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THE POLISH BOY

John Paul hated school. His Mother did her best, but how could she possibly teach anything to
him when she had eight other children—six of them to teach, two of them to tend because they were
mere babies?

What John Paul hated most was the way she kept teaching him things he dready knew. She
would assign him to make his|etters, practicing them over and over while she taught interesting things
to the older kids. So John Paul did his best to make sense of the jumble of information he caught from
her conversations with them. Smatterings of geography—he learned the names of dozens of nations
and their capitals but wasn't quite sure what a nation was. Bits of mathematics—she taught
polynomias over and over to Anna because she didn't even seem to try to understand, but it enabled
John Paul to learn the operation. But he learned it like amachine, having no notion what it actualy
meant.

Nor could he ask. When hetried, Mother would get impatient and tell him that he would learn
these thingsin due time, but he should concentrate on his own lessons now.

His own lessons? He wasn't getting any lessons, just boring tasks that amost made him crazy
with impatience. Didn't she redlize that he could dready read and write aswell asany of hisolder
sblings? She made him recite from a primer, when he was perfectly capable of reading any book in



the house. Hetried to tell her, "I can read that one, Mother." But she only answered, " John Paull,
that's playing. | want you to learn real reading.”

Maybeif he didn't turn the pages of the grown-up books so quickly, she would redlize that he
was actuadly reading. But when he was interested in abook, he couldn't bear to dow down just to
impress Mother. What did his reading have to do with her? It was his own. The only part of school
that he enjoyed.

"Y ou're never going to stay up with your lessons,” she said more than once, "if you keep
spending your reading time with these big books. Look, they don't even have pictures, why do you
ingg on playing with them?”

"He'snot playing,” said Andrew, who wastwelve. "He's reading.”

"Yes, yes, | should be more patient and play aong,” said Mother, "but | don't havetimeto..."
And then one of the babies cried and the conversation was over.

Outside on the street, other children walked to school wearing school uniforms, laughing and
jostling each other. Andrew explained it to him. "They go to schoal in abig building. Hundreds of
them in the same schoal.”

John Paul was aghast. "Why don't their own mothers teach them? How can they learn anything
with hundreds?"

"There's more than one teacher, silly. A teacher for every ten or fifteen of them. But they'real
the same age, dl learning the same thing in each class. So the teacher spends the whole day on their
lessonsinstead of having to go from ageto age.”

John Paul thought amoment. "And every age hasits own teecher?’

"And the teachers don't have to feed babies and change their digpers. They havetimeto redly
teach.”

But what good would that have done for John Paul? They would have put himin aclasswith
other five-year-olds and made him read stupid primers dl day—and he wouldn't be ableto listen to
the teacher giving lessonsto the ten- and twelve- and fourteen-year-olds, so heredlly would lose his
mind.

"It'slike heaven," said Andrew bitterly. "And if Father and Mother had had only two children,
they could have gone there. But the minute Annawas born, we were cited for noncompliance.”

John Paul wastired of hearing that word without understanding it. "What is noncompliance?'
"Theresthisgreat big war out in space,” said Andrew. "Way above the sky."
"l know what spaceis,” said John Paul impatiently.

"OK, well, big war and all, so adl the countries of the world have to work together and pay to
build hundreds and hundreds of starships, so they put somebody caled the Hegemon in charge of the



whole world. And the Hegemon says we can't afford the problems caused by overpopulation, so any
marriage that has more than two children is noncompliant.”

Andrew stopped asif he thought that made everything clear.

"But lots of families have more than two kids," said John Paul. HAlf their neighbors did.
"Because thisis Poland," said Andrew, "and we're Catholic.”

"What, does the priest give people extra babies?' John Paul couldn't see the connection.

"Cathalics believe you should have as many children as God sends you. And no government has
theright to tdl you to rgect God's gifts.”

"Whet gifts?" said John Paul.

"You, dummy," said Andrew. "Y ou're God's gift number seven in this house. And the babies are
gift eight and gift nine.”

"But what doesit have to do with going to school ?"

Andrew rolled hiseyes. "You redly are dumb," he said. " Schools are run by the government.
The government has to enforce sanctions against noncompliance. And one of the sanctionsis, only the
first two childrenin afamily have aright to go to schoal.”

"But Peter and Catherine don't go to school,” said John Paul.

"Because Father and Mother don't want them to learn al the anti-Catholic things the schools
teach.”

John Paul wanted to ask what "anti-Catholic" meant, but then he realized it must mean something
like againgt-the-Catholics so it wasn't worth asking and having Andrew call him adummy again.

Instead he thought and thought about it. How awar made it so al the nations gave power to one
man, and that one man then told everybody how many children they could have, and dl the extra
children were kept out of school. That was actually a benefit, wasn't it? Not to go to school ? How
would John Paul have learned anything, if he hadn't been in the same room with Annaand Andrew
and Peter and Catherine and Nicholas and Thomas, overhearing their lessons?

The most puzzling thing was the idea that the school s could teach anti-Catholic Stuff.
"Everybody's Catholic, aren't they?" he asked Father once.

"In Poland, yes. Or they say they are. And it used to betrue." Father's eyeswere closed. His
eyeswere dmost dways closed, whenever he sat down. Even when he was eating, he always looked
as though he were about to fall over and deep. That was because he worked two jobs, thelegal one
during the day and theillega one a night. John Paul amost never saw him except in the morning, and
then Father wastoo tired to talk and Mother would shush him.

She shushed him now, even though Father had aready answered him. "Don't pester your father



with questions, he hasimportant thingson hismind.”
"1 have nothing on my mind," said Father wearily. "1 have no mind."
"Anyway," said Mother.

But John Paul had another question, and he had to ask it. "If everybody's Catholic, why do the
schoolsteach anti-Catholic?"

Father looked at him like he was crazy. "How old are you?"

He must not have understood what John Paul was asking, since it had nothing to do with ages.
"I'm five, Father, don't you remember? But why do the schools teach anti-Catholic?'

Father turned to Mother. "He's only five, why are you teaching him this?"
"Y ou taught him," said Mother. " Always ranting about the government.”
"It's not our government, it'samilitary occupation. Just one more attempt to extinguish Poland.”

"Y es, keep talking, that's how you'll get cited again and you'll lose your job and then what will
wedo?'

It was obvious John Paul wasn't going to get any answer and he gave up, saving the question for
later, when he got more information and could connect it together.

That was how life went on, the year John Paul wasfive: Mother working constantly, cooking
medls and tending the babies even while she tried to run aschool in the parlor, Father going away to
work so early in the morning that the sun wasn't even up, and al of the children awake so they could
seethelr father at least once aday.

Until the day Father stayed home from work.

Mother and Father were both very quiet and tense at breskfast, and when Anna asked them
why Father wasn't dressed for work, Mother only snapped, "He's not going today," in atone that
said, "Ask no more questions.”

With two teachers, lessons should have gone better that day. But Father was an impatient
teacher, and he made Annaand Catherine so upset they fled to their rooms, and he ended up going
out into the garden to weed.

So when the knock came on the door, Mother had to send Andrew running out back to get
Father. Moments later, Father camein, till brushing dirt from his hands. The knock had come twice
more while he was coming, each time moreingstent.

Father opened the door and stood in the frame, hislarge strong body filling the space. "What do
you want?" he demanded. He said it in Common rather than Polish, so they knew it was aforeigner at
the door.



The answer was quiet, but John Paul heard it clearly. It was awoman's voice, and she said, "I'm
from the International Fleet'stesting program. | understand you have three boys between the ages of
gx and twelve"

"Qur children are none of your business.”

"Actudly, Mr. Wieczorek, the mandatory testing initiative isthe law, and I'm hereto fulfill my
respong bilities under that law. If you prefer, | can have the military police come and explain it to you."
Shesad it so mildly that John Paul almost missed the fact that it wasn't an offer she was making, it
was athreet.

Father stepped back, hisface grim. "What would you do, put meinjail? Y ou've passed laws
that forbid my wife from working, we have to teach our children at home, and now you'd deprive my
family of any food a dl.”

"l don't make government policy," said the woman as she surveyed the room full of children. "All
| care about istesting children.”

Andrew spoke up. "Peter and Catherine already passed the government tests,” hesaid. "Only a
month ago. They're up to grade.”

"Thisisn't aout being up to grade,” said the woman. "I'm not from the schools or the Polish
government—"

"Thereisno Polish government,” said Father. "Only an occupying army to enforce the
dictatorship of the Hegemony."

"I'm from the fleet," said the woman. "By law we're forbidden even to express opinions of
Hegemony policy whilewerein uniform. The sooner | begin the testing, the sooner you can go back
to your regular routines. They al spesk Common?”

"Of course,” said Mother, alittle pridefully. "At least aswell asthey speak Polish.”
"l watch thetest," said Father.

"I'm sorry, Sir," said the woman, "but you do not watch. Y ou provide me with aroom where |
can be done with each child, and if you have only one room in your dwelling, you take everyone
outside or to aneighbor's house. | will conduct these tests.”

Father tried to face her down, but he had no weapons for this battle, and he looked away. "It
doesn't matter if you test or not. Evenif they pass, I'm not |etting you take them.”

"Let's cross that bridge when we cometo it," said the woman. She looked sad. And John Paull
suddenly understood why: Because she knew that Father would have no choice about anything, but
shedidn't want to embarrass him by pointing it out. Shejust wanted to do her job and go.

John Paul didn't know how he knew these things, but sometimes they just cameto him. It wasn't
like history facts or geography or mathematics, where you had to learn things before you knew them.
He could just look at people and listen to them and suddenly he'd know things about them. About



what they wanted or why they were doing the things they were doing. When his brothers and ssters
quarreled, for instance. He usually got a clear idea of just what was causing the quarrel, and most of
the time he knew, without even trying to think of it, just the right thing to say to make the quarreling
stop. Sometimes he didn't say it, because he didn't mind if they quarreled. But when one of them was
getting really angry—angry enough to hit—then John Paul would say the thing he needed to say, and
the fight would stop, just like that.

With Peter, it was often something like, "Just do what he says, Peter's the boss of everybody,"
and then Peter's face would turn red and held |eave the room and the argument would stop, just like
that. Because Peter hated having people say he thought he was boss. But that didn't work with Anna,
with her it took something like, ™Y our faceis getting dl red,” and then John Paul would laugh, and she
would go outside and screech and then come back inside and storm around the house, but the quarrel
itself was over. Because Anna hated to think she ever, ever looked funny or silly.

And even now, he knew that if hejust said, "Papa, I'm scared,” Father would push the woman
out of the house and then he would be in so much trouble. But if John Paul said, "Papa, can | takethe
test, too?" Father would laugh and he wouldn't look so ashamed and unhappy and angry.

Sohesadit.

Father laughed. "That's John Paul, aways wants to do more than he's able.”

Thewoman looked at John Paul. "How old ishe?"

"Not six yet," said Mother sharply.

"Oh," said thewoman. "Wdll, then, | assumethisisNicholas, thisis Thomas, and thisis
Andrew?"'

"Why aren't you testing me?" demanded Peter.

"I'm afraid you're dready too old,” she answered. "By the time the Fleet was able to gain access
to noncompliant nations..." Her voicetrailed off.

Peter got up and mournfully left the room.
"Why not girls?' said Catherine.
"Because girls don't want to be soldiers,” said Anna.

And suddenly John Paul redlized that thiswasn't like the regular government tests. Thiswasa
test that Peter wanted to take, and Catherine was jealousthat it couldn't be given to girls.

If thistest was about becoming a soldier, it was dumb that Peter would be considered too old.
Hewasthe only one who had his man-height. What, did they think Andrew or Nicholas could carry a
gun and kill people? Maybe Thomas could, but he was also kind of fat besides being tall and he didn't
look like any soldier John Paul had seen.

"Whom do you want first?" asked Mother. "And can you do it in abedroom so | can keep their



lessons going?"

"Regulationsrequirethat | do it in aroom with street access, with the door open,” said the
woman.

"Oh, for the love of—we aren't going to hurt you," said Father.

The woman only looked at him briefly, and then looked at Mother, and both of John Paul's
parents seemed to give in. John Paul realized: Somebody must have been hurt giving thistest.
Somebody must have been taken into a back room and somebody hurt them. Or killed them. This
was a dangerous business. Some people must be even angrier about the testing than Father and
Mother.

Why would Father and Mother hate and fear something that Peter and Catherine wished they
could have?

It proved impossible to have aregular school day in the girls bedroom, even though it had the
fewest beds, and soon Mother resorted to having afree-reading time while she nursed one of the
babies.

And when John Paul asked if he could go read in the other room, she gave consent.

Of course, she assumed he meant the other bedroom, because whenever somebody in the family
said "the other room"" they meant the other bedroom. But John Paul had no intention of going in there,
Instead he headed for the kitchen.

Father and Mother had forbidden the children to enter the parlor while the testing was going on,
but that didn't prevent John Paul from stting on the floor just outside the parlor, reading abook while
he listened to the test.

Every now and then he was aware that the woman giving the test was glancing a him, but she
never said anything to him and so he just kept reading. It was abook about the life of St. John Paul 11,
the great Polish pope that he had been named for, and John Paul was fascinated because he was
finally getting answersto some of his questions about why Catholics were different and the Hegemon
didn't like them.

Even asheread, heaso ligened to dl of the testing. But it wasn't like the government tests, with
guestions about facts and seeing if they could figure out math answers or name parts of speech.
Instead she asked each boy questionsthat didn't really have answers. About what he liked and didn't
like, about why people did the thingsthey did. Only after about fifteen minutes of those questions did
she gart the written test with more regular problems.

Infact, thefirgt time, John Paul didn't think those questions were part of the test. Only when she
asked each boy the exact same questions and then followed up on the differencesin their answersdid
he redlize this was definitely one of the main things she was here to do. And from the way she got so
involved and tense asking those questions, John Paul gathered that she thought these questions were
actually more important than the written part of the test.



John Paul wanted to answer the questions. He wanted to take the test. He liked to take tests.
He dways answered silently when the older children were taking tests, to seeiif he could answer as
many questions asthey did.

So when she wasfinishing up with Andrew, John Paul wasjust about to ask if he could teke the
test when the woman spoke to Mother. "How old isthis one?"

"Wetold you," said Mother. "Hesonly five”

"Look what he'sreading.”

"Hejust turnsthe pages. It'sagame. Hesimitating the way he seesthe older children read.”
"He'sreading,” said the woman.

"Oh, you're herefor afew hours and you know more about my children than | do, even though |
teach them for hours every day?

Thewoman did not argue. "What ishis name?”’
Mother didn't want to answer.

"John Paul," said John Paull.

Mother glared a him. So did Andrew.

"l want to take the test,” he said.

"You'retoo young," said Andrew, in Polish.

"] turn six in three weeks," said John Paul. He spoke in Common. He wanted the woman to
understand him.

The woman nodded. "I'm adlowed to test him early," she said.
"Allowed, but not required,” said Father, coming into the room. "What's he doing in here?"

"He said he was going into the other room to read,” said Mother. "1 thought he meant the other
bedroom.”

"I'min the kitchen," said John Paull.
"Hedidn't disturb anything,” said the woman.
"Too bad," said Father.

"I'dliketo test him," the woman said.



"No," said Father.

"Somebody will just have to come back in three weeks and do it then,” she said. "And disrupt
your day one more time. Why not have done with it today?"

"He'sdready heard the answers," said Mother. "If hewas Sitting here listening.”

"Thetest isn't likethat," said thewoman. "It'sal right that he heard.”

John Paul could see aready that Father and Mother were both going to givein, so he didn't
bother saying anything to try to influence them. He didn't want to use his ability to say the right words

too often, or somebody would catch on, and it would stop working.

It took afew more minutes of conversation, but then John Paul was sitting on the couch beside
the woman.

"I redlly was reading,” said John Paul.
"I know," said the woman.
"How?" asked John Paul.

"Because you were turning the pagesin aregular rhythm,” she said. "Y ou read very fast, don't
you?"

John Paul nodded. "When it'sinteresting.”

"And St. John Paul I1 isan interesting man?”'

"He did what he thought wasright," said John Paull.
"You're named after him," she said.

"Hewas very brave," said John Paul. "And he never did what bad people wanted him to do, if
he thought it wasimportant.”

"What bad people?'
"The Communigts,” said John Paull.
"How do you know they were bad people? Does the book say s0?

Not in words, John Paul redlized. "They were making people do things. They weretrying to
punish peoplefor being Catholic.”

"And that's bad?'

"God isCathalic," said John Paul.



Thewoman smiled. "Mudimsthink that GodisaMudim."
John Paul digested this. " Some people think God doesn't exig.”
"Thet'strue," said the woman:

"Which?" he asked.

She chuckled. "That some people think he doesn't exist. | don't know, mysdlf. | don't have an
opinion on the subject.”

"That meansyou don't believethereisaGod," said John Paull.

"Oh, doesit?'

"St. John Paul 11 said so. That saying you don't know or care about God isthe same as saying
you believe he doesn't exist, because if you had even ahope that he existed, you would care very

Shelaughed. "Jugt turning the pages, were you?'

"l can answer dl your questions," he said.

"Before| ask them?!

"1 wouldn't hit him," said John Paul, answering the question about what he would do if afriend
tried to take away something of his. "Because then he wouldn't be my friend. But | wouldn't let him
takethething ether.”

The follow-up to this answer had been, How would you stop him? So John Paul went right on
without pausing. "Theway I'd stop himiis, I'd say, 'Y ou can haveit. | giveit to you, it's yours now.
Because I'd rather keep you as afriend than keep that thing.' "

"Where did you learn that?" asked the woman.

"That's not one of the questions,” said John Paull.

She shook her head. "No, it'snot.”

"| think sometimes you have to hurt people,” said John Paul, answering the next question, which
had been, Isthere ever atime when you have aright to hurt somebody else?

He answered every question, including the follow-ups, without her having to ask any of them. He
did it in the same order she had asked them of his brothers, and when he was done, he said, "Now
the written part. | don't know those questions cause | couldn't see them and you didn't say them.”

They were easier than he thought. They were about shapes and remembering things and picking
out right sentences and doing numbers, things like that. She kept looking at her watch, so he hurried.



When it wasal done, shejust sat therelooking at him.

"Did | doit right?" asked John Paull.

She nodded.

He studied her face, the way she sat, the way her hands didn't move, the way she looked at him.
The way she was breething. He realized that she was very excited, trying hard to stay cam. That's
why shewasn't spesking. She didn't want him to know.

But he knew.

He was what she had come here looking for.

" Some people might say that thisiswhy women can't be used for testing,” said Cal. Sillain.
"Then those people would be mentdly deficient,” said Helena Rudolf.

"Too susceptible to acuteface,” said Sillain. "Too proneto go 'Aw' and give akid the benefit of
the doubt on everything."

"Fortunately, you don't harbor any such suspicions,” said Helena.

"No," said Sillain. "That's because | happen to know you have no heart.”
"Therewe are,” said Helena. "Wefindly understand each other."

"And you say this Polish five-year-old is more than just precocious.”

"Heaven knows, that's the main thing our tests identify—genera precociousness.”

"There are better tests being developed. Very specific for military ability. And younger than you
might think."

"Too bad that it's already dmost too late.”

Coal. Sillain shrugged. "Therés atheory that we don't actudly have to put them through afull
course of training.”

"Yes, yes, | read al about how young Alexander was. It helped that he was the son of the king
and that he fought unmotivated armies of mercenaries.”

" S0 you think the Buggers are motivated.”

"The Buggers are acommander's dream,” said Helena. "They don't question orders, they just
do. Whatever."



"Also acommander's nightmare" said Sillain. "They don't think for themselves."

" John Paul Wieczorek isthered thing," said Helena. "And in thirty-five years, helll beforty. So
the Alexander theory won't have to be tested.”

"Now you'retaking asif you're sure hell be the one.”
"l don't know that," said Helena. "But he's something. Thethings he says.”
"l read your report.”

"When he said, 'I'd rather keep you as afriend than keep that thing,’ | about lost it. | mean, he's
five."

"And that didn't set off your darms? He sounds coached.”

"But hewasn't. His parents didn't want any of them tested, least of al him, being underage and
al”

"They said they didn't want."

"The father stayed home from work to try to stop me."

"Or to make you think he wanted to stop you."

"He can't afford to lose aday's pay. Noncompliant parents don't get paid vacations.”

"I know," said Sillain. "Wouldnt it beironicif this John Paul Whatever—"

"Wieczorek."

"Yes, that'sthe one. Wouldn't it beironic if, after dl our stringent population control efforts—for
the sake of the war, mind you—it turned out that the commander of the fleet turned out to be the
seventh child of noncompliant parents?*

"Yes, very ironic.”

" think one theory wasthat birth order predictsthat only firstborns would have the persondity
for what we need.”

"All dsebeing equd. Whichitisnt."

"We're 0 ahead of ourselves here, Captain Rudolf," said Sillain. "The parents are not likely to
sy yes, arethey?'

"No, not likely," said Helena.

"Soit'sdl moot, in't it?'



"Not if..."

"Oh, that would be so wise, to make an internationa incident out of this." He leaned back in his
chair.

"I don't think it would be an internationd incident.”

"Thetreaty with Poland has very drict parenta-control provisions. Have to respect the family
anddl."

"The Poles are very anxiousto rgjoin the rest of the world. They aren't going to invoke that
clauseif weimpress on them how important thisboy is.”

"Ishe?" asked Sillain. "That'sthe question. If he'sworth the gamble of making ahuge stink about
it"

"If it sartsto stink, we can back off," said Helena.
"Oh, | can see you've donealot of public reationswork."

"Come see him yoursdlf,” said Helena. "Hell be six in afew days. Come see him. Thentel me
whether he'sworth therisk of an internationd incident.”

Thiswasnot at al how John Paul wanted to spend his birthday. Mother had made candy al day
with sugar she begged from neighbors, and John Paul wanted to suck on his, not chew it, so it would
last and last. Instead Father told him either to spit it out into the garbage or swallow it, and so now it
was swalowed and gone, al for these people from the International Fleet.

"We got some questionable results from the preliminary screening,” said the man. "Perhaps
because the child had listened to three previous tests. We need to get accurate information, that's all."

He was lying—that was obvious, from the way he moved, the way he looked Father right in the
eye, unwaveringly. A liar who knew he waslying and was trying hard not to look like he was lying.
Theway Thomas awaysdid. It fooled Father but never Mother, and never John Paul.

Soif the man waslying, why?Why was he redlly coming to test John Paul again?

He remembered what he had thought right after the woman tested him three weeks ago, that she
had found what she was looking for. But then nothing had happened and he figured he must have
been wrong. Now she was back and the man who was with her wastelling lies.

The family was banished to other rooms. It was evening, time for Father to go to his second job,
only he couldn't go while these people were here or they'd know, or guess, or wonder what he was
doing, hour after hour during the evening. So the longer thistook, the less money Father would earn
tonight, and therefore the lessfood they'd be able to eet, the less clothing they'd have to wear.

The man even sent the woman out of the room. That annoyed John Paul. He liked the woman.



Hedidn't like at al the way the man looked at their house. At the other children. At Mother and
Father. Asif he thought himsdf better than they were.

The man asked aquestion.
John Paul answered in Polish instead of Common.
The man looked at him blankly. He cdled out, "I thought he spoke Common!™

The woman stuck her head back into the room. Apparently she had only gone to the kitchen.
"He does, fluently,” said the woman.

The man looked back at John Paul, and the disdainful ook was gone. " So what game are you
playing?"

In Polish, John Paul said, "The only reason we're poor is because the Hegemon punishes
Catholicsfor obeying God."

"In Common, please," said the man.

"Thelanguageiscdled English," said John Paul in Polish, "and why should | talk toyou at al?"

The man sighed. " Sorry to waste your time." He got up.

The woman came back into the room. They thought they were whispering soft enough, but like
most adults, they thought that children didn't understand adult conversations so they weren't al that
careful about being quiet.

"He's defying you," said the woman.

"Yes, | guessed that," said the man tedtily.

"Soif you go, hewins"

Good one, thought John Paul. This woman wasn't stupid. She knew what to say to makethis
man do what she wanted.

"Or somebody does.”

Shewaked over to John Paul. "Colone Sillain thinks| was lying when | said you did sowell on
thetests.”

In Common, John Paul said, "How well did | do?"
The woman only got alittle smile on her face and glanced back at Col. Sillain.
Silain sat back down. "All right then. Are you ready?"

In Polish, John Paul said, "I'm reedy if you spesk Polish.” Impatiently, Sillain turned back to the



woman. "What does he want?'

In Common, John Paul said to the woman, "Tell him | don't want to be tested by aman who
thinksmy family isscum.”

"Inthefirg place" said theman, "I don't think that.”
“Liar," said John Paul in Polish.
He turned to the woman. She shrugged helplesdy. "1 don't speak Polish either.”

John Paul said to her, in Common, "Y ou rule over us but you don't bother to learn our language.
Instead we have to learn yours."

She laughed. "It'snot my language. Or his. Common isjust auniversdized didect of English, and
I'm German." She pointed at Sillain. "He's Finnish. Nobody speaks his language anymore. Not even
the Finns™

"Ligten," said Sillain, turning to John Paul. "I'm not going to play around anymore. Y ou spesk
Common, and | don't speak Polish, so answer my questionsin Common.”

"What are you going to do?" asked John Paul in Polish, "put mein jail ?*

It was fun watching Sillain turn redder and redder, but then Father came into the room, looking
very weary. "John Paul," he said. "Do what the man asks."

"They want to take me away from you," said John Paul in Common.

"Nothing of thekind," said the man.

"He'slying," said John Paul.

The man turned dightly red.

"And he hates us. He thinks we're poor and that it's disgusting to have so many children.”
"That isnot true," sad Sillain.

Father ignored him. "We are poor, John Paul."

"Only because of the Hegemony," said John Paul.

"Don't preach my own sermons back at me," said Father. But he switched to Polishto say it. "If
you don't do what they want, then they can punish your mother and me."

Father sometimes knew exactly the right wordsto say, too.

John Paul turned back to Sillain. "1 don't want to be adone with you. | want her to be here for the
tes."



"Part of thetest," said Sillain, "is seeing how well you obey orders.”
"Then | fail," said John Paull.
Both the woman and Father laughed.

Sillain did not. "It's obvious that this child has been trained to be noncooperative, Captain
Rudolf. Let'sgo.”

"He has not been trained,” said Father.

John Paul could see that he looked worried.

"Nobody trained me," said John Paull.

"The mother didn't even know he could read at collegelevd,” said the woman softly.

Collegelevel? John Paul thought that was ridiculous. Once you knew the | etters, reading was
reading. How could there be levels?

"She wanted you to think she didn't know," said Sillain.
"My mother doesn't lie," said John Paul.
"No, no, of coursenot,” said Sillain. "'l didn't mean to imply—"

Now hewas revedling the truth: That he was frightened. Afraid that John Paul might not take his
test. Hisfear meant that John Paul had power in this Situation. Even more than he had thought.

"I'll answer your questions,” said John Paul, "if the lady stays here.”

Thistime, heknew, Sllainwould say yes.

They gathered with a dozen experts and military leadersin a conference roomin Berlin.
Everyone had aready seen Col. Sillain's and Helenas reports. They had seen John Paul's test scores.
They had watched the vid of Sillain's conversation with John Paul Wieczorek before, during, and after
thetedt.

Helena enjoyed how much Sillain hated having to watch this six-year-old Polish boy manipulate
him. It hadn't been so obvious at the time, of course, but after you watched the vid over and over, it
became painfully obvious. And, while everyone at the table was polite, there were afew raised
eyebrows, anod, acouple of haf-smileswhen John Paul said, "Then | fal."

At the end of thevid, aRussan generd from the office of the Strategos said, "Was he bluffing?’

"He'ssix," said the young Indian representing the Polemarch.



"That'swhat's 0 terrifying," said the teacher who was there for the Battle School. "About al the
children a Battle School, actualy. Most people live their whole lives without ever meeting asingle
childlikethisone.

"So, Captain Greff," said the Indian, "are you saying he's nothing specid 7'

"They'redl specid," said Graff. "But this one—histests are good, top range. Not the very best
welve seen, but the tests aren't as predictive aswed like. It's his negotiating skill that impresses me.”

Helenawanted to say, "Or Colone Sillain'slack of it." But she knew that wasnt fair. Sillain had
tried abluff, and the boy had caled it. Who knew a child would have the wit to do that?

"Well," said the Indian, "it certainly showsthe wisdom of opening Battle School to noncompliant
netions.”

"There's only one problem, Captain Chamrginagar,” said Graff. "In al these documents, on this
vid, in our conversation, no one has even suggested that the boy iswilling to go.”

Therewas sllence around the table.

"WEell, no, of coursenot,” said Cal. Sillain. "This meeting camefirst. Thereis some hostility from
the parents—the father stayed home from work when Helena—Captain Rudolf went to test three of
the older brothers. | think there may be trouble. We needed to assess, before the conversation, just
how much leverage I'm to be given.”

"Youmean,” sad Graff, "leverage to coerce the family?"

"Or entice,” said Sillain.

"Poles are stubborn people,” said the Russan generd. "It'sin the Savic character.”

"We're so close,” said Graff, "to teststhat are well over ninety percent accurate in predicting
military ability."

"Do you have atest to measure leadership?' asked Chamrgnagar.
"That's one of the components,” said Graff.

"Because thisboy hasit, off the charts," said Chamrginagar. "I've never even seen the charts,
and | know that."

"Thered traning ground for leedershipisinthegame," said Graff. "But yes, | think thisboy will
dowdl at it."

"If hegoes" said the Russan.
" think," said Chamragnagar, "that Colond Sillain should not carry out the next step.”

Thisleft Sllain sputtering. Helenawanted to smile, but ingtead she said, "Colond Sillainisthe



team leader, and according to protocal..."

"He has dready been compromised,” said Chamrginagar. "I make no criticism of Colond Sillain,
please. | don't know which of uswould have fared any better. But the boy made him back down, and
| don't think thereisahepful rdationship.”

Sillain was careerist enough to know how to hand them his head, when asked for it. "Whatever
is best to accomplish the mission, of course.” Helenaknew how he had to be seething at
Chamrgnagar, but he showed no sign of it.

"The question Colond Sillain asked Hill remains,” said Graff. "What authority will the negotiator
be given?'

"All the authority he needs,” said the Russian generdl.

"But that's precisely what we don't know," said Graff.

Chamrgnagar answered. "I think my colleague from the Strategos's office is saying that
whatever inducement the negotiator feelsis appropriate will be supported by the Strategos. Certainly
the Polemarch's office has the same view."

"] don't think the boy isthat important,” said Graff. "Battle School exists because of the need to
begin military training during childhood in order to build gppropriate habits of thought and movement.
But there has been enough data to suggest—"

"We know thisstory,” said the Russian generd.

"Let'snot begin thisargument again here," said Chamrginagar.

"Thereis adefinitefal-off in outcomes after the trainees reach adulthood,” said Graff. "That'sa
fact, however much we may not liketheimplications.”

"They know more, but do worse?' said Chamrgjnagar. "It soundswrong. It ishard to believe,
and even if we believeit, itishard to interpret.”

"It means that we don't have to have this boy, because we won't have to wait for achild to grow
to adulthood.”

The Russian generd was scornful. "Put our war in the hands of children? | hope we are never
that desperate.”

Therewas along sllence, and then Chamrginagar spoke. Apparently he had been receiving
ingtructions through his earpiece. "The office of the Polemarch believes that because this data Captain
Graff speaks of isincomplete, prudence suggests we act asif we do, in fact, have to have thisboy.
Timeisgrowing short, and it isimpossible to know whether he might be our last best chance.”

"The Strategos concurs,” said the Russian generd.

"Yes" sad Graff. "As| said, the resultsare not find "



"S0," sad Cal. Sllain. "Full authority. For whoever it iswho negotiates.”

"l think," said Chamrajnagar, "that the director of Battle School has dready demonstrated whom
he has the most confidence in right now, planetsde.”

All eyeswent to Capt. Graff. "l would be glad to have Captain Rudolf accompany me. | believe
we haveit on record that this Polish boy prefersto have her present.”

Thistime when the Fleet people came, Father and Mother were prepared. Their friend Magda
was alawyer, and even though she was forbidden, as anoncompliant, to practice law, she sat
between them on the sofa.

John Paul was not in the room, however. "Don't et them bully the child," Magda had said, and
that wasit. Mother and Father immediately banned him from the room, so he didn't even get to see
them comein.

He could listen, however, from the kitchen. He redlized at once that the man he didn't like, the
colonel, was not there, though the woman was. A new man was with her now. Hisvoice didn't have
the sound of lying init. Captain Graff, hewas called.

After the polite things were said—the Sitting down, the offering of drinks—Graff got down to
business quickly. "I seethat you do not wish meto seethe child.”

Magda answered, quiteimperioudy, "His parentsfdt it best for him not to be present.”
Silencefor along moment.

"MagddenaTeczlo," sad Graff softly, "these good people may invite afriend over to it with
them today. But 1'd hate to think you might be acting astheir attorney.”

If Magda answered, John Paul couldn't hear.
"l would like to see the boy now," said Graff.

Father started explaining that that would never happen, soif that's al he wanted, he might aswell
give up and go home.

Another long silence. There was no sound of Captain Graff getting up from the chair, an
operation that could not be performed silently. So he must be sitting there, saying nothing—not
leaving, but not trying to persuade them.

That was ashame, because John Paul wanted to see what he would say to get them to do what
he wanted. The way he silenced Magda was intriguing. John Paul wanted to see what was happening.
He stepped from behind the dividing wall and watched.

Graff was doing nothing. There was no threat on hisface, no attempt to outface them. He gazed
pleasantly at Mother, and then at Father, and then at Mother again, skipping right over Magda's face.



It was asif shedidn't exis—even her own body seemed to say, "Don't notice me, I'm not really
here

Graff turned his head and looked right at John Paull.

John Paul thought he might say something to get himin trouble, but Graff gazed a him only a
moment and then turned back to Mother and Father. "Y ou understand, of course," he began.

"No, | don't understand,” said Father. ™Y ou aren't going to see the boy unless we decide you'll
see him, and for that you have to meet our terms.”

Graff looked blandly back at him. "He isn't your breadwinner. What possible hardship can you
dam?'

"We don't want ahandout,” said Father furioudy. "We aren't looking for compensation.”
"All | want," said Graff, "isto converse with the boy."

"Not alone," said Fether.

"With ushere," said Mother.

"That'sfinewith me" said Graff. "But | think Magdalenais Stting in the boy's place.

Magda, after amoment's hesitation, got up and left the house. The door banged shut just alittle
louder than usud.

Graff beckoned to John Paull.

He camein and sat on the couch between his parents.

Graff began to explain to him about Battle School. That he would go up into spacein order to
study how to be asoldier so he could help fight againgt the Buggers when they came back with the
next invasion. "Y ou might lead fleetsinto battle someday," said Graff. "Or lead marines asthey blast
their way through an enemy ship.”

"l can't go," said John Paul.

"Why not?' asked Graff.

"I'd missmy lessons" he said. "My mother teaches us, herein thisroom.”

Graff didn't answer, just sudied John Paul's face. It made John Paul uncomfortable.

The Heet lady spoke up. "But you'll have teachersthere. In Battle Schoal.”

John Paul did not look at her. 1t was Graff he had to watch. Graff was the one with al the power
today.



Finaly Graff spoke. "Y ou think it would be unfair for you to bein Battle School while your
family gill Sruggleshere”

John Paul had not thought of that. But now that Graff had suggested it...
"Nine of us," said John Paul. "It's very hard for my mother to teach usdl a once."
"What if the Fleet can persuade the government of Poland—"

"Poland has no government,” said John Paul, and then he smiled up at hisfather, who beamed
down a him.

"The current rulers of Poland," said Graff cheerfully enough. "What if we can persuade them to
lift the sanctions on your brothersand sgters.”

John Paul thought about thisfor amoment. Hetried to imagine what it would belike, if they
could al go to schoal. Easier for Mother. That would be good.

Helooked up at hisfather.

Father blinked. John Paul knew that face. Father wastrying to keep from showing that he was
disappointed. So there was something wrong.

Of course. There were sanctions on Father, too. Andrew had explained to him once that Father
wasn't allowed to work at hisred job, which should have been teaching a a university. Instead Father
had to do aclerica job al day, dtting at acomputer, and then manual labor by night, odd jobs off the
booksin the Catholic underground. If they would lift the sanctions on the children, why not on the
parents?

"Why can't they change dl the stupid rules?' said John Paull.

Graff looked at Capt. Rudoalf, then at John Paul's parents. "Even if we could,”" he said to them,
"should we?'

Mother rubbed John Paul's back alittle. " John Paul meanswell, but of course we can't. Not
even the sanctions againgt the children's schooling.”

John Paul was ingtantly furious. What did she mean, "of course?" If they had only bothered to
explain things to him then he wouldn't be making mistakes, but no, even after these people from the
Heet cameto prove that John Paul wasn't just astupid kid, they treated him like astupid kid.

But he did not show hisanger. That never got good results from Father, and it made Mother
anxious so shedidn't think well.

The only answer he made was to say, with wide-eyed innocence, "Why not?"
"Y ou'll understand when you're older," said Mother.

Hewanted to say, "And when will you understand anything about me? Even after you redized |



could read, you ill think | don't know anything.”

But then, he apparently didn't know everything he needed to, or he'd see what was obviousto
al these adults.

If his parentswouldn't tell him, maybe this captain would.
John Paul looked expectantly a Graff.
And Graff gave the explanation he needed.

"All of your parents friends are noncompliant Catholics. If your brothers and sisters suddenly get
to goto schoal, if your father suddenly getsto go back to the univeraty, what will they think?"

So this was about the neighborhood. John Paul could hardly believe that his parentswould
sacrifice their children, even themselves, just so the neighbors wouldn't resent them.

"We could move," said John Paul.

"Where?' asked Father. "There are noncompliants like us, and there are people who gave up
their faith. There's only the two groups, and I'd rather go on aswe are than to crossthat line. It's not
about the neighbors, John Paul. It's about our own integrity. It's about faith.”

It wasn't going to work, John Paul could see that now. He had thought that his Battle School
idea could be turned to help hisfamily. He would have gone into space for that, gone away and not
come homefor years, if it would have helped hisfamily.

"You can ill come" said Graff. "Even if your family doesn't want to be free of these sanctions.”

Father erupted then, not shouting, but his voice hot and intense. "We want to be free of the
sanctions, you fool. We just don't want to be the only onesfree of them! We want the Hegemony to
stop telling Catholics they have to commit morta sin, to repudiate the Church. We want the
Hegemony to stop forcing Polesto act like... like Germans.”

But John Paul knew thisrant, and knew that hisfather usually ended that sentence by saying,
"forcing Polesto act like Jews and atheists and Germans.” The omission told him that Father did not
want the results that would come from talking in front of these Fleet people the way hetalked in front
of other Poles. John Paul had read enough history to know why. And it occurred to him that even
though Father suffered greatly under the sanctions, maybe in his anger and resentment he had become
aman who no longer belonged at the university. Father knew another set of rules and chose not to
live by them. But Father also did not want educated foreignersto know that he did not live by those
rules. He did not want them to know that he blamed things on Jews and atheists. But to blame them
on Germans, that was al right.

Suddenly John Paul wanted nothing more than to leave home. To go to aschool where he
wouldn't haveto listen in on someone e se'slessons.

The only problem was, John Paul had no interest in war. When he read history, he skimmed
those parts. And yet it was cdled Battle School. He would have to study war alot, he was sure of it.



Andintheend, if hedidn't fail, he would haveto servein the Fleet. Take orders from men and
women like these Feet officers. To do other peoplésbidding dl hislife.

Hewasonly six, but he dready knew that he hated it when he had to do what other people
wanted, even when he knew that they were wrong. He didn't want to be a soldier. He didn't want to
kill. He didn't want to die. He didn't want to obey stupid people.

At the sametime, he didn't want to stay in this Stuation, either. Crowded into their gpartment
most of the day. Mother dways so tired. None of them learning all they could. Never quite enough to
edt, nothing but shabby threadbare clothing, never warm enough in winter, aways swetering in
summer.

They dl think we're being heroes, like St. John Paul |1 under the Nazis and the Communists,
Standing up for the faith againgt the liesand evils of the world, theway St. John Paul 11 did as pope.

But what if were just being stubborn and stupid? What if everybody eseisright, and we
shouldn't have had more than two children in our family?

Then | wouldn't have been born.

Am | redly here because God wants me to be? Maybe God wanted al kinds of children to be
born, and dl the rest of the world was blocking them from coming by their sins, because of the
Hegemon'slaws. Maybe it waslike the story of Abraham and Sodom, where God would be willing
to save the city from destructionsiif twenty righteous people could be found, or even ten. Maybe
we're the righteous people who save the world just by existing, just by serving God and refusing to
bow to the Hegemon.

But exigtingisnot dl 1 want, thought John Paul. | want to do something. | want to learn
everything and know everything and do every good thing. To have choices. And | want my brothers
and sstersto have those choicestoo. | will never have power like this again, to change the world
around me. The moment these people from the Feet decide they don't want me anymore, I'll never
have another chance. | have to do something now.

"] don't want to stay here," said John Paul.

He could fed Father's body stiffen on the couch next to him, and Mother gasped just the tiniest
of gaspsingde her throat.

"But | don't want to go into space,” said John Paul.
Graff did not move. But he blinked.

"I've never beento aschoal. | don't know if I'll likeit," said John Paul. "Everybody | know is
Polish and Catholic. | don't know what it's like to be with people who arent.”

"If you don't go into the Battle School program,” said Graff, "there's nothing we can do about the
reg."

"Can't we go somewhere and try it out?" asked John Paul. "Can't we all go somewhere that we



can go to school and nobody will care that we're Catholics and there are nine of us children?’
"Theres nowherein theworld likethat," said Father bitterly.
John Paul looked at Graff questioningly.

"Your father ispartly right,” said Graff. " A family with nine children will dways be resented, no
matter where you go. And here, because there are SO many other noncompliant families, you sustain
each other. There's solidarity. In somewaysit would beworseif you left Poland.”

"In every way," sad Father.

"But we could set you up in alarge city, and then send no more than two of your brothers and
sstersto any one school. That way, if they are careful, no onewill know that their family is
noncompliant.”

"If they become liars, you mean," said Mother.

"Oh," said Greff, "forgive me. | didn't know that your family never, ever told alieto protect your
family'sinterests”

"You'retrying to seduce us," said Mother. "To divide thefamily. To get our children into schools
that will teach them to deny the faith, to despise the Church.”

"Mdam," said Graff, "I'm trying to get avery promising boy to agree to come to Battle School
because the world faces aterrible enemy.”

"Doesit?' said Mother. "I keep hearing about thisterrible enemy, these Buggers, these monsters
from space, but where are they?"

"The reason you don't seethem,” said Graff patiently, "is because we defeated their first two
invasions. And if you ever do seethem, it will be because welogt the third time. And even then you
won't see them, because they will do such terrible things to the surface of the Earth that there will be
no humans aive when the first of the Buggers setsfoot here. We want your son to help us prevent
that."

"If God sends these mongtersto kill us, maybeit'sasit wasin the days of Noah," said Mother.
"Maybe the world is so wicked it needs to be destroyed.”

"Well, if that's 0," said Graff, "then well lose the war, no matter what we do, and that's that. But
what if God wants us to win, so we have more time to repent of our wickedness? Don't you think we
ought to leave that possibility open?!

"Don't argue theology with us," said Father coldly, "asif you were abdliever.”
"Y ou don't know what | believe," said Graff. "All you know isthis: Wewill go to greet lengthsto

get your son into Battle School, because we bdieve heis extraordinary, and we believe that in this
house he has been and will continue to be frustrated. Wasted."



Mother lurched forward and Father bounded to hisfeet. "How dare you!" cried Father.

Graff dso stood, and in hisanger he looked dangerous and terrible. "I thought you were the
oneswho didnt likelying!"

There was amomentary slence, Father and Graff facing each other across the room.

"l sad hislife was being wasted and that's the smple truth," said Graff quietly. "Y ou didn't even
know that he was redlly reading. Do you understand what this boy was doing? He was reading with
excdlent comprehension, books that your college students would have had trouble with, Professor
Wieczorek. And you didn't know it. Hedid it in front of you, he told you he was doing it, and you
till refused to know it becauseit didn't fit into your picture of redity. And this isthe homewherea
mind like hisis going to be educated? In your list of Sns, doesn't that count as perhaps atiny little
venid sn? To take thisgift from God and waste it? Didn't Jesus say something disparaging about
casting pearls before swine?"

At this, Father could not stand it. He lunged forward to strike ablow at Graff.

But Graff was asoldier, and blocked the blow easily. He did not strike back, but used only as
much force as was needed to stop Father until he could cam himsdlf. Even so, Father ended up on
thefloor, in pain, with Mother kneding over him, crying.

John Paul knew, however, what Graff was doing. That Graff had deliberately chosen words that
would cause Father to get angry and lose control of himself.

But why?What was Graff trying to accomplish?

Then heredized: Graff wanted to show John Paul this scene. Father humiliated, beaten down,
and Mother reduced to weeping over him.

Graff spoke, as he gazed intensdly into John Paul's eyes. "The war is a desperate struggle, John
Paul. They nearly broke us. They nearly won. It was only because we had a genius, acommander
named Mazer Rackham who was able to outguess them, to find their weaknesses, that we barely,
barely won. Who will be that commander next time? Will he be there? Or will he till be somewhere
in Poland, working two miserable jobs that are far beneath hisintellectual ability, al because a the
age of Sx hethought he didn't want to go into space.”

Ah. That wasit. The captain wanted John Paul to see what defeat looked like.

But | dready know what defeat lookslike. And I'm not going to let you defeat me.

"There are till Cathalics outside Poland?' asked John Paul. *Noncompliant ones, right?!

"Yes" sad Graff.

"But not every nation isruled by the Hegemony theway Poland is.”

"Compliant nations continue to be governed by their traditional system.”



" S0 isthere some nation where we could be with other noncompliant Catholics, and yet ill not
have such bad sanctions that we can't even get enough food to eat, and Father can't work?”

"Compliant nations dl have to have sanctions againgt overpopulators,” said Graff. "That's what
being compliant means.”

"A nation," said John Paul, "where we could be an exception, and nobody would have to know
it?"

"Canada," said Graff. "New Zedand. Sveden. America. Noncompliants who don't make
Speeches about it get dong decently there. Y ou wouldn't be the only ones who had children going to
different schools, with the authorities looking the other way, because they hate punishing children for
the sns of the parents.”

"Which isbest?" asked John Paul. "Which has the most Catholics?'

"America. The most Poles and the most Catholics. And Americans dwaysthink internationd
laws are for other people anyway, so they don't take Hegemony rules quite as serioudy.”

"Could we go there?" asked John Paul.
"No," said Father. He was sitting up now, his head sill bowed in pain and humiliation.

"John Paul," said Graff, "we don't want you to go to America. We want you to go to Battle
Schoal."

"1 won't go unless my family isin aplace where we won't be hungry and where my brothers and
ssters can go to school. I'll just stay here”

"He's not going anyway," said Father, "'no matter what you say, no matter what you promise, no
matter what John Paul decides.”

"Oh, yes, you," said Graff. "Y ou just committed the felony of striking an officer of the
Internationa Fleet, for which the pendty isimprisonment for aterm of not less than three years—but
you know how the courts put much heavier pendties on noncompliants who are convicted of crime.
My guess would be seven or eight years. It'sall recorded, of course, the entire thing.”

"Y ou cameinto our house asaspy," said Mother. ™Y ou provoked him."

"1 spoke the truth to you, and you didn't like hearing it," said Graff. "1 did not raise ahand against
Professor Wieczorek or anyonein your family."

"Please" said Father. "Don't send metojail.”
"Of coursel won't," said Graff. "l don't want youinjail. But | also don't want you issuing foolish
declarations of what will or will not happen, no matter what | say, no matter what | promise, no

meatter what John Paul decides.”

Thiswaswhy Graff had goaded Father, John Paul understood now. To make sure Father had



no choice but to go along with whatever John Paul and Graff decided between them.

"What are you going to do to me to make me do what you want,” said John Paul, "the way you
did with Fether?'

"It won't do me any good,” said Greff, "if you come with me unwillingly."
"1 won't come with you willingly unless my family isin a place where they can be happy.”
"Thereisno such placein aworld ruled by the Hegemony," said Father.

But now it was Mother who stopped Father from speaking more. With a gentle hand she
touched hisface. "We can be good Catholicsin another place," she said. "For usto leave here, that
doesn't take bread out of the mouths of our neighbors. It harms no one. Look what John Paul istrying
to do for us." Sheturned to John Paul. "I'm sorry | didn't know the truth about you. I'm sorry | was
such abad teacher for you." Then she burst into tears.

Father put hisarm around her, pulled her close, rocked her, the two of them stting on the floor,
comforting each other.

Graff looked at John Paul, eyebrows raised, asif to say, I've removed all the obstacles, so... do
what | want.

But things weren't yet the way John Paul wanted them.

"You'l cheat me," said John Paul. "Y ou'll take usto Americabut theniif | till decide not to go,
you'l threaten to send everybody back here, worse off than before, and that's how you'll force meto

go.
Graff did not answer for amoment.
"So | won't go," said John Paull.

"Youll chest me," said Graff. "Y ou'll get meto move your family to Americaand set you upina
better life, and then you'll refuse to go anyway, and you'll expect the Internationa Fleet to dlow your
family to continue to enjoy the benefits of our bargain without your living up to your end of it.”

John Paul did not answer, because there was no answer. That was exactly what John Paul was
planning to do. Graff knew it, and John Paul didn't bother to deny it. Because knowing John Paull
planned to cheat him did not change anything.

"I don't think helll do that," said the woman.

But John Paul knew she was lying. She was quite concerned that he might do that. But she was
even more concerned that Graff would walk away from the bargain John Paul was asking for. This
was the confirmation John Paul needed. It redlly was very important to these people to get John Paull
into Battle School. Therefore they would agreeto avery bad bargain aslong asit gave them some
hope that he might go.



Or dsethey knew that no matter what they agreed to now, they could go back on their word
whenever they wanted. After all, they were the International Fleet, and the Wieczoreks werejust a
noncompliant family in anoncompliant country.

"What you don't know about me," said Graff, "isthat | think very far ahead.”

That reminded John Paul of what Andrew had said when he was teaching him to play chess.
"Y ou haveto think ahead, the next move, the next move, the next move, to seewhereit'sal going to
lead." John Paul understood the principle as soon as Andrew explained it. But he stopped playing
chess anyway, because he didn't care what happened to little plastic figures on aboard of sixty-four
squares.

Graff was playing chess, but not with little plastic figures. His game board was the world. And
even though Graff was only acaptain, he obvioudy came here with more authority—and more
intelligence—than the colondl who had come before. When Graff said, "1 think very far aheed,” he
was saying—this had to be his meaning—that he was willing to sacrifice a piece now and thenin
order to win the game, just like chess.

Maybe that meant he waswilling to lie to John Paul now, and cheat him later. But no, there
would be no reason to say anything at al. The only reason to say that was because Graff did not
intend to cheat him. Graff waswilling to be cheated, to knowingly enter into a bargain where the other
person could win, and win completely—as long as he could see away, farther down the road, for
even such adefeat to turn to his advantage.

"Y ou have to make usa promisethat you'll never bresk," said John Paul. "Evenif | don't gointo
Space after all."

"1 have the authority to makethat promise,” said Graff.

Thewoman clearly did not think so, though she said nothing.

"Is Americaagood place?" asked John Paul.

"Thereare an awful lot of Polesliving therewho think so," said Graff. "But it's not Poland.”

"l want to see thewhole world before | die," said John Paul. He had never told thisto anyone
before.

"Beforeyou die" murmured Mother. "Why are you thinking about dying?"

Asusud, shesmply didn't understand. He wasn't thinking about dying. He was thinking about
learning everything, and it was asmple fact that he had only alimited timein which to do it. Why did
people get o upset when somebody mentioned dying? Did they think that if they didn't mentionit, it
would skip afew people and leave them aive forever? And how much faith in Christ did Mother
redly have, if shefeared death so much she couldn't bear even to mention it, or hear her six-year-old
child spesk of it?

"Going to Americaisadart,” said Graff. "And American passports aren't restricted the way
Polish passportsare.”



"Well tak about it," said John Paul. "Come back later."

"Areyou insane?"' asked Helena as soon as they were out of earshot. "lsn't it obvious what the

boy isplanning?’
"No to the insanity, yesto the obviousness."

"These vids are going to be even more embarrassing for you than the earlier oneswere for
Sllan."

"Not redly,” sad Graff.
"Why, because you intend to chesat the boy after dl?"

"If | did that, then | truly would beinsane." He stopped on the curb, gpparently meaning to finish
this conversation before getting back into the van with the others. Had he forgotten that what he was
saying now was still being recorded?

No, he knew it. He wasn't speaking to her alone.

"Captain Rudolf," he said, "you saw, and everyone will see, that there was no way we could get
that boy willingly into space. He doesn't want to go. He doesn't care about the war. That's what
we've accomplished with this stupid repressive palicy in the noncompliant nations. We have the best
we've ever seen, and we can't use him because we've spent years creating a culture that hates the
Hegemony and therefore the Fleet. We pissed on millions and millions of people in the name of some
stupid population control laws, in defiance of their core beliefs and their community identity, and
because the universe is atistically more likely to beironic than not, of course our best chance at
another commander like Mazer Rackham popped up among the ones we pissed on. | didn't do that,
and only foolswould blame mefor it."

"So what wasthat all about? This agreement you promised? What's the point?"

"To get John Paul Wieczorek out of Poland, of course.”

"But what difference doesthat make, if he won't go up to Battle School ?*

"He'sill... he dill hasamind that processes human behavior the way some autistic savants
process numbers or words. Don't you think it's agood thing to get him to a place where he can get a
redl education? And out of aplace where helll be congtantly indoctrinated with hatred for the
Hegemony and the |.F.?"

"| think that's beyond the scope of your authority,” said Helena. "Were with the Battle School,
not some Committee to Shape a Better Future by Moving Children Around.”

"I'm thinking of Battle School," said Graff.

"To which John Paul Wieczorek will never go, asyou just admitted.”



"Y ou're forgetting the research we've been conducting. It may not be final in sometechnical
scientific sense, but it'saready conclusive. People reach their peak ability as military commanders
much earlier than we thought. Most of them in their late teens. The same age when poets do their
most passionate and revolutionary work. And mathematicians. They peak, and then it fals off. They
coast on what they learned back when they were still young enough to learn. We know within a
window of about five years when we have to have our commander. John Paul Wieczorek will aready
be too old when that window opens. Past his peak.”

"Obvioudy you've been giveninformation | don't have," said Helena.

"Or figured it out," said Graff. "Onceit was obvious John Paul was never going to Battle Schoal,
my mission changed. Now al that mattersiswe get John Paul out of Poland and into a compliant
country, and we keep our word to him, absolutely, to the | etter, so he knows our promises will be
kept even when we know we've been cheated.”

"What's the point of that?' asked Helena.

"Captain Rudalf, you're speaking without thinking."

Hewas right. So she thought.

"If we have more time before we need our commander,” she said, "then do we havetimefor him
to marry and have children and then the children grow up enough to be the right age?"

"Just barely, yes. We have just barely enough time. If he marries young. If he marries somebody
who isvery, very brilliant so the gene mix isgood.”

"But you aren't going to try to control that, are you?'

"There are many steps on the continuum between controlling something and doing nothing at all.”
"Youredly do think in thelong term, don't you?"

"Think of meas Rumpddiltskin.”

Shelaughed. "All right, now | get it. Y ou're giving him thewish of his heart, today. And then,
long after he's forgotten, you're going to pop up and ask for hisfirstborn child.”

Graff clapped an arm across her shoulder and walked with her toward the waiting van. "Only |
don't have some stupid loophole that will let him get out of it if he can guess my name.”

TEACHER'S PEST

Thiswas not the section of Human Community that John Paul Wiggin had tried to register for. It
wasn't even histhird choice. The university computer had assigned it to him because of some
agorithminvolving his seniority, how many first-choice classes he had received during histimethere,
and adew of other congderations that meant nothing to him except that instead of getting one of the



top-notch faculty he had come to this school to study with, he was going to have to suffer through the
fumbling of a graduate student who knew little about the subject and less about how to teachiit.

Maybe the a gorithm's main criterion was how much he needed the coursein order to graduate.
They put him here because they knew he couldn't drop.

So he sat therein hisusua front-row seet, looking at the backside of ateacher who looked like
shewas fifteen and dressed like she had been alowed to play in her mother's closet. She seemed to
have a nice body and was probably trying to hide it behind frumpiness—but the fact that she knew
she had something worth hiding suggested that she was no scientist. Probably not even ascholar.

| don't have timeto help you work through your self-visudization problems, he said silently to
the girl at the chalkboard. Nor to help you get past whatever weird method of teaching you're going
to try out on us. What will it be? Socratic questioning? Devil's advocate? Therapy-group
"discusson”? Bdligerent toughness?

Give me abored, worn-out wreck of a professor on the verge of retirement over agrad student
every time.

Oh wdll. It was only this semester, next semester, asenior thesis, and then on to afascinating
career in government. Preferably in apostion where he could work for the downfal of the Hegemony
and the restoration of sovereignty for al nations.

Poland in particular, but he never said that to anyone, never even admitted that he had spent the
firg ax yearsof hislifein Poland. His documents al showed him and hiswhole family to be
natural-born Americans. His parents unlosable Polish accents proved that to be alie, but consdering
that it was the Hegemony that had moved them to Americaand given them their false papers, it wasn't
likely anybody was going to pressthe issue.

So write your diagrams on the board, Little Miss I-Want-to-Grow-Up-to-Be-a-Perfesser. I'll
aceyour testsand get my A and you'll never have a clue that the most arrogant, ambitious, and
intelligent student on this campuswasin your class.

At least that's what they told him he was back when they were recruiting him. All except the
arrogant part. They didn't actudly say that. Hejust read it in their eyes.

"I wrote dl thison the board,” said the grad student with chalk, "because | want you to
memorizeit and, with any luck, understand it, because it'sthe basis of everything dse well discussin
thisclass”

John Paul had already memorized it, of course, just by reading it. Because it was stuff he hadn't
seen beforein his outside reading, it was obvious her "method” wasto try to be"cutting edge,” full of
the latest—and most likely to be wrong—research.

She looked right at him. ™Y ou seem particularly bored and contemptuous, Mr.... Wiggin, isit?1s
that because you dready know about the community selection mode of evolution?”

Oh, great. She was one of those "teachers’ who had to have agoat in the class—someone to
torment in order to score points.



"No, maam," said John Paul. "I came here hoping that you'd teach me everything about it." He
kept every trace of sarcasm out of histone; but of course that made it even more barbed and
condescending.

He expected her to show annoyance a him, but instead she merdly turned to another student
and began adiadogue. So either John Paul had scared her off, or she had been obliviousto his
sarcasm and therefore had no idea she had been challenged.

The classwouldn't even be interesting as a blood sport. Too bad.

" 'Human evolution is driven by community needs,' " she read from the board. "How isthat
possible, since genetic information is passed only by and to individua s?'

She was answered by the normal undergraduate silence. Fear of appearing stupid? Fear of
seeming to care? Fear of seeming to be a suck-up? Of course, afew of the silent students were
honestly stupid or gpathetic, but most of them lived fear-driven lives.

Findly atentative hand went up.

"Do communities, um, influence sexua sdlection? Like danting eyes?”

"They do," said Miss Grad Student, "and the prevaence of the epicanthic fold in East Asaisa
good example of that. But ultimately that'strivid—thereisno actud surviva vadueinit. I'mtaking
about good old rock-solid surviva of thefittest. How can that be controlled by the community?"

"Killing people who don't fit in?" suggested another student.

John Paul did down in his seat and stared at the celling. Thisfar into their education, and they
gtill had no understanding of basic principles.

"Mr. Wiggin seemsto be bored with our discusson,” said Miss Grad Student.

John Paul opened his eyes and scanned the board again. Ah, she had written her namethere,
TheresaBrown. "Yes, Ms. Brown, | am," he said.

"Isthis because you know the answer, or because you don't care?’

"I don't know the answer,” said John Paul, "but neither does anyone e se in the room except you,
so until you decideto tell usinstead of engaging in this enchanting voyage of discovery inwhich you let
the passengers steer the ship, it's naptime.”

There were afew gasps and a couple of chuckles.

" S0 you have no ideas about how the statement on the board might be either true or false?!

"l suppose,” said John Paul, "that the theory you're suggesting isthat becauselivingin
communities makes humans far morelikdy to survive, and to have opportunities to mate, and to bring

their children to adulthood, then whatever individual human traits strengthen the community will, in the
long run, be the ones most likely to get passed along to each new generation.”



Sheblinked. "Yes," shesad. "That'sright." And then she blinked again. Apparently he had
interrupted her lesson plan by getting to the answer immediately.

"But what | wonder," said John Paul, "isthis: Since human communities depend on adaptability in
order to thrive, then it isn't just one set of traitsthat strengthen the community. So community life
should promote variety, not anarrow range of traits."

"That would be true," said Ms. Brown, "and indeed is true in the main, except that there are only
afew typesof human communitiesthat actualy survive long enough to improve the chances of
individud survivd."

Shewalked to the board and wiped out aswath of materia that John Paul had just blown
through by cutting to the chase. In its place, she wrote two headings. Triba and Civil.

"Therearetwo moddsthat al successful human communitiesfollow," she said. Then sheturned
to John Paul. "How would you define a'successful' community, Mr. Wiggin?'

"One that maximized the ability of its membersto survive and reproduce,” he said.

"Oh, if only that weretrue," she said. "But it's not true. Most human communities demand
anti-surviva behavior from large numbers of their members. The obvious example would be war, in
which members of acommunity risk their own death—usudlly at the very age when they are about to
begin family life. Many of them die. How can you possibly pass on the willingnessto die before
reproduction? Those who have thistrait are the least likely to reproduce.”

"But only males" said John Paull.

"Thereare women inthe military, Mr. Wiggin."

"In very smal numbers" said John Paul, "because the traits that make good soldiers are far less
common in women, and the willingnessto go to war israrein women.”

"Women fight savagely and die willingly to protect their children,” said Ms. Brown.

"Exactly—their children. Not the community asawhole," said John Paul. He was making this
up as he went aong, but it made sense and was interesting—so he was quite willing to let her play the
Socratic questioning game.

"And yet women are the oneswho form the tightest community bonds,”" she said.

"And the mogt rigid hierarchies,” said John Paul. "But they do it by socid sanctions, not by
violence"

" S0 you're saying that violencein males but civility in women is promoted by community life.”
"Not violence," said John Paul. "But the willingnessto sacrifice for acause.”

"In other words," said Ms. Brown, "men believe the stories their communitiestell them. Enough
to die and kill. And women don't?"



"They believe them enough to..." John Paul paused amoment, thinking back on what he knew
about learned and unlearned sex differences. "Women haveto be willing to raise their sonsina
community that might require them to die. So men and women dl haveto believe the story."

"And the Story they believe," said Ms. Brown, "isthat males are expendable and femaes are

"To adegree, anyway."

"And why would this be auseful story for acommunity to believe?' She directed this question to
theclassat large.

And the answers came quickly enough, because some of the sudents, at least, were following
the conversation. "Because even if half the men die, al the women will il be able to reproduce.”
"Becauseit provides an outlet for male aggressiveness.” "Because you have to be able to defend the
community's resources.”

John Paul watched as Theresa Brown fielded each response and riffed onit.

"Do communitiesthat suffered terrible lossesin war in fact abandon monogamy or do alarge
number of women livetheir lives without reproducing?’ She had the example of France, Germany,
and Britain after the bloodletting of World War .

"Doeswar come about because of male aggressiveness? Or ismale aggressveness atrait that
communities have to promote in order to win wars? Isit the community that drivesthetrait, or the trait
that drives the community?' Which John Paul redlized was the very crux of the theory she was putting
forth—and herather liked the question.

"And what," shefindly asked, "are the resources acommunity hasto protect?"

Food, they said. Water. Shelter. But these obvious answers did not seem to be what she was
looking for. "All these areimportant, but you're missing the most important one.”

To hisown surprise, John Paul found himself wanting to come up with the right answer. He had
never expected to fed that way in a class taught by agrad student.

What community resource could be more important to the surviva of the community than food,
water, or shelter?

Heraised hishand.

"Mr. Wiggin seemsto think he knows." Shelooked a him.
"Wombs" hesad.

"Asacommunity resource,” shesaid.

"Asthe community,” said John Paul. "Women are community.”



She amiled. "That isthe great secret.”

There were howls of protest from other students. About how men have dways run most
communities. How women were treated like property.

"Some men," she answered. "Most men are treated far more like property than women.
Because women are amost never smply thrown away, while men are thrown away by the thousands
intimeof war."

"But mendill rule," astudent protested.

"Yes, they do," said Ms. Brown. "The handful of aphamaesrule, whiledl the other males
become tools. But even the ruling maes know that the most vita resource of the community isthe
women, and any community that is going to survive hasto bend dl its effortsto one primary task—to
promote the ability of women to reproduce and bring their offspring to adulthood.”

"So what about societiesthat selectively abort or kill off their girl children?' indsted a student.

"Those would be societies that had decided to die, wouldn't they?' said Ms. Brown.

Congternation. Uproar.

It was an interesting modd. Communitiesthat killed off their girlswould have fewer girlsreach
reproductive age. Therefore they would be less successful in maintaining a high population. Heraised
his hand.

"Enlighten us, Mr. Wiggin," she said.

"] just have aquestion,” he said. "Couldn't there be an advantage in having an excess of males?’

"It must not be an important one,” said Ms. Brown, "because the vast mgjority of human
communities—epecialy the onesthat survive longest—have shown awillingness to throw away
males, not females. Besides, killing female babies gives you ahigher proportion of males, but alower
absolute number of males, because there are fewer femaesto give birth to them.”

"But what about when resources are scarce?’ a student asked.

"What about it?' said Ms. Brown.

"1 mean, don't you have to reduce the population to sustainable level s?*

Suddenly the room was very quiet.

Ms. Brown laughed. "Anyone want to try an answer to that?"

No one spoke.

"And why have we suddenly become silent?' she asked.



Shewaited.
Finally someone murmured, " The population laws."

"Ah," she said. "Palitics. We have aworldwide decision to decrease the human population by
limiting the number of birthsto two per couple. And you don't want to talk about it."

The silence said that they didn't even want to talk about the fact that they didn't want to talk
about it.

"The human raceisfighting for itssurviva againg andieninvason,” shesad, "andinthe
process, we have decided to limit our reproduction.”

"Somebody named Brown," said John Paul, "ought to know how dangerousit can beto go on
record as opposing the population laws."

Shelooked at himicily. "Thisisascience class, not apolitica debate,” shesad. "There are
community traitsthat promote surviva of theindividud, and individud traits that promote the surviva
of the community. In this class, we are not afraid to go where the evidence takes us.

"What if it takes us out of any chance of getting ajob?" asked a student.

"I'm here to teach the students who want to learn what | know," she said. "If you're one of that
happy number, then aren't we both lucky. If you're not, | don't much care. But I'm not going to not
teach you something because knowing it might somehow make you less employable.”

"Soisittrue" asked agirl in thefront row, "that heredly is your father?"

"Who?' asked Ms. Brown.

"You know," thegirl said. "Hinckley Brown."

Hinckley Brown. The military strategist whose book was till the bible of the Internationdl
Feet—but who resigned from the I.F. and went into seclusion because he refused to go dong with
the population laws.

"And thiswould be relevant to you because...?' asked Ms. Brown.

The answer was belligerent. "Because we have aright to know if you're teaching us science or
your religion.”

That's right, thought John Paul. Hinckley Brown was a Mormon, and they were noncompliant.
Noncompliant like John Paul's own parents, who were Polish Cathalics.
Noncompliant like John Paul intended to be, as soon as he found somebody he wanted to

marry. Somebody who also wanted to stick it to the Hegemony and their two-children-per-family
law.



"What if," said Ms. Brown, "the findings of science happen to coincide, on aparticular point,
with the beliefs of ardigion? Do we rgject the sciencein order to reject the religion?”

"What if the science getsinfluenced by thereligion?' demanded the student.

"Fortunately," said Ms. Brown, "the question is not only stupid and offensive, it's also moot.
Because whatever blood relaionship I might or might not have with the famous Admira Brown, the
only thing that mattersis my science and, if you happen to be suspicious, my religion.”

"So what isyour rdigion?" the student said.

"My religion,” said Ms. Brown, "isto try to fasfy al hypotheses. Including your hypothesisthat
teachers should be judged according to their parentage or their membership in agroup. If you find me
teaching something that cannot be adduced from the evidence, then you can make your complaint.
And sinceit seems particularly important to you to avoid any possibility of an idea contaminated by
Hinckley Brown's beliefs, | will drop you from the class... right... now."

By the end of the sentence she was jabbing ingtructions at her desk, which was sitting atop the
podium. Shelooked up. "There. Y ou can leave now and go to the department offices to arrange to be
admitted to adifferent section of thisclass.”

The student was flabbergasted. "I don't want to drop this class.”

"| don't recall asking you what you wanted,” said Ms. Brown. "Y ou'reabigot and a
troublemaker, and | don't have to keep you in my class. That goesfor the rest of you. We will follow
the evidence, wewill challenge idess, but we will not challenge the persond life of the teacher.
Anyone ese want to drop?”’

Inthat moment, John Paul Wigginfel inlove.

Theresalet the exhilaration of Human Community carry her for severa hours. The class hadn't
started well—the Wiggin boy looked to be atroublemaker. Buit it turned out he was as smart as he
was arrogant, and it sparked the brightest kidsin the class, and dl in al it was exactly the kind of thing
Theresa had aways loved about teaching: agroup of people thinking the same thoughts, conceiving
the same universe, becoming, for just afew moments, one.

TheWiggin "boy." She had to laugh at her own attitude. She was probably younger than he was.
But shefdt so old. Sheldd been in grad school for severa years now, and it felt asif the weight of the
world were on her shoulders. It wasn't enough to have her own career to worry about, there wasthe
constant pressure of her father's crusade. Everything she did wasinterpreted by everyone asif her
father were speaking through her, asif he somehow controlled her mind and heart.

Why shouldn't they think so? He did.
But she refused to think about him. She was ascientist, even if she was a bit on the theoretica

side. Shewas not a child anymore. Moreto the point, she was not asoldier in hisarmy, afact that he
had never recognized and never would—especialy now that his"army” was so small and weak.



Then she got beeped for ameseting with the dean.

Grad students didn't get cdled in for meetings with the dean. And the fact thet the secretary
claimed to have no ideawhat the meeting was about or who €l se would be therefilled her with
foreboding.

The late summer weather was quite warm, even thisfar north, but since Theresalived an indoor
life sherarely noticed it. Certainly she hadn't dressed for the afternoon temperature. She was dripping
with swest by the time she got to the graduate school offices, and instead of having afew minutesin
the air-conditioning to cool down, the secretary rushed her right into the dean's office.

Worse and worse.

There was the dean and her entire dissertation committee. And Dr. Howell, who had apparently
returned from retirement just for this occasion. Whatever this occasion was.

They barely took time for the basic courtesies before they broke the newsto her. "The
foundation has decided to withdraw funding unless we remove you from the project.”

"Onwhat grounds?' she asked.

"Y our age, mogtly,” said the dean. ™Y ou are extraordinarily young to be running aresearch
project of this scope.”

"But it'smy project. It only exists because | thought of it."

"l know it seemsunfair,” said the dean. "But we won't let thisinterfere with your progress
toward your doctorate.”

"Won't et it interfere?' Shelaughed in congternation. "It took ayear to get thisgrant, even
though it's one with obvious vaue for the current world stuation. Even if | had anew research project
on the back burner, you can't pretend that thiswon't postpone my degree by years."

"We recognize the problem thisis causing you, but we're prepared to grant you your degree with
aproject of... less... scope.”

"Help me understand this," she said. "Y ou trust me so much that you'd grant me a degree without
caring about my dissertation. Y et you don't trust me enough to let me even take part in avita project
that | desgned. Who'sgoing to run it?"

She looked at her committee chairman. He blushed.

"Thisisn't even your area,” she said to him. "It's nobody's area but mine."

"Asyou sad," her chairman answered, "you designed the project. Well follow your plan exactly.
Whatever data emerges, it will have the same va ue regardless of who headsit up.”

She stood up. "Of course I'm leaving,” she said. ™Y ou can't do thisto me."



"Theresa" said Dr. Howell.

"Oh," said Theresa, "isit your job to get meto go dong with this?*

"Theresa," repeated the old woman. ™Y ou know perfectly well what thisis about.”

"No, | don't," said Theresa.

"Nobody here at thistable will admit it, but... it's only 'mostly’ about how young you are.”
"So what's the 'partly’ that's left over?' asked Theresa.

"l think," said Dr. Howell, "that if your father came out of retirement, suddenly thered be no
objection to one so young running an important research project.”

Theresalooked around at the others. "Y ou can't be serious.”

"Nobody has come out and said it," said the dean, "but they have pointed out that the impetus
for this came from the foundation's main cusomer.”

"The Hegemony," said her chairman.

"So I'm ahostage to my father's politics.”

"Or hisrdigion,” said the dean. "Or whatever it isthat'sdriving him."
"And you'll let your academic program be manipulated for... for..."

"The university depends on grants," said the dean. "Imagine what will happen to usif, one by
one, our grant applications start being refused. The Hegemony has enormous influence. Everywhere.”

"In other words," said Dr. Howell, "there redlly isn't anywhere else you can go. Were one of
the most independent universities, and we aren't free. That's why they're determined to grant you a
doctorate despite the fact that you can't do your research. Because you deserve one, and they know
thisisgrosdy unfar.”

" So what's to stop them from keeping me from teaching, too? Who would even have me? A
Ph.D. who can't show her research—what ajoke I'd be."

"Wed hireyou," said the dean.

"Why?" demanded Theresa. "A charity case? What could | possibly accomplish at auniversity
where| can't do research?’

Dr. Howell sghed. "Because of course you'd continue to run the project. Who el se could
manageit?'

"Without my nameonit," said Theresa.



"It'simportant research,” said Dr. Howell. "The survival of the human raceis at sake. Theresa
war on, you know."

"Then tell that to the foundation and get them to tell the Hegemony to—"

"Theresa," said Dr. Howell. "Y our name won't be on the project. It won't be listed as your
dissertation. But everybody in thefield will know exactly who did it. Y ou'll have atenure track
position here, adoctorate, and a dissertation whose authorship is an open secret. All wereredly
asking you to do isswalow hard and get along with the ridicul ous requirements that have been forced
on us—and no, we will not listen to your decison now. In fact, wewill ignore anything you say or do
for the next three days. Tak to your father. Talk to any of us, dl you want. But no answer until you've
had a chance to get over the shock.”

"Don't treat melikeachild."

"No, my dear," said Dr. Howell. "Our planisto treat you like a human being that we vauetoo
much to... what isyour favorite term?....'throw away." "

The dean stood up. "And with that, we will adjourn this terrible meeting, in the hope that you will
stay with us under these crued circumstances.” And hewalked out of the room.

The members of her committee shook her hand—she accepted their handshakes numbly—and
Dr. Howell hugged her and whispered, "Y our father's war will have many casuaties beforeit's
through. Y ou may bleed for him, but for God's sake, please don't die for him. Professonaly
spesking.”

The meeting—and, quite possibly, her career—was over.

John Paul spotted her crossing the quad and made it apoint to be leaning against the sair rail at
the entrance to the Human Sciences building.

"lsn'tit alittle hot for aswesater?' he asked.

She paused, looking at him just long enough that he figured she must be trying to remember who
he was.

"Wiggin," shesad.

"John Paul," he added, holding out his hand.

Shelooked &t it, then at hisface. "Isn't it alittle hot for aswegter,” she said vagudly.

"Funny, | wasjust thinking that," said John Paul. Clearly this girl was distracted by something.

"|sthis some technique that works for you? Telling agirl sheis dressed ingppropriately? Or isit
merely the mention of clothing that ought to come off?"



"Wow," said John Paul. ™Y ou saw right to my soul. And yes, it works on most women. | haveto
beat them back with astick.”

Agan amomentary pause. Only thistime he didn't wait for her to come up with some put-down.
If he was going to recover any chance, it would take some fast misdirection.

"I'm sorry that | spoke the thought that came into my head,” said John Paul. "l said 'Isnt it alittle
hot for a sweater? becauseit'salittle hot for a sweater. And because | wanted to seeif you had a
minute | could talk to you."

"l dont," said Ms. Brown. She walked past him toward the door of the building.

Hefollowed. "Actudly, we'rein the middle of your office hoursright now, aren't we?"

"So goto my office," shesaid.

"Mindif | wak with you?

She stopped. "It's not my office hours,” she said.

"I knew | should have checked," he said.

She pushed open the door and entered the building.

Hefollowed. "Look at it this way—there won't be aline outside your door."

"| teach alow-prestige, bad-time-of-day section of Human Community,” said Ms. Brown.
"There's never aline outside my door."

"Long enough | ended up clear out there," said John Paul.

They were at the foot of the stairs leading up to the second floor. She faced him again. "Mr.
Wiggin, you are better than average when it comesto cleverness, and perhaps another day | might
have enjoyed our badinage.”

He grinned. A woman who would say "badinage” to aman was rare—atiny subset of the
women who actualy knew the word.

"Yes, yes" shesad, asif trying to answer hissmile. "Today isn't agood day. | won't seeyou in
my office. | have thingson my mind."

"1 have nothing on mine," said John Paul, "and I'm agood listener, amazingly discreet.”
She waked on up the stairs ahead of him. "I find that hard to believe.”

"Oh, you can believeit," he said. "Practicaly everything in my school records, for insance, isa
lie, and yet | never tell anybody.”

Again it took her amoment to get the joke, but this time she answered with one yip of laughter.



Progress.

"Ms. Brown," hesaid, "I realy did want to talk to you about ideas from class. Whatever you
might have thought, | wasn't coming on to you with someline, and I'm not trying to be clever with you.
| wasjust surprised that you seem to be teaching aversion of Human Community that isn't likethe
standard stuff—I mean, there's nothing about it in the textbook, which isall about primates and
bonding and hierarchies—"

"WEell be covering dl that.”

"It's been along time since I've had a professor who knew things | hadn't dready learned
through my own reading.”

"l don't know things" shesaid. "I'm trying to find out things. Thereés adifference.”
"Ms. Brown," said John Paul, "I'm not going to go away."

She stopped at the door of her office. "And why isthat? Apart from the fact that | could take
that as athrest to stalk me.

"Ms. Brown," said John Paul. "l think you might be smarter than me."
Shelaughed in hisface. "Of course I'm smarter than you."

He pointed at her triumphantly. " See? And you're arrogant about it, too. We have so muchin
common. Areyou redly going to shut thisdoor in my face?'

She shut the door in hisface.

Theresatried to work on her next lecture. Shetried to read severa scientific journals. She
couldn't concentrate. All she could think about was them taking her project away from her—not the
work, just the credit. Shetried to convince hersdlf that what mattered was the science, not the
prestige. She was not one of those pathetic on-the-make grad students who were al about career,
with research serving as no more than astepping stone. It was the research itsdlf that she cared about.
So why not recognize the palitica redlities, accept their quidingesque "offer," and be content?

It's not about the credit. It's about the Hegemony perverting the whole system of scienceasa
means of extortion. Not that scienceis particularly pure, except compared to politics.

Shefound hersdlf displaying the data of her sudents on her desk, calling up their picturesand
records and glancing at them. In the back of her mind she knew she was|ooking for John Paull
Wiggin. What he had said about his school records being alie intrigued her. And looking him up was
such atrivid task that she could do it even while fretting over what they were doing to her.

John Paul Wiggin. Second child of Brian and Anne Wiggin; older brother named Andrew. Born
in Racine, Wisconsin, so apparently he was an expert on what weather was appropriate for swegters.
Straight Asin the Racine public school system. Graduated ayear early, valedictorian, lots of clubs,



three years of soccer. Exactly what the admissions people were looking for. And his record here was
just as good—nothing lessthan an A, and not an easy course onthelist. A year younger than her.
And yet... no declared mgjor, which suggested that even though he had enough credit hoursthat he
could graduate at the end of thisyear, he fill hadn't settled on afield of study.

A bright dilettante. A time-wagter.

Except that hesaid it was dl alie.

Which parts? Surely not the grades—he was clearly bright enough to earn them. And what else
could possibly be alie? What would be the point?

Hewas just aboy trying to be intriguing. He spotted that she was young for ateacher, and in his
school-centered life, the teacher was at the pinnacle of prestige. Maybe hetried to ingratiate himself
with al histeachers. If he became a problem, she'd have to ask around and seeif it was a pattern.

The desk beeped to tell her she had acall.

She pressed NO PICTURE and then ANSWER. She knew who it was, of course, even though
no identity or telephone number appeared.

"Héllo, Father," shesaid.

"Turn on the picture, darlin’, I want to see your face."

"You'll have to search through your memory," she said. "Father, | don't want to talk right now.”
"Those bastards can't do thisto you."

"Yesthey can."

"I'm sorry, darlin', | never meant my own decisonsto impinge on you."

"If the Buggers blow up planet Earth,” she said, "because you aren't there to stop them, that will
impingeonme.

"And if we defeat the Buggers but weve lost everything that makesit worth being human—"
"Father, don't give me the sstump speech, I've got it down pat.”

"Darlin’, I'mjust saying that | wouldn't have donethisif I'd known they'd try to take away your

"Oh, right, you'll put the whole human race at risk, but not your daughter's career.”
"I'm not putting anything at risk. They dready have everything | know. I'm atheorig, not a

commander—it's acommander they need now, awhole different skill set. Sothisisredly just... what,
their fit of pique because my leaving the |.F. was bad public relations for them and—"



"Father, didn't you notice that | didn't cdl you?"

"You only just found out."

"Y es, and who told you? Someone from the school ?*

"No, it was Grasdolf, he hasafriend at the foundation and—"

"Exactly.”

Father sghed. "Y ou're such acynic."

"What good doesit do to take ahostage if you don't send aransom note?’

"Grasdolf isafriend, they'rejust usng him, and | meant what | said about—"

"Father, you might think, for amoment, that you'd give up your quixotic crusade in order to
make my life easier, but the fact isyou won't, and you know it and | know it. | don't even want you
to giveit up. | don't even care. All right? So your conscienceis clear, their attempt at extortion was
bound to fail, the schoal istaking care of me after their fashion, and hey, I've got asmart, cute, and
annoyingly conceited boy in one of my classestrying to hit on me, so lifeisjust about perfect.”

"Aren't you just the noblest martyr.”

"See how quickly it turnsinto afight?"

"Because you won't talk to me, you just say whatever you think will make me go away."

"Apparently | ill haven't found it. But am | getting warm?"

"Why do you do this? Why do you close the door on everybody who cares about you?”

"Asfar as| know, I've only closed the door on people who want something from me.”

"And what do you think | want?'

"To be known asthe most brilliant military theorist of dl time and ill have your family as
devoted to you as we might have been if we had actualy known you. And see? | don't want this
conversation, weve been through it al before, and when | hang up on you, which I'm about to do,
please don't keep calling me back and leaving pathetic messages on my desk. And yes, | loveyou
and I'm really fine about this so it's over, period, good-bye.”

She hung up.

Only then was she ableto cry.

Tears of frudtration, that'sdl they were. Nothing. She needed the release. It wouldn't even

matter if other people knew she was crying—aslong as her research was dispassionate, she didn't
haveto live that way.



When she stopped crying she laid her head down on her arms on the desk and maybe she even
dozed for awhile. Must have done. It was late afternoon. She was hungry and she needed to pee.
She hadn't eaten since breskfast and she dways got lightheaded about four if she skipped lunch.

The student records were still on her desk. She wiped them and got up and straightened her
sweaty clothing and thought, It redly istoo warm for asweater, especialy adoppy thick bulky one
likethis. But she didn't have a shirt on undernesth so there was no solution for it, sheld just haveto go
home asabal of swest.

If she ever went home during daylight hours she might have learned to dressin away that would
be adaptable to afternoon temperatures. But right now she had no interest &t al in working late.
Somebody else's name would be on anything she did, right? Screw them all and the grants they rode
inon.

She opened the door...

And there was the Wiggin boy, sitting with his back to the door, laying out plastic Slverware on
paper ngpkins. The smell of hot food nearly made her step back into the office.

Helooked up at her but did not smile. " Spring rollsfrom Hunan," he said, " chicken satay from
My Thai, salads from Garden Green, and if you want to wait afew more minutes, we've got stuffed
mushrooms from Trompe L'Oeuf.”

"All I want," she said, "isto pee. | don't want to do it on insane students camped at my door, o
if you'd moveto oneside..."

He moved.

When she had washed up she thought of not going back to her office. The office door had
locked behind her. She had her purse. She owed nothing to this boy.

But curiosity got the better of her. She wasn't going to eat any of the food, but she had to find
out the answer to one question.

"How did you know when | was coming out?" she demanded, as she stood over the picnic he
had prepared.

"l didn't," he said. "The pizza and the burritos hit the garbage haf an hour ago and fifteen minutes
ago, respectively.”

"Y ou mean you've been ordering food at intervals so that—"

" S0 that whenever you came out, thereld be something hot and/or fresh.”

"And/or?'

He shrugged. "If you don't likeit, that's fine. Of course, I'm on abudget becausewhat | liveonis

whatever they pay mefor custodid work in the physical sciences building, so thisishaf my week's
wages down thetoilet if you don' likeit."



"Youredly arealiar,” shesaid. "I know what they pay part-time custodians and it would take
you two weeksto pay for al this."

"S0o | guess pity won't get you to Sit down and eat with me.”

"Yesitwill," shesad. "But not pity for you."

"For whom, then?' he asked.

"For mysdf, of course,” she said, sitting down. "1 wouldn't touch the mushrooms—I'm dlergic to
shiitake and Oeuf seemsto think they're the only true mushroom. And the satay is bound to be cold

because they never serveit hot even in the restaurant.”

He wafted a paper napkin over her crossed legs and handed her aknife and fork. "So do you
want to know which part of my recordsarealie?' he asked.

"l don't care," shesaid, "and | didn't look up your records.”

He pointed to hisown desk. "I long since installed my own monitoring software in the database.
| know whenever my stuff gets accessed, and by whom."

"That's absurd,” she said. "They sweep for viruses on the school system twice aday.”

"They sweep for known viruses and detectable anomalies,” he said.

"But you tell your secret to me?”

"Only becauseyou lied to me," said the Wiggin boy. "Habitud liarsdon't rat each other out.”

"All right," she said. Meaning, dl right, what's the lie? But then she tasted her spring roll and said,
"All right," again, thistime meaning, Good food, just right.

"Glad you liked them. | have them cut down on the ginger, which dlowsthe taste of the
vegetables to come through. Though of coursel dip them in thisincredibly robust
soy-and-chili-and-mustard sauce, so | have no ideawhat they actualy taste like."

"Let metry the sauce," she said. He wasright, it was so good she contempl ated pouring some
on her sdlad asdressing. Or just drinking it from the little plastic cup.

"And in case you wanted to know what part of my recordsisalie, | can give you thewholelist:
Everything. The only true statement in my recordsis'the.""

"That's absurd. Who would do that? What's the point? Are you some protected witnessto a
hideous crime?'

"1 wasn't born in Wisconsin, | wasborn in Poland. | lived theretill | wassix. | wasonly in Racine
for two weeks prior to coming here, so if | met anybody from there, | could talk about landmarks and
convincethem I'd redlly lived there.”



"Poland," she said. And, because of her father's crusade against the population laws, she
couldn't help but register the fact that it was a noncompliant country.

"Yep, wereillega emigrants from Poland. Slipped past the web of Hegemony guards. Or
maybe we should say, sub-legd.”

To peoplelike that, Hinckley Brown was ahero. "Oh," she said, disappointed. "I see. This
picnic isn't about me, it's about my father.”

"Why, who's your father?" asked John Paul.
"Oh, come on, Wiggin, you heard the girl in classthismorning. My father isHinckley Brown."
John Paul shrugged asif held never heard of him.

"Comeon," shesad. "It wasdl over thevidslast year. My father resigns from the|.F. because
of the populations laws, and your family isfrom Poland. Coincidence? | don't think so.

Helaughed. "Y ou redly are suspicious.”
"l can't believe you didn't get Hunan wontons.”
"Didn't know if you'd like them. They're an acquired taste. | wanted to play it safe.”

"By spreading a picnic on the floor in front of my office door, and throwing away whatever food
got cold before | came out? How safe can you get?!

"Let'ssee” sad Wiggin. "Other lies. Oh, my nameisnt Wiggin, it's Wieczorek. And | have way
morethan onesb.”

"Vdedictorian?' shesaid.

"I would have been, except | persuaded the administration to skip over me."

"Why isthat?'

"Don't want any pictures. Don't want any resentment from other students.”

"Ah, arecluse. Wdll, that explainseverything."

"It doesn't explain why you were crying in your office,” said the Wiggin boy.

She reached into her mouth and took out the last bite of spring roll, which she had only just put
in. "Sorry | can't return any of the other used food," she said. "But you can't buy my persona lifefor

the price of afew takeout items." She set the morsel of sdiva-covered spring roll on her ngpkin.

"You think | didn't notice what they did to your project?" asked the Wiggin boy. "Firing you
from it when it'syour own idea. I'd've cried, too."



"I'mnot fired," shesaid.

"Scuzi, belladona, but the records don't lie."

"That'sthe most ridiculous...” Then she redized that he was grinning.
"Haha" shesad.

"I don't want to buy your persond life," said the Wiggin boy. "I want to learn everything you
know about Human Community."

"Then cometo class. And next time bring the treats there, to share.”

"Thetreats,” said the Wiggin boy, "aren't for sharing. They'refor you."

"Why?What do you want from me?"

"1 want to be the one who, when | telephone you, | never make you cry."

"At the moment,” she said, "you're only making me want to scream.”

"That will pass" said the Wiggin boy. "Oh, and another lieismy age. I'm really two years older
than the records say. They started mein American schools late, because | had to learn English and...

there were certain complications about a contract that they asserted | had no intention of fulfilling. But
after they gave up, they changed my age so nobody would see how chronologically misplaced | was.

IITl'.MI
"The Hegemony," said the Wiggin boy.

Only he wasn't amere boy, she supposed. A man. John Paul Wiggin. It was wrenching to start
thinking of him with aname. Unprofessiond. Perilous. ™Y ou actudly got the Hegemony to give up?’

"l don't know that they gave up completdly. | think they merely changed goas.”
"All right, now I'm actudly curious."

"Ingtead of being irritated and hungry?"

"In addition to those."

"Curious about what?'

"What was your quarrdl with the Hegemony?'

"Thel.F., actualy. They thought | ought to go to Battle School."

"They can't force you to do that."



"1 know. But as a condition of going to Battle Schooal | got them to move my whole family out of
Poland first and set things up so that the sanctions againgt oversized families didn't apply to us.”

"Those sanctions are enforced in America, too."

"Yes, if you makeabigded about it,” said John Paul. "Like your father. Like your whole
church."

"Not my church."

"Right, of course, you're the only person in history who is completely immuneto her rdligious
upbringing.”

She wanted to argue with him, but she knew the science his assertion was based on that showed
the impossibility of escaping from the core worldview ingtilled in children by their parents. Even though
she had long since repudiated it, it was still ingde her, so that there was a constant argument, her
parents voices sniping a her, her own inner voice arguing with them. " Even people who just quietly
have lots of children get zapped by the law,” she said.

"My older sbswere set up with relatives. Enough of us were boarded out that there were never
more than two children home. We were called nieces and nephews when we 'visited." "

"And they still maintained dl thisfor you, even after you refused to go to Battle School 7!

"Sort of," said John Paul. "They actualy made me go to ground school for awhile, but | went on
strike. And then they talked about sending usal back to Poland or getting sanctions against usherein
America”

"Sowhy didn't they?'

"I hed the dedl inwriting."

"Since when hasthat ever stopped a determined government?”

"Oh, it wasn't because the contract was particularly enforceable. It wasthe fact that it existed at
al. | merely threatened to make it public. And they couldn't deny that they had fiddled with the
population laws because here we were, physica evidence that they had made an exception.”

"Government can make dl kinds of inconvenient evidence disappear.”

"1 know," said John Paul. "Whichiswhy | think they gill have an agenda. They couldn't get me
into Battle School, but they let me stay herein Americaand my wholefamily, too. Like the devil inall
the old sdll-your-soul stories, they're going to collect sometime.”

"And that doesn't bother you?'

"I'll dedl with it when their plan emerges. So what about you? Their plan for you isdready quite
cea.”



"Not redly," she said. "On the surface, it looks like typica Hegemony behavior—punish the
daughter to get the highly visible father to cease his rebellion againgt the population laws.
Unfortunately, my father grew up on the movie'A Man for All Seasons and he thinks he's Thomas
More. | think it only disgppointed him that it was my head they cut off instead of his, professondly

Spesking.”

"Only you think therés moreto it than that?'

"The dean and my committee are till going to give me my degree and have me head the
project—I'm just not going to get any credit for it. Well, that's annoying, yes, but inthe long run it's
trivid. Don't you think?*

"Maybe they think you're a careerist likethey dl are.”

"But they know my father's not. They can't actudly think thiswould make him givein. Or that it
would even get metotry to pressure him."

"Don't underestimate the stupidity of the government.”

"Thisiswartime,” shesad. "An emergency they redly believein. Thetolerancefor idiotsin
powerful postionsisvery low right now. No, | don't think they're stupid. | think | don't understand
ther planyet.”

He nodded. " So we're both waiting to see what they havein mind.”

"l suppose.”

"And you're going to stay here and head your project.”

"For now."

"Onceyou gart, you won' let go until you have your results.”

"Some of the resultswon't bein for twenty years."

"Longitudind sudy?'

"Observationd, redly. And in asenseit's absurd—trying to mathematicize history. But I've st
up the criteriafor measuring the key components of long-lived civil societies, and the triggers that
collapse acivil society back into tribalism. Isit possblefor acivitasto last forever? Or is breskdown
an inevitable product of a successful civil society? Or isthere ahunger for the tribe that dwaysworks
itsway to the surface? Right now it doesn't look good for the human race. My preiminary assessment
showsthat when acivil society is mature and successful, the citizens become complacent and to
satisfy various needs they reinvent tribes that eventualy collgpse the society from theingde.”

"So both failure and success lead to failure”

"The only question iswhether it'sinevitable."



"Sounds like useful information.”

"] can tell them right now that population controls are about as stupid amove asthey could
meke."

"Depending on the god," said John Paul.

She thought about that for amoment. ™Y ou mean they might not be trying to make the
Hegemony lagt?'

"What is the Hegemony? Just a collection of nations that banded together to fight off one enemy.
What if wewin? Why would the Hegemony be permitted to continue? Why would nations like this
one submit to authority?"

"They might, if the Hegemony were well-governed.”

"That'sthefear. If only afew nationswant out, then the others might hold them dl in, like the
North did to the South in the American Civil War. So if you intend to break up the Hegemony, you
make sure as many nations and tribes as possible detest it and regard it as an oppressor.”

Widll, aren't | the stupid one, thought Theresa. In dl these years, neither Father nor | has ever
questioned the motive of the population laws. "Do you redly think there's anybody in the Hegemony
who's subtle enough to think of something like that?"

"It doesn't take alot. A few key players. Why do they make such adivisive program the
absolute linchpin of the war program? The population laws don't help the economy. We have plenty
of raw materias, and wed actually accomplish more, fagter, if we had a steadily growing world
population. On every count it's counterproductive. And yet it's the one dogma that nobody daresto
question. Like the way the class reacted when you just touched on the subject this morning.”

"So if thelagt thing they want isfor the Hegemony to last, why would they alow my project to
continue?'

"Maybe the people who push for the population laws aren't the same people as the oneswho
areletting your project go on under thetable.”

"And if my father were ill in the game, he might even know who."
"Or not. Hewas with the I.F. These people might be non-military. Might be within various

nationa governments and not in the Hegemony at dl. What if your project isbeing quietly supported
by the American government while they make a show of enforcing the population lawsfor the

Hegemony?"
"Either way, I'mjusgt atool.”

"Comeon, Theresa," he said. "We're dl toolsin somebody's kit. But that doesn't mean we can't
make tools out of other people. Or figure out interesting thingsto use oursdlvesfor."”

When he cdled her by name, it annoyed her. Well, maybe not annoyed. Shefelt something,



anyway, and it made her uncomfortable. "Thiswas avery good picnic, Mr. Wiggin, but I'm afraid you
think it's changed our relationship.”

"Of courseit has," said John Paul, "'since we didn't have one and now we do."
"We had one—teacher and student."

"Wedlill havethat one—in class"

"That'sthe only one we have."

"Not realy," said John Paul. "Because I'm dso ateacher and you're a student, when it comesto
thethings | know and you don't."

"I'll let you know when that happens. I'll enroll inyour class."

"We make each other think better," he said. "Together, were smarter. And when you consider
how incredibly bright we both are gpart, it's downright scary to combine us."

"Intellectua nuclear fuson,” she said, mocking theidea.
Only it wasn't mockery, wasit? It was quite possibly true.
"Of course, our relationship is grosdy unbaanced,” said John Paul.

"In what way?" she asked, suspecting that he would find some clever way of saying that he was
Smarter or more credtive.

"Because I'm in love with you," said John Paul, "and you il think I'm an annoying student.”

She knew what she ought to fedl. She ought to find his attentions touching and sweet. She dso
knew what she ought to do. She should immediately tell him that while she wasflattered by his
fedlings, they would never lead to anything because she didn't have those fedings toward him and
never would.

Only shedidn't know that. Not for sure. There was something breathtaking about his declaring
himsdf likethis

"We only met today," shesaid.

"Andwhat | fed isonly thefirs gtirring of love," he said. "If you treat melike ahairball, then of
course I'll get over it. But | don't want to get over it. | want to keep getting to know you better and
better, so | can love you more and more. | think you're amatch for me, and more than a match.
Where eseam | ever going to find awoman who just might be smarter than | am?”

"Sincewhen isthat what aman islooking for?"

"Only stupid men trying to seem smart need to be with dumb women. Only weak men trying to
look strong are attracted to compliant women. Surdly there's something about that in Human



Community.”

" S0 you saw me this morning and—"

"I heard you thismorning, | talked with you, you made methink, | made you think, and it was
eectric. It wasjust as dectric amoment ago aswe sat here trying to outguess the Hegemony. | think
they ought to be scared to desth, having the two of us Sitting here together plotting against them.”

"|sthat what we were doing?'

"We both hate them," said John Paull.

"l don't know that | do,” said Theresa. "My father does. But I'm not my father."

"Y ou hate the Hegemony because it isn't what it pretendsto be," said John Paul. "If it wereredly
agovernment of the whole human race, with acommitment to democracy and fairness and growth
and freedom, then neither of uswould opposeit. Instead it's merely atemporary aliance which leaves
alot of evil governmentsintact underneath its umbrella. And now that we know that those
governments are manipulating thingsto try to make sure the Hegemony never becomesthe thing we
want it to be, then what are two brilliant kids like usto do, except plot to overthrow the present
Hegemony and put something better in its place?’

"I'm not intereted in politics.”

"Y ou live and breathe palitics," said John Paul. "Y ou just cdl it ‘community studies and pretend
you're only interested in observing and understanding. But someday you'll have children and they'll live
in thisworld and you dreedy care very much what kind of world they livein.”

Shedidnt likethisat al. "What makesyou think | intend ever to have children?’

Hejust chuckled.

"1'm certainly not going to havethem,” she said, "in order to flout the population laws."

"Comeon," said John Paul. "I've aready read the textbook. It's one of the basic principles of
community studies. Even people who think they don't want to reproduce still make most of their
decisons asif they were active reproducers.”

"With exceptions.”

"Pathological ones," said John Paul. "Y ou're hedthy.”

"Areadl Polish men asarrogant and intrusive and rude asyou?'

"Few measure up to my standards, but most try."

"So you decided in classthat | was going to be the mother of your children?’

"Theresa," said John Paul, "we're both at prime reproductive age. We both size up everyone we



see as potential reproductive partners.”
"Maybe | szed you up differently from the way you sized me up.”

"1 know you did," said John Paul. "But my endeavor for the next while isto make mysdlf
irresdibleto you."

"Didn't it occur to you that saying it right out loud would be extremely off-putting?”

"Comeon," said John Paul. "Y ou knew what | was about from the sart. What would |
accomplish by pretending?’

"Maybe | want to be courted alittle. | have dl the needs of an ordinary human femae."

"Excuseme," said John Paul, "but some women would think that | was making a pretty damn
good start at courting you. Y ou get redlly bad news, you have abad phone conversation, you cry in
your office, and when you come out, here | am, with comfort food that you know I've goneto alot of
trouble to prepare for you, without your asking—and | tell you that | love you and my intention isto
be your partner in science, politics, and family-making. | think that's damned romantic.”

"W, yes. But something's<till missing.”

"1 know. | waswaiting for just the right moment to tell you how much | want to teke that
ridiculous swester off of you. | thought I'd wait, though, until you wanted meto do it so badly that you
amog couldn't stand it."

Shefound hersef laughing and blushing. "1t1l be along time before that happens, buster.”

"Aslong asit takes. I'm aPolish Catholic boy. The kind of girl we marry isthe kind that doesn't
giveyou the milk until you buy the cow.”

"That's such an attractive andogy."

"What about 'Eggs until you buy the chicken'?"

"Try 'Bacon until you buy the pig"?"

"Ouch," hesad. "But if youingg, I'll try to think of you in porcineterms.”

"Y ou're not going to kissmetonight.”

"Who'd want to? Y ou have salad in your teeth.”

"I'm too emotiondly on edge to make any kind of rationa decision right now."
"| was counting on that."

"And herésathought,” shesaid. "What if thisistheir plan?"



"Whose plan?'

"Them. The same them we've been talking about. What if the reason they didn't send you back
to Poland is because they wanted you to marry areally smart girl—maybe the daughter of the world's
leading military theoretician. Of course, they couldn't be sure you'd end up in my section of Human
Community.”

"Yes, they could,” he said thoughtfully.

"Ah," shesaid. "So you didn't want my section.”

He stared at the remnants of the food. "What an interesting idea. We might be somebody'sidea
of aeugenicsprogram.”

"Ever since co-ed colleges began,” she said, "it's been amarriage market for people with money
to meet and marry people with brains."

"Andviceversa"

"But sometimes two people with brains get together."
"And when they have babies, watch out.”

Then they both burst out laughing.

"That isway arrogant, even for me," said John Paul. "Asif you and | were so vauable that they'd
bet the farm on usfaling inlove with each other."

"Maybe they knew we were both so irresstibly charming that if we ever met, we couldn't help
fdlinginlove"

"It's happening to me," said John Paul.

"Well, it'snot hgppeningto meat dl," she said.

"Oh, but I do loveachdlenge.”

"What if wefind out that it'strue? That they redly are pushing us together?"

"Sowhat?" said John Paul. "What does it maiter if, by following my heart, | dso fulfill someone
dsgsplan?’

"What if wedon' likethe plan?' shesaid. "What if thisislike Rumpddtiltskin? What if we have
to give up what we love best in order to have what we want mogt?'

"Or viceversa."

"I'm not joking."



"Neither am 1," said John Paul. "Even in cultures where marriages are arranged by the parents,
you're never actudly forbidden to fal in love with your mate.”

"I'mnot inlove, Mr. Wiggin."

"All right then," hesad. "Tdl meto go avay."

She said nothing.

"You aren't teling meto go away."

"l should,” shesaid. "Infact, | aready did, severa times, and you didn't go."

"I wanted to make sure you knew exactly what you were throwing away. But now that you've
eaten my food and heard my confessions, I'm ready to take no for an answer, if you want to say it."

"Well, I'm not going to say it. Aslong as you understand that not saying no doesn't mean yes."
Helaughed. "I understand that. | aso understand that not saying yes doesn't mean no."

"In some circumstances. About somethings.”

"Sothekissisgill adefiniteno?' hesaid.

"l have sdlad in my teeth, remember?'

He got up onto his knees, leaned over to her, and kissed her lightly on the cheek. "No teeth, no
sdad," hesad.

"l don't even likeyou yet," she said. "And here you aretaking liberties.”

He kissed her forehead. "Y ou redlize that about three dozen people have seen us Sitting here
egting. And any one of them might walk by and see mekissing you."

"Scandd," shesaid.

"Ruin," hesaid.

"WEell be reported to the authorities,” she said.

"It might just makether day," he sad.

And sinceit was an emotiond day, and sheredly did like him, and her fedingswerein such a
turmoil that she didn't know what was right or good or wise, she yielded to impulse and kissed him
back. Onthelips. A brief childlikekiss, but akissal the same.

Then the mushrooms came, and while John Paul paid for them and tipped the ddlivery girl,

Theresaleaned against the door of her office and tried to think about what had happened today, what
was il happening with this Wiggin boy, what might happen in the future, with her career, with her



life, with him.
Nothing was clear. Nothing was certain.

And yet, despite al the bad things that had happened and all the tears she had shed, she couldn't
help but think that today had been, on balance, avery good day.

ENDER'SGAME

"Whatever your gravity iswhen you get to the door, remember—the enemy's gate is down. If
you step through your own door like you're out for astrall, you're abig target and you deserve to get
hit. With more than aflasher.” Ender Wiggin paused and looked over the group. Most were just
watching him nervoudy. A few understanding. A few sullen and resisting.

Firgt day with thisarmy, dl fresh from the teacher squads, and Ender had forgotten how young
new kids could be. HEd been init for three years, they'd had six months—nobody over nine years
old in the whole bunch. But they were his. At eleven, he was hdf ayear early to be acommander.
Hed had atoon of hisown and knew afew tricks, but there were forty in his new army. Green. All
marksmen with aflasher, al in top shape, or they wouldn't be here—but they were all just aslikely as
not to get wiped out first time into battle.

"Remember,” he went on, "they can't see you till you get through that door. But the second
you're out, they'll be on you. So hit that door the way you want to be when they shoot at you. Legs
up under you, going straight down.” He pointed at a sullen kid who looked like he was only seven,
the smallest of them dl. "Which way isdown, greenoh!”

"Toward the enemy door." The answer was quick. It was aso surly, asif to say, Y eah, yeah,
now get on with theimportant stuff.

"Name, kid?'

"Bean."

"Get that for sze or for brains?'

Bean didn't answer. Therest laughed alittle. Ender had chosen right. Thiskid was younger than
the rest, must have been advanced because he was sharp. The others didn't like him much, they were
happy to see him taken down alittle. Like Ender'sfirst commander had taken him down.

"Well, Bean, you'eright onto things. Now | tell you this, nobody's gonna get through that door
without agood chance of getting hit. A ot of you are going to be turned into cement somewhere.
Make sureit'syour legs. Right? If only your legs get hit, then only your legs get frozen, and in nullo
that's no sweat." Ender turned to one of the dazed ones. "What're legs for? Hmmm?'

Blank gare. Confusion. Stammer.

"Forget it. GuessI'll haveto ask Bean here."



"Legsarefor pushing off walls." Still bored.

"Thanks, Bean. Get that, everybody?' They dl got it, and didn't like getting it from Bean. "Right.
Y ou can't seewith legs, you can't shoot with legs, and most of thetimethey just get in theway. If
they get frozen sticking straight out you've turned yoursdlf into a blimp. No way to hide. So how do

legsgo?'

A few answered thistime, to prove that Bean wasn't the only one who knew anything. "Under
you. Tucked up under."

"Right. A shidd. You're knedling on ashield, and the shield isyour own legs. And thereés atrick
to the suits. Even when your legs are flashed, you can still kick off. I've never seen anybody do it but
me—but youredl gonnalearn it.”

Ender Wiggin turned on hisflasher. It glowed faintly greenin hishand. Then helet himsdlf risein
the weightless workout room, pulled hislegs under him as though he were knedling, and flashed both
of them. Immediately his suit stiffened at the knees and ankles, so that he couldn't bend &t all.

"Okay, I'm frozen, see?'

He was floating ameter above them. They al looked up at him, puzzled. He leaned back and
caught one of the handholds on thewall behind him, and pulled himsdlf flush againgt thewall.

"I'm stuck at awall. If | had legs, I'd uselegs, and string myself out like astring bean, right?”
They laughed.

"But | don't havelegs, and that's better, got it? Because of this" Ender jackknifed at thewal <,
then straightened out violently. He was across the workout room in only a moment. From the other
side he caled to them. "Got that? | didn't use hands, so | till had use of my flasher. And | didn't have
my legsfloating five feet behind me. Now watch it again.”

He repeated the jackknife, and caught a handhold on the wall near them. "Now, | don't just
want you to do that when they've flashed your legs. | want you to do that when you've ill got legs,
becauseit's better. And because they'll never be expecting it. All right now, everybody up intheair
and knedling."

Mogt were up in afew seconds. Ender flashed the stragglers, and they dangled, helplesdy
frozen, while the others laughed. "When | give an order, you move. Got it? When we're at the door
and they clear it, I'll be giving you ordersin two seconds, as soon as | see the setup. And when | give
the order you better be out there, because whoever's out there first is going to win, unless he'safool.
I'm not. And you better not be, or I'll have you back in the teacher squads.” He saw more than afew
of them gulp, and the frozen oneslooked at him with fear. "Y ou guys who are hanging there. You
watch. You'l thaw out in about fifteen minutes, and let's seeif you can catch up to the others.”

For the next half hour Ender had them jackknifing off walls. He called a stop when he saw that
they al had the basic idea. They were agood group, maybe. They'd get better.

"Now you're warmed up,” he said to them, "well start working.”



Ender wasthe last one out after practice, since he stayed to help some of the dower ones
improve on technique. They'd had good teachers, but like al armiesthey were uneven, and some of
them could be aredl drawback in battle. Their first battle might be weeks away. It might be
tomorrow. A schedule was never posted. The commander just woke up and found a note by his
bunk, giving him the time of his battle and the name of his opponent. So for the first while he was
going to drive his boys until they werein top shape—all of them. Ready for anything, at any time.
Strategy was nice, but it was worth nothing if the soldiers couldn't hold up under the Strain.

Heturned the corner into the residence wing and found himsdlf face to face with Bean, the
seven-year-old he had picked on dl through practice that day. Problems. Ender didn't want problems
right now.

"Ho, Bean."

"Ho, Ender."

Pause.

"Sir," Ender said softly.

"We're not on duty."

"In my army, Bean, we're dways on duty.” Ender brushed past him.

Bean's high voice piped up behind him. "I know what you're doing, Ender, sir, and I'm warning
you."

Ender turned dowly and looked at him. "Warning me?"

"I'm the best man you've got. But I'd better be treated likeit."

"Or what?' Ender amiled menacingly.

"Or I'll be the worst man you've got. One or the other.”

"And what do you want? Love and kisses?' Ender was getting angry now.

Bean was unworried. "l want atoon.”

Ender walked back to him and stood looking down into hiseyes. "I'll giveatoon," hesad, "to
the boyswho prove they're worth something. They've got to be good soldiers, they've got to know
how to take orders, they've got to be able to think for themselvesin apinch, and they've got to be
able to keep respect. That's how I got to be acommander. That's how you'll get to be atoon leader.
Got it?"

Bean amiled. "That'sfair. If you actually work that way, I'll be atoon leader in amonth.”



Ender reached down and grabbed the front of his uniform and shoved himinto thewall. "When |
say | work acertain way, Bean, then that's the way | work."

Bean just smiled. Ender let go of him and waked away, and didn't ook back. He was sure,

without looking, that Bean was dill watching, dill smiling, dill just alittle contemptuous. He might
make a good toon leader at that. Ender would keep an eye on him.

Captain Graff, six foot two and alittle chubby, stroked his belly as he leaned back in his chair.
Across hisdesk sat Lieutenant Anderson, who was earnestly pointing out high points on achart.

"Hereitis, Captain," Anderson said. "Ender's dready got them doing atactic that's going to
throw off everyone who meetsit. Doubled their speed.”

Graff nodded.

"And you know histest scores. He thinkswell, too."

Graff smiled. "All true, dl true, Anderson, he'safine student, showsred promise.”
They waited.

Graff sghed. "So what do you want meto do?"

"Ender'sthe one. HE's got to be.”

"Hell never beready in time, Lieutenant. He's deven, for heavens sake, man, what do you want,
amirade?'

"1 want him into battles, every day starting tomorrow. | want him to have ayear's worth of
battlesin amonth.”

Graff shook his head. "That would be hisarmy in the hospita "

"No, sr. He's getting them into form. And we need Ender.”

"Correction, Lieutenant. We need somebody. Y ou think it's Ender."

"All right, | think it's Ender. Which of the commandersif itisnt him?"

"I don't know, Lieutenant." Graff ran his hands over hisdightly fuzzy bad head. "These are
children, Anderson. Do you redize that? Ender's army is nine years old. Are we going to put them
againg the older kids? Arewe going to put them through hell for amonth like that?"

Lieutenant Anderson leaned even farther over Graffs desk.

"Ender's test scores, Captain!™



"I've seen his bloody test scores! 1've watched him in battle, I've listened to tapes of histraining
sessions, |'ve watched his deep patterns, I've heard tapes of his conversationsin the corridorsand in
the bathrooms, I'm more aware of Ender Wiggin that you could possibly imagine! And againgt al the
arguments, againg his obvious qudities, I'm weighing onething. | have this picture of Ender ayear
from now, if you have your way. | see him completely usdless, worn down, afailure, because he was
pushed farther than he or any living person could go. But it doesn't weigh enough, doesit, Lieutenant,
because there'sawar on, and our best talent is gone, and the biggest battles are ahead. So give Ender
abattle every day thisweek. And then bring me areport.”

Anderson stood and saluted. "Thank you, Sir."
He had almost reached the door when Graff called his name. He turned and faced the captain.
"Anderson,” Captain Graff said. "Have you been outside, lately | mean?'

"Not since last leave, sx months ago.”

"l didn't think so. Not that it makes any difference. But have you ever been to Beaman Park,

therein the city? Hmm? Beautiful park. Trees. Grass. No mallo, no battles, no worries. Do you know
what dsethereisin Beaman Park?!

"What, Sr?" Lieutenant Anderson asked.
"Children," Graff answered.
"Of course children," said Anderson.

"1 mean children. | mean kidswho get up in the morning when their mothers call them and they
go to school and then in the afternoons they go to Beaman Park and play. They're happy, they smilea
lot, they laugh, they have fun. Hmmm?"

"I'm surethey do, sir."
"Isthat al you can say, Anderson?’

Anderson cleared histhroat. "It's good for children to have fun, I think, sir. | know | did when |
was aboy. But right now the world needs soldiers. And thisisthe way to get them.”

Graff nodded and closed hiseyes. "Oh, indeed, you'reright, by statistical proof and by al the

important theories, and dammit they work and the system isright, but al the same Ender's older than |
am. He'snot achild. He's barely a person.”

"If that'strue, Sir, then at least we al know that Ender is making it possible for the others of his
ageto beplaying in the park.”

"And Jesus died to save al men, of course.” Graff sat up and looked a Anderson amost sadly.
"But weretheones,” Graff sad, "were the oneswho are driving in the nails"



Ender Wiggin lay on his bed staring at the ceiling. He never dept more than five hoursa
night—but the lights went off at 2200 and didn't come on again until 0600. So he stared at the celling
and thought.

He'd had hisarmy for three and ahaf weeks. Dragon Army. The name was assigned, and it
wasn't alucky one. Oh, the charts said that about nine years ago a Dragon Army had donefairly well.
But for the next six years the name had been attached to inferior armies, and finaly, because of the
superstition that was beginning to play about the name, Dragon Army was retired. Until now. And
now, Ender thought, smiling, Dragon Army was going to take them by surprise.

The door opened quietly. Ender did not turn his head. Someone stepped softly into his room,
then left with the sound of the door shutting. When soft steps died away Ender rolled over and saw a
white dip of paper lying on the floor. He reached down and picked it up.

"Dragon Army against Rabbit Army, Ender Wiggin and Carn Carby, 0700."

Thefirg battle. Ender got out of bed and quickly dressed. He went rapidly to the rooms of each
of the toon leaders and told them to rouse their boys. In five minutesthey were dl gathered in the
corridor, deepy and dow. Ender spoke softly.

"Firgt battle, 0700 againgt Rabbit Army. I've fought them twice before but they've got anew
commander. Never heard of him. They're an older group, though, and | knew afew of their olds
tricks. Now wake up. Run, doublefast, warmup in workroom three.”

For an hour and a haf they worked out, with three mock battles and calisthenicsin the corridor
out of thenullo. Then for fifteen minutesthey dl lay up intheair, totdly relaxing in the welghtlessness.
At 0650 Ender roused them and they hurried into the corridor. Ender led them down the corridor,
running again, and occasonaly leaping to touch alight pane on the ceiling. The boysdl touched the
samelight panel. And at 0658 they reached their gate to the battleroom.

The members of toons C and D grabbed the first eight handholds in the ceiling of the corridor.
Toons A, B, and E crouched on the floor. Ender hooked his feet into two handholdsin the middie of
the celling, so hewas out of everyone'sway.

"Which way isthe enemy's door?"' he hissed.
"Down!" they whispered back, and laughed.

"Hasherson.” The boxesin their hands glowed green. They waited for afew seconds more, and
then the gray wall in front of them disappeared and the battleroom wasvisible.

Ender szed it up immediately. Thefamiliar open grid of most early games, like the monkey bars
at the park, with seven or eight boxes scattered through the grid. They called the boxes stars. There
were enough of them, and in forward enough positions, that they were worth going for. Ender decided
thisin asecond, and he hissed, " Spread to near stars. E hold!™

The four groupsin the corners plunged through the forcefield at the doorway and fell down into
the battleroom. Before the enemy even appeared through the opposite gate Ender's army had spread
from the door to the nearest stars.



Then the enemy soldiers came through the door. From their stance Ender knew they had beenin
adifferent gravity, and didn't know enough to disorient themsdvesfrom it. They camethrough
standing up, their entire bodies spread and defenseless.

"Kill 'em, E!" Ender hissed, and threw himself out the door kneesfirgt, with his flasher between
hislegs and firing. While Ender's group flew across the room, the rest of Dragon Army lay down a
protecting fire, so that E group reached aforward position with only one boy frozen completely,
though they had dl lost the use of their legs—which didn't impair them inthe least. Therewasalull as
Ender and his opponent, Carn Carby, assessed their positions. Aside from Rabbit Army'slosses at
the gate, there had been few casualties, and both armies were near full strength. But Carn had no
origindity—he wasin the four-corner spread that any five-year-old in the teacher squads might have
thought of. And Ender knew how to defest it.

Hecdled out, loudly, "E covers A, C down. B, D angle east wall." Under E toon's cover, B and
D toons lunged away from their stars. While they were still exposed, A and C toons|eft their stars
and drifted toward the near wall. They reached it together, and together jackknifed off thewall. At
double the norma speed they appeared behind the enemy's stars, and opened fire. In afew seconds
the battle was over, with the enemy amost entirdly frozen, including the commander, and the rest
scattered to the corners. For the next five minutes, in squads of four, Dragon Army cleaned out the
dark corners of the battleroom and shepherded the enemy into the center, where their bodies, frozen
at impossible angles, jostled each other. Then Ender took three of his boysto the enemy gate and
went through the formdlity of reverang the one-way fidd by smultaneoudy touching a Dragon Army
helmet at each corner. Then Ender assembled hisarmy in verticd files near the knot of frozen Rabbit
Army soldiers.

Only three of Dragon Army's soldierswereimmobile. Their victory margin—38 to 0—was
ridiculoudy high, and Ender began to laugh. Dragon Army joined him, laughing long and loud. They
were il laughing when Lieutenant Anderson and Lieutenant Morris camein from the teacher-gate at
the south end of the battleroom.

Lieutenant Anderson kept hisface stiff and unsmiling, but Ender saw him wink as he held out his
hand and offered the iff, forma congratulations that wereritudly given to the victor in the game.

Morrisfound Carn Carby and unfroze him, and the thirteen-year-old came and presented
himsdlf to Ender, who laughed without malice and held out his hand. Carn gracioudy took Ender's
hand and bowed hishead over it. It wasthat or be flashed again.

Lieutenant Anderson dismissed Dragon Army, and they slently |eft the battleroom through the
enemy's door—again part of theritud. A light was blinking on the north side of the square door,
indicating where the gravity wasin that corridor. Ender, leading his soldiers, changed his orientation
and went through the forcefield and into gravity on hisfeet. Hisarmy followed him at abrisk run back
to the workroom. When they got there they formed up into squads, and Ender hung in the air,
watching them.

"Good firgt battle," he said, which was excuse enough for a cheer, which he quieted. "Dragon
Army did al right against Rabbits. But the enemy isn't dways going to be that bad. And if that had
been agood army we would have been smashed. We still would have won, but we would have been
smashed. Now let me see B and D toons out here. Y our takeoff from the stars was way too dow. If
Rabbit Army knew how to aim aflasher, you al would have been frozen solid before A and C even



got to thewall."
They worked out for the rest of the day.

That night Ender went for thefirgt time to the commanders mess hal. No onewas dlowed there
until he had won at least one battle, and Ender was the youngest commander ever to makeit. There
was no greet stir when he came in. But when some of the other boys saw the Dragon on his breast
pocket, they stared at him openly, and by the time he got histray and sat at an empty table, the entire
room was slent, with the other commanders watching him. Intensaly self-conscious, Ender wondered
how they al knew, and why they al looked so hogtile.

Then he looked above the door he had just come through. There was a huge Scoreboard across
the entire wall. It showed the win/loss record for the commander of every army; that day's battles
werelitin red. Only four of them. The other three winners had barely made it—the best of them had
only two men whole and eleven mobile at the end of the game. Dragon Army's score of thirty-eight
mobile was embarrassingly better.

Other new commanders had been admitted to the commanders mess hall with cheersand
congratulations. Other new commanders hadn't won thirty-eight to zero.

Ender looked for Rabbit Army on the Scoreboard. He was surprised to find that Carn Carby's
score to date was elght wins and three losses. Was he that good? Or had he only fought against
inferior armies? Whichever, there was till azero in Carn's mobile and whole columns, and Ender
looked down from the Scoreboard grinning. No one smiled back, and Ender knew that they were
afraid of him, which meant that they would hate him, which meant that anyone who went into baitle
againgt Dragon Army would be scared and angry and less competent. Ender looked for Carn Carby
in the crowd, and found him not too far away. He stared at Carby until one of the other boys nudged
the Rabbit commander and pointed to Ender. Ender smiled again and waved dightly. Carby turned
red, and Ender, satisfied, leaned over hisdinner and began to edt.

At the end of the week Dragon Army had fought seven battlesin seven days. The score stood
seven winsand zero losses. Ender had never had more than five boys frozen in any game. It wasno
longer possible for the other commandersto ignore Ender. A few of them sat with him and quietly
conversed about game strategies that Ender's opponents had used. Other much larger groups were
talking with the commanders that Ender had defeated, trying to find out what Ender had done to beat
them.

In the middle of the medl the teacher door opened and the groupsfell silent as Lieutenant
Anderson stepped in and looked over the group. When he located Ender he strode quickly acrossthe
room and whispered in Ender's ear. Ender nodded, finished his glass of water, and left with the
lieutenant. On the way out, Anderson handed adlip of paper to one of the older boys. The room
became very noisy with conversation as Anderson and Ender |ft.

Ender was escorted down corridors he had never seen before. They didn't have the blue glow of
the soldier corridors. Most were wood paneled, and the floors were carpeted. The doors were
wood, with nameplates on them, and they stopped at onethat said " Captain Graff, supervisor.”
Anderson knocked softly, and alow voice said, "Comein."



They went in. Captain Graff was seated behind a desk, his hands folded across his potbelly. He
nodded, and Anderson sat. Ender aso sat down. Graff cleared his throat and spoke.

"Seven dayssinceyour first battle, Ender."”

Ender did not reply.

"Won seven battles, one every day.”

Ender nodded.

"Soores unusudly high, too.”

Ender blinked.

"Why?" Graff asked him.

Ender glanced at Anderson, and then spoke to the captain behind the desk. "Two new tactics,
sr. Legsdoubled up asashield, so that aflash doesn't immobilize. Jackknife takeoffs from the walls.
Superior strategy, as Lieutenant Anderson taught, think places, not spaces. Five toons of eight instead

of four of ten. Incompetent opponents. Excellent toon leaders, good soldiers.”

Graff looked at Ender without expression. Waiting for what, Ender wondered. Lieutenant
Anderson spoke up.

"Ender, what's the condition of your army?"

Do they want meto ask for relief? Not a chance, he decided. "A littletired, in peak condition,
morae high, learning fast. Anxiousfor the next battle.”

Anderson looked at Graff. Graff shrugged dightly and turned to Ender.

"Isthere anything you want to know?"

Ender held hishandsloosdly in hislap. "When are you going to put us up against agood army?*

Graffslaughter rang in the room, and when it stopped, Graff handed a piece of paper to Ender.
"Now," the captain said, and Ender read the paper. "Dragon Army against Leopard Army, Ender
Wiggin and Pol Sattery, 2000."

Ender looked up at Captain Graff. "That's ten minutes from now, sir."

Graff amiled. "Better hurry, then, boy."

AsEnder |eft he redized Pol Sattery was the boy who had been handed his orders as Ender | eft
themesshdl.

He got to hisarmy five minutes later. Three toon leaders were dready undressed and lying
naked on their beds. He sent them all flying down the corridorsto rouse their toons, and gathered up



their suitshimsdlf. When dl hisboyswere assembled in the corridor, most of them till getting
dressed, Ender spoke to them.

"This one's hot and there's no time. Well be late to the door, and the enemy'll be deployed right
outside our gate. Ambush, and I've never heard of it happening before. So well take our time at the
door. A and B toons, keep your beltsloose, and give your flashersto the leaders and seconds of the
other toons."

Puzzled, his soldiers complied. By then al were dressed, and Ender led them at atrot to the
gate. When they reached it the forcefield was aready on one-way, and some of his soldierswere
panting. They had had one battle that day and afull workout. They weretired.

Ender stopped at the entrance and looked at the placements of the enemy soldiers. Some of
them were grouped not more than twenty feet out from the gate. There was no grid, there were no
dars. A big empty space. Where were most of the enemy soldiers? There should have been thirty
more.

"They'reflat againg thiswal," Ender said, "where we can't seethem.”

Hetook A and B toons and made them knedl, their hands on their hips. Then he flashed them,
so that their bodieswerefrozenrigid.

"You're shilds," Ender said, and then had boys from C and D knedl on their legs and hook both
arms under the frozen boys belts. Each boy was holding two flashers. Then Ender and the members
of E toon picked up the duos, three at atime, and threw them out the door.

Of course, the enemy opened fireimmediately. But they mainly hit the boyswho were dready
flashed, and in afew moments pandemonium broke out in the battleroom. All the soldiers of Leopard
Army were easy targets asthey lay pressed flat against thewall or floated, unprotected, in the middle
of the battleroom; and Ender's soldiers, armed with two flashers each, carved them up easily. Pol
Slattery reacted quickly, ordering his men away from thewall, but not quickly enough—only afew
were able to move, and they were flashed before they could get a quarter of the way acrossthe
battleroom.

When the battle was over Dragon Army had only twelve boys whole, the lowest score they had
ever had. But Ender was satisfied. And during theritua of surrender Pol Sattery broke form by
shaking hands and asking, "Why did you wait so long getting out of the gate?'

Ender glanced at Anderson, who wasfloating nearby. "1 wasinformed late," he said. "It wasan

Sattery grinned, and gripped Ender's hand again. "Good game.”

Ender didn't smile a Anderson thistime. He knew that now the games would be arranged
againg him, to even up the odds. He didn't liket.

It was 2150, nearly time for lights out, when Ender knocked at the door of the room shared by



Bean and three other soldiers. One of the others opened the door, then stepped back and held it
wide. Ender stood for amoment, then asked if he could comein. They answered, of course, of
course, comein, and he walked to the upper bunk, where Bean had set down his book and was
leaning on one elbow to look at Ender.

"Bean, can you give me twenty minutes?'

"Near lights out,” Bean answered.

"My room," Ender answered. "I'll cover for you.”

Bean sat up and did off hisbed. Together he and Ender padded silently down the corridor to
Ender'sroom. Ender entered first, and Bean closed the door behind them.

"Sit down," Ender said, and they both sat on the edge of the bed, looking at each other.

"Remember four weeks ago, Bean? When you told me to make you atoon leader?

"Yegh"

"I've made five toon |eaders since then, haven't 1? And none of them wasyou.”

Bean looked a him calmly.

"Was| right?' Ender asked.

"Yes, gr," Bean answered.

Ender nodded. "How have you donein these battles?

Bean cocked hishead to one side. "I've never been immobilized, sir, and I've immobilized
forty-three of the enemy. I've obeyed orders quickly, and I've commanded a squad in mop-up and

never lost asoldier."

"Then you'll understand this." Ender paused, then decided to back up and say something else
fird.

"Y ou know you're early, Bean, by agood haf year. | was, too, and I've been made a
commander sx months early. Now they've put me into battles after only three weeks of training with
my army. They've given me eight baitlesin seven days. I've dready had more battles than boys who
were made commander four months ago. I've won more battles than many who've been commanders
for ayear. And then tonight. Y ou know what happened tonight.”

Bean nodded. "They told you late."

"l don't know what the teachers are doing. But my army is getting tired, and I'm getting tired,
and now they're changing the rules of the game. Y ou see, Bean, I'velooked in the old charts. No one
has ever destroyed so many enemies and kept so many of his own soldierswholein the history of the
game. I'm unique—and I'm getting unique trestment."”



Bean amiled. "Y ou're the best, Ender."

Ender shook his head. "Maybe. But it was no accident that | got the soldiers| got. My worst
soldier could be atoon leader in another army. I've got the best. They've loaded things my way—but
now they'reloading it all against me. | don't know why. But | know | haveto be ready for it. | need
your help."

"Why mine?"

"Because even though there are some better soldiers than you in Dragon Army—not many, but
some—there's nobody who can think better and faster than you." Bean said nothing. They both knew
it wastrue.

Ender continued. "I need to be ready, but | can't retrain the whole army. So I'm going to cut
every toon down by one, including you. With four othersyou'll be aspecid squad under me. And
you'l learn to do some new things. Most of thetime you'll bein the regular toonsjust likeyou are
now. But when | need you. See?’

Bean smiled and nodded. "That's right, that's good, can | pick them mysdlf?"

"One from each toon except your own, and you can't take any toon leaders.”

"What do you want usto do?"

"Bean, | don't know. | don't know what they'll throw at us. What would you do if suddenly our
flashers didn't work, and the enemy's did? What would you do if we had to face two armies a once?
Theonly thing | know is—there may be agame where we don't even try for score. Wherewe just go
for the enemy's gate. | want you ready to do that any time| cdl for it. Got it? Y ou take them for two

hours aday during regular workout. Then you and | and your soldiers, well work at night after
dinner."

"Well get tired.”

"I have afedling we don't know what tired is." Ender reached out and took Bean's hand, and
gripped it. "Even when it'srigged againgt us, Bean. Well win."

Bean |€ft in silence and padded down the corridor.

Dragon Army wasn't the only army working out after hours now. The other commanders had
findly redized they had some catching up to do. From early morning to lights out soldiersal over
Training and Command Center, none of them over fourteen years old, were learning to jackknife off
walls and use each other as shields.

But while other commanders mastered the techniques that Ender had used to defeat them, Ender
and Bean worked on solutions to problems that had never come up.

There were till battles every day, but for awhile they were normal, with grids and stars and



sudden plunges through the gate. And after the battles, Ender and Bean and four other soldierswould
leave the main group and practice strange maneuvers. Attacks without flashers, using feet to physicaly
disarm or disorient an enemy. Using four frozen soldiersto reverse the enemy's gate in less than two
seconds. And one day Bean came in to workout with athirty-meter cord.

"What's that for?"

"l don't know yet." Absently Bean spun one end of the cord. It wasn't more than an eighth of an
inch thick, but it would have lifted ten adults without bresking.

"Wheredid you get it?"
"Commissary. They asked what for. | said to practice tying knots."
Beantied aloop in the end of therope and did it over his shoulders.

"Here, you two, hang on to the wall here. Now don't let go of the rope. Give me about fifty
yards of dack." They complied, and Bean moved about ten feet from them aong thewall. Assoon as
he was sure they were ready, he jackknifed off thewall and flew straight out, fifty yards. Then the
rope snapped taut. It was so finethat it was virtualy invisible, but it was strong enough to force Bean
to veer off at amost aright angle. It happened so suddenly that he had inscribed a perfect arc and hit
thewall hard before most of the other soldiers knew what had happened. Bean did a perfect rebound
and drifted quickly back to where Ender and the others waited for him.

Many of the soldiersin the five regular squads hadn't noticed the rope, and were demanding to
know how it was done. It wasimpossible to change direction that abruptly in nullo. Bean just laughed.

"Wat till the next gamewithout agrid! They'll never know whet hit them."

They never did. The next game was only two hours later, but Bean and two others had become
pretty good at aiming and shooting while they flew at ridiculous speeds at the end of the rope. Thedip
of paper was delivered, and Dragon Army trotted off to the gete, to battle with Griffin Army. Bean
coiled therope dl the way.

When the gate opened, al they could see was alarge brown star only fifteen feet away,
completely blocking their view of the enemy's gate.

Ender didn't pause. "Bean, give yoursdf fifty feet of rope and go around the star.” Bean and his
four soldiers dropped through the gate and in amoment Bean was launched sideways away from the
star. The rope snapped taut, and Bean flew forward. As the rope was stopped by each edge of the
dar inturn, hisarc becametighter and his speed greater, until when he hit thewall only afew feet
away from the gate he was barely able to control his rebound to end up behind the star. But he
immediately moved dl hisarms and legs so that those waiting ingde the gate would know that the
enemy hadn't flashed him anywhere.

Ender dropped through the gate, and Bean quickly told him how Griffin Army was Situated.
"They've got two squares of stars, al the way around the gate. All their soldiers are under cover, and
thereés no way to hit any of them until we're clear to the bottom wall. Even with shidds, wed get there
at haf strength and we wouldn't have achance.”



"They moving?' Ender asked.
"Do they need to?'
"1 would." Ender thought for amoment. "This onestough. WEIl go for the gate, Bean.”

Griffin Army beganto call out to them.
"Hey, isanybody there?"

"Wake up, theresawar on!"
"Wewannajoin the picnic!”

They were il calling when Ender's army came out from behind their star with ashield of
fourteen frozen soldiers. William Bee, Griffin Army's commander, waited patiently asthe screen
approached, his men waiting &t the fringes of their stars for the moment when whatever was behind
the screen became visible. About ten yards away, the screen suddenly exploded as the soldiers
behind it shoved the screen north. The momentum carried them south twice asfast, and at the same
moment the rest of Dragon Army burst from behind their star at the opposite end of the room, firing

rapidly.

William Bee's boysjoined battleimmediately, of course, but William Bee wasfar more
interested in what had been |eft behind when the shield disappeared. A formation of four frozen
Dragon Army soldiers were moving heedfirst toward the Griffin Army gate, held together by another
frozen soldier whose feet and hands were hooked through their belts. A sixth soldier hung to thewaist
andtralled likethetall of akite. Griffin Army waswinning the bettle easly, and William Bee
concentrated on the formation as it gpproached the gate. Suddenly the soldier trailing in back
moved—he wasn't frozen a dl! And even though William Bee flashed him immediately, the damage
was done. The format drifted in the Griffin Army gate, and their hddmetstouched al four corners
simultaneoudy. A buzzer sounded, the gate reversed, and the frozen soldiersin the middie were
carried by momentum right through the gate. All the flashers stopped working, and the game was
over.

The teachergate opened and Lieutenant Anderson came in. Anderson stopped himself with a
dight movement of his hands when he reached the center of the battleroom. "Ender," he called,
breaking protocol. One of the frozen Dragon soldiers near the south wall tried to cal through jaws
that were clamped shut by the suit. Anderson drifted to him and unfroze him.

Ender was amiling.

"| beat you again, Sir," Ender said.

Anderson didn't smile. "That's nonsense, Ender,” Anderson said softly. ™Y our battle was with
William Bee of Griffin Army."

Ender raised an eyebrow.

"After that maneuver,” Anderson said, "the rules are being revised to require that al of the



enemy's soldiers must be immobilized before the gate can be reversed.”

"That'sdl right,” Ender said. "It could only work once anyway." Anderson nodded, and was
turning away when Ender added, "Is there going to be anew rule that armies be given equal positions
tofight from?*

Anderson turned back around. "If you're in one of the positions, Ender, you can hardly call them
equa, whatever they are.”

William Bee counted carefully and wondered how in the world he had lost when not one of his
soldiers had been flashed and only four of Ender's soldiers were even mobile. And that night as Ender
cameinto the commanders mess hall, he was greeted with applause and cheers, and histable was
crowded with respectful commanders, many of them two or three years older than he was. He was
friendly, but while he ate he wondered what the teachers would do to him in his next battle. He didn't
need to worry. His next two battles were easy victories, and after that he never saw the battleroom

agan.

It was 2100 and Ender was alittle irritated to hear someone knock at his door. Hisarmy was
exhausted, and he had ordered them al to bein bed after 2030. The last two days had been regular
battles, and Ender was expecting the worst in the morning.

It was Bean. He camein sheepishly, and saluted.

Ender returned his salute and snapped. "Bean, | wanted everybody in bed."

Bean nodded but didn't leave. Ender considered ordering him out. But as he looked at Bean, it
occurred to him for thefirst timein weeks just how young Bean was. He had turned eight aweek
before, and he was till small and—no, Ender thought, he wasn't young. Nobody was young. Bean
had been in battle, and with awhole army depending on him he had come through and won. And
even though he was smdll, Ender could never think of him asyoung again.

Ender shrugged and Bean came over and sat on the edge of the bed. The younger boy looked at
his hands for awhile, and finaly Ender grew impatient and asked, "Well, what isit?"

"I'm trandferred. Got ordersjust afew minutes ago.”

Ender closed hiseyesfor amoment. "1 knew they'd pull something new. Now they're
taking—where are you going?"

"Rabbit Army."
"How can they put you under anidiot like Carn Carby!"
"Carn was graduated. Support squad.”

Ender looked up. "Well, who's commanding Rabbit, then?"



Bean held hishands out helplesdy.
"Me" hesad.

Ender nodded, and then smiled. "Of course. After al, you're only four years younger than the
regular age.”

"Itisn't funny," Bean said. "I don't know what's going on here. Firgt dl the changesin the game.
And now this. | wasn't the only one transferred, either, Ender. Ren, Peder, Brian, Wins, Y ounger. All
commanders now."

Ender stood up angrily and strode to the wall. "Every damn toon leader I've got!" he said, and
whirled to face Bean. "If they're going to break up my army, Bean, why did they bother making mea
commander at dl?'

Bean shook his head. "'l don't know. Y ou're the best, Ender. Nobody's ever done what you've
done. Nineteen battlesin fifteen days, Sr, and you won every one of them, no matter what they did to
you."

"And now you and the others are commanders. Y ou know every trick I've got, | trained you,
and who am | supposed to replace you with? Are they going to stick me with six greenohs?!

"It tinks, Ender, but you know that if they gave you five crippled midgets and armed you with a
roll of toilet pgper you'd win."

They both laughed, and then they noticed that the door was open.
Lieutenant Anderson stepped in. He was followed by Captain Graff.
"Ender Wiggin," Graff said, holding his hands across his ssomach.
"Yes, gr," Ender answered.

"Orders”

Anderson extended adip of paper. Ender read it quickly, then crumpled it, still looking at the air
where the paper had been. After afew minutes he asked, "Can | tell my army?”

"They'll find out," Graff answered. "It's better not to talk to them after orders. It makesit easier.”

"For you or for me?' Ender asked. He didn't wait for an answer. He turned quickly to Bean,
took his hand for amoment, and then headed for the door.

"Wait," Bean said. "Where are you going? Tactical or Support School ?*
"Command School," Ender answered, and then he was gone and Anderson closed the door.

Command Schoal, Bean thought. Nobody went to Command School until they had gone
through three years of Tactica. But then, nobody went to Tactica until they had been through at least



fiveyears of Battle School. Ender had only had three.

The system was breaking up. No doubt about it, Bean thought. Either somebody at the top was
going crazy, or something was going wrong with the war—the red war, the one they weretraining to
fight in. Why e'sewould they break down the training system, advance somebody—even somebody
as good as Ender—dtraight to Command School ? Why else would they ever have an eight-year-old
greenoh like Bean command an army?

Bean wondered about it for along time, and then hefinally lay down on Ender's bed and
redlized that he'd never see Ender again, probably. For some reason that made him want to cry. But
he didn't cry, of course. Training in the preschools had taught him how to force down emotionslike
that. He remembered how hisfirst teacher, when he was three, would have been upset to see hislip
quivering and hiseyesfull of tears.

Bean went through the relaxing routine until he didn't fed like crying anymore. Then he drifted off
to deep. His hand was near hismouth. It lay on his pillow hesitantly, asif Bean couldn't decide
whether to bite hisnails or suck on hisfingertips. His forehead was creased and furrowed. His
breathing was quick and light. He was asoldier, and if anyone had asked him what he wanted to be
when he grew up, he wouldn't have known what they meant.

Therésawar on, they said, and that was excuse enough for al the hurry in the world. They said
it like a password and flashed allittle card at every ticket counter and customs check and guard
dation. It got them to the head of every line.

Ender Wiggin was rushed from place to place so quickly he had no time to examine anything.
But he did seetreesfor thefirst time. He saw men who were not in uniform. He saw women. He saw
strange animalsthat didn't speak, but that followed docilely behind women and smal children. He saw
suitcases and conveyor belts and signsthat said words he had never heard of. He would have asked
someone what the words meant, except that purpose and authority surrounded him in the persons of
four very high officers who never spoke to each other and never spoketo him.

Ender Wiggin was a stranger to the world he was being trained to save. He did not remember
ever leaving Battle School before. His earliest memorieswere of childish war games under the
direction of ateacher, of mealswith other boysin the gray and green uniforms of the armed forces of
hisworld. He did not know that the gray represented the sky and the green represented the great
forests of hisplanet. All he knew of the world was from vague referencesto "outside.”

And before he could make any sense of the strange world he was seeing for thefirst time, they
enclosed him again within the shdll of the military, where nobody had to say "Therésawar on"
anymore because no one within the shell of the military forgot it for asingleinstant of asingle day.

They put him in aspaceship and launched him to alarge artificia satdlite that circled theworld.

This space station was called Command Schooal. It held the angible.

On hisfirgt day Ender Wiggin was taught about the ansible and what it meant to warfare. It
meant that even though the starships of todays battles were launched a hundred years ago, the



commanders of the starships were men of today, who used the ansible to send messagesto the
computers and the few men on each ship. The ansible sent words as they were spoken, orders as
they were made. Béttle plans as they were fought. Light was a pedestrian.

For two months Ender Wiggin didn't meet asingle person. They came to him namelesdy, taught
him what they knew, and left him to other teachers. He had no timeto misshisfriends at Battle
School. He only had time to learn how to operate the smulator, which flashed battle patterns around
him asif he werein astarship at the center of the battle. How to command mock shipsin mock
battles by manipulating the keys on the smulator and speaking words into the ansible. How to
recognize ingtantly every enemy ship and the wegponsit carried by the pattern that the smulator
showed. How to transfer dl that he learned in the nullo battles at Battle School to the starship battles
at Command School .

He had thought the game was taken serioudy before. Here they hurried him through every step,
were angry and worried beyond reason every time he forgot something or made amistake. But he
worked as he had aways worked, and learned as he had dways learned. After awhile he didn't
make any more mistakes. He used the smulator asif it were apart of himself. Then they stopped
being worried and gave him ateacher.

Mazer Rackham was Sitting cross-legged on the floor when Ender awoke. He said nothing as
Ender got up and showered and dressed, and Ender did not bother to ask him anything. He had long
since learned that when something unusua was going on, he would often find out more information
faster by waiting than by asking.

Mazer still hadn't spoken when Ender was ready and went to the door to leave the room. The
door didn't open. Ender turned to face the man sitting on the floor. Mazer was at least forty, which
made him the oldest man Ender had ever seen close up. He had aday's growth of black and white
whiskersthat grizzled hisface only dightly lessthan hisclose-cut hair. Hisface sagged alittle and his
eyes were surrounded by creases and lines. He looked at Ender without interest.

Ender turned back to the door and tried again to open it.
"All right,” he said, giving up. "Why's the door locked?"
Mazer continued to look a him blankly.

Ender became impatient. "I'm going to belate. If I'm not supposed to be there until later, then tell
me so | can go back to bed.” No answer. "Isit aguessing game?' Ender asked. No answer. Ender
decided that maybe the man was trying to make him angry, so he went through arelaxing exercise as
he leaned on the door, and soon he was calm again. Mazer didn't take his eyes off Ender.

For the next two hours the slence endured. Mazer watching Ender constantly, Ender trying to
pretend he didn't notice the old man. The boy became more and more nervous, and finally ended up
walking from one end of the room to the other in asporadic pattern.

Hewalked by Mazer as he had several times before, and Mazer's hand shot out and pushed
Ender's|eft leg into hisright in the middle of astep. Ender fell flat on thefloor.



Helegped to hisfeet immediately, furious. He found Mazer stting camly, cross-legged, asif he
had never moved. Ender stood poised to fight. But the man'simmobility made it impossible for Ender
to atack, and he found himsdlf wondering if he had only imagined the old man's hand tripping him up.

The pacing continued for another hour, with Ender Wiggin trying the door every now and then.
At last he gave up and took off his uniform and walked to his bed.

Asheleaned over to pull the covers back, he felt ahand jab roughly between histhighs and
another hand grab his hair. In amoment he had been turned upside down. His face and shoulders
were being pressed into the floor by the old man's knee, while his back was excruciatingly bent and
hislegswere pinioned by Mazer's arm. Ender was helplessto use hisarms, and he couldn't bend his
back to gain dack so he could use hislegs. In less than two seconds the old man had completely
defeated Ender Wiggin.

"All right," Ender gasped. "Youwin."
Mazer's knee thrust painfully downward.

"Since when," Mazer asked in a soft, ragping voice, "do you haveto tell the enemy when he has
won?'

Ender remained dlent.

"| surprised you once, Ender Wiggin. Why didn't you destroy me immediately? Just because|
looked peaceful ?'Y ou turned your back on me. Stupid. Y ou have learned nothing. Y ou have never
had ateacher."

Ender was angry now. "I've had too many damned teachers, how was | supposed to know
you'd turn out to be a—" Ender hunted for the word. Mazer supplied one.

"An enemy, Ender Wiggin," Mazer whispered. "l am your enemy, thefirst one you've ever had
who was smarter than you. Thereis no teacher but the enemy, Ender Wiggin. No one but the enemy
will ever tell you what the enemy isgoing to do. No one but the enemy will ever teach you how to
destroy and conquer. | am your enemy, from now on. From now on | am your teacher.”

Then Mazer et Ender'slegsfal to the floor. Because the old man still held Ender's head to the
floor, the boy couldn't use hisarmsto compensate, and hislegs hit the plastic surface with aloud
crack and a sickening pain that made Ender wince. Then Mazer stood and let Ender rise.

Sowly the boy pulled hislegs under him, with afaint groan of pain, and he kndt on dl foursfor a
moment, recovering. Then hisright arm flashed out. Mazer quickly danced back and Ender's hand
closed on air as histeacher'sfoot shot forward to catch Ender on the chin.

Ender's chin wasn't there. He waslying flat on his back, spinning on the floor, and during the
moment that Mazer was off balance from hiskick Ender'sfeet smashed into Mazer's other leg. The
old man fell on the ground in a heap.

What seemed to be aheap was really ahornet's nest. Ender couldn't find an arm or aleg that
held till long enough to be grabbed, and in the meantime blows were landing on his back and arms.



Ender was smaler—he couldn't reach past the old man'sflailing limbs.
So he leaped back out of the way and stood poised near the door.

The old man stopped thrashing about and sat up, cross-legged again, laughing. "Better, thistime,
boy. But dow. Y ou will have to be better with afleet than you are with your body or no one will be
safewith you in command. Lesson learned?’

Ender nodded dowly.

Mazer smiled. "Good. Then wéll never have such abattle again. All therest with the smulator. |
will program your battles, | will devise the strategy of your enemy, and you will learn to be quick and
discover what tricks the enemy has for you. Remember, boy. From now on the enemy ismore clever
than you. From now on the enemy is stronger than you. From now on you are ways about to lose.”

Then Mazer's face became serious again. ™Y ou will be about to lose, Ender, but you will win.
Y ou will learn to defest the enemy. He will teach you how."

Mazer got up and walked to the door. Ender stepped out of the way. Asthe old man touched
the handle of the door, Ender legped into the air and kicked Mazer in the smdll of the back with both
feet. He hit hard enough that he rebounded onto his feet, as Mazer cried out and collapsed on the
floor.

Mazer got up dowly, holding on to the door handle, his face contorted with pain. He seemed
disabled, but Ender didn't trust him. He waited warily. And yet in spite of his suspicion he was caught
off guard by Mazer's speed. In amoment he found himself on the floor near the opposite wdl, his
nose and lip bleeding where hisface had hit the bed. He was able to turn enough to see Mazer open
the door and leave. The old man was limping and waking dowly.

Ender smiled in spite of the pain, then rolled over onto his back and laughed until his mouth filled
with blood and he started to gag. Then he got up and painfully made hisway to his bed. Helay down
and in afew minutes amedic came and took care of hisinjuries.

Asthe drug had its effect and Ender drifted off to deep he remembered the way Mazer limped
out of hisroom and laughed again. He was till laughing softly as his mind went blank and the medic
pulled the blanket over him and snapped off the light. He dept until pain woke himin the morning. He
dreamed of defesting Mazer.

The next day Ender went to the smulator room with his nose bandaged and hislip still puffy.
Mazer was not there. Instead, a captain who had worked with him before showed him an addition
that had been made. The captain pointed to a tube with aloop at one end. "Radio. Primitive, | know,
but it loops over your ear and we tuck the other end into your mouth like this."

"Watchit," Ender said asthe captain pushed the end of the tube into his swollen lip.

"Sorry. Now you just talk."

"Good. Who to?"



The captain smiled. "Ask and see.”

Ender shrugged and turned to the smulator. As he did avoice reverberated through his skull. It
wastoo loud for him to understand, and he ripped the radio off hisear.

"What are you trying to do, make me deaf ?"

The captain shook his head and turned adia on asmall box on anearby table. Ender put the
radio back on.

"Commeander," theradio said in afamiliar voice.

Ender answered, "Yes."

"Indructions, Sr?'

Thevoice was definitely familiar. "Bean?' Ender asked.
"Yes ar."

"Bean, thisisEnder."

Silence. And then aburst of laughter from the other side. Then six or seven more voices
laughing, and Ender waited for silenceto return. When it did, he asked, "Who dse?!

A few voices spoke at once, but Bean drowned them out. "Me, I'm Bean, and Peder, Wins,
Y ounger, Lee, and Viad."

Ender thought for amoment. Then he asked what the hell was going on. They laughed again.

"They can't break up the group,” Bean said. "We were commanders for maybe two weeks, and
here we are at Command School, training with the smulator, and al of a sudden they told uswe were
going to form afleet with anew commander. And that'syou.”

Ender smiled. "Are you boys any good?'

"If wearent, youll let usknow."

Ender chuckled alittle. "Might work out. A fleet."

For the next ten days Ender trained histoon leaders until they could maneuver their shipslike
precision dancers. It was like being back in the battleroom again, except that now Ender could aways
see everything, and could speak to histoon leaders and change their orders at any time.

One day as Ender sat down at the control board and switched on the simulator, harsh green
lights appeared in the space—the enemy.

"Thisisit," Ender said. "X, Y, bullet, C, D, reserve screen, E, south loop, Bean, angle north.”



The enemy was grouped in aglobe, and outnumbered Ender two to one. Half of Ender's force
was grouped in atight, bulletlike formation, with the rest in aflat circular screen—except for atiny
force under Bean that moved off the smulator, heading behind the enemy’'s formation. Ender quickly
learned the enemy's Strategy: whenever Ender's bullet formation came close, the enemy would give
way, hoping to draw Ender ingde the globe where he would be surrounded. So Ender obligingly fell
into the trap, bringing his bullet to the center of the globe.

The enemy began to contract dowly, not wanting to come within range until al their wegpons
could be brought to bear at once. Then Ender began to work in earnest. His reserve screen
approached the outside of the globe, and the enemy began to concentrate hisforces there. Then
Bean'sforce appeared on the opposite side, and the enemy again deployed ships on that side.

Which left most of the globe only thinly defended. Ender's bullet attacked, and since at the point
of attack it outnumbered the enemy overwhemingly, hetore aholein the formation. The enemy
reacted to try to plug the gap, but in the confusion the reserve force and Bean's small force attacked
smultaneoudy, while the bullet moved to another part of the globe. In afew more minutesthe
formation was shattered, most of the enemy ships destroyed, and the few survivors rushing away as
fast asthey could go.

Ender switched the smulator off. All the lights faded. Mazer was standing beside Ender, his
handsin his pockets, his body tense. Ender looked up at him.

"] thought you said the enemy would be smart,” Ender said.
Mazers face remained expressionless. "What did you learn?”

"| learned that a sphere only worksif your enemy'safool. He had hisforces so spread out that |
outnumbered him whenever | engaged him."

AN
"And," Ender said, "you can't stay committed to one pattern. It makes you too easy to predict.”
"Isthat all?' Mazer asked quietly.

Ender took off hisradio. "The enemy could have defeated me by bresking the sphere earlier.”
Mazer nodded. "Y ou had an unfair advantage.”

Ender looked up a him coldly. "I was outnumbered two to one."

Mazer shook his head. "Y ou have the ansible. The enemy doesn't. We include that in the mock
battles. Their messagestravel &t the speed of light.”

Ender glanced toward the smulator. "Is there enough space to make a difference?’

"Don't you know?' Mazer asked. "None of the shipswas ever closer than thirty thousand
kilometersto any other."



Ender tried to figure the Size of the enemy's sphere. Astronomy was beyond him. But now his
curiosity was stirred.

"What kind of weapons are on those ships? To be able to strike so fast?”

Mazer shook his head. "The scienceistoo much for you. Y ou'd have to study many more years
than you've lived to understand even the basics. All you need to know is that the weapons work."

"Why do we have to come so close to be in range?'

"The shipsare dl protected by forcefields. A certain distance away the weapons are weaker and
can't get through. Closer in the weapons are stronger than the shields. But the computers take care of
al that. They're congtantly firing in any direction that won't hurt one of our ships. The computers pick
targets, am; they do al the detail work. Y ou just tell them when and get them in aposition to win. All
right?"

"No," Ender twisted the tube of the radio around hisfingers. "I have to know how the weapons
work."

" told you, it would take—"

"I can't command aflest—not even on the smulator—unless | know." Ender waited amoment,
then added, " Just the rough idea.”

Mazer stood up and walked afew stepsaway. "All right, Ender. It won't make any sense, but
I'll try. Assmply as| can." He shoved his handsinto his pockets. "It'sthisway, Ender. Everythingis
made up of atoms, little particles so small you can't see them with your eyes. These atoms, there are
only afew different types, and they're dl made up of even smaller particlesthat are pretty much the
same. These atoms can be broken, so that they stop being atoms. So that this metal doesn't hold
together anymore. Or the plastic floor. Or your body. Or even the air. They just seem to disappesr, if
you bresk the atoms. All that's | eft isthe pieces. And they fly around and break more atoms. The
wesgpons on the ships set up an areawhere it'simpossible for atoms of anything to stay together. They
all break down. So thingsin that area—they disappear.”

Ender nodded. "Y ou'reright, | don't understand it. Can it be blocked?"

"No. But it gets wider and wesker the farther it goes from the ship, so that after awhilea
forcefield will block it. OK? And to makeit strong at all, it hasto be focused so that aship can only
fire effectively in maybe three or four directionsat once.”

Ender nodded again, but he didn't redlly understand, not well enough. "If the pieces of the
broken atoms go breaking more atoms, why doesn't it just make everything disappear?”

"Space. Those thousands of kilometers between the ships, they're empty. Almost no atoms. The
pieces dont hit anything, and when they finally do hit something, they're so spread out they can't do
any harm." Mazer cocked hishead quizzicaly. "Anything else you need to know?'

" Do the wegpons on the ships—do they work against anything besides ships?'



Mazer moved in closeto Ender and said firmly, "We only use them againgt ships. Never anything
dse If we used them againgt anything e se, the enemy would use them againgt us. Got it?"

Mazer walked away, and was nearly out the door when Ender called to him.
"l don't know your nameyet," Ender said blandly.

"Mazer Rackham."

"Mazer Rackham," Ender said, "1 defeated you.”

Mazer laughed.

"Ender, you weren't fighting metoday," he said. "Y ou werefighting the stupidest computer in the
Command School, set on aten-year-old program. Y ou don't think I'd use a sphere, do you?' He
shook hishead. "Ender, my dear little fellow, when you fight me, you'll know it. Because you'll lose.”
And Mazer |eft the room.

Ender still practiced ten hours aday with histoon leaders. He never saw them, though, only
heard their voices on the radio. Battles came every two or three days. The enemy had something new
every time, something harder—but Ender coped with it. And won every time. And after every battle
Mazer would point out mistakes and show Ender that he had redlly lost. Mazer only let Ender finish
so that he would learn to handle the end of the game.

Until finally Mazer camein and solemnly shook Ender's hand and said, " That, boy, was agood
bettle."

Because the praise was so long in coming, it pleased Ender more than praise had ever pleased
him before. And because it was so condescending, he resented it.

"So from now on," Mazer said, "we can give you hard ones."
From then on Ender'slife was a dow nervous breakdown.

He began fighting two battles aday, with problemsthat steadily grew more difficult. He had
been trained in nothing but the game dl hislife, but now the game began to consume him. Hewokein
the morning with new strategies for the smulator and went fitfully to deep a night with the mistakes of
the day preying on him. Sometimes he would wake up in the middle of the night crying for areason he
didn't remember. Sometimes he woke up with his knuckles bloody from biting them. But every day he
went impassively to the smulator and drilled histoon leaders until the battles, and drilled histoon
leaders after the battles, and endured and studied the harsh criticism that Rackham piled on him. He
noted that Rackham perversely criticized him more after his hardest battles. He noted that every time
he thought of anew strategy the enemy was using it within afew days. And he noted that while his
fleet dways stayed the same size, the enemy increased in numbers every day.

He asked histeacher.



"We are showing you what it will be like when you really command. Theratios of enemy to us.”
"Why does the enemy aways outnumber us?'

Mazer bowed his gray head for amoment, asif deciding whether to answer. Finaly he looked
up and reached out his hand and touched Ender on the shoulder. "1 will tell you, even though the
information is secret. Y ou see, the enemy attacked usfirst. He had good reason to attack us, but that
isamatter for politicians, and whether the fault was ours or his, we could not Iet him win. So when the
enemy came to our worlds, we fought back, hard, and spent the finest of our young men in the fleets.
But we won, and the enemy retreated.”

Mazer smiled ruefully. "But the enemy was not through, boy. The enemy would never be
through. They came again, with more numbers, and it was harder to beat them. And another
generation of young men was spent. Only afew survived. So we came up with a plan—the big men
came up with the plan. We knew that we had to destroy the enemy once and for all, totaly, diminate
his ability to make war againgt us. To do that we had to go to his home worlds—his home world,
redly, sncethe enemy'sempireisal tied to his capital world.”

"And 07" Ender asked.

"And so we made afleet. We made more ships than the enemy ever had. We made a hundred
shipsfor every ship he had sent againgt us. And we launched them againgt his twenty-eight worlds.
They started leaving a hundred years ago. And they carried on them the ansible, and only afew men.
So that someday a commander could Sit on aplanet somewhere far from the battle and command the
fleet. So that our best minds would not be destroyed by the enemy.”

Ender's questions had till not been answered. "Why do they outnumber us?’

Mazer laughed. "Becauseit took ahundred yearsfor our shipsto get there. They've had a
hundred yearsto prepare for us. They'd befools, don't you think, boy, if they waited in old tugboats
to defend their harbors. They have new ships, great ships, hundreds of ships. All we haveisthe
ansble, that and the fact that they have to put acommander with every fleet, and when they
lose—and they will lose—they lose one of their best minds every time.”

Ender started to ask another question.

"No more, Ender Wiggin. I've told you more than you ought to know asit is.”

Ender stood angrily and turned away. "I have aright to know. Do you think thiscan go on
forever, pushing me through one school and another and never telling mewhat my lifeisfor?'You use
me and the others as atool, someday well command your ships, someday maybe well save your
lives, but I'm not acomputer, and | haveto know!"

"Ask meaquestion, then, boy," Mazer said, "and if | can answer, | will."

"If you use your best minds to command the fleets, and you never lose any, then what do you
need mefor? Who am | replacing, if they'redl il there?!

Mazer shook hishead. "I can't tell you the answer to that, Ender. Be content that we will need



you, soon. It'slate. Go to bed. Y ou have a battle in the morning.”

Ender walked out of the smulator room. But when Mazer |eft by the same door afew moments
later, the boy waswaiting in the hall.

"All right, boy," Mazer said impatiently, "what isit? | don't have dl night and you need to deep.”

Ender wasn't sure what his question was, but Mazer waited. Findly Ender asked softly, "Do
they live?'

"Dowho live?'
"The other commanders. The ones now. And before me."

Mazer snorted. "Live. Of coursethey live. He wondersif they live" Still chuckling, the old man
walked off down the hall. Ender stood in the corridor for awhile, but at last he wastired and he went
off to bed. They live, he thought. They live, but he can't tell me what happensto them.

That night Ender didn't wake up crying. But he did wake up with blood on his hands.

Months wore on with battles every day, until at last Ender settled into the routine of the
destruction of himsdlf. He dept less every night, dreamed more, and he began to have terrible painsin
his stomach. They put him on avery bland diet, but soon he didn't even have an appetite for that.
"Eat," Mazer said, and Ender would mechanically put food in his mouth. But if nobody told him to est
he didn't eat.

One day as hewas drilling histoon leaders the room went black and he woke up on the floor
with hisface bloody where he had hit the controls.

They put him to bed then, and for three days he was very ill. He remembered seeing facesin his
dreams, but they weren't real faces, and he knew it even while he thought he saw them. He thought he
saw Bean sometimes, and sometimes he thought he saw Lieutenant Anderson and Captain Graff. And
then he woke up and it was only his enemy, Mazer Rackham.

"I'm aweke," he said to Mazer Rackham.

"So | see" Mazer answered. "Took you long enough. Y ou have a battle today."

So Ender got up and fought the battle and he won it. But there was no second battle that day,
and they let him go to bed earlier. His hands were shaking as he undressed.

During the night he thought he felt hands touching him gently, and he dreamed he heard voices
saying, "How long can he go on?’

"Long enough.”

"So soon?'



"In afew days, then he'sthrough.”
"How will hedo?'
"Fine. Even today, he was better than ever.”

Ender recognized the last voice as Mazer Rackham's. He resented Rackham'sintruding evenin
hisdeep.

He woke up and fought another battle and won.
Then he went to bed.
He woke up and won again.

And the next day was hislast day in Command School, though he didn't know it. He got up and
went to the smulator for the battle.

Mazer waswaiting for him. Ender walked dowly into the smulator room. His step was dightly
shuffling, and he seemed tired and dull. Mazer frowned.

"Areyou awake, boy?" If Ender had been dert, he would have cared more about the concernin
his teacher's voice. Instead, he simply went to the controls and sat down. Mazer spoke to him.

"Today's game needs alittle explanation, Ender Wiggin. Please turn around and pay strict
atention.”

Ender turned around, and for thefirst time he noticed that there were people at the back of the
room. He recognized Graff and Anderson from Battle School, and vaguely remembered afew of the
men from Command School—teachersfor afew hours at sometime or another. But most of the
people he didn't know at al.

"Who arethey?'

Mazer shook his head and answered, " Observers. Every now and then we let observerscomein
to watch the battle. If you don't want them, well send them out.”

Ender shrugged. Mazer began his explanation. "Today's game, boy, has anew eement. We're
staging this battle around a planet. Thiswill complicate thingsin two ways. The planet isn't large, on
the scale were using, but the ansible can't detect anything on the other side of it—so thereésablind
spot. Also, it'sagaingt the rules to use wegpons againg the planet itsdf. All right?”

"Why, don't the wegpons work against planets?'

Mazer answered coldly, "There are rules of war, Ender, that apply evenin training games.”

Ender shook his head dowly. "Can the planet attack?"



Mazer looked nonplussed for amoment, then smiled. "1 guess you'll have to find that one out,
boy. And one more thing. Today, Ender, your opponent isn't the computer. | am your enemy today,
and today | won't be letting you off so easily. Today isabattle to the end. And I'll use any meansi|
can to defeat you."

Then Mazer was gone, and Ender expressionlesdy led histoon leaders through maneuvers.
Ender was doing well, of course, but severa of the observers shook their heads, and Graff kept
clasping and unclasping his hands, crossing and uncrossing hislegs. Ender would be dow today, and
today Ender couldn't afford to be dow.

A warning buzzer sounded, and Ender cleared the smulator board, waiting for todays gameto
appear. Hefelt muddled today, and wondered why people were there watching. Were they going to
judge him today? Decide if he was good enough for something else? For another two years of
grueling training, another two years of struggling to exceed his best? Ender wastwelve. He fdt very
old. And as he waited for the game to appear, he wished he could smply loseit, lose the battle badly
and completely so that they would remove him from the program, punish him however they wanted,
he didn't care, just so he could deep.

Then the enemy formation appeared, and Ender's weariness turned to desperation.

The enemy outnumbered them athousand to one, the smulator glowed green with them, and
Ender knew that he couldn't win.

And the enemy was not stupid. There was no formation that Ender could study and attack.
Instead the vast swarms of ships were congtantly moving, congtantly shifting from one momentary
formation to another, so that a space that for one moment was empty wasimmediately filled with a
formidable enemy force. And even though Ender's fleet was the largest he had ever had, therewas no
place he could deploy it where he would outnumber the enemy long enough to accomplish anything.

And behind the enemy was the planet. The planet, which Mazer had warned him about. What
difference did a planet make, when Ender couldn't hope to get near it? Ender waited, waited for the
flash of insight that would tell him what to do, how to destroy the enemy. And as he waited, he heard
the observers behind him begin to shift in their seats, wondering what Ender was doing, what plan he
would follow. And findly it was obvious to everyone that Ender didn't know whét to do, that there
was nothing to do, and afew of the men at the back of the room made quiet little soundsin their
throats.

Then Ender heard Bean's voicein his ear. Bean chuckled and said, "Remember, the enemy's
gaeisdown." A few of the other toon leaders laughed, and Ender thought back to the smple games
he had played and won in Battle School. They had put him against hopeless odds there, too. And he
had beaten them. And held be damned if hed let Mazer Rackham beat him with acheagp trick like
outnumbering him athousand to one. He had won agame in Battle School by going for something the
enemy didn't expect, something againgt the rules—he had won by going againgt the enemy’'s gate.

And the enemy's gate was down.

Ender smiled, and redlized that if he broke thisrule they'd probably kick him out of school, and
that way held win for sure. Hewould never haveto play agame again.



He whispered into the microphone. His six commanders each took a part of the fleet and
launched themsalves againgt the enemy. They pursued erratic courses, darting off in one direction and
then another. The enemy immediately stopped his aimless maneuvering and began to group around
Ender'ssix fleets.

Ender took off his microphone, leaned back in his chair, and watched. The observers murmured
out loud, now. Ender was doing nothing—he had thrown the game away.

But a pattern began to emerge from the quick confrontations with the enemy. Ender's six groups
lost ships congtantly as they brushed with each enemy force—but they never stopped for afight, even
when for amoment they could have won asmall tactical victory. Instead they continued on their
eratic coursethat led, eventualy, down. Toward the enemy planet.

And because of their seemingly random course the enemy didn't redizeit until the same time that
the observers did. By then it wastoo late, just asit had been too late for William Bee to stop Ender's
soldiersfrom activating the gate. More of Ender's ships could be hit and destroyed, so that of the six
fleets only two were able to get to the planet, and those were decimated. But those tiny groups did
get through, and they opened fire on the planet.

Ender leaned forward now, anxiousto seeif hisguesswould pay off. He haf expected a buzzer
to sound and the game to be stopped, because he had broken the rule. But he was betting on the
accuracy of thesmulator. If it could smulate a planet, it could s mulate what would happen to a planet
under attack.

Itdid.

The wesponsthat blew up little shipsdidn't blow up the entire planet &t first. But they did cause
terrible explosions. And on the planet there was no space to dissipate the chain reaction. On the
planet the chain reaction found more and morefuel to feed it.

The planet's surface seemed to be moving back and forth, but soon the surface gave way to an
immense explosion that sent light flashing in dl directions. It swallowed up Ender's entire fleet. And
then it reached the enemy ships.

Thefirst smply vanished in the explosion. Then, asthe explosion soread and became less bright,
it was clear what happened to each ship. Asthe light reached them they flashed brightly for amoment
and disappeared. They weredl fue for the fire of the planet.

It took more than three minutes for the explosion to reach the limits of the smulator, and by then
it was much fainter. All the shipswere gone, and if any had escaped before the explosion reached
them, they were few and not worth worrying about. Where the planet had been there was nothing.
The smulator was empty.

Ender had destroyed the enemy by sacrificing his entire fleet and breaking the rule against
destroying the enemy planet. He wasn't sure whether to fed triumphant at hisvictory or defiant at the
rebuke he was certain would come. So instead he felt nothing. He was tired. He wanted to go to bed
and deep.

He switched off the smulator, and finally heard the noise behind him.



There were no longer two rows of dignified military observers. Instead there was chaos. Some
of them were dapping each other on the back, some of them were bowed, head in hands, others
were openly weeping. Captain Graff detached himself from the group and cameto Ender. Tears
streamed down hisface, but he was smiling. He reached out hisarms, and to Ender's surprise he
embraced the boy, held him tightly, and whispered, "Thank you, thank you, thank you, Ender.”

Soon al the observers were gathered around the bewildered child, thanking him and cheering
him and patting him on the shoulder and shaking his hand. Ender tried to make sense of what they
were saying. Had he passed the test after al? Why did it matter so much to them?

Then the crowd parted and Mazer Rackham walked through. He came straight up to Ender
Wiggin and held out hishand.

"Y ou made the hard choice, boy. But heaven knows there was no other way you could have
doneit. Congratulations. Y ou begat them, and it'sal over."

All over. Beat them. "I beat you, Mazer Rackham."”

Mazer laughed, aloud laugh that filled the room. "Ender Wiggin, you never played me. You
never played a game sincel wasyour teacher.”

Ender didn't get the joke. He had played agreat many games, at aterrible cost to himself. He
began to get angry.

Mazer reached out and touched his shoulder. Ender shrugged him off. Mazer then grew serious
and said, "Ender Wiggin for the last months you have been the commander of our fleets. There were
no games. The battleswerered. Y our only enemy was the enemy. Y ou won every baitle. And findly

today you fought them at their home world, and you destroyed their world, their fleet, you destroyed
them completely, and they'll never come againgt usagain. You didit. You."

Redl. Not agame. Ender's mind wastoo tired to cope with it al. He walked away from Mazer,

walked slently through the crowd that still whispered thanks and congratul aionsto the boy, walked
out of the smulator room and findly arrived in his bedroom and closed the door.

He was adegp when Graff and Mazer Rackham found him. They camein quietly and roused
him. He awoke dowly, and when he recognized them he turned away to go back to deep.

"Ender," Graff sad. "We need to talk to you."
Ender rolled back to face them. He said nothing.

Graff smiled. "It was a shock to you yesterday, | know. But it must make you feel good to know
you won thewar."

Ender nodded dowly.

"Mazer Rackham here, he never played againgt you. He only analyzed your battlesto find out



your weak spots, to help you improve. It worked, didn't it?"

Ender closed hiseyestightly. They waited. He said, "Why didn't you tell me?”

Mazer smiled. "A hundred years ago, Ender, we found out somethings. That when a
commander'slifeisin danger he becomes afraid, and fear dows down histhinking. When a
commander knows that he'skilling people, he becomes cautious or insane, and neither of those help
him do well. And when he's mature, when he has responsihilities and an understanding of the world,
he becomes cautious and duggish and can't do hisjob. So we trained children, who didn't know
anything but the game, and never knew when it would become redl. That was the theory, and you
proved that the theory worked."

Graff reached out and touched Ender's shoulder. "We launched the ships so that they would all
arrive a their destination during these few months. We knew that we'd probably have only one good
commander, if wewere lucky. In history it's been very rare to have more than one geniusin awar. So
we planned on having a genius. We were gambling. And you came aong and wewon."

Ender opened his eyes again and they redized that he was angry. Y es, you won."

Graff and Mazer Rackham looked at each other. "He doesn't understand,” Graff whispered.

"l understand,” Ender said. ™Y ou needed aweapon, and you got it, and it was me."

"That'sright,” Mazer answered.

"Sotell me," Ender went on, "how many people lived on that planet that | destroyed.”

They didn't answer him. They waited awhilein silence, and then Graff spoke. "Wegpons don't
need to understand what they're pointed at, Ender. We did the pointing, and so we're responsible.
Youjust did your job."

Mazer amiled. "Of course, Ender, you'l be taken care of. The government will never forget you.
You served usdl very well."

Ender rolled over and faced the wall, and even though they tried to talk to him, he didn't answer
them. Findly they l€ft.

Ender lay in his bed for along time before anyone disturbed him again. The door opened softly.
Ender didn't turn to seewho it was. Then ahand touched him softly.

"Ender, it'sme, Bean."

Ender turned over and looked at the little boy who was standing by his bed.
"St down," Ender said.

Bean sat. "That last battle, Ender. | didn't know how you'd get us out of it."

Ender amiled. "I didn't. | cheated. | thought they'd kick me out."



"Canyou bdieveit! We won the war. The whole war's over, and we thought we'd have to wait
till we grew up to fight iniit, and it was usfighting it al thetime. | mean, Ender, werelittlekids. I'ma
little kid, anyway." Bean laughed and Ender smiled. Then they were sllent for alittle while, Bean Stting
on the edge of the bed, Ender watching him out of half-closed eyes.

Finaly Bean thought of something dseto say.
"What will we do now that thewar'sover?' he said.
Ender closed hiseyesand said, "1 need some deep, Bean."

Bean got up and left and Ender dept.

Graff and Anderson walked through the gatesinto the park. There was a breeze, but the sun
was hot on their shoulders.

"Abba Technics? In the capitd ?* Graff asked.

"No, in Biggock County. Training divison," Anderson replied. "They think my work with
children isgood preparation. And you?'

Graff smiled and shook hishead. "No plans. I'll be here for afew more months. Reports,
winding down. I've had offers. Personnd development for DCIA, executive vice-president for U and
P, but | said no. Publisher wants me to do memoirs of the war. | don't know."

They sat on abench and watched leaves shivering in the breeze. Children on the monkey bars
were laughing and yelling, but the wind and the distance swallowed their words. "Look," Graff said,
pointing. A little boy jumped from the bars and ran near the bench where the two men sat. Another
boy followed him, and holding his hands like a gun he made an explosive sound. The child he was
shooting at didn't stop. He fired again.

"] got you! Come back herel"
The other little boy ran on out of sight.

"Don't you know when you're dead?" The boy shoved his handsin his pockets and kicked a
rock back to the monkey bars. Anderson smiled and shook his head. "Kids," he said. Then heand
Graff stood up and walked on out of the park.

INVESTMENT COUNSELOR

Andrew Wiggin turned twenty the day he reached the planet Sorelledolce. Or rather, after
complicated calculations of how many seconds he had been in flight, and at what percentage of
lightspeed, and therefore what amount of subjective time had eapsed for him, he reached the
conclusion that he had passed his twentieth birthday just before the end of the voyage.



Thiswas much more relevant to him than the other pertinent fact—that four hundred and
some-odd years had passed since the day he was born, back on Earth, back when the human race
had not spread beyond the solar system of its birth.

When Vaentine emerged from the debarkation chamber—al phabeticaly she was dways after
him—Andrew greeted her with the news. "I just figured it out,” he said. "'I'm twenty."

"Good," she said. "Now you can start paying taxes like the rest of us.”

Ever sincethe end of the War of Xenocide, Andrew had lived on atrust fund set up by a
grateful world to reward the commander of the fleetsthat saved humanity. Well, strictly speaking, that
action was taken at the end of the Third Bugger War, when people still thought of the Buggers as
monsters and the children who commanded the fleet as heroes. By the time the name was changed to
the War of Xenocide, humanity was no longer grateful, and the last thing any government would have
dared to do was authorize apension trust fund for Ender Wiggin, the perpetrator of the most awful
crimein human higory.

Infact, if it had become known that such atrust fund existed, it would have become apublic
scandd . But the interstellar fleet was dow to convert to the idea that destroying the Buggers had been
abadidea And so they carefully shielded the trust fund from public view, dispersing it among many
mutua funds and as stock in many different companies, with no single authority controlling any
sgnificant portion of the money. Effectively, they had made the money disappear, and only Andrew
himsdf and hissster Vaentine knew where the money was, or how much of it there was.

Onething, though, was certain: By law, when Andrew reached the subjective age of twenty, the
tax-exempt status of his holdings would be revoked. The income would start being reported to the
appropriate authorities. Andrew would have to file atax report either every year or every time he

concluded an interstellar voyage of greater than one year in objective time, the taxes to be annualized
and interest on the unpaid portion duly handed over.

Andrew was not looking forward to it.
"How doesit work with your book royaties?' he asked Vaentine.

"The same as anyone," she answered, "except that not many copies sall, so thereisn't muchin
theway of taxesto pay."

Only afew minuteslater she had to eat her words, for when they sat down at the rental
computersin the starport of Sorelledolce, Vaentine discovered that her most recent book, a history
of thefailed Jung and Calvin colonies on the planet Helvetica, had achieved something of a cult satus.

"I think I'mrich," she murmured to Andrew.

"I have no ideawhether I'mrich or not," said Andrew. "I can't get the computer to stop listing
my holdings™

The names of companies kept scrolling up and back, the list going on and on.

"| thought they'd just give you a check for whatever wasin the bank when you turned twenty,"



sad Vdentine.

"l should be 0 lucky," said Andrew. "I can't St here and wait for this."

"You haveto,” said Vdentine. "Y ou can't get through customs without proving that you've paid
your taxes and that you have enough left over to support yourself without becoming adrain on public
resources.”

"What if | didn't have enough money? They send me back?'

"No, they assign you to awork crew and compel you to earn your way free at an extremely
unfair rate of pay.”

"How do you know that?"

"l don't. I'vejust read alot of history and | know how governmentswork. If itisn't that, it'll be
the equivaent. Or they'll send you back.”

"| can't be the only person who ever landed and discovered that it would take him aweek to
find out what hisfinancid stuation was," said Andrew. "I'm going to find somebody."

"I'll be here, paying my taxeslike agrown-up,” said Vdentine. "Like an honest woman.”

"Y ou make me ashamed of mysdlf," called Andrew blithely as he strode away.

Benedetto took one look at the cocky young man who sat down across the desk from him and
sighed. Heknew at once that this one would be trouble. A young man of privilege, arriving at anew
planet, thinking he could get specid favorsfor himself from the tax man. "What can | do for you?”
asked Benedetto—in Itadian, even though he was fluent in Starcommon and the law said that dl
travelers had to be addressed in that language unless another was mutually agreed upon.

Unfazed by the Itdian, the young man produced hisidentification.

"Andrew Wiggin?' asked Benedetto, incredulous.

"Isthere aproblem?’

"Do you expect meto bdievethat thisidentification isred?' He was spesking Starcommon
now; the point had been made.

"Shouldn't 17

"Andrew Wiggin? Do you think thisis such a backwater that we are not educated enough to
recognize the name of Ender the Xenocide?'

"Ishaving the same nameacrimina offense?' asked Andrew.



"Having fdseidentificationis.”

"If | were using faseidentification, would it be smart or supid to use anamelike Andrew
Wiggin?' he asked.

"Stupid,” Benedetto grudgingly admitted.

"So let's start from the assumption that I'm smart, but also tormented by having grown up with
the name of Ender the Xenocide. Are you going to find me psychologicaly unfit because of the
imbalance these traumas caused me?”

"I'm not customs," said Benedetto. "I'm taxes."

"I know. But you seemed preternaturally absorbed with the question of identity, so | thought you
were either a py from customs or a philosopher, and who am | to deny the curiosity of either?

Benedetto hated the smart-mouthed ones. "What do you want?"

"l find my tax Situation is complicated. Thisisthefirst timeI've had to pay taxes—I just came
into atrust fund—and | don't even know what my holdings are. I'd like to have adday in paying my
taxesuntil | can sort it dl out."

"Denied," said Benedetto.

"Judt like thet?"

"Just likethet," said Benedetto.

Andrew sat there for amoment.

"Can | help you with something el se?" asked Benedetto.

"Isthere any apped ?'

"Yes" said Benedetto. "But you have to pay your taxes before you can appeal.”

"l intend to pay my taxes," said Andrew. "It'sjust going to take metimeto do it, and | thought
I'd do a better job of it on my own computer in my own gpartment rather than on the public
computers herein the starport.”

"Afraid someone will look over your shoulder?' asked Benedetto. " See how much of an
alowance Grandmother |eft you?'

"1t would be nice to have more privacy, yes," said Andrew.
"Permission to leave without payment isdenied.”

"All right, then, release my liquid fundsto me so | can pay to stay here and work on my taxes."



"Y ou had your wholeflight to do that.”
"My money had dways been in atrust fund. | never knew how complicated the holdings were.”

"Youredize, of course, that if you keep telling me these things, you'll break my heart and I'll run
from the room crying," said Benedetto camly.

The young man sighed. "I'm not sure what you want meto do."
"Pay your taxeslike every other citizen."

"1 have no way to get to my money until | pay my taxes," said Andrew. "And | have no way to
support myself whilel figure out my taxes unless you release some fundsto me.”

"Makes you wish you had thought of this earlier, doesn't it?" said Benedetto.

Andrew |ooked around the office. "It sayson that sign that you'll help mefill out my tax form.”
"es"

"Hdp."

"Show metheform.”

Andrew looked at him oddly. "How can | show it to you?'

"Bring it up on the computer here." Benedetto turned his computer around on his desk, offering
the keyboard side of it to Andrew.

Andrew |looked &t the blanksin the form displayed above the computer, and typed in his name
and histax 1.D. number, then his private |.D. code. Benedetto pointedly looked away while he typed
in the code, even though his software was recording each keystroke the young man entered. Once he
was gone, Benedetto would have full accessto al hisrecordsand dl hisfunds. The better to assst
him with histaxes, of course.

The digplay began scralling.

"What did you do?" asked Benedetto. The words appeared at the bottom of the display, asthe
top of the page did back and out of the way, rolling into an ever tighter scroll. Because it wasn't
paging, Benedetto knew that thislong list of information was gppearing asit was being caled up by a
single question on the form. He turned the computer around to where he could seeit. Thelist
congsted of the names and exchange codes of corporations and mutua funds, ong with numbers of
shares.

"Y ou see my problem,” said the young man.

Thelist went on and on. Benedetto reached down and pressed afew keysin combination. The
list stopped. "Y ou have," he said softly, "alarge number of holdings.”



"But | didn't know it," said Andrew. "l mean, | knew that the trustees had diversified me some
time ago, but | had no ideathe extent. | just drew an allowance whenever | was on planet, and
because it was atax-free government pension | never had to think anymore about it."

So maybe the kid's wide-eyed innocence wasn't an act. Benedetto didiked him alittleless. In
fact, Benedetto fdt thefirgt stirrings of true friendship. Thislad was going to make Benedetto avery
rich man without even knowing it. Benedetto might even retire from the tax service. Just hisstock in
the last company on the interrupted list, Enzichd Vinicenze, aconglomerate with extensive holdingson
Sorelledol ce, was worth enough for Benedetto to buy a country estate and keep servants for the rest
of hislife. And thelist wasonly up to the Es.

"Interesting,”" said Benedetto.

"How about this?' said the young man. "1 only turned twenty in the last year of my voyage. Up to
then, my earnings were gill tax-exempt and I'm entitled to them without paying taxes. Free up that
much of my funds, and then give me afew weeksto get some expert to help me analyze the rest of
thisand I'll submit my tax formsthen.”

"Excdlent idea," said Benedetto. "Where are those liquid earnings held?"
"Catdonian Exchange Bank," said Andrew.
" Account number?'

"All you need isto free up any funds held in my name," said Andrew. "Y ou don't need the
account number."

Benedetto didn't press the point. He wouldn't need to dip into the boy's petty cash. Not with the
mother lode waiting for him to pillageit at will before he ever got into atax attorney's office. He typed
in the necessary information and published the form. He adso gave Andrew Wiggin athirty-day pass,
alowing him the freedom of Sordlledolce aslong ashelogged in daily with the tax service and turned
inafull tax form and paid the estimated tax within that thirty-day period, and promised not to leave
the planet until histax form had been evauated and confirmed.

Standard operating procedure. The young man thanked him—that's the part Benedetto aways
liked, when theserich idiots thanked him for lying to them and skimming invisible bribes from their
accounts—and then |eft the office.

As soon as he was gone, Benedetto cleared the display and called up his snitch program to
report the young man's|.D. code. He waited. The snitch program did not come up. He brought up his
log of running programs, checked the hidden log, and found that the snitch program wasn't onthelist.
Absurd. It was always running. Only now it wasn't. And in fact it had disappeared from memory.

Using hisversion of the banned Predator program, he searched for the e ectronic signature of the
snitch program, and found a couple of itstemp files. But none contained any useful information, and
the snitch program itself was completely gone.

Nor, when hetried to return to the form Andrew Wiggin had created, was he able to bring it
back. 1t should have been there, with the young man'slist of holdings intact, so Benedetto could make



arun a some of the stocks and funds manually—there were plenty of waysto ransack them, even
when he couldn't get the password from his snitch. But the form was blank. The company names had

all disappeared.

What happened? How could both these things go wrong at the same time?
No matter. Thelist was so long it had to have been buffered. Predator would find it.

Only now Predator wasn't responding. It wasn't in memory either. He had used it only amoment
ago! Thiswasimpossible. Thiswas...

How could the boy have introduced avirus on his system just by entering tax form information?
Could he have embedded it into one of the company names somehow? Benedetto was a user of
illegd software, not adesigner, but till, he had never heard of anything that could come in through
uncrunched data, not through the security of the tax system.

This Andrew Wiggin had to be some kind of spy. Sorelledolce was one of the last holdouts
againgt complete federation with Starways Congress—he had to be a Congress spy sent to try to
subvert the independence of Sorelledolce.

Only that was absurd. A spy would have come in prepared to submit histax forms, pay his
taxes, and moveright dong. A spy would have done nothing to call atention to himself.

There had to be some explanation. And Benedetto was going to get it. Whoever this Andrew
Wiggin was, Benedetto was not going to be cheated out of inheriting hisfair share of the boy'swedth.
He'd waited along time for this, and just because this Wiggin boy had some fancy security software
didn't mean Benedetto wouldn't find away to get his hands on what wasrightly his.

Andrew was il alittle steamed as he and Vaentine made their way out of the starport.
Sorelledol ce was one of the newer colonies, only ahundred years old, but its Status as an associated
planet meant that alot of shady and unregulatable businesses migrated here, bringing full employment,
plenty of opportunities, and aboomtown ethos that made everyone's step seem vigorous—and
everyone's eyes seem to keep glancing over their shoulder. Ships came herefull of people and Ieft full
of cargo, so that the colony population was nearing four million and that of the capita, Donnabella, a
full million.

The architecture was an odd mix of log cabins and prefab plastic. Y ou couldn't tell abuilding's
age by that, though—both materias had coexisted from the sart. The native florawasfern jungle and
50 the fauna—dominated by legless lizards—were of dinosaurian proportions, but the human
settlements were safe enough and cultivation produced so much that half the land could be devoted to
cash cropsfor export—Ilegd onesliketextilesand illegd onesfor ingestion. Not to mention the trade
in huge colorful serpent skins used as tapestries and ceiling coverings al over the worlds governed by
Starways Congress. Many ahunting party went out into the jungle and came back amonth later with
fifty pets, enough for the survivorsto retire in luxury. Many ahunting party went out, however, and
was never seen again. The only consolation, according to local wags, was that the biochemistry
differed just enough that any snake that ate a human had diarrheafor aweek. It wasn't quite revenge,
but it helped.



New buildings were going up al thetime, but they couldn't keep up with demand, and Andrew
and Vaentine had to spend awhole day searching before they found aroom they could share. But
their new roommate, an Abyssinian hunter of enormous fortune, promised that held have his
expedition and be gone on the hunt within afew days, and dl he asked was that they watch over his
thingsuntil he returned... or didn't.

"How will we know when you haven't returned?' asked Vaentine, ever the practical one.
"Thewomen weeping in the Libyan quarter,”" hereplied.

Andrew'sfirst act wasto Sgn onto the net with his own computer, so he could study his
newly-revealed holdings at leisure. Vaentine had to spend her first few days dedling with ahuge
volume of correspondence arising from her last book, in addition to the norma amount of mail she
had from historians al over the settled worlds. Most of it she marked to answer later, but the urgent
messages done took three long days. Of course, the people writing to her had no idea they were
corresponding with ayoung woman of about twenty-five years (subjective age). They thought they
were corresponding with the noted historian Demosthenes. Not that anyone thought for amoment that
the name was anything but a pseudonym; and some reporters, responding to her first rush of fame
with thislatest book, had attempted to identify the "real Demosthenes' by figuring out from her long
gpates of dow responses or no responses at al when she was voyaging, and then working from
passenger lists of candidate flights. It took an enormous amount of calculation, but that's what
computers were for, wasn't it? So severad men of varying degrees of scholarliness were accused of
being Demosthenes, and some were not trying al that hard to deny it.

All thisamused Vaentine no end. Aslong asthe royaty checks cameto the right place and
nobody tried to dip in afaked-up book under her pseudonym, she couldn't care lesswho claimed the
credit persondly. She had worked with pseudonyms—this pseudonym, actualy—since childhood,
and she was comfortable with that odd mix of fame and anonymity. Best of both worlds, she said to
Andrew.

She had fame, he had notoriety. Thus he used no pseudonym—everyone just assumed his name
was a horrible faux pas on the part of his parents. No one named Wiggin should have the gdll to name
their child Andrew, not after what the Xenocide did, that's what they seemed to believe. At twenty
years of age, it was unthinkable that this young man could be the same Andrew Wiggin. They had no
way of knowing that for the past three centuries, he and Vaentine had skipped from world to world
only long enough for her to find the next story she wanted to research, gather the materias, and then
get on the next starship so she could write the book while they journeyed to the next planet. Because
of rdativigtic effects, they had scarcely lost two years of lifein the past three hundred of redtime.
Vaentineimmersed hersalf deeply and brilliantly—who could doubt it, from what she wrote?—into
each culture, but Andrew remained atourist. Or less. He helped Vaentine with her research and
played with languages allittle, but he made almost no friends and stayed aoof from the places. She
wanted to know everything; he wanted to love no one.

Or s0 he thought, when he thought of it a al. He waslondly, but then told himself that he was
glad to belondy, that Vadentinewas dl the company he needed, while she, needing more, had dl the
people she met through her research, al the people she corresponded with.

Right after the war, when he was till Ender, still achild, some of the other children who had
served with him wrote |ettersto him. Since he wasthefirgt of them to trave at lightspeed, however,



the correspondence soon faltered, for by the time he got aletter and answered it, he wasfive, ten
years younger than they were. He who had been their leader was now alittle kid. Exactly the kid they
had known, had looked up to; but years had passed in their lives. Mogt of them had been caught up
on the warsthat tore Earth apart in the decade following the victory over the Buggers, had grown to
meaturity in combat or politics. By the time they got Ender's letter replying to their own, they had come
to think of those old days as ancient history, as another life. And here was this voice from the past,
answering the child who had written to him, only that child was no longer there. Some of them wept
over theletter, remembering their friend, grieving that he aone had not been allowed to return to Earth
after the victory. But how could they answer him? At what point could their livestouch?

Later, most of them took flight to other worlds, while Ender served as the child-governor of a
colony on one of the conquered Bugger colony worlds. He came to maturity in that bucolic setting,
and, when he was ready, was guided to encounter the last surviving Hive Queen, who told him her
story and begged him to take her to a safe place, where her people could be restored. He promised
he would do it, and asthe first step toward making aworld safe for her, he wrote a short book about
her, caled The Hive Queen. He published it anonymoudy—at Vaentines suggestion. Hesigned it,
"The Speaker for the Dead."

He had no ideawhat this book would do, how it would transform humanity's perception of the
Bugger Wars. It was this very book that changed him from the child-hero to the child-monster, from
thevictor in the Third Bugger War to the Xenocide who destroyed another species quite
unnecessarily. Not that they demonized him at first. It was agradual, step-by-step process. First they
pitied the child who had been manipulated into using his geniusto destroy the Hive Queen. Then his
name came to be used for anyone who did monstrous things without understanding what he was
doing. And then his name—popularized as Ender the X enocide—became a smple shorthand for
anyone who does the unconscionable on a monstrous scae. Andrew understood how it happened,
and didn't even disgpprove. For no one could blame him more than he blamed himsdlf. He knew that
he hadn't known the truth, but he felt that he should have known, and that even if he couldn't have
intended that the Hive Queens be destroyed, the whole speciesin one blow, that was neverthelessthe
effect of hisactions. He did what he did, and had to accept responsibility for it.

Which included the cocoon in which the Hive Queen traveled with him, dry and wrapped up like
afamily heirloom. He had privileges and clearances that till clung to him from his old statuswith the
military, so hisluggage was never inspected. Or at least had not been ingpected up to now. His
encounter with the tax man Benedetto wasthe first Sign that things might be different for him asan
adult.

Different, but not different enough. He aready carried the burden of the destruction of a species.
Now he carried the burden of their salvation, their restoration. How would he, atwenty-year-old,
barely aman, find a place where the Hive Queen could emerge and lay her fertilized eggs, where no
human would discover her and interfere? How could he possibly protect her?

The money might be the answer. Judging from the way Benedetto's eyes got large when he saw
thelist of Andrew's holdings, there might be quite alot of money. And Andrew knew that money
could be turned into power, among other things. Power, perhaps, to buy safety for the Hive Queen.

If, that is, he could figure out how much money there was, and how much tax he owed.

There were expertsin this sort of thing, he knew. Lawyers and accountants for whom thiswas a



specialty. But again he thought of Benedetto's eyes. Andrew knew avarice when he saw it. Anyone
who knew about him and his apparent wealth would start trying to find waysto get part of it. Andrew
knew that the money was not his. It was blood money, his reward for destroying the Buggers, he
needed to use it to restore them before any of the rest of it could ever rightfully be caled hisown.
How could he find someone to help him without opening the door to let thejackalsin?

He discussed thiswith Vaentine, and she promised to ask among her acquaintances here (for
she had acquaintances everywhere, through her correspondence) who might be trusted. The answer
came quickly: no one. If you have alarge fortune and want to find someone to help you protect it,
Sorelledolce was not the place to be.

So day after day Andrew studied tax law for an hour or two and then, for another few hours,
tried to come to gripswith his own holdings and andyze them from a taxability standpoint. It was
mind-numbing work, and every time he thought he understood it, he'd begin to suspect that there was
some loophole he was missing, sometrick he needed to know to make thingswork for him. The
language in a paragraph that had seemed unimportant now loomed large, and he'd go back and study
it and see how it crested an exception to arule he thought applied to him. At the sametime, there
were specia exemptionsthat gpplied to only specia cases and sometimes only to one company, but
amogt invariably he had some ownership of that company, or owned shares of afund that had a
holding init. Thiswasn't amatter of amonth's study, thiswas a career, just tracking what he owned.
A lot of wealth can accruein four hundred years, especialy if you're spending amaost none of it.
Whatever portion of his allowance he didn't use each year was plowed back into new investments.
Without even knowing it, it seemed to him that he had hisfinger in every pie.

Hedidn't want it. It didn't interest him. The better he understood it the less he cared. Hewas
getting to the point that he didn't understand why tax attorneys didn't just kill themselves.

That's when the ad showed up in hise-mail. He wasn't supposed to get advertising—interstellar
travelerswere automaticdly off-limitsto advertisers, snce the advertisng money was wasted during
their voyage, and the backlog of old ads would overwhelm them when they reached solid ground.
Andrew was on solid ground, now, but he hadn't bought anything other than subletting aroom and
shopping for groceries, and neither activity was supposed to get him on anybody'slist.

Y et hereit was. Top Financia Software! The Answer Y ou're Looking For!

It was like horoscopes—enough blind stabs and some of them are bound to strike atarget.
Andrew certainly needed financid help, and he certainly hadn't found an answer yet. So instead of
deleting the ad, he opened it and let it createitslittle 3-D presentation on his computer.

He had watched some of the ads that popped up on Vaentine's computer—her correspondence
was S0 voluminous that there was no chance for her of avoiding it, at least not under her public
Demosthenesidentity. There were plenty of fireworks and theatrica pieces, dazzling specid effectsor
heart-wrenching dramas used to sell whatever was being sold.

This one, though, was smple. A woman's head appeared in the display space, but facing avay
from him. She glanced around, findly looking far enough over her shoulder to "see" Andrew.

"Oh, thereyou are,” she said.



Andrew said nothing, waiting for her to go on.
"Well, aren't you going to answer me?" she asked.

Good software, he thought. But pretty chancy, to assumethat dl the recipientswould refrain
from answering.

"Oh, | see" she sad. "Y ou think I'm just a program unspooling on your computer. But I'm not.
I'm the friend and financia adviser you've been wishing for, but | don't work for money, | work for
you. Y ou haveto talk to me so | can understand what you want to do with your money, what you
want it to accomplish. | have to hear your voice."

But Andrew didn't like playing dong with computer programs. He didn't like participatory
thegtre, either. Vaentine had dragged him to acouple of shows where the actorstried to engage the
audience. Once amagician had tried to use Andrew in his act, finding objects hidden in hisearsand
hair and jacket. But Andrew kept his face blank and made no movement, gave no sign that he even
understood what was happening, till the magician findly got the idea and moved on. What Andrew
wouldn't do for alive human being he certainly wouldn't do for a computer program. He pressed the
Page key to get past thistaking-head intro.

"Ouch," said the woman. "What are you trying to do, get rid of me?"

"Yes" said Andrew. Then he cursed himsdlf for having succumbed to thetrick. Thissmulation
was S0 cleverly redl that it had finally got him to answer by reflex.

"L ucky for you that you don't have a Page button. Do you have any idea how painful that is?
Not to mention humiliating.”

Having once spoken, there was no reason not to go ahead and use the preferred interface for
this program. "Come on, how do | get you off my display so | can get back to the salt mines?”
Andrew asked. He ddliberately spokein afluid, durring manner, knowing that even the most
elaborate speech-recognition software fell gpart when it came to accented, durred, and idiomatic
speech.

"Y ou have holdingsin two sdt mines,”" said the woman. "Buit they're both loser investments. Y ou
need to get rid of them.”

Thisirritated Andrew. "I didn't assign you any filestoread,” he said. "l didn't even buy this
software yet. | don't want you reading my files. How do | shut you down?"

"But if you liquidate the salt mines, you can use the proceeds to pay your taxes. It dmost exactly
coverstheyear'sfee”

"Y ou'retelling me you dready figured out my taxes?'
"You just landed on the planet Sorelledolce, where the tax rates are unconscionably high. But

using every exemption left to you, induding veterans benefit laws that gpply to only ahandful of living
participantsin the War of Xenocide, | was ableto keep the totd fee under five million."



Andrew laughed. "Oh, brilliant, even my most pessmigtic figure didn't go over amillion five."

It was the woman'sturn to laugh. "Y our figure was amillion and ahaf starcounts. My figure was
under five million firenzette

Andrew cdculated the differenceinloca currency and his smilefaded. "That's seven thousand
garcounts.”

" Seven thousand four hundred and ten,” said thewoman. "Am | hired?'

"Thereisno legd way you can get me out of paying that much of my taxes.”

"On the contrary, Mr. Wiggin. Thetax laws are designed to trick people into paying more than
they haveto. That way therich who arein the know get to take advantage of drastic tax breaks, while
those who don't have such good connections and haven't yet found an accountant who does are

tricked into paying ludicroudy higher amounts. I, however, know dl the tricks."

"A great come-on," said Andrew. "Very convincing. Except the part where the police come and
arest me"

"You think so, Mr. Wiggin?'

"If you're going to force meto useaverbd interface” said Andrew, "at least call me something
other than Miger."

"How about Andrew?" she said.

"Hine"

"And you must cdl me Jane"

"Mug 1?7

"Or | could cal you Ender," she said.

Andrew froze. Therewas nothing in hisfilesto indicate that childhood nickname.

"Terminate this program and get off my computer a once," he said.

"Asyou wigh," she answered.

Her head disappeared from the screen.

Good riddance, thought Andrew. If he gave atax form showing that low an amount to
Benedetto, there wasn't a chance he could avoid afull audit, and from the way Andrew sized up the
tax man, Benedetto would come away with alarge part of Andrew's estate for himself. Not that

Andrew minded alittle enterprise in aman, but he had afeeling Benedetto didn't know when to say
when. No need to wave ared flag in front of hisface.



But as he worked on, he began to wish he hadn't been so hasty. This Jane software might have
pulled the name "Ender” out of its database as a nickname for Andrew. Though it was odd that she
should try that name before more obvious choices like"Drew" or "Andy," it was paranoid of him to
imagine that apiece of software that got emailed into his computer—no doubt atrid-size verson of a
much larger program—could have known so quickly that he redlly was the Andrew Wiggin. It just
said and did what it was programmed to say and do. Maybe choosing the least-likely nickname was a
drategy to get the potentia customer to give the correct nickname, which would mean tacit approva
to use it—another step closer to the decision to buy.

And what if that low, low tax figure was accurate? Or what if he could forceit to come up with a
more reasonable figure? If the software was competently written, it might be just thefinancia adviser
and investment counselor he needed. Certainly it had found the two salt mines quickly enough,
triggered by afigure of speech from his childhood on Earth. And their sale vaue, when he went ahead
and liquidated them, was exactly what she had predicted.

What it had predicted. That human-looking facein the display certainly was agood ploy, to
personalize the software and get him to start thinking of it asa person. Y ou could junk a piece of
software, but it would be rude to send a person away.

Wéll, it hadn't worked on him. He did send it away. And would do it again, if he felt the need to.
But right now, with only two weeks | eft before the tax deadline, he thought it might be worth putting
up with the annoyance of an intrusive virtua woman. Maybe he could reconfigure the software to
communicate with himin text only, ashe preferred.

Hewent to hisemail and caled up the ad. Thistime, though, al that appeared was the standard
message: "Fileno longer available

He cursed himself. He had no idea of the planet of origin. Maintaining alink acrossthe ansble
was expengve. Once he shut down the demo program, the link would be alowed to die—no point in
wasting preciousinterselar link time on a customer who didn't ingtantly buy. Oh, well. Nothing to be
done about it now.

Benedetto found the project taking him almost more time than it was worth, tracing thisfellow
back to find out whom he was working with. It wasn't that easy, tracking him from voyage to voyage.
All hisflights were specia issue, classified—again, proof that he worked with some branch of some
government—and he only found the voyage before this one by accident. Soon enough, though,
Benedetto redized that if he tracked hismistress or Sster or secretary or whatever thisVaentine
woman was, he would have amuch easier time of it.

What surprised him was how briefly they stayed in any one place. With only afew voyages,
Benedetto had traced them back three hundred years, to the very dawn of the colonizing age, and for
thefirgt timeit occurred to him that it wasn't inconceivable that this Andrew Wiggin might be the

vay...

No, no. He could not let himsdlf believeit yet. But if it weretrue, if thiswereredly thewar
crimind who...



The blackmail possibilities were astounding.

How was it possible that no one el se had done this obvious research on Andrew and Vaentine
Wiggin? Or were they dready paying blackmailers on severa worlds?

Or werethe blackmailers al dead? Benedetto would have to be careful. People with thismuch
money invariably had powerful friends. Benedetto would haveto find friends of hisown to protect him
as he moved forward with his new plan.

Vdentine showed it to Andrew as an oddity. "I've heard of this before, but thisisthefirst time
welve ever been close enough to attend one.” It was aloca newsnet announcement of a" speaking”
for adead man.

Andrew had never been comfortable with the way his pseudonym, " Speaker for the Dead,” had
been picked up by others and turned into the title of a quasi-clergyman of anew truth-speaking
ur-religion. There was no doctrine, so people of amost any faith could invite a speaker for the dead
to take part in theregular funera services, or to hold a separate speaking after—sometimes long
after—the body was buried or burned.

These speakings for the dead did not arise from hisbook The Hive Queen, however. It was
Andrew's second book, The Hegemon, that brought this new funerary custom into being. Andrews
and Vaentine's brother, Peter, had become Hegemon after the civil warsand by amix of deft
diplomacy and brutal force had united al of Earth under a single powerful government. He proved to
be an enlightened despot, and set up ingtitutions that would share authority in the future; and it was
under Peter's rule that the serious business of colonization of other planets got under way. Y et from
childhood on, Peter had been cruel and uncompassionate, and Andrew and Vaentine feared him.
Indeed, it was Peter who arranged things so Andrew could not return to Earth after hisvictory inthe
Third Bugger War. So it was hard for Andrew not to hate him.

That waswhy he researched and wrote The Hegemon—to try to find the truth of the man
behind the manipulations and the massacres and the awful childhood memories. Theresult wasa
relentlesdy fair biography that measured the man and hid nothing. Since the book was signed with the
same name as The Hive Queen, which had aready transformed attitudes toward the Buggers, it
earned agreat ded of attention and eventually gave rise to these speakers for the dead, going about
trying to bring the same leve of truthfulness to the funeras of other dead people, some prominent,
some obscure. They spoke the deaths of heroes and powerful people, clearly showing the price that
they and others paid for their success; of acoholics or abuserswho had ruined their families lives,
trying to show the human being behind the addiction, but never sparing the truth of the damage that
weakness caused. Andrew had got used to the idea that these things were done in the name of the
Speaker for the Dead, but he had never attended one, and as Vaentine expected, he jumped at the
chance to do so now, even though he did not have time.

They knew nothing about the dead man, though the fact that the speaking received only small
public notice suggested he was not well known. Sure enough, the venue for the speaking was a
smdlish public room in ahotel, and only a couple of dozen people were in attendance. There was no
body present—the deceased had apparently aready been disposed of. Andrew tried to guess at the
identities of the other people in the room. Was this one the widow? That one a daughter? Or wasthe



older one the mother, the younger the widow? Were those sons? Friends? Business partners?

The speaker dressed smply and put on no airs. He cameto the front of the room and started to
talk, telling the life of the man smply. It wasn't a biography—there was no time for such aleve of
detail. Rather it was more like a saga, telling the important deeds the man did—»but judging which
were important, not by the degree to which such deeds would have been newsworthy, but by the
depth and breadth of their effectsin the lives of others. Thus his decision to build ahouse that he
could not afford in aneighborhood full of peoplefar above hisleve of incomewould never have rated
amention in the newsnets, but it colored the lives of his children asthey were growing up, forcing
them to deal with people who looked down on them. It also filled his own life with anxiety over
finances. He worked himsdlf to death, paying for the house. He did it "“for the children,” yet they dl
wished that they had been able to grow up with people who wouldn't judge them for their lack of
money, who didn't dismiss them as climbers. Hiswife wasisolated in aneighborhood where she had
no womenfriends, and he had been dead for less than a day when she put the house on the market;
she had dready moved ouit.

But the speaker did not stop there. He went on to show how the dead man's obsession with this
house, with putting hisfamily in this neighborhood, arose from his own mother's constant harping a his
father'sfailure to provide afine home for her. She congtantly talked about how it had been amistake
for her to "marry down," and so the dead man had grown up obsessed with the need for aman to
provide only the best for hisfamily, no matter what it took. He hated his mother—he fled his home
world and came to Sordlledolce primarily to get away from he—but her twisted vaues came with
him and digtorted hislife and the lives of his children. Inthe end, it was her quarrel with her husband
that killed her son, for it led to the exhaustion and the stroke that felled him before he wasfifty.

Andrew could see that the widow and children had not known their grandmother, back on their
father's home planet, had not guessed at the source of his obsesson with living in theright
neighborhood, in the right house. Now that they could see the script that had been givenhim asa
child, tears were shed. Obvioudy, they had been given permission to face their resentments and, at
the sametime, forgive their father for the pain he had put them through. Things made sense to them
NOW.

The spesking ended. Family members embraced the speaker, and each other; then the speaker
went away.

Andrew followed him. Caught him by the arm as he reached the Street.

"Sir," Andrew said, "how did you become a spesker?"

Theman looked at him oddly. "'l spoke."

"But how did you prepare?’

"Thefirst death | spoke was the death of my grandfather,” he said. "'l hadn't even read The Hive
Queen and The Hegemon." (The bookswereinvariably sold asasingle volume now.) "But when |
was done, peopletold me | had ared gift asa speaker for the dead. That'swhen | finally read the

books and got an idea of how the thing ought to be done. So when other people asked me to speak
at funerds, | knew how much research was required. | don't know that I'm doing it ‘right’ even now."



" S0 to be a spesker for the dead, you smply—"

" Speak. And get asked to speak again.” The man smiled. "It'snot apaying job, if that's what
yourethinking."

"No, no," said Andrew. "I just... | just wanted to know how the thing was done, that'sdl.” This
man, dready in hisfifties would not be likely to believe that the author of The Hive Queen and The
Hegemon stood before him in the form of this twenty-year-old.

"And in case you're wondering,” said the speaker for the dead, "we aren't ministers. We don't
stake out our turf and get testy if someone ese stickshisnosein.”

lld,]?l

"Soif you're thinking of becoming a speaker for the dead, all | can say is, go for it. Just don't do
ahaf-assed job. Y ou're reshaping the past for people, and if you aren't going to plungein and do it
right, finding out everything, you'll only do harm and it's better not to do it at al. Y ou can't stand up
andwingit."

"No, | guessyou can't."

"Thereitis. Your full apprenticeship as aspeaker for the dead. | hope you don't want a
certificate.” The man smiled. "It's not dways as gppreciated asit wasin there. Sometimes you speak
because the dead person asked for a speaker for the dead in hiswill. The family doesn't want you to
doit, and they're horrified a the things you say, and they'll never forgive you for it when you're done.
But... you do it anyway, because the dead man wanted the truth spoken.”

"How can you be sure when you've found the truth."”

"Y ou never know. You just do your best." He patted Andrew on the back. "I'd love to talk with
you longer, but I've got calls to make before everybody leaves for home this afternoon. I'm an
accountant for the living—that's my day job."

"An accountant?' asked Andrew. "l know you're busy, but can | ask you about a piece of
accounting software? A taking head, awoman comes up on the screen, she cdls herself Jane?!

"Never heard of it, but the universeisabig place and thereésno way | can keep up with
software | don't use mysdlf. Sorry!" And with that the man was gone.

Andrew did a netsearch on the name Jane with the ddimiters investment, finance, accounting,
and tax. There were seven hits, but they all pointed to awriter on the planet Albion who had written a
book on interplanetary estate planning a hundred years before. Possibly the Jane in this software
package was named for her. Or not. But it brought Andrew no closer to getting the software.

Five minutes after concluding his search, however, the familiar head popped up in the display of
his computer. "Good morning, Andrew,” she said. "Oops. It's early evening, isn't it? So hard to keep
track of local timeon, dl theseworlds."



"What are you doing here?' asked Andrew. "1 tried to find you, but | didn't know the name of
the software.”

"Did you? Thisisjust a preprogrammed follow-up visit, in case you changed your mind. If you
want | can uningtall myself from your computer, or | can do apartia or full install, depending on what
you want."

"How much does an ingtdlaion cost?!
"Y ou can afford me," said Jane. "I'm cheap and you'rerich.”

Andrew wasn't sure he liked the style of thissmulated persondity. "All | wantisasmple
answer," said Andrew. "How much doesit cost to ingtd| you?”

"l gaveyou the answer,” said Jane. "'I'm an ongoing ingtallation. The fee is contingent on your
financid status and how much | accomplish for you. If you ingtal mejust to help with taxes, you are
charged one-tenth of one percent of the amount | savefor you."

"What if | tell you to pay more than what you think the minimum payment should be."

"Then | savelessfor you, and | cost less. No hidden charges. No best-case fakery. But you'll be
missing abet if you only ingal mefor taxes. There's so much money herethat you'll spend your whole
life managing it, unlessyou turn it over to me."

"That'sthe part | don't carefor,” said Andrew. "Who is'you'?"

"Me. Jane. The software installed on your computer. Oh, | see, you're worried about whether
I'm linked to some centra database that will know too much about your finances! No, my ingtalation
on your computer will not cause any information about you to go to any other location. Therell be no
room full of software engineerstrying to figure out waysto get their hands on your fortune. Instead,
youll have the equivaent of afulltime stockbroker, tax attorney, and investment andyst handling your
money for you. Ask for an accounting at any time and it will bein front of you, instantaneoudly.
Whatever you want to purchase, just let me know and I'll find you the best price a a convenient
location, pay for it, and haveit ddlivered wherever you want. If you do afull ingtalation, including the
scheduler and research assistant, | can be your constant companion.”

Andrew thought of having thiswoman talking to him day in and day out and he shook his head.
"No thanks."

"Why? s my voicetoo chirpy for you?' Jane said. Then, in alower register, with some
breathiness added, she continued: "I can change my voice to whatever comfort level you prefer.” Her
head suddenly changed to that of aman. In abaritone voice with just the dightest hint of effeminacy,
hesad, "Or | can beaman, with varying degrees of manliness." The face changed again, to more
rugged features, and the voice was downright beery. "Thisisthe bear hunter version, in case you have
doubts about your manhood and need to overcompensate.”

Andrew laughed in spite of himsdlf. Who programmed this thing? The humor, the ease with
language—these were way above even the best software he had seen. Artificid inteligencewas dill a
wishful thought—no matter how good the Sm was, you aways knew within moments that you were



dedling with a program. But this Sm was so much better—so much more like a pleasant
companion—that he might have bought it just to see how deep the program went, how well thesm
would hold up over time. And since it was a0 precisaly the financia program that he needed, he
decided to go ahead.

"l want adaily taly of how much I'm paying for your services," said Andrew. "So | can get rid of
you if you get too expensive.”

"Just remember, no tipping,” said the man.

"Go back to thefirst one," said Andrew. "Jane. And the default voice.

The woman's head regppeared. "Y ou don't want the sexy voice?'

“I'll tll youif | ever get that lonely,” said Andrew.

"What if | get londy? Did you ever think about that?"

"No, | don't want any flirty banter,” said Andrew. "I'm assuming you can switch that off."

"It'sdready gone," she said.

"Then let'sget my tax formsready." Andrew sat down, expecting it to take several minutesto
get under way. Instead, the completed tax form appeared in the display. Jane's face was gone. But
her voice remained. "Herésthe bottom line. | promiseyou it'sentirely legd, and he can't touch you
for it. Thisishow thelaws are written. They're designed to protect the fortunes of people asrich as
you, while throwing the main tax burden on people in much lower brackets. Y our brother Peter
designed the law that way, and it's never been changed except for tweaking it here and there."

Andrew sat therein stunned silence for afew moments.

"Oh, was | supposed to pretend | didn't know who you are?'

"Who ese knows?" asked Andrew.

"It's not exactly protected information. Anybody could look it up and figure it out from the
record of your voyages. Would you like meto put up some security around your true identity?"

"What will it cost me?"'

"It's part of afull ingtallation," said Jane. Her face regppeared. "I'm designed to be able to put up
barriers and hideinformation. All legd, of course. It will be especidly easy in your case, because 0
much of your past isgtill listed astop secret by the fleet. 1t's very easy to pull information like your
various voyages into the penumbra of fleet security, and then you have the whole weight of the military
protecting your past. If someone triesto breach the security, the fleet comes down on them—even
though no onein the fleet will know quite what it isthey're protecting. It'sareflex for them.”

"You can do that?"'



"l just did it. All the evidence that might have given it away is gone. Disgppeared. Poof. I'm
redly very good at my job."

It crossed Andrew's mind that this software was way too powerful. Nothing that could do dll
these things could possibly belegd. "Who made you?" he asked.

"Suspicious, en?" asked Jane. "Well, you mademe."
"1'd remember,” said Andrew dryly.

"When | ingaled mysdf thefirs time, | did my normd andyss. But it's part of my program to be
self-modifying. | saw what you needed, and programmed myself to be ableto doiit.”

"No sdf-modifying programisthat good,” said Andrew.

“Till now."

"l would have heard of you."

"l don't want to be heard of. If everybody could buy me, | couldn't do half of what | do. My
different ingtallations would cancel each other out. One version of me desperate to know a piece of
information that another version of meis desperate to conced. Ineffective.”

" S0 how many people have averson of you ingtdled?

"In the exact configuration you are purchasing, Mr. Wiggin, you're the only one."

"How can | possbly trust you?'

"Givemetime."

"When | told you to go away, you didn't, did you? Y ou came back because you detected my
search on Jane."

"Y ou told meto shut myself down. | did that. Y ou didn't tell meto uningtal mysdf, or to stay
shut down.”

"Did they program brattinessinto you?"

"That'satrait | developed for mysdlf,” shesaid. "Doyou likeit?'

Andrew sat across the desk. Benedetto called up the submitted tax form, made a show of
studying it in his computer display, then shook his head sadly. "Mr. Wiggin, you can't possibly expect
meto bdievethat thisfigureisaccurate."

"Thistax formisin full compliance with thelaw. Y ou can examineit to your heart's content, but
everything isannotated, with al reevant laws and precedents fully documented.”



"] think," said Benedetto, "that you'll come to agree with me that the amount shown hereis
insufficient... Ender Wiggin."

The young man blinked a him. "Andrew," he sad.

"| think not," said Benedetto. "Y ou've been doing alot of voyaging. A lot of lightspeed travel.
Running away from your own past. | think the newsnetswould be thrilled to know they have such a
celebrity onplanet. Ender the Xenocide."

"The newsnets generally like documentation for such extravagant clams,” said Andrew.

Benedetto smiled thinly and brought up hisfile on Andrew'stravel.

It was empty, except for the most recent voyage.

His heart sank. The power of the rich. Thisyoung man had somehow reached into his computer
and golen theinformation from him.

"How did you do it?" asked Benedetto.
"Dowhat?' asked Andrew.

"Blank out my file"

"Thefileisn't blank," said Andrew.

His heart pounding, his mind racing with second thoughts, Benedetto decided to opt for the
better part of valor. "l see| wasmistaken," he said. "Y our tax form is gpproved asit stands.” He
typed in afew codes. "Customswill give you your 1.D., good for aone-year stay on Sorelledolce.
Thank you very much, Mr. Wiggin."

"So the other matter—"

"Good day, Mr. Wiggin." Benedetto closed thefile and pulled up other paperwork. Andrew
took the hint, got up, and | eft.

No sooner was he gone than Benedetto becamefilled with rage. How did he do it? The biggest
fish Benedetto had ever caught, and he dipped away!

Hetried to duplicate the research that had led him to Andrewsreal identity, but now government
security had been dapped all over the filesand histhird attempt at inquiry brought up a Fleet Security
warning that if he perssted in attempting to access classfied materid, he would be investigated by
Military Counter-intelligence.

Seething, Benedetto cleared the screen and began to write. A full account of how he became
suspicious of this Andrew Wiggin and tried to find histrue identity. How he found out Wiggin wasthe
origina Ender the Xenocide, but then his computer was ransacked and the files disappeared. Even
though the more dignified newsnets would no doubt refuse to publish the story, the tablets would jump
a it. Thiswar crimina shouldn't be able to get away with usng money and military connectionsto



alow him to passfor adecent human being.

Hefinished his story. He saved the document. Then he began looking up and entering the
addresses of every mgor tablet, onplanet and off.

He was startled when dl the text disappeared from the display and awoman's face gppeared in
itsplace.

"Y ou have two choices," said thewoman. "Y ou can delete every copy of the document you just
created and never send it to anyone."

"Who areyou?' demanded Benedetto.

"Think of me as an investment counselor,” shereplied. "I'm giving you good advice on how to
prepare for the future. Don't you want to hear your second choice?"

"] don't want to hear anything from you."

"Y ou leave so much out of your story,” said thewoman. "I think it would be far more interesting
with dl the pertinent data."

"Sodo," said Benedetto. "But Mr. Xenocide has cut it al off."
"No hedidn't," said thewoman. "Hisfriendsdid."

"No one should be above the law," said Benedetto, "just because he has money. Or
connections.”

"Either say nothing," said the woman, "or tell the whole truth. Those are your choices.”

In reply, Benedetto typed in the submit command that launched his story to dl the tablets he had
aready typed in. He could add the other addresses when he got thisintruder software off his system.

"A brave but foolish choice," said the woman. Then her head disappeared from hisdisplay.

The tablets received hisstory, dl right, but now it included afully documented confession of all
the skimming and strong-arming he had done during his career asatax collector. He was arrested
withinthe hour.

The story of Andrew Wiggin was never published—the tablets and the police recognized it for
what it was, ablackmail attempt gone bad. They brought Mr. Wigginin for questioning, but it wasjust
aformdlity. They didn't even mention Benedetto's wild and unbelievable accusations. They had
Benedetto dead to rights, and Wiggin was merely the last potentia victim. The blackmailer had smply
made the mistake of inadvertently including his own secret fileswith his blackmail file. Clumsiness had
led to more than one arrest in the past. The police were never surprised at the stupidity of criminals.

Thanksto the tablet coverage, Benedetto's victims now knew what he had done to them. He
had not been very discriminating about whom he stole from, and some of hisvictims had the power to
reach into the prison system. Benedetto was the only one who ever knew whether it was aguard or



another prisoner who cut histhroat and jammed his head into the toilet so that it was atoss-up asto
whether the drowning or the blood loss actudly killed him.

Andrew Wiggin felt Sck a heart over the death of thistax collector. But Vaentine assured him
that it was nothing but coincidence that the man was arrested and died so soon after trying to
blackmail him. ™Y ou can't blame yoursdlf for everything that happensto people around you," she said.
"Not everything isyour fault."

Not hisfault, no. But Andrew il felt some kind of responsbility to the man, for he was sure
that Jane's ahility to resecure hisfiles and hide his voyage information was somehow connected with
what happened to the tax man. Of course Andrew had the right to protect himsdlf from blackmail, but
death was too heavy a penalty for what Benedetto had done. Taking property was never sufficient
causefor thetaking of life.

S0 he went to Benedetto's family and asked if he might do something for them. Since dll
Benedetto's money had been seized for regtitution, they were destitute; Andrew provided them with a
comfortable annuity. Jane assured him that he could afford it without even noticing.

And one other thing. He asked if he might speek at the funeral. And not just speak, but do a
speaking. He admitted he was new at it, but he would try to bring truth to Benedetto's story and help
them make sense of what he did.

They agreed.

Jane helped him discover arecord of Benedetto'sfinancia dealings, and then proved to be
vauablein much more difficult searches—into Benedetto's childhood, the family he grew up with,
how he developed his pathological hunger to provide for the people he loved and his utter amordity
about taking what belonged to others. When Andrew did the speaking, he held back nothing and
excused nothing. But it was of some comfort to the family that Benedetto, for dl the shame and loss
he had brought to them, despite the fact that he had caused his own separation from the family, first
through prison and then through death, had loved them and tried to care for them. And, perhaps more
important, when the spesking was done, the life of aman like Benedetto was not incomprehensible
anymore. The world made sense.

Ten weeks after thair arriva, when Andrew and Vaentineleft Sordlledolce, Vaentine was ready
to write her book on crimein acrimina society, and Andrew was happy to go along with her to her
next project. On the customs form, where it asked for "occupation,” instead of typing "student” or
"investor,” Andrew typed in "speaker for the dead.” The computer accepted it. He had a career now,
onethat he had inadvertently created for himsdf years ago.

And hedid not haveto follow the career that hiswedlth had dmost forced on him. Jane would
take careof dl of that for him. He till felt alittle uneasy about this software. He felt sure that
somewhere down the line, he would find out the true cost of dl this convenience. In the meantime,
though, it was very hdpful to have such an excellent, efficient dl-around assgtant. Vaentinewasa
little jealous, and asked him where she might find such a program. Jan€'s reply was that sheld be glad
to help Vaentine with any research or financia assistance she needed, but she would remain
Andrew's software, personaized for his needs.

Vaentine was alittle annoyed by this. Waan't it taking persondization abit too far? But after a



bit of grumbling, shelaughed the whole thing off. "I can't promise | won't get jealous, though,”" said
Vaentine."Am | about to lose a brother to a piece of software?’

"Jane is nothing but acomputer program,” said Andrew. "A very good one. But she does only
what | tell her, like any other program. If | start developing some kind of persond relationship with
her, you have my permission to lock me up.”

So Andrew and Vaentine left Sorelledol ce, and the two of them continued to journey world to
world, exactly asthey had done before. Nothing was any different, except that Andrew no longer had

to worry about histaxes, and he took considerable interest in the obituary columns when hereached a
new planet.
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