey rushed to obey, Han Tzu gave assgnmentsto the other soldiers and bureaucrats. Some of them

would later be purged; others would be dlevated. But at this moment, no one even thought of disobeying
him. Within only afew minutes he had given ordersto have the perimeter of the defense complex seded.
Until he was ready, he wanted no warning going to the Politburo.

But his precaution was in vain. For when he went down the stairs and walked out of the building, he was
greeted by aroar from the thousands and thousands of military people who completely surrounded the
headquarters building.

"Han Tzu!" they chanted. "Chosen of Heaven!"

There was no chance the noise would not be heard outside the complex. So instead of rounding up the
Politburo all at once, he would have to waste time tracking them down asthey fled to the countryside or
tried to get to the airport or onto the river. But of one thing there could be no doubt: With the new
emperor enthusiastically supported by the armed forces, there would be no resistance to hisrule by any
Chinese, anywhere.

That'swhat Mazer Rackham and Hyrum Graff had understood when they gave him his choice. Their
only misca culation was how completely the story of Han Tzu's wisdom had swept through the military.
He hadn't needed the blowgun after al.

Though if he hadn't had it, would he have had the courage to act as boldly ashe did?



Onething Han Tzu did not doubt. If the soldier had not killed Snow Tiger firgt, Han Tzu would have
doneit afte—and would have killed both soldiersif they had not immediately submitted to hisrule.

My hands are clean, but not because | wasn't prepared to bloody them.

As he made hisway to the department of Planning and Strategy, where he would make his temporary
headquarters, he could not help but ask himsdlf: What if | had taken their initid offer, and fled into space?

What would have happened to Chinathen?
And then amore sobering question: What will happen to Chinanow?
2

MOTHER

From: HM ebane?oGeneticTherapy @M ayoFlorida.org.us

To: JulianDé phiki%Carl otta@Del phiki Consultations.com Re: Prognosis

Dear dulian,

| wish | had better news. But yesterday's tests are conclusive. Estrogen therapy has had no effect on the
epiphyses. They remain open, even though you definitely do not have any defect in the estrogen receptors

on the growth plates of your bones.

Asto your second request, of course we will continue to study your DNA, my friend, whether any of
your missing embryos are found or not. What was done once can be done again, and Volescu's mistakes
may be repeated with some other genetic dteration in the future. But the history of genetic researchiis
farly consstent. It takestime to map and isolate an unusua sequence and then perform animal
experimentsin order to determine what each portionof itdoes and how tocounteract itseffects.

Thereisno way to expedite such research. If we hadten thousand working on the problem, they would
perform the same experimentsin the same order and it would take the same amount of time. Someday
wewill understand why your astonishing intellect is so incurably linked with uncontrolled growth. Right
now, to be candid, it seemsto be amost mdicious on the part of nature, asif there were some law that

the price for the unleashing of human intellect isether autism or giantism.



If only, instead of military training, you had been taught biochemistry so that at your present age you
could be up to speed in thisfield. | have no doubt that you would be more likely to have the kind of
ingghts we need than we of fettered intellect. That isthe bitter irony of your condition and your persona
history. Even Volescu could not have anticipated the consequence of his ateration of your genes.

| fed like acoward, ddlivering thisinformation in an email instead of face to face, but you inssted on no
delay and awritten report. The technica datawill, of course, be forwarded to you asthe find reports
become available.

If only cryogenics had not proven to be such abarren field.

Sincerdy,

Howard

As soon as Bob |eft for his shift as night manager of the grocery store, Randi sat down in front of the
screen and started the specia on Achilles Flandres over again from the beginning.

It galled her to hear how they dandered him, but by now she was adept at tuning it out. Megalomaniac.
Madman. Murderer.

Why couldn't they see him asheredly was? A genius like Alexander the Great, who camethis closeto
uniting theworld and ending war forever.

Now the dogs would fight over the scraps of Achilless achievements, while hisbody rested in an
obscure grave in some miserable tropica villagein Brazil.

And the assassin who had ended Achillesslife, who had thwarted his greatness, he was being honored
asif there were something heroic about putting abullet into the eye of an unarmed man. Julian Delphiki.
Bean. Thetool of the evil Hegemon Peter Wiggin.

Ddphiki and Wiggin. Unworthy to be on the same planet with Achilles. And yet they claimed to be his
heirs, therightful rulersof theworld.

Wéll, poor fools, you're the heirs of nothing. Because | know where Achillesstrue heir is.

She patted her somach, though that was a dangerous thing to do, what with her puking at amoment's
notice ever since the pregnancy really took hold. She didn't show yet, and when she did, it was a
fifty-fifty chance whether Bob would throw her out or keep her and accept the child as hisown. Bob
knew he couldn't father children—they'd had enough tests—and there was no point in pretending since
he'd ask for aDNA test and then he'd know anyway.



And she had sworn never to tell that she had received an implant after al. She would have to pretend
that she had had an affair with somebody and wanted to keep the baby. Bob wouldnot likethat at al.
But she knew that her baby's life depended on keeping the secret.

The man who interviewed her at thefertility clinic had been adamant about that. "It doesn't matter whom
you tell, Randi. The enemies of the great man know that this embryo exigts. They'll be searching for it.
They'll be watching al the women in the world who give birth within acertain timeframe. And any rumor
that ababy wasimplanted rather than naturally conceived will bring them like hounds. Their resources are
unlimited. They will spare no effort in their search. And when they find awoman that they even think
might bethe mother of hischild, they will kill her, justin case.”

"But there must be hundreds. Thousands of women who have babiesimplanted,” Randi protested.

"Areyou aChrigian?' asked the man. "Y ou've heard of the daughter of the innocents? However many
you haveto kill, itsworth it to these mongters, aslong as it meansthey can prevent the birth of thischild."

Randi watched the tills of Achillesduring his Battle School days and soon after, during histime at the
asylum where his enemies had him confined after it became clear that he was a better commander than
their precious Ender Wiggin. She had read it on the netsin many places, the fact that Ender Wiggin
actudly used plans devised by Achillesin order to beat the Buggers. They could glorify their phony little
hero al they wanted—but everyone knew it was only because he was Peter Wiggin'slittle brother that
Ender was given dl the credit.

It was Achilleswho had saved the world. And Achilles who had fathered the baby she had been chosen
to bear.

Randi's only regret wasthat she could not be the biological mother aswell, and that the child could not
have been naturaly conceived. But she knew that the bride of Achillesmust have been very carefully
chosen—awoman who could contribute the right genes so as not to dilute his brilliance and goodness
and credtivity and drive.

Butthey knew about the woman Achillesloved, and if she had been pregnant when he died, they would
have torn the womb out of her so she could lie there in agony and watch them burn the fetus before her

eyes.

So to protect the mother and the baby, Achilles had arranged for their embryo to be taken secretly and
implanted in the womb of awoman who could be trusted to take the child to term and give him agood
home and raise him with full awareness of hisvast potentia. To teach him secretly who heredly wasand
whose cause he served, so he could grow up to fulfill hisfather's crudlly-blocked destiny. It was a sacred
trust, and Randi wasworthy of it.

Bob was not. It was that smple. Randi had always known that she married benesth herself. Bob wasa
good provider, but he hadn't the imagination to understand anything more important than making aliving
and planning his next fishing trip. She could just imagine how hewould respond if shetold him that not
only was she pregnant, but the baby was not even hers.

Already she had found severd places on the web where people were searching for "lost” or "kidnapped"
embryos. She knew—the man who spoke to her had warned her—that these were likely to originate
from Achilless enemies, trolling for information that would lead them to... to her.



She wondered if maybethe very act of searching for people searching for embryoswould aert them.
The search companies claimed that no government had access to their databases, but it was possible that
the International Fleet wasintercepting al the messages and monitoring all the searches. People said that
thel.F. wasredly under the control of the United States government, that Americasisolationismwasa
facade and it ran everything through the | .F. Then there were the people who said that it was the other
way around—the U.S. wasisolationist because that was the way the I.F. wanted it, Since most of the
space technology they depended on was developed and built inthe U.S.

It couldn't be an accident that Peter the Hegemon was American himself.

Shewould stop searching for information about kidnapped embryos. It was dl liesand traps and tricks.
She knew she would seem paranoid to anyone el se, but that's only because they didn't know what she
knew. There redly were monstersin the world, and those who kept secrets from them had to live with
condant vigilance.

There on the screen was that terrible picture. They showed it over and over again: Achilles's poor
broken body lying on the floor in the Hegemon's pal ace, looking so peaceful, not awound on his body.
Some on the nets said that Delphiki didn't shoot him through the eye a all; that if he had, Achillessface
would have been powder-burned and there would have been an exit wound and blood dl over.

No, Delphiki and Wiggin imprisoned Achilles and faked some kind of phony standoff with the police,
pretending that Achilles was taking hostages or something, so they'd have an excusefor killing him. But in
fact they gave him alethal injection. Or poisoned hisfood. Or infected him with ahideous disease so he
died writhing on the floor in agony while Delphiki and Wiggin looked on.

Like Richard 111 murdering those poor princesin the tower.

But when my sonisborn, Randi told hersdlf, then dl these false histories will be destroyed. The liarswill
be diminated, and so will their lies.

Then thisfootage will be used in atrue story. My son will seeto that. No one will ever even hear thelies
they'reteling now. And Achilleswill be known asthe great one, even grester than the son who will have
completed hislifeswork.

And I will be remembered and honored as the woman who sheltered him and gave him birth and raised
him up to ruletheworld.

All I haveto do to accomplish that is. nothing.
Nothing that cdls attention to me. Nothing that makes me unusud or strange.

Y et the one thing she couldn't bear to do wasnothing. Just to Sit here, watching the televison, worrying,
fretting—it had to be harmful for the baby, to have so much adrendin coursing through her system.

It was the waiting that was making her crazy. Not waiting for the baby—that was natura and she would
love every day of her pregnancy.

It waswaiting for her life to change. Waiting ... for Bob.

Why should shewait for Bob?



She got up from the couch, switched off the television, went into the bedroom, and started packing her
clothing and other thingsinto cardboard boxes. She emptied out Bob's obsessive financid recordsin
order to empty the boxes—Iet him amuse himsdf by sorting them out | ater.

Only after she had packed and taped up the fourth box did it occur to her that thenormal pattern would
have been to tell him about the baby and then makehim move out.

But she didn't want a connection with him. Didn't want any dispute about paternity. She just wanted to
be gone. Out of hisordinary, meaninglesslife, out of this pointless town.

Of course she couldn't just disappear. Then she'd be a missing person. Sheld be added to databases.
Someone would be aerted.

So shetook her boxes of clothing and afew favorite pots, pans, and recipe books and |oaded them into
the car that she had owned before she married Bob and that was ill in her name aone. Then she spent
haf an hour writing different versons of aletter to Bob explaining that she didn't love him anymore and
was leaving and didn't want him to look for her.

No. Nothing in writing. Nothing that can be reported to anyone.

She got in the car and drove to the grocery store. On the way in from the parking lot she took a cart that
someone had |eft blocking a parking space and pushed it into the store. Helping keep the parking lot
clear of abandoned carts proved that she wasn't vindictive. She was a civilized person who wanted to
help Bob do well in his business and his ordinary, ordinary, ordinary life. It wouldhelp him not to have
such an extraordinary woman and child in thet life,

He was out on the floor and instead of waiting in his office, she went in search of him. Shefound him
supervising the unloading of atruck that waslate because of abreakdown on the highway, making sure
that the frozen foods were at alow enough temperature to be safely offloaded and shelved.

you wait just aminute?' he said. "I know it'simportant or you wouldn't have come down here,
but..."
"Oh, Bob, it won't take more than a second.” Sheleaned closeto him. "I'm pregnant and it's not yours."

Being atwo-part message, it didn't entirely register right away. For amoment he looked happy. Then his
face started to turn red.

Sheleaned in close again. "Don't worry, though. I'm leaving you. I'll let you know whereto mail the
divorce papers. Now, you get back to work."

She started to walk away. "Randi," he called after her.

"Not your fault, Bob!" she called over her shoulder. "Nothing was your fault. Y ou're agreat guy.”

Shefdt liberated as she walked back through the store. Her mood was so generous and expansive that
she bought alittle container of lip balm and a bottle of water. Thetiny amount of profit from the sde
would be her last contribution to Bob'slife.

Then she got into the car and drove south, because that way was aright turn coming out of the parking
lot, and traffic was too heavy to wait for achanceto go left. Sheld drive wherever the currents of the



traffic led her. She wouldn't try to hide from anybody. She'd let Bob know where she was as soon as she
decided shewasthere, and sheld divorce him in a perfectly ordinary way. But she wouldn't bump into
anyone she knew or anyone who knew her. She would become effectively invisible, not like someone
trying to hide, but like someone who had nothing to hide a al but who never became important to

anyone.

Except to her beloved son.

Coup

From: JulianDd phiki%omilcom@hegemon.gov
To: Volescudolevers@plasticgenome.edu

Re: Why keep hiding when you don't have to?

Look, if we wanted you dead or punished, don't you think it would have happened already? Y our
protector is gone and there's not a country on Earth that will protect you if welay out the facts of your
"achievements.”

What you did, you did. Now help usfind our children, wherever you've hidden them.

Peter Wiggin had brought Petra Arkanian with him because she knew Cdiph Alai. They had both been
in Ender's Jeesh together. And it was Alai who had sheltered her and Bean in the weeks before the
Mudim invasion of China—or liberation of Asia, depending on which propagandamill you shopped at.

But now it seemed that having Petrawith him meant nothing at al. Nobody in Damascus acted asif it
even mattered that the Hegemon had come like a supplicant to see the Caliph. Not that Peter had arrived
with any publicity—this was a private vist, with him and Petra passing themselves off asatourist couple.

Complete with bickering. Because Petra had no patience with him. Everything he did and said and even
thought waswrong. And last night, when hefinaly demanded, "Tell me what you redly hate about me,
Petra, ingtead of pretending it'sdl thistrivid stuff.”

Her answer had been devagtating: "Because the only difference | ever saw between you and Achilles



wasthat you let others do your killing for you.”

It was S0 patently unfair. Peter had devoted himsdlf to trying to avoid war.

At least now he knew why she was so furious at him. When Bean went into the besieged Hegemony
compound to face Achilles done, Peter understood that Bean was putting his own life on the line and that
it was extremely unlikely that Achilleswould give him what he had promised—the embryos of Bean'sand
Petrals children that had been stolen from ahospita soon after in vitro fertilization.

So when Bean put a.22 dug through Achilless eye and let it bounce around afew dozen timesingde his
skull, the only person who absolutely got everything he needed was Peter himsdlf. He got the Hegemony
compound back; he got al the hostages safely returned; he even regained histiny army trained by Bean
and led by Suriyawong, who had turned out to be loyd after all.

While Bean and Petradid not get their babies, and Bean was dying, Peter couldn't do athing to help
either of them except provide office space and computers for them to conduct their search. He also used

al his connectionsto get them whatever cooperation he could from the nations where they needed access
to records.

Right after Achilless death, Petrahad smply been relieved. Her irritation with Peter had devel oped—or
merely resurfaced—in the weeks after, as she saw him trying to reestablish the prestige of the office of
Hegemon and try to put together a codition. She began making snotty little comments about Peter
playing in his"geopoalitical sandbox" and "outgtrutting the heads of state.”

He should have expected that actudly having her travel aong with him would only makeit worse.
Especialy because he wasn't following her advice about anything.

"You can't just show up,” shetold him.
"l have no choice.”
"It'sdisrespectful. Asif you think you can drop in on the Cdiph. It'streating him like a servant.”

"That'swhy | broughtyou" Peter patiently explained. " So you can see him and explain that the only way
this can happen isif it'sa secret meeting.”

"But he dready told me and Bean that we couldn't have accessto him like we used to. We're infidels.
HesCdiph."

"The Pope sees non-Catholics dl thetime. He seesme.”
"The Popeisn't Mudim,” said Petra.
"Just be patient,” said Peter. "Ala knowswere here. Eventually helll decide to see me.”

"Eventudly?1'm pregnant, Mr. Hegemon, and my husband isdying in abig way, hahaha, and youre
wasting some of the time we have together and that pisses me off."

"l invited you to come. | didn't compel you."

"It'sagood thing you didn't try."



But now it was out. In the open. Clear at last. Of course shewasredly irritated at dl the things she
(r:lpnTplained about. But undernesth it al was resentment about how Peter had |et Bean do hiskilling for
"Petra," said Peter. "I'm not asoldier.”

"Nether isBean!"

"Beanisthefinest military mind dive" sad Peter.

"So why isnt he Hegemon?"

"Because he doesn't want to be."

"And you do. Andthat's why | hate you, snce you asked."

"Y ou know why | wanted this office and what I'm trying to do withit. Y ou've read my L ocke essays."
"| also read your Demosthenes essays.”

"Those aso needed to be written. But | intend to govern asLocke.”

"Y ou govern nothing. The only reason you even have your little army is because Bean and Suriyawong
created it and decided to let you have the use of it. Y ou only have your precious compound and al your
staff because Bean killed Achilles and gave it back to you. And now you're back to putting on your little
show of importance, but you know what? Nobody's fooled. Y ou're not even as powerful asthe Pope.
He's got the Vatican and a billion Catholics. Y ou've got nothing but what my husband gave you."

Peter didn't think this was quite accurate—he had |abored for yearsto build up his network of contacts,
and he had kept the office of Hegemon from being abolished. Over the years he had made it mean
something. He had saved Haiti from chaos. Several small nations owed their independence or freedom to
his diplomatic and, yes, military intervention.

But certainly hewas on theverge of losing it dl to Achilles— because of hisown stupid mistake. A
mistake that Bean and Petra had warned him about before he made it. A mistake that Bean had rectified
only at agraverisk.

"Petra," said Peter, "you'reright. | owe everything to you and Bean. But that doesn't change the fact that
whatever you think of me and whatever you think of the office of Hegemon, | hold that office, and I'm
trying to use it to avoid another bloody war."

"You'retrying to use your office to make your officeinto ‘dictator of theworld." Unlessyou can figure
out away to extend your reach out to the colonies and become 'dictator of the known universe.' "

"Wedon't actudly have any coloniesyet,” said Peter. "The shipsare dl Hill in trangit and will be until
we're al dead. But by thetimethey arrive, I'd like them to send their ansible messages back hometo an
Earth that is united under asingle democratic government.”

"It'sthe democratic part | missed,” said Petra. "Who eected you?'



"Since | don't have any actua authority over anybody, Petra, how can it possibly matter if I'm not
legitimately authorized?'

"You argue like adebater,” she said. "Y ou don't actudly have to have anidea, you just haveto havea
seemingly clever refutation.”

"And you argue like anine-year-old," said Peter." Sticking your fingersin your earsand going‘'Lalala
and 'sametoyou.'"

Petralooked like she wanted to dap him. Instead she put her fingersin her earsand said, " Same to you"
and"Lalala"

He did not laugh. Instead he reached out a hand, intending to pull her arm away from her ear. But she
whirled around and kicked his hand so hard that he thought she might have broken hiswrist. Asit was,
he staggered and stumbled over the corner of the bed in his hotel room and ended up on his butt on the
floor.

"Theré's the Hegemon of Earth," said Petra.

"Where'syour camera? Don't you want thisto be public?'

"If | wanted to destroy you, you'd be destroyed.”

"Petra, | didn't send Bean into that compound. Bean sent himsdif."

"Youlethimgo."

"Yes| did, and in any event | was proven right."

"But you didn't know hed live. | was carrying his baby and you sent him in todie.”

"Nobody sends Bean anywhere," said Peter, "and you know it."

She whirled away from him and stalked out of the room. She would have dammed the door, but the
pneumatics prevented it.

He had seen, though. Thetearsin her eyes.

She didn't hate Peter. She wanted to hate him. But what she really was furious about was that her
husband was dying and she had agreed to this mission because she knew it would be important. If it
worked, it would be important. But it wasn't working. It probably wouldn't work.

Peter knew that. But he also knew that he had to talk to Caliph Alal, and he had to do it now if the
conversation was to have any good effect. If possible, he'd like to have the conversation without risking
the prestige of the office of Hegemon. But the longer they delayed, the greater the likelihood of word of
histrip to Damascus getting out. And then if Alai rebuffed him, the humiliation would be public, and the
office of Hegemon would be greetly diminished.

So Petras judgment of him was obvioudy unfair. If al he cared about was his own authority, he wouldn't
be here.



And she was clever enough to know that. She got into Battle School, didn't she?She wastheonly girl
among Ender's Jeesh. That certified her as his superior—at least in the area of strategy and leadership.
Surely she must see that he was putting the goal of preventing abloody war above his own career.

As soon as he thought of this, he heard her voice ingde his head, saying, "Oh, isn't that fine and noble of
you, to put the lives of hundreds of thousands of soldiers ahead of your own indelible placein history. Do
you think you get aprizefor that?' Or ese shed say, "The only reason I'm along is specifically so you
can avoid risking anything." Or else, "Y ou've dways been bold as a risk-taker—when the stlakes are high
enough and your own lifeisn't on theline."

Thisisgresat, Peter, he thought. Y ou don't even need her in the room with you and you can till carry on
an argument with her.

How did Bean stand her? No doubt she didn't treat him like this.

No. It wasimpaossible to imagine that being nasty was something she could switch on and off. Beanhad
to have seen thisside of her. And yet he stayed with her.

And loved her. Peter wondered what it would be like, to have Petralook at him the way she looked at
Bean.

Then he corrected himsdlf at once. Wonderful to havea woman look at him the way Petralooked a
Bean. Thelast thing he wanted was alovelorn Petramaking googly eyesat him.

The telephonerang.

The voice made sureit was "Peter Jones' and then said, "Five in the morning, be downstairs outside the
north lobby doors." Click.

Wi, what broughtthat on? Something in Petra's and his argument? Peter had swept the room for bugs,
but that didn't mean they couldn't have some low-tech device like somebody in the next room with his ear
pressed against the wall.

What did we say to make them let me see the Caliph?

Maybe it was what he said about avoiding another bloody war.

Or perhapsit was because they heard him admit to Petra that maybe he didn't have any legitimate
authority.

What if they recorded that? What if it suddenly surfaced on the web?

Then it would happen, and held do his best to recover from the blow, and either held succeed or he'd
fail. No point fretting about it now. Somebody was meeting him at the north door of the lobby tomorrow
morning before daylight. Maybe they'd lead him to Alai, and maybe he'd achieve what he needed to
achieve, save dl that he needed to save.

Hetoyed with theideaof not telling Petraabout the meeting. After al, she had no pertinent office at al.
She had no particular right to be at the mesting, especidly after their quarrel tonight.

Don't be spiteful and petty, Peter told himself. One spiteful act brings too much pleasure—it just makes



you want to do another, and another. And sooner each time.
S0 he picked up the phone and on the seventh ring she picked it up.
"I'm not going to gpologize," shesaid curtly.

"Good," he said. "Because | don't want some smarmy |'m-sorry-you-got-so-upset fake apology. Wheat |
want isfor you to join me a fiveam. a the north door of the lobby."

"What for?"'
"I don't know," said Peter. "I'm just passing dong what | wasjust told on the telephone.”
"He'sgoing to let usseehim?'

"Or he's sending thugs to escort us back to the airport. How can | possibly know?Y ou're the one who's
hisfriend. Y ou tel me what he's planning.”

"I haven't the dightest idea," said Petra. "It'snot like Alai and | were everclose. And are you surethey
want me to cometo the actual meeting? There are plenty of Mudimswho would be horrified at the
thought of an unveiled married woman speaking face to face with aman—even the Cdliph.”

"l don't know what they want," said Peter. " lwant you & the mesting.”

They were ushered into a closed van and driven aong aroute that Peter assumed was convoluted and
deceptively long. For al he knew, the Cdiph's headquarters was next door to their hotdl. But Alai's
people knew that without the Caliph there was no unity, and without unity Idam had no strength, so they
were taking no chances on letting outsiders know where the Cdiph lived.

They were driven far enough that they might be outside Damascus. When they emerged from the van, it
was not in daylight, it wasindoors... or underground. Even the porticoed garden into which they were
ushered was artificidly lighted, and the sound of running and trickling and falling water masked any faint
noises that might have seeped in from outside and hinted where they were.

Alai did not so much greet them as notice their presence as he walked in the garden. He did not even
face them, but sat afew meters away, facing afountain, and began to spesk.

"I have no desireto humiliate you, Peter Wiggin," he said. "Y ou should not have come.”

"| gppreciate your letting me speak with you at al," Peter answered.

"Wisdom said that | should announce to the world that the Hegemon had come to see the Caliph, and
the Caliph refused to see him. But | told Wisdom to be patient, and let Folly be my guidetoday in this

"Petraand | are hereto—"



"Petraishere" said Alai, "because you thought her presence might get you in to see me, and you needed
awitnessthat | would be reluctant to kill, and because you want her to be your aly after her husband is
dead.”

Peter did not let himself glance at Petrato see how she took this sdly from Alai. She knew the man,

Peter did not. She would interpret hiswords as she saw fit, and nothing he could seein her faceright
now would help him understand anything. It would only weaken him to show he cared.

"I'm hereto offer my help,” said Peter.

"I command armiesthat rule over more than haf the population of theworld,” said Alai. "'l have united
Mudim nations from Morocco to Indonesia, and liberated the oppressed peoplesin between.”

"It's the difference between 'conquered’ and 'liberated' that | wanted to talk about.”
"So you cameto rebuke me, not to help after al,” said Alai.

"l seeI'm wasting my time," said Peter. "I we can't gpeak together without petty debate, then you are
pest recaiving help.”

"Help?' said Ala. "One of my advisers said to me, when | told them | wanted to see you, ‘How many
soldiers does this Hegemon have? "

"How many divisons has the Pope?' quoted Peter.

"More than the Hegemon has," said Alal, "if the Pope should ask for them. Asthe old dead United
Nations found out long ago, religion dways has more warriors than some vague international abstraction.”

Peter redlized then that Alal was not speaking to him. He was spesking past him. Thiswas not aprivate
conversation after all.

"I do not intend to be disrespectful to the Caliph,” said Peter. "I have seen the mgjesty of your
achievement and the generogity of spirit with which you have dedlt with your enemies.”

Alai visbly relaxed. They were now playing the same game. Peter had finally understood the rules.
"What isto be gained from humiliating those who believe they stand outside the power of God?" asked
Ala. "God will show them his power in hisown good time, and until then we are wiseto be kind."

Ala was speaking asthe true bdievers around him required him to spesk—aways asserting the primacy
of the Caliphate over al non-Mudim powers.

"Thedangers | came to speak of " saidPeter, "willnot ever come from me or because of the small
influence | havein theworld. Though | was not chosen by God, and there arefew who lissento me, | also
seek, asyou seek, the peace and happiness of the children of God on Earth.”

Now wasthetime, if Alai was completely the captive of his supporters, for him to rant about how it was
blasphemousfor an infidel like Peter to invoke the name of God or pretend that there could be peace
before dl the world was under the rule of the Caliphate.

Instead Alal said, "l listen to dl men, but obey only God."



"There was aday when Idam was hated and feared throughout the world,” said Peter. "That eraended
long ago, before elther of uswere born, but your enemies are reviving those old stories.”

"Thoseold lies, you mean,” said Alal.

"Thefact that no man can make the Hgjj in hisown skin and live," said Peter, "suggeststhat not dl the
goriesarelies. In the name of Idam terrible weapons were acquired and in the name of Idam they were
used to destroy the most sacred place on Earth.”

"It isnot destroyed,” said Alal. "It is protected.”

"It's so radioactive that nothing can live within ahundred kilometers,” said Peter. " And you know what
the explosion did to Al-hgjar Al-aswad.”

"The gonewas not sacred in itsdlf,” said Ala, "and Mudims never worshipped it. Weonly used it asa
marker to remember the holy covenant between God and histrue followers. Now its molecules are
powdered and spread over the whole Earth, as ablessing to the righteous and a curse to the wicked,
while we who follow Idam gtill remember where it was, and what it marked, and bow toward that place
when we pray.”

It was a sermon he had surdly said many times before.

"Mudims suffered more than anyone in those dark days," said Peter. "But that is not what most people
remember. They remember bombs that killed innocent women and children, and fanatical saf-murderers
who hated any freedom except the freedom to obey the very narrowest interpretation of Shari‘ah.”

He could see Alai tiffen. "1 make no judgment mysdlf,” Peter immediately said. "1 was not aive then. But
in Indiaand Chinaand Thailand and Vietnam, there are people who fear that the soldiers of Idam did not
come asliberators, but as conquerors. That they'll be arrogant in victory. That the Caliphate will never
alow freedom to the people who welcomed him and aided him in overcoming the Chinese conquerors.”

"We do not force Idam on any nation,” said Alai, "and those who claim otherwise areliars. We ask them
only to open their doorsto the teachers of Idam, so the people can choose.”

"Forgive my confusion, then,” said Peter. "The people of the world see that open door, and notice that
no one passes through it except in one direction. Once a nation has chosen Idam, then the people are
never dlowed to choose anything else.”

"l hope | do not hear the echo of the Crusadesin your voice."

The Crusades, thought Peter, that old bugbear. So Alai redly hasjoined himself to the rhetoric of
fanaticism. "l only report to you what is being said among those who are seeking to dly againgt you in
war," said Peter. "That war iswhat | hopeto avoid. What those old terroriststried, and failed, to
achieve—aworldwide war between Idam and everyone e se—may now be almost upon us.”

"The people of God are not afraid of the outcome of such awar,” said Alai.

"It'sthe process of thewar that | hopeto avoid,” said Peter. "Surely the Caliph also seeksto avoid
needless bloodshed.”

"All who die are a the mercy of God," said Ala. "Degth is not the thing to fear mostin life, Snceit



comestodl.”

"If that's how you fedl about the carnage of war,” said Peter, "then I've wasted your time." Peter leaned
forward, preparing to riseto hisfedt.

Petra put her hand on histhigh, pressing down, urging him to remain seated. But Peter had had no
intention of leaving.

"But."sadAla.

Peter waited.

"But God desiresthe willing obedience of his children, not their terror.”

It was the statement Peter had been hoping for.

"Then the murdersin India, the massacres—"

"There have been no massacres.”

"Therumors of massacre,” said Peter, "which seem to be supported by smuggled vids and eyewitness
accounts and aeria photographs of the dleged killing fields—I am rdlieved that such thingswould not be
the policy of the Cdiphate.”

"If someone has dain innocents for no other crime than believing in theidols of Hinduism and Buddhism,
then such amurderer would be no Mudim."

"What the people of Indiawonder—"

"Y ou do not speak for the people of any place except asmall compound in Ribeirdo Preto,” said Alai.
"What my informantsin Indiatell methat the people of Indiawonder iswhether the Caliph intendsto
repudiate and punish such murderers or merely pretend they didn't happen? Because if they cannot trust
the Cdiph to control what is donein the name of Allah, then they will defend themsdves™

"By piling stonesin the road?" asked Alai. "We are not the Chinese, to be frightened by stories of a
'Great WAl of India'"

"The Cdiph now controls a population that has far more non-Mudimsthan Mudims,” said Peter.
"Sofar," sad Alai.

"The question iswhether the proportion of Mudimswill increase because of teaching, or because of the
daughter and oppression of unbelievers?”

For thefirst time, Ala turned his head, and then his body, to face them. But it was not Peter he looked
at. Heonly had eyesfor Petra.

"Don't you know me?' hesaid to her.

Peter wisdly did not answer. Hiswords were doing their work, and now it wastime for Petrato do what



he had brought her to do.
"Yes" shesad.

"Thentdl him," said Alai.
"No," shesaid.

Ala sat inwounded silence.

"Because | don't know whether the voice | hear in thisgarden isthe voice of Ala or the voice of the men
who put him into office and control who may or may not speak to him.”

"Itisthevoice of the Cdiph,” said Alai.

"I'veread history," said Petra, "and so have you. The Sultans and Caliphswere rarely anything but holy
figureheads, when they alowed their servantsto keep them within walls. Come out into theworld, Alai,
and seefor yoursdlf the bloody work that's being done in your name.”

They heard footsteps, loud ones, many footsteps, and soldierstrotted out of concealment. Within
moments, rough hands held Petra and were dragging her away. Peter did not raise ahand to interfere. He
only faced Alai, staring at him, demanding slently that he show who ruled in his house.

"Stop," said Alai. Not loudly, but clearly.

"No woman speaks to the Caliph like that!" shouted a man who was behind Peter. Peter did not turn. It
was enough to know that the man had spoken in Common, not in Arabic, and that his accent bore the
marks of a superb education.

"Let go of her,” Alal said to the soldiers, ignoring the man who had shouted.

There was no hesitation. The soldierslet go of Petra. At once she came back to Peter's side and sat
down. Peter also sat down. They were spectators now.

The man who had shouted, dressed in the flowing robes of an imitation sheik, strode up to Alai. "She
uttered acommand to the Cdiph! A chalenge! Her tongue must be cut out of her mouth.”

Ala remained seated. He said nothing.

Theman turned to the soldiers. "Takeher!" he said.

The soldiers began to move.

"Stop,” sad Alai. Quietly but clearly.

The soldiers stopped. They looked miserable and confused.

"He doesn't know what he's saying," the man said to the soldiers. "Take the girl and then wélll discussit
leter.”

"Do not move except a my command,” said Alai.



The soldiersdid not move.
The man faced Alai again. "Y ou're making amistake," he said.

"The soldiers of the Cdiph are witnesses," said Alal. "The Cdliph has been threatened. The Cdiph's
orders have been countermanded. Thereisaman in this garden who thinks he has more power in Idam
than the Caliph. So the words of thisinfidel girl are correct. The Cdiphisaholy figurehead, who alows
his servantsto keep him withinwals. The Cdiph isaprisoner and othersrule Idam in hisname.”

Peter could seein the man's face that he now redlized that the Caliph was not just aboy who could be
manipulated.

"Don't go down thisroad,” he said.

"The soldiers of the Caliph arewitnesses,” said Alai, "that this man has given acommand to the Cdiph.
A chalenge. But unlikethe girl, this man has ordered armed soldiers, in the presence of the Caliph, to
disobey the Caliph. The Cdiph canhear any words without harm, but when soldiers are ordered to
disobey him, it does not require an imam to explain that treason and blasphemy are present here.”

"If you move againg me," the man said, "then the others—"

"The soldiers of the Caliph are witnesses," said Alai, "that thisman is part of aconspiracy against the
Cdiph. Thereare'others." "

One soldier came forward and laid a hand on the man's arm.
He shook it off.
Ala amiled at the soldier.

The soldier took the man'sarm again, but not gently. Other soldiers stepped forward. One took the
man's other arm. Therest faced Alai, waiting for orders.

"We have seen today thatone man of my council thinks heisthe master of the Cdiph. Therefore, any
soldier of Idam who truly wishesto serve the Caliph will take every member of the council into custody
and hold them in silence until the Cdiph has decided which of them can be trusted and which must be
discarded from the service of God. Move quickly, my friends, before the ones who are spying on this
conversation have time to escape.”

The man wrenched one hand free and in amoment held awicked-looking knife.

But Alai's hand was dready firmly gripping hiswrig.

"My old friend," said Ala, "I know that you were not raising that wegpon against your Caliph. But
suicideisagrave and terrible sin. | refuse to alow you to meet God with your own blood on your
hands." With atwist of hishand, Ala made the man groan with pain. The knife clattered on the
flagstones.

"Soldiers" sad Alal. "Make me safe. Meanwhile, | will continue my conversation with these vistors,
who are under the protection of my hospitaity.”



Two soldiers dragged the prisoner away, while the otherstook off at arun.

"Y ou have work to do," said Peter.

"I'vejust doneit," said Alai. He turned to Petra. "Thank you for seeing what | needed.”
"Being aprovocateur comes naturaly to me," she said.

"I hope weve been helpful "

"Everything you said has been heard,” said Alai. "And | assure you that when it's actualy in my power to
control the armies of Idam, they will behave as true Mudims, and not as barbarian conquerors.
Meanwhile, however, I'm afraid that bloodshed islikely, and | believe you will be safest here with mein
this garden for the next half hour or s0."

"Hot Soup hasjust taken over in Ching," said Petra.
"Sol've heard."

"And he'staking thetitle of emperor,” she added.
"Buck to the good old days."

"A new dynasty in Beijing now faces the restored Caliphate in Damascus,” said Petra. "It would be a
terrible thing, for members of the Jeesh to have to choose up sides and wage war againgt each other.
Surely that's not what Battle School was ever meant to accomplish.”

"Battle School 7' said Alai. "They may have identified us, but we already were who we were before they
laid ahand on us. Do you think that without Battle Schoal, | could not be where | am, or Han Tzu where
heis?Look at Peter Wiggin—hedidn't go to Battle Schoal, but he got himsdf appointed Hegemon."
"Anempty title" said Peter.

"It waswhenyou got it,” said Alai. "Just as my title was until two minutes ago. But whenyou sitinthe
chair and wear the hat, some people don't understand that it'sjust a play and start obeying you asif you
had rea power. And then youhave red power. Neh?"'

"Eh," said Petra

Peter smiled. "I'm not your enemy, Ala," hesaid.

"You're not my friend, either,” said Alai. But then he smiled. "The question iswhether you'l turn out to
be afriend to humanity. Or whether | will." He turned back to Petra. "And so much depends on what
your husband chooses to do before he dies.”

Petranodded gravely. "He'd prefer to do nothing except enjoy the months or perhaps years helll have
with me and our child."

"God willing," said Ala, "that'sal hell be required to do.”



A soldier came pounding across the flagstones. " Sir, the compound is secure and none of the council

have escaped.”

"I'm happy to hear that," said Alai.

"Three councilmen are dead, Sir,” said the soldier. "It could not be helped.”

"I'm surethat'sthetruth,” said Alai. "They are now in God's hands. Therest arein mine, and now | must
try to do what God would have me do. Now, my son, will you take these two friends of the Caliph safely
back to their hotel? Our conversation isfinished, and | wish them to be free to leave Damascus,

unhindered and unrecognized. No one will spesk of their presencein this garden on thisday.”

"Yes, my Caliph," said the soldier. He bowed, and then turned to Peter and Petra. "Will you come with
me, friends of the Cdiph?’

"Thank you," Petrasaid. "The Cdiph is blessed with true servantsin this house.”
The man did not acknowledge her praise. "Thisway," he said to Peter.

Asthey followed him back to the enclosed van, Peter wondered whether he might have unconsciously
planned for the events that happened here today, or whether it wasjust dumb luck.

Or whether Petraand Alai planned it, and Peter was nothing more than their pawn, thinking foolishly that
he was making his own decisions and conducting his own strategy.

Or are we, asthe Mudims believe, only acting out the script of God?

Not likely. Any God worth believing in could make up abetter plan than the mess the world wasin now.
In my childhood I set my hand to improving theworld, and for awhile | succeeded. | stopped awar
through words | wrote on the nets, when people didn't know who | was. But now | have the empty title
of Hegemon. Wars are swirling back and forth across swathes of the Earth like aregper's scythe, vast

populations are seething under the whips of new oppressors, and | am powerlessto change athing.
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BARGAIN

From: PeterWiggin%oprivate@hegemon.gov

To: SacredCause%OneMan@FreeThai.org

Re: Suriyawong's actions concerning Achilles Handres



Dear Ambul,

At dl timesduring Achilles Flandressinfiltration of the Hegemony, Suriyawong acted as my agent insde
Flandres's growing organization. It was a my ingtructions that he pretended to be Flandress staunch dly,
and that was why, at the cruciad moment when Julian Delphiki faced the mongter, Suriyawong and his
elite soldiers acted for the good of al humankind—induding Thaland—and made possible the
destruction of the man who, more than any other, was responsible for the defeat and occupation of

Thailand.

Thisisthe "public story," asyou pointed out. Now | point out thet in this case the public story aso
happens to be the complete truth.

Likeyou,Suriyawong isaBattle School graduate. China's new Emperor andthe Mudim Cdiph are both
Battle School graduates. But they are two of those chosen to take part in my brother Ender's famous
Jeesh. Even if you discount their actua brilliance as military commanders, the public perception of their
powersisat theleve of magic. Thiswill affect the morade of your soldiersas surdly as of theirs.

How do you suppose you will keep Thailand freeif you regject Suriyawong? Heis no threeat to your
leadership; hewill be your most vauabletool againgt your enemies.

Sincerdy,

Peter, Hegemon

Bean stooped to pass through the doorway. He wasn't actually tall enough to bang hishead. But it had
happened often enough, in other doorways that once would have given him plenty of room, that now he
was overcautious. He didn't know what to do with his hands, either. They seemed too big for any job he
might need them for. Penswere like toothpicks; hisfinger filled the trigger guard of many a pistol. Soon
he'd have to butter hisfinger to get it out, asif the pistol were atoo-tight ring.

And hisjoints ached. And his head hurt sometimeslike it was going to split in two. Because, in fact, it
was trying to do exactly that. The soft spot on the top of his head could not seem to expand fast enough

to make room for hisgrowing brain.

The doctorsloved that part. To find out what it did to the menta function of an adult to have the brain
grow. Did it disrupt memory? Or merely add to capacity? Bean submitted to their questions and



measurements and scans and bloodl ettings because he might not find al his children before he died, and
anything they learned from studying him might help them.

But at times like this he fet nothing but despair. There was no help for him, and nonefor them, either. He
would not find them. And if he did, he could not help them.

What difference has my life made?| killed one man. He was amongter, but | had it in my power to kill
him at least once before, and failed to do it. So don't | sharein the responsibility for what he did in the
intervening years? The deaths, the misery.

Including Petras suffering when she was his captive. Including our own suffering over the children he
golefrom us.

And yet he went on searching, using every contact he could think of, every search engine on the nets,
every program he could devise for manipulating the public records in order to be ready to identify which
birthswere of his children, implanted in surrogates.

For of that much hewas certain. Achillesand Volescu had never intended to give the embryos back to
him and Petra. That promise had only been alure. A man of less mdice than Achillesmight havekilled
the embryos—as he pretended to do when he broke test tubes during their last confrontation in Ribeiréo
Preto. But for Achilles, killing itsalf was never apleasure. He killed when he thought it was necessary.
When he actudly wanted to make someone suffer, he made sure the suffering lingered aslong as

possible.

Bean's and Petra's children would be born to mothers unknown to them, probably scattered throughout
theworld by Volescu.

But Achilleshad done hiswork well. Volescu's travels were completely erased from the public record.
And there was nothing about the man to make him particularly memorable. They could show his picture
to amillion airline workers and another million cab drivers throughout the world and haf of them might
remember seeing aman who looked "like that" but none of them would be sure of anything and VVolescu's
path could not be retraced.

And when Bean had tried to apped to Volescu's lingering shreds of decency—which he hoped existed,
againg al evidence—the man had gone underground and now al Bean could hope for was that
somebody, some agency somewhere, would find him, arrest him, and hold him long enough for Bean to...

To what?Torture him? Threaten him? Bribe him? What could possibly induce Volescu to tell him what
he needed to know?

Now the Internationa Feet had sent him some officer to give him “important information.” What could
they possibly know? The |.F. was forbidden to operate on the surface of Earth. Even if they had agents
who had discovered V olescu's whereabouts, why would they risk exposing their own illegd activitiesjust
to help Bean find his babies? They had made abig ded about how loyd they were to the Battle School
graduates, especidly to Ender's Jeesh, but he doubted it wentthat far. Money, that'swhat they offered.
All the Battle School grads had a nice penson. They could go home like Cincinnatus and farm for the rest
of their lives, without even having to worry about the weather or the seasons or the harvest. They could
grow weeds and still prosper.

Instead, | supidly alowed children of my deformed and salf-destructive genesto be createdin vitro and
now Volescu has planted them in foreign wombs and | must find them before he and peoplelike him can



exploit them and use them up and then watch them die of giantism, like me, before they turn twenty.

Volescu knows. Hewould never leave it to chance. Because he still imagined himself to be a scientist.
He would want to gather data about the children. To him, it was al one big experiment, with the added
inconvenience of being illegal and based on stolen embryos. To Volescu, those embryos belonged to him
by right. To him, Bean was nothing but the experiment that got away. Anything he produced was part of
Volescu's long-term studly.

An old man sat a the table in the conference room. It took Bean a moment to decide whether hisskin
was naturally dark or merely weathered into a barnwood color and texture. Both, probably.

| know him, thought Bean. Mazer Rackham. The man who saved humanity in the Second Bugger
Invasion. Who should have been dead many decades ago, but who surfaced long enough to train Ender
himsdf for the last campaign.

"They sendyou to Earth?’
"I'mretired,”" said Rackham.
"Soam |," said Bean. "So is Ender. When doeshe cometo Earth?"

Rackham shook his head. "Too late to be bitter about that,” he said. "If Ender had been here, do you
think there's any chance he would be both aive and free?!

Rackham had a point. Back when Achilleswas arranging for al of Ender's Jeesh to be kidnapped, the
greatest prize of al would have been Ender himself. And even if Ender had evaded capture—as Bean
had done—how long before someone else tried to control him or exploit him in order to achieve some
imperid ambition? With Ender, being an American as he was, maybe the United States would have
dtirred from itstorpor and now, ingtead of Chinaand the Mudim world being the main playersin the
great game, Americawould be flexing its muscles again and then the world redlly would be in turmoil.

Ender would have hated that. Hated himsalf for being part of it. It redlly was better that Graff had
arranged to send him off on the first colony ship to aformer Bugger world. Right now, each second of
Ender'slife aboard the starship was aweek to Bean. While Ender read a paragraph of abook, amillion
babies would be born on Earth, amillion old people and soldiers and sick people and pedestrians and
driverswould die and humanity would move forward another smdl step initsevolution into agtarfaring

Species.
Starfaring species. That was Graff's program.

"You're not herefor theflegt, then," said Bean. "Y ou're here for Colond Graff."

"For the Minigter of Colonization?' Rackham nodded gravely. "Informaly and unofficidly, yes To
inform you of an offer."

"Graff has nothing that | want. Before any starship could arrive on acolony world, I'd be dead.”

"Y ou'd undoubtedly be an ... interesting choice to head a colony," said Rackham. "But as you said, your
term in office would betoo brief to-be effective. No, it'sadifferent kind of offer.”

"Theonly things| want, you don't have.



"Once upon atime, | believe, you wanted nothing more than surviva.”
"It'snot within your power to offer me."
"Yesitis" sad Rackham.

"Oh, from the vast medica research facilities of the International Heet there comes acurefor acondition
that is suffered by only one person on Earth?’

"Not at dl,"” said Rackham. "The cure will have to come from others. What we offer you isthe ability to
wait until it'sready. We offer you a starship, and lightspeed, and an ansible so you can be told when to
come home."

Precisdy the "gift" they gave Rackham himsdf, when they thought they might need him to command all
the fleets when they arrived at the various Bugger worlds. The chance of surviva rang insgde him like the
tolling of agreet bell. He couldn't hep it. If there was anything that had ever driven him, it was that hunger
to survive. But how could he trust them?

"And in return, what do you want from me?"

"Can't this be part of your retirement package from the flet?'

Rackham was good at keeping a straight face, but Bean knew he couldn't be serious. "When | come
back, there's going to be some poor young soldier | can train?”'

"You're not ateacher," said Rackham.
"Neither wereyou."

Rackham shrugged. " So we become whatever we need to be. Were offering you life. Well continue to
fund research on your condition.”

"What, usng my children asyour guineapigs?’

"WEll try to find them, of course. WEell try to cure them.”

"But they won't get their own starships?’

"Bean," said Rackham. "How many trillions of dollars do you think your genes are worth?"

"Tome" said Bean, "They're worth more than dl the moneyinthe world."

"ldon'tthink you could pay eventhe interest onthat loan.”

"Sol don't have as high acredit rating as| hoped.”

"Besan, take thisoffer serioudy. While therés still time. Acceleration is hard on the heart. Y ou haveto go
whileyou're dill hedthy enough to survivethe voyage. Asitis, well be cutting it rather fine, don't you

think? A couple of yearsto accelerate, and at the end, a couple more to decderate. Who gives you four
yeas?'



"Nobody," said Bean. "And you're forgetting. | have to come home. That'sfour more years. It's dready
far too late.”

Rackham smiled. "Don't you think we've taken that into account?”

"What, you've figured out away to turn while traveling at light-speed?"

"Even light bends”

"Lightisawave.

"So are you, when you're traveling that fast.”

"Neither of usisaphydcig.”

"But the people who planned our new generation of messenger ship are,” said Rackham.

"How can the.F. afford to build new ships?' asked Bean. "Y our funding comes from Earth and the
emergency isover. The only reason the nations of Earth even pay your sdlaries and continue to supply
you is because they're buying your neutrdity.”

Rackham smiled.

"Somebody's paying you to keep devel oping new ships,”" said Bean.

"Speculaionis pointless”

"There's only one nation that could afford to do that, and it's the one nation that could never keep it
secret.”

"Soit'snot possble," said Rackham.
"Y et you're promising me akind of ship that couldn't exist.”

"Y ou go through acceleration in acompensatory gravity field, so there's no additional strain on your
heart. That lets us accderate in aweek instead of two years."

"Andif the gravity fails?"
"Then youretorn to dust in an ingtant. But it doesn't fail. Wevetested it.”
"'So messengers can go from world to world without osing more than a couple of weeks of their lives."

"Of tharown lives" said Rackham. "But when we send someone out on such avoyage, thirty or fifty
lightyears, everyone they ever knew is dead long before they come back. Volunteersare few.”

Everyonethey ever knew. If he got on this starship, held leave Petra behind and never see her again.

Was he heartless enough for that?



Not heartless at dl. He could till fedl the pain of losing Sister Carlotta, the woman who saved him from
the streets of Rotterdam and watched over for him for years, until Achillesfinaly murdered her.

"Can | take Petrawith me?"
"Would shego?"
"Not without our children," said Bean.

"Then | suggest you keep searching,” said Rackham. "Because even though the new technology buys
you abit moretime, it's not forever. Y our body imposes a deadline that we can't put off."

"And youll let me bring Petra, if wefind our children.”

"If shelll go," said Rackham.

"Shewill," said Bean. "We have no rootsin thisworld, except our children.”

"Already they're children in your imagination,”" said Rackham.

Bean only smiled. He knew how Catholic it made him sound, but that's how it felt to him and Petra both.
"We ask only onething," said Rackham.

Bean laughed. "'l knew it."

"Aslong asyou're waiting around anyway, searching for your children,” said Rackham. "Wed like you
to help Peter unite the world under the office of the Hegemon."

Bean was s0 astonished he stopped laughing. " So the fleet intends to meddle in earthside affairs.”
"Wearen't meddling at dl,"” said Rackham. "Y ou are.”

"Peter doen't listen to me. If hedid, hewould have let mekill Achilles back in Chinawhen wefirst had
the chance. Peter decided to 'rescue’ him instead.”

"Maybe he'slearned from his mistake."

"Hethinks helearned from it," said Bean, "but Peter is Peter. It wasn't amistake, it'swho heis. He can't
listen to anyone dseif he thinks he has a better plan. And he always thinks he has a better plan.”

"Nevertheless."

"| can't help Peter because Peter won't be helped.”

"Hetook Petraalong on hisvistto Ala."

"Histop secret visit that the |.F. couldn't possibly know about.”

"We keep track of our dumni.”



"Isthat how you pay for your new-mode starships? Alumni donations?”
"Our best graduates are ill too young to be at the redlly high sdary levels.”
"l don't know. Y ou have two heads of state."

"Doesn't it intrigue you, Bean, to imagine what the history of the world would have been likeif there had
been two Alexanders at the same time?"

"Ala and Hot Soup?' asked Bean. "It'll dl boil down to which of them has the most resources. Ala has
most a the moment, but China has staying power."

"But then you add to the two Alexanders a Joan of Arc here and there, and a couple of Julius Caesars,
maybe an Attila, and..."

"Y ou see Petra as Joan of Arc?' asked Bean.

""She could be."

"Andwhat am 1?7

"Why, Genghis Khan of coursg, if you chooseto be," said Rackham.
"He has such a bad reputation.”

"He doesn't deserveit. His contemporaries knew he was a man of might who exercised his power lightly
upon those who obeyed him."

"I don't want power. I'm not your Genghis."

"No," said Rackham. "That's the problem. It all depends on who has the disease of ambition. When
Graff took you into Battle Schoal, it was because your will to survive seemed to do the samejob as
ambition. But now it doesn't.”

"Peter'syour Genghis," said Bean. "That'swhy you want meto help him."

"Hemight be" said Rackham. "And you're the only one whocan help him. Anybody & se would make
him fed threstened. But you..."

"Because|I'mgoingto die”

"Or leave. Either way, he can have the use of you, as he thinks, and then berid of you."

"It's not as he thinks. It'swhat you want. I'm abook in alending library. Y ou lend meto Peter for a
while. He turns me in, then you send me out on another chase after some dream or other. Y ou and Graff,
you gill think you're in charge of the human race, don't you?”'

Rackham looked off into the distance. "It's ajob that, once you take it on, it'shard to let go. One day

out in space | saw something no one else could see, and | fired amissile and killed a Hive Queen and we
won that war. From then on, the human race was my respongbility.”



"Evenif you're no longer the best quaified to lead it.”

"l didn't say | wasthe leader. Only that | have the responsibility. To do whatever it takes. Whatever |
can. Andwhat | can doisthis: | can try to persuade the most brilliant military mind on Earth to help unify
the nations under the leadership of the only man who hasthe will and the wit to hold them al together.”

"At what price? Peter's nota greatfan of democracy.”

"We're not asking for democracy,” said Rackham. "Not at first. Not until the power of nationsis broken.
Y ou have to tame the horse before you can let it haveits head.”

"And you say you're just the servant of humanity,” said Bean. "Y et you want to put abridle and saddle
on the human race, and let Peter ride.”

"Yes," said Rackham. "Because humanity isn't ahorse. Humanity is abreeding ground for ambition, for
territorial competitors, for nations that do battle, and if the nations bresk down, then tribes, clans,
households. We were bred for war, it'sin our genes, and the only way to stop the bloodshed isto give
one man the power to subdue dl the others. All we can hope for isthat it be a decent enough man that
the peace will be better than the wars, and last longer.”

"And you think Peter'sthe man.”

"He has the ambition you lack."

"And the humanity?"

Rackham shook his head. "Don't you know by now how human you are?'

Bean wasn't going to go down that road. "Why don't you and Graff just leave the human race done? Let
them go on building empires and tearing them down."”

"Because the Hive Queens aren't the only adiens out there.”

Bean sat up.

"No, no, we haven't seen any, we have no evidence. But think about it. Aslong as humans seemed to be
unique, we could live out our species history aswe aways had. But now we know thet it's possible for
intelligent lifeto evolve twice, and in very different ways. If twice, then why not threetimes? Or four?
There's nothing special about our corner of the galaxy. The Hive Queens were remarkably closeto us.
There could be thousands of intelligent speciesin our galaxy done. And not al of them asniceaswe
ae"

"So you're digpersing us.”

"Asfar and wide aswe can. Planting our seed in every soil.”

"And for that you want Earth united.”

"We want Earth to stop wasting its resources on war, and spend them on colonizing world after world,

and then trading among them so that the whole species can profit from what each one learns and achieves
and becomes. It's basic economics. And history. And evolution. And science. Disperse. Vary. Discover.



Publish. Explore.”

"Yeah, yeah, | get it," said Bean. "How noble of you. Who's paying for dl thisnow?"

"Bean," said Rackham. "Y ou don't expect meto tell you, and | don't expect you to haveto ask."

Bean knew. It was America. Big deepy do-nothing America. Burned out from trying to police the world
back in the twenty-first century, disgusted at the way their efforts earned them nothing but hatred and
resentment, they declared victory and went home. They kept the strongest military in the world and
closed their doorsto immigration.

And when the Buggers came, it was American military might that finaly blew up thosefirst exploratory
shipsthat scoured the surface of some of the best agriculturd land in Ching, killing millions. It was
Americathat mostly funded and directed the construction of the interplanetary warshipsthat resisted the
Second Invasion long enough for New Zedlander Mazer Rackham to find the Hive Queen's vulnerability
and destroy the enemy.

It was Americathat was secretly funding the |.F. now, devel oping new ships. Getting its hand into the
business of interstellar trade at atime when no other nation on Earth could even attempt to compete.

"And how will it beintheir interest for the world to be united, except under their leadership?’

Rackham smiled. " So now you know how deep our game hasto be."

Bean smiled back. So Graff had sold his colony program to the Americans—probably on the basis of
future trade and a probable American monopoly. And in the meantime, he was backing Peter in the hope
that he could unite the world under one government. Which would mean, eventudly, a showdown

between America and the Hegemon.

"And when the day comes,” said Bean, "when America expectsthe I.F., which it's been paying for and
researching for, to cometo itsaid against a powerful Hegemon, what will thel.F. do?"

"What did Suriyawong do when Achilles ordered him to kill you?'

"Gave him aknife and told him to defend himsdlf." Bean nodded. "But will thel.F. obey you?If you're
counting on the reputation of Mazer Rackham, remember that hardly anybody knowsyou're dive."

"I'm counting on the |.F. living up to the code of honor that every soldier has drummed into him from the
dart. No interference on Earth.”

"Even asyou break that code yourself."

"We're not interfering,” said Rackham. "Not with troops or ships. Just alittle information here and there.
A dollop of money. And alittle, tiny bit of recruitment. Help us, Bean. While you're still on Earth. The
minute you're ready to go, well send you, no delays. But whileyou're here..."

"What if | don't believe Peter's as decent a man asyou think heis?’

"He's better than Achilles"

"Sowas Augustus,” said Bean. "But helaid the foundation for Nero and Cdigula.”



"Helaid afoundation that survived Cdigulaand Nero and lasted for amillennium and ahdf, in oneform
or another."

"And you think that's Peter?'
"Wedo," said Rackham. "I do."

"Aslong as you understand that Peter won't do athing | say, won't listen to me or anyone, and will go
onmaking idiotic mistakesthat | can't prevent, then ... yes. I'll hdp him, asmuch ashelll let me.”

"That'sdl weask."

"But I'll ill givemy firg priority to finding my children.”

"How about this," said Rackham. "How about if wetell you where VVolescuis?!
"Y ou know?'

"He'sin one of our safe houses," said Rackham.

"He accepted the protection of the |.F.?"

"Hethinksit's part of Achillessold network."

"|sit?!

"Somebody had to take over his assets.”

"Somebody could only do that if they knew where his assetswere."

"Who do you think maintains al the communications satellites?"' asked Rackham.
"Sothel.F. isspying on Earth.”

"Just as amother spieson her children a play inthe yard.”

"Good to know you're looking out for us, Mummy.”

Rackham leaned forward. "Bean, we make our plans, but we know we might fail. Ultimately, it all comes
down to this. Weve seen human beings at their best, and we think our speciesisworth saving.”

"Even if you have to have the help of non-humanslike me."

"Bean, when | spoke of human beings at their best, whom do you think | was talking about?'
"Ender Wiggin," said Bean.

"And Julian Delphiki," said Rackham. "The other little boy we trusted to save the world."

Bean shook his head and stood up. "Not so little now,” said Bean. "And dying. But I'll take your offer



becauseit gives me ahopefor my little family. And gpart from that, | have no hopeat al. Tell mewhere
Volescuis, and I'll go seehim.”

"You'l haveto secure him yoursdlf," said Rackham. "We can't have |.F. agentsinvolved.”

"Givemetheaddressand I'll dotherest.”

Bean ducked again to leave the room. And he was trembling as he walked through the park, back
toward his office in the Hegemony compound. Huge armies prepared to clash, in astruggle for
supremacy. And off to one side, not even on the surface of Earth, there were ahandful of men who
intended to turn those armiesto their own purposes.

They were Archimedes, preparing to move the Earth because they findly had alever big enough.

I'm thelever.

And I'm not as big usthey think | am. Not asbig as| seem. It can't be done.

Y et it might just be worth doing.

So I'll let them use meto try to pry the world of men loose from its age-old path of competition and war.

And I'll usethemto try to save my life and the lives of my children who share my disease.

And the chance of both projects succeeding is so dim that the odds are much better of the Earth being
hit by adisastroudy huge meteor firdt.

Then again, they probably aready have aplan to dea with ameteor strike. They probably have aplan
for everything. Evenaplanthey canturntoiif ... when ... | fail.

5

SHIVA

From: Figurehead%Parent@hegemon.gov
To: PeterWiggin%oPrivate@hegemon.gov
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Re: Speaking as amother



After dl these years of posing asthe Madonnain your little Pieta, it occursto methat | might whisper
something in your oh-so busy ear:

Ever snce Achillesslittle kidnapping venture, the not-so-secret wegpon in everyonesarsend is
whatever array of Battle School graduates they're able to acquire, keep, and deploy. Now it'seven
worse. Ala isCdiphinfact aswel as name. Han Tzu isemperor of China. Virlomi is... what, a

goddess? That'swhat | hear, coming out of India

Now they will go to war againgt each other.

Whatare Y OU doing? Bettingon thewinner and choosing up Sdes?

Quite gpart from the fact that many of these children were Ender's friends and fellow soldiers, the whole
human race owes them our very survival. Wetook away their childhood. When do they get alifethey
can cdl their own?

Peter, I've read history. Men like Genghis and Alexander were deprived of anormal childhood and
absolutely focused on war and you know what? It deformed them. They were unhappy al the days of
their lives. Alexander didn't know who he was when he stopped conquering people. If he stopped
moving forward, daughtering dl theway, he died.

So how about setting these children free? Have you given any thought to that? Talk to Graff. Hell listen
to you. Give these children an out. A chance. A life.

If for no other reason than because they're Andrew's friends. They'relike Andrew. They didn't choose
themsdvesfor Battle School.

Y ou, on the other hand, didn't go to Battle School. Y ou volunteered to save the world. So you haveto
dtay and seeit through.

Y our loving and ever-supportive mother



A woman's face appeared on the screen. She was dressed in the smple work-stained clothing of a
Hindu peasant woman. But she bore hersdlf like alady of the highest caste—a concept that still had
meaning, despite the long-ago banning of al outward markers of caste.

Peter did not know her. But Petradid. "It's Virlomi."

"All thistime," said Bean, ""she haan't shown her face. Till now."

"I wonder," said Petra, "how many thousands of peoplein Indiaaready know her face."
"Let'sligen,” said Peter. He moused theplay button.

"No oneisfaithful to God who has no choice. That iswhy Hindus aretruly faithful, for they may choose
not to be Hindus and no harm comes to them.

"And that iswhy there are no true Mudlimsin the world, because they may not choose to ceaseto be
Mudims. If aMudim triesto become aHindu or a Christian or even asmple unbeliever, some fanatica
Mudimwill kill him."

Pictures were flashed on the screen of beheaded bodies. Well-known images, but still potent as
propaganda.

"Idamisardigion that hasno believers,” she said. "Only people who are compelled to call themselves
Mudimsand live as Mudims under fear of death.”

Standard pictures of Mudims en masse, bowing down to pray—the very footage that was often used to
show the piety of Mudim populations. But now, framed as Virlomi had framed it, the images seemed to
be those of puppets, acting in unison out of fear.

Her face regppeared on the screen. "Caliph Alai: We welcomed your armies asliberators. We
sabotaged and spied and blocked Chinese supply routesto help you defeat our enemy. But your
followers seem to think they conquered Indiarather than liberating us. Y ou did not conquer India. You
will never conquer India”

Now there was new footage: Ragged Indian peasants bearing modern Chinese arms, marching like
old-fashioned soldiers.

"We have no need of fse Mudim soldiers. We have no need of false Mudim teachers. We will never
accept any Mudim presence on Indian soil until 19am becomesatrue religion and dlows people the
freedom to choosenot to be Mudim, without any penaty.”

Virlomi'sface again. "Do you think your mighty armies can conquer India? Then you do not know the
power of God, for God will dways help those who defend their homeland. Any Mudim that wekill on
Indian soil will go straight to hell, for he does not serve God, he serves Shaitan. Any imam who tellsyou
otherwiseisaliar and ashaitan himsef. If you obey him, you will be condemned. Betrue Mudimsand go
hometo your familiesand live at peace, and let uslivein peace with our own families, in our own land.”



Her face looked calm and sweet as she uttered these condemnations and threats. Now she smiled. Peter
thought she must have practiced the smilefor hours, for daysin front of amirror, because she absolutely
looked like agod, even though he had never seen agod and did not know how one should look. She
was radiant. Wasit atrick of thelight?

"My blessing upon India | blessthe Great Wall of India | blessthe soldierswho fight for India. | bless
the farmerswho feed India. | bless the women who give birth to Indiaand raise Indiato manhood and
womanhood. | blessthe great powers of the Earth who unite to help us regain our stolen freedom. | bless
the Indians of Pakistan who have embraced the false rdligion of Idam: Make your religion true by going
home and letting us choose not to be Mudim. Then we will live at peace with you, and God will bless
you.

"My blessing above al blessngson Caliph Alal. O noble of heart, provethat | am wrong. Makeldam a
truerdigion by giving freedomto al Mudims. Only when Mudims can choosenot to be Mudimsare
there any Mudims on Earth. Set your people free to serve God instead of being captives of fear and hate.
If you are not the conqueror of India, then you will be thefriend of India. But if you intend to be the
conqueror of India, then you will make yourself nothing in the eyes of God."

Grest tearsrolled out of her eyes and down her cheeks. Thiswas dl donein asingletake, so thetears
were real enough. What an actress, thought Peter.

"Oh, Cdiph Alai, how I long to embrace you as abrother and friend. Why do your servants make war
onme?'

She made a strange series of movements with her hands, then drew three fingers backhanded across her
forehead.

"l am Mother India," she sad. "Fight for me, my children.”
Her image remained on the screen as dl motion stopped.

Peter looked from Bean to Petra and back again. "So my question is smple enough. Is she insane? Does
sheredly beieve shesagod? And will thiswork?'

"What was that business at the end, with the fingers on her forehead?' asked Bean.

" She was drawing the mark of Shivathe Destroyer on her forehead,” said Peter. "It wasacall towar."
Hesghed. "They'll be destroyed.”

"Who?' sad Petra

"Her followers" said Peter.

"Ala won't let them,” said Bean.

"If hetriesto stop them, helll fail," said Peter. "Which may be what she wants.”

"No," sad Petra. "Don't you see? The Mudim occupation of India absolutely counts on supplying their

armiesfrom Indian produce and Indian revenues. But Shivawill betherefirst. They'll destroy their own
cropsrather than let the Mudims haveit.”



"Thenthey'll dieinfamine,” sad Peter.

"And they'll absorb many bullets" said Petra, "and beheaded Hindu bodieswill litter the ground. But
then the Mudimswill run out of bullets and they'll discover that they can't get more because the roads are

blocked. And for every Hindu they killed, there will be ten more to overwhelm them with their bare
hands. Virlomi understands her nation. Her people.”

"And dl of thisyou understand,” said Peter, "because you were a prisoner in Indiafor afew months?'

"India has never been led into war by agod,” said Petra. "India has never gone to war with perfect
unity.”

"A guerrillawar,” indsted Peter.

"Youll see" sad Petra. "Virlomi knowswhat she'sdoing.”

"She wasn't evenpart of Ender's Jeesh,” saidPeter. "Ala was. So he's smarter, right?’
Petraand Bean looked at each other.

"Peter, it'snot about brains" said Bean. "It's about playing the hand you're dealt.”

"Virlomi hasthe stronger hand,” said Petra.

"l don't seeit,” said Peter. "What am | missng?'

"Han Tzu won't just St there while the Mudim armiestry to subdue India. The Mudim supply lineseither
run across the vast Asian desert or through Indiaor by seafrom Indonesia. If the Indian supply linesare
cut, how long can Ala hold his armiesthere in numbers sufficient to keep Han Tzu contained?’

Peter nodded. "So you think Ala will run out of food and bullets before Virlomi runs out of Indians.”

"I think," said Bean, "that what we just saw was amarriage proposd.”

Peter laughed. But Snce Bean and Petraweren't laughing ... "What are you talking about?"

"Virlomiis India" said Bean. "Shejust said so. And Han Tzuis China And Alais Idam. Sowill it be
Indiaand Chinaagainst the world, or Idam and Indiaagainst the world? Who can sdll that marriage to

their own people? Which throne will it beside the throne of India? Whichever oneit is, that's more than
haf the population of the world, united.”

Peter closed his eyes. "So we don't want either to happen.”
"Don't worry," said Bean. "Whichever happens, it won't lagt.”
"You're not dwaysright,” said Peter. "Y ou can't see that far ahead.”

Bean shrugged. "Doesn't matter to me. I'll be dead beforeit al shakes out.”

Petra growled and stood up and paced.



"l don't know what to do,” said Peter. "l tried to talk to Alai, and al | did was provoke a coup. Or
rather, Petradid that." He couldn't hide his annoyance. "'l wanted him to control his people, but they're
out of control. They're roasting cows in the streets of Madras and Bombay and then killing the Hindus
who riot. They're beheading any Indian that someone accuses of being alapsed Mudim—or even the
grandchild of lapsed Mudims. Do | just it here and watch the world collapse into war?"

Petra snagpped at him. "1 thought that was part of your plan. To make yourself seem indispensable.”

"l don't have agreset plan,” said Peter. "l just... respond. And I'm asking you about it instead of figuring
things out on my own because the last time | ignored your advice it was adisaster. But now | find out you
don't actually have any advice. Just predictions and assumptions.”

"I'm sorry," said Bean. "It didn't cross my mind you were asking for advice.”

"Well, | am," said Peter.

"Herésmy advice," said Bean. "Y our god isn't to avoid war.”

"Yesitis" sad Peter.

Beanrolled hiseyes. "So much for listening.”

"I'mligening,” said Peter.

"Y our god isto establish anew order in which war between nations becomesimpossible. But to get to
that Utopian place, there's going to have tobe enough war that people willknow the thing they're
desperate to avoid.”

"I'm not going to encourage war," said Peter. "It would discredit me completely as apeacemaker. | got
thisjob because I'm Locke!”

"If you stop objecting and listen,” said Petra, "you'll eventualy get Bean's advice."

"I'm the great dtrategis, after dl," sad Bean with awry smile. "And the talest man in the Hegemony
compound.”

"I'm ligtening,”" said Peter again.

"You'reright, you can't encourage war. But you aso can't afford to try to stop warsthat can't be
stopped. If you're seen to try andfail, you're weak. The reason Locke was able to broker a peace
between the Warsaw Pact and the West was that neither side wanted war. Americawanted to stay
home and make money, and Russiadidn't want to run therisk of provoking I.F. intervention. Y ou can
only negotiate peace when both sideswant it—badly enough to give up something in order to get it. Right
now, nobody wants to negotiate. The Indians can't— they're occupied, and their occupiers don't believe
they pose athreat. The Chinese can't—it's politicaly impossible for a Chinese ruler to settle for any
boundary short of the borders of Han China. And Alai can't because his own people are so flushed with
victory that they can't see any reason to give anything up.”

"So | do nothing.”

"You organizerdlief effortsfor thefaminein India," said Petra



"Thefaminethat Virlomi isgoing to cause."
Petra shrugged.
"So | wait until everybody'ssick of war,” said Peter.

"No," said Bean. "Y ouwait until the exact moment when peace is possible. Wait too long, and the
bitterness will run too deep for peace.”

"How do | know when thetimeisright?’
"Bestsme," said Bean.
"Y ou're the smart ones," said Peter. "Everyone says s0."

"Stop the humble act,” said Petra. ™Y ou understand perfectly what we're saying. Why are you so angry?
Any plan we make now will crumble the first time somebody makes amovethat isn't on our script.”

Peter redlized that it wasn't them he was angry at. It was his mother and her ridiculous letter. Asif he had
the power to "rescue’ the Caliph and the Chinese emperor and this brand new Indian goddess and " set
them free" when they had dl clearly maneuvered themsdlvesinto the positionsthey werein.

"l just don't see," said Peter, "how | can turn any of thisto my advantage.”

"Y ou just have to watch and keep meddling,”" said Bean, "until you see a place where you can insert
yoursdlf."

"That'swhat I'vebeen doing for years."

"And very well, too," said Petra. "Can we go now?"

"Go!" sad Peter. "Get your evil scientist. I'll save the world while you're out.”

"We expect no less," said Bean. "Just remember that you asked for the job. We didn't.”
They got up. They started for the door.

"Wait aminute," said Peter.

They waited.

"| just redlized something,” Peter said.

They waited some more.

"You don't care.”

Bean looked at Petra. Petralooked at Bean. "What do you mean we don't care?' said Bean.

"How can you say that?' said Petra. "It'swar, it's death, it's the fate of the world.”



"You'retreating it like ... like | was asking advice about a cruise. Which cruiselinetogoon. Or ... or a
poem, whether the rhymes are good.”

Again they looked at each other.

"And when you look at each other likethat," said Peter. "It'slike you're laughing, only you're too polite
to show it."

"We're not polite people,” said Petra. "Especidly not Julian.”

"No, that'sright, it's not that you're polite. It's that you're so much wrapped up in each other that you
don'thave to laugh, it'slike you dready laughed and only you two know about it."

"Thisisdl sointeresting, Peter," said Bean. "Can we go now?"

"He'sright,” said Petra. "We aren't involved. Like heis, | mean. But it's not that we don't care, Peter.

We care even more than you do. We just don't want to get involved indoing anything about it
because...."

They looked at each other again and then, without saying another word, they started to leave.
"Because you're married,” said Peter. "Because you're pregnant. Because you're going to have ababy."
"Babies," said Bean. "And wed like to get on with trying to find out what happened to them.”

"Y ou've resgned from the human raceiswhat you've done,” said Peter. "Because you invented marriage
and children, suddenly you don't have to be part of anything.”

"Opposite,” said Petra. "Wevejoined the human race. We're like most people. Our life together is
everything. Our children are everything. The rest is—we do what we have to. Anything to protect our

children. And then beyond that, what we have to. But it doesn't matter to us as much. I'm sorry that
bothersyou.”

"It doesn't bother me," said Peter. "It did before | understood what | was seeing. Now | think ... sure,
itsnormal. | think my parents are like that. | think that'swhy | thought they were Stupid. Because they
didn't seem to care about the outside world. All they cared about was each other and uskids."

"| think the therapy is proceeding nicdly,” said Bean. "Now say three Hail Maryswhile we get on with
our limited domestic concerns, which involve attack helicopters and getting to \V olescu before he makes
another change of address and identity."

And they were gone.

Peter seethed. They thought they knew something that nobody e se knew. They thought they knew what
life was about. But they could onlyhave alife like that becauise people like Peter—and Han Tzu and Alai

and that wacko self-deifying Virlomi—actually concentrated on important matters and tried to make the
world abetter place.

Then Peter remembered that Bean had said amost exactly what his mother said. That Peter choseto be
Hegemon, and now he had to work it out on his own.



Likeakid who tries out for the school play but he doesn't like the part he's been given. Only if he backs
out now the show can't go on because he has no understudy. So he's got to stick it out.

Got to figure out how to save the world, now that he's got himsalf made Hegemon.

Hereswhat | want to have happen, thought Peter. | want every damn Battle School graduate off Earth.
They are the complicating factor in every country. Mother wants them to have alife? Metoo—anice
long life on another planet.

But to get them offplanet would require getting the cooperation of Graff. And Peter had the sneaking
sugpicion that Graff didn't actually want Peter to be an effective, powerful Hegemon. Why should Graff
accept the Battle School kidsinto colony ships? They'd be adisruptive force in any colony they werein.

What about this? A colony of nothingbut Battle School grads. If they bred true, they'd be the smartest
military mindsin the gaaxy.

Then they'd come home and take over Earth.
OK, not that.

Stll, it wasthe seed of agood idea. In the eyes of the people, it was the Battle School that won the war
againg the Buggers. They dl wanted their armiesto beled by Battle Schoolers. Which was why the
Béttle Schoolerswere virtudly the daves of their nations military.

So I'll do as Mother suggested. I'll set them free.

Then they can dl marry like Bean and Petraand live happily ever after while other people—responsible
people—did the hard work of running the world.

In India, the response to Virlomi's message wasimmediate and fierce. That very night, in adozen
incidents scattered across India, Mudim soldiers committed acts of provocation—or, asthey saw it,
retdiation or defiance to Virlomi's blagphemous, outrageous accusation. Thereby, of course, proving
those accusationsin the eyes of many.

But it wasn't riots they faced thistime. It was an implacable mob determined to destroy them no matter
what the cogt. It was Shiva. So yes, the streets were littered with the dead bodies of Hindu civilians. But
the Mudim soldiers bodies could not be found. Or at least, could not be reassembl ed.

Reports of the bloodshed flowed into Virlomi's mobile headquarters. Including plenty of video. She had
aselected verson out on the web within hours. Lots of pictures of Mudims committing acts of
provocation, and then firing on the rioters. No footage of human waves swarming over the
machine-gun-firing Mudim soldiers and tearing them to pieces. What the world wouldsee was Mudims
offending Hindu religion and then massacring civilians. They would only hear about the fact that among
the Mudim soldiers, there were no survivors.



Bean and Petra boarded attack helicopters and headed out across the ocean to Africa. Bean had heard
from Rackham and knew where VVolescu was.

EVOLUTION

From: Crazy Tom%WackoM ack@sandhurst.england.gov
To: Magic¥l egume@] ComeAnon.com

Forwarded and Posted by IcomeAnon

Encrypted using code * *******

Decrypted using code **** ¥ * +x

Re: England and Europe

| hope you're till using this address, now that you're officia and not hiding from Mr. Tendon anymore. |
don't think this should go through channdls.

| keep getting these federsfrom Wiggin. | think HE thinks he's got some specid affinity for members of
the Jeesh, just because he's Ender's brother. Does he? | know he's got hisfingersin everything—the
items the Hegemony seemsto know before we do are sometimes quite amazing—~but does he have his
fingersinus?

He's asked mefor an assessment of the Europeanwillingnessto surrender sovereigntyto a world
government. Given that the whole history of the past two hundred years conssts of Europe flirting witha
red European government, and aways backing away, | wonder if the question comesfrom anidiot child
or adeep thinker who knows more than | do.

But if you think his question isalegitimate one, then let me say that surrendering sovereignty to any
exiging world or regiona body islaughable. Only little countrieslike Bendlux or Denmark or Soveniaare



eager to join. It'slike communes—people with nothing are dways willing to share. Even though Europe
now speaks averson of English asits native tongue (except afew diehard enclaves) we are asfar from
unity asever.

Whichisnot to say that under the right pressure, at the right time, each proud nation of Europe might not
trade sovereignty for safety.

Tom

It would have to be Fortress Rwanda, of course. The Switzerland of Africa, they cdled it
sometimes—but it only maintained itsindependence and neutrdity because meter for meter, it was
probably the most fortified nation on Earth.

They could never have fought their way into Rwandan airspace. But a chatty phone call from Peter to
Felix Starman, the prime minister, won them a safe passage for two Hegemony jet choppers and twenty
soldiers—along with uploads of detailed maps of the medical center where V olescu was operating.

Under another name, of course. For Rwanda had been one of the places where Achilles maintained safe
houses and spy cells. What Volescu could not have known was that Peter's computer experts had been
ableto enter Achilless clandestine computer network through Suriyawong's computer, and cell by cell,
Achilless organization had either been coopted, subverted, or destroyed.

Volescu was depending on a Rwandan cell that had been reported to the Rwandan government. Felix
Starman had chosen to continue to operate the call through intermediaries, so the members of the cdll did
not redlize that they were actudly working for the Rwandan government.

So it was no smdll thing for Starman—who ingsted that his self-chosen name should be trandated, so
that everyone was aware of the rather odd image he wished to convey—to give up this asset. While
Bean and Petratook V olescu, the Rwandan police would be arresting al the other members of Achilless
organization. They even promised that Hegemony experts could monitor the Rwandan deconstruction of
the Achillean computers.

The beat-beat-beat of chopper blades was as good as a police siren when it came to announcing their
approach, so they set down akilometer away from the medical center. Four soldiers on each chopper
were equipped with dimline motorcycles, and they took off to secure al the vehicle exit points. Therest
advanced through the yards and parking lots of houses, gpartment buildings, and small businesses.

Since the entire population of Rwandawas trained as soldiers, they knew enough to stay indoors as they
watched the dark-green-clad soldiers of the Hegemony jog cross-lots, from cover to cover. They might
try to telephone the government to find out what was happening, but cellphones were getting a"were
making your service better, please have patience’ message and landlineswere hearing that "dl circuitsare



Petra was pregnant enough now that she didn't jog along with the troops. And Bean was so distinctively
large that he, too, remained in the choppers with the pilots. But Bean had trained these men and had no
doubt of their ability. Besdes, Suriyawong, till trying to rehabilitate himsef even though Bean had
assured him that he had hisfull trust, was eager to show that he could fulfill the misson perfectly without
Bean's direct supervision.

So it was only fifteen minutes before Suriyawong texted them "fa," which either meantfait accompli or
the fourth note of the musical scae, depending on what mood Bean wasin. Thistime when he saw the
message he sang it out, and the choppersroseinto the air.

They came down in the parking lot of the medical complex. As befitted arich country like Rwanda, it
was state of the art; but the architecture was designed to make the place fed homeliketo its patients. So
it looked for al theworld like avillage, with every room that did not need a controlled environment open
to whatever breezes blew.

Volescu was being held in the climate-controlled |ab where he was arrested. He nodded gravely to Bean
and Petrawhen they came insde. "How niceto seeyou again,” he said.

"Was anything you told ustrue?' asked Petra. Her voice was calm, but she wasn't going to pretend that
pleasantrieswere in order.

Volescu gave alittle smile and shrug. "Doing what the boy wanted seemed to be agood idea at thetime.
He promised me ... this."

"A placeto conduct illegal research?’ asked Bean.

"Oddly enough," said VVolescu, "in our new days of freedom now that the Hegemony is powerless, my
research isnot illegal here. So | don't have to be prepared to dispose of my subjects at amoment's
notice."

Bean looked at Petra. "He still says'dispose of instead of ‘'murder.’ "

Volescu'ssmile grew sad. "How | wish | had dl your brothers™ he said. "Buit that's not why you're here. |
aready served my time and waslegdly released.”

"Wewant our babiesback,” said Petra. "All eight of them. Unlessthere are more.”

"There were never more than eight,” said VVolescu. "l was observed the whole time, as you arranged,
and thereisno way | could have faked the number. Nor could | have faked the destruction of the three
discards.”

"I've dready thought of several," said Bean. "The most obvious being that the three you pretended to
find had Anton's Key turned had aready been taken away. What you destroyed were someone else's
embryos. Or nothing at al.”

"If you know so much, why do you need me?"' asked Volescu.

"Eight names and addresses," said Bean. " The women who are bearing our babies."



"Evenif | knew," said VVolescu, "what purpose would be served by telling? None of them have Anton's
Key. They aren't worth studying.”

"Thereis no nondestructive test,” said Petra. " So you don't know which of them had Anton's Key turned.
Y ou would have kept them dl. Y ou would have implanted them dl."

"Again, snceyou know morethan | do, by dl meanstell me when you find them. I'd love to know what
Achillesdid with thefive survivors.”

Bean waked up to hishiologica half-uncle. He towered over him.
"My," said Volescu. "What big teeth you have."

Bean took him by the shoulders. Volescu's arms seemed so smdl and fragile within the grasp of Bean's
huge hands. Bean probed and pressed with hisfingers. Volescu winced.

Bean's hands wandered idly aong Volescu's shoulders until his right hand nested the back of the man's
neck, and his thumb played with the point of Volescu'slarynx. "Lieto meagain,” whispered Bean.

"You'dthink," said VVolescu, "that someone who used to be small would know better than to beabully.”
"Weadl used to be smal,” said Petra. "L et go of hisneck, Bean."

"Let mecrush hislarynx just alittle”

"He'stoo confident," said Petra. "He's very surewell never find them."

"So many babies" said Volescu genidly. "Solittletime.”

"He's counting on us not torturing him,” said Bean.

"Or maybe he wants usto,” said Petra. "Who knows how his brain works? The only difference between
Volescu and Achillesisthe size of their ambitions. Volescu's dreams are o very, very smdl.”

Volescu's eyes were welling up with tears. "1 il think of you asmy only son,” he said to Bean. "It
grieves me that we don't communicate any better than this.”

Bean's thumb massaged the skin of Volescu'sthroat in circles around the point of hislarynx.

"It surprises me that you can aways find aplace to do your sick little brand of science," said Petra. "But
thislab is closed now. The Rwandan government will have its scientists go over it to find out what you
weredoing."

"Always| do the work while others get the credit,” said Volescu.

"Do you see how | nearly encircle histhroat with just one hand?' said Bean.

"Let'stake him back to Ribeirdo Preto, Julian.”

"That would benice," said Volescu. "How are my sister and her husband doing? Or do you see them
anymore, now that you've got to be so important?”



"He'staking about my family,” said Bean, "asif he were not the mongter who cloned my brother illegaly
and then murdered dl but one of the clones."

"They've gone back to Greece," said Petra. "Please don't kill him, Bean. Please.”
"Remind mewhy."
"Because we're good people,” said Petra.

Volescu laughed. ™Y ou live by murder. How many people have you both killed? And if weadd in al the
Buggers you daughtered out in space...."

"All right," said Petra. "Go ahead and kill him."

Bean tightened hisfingers. Not that much, redlly. But V olescu made a strangled sound in histhroat and in
moments his eyes were bugging ouit.

At that moment Suriyawong entered thelab. "Generd Delphiki, sr," he said.

"Just aminute, Suri," said Petra. "He's killing somebody."

"Sir," said Suriyawong. "Thisisawar materidslab.”

Bean relaxed hisgrip. "Still genetic research?”’

"Severd of the other scientists working here had misgivings about Volescu's work and the sources of his
grants. They were collecting evidence. Not much to collect. But everything pointsto Volescu breeding a
common-cold virusthat would carry genetic aterations.”

"That wouldn't affect adults," said Bean.

"l shouldn't have said war materias" said Suriyawong, "but | thought that would stop your little game of
drangulation faster.”

"What isit, then?" asked Bean.

"It'saproject to ater the human genome," said Suriyawong.

"We know that's what he worked with," said Petra.

"But not with viruses as carriers,” said Bean. "What were you doing here, Volescu?!
Volescu choked out some words. *Fulfilling the terms of my grants.”

"Grantsfrom whom?"

"The grant granters,” said VVolescu.

"Lock this place down," said Bean to Suriyawong. "I'll call the Hegemon to request a Rwandan
perimeter guard.”



"I think," said Petra, "that our brilliant scientist friend had some bizarre notion of remaking the human
race.

"We need Anton to look at what thissick little disciple of hiswas doing,” said Bean.
"Suri," said Petra. "Bean wasnt redly going to murder him."

"Yes| was," said Bean.

"I would have stopped him," said Petra.

Suri barked out alittle laugh. " Sometimes people need killing. So far, Bean'srecord is one for one."

Petra stopped going aong on the interviews with Volescu. They could hardly be called
interrogations—direct questions led nowhere, threats seemed to mean nothing. It was maddening and
stressful and she hated the way he looked at her. Looked at her belly, which was showing her pregnancy
more and more every day.

But she il kept on top of what they were calling, for lack of a better name, the Volescu project. The
head of eectronic security, Ferreira, was working most intensaly on trying to track down everything
Volescu had been doing with his computer and tracking his various identities through the nets. But Petra
made sure that the database searches and indexes that they already had under way continued. These
babies were out there somewhere, implanted in surrogate mothers, and a some point they were going to
give birth. VVolescu wouldn't risk their lives by forbidding the mothers access to good medica care—in
fact, that was bound to be aminimum. So they would be born in hospitals, their births registered.

How they would find these babiesin the millions that would be born in that timeframe, Petra couldn't
begin to guess. But they'd collect the data and index it on every conceivably useful variable so it was
there to work with when they findly figured out some identifying marker.

Meanwhile, Bean conducted the interviews with VVolescu. They wereyielding some information that
proved accurate, but it was hard for Bean to decide whether V olescu was unconscioudly letting useful
information dip, or ddiberatdly toying with them by bleeding out little bits of information that he knew
would not be terribly useful in the end.

When he wasn't with Volescu, Bean was with Anton, who had come away from retirement and
accepted aheavy leve of drugsto control hisaversive reaction to working in hisfield of science. "I tell
myself every day," he said to Bean, "that I'm not doing science, I'm merely grading a student's
assgnments. It helps. But | ill throw up. Thisisnot good for me.”

"Don't push any harder than you can.”

"My wife helpsme," said Anton. "She's very patient with this old man. And you know what? She's
pregnant. In the natura way!"

"Congratulations,”" Beansaid, knowing how hard thiswasfor Anton, whose sexua desiresdid not tend in



the same direction as his reproductive plans.
"My body knows how, even at thisold age." He laughed. "Doing what comes unnaturally.”

But his persona happiness aside, the picture Anton began to paint looked worse and worse. "His plan
was smple enough,” said Anton. "He planned to destroy the human race.”

"Why? That makes no sense. Vengeance?'

"No, no. Destroy andreplace. The virus he chose would go straight to the reproductive cellsin the body.
Every sperm, every ovum. They infest, but they don't kill. They just snip and replace. All kinds of
changes. Strength and speed of an East African. A few changes | don't understand because nobody's
really mapped that part of the genome— not for function. And some | don't even know wherethey fit on

the human genome. I'd have to try them out and | can't do that. That would be real science. Someone
dse Later."

"Y ou're Sidestepping the big change,” said Bean.
"My littlekey," said Anton. "Hisvirusturnsthe key."

"So he hasno cure. No way to switch the key for intellectual ability without aso triggering this perpetua
growth pattern.”

"If he had it, hed useit. There's no advantage not to."
"Soitis abiologica wegpon.”

"Weapon? Something that affects only your children? Makesthem die of giantism before they're twenty?
Oh, that would make armiesrunin panic."

"What then?'

"Volescu thinks he's God. Or at least he's playing dress-up with God's clothing. HE's trying to jump the
whole human race to the next stage of evolution. Spread this disease so thatno norma children can be
born, ever again.”

"But that's insane. Everybody dying so young—"

"No, no, Julian. No, not insane. Why do humans live so long? Mathematicians and poets, they burn out
intheir mid-twenties anyway. We live so long because of grandchildren. In adifficult world, grandparents
can help ensure the surviva of their grandchildren. The societies that kept their old people around and
listened to them and respected them—thatfed them—aways do better. But that's a community on the
edge of starvation. Alwaysat risk. Arewe at risk so much today?"

"If these wars keep getting worse—"

"Yes, war," said Anton. "Kill off awhole generation of men, yet the grandfathers keep their sexua
potency. They can propagate the next generation even if the young ones are dead. But VVolescu thinks
we're ready to move beyond planning for the deaths of young men.”

"So he doesn't mind having generations that are less than twenty years.”



"Change society's patterns. When were you ready to assume an adult role, Bean? When was your brain
ready to go to work and change the world?’

"Ageten. Earlier, if I'd had good education.”

" S0 you get good education. All our schools change because children are ready to learn at age three.
Agetwo. By ageten, if Volescu's gene change takes place, the new generation is completely ready to
take over for the old. Marry as early as possible. Breed like bunnies. Become giants. Irresistible in war.
Until they ked over from heart attacks. Don't you see? Instead of spending the young men in violent
desth, we send the old men—the eighteen-year-olds. While dl thework in science, technology, building,
planting, everything—all done by the young men. Theten-year-olds. All of them like you."

"Not human anymore.”

"A different species, yes. The children of Homo sapiens. Homo lumens, maybe. Still capable of
interbreeding, but the old style of human—they grow to be old, but they are never big. And they are
never very smart. How can they compete? They are gone, Bean. Y our people rule the world.”

"They wouldn't be my people.”

"It'sgood that you're loya to old humanslike me. But you are something new, Bean. And if you have
any children with my little key turned, no, they won't be fast like what V olescu has designed, but they!ll
be brilliant. Something new in theworld. When they can talk to each other, instead of being donelike
you, will you be able to keep up with them?Well, maybe yes, foryou. But will | be able to keep up with
them?'

Bean laughed hitterly. "Will Petra? That'swhat you're saying.”

"Y ou had no parents to be humiliated when they found out that you were learning faster than they can
teach.”

"Petrawill love them just asmuch.”
"Yes, shewill. But dl her lovewon't turn them human.”
"And here you told me that I'm definitely human. Not true after all."

"Human in your loves, your hungers. In what makes you good and not evil. But in the speed of your life,
theintellectud heights, are you not donein thisworld?"

"Unlessthat virusisreleased.”

"How do you know it won't ill be released?" asked Anton. "How do you know he hasn't already
completed a batch and disseminated it? How do you know he didn't infect himself and now he spreadsiit
wherever he goes? In these past weeks since he got here, how many people in the Hegemony compound
have had acold? Sniffly nose, itchy penis, tender nipples—yes, he usedthat virus as hisbase, hehasa
sense of humor, an ugly kind."

"I haven't checked on the subtler symptoms, but we've had the norma number of colds.”



"Probably not," said Anton. "He probably didn't make himself acarrier. What would be the point? He
wants other peopleto spread it."

"You're saying that it's dready out there."

"Or he has awebsite that he hasto check every week or every month. And then one month he doesn't
doit. Soasignd issent out to some of Achilless old network. The virus gets broken out and used. And
al Volescu had to do to trigger it was ... be a captive with no access to computers.”

"Was his research that complete?Could he have aworking virus?'

"I don't know. All his records were changed when he moved. When you sent him amessage, you told
me about that, yes?'Y ou sent him amessage and he moved to Rwanda. Before that maybe he had an
earlier verson of the virus. Maybe not. Maybe thisisthefirst time he put the changed human genesinto
thevirus. If that's the case, then no, it has not been released. But it could be. It's ready. Readyenough.
Maybeyou caught him just intime."

"And if itis out there, what?"

"Then | hope the baby my wifeis pregnant with, | hopeit's onelike you, and not onelike me."
IIWI,]y?I

"Y our tragedy, Bean, isthat you arethe only one. If al the world will soon be like you, then you know
what that makesyou.”

"A damnfool.”
"It makesyou Adam."

Anton was unbearably complaisant about this. What Bean was, what was happening to him, he wouldn't
wish that on anyone. Not his child, and not Anton's. But Anton could beforgiven for hisidiotic wish. He

had not been so smdll; he had not been thislarge. He could not know how ... how larval the early stage
was.

Like slkworms, thelarvaof my speciesdoesdl the work of itslifewhileit'syoung. Thenthe big
butterfly, that's what people see, but dll it hasleft to do initslifeisget lad, then lay eggs, then die.

Bean talked it through with Petra, and then they went to Ferreiraand Peter. Now the computer search
was geared—with some urgency— toward detecting any kind of dead-man switch that V olescu was
signing on to every day or every week. No doubt the dead-man switch was set to destroy itself as soon
asits message was sent. Which meant thet if itwas dready sent, it wouldn't be there anymore. But

somewhere there were tracks. Backups. Records of one kind or another. Nobody traveled the networks
clean.

Not even Bean. He had made himsdlf untracesble by constantly changing everything. But Volescu had
stayed rooted in alab here or alab there, aslong as he could. He might not have been as careful in his
maneuvers through the nets. After dl, VVolescu might think he was brilliant, but he was no Bean.
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AN OFFER

From: PeterWiggin%oprivate@hegemon.gov
To: Vlad%lmpaed@gcu.ru.gov

Re: my brother'sfriends

I'd like to have a chance to talk with you. Face to face. For my brother's sake. On neutra territory.

Peter arrived in . Petersburg ostensibly to be an observer and consultant at the Warsaw Pact trade
talksthat were part of Russias ongoing effort to set up an economic union to rival the western European
one. And he did attend several meetings and kept his suite humming with conversations. Of course, his
agenda was quite different from the officia one, and he made good headway with—as expected—
representatives from some of the smaller or less prosperous countries. Latvia. Estonia. Slovakia.
Bulgaria. Bosnia. Albania. Croatia. Georgia. Every piece in the puzzle counted.

Not every piece was a country. Sometimesit was an individual.

That'swhy Peter found himsalf walking in apark—not one of the magnificent parksin the heart of St.
Petersburg, but asmallish park in Kohtla-Jarve, atown in northeastern Estoniawith delusions of
city-hood. Peter wasn't sure why Vlad had chosen atown that involved crossing borders—nothing could
have made their encounter more obvious. And being in Estoniameant theréd be two intelligence services
watching them, Estoniaisand Russias. Russia hadn't forgotten history: They gtill watched over Estonia
using their domestic spy service rather than the foreign one.

This park was, perhaps, the reason. There was alake—no, a pond, a skating pond in winter, Peter was
sure, Snceit was amost perfectly round and over-equipped with benches. Now, in the summer, it was

undoubtedly advertised with a"suck blood and lay eggsal in one place’ campaign among the mosquitos,
which had shown up in profusion.

"Closeyour eyes" said Viad.

Peter expected some kind of spy ritua and, sighing, complied. Hissigh left his mouth open, however,
just enough to get agood taste of the insect repdlant that Vlad sprayed in hisface.

"Hands," said Vlad. "Tastes bad but doesn't kill. Hands."

Peter held out his hands. They were sprayed, too.



"Don't want you to |ose more than apint during our conversation. Horrible place. Nobody comes herein
summer. So it isn't prewired. Lots of clear meadows. We can seeif anybody's watching us.”

"Areyou that closdly watched?'

"Russian government not as understanding as Hegemon. Suriyawong staysin your confidence because
you believe he dways opposed Achilles. But me? Not trusted. So if you think | have influence, very
wrong thinking, my friend.”

"Not why I'm here.”
"Yes, | know, you're here for the trade talks." Vlad grinned.

"Not much point to trade talks when smuggling and bribery make any kind of customs collection ajoke
anyway," said Peter.

"I'm glad you understand our way of doing things," said Vlad. "Trust no one that you haven't bribed
withinthelast haf hour.”

"Don't tedl meyou redly have that thick a Russian accent, by theway," said Peter. ™Y ou grew up on
Battle Schooal. Y ou should speak Common like anative.”

"l do," said Vlad—till in athick Russian accent. "Except when my future depends on giving people no
reason to remember how different | am. Accents are hard to learn and hard to hold on to. So | will
maintain it now. | am not by nature agood actor.”

"May | cdl you Viad?'

"May | cal you Peter?"

”YS"

"Then yesdso. Lowly strategic planner cannot be more forma than Hegemon of whole world.”

"Y ou know just how much of the world I'm Hegemon over," said Peter. "And as| said, that's not why
I'm here. Or not directly.”

"What then?Y ou want to hire me? Not possible. They may not trust me here, but they certainly don't
want me going anywhere else. I'm ahero of the Russian people.”

"Vlad, if they trusted you, what do you think you'd be doing right now?"

Vlad laughed. "L eading the armies of Mother Russia, as Alai and Hot Soup and Virlomi and so many
othersare already doing. So many Alexanders.”

"Yes, I've heard that comparison,” said Peter. "But | seeit another way. | seeit as being the armsrace
that led up to World War 1."

Vlad thought for amoment. "And we Battle School brats are the armsrace. If one nation hasit, then
another must have more. Y es, that's what Achillesslittle venture in kidnapping was about."



"My point is. Having a Battle School graduate—particularly one of Ender's Jeesh—makes war more,
not less, probable.”

"l don't think so," said Vlad. "Y es, Hot Soup and Ala arein thethick of things, but VVirlomi wasn't in the
Jeesh. And the rest of the Jeesh—Bean and Petra are with you, struggling for world peace, yes? Like
beauty pageant contestants? Dink isin ajoint Anglo-American project which means he has had hisbals
cut off, militarily speaking. Shenismarking timein some ceremonia positionin Tokyo. Dumper isa
monk, | think, or whatever they call them. A shaman. In the Andes somewhere. Crazy Tomisat
Sandhurst confined to aclassroom. Carn Carby isin Austrdiawhere they may or may not have amilitary
but nobody cares. And Fly Molo ... well, he'sabusy boy in the Philippines. But not their president or
even an important generd.”

"That squareswith my taly, though | think Carn would argue with you about the value of the Audtralian
military."

Vlad waved the objection aside. "My point is, most nations that have this 'treasured nationa resource
are far more concerned to keep us under observation and away from power than to actualy use usto
makewar."

Peter smiled. "Y es. Either they have you up to your elbows in blood, or they have you locked in abox.
Anybody happily married?’

"We're none of us even twenty-five yet. Well, maybe Dink. He dways lied about hisage. Most of usare
inour teens or barely out of them.”

"They'reafraid of you. All the more so now, because the nations that actuallyused their Jeesh members
inwar are now governed by them."

"If you can call ‘worldwide Idam' anation. I, persondly, cdl it ariot with scripture.”

"Just don't say that in Baghdad or Tehran,” said Peter.

"Asif | could ever go to those places.”

"Vlad," said Peter. "How would you like to be free of al this beauty?"

Vlad hooted with laughter. " So you're here representingGraff ?'

Peter was taken aback. " Graff cameto you?”

"Behead of acolony. Get awvay from it al. All-expenses-paid vacation ... that takesthe rest of your lifel”
"Not avacation,” said Peter. "Very hard work. But at least youhave alife”

" S0 PetertheHegemon wants Ender's Jeesh offplanet. Forever.”

"Do you want my job?' said Peter. "I'll resignit today if | thought it would go to you. Y ou or any
member of Ender's Jeesh. Y ou want it? Think you canhold it? Thenit'syours. | only haveit because |

wrote the Locke essays and stopped awar. But what have | done lately?Vlad, | don't seeyou asariva.
How could I”? What freedom do you have to oppose me?"



Vlad shrugged. "All right, so your motives are pure.”

"My motives areredidtic,” said Peter. "Russiaisnot using you right now, but they haven't killed you or
locked you up. If they ever decide that war is desirable or necessary or unavoidable, how long before
you get promoted and put into the thick of things? Especialy if the war goes badly for awhile. You are
their nuclear arsend.”

"Not redly,” said Vlad. "Since my brain is supposed to be the pay-load of this particular missile, and my
brain was defective enough toseem to trust Achilles, then | must not be as good as the other Jeesh
members”

"Inawar againgt Han Tzu, how long before you commanded an army? Or at least were put in charge of
drategy?'

"Fifteen minutes, give or take."
"So. IsRussamore or lesslikdy to go to war, knowing they have you?'

Vlad smiled alittle and ducked his head. "Wdll, well. So the Hegemon wants me out of Russaso Russia
won't be so adventurous.”

"Not quite 0 Smple,” said Peter. "Therell come aday when much of theworld will have merged their
overagnty—"

"By which you mean they will have surrendered it."

"Into one government. It won't be the big nations. Just abunch of little ones. But unlike the United
Nations and the League of Nations and even the Hegemony inits previousform, it willnot be designed to
keep the central government as powerless as possble. The nationsin thisleague will maintain no separate
army or navy or air force. They will not have separate control over their own borders—and they will
collect no customs. Nor will they maintain a separate merchant marine. The Hegemony will have power
over foreign policy, period, without rival. Why would Russa ever join such aconfederacy?'

"It never would."

Peter nodded. And waited.

"It never would unlessit thought that it was the only safe thing to do.”

"Add the word 'profitabl€ into that sentence and you'll be closer to right.”

"Russans are not Americanslike you, Peter Wiggin. We don't do things for profit motive."

"So dl those bribes go into charitable causes.”

"They keep the bookmakers and progtitutes of Russafrom sarving,” said Vlad. "Altruism at itsfinest."

"Vlad," sad Peter. "All I'm saying is, think about this. EnderWiggin did two great deeds for humanity. He
wiped out the Buggers. And he never returned to Earth.”



Vlad turned on Peter with red firein hiseyes. "Do you think | don't know who arranged for that?"

"| advocated it," said Peter. "l wasn't Hegemon then. But do you dare to tell me | waswrong? What
would have happened if Ender himself were here on Earth? Everybody's hostage. And if his homeland
managed to keep him safe, what then? Ender Wiggin, the Bugger-dayer, now at the head of the armed
forces of the dreaded United States. Think of the jockeying, the dliances, the preemptive attacks, al
because this great and terrible weapon wasin the hands of the nation that till thinksit hasthe right to
judge and govern dl theworld."

Vlad nodded. "Soit'sjust ahappy coincidencethat it left you without ariva for the Hegemony."

"I haverivas, Vlad. The Caliph has millions of followerswho believe that he's the one God choseto be
ruler over the earth.”

"Aren't you making the same offer to Alai?"

"Vlad," said Peter. "I don't expect to persuade you. Only to inform you. If there comes aday when you
think your best hope of safety isto leave Earth, post anote to me at the website I'll link toyouinan
email. Or if you redlize that the only chance your nation has of peaceisfor dl its Battle School gradsto
disappear from Earth, tell me, and I'll do dl | can to get them safely out and off.”

"Unless| go to my superiorsand tell them dl that you just told me.”

"Tdl them," said Peter. "Tell them and lose the last shreds of freedom that you have."

"So | won't tdl them," said Vlad.

"And you'l think about it. It will be therein the back of your mind."

"And when dl the Battle School grads are gone," said Vlad, "there will be Peter. Brother of Ender
Wiggin. The naturd ruler of al humankind.”

"Yes, Vlad. The only chance we have of unity isto have a strong consensus leader. Our George
Washington."

"And that'syou."

"It could be a Cdliph, and we'd have afuture asaMudim world. Or we might al be madeinto vassas of
the Middle Kingdom. Or—tell me, Vlad—should we prefer to be ruled over by the government that now
treats you so kindly?'

"I'll think about this," said Vlad. "Andyou think about something else. Ambition was part of the basis by
which we were chosen for Battle School. Just how self-sacrificing do you think well be? Look at
Virlomi. As shy aperson as Battle School could possibly admit. But to achieve her purpose, she made
hersaf into agod. And she does seem to play the part with enthusiasm, doesn't she?”!

"Ambition balanced againg survivd inginct,” said Peter. " Ambition leads you to greet risk. But ambition
never leads you to certain destruction.”

"Unlessyoureafool."



"Thereare no foolsin this park today," said Peter. "Unless you count the spies lying underwater
breathing through strawsin order to overhear our conversation.”

"It's the best the Estonians can do,” said Vlad.

"I'm glad to know that Russians haven't forgotten their sense of humor.”
"Everybody knows afew dozen Estonian jokes."

"Who do Estonianstell jokes about?' asked Peter.

"Egtonians, of course. Only they don't redlize that they're jokes."

Laughing, they left the park and headed back, Peter to his chauffeured car, Vlad to the train back to St.
Petersburg.

Some Battle School graduates came to Ribeiréo Preto to hear Peter'sinvitation. Others, Peter contacted
through mutud friends. Members of Ender's Jeesh, Peter met with directly. Carn Carby in Austradia Dink
Meeker and Crazy Tom in England. Shenin Tokyo. Fly Molo in Manila. And Dumper amid acouncil of
Quechuasin the ruins of Macchu Picchu, hisunofficia headquarters as he worked steadlily to organizethe
Native Americans of South America

None of them accepted his offer. All of them listened and remembered.

Meanwhile, the guerrillafighting in India grew more savage. More and more Persan and Pakistani
troops were withdrawn from China. Until the day came when there was no one penning in the starving
Chinese army in Sichuan province. Han Tzu st it in motion.

The Turks withdrew to Xinjiang province. The Indonesians got back in their boats and withdrew to
Tawan. The Arabsjoined in the occupation of India. Han Chinawas free of foreign occupiers, without
the Emperor firing ashot.

At once, the Americans and Europeans and Latin Americans were back, buying and sdlling, helping
Chinarecover from empty wars of conquest. While the Mudim nations continued to bleed wegpons and
wealth and men in the ever-more-brutal war to control India.

Meanwhile, anew pair of essayists emerged on the nets.

One styled himself "Lincoln" and spoke of the need to put an end to bloody wars and oppression, and to
secure the rights and freedoms of al societies by giving an honest, law-abiding world government
exclugve control of al wegpons of war.

The other cdled himsdf "Martd," harking back to Charles the Hammer, who stopped the Mudim
advance into Europe at Poitiers. Martel kept pounding at the grave danger the world faced from the
exigence of a Cdiph. The Mudims, who now made up more than athird of the population of some
European countries, would be embol dened, seize power, and force dl of Europeto live under brutal
Mudimlaw.



There were some commentators who saw in these two new essayists asmilarity to the days when
Locke and Demosthenes dueled, with asimilar division between statesmanlike peace-seeking and
warnings of war. Those had turned out to be written by Peter and VdentineWiggin . Only once did Peter
answer aquestion about "Lincoln": "There are severa ways the world could be united. I'm glad that I'm
not the only one who hopesit will be through aliberal democracy rather than a conquering despotism.”

And only once did Peter comment when questioned about "Martd": "1 don't believe it hel psthe cause of
peace in the world to stir up the kind of fear and hatred that |eads to expulsions and genocide.”

Both answers only added to the credibility of the two essayigts.
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ENDER

From: Rockette%Armenian@hegemon.gov
To: Noggin%eLima@hegemon.gov

Re: I'm having fun so don't carp

B oved husband,

What ELSE can | do while I'm sitting around with a belly the size of abarn except type? It's actually
hard work, considering the keyboard isa arm'slength. And it'snot asif anti-Mudim propagandais
harder than breathing. I'm Armenian, O Father of the Balloon I'm Carrying Around Insde My Abdomen.
We learn about how Mudims—Turksin particular, of course—have been daughtering Armenian
Chrigians from time immemoria. How they can never be trusted. And guess what? When | [ook for

evidence, ancient and contemporary, | don't have to get out of my chair.

So | will continue to write the Martdl essays and continue to laugh while they accuse Peter of writing
them. Of course!

AM doing it at hisrequest, which iswhat | understand Vaentine did for him when shewrote
Demosthenes's essayshackwhen we were dlin school. But you know that nobody will listen to his
Lincoln stuff unlessthey're dso terrified. Either terrified of Mudimstaking over theworld (id est, more



particularly, their neighborhood) or terrified of the hideous bloodshed that would ensueif nationswith
Mudim minorities actualy started restricting them or expdling them.

Besides, Bean, | think that what I'm saying istrue. Alai meanswell but he clearly isnot in control of his
fanatica supporters. They redly are murdering people and calling it "executions.” They redly aretrying to
ruleover India They redly are agitating and rioting and committing the odd atrocity in Europe right now,
pushing to have European nations declare for the Caliph and cease trading with China, which redly is
supplying Virlomi.

And now this essay will end because the ssomach aches I've been having are clearly not ssomach aches.
This baby thinksit's coming, two months prematurely. Please get back hereright away.

Peter waited outsde the delivery room with Anton and Ferreira.

"Doesthis premature birth mean anything?' he asked Anton.

"They wouldn't et the doctors amnio the baby," said Anton, "so | didn't have any reliable genetic
materid to work with. But we know that in the early stages, maturity is highly accelerated. It seems
possibleto me that premature birth is cons stent with the key being turned.”

"My thought," said Peter, "isthat this might be the break we need to find the other babies and unravel
Volescu's network.”

"Because the others might be premature too?" asked Ferreira

"I think Volescu had a deadman switch and sometime after he was arrested, awarning went out and all
the surrogate mothers bolted. That wouldn't help us before, because we didn't know when the signal
went out, and pregnant women may be one of the more stable demographic groups, but they do move
around by the hundreds of thousands.”

Ferreiranodded. "But now we can try to correlate premature births with abrupt moves at the sametime
as other women with smilarly premature births.”

"And then check funding. They'll have the best possible hospitd care, and somebody's paying for it."
"Unless," said Anton, "this baby is premature because Petra herself has some kind of problem.”
"Therésno history of premature birthsin her family,” said Peter. "And the baby has been developing
quickly. Not in size, mind you—but the parts were dl in place before schedule. | think thisbaby islike
Bean. | think the key isturned. So let'suseit asakey to finding where V olescu went and where those

viruses might be waiting to be released.”

"Not to mention finding Bean's and Petrals babies," said Anton.



"Of course," said Peter. "That'sthe main purpose.”" He turned to the managing nurse. "Have someone
cal me when we know anything about the condition of the mother and baby."

Bean sat down beside Petra's bed. "How do you fed?
"Not asbad as | expected,” she said.

"That's one good thing about premature ddivery,” he said. "Smadler baby, easier birth. Hes doing fine.
They're only kegping him in neonate intensive care because of hissize. All his other organs are working.”

"He'sgot... he'slikeyou."

"Anton is supervising the andyssright now. But that's my guess" He held her hand. "The thing we
wanted to avoid.”

"If he'slikeyou," shesad, "then I'm not sorry."

"If he'slikeme," said Bean, "then it means Volescu redly didn't have any kind of test. Or he had one,
and discarded the babies that were normal. Or maybethey'redl like me."

"The thing you wanted to avoid,” she whispered.

"Our little miracles" said Bean.

"I hope you're not too disappointed. | hope you.... Think of it as a chance to see what your life might
have been likeif you had grown up with parents, in ahome. Not barely escaping with your life and then
scrabbling to survive on the streets of Rotterdam.”

"At the age of one."

"Think what it will be liketo raise this baby surrounded by love, teaching him asfast as he wantsto
learn. All those lost years, recovered for our baby."

Bean shook his head. "I hoped the baby would be norma," he said. "I hoped they'd all be normal. So |
wouldn't have to congder this"

"Congdder what?'

"Taking the baby with me."

"With you where?" asked Petra.

"Thel.F. hasanew starship. Very secret. A messenger ship. It usesagravity field to offset acceleration.

Up to lightspeed in aweek. The plan isthat once wefind the babies, | take the ones like me and we take
off and keep traveling until they find the cure for this™



"Onceyoure gone," said Petra, "why do you think the fleet will bother even looking for acure?’

"Because they want to know how to turn Anton's Key without the side effects,” said Bean. "They'll keep
workingon it."

Petra nodded. She was taking this better than Bean expected.
"All right," she said. "As soon aswe find the babies. Then we go.”
"We?' sad Bean.

"I'm sure, in your normal legumocentric view of the universe, it didn't cross your mind that therésno
reason | shouldn't go aong with you."

"Petra, it means being cut off from the human race. It's different for me because I'mnot human.”
"Thet again."

"What kind of lifeisthat for the norma babies? Growing up confined to astarship?’

"It would only seem like weeks, Bean. How grown up will they be?"

"Y ou'd be cut off from everything. Y our family. Everybody."

"Y ou stupid man,” she said." You are everybody now. Y ou and our babies."

"Y ou could raise the normal babies.... normaly. With grandparents. A normd life."

"A fatherlesslife. And their siblings off on astarship, so they'll never even meset. | don't think so, Bean.
Do you think I'm going to give birth to thislittle boy and then let somebody take him away from me?

Bean stroked her cheek, her hair. "Petra, there's awhole bunch of rationa arguments against what
you're saying, but you just gave birth to my son, and I'm not going to argue with you now."

"You'reright," said Petra. "By al means, let'savoid this discussion until I've nursed the baby for the first
time and it becomes even more impossible for meto consider letting you take him away from me. But I'll
tell you thisright now. | will never change my mind. And if you maneuver things so you snegk off and
stedl my son from me and leave me awidow without even my child to raise, then you're worse than
Volescu. When he stole our children, we knew he was an amora monster. But you—you're my husband.

If you do that to me, I'll pray that God puts you in the deepest part of hell.”

"Petra, you know | don't believein hdl."

"But knowing that I'm praying such athing,that will be hell for you."

"Petra, | won't do anything you don't agreeto.”

"Then I'm coming with you," she said, "because I'll never agree to anything else. Soit'sdecided. Ther€'s

no discussion to have later when I'm rational. I'm aready asrational asI'll ever be. In fact, therésno
rational reason why | shouldn't comedong if | want to. It'san excellent idea. And being raised on a

starship hasto be better than being orphaned on the streets of Rotterdam.”



"No wonder they named you after rock," said Bean.

"l don't give up and | don'twear down.I'm not justrock, I'mdiamond.”
Her eydids were heavy.

"Go to deep now, Petra”

"Only if | can hold onto you," she sad.

Hetook her hand; she gripped it fiercely. "I got you to give meababy," shesaid. "Dont think for a
minute I'm not going to get my way inthis, too."

"| promised you aready, Petra," said Bean. "Whatever we do, it'll be because you agree that it'sthe right
thing."

"Think youwant to leave me. Voyageto... nowhere. Think nowhere'sbetter than livingwithme...."

"That's right, baby," said Bean, stroking her arm with his other hand. "Nowhereis better than living with
you."

They had the baby christened by a priest. He came into neonate intensive care; not thefirst time held
doneit, of course, baptizing distressed newborns before they died. He seemed relieved to learn that this
baby was strong and hedlthy and likely to survive, despite how tiny hewas.

"Andrew Arkanian Delphiki, | baptize you in the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghogt.”

It was quite a crowd gathered around the neonate incubator to watch. Bean's family, Petrais family, and
of course Anton and Ferreiraand Peter and the Wiggin parents and Suriyawong and those members of

Bean'slittle army who weren't actually on assgnment. They had to whedl the incubator cart out into a
waiting room to have space enough to hold everybody.

"You'regoing to cal him Ender, aren't you," said Peter.
"Until he makes us stop,” said Petra.

"What arelief," said TheresaWiggin. "Now you won't have to name achild of your own after your
brother, Peter."

Peter ignored her, which meant that her words had redlly stung.
"Thebaby isnamed for Saint Andrew," said Petrals mother. "Babies are named for saints, not soldiers.”

"Of course, Mother," said Petra. "Ender and our baby wereboth named for Saint Andrew.”



Anton and histeam learned that yes, the baby definitely had Bean's syndrome. The Key was turned.
And having two sets of genesto compare confirmed that Bean's genetic modification bred true. "But
there's no reason to suppose that al the babies will have the modification,” he reported to Bean, Petra,
and Peter. "Thelikelihood isthat the trait is dominant, however. So any child who hasit should be on the
fast track.”

"Premature birth," said Bean.

"And we can guessthat statigtically, half the eight babies should have the trait. Mendel'slaw. Not
ironclad, because randomnessisinvolved. So there might be only three. Or five. Or more. Or this might
be the only one. But the likdliest thing—"

"We know how probability works, Professor,” said Ferreira.

"I wanted to emphasize the uncertainty.”

"Believeme," said Ferreira, "uncertainty ismy life. Right now weve found ether two dozen or nearly a
hundred groups of women who gave birth within two weeks of Petra, and who moved a the sametime
asothersin their group, since the day Volescu was arrested.”

"How can you not even know how many groups you have?"' asked Bean.

"Selection criteria," said Petra

"If we divide them into groups that |eft within six hours of each other, then we get the higher totd. If we
divide them into groups that left within two days of each other, the lower total. Plus we can shift the
timeframes and the groups dso shift.”

"What about prematurity in the babies?'

"That supposes that the doctors are aware that the babies are premature,” said Ferreira. "Low birth
weight iswhat we went for. We eiminated any babies that were higher than the low end of norma. Most
of them will be premature. But not all.”

"And dl of this" said Petra, "depends on dl the babies being on the same clock.”

"It'sdl wecangoon,” said Peter. "If it turns out that Anton's Key doesn't make them dl trigger ddlivery
after about the same gestation time... well, it's no more of a problem than the fact that we don't know
when the other embryos were implanted.”

"Some of the embryos might have been implanted much more recently,” said Ferreira. " So we're going to
keep adding women to the database as they give birth to low-birthweight children and turn out to have
moved at about the time Volescu was arrested. Y ou redlize how many variablesthere are that we don't
know? How many of the embryos have Anton's Key. When they were implanted.If they weredl
implanted.If VVolescu even had a deadman switch."

"| thought you said he did.”



"Hedid," said Ferreira. "We just don't know what the switch was about. Maybe it was for release of the
virus. Maybe for the mothers to move. Maybe both. Maybe neither."

"A lot of thingswe don't know," said Bean. "Remarkable how little we got from Volescu's computer.”

"He'sacareful man," said Ferreira. "He knew perfectly wdll that held be caught someday, and his
computer seized. We learned more than he could have imagined—abut |ess than we had hoped.”

"Just keep looking,” said Petra. "Meanwhile, | have a baby-shaped suction cup to go attach to one of
the tenderest parts of my body. Promise methat he won't develop teeth early.”

"I don't know," said Bean. "'l can't remember not having them.”

"Thanks for the encouragement,” said Petra.

Bean got up in the night, asusud, to get little Ender so Petra could nurse him. Tiny ashewas, hehad a
pair of lungson him. Nothing smal about hisvoice.

And, as usual,once the baby started suckling. Bean watched until Petrarolled over to feed the baby on
the other sde. Then he dept.

Until he awoke again. Usually hedidn't, so for dl he knew it waslike this every time. Because Petrawas
gill nursing the baby, but she was dso crying.

"Baby, what'swrong?' said Bean, touching her shoulder.
"Nothing," she said. Shewasn't crying anymore.

"Donttry tolietome," said Bean. "Y ou were crying.”

"I'm so0 happy,” she said.

"Y ou were thinking about how old little Ender will be when hedies

"That'sslly," she said. "We're going off in agtarship until they find acure. HEsgoing to livetobe a
hundred.”

"Petra" said Bean.

"What. I'm not lying."

"Y ou're crying because in your mind's eye you can dready see the desth of your baby."

She sat up and lifted the now-deeping baby to her shoulder. "Bean, you redly are bad at guessing things
likethis. | was crying because | thought of you as alittle baby, and how you didn't have afather to go

and get you when you cried in the night, and you didn't have amother to hold you and feed you from her
own body, and you had no experience of love."



"But when | findly found out what it was, | got more of it than any man could hopefor.”
"Damnright,” said Petra. "And don't you forget it."
She got up and took the baby back to the bassinet.

And tears came to Bean's eyes. Not pity for himself asababy. But remembering Sister Carlotta, who
had become his mother and stayed with him long before he learned what |ove was and was able to give
any back to her. And some of histears were aso for Poke, the friend who took him in when hewasin
the last stlages of desth by malnutrition in Rotterdam.

Petra, don't you know how short lifeis, even when you don't have some disease like Anton'sKey? So
many people prematurely in their graves, and some of them | put there. Don't cry for me. Cry for my
brothers who were disposed of by Volescu as he destroyed evidence of his crimes. Cry for dl the
children that no one ever loved.

Bean thought he was being subtle, turning his head so Petra couldn't see his tears when she came back
to bed. Whether she saw or not, she snuggled closeto him and held him.

How could he tdll thiswoman who had aways been so good to him and loved him more than he knew
how to return—how could he tell her that he had lied to her? He didn't bdieve that there would ever be a

curefor Anton'sKey.

When he got on that starship with the babies that had his same disease, he expected to take off and head
outward into the stars. He would live long enough to teach the children how to run the starship. They
would explore. They would send reports back by ansible. They would map habitable planets farther
away than any other humans would want to travel. In fifteen or twenty years of subjectivetimethey
would live athousand years or morein red time, and the data they collected would be atreasure trove.
They would be the pioneers of ahundred colonies or more.

And then they would die, having no memory of setting foot on a planet, and having no children to carry
on their disease for another generation.

And it would all be bearable, for them and for Bean, because they would know that back on Earth, their
mother and their hedlthy siblingswere living norma lives, and marrying and having children of their own,
S0 that by the time their thousand-year voyage was over, every living human being would be related to
them one way or another.

That's how well be part of everything.

So no matter what | promised, Petra, you're not coming with me, and neither are our healthy children.
And someday you'll understand and forgive me for breaking my word to you.

9
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From: PeterWiggin%persond @hegemon.gov
To: Champi%T itu@QuechuaNation.Freenet.ne.com

Re: The best hope of the Quechua and Aymara peoples

Dear Champi T'it'u,

Thank you for consenting to visit with me. Considering that | tried to call you "Dumper” asif you were
gl achild in Battle School and afriend of my brother, I'm surprised you didn't toss me out on the spot.

As| promised, | am sending you the current draft of the Constitution of the Free People of Earth. You
arethefirst person outside the innermogt circle of Hegemony officialsto look at it, and please remember
that it isonly adraft. | would be grateful for your suggestions.

My god isto have a Constitution that would be as attractive to nations that are recognized as states as
to peoplesthat are ill sateless. TheCondtitution will fail ifthe languageis not identical for both. Therefore
there are aspirations you would have to give up and claims you would have to rdinquish. But | think you
will seethat the samewill betrue for the states that now occupy territory you claim for the Quechuaand
Aymara peoples.

The principles of mgority, viability, contiguity, and compactness would guarantee you a self-governing
territory, abeit one much smaller than your present claim

But your present claim, while historicaly judtifiable, is aso unattainable without abloody war. Y our
military abilities are sufficient to guarantee that the contest would be far more evenly matched than the
governments of Ecuador, Peru, Bolivia, and Colombiawould anticipate. But even if you won acomplete
victory, who would be your successor?

| speak candidly, because | believe that you are not following adelusion but embarking on a specific,
attainable enterprise. The route of war might succeed for atime—and the operative word is"might,"
snce nathing is certain in war—but the cost in blood, economic losses, and ill will for generationsto
comewill be steep.



Retifying the Hegemony Condtitution, on the other hand, will guarantee you ahomeland, to which those
who ingst on being governed only by Quechuaand Aymaraleaders and raising their children to be
Quechuaand Aymara speakers may migrate fredly, without needing anyone's permission.

But take note of the irrevocability clause. | can promise you that thiswill be taken very serioudy. Do not
ratify thisCongtitution if you and your people do not intend to abideby it.

Asfor the persona question you asked me:

I don't believe it matters whether I'm the one who unites the world under one government. No individual
isirreplaceable. However, | am quite certain that it will need to be a person exactly likeme. And at
present, the only person who meetsthat requirement isme:

Committed to alibera government with the highest degree of persond freedom. Equaly committed to
tolerating no breach of the peace or oppression of one people by another. And strong enough to make it
happen and makeit stick.

Join with me, Champi T'it'u, and you will not be an insurrectionary hiding out in the Andes. You'll bea
head of a sate within the Hegemony Condtitution. And if you are patient, and wait until | have won the
retification of at least two of the nations at issue, then you and all the world can see how peacefully and
equitably the rights of native peoples can be handled.

It only worksif every party is determined to make the sacrifices necessary to ensure the peace and
freedom of dl other parties. If even one party is determined on a course of war or oppression, then
someday that party will find itself bearing the full weight of the pressure the Free Nations can bring to
bear. Right now that isn't much. But how long do you think it will take meto make it aconsiderable force
indeed?

If you are with me, Champi T'it'u, you will need no otherdly.

Sincerdly,



Something was bothering Bean, nagging at the back of hismind. He thought at first that it was afeding
caused by hisfatigue, getting o little uninterrupted deep at night. Then he chalked it up to anxiety
because hisfriends—well, Ender's and Petras friends—were involved in alife-or-death strugglein India,
which they couldn't possibly al win.

And then, in the middle of changing Ender's digper, it came to him. Perhaps because of his baby's name.
Perhaps, he thought bitterly, because of what he had his handsin.

He finished digpering the baby and left him in the bassinet, where Petra, dozing, would hear him if he
cried.

Then hewent in search of Peter.

Naturaly, it wasn't easy to get in to see him. Not that there was so huge abureaucracy in Ribeiréo
Preto. But it was large enough now that Peter could afford to pay for afew layers of protection. Nobody
who just stood there being aguard. But a secretary here, aclerk there, and Bean found he had explained
himself three times—at five-thirty in the morning—before he even got to see Theresa Wiggin.

And, now that he thought about it, he wanted to see her.

"He's on the phone with some European bigwig," shetold him. "Either sucking up or getting sucked up
to, depending on how big and powerful the country is."

"So that'swhy everybody's up early.”

"Hetriesto get up early enough to catch asignificant part of the working day in Europe. Whichis hard,
becauseit'susudly only afew hoursin the morning. Their moming.”

"SoI'll tak to you."

"Wedll, that'sa puzzler,” said Theresa. "Business so important that you'd get up at five-thirty to see Peter,
and yet so unimportant that when you find out he's on aphone cdl, you can actudly tak to me about it."

She said it with such verve that Bean might have missed the bitter complaint behind her words. "So he
gtill treats you like aceremonia mother?' asked Bean.

"Does the butterfly consult with the cocoon?
"S0 ... how do your other children treat you?' asked Bean.
Her face darkened. "Thisisyour business?'

Hewasn't sureif the question was pointed irony—asin, that's none of your business—or asmple
question—thisiswhat you came for? Hetook it the first way.

"Ender'smy friend,” said Bean. "More than anybody else except Petra. | misshim. | know therés an



ansbleon hisship. | just wondered.”

"I'm forty-six yearsold,” said Theresa. "When Va and Andrew get to their destination, I'll be ... old.
Why should they write to me?

"So they haven't.”
"If they have, the |.F. hasn't seen fit to inform me."

"They'rebad at mail ddivery, as| recdl. They seem to think that the best family therapy method is ‘out
of Sght, out of mind.""

"Or Andrew and Vadentine can't be bothered." Theresatyped something. "There. Another letter I'll never
send.”

"Who are you writing to?"

"Whom. Y ou foreigners are wrecking the English language.”

"I'm not speaking English. I'm speaking Common. There's no ‘whom' in Common.”

"I'mwriting to Virlomi and telling her to wise up to the fact that Suriyawongis till in love with her and
she has no businesstrying to play god in Indiawhen she could do it for red by marrying and having
babies"

"She doesn't love Suri," said Bean.

"Someone e, then?'

"India. It'sway past patriotism with her."

"Matriotism. Nobody thinks of India as the fatherland."

"And you're the matriarch. Dispensing maternd advice to Battle School grads.”

"Just the ones from Ender's Jeesh who happen now to be heads of state or insurrectionary leadersor, in
thiscase, fledgling daties”

"Just one question for you," said Bean.

"Ah. Back to the subject.”

"Is Ender getting apenson?”’

"Penson?Yes, | think so. Yes. Of course.”

"And what is his penson doing while he's puttering along at lightspeed?”
"Gathering interest, | imagine.”

"So you're not administering it?'



"Me?| don't think s0."

Y our husband?'

"I'm the one who handlesthe money,” said Theresa. "Such asit is.We don't get apension. Cometo think
of it, we don't get asdary, either. Were just hangers-on. Camp followers. We're both on leave of
absence at the University because it was too dangerous for potential hostages to be out where enemies
could kidnap us. Of course, the main kidnapper is dead, but... here we stay.”

"So the|.F. isholding on to Ender's money."

"What are you getting at?' asked Theresa

"I don't know," said Bean. "'l waswiping my little Ender's butt, and | thought, theré's an awful lot of shit
here"

"They drink and drink. The breast doesn't seem to get smaller. And they poop more than they could
possibly get from the breast without shriveling it into araisn.”

"And then | thought, I know how much I'm getting in my pension, and it'skind of alot. | don't actudly
haveto work at anything aslong as| live. Petra, too. Mogt of it we smply invest. Roll it back into
investments. It's adding up fast. Pretty soon our income from invested pension is going to be greater than
the original penson weinvested. Of course, that's partly because we have so much insde information.

Y ou know, about which wars are about to start and which will fizzle, that sort of thing.”

"Y ou're saying that somebody ought to be watching over Andrew's money.”

"Il tell youwhat," said Bean. "I'll find out from Graff who'staking care of it."

"Youwant toinvest it?" asked Theresa. "Going into brokering or financia management when Peter has
finaly achieved world peace?"

"l won't be here when Peter—"'

"Oh, Bean, for heaven's sake, don't take meserioudy and make me fed bad for acting asif you weren't
goingtodie. | prefer not to think of you dying.”

"I was only saying that I'm not agood person to manage Ender's ... portfolio.”
"S0 ... who?'

"Wouldn't that bewhom?"

She grimaced. "No it would not. Not even if you spoke English."”

"l don't know. I've got no candidate.”

"And s0 you wanted to confer with Peter.”

Bean shrugged.



"But that would make no sense at dl. Peter doesn't know anything about investing and ... no, no, no. |
seewhat you're getting at."

"How, when I'm not sure mysdf?'

"Oh, you're sure. Y ou think Peter isfinancing some of thisfrom Andrew's pension. Y ou think he's
embezzling from hisbrother.”

"I doubt Peter would cdl it embezzling.”
"What would hecdl it, then?"

"In Peter's mind, Ender's probably buying government bonds issued by the Hegemony. So when the
Hegemon rulesthe world, Ender will get four percent per year, tax free.”

"Even | know that would be alousy investment.”

"From afinancia point of view. Mrs. Wiggin, Peter has the use of more money than the scant duesthe
few dues-paying nations till pay to the Hegemony."

"The dues go up and down," said Theresa.
"Hetdlsyou?'

"John Paul is closer to these things. When the world isworried about war, money flowsinto the
Hegemony. Not alat, just alittle extra."

"When | first got here there were Peter, you two, and the soldiers| brought with me. A couple of
secretaries. And alot of debt. Y et Peter aways had enough money to send us out in the chopperswe
brought with us. Money for fuel, money for ammunition.”

"Bean, what will be gained if you accuse Peter of embezzling Ender's pensgon? Y ou know Peter isn't
making himsdf richwithit."

"No, but heis making himsalf Hegemon. Ender might need that money someday.”

"Ender will never come back to Earth, Bean. How vauable will money be on the new world he's going
to colonize? What harm isit causing?”

"So you'redl right with Peter cheating his brother.”

"Ifhe's doing that. Which | doubt.” Theresas smile wastight and her eyesflashed just alittle. Mother
bear, guarding cub.

"Protect the son who's here, even if he's chesting the son who's gone.™
"Why don't you go back to your place and take care of your own child instead of meddling with mine?’

"And the pioneers circle the wagons to protect from the arrows of the Native Americans.”



"I like you, Bean. I'm aso worried about you. I'll missyou when you die. I'll do my best to help Petra
get through the hard times ahead. But keep your hippo-szed hands off my son. He hasthe weight of the
world on his shoulders, in case you didn't notice.”

"| think maybe | won't have that interview with Peter thismorning after al.”
"Delighted to be of service," said Theresa.
"Do avoid tdling him | stopped by, will you?"

"With pleasure. In fact, I've already forgotten that you're here." She turned back to the computer and
typed again. Bean rather hoped she was typing meaningless words and strings of |etters because she was
too angry to be writing anything intelligible. He even thought of peeking, just to see. But Theresawasa
good friend who happened to be protective of her son. No reason to turn her into an enemy.

He sauntered away, hislong legs carrying him much farther, much faster than aman walking so dowly
should have gone. And even though he wasn't moving quickly, he dtill felt his heart pump faster. Just to
wak down acorridor, it'sasif hewerejogging alittle.

How much time? Not as much as| had yesterday.

Theresawatched him go and thought: | love that boy for being so loyal to Ender. And he's absolutely
right to suspect Peter. It'sjust the sort of thing held do. For al | know, Peter got us back onto full salary
at the University, too, only hedidn't tell us and he's cashing our checks.

Then again, maybe he's secretly getting paid by Chinaor Americaor some other country that values his
services as Hegemon.

Unlessthey value hisservicesasLincoln. Or... asMartel. If hewasredly writing the Martel essays.
Such athing smacked of Peter's propaganda methods, but the writing sounded nothing like him, and it
could hardly be Vaentine thistime. Had he found another surrogate writer?

Maybe somebody was contributing in abig way to "Martd's’ cause and Peter was pocketing the money
to advance hisown.

But no. Word of such contributions would get out. Peter would never be so foolish asto accept money
that might compromise him if it were found out.

I'll check with Graff, see whether the I.F. is paying out the pension to Peter. And if it is, I'll haveto kill

the boy. Or at least make my disgppointed-in-you face andthen curse about him to John Paul when were
done.

Bean told Petra he was going to train with Suri and the boys. And he did—go where they were training,



that is. But he spent histime in one of the choppers, making a scrambled and encrypted cdl to the old
Battle School space gtation, where Graff was assembling hisfleet of colony ships.

"Going to comevisit me?' said Graff. "Want to take atrip into space?"

"Not yet," said Bean. "Not till I'vefound my lost kids."

"So you have other business to discuss?'

"Yes. But youll immediately redize that the busness| want to talk about is none of my business.”

"Can't wait. No, got to wait. Cal | can't turn down. Wait just aminute please.”

The hiss of atmosphere and magnetic fields and radiation between the surface of the Earth and the space
gtation. Bean thought of breaking off the connection and waiting for another time. Or maybe dropping the
whole stupid line of inquiry.

Just as Bean was going to terminate the call, Graff came back on. " Sorry, I'min the middle of tricky
negotiationswith Chinato let breeding couples emigrate. They want to send us some of their surplus
males. | told him we were forming acolony, not fighting awar. Buit... negotiating with the Chinese. Y ou
think you hear yes, but the next day you find out they said novery delicately and then tittered behind their
hands."

"All those years controlling the size of their population, and now they won't let go of ameady few
thousand,” said Bean.

"So you called me. What isit that's none of your busness?’

"l get my pension. Petra gets hers. Who get's Ender's?’

"My, but you're to the point.”

"Isit going to Peter?"

"What an excdllent question.”

"May | make asuggestion?'

"Please. Asl recdl, you have ahigtory of making interesting suggestions.”

"Stop sending the pension to anybody.”

"I'm the Minigter of Colonization now," said Greff. "l take my ordersfrom the Hegemon."

"Y ou'rein bed so deep with the |.F. that Chamrginagar thinks you're a hemorrhoid and wakes up
scratching a you.”

"Y ou have avast untapped potential asapoet,” said Graff.

"My suggestion,” said Bean, "isto get the |.F. to turn Ender's money over to aneutrd party.”



"When it comes to money, thereare no neutral parties. The I.F. and the colony program both spend
money asfast asit comesin. We have no ideawhere to begin an investment program. And if you think
I'm trusting some earthside mutua fund with the entire savings of awar hero who won't even be ableto
inquire about the money for another thirty years, youreinsane.”

"I wasthinking that you could turn it over to acomputer program.”

"Y ou think we didn't think of that? The best investment programs are only two percent better at
predicting markets and bringing a positive return on investment than closing your eyes and stabbing the
gock ligingswithapin.”

"Y ou mean with al the computer expertise and al the computer facilities of the Fleet, you can't devisea
neutral program to handle Ender's money?”

"Why are you S0 set on software doing it?"
"Because software doesn't get greedy and try to stedl. Even for anoble purpose.”

"Sowhat if Peteris using Ender's money—that's what you're worried about, right?—if we suddenly cut it
off, won't he notice? Won't that set back his efforts?”

"Ender saved the world. He's entitled to have hisfull pension, when and if he ever wantsit. Thereare
lawsto protect child actors. Why not war heroestraveling at lightspeed?”

"Ah," said Graff. " So youare thinking about what will happen when you take off in the scoutship we
offered you."

"I don't need you to manage my money. Petrawill do it just fine. | want her to have the use of the

"Meaning you think you'll never come back."

"Y ou're changing the subject. Software. Managing Ender'sinvestments.”
"A semi-autonomous program that—"

"Not semi. Autonomous."

"Thereare no autonomous programs. Besides which, the stock market isimpossible to modd. Nothing
that depends on crowd behavior can be accurate over time. What computer could possibly dedl with it?"

"I don't know," said Bean. "Didn't that mind game you had us play predict human behavior?!
"It's very specidized educationd software.”

"Comeon," said Bean. "It was your shrink. Y ou analyzed the behavior of the kids and—"
"That'sright. Listen to yourself.We andyzed."

"But the game aso analyzed. It anticipated our moves. When Ender was playing, it took him placesthe
rest of us never saw. But the game was aways ahead of him. That was one cool piece of software. Can't



you teach it to play Investment Manager?'

Graff looked impatient. "I don't know. What does an ancient piece of software have to do with ... Bean,
do you redlize how much effort you're asking meto go to in order to protect Ender's pension? | don't
even know that it needs protecting.”

"But youshould know that it doesn't.”

"Guilt. Y ou, the conscienceless wonder, are actudly using guilt on me.”

"I spent alot of timewith Sister Carlotta. And Petras no douch, ether.”

"I'll look at the program. I'll look at Ender's money."

"Just out of curiosity, what isthe program being used for now that you don't have any kids up there?"

Graff snorted. "We havenothing but kids here. The adults are playing it now. The Mind Game. Only |
promised them never to let the program do anayses on their gameplay.”

"So the programdoes andyze."

"It does pre-analysis. Looking for anomaies. Surprises.”
"Wait aminute," said Bean.

"Youdon't want meto haveit run Ender's finances?'

"I haven't changed my mind about that. I'm just wondering— maybe it could look at aredly massive
database we've got here and analyze ... well, find some patterns that we're not seeing.”

"The game was created for avery specific purpose. Pattern finding in databases wasn't—"

"Oh, comeon,” said Bean. "That'sall it did. Patternsin our behavior. Just because it assembled the
database of our actions on the fly doesn't change the nature of what it was doing. Checking our behavior
againg the behavior of earlier children. Against our own normal behavior. Seeing just how crazy your
educationa program was making us."

Graff sghed. "Have your computer people contact my computer people.”

"With your blessing. Not some foot-dragging fob-them-off-with-smoke-and-mirrors 'effort’ theat
deliberately leads nowhere.”

"Y ou redly care about what we do with Ender's money?'

"| care about Ender. Someday he may need that money. | once made a promise that I'd keep Peter from
hurting Ender. Instead, | did nothing while Peter sent Ender away."

"For Ender's own good.”

"Ender should have had avote."



"Hedid," said Graff. "If he had ingsted on going hometo Earth, | would have let him. But once Vdentine
came up to join him, he was content.”

"Fine," said Bean. "Has he given consent to have his pension pillaged?’

"I'll see about turning the mind game into afinancia manager. The program isacomplex one. It doesa
lot of self-programming and sdlf-ateration. So maybe if we ask it to, it can rewrite its own code in order
to become whatever you want it to be. Itis magic, after dl. Thiscomputer stuff.”

"That'swhat | dwaysthought," said Bean. "Like Santa Claus. Y ou adults pretend he doesn't exist, but
we know that hereally does."

When he ended the conversation with Graff, Bean immediately called Ferreira. It wasfull daylight now,
S0 Ferrerawas actudly awake. Bean told him about the plan to have the Mind Game program anayze
the impossibly large database of vague and mostly usdessinformation about the movements of pregnant
women with low-birth-weight babies and Ferreirasaid held get right on it. He said it without enthusiasm,
but Bean knew that Ferreirawasn't the kind of man to say he'd do something and not do it, just because
he didn't believein it. Hed keep hisword.

How do | know that? Bean wondered. How do | know that | can trust Ferreirato go off on wild goose
chases, once he gives hisword to do it? While | know without even knowing that | know it, that Peter is
partly financing his operations by stedling from Ender. That was bothering me for days beforel
understood it.

Damn, but I'm smart. Smarter than any computer program, even the Mind Game.

If only | could contral it.

| may not have the capacity to conscioudy ded with avast database and find patternsinit. But | could
deal with the database of stuff | observe in the Hegemony and what | know about Peter and without my
evenasking the question, out pops an answer.

Could | awaysdo that? Or ismy growing brain giving me ever-stronger mental powers?

| redly should look at some of the mathematical conundrums and seeif | can find proofs of ... whatever
it isthey can't prove but want to.

Maybe Volescu isn't so wrong after al. Maybe awhole world full of mindslike mine...

Miserable, londly, untrusting minds like mine. Minds that see desth looming over them dl thetime. Minds
that know they'll never seetheir children grow up. Mindsthat |et themselves get Sidetracked on issues
liketaking care of afriend's pension that helll probably never need.

Peter is going to be so furious when he finds out that those pension checks aren't going to him anymore.
Should | tell him it was my meddling? Or let him think the I.F. did it on their own?

And what doesit say about my character that | am absolutely going to tell him | did it?



Theresadidn't actualy see Peter until noon, when she and John Paul and their illustrious son sat down to
alunch of papayaand cheese and diced sausage.

"Why do you dways drink that stuff?" asked John Paull.

Peter looked surprised. "Guarana? It's my duty as an American to never drink Coke or Peps ina
country that has an indigenous soft drink. Besideswhich, I likeit."

"Itsadimulant,” said Theresa. "It fuzzesyour brain."

"It dso makesyou fart," said John Paul. " Congtantly.”

"Frequentlywould be the more accurate term,” said Peter. "And it's sweet of you to care.”
"We'rejust looking out for your image,” said Theresa.

"l only fart when I'm done.

"Since hedoesit in front of us," said John Paul to Theresa, "what exactly doesthat make us?'
"l meant 'in private,' " said Peter. " And flatulence from carbonated beveragesis odorless”
"Hethinksit doesn't stink," said John Paul.

Peter picked up the glassand drained it. "And you wonder why | don't look forward to theselittle family
get-togethers.”

"Yes" sad Theresa. "Family is so inconvenient for you. Except when you can spend their pension
checks."

Peter looked back and forth between her and John Paul. "Y ou aren't evenon apension. Either of you.
Y ou're not even fifty yet.”

Theresajust looked at him like he was stupid. She knew that look drove him crazy.

But Peter refused to bite. He smply went back to eating hislunch.

Hisvery incuriosity was proof enough to Theresathat he knew exactly what she was talking about.
"Y ou mind telling mewhat thisis about?" asked John Paul.

"Why, Andrew's penson,” said Theresa. "Bean thinksthat Peter's been seding it.”

"So naturdly,” sad Peter with hismouth full, "Mother beieveshim.”

"Oh, haven't you, then?" asked Theresa.

"Therés adifference between investing and seding.”

"Not when you invest it in Hegemony bonds. Especidly when acircle of hutsin Amazonas has a higher



bond rating than you."
"Investing in the future of world peaceisasound investment.”

"Inveginginyour future,” said Theresa. "Which ismore than you did for Andrew. But now that Bean
knows, you can be sure that source of funding will dry up very quickly.”

"How sad for Bean," said Peter. "Since that was what was paying for his and Petrals search.”

"It wasn't until you decided it was," said John Paul. "Areyou redly that petty?"

"If Bean decides unilateraly to cut off afunding source, then | have to reduce spending somewhere.
Since pending on his personal quest has nothing to do with Hegemony gods, it ssemsonly fair that the
meddler's pet project bethefirst to go. It'sal moot anyway. Bean has no claim on Ender's pension. He
cant touchit."

"He's not going to touch it himself," said Theresa. "He doesn't want the money.”

"So hell turnit over to you? What willyou do, keep it in an interest-bearing debit account, the way you
do with your own money?* Peter laughed.

"He seems unrepentant,” said John Paul.
"That's the problem with Peter,” said Theresa.
"Only theone?' said Peter.

"Either it doesn't matter or it'sthe end of the world. No in between for him. Absolute confidence or utter
despair.”

"I haven't despaired in years. Well, weeks."

"Just tell me, Peter," said Theresa. "Isthere no one you won't exploit to accomplish your purposes?”
"Since my purposeis saving the human race fromitsdlf,” said Peter, "the answer isno." Hewiped his
mouth and dropped his napkin on hisplate. "Thanksfor thelovely lunch. | do enjoy our littletimes
together."

Heleft.

John Paul leaned back in hischair. "Well. | think I'll tell Bean that if he needs any next-of-kin Sgnatures
for whatever he's doing with Andrew's pension, I'll be happy to help.”

"If 1 know Julian Delphiki, no help will be needed.”
"Bean saved Peter'swhole enterprise by killing Achilles at great persond risk, and our son'smemory is
so short that helll stop paying for the effort to rescue Bean's and Petras children. What geneisit that

Peter'smissing?’

"Gratitude has avery short hdf-lifein most people's hearts,” said Theresa. "By now Peter doesn't even
remember that he ever felt it toward Bean."



" Anything we can do about it?"

"Again, my dear, | think we can count on Bean himself. Hell expect retaiation from Peter, and hell
dready haveaplan.”

"1 hope his plan doesn't require appedling to Peter's conscience.”
Theresalaughed. So did John Paul. 1t was the saddest kind of laughter, in that empty room.

10

GRIEF

From: FelixStarman%ebackdoor @Rwanda.gov.rw
To: PeterWiggin%opersond @hegemon.gov
Re: Only one question remains

Dear Peter,

Y our arguments have persuaded me. In principle, | am prepared to ratify the Condtitution of the Free
People of Earth. But in practice, one key issue remains. | have crested in Rwanda the most formidable
army and air force north of Pretoriaand south of Cairo. That is precisaly why you regard Rwanda as the
key to uniting Africa. But the primary motivation of my troopsis patriotism, which cannot help but be
tinged with Tutd tribalism. The principle of civilian control of the military is, shal we say, not as
preeminent in their ethos.

For meto turn over my troops to a Hegemon who happens to be not only white, but American by birth,
would run agrave risk of a coup thatwouldprovoke bloodshed inthe streets and destabilize the whole

region.

That iswhy it isessentia that you decide in advance who the commander of my forceswill be. Thereis
only one plausible candidate. Many of my men got agood look at Julian Delphiki. Word has spread. He
isviewed as something of agod. Hisrecord of military geniusis respected by my officer corps, his
enormous Sze gives him heroic stature; and his partid African ancestry, which is, fortunately, visblein his
features and coloring, makes him aman that patriotic Rwandans could follow.



If you send Bean to me, to stand beside me as the man who will assume command of Rwandan forces
asthey become part of the Free Peoplesarmy, then | will ratify and immediately submit the issueto my
peoplein aplebiscite. People who would not vote for a Congtitution with you at its head will votefor a
Condtitution whose faceisthat of the Giant Julian.

Sincerdy, Fdix

Virlomi spoke on the cdllphone with her contact. "All clear?' she asked.

"It'snot atrap. They're gone."

"How bad isit?"

"I'mso sorry."

That bad.

Virlomi put away the phone and walked from the shelter of the treesinto the village.

There were bodies lying in the doorway of every house they passed. But Virlomi did not turnto theright
hand or the left. Theyhad tomake sure they got the key footage first.

In the center of the village, the Mudim soldiers had spitted a cow and roasted it over afire. The bodies
of twenty or so Hindu adults surrounded the roasting pit.

"Ten seconds,” said Virlomi.

Obediently, the vidman framed the shot and ran the camerafor ten seconds. During the shot, acrow
landed but did not eat anything. It merely walked a couple of steps and then flew again. Virlomi wrote
her script in her head: The gods send their messengersto see, and in grief they fly away again.

Virlomi walked near the dead and saw that each corpse had adab of haf-cooked, bloody meet inits
mouth. No bullets had been spent onthe dead. Their throats were split and gaping open.

"Close up. These three, each in turn. Five seconds each.”

Thevidman did hiswork. Virlomi did not touch any of the bodies. "How many minutes left?'
"Plenty," said the vidman.

"Then take every one of them. Every one."

The vidman moved from body to body, taking the digita shots that would soon go out over the nets.



Meanwhile, Virlomi now went from house to house. She hoped that there would be at |east one person
living. Someone they could save. But there was no one.

In the doorway of the village'slargest house, one of Virlomi's men waited for her. "Please do not goin,
Lady," hesad.

"l mug.”

"Y ou do not want thisin your memory.”

"Then it isexactly thething that | must never forget.”

He bowed his head and moved aside.

Four nailsin acrossbeam had served the family as hooksfor clothing. The clothing lay in a sodden mass
on thefloor. Except for the shirts that had been tied around the necks of four children, the youngest only

atoddler, the eldest perhaps nine. They had beenhung up on the hooksto strangle dowly.

Acrosstheroom lay the bodies of ayoung couple, a middle-aged couple, and an old woman. They had
made the adults in the household watch the children die.

"When heisfinished by thefire," said Virlomi, "bring him here."

"Isthere enough light insde, Lady?'

"Tekedownawal."

They took it down in minutes, and then light flooded into the dark place. "Start here," shetold the
vidman, pointing to the adults bodies. Pan very dowly. And then pan, just alittle faster, to what they
were forced to watch. Hold on all four children. Then when | enter the frame, stay with me. But not so
closethat you can't see everything | do with the child.”

"Y ou cannot touch adead body," said one of her men.

"The dead of Indiaare my children,” she said. "They cannot make me unclean. Only the oneswho
murdered them are madefilthy. | will explain thisto the people who seethevid.”

The vidman gtarted, but then Virlomi noticed the shadows of the watching soldiersin the frame and made
him start over. "It must be a continuoustake," she said. "No onewill bdieveit if it is not smooth and
continuous."

The vidman started again. Sowly he panned. When he had focused on the children for asolid twenty
seconds, Virlomi stepped into the frame and knelt before the body of the oldest child. She reached up
and touched the lips with her fingers.

The men could not help it. They gasped.

Wéll, let them, thought Virlomi. So would the people of India. So would the people of the whole world.

She stood and took the child in her arms, raising him up. With no tension on the shirt, it came away
eadly from the nail. She carried him across the room and laid him in the arms of the young father.



"O Father of India," she sad, loudly enough for the camera, "1 lay your child, the hope of your heart, in
your ams."

She got up and walked dowly back to the children. She knew better than to ook to seeif the camera
was with her. She had to act asif she didn't know the camerawas there. Not that anyone would be
fooled. But looking toward the camera reminded people that there were other observers. Aslong as she
seemed oblivious of the camera, the viewers would forget that there must be avidman and would fed as
if only they and she and the dead werein this place.

She kndt before each child in turn, then rose and freed them from the crud nails on which they once
hung shawls or school bags. When shelaid the second child, agirl, beside the young mother, she said, "O
Mother of the Indian house, hereis the daughter who cooked and cleaned beside you. Now your home
is permanently washed in the pure blood of the innocent.”

When shelaid the third child, alittle girl, across the bodies of the middle-aged couple, she said, "O
history of India, have you room for one more smal body in your memory? Or are you full of our grief at
last? Isthis one body at last too many to bear?

When she took the two-year-old boy from his hook, she could not walk with him. She sumbled and fell
to her knees and wept and kissed his distorted, blackened face. When she could speak again, she said,
"Oh, my child, my child, why did my womb |abor to bring you forth, only to hear your silence instead of
your laughter?*

She did not stand again. It would have been too clumsy and mechanical. Instead, she moved forward on
her knees across the rough floor, a dow, stately procession, so that each dip and lurch became part of a
dance. She propped the little body on the corpse of the old woman.

"Great grandmother!" cried Virlomi. "Great grandmother, can't you save me? Can't you help me? Gresat
grandmother, you are looking at me but you do nothing! | can't breathe, Great grandmother! Y ou are the
old one! It isyour placeto die before me, Great grandmother! It is my place to wak around your body
and anoint you with ghi and water of the holy Ganges. In my little hands there should have been afistful of
straw to do pranam for you, for my grandparents, for my mother, for my father!"

Thus she gave voiceto the child.

Then she put her arm around the shoulder of the old woman and partly raised her body, so the camera
could see her face.

"O little one, now you arein thearms of God, as| am. Now the sun will stream upon your face to warm
it. Now the Gangeswill wash your body. Now firewill purify, and the ashes will flow out into the sea.
Just as your soul goes hometo await another turn of the whed."

Virlomi turned to face the camera, then gestured at dl the dead. "Hereishow | purify mysdlf. Inthe
blood of the martyrs| wash mysdf. In the stink of death do | find my perfume. | love them beyond the
grave, and they love me, and make mewhole."

Then she reached out toward the camera.

"Cdiph Ala, we knew you out among the stars and planets. Y ou were one of the noble onesthen. You
were one of the great heroes, who acted for the good of al humankind. They must have killed you, Alai!



Y ou must be deed, before you would let such things happen in your name!™

She beckoned, and the vidman zoomed in. She knew from experience with this vidman that only her
face would be visble. She hed hersaf amost expressionless, for at this distance any kind of expression
would look higtrionic.

"Once you spoke to mein the corridors of that sterile place. Y ou said only one word. Salaam, you said.
Peace, you said. It filled my heart with joy."

She shook her head once, dowly.

"Comeforth from your hiding place, O Cdiph Alai, and own your work. Or if it isnot your work, then
repudiateit. Join mein grieving for the innocent.”

Because her hand could not be seen, she flicked with her fingersto tdll the vidman to zoom away and
include the whole scene again.

Now shelet her emotions run free. She wept on her knees, then wailed, then threw hersalf acrossthe
bodies and howled and sobbed. Shelet it go on for afull minute. The version for western eyeswould
have captions over this part, but for Hindus, the whole shocking scene would be alowed to linger,
uninterrupted. Virlomi defiling herself upon the bodies of the unwashed dead; but no, no, Virlomi purified
by their martyrdom. The people would not be able to look away.

Nor would the Mudimswho saw it. Some would gloat. But others would be horrified. Mothers would
seethemselvesin her grief. Fatherswould see themselvesin the corpses of the men who had been unable
to savether children.

What none of them would hear was the thing she had not said: Not asingle threat, not asingle curse.
Only grief, and apleato Cdiph Ala.

Totheworld at large, the video would excite pity and horror.

The Mudim world would be divided, but the portion that rejoiced at this video would be smaller each
timeit was shown.

Andto Ala, it would be a persond chalenge. She was laying responsbility for thisat hisdoor. He
would have to come out of Damascus and take command himself. No more hiding indoors. She had
forced his hand. Now to see what he would do.

The video swept around the world, first on the nets, then picked up by broadcast
media—high-resolution files were conveniently provided for download. Of course there were charges
that the whole thing was faked, or that Hindus had committed the atrocities. But no onereally believed
that. It fit too well with the record that Mudlims had created for themselves during the Idamic wars that
raged in the century and ahaf before the Buggers came. And it was unbelievable to imagine Hindus
defiling the dead as these had been defiled.

Such atrocities were meant to strike terror in the hearts of the enemy. But Virlomi had taken this one and



turned it into something else. Grief. Love. Resolve. And, findly, apleafor peace.

Never mind that she could have peace whenever she wanted, merely by submitting to Mudim rule. The
world would understand that complete submission to Idam would not be peace, but the death of India
and its replacement by aland of puppets. She had made this so clear in earlier vidsthat it did not need to
be repeated.

They tried to keep the vid from Alai, but he refused to let them block what he saw on his own computer.
Hewatched it over and over again.

"Wait until we can investigate and seeif it'strue” said Ivan Lankowski, the half-Kazakh aide he trusted
to be closest to him, to see him when he was not acting the part of Caliph.

"I know that it'strue,” said Alai.

"Because you know thisVirlomi?'

"Because | know the soldierswho claim to be of Idam." Helooked at |van with tears streaming down
his cheeks. "My timein Damascusisdone. | am Cdiph. | will lead the armiesin the field. And men who
act thisway, | will punish with my own hand.”

"That isaworthy god," said Ivan. "But the kind of men who massacred that villagein Indiaand nuked
Meccainthelast war, they're ill out there. That's why your orders are not being obeyed. What makes

you think you can reach your armies dive?'

"Because | truly am Cdiph, and if God wants meto lead his people in righteousness, he will protect me"
sadAla.
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AFRICAN GOD

From: HO5TqwOqdy9@FreeNet.net

Pogted a site: ShivaDaughter.org

Re: Suffering daughter of Shiva, the Dragon grieves at the wounds he caused youl.

May not the Dragon and the Tiger be lovers, and bring forth peace? Or if thereis no peace, may not the
Tiger and the Dragon fight together?



Bean and Petra were surprised when Peter came to see them in their little house on the grounds of the
Hegemony compound. ™Y ou honor our humble abode," said Bean.

"l do, don't I," said Peter with asmile. "The baby's adeep?’
"Sorry, you don't get to watch me nurse him," said Petra.

"l have good news and bad news," said Peter.

They waited for him to tell them.

"I need you to go back to Rwanda, Julian.”

"| thought the Rwandan government was with us," said Petra

"It'snot araid,” said Peter. "l need you to take command of the Rwandan military and incorporateit into
the Hegemony forces.”

Petralaughed. "Y oure kidding. Felix Starman isgoing to ratify your Congtitution?"

"Hard to believe, but yes, Felix isambitious the way 1'm ambitious— he wants to create something that
will outlive him. He knows that the best way for Rwandato be safe and freeisfor there to be no armies
intheworld. And the only way for that to happen isto have aworld government that will maintain the

liberd vaues he has created in his Rwanda—ed ections, individud rights, the rule of law, universa
education, and no corruption.”

"Weve read your Congtitution, Peter," said Bean.

"He asked for you in particular,” said Peter. ""His men saw you when you took Volescu. They cdl you
the African Giant now."

"Darling," sad Petrato Bean. "Y ou're agod now, like Virlomi."

"The question is whether you're woman enough to be married to agod,” said Bean.

"| shade my eyesand it kegps me from going blind.”

Bean smiled and turned to Peter. "Does Felix Starman know how long I'm not expected to live?
"No," said Peter. "l regard that as a Sate secret.”

"Oh no," said Petra. "Now we can't tell each other.”

"How long will you expect meto stay?'

"Long enough for the Rwandan army to transfer itsloyaty to the Free People.”

"Toyou?'



"To the Free People," said Peter. "I'm not creating a cult of persondity here. They have to be committed
to the Condtitution. And to defending the Free People who have accepted it.”

"In practical terms, adate, please," said Bean.
"Until after the plebiscite, at least,” said Peter.
"And | can go with him?" asked Petra

"Your choice" said Peter. "It's probably safer there than here, but it'salong flight. Y ou can write the
Martd essaysfrom anywhere.”

"Julian, he'sleaving it up to us. We're Free People now too!"

"All right, I'll doit,” said Bean. "Now what's the good news?"

"Thatwas the good news," said Peter. "The bad news isthat we've had a sudden and unexpected
shortfal in revenue. It will take months, at least, to make up what we abruptly stopped receiving.
Therefore we're cutting back on projects that don't contribute directly to the goals of the Hegemony."

Petralaughed. "Y ou have the cheek to ask usto help you, when you're cutting off funding for our
search?'

"Y ou see? Y ou immediately recognized that your search was not contributing.”
"Y ou're searching, too," said Bean. "Tofind the virus."

"If itexids," sad Peter. "In al likelihood, Volescu isteasing us, and the virus doesn't actually work and
hasn't been dispersed.”

"So you're going to bet the future of the human race on that?"

"No I'm not," said Peter. "But without abudget for it, it's beyond our reach. However, it isnot beyond
the reach of the International FHeet."

"You'returning it over to them?"

"I'm turning Volescu over to them. And they're going to continue the research into the virus he devel oped
and where he might have dispersed it, if he did.”

"The|.F. can't operate on Earth.”

"They canif they're acting against an alien threat. If Volescu's virusworks, and it's released on Earth, it
would create a new species designed to completely replace humanity in asingle generation. The
Hegemon hasissued a secret finding that V olescu's virus condtitutes an dien invasion, which the | .F. has
kindly agreed to track down and ... repel for us."

Bean laughed. "Wdll, it ssemswethink aike."

"Redly?' said Peter. "Oh, you'rejust flattering me."



"| dready turned over our search to the Ministry of Colonization. And we both know that Graff isredly
functioning asabranch of thel.F."

Peter regarded him camly. " So you knew 1'd have to cut the budget for your search.”

"I knew that you didn't have the resources no matter how much budget you have. Ferreirawas doing his
best, but ColMin has better software.”

"Well, everything'sworking out happily for everyone, then,”" said Peter, standing up to go.
"Evenfor Ender,” said Bean.

"Y our baby'salucky little boy," said Peter, "to have such attentive parents." And he was out the door.

Volescu looked tired when Bean went to see him. Old. Confinement wasn't good for him. He was not
suffering physicaly, but he seemed to be growing wan as a plant kept in acloset without sun.

"Promise me something,” said Volescu.

"What?' asked Bean.

"Something. Anything. Bargain with me."

"The onething you want," said Bean, "you will never have again.”

"Only because you're vindictive," said Volescu. "Ungrateful—you exist because | made you, and you
keep mein thisbox."

"It'sagood-sized room. It's air-conditioned. Compared to the way you treated my brothers...."
"They were not legaly—"

"And now you have my babies hidden away. And avirus with the potentia to destroy the human
rac E n

"Improve it—"

"Eraseit. How can you be given your freedom again? Y ou combine grandiosity with amordlity.”
"Rather like Peter Wiggin, whom you serve so faithfully. Hislittle toad.”

"Theword is'toady, " saidBean.

"Y et hereyou are, visting me. Could it be that JulianDelphiki, my dear half-nephew, hasaproblem |
could help himwith?*

"Same questions as before,” said Bean.



"Same answer," said Volescu. "I have no ideawhat happened to your missing embryos.”

Bean sighed. "I thought you might want a chance to square things with me and Petra before you leave
thisEarth."

"Oh, comeon," said Volescu. "Y ou're threatening me with the desth penaty ?'

"No," said Bean. "Y ouresmply ... leaving Earth. Peter isturning you over to the I.F. On the theory that
your virusisan dieninvason.”

"Only ifyou're andieninvasion,” said Volescu.

"But | am,” said Bean. "I'm thefirst of arace of short-lived giant geniuses. Think how much larger a
population the Earth can sustain when the average age at death is eighteen.”

"Y ou know, Bean, there's no reason for you to die young.”

"Redly?Y ou have the antidote?"

"Nobody needs an antidote to destiny. Death from giantism comes from the strain on your heart, trying
to pump so much blood through so many kilometers of arteries and veins. If you get away from gravity,
your heart won't be overtaxed and you won't die.”

"You think | haven't thought of that?' said Bean. "I'll ftill continuetogrow."”

"Soyou get large. Thel.F. can build you aredly big ship. A colony ship. Y ou can gradudly fill it up with
your protoplasm and bones. Y ou'd live foryears, tied to the walls of the ship like abaloon. An enormous
Gulliver. Y our wife could comevigt you. And if you get too big, well, there's dways amputation. Y ou

could become abeing of pure mind. Fed intravenoudy, what need would you have of belly and bowels?
Eventudly, al you redlly need isyour brain and spine, and they need never die. A mind eterndly

growing."

Beanstood up. "Isthat what you created me for, Volescu? To bea limbless crippled monster out in
pace?!

"Silly boy," said Volescy, "to ordinary humansyou areadyare amonger. Their worst nightmare. The
speciesthat will replace them. But to me, you're beautiful. Even tethered to an artificid habitat, even
limbless, trunkless, voiceless, you'd be the most beautiful creature dive.”

"And yet you came within onetoilet-tank lid of killing me and burning my body."

"l didntwanttogotojail.”

"Y et hereyou are," said Bean. "And your next prisonisout in space.”

"l canlivelike Progpero, refining my artsin solitude.”

"Prospero had Arid and Cdiban," said Bean.

"Don't you understand?’ said VVolescu." You're my Cdiban. And al your little children—they're my



Ariels. I've spread them over the earth. Y ou'll never find them. Their mothers have been taught well.
They'll mate, they'll reproduce before their giantism becomes obvious. Whether my virusworks or not,
your children aremy virus."

"So that'swhat Achilles plotted?”

"Achilles?' Volescu laughed. "That bloody-handed little moron? 1 told him your babies were dead.
That'sal he wanted. Fool."

"So they're not dead.”

"All dive. All implanted. By now, perhaps, some of them born, since those with your abilitieswill be
born two months premature.”

"Y ou knew that and didn't tell us?"

"Why should I? The ddivery was safe, wasn't it? The baby was mature enough to breathe and function
onitsown?'

"What €lse do you know?"

"I know that everything will work out. Julian, look at yoursdlf, man! Y ou escaped at the age of one.
Which means that seventeen months after conception, you were able to survive without parents. | don't
have even the tiniest worry about the health of your babies, and neither should you. They don't need you,
because you didn't need anybody. Letthem go. Let them replace the old species, bit by bit, over the
generationsto come.”

"No," said Bean, "I lovethe old species. And | hate whatyoudid to me."

"Without 'what | did to you," al you'd beis Nikola."

"My brother isawonderful person. Kind. And very smart.”

"Very smart, but not as smart as you. Would youreally trade with him?Would you redly liketo be as
dull-witted as heis, compared to you?"'

Whereupon Bean |eft, having no answer to Volescu'slast question.
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Re Investment Counsdor

Y our ideaof converting the Fantasy Game software into an investment counsglor isgoing surprisingly
well. We haven't had time to do more than short-term testing, but so far it has outpicked al the experts.
We are paying Ender's pension fundsto it. As you suggested, we are making sure that al investmentsare
under falseidentities, we are also making sure the software is hooked widely over the netsin endlessy
sf-varying forms. It will be effectively untracegble and unkillable unless someone is making a systematic
internationa effort to wipeit out, which isunlikely to happen aslong as no one suspectsit'sthere.

Ender willhave no need of thismoney on his colony, and helll do abetter job if he's not aware that it's
there. Thefirgt time he enters the nets after his subjective twenty-first birthday, the software will reves
itself to him aong with the extent of hisinvestments. Given the amount of timein travel done, Ender will
come of age with anoticeable fortune. Considerably more, | might add, than even the most optimigtic
projections of the value of Hegemony bonds,

But Ender's finances are not an emergency, and your children are.

A different team is tweaking the database your Ferreira sent us so it yields us more useful information. It
involvesalot of additional research, not by raw data-seeks, but by individua operatorstrawling various
medicad, voting, tax, red estate, moving company, transportation and other databases, some of them not
legally available. Instead of getting thousands of positives, of which noneislikely to be ussful, we are
now getting hundreds of positives of which some might actualy go somewhere.

Sorry it takestime, but once we get a decent positive, we have to check it out, often with landside
personnd. And for obvious reasons, we don't have many of those to work with.

Meanwhile, | suggest you keep in mind that our deal depends on your making Peter Hegemon in fact as
well as name before you go. Y ou asked me what my standard of successwould be. Y ou can go when:
Peter has firm control over more than 50% of the world's population, or Peter has sufficient military force
that he is assured of victorywhether or not anypotential opponent isled by Battle School graduates.



Therefore: Y es, Bean, we expect you to go to Rwanda. We are your best hope for your and your
children'ssurviva, and you are our best hope for assuring Peter will prevail and achieve unity and generd
peace. Y our task beginswith getting Peter that irresstible military force, and our task beginswith finding
your babies.

Likeyou, | hope both our tasks turn out to be achievable.

Alai had thought that once he took control of the complex in Damascus, he'd be freeto rule as Cdiph.
It didn't take long to learn otherwise.

All the men in his palace complex, including his bodyguards, obeyed him implicitly. But assoon ashe
tried to leave, even to ride around in Damascus, those he trusted most would begin to plead with him.
"It'snot safe," Ivan Lankowski would say. "When you got rid of the people controlling you here, it
panicked their friends. And their friendsinclude those who are commanding our armies everywhere.”
"They followed my planinthewar," said Ala. "'l thought they were loyd to the Cdiph.”

"They wereloyal to victory," said Ivan. "Y our plan was brilliant. And you ... were in Ender's Jeesh. His
closest friend. Of coursethey followed your plan.”

"So they bdieved in me from Battle School, but not as Caliph.”

"They believein you as Cdiph,” said Ivan. "But more as the figurehead kind of Caliph who makes vague
religious pronouncements and encouraging speeches, while you have wazirs and warlordsto do dl the
nasty tediouswork like making decisions and giving commands.”

"How far doestheir control reach?' asked Alai.

"It'simpossibleto know," said Ivan. "Herein Damascus, your loya servants have caught and liminated
severd dozen agents. But | would not let you board an aircraft in Damascus—miilitary or commercid.”

"Soif | can't trust Mudims, drive me over the Golan Heightsinto Isradl, and let mefly on an Isradli jet.”

"The same group that refusesto obey you in Indiais aso saying that our accommodation with the
Zionigswas an offense againg God."

"They want to gartthat nightmaredl over agan?"
"They long for the good old days."

"Y es, when Mudim armies were humiliated | eft and right, and the world feared Mudims because so



many innocents were murdered in the name of God.”

"Y ou don't haveto argue withme," said Ivan pleasantly.

"Well, lvan," said Ala, "if | stay here, then someday my enemieswill finishin India—either they'll win or
they'll lose. Either way, they'll come here, made mad by victory or by defedt, it doesn't matter which.
Either way, I'll be dead, don't you think?"

"Oh, definitely, sr. We do haveto find away to get you out of here."

"No plan?’

"All kinds of plans" said Ivan. "But they al involve saving your life. Not saving the Cdiphate.”

"If | run away, then the Cdiphateislog.”

"And if you stay, then the Cdiphateisyours until the day you die.”

Ala laughed. "Well, Ivan, you've analyzed it well. So | have no choice. | haveto go to my enemiesand
destroy them.”

"| suggest you use amagic carpet,” said Ivan, "asthe most reliable form of transportation.”
"Y ou think only agenie could get meto Indiato face Generd Rgam?"

"Alive, yes."

"Then | must contact my genie" said Alai.

"Isthisagood time?" asked lvan. "With the madwoman'slatest vid al over the nets and the media,
Rgam isgoing to be acrazy man."

"That'sthebest time," said Alai. "By the way, Ivan, can you tell mewhy Rgam's nicknameis
'Andariyy'?'

"Would it hdpif | told you that he chose the nickname 'thick rope himsdf?"
"Ah. So it doesn't refer to histenacity or strength.”

"Hewould say it does. Or at least the tenacity of a particular part of his body."
"And yet... ropeislimp.”

"Thick ropeisnt.”

"Thick ropeisaslimp asany other,” said Ala, "unlessit's very short."

Ivan laughed. "I'll make sure to repest thisjoke at Rggam's funerd.”

"Just don't repest it at mine."



"I will not beat your funerd,” said Ivan, "unlessit'samass grave.”

Ala went to his computer and began to compose afew emails. Within ahaf hour of sending them, he
received atelephone call from Felix Starman of Rwanda.

"I'm sorry totdll you," said Felix, "that | cannot allow Mudim teachersinto Rwanda.”
"Fortunately,” said Ala, "thet isn't why | called."
"Excdlent," said Fdix.

"l am cdling in theinterest of world peace. And | understand you have aready made your decison
about who isthe best hope of humankind for achieving that god—no, say no names."

"Since | have no ideawhat you're talking about—"

"Excelent,” said Ala. "A good Mudim aways assumesthat unbdlievers have noidea They both
laughed. "All | ask isthat you let it be known that there isaman crossing the Rub' d Khdi on foot
because his camel won't [et him mount and ride.”

"And you wish someone to hel p this poor wanderer?"

"God watches over dl his creatures, but the Caliph cannot always reach out ahand to do God's will."

"I hope this poor unfortunate will be helped as soon as possible,” said Felix.

"Let it be soon. | am ready at any timeto hear good news of him."

They said their good-byes, and Alai got up and went in search of Ivan.

"Pack," hesaid.

Ivan raised his eyebrows. "What will you need?'

"Clean underwear. My most flamboyantly Cdiph-like costume. Three men who will kill a my command
and will not turn their wegpons on me. And aloya man with avideo camerawith afully charged battery
and plenty of film."

" Should the vidman be one of the loya soldiers? Or a separate person?”

"Let dl theloya soldiers be part of the video crew.”

"And shall | be one of these three?"

"That isfor you to decide," said Ala. "If | fail, the men who are with mewill surdly die”

"Better to die quickly before the face of God's servant than dowly at the hands of God's enemies,” said
Ivan.

"My favorite Russan,” sad Alal.



"I'm aKazakh Turk," Ivan reminded him.

"God was good to send you to me.”

"And good when he gave you to dl of thefathful.”

"Will you say so when | have done dl that | mean to do?'

"Always" said Ivan. "Always| am your faithful servant.”

"You areaservant only to God," said Alai. "To me, you are afriend.”

An hour later, Ala received an emall that he knew was from Petra, despite the innocent signature. It was
arequest that he pray for achild that was undergoing an operation at the largest hospital in Beirut at
seven o'clock the next morning. "Wewill begin our own prayersat fivein the morning,” said the letter, "so
that dawn will find us praying.”

Ala merely answered, "1 will pray for your nephew, and for al those who love him, that he may live. Let
it be as God wills, and wewill rgoicein hiswisdom.”

So hewould haveto go to Beirut. Well, the drive was easy enough, the problem was doing it without
adarming anyonethat his enemies had set to spy on him.

When he left the palace complex, it wasin agarbage truck. Ivan had protested, but Alai told him, "A
Cdiphwhoisafraid to befilthied on God's errand is unworthy to rule.” He was sure thiswould be
written down and, if helived, would be included in abook of the wisdom of Cdiph Alai. A book he
hoped would be long and worth reading, instead of brief and embarrassing.

Dressed as apious old woman, Ala rodein the back seat of alittle old sedan driven by asoldier in
civilian clothes and afa se beard much longer than hisreal one. If helogt, if he waskilled, then the fact
that he dressed this way would be taken as proof that he was never worthy to be Caiph. But if hewon, it
would be part of thelegend of hiscleverness.

The old woman accepted awheelchair to take her into the hospital, pushed by the bearded man who
had driven her to Bairut.

On the roof, three men with ordinary, scuffed suitcases were waiting. It was ten minutesto five.

If someone in the hospital had noticed the disappearance of the old woman, or looked for the
wheelchair, or wondered about the three men who had arrived separately, each carrying clothing for a
family member to wear home, then word might already have gone out to Alai's enemies. If someone
cameto investigate, and they had to kill him, it would be as good as setting off an darm by Rgam'sown
bed.

Three minutes before five, two young doctors, a man and awoman, came onto the roof, ostensibly to
smoke. But soon they withdrew out of the sight of the men waiting with their suitcases.

Ivan looked at Alai questioningly. Alai shook hishead. "They are hereto kiss" he said. "They are afraid
of usreporting them, that'sall.”

Ivan, being careful, got up and walked to where he could see them. He came back and sat down. "More



than kissng," he whispered.

"They should not do that if they aren't married,” said Alai. "Why do people dways think that the only
two choices are ether to follow the harshest shari'ah or dse discard dl the laws of God?"

"You have never beeninlove" sad Ivan.

"You think not?' said Alai. "Just because | can't meet any women does not mean | haven't loved.”

"With your mind," said Ivan, "but | happen to know that with your body you have been pure.”

"Of courseI'm pure,” said Alai. "I'm not married.”

A medical chopper approached. It was exactly five o'clock. When it came close enough, Alai could see
that it wasfrom an Isragli hospital.

"Do Isradli doctors send patientsto Beirut?' asked Alai.

"L ebanese doctors send patientsto Isradl," said lvan.

"'So must we expect that our friendswill wait until this chopper leaves? Or are these our friends?'

"Y ou have hidden in garbage and dressed asawoman,” said Ivan. "What isriding in aZionist helicopter
compared to that?'

The chopper landed. The door opened. Nobody got out.

Ala picked up the suitcase that he knew was his because it was light—filled only with clothesinstead of
weaponry—and walked boldly to the door.

"Am | the passenger you camefor?”

The pilot nodded.

Alai turned to look back toward where the couple had gone to kiss. He saw aflurry of motion. They
had seen. They would speak of it.

He turned back to the pilot. " Can this chopper carry dl five of us?’
"Eadly," said thepilot.
"What about seven?"

The pilot shrugged. "Wefly lower, dower. But we often do."

Ala turned to Ivan. "Please invite our young loversto comewith us.” Then Alai climbed into the
helicopter. In moments, he had the women's clothing off. Underneeth, he was wearing asimple western
business auit.

In moments, apair of terrified doctors climbed into the helicopter at gunpoint, in various stages of
deshabille. Apparently they had been warned to maintain absol ute silence, because when they saw Alai



and recognized him, the man went white and the woman began to weep while trying to refasten her
dothing.

Ala cameand knélt in front of her. "Daughter of God," he said, "I am not concerned about your
immodesty. | am concerned that the man you offered your nakednessto is not your husband.”

"Wewill be married,” she said.

"Then when that happy day comes,” said Alai, "your nakedness will bless your husband, and his
nakedness will belong to you. Until then, | have this clothing for you." He handed her the costume he had
worn. "'l do not ask that you dresslike thisal the time. But today, when God has seen how your heart
intended to S, perhgps you might cover yourself in humility.”

"Can shewait to dress until werreinthe air?' asked the pilot.

"Of course" said Alai.

"Everybody strap down," said the pilot.

There weren't enough seats aong the Sides; the center was meant to hold agurney. But Alai's driver
grinned and inssted on standing. "I've ridden choppersinto battle. If | can't keep my feet in amedica
chopper, | deserve some bruises.”

The chopper tilted asit roseinto the air, but soon it found aworkable equilibrium, and the woman
unstrapped and awkwardly dressed herself. All the men looked away, except her companion, who
helped her.

Meanwhile, Alai and the pilot conversed, making no attempt to lower their voices.

"I don't want these two with usfor the main enterprise,” said Alai. "But | don't want to kill them ether.
They need timeto find their way back to God."

"They can behed in Haifa," said the pilot. "Or | can have them taken on to Malta, if that would suit you
better."

"Hafawill do."

It wasn't along journey, even flying low and dow. By thetimethey arrived, the doctors were quiet and
looked penitent, holding handsand trying not to look a Alai too much. They landed on the roof of a
hospital in Haifa, and the pilot turned off the engine and got out to converse for amoment with aman
dressed like a doctor. Then he opened the door. "I haveto lift off again,” he said, "to make room for your
transportation. So you need to come out now. Except those two."

The doctors looked at each other, frightened.

"They'll be safe?" asked Alai.

"Better if they don't see your transportation come and go," said the pilot. "It will soon be dawn and
thereésalittlelight. But they'll be safe.”

Alai touched them both as he left the chopper.



He and his men watched asthe medica chopper lifted off. Instantly, another chopper arrived, but this
time along-range battlg t, large enough to carry many soldiersinto battle, and armed heavily enough to
get them past alot of obstacles.

The door opened, and Peter Wiggin stepped ouit.

Ala waked upto him. "Sdaam," he said.

"And inyou, too, let there be peace," sad Peter.

"Y ou look more like Ender than the public photographs show.”

"l have them retouched by computer to make me look older and smarter,” said Peter.

Ala grinned. "It was nice of you to give usaride.”

"When Felix told me the sad story of that londly pedestrian in the Empty Quarter, | couldn't pass up the
chanceto help.”

"| thought it would be Bean," said Alal.

"It'sawhole bunch of men trained by Bean," said Peter. "But Bean himsdlf is on another errand. In
Rwanda, asit happens.”

"So that's happening now?' asked Alal.

"Oh, no," said Peter. "We won't make amove until we see how your little adventure turns out.”

"Thenlet'sgo,” sad Ala.

Peter invited Ala to take precedence, but then he himself entered before any of Ala's soldiers.lvan
made asif to protest, but Alai gestured for himto relax. Alai had already bet everything on Peter'sbeing
cooperative and trustworthy. Now was not the time to worry about nation or kidnapping. Even
though there were twenty Hegemony soldiers dready insde, aswell asa sizable amount of equipment.
Alai recognized the Thai-looking commander as someone he knew from Battle School. Had to be
Suriyawong. Alai nodded to him. Suriyawong nodded back.

Once they were under way and on jet power—this time without any embarrassed woman having to be
officidly rebuked and forgiven and dressed—Peter indicated the men who were with him.

"l assumed,” said Peter, "that the lone hitchhiker our mutua friend told me about didn't need alarge
escort.”

"Only enough to get meto where a certain thick ropeis coiled like a snake.”
Peter nodded. "' have friends currently trying to find his exact location."”
Ala amiled. "I assumeit'sfar from the front.”

"If he'sin Hyderabad," said Peter, "then he will be under extremely heavy guard. But if he's acrossthe



border in Pakistan, security will not be unusudly heavy."
"Either way," said Ala, "1 will not have your men exposed to danger.”

"Or observed," said Peter. "It wouldn't do for too many people to know you were brought to rea power
with the help of the Hegemon.”

"Y ou do seem to be a hand whenever | make aplay for power."
"Thisisthelast time, if youwin," sad Peter.

"Thisisthelast time ether way," said Ala, then grinned. "Either the soldierswill follow me or they
won't."

"They will," said Peter. "'If they get the chance.”
Ala indicated hissmall escort. "That'swhat my cameracrew is hereto ensure.”

Ivan smiled and lifted his shirt enough to show that he was wearing a bulletproof vest and carrying
grenades and clips and amachine pistol.

"Oh," saidPeter. "1 thought you had gained weight.”
"We Battle School boys," said Ala, "we dways have aplan.”
"Y ou're not going to fight your way in, then."

"We're going to wak in asif we expected to be obeyed,” said Alai. "With camerasralling. It'sasmple
plan. But it doesn't have to work for very long. That thick rope, it awaysdid love acamera.”

"A vain and bruta man, my sources say," said Peter. "And not stupid.”
"Well see" said Alai.

"I think you're going to succeed,” said Peter.

"Sodol."

"And when you do," said Peter, "I think you're going to do something about the things Virlomi has been
complaining about.”

"It's because of those thingsthat | could not wait for a more opportune time. | must wash Idam clean of
thisbloody gain.”

"I believe that with you as Caliph, the Free People of Earth can coexist with aunited ISam,” said Peter.
"l believe so aswell," said Ala.. "Though | can never say s0."

"But what | want," said Peter, "isinsurancethat | can usein case you don't survive. Either today or at
some future point, | want to make sure | don't haveto faceaCaliph | can't coexist with."



Peter handed Alai acouple of sheets of paper. It was ascript. Alai began to read.

"If you die anatura death and pass on your throne to someone you have chosen, then I'll have no need
of this" said Peter. "But if you were murdered or kidnapped or exiled or otherwise dethroned by force,
then | want this

"Andwhat ifyou arekilled or otherwise forcibly removed from office?' asked Ala. "What happensto
thisvid then, assuming | say thesethingsfor the camera?’

"Try to encourage your followers not to think that killing mewould be good for Idam,” said Peter, "and
my soldiers and doctorswill guard against any other possible causes of my untimely death.”

"In other words, | just havetorisk it," said Alai.

"Come now," said Peter, "the only way thisvid will be useful isif you aren't around to repudiate it. And if
I'm deed, it will have no value to my unworthy successor."

Ala nodded. "True enough.”

He stood up, opened his suitcase, and dressed in the flamboyant costume of a Caliph asthe Mudim
people expected to see him. Meanwhile, Peter's vidman set up his equipment—and the backdrop, so it
wouldn't be obvious it was taped on a battlecraft, surrounded by soldiers.

At the gate of the heavily guarded military complex at Hyderabad— once the headquarters of the Indian
military, then of the Chinese occupiers, and now of the Pakistani "liberators'—three motorcycles pulled
up, two of them carrying two men each, and the third asingle rider with a satchel on the seat behind him.

They stopped well back from the gate, so no one would suppose it was an attempt at a suicide bombing.
They dl held up their hands so some trigger happy guard wouldn't take a shot at them while one of the
men pulled avideo cameraout of the satchd and fitted a satellite feed to the top of it.

That got the atention of the guards, who immediately phoned for advice from someonein authority.

Only when the camerawas ready did the man who had been done on his cycle ped back thetraveling
coat that had covered him. The guards were dmost blinded by the whiteness of hisrobes, and long
before he had his kaffia-cloth and 'aga-rope in place on his head.

Even the guards who weren't close enough to recognize him by face guessed from the clothing and from
the fact that he was ayoung black man that their Cdiph had come to see them. None of the common
soldiers and few of the officers suspected that Generad Rgjam would not be happy to have avigt from
the Caliph. So they raised their voicesin cheers—some of them in an ululation meant to suggest the cries
of Arab warriorsriding into battle, though al the soldiers here were Pakistani.

The camerarolled as Alai raised hisarmsto receive the adulation of his people.

He strode through the checkpoint unmolested.



Someone brought him ajeep, but he refused and kept walking. But the vidman and his crew got into the
jeep and rode dong beside and then ahead of the Caliph. While the Cdiph's aide, Ivan Lankowski,
dressed in civilian clotheslike the vid crew, explained to the officerswho trotted ongside him that the
Caliph was here to bestow upon General Rgjam the honors he had earned. He expected Generd Rgjam
and those men he wished to have share this honor greet the Cdiph in the open square before dl of the
Cdiph'ssoldiers.

Thisword quickly spread, and before long, Alai's progress was accompanied by thousands of uniformed
soldiers, cheering and caling hisname. They kept a path clear for the vid crew, and those who thought
they might be within line of Sght of the cameramade an especidly exuberant show of their lovefor the
Cdliph, in case someone from home was watching and might recognize them.

Ala was reasonably confident that whatever Rgjam might be planning, hewouldn't do it in front of alive
satdllite feed, with thousands of soldierslooking on. Rgjam would have had Alai diein aplane crash on
theway, or be nated somewhere far from Rgjam himself. Now that he was here, Rggam would
play awaiting game, to see what Ala was up to, meanwhile looking for some innocent-seeming way for
Alai to be gotten rid of—xkilled, or trundled back to Damascus and kept under closer guard.

AsAla expected, Rgam waited for him at the top of the imposing stairs leading up to the finest-looking

building in the compound. But Alai walked up only afew steps and stopped, turning his back on Rgjam
and facing the soldiers ... and the camera. The light was good here.

The vid crew took their places at the bottom of the steps.

Ala hed up hisarmsfor silence and waited. The shouting died down.
"Soldiers of God!" he shouted.

A hugeroar, but it subsided at once.

"Whereisthe general who hasled you?"

Another cheer... but one that was noticeably less enthusiastic. Alai hoped that Rgjam wouldn't be too
resentful of the differencein their popularity.

Alai did not look—he counted on Ivan to signa him when Rgjam was near. He saw |van beckoning to
Raamto take hisplace at Ala'sleft hand, directly in front of the camera.

Ivan signaled. Alai turned and embraced and kissed Rgjam.

Stab meto death right now, Alai wanted to say. Because thisisyour last chance, you treasonous,
murdering dog.

Instead, he spoke softly into Rgjam's ear. "Asmy old friend Ender Wiggin used to say, Rgjam, the
enemy'sgateisdown.”

Then helet go of the embrace, ignoring the puzzled look on Rgam's face, and took his hand, offering
him to the cheering of the soldiers.

Ala raised hishandsfor sllence and got it.



"God has seen dl the deeds that have been donein hisname herein Indial™

Cheering. But aso, on some faces, uncertainty. They had seen Virlomi'svid, including the most recent
one. Some of them, the brightest of them, knew that they could not be sure what Alai meant by this.

"And God knows, asyou dl know, that nothing has been done in Indiaexcept by the will of Genera
Rgjam!"

The cheering was definitely half-hearted.
"Now isthe day God has appointed to pay the debt of honor that is owed!"

The cheer had barely started when the camera crew pulled out their machine pistols and filled Rgam's
body with bullets.

At first many of the soldiers thought it was an assassination attempt on the Cdliph, and therewas aroar.
Ala was glad to see that these were not the Mudim soldiers of history—few fled from the bullets, and
many rushed forward. But Ala raised hisarms and strode to a higher position, above the body of Rgjam.
At the sametime, as he had instructed them, Ivan and thetwo men who were not holding thecamera
bounded up the steps and stood in line with Alai and raised their weapons above their heads.

"Allahu akbar!" they cried in unison. "Muhammed is his prophet! And Alai isCdiph!”

Agan Alai raised hishands, and waited until he had relative silence and the rush toward the steps had
ceased. Now therewere soldiers al around him.

"The crimes of Andariyy Rajam have made a stink throughout the world! The soldiers of Idam cameto
Indiaasliberators! 1n the name of God they came, asfriendsto our brothersand sistersin Indial But
Andariyy Rgjam betrayed God and his Cdliph by encouraging some of our people to commit terrible
crimed

"God has dready declared the pendty for such crimes! Now | have come to cleanse Idlam of such evil.
Never again will any man or woman or child have reason to fear the army of God! | command dl the
soldiers of God to arrest any man who committed atrocities against the people we cameto liberate! |
command the nations of the world to give no shdlter to these criminals. | command my soldiersto arrest
any man who ordered such atrocities, and any man who knew of the atrocities but did nothing to punish
the offenders. Arrest them and bear witness against them, and in the name of God | will judge them.

"If they refuse to submit themselvesto my authority, then they arein rebellion againgt God. Bring them to
me for judgment; if they do not resist you, and they are innocent, they have nothing to fear. In every city
and fortress, in every camp and airfield, let my soldiers arrest the offenders and bring them to the officers
who areloyd to God and the Cdliph!™

Ala held his posefor along ten seconds while the soldiers cheered. Then he saw the cameralowered,
as some soldiers dready dragged various men toward him and others ran for nearby buildings, in search
of others.

It was avery rough kind of justice that was going to go on now, asthe Mudim army toreitself apart.
And it would beinteresting to see where such men as Ghaffar Wahabi, the prime minister of Pakistan,
aigned themselves. It would be ashameto have to use thisarmy to subdue aMudim government.



But Alai had to act quickly, evenif it was messy. He could not afford to let any of the offenders get
away to plot againg him.

And as he watched the accused men being lined up in front of him, under the direction of Ivan and his
men, who seemed unlikely to bekilled today after dl, Alai spokeinside his mind: There, Hot Soup! See

how Alai adapted your trick to his purposes.
We dtill learn from each other, we soldiers of Ender's Jeesh.

Asfor you, Peter, keep your little vid. It will never be needed. For al men are only toolsin the hand of
God, and I, not you, am the tool God has chosen to unite the world.
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FOUND

From: Graff%pil grimage@colmin.gov
To:PADé phiki@Tuts Net.rw.net

Re: Canyoutravel?

Since your husband isbusy in Rwandaright now, | wonder if you are able to travel ? We expect no
physical danger gpart from the normd rigors of air travel. But with little Ender still so young, you will
probably want to leave him behind. Or not—if you wish to bring him, we will do our best to
accommodate you.

We have confirmed the identity of one of your children. A daughter. Naturdly, we are finding the
children who share Bean's genetic condition first. We have dready accessed blood samples from the
child, taken at the hospital because the birth was premature. The genetic match is absolute: Sheisyours.
Indl likeihood thiswill be difficult for the erstwhile parents, especidly for the mother, who, likethe
victim of the proverbia cuckoo, hasjust borne anotherfemaes child. | will understand completely if you
prefer not to be present. Y our presence, however, might aso help them believe in the redlity of thetrue
mother of "their” child. Your call.

Petrawas furious with Peter—and with Graff. These plotters, so sure they know what's best for
everyone. If they were holding off on the announcement of ratification while the turmoil—no, the



bloodbath—in the Mudlim world continued, then why couldn't Bean come with her to pick up thefirst of
their missing children to be found?

No, that wasimpossible, he needed to cement the dlegiance of the Rwandan military, and so on and so
on, asif it redly mattered. And most maddening of al, why did Bean go dong with it? Since when had
Bean becomeobedient? "I haveto stay,” he said, over and over, without any further explanation, despite
her demand for some kind of judtification.

Was Bean aplotter too? But not againsther, surdly. Why would he concedl histhinking from her? What
secrets would he keep?

But when it became clear that Bean would not come with her, Petra packed baby clothes, diapers, and
achange of clothesfor hersdlf into asingle bag, then scooped up little Ender and headed for Kayibanda
Airport.

She was met there by Mazer Rackham. Y ou cameto Kigali instead of meeting me there?' she said.

"Hello to you too," said Rackham. "We're not trusting commercid flights on this metter. We believe
Achilless network has been broken, but we can't risk having your baby kidnapped or you harmed en
route."

So Achilles il bends us and costs ustime and money, even after death. Or else he'sjust your excuse
for making sure you supervise everything directly. Why are Bean's and my children so important to you?
How do | know that you, too, don't have some plan to harness our children to the yoke of some noble
world-saving project?

What she said doud was, "Thank you."

They took off on aprivate|jet that pretended to belong to one of the big solar desalinization companies
that were developing the Sahara.

Nice to know which companiesthe.F. isusing as acover for planetside operations.

They overflew the Sahara, and Petra couldn't help but be pleased at the sight of arestored Lake Chad
and the vadt irrigation project surrounding it. She had read that the desalination on the Libyan coast was
now proceeding faster than evaporation, and that Lake Chad was aready affecting weather in the
surrounding area. But she had not been prepared to see so many kilometers of grasdand, or the herds of
animasgrazing onit. The grass and vines were turning sand and sahd into fertile soil again. And the
dazzling surface of Lake Chad was dotted with the sails of fishing boats.

They landed in Lisbon and Rackham took her first to ahotel, where she nursed Ender, cleaned herself
up, then put the baby into ading in front of her. Carrying him she went back down to the lobby, where
Rackham met her and led her to the limo waiting outside.

To her surprise, shefelt a sudden stab of fear. It had nothing to do with this car, or their destination
today. She remembered the day in Rotterdam when Ender was implanted in her womb. Bean emerged
from the hospita with her and the drivers of thefirst couple of taxis were smoking. So Bean made her get
inthethird one. He got into the first one himsdlf.

Thefirst two cabs had been part of akidnapping and murder plot, and Bean only narrowly escaped
death. The cab she entered was part of an entirely different plot—one to save her life.



"Y ou know thisdriver?' asked Petra.
Mazer nodded gravely. "We leave nothing to chance," he said. "The driver isasoldier. One of ours.”

Sothel.F. had trained military personnd on Earth, wearing civilian clothes and driving limousines. Such
ascandal.

They drove up into the hills, to alarge and lovely home with an astonishing view of the city and the bay
and, on aclear day, the Atlantic beyond. The Romans saw this place, ruled in this city. The Vandastook
it, and then the Visigoths. The Moors got it next, and then the Christians took it back. From this city,
sailing shipswent out and rounded Africaand colonized in Indiaand Chinaand Africaand, eventualy,
Brezil.

And yet it was nothing more than a human city in alovely setting. Earthquakes and fires had come and
gone, but people ill built in the hillsand on the flat. Storms and calms and pirates and war had taken
ship after ship, and yet people il put out to seawith nets or trade goods or guns. People made love and
grew babies, inthe mansionsjust asin thetiny houses of the poor.

She had come here from Rwanda, as humans had come out of Africafor fifty thousand years. Not as
part of atribe that climbed down into cavesto paint their stories and worship their gods. Not as part of a
wave of invaders. But... wasn't she here to take a baby out of awoman'sarms? To claim that what came
from this stranger's womb would belong toher from now on? Just as so many people had stood on the
hills overlooking the bay and said, Thisismine now, and it dways was mine, regardless of the people
who happen to think it belongs to them and have held this place dl their lives.

Mine mine mine. That was the curse and power of human beings— that what they saw and loved, they
had to have. They could shareit with other people but only if they conceived of those people as being
somehow their own. What we own is ours. What you own should aso be ours. In fact, you own nothing,
if wewant it. Because you are nothing. We are the real people, you are only posing as people in order to
try to deprive us of what God means usto have.

And now she understood for the first time the magnitude of what Graff and Mazer Rackham and, yes,
even Peter were d| trying to do.

They weretrying to get human beingsto define themselves asal belonging to onetribe.

It had happened briefly when they were threstened by creatures who truly were strangers; then the
human race had fdlt itsalf to be one people, and united in order to repel an enemy.

And the moment victory was achieved, it dl fell gpart, and |ong-pent-up resentments erupted into war.
Firgt the old rivary between Russaand the West. And when that was quelled by the|.F., and the old
polemarch fell and was replaced by Chamragnagar, the wars moved to different killing fields.

They even looked at the Battle School grads and said, Ours. Not free people, but the property of this
nation or that.

And now those same children, once property, were at the heads of some of the most powerful nations.
Ala, mortaring the bricks of hisfragmented empire with the blood of hisenemies. Han Tzu, restoring the
prosperity of Chinaas quickly as possible in order to emerge from defeat as a power in theworld. And
Virlomi, out in the open now, refusing to join any party, standing above politics, but Petraknew that she



would not release her hold on power.

Hadn't Petra sat with Han Tzu and Alai and controlled fleets and squadronsin distant wars? They
thought they were only playing agame—all of them thought that, except Bean, the secret-keeper—but
they were saving the world together. They loved being together. They loved being one, under the
leadership of Ender Wiggin.

Virlomi hadn't been with them then, but Petraremembered her aswell, asthe girl she turned to when she
was a captive in Hyderabad. She had given her amessage and Virlomi had taken the burden asif Petra
were ared person; she had delivered it to Bean and had helped Bean to come and save her. Now
Virlomi had created anew Indiaout of the wreckage of the old; she had given them something more
powerful than any mere elected government. She had given them adivine queen, adream and avision,
and Indiawas poised to become, for the first time, agreat power commensurate with her great
population and her ancient culture.

All three of them are making their nations great, in atime when the grestness of nationsisthe nightmare
of humanity.

How will Peter ever gain mastery over them? How will hetdll them, No, this city, that mountain, these
fidds, that 1ake, they do not belong to you or to any group or individua, they are part of Earth, and Earth
belongsto dl of us, asingletribe. One overgrown troop of baboons that have taken shelter in the shade
of this planet's night, that draw their life from the hest of this planet's day.

Graff and hisilk did their work too well. They found all of the children best suited to rule; but part of the
mix they selected for was ambition. And not just the desire to achieve or even surpass others—it was
aggression, the desire to rule and contral.

The need to have our own way.

| certainly haveit. If | had not fallen inlove with Bean and focused on our children, wouldn't | be one of
them? Only | would be hampered by the weakness of my country. Armenia has neither the resources nor
the nationa will to rule over great empires. But Alai and Han Tzu inherit centuries of empire and asense
of entitlement to rule. While Virlomi is making her own myth and teaching her people that their day of
destiny has come.

Only two of these great children have stepped outside the pattern, the great game of daughter and
dominetion.

Bean was never selected for aggression. He was selected for brilliance alone. His mind far outshone any
other. But he was not one of us. He could solve the strategic and tectica problems more easily than
anyone—more eadly than Ender. But he didn't care whether he ruled; he didn't care whether he won.
When he had an army of his own, he never won a battle—all his effort was spent on training his soldiers
and trying out hisidess.

That's why he was able to be the perfect shadow to Ender Wiggin. He did not need to surpass Ender.
All he wanted wasto survive. And, without knowing it, to belong. To love and be loved. Ender gave him
that. And Sister Carlotta. And me. But he never needed to rule.

Peter isthe other one. And hedoes need to rule, to surpass dl others. Especialy because he wasn't
selected for Battle School. So what tames him?



Ender Wiggin? Isthat it? Peter must be greater than his brother Ender. He can't do it by conquest
because heisn't amatch for these Battle Schoolers. He can't take the Meld against Han Tzu or Alai—or

Bean, or me, for that matter! Y et he must somehow be gregater than EnderWiggin, and Ender Wiggin
saved the human race.

Petra stood at the edge of the hill, across the street from the house where her second child waited for

her—a daughter she intended to take away from the woman who bore her. She looked out over the city
and saw hersdif.

| am asambitious as Hot Soup or Ala or any of them. Yet | fell in love with and determined to
marry—againgt hiswill—the only Battle Schooler who had no ambition of hisown. Why? Because |
wanted to have the next generation. | wanted the most brilliant children. Even as| told him that | wanted
none of them to have his ffliction, in fact | wanted them to haveit. To belike him. | wanted to be Eveto
anew species. | wanted my genesto be part of the future of humanity. And they will be.

But Bean will dso die. | knew that al dong. | knew that | would be ayoung widow. In the back of my
mind, | thought of that all dong. What aterrible thing to redlize about myself.

That'swhy | don't want him to take our babies away from me. | must have them dl, the way conquerors
have had to have this city.] must have them. That ismy empire.

What kind of lifewill they have, with mefor their mother?

"We can't put this off forever,” said Mazer Rackham.

"l wasjust thinking."

"You're gill young enough to believe that will get you somewhere,” said Rackham.

"No," shesaid. "No, I'm older than you think. I know that I can't think my way out of being who | am.”

"Why would you want to?' said Mazer Rackham. "Don't you know that you were dways the best of
them?'

She turned to him, suppressing the rush of pride, refusing to believeit. "That's nonsense. I'm the lesst.
The worst. The one that broke."

"The one that Ender pressed hardest, relied on most.He knew. Besides, | didn't mean the best at war. |
meant the best, period. The best at being human.”

Theirony of hearing him say that right after she redlized just how sdlfish and ambitious anddangerous
she was—she dmost laughed. Instead she reached out and touched his shoulder. "Y ou poor man,” she
sad. "You think of usasyour children.”

"No," said Rackham, "that would be Hyrum Graff."

"Did you have children? Before your voyage?!

Rackham shook his head. But she couldn't tell if he was saying, No, | had no children, or No, | won't
talk to you about this. "Let'sgo insde.”



Petra turned around, crossed the narrow street, and followed him through the gate of the garden and up
to the door of the house. It stood open in the early autumn sunlight. Bees hummed among the flowers of
the garden but none came into the house; what business did they havein there, when al they needed was
outsde?

The man and woman waited in the dining room of their house. A woman in civilian clothes—who

nevertheless seemed to Petralike a sol dier—stood behind them. Perhaps watching to make sure they
didnt try to run.

Thewife sat in an armchair and held their newborn daughter. Her husband leaned on the table. Hisface
was amask of despair. The woman had been crying. So they aready knew.

Rackham spoke at once. "I didn't want you to turn your baby over to strangers,” he said to the man and
woman. "l wanted you to see that the baby is going home to her mother.”

"But she dready hasababy," said thewoman. "Y ou didn't tell me that she already—"

"Yeshedid," said theman.

Petra sat down in achair across from the man, cornerwise from the woman. Ender wriggled alittle but
stayed adeep. "We meant to save the others, not to have them born al at once,” said Petra. "1 meant to
bear them dl myself. My husband isdying. | meant to keep having his children after he was gone.”

"But don't you have more? Can't you spare thisone?' The woman's voice was So piteous that Petra
hated hersdf for saying no.

Rackham spoke before she could. "This child isdready dying of the same condition that iskilling her
father. And her brother. That's why they were born prematurely.”

This only made the woman cling moretightly to the baby.

"Y ou'l have children of your own," said Rackham. "Y ou still have the four fertilized embryos you aready
Crested.”

The would-be father looked up a him blandly. "Well adopt next time," he said.

"Werredl very sorry," Rackham went on, "that these criminds stole the use of your womb to deliver
another woman's child. But the child istruly hers, and if you adopt, you should have children that were
willingly given up by their parents.”

The man nodded. He understood.

But the woman had the baby in her arms.

Petra spoke up. "Would you like to hold her brother?' She reached down and lifted Ender out of the
ding. "Hisnameis Andrew. Hesamonth old.”

The woman nodded.

Rackham reached down and took her daughter out of her arms. Petra handed Ender to her.



"My ...thegirl is... | cdl her Bella. My little Lourinha" She wegpt.

Lourinha? The baby's hair, such asit was, was brown. But apparently it didn't take much lightness of
hair to earn the gppellation "blonde.”

Petratook the girl from Rackham's hands. She was even smaller than Ender, but her eyeswere just as
intelligent and searching. Ender's hair was as black as Bean's. Bella's hair was more like Petras. It
startled her, how happy it made her that the baby took after her.

"Thank you for bearing my daughter,” said Petra. "1 grievefor your grief, but | hope you can dso rgoice
amyjoy."

Weeping, the woman nodded and clung now toEnder. Sheturned her face to the baby and spokein a
amadl babytak voice. "Estu fdiz em ter irminha? Estu felizinho?" Then she burdt into tears and handed
Ender to Rackham.

Standing, Petralaid Bellainto the ding where Ender had been. Then she took Ender from Rackham and
held him againgt her shoulder.

"I'm s0 sorry,” said Petra. "Please forgive mefor not |etting you keep my baby."
The man shook hishead. "N&o ha de que desculpar,” he said.

"Nothing to forgive," murmured the stern-looking woman who was apparently not just aguard, but aso
an interpreter.

Thewoman wailed in grief and legpt to her feet, upsetting the chair. She sobbed and babbled and
clutched at Bellaand covered her with kisses. But she didn't try to take the baby.

Rackham pulled Petraaway as the guard and the husband pulled the mother back and held her, till
wailing and sobbing, while Petraand Rackham |eft the house.

Back in the car, Rackham sat in back with Petra and took Ender out of her arms for the ride back to the
hotd. "They redly aresmdl," hesad.

"Bean cals Ender atoy person,” said Petra.
"l can seewhy," said Rackham.
"| fed like aredly polite kidnapper,” said Petra

"Don't," said Rackham. "Even though they were embryos when they were stolen from you, it wasa
kidnapping, and now you're getting your daughter back.”

"But these people did nothing wrong."
"Think again," said Rackham. "Remember how we found them."

They moved, she remembered. When V olescu's deadman switch triggered amessage, they moved.
"Why would they knowingly—"



"The wife doesn't know. Our ded with the husband was that we wouldn't tell. He's completely Sterile,
you see. Their attempt at in vitro fertilization didn't take. That'swhy hetook Volescu's offer and
pretended to hiswife that the baby was redlly theirs. He's the one that got the message and made up a
reason for them to moveto thishouse.”

"He didn't ask where the baby came from?”

"He'sarich man," said Rackham. "Rich people tend to take it for granted that things they want smply
cometo them.”

"Thewife meant no harm, though."

"Neither did Bean, and yet he'sdying,” said Rackham. "Neither did |, and yet | was sent on avoyage
that jumped me decades into the future, costing me everyone and everything. And you'l lose Bean, even
though you've done nothing wrong. Lifeisfull of grief, to exactly the degree we dlow ourselvesto love
other people.”

"l see" sad Petra. "Y ou're the Ministry of Colonization's resident philosopher.”

Rackham grinned. "The consolations of philosophy are many, but never enough.”

"| think you and Graff planned the whole history of theworld. | think you chose Bean and Peter for the
rolesthey're playing now."

"Yourewrong," said Rackham. "Flat wrong. All that Graff and | ever did was choose the children we
thought might win thewar and try to train than for victory. Wefailed again and again until we found
Ender. And Bean to back him up. And the rest of the Jeesh to help him. And when the last battle ended
and we had won, Graff and | had to face the fact that the solution to the one problem was now the cause
of another."

"The military geniuses you had identified would now tear the world gpart with their ambition.”

"Or be used as pawns to satisfy the ambitions of others, yes.”

"S0 you decided to use them as pawnsin your own game once again.”

"No," said Rackham softly. "We decided to find away to set most of them freeto live human lives.
Weéredill working on that.”

"Mogtof us?'

"There was nothing we could do for Bean," said Rackham.

"l guessnot,” said Petra.

"But then something happened that we hadn't planned on,” said Rackham. "Hadn't hoped for. He found
love. He became afather. The one we could do nothing for, you made him happy. So, | have to admit,
wefed alot of gratitude to you, Petra. Y ou could have been out there playing the game with the others."

He chuckled. "We would never have guessed it. Y ou're off the charts when it comes to ambition. Not
quite like Peter, but close. Y et somehow you set it dl asde.”



She amiled as bestificaly as she could.
If only you knew thetruth, she thought.
Or maybe he does know, but telling her that he admires her isaway of manipulating her...

Nobody ever completely meanswhat they say. Even when they think they're telling the truth, there's
aways something hidden behind their words.

It was dark when she got back to her own house in the military headquarters compound just outside
Kigali. Mazer Rackham did not come inside with her. So she carried both babies, Ender in the ding
again, and Bellaat her shoulder.

Bean was there, waiting for her. He ran to her and took the new baby from her and pressed his cheek to
the baby's cheek.

"Don't smother her, oaf," said Petra.

Helaughed and kissed her. They sat together on the edge of the bed, holding the two children, and then
trading, back and forth.

"Sevento go," said Petra.
"Wasit hard?' asked Bean.

"I'm glad you weren't there," said Petra. "'I'm not sure you would have been tough enough to go through
withit."
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VIRLOMI'SVISITORS

From: Imperid Sef%HotSoup@ForbiddenCity.ch.gov
To: Suriyawong@hegemon.gov

Re: We have found Paribatra

Suriyawong, | am relieved to tell you that Paribatra, the former prime minister of Thailand, has been
located. His hedlth is not good but with proper attention it is believed that he will recover aswell ascan
be expected for aman hisage.



The former government had nearly perfected the art of making people disgppear without actudly killing
them, but we are till tracking down other Thai exiles. | have great hopes of finding and releasing your
family members.

Y ou know that | opposed dl theseillegd actions againgt Thailand, its citizens, and its government. | have
now moved at thefirst opportunity to undo as much of the damage as| can.

For internal political reasons | cannot release Paribatra directly to Ambul's Free Thai organization at this
time, even though | fully expect that his group will be the core of the new government of Thailand and
look forward to an early reconciliation.

Aswefree Paribatrainto the care of the Hegemon, it seems appropriate that you who tried so hard to
save Thailand should be the oneto receive him.

Virlomi cameto Hyderabad, and in front of the gate of the military complex where she onceworked in
virtud captivity, drawing up plansfor wars and invasons she did not believe in, she now built ahut with
her own hands.

Each day she went to awell and drew water, even though there were few villagesin Indiathat did not
dready have clean running water. Each dawn she buried her night soil even though most villages had
working sewer systems.

Indians came to her by the hundreds, to ask her questions. When she was tired, she came out and wept
for them and begged them to go home. They went, but the next morning others came.

No soldiers came near her, so there was no overt provocation to the Mudimsinside the military
compound. Of course, she was controlling the Indian military, which grew in strength every day, through
her encrypted cellphones, which were siwapped out daily for freshly charged ones by aides posing as
ordinary supplicants.

Now and then someone from another land would come to see her. Her aides would whisper to them
that she would not speak to anyone who was not barefoot, and if they wore western business suits she
would offer them appropriate clothing, which they would not like, so it was better to be clad dready in
Indian clothing of their own choosing.

Three vigtors cameto her in one week of her vigil.



Thefirst was Tikal Chapekar. Emperor Han had freed him, dong with many other Indian captives. If he
had expected some kind of ceremony when he returned to India, he was disappointed.

He assumed &t first that the sllence from the media was because the Mudim conquerors would not alow
any mention of the return of theimprisoned Prime Minister to India

So he went to Hyderabad to complain to the Caliph himsdf, who now ruled over hisvast Mudim empire
from within the walls of the military compound there. He was dlowed to enter the compound, though
while hewaited in line at the checkpoint, he was curious about the hut afew dozen meters away, wherea
great many more Indians waited in line than waited to see the rulers of the nation.

"What isthat hut?' he asked. "Do ordinary citizens have to go therefirst before coming to this gate?'

The gate guards laughed at his question. "Y ou're an Indian, and you don't know that's where Virlomi
lives?'

"WhoisVirlomi?'

Now the guards grew suspicious. “"No Hindu would say that. Who are you?"'

He explained that he had been in captivity until just afew days ago, and was not aware of the news.
"News?' said one guard. "Virlomi isn't on thenews. She makes her own news.”

"Wish they'd just let us shoot her," muttered another.

"And then who would protect you asthey tore usdl limb from limb?" said another, quite cheerfully.
"S0 ... who is she?" asked Chapekar.

"Thesoul of Indiaisawoman," said the onewho had wanted to shoot her. He said "woman" with dl the
contempt he could put into asingle word. Then he spat.

"What office does she hold?" asked Chapekar.

"Hindus don't hold officesanymore,” said another guard. "Not even you, former Prime Miniger."
Chapekar felt awave of relief. Someone had recognized his name.

"Because you forbid the Indian people to eect their own government?

"Weadlow it," said the guard. "The Caliph declared an dection but nobody came.”

"No one voted?'

"No oneran for office.

Chapekar laughed. "India has been ademocracy for hundreds of years. People run for office. People
vote"



"Not when Virlomi asksthem not to servein any office until the Mudim overlordsleave India."

Now Chapekar understood everything. She was a charismatic, like Gandhi, centuries ago. Rather asad
one, since shewasimitating aprimitive Indian lifestyle that hadn't been the rule through most of Indiain
many lifetimes. Still, there was magic in the old icons, and with so many disasters befaling India, the
people would look for someone to capture their imagination.

Gandhi never becameruler of India, however. That job was for more practical people. If he could just
get the word out that he was back. Surely the Cdiph would want alegitimate Indian government restored
to help keep order.

After asuitable wait, he was ushered into a building. After another wait, he was brought to the anteroom
of the Cdiph's office. And finally he was brought into the Presence.

Except that the person he met with was not the Caliph at dl, but his old adversary, Ghaffar Wahabi, who
had been prime minister of Pakistan.

"I thought to see the Cdliph," said Chapekar, "but I'm glad to see you first, my old friend.”

Wahabi smiled and nodded, but he did not rise and when Chapekar made asif to approach him, hands
restrained him. Still, they did not stop him from gitting in an armless chair, which was good, because
Chapekar tired easily these days.

"l am glad to sec that the Chinese have cometo their senses and set their prisonersfree. Thisnew
emperor they have isweak, amere boy, but aweak Chinaisbetter for al of us, don't you think?"

Chapekar shook his head. "The Chinese people love him."

"Idam has ground the face of Chinainto the dust,”" said Wahabi.

"Has Idam ground the face of Indiainto the dust aswell?" asked Chapekar.

"There were excesses, under the previous military leadership. But Cdiph Alai, may God preserve him,
put a stop to that some time ago. Now the leader of the Indian rebels Sits outside our gate, and we are

untroubled, and she and her followers are unmolested.”

"So now Mudim ruleisbenign,” said Chapekar. "And yet when the Indian Prime Minigter returns, there
isnot aword on television, not an interview. No car waiting for him. No office.”

Wahabi shook his head. "My old friend," he said. "Don't you remember? As the Chinese surrounded
and swallowed up your armies, asthey swept across India, you made agreat public pronouncement.
Yousad, if | remember rightly, that there would be no government in exile. That the ruler of Indiafrom
then onwould be ... and | say thiswith al modesty ... me."

"l meant, of course, only until | returned.”

"No you were very clear,” said Wahabi. "I'm sure we can get someoneto play you the vid. | can send
for someoneif you—"

"Y ou are going to hold Indiawithout agovernment because—"



"India has agovernment. From the mouth of the Indus to the mouth of the Ganges, from the Himaayas
to the waves that Iap the shores of Sri Lanka, the flag of Pakistan flies over aunited India. Under the
divindy inspired leedership of Caliph Alai, may Allah be thanked for him."

"Now | understand why you suppress news of my coming,” said Chapekar, risng to hisfeet. "You are
afrad of losing what you have."

"What | have?' Wahabi laughed. "We are the government, but Virlomi rules India. Y ou thinkwe blacked
out the news about you?Virlomi asked the Indian people not to look at television aslong asthe Mudim
invaders retained their unwelcome presence in Mother India”

"And they obey her?

"Thedrop in nationa power consumption is noticesble. No one interviewed you, old friend, because
thereare no reporters. And even if there were, why would they care about you? Y ou don't rule India,
and | don't rule Indig, and if you want to have anything to do with India, you'll take off your shoes and get
inthat linein front of the hut outsde the gate.”

"Yes" said Chapekar. "I'll do that."

"Come back and tell me what she says," said Wahabi. "I've been contemplating doing the same thing
mysdf.”

So Chapekar walked back out of the military compound and joined the line. When the sun set and the
sky began to darken, Virlomi came out of the hut and wept with grief that she could not hear and speak
to everyone persondly. "Go home," shesaid. "I pray for you, al of you. Whatever isthe desire of your
heart, let the Gods grant it, if it would bring no harm to another. If you need food or work or shelter, go
back to your city or your village and tell them that Virlomi is praying forthet city, thet village. Tell them
that my prayer isthis: Let the gods blessthe people to exactly the degree that they help the hungry and
jobless and homeless. Then help them make this prayer ablessing upon them instead of curse.You try to
find someonelessfortunate than you, and help him. In heping him, you will dsorise”

Then she went back insde the hut.
The crowd dispersed. Chapekar sat down to wait until the morning.

One of the others who had been in theline said, "Don't bother. She never sees anyone who spends the
night. She saysthat if shelets people gain an advantage by doing that, soon the plain will be covered with
snoring Indians and she will never get any deep!”

He and severa otherslaughed, but Chapekar did not laugh. Now that he had seen his adversary, he was
worried. She was beautiful and gentle-seeming, and moved with unspeakable grace. She had mastered it
al—the perfect demagogue for India. Politicians had aways shouted to whip an audience into afrenzy.
But this woman spoke quietly, and made them hunger for her words, so she hardly had to say anything,
and they felt blessed to hear her.

Still, she was only alone woman. Chapekar knew how to command armies. More important, he knew
how to get legidation through Congress and keep party membersin line. All he needed to do was attach
himsdlf to thisgirl and soon he would bethered ruler of her party.

Now dl he needed wasto find a place to spend the night and come back in the morning to see her.



Hewasleaving when one of Virlomi's aidestouched his shoulder. "Sir," said the young man, "the Lady
has asked to see you."

IIMeI?I
"Aren't you Tika Chapekar?'
"l am."

"Then you're the one she asked for." The young man eyed him up and down, then knelt, scooped up
somedirt, and flung it at Chapekar's suit and beganto rubiit in.

"What are you doing! How dareyou!"
"If | don't make you look like your suit is old and you have seen much suffering, then—"
"Youidiot! My suitis old, and | have suffered in exile!™

"The Lady will not care, Sir. But do asyou wish. It'sthis or theloincloth. She keeps severd in her hut, so
she can humble proud men."

Chapekar glared at the young man, then squatted, scooped up dirt, and began rubbing it into hisown
dothing.

A few minutes later, he wasingde the hut. It waslighted by three smdl flickering oil lamps. Shadows
danced on the dried-mud walls.

She greeted him with asmile that seemed warm and friendly. Maybe thiswould go better than he had
feared.

"Tikal Chapekar,” shesaid. "I'm glad that our people are returning from captivity."

"The new emperor iswesk," said Chapekar. "Hethinks that helll appease world opinion by letting his
prisonersgo."

She sad nothing.

"Y ou've done an excdlent job of annoying the Mudims," he said.
She sad nothing.

"l want to help you.”

"Excdlent,” shesaid. "What wegponsare you trained to use?"
Helaughed. "No wesgpons.”

"S0 ... not asasoldier, then. Do you type? | know you can read, so | assume you can handle record
keeping on our military computers.”



"Military?" he asked.

"Wereanation at war," shesaid smply.

"But I'm not asoldier of any kind," said Chapekar.
"Too bad."

"I'magovernor.”

"The Indian people are doing an excellent job of governing themsalvesright now. What they need are
soldiersto drive out their oppressors.”

"But you have government right here. Y our aides, who tell people what to do. The one who covered me
withdirt."

"They help people. They don't govern them. They give advice."
"Andthisishow you ruledl of India?’

"l sometimes make suggestions, and my aides put the vid out over the nets," said Virlomi. "Then the
peopl e decide whether to obey me or not.”

"Y ou can rgject government now," said Chapekar. "But someday you'll need it.”

Virlomi shook her head. "'l will never need government. Perhaps someday Indiawill chooseto havea
government, but | will never need it.”

"So you wouldn't siop me from urging exactly that course. On the nets.”

She amiled. "Whoever comesto your site, |et them agree or disagree with you asthey seefit.”

"I think you're making amisteke," said Chapekar.

"Ah," said Virlomi. "And you find thisfrustrating?'

"India needs better than alone womanin ahut.”

"And yet thislone woman in ahut held up the Chinese Army in the passes of the east, |long enough for
the Mudimsto havether victory. And thislone woman led the guerrillawar and theriots against the
Mudim occupiers. And thislone woman brought the Cdiph from Damascus to Hyderabad in order to
seize contral of hisown army, which was committing atrocities againg India”

"And you're very proud of your achievements.”

"I'm pleased that the gods saw fit to give me something useful to do. I've offered you something useful,
too, but you refuse.”

"Y ou've offered me humiliation and futility." He stood to go.

"Exactly the gifts | once had from your hand."



He turned back to her. "Have we met?'

"Have you forgotten? Y ou once came to see the Battle School graduates who were planning your
srategy. But you discarded dl our plans. Y ou despised them, and followed instead the plans of the
traitor Achilles”

"l saw dl your plans.

"No, you saw only the plans Achilleswanted you to see.”

"Wastha my fault? | thought they were from you."

"| foresaw thefall of Indiaas Achilless plans overextended our armies and exposed our supply linesto
attack from China. | foresaw that you would do nothing except futile rhetoric—like the monstrous act of
appointing Wahabi asruler of India—asif therule of Indiawere yours to bequeath to another in your

will. I sasv—we al sawv—how useless and vain and stupid you were in your ambition, and how easily
Achilles manipulated you by flattery."

"l don't haveto ligen to this."

"Then go," said Virlomi. "'l say nothing that doesn't play over and over again in the secret placesin your

Hedid not go.

"After | left, to notify the Hegemon of what was happening, so that perhaps my friends from Battle
School could be saved from Achilless plan to murder them al—when that errand was done, | set up
resistance to Chinese rule in the mountains of the East. But back in Battle Schoal, led by abrilliant and
brave and beautiful young man named Sayagi, the Battle Schoolers drew up plans that would have saved

India, if you had followed them. At risk of their own lives, they published it on the nets, knowing that
Achilleswould let none of it get to you if they submitted it through him. Did you see the plans?'

"I was hot in the habit of getting my war plansfrom the nets"
"No. You got your plans from our enemy."
"l didn't know that."

"Y ou should have known. It was plain enough what Achilleswas. Y ou saw what we saw. The difference
is, we hated him, and you admired him—for exactly the sametraits.”

"l never saw the plans.”
"Y ou never asked the mogt brilliant mindsin Indiafor ashred of advice. Instead, you trusted aBelgian
psychopath. And followed his advice to make unprovoked war on Burmaand Thailand, pouring out war

on nations that had done no harm to us. A man who embraces the voice of evil when it whispersin his
ear isno lessevil than the whisperer.”

"I'm not impressed by your ability to coin gphorisms.”



"Sayagi defied Achillesto hisface, and Achilles shot him dead.”

"Then hewasfoolishtodoiit."

"Dead asheis, Sayagi has more valueto Indiathan you have ever had or will ever havein al the days of
your life"

"I'm sorry he's dead. But I'm not dead.”

"Y ou're mistaken. Sayagi liveson inthe spirit of India. But you are dead, Tika Chapekar. You areas
dead as aman can be, and still breathe."

"So now it comesto threats.”

"| asked my aidesto bring you to me so | could help you understand what will now happen to you.

Thereisnothing for you in India. Sooner or later you will leave and make alifefor yoursdf somewhere
d"

"I will never leave

"Only on the day you leave will you begin to understand Satyagraha.”

"Peaceful noncompliance?"

"Willingnessto suffer, yourself and in person, for acause you bdieveisright. Only when you are willing
to embrace Satyagrahawill you begin to atone for what you have done to India. Now you should go.”

Chapekar did not redlize anyone had been listening. He might have stayed to argue, but the moment she
said those words, a man came into the hut and drew him out.

He had thought they would et him go, but they didn't, not until they led him into the town and sat him
down in the back room of asmall office and brought up anotice on the nets.

It was hisown picture. A short vid taken as the young man tossed dirt onto him.
"Tikal Chapekar isback,” said avoice.
The picture changed to show Chapekar in hisglory days. Brief clipsand dills.

"Tika Chapekar brought war to India by attacking Burmaand Thailand without any provocation, all to
try to make himself agrest man.”

Now there were pictures of Indian victims of atrocities. "'Instead, he was taken captive by the Chinese.
Hewasn't hereto help usin our hour of need.”

The picture of him with dirt being flung on him returned to the screen.
"Now he's back from captivity, and he wantsto rule over India."

A picture of Chapekar talking cheerfully with the Mudim guards outside the gates of the compound. "He
wantsto help our Mudim overlordsrule over usforever.”



Agan with thedirt-flinging.

"How can werid oursaves of thisman? Let usal pretend he doesn't exist. If no one speaksto him,
waitson him, sheltershim, feeds him, or helps him in any way, hewill haveto turn to the foreignershe
invited into our land.”

That was when they ran the footage of Chapekar turning the government of India over to Wahabi.

"Evenin defeat, heinvited evil upon us. But Indiawill not punish him. Indiawill smply ignore him until he
goes away."

The program ended—with, of course, the dirt-flinging picture.

"Clever setup,” said Chapekar.

They ignored him.

"What do you want from me, so you won't publish that piece of trash?"
They ignored him.

After awhile, he began to rage, and tried to fling the computer to the ground. That was when they
restrained him and put him out of doors.

Chapekar waked down the street, looking for lodging. There were houses with roomsto rent. They
opened the door when he called out, but when they saw hisface, they closed the doors again.

Findly he stood in the street and shouted. "All | want isa placeto degp! And abiteto eat! What you
would giveadog!"

But no one even told him to shut up.

Chapekar went to the train station and tried to buy aticket out, usng some of the money the Chinese
had given him to help him make hisway home. But no onewould sdl him aticket. Whatever window he
went to was closed in hisface, and the line moved over to the next one, making no room for him.

At noon the next day, exhausted, hungry, thirsty, he made hisway back to the Mudim military
compound and, after being fed and clothed and given a place to bathe and deep by his enemies, hewas
flown out of India, then out of Mudim territory. He ended up in the Netherlands, where public charity
would support him until he found employment.

The second visitor followed no known road to come to the hut. Virlomi merely opened her eyesin the
middle of the night, and despite the complete darkness, she could see Sayagi Stting on the mat near the
door.

"You'redead," shesaidto him.



"I'm il awaiting rebirth," he said.

"Y ou should havelived,” Virlomi told him. "1 admired you greetly. Y ou would have been such a husband
for me and such afather for India."

"Indiais adready aive. She does not need you to give birth to her," said Sayagi.

"Indiadoes not know she's adive, Sayagi. To wake someone from acomaisto bring themto life as
surely asamother bringsforth life when she bearsababy."

"Always have an answer, don't you? And the way you talk now— like agod. How did it happen,
Virlomi?Wasit when Petrachose you to confide in?"

"It was when | decided to take action.”

"Y our action succeeded,” said Sayagi. "Minefailed.”

"Y ou should not have spoken to Achilles. Y ou should smply havekilled him.”
"He said he had the building wired with explogves.”

"And you believed him?"

"There were other lives besides mine. Y ou escaped in order to save the lives of the Battle Schoolers.
Should | then have thrown their lives away?!

"Y ou misunderstand me, Sayagi. All | say now is, either you act or you don't act. Either you do the thing
that makes adifference, or you do nothing at al. Y ou chose amiddle way, and when it comesto war, the
middleway is death.”

"Now youtdl me"

"Sayagi, why have you cometo me?'

"I haven't. I'm only adream. Y ou're awake enough to redize that. Y ou're making up both sides of this
conversation.”

"Then why am | making you up? What do | need to learn from you?"

"My fate," said Sayagi. "So far dl your gambits have worked, but that's because you have always played
againg fools. Now Alai isin control of one enemy, Han Tzu another, and Peter Wiggin isthe most
dangerous and subtle of al. Againgt these adversaries, you will not win so easly. Degth liesdown this
roed, Virlomi."

"I'm not afraid to die. I've faced death many times, and when the gods decide it'stime for meto—"

"See, Virlomi?Y ou've dready forgotten that you don't believein the gods.”

"But | do, Sayagi. How dsecan | explain my string of impossible victories?!



"Superb training in Battle Schoal. Y our innate brilliance. Braveand wise Indianswho awaited only a
decisve leader to show them how to act like people worthy of their own civilization. And very, very
Supid enemies.”

"And couldn't it be the gods who arranged for me to have these things?'

"It was an unbroken network of causdity leading back to the first human who wasn't achimp. And
farther back, to the codescing of the planets around the sun. If you wish to call that God, go ahead.”

"The cause of everything," sad Virlomi. "Thepurpose of everything. And if there are no gods, then my
own purposes will haveto do."

"Making you the only god that actudly exigts."
"If I can cal you back from the dead by the power of my mind done, I'd say I'm pretty powerful.”

Sayagi laughed. "Oh, Virlomi, if only we had lived! Such loverswe could have been! Such children we
could have had!"

"You may havedied, but | didnt.”

"Didn't you? Thered Virlomi died the day you escaped from Hyderabad, and thisimpostor has been
playing the part ever snce.”

"No," sad Virlomi. "Thered Virlomi died the day she heard you had been killed.”

"Nowyou say it. When | wasdlive, not onelittle kiss, nothing. | think you didn't even fal in love with me
until | was safely dead.”

"Go away," shesaid. "lt'stimefor meto deep.”

"No," hesaid. "Wake up, light your lamp, and write down thisvision. Evenif it isonly amanifestation of
your unconscious, it's afascinating one, and it's worth pondering over. Especidly the part about love and
marriage. Y ou have some cockeyed plan to marry dynasticaly. But | tell you the only way you'll be
happy isto marry aman who loves you, not one who covets India.”

"I knew that," said Virlomi. "l just didn't think it mattered whether | was happy.”

That'swhen Sayagi |eft her tent. She wrote and wrote and wrote. But when she woke in the morning,
she found that she had written nothing. The writing was also part of the dream.

It didn't matter. She remembered. Even if he denied that he was redly the spirit of her dead friend and
mocked her for believing in the gods, she did believe, and knew that he was a pirit in trangit, and that the
gods had sent him to her to teach her.

Thethird visitor did not have to have hdp from the aides. He came walking in from empty fields, and he
aready wore the garb of a peasant. However, he was not dressed as an Indian peasant. He wore the



clothing of a Chinese rice-paddy worker.

He placed himsdlf at the very end of the line and bowed himsdlf to the dust. He did not move forward
when the line moved forward. Every Indian he dlowed to passin front of him. And when dusk came and
Virlomi wept and said good-byeto al, he did not go.

The aides did not cometo him. Instead, Virlomi emerged from the hut and walked to himin the
darkness, carrying alamp.

"Get up," shesaid to him. "Y ou're afool to come here unescorted.”
He stood up. "So | was recognized?'
"Could you have possibly |ooked more Chinese?!
"Rumorsareflying?’
"But were keeping them off the nets. For now. By morning, theré's no controlling it."
"| cameto ask you to marry me," said Han.
"I'm older than you," said Virlomi. "And you're the emperor of China."
"| thought that was one of my best festures," said Han.
"Y our country conquered mine."
"But | didn't. | gave the captives back and as soon as you say theword, I'll come herein state and get
down on my kneesin front of you—again—and apologize to you on behdf of the Chinese people. Marry

me.

"What in the world do relations between our nations have to do with sharing abed with aboy that |
didnt havedl that high an opinion of in Battle School ?*

"Virlomi," said Han, "we can destroy each other asrivals. Or we can unite and together well have more
than half the population of theworld."

"How could it work? The Indian people will never follow you. The Chinese people will never follow
r],E.ll

"It worked for Ferdinand and Isabdla”

"Only because they were fighting the Moors. And Isabellaand her people had to fight to keep Ferdinand
from trampling on her rights as Queen of Cadtile.”

"So welll do even better,” said Han. "Everything you've done has been flawless.”
"Asagood friend recently reminded me, it's easy to win when you're opposed by idiots."

"Virlomi," said Han.



"Now are you going to tel methat you love me?

"But | do," said Han. "And you know why. Because al of uswho were chosen for Battle School, therée's
only one thing we love and one thing we respect: We love brilliance and we respect power. You've
created power out of nothing."

"I've created power out of the love and trust of my people.”

"I loveyou, Virlomi."

"Loveme... and yet you think that you're my superior.”

"Superior?I've never led armiesin battle. Y ou have."

"You werein Ender's Jeesh," said Virlomi. "l wasn't. Y ou'll dwaysthink I'm less than you because of
thet."

"Areyou redly telling me no? Or merely to try harder or come up with better reasons or prove my
worth in some other way."

"I'm not going to set you to aseries of lovers tests” said Virlomi. "Thisisn't afary tde. My answer is
no. Now and aways. The dragon and the tiger don't have to be enemies, but how can amammal and an

egg-laying reptile ever possibly mate?'
"Soyou got my letter.”

"Peathetically easy cipher. Anybody with half abrain could get it. Y our code was just to type an obvious
version of your nickname with your fingers moved one row higher on the keyboard.”

"And yet only you, of al the thousands who access the nets, figured out it was from me.”
Virlomi Sghed.

"Just promise methis," said Han.

"No."

"Hear the promisefirgt,” said Han.

"Why should | promise you anything?'

"So | don't preemptively invade Indiaagain?'

"With what army?'

"l didn't meannow."

"What's the promise you want me to make?"

"That youwon't marry Ala, ether.”



"A Hindu, marrying the Cdiph of dl Idam?| never knew you had such a sense of humor.”

"Hell offer," said Han.

"Go home, Han. And, by the way, we saw the choppers arrive and | et them pass. We a so asked the
Musdlim oppressors not to shoot you down, either.”

"| gppreciated that. | thought it meant you liked me, at least alittle”

"l dolikeyou," said Virlomi. "l just don't intend to let you diddle me."
"] didn't know amere diddle was on the table."

"Nothing's on the table. Back to your chopper, Boy Emperor.”
"Virlomi, | beg you now. Let'sbefriends, at least.”

"That would be nice. Someday, maybe."

"Write to me. Get to know me."

She shook her head, laughing, and walked back to her hut. Han Tzu walked back out into the fields as
the night wind rose.
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RATIFICATION

From: RadaghasteBellini%privado@presdénciabr.gov
To: PeterWiggin%oprivate@hegemon.gov

Re: Please congider carefully

If your god isto establish world peace, my friend, why would you begin our Condtitution with a
deliberate act of provocation againgt two widely separated nations, one of which might cal upon the

wholeweight of Idam againg you?

Is peace to be founded on war after al? And if you did not have Julian Delphiki commanding 100,000
friendly African troops, would you attempt it?



From: PeterWiggin%oprivate@hegemon.gov
To: RadaghasteBedlini%oprivado@presdénciabr.gov

Re We mugst makeit red

Higtory is strewnwiththe corpses of attempted world governments. We must demondtrate immediately
that we are serious, that we are capable, and that we are transformative.

And without Delphiki, | would follow your more prudent counsel, because | would not count on our
African troops.

The ceremony was smple enough. Peter Wiggin, Felix Starman, Klaus Boom, and Radaghaste Bellini
stood on aplatform in Kiyagi, Rwanda. There was no attempt to bring in crowds of citizensto chesr;
neither was there any kind of military presence. The audience consisted entirely of reporters.

Copies of the Condtitution were provided on the spot. Felix Starman explained the new government very
briefly; Radaghaste Bellini informed them of the unified military command; Klaus Boom explained the
principles under which new nations could be admitted to the Free People of the Earth.

"No nation will be admitted that does not aready provide human rights, including afree and universa
adult franchise." Then he dropped the bombshell. "Nor do we require that a nation already be recognized
by any existing nation or body of nations, provided it meets our other requirements.”

The reporters murmured to each other as Peter Wiggin walked to the dais and the map appeared on the
screen behind him. As he named each country that had already secretly ratified the Condtitution, it was
lighted in pale blue on the map.

South America provided the largest swathes of blue, with Brazil lighting up half the continent, along with
Balivia, Chile, Ecuador, Suriname, and Guyana. In Africa, the blue was not so dominant, but it
represented most of the African nations that had maintained stability and democracy for at least a
hundred years: Rwanda, Botswana, Cameroon, Mozambique, Angola, Ghana, Liberia. No two ratifying
nations bordered on each other. No one missed the fact that South Africaand Nigeriawere not
participating, despite their long record of stability and freedom; nor did anyonefail to notice that no
Mudim nation wasincluded.

In Europe, the map was even sparser: The Netherlands, Slovenia, Czechland, Estonia, and Finland.
Elsewhere, blue wasrare. Peter had hoped the Philippines would be ready for the announcement, but at

the last minute the government chose to wait and see. Tonga had ratified; so had Haiti, thefirst nation
where Peter's abilities had been tested. Severa other small Caribbean nations were dso blue.



"At the earliest opportunity,” said Peter, "plebisciteswill be held in dl theratifying nations. In the future,
however, plebisciteswill precede anation's entry into the Free People of Earth. Wewill maintain capitals
inthree places. Ribeirdo Preto, Brazil; Kiyagi, Rwanda; and Rotterdam in the Netherlands. However,
because the officid language of the FPE isCommon, and few people find the pronunciation of Ribeiréo
Preto ... comfortable...”

The reporters laughed, since they were the ones who had to bear the brunt of Iearning to pronounce the
Portuguese nasdls.

"..therefore," Peter continued, "the Brazilian government has kindly alowed usto trandate the name of
the city for world government purposes. From now on, you may refer to the South American capita of
the FPE as'Blackstream,’ oneword."

"Will you do the same with Kiyagi!" shouted areporter.

"Sinceyou are able to pronounceit,” said Peter, "we will not.”

More laughter.

Peter's acceptance of the question, however, opened the floodgates, and they began calling out to him.
Heraised hishands. "In aminute, be patient.”

They quieted down.

"There isareason why we have chosen the name 'Free People of Earth’ for our Congtitution, instead of,
say, 'United Nations.""

Another laugh. They dl knew whythat name wouldn't be used.

"This Condtitution is a contract among free citizens, not between nations. The old borderswill be
respected insofar as they make sense, but where they don't, adjustmentswill be made. And people who
have long been deprived of legally recognized national boundaries and saf-government will receive those
thingswithinthe FPE."

Two new lights appeared, blinking a deeper blue. One cut alarge swathe across the Andes. The other
took achunk out of southwestern Sudan.

"The FPE immediately recognizes the existence of the nations of Nubia, in Africa, and Runa, in South
America Plebisciteswill be heldimmediately, and if the people of these regions voteto rétify the
Condtitution, then the FPE will act vigoroudly to protect their borders. Y ou will notice that part of the
territory of Runa has been voluntarily contributed by the nations of Boliviaand Ecuador as one of the
terms of their entry into the FPE. The Free People of Earth saute the far-sighted and generous leaders of
these nations.”

Peter leaned forward. "The FPE will act vigoroudy to protect the electora process. Any attempt to
interfere with these plebisciteswill be regarded as an act of war againgt the Free People of Earth.”

There was the gauntlet.

The questioning afterward, as Peter had hoped, focused on the two new nations whose boundaries



included territory belonging to nations that had not ratified—Peru and Sudan. Instead of being peppered
with skeptical questions about the FPE itself, Peter had dready settled the question of how serious they
were. Taking on Peru was bad enough—no one doubted the ability of the FPE to crush the Peruvian
military. It was Sudan. A Mudim country, which had givenitsalegianceto Cdiph Alal.

"Areyou declaring war againgt Caliph Alai?' demanded areporter for an Arab news service.

"We declare war against no one. But the people of Nubia have along history of oppression, atrocities,
famine, and religiousintolerance committed againgt them by the government of Sudan. How many times
in the past two hundred years hasinternationa action caused Sudan to promise to do better? Yet in the
aftermath of Caliph Alai's astonishing unification of the Mudim world, the outlaws and criminasin Sudan
immediately took this as permission to renew their genocidal trestment of the Nubians. If Cdiph Ala
wishesto defend the criminals of Sudan even as he repudiates those of Indig, that ishis choice. Onething
iscertain: Any right the Sudanese might once have claimed to rule over Nubiahaslong since expired. The
Nubian people have been united by war and suffering into a nation that deserves statehood—and
protection.”

Peter ended the press conference soon afterward, announcing that Starman, Bdllini, and Boom would
each hold press conferences two days later in their home countries. "But the armed forces, border
guards, and customs services of these nations are now al under the control of the FPE. Thereisno such
thing asaRwandan or Brazilian military. Only the military of the FPE."

"Wait!" cried one reporter. "There's no 'Hegemon' in this whole Condtitution!™
Peter returned to the microphone. "Fast reading,” he said.
Laughter, then expectant silence.

"The office of Hegemon was created to meet an emergency that threatened the entire Earth. | will
continue as Hegemon under both the origina authority under which | was selected for the office, and
under temporary authorization from the FPE, until such time as no serious military threat againgt the Free
People of Earth exigts. At that time, | will resgn my office and there will be no successor. | am the last
Hegemon, and | hope to give up the office as quickly as possible.”

Peter |eft again, and thistime ignored the shouted questions.

As expected, Peru and Sudan didn't even declare war. Since they refused to recognize the legitimacy of
the FPEor the new nations carved from their territory, whom would they declare war against?

Peruvian troops moved firgt, heading for known hideouts of Champi T'it'u's revol utionary movement.
Some of them were empty. But some of them were defended by highly trained Rwandan soldiers. Peter
was using Bean's Rwandans so that it wouldn't be perceived as another war between Brazil and Peru; it
had to be the FPE defending a member state's borders.

The Peruvian armies found themsalves caught in well-laid traps, with sizable forces moving in acrosstheir
lines of supply and communication.



It quickly became known throughout Peru that the Rwandan troops were better trained and better
equipped than the Peruvian Army—and they were led by Julian Ddlphiki. Bean. The Giant.

Morae collapsed. Rwandan troops accepted the surrender of the entire Peruvian Army. The Peruvian
Congressimmediately voted dmaost unanimoudly to petition the FPE for membership. Radaghaste Bdllini,
asinterim president of the South American region of the FPE, declined their offer, stating the principle
that no territory would be added to the FPE by conquest or intimidation. "We invite the nation of Peru to
hold a plebiscite, and if the people of Peru choose to join the Free People of Earth, we will welcome
them to join with their brothers and sisters of Runa, Bolivia, Ecuador, and Chile."

It was over in two weeks, plebiscite and al: Peru was part of the FPE, and Bean and the bulk of the
FPE's Rwandan troops were transported back across the Atlantic to Africa

Asadirect result of this decisve action, Bdize, Cayenne, Costa Rica, and the Dominican Republic
announced that they would hold plebiscites on the Condtitution.

The rest of the world waited to see what would happen in Sudan.

Sudanese troops were aready spread throughout Nubia; they were aready engaged in military actions
againgt the Nubian "rebels’ who were ressting the renewed attempt to impose Shari'ah on the Christian
and pagan region. So while there were plenty of acts of defiance againgt Peter's proclamation of Nubia's
new status, there was no actua change.

Suriyawong, leading the elite core of the FPE military that he and Bean had created years before and
used o effectively since, conducted a series of raids designed to demoralize the Sudanese military and
cut them off from their supplies. Ammunition dumps and arsena s were destroyed. Convoys were burned.
But since Suri's choppers returned to Rwanda after every raid, there was no one for the Sudanese
military to strike back againgt.

Then Bean returned with the bulk of the Rwandan soldiers. Burundi and Uganda both granted
permisson for him to transport hisarmy acrosstheir territory.

As expected, the Sudanese army tried to strike at Bean's army inside the borders of Uganda, before
they reached Nubia Only then did they discover that thisarmy was an illusion—there was nothing to
srike but abunch of old and empty trucks whose driversfled at thefirst sign of trouble.

But it was astrike on Ugandan territory. Ugandanot only declared war on Sudan, it also announced a
plebiscite on the Condtitution.

Meanwhile, Bean's army had already traversed the eastern reaches of Congo and wereinsde Nubia.
And Suriyawong's strike force took over the two airbases to which the planesthat had taken part in the
attack on the decoy convoy had to return. The pilots landed without suspecting any problem, and were
taken prisoner.

Thetrained jet pilots among Suriyawong's soldiersimmediately took off again in Sudanese planesand
carried out a demonstration bombing against the air defenses of Khartoum. And Bean'sarmy made
smultaneous attacks on dl the Sudanese military basesinsde Nubia Unprepared to fight against ared



army, the Sudanese forces surrendered or were overwhelmed within the day.

Sudan cdled on Cdiph Alai to intervene and bring the wrath of 1dam down on the heads of the infidel
invaders.

Peter held an immediate press conference.

"The Free People of Earth do not conquer. The Musdlim portions of Sudan will be respected, and all
prisonerswill be returned, as soon as we have the pledge of Caliph Alai and of the Sudanese government
that they recognize Nubia as a nation and as part of the Free People of Earth. The Sudanese Air Force
will be returned to Sudan, dong with their air bases. We respect the sovereignty of Sudan and of all
nations. But we will never recognize the right of any nation to persecute a statel ess minority within their
borders. When it iswithin our power, we will grant such minorities astate within the Congtitution of the
Free People of Earth and defend their nationa existence.

"Julian Delphiki is commander of al FPE forceswithin Nubia and temporarily occupying portions of
Sudan. It would be atragedy if two old friends from the war againgt the Buggers, Julian Delphiki and
Cdiph Ala, should face each other in combat over an issue asridicul ous as whether Sudan should have
the right to continue persecuting non-Mudims.”

Negotiators soon redrew the boundaries so that asignificant portion of what Peter had originally
declared to be Nubiawould remain in Sudan. Of course, he had never expected to keep that territory
and the Nubian leaders dready knew that. But it was sufficient for Cdiph Alai to saveface. Intheend,
Bean and Suriyawong spent their efforts returning prisoners and protecting the convoys of non-Mudims
who choseto leave their homesingde Sudanese territory and find new homesin their new nation.

In the aftermath of this clear victory, the FPE was so wildly popular in black Africathat nation after
nation petitioned to hold aplebiscite. Felix Starman informed most of them that they had to reform their
internal government firgt, providing human rights and eections. But the plebiscitesin the democracies of
South Africa, Nigeria, Namibia, Uganda, and Burundi proceeded immediately, and it was clear that the
Free People of Earth had red existence as an intercontinental state with convincing military power and
resol ute leadership. As Colombia now accepted the borders of Runaand petitioned to become part of
the FPE, it seemed inevitable now that al of Latin Americaand sub-Saharan Africawould be part of the
FPE, and sooner rather than later.

There was movement e sewhere, too. Belgium, Bulgaria, Latvia, Lithuania, and Slovakia began to plan
for their own plebiscites, asdid the Philippines, Fiji, and most of thetiny idand nations of the Pecific.

And of course the FPE capitals were flooded with pleas from minorities that wanted the FPE to grant
them nationhood. Most of these had to be ignored. For now.

On the day that Sudan—under enormous pressure from Caliph Alai— recognized both Nubiaand the
FPE, Peter was surprised to see his office door open and his parents comein.

"What'swrong?' Peter asked.

"Nothing'swrong," said Mother.



"We cametotell you," said Father, "that we're very proud of you."

Peter shook his head. "It's only the first step on along road. We don't have twenty percent of the
world's population yet. And it will take timeto integrate these new nationsinto the FPE."

"First step on theright road,” said Father.
"A year ago, if somebody had put up alist of these nations,” said Mother, "and said that they would ever
unite into one coherent nation under asingle Constitution, and surrender command of their armed forces

to the Hegemon... is there anyone who would not have laughed?”

"It'sdl thanksto Ala and Virlomi," said Peter. "The atrocities committed by the Mudimsin India, and
the publicity Virlomi gave those actions, combined with dl the recent wars..."

"Terrified everybody," said Father. "But the nationsjoining the FPE arenot the ones that were most
afraid. No, Peter, it was your Congtitution. It wasyou —your achievementsin the past, the promises you
were making for the future...”

"It was the Battle Schoolers," said Peter. "Without Bean's reputation—"

"So you used the tools you had,” said Mother. "Lincoln had Grant. Churchill had Montgomery. It's part
of their greatness that they weren't so jedl ous of their generasthat they had to depose them.”

"So you won't let metalk you out of this" said Peter.

"Y our placein history was aready assured by your work as Locke, before you ever became Hegemon,”
said Father. "But today, Peter, you became agreat man."

They stood in the doorway for long moment.

"Well, that'swhat we cameto say," said Mother.

"Thanks" said Peter.

They left, pulling the door closed behind them.

Peter went back to the papers on his desk.

And then discovered that he couldn't see them because of the tears blurring his eyes.

He sat up and found himsalf gasping. No, sobbing. Quietly—but his body was wracked with sobs asif
he had just been relieved of aterrible burden. Asif he had just learned that histerminal disease had
spontaneoudy hedled itself. Asif he had just had along-lost child returned to him.

Not oncein that whole conversation had anybody said the name "Ender” or referred to him in any way.

It was afull five minutes before Peter got control of himsalf. He had to get up and wash hisfacein the
tiny bathroom in his office before he could get back to work.

16



JEESH

From: Weaver%oVirlomi@Motherindiain.net

To: PeterWiggin%oprivate@hegemon.gov

Re Conversation

| have never met you, but | admire your achievements. Comevist me.

From: PeterWiggin%oprivate@hegemon.gov

To: Weaver%oVirlomi @Motherindiain.net

Re Medting

| also admire your achievements.

| will happily provide safe transportation for you to the FPE or any other Site outside of India. Whileitis
gtill under Mudim occupation | do not travel to India

From: Weaver%Virlomi @M otherlndia.in.net

To: PeterWiggin%oprivate@hegemon.gov

Re Place

| will not set foot on any country but India; you will not enter India.

Therefore: Colombo, Sri Lanka. | will comein aboat. Minewill not be comfortable. If you bring a



better one, well enjoy our visit much more.

Fly Molo met Bean at the Manilaairport and did his best not to look shocked a how tall Bean was.

"You said your busnesswas persona,” said Fly. "Forgive my suspicious nature. Y ou are the head of
FPE armed forces, and | am head of Filipino armed forces, and yet we have nothing to discuss?'

"I'm assuming that your military is superbly trained and well equipped.”
"Yes" sad Hy.

"Then until it'stimefor usto deploy somewhere, our planning and logistics departments have far more to
say to each other than you or | do. Officidly spesaking.”

"Soyou're hereasafriend.”
"I'm here," said Bean, "because | have achildin Manila. A boy. They tell me hisnameis Ramon.”
Fly grinned. "And yet thisisyour firgt time here? Who was the mother, aflight attendant?*

"The baby was stolen from me, Fly. Asan embryo. Invitro fertilization. The child ismineand Petras. It's
especidly important to us, becauseit'sthe first we know of that definitely does not have my condition.”

"Youmeanitian't ugly?'
Bean laughed. "Y ou've done well herein the Philippines, my friend.”

"It's easy. Somebody argueswith me, | just say, 'l wasin Ender's Jeesh,’ and they shut up and do what |

"It'sjust like that for me, too."
"Except for Peter.”

"Especidly Peter," said Bean. "I'm the power behind the throne, didn't you know? Don't you read the
papers?!

"I notice the paperslove to mention your zero-wins record as acommander in Battle Schoal."

"Some achievements are o extraordinary,” said Bean, "that you never live them down."

"How's Petra?" asked Fly. And they talked about people they both knew and reminisced about Battle
School and Command School and the war with the Buggers until they got to a private homein the hills
et of Manila

Therewere severa carsin front. Two soldiers wearing their new FPE uniforms stood at elther side of
the door.



"Guards?' asked Bean.
Fly shrugged. "Not my idea."

They did not have to prove who they were. And when they got inside, they realized that thiswas not the
meeting either of them expected.

It was areunion, apparently, of Ender's Jeesh—those that were available. Dink, Shen, Vlad on one side
of along table. Crazy Tom, Carn Carby, and Dumper—Champi T'it'uy—on the other. And at the head of
thetable, Graff and Rackham.

"Now al are herethat wereinvited,” said Graff. "Please, Fly, Bean, take your seets. Bean, | trust that
you will tell Petraall that goes on here. Asfor Han Tzu and Cdiph Alai, they're now heads of state and
don't travel easly or surreptitioudy. However, everything we say to you will be said to them.”

"1 know some people who'd like to bomb thisroom," said Vlad.

"Theré's still someone unaccounted for,” said Shen.

"Ender isvoyaging safely. Hisship isfunctioning perfectly. Hisansible works well. Remember, though,
that for him it has been scarcely ayear since this group destroyed the Hive Queens. Even if you could
talk to him, hewould seem ... young. The world has changed, and so have you." Graff glanced back at
Rackham. "Mazer and | are deeply concerned, about you and about the world asawhole."

"Weredoing dl right," said Carn Carby.

"And thanks to Bean and Ender's big brother, maybe the world is, too," said Dumper. He said it alittle
defiantly, asif he expected to be argued with.

"l don't give arat's ass about the world,” said Bean. "I'm being blackmailed into hel ping Peter. Andnot
by Peter."

"Beanisreferring to abargain he entered into with me of hisown free will," said Graff.

"What's this meeting about?"' asked Dink. "Y ou're not our teacher any more." He glanced up at
Rackham. "Y ou're not our commander, either. We haven't forgotten how you both lied to us continualy.”

"We nevercould convince you of our sincere devotion to your welfare back in school, Dink,” said Graff.
"So as Dink requests, | won't waste time on preliminaries. Look around thistable. How old are you?'

"Old enough to know better," muttered Carn.
"What are you, Bean, sixteen?' asked Fly.

"I was never actually born,” said Bean, "and the records of my decanting were destroyed when | was
about ayear old. But sixteen is probably close.”

"And al the rest of us must be around twenty, give or teke," said Fly. "What's your point, Colonel
Graf?'



"Cal meHyrum," said Graff. "I'd like to think we're colleagues now."

"Colleaguesinwhat,” muttered Dink.

"Back when you last met," said Graff, "when Achilles arranged for your kidnapping in Russa—you were
aready held in high esteem throughout the world. Y ou were regarded as having ... potentia. Since then,
however, one of yournumber has become Caliph, unified the un-unifiable Mudim world, and
measterminded the conquest of Chinaand the.... liberation of India.”

"Alai'slost hismind, that'swhat he'sdone," said Carn.

"And Han Tzu is Emperor of China. Bean is commander of the undefested armies of the FPE, plusbeing
known asthe man who findly brought Achillesdown. All in dl, what once was viewed as potentid is
now regarded as a certainty."

"So what have you assembled here?' said Crazy Tom. "The losers?!

"I've assembled the people that nationa governmentswill turn to stop Peter Wiggin from uniting the
world."

They looked around at each other.

"Nobody's taked tome yet," said Fly Molo.

"But they turned to you to put down the Mudim rebellion in the Philippines, didn't they?' said Rackham.

"We're citizens of our countries," said Crazy Tom.

"Minerentsmeout,” said Dink. "Likeataxi."

"Because you aways get dong so well with authority,” said Crazy Tom.

"Hereswhat will happen,” said Graff. " Some combination of China, India, and the Mudim world destroy
each other. Whichever one emerges on top, Bean destroys on the battlefield on behaf of the FPE. Does
anyone doubt he can do it?"

Bean raised his hand.

No one dsedid.

And then Dink did.

"He'snot hungry,” hesaid.

No one argued with him.

"Now, what could Dink possibly mean by that?' said Graff. "Any ideas?’

No one seemed to have any.

"You don't want to say it, but | will," said Graff. "It'swell known that Bean scored higher on the Béttle



School teststhan anyone else in history. No one else wasclose. Well, Ender, but ‘close issuch ardative
term. Let's say Ender scoredclosest. But we don't know how close because Bean was off the charts.”

"How?"' said Dink. "He answered questions you didn't ask?"

"Exactly,” said Graff. "That'swhat Sister Carlotta showed me. He had time to spare in taking the tests.
He commented on them and mentioned how the test could have been improved. He was unstoppable.
Irresitible. That'swhat the world knows about Julian Delphiki. And yet when we put him in charge of dl
of you on Eros, in Command School, while we were waiting for Ender to make up his mind about
whether to continue his ... education—how did that go?'

Agansdlence

"Oh, why must we pretend that things weren't asthey were?' said Graff.

"Wedidnt likeit," said Dink. "He was younger than al of us"

"So was Ender," said Graff.

"But we knew Ender," said Crazy Tom.

"Weloved Ender," said Shen.

"Everybody loved Ender,” said Hy.

"I can giveyou alist of people who hated him. Butyou loved him. And you didn't love Bean. Why is
thet?'

Bean barked out alaugh. The otherslooked at him. Except the ones who were embarrassed and |ooked
away. "l never learned how to be cuddly,” said Bean. "'In an orphanage that would have got me adopted,
but on the street, it would have got mekilled.”

"Nonsense," said Graff. "Cuddly wouldn't have cut it with this group anyway.”

"And you actudlywere cuddly,” said Carn. "No offense, but you were spunky.”

"If that's your word for 'bratty little asshole,' " said Dink mildly.

"Now now," said Graff. "Y ou didn't didike Bean personaly. Most of you. But you didn't like serving
under him. And you can't say that it's because you were too independent to serve under anybody,
because you gladly served under Ender. Y ou gave Ender everything you had.”

"Morethan we had,” said Fly.

"But not Bean." Graft" said it likeit was proof of something.

"Isthisatherapy group?' asked Dink.

Vlad spoke up. "Of courseit is. He wants us to reach the same conclusion he's dready reached.”

"Do you know what it iS?" asked Graff.



Vlad took a breath."Hyrum thinks that the reason we didn't follow Bean the way we followed Ender
was because we knew something about Bean that the rest of the world doesn't know. And because of
that, were likely to be willing to chalenge him in battle, while the rest of the world would just give up and
surrender to him because of his reputation. 1sn't that about it?"

Graff smiled benignly.

"But that's stupid,” said Dumper. "Bean redlyis agood commander. I've seen him. Commanding his
Rwandansin our campaign in Peru. It'strue that the Peruvian Army wasn't well led or well trained, but
those Rwandans—they worshipped Bean. They would have marched off acliff if he asked them to.
When hetwitched, they sprang into action.”

"And your point is?" asked Dink.

"My pointis,” said Dumper, "we didn't follow him well, but other people do. Bean'sthered thing. He's
dill the best of us.”

"I haven't seen his Rwandans," said FHy, "but I've seen him with the men he and Suriyawong trained.
Back when the forces of the Hegemon were a hundred guys and two choppers. Dumper's right.
Alexander the Great couldn't have had soldiers more devoted and more effective.”

"Thanksfor the testimonids, boys," said Bean, "but you're missing Hyrum's point.”

"'Hyrum,"" muttered Dink. "Aren't we cozy."

"Just tdll them," said Bean. "They know it, but they don't know that they know it."

"Youtdl them," sad Greff.

"Isthis a Chinese reeducation camp? Do we have to indulge in sdf-criticism?' Bean laughed bitterly. "It's
what Dink said right at the start. I'm not hungry. Which might seem stupid, considering | spent my whole
infancy starving to deeth. But I'm not hungry forsupremacy. And dl of you are.”

"That's the great secret of thetests,” said Graff. "Sister Carlotta gave the standard battery of testswe
used. But there was an additiona test. Onethat | gave, or one of my mogt trusted aides. A test of
ambition. Competitive ambition. Y ou al scored very, very high. Bean didn't."

"Bean'snot ambitious?"

"Bean wantsvictory,” said Graff. "Helikesto win. Heneeds to win. But he doesn't need to beat

"We dl cooperated with Ender," said Carn. "We didn't have to beathim.”

"But you knew hewould lead you to victory. And in the meanwhile, you were dl competing with each
other. Except Bean."

"Only because he was better than any of us. Why compete if you'vewon?' said Fly.

"If any one of you came up against Bean in battle, who would win?!



They rolled their eyes or chuckled or otherwise showed their derision for the question.

"That would depend,” said Carn Carby, "on the terrain, and the weather, and the sign of the zodiac.
Nothing'ssureinwar, isit?'

"There wasn't any weather in the Battle Room," said Fly, grinning.

"Y ou can conceive of beating Bean, can't you?' said Graff. "And it's possible. Because Bean isonly
better than therest of you if dl dseisequal. Only it never is. And one of the most important variablesin
war isthe hunger that makes you take ridiculous chances because you intuit that there's a path to victory
and you have to take that path because anything other than winning isinconceivable. Unbearable.”

"Very poetic,” said Dink. "The romance of war."

"Look at Lee" said Graff.

"Which one?' said Shen. "The Chinese or the American?'

"LeeL-E-EtheVirginian," said Graff. "When the enemy was on Virginiasoil, he won. He took the
chances he needed to take. He sent Stonewall Jackson out on aforest path at Chancellorsville, dividing
his forces and exposing himsdlf dangeroudy against Hooker, exactly the sort of reckless commander who
could have exploited the opportunity if held redized it.”

"Hooker wasanidiot."

"We say that because helogt," said Graff. "But would he have lost if Lee had not taken the dangerous
move hetook? My point isn't to re-fight Chancellorsville. My point is—"

"Antietam and Gettysburg,” said Bean.

"Exactly. Assoon as Leeleft Virginiaand entered Northern territory, he wasn't hungry anymore. He
believed in the cause of defending Virginia, but he didnot believein the cause of davery, and he knew
that's what the war was about. He didn't want to see his state defeated, but he didn't want to see the
southern cause win. All unconscioudy. He didn't know this about himsdlf. But it wastrue.”

"It had nothing to do with the North's overwhelming force?"

"Leelost at Antietam againgt the second stupidest andmost timid commander the North had, McClelan.
And Meade at Gettysburg wasn't terribly imaginative. Meade saw the high ground and he took it. And
what did Lee do? Based on how Lee acted in dl his Virginiacampaigns, what would you have expected
Leetodo?'

"Refuseto fight on that ground,” said Fly. "Maneuver. Side right. Steal amarch. Get between Meade
and Washington. Find a battlefield where the Unions would have to try to forcehis postion.”

"Hewas low on supplies,” said Dink. "And he didn't have theinformation from his cavadry."

"Excuses,” said Vlad. "No excusesin war. Graff isright. Leedidn't act like Lee, once heleft Virginia
But that's Lee. What doesthat have to do with Bean?"'



"Hethinks," said Bean, "that when | don't believein acause, | can be beaten. That | would beat mysdif.
Thetroubleisthat I do bdievein the cause. | think Peter Wiggin is adecent man. Ruthless, but I've seen
how he uses power, and he doesn't use it to hurt anybody. He really istrying to create aworld order that
leads to peace. | want him to win. | want him to winquickly. And if any of you think you can stop me."

"We don't haveto stop you," said Crazy Tom. "Wejust haveto hold out till you're dead.”

Utter slence.

"Thereitis" sad Graff. "Theresthe whole point of this meeting. Bean only hasalittle while. So while he
lives, the Hegemon is perceived as unbegtable. But the moment he's gone, what then? Dumper or Fly
would probably be appointed commander after him, since they're dready inside the FPE. But every one
of you a thistable would fed perfectly freeto take on either of them, am | right?”

"Hdl,Hyrum" said Dink, "wed take on Bean."

"And so the world would be torn gpart, and the FPE, even if it was victorious, would stand on the
bodies of millions of soldiers who died because of your competitive ambition." Helooked fiercely

around the table.
"Hey," said Fly, "we haven't killed anybody yet. Tak to Hot Soup and Ala about that."

"Look at Ala," said Graff. "It took him two purgesto get red control over the Idamic forces, but now
he hasit, and what has he done? Has he left India? Has he withdrawn from Xinjiang or Tibet? Have the
Indonesian Mudims left Taiwan? He remains face to face with Han Tzu. Why isthat? It makes no sense.
He can't hold India. He couldn't rule over China. But he has Genghis dreams.”

"It dways comes back to Genghis," said Vlad.

"You dl want theworld united,” said Graff. "But you want to do it yourselves, because you can't stand
the thought of anyone e se standing on top of the hill."

"Comeon," said Dink. "In our heartswere al Cincinnatus. We can hardly wait to get back to the farm.”
They laughed.

"At thistable Stsfifty years of bloody war," sad Graff.

"What about it?" said Dink. "We didn't invent war. We'rejust good at it."

"War getsinvented every time there's somebody so hungry for domination that he can't leave peaceful
nationsaone. It isprecisely peoplelike you that invent war. Even if you have acause, like Leedid,
would the South have struggled on for al those bloody years of Civil War if they hadn't had the firm
belief that no matter what happened, ‘Marse Robert’ would save them? Even if you don't make the
decison for war, nationswill enter into wars only because they haveyou!'

"So what's your solution, Hyrum?' said Dink. "Y ou have little-cyanide pillsfor usal to swalow sowe
can save the world from ourselves?

"It wouldn't help," said Vlad. "Even if what you're saying istrue, there are other Battle School graduates.
Look at Virlomi—she's outmaneuvered everybody."



"She hasn't outmaneuvered Alal yet," said Crazy Tom. "Or Hot Soup.”

Vlad ingsted on hispoint. "Look a Suriyawong. That's who Peter will turn to after Bean ... retires. We
weren't the only kids at Battle School.”

"Ender's Jeesh," said Graff. "Y ou're the ones who saved the world. Y ou're the ones with the magic. And
there are hundreds and hundreds of Battle School grads on Earth. Nobody is going to think that just
because they happen to have one or two or five, they can conquer the world. Whichone of them would it
ml?l

"So you want to berid of usdl," said Dink. "And that'swhy you brought us here. Were not leaving here
dive, aewe?'

"Lighten up, Dink," said Graff. "Y ou can al go home as soon asthis meeting is over. ColMin doesn't
assassinate people.”

"Now, that'san interesting point,” said Crazy Tom. "Whatdoes ColMin do? It packs peopleinto
garshipslike sardines, and then it sends them off to colony worlds. And they'll never come back, not to
the world they left. Fifty years out, fifty years back. The world would have forgotten al of usby then,
even if we went to a colony and came right home. Which of course he wouldn't let usdo.”

"So thisisn't an assassination,” said Dink, "it's another damn kidnapping.”

"It'san offer," said Rackham, "which you can accept or decline.”

"I decling" said Dink.

"Hear the offer," said Rackham.

"Hear this," said Dink, with agesture.

"| offer you command of a colony. Each one of you. No rivas. We don't know of any enemy armiesfor
you to face, but there will be worldsfull of danger and uncertainty, and your abilitieswill be highly
adaptable. People will follow you—people older than you—partly because youare Ender's Jeesh, and
partly because—mostlybecause—of your own abilities. They'll see how quickly to grasp important
information, rank it by priority, foresee consequences, and make correct decisons. You'll bethe
founders of new human worlds.”

Crazy Tom put on ababytalk voice. "Wiw dey name da pwanets aftew us?'

"Don't be such adullbob,” said Carn.

"Look, gents," said Graff. "We saw what happened to the Hive Queens. They bunched up on one planet
and they got wiped out in asingle blow. Any wegpon we can invent, an enemy can dso invent and use
agang us”

"Comeon," said Dink. "The Hive Queens spread out and colonized as many planets asyou're
colonizing—in fact, dl you're doing is sending ships to colonize the worlds they aready settled because



they're the only ones you know about that have an atmosphere we can breathe and floraand faunawe
canegt."

"Actualy, were taking our own floraand faunawith us" said Graff.

"Dink'sright,” said Shen. "Dispersal didn't work for the Hive Queens”

"Becausethey didn't disperse,” said Graff. "They had Buggerson al the planets, but when you boys
blew up their home world,all the Hive Queens were there. They put al their eggsin one basket. Were
not going to do that. Partly because the human race isn't just ahandful of queens and awhole bunch of
workers and drones, every damn one of usisaHive Queen and has the seeds of recapitulating the whole
of human history. So dispersng humanitywill work."

"Like coughing in acrowd spreadstheflu," said Crazy Tom cheerfully.

"Exactly," sad Graff. "Call usadisesse, | don't care—lam ahuman, and | want usto spread
everywhere like an epidemic, so we cannever be stamped out.”

Rackham nodded. "And to accomplish that, he needs his colonies to have the best possible chance of
surviva.”

"Which meansyou,” said Greff. "If | can get you."

" So we make your colonieswork," said Carn,"and you get us off Earth, too, so Peter can end all war
and bring themillennid reign of Chrig."

"Whether Christ comesor not isnt my business,” said Graff. "All | care about is saving human beings.
Collectively and individualy."

"Aren't you the noble one"
"No," said Graff. "l crested you. Not you individualy—"

"Good thing you said that," said Carn, "because my dad would have had to kill you for that aspersion on

"l found you. | tested you. | assembled you. | made the whole world aware of you. The danger you
represent, | created it."

"So you'reredly trying to atone for your mistakes."

"It wasn't amigtake. It was essentid to winning the last war. But it's not unusud in history for the solution
to one problem to become the root of the next one."

"So thismeeting isclean-up,” said Fy.

"Thismeeting isto offer you a chance to do something that will satisfy your own irresitible craving for
supremacy, while ensuring the surviva of the human race, both here on Earth and out there in the galaxy.”

They thought about that for amoment.



Dumper wasthefirst to spesk. "I've dready chosen my lifeswork, Colond Graff."

"It'sHyrum,” Dink whigpered loudly. "Because he's our buddy.”

"You choseit," said Graff, "and you accomplished it. Y our people have anation, and you're part of the
FPE. That struggleisover for you. All that's|eft isfor you to chafe under Peter Wiggin'srule until you
ether rebe againgt him or become his military commander—and then his replacement as Hegemon.
Ruling theworld. Am | close?"

"I have no such plans," said Dumper.

"But it resonates with you," said Graff. "Don't pretend otherwise. | know you boys. Y ou're not crazy.
You'renot evil. Butyou can't stop."”

"That'swhy you didn't invite Petra," said Bean. "Because then you couldn't have said 'you boys al the
time"

"You forget," said Dink, "we're his colleagues now. So we can cal him and Rackham 'you boys too."
Graff stood up from his seet at the head of thetable. "I've made the offer. Y ou'll think about it whether
you mean to or not. Y ou'll watch events unfold. Y ou al know how to contact me. The offer is open.
We're done here for today."

"Nowe'renot,” said Shen. "Because you aren't doing anything about the real problem.”

"Whichis?'

"We're just potentia warmongers and baby killers," said Shen. "Y ou're not doing athing about Hot
Soup and Ala."

"And Virlomi," added Fly Molo. "If you want somebody who's dangerous, it'sher."
"They will get the same offer asyou,” said Rackham. "In fact, one of them dready has."
"Which one?' asked Dink.

"The onewho wasin aposition to heer it," said Graff.

"Hot Soup, then," said Shen. "Because you couldn't even get in to meet Mr. Cdiph.”
"What smart fellowsyou al turned out to be," said Graff.

" 'Waterloowaswon,'" quoted Rackham, " 'on the playing fields of Eton." "

"Wheét the hell doesthat mean?' asked Carn Carby. "Y ou never even went to Eton.”

"It was an andlogy,” said Rackham. "If you hadn't spent your entire childhood playing war games, you'd
actualy know something. You're al so uneducated.”

17



BOATS

From: Champi%T itu@Runa.gov.qu

To: WallabyWannabeoBoyGenius@diratplarymil.gov.au

Re: "Good I ded!’

Of course Graff's"offer” sounded like agood ideato YOU. You livein Austraia.

—Dumper

From: WallabyWannabeoBoyGenius@stratplarnymil.gov.au

To: Champi%T itu@Runa.gov.qu

Re Haha

People who live on the moon—pardon me, the Andes—shouldn't joke about Augtraia

—Can

From: Champi%T itu@Runa.gov.qu

To:WalabyWannabeoBoyGenius@stratplan/mil .gov.au

Re: "Who wasjoking?'

I've seen Australiaand |'ve lived on an asteroid and 1'd take the asteroid.



—Dumper

From: WallabyWannabeoBoyGenius@diratplarymil.gov.au
To: Champi%T itu@Runagov.qu

Re Ageroid

Audtraliadoesn't need life support like an asteroid or cocalike the Andesto be livable. Besides, you
only liked the asteroid because it was named Eros and that's as close to sex as you've ever gotten.

—Can

From: Champi%T it u@Runa.gov.qu

To: WadlabyWannabeoBoyGenius@stratplan/mil .gov.au

Re At lesst

At least | have asex. Male, by the way. Open your fly and check to seewhat you are. (Y ou grip the
handle of the zipper and pull downward.) (Oh, wait, yourein Austraia. Upward, then.)

—Dumper

From: WallabyWannabeoBoyGenius@diratplarymil.gov.au

To: Champi%T'itu@Runagov.qu

Re Let'ssee... zipper ... fly ... pull...

Ouch! Ow! Oweeee

—Can



The sailors were s0 nervous to have The Lady aboard their dhow that it was awonder they didn't
swamp the boat just getting out to sea. And sailing was dow, with lots of tacking; even turning the ship
seemed to require as much work asthe reinvention of navigation. Virlomi showed none of her
impatience, though.

It wastime for the next step—for Indiato reach for the world stage. She needed an ally to free her
nation from the foreign occupiers. Even though the atrocities had ended—nothing filmable now—Ala
perssted in keegping hisMudim troops dl over India. Waiting for Hindu provocations. Knowing that
Virlomi couldn't control her people astightly as Alai now controlled histroops.

But she wasn't going to bring Han Tzu into the picture. She had fought too hard to get the Chinese out of
Indiato invite them back again. Besides, even though they had no religion to force on peoplelike Ala's
Mudims, the Chinese were just as arrogant, just as sure they were entitled to rule the world.

And these Jeeshboys, they wereso sure they could be her masters. Didn't they understand that her whole
lifewas arepudiation of their sense of superiority? They had been chosen to wage war againgt dliens. The
gods fought on their sdein that war. But now the gods fought on Virlomi's Side.

She hadn't been abeliever when she began. She exploited her knowledge of thefolk religion of her
people. But over the weeks and months and years of her campaign against Chinaand then against the
Mudims, she had seen how everything bent and turned to lit her plans. Everything she thought of worked;
and since there were tests proving that Alai and Han Tzu were smarter than she was, it must be that
entitieswiser than they were providing her with her idess.

There was only one person now who could give her the help she needed, and only one man in the world
whom it would not demean her to marry. After dl, when she married it would be dl Indiamarrying; and
whatever children she bore would be the children of agod, at least in the eyes of the people. Since
parthenogenesis was out of the question, she needed a husband. And that's why she had summoned
Peter Wiggin.

Wiggin, the brother of the great Ender. Theolder brother. Who then could doubt that her children would
carry the best genes available on Earth? They would found a dynasty that could unite theworld and rule
forever. By marrying her, Peter would be able to add Indiato his FPE, transforming it from asideshow
into more than half the population of the world. And she—and India—would be raised above any other
nation. Instead of being the leader of asingle nation, like China, or the head of abrutal and backward
religion, like Ala, shewould be the wife of the enlightened L ocke, the Hegemon of Earth, the man whose
vison would bring peaceto al theworld at last.

Peter's boat wasn't huge—clearly he wasn't awasteful man. But it wasn't aprimitive fisherman's dhow;
Peter's boat had modern lines and it looked asif it was designed to rise up and fairly fly over the waves.
Speed. No timeto waste in Peter Wiggin'sworld.

She had once belonged to that world. For years now she had dowed hersalf down to the pace of lifein
India. She had walked dowly when people were watching her. She had to maintain the smple grace they
expected of someonein her position. And she had to hold silence while men argued, speaking only as
much as was appropriate for her to say. She could not afford to do anything to diminish hersdf in their

eyes.

But she missed the speed of things. The shuttlesthat took her to and from Battle School and Tactical



Schoal. The clean polished surfaces. The quickness of gamesin the Battle Room. Even the intengty of
lifein Hyderabad among other Battle Schoolers before she fled to let Bean know where Petrawas. It
was closer to her trueinclinations than this pose of primitiveness.

Y ou do what victory requires. Those with armies, train the armies. But when Virlomi started, she had
only hersalf. So shetrained and disciplined hersalf to seem as she needed to seem.

In the process, she had become what she needed tobe.
But that didn't mean she had lost her ability to admire the deek, fast vessdl that Peter had brought to her.
The fishermen helped her out of the dhow and into the rowboat that would take her between the two

vessdls. Out in the Gulf of Mannar, there were undoubtedly much heavier waves, but the littleidands of
Adam's Bridge protected the water here, o it was only dightly choppy.

Which wasjust aswell. Therewas afaint nausea that had been with her ever since she got aboard.
Vomiting was not something she needed to show these sailors. She hadn't expected seasickness. How
could she have known she was susceptible? Helicopters didn't bother her, or cars on winding roads, or
even freefall. Why should a bit of chop on the water nearly do her in?

The rowboat was actudly better than the dhow. More frightening, but less nausesting. Fear she could
ded with. Fear didn't make her want to throw up. It only made her more determined to win.

Peter himsalf was at the side of his boat, and it was his hand that she took to help her climb aboard. That
was agood sign. He wasn't trying to play games and force her to cometo him.

Peter had her men tie the dinghy to his craft, and then brought them aboard to rest in relative comfort on
the deck while she went inside the main cabin with Peter.

It was beautifully and comfortably decorated, but not overly large or pretentious. It struck just theright
note of restrained opulence. A man of taste.

"It'snot my boat, of course," said Peter. "Why would | waste FPE money on owning aboat? Thisisa
loan."

She said nothing—after al, saying nothing was part of who she was now. But shewasjust alittle
disappointed. Modesty was one thing; but why did he fed compelled to tell her that he didn't own it, that
he was fruga? Because he believed her image of seeking traditiona Indian smplicity—no poverty—as
something she really meant, and not just something she staged in order to hold on to the hearts of the
Indian people.

Wi, | could hardly expect him to be as perceptive as me. He wasn't admitted to Battle School, after al.
"Haveasedt," hesad. "Areyou hungry?"

"No thank you," she said softly. If only he knew what would happen to any food she tried to et at seal
"Tegd?'

"Nothing," shesad.



He shrugged—with embarrassment? That she had turned him down? Redlly, was he such aboy asthat?
Was hetaking this personaly?

Wil he was supposed to take it persondly. He just didn't understand how or why.
Of course hedidn't. How could he imagine what she cameto offer him?
Timeto beVirlomi. Timeto let him know what this meeting was aboLt.

Hewas standing near abar with afridge, and seemed to be trying to choose between inviting her to sit
with him at the table or on the soft chairs bolted to the deck.

Shetook two steps and she was with him, pressing her body againgt his, entwining the arms of India
under hisand around his back. She stood on her toes and kissed hislips. Not with vigor, but softly and
warmly. It was not agirl's chastekiss; it was a promise of love, as best she knew how to show it. She had
not had that much experience before Achilles came and made Hyderabad a chaste and terrifying place to
work. A few kisseswith boys she knew. But she had learned something of what made them excited; and
Peter was, after all, scarcely more than aboy, wasn't he?

And it seemed to work. He certainly returned the kiss.

It was going as she expected. The gods were with her.

"Let'sst down,” said Peter.

But to her surprise, what he indicated was the table, not the soft chairs. Not the wide one, where they
could have sat together.

The table, where they would have adab of wood—somethingcold and smooth, anyway—between
them.

When they were seated, Peter looked at her quizzically. "Isthat redlly what you came dl thisway for?"
"What did you think?' she said.

"I hoped it had something to do with Indiaratifying the FPE Condtitution.”

"l haven't read it," she said. "But you must know Indiadoesn't surrender its sovereignty easily.”

"Itl be easy enough, ifyou ask the Indian peopleto votefor it."

"But, you see, | need to know what Indiagetsin return.”

"What every nation in the FPE receives. Peace. Protection. Free trade. Human rights and elections.”
"That'swhat you giveto Nigeria," said Virlomi.

"That's what we give to Vanuatu and Kiribati, too. And the United States and Russiaand Chinaand,
yes, India, when they chooseto join us.”

"Indiaisthe most populous nation on Earth. And she's spent the past three yearsfighting for her surviva.



She needs more than mere protection. She needs a specia place near the center of power.”
"But I'm not the center of power," said Peter. "I'm not aking.”

"l know who you are," said Virlomi.

"Who am I?" He seemed amused.

"Y ou're Genghis. Washington. Bismarck. A builder of empires. A uniter of peoples. A maker of
nations”

"I'm the breaker of nations, Virlomi," said Peter. "Well keep theword nation, but it will cometo mean
whatstate meansin America. An adminigrative unit, but little more. Indiawill have agreat history, but
from now on, well havehuman history.”

"How very noble," said Virlomi. Thiswas not going as she intended. "1 think you don't understand what
I'm offering you."

"Y ou're offering me something | want very much—Indiain the FPE. But the price you want meto pay is
too high.”

"Pricel" Was heredly that supid. "To have meisnot aprice you pay. It'sasacrifice | make."

"And who saysromanceisdead,” said Peter. "Virlomi, you're a Battle Schooler. Surely you can see why
itsimpaossible for meto marry my way into having Indiain the FPE."

Only then, in the moment of his chalenge, did the whole thing become clear. Not the world asshe saw it,
centered on India, but the world as he saw it, with himself at the center of everything.

"Soit'sdl about you," said Virlomi. ™Y ou can't share power with another.”

"| can share power witheverybody," said Peter, "and | dready am. Only afool thinks he can rule aone.
Y ou can only rule by the willing obedience and cooperation of those you supposedly rule over. They
have towant you to lead them. And if | married you—attractive as the offer is on every count—I would
no longer be seen as an honest broker. Instead of trusting meto lead the FPE's foreign and military policy
to the benefit of the whole world, | would be seen astilting everything toward India.”

"Not everything,” shesaid.

"Morethan everything,” said Peter. "1 would be seen asthetool of India Y ou can be sure that Caliph
Ala would immediately declare war, not just on India, which has histroopsal over it, but on the FPE.
I'd be faced with bloody war in Sudan and Nubia, which | don't want.”

"Why would you tear it?"

"Why wouldn't 1?" he said.

"You haveBean" shesaid. "How can Alai stand against you?"

"Wdl," sad Peter, "if Beanisso dl powerful and irresistible, why do | needyou?"



"Because Bean can never be asfully trusted asawife. And Bean doesn't bring you ahillion people.”

"Virlomi," said Peter, "I'd be afool to trust you, wife or not. Y ou wouldn't be bringing Indiainto the
FPE, you'd be bringing the FPE into India."

"Why not apartnership?'

"Because gods don't need morta partners,” said Peter. "Y ou've been agod too long. Thereés no man
you can marry, aslong asyou think you're eevating him just by letting him touch you.”

"Don't say what you can't unsay,” said Virlomi.

"Don't make me say what's so hard to hear,” said Peter. "I'm not going to compromise my leadership of
the whole FPE just to get one country to join."

He meant it. He actualy thought his position was above hers. He thought he was greater than Indial
Gresater than agod! That he woulddiminish himsdf by taking what she offered.

But now there was nothing more to say to him. She wouldn't waste time with idle thrests. She'd show
him what she could do to those who wanted Indiafor an enemy.

Heroseto hisfeet. "I'm sorry that | didn't anticipate your offer,” said Peter. "' wouldn't have wasted
your time. | had no desire to embarrass you. | thought you would have understood my situation better."

"I'm just one woman. Indiaisjust one country.”

Hewinced just alittle. He didn't like having hisfoolish, arrogant words thrown in hisface. Well, you'l
have more than that thrown at you, Ender's Brother.

"I brought two othersto seeyou,” said Peter. "If you'rewilling.”

He opened adoor and Colond Graff and aman she didn't know entered the room. "Virlomi, | think you
know Minigter Graff. And thisis Mazer Rackham.”

Sheinclined her head, showing no surprise.

They sat down and explained their offer.

"| dready have thelove and dlegiance of the grestest nation on Earth,” said Virlomi. "And | have not
been defested by the most terrible enemiesthat Chinaand the Mudim world could hurl against me. Why
should | wish to run and hide in a colony somewhere?"

"It'sanoblework," said Graff. "It's not hiding, it's building.”

"Termitesbuild," sad Virlomi.

"And hyenastear," sad Greff.

"I have no need for or interest in the service you offer,” said Virlomi.

"No," said Graff, "you just don'tsee your need yet. Y ou always were hard to get to change your way of



looking at things. It'swhat held you back in Battle School, Virlomi."

"Y ou're not my teacher now," said Virlomi.

"Wdll, you're certainly wrong about one thing, whether I'm your teacher or not," said Graff.

Shewaited.

"Y ou have not yetfaced the most terrible enemiesthat Chinaand the Mudim world can hurl againgt you.”

"Do you think Han Tzu can get into Indiaagain? I'm not Tikal Chapekar.”

"And he's not the Politburo or Snow Tiger."

"HesEnder's Jeeshmate,” she said in mock awe.

"He's not caught up in hisown mystique,” said Rackham, who had not spoken till now. "For your own
sake, Virlomi, take agood hard look in the mirror. Y ou're what megalomanialooks likein the early
Sages”

"l have no amhition for mysdlf,” said Virlomi.

"If you define India as whatever you conceiveit to be," said Rackham, "you'll wake up someterrible
morning and discover that it isnot what youneed it to be."

"And you say thisfrom your vast experience of governing ... what country wasit, now, Mr. Rackham?"
Rackham only smiled. "Pride, when poked, gets petty.”

"Wasthat aready a proverb?' asked Virlomi. "Or should | write it down?"

"The offer sands," said Graff. "It'sirrevocable aslong asyou live."

"Why don't you make the same offer to Peter?' asked Virlomi. "He's the one who needsto take thelong
voyage.”

She decided she wasn't going to get a better exit line than that, so she walked dowly, gracefully, to the
door. No one spoke as she departed.

Her sailors helped her back into the rowboat and cast off. Peter did not cometo therail to wave her off;
just another discourtesy, not that she would have acknowledged him even if he had. Asfor Graff and
Rackham, they'd soon enough be coming to her for funding—no, forpermission to operate therr little
colony minidry.

The dhow took her back to adifferent fishing village from the one she had sailed from—no point in
making things easy for Alai, if he had discovered her departure from Hyderabad and followed her.

Sherode atrain back to Hyderabad, passing for an ordinary citizen—if any Mudim soldiers should be
s0 bold asto search the train. But the people knew who she was. Whose face was better known in al of
India? And not being Mudim, she didn't have to cover her face.



Thefirst thing I will do, when | rule India, is change the name of Hyderabad. Not back to
Bhagnagar—even though it was named for an Indian woman, the name was bestowed by the Mudim
prince who destroyed the origind Indian village in order to build the Charminar, amonument to hisown
power, supposedly in honor of his beloved Hindu wife.

Indiawill never again be obliterated in order to gppease the power lust of Mudims. The new name of
Hyderabad will be the origind name of thevillage: Chichlam.

She made her way from the train Station to a safe house in the city, and from there her aides hel ped get
her back insde the hut where she had supposedly been meditating and praying for Indiafor the three
days she had been gone. There she dept for afew hours.

Then she arose and sent an aide to bring her an eegant but smple sari, one that she knew she could
wear with grace and beauty, and which would show off her dim body to best advantage. When she had
it arranged to her satisfaction, and her hair was arranged properly, she walked from her hut to the gate of
Hyderabad.

The soldiers at the checkpoint gawped at her. No one had ever expected her to try to enter, and they
had no ideawhat to do.

While they went through their flurry of asking their superiorsingde the city what they should do, Virlomi
smply walked insde. They dared not stop her or challenge her—they didn't want to be responsible for
garting awar.

She knew this place aswell as anyone, and knew which building housed Cdiph Alai's heedquarters.
Though shewalked gracefully, without hurry, it took little timefor her to get there.

Again, she paid no attention to guards or clerks or secretaries or important Mudim officers. They were
nothing to her. By now they must have heard Alai's decision; and his decison was obvioudy to let her
pass, for no one obstructed her.

Wise choice.

One young officer even trotted dong ahead of her, opening doors and indicating which way she should
go.

Heled her into alarge room where Ala stood waiting for her, with adozen high officers standing dong
thewalls.

She walked to the middle of the room. "Why are you afraid of onelonewoman, Cdiph Alai?

Before he had time to answer the obvious truth—that far from being afraid, he had let her pass
unmolested and uningpected through his headquarters complex and into his own presence—Virlomi
began to unwrap her sari. It took only a moment or two before she stood naked before him. Then she
reached up and loosened her long hair, and then swung it and combed her fingersthrough it. Y ou see
that | have no wegpon hidden here. India stands before you, naked and defensaless. Why do you fear
her?"

Ala had averted his eyes as soon asit became clear that she was undressing. So had the more pious of
the other officers. But some apparently thought it was their reponsibility to make surethat shewas, in
fact, weaponless. She enjoyed their consternation, their embarrassment— and, she suspected, their



desire. You came hereto ravish India, didn't you? And yet | am out of your reach. Because I'm not here
for you, underlings. I'm here for your master.

"Leaveus," Ala said to the other men.

Even the most modest of them could not help but glance at her asthey shuffled out of the room, leaving
the two of them aone.

The door closed behind them. Sheand Alai wereaone.
"Very symbolic, Virlomi," said Ala, still refusing to look at her." That will get talked about.”

"The offer | makeis both symbolic and tangible," she said. "Thisupstart Peter Wiggin hasgone asfar as
he should go. Why should Mudim and Hindu be enemies, when together we have the power to crush his
naked ambition”?"

"Hisambition isn't as naked asyou are," said Alai. "Please put on clothing so | can look at you."
"May not aman look at hisbride?'

Ala chuckled. "A dynastic marriage? | thought you aready told Han Tzu what he could do with that
idea"

"Han Tzu had nothing to offer me. Y ou are the leader of the Mudimsof India. A large portion of my
people torn away from mother Indiain fruitless hogtility. And why? Look a me, Ala.”

Either the force of her voice had power over him, or he could not resist hisdesire, or perhaps he smply
decided that since they were alone, he need not keep up the show of perfect rectitude.

He looked her up and down, casually, without reaction. As he did, she raised her arms above her head

and turned around. "HereisIndia," she said, "no longer resisting you, no longer evading you, but
welcoming you, married to you, fertile soil in which to plant anew civilization of Mudim and Hindu

united.”
Shefaced him again.

He continued to look at her, not bothering to keep hiseyes only on her face. "Y ou do intrigue me," he
sad.

| should think so, she answered silently. Mudims never have the virtue they pretend to have.

"l must consider this" hesaid.

"No," shesad.

"Y ou think I'll make up my mind in aningant?'

"l don't care. But | will leave thisroom in moments. Either I'll do it dressed in that sari, as your bride, or

I'll do it naked, leaving my clothing behind. Naked I'll pass through your compound, and naked I'll return
to my people. Let them decide what they think was done to me within these walls."



"You'd provoke such awar asthat?' said Alai.

"Y our presence in Indiaisthe provocation, Caiph. | offer you peace and unity between our peoples. |
offer you the permanent aliance that will enable us, together, Indiaand Idam, to unitetheworldina
sngle government and along the way cast Peter Wiggin aside. He was never worthy of his brother's
name; he's wasted enough of the time and attention of the world.”

She walked closer to him, until her kneestouched his.

"Y ou have to ded with him eventudly, Cdiph Ala. Will you do it with Indiain your bed and by your
Sde, or will you do it while most of your forces have to remain here to keep us from destroying you from
behind? Because I'll do it. Either we're lovers or enemies, and the time to chooseis now."

He made no idle threat to detain her or kill her—he knew that he could no more do that than let her
walk out of the compound naked. The rea question was whether he would be a grudging husband or an
enthusiagtic one.

He reached out and took her hand.

"You've chosen wisdly, Cdiph Alai," she said. She leaned down and kissed him. The same kiss she had
given Peter Wiggin, and which he had treated asif it were nothing.

Alai returned it warmly. His hands moved on her body.
"Marriagefird,” shesad.

"Let meguess” hesad. ™Y ou want the wedding now."
“Inthisroom."

"Will you dress so we can show video of the ceremony?"
She laughed and kissed his cheek. "For publicity, I'll dress.

She started to walk away, but he caught her hand, drew her back, kissed her again, passionately this
time. "Thisisagood idea," he said to her. "It'sabold idea. It'sadangerousidea But it'sagood one."

"I'll sand besideyou in everything,” shesaid.

"Not ahead," he said. "Not behind, not above, not below.”

She embraced him and kissed his headdress. Then she pulled it off his head and kissed his hair.

"Now I'll haveto goto dl the trouble of putting that back on,” he said.

You'll take whatever trouble | want you to take, she thought. | have just had avictory heretoday, in this
room, Cdiph Ala. You and your Allah may not redizeit, but the gods of Indiarulein this place, and they

have given me victory without another soldier dying in usdesswar.

Such foolsthey werein Battle Schooal, to let so few girlsin. It Ieft the boys helpless againgt awoman
when they returned to Earth.



18

YEREVAN

From: PetraDe phiki @FreePeopleOf Earth.fp.gov
To: DinkMeeker@colmin.gov

Re: Can't believe you're at this address

When Bean told me what happened at that meeting, | thought: | know one guy whao's never going to go
aong with any plan of Graff's.

Then | got your letter informing me of your change of address. And then | thought some more and
redized: There's no place on Earth where Dink Meeker isgoing to fit in. Y ou have too much ability to be
content anywhere that they're likely to let you serve.

But | think you were wrong to refuse to be the head of the colony you're joining. Partly it's because:
Who'sgoing to do it better than you? Don't make me laugh.

But the main reason is: What kind of living hell will it be for the colony leader to have Mr. Insubordinate
in his colony? Especidly because everybody will know you were in Ender's Jeesh and they'll wonder why
you AREN'T leader...

| don't care how loya you think you're going to be, Dink. It'snot in you. You're abrat and you aways
will be. So admit what alousy follower you are, and go ahead and LEAD.

And just in case you don't know it, you stupidest of al possible geniuses: | till loveyou. I've dways
loved you. But no woman in her right mind would ever marry you and have your babies because
NOBODY COULD STAND TO RAISE THEM. Y ou will have the most hdllish children. So have them
in acolony where therelll be someplace for them to go when they run away from home about fifteen times
before they're ten.



Dink, I'm going to be happy, in the long run. And yes, | did set mysdlf up for hard timeswhen | married
aman who's going to die and whaose children will probably have the same disease. But Dink—nobody
ever marries anybody who ISN'T going to die.

God be with you, my friend. Heaven knowsthe devil dready is.

Love, Petra

Bean held two babies and Petra one on the flight from Kiev to Y erevan—whichever one was hungriest
got mama. Petras parents lived there now; by the time Achilles died and they could return to Armenia,
the tenantsin their old homein Mardik had changed it too much for them to want to return.

Besdes, Stefan, Petra's younger brother, was quite the world traveler now, and Maralik was too small
for him. Y erevan, while not what anyone would cal one of the great world cities, was till anationa
capital, and it had auniveraty worth studying at, when he graduated from high schoal.

But to Petra, Y erevan was as unfamiliar acity as VVolgograd would have been, or any of the cities named
San Sdvador. Even the Armenian that was still spoken by many on the street sounded strangeto her. It
made her sad. | have no native land, she thought.

Bean, however, wasdrinking it al in. Petragot into the cab first, and he handed her Bellaand the
newest—but largest—of the babies, Ramon, whom he had picked up in the Philippines. Once Bean was
ingdethetaxi, he held Ender up to the window. And since their firstborn son was beginning to show signs
that he understood speech, it wasn't just amatter of playfulness.

"Thisisyour mamashomeland,” said Bean. "All these people look just like her." Bean turned back to
the two that Petrawas holding. "Y ou children al look different, because haf your genetic materiad comes
fromme. And I'm amongred. So in your whole life, therell be no place you can go where you'l look like
thelocals"

"That's right, depress and isolate the children from the start,” said Petra.

"It'sworked so well for me."

"Y ou weren't depressed as achild,” said Petra. "Y ou were desperate and terrified.”

"So we try to make things better for our children.”

"Look, Bella, look, Ramon," said Petra. "Thisis Y erevan, acity with lots of people that we don't know
a dl. Thewholeworld isfull of strangers.”



Thetaxi driver spoke up, in Armenian: "Nobody in Y erevan isastranger to Petra Arkanian.”
"Petra Delphiki," she corrected him mildly.

"Yes, yes, of course," he said in Common. "I just meaning that if you want adrink in atavern, nobody let
you pay!"

"Doesthat go for her husband?" asked Bean.

"Man big likeyou?' said thedriver. "They don't tel you the price, they ask you what you wanting to
givel" Heroared with laughter at hisown joke. Not redlizing, of course, that Bean's size waskilling him.
"Bigman likeyou, littletiny babieslike these" Helaughed again.

Think how amused he'd be if he knew that the largest baby, Ramon, was the youngest.

"I knew we should have walked from the airport,” said Bean in Portuguese.

Petra grimaced. "That's rude, to speak in alanguage he doesn't know."

"Ah. I'm glad to know that the concept of rudenessdoes exist in Armenia”

Thetaxi driver picked up on the mention of Armenia, even though the rest of the sentence, being in
Portuguese, was amystery to him. "Y ou wanting atour of Armenia? Not a big country, | can take you,
specid price, meter not running.”

"No timefor that,” said Petrain Armenian. "But thanksfor offering.”

The Arkanian family now lived in anice gpartment building—all bal conies and glass, yet upscd e enough
that there was no hanging laundry visible from the street. Petra had told her family she was coming, but
asked them not to meet her at the airport. They had gotten so used to the extraordinary security during
the days when Petraand Bean werein hiding from Achilles Handres that they accepted this
unquestioningly.

The doorman recognized Petrafrom her pictures, which appeared in the Armenian papers whenever
there was a story about Bean. He not only let them go up unannounced, but also inssted on carrying their

bags.

"Y ou two, and three babies, thisal the luggage you have?'

"Wehardyever wear clothes,” said Petra, asif thiswere the most sensible thing in theworld.
They were hafway up in the elevator before the doorman laughed and said, Y ou joking!"

Bean smiled and tipped him ahundred-dollar coin. The doorman flipped it in the air and pocketed it with
asgmile "Good thinghe give me! If Petra Arkanian give, my wife never let me spend!”

After the elevator doors closed, Bean said, "From now on, in Armeniayou tip."

"They'dkeep thetip either way, Bean. It'snot like they giveit back to us"



"Oh, eh."

Petra's mother could have been standing at the door, she opened it so quickly. Maybe she was.

There were hugs and kisses and atorrent of words in Armenian and Common. Unlike the cabdriver and
doorman, Petra's parents were fluent in Common. So was Stefan, who had cut his high school classes
today. And young David was obvioudy being raised with Common as hisfirst language, since that's what
he was chaitering in amost continuoudy from the moment Petra entered theflat.

Therewasamed, of course, and neighborsinvited in, because it might be the big city, but it was ill
Armenia. But in only acouple of hours, it wasjust the nine of them.

"Nineof us" sad Petra. "Our five and the four of you. I've missed you."
"Already you have as many children aswe did," said Father.
"The laws have changed,” said Bean. "Also, we didn't exactly plan to have oursdl at once."

"Sometimes| think," said Mother to Petra, "that you're fill in Battle School. | have to remind mysdlf, no,
she came home, she got married, she has babies. Now we findly get to see the babies. But so small!”

"They have agenetic condition,” said Bean.

"Of course, we know that," said Father. "But it's still asurprise, how small they are. And yet 0 ...
meature.”

"Theredly little onestake after their father,” said Petra, with awry smile.

"And the normal one takes after his mother," said Bean.

"Thank you for letting us use your flat for the unofficid meeting tonight,” said Bean.
"It'snot asecure Site,” said Father.

"The meseting isunofficia, not secret. We expect Turkish and Azerbaijani observersto make their
reports.”

"Areyou sure they won't try to assassinate you?' asked Stefan.

"Actudly, Stefan, they brainwashedyou at an early age," said Bean. "When the trigger word issaid, you
gpring into action and kill everybody at the meeting.”

"No, I'mgoingto amovie," said Stefan.

"That'saterrible thing to say,” said Petra. "Even asajoke.”

"Ala isnt Achilles," said Bean to Stefan. "We're friends, and he won't let Mudim agents assassinate us."”
"Y ou're friends with your enemy,” said Stefan, asif it weretoo incredible.

"It happensin somewars," said Father.



"Thereis no war yet," Mother reminded them.

They took the hint, stopped talking about current problems, and reminisced instead. Though since Petra
had been sent to Battle School so young, it's not asif she had that much to reminisce about. It was more
like they were briefing her about her new identity before an undercover misson. This iswhat you should
remember from your childhood, if you'd had one.

And then the Prime Minister, the President, and the Foreign Minister showed up. Mother took the
babiesinto her bedroom, while Stefan took David out to see amovie. Father, being Deputy Foreign
Minister, was alowed to stay, though he would not spesk.

The conversation was complex but friendly. The Foreign Minister explained how eager Armeniawasto
join the FPE, and then the President echoed everything he had said, and then the Prime Minister began
another repetition.

Bean held up ahand. "Let's stop hiding from the truth. Armeniais alandlocked country, with Turks and
Azerbajanis admost completdy surrounding you. With Georgiarefusing to join the FPE at present, you
worry that we couldn't even supply you, let done defend you againgt the inevitable attack.”

They were obvioudy rdieved that Bean understood.

"You just want to beleft alone," he said.

They nodded.

"But heresthe truth: If we don't defeat Caliph Alai and break up this strange and sudden union of
Mudim nations, then Cdiph Ala will eventualy conquer al the surrounding nations. Not because Ala
himself wantsto, but because he can't remain Caliph for long if heisn't aggressively pursuing an
expansonist policy. He saysthat's not hisintent, but helll certainly end up doing it because hell have no
choice”

They didn't like hearing this, but they kept listening.

"Armeniawill fight Caliph Ala sooner or later. The question iswhether you'l do it now, whilel sill lead
the forces of the FPE in your defense, or later, when you stand utterly alone againgt overwheming force.”

"Either way, Armeniawill pay," said the Presdent grimly.

"War isunpredictable,” said Bean. "And the costs are high. Butwe didn't put Armeniawhereit is,
surrounded by Mudims.”

"God did," said the President. "So we try not to complain.”

"Why can't Isral be your provocation?' asked the Prime Minigter. "They are militarily much stronger
thanweare"

"The oppositeistrue,” said Bean. "Geographically their position is and aways has been hopeless. And
they have integrated so closdy with the Mudim nations surrounding them that if they now joined the FPE,
the Mudimswould fed deeply betrayed. Their fury would be terrible, and we could not defend them.
While you—let'sjust say that over the centuries, Mudims have daughtered more Armenians than they



ever did Jaws. They hate you, they regard you as aterrible intrusion into their lands, even though you
were here long before any Turks came out of central Asa. Thereé'saburden of guilt dong with the
hatred. And for you to join the FPE would infuriate them, yes, but they wouldn't fed betrayed.”

"These nuances are beyond me," said the President skepticaly.

"They make an enormous difference in the way an army fights. Armeniaisvita to forcing Alai to act
before he'sready. Right now the union with Indiais till merdly formd, not afact on the ground. It'sa
marriage, not afamily."

"Y ou don't need to quote Lincoln to me.”

Petrainwardly winced. The quote about "amarriage, not afamily” did not comefrom Lincoln at dl. It
came from one of her own Martel essays. It wasabad sign if people were getting Lincoln and Martel
confused. But of course it was better not to correct the misattribution, lest it appear that she was way too
familiar with the works of Martel and Lincoln.

"We stand where we've stood for weeks," said the President. "Armeniais being asked too much."”

"| agree," said Bean. "But kegp in mind that we're asking. When the Mudimsfindly decide that Armenia
shouldn't exist, they won't ask.”

The president pressed his fingersto his forehead. It was agesture that Petracaled "drilling for brains.”
"How can we hold a plebiscite?' he asked.

"It's precisdly the plebiscite that we need.”

"Why?What does this do for you militarily except overextend your forces and draw off ardatively small
part of the Cdiph'sarmies?

"I know Ala," said Bean. "He won't want to attack Armenia. Theterrain hereisanightmare for a
serious campaigning. Y ou congtitute no serious threet. Attacking Armeniamakesno senseat dl.”

"So we won't be attacked?"

"Y ou will absolutely be attacked.”

"You'retoo subtlefor us," said the Prime Minister.

Petrasmiled. "My husband isnot subtle. The point is so obvious that you think it couldn't bethis that he
means. Ala will not attack. But Mudimswill attack. It will force hishand. If he refusesto attack, but
other Mudlims do attack, then the leadership of the jihad moves awvay from him to someone e se.

Whether he strikes down these fred ance attackers or not, the Mudim world is divided and two leaders
compete.”

The President was no fool. "Y ou have higher hopesthan this" he said.
"All warriors arefilled with hope,” said Bean. "But | understand your lack of trust in me. For meit'sthe

great game. But for you, it's your homes, your families. That's why we wanted to meet here. To assure
you that it is our home and our family aswell."



"To gt and wait for the enemy to act isthe decison to die,” said Petra. "We ask Armeniato makethis
sacrifice and take thisrisk because if you don't, then Armeniais doomed. But if you join the Free People
of Earth, then Armeniawill have the most powerful defense.”

"And what will that defense consst of 7"

"Me" said Petra.

"A nursang mother?' asked the Prime Minigter.

"The Armenian member of Ender's Jeesh,” she answered. "l will command the Armenian forces."

"Our mountain goddess versus the goddess of India," said the Foreign Minigter.

"ThisisaChrigtian nation,” said Father. "And my daughter is no goddess.”

"l wasjoking," said Father's boss.

"But the truth that underliesthe joke," said Bean, "isthat Petrahersdf isamatch for Alai. Soam 1. And
Virlomi isno match for any of us.”

Petra hoped that thiswastrue. Virlomi now had years of experiencein the field—if not in the logistics of
moving huge armies, then in exactly the kind of smal operationsthat would be most effectivein Armenia.

"We haveto think about it," said the President.
"Then were where we were before,” said the Foreign Minister. "Thinking."

Bean rose to hisfeet—aformidable sight, these days—and bowed to them. "Thank you for meeting with
LEIll

"Wouldn't it be better,” said the Prime Minigter, "if you could get this new Hindu-Mudim ... thing ... to go
towar againgt China?'

"Oh, that would eventualy happen,” said Bean. "But when? The FPE wants to break the back of Cdiph
Ala'sMudim League now. Beforeit grows any stronger.”

And Petraknew they were dl thinking: Before Bean dies. Because Bean isthe most important wespon.
The President rose from his seat, but then laid arestraining hand on the other two. "We have Petra
Arkanian here. And Julian Delphiki. Couldn't we ask them to consult with our military on our

preparations for war?"!

"I notice there are no military men here" said Petra. "I don't want them to fed that we've been thrust on
them.”

"They won't fed that way," said the Foreign Minister blandly. But Petraknew that the military was not
represented here because they were eager to join the FPE, precisely because they did not feel adequate,
by themselves, to defend Armenia. There would be no problemswith atour of ingpection.

After the top leadership of Armenialeft the Arkanian flat, Father and Petra flung themsalves down on the



furniture and Bean Stretched out on the floor, and a once began discussing what had just happened and
what they thoughtwould happen.

Mother came in as the conversation was winding down. "All adeep, thelittle darlings,” she said. "Stefan
will drop David off after the movie, but we have alittle while, just us grown-ups.”

"Wdll, good," said Father.
"Wewere just discussing,” said Petra, "whether it was awaste of time for usto come here.”

Mother rolled her eyes. "How can it be awaste of time?" And then, to everyone's surprise, she burst
into tears.

"What isit?" At once she was enveloped in the concern of her husband and daughter.

"Nothing," shesaid. "l just ... you didn't come here and bring these babies because you had negotiations.
Nothing happened here that couldn't have happened by tel econference.”

"Then why do you think we're here?' asked Petra.
"Y ou came to say good-bye."

Petralooked a Bean and, for thefirst time, realized that this might betrue. "If we are," she said, "it
wasn't our plan.”

"But it'swhat you'redoing,” said Mother. "Y ou camein person because you might not see us again.
Because of thewar!"

"No," said Bean. "Not because of thewar."

"Mother, you know Bean's condition.”

"I'm not blind! | can seethat he's giraffed up so he can hardly get into houses!”

"And so are Ender and Bella They have Bean's same condition. So once we get al our other children,
we're going out into space. At light-speed. So we can take advantage of relativigtic effects. So that Bean
will bedivewhen they findly find acure™

Father shook his head.

"Then well be dead before you come home," said Mother.

"Pretend I'm away at Battle School again,” said Petra.

"| get these grandchildren, buit... then | don't get them." Mother cried again.

"l won't leave," said Bean, "until weve got Peter Wiggin safely in control of things."

"Whichiswhy you'rein such ahurry to get thiswar Sarted,” said Father. "Why not just tell them?”

"We need them to have confidencein me," said Bean. "Tdling them that | might diein mid-campaign



won't reassure them about joining the FPE."
"So these babies will grow up on astarship?’ asked Mother, skeptically.
"Our joy," said Petra, "will be to see them grow old—uwithout any of them growing asbig astheir father."
Bean raised one enormous foot. " These are tough shoesto fill."

"It redly istrue," sad Petra, "that thiswar—in Armenia—isthe one we want to fight. All these hills. It
will godowly."

"Sowly?" asked Father. "Isn't that the opposite of what you want?”

"What we want,” said Bean, "isfor the war to end as soon as possible. But thisis one case where going
dow will speed usup.”

"You'rethebrilliant srategists,” said Father, heading for the kitchen. " Anybody else want something to
ea?'

That night, Petra couldn't deep. She went out onto the balcony and looked out over the city.

Isthere anything in thisworld that | can't leave?

I've lived apart from my family for so much of my life. Doesthat mean I'll missthem more or less?

But then sheredlized that this had nothing to do with her melancholy. She couldn't deep because she
knew that war was coming. Their plan was to keep the conflict in the mountains, to make the Turks pay
for every meter. But there was no reason to think that Alai's forces—or whatever Mudim forcesthey
were—would shrink from bombing the big population centers. Precision bombing had been the rule for
s0 long—ever since Mecca was nuked—that a sudden reversion to anti-population, saturation bombing
would come as ademordizing shock.

Everything depends on our being able to get and keep control of the air. And the FPE doesn't have as
many planesasthe Mudim League.

Damn those short-sghted Isradlis for training the Arab air forces to be among the most formidable in the
world.

Why was Bean so confident?

Wasit only because he knew that he'd soon leave Earth and wouldn't have to be here to face the
consegquences?

That was unfair. Bean had said he'd stay until Peter was Hegemon in fact aswell as name. Bean did not
break hisword.

What if they never find acure? What if we sail on through space forever? What if Bean dies out there



with me and the babies?

She heard footsteps behind her. She assumed it would be Bean, but it was her mother.

" Awake without the babies waking you?'

Petrasmiled. "1 have plenty to keep me from deeping.”

"But youneed your deep.”

"Eventudly, my body takesit whether | likeit or not."

Mother looked out over the city. "Did you miss us?'

She knew her mother wanted her to say, every day. But the truth would have to do. "When | havetime
to think about anything at dl, yes. But it'snot that | missyou. It'sthat... I'm glad you'rein my life. Glad
youreinthisworld." Sheturned to face her mother. "I'm not alittle girl anymore. | know I'm till very
young and I'm sure | don't know anything yet, but I'm part of the cycle of life now. I'm no longer the
youngest generation. So | don't cling to my parentsas| once would have liked to. | missed alot up there
in Battle School. Children need families”

"And," said Mother sadly, "they make families out of whatever they have a hand.”

"That will never happen to my children,” said Petra. "The world isn't being invaded by diens. | can stay
with them.”

Then she remembered that some people would claim that some of her childrenwere thedien invasion.

She couldn't think that way.

"Y ou carry so much weight in your heart,” said Mother, stroking her hair.

"Not as much as Bean. Far lessthan Peter.”

"Isthis Peter Wiggin agood man?

Petrashrugged. "Are great men ever really good? | know theycan be, but we judge them by adifferent
standard. Greatness changes them, whatever they were to start with. It's like war—does any war ever
settle anything? But we can't judge that way. Thetest of awar isn't whether itsolved things. Y ou haveto
ask, Wasfighting the war better than not fighting it? And | guess the same kind of test ought to be used
ongreat men.”

"If Peter Wigginisgreat."

"Mother, he was Locke, remember? He stopped awar. Already he was great before | came home from
Battle School. And hewas Hill in histeens. Y ounger than | am now."

"Then | asked the wrong question,” said Mother. "Isaworld that he rules over going to be agood place
tolive?'

Petra shrugged again. "I believe he meansit to be. | haven't seen him being vindictive. Or corrupt. He's



making sure that any nation that joins the FPE doesit through the vote of the people, so nothing isbeing
forced on them. That's promisging, isnt it?'

"Armeniaspent SO many centuries yearning to have our own nation. Now we haveit, but it ssemsthe
priceof keeping itisto giveit up."

"Armeniawill gill be Armenia, Mother"

"No, itwont," shesad. "If Peter Wiggin wins everything he'strying to win, then Armeniawill be....
Kansss."

"Hardy!"

"WEell al speak Common and if you go from Y erevan to Rostov or Ankaraor Sofia, you won't even
know you've gone anywhere."

"Weall speak Commonnow. And ther€ll never be atime you can't tell Ankarafrom Y erevan.”
"Youreso sure.”

"I'm sure of alot of things. And about half thetime, I'm right." She grinned a her mother, but her
mother's return smile wasn't redl.

"How did you do it?" asked Petra. "How did you give up your child?’

"You weren't 'given up,™ said Mother. "Y ou were taken. Mogt of the time | managed to believe it wasdl
for agood cause. The other times| cried. It wasn't death because you were till dive. | was proud of
you. | missed you. Y ou were good company amost from your first word. But so ambitious!™

Petrasmiled alittle at that.

"You're married now," said Mother. "Ambition for yourself isover. It's now ambition for your children.”

"l just want them to be happy."

"Thatis something you can't do for them. So don't set that as your god."

"l don't have agod, Mother."

"That'snice. Then your heart will never break."

Mother looked at her with a deadpan expression.

Petralaughed alittle. Y ou know, when I've been away for awhile, | forget that you know everything."

Mother smiled. "Petra, | can't save you from anything. But | want to. | would if | could. Doesthat help?
To know that somebody wants you to be happy?

"More than you know, Mother."

She nodded. Tears dipped down her cheeks. "Going off into space. It fedslike closing yoursdlf in your



own coffin. | know! But that's how it fed'stome. | just know that I'm going to lose you, as sure as death.
Y ou know it too. That's why you're out here saying good-byeto Y erevan?

"To Earth, Mother. Y erevan'sthe least of it."

"W, Y erevan won't missyou. Cities never do. They go on and we don't make any difference to them
a al. That'swhat | hate about cities."

And that's true of the human race, too, thought Petra. "I think it's agood thing, thet life goeson. Like
water inapail. Take some out, therest fillsin."

"When it'smy child that'sgone, nothing fillsin," said Mother.

Petra knew that M other was referring to the years that she spent without Petra, but what flashed into
Petra's mind was the six babies they till hadn't found. The two ideas put together made the loss of those
babies—if they even existed—too painful to contain. Petra began to cry. She hated crying.

Her mother put her arms around her. "I'm sorry, Pet,” she said. "'l wasn't even thinking. | was missing
one child, and you have so many and you don't even know whether they're dive or dead.”

"But they aren't even red to me," said Petra. "1 don't know why I'm crying. I've never even met them.”

"We're hungry for our children,” said Mother. "Weneed to take care of them, once we bring them into
exigence.”

"| didn't even get to dothat," said Petra. "' Other women got to bear dl but the one. And I'm going to
losehim." And suddenly her lifefdt so terribleit could not be borne. She sobbed as her mother held her.

"Oh, my poor girl," her mother kept murmuring. ™Y our life breeks my heart.”

"How can | complain likethis?" said Petra, her voice high with crying. "I've been part of some of the
greatest eventsin history.”

"When your babies need you, history doesn't bring much comfort.”

And asif on cue, there was afaint sound of ababy crying insde the flat. Mother made asif to go, but
Petra stopped her. "Bean will get her." She used the hem of her shirt to dab at her eyes.

"Y ou can tel from the crying which baby it is?'
"Couldn't you?'
"I never had two infants a the sametime, let donethree. There aren't many multiple birthsin our family.”

"Wadll, I'vefound the perfect way to have nonuplets. Get eight other women to help." She managed a
feeblelaugh a her own black humor.

The baby cried again.

"It'sdefinitely Bella, she'sdways more ingstent. Bean will change her, and then helll bring her to me.”



"l could do that and he could go back to deep,” Mother offered.

"It's some of our best time together,” said Petra. "Caring for the babies.”

Mother pecked her on the cheek. "'l can takeahint."

"Thanksfor talking to me, Mother."

"Thanksfor coming home."

Mother went insde. Petra stood at the edge of the balcony. After awhile, Bean came padding out in
bare feet. Petra pulled her T-shirt up and Bella started durping noisily. "Good thing your brother Ender

got my milk factory started,” said Petra. "Or it would have been the bottle for you."

As she stood there, nursing Bellaand looking out over the nighttime city, Bean's huge hands held her
shoulders and stroked her arms. So gentle. So kind.

Onceastiny asthislittlegirl.
But dwaysagiant, long before hisbody showed it.
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ENEMIES

From "Note to Hegemon: Y ou Can't Fight an Epidemic
With aFence"
By "Martd"

Posted on "Early Warning Network™

The presence of Julian Delphiki, the Hegemon's"enforcer,” in Armeniamight look like afamily vacation
to some, but some of us remember that Delphiki was in Rwanda before it ratified the FPE Congtitution.

When you consider that Delphiki's wife, Petra Arkanian, aso one of Ender's Jeesh, is Armenian, what
conclusion can be reached except that Armenia, a Christian enclave nearly surrounded by Mudim
nations, is preparing to ratify?



Add to that the close ties between the Hegemon and Thailand, where Wiggin's left-hand man, Generd
Suriyawong, isnow "consulting” with Generd Phet Noi and Prime Minister Paribatra, newly returned
from Chinese captivity, and the FPE's position in Nubia—and it looks like the Hegemon is surrounding
Cdiph Ala'slittleempire.

Many pundits are saying that the Hegemon's strategy isto "contain” Caiph Alai. But now that the Hindus
have gone over to the Mudim bed—er, | meant to say, "camp" —containment is not enough.

When Cdiph Alai, our modern Tamerlane, decides he wants anice big pile of human skulls (it'sso hard
to get good decorators these days), he can field huge armies and concentrate them wherever he wants on
his borders.

If the Hegemon sits passively waiting, trying to "contain™ Ala behind afence of dliances, then hell find
himsdlf facing overwhelming force wherever Ala decidesto drike.

Idam, the bloodthirsty "one-way rdigion," hasatrack record only dightly less devastating to the human
race than the Buggers.

It'stime for the Hegemon to live up to hisjob title and take decisive, preemptive action—preferably in
Armenia, where hisforceswill be ableto strike like aknife into the neck of Idam. And when he does, it's
time for Europe, China, and Americato wake up and join him. We need unity against thisthreat as surely
aswe ever needed it againgt an dieninvasion.

From: PeterWiggin%oepersonal @FreePeopleOf Earth.fp.gov

To: PetraDe phiki%ogetl ost@FreePeopl eOf Earth.gov

Re: Latest Martel essay

Encrypted using code; ******

Decrypted using code; ** %%

"Strike like aknifeinto the neck of Idam” indeed. Using what enormous army? Wheat vast air force to



neutralize the Mudims AND airlift that enormous army over the mountainousterrain between Armenia
and the "neck" of Idam?

Fortunately, while Ala and Virlomi will know that Martdl isfull of kuso, the Mudim pressisfamousfor
itsparancia. THEY should believe theré's athreat. So now the pressure is on and the game's afoot.
You'reanatura rabble-rouser, Petra. Promise me you'll never run against mefor anything.

Oh, wait. I'm hegemon-for-life, arent I...

Good work, mommy.

Cdiph Ala and Virlomi sat beside each other at the head of a conference table in Chichlam—uwhich the
Mudim press <till caled Hyderabad.

Ala couldn't understand why it bothered Virlomi that he refused to ing st that the Mudlims call the city by
its pre-Mudim name. He had problems enough to worry about without a needlessy humiliating name
change. After dl, the Indians hadn'twon their independence. They had married their way to
sdf-government. Which was afar better method than war—but without having won avictory on thefield
of battle, it was unseemly for Virlomi to ingst on tokens of triumph like making your undefested
conquerors change the namethey used to refer to their own seat of government.

In the past few days, Ala and Virlomi had met with severa groups.

At aconference of heads of Mudim states they had listened to the woes and suggestions of such widely
separated peoples as Indonesians, Algerians, Kazakhs, and Y emenis.

At amuch quieter conference of Mudim minorities, they had indulged the revol utionary fantasies of
Filipino, French, Spanish, and Thai would-bejihadists.

And in between, they had put on banquets for—and listened to stern counsel from—the French,
American, and Russian foreign minigers.

Theselords of the ancient, weary empires—hadn't they noticed that their nations had long since retired
from theworld?Y es, the Russians and Americans fill had aformidable military, but where wastheir will
to empire? They thought they could still boss around people like Alai, who had power and knew how to
useit.

But it did Caliph Alai no harm to pretend that these nations till mattered in the world. Placate them with
wise nods and palliative words, and they would go home and feel good about having helped promote
"peace on Earth.”



Ala had complained to Virlomi afterward. Wasn't it enough for the Americans that the whole world used
their dollar and let them dominate the |.F.? Wasn't it enough for the Russansthat Caliph Ala was
keeping hisarmies away from their frontier and was doing nothing to support Mudim rebel groupsinsde
their borders?

And the French—what did they expect Alai todo when he heard what their government's opinion was?
Didn't they understand that they were spectators now in the great game, by their own choice? The
playerswere not going to let the fans call the plays, no matter how well they played back in their day.

Virlomi listened benignly and said nothing in dl these meetings. Mot of the vigitors came away with the
impresson that she was afigurehead, and Cdiph Alai wasin complete control. Thisimpression did no
harm. But as Alai and his closest advisersknew, it was dso completely fase.

Today's meeting was far more important. Gathered at this table were the men who actualy ran the
Mudim empire—the men Alai trusted, who made sure that the heads of the various Mudim states did
what Alal needed them to do, without chafing at how thoroughly they were under the Caliph's thumb.
Since Ala had the ecstatic support of most of the Mudim people, he had enormousleveragein gaining
the cooperation of their governments. But Ala did not yet have the clout to set up an independent system
of finance. So he was dependent on contributions from the various republics and kingdoms and Idamic
datesthat served him.

The men at this table made sure that the money flowed inward toward Hyderabad, and obedience
flowed outward, with the least possiblefriction.

The most remarkabl e thing about these men was that they were no richer now than they had been when
he appointed them. Despite al their opportunities to take a bribe here or exact abit of akickback there,
they had remained pure. They were motivated by devotion to the Cdiph's cause and pride in their
positions of trust and honor.

Instead of onewaxzir, Alai had adozen. They were gathered at thistable, to counsdl him and hear his
decisons.

And every single one of them resented Virlomi's presence at the table.

And Virlomi did nothing to help dleviate this. Because even though she spoke softly and briefly, she
persisted in using the quiet voice and enigmatic attitude that had played so well among Hindus. But
Mudims had no goddess tradition, except perhapsin Indonesaand Maaysia, where they were
especidly dert to stamp out such tendencies where they found them. Virlomi waslike an dien being

among them.

There were no cameras here. Therole wasn't working for this audience. So why did she persist in acting
the goddess here?

Weasit possible she believed it? That after years of playing the part in order to keep Indian resistance
dive she now believed that she was divindy inspired? Ridiculous to think she actudly believed she was
divine hersdlf. If the Mudim people ever believed she thoughtthat, they would expect Alai to divorce her
and have done with this nonsense. They accepted the idea that the Caliph, like Solomon of old, might
marry women from many kingdomsin order to symbolize the submisson of those kingdomsto ISam asa
wife submitsto ahusband.

She couldn't believe she was agoddess. Alai was sure of that. Such superstitions would have been



stamped out in Battle Schooal.

Then again, Battle School was over years ago, and Virlomi had lived in isolation and adulation during
most of that time. Things had happened that would change anybody. She had told him about the
campaign of sonesin theroad, the"Great WAl of India," how she had seen her own actionsturninto a
vast movement. About how she first became a holy woman and then agoddessin hiding in eastern India

When she taught him about Satyagraha, he thought he understood. Y ou sacrifice anything and everything
in order to stand for what's right without causing harm to another.

And yet she had dso killed men with agun she held in her own hand. There were times when she did not
ghrink from war. When she told him of her band of warriors who had stood off the whole Chinese army,
preventing them from flooding back into India, from even resupplying the armiesthat Alai's Persans and
Pakistanis were systematically destroying, he realized how much he owed to her brillianceasa
commander, as aleader who could inspire incredible acts of bravery from her soldiers, as ateacher who
could train peasantsto be brutally efficient soldiers.

Somewhere between Satyagraha and daughter, there had to be a place where Virlomi—the girl from
Battle School—actudly lived.

Or perhaps not. Perhaps the cruel contradictions of her own actions had led her to put the responsibility
elsawhere. She served the gods. Shewas agod hersdlf. Therefore it was not wrong for her to live by
Satyagraha one day, and wipe out an entire convoy in alanddide the next.

Theirony wasthat the longer he lived with her, the more Alai loved her. She was a sweet and generous
lover, and she taked with him openly, girlishly, asif they were friendsin school. Asif they wereill
children,

Which we are, aren't we?

No. Alai was aman now, despite being in histeens. And Virlomi was older than he was, not achild at
dl.

But they had had no childhood. Alone together, their marriage was more likeplaying at being husband
and wifethan anything ese. It was il fun.

And when they cameto ameseting likethis, Virlomi could switch off that playfulness, set asde the natural
girl and become theirritating Hindu goddess that continued to drive awedge between Cdliph Alai and his
most trusted servants.

Naturally, the counsel was worried about Peter Wiggin and Bean and Petra and Suriyawong. That
Martel essay wastaken very serioudy.

So naturdly, in order to beirritating, Virlomi dismissed it. "Martel can write what he wants, it means
nothing."

Careful not to contradict her, Hadrubet Sasar—"Thorn"—ypointed out the obvious. "The Dephikis redly
arein Armeniaand have been for aweek."

"They havefamily there" sad Virlomi.



"And they're on vacation taking the babiesto vist grandfather and grandmother,” said Alamandar. As
usud, hisirony was so dry you could easilly missthe fact that he was utterly scornful of theidea.

"Of course nat,” said Virlomi—and her scorn was not subtle. "Wigginwants usto think they're planning
something. We withdraw Turkish troops from Xinjiang to invade Armenia. Then Han Tzu drikesin

Xinjiang"

"Perhaps d-Cdiph has some intelligence indicating that the Emperor of Chinaisin dliance with the
Hegemon," said Thorn.

"Peter Wiggin," said Virlomi, "knows how to use people who don't know they're being used.”

Alal listened to her and thought: That principle might as easly apply to the Armeniansasto Han Tzu.
Perhapsthey're being used by Peter Wiggin without their consent. A smple matter to send Bean and
Petrato visit the Arkanians, and then plant afalse story that this means the Armenians are about to join
the FPE.

Ala rased ahand. "Ngjas. Would you compare the language in the Martel essayswith the writings of
Peter Wiggin, including the Locke essays, and tell meif they might be written by the same hand?"

A murmur of gpprova around the table.

"Wewill not take action againgt Armenia," said Caiph Alai, "based on unsubstantiated rumors from the
nets. Nor based on our longstanding suspicion of the Armenians.”

Ala watched their reaction. Some nodded approvingly, but most hid their reactions. And Musfi, the
youngest of hiswazirs, showed his skepticism.

"Musdfi, speak tous,” said Ala.

"It makeslittle difference to the people,”" said Musdfi, "whether we can prove that the Armenians are
plotting againgt usor not. Thisisn't acourt of law. They are being told by many that instead of gaining
India peacefully by marriage, we logt it the same way."

Alai did not look at Virlomi; nor did he sense any gtiffening or changein her attitude.

"We did nothing when the Hegemon humiliated the Sudanese and ole Mudim land in Nubia™ Musafi
raised his hand to the inevitable objection. " The peoplebelieve the land was solen.”

"So you fear that they will think the Cdiphisineffective”

"They expected you to spread Idam throughout the world. Instead, you seem to be losing ground. The
very fact that Armenia cannot be the source of aseriousinvasion so meansthat it's a safe place to take
some limited action that will assure the people that the Caliphate is still watching over Idam.”

"And how many men should diefor this?' said Alai.

"For the continued unity of the Mudim people?' asked Musdfi. "As many aslove God."

"Theréswisdominthis™" said Ala. "But the Mudim people are not the only peoplein theworld. Outsde
of Idam, Armeniais perceived as a heroic victim nation. Isn't there achance that any kind of actionin



Armeniawill be seen as proof that Idam isexpanding, just as Martel charges? Then what happensto the
Mudim minoritiesin Europe?’

Virlomi leaned forward, looking each of the counselors boldly in theface, asif she had authority at this
table. Her stance was more aggressive than Alal ever showed to hisfriends. But then, these were not her
friends. ™Y ou care about unity?'

"It'saways been aproblem in the Mudim world," said Alamandar. Some of the men chuckled.

"The 'Free Peopl€ can't invade us because we're more powerful than they are at any point where they
might attack,” said Virlomi. "Is our god to unite theworld under the leadership of Cdiph Alai? Then our
great rival isnot Peter Wiggin. It'sHan Tzu. He came to me with plots againgt Cdiph Alai. He proposed
marriage with me, so Indiaand Chinacould unite againgt Idam.”

"When was this?' asked Musfi.

Ala understood why he was asking. "It was before Virlomi and | even consdered marriage, Musafi. My
wife has behaved with perfect propriety.”

Musafi was satisfied; Virlomi showed no sign that she even cared what the interruption had been abot.
"Y ou don't fight wars to enhance domestic unity—to do that, you pursue economic policiesthat make
your people fat and rich. Wars are fought to create safety, to expand borders, and to eliminate future
dangers. Han Tzu is such adanger.”

"Since he hastaken office," said Thorn, "Han Tzu has taken no aggressive action. He has been
conciliatory with dl his neighbors. He even sent home the Indian prime miniger, didn't he?'

"That was no conciliatory gesture,” said Virlomi.

"The expansonist Snow Tiger isgone, his policiesfailed. We have nothing to fear from Ching," said
Thorn.

He had gonetoo far, and everyone at the table knew it. It was one thing to make suggestions, and quite
another to flatly contradict Virlomi.

Pointedly, Virlomi sat back and looked at Alal, waiting for him to take action againgt the offender.

But Thorn had earned his nickname because he would say uncomfortable truths. Nor did Alai intend to
gart banishing advisers from his council just because Virlomi was annoyed with them. " Once again, our
friend Thorn provesthat hisnameiswell chosen. And once again, we forgive him for his bluntness—or
should | say, sharpness?'

Laughter ... but they were still wary of Virlomi'swrath.

"| seethat this counsd prefersto send Mudimsto diein cosmetic wars, whilethe red enemy isallowed
to gather strength unmolested, solely because he has not attacked usyet." She turned directly to Thorn.
"My husband's good friend Thorn islike the man in aleaky boat, surrounded by sharks. He has arifle,
and hisfellow passenger says, 'Why don't you shoot those sharks! Once the boat sinks and we'rein the
water, you won't be ableto usetherifle!’

" 'You foal," saysthe man. 'Why should | provoke the sharks? None of them has bit meyet.""



Thorn seemed determined to press hisluck. "Theway | heard the story, the boat was surrounded by
dolphins, and the man shot at them until he ran out of ammunition. "Why did you do that? hisfriend
asked, and the man said, 'because one of them wasashark in disguise.’

" 'Which one? said his companion.

"'Youfool,' saysthe man. 'l told you he'sin disguise. Then the blood in the water drew many sharks.
But the man's gun was empty.”

"Thank you dl for your wise counsdl," said Alai. "1 must now think about al that you have said.”

Virlomi smiled a Thorn. "I must remember your dternate version of the story. It's hard to decide which
oneisfunnier. Maybe oneisfunny to Hindus, and the other to Mudims.”

Ala stood up and began shaking hands with the men around the table, in effect dismissing each onein
turn. It had aready been rude for Virlomi to continue the conversation. But still shewould not let up.

"Or perhaps,” she said to the group asawhole, "Thorn's story isfunny only to the sharks. Becauseifhis
story isbdieved, the sharks are safe.”

Virlomihad never gonethisfar before. If she wereaMudim wife, he could take her by the arm and
gently lead her from the room, then explain to her why she could not say such things to men who were
not free to answer.

But then, if she wereaMudim wife, shewouldn't have been a the tablein the first place.

Alai shook handswith the rest of them, and they showed their deferenceto him. But he adso saw a
growing wariness. Hisfallureto stop Virlomi from giving such outrageous offense—to aman who had
admittedly gonetoo far himsalf—Iooked like weakness to them. He knew they were wondering just how
much influence Virlomi had over him. And whether he wastruly functioning as Cdiph any more, or was
just ahenpecked husband, married to awoman who thought she was agod.

In short, was Cdiph Ala succumbing to idolatry by being married to this madwoman?

Not that anyone could say such athing—even to each other, evenin private.

Infact, they probably weren't thinking it, either.

I'mthinking it.

When he and Virlomi were alone, Alal waked out of the room to the conference room toilet, where he
washed hisface and hands.

Virlomi followed himinside,
"Areyou strong or weak?' she asked. "I married you for your strength.”
He sad nothing.

"Y ou know I'm right. Peter Wiggin can't touch us. Only Han Tzu stands between us and uniting the



world under our rule.”

"That'snot true, Virlomi," sad Alal.

"So you contradict me, too?"

"Wereequds, Virlomi," said Ala. "We can contradict each other—when were aone together.”

"Soif I'mwrong, whois agreater threat than Han Tzu?'

"If we attack Han Tzu, unprovoked, and it looks asif he might lose—or he does|ose—then we can
expect the Mudim population of Europe to be expelled, and the nations of Europe will unite, probably
with the United States, probably with Russa Instead of amountain border that Han Tzu is not
threatening, welll have an indefensible border thousands of kilometerslong in Siberia, and enemieswhose
combined military might will dwarf ours™

"Americal Europe! Thosefat old men.”

"| seeyou're giving my ideas careful consderation,” said Alai.

"Nothing'scertaininwar,” said Virlomi. "Thismight happen, thatmight happen. I'll tell you whatwil|
happen. Indiawill take action, whether the Mudimsjoin usor not.”

"India, which haslittle equipment and no trained army, will take on Chinas battle-hardened
veterans—and without the help of the Turkish divisionsin Xinjiang and the Indonesian divisonsin
Tawan?'

"The Indian people do what | ask them," said Virlomi.

"The Indian people do what you ask them, aslong asit'spossible.”

"Who are you to say what's possible?"

"Virlomi," said Ala. "I'm not Alexander of Macedonia."

"Thatmuch isabundantly clear. Infact, Alai, what battle have youever fought and won?"

"Y ou mean before or after thefind war againgt the Buggers?'

"Of course—you were one of the sacred Jeesh! So you're right about everything forever!”

"And it was my plan that destroyed the Chinese will to fight."

"Y our plan—which depended onmy little band of patriots holding the Chinese army at bay inthe
mountains of eastern India”

"No, Virlomi. Y our holding action saved thousands of lives, but if every single Chinesethey sent over the
mountain had faced usin India, we would have won."

"Easy tosay."



"Because my plan wasfor the Turkish troops to take Beijing while most of the Chinese forces weretied
up in India, a which point the Chinese troops would have been caled back from India Y our heroic
action saved many lives and madeour victory quicker. By about two weeks and an estimated hundred

thousand casudties. So I'm grateful. But you've never led large armiesinto combat.”
Virlomi waved it away, asif such agesture could make the fact of it disappesar.

"Virlomi," said Ala.. "I loveyou, and I'm not trying to hurt you, but you've been fighting all thistime
againgt very bad commanders. Y ou've never come up against someone like me. Or Han Tzu. Or Petra.

And definitely no onelike Bean."

"The gars of Battle School!" said Virlomi. "Ancient test scores and membership in aclub whose
president got outmaneuvered and sent into exile. What have you done lately, Caiph Alai?"

"I married awoman with abold plan,” said Alai.

"But what did | marry?* asked Virlomi.

"A man who wants the world to be united in peace. | thought the woman who built the Great Wl of
Indiawould want the same thing. | thought our marriage was part of that. | never knew you were so

bloodthirgty."
"Not bloodthirsty, redigtic. | see our true enemy and I'm going to fight him."

"Ourrival isPeter Wiggin," said Ala. "He hasaplan for uniting the world, but his depends on the
Caliphate collgpsing into chaos and Idam ceasing to be aforce in the world. That'swhat the Martel essay

was designed to do—provoke usinto doing something stupid in Armenia. Or Nubia."
"Well, at least you see throughthat."

"I seethrough al of it," said Alai. "And you don't see the most obviousthing of al. Thelonger we wait,
the closer we come to the day when Bean will die. It'sacruel and terrible fact, but when he's gone, then

Peter Wiggin loses his grestest tool "

Virlomi looked at him with withering scorn. "Back to the Battle School test scores.™

"All thekidsin Battle School weretested,” said Ala. "Including you."

"Yes, and what did that get any of them? They sat herein Hyderabad like passive daveswhile Achilles
bullied them. | escaped.Me. Somehow | was different. But did that show up on any of their testsin Battle

School? There are things they didn't test for."

Alai did not tell her the obvious: She was different only because Petra asked her for help, and not
someone else. She would not have escaped without Petras request.

"Ender's Jeesh didn't come from the tests," said Alai. "We were chosen because of what wedid."

"Because of what you did that Graff thought was important. There were quditiesthat he didn't know
were important, so he didn't watch for them.”

Alai laughed. "What, you're jeal ous because you weren't in Ender's Jeesh?!



"I'm disgusted that you still believe that Bean isirresstible because he's so 'smart.' "

"You haven't seenhimin action,” said Ala. "He's scary.”

"No, you're just scared.”

"Virlomi," said Alai, "don' do this"

"Don't do what?'

"Dont force my hand."

"I'm not forcing anything. We're equals, right? Y ou'll tell your armieswhat to do, and I'll tell mine.”

"I you send your troops on asuicide attack against China, then Chinawill be a war with me, too. That's
what our marriagemeans. So you're committing me to war whether | likeit or not.”

"1 can win without you."

"Don't believe your own propaganda, my beloved,” said Ala. "You aren't agod. You aren't infdlible.
And right now, you're soirrationa that it scaresme.”

"Not irrationd," said Virlomi." Confident. And determined.”
"Y ou studied where | did. Y ou dready know dl the reasons why an attack against Chinaisinsane.”

"That'swhy wéll achieve surprise. That'swhy well win. Besdes," said Virlomi, "our bettle planswill be
drawn up by the great Cdiph Alai. Andhe was amember of Ender's Jeesh!™

"What happened to the idea of our being equals?’ said Alai.
"Weare equas.”

"I never forced you to do anything.”

"And I'm not forcing you, ether.”

"Saying that over and over won't makeit true."

"I'm doing what | choose, and you're doing what you choose. The only thing | want from you is—I want
your baby ingde me before | lead my troopsto war."

"What do you think thisis, the middle ages? Y ou don't lead your troopsto war."
"l do," sad Virlomi.

"You doif you're asquad commander. There's no point when you have an army of amillion men. They
can'tsee you so it doesn't help.”

"Y ou reminded me aminute ago that you aren't Alexander of Macedon. Well, Alai, lam Jeanne dArc.”



"When | said I'm not Alexander,” said Ala, "'l wasn't referring to hismilitary prowess. | wasreferring to
his marriage to aPersan princess.”

Shelooked irritated. "1 studied hiscampaigns.”

"He returned to Babylon and married adaughter of the old Persian Emperor. He made his officers marry
Persians, too. He wastrying to unite the Greeks with the Persians and form them into one nation, by
making the Persans alittle more Greek, and the Greeks alittle more Persian.”

"Your point?'
"The Greeks said, We conquered the world by being Greek. The Persanslost their empire by being

Pergan."
"So you aren't trying to make your Muslims more Hindu or my Hindus more Mudim. Very good.”

"Hetried to combine soldiers of Persaand soldiers of Greece into one army. It didn't work. It fell
"We're not making those mistakes."

"Exactly,” said Alai. "I'm not going to make mistakes that destroy my Cdiphate.”

Virlomi laughed. "All right, then. If you think invading Chinais such amistake, what are you going to do?
Divorce me? Void our treaty? What then? Y ou'll haveto retreat from Indiaand you'll look like even
more of azhopa. Or you'l try to stay and then I'll go to war againstyou. It al comes crashing down, Alai.

So you're not going to get rid of me. Y ou're going to stay my husband and you're going to love me and
weélll have babies together and well conquer the world and govern it together and do you know why?!

"Why?' hesad sadly.

"Because that'show | want it. That'swhat |'ve learned over the past few years. Whatever | think of, if |
decide | want it, if | dowhat | know | need to do, then it happens. I'm the lucky girl whose dreams come

true"

She came to him, wrapped her arms around him, kissed him. He kissed her back, because it would be
unwise of him to show her how sad and frightened he was, and how little he desired her now.

"l loveyou," shesad. "Youre my best dream.”
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From: Imperia Sef%HotSoup@ForbiddenCity.ch.gov
To: Weaver%Virlomi@Motherlndiaiin.net, Cdiph%Sa sam@caiph.gov

Re Don't do this

Ala, Virlomi, what are you thinking? Troop movements can't be hidden. Do you realy want this
bloodbath? Are you bent on proving that Graff is right and none of us belong on Earth?

Hot Soup

From: Weaver%oVirlomi@Motherindiain.net

To: Imperid Sef%HotSoup@ForbiddenCity.ch.gov

Re: Silly boy

Did you think that Chinese offensesin Indiawould be forgotten? If you don't want bloodshed, then
swear dlegianceto Mother Indiaand Cdliph Alai. Disband yourarmies and offer no resistance. We will
be far more merciful to the Chinese than the Chinese wereto India

From: Cdiph%Jeeshman@caliph.gov
To: Imperia Sdf%HotSoup@ForbiddenCity.ch.gov

Re: Look again

Take no precipitate action, my friend. Thingswill not go asthey appear to be going.

Mazer Rackham sat across from Peter Wiggin in his office in Rotterdam.

"We're very concerned,” said Rackham.

"Soaml."



"Whét have you set in motion here, Peter?”

"Mazer," said Peter, "dl I've done iskeep pressing, usng what small tools | have. They decide how to
respond to that pressure. | was prepared for an invasion of Armeniaor Nubia. | was prepared to take
advantage of amass expulson of Mudims from some or dl European nations.”

"And war between Indiaand China? Are you prepared for that?"

"These areyour geniuses, Mazer. Y ours and Graff's. Y ou trained them. Y ou explain to me why Ala and
Virlomi are doing something so stupid and suicidal asto throw badly armed Indian troops against Han
Tzu's battle-hardened, fully equipped, revenge-hungry army.”

"So that's not something you did.”

"I'm not like you and Graff," said Peter, irritated. "I don't think I'm some master puppeteer. I've gotthis
amount of power and influence in theworld, and it doesn't amount to much. | have abillion or so citizens
who havenot yet become a genuine nation, so | have to keep dancing just to keep the FPE viable. | have
amilitary forcewhichiswell trained and well equipped, has excellent morde, and isso smal it wouldn't
even be noticed on a battlefield in Chinaor India | have my persona reputation as Locke and my
not-so-empty-anymore office as Hegemon. And | haveBean, both hisactua abilitiesand his extravagant
reputation. That's my arsend. Do you see anything in that list that would allow meto eventhink of sarting
awar between two mgor world powers over whom | have no influence?’

"It just played into your hands so nicely, we couldn't help but think you had something to do with it."

"No,you did," said Peter. "Y ou made these kids crazy in Battle School. Now they're dl mad kings, using
thelives of their subjects as playing piecesin atawdry game of one-upmanship.”

Rackham sat back, looking alittle sick. "We didn't want thiseither. And | don't think they're crazy.
Somebody must see some advantage in Starting thiswar, and yet | can't think who. Y ou're the only one
who standsto gain, so we thought..."

"Believeit or not," said Peter, "I would not start awar likethis, evenif | thought I could profit from
picking up the pieces. The only people who start wars that are bound to depend on human waves getting
cut down by machine guns are fanatics or idiots. | think we can safely rule out idiocy. S0 ... that leaves
Virdomi."

"That'swhat were afraid of. That she's actually cometo believe her image. God-blessed and
irresstible.” Rackham raised an eyebrow. "But you knew that. Y ou met with her."

" She proposed marriageto me," said Peter. "I turned her down.”
"Beforeshewent to Ala."

"l have afeding that she married Ala on the rebound.”

Rackham laughed. " She offered you India."

" She offered me an entanglement. | turned it into an opportunity.”

"Y ou knew when you turned her down that she/d be angry and do something stupid.”



Peter shrugged. "I knew she'd do something spiteful. Something to show her power. | had no idea she'd
try Alai, and | certainly had no ideahed actudly fdl for it. Didn't he know shewas crazy? | mean, not
clinicaly, but drunk on power."

"Youtdlme why hedidit,” said Rackham.

"He was one of Ender's Jeesh," said Peter. ™Y ou and Graff must have so much paper on Alai that you
know when he scratches his buitt.”

Rackham only waited.

"L ook, | don't know why he did it, except maybe he thought he could control her," said Peter. "When he
came home from Eros, he was anaive and righteous Mudim boy who's been sheltered ever since.
Maybe he just wasn't ready to dedl with ared live woman. The question now is, how will this play out?'

"How doyou think it will play out?"

"Why should | tell you what | think?" said Peter. "What possible advantage will | get from you and Graff
knowing what I'm expecting and what I'm preparing to do about it?"

"How will it hurt?"

"It hurt because if you decide your gods are different from mine, you'll meddle. Some of your meddling
I've appreciated, but right now | don't want either the l.F. or ColMin doing one damn thing. I'm juggling
too many ballsto want some volunteer juggler to comein and try to help.”

Rackham laughed. " Peter, Graff was so right about you."

"Wha?'

"When he rgected you for Battle School."

"Because | wastoo aggressive,” said Peter wryly. "And look what he actualyaccepted.”
"Peter," said Rackham. "Think about what you just said.”

Peter thought about it. ™Y ou mean about juggling.”

"I mean about why you were rejected for Battle School."

Peter immediately felt stupid. His parents had been told that he was rgjected because he wastoo
aggressve—dangeroudy so. And he had wormed that information out of them at avery young age. Ever
sincethen, it had been aburden he carried around insde—the judgment that he was dangerous.
Sometimesit had made him bold; more often, it had made him not trust his own judgment, his own mord
framework. Am | doing this becauseit'sright? Am | doing this because it will redly beto my benefit? Or
only because I'm aggressive and can't stand to sit back and wait? He had forced himsdlf to be more
patient, more subtle than hisfirst impulse. Time after time he had held back. It was because of thisthat he
had used Vaentine and now Petra to write the more dangerous, demagogic essays—he didn't want any
kind of textud andysisto point to him asthe author. It waswhy he had held back from any kind of
serious arm-twisting with nations that kept playing with him about joining the FPE—he couldn't afford to



have anyone percelve him as coercive.

And dl thistime, that assessment of himwasalie.

"I'm not too aggressive.”

"It'simpossible to be too aggressive for Battle School," saidRackham . " Reckless—now, that would be
dangerous. But nobody has ever called you reckless, have they? And your parents would have known
that was alie, because they could have seen what a caculating little bastard you were, even at the age of
seven."

"Why thanks."

"No, Graff looked at your tests and watched what the monitor showed us, and then he talked to me and
showed me, and we redlized: Y ou weren't what we wanted as commander of the army, because people
don't love you. Sorry, but it'strue. Y ou're not warm. Y ou don't inspire devotion. Y ou would have been a
good commanderunder someone like Ender. But you could never have held the whole thing together the
way hedid."

"I'm doing fine now, thanks."

"Y ou're not commanding soldiers. Peter, do Bean or Surilove you? Would they die for you? Or do they
serve you because they believein your cause?"

"They think the world united under me as Hegemon would be better than the world united under anyone
else, or not united at al.”

"A amplecdculaion.”
"A cdculation based on trust that 1've damn well earned.”

"But not personal devotion," said Rackham. "Even Vaentine—she was never devoted to you, and she
knew you better than anyone.”

" She pretty much hated me."

"Too strong, Peter. Too strong aword. She didn't trust you. She feared you. She saw your mind like
clockwork. Very smart. She dwaysfigured you were six steps ahead of her.”

Peter shrugged.

"But you weren't, were you?"'

"Ruling theworld isnt achessgame,” said Peter. "Or if it is, it'sagame with athousand powerful pieces
and eight billion pawns, and the pieces keep changing their capabilities, and the gameboard never stays
the same. So just how far ahead can you possibly see? All 1 could do was put myself into a position with
the most possible influence, and then exploit whatever opportunities came.”

Rackham nodded. "But one thing was certain. Y our off-the-charts aggressiveness, your passion to
control events, we knew that you would place yoursdf in the center of everything.”



It was Peter's turn to laugh. " So you left me home from Battle School so | would be what | am now.”

"As| sad, you weren't suited for military life. Y ou don't take orders very well. People aren't devoted to
you, and you aren't devoted to anyone ese.”

"I might be, if | found somebody | respected enough.”

"The only person you ever respected that much ison acolony ship right now and you'll never see him

again.

"I could never have followed Ender.”

"No, you never could. But he's the only person you respected enough. The trouble was, he was your
younger brother. Y ou couldn't have lived with the shame.”

"Wall, dl thisandysisisnice, but how doesit help us now?"

"We don't have aplan either, Peter," said Rackham. "We're dso just moving useful piecesinto place.
Taking others out of play. We have some assets, just asyou do. We have our arsend.”

"Y ou havethewhole.F. You could put astop to al of this"

"No," said Rackham. "Polemarch Chamrgjnagar is adamant about it, and he'sright. We could force the
world'sarmiesto cometo ahalt. They would al obey usor pay aterrible price. But who would be ruling
the world then?'

"Theflest."

"And who isthefleet? It's volunteersfrom Earth. And from that moment on, who would be our
volunteers? People who love theidea of going out into space? Or people who want to control the
government of Earth? It would turn usinto an Earth-centered indtitution. It would destroy the colonization
project. And the Fleet would be hated, because it would soon be dominated by people who loved

power."
"Makes you sound like abunch of nervousvirgins.”
"Weare," said Rackham. "And that's a strange line, coming from anervous virgin like you."

Peter didn't bother responding to that. " So you and Graff won't do anything that would compromise the
purity of thel.F."

"Unless somebody brings out the nukes again. We won't let that happen. Two nuclear warswere
enough.”

"We never had anuclear war."

"World War Il wasanuclear war," said Rackham. "Even if only two bombs were dropped. And the
bomb that destroyed Meccawas the end of acivil war within 1dam being fought out through surrogates
and terrorism. Ever since then, nobody has even considered using nukes. But wars that are ended by
nukes are nuclear wars."



"Fine Definitions.

"Hyrum and | are doing everything we can," said Rackham. "' So isthe Polemarch. And believeit or not,
we're trying to help you. We want you to succeed.”

"And now you're pretending that you've been rooting for meal dong?

"Not at al," said Rackham. "We had no ideawhether you'd be atyrant or awiseruler. No idea of what
method you'd use or what your world government would be like. We knew you couldn't do it by
charisma because you don't have much. And I'll admit you emerged with greater clarity after we got a
good look a Achilles”

"So you didn't redly get behind me until you realized | was better than Achilles.

"Y our achievements were so extraordinary that we were till wary of you. Then Achilles showed usthat
you were actualy cautious and salf-restrained, compared to whatcould have been done by somebody
who wastruly ruthless. We saw atyrant on the make, and we redlized you weren't one."

"Depending on how you define 'tyrant." "

"Peter, were trying to help you. We want you to unite the world undercivilian government. Without any
advice from us, you've determined to do it by persuasion and plebiscite instead of usng armies and
terror.”

"l usearmies.”

"Y ou know what | mean," said Rackham.

"l just didn't want you to have any illusons.”

"So tell mewhat you're thinking. What you're planning. So wewon't interfere with our meddling.”
"Because youreon my sde," Peter said scornfully.

"No, were not ‘on your side." We're not really in this game, except insofar asit affects us. We'rein the
business of dispersing the human race to as many worlds as possible. But so far, only two colony ships
have taken off. And it will be another generation before any of them lands. Far longer before we know
whether the colonies will take hold and succeed. Even longer than that before we know if they'll become
isolated worlds or trade will be profitable enough to make interstellar travel economicaly feasble. That's
all we care about. But to accomplish it, we have to get recruits from Earth, and we haveto pay for the
ships—again, from Earth. And we haveto do it without any hope of financia return for ahundred years
at the best. Capitdismisnot good at thinking ahundred years ahead. So we need government funding.”

"Which you've managed to get even when | couldn't raiseadime.”

"No, Peter," said Rackham. "Don't you understand? Everybody except the United States and Britain
and ahandful of smdler countries has stopped paying their assessments. Wereliving off our huge cash
reserves. It's been enough to outfit two ships, to build anew class of gravity-controlled messenger ships,
afew projectslike that. But we're running out of money. We have no way to finance even the shipswe
aready have under congtruction.”



"Y ouwant metowin so I'll pay for your flegt.”

"We want you to win so that the human race can stop spending its vast surpluses on waysto kill each
other, and can instead send al the people that would have been killed in war out into space. And al the
money that would have been spent on wegpons can be spent on colony ships, and on trading ships,
eventualy. The human race has dways produced avast surplus of human beings and of wedth, and it has
used up dmost dl of it either on stupid monuments like the pyramids or on bruta, bloody, pointlesswars.
We want you to unite the world so that this waste can findly stop.”

Peter laughed. "Y ou are suchdreamers. Suchidedigd”

"We were warriors and we studied our enemy. The Hive Queens. They failed because they were too
unified. Human beings are a better design for a sentient species. Once we get over thiswar thing. What
the Hive Queenstried, we cando. Spread out the species so it can develop truly new cultures.”

"New cultures? When you insst that each colony be made up entirely of people from one nation, one
language group?"

"We're not absolutely rigid on that, but yes. There are two ways of looking at speciesdiverdity. Oneis
that every colony should contain a complete copy of the whole human race—every culture, every

language, every race. But what's the point of that? Earth dready hasthat! And look how well it's
worked.

"No, the great colonies of the past have succeeded precisaly because they were interndly unified.
People who knew each other, trusted each other, shared the same purposes, embraced the same laws.
Each one monochromatic to begin with. But when we send out fifty monochromatic colony ships, but all
different colors, so to spesk—fifty different colonies, each with a separate cultural and linguistic root—
thenthe human race can perform fifty different experiments. Real speciesdiversity.”

"l don't care what you say," said Peter, "I'm not going.”

Rackham smiled. "We don't want you to."

"The two colony ships you've launched. One of them was Ender's.

"That'sright.”

"Who's the commander of the second ship?’

"Wall, theship is commanded by—"

"Who'sgoing to rulethecolony,” said Peter.

"Dink Meeker."

So that was the plan. They meant to take Ender's Jeesh and anybody else who was dangeroudly talented
inamilitary way and send them off into space. "So to you," said Peter, "thiswar between Han Tzu and

Ala isyour worst nightmare.”

Rackham nodded.



"Don't worry," said Peter.

"Don't worry?'

"All right," said Peter. "Worry if you want. But your offer to Ender's Jeesh, to take them dl off planet, to
give them colonies—now | understand what it's about. Y ou care about these kids whose livesyou

coopted. Y ou want to get them off to worldswhere theresno rival. They can use their talentsto help a
community triumph over anew world."

IIYaII
"But the most important thing is, they won't be on Earth.”
Rackham shrugged.

"Y ou knew that nobody could ever unite the world as you need it to be united while those highly trained,
highly aggressive, publicly certified geniusesare dill init.”

"Wedidn't sseaway it could happen.”

"Wdll, that'salie" said Peter. "Y ou saw the way it would happen, becauseit's obvious. One of them
would betheruler of Earth, and al the otherswould be dead.”

"Y es, we saw that, but it wasn't an option.”

"Why not? It's the human way of settling things.”

"We lovethese kids, Peter.”

"But love them or not, they'll dl die eventualy. No, I think you would have been content to let them
work it out, if you thought it would work. If you thought one of them would emerge triumphant. What
you couldn't stand was the knowledge that they were so evenly matched that none of them would win.
They'd use up the resources of Earth, al that surplus population, andstill thered be no clear winner."

"That wouldn't help anything," said Rackham.

"Soif you could have found a cure for Bean's condition, you wouldn't need me. Because Bean could do
it. He could defeat the others. He could unite the world. Because he's so much better than they are.”

"But heésgoing to die," said Rackham.

"And you love him," said Peter. "So you're going to try to save hislife."

"Wewant him to help you win firg."

"That'snot possible,” said Peter. "Not in the time he has | eft.”

"By ‘win,'" said Rackham, "1 mean, we want him to help you get into aposition where your victory is
inevitable, given your abilities. Right now, you could be stopped by all kinds of chance events. Having

Bean increases your power and influence. Another thing that would help isif we could get the rest of the
Jeesh off this planet. If we've removed from the board all the pieces that could challenge you—if, in



effect, you're the queen in agame of knights and bishops—then you won't need Bean anymore.”

"I'll need somebody," said Peter. "I'm not trained for war the way these Battle School kidswere. And as
you said, I'm not the kind of guy that soldiers want to diefor.”

Rackham leaned forward. "Peter, tell uswhat you're planning.”

"I'm not planning anything,” said Peter. "I'm smply waiting. When | met Virlomi, | redlized that shewas
the key to everything. She'svolatile, she's powerful, and she'sdrunk. | knew that she'd do something
destabilizing. Something that would bresk things gpart.”

"So you think the war between Indiaand Chinawill happen? And that Alai's Mudim League will be
drawvninto it?'

"That's possible," said Peter. "I hope it won't happen.”

"But if it does, you'll be poised to attack Alai when hisforces aretied up fighting China."

"No," said Peter.

"No?'

"We're not going to attack anybody," he said.

"Then ... what?" said Rackham. "Whoever emerges from that war—"

"I don't think that war's going to amount to much,” said Peter, "if it happensat al. But if it does happen,
then both sides will be weakened by it. There's no shortage of ambitious nations ready to step in and pick
up the pieces."

"So what doyou think is going to happen?'

"l don't know," said Peter. "l wish you'd believe me. There'sonly onething I'm sure of. Alai'sand
Virlomi's marriage is doomed. And if you want either or both of them to command any of your precious
colonies, you'd better make sure you're ready to get them off planet fast.”

"Areyou planning something?"' asked Rackham.

"No! Arent you ligening? I'm watching the whole damn thing just like you are! 1've dready played my
cards—making the Mudim leadership suspicious of my intentions. Provoking them. Plusalittle quiet

diplomecy.”

"Withwhom?'

"With Russia," said Peter.

"Y ou're trying to get them to join with you in attacking Alai? Or China?'

"No, no, no," said Peter. "If | tried anything like that, word would get out, and then what Mudim nation
would ever,ever jointhe FPE?"



"So what are you doing with your diplomacy?'
"Begging the Russansto Say out of it."

"In other words, pointing out the opportunity and telling them that you're not going to interferein any
way."

"Yes" said Peter.

"Politicsis s ... indirect.”

"That'swhy conquerors rarely make grest rulers.”
"And greet rulers are rarely conquerors.”

"Y ou closed the door on my becoming aconqueror,” said Peter. "So if I'm to be the ruler of the
world—agood one—then | have to win that position in such away as not to have to keep killing people
in order to say in power. It doesthe world no good if everything depends on me, if it al collgpses when
| die. | need to build thisthing piece by piece, hit by bit, with powerful ingtitutions that have their own
momentum, o that it will make very little difference who's at the head. I1t'swhat | learned from growing
up in America. It was anation created out of nothing—nothing but aset of ided s that they never
measured up to. Now and then they had great |eaders, but usually nothing but political hacks, and | mean
right from the start. Washington was great, but Adams was paranoid and lazy, and Jefferson was asvilea
scheming politician as anation has ever been cursed with. | learned alot fromhim about destroying your
enemies with demagoguery conducted under pseudonyms.”

"So you were praising him."

"I'm saying that Americashaped itsdlf with ingtitutions so strong that it could survive corruption, supidity,
vanity, ambition, recklessness, and even insanity inits chief executive. I'm trying to do the same thing with
the Free People of Earth. Base it on some smple but workable ideals. Bring nationsinto it because they
fredy chooseto join. Unite them with alanguage and asystem of laws, and givethem astakein
indtitutions that take on alife of their own. And | can't do any of that if | conquer asingle country and
forceittojoin. That'sarule| can never violate. My forces will defeat enemieswho attack the FPE, and
weéll carry war into their territory to do it. But when it comesto joining the FPE, they canonly do it if a
maority of the people want to. If they choose to be subject to our laws and take part in our ingtitutions.”

"But you're not above getting other nations to do your conquering for you."

"Idam," said Peter, "has never learned how to be ardigion. It'satyranny by itsvery nature. Until it
learnsto let the door swing both ways, and permit Muslims to decide not to be Mudim without pendlty,
then the world has no choice but to fight againgt it in order to remain free. Aslong as Mudim nations
remained divided, working against each other, they weren't going to be a problem for me, because |
could pick them up one by one, especialy after the FPE becomes large enough for them to see how the
people within my borders prosper.”

"But united under Ala—"
"Alal isadecent guy,” said Peter. "'l think he has someidea of liberdizing Idam from the top. But it can't

be done. HE's smply wrong. He'sagenera, not apalitician. Aslong as ordinary Mudims believe it'stheir
duty to kill any Mudim who triesto quit being aMudim, aslong asthey think they have aholy duty to



resort to armsto compel unbelieversto obey Idamic lav—you can't liberalize that, you can't makeit a
decent system for anybody. Not even for Mudims. Because the crudest, narrowest, most evil people will
awaysriseto power because they'll dways be the ones most willing to wrap themselvesin the crescent
flag and murder peoplein God's name.”

"So Ala isdoomed to fail."

"Ala isdoomed to die. The moment the fanatics redlize that he's not asfanatically pure aMudim asthey
are, they'll kill him."

"Andingdl anew Cdiph?'

"They can ingtall whoever they want," said Peter. "It won't matter to me. Without Alai, thereésno Idamic
unity, because only Alai can lead them to victory. And in defeat, Mudims don't stay united. They move
like agreat wave—until they meet awall of rock that doesn't move. Then they crash and recede.”

"Asthey did after Charles Martel defeated them."

"It's Alai who made them powerful," said Peter. "The only troubleis, Alai doesn't like the things he hasto
doin order to rule atotditarian system like Idam. He's aready killed alot more people than he wanted
to. Ala'snot akiller, but he's become one, and helikesit lessand less.”

"Y ou think he's not going to follow Virlomi into war."

"Itsarace,” sad Peter. "Between followers of Alai who planto kill Virlomi in order to free Alai from her
influence, and fanatical Mudimswho planto kill Alai because he betrayed Idam by marrying Virlomi in
thefirs place”

"Do you know who the conspirators are?’

"I don't haveto,” said Peter. "If there weren't any conspirators planning murder, it wouldn't beaMudim
empire. And there's another race. Can they kill Alai or Virlomi before Chinaor Russia attacks? And even
if they do kill one or both of them, will that stop Chinaor Russiafrom attacking, or smply encourage
them to think that victory will be morelikely?!

"And isthere any scenario where you'll go to war?"

"Yes" sad Peter. "If they get rid of Virlomi, and Russaand Chinadon't attack, then Ala—or his
successor, if they kill him, too—will be pushed into attacking Armeniaand Nubia. Andthat's awar I'm
ready to fight. Well destroy them. WEI be the rock against which Idlam crashes and breaks into pieces.”

"And if Russaor Chinadoes attack them before they can turn to you, then you still profit from the war
asfrightened nations unite with you againgt either Russia or China—whichever country isseen asthe
aggressive, dangerousone.”

"It'slikel said," Peter answered. "'l have no ideahow thingswill turn out. | just know that I'm ready to
take advantage of every stuation | can think of. And I'm watching very closdly so that if something
happensthat | haven't foreseen, | can take advantage of it."

"So heresthe key question,” said Rackham. "It'sthe information | came hereto get.”



"I'm dying to hear."

"How long are you going to need Bean?"

Peter thought about that one for awhile. "I've had to make my plans knowing that he was going to die.
Or, once you made your offer, leave. So the answer is, aslong as| have him, of course I'll use him, either
to intimidate would-be enemies, or to command my forceswhen we go to war. But if he diesor leaves, |
can make do. My plans don't depend on having Bean."

"Soif heleft in three months."

"Rackham, have you dready found his other children? Isthat what you're saying? Have you found them
and you aren't telling him and Petra because you think | need Bean?"

“Not dl of them."
"You'recold. You're such bastards,” said Peter. "Y ou're till using children as your tools."
"Yes" said Rackham. "We're bastards. But we mean well. Just like you."

"Give Bean and Petratheir babies. And save hislife, if you can. HE's agood man who deserves better
than to have you toy with him any longer.”
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PAPERS

From: The Impaed One
To: HonestAbe%oLincoln@Rail Splitter.org/\WriteToTheAuthor

Re: God hdp me

Sometimes you give advice assuming that no onewill takeit. | just hope the man upstairswill forgive me
and till find aplace for me. Meanwhile, tell the big guy he's got to do something about the cup | broke.

From: PeterWiggin%private@hegemon.com
To: Graff%pil grimage@colmin.gov

Fwd: Re: God help me



Dear Hyrum,

Asyoull seefrom below, our Savic friend has apparently offered suggestions to his government that
they actually took, and he regretsit. Assuming that you're the guy upstairs, | would guessthis open
encryption suggests he wants out. My sources last put him in Florida but if they're watching him closdly,
they would have moved him to Idaho.

Asfor the cup he broke, | think he meansthat instead of Russialooking for achanceto attack Alai,
they've made a ded with the Mudim League and while Chinalooks south to fight India, Russaisgoing to
move on Han Tzu from the north while the Turks move from the west, the Indonesians from Taiwan, and
Virlomi'sinsaneinvason will go on over the mountains. Not S0 insane now.

However, on the chance that by "the big guy" Russian Boy meant somebody other than "the man
upstairs,” he could only mean a certain giant we both know. I'll confer with him and Mrs. Giant about
what, if anything, we can do to dedl with the Situation.

Ala had given hisorders, and now he was going to make sure he was out of Hyderabad when they
were carried out. The Caliph could not be tainted with the arrest of his own wife.

But the Cdiph could not be ruled by her, either. Alai knew that the wazirs of his council hated her; if he
did not have her arrested by men loya to him, then she would certainly be killed.

Later, after things had settled down, after she had regained her senses and stopped thinking she was
unstoppable, he would take her out of prison. He could not release her in India—that was out of the
question. Maybe Graff would take her. She wasn't one of Ender's Jeesh, but by the same reasoning Graff
had used in hisinvitation, the world would certainly be asafer place with her gone from it, while acolony
might be lucky to have someone of such ability and ambition at its head.

Meanwhile, without Virlomi there was no reason for him to govern from Hyderabad. He would continue
to respect histreaty with Indiaand withdraw hisforces. Let them try to rebuild without Virlomi's madness
trying to throw them prematurely into war. Indiawould not bein shape to mount ameaningful military
campaign againgt anything more substantia than aflock of starlings for many yearsto come.

Ala would spend the next few years putting Iam's house in order and trying to forge areal nation out of



this mishmash that history had left for him to dedl with. If Syriansand Iragis and Egyptians couldn't get
along with each other and despised each other the moment they heard the other's accent, how could
anyone expect Moroccans and Persians and Uzbeks and Maaysto see theworld in the same way just
because amuezzin caled them to prayer?

Besides, he had to dedl with the statel ess peoples—the Kurds, the Berbers, haf the nomad tribes of
ancient Bactria. Ala knew perfectly well that these Mudims would not follow a Caliph who kept the
gtatus quo—not when Peter Wiggin was tempting revol utionaries everywhere with his promise of
statehood and the examples of Runaand Nubia.

We brought Nubiaon oursalves, thought Ala. The ancient Mudim contempt for blackest Africadtill
seethed under the surface; if Alai had not been amember of Ender's Jeesh, it would have been
inconceivable for him, asablack African, to be named Cdliph. It wasin Sudan, where the races met face
to face, that the ugliness had emerged with so much virulence. The rest of Idam should have disciplined
Sudan long ago. And now they dl paid the price, with the humiliation of Sudan at the hands of the FPE.

So we haveto give the Kurds and Berbers their own governments. Real ones, not sham "autonomous
regions.” That would not be popular in Morocco and Irag and Turkey, Alai knew. That'swhy it was
stupid in the extreme to imagine embarking on wars of conquest when there was no peace or unity insde
theworld of Idam.

Ala would govern from Damascus. It was far more central. He would be surrounded by Mudim culture
ingtead of Hindu. It would be acivilian-centered government, not an obvious military dictatorship. And
the world would see that |dam was not interested in conquering the world. That Caliph Alai had aready
liberated more people from oppressive conquerors than Peter Wiggin ever could.

AsAlal left hisoffice, two of the guardsfell in gep besde him. Ever since Virlomi smply walked into his
office the day they got married, Alamandar had indsted that it not be so easy to walk into highly senstive
areas of the compound. "Weare in occupied enemy country, my Caiph," he had said, and he wasright.
Still, there was something that made Alai uneasy about having to be accompanied by guards as he
moved about the compound. It felt wrong. The Caliph should be able to move among his own people
with perfect trust and openness.

AsAla stepped through the door into the parking garage, two more guards joined the two who had
walked with him from upstairs. Hislimousine sat idling at the curb. The back door opened.

He saw someone jogging toward him from among the parked cars.

It was Ivan Lankowski. Ala had rewarded him for hisloya service by putting him in charge of the
adminigration of the Turkish nations of centra Asa. What was he doing here? Alai had not called him
back from service, and Ivan had not written or called about coming.

Ivan reached into hisjacket. Where agun would be, if he was armed with a shoulder holster.

And hewould be armed; he had carried agun for too many years to be comfortable without one now.

Alamandar got out of the open back door of thelimo. As he roseto hisfeet, he shouted at the guards.
"Shoot him, you fools! HEs going to kill the Cdiph!™

Ivan's gun was out. He fired, and the guard to Alai's left dropped like arock. The sound was



strange—the barrdl had a silencer, but Alai was closeto being directly in front of it, so it wasn't so much
silenced as shaped.

| should drop to the ground, thought Alai. To save my life, | should get out of theline of fire. But he
couldn't take the danger serioudy. He didn't fed asthough hewerein danger a all.

The other guards had their guns out now. Ivan shot another one, but then the bullets—not
slenced—flew in the other direction, and Ivan fell to the ground. Hisgun did not dip from hishand; he
maintained hisgrip on it to the end of hislife.

Or maybe he wasn't dead. Maybe he could spend hislast moments explaining to Alai how he could
betray himlikethis.

Ala waked to Ivan's body and felt for apulse. Ivan's eyes were open. He was aready dead.
"Come away, my Cdiph!" shouted Alamandar. "There may be other conspirators!”

Conspirators. There was no possibility of other conspirators. Ivan didn't trust anybody enough to
conspire with them. The only person Ivan absolutely trusted was...

Was me.

Ivan was a perfect shot. Even at arun, he could not have aimed a me and then clumsily hit two guards.
"My guards" said Alai, looking up a Alamandar. "The ones he shot—will they be dl right?"

One of the other guards jogged back to look. "Both dead,” he said.

But Alai aready knew that. Ivan had not been aming a Ala. He had come here with one purposein
mind, the purpose that had guided him for years. Ivan was here to protect his Caiph.

It flashed into Alai's mind with immediate clarity. 1van had learned of aconspiracy against the Cdiph,
and it involved people so closeto Ala that there was no way for Ivan to warn him from adistance
without running the risk of derting one of the conspirators.

Alai reached with one hand to close Ivan's eyes, while with the other he pulled Ivan's pistol from his
dackened fingers. Still not taking hiseyes off of Ivan'sface, Ala fired the pistol upward into the guard
who was standing over him. Then he camly aimed at the guard who had gone back to the bodies and
fired. Alai had never been as good a shot as Ivan. He could not have done this while running. But
knedling, hewasdl right.

The guard he had shot without looking was lying on the pavement, twitching. Ala shot him again, then
turned to Alamandar, who was getting back into thelimo.

Ala shot him. Hefdl into the car and it screeched away from the curb. But the door was not closed yet,
and Alamandar wasin no shapeto closeit. So asit passed Alal, there would be a brief moment when the
driver would be unprotected by the heavy armoring and bulletproof glass. Alal laid down three quick
shotsin order to have abetter chance of catching that moment.

It worked. The car did not turn. It ran into awall.



Alai jogged over to the still-open back door of the car, where Alamandar was panting and holding his
chest. Hiseyeswere on fire with rage and fear as Alal leveled Ivan's pistal to fire.

"You are no Caliph!" gasped Alamandar. " The Hindu woman is more of a Caliph than you are, you
black dog."

Ala shot him in the heed and hefdl Slent.
Thedriver was unconscious, but Alai shot him, too.

Then he went back to the bodies of the guards, who were dressed in western business suits. Ivan had
shot one of them in the head. He waslarger than Alai but his clothing would do. Alai had hiswhite robe
off inamoment. Underneath he wore jeans as he dways did. After wrestling with the corpse for afew
moments, he got the shirt and jacket off the man, and without popping any of the buttons off.

Alai took the pistols from the two guards who had never gotten off a shot and dropped them into the

pockets of the jacket he now wore. Ivan's sllenced pistol had to be nearly out of bullets, so Alai did it
across the pavement back toward Ivan's body.

Where do | imagine an African man can hide in Hyderabad? No one's face was more recognizable than
the Cadliph's, and those who didn't know hisface knew hisrace. They would aso know that he spoke no
Hindi. He would not make it ahundred meters outside in Hyderabad.

Then again, there was no chance he could get out of the compound dive.

Wait. Think.

Don't wait. Get away from this murder scene.

Ivan jogged through the parked cars. The garage would have been cleared of any observers by
Alamandar's men; that meant Ivan must have been hidden inside acar. Where was that car?

Keysintheignition. Thank you, Ivan. Y ou planned for everything. No time would be wasted fumbling
with keys, asyou dragged meto your car to get me out of here.

Where were you going to take me, lvan? Whom do you trust?
Alamandar'slast words rang in his ears. The Hindu woman is more of a Caiph than you are.

He thought they dl hated her. But now herealized that she was the one advocating war. Expansion. The
restoration of agreat empire.

That'swhat they wanted. And dl histalk of peace, of consolidation, of reforming Idam fromtheinsde
before reaching out to the rest of the world, of competing with Peter Wiggin using the same methods,
inviting other nationsto join the Cdiphate without requiring them to become Mudim or live under
Shari'a—they had listened, they had agreed, but they hated it.

They hatedhim.

So when they saw the break between him and Virlomi, they exploited it.



Or ... was Virlomi behind this?

Was Virlomi pregnant with his child?

The Cdiphisdead. But hereis his baby, born after he died but infused with the gifts of God from his
birth. In the name of the baby Caliph, the council of wazirswill rule. And since the mother of the new
Cdiphisruler of India, hewill join the two great nationsin one. With Virlomi asregent, of course.

No. Virlomi could not have wanted himmurder ed.

Ivan would have an airplane waiting. The airplane that brought him. With his own trusted crew.

Ala drove a anormal pace. But he did not drive to the checkpoint where he normally entered the
arport grounds. In dl likelihood, that place would be manned by the conspirators. Instead, he went to a

sarvice gate.

The guard sauntered over and Sarted to tell him only authorized service vehicles could use this gate.
"I'm the Cdiph, and | want to go through this gate.”

"Oh," said the guard, looking confused. "I see. [—"

He pulled out a cellphone and started to punch at it.

Ala didn't want to kill this man. Hewas an idiot, not a conspirator. So he swung the door open,
bumping into the man. Not hard. Just enough to get his attention. Then he closed the door and reached

through the window. " Give me that cdllphone.”

The soldier gaveit to him. Ala switched it off.

"I'm the Cdliph. When | say to let me through, you don't have to askanyone dse's permission.”

The soldier nodded and ran to the controls and the gate did open.

Assoon as Ala wasthrough the gate, he saw asmall corporate jet with Cyrillic lettering under the
Common |etters naming the corporation. The kind of plane Ivan would have used.

The engines started up as Alai approached. No, as Ivan's car approached.

Alal stopped the car and got out. The door of the jet was open, forming steps to the ground. Holding
one hand on the pistal in his pocket— for he was taking this plane whether it was Ivan's or not—Alai

waked up the steps.
A businessman—or s0 he seemed—waited for him insde. "Where's lvan?' he asked.
"We're not waiting for him,” said Ala. "He died sasvingme.”

The man nodded once, then went to the door and pushed the button to raise it. Meanwhile he shouted,
"Let'sgo!" and then said to Alai, "Please sit down and fasten your seat belt, my Cdiph.”

The plane began taxiing before the door was closed.



"Do nothing out of the ordinary,” said Alai. "Nothing to dert them. There are wegpons here that could
eadly shoot down this plane.”

"Our plan exactly, gr," said the man.
What would the conspirators do, when they found out that Alai had escaped?

They would do nothing. They would say nothing. Aslong as Alai might turn up dive somewhere, they
dared not be on record as saying anything.

Infact, they would continueto act in hisname. If they followed Virlomi's plans, if her insaneinvasion
went forward, then Alai would know they were with her.

When they were in the air—having waited for ordinary permission from the controllers—Ivan's man
came back and stood diffidently two meters away.

"My Cdiph, if | may ask?'
Ala nodded.
"How did hedie?'

"He was busy shooting the guards surrounding me. He got two of them before they cut him down. | used
his wegpon to kill the others. Including Alamandar. Do you know how far the conspiracy went?"

"No gr," said the man. "We only knew that you would be killed on the airplane to Damascus.”
"And thisarplane? Whereisit taking me?'

"It hasavery long range, Sir," said the man. "Where will you fed safe?!

Petral's mother was tending the babies while Petraand Bean oversaw the last preparations for the
opening of hodtilities. Peter's message had been terse: How busy can you keep the Turks, while watching
out for Russansintherear?

Turksand Russansdlies, or potentialy so. What gamewas Alal playing? Was Vlad init? Trust Peter
not to share any more information than he thought he had to—which was invariably less than other
people actualy needed.

Stll, she and Bean had been spending every spare moment working out ways, using limited,
undertrained, and underequipped Armenian forces to cause maximum disruption.

A rad onthemog highly visible Turkish target, Istanbul, would enrage them without accomplishing
anything.

Blocking the Dardanedlleswould be a harsh blow againgt all the Turks, but there was no way to project



that much force from Armeniato the western shore of the Black Sea, and maintainit.

Oh, for the days when oil was strategically important! Back then, the Russian, Azerbaijani, and Persian
wellsin the Caspian would have been a prime target for disruption.

But now thewells had al been dismantled, and the Caspian was mostly used as a source of water,
which was desdlinated and pumped over to irrigate fields around the Aral Sea, with the runoff being used
to replenish that once-dying lake. And to strike at the water pipeline would impoverish poor farmers
without affecting the enemy's ability to wage war.

The plan they findly came up with was smple enough, once you bought the concept. " Theré's no way to

grikethe Turksdirectly," said Bean. "Nothing is centralized. So well gtrike Iran. It's highly urbanized, the
big citiesare dl in the northwest, and therell be an immediate demand for Iranian troops to come home
from Indiato fight us. The Turkswill be under pressureto help, and when they launch avery badly
planned attack againgt Armenia, well be waiting.”

"What makes you think it will be badly planned?’ Petra asked.

"Because Alal isn't running the show on the Mudim sde.”

"When didthis happen?'

"If Alai werein control,” said Bean, "he wouldn't let Virlomi do what shesdoing in India. It'stoo stupid
and it will kill too many men. So ... somehow he'slost control. And if that's the case, the Mudim enemy
we're facing isincompetent and fanatic. They're acting out of anger and panic, with poor planning.”

"What if thisis Ala's doing, and you don't know him aswell asyou think?"

"Petra," said Bean. "Weknow Ala."

"Y es, and he knows us."

"Ala isabuilder, like Ender. He ways has been. An empire won through audacious and bloody
conqguest isn't worth having. He wants to build his Mudim empire the way Peter is building the FPE, by
transforming Idam into a system that other nations will want, voluntarily, to join. Only somebody's
decided not to follow his path. Either Virlomi or the hotheads within his own government.”

"Or both?" asked Petra.

"Anything's possble”

"Except Ala controlling the Mudim armies”

"W, it'ssmple enough,” said Bean. "If we'rewrong, and the Turkish counterattack is brilliantly
planned, then welll lose. Asdowly as possible. And hope Peter has something else up his deeve. But our

assgnment isto draw Turkish forces and attention away from China."

"And meanwhile, welll be putting pressure on the Mudim aliance,” said Petra. "No matter what the
Turks do, the Persanswon't believe they're doing enough.”

"Sunni againgt Shi‘ite,” said Bean. "It'sthe best | could think up.”



So for the past two days they had been drawing up plans for the quick, audacious airborne attack on
Tabriz, and then, when the Iranians started to react to that, an immediate evacuation and airborne attack
on Tehran. Meanwhile, Petra, in command of the defense of Armenia, would be prepared to make the
Turkish counterattack pay for every meter of progress through the mountains.

Now everything was ready, awaiting only the word from Peter. Petra and Bean weren't redlly necessary
while the troops began their deployment and the supplies were moved to depotsin the areas where
they'd be needed. Everything was in the hands of the Armenian military.

"What scaresme," Petratold Bean, "is how they have absol ute confidence that we know what we're
doing."

"Why doesthat scareyou?'
"Doesn't it scareyou?”
"Petra, wedo know what were doing. We just don't know why."

It wasin that lull, between planning and getting the order to go ahead, that Petragot acall on her
cdllphone. From her mother.

"Petra, they say they're friends of yours, but they're taking the babies."
Panic stabbed through her. "Whao's with them? Put the one in charge on the phone.”

"Hewon't. Hejust says, the 'teacher’ saysto meet them at the airport. Who's the teacher? Oh, God help
us, Petral Thisislike thetimethey kidnapped you."

"Tdl themwell be at the airport and if they've hurt the babiesI'll kill them. But no, Maother, it's not the
samethinga dl."

Unlessit was.

Shetold Bean what was happening, and they camly made their way to the airport. They saw Rackham
waiting a the curb and made the driver let them off there.

"I'm sorry to frighten you," said Rackham. "But we don't have timefor arguments until we get on the
plane. Then you can scream & meadl you like."

"Nothing is so urgent you haveto steal our babies," said Petra, putting as much venom into her voice as
she could.

"See?' said Rackham. "Arguing ingtead of coming with me."

They followed him then, through back passages and out to a private jet. Petra protested as they went.
"Nobody knowswherewe are. They'll think we ran out on them. They'll think we were kidnapped.”

Rackham just ignored her. He moved very quickly for aman so old.

The babies were on the plane, each one being cared for by a separate nurse. They werefine. Only Ram



on was gtill nursing, because the two with Bean's syndrome were eating more-or-less solid food now. So
Petra sat down and fed him, while Rackham sat down opposite them in the luxury jet and, asthe plane
took off, began his explanation.

"We had to get you out of there now," he said, "because the airport a Y erevan isgoing to be blown to
bitsin an hour or two, and we need to be out over the Black Seabefore it happens.”

"How do you know?' demanded Petra.

"We haveit from the man who planned the attack."

"Ald?'

"It'saRussan attack,” said Rackham.

Bean blew up. "Then what was dl thatkuso about distracting the Turkd™

"It al still gpplies. As soon aswe see the attack planestake off from southern Russig, I'll let you know
and you can give theword to launchyour attack on Iran.”

"ThisisVlad'splan,” said Petra. "A sudden preemptive strike to keep the FPE from doing anything. To
neutralize me and Bean."

"Vlad wants you to know he's very sorry. He's used to none of his plans actualy being used.”
"Y ou've been talking to him?"

"We got him out of Moscow about three hours ago and debriefed him as quickly as possible. We think
they don't know he's gone. Even if they do know, it's no reason for them not to go ahead with their plan.”

The tel ephone beside Rackham's seat beeped once. He picked it up. Listened. Pressed a button and
handed it over to Petra. "All right, the rockets have launched.”

"I assume | need the country code?’

"No. Put in the number asif you were dtill in Y erevan. Asfar asthey'll know, you are. Tell them that
you're conferring with Peter and you'll rgjoin them with the attack in progress.”

"Will we?'

"And then call your mother and tell her you're all right and not to talk about what happened.”
"Oh,that's about an hour too late.”

"My men told her that if she called anyone but you until she heard from you again, shed be very sorry."

"Thank you for terrifying her even more. Do you have any ideawhat this woman has been through in her
life?’

"It dwaysturnsout dl right, though. So she's better off than some.”



"Thanksfor your cheery optimism.”

A few minutes later, the strike force was launched and awarning was given to evacuate the airport,
reroute al incoming flights, evacuate the parts of Y erevan nearest the airport, and dert themen at al
possible military targetsingde Armenia.

Asfor Petra's mother, she was crying so hard—uwith relief, with anger at what had happened—that
Petra could hardly make herself understood. But finally the conversation ended and Petrawas more
pissed off than ever. "What gives you the right? Why do you think you—"

"War givesmetheright,” said Rackham. "If I'd waited till you could come home andget your babies and
then meet us at the arport, this plane would never have taken off. | have my men'slivesto think of here,
not just your mother'sfedings.”

Bean put a hand on Petras knee. She accepted the need for calm, and fell silent.

"Mazer," said Bean, "what's this about? Y ou could have warned us with a phone cdl.”

"We have your other babies."

Petrawas aready emotiond. She burst into tears. Quickly she controlled herself. And hated the fact that
shehad acted s0 ... maternal.

"All of them? At once?"

"Weve been watching some of them for several weeks," saidRackham . "Waiting for an opportune

Bean waited only amoment before saying, "Waiting for Peter to tell you that it was all right. That you
didn't need usany morefor hiswar."

"He dill needsyou," said Rackham. "Aslong as he can have you."

"Why did you wait, Mazer?'

"How many?' said Petra. "How many are there?'

"One more with Bean's syndrome,” said Rackham. " Four more without it.”
"That'seight,” said Bean. "Wheresthe ninth?'

Rackham shook his head.

"So youre sl looking?"

"No, we'renot," said Rackham.

"So you have definite information that the ninth wasn't implanted. Or it's dead.”

"No. We have definite information that whether it's dive or dead, we have no search criterialeft. If the
ninth baby was ever born, VVolescu hid the birth and the mother too well. Or the mother ishiding herself.



The software—the mind game, if you will—has been very effective. We wouldn't have found any of the
normal children without its creetive searches. But it dso knowswhen it has nothing moreto try. Y ou have
eight of the nine. Three of them have the syndrome, five are normal.”

"What about Volescu?' asked Petra. " Can we drug him?”

"Why not torture?' said Rackham. "No, Petra. We can't. Because we need him."

"For what? His virus?"

"We dready have hisvirus. And it doesn't work. It'sabust. Failure. Dead end. Volescu knew it, too.
Hejust enjoyed tormenting us with the thought that he had endangered the entire world.”

"So what do you need him for?' demanded Petra.

"We need him to work on the cure for Bean and the babies."

"Oh, right," said Bean. "Y ou're going to turn him loosein alab.”

"No," said Rackham. "Were going to put him in space, on an asteroid-based research station, closaly
supervised. He's been tried and is under sentence of degth for terrorism, kidnapping, and murder—the

murders of your brothers, Bean."

"There's no death sentence," said Bean.

"Thereisin military court in space," sad Rackham. "He knows he'sdive aslong as he's making progress
onfinding alegitimate cure for you and the babies. Eventualy, our team of co-researcherswill know
everything he knows. When we don't need him anymore..."

"I don't want him killed," said Bean.

"No," said Petra. "I want him killedslowly."

"Hemight beevil," said Bean, "but | wouldn't exigt if not for him."

"Therewasaday," said Rackham, "when that would be the biggest crime you charged him with."

"I've had agood life," said Bean. "Strange and hard sometimes. But I've had alot of happiness.” He
sgueezed Petras knee. "I don't want you to kill him."

"Y ou saved your own life—fromhim,” said Petra. ™Y ou owe him nothing.”

"It doesn't matter," said Rackham. "We have no intention of killing him. When he's no longer useful, he
goesinto a colony ship. HES not aviolent man. He's very smart. He could be useful in understanding
aien biota. It would be awaste of aresourceto kill him. And there's no colony that will have equipment
he could adapt to creste anything ... biologicaly destructive.”

"Y ou've thought of everything,” said Petra.

"Agan," said Bean, "you could have told usthis over the telephone.”



"| didn't want to," said Rackham.

"The |.F. doesn't send ateam like this or aman like you on an errand like thisjust because you didn't
want to use the phone.”

"Wewant to send you now," said Rackham.

"In case you haven't been listening to yoursdlf,” said Petra, "therésawar on.”

Bean and Rackham ignored her. They just looked at each other for along time.

And then Petra saw that Bean's eyes were welling up with tears. That didn't happen very often.
"What's happening, Bean?"

Bean shook hishead. To Rackham he said, "Do you have them?"

Rackham took an envelope out of hisinsde jacket pocket and handed it to Bean. He opened the
envelope, removed athin sheaf of papers, and handed them to Petra.

"It'sour divorce decree," said Bean.

Petra understood at once. He wasn't taking her with him. He was leaving her behind with the normal
children. He was going to take the three children with the syndrome out into space with him. He wanted
her to befreeto remarry.

"You aremy husband,” she said. Shetore the papersin half.

"Those are copies,” said Bean. "The divorce has legd force whether you like it or not, whether you sign
them or not. Y ou're no longer amarried woman.”

"Why? Because you think I'm going toremarry?"

Beanignored her. "But dl the children have been certified aslegitimately ours. They aren't bastards, they
aren't orphans, they aren't adopted. They're the children of divorced parents, and you have custody of
five of them, and | have custody of three. If the ninth oneis ever found, then you'l have custody.”

"That ninth oneisthe only reason I'm ligening to this" said Petra. "Becauseif you stay you'll die, and if
we both go, then there might be achild who..."

But she was too angry to finish. Because when Bean planned this, he couldn't have known thered be
one child missing. Hed dreadydone this and kept it secret from her for ... for...

"How long have you been planning this?" askedPetra. Tears were streaming down her face, but she kept
her voice steady enough to speak.

"Since we found Ramon and we knew therewere normd children,”" said Bean.
"It'smore complicated than that," said Rackham. "Petra, | know how hard thisisfor you—"

"No you don't."



"Yes| damnwdl do," said Rackham. "I left afamily behind when | went out into space on the same kind
of relativistic turnaround voyage that Bean's embarking on. | divorced my wife before | went. | have her
lettersto me. All the anger and bitterness. And then the reconciliation. And then along letter near the end
of her life. Telling me about how she and her second husband were happy. And the children turned out
well. And she dtill loved me. | wanted to kill mysdlf. But | did what | had to do. So don't tell me | don't
know how hard thisis."

"Y ou had no choice," said Petra. "But | could go with him. We could take al the children and—"

"Petra," said Bean. "'If we had conjoined twins, we'd separate them. Even if one of them was sureto die,
we'd separate them, o that at least one of them could lead anorma life.”

Petras tears were out of control now. Y es, she understood his reasoning. The children without the
syndrome could have anormal life on Earth. Why should they spend their childhood confined to a
gtarship, when they could have the normal chance of happiness?

"Why couldn't you at least let me be part of the decison?' said Petra, when she findly got control of her
voice. "Why did you cut me out? Did you think | wouldn't understand?”

"I was sdlfish,” said Bean. "'l didn't want to spend our last months together arguing about it. | didn't want
you to be grieving for me and Ender and Bella the whole time you were with us. | wanted to take these
past few monthswith mewhen | go. It wasmy last wish, and | knew you'd grant it to me, but the only
way | couldhave that wishisif you didn't know. So now, Petra, | ask you. Let me have these months
without you knowing what was going to happen.”

"Y ou dready havethem. Y ou stole them!”

"Yes, sonow | ask you. Please. Let me have them. Let me know that you forgive mefor it. That you
givethem to mefredly, now, after thefact.”

Petra couldn't forgive him. Not now. Not yet.
But there was no later.
She buried her facein his chest and held him and wept.

While she cried, Rackham spoke on, calmly. "Only ahandful of us know what's redly happening. And
on Earth, outside of the I.F., only Peter will know. Isthat clear? So this divorce document is absolutely
secret. Asfar asanyone elsewill know, Bean isnot in space, hedied in the raid on Tehran. And he took
no babies with him. There were never more than five. And two of the norma babiesthat weve
recovered are dso named Andrew and Bella. Asfar as anyone knows, you will still have dl the children
you ever did."

Petra pulled back from her embrace of Bean and glared savagely at Rackham. ™Y ou mean you're not
even going to let me grieve for my babies? No one will know what 1've lost except you andPeter
Wiggin?"

"Y our parents,” said Rackham, "have seen Ender and Bélla. It'syour choice whether to tell them the
truth, or to stay away from them until enough time has passed that they can't tell that theresbeen a

change”



“Then 'l tell them.”

"Think about it first," said Rackham. "It'saheavy burden.”

"Don't presume to teach me how to love my parents,” said Petra. ™Y ou know and | know that at every
point in this you've decided solely on the basis of what's good for the Ministry of Colonization and the
International Feet."

"Wed like to think we've found the solution that's best for everyone.™

"I'm supposed to have afunerd for my husband, when | know he's not dead, and that's best for me?”

"I will bedead,” said Bean, "for dl intents and purposes. Gone and never coming back. And you'll have
childrentoraise

"And yes, Petra," said Rackham, "thereis awider consderation. Y our husband is aready alegendary
figure. If it'sknown that he's il dive, then everything Peter doeswill be ascribed to him. Therell be
legends about how he's going to return. About how the most brilliant graduate of Battle School redlly
planned out everything Peter did.”

"Thisis aboutPeter ?"

"Thisisabout trying to get the world put together peacefully, permanently. Thisis about abolishing
nations and the wars that just won't stop as long as people can pin their hopes on great heroes.”

"Then you should sendme away, too, or tell peoplel'm dead. | wasin Ender's Jeesh.”

"Petra, you chose your path. Y ou married. Y ou had children. Bean's children. Y ou decided that's what
you wanted more than anything el se. We've respected that. Y ou have Bean's children. And you've had
Bean amogt aslong as you would have had him if we had never intervened. Because he's dying. Our
best guessisthat he wouldn't make it another Six months without going out into space and living
weightlesdy. Weve done everything according toyour choice.”

"It'struethat they didn't actudly requisition our babies" Bean said.

"So live with your choices, Petra," said Rackham. "Raise these babies. And help us do what we can to
help Peter save theworld fromitsdlf. The story of Bean's heroic degth in the service of the FPE will help
with that."

"Therell be legends anyway," said Petra. "Plenty of dead heroes have legends.”

"Yes, but if theyknow we put him in astarship and trundled him off into space, it won't be just alegend,
will it? Serious people would believein it, not just the norma lunatics.”

"So how will you even keep up the research project?’ demanded Petra. "If everybody thinks the only
people who need the cure are dead or never existed, why will it continue?!

"Because afew peopleinthel.F. and ColMinwill know. And they'll be in contact with Bean by ansible.
Héll be caled home when the cureisfound.”



They flew on then, as Petratried to deal with what they'd told her. Bean held her most of the time, even
when her anger surged now and then and she was furious with him.

Terrible scenarios kept playing themsalves out in her mind, and at the risk of giving Bean idess, she said
to him, "Don't give up, Julian Delphiki. Don't decide that there's never going to be a cure and end the
voyage. Evenif you think your lifeisworthless, you have my babies out theretoo. Even if the voyage
goes on so long that you really are dying, remember that these children are like you. Survivors. Aslong
as somebody doesn't actudly kill them."

"Don't worry," said Bean. "If | had the dightest tendency toward suicide, we would never have met. And
| would never do anything to endanger my own children. I'm only taking this voyage for them. Otherwise,
I'd be content to die in your arms here on Earth.”

Shewept again for awhile after that, and then she had to feed Ramon again, and then sheinsisted on
feeding Ender and Bella hersdlf, spooning the food into their mouths because when would she ever get a
chanceto do it again? She tried to memorize every moment of it, even though she knew she couldn't.
Knew that memory would fade. That these babies would become only a distant dream to her. That her
arms would remember best the babies she held the longest—the children she would keep with her.

The only one she had borne from her own body would be gone.

But she didn't cry while she was feeding them. That would have been awaste. Instead she played with
them and talked to them and teased them to talk back to her. "1 know your first word isn't going to be
too long from now. How about alittle 'mama right now, you lazy baby?'

It was only after the plane had landed in Rotterdam, and Bean was supervising the nurses asthey carried
the babies down onto the tarmac, that Petra stayed back in the plane with Rackham, long enough to put

her worst nightmare into words.

"Don't think that I'm not aware of how easy it would be, Mazer Rackham, for thisfake death of Bean's
not to be afake at dl. For al we know thereis no ship, thereisno project to find acure, and Volescu is
going to be executed. The threat of this new speciesreplacing your precious human race would be gone
then. And even the widow would be silent about what you've done to her husband and children, because
shell think he's off in gpace somewhere, traveling at lightspeed, instead of dead on a battlefidd in Iran."”

Rackham looked asiif she had dapped him. "Petra," he said. "What do you think weare?"

"What you are," said Petra, "isnot denying it."

"l deny it," said Rackham. "Thereis a ship. Weare seeking a cure. Wewill call him home.”

Then she saw the tears streaming down his cheeks.

"Petra," said Rackham, "don't you understand that we love you children? All of you? We dready had to
send Ender away. We're sending them al away, except for you. Because we love you.Because we don't
want any harm to you."

"So why are you leavingme here?’

"Because of your babies, Petra. Because even though they don't have the syndrome, they're d'so Bean's
babies. He's the only one who had no hope of anormal life. But thanks to you, he had one. However



briefly, he got to be ahusband and afather and have afamily. Don't you know how much welove you
for giving him that? As God is my witness, Petra, we would never harm Bean, not for anycause and
certainly not for ourconvenience. Whatever you think we are, you're wrong. Because you children are
the only children we have."

Shewasn't going to fed sorry forhim. It was her turn right now. So she pushed past him and went down
the stairs and took the hand of her husband and followed the nurses that were carrying her children
toward a closed van.

There were five new children that she hadn't met yet, waiting for her and Bean. Her life hadn't ended ye,
even though it fdt like she was dying with every bresth she took.
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RUMORS OF WAR

From: Graff%pil grimage@colmin.gov
To: PeterWiggin%oprivate@FreePeopleOf Earth.fp.gov

Re: debriefing

Attached are the data to the division leve, including names of commanders. But the gist is Smple enough:
Russiais gambling everything on the quiescence of eastern Europe. They're dl supposed to be terrified of
anewly aggressve Russa Thisisthe move they thought they were going to be able to make when they
had Achilles with them and kidnapped dl of Ender's Jeesh.

Wheat you can tdl them, with authority, isthis Russal S newly aggressive, they ARE bent on proving
they're aworld power again. They're dangerous. But:

1. They don't have Vlad. They have his plan, but can't adapt to any changes.

2. We have Vlad's plan, so we cananticipate every move they make while they follow it, and the
generdsin command are going to follow it with religious devotion. Expect no flexibility, even after they
know we haveit. Vlad knows the men in command. In the Russian military these days, any leaderswith
the imagination to improvise don't riseto the level where it will matter.



3. Han Tzuisbeing provided with their plan, so their main army will meet with disaster in the Eadt.

4. They stripped their western defenses. A fast-moving army, competently led, should take St.
Petersburg in awak and Moscow in aweek. That's Vlad's opinion. Bean has been over thisinformation
and concurs. He suggests you take Petra out of Armeniaand put her in charge of the campaign in Russia.

When Suriyawong got the word from Peter, he was ready. Prime Minister Paribatraand Minister of

Defense Ambul had kept their affiliation with the FPE secret for just this occasion. Now, armed with

Burmese and Chinese permission to pass through their territory, the Thai army was going to have the
chance to face the Indians who had begun dl this nonsense with their vicious, unprovoked invasion of
Burmaand Thailand.

The troops went by train dl the way into Chinese territory; Chinese trucks with Chinese driversferried
them the rest of the way to the spots that Suriyawong had mapped out as soon as Peter suggested it asa
contingency. At thetime, Peter had said, "It's aremote possibility, because it requires incredible stupidity
on the part of some nonstupid people, but beready.”

Ready to defend China. That wastheirony.

But Han Tzu's Chinawas not the China that had embraced Achilless treacherous plan and crushed
everyone, carrying away the entire Thai leadership and Suriyawong's parents. Han Tzu promised
friendship, and Bean vouched for him. So Suriyawong had been able to persuade his top leadership, and
they had persuaded his men, that defending Chinawas nothing more or less than aforward defense of
Thalland.

"Chinahas changed,”" Suriyawong told the officers, "but India has not. Once again, they're pouring over
the border of anation that believesitsdlf to be at peace with them. This goddess they follow,
Virlomi—she's just another Battle School graduate, like me. Butwe have what she doesn't have. We
have Julian Delphiki's plan. And wewill win."

Bean's plan, however, was smple enough. "The only way to end thisonce and for al isto makeit a
disaster. Like Varusslegionsin the Teutoburger Wad. No guerrillaaction. No chance of retreat. Virlomi
diveif possble, but if sheinsstson dying, oblige her.”

That was the plan. But Suriyawong needed no more than that. The mountainous country of southwestern
Chinaand northern Burma was ambush country. Virlomi'sill-trained troops were advancing on foot—
ridiculously dowly—in three main columns, following threeriver valleyswith three inadequate roads.
Suriyawong's own plans caled for asmple, classica ambush on dl threeroutes. He hid relatively small
but heavily armed contingents at the heads of the valeys, where they would be passed by the Indian
troops. Then far, far down the valey, he had far larger contingents with plenty of trangport to move up
the valley upon command.

Then it was amatter of waiting for two things.



Thefirg thing came on the second day of waiting. The southernmost outpost notified him that their
column had entered the valey and was moving briskly. Thiswas no surprise—they had had amuch
eager trip than the two northern armies.

"They're not careful about probing ahead,” said the genera in charge of that contingent. "Raw troops,
marching blind. As| watched them, | kept thinking, this must be an atempt to deceive us. But no— they
keep passing, with large gapsin theline, stragglers, and only afew regimentsthat put out scouts. None of
them came close to finding us. They haven't put asingle observer on either ridge. They'relazy™

When, later in the day, the other two hidden contingents reported asmilar story, Suriyawong relayed the
information back to Ambul. While he waited for the next triggering event, he had hislookouts make a
particular point of searching for any 9gn that Virlomi hersdf wastraveling with any of thethree armies.

There was no mystery about it. She was traveling with the northernmost Indian army, riding in an open
jeep, and the troops cheered when she passed, moving up and down the line—dowing down her own
army's advance in the process, since they had to move off the road for her.

Suriyawong heard this with sadness. She had been o brilliant. Her assessment of how to undo the
Chinese occupation had been dead on. Her holding action to keep the Chinese from returning to Indiaor
re-supplying when the Persians and Pakistanis invaded had been of Thermopylaean proportions. The
difference wasthat Virlomi was more careful than the Spartans—she had aready covered al the back
roads. Nothing got past her Indian guerrillas.

She was beautiful and wise and mysterious. Suriyawong had rescued her once, and cooperated in the
little drama that made the rescue possible—and played upon her reputation as a goddess.

But in those days, she had known she was just acting.

Or had she? Perhaps it was her intimations of godhood that had caused her to regject Suriyawong's
overtures of friendship and more-than-friendship. The blow had been painful, but he wasn't angry with
her. She had an aura of greatness about her that he had seen in no other commander, not even Bean.

The troop deployments she was showing here were not what he would have expected from the woman
who had been so careful of her men'slivesin dl her previous actions. Nor from the woman who had
wept over the bodies of the victims of Mudim atrocities. Didn't she see that she was leading the soldiers
to disaster? Even if there were no ambush in these mountains—though it was absolutely predictable that
there would be—an army thisragged could be destroyed at will by atrained and determined enemy.

As Euripides wrote, Whom the gods would destroy, they first make mad.

Ambul, knowing how Suriyawong felt about Virlomi, had offered to let him command only that part of
the army that wouldn't face her directly. But Suri refused. "Remember what Bean said Ender taught. 'To
know the enemy well enough to defeat him requiresthat you know him so well you can't help but love
him.""

Well, Suriyawong dready loved thisenemy. And knew her. Well enough that he even thought he
understood this madness.

Shewasn't vain. She never thought shed survive. But al her plans kept succeeding. She couldn't believe
that it was because of her own ability. So she thinks that she has some kind of divine favor.



Butitwas her ahilities and training, and she isn't using them now, and her army is going to pay for it.

Suriyawong had left plenty of room for the Indians to move down the valeys before they reached the
ambush. They weren't traveling at the same pace, so he had to make sure dl three ambushes were sprung
at the sametime. He had to make sure dl three armies passed through the top of thetrap in their entirety.
Hisingructionsto his men were clear: Accept the surrender of any soldier who throws down hisweapon
and puts up his hands. Kill anyone who doesn't. But let no one out of thevaley.All killed or captured.

And Virlomi dive, if sheletsus.

Please et us, Virlomi. Please let us bring you back to redlity. Back tolife.

Han Tzu went among his troops. There was no nonsense about an invisible emperor. The soldiers of the
Chinese army had chosen him and sustained his authority. He was theirs, and they would see him often,
sharing their privations, listening to them, explaining to them.

It was what he had learned from Ender. If you give orders and explain nothing, you might get obedience,
but you'll get no cretivity. If you tell them your purpose, then when your origind planis shown to be
faulty, they'll find another way to achieve your god. Explaining to your men doesn't weaken their respect
for you, it proves your respect forthem.

So Han Tzu explained, chatted, pitched in and hel ped, shared the meals of common soldiers, laughed at
their jokes, listened to their complaints. One soldier had complained about how no one could deep on
ground likethis. Han Tzu promptly took over the man'stent and dept in it himsdlf, exactly asit was, while
the man took Han Tzu'stent. In the morning, the man swore that Han Tzu's bed was the worst onein the
army, and Han Tzu thanked him for hisfirst good night's deep in weeks. The story made itsway through
the army before nightfall.

Han Tzu'sarmy did not love him any more than Virlomi'sloved her. And there was no hint of worship in
it. The key difference was that Han Tzu had worked to train this army, had made sure that it was aswell
equipped as possible, and they knew the stories about the last war, when Han Tzu had congtantly
warned his superiors about al their mistakes before they made them. The belief wasthat if Han Tzu had
been emperor dl adong, they would not have lost the lands they conquered.

Wheat they didn't understand was that if Han Tzu had been their emperor, there would have been no
conquests to lose. Because Achilleswould have been arrested the moment he entered China and turned
over to the |.F., under whose authority he had been confined to amenta hospital. There would have
been no invasion of Indiaand southeast Asia, only aholding action to block the Indian invasion of Burma
and Thailand.

A red warrior hates war, Han Tzu well understood. He had seen how devastated Ender was when he
learned that the last game, the finadl exam, had been the real war, and that his enemy had been utterly
destroyed by Ender'svictory.

So hismen trusted him as Han Tzu kept retreating, farther and farther into China, moving from one
strong position to another, but never alowing hisarmy to engage with the Russian invaders.



He heard what the men said, the questionsthey asked. His answers were honest enough. "The farther
they come, thelonger their supply lines." "We want them so deep ingde Chinathat they can't get home
again." "Our army grows the degper we move back into China, and theirs shrinks, asthey haveto leave
men behind to guard their route.”

And when they asked him about the rumors of a huge Indian army invading in the south, Han Tzu only
smiled and said, "The madwoman? The only Indian who ever conquered Chinawas Gautama Buddha,
and hedid it with teachings, not artillery.”

Wheat he couldn't tell them was that they were waiting.

For Peter Wiggin.

Peter Wiggin stood in front of the microphonesin Helsinki. Beside him stood the heads of government of
Finland, Estonia, and Latvia

Aides were on secure cellphones connected to diplomats in Bangkok, Y erevan, Beijing, and many
capitalsin eastern Europe.

Peter smiled at the gathered reporters.

"At the request of the governments of Armeniaand Chinga, both of which were the victims of
smultaneous unprovoked aggression by Russia, India, and the Mudim League of Cdiph Alai, the Free
People of Earth have decided to intervene.

"Wearejoined in thiseffort by many new dlies, many of which have agreed to hold plebiscitesto
determine whether or not to ratify the Congtitution of the FPE.

"Emperor Han Tzu of Chinaassures usthat hisarmies are capable of deding with the combined Russan
and Turkish forcesthat are now operating well within the Chinese border in the north.

"In the south, Burmaand China have opened their borders to safe passage for an army led by our old
friend Generd Suriyawong. Right now, in Bangkok, Prime Minister Paribatrais holding apress
conference to announce that Thailand will hold a plebiscite on ratification, and that as of this moment, the
Tha Army isregarded as being under the provisona command of the FPE.

"In Armenia, whereit isnot possible to hold a press conference right now because of the exigencies of
war, anation under attack has turned to the FPE for help and leadership. | have placed the Armenian
military under the direct command of Julian Delphiki, where they are ressting unprovoked Turkish and
Russian aggression and have carried the war degp insde Mudim territory, in Tabriz and Tehran.

"And herein eastern Europe, where Finland, Estonia, Latvia, Lithuania, Sovakia, Czechland, and
Bulgaria had dready joined the FPE, we are joined by our new dlies Poland, Rumania, Hungary, Serbia,
Austria, Greece, and Belarus. They have al repudiated the Warsaw Pact, which never obligated them to
joininan offengvewar in any event.



"Under the command of Petra Delphiki, the combined alied armies are already making rapid progress
toward capturing key targetsinsde Russa. They have met little resistance so far, but they are prepared
to deal with any forces the Russans care to throw against them.

"We cal upon the aggressors—Russia, India, and the Mudim League—to lay down their arms and
accept animmediate ceasefire. If this offer is not accepted within the next twelve hours, then a ceasefire
will only be accepted by us upon our terms and a atime of our choosing. The enemies of peace can
expect to lose al the forces they have committed to thisimmora war.

"I would now like to play for you avideo that was recently recorded at a safe haven. In case you don't
recognize him, since the Russians have kept him under wraps for many years now, the spesker is
Vladimir Denisovitch Porotchkot, acitizen of Belaruswho until severa days ago was kept againg hiswill
inthe service of aforeign power, Russia. Y ou may aso remember him as one of the team of young
warriors who defeated the enemy that threatened the existence of the human race.”

Peter stepped away from the microphone. The room was darkened; the screenwall came dive.

There stood Vlad, in front of what looked like an ordinary officein an ordinary room on Earth. Only
Peter knew that this was recorded in space—in the old Battle School space station, as a matter of fact,
which was now the Minigtry of Colonization.

"| offer my apologiesto the people of Armeniaand China, whose borders were violated and citizens
werekilled by Russians who were using plans| created. | assumed that the plans were for contingency
only, in response to aggression. | did not know that they would actually be used, and without the dightest
provocation. As soon as | understood that this was how my work was to be used, | escaped from
Russan custody and am now in asafe place, where | can findly speak the truth.

"It cameto my knowledge just before | [eft my captivity in Moscow that the leaders of Russia, India, and
the Mudim League have divided up the world among them. To Indiawill go al of southeast Asaand
most of China. To Russiawill go part of Chinaand al of eastern and northern Europe. To the Mudim
Leaguewill go dl of Africaand the western European countries with large Mudim populations.

"l repudiate thisplan. | repudiate thiswar. | refuseto let my work be used to endave innocent people
who did no harm and do not deserveto live under tyranny.

"Therefore | have provided to the Free People of Earth a complete knowledge of al the plans| drew up
for Russan use. Thereis no movement they are now making which is not completely anticipated by the
forces acting in concert with the FPE.

"And | urge the people of Belarus, my true homeland, to vote to join the Free People of Earth. Who else
has stood relentlessy against aggression and in favor of freedom and respect for every nation and every
ctizen?

"Asfor me—my tdents and training are entirely geared toward warfare. | will no longer put my abilities
at the service of any nation. | gave my childhood to fighting an alien enemy that was trying to destroy the
human race. | did not tight off the Buggers so that millions of humans could be daughtered and hundreds
of millions conquered and endaved.

"l am on gtrike. | urge every other graduate of Battle School except those who serve the FPE to join me
inthat strike. Do not plan war, do not wage war, except to help the Hegemon Peter Wiggin to destroy
the armies of the aggressors.



"And to the common soldiers| say, Do not obey your officers. Surrender at the first opportunity. Y our
obedience makeswar possible. Take responshility for your own actionsand join mein my strike! If you
surrender to the forces of the FPE, they will make every effort to spare your life and, at the earliest
opportunity, to return you to your families.

"Again, | beg theforgiveness of those whose lives were lost because of plans| drew. Never again.”
The video ended.

Peter strode back to the microphone. "The Free People of Earth and our alies are now at war with the
aggressors. We have dreedy told you everything we can say without compromising ongoing military
operations. Therewill be no questions.”

He waked away from the microphone.

Bean stood in the midst of the small wheded beds that held his five norma children. The ones hewould
never see again, once he left them today.

Mazer Rackham put ahand on his shoulder. "It'stimeto go, Julian.”
"Fveof them," said Bean. "How will Petramanage?'

"Shelll have help," said Rackham. "Thered questionis, how will you manage on that messenger ship?
They'll outnumber you threeto one.”

"As| can atedt, children with my particular genetic defect become saf-sufficient at avery early age,”
said Bean.

He touched the bed of the baby named Andrew. The same name asthe eldest of the siblings. But this
Andrew was anormd infant. Not undersized for hisage.

And this second Bella. She would lead anormd life. Aswould Ramon and Julian and Petra.

"If these five are normd," Bean said to Rackham, "then the ninth child—it'smost likely ... defective?”
"Ifthe odds are fifty-fifty of the traits getting passed on, and we know that five of the nine didn't get them,
then it sands to reason that the missing one has a higher likdihood of having the traits. Though as any
expert on probability would tell you, the probability for each child wasfifty-fifty, and the distribution of
the syndrome among the other infants will have no effect on the outcome for the ninth.”

"Maybeit's better if Petranever finds... thelast one.”

"My guess, Bean, isthat thereis no ninth baby. Not every implantation works. There could easily have

been an early miscarriage. That would be a complete explanation of the lack of any record that was
traceable by the software."



"l don't know whether to be comforted or appdled that you would think I'd find that the death of one
my children might be comforting.”

Rackham grimaced. "Y ou know what | meant.”

Bean took an envelope from his pocket and laid it under Ramon. "Tell the nursesto leave that envelope
there, evenif helesksand wets dl over thething.”

"Of course" said Rackham. "For what it'sworth, Bean, your penson will also be invested, like Ender's,
and run by the same software."

"Dont," said Bean. "Giveit dl to Petra. Shelll need it, with five babiesto raise. Maybe six someday.”
"What about when you come home, when they find the cure?’

Bean looked at him asif hewere crazy. "Do you redly think that will happen?’

"If youdon't, why are you going?"

"Becauseit might,” said Bean. "And if we Stay here, early deathiscertain for dl four of us.If thecureis
found, andif we come home, then we can talk about a pension. I'll tell you what. After Petradies, after
thesefive dl grow old and die, then start paying my pension into afund controlled by that investor
software.”

"You'll be back before then."

"No," said Bean. "No, that's ... no. Once we're ten years out—and there's no hope of a cure before
that—then even if you find the cure, don't call usback until ... well, until Petrawould be dead before we
got here. Do you understand? Because if she remarries—and | want her to—I don't want her to haveto
faceme. To face melooking as| do right now, the boy she married—thegiant boy. Thisiscrue enough,
what were doing now. I'm not going to cause her one last torment before she dies.”

"Why don't you let her decide?’

"It's not her choice," said Bean. "Once we leave, were dead. Gone forever. She can never have back
thelife that will have been logt. But I'm not worried, Mazer. Thereis no cure.”

"Y ou know that?"

"l know Volescu. He doesn't want to find a cure. He doesn't think it's a disease. He thinksiit's the hope
of humanity. And except for Anton, nobody € se knows enough to proceed. It was anillegd field of
study for too long. It's il tainted. The methods V olescu used, the whole process surrounding Anton's
Key—nobody's going to turn that key again, and therefore you're not going to have any scientissswho
know what they're doing in that area. The project will have less and lessimportance for your successors.
Someday—not too long from now— somebody will look at the budget item and say, We're paying for
what? And the project will die."

"It won't happen,” said Mazer. "The Fleet doesn't forget itsown.”

Bean laughed. "Y ou don't get it, do you? Peter is going to succeed. The world isgoing to be united.
International war will end. And dong with it, the sense of loyaty among the military will dso die. Therélll



just be ... colony ships and trading ships and scientific research indtitutes that will be scandaized at the
thought of wasting money doing a personal favor for asoldier who lived ahundred years ago. Or two
hundred. Or three hundred.”

"The funding won't be contingent,” said Rackham. "We're funding it using the same investment software.
It'sredly good, Bean. Thisisgoing to be one of the best-funded projects ever, in afew years.

Bean laughed. "Mazer, you just don't understand how far people will go to get their hands on money that
they think isbeing wasted on pure research. You'll see. But no, | take that back. Y ou won't see. It
happen after you're dead.I'll see. And I'll raise aglassto you, among my little children, and I'll say,
Heré'sto you, Mazer Rackham, you foolish old optimist. Y ou thought humans were better than they are,
which iswhy you went to al the trouble of saving the human race acouple of times."

Mazer put an arm around Bean's waist and clinched tight for amoment. "Kiss the babies good-bye."

"I will not," said Bean. "Do you think | want them to have nightmares of agiant bending over them and
trying to egt them?”

"Eathem!”

"Babiesfear being eaten,” said Bean. "There's a sound evolutionary reason for it, considering that in our
ancestral homeland in Africa hyenas would always have been happy to carry off ahuman baby and et it.
| guessyou've never read the child-rearing literature.”

"Sounds more like Grimm'sFairy Tales"

Bean walked from bed to bed, touching each child in return. Perhaps spending a bit longer with Ramon,
since he had spent so much time with him, compared to mere minutes with the others.

Then heleft the room and followed Rackham out to the enclosed van that was waiting for him.

Suriyawong heard the report and the order: The press conference has been held; Thai participation in the
FPE has been announced; now begin active operations againgt the enemy.

Suri timed the departure of adl six contingents so that they would arrive smultaneoudly, more or less. He
also ordered the Chinese battle choppers into position, ready to join in the battle as soon as surprise was
achieved.

One of them would take him to where Virlomi would be.

If there are any godslooking out for her, thought Suriyawong, then let her live. Evenif ahundred
thousand soldiersdiefor her pride, please let her live. The good she did, the greatnessin her, should
count for something. The mistakes of generals can kill many thousands, but they're still mistakes. She st
out for victory, not destruction. She should be punished only for her intent, not the result.

Not that her intent was all that good.



But you—you gods of war! Shiva, you destroyer!—what was Virlomi, ever, except your servant? Will
you let your servant be destroyed, solely because she was so good at her job?

. Petersburg had fallen more quickly than anyone expected. The resistance hadn't even been enough to
count as "token." Even the police had fled, and the Finns and Estonians ended up working to maintain
public order rather than fight a determined enemy.

But that was dl just ameatter of reportsto Petra, who was improvising her way across Russia. Without a
huge air force, there was no way to airlift her army of Brazilians and Rwandans to Moscow. So shewas
bringing them in on passenger trains, carefully watching from what looked like recreationd arcraft so
she'd know as soon as there was any kind of problem. The heavier ordnance was being carried on the
highway by big Polish and German moving vans, of the kind that plied the highways across Europe dl the
time, stopping only to eat and pee and visit roadside whores. Now they carried the war that the Russians
had begun straight to M oscow.

If the enemy was determined, they would be able to track Petra's army's progress. After al, there was
no concedling what the trains were carrying as they raced through stations without stopping and
demanded that the tracks be cleared in front of them "or well blast you and your station and your stupid
little village of baby-killing Russiansto smithereend™ All rhetoric—a single telephone pole dropped
across the tracks here and there would have dowed them down considerably. And they weren't about to
gartkilling civilians

But the Russians didn't know that. Peter had told her that Vlad was sure the commanders who were | eft
in Moscow would panic. " They're runners, not fighters. That doesn't mean nobody will fight—but it will
be local people. Scattered. Wherever you meet resistance, just go around. If the Russian army in Chinais
stopped and international vids show Moscow and St. Petersburg in your hands, either the government
will suefor peace or the people will revolt. Or both."

Wi, it had worked for the Germansin France in 1940. Why not here?

Thelossof Vlad had a devagtating effect on Russian morae. Especialy because the Russansal knew
that Julian Delphiki himself had planned the counterattack, and Petra Arkanian was leading the army that
was "sweeping across Russia”

Morelike"chugging acrossRussa.”

At least it wasn't winter.

Han Tzu gave the orders, and his retreating troops moved to their positions. He had timed his retreat
exactly right, to lure the Russans to the exact spot he needed them to reach at the exact time he wanted
them there. Well ahead of Vlad's origind schedule—the only deviation from his plan. The satellite
information forwarded to him by Peter Wiggin assured him that the Turks had withdrawn westward,
heading toward Armenia. Asif they could get therein timeto make any differencea dl! Cdiph Ala had



gpparently not solved the perpetua problem of Mudim armies. Unless they were under iron control, they
were easly distracted. Alal was supposed tobe that control. It made Han Tzu wonder if Alal wasevenin
command anymore.

No matter. Han Tzu's objective was the huge, overextended, weary Russian Army that was il rigidly
following Vlad's plan despite the fact that their pincer movements had encountered an empty Beijing, with
no Chineseforcesto crush or Chinese government to seize. And despite the fact that panicky reports
must be coming from Moscow as they kept hearing rumors of Petrals advance without knowing where
shewas.

The Russian commander he was facing was not wrong to persist in his campaign. Petras advance on
Moscow was ultimately cosmetic, as Petrano doubt knew: designed to cause panic, but without
aufficient force to hold any objective for long.

In the south, too, Suri's Thai army would do important work, but Indials army wasn't aseriousthrest in
thefirst place; Bean, in Armenia, had drawn off the Turkish armies, but they could easily come back.

Everything came down to this battle.
Asfar asHan Tzu was concerned, it had better not be abettle at all.

They werein the wheatfield country near Jinan. Vlad's plan assumed that the Chinese would seizethe
high ground to the southeast of the Hwang Ho and dispute the river crossing. Therefore the Russians
were prepared with portable bridges and rafts to move across theriver at unexpected places and then
surround the supposed Chinese redoubt.

And, just as Vlad's plan predicted, Han Tzu's forces were indeed gathered on that high ground, and
were shelling the gpproaching Russ an troops with reassuring ineffectiveness. The Russan commander
had to fed confident. Especially when he found the bridges over the Hwang Ho ineptly "destroyed,” so
repairs were quick.

Han Tzu couldnt afford to have agrinding battle, matching gun for gun, tank for tank. Too much materiel
had been lost in the previous wars, and while Han's soldiers were battle-hardened veterans, and the
Russan amy hadn't fought in years, Han'sinability to get hisarmy back to full materid strengthinthe
short time he had been emperor would inevitably be decisve. Han was not going to use human wavesto
overwhelm the Russians with numbers. He couldn't afford to waste thisarmy. He had to keep it intact to
ded with the much more dangerous Mudim armies, should they get their act together and joinin thewar.

The Russian drones were easily amatch for the Chinese; both commanders would have an accurate
picture of the battlefield. Thiswaswhestfield country, perfect for the Russian tanks. Nothing Han Tzu did
could possibly surprise hisenemy. Vlad's plan was going to work. The Russian commander had to be
aureof it.

Hisforces that had been conced ed behind the Russian advance now reported that the last of the
Russians had passed the checkpoints without realizing what the smal red tags on fences, bushes, trees,
and sgnpogssignified.

For the next forty minutes, Han Tzu'sarmy had only one task: To confine the Russian army between
thoselittle red flags and the highlands across the Hwang, while none of the Chinese army drayed into that
zone.



Didn't the Russians notice that every single civilian had been evacuated? That not acivilian vehiclewasto
be found? That the houses had been emptied of belongings?

Hyrum Graff had once taught a class in which he told them that God would teach them how to destroy
their enemy, using the forces of nature. His prime example was the way God used aflood of the Red Sea
to destroy Pharaoh's chariots.

Thelittle red flags were the highwater mark.

Han Tzu gave the order for the dam to be blown up. 1t would take the wall of water forty minutesto
reach the Russian army and destroy it.

The Armenian soldiers had achieved al their objectives. They had forced a panicky Iranian government
to demand therecdl of their troops from India. Soon an overwheming force would arrive and they
would dl belogt.

They thought, when the black choppers came flying low over the city, that their time had come.

Instead, the soldiersthat emerged from the choppers were Thaisin the uniform of the FPE. The origina
grike force trained by Beanand led in so many raids by him or Suriyawong.

Then Bean himself steppedout of the chopper. "Sorry I'm late," he said.

Within minutes, the FPE troops had secured the perimeter and the Armenian troops were embarking on
the choppers. "Y ou're going to be taking the long way home," one of the Thais said, laughing.

Bean made abig deal about how he was going to go down the hill to see how things were going with the
forward defense. The Armenians watched as Bean ducked to go through the door of a half-bombed-out
building. A few moments later, the building blew up. Nothing left sanding. No walls, no chimney. And no
Bean.

The chopper took off then. The Armenians were so happy to have been rescued that it was hard to
remember the terrible news they were going to have to take to Petra Arkanian. Her husband was dead.
They'd seenit. Therewas no way anyonein that building could have survived.
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COLONIST

From: BlackDog%Sd aam@I| ComeAnon.com



To: Graff%pilgrimage@colmin.gov
Encrypted using code: *******
D&ryptaj usng Code *hkkkkkkkk

Re: Vlad'sfarewell message

Why I'm writing to you from hiding should be obvious; I'll give you the detailed story &t alater date.

| want to take you up on your invitation, if it'sstill open. | learned recently that while I'm ared whiz at
military strategy, I'm adimwit about what motivates my own people—even those | thought were closest
to me. For ingtance, who would have guessed that they would hate a modernizing, consensus-building
black African Cdliph alot more than they hated adictatorid, idolatrous, immodest Hindu woman?

| was going to Smply disgppear from history, and was feding quite sorry for mysdf inmy exile, while
grieving foradear friendwhogave hislifeto save mine in Hyderabad, when | redlized that the news reports
that endlessly replayed Vlad's message were showing me what | needed to do.

So I've made arrangements to make avid insde a nearby mosgue. In a country where I'll be safe
showing my face, so don't worry. I'm not going to let this one be rel eased through you or Peter—that
would discredit it immediately. It's going to move out through Mudim channelsonly.

Thething | redized isthis: | may havelost the support of the military, but I'm still Cdiph. It'snot just a
political office, it'saso ardigious one. And not one of those clowns has the authority to depose me.

Meanwhile, I know now what they caled me behind my back. "Black dog." They're going to hear those
words back from me, you can be sure.

When thevidisreleased, then I'll let you know where | am. If you're till willing to take me.

Randi watched the news reports avidly. It seemed so hopeful at first, when they heard that Julian
Delphiki had been killed in Iran. Maybe the enemies hunting her baby would be crushed, and she'd be



able to come out in the open and proclaim that she was carrying Achilless son and heir.

But then sheredized: the evil in thisworld would not die just because afew of Achillessenemieswere
killed or defeated. They had done too good ajob of demonizing him. If they knew who her son was, he
would at least be scrutinized and tested constantly; at wordt, they'd take him away from her. Or kill him.
They'd stop at nothing to erase Achillesslegacy from the earth.

Randi stood by her son'slittle traveling bed in the former motel room that now was as chegp aone-room
hotplate apartment as northern Virginiaoffered. A traveling bed was al he needed. He was so smdll.

His birth had taken her by surprise. Monthstoo early. And he came so fast. She couldn't getto a
hospita. Not that they would have taken her. Shewasin the midst of changing her identity. She had no
hedth insurance.

But because he was so small, the birth was easy. He judt... came out. And small as he was, he didn't
have any problems. He didn't even look like one of those premature babies, the oneswho looked so ...
fetal. Fishlike. Not her boy. He was beautiful, completely norma looking. Just... small.

Small and brilliant. It amogt frightened her sometimes. He had said hisfirst word just acouple of days
ago. "Mama," of course—who else did he know? And when she spoke to him, explained thingsto him,
told him about hisfather, he seemed to be listening intently. He seemed to understand. Was that

possible?

Of courseit was. Achilless child would bewiser than norma. And if hewas small, well, Achilles himsalf
had been born with atwisted foot. An abnorma body to contain extraordinary gifts.

Secretly, she had named the baby Achilles FHlandres 11. But shewas careful. She didn't write that name
anywhere but in her heart. Instead the birth certificate called him Randall Firth. She was going by the
name Nichelle Firth now. Thered Nichele Firth was aretarded woman in aspecia school where she
had worked as an aide. Randi looked old enough, she knew, to passfor the right age—being on the run
and working so hard and worrying al the time gave her akind of tired look that aged her. But what did
she care about vanity? She wasn't trying to attract aman. She knew men well enough to know that none
of them would want to marry awoman only to have her spend al her care on another man's baby.

So she made hersdlf up only enough to be hirable in decent jobs that didn't require along resume.
They'd say, Where have you worked before, and sheld say, Nothing since college, they wouldn't even
remember me, | was a stay-at-home mom, but my husband wasn't adeep-at-home guy, so here | am, no
resume except my baby's hedthy and my houseisclean and | know how to work like my life depended
on it cause now it does. That line got her hired anywhere she bothered to apply. Sheld never be an
executive but she didn't want to be. Just put in her hours, get "Randdl” out of daycare, and then talk to
him, sing to him, and study about how to be agood mother and raise a hedlthy, confident baby who
would have the strength of character to overcome the bigotry against his father and take on the whole
world.

But these wars, and Peter Wiggin's hideous face on the camera, announcingthis nation was now in the
FPE andthat nation was alied with the FPE, it worried her. She couldn't hide forever. Her fingerprints
couldn't be changed, and there was that shoplifting arrest when she wasin college. It was so stupid. She
redlly had sort of forgotten that she took the thing. If shed remembered she would have changed her
mind and paid for it, like the other times. But she forgot and they stopped her outside the store so she
had actualy done the theft, they said, and she wasn't aminor so she got the whole arrest treatment. They
let her off, but her printswere in the system. So someday somebody would know who sheredly was.



And the man who approached her, who gave her Achilles's baby—how could she be sure he wouldn't
tell them? Between what he told them and her fingerprints, they could find her no matter how often she
changed her name.

That was when she decided that for the first timein human history, when a person was not safe
anywhere on Earth, he had somewhere eseto go.

Why should her little Achilles Flandres || be raised here, in hiding, with bloodthirsty monsters out to kill
him in order to punish hisfather for being better than them? When instead he could grow up on aclean
new colony world, where no one would care that the baby wasn't redly hers or that hewas smdl, if he
was smart and worked hard and sheraised him right? They promised that there would be trade back and
forth between colony worlds, and visits from starships. When the time wasright for Achilles|l toclam
his heritage, hislegacy, histhrone, she would bring him aboard one of those starships and they'd come
back to Earth.

She had studied the relativistic effects of star travel. It might be as much as ahundred years or
more—fifty years out and fifty years back, say—but it would only be three or four years of voyaging. So
al of Achillessenemieswould belong since dead. Nobody would bother spreading vicious lies about
him anymore. The world would be ready to hear of him with fresh ears, with open minds.

She couldn't leave him aonein the gpartment. It was adrizzly afternoon, though. Wasit worth risking
him catching cold?

She bundled him well and carried him in ading in front of her. Hewas sosmall, it felt like hewaslighter
than her purse. Her umbrella shielded them both from therain. They'd befine.

It was along walk to the Metro station, but that was the best—and the driest—way to get to theliaison
office of the Ministry of Colonization, where she could sign up. That would be arisk, of course. They
might fingerprint her. They might run acheck. Buit... surely they knew that many people would chooseto
go on acolony ship because they needed to get away from their old lives. And if they found that she had
changed her name, the shoplifting arrest might explain it. She had been drifting into crimeand ... what
would they assume? Drugs, probably ... but now she wanted a fresh start, under anew name.

Or maybe she should use her red name.

No, because underthat name she had no baby. And if they questioned whether "Randal” wasredly hers
and ran agenetic te<t, they'd find that he had none of her genes. They'd wonder where she had
kidnapped him. He was so small they'd think he was a newborn. And the birth had been so easy, there'd
been no tearing—did they have teststo determineif she had ever given birth? Nightmares, nightmares.
No, shed give them her new name and then be prepared to run if they came looking for her. What else
could shedo?

It wasworth the risk, to get him off planet.

On the way to the Metro she walked past a mosque, but there were cops outside, directing traffic. Had
there been abombing? Those were happening in other places—Europe, she kept hearing—Dbut not in
America, surely. Notlately, anyway.

No, not abombing. Just a speaker.Judt...

"Cdliph Ala." She heard someone say it, dmost asif they had been speaking to her.



Cdliph Ala! The one man on Earth who seemed to have the courage to stand against Peter Wiggin.

Luckily she had a scarf over her head—she looked Mudim enough for this secular town, where plenty
of Mudimswore no specid clothing at al. Nobody chalenged her, awoman with a baby, though they
did make everybody leave things like umbrellas and purses and jackets a the security counter.

She walked into the women's section of the mosgue. She was surprised at how the carved and
decorated latticework interfered with her ability to see what was going on in the men's part of the
mosque. Apparently even liberal American mosgues still thought women did not need to see the speaker
for themsalves. Randi had heard about such things, but the only church she had ever attended was
Presbyterian and families sat together there.

Therewere cameras all over the men's section, so maybe the view from here was as good as most men
were getting. She wasn't converting to Idam, anyway, she just wanted to catch aglimpse of Caliph Alai.

He was speaking in Common, not Arabic. She was glad of that.

"l remain Caliph, no matter wherel live. | will take with mein my colony only Mudimswho believein
Idam asardigion of peace. | leave behind me the bloodthirsty false Mudimswho cdled their Caliph a
black dog and tried to murder me so they could make war on their harmless neighbors.

"Hereisthelaw of Idam, from the time of Muhammed and forever: God gives permission to go to war
only when we are attacked by an enemy. As soon asaMudim raises his hand against an enemy who has
not attacked him, then he is not engaged in jihad, he has become shaitan himsdlf. | declare that al those
who plotted the invasion of Chinaand Armeniaare not Mudims and any good Mudim who findsthese
men must arrest them.

"From now on Mudim nations may only be governed by leaderswho were freely eected. Non-Mudims
may votein these eections. It isforbidden to molest any non-Mudlim, even if he used to beaMudim, or
deprive him of any of hisrights, or put him at any disadvantage. And if aMudim nation votesto join the
Free People of Earth and abide by its congtitution, that is permitted by God. Thereisno offenseinit.”

Randi was heartsick. Thiswasjust like Vlad's speech. A complete capitulation to Peter Wiggin's phony
"idedls." They had apparently blackmailed or drugged or frightened even Caliph Alai.

She picked her way carefully over and around the woman seated and standing and leaning in the packed
women's chamber. Many of them looked at her asif she were sinning by leaving; many otherswere
looking toward Cdiph Ala with love and longing.

Y our love is misplaced, thought Randi. Only one man was purein his embrace of power, and that was
my Achilles

And to one woman who glared at her with specia ferocity, Randi pointed to baby Achilless digper and
made aface. The woman at once relaxed her grimace. Of course, the baby had messed himsdlf, a
woman had to take care of her baby even before she heard the words of the Caliph.

If the Cdliph cannot stand against Peter Wiggin, then there is nowhere on Earth for meto raise my son.

Shewalked the rest of the way to the Metro asthe rain came down harder and harder. Her umbreladid
its job, though, and the baby stayed dry. Then she was in the Metro station and the rain had stopped.



That'show it will bein space. All the sheltering of this baby will be needlessthen. | can put away the
umbrellaand hewill have nothing to fear. And on the new world, he can walk in the open, in thelight of a
new sun, like the free spirit he was born to be.

When he returnsto Earth, he will be agreat man, towering over these mora dwarfs.

By then, Peter Wiggin will be dead, like Julian Delphiki. That's the only disappointment—that my son
will never be ableto face hisfather's murderersdirectly.
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SACRIFICE

From: Mosca%oM olo@FilMil.gov.ph
To: Graff%pilgrimage@colmin.gov

Re: My ticket

Just when things were getting interesting here on Earth, | keep getting this nagging feding that you were
right. I hate it when that happens.

They came to metoday, excited as babies. Petratook Maoscow with aragtag army traveling by
passenger train! Han Tzu wiped out the entire Russian Army without taking more than afew dozen
casudties! Bean was able to decoy the Turkish forces toward Armeniaand keep them from getting
involved in Chinal And of course Bean dso getsthe credit for Suriyawong's victory in China—
everybody wantsto assign al glory to the boys and girl of Ender's Jeesh.

Y ou know what they wanted from me?

I'm supposed to conquer Taiwan. No joke. I'm supposed to draw uptheplans. Because, yousee, my
poor little ragtag idand nation hasme, Jeeshboy, and that makes thema great power! How dare those

Mudim troops remain on Taiwan!



| pointed out that now that Han Tzu had won againgt the Russians and the Mudlims probably wouldn't
dare attack, he'd probably be looking to put Taiwan back in hisfold. And even if he didnt, did they
redly think Peter Wiggin would st idly by while the Philippines committed an act of unprovoked
aggresson againgt Tawan?

They wouldn't listen. It was: Do asyou'retold, genius boy.

So what'sleft for me, Hyrum? (I fedl so wicked calling you by your first name.) Do as Vlad did, and
draw up their plans, and let them fdl into their own pit? Do as Ala did and repudiate them openly and
cdl for revolution? (That iswhat he did, isn't it?) Or do as Han did and stage an interna coup and
become Emperor of the Philippines and Master of the Taga og-Speaking World?

| don't want to leave my home. But there's no peace for me on Earth. I'm not sure | want the burden of
running acolony. But at least | won't be drawing up blueprints for death and oppression. Just don't put
me in the same colony with Alai. He thinks he'sso the man because he's the successor of the Prophet.

Even the tanks had been washed downstream, some of them for kilometers. Where the Russians had
been spreading out for their offensive againgt Han Tzu's forces on the high ground, there was nothing, not
adgn that they had been there.

Not asign that the villages and fields had been there either.

It was amuddy version of the moon. Except for a couple of deep-rooted trees, there was nothing. It
would take along time and alot of work to restore thisland.

But now there was work to do. Firg, they had to glean the survivors, if there were any, from the
countryside downstream. Second, they had to clean up the corpses and gather up the tanks and other
vehicles— and, most important, the live armaments.

And Han Tzu had to swing alarge part of hisarmy north, to retake Beijing and sweep away whatever
remnants of the Russian invasion might be left behind. Meanwhile, the Turks might decide to come back.

The work of war wasn't over yet.

But the grinding, bloody campaign he had feared, the one that would tear Chinaapart and bleed a
generation to degath, that had been averted. Both herein the north and in the south as well.

And then what? Emperor of Chinaindeed. What would the people expect? Now that he had won this
grest victory, was he supposed to go back and subjugate the Tibetans again? Force the Turkic-speakers
of Xinjiang back under the Chinese hed? Spill Chinese blood on the beaches of Taiwan to satisfy old
clamsthat the Chinese had some inherent right to rule over the racially-Maay mgority on that idand?



And then invade any nation that mistreated its Chinese minorities? Where would it sop? In the jungles of
Papua? Back in India? Or at the old western border of Genghis's empire, the lands of the Golden Horde
on the steppes of Ukraine?

What frightened him most about these scenarios was that he knew he could do it. He knew that with
Chinahe had a people with the intelligence, the vigor, the resources, and unified will—everything aruler
needed to go out into the world and make everything he saw his own. And because it was possible, there
was apart of him that wanted to play it out, see where this path led.

| know where it leads, thought Han Tzu. It leadsto Virlomi leading her pathetic army of half-armed
volunteersto certain death. It leads to Julius Caesar bleeding to death on the floor of the Senate,
muttering about how he was betrayed. It leads to Adolf and Evadead in an underground bunker while
their empire crumblesin explosons above ther corpses. Or it leadsto Augustus, casting about him for a
successor, only to realize that it al hasto be handed over to hisrevolting pervert of a... stepson? What
was Tiberius, redly? A sad statement about how empires are inevitably led. Because what risesto the
top in an empire are the bureaucratic infighters, the assassins, or the warlords.

Isthat what | want for my people? | became Emperor because that's how | could bring down Snow
Tiger and keep him from killing mefirst. But China doesn't need an empire. Chinaneeds agood
government. The Chinese people need to stay home and make money, or travel through the world and
make even more money. They need to do science and creste literature and be part of the human race.

They need to have no more of their sonsdiein battle. They need to have no more of them cleaning up
the bodies of the enemy. They need peace.

The news of Bean's death spread dowly out of Armenia. It cameto Petra, incredibly enough, on her
cdllphone in Moscow, where she was il directing her troopsin the complete takeover of the city. The
news of Han's devastating victory had reached her, but not the genera public. She needed to bein
complete control of the city before the people learned of the disaster. She needed to make sure they
could contain the reaction.

It was her father on the telephone. His voice was very husky, and she knew at once what he was cdling
totell her.

"The soldiers who were rescued from Tehran. They came back by way of Isragl. They saw ... Julian
didn't come back with them."

Petraknew perfectly well what had happened. And, more to the point, what Bean would have made
sure peopl e thought they hadseen happen. But she let the scene play out, saying the lines expected of her.
"They left him behind?"

"Therewas ... nothing to bring back.” A sob. It was good to know that her father had cometo love
Bean. Or maybe he only wept in pity for his daughter, aready widowed, and only barely awoman. "He
was caught in the explosion of abuilding. The whole thing was vaporized. He could not have lived.”

"Thank you for tdling me, Father."



"I know it's—what about the babies? Come home, Pet, we—"

"When I'm through with the war, Father, then I'll come home and grieve for my husband and care for my
babies. They'rein good hands right now. | love you. And Mother. I'll be dl right. Good-bye."

She cut off the connection.

Severd officers around her looked at her questioningly. What she had said about grieving for her
husband. "Thisistop-secret information,” she said to the officers. "It would only encourage the enemies
of the Free People. But my husband was ... he entered a building in Tehran and it blew up. No onein
that building could possibly have survived.”

They did not know her, these Finns, Estonians, Lithuanians, Latvians. Not well enough to say more than
aheartfelt but inadequate, "I'm sorry.”

"We have work to do," she said, relieving them of the respongbility to care for her. They could not
know that what she was showing was not iron self-control, but cold rage. To lose your husband in war,
that was one thing. But to lose him because he refused to take you with him....

That was unfair. In the long run, she would have decided the same way. There was one baby unfound.
And even if that baby was dead or had never existed—how did they know how many there were, except
what Volescu told them?—the five norma babies shouldn't have their lives so dragtically deformed. It
would be like making a hedthy twin spend hislifein ahospital bed just because his brother wasina
coma.

| would have chosen the sameif I'd had time.
Therewas no time. Bean'slife was too fragile dready. Shewaslosing him.

And she had known right from the start that one way or another, she would lose him. When he begged
her not to marry him, when he insisted he wanted no babies, it wasto avoid having her fed as shefdt

now.

Knowing it was her own fault, her own free choice, al for the best—it didn't ease the pain one bit. If
anything, it made it worse.

So shewasangry. At hersaf. At human nature. At the fact that she was ahuman and therefore had to
have that nature whether she wanted it or not. The desire to have the babies of the best man she knew,
the desire to hold on to him forever.

And the desire to go into battle and win, outwitting her enemies, cutting them off, taking al their power
away from them and sanding astride them in victory.

It was aterrible thing to redlize about herself—that she loved the contest of war every bit as much as she
missed her husband and children, so that doing the one would take her mind off the loss of the others.

When the gunfire began, Virlomi felt athrill of excitement. But also asick sense of dread. Asif sheknew



some terrible secret about this campaign that she had not alowed hersdlf to hear until the gunfire brought
the message to her consciousness.

Almost a once, her driver tried to take her out of harm'sway. But sheinssted on heading toward the
thick of thefighting. She could see where the enemy was gathered, in the hillson ether sde. She
immediately recognized the tactics that were being used.

She Started to issue orders. She ordered them to notify the other two columns to withdraw up their
valeys and reconnoiter. She sent her elite troops, the onesthat had fought with her for years, up the
dopesto hold the enemy off while she withdrew the rest of her troops.

But the mass of untrained soldiers were too frightened to understand their orders or execute them under
fire. Many of them broke and ran—straight up the valey, where they were exposed to fire. And Virlomi
knew that not far behind them would be the trailing force which they had cardlesdy passed by.

All because she didn't expect Han Tzu, preoccupied with the Russians, to be able to send aforce of any
Sze hereto the south.

She kept reassuring her officers—thisis only asmall force, we can't let them stop us. But the bodies
werefaling steadily. Thefiring only seemed to increase. And she redized that what she was facing was
not some aging Home Guard unit thrown together to pester them as they marched. It was adisciplined
force that was systematically herding her troops—her hundreds of thousands of soldiers—into akilling
ground along the road and the riverbank.

And yet the gods il protected her. She walked among the cowering troops, standing upright, and not a
bullet struck her. Soldiersfdl al around her, but she was untouched.

She knew how the soldiersinterpreted it: The gods protect her.

But she understood something completely different: The enemy has given orders not to harm me. And
these soldiers are so well trained and disciplined that they are obeying the order.

The force opposing them was not huge—the firepower wasn't overwhelming. But most of her soldiers
weren't shooting at al. How could they? They couldn't see atarget to shoot at. And the enemy would
concentrate itsfire on any force that tried to leave the road and get up the hillsto sweep over the enemy
lines

Asfar as she could seg, if any of the enemy had died, it was by accident.

| am Varus, shethought. | have led my troops, as Varusled the Roman Legions, into atrap, where we
will al die. Die without even damaging the enemy.

What was | thinking? Thisterrain was made for ambush. Why didn't | seethat? Why was| so surethe
enemy couldn' attack us here? Whatever you're sure the enemycan't do, but which would destroy you if
they did it anyway, you must plan to counter. Thiswas dementary.

No one from Ender's Jeesh would have made such amistake.
Ala knew. He had warned her from the start. Her troops weren't ready for such acampaign. 1t would

be adaughter. And here they were now, dying al around her, the whole highway thick with corpses. Her
men had been reduced to piling up the dead as makeshift bulwarks against enemy fire. Therewas no



point in her issuing commands, because they would not be understood or obeyed.

And yet her men fought on.

Her cellphone rang.

She knew at once that it was the enemy, calling her to ask her to surrender. But how could they know
her cellphone number?

Wasit possblethat Ala waswiththem?
"Virlomi."

Not Alai. But she knew the voice.
"ThisisSuri."

Suriyawong. Were these FPE troops? Or Tha? How could Thai troops get across Burmaand all the
way up here?

Not Chinesetroopsat al. Why wasit suddenly so clear now? Why hadn't it been clear before, when
Ala waswarning her? In their private talks, Alamandar said it would al work because the Russians
would have the Chinese army fully involved in the north. Whichever attack Han Tzu defended againg, the

other sde would be able to rampage through China. Or if hetried to fight both, then each would destroy
that part of hisarmy in turn.

What neither of them had redlized was that Han Tzu was just as capable of finding alies asthey were.

Suriyawong, whose love she had spurned. It felt like so many years ago. When they were children. Was
this his vengeance, because she had married Ala insteed of him?

"Canyou hear me, Vir?'
"Yes" shesad.

"I would rather capture these men," he said. "1 don't want to spend the rest of the day killing them al.”

"Then stop.”

"They won't surrender while you're fill fighting. They worship you. They're dying for you. Tell themto
surrender, and let the survivors go hometo their familieswhen thewar isover.”

"Tdl Indiansto surrender toS amese?"

Assoon asshe said it, sheregretted it. Once she had cared first for the lives of her men. Now, suddenly,
she found herself spesking out of injured pride.

"Vir," said Suri. "They're dying for nothing. Savetheir lives.”

She broke the connection. Shelooked at the men around her, the ones that were dive, crouching behind
piles of their comrades bodies, searching for some kind of target out in the trees, up the dopes ... and



seeing nothing.
"They've stopped shooting,” said one of her surviving officers.
"Enough men have died for my pride," said Virlomi. "May the dead forgive me. | will live athousand

livesto make up for thisonevain, stupid day.” Sheraised her voice. "Lay down your weapons. Virlomi
says. Lay down your wegpons and stand up with your handsin the air. Take no morelives! Lay down

your wegpons!"

"Wewill diefor you, Mother India" cried one of the men.

"Satyagrahal" shouted Virlomi. "Bear what must be borne! Today what you must bear is surrender!
Mother Indiacommands you to live so you can go home and comfort your wives and make babiesto

heal the great wounds that have been torn in the heart of Indiatoday!"

Some of her words and dl of the meaning of her message were passed up and down the highway of
COrpses.

She set the example by raising her hands and walking out beyond thewall of bodies, into the open. Of
course no one shot at her, because no one had during the whole battle. But soon others joined her. They
lined up on the same side of the corpse wall that she had chosen, leaving their weagpons behind them.

From out of the trees on both sides of the highway, wary Thai soldiers emerged, guns till at the ready.
They were covered with swesat and the frenzy of killing was only just leaving them.

Virlomi turned and looked behind her. Emerging from the trees on the other sde of the road was
Suriyawong. She walked back over the walls of corpsesto meet him in the grass on the other side. They
stopped when they were three paces apart.

She gestured up and down theroad. " So. Thisisyour work.”

"No, Virlomi," he said sadly. "It'syours."

"Yes" shesad. "l know."

"Will you comewith meto tell the other two armiesto stop fighting? They'll only give up when you tell
themto."

"Yes" shesad. "Now?'

"Phone them and seeif they obey. If | try to lead you away right now, these soldiers will take up arms
again to sop me. For some reason they still worship you."

"In Indiawe worship the Destroyer dong with Vishnu and Brahma."
"But | never knew that you served Shiva," said Suriyawong.

She had no answer for him. She used her cellphone and made the cdlls. "They're trying to stop the men
fromfighting.”

Then there was slence between them for awhile. She could hear the barked commands of the Tha



soldiers, forming her men into smal groups and beginning their march down the valey.

"Aren't you going to ask about your husband?' said Suri.

"What about him?*

"Areyou S0 sure your Mudim co-conspirators killed him, then?"

"Nobody was going to kill him," she said. "They were only going to confine him until after the victory."

Suri laughed bitterly. ™Y ou spent thislong fighting the Mudims, Vir, and you siill don't understand them
any better than that? Thisisn't achess game. The person of the king is not sacred.”

"l never sought his deeth.”

"Y ou took away his power," said Suri. "Hetried to stop you from doingthis and you plotted against your
own husband. He was a better friend to Indiathan you ever were." Hisvoice cracked with passion.

"Y ou cannot say anything to methat's crueler than what | am now saying to mysdf.”

"Thegirl Virlomi, so brave, sowise," said Suri. "Does she dill exist? Or has the goddess destroyed her
too?"

"The goddessisgone," said Virlomi. "Only thefool, only the murderer remains.”
A fidld radio crackled at hiswaist. Somethingwassaidin Tha.

"Please come with me now, Virlomi. One army is surrendering, but the other shot the officer you
telephoned when he tried to give the order.”

A chopper approached them. Landed. They got on.

Intheair, Suriyawong asked her, "What will you do now?"

"I'myour prisoner. What willyou do?"

"Y ou're Peter Wiggin's prisoner. Thailand has joined the Free People.”

She knew what that would mean to Suriyawong. Thailand—even the name meant "land of the free.”
Peter's new "nation” had coopted the name of Suriyawong's homeland. And now, his homeland would no
longer be sovereign. They had given up their independence. PeterWiggin would be master of al.

"I'm sorry," shesaid.

"Sorry? Because my people will be free within their borders, and therell be no more wars?

"What about my people?' she asked.

"Y ou're not going back to them,” said Suri.

"How could I, evenif you let me? How could | possibly face them?"



"I was hoping that youwould face them. By vid. To help undo some of the damage you've done today."
"What could | possibly say or do?!

"They gill worship you. If you disappear now, if they never hear of you again, Indiawill be ungovernable
for ahundred years."

Virlomi answered truthfully: "Indiahas dways been ungovernable.”
"Lessgovernable than ever,” said Suri. "But if you spesk to them. If you tell them—"

"I will not tell them to surrender to yet another foreign power, not after they've been conquered and
occupied by Chinese and then Mudimg!”

"If you ask them to vote. To fregly decide whether to live in peace, within the Free People—"
"And give Peter Wiggin thevictory?'

"Why are you angry with Peter? What did he ever do but help you win your nation's freedom in every
way that was possbleto him?"

It was true. Why was she so angry?
Because he had besten her.

"Peter Wiggin," said Suriyawong, "hastheright of conquest. His troops destroyed your army in combat.
He showed mercy he didn't have to show.”

"Y oushowed mercy."

"| followed Peter'singructions” said Suriyawong. "He does not want any foreign occupiersin India. He
wants the Mudims out. He wants only Indiansto govern Indians. Joining the FPE means exactly that. A
freeIndia But an Indiathat doesn't need, and therefore doesn'thave, amilitary.”

"A nation without an army isnothing,” said Virlomi. "Any enemy can destroy them.”

"That's the Hegemon's work in the world. He destroys the aggressors, so peaceful nations can remain
free. Indiawas the aggressor. Under your leadership, Indiawas the invader. Now, instead of punishing
your people, he offers them freedom and protection, if they only give up their weapons. Isn't that
Satyagraha, Vir? To give up what you once vaued, because now you serve a greater good?”

"Now you teachme about Satyagraha?'

"Hear the arrogance in your voice, Vir."

Abashed, she looked away from him.

"| teach you about Satyagraha because | lived it for years. Hiding myself utterly so that | would be the

one Achillestrusted in the moment when | could betray him and save the world from him. | had no pride
at theend of that. | had lived in filth and shame for ... forever. But Bean took me back and trusted me.



And Peter Wiggin acted asif he had known al dongwho | redly was. They accepted my sacrifice.
"Now | ask you, Vir, for your sacrifice. Y our Satyagraha. Once you put everything on the atar of India

Then your pride nearly undid what you had accomplished. | ask you now, will you help your peoplelive
in peace, the only way that peace can be had in thisworld? By joining with the Free People of Earth?!

She fet the tears streaming down her face.
Likethat day when she was making the video of the atrocities.

Only today she was the one who had caused the deaths of al these Indian boys. They came hereto die
because they loved and served her. She owed their families something.

"Whatever will help my peoplelivein peace” shesad, "I'll do."
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LETTERS

From: Bean@Whereverthehdliam
To: Graff%pilgrimage@colmin.gov

Re: Didweactudly doit?

| can't believe you till have me hooked up to the nets. This continues by ansible after were moving at

reldivigtic speeds?

The babies are fine here. Thereé's room enough for them to crawl. A library big enough | think they won't
lack for interesting reading or viewing materid for... weeks. It will only beweeks, right?

What I'm wondering is. did we do it? Did | fulfill your god?1 look at the map, and theres ill nothing
inevitable about it. Han Tzu gave hisfarewd | speech, just like VIad and Ala and Virlomi. Makes mefed
cheated. They got to bid the world farewell before they disappeared into this good night. Then again,
they had nationsto try to sway. | never redlly had anybody who followed me. Never wanted them. That's
thething, | guess, that set me gpart from the rest of the Jeesh—I was the only one who didn't wish | were

Ender.



Solook at the map, Hyrum. Will they buy Han Tzu's plan of dividing Chinainto six nationsand dl of
them joining the Free Peoples? Or will they stay unified and still join? Or look for another Emperor? Will
Indiarecover from the humiliation of Virlomi's defeat? Will they follow her advice and embrace the FPE?
Nothing's assured, and | haveto go.

| know, you'l tell me by ansible when anything interesting happens. And in away, | don't care. I'm not
going to be there, I'm not going to have any effect onit.

In another way, | care even lessthan that. Because | never did care,

Y et | dso care with my whole heart. Because Petrais there with the only babies| actualy wanted—the
onesthat don't have my defects. With mel have only the cripples. And my only fear isthat I'll die before
I've taught them anything.

Don't be ashamed when you see your life coming to an end and you haven't found a cure for me yet. |
never believed in the cure. | thought there was enough of achance to take thisleap into the night, and
cureor not, | knew that | didn't want my defective children to live long enough to make my mistake and
reproduce, and keep this valuable, terrible curse going on, generation after generation. Whatever

happens, it'sall right.

Andthenit occursto me. What if Sster Carlottawas right? What if God iswaiting for me with open
ams? Then dl I'm doing is postponing my reunion. | think of meeting God. Will it belikewhen | met my
father and mother? (I aimost wrote: Nikola's parents)) | liked them. | wanted to love them. But | knew
that Nikolai wasthe child she bore, the child they raised. And | was ... from nowhere. And for me, my
father was alittle girl named Poke, and my mother was Sister Carlotta, and they were dead. Who were
these other people redly?

Will meeting God be like that? Will | be disgppointed with the red thing, because | prefer the substitute |
made do with?

Likeit or not, Hyrum, you were God in my life. | didnt inviteyou, | didn't even like you, but you kept
MEDDLING. And now you've sent me into outer darkness with apromiseto save me. A promisel
don't believe you can keep. But at least YOU aren't astranger. | know you. And | think that you
honestly meant well. If | have to choose between an omnipotent God who leavestheworld in this
condition, and a God who has only alittle bit of power but really cares and tries to make things better, I'll
take you every time. Go on playing God, Hyrum. Y ou're not bad at it. Sometimes you kind of get it right.



Why am | writing like this? We can email whenever we want. The thing is, nothing's going to happen
here, s0 I'll have nothing to tell you. And nothing you have to tel meis going to matter to me al that
much, the farther | get from Earth. So thisistheright time for these valedictories.

| hope Peter succeedsin uniting theworld in peace | believe he's still got acouple of big wars ahead of
him.

| hope Petraremarries. When she asks you what you think, tell her | said this: | want my children to have
afaher intheir lives. Not some absent legend of afather—area one. So aslong as she chooses
somebody who'll love them and tell them they've done ok, then do it. Be happy.

| hope you live to see colonies established and the human race thriving on other worlds. It'sagood
dream.

| hope these crippled children | have with me find something interesting to do with their lives after I'm
dead.

| hope Sigter Carlotta and Poke are there to meet me when | die. Sister Carlotta can tell me| told you
0. And | can tdll them both how sorry | am that | couldn't savether lives, after al the trouble they went
to, to save mine.

Enough. Timeto switch on the gravity regulator and get this boat out to sea.

From: Graff%opil grimage@colmin.gov
To: Been@Wherevertheheliam

Re: You did enough

Y ou did enough, Bean. Y ou only had alittle time, and you sacrificed so much of it to helping Peter and
me and Mazer. All that time that could have belonged to Petra and you and your babies. Y ou did
enough. Peter can takeit from here.



Asfor dl that God business—I don'tthinkthe real God has as bad a track recordas you think. Sure, alot

of people have terriblelives, by some measure. But | can't thinkof anybody who's had it tougher than
you. And look what you've become. Y ou don't want to give God the credit because you don't think he
exigs. But if you're going to blame him for al the crap, kid, you got to give him credit for what grows

from thet fertilized soil.

What you said about Petragetting ared father for your kids. I know you weren't talking about yourself.
But | haveto say it, because it'strue, and you deserve to hear it.

Bean, I'm proud of you. I'm proud of mysdlf because | actualy got to know you. | remember sitting
there after you figured out what was really going on in the war against the Buggers. What do | do with

thiskid? We can't keep a secret from him.

What | decided was: I'll trust him.

You lived up to my trust. Y ou exceeded it. Y ou're agreat soul. | looked up to you long before you got
sotal.

Y ou did ok.

The plebiscite was over in Russaand it joined the FPE. The Mudlim League was broken up and the
most belligerent nations had been subdued, for now. Armeniawas safe.

Petra sent her army home on the same civilian trains that had brought them to Moscow.

It had taken ayear.

During that time she missed her babies. But she couldn't bear to see them. She refused to let them be
brought to her. She refused to take even abrief leave to see them.

Because she knew that when she came home, there would only be five of them. And the two she knew
the best and therefore loved the best would not be there.

Because she knew that she would have to face the rest of her life without Bean.



So she kept hersalf busy—and there was no shortage of important work to do. She told hersalf—next
week I'll take aleave and go home.

Then her father cameto her and bulled hisway past the aides and clerksthat fenced her off from the
outside world. Truth to tell, they were probably glad to see him and let him through. Because Petrawas
hell on whedls and terrified everybody around her.

Father came to her with an attitude of stedl. "Get out of here," he said.

"What are you talking about?"

"Y our mother and | lost half your childhood because theytook you away. Y ou're cheeting yoursalf out
of some of the sweetest timein the lives of your children. Why? What are you afraid of ? The great
soldier, and babiesterrify you?'

"I don't want this conversation,” she said. "I'm an adult. | make my own decisons.”

"Y ou don't grow out of being my daughter.” Father said. Then heloomed over her, and for amoment
she had achildish fear that hewasgoing to ... to ...spank her.

All he did was put hisarms around her and hug her. Tight.

"Y ou're suffocating me, Papa.”

"Thenit'sworking."

"l meanit."

"If you have bregth to argue with me, then I'm not done.”

Shelaughed.

Helet her out of the hug but till held her shoulders. ™Y ou wanted these children more than anything, and
you were right. Now you want to avoid them because you think you can't bear the grief of the onesthat
aren't there. And | tell you, you're wrong. And I know. Because | wasthere for Stefan, during al the

yearsyou were gone. | didn't hide fromhim because | didn't haveyou.”

"I know you'reright,” said Petra. "Y ou think I'm stupid? 1 didn't decidenot to seethem. | just kept
putting it off."

"Y our mother and | have written to Peter, begging him toorder you home. And al he said was, Shelll
comewhen shecan't hepit.”

"Y ou couldn't listen to him? Heis the Hegemon of the wholeworld."

"Not even half theworld yet," said Father. " And he might be Hegemon of nations, but he's got no
authority inddemy family.”

"Thank you for coming, Pgpa. I'm demobilizing my troops tomorrow and sending them home across
borders where they won't need passports becauseit's al part of the Free People of Earth. | did



something while | was here. But now I'm done. | was going home anyway. But now I'll do it because you
told meto. See? I'm willing to be obedient, aslong as you order meto do what | was going to do

anyway."

The Free People of Earth had four capitals now—Bangkok had been added to Rwanda, Rotterdam,
and Blackstream. But it was Blackstream—Ribeiré&o Preto—where the Hegemon lived. And that was
where Peter had had her children moved. He hadn't even asked her permission and it made her furious
when heinformed her what he had done. But she was busy in Russaand Peter said that Rotterdam
wasn't hometo her and it wasn't home to him and he was going home, and keeping her kids where he
could make sure they were getting cared for. So it was Brazil she came hometo. And it did feel good.
Moscow's winter had been a nightmare, even worse than Armenias winters. And she liked the fed of
Brazil, the pace of life, theway they moved, thefootball in the streets, the way they were never quite
dressed, the music of the Portuguese language coming out of the neighborhood bars aong with batuque
and sambaand laughter and the pungent smdll of pinga.

Shetook acar part of the way but then paid him and told him to deliver her bags to the compound and
shewaked therest of the way. Without actualy planning it, she found herself walking past thelittle house
where she and Bean had lived when they weren't ingde the compound.

The house had been changed. She redlized: It was connected to the house next door by a couple of
rooms added in, and the garden wall between them had been torn down. 1t was one big house now.

What ashame. They can't leave well enough aone.
Then she saw the name on the little Sgn on the wall beside the gate.
De phiki.

She opened the gate without clapping hands for permission. She knew now what had happened, but she
also couldn't believe that Peter had gone to such trouble.

She opened the door and walked in and...
There was Bean's mother in the kitchen, making something that had alot of olivesand garlicinit.
"Oh," said Petra. "I'm sorry. | didn't know you—I thought you werein Greece."

The amile on Mrs. Delphiki's face was all the answer Petra needed. " Of course you comein, it's your
house. I'm the visitor. Welcome home!”

"Y ou came to—Yyou're here to take care of the babies."

"We work for the FPE now. And our jobs brought us here. But | couldn't stand to be away from my
grandchildren. | took aleave of absence. Now | cook, and change nasty diapers, and scream at the
empregadas.”

"Where arethe..."



"Naptime!" said Mrs. Ddphiki. "But | promiseyou, little Andrew, he's only faking. Henever deeps,
whenever | goinhiseyesarejud alittletiny bit open.”

"They won't know me," said Petra.

She dismissed that with awave. "Of course not. But you think they're going to remember that? Nothing
that happens before age three."

"I'm s0 glad to see you. Did ... did he say good-bye to you?"

"He wasn't sentimentd that way," said Mrs. Delphiki. "But yes, he called us. And sent us nice letters. |
think it hit Nikolai harder than us, because he knew Julian better. From Battle School, you know. But
Nikolai is married now, did you know? So pretty soon, maybe another grandchild. Not that we have a
shortage. Y ou and Julian didvery wdll by us"

"If I'm very quiet and don't wake them, can | go see them?”
"We divided them into two rooms. Andrew shares one room with Bella, because he never deeps, but

she can deep through anything. Julian and Petraand Ramon are in the other room. They need it dimmer.
But if you wake them, it'snot aproblem. All their cribs have the sides down because they climb out

ayway."
"They'rewaking?'
"Running. Climbing. Falling off things. They're morethan ayear old, Petral They're norma children!”

It almost sat her off, because it reminded her of the children who weren't normal. But that wasn't what
Mrs. Delphiki meant, and there was no reason to punish her for achance remark by bursting into tears.

So the two who bore the names of the children she grieved for most were sharing aroom. She had
courage enough to face this. She went therefirst.

Nothing about these babies reminded her of the ones who were gone. They were so big. Toddlers, not
babies now. And, true to reputation, Andrew's eyes were aready open. He turned to look at her.

Shegmiled a him.
He closed his eyes and pretended to be adeep.

Weéll, let him retreat and decide what he thinks of me. I'm not going to demand that they love me when
they don't even know me.

She waked to Bellas crib. Shewas deeping hard, her black curlstight and wet against her head. The
Delphiki genetic heritage wasso complicated. Bellareally showed Bean's African roots. Whereas
Andrew looked Armenian, period.

She touched one of Bellas curlsand the girl didn't stir. Her cheek was hot and damp.

She's mine, thought Petra.



Sheturned and saw that Andrew was sitting up in bed, regarding her soberly. "Hello, Mama," he said.
It took her bresth away.

"How did you know me?"'

"Ficture" hesaid.

"Do you want to get up?'

He looked at the clock on the top of the dresser. "Not time.”

These werenormal children?

How would Mrs. Delphiki know what norma was, anyway? Nikolai wasn't exactly stupid.

Though they weren'tso brilliant. They were both wearing diapers.

Petrawaked over to Andrew and held out her hand. What do | think heis, adog that | give my hand to
Fiff?

Andrew took hold of acouple of her fingers, just for amoment, asif to make sure shewasred. "Hello,
Mama"

"May | kissyou?'
Helifted hisface and puckered up. She leaned down and kissed him.

Thetouch of hishands. Thefed of hislittle kiss. The curl on Bella's cheek. What had she been waiting
for? Why had she been afraid? Fool. I'm afool.

Andrew lay back down and closed hiseyes. AsMrs. Delphiki had warned, it was completely
unbelievable. She could see the whites of his eyes through the partly-open dlits.

"l loveyou," shewhispered.
"Loveyoutoo,” murmured Andrew.
Petrawas glad that someone had said those words to him so often that the answer came by rote.

She crossed the hall into the other room. It was much darker. She couldn't see well enough to dare to
crossthe room. It took afew momentsfor her eyesto grow used to the dark and make out the three
beds.

Would she know Ramon when she saw him?

Someone moved to her |eft. She was gtartled, and she was asoldier. In amoment shewasin adefensve
crouch, ready to spring.

"Only me," whispered Peter Wiggin.



"Y ou didn't have to come and—"

He held afinger to hislips. He walked over to the farthest crib. "Ramon,” he whispered.

She came and stood over the crib.

Peter reached down and flipped something. A paper.

"What isit?' she asked. In awhisper.

He shrugged.

If he didn't know what it was, why had he pointed it out to her?

She pulled it out from under Ramon. It was an envelope, but it didn't contain much.

Peter took her gently by the elbow and guided her out the door. Once they were in the hadl, he said
softly, "Y ou can't read in that light. And when Ramon wakes up, he's going to look for it and be very
upset if itisn't there”

"What isit?'

"Ramon's paper,” said Peter. "Petra, Bean put it there before he left. | mean, notthere. It wasin
Rotterdam. But he tucked it under Ramon's digper as he was lying adeep in bed. He meant you to find it
there. So it's been there every night of hislife. It's only been peed on twice."

"From Bean."

The emotion she could dedl with best was anger. ™Y ou knew he had written thisand—"

Peter kept the both of them moving out of the hal and into the parlor. "He didn't give it to me or anyone
elseto ddiver. Unlessyou count Ramon. He gave it to Ramon's butt.”

"But to make mewait ayear before—"

"Nobody thought it would be ayear, Petra"" He said it very gently,but the truth of it stung. He dways
had the power to sting her, and yet he never shrank from doing it.

"I'll leaveyou donetoread it," he said.
"Y ou mean you didn't come here for my homecoming so you could find out what wasin it?"

"Petra" Mrs. Delphiki stood in the doorway to the parlor. Shelooked mildly shocked. "Peter didn't
come here foryou. Hes here dl thetime.”

Petralooked at Peter and then back and Mrs. Delphiki. "Why?*
"They climb al over him. And he puts them down for their nap. They obey him alot better than me.”

The thought of the Hegemon of Earth coming over to play with her children seemed freakish to her. And
then it seemed worse than freakish. It seemed completely unfair. She pushed him. "Y ou came tomy



house and played withmy children?’

He didn't show any reaction; he aso stood hisground. "They're great kids."

"Let mefind that out, will you? Let mefind it out for mysdf!"

"Nobody's stopping you."

"Youwere stopping me! | was doing your work in Maoscow, and you werehere playing with my kidd"
"| offered to bring them to you."

"l didn't want them in Moscow, | was busy."

"| offered you leave to come home. Time after time."

"And let thework fall gpart?’

"Petra," said Mrs. Delphiki. "Peter has been very good to your children. And to me. And you're
behaving very badly."

"No, Mrs. Delphiki," said Peter. "Thisisonlydightly badly. Petra's atrained soldier and the fact that I'm
dill ganding—"

"Don't tease me out of this." Petraburgt into tears. "I'velost ayear of my babies livesand it was my
own fault, do you think | don't know that?"

There was a crying sound from one of the bedrooms.

Mrs. Delphiki rolled her eyes and went down the hall to rescue whoever it was that needed rescuing.
"Y ou did what you had to do," said Peter. "Nobody's criticizing you."

"Butyou could take timefor my children.”

"| don't have any of my own," said Peter.

"Isthat my fault?'

"I'mjust saying | had time. And ... | owed it to Bean."

"Y ou owe more than that."

"But thisiswhat | can do."

She didn't want Peter Wiggin to be the father figurein her children'slives.

"Petra, I'll stop if you want. They'll wonder why | don't come, and then they'll forget. If you don't want

me here, I'll understand. Thisisyoursand Bean's, and | don't want to intrude. And yes, | did want to be
here when you opened that."



"What'sin it?"

"l don't know."

"Didn't have one of your guys steam it open for you?"

Peter just looked alittleirritated.

Mrs. Delphiki came into the room carrying Ramon, who was whimpering and saying, "My paper.”

"| should have known," said Peter.

Petraheld up the envelope. "Hereitis" shesad.

Ramon reached for it ingstently. Petrahanded it to him.

"Youre spailing him,” said Peter.

"Thisisyour mama, Ramon," said Mrs. Delphiki. " She nursed you when you werelittle.”

"He wasthe only one that wasn't biting me by thetime..." She couldn't think of away to finishthe
sentence that wouldn't involve spesking of Bean or the other two children, the ones that had to go on
solid food because they got teeth so incredibly young.

Mrs. Delphiki wasn't giving up. "L et your mama see the paper, Ramon.”

Ramon clutched it tighter. Sharing was not yet on his agenda.

Peter reached out, snagged the envelope, and held it out to Petra. Ramon immediately began to wall.

"Giveit back to him," said Petra. "I've waited thislong.”

Peter got hisfinger under the corner, tore it open, and extracted asingle sheet of paper. "If you let them
get their way just because they cry, you'l raise abunch of whiny brats that nobody can stand." He
handed her the paper, and gave the envelope back to Ramon, who immediately quieted down and

gtarted examining the transformed object.

Petraheld the paper and was surprised to see that it was shaking. Which meant her hand was shaking.
She didn'tfed like shewastrembling.

And then suddenly Peter was holding her by her upper arms and helping her to the sofaand her legs
weren't working very well. "Come on, St here, it'sashock, that'sall.”

"I've got your snack dl ready," said Mrs. Delphiki to Ramon, who was trying to get hiswhole forearm
insgdethe envelope.

"Areyou al right?" Peter asked.
Petra nodded.

"Want me to go how so you can read this?!



She nodded again.

Peter was in the kitchen saying good-bye to Ramon and Mrs. Delphiki as Andrew padded down the
hall. He stopped in the archway of the parlor and said, "Time."

"Yes, it'stime, Andrew," said Petra.

She watched him toddle on toward the kitchen. And then amoment later she heard hisvoice. "Mama,"
he announced.

"That'sright,” said Mrs. Ddlphiki. "Mamas home."
"Bye, Mrs. Delphiki," Peter said. A moment later, Petra heard the door open.
"Wait aminute, Peter!" she called.

He came back inside. He closed the door. As he came back into the parlor she held the paper out to
him. "l can't reed it."

Peter didn't ask why. Any fool could see the tearsin her eyes."You want meto read it to you?"
"Maybel can get through it if itisn't hisvoicel hear," she said.

Peter opened it. "It isn't long."

"l know."

He started reading doud, softly so only she could hear.

"I loveyou," he said. "There's one thing we forgot to decide. We can't have two pairs of children with
the same name. So I've decided that I'm going to call the Andrew that's with me'Ender,’ because that's
the name we called him when hewas born. And I'll think of the Andrew that's with you as'Andrew.' "

The tears were streaming down Petra's face now and she could hardly keep hersalf from sobbing. For
some reason it tore her gpart to realize that Bean was thinking about such things before he left.

"Want meto go on?' asked Peter.

She nodded.

"And the Bdlathat'swith you, well cal Bdla Because the one that's with me, I've decided to call her
‘Carlotta" "

Shelost it. Fedings sheld had pent up insde her for ayear, fedingsthat her underlings had begun to
think she didn't have, burst out of her now.

But only for aminute. She got control of hersdlf, and then waved to him to continue.

"And even though sheisn't with me, thellittle girl we named after you, when | tdll the kids about her, I'm
going to call her 'Poke' so they don't get her confused with you. Y ou don't haveto call her that, but it's



because you're the only Petral actually know, and Poke ought to have somebody named after her.”
Petra broke down. She clung to Peter and he held her like afriend, like afather.

Peter didn't say anything. No "It'sdl right" or "I understand,” maybe because it wasn't dl right and he
was smart enough to know he couldn't understand.

When he did spesk, it was after she was much calmer and quieter and another of the children had
walked past the archway and loudly proclaimed, "Lady crying.”

Petrasat up and patted Peter's arm and said, "Thank you. I'm sorry."

"l wish hisletter had been longer,” said Peter. "It was obvioudy just alast-minute thought.”
"It was perfect,” said Petra.

"Hedidnt evensgnit.”

"Doesn't matter.”

"But he was thinking of you and the children. Making sure you and he would think of dl the children by
the same names.”

She nodded, afraid of starting again.
"I'm going to go now," said Peter. "'l won't come back till you inviteme."

"Come back when you usudly do,” she said. "I don't want my homecoming to cost the children
somebody they love."

"Thanks," he said.

She nodded. She wanted to thank him for reading it to her and being so decent about her crying al over
his shirt, but she didn't trust hersalf to speak so shejust sort of waved.

It was agood thing she had cried herself out. When she went into the kitchen and washed her face and
listened to little Petra—to Poke— say, "Lady crying" again, shewas able to be very cam and say, "'l was
crying because I'm so happy to see you. I've missed you. Y ou don't remember me, but I'm your mama.”
"We show them your picture every morning and night,” said Mrs. Delphiki, "and they kissthe picture.”
"Thank you."

"The nurses started it before | came," she said.

"Now | get to kissmy boys and girlsmysdlf,” she said. "Will that be dl right? No more kissng the
picture?

It was too much for them to understand. And if they wanted to keep kissing the picture for awhile, that
would be fine with her, too. Just like Ramoén's envel ope. No reason to take away from them something
that they valued.



By your father's age, Petrasaid slently, he was on his own, trying not to Starve to death in Rotterdam.

But youreal going to catch up with him and pass him by. When you'rein your twenties and out of
college and getting married, helll still be sixteen years old, crawling through time as his starship races
through space. When you bury me, helll not have turned seventeen yet. And your brothers and sister will
il be babies. Not asold asyou are. It will be asif they never change.

Which meansit's exactly asif they had died. Loved ones who die never change, either. They're dways
the same agein memory.

So what I'm going through isn't something so different. How many women became widowsin thewar?
How many mothers have buried babiesthat they hardly had timeto hold? I'm just part of the same
sentimental comedy as everyone ese, the sad parts aways followed by laughter, the laughter aways by
tears.

It wasn't until |ater, when she was donein her bed, the children adeep for the night, Mrs. Delphiki gone
next door—or, rather, to the other wing of the same house—that she was able to bring hersdf to read
Bean's note again. It wasin his handwriting. He had doneit in ahurry and in spotsit was barely legible.
And the paper was stained— Peter hadn't been joking about Ramon peeing on the envel ope a couple of
times

Sheturned the light out and meant to go to deep.

And then something occurred to her and she switched on the light again and fumbled for the paper and
her eyeswere s0 bleary she could hardly read, so maybe she had actudly fallen adeep, and this thought
had woken her out of asound dumber.

The letter began, "There's one thing we forgot to decide.”

But when Peter read it, he had started with "I love you."

He must have scanned over the letter and redlized that Bean never said it. That it wasjust anote that
Bean had jotted at the last moment, and Peter worried that she might be hurt by the omission.

He couldn't have known that Bean just didn't put that kind of thing in writing. Except obliquely. Because
thewholenotesaid "l loveyou,” didn't it?

She turned the light off again, but till held the | etter. Bean'slast messageto her.

Asshedrifted off again, the thought passed briefly through her mind: When Peter said it, he wasn't
reading a dl.

26

SPEAK FOR ME



From: PeterWiggin%ehegemon@FreePeopleOf Earth.fp.gov
To: VdentineWiggin%ehistorian@Book\Web.con/AuthorsService

Re: Congratulations

Dear Vdenting,

| read your seventh volume and you're not just a brilliant writer (which we dways knew) but also a
thorough researcher and a perceptive and honest analy<t. | knew Hyrum Graff and Mazer Rackham very
well before they died, and you treated them with absolute fairness. | doubt they would dispute aword of
your book, even where they did not come off as perfect; they were dways honest men, even when they
lied their zhopas off.

Thework of the Hegemon's office is pretty dight these days. The last actua military venturesthat were
neededtook place more than a decade ago—the last gasp of tribaism, which we managed to mostly put
down with ashow of force. Sincethen I'vetried to retire half adozen times—no, wait, I'm talking to a
historian—twice, but they don't believe | mean it and they keep mein office. They even ask my advice
sometimes, and to return the favor | try not to reminisce about how we did thingsin the early days of the
FPE. Only the good old USA refusesto join the FPE and | have hopesthey'll get off their "don't tread on
me" kick and do theright thing. Polls keep saying that Americans are sick of being the only peoplein the
world who don't get a chanceto votein the world elections. | may see the whole world formaly united
before | die. And even if | don't, we've got peace on earth.

Petrasays hi. Wish you could have known her, but that's Star travel. Tell Ender that Petrais more
beautiful than ever, he should eat his heart out, and our grandchildren are so adorable that people
applaud when we take them out for walks.

Speaking of Ender. | read The Hive Queen. | heard about it before, but never read it till you included it
at the end of your last volume—~but before the index, or | would never have seenit.

| know who wroteiit. If he can speak for the buggers, surely he can speak for me.



Not for the first time, Peter wished they made a portable ansible. Of course it would make no economic
sense. Yes, they miniaturized it as much as possible to put it on starships. But the ansible only made an
important difference in communication across the void of space. It saved hours for within-system
communication; decades, for communication with the colonies and the shipsin flight.

It just wasn't atechnology designed for chatting.

There were afew privilegesthat came with the vestiges of power. Peter might be over seventy—and, as
he often pointed out to Petra, anold seventy, anancient seventy—but he was still Hegemon, and thetitle
had once meant enormous power, it once meant attack choppersin flight and armies and fleetsin motion;
it once meant punishment for aggression, collection of taxes, enforcement of human rightslaws, cleaning
up politica corruption.

Peter remembered when the title was such an empty joke they gaveit to ateenage boy who had written
cleverly on the nets.

Peter had brought power to the office. And then, because he gradually stripped away its functions and
assgned them to other officiasin the FPE—or "EarthGov" as people now called it as often as not—he
had returned the position to afigurehead position.

But not ajoke. It was no longer ajoke and never would be again.

Not ajoke, but not necessarily agood thing, either. There were plenty of people lft alive who
remembered the Hegemon as the coercive power that shattered their dream of how Earth ought to be
(though usually their dream was everyone e se's nightmare). And historians and biographers had often
had at him and would do it again, forever.

Thething about the historians was, they could arrange the dataal neatly in rows, but they kept missing
what it wasfor. They kept inventing the strangest motivesfor people. There wasthe biography of
Virlomi, for ingtance, that made her an idedigtic saint and blamed Suriyawong, of al people, for the
daughter that ended Virlomi's military career. Never mind that VVirlomi hersaf repudiated that
interpretation, writing by ansible from the colony on Andhra. Biographers were dwaysirritated when
their subject turned out to be dive.

But Peter hadn't bothered to answer any of them. Even the onesthat attacked him quite savagdly,
blaming him for everything that went badly and giving othersthe credit for everything that went well...
Petrawould fume over some of them for days until he begged her not to read them anymore. But he
couldn't resst reading them himself. He didn't take it persondly. Most people never had biographies
written about them.

Petra hersalf had only had a couple about her, and they were both of the "great women" or "role models
for girls' variety, not serious scholarship. Which bothered Peter, because he knew what they seemed to
neglect—that after dl the other members of Ender's Jeesh | eft Earth and went out to the colonies, she
stayed and ran the FPE defense minisiry for amogt thirty years, until the position became more of a
police department than anything else and sheinsisted on retiring to play with the grandchildren.

She wasthere foreverything, Peter said to her when he was griping about this. "Y ou were Ender's and



Bean'sfriend in Battle School— you taught Ender how toshoot, for heaven's sake. Y ou werein his
Jeesh—"

But at those points Petrawould shush him. "I don't want those storiestold,” she said. "1 wouldn't come
off very well if thetruth came out.”

Peter didn't believeit. And you could skip al of that and start when she returned to Earth and ... wasn't
it Petrawho, when the Jeesh was almost all kidnapped, found away to get amessage out to Bean?
Wasn't she the one who knew Achilles better than anybody that he didn't succeed in killing? She was one
of the great military leaders of dl time, and she also married Julian Delphiki, the Giant of legend, and then
Peter the Hegemon, another legend, and on top of al that raised five of the children she had with Bean
and five more that she had with Peter.

And no biography. So why should he complain that there were dozens abouthim and everyone of them
got smple, obviousthingswrong, thingsthat you could actudlycheck, let aone the more arcane things
like motive and secret agreements and...

And then Vaentine's book on the Bugger wars startedto come out, volume by volume. One on thefirst
invasion, two on the second—the one Mazer Rackham won. Then four volumes on the Third Invasion,
the one that Ender and his Jeesh fought and won from what they thought was atraining game on the
asteroid Eros. One whole volume was about the devel opment of Battle School—short biographies of
dozens of children who were pivota to the improvementsin the school that eventualy led to truly
effective training and the legendary Battle Room games.

Peter saw what she wrote about Graff and Rackham and about the kids in Ender's Jeesh—including
Petra—and even though he knew part of her indgght came from having Ender right there with her in
Shakespeare colony, the real source of the book's excellence was her own keen self-questioning. She
did not find "themes" and impose them on the history. Things happened, and they were connected to
each other, but when a motive was unknowable, she didn't pretend to know it. Y et she understood
human beings.

Even the awful ones, she seemed to love.

So he thought: Too bad sheisn't here to write abiography of Petra.

Though of course that was silly—she didn't have to be there, she had access to any documents she
wanted through the ansible, snce one of the key provisions of Graff's ColMin was the absolute assurance

that every colony had complete accessto every library and repository of recordsin al the human worlds.

It wasn't until the seventh volume came out and Peter read The Hive Queen that he found the biographer
that made him think: I want him to write about me.

The Hive Queen wasn't long. And whileit waswdl written, it wasn't particularly poetic. It was very
smple. But it painted a picture of the Hive Queensthat was asthey might have written it themselves. The
mongters that had frightened children for more than a century—and continued to do so even though al
were now dead—suddenly became beautiful and tragic.

But it wasn't a propagandajob. The terrible things they did were recognized, not dismissed.

And then it dawned on him who wroteit. Not Vaentine, who rooted thingsin fact. It was written by
someone who could understand an enemy so well that he loved him. How often had he heard Petra



guote what Ender said about that? She—or Bean, or somebody—had written it down. "I think it's
impossibleto redly understand somebody, what they want, what they believe, and not love them the way
they lovethemselves.”

That'swhat the writer of The Hive Queen, who called himsalf Speaker for the Dead, had done for the
aienswho once haunted our nightmares.

And the more people read that book, the more they wished they had understood their enemy, that the
language barrier had not been insuperable, that the Hive Queens had not al been destroyed.

The Speeker for the Dead had made humanslove their ancient enemy.

Fine, it's easy to love your enemies after they're safely dead. But still. Humans give up their villainsonly
reluctantly.

It had to be Ender. And so Peter had written to VValentine, congratul ating her, but also asking her to
invite Ender to write about him. There was some back and forth, with Peter inssting that he didn't want
approvd of anything. He wanted to talk to his brother. If abook emerged fromiit, fine. If the book
painted him to be amongter, if that's what Spesker for the Dead saw in him, so beit. "Because | know
that whatever he writes, it'll be alot closer than most of the kuso that gets published here.”

Vaentine scoffed at his use of words likekuso. "What are you doing using Battle School dang?!
"It'sjust part of the language now," Peter told her in an answering email.

And then shewrote, "Hewon't email you. He doesn't know you anymore, he says. The last he saw of
you, hewasfive years old and you were the worst older brother in the world. He hasto talk to you.”

"That's expensve," Peter wrote back, but in fact he knew the FPE could afford it and would not refuse
him. What redlly held him back was fear. He had forgotten that Ender had only known him asabully.
Had never seen him struggle to build aworld government, not by conquest, but by free choice of the
people voting nation by nation. He doesn't know me.

But then Peter told himself, Y es he does. The Peter that he knew is part of the Peter who became
Hegemon. The Peter that Petra agreed to marry and permitted to raise children with her, that Peter was
the same one that had terrorized Ender and Vdentine and wasfilled with venom and resentment at having
been deemed unworthy by the judges who chose which children would grow up to save the world.

How much of my achievement was the acting out of that resentment?

"He should interview Mother," Peter wrote back. "She's il lucid and she likes me better than she used
to."

"Hewritesto her," said Vaentine. "When he hastime to write to anyone. He takes his duties here very
serioudy. It'sasmdl world, but he governsit as carefully asif it were Earth.”

Findly Peter swallowed hisfears and set a date and time and now he sat down at vocal interface of the
ansblein the Blackstream Interstellar Communication Center. Of course, BICC didn't communicate
directly with any ansble except ColMin's Staionary Ansible Array, which relayed everything to the
appropriate colony or starship.



Audio and video were so wasteful of bandwidth that they were routinely compressed and then reinflated
at the other end, so despite the instantaneity of ansible communications, there was a noticeable timelag
between sdes of the conversation.

No picture. Peter had to draw the line somewhere. And Ender hadn't inssted. It would be too painful
for both of them—for Ender to see how much time had passed during hisrelativistic voyage out to
Shakespeare, and for Peter to be forced to see how young Ender still was, how much life he still had
ahead of him while Peter was|ooking coolly at his own old age and approaching desth.

"I'm here, Ender.”
"It'sgood to hear your voice, Peter.”
And then silence.

"No smdl talk, isthere?' said Peter. "It's been too long atime for me, too brief atimefor you. Ender, |
know | was adumbitch to you asakid. No excuses. | wasfull of rage and shame and | took it out on
you and Vaentine but mostly on you. | don't think | ever said akind thing to you, not when you were
awake anyway. | can talk about that if you want.”

"Later maybe," said Ender. "Thisisn't afamily therapy sesson. | just want to know what you did and

"Whichthings| did?'

"The onesthat matter to you," said Ender. "What you chooseto tell meis asimportant aswhat you say
about those events.”

"Therésalot. My mindisstill clear. | remember alot.”
"Good. I'm ligening.”

Helistened for hoursthat day. And more hours, more days. Peter poured out everything. The political
struggles. Thewars. The negotiations. The essays on the nets. Building up intelligence networks. Seizing
opportunities. Finding worthwhile dlies.

It wasn't until near the end of their last session that Peter dredged up memories of when Ender wasa
baby. "l redly loved you. Kept begging Mom to let me feed you. Change you. Play with you. | thought
you were the best thing that ever existed. But then | noticed. 1'd be playing with you and have you
laughing and then Vaentine would walk into the room and you'd just rivet on her. | didn't exist anymore.

"Shewas luminous, of course you reacted that way. Everybody did. | did. But a the sametime, | was
just akid. | saw it as, Ender loves VVaentine more than me. And when | realized you were born because
they regarded me as afailure—the Battle School people, | mean—it was just one more resentment. That
doesn't excuse anything. | didn't have to be abastard about it. I'm just telling you, | realize now that's
whereit started.”

"OK," said Ender.

"I'm sorry," said Peter. "That | wasn't better to you as akid. Because, see, my wholelife, dl the things
I'vetold you about in al these incredibly expensive conversations, | would find myself thinking, that was



OK. | did OK that time. Ender would like that | did that."

"Pleasedont tell meyou didit al for me"

"Areyou kidding? | did it because I'm as competitive a marubo as ever was born on this planet. But my
standard of judgment was. Ender would likethat | did that.”

Ender didn't answer.

"Aw, hell, kid. It'sway smpler than that. What you did by the time you were twelve made my whole
lifeswork possble”

"Well, Peter, what you did while | was voyaging, that'swhat made my ... victory worth winning."
"What afamily Mr. and Mrs. Wiggin had.”

"I'm glad we talked, Peter."

"Metoo."

"l think | can write about you."

"l hope s0."

"Evenif | can't, though, it doesn't mean | wasn't glad. To find out who you grew up to be."

"Wish | could bethere," said Peter, "to see whoyou grow up to be."

"I'm never going to grow up, Peter," said Ender. "I'm frozen in history. Forever twelve. Y ou had agood

life, Peter. Give Petramy love. Tdl her | missher. And the others. But especialy her. Y ou got the best of
us, Peter."

At that moment, Peter almost told him about Bean and his three children, flying through space
somewhere, waiting for acurethat didn't look very promising now.

But then he redlized that he couldn't. The story wasn't histo tell.

If Ender wrote about it, then people would start looking for Bean. Somebody might try to contact him.
Someone might call him home. And then hisvoyage would have been for nothing. His sacrifice. His
Satyagraha.

They never spoke again.

Peter lived for sometime after that, despite hisweak heart. Hoping the whole time that Ender might
write the book he wanted. But when he died, the book was still unwritten.



So it was Petrawho read the short biography called, smply, The Hegemon, and signed Speaker for the
Dead.

She wept dl day after readingit.

Sheread it aloud at Peter's grave, sopping whenever any passersby came near. Until she redlized that
they were coming in order to hear her reading. So sheinvited them over and read it aloud again, from the

beginning.

The book wasn't long, but there was power init. To Petra, it was everything Peter had wanted it to be.
It put aperiod on hislife. The harm and the good. The wars and the peace. Thelies and the truth. The
manipulation and the liberty.

The Hegemon was a companion piece, redly, to The Hive Queen. The one book was the story of an
entire species, and so was the other.

But to Petra, it was the story of the man who had shaped her life more than any other.
Except one. The one who lived now only as a shadow in other people's stories. The Giant.

There was no grave, and there was no book to read there. And his story wasn't a human one becausein
away he hadnt lived ahuman life.

It was ahero'slife. It ended with him being taken away into heaven, dying but not dead.

| loveyou, Peter, she said to him at his grave. But you must have known that | never stopped loving
Bean, and longing for him, and missing him whenever | looked in our children'sfaces.

Then shewent home, leaving both her husbands behind, the one whose life had amonument and a book,
and the one whaose only monument wasin her heart.
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