
      
         [image: cover image]

      
   
      
         
            Advance Reader’s e-proof
courtesy of 

               HarperCollins
                Publishers

            This is an advance reader’s e-proof made from digital files of the uncorrected proofs. Readers are reminded that changes may
               be made prior to publication, including to the type, design, layout, or content, that are not reflected in this e-proof, and
               that this e-pub may not reflect the final edition. Any material to be quoted or excerpted in a review should be checked against
               the final published edition. Dates, prices, and manufacturing details are subject to change or cancellation without notice.
            
[image: title page]

      
   
      
      
         UNCORRECTED E-PROOF—NOT FOR SALE

         HarperCollinsPublishers

         ....................................

         
            Also by Veronica Roth

         
         
            	Divergent

            	Insurgent

            	Allegiant

            	Four: A Divergent Collection

         

          

         
            	Carve the Mark

            	The Fates Divide

         

          

         
            	The End and Other Beginnings

         

         
      
   
      
      
         UNCORRECTED E-PROOF—NOT FOR SALE

         HarperCollinsPublishers

         ....................................

         
            Copyright

         
         HarperCollins Children’s Books, a division of HarperCollins Publishers, 195 Broadway, New York, NY 10007

         
         HarperCollins Publishers, Macken House, 39/40 Mayor Street Upper, Dublin 1, D01 C9W8, Ireland

         
         The Sixth Faction

         
         Copyright © 2026 by Veronica Roth

         
         All rights reserved. Manufactured in Harrisonburg, VA, United States of America. No part of this book may be used or reproduced
            in any manner whatsoever without written permission except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and
            reviews.
         

         
         Without limiting the exclusive rights of any author, contributor, or the publisher of this publication, any unauthorized use
            of this publication to train generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies is expressly prohibited. HarperCollins also
            exercises their rights under Article 4(3) of the Digital Single Market Directive 2019/790 and expressly reserves this publication
            from the text and data mining exception.
         

         
         
            harpercollins.com

         

         ISBN 978-0-06-346254-0

         
         Typography by Joel Tippie

         
         $PrintCode

         
         first edition

         
         
      
   
      
      
         UNCORRECTED E-PROOF—NOT FOR SALE

         HarperCollinsPublishers

         ....................................

         
            Dedication

         
         
            To Katherine Tegen,

            a Candor role model when I needed one most

         

         
      
   
      
         Contents

         
            	Cover

            	Title Page

            	Also by Veronica Roth

            	Copyright

            	Dedication

            	Contents

            	1: Stiff
                  	Chapter 1: Beatrice

                  	Chapter 2: Beatrice

                  	Chapter 3: Beatrice

                  	Chapter 4: Beatrice

                  	Chapter 5: Beatrice

                  	Chapter 6: Beatrice

                  	Chapter 7: Beatrice

                  	Chapter 8: Beatrice

               

            

            	2: Initiate
                  	Chapter 9: Caleb

                  	Chapter 10: Beatrice

                  	Chapter 11: Beatrice

                  	Chapter 12: Beatrice

               

            

            	3: Stray
                  	Chapter 13: Caleb

                  	Chapter 14: Four

                  	Chapter 15: Tris

                  	Chapter 16: Tris

                  	Chapter 17: Tris

                  	Chapter 18: Four

                  	Chapter 19: Four

                  	Chapter 20: Tris

                  	Chapter 21: Tris

                  	Chapter 22: Tris

                  	Chapter 23: Tris

               

            

            	4: Factionless
                  	Chapter 24: Caleb

                  	Chapter 25: Tris

                  	Chapter 26: Four

                  	Chapter 27: Tris

                  	Chapter 28: Tris

                  	Chapter 29: Four

                  	Chapter 30: Tris

               

            

            	5: Fox
                  	Chapter 31: Caleb

                  	Chapter 32: Four

                  	Chapter 33: Tris

                  	Chapter 34: Tris

                  	Chapter 35: Tris

                  	Chapter 36: Tris

                  	Chapter 37: Tris

                  	Chapter 38: Four

                  	Chapter 39: Tris

                  	Chapter 40: Four

                  	Chapter 41: Tris

                  	Chapter 42: Four

                  	Chapter 43: Tris

                  	Chapter 44: Four

                  	Chapter 45: Four

                  	Chapter 46: Tris

                  	Chapter 47: Tris

               

            

            	6: Hemlock
                  	Chapter 48: Caleb

                  	Chapter 49: Four

                  	Chapter 50: Tris

                  	Chapter 51: Four

                  	Chapter 52: Tris

                  	Chapter 53: Tris

                  	Chapter 54: Four

                  	Chapter 55: Tris

                  	Chapter 56: Tris

                  	Chapter 57: Four

                  	Chapter 58: Tris

                  	Chapter 59: Four

                  	Chapter 60: Tris

                  	Chapter 61: Four

                  	Chapter 62: Tris

               

            

            	Acknowledgments

            	About the Publisher

         

      
      
         Guide

         
            	Cover

            	Contents

            	1: Stiff

         

      
   
      
      
         UNCORRECTED E-PROOF—NOT FOR SALE

         HarperCollinsPublishers

         ....................................

         
            1
Stiff

         
         
      
   
      
      
         UNCORRECTED E-PROOF—NOT FOR SALE

         HarperCollinsPublishers

         ....................................

         
            Chapter 1
Beatrice

         
         Our household’s mirror is behind a sliding panel in the wall upstairs, and I’m allowed to stand in front of it once every
            three months, when my mother cuts my hair.
         

         
         It’s the same choreography every time. I take the stool out of the hall closet and carry it over. She brings the scissors
            and the comb from the drawer in the bathroom. I sit. She slides the panel back. And I stare into my own eyes, hoping I’ll
            see something different this time.
         

         
         But I’m the same. Small, pale. Bright blue eyes. Plain face. Dull blond hair. I want to keep staring, try on all my different
            expressions so I know what they look like. But even though I’m allowed to look at my reflection right now, I’m not supposed
            to revel in it. That would be vanity.
         

         
         I look away.

         
         My mother takes out the pins that are keeping my bun in place and then drags her fingers through my hair to unwind it. It
            would be easy to let this carry on the way it always has, this comforting ritual. But today I think of my brother, Caleb,
            how he’s been cutting his own hair for years, and my mother’s small smile and the tug of the comb make me feel like a child.
         

         
         “Can I do it?” I ask her, nodding to the scissors.

         
         She hesitates for only a moment before putting the scissors in my hand. I pinch my hair between two fingers the way I’ve seen
            her do it, and I think about shifting them higher, so I trim off more than just an inch. What if I cut my hair at my chin?
            Could I be someone different then?
         

         
         Don’t be ridiculous, I tell myself. A haircut doesn’t change a person.
         

         
         But I’m just so desperate to be different. To be the person I’m supposed to be.

         
         Desperate to be the person who fits here, in our faction, in our home, instead of the one who doesn’t.
         

         
         I close the scissors over the first lock of hair, and cut.
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            Chapter 2
Beatrice

         
         My mother is humming.

         
         She only ever hums when she cooks. I never recognize the tune. Right now she’s chopping carrots for the soup, and she chops
            in time with the music.
         

         
         I slide my knife along the cutting board to get the last onions into the pot. They sizzle in the oil.

         
         “Thank you for doing that,” she says to me. “They always make me cry.”

         
         “Of course.”

         
         I wash the cutting board right away and look at the cross-stitch of our faction’s motto that hangs over the sink. Them before I. Mrs. Black made it. The little knots are tight and even.
         

         
         My father taps the door frame. “The council leader is almost here.”

         
         My mother looks up and smiles. She seems at ease, like the most important man in the city coming over for dinner is nothing
            to fret about. She puts her carrots in the pot and pours a jar of vegetable broth over carrots and onions both. Then we stand
            together at the counter to chop the herbs, rosemary for her and thyme for me.
         

         
         In these moments, I think that I can belong here. Working side by side with my mother. A quiet song in a quiet kitchen. The beautiful simplicity of an Abnegation
            life spent searching for ways to help other people, in actions big and small. My mother has accomplished both. She organizes
            volunteers to help the factionless and to restore the worn-down parts of the city; people in our faction routinely come to
            her for counsel; and my father, always so convinced of his own point of view, seeks her wisdom constantly. How can I not want
            that for myself? A life well-lived. A guarantee of meaning.
         

         
         It’s not that I don’t want it, I guess. It’s that I’m not right for it.

         
         “Are you nervous for tomorrow?” she asks me—quiet, like it’s a secret.

         
         Tomorrow is the aptitude test. It will tell me . . . everything. Who I am. Where I belong. It will tell me what to choose.
            How to untie this knot inside me that’s been getting tighter and tighter for months.
         

         
         Our city is divided into five factions. Each one wraps itself around a virtue like people huddled around a hearth fire. For
            our faction, that virtue is selflessness. For Erudite, intelligence. For Amity, kindness. For Candor, honesty. And for Dauntless,
            bravery. Everything we do—our jobs, our clothes, the way we speak, the way we act—has its foundation in our virtue of choice.
         

         
         My mother’s shoulder is warm where it presses against mine.

         
         “Yes,” I admit. “I’m nervous.”

         
         She puts an arm around me and squeezes. “Just remember: the test won’t tell you anything you don’t already know.”

         
         My stomach churns. She pulls away as the front door opens and the council leader’s low voice fills the entryway.

         
         

         Children aren’t allowed to talk at the dinner table in Abnegation, and it’s just as well, because I’m distracted by the last
            thing my mother said to me. It’s only when I feel Susan’s eyes on me that I realize I’m just swirling my spoon in my soup
            instead of eating it. I scoop some carrot into my mouth.
         

         
         The council leader’s name is Marcus Eaton. He looks just like my father: tall, short brown hair, gray clothes. Abnegation
            has a way of making all people look the same, and that’s the whole point—individuals disappear, and the collective good is
            all that’s left. But my father’s face is creased in perpetual sympathy, and Marcus’s is unreadable. I’ve known him my whole
            life, and I don’t know him at all.
         

         
         My father says grief can make people turn inward, and Marcus has had more grief than most. He had a wife once, and a son.
            Evelyn Eaton died from complications with her second pregnancy. I didn’t know her well, but I remember being wary of her;
            she wasn’t as warm or friendly as the other Abnegation women I knew. Her death must have broken something in their son, because,
            years later, at his Choosing Ceremony, he left Abnegation. I don’t remember which faction he chose instead. Now Marcus is
            alone, because you don’t stay in touch with your child if they leave your faction.
         

         
         Faction before blood. That’s one of our highest laws.
         

         
         Marcus has been coming over for dinner once a week since his son left us—so, for two years.

         
         “What are you growing in the garden this year, Agnes?” my mother is asking Mrs. Black. She runs the community garden that
            her son, Robert, was working in earlier. Our families were paired together because Robert and Susan are fraternal twins, just
            like me and Caleb.
         

         
         “The radishes are flourishing,” Mrs. Black replies. “As are the tomatoes, which we’ve had trouble with in the past—Robert
            has been reading up on soil composition for us.”
         

         
         Robert’s face is already red. His complexion makes him easy to read: He gets red when he’s angry, red when he’s embarrassed,
            red when he tries to lie. Right now I think he’s just red because Marcus is looking at him.
         

         
         “Soil composition,” Marcus says. “Sounds very scientific.”

         
         It’s not a compliment. My faction is suspicious of scientific pursuits. The science itself isn’t the problem—there are Abnegation
            doctors, after all, and they have to understand science for their work. But the line between pursuing it for other people’s
            benefit and pursuing it for your own interest is a fine one, as we’re often warned.
         

         
         Robert stares at his plate.

         
         “Oh, perhaps,” my mother chimes in, smiling at him. “But Robert’s focus is always the communal good, Council Leader. Not a
            mere idle curiosity.”
         

         
         Robert’s returned smile is grateful.

         
         “And your two?” Marcus asks my mother. “Still volunteering at the hospital?”

         
         “Caleb is,” my mother replies. “Beatrice has been joining me in serving the factionless.”

         
         “Ah, I see.” Marcus’s voice softens, and he looks at me in a way that seems to measure and then approve me.

         
         My face heats, and I look at my bowl. For most people, being looked at that way by a council leader—the final word of not
            only our faction but our city’s entire government—would be flattering. But it just makes me feel like a fraud. The factionless—those
            who were cast out of their factions, or failed their factions’ initiations—are in need. And yes, I’ve been joining my mother
            in her efforts to help them. But I hate every second of it.
         

         
         Some of them are kind and seem to appreciate the work we’re doing. Most of them just take what they need and go. And some
            of them are insulting. Stiff, they call me, which is slang for Abnegation, or faction scum. They snatch things from my hands and order me to bring them more. They never expect me to defend myself, and I never do.
            I’m not supposed to, after all; I’m supposed to be focused on doing good for others.
         

         
         There are a lot of things I’m supposed to do, and be.

         
         “Such critical, necessary work,” Marcus says.

         
         My face gets even hotter.

         
         “Everyone has a place in our society.” My mother’s eyes—green like Caleb’s—almost seem to twinkle. “Each one as important
            as the next.”
         

         
         “Yes. Of course.”

         
         The news brief comes on right as I’m scraping the bottom of my bowl, the screen in the wall flickering to life. We don’t control
            the news; the morning report comes on at the same time every day, and special reports appear whenever they appear, no matter
            what we’re doing. My father often complains about Erudite deliberately releasing special reports during the Abnegation dinner
            hour, like they’re doing it just to spite us. Given what they’re reporting these days, he might be right.
         

         
         I read the words as they scroll past:

         
         
            ABNEGATION LEADERSHIP STRENUOUSLY DENIES ALLEGATIONS OF MEMORY TAMPERING.

            Last week, a report issued by this office brought to light a concerning pattern of Dauntless wall guards suffering memory
               lapses. In each incident, these lapses were preceded by a visit to the Abnegation Memory Vault. For several years, members
               of each faction have been called upon to store memories in the vault as part of an initiative by Abnegation leadership “to
               improve city recordkeeping,” as Council Member Andrew Prior claimed at the time of proposing it. But when asked about the
               connection between the concerning cognitive symptoms experienced by Dauntless officers and the visits to the Memory Vault,
               Council Leader Marcus Eaton—notably the only person in the city with full access to the Memory Vault’s systems—dismissed the
               allegations as “nonsense,” declaring that the report was “a flagrant attempt by Erudite leader Jeanine Matthews to deteriorate
               the public’s confidence in their leadership.”
            

         

         Marcus’s face is, as ever, unreadable.

         
         “Ludicrous,” my father says, shaking his head. He looks at my mother. “The way they phrase everything—I ‘claim’ my proposal
            was to improve city recordkeeping, like it can’t possibly be the truth. And you, Marcus—‘dismissing’ and ‘declaring’ things
            like some kind of tyrant—”
         

         
         “They’re doubling down,” Mrs. Black cuts in, her voice quiet. The candlelight flickers over her cheekbones. “They’re determined
            to erode our reputation—”
         

         
         “Reputation is an egocentric concept,” Marcus says, a mild chastisement. “My concern is who they’re getting their information
            from.”
         

         
         And then words are bubbling out of me like boiling water teeming over: “So their information is right?”

         
         Everyone at the table turns to look at me at once.

         
         “Beatrice,” my mother says. A warning.

         
         I curse myself silently. I didn’t mean to say anything, but now it’s too late.

         
         “Are you questioning our faction’s integrity?” Marcus asks me. He sounds surprisingly mild, despite how pointed the question
            is.
         

         
         I swallow hard. “No, of course not—I just . . . I thought Erudite was making up all these things.” They’re all staring at
            me, uncomprehending. I just want them to understand. “If they’re making them up, why would they need a source?”
         

         
         “Beatrice.” That’s my father this time, but I’m already speaking.
         

         
         “And if they’re not making all of it up, then—”
         

         
         My mother doesn’t raise her voice. She just says, “Penalty of Silence until morning.”

         
         My mouth closes with a snap. The Penalty of Silence deprives me of my right to speak until the penalty period is over. If
            I break it, the consequences are dire: detainment in Abnegation headquarters for at least a day, if not more. And the shame
            of that, the communal disappointment, is harder to quantify.
         

         
         I feel it now, as I stand up to gather the bowls. Across the table from me, Robert and Caleb do the same, avoiding my eyes.
            The back of my neck is hot; my eyes burn. I try not to slam the bowls together as I stack them—I can’t afford to get into
            any more trouble. So I hurry through the task and seek refuge in the kitchen, at the sink.
         

         
         My father comes to stand beside me, picking up a dishrag to dry the dishes after I wash them. He bumps his shoulder into mine,
            and I look over to see that he’s smiling a little.
         

         
         “You get it from me,” he says.

         
         I raise my eyebrows at him to ask the question, I get what?

         
         “The direct line between brain and mouth,” he clarifies. “We have a version of the Penalty of Silence in council meetings
            if someone is ‘contributing to a contentious environment.’ ”
         

         
         I get the sense he would roll his eyes at that statement if he let himself.

         
         “Guess who’s penalized with it most often?”

         
         I stare at him. I guess I know my father isn’t perfect—he loses his patience more than most Abnegation I know. But I never
            thought about what he was like around other Abnegation members. The cold knot of tension in my chest loosens a little.
         

         
         “It’s good to challenge people. That’s how our faction maintains its high standards,” he adds. “You just have to learn to
            pick the right moments, that’s all.”
         

         
         He squeezes my shoulder, then takes the wet bowl from my hands to dry it. I return to scrubbing.

         
         

         That night, after all the cleaning is done, and Marcus Eaton goes home, and I’ve spent an hour doing my homework in the living
            room with Robert, Susan, and Caleb—silently—and seething at my mother—also silently—I finally go to bed. I lie on top of the
            blankets for the better part of an hour, my nightgown sticking to my chest. It’s warmer than it should be at this time of
            year, a false summer that won’t last more than a few days.
         

         
         My room is just big enough for a bed and a cabinet for my clothes. I stick out a leg to open the cabinet door with my heel
            and stare at the stacks of gray fabric, my spare boots. I don’t own anything else, at least nothing else that I could call
            only mine. The brush I use for my hair is for both me and my mother; the books I use for school are borrowed; even the embroidery
            I’m working on is on loan from the Abnegation supply house, and I’ll have to give it away when I’m done.
         

         
         Everything is shared, and that’s a good thing. Here in Abnegation, we always make sure there’s enough to go around. So why
            does it bother me so much?
         

         
         Maybe that’s why I end up sticking my feet into my boots and tying the laces, even though there’s nowhere to go. Maybe that’s
            why I stick one leg out my window, and then the other, to duck under the railing of the fire escape. It rattles a little;
            the fire escapes on Abnegation buildings are always old and worn, since nobody uses them. I climb the ladder to the next level
            up, and then the next.
         

         
         I look down and discover I’m at least ten stories off the ground now, and the warm wind is getting cooler and stronger. It
            blows my nightgown away from my body and dries the sweat on my stomach. I get to the top of the next ladder and hoist myself
            onto the roof.
         

         
         There’s a flock of black birds roosting nearby, their beaks tucked under their wings. I turn away from them, toward the city.
            It’s dark at this hour; the curfew for electricity is at eleven o’clock. But I can see little flickers of light here and there
            where people have lit lanterns or candles. Not in the Abnegation sector, but farther out, where a lot of the factionless live
            huddled around what little comforts they can find.
         

         
         I plant my hands on the ledge and lean over to see down to the street. I think of how it felt when words were spilling out
            of me at the dinner table, my Abnegation mask slipping just for a moment to show the selfish person beneath; the person I
            can’t help but be. I think of my mother’s hard voice. Penalty of Silence until morning.

         
         Then I press forward, into the open air, so the wind blows my hair back from my face, and I scream at the top of my lungs.

         
         The birds wake and scatter.
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            Chapter 3
Beatrice

         
         I step closer to Caleb as we enter the factionless sector. I’ve never liked this part of the city, where time is breaking
            everything. Plants force their way through the cracks in the street and sidewalk. Walls and roofs buckle. Street signs and
            stoplights topple. Everything is crumbling.
         

         
         There’s a group of us—me and Caleb, Robert and Susan, and some of the younger Abnegation—all walking to the bus stop to go
            to school. The oatmeal I forced myself to eat this morning is heavy in my stomach, or maybe that’s the dread of the aptitude
            test.
         

         
         Caleb nudges me with his elbow. There’s a factionless woman in the alley near us, unkempt and wrapped in fabrics of all colors,
            all factions. Robert is collecting apples from everyone’s lunches to give her. I hand mine over without argument. Most of
            the food that we distribute to the factionless is preserved in cans or jars, even the fruit. Apples cooked down into a sauce,
            pears preserved in light syrup. So it’s probably been some time since the woman ate something fresh.
         

         
         Robert carries the apples over to her. I wonder if she’ll share them with anyone. I’ve heard the factionless are loners; that’s
            why they didn’t fit into factions to begin with. I’ve heard they’re territorial, too, and the Dauntless break up fights in
            the factionless sector all the time.
         

         
         “Maybe Mom’s garden should be reserved for the factionless,” Robert is saying to Susan, as we keep walking. “We have more
            than enough.”
         

         
         There are no official borders to the factionless sector, but I can feel it when we pass into another part of the city. There
            are people on the street, gathered around the Amity cart that offers loaves of bread in exchange for either faction chits
            or trade, clustered around the bus stop, or just standing together, swapping conversation.
         

         
         The bus arrives, and we wait for everyone else to get on before climbing on ourselves. The driver is an Abnegation volunteer,
            her hair pinned back just like mine, her loose trousers the same shade of charcoal. She may as well be me.
         

         
         We’re the only faction with a real uniform; everyone else just wears their faction colors, in every style. There are creased,
            pressed Erudite blue slacks alongside loose blue jeans with holes at the knee; simple white Candor pants and layered black
            Candor skirts, like the tiers of cakes I’ve only ever seen in books; a linen shirt on an Amity man next to an Amity woman
            in a tight maroon dress. The bus is one of a few places in the city where the factions intermingle so freely.
         

         
         The bus turns on Lake Shore, the road that follows the curve of the marsh. The city’s downtown, with its tall, gleaming glass
            buildings, is like the center of a wheel, and most faction members travel along its spokes every morning and evening to and
            from work.
         

         
         “Do we go straight to the test?” I ask Caleb, though we don’t usually speak on the bus. “Or do we have to go to homeroom first?”

         
         “Straight to the test.” Caleb’s hand tightens around the rail above his head. It’s the first sign of nerves I’ve seen from
            him this morning.
         

         
         We bump along for ten minutes, and then the bus stops in front of the secondary school. We only started going to school with
            the other factions six years ago, when I was ten years old. Every faction educates their own until the students turn ten,
            and then again after sixteen, when we make our choices. We don’t really make friends outside our faction, as a result.
         

         
         “Come on,” Robert says to me as we pass the library. “We have a couple minutes.”

         
         Caleb sighs and waves us along. He doesn’t approve of our little hobby, but he doesn’t stop us, either.

         
         Robert and I duck into the library and walk along the wall until we get to the Abnegation section. It’s the smallest one,
            since only certain books are approved for members of our faction. Fiction is screened by a panel of elders for its moral value.
            “Useful” knowledge is permitted as long as it doesn’t get “too technical,” whatever that means.
         

         
         We walk to the end of the stack, where the windows are. Robert drags a chair over for me to stand on, and cracks the window
            open so we can both look at the elevated train tracks behind the school.
         

         
         We do this every morning.

         
         “We’re right on time,” he says.

         
         The train reaches the platform, slowing but not stopping, and then . . . the Dauntless start jumping.

         
         Some land on two feet, stable and steady. Others stumble forward and brace themselves on the platform railing. A few even
            lose their balance, toppling and then rolling to their feet, casual, easy. I hear them on the wind, shouting, teasing, laughing.
         

         
         Robert grins. We used to shelve books together before school, which is how I discovered that he, like me, loves watching the
            Dauntless disembark from the train. So now we do it together, a little rebellion.
         

         
         I know I’m not selfless enough for Abnegation, but I’m not quite sure where I belong instead. I know where I’d like to belong,
            though; I know what I wish I could be. I’d like to sling my arm around a friend’s shoulders and laugh with them; I’d like
            to wear my hair loose over my shoulders and tease someone with a sly look. I’d like to be daring and funny and capable, like
            the Dauntless are.
         

         
         “You think you’ll get a Dauntless result?” I ask Robert.

         
         He laughs. “Not a chance. But it’s nice to dream.”

         
         The bell rings. I shut the window.

         
         

         My knee is bouncing so fast it’s shaking the table, but the other Abnegation are too practiced in self-denial to say anything.
            The test administrators have been calling us back at random. Every time one of them steps into the cafeteria where we’re all
            waiting, everyone straightens up and goes quiet.
         

         
         In between those moments, I watch the factions play their favorite games. You can learn a lot about a faction from its games.
            The Erudite love games of strategy. They lay out complex systems of hexagonal tiles and cluster around them, their heads so
            close together I can barely see between them. The Candor are more concerned with wordplay, though, and whatever their game
            is, it’s loud and involves constant arbitration. At the Amity table, some people are passing out scraps of paper and pencils.
            They all draw the same thing and then line up their work to point out what’s good about each one. And a group of Dauntless
            are in two lines playing some kind of slapping game that’s made the pale-skinned ones’ knuckles red.
         

         
         Abnegation sits and waits.

         
         It’s not that we don’t have games. We just save our unguarded moments for private spaces. Out here, in public, is for disappearing.
            Like a rabbit in the grass, or a mouse in a dark corner, going so still that a predator’s eyes pass right over them. That
            none of the other students—at least the ones outside of my faction—know my name, that they can’t tell me apart from Susan . . .
            it means I’ve done something right.
         

         
         The Dauntless test administrator, a tall black-haired woman with a hawk tattooed on her throat, steps out of her testing room.
            Everyone goes still as she looks at the clipboard in her hands.
         

         
         “Beatrice Prior,” she says, and my name sounds muffled. I sit for so long that Susan nudges me with her elbow, and then I
            stand too fast, hitting my knee on the table as I rise.
         

         
         Wincing, I limp over to the test administrator and follow her back into the room.

         
         There’s not much in it: a padded chair with armrests, almost like a dentist’s chair; a high stool nestled under a table with
            a computer on it, the screen bright and blank; and, by the door, a metal box, like a toolbox, that’s closed but unlatched.
         

         
         “My name’s Tori.” She gestures to the chair. “Sit.”

         
         She sounds tired. Or bored. She sits on the stool, one boot propped up on the stool’s joint. Her laces are untied, the tongue
            of her boot flopping over. She shrugs off her jacket and tosses it aside; beneath it she’s wearing a black tank top, and I
            can see that every inch of her arms is covered in tattoos. Flames dancing across one arm; flowers spilling petals down the
            other.
         

         
         I sit, my hands folded in my lap. She nudges the metal box open with her toe and takes out a syringe. Even through the plastic
            covering, I can tell the needle is big and thick. My mouth goes dry. She fumbles in the box for a bottle of what appears to
            be antiseptic and a cotton ball.
         

         
         “Here’s how it works,” she says. “I stick you with this needle, which will flood your system with tiny transmitters and receivers.
            They’ll all travel to your brain and set up shop there. Then I’ll be able to use this”—she touches the computer—“to trigger the aptitude test. Which I could tell you about, but you won’t remember what I told
            you once you’re taking it, so there’s really no point.”
         

         
         She yawns. She’s already done this ten times today, but I still can’t believe she can be so casual about it.

         
         “Tiny transmitters and receivers will . . . live in my brain?” I ask. “For how long?”

         
         “Forever,” Tori replies.

         
         “Forever?”
         

         
         Tori rolls her eyes. “Your faction stores memories in its little Memory Vault, right?”

         
         “Yes.”

         
         “Well, how did you think they got the memories in there? Did you think your leaders submitted detailed diary entries? No.
            They interface with a big, powerful computer using the little transmitters and receivers that have lived in their brains since
            they were sixteen, when they took their aptitude tests.” She gestures widely to the room. “Hence all this. You know, Abnegation
            is really doing itself a disservice by discouraging curiosity. You should already know all this.”
         

         
         “We know things when they become relevant,” I say. “Not just to indulge a whim.”

         
         “I’m a big fan of whims, myself.” Tori brushes her fingers across the wings on her neck. “Got this ink on a whim, and now
            it’s my favorite one.”
         

         
         She opens the bottle of antiseptic and squeezes some of it onto the cotton ball. It’s bright orange. She stands over me, and
            dabs it against the side of my neck.
         

         
         “Why the hawk?” I ask her.

         
         She smiles a little and tosses the soiled cotton ball onto the table. “The hawk symbolizes the sun. I was afraid of the dark.”

         
         She picks up the syringe and unsheathes the needle.

         
         “Not anymore?” I ask.

         
         The needle is coming toward my neck. It looks more like the skewering end of a kitchen thermometer than the sewing needle
            I use to embroider. I should look away, or close my eyes, but instead I watch—watch the light catching on the metal, and Tori’s
            tattooed finger on the syringe’s plunger.
         

         
         The pain is both sharp and deep. Her eyes find mine.

         
         “Not anymore,” she says, and then everything goes black.
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            Chapter 4
Beatrice

         
         When I open my eyes, I’m staring at a wall.

         
         It’s made of red brick, like so many of the crumbling buildings near the Abnegation sector. It looks as wide as an apartment
            building, but when I take a few steps to the left, the wall keeps going, like it’s growing before my eyes. I stop and stare
            at it.
         

         
         What is this place?

         
         A gap opens up in front of me in the wall, wide as a doorway. It’s an obvious invitation. I look over my shoulder, but everything
            behind me is dark and empty. There’s only one path forward, so I take it.
         

         
         As soon as I do, I hear a grinding sound. The walls behind me shift and seal together with mortar. I’m trapped.

         
         I run my fingers over the bricks, marveling at how grainy they feel, how hard. It feels real, but it can’t be real. I was
            just sitting in the chair, watching as Tori injected me.
         

         
         There’s a path to my left, so I walk along it, looking for something to guide me. The wall on my right ends, and then the
            path splits, one branch continuing straight and the other moving off to the left. I stand at the juncture of the two paths,
            trying to decide.
         

         
         Then I hear a high-pitched scream off to the side, deeper in the maze. I don’t consciously decide to move; I just take off
            running. The wall scrapes my hand as I round a corner. I hear the scream again and take the first left I can.
         

         
         At the next place where two walls join is a little girl in gray Abnegation clothes. Her hair is blond like mine and pinned
            back in a tight knot like mine, but she’s young, just a child. Her cheeks are streaked with tears. I rush toward her, steadying
            her shoulders as I look her over. She doesn’t seem injured—only afraid.
         

         
         “What is it?” I say. “What’s wrong?”

         
         I see movement reflected in her glassy eyes as she raises a hand and points over my shoulder. I turn, and the blackest smoke
            I’ve ever seen is billowing around the wall behind me, barreling straight toward us. Dread clutches at my throat, and I tug
            the front of the girl’s shirt up and over her nose and mouth.
         

         
         “Hold that there. Let’s go.”

         
         I take her hand and pull her behind me as I run down the path, away from the smoke. The girl’s footsteps are slow and clumsy,
            and her hand is sweaty. I can smell fire. I cough, and take the next turn that I can, but it leads to a dead end.
         

         
         I look up at the wall. It does appear to have a finite height, if not a finite width. I crouch down and lace my fingers together,
            then hold them out to her.
         

         
         “Your foot,” I say to the girl. “Now!”

         
         She steps into the cradle of my hands, and I push her up so she can grab the top of the wall. The smoke has reached us, pricking
            and stinging at my eyes. I take a big breath as the girl scrambles up the wall and perches on top of it, and then I jump.
         

         
         I’m midair when I realize how pointless it is. I’m too short. I’ll never be able to reach the top of the wall.

         
         Black smoke surrounds me. I cough, which only brings more smoke into my lungs, so I start hacking into my elbow. My eyes water.
            I can hardly see. I go to my knees, trying to recover my breath beneath the smoke, but it’s inescapable, it’s everywhere.
         

         
         The wall is rough beneath my hands, but as I grope the bricks for stability, I notice that some of them are sticking out farther
            than the others. I don’t have to jump for the top of the wall; I can climb.
         

         
         I use the bricks to pull myself to my feet and feel above my head for another handhold. Finding one, I pull myself up, scrambling
            along the wall with my toes until I find a foothold, too. I keep my eyes closed as I work my way up, one brick at a time,
            using my hands instead of my eyes.
         

         
         I’m shocked when my hand finds the ledge. I keep moving my feet, searching for leverage. My toes catch on one last brick,
            this one up higher, near my thigh. I wrap my hands around the top of the wall and heave myself up. I think of climbing onto
            the roof of my apartment building, of how I like to lean close to the edge; I throw one leg over the top of the wall and sit,
            tears streaming down my cheeks.
         

         
         I sit there for a while, coughing, before I realize the girl is gone. Whoever she is—or whatever she is—she seems to have
            served her purpose.
         

         
         I dab my eyes dry with my sleeve and look over my shoulder at the maze, stretching out in every direction as far as I can
            see. I search the maze for some kind of exit. On my left is a break in the pattern, a set of double doors.
         

         
         The wall is just a little wider than my feet, so I’m careful when I stand up. But when I was a child, I used to walk along
            the edge of every sidewalk, my arms out to each side to keep my balance. I do the same now, my arms wide, my footsteps light
            and careful.
         

         
         It’s easier to find the path through the maze from above. I make it to the exit in just a few minutes, sweat prickling on
            my shoulders and neck. Then I sit on the edge of the wall and drop down, landing with bent knees right in front of the doors.
         

         
         When I push through them, everything goes dark.

         
         

         I’m coughing when I surface, my throat still scratchy. I sit up and bring my knees to my chest. Even though that place wasn’t
            real, my fear of the smoke and my anxiety about helping that little girl were. It takes me a while to realize Tori is staring
            at me.
         

         
         “Well, that was . . .” Her fingers are drumming a halting rhythm on her legs, and her mouth is set in a line. “Perplexing.
            Excuse me.”
         

         
         She steps out of the room and closes the door behind her. I’m alone with the dentist’s chair, the stool, the metal box full
            of syringes. I’m alone with my own fears. What if I did the test wrong? What if I get in trouble for it? I shudder as I imagine
            Tori coming back in here to tell me I can’t go to my Choosing Ceremony because I failed the aptitude test and now I have to
            be factionless. I think of the unsteady hands of the factionless woman who snatched a sweater out of my grasp the other day.
            Give it here, Stiff.

         
         By the time Tori comes back, I’m trembling again. She closes the door behind her and then leans against it, her hands trapped
            behind her back.
         

         
         “Sorry about that,” she says. “I had to report an error and enter your result manually.”

         
         “What—” My voice comes out choked and small. “What was my result?”

         
         Tori frowns. “Well . . . it’s hard to say, actually.”

         
         “What do you mean?”

         
         “Some of the things you did in that test aren’t supposed to be possible,” she says, her voice quiet. “Scaling the wall, for
            example. Walking along the top of it. Those suggest . . . a certain level of awareness that you’re not supposed to have.”
         

         
         I blink at her.

         
         “You’re not supposed to know that what you’re experiencing in that test isn’t real,” she says, her eyes insistent on mine.

         
         “What do you—how could I not? I was in here and then I was in a labyrinth. There was nothing real about that place; it wouldn’t make any sense—”
         

         
         “That’s what I’m telling you. Most people, when they take the aptitude test, don’t remember what came before it, and they
            accept their surroundings because the test suppresses the part of your brain that asks questions like, Hey, where did these walls come from? and Why is there a smoke monster chasing me through this giant maze? and Who the hell is that screaming kid? But your brain just shrugged off that part of the program. Figuratively speaking.”
         

         
         “You’re saying my brain is . . . broken?” My hands are sweating. I wipe them on the hem of my shirt. This is exactly what
            I was afraid of—that I did it wrong, that I don’t fit, that I’m going to get kicked out of the entire faction system before
            I even get a chance to make a choice—
         

         
         “No. I’m saying you’re a Divergent,” she says. “It’s what we call it when someone’s mind is especially resistant to the faction
            computers. And it’s—”
         

         
         “So what am I supposed to do?” The question bursts out of me. I want to shake her. It’s as if she’s telling me as little as
            possible on purpose. “I’m supposed to make a choice, and the test was supposed to tell me where to go, what to do—”
         

         
         “Solving the maze that quickly was very Erudite. But you never froze up, which means you acted like a Dauntless,” she says.
            “But you also saved the girl, which suggests Abnegation. So if I had to guess—”
         

         
         Abnegation? I think. I can’t have aptitude for Abnegation. If I did, I wouldn’t feel so wrong all the time . . . would I?
         

         
         “I’d say you should pick from one of those three. Surely you already have an idea of where you’d like to end up.” Tori’s eyes
            soften. “There’s something you should know. I logged your result as ‘Abnegation,’ and you should pretend that’s the case.
            With your classmates, your friends, and especially with your family. Okay?”
         

         
         My thoughts are racing so fast I hardly register the look in her eyes, the urgency in her voice. But then I do.

         
         “Why?” I say.

         
         “Being the way you are, it destabilizes things,” she says. “There are some people—powerful people—who find it . . . disconcerting.
            And when powerful people find something disconcerting . . .” She trails off and then gives me a look, like I’m supposed to
            understand what she means. Only I don’t. I don’t understand any of this.
         

         
         She’s more insistent this time: “It’s dangerous. For you, and for every person you tell. But all you have to do is make your
            choice and forget the aptitude test ever happened, and you’ll be fine. Okay?”
         

         
         “Dangerous how?” I demand.

         
         In answer Tori opens the door and steps to the side so I can walk out.

         
         “Dangerous how?” I ask again, quieter this time.

         
         A Dauntless boy—my age, he’s in my math class—is walking past the open doorway. His black T-shirt is spotted with bleach—on
            purpose, I think—and he has electric orange laces in his boots.
         

         
         She looks relieved to see him. “Uriah! Can you make sure Beatrice gets home? The test made her sick, so she has to leave early
            today.”
         

         
         I stare at her. Is she really going to shoo me from this room without giving me a real explanation? Judging by how fixed her
            gaze is on Uriah—whose smile is fading by the second—she really is. And I’m not going to say the word “Divergent” in front
            of him after she just told me it’s dangerous.
         

         
         So there’s nothing left to do but walk out.
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            Chapter 5
Beatrice

         
         Uriah is all ease. It’s in the way he smiles, like that’s just how his mouth wants to move. The way he walks, like he has
            nowhere to be. And the way he talks, too, telling me about his older brother, Zeke, who’s a Dauntless wall guard—a prestigious
            position among the Dauntless—and what his friend Marlene said on the train that morning that made everyone double over in
            laughter.
         

         
         “You can just take me to the bus stop,” I say, when it’s in view. “I feel fine now, and it’s a long way—”

         
         Uriah raises an eyebrow at me. “You do realize that the longer it takes me to walk you home, the less time I have to spend
            at school today.”
         

         
         “Oh.” I hadn’t thought about that. I look at the little curl of his lip and decide to try something. “So are you saying it
            would be an act of selflessness for me to let you walk me home?”
         

         
         For a second he seems a little startled. Not used to an Abnegation girl making a joke, I guess. Then he puts on a serious
            expression and says, “Oh, definitely.”
         

         
         “Then I guess I have no choice.”

         
         “Guess not.”

         
         His smile is wide and white. My answering one is a little more careful.

         
         I don’t usually walk through the city like this, with no urgency or purpose, just looking at the buildings around me. So many
            of them are empty, their doors locked and their windows boarded. It seems impossible to me that there were ever enough people
            to fill them.
         

         
         As we pass beneath the elevated train tracks that run through this part of the city like a seam, I think I see a glimmer of
            light through one of the windows. A low flame. It must be a factionless haunt; sometimes they live in unoccupied buildings
            outside their sector. As far as I know, no one has taken a census of the factionless population. My mother’s last estimate
            was two hundred, based on the ones who come to the donation centers and the ones who agree to work for the city, driving trains
            or maintaining its plumbing and electricity, in exchange for whatever provisions they need.
         

         
         My father always says they deserve our deepest sympathy. That it’s a fate worse than death, to live without community, without
            purpose, without meaning.
         

         
         We turn toward the marsh. The smell of it is on the wind, algae and mud. I wrinkle my nose.

         
         “Zeke told me the back door of the Hall is always open,” Uriah says. “Want to go in? See the Choosing Ceremony room?”

         
         The Hall of Factions is positioned close to the marsh, right in the city’s center. My stomach lurches at the thought of tomorrow’s
            Choosing Ceremony. I nod, not trusting myself to speak.
         

         
         I’m saying you’re a Divergent. Tori’s voice lives in my mind now, right alongside my father’s. It’s dangerous. For you and for everyone you tell. I know myself well enough to know I won’t be telling anyone—and not because I’m just that selfless. Because I don’t want them
            to know there’s something wrong with me.
         

         
         We walk around the older part of the building, which is a stately structure made of gray stone, with huge columns at the entrance.
            The back section is different, though, long and narrow, white and glass. There, I stare through the windows at the faction
            banners, which hang in the center of the space, as Uriah pushes the door open with his shoulder.
         

         
         “I was here two years ago, for Zeke’s ceremony,” Uriah says. “You ever been to one?”

         
         “No. What’s it like?”

         
         The floor is polished stone, so our words and footsteps echo. I wince at the sound of my own voice, amplified, but the noise
            doesn’t seem to bother Uriah.
         

         
         In the middle of the room, under the banners where the faction manifestos hang, is a long table with five metal bowls on top
            of it. The bowls would be too big for me to wrap my arms around, and there’s something different in each one: glass, for Candor;
            stones, for Abnegation; coals, for Dauntless; earth, for Amity; and water, for Erudite.
         

         
         We stand in front of the table, Uriah looking at the Dauntless coals, and me at the Abnegation stones.

         
         “Each person choosing gets a knife.” He sounds more serious than he has since I met him. “A small one. You cut into your hand,
            just enough to draw blood. And then you put your hand over one of the bowls.” He thrusts one hand out over the Dauntless bowl,
            palm down. “Kind of brutal, actually.”
         

         
         “It’s symbolic,” I say. “Give your blood to your new faction—so they become your new family.”

         
         “Like I said—brutal, if you’re switching factions.”

         
         I glance at him. “Are you . . . thinking about it?”

         
         “Aren’t you?” It’s his turn to shrug. “Doesn’t everyone at least consider it?”
         

         
         I look up at the banners. Erudite’s—blue, naturally—catches my eye. Apparently I acted like an Erudite during the aptitude
            test. My faction hates Erudite, and the feeling seems to be mutual. But as I read their manifesto, Every question that can be answered must be answered, I think about what a relief it would be to ask any question I want and receive an answer. To argue with an adult like Marcus
            Eaton and feel like he was actually listening.
         

         
         Still, my attention is drawn back to the middle of the banners, to the black one that belongs to Dauntless. To the phrase
            that has always been my favorite: We believe in ordinary acts of bravery, in the courage that drives one person to stand up for another. When I was a child, I asked my father if that meant the Dauntless were selfless like the Abnegation, focused on standing
            up for each other. He laughed a little and said, Every faction tries to look out for its own, Beatrice. Ours is the only one that tries to look out for everyone, whether they
               belong to us or not.
         

         
         I feel a dull ache in my chest at the thought of him. If I leave, what will become of him? Of both my parents? Will they hate
            me for abandoning them? Mourn me like I died?
         

         
         They’ll have Caleb, I tell myself. They’ll be fine.

         
         “We should go,” I say. “Before someone catches us.”

         
         

         That night, my parents make dinner for everyone. They prepare a plate for each of the children—Robert, Susan, Caleb, and me—and
            put each one on a tray for us to carry back to our rooms.
         

         
         “The night before your Choosing Ceremony is for private contemplation,” my father says, as he offers me my tray. His smile
            is crooked, and there are creases at the corners of his eyes.
         

         
         I take my food, and he bends over me, pressing a kiss to the top of my head, as he has every night since I can remember, and
            probably before then.
         

         
         “I love you,” he whispers, into my hair.

         
         My throat is too tight for me to speak. So I just offer him a weak smile and take my tray to my room.

         
         The apartment is split in half, with the kitchen, bathroom, and sitting room in the middle, and a row of bedrooms for the
            Blacks branching off from it. At the top of the stairs is another row of bedrooms that are ours. Caleb and I climb the steps
            together, and each of us disappears into our rooms.
         

         
         I don’t taste my food as I eat it. I’m just finishing with my beans and rice when I hear the little tap on my wall that means
            Caleb wants to talk.
         

         
         I go to the window and work it open slowly, so it doesn’t make noise. There are no meetings the night before the Choosing
            Ceremony, no sewing circles or woodworking classes, so the streets are quiet.
         

         
         Caleb is already leaning out of his window, his elbows braced on the edge. His fingertips are ink-stained, like he’s been
            reading a newspaper or an old book. I wedge myself into the windowsill, sitting sideways so I’m almost facing him.
         

         
         “Can you not do that?” he says. “If you fell, you would break every bone in your body.”

         
         “I’m not going to fall. Wait—oh no—maybe I am!” I let go of the windowsill and make a show of waving my arms around, like
            I’m losing my balance.
         

         
         “Beatrice, for heaven’s sake—”

         
         It’s an old argument, one we’ve been having since we were old enough to have separate bedrooms. For once, he relents first,
            closing his eyes against the wind.
         

         
         “You left school after the aptitude test,” he says. “Did something happen?”

         
         In that moment, I’m desperate to tell him. Caleb has always been a good listener, levelheaded in a crisis. Maybe he can help
            me think through what Tori said—about the receivers that are now swimming around in my skull, finding a home in my neurons;
            about how aware I was during the test when I wasn’t supposed to be; about the three factions she thinks—thinks—I have an aptitude for. Does everyone have aptitude for more than one faction? I have no idea, and I could find out from
            Caleb, but—
         

         
         But.

         
         It’s dangerous. For you and for everyone you tell.

         
         I say, “I didn’t feel well, afterward. Queasy. Probably just nervous.”

         
         He raises his eyebrow like he always does when he doesn’t believe me. But this time, he lets me lie to him.

         
         “Are you nervous?” I ask him.

         
         I expect him to say no. Caleb is a model Abnegation citizen. He never complains, and he always sees what people need. He knows
            who he is and what he’s going to choose. The only reason I can even think about leaving Abnegation is that he’ll be there for my parents if I do.
         

         
         “Yeah,” he says, with a breathless laugh. “Yeah, I am.”

         
         Some of the tension in my shoulders eases. Maybe I’m more normal than I think. Divergent, Tori’s voice whispers, but I ignore it.
         

         
         Then he says, “You remember when we were kids and we were fighting over that toy—the one with the string and the cup and the
            ball?”
         

         
         I laugh. “And then we both fell down the stairs?”

         
         Caleb nods. “And I was so terrified for you that I got up to check on you, and got blood all over the carpet in the process.”

         
         There’s still a stain at the bottom of the stairs that never quite came out. His nose is a little crooked from that accident.

         
         “Well, when I was at the hospital afterward, Mom said something to me that I keep thinking about. She said, You have to check yourself before you check your sister.” He taps his fingers on the windowsill, and looks at me. “We have to think of our family, Beatrice, but . . . we also have
            to think of ourselves. We’re the ones who have to live with our choices. No one else. So . . . make a choice you can live
            with. Okay?”
         

         
         I usually hate it when Caleb tries to give me advice. He’s only two minutes older than I am, but he acts like my older brother.
            This time, though, I’m so nervous about what’s coming that I don’t mind it.
         

         
         “Okay,” I say. “Thanks.”

         
         He gives me a strange smile. Fond, but a little sad, like he knows I’m thinking of leaving Abnegation, of leaving our family, and he’ll miss me.
         

         
         I’ll miss him, too.
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            Chapter 6
Beatrice

         
         My hands are sweaty. I can see the Hall of Factions from the bus stop, the glass walls of its newer wing catching the sunlight.
            Behind it is the long line of buildings on Michigan Avenue, locked together like soldiers in a shield wall.
         

         
         We get off the bus and walk in a group to the Hall, looking like a flock of pigeons in our Abnegation grays. Once we reach
            the entrance, we stand to the side as the other faction members arrive with their sixteen-year-olds in tow. I can see them
            all through the glass, gathered in groups beneath their faction banners. There are rows of chairs arranged there now, but
            no one is sitting yet.
         

         
         I spot Uriah walking toward the entrance. He grins at me and waves, and I smile back at him.

         
         Once everyone else arrives, Marcus Eaton leads us in. It might be my imagination, but I can feel contempt radiating from the
            Erudite section of the Hall—and maybe the rest of it, too, though most of the other factions regard us with pity, not hostility.
            Poor Stiffs, so repressed.

         
         According to my father, the source of Erudite’s loathing is their leader, Jeanine Matthews. Each of the other factions has
            a representative on the city’s council, though the task of making final decisions mostly falls to Abnegation, since a selfless
            leader is a trustworthy leader. Jeanine Matthews is Erudite’s representative, and as my father likes to say, attitudes trickle
            downhill—from Jeanine to her advisory board, and from the advisory board down to the rest of the faction.
         

         
         Jeanine stands behind the line of metal bowls in a blue suit with sharp shoulders, her shirt buttoned up to her throat. Her
            hair—blond, like mine, though a darker shade—is smooth and pinned behind each ear. She watches us file into the Hall, expressionless,
            and then it’s time for Caleb and me to line up behind the other sixteen-year-olds, waiting in line right in the center of
            the room. There are ninety of us, a smaller class than usual, and of those, there are only twelve from Abnegation.
         

         
         I feel a warm hand squeeze mine: my father’s. And it might seem like nothing, to the others, but to me, knowing how sparing
            my fellow Abnegation are about affection . . . it makes me want to burst into tears.
         

         
         Can I leave my family? Can I bear it?

         
         I find my place in line—or, rather, I wait for Caleb to find his, since the line is in order of age, from oldest to youngest.
            Anyone who turned sixteen since last spring’s Choosing Ceremony will choose their new faction today—people usually delay a
            child’s enrollment in school if they’re born in the latter half of the year, so they won’t have to attend for longer than
            their peers—and there’s some muttering about birthdays in the line, “What time were you born on April twenty-fourth, though?” And “Oh, you’re March seventh? I’m March eighth, so I guess I should get behind
            you.” I take my place behind Caleb, born two minutes later, and let the ones who are younger than I am line up behind me.
         

         
         Marcus Eaton stands at the table, right in the center, with Jack Kang, representative of Candor, on his right and Johanna
            Reyes, representative of Amity, on his left. He brings his hands together, and the room gets quiet.
         

         
         The Dauntless are the last to follow suit. Like Uriah, they seem at ease, chatting with their neighbors, their arms slung
            over the back of their chairs, their feet tapping on the floor as they wait. I try to imagine myself among them, all in black,
            my hair no longer pinned so tightly to my head that my scalp aches, my smiles no longer met with a sharp look or a raised
            eyebrow.
         

         
         I feel a pang of longing for the person I could be, there. But how can I be sure that if I chose Dauntless, I wouldn’t just
            be a Stiff in black clothing—an impostor? The test didn’t even work for me. Tori’s assessment of my results was just a guess.
         

         
         “Welcome,” Marcus Eaton says, and he’s smiling, but he has a way of making even smiling look serious. “Welcome to this year’s
            Choosing Ceremony. Welcome to the day we honor the philosophy of our founders, which tells us that everyone has a right to
            choose their own place in this world.”
         

         
         I look at Caleb’s hands, hanging loose at his sides. They’re shaking. Without thinking, I reach for one and grip him tightly.
            He squeezes back.
         

         
         “Long ago, when our founders created this city, they shed the archaic categories that once separated people—the political,
            the religious, the cultural, the superficial—and embraced a new understanding of human nature. That understanding was this:
            Human beings are united in that they are deeply flawed. For any society to live in harmony, they said, those flaws needed
            to be corrected. Defining new priorities was the best path to accomplishing that goal. Yet they could not agree on what the
            most egregious of those flaws was.”
         

         
         I look at the banners hanging from the glass ceiling, representing the five flaws our founders blamed . . . and the five corrections
            to those flaws. Movement catches my eye through the skylights, but it’s fleeting—probably just a bird.
         

         
         “Some of them blamed aggression and cruelty, and they called themselves Amity,” Marcus says, and Johanna Reyes, standing at
            the metal bowl that holds dark earth, spreads her hands over it. The Amity exchange smiles. Their clothes are bright and expressive.
            Red and yellow, of every shade, sometimes creeping toward orange or brown. To me, even though they’re not dressed alike, they
            all look the same. Kind. Warm. Relaxed.
         

         
         Joining them has never been an option for me. I’ve never been relaxed a day in my life.

         
         “Some of them blamed ignorance and disinterest, and they called themselves Erudite.”

         
         I could never choose Erudite. Not when they hate us so much.

         
         “Some of them blamed duplicity and secrecy. They called themselves Candor.”

         
         I think of the secret burning inside me: Divergent.
         

         
         “Some of them blamed selfishness and ego. They called themselves Abnegation.”

         
         I do blame selfishness; I can feel it in myself, driving me to complain, and lie, and demand things I haven’t earned. I can
            feel it even now.
         

         
         “And some of them blamed cowardice and weakness of character. They called themselves Dauntless.”

         
         And I blame cowardice, too. I do.

         
         Marcus goes on:

         
         “Our five factions have coexisted peacefully for as long as this city has existed, each contributing in different ways to
            our society. Candor is a faction of forthright administrators, teachers, investigators, and judges. Erudite has supplied us
            with new technologies, improvements, and a deeper understanding of our world. Dauntless protects us from threats, both without
            and within, and aids us in moments of crisis. Amity counsels us, feeds us, and eases our burdens. And Abnegation stands ready
            to serve in whatever capacity they can. But each faction is more than those qualities; each faction offers its members something
            more valuable than its mere function in society. It offers community. Purpose. Meaning.”
         

         
         He pauses as he picks up the clipboard where all of the initiates’ names are written.

         
         And then all the skylights above us shatter at once.

         
         Shrieks ring out through the Hall of Factions. Shards of glass pelt us like hailstones. I duck automatically, covering my
            head with my arms. Beside me, Caleb is staring, wide-eyed, at a piece of glass sticking out of his forearm. Red stains his
            gray sleeve.
         

         
         All the lights—which were low already—go out, but by moonlight I can see dark figures above us, walking along the now-empty
            window frames like tightropes.
         

         
         “Death to factions!” a voice shouts, and it’s so loud I can’t tell where it’s coming from. Other voices join in, echoing:
            “Death to factions! Death to factions!”
         

         
         All around me people are moving, pushing toward the exits. But I feel frozen. I’m watching, unmoving, as the faction banners
            come down.
         

         
         Amity’s is first, rippling as it drops to the floor, and then Candor’s, Erudite’s, Dauntless’s, and Abnegation’s. I see the
            symbols before the fabric crumples: the tree, the scales, the eye, the flames, and the outstretched hands. Then a new banner
            unfurls above me, dangling from the rafters like a leaf clinging to a branch.
         

         
         It’s a symbol that mimics the size and circle-bounded shape of the faction symbols. It’s stitched in white to the green fabric
            of the banner. It depicts a spray of small white flowers.
         

         
         The doors at the far end of the hall are wide open, and people are rushing toward them as Dauntless sentries rush in, all
            in black with their needle guns held high.
         

         
         “Beatrice!” Caleb yells, but I’m too small to see him.

         
         Then, the bang of a needle gun, firing. A scream. And a dark shape toppling from the rafters above us.

         
         A body slams into the floor just a few feet away from me. I’m close enough to see the needle sticking out of the fallen woman’s
            neck. She’s dressed all in green, her face covered, but from what I can tell by her empty eyes, she’s not much older than
            I am. Shot by a Dauntless needle—a nonlethal round that causes pain and paralysis—and knocked off-balance; and now, broken
            on the ground, probably dead.
         

         
         If there was chaos around me a moment ago, it’s nothing compared to what erupts now, as everyone in the Hall of Factions stampedes
            toward the doors. Frantic, I search for my father, my mother, my brother, anyone I recognize as the crowd presses me from
            all angles. An elbow hits me in the side of the head, and I cry out, stumbling away. Everyone is shouting, but to me their
            voices are muffled, and I keep thinking of the needle in that woman’s neck.
         

         
         My head pounds. Someone shoves me hard from the left, and I lose my balance and fall. Someone steps on my hand, and I scream
            into my teeth as the hard sole of their shoe crushes my fingertips. Then someone grabs my arm and hauls me to my feet.
         

         
         My body aches. I look up to see a Dauntless boy standing in front of me in a shaft of moonlight, his brow furrowed.

         
         In my daze all I can think is that his eyes are a strange color—dark blue.

         
         “That way!” the boy shouts over the noise, pointing at the side of the room. I see an emergency door there, still closed.
            In everyone’s rush to get to the main exit they’ve forgotten about all the other ways to get out of here.
         

         
         When I don’t move right away, the boy grabs my shoulder and shoves me toward the door. It startles me into motion—I run to
            the side of the room and push through the door, setting off an alarm that I barely hear. I stumble into a quiet courtyard,
            and I think again of my parents and Caleb, still trapped inside, or maybe they made it out—
         

         
         I run to the end of the courtyard’s white awning and around the side of the building. It’s quiet here, a contrast to the chaos
            behind me, but ahead of me is an Amity woman. She’s running along the side of the building. And there’s a gun in her hand.
         

         
         I stop. An Amity woman with a gun?

         
         She turns and raises her weapon in one fluid motion, like some kind of lethal dancer. She looks like no Amity I’ve ever seen,
            her hair pulled back in a sleek knot, her expression hard, her face bisected with shadow. She shifts so the moonlight glows
            on her cheekbones, and that’s when I recognize her:
         

         
         Evelyn Eaton. Marcus Eaton’s dead wife.

         
         I couldn’t forget her face if I tried. It was on all the news feeds after she died, that picture of the Eaton family: Marcus,
            his wife, their son, then ten or eleven years old. I remember it because it seemed like such a strange portrait for them to
            choose: a picture-perfect Abnegation family, but Evelyn’s expression was all wrong for that, with her jaw set and her eyes
            bright and critical. She looked angry.
         

         
         That was the picture on their mantel, the day of the funeral. Her funeral. I saw the urn that held her ashes. I watched Marcus Eaton pour the ashes into the wet clay for our funeral ritual.
         

         
         And now here she is. Alive.

         
         She doesn’t acknowledge me. She just puts her gun down and keeps moving, around the edge of the building and into the dark
            street beyond it. I stand there for a few seconds, my ears ringing, before I remember that I need to look for my family, I
            need to make sure they’re all right.
         

         
         I run, the pain in my head and hand forgotten as I reach the street we walked down to get to the Hall of Factions. It’s full
            of people. I search for gray clothes, for my flock of Abnegation pigeons. I find them by the doors, ushering people out of
            the building. I see them through the glass, still inside the Hall, because of course they are. Of course the Abnegation refuse
            to save themselves.
         

         
         “Beatrice!”

         
         I recognize Caleb’s voice before I see him, and then he crushes me into a hug.

         
         “Are you okay?” I ask him. “Your arm—”

         
         “I’m fine,” he says, and he pulls back. His eyes are wet. “You didn’t— You haven’t—”

         
         “What is it?” I haven’t seen Caleb cry in years. “Is Mom okay? Dad?”

         
         He nods. His Adam’s apple bobs.

         
         “Robert,” he says. “Robert’s dead.”
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            Chapter 7
Beatrice

         
         Hours later, my mother puts a glass of water in my hand. “Drink.”

         
         I do as I’m told. I didn’t realize how thirsty I was until I took a sip, and pretty soon the glass is empty.

         
         We’re sitting in our small living room, surrounded by people. Mr. and Mrs. Black are on the sofa, with Susan between them.
            She looks how I feel, like she’s still caught in a dream. Mrs. Black is weeping.
         

         
         There’s food in the kitchen, on all the counters. I watched people bring it in, loaves of bread and bowls of savory porridge
            and hard-boiled eggs and pots of soup. I’ve never felt less like eating, but I want more water, so I walk into the kitchen
            with my empty glass.
         

         
         Only the oven light is on, so the room is dark. My father is washing a stack of bowls. I forget about wanting water, pick
            up a clean cloth, and stand beside him to dry the dishes as he finishes washing them. He bumps me with his shoulder in greeting.
         

         
         “Where did you go, during the attack?” he says. “One moment you were there, and I was trying to get to you . . . and the next,
            you were just gone.”
         

         
         His tone is careful, neutral, but I see a tremor in his hands. He must have been as scared as I was.

         
         “After that woman fell—” I think of the shape of her body on the ground, the needle in her neck, and I force myself to keep
            talking. “Someone helped me up and showed me the emergency exit. And then . . .”
         

         
         I pause. I think of the woman with the gun, dressed in Amity clothes. The woman who looked like Evelyn Eaton.

         
         “If I saw something strange,” I say, “who would I tell?”

         
         “You saw something strange?” Again, he sounds neutral, like he’s trying not to upset me.

         
         I nod. Then I wonder if I saw anything at all. It was dark. Maybe that woman wasn’t Evelyn Eaton. How could she be? Evelyn
            Eaton is dead.
         

         
         “Maybe. I don’t know.”

         
         “You can always talk to me, Beatrice. No matter what.”

         
         I think of Tori telling me I’m Divergent. That it’s dangerous for me and anyone I tell. I think of watching the Dauntless
            arrive every morning with Robert. I think of what I was considering at the Choosing Ceremony, right before—
         

         
         No. There are some things I can’t tell my father.

         
         “Do they know how Robert—how it happened?” I ask him. I should have asked hours ago, but the specifics didn’t seem important
            then. Robert was gone; the particulars couldn’t change that. All I could think about was his small smile as he led the way
            between the stacks in the library yesterday morning. We’re right on time. He always remembered to drag the chair over for me, so I could see the Dauntless arrive.
         

         
         “He was shot,” my father says.

         
         It’s not the answer I was expecting. I thought Robert was crushed by the crowd or injured in the chaos—not shot.
         

         
         “The Dauntless were carrying needle guns,” I say. “Needle guns can’t kill people, can they?”

         
         “No, they can’t,” my father replies, in a tight, hard voice. “But the Dauntless weren’t the only ones with weapons.”

         
         It takes me a few seconds to piece it together. Dauntless wall guards have regular guns, with lethal ammunition in them. But
            those weapons are well controlled. Regulated. Or they’re supposed to be.
         

         
         “A wall guard brought in a lethal weapon by mistake?” I guess. It’s the only explanation I can think of.

         
         My father shakes his head. There’s a soft look in his eyes that I don’t like. Like he pities me.

         
         “No,” he says. “It wasn’t a mistake. One of those factionless stole a gun from the wall, and after that woman fell from the
            rafters, they retaliated. They turned to violence.”
         

         
         Factionless. I see the factionless all the time at the donation center. Sad and shuffling. Weighed down by the world. It doesn’t make
            sense to me, at first, that my father thinks there were factionless at the Choosing Ceremony.
         

         
         But a moment later I feel foolish. Of course they were factionless. They were screaming “Death to factions!” They were cutting
            down the faction banners. They were hanging their own banner instead.
         

         
         I think of the woman I saw. The factionless woman who may or may not have been Evelyn Eaton. She was carrying a gun. I can’t
            remember, now, what it looked like. Whether it was lethal or not.
         

         
         “That banner,” I say.

         
         “A sick joke. But what more can we expect from the factionless? Moral corruption is what got them where they are.” He spits
            the words, and in his agitation he drops the soapy bowl he’s holding and it breaks.
         

         
         I jump back.

         
         “I’m sorry.” My father plants his hands on the edge of the sink and leans into them, his head hanging. “I’m sorry, Beatrice.
            I shouldn’t lose my temper.”
         

         
         “It’s all right.” I wrap my arm around him and rest my head on his shoulder. “It’s all right.”

         
         I could never be a Candor. It’s too easy for me to lie.

         
         

         The funeral is in the morning, and even though everyone in Abnegation shows up, it’s a quiet affair.

         
         Funerals are a regular part of Abnegation life. They always go the same way: The body is cremated and placed in an urn; people
            bring food to the family of the deceased and sit with them; there’s a religious service, and then the family makes a memorial
            stone.
         

         
         With the exception of Evelyn Eaton’s funeral, every one I’ve attended has been framed as a natural conclusion, a candle that’s
            run out of wick. Not Robert Black’s. The mood of the pre-funeral meal is shock, not sorrow. The sermon at the service is about
            tragedy, not remembrance. And the procession through the streets of the Abnegation sector—led by Robert’s mother, clutching
            his ashes to her stomach as if she’s remembering how it felt to carry him inside her womb—is tense.
         

         
         The procession ends at the workshop, where Mr. Black mixes the clay in its mold, and Susan pries the urn out of her mother’s
            clenched hands to remove its lid. Mrs. Black is shaking too hard to help, so Susan is the one who pours Robert’s ashes into
            the clay and helps her father mix it and forms the stone with her small, delicate hands.
         

         
         It will dry for a few days, and then someone will fire it, and then someone else will use it to build, like it’s any other
            brick. Even in death, a member of Abnegation is expected to serve the community.
         

         
         

         At breakfast the morning after, I’m staring across the table at Robert’s unoccupied chair when there’s a knock at the door.
            I don’t recognize the woman, but my mother calls her “Tabitha” like she knows her, and she has a hushed conversation with
            my father in the entryway. I can hear only my father’s side of it; he’s never been any good at talking quietly.
         

         
         “This is cruel,” he says, and then, “Fine. Fine.”

         
         The door closes, but my father doesn’t walk back into the kitchen right away. I exchange a look with Caleb. He shrugs. Susan
            keeps eating her oatmeal.
         

         
         I hear my father’s sigh before he walks back in. When he does, he lingers by the door for a moment.

         
         “Caleb, Beatrice. Susan,” he says. “I’m afraid I need to talk to you.” He hesitates again, and my heart races. Whatever he’s
            about to say, he really doesn’t want to say it. “As you already know, the Council has decided it’s not safe to gather for another Choosing Ceremony.
            I’ve just been informed that each faction is conducting theirs separately. Today.”
         

         
         My spoon clatters against the side of my bowl.

         
         “What?” Now I know what my father was calling “cruel.”

         
         Susan, I notice, is still taking bites at regular intervals.

         
         “They already put it off for two days,” Caleb says, his voice soft. “Initiation needs to start, Beatrice.”

         
         “Two whole days to grieve, how generous—” I’m about to continue when I notice Susan is raising her eyebrows, the way she often does when she wants to say something.
         

         
         She looks at Robert’s empty seat, and says, “Weeds grow, flowers bloom, fruit ripens.” She rests her hand on the back of the
            chair. “And they don’t ask us when they should.”
         

         
         There’s no arguing after that.

         
         I clean up our breakfast dishes, just as I did on the day of our first Choosing Ceremony. My hands tremble as I scrub the
            bowls. My mother slides back the panel upstairs so each of us can check our appearance—a special mercy for the grieving, she
            calls it. I don’t look well, my eyes too wide and my skin too pale.
         

         
         I try to slow things down for myself, try to memorize every part of this apartment: Mrs. Black’s embroidery hanging over the
            sink, the perfect stack of towels in the hall closet, the gray shoes lined up next to the front door. Tidy and respectful,
            that’s how our two families’ lives have been together. Even now, with everything coming apart.
         

         
         Everyone gathers down the street, outside of Abnegation headquarters. My sixteen-year-old classmates and their families are
            the only ones permitted at this new Choosing Ceremony. I think of the way I felt just a few days ago, looking at the Dauntless
            stirring in their seats, longing for loose hair and loud voices. It feels silly now, worrying about hairpins in the moments
            before my friend died.
         

         
         A hand grabs mine: Caleb, his jaw so tight I can see its tendons.

         
         “Remember what I said a few days ago,” he says. “Make a choice you can live with.”

         
         I barely remember that conversation. I rub my fingers over my sternum to ease the ache in my chest.

         
         My mother and father are right behind us. My father reaches out and squeezes Caleb’s shoulder like he’s working out the tension,
            something he used to do when we hunched over while studying. It’s not that serious, you know, he used to say. It’s just learning.

         
         We walk through the main entrance, and the huge stone bowls are right there, holding water and earth, stone and coals and
            glass. Behind them is the wide-open space of the lobby and the simple sculpture that’s usually its only adornment: a pair
            of cupped stone hands, the Abnegation symbol. Sometimes the hands look like they’re receiving something and sometimes like
            they’re offering something. Today I’m not sure which.
         

         
         Standing behind the bowls are the faction leaders: Johanna Reyes of Amity, her hands folded in front of her; Jack Kang of
            Candor, with perfect posture; Max Young of Dauntless, scratching the back of his neck; Jeanine Matthews of Erudite, still
            and watching; and Marcus Eaton, his face grave.
         

         
         Looking at him now, I wonder if I was seeing things the other day, when I thought I recognized his dead wife on the street.
            Everything about that day feels so unreal. Maybe my mind was playing tricks on me.
         

         
         We line up just like we did before, earliest birthdays on the left and latest birthdays on the right. At the ceremony with
            all the other factions, there were quite a few people behind me; today, I’m almost at the end. Only Felicity is behind me.
         

         
         There’s one light in the room, shining down on the bowls. Our parents and siblings stand in the shadows, all around us.

         
         Jeanine Matthews is holding a small box. When we’re finished lining up, she takes off the lid, revealing a collection of small
            knives.
         

         
         “We want to begin by apologizing,” Marcus says. “This community has endured a great loss, and in an ideal world, you would
            be permitted to grieve before having to make such a big decision. We want to especially apologize to you, Susan.”
         

         
         He gives her a sad smile. She returns it.

         
         “But we agree that if there are violent forces in this city that want to destroy our way of life, it’s even more important
            that we hold fast to our convictions and move forward. It’s even more important that we cleave to our communities, our true
            families. So we must choose.”
         

         
         I think of the motto I read in my Faction History textbook. Faction before blood. It means that a family can’t offer you the same things that a faction can. A family may love you, but it doesn’t necessarily
            understand you. It doesn’t necessarily guide you toward your best self. A family is just a temporary unit, serving its purpose
            until you figure out where you really belong.
         

         
         “I said most of what I meant to say a few days ago, and I won’t make you sit through it again,” Marcus says, and polite laughter
            ripples through the room. “I will just say this: As much as a person can grow over time, the very root of who they are remains
            essentially the same. The aptitude test gets to that root, revealing the unchangeable inside the changeable. So we have all
            agreed that sixteen years is time enough to know the core of yourself—and to choose in what direction you wish to grow. And
            so.” Marcus steps back and gestures to the metal bowls in front of him. “And so, we’ll let you choose.”
         

         
         Panic seizes my chest. What’s at the heart of me? What’s at the root of me? I feel like a dandelion seed adrift on the wind.
            I feel temporary and changeable.
         

         
         “Mary Latham,” Marcus says, and Mary steps forward. She’s the tallest girl in our year. She takes the knife from Jeanine Matthews
            and cuts into her thumb. Blood bubbles up from the wound, and she lets it fall in the bowl right in the center, the pile of
            stones that symbolizes Abnegation.
         

         
         “Eustace Cooke.” Red-cheeked Eustace takes a new knife from Jeanine Matthews. He pricks his finger. He chooses Abnegation.

         
         There’s a moment of silence. Marcus is staring at the clipboard in his hands.

         
         “This would have been Robert’s turn,” Marcus says. “So let’s consider the young man we lost.”

         
         I feel like I swallowed something without chewing it. Like there’s a pill lodged in my throat.

         
         Then: “Susan Black.”

         
         Her cheeks shine with tears as she chooses Abnegation.

         
         I’m inching closer and closer. One name at a time; one step at a time. Everyone is choosing Abnegation, and I’m imagining
            my blood on the stones, my blood on the coals, my blood—improbably—in the water. Worse than that, what if I can’t choose?
            What if I just stand there, unable to cut myself? What if they cast me out, or they see in my hesitation something suspicious,
            something Divergent—
         

         
         “Caleb Prior.”

         
         I realize that I’ve been holding Caleb’s hand this whole time only when he uncurls his fingers, and blood flows back into
            my fingertips, prickling. He doesn’t look back at me. He steps up to the bowls, accepts the small knife from Jeanine Matthews,
            and then takes a deep breath that makes his shoulders shift and shudder.
         

         
         He cuts his finger, and I wait for him to stick his hand out and add his blood to the Abnegation stones.

         
         I stare, uncomprehending, as his blood falls into the water instead.

         
         Caleb just chose Erudite.

         
         The room is so silent I swear they can hear my heart racing. Pounding in my throat.

         
         Erudite.

         
         I think of his ink-smudged fingers. We also have to think of ourselves, he said to me, and I thought he was saying it to reassure me, but maybe he was saying it to reassure himself. We’re the ones who have to live with our choices, . . . so make a choice you can live with. I can’t imagine this being the choice he can live with. Erudite, the faction that hates us, the faction that lies about us, the faction that defames
            our father and our friends and everyone we care about.
         

         
         “Beatrice Prior.”

         
         Caleb is standing in the shadows, behind Jeanine Matthews, his head bowed. Like he didn’t just betray us all.

         
         Faction before blood, I think, and then I think, no.
         

         
         I thought I believed it. I thought I believed all of it. But there’s an empty seat at our table where Robert used to sit.
            There’s an empty room that used to be his. There’s an empty space in me.
         

         
         Right now, faction before blood sounds like nonsense. My complaints about my hair, my clothes, my frustrations with not owning anything that’s just mine,
            my grievances about the restricted book selection for Abnegation in the library—all of it sounds like nonsense. Unimportant.
         

         
         I no longer want to be the person who cares about those things.

         
         “Beatrice?”

         
         I step forward. Jeanine Matthews offers me a knife, handle first, her fingers pinching the blade. Like it’s a scalpel and
            she’s a nurse assisting a surgeon. I blink at her for a second before I take it. My brother’s new leader.
         

         
         I press the blade to the meaty part of my thumb, and it’s easier than I thought it would be, maybe because I’m so angry I
            can barely see, maybe because the pain focuses me. I watch bright red blood pool in my palm for a moment.
         

         
         I don’t know what I want to become anymore. All I know is what I can bear . . . and what I can’t.

         
         I thrust my hand out, and my blood falls on the stones.

         
         And in that moment I know, I know, I know it’s the wrong choice.
         

         
         But it’s too late.
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            Chapter 8
Beatrice

         
         My mind is blank with panic as I watch Caleb leave with Jeanine Matthews.

         
         I don’t really remember the walk from the bowl to the back of the room. I don’t remember watching Felicity make her choice,
            though she’s now following Caleb out of the room, our only other transfer. It’s not until I feel a gentle nudge at my side—Susan
            Black next to me, wearing a soft smile—that I realize everyone is moving toward the door that will take us deeper into Abnegation
            headquarters.
         

         
         There’s a lump in my throat, but I can’t cry, not now, not here. As I follow the crowd down the hall, I try to reason with
            myself. I’ve been Abnegation my whole life. I know what to expect from it. I’ll have quiet mornings and peaceful evenings.
            Maybe I can work in the garden with Robert—
         

         
         No. I guess I can’t.

         
         Okay, I say to myself, ignoring the pang in my chest at the thought of him. I’ll figure out what I’m good at. I’ll find a way
            not to be miserable.
         

         
         I’ll find a way.

         
         I’ve never been down this hallway before. It’s dim, and like all the other parts of our headquarters, it’s plain, with concrete
            floors and walls and simple yellow-white orbs as light fixtures. At the end of it is a heavy door, which is where Marcus stops.
         

         
         “Welcome, new initiates,” he says. “I’ve been told there are no transfers to Abnegation this year, so we don’t have to wait
            for them to begin.”
         

         
         I glance at Mary, who’s standing on my left. Abnegation never gets a lot of transfers, but none?
         

         
         Marcus continues, “Tomorrow you will begin the month of service that will be your initiation into Abnegation. But tonight
            is about something different.”
         

         
         He brings his hands together in front of him, palms up—our faction’s symbol, brought to life.

         
         “As members of Abnegation, you will spend your life giving to those around you. But tonight, you will be receiving.” He pulls
            his hands back in, close to his body. “The interconnectedness of all people is at the heart of our faction’s philosophy. We
            need each other to survive, and to thrive. When we can give, we give—but there will be times when we can’t. When we are ailing,
            or infirm, or overcome with grief or pain. In those moments, we must learn to receive, and offer others the opportunity to
            care for us. So tonight, you will dedicate yourselves to the art of receiving.”
         

         
         He smiles.

         
         “First, though, you have to introduce yourselves to the keeper of our city’s memory. To that end . . . follow me.”

         
         He unlocks the door by touching a sensor beside it, and leads us in.

         
         The room beyond is a perfect circle. Along its edges, everything is dark. But at its center, glowing in the ceiling, is a
            ring of dim light that illuminates the low stone table beneath it. Marcus directs us to kneel around the edge of it, and I
            do, so close the stone scrapes my kneecaps through my trousers. Beside me, near enough for me to hear her breaths, is Susan.
            There are only eight of us, total.
         

         
         I realize, then, that I know what this place must be. The Abnegation Memory Vault. This is where the city’s records are kept.
            Whenever I pictured this room before, I imagined something like a library, full of filing cabinets and bookshelves. This place—this
            empty place that feels almost like a church sanctuary—isn’t what I expected at all.
         

         
         “For some of you, this will be the last time you ever enter this room,” Marcus says. “The Memory Vault is sacred. It contains
            the history of our city and our people—all our people, across all factions. As such, the responsibility of maintaining it resides with just one person.” He taps his
            chest to indicate himself. “Accessing the Memory Vault after this point is forbidden to all except those summoned to make
            an offering. People of all factions are called upon to make offerings, some more than once, some not at all.”
         

         
         Marcus presses both hands to the stone in front of him, fingers spread wide.

         
         “It’s time for introductions,” he says, and he doesn’t say it to us but to the stone. “Your hands, please.”

         
         I do as I’m told, and the stone under my palms is warm, like it’s been baking in the sun. I feel a prickle against my palms,
            and then the space changes.
         

         
         I’m in the small room where I took my aptitude test. Sitting in the padded chair. Beside me, the Dauntless woman, Tori, sits
            at the small table behind the computer, drumming her fingers on her legs as she stares at me.
         

         
         “Well, that was . . . perplexing. Excuse me,” she says.

         
         She gets up and walks out of the room. Fear spikes inside me as I realize: This is my memory of just after the aptitude test,
            playing out before my eyes. In a few seconds Tori will come back in here and tell me that my results were inconclusive. She’ll
            point out that I’m not supposed to be aware during simulations. She’ll call me Divergent and tell me it’s dangerous for me
            and everyone I tell.
         

         
         And all of that will be shared with the Abnegation Memory Vault.

         
         Tori steps into the room and leans back against the door, her hands trapped behind her.

         
         “Sorry about that,” she says. “I had to report an error and enter your result manually.”

         
         No, I try to say. And: stop.
         

         
         “What . . . what was my result?” is what I say instead, just as I did before.

         
         “Well . . . it’s hard to say, actually.”

         
         Stop. My chest heaves with panic. I know this isn’t real, that I’m not real here in the way I’m accustomed to. But I have to stop this, I have to—
         

         
         “What do you mean?”

         
         Stop!

         
         “Some of the things you did in that test . . .” aren’t supposed to be possible, my mind supplies, and if she says that, it will be enough to damn me.
         

         
         But she doesn’t say it.

         
         Instead, the scene around me changes. Tori disintegrates. Darkness drapes over my body like a blanket. The overhead light
            turns into the moon.
         

         
         In Tori’s place is a dark cityscape, the view from the roof of my family’s apartment building. I’m standing near the edge
            in my nightgown, my boots untied.
         

         
         I open my mouth, and scream until the birds scatter.

         
         Then I come back to myself. I’m kneeling in front of the table in the Abnegation Memory Vault, lifting my hands from the warm
            stone. All my fellow initiates appear around me again. Marcus Eaton’s eyes find mine, and then his brow furrows, like I’ve
            confused him.
         

         
         The others surface one by one. When everyone else is finished, we all walk across the building to the banquet hall.

         
         I’ve been here before—for birth celebrations, for funerals, for religious services, for our infrequent holiday celebrations.
            But I’ve never seen it like this. Lanterns outline the room in light, and there’s a long wooden table in the center with benches
            on either side. The initiates sit, the five girls on one side and the three boys on the other, and I don’t know what comes
            next.
         

         
         Then my mother sets a plate in front of me, and my father sets down a fork, a knife, a spoon. Other people—friends, neighbors,
            people I’ve seen on the street—keep stepping forward with things: a slice of warm bread. A heap of cooked grains. A scoop
            of slow-roasted vegetables, soft and smoky. A drizzle of dark sauce—a rare addition. A side plate with lettuce dressed in
            oil and vinegar. Someone behind us says a prayer I can barely hear, and we all hesitate.
         

         
         “Eat!” someone calls out, and someone else laughs. The spell is broken, and the initiates dig in.

         
         It feels uncomfortable to eat while so many people surround us, watching. But a moment later someone starts singing.

         
         The other factions think Abnegation has no games, has no music, has no celebrations. But we just keep them to ourselves. And
            true, we don’t have the same instruments the other factions do—but a voice is an instrument, too.
         

         
         One voice starts the round, and another joins in, in harmony with the first. Other voices add to the song, and then another
            song starts beneath the first one, filling in all its pauses and then twisting together with it, like hands clasping and then
            unclasping.
         

         
         The song gets louder as everyone else joins in, every voice finding a place, even the old, creaky ones; even the tuneless
            ones; even the weak ones. The two songs line up next to each other like a key fitting into a lock, one supplying everything
            the other one needs in order to move.
         

         
         As I relax and let myself really listen, I realize that I’ve heard both songs before. One of them is about the founding of
            the city, and the other is about helping your neighbor and trusting that he’ll help you—a standard Abnegation song they teach
            to children.
         

         
         The songs aren’t just working together in their music, but in their messages, too—telling the story of our city, and showing
            the place that Abnegation has inside it. Helping. Filling in the gaps. Trusting each other.
         

         
         My eyes prickle with tears, but this time they’re the good kind. I set my fork down, close my eyes, and listen.
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            Chapter 9
Caleb

         
         Caleb tries not to pay attention as the group dwindles. One by one, his fellow initiates have solved the riddle in front of
            them, whispered it to the labyrinth’s guardian, and passed through the leaves to Erudite headquarters beyond it. Now it’s
            just him and three others—Felicity, who chose after his sister did, a Candor boy whose name Caleb didn’t learn, and one Erudite
            boy who appears to be hyperventilating.
         

         
         Caleb is overheating. The gray jacket he’s still wearing is sticking to the back of his neck. He’s panting a little, too,
            and with each second that passes and his mind remains blank, it gets even harder to breathe.
         

         
         He can’t solve it. He doesn’t know how to. He was raised with a straightforwardness that he now finds infuriating, the moral
            strictures of his upbringing failing him as soon as he calls upon himself to think abstractly.
         

         
         That must be why the Candor boy is here, too, struggling just as much as he is. Candor and Abnegation have one quality in
            common, and that’s unsubtle minds unused to turning things on their heads or teasing apart meaning. Blunt tools rather than
            fine instruments. Caleb came here to whittle himself down and hone himself into something more dexterous, but he can’t do
            that if he can’t get through the door.
         

         
         The riddle, the riddle. It’s written on a stone plinth at the base of one of the labyrinth’s dense trees. He doesn’t ask himself
            how the Erudite managed to construct such an elaborate feat of greenery without the other factions taking notice; the labyrinth
            simply is, and his task is to pass through it. He navigated the maze itself easily enough, relying on the slant of the light
            to choose his direction.
         

         
         But the riddle.

         
         It is what separates us from each other, he reads, for what must be the hundredth time. Those who don’t have it don’t want it. Those who do have it aren’t aware of it. The only way to be rid of it is to recognize
               it.

         
         It can’t be a physical object; that just doesn’t make sense. It has to be more abstract than that—conceptual, perhaps. A general
            term rather than a specific one. Walls? he wonders. They separate people. But no—the rest of the riddle doesn’t make sense if “walls” is the answer. He searches
            his mind for an alternative. The only way to be rid of it is to recognize it.

         
         He’s not used to this kind of paralysis. He didn’t have it at the Choosing Ceremony, though the stress of what he was about
            to do made him feel like a stretched rubber band. He was distracted by his own grief, and so was everyone else. But he can’t
            fool this labyrinth by controlling his behavior; he has to solve the riddle.
         

         
         The Candor boy steps forward, past the stone plinth to the stone lion that waits beyond it. He bends down and whispers his
            guess into the lion’s ear. Caleb doesn’t know what will happen if he’s wrong—will he simply have to try again, or is one wrong
            answer enough for the labyrinth to eject someone, exiling them to the factionless? He doesn’t find out. The Candor boy’s guess
            is correct; the leaves part to form an archway, and the Candor boy disappears beneath it.
         

         
         It’s just Caleb, Felicity, and the panicking Erudite boy, now.

         
         “I used to like riddles,” Felicity says, her voice shaking. “Not so much, anymore.”

         
         “We’re not supposed to help each other,” Caleb replies. He doesn’t want her help, anyway. He wants to solve this on his own;
            he wants to break through this blankness in his mind and find out what’s on the other side of it. He presses down on the bandage
            still wrapped around his arm, from where glass pierced it at the Choosing Ceremony attack. The pain doesn’t help him focus,
            like he hoped. It just hurts.
         

         
         “Fine,” Felicity says. “Stay here all night for all I care, Prior.”

         
         She steps forward and offers her answer to the stone lion. The archway opens for her.

         
         Caleb and the Erudite boy are alone.

         
         Caleb says a word he’s only ever heard at school, never wrapped his mouth around before. Vulgarity is not permitted in Abnegation,
            where self-control is paramount. It’s probably not permitted in Erudite, either, where calm minds prevail.
         

         
         He glances at the Erudite boy, whose chest is heaving. Yes, that’s right—Caleb has to calm down.

         
         He does know a technique for that, but he’s not confident in it. He walks up to the stone plinth and kneels. The kneeling
            isn’t necessary, but it’s familiar, so he lets himself capitulate to a desire for comfort, just this once. He presses his
            palms to the stone, just to have something to focus on, and closes his eyes.
         

         
         Breathe in, he tells himself, and he hears his father’s voice instead of his own, which would be a distraction if it wasn’t so reassuring
            in this moment of crisis. He focuses on the rough stone, cold beneath his fingers. Granite, perhaps; granite is the most common
            stone in this area, igneous rock, which means, what? Formed by the cooling of magma. Breathe out. He can’t think about the rock, for God’s sake, he has to think about the riddle. No, he corrects himself, he has to think
            about nothing. Nothing at all.
         

         
         He hears the shuddering breaths of the boy behind him. Breathe in. He feels the air passing through his nostrils and in his mind, he follows its path from sinus to trachea to his lungs, forcing
            his diaphragm down. Deep breathing reduces the body’s stress response. Breathe out. He follows the breath on its reverse path, from lungs to trachea to sinus to nose.
         

         
         He opens his eyes, and reads the riddle again. This time, thinking of the path of his exhale, he reads it backward. The only way to be rid of it is to recognize it. Those who do have it aren’t aware of it. Those who don’t have it don’t want
               it. It is what separates us from each other.

         
         The answer unfurls in his mind like the petals of a new flower. He scrambles to his feet and rushes toward the stone lion.

         
         “Ignorance!” he tells it. “The answer is ‘ignorance.’ ”

         
         He leaves the Erudite boy behind him.

         
         

         The others—there are nineteen of them, apart from Caleb—have been talking about him. He can tell from the moment he sits down.
            Well, let them talk; he made it through the first test of Erudite initiation, so he doesn’t care what they have to say. Only
            one of the Erudite boys smiles at him—Fernando, he calls himself, offering Caleb his hand. Caleb, not practiced at shaking
            hands, feels awkward at the gesture. But he’s relieved to know at least one new person’s name.
         

         
         “I understand that it’s just how they work,” one of the other Erudite-born initiates—a girl with her hair in a messy bun—is
            saying. “But I can’t help but feel stupid every time I come out of a simulation. Why did I think my faction had planted a
            maze of trees that somehow escaped everyone’s notice?”
         

         
         Erudite’s primary dining room—the Exchange, someone called it—is bright and airy. Despite the faction’s color being blue,
            their decorative sensibilities don’t seem to be beholden to that color. The ceiling is all glass, and some of the panes are
            blue, but others are green, orange, yellow, pink. It’s the spectrum of white light, Felicity said, when Caleb first sat down beside her at the initiates’ table. Their table is surrounded on all sides by faction
            members, with the oldest on one side of the room and the youngest on the other. The group next to theirs is last year’s initiate
            class, laughing and talking, all in blue.
         

         
         “It’s like in dreams,” Fernando says to the Erudite-born girl. “The mind finds little threads to tie together disparate images.
            We’re wired to tell ourselves stories.”
         

         
         “We’re wired to seek out logic,” the girl argues, rolling her eyes. Caleb remembers her name from the round of introductions they did before entering the
            labyrinth: Anna. “Stories don’t always have to be logical.”
         

         
         “Neither do dreams,” Fernando replies.

         
         Caleb feels like he’s awake for the first time. He’s used to quiet meals guided by rules of consideration. He’s used to examining
            every contribution he wants to make to a conversation before he offers it to determine if it meets Abnegation’s standards.
            He’s not used to sharp exchanges pressuring each other for the betterment of an idea. Fernando and Anna are discussing the
            history of storytelling and its communal benefits. Something about oral tradition preserving knowledge that Caleb only partly
            understands the root of. He watches them both, fascinated, until their instructor, a blond woman who reminds him of both his
            sister and Jeanine Matthews, somehow, stands at the end of the table. Cara. Cara is her name.
         

         
         “We’ve lost one of your number already,” Cara says, without preamble. “He hasn’t realized it yet, but years of initiation
            data suggest that if he hasn’t been able to solve the riddle yet, he won’t be able to. We’ll be continuing without him.”
         

         
         Caleb exchanges a look with Felicity, eyes wide. The Erudite boy—a born Erudite—is just . . . gone? Initiation over? Doomed to factionlessness?
         

         
         “In Erudite privileges are earned,” Cara goes on. “Tonight, you’ve earned the privilege of a hot meal and a roof over your
            head. Tomorrow, you’ll be tested again, to earn the privilege of a place in the dormitory and entry into the common areas
            of our headquarters. Don’t become complacent. Your place here is not guaranteed.” She pauses. “But congratulations on making
            it this far.”
         

         
         It’s as much of a welcome speech as they seem likely to receive. Caleb suspects the real welcome will come when they pass
            all their initiation tests, and not a moment sooner.
         

         
         Silence falls over the room, and he raises his head to see the source of it: Jeanine Matthews has just walked into the Exchange,
            her hands clasped in front of her. She smiles and nods to a few people, then makes her way over to their side of the dining
            room.
         

         
         As the son of a council member, Caleb has met Jeanine Matthews before, but it was brief and unremarkable, each time. She hardly
            looked at him. She’s the same age as his parents, her hair blond and her eyes gray. She wears plain, tailored clothing. Her
            hair is never frizzy or in disarray.
         

         
         “Representative Matthews,” Cara says to her, as she approaches. “To what do I owe this honor?”

         
         Jeanine’s smile is a polite one, lacking true warmth.

         
         “I simply wanted to check in on our new class of initiates,” she says. “Who was the first one to solve the riddle?”

         
         Fernando raises his hand. He’s not hesitant to take the credit, and his brazenness is momentarily off-putting to Caleb before
            he remembers that’s an Abnegation impulse, a relic of the life he’s turned away from. In Erudite an accomplishment is a fact,
            and there’s no point in being bashful about a fact.
         

         
         “Well done,” Jeanine says warmly. “And who was the last one, apart from the unfortunate failure?”

         
         Caleb’s stomach lurches. But he doesn’t want to appear ashamed, so he raises his hand.

         
         Jeanine hums in response, her eyes skimming over his gray jacket with obvious disdain.

         
         “Well, perhaps that’s not surprising, when your faction of origin is known for its rigid thinking,” she says. “Let’s hope
            you can improve tomorrow, Mr. Prior.”
         

         
         She remembers him. Of course she remembers him; she probably remembers everything. Caleb stares down at his plate, his face
            burning. He can feel everyone’s eyes on him. Rigid thinking, they’re probably repeating to themselves. They think he’s just like everyone else from his faction, stuck, close-minded,
            inflexible, dull.
         

         
         He forces himself to keep eating.

         
         He’ll just have to prove them wrong, that’s all.
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            Chapter 10
Beatrice

         
         After dinner the Abnegation initiates leave our dishes behind and follow our instructors through the dark, silent hallways
            of Abnegation headquarters, past the simple stone sculpture in its main lobby—the Choosing Ceremony bowls are already gone—and
            into a courtyard at the back of the building.
         

         
         My initiation instructor’s name is Eleanor. She’s not much older than I am, and not much taller, either, with smooth black
            hair worn in a braid. On one side of the courtyard is the girls’ dormitory; on the other, the boys’. She doesn’t need to tell
            us that we aren’t allowed in each other’s dorms. It’s the sort of thing that goes unsaid in Abnegation.
         

         
         Benjamin—the boys’ instructor—assembles us all in a group between the two dormitories. A breeze blows through the courtyard,
            warm as the rush of air from an oven. The plants in the small garden that Robert tended flutter and twitch.
         

         
         “Before we let you get some rest, we have to tell you what to expect from initiation.” Benjamin is a little older than Eleanor,
            maybe, with cheeks that still look hollowed-out from a growth spurt. “You’ve heard this month is a month of service, and that’s
            true. You’ll each be assigned to a new post every week for four weeks. None of the work is glamorous, but all of it is useful.
            You’ll learn about this faction, not by listening to someone spout philosophy but by doing—that’s one of our central tenets,
            that busy hands lead to quiet minds, and quiet minds are wise minds.”
         

         
         He fidgets a little. Whatever he’s about to say, he’s nervous about it.

         
         “Every faction’s initiation has its secrets,” he says. “And ours is that your month of service will be conducted in complete
            silence.”
         

         
         There it is.

         
         All around me, my fellow initiates exchange horrified looks, but I’m rooted in place.

         
         “Isn’t the Penalty of Silence a punishment?” Constance says from somewhere on my right. She sounds tentative, but then, Constance
            always sounds tentative. “My mom said parents aren’t allowed to impose it for more than two days, and we’re supposed to do
            it for a month?”
         

         
         “This month isn’t intended to be a punishment. It’s intended to be a challenge. And it’s intended to show you how much you
            can learn about each other by doing good work side by side.” Benjamin’s voice softens. “I know it doesn’t make sense right
            now, but trust me—you’ll be in this together, and you’ll make it through the hard times stronger than you were before. I’m
            still close to everyone in my initiate class, and Eleanor is, too. Right, Eleanor?”
         

         
         “I met my fiancé scrubbing bedpans at the hospital. He was a transfer from Amity.” A smile plays over Eleanor’s lips. “We
            didn’t say a word to each other for three weeks after that.”
         

         
         Someone on my left—Eustace, maybe—sighs, like this is the most romantic thing he’s ever heard. All I can think is that the
            Erudite propaganda must be working, if we didn’t get any transfers at all this year—even from Amity.
         

         
         “Finish up your conversations,” Eleanor says. “Because once you leave this room, you’ll be expected to be silent for the rest
            of the month unless someone is in danger. No exceptions.”
         

         
         “What if we mess up?” Martha asks. In primary school Martha was always getting reprimanded for “disorderly appearance,” so
            her anxiety isn’t surprising. “Do we get kicked out?”
         

         
         Benjamin smiles a little. “Of course not. But there will be consequences. It’s better not to think about them—just focus on
            what’s in front of you. Be present. You’ll get through this just fine.”
         

         
         All around me, everyone starts turning to each other to finish our first and last conversations as Abnegation initiates. Mostly
            we talk about what we’ve heard about initiation: that the other factions aren’t always kind to their Abnegation volunteers,
            that the most interesting place to be assigned is the hospital. The air that felt so warm a moment ago now prickles over my
            skin.
         

         
         You’ll get through this, I tell myself.
         

         
         

         It’s the following morning, I haven’t eaten, and my legs are going numb.

         
         I’m sitting in the courtyard, and the air is crisp enough that I can see my breaths. Abnegation initiates start the day with
            an hour of meditation, a length of time that feels like an eternity. Days must have passed since I first sat down here, my
            stomach rumbling with hunger and my eyes still sticky from sleep.
         

         
         Be present, Eleanor told us. Think about the task at hand, and the person you’re doing that task for and with.

         
         My mind keeps wandering. To Caleb, and whether he’s sleeping on a bed of books, or whatever they do in Erudite initiation.
            To my parents and Mr. and Mrs. Black, making breakfast in their half-empty apartment. Will they move, now that they don’t
            have four children living with them? Is Caleb happy with his choice?
         

         
         And my mind wanders to the woman I saw, too. The one who looked like Evelyn Eaton. I try to remember the weapon she carried,
            whether it had the iridescent stripe on it that marked it as a nonlethal needle gun . . . or whether it was the lethal weapon
            that killed Robert.
         

         
         I fidget, my fingers curling into the fabric of my trousers. The stone is digging into my skin, and I’m cold enough that my
            teeth are almost chattering. Be present, I tell myself, and I think about breathing again, but it’s useless. I’ve never been one for sitting still.
         

         
         “Slowly come back to yourself,” Eleanor says. “Open your eyes.”

         
         When we started, the courtyard was bathed in gray light, but now the sun is up. We all stand in silence and walk together
            toward the cafeteria, where those who work in Abnegation headquarters take their lunches. They aren’t here yet, so we have
            the room—and its kitchen—to ourselves.
         

         
         Determining who will make the traditional Abnegation breakfast of plain oatmeal with powdered protein in it is a game of pantomime.
            Somehow I end up counting the initiates, doing some quick calculations, and rummaging in one of the drawers for a measuring
            cup.
         

         
         I’m tipping the rolled oats into the huge pot—managed by Eustace, who’s tall enough to see into it—when I think about preparing
            breakfast for my family every other morning since I was capable of doing it myself. And I think, Everything’s the same as it’s always been, and it’s not the comforting thought I expect it to be.
         

         
         Because really, shouldn’t life change?
         

         
         After breakfast we get our assignments, and I’m hoping for something interesting, for somewhere I’ve never been before. Every
            initiate will either go to Amity to help with planting, to the hospital to help with scrubbing, to the donation center to
            help the factionless, or to Candor to help with recordkeeping. All the tasks sound tedious, but at least most of them will
            take us out of the Abnegation sector.
         

         
         Which is why, when I get assigned to the factionless donation center, where I’ve been volunteering for the past year . . .
            I want to scream.
         

         
         I turn to Mary, who has the same assignment. She and Eustace are playing a finger-lacing game usually reserved for children.
            Eustace is sitting a little closer to Mary than he needs to, his shoulder pressing into hers as he leans forward to point
            at a finger for her to wiggle.
         

         
         I watch the shrinking and growing space between them and realize I’m watching a kind of Abnegation courtship ritual. One I
            can’t imagine myself participating in.
         

         
         I think of the other initiates, boys and girls alike. Statistically speaking, I’ll probably end up marrying one of them. Either
            it’ll be a love match, like Eustace and Mary are no doubt hoping for, or I’ll apply for a compatibility assessment in a few
            years and the faction will assign me a suitable spouse. I could also register as a single, meaning I’m committed to a life
            without a partner. I’m not sure what I’d prefer.
         

         
         I’ve noticed people before, in that way we’re not supposed to—look at people as people, Beatrice, not as objects to be admired, my Abnegation teacher said, once, when she caught me staring at an Erudite boy—but they were never in Abnegation. Abnegation
            boys all feel like family.
         

         
         I wave at Mary to get her attention, and we set out for the donation center together. It’s only a few blocks away.

         
         There’s one comfort: My mother is already there when we arrive, and she has a wide smile just for me. I try to smile back,
            but I’m sure it’s not convincing.
         

         
         She tasks me with handling the clothing donations. It’s a simple job with a lot of different steps: Clothes have to be sorted
            into “doesn’t need mending,” “needs mending,” “recycling,” and “scrap fabric.” Then I have to take each load of clothes to
            the laundry to wash and fold them. The intact clothes are then bundled for the factionless; the worn ones I either mend or
            outsource to more skilled needleworkers; the recycling I arrange to be delivered to the Erudite processing center; scrap I
            have to bring to the craft center for others to sort through.
         

         
         I’m familiar with the process, and it’s simple enough for me to handle even with Mary, who’s well-meaning but slow-moving
            and in need of constant monitoring, lest she put a threadbare Dauntless T-shirt in the “doesn’t need mending” pile or leave
            an Amity red sock in with the Candor whites in the wash.
         

         
         If I had to guess, I’d say my mother gave me the job because she thought I might like it, but it’s just a reminder: Nothing
            has changed.
         

         
         That night, back at the dormitory, I don’t join the game of blind man’s bluff that’s happening in the courtyard. Speech is
            against the rules, but laughter isn’t, and I can hear everyone laughing at the game as I lie in bed, staring at the ceiling.
         

         
         A few beds away, Susan is knitting. Constance is sticking a calendar to the wall with tape and crossing off the first day.
            I coast into sleep.
         

         
         

         The next day is the same as the first. And the next.

         
         Meditation, silent breakfast, walking to the donation center. Sorting clothes until my fingers hurt. Picking at my dinner.
            Watching as my fellow initiates go to devotional meetings, mending circles, woodworking.
         

         
         I spent sixteen years in Abnegation rotating through the acceptable list of hobbies, looking for one I found tolerable, and
            I never did. Now I’m watching that rotation pass me by like I’m at the center of a wheel and everything is turning around
            me.
         

         
         My initiate companions are cheerful and even funny, sometimes, their expressive faces making up for their silence. But they
            can’t distract me all the time. Every night I wake up a few hours after I drift off, hot and restless, and walk through Abnegation
            headquarters.
         

         
         I never see another soul, and the walking is soothing. I discover places I didn’t know about before. A nursery. A chapel that,
            judging by the layer of dust on every pew, is never used. If I could live my life like an alley cat, nocturnal and prowling,
            I would.
         

         
         On the third night, I find a reading room I’ve never seen before. It’s small and alley-facing, so the only light comes from
            a sliver of streetlight, orange yellow and flickering. Still, it’s enough to look through the books on the shelf.
         

         
         They’re histories, for the most part. An old edition of a Faction History textbook, with our manifestos printed on the first
            few pages, “I will be my undoing if I become my obsession,” words I already have memorized. But the one on the bottom shelf
            is bigger than the others, leather-bound. I carry it over to the window and realize it’s full of pictures.
         

         
         For the most part, we don’t take photographs in Abnegation, since they encourage nostalgia and reminiscence, which are self-indulgent.
            But we make an exception for council members and their families, for the sake of the official record. I had to sit for a family
            picture once. I flip through the pages until I find it: Caleb and me sitting on a bench in front of our parents, each of us
            with perfect posture in our Abnegation grays, none of us smiling.
         

         
         I remember my mother making a joke that day, that we must not allow future generations to think we loved each other. We all
            laughed and had to school our expressions moments later for the camera. I can see it in our eyes.
         

         
         Curiosity tugs at me, and I flip the page to find the photograph of Marcus Eaton and his family. His son, no more than ten
            years old, stands in front of him in the image. He has dark hair and serious eyes. Marcus’s hand is on his shoulder.
         

         
         Beside them both is Evelyn Eaton.

         
         Over the past few days, I started to think that I dreamed her, the Amity woman with the gun who reminded me of the council
            leader’s late wife. But looking at her face now, I know I couldn’t have. Strong brow, hooked nose, wry mouth—she’s too striking
            for me to mistake her for someone else. She could only ever be Evelyn Eaton.
         

         
         Which means I really saw her. Which means Evelyn Eaton must really be alive.

         
         So whose ashes were in the urn? Whose ashes did Marcus and his son make into her memorial stone?

         
         And who else knows they weren’t Evelyn’s?

         
         

         The following morning, my father appears at breakfast.

         
         “Beatrice,” he says. “Finish up and come with me, please.”

         
         I’m just carrying my bowl to the sink to wash it, but Susan takes it from me and waves me along. She looks tired—she always
            looks tired now. But initiation is keeping her busy, at least.
         

         
         I give her whatever smile I can muster, but I’ve been on edge since last night, and this summons isn’t helping. Someone might
            have found out I’ve been wandering around and reported it. I might get into trouble. I don’t know why I can’t just go through
            this month of initiation without messing it up.
         

         
         My unease must be easy to read, because my father’s eyes soften when I draw close.

         
         “Don’t worry, you’re not in trouble,” he says.

         
         For some reason, I don’t find that reassuring. We walk down the gray hallway, through the lobby, and down another hallway
            toward the Memory Vault. My father stops at the door to the vault and knocks.
         

         
         “Come in,” Marcus says from inside.

         
         The vault looks just as it did on Choosing Day, dim and warm. Sitting around the stone table in the center of the room are
            Marcus Eaton, Councilor Abigail Baker, and now my father, settling in beside them. They leave an empty space for me, and I
            sit.
         

         
         Cold seeps into my legs from the stone floor beneath me. Abigail Baker smiles.

         
         “Beatrice, we know you’re sworn to silence this month as part of your initiation, but this meeting will be an exception. The
            needs of the city supersede tradition. Understand?”
         

         
         I nod and then croak, “Yes.” I haven’t spoken in days. I clear my throat. “Sorry. Yes, Councilor.”

         
         “We have been tasked with collecting information about what happened last week at the first Choosing Ceremony,” Abigail says.
            “All the factions are sending witnesses to offer their memories of the event to the vault, for the city’s records as well
            as the perusal of our Candor investigators, and your father told us you may have a unique perspective to offer.”
         

         
         I glance at my father. If I saw something strange, who would I tell? I asked him. I thought he’d forgotten about that; I guess I was wrong. It stings a little to know that he didn’t keep even
            that question private.
         

         
         “I don’t know that I do,” I say.

         
         “Well, I hope you’ll indulge us anyway,” Abigail says. “We’re going to ask you to give your memory to the vault in a moment,
            but first we’d like to hear what happened to you the day of the Choosing Ceremony.”
         

         
         “The same thing that happened to everyone else,” I say. “I heard the glass break, and I ducked. The people in the rafters
            started shouting. They cut down the banners; they hung their own; they . . .” My mouth is dry. I don’t want to talk about
            this, but I force myself to. “Dauntless sentries rushed in and shot someone above us. She fell. She was right next to me.”
         

         
         My father draws a sharp breath.

         
         “She’s dead, right?” I ask him. “That factionless woman. The fall from the rafters killed her?”

         
         “Yes,” he says, looking grave. “I’m sorry you had to see that, Beatrice.”

         
         I haven’t thought about her much, that factionless woman. I’ve only been thinking about Robert. About whether I made the wrong
            choice. About whether I saw a woman come back from the dead. I forgot to wonder who that factionless woman was, forgot to
            be bothered by looking at a dead body.
         

         
         But my chest feels tight, thinking of it. I rub at my sternum with one hand as I continue.

         
         “Everyone started running, and I fell. One of the Dauntless helped me up and pointed me toward the exit on the side of the
            room. I think most people forgot it was there.” I remember shoving my shoulder against the door. “And then in the courtyard . . .
            I saw someone.”
         

         
         “Someone strange, you mean?” Abigail asks me.

         
         I nod. “An Amity woman. Or at least—that’s what I thought. But her hair was wrong. Too tight. Like—like the way we wear it.
            And she was holding a gun. I thought the Amity didn’t believe in weapons, even the nonlethal kind.” My breath catches. I stop
            myself from going on.
         

         
         “What else, Beatrice?” My father’s voice is gentle. He knows there’s something I’m holding back; of course he does. He always
            knows when I’m not being fully honest.
         

         
         “It was dark,” I say. “I was probably just imagining it.”

         
         “Then tell us what you imagined,” Marcus says.

         
         “Okay.” I dig my thumb into my palm. “The woman I saw looked at me, and I . . . recognized her.”

         
         “Recognized her from where?”

         
         “It was . . . it was Evelyn Eaton,” I say, and I can’t help but look at Marcus to gauge his reaction.

         
         But he doesn’t seem angry. Instead, he laughs a little.

         
         “Beatrice.” My father’s soft voice now sounds condescending instead of kind. “You remember Evelyn Eaton’s funeral, don’t you?”

         
         “Of course I do.” There’s an edge to my voice that will get me in trouble, I just know it. I have to keep myself under control.
            “I told you, it was dark.”
         

         
         “Andrew, you argued for bringing your daughter here because you were certain she had something compelling to offer,” Marcus
            says. “But if she’s just making up ghost stories—”
         

         
         “It’s not a ghost story.” I scowl at him. Why is he talking to me like I’m some child who sees phantoms in the dark? “And
            I’m not making it up.”
         

         
         “Now, Marcus, the past week has been traumatic for our young ones—” Abigail Baker says.

         
         “I’m not traumatized, either!” I can’t stop myself. It’s too late. “I thought I was imagining it, but yesterday I was in the reading room, and—”
         

         
         “You were . . . where?” my father asks.

         
         I wince. I shouldn’t have said that. I’m not supposed to walk around at night.

         
         “I couldn’t sleep,” I say. “So—I went for a walk. And I found a reading room with photographs of the council members. I just
            wanted to see ours, but . . . when I looked at the council leader’s—”
         

         
         Marcus’s jaw tightens. He meets my eyes.

         
         “It was her,” I say. I didn’t know how sure I was about what I saw until they all questioned it, questioned me. But now I know: I saw Evelyn Eaton, and I saw her carrying a gun, right after Robert Black was shot.
         

         
         He holds my gaze for just a moment longer, and then looks across the table at my father. It’s as if the two of them are having
            a conversation.
         

         
         “This doesn’t rise to the level of—” my father begins.

         
         “Yes, it does,” Marcus snaps.

         
         My father has a look on his face that I’ve never seen before. Imploring.

         
         Desperate.

         
         Then he sighs.

         
         “If you could give us the room,” he says, and at first I think he’s asking me to leave, but it’s Abigail and Marcus who come
            to their feet. All I hear is the shuffling of their clothes as they walk out of the Memory Vault and close the door behind
            them.
         

         
         “What’s going on?” I say to my father.

         
         “Don’t worry, Beatrice, we’re almost finished here,” he says. “But I want you to think about all the times you’ve wondered
            about Evelyn in the past week. Would you say she’s been on your mind often?”
         

         
         “Why does it matter?” I say.

         
         “I just want to know how much it’s been bothering you.”

         
         I scowl. “You think I’m traumatized, too, don’t you.”

         
         “Beatrice—”

         
         “I’m sad,” I say. “I’m upset. I can’t sleep. But it’s not making me see things that aren’t there.”

         
         “I believe you.” My father reaches across the table and covers my hand with his own. “I know how observant you are, Beatrice.
            You always knew when your mother and I were fighting, or when one of the others was coming down with something. You were so
            good at those puzzles, the ones where you have to find each object in the big picture—”
         

         
         “Search puzzles,” I say.

         
         “Yes, those.” His eyes glint a little, despite the sad set of his mouth. “Just trust me, okay? I know you. There are reasons
            I need to ask you this, and I can’t tell you what they are yet. How many times have you wondered about Evelyn in the past
            week?”
         

         
         Something inside me wants to scream like a toddler throwing a tantrum. But something else reminds me this is my father, and
            he wouldn’t be so insistent if there was no reason for it.
         

         
         “Not many times,” I say. “I’ve been thinking about”—about whether I made a big mistake choosing Abnegation; about whether I feel this way because I’m Divergent; about Robert;
               about Susan; about factionless radicals with guns—“other things.”
         

         
         “I understand,” my father says. “I’d like you to put your hands on the stone, as you did a few days ago, and focus first on
            your memory of the Choosing Ceremony, and second, on your memory of looking up that photograph of the council leader. Can
            you do that for me?”
         

         
         “You want me to give those memories to the vault,” I say.

         
         My father’s smile doesn’t reach his eyes. “In a sense.”

         
         He puts his hands on the stone table, and says, “I need an excision.”

         
         An excision? I think, but when he nods to me, I lift my hands and press them to the table in front of me.
         

         
         Too late, I think of that news brief that earned me a Penalty of Silence the other day. The headline is burned in my mind:
            ABNEGATION LEADERSHIP STRENUOUSLY DENIES ALLEGATIONS OF MEMORY TAMPERING.
         

         
         It’s the last thing I see before I’m swallowed by my memories. It’s night. Caleb is standing in front of me, his sleeve stained
            red. From where the glass hit him during the Choosing Ceremony attack, I realize. His hands are on my arms. His mouth is moving,
            but I can’t understand what he’s saying. There are people all around us, clutched together, frightened. The Hall of Factions
            is beside me, its glass walls gleaming in the moonlight.
         

         
         This feels like the first time I offered a memory to the vault, but it’s all wrong. Caleb’s mouth is moving, but I can’t understand
            what he’s saying. But no—this is a memory, so I already know what he’s saying. Robert. Robert’s dead.

         
         We trade garbled words. I don’t recognize the language I’m speaking, and then I realize it’s because I’m saying everything
            backward. His eyes are wet, and then I’m crushed to his chest in a hug.
         

         
         Don’t, I think, without knowing why.
         

         
         I pull away, and then he’s gone. My body moves backward against my will. I’m moving in reverse across the street and around
            the corner of the building.
         

         
         I need an excision, my father said, before the Memory Vault’s tide pulled me under.
         

         
         Don’t, I think again.
         

         
         My steps unwind as I retreat into the dark. Then I’m watching her go—Evelyn Eaton, with her hair pinned as tight as an Abnegation
            woman’s and her clothes deep red. My gaze drops to the gun in her hand, her finger curled over the trigger.
         

         
         She’s stepping back, too, in what would seem like an odd dance if I didn’t now realize what was happening: The Memory Vault
            is unwinding my memory, like it’s tugging a snagged thread from a sewing machine, unthreading the needle, then unwrapping
            it from the take-up lever, then unwrapping it from the thread guide—
         

         
         An excision means cutting this memory, the memory of Evelyn Eaton, out of my mind.
         

         
         Evelyn turns her head away from me. My feet are about to carry me back through the emergency exit that the Dauntless sentry
            shoved me toward, into the chaos of the Hall of Factions, toward the stomping feet and the dead woman with a needle in her
            neck.
         

         
         Don’t don’t don’t!

         
         I pause there with my heel lifted, frozen between forgetting and remembering. Then I put my foot back down. I step forward,
            instead, closer to the woman whose ashes I watched Marcus pack into clay. She turns to look at me again. Raises her weapon
            again.
         

         
         I move closer to watch her disappear, and then I follow my own footsteps around the building, where Caleb finds me. I force
            the memory forward instead of back.
         

         
         Robert. Robert’s dead.

         
         The memory ends, and the program loosens its hold, but I learned something from the way Marcus Eaton stared at me after I
            made my first offering and emerged, too quickly, from the Memory Vault’s grasp. It’s not normal to surface too soon.
         

         
         I keep my eyes closed and my body still. Like the surface of a pond, and beneath it is my kicking feet, the tight grip of
            my horror at what my father just tried to do, the rush of relief that I have again managed to wriggle away from danger, the
            confusion at what it all means—about Abnegation, about the Memory Vault, about my Divergent brain.
         

         
         Because surely the only reason I can stop the Memory Vault in its tracks is the same reason the aptitude test didn’t work
            on me. Divergent.

         
         Now I understand. Now I know one reason why it’s a dangerous thing to be: because they can’t take my memories if I don’t let
            them.
         

         
         I open my eyes and blink at my father.

         
         “Beatrice?” he says.

         
         Pretend. I look around, like I’m surprised to find myself inside the Memory Vault.
         

         
         “Thank you for offering your memory, Beatrice.” If I didn’t know what had just happened between us, I wouldn’t see a hint
            of it in his face. “Can you tell me exactly what happened after you got out of the Hall of Factions on the night of the Choosing
            Ceremony attack, so I can note it in our records?”
         

         
         Trust me, he said, and I did.
         

         
         I stare at him.

         
         “I . . .” Pretend, I tell myself again. My heart is racing. “It all happened so fast. I was in the courtyard and then—I was in front of the
            Hall. Caleb found me. He told me about Robert.”
         

         
         My father nods, and I could be imagining the relief I see in his eyes . . . but maybe not.

         
         “Sometimes in moments of stress, things seem to move very quickly,” he says. “I think that’s all we need from you, Beatrice.
            Once you leave this room, your vow of silence will be back in effect. So is there anything else you’d like to say?”
         

         
         There are so many things I’d like to say. Why is Evelyn Eaton alive? and Why did you want me to forget her? and How could you do this to your own daughter? All the curiosity and demand are scorching me from within.
         

         
         I shake my head. I force a smile and get to my feet. My father leads me to the door.

         
         “Oh, I keep meaning to ask you,” he says, casual. “Have you ever been to the reading room on the third floor?”

         
         “Reading room?” I think of the photograph I saw there, Marcus with his hand on his young son’s shoulder, his sharp-eyed wife
            at his side. “What kind of reading?”
         

         
         He smiles that secret little smile that I used to think was just for him and me. The same one he wore when he told me I inherited
            my inability to shut my mouth from him, like he was proud.
         

         
         “Nothing that interesting. But it’s a good place for quiet contemplation, if you find yourself in need of one,” he says.

         
         My hands are numb.

         
         All I can do is marvel at how good an actor he is. He sounds so casual. Casually mentioning the reading room where I saw a
            picture of Evelyn Eaton. Casually touching my shoulder to usher me out of the Memory Vault.
         

         
         Casually erasing my memory.
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            Chapter 11
Beatrice

         
         I’m supposed to go to the donation center now, but my feet take me back to the dormitory.

         
         You want me to give those memories to the vault, I said to him.
         

         
         In a sense, he replied.
         

         
         I guess it wasn’t a lie.

         
         Eleanor is waiting in the dormitory. All the beds in the dormitory are made with corners, like our Abnegation parents taught
            us. Susan’s needlepoint rests on her pillow, with the needle tucked into it, holding her place. Constance’s calendar is on
            the wall, the first half of the week crossed off. Just three and a half weeks left and then we’ll all be free to speak again.
         

         
         As long as we speak carefully.

         
         Who would I tell, if I saw something strange?

         
         You can always talk to me.

         
         “Abigail Baker told me you had to give testimony about the Choosing Ceremony.” She frowns. “I’m sure that was difficult. Do
            you need some time?”
         

         
         I force myself to focus. I nod.

         
         She touches my elbow. “Get some rest, and join your fellow initiates this afternoon. Okay?”

         
         I’m glad all I have to do is nod. If I had to speak, I’m worried I would open my mouth and the whole truth would come spilling
            out. Evelyn Eaton is alive, and the Abnegation leaders don’t want anyone to know, even though she was with the people who killed
               Robert.

         
         She gives me a sad look and then walks away. I sit on the edge of my bed and let every limb get heavy.

         
         I need an excision.

         
         Thank you for offering your memory.

         
         I hear a rasping sound. I touch my chest, and realize it’s coming from me, as I try to breathe.

         
         

         There’s static in my mind as I fold clothes in the donation center that afternoon, as I avoid my mother’s eyes, as I walk
            back with Mary. I eat alone at the end of the table, wash my own bowl and spoon. I tell myself I’m glad for the isolation;
            it’ll give me time to think about what happened.
         

         
         But the next day, as I press an Erudite shirt flat to the table and fold in each side with a sharp crease, I think I’m getting
            nowhere. How many times can I remember the relief in my father’s eyes when he thought he’d successfully scrubbed my memory
            clean? Or the way Marcus Eaton, council leader, nodded at him like this was something they’d done a dozen times before? How
            many times can I wonder why they’d rather cover up Evelyn Eaton’s continued existence than find out why Robert’s dead?
         

         
         How long can I pretend that everything is still normal?

         
         There’s a sudden, sharp pain in my lip, and I taste copper. I bit into it without realizing it. I turn the shirt to fold it
            in half and then add it to the stack beside me.
         

         
         I’m too distracted to see her coming, but my mother sets a new pile of clothes in front of me, fresh from the clothesline
            in the back. I’m reaching for the pile when I notice a scrap of paper resting on top of it. She left it behind. It’s small
            and a little crumpled, so it almost looks like a bit of garbage, but I unfold it anyway.
         

         
         “STAY LATE,” it reads.

         
         I tuck it into my pocket and go back to folding.

         
         By the end of the day, I’ve finished my work, but I go to the back of the room to check the food inventory against what’s
            actually there—one of the most tedious tasks in the donation center. The bell chimes for the end of the day, and I keep working,
            pretending for the benefit of anyone who might glance in my direction that I’m just finishing my task.
         

         
         I wave Mary on, and she leaves without me. My mother is at the front of the warehouse, flipping off the light switches and
            the overhead fans. She locks the front door, then leads me out the back door.
         

         
         We step into the alley behind the donation center, which is full of trash bins too tall for me to see into. A neat stack of
            broken-down cardboard boxes stands next to us.
         

         
         My mother looks up at the building, first to one corner, and then to another. I follow her gaze, not sure what she’s looking
            for. Whatever it is, she doesn’t seem to find it. Then she focuses on me.
         

         
         “It didn’t work, did it?” she asks me. “The excision, I mean.”

         
         When Eleanor and Benjamin first announced the month of silence, it felt like a hand around my throat. The past two days, it’s
            felt like the only thing keeping me together. As long as I don’t have to say any of it out loud, it’s like it never happened.
         

         
         But this is my mother. She sees me . . . even when my father doesn’t.

         
         “No,” I say, my voice rough.

         
         “I didn’t think so.” Her brow furrows. “I know what it means when they summon people to that room, and when your father told
            me what you saw—”
         

         
         “He told you?” I say. And then it dawns on me: her utter lack of surprise. “You know that . . . ?” I can’t make myself say
            it out loud. It’s too ludicrous. You know that Evelyn Eaton is still alive?

         
         “I’ve known since before Evelyn’s funeral,” she says, looking grave.

         
         “How is she— Why did they pretend she was dead?” I realize my hands are in fists. I force them to relax. “Why didn’t they want
            me to know?”
         

         
         “I don’t have answers, only guesses. But Evelyn Eaton was the council leader’s wife, which means she had access to information
            that only the council leader would know. If our leadership decided it was better to pretend she was dead, it was likely because
            they didn’t want people to ask any questions about why she fled.” Her eyes soften. “And it seems they still don’t.”
         

         
         “It’s been eight years,” I say. “Whatever she knows, it must be pretty awful, right? For them to go to such extremes?”

         
         My mother hesitates, and in that moment of hesitation I remember the news brief. A concerning pattern of Dauntless wall guards suffering memory lapses.

         
         “Oh. They don’t think it’s extreme, do they?” I say quietly.

         
         She shakes her head.

         
         “How often do they do it? Do you know? How many people have they done this to?”

         
         “I don’t know,” my mother admits. “But your father is a man of rules. If he did this to you, it’s because it’s been deemed
            the correct procedure by the correct authorities—if it was something he viewed as ‘extreme,’ he wouldn’t have done it so readily.
            Not to his daughter.”
         

         
         “Why didn’t it work? Is there something wrong with me?”

         
         My mother brings her hand up to my hair, to smooth it behind my ear.

         
         “There’s nothing wrong with you. It’s just the way you were born. But what you are, what you can do . . .” Her hand cups the
            back of my head, and she bends down to look into my eyes. “You can never let anyone know. Never. Those who have . . . they
            end up dead. Do you understand?”
         

         
         A tremor moves through me at the word “dead.” Somehow I didn’t realize, when Tori told me being Divergent was dangerous, that
            she was worried I would die.
         

         
         I think of the factionless woman from the Choosing Ceremony attack, the needle in her neck, dead on the ground. Her body bent
            into the wrong shape.
         

         
         “Do you?” my mother demands, more harshly this time.

         
         My breath catches. I’ve never heard her like this before. Even when she reprimands me, my mother doesn’t sound like this,
            rough and intense.
         

         
         “Yes. Yes, I understand.”

         
         Her eyes stay on mine for a few seconds more, and then she releases me.

         
         “What do I do now? Now that I’ve seen—now that I know—” I ask, struggling to put it all into words. Knowing Evelyn’s alive,
            knowing my father helped cover it up, that my faction erases memories—it changes things. But I’m not sure how.
         

         
         “That’s up to you,” she says. “You can pretend that the memory excision worked. You can finish your initiation, and forget
            all of this, and continue your life in Abnegation. That would be the safest path.” She pauses, considering, before going on.
            “You can also do all that, but instead of pretending it didn’t happen, you can commit yourself to finding answers from inside
            Abnegation. You can work your way through the ranks until you have authority, and then you can change things from within.
            That would take time, but it might help you to have a goal.”
         

         
         I try to imagine it. Going to sleep tonight in the initiate dormitory, ignoring Mary’s snores and Susan’s quiet sobs. Waking
            up tomorrow to meditate and make breakfast, like everything is the same. Like I’m happy here, only . . . I wasn’t happy before,
            either.
         

         
         And then I think about my father. Passing him in the street and offering him a smile, like he didn’t try to scour my brain
            of a memory against my will. Going over to my parents’ house every week or so for dinner, and making conversation like I’m
            not holding the image of Evelyn Eaton toting a gun—a real gun—in my mind.
         

         
         My mother looks at her shoes for a few seconds. Then her eyes lift to mine, and maybe there’s trepidation in them, or maybe
            it’s in me, so it’s all I see. I know what she’s about to say, and I say it for her.
         

         
         “Or,” I say, “there’s another option, isn’t there?”

         
         I can leave Abnegation completely.

         
         I can defect.

         
         In that moment, as the setting sun burns orange against the brick of the alley, all I can think is that I want to stand at
            the metal bowls again and move my hand just a few inches to the side to bleed on the coals instead.
         

         
         The faction system is everything I know, and everything I believe in. A path toward peace. A perfect order. Room for every
            kind of person to find a place where they fit. It allows us to be distinct without conflict but to be unified in purpose.
            The faction system is good.
         

         
         I don’t decide to speak. The words just launch from my body: “I failed.”

         
         My mother takes me by the shoulders, holding me tightly enough that I have to look at her.

         
         “Listen to me. You did not fail; Abnegation failed you.” Her voice is all edges. “Even before the excision, you were trying
            to make yourself smaller to fit into this faction’s little box, and I could hardly stand it.”
         

         
         “Will it get better? After initiation?”

         
         “Oh, Beatrice.” She sighs my name. “I wish I could tell you it would,” she says softly. “But Abnegation won’t get any safer
            for your singular mind. It won’t expand to fit you. It won’t be better enough.”
         

         
         And I know, deep down where the truth lives in my body, that she’s right. A life here would be a life of pretending, and not
            just pretending my father didn’t try to take away my memories, or that the faction doesn’t do that routinely—but pretending
            not to be curious. Pretending to be quiet.
         

         
         Pretending that I’m not myself.

         
         “I think I have to leave,” I say.

         
         My tears spill over. They make my cheeks hot. And once I feel them, there’s no stopping them. I cover my eyes with my hands
            and sob into my palms.
         

         
         My mother gathers me close.

         
         “It’s all right,” she whispers against my hair. “It’s all right, Beatrice, just let it out.”

         
         I sob harder, and I can hardly believe the sounds that are coming out of me—desperate, animal sounds, like a creature in pain.

         
         She holds me until my tears run dry. When they do, I lean my face into her shoulder, smelling laundry detergent on her shirt
            and rosemary from her soap.
         

         
         A breeze blows through the alley, making the cardboard rattle and the weeds growing through the cracked pavement shift.

         
         “I know a place you can go. I have a contact among the factionless,” she says. “But . . . if I reach out to them, I want to
            be sure you understand where you’re going.”
         

         
         Her voice is different again. Not so careful and deliberate.

         
         “I’ve been trying to build trust with some of the factionless who come to the donation center, and what I’ve learned is this:
            There are two types of factionless, Beatrice. The kind you’ve seen . . . and the kind you’ve never seen.”
         

         
         Those words send a shiver through me.

         
         “The factionless you’ve never seen, they’re better off than the ones we know. That’s all I know about them,” my mother says.
            “You could go there. You could be yourself there, and I don’t think they would hurt one of their own, if that’s what you became.”
         

         
         There’s something she’s not saying. “But,” I prompt her.

         
         “But,” she says. And she pauses for a moment, considering. “There has always been tension with the factionless. Over the past
            few years, though, it started to dissipate. Your father, the other council members, they saw this as a good thing. I didn’t
            agree. I thought it was a sign that the factionless were finding other outlets for their discontent.”
         

         
         I think of the banner unfurling above my head. The white flowers stitched on it.

         
         “Like attacking the Choosing Ceremony,” I say.

         
         She nods. “The council thinks the people who attacked the ceremony are just a band of upstarts. That they killed Robert Black
            in a random act of violence. That they can be controlled with Dauntless sentries.”
         

         
         “But you don’t agree?”

         
         “I think that group was part of a larger movement. That the attack on the Choosing Ceremony was just the first act of a much
            bigger plan.”
         

         
         The factionless I know are the ones in the donation center. Unwell, unhappy, unfocused. Not the kind I can imagine attacking
            the Choosing Ceremony. So . . . she must be right.
         

         
         “Why would they kill Robert? How does that help with anyone’s ‘larger plan’?” I ask.

         
         “Maybe,” she says delicately, “they weren’t aiming for Robert.”

         
         I assumed from the start that Robert’s death was random. An accident, maybe, or just a reaction to the chaos—the factionless
            woman fell from the rafters, someone panicked, and then bang, a bullet fired into a crowd, Robert’s body in the way. But I never thought about how intentional it had to be, to steal
            a gun that could kill from the wall guards, to bring it to the Choosing Ceremony, to drop down from the rafters and fire—
         

         
         Maybe it didn’t matter that the factionless woman fell. Maybe, whoever they were, they were planning on firing that gun from
            the start.
         

         
         I say, “And if I was factionless, I’d live with them. The people who attacked us.”

         
         “You would be safe—I would make sure you were safe,” she says. “But yes. If you go there, you won’t know which ones killed Robert. You won’t know who’s dangerous
            and who isn’t.”
         

         
         If you go there. God, it sounds impossible.
         

         
         But there’s a tiny possibility in my mind, like a pinhole for light to get through.

         
         “If I defect,” I say. “I could find out what those factionless are planning.”

         
         “That’s not your responsibility.”

         
         “It’s not?” I say. “Robert was my friend. If I can find out why he died . . . shouldn’t I try?”

         
         She sighs. “I can’t decide that for you. All I want is for you to be happy and safe. But this is one of your options. Stay,
            or don’t stay. Find answers, or don’t find them. But if you do decide this is what you want—if you decide you want to look
            for answers—I promise I’ll help you with whatever you need. I’ll help you find out the truth.”
         

         
         These new choices ahead of me are like the bowls at the ceremony that demanded my blood. Just like those bowls, they offer
            me the lives I can bear to live, and the lives I can’t. Stay, and deny what happened. Stay, and pretend until you don’t have to anymore. Go, and forget about it all. Go, and find
               out the truth.

         
         I think about Robert with his nose inches away from a book about pruning, and what he and Susan and his parents deserve, and
            how this is my chance to do something important and good.
         

         
         “Think about it,” my mother says. “Think about what you really want.”

         
         I feel like I’m made of stone. Too heavy to move. Too hard to bend.

         
         What I want doesn’t exist.
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            Chapter 12
Beatrice

         
         That night it’s warm, so all the windows are open, but the air is so still they may as well be closed. I listen to Mary’s
            snores, hoping they’ll lull me to sleep, but there’s no point.
         

         
         The moon is high when I finally give up, put on my slippers, and walk into the courtyard.

         
         Here, we leave all our doors unlocked. Abnegation asks you to control yourself instead of trying to control you. That used
            to feel like freedom.
         

         
         I pace back and forth in the courtyard, turning the same thoughts over and over. That I can make Abnegation work. That I can
            pretend. That I don’t want to be factionless; that I can’t be; that it’s the worst thing I can imagine.
         

         
         Moonlight plays across the leaves of the lettuce in the garden. I watch it for a moment before I turn to pace in the other
            direction. Standing just inside the doorway is Susan Black. Her hands are clasped in front of her.
         

         
         “Couldn’t sleep?” she asks me, and I stare at her.

         
         She just broke her vow of silence. Susan. And for what? To talk to me?
         

         
         “A vow isn’t as important as a friend in need,” she says, with a half shrug.

         
         I stand across from her, so we can keep our voices down. It’s almost like looking in a mirror. She’s a little taller than
            I am, her hair a little darker, but our nightgowns and slippers are identical, our eyes the same bright blue. We look more
            like each other than either of us looks like our respective brothers; when we were younger, people thought we were twins, so I thought of her as family. I still do.
         

         
         “Can I tell you something?” Susan says. “Something no one else knows?”

         
         “Of course.”

         
         “Robert was planning on choosing Amity. He told me after the aptitude test.” Her eyes sparkle with tears. “When he came back
            afterward, he was crying. He wanted an Abnegation result. He wanted the test to tell him something new about himself. But . . .
            does it really do that?”
         

         
         The corners of her mouth twitch into a brief smile.

         
         “No,” I say. My test certainly did, but not in the way she thinks. “It doesn’t.”

         
         “I was mad at him. I barely spoke to him the day of the ceremony. He told me he loved me, and I didn’t say it back.”

         
         “He knew, Susan.” I want to reach out to her, but I’m not sure how. So I just insist, again. “Of course he knew that you loved
            him.”
         

         
         “Yeah. I hope so.” Susan touches one of the flowers growing nearby. It’s yellow and delicate. “I wonder why they shot him—why
            they shot anyone, I mean. Is that what the councilors were trying to figure out, when they called you in? If you saw something?”
         

         
         No, I think. They didn’t seem interested in Robert’s death at all, did they? It’s like my mother said: The council thinks the
            people who attacked the Choosing Ceremony are just a group of upstarts, the kind to randomly fire into a crowd. And maybe
            they’re right—but what if they’re not?
         

         
         What if Robert’s death was just the start of something bigger?

         
         “Would it help you to know?” I say. “To know who did it, and why, I mean?”

         
         Susan lets go of the flower.

         
         “I’m not sure.” She gives me that small smile again. “People always think they need answers when someone dies. And maybe that’s
            just a way of avoiding grief. But . . . maybe it would change my dreams.”
         

         
         “Your dreams?”

         
         “I dream about what happened every night,” she says. “I don’t believe in restless spirits, Beatrice. But I do believe in restless
            minds.”
         

         
         I laugh a little. “Yeah. So do I.”

         
         We stand there for a moment, listening—to the breeze, to the buzz of insects, to each other’s breathing.

         
         Then she asks me, “So what did you get in your aptitude test, then? Candor?”

         
         I surprise myself by laughing, a real laugh this time. “Candor? Are you kidding?”

         
         “Yes.” She grins. “Dauntless, then.”

         
         I nod. I’m not going to tell her my results were inconclusive, but this is close enough to the truth.

         
         She asks, “Why did you choose Abnegation?”

         
         “Family seemed more important,” I say. “It still does.”

         
         She nods a few times, looking thoughtful.

         
         “Robert wouldn’t have stopped being my family if he chose Amity,” she says. “I don’t think your family will, either. When
            you go.”
         

         
         “When I go?” I say, wondering what I said, what I did, to make her see what I was planning.

         
         “Come on, Beatrice. No one can pretend forever.”

         
         She reaches out and takes my hand.

         
         It’s this kindness, maybe, that makes my decision clear. The earnestness shining out of her like starlight. Because this life
            is just right for Susan Black, who wants everything it has to offer: quiet days of quiet purpose, simple routines and warm
            gatherings, marriage and children and looking out for your neighbors. And knowing that although your life is just a single
            row of stitches, it’s lined up next to so many others that it’s making something whole and beautiful. It’s the very best picture
            of what an Abnegation life can be, and now that she’s lost her brother, it’s what she deserves.
         

         
         But I was wrong, before. Factionlessness isn’t the worst thing I can imagine, not anymore. It’s living a life that isn’t mine.

         
         “Thanks, Susan,” I say, and I mean it. “Let’s go to sleep.”

         
         

         The next day, I carry a stack of clothes over to my mother in the donation center. Tucked under the lapel of a jacket is a
            slip of paper that reads: “I need answers.”
         

         
         

         My last day in Abnegation feels like water spilling through my hands. I can’t catch enough of it to really taste it. The tedium
            of sorting and packing up bundles of necessities to be dropped throughout the city is both soothing and chafing.
         

         
         I realize, far later than I should, that I’m now packing them for myself. Will I be the one wandering the streets in search
            of food and standing in line for clean water?
         

         
         No, I tell myself. My mother will ensure that I have the things I need. I’ll still have her. She promised.
         

         
         I lie in bed after curfew and wait for her, my fingers twitching at my sides. It doesn’t take her long. I see a shadow pass
            over the window next to the dormitory door, and I sit up in bed. I know my mother by her silhouette.
         

         
         I’m still dressed—I changed back into my clothes under the blanket after the others fell asleep—but I put on my shoes and
            take one last look at the dormitory. Susan, her head buried under a pillow. Constance, twitching in her sleep. Mary, with
            her embroidery still on her lap. They’re good people, and I wish I could say goodbye to them. But maybe it’s easier this way.
         

         
         I slip out of the dormitory and close the door quietly behind me. My mother waits for me in the hallway with a bag in each
            hand. She passes one of them to me and nods. We walk out of Abnegation headquarters together.
         

         
         Once we’re outside, she picks up the pace, so I almost have to jog to keep up with her.

         
         “Where are we going?” I ask.

         
         “We’re going to catch a train,” she answers. “Don’t worry, I’ll teach you how.”

         
         “Catch a train” is such a strange phrase coming from her. Like she wants me to clap my hands around one, the way I do in summer
            when the lightning bugs come out.
         

         
         My legs are burning by the time the rest of its meaning catches up with me: She knows how to do it. How to board a moving
            train.
         

         
         How does she know how to do it?
         

         
         “We’re going to jump on? Like . . . Dauntless?”

         
         She glances at me, and there’s something wild in her expression. “Exactly. Come on, this way—”

         
         She veers to the right, down an alley stuffed with discarded furniture and ripped-apart trash bags. I see a train platform
            ahead. My mother leads the way up the stairs to the wooden landing that stretches in each direction. She beckons me toward
            the end of the platform, and we stand together there.
         

         
         The wind tosses my hair loose from its knot, and I brush the strands out of my eyes.

         
         She looks over her shoulder at a dark shape moving in the distance. A train is coming, though it’s still a ways off.

         
         “I’ve heard there are factionless stealing from the factions,” my mother says. “And I was thinking . . . if you can figure
            out who they are, maybe you can find out more about the gun that killed Robert—since it was stolen from the wall.”
         

         
         I stare at her. The way she’s talking, it’s like I’ve been planning to defect for weeks. I still feel like I’m at the Choosing
            Ceremony with my hand over the stones, and she’s already piecing together a plan.
         

         
         She goes on, “That’s the only starting place I can think of. If you find anything, leave a message for me at the donation
            center—behind the loose brick near the back door.”
         

         
         I nod, but I’m too preoccupied with the thought of jumping on a moving train to react to what she says. I’ve seen the Dauntless
            do this so many times, but I’ve also heard horror stories about people toppling off the train platform and dying, crushed
            under the train’s weight or falling to the pavement below.
         

         
         “The train?”

         
         “Right, right.” My mother points to the other end of the wooden platform. “When I tell you to run, you’re going to run as
            fast as you can toward the other end of the platform. When I tell you to jump, you’re going to throw your body to the right
            as hard as you can. That’s not the most graceful way to get on, but it’s the least tricky.”
         

         
         My mouth is dry. I check the straps of my bag to make sure it’s secure to my back.

         
         “Who are we meeting?” I say. “What’s their name?”

         
         “Well,” my mother says. “That’s an interesting question, actually. Let’s just say you already know her.”

         
         I don’t know what she means, and I’m in no position to puzzle it over right now. I feel sluggish with fear, stupid with it.
            She doesn’t seem to notice.
         

         
         “I’m given to understand she’s important to the factionless. And I once helped her to do the exact same thing you’re doing
            right now, so she owes me a favor. She’s promised to look out for you.”
         

         
         The sound of the train approaching the platform is like thunder. A low rumble that builds to a roar. My mother tells me to
            run, so I do, the bag bumping against my spine as I sprint toward the other end of the platform. The train overtakes me. It’s
            so loud I’m worried I won’t hear her command to jump.
         

         
         But then I do.

         
         “Jump!”

         
         I don’t think; I just trust her. I jump to the right. I’m half convinced I’m going to hit a wall of metal. I fall, weightless
            for just a moment before I hit something hard enough to make my shoulder ache.
         

         
         It’s the metal floor of a train car.

         
         I sit up, dazed, to see my mother swinging into the same car, her hand still on one of the handles next to the door. Her hair
            isn’t even out of place. I feel like I’m looking at a woman I’ve never met before, one who just happens to be wearing my mother’s
            skin.
         

         
         “All right?” she asks me.

         
         “Yeah.” I follow her gaze to a dark shape standing in the corner of the train car. I didn’t notice it before. It moves toward
            us, and I tense before realizing she’s just a woman.
         

         
         She’s taller than my mother and me, with dark curly hair and a stern set to her mouth. She’s wearing an array of clothing
            from three different factions: deep red pants from Amity, a white shirt from Candor, a black Dauntless jacket. There’s a knife
            strapped to her thigh.
         

         
         And my mother was right. I do know her.

         
         She’s the reason I’m in this mess to begin with.

         
         My mother says, “Hello, Evelyn.”

         
         Yesterday, when my mother told me she knew that Evelyn was alive, she didn’t mention any of this. That she’d helped her. That
            they still knew each other.
         

         
         I didn’t know my mother had so many secrets.

         
         A memory surfaces: After Evelyn Eaton died I went with my mother to bring a meal to Marcus’s house. She thought Marcus’s son
            might want some company his own age, but Marcus said he wasn’t feeling well. So I sat in the living room with my mother, watching
            Marcus blink away tears, instead.
         

         
         I don’t know how I ever thought it wasn’t Evelyn I saw. There’s no one else this woman could be.

         
         “Your daughter?” Evelyn says, with a nod in my direction, though she doesn’t meet my eyes.

         
         If she’s important to the factionless, she might know who killed Robert. She might know why. Maybe she even did it herself,
            with that gun I saw her carrying.
         

         
         I get up, and I’m not ready for the sway of the train car beneath me. I stumble to the side, into my mother, who steadies
            me.
         

         
         “She chose Abnegation,” my mother says. “But it wasn’t right for her.”

         
         “What a shock.” Evelyn’s voice is sour and dark. Like pumpernickel bread, or the black coffee a Candor offered me on the bus
            once, only to laugh at me when I hated it. Too strong for you, Stiff?

         
         “You’ll take her in,” my mother says, and it’s not a question, it’s a command. “You’ll keep her safe. And then I’ll consider
            your debt to me repaid.”
         

         
         Evelyn finally looks at me, and I wonder what she sees. Little blond girl with her neat Abnegation bun, her loose Abnegation
            grays. Small and quiet and nothing special.
         

         
         “What’s the faction you should have chosen?” she asks me. “Do you even know?”

         
         The answer comes easily. “Dauntless.”

         
         “Like mother, like daughter, I guess.” Evelyn laughs. To my mother, she says, “You’d better get off at the next station.”

         
         Like mother, like daughter.

         
         My mother—my sharp-voiced mother who sees more than she lets on, who keeps secrets, who knows how to jump on trains . . .
            was Dauntless?
         

         
         It’s not shock I feel when I look at her next, but the sensation of fitting a puzzle piece into its place. This explains what
            I’ve been seeing. What she’s finally let me see.
         

         
         My mother sets the bag she carried onto the train down at her feet.

         
         “Some supplies for you,” she says.

         
         The train is pulling up to the station. It slows as it approaches, but it’s still moving too fast, my last few minutes with
            my mother disappearing. She throws her arms around me and holds me so tightly I can’t breathe; then she jumps out of the train
            without warning. I lean out to see if she landed safely, and spot her shadow figure running along the platform, her stride
            easy and comfortable.
         

         
         Then the train goes around a bend, and she’s gone.

         
         I turn back to Evelyn.

         
         “Guess we’ll find out what you’re made of, Beatrice,” she says.

         
         “Don’t call me that,” I say, and I’m not sure what gives me the audacity. Maybe it’s my anger at the people who killed my
            friend and upended my life, or maybe it’s the bitterness in Evelyn’s voice—it gives me permission to be bitter, too.
         

         
         “Pick another name, then,” she says.

         
         I have to leave “Beatrice” behind. I know that with a certainty I can’t explain. “Beatrice” is the person who had never lost
            anyone. “Beatrice” didn’t know the truth about her father, or about the faction she chose.
         

         
         I know exactly what kind of person I want to be now: the kind who gets answers to all of her questions.

         
         “Tris,” I say. “Call me Tris.”
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Stray
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            Chapter 13
Caleb

         
         The second stage of Erudite initiation is another labyrinth. And the second labyrinth is made of mirrors.

         
         Well, not all of it. Just this part.

         
         When Caleb first caught a glimpse of himself reflected infinitely in the glass, he considered that maybe someone was targeting
            him specifically with this. After all, he’s not used to seeing his own reflection and therefore more likely to be distracted
            by it. Has the side of his head always looked like that? His posture is terrible.
         

         
         This morning, Cara divided them into random groups before ushering them into the courtyard where the second test takes place.
            The courtyard was a tranquil, shallow pool with blooming lily pads floating in it. Beautiful. Caleb walked through the water
            to reach this hall of mirrors—or he thinks he did. He can’t actually remember getting here, but no matter.
         

         
         This maze’s demands were simple. Caleb, Fernando, and Quinn—an Amity-born girl with a nasal voice—spotted a map right in front
            of the entrance. They had to memorize the map to navigate the maze. Quinn was the one who found the path with her fingertip,
            and Fernando, a born Erudite with an array of memorization techniques at his disposal, turned her solution into a chant. Each
            of them was responsible for memorizing a section of the chant. Easy.
         

         
         Of course, once they were in the maze, things got more complicated. At first, everything went black and utterly silent. Fernando
            was undeterred, grabbing both Caleb’s and Quinn’s hands to lead them through by touch instead of by sight or sound. In Quinn’s
            section the lights came on again, but so did a blaring alarm, so loud Caleb had to stick his fingers in his ears. Even then,
            the noise was so loud that all his thoughts pulsed to its rhythm. Quinn started to mouth their chant to herself, and he jogged
            after her, sweating. Hating every second.
         

         
         But now they’re at his section, and Caleb is staring at himself in the mirror. Well, not just one of himself, because the
            mirrors show him repeating from every angle. He can’t even see where the walls end. It’s the exact opposite of Fernando’s
            section, the disconcerting sensory deprivation of it all; here, there’s so much visual stimulation that Caleb can’t see straight.
         

         
         He walks forward and smacks right into a wall. His face heats. He tries again, ignoring his pink-cheeked reflection. This
            time, he finds the edge of the wall, and strides forward with a confidence he doesn’t feel . . . only to confront a dead end.
         

         
         He curses to himself, and then thinks, Apparently that’s who I am here. Someone who curses. Someone whose mind fails him at critical moments. Someone who is a pathetic, miserable failure.
         

         
         Fernando and Quinn are kind enough not to say anything about it. Fernando just guides them back to where they started, and
            Caleb begins again. Behind him, he hears soft humming, almost too faint to be audible. Quinn is reminding him of the chant.
         

         
         He doesn’t want to accept her help, but the only thing worse than being the weakest link on this team would be outright failing
            and dragging them down with him, so he concedes. He hums along. It reminds him of the rounds he learned for Abnegation holidays,
            his voice joining in with others, creaky and off-key though it is. As a child, he liked to stare at everyone’s shoes while
            they sang, because everyone’s shoes—man, woman, and child—were the same, and most people tapped their toes to the song’s rhythm.
            So to his child mind, they were like a many-legged creature, tap-dancing along to the music.
         

         
         He stares at his shoes now, and he finds that it helps. The floor is mirrored, too, but if he just focuses on his own feet,
            he can keep track of where the walls end. Right, left, right, he sings to himself. Left, left, left.

         
         It takes him twice as long as the other two to get through his section of the maze, but they do reach the end of it, and they’re
            not in last place.
         

         
         “Come on,” Fernando says, grinning. “We have to hurry, or all the good beds will be taken.”

         
         Their reward for passing their second test is a place in the dormitory. Caleb chases Fernando and Quinn into the spacious
            room, where half the spots are already taken. He claims one next to the windows so he can look out at the street beyond. Each
            of the beds is a self-contained unit: the bed itself, a tall cabinet, a desk with a bookshelf over it, all facing each other
            to make a little room. And the bookshelf is already full of books.
         

         
         Caleb runs his fingers over the spines. At home, he was never allowed to have books in his room unless he needed them for
            his homework, but these aren’t here for practicality. There’s a detective novel. A short story collection. A history of the
            faction system. A psychology textbook. A collection of nature essays.
         

         
         They don’t need to be practical, or useful. He doesn’t need to evaluate them according to the contribution they can help him
            make to the community. He can just read what sounds interesting.
         

         
         Caleb’s eyes burn. He closes them.

         
         He has never before felt such relief.

         
         

         Fernando is playing tour guide for the transfer initiates. He obviously likes the attention, and some part of Caleb scorns
            him for it, but another part recognizes that’s just his Abnegation upbringing talking. Fernando’s desire to share his knowledge
            seems sincere, not patronizing or self-aggrandizing. And that’s an Erudite tenet: Knowledge of value demands to be shared.

         
         Fernando has just finished showing them the library, the reading room, and the information center when the news brief transmits.
            At home, the news came in the form of a scroll of text; here in Erudite, every device that someone carries, whether it’s a
            portable screen or a watch, lights up in alert. One of the hallway walls glows white, revealing itself to be a screen. Caleb
            reads the words there.
         

         
         He’s surprised to discover that the news is more robust here. There’s a report about attacks on citizens by the factionless.
            A break-in at the Hall of Factions, thwarted by the Erudite-built security system there, factionless perpetrators in custody.
            A list of new discoveries in research and technology from within Erudite, using technical terms that Caleb can’t quite follow.
            Delayed train movement between Amity and the city proper thanks to an unprecedented number of trains in disrepair. Caleb spares
            a glance at the others in the hallway, who are reading, too. No shortage of curiosity here in Erudite.
         

         
         The last report from the city is about Abnegation. Caleb braces himself, all his muscles tense.

         
         
            . . . has uncovered disturbing reports from former Abnegation about harsh disciplinary practices, including the so-called
               Penalty of Silence, wherein a child’s right to speak is taken away for a set period of time, usually six hours or more. This
               penalty is applied for infractions as minor as speaking out of turn or failing to assist with basic household tasks or even
               the vaguely named “vulgar behavior,” a euphemism for solitary sexual acts. Erudite psychologist Ashley Day has suggested that
               the emotional impact of such practices can be significant. For expansion on this assessment, please seek out her paper “The
               Emotional and Psychological Effects of Compulsory Silence” in the main library.
            

            This reporter even uncovered an allegation of physical discipline from a prominent council member who was not named—

         

         Caleb stops reading, his stomach lurching as he realizes the other initiates are all staring at him. Quinn is the first one
            to speak.
         

         
         “Is that report accurate?” she asks him.

         
         “I don’t know about the physical discipline,” he replies, and he’s aware of how weak that sounds. “But yes, the rest is essentially
            accurate.”
         

         
         “Your parents did that Penalty of Silence thing to you?”

         
         “Not me, I never—” I never broke the rules sounds like a ridiculous thing to say, true though it is. Caleb has always been good at controlling his behavior. Beatrice,
            not as much.
         

         
         “Well, I think it’s cruel to do that to a child,” Anna declares. “Enforcing silence instead of encouraging self-advocacy or
            self-expression, it’s just . . . wrong.”
         

         
         Caleb’s throat is tight. He thinks of Beatrice, the night before the aptitude test, arguing with Marcus Eaton about whether
            the news reports were accurate. Pointing out a flaw in his logic. And then, for the rest of the evening, her eyes downcast,
            her mouth set in a line. Cowed, humiliated. And for what? For pointing out the truth?
         

         
         He hopes she’s all right.

         
         “What do they do here, for discipline?” Caleb asks Fernando.

         
         “Depends on how old you are,” Fernando says. “But mostly it’s Situational Reexamining.” At Caleb’s blank stare, he goes on:
            “It’s just a retelling, verbal or written, of the infraction with analysis of the undesirable behavior and its motivations,
            and a reflection on how the situation can be avoided or altered moving forward. When you’re older you have to cite sources;
            it’s really annoying.”
         

         
         “All my sources were about response inhibition,” Anna chimes in. “Or that one study about cleaning—”

         
         “ ‘Correlation or Causation? A Study of the Effects of Tidiness on Mental Clarity’!” Fernando says, laughing. “I cited that
            one, too, only—did you ever look at the subject pool? It was so narrow!”
         

         
         And with that, the tour begins again, with Anna leading the way to the research laboratories and Fernando holding forth about
            the importance of studies that include research from all five factions instead of just Erudite.
         

         
         Caleb falls into step next to Felicity—who asked everyone to call her Fell, instead. She’s chewing on her lower lip.

         
         “Do you think they’re right, that the Penalty is bad for you?” she says. “I always thought it encouraged self-reflection,
            but . . . maybe I’m wrong.”
         

         
         “I don’t know,” Caleb says, but it’s only because he can’t bear to make it worse for her. He knows exactly what he thinks
            about the Penalty of Silence.
         

         
         They reach the research laboratories and splinter off from each other to explore. The floors and walls of this part of Erudite
            headquarters are covered in pale blue tile, and the laboratories themselves are shiny and white, with glass walls so he can
            see all the way to the end of the hallway. He gravitates toward one with a huge scan of a brain on one wall. As he watches
            it through the glass, sections of the brain light up red and yellow and blue as the subject of the scan reacts to some stimulus.
            Caleb stands in the doorway of the laboratory to watch it.
         

         
         Cara is sitting at one of the tables, taking notes on her portable screen as she watches the scan. She notices Caleb standing
            by the door.
         

         
         “You can come in, you know,” she says. “It’s not secret research we’re doing in here.”

         
         Caleb moves closer, standing at Cara’s shoulder. “What is it a scan of?”

         
         “This is someone taking a new version of the aptitude test,” Cara says. “We’re always working to encode directions alongside
            the simulation’s imagery—some people spend a long time wandering around before they realize they have to go through the maze.
            It would be nice if they surfaced in the simulation with an innate sense of purpose instead of relying on visual cues to piece
            together what’s expected of them.”
         

         
         “Interesting,” Caleb says. “I didn’t know the aptitude test was still being refined.”

         
         “There’s always room for improvement. It doesn’t hurt that Jeanine Matthews loves simulations, so she keeps at least one laboratory
            studying them. That means those of us who research the brain will always have plenty to do.”
         

         
         Caleb nods and watches the lights play across different parts of the brain. He used to know the names of all the lobes and
            what they do. Occipital for vision. Frontal for decision-making. Temporal for short-term memory. He once smuggled a book on
            what scientists had learned about the brain through injuries, fascinated. He hid it under his bed, wedged between the springs.
         

         
         He wonders if it’s still there, waiting for his parents to discover it.

         
         “If you’re curious, I can recommend some studies,” Cara says. “There’s an amazing paper on hemispherectomies—that’s when they
            remove half the brain, and you’d be surprised how well the remaining half compensates!—that probably changed my life.”
         

         
         “Yeah,” Caleb finds himself saying. “That would be great, thanks.”

         
         Cara beams. Caleb beams back.

         
         When people in Abnegation talked about Erudite, they always made it sound like a cold place, an empty place. But Erudite isn’t
            cold at all. It’s warm and rich, like a feast for the mind that he can eat whenever he likes.
         

         
         Erudite is full of wonder.
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            Chapter 14
Four

         
         I’m standing on top of the Hub, wind whipping my clothes.

         
         North of me, as far as I can see, is a grid of streets like a garden lattice. The marsh is right beside it, a tangle of shallow
            rivers with grasslands filling the gaps between them. But I’m focused on the dizzying height of this building, our tallest
            building and my worst nightmare.
         

         
         I’ve been afraid of heights since I was a kid and my mother took me up here to see the city from above. She assumed I would
            grow out of it, but I never did. There’s tingling in my face, my hands, and my legs won’t quite obey me. Familiar sensations.
         

         
         The thing nobody tells you about terror is that it becomes ordinary after a while.

         
         I force myself to walk to the ledge. Five steps, and I’m on the edge of it, my toes sticking out over the building’s steel-and-glass
            side. The wind blows my black shirt away from my body and sticks my jeans to my legs. I look down at the distant pavement,
            and my stomach lurches.
         

         
         Don’t think, I tell myself. Just jump.

         
         I tilt forward, and fall. All I feel is the racing of my heart. The drop of my stomach. Rushing air. The horror of the street
            surging toward me.
         

         
         I hit the ground, and there’s a moment of blinding pain before I open my eyes, and find myself standing in the simulation
            room of Dauntless headquarters.
         

         
         I run a hand over the back of my neck to wipe off the sweat there. I’m breathing hard and tasting copper. I bit my tongue.

         
         The simulation room is intended to be a blank slate, the stone walls rough and unadorned. Its metal door is closed. I don’t
            bother to wait for my heart to slow down before nudging it open with my shoulder.
         

         
         The antechamber is round and squat, with a low stone ceiling that sometimes makes me feel like hunching over. At its center
            is a metal crucible so big I couldn’t get my arms around it if I tried, simulated flames burning in the middle of it.
         

         
         When we take new initiates in here to get acquainted with the Dauntless simulation generator, they have to stick their hands
            in the fire, which won’t burn them but looks like it might. The expression on their faces is always priceless.
         

         
         In my opinion, though, this is the heart of Dauntless. This is where our connection to the faction’s mission of eradicating
            fear is at its purest. We face our fears here. We face ourselves here.
         

         
         I reach out and let the flames dance over my fingers. They don’t feel like anything, but if I ask for another fear simulation,
            they’ll give me one. I drag my free hand over my forehead to wipe off sweat. I’ve probably had enough for one day.
         

         
         I hear running footsteps, and a second later Uriah bursts into the room. He gives the flames an uneasy look. No surprise—most
            people feel nervous in the simulation room. When a place holds all your worst fears, it’s only natural to dread going there.
         

         
         “Thought I might find you here,” he says, breathless. “You gotta come to the training room. There’s trouble.”

         
         I’ve known Uriah for awhile. He’s my best friend’s little brother. He’s eager and clumsy as a puppy, but he doesn’t usually
            exaggerate.
         

         
         I sigh. “All right.”

         
         Most of the time, this is where I work. Every Dauntless has to go back to the simulation room twice a year, and in between,
            they usually schedule a couple practice sessions. I’m the one who conducts them. But for the three months of Dauntless initiation,
            I’m an instructor. Specifically, I teach the transfer initiates, the ones who came from other factions. And this year, there’s
            almost always trouble.
         

         
         I jog after Uriah down a few dark passageways, following the bright orange of his shoelaces. We emerge at the top of the steps
            that wrap around the Pit; an underground hub for Dauntless activity with a deep chasm at the very bottom. All along its spiraling
            edge is the market, where you can find pretty much anything you need—provided that what you need, on top of the usual necessities,
            is an endless supply of black clothing and body modification.
         

         
         I stay close to the wall. I may not be as high up as I was in my fear simulation, but I would still die if I fell off the
            edge here. “What’s going on?”
         

         
         “Oh, you know,” Uriah calls over his shoulder. “That Peter guy, as usual.”

         
         I roll my eyes. Peter, a Candor-born initiate who’s always flanked by his favorite lackeys, has made me uneasy from the start.
            Since our leaders made Dauntless initiation more competitive with a limited number of slots, it’s really brought out the worst
            in some people. Even the initiates who aren’t sadistic assholes are wound tight.
         

         
         Uriah goes on: “Peter challenged one of the girls—that other Candor—to fight him, and wouldn’t take no for an answer. Cornered
            her. That’s when I went to find you.”
         

         
         We reach the bottom of the Pit, where a group of kids are standing at the railing, looking down into the water that flows
            through the chasm. We turn right and run toward the training rooms.
         

         
         The largest training room is cavernous, with equipment on each wall—targets for shooting practice; mats for grappling; punching
            bags, gloves, and wraps for boxing; weights for strength training. There are three white circles painted on the ground—the
            fighting arenas. There’s a crowd gathered around the farthest one.
         

         
         Peter—tall and pale, with dark brown hair and a perpetual smirk—stands over the fallen form of Christina—also tall, her skin
            dark brown and her black hair in four thick braids against her scalp—who’s spitting blood on the training room floor. It took
            Uriah a few minutes to get to me, which means Christina must have held her own for a while before she went down. Impressive.
            I should make sure she moves up a rank.
         

         
         Gathered all around the arena are the other initiates, some of them looking outraged, others just interested. The outraged
            ones are held back from intervening by Peter’s lackeys: Molly, the strongest of all the girls, and Drew, squirrelly but volatile.
         

         
         Peter, the ringleader of it all, is drawing his foot back to kick Christina in the ribs when I speak up.

         
         “Excuse me,” I say.

         
         Everyone goes quiet. Peter lowers his foot and looks up at me. His hair is sticking to his forehead, and his eyes are bright
            with what looks to me like glee. My heart races, but I keep my voice level.
         

         
         “What exactly is going on here?” I step closer.

         
         The initiates gathered in front of me step out of my way, leaving me a clear path to Peter.

         
         “Training,” Peter says, without a trace of shame. “Something wrong with that?”

         
         “ ‘Training’ requires two voluntary opponents,” I say. “What you’re doing is called ‘being an asshole.’ ”

         
         I hold out a hand to Christina, who has a split lip and an eye that’s almost swollen shut. Still, she’s lucky she’s in one
            piece. Hell, I’m lucky she’s in one piece.
         

         
         She puts a trembling hand in mine. I let her pull herself up—I don’t want to yank her arm. She gets up, and she’s favoring
            her right side, but she seems okay.
         

         
         “Go to med bay and get checked out,” I tell her. “Uriah? Walk with her.”

         
         I wait until she’s safely out of the arena before I turn back to Peter.

         
         I can’t let this continue. Peter’s been targeting other people for weeks. First Will—an Erudite boy who seemed like an easy
            mark but turned out to have a good right hook. Then Myra—small, attached at the hip to her Erudite boyfriend, Edward—and now
            Christina. His behavior keeps escalating, with no one checking his ego.
         

         
         So yeah. It’s time to check his ego.

         
         I say, “Come to think of it, I’ve never seen you fight someone your own size. Maybe you should start with me.”

         
         Peter narrows his eyes at me. “You can’t fight an initiate.”

         
         “Pretty sure I can,” I say. “And if you refuse, well, I guess you can expect the same consideration you just showed Christina.”

         
         But he won’t refuse. That’s the thing about people like Peter—they never admit they made the wrong choice, so it’s easy to
            back them into a corner. I move into the arena, and all the initiates who were creeping closer when Christina fell step back,
            so they’re outside the white line.
         

         
         Peter pushes his sweaty hair away from his face and cracks his neck as he squares off with me. There are maybe six feet between
            us, maybe more. The room smells like chalk and sweat, not exactly pleasant but comforting in its familiarity; this was where
            I found my footing in Dauntless, with my height and my pain tolerance as my greatest assets.
         

         
         The conventional wisdom says to keep space between you and your opponent, but I never liked the straightforward boxing most
            Dauntless are taught. It didn’t seem useful to me for what the Dauntless actually need—a nonviolent way to subdue dangerous
            people. I learned other methods, instead.
         

         
         Peter’s hands are up, his feet staggered—at least I’ve managed to teach the basics well enough. He bounces a little on his
            toes, like he’s waiting for me to make the first move. All right, then—I jerk forward like I’m about to hit him, and he lurches
            back. Just a tease. Shows how jumpy he is.
         

         
         He scowls. I embarrassed him. Good. He jabs at my face, and I slip to the side, turning us both around. He jabs again, and I bob to avoid it. I should counter
            with a punch of my own, but despite what I said, I don’t actually want to fight one of my students. I just want to humble
            him.
         

         
         I’m pretty sure he’ll move on from jabs, now that he’s failed to hit me twice. He lowers his shoulder for an uppercut aimed
            at my gut, and this is it, this is the moment—I bring my left arm down on his, to derail his punch, then grab his wrist and
            twist.
         

         
         He tries to turn and punch me, now that I’m so close, but the motion only wrenches his wrist further. He can’t hit me, and
            he can’t pull free. He’s stuck.
         

         
         I release him, and he stumbles back, holding his arm close to his chest.

         
         “Go on,” I say. “Hit me.”

         
         “Screw you,” he says, but he’s too angry to resist the invitation. He punches wide and wild at my left side, and instead of
            evading him, I step in close and bring my left arm down hard against his shoulder. He’s off-balance, on one foot. So I clothesline
            him with my right arm, swinging it so it comes down right across his throat. He chokes, startled.
         

         
         I bear down on that arm, forcing his body to bow back until he can’t keep his legs under him. Then he hits the ground, hard,
            gasping.
         

         
         Before he can roll away, I lift up one foot and let it hover over his neck, like a threat.

         
         “Attack one of your fellow initiates again,” I say, “and I won’t show such restraint.”

         
         I step back and turn toward the door.

         
         Where Eric, youth leader of Dauntless and the actual worst person I know, is standing with his arms crossed.

         
         

         “Interesting teaching method, Four.”
         

         
         He always says my name like that, like it’s sarcastic, even though he knows exactly where my nickname came from.

         
         We’re in one of the smaller practice rooms now, the one with all the punching bags hanging from its low ceiling. It’s dark
            in here, with only the blue-tinted emergency lights in the corners casting strange shadows. Eric hooks his pale fingers into
            the chain supporting one of the punching bags and tugs at it, as if to test its strength.
         

         
         Eric was in my initiate class. Of all the pierced members of our faction, he’s the most committed to that aesthetic. There
            are studs through his eyebrows, his lips. There have been moments when I’ve fantasized about yanking some of them out with
            pliers—my darker moments, I’ll admit—but for the most part I just find them distracting.
         

         
         “Thanks,” I say. “I try to innovate.”

         
         “Still, we do try to discourage our instructors from attacking their students. What would Amar say?”
         

         
         Amar was our initiation instructor. Dead now.

         
         I ignore the jab. “I didn’t hurt Peter,” I point out. “And I very much could have. I was just trying to—”

         
         “Prove a point? And what point is that?”

         
         “That he can’t just do whatever he wants without any consequences,” I say. “He’s been attacking his fellow initiates from
            the start. I know you’ve seen my reports.”
         

         
         “Ah yes, your reports. Of him taunting his fellow initiates and making their lives miserable. What a crime.” He rolls his
            eyes. They’re flat as a snake’s. “You do know this is a competition, right?”
         

         
         Dauntless has three leaders, though only one represents us in the council. Max is the leader of the majority, which means
            anyone between age twenty-five and fifty. Harrison is the leader of the elders—Dauntless over fifty. And there’s always a
            youth leader, who has to be under twenty-five. By tradition, that leader is usually new to the faction, because they’re supposed
            to bring in fresh ideas and perspective. That’s Eric—eighteen years old, Erudite-born, and full of all kinds of ideas about how we should run things.
         

         
         It’s a job I could have had, if I wanted it. Max was pushing me toward it, but I said no, and I’m pretty sure Eric still resents
            me for being Max’s first choice.
         

         
         “It’s always been a competition,” I say. “A relatively friendly one. You’re the one who turned it into an all-out war.”

         
         “I don’t see the problem with separating the wheat from the chaff,” he says.

         
         I tense up at the phrase. It’s a saying I used to hear as a child. And I’m sure that’s why he chose it.

         
         “The problem with it,” I say, “is that it brings out the worst in people. Peter’s behavior is escalating. I knew if no one
            put a stop to it, he would end up seriously injuring someone. He already would have, today, if I hadn’t intervened.”
         

         
         “Well, how fortunate that you were there, then.” Eric crosses his arms. “What is it you’d like me to do about it, exactly?”

         
         “I want you to rank him lower. Don’t reward brutality; punish it.”

         
         He pushes his greasy hair behind his ears, and nods. I know better than to think that means he agrees with me. It’s a mistake,
            telling him what I want instead of maneuvering around him like I usually do. The only thing he’s going to do now is use it
            against me.
         

         
         “It bothers you, doesn’t it? That I have the power to do that and you don’t?” he says.

         
         “If I’d wanted it, I could have had it.”

         
         “We both know that’s not true.” He smiles a little. Patronizing. “And we both know why.”
         

         
         I set my jaw. I don’t have a response for that, because he’s right. I was never going to pursue a position as Dauntless leader.
            And he might be the only person alive who knows why.
         

         
         “I’m not going to encourage our new initiate class to hold hands and sing songs like a bunch of mild-mannered Amity.” Eric
            steps closer to me, and even though he’s shorter than I am, it’s still threatening, and I have to resist the urge to step
            back. “Our job is to keep this city from tearing itself apart—to keep this city safe. We can’t do that if our new members think weakness is acceptable.”
         

         
         He tips his head up.

         
         “If I find out you’re teaching them that it is,” Eric says, “I’ll ensure you’re removed from your post. Understood?”

         
         The blue-white light makes his skin look even paler, like the silverfish that lived in my building’s basement growing up.

         
         “Yeah.” I try not to choke on the word.

         
         “You can go now,” he says, just because he can.

         
         And I do, because he’s right: I don’t have any power here.

         
         

         “I have a question, and I really, actually want an answer to this,” Shauna says. “Why is he like that?”
         

         
         She’s sprawled across my bed on her stomach. It took me a while to get used to how casual Shauna is about things—she’s just
            a friend, but she treats my bed like it’s hers every time she’s here.
         

         
         “Oh, you want to come up with Eric’s tragic backstory?” Zeke says from the kitchen, where he’s searching my refrigerator for
            something he wants to eat. He hangs one gangly arm over the top of the refrigerator door. “God, Four, do you ever eat anything
            with flavor? I swear these leftover mushrooms don’t have any seasoning on them at all.”
         

         
         “They have salt,” I say, and Zeke gives me a look of disgust while Shauna laughs into my quilt. It’s one of the only things
            I have from my childhood home. It’s pieced together from all kinds of fabric scraps, faction clothing and old salvage alike.
         

         
         “New goal: teach Four about spice,” Zeke says.

         
         “You can’t start him off with spice,” Shauna says seriously. “You have to start with something like vinegar and then move
            on to garlic and then you can try spice. Maybe. Possibly.”
         

         
         I sigh. “Weren’t we talking about Eric? I’d like to go back to talking about Eric.”

         
         “We were coming up with his backstory. Oh, I know!” Shauna sits up. “Eric was born a slimy little worm that burrowed under
            the skin of a real boy, and now he’s still wearing its body like a costume.”
         

         
         Zeke, who’s just bitten into an apple, makes a face. “That’s so gross.”

         
         “No, no,” I say, laughing. “Eric is a vampire, but instead of drinking human blood, he feasts on our joy.”

         
         “You’re both wrong,” Zeke says. “He’s obviously a powerful wizard whose ability to cause misery increases with each piercing
            he gets, and the only way to defeat him is to melt them all down into a dagger and stab him through the heart.”
         

         
         “No one’s stabbing Eric,” I say.

         
         “Why not?” Shauna asks, with a pout.

         
         “It would be way too messy.”

         
         “Good point.”

         
         I lean back in my chair, grinning. My apartment is in one of the Dauntless outbuildings, too far from the bustle of headquarters
            for most people. I chose it for its light, which is now burnt gold, slanting through the multipaned windows.
         

         
         Shauna’s still in her paramedic uniform, a black jumpsuit with electric green trim—for spotting her in the dark. Zeke’s not
            in his wall guard uniform, since it’s his off day. His jeans are torn in places and way too loose for him.
         

         
         “I,” Shauna declares, “am thirsty.”

         
         She hops off my bed and walks into the kitchen. As she passes Zeke, her fingers tangle with his, and she keeps them there
            as she reaches into the cabinet over my kitchen sink.
         

         
         A piece of paper falls out.

         
         “What’s this?” she asks, picking it up off the floor.

         
         I cross the room as slowly as I can manage. I don’t want her to think I’m as alarmed as I suddenly feel, like everything inside
            me is lurching, leaping.
         

         
         “ ‘Last train, where and when we last met,’ ” she reads. “ ‘On the safest day.’ ”

         
         She frowns, and holds it out to me.

         
         I don’t need to look at it to know whose handwriting it is. Thin and slanted. Gentle cursive.

         
         “Ever wake up from a dream and write it down right away so you don’t forget it?” I say. “Well, sometimes when you reread it
            later, it doesn’t make any sense.”
         

         
         I crumple the note and shove it in my pocket.

         
         “And then you . . . put it in your kitchen cabinet?” she says.

         
         I make myself laugh. “Must have been half asleep.”

         
         She’s not quite convinced, but I’m sure as hell not going to tell her the truth: That note is from the factionless.

         
         And they’re trying to recruit me.

         
         
      
   
      
      
         UNCORRECTED E-PROOF—NOT FOR SALE

         HarperCollinsPublishers

         ....................................

         
            Chapter 15
Tris

         
         After we get off the train, Evelyn takes us to an abandoned church. It’s dark, so dark I can hardly see where I’m walking.
            The floors are buckling in the center, so Evelyn tells me to keep to the edges. I jump when I see movement in front of me—what
            I thought was just a pile of rags is a man sleeping on a pew, using a bundle of clothes as a pillow.
         

         
         “Here.” Evelyn rummages in the bag my mother gave me and takes out a can of soup. She uses the knife at her hip to carve the
            lid open, then sips it, cold, her lips right up against the jagged metal.
         

         
         My horror must be all over my face, because she smirks.

         
         “Did you think it would be easy living?” she says. “You can always go without. More for me.”

         
         I make myself take the can from her and drink a few sips of cold tomato soup. I remember preparing this soup with some of
            the other volunteers at the donation center, cooking down the tomatoes until they disintegrated.
         

         
         “My mother said some factionless are better off than others,” I say. “I don’t think this is what she meant.”

         
         “ ‘Better off’ is relative,” Evelyn says. “Now you have a choice to make. You can take off your sweater and use it as a pillow,
            but then you’ll get cold. Or you can sleep on this sack of cans. Up to you.”
         

         
         I keep my sweater on and curl my arm beneath my head on one of the pews. I can hear someone weeping in the corner, can hear
            shuffling and shifting from the man I saw before.
         

         
         I feel the tears coming, but I choke them down for as long as I can, until I’m sure Evelyn is asleep. Then I let go, let the
            tears fall hot on my cheeks. I cover my mouth with my hand to stifle my sobs. My mother promised me it would be different
            here than I was expecting. She promised me it would be better than what I left behind.
         

         
         Instead it’s a nightmare. And I can’t wake up from it; it’s too late.

         
         I cry until I have nothing left. And even then, tired as I am, all I can manage is a restless sleep that coasts on the edge
            of waking. Is this what the rest of my life will be like? I wonder as morning approaches, and it sounds like despair.
         

         
         But just before sunrise, Evelyn walks over to me, her boots already tied and her hair already braided.

         
         “You know, you could go back now and no one would be the wiser,” she says.

         
         It’s tempting. So tempting, in fact, that I can feel the “yes” on the tip of my tongue. My back aches, and I’m full of dread. I think of my bed in the Abnegation dormitory, soft and clean,
            and the bland-but-familiar breakfast that waits for me in the dining hall.
         

         
         But then I think about the hard knot of purpose that I tied within myself yesterday, when I decided to leave. My note to my
            mother. I need answers.

         
         The Candor manifesto says, “Like a wild animal, the truth is too powerful to remain caged.” Maybe there’s more Candor in me than I thought.
         

         
         “No,” I say.

         
         Evelyn shrugs, and says, “Okay, then. Be ready to move in five. We have to get there before daybreak.”

         
         I don’t know where “there” is, but after I pull my hair back and put on my shoes, we set out on foot. It’s just light enough
            to see what’s right in front of me, but everything else is shadows. We’re getting closer to the Dauntless sector of the city,
            which is south of the center and west, near the wall. But we’re not quite there yet.
         

         
         “As you’ve now observed, there are two types of factionless in this city,” Evelyn says. “The kind who squat in abandoned buildings
            in their designated sector—and sometimes outside of it. Who line up for water at that little spigot near Abnegation headquarters,
            and go to the donation center for jars of applesauce and cans of soup and powdered protein, and otherwise stew in all the
            things they’ve lost or never had to begin with.”
         

         
         This is another empty area, most of the windows boarded, the streets fallen into disrepair. Unlike the stretch of factionless
            territory close to Abnegation, though, the buildings are huge here, like stone and glass and steel giants that block out the
            light of the rising sun.
         

         
         “But there’s another kind,” she says. “Six years ago, a few of us decided we didn’t have to live that way. We came together,
            and started building something better, right under the five factions’ noses.”
         

         
         Evelyn stops me and points across the street, at a shorter, squat building made of red-brown brick. At first I think there’s
            not much to look at. Just a worn stone facade with the lower-level windows covered in plywood. But she regards it with a strange
            smile.
         

         
         “This,” she says, “is the Rookery.”

         
         

         “We have three safe houses in the city: one is the Rookery, one is the Museum, and one is the Conservatory.”

         
         Evelyn pulls a loose square of plywood off one of the windows and steps through the empty frame it leaves behind. I follow
            her, and she puts the wood back where it belongs.
         

         
         “You can live in whichever one you want. But the new strays go here until they figure out what their trade is going to be.”

         
         I’m standing in an old, dusty room that’s completely empty. The walls are cracking, though the floor looks like it’s been
            repaired in places with new wood.
         

         
         “Trade?” I say.

         
         “Yes, ‘trade.’ Your work. You do have to make yourself useful, Tris.”

         
         She leads me out of the dusty room, down a hallway, and around a corner.

         
         To something else entirely.

         
         In the middle of the building is an atrium. The ceiling is all tiny panes of glass arranged into white-framed octagons. The
            sun has now risen enough to send warm light in every direction. It catches on gold filigree that’s painted on the walls. A
            grand marble staircase spills into the floor like wax poured out of a candle.
         

         
         There are intricate details everywhere: the geometric daisy shapes in the metal barrier that wraps around the second floor;
            the white leaves that frame the ceiling in plaster; the globe lamps that dangle from delicate chains all throughout the room.
         

         
         It’s beautiful.

         
         And it doesn’t look worn-out or broken or collapsing or abandoned at all.

         
         She turns to me and raises an eyebrow.

         
         “I’m sorry for the ‘cold soup and a hard bench’ routine. I needed to make sure you were committed,” she says.

         
         I get the sudden urge to scream. She put me through that night of hell as a test?
         

         
         “Plus”—she shrugs—“if you can’t endure that, there are a lot of things about this life you won’t be able to handle.”

         
         I don’t think of myself as a violent person, but in that moment, I want to punch her.

         
         There are rooms all around the edge of the atrium, on the first floor and the second. A girl steps out of one of them. She
            doesn’t look much older than I am. She has short, messy hair, and it takes a second for me to make sense of her clothes. She’s
            in a blue sweater—too big, it hangs off one bare shoulder—and black denim pants. Her boots are gray, but they’re not laced
            up tight like the Abnegation wear them. Instead their laces and tongue flop over, sloppy. On her fingers are wire rings twisted
            into shapes: a diamond, a sun, a teardrop.
         

         
         “Rory, right?” Evelyn says to her. “Come here. I have a stray for you to show around.”

         
         Rory looks startled. All her features are overgenerous: wide round eyes, a big mouth, a strong nose.

         
         “Me?” she says.

         
         “Yes. You.” Evelyn gestures to her. “Tris, this is Rory. She came here from Amity a few weeks ago. Rory, this is Tris. Bet
            you can’t guess where she’s from.”
         

         
         Rory looks me over and smirks. I brace myself for some kind of comment, but all she says is, “Sure thing.”

         
         Her voice is rough, for a girl’s.

         
         “I’ll check in on you soon,” Evelyn says to me. “Until then, you’ve got a lot to learn. Starting with the rules, Rory.”

         
         And then Evelyn’s gone—not back the way she came but across the lobby and into the next room, where I can faintly see a group
            of people gathered around a large table.
         

         
         “I don’t know how she always remembers everyone’s names,” Rory says, as she watches Evelyn disappear into the next room. “I’d
            take you to breakfast, but we’re not allowed in there for another twenty minutes. The Foxes are doing their morning scheming.”
         

         
         “Foxes?” I say.

         
         “It’s one of our guilds. Each one does something different. ‘Healers’ are the medics. ‘Travelers’ are the train operators.
            ‘Makers’ is for if you’re handy. You get the idea. But let’s just say the Foxes Guild is for the quick and clever.” She smiles.
            “That’s where I’m headed. I hope, anyway. They don’t take just anyone.”
         

         
         I think of the green banner in the Hall of Factions, stitched with its cluster of white flowers. I wonder if people who call
            themselves “Foxes” would be capable of an attack like that.
         

         
         Maybe. I could try to find out.

         
         I say, “These guilds sound like factions.”

         
         Rory rolls her eyes. “They’re about work, not whole philosophies. Once you’re a full member, you can live wherever, wear whatever,
            befriend whoever you want, as long as you pull your weight.”
         

         
         I frown at her. I feel like it can’t be as simple as that.

         
         “What do the Foxes do, exactly?” I say.

         
         “Not so fast, Stiff.” Rory holds up her hands. “We have to start with the rules. There are only three, so I’m pretty sure
            you can remember them all.” She ticks the first one off with her fingers as she says, “One: ‘Don’t get caught.’ Dauntless
            sentries are bored, and we’re easy targets.”
         

         
         “But if you’re not doing anything wrong, what’s the problem?”

         
         Rory sighs. “You’re doing something wrong just by existing outside of the factionless sector. You know even there, they’re
            not supposed to gather in groups larger than five? Sentries call it ‘crowding’ and claim it’s ‘not safe.’ One of many reasons
            Evelyn and the others started to organize.”
         

         
         I’m not sure I like how she says Evelyn’s name, with such awe. I can’t quite forget that I saw Evelyn holding a gun outside
            the Choosing Ceremony right after Robert was shot. That she pointed it right at me.
         

         
         “The second rule?” I say.

         
         “ ‘Make yourself useful.’ Everyone can do something, and no one’s allowed to do nothing.”

         
         She beckons for me to follow her up the grand staircase in the middle of the lobby. The sun is climbing, refracting through
            the panes of glass above us like they’re a prism.
         

         
         “Third rule, and most important, is ‘no factions,’ ” Rory says. “It’s more philosophical than the others. It means, learn
            to let the old system go. Try to stop putting everyone you see in categories.”
         

         
         I nod, but what I’m really thinking is that I’m standing in a faction headquarters—a sixth faction, hidden from the others,
            and the virtue it wraps itself around is “no factions.”
         

         
         Rory continues: “And in the spirit of ‘no factions’ . . . I’m taking you to the Mender.”

         
         She ushers me toward the stairs. I skim the gold inlay in the walls with my fingertips as we pass it. It’s metal, not paint,
            shiny in some places and dull in others.
         

         
         “The Mender?” I say.

         
         “Yeah. You can’t walk around looking like that.”

         
         One of the rooms on the second floor is an eruption of fabric. Racks of clothes line the walls all the way up to the ceiling,
            their fabrics in every possible shade, not just the faction colors. There are shoes lined up neatly around the edge of the
            room, mostly work boots, but I spot a few impractical pairs, too—heeled, pointed, and polished.
         

         
         In the center of the space is a worktable, with a foot-powered sewing machine on top of it and countless other tools used
            to stitch, embroider, and alter.
         

         
         Standing at the worktable is a man. He’s taller than any man I’ve ever met, and thin as a rail. All of his clothes are the
            same shade of deep plum, his jacket sleeves and vest embroidered with muted gold flowers. There’s a gold ring on every one
            of his fingers.
         

         
         Across from him is a little girl with a book propped up in front of her. She has the same dark hair and bright clothes as
            the Mender.
         

         
         “Mender, this is Tris. She’s a new stray in desperate need of help.”

         
         The Mender glances at me. “Yes, I can see that.”

         
         Rory yawns. “Send her to me when you’re done, okay? Pretty sure an Abnegation girl knows how to stir oatmeal.”

         
         If she only knew.

         
         Then Rory is gone. Even though she’s basically a stranger, I still feel the absence of her like a missing handrail on a staircase.

         
         “Your name is Tris?” the little girl at the table says. “I’m Mae. I’m his little sister.” She points at the Mender. “You look
            sad. Doesn’t she look sad?”
         

         
         “If she is, you pointing it out is probably not helpful,” the Mender says. “Didn’t your teacher say you have to finish that
            book by the end of the day?”
         

         
         Her teacher?

         
         There’s a system for adoption in the city, run through Abnegation headquarters. Factionless children move through that system,
            housed for a few weeks with members of Abnegation and then placed elsewhere. Everyone always made it sound like all factionless
            children went through that process, but I guess they don’t. I guess some of them just stay factionless. And someone has to
            teach them.
         

         
         I suddenly feel like I need to sit down. I spent last night half awake, worried that the hard ground and the cold were going
            to be my companions for the rest of my life. And now I’m in a glass jewel, discovering some kind of hidden city I never knew
            existed.
         

         
         Mae sticks out her tongue at the Mender but focuses on her book again.

         
         “Rude though it was, her point stands,” the Mender says to me. “You came from Abnegation, so I know you didn’t fail your initiation.
            Which means you chose this. So buck up, Tris.” He gives me a smile like a flickering light, gone and then here and then gone.
            “Maybe it’s just all the gray. I can help with that.”
         

         
         He gestures to the clothes all around him. I look down at my gray pants, gray shirt buttoned up to the throat, gray jacket,
            gray slippers. Pins pinch the back of my scalp where my hair is still pulled back and tucked away.
         

         
         I’m not sure why I feel such dread. I don’t like these clothes. I don’t like wearing my hair like this. But I don’t want to
            let them go.
         

         
         “Okay,” I say. “Just . . . no yellow. Please.”

         
         “You’re far too pale for yellow.” The Mender grins. “I’ll put together the basics for you. Your job, though”—he sets his hands
            on my shoulders and steers me toward the racks on the eastern wall—“is to find a jacket.”
         

         
         Mae looks up from her reading, her eyes wide. The Mender points at the book and walks away, leaving me with the rack of clothes.

         
         The jackets in front of me are from all different factions. Some of them, I can’t even tell where they were originally from.
            There’s a patchwork one that’s pieced together from all different fabrics. A purple blazer with stiff shoulders that I’m guessing
            is from Erudite, dyed a new color. A chore coat from Amity, stained streaky green. But my eye goes, as ever, to Dauntless
            black.
         

         
         With a glance over my shoulder to make sure they aren’t watching, I shrug off my Abnegation jacket and pull the black one
            on. It’s a sturdy material, with a zipper instead of buttons. The sleeves are too long for me, but the rest of it seems to
            fit.
         

         
         “Go on,” the Mender says, nodding to a mirror attached to the pillar behind me.

         
         I turn to see myself. The jacket’s reinforced shoulders make me look stronger. I fold up the sleeves and zip it up. It compresses
            my gray shirt, giving me a waist.
         

         
         Before I can second-guess it, I’m reaching up to the pins in my hair and tugging them loose, one by one. I unwind my hair
            from its knot and then shake it loose over my shoulders.
         

         
         “Good,” the Mender says briskly. “Now try a different one.”

         
         “Why?” Mae whines. “It’s perfect on her.”

         
         “She’s never tried anything but gray,” the Mender says. “She doesn’t know what she likes best.”

         
         I’m reluctant to take off the black jacket, but he makes a good point. I’ve only ever seen myself one way. This is my chance
            to experiment.
         

         
         I put on an Erudite jacket. The shoulders are sharp, the lines of the garment clean. On an impulse, I twist my hair the way
            I’ve seen Erudite women do and pin it again. I stand up straight and try to give my reflection the same imperious look that
            Jeanine Matthews gave everyone at the Choosing Ceremony.
         

         
         “Now this one!” Mae’s book is face down on the table, forgotten. She grabs a red shawl from the rack. It’s not something I
            would ever wear, but I decide to humor her; I wrap it around my shoulders the way I’ve seen Amity women do on the bus, when
            it’s cold outside.
         

         
         Mae gives a pointed look to my hair, so I roll my eyes a little and take it down from its Erudite twist. I braid it over one
            shoulder instead.
         

         
         Then I meet the Mender’s eyes in the mirror. He’s holding a stack of clothes against his chest and frowning, but not like
            he’s unhappy—more like he’s trying to puzzle something out.
         

         
         “I’ll be right back,” he says. “Don’t move.”

         
         He ducks out of the workshop. I give Mae a questioning look, and she just shrugs. A few seconds later the Mender appears in
            the doorway again, this time with a tall, broad-shouldered woman.
         

         
         “All right, Gretchen,” the Mender says from the doorway. “Guess which faction she’s from.”

         
         Gretchen looks unimpressed. “Judging by the gray shoes, I’m going to say Abnegation.”

         
         The Mender rolls his eyes. “Tris—turn into an Erudite again.”

         
         I don’t know why he wants me to play faction dress-up for this woman, but Mae looks eager, and I’d like to fit in here, if
            I can. Heat rushes into my cheeks as I unwrap the shawl and take the Erudite jacket from Mae. I’m not used to changing clothes
            in front of people.
         

         
         I shrug the jacket on, shake out my hair, and put it back in its twist, pinning it at the top so it’ll stay in place.

         
         “It’s not exactly a shock that the two uptight factions, Abnegation and Erudite, resemble each other,” Gretchen says.

         
         “You’re the one who told me to look out for good intuition. Then, whenever I point someone out to you, you try to make me
            feel silly.”
         

         
         Gretchen sighs. “All right. Tris, is it? Mind doing one more?”

         
         “One more,” I say. “Faction, you mean?”

         
         She nods. I put on the black jacket I started with and take the pins out of my hair. I look at the Mender and Gretchen in
            the mirror.
         

         
         “If you were Dauntless, how would you stand?” she asks me.

         
         “What?”

         
         “It’s not a hard question.” She meets my eyes. “Just give it a try.”

         
         I think of the Dauntless girls I used to watch at school. Jumping off the train and stumbling into each other. Laughing loudly.
            In line for food at the cafeteria, relaxed.
         

         
         I shift my weight to one hip. I think about crossing my arms, but it feels like too much, so I don’t. I keep my eyes steady
            on hers.
         

         
         “Yeah, okay, not bad,” she says to the Mender. “We’ll keep an eye on her.”

         
         Gretchen pats the Mender on the shoulder and disappears from the doorway.

         
         “What was that about?” I ask him.

         
         “Just a suggestion to one of our guilds.” He gives me a crooked smile.

         
         “You suggested me?”
         

         
         “Some people only look like where they came from, and some people don’t. When I see the ones who don’t, I tell someone. It’s
            not a big thing.” He drums his fingers on his arm. “Enough dawdling. It’s time to try some things on.”
         

         
         

         The Mender sets up a private space for me to change, and I do. I pull on rigid denim pants from Erudite, sturdy brown ones
            that come from who-knows-where, tight black ones from Dauntless. All are designed to fit close to the leg, a novelty. Then
            shirts: white, black, green, purple, red. Collared and short-sleeved and sleeveless. The only gray thing I keep is the sweater
            I brought with me. I never imagined a life of such variety.
         

         
         The Mender pins the clothes that need just a little alteration and nixes the ones that need more than a little. Then I wait
            there, in the workshop, while he fixes them. I watch his elegant hands cutting the fabric with the scissors in perfect lines,
            defining the shape of my body; I watch as he threads the machine without effort; I watch as he turns the garments inside-out
            and feeds them into the needle, his foot working the pedal below.
         

         
         “If you enjoy it, I can teach you,” the Mender says, without looking at me.

         
         “I’m sorry?”

         
         “You’re watching very intently, I thought maybe you enjoyed this kind of work.”

         
         I shake my head. “No, I—I already learned it in Abnegation.”

         
         “Hence my offer.” He looks up at me. “I could use an apprentice who knows the basics. And one of the first things you’ll have
            to do here, except learn how to get on a train, is figure out how you’re going to contribute.”
         

         
         I wonder if I could ask him what the Foxes do. I decide not to risk it.
         

         
         “I don’t enjoy sewing,” I say to him. “It’s just that you’re very good at it. It’s . . . soothing.”

         
         “And you’re homesick,” he supplies.

         
         I nod.

         
         “We came from Candor,” Mae reports.

         
         She’s getting closer to the end of her book. It’s not one I recognize, but that’s not surprising. The factionless get all
            the books the other factions reject for not teaching the right lessons.
         

         
         She swings her legs under the table. “I miss the food.”

         
         “Really?” I try to imagine the Mender in black and white clothes, walking the grand stone hallways of the Merciless Mart.
            It’s impossible. This place is a riot of color.
         

         
         “That’s all I miss, though. People were mean to me there. My mother, mostly.” Her eyes are still on the page. “And when I
            told people about it, they didn’t believe me, because she figured out how to trick the truth serum.”
         

         
         I glance at the Mender.

         
         “We’re not sure how,” he says. “And I wasn’t willing to stick around to find out.”

         
         But I know exactly how the Mender’s mother “tricked” the truth serum. The same way I stopped the Memory Vault from erasing
            my memories. The same way I confounded the aptitude test. She’s Divergent.
         

         
         Tori told me the Divergent destabilize things, and that seems clearer to me now. The systems that the factions have put in
            place to control or monitor behavior fail against the Divergent. How can Abnegation ensure that whatever information they
            don’t want to get out is secure if they can’t erase memories? How can the Candor resolve a dispute if they can’t determine
            with absolute certainty who’s telling the truth and who isn’t?
         

         
         I realize the Mender is giving me a wary look, like he’s afraid of how I’ll react.

         
         “Sounds like you have a good brother,” I say to Mae.

         
         “Are you kidding?” Mae says. “He doesn’t let me do anything.”
         

         
         “I’ve been letting you not finish your book for at least five minutes now,” the Mender says. “Now get back to it.”

         
         I offer the Mender a smile. He offers one back.

         
         

         When I show up to breakfast in new clothes, Rory stops stirring the oatmeal long enough to applaud.

         
         The dining room of the Rookery is bigger than I expected and packed with tables. Most of them are empty, but I wonder if they’re
            ever full. If there are enough people living here to necessitate that many seats.
         

         
         And if so . . . how big are the other safe houses? How many people are there in Evelyn’s sixth faction?

         
         “Your reward for casting aside your Stiff garments,” Rory says, and she scoops oatmeal into a bowl for me. “Go sit over there.
            That’s where the faction failures are.”
         

         
         She points at a back corner. Like the atrium behind me, the dining room is bright and clean—not worn-out, like all the buildings
            in the factionless sector. I can tell it’s been restored here and there, where the wood floor doesn’t quite match, or the
            wall is patched with white.
         

         
         I take my bowl of oatmeal over to the table she pointed at, even though I chafe a little at being called a “faction failure.”
            I feel uncertain about sitting down until a red-haired boy shoves a chair back with his foot and points at it, then gestures
            apologetically at his full mouth.
         

         
         The table is crowded. Closest to me is the empty seat that I assume will go to Rory. On the other side of it, a boy with a
            glum expression. And on the red-haired boy’s right, a girl with auburn hair that’s so long it’s almost falling into her food.
         

         
         I set my bowl down and sit. Rory isn’t far behind me.

         
         “Everyone, this is Tris. She failed out of Abnegation,” Rory says. “Tris, this is Colin. Colin, fair’s fair.”

         
         Colin—the red-haired boy—sighs and sets his spoon down. He’s no longer chewing.

         
         “I was born Erudite, then chose Dauntless, and was . . . unable to complete initiation,” he says delicately.

         
         “He means that he got a leg cramp and couldn’t jump on the train right after he chose,” Rory says.

         
         Colin glares at her but says, “Technically accurate, yes. Rory, fair’s fair.”

         
         “Me, I couldn’t maintain Amity’s standards of peaceful behavior.”

         
         “She started a fight, is what she means,” Colin says to me.

         
         “They kick you out of Amity for one fight?” I ask.

         
         “They kick you out for one fight if you refuse to break bread,” she says. “Which means, basically, that you have to apologize
            and make amends.” She shrugs. “I had one foot out the door anyway.”
         

         
         Colin laughs. “Keep telling yourself that.”

         
         I can’t help but laugh a little, too. I’ve never heard people talk like this. I was always taught that sharp words would injure
            the person I was speaking to, but Rory and Colin are both grinning.
         

         
         Rory goes around the table after that, telling me who failed out of what faction and why. The girl with the long auburn hair
            is Cassandra, too reserved for Candor’s initiation ritual of full disclosure. The glum-looking boy is Miles, an Erudite boy
            who couldn’t solve their first puzzle.
         

         
         Rory gets distracted before I can hear about the others, but that gives me time to eat my breakfast. My stomach is rumbling.
            Last night’s cold soup didn’t exactly fill me up.
         

         
         “How did all of you find the Rookery?” I ask, when I’ve eaten enough to feel sated.

         
         “They—we—have eyes and ears everywhere,” Rory says, with a shrug. “Especially when initiation’s going on. When we find out someone
            failed, we make the offer, and the rest is up to them.”
         

         
         Eyes and ears everywhere. I wonder if that’s an exaggeration.
         

         
         “So what’s gonna be your first act of freedom?” Rory asks me. “Haircut? Piercing? Show your collarbones in public?”

         
         “Her hair’s down,” Colin says. “I bet that’s it.”

         
         I tuck a lock of hair behind my ear. It’s still rippled from the tight knot I wore it in when I arrived.

         
         Rory clicks her tongue. “Abnegation.”

         
         “There’s no hurry,” Colin says to me. “Take your time.”

         
         Rory shoves a spoonful of oats into her mouth. Miles, on her other side, is unrolling a city map on the table in front of
            him.
         

         
         “We need to focus,” he says. “The older strays already have the map memorized, and we need to catch up if we’re going to make
            it.”
         

         
         I peer down at the map, which is marked with red X’s. It takes me a few seconds to realize the X’s are train stations. Miles
            is reciting a mnemonic device to remember them all.
         

         
         But there’s a group of people walking in from the lobby. Each of them is dressed in Amity yellow and red. It almost looks
            like faction members have invaded our space. I straighten up.
         

         
         “Just Foxes,” Rory says to me. “They were on an Amity raid, I guess.”

         
         “A raid?” I take note of the sacks a few of the Amity invaders are carrying, and the crates I can’t see into. They’re delivering
            food.
         

         
         Stolen food.
         

         
         “They only steal from the factions,” Colin says. “Never from each other.”

         
         As if that changes it. “And that’s just . . . okay with everyone?”

         
         “Well, it’s not okay with the people we steal from, I guess,” Colin says. “But the alternative is not having basic necessities
            like, I don’t know, food. Or bandages. Or soap. Or menstrual products.”
         

         
         I want to argue that the factionless lost their right to take more than they’re given when they failed out of the faction
            system. But the gnawing in my stomach last night still feels too nearby. Part of me is glad they stole sacks of grain, because
            it means I’ll be able to eat it.
         

         
         Rory seems to notice my hesitation. “We keep the city running, you know. Who do you think transports goods from one faction
            sector to another by train? Who do you think fixes downed power lines or blocked sewers? We do. And they pay us for it, sure—but
            not enough to sustain our population. And so”—she gestures to the Foxes—“we take the rest. Evelyn says it’s just until we’re
            self-sustaining.”
         

         
         “And that’s the goal?” I say. “To be . . . self-sustaining? I thought the factionless wanted the factions gone.”

         
         “Some do. Most don’t.” Rory shrugs.

         
         I watch the Foxes for a moment. One of them is handing off a sack of rice to a woman wearing a kerchief around her neck. Rory
            tells me she’s Jove, leader of the Rookery. Evelyn is with them, watching as two of the others wrestle over a cap.
         

         
         A guild of thieves. This is exactly what I was hoping to find.

         
         “You have a guild in mind?” Rory asks me.

         
         “Leave her alone, she just got here five seconds ago,” Colin says. “She probably doesn’t even know what they all are.”

         
         I think back to the list Rory gave me before I met the Mender. Healers, Travelers, Makers, Foxes. Are there more?
         

         
         “The good guilds are competitive!” Rory scowls at him. “She has to hit the ground running.”

         
         I feel dizzy with all of it, the same way I did in the Mender’s workshop. Everything I knew about the factionless has been
            turned upside down by a bright secret hidden behind boarded windows.
         

         
         “I don’t know,” I say. “How do you join a guild?”

         
         “They all have entrance tests,” Colin says.

         
         “Like initiation,” I point out.

         
         “But not only a test. They’re usually followed by a vote on whether you can cut it as one of them, which may or may not be influenced by
            whether they like your personality,” Colin says. “Not exactly Abnegation initiation.”
         

         
         “Foxes have an annual contest,” Rory says eagerly. “They hide banners throughout the city, usually in the faction headquarters.
            If you can retrieve them without getting caught, you’re almost guaranteed a spot.”
         

         
         I bite into a piece of bread. It’s fresh-baked, but it doesn’t taste like Abnegation bread—it’s deflated, with no crust.

         
         “But in order for them to let you stay, you have to demonstrate some kind of useful skill,” Rory goes on. “Last year they
            took an ex-Amity who knew all about biotechnology, and an ex-Erudite who knew their software.”
         

         
         I frown. “Sounds like they’re more interested in information than skills.”

         
         Rory blinks at me for a second. “Whatever, you basically have to have something to offer that no one else can. I intend to
            offer my superior plant identification skills.”
         

         
         “So you can . . . brew them some herbal tea?” Colin asks.

         
         Rory smacks his arm. I finish eating my bread, watching the Foxes as they get in line for breakfast. Their shadows slant across
            the white pillars.
         

         
         At least now I know who I need to talk to. The gun that fired at the Choosing Ceremony was stolen from the wall, and this
            is a guild of factionless thieves. Maybe one of them knows who killed Robert and why—and what it’s supposed to lead to.
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            Chapter 16
Tris

         
         Over the next few days, I look for the Foxes I saw bring stolen food into the Rookery dining room. But I don’t see them again.
            The problem with a group of people who are used to disguising themselves as faction members, I discover, is that they’re hard
            to pin down. And the Foxes as a group seem talented at being forgettable.
         

         
         But I’ve also been too busy to think about much other than survival. Every morning before sunrise, I go on a run with the
            others—running, Rory tells me, is an essential skill for a factionless, in case I need to run for a train . . . or run from
            a Dauntless sentry.
         

         
         After I run I help Rory make breakfast, and then I learn about some other part of factionless life I didn’t know about before:
            the solar panels, the water purifiers, the apiary, the compost heap.
         

         
         There are so many things that need to be done in any given day. Trash has to be removed from the premises every few days,
            which means someone has to bring a truck—stolen from Amity, no doubt—in the dead of night to pick it up. There are huge vats
            in the basement where we wash sheets, clothes, and towels, and someone has to stir them, wring everything out, and hang them
            up to dry. Someone has to bring the solar lamps to the roof every morning and inside every evening. Someone has to scrub the
            toilets. I never knew how much work it took to keep the world running.
         

         
         After chores are done, though, Jove leads mandatory field trips every evening to the other parts of this secret machine the
            factionless are building, circuit by circuit: the Conservatory, a glass structure on the edge of the marsh where the modest
            crops the factionless are capable of growing are starting to flourish; and the Museum, huge and half-ruined and bustling.
         

         
         I hear about all the guilds, too. Not just Healers, Travelers, Makers, and Foxes, but also Gardeners, who grow our fresh food;
            Foragers, who search abandoned buildings for useful things; and Teachers, who run the factionless school. I try to imagine
            a place for myself, but the only thing I can think about is the Foxes, the gun in Evelyn’s hand at the Choosing Ceremony,
            the question of who that bullet was really for, if not for Robert.
         

         
         The evening of the fifth day, I stand at the sink down the hall from the faction failures’ dormitory and drink one glass of
            water, and then another . . . and I think of Caleb.
         

         
         We used to do this every year, the night before our birthday, so we could wake up before sunrise. Abnegation doesn’t formally
            acknowledge birthdays, but exceptions are made for children, who get honey in their oats and a special look in the mirror
            and don’t have to do chores. I remember passing the water glass back and forth to take turns drinking.
         

         
         I wonder where he is now.

         
         The method still works: I wake before dawn, slip on my shoes, go to the bathroom, and then walk down the winding stairs to
            the atrium. Even the stairwell is beautiful in the Rookery, the wood paneling beneath the windows intricately carved, the
            metal supports on the banister patterned with flowers.
         

         
         Today, with any luck, I’ll get one step closer to finding out who took the gun that killed Robert . . . and why.

         
         I go through the atrium to the dining room, and then, just as I planned, I pull the basket of cleaning products out from under
            the sink, slide it into the next cabinet over, on top of the dish towels, and then I fold myself into the space I left behind.
            It’s a tight squeeze, but I can still close the door behind me.
         

         
         It’s rare that being small comes in handy, but this is one of those times.

         
         It smells like soap and rubber gloves and rot under the sink, but from here I can hear the Foxes arriving for their morning
            meeting.
         

         
         “Are you starting the coffee?” one of them asks, and I try to place his voice in my mind, but I come up empty. I take slow,
            quiet breaths through my nose, and go still.
         

         
         “Duh.” That’s Gretchen, the woman the Mender summoned to look at me in my Erudite jacket the other day. “You still at Erudite
            today?”
         

         
         I hear shuffling, and then—beans poured into a grinder.

         
         “Still trying to crack the same nut,” the other voice replies. “You?”

         
         “Teaching strays how to throw a punch.”

         
         “You couldn’t pay me to do that job.”

         
         My neck is starting to hurt, bent at such a severe angle under the sink. The grinder turns on, so loud I want to cover my
            ears. It rattles the entire cabinet.
         

         
         “Yeah, I’m a real hero. I hear Evelyn’s coming today? Wonder what she’s after.”

         
         “She’s always got messages to send.”

         
         “Well, she’s too recognizable to send them herself. Crap, we’re out of clean mugs.”

         
         My breath catches. I forgot to check.

         
         I forgot to check, and now Gretchen is going to wash one of the dirty mugs, which means she’s going to open this cabinet where
            the cleaning products usually are—
         

         
         The cabinet opens. Gretchen looks at me for a few seconds, then crosses her arms.

         
         “Out,” she says.

         
         My legs are numb from being so curled up for so long. I crawl out of the cabinet, my heart racing, and straighten.

         
         “Explain,” she says.

         
         “I . . .” I try to think fast. What possible explanation is there for me to be hiding in a cabinet under the sink? “We were
            playing hide-and-seek last night.”
         

         
         “And you, what? Got stuck?”

         
         The person Gretchen was talking to is a boy, a few years older than I am, the one they call Boots. He is, in fact, always
            wearing boots. Right now they’re paint-splattered, and he’s sipping coffee out of a dirty mug as he looks me over, amused.
         

         
         “Fell asleep,” I say. “I heard you come in, but I . . . felt silly, crawling out of there in front of people. So I thought
            I’d stay until . . .”
         

         
         The other Foxes are walking in behind Gretchen, most of them in some state of disarray, their hair rumpled and their faces
            pillow-creased. Several of them head straight for the coffee, eyeing me with curiosity.
         

         
         No one seems that concerned that I’m here.

         
         “Until our clandestine meeting is over?” Gretchen laughs. “You know, we don’t keep people out because there’s anything interesting
            going on here, we just don’t like the distraction. All we do is talk about what needs to be stolen and who’s going to steal
            it, and then allocate messages to be sent.”
         

         
         “Oh,” I say. My panic is yielding to embarrassment.

         
         I don’t know what I was expecting, but it wasn’t . . . this. Easy laughter, barely suppressed smiles. This isn’t how people
            act if they’re hiding something serious . . . like a stolen weapon, a dead innocent, a plan to overthrow the faction system.
         

         
         “Also, if you want to join our guild, you’re going to have to get better at thinking on your feet,” Boots says. “You know,
            come up with a better lie. Or don’t get into a situation that’s so hard to lie your way out of.”
         

         
         “Join you?” I say.

         
         “Yeah, that’s why you’re spying on us, right? To get an advantage?” Boots says. “Plus, didn’t the Mender point you out?”

         
         I think of the Mender putting me in the Erudite jacket and the Dauntless one. Calling Gretchen in, telling her to consider
            me. I didn’t realize, at the time, what he was asking her to consider me for.
         

         
         “Here’s a tip,” Gretchen says. “Get in on your own merits. Then we’ll tell you all our darkest secrets.”

         
         She smiles and then ushers me out of the dining room.

         
         Another dead end, I think. But it gives me a new idea.
         

         
         

         My body aches. I make myself keep running. I can’t let myself fall behind the others.

         
         It’s early evening, and we’re running toward the train. A big pack of us, all the faction failures from the Rookery. Learning
            to “be useful,” as the second rule commands.
         

         
         Jove is on the train already. Rory, with her long stride, is at the front, already grabbing the handle on the side of the
            train car. Miles is right behind her, then Colin, and Cassandra . . . and then me. But the gap between me and Cassandra is
            getting wider.
         

         
         I sprint alongside the train. I’m running out of platform. The others are already inside, cheering me on, but I can’t hear
            them. I can only hear my breaths.
         

         
         I push my sore body harder and make a grab for the train’s handle. My fingers slip over it. My lungs are burning, but I run
            even faster and grab again. This time I grip the handle right as I run out of ground beneath my feet.
         

         
         For a moment afterward I’m dangling one story over the street, and even though my heart is racing and I’m straining to breathe,
            I realize I’m not afraid. Or—not as afraid as I expected to be. Colin grabs my arm and hauls me inside the car.
         

         
         I collapse to the ground, coughing and laughing at the same time.

         
         “If you’re going to have short legs, you have to be fast,” Colin says to me. “It’s just science.”

         
         “This is why we need Erudite,” I say, from the ground. “Without you I never would have realized I needed to be faster.”
         

         
         Colin grins at me, and I realize I’ve never said anything like that to him before. I’ve just been spending so much time around
            him and Rory that I seem to be absorbing their senses of humor. I feel two urges at once: one, to apologize and take it back,
            the way my upbringing told me to; the other, to thank him for teaching me to loosen my tongue.
         

         
         I came here to find the truth. I didn’t expect to find anything else.

         
         He helps me to my feet, and I watch the city slide past me for a moment before asking him, “So . . . when is the Foxes’ contest?”

         
         “A few weeks from now. Uh, you thinking of trying?”

         
         “Maybe.” I glance at him.

         
         His eyes are soft the same way my father’s were whenever he felt bad for me. The same way he looked at me right after Robert’s
            death.
         

         
         “Is that so surprising?”

         
         “It’s just . . . you have to get into shape,” he says. “You need good endurance and enough strength to lift heavy things.
            And you need self-defense skills in case you get caught in a bad situation.”
         

         
         “So?”

         
         “So, you’re . . . small. And weak.” Colin shrugs. “It takes six weeks to build strength, at least.”

         
         I look out at the city again.

         
         I’m not that weak, I think, but it doesn’t feel true.
         

         
         Spying on the Foxes didn’t work. In retrospect it seems silly that I assumed they would give up sensitive information in one
            of their morning meetings, over coffee, like So about that plan to overthrow the faction system, or Remember that time we stole a gun from a Dauntless wall guard? I’m clearly not going to find out what I need to know by listening in.
         

         
         So I’ll just have to become one of them.

         
         

         We get off the train—always easier for me than getting on—close to Dauntless headquarters, according to the map I’ve now memorized.
            My chest aches, and I recognize the feeling as longing. I’m so close, now, to what I should have chosen.
         

         
         Jove gathers us together on the platform. The sun is still setting, so everything is orange-tinted and warm.

         
         “I told you to wear your grubbiest clothes for a reason,” she says. “We’re about to go to the water-treatment center. That’s
            where we maintain the city’s clean water. The factions pay us in paper goods—which we can’t produce on our own—to do it. But
            we don’t like to let the factions know that we’re doing as well as we are, because they’d probably use it as an excuse to
            pay us less.”
         

         
         Everyone else is nodding along with her words like this is obvious to them. But I can’t imagine my father taking faction chits
            away from the factionless just because they look well-fed and well-dressed.
         

         
         I see another problem, though. Something Jove isn’t saying: that if the factions are on the lookout for a fringe group among
            the factionless, and they see us looking well-adjusted and organized, they might suspect us of being the radicals who attacked
            the Choosing Ceremony.
         

         
         And maybe some of us are. I have no way of knowing—not yet.

         
         “Keep quiet and keep to yourselves,” Jove says. “It’s important you learn about all the things we have to do in this city,
            but you don’t need to talk to sentries while you do it.”
         

         
         We walk a few blocks, weaving our way down cracked streets and between tall, dark buildings. Most of them are overgrown with
            vines and trees, the natural world reasserting itself. The empty frames where windows used to be look like eye sockets.
         

         
         This is the Dauntless part of town, and it shows. No one has bothered to patch up the pavement or clear the street of debris;
            they’ve left it all as a kind of obstacle course that we’re now navigating.
         

         
         “Heading west,” Colin mutters beside me. We’ve all been assessing directions constantly as we try to memorize the city map.
            “Toward the river.”
         

         
         “The river” is a misnomer; there’s no water flowing through the deep channels that border the occupied part of our city. Instead
            there are patches of wet and clusters of trees and bushes growing below street level. I can smell the marsh on the air when
            the wind blows.
         

         
         Up ahead, the street dips beneath an overpass. I know we’re close to the water-treatment center because I see sentries under
            the overhang, with bright iridescent strips on their sleeves so they’re visible in the dark.
         

         
         Our pace slows. We don’t look at each other or speak.

         
         “What’s your business?” one of the sentries asks, when we’re close.

         
         “Here for a shift at the treatment center,” Jove says.

         
         “Man, there’s already three of you in there, how many factionless does it take to run this place?” the sentry says. She’s
            Jove’s age, her eyes creasing at the corners like she’s had a lifetime of laughter. Right now, she seems to be laughing at
            our expense.
         

         
         There’s a name tag on her chest, which means she’s an officer. It reads “Weaver.”

         
         “Sounds like the setup to a joke,” another sentry—this one younger—says. “ ‘How many factionless does it take to clean some
            water?’ ”
         

         
         “An infinite number!” someone chimes in. “Because the more they clean it, the dirtier it gets.”

         
         Jove doesn’t take the bait, but I can see the tension in her shoulders.

         
         “These are newbies,” Jove says. “They just need to learn the process.”

         
         “Newbies, huh.” The younger sentry, who told the joke setup, looks me over in a way I don’t like. “So young, and already so
            empty of potential.”
         

         
         My face burns. Rory reaches over and grabs my arm, like she’s trying to hold me back, even though I haven’t moved.

         
         “Fine, whatever,” the first sentry—Weaver—says to Jove. “Just don’t cause any problems.”

         
         Weaver steps aside, and we walk past her in a line. I don’t meet her eyes.

         
         I expect to climb stairs to the top of the overpass, but when Jove leads us through a door, the steps take us down, beneath
            the street. They’re lit by strips of blue light that are too dim for me to see anything other than my feet. The air smells
            like mildew.
         

         
         At the bottom of the stairs, we walk down a long corridor. The walls here are wet, and I can hear dripping somewhere. Through
            another door, and my mouth falls open.
         

         
         We’re in a cavernous space, so big I can’t see the limits of it. And standing in front of us are huge, cylindrical tanks,
            each one as big as a house. All around me is the sound of churning and humming. I’ve never seen anything like it.
         

         
         “All right, buddy up and find someone to shadow,” Jove says.

         
         Rory turns to me with her fist resting on her open palm. After a few days of this I now recognize the gesture. I mimic her,
            and so does Colin. On a count of three, Rory and Colin both stick out their first two fingers, and I only stick out one. They
            give me an apologetic look.
         

         
         “Prior, you’re with me,” Jove says. “Evelyn told me to keep an eye on you anyway.”

         
         I follow Jove into the field of tanks. She climbs a set of metal stairs next to the second one, and we climb up to a platform
            one story above the ground, where a bearded factionless man is standing over a huge plastic container.
         

         
         From here I can see into the story-high tank. It’s full of dark, murky water—like the water that runs into the storm drains
            when it rains. It smells like rotten leaves and mud.
         

         
         “Hey, Carr,” she says. “This is Tris. She’s a stray. Tris, this is Carr, he’s here every shift.”

         
         “If you find work you like, keep doing it,” Carr says to me, though I didn’t ask.

         
         “What guild are you in?” I ask.

         
         “Fixers,” he says. “We work out of the Museum.”

         
         The Museum, I’ve learned, is the largest of the three factionless safe houses. I still don’t know what that means, exactly,
            in terms of numbers. But I counted the chairs in the Rookery the other day, and there were one hundred.
         

         
         Jove snaps to get my attention.

         
         “Whoever built this place made the process as automated as possible, so there only have to be three people in here a day,
            Carr included. We sign up for shifts once a month. Everyone is either Step One, Step Two, or Step Three—lucky you, you get
            to be Step One,” Jove says to me. “That bottle is full of coagulant.” She points to the container at Carr’s feet. It’s half
            my size. The coagulant inside it is tinted blue. “All you have to do is lug some coagulant over from the storage room, pour
            it into this big tank—”
         

         
         Carr bends down and heaves the container into his arms, which are as thick as my legs. He tips the coagulant into the tank
            beside us. I listen to the glug glug glug as it empties.
         

         
         “Then you turn on the spinners, which is probably not the right name for them, but there won’t be a quiz,” Jove says, and
            Carr sets the container down, then turns to reveal a small control panel with three buttons on it. One is green, one is red,
            and one is blue. He presses the green one.
         

         
         “And the coagulant makes all the dirt in the water stick together in a mass. Once the churn is over, the blue button gets
            rid of all the masses, and Step Two will come in to finish purifying. But that’s not our business—all we do is move along
            to another tank and do the same thing all over again. Any questions?”
         

         
         “Who makes the coagulant?” I ask.

         
         “Who else? Erudite, in their printing labs,” Jove says. “They make all kinds of things in there.”

         
         My father used to say the city would be better off if Erudite wasn’t in it. But the more I learn about what they do there—beyond
            stick their noses in books or play chess, which is what I’ve always pictured—the more I wonder how we’d survive without them.
         

         
         “How will I ever be able to lift that?” I ask, pointing at the empty container.

         
         “Every factionless should be able to lift his or her own body weight,” Carr says. “Unless there’s some condition preventing
            them from doing so.”
         

         
         Everything he says sounds like it comes out of a factionless handbook. I stare at the container, feeling helpless. I don’t
            think I could lift my own body weight even if it was to save my life.
         

         
         “Feels impossible right now, I know,” Jove says to me. “But I promise, you’re capable of it.”

         
         She doesn’t smile at me when she says it, and that makes me feel like she means it.

         
         We go to the next tank, where there’s already a container waiting for us, and I watch Carr do the same thing again: unstopper
            the container, lift it up, pour in the coagulant, press the green button.
         

         
         It’s not difficult work, but I feel time stretching on as the novelty of the task turns into tedium. After an hour has passed
            we again descend the steps and walk to the storage area—which is just a corner full of containers identical to the one Carr
            lifted up—so he can heave one over his shoulder like a sack of potatoes. We’re walking to the next tank when I hear a bang.
         

         
         I don’t decide to crouch and cover my head; I’m already doing it by the time I register the sound. I hear the tinkling of
            falling glass and wince. A hand falls on my shoulder, and I jerk away from it, my shoulders slamming into the damp wall.
         

         
         “Tris,” a soft voice says. Jove’s. I look up at her, and I realize there’s no falling glass here.

         
         There was falling glass at the Choosing Ceremony. When Robert died.

         
         “Sorry,” I say, and I force myself to straighten, even though my heart is still racing.

         
         Someone is shouting, but the space is too big, the echo too loud, for me to make out the words. Carr sets his container down
            and rushes toward the sound, and with a concerned frown, Jove follows him. Steadying myself on the wall, I rush after them
            both.
         

         
         Weaver, the sentry from before, is the one shouting. She’s calling for all of us to come to the front. The other sentries
            from the overpass are gathered around her, as well as some others I didn’t see on my way in. They’re all holding their needle
            guns.
         

         
         “What’s going on?” Carr asks Weaver. “We’re in the middle of—”

         
         “I don’t give a shit what you’re in the middle of,” Weaver says. “I want to know about the attack.”

         
         “Attack?” Carr says. He looks around in obvious confusion. “There’s no attack here, Weave.”

         
         “Not here.” Weaver scowls at him. “At the detention facility—your factionless pals broke at least ten people out of their
            holding cells, and I know she’s got something to do with it.” Weaver points at Jove.
         

         
         “How do you figure?” Jove says coldly.

         
         “You come here unannounced with a pack of fresh-faced lackeys, knowing full well I’ll call in reinforcements to monitor the
            extra numbers,” Weaver says, rounding on Jove. “Reinforcements that, big surprise, had to come from the detention facility,
            since it’s closest. And you just happen to do this on the night when your fellow scum attack said facility? You’re one of
            those ‘death to factions’ types, aren’t you?”
         

         
         I spot Colin and Rory between two of the other huge tanks, but Cassandra and Miles are nowhere to be seen.

         
         “First of all, I have no goddamn idea what you’re talking about,” Jove says, crossing her arms. “And second, you all claim
            to pity us because we don’t have your precious community, but the second something happens that you don’t like, you’re suddenly sure we all know each other?”
         

         
         Weaver hesitates.

         
         Jove sneers at her. “Well, which is it? Are we defectives who can’t function in a society, or are we a sixth faction of criminal
            masterminds?”
         

         
         Weaver touches the gun to Jove’s sternum. Her finger is next to the safety, which, I notice with deep relief, is still on.

         
         “I don’t know,” Weaver says. “But I’m going to find out.”

         
         “Be my guest. But in the meantime, we have a job to do so we can get paid. You mind?”

         
         Weaver sniffs.

         
         “In the meantime I guess I should warn you.” She puts her gun in its holster but moves closer to Jove, so she’s right in the other woman’s
            face. “We’re short a crate today. Problems with the paper fabricator. Maybe having to conserve toilet paper for a couple weeks
            will motivate you to get a handle on your radical friends.”
         

         
         If her intention was to rattle Jove, she seems to have succeeded. Jove has suddenly gone limp.

         
         Weaver waves the other sentries off. I trade a wide-eyed look with Rory, who’s still lingering between the giant tanks, Colin
            at her side.
         

         
         Jove stays where she is until the sentries have left the room and then shakes out her hands, which are trembling. Carr is
            giving her a strange look.
         

         
         “It wasn’t true, what she said,” Carr says. “Was it?”

         
         “Are you kidding? They’ll take any opportunity to make us miserable. Doesn’t matter what the truth is.”

         
         Carr scratches his beard. He doesn’t look convinced, but he gestures for me to follow him back to the tank.
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            Chapter 17
Tris

         
         We return to the Rookery a few hours later. I didn’t say anything the whole way back. I was just thinking about Weaver’s accusation,
            and the way Carr seemed to believe it, despite Jove’s denial. Or are we a sixth faction of criminal masterminds?

         
         I’m still thinking about it when we walk into the lobby. At night the atrium is always bustling—it’s in the middle of the
            Rookery, like the core of an apple, so it’s one of the only places where we can light lanterns at night and see the night sky without worrying about sentries. Some people are playing music. A handful are toasting each other in the
            corner, looking celebratory.
         

         
         “Are those Foxes?” I ask Rory, nudging her with my elbow.

         
         “Might be,” she says, shrugging. “Why?”

         
         “Just wondering if they’re toasting their victory,” I say, thinking of the breakout at the detention facility.

         
         Rory looks confused. “What victory?”

         
         Standing near the edge of the room, leaning up against a pillar, is Evelyn. I’ve seen her since I arrived—she’s always drifting
            in and out with the Foxes in the morning—but there’s no way to get close to her. All the factionless seem to almost worship
            her. She’s always surrounded, and who am I? Just a stray. Just nobody.
         

         
         I watch Jove walk over to Evelyn, and move a little closer in the hope of hearing what she’s saying. But I don’t want to make
            it too obvious, so all I catch is Jove’s parting words:
         

         
         “—might want to make it up to him.”

         
         “Noted,” Evelyn replies. “It was worth it, though.”

         
         I’m sure she’s talking about the attack on the detention facility. I wonder who they broke out of holding cells and what they
            were in for.
         

         
         Then Evelyn sees me watching her. Before I can avert my eyes, she pulls away from the pillar and walks right up to me.

         
         “Can I borrow you for a moment?” she asks me.

         
         She’s wearing a deep green jacket made of canvas. Her eyes are lined with dark pencil. I wonder what it was like for her when
            she first left Abnegation. Since I’ve been here, I’ve heard it was harder to be factionless back then. They didn’t grow any
            of their own food, and they didn’t have a gang of thieves stealing necessities. To hear some people talk about it, it’s her who made the difference. Her ideas, her leadership, her plans.
         

         
         And maybe it was her plans that got Robert killed.

         
         Over her shoulder I see the Mender carrying Mae up the stairs. She’s asleep against his shoulder, her hair over her face.

         
         “Let’s go outside,” Evelyn says, and she leads me through the lobby, across the scuffed wooden floors that have seen better
            days.
         

         
         At the back of the building, we descend the steps into the tunnel. It’s not the entrance I used to get in, but it’s the one
            I use more often, now. The factionless don’t want to risk the sentries finding all their hideaways, so they come up with clever
            ways to disguise their entrances and exits. This one is a tunnel that connects the Rookery to the building next to it. It
            smells like mildew, and the path is lined with solar-charged lanterns to light our way.
         

         
         We walk for a while before Evelyn says anything.

         
         “I need your help with something.”

         
         The sharpness in Evelyn’s eyes reminds me of a coyote that wandered through the Abnegation sector when I was a child. Not
            rabid, my father said, but wild and hungry.
         

         
         Evelyn is hungry, too. For what, I’m not sure.

         
         “My help?” I say. “With what?”

         
         “Advice. For a recruit.”

         
         “A recruit?” I say. “I didn’t know you . . . recruited.”
         

         
         “Not usually. But as you can imagine, we can use all the help we can get. So when we find out that someone’s not happy where
            they are . . .” She shrugs. “We make sure they know their options. Like we did with your friends—the ‘faction failures,’ I
            think they call themselves.”
         

         
         I don’t know how the factionless would find out someone’s not happy where they are. But I’m not about to ask. Not when she’s
            on the cusp of trusting me with something.
         

         
         “Why do you want my advice?” I say. “I just got here.”
         

         
         We reach the end of the tunnel and climb up to the empty building next to the Rookery. Through the windows I can see the sky,
            now deep blue, the moon a high, thin crescent surrounded by pinpricks of stars. The floor is buckling here, but the factionless
            have set up boards to lead out to the alley. Tendrils of sickly ivy crawl over the walls.
         

         
         “This recruit . . . you’re close to his age.” She pauses. “Most of our young members—the ones who weren’t born factionless—failed
            out of initiation. Not you. You left voluntarily, because your commitment wavered, just as his commitment is wavering now.”
         

         
         “Oh,” I say. I hadn’t thought about it that way. It’s not technically possible to fail out of Abnegation initiation. Failing
            to comply will get you punished, but it won’t get you kicked out. Nothing will.
         

         
         Looking up at her, I realize she and I have something in common. She had to get out of there, the same way I did. Only I don’t
            know what her reason was.
         

         
         But that doesn’t matter. What matters is why I’m here: to find out why Robert died. To find out what the factionless are planning.
            And to do that, I need to be one of them. I need to be trusted.
         

         
         “This recruit . . . you’re sure he’s not happy where he is?” I say.

         
         She raises an eyebrow at me. “I’m sure.”

         
         “Well . . .” I think of how my mother laid out the paths in front of me. Stay in Abnegation, and pretend to forget. Stay,
            and work to change my faction from within. Or go. Go and find something new.
         

         
         She didn’t tell me what to do, where to go. Like the faction system that Evelyn hates, she only offered me choices.

         
         I can’t imagine Evelyn—Evelyn with the hard eyes and the gun in her hand outside the Choosing Ceremony—doing the same.

         
         “You can’t force it,” I say. “You just need to listen.”

         
         I almost wince as I say it, knowing how insufficient it is. Sure enough, she snorts a laugh in response.

         
         “That’s assuming he’ll talk to me,” she says. “And trust me, he won’t.”

         
         She looks toward the tunnel like she’s about to suggest going back to the Rookery. My heart races. I need to offer her something
            more. I need to give her a reason to trust me.
         

         
         “Then send someone else,” I say. “If he won’t talk to you . . . maybe he’d talk to me.”

         
         It feels like a foolish suggestion, but she doesn’t react to it like it is. In fact she reacts like that’s what she was waiting
            for me to say from the start.
         

         
         “Maybe he would,” she says.

         
         

         Evelyn and I don’t go back to the Rookery. Instead we move through the grid of streets that surrounds the Rookery and then
            walk along a broken sidewalk to the nearest train station. Quincy, I tell myself, before I see the sign.
         

         
         We climb the stairs to the platform. The buildings are hemming us in on all sides. Despite the warm air, I shiver.

         
         “He’ll already be on when you board,” she says to me. “So don’t be alarmed.”

         
         “What’s his name?”

         
         She looks down at the tracks. “He goes by Four. Dauntless nickname.”

         
         Four. I wonder why a Dauntless boy would have a number for a name.
         

         
         “Thank you for your help,” she says.

         
         Thank me if it does any good, I think, but I nod, trying to look confident. I spot the train gliding along in the distance; the moonlight glints in its
            metal side as it moves. It churns and pounds closer, and I start jogging. I can feel it behind me, its heat and its energy,
            and I break into a sprint so I won’t run out of ground.
         

         
         I’m still not good at most of the things the factionless want me to learn, but at least now I know how to time my burst of
            speed. I grab the handle and pull myself in.
         

         
         The recruit is already on the train. I knew he would be, but somehow I was unprepared for . . . this.

         
         For him.

         
         He’s standing in moonlight, and that’s how I see his eyes. Blue, but not bright like morning—dark, like dreaming, sleeping,
            waiting.
         

         
         He’s the sentry who helped me at the Choosing Ceremony.

         
         I stare at him, suddenly tongue-tied, and the train turns, shuddering on its rails as it switches to the elevated track. I
            lose my balance, and he reaches out to steady me. His fingers wrap around my pale forearm. His knuckles are calloused.
         

         
         I get my feet under me and clear my throat.

         
         “Thanks,” I say.

         
         Just as he did at the Choosing Ceremony, he looks at me with a focus so absolute I’m not convinced he ever gets distracted
            by anything at all. It makes my skin prickle.
         

         
         There’s no recognition in his eyes, though. He must not remember me, and really, can I blame him? When he helped me to my
            feet at the Choosing Ceremony, I was just an Abnegation girl, identical to every other Abnegation girl. Just some Stiff.
         

         
         And now . . . I don’t know what I am, exactly.

         
         He’s wearing all black, but I don’t see any piercings, any tattoos, any signs of the ostentatious Dauntlessness that I’m expecting. There’s black ink on the back of his neck, creeping over the collar of his jacket, but just a hint of
            it.
         

         
         “I thought Evelyn was the one who requested this meeting,” he says, his voice low and clear.

         
         “She was. But she asked me to come instead.”

         
         “Oh, really?” His tone is sour. “And who the hell are you?”

         
         “Beatrice—” I say at first, out of habit. “Tris.”

         
         The recruit—Four—is already shaking his head.

         
         “No. Absolutely not.” He paces away from me. “She sent you here to talk me into something, and I’m not interested.”

         
         “She didn’t send me. I sent myself.”
         

         
         “I’m sure you did,” he says. “And I’m equally sure it was her idea, and she made you think it was yours.”

         
         I open my mouth to object, but I remember the way she looked at me when I suggested I go in her place. Like she was expecting
            it. He gives me a knowing look.
         

         
         “Like I said, she sent you. And I know exactly why, and—”

         
         “Why?”

         
         He snorts. “Because she—” He cuts himself off. “No. I’m not doing that, either.”

         
         “Doing what?”

         
         “This . . . thing where you play innocent to catch me off guard. Trust me, my guard is firmly in place.”
         

         
         I laugh a little. “Yeah, I can see that.”

         
         “There’s nothing you can say to me that she hasn’t already said,” he says. “So why don’t we just . . . not?”

         
         We’re between stations right now, but I bet if we weren’t he would throw himself off this train and I’d have to chase him
            down the street. Or maybe I wouldn’t bother. I don’t really care if some Dauntless sentry joins the factionless, do I? I’m
            just here to do Evelyn a favor, to earn her trust.
         

         
         Which means I have to at least try.

         
         “Let’s make a deal,” I say. “I’ll try to say something new, and you’ll listen. And if I don’t succeed, you’ll get off at the
            next stop.”
         

         
         “That gives you about twenty seconds.”

         
         My throat feels tight. I decide I have nothing to lose.

         
         I don’t know anything about this boy except what Evelyn told me: that his commitment to Dauntless is wavering, for whatever
            reason. And I know what that’s like—I know every inch of it. So I’ll just tell him about myself.
         

         
         “You chose the wrong faction, or you think you did,” I say. “You don’t quite fit no matter where you are. And the more you
            learn about the world, about this city, about all the things you were told, the more confused you feel about where to go,
            what to do.”
         

         
         The words spill out of me like I’ve been waiting to say them for weeks, and maybe I have. Maybe I was just waiting for the
            opportunity.
         

         
         “You think no one feels right anywhere, and they’re all just pretending.”

         
         He doesn’t object. I keep going.

         
         “Or you have to think that, because the alternative—that you’re the one who’s broken—is too much to bear.”

         
         The train slows as it approaches the next station.

         
         Four stands in the middle of the empty train car, his hands loose at his sides. He’s not holding on to anything, despite the
            sway of the train; his boots are planted and his body shifts this way and that, by fractions, to keep him steady. I don’t
            have trouble imagining him fighting off some factionless attacker on a patrol. He probably throws a great punch.
         

         
         The station comes and goes. Four doesn’t jump off.

         
         “Why did you join them?” he asks me, voice softer now.

         
         I tried to think of an answer to give for this question as I walked to the train station. I could tell him about Abnegation
            erasing memories just because it finds them inconvenient, or the choked feeling I got when I thought about a lifetime of holding my tongue, or even the instant regret I experienced
            when I added my blood to the stones. But I don’t.
         

         
         Instead I say something brand-new.

         
         “I was disappearing,” I say. “I realized I could do more good by leaving than by staying. And . . . I figured that if I’m
            going to feel this way, if I’m going to feel wrong all the time, it may as well mean something. It may as well do something.”
         

         
         Four nods. He walks over so he’s standing across from me, the gap of a doorway between us. I’m not bothered by standing so
            close to the edge anymore, no matter how the train tilts as it turns; it seems like he’s not bothered by it, either.
         

         
         “And you just . . . left everyone you care about behind?” he says. “Because that’s what she wants me to do.”

         
         I look out at the city. We’re high up, now, close to the entrance to Dauntless headquarters, though I’ve still never seen
            it. The marsh is behind us, and before us, the dark uneven shapes of buildings, the straight lines of cracked and broken streets,
            the arc of the fence that hems us all in.
         

         
         And beyond it . . . who knows?

         
         “I think caring about them doesn’t mean I owe them a version of myself that isn’t real,” I say.

         
         I rock back onto my heels, surprised by the force of that, by the truth of it. It’s not something I’ve ever articulated to
            myself before. The only person I really left behind was my father, but knowing that he’s out there, shamed by my absence,
            disappointed in me, maybe even pretending he doesn’t have a daughter anymore—it aches somewhere deep that I couldn’t reach
            to soothe, even if I knew how. But when I think about what I owe him in exchange for giving me life, I come up empty. I didn’t
            ask to be born. I never promised to stay the same as I used to be. No one can promise that anyway.
         

         
         “You really don’t know why she sent you?” Four asks, his voice lower now that he’s closer. He’s been staring at me, I realize,
            since I spoke last. Like he doesn’t know what to make of me, or like—like he’s bothered by what he sees, the way a person is bothered by a question they once knew the answer to but can’t now recall.
         

         
         I shake my head.

         
         “Because.” He laughs a little. “She took a guess, and she guessed right.”

         
         The train is slowing again. Four grabs the handle next to the door while I’m still too stunned to respond.

         
         “Tell her I’ll think about it,” he says to me, without looking back. Then he throws himself out of the train car, lands on
            light feet on the platform, and disappears from sight as the train turns.
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            Chapter 18
Four

         
         Today is Visiting Day.

         
         On Visiting Day, families—even families of different factions—can reunite and spend time together. The Pit is full of fathers
            hugging their daughters, and mothers embracing their sons, and siblings joking around with each other, and grandparents hiking
            up the steep path to the building above.
         

         
         In other words: It’s a nightmare.

         
         I’m happy to get away from it all, even if it’s only for an hour or so. I set out for a run right after sunrise, then board
            the train that’s heading west, toward the Amity compound.
         

         
         There’s never been much reason for me to go to Amity. Every quarter I have to go to the wall that surrounds our city to make
            sure the signal repeaters—which extend the reach of the Dauntless computer so we can project simulations outside the city’s
            boundaries—are up and running. But beyond that, the Amity greenhouses, shining in the sun, the neat rows of corn and wheat
            and soybeans, the herds of cud-chewing cows . . . they’re something I saw up close just once, as a child. I remember them
            like a dream.
         

         
         But I’m not going all the way there. I get off the train at the last stop before Amity, a lonely outpost overlooking an abandoned
            street. Trees have outgrown their boundaries here, their roots swelling beneath the broken sidewalk. Vines shroud the walls
            of crumbled buildings. Not even the factionless can live here.
         

         
         Evelyn is standing at the railing, looking down at the pond below us. If I had to guess, I’d say a fire hydrant malfunctioned
            here, but now it’s a whole ecosystem. Algae floats on the water’s surface. Frogs hop along the bank.
         

         
         Evelyn’s dressed like a Dauntless today, all in black, her thick hair in a braid. She straightens up when she sees me.

         
         “It’s Visiting Day,” she says, with the barest hint of a smile. Her eyes stay sad, though.

         
         I hate when people look at me like that.

         
         “Yeah,” I say. “Makes it easier to leave without anyone noticing.”

         
         “Right.” She looks away. “Tris told me you two had an interesting conversation.”

         
         “That’s what I wanted to talk to you about. I made my feelings about becoming factionless pretty clear, so you can stop sending
            your lackeys to talk me into defecting.”
         

         
         Evelyn frowns. “She wasn’t a ‘lackey.’ I thought you’d have some things in common with her, that’s all.”

         
         “No, you thought she’d make a good tool.”

         
         “I know you’re angry with me—”

         
         I snort. “ ‘Angry’?”

         
         “—but I’ve never given you a reason to believe I’m some kind of manipulative mastermind.”

         
         “You’ve given me reason to believe you’re a liar,” I say.

         
         She flinches like the word was a punch, and I almost—almost—feel bad about it. But I also meant it.
         

         
         She turns toward the pond, bracing her elbows on the railing. She’s wearing her mask again, blank and controlled.

         
         “So did you just invite me here to berate me?” she says. “Because if so, I have other things I would rather be doing.”

         
         “No.” I turn so we’re both facing the same direction—out, not looking at each other. There’s a rabbit hopping next to the
            pond. As I watch, it chews a blade of grass, its nose twitching.
         

         
         “I wanted to give you a chance to be honest with me, actually,” I say. “You must have some purpose in pursuing me. So you
            can either tell me what it is . . . or leave me alone. For good, this time.”
         

         
         “A big change is coming, and when it does, you don’t want to find yourself on the wrong side, with the wrong people around
            you.”
         

         
         “Well, the ‘right’ people were chanting ‘Death to factions’ at the Choosing Ceremony,” I say. “That’s the change you’re talking
            about, isn’t it? As far as I can tell, the factions are still in charge of everything.”
         

         
         I’m not looking at her, but I can feel the energy moving through her like electricity through a wire. With Evelyn there’s
            always a little too much going on beneath the surface. Like her body can’t quite contain it all.
         

         
         She says, “It’s not a distant dream. It’s imminent.”

         
         “And you think I should be enthusiastic about turning my back on my entire life in favor of this imminent dream?” I say. “The same one that got an innocent boy killed?”
         

         
         “That was unfortunate. But it only happened because a sentry shot first.”

         
         “Sentries are my people, you know,” I say. “I’ve got a Dauntless name and a Dauntless job and a whole Dauntless life. I’m not just going to
            leave it because of a vague pronouncement from you.”
         

         
         Her reaction is sudden: she slams the heel of her hand down on the railing and turns toward me. I’m a lot taller than her,
            and bigger, too, but I still back up.
         

         
         “I’m going to kill him, and that’s just the start,” she says. “Is that specific enough for you?”

         
         I don’t need her to say who “he” is. There’s only one of him. I keep my mind blank, I keep my body still. I’m going to kill him—that’s the stark truth I asked for, isn’t it? Only now that I’ve gotten it, I wish I hadn’t.
         

         
         “I see,” I say, and I would be proud of how flat I sound, how calm, if I was myself. But I feel all wrong, like I’m in some
            other person’s body, living some other person’s life. “And you thought I’d be okay with that?”
         

         
         “I thought you would accept it,” she says. “And you will, won’t you.”

         
         It’s not a question, and I don’t answer it. There’s no train coming, probably won’t be for another hour, but I can’t stay
            here any longer.
         

         
         “Goodbye, Evelyn,” I say.

         
         I’m walking away when she calls after me: “I could use your help with what comes after. If you change your mind, you can always
            find me at the Rookery.”
         

         
         The Rookery. Right. That’s her name for the decrepit building not far from Dauntless headquarters, with boarded-up windows
            and overgrown weeds in front of its entrance.
         

         
         That’s the glamorous factionless life she wants me to embrace.

         
         I keep walking.

         
         

         I go back to Dauntless headquarters. My plan is to stop by the shops to pick up a few things and then hide out in my room
            for the rest of the day. On my way down, I pass the families of my initiates: a tall Candor man who I’m guessing is searching
            for Al, the surprisingly normal-looking people who produced Peter as their spawn, and a years-younger version of Christina
            who seems desperate to look over the edge of the chasm.
         

         
         And then I run into Zeke and Uriah’s mother.

         
         Hana is her name. She’s small—both short and narrow—and more demure than most of the Dauntless I see on a daily basis. She’s
            wearing black, of course, but her clothes are tailored, her shirt collar pressed. Her hair is cut in a perfect line across
            her jaw.
         

         
         “Four,” she says to me. “My son told me you had to work today, and that’s why you wouldn’t be joining us for dinner.”

         
         “Yes, ma’am.” I almost wince at the “ma’am” that sneaks out of my mouth. Some habits are hard to break.

         
         Hana raises an eyebrow. “I know where you work, Four.”

         
         The initiates have Visiting Day off, which means I don’t need to teach them anything, and the simulation room isn’t exactly
            where anyone wants to go on a holiday. I should have told Zeke to come up with a better excuse. I’m not going to be good company.
         

         
         Hana just pats my arm and says, “I’ll see you at six, then.”

         
         

         Zeke has an apologetic look on his face when I show up on his mother’s doorstep six hours later, holding a loaf of bread wrapped
            in brown paper. He does grin at the bread, though.
         

         
         “How domestic of you,” he says. “Did you bake that yourself?”

         
         “It’s polite to bring a gift,” I reply. “And I didn’t bake it, no.”
         

         
         “But you could have, couldn’t you?”

         
         I glare at him. “I’m not answering that.”

         
         “Stop giving him a hard time and let him through the door, Ezekiel!” Hana calls out from the kitchen.

         
         I’ve been here before. Mostly when I’m with Zeke and he has to bring his mother something or pick up Uriah. I usually stay
            in the entryway, where the wall is plastered with pictures of Zeke, Uriah, Hana, and her late husband, pierced and tattooed
            and always smiling, just like Uriah. But sometimes Hana makes me stay for dinner. She always talks to me like she knows me,
            even though I do my best not to know anyone.
         

         
         This morning seems like a nightmare, the feeling of it lingering even though the memory of it has gone hazy. I’ve put it out
            of my mind. Just because Evelyn wants to do something doesn’t mean she will. Doesn’t mean she’ll be able to.
         

         
         Beyond the entryway is a bright, comfortable apartment. The walls are all red brick, the sofa in the living room sagging in
            the middle next to a bookshelf stuffed to the brim with worn volumes. There are plants on every available surface, and picking
            a careful path across the coffee table is a gray cat. That’s new.
         

         
         “Trouble, get off!” Zeke says, making a shooing motion with both hands. The cat looks up at him and meows.

         
         “You named a cat ‘Trouble’?”

         
         “He’s earned it.” Zeke grabs the bread from me and sets it on the counter next to his mother.

         
         She’s chopping raw meat—a rare thing even in Dauntless—with a huge knife. Uriah is stirring a pot of red sauce on the stove.
            His lip is split from yesterday’s fight against one of the other Dauntless-borns. Brett. Brody. I can’t remember.
         

         
         Zeke stands at the other counter, an onion in hand. He turns it stem up on the cutting board and holds the knife over it.

         
         “Stop,” I say. “Don’t mangle a perfectly good onion.”

         
         “I’m not going to mangle it.”
         

         
         “Yes you are.” I cringe. “Hand over the knife.”

         
         Zeke sets down the knife and backs away from the counter, his hands up like I’m about to arrest him. I stand at the cutting
            board and turn the onion. It’s been a few months since I’ve done this—I don’t bother with more than the necessities when I
            cook for myself—but it’s not something you forget.
         

         
         “No one is going to believe me when I tell them about this tomorrow,” Uriah says.

         
         “When you tell them that I’m extremely good with a knife?” I say, pointing it at him. “They absolutely will.”

         
         “Uriah, I believe I told you to carry Mrs. Davis’s laundry up to her so she doesn’t try to do it herself,” Hana says. “Ezekiel,
            set the table.”
         

         
         “Dinner’s not even close to ready.”

         
         “Then you have plenty of time to do it correctly.”

         
         Zeke and Uriah both disappear, and I concentrate on slicing the onion lengthwise, not enough to break it apart, not yet. For
            a few long seconds I’m listening to the chopping, and the bubbling of the pot on the stove, and the hiss of water as Hana
            rinses something in the sink, and it reminds me of home.
         

         
         And thinking about home makes my throat tighten.

         
         “So, tell me. How is Uriah doing, really?” Hana asks me.

         
         “He’s doing well,” I say, a little surprised. “Very. He didn’t tell you?”

         
         “I don’t mean his ranking. I mean—he’s getting along with everyone? He’s well-behaved?”

         
         I laugh. I don’t tell her that, at this point, if an initiate isn’t attacking his peers in the training room, I’m happy with
            their behavior.
         

         
         “Yes.” I run my finger across the flat of the knife to push the last bits of onion onto the board and then look over my shoulder
            at her. “You have nothing to worry about with Uriah.”
         

         
         “And you? How are you doing?”

         
         I offer her the cutting board. She nods toward the pot. “In there, please.”

         
         I add the onions to the pot in batches, and then stir them into the sauce. The smell of it is strong—complicated. Nothing
            I’ve eaten before. My mouth waters, and I almost forget what she asked me.
         

         
         “Ezekiel tells me you spend a lot of time in your fear simulations,” she says.

         
         I keep stirring.

         
         “You must understand,” she says. “I think everyone needs someone to worry about them.”

         
         The and you don’t seem to have anyone goes unsaid. I set the spoon to the side.
         

         
         “This particular initiate class has been stressful,” I say to her. “And I’ve always had a peculiar way of dealing with stress.
            I guess.”
         

         
         Hana tucks her hair behind one ear. She’s wearing earrings that I recognize from the photographs in the entryway—her late
            husband’s old pair. I wonder, for a moment, what they must have been like together. Did they fight? Did they make jokes? Both?
         

         
         “You’re very disciplined,” she says. “That’s not a bad thing. But be careful that you don’t use discipline to punish yourself.
            So to speak.”
         

         
         I think, suddenly, of her. I’ve thought about her a lot in the past few days, Beatrice, a Stiff name for a factionless girl—or rather, I’ve thought about what she said to me. You don’t quite fit no matter where you are. Even in Dauntless, even with as good as I am at all the things they told me to be good at, I’m still not quite right, am I?
            The alternative—that you’re the one who’s broken—is too much to bear.

         
         She was talking about herself, I think. She had the singular wisdom of someone who’d already lost everything they were most
            afraid to lose.
         

         
         But she was talking about me, too. And her words haunt me.

         
         Caring about them doesn’t mean I owe them a version of myself that isn’t real.

         
         I focus on Hana. Hana, who’s just trying to tell me not to hurt myself, in one way or another. I clear my throat. “Yes, ma’am.”

         
         She smiles. “If you call me that again, I’ll feel so old that I’ll shrivel into a raisin.”

         
         Then she grabs a garlic clove from the counter and raises her eyebrows at me.

         
         I take it from her and return to the cutting board.
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            Chapter 19
Four

         
         I don’t leave Zeke’s house until late that night, because Zeke insisted on teaching me how to play poker, and he and Uriah
            won every last bean I was using as currency. I decide to take a shortcut through the Pit on my way home, since it’s likely
            to be emptier than the streets around the Dauntless compound on Visiting Day.
         

         
         I’m creeping along the Pit path, sticking to the shadows, when I hear a scream.

         
         I’m running toward it before I even really register it. There’s only one place it could be coming from in this part of the
            Pit: the initiate barracks.
         

         
         We posted the rankings earlier, with the first cut coming in a few days. I should have known something bad would happen. I
            should have stayed close, kept my eye on them—
         

         
         I shove the door to the barracks open with my shoulder. The light from the emergency lamp at my back spills into the room.
            At the edge of it is someone writhing on the ground, their screams now more like sobs. Bright red blood is splattered on the
            ground beneath them.
         

         
         They take shape. Long legs, bare brown arms, hair in braids. Christina. She’s on her back, her hands clutching at her face.
            And sticking out of her eye, silver-bright, is the handle of a butter knife.
         

         
         My heart racing, I rush toward her, then slide to my knees beside her, and touch her shoulder. She screeches and flinches
            away from me.
         

         
         “It’s me; it’s Four,” I say.

         
         “Get it out,” she moans. “Get it out!”

         
         “I can’t do that.” I grab her wrists when her hands creep closer to her eye. I keep my grip as gentle as I can and pull her
            fingers away from her head. “Listen.” I’m the one who needs to calm down; I need to breathe. “Please listen to me.”
         

         
         Her uninjured eye fixes on mine, tear-filled. There are other initiates all around us; I can feel them, but I don’t look away.
            There’s blood spilling down the left side of her head, but the knife is holding some of it back. It turns my stomach. I keep
            my face as neutral as possible.
         

         
         “You have to leave it,” I say.

         
         “No, no,” she says, through a sob. “I can’t, I need it out—”
         

         
         “I know, I know.” I squeeze her wrists again. “And we’ll get it out, but we have to get you to the hospital first. I’m gonna
            go with you. Okay?”
         

         
         If I had any doubts about Christina’s Dauntless aptitude before now, they’re disappearing by the second, because she only
            sobs for a few more seconds before she sucks in a breath and says, “Okay.”
         

         
         “Lynn!” I call out.

         
         “Here,” she replies, from somewhere on my right. She steps out of the darkness. She’s wearing an oversized black T-shirt,
            and her legs are bare. She looks pale but steady enough.
         

         
         “Go get Shauna,” I say. “Put on some shoes first. Al—”

         
         I look around and spot him on the far wall, his hands curled into his chest like a rat’s, his face wet with tears.

         
         “Never mind,” I say. “Will?”

         
         Will is standing near the door, his hair piled on one side of his head, looking dazed. “Want me to tell Eric?”

         
         I shake my head. “Max.”

         
         The last thing I want to do is invite Eric into this room with the girl who’s trembling from head to toe, lying in a pool
            of her own blood. I realize I’m holding on like she’s still trying to yank the knife out of her head, and I relax my fingers.
            I’m surprised when she grabs my hand, locking our thumbs together. She may be shaking, but her grip is still strong.
         

         
         I’d call this a nightmare, but even my nightmares aren’t like this, copper-and-sweat-scented, hard stone under my knees, crying
            girl gone silent as she resigns herself to not moving. And somewhere, lurking in the dark in front of me, is the person who
            did this to her, like a snake that’s slithered back into its burrow.
         

         
         Shauna is only half dressed when she sprints into the room, Lynn close at her heels. She stands at Christina’s head and looks
            down, scanning for—well, I don’t know. I don’t know what a paramedic sees in this horror that I don’t.
         

         
         “I called for an ambulance; they should be waiting outside by the time we get out there,” she says. “Think you can pick her
            up? I’ll hold her head steady.”
         

         
         Christina’s tall, for a girl, but I’m pretty sure I could pick up Al if it meant not having to ask someone who just got stabbed in the eye to move on their own. I nod, and Shauna touches the
            top of Christina’s head.
         

         
         “Hi, I’m Shauna, I’m a paramedic, and I’m going to get you to a hospital,” she says. “Four will carry you, and I’ll make sure
            your head doesn’t move an inch. Okay?”
         

         
         I try not to jostle her as I slide my arms under her legs and then her shoulders. I stand, with some difficulty, and remember—

         
         “Uri,” I say.

         
         “Here.” Uriah materializes a few feet in front of me. For once, he’s not smiling.

         
         “Don’t let anyone leave until Max hears what happened,” I say.

         
         I scan the crowd of initiates in front of me. There’s Myra, huddled close to Edward. Al, cowering off to the side. A handful
            of Dauntless-born initiates whose names I haven’t had to learn. And in the back of the room, arms crossed and face shadowed,
            is Peter.
         

         
         

         Hours later I turn on the faucet in the hospital bathroom and stick my head under it.

         
         Cold water spills over my short hair. It curls over my ears and dribbles into my mouth.

         
         It’s morning. A few hours ago, the doctor—a hard-voiced Erudite woman—told Christina they couldn’t save her eye, but they’d
            attached an implant to her eye muscles and stitched her eyelid closed. Christina’s reaction was stoic. Unsettling, actually,
            but I’m not exactly a paragon of mental health myself.
         

         
         I let the water run for a few seconds, then turn off the faucet without moving. I stay hunched there, water dripping from
            my head, until it hurts my back.
         

         
         When I straighten, my shirt’s a little wet, but I feel better, my head clearer. I go back into the hallway, where a few doctors
            and nurses rush past, on their way to the next emergency. They wear all colors, since the hospital is one of the only places
            in the city where all the factions intermingle.
         

         
         I step to the side as they hurry past me, then walk back to the room where they put Christina.

         
         She’s lying in the bed, her head wrapped in white bandages and a blanket across her legs. And standing at the foot of it is
            Eric.
         

         
         “What are you doing here?” I say.

         
         “I think the answer to that is obvious,” Eric says. “I’m here to offer my sympathies.”

         
         “She’s not dead.”

         
         “What she is . . . is unable to continue in Dauntless initiation.” His voice is gentle, like he’s talking to a child after
            a bad dream. I take a deep breath to keep from punching him in his metal-studded mouth.
         

         
         “There’s no reason why she can’t continue,” I say. “She’ll just have to skip the arena fights while she recovers, and move
            on to the next phase.”
         

         
         “If she forfeits her last match, she’ll be ranked below the cut line,” Eric says, again in that patient, gentle tone.

         
         “I don’t give a damn about your stupid cut line—”

         
         “Four.” Christina’s voice is rough, but loud enough to cut me off mid-sentence. “Stop.”

         
         I look back at her. She’s staring at the opposite wall, her gaze distant. Someone cleaned the blood off her face, at least.
            Her complexion is ashen.
         

         
         “I don’t want to be Dauntless anymore,” she says. “So there’s no point in fighting with him. If you want to help, you can
            get him the hell out of here.”
         

         
         I swallow hard. She looks so much smaller in that bed, tucked under blankets, hooked up to the monitors. She looks exactly
            as young as she is—as we all are. Too young to have your whole life fall apart around you because of a bully. Too young to
            have completely lost faith in the system that you’ve been a part of your whole life.
         

         
         Eric’s black hair is stuck to the back of his neck, limp and sweaty in its ponytail. He stares at me like it’s a dare. Dare you to keep fighting with me. Dare you to get yourself sacked as initiation instructor.

         
         “You heard her,” I say. “She’d like you to leave, and since you’re no longer her faction leader, I suggest you listen to her.”

         
         “Of course.” Eric smiles, the holes in his lower lip stretching wide around their piercings. “I assume you’re going to report
            to your job sometime today?”
         

         
         “I’m sick. I’ll probably feel better by the afternoon.”

         
         “See that you do.”

         
         Then he’s walking out of the room, his boots squeaking on the tile. I wait for a few seconds and then turn back to her.

         
         “Do you think . . .” Her voice is weak, now. “Do you think my parents would take me in for a little while? Just until I’m . . .
            better? I know it’s against the rules and they could get in trouble, but . . .” Her voice breaks. “I don’t know where else
            to go.”
         

         
         “I’m sure they would,” I say. “But if you’d rather not put them in that position, I know a place you can go.”

         
         I may not be eager to join the factionless, but I’m not going to withhold help from Christina. And Evelyn will make sure Christina
            is safe if I ask her to, even if it’s just to manipulate me.
         

         
         Christina wipes her eye with the heel of her hand. “You do?”

         
         “I have friends, you know,” I say, trying for a lighter tone. “Does that surprise you?”

         
         “Yeah, actually. You seem like someone who spends a lot of time alone.”

         
         “And what do I do alone, in your imagination? Whittle?”

         
         She smiles, and I take it as a good sign.

         
         

         I’m pretty sure it’s against the rules for me to know the location of a factionless safe house, but Evelyn didn’t seem to
            care when she was telling me how to get in touch with her, so I try not to think about it as I cross a street in the abandoned
            district with Christina at my side.
         

         
         Shauna drove us here in the ambulance—also against the rules, but I wasn’t going to let Christina walk all the way to the
            safe house with a bandaged head, all doped up on painkillers. Said painkillers are in a bag at her side, rattling with every
            step she takes, along with spare bandages and a little bottle of antibiotics, freshly printed by the hospital’s medicine machine.
            Shauna also brought her some clean clothes. She didn’t have much else to take with her.
         

         
         “I don’t know,” Christina says. “It looks abandoned, doesn’t it?”

         
         “That’s their whole thing.” I step over the weeds to remove the board covering the window, then I offer Christina my hand
            to steady herself as she climbs in. I replace the board behind me once I’m through.
         

         
         It’s a long stretch of dark in front of us, but there’s a light somewhere up ahead. I move toward it.

         
         Christina follows me in, a little unsteady on her feet. I feel my way along with one hand on the wall, and she walks in my
            wake. When we reach the end of the hallway, we both stop and stare.
         

         
         We’re standing in a grand, bright room, so at odds with the dark stone facade that I wonder if I’ve passed through a portal
            to another world. The ceiling is vaulted glass arranged in delicate geometric patterns; the floors are pale, polished tile.
            And it’s full of people, some eating at little tables, some milling around the edges.
         

         
         I don’t really know what to do now that I’m here. I didn’t realize this place would be so big, so bright, or so full of people.
            I hesitate, and in my moment of hesitation, the factionless start to notice us.
         

         
         At first they just stare, and then two people charge at us from two different directions. I step in front of Christina just
            in time for a black-haired factionless girl—no older than me, surely—to put a gun to my head.
         

         
         I freeze, my mouth going dry. I can tell by the make that the gun is loaded with nonlethal rounds—needles, we call them—but
            those are still painful and I’m not eager to get shot with one, especially not in the skull. I feel a harsh breath against the back of my neck as
            Christina ducks behind me. She just got attacked; she shouldn’t have to deal with this right now. I should have come in alone,
            first.
         

         
         “State your business,” the girl says.

         
         Her hold on the weapon is loose and lacking conviction. If it was one of the lethal ones that the Dauntless wall guards carry,
            I wouldn’t do anything—I’m not stupid. But this is a needle gun, and I don’t like to be threatened.
         

         
         I’m raising my hands to show I’m not armed, and then one hand is on her wrist and the other is on the weapon. I twist her
            wrist hard enough that she has to let go of the gun—which I grab, and flip around so I have it trained on her instead.
         

         
         Everyone in the room goes still.

         
         “Don’t get so close to the person you’re aiming at,” I say. “Just makes it easier to do that.”
         

         
         I turn the gun around again, and offer it to her. She eyes it suspiciously.

         
         Then I see Tris standing across the room. She looks different today than she did in the dark of the train. Smaller, surrounded
            by so many people who are taller than she is, but my eye still goes right to her.
         

         
         “Do you want me to go get Evelyn?” she asks, her voice carrying easily across the silent room.

         
         “Yeah,” I reply. “That would be helpful.”
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            Chapter 20
Tris

         
         Four was striking on the train, in the dark, by the light of the moon. In the bright light of the Rookery he’s . . . intimidating.
            Tall and broad-shouldered with an intense look about him, like all he sees are problems he’s determined to solve. He didn’t
            even flinch when Jove held a gun to his head.
         

         
         And then he just took it from her.
         

         
         I’m still a little dazed, replaying that moment in my mind. I didn’t know he could move like that, deadly quick and so sure
            of himself.
         

         
         Evelyn was in the Mender’s workshop, letting Mae show her the fort she’d made out of clothing racks—a rare show of warmth
            for her. Now she’s back to the way she always is, descending the grand steps of the Rookery’s lobby to speak to our guests.
         

         
         I follow her, more out of curiosity than anything.

         
         “I’ll take it from here, Jove, thanks,” Evelyn says to Jove, though her eyes are on Four.

         
         Jove—now armed again—steps away. I can feel people at my back, watching, waiting for whatever will come.

         
         “Hello,” Evelyn replies, quietly. “It’s good to see you. And so soon.”

         
         There’s something uneasy in her voice that I’ve never heard there before. Evelyn the hard-edged factionless strategist, yielding
            to a different Evelyn entirely. But it only makes Four set his jaw.
         

         
         “This is Christina.” He nods to the girl next to him. “You told me, once, that this place was a safe haven. I hope that was
            true.”
         

         
         I look Christina over, trying to figure out what the relationship between them is. She’s tall, athletic, and pretty, even
            with her head bandaged. She’s dressed in Dauntless clothes, but she doesn’t look that old. An initiate, maybe.
         

         
         “Of course it’s true,” Evelyn says. “Though I admit I didn’t expect you to walk right in our front door without knocking.”

         
         “Ah, well,” Four says. “Life takes all kinds of unexpected turns, doesn’t it?”

         
         The air feels suddenly tense, like the moment before it starts to rain, or the last second of unsteadiness before a building
            collapses. I’m aware that I shouldn’t be here anymore—I got Evelyn, I helped defuse the situation, and now I should disappear.
            But moving now would only call attention to me, so I stay as still as possible.
         

         
         Evelyn stares at him for a few interminable seconds, and then turns to Christina.

         
         “The story of how you ended up here is your own to tell, if and when you want to tell it,” Evelyn says to her. “But this is
            a place that rejects the faction system that sustains itself with inequality. If that’s an idea you can agree to explore,
            and if you can agree to a few basic rules, you are welcome to stay here. Tris?”
         

         
         I jerk to attention. “Um . . . yes?”

         
         “Tell her the rules,” she says.

         
         “Oh.” The last thing I want to do is recite what Rory told me when I got here like a trained bird. But it’s important that
            I prove my loyalty to the factionless—to Evelyn. “Um—the first rule is, don’t get caught. The second is, do something useful.
            And the third is . . . no factions.”
         

         
         Christina’s eye finds mine. I try to give her a reassuring smile, but I’m not sure it works.

         
         “So?” Evelyn asks Christina.

         
         “Sure,” Christina says. “Doesn’t sound that complicated.”

         
         “Wonderful.” Evelyn smiles, but her smile doesn’t reach her eyes. “Jove will get you set up with a place to sleep and some
            basic necessities. And unless you’re planning on staying—” She directs this comment at Four. “I’ll have Tris walk you out.”
         

         
         “I don’t need a babysitter,” he says. “Least of all one who’s an obvious attempt to manipulate me.”

         
         “I need someone to ensure that you exit this area without giving away our position,” Evelyn says. “And if I believed you could
            have a civil conversation with me, I would walk you out myself. But since that doesn’t seem to be possible for us . . .” She
            shrugs. “I’ll settle for sending you out with my lackey, as you called her.”
         

         
         He has no reason to think I’m anything but Evelyn’s “lackey,” but it still stings a little, hearing that he sees me that way. I know there’s not much to see when people
            look at me, just some factionless girl with the remnants of Abnegation clinging to me like dew. But I keep hoping that one
            day, there’ll be more.
         

         
         I could be imagining it, but I think I see regret flicker across his face, like a shifting candle flame. Evelyn nods and starts
            to walk away. After a few paces, though, she turns back.
         

         
         “You’re always welcome here,” she says to him. “Whether you knock or not.”

         
         

         I watch Four and Christina say goodbye from a few paces away, still unsure of the relationship between them. She offers him
            a smile that he doesn’t return. He asks her if she’s going to be all right, and she nods. At the last second before he turns
            away, she throws her arms around him.
         

         
         “Thank you, Four,” she says.

         
         Then it’s just him and me, again. Evelyn’s recruit and Evelyn’s lackey.

         
         We descend the steps that lead to the tunnel between buildings, and I think we might make this journey in complete silence,
            except for the echo of our footsteps. And then he speaks.
         

         
         “How’d you become Evelyn’s favorite tin soldier so quickly? Didn’t you just defect?”

         
         I scowl, even though he can’t see it.

         
         “I know the rules,” I say. “There are only three; it’s not that hard.”

         
         “You all look at her like she’s some kind of hero.”

         
         I want to argue with him. Tell him he has no idea how I see her; that I’m not some starry-eyed factionless child who can’t
            see what’s going on right in front of her. I’m the one Evelyn pointed a gun at outside the Choosing Ceremony, after all. I’m
            the one who’s here to find out what Evelyn and her factionless radicals are plotting.
         

         
         But I hold my tongue. I need to earn her trust, not his respect. If that gives him a low opinion of me, well, that’s too bad.

         
         “If one of us is a ‘tin soldier,’ it’s you,” I say, to change the subject. “Aren’t you a sentry?”

         
         He laughs a little. It’s disconcerting not being able to see his face. “Why do you think that?”

         
         The memory of the Choosing Ceremony tugs at me again. His hand was on my arm. He pulled me up. What was he wearing? I thought
            it was a sentry uniform, but he might have just been in black. All I remember are his eyes. Such a strange color.
         

         
         I don’t want to tell him we’ve met before. It feels too intimate, somehow, to admit that he saved me from getting trampled,
            but I’m too plain-faced for him to remember.
         

         
         So I say, “Half your jobs involve patrolling this city or its wall with a weapon in hand.”

         
         But there are other kinds of Dauntless. He seems capable, in every sense of the word. Steady on his feet and not easily rattled.
            He could be a paramedic, maybe.
         

         
         “I’m an initiation instructor,” he says, “and a simulation technician.”

         
         A teacher. I swallow a laugh. Not because it’s so unbelievable, but because if I’d chosen what I should have . . . he would
            have been my teacher.
         

         
         Something brushes my knuckles—his fingers, slipping across mine in the dark as our hands swing in opposite directions. I pull
            away automatically. My face heats, and I’m glad he can’t see me, this time.
         

         
         “A simulation technician?” I ask.

         
         “Every Dauntless member is required to do two fear simulations a year. Most of them schedule a few practice sessions before
            they’re tested. I’m the one who administers them.”
         

         
         “And fear simulations . . . they’re what they sound like?”

         
         “A simulated encounter with your deepest fears made literal? Yes. They’re what they sound like.” He pauses. “Nightmarish,
            I guess.”
         

         
         Daylight from the tunnel’s entrance is starting to filter in. I can see his straight, dark eyebrows and the corner of his
            jaw.
         

         
         “Not really,” I say. “I’d like to know what I’m really afraid of. I’d rather look it in the eye.”

         
         He looks down at me, a little crease in his brow.

         
         “You make it sound so easy,” he says. “I wonder how you’d feel about it if you experienced it for yourself.”

         
         There’s no way I can just wander into the Dauntless compound in search of a fear simulation, but for a second, it feels like
            he might want me to. Even if it’s just to watch me fail.
         

         
         He clears his throat.

         
         “So I’m not a soldier,” he says. “And I’m not some mindless Dauntless bootlicker, either, the way you seem to think.”

         
         “Well, consider that you might be as wrong about me as I am about you.”

         
         “Tell me how, then.” We’re in the building next to the Rookery, not far from the alley exit. He turns toward me and folds
            his arms across his chest. I notice the fabric of his shirt pulling tight around his muscles; I force myself to look away.
         

         
         “Evelyn is the one who brought me to the Rookery. She helped me, and I wanted to return the favor,” I say. “She asked me to
            make sure you knew there was another option, if you weren’t happy where you were.”
         

         
         “Oh, is that all?” He raises his eyebrows.

         
         “What is it between you two?” I say. “You seem to hate her. You seem to know her—”
         

         
         I cut myself off suddenly, as I think about the two of them standing side by side. Their jaws set, their brows furrowed. And
            I feel stupid—so, so stupid—for not seeing it before.
         

         
         “You’re Tobias,” I say. “You’re Tobias Eaton.”

         
         No wonder there’s so much tension between him and Evelyn. She let him think she was dead.

         
         For years.
         

         
         He steps closer, and suddenly he’s all I can see. Him, and the tension in his shoulders, and the bursting of his breath, the
            anger fast and sudden.
         

         
         “Don’t call me that,” he says.

         
         I make myself look into his eyes.

         
         “My last name is Prior,” I say.

         
         He looks stricken. It’s clear he forgot I was there, a family friend, in his childhood home, leaving a flower on his table in sympathy, sitting with my hands in my lap in front
            of a grieving Marcus Eaton; there, when his mother supposedly died.
         

         
         “You . . . are even more of a manipulation than I thought,” he says unsteadily. “But fine. You know where I’m from, and you
            think that’s enough. Well, that’s nothing, Beatrice.” He lowers his voice. “And you don’t know Evelyn. If you did, you might not be so eager to align yourself with her.”
         

         
         “So tell me what I should know.”

         
         My breath catches as I think maybe—maybe I’m about to find out what the factionless are planning from a source I never anticipated.

         
         He shakes his head and shoves his way through the door to the alley. I follow him outside, where the air is cooler. Then,
            before I reach the end of the alley, I hear the crunch of boots on gravel, and I move on instinct, bringing a hand up to his
            chest and pushing him back against the building. He feels as solid as a wall under my palm.
         

         
         “What—”

         
         I touch my finger to my lips, and he goes quiet. I hear voices echoing up ahead. They have to be Dauntless patrols—no factionless
            would ever be this loud outside of a safe house.
         

         
         “Gotta be somewhere around here! I keep seeing them on—”

         
         “Pretty sure I saw a light over here—”

         
         I look up at Tobias. He’s looking down at my hand, which is still on him, my fingers curled into his shirt, just a little.
            I yank it back but don’t move away, in case I have to stop him from giving us away again. I watch his body shift as he breathes,
            and listen for the footsteps.
         

         
         I hear them getting quieter and quieter, running away from us, not toward us, the voices disappearing.

         
         “You’d better go,” I say.

         
         “Yeah.”

         
         “I’ll look out for her,” I say. “Your friend. Christina.”

         
         “Thanks,” he says, and he walks out of the alley. With a glance over his shoulder, he’s gone.
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            Chapter 21
Tris

         
         Factionless self-defense lessons are held every afternoon, right before dinner, in a lightless room on one of the Rookery’s
            upper floors. Unlike the morning runs and the field trips, they’re optional.
         

         
         I’ve watched people train before, running in circles to warm up, then going over technique, sparring with each other, doing
            exercises to build up their strength, stretching. I wasn’t allowed to start until I could get on and off a train with some
            reliability, so today is my first day.
         

         
         I put on some clothes the Mender gave me, soft and loose and easy to move in, and lace up my boots. My hair is pulled back
            but not pinned tight to my head; I stopped that when I stopped dressing like an Abnegation girl. I can feel it swinging back
            and forth as I walk, the ponytail brushing the nape of my neck.
         

         
         What few windows there were in the training room are boarded up now, but the sun still glows behind them like they’re on fire.
            Gretchen gives me a look when I join Colin and Rory at the back of the group but doesn’t say anything.
         

         
         Thanks to the mandatory daily runs I’ve been going on, the warm-up isn’t difficult, though I have to listen to Colin and Rory
            bicker the whole time. Then we gather around to watch a demonstration on how to break out of a rear choke hold—chin down, grab arm, step forward, throw.

         
         I realize right away that I’m not going to be able to do it. We split off into groups to practice, and I give Colin an uneasy
            look.
         

         
         “I can’t throw you,” I say.
         

         
         Colin isn’t that tall, for a boy, but he’s still a lot taller than I am. And Rory towers over us both.

         
         “Yeah,” he says. “Yesterday was all about groin kicks, that would have been better for you.” He winces a little. “Wasn’t fun
            for me, though.”
         

         
         “Little spy!” Gretchen calls out. She beckons to me. “Come here.”

         
         Gretchen leads me away from the group, closer to one of the windows. I can feel the heat from outside emanating from the wood
            boards that seal us off from the world. Gretchen is taller than I am—as tall as Rory, maybe—and sturdier, her hair dark and
            her cheeks perpetually pink. She crosses her arms and looks down at me.
         

         
         “It’s Tris, right?” she asks, and I nod. “What are you hoping to get out of this, Tris?”

         
         She’s giving me a critical look, one eyebrow raised. I remember the way Colin reacted to me wanting to try for the Foxes:
            with immediate doubt. Calling me small and weak.
         

         
         “Listen, you’re welcome to join us for conditioning and strength training, but I don’t want to waste your time,” she says.
            “There are some things skill just can’t overcome. If I go up against an opponent who’s a lot bigger than I am, even if they’re
            a lot worse than I am, do you know what I’m gonna do?”
         

         
         I shake my head.

         
         “Run,” she says, her eyes intent on mine. “Your best bet is to be as quick as possible.”
         

         
         “But,” I say, “you can’t always run, can you? What if you get cornered?”

         
         “Then you scream as loud as you can,” Gretchen says. “But overall, your goal should be to not get cornered. Be quick, be evasive,
            don’t get into a position where you have to fight someone who’s bigger than you, because Tris . . . everyone is bigger than
            you.”
         

         
         Anger burns in my cheeks, in my chest.

         
         “So you think, in a crisis, I should either run like a coward or scream for help,” I say. “On the off chance that someone
            bigger and stronger than me is around. Those are my only options.”
         

         
         “The goal is survival,” Gretchen says. “This isn’t Dauntless; we don’t care about flashy displays of technique here. You want
            to be a Fox, find some other useful skill to practice, to make up for your lack in this area. But otherwise . . . don’t waste
            your time with this stuff.”
         

         
         Tears prick at my eyes. I’ve never been one to cry when I’m sad, but I always cry when I’m angry. It’s like anger is this
            force of nature inside me, and it demands release. And since all anyone has ever told me to do is control myself, I guess
            the only release possible is through tears.
         

         
         I blink them back. Gretchen puts a hand on my shoulder.

         
         “I’m not trying to hurt your feelings,” she says. “There’s a lot of ways to be useful here. It’s like a body—not everything’s
            an arm or a leg. Every part does its job. Every part is important.”
         

         
         Yeah, I think. But I’m pretty sure you’d rather lose a finger than an arm.

         
         “My feelings aren’t hurt,” I say coldly. “I just don’t agree with you.”
         

         
         Gretchen takes her hand away. She shrugs.

         
         “Do what you want. But I don’t have a lot of time to spend here, so.”

         
         She doesn’t finish her sentence, but I know what she’s not saying. She doesn’t have a lot of time to spend here—so she’s going
            to spend it on people she actually believes in.
         

         
         She walks away, and I stand there, stung. I can feel other people’s eyes on me, Rory and Colin among them. It would be humiliating
            to return to the exercise after what Gretchen just said; it would be just as humiliating to walk out of here, dismissed as
            a waste of time.
         

         
         I suck in a breath and walk back to Rory and Colin.

         
         “You all right?” Rory asks me.

         
         “Yeah, I just forgot about something I need to do,” I say. “See you later.”

         
         “Tris—”

         
         But I’m already walking out of the practice space and around the corner to the stairs. There are people in the stairwell doing
            a map study, the map pressed to the windows, all of them gathered around it. Closer to the lobby, Mae is jumping rope with
            an old cable on one of the landings. She recites a rhyme under her breath as she does it, probably something she learned in
            Candor.
         

         
         I go down to the dormitory. There are a few of them in the Rookery, though calling them “dormitories” feels more formal than
            what they are, which is clusters of mattresses, each one on a low platform, with a little crate next to it for all our things.
            The corner of the room that I share with Colin, Rory, and Miles is empty at this hour, with Miles off learning how to tend
            the apiary and Colin and Rory at the self-defense lesson.
         

         
         I can’t hold my tears back any longer. A sob breaks in my chest, and I let it. It’s not what Gretchen said so much as what
            it meant—that there’s a misalignment of what I want and what I am. That maybe I should resign myself to a lifetime of quiet
            pursuits that I hate, just because I’m decent at them. I felt trapped in Abnegation, and now I feel trapped again, this time
            by something that I can’t defect from: my body and its limitations.
         

         
         I sit down on the end of my bed and put my head in my hands.

         
         “You okay?” The voice comes from the other side of the small, windowless room. Christina’s bed is right across from mine.
            She’s sitting up, her legs covered in blankets, the bandage askew on her head. By the time I got back from walking Four out
            of here, she was already asleep, and no wonder—she just got out of the hospital.
         

         
         “Yeah,” I say, dragging the heels of my hands across my cheeks. “Yeah, I’m fine. Sorry if I woke you.”

         
         “I don’t believe you,” Christina says, her voice low and amused. “About being fine, I mean. And it’s cool—I’m not fine, either.”

         
         She gestures to the bandage.

         
         “Here, I’ll go first,” she says. “This other initiate, this guy Peter—he’s been targeting me for weeks. I’m pretty sure it’s
            because his girlfriend, Molly, was close to the bottom of the rankings, and he had to knock other people out to keep her in.
            Or because he’s just a sadistic asshole; hard to say.” Her lips purse like she just tasted something sour. She goes on: “Anyway,
            she hit the very bottom yesterday, which meant she’d be kicked out today. So I should have known something was coming. Last
            night he grabbed me while I was sleeping. He’d sharpened one of the butter knives from the cafeteria, and I don’t know what
            his original plan for it was.”
         

         
         I stare at her, horrified.

         
         “I tried to fight him off, but . . . he was too strong,” Christina says. “He stabbed it, and it went right here.” She taps
            the bandage that covers her eye, gently, with a fingertip. “So now . . .” Her voice breaks, but she keeps talking. “Now I’m
            down an eye. And instead of thinking about the practical stuff, like how I’m going to have bad depth perception, or how I’m
            going to have to learn to turn my head a lot, or whatever, all I can think is . . .”
         

         
         She laughs through a sob.

         
         “That I’m going to be ugly,” she says, in a small voice. “Isn’t that stupid? Of all the things to be focused on.”

         
         “It’s not stupid,” I say.

         
         “It’s a little stupid.”

         
         “It’s not, though.” I frown at her. “You know what I think?”

         
         She wipes her cheek, and looks at me, waiting.

         
         “I think it’s not about being pretty,” I say. “It’s about not having the life you thought you would. Not being the person
            you thought you would be.” I chew on my lip. “But you’re still pretty.”
         

         
         Christina snorts. “I’m the one-eyed girl. I’m always going to be the one-eyed girl.”

         
         “No, you’re going to be the girl with the eye patch, and who knows what’s under it or how she got it?” I say. “A girl with
            a story. A girl who’s got . . . grit.”
         

         
         “Grit.” She seems to turn that over in her mind. “All right.”

         
         We’re both quiet for a little while. All I can think is that what I said to her applies to me, too. I lost the life I thought
            I’d have. I lost the version of me that I thought could exist, that day at the Choosing Ceremony. And more than that . . .
            the factions were supposed to be the scaffolding of my life, sturdy and strong even if the people inside them weren’t. And
            the day my father tried to erase my memory, I realized that scaffolding was weaker than I thought.
         

         
         And now I’m here. Trying to uncover a plot to destroy even the scraps of order we have.

         
         “What about you?” Christina asks.

         
         “Oh, it’s really nothing,” I say. “The self-defense teacher just told me she’s not going to bother teaching me because I’m
            too small.”
         

         
         “What?” Christina sits up straight. “Are you kidding?”

         
         I shake my head.

         
         “We had a couple girls around your size in initiation,” Christina says. “You know what Four did with them?”

         
         Four, I think. I still wonder what that nickname means. “No, what?”
         

         
         “He taught them how to defend themselves,” she says. “And gave them some pointers on fighting people who are bigger than them.”
         

         
         I feel something like hope flicker in my chest. “Really?”

         
         “Duh,” she says.

         
         “And they were . . . okay at it?”

         
         “I’m not going to pretend it’s not a huge disadvantage, because it is,” Christina says. “But listen, if someone tries to hurt
            you, they’re not going to be expecting someone like you to fight back. You have surprise on your side. And surprise can mean
            the difference between getting away from someone and not quite managing to.”
         

         
         She gestures toward her eye again, listlessly.

         
         “I’m not an expert,” she says. “But I can teach you what I know, if you want.”

         
         “Yeah,” I say, and that little flicker of hope turns into a steady flame. “Yeah, I’d like that.”
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            Chapter 22
Tris

         
         I’m not sure when, exactly, my mission to become a Fox becomes Christina’s mission, too. She doesn’t join me for runs—she’s
            not supposed to, with her eye still healing—but she starts memorizing maps, challenging Colin to push-up contests, and studying
            the few texts on faction behavior that are stored at the Rookery.
         

         
         Somewhere between me helping her change the bandage on her eye and her showing me how to put my weight behind a punch, she
            says, “Do you think they’d take a one-eyed girl?”
         

         
         It’s after dinner, and we’re in the training space, at one of the lonely, splitting punching bags in the corner. Everyone
            else is still downstairs at the dinner tables, talking and laughing.
         

         
         “I know they don’t want people who look conspicuous,” she says. “Not to mention people who can’t see very well—”

         
         I punch the bag, focusing on shifting my weight. My shoulder aches, but I can tell when I do it right by the way my fist sounds
            against the fabric.
         

         
         “There’s no reason you can’t do everything they can do.” I punch again, and sweat trickles down the back of my neck. “You
            just might have to put in a little extra effort. Like me.”
         

         
         “Yeah, I guess.” Christina nudges my front foot with her toe. “You keep getting stuck. Move those feet.”

         
         I step back, and then forward, this time throwing a cross.

         
         “Eye or no eye, the Foxes will have to consider us if we show up with their banners,” I say. “So we’ll just have to find two
            of them. Rory says they’re usually in each faction’s headquarters, which is good news for both of us.”
         

         
         Christina steadies the bag for me. “How is that good news?”
         

         
         “Because between the two of us, we know the headquarters of three factions,” I say. “Candor, Dauntless, and Abnegation. And
            we know how to blend in there, too.”
         

         
         “I’m not going back to Dauntless.” Her expression is stony.

         
         “Candor, then.”

         
         “And what about Colin and Rory?” she says. “Do we want to include them?”

         
         “They’ve already buddied up,” I say. “They’re going for Erudite and Amity, so we won’t even run into each other.”

         
         “Okay.” She nods a few times. “Yeah. Let’s do it.”

         
         Two weeks until the contest.

         
         

         A week later Colin comes up to me at lunch, a dart gun in hand.

         
         “All right, you’re coming with me,” he says.

         
         “Uh,” I say. “For what, exactly?”

         
         “No matter how much you train with Christina, you’re going to be scrutinized by the Foxes on the self-defense front,” he says.
            “You need a skill. And I think this could be it.”
         

         
         I consider the dart gun in his hand. Gretchen did tell me to compensate for what I lack in strength.

         
         We go to the roof of the Rookery, where one of the factionless set up a row of three targets made of paper, with cardboard
            behind them. They’re mostly used to play games in the off-hours when people don’t have work to do.
         

         
         “Thank you for thinking of this,” I say to him.

         
         “Thank me if you’re any good at it.”

         
         I take the gun from him. It’s not sophisticated, just a gun-shaped device made of scraps of plastic melted together, with
            a trigger and a loading mechanism. The darts themselves are too heavy and dull to resemble Dauntless needles or real bullets.
            But it’s the best thing the factionless have for training.
         

         
         “You first,” I say, handing the gun back to him.

         
         “Before I chose Dauntless, I read about this.” Colin squares off with the target and holds up the dart gun. “The guide said
            to start from the ground—with your feet as the base of a pyramid. Staggered, not parallel.”
         

         
         I look at his feet, one in front of the other like he’s about to throw a punch.

         
         “Then look at the front sight—not that there’s a sight on this thing.” He squints a little. “Then breathe in—and out, but
            only halfway. Then fire.”
         

         
         He squeezes the trigger, and nothing happens.

         
         “Ah, crap.” There’s a small lever right behind where the dart is loaded. “Forgot about the hammer.”

         
         He pulls it back, and takes his position again. This time, when he fires, the dart releases. It hits the target inside the
            second-smallest ring, and Colin spins on one foot, celebratory. Then he hands me the gun, along with another dart.
         

         
         I sigh. I stand right where he was, my feet staggered, both arms up. I fire, and the dart goes wide of the target, barely
            clipping the paper. Colin pulls it out of the wall and jogs back to me.
         

         
         “You rushed through it,” he says. “You have to slow down and focus. Come on, one more time.”

         
         “You can take the boy out of the Erudite but you can’t take the Erudite out of the boy.”

         
         “No factions,” he reminds me.

         
         “Yeah, right.” But I take the dart from him and reload the gun.

         
         As I lift it again, I think of the meditation I had to do every morning as an Abnegation initiate. How impossible it felt
            to clear my mind when all I could think about was how cold the ground was or how hungry I was or how badly I didn’t want to
            be meditating. Eleanor’s voice whispers to me in the courtyard: Be present.
         

         
         It sounded ridiculous at the time. How can someone stop thinking about the past, stop thinking about the future, stop thinking
            entirely? But I focus on the red circle at the center of the target, and then on the front sight of the gun. I breathe in,
            and all I feel is cold air hitting my nose. I breathe out, and fire.
         

         
         The dart hits the innermost circle of the target, just an inch from the bull’s-eye.

         
         Colin whoops, raising his arms in triumph.

         
         “She’s a natural!” he calls out, though there’s no one else up here.

         
         I stare at the dart, a smile creeping across my face. In all the time I’ve been here, trying out new skills, I’ve never discovered
            something that I’m good at—something real, not a game. I’m either just barely scraping by or I’m only keeping up. But this . . .
            it felt easy.
         

         
         Too bad it’s not real, I remind myself. I’m only learning this to become a Fox, and I only want to become a Fox to find out who stole the gun that
            killed Robert . . . and why.
         

         
         But maybe it can be both. Real and not real. True and false.

         
         “Let’s see it again,” Colin says, holding out another dart.

         
         One week until the contest.

         
         

         Six days later is a Feast Day, as some of the others have taken to calling it—a day when all the occupants of the Rookery
            eat at the same time, usually for some celebratory reason. No one has told us what the reason is yet.
         

         
         “—just supposed to jump off,” Christina is saying. We’re at the big table in the dining room, and she’s telling Colin about
            Dauntless initiation.
         

         
         “Jump off,” Colin says. “You jumped off a building into a big hole? That’s how you got to Dauntless headquarters?”

         
         Christina nods and then bites the apple in her hand. “There’s a net at the bottom, obviously, but none of us knew that for
            sure. I was pretty sure they weren’t going to get us all killed, though, so I went for it.”
         

         
         “Sort of glad I missed that,” Colin says.

         
         “It wasn’t that bad. But the part where I had to share a room with Peter, also known as the devil in human form . . .”

         
         “You mean the guy who stabbed you in the face?” Rory asks, her mouth full of bread. Then she looks from Christina to Colin
            to me.
         

         
         We’re all staring at her.

         
         “What? Too blunt?”

         
         “A little,” I say.

         
         “A lot,” Colin says.

         
         Christina just says, “Actually, it was pretty sharp.”

         
         A laugh bubbles out of me before I can stop it. I clap a hand over my mouth. Christina looks at me out of the corner of her
            eye, then winks at me.
         

         
         “Dark,” Rory says. “I like it.”

         
         Someone taps a glass to get our attention from the atrium. We all crowd around the doorway as Jove climbs to the top step
            and clears her throat.
         

         
         “A couple weeks ago, some spiteful Dauntless shorted us an entire crate of toilet paper for no apparent reason,” Jove says,
            and all around me, people start booing.
         

         
         Jove raises her hands for silence, looking grave.

         
         “Our friends at the Museum were kind enough to loan us some of theirs, which is why we haven’t erupted into full-scale chaos,”
            Jove says. “But the Rookery is the meeting place of the Foxes Guild, and the Foxes Guild doesn’t like to be bested by petty
            Dauntless.”
         

         
         The doors on the far side of the atrium open, and four people walk in carrying something hidden beneath a sheet. One of them
            is Boots; another is Gretchen. Whatever they’re carrying is large and square.
         

         
         They set it down in the middle of the atrium, and then Boots rips the sheet away from their cargo with a flourish. I recognize
            the paper rolls immediately.
         

         
         “Courtesy of Dauntless headquarters. We took it right out from under their noses,” Gretchen says.

         
         “Don’t you mean ‘right out from under their asses’?” Boots says, and everyone cheers.

         
         People start carrying chairs to the edges of the room to clear a space for dancing. I notice that Evelyn, who was meeting
            with Jove at the start of the meal, is now climbing the stairs to the second level. She hasn’t been back here since the day
            I recited the factionless rules at her behest. My time as her little errand girl is over, I guess. Becoming a Fox is the only
            idea I have for getting her attention.
         

         
         I pick up the chair I’m sitting in and put it in line with the others, then perch on the edge of it as I watch the musicians
            tune up. Rory points out each instrument and gives me the name of it.
         

         
         “Guitar,” she says.

         
         I say, “Yeah, I know that one.”

         
         “Banjo.”

         
         “What’s the difference between that and a guitar? It’s rounder?”

         
         “If you heard them both alone, you wouldn’t ask me that question. Fiddle.”

         
         “That one’s easy, it has a stick.”

         
         “It’s a bow.”

         
         “Looks like a stick to me. What’s that shiny tube again?”

         
         “The tube? Are you referring to the flute?” Rory’s cheeks are red, but she pauses and narrows her eyes at me. “Oh my God. Are you messing with me?”
         

         
         I grin. “Maybe.”

         
         “You know, Tris, you’re growing a sense of humor at an alarming rate.”

         
         I guess she’s right. Last week I was still holding my tongue all the time. This week I’m getting a playful punch on the arm
            from Rory. It feels like progress.
         

         
         The guitarist is still plucking the same string over and over again, then holding his head close to the wooden belly of the
            instrument to listen to it. The people gathered in the middle of the atrium, ready to dance, seem restless.
         

         
         “Sometimes it’s hard to remember you were Abnegation,” Christina says, while the fiddle player sets the beat with her toe.

         
         I want to tell her it’s hard for me to remember, too—hard to relate to the version of myself that cut my hand and spilled
            my blood on the stones. And not just because I later discovered how far Abnegation’s leadership would go to cover up the truth,
            but because of the days before that, when I walked the hallways of headquarters every night and tried to convince myself I
            could fit into my faction’s mold.
         

         
         Now it seems clear to me that the only way I could have is by crushing myself into a new shape.

         
         “Really?” I say, trying to keep my tone light. “I’m told I have an uptight quality.”

         
         She shrugs. “You’re like Four. He’s conservative by Dauntless standards. But he has . . . edges. Like you.”

         
         I feel unsteady, like I’m sitting on a chair with uneven legs. I’m not used to people looking at me—really looking at me, not just piecing together gray clothes and a plain face and deciding they’ve seen enough.
         

         
         I can’t decide if I like it. There’s freedom in no one noticing you. But there’s loneliness, too.

         
         “Do you know what that nickname’s about?” I ask her, eager to change the subject. “ ‘Four’?”

         
         “A lot of Dauntless have nicknames from initiation. Usually they’re related to the fear simulations, though, and I never got
            to that phase of initiation,” she says. “But I never asked him. I was actually kind of afraid of him—he’s not exactly warm
            and fuzzy.”
         

         
         I think of his dark eyes on mine. He’s intimidating, sure, but I was never afraid of him. Frustrated with him, maybe.
         

         
         “I don’t know,” I say. “He didn’t seem that scary to me.”

         
         The look she gives me is a little sly. “How did he seem, then?”

         
         “Exceptionally good-looking,” Colin says.

         
         I jump a little; I didn’t know he was standing behind me.

         
         “Sorry, was that question only for Tris?”

         
         Christina raises her eyebrows at me. “Care to weigh in?”

         
         “I mean, it’s not up for debate,” I say. “You have eyes; you’ve seen him.”

         
         “Correction,” Christina says. “I have eye.”
         

         
         I clap a hand over my mouth as I realize what I said. “I’m so sorry,” I say, against my palm.

         
         “Don’t be stupid. I’m fine. The Mender’s even making me a patch with a big eyeball painted on it because I told him I want
            to lean into it.”
         

         
         The music starts in earnest then, with a few people drumming on the table they dragged to the other side of the room, and
            the fiddle player shrieking her bow across the strings, and the guitarist and the banjo player leaning closer to each other,
            maybe to match their notes—chords—whatever they’re called. The dancing starts, and I’m starting to recognize the different
            styles, inherited from the factions or developed on their own, it’s hard for an Abnegation girl to say.
         

         
         I nod my head with the music and think of the round everyone sang at the first dinner I had as an Abnegation initiate. The
            way the imperfect voices blended together. The way I felt like maybe, just maybe, I’d be able to make it there.
         

         
         And now here I am.

         
         Christina nudges me, and I notice the Mender is standing at my right shoulder, one hand extended. As usual, he’s dressed like
            no one else I’ve ever seen. His jacket is black, but shiny and plastic, like it’s meant to repel the rain. The shirt under
            it is made of black lace, with big, floppy cuffs on the sleeves. His pants are stark white.
         

         
         I stare up at him. I know what the proffered hand means—he’s asking me to dance.

         
         “I can’t dance,” I say.

         
         “Consider this hand an order, not a request,” he says. “One attempt and then I’ll leave you alone, I promise.”

         
         I sigh, and put my hand in his. He drags me away from Christina and deep into the swarm of couples who are all swaying to
            a quick beat. It looks harder than the slow dancing that usually comes later in the night, but the Mender doesn’t seem concerned.
         

         
         “Now, what I want to see is a step from side to side,” he says. “Find the beat and match it. Pretty sure even an Abnegation
            girl knows how rhythm works.”
         

         
         He raises his eyebrows at me and waits. My cheeks are hot. I press my palms to them to cool them, and step to one side. Then
            the other.
         

         
         “Good.” He takes my hands. “Now try to look a little less like I’m torturing you.”

         
         “I try not to deceive people.”

         
         “Oh, good, she’s funny now. Now step forward and back.”

         
         It takes me a few attempts, but I manage to follow his lead for a little while. I’m aware of how sweaty my hands are and how
            rigid and awkward the rest of my body must look, but when I look around, everyone else’s eyes are on their partner, on the
            edges of the room, on anything but me. Colin is dancing with Christina, his eyes sparkling with humor. Rory is dancing with
            Jove. And Miles has Mae standing on his toes.
         

         
         “Anyone catch your eye?” the Mender asks me.

         
         “What? No. Of course not.”

         
         I notice my hands are tightening around his. I try to relax them.

         
         “Calm down. I’m only teasing you,” the Mender says. “It’s okay to look at a boy. Or a girl, for that matter. It’s okay to
            dance, and show your arms, and wear your hair down. It’s okay to be a person, to want things, to think whatever you like in
            your private thoughts.” He leans closer to my ear, like he’s telling me a secret. “It’s okay to be free.”
         

         
         He leans back, smiling a little.

         
         “Now go dance with your friends, Stiff,” he says.

         
         I look over my shoulder to see Colin and Christina, now separated, each of them swaying to the rhythm.

         
         It’s okay to be free, I think, and I release the Mender and walk over to Colin.
         

         
         I force myself to hold out my hands.

         
         Colin grabs them, and we’re off.

         
         He’s a less capable dancer than the Mender, but he laughs through everything—me stomping on his foot, his failed attempt at
            mimicking Rory’s expert footwork, my determined facial expression, his own sweaty palms.
         

         
         After a while Rory joins us, taking one of my hands and one of Colin’s and turning us all in a circle—“Like we did in Amity!”
            she says.
         

         
         Christina joins in. The fiddle shrieks over the high notes, and the guitarist loses the rhythm and my body heats up from within.

         
         At some point I reach up and yank the tie out of my hair. Tangled blond hair falls over my shoulders, and I like the feeling
            of it. I know I’m here with ulterior motives, here to earn everyone’s trust and take what I can from them, but . . . right
            now, I like how loose my limbs are. Right now, I like how easy it is to laugh at nothing at all.
         

         
         Right now, I like it here.

         
         So it seems particularly cruel when, right as the song ends, a group of Dauntless sentries surges up from the tunnel, their
            guns pointed at us.
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            Chapter 23
Tris

         
         “On your knees!”

         
         For a split second after the first few Dauntless storm into the Rookery, I marvel at how well-choreographed they are. They
            rush into the room in two even lines, then divide, one of them going right and the other going left, row by row, until the
            hall is surrounded.
         

         
         A sentry near me—the one who first told me to get to my knees—pushes his weapon into my shoulder. “Knees!”

         
         We outnumber them, but the only gun in the building is Jove’s, and she doesn’t draw it. She nods to the people closest to
            her, and slowly, we all sink to our knees. I search the crowd for Evelyn, but I don’t find her. She must still be upstairs.
            Keeping herself out of sight.
         

         
         I realize I’m panting, and I need to slow down my breaths so I don’t pass out. I see some of the others putting their arms
            up, their hands on their heads, like they’ve done this before.
         

         
         Maybe they have. Don’t get caught is probably our most important rule for a reason. I never asked what happens when we do get caught.
         

         
         The tile is cold under my knees. I look up at the sentry to my left. He still has a soft face, like a child’s, and there’s
            a second gun in a holster on his leg, right near my shoulder. He’s maybe Four’s age, I think, and I wonder if they know each
            other, and then I wonder if Four is the one who told them about this place.
         

         
         I didn’t think he would. But people keep surprising me.

         
         “This is a peaceful gathering,” Jove says to the sentry who seems to be acting as the leader of this . . . squad, or whatever they call them. I realize I recognize her: It’s Weaver, the guard who hassled us at the water-treatment facility.
            She’s older than the rest, but not by much, her left eyebrow pierced in a long line of rings, her throat covered in tattoos.
            “There’s no reason to—”
         

         
         “No reason?” Weaver says, cutting her off. “You’re harboring a kidnapper and the child he stole from her mother. That reason
            enough for you?”
         

         
         I glance at Christina. I have no idea what she’s talking about, until I do.

         
         Mae and the Mender.

         
         The Mender took Mae to get her away from their mother.

         
         Weaver points at Mae, who’s just a few feet away from me, huddled against her older brother’s side with her face hidden in
            his shoulder. The Mender has one hand up in surrender, but the other is on the back of Mae’s head, his gold-ringed fingers
            sparkling in the low light. Two Dauntless make their way through the crowd of now-kneeling dancers and stand in front of him.
            In front of us.
         

         
         “Hand her over,” one of them says.

         
         “She’s my sister,” the Mender says, glaring at the Dauntless through the lock of dark hair that’s fallen in his eyes. “She
            doesn’t want to live with our mother; you can ask her.”
         

         
         “She’s a child,” the Dauntless replies. “And she belongs with her family, not in some factionless hovel that’s practically
            collapsing around her.”
         

         
         “She’s not safe at home,” the Mender snaps, his hand convulsing against Mae’s head. “Did they tell you that, when they sent
            you in here to terrorize us? They were hurting her—”
         

         
         “Enough!” Weaver calls out. “Just take her.”

         
         The Dauntless soldiers lunge at Mae, and everything erupts.

         
         All the factionless around me leap to their feet. Christina and Colin, Jove and T, who likes to fold paper into birds and
            teaches everyone about maps—they surge toward the Mender. Dauntless guards converge on us from every direction.
         

         
         My chest is tight. I think of the factionless woman with a needle in her neck, dead on the floor. I think of Robert’s ashes
            packed into a memorial stone.
         

         
         Everyone is screaming: The Dauntless are shouting for everyone to freeze, the factionless are shouting for them to back off,
            and the Mender is still on the floor next to me, holding a sobbing, screeching Mae against his chest.
         

         
         A gun goes off, the muffled bang of a nonlethal—but still horribly painful—projectile, and someone who sounds a lot like Rory
            screams in agony. Colin throws a punch; the Dauntless start grappling with Colin and T. I lurch forward to cover Mae, falling
            against the Mender.
         

         
         Out of the corner of my eye I see it: the gun in its holster on a Dauntless guard’s thigh. The Mender spots it at the same
            time I do. I feel like everything around me is slowing down, going quiet. The Mender reaches for the gun with his spare hand,
            and I react, slamming my hand down on his elbow to knock him back.
         

         
         “Don’t!” I say, my eyes finding his. “Don’t.”

         
         It’s just an instinct that turns into a certainty: If the Mender steals that gun, this will all turn even more violent than
            it is now. Like the Choosing Ceremony—the needle that killed the factionless woman led to the bullet that killed Robert.
         

         
         The Mender’s wide, wild eyes fix on mine, and then I hear, “Stop! Everyone stop.”

         
         Evelyn is descending the staircase.

         
         I’m not sure why it works. Maybe there are just some people whose voices are more powerful than others. Maybe the factionless
            recognize her exact timbre and cadence. Maybe anyone who spoke at that volume and in that tone could have stalled the fight
            at that point. But all the factionless freeze, and with them, so do the Dauntless.
         

         
         “May I ask who’s in charge here?” Evelyn says, gently now.

         
         I’ve never heard her sound like that before. I think it’s the voice of the council leader’s wife. I wonder how long it’s been
            since she last used it.
         

         
         Weaver steps out of the scrum with her gun pointed at Evelyn. “Who are you?”

         
         “Well, we have no formal system of organization, as I’m sure you’re aware, but I’m the oldest person here, so I’m comfortable
            acting as a spokesperson,” Evelyn says, still in that calm voice. Her hands are up, her palms facing Weaver. “What can I help
            you with?”
         

         
         I exchange a confused look with Christina. On the ground ten feet away, Rory is still writhing in pain, her hand clamped over
            her chest. The needle from the Dauntless gun must have hit her there.
         

         
         “There’s a child here who was illegally removed from her mother’s care,” Weaver says. “We came here to get her back and arrest
            the man responsible.”
         

         
         “I see,” Evelyn says. “I assume there will be some kind of hearing?”

         
         “A hearing?”

         
         “Well, you’ve accused a man of a crime,” Evelyn says. “So he has to have a hearing, to determine his guilt, as well as the
            outcome for the child, correct?”
         

         
         “Um.” Weaver looks uncertain. “Yes. I assume. Though that’s not my job to—”

         
         “Very well,” Evelyn says. “Then I will accompany the accused and the child to your detention facility to discuss the matter
            with your supervisor. Does that sound fair?”
         

         
         Weaver blinks at her. I have to marvel at it. Evelyn has made it so that refusing would sound like an unreasonable response
            to a perfectly reasonable request.
         

         
         “Okay,” Weaver says. “But I don’t want a struggle.”

         
         “You won’t get one,” Evelyn replies. “John?”

         
         I have no idea who she’s talking about, but the Mender gets to his feet, hugging a sniffling Mae against his side.

         
         “Let’s go with these people and work all this out,” Evelyn says.

         
         The Mender nods. He weaves his way through the crowd of his defenders and attackers alike, and stands next to Evelyn.

         
         “All of you better clear out of here,” Weaver calls out. “You’re not allowed to squat in this building, especially not in
            such large numbers. There’s space for all of you in the factionless sector north of here. I’ll be sending someone back here
            in two days to make sure you’re gone.”
         

         
         She scans the room, once, sneers a little, and then leads the way back to the tunnel. The rest of the squad surrounds the
            Mender, Evelyn, and Mae, but they don’t try to take Mae again. They all walk in a loose pack down the stairs and out of sight.
         

         
         

         I go through the next hour in a daze.

         
         The first order of business is to get the needle out of Rory’s chest. Jove has a few people carry her to the table on the
            side of the room. She fetches a first aid kit from somewhere, sanitizes her hands, and takes out a pair of tweezers. Rory
            is writhing in pain, so Jove orders people to hold her steady while she tugs Rory’s shirt down to expose her collarbone. Then
            Jove leans over her, the tweezers shuddering in her hand, and Colin speaks up.
         

         
         “How about you let me do it?” he says. “I’ve got steady hands.”

         
         Jove looks relieved. She offers the tweezers to Colin, who sprays his hands with sanitizer and gestures for me to follow him.
            I do, though I’m not sure what good I’ll do. I stand at Rory’s head, and he stands at her shoulder. Tears are streaming down
            her cheeks. A sob breaks in her throat.
         

         
         He hands me a piece of gauze. “When I take it out, it’s going to bleed a lot, so be ready to mop it up.”

         
         “Have you done this before?” I ask.

         
         “I’ve taken out a splinter, does that count?”

         
         The situation is serious enough that I don’t even think about laughing. He leans over Rory and, without hesitating, digs the
            points of the tweezers into her flesh. She screams so loud my ears ring. He keeps digging for a moment, until she strains
            so hard against the people holding her down that they almost lose their grip on her. Then he yanks the needle out and holds
            it up to the light.
         

         
         Blood spills out of the wound, and I press the gauze against it. Colin digs around in the first aid kit for a painkiller.
            He finds an automatic injector at the bottom of the box, uncaps it, and stabs Rory in the chest, right next to the wound.
         

         
         “Sedative,” he says.

         
         Needles are designed to provoke debilitating pain; knocking her out is the only way to spare her from it.

         
         It takes a few seconds for Rory to relax against the table, but she does. Colin sits on the edge of it, breathing hard. His
            hands are still bloody. The room is silent, and it’s a different kind of silence than I’ve heard in here before. Heavier,
            somehow.
         

         
         “Everyone pack up your things,” Jove says, her voice low. “We’re moving tomorrow.”

         
         “We’re not going to the factionless sector, right?” T says. The area that’s designated for the factionless, right next to
            the Abnegation sector, is where the other factionless go—the ones who don’t want to live in a community like ours. No one in the Rookery wants to go there, where we’ll
            be closely monitored.
         

         
         “No.” Jove scowls. “We’ll go to the Museum. They have room for us until we find a new safe house.”

         
         Everyone disperses after that. Some of them go to pack their own possessions; others, to pack the kitchen; others, to gather
            up all the solar-charging lamps. I leave Colin to watch over Rory and go upstairs to the Mender’s workshop.
         

         
         It smells different here than in the rest of the Rookery. Like detergent, and wet cotton, and the ginger root the Mender sometimes
            chews as he works. For a moment I’m overwhelmed by how much fabric there is to pack away. But for once, my experience in the
            factionless donation center serves me well: I know how to fold clothes.
         

         
         One rack at a time, I tell myself, and I start with the one closest to the table, so I’ll have a surface to work on.
         

         
         After a few minutes Christina joins me. We stand across from each other, the table between us, and fold in silence. I expect
            my mind to be too full, but instead, it’s empty.
         

         
         Some part of me hoped that Dauntless, the faction I should have chosen, the faction I wanted to choose, would be better than
            the rest. Instead it’s the faction that exiled Christina while her attacker goes free. It’s the faction that wants to take
            Mae away from the Mender, and the faction that exiled us from this safe haven just because.
         

         
         I fold, and fold, and fold.

         
         I came here to find out what Evelyn and the factionless radicals are planning. I didn’t expect to sympathize with them.

         
         It’s late by the time the Mender comes back, Evelyn behind him. He looks destroyed. His eyes swollen and red. His face slack
            with grief. His shoulders slumped. He walks to the corner of the workshop, where his cot is set up between two clothing racks,
            and lays down with his back to the room.
         

         
         Evelyn beckons to me, and I join her at the top of the stairs. Everyone else seems to have gone to bed by now, and most of
            the lights are off. Evelyn’s face is in shadow except for her stern brow and her nose. I see the resemblance between her and
            her son again like it’s brand-new.
         

         
         “Custody hearings are always conducted with a council member present,” Evelyn says. “If I asked you to speak to your mother
            about this, would you do it?”
         

         
         I don’t hesitate. “Of course I will.”
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            Chapter 24
Caleb

         
         The final initiation test is another labyrinth.

         
         No surprises there. Caleb assumed it would be. He’s been practicing, not the trance of calm fostered by his Abnegation techniques,
            but a distinct form of meditation taught by Erudite practitioners that centers around observation. He read about it in one
            of the dozen books he’s devoured over the past few days, and then he sought out instructional videos in the library database
            while his fellow initiates were playing chess or memory games or designing things with the three-dimensional printers in one
            of the laboratories.
         

         
         The beginning of the maze is straightforward. Each split in the path offers a simple question, with two possible answers.
            Choose the right answer, and you choose the right path. The questions increase in difficulty as he draws closer to the center
            of the maze.
         

         
         There he finds the real challenge. The end of the maze is in sight, at the end of a long hallway. All the other initiates
            are gathered at one end of it, everyone having made it through the labyrinth in roughly the same amount of time. Caleb is
            glad to see he wasn’t the last one to arrive, for once.
         

         
         In a heap in front of them, as high as Caleb’s shoulder, are scraps of wood and metal, wires and batteries, wheels and gears,
            along with tools. It’s not clear to Caleb what they’re for until Anna—who but for her need to know everything probably would
            have chosen Dauntless—takes a step toward the end of the hallway.
         

         
         Two huge metal doors slam in front of her, fast and heavy enough to have taken off her nose, if she didn’t jump back in time.
            She seems to have triggered some kind of defense mechanism from the labyrinth, because several other sets of doors farther
            down the hallway also close, at irregular intervals. They’re all visible from this vantage point, through the glass walls
            on either side of the hallway.
         

         
         The doors keep opening and slamming, sometimes several at once, sometimes only one set. There’s no obvious rhythm to their
            movement.
         

         
         The others start grabbing things from the scrap heap and carrying them away from the group to work on them. But Caleb knows
            better than to let his mind get frantic again. It’s never served him well in the past. Instead he sits on the ground in front
            of the scrap heap and stares at the doors, taking deep breaths. In through his nose. Out through his mouth. A clear, calm
            mind is what he needs before he gets started.
         

         
         Fernando steps forward a few minutes later, some kind of metal wedge in hand, with triangular struts to hold its shape. He
            puts it in the path of the first set of doors, obviously hoping it will be strong enough to keep them from slamming. He has
            to yank his hand back to keep it from getting caught; the doors crush the wedge he made into fragments, sending bits of metal
            flying in every direction. Fernando curses and jumps back.
         

         
         Caleb looks at the bits and pieces of what Fernando made, and it seems clear to him that anything he could construct with
            his bare hands is not going to stand up to the strength of those doors. So the scrap heap must be a misdirection. Just because
            the doors seem to be slamming at random intervals doesn’t mean they really are random. There’s a pattern. And once he figures
            out what that pattern is, he can make his way past them.
         

         
         He gets up to take a scrap of paper from the pile and a broken pencil, and then starts to take notes. He marks each door and
            writes down which ones are open or closed at any given moment. For a long time he keeps marking the page, hoping a pattern
            will emerge. “O-O-O-C,” he writes, the O’s for “open” and the C’s for “closed.” “C-C-O-O-C.”
         

         
         He’s running out of space on the page, so he starts writing hash marks instead of C’s, and that’s when he sees it.

         
         He’s writing in binary.

         
         His heart skips a beat. He starts translating his notes into ones and zeroes instead of C’s and O’s.

         
         T-I-E-N

         
         T-B-E

         
         P-A-T-I

         
         E-N-T-

         
         Caleb laughs when he recognizes the repeating phrase: “BE PATIENT.” He scrambles to his feet and stands right in front of
            the first set of doors. His body is shaking. Any small errors in his timing and he could get seriously injured, a foot or
            a hand crushed between the powerful doors.
         

         
         Or a skull—they could probably also crush a skull.

         
         He waits for the doors to slam a few times before he decides on the correct timing for the first set. Then he moves, darting
            forward immediately after the doors close. They slam right behind him, the force of their movement creating a rush of air
            that he can feel against the back of his neck.
         

         
         He keeps moving. The next letter is 01000101, so the second door will be closed, then open, then closed again. He rushes past
            the second threshold, and he’s at the third. It’s usually open—it only slams on the third and the final letter in the sequence.
            He waits for the final one to pass, and then keeps moving.
         

         
         He’s at the fifth set of doors when he makes his first mistake, misunderstanding his place in the sequence and almost stepping
            into the path of the crushing doors. He leaps back just in time, his heart racing, and has to stop, legs trembling, to get
            his bearings. For a moment he’s lost in the uneven rhythm of the slamming, unsure where the sequence starts or ends. He closes
            his eyes and thinks about his breathing.
         

         
         In. Out.

         
         Be patient.

         
         Shaking out his hands, Caleb continues. He makes it past the fifth set of doors. The sixth. The end of the hallway is in sight,
            a simple wooden door. He moves past the seventh, and then the last.
         

         
         He’s finished.

         
         He did it.

         
         Caleb looks back at the others, some of whom are just now making their way down the hallway, the same way he did. But he did
            it first.
         

         
         Grinning, Caleb opens the door.

         
         He surfaces from the simulation. He’s standing in the courtyard pool, a lily pad near his bare ankle. All around him, the
            other initiates are still standing with their eyes closed, motionless as they move through the labyrinth in their minds. As
            it always does when he emerges from a simulation, he feels foolish for thinking there was an actual hallway of slamming doors
            inside of Erudite headquarters. It seems strange that his mind can’t process that he’s in a simulation while he’s in one.
            But that’s the way they work for everyone.
         

         
         He steps closer to Cara, and she smiles at him.

         
         “Congratulations,” she says. “You’re the first.”

         
         And Caleb says, with not a trace of Abnegation bashfulness: “I know.”

         
         

         Jeanine Matthews looks startled when he opens the door to her office. As the first initiate to pass his final test, his reward
            is to meet with the faction’s representative directly so that he can request his internship placement. Every Erudite initiate
            does an internship for their first three months in the faction, and then they go on to additional schooling. And only the
            first three to finish the final labyrinth get to meet with Jeanine Matthews.
         

         
         Her hair is pulled back into a neat twist today, a pair of glasses perched on her delicate nose. Up close, he can see that
            her pale skin is freckled across the bridge of her nose and her forehead. She’s sitting behind her desk, which is made of
            polished glass and stacked high with papers. When she overcomes her shock at seeing him there, she stands, and extends a hand
            for him to shake.
         

         
         “Well done, Mr. Prior,” she says. “I’m delighted to see how much you’ve improved since you arrived.”

         
         “Thank you.” He shakes her hand and sits in one of the chairs across from her desk.

         
         She sits, too, and folds her hands on the paper she was reading a moment earlier. Her fingernails are trimmed and shaped.
            Her sleeves are rolled up neatly to her elbows.
         

         
         “What was your approach to the final test?” she asks.

         
         “I . . . watched for a while,” he says. “In the last two tests I panicked. Rushed. This time I decided to . . . be patient.”
            He smiles, a little sheepishly. “And then I took notes, and I saw the pattern.”
         

         
         “How did you learn binary?”

         
         “When I was younger, my sister and I wanted to develop a secret code so we could talk without Robert and Susan—the other kids
            in our apartment—knowing what we were saying. So I went to the library and did some research.” Caleb shrugs a little. “Beatrice
            took one look at a word in binary and said I was out of my mind if I thought she was going to take the time to write a whole
            message that way. She had a point, I guess. It’s not efficient for passing notes.”
         

         
         “No, it isn’t.” Jeanine smiles a little, as if the story amuses her. “But you were a problem-solver from a young age, it seems.
            And research was your first instinct. Those are good qualities for an Erudite.”
         

         
         Caleb tries not to blush. She’s just stating her observations, after all.

         
         There’s a wide window behind her that looks out over the marsh, where the streaks of water are aglow with the setting sun.
            The glare makes him squint, but the colors are rich and vibrant.
         

         
         “I can’t imagine your faction of origin particularly valued those qualities,” she says. “Did you hide them?”

         
         “Um . . .” Caleb’s heart races. He thinks of the damning news reports he’s read recently. About Abnegation disciplinary practices,
            about their disproportionate use of city resources on the factionless, about the temporary amnesia of the Dauntless wall guards.
            If he admits to Jeanine Matthews that his faction restricted him, will he be reinforcing her misconceptions about Abnegation?
         

         
         Or will he be offering supportive data for an accurate conclusion?

         
         “I did hide them,” he says. It’s accurate, after all, and knowledge of value demands to be shared. “I had books hidden all over my room, actually.”
         

         
         “I’m sorry to hear that,” Jeanine says mildly. “I admit I’m surprised to hear that your father didn’t intervene on your behalf.”

         
         Caleb frowns. “My father? If anyone would have, it would have been my mother.”

         
         “Oh, really?” Jeanine’s smile, too, is mild. “Perhaps I’ve gotten the wrong impression of her. I find her difficult to read,
            your mother.”
         

         
         Caleb tries to reconcile that with the mother he knows, her gentle smiles and her patience and the way she laid his socks
            on the heater on winter mornings so they would be warm when he put them on. He wonders if Jeanine is seeing something he isn’t.
            Maybe something he’s missing.
         

         
         Jeanine goes on: “I recognize that our initiation process gives a bit of an unfair advantage to those of us born in Erudite.
            We do try to design those tests so that no one has to have a particular skill set before joining us—the first one is intended
            to test abstract thinking, the second tests memory, and the third, observation and pattern recognition. But someone born in
            Erudite doesn’t just learn more facts, they learn how to think. So the tests do tend to flatter their existing skills. Which is why I’m always impressed when a transfer excels here.” Her
            smile softens. “You’re like one of those water lilies in the courtyard, blooming despite the murk that surrounds you.”
         

         
         He’s not sure he would characterize Abnegation as “murk,” exactly, but his chest swells with pride at the praise. He’s not
            used to people telling him when he does well.
         

         
         “So tell me, Caleb,” she says, and it’s the first time she’s said his first name. “What are you interested in learning more
            about? Medicine? Technology? Teaching?”
         

         
         Caleb only hesitates for a moment.

         
         “Simulations,” he says. “I want to learn about the simulations.”

         
         Jeanine’s eyes light up.

         
         “You and I have something in common, then,” she says. “And as it happens, I know just the place for you.”
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            Chapter 25
Tris

         
         The sun is low, its orange rays catching on the windows of passing buildings. I stand at the edge of the train car as it turns,
            and then on a straightaway, I hold the handle and lean my body out.
         

         
         There’s a thrill in my stomach when I look down and see the street smearing beneath me, but I’m not afraid. My hand is firm
            on the handle. My feet are firm on the floor. I’m not going to fall.
         

         
         I find myself thinking that it’s not some innate bravery that makes me unafraid. Not entirely, anyway. It’s preparation. It’s
            knowing how strong my grip is and how steady my feet are. It’s knowing myself.
         

         
         I close my eyes and feel the warm wind on my face for just a few more seconds before leaning back into the car and taking
            a seat. It’ll be a while before I reach the Abnegation sector.
         

         
         The day was spent moving to the Museum. Like the Rookery, the Museum is beautiful, though decrepit. I was surprised by how
            easily the factionless packed up their entire lives, how it took only one trip, how the Museum’s residents were ready for
            us when we arrived, an exhibit hall already cleared out. It’ll be close quarters, but it’s better than the abandoned church
            where I spent my first factionless night.
         

         
         In the Museum, with our population and theirs combined, I can see just how many factionless there are. There aren’t enough
            chairs to seat us all at breakfast, but there are a hundred people in line for food, another hundred eating it, and when I
            walk around, later, to see the woodshop, the metal shop, the worktables full of machine parts, the boots of the train drivers
            all lined up against a wall . . . I realize there must be more of us than I thought.
         

         
         It’s another city, I think. A city beneath the city I lived in my whole life. And none of the factions seem to be aware that it even exists.
         

         
         The factions aren’t ready for whatever is coming. Not by a long shot.

         
         

         I feel like it’s been a year since I last stood in the alley behind the factionless donation center, next to a stack of flattened
            boxes, and admitted to my mother that I wanted to leave. But only a few weeks have passed.
         

         
         I bounce on my toes, full of nervous energy. What will my mother say when she sees me? Will she frown at the braid curling
            around my neck, at the mixed colors I wear?
         

         
         The back door opens. My mother peeks into the alley, spots me, and smiles wide. She beckons for me to come in.

         
         The smell of the place—clean cardboard, white vinegar, and laundry detergent—brings tears to my eyes. It’s so familiar and
            so far from me. Then I’m enveloped in my mother’s arms, my head tucked into her shoulder. I relax against her, the rough linen
            of her summer shirt scraping my cheek.
         

         
         “I’m so glad to see you.” She gives me a little squeeze, like she always does at the end of her hugs, then holds me at arm’s
            length to look me over. “And in red!”
         

         
         I’m wearing a deep red—almost brown, really—Amity T-shirt today, with sleeves that stop just below my elbows. Back when he
            gave it to me, the Mender said I should work my way up to short sleeves gradually, and I couldn’t tell if he was joking or
            not.
         

         
         This morning the Mender’s hands shook as he heaved a bag over his shoulder and walked to the new safe house. The hearing that
            will determine his fate—and his sister’s fate—is tomorrow.
         

         
         “How are you?” I ask my mother. “How’s—how’s Dad?”

         
         “We’re fine,” she says, too quickly, and I raise my eyebrows.

         
         “Your father is wallowing,” she amends. “But he’s a grown man. He’ll get over it eventually. And you shouldn’t worry about
            me.” She brushes a strand of hair behind my ear. “Tell me about you.”
         

         
         I want to tell her about all of it. All the skills we now share—jumping on and off trains among them. All the friends I now
            have—Rory, always taking playful jabs at everyone around her; Colin, never one to shy away from the facts; Christina, who
            offered to help me when she didn’t even know me. And all the good things I’ve discovered even in the midst of factionlessness—bees
            in the apiary, underground water tanks, singing and dancing.
         

         
         But there’s also something in me that wants to huddle around all of it like it’s a heater in winter, keeping its warmth to
            myself.
         

         
         “I think I found the thieves you told me about,” I say instead. “Not the specific ones who stole the gun, but—a group they
            might be associated with.”
         

         
         The Foxes, I’ve realized, are the only guild that isn’t named for its function, and that must be because of just how many
            functions they have. They’re thieves, yes, but also messengers, and sometimes information-gatherers. I heard a rumor that
            one of them got into the Erudite labs the other day and copied schematics for a portable device that can tap into any faction
            computer from a distance. As with anything I hear from the factionless, it could be truth or exaggeration.
         

         
         At first, my only interest in joining them was about Robert and the gun and the factionless plan. But the more I learn about
            them, the more I think I might actually enjoy being one of them. I’m still bursting at the seams with questions about how
            the city works and what’s really going on inside it. And who better to find answers than a Fox?
         

         
         I try to focus. I have another reason for being here. Evelyn sent me—or maybe I sent myself.

         
         I’m sure you did, Four says in my memory. But this time, it really was my choice to come here. To help the Mender.
         

         
         “I need to ask for your help,” I say. “We got raided by the Dauntless last night.”

         
         Her eyes widen. “What happened?”

         
         “They took a child—a little girl who they say was kidnapped. Only—that’s not what happened. Not exactly. There’s a hearing
            tomorrow. I wondered if you knew anything about it.”
         

         
         “Your father sometimes represents the council at custody hearings,” she says. “Depending on the faction that brings the claim
            to Abnegation.”
         

         
         “If it was Candor?”

         
         She chews on the inside of her cheek, like she’s debating something.

         
         “Custody hearings take place at Abnegation headquarters as a matter of course,” she says. “But recently, Candor and Erudite
            have begun demanding that their own custody hearings take place at their respective faction headquarters, instead.”
         

         
         “Why?”

         
         “Erudite is now stepping up its accusations against Abnegation. They claim Abnegation members are abusive to their children,
            and because it’s standard before a custody hearing to keep a child separate from their parent or guardian prior, Abnegation
            can’t be trusted to safely house them.”
         

         
         “What?” I say, my rage hot and sudden. “How dare they—”
         

         
         I cut myself off, too angry to continue.

         
         “Sometimes, if you lack the context for an act, you can’t see it the way it’s understood by those who do have the context,”
            my mother says. “But I don’t agree with many of Abnegation’s standard disciplinary policies, Beatrice.” She looks down. “I
            recently imposed the Penalty of Silence on you, I know. I’m sorry about that. I did it because I urgently needed you to stop
            talking, and I couldn’t think of another way—it was for your protection. I wish I could explain better. There are still things
            you don’t know.”
         

         
         I say, “Why can’t you tell me, then?”

         
         She looks away, at the slant of sunlight on the warehouse wall. “Knowing too much is dangerous for anyone—”

         
         “Yesterday a sentry held a gun to my head,” I say. “I’m already in danger.”

         
         “There are different degrees of danger.” Her mouth is in a firm line.

         
         “But—”

         
         She cuts me off. “I will think about it. But we don’t have much more time. Your father told me he needs to go to confession
            tomorrow—our little joke for when he has to go to Candor headquarters. So I assume he’ll be present at this hearing. What
            do you need from me?”
         

         
         For a moment I just stare at her. I’m not used to her addressing me like that. What do you need from me? Like I’m Evelyn and I’m asking her for a favor she expects me to one day return.
         

         
         “The child they took, her mother is cruel to her,” I say. “Her brother was trying to keep her safe. And the mother is Divergent,
            so the truth serum won’t work on her.”
         

         
         She nods, looking grave.

         
         “I’ll tell your father to talk to Jack Kang after the hearing, during deliberations,” she says. “He’ll have to pick up Marcus
            afterward, anyway. Jack is no doubt aware of certain irregularities with the truth serum, even if the rest of his faction isn’t.”
         

         
         Relief washes over me, so powerful and so sudden that I throw my arms around her.

         
         “Thank you,” I say.

         
         I make my way toward the door and then turn back at the last second.

         
         “Mom?” I say. “What if . . . what if I thought the factionless were right about some things?”

         
         She gives me a quizzical look.

         
         “It’s just . . . the more I see, the more I realize the world is different than I thought it was,” I say.

         
         “The factionless are right about some things,” she says. “That’s how it always is.”
         

         
         She sounds older and darker than I’m used to. Like a woman who’s a lot more than my mother. Maybe that’s why I say, “You could
            tell me things, you know. I can handle more than you think.”
         

         
         She smiles a little. “I’m starting to see that.”

         
         Then she reaches up and undoes the first two buttons of her shirt and tugs the collar aside to reveal a tattoo just beneath
            her collarbone. From the outside in, it reads.
         

         
         “I’ll tell you what it means someday soon,” she says. “Now hurry. You’ll miss your train.”

         
         I don’t know why I can’t know now. But I can’t hold her up any longer. So I offer her a small wave and walk out of the donation
            center.
         

         
         

         I count the cars as I run. One, two, three, four. I grab the handle, and it stings the still-forming calluses on my palms, but I ignore the pain. I keep my feet under me,
            and Evelyn, waiting for me across the car, gives an approving nod.
         

         
         “You’ve come a long way,” she says. “Let me show you something.”

         
         She beckons me closer and then thumps her fist against a metal panel at the front of the car. I can tell by the indentation
            there that she’s not the first person to do this. The panel pulls away from the wall, revealing a small cavity behind it with
            a bag inside it.
         

         
         “Foxes leave these on every train,” she says. “They have basic first aid, some clothes from every faction, in case you need
            to pass as one or another, water, and a knife. They could come in handy, if you succeed in becoming one of them.”
         

         
         I raise my eyebrows.

         
         “People talk,” she says, by way of explanation. “They talk to each other, and then they talk to me. The Mender in particular
            thinks you have potential—says you have a good face for it.” She takes off her green jacket and stuffs it in the bag. Her
            arms—bare now—are ropy with muscle. She takes out a black shirt with strong shoulders and pulls it on over her tank top.
         

         
         “You mean . . . I’m plain,” I say.

         
         “I mean that if you want to disappear, you can,” she says. “And if you want to stand out, you can do that, too. Not everyone
            is so flexible.”
         

         
         She pauses, and the way she looks at me then reminds me of my mother.

         
         “Beauty is a tool,” she says. “But it’s not the only tool that matters, Tris.”

         
         I think of Christina, crying because she’ll always be the one-eyed girl. And I think of Rory, odd-looking and unconcerned
            about it. And me, longing for something I can’t have . . . and now, wondering if I really need it.
         

         
         It’s a kind thing for Evelyn to say to me. Not what I expect from the woman who once held me—however briefly—at gunpoint,
            or who tested my factionless resolve in that abandoned church. Maybe she’s warming up to me.
         

         
         Or maybe she’s as manipulative as Four seems to think she is.

         
         She asks, “You’re ready for the Foxes’ contest tomorrow?”

         
         “I think so,” I say. “I know the banners are usually at each faction’s headquarters, as well as a few other places. So we’ll
            start there.”
         

         
         She zips up the bag she pulled out of the wall compartment and stuffs it in, then pushes the metal panel back in place.

         
         “We?” she says, without looking up.

         
         “Christina and I are doing it together. One flag for each of us.”

         
         I brace myself for her to say something about Christina’s missing eye, but she doesn’t. She just nods and buttons up her shirt.
            In black pants she could pass as Dauntless or Candor. I wonder where she’s going from here.
         

         
         “My mom says Mae is at Candor headquarters,” I say. “That’s where the hearing will be. It’s a . . . recent policy, I guess.
            She promised to send my father to talk to Jack Kang about Mae’s mother.”
         

         
         Evelyn looks skeptical. “No offense to your father, but I’m not sure he has the kind of status to demand an impromptu meeting
            with the representative of Candor.”
         

         
         “My dad has to pick up the council leader to ride home with him, and he’s meeting with Representative Kang tomorrow.” I realize,
            too late, that the council leader in question is Evelyn’s ex-husband.
         

         
         Her brow furrows. “I see.”

         
         The train pounds against the tracks on the north-south straightaway, churning toward the city’s center. Tall buildings crowd
            us on either side.
         

         
         Evelyn says, “I appreciate this, Tris. If you hadn’t talked to her, John would have showed up at Abnegation headquarters tomorrow
            and missed the hearing entirely. They love to do that to us—fail to inform us of where we’re supposed to be, then sentence
            us without us being present. I myself have about a dozen outstanding judgments hanging over my head.”
         

         
         She rolls her eyes like a dozen reasons for her to be locked away in a Dauntless holding cell is just annoying rather than
            threatening.
         

         
         “Do you think Representative Kang will listen to my father?”

         
         I can’t read her expression. “I don’t know. But we’re in a better position than we were this morning.”

         
         Evelyn leans out of the train car, one leg on firm ground and the other dangling in open air, to see where we are. I’m surprised
            to discover that I already know. In a few seconds the buildings will open up around us, and we’ll be in the city’s center,
            walking distance from Erudite headquarters and the Hall of Factions.
         

         
         I’m not going to get this kind of opportunity again. To connect with her. To make her start to trust me.

         
         “I know who Four is,” I say.

         
         She pulls herself back into the car. “I thought you’d figure it out sooner.”

         
         “Yeah, well,” I say. “I didn’t know there was anything to figure out.”

         
         Evelyn looks down.

         
         “He can barely speak to me without spitting fire,” she says. “I was relieved when you offered to speak to him on my behalf,
            because I thought he would like you. And I was right.”
         

         
         “He’s got a funny way of showing it.”

         
         “He’s a careful person. I suppose I taught him to be.” She doesn’t meet my eyes. She’s focused on the city beyond the train.
            “I won’t ask you to keep trying to persuade him if you don’t want to. But if you do find a way to see him again—maybe when
            you’re a Fox . . .” She shrugs. “It wouldn’t hurt to give him a point of contact among the factionless. One he trusts more
            than me.”
         

         
         I don’t think Tobias Eaton will ever trust me, but I don’t tell her so. If Evelyn wants to give me an ongoing mission, wants
            to support me becoming a Fox, I’m not going to argue with her.
         

         
         “It’s almost my stop,” she says. “You should go back to the Museum. It’s not safe for us to wander around alone these days.
            But listen—”
         

         
         She steps back into the car, and looks me in the eye.

         
         “One of the Foxes’ banners is at the Ferris wheel,” she says.

         
         “What?” I say. “Can you even tell me that?”

         
         Evelyn grins.

         
         “I can do as I please,” she says. “But in this case, I’m doing it because you’ve done me a favor, and I want to repay it.
            And because I think you’ll be a good Fox. Be careful, though—tomorrow is the annual game of capture the flag that the Dauntless
            initiates do, so they’ll be anywhere and everywhere. Better to avoid them, if you can.”
         

         
         She quirks her eyebrows and then jumps off the train. I swallow a gasp. I didn’t even realize we were approaching a platform.
            I grab the handle next to the door and lean out into the dark to watch her figure running toward the stairs. From here, she
            could be going anywhere.
         

         
         The Ferris wheel, I think. It’s a good place to start.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
         UNCORRECTED E-PROOF—NOT FOR SALE

         HarperCollinsPublishers

         ....................................

         
            Chapter 26
Four

         
         Zeke holsters his gun and grabs the coffee cup right out of my hands. “Bless you, Four. The stuff they have out here is garbage
            water.”
         

         
         Technically, wall guards aren’t supposed to put their weapons—which are loaded with lethal ammunition, not needles—away while
            they’re on patrol, but it’s early in the morning and there’s nothing going on. Even if it were afternoon, there would be nothing
            going on. Wall patrol is a high-status detail, only for the most trustworthy and skilled Dauntless, but it’s also mind-numbingly
            boring.
         

         
         What I can see from this vantage point is: nothing. A flat expanse of land overgrown with plants and blanketed by fog that
            will dissipate by midmorning. Here and there I can see the remnants of whatever world preceded us, patches of pavement and
            bits of sidewalk, the outline of a building’s foundation in the ground, a strip of train tracks like a stray eyelash.
         

         
         “You ever see anything out there?” I say.

         
         For a second Zeke’s eyes go blank, like he’s sleepwalking. Then he blinks, and the blank look is gone.

         
         “A whole herd of deer ran past a few days ago,” Zeke says. “One guy decided to shoot at them, and he got tackled by three
            people simultaneously. Luckily he’s got bad aim.”
         

         
         “Bad aim, and he’s still a wall guard?”

         
         “The monotony wears on some people,” Zeke says. “Case in point, later today we have to do a full inventory because some idiot
            miscounted the weapons deliveries. We’re missing an entire crate full of guns is what that means. How do you miscount an entire
            crate?”
         

         
         I shake my head. As difficult as my job sometimes is, I wouldn’t trade it for the tedium of Zeke’s. He chose it because he
            likes to be outside and he doesn’t mind being alone with his thoughts, he says. But for some reason, even though I like to
            be alone, I never considered it. I think I wanted to do something more . . . constructive.
         

         
         More selfless? A voice in my head asks me.
         

         
         My thoughts slide back to my conversation with Tris last week. You know where I’m from, and you think that’s enough—that’s what I said to her. Like when I came here, I rooted out the Abnegation parts of me and put them on the coals to burn.
         

         
         Sure. Like that’s even possible.

         
         So tell me what I should know, Tris replied, eyes steady on mine.
         

         
         “What brings you to this fine establishment early in the morning?” Zeke says, gesturing to the emptiness around him. The next
            post is so far away from him that the guard looks like a black smudge.
         

         
         “Quarterly check on the signal repeaters,” I say.

         
         “Right. Signal repeaters.” Zeke frowns. “I totally understand what those are and definitely don’t need them explained for
            the fifth time.”
         

         
         The fence that encloses our city isn’t only protected by guards. It’s protected by a layer of fear simulations generated by
            the Dauntless computer—but even though Dauntless headquarters is close to the wall, the Dauntless computer can’t reach this
            far on its own. So there are signal repeaters fixed to the wall to channel the computer’s simulations and project them outward.
         

         
         Anyone approaching the city from outside would enter the projection zone and be confronted by their worst nightmares, which
            would give the wall guards ample time to shoot them down.
         

         
         I don’t know who those people would be, or if they’re people at all, or why we’re so confident they also have receivers in
            their brains to pick up on the simulations; I don’t know what’s out there. Our collective paranoia has no name and no face.
            I only know that outside forces supposedly exist and it’s the task of the wall guards to defend us against them.
         

         
         “They render your job basically unnecessary, is what they do,” I say to Zeke. “We don’t really need wall guards if the Dauntless
            computer is broadcasting fear simulations, do we?”
         

         
         “We do if our hypothetical intruders are really, really brave,” Zeke replies.

         
         The only problem with the signal repeaters is, if a Dauntless wall guard steps into their path instead of an intruder, the
            simulations have the same effect on them. So they come back with wild stories about what they saw out there in the nothingness,
            not realizing they saw only what their own mind concocted.
         

         
         It’s part of my job as simulation technician to make sure all the signal repeaters—positioned at regular intervals along the
            wall—are working properly. It’s a time-consuming job, so I divide it up into segments and tackle only one a week.
         

         
         I yawn. “I better get moving if I’m going to make it back to the initiates by lunch.”

         
         “A mother hen rushing back to his chicks,” Zeke says. “How sweet.”

         
         I glare at him and grab the mug out of his hands to take a sip. He drinks his coffee black, which is too harsh for me most
            of the time, but it’s better than no caffeine at all. It burns my throat on the way down.
         

         
         “I hear it’s capture the flag night?” Zeke says. “Kind of late this year, isn’t it?”

         
         I nod. “Eric wanted to delay it until after the first round of cuts. Knowing him, he’ll probably introduce a new torture to
            the game, like an electrified flag or something.”
         

         
         “Or live ammunition,” Zeke suggests. “Maybe he stole our weapons crate.”

         
         “Don’t even joke about that.”

         
         Zeke takes the coffee from me. “Those computery things won’t computer themselves. Get to work, nerd.”

         
         

         That night I sit on the floor of the train car, a paintball gun leaning up against my knee, and wish I’d opted out of this
            particular Dauntless tradition.
         

         
         It’s dark, and I can tell where the faction headquarters are by the patches of electric light we pass, streetlamps and windows
            aglow. Curfew isn’t for a couple hours, but we’re going to a part of the city that’s never lit up at night—north of Erudite
            and the Hall of Factions, close to the marsh.
         

         
         We’re in the middle of picking teams. Lauren, who teaches the Dauntless-born initiates, is my cocaptain. We don’t even need
            to talk about who our first choice will be: Uriah, obviously, because he’s first in the rankings and he’s a good team player.
         

         
         Eric takes Peter, then Edward, Drew, Molly, and Al. In addition to Uriah we get Lynn, Will, and Marlene. We’re short a player
            because we have two captains. I think about when I would have chosen Christina. After Uriah and Lynn, maybe. Before Will,
            certainly. He’s good, but I’m wary of him. He’s always watching everyone, and in general, I try to go unnoticed.
         

         
         Especially after Amar died.

         
         As we draw closer to the pier, I get to my feet.

         
         “Your team can get off second,” Eric says to me.

         
         “How generous of you,” I say. “But I’d rather not give you a reason to cry about us having an unfair advantage when you lose.”

         
         Eric’s eyes meet mine. “Fine. Get off first, then.”

         
         I put a palm against the wall to steady myself as the train brakes. Our team lines up at the door to disembark. I go first,
            because if I don’t force myself to jump off as quickly as possible, I tend to overthink it. I jog along the platform for a
            few steps, then turn to watch the others. I’m happy to see they mostly manage it without stumbling, though Marlene—always
            a little clumsy—drops her paintball gun with a clatter.
         

         
         Once we’re on the street, the initiates start debating strategy.

         
         “What’s even around here?” Lynn asks. “We could pick a random building and camp out there.”

         
         “You don’t want to go to unfamiliar ground,” Will says. “Especially not unfamiliar ground where you could be approached from
            four different directions.”
         

         
         “When your team won, where did you put the flag?” Marlene asks me, tapping my shoulder to get my attention.

         
         I shrug her off.

         
         “Not giving you hints,” I say.

         
         “Come on, Four,” she says, whining a little. “You know Eric’s basically telling his team what to do.”

         
         “That’s because he’s a bad teacher, and I’m not.”

         
         “Well, luckily, I remember where Four’s team put their flag, because my brother was on their team,” Uriah says. “The pier.
            On the carousel.”
         

         
         “Ooh.” Will’s eyes light up. “That would force the other team to approach from only one direction.”

         
         “Unless they want to wade through the marsh,” Lynn says. “Which is unlikely. Let’s go there.”

         
         Everyone else agrees, and we set out across the bridge, toward the pier. It’s quiet in this part of the city, and still. The
            raccoons and foxes and squirrels tend to gravitate toward the wooded areas closer to the marsh, and this is just a maze of
            concrete.
         

         
         But it feels different to me now that I know more about the factionless. How many of these buildings hide them from view?
            How many of these paths are the ones they walk with more confidence than we do? I think of Tris, and how immediately she reacted
            to the sound of footsteps. Her hand on my chest, pressing me back. Her eyes bright and alert.
         

         
         I don’t know why I keep thinking about her. There’s no reason to. My business with Evelyn—such as it was—is done. And Tris
            was only ever her errand girl. Her lackey, as I called her myself.
         

         
         We walk under the highway overpass and past the black building that stands alone right before the jut of the pier. The carousel
            is in the middle of a pavilion, its horses with missing hooves, missing noses, missing tails, all at varying heights. It’s
            the perfect place to keep a flag—low enough to climb, simple to see people coming from every direction. I was proud of our
            team when we came across it.
         

         
         Looming over the pavilion is the Ferris wheel. It reminds me of a spiderweb; the white metal beams have the same kind of geometry.
            Evenly spaced, crisscrossing here and there for stability. Cars dangling like raindrops from its edges. I can’t imagine riding
            in one of those for fun.
         

         
         As I’m staring up at it, I notice movement on the ground near its base. It can’t be Eric’s team, can it? I didn’t notice any
            of them getting off the train with us, and surely none of them run fast enough to have beaten us here. I try to imagine heavy-footed
            Drew sprinting along the marsh, and swallow a laugh.
         

         
         The initiates are bickering about strategy: about whether to hide the flag on one of the horses or on top of the carousel,
            and whether they should seek out the other team’s flag or focus on defense. Will, Uriah, and Marlene seem to be warring for
            dominance, with Lynn trying to find a way to climb on top of the carousel. I nudge Lauren with my elbow.
         

         
         “Saw something over there,” I say, nodding toward the Ferris wheel. “I’m gonna go check it out.”

         
         “Need backup? I hate this part.”

         
         “Someone needs to stay and make sure they don’t kill each other.”

         
         Lauren sighs and nods. I slip around the carousel and creep toward the Ferris wheel. I hear a low voice, and duck behind one
            of the wheel’s supports to listen.
         

         
         “They’re here, and that means the others will be here soon, and—” It’s a familiar voice, but I can’t quite place it, not until
            the other person responds.
         

         
         “I’m sorry, I didn’t realize they would be right here.”
         

         
         Well, that’s definitely Tris. Her voice is a little lower than you’d expect, based on her size, and it has a little rasp in
            it. Character, I find myself thinking. It has character.

         
         “If it wasn’t Peter—” That has to be Christina, only . . . I’ve never heard Christina sound so afraid.
         

         
         “I understand. It’s all right. Just go ahead to Candor, and I’ll meet you there, okay? I’ve got this.”

         
         “Are you sure?” A little thick, like she’s on the verge of tears.

         
         “Yeah. Go scope out the next spot. I’ll see you in an hour.”

         
         Something muffled, like a word spoken into a shirt, and then quiet footsteps leading away from the Ferris wheel and toward
            the edge of the pier. I stay put for a second, until I’m sure Christina is gone, and then I step out from behind the support.
         

         
         Tris is staring up at the white latticework above her, her face tipped back to reflect the light of the moon. Her hair is
            in two braids, one on either side of her head. And she’s dressed like a Dauntless: black boots, black canvas pants, and a
            tight black jacket.
         

         
         She sees me and reacts to me all in the same moment, her hand going to the knife at her belt and her eyes fixing on mine.
            When she recognizes me, she relaxes, but only a little.
         

         
         “What are you doing here?” she demands.

         
         “Playing capture the flag,” I say. “What are you doing here?”
         

         
         She narrows her eyes. “I’m not feeling particularly trusting right now. You know our safe house got raided a few days after
            you walked into it?”
         

         
         “Really?” I’ve heard the sentries are stepping up their patrols since the Choosing Ceremony, trying to figure out who the
            attackers were. But I didn’t know they were conducting raids.
         

         
         “So it wasn’t you who told them where to find us?”

         
         I scowl at her. “Do you really think I would do that?”

         
         “As you’re so quick to remind me, I don’t actually know you. And I’ve been let down before.”

         
         She tosses that comment out like it’s casual, but it doesn’t work—it falls between us like an anchor, instead.

         
         “I may not trust Evelyn, but I don’t want to hurt her, either,” I say. “I didn’t tell anyone. I promise.”

         
         Tris looks at me. Behind me, the others are still arguing about something, their voices carried toward me on the wind. The
            same wind blows loose strands of her hair across her face, and she pushes them away.
         

         
         “I believe you,” she says finally. And then she points up, into the wheel. “I’m here to get that banner.”

         
         I look up, trying to see what she’s pointing to. My gaze travels higher and higher, past the center of the wheel and into
            the structure above it. There, dangling from one of the struts, is something small and dark. A banner, I guess.
         

         
         “Christina was going to help me,” she says. “But your initiate, the horrible one—”

         
         “Peter.”

         
         “Yeah, that one. She didn’t want to risk running into him. Which is fine.”

         
         “Right. You seem fine with it.”

         
         She glares at me.

         
         I say, “What do you need help with?”

         
         “I’m fine with the climbing. But it’s not smart to climb alone in the dark. Better to have a spotter.”

         
         “You’re going to climb it?”
         

         
         “That’s the plan.”

         
         I point at the Ferris wheel above us. “That wheel.”

         
         “Yes.” She sounds terse now.

         
         “Do you know how high that is?”

         
         “At the top? Two hundred feet. I’d say the banner is only one hundred and fifty feet up, though.”

         
         I stare at her.

         
         Her eyes are bright blue and keen as a blade. “You don’t think I can do it, do you?”

         
         “Can is not the issue,” I say. “Should, however . . .”
         

         
         Tris just raises both eyebrows and moves toward the center of the wheel. There, on one of the thicker supports, is a ladder.
            Before I can fully wrap my mind around what’s happening, she’s climbing up the ladder, her hands quick on the rungs.
         

         
         I move closer, so I don’t have to shout. “Tris!”

         
         “I’ll be fine.” She’s above my head already.

         
         “I thought you needed a spotter?”

         
         She stops, and peers over the edge of the ladder at me. “Either make yourself useful or go back to your game.”

         
         I look over my shoulder at the carousel, with its striped roof and its lonely, broken horses. I can’t hear the others, so
            they must have decided on a plan.
         

         
         I think of my fear simulation, standing at the edge of the Hub, the wind rushing up to meet me. It’s not real, but the fear
            is. It has been since my mother first brought me up there to show me the city.
         

         
         Then my hands are on the rungs, and I’m following her. She’s nimble, like a spider picking a careful path across this web
            of metal. I focus on catching up to her instead of how the ground is getting farther and farther away from me. My mouth is
            dry. My hands shake a little as I grab each new rung.
         

         
         I see her boots ahead of me and realize she’s stopped. She’s holding a rung with just one hand, the other loose at her side
            as she looks back at me.
         

         
         “You’re afraid,” she says.

         
         She doesn’t say it like she’s criticizing me for it. More like she realized it all of a sudden. And maybe that’s why I don’t
            even bother trying to deny it.
         

         
         “Yeah.” The word comes out as a burst of air. A moment later I feel like I admitted too much. I sound defensive even to my
            own ears when I add, “So?”
         

         
         “So . . . you’re here anyway.”

         
         “Fear isn’t always useful.” I wish I could steady my breathing. “Over time, it gets easier to—ignore.”

         
         Her mouth twitches into a smile. “It does, doesn’t it.”

         
         She keeps climbing. Above us, at the center of the wheel, is a small platform. The wind is warm but it still blows right through
            me. A sudden gust of it pushes us from one side, and her balance shifts, her confident grip turning desperate.
         

         
         I reach for her by instinct, my hand closing around her hip. My thumb hooks under one of her belt loops; my first two fingers
            press into the soft skin just beneath the hem of her jacket. For a second my breath catches, and I stare at my hand on her,
            suddenly aware of how warm she is.
         

         
         I push her back, so she’s in balance again, and withdraw my hand. My fingertips prickle where I was touching her.

         
         “You okay?” I ask her.

         
         “Uh-huh.”

         
         We’re both quiet until we reach the platform. I’m relieved to sit with my back against a metal support. It almost feels like
            I’m on solid ground again.
         

         
         Tris, though, dangles her legs over the edge.

         
         “This doesn’t bother you at all?” I say. “Are you even human?”

         
         She smiles. “I used to climb the fire escape on Building A all the time.”

         
         Building A is the name of one of the larger Abnegation complexes, where families live in community with each other. I’ve never
            been inside, but I remember the way it looked from the street, the way the families walking in and out of it all seemed to
            know each other. I used to be jealous of the people in Building A.
         

         
         But it’s a tall structure, and the fire escape probably hasn’t been repaired in decades. So her climbing it sounds just as
            absurd to me as whatever we’re doing right now.
         

         
         I tilt my head a little as I look at her.

         
         “Why didn’t you choose Dauntless?” I say.

         
         “How do you know I had the aptitude for it?”

         
         I laugh. “How did you trick anyone into thinking you didn’t?”

         
         She was avoiding my gaze a moment ago, but now she looks at me, an odd ferocity in her eyes. Something triumphant.

         
         “You know, we met once. After you left Abnegation, I mean,” she says.

         
         “No, we didn’t,” I say. “I would remember.”

         
         “You helped me up, at the Choosing Ceremony attack,” she says. “You basically threw me at the emergency exit.”

         
         I came late to the Choosing Ceremony, to support Zeke and Uriah. I snuck in the back, so I wouldn’t run into Marcus. Then—chaos.
            I tried to usher people toward all the exits, not just the most obvious one. I don’t remember a girl.
         

         
         “I looked different then,” she says.

         
         “I’ve sort of gone out of my way to avoid even looking at an Abnegation since I left,” I say. “If I don’t remember you, that’s why.”
         

         
         She shrugs, like she doesn’t believe me—but also like it doesn’t matter.

         
         “I have to go higher than this,” she says, pointing up at the banner. It’s wrapped around a metal support maybe fifty feet
            above us. And there’s no more ladder to take us up there. If she wants to reach it, she’ll have to climb on the thinner, crisscrossing
            beams that make up the outer part of the wheel.
         

         
         And I’ll have to go with her.

         
         “Are you sure it’s worth it?” I ask her. “Whatever you’re doing this for?”

         
         Her cautious smile fades a little.

         
         “Yes,” she says.

         
         “All right.” I stand.

         
         “You’re not going to ask me why?”

         
         “No.” I hold out my hand. “I’m going to trust you and see where it leads.”

         
         She slides her fingers into mine and pulls herself to her feet. For a breath we stand facing each other, and I’m glad the
            moon is high and clear of clouds, because I can see her face. When I first met her, it didn’t exactly catch my attention.
            She was just a girl, and one who admires my mother, at that.
         

         
         She looks different to me now than she did then. Eyes wide and bright and almost glowing in the moonlight. I told her she
            didn’t know me, and that was a lie. She knows too much, sees too much. I’ve spent two years trying to bury Tobias Eaton as
            deep as I could, to become someone new, and here she is, unearthing him.
         

         
         I don’t like it. So why can’t I get myself to leave?

         
         She reaches up and grabs one of the bars over our heads. Her foot goes into the joint where the support beams cross, and she
            steps into the tangle of white bars above us. I watch her, her breaths coming faster now, her eyes focused.
         

         
         I wait until she’s a few steps ahead of me, and then I take the same path she did. My legs are unsteady; I push them forward.
            My hands are shaking; I firm them up around the beams. I can’t breathe; I force air into my nose so I’ll calm down. I’m so
            focused on not having an ill-timed panic attack that I don’t notice she’s stopped until I’m right up next to her.
         

         
         She’s staring at the city. Our view is obstructed by the big black building at the end of the pier, but I see what she’s looking
            at anyway: there’s a huge plume of dark smoke in the distance. It’s as if a black cloud descended from the sky and swallowed
            part of the city’s center.
         

         
         Something along the river—something big—is on fire.
         

         
         “That’s Candor headquarters.” She sounds panicked, and I don’t understand why.

         
         I hear the wail of sirens. The sound is eerie.

         
         “I guess,” I say. “It could be any building along the river—”

         
         “No.” Her eyes harden. “It’s not a coincidence; it can’t be. We have to get down.”

         
         “Down?” I look up at the banner, which is still thirty feet above us. “But you’re so close—”

         
         “I have to get down,” she snaps at me. “Christina is at Candor headquarters, and Mae, and my father, and the fire, it was probably—”
         

         
         “Probably . . . ?”

         
         “Probably Evelyn,” she says, with obvious reluctance.

         
         “Shit.” I guide my foot down to the crossbeam it just left, and I start climbing down.

         
         The problem with climbing down, I realize, is that I can’t help but stare at the ground. The distant ground, all the cracks
            in the pavement too far away to see. Where, if I let myself slip even once, I’ll break myself open.
         

         
         My heart races. I keep going. Down, down, down to the platform. Then I let her go ahead of me on the ladder, her hands and
            feet moving fast on the rungs.
         

         
         The second her feet touch the ground, she breaks into a run.

         
         And even though I’m supposed to be helping my initiates win capture the flag, supposed to be playing the part of the dutiful
            instructor . . . I don’t even hesitate before running after her.
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            Chapter 27
Tris

         
         I go over the route, the map unfolding in my mind. Run down Grand Avenue. Catch the train going east. Ride two stops to the
            Merchandise Mart. And then . . .
         

         
         I curse myself for not memorizing the faction headquarters maps yet. I’ve never been in Candor headquarters. I have no idea
            where I’m supposed to go once I’m in.
         

         
         Four overtakes me. He makes it look effortless, his strides long and his breaths easy, all his obvious discomfort when we
            were high above the ground now gone. He leads the way to the platform on Grand, taking the steps two at a time.
         

         
         Once I’m at the top of the steps, I pace. There’s nothing I can do now but hope a train comes soon. I lace my fingers behind
            my head and try to calm down.
         

         
         When I saw the smoke, all I could think was that it was too coincidental. The hearing. Mae at Candor headquarters. Me telling
            Evelyn, alleged leader of the most radical factionless in the city, where she would be. And this fire, the ultimate distraction.
         

         
         “Why are you so sure the fire was Evelyn?” Four asks me.

         
         I stop pacing and look along the tracks for a train. I can’t see one yet.

         
         “That raid I told you about, it involved a child taken from her brother’s care,” I say. “The hearing is tonight. At Candor
            headquarters. And I’m the one who told—”
         

         
         I pause, remembering how he called me her lackey. I wish he was wrong.
         

         
         “You told her,” he says, sounding sour again. “And now the building is on fire.” His lip curls. “Tell me again how you’re
            not her errand girl?”
         

         
         It’s as if all the tentative warmth of the past hour blew away with the wind. The boy who insisted on helping me climb despite
            his obvious terror, the boy who told me I looked Dauntless, is gone. In his place is this boy with the hard stare, embittered by grief.
         

         
         I can’t help it; I erupt. “For the last time, I am not her goddamn errand girl!” The curse seems to surprise him as much as it surprises me; I can’t remember the last time I said one. “I was trying to
            help a little girl. If she has to go back to her mother, it’s—” I hesitate. It’s not my place to share Mae’s story, or the
            Mender’s. “It won’t be good for her. That’s all.”
         

         
         He gives me a strange look. But neither of us has the time to respond, because the train is approaching the platform. Almost
            as one, we both start running alongside it. He’s faster than I am, so I expect him to board before me, but instead I feel
            the press of his hand against my back, warm and urging me to move. I grab the handle and pull myself in. He gets on right
            behind me, the movement smooth and confident, though his eyes are still wary.
         

         
         On this route we have to go the wrong direction before we can go the right one, and watching the smoke engulfing the Merchandise
            Mart get farther and farther away is agonizing before the train turns and switches tracks. I bounce on my toes as we thunder
            back across the river; closer to the flames, to Christina, and to my father.
         

         
         The train slows as it approaches the Merchandise Mart stop, which is connected to Candor headquarters itself, though the Candor
            don’t ride the train.
         

         
         I can hear the fire alarm before my feet even hit the wood, screeching inside the building in a rhythm that’s counter to my
            heartbeat.
         

         
         I jump off first, at the end of the platform, and almost stumble into Four when he lands right in front of me.

         
         He shouts over the alarm: “Come on. I had to testify at a hearing once; I know where to go.”

         
         This platform leads right into the Merchandise Mart, though it’s now only used for deliveries. We run down a narrow channel
            hemmed in by wooden crates of all sizes, some empty and waiting to be repurposed, some full and waiting to be unloaded.
         

         
         We turn a corner into chaos.

         
         The alarm is twice as loud here as it was on the platform, and accompanying it are bright, pulsing red lights. There’s a river
            of people rushing toward the exits, so dense it feels impossible to cross. Four’s hand stretches behind him, and without thinking
            I grab it. He tugs me closer to him, and then charges into the crowd.
         

         
         I’m too short to see where we’re going. All I can see are arms and chests and shoulders, and above them, the marble-covered
            pillars of the Merchandise Mart lobby. It’s an airy, grand space, a place where important things happen, but that solemnity
            has now devolved into shouting and running. And Four is pushing against the flow of the crowd, using his body as a shield
            against stray elbows and shoving hands.
         

         
         Somehow we make it to the emergency stairwell, which isn’t as crowded as the lobby was. I’m breathless and frantic.

         
         He releases my hand, looks me in the eye, and says, “Ready to climb?”

         
         I nod, even though I’m not ready at all. I feel like I’ve been in constant motion since dinner, and Colin and Rory were right—it
            takes longer than a couple weeks to build endurance. But the thought of Christina or Mae or my father trapped in the flames
            is enough to drive me forward.
         

         
         It’s not that I think my father is helpless—it’s that I think he won’t help himself if he has the opportunity to help someone
            else. The best and worst thing about my father is that he’s a devoted member of Abnegation.
         

         
         And I can still feel his kiss on my forehead. His shoulder bumping mine as he confessed that I got my impulsivity from him.

         
         I’m on the second-floor landing when I realize I’m holding Four’s hand again. I should let go of it—the stairs are still crowded,
            but there’s plenty of space for us to climb without losing track of each other—but right now I feel like it’s keeping me steady.
            So I don’t let go.
         

         
         By the fourth floor, the crowd has thinned, my legs are burning with exertion, and I can smell smoke.

         
         And by the sixth floor, I have to hold my jacket over my nose and mouth so I’m not inhaling it.

         
         On the seventh-floor landing, Four jerks my hand, pulling me away from the stairs and deeper into the building. The white
            marble and old-fashioned columns of the rest of the space yield to glass: glass walls, a glass ceiling, and even a glass floor,
            the blocks of it too thick for me to really see beneath me. Glass is the material that was in the Candor bowl at the Choosing
            Ceremony, the material that I associate with truth-telling.
         

         
         We turn a corner and I can’t help it; my feet go still.

         
         I’m in an impossibly tall, octagonal room. It’s as if someone took the core out of the center of the building and replaced
            it with a pillar of crystal. Jagged panels of glass, built to reflect and refract light, stretch above me as high as I can
            see. And in the center of the space is a podium. I suspect it’s an access point to Candor’s central computer, the way the
            stone table was the access point for Abnegation’s. There are eight glass doors leading in every direction; we came in at the
            bottom of the octagon.
         

         
         As I watch, smoke spills into the room from the top of the octagon, right across from me. A calm, feminine voice speaks from
            nowhere and everywhere, loud enough to be heard over the pulsing alarm.
         

         
         “Fire-containment protocol will go into effect in one minute,” it says. “Please evacuate.”

         
         “Damn it,” Four says, and he hurries across the room, dragging me behind him. “That’s not good—”

         
         “What’s the fire-containment protocol?” I say, tripping behind him.

         
         “I don’t know, but I’m sure it involves minimizing a fire’s spread, which probably means—”

         
         I hear a slam behind me, and turn to see a metal wall where there was glass just a moment ago. It appears to have dropped
            down from the ceiling. I look back at Four, wide-eyed.
         

         
         “Something like that,” he finishes.
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            Chapter 28
Tris

         
         The air is hazy with smoke. We both duck down low, where the fresher air is. My eyes sting. I hear slamming in the distance
            as other metal walls come down, presumably partitioning the space so that fire can’t break through it.
         

         
         Then I hear pounding. A frantic, uneven rhythm that can only come from a human, not an automated system. I pull Four toward
            it. “Someone’s shouting, come on—”
         

         
         We run down one of the narrow glass corridors that borders the octagonal room. The pounding is coming from the other side
            of one of the metal containment walls. As we get closer, I can hear a voice shouting on the other side of it.
         

         
         “Help! Can anyone hear me?”

         
         I let go of Four’s hand and slam my fist into the wall. The shouting and pounding stops.

         
         “We can hear you,” Four calls out, as I press my ear to the wall.

         
         “There’s a girl!” the voice says. “Stuck in the safe room on your side! We were trying to find someone who could let her out
            when the walls came down.”
         

         
         I look at Four.

         
         “We’re on it,” Four calls back. And to me, in a quieter voice: “Let’s go.”

         
         “How do you know your way around this place?”

         
         “Sometimes fear simulations are revealing,” he says. “When they reveal information about criminal behavior, I have to testify
            about what I’ve seen. It’s only happened twice, but it’s hard to forget this place.”
         

         
         I follow him down the hallway and around the corner—

         
         And into a wall of fire.

         
         Both of us rear back as black smoke billows toward us. I think of the aptitude test as I hack into my jacket. Four sinks into
            a crouch, and I follow suit. The air closer to the floor is clearer, and I can see down the long hallway. Where the glass
            walls stop and the drywall begins, everything is burning.
         

         
         In between the shrieks of the alarm I hear screaming and pounding again, this time not as loud or as forceful as before. There’s
            a door at the end of the hall that seems like the likely source. The safe room.
         

         
         And between it and us are flames.

         
         “You should go back and get help,” Four says to me. “I can figure something out.”

         
         “Don’t be an idiot,” I say, and I start to move.

         
         I want to sprint, but I need to stay close to the ground, or I’ll inhale too much smoke. So I crawl on my hands and knees
            toward the door, Four at my heels. Glass turns to marble beneath my aching kneecaps.
         

         
         In front of me there’s a crash as the marble paneling on one of the walls falls off and shatters. Bits of debris spray in
            every direction, one of them hitting me in the cheek. I get up, still crouched low, and walk across the rubble.
         

         
         We reach the door, which is solid and sturdy. I can barely hear the high-pitched screaming behind it, but Mae’s in there;
            I know she is. Who else would have been locked in a safe room right where the hearing is supposed to be?
         

         
         Four pushes against the door, then tries to throw his body into it. The door doesn’t even shudder at the impact. Mae’s stuck.
            He lets loose a string of invectives, some of which I’ve never heard before.
         

         
         “We need to find something to break the door down,” he says.

         
         “Not the door.” I point up at the wall, closer to the ceiling. Above the door is a small transom window. It’s too small for
            most people to fit through.
         

         
         It’s not too small for me.

         
         Four’s shoulders slump. But he nods. “I’ll be right back.”

         
         He brings his jacket across his face and disappears into the smoke. I pound on the door and try to yell back at Mae, but all
            I manage to do is cough.
         

         
         Four returns a few seconds later with a red hatchet, obviously intended for fires. I remember seeing them in the walls of
            Building A. IN CASE OF EMERGENCY, BREAK GLASS. But the window is too high for him to reach with the hatchet.
         

         
         “Here,” I say. “Step on my shoulder, it’ll give you leverage.”

         
         He’s stronger; he should be the one swinging that thing. I kneel next to the wall, and brace myself against it with my forearm.
            It feels warm to the touch; not a good sign. I don’t know much about fires, but I remember that if everything inside a room
            gets too hot, it’ll just burst into flames.
         

         
         Four’s boot presses into my shoulder, and then the full weight of him is against me. I grit my teeth against the pain—he’s
            not heavy enough to hurt me, but it doesn’t feel good to bear the weight of a grown man.
         

         
         “Cover your face,” he says, and I do, tucking my face into my jacket as he swings the hatchet.

         
         I hear glass crack, and his weight shifts as he draws back to hit the window again. This time it breaks, glass sprinkling
            on the floor all around us. He hits it again, for good measure, and then steps off my shoulder. I’m sure he left a boot print
            behind.
         

         
         “Your turn,” he says to me, offering me his hand. I take it, and come to my feet.

         
         He’s not wearing his jacket. He draped it over the now-empty window frame, so his arms are bare, his forearms muscled. He
            laces his fingers together and holds them low, so I can step into the cradle of his hands.
         

         
         I do, and he pushes me up like I weigh nothing to him. I plant my hands on the window frame and heave my chest into the gap.

         
         The room beyond is hazy with smoke. The lights are out, but in the intermittent flash of the alarm, I can see a small bed
            and a bookcase, paltry attempts at making the space friendly to children. Mae is in a ball on the floor beneath me, right
            next to the door. She stares up at me with wide, terrified eyes.
         

         
         “Hi,” I say, straining a little.

         
         My legs are trailing down the door beneath the transom. I kick at the wall to get some leverage, and Four grabs my feet.

         
         “Ready?” he calls out.

         
         “Yeah,” I say, firming my grip on the window frame. He pushes my legs up, and I twist to the side so I can shove my left leg
            through the small gap. Panting, I ignore the hard press of the window frame and its still-jagged edges, and twist, painfully,
            to get my other leg through the gap. I’m on the other side of the door.
         

         
         I drop down in front of Mae, coughing, and look her in the eye.

         
         “Let’s get you out of here,” I say.

         
         “I’m scared.”

         
         “So am I,” I reply. “But we’re going to do it anyway, okay?”

         
         She blinks up at me for a second. I touch the wall behind her; it’s hot, now, and we need to move.

         
         “I’m going to give you a boost, and you’re going to crawl through that window frame, okay?” I say to her. “There’s a boy on
            the other side who will catch you. His name is Four.”
         

         
         “Four?” she says. “Like the number?”

         
         “Yep. It’s weird, I know. Let’s go.”

         
         I get up, and make a cradle of my hands, the same way Four did for me. She puts her foot into it, wiping her nose with the
            back of her hand as she does, and I lift her, my arms unsteady.
         

         
         She grabs the edge of the window and scrambles up the wall, more nimble than I am, and smaller. I watch as she disappears
            through the gap in the wall, and then stare up at the window frame.
         

         
         I didn’t think about how I would get out of here.

         
         Smoke is pouring into the room from above. I have to act fast. I grab the bookcase next to the bed and drag it over to the
            door, letting all the books spill across the floor. Then I climb on top of it and grab the edge of the window frame. I’m going
            to have to do a pull-up.
         

         
         Like Carr told me: Every factionless should be able to lift her own weight.

         
         I’m not sure I can. But I have no choice.

         
         I jump, and try to pull myself up. It’s not enough; I get my head over the frame, and then drop down again, my arms aching.

         
         “One more time!” Four calls out. “You can do it.”

         
         “Have you seen me?” I demand, frustrated. “Do I look like someone who can do a pull-up?”

         
         “You’re stronger than you look.”

         
         I’m stronger than I look, I tell myself. I’m stronger than I look. I’m stronger than—

         
         I jump as high as I can, and pull. My head is over the frame. I scream into my teeth, and wrench myself forward, so my chest is right on top of the window
            frame. Behind me, a wave of heat flares against my back. White-hot pain sears into my shoulder, and I scream again, this time
            in agony.
         

         
         I feel like an animal in a trap. Half-feral. Desperate to escape. I kick against the wall beneath me, pushing myself through
            the gap, not caring that I’ll fall through and land on my head.
         

         
         Only I don’t.

         
         He catches me, his arm firm around my back. He holds me against his chest, his sternum hard against my cheek. I feel the pounding
            of his heart. I feel the desperation in his grip. And then I feel a wave of pain in my burned shoulder, and I make an involuntary,
            pathetic sound.
         

         
         “All right,” he says. “Should I carry you, or do you want to walk?”

         
         The idea of him carrying me makes something twist in my stomach. I’m desperate to say yes, because saying yes would mean I
            get to stop and let someone else take over. But I shake my head. My eyes are watering—from the pain, or from the smoke, I’m
            not sure—as we hurry away from the safe room, back the way we came.
         

         
         I can barely see; I keep the dark shape of Four in my sights, as well as the smaller figure of Mae jogging beside him. He
            pauses at a rudimentary map fixed to the wall, IN CASE OF FIRE, USE EMERGENCY STAIRWELL. He navigates us through a complicated series of hallways that take us to the stairwell in question.
         

         
         My legs are trembling as we descend. The stairs are empty, everyone else already evacuated, and the air gets clearer the lower
            we go, until there’s no smoke in it at all. Firefighters in Dauntless black pass us on their way up, dragging hoses with them;
            they barely seem to notice us, and it’s better that way.
         

         
         We reach the south lobby, and my eyes go right to my father.

         
         He’s standing across the room, next to Jack Kang. He looks just the same as he always has, in his Abnegation grays, but his
            arm is bandaged, his sleeve cut off at the elbow. He must have gotten burned. And I wonder if parents have a magnetic pull
            toward their children, because his head turns right as I walk in, and his eyes widen as he looks me over.
         

         
         He looks older than he did when I left. I know that’s not possible; it’s only been a few weeks. But it feels like years separate
            us from each other. Decades.
         

         
         He starts toward me, and I think of him telling the Memory Vault to take my memory.

         
         Heat claws its way up my throat, and I’m not sure if I’m angry or about to burst into tears. So I turn away from him.

         
         I can’t. I’m glad he’s alive, but I can’t face him.

         
         Someone nearby is calling my name. My new name.

         
         “Tris!”

         
         Christina is running toward me, looking frantic. She’s wearing the simple black eye patch the Mender made her instead of the
            one painted with an elaborate brown eye. She doesn’t look hurt. She moves like she’s going to throw her arms around me, then
            she seems to think better of it, and puts a hand on my uninjured shoulder.
         

         
         “Are you okay?” she says.

         
         I try to answer, but all that comes out is a cough. I nod instead.

         
         “Look,” she says, and she unzips her jacket just enough to show me a square of fabric nestled against her T-shirt. It’s the
            Fox banner.
         

         
         I grin at her. “Amazing,” I croak.

         
         “Where’s yours?”

         
         I’m not sure how to explain, and I don’t get a chance to—because Mae is sprinting across the lobby toward the Mender, who
            kneels to catch her in his arms, then tucks his face into her shoulder with obvious relief.
         

         
         He looks more sedate than I’ve ever seen him, in black trousers and a crisp white shirt, his long hair tied back and his hands
            empty of rings. He must have dressed that way for the hearing, to look respectable.
         

         
         The Mender looks up at me, and then at Four.

         
         “It was you, on the other side of the wall?” he says to me.

         
         I nod. The Mender lifts Mae into his arms as he stands. His eyes are bright with tears. He touches a hand to the back of my
            head, steadying it as he kisses my forehead.
         

         
         “Thank you,” he says.

         
         “Oh no,” Mae says, then. She’s looking over the Mender’s shoulder at whatever is behind him. “Oh no, oh no—”

         
         “Get away from my child,” a woman’s voice says.

         
         “No, no, no,” Mae is saying beneath her breath, in a low chant. She hides her face in the Mender’s neck, her hands clutching
            hard at his shirt.
         

         
         Over the Mender’s shoulder I see a dark-haired woman in a white dress. It’s perfectly tailored. Her hair is in a perfect twist.
            Her shoes have perfectly pointed toes. She must be Mae and the Mender’s mother, and she’s coming right toward them.
         

         
         Just as she’s about to reach them, though, Four steps into her path. She scowls up at him.

         
         “Get out of my way,” she says. “That’s my daughter; you can’t prevent me from—”

         
         “Listen, lady, I don’t know what to tell you. This is where I happen to be standing,” Four says.

         
         I stare at him, uncomprehending, as the woman rolls her eyes and tries to move around him. Except Four moves with her, stepping
            to the side just as she does.
         

         
         “And now I happen to be standing right here,” he says, his voice low and almost . . . dangerous.

         
         I grab the Mender’s elbow and pull him toward the doors. Four is giving us an opportunity, and we need to take it.

         
         “Let’s go,” I say. “Right now.”

         
         The Mender hurries toward the exit, followed by Christina and then me. I look over my shoulder when we’re halfway across the
            lobby, and Four, still preventing the woman from pursuing us, looks back at me.
         

         
         He gives me a tentative smile.

         
         I wish I could have said thank you.
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            Chapter 29
Four

         
         I don’t want to spend the night at the hospital, but Shauna threatens to lock me in if I don’t agree, so I don’t really have
            a choice. I have trouble relaxing—the elastic of the oxygen mask is digging into my scalp, and the plastic around my nose
            and mouth makes me feel trapped. I resign myself to a sleepless night.
         

         
         It works out, though, because I hear Evelyn coming. The creep of her footsteps is too quiet for a nurse or a doctor—or a Dauntless,
            for that matter. I’m not startled when she steps into my room and closes the door behind her.
         

         
         I feel the usual simmering rage, the ache of loss, the deep relief.

         
         “Hello,” I say, tugging the mask down so it won’t muffle my voice.

         
         “Hello,” she says. “Are you all right?”

         
         I shrug. “Just some smoke inhalation. Should be fine.”

         
         Evelyn slumps back against the door. She’s dressed as an Amity today, in a red dress, her hair down—probably makes it easier
            to walk through the hospital without attracting attention. Sometimes it amazes me how she can just put on and take off different
            factions like costumes. But then, I used to watch her do that every day, putting on Abnegation like it was a jacket and saving
            her more honest self for when we were alone.
         

         
         With me, she’s always been the same, so I thought I was seeing everything she was. I was wrong. People are always bigger than
            we think they are.
         

         
         “John—that’s the man whose sister you saved—told me what you did for him,” she says. “Both your daring rescue and your intervention
            on his behalf, against their mother.”
         

         
         “Well.” I shrug, avoiding her eyes. “I heard the best place for the kid was with him. So.”

         
         “I see.”

         
         I pretend I can’t feel her eyes on me. Seeing more than they should.

         
         “I was worried about you,” she says.

         
         “I didn’t do much. Is Tris all right?”

         
         “Yes.” Her eyes glint a little. “I spoke to her a few hours ago.”

         
         “She already suspects you started that fire, you know.” I tilt my head. “What did you tell her?”

         
         To her credit, she doesn’t deny it.

         
         “I told her the truth,” she says levelly, “which is that my intention was only to create enough smoke for a diversion. The
            fire got out of hand.”
         

         
         “Oh, I’m sure. And the fact that he was in the building that day, that had nothing to do with it.”
         

         
         “Of course not.” She scowls. “You think I would put that many lives at risk just to threaten him?”

         
         I don’t answer, because the truth is, I’m not sure. I want to think my mom isn’t someone who would burn a building just to
            kill one man. I want to think she cares about the greater good. But I’ve learned the hard way that wanting to believe something
            doesn’t make it true.
         

         
         Her eyes skirt mine. “I didn’t realize you’d care about his life so much.”

         
         A laugh bubbles out of me, and then I wind up coughing instead, my throat burning. I pull the oxygen mask down and breathe
            deep for a few seconds as the fit subsides.
         

         
         “This isn’t about him,” I say, when I can finally breathe easily again. “And the fact that you think it is shows how little you know me.”
         

         
         I put the oxygen mask back over my nose and mouth, and close my eyes. I feel her hand on mine, squeezing my fingers, but when
            I open my eyes, she’s already gone, the door left open behind her.
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            Chapter 30
Tris

         
         Two days later I stand in the alley behind the donation center, waiting for my mother to arrive. The alley is still tidy,
            the trash neatly stacked and sorted, but there are dandelions growing from the cracks in the pavement, their flowers bright
            yellow, not yet turned to seed heads.
         

         
         I’m still catching my breath. I’ve been on oxygen for the past few days and pumped full of medicine that will help my lungs
            heal faster, all courtesy of a medic at the Conservatory. All the muscles in my body are sore, even ones I didn’t know I had.
            And my entire left shoulder is covered in bandages. The doctor told me the pain from the burn is a good sign—it means my nerves
            are still intact—but it’s hard to see it that way when I can’t move my left arm.
         

         
         The door opens, and my mother rushes out, reaching for me. I flinch back, worried about my wound.

         
         “Sorry,” I say, touching my left shoulder. “I have a burn—”

         
         Her eyes soften with concern, and she puts one arm around me, her hand careful on my back.

         
         “I’m so glad you’re all right,” she says tightly, over my shoulder. “Your father told me he saw you, and I—”

         
         Her hand tightens around my shirt, and I realize I’ve never seen her this worried—or this angry. There’s a dark look in her
            eyes when she pulls away. I wonder for the first time if my parents are happy together. If they love each other. Or if the
            departure of both me and Caleb has revealed a fissure in their relationship that will never be bridged.
         

         
         “I’m so proud of you,” she says fiercely. “My Dauntless girl.”

         
         I smile, but that word, “Dauntless,” doesn’t feel like the same badge of honor that it would have a month ago. Now, Dauntless
            isn’t just the faction I should have chosen—it’s the faction that raided my new home and took Mae from the Mender. It’s the
            faction that kicked Christina out because she was attacked. It’s the faction I run away from when I see them in the street,
            hoping they won’t detain me just for being factionless.
         

         
         Still, I know what she means by it.

         
         It’s getting dark, but I can see the fatigue in my mother’s eyes, the worry lines around her mouth.

         
         “What is it?” I ask her.

         
         “I need your help.”

         
         I feel the same strangeness I felt the last time I spoke to her, like she was suddenly talking to me as an adult instead of
            her daughter. I remember thinking then that I might owe her a favor for helping me with the hearing. And right now, it feels
            almost like she’s collecting.
         

         
         Suddenly I’m not quite sure who I’m talking to, my mother or Natalie Prior, a woman I’ve only gotten glimpses of before now.
            “With what?”
         

         
         “I’d like you to get a message to your brother. I tried to tell him myself, on Visiting Day, but I was refused entry to Erudite
            headquarters. One of Jeanine Matthews’s new mandates.”
         

         
         I scowl. At this point, I’m not surprised by Erudite’s cruelty toward Abnegation, but I hate it all the same.

         
         “What message?” I say.

         
         “I want to ask him to look for a pattern—to compare aptitude test results to faction transfers,” she says. “Aptitude test
            results are only accessible from within Erudite, so I can’t get that information for myself. And I need to confirm a theory.”
         

         
         “A theory.”

         
         “I don’t want to bias you before I have data to support it,” she says.

         
         I stare at her. My mother—no, Natalie Prior—has theories. And a research agenda. She’s even talking a little differently.
            Louder, like she wants to make sure she’s heard. Sharper, like it’s no longer important to be gentle.
         

         
         “I’ll need to give him a reason,” I say slowly.

         
         “No, I would have had to give him a reason. You won’t. All you need to do is ask for his help.” She touches my cheek, and just like
            that, my mother is back. Soft and kind. “Trust me.”
         

         
         I think of what Four accused me of, before. Being his mother’s “errand girl.” A good factionless soldier who worships Evelyn,
            like all the rest. I couldn’t explain to him how wrong he was, at the time, without revealing too much about what I’m really
            doing.
         

         
         But for the first time since I left Abnegation, I do feel like an errand girl. Just not Evelyn’s.

         
         The thought makes something twist inside me. I don’t like thinking of my mother that way. But then I think of Robert, and
            Susan, and the dead factionless woman on the floor of the Hall of Factions. My mother wants answers for them the same way
            I do.
         

         
         “Okay,” I say. “I’ll do my best. But I have to go—I have something to do before it gets too dark.”

         
         She nods. Gives me another careful hug. I start to walk away, and she calls out, “You seem older.”

         
         I look back. She’s smiling again, but this time, her smile is a little sad.

         
         

         An hour later I’m standing beneath the Ferris wheel, staring up at the still-intact Fox banner.

         
         It happens sometimes, Rory told me, when she visited me in the Conservatory. Not all the Fox banners are found, and they stay
            where they are for a week or so before the Foxes take them down. So there’s still time.
         

         
         The problem is, I can’t climb in this condition. I only have one arm, for one thing, and I doubt my lungs would cooperate,
            for another.
         

         
         The banner dangles overhead, green and tempting. I was so close to it the other night. I chose Christina and my father instead.

         
         My father, who I couldn’t even stand to speak to, when it came down to it.

         
         Why didn’t you choose Dauntless? Four asked me, that night, and I was surprised—surprised that he actually saw me for what I am, instead of the small Abnegation
            girl everyone else seems to see.
         

         
         But the answer to that question has changed. At first, I would have said I didn’t choose Dauntless because I didn’t want to
            let my parents down. But now I wonder if there’s another reason. I wonder if I couldn’t quite bring myself to choose Dauntless,
            not because of my parents but because a part of me knew it wouldn’t be any more right for me than Abnegation, in the end.
         

         
         A Dauntless looks at this wheel and sees a challenge. A wild stunt. And that’s the way I saw it at first. But what if it’s
            actually a puzzle?
         

         
         I walk around the base of the Ferris wheel. There are huge diagonal supports studded with metal and patched with rust. The
            cars closest to the ground are scratched up and missing pieces, their doors dangling from their hinges and their windows broken.
            I spot a podium a few yards away from the bottom of the wheel and pause.
         

         
         Maybe the wheel is still operational.

         
         I walk around the podium and find a control panel. The labels are worn away from most of the buttons and switches. I press
            one to see if anything will happen; it doesn’t. I duck under the panel to see the wires beneath it. It’s just a meaningless
            tangle of them to me, at first. I follow one with my eyes, and then another, and then another before I find one that’s come
            loose from its connection point.
         

         
         I reach into the small space and pinch the connector in my fingers. Then I feel for the space it’s supposed to fit into. It
            takes me a few tries—it’s difficult to accomplish blind and one-handed, but I manage to slide the connector into place. The
            control panel buttons glow.
         

         
         I throw one of the levers, and the wheel makes a grinding sound.

         
         I grin as the cars start to move. The banner is flapping in the wind, green against a blue sky. The wheel turns, and I watch
            the banner inch closer to the ground until I’m sure it’s close enough for me to grab. Then I pull the lever back.
         

         
         The wheel grinds to a stop. I walk over to the ladder I climbed a few nights ago to get to the center of the wheel and hold
            my left arm against my body as I grab the rung with my right. I climb up about halfway, glad that the wind has died down.
         

         
         Then all I have to do to get the banner is reach for it.

         
         It’s made of thick, slippery material. I tuck it into the front of my jacket and climb down, rung by rung.

         
         At the bottom, I take the banner out and shake it to see the image stitched into the middle of it. It’s a bright orange fox,
            with one eye winking.
         

         
         I laugh.

         
         As I walk back to the train, I let the banner hang over my shoulder like a wing.
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            Chapter 31
Caleb

         
         Caleb has now given the instructions for the test so many times that he doesn’t even think about the words as he says them.
            The test subject for this round—the sixty-fourth round of this particular version of the facial recognition protocol—is an
            Amity volunteer, nineteen years old, tall and built like he was made out of a stack of bricks. He looks nervous, fidgeting
            with his pocket flaps as he waits for Caleb to finish.
         

         
         A lot of people seem nervous in the testing room, though they’re here only to provide data, so there’s no way for them to
            fail. Their task is simple: sit in front of a screen for twenty minutes to watch faces scroll past, and tap the touch pad
            every time they see someone from a particular faction. The factions are randomly assigned, and the people are randomly selected.
         

         
         When Jeanine Matthews personally assigned him to this laboratory after hearing about his interest in simulations, he thought
            he would be doing something interesting. Engaging. Something that would light him up from inside, the way certain books do,
            or certain conversations. Instead what he’s discovered in Laboratory 9B is lonely tedium.
         

         
         He doesn’t see many of his fellow initiates anymore. He eats breakfast with Fernando most mornings for book club—they’re reading
            about game theory, something that fascinates Caleb even as it awakens deep insecurity in him. Fernando’s mind is quick and
            eager, and he’s patient with Caleb as he struggles to catch up—not something that can be said for all the initiates in their
            class. Every day, Caleb finds new reasons to resent his Abnegation upbringing for not giving him the foundation of knowledge
            that Fernando has.
         

         
         He spends some time with Fell, too, mostly quiet evenings where they play chess, despite neither of them being particularly
            good at it. Sometimes she tries to talk to him about where they came from, about his family, about the memories they share
            from their six years of Abnegation schooling—but Caleb wants to move forward, not look back.
         

         
         Other than that, he spends most of his time in this laboratory, administering this same test, logging and sorting data, writing
            up reports of what he notices, and offering suggestions to improve the next phase of the experiment. Cara meets with him weekly
            to discuss his progress, which he doesn’t mind, though he’s often frustrated by her critiques, which seem to always find their
            root in the things he wasn’t taught and had no way of knowing.
         

         
         The Amity volunteer taps the touch pad as the faces scroll past. The faction he’s supposed to be looking for is Dauntless,
            and just as anticipated, he taps faster when the face is pierced, or tattooed, or when the person’s hair is a bright, unnatural
            color. His tapping on more conservative Dauntless faces is slower, and he occasionally misidentifies a Candor as Dauntless,
            thanks to the overlap in their clothing colors. Everything is exactly what Caleb expected it to be.
         

         
         He still feels dull and frustrated that night, when he returns to the little cubicle that has fast become his in a more profound
            way than his room at home ever was. It’s stacked with books, with maps and charts and scientific diagrams taped to every inch
            of every wall. His clothes are mostly folded, but he’s relaxed his standards of cleanliness since he arrived here, so there
            are a few stray items slung over the back of his desk chair or the foot of his bed. He likes the way the mess makes the space
            feel, warm and lived-in.
         

         
         But he doesn’t find any joy or relief in returning there today. All he can think about is how obvious the results of the facial
            recognition test are, and how pointless it is to test something that’s already obvious to you, that most people would regard
            as common sense. Of course color recognition is important in identifying members of a particular faction quickly. Of course
            obvious physical markers, such as piercings and tattoos, make it easier for someone to identify a Dauntless. Of course.

         
         And because this is Erudite, where people don’t do things for no reason, he’s certain there’s something he’s missing, something
            Cara isn’t telling him about the purpose of this experiment. The lack of transparency frustrates him. Wouldn’t it be helpful if he knew what this experiment was intended to accomplish? Wouldn’t it make him better at his job? What has he done to suggest
            he can’t be trusted with that information?
         

         
         Maybe it’s because he’s from Abnegation.

         
         Caleb throws back his blankets and puts on his slippers. They must be holding his old faction against him, and he’s not just
            going to put up with it—not anymore. Not after all the pitying looks he endures every time there’s another report of Abnegation
            misconduct; not after the constant frustration with his own ignorance. If they won’t tell him what’s going on, he’ll find
            out for himself.
         

         
         He walks down the hallway to the stairwell, his stride confident, like he’s exactly where he’s supposed to be. He slips into
            the fourth-floor landing and climbs up to the fifth floor, where the laboratories are. The hallway is eerie at night, lit
            only by the occasional emergency lamp, each of which shines a cold white circle on the tile. The doors are locked, the laboratories
            beyond them dark, their equipment monstrous-looking shadows behind the glass.
         

         
         He can’t just walk into the laboratory where he works, but he’s seen Cara get the key so many times that he knows how to do
            it himself. He goes down to the small office at the end of the hallway, the one with the blue-painted walls, and types the
            access code—1351317, an arrangement of prime numbers that was easy enough to memorize as he looked over her shoulder—on the
            lock box. The little door springs open, and the key is his.
         

         
         He unlocks the laboratory door and goes straight to Cara’s computer, which is at the end of the row of lab tables. He knows
            this password, too. He may not know as much as everyone who was raised Erudite, but Caleb is a keen observer. The third labyrinth
            taught him that, and he’s been using it to his advantage ever since.
         

         
         He types in Cara’s password, and it works, the entire system unfolding before him like an opened book lying flat on a table.
            He doesn’t know where to start. He searches for the word “objectives,” hoping to find a file name that corresponds, and several
            pop up—one for each round of the experiment. He doesn’t find any files with that title, but he does find a segment of text
            in a file marked “Round 4,” which is the version of the experiment they’re conducting.
         

         
         
            OBJECTIVES: a control group for Round 4B, which attempts to separate the conscious identifiers from the unconscious in faction
               identification to shorten reflex response time—
            

         

         He’s reading as quickly as he can, hungry for understanding. He’s so focused that he doesn’t hear footsteps in the hallway.
            He jumps when the door to the laboratory opens.
         

         
         Jeanine Matthews stands there, one eyebrow arched imperiously. She’s dressed more casually than she usually is, in blue laboratory
            pants that remind him of the hospital workers’ uniforms, and a white laboratory coat. Her hair is pulled back, not a strand
            amiss.
         

         
         “Hello, Caleb,” she says.

         
         “I—” he starts to say, and she holds up a hand.

         
         “Let’s skip the part where you try to come up with an excuse for what you’re doing here, after hours, on a computer that isn’t
            your own,” she says. “It’s wholly unnecessary.”
         

         
         Caleb’s face burns. He pulls away from the computer, staring down at his slippered feet.

         
         “I’m sorry,” he says.

         
         “I’m sure you are.” Jeanine pulls a lab stool over to sit across from him. She crosses her legs at the ankle. “But what would
            be more useful to me is if you tell me the real reason why you’re here.”
         

         
         Caleb’s mouth feels dry. He runs his tongue over the roof of his mouth before responding. It doesn’t even occur to him to
            lie.
         

         
         “I was frustrated,” he says.

         
         “Ah.” Jeanine doesn’t look angry—she looks curious. “Frustrated by what?”

         
         “By this experiment.” He gestures at the computer in front of him. “Everything that we’re studying seems obvious. Not even
            worth our time to test. And I thought that if I understood what the greater goal was, I might be able to alleviate some of
            my frustration.”
         

         
         “I see.” Jeanine nods. “You’re administering the test of faction face recognition? Round four?”

         
         Caleb nods, impressed, as he usually is, by Jeanine’s perfect recall.

         
         “Yes, I see. I believe we’ve failed our faction transfers yet again, Mr. Prior,” she says. “You no doubt learned about the
            scientific method in school, but it’s not as deeply ingrained in you as it is to those born in Erudite. To me it’s a given
            that for any experiment to meet the standards of scientific rigor to which we hold ourselves, we need a strong control group
            for every alteration that we make. You are working on the control group, so it’s acceptable—even advantageous—for the results
            of your study to be obvious and predictable. That way, whatever we discover can be measured against a reliable standard. Do
            you understand?”
         

         
         “I do,” Caleb says, trying to control his irritation. He knows how control groups work. “I just didn’t know anything about
            the greater experiment. I didn’t know that I was the control group.”
         

         
         “Yes, of course.” Jeanine taps her fingers on her knee. “I simply believe that you would have been more patient with the process
            if you had had this deep-seated understanding of how this process works. But I’m glad you’re frustrated, Mr. Prior.”
         

         
         He frowns. “You are?”

         
         “Of course. Frustration arises from curiosity, and curiosity is always to be met with satisfaction, like hunger or thirst
            or the need for sleep,” Jeanine says. “So would you like me to tell you more about this experiment?”
         

         
         “Yes.” The word rushes out of him.

         
         Jeanine smiles, like she finds his eagerness charming. He wonders, suddenly, what it would have been like to have a parent
            who was happy to answer questions instead of discouraging the “unnecessary” pursuit of answers, the way his parents sometimes
            did. That’s just the way it is was a common refrain, as was Not now, Caleb, and worst of all: That’s not important for you to know right now.
         

         
         “There is an area of the brain called the fusiform gyrus,” Jeanine says. “Do you know what it’s responsible for?”

         
         “Well, it’s disputed. But it’s believed to be involved in recognizing human faces,” Caleb responds. “As well as words, and
            colors.”
         

         
         Jeanine nods.

         
         “Our aim with this experiment is to determine if the fusiform gyrus’s activity can be suppressed, especially selectively repressed,”
            she says. “This will be significant in further development of the aptitude test, which is the goal of this laboratory. You
            can imagine how useful it would be to be able to generate both familiar and unfamiliar faces at will in a simulation environment?
            That way we could test a person’s aptitude without the intrusion of the emotional attachment that is related to familiarity
            and recognition.”
         

         
         Caleb’s insides squirm. He feels very young, and very small. He’s been frustrated by the tedium of his work, thinking he wasn’t
            doing anything interesting or important. But really, he’s been one small cog in a greater machine of interest and import.
         

         
         “I thought maybe you changed your mind about assigning me to work on simulations,” he admits. “I see now that I was just . . .
            limited in my understanding. That seems to happen to me a lot.”
         

         
         Jeanine gives him a sympathetic look.

         
         “You’re being asked to adapt to an entirely new environment in very little time, Caleb,” she says. “I’m sure it’s difficult
            to feel like you’re behind on everything, but you have the qualities that are truly important in Erudite. You’re observant,
            and curious, and a quick thinker. I’m impressed that you managed to break in here with so little effort, in fact.” She gestures
            at the lab around them. “You didn’t know about the motion sensors, of course. But I assume you’ll find a way around them next
            time you want access to sensitive information you’re not supposed to have.”
         

         
         “Next time?” he asks. “There won’t be—”

         
         “Please,” Jeanine says, still smiling. “Do you really believe this is the last time you’ll want to know something that someone
            else won’t tell you?”
         

         
         Caleb falls silent at that.

         
         “Now, I can tell that you need an outlet for all your intellectual energy, Mr. Prior,” Jeanine says. “So I think your punishment
            for this infraction will be assisting me and Cara every Wednesday for the rest of your initiation period. How does that sound?”
         

         
         It doesn’t sound like a punishment at all. Caleb knows better than to point that out.

         
         “That sounds fair,” he says.

         
         Jeanine looks at him like she wants to wink at him, but she isn’t the sort of person who winks. So she just uncrosses her
            legs and stands.
         

         
         “Back to bed,” she says to him. “And I expect less frustration from you tomorrow.”
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            Chapter 32
Four

         
         I can’t help it—I yawn.

         
         Sometimes other people’s fear simulations are fascinating. Last year I had an initiate whose first fear simulation submerged
            us both deep in the ocean. For her I’m sure the experience was harrowing; for me it was almost soothing, surrounded by that
            much blue, the waves buoying me along.
         

         
         But most of the time, other people’s fears are either downright gruesome or . . . boring. People tend to fear the same things,
            even when their simulations are abstractions. The same symbols appear again and again.
         

         
         This simulation is what I call a failure sim. The initiate is Al, big and a little clumsy, sitting at his kitchen table. There’s
            only one light in the room, dangling over the table, a single bulb. All around it is dark. And creeping out of the shadows
            is a woman who I’m pretty sure is his mom, pointing a finger at him and berating him.
         

         
         So yeah. Once I got tired of wincing on his behalf, I started yawning.

         
         Fear simulations are supposed to be observed, especially for initiates, who are inexperienced at getting out of them. I have
            to be ready to pull Al out of the simulation if he’s in for too long or in danger of passing out or vomiting. But I could
            step out for a moment, if I wanted. Let him work on this on his own.
         

         
         I’m strongly considering it when a sobbing Al says to his red-faced mother: “You’d never actually say this! You wouldn’t!”

         
         “Stop,” I say. It’s my will that pulls us out of the program—the computer knows I’m running the simulation as an observer,
            not a participant, and it waits for my commands—but it’s still easier if I say it out loud.
         

         
         I surface in the simulation room, my back against the stone wall. Al is sitting on the ground, curled into a ball, his body
            shuddering. He lifts his head, and his glassy brown eyes find mine.
         

         
         “I did it?” he says.

         
         I consider him for a moment. “Not exactly,” I say. “What did you mean when you told her ‘You’d never actually say this’?”

         
         “I . . .” He gulps. “I meant—in real life, she would never—”

         
         “Right.” I cross my arms. “That’s the thing. You’re not supposed to know she’s not real.”

         
         “How could I not?”

         
         “The program is designed to suppress the part of your brain that’s aware of logical incongruities,” I say. “When you’re in
            a dream, strange things happen to you and you don’t question them. In fact, your brain finds ways to explain them to you—that’s
            what we call ‘dream logic.’ That’s what’s supposed to happen in a fear simulation.”
         

         
         Al unwinds a little, his arms loosening around his knees and his feet sliding on the stone.

         
         “Why didn’t it?”

         
         I hesitate. I didn’t encounter any Divergent initiates last year, so I’ve never had to have this conversation before. My instinct
            is to warn him as fiercely as I can against revealing this to anyone, the way my father warned me. But I also know Al. I know
            he can’t keep a secret, and I know he can’t disguise his emotions from anyone. If I make him afraid of this, he’s more likely
            to give it away. And if he does that, we’re both screwed.
         

         
         I can’t just delete this simulation from the records. I would draw attention to its absence, since I have all the initiates’
            slots in the official schedule. I can only delete sessions that aren’t planned. So I just have to hope this simulation gets
            buried in the heap.
         

         
         “It happens,” I say. “Next time, I want you to pretend that what you’re seeing makes perfect sense to you, no matter what
            it is. Don’t think about what would happen in reality—while you’re in the simulation, whatever you’re seeing is reality. Understand?”
         

         
         He nods. “It’ll help with the simulation?”

         
         “No, but it will ensure that your ranking doesn’t suffer.”

         
         “Oh.” He pushes himself up and dusts off his jeans. “Okay.”

         
         “Go ahead, you’re done for the day.”

         
         Al gives me a small smile and makes his way for the door. I imagine him walking out of the room and talking to Will about
            what I told him, like it’s a piece of advice that applies to everyone, and I wince.
         

         
         “And, Al?” I say. “I wouldn’t mention this to any of your fellow initiates. It could cause trouble for them. And for you.”

         
         His brow furrows in confusion. But ever since I helped Christina, Will and Al seem to trust me. So he nods and then opens
            the door. I force my shoulders to relax, and walk out after him to see who’s next.
         

         
         All the initiates who haven’t gone through their fear simulations yet are sitting along the edge of the room, staring at the
            cauldron with its synthetic flames. I look for Peter, as I always do, to make sure he’s staying put and not causing any trouble.
            His green eyes glint with firelight. He looks like a demon.
         

         
         Closer to the door, Will hops to his feet. He’s smiling like he’s about to play a game instead of dig around in the darkest
            parts of his subconscious, his cheek dimpled and his hair flipping at the ends, boyish. I gesture for him to follow me, and
            he does. I close the door behind us.
         

         
         “Did Al do okay?” he asks.

         
         “Focus on yourself, not Al.” I cross the room to the bench set into the wall and sit.

         
         “I heard you talking to him for a while. Just thought maybe something went wrong.”

         
         He looks curious, but I’m sure it’s more than that. Al was just above the cut line; Will is probably wondering if he’s going
            to be down another friend by the time initiation is over.
         

         
         “Al’s fine,” I say. “I just talked to him about what I saw. If I see something interesting in your brain, I’ll do the same
            with you. But I’m not counting on it.”
         

         
         Will grins. My sharp comments have no effect on him. Never have. He always acts like I’m kidding. I wish I was kidding.
         

         
         I lean my head back against the wall and cue the fear simulation. I’m betting Will is afraid of some kind of creature. Spiders,
            maybe. A lot of people are afraid of spiders.
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            Chapter 33
Tris

         
         The morning I knocked on the door to the Fox meeting to present them with my banner, they all looked at me like they wanted
            to laugh. Then Gretchen, arms crossed, asked me if I had any special skills.
         

         
         I fired a dart at a target. I hit the center.

         
         It was probably just a formality. After Four and I saved Mae, the Mender’s recommendation carried more weight. To the Foxes,
            my loyalty was probably far more valuable than my good aim. But even though they let me in, they still haven’t exactly welcomed
            me—or anyone. It’s days later, and I’m still nervous to go to these meetings.
         

         
         All my life, I’ve been too small and too plain and too Stiff to attract much attention. But here among the Foxes, surrounded by people who are experts at observation, I can’t seem to
            avoid notice. The hisses start when I’m two steps into the room—a gallery space next to the Museum’s grand lobby.
         

         
         “Priss,” they say.
         

         
         It’s my new nickname. Christina has one, too: Eye Patch. All the new Fox recruits have been subjected to mockery. Scarecrow,
            for Rory’s gangly limbs. Trip, for the boy who sometimes can’t get his words out. Sleepy, for the recruit who has nightmares.
            Foxes seem to have a knack for figuring out whatever bothers you the most and pressing right into it.
         

         
         I search the faces of the established Foxes around me, as I do every morning, as if I can see which one of them might have
            shot Robert, might have stolen the gun that killed him, might be working with Evelyn to make ‘death to factions’ a reality.
            But you can’t see that kind of thing in a person’s face.
         

         
         “I see a sliver of ankle, Priss, better cover up!” someone calls out.

         
         I ignore them and sit down with Christina, next to a pillar.

         
         Her way into the Foxes was a little harder than mine. Her knowledge of two faction headquarters didn’t hurt. She knew how
            to throw a knife—that was surprising—and a punch—less surprising. Ultimately, though, I think they let her in because when
            they mocked her for the eye patch, she bit back. The Foxes seem to like that kind of thing; too bad I’m not better at it.
         

         
         The main hall of the Museum—where I just was—has the look of a place that used to be a marvel but has fallen into disrepair.
            It’s a long, narrow space, two stories high, with dirty, broken skylights overhead, hemmed in by crumbling columns. One side
            of the structure is collapsed and overrun with vines.
         

         
         This room, though, is for the woodworkers. A layer of sawdust covers every surface. A freshly made chair stands on a platform
            nearby, its legs repurposed from an old school desk.
         

         
         “What’s today?” I ask Christina. “Did they say?”

         
         The secret meetings I was so eager to attend have turned out to be as mundane as Gretchen told me they would be: Foxes meet
            every morning to dole out assignments. That’s what’s going on right now: Sly, the head of the guild, is calling out names
            and tasks. Some of the tasks are deliveries, some are messages, some involve stealing, and some involve scouting. I get the
            feeling there’s a hierarchy to them that I don’t understand.
         

         
         “Not yet,” Christina says. “But Rory thinks we actually get to do something today.”

         
         Rory turned up the night of the fire with a banner from Amity headquarters and a mysterious bruise at the corner of her mouth
            that she refuses to explain. Colin, however, came up empty, no banner in hand. He didn’t make it in.
         

         
         The past few days were all tests. Testing whether we knew all the streets, train routes, and faction headquarters by heart.
            Testing our speed, aim, and sleight of hand. And testing us on our ability to mimic other faction members, focusing on diction,
            posture, even facial expressions. Walk like an Erudite. Now walk like a Dauntless. Now walk like an Amity.

         
         Those tests were harder than I thought they would be, because the Foxes don’t want a caricature, an exaggeration. They want
            subtlety. The goal, I was repeatedly told, is to draw as little attention to myself as possible.
         

         
         The thought of actually doing something—actually leaving this building, beautiful though it is—makes my heart leap.

         
         Sly finishes with the assignments, but no one leaves the room. Everyone stays to watch our tests. I hate it.

         
         In the middle of the hall some of the others are setting out stacks of fabric. One gray, one yellow, one blue, one black and
            white, one black. One for each faction, obviously.
         

         
         “Step on up, recruits!” Sly calls out.

         
         The first day I met Sly, someone made a joke about her jumping out of a fish tank, which is how I discovered she’s one of
            the people who broke out of the detention center a couple weeks ago. She doesn’t look like someone who would commit a serious
            crime. Her smile is soft and beatific. I’ve heard half the people in Amity think Sly is a member of their faction, and the
            other half have never given her a second glance.
         

         
         Most of the older Foxes have settled into specialties: some are good at pretending to be Candor, some Dauntless, some Amity.
            Most of them are better at sneaking around unseen. Some are messengers, entrusted with all the factionless secrets. Those
            are the ones Evelyn speaks to most.
         

         
         I get up and stand in a line with the others, Christina on my left and Rory on my right.

         
         “Today’s task is simple but important,” Sly says, in her sugar-sweet voice. “You’ll choose a faction and enter its headquarters.
            You are to remain there without getting arrested for at least one hour.”
         

         
         “What happens if we do get arrested?” Trip asks. I don’t know his real name, since he didn’t offer it.

         
         “Then you go back to being a stray, and try your luck somewhere else,” Sly says, with a smile.

         
         It’s just another initiation. An education in subterfuge, and exactly as unforgiving as most of the other faction initiations.
            I find myself wishing that, in their attempts to eradicate the faction system, the factionless went a little further.
         

         
         “Who wants to go first?” Sly asks.

         
         “Eye Patch!” someone calls out. “She went last yesterday.”

         
         Christina rolls her eye and steps forward. She points to the stack of gray clothing, and Sly picks it up and hands it to her.

         
         “Go ahead,” Sly says.

         
         This is how I earned my nickname: When we dress up as other faction members, everyone else changes clothes in front of the
            group to show the transformation in real time. Up until this point, I’ve refused to do that—I step out of the room, change,
            and walk back in. Priss. Priss. Priss.

         
         Christina doesn’t seem to have trouble changing in front of people. She strips down to her underwear and puts on the Abnegation
            skirt—ankle-length on her—shirt, jacket, and slippers. Then she pulls back her braids and twists them into a knot, using a
            few pins she borrowed from me to hold it in place. In about a minute she’s transformed into a demure Abnegation woman.
         

         
         “Very nice,” Sly singsongs. “Who’s next?”

         
         “Priss!” someone shouts.

         
         I recognize the voice. It comes from the boy who gave me that nickname: Boots. He has dark circles under his eyes, and today’s
            boots are striped iridescent, like the sentry uniforms.
         

         
         I look at the clothes that are left. I’m good at passing as a Dauntless, and I wouldn’t mind seeing their headquarters for
            the first time. But my mother asked me to talk to Caleb.
         

         
         “Erudite,” I say.

         
         Today, I decide, is going to be different. I’m tired of carrying my Abnegationness like a stone around my neck. I’m tired of people seeing only that—uptight, quiet, passive—when they look at me. So when Sly
            offers me the stack of clothes, and the hisses start again as the others anticipate me leaving the room, I do the thing I’m
            afraid to do.
         

         
         I take off my jacket. I untie my boots.

         
         Everyone around me is talking, shouting, hissing. I ignore the noise and the roaring of my blood in my ears. I pull my shirt
            over my head.
         

         
         Beneath it, I wear a tight tank top, but it’s still the most skin I’ve ever showed in public. And rippling across my left
            shoulder, in a patch of shiny pink skin that spans from my spine to my arm, is the burn I got in the fire.
         

         
         When the people behind me see it, they go quiet. At first I think it’s another insult, their silence. Like my scarred skin
            is so hideous they’re trying to think of another nickname for me. But then I realize the Mender is one of the people standing
            behind me. And I wonder if their silence is actually respect.
         

         
         Bolstered by that thought, I tug the blue dress over my head and then take off my pants underneath it. I think about the Erudite
            girls I’ve seen. Shoulders back and relaxed. Heads high. Confident and alert. Sometimes haughty, but not too much—too much is too much, as Sly likes to say.
         

         
         I roll my shoulders back as I button up the dress, and then I eye the belt that was tucked inside it. The belt might be a
            trick; sometimes the Foxes do that to see if we’ll fall for it. The dress doesn’t need a belt, and an Erudite woman would
            probably find it to be unnecessarily restrictive.
         

         
         I leave the belt aside, and slip my feet into the flat, round-toed shoes. Then I run my fingers through my hair to smooth
            it down. I’m still getting used to its new length. The haircut was a necessity after the fire—the ends of my hair were burnt
            in places, and it was easier to just get rid of it. Christina was the one who did it, cutting a straight line above my collarbone.
            She tried to talk me into bangs.
         

         
         I braid my hair from crown to nape, tie it off with a rubber band, and tuck the end under so it’s hidden. Then I reach into
            the pocket of my discarded pants for my secret weapons.
         

         
         The Foxes want to see transformation. And I know how to give it to them.

         
         I take out the pocket mirror and the stick of eyeliner that Christina gave me. Then I smudge it carefully onto my eyelid,
            right along the lash line, the way she taught me. When I’m finished, my eyes stand out, made even brighter by the blue in
            my dress.
         

         
         Makeup isn’t any more practical than the belt was, but sometimes Erudite vanity triumphs over their practicality. The balance
            between the two is intuitive, so I’m just betting that a belt’s restrictiveness is more offensive to an Erudite than a little
            harmless eyeliner. It’s a gamble, but I think it’ll pay off.
         

         
         “No belt?” Sly asks me.

         
         I don’t look away. I don’t shift my weight, or clear my throat, or look for validation anywhere else. I say, as crisply I
            can manage: “Why would I need one?”
         

         
         Rory whistles—in encouragement or approval, I can’t tell. Sly smiles a little.

         
         “See you tonight, recruit,” she says, and it’s a victory.

         
         

         Erudite headquarters is right across from Millennium Park, where the bulging, mirrored sculpture shaped like a bean glints
            in the sun. It’s made up of a row of buildings along Michigan Avenue that used to be separate but are now connected internally,
            if not externally. The result is a patchwork of exteriors, one shorter and accented with red brick, one taller and made of
            gray stone, one pale with tall windows.
         

         
         I haven’t spent much time in the Erudite sector. No Abnegation has. The enmity between our factions has ramped up in the last
            few years, but it’s always been there. It hasn’t always been clear to me why—there’s nothing inherently selfish about the pursuit of knowledge, and there’s nothing inherently ignorant about dedicating
            yourself to others. But now that I’m on the outside, I can see more clearly that both Erudite and Abnegation are rigid and
            proud, and it’s their similarities that cause the problem, not their differences.
         

         
         I try to walk like I belong there. I’m surprised by how pleasant it all seems. The Erudite like to picnic in Millennium, or teach classes on the steps outside their buildings, or mill around
            on the sidewalk. A pair of women sit under a tree in the park, a chess set between them. A group of little boys on the sidewalk
            experiment with a homemade paper sundial. The streets are clean, and there are no weeds in the park, no overgrown bushes or
            dead tree branches.
         

         
         I walk past a man with the stringed instrument—it looks like a fiddle, but I’m not sure—and he smiles up at me. I’m too startled
            to smile back. I’m not used to people noticing me at all.
         

         
         I cross the street and make my way to the entrance, a pair of glass doors that opens at my approach. Beyond the stone exterior
            of the building is all glass, uneven panes that remind me of shards of ice. The floor shimmers like sunlit water. In the center
            of the lobby is a glass sculpture of an eye, the Erudite symbol. Water sloshes in its giant iris, turned by some kind of hidden
            mechanism.
         

         
         It’s so grand it takes my breath away for a moment, and then someone bumps into me and I realize I shouldn’t be staring, shouldn’t
            be awed, if I want to go unnoticed. So I put my head down and walk to the left, the map of Erudite headquarters that I memorized
            now blank. I have no idea where I’m going; I just follow the flow of foot traffic.
         

         
         I find myself in another huge space, this one a dining hall. There’s a glass ceiling, but each pane is a different color,
            arranged in a rainbow. It casts colorful shapes on the floor. I join the line for food, hoping I can figure out how it all
            works just by watching people.
         

         
         “What are you doing?” someone behind me demands. I wince, hoping they’re not speaking to me, but I feel a tap on my shoulder,
            and I’m forced to turn. Behind me is a stern-looking man, maybe in his early twenties, who points toward the side of the room.
            “Did you really think you could pass as any older than sixteen? Go back to your seat until you’re dismissed.”
         

         
         My cheeks are hot. I realize, too late, that all the young people in the room are sitting at the far end, waiting for their
            turn in the line. I stammer out an apology and walk over to those tables—but I can’t sit at them, not without anyone knowing
            who I am. So I rush toward the door instead. I need to find a quieter place to spend my hour; I need to remember how to get
            to the first-floor library—
         

         
         “Beatrice?”

         
         I tense at his voice; I relax at his voice. I turn to see Caleb standing behind me, a look of incredulity on his face. If
            I hadn’t heard him speak, though, I’m not sure I would have recognized him right away. His dark brown hair is grown out, long
            enough now to curl behind his ears. He’s wearing a blue collared shirt, starched and stiff, and a blazer in the same deep
            blue I’m wearing myself. He’s in jeans. His shoes are polished.
         

         
         “Caleb,” I say, like it’s a gasp.

         
         He grabs my elbow and pulls me toward the door. I don’t resist; I want to get out of here as badly as he wants me to get out
            of here.
         

         
         He steers us out of the dining hall, through the lobby, and into the hallway beyond it. It’s an elevator bank. There, towering
            above us, is a portrait of Jeanine Matthews, her blond hair in its perfectly spaced waves, staring off into middle distance.
         

         
         “What are you doing here?” Caleb demands.

         
         I throw my arms around him.

         
         We didn’t do much hugging in our family, but it wasn’t unheard of. Still, I’ve never hugged him like this before—with a rush
            of feeling. I thought that when I saw him, I would be angry at him for choosing Erudite without telling me first, for not
            trusting me with that most significant part of him, but I’m not. I’m just glad to see him, to talk to him again.
         

         
         He seems stunned, at first, but then he puts his arms around my shoulders and squeezes. My newly healed skin is still tender,
            but I ignore the twinge of pain.
         

         
         “What are you doing here?” he asks, more gently this time.

         
         I can’t tell him I’m a factionless thief-in-training, so I say, “I came to see you.”

         
         “Won’t you get into trouble?” he says. “I don’t know much about Abnegation initiation, but—”

         
         “I’m not in Abnegation.” I feel a lump in my throat. I didn’t think about this part—about having to admit to Caleb that I
            failed. I look down at my hands, clasped over my stomach. “I left.”
         

         
         “You . . . left?” Caleb lowers his voice. “You’re factionless?”
         

         
         I nod.

         
         His face falls. “Why did you leave? Did something bad happen?”

         
         “No! Of course not.” I open my mouth to tell him it was all just a mistake. At the Choosing Ceremony, my hand over the bowls,
            suddenly unable to destroy my parents by choosing another faction when their first child already abandoned them. And then
            I realize I am angry at him. That some part of me blames him for taking my own choice away. If he’d chosen Abnegation like he was supposed
            to—
         

         
         But he was never supposed to, I remind myself. The way I saw him, that wasn’t the way he really was.

         
         “No,” I say again. “I just made the wrong choice, and I couldn’t live with it. I had to go.”

         
         “You couldn’t live with it,” he says, frowning down at me. “Why? There has to be a reason—something they did, some unreasonable
            demand—”
         

         
         I think of the month of silence. I think of our father pushing me into the Memory Vault to erase my memories.

         
         “It was just more of the same,” I say. “More of what you already know.”

         
         He furrows his brow. “That’s what I’m afraid of.”

         
         “What do you mean?”

         
         “I mean maybe what we knew is worse than we realized. It was just normal to us, you know? But the people here . . . they’ve pointed
            out to me how horrible it was.” He touches my arm, right above the elbow. “It’s okay to admit that it was horrible, Beatrice.”
         

         
         I chafe a little at his tone. It reminds me of the way he was when I was under the Penalty of Silence—he’d always make some
            comment to rub it in, like You should learn to control your outbursts, or You know Dad hates to be interrupted. He acted like my older brother even though he’s just a few minutes older than me. Caleb the know-it-all.
         

         
         “What are they telling you here, exactly?” I say. “Because I don’t remember anything horrible happening to you. I remember
            how much our parents loved you, and how you always had everything you needed.”
         

         
         “Did I?” He looks up, over my shoulder, at the portrait of Jeanine Matthews. “A child needs more than food and a place to
            sleep, Beatrice. They need freedom—to make mistakes, to discover themselves, to think—”
         

         
         “Oh, I see. You get to think freely here,” I say. “Which is why you’re thinking exactly what they’ve told you to think.”

         
         “That’s not fair, Beatrice.”

         
         “I’m pretty well-acquainted with what’s fair and unfair at this point,” I snap. “Did you even check on our parents to make
            sure they didn’t get hurt in that fire?”
         

         
         “Fire? What fire?”

         
         Behind me, the elevator doors open, releasing a group of laughing people in white lab coats. One of them waves to Caleb, and
            he gives them a stiff nod, in response. We both wait for them to walk away before saying anything more.
         

         
         “Candor headquarters almost burned down a week and a half ago,” I say. “Dad was inside. He got burned, but he’s okay.”

         
         “I’m glad to hear that,” Caleb says, though he doesn’t sound as glad as he should, in my opinion. He has no idea how bad the
            fire was, how terrifying. And isn’t that strange? That the Erudite have been reporting about our former faction’s bad behavior
            but not about the hardship Candor suffered?
         

         
         “But, Beatrice,” he says, lowering his voice, “why are you still going back there to see them? You left. You should be moving
            forward.”
         

         
         “Is that why you didn’t let Mom come see you on Visiting Day?” I say. “Because you were ‘moving forward’?”

         
         “I had nothing to do with that decision. I wanted to see her; of course I did.”

         
         He says it fiercely enough that I believe him, and I try to relax. The elevator doors in front of me open, letting out another
            pack of Erudite, these older and not talking to each other.
         

         
         “Mom asked me to deliver a message to you,” I say.

         
         He frowns. “What is it?”

         
         “She said to look into the aptitude test results and compare them to faction transfers. To look for a pattern.”

         
         Caleb looks surprised. “Did she say why?”

         
         I shake my head. “All she said is that she has a theory and wants to prove it. But if she asked, it’s because it’s important.
            You know that.”
         

         
         Caleb shakes the sleeve of his blazer away from the wristwatch he now wears, a gesture I recognize from the Erudite boys at
            school. I try to remember how long it’s been since the Choosing Ceremony. Less than two months. Long enough to change him
            from a deferential Abnegation boy who carried everyone’s groceries to someone with brand-new habits, brand-new posture, and
            a brand-new hairstyle.
         

         
         Long enough to change me, too.

         
         “Do you ever think . . .” He hesitates. “Do you ever think Mom’s different than we thought she was?”

         
         I feel uneasy. I think of the moments when I’ve wondered who I’m talking to—my mom, who loves me, or Natalie Prior, who keeps
            secrets from me. And Natalie Prior was the one who asked me to come here.
         

         
         “I’m sure we don’t know everything about her,” I say. “But I’m also sure that in all the ways that are important, we know her.”
         

         
         “Sometimes I’m not so sure.”

         
         I narrow my eyes at him. “Why? Did someone tell you something?”

         
         “No. I just . . . I’m starting to remember things. Moments I didn’t think about before, when she acted . . . confusing. Like
            how she basically steered everyone around without them realizing it. Dad, Mrs. Black. Even Marcus Eaton, when he came over
            for dinner.”
         

         
         She basically steered everyone around without them realizing it. The words don’t sit well. None of this sits well.
         

         
         “Everyone respects her. There’s nothing surprising about that.”

         
         “Yeah.” He doesn’t sound convinced.

         
         Then I hear the elevator chime behind me as the doors open again. He looks up, and his eyes widen a fraction. Enough to make
            me glance over my shoulder to see a tall man in a blue jacket made of sturdy material that reminds me of the Dauntless sentry
            uniform.
         

         
         “Miss Prior,” he says to me. “Jeanine Matthews would like to speak with you.”

         
         My mouth goes dry.

         
         “Wow, that’s quite an honor,” I say, “but I was actually just leaving—”

         
         He puts a heavy hand on my shoulder. “She would like to speak with you immediately. If you’ll please follow me.”
         

         
         I look back at Caleb as the man steers me into the elevator. He’s just standing in the elevator bank, beneath the portrait
            of Jeanine Matthews, his hands limp at his sides. The doors close. He didn’t even try to help me.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
         UNCORRECTED E-PROOF—NOT FOR SALE

         HarperCollinsPublishers

         ....................................

         
            Chapter 34
Tris

         
         Everything in Jeanine Matthews’s office is white. White tile floors, white-painted walls, high white ceilings. Across from
            the door is a wide stretch of windows that look out over the marsh. And in front of it, a glass desk, empty, with a handheld
            screen on top of it.
         

         
         As I’m walking in, though, a boy is walking out. He’s dressed head to toe in black, and his face is studded with metal in
            so many places I couldn’t count the piercings if I tried. I turn to watch him go. I have no idea what a Dauntless boy is doing
            in Erudite headquarters—let alone in Jeanine Matthews’s office.
         

         
         A moment later I realize I know who that Dauntless boy is, based on Christina’s description of him: Eric. One of the Dauntless
            leaders. The young one.
         

         
         I stare at his retreating back for a few seconds before the Erudite man escorting me presses me forward, toward the office
            again.
         

         
         Jeanine herself is standing at one of the lab tables on the left side of the white room, a diagram projected on the wall in
            front of her. I can’t make sense of it—it’s all numbers and measurements, fine lines and obscure markings. Written at the
            bottom of it is the phrase “portable signal repeater.”
         

         
         She looks up when I come in. “Have a seat, please, Miss Prior.”

         
         I stand behind one of the—no surprise—white chairs in front of her desk, but I don’t sit down. Not until she turns away from
            the wall diagram and walks back to her desk to sit across from me.
         

         
         She’s wearing dark blue pants—the same shade as my dress—and a sleeveless top that looks almost liquid in the way it drapes.
            The Erudite always have the best fabric, thanks to their rooms full of fabricators—three-dimensional printers that produce
            all kinds of materials, including the coagulant I watched Carr pour into the water tank. I heard a rumor that one of the Foxes
            is going to try to steal a fabricator before the end of the year.
         

         
         She gestures to one of the chairs again, and I perch on the edge of it. I suddenly feel ridiculous in the blue dress, like
            I’m wearing a costume. She and I both know I’m no Erudite.
         

         
         “You look very convincing,” she says. “I admit that I find that surprising. The last time I saw you, you were choosing Abnegation
            at the makeup Choosing Ceremony, were you not?”
         

         
         “Yes,” I say, a little surprised. I didn’t think she was paying attention to anyone at that ceremony, least of all me.

         
         “I have a good memory,” she says smoothly, as if she’s reading my mind. “And your brother has, of course, mentioned you.”

         
         “He has?” I frown. “What did he say?”

         
         “Simply that he was concerned for you, given the troubling reports that have emerged about conditions in Abnegation,” she
            says. “He wasn’t aware, of course, that you had left them.”
         

         
         I notice that she says the reports have “emerged” rather than that she encouraged them, maybe even suggested them.

         
         “I must tell you that I find you somewhat fascinating.” She folds her hands on the desk and leans toward me, like she’s telling
            me a secret. “On the surface, everything about you is typical. An Abnegation-born girl gets an Abnegation result on the aptitude
            test and chooses—of course—Abnegation. But then, dig a little deeper and you find that the same girl didn’t complete initiation
            in a faction where failure is impossible. Dig deeper than that and you find out that there was an anomaly with her aptitude
            test, and her result had to be logged manually. Can you tell me about that?”
         

         
         My heart speeds up. I feel it in my throat. Being the way you are, it destabilizes things. Tori’s words from after the aptitude test pulse in my mind. It’s dangerous. For you, and for everyone you tell.

         
         “I started to feel sick right after the injection,” I tell her. “Maybe my test administrator was distracted and didn’t run
            the test properly. I don’t know—I was kind of busy trying not to throw up at the time.”
         

         
         “Interesting. The test doesn’t usually have that effect.” Jeanine’s voice is pleasant. I’m not fooled. She taps her polished,
            shaped fingernails on the glass in front of her.
         

         
         She doesn’t believe me. And if I can’t make her believe me, she might dig deeper. She might find Tori and ask her about it.
            She might figure me out.
         

         
         So I decide to tell a better lie. One she’s sure to believe, because it’s the kind of lie she might tell.

         
         “Actually,” I say. “There was something weird about my test.”
         

         
         She raises her eyebrows.

         
         “I got Dauntless.” I look at my fingers twisted together in my lap. “And I knew I couldn’t choose Dauntless, couldn’t do that
            to my parents. So I begged my test administrator to lie. Log the results manually so my parents wouldn’t find out what I was
            really like.”
         

         
         “Your parents don’t have access to the aptitude test data.”

         
         “My father’s a council member,” I say. “I didn’t know whether he could access my results or not. I was . . . afraid of getting
            in trouble.” I pause. “Afraid of another penalty.”
         

         
         Her eyes glitter. “A Penalty of Silence, you mean.”

         
         I nod. I look away. I hate the thought that I’m adding fuel to the fire of her accusations. That I’m betraying my parents
            by acting like I’m afraid of them.
         

         
         “So you received a Dauntless result but chose Abnegation because of your parents,” she says, and her voice is gentler now.
            “And then couldn’t complete initiation, as a result. What have you been doing since then?”
         

         
         “Surviving,” I say. “I came here to visit my brother. I just wanted something normal. Something familiar.”

         
         “Forgive me for saying so, but you seem to be doing more than surviving,” Jeanine says. “You look very healthy, in fact. Not
            like the other factionless I’ve seen.”
         

         
         “My mother’s been helping me,” I say.

         
         She’s silent for a long stretch. Her head tilted so her hair spills over her collarbone. I can’t tell if I’ve convinced her
            or not, though I had an explanation for everything she was curious about.
         

         
         “I’ll have Shawn escort you out,” she says, nodding to the Erudite man by the door. “I am obligated to remind you that you
            are not allowed in this building again. But I’m sorry for what you’ve endured.”
         

         
         I force myself to say: “Thank you.”

         
         “I’ll keep an eye out for you,” she says, and for some reason, it sounds like a threat.
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Tris

         
         Shawn walks me out of Erudite headquarters, but not the way I came in. Instead he takes me to a freight elevator at the back
            of the building, which lets me out in a hallway that will take me to the alley. When he turns to leave, I ask him for the
            time, and he tells me it’s six o’clock—an hour after I first arrived in Erudite headquarters.
         

         
         Technically, I passed the Foxes’ test: I lasted an hour in Erudite headquarters without getting arrested. I can only hope
            they see it that way.
         

         
         The hallway I’m in smells like garbage. I hurry into the alley and see a dark figure at the end of it. When he turns to walk
            down the street, I see the side of his face. It’s Eric, the Dauntless leader.
         

         
         I wonder, again, what he’s doing here. Why is a Dauntless leader—a Dauntless leader other than Max Young, their official representative—meeting
            with Jeanine Matthews by himself? This falls outside my mission to get close to Evelyn, but a moment later my breath catches
            as I realize he’s carrying something he wasn’t before.
         

         
         A gun.

         
         It’s not unusual for a Dauntless to be armed. But I can’t tell whether the gun he’s now holstering has the iridescent stripe
            of a needle gun on its side . . . or if it’s a lethal weapon, taken from the wall.
         

         
         I’ve been assuming it was the factionless at the heart of the Choosing Ceremony attack, at the heart of whatever’s coming,
            the whole time. I never considered that the factionless aren’t the only ones with access to the weapons at the wall. I’ve
            made so many assumptions about the factionless that have turned out to be untrue—what if this is just another one? What if
            someone else had the gun?
         

         
         It’s a wild thought. But it would make sense of what I’ve been seeing—that the factionless, the people who welcomed me and
            encouraged me and made me one of them from the start, don’t seem violent at all.
         

         
         If I follow Eric, maybe I can find out what kind of weapon he’s carrying.

         
         I rush to the end of the alley and peer around the corner. Eric is jogging away from the Erudite sector. I wait until he’s
            at the end of the block, and then I run.
         

         
         I can’t be certain, but I suspect he’s running for the nearest train platform. He turns left at the next intersection, and
            I turn right, then break into a sprint. If I can make it to the stop before his, I can board the train without him ever seeing me.
         

         
         My shoes aren’t built for sprinting, but I ignore the pain in my heels and the burning in my still-recovering lungs. When
            I reach the steps, I can hear the hum of the train’s approach. I make it to the platform right as it’s pulling into the station,
            slowing but not stopping.
         

         
         I run alongside the fourth car, since it’s the one that will have the factionless emergency bag inside it. I curse my flimsy
            shoes as I grab the handle—my heels have popped out of the back of them, and I almost lose one as I stumble into the car.
         

         
         I head straight for the front of the car, then pound on the dented wall panel so it opens. The bag inside it is almost empty,
            and the only black clothing I find inside it is a huge black T-shirt.
         

         
         Sighing, I pull the Erudite dress over my head and stuff it in the bag, then put on the T-shirt. It’s so huge it hangs to
            the middle of my thighs. The air feels cool on my bare legs. I tug the rubber band out of my hair and shake my hair loose.
            It ripples down to my shoulders, still textured from the braid. It’s the best I can do.
         

         
         I look behind me. The day is waning, but there’s still plenty of light to see Eric running alongside the train. He gets on
            ahead of me, in the first car.
         

         
         When the train gets close to Dauntless headquarters, I crouch by the edge of the car and wait for Eric to jump off. Then I
            stay there until I’m almost out of platform before I jump off myself.
         

         
         I have a map of Dauntless headquarters memorized, but that doesn’t mean I know all the entrances and exits. So I tread lightly,
            keeping Eric in my eyeline. I can’t see the gun from this distance; I need to find a way to get closer to him.
         

         
         He bypasses the entrance to the glass building that stands on top of the Pit, instead ducking into a nearby alley. I hear
            the creak of wood as he climbs the back steps of the brick three-flat, and then I creep closer. If he goes into this building,
            I’m not sure I can keep following him without getting caught.
         

         
         So it’s lucky that he stops on the second-floor landing and says, “Could you have picked a more exposed meeting spot?”

         
         I can’t see him—or the person he’s talking to—from this angle, but I duck under the stairs to listen in.

         
         His voice is deep enough that some of his words carry, though not all.

         
         “Time is running out,” Eric says. “So you better have a name for me soon, or—”

         
         He pauses as the other person speaks. I can’t hear them at all, which must mean they have a higher voice—a girl, maybe? Or
            just someone who’s not talking as loud.
         

         
         “Can’t do that, you know that. I have to . . . appearances.”

         
         The gravel digs into the soles of my shoes. There are dandelions here, growing from cracks in the pavement, tall enough to
            brush against my calves.
         

         
         “Just get it done,” Eric says. “We have a hard deadline.”

         
         For what? I want to scream. A deadline for what?

         
         As unclear as all of this is, it tells me one thing: Eric is part of some bigger plan.

         
         Which means maybe I’ve been suspicious of the wrong people this whole time.

         
         I hear his footsteps on the wooden stairs, and I stay low as I scurry toward the end of the alley. But he’s moving faster
            than I thought he was; he rounds the corner before I can join the patchwork of Dauntless near the entrance. I’m still walking
            alone, conspicuous.
         

         
         “Hey!” he calls out.

         
         I weigh my options. I could keep walking, try to disappear in Dauntless headquarters. Or I could turn around and try to lie
            my way out of the situation.
         

         
         If I do turn around, I’ll be close enough to find out what I want to know. But I’m too isolated here.

         
         I don’t run, but I don’t confront him, either. Instead, trusting that he’ll follow me, I dodge one of the Dauntless girls
            standing near the entrance to the glass building and head toward the stairs that lead down, into the Pit. I’ve never been
            here before, but there’s only one path that lines the Pit.
         

         
         I make it down the stairs and onto the stone path near the Pit’s edge. Then a hand grabs my shoulder and wrenches me around.
            I gasp at the pain of the movement, and then Eric is shoving me up against the stone wall, his arm like a metal bar across
            my chest. He’s so close I can smell his breath.
         

         
         “What the hell are you doing here?” he says.
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Tris

         
         He’s pushing so hard against my chest that it’s hard for me to breathe. “I—” The rings in his lip are gleaming. Over his shoulder
            I see a familiar face, and I call out before I can think better of it. “Uriah!”
         

         
         Uriah, just descending the steps to the Pit, meets my eyes with an alarmed look, and I can’t tell if he’s alarmed by seeing
            me in Dauntless headquarters or by the way Eric is pinning me to the wall. I grit my teeth so hard they squeak. He’ll either
            give me away, tell Eric I’m factionless and I don’t belong here, or . . . he’ll lie for me.
         

         
         “Beatrice,” he says, leaving the group he’s with—I recognize the two girls with him from school, Marlene and Lynn—and jogging
            over to us. “What’s going on?”
         

         
         Eric glares down at me. “You know this girl? She’s Dauntless?”

         
         “Of course,” Uriah says. “She’s—”

         
         “Fifteen,” I say, interrupting him. “I’m fifteen. I haven’t chosen yet.”

         
         Eric takes his arm away from my chest, but he doesn’t step back. “I just saw you—” He pauses. He can’t admit to where he just
            saw me, not in front of Uriah. His gaze drops to my clothes. “I just saw you get off a train. Where were you?”
         

         
         I duck my head, hoping I look convincingly sheepish. As I’m doing it, I look at the gun at his side. But the holster is covering
            it—I can’t tell whether it’s a needle gun or not.
         

         
         “I went to see my brother,” I say, ignoring the sinking in my stomach. “He chose a couple months ago, and I couldn’t go see
            him on Visiting Day, and I just miss him so much that I thought I could maybe sneak into Erudite headquarters and—”
         

         
         Eric holds up a hand to stop me. “You know it’s against the rules to sneak into another faction’s headquarters, especially
            if it’s to see a new initiate.”
         

         
         “It was stupid.” I wish I could cry on command—if I know one thing about boys, it’s that they tend to get really uncomfortable
            around crying girls. I sniffle, like maybe I’m about to. “I’m sorry.”
         

         
         He rolls his eyes. “I despair for the future of this faction. Don’t let me catch you breaking the rules again, understand?”

         
         I blink a few times, rapidly, and nod.

         
         He gestures for me to leave, and I do, pulling away from the wall and half stumbling down the path, away from him. Uriah catches
            up to me and points to an alcove in the wall right next to a cart where a woman is selling loaves of bread. They’re stacked
            high, crusty and sweet-smelling, and I wonder if I could get away with stealing one.
         

         
         Sometimes I don’t recognize myself.

         
         “Thanks for that,” I say to Uriah.

         
         “Eric sucks,” Uriah says. “That’s why I helped you, but if you don’t tell me what you’re really doing here, I’m going to have
            to escort you out of the building.” He looks me over. “I’m assuming you’re not Abnegation anymore.”
         

         
         I shake my head. “Didn’t take.”

         
         He laughs a little. “It didn’t take? It’s what you chose, isn’t it?”
         

         
         “You’re the one who asked me if I ever thought about transferring,” I say. “Well, it’s pretty much all I could think about.
            But I made the wrong decision.”
         

         
         He folds his arms and sighs.

         
         “I’m sorry,” he says. “That sounds terrible. But I still can’t let you—I mean, what are you doing here?”

         
         “I’m here to”—Lie faster, I think; the thought sounds a lot like Boots—“see Four.”
         

         
         Uriah raises his eyebrows. “See Four? Why?”

         
         I don’t want to expose Four’s secrets. It seems like a poor way to repay him, after all the ways he’s helped me. But the only
            plausible explanation I can think of involves Abnegation.
         

         
         Luckily, Uriah thinks of it, too. “Oh. You know each other from Abnegation.”

         
         I nod.

         
         “I just saw him go to the tattoo shop a half hour ago,” Uriah says. “He’s probably still there. Come on.”

         
         

         I’ve never thought much about tattoos. Unlike the other aspects of Dauntless identity that my father railed against—piercings
            included—he was quiet about tattoos. I now realize it must have been because my mother has them herself.
         

         
         When I walk into the tattoo shop, I stop and stare. The walls are covered in art, from floor to ceiling. Thick, strong patterns
            done all in black. Fine, delicate drawings of flowers. Realistic depictions of animals I’ve only seen in books. Colorful abstractions.
            I could stand here for hours and still not see them all.
         

         
         There are two chairs in the space, reclined like the seat I was in for the aptitude test. One of them is empty, and the other
            is occupied, but not by Four. An older woman is in the chair, one leg bare, and a big, intimidating man covered in ink is
            drawing on her thigh with his tattoo needle. Neither of them gives me a second glance.
         

         
         A curtain in the back of the room divides the space. It’s black, and almost opaque, but I can see movement behind it. Uriah
            is busy talking to the woman in the chair—someone he knows, I assume—so no one is paying attention to me. Curiosity is like
            a hook behind my breastbone, dragging me closer. I pull back the curtain an inch, and look through the gap.
         

         
         Past the curtain is a little room, no larger than a closet. A woman with long black hair sits on a stool inside it, a tattoo
            needle in hand. Beside her is a boy sitting backward on a chair, his arms on the backrest and his head turned to the side.
            His chest and arms are bare, and I’m so distracted by the suddenness of all that skin that it takes me a moment to realize
            I’m looking at Four.
         

         
         I should look away. A lifetime of lectures about modesty have taught me to. But I don’t want to.

         
         I want to watch the dull yellow light of the fixture above him play across the planes of his shoulders. I want to stare at
            the swell of muscle in his arms. I want to follow the black lines of that tattoo I’ve seen only hints of over the back of
            his neck.
         

         
         God. He’s beautiful.

         
         My face heats, but it’s not with embarrassment. It’s just that looking at him struck a match inside me, and now I’m burning.

         
         He lifts his head, his lips parted like he’s about to say something to the woman who’s currently leaning in close to his back
            to examine her work. And his eyes—always so alert—lock on mine.
         

         
         In this light they look dark as coals. I should be embarrassed now. He caught me staring at him. But I just hold his gaze
            instead. As I told Colin before, exceptionally good-looking is a fact where Four is concerned, not an opinion. And I’m not going to be embarrassed by acknowledging a fact.
         

         
         The woman next to him looks up, and I recognize her. Tori. She scowls at me, sets her tattoo needle down, and marches over
            to the curtain.
         

         
         “What about a privacy curtain do you not understand?” she demands. She yanks it back to stare at me, and I can tell the moment she recognizes me. “Oh.
            I know you.”
         

         
         “Tori,” Four says from behind her. Only it’s hard for me to think of him as “Four” when he’s this . . . exposed. His name,
            his real name, keeps surfacing in my mind. “She’s fine.”
         

         
         Tori narrows her eyes at me but moves away. I glance back at Uriah, who makes a shooing gesture with his hands, and step past
            the curtain. It falls back into place behind me.
         

         
         “I’m just finishing up anyway,” Tori says. “And I’m not even going to ask why an Abnegation girl is in Dauntless headquarters
            wearing a T-shirt as a dress. Whatever the answer is, I don’t want to know.”
         

         
         “Good call,” Four says, his eyes on mine.

         
         Still wary of me, I think, or maybe that’s just how he looks at everyone. But I suddenly have the urge to tell him something. About what I know, about what I want to know. About what I really think about his mother.
         

         
         Tori takes a can of something I don’t recognize from a drawer behind her, uncaps it, and sprays it on Four’s back, right where
            she was drawing on him a moment ago. “All good. Wrap this up quickly, Four.”
         

         
         “Of course.”

         
         Tori gives me a curious look and then brushes past me to go to the front of the tattoo shop. Four and I are alone.

         
         His gaze drops to the T-shirt I’m wearing, then my bare legs. His expression is unreadable. He reaches for his own T-shirt,
            which is draped over the back of the chair where his arms just were.
         

         
         “Can I see?” I ask, not sure where I get the nerve. But I’ve been curious about his tattoo since the first second I spotted
            it peeking out from beneath his collar.
         

         
         He hesitates, considering me for a moment, and then drops the shirt. “All right.”

         
         I feel unsteady on my feet. I walk around him, and with each step I take, his muscles tighten, like he feels more uneasy being
            observed than I do observing him.
         

         
         The tattoo is a shock of black ink on pale skin. It crawls all the way up his spine, one continuous image that I recognize
            a beat later as the faction symbols woven into each other. At the bottom, the roots of the Amity tree; the branches grow upward
            to tangle in the scales of Candor, the pans unevenly weighed. Hovering above the higher Candor weight pan is the Erudite eye.
            Its gaze is fixed above, at the cradle of the Abnegation offering palms. And glowing in those palms, the Dauntless flames,
            which lick the top of his spine.
         

         
         I reach out and touch the flames with just my fingertips. His skin is hot, like the tattoo has come alive.

         
         He twitches at my touch, and I pull back. “Sorry.”

         
         “It’s fine.” But he sounds . . . tense. He fumbles with his shirt, then pulls it over his head, covering the tattoo except
            for the last curls of the Dauntless flames. He stands up, his eyes skirting mine. “I just . . . don’t invite many people to
            look at me.”
         

         
         Before I can think better of it, I say, “I can’t imagine why.”

         
         I think in one small part of my mind, I meant it as a joke. But it comes out deadly serious instead. His eyebrows pop up in
            surprise. That—not all the staring—is what finally embarrasses me.
         

         
         “Uh—all the faction symbols?” I ask him.

         
         “Yeah. That’s why we have to do the touch-ups back here. It would be a controversial image out there.”

         
         I puzzle over that for a moment. The factionless are out there chanting “Death to factions” from the rafters, attacking detention
            facilities, and lighting Candor on fire. Their symbol, with its white flowers, seems like the only one that should be controversial.
            Not his tattoo’s proclamation of faction unity.
         

         
         “I’m supposed to honor my own faction,” he says. “Supposed to have absolute loyalty to this place, supposed to value bravery
            above every other virtue. Only . . .” He shrugs. “I guess I don’t.”
         

         
         I think of what Tori said to me after the aptitude test. Being the way you are, it destabilizes things. She was talking about being Divergent, about the way I interacted with the simulation, but what she said applies here, too.
            A Dauntless is supposed to think like a Dauntless, act like a Dauntless, believe in Dauntless. That’s what participating in
            the system means. And if he’s not doing it, he’s as much a source of instability as I am.
         

         
         “Good,” I say to him.

         
         His mouth twitches a little, like he wanted to smile but thought better of it. “What are you doing here, Tris?”

         
         I consider him for a second, and then say, “I followed Eric here from Erudite headquarters.”

         
         He frowns. “Why were you at Erudite headquarters?”

         
         “I’m not going to tell you that,” I say. “Why was Eric there?”
         

         
         “He came from Erudite,” Four says. “I wouldn’t put it past him to break his own rules and go see his family, or his friends.”
            He waits a beat. “His family, anyway. Pretty sure Eric’s never had friends.”
         

         
         “He was meeting with Jeanine Matthews,” I say.

         
         That seems to catch Four’s attention. “Why?”

         
         “That was my question,” I say. “I’m given to understand faction representatives don’t usually meet outside of regular council
            meetings. And when they do, it’s Max Young who represents Dauntless, not him.”
         

         
         Four frowns. But if he can think of a reason for Eric and Jeanine to meet, he doesn’t share it with me. Instead he says, “So
            you followed him here, and then just . . . decided to stop by the tattoo parlor?”
         

         
         I shrug. “Maybe I just wanted to thank you. For helping me after the fire.”

         
         He sighs like I’ve disappointed him. “No, you didn’t. You didn’t come all this way just to thank me.”

         
         It takes me a few seconds to figure out what he’s implying. But Four is only ever suspicious of one thing when it comes to
            me: that everything I do is an attempt to get him to defect.
         

         
         “You think Evelyn sent me,” I say.

         
         “You’re saying she didn’t?”

         
         “She told me if I saw an opportunity to see you again, I should take it,” I admit. “But that’s not why I’m here.”

         
         He still looks guarded, and I guess I can’t blame him. I’ve never been lied to the way he was lied to—and not just by his
            mother but by his father, and countless members of his community who knew there was no body to burn, no dead mother to mourn.
            I don’t understand the source of his suspicion toward Evelyn, but I understand why it’s so hard for him to trust anyone.
         

         
         It occurs to me, standing before him, that we’ve been on unequal footing ever since I figured out his real name. From that
            moment on, I knew the worst thing that ever happened to him. All he knows about me is what I’ve told him.
         

         
         Just like that, I come to a decision.

         
         I’m going to show him something. Something real.

         
         “You said you administer the fear simulations,” I say. “Does that mean you see them? People’s fears?”

         
         “Um . . . yeah. Why?”

         
         I think of what he said to me on the Ferris wheel, right before the fire. At the time, it felt like an offering.

         
         So I offer it back.

         
         “Because I’m going to trust you,” I say, “and see where it leads.”
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Tris

         
         The walk through Dauntless headquarters makes my chest ache. I don’t know how I would have done in Dauntless, but I can tell
            just by looking around that I would have liked it more than Abnegation. In every direction there are people at ease. With
            themselves, with each other. Reckless with their laughter, their words, the way they move.
         

         
         We climb the path in silence, and then Four leads us down a quiet hallway and around a bend, into an even quieter hallway.
            He opens the door to the simulation room.
         

         
         My first thought is that the place feels sacred, somehow. It’s dark except for the firelight in the center of the room, flickering.
            The shadows we cast on the walls are warped and strange.
         

         
         Four approaches the flames, firelight playing across his stern brow and his aquiline nose. He puts his hand in the fire, and
            I swallow a gasp as I realize, a beat later, that the flames aren’t real. He looks up at me.
         

         
         “Aren’t you going to introduce yourself?” he asks, nodding to the convincing imitation of fire that’s wrapped around his hand.

         
         I hold my hands out like I’m warming them at a hearth, and the flames twitch beneath me. The illusion is so perfect, even
            this close, that I keep expecting to feel heat.
         

         
         “That should do it,” he says, and he gestures for me to follow him through a door and into a completely bare room.

         
         “Are you sure you want to do this?” he asks me. “Once I initiate the simulation, you won’t be able to escape it until you
            face your fear. And it’s . . . distressing. Even for me, sometimes, and I’m just observing.”
         

         
         I look around at the stone walls, stone floor, stone ceiling. It’s like this place is hewn from the ground.

         
         “What was it you said during the fire?” I say. “Oh yeah—I’m stronger than I look.”

         
         I’m still looking into his eyes when the room disappears around me. He fades last, his face lit by the single bulb over our
            heads.
         

         
         Then a table appears in front of me, and on it is a single gun, pointed away from me. My father stands across from me. He
            looks pale and sick, clammy with sweat and terrified. His hands are bound in front of him with rope.
         

         
         “Please,” he says. “Don’t.”

         
         I hear a click by my ear. I turn to look at a woman in a Dauntless uniform. Weaver, her eyebrow pierced and her throat tattooed.
            And she’s holding a gun to my head.
         

         
         It’s not a needle gun. This one is bigger, more solid. No luminous stripe. No—this gun is full of lethal ammunition, like
            the one on the table in front of me.
         

         
         Dread is a heavy thing. It weighs down every part of me. Because I know what the simulation wants me to do.

         
         “Do it,” Weaver says.

         
         “What?” I say.

         
         “Pick up your weapon and do it,” she says.
         

         
         I know the gun she’s holding isn’t real. I know none of this is real—it’s a pile of symbols concocted by my mind to approximate
            what I’m really afraid of. Hurting my father, maybe. Betraying the people I love. Becoming something I don’t recognize. I’m
            not sure which one, but when the cold barrel of the gun presses to my temple, my heart starts to race. I flinch away from
            the woman.
         

         
         “Do it,” she says, through gritted teeth, “or I’ll kill you.”

         
         It’s not real, I think. It’s not real.

         
         “No, you won’t,” I say, my voice shaking.

         
         She presses the gun harder into my temple, so hard it hurts. I tense, my jaw clenching, and wait for the gunshot. Does it
            hurt, to die in a simulation? I don’t know.
         

         
         But instead of shooting me, she yanks her weapon away from my head with a frustrated noise and walks around the table to my
            father. She puts him between her and me, and points the gun at the back of his head, instead.
         

         
         “If you won’t do it,” she says, “I will.”
         

         
         He cowers, shrinking into himself, his eyes squeezing shut.

         
         I grab the weapon from the table and hold it up, thinking of the dart gun I practiced with in the Rookery. My only chance
            of keeping her from shooting my father is to aim at the sliver of her that I can see over his shoulder.
         

         
         My hands are shaking so hard I can barely keep my grip on the gun. It’s heavier than the dart gun, harder to keep steady.
            I try to remember what Colin told me about aim, but my mind is blank.
         

         
         “Five,” she says. “Four.”

         
         “Screw you,” I say. I need to shoot her; I know what will happen if I do. Even if I manage to aim well, she’ll get hit, she’ll
            bleed, she’ll crumple to the ground. She’ll die, and that’s the best-case scenario.
         

         
         I try to steady my breaths. This isn’t real. This isn’t real.

         
         “Three,” she says. “Two.”

         
         “Don’t!”

         
         “One.”

         
         I fire, but my aim is off. I hit my father in the shoulder, and blood gushes from the wound, spreading over his shirt. Weaver
            fires, too, right into the back of my father’s head. His eyes turn empty as a doll’s, and his mouth drops open, slack-jawed.
            Then he collapses, and I see the back of his head, where Weaver’s bullet went in.
         

         
         I scream. I scream so loud that the sound startles me. My back hits cold stone, and I hunch over, my arms wrapped around my
            middle. My eyes are closed, and I don’t want to open them, can’t stand to see all that blood, my father’s blood, my father’s
            body on the ground. My eyes are hot with tears.
         

         
         “Hey.” A hand brushes my arm, and I flinch back. “Tris. Tris, it’s over.”

         
         It’s Four’s voice, deep and quiet. I open my eyes, and my father’s body is gone, the Dauntless woman is gone, the gun is gone.
            Four is standing in front of me, bending a little so he’s at eye level with me. Tears roll down my cheeks.
         

         
         “Give me your hands,” he says.

         
         I’m squeezing my hands into fists. I watch as he takes them in his own, coaxing my fingers out of their tight hold. His palms
            are warm beneath mine, and calloused. He has long, thin fingers.
         

         
         I look up at him again, the start of a blush tickling at the back of my neck as I realize how foolish I must seem to him,
            this Dauntless boy who goes through fear simulations every single day, who climbed a Ferris wheel despite a fear of heights
            without batting an eye.
         

         
         “You good?” he says.

         
         I nod, even though I’m not. There’s a weight on my chest. It occurs to me that I’ll never be able to erase what I saw from
            my mind. It will always be there, waiting to surface.
         

         
         “You did well,” he says, but he’s frowning as he says it, like he doesn’t quite mean it.

         
         “Yeah, right.” I drag the heels of my hands across my cheeks, to wipe away my tears. “I lost it.”

         
         “You were scared. It’s supposed to be scary,” he says. “But you got out of it in record time.”

         
         “Really?”

         
         He nods. “Do you know what I would tell you, if you were one of my initiates? I would tell you to practice shooting.”

         
         It doesn’t sound like he’s mocking me. He’s giving me a serious look, like he’s analyzing me.

         
         “Can you imagine how much easier that simulation would have been to face if you’d felt confident with the gun?”

         
         I think about that for a moment. If I’d felt confident with the gun, maybe I would have grabbed it the second the woman moved
            away from me.
         

         
         “The skills we learn in real life make the fear simulations easier,” he says. “And the fear simulations make us ready to act
            in real life.”
         

         
         Like him climbing the Ferris wheel. It feels like the heart of Dauntless wisdom, to feel the fear and learn to move through
            it, to prepare to act so that bravery becomes, not choice, but habit.
         

         
         He hesitates before saying, “You seemed pretty certain that she wasn’t going to hurt you. Why is that?”

         
         I realize, suddenly, what the problem is. My real explanation for telling that woman to go ahead and shoot me is that I knew
            the simulation wasn’t real. Because I’m Divergent.
         

         
         So I shrug, and say, “Well, why would she kill me? I can’t do what she wants if I’m dead.”

         
         Four’s eyes narrow slightly.

         
         “What do you think I’m really afraid of?” I ask, desperate to change the subject. “I know it’s not supposed to be literal.”

         
         He runs a hand over his short hair. “I don’t know. I thought it was about loyalty, but . . . in the end, I think it was about
            capability.”
         

         
         “Capability.”

         
         “You’re afraid you won’t be capable of doing what you need to when you need to.” He tilts his head as he regards me, looking
            thoughtful. “Which is funny, really. Because you’re one of the most capable people I’ve ever met.”
         

         
         I can’t suppress a snort. “I barely got out of that fire alive because I couldn’t do a single pull-up. That’s capable?”

         
         He’s quiet for a few seconds.

         
         “You did get out of that fire alive,” he says. “You did pull yourself up. You walked through fire for that girl. You rose to every single occasion. It was remarkable.” He hesitates
            and then says: “You’re remarkable.”
         

         
         Heat courses through me, but it’s not embarrassment. I stare up at him because there’s nowhere else I want to look.

         
         He clears his throat. “Anyway, that’s . . . what fear simulations are like. Everyone dreads this place. They think there’s
            something wrong with me for wanting this job.”
         

         
         “I get it. Why you wanted it, I mean.”

         
         He raises an eyebrow.

         
         “The simulations get to the heart of people,” I say. “And that’s what you want to see. You don’t trust them until you do.
            Maybe you don’t trust them at all.”
         

         
         Since the start, he’s been suspicious of me. Suspicious of my motives, my association with his mother, all of it. But suspicion
            is a kind of eagerness—an eagerness for the truth. For what’s real. I can’t fault him for that, especially not when he was
            lied to for so long by one of the people he loved most.
         

         
         His face contorts a little, like he’s in pain. Like what I said hurt him, though I don’t understand how. He crosses his arms,
            and looks down at his feet.
         

         
         “I should walk you out,” he says. “It’s almost time for dinner, and . . .”

         
         “Yeah. Okay.”

         
         We’re both quiet on the way out of Dauntless headquarters. We cross the glass lobby of the tall building that sits on top
            of the Pit, and even though I expect him to leave me there, he keeps going toward the train platform.
         

         
         It’s dark now, dark enough that the Foxes are probably convinced I’ve been arrested and flunked out of their guild. But the
            air is still warm, and there are fireflies here and there, dotting the street with light.
         

         
         “Maybe we can come to an agreement,” I say.

         
         “What kind of agreement?”

         
         “I’ll promise not to try to get you to become factionless,” I say. “If you promise to believe me when I tell you I have my
            own reasons for doing things.”
         

         
         It’s something like a peace offering. He stops and offers me his hand.

         
         I shake it, marveling at how small he makes my hand look.

         
         “I know the way to the train, you know,” I say to him.

         
         “I’m sure you do.” I can hear the smile in his voice. “But I live here.” He points to the building next to us.

         
         “Oh.” We’re right by the building’s entrance. “Well. Thank you.”

         
         He nods. He frowns at me, like he’s trying to decide something about me.

         
         “I almost do,” he says.

         
         “You almost do what?”

         
         “Trust you. I almost trust you.”

         
         And then he leans in and presses a kiss to my cheekbone.

         
         I don’t move. I don’t breathe.

         
         “Come back sometime,” he says, before he pulls away. I can feel his lips moving right against the edge of my jaw.

         
         Then he’s gone, disappearing into the building next to us without another word.
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            Chapter 38
Four

         
         I’m dazed, walking back to my apartment. Once I’m in the kitchen I realize I didn’t actually need to come here, I just told
            her I did to stretch out the time we had left. So I turn around and walk back to the Pit.
         

         
         The memory of being that close to her is playing over and over again, not in my mind, but in my body. I’m still breathing
            in the scent of her—herbal soap and wild air. I’m still feeling the spot of warm skin that pressed to my cheek when I turned
            to speak into her ear, and the lock of her hair that brushed my nose as I pulled away. My fingers are still prickling with
            the urge to touch her.
         

         
         The truth is, though, I’m a little afraid of her. Sometimes when I talk to her everything’s normal. Easy. The way I’d expect
            it to be, when you talk to someone you like—not that I’d know, since I keep myself apart from everyone but Shauna and Zeke.
            But sometimes she says things that cut right into me, not because they’re cruel but because they’re true. The simulations get to the heart of people. And that’s what you want to see. Not something I ever would have said out loud, but so true it aches.
         

         
         “Four!”

         
         Zeke is running up to me. I’m standing at the bottom of the Pit path, and half our initiation cohort is gathered at the edge
            of the chasm. Shauna is there, passing a flask to Mia, an Amity transfer I’ve traded maybe ten words with in the last two
            years.
         

         
         “I figured you wouldn’t come.” Then he rolls his eyes. “Dammit. You aren’t here on purpose, are you?”

         
         I laugh a little. “No.”

         
         “Well, come have a drink anyway,” Zeke says. “We’re toasting Amar’s memory.”

         
         That, more than anything, jolts me back into myself. It’s been almost two years since Amar—our initiation instructor—died.
            They found his body right before the final initiation test. They claimed he jumped, but I’m not convinced.
         

         
         He died right after he told me—cheerful, like he didn’t know what it meant—that he was Divergent. And instead of finding out
            what really happened to him, I ran scared. I turned down the invitation to train for Dauntless leadership and picked a strange,
            isolated job where no one was likely to give me a second glance.
         

         
         Amar deserved better than that. But I can’t go back and change it now.

         
         I follow Zeke over to the group, and Mia offers me the flask.

         
         “To Amar,” she says. “He helped us all survive Eric.”

         
         I try to return her smile. “To Amar.” And then, a beat later: “He gave me my name.”

         
         She gives me a crooked smile. I drink deeply from the flask, ignoring the burn of liquor in my throat. I pass it to Zeke.

         
         Shauna sidles up to me, slinging an arm across my shoulders even though she’s not quite tall enough to reach them. She leans
            in a little too close—Shauna’s depth perception is the first thing to go when she drinks—and says, “Now, who was that girl I saw you walking with earlier?”
         

         
         I look at her sideways.

         
         “No one,” I say.

         
         “An initiate?” she guesses.

         
         “A friend.”

         
         She gives an exaggerated nod. “Sure. Got it.”

         
         “We’re strongly considering a game of dare,” Zeke says to me. He throws his arm over my shoulders from the other side, so
            I’m sandwiched between the two of them. His breath is dark with moonshine. “You in?”
         

         
         “You know I can’t.”

         
         Zeke sighs. “No shenanigans until initiation is over. Got it.”

         
         “God forbid the new kids find out he has a personality,” Shauna says.

         
         “Oh, they know he has a personality, they just think it’s all serious and grumbly,” Zeke says. “None of them have ever heard
            him laugh like a toddler after absconding with that Candor wall banner.”
         

         
         “I defy you to look at that banner without laughing,” I say. “Only when you bare yourself to your friend will you become one with them. They should be thanking me for stealing it. I did them a favor.”
         

         
         Zeke is grinning. “All right. So no dare. But we’ll see you at breakfast?”

         
         I nod, and they both pull away, leaving me feeling strangely weightless. I wave to Mia and watch them all walk up the path
            to the top of the Pit. I hear the churn of the chasm water behind me, the roar of laughter from the people at the railing
            as the water sprays.
         

         
         I go into the dining hall to get my dinner and spot Tori sitting at a table in the corner, alone, a book propped up in front
            of her. It’s bad form to interrupt someone while they’re reading, but I can’t help it. I slide into the seat across from hers.
         

         
         She glares at me over the top of the book.

         
         “I know, I know.” I hold up my hands in surrender. “Two minutes, I swear.”

         
         Tori sighs, folds down the corner of the page she’s reading, and closes the book. It looks like a book of poetry, which surprises
            me a little. But then, I don’t know Tori that well. She could have all kinds of unseen depths.
         

         
         “So, my friend from earlier. You know her from somewhere?”
         

         
         Tori raises an eyebrow. “I administered her aptitude test.”

         
         “Oh.” I drum my fingers on the table. “Do you remember it?”

         
         She shrugs. “There was a system error during her test, and the results had to be logged manually. Otherwise it was unremarkable.”

         
         Tori’s a good liar. If I hadn’t seen Tris’s fear simulation, I’d probably believe her.

         
         Tris’s fear simulation confused me. It wasn’t like Al’s, his connection to reality obviously intact—You’d never actually say this. Everything Tris did could have just been in her nature—it wouldn’t surprise me if she really would stare down the barrel
            of a gun and tell the person to go ahead and shoot her. But there was something about the way she looked at that Dauntless
            sentry, like she was calculating something instead of looking at a real person.
         

         
         And doesn’t it make sense, that someone like Tris is Divergent?

         
         “I just took her through a fear sim,” I say, affecting the same casual tone that Tori is using. “Also unremarkable.”

         
         Tori’s eyes light up with understanding.

         
         I don’t know much about Tori, but last year she pulled me aside at the start of initiation and asked me to look out for one
            of the transfers, an Erudite girl with glasses so thick they made her eyes look twice as big as they were. She didn’t tell
            me why, but her warning was so urgent I agreed. Only . . . there was nothing strange about the girl’s fear simulations. No
            reason to worry about her.
         

         
         Later I realized that maybe the girl was just really good at heeding Tori’s warnings. Really good at pretending to be normal.

         
         “If I were you, I’d clean up the log anyway,” Tori says. “Can’t have a random factionless cluttering up the data.”

         
         “That’s what I was thinking. I’ll go do that.”

         
         She opens her book again, but her hands are tense where they grip the pages, the tips of her fingers turning white. I walk
            out of the dining hall and hurry across the Pit. I spot Uriah, Marlene, and Lynn by the railing with some of the other Dauntless-borns,
            trying and failing to be discreet with a flask. I rush up the Pit path, sidestepping the woman who always tries to sell me
            on a nose piercing—You should accentuate your defining features!—and up the steps to the Pire lobby.
         

         
         On my way to the simulation room, I smack right into someone: Edward. There’s a shiny patch on his right forearm—the protective
            spray for a fresh tattoo. I try to see the image beneath it, but it’s too distorted.
         

         
         “Sorry,” he says, breathless.

         
         “What are you doing here?”

         
         “I was going to see if I could get a simulation practice session in.” He runs a hand through his hair, and I see that the
            tattoo on his arm is an elaborate geometric spiral. “But someone was already in there. I thought it was you. I didn’t want
            to interrupt, so . . .”
         

         
         I frown. No one is supposed to run a fear simulation without an observer. The only people who would be able to are Dauntless
            leaders—Harrison, Max, or Eric.
         

         
         “I’ll go check it out,” I say. “Come back in the morning, and I’ll take you through.”

         
         “Thanks.”

         
         I brush past him, into the antechamber where the flames are still dancing. The door to the simulation room is open, now.

         
         Frowning, I walk across the space to the emergency exit across from it. The door is built into the wall, its seams just barely
            visible. It’s closed, but not flush with the stone on either side of it—someone passed through it recently and didn’t pull
            it shut hard enough. That’s how they got out of here without passing me, whoever they were.
         

         
         I put my hand into the flames, and I feel the prickling at the back of my neck that means I’m connected to the computer. As
            usual, I don’t need to speak to tell it what to do—but it helps.
         

         
         “Show me what the last person in here was looking at,” I say.

         
         I walk into the simulation room, bringing the door closed behind me. The simulation starts playing as soon as I do. I’m standing
            in a kitchen, beneath a single lightbulb. A woman steps forward out of the shadows, dressed in Candor black and white.
         

         
         This is Al’s simulation. The one that bored me earlier today.

         
         “Stop,” I say. “Who accessed this log? Can you show me?”

         
         There are a lot of things the fear simulator can do that people aren’t aware of. It can take me through old simulation logs.
            It can bring two people—or more—into the same simulation. And it can project images of the people who access it.
         

         
         The kitchen scene fades, and in its place is a woman. She’s tall and blond, her clothes neat and tailored. If she wasn’t standing
            perfectly still, I’d think she was really here in the room with me.
         

         
         She’s Jeanine Matthews. Leader of Erudite.
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            Chapter 39
Tris

         
         When I board the train that will take me back to the Museum, I do it barefoot. I’m never wearing Erudite shoes again.

         
         I’m not alone in the car. My stomach lurches when I see the dark shapes—the light on the front of the train car, which is
            supposed to alert me to any existing Dauntless passengers, was dark. So they must be factionless.
         

         
         When my eyes adjust to the dark, I realize I know them. Sitting on top of a big crate, hunched over her knees, is Sly. With
            her is Gretchen and one of the Foxes I don’t know.
         

         
         “Tris!” Sly smiles at me. “I was kind of hoping you’d get arrested. You could have added to the graffiti in my old cell.”

         
         “Didn’t you leave as an Erudite?” Gretchen asks me. “I thought Sleepy was the Dauntless one.”

         
         “I did,” I say. “I . . . had something else to take care of in Dauntless.”

         
         “Something that required your shoes?” Sly says, looking at my bare feet.

         
         “You know Erudite footwear is only good for walking around a library, Sly,” Gretchen says. And to me: “Good thing you got
            on this train—it’s going to stop so we can unload this crate.”
         

         
         She slaps the wooden crate beneath Sly.

         
         “What’s in there?” I ask.

         
         Sly shrugs. “Some kind of equipment. We’re taking it to the Makers.”

         
         The Makers Guild builds things—from simple furniture, like bed frames and chairs, to complex machinery, like water filtration
            systems and solar panels. They operate out of the Museum.
         

         
         “Did Christina make it back all right?” I ask.

         
         “Who’s Christina?” The other Fox—a man, a little older than Sly, if his silver hair is any indication—is picking at his cuticles.

         
         I sigh. “Eye Patch.”

         
         “Oh, yeah, she was very prompt,” Sly says. “Apparently she spent her entire hour in some kind of courtyard garden and no one
            even spoke to her.”
         

         
         I smile. Christina and I gave each other tips for how to bide time in our factions of origin without being noticed. I’d told
            Christina to find the courtyard garden Robert used to tend, knowing the initiates wouldn’t be there during the day.
         

         
         The train is already starting to slow. The Museum isn’t that far from Dauntless headquarters, after all. But I haven’t been
            on a train that’s actually stopped before. The brakes squeal so loudly we all clap our hands over our ears at the same time. The car shudders hard enough that
            I stumble into the crate, and Sly braces me.
         

         
         We coast slowly toward the platform and then stop.

         
         “Help us out?” Sly asks, but I’m already taking position at one corner of the crate, ready to help them carry it.

         
         Sly counts down, and then we all lift. It’s heavy, but the real problem is how cumbersome the crate is as we navigate the
            gap between the train and the platform and then try to carry it down the stairs. I end up having to lift it over my head,
            since the boy next to me is taller than I am. By the time we reach the street, I’m sweaty and panting.
         

         
         It’s easier after that. We walk toward the Museum on flat, empty streets. Dauntless patrols don’t usually come to this part
            of the city, close to the marsh, where the busted trains in the old train yard are like the skeletons of ancient giants.
         

         
         When we reach the train yard, we have to weave between the old train cars to reach the tunnel that will take us inside the
            Museum.
         

         
         “Careful of the flowers!” Sly calls out, nodding to the white flowers near the entrance. “They’ll get you.”

         
         I bite back a curse as I trip over an old train track. “Queen Anne’s lace will ‘get’ me?”

         
         “Oh, that’s not Queen Anne’s lace; it’s hemlock. Very poisonous,” Sly says. Then she makes a joke about waking up the ghosts
            that haunt this place, and the others are too busy chuckling at it to notice as something small and shiny falls out of the
            crate. I watch it bounce on the ground and roll toward the weeds at the edge of the tracks.
         

         
         I’m relieved to set the crate down inside the Museum, and even more relieved to change back into my own clothes, which are
            right where I left them. The warmth of the kitchen and the smell of something savory and rich beckons me toward the table
            in the lobby, but I don’t go there just yet.
         

         
         Instead I go back out to the tracks, where I saw the shiny object roll. I pick it up and hold it up to the moonlight.

         
         I can’t be sure—I haven’t ever seen one in real life—but I think it’s a bullet.

         
         Whatever hope was ballooning inside me after I saw Eric with the gun . . . deflates.
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            Chapter 40
Four

         
         For a few seconds I’m not sure what woke me, and then I hear pounding on my apartment door.

         
         I throw back the quilt that’s covering me and stumble over to the door, still half asleep, pins and needles prickling in the
            hand that always finds its way above my head when I sleep. I open my door and find Lynn standing on my doorstep.
         

         
         I raise an eyebrow. Initiates really aren’t supposed to know where I live, but Uriah does, and I assume he’s the one who told
            her where to find me. She looks pale and scared.
         

         
         She says, “They found a body in the chasm, and Al’s not in the dormitory.”

         
         I stuff my feet into my boots and follow her down the hallway, not bothering to put on real clothes or lock my door behind
            me. The early-morning air is cool on my bare arms; it gives me goose bumps, or maybe that’s the anticipation of what I’m going
            to find at the bottom of the Pit.
         

         
         I’m afraid it’ll be the same as two years ago: Amar, a Divergent dead on the ground.

         
         By the time we reach the bottom of the Pit, a crowd has gathered, and a group of Dauntless is hoisting the body out of the
            water. They stand in a short line, hands on the rope, heaving in unison as the first of them sets the rhythm. Whatever body
            they’re lifting is a big one.
         

         
         Finally they pull it over the edge, all of them gathering close to lower it to the ground. All I can see, at first, is the
            water spreading out from where the body rests. Then one of them steps back, and I see his face.
         

         
         Even like this—skin whitened and thickened by hours in the water, eyes empty as marbles—it’s obvious that this is Al. He’s
            bigger than most people, and young. So young.
         

         
         Which means I failed.

         
         I failed first with Christina, when I couldn’t control Peter, couldn’t stop him from attacking her. And now I’ve failed much,
            much worse.
         

         
         I hear someone near me choke on a sob—Marlene, maybe, because all the other early-rising initiates ran out of the dining hall
            when the body was being lifted. Suddenly I can’t stand to be here.
         

         
         I walk away.

         
         

         A couple hours later I step out of the simulation room to find Hana standing there, waiting for me. I’m sweaty from spending
            way too long trapped in a wooden box of my mind’s devising, my heart still racing. Of all the fears I have, claustrophobia
            makes me the least rational—I just want out when I’m in that box, and it’s hard to think of anything else.
         

         
         Hana looks me over, and I wonder what she sees. Most of the time I feel like an adult. I’m tall now, and strong, and a full
            member of my faction. A teacher, and someone who knows what no one else does: how to run the simulation room. But sometimes
            I feel like a kid. The way Hana looks at me now makes me feel that way.
         

         
         “As I said,” she says to me, like we were in the middle of a conversation, even though we weren’t. “Everyone needs someone
            to worry about them.”
         

         
         “Thank you,” I say stiffly, “but there’s no need.”

         
         It would be nice to have this kind of parent. The kind that worries about you, and nags you, and scolds you for putting your
            feet up on the coffee table. I wouldn’t have to wonder if my mother almost burned down a building, or if she was the leader
            of a group of factionless radicals that got a boy killed. I wouldn’t have to keep my name a secret so no one knows I’m the
            council leader’s son. I’d be able to go home after something horrible happens, instead of here.
         

         
         “That initiate’s death wasn’t your fault,” she says to me. “So there’s no need for you to be here paying penance.”

         
         “I know it wasn’t.”

         
         “No, you don’t.” Hana steps closer to me. She’s wearing a black scarf, silk, tied around her throat, and her late husband’s
            earrings in her ears. Everything about her looks careful and sedate, like she’s going to an Abnegation funeral instead of
            a Dauntless one.
         

         
         Al’s funeral should be starting any minute now.

         
         “Every year, someone dies like this,” she says softly. “It’s a reminder that we don’t really know what’s going on with people,
            even if we think we do. Other people are mysteries to us, which is one of the wonderful things about getting to know them.
            But it also results in this.” She waves a hand carelessly. “This confusion.”
         

         
         I wish I could tell her what I really think, what I’ve been thinking since I saw that white corpse face that used to be Al’s:
            that this, like Amar’s death, was not an act of self-destruction. That it can’t possibly be a coincidence that Al was Divergent,
            and Jeanine Matthews accessed his simulation log, and now he’s dead. But if I tried to tell Hana that, she’d think I was paranoid.
            Why would Jeanine Matthews come all the way here to look at an initiate’s simulation? Why would she care enough to kill some
            nobody Candor transfer who was probably going to get cut soon anyway?
         

         
         I can’t explain it. So I don’t try.

         
         She looks at the simulated flames dancing in the center of the room, a thoughtful expression on her face.

         
         “You like to keep a wall between you and other people,” she says. “I know. It’s why you keep calling me ‘ma’am’ even though
            you’ve been my son’s best friend for two years.”
         

         
         She gives me a sidelong look.

         
         “But it’s not enough. You chose the simulation room because it allows you to get closer to people without letting them get
            close to you. Intimacy without vulnerability. That’s what this place is, to you.”
         

         
         Simulations get to the heart of people. And that’s what you want to see.

         
         “But you’re always vulnerable, Four,” she says. “Because you care about people. And that’s a good thing. So come down and
            care in front of your initiates. I promise it’s healthier than what you’re doing right now.”
         

         
         I feel like there’s something stuck in my throat. I nod.

         
         “I’ll be right down,” I say. “I just have to . . . delete that last log.”

         
         She doesn’t ask me why. She squeezes my shoulder. Then she leaves me alone.

         
         You’re always vulnerable, Four. It’s probably not what she wanted me to get stuck on, out of everything she said, but it itches at the back of my mind anyway.
            I wait until I can’t hear her footsteps anymore before I put my hands in the flames.
         

         
         I just need to make sure.

         
         “Jeanine Matthews was here last night, accessing simulation logs that weren’t her own,” I say. “Show me all the simulations
            she saw.”
         

         
         I close myself into the simulation room, and Al’s kitchen unfurls in front of me like a flower, opening. Single bulb overhead.
            Shadowed corners. His mother in black and white.
         

         
         “I’ve seen this one,” I say. “Did she watch any others?”

         
         The Candor kitchen disintegrates, leaving me in darkness. Then a familiar landscape fills the space in front of me: the undulating
            grasses of the marsh, its shallow waters glinting in the sun. And on either side of me, the strict lines of the city streets.
            I’m standing on top of the Hub, the wind buffeting me from all sides.
         

         
         This is my simulation.
         

         
         Fear makes me shudder, and for once, it’s not related to the height. I close my eyes and let it move through me.

         
         I forgot to delete this one from the system. Uriah came to get me, told me there was trouble in the training room, and I never
            came back here to scrub this record from the system. So Jeanine Matthews watched me do this—watched me walk to the edge of
            the building and let myself fall off. Which will present her with two plausible explanations: Either I’m so comfortable with
            the thought of my own death that I can embrace it even in a fear simulation, or I was aware that I wouldn’t really die, because
            I knew I was in a simulation.
         

         
         She’s either going to think I’m ready to end my own life . . . or I’m Divergent.

         
         “No others?” I ask, bracing myself to see Tris’s simulation playing out before my eyes. But nothing changes. My simulation
            is the last thing Jeanine Matthews saw.
         

         
         

         Standing at the edge of the chasm where Al died, I feel a pang of longing for Abnegation funerals. Making the memorial stone
            with your own hands. The whole community crowding into your house, filling your kitchen with food. It’s a nice, quiet ritual.
         

         
         Nothing like this—people making grand speeches about Al going to face the next big adventure, like he didn’t spend all his
            time here scared out of his mind. Adventure seems like the last thing he’d want out of an afterlife. And then everyone is
            chanting, and drinking, and I know what happens next: a big party.
         

         
         I’m not interested in that part, so I toast Al’s memory with Hana, Zeke, Uriah, and Shauna, and then I walk back to my apartment.
            I take my time. It’s a warm night. Windy. A gust sends pebbles dancing across the street. I might sleep with my windows open,
            just to hear it whistle between the buildings.
         

         
         I open my apartment door—unlocked, since I haven’t been back to lock it since I ran out this morning—and stop.

         
         Tris is standing in my apartment.

         
         She’s looking at the stack of books on my desk. They’re nothing special, just an operational manual for the Dauntless computer,
            a mystery novel with the cover falling off, an old Abnegation hymnal, a book about ancient art that I used to inspire the
            tattoo on my back. But she looks curious anyway, in the instant before she hears me come in.
         

         
         She jerks to attention.

         
         “Hi,” she says. “The door was open.”

         
         “Don’t tell me they haven’t taught you how to pick locks.”

         
         “Working on it, actually. I’m not good at it yet.”

         
         I lean into the door frame. “What are you good at, then? By their standards, I mean.”

         
         She shrugs. “I’m good at pretending to be Dauntless.”

         
         She gestures to the clothes she’s wearing. Black pants—I think of her bare legs the day before, the shock of seeing so much
            of her pale skin. A black T-shirt. Black jacket. Black boots. Her hair is pulled back, and there’s something smudged around
            her eyes that makes their color look even brighter.
         

         
         “Yeah,” I say. “I can see that.”

         
         “I can turn into a Stiff girl, too,” she says, and I watch as she adjusts her posture, ever so slightly. Shoulders rounding
            in, head ducking, eyes low. Demure as every girl I was ever taught to find appealing.
         

         
         “That’s unsettling,” I say. “Don’t tell me you ever looked like that in Abnegation. I won’t believe you.”

         
         She smiles that half smile that means she’s got something else on her mind. She moves closer, on careful feet that remind
            me of my mother creeping toward my hospital room. Factionless feet.
         

         
         “What happened?” she says. “You look . . .”

         
         She doesn’t finish her sentence.

         
         “One of my initiates died,” I say.

         
         The smile disappears. She’s quiet for a few seconds.

         
         “That’s awful,” she says.

         
         “I didn’t know him that well.”

         
         “Still awful.” She reaches out, not touching me but offering to.

         
         I reach back. I’m not holding her hand—we’re at the wrong angle for that—but our fingers are laced together, and I think of
            that game Abnegation kids play, where they knit their hands together so they can’t see whose are whose.
         

         
         She stares at our joined fingers and gets a strange look on her face I don’t know how to interpret.

         
         “What brings you here?” I say.

         
         “Oh.” She lets go of me and fidgets with the hem of her jacket. “I think I need help with something.”

         
         She digs in her jacket pocket for something and holds it out to me.

         
         “A bullet?” I say, taking it from her. I’ve never handled real ammunition, only needles. But I’ve watched Zeke load his gun
            at the wall half a dozen times.
         

         
         “So it is a bullet,” she says. “I thought so, but I had to be sure.”

         
         “Why? Where’d you find it?”

         
         Her lower lip snags on her teeth. She looks away.

         
         “It was in a crate,” she says. “A crate being transported by the factionless.”

         
         I close my fist around the bullet. Dread creeps down my spine like a drop of sweat.

         
         “They stole lethal ammunition from the Dauntless?” I say. “Do you know why?”

         
         “Robert—the Abnegation boy who died at the Choosing Ceremony—he was shot with a bullet. But I hoped it was just one gun. Someone
            gone rogue.” She pushes her hands through her hair. “Not a crate full of them.”
         

         
         Robert. She said that name like she knew him. She must have—he was her age; he was in Abnegation. For a second I think her eyes
            are full of tears. Then she blinks, and they’re gone.
         

         
         A heavy sigh falls out of me like a burden I can’t help but set down. I drop the bullet on the kitchen counter and think of
            the note my mother left in the cabinet for me, woven with memories. On the safest day, she told me to meet her, knowing I’d know what that meant. Like she and I were still close.
         

         
         “I knew it was a bullet,” Tris says. “I didn’t really need you to tell me. I just—I need to know—”

         
         “You want to know what kind of person my mother is. If she’s capable of . . .” I gesture to the bullet. “Something like this.”

         
         “I already know she is,” Tris says. “I just don’t know why. I mean, I can guess what the ultimate goal is, but—”
         

         
         “I do,” I say. “I know why.”

         
         I look up at her, and I think about what Hana said to me earlier. About wanting intimacy without vulnerability. About how
            impossible that is, because caring makes you vulnerable anyway. I’ve been holding Tris’s association with my mother like a
            shield between us. But I don’t think it’s the real reason I’m holding her at a distance. I think I’m afraid that if I did
            try—if I did give her something of myself, I’m afraid of all the things she’d know about me then.
         

         
         Her eyes are bright. Not a soothing blue, but an unearthly one. They challenge me to say something, to do something.

         
         To risk something.

         
         “I can show you,” I say.
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            Chapter 41
Tris

         
         We’re back in the fear simulation room, and I think I’m finally witnessing what makes Four flinch. He’s so tense I can see
            the muscles in his jaw.
         

         
         “The final test of Dauntless initiation is something called a fear landscape,” he says. “It’s like . . . a sequence of all
            your deepest fears. Most people have anywhere from twelve to twenty-five.”
         

         
         I try to imagine it. An assembly line of terrors, one after another—it sounds like torture, but I can also see the wisdom
            in it. Once you know yourself in that adversity, you really do know yourself, forever.
         

         
         I dread it. I crave it.

         
         He goes on: “The simulation computer is more flexible than most people realize. It doesn’t just take a person through their
            own fear simulation, and it doesn’t just allow an observer. It can incorporate the observer into the simulation, too.”
         

         
         I’m still confused about why he brought me here. “So . . . you want to go through my fear landscape?”

         
         “No.” He looks up at me. “I want you to go through mine.”

         
         I can feel my pulse in my throat. His eyes look dark and fathomless in this light—and certain. He’s decided. Now I have to
            decide, too.
         

         
         When I looked at our interlaced fingers, before, I thought of Eustace and Mary, my fellow Abnegation initiates, playing that
            children’s game. Just an excuse to hold hands, really. Suddenly it was like I could see the two of us, Four and me, in Abnegation
            gray, on the bus. Our silence compelled by an initiation rite, all our communication done through meaningful looks and smiles
            and gestures. It was the life I wanted—or rather, the life I wanted to want. Only I never could have had it, because neither
            of us could choose it.
         

         
         And now here we are. In this dim stone room, on the very edge of something.

         
         “Okay,” I say to him.

         
         He tips his head back, like he’s speaking to a god. “Take us both through.”

         
         The room disappears, and in its place is a glittering array of buildings, their glass windows catching the light of the sun.
            The wind rushes over me, pressing my clothes against my body and then away from it.
         

         
         We’re high up, above everything. We must be on top of the Hub. The marsh is in the distance, its grasses and muddy patches
            an irregular patchwork quilt. I move closer to the edge of the building by instinct, wanting to see more. Then I look back
            at him.
         

         
         He’s rigid, his throat working as he swallows. After a few seconds I detect a tremor moving through his body. I remember this
            is one of his worst fears.
         

         
         “How do you face it?” I ask him, and then I remember this is a simulation. I’m not supposed to know what’s going on; I’m supposed
            to think I just appeared on top of this building, somehow.
         

         
         But when he looks at me, he doesn’t seem confused.

         
         “I jump off,” he says.

         
         I can’t breathe. It’s dangerous. For you and for every person you tell. Apart from that one conversation with my mother, I’ve been alone with this secret since the day of my aptitude test, wondering
            what’s wrong with me, why I don’t work the way I’m supposed to. And now, suddenly . . . I’m not alone anymore.
         

         
         “You’re Divergent,” I say, my voice strained.

         
         “So are you,” he replies.

         
         He walks toward me, and every step looks forced, like he’s resisting the commands of a puppeteer. He stands next to me on
            the ledge, the tremor of his fear now a full-on shudder. I look down, and I can feel something like it, maybe—but my body
            thrills at the height, too.
         

         
         “Well,” I say. “Let’s get on with it, then.”

         
         I hold out my hand, like I did in his apartment. He takes it.

         
         I step off the edge, and I take him with me.

         
         The rush of air, the horror of searching for stability and finding nothing, they last for less than a second. I hit the ground
            and then open my eyes in the dark, my hand still clasped in his.
         

         
         He’s breathing too fast. I can hear it.

         
         “What’s this one?” I ask.

         
         Something hits me in the back, throwing me forward. Then there’s something on my side, too, and something in front of me,
            a box wrapping around me and then shrinking. I have no choice but to move closer to him, to press into his side as the roof
            of the box slams down on top of us.
         

         
         Then nothing moves. We’re in total darkness. The air is close. His breaths are loud and frantic against my cheek. I can feel
            them pulsing in his body, right up against mine. He’s hyperventilating.
         

         
         “Hey.” I touch him, blindly, and I feel the ridges of his spine against my palm. The muscles in his back are hard and defined.

         
         Look at people as people, Beatrice, not as objects to be admired—that’s what my Abnegation teacher taught me, only now I realize she’d set up a dichotomy that didn’t exist. I’m looking at
            Four as a person, worried about him, eager to help him, and I’m aware of how beautiful he is, of the thrill of touching him. I can do both things at the same time.
         

         
         “Hey,” I say again. “What about this one?”

         
         “This one’s . . .” He sounds like he can barely breathe. “Difficult.”

         
         Then I notice something. A sliver of light. I reach for it, running my fingers along it. It feels like the bottom of a door.

         
         If I can get him talking, his breathing should regulate. I can’t just let him keep hyperventilating; he’ll pass out.

         
         “Where are we?” I say. “I mean, not a real place, I know. But where did this come from, do you know?”

         
         I run my hand up his back, a little, so it’s pressed between his shoulder blades.

         
         “Yeah,” he says. “Not every . . . not every Abnegation family thinks the Penalty of Silence is sufficient.”

         
         Something cold grips my chest. I think of our family’s apartment in Building A. The upstairs hallway, where my family’s rooms
            were. The stairs down to the Black family quarters, kitchen, and living room. And right in the middle of it all, a small hall
            closet.
         

         
         They locked you in a closet? I want to demand, but I don’t think now is the time for my outrage.
         

         
         “Okay,” I say, trying to think of something, anything, that will help with this situation. My feet are going numb, so I shift forward onto my knees, and my hand slides up to the
            back of his neck, covering the Dauntless flames I can’t quite see.
         

         
         “In initiation they taught us how to be present,” I say, and I’m so close to him I can feel the heat radiating from him. “To
            focus on one sensation—like the way air feels going into your nose, or the rise and fall of your chest as you breathe.”
         

         
         I reach out and lay my hand over his chest, right on top of his sternum.

         
         “Pay attention to my hand,” I say. “How it moves as you breathe.”

         
         “I think there’s a flaw in your logic,” he says, unsteady.

         
         “Oh? What’s that?”

         
         “You touching me,” he says, “does not calm me down.”

         
         He shifts closer, and I think, He’s going to kiss me—but he’s just reaching over my shoulder. He grips a handle that wasn’t there before, and pushes. Light floods into the space.
         

         
         I don’t move. My hand is still on him, my fingers curled a little over the collar of his T-shirt. Our faces are inches apart,
            so close I can see faint freckles dusting his nose.
         

         
         His gaze shifts over my shoulder, and I pull away, remembering where we are. This place isn’t frightening to me, but it’s
            a collection of his worst nightmares; I should be focused on getting him through it as quickly as I can.
         

         
         We’re in a blank room. White walls, white desk. It almost looks like Jeanine Matthews’s office, but it’s more sinister than
            that. The blankness is menacing, somehow.
         

         
         A woman appears in the middle of the room. She has no facial features; she’s just a blur, like I’m looking at her through
            a rain-streaked window. Her hair is blond, like mine, and she’s dressed in gray.
         

         
         On the white table in front of us is a gun. The same kind I saw in my own fear landscape: a lethal weapon.

         
         “This one’s—easier,” he says. “Less panic involved.”

         
         I never thought of fear this way, as coming in all kinds of flavors. There was the terror of heights, for him, and the panic
            of claustrophobia, but this is less acute. Deeper.
         

         
         He picks up the gun. His hands are steady. He takes a stance I recognize, his feet staggered, both arms raised, elbows slightly
            bent. I tell myself that after I get out of here, I’m going to ask him to teach me; that’s how easy he makes it look.
         

         
         He breathes in, a quaking breath. He breathes out, and fires.

         
         It’s only when he lowers the gun that I see what it cost him, how he closes his eyes so he doesn’t have to see the woman fall,
            how his stance collapses like he just got the air punched out of him.
         

         
         I reach for him, but the scene is already changing, the gun and the woman both disappearing.

         
         Now we’re standing in a place I recognize. The floors are wood, stained dark, worn and uneven. The walls are white. We’re
            in a hallway—the hallway of an Abnegation apartment.
         

         
         He’s walking already, his eyes fixed on the door at the end of it, and even though he’s Divergent, it looks like he’s caught
            up in this simulation, so familiar with its choreography that he can’t help but play the part.
         

         
         He opens the door and steps into a bedroom. It’s as tidy as I expect it to be, the queen-sized bed made with sharp corners,
            a small stack of books on the bedside table. He goes to the hook next to the dresser, where a spare belt hangs, and grabs
            it by the buckle.
         

         
         I don’t like this.

         
         “Four?” I say. He doesn’t respond.

         
         I follow him back down the hallway, past the bathroom with its gray-tile floor and no mirror, past the closet that now makes
            me feel sick to my stomach, to the bedroom closest to the stairs.
         

         
         It’s in disarray. The bed is made, there’s a neat stack of school books on the desk—but there are objects scattered all over,
            bits of computer parts, broken glass, old coins, a single glittering earring, a wooden box with its lid hanging off the hinges.
         

         
         Standing in the middle of it all, his chest heaving, is Marcus Eaton.

         
         Only it’s not a Marcus Eaton I’ve ever known. He looks taller here than he is in real life, his shoulders broader and stronger.
            When he turns to look at us, his face is shadowed, his eyes like dark pits. His mouth is twisted into a snarl.
         

         
         He holds out his hand. Four gives him the belt.

         
         No, no, no, I think, but I’m stuck, watching in horror as Four—tall, strong, fierce Four—walks toward the desk chair and braces himself
            on the back of it. Presenting his father with a blank canvas.
         

         
         Marcus raises the belt, and I lurch into action before I can even think about it, throwing my body across Four’s.

         
         “No!”
         

         
         I hold up an arm, and the belt wraps around it, pain scorching my skin.

         
         The scene disappears. And then we’re standing in the simulation room.

         
         I wait for a few seconds for a new horror to appear. But nothing changes. I’m standing back-to-back with Four, feeling his
            unsteady breaths against my shoulders, listening to him recover himself.
         

         
         I relax against him. He relaxes against me.

         
         “You only have four fears,” I say.

         
         He huffs a laugh. I feel it against my spine.

         
         “Yeah,” he says.

         
         Christina didn’t know why “Four” was his nickname; I guess I just found out.

         
         I laugh a little. “You’re remarkable.”

         
         He reaches back and hooks his pinkie finger around mine.

         
         

         We leave the simulation room after that, and Four touches the flames to erase the record, and by some unspoken agreement . . .
            we go for a walk.
         

         
         The street here is cluttered with debris but empty. The moon is high and bright. My mind is crowded with all the things I
            want to say, but for once, I’m okay with staying silent. With letting him go first.
         

         
         “When Evelyn was gone, he focused on me instead.” He’s looking down at his feet. “She knew what he was, and she left me there.
            I’m sure she didn’t think that it would get that bad, that he would fixate on me the way he used to fixate on her—but that’s
            kind of the point. She didn’t think of me at all.”
         

         
         He shrugs.

         
         “All she thinks about is what she can take from him,” he says. “Doesn’t matter who else gets hurt. She’ll quite literally
            burn the entire system down just to get to him.”
         

         
         I think of Evelyn Eaton fleeing Abnegation in the dead of night with my mother at her side, helping her get out. I wonder
            if they talked about Four, if Evelyn had some kind of plan to go back and get him, if my mother was concerned—or if she even
            knew why Evelyn was leaving. I think of Marcus like an inferno, and Evelyn running for her life to escape the flames. But
            she left Four to burn. Not just in Marcus’s cruelty, but in his own grief for his mother.
         

         
         And then she came back and expected . . . what? For him to rejoice?

         
         “Does anyone else know about him?” I ask. “About—what he’s really like?”

         
         He scowls. “Of course not. Can you imagine the headlines if it got out? I’d have to leave the city to get away from it.”

         
         I sidestep a broken bottle and consider my next words carefully. “Why would you need to get away from it? You didn’t do anything
            wrong.”
         

         
         His shoulders hunch, like a cat with its hackles up.

         
         “You think I won’t understand,” I say, and it’s just a guess, but judging by the way he stares at me, it’s a good one. “Try
            me.”
         

         
         He’s quiet for a few seconds, and I think maybe I ruined it, broke whatever tentative trust we’ve established. But then he
            says, “Growing up, I was only ever Marcus’s son. If I ever showed even a hint of individuality, of personality, he made sure
            I regretted it. So when I chose Dauntless . . . it was like I finally got to exist, for the first time. I didn’t have to be
            his. If everyone knows about this, about him . . .”
         

         
         He shakes his head.

         
         “And that’s all assuming they believe it,” he says. “He spent a lifetime telling people I was ‘troubled.’ He discredited me
            in advance. If this came out, and they still didn’t believe me—” He cuts himself off. Swallows hard.
         

         
         He doesn’t finish his sentence. He doesn’t need to. If he went through the ordeal of his private pain being made public, the
            loss of his Dauntless haven, and Abnegation still called him “troubled,” it would be worse than keeping quiet. It would be
            unbearable.
         

         
         “Do you want to know why I really left Abnegation?” I say. “Because it wasn’t just that I didn’t fit there—even though I didn’t.”

         
         He raises an eyebrow. “Did something happen?”

         
         “After the Choosing Ceremony attack . . . I saw Evelyn. I recognized her. And when I told the Abnegation leadership about
            it, my father tried to erase my memory of her, to maintain their cover-up. Only . . .”
         

         
         “It didn’t work,” Four says. “Because you’re Divergent.”

         
         I nod.

         
         “I’d been thinking of Abnegation as . . . pure, somehow. Like even if I didn’t fit in there, at least they were doing everything
            right, and I couldn’t go wrong if I followed their teachings.” I laugh softly. “It feels so stupid, now. But I’m glad it happened.
            Because I needed to see things for how they were and not how I wanted them to be.”
         

         
         Abnegation, the faction that erases memories and blindly trusts its leader. Candor, the faction that kept a child with a mother
            who was hurting her. Dauntless, the faction that harasses the factionless. Erudite, the faction that controls information
            instead of offering it freely. And I have no idea what I’ll discover about Amity.
         

         
         The system is broken because every faction trusts in its own virtue. And the factionless aren’t much better, secretive and
            separate, the faction system so deeply ingrained in them that they imitate it even when they’re defying it.
         

         
         “I don’t trust the factionless much more than I trust Abnegation,” I say. “But they’re teaching me to trust myself. To listen
            to myself and what I want, for the first time in my life.”
         

         
         I stop, and look up at him.

         
         “What do you want?” he says quietly.

         
         Sometimes you decide things in the moment, and sometimes you realize they were already decided a long time ago. Like when
            he hauled me to my feet at the Choosing Ceremony and shoved me toward safety. Or when I boarded a train and saw him standing
            in a shaft of moonlight, steady as a rock no matter how the ground moved.
         

         
         I step closer and rest a hand on his chest, like I did in the fear simulation. Then I slide my hand up, around his neck, my
            fingertips brushing over the short hairs at the nape of it. I stand on my tiptoes and bring his head down, closer to mine,
            so I can whisper right up against his mouth.
         

         
         “You,” I say.

         
         And I kiss him.

         
         It’s tentative, at first. A press of lips in the dark. But it sends a thrill through my entire body. I surge toward him; he
            surges toward me. One of his hands brushes my cheek, his fingertips curling behind my jaw; his other hand goes to my waist,
            pulling me closer.
         

         
         He kisses me harder. My lips part beneath his in a gasp. I didn’t realize how much it would ache, to touch someone like this;
            I didn’t realize how good it would feel. How it would be like sating hunger and provoking more hunger at the same time, having
            and wanting in equal measure.
         

         
         His arm wraps around my waist, and he lifts me into him. I’m weightless, breakable, and I don’t mind. My fingers slip under
            the collar of his shirt, brushing over the top of his spine.
         

         
         I realize that I want more, and it startles me, the force of it, this thought that I’ve never let myself think before. I pull
            back enough to stare into his eyes.
         

         
         He sets me down, carefully, and raises his eyebrows in question.

         
         “Oh,” I say, because it’s the only thing that comes to mind.

         
         “Oh,” he agrees.

         
         He kisses me again, slower this time, so I can savor the warm press of his mouth and the way his lips cling to mine as he
            pulls away by fractions.
         

         
         “I want you back,” he says against my cheek.

         
         It feels impossible. I know what I am: small and certified unremarkable-looking by the Foxes, who call that a gift. Faction
            failure. Unsure of everything. Not brave enough to choose Dauntless, selfless enough to make it in Abnegation, or smart, honest,
            kind enough for the other places I might have gone.
         

         
         But he looks at me like I’m not seeing the whole picture. Like instead of not being enough of all those things, I’m actually
            more.
         

         
         So I decide to try to be the person he sees, instead of the one I’m afraid I am.

         
         “There’s someone I want you to meet,” I say. “I think she can help us both.”
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            Chapter 42
Four

         
         “What’s wrong?” Shauna says as she sets down her tray. Her eyes are wide with feigned alarm. She puts her hand on my forehead,
            like she’s checking my temperature. “Are you ill?”
         

         
         I give her a flat look. I know where this is going.

         
         “Well? Does he have a fever?” Zeke demands, sliding his tray onto the table next to me. “I can’t think of any other reason
            he would be smiling at the dinner table.”
         

         
         “Maybe he hit his head in the training room,” Shauna suggests.

         
         “Maybe he’s been drugged!”

         
         “Both of you can and should shut up now,” I say, pointing my fork at both of them, in turn. “Before I spit on your food.”

         
         Zeke leans forward to stage-whisper to Shauna. “That’s a milder threat than usual.”

         
         “I think it’s that girl,” Shauna says.

         
         Zeke arches an eyebrow. “Girl?”

         
         “The one he was walking around with the other day. Small. Blond. Wouldn’t cross her.”

         
         I can’t help it. I grin at that description. Shauna laughs, triumphant, and Zeke lets out a low whistle.

         
         “When can we meet her?” he says.

         
         “Is she one of last year’s initiates?” Shauna says. “She looked familiar, but I wasn’t sure from where.”

         
         “That’s because she’s not Dauntless,” I say.

         
         Zeke slaps the table. “What?”
         

         
         “How?”

         
         “Who?”
         

         
         “Where, why, when?”

         
         “I’m going to leave now,” I say, picking up my tray. I’m done eating anyway, and it’s Lauren’s night to look out for the initiates.
            We’ve been taking turns ever since Al’s death. “I have somewhere to be.”
         

         
         I ignore Shauna’s and Zeke’s cries of protest as I walk away.

         
         “You can’t avoid our questions forever!” Zeke calls out.

         
         I wave without looking back.

         
         

         I meet her on the train. Fourth car back, heading north along the marsh. She boards after me, and I take a moment to admire
            how easy she makes it look. And then to just . . . stare at her.
         

         
         She’s wearing black pants that are cut close to her legs, and a white shirt. Sleeveless, so her arms are bare. Her hair is
            down, tossed by the wind. It doesn’t look like the kind of outfit you wear to impress a boy, but somehow I think it might
            be her version of it—showing a version of her I would never have seen in Abnegation.
         

         
         It’s effective.

         
         It’s been three days since we last saw each other. She told me we had to wait until Monday to meet . . . whoever it is she
            wants me to meet. And I’ve been busy with the initiates, who are experiencing the usual emotional upheaval of starting fear
            simulation training.
         

         
         It’s a relief, to see her again.

         
         Her lips quirk into a smile when she sees me. “Hi.”

         
         I don’t know how I’m supposed to act. Abnegation courtship rituals were clearly defined, if nothing else. Find out where she
            volunteers and lend a hand. Ask her parents if they’ll supervise a visit. A stolen kiss somewhere along the line, just to
            make sure there’s a spark. All careful, distant, respectful. Abnegation members get married young.
         

         
         Dauntless courtship is different. Bold and careless. I’ve never been any good at it; I always manage to say the wrong thing.
            Not that I spend much time trying—it’s not that I don’t notice girls, it’s just that I have to be careful. How do you date
            someone without telling them your real name?
         

         
         So I have no idea how to act now. No rules of behavior, only instinct. Instinct makes me move toward her; instinct makes me
            duck my head and kiss her. Makes me run my fingers through her hair, which is soft and smooth. And then down her bare arm,
            slowly, carefully.
         

         
         “Hi,” I say, as I pull away.

         
         She looks a little dazed.

         
         “That okay?” I ask. I probably should have led with that question.

         
         “Yes,” she says. “Yes, please go ahead and do that . . . basically any time, Four.”

         
         I grin. “You know, you can call me Tobias.”

         
         “Really?” She tilts her head a little. “I just assumed you didn’t like it.”

         
         “I kind of assumed that, too,” I say. “But I think it would be nice, to be called by my name again. If it’s you.”

         
         “Okay . . . Tobias,” she says, and she pauses, like she’s tasting it.

         
         I feel like I’m doing the same. My name sounds different coming from her mouth than from anyone else’s.

         
         It’s a good thing.

         
         “For the record, I’d prefer not to be called Beatrice,” she says, her tone lighter. “Beatrice had no idea how to get on and
            off trains, and she certainly wouldn’t have spent the day learning how to pick a pocket.”
         

         
         “Oh? Care to demonstrate?”

         
         She gives me an assessing look. “Well, you’d require a different approach.”

         
         “Like what?”

         
         There’s a glint in her eyes as she steps forward, poking a finger into my sternum to press me back against the wall of the
            train. She leans into me, just a little, her leg against my leg, her stomach brushing my hip. I stare down at her finger against
            my chest, my mouth going dry.
         

         
         “See?” she says, and as she pulls back, she holds up a folded piece of paper. I blink at it for a few seconds before I realize
            she took it out of my jacket pocket while I was . . .
         

         
         Distracted.

         
         “Interesting technique,” I say, plucking it out of her hand. It’s one of Evelyn’s old messages. I should have destroyed it
            right when I got it, but . . . sometimes I like to see her handwriting. To remember that she’s really alive.
         

         
         Not that I’d ever admit that to her.

         
         “Most of the time you just run into someone and then apologize profusely,” she says, grinning. “Nobody suspects the plain-faced
            girl they collided with on the sidewalk.”
         

         
         “Plain-faced, huh.” I tuck a strand of hair behind her ear. “Not how I would describe you.”

         
         “You’re alone in that, then.” She shrugs. “It’s why I’m good at this. Pretending to be in other factions. It’s okay, I don’t
            care anymore.”
         

         
         “You’re good at pretending to be in other factions because you’re observant,” I say. “I should know, I’ve been on the receiving
            end of just how observant you are. It’s very unsettling.”
         

         
         Her smile widens. “That’s what every girl wants to be called. Unsettling.”
         

         
         “Let me put it a different way.” I lean in and touch my cheek to her temple so I can speak against her skin. “You’re a flame.
            I’m a moth.”
         

         
         She grabs the lapels of my jacket and kisses me harder than before. Wind rushes through the car, wraps around both of us.
            It’s too loud for me to hear anything else, but I feel a sigh humming in her chest as she leans against me.
         

         
         Wherever we’re going, I hope it’s far away.

         
         

         But it can’t last. Not when I realize where we’re headed.

         
         The train is picking up speed as we move through the factionless sector of the city, where it doesn’t stop as much. I haven’t
            been north of the city center in a long time. There’s only one possible destination: Abnegation.
         

         
         “It’s council meeting day,” I say, my smile fading as I realize why we can go wherever we’re going only on a Monday.

         
         She nods.

         
         “Best day of the week,” I add, more to myself than to her. It was the day Marcus was gone. “My mom used to make pancakes on
            Mondays.”
         

         
         “Really?” She looks surprised. “In Abnegation?”

         
         “We lived alone, since he’s the council leader,” I say. “So yeah—on Monday nights, when he was gone, she made pancakes. With
            jam, if she could get her hands on it. And she’d play music, sometimes, out of an old radio she’d repaired. I never figured
            out where she hid it when we weren’t using it.”
         

         
         Tris’s smile is a little sad. “Sounds nice.”

         
         “One day he came home early,” I say, and my throat gets tight, so it’s all I say. I just shake my head, and she moves closer
            to me, tangling her fingers with mine.
         

         
         “We’re going to meet with my mother,” she says.

         
         I thought we might. Why else would Tris insist on going on Monday night, when her father will be occupied at the council meeting?

         
         “I decided to defect on my own,” Tris goes on. “I wanted to know why the factionless attacked the Choosing Ceremony, and what
            they planned to do next. And the only person I knew was involved was Evelyn. So . . .”
         

         
         She looks up at me, one eyebrow raised, and I swallow a laugh.

         
         “So you tried to get close to her,” I say.

         
         “My mom knew how to contact her, asked her to look out for me. But I don’t trust Evelyn any more than you do. I wanted to
            tell you that, but I couldn’t risk it. Not until I was more sure.”
         

         
         We stand there for a while, both of us watching the city pass us by. The moon is shrouded in clouds tonight, and I hear a
            rumble that means rain might be coming. The buildings shrink and then grow again, and she nods to me. Time to get off.
         

         
         It’s strange to walk the streets of the Abnegation sector, like a scene out of another person’s life. She knows them even
            better than I do, leading us in and out of alleyways, steering us around Abnegation headquarters so there’s no risk of running
            into anyone.
         

         
         She takes us to Building A, first telling me to look through a high window to make sure there’s no one in the building lobby,
            and then slipping in and walking right to the stairwell.
         

         
         “Tenth floor,” she says. “Sorry.”

         
         The stairwell is poorly lit and smells like old mop, but it’s clean and empty. Windows on every landing show us the building
            next door—Building B, which houses all the singles in Abnegation, men on one side and women on the other. It looks similar
            to Building A.
         

         
         We’re both out of breath by the time we reach the tenth floor, and I’m carrying my jacket instead of wearing it. I consider
            putting it on as we walk down the hallway to the apartment; I want to show respect. But I also resent the urge to make myself
            more palatable to the Abnegation. So in the end, I leave it off.
         

         
         Tris knocks on the door to 10E. It opens right away.

         
         A woman stands on the other side of it. Her hair is darker than Tris’s and neatly pulled back. She’s wearing a gray sweater
            over a long gray skirt. But when she hugs Tris, her eyes fix on me over Tris’s shoulder, and there’s a sharpness to them that
            I wasn’t expecting.
         

         
         Natalie Prior, obviously.

         
         “Mom, this is—” Tris starts to say.

         
         “I know who he is,” Natalie says gently. “Come in.”

         
         The apartment is dimly lit. It smells like freshly baked bread. The floors are the usual creaky yellowish wood that’s so common
            in older buildings. In the living room there’s a ball of yarn and a half-finished scarf on the coffee table, like we interrupted
            Natalie while she was knitting. But she leads us into the kitchen instead.
         

         
         For a few seconds she just examines me. I feel it like her eyes are burning into me. Catching on small things—the tattoo that
            peeks up over my shirt collar, my bare arms, my boots. Then she smiles.
         

         
         “You’ve grown,” she says.

         
         I don’t know how to respond to that. Her name was familiar to me, and her face is, too, but I have no specific memories of
            Natalie Prior. That’s probably because my father didn’t let me spend much time with other people in my faction. I’m not sure
            what he told them about me, but I think he implied I was shy, easily overwhelmed. That him keeping me apart from them was
            him taking good care of me.
         

         
         “Would you like some tea?” she asks, looking from me to Tris.

         
         The ritual is comforting for all of us, I think, because the offer breaks the tension, and Tris and I both sit at the kitchen
            table while Natalie busies herself at the stove.
         

         
         “We have an hour,” she says, as she fills the kettle and puts it on the stove to heat. “My daughter says you’re trustworthy,
            Mr. Eaton.”
         

         
         I wince a little.

         
         “If you could just call me Four,” I say. “I’d appreciate it.”

         
         She’s busy scooping tea leaves into a large strainer, but she pauses to look at me, her eyes thoughtful. “Of course. Four.”

         
         The kitchen is small and warm. Tidy, everything hidden away behind white cabinet doors. Tile countertops scrubbed clean. A
            study in simplicity: two pots, one small and one large. Two pans hanging on hooks over the stove. Only take what you need is an Abnegation motto I carry with me without even knowing it, and so does this place. The only decoration is the simple
            embroidery on the wall, in gray thread, that reads, Them before I.
         

         
         I return my focus to Natalie.

         
         “I’m not sure what ‘trustworthy’ means to you,” I say. “I’m not blindly loyal to my faction, if that’s what you’re wondering.”

         
         “You’re not?” She gives me a pointed look and hooks the strainer over the lip of a glass teapot she took down from one of
            the cabinets, along with three glass cups without handles. “Is that why you have Dauntless flames tattooed on your skin?”
         

         
         Tris opens her mouth to object, but I’m already responding.

         
         “I have every other faction symbol beneath them,” I say. “As your daughter can attest.”

         
         Natalie’s eyebrows pop up in surprise, and I realize, a beat too late, what I just implied. “Oh, really? And just what were
            the circumstances of my daughter seeing you in a state of undress?”
         

         
         “Not that,” Tris says, her cheeks bright red.
         

         
         I’m so stupid sometimes.

         
         “She stumbled across me in the tattoo shop,” I say. “That’s all.”

         
         The kettle whistles, and she takes it off the heat, then pours hot water into the teapot. I watch as wisps of red-brown tea
            escape the holes in the strainer, staining the water.
         

         
         Natalie says, “And Evelyn? She doesn’t have your blind loyalty, either? Because whatever we discuss here, I can’t have it
            getting back to her.”
         

         
         “No, she doesn’t,” Tris replies, before I can. “Mom, come on.”

         
         Natalie looks at her daughter for a few seconds. Then she nods. “All right. Then tell me what you know.”

         
         I laugh. It’s my mother’s laugh, short and bitter. My father hated it, when she did it. And then when I did it, even if it
            wasn’t directed at him. Sometimes I think he must have missed her, to hate the things that reminded him of her so much.
         

         
         “All I know about you, Natalie, is that you, alongside quite a few other people in this faction, perpetuated the lie that
            my mother was dead,” I say. “So forgive me if I’m not eager to confide in you.”
         

         
         I’m aware, suddenly, that I’m not talking to Evelyn. I’m talking to Tris’s mother, and just before I got here I was thinking about how to show her respect. Guess that’s out the window, now.
         

         
         Natalie isn’t Evelyn, though. She doesn’t spit right back at me. Instead she considers me for a while, the corners of her
            mouth tugging down. She looks . . . sad.
         

         
         “You’re right,” she says softly.

         
         She carries the teapot over to the table and sets the three cups on it. Then she reaches into the back of one of the cupboards
            and takes out a jar full of lumps of sugar. She puts one in the cup closest to me, and another in the cup closest to Tris.
         

         
         “I have excuses for my behavior, but I won’t insult you by offering them to you now.” She pours tea in each cup. I stare into
            the one nearest me as the tea breaks apart the sugar. “Instead I’ll tell you what I know: a small group of radical factionless
            are planning something extreme, something that will attempt to dismantle the faction system as we know it. I believe your
            mother is at the head of it. But I also believe—and this will be news to you, Beatrice—it’s just a part of a greater conspiracy.”
         

         
         She sits in the chair between Tris and me, backed up right against the oven, and folds her hands in her lap.

         
         “I think Erudite might be planting people in other factions,” she says. “That’s why I asked you to talk to your brother about
            the aptitude test results and faction transfers. I thought if I could prove there was a higher than normal proportion of people
            with Erudite aptitude transferring to other factions, I could narrow down who those plants might be.”
         

         
         Tris’s eyes find mine, wide with shock. I feel it, too, and I also feel foolish for it. We were both raised to believe the
            faction system worked, even if it didn’t always work perfectly. But participation in that system depends on sincerity. On
            choosing, if not where you truly belong, then where you wish you belonged. The idea that someone could maintain their loyalty
            to their old faction while joining a new one . . . it compromises the integrity of the whole system.
         

         
         But what integrity? I didn’t choose Dauntless because I had the aptitude for it. I chose it to escape my father, and I chose
            it to hurt him, and I chose it because I thought it would take away my fear of him. How was that any more true to the system’s
            purpose than an Erudite loyalist spy in Dauntless?
         

         
         “The day I followed Eric, from Erudite to Dauntless headquarters, like I told you,” Tris says, nodding to her mother and then
            to me. “Before he discovered me, I overheard a conversation. I could only hear one side of it, but he was demanding a name,
            and he said time was running out. That there was a hard deadline.”
         

         
         “A name.” I stare down into the teacup, and walk myself back through that day. I left Tris at my apartment building after
            kissing her cheek. I went back to the Pit and toasted to Amar. I spoke to Tori about Tris, went back to the simulation room
            to delete her information from the system, and . . .
         

         
         Discovered that Jeanine Matthews had accessed Al’s records. And mine.

         
         “Al.” I look up at Tris. “My initiate, the one who died. Someone watched his simulations the day before they found his body.
            When I asked the system who it was, it showed me Jeanine Matthews.”
         

         
         “Jeanine Matthews, in the sim room?” Natalie says.

         
         I’m startled by her phrasing. The sim room. Casual, like a Dauntless would talk about it. She frowns.
         

         
         “I suppose it’s possible. Every faction representative has limited administrative access to every faction computer, for emergencies.
            Using that access, she would be able to go deeper into the computer’s system than anyone else, even the computer’s technician.”
            She gives me a pointed look. “Which I assume is what you are.”
         

         
         “It is.”

         
         “But how would she get in there without attracting attention?”

         
         “There’s a fire door that leads to a service hallway, but it opens up right into the lobby of the Pire. It’s possible she
            disguised herself, but it was crowded in there that night. I don’t know why she would risk that when she could easily have
            snuck in some other time.”
         

         
         “Could someone have been impersonating her?” Tris says. “Tricked the computer into thinking she was the one accessing it?”

         
         Natalie sips her tea, gazing into middle distance. “The computers identify the unique pattern of receivers in a person’s brain—like
            a fingerprint but far more complicated.”
         

         
         I look at Tris right as she looks at me, her eyes wide. Neither of us is used to hearing an Abnegation woman talk about science
            like this.
         

         
         Natalie doesn’t seem to notice. “But it’s possible to fake a fingerprint. So it might be possible to convince the Dauntless
            computer that Jeanine Matthews was the one accessing it. But . . . I doubt they could do so without her help.”
         

         
         “So you think it was . . . who?” Tris frowns. “A former Erudite, maybe? A transfer?”

         
         “I think if it wasn’t Jeanine herself, it was one of them, yes.”

         
         I say, “I don’t understand why. What’s the ultimate goal here?”

         
         Natalie tips back in her chair, just enough to rest her shoulders against the stove behind her. It’s a strange, childish move
            for a woman in sedate Abnegation clothes.
         

         
         “Let’s lay out the facts,” she says. “Erudite is releasing propaganda about Abnegation to destabilize its leadership. They
            might be strategically placing themselves in Dauntless and reporting back to Erudite from there. And one thing they seem to
            be doing is targeting the fear simulations.” She pauses. “Do you know anything about that boy, Al, the one who died? About
            why he would catch their attention?”
         

         
         I glance at Tris. “His fear simulations were . . . out of the ordinary.”

         
         “So he was Divergent.” At my wide-eyed expression, Natalie waves a dismissive hand at me. “Yes, I know. This is where you
            ask me what that means, as if you don’t know, and where we all pretend that Tris isn’t one of them, even though you’ve just
            admitted that you went through her fear simulation, so I’m sure you noticed.”
         

         
         “I don’t understand why Jeanine would care that a random Candor transfer is Divergent,” I say. “Or why anyone bothers to target
            Divergent at all.”
         

         
         “Our society relies on the faction computers to keep things stable,” Natalie says. “You helped my daughter rescue that girl
            who needed to be removed from her mother’s care? The reason Candor didn’t get to the truth of that situation is that they
            rely on their truth serum to provoke honest confessions. But depending on how strong a Divergent’s will is, they can lie under
            the influence of the serum. So the social control doesn’t work on them.”
         

         
         “And the Memory Vault,” Tris says quietly. “Abnegation thinks I don’t know that I saw Evelyn alive the night of the Choosing
            Ceremony. But I do.”
         

         
         “Exactly,” Natalie says. “I don’t know what Jeanine Matthews is planning, but she’s very diligent and careful. A Divergent
            is like a stick shoved into the spokes of a bicycle wheel. Small, but enough to keep the bicycle from moving. If she had your
            initiate killed, it’s because she didn’t want him to be that stick. What we have to do now is figure out where the bicycle
            is going.”
         

         
         “Do you think the factionless stealing Dauntless weapons is related?” Tris says.

         
         “I’m not sure. It’s possible that Evelyn and Jeanine aren’t at all connected,” Natalie replies. “I hoped you could give me
            some insights.” She glances at me. “Or you.”
         

         
         “Would Jeanine work with Evelyn?” Tris asks. “I thought Erudite was just as scornful of the factionless as the other factions.”

         
         “The factionless have access. They can go anywhere in the city,” I say. “I don’t know much about Jeanine Matthews, but I can’t
            imagine she’d refuse to use a tool if it’s that useful, no matter what she thinks about it.”
         

         
         “The real question is, would Evelyn ever work with Jeanine?” Natalie asks me.

         
         I don’t know who Natalie really is, or what her goals are. But she seems to be trying to unravel the same things I am. And
            I don’t know how much longer I can walk around like this, not quite knowing what my mother is planning, helpless to stop it.
         

         
         “Evelyn wants my father dead,” I say. “If Jeanine Matthews was willing to facilitate that, I’m sure they could make a deal.”

         
         Natalie looks surprised. “You think she’s that extreme?”

         
         “This isn’t something I just think. She told me.”
         

         
         She drums her fingers on the edge of the table. Her fingernails are bitten down to the quick, her cuticles red.

         
         “That can’t happen,” she says, and it almost seems like she’s talking to herself, not to us. “Marcus is too important to lose.”

         
         “What do you mean?” I ask.

         
         “I told you faction representatives have deeper access to each faction’s computer,” Natalie says. “Well, that’s not entirely
            accurate. They can access every faction’s computer except Abnegation’s. That honor belongs to one man and one man alone.”
         

         
         “There’s no backup?” I ask.

         
         “Usually there is. The council leader’s spouse.” She gives me a pointed look. “But Marcus revoked Evelyn’s access, for obvious
            reasons. I urged my husband to push for a replacement, for redundancy, but he didn’t understand the urgency. Said we should
            give Marcus time to remarry.”
         

         
         “I don’t understand the urgency either, I guess,” Tris says. “What happens if we lose access to the Memory Vault?”

         
         Natalie meets my eyes.

         
         “We lose everything. Everything I’ve worked for.” She says it fervently, like a prayer. It’s a strange thing for her to say, like she’s peeling
            back another layer of herself to let us see what’s beneath it, only I don’t know what I’m really looking at. She makes it
            sound like she’s been on some kind of mission, but for what? For who?
         

         
         She gathers herself, straightens, and adds, “I mean, we would lose everything we have ever known about what’s outside the
            wall. Everything about our history. Everything.”
         

         
         We’re all quiet for a few long seconds.

         
         “Okay,” Tris says. “That sounds bad, but—”

         
         “I know you’ll hate to hear this, but I need you to listen to it anyway,” Natalie interrupts. “You—both of you—are too young
            to understand this yet. But if you change the historical record, you can shape people’s understanding of the present. And
            if you shape their understanding of the present, you can change society itself. Who’s in charge. Who’s to blame. Who’s the
            enemy.” She meets my eyes. “You do not want Jeanine Matthews to decide who the enemy is.”
         

         
         I think of the simulation projection of Jeanine Matthews, right after she looked up Al’s records—and mine. Every inch of her
            polished and perfect.
         

         
         And then I think of Al’s bloated body dragged out of the chasm.

         
         “I’ll find out who Eric is working with in Dauntless,” I say. “They’ll likely be young. Easier to persuade to tell me what
            they know.”
         

         
         “Good,” Natalie says. “Thank you, Four.”

         
         

         Our hour is up. When Tris goes to the bathroom, I pick up all the cups and carry them to the sink. Natalie sets the teapot
            next to me, then stands on my right to dry the dishes as I wash them. I feel her presence like something creeping up the back
            of my neck. If I don’t look right at her, she could be Evelyn, joining me at the sink on an average weekday, both of us quiet
            so we don’t provoke Marcus. All my memories of home are memories of walking on a wire.
         

         
         “You and my daughter,” she says, after I hand her the first cup.

         
         “Yes?” I say, an edge in my voice I don’t intend.

         
         “It’s serious?”

         
         “It’s new.” I scrub sugar granules from the bottom of the second cup, and rinse it. After a pause I admit, “And it’s serious,
            yes. At least, it is for me.”
         

         
         “For her, too, if she brought you here,” Natalie says. “You remind me of your mother. She was—and is, I’m sure—like a cat.
            Careful, quiet. But step wrong, and its hackles are up in an instant.”
         

         
         I hunch a little at her words, proving her right. Defensive, Shauna used to say, and she would drum her hands on my shoulders to make them relax. Chill, Four.

         
         “You could just tell me what you’re worried about,” I say.

         
         “I want to be sure you’re kind to her,” Natalie replies.

         
         I rinse out the third cup, and turn off the water, bracing myself on either side of the sink. She doesn’t know me, so she
            has no way of knowing why that stings so badly. I know all about careless men. I know all about being stuck with someone who’s
            cruel to you. I don’t intend to be the cause of anyone’s hurt.
         

         
         But I know how I am. Guarded. Brusque. Not always nice.

         
         I glance at her. She finishes drying the third cup, and sets it aside.

         
         “Tris . . . is one of the most incisive people I’ve ever met,” I say. “She comes alive when things get hard, and she doesn’t
            tolerate bullshit. You don’t know me, fine. But you do know her. That should be enough for you.”
         

         
         Natalie’s eyes soften.

         
         “Again, you’re right,” she says.

         
         Tris comes out of the bathroom, then, so that’s where our conversation ends. I put the cups away for Natalie, since they go
            on one of the high shelves. With the exception of the teapot, it’s like we were never here, our cups put away, our chairs
            pushed in.
         

         
         Tris taps the embroidery over the sink before we leave the kitchen. Them before I. Her fingers skim the wall as we walk to the door. It’s like she wants to memorize the feeling of this place. The texture of
            it.
         

         
         “There were books hidden under Caleb’s mattress,” she says to her mother.

         
         “Always,” Natalie confirms, with a nod. “Children aren’t nearly as good at hiding things as they suppose.”

         
         “You never said anything to him?”

         
         “You may have noticed I’m not as much an Abnegation purist as I seem.” She smiles, and tucks Tris’s hair behind her ear. “I’m
            glad he’s in Erudite, if it’s right for him. I only hope he’s asking the right questions.”
         

         
         “Yeah.” Tris worries at her lower lip with her teeth for a moment and then wraps her arms around her mother. “Love you.”

         
         “I love you, too.” Natalie ducks her head down and whispers something in her daughter’s ear, something I can’t hear.

         
         Then she offers me her hand.

         
         “A pleasure meeting you, Four,” she says, and I think she might even mean it.
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            Chapter 43
Tris

         
         “I’m not sure why you’ve been spending so much time here,” Christina says, leaning into the door frame. “It got you into the
            guild, so you’re obviously already good at it.”
         

         
         There’s a shooting gallery in the back of the Museum. A small one, the targets painted on the boards that are covering the
            windows in bright red paint. The floors are dusty wood. At night, there are always some people back here, testing their aim
            with a needle gun—but Christina’s right. I have enough skill to impress the Foxes, which means I don’t need to worry about
            it anymore.
         

         
         But I keep thinking about what Tobias said—that if I’d felt confident with the gun, my fear simulation would have been easier
            to face. I’m not eager to endure another fear simulation, butthe images keep surfacing. The whites of my father’s eyes. The
            wound in the back of his head. Do it. Do it or I’ll kill you. If you won’t do it, I will.

         
         So here I am. Firing needles at the wall targets, then yanking them out of the wood to reload them. Needles lose their efficacy
            after they’re first fired, but they can still be recycled for target practice.
         

         
         “I think it’s because I’m good at it,” I say to Christina, and I fire the next needle. I can feel that this one is right before I even look at
            where it hit the board. Right in the middle. It feels simple and clear when I do it right. It’s doing it wrong that feels
            confusing.
         

         
         I lower the gun and set it down on the table next to me.

         
         “I’ve never just been naturally good at anything before,” I say. “How was your test?”

         
         Despite everything that’s happened with factionless weapons smuggling and dead Divergent boys and Erudite planting loyalists
            in Dauntless, my Fox education continues. Christina’s has been difficult. People keep noticing her when she tries to pass
            as one faction member or another—keep remembering her. So far she hasn’t gotten detained, but the Foxes don’t like it when
            someone is noticeable.
         

         
         But they haven’t kicked her out. Instead they’ve switched her over to covert training. Not all Foxes have to be good actors—some
            of them just have to be good at sneaking around. And she seems to be getting good at that. I didn’t hear her come in.
         

         
         “Not bad,” she says. “I picked an Erudite’s pocket without him realizing it.” She holds up a pair of glasses with wire rims.
            “Think they’ll suit my face?”
         

         
         “I think the Mender would trade you for them.”

         
         The Mender has set up shop in one of the old exhibit halls here. It’s a much bigger space, so there’s room for Mae to have
            a permanent blanket fort.
         

         
         Christina hangs the glasses from the collar of her shirt. “You ready? We said we’d meet them soon.”

         
         We leave the Museum and walk to the Hub. Christina has a backpack stuffed with food, and I have the water. The Hub isn’t far
            from us, and Christina said she had a surprise for us, to celebrate Colin passing the entrance test for the Healers Guild.
            He’ll be training to be a medic.
         

         
         Rory is already in the lobby when we get there. She’s in mustard-colored Amity coveralls worn open over a black T-shirt, her
            unevenly chopped hair in disarray. She greets each of us with a hug—a relic of her Amity days that she doesn’t seem eager
            to shake.
         

         
         “Colin’s checking on the generator,” she says. “I assume you guys don’t want to climb one hundred and eight stories on foot.”

         
         “Can’t say that I do,” Christina says.

         
         As if on cue, Colin charges up a nearby staircase, a swoop of red hair over his forehead. “Elevators are on!”

         
         Rory pokes the button, and it lights up. “And it didn’t explode at my touch! Impressive.”

         
         “You have so little faith in me,” Colin says.

         
         The elevator doors open, and we all get in. Christina presses the button for the highest floor, and the elevator rushes upward.
            My ears pop almost immediately.
         

         
         When we reach the top, we all stare. There’s a hole in the ceiling. Wind rushes into the elevator, tossing my hair over my
            face. There’s an aluminum ladder propped up against one of the intact walls. I assume that’s what we’ll use to get to the
            roof—and I assume the roof is where we’re headed.
         

         
         “Not yet,” Christina says, when she sees me eyeing it. “Too windy up there, and we still need to eat.”

         
         We set up a picnic next to one of the intact windows. Rory shakes out the old blanket, and Christina takes out the food. We
            all settle in, and then Rory takes a bottle of brown liquor from her bag.
         

         
         “This,” she says triumphantly, “I stole from the office of a Candor hospital administrator, even though he was right there
            in the hallway!”
         

         
         Colin applauds, and I laugh.

         
         “A toast,” Christina says, as she pops the cork of the bottle. “To Colin.”

         
         “Who once pulled a needle right out of my chest,” Rory adds.

         
         “And he was very bossy about it,” I add. “You’ll make a good Healer.”

         
         Christina hands the bottle to him, and he sips, grinning. He passes the bottle to Christina, who takes a sip of her own, and
            then Rory.
         

         
         The bottle reaches me, and I contemplate it. No one drinks in Abnegation. I’ve never thought about it before. I set the bottle
            down in the middle of the circle.
         

         
         “I propose a game,” Colin says. “A game our ex-Candor friend knows well, I’m sure.”

         
         Christina rolls her eye. “You don’t want to play confessions.”

         
         “Don’t I?” Colin raises his eyebrows. “Why not?”

         
         “Because it’s for children?”

         
         “Not when there’s alcohol involved,” he says, tapping the bottle with his fingertips. “That makes it a game for grown-ups.”

         
         “Ah yes, adulthood,” Rory says. “Well known to be defined by unwisely partaking in mind-altering substances while one hundred
            stories above the ground.”
         

         
         “One round, that’s all I ask,” Colin says.

         
         “How does it work?” Rory says.

         
         “Each one of us says something we’ve done,” Christina says. “And if the others have also done it, they have to drink. When
            you play it as a kid, you have to make some kind of disgusting concoction beforehand for everyone to drink.” She pauses. “I’m
            just now realizing this game was actually made for adults and alcohol.”
         

         
         “See?” Colin looks smug. “I’ll go first.”

         
         He takes the bottle from Christina and pops the cork out of it. Then he sets it in the middle of our little circle and says,
            “I . . . failed out of faction initiation.”
         

         
         Everyone groans. Colin drinks first, and then passes the bottle to Christina, who makes a face at him before tipping some
            of the liquor into her mouth. She offers it to Rory, who swallows some, too, and then passes it to me. I shake my head.
         

         
         “You can’t fail Abnegation initiation,” I say. “I defected.”

         
         “God, I forgot,” Colin says. “Fine! You escaped this time. Next?”

         
         Rory takes the bottle and sets it in the middle. She contemplates it for a moment, and then says, “I . . . have punched someone
            in the face.”
         

         
         “I’m going to be drunk by the end of this, aren’t I?” Christina grumbles, as she grabs the bottle from Rory.

         
         “Who did you punch?” Colin says, laughing.

         
         “And how many times?” I ask.

         
         “A boy so horrible I don’t dare speak his name, lest it summon him from hell,” Rory says. “And I . . . don’t know how many
            times I punched him. I sort of lost track.”
         

         
         “Consider that you might have an anger problem,” Colin says.

         
         “What did they do to you?” Christina says, looking impressed. “The guy you punched, I mean.”

         
         “Nice of you to assume he deserved it, thank you, Christina,” Rory says, glaring at Colin. “The bloated sack of crap in question
            was my sister’s boyfriend. He’d cheated on her, and that was bad enough, but then he started telling people at school about
            her. Things she liked to do, I mean.” Rory’s mouth twists into a sneer. “He made a comment the third day of initiation, and
            I just . . . lost it. On the plus side, though, I’m pretty sure he can’t do some of those things he was talking about anymore.
            On the minus side, my life was ruined.”
         

         
         She drinks from the bottle.

         
         “I shouldn’t have chosen Amity, anyway,” she says. “Definitely not cut out for it.”

         
         “Why did you, then?” I ask.

         
         “No offense, but the rest of your factions just sounded like a nightmare,” she says. “You’re telling me that the alternative
            to picking apples and playing music is getting the shit kicked out of me—” She points at Christina.
         

         
         “A life of quiet embroidery—” She points at me.

         
         “Or competing against other smug assholes in a game of who knows the most about some obscure thing?” She points at Colin.
            “And Candor? Don’t even get me started. Secrets are what keep us from hating each other.”
         

         
         “Erudite is not that bad,” Colin says.

         
         I grab the bottle by the neck. “I . . . learned how babies were made from a book.”

         
         “God, really?” Rory says. “What book?”

         
         I tip a small sip of the liquor into my mouth. It tastes like heat, like glue, and a little like apples. My throat burns as
            I swallow, but it’s not as bad as I was expecting.
         

         
         “My brother stole it from the school library, and we read it together,” I say. “Believe me, we didn’t know how bad an idea
            that was until it was too late to go back. I’m not sure when Abnegation members learn about it, but it’s not at age ten, from
            a textbook.”
         

         
         Colin takes the bottle from me, and drinks. I raise my eyebrows at him.

         
         “My father is the health instructor,” he says. “He had all kinds of materials lying around our house, and I was a curious
            child.”
         

         
         “By both definitions of the word ‘curious,’ ” Rory says.

         
         Christina seizes the bottle by the neck and declares, “I . . . made out with a Dauntless boy.”
         

         
         She drinks. Heat rushes into my cheeks. Before the rest of them can see it and tease me for blushing, I sigh, and reach for
            the bottle.
         

         
         Everyone stares.

         
         “Um,” Rory says. “What?”
         

         
         “Who?” Christina says. Then she pauses. “Wait. No way.”

         
         I take the bottle from her and sip again. This time I’m ready for the burn.

         
         “No way,” Christina says again. “Four?”
         

         
         “Four? You mean your ex-instructor Four?” Colin says. “The guy who took that gun right out of Jove’s hands, that Four?”

         
         “You don’t have to sound quite this shocked,” I say.

         
         Christina says, “I mean, he’s terrifying.”

         
         “And beautiful,” Colin says. “But the beauty sort of increases the terrifyingness.”

         
         I think of Tobias taking the gun, capable and confident. And Tobias in the tattoo parlor, the black ink stark against his
            skin. And Tobias lifting me up with one arm so he could kiss me harder.
         

         
         I feel warm, suddenly, despite the cooling air.

         
         If he’s terrifying, it’s in the best way possible.

         
         “That good, huh?” Rory says.

         
         I don’t respond. Instead I think of what my mother whispered in my ear, right before I left her apartment. I like him. He knows you.

         
         Colin laughs and declares the game complete. Christina, though, gives me a soft smile.

         
         

         After dinner we climb up the ladder to the roof.

         
         We stand at the very edge of it, and I think of him again, facing his fears over and over by standing on this same building.
            Try as I might, I can’t summon the terror it makes him feel. All I feel, with the sun setting at my back, the whole city stretched
            out before me, is wonder.
         

         
         All of it belongs to me now. That’s what Rory said about the Foxes once: that they were free, that the city was theirs. But
            it’s true of all factionless. If the city is a buffet table of beautiful places, the factionless keep going back for second
            helpings. The factions stay in their sectors, in their headquarters, wrapped up in their own little worlds. But we go where
            we please. We know how everything works.
         

         
         We, I think. I wanted to belong to Dauntless, before I really knew what that meant. And then I wanted to belong to Abnegation,
            wanted it so badly I convinced myself I could be something I’m not. But now, with the wind dancing over my skin, I realize
            I haven’t given any part of myself away. I’m the whole me, and I’m free, and I belong because I’ve carved out a place for
            myself instead of waiting for someone else to let me into one.
         

         
         And maybe I came to the Rookery with ulterior motives. But since then, I’ve learned that not all the factionless are extreme.
            Not all of them want to burn everything down. Some of them just want to live their own lives, apart from the people who told
            them they had failed.
         

         
         And I’m one of them. No matter what brought me to them, or what I do next, I belong with them now.

         
         Christina stands next to me. As the wind dies down and the light goes pink, she takes my hand and squeezes it.

         
         “I’m not glad about what happened to me,” she says. “But I’m glad we met.”

         
         I squeeze her hand back. “Me too.”
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            Chapter 44
Four

         
         My head is throbbing. I haven’t been sleeping much since that meeting with Natalie Prior. I feel like two people fighting
            for space in one body. One of those people can’t stop thinking about Tris. What she’s doing. What she’s thinking. How it would
            feel to touch her.
         

         
         The other person is a coiled spring, a fragile combustible. He very carefully doesn’t watch Eric from across the dining hall.
            Doesn’t observe Edward or Will—my last remaining Erudite transfers—in the training room. He’s just waiting for something.
            Some insight that will tell him what’s coming.
         

         
         Just waiting.

         
         I’m in line for soup in the cafeteria when Eric sets his tray down next to mine.

         
         There’s no reason why someone like Eric should rattle me. He’s shorter than I am, and though no one would call him weak, he’s
            sparer, too. I beat him in a fight during initiation, and I’m pretty sure I could do it again, if I had to, since I’m better
            now than I used to be, and Eric doesn’t spend much time in the training room. But when he’s near me, I always get the urge
            to bolt.
         

         
         “I’ve been meaning to talk to you for a few days,” Eric says.

         
         I pick up the ladle in the tureen of soup and scoop some of it into my bowl. It’s a simple vegetable stew today, tomatoes,
            peas, and potatoes in an herbed broth. Like a lot of our food in Dauntless, it probably has some lab-made protein mixed into
            it, because the broth looks thicker than it should, and the soup they serve for lunch is always filling.
         

         
         For the first time, I realize how dependent we must be on Erudite, not just in Dauntless but in the city as a whole. Our food,
            our fabric, our technology. If they decided to cut us off, for any reason, we would be screwed.
         

         
         “Oh?” I say. “About what?”

         
         “To find out how your initiates are doing, obviously,” Eric says. “You’ve had a random stabbing and a suicide in the span
            of a month. Any other calamities I should be looking out for?”
         

         
         I grit my teeth, but I can’t argue with him. This initiate class has been a disaster, and like it or not, I’m the one in charge
            of them. So their calamities, as he calls them, reflect poorly on me.
         

         
         “They’re under stress,” I say. “But they’re fine. Maybe next year you should consider relaxing your more intense policies
            so your initiates aren’t quite so wired to explode.”
         

         
         Eric sighs. We slide our trays along the counter, and each of us grabs a hunk of bread from the pile in front of us. I’m hoping
            that’s the end of our conversation, but he follows me to a table, and sets his tray down across from mine. Luckily he doesn’t
            sit.
         

         
         “I feel like we’ve had this conversation before,” he says.

         
         “That’s because we have.”

         
         “Fine, let me change it up, then.” He leans forward, onto his hands, so he’s looming over me. “I’ve been keeping an eye on
            you. I know you’ve been disappearing. No one seems to know where you’re going. So I’m starting to wonder . . . should someone
            so inattentive really be in charge of our initiates? Someone whose behavior is so . . . unpredictable?”
         

         
         Eric’s done a good job of fitting into Dauntless. It’s the piercings. The piercings do a lot of work for him, so you almost
            don’t notice that, despite his shiny metal face and the bluster of Dauntless toxicity he spouts, he’s really just watching
            everything. Everyone.
         

         
         Me.

         
         I didn’t tell Tris’s mother that Jeanine and Eric accessed my records, that they probably suspect I’m Divergent. But if I
            needed confirmation that Eric is keeping too close an eye on me, I just got it.
         

         
         My face heats, but I don’t want him to see me squirm. I take a bite of bread and look up at him as I chew it, taking my time.

         
         “That’s funny,” I say. “Because you’ve been disappearing, too, haven’t you?”

         
         “Don’t know what you mean.”

         
         “No? So that wasn’t you in Erudite headquarters the other day? You’re not exactly hard to identify, you know. Might want to
            keep that kind of behavior quieter if you don’t want people to notice.”
         

         
         His dark eyes are cold.

         
         “I see,” he says. “You’ve been talking to that girl. The one who told me she’s just a young Dauntless who misses her brother.”
            He makes a show of looking around the cafeteria. “Don’t see her here, do you?”
         

         
         I shrug. “Not everyone eats at the same time, as I’m sure you’re aware.”

         
         “So if I pulled up our register of members, I’d find her?” Eric says. “What’s her name?”

         
         “I didn’t catch it.”

         
         He snorts a laugh.

         
         “Does the council leader know what a clever son he has?” Eric says.
         

         
         My throat feels tight at the mention of Marcus. It always does. This is the well Eric draws from when I’ve really pissed him
            off. The threat he’s been holding over my head since the day he figured out who I really am—and that I was desperate to keep
            it quiet. If I don’t stay in line, he’ll tell everyone who I am and where I came from. He’ll take away my safe haven.
         

         
         “What do you want?” I say.

         
         “Jeanine Matthews is stopping by the simulation room today to update our system. She’ll be with Max and me,” Eric says.

         
         I keep my face as neutral as I can while I process my alarm. Jeanine Matthews, in Dauntless headquarters. In the simulation
            room. What are the odds that has nothing to do with whatever it is she’s planning? Or that it has nothing to do with what
            her Erudite plant saw in my fear simulation?
         

         
         Slim. Very slim.

         
         “So what I want . . .” Eric says, “is for you to be a model Dauntless citizen. I want you to talk to me like you know your goddamn place here.
            Do that, and you and I won’t have a problem. But if you don’t . . . well. I’m not going to just let your insubordination reflect
            poorly on me, am I? I’ll just have to start referring to you by your full name.”
         

         
         You will speak to me with respect, my father’s voice whispers.
         

         
         And I know the script here. I know how to make the threats stop.

         
         I force the words out. “Yes, sir.”

         
         Eric smiles, the rings in his lips glinting. “See what a good little soldier you can be, when you try?”

         
         He picks up his tray and walks away. I burn with shame, with embarrassment, with rage. I quake with it. I had to, I tell myself. I want to stay here; I want to be myself, not Marcus Eaton’s son.
         

         
         Instead of eating, though, I return my tray and walk to the training room. I’ve never needed to punch something more than
            I need to punch something now.
         

         
         

         “Next,” I call out, not bothering to get up.

         
         It’s the last fear simulation of the day, and I’m ready to leave. My body aches from punching the heavy bag earlier—as hard
            as I could, for as long as I could. And I’m ready to get the hell out of here.
         

         
         Only I won’t get to, I remind myself. Once the initiates are done, Jeanine Matthews will be here.

         
         Will walks into the simulation room, his head ducked, like he knows what kind of mood I’m in and doesn’t want to set me off.
            It reminds me to control myself. I don’t mind if the initiates are a little afraid of me, but it shouldn’t be because I’m
            moody.
         

         
         I sit up straighter against the stone wall.

         
         “Are you ready?” I ask him.

         
         Will oozes good-naturedness. Even when he’s not smiling, it sort of seems like he is. Not today, though . . . and maybe not
            since Al died. There’s no obvious signs of it—he still looks well-groomed and well-rested, still has color in his cheeks—but
            it’s like a light has gone out in his eyes. I guess I don’t blame him. He had two friends in Dauntless initiation. One of
            them got stabbed, and the other is dead.
         

         
         He nods at me. I tip my head back against the wall, and cue the computer to start the simulation.

         
         Most of Will’s simulations are typical. Sometimes he’s in a classroom failing an exam—typical Erudite imagery. Sometimes he’s
            getting kicked out of Dauntless. I don’t like the one where he’s dangling from the edge of a building and can’t pull himself
            up, and I especially don’t like the one where he’s losing all his teeth and keeps trying to shove them back into his mouth.
         

         
         But this one, today, is new.

         
         He’s standing in a field. I recognize it as one of the Amity wheat fields, only I can’t see the city skyline from here, or
            Amity headquarters—it’s just wheat in every direction. He’s tense, obviously waiting for something, but there’s nothing in
            sight. Wind blows through the wheat stalks, tossing them back and forth. The sky is an ominous, sickening green.
         

         
         There’s a bang, like a gunshot. A flock of birds rises up from the wheat. They assemble into a shapeless mass, high above
            the ground. Another bang, and one of them falls like a rock to the ground right in front of Will’s feet.
         

         
         “No,” he says, and he starts running. “No!”

         
         I don’t know how to account for his reaction. It’s just a bird. But then others start falling. One after another, the birds
            drop from the sky, raining down around Will like hailstones of feathers. Tears streak his face as he bends to pick one up.
         

         
         It’s a soft gray, with a delicate neck and dark, gentle eyes. A dove. Its wings flutter against Will’s palm, and then it goes
            still. He falls to his knees.
         

         
         I blink, and the simulation is gone.

         
         I feel like I might be sick, and I don’t know why. I’ve seen all kinds of things in simulations. All kinds of gruesome deaths.
            Bloody and burnt and drowned. It’s not easy to watch those things, even now, even after so many repetitions—but I’m capable
            of detachment, because I know what I’m looking at isn’t real.
         

         
         This is different. Unsettling in some deeper way.

         
         Will is kneeling on the stone floor, looking as bad as I feel.

         
         “You okay?” I say.

         
         He nods.

         
         “I don’t understand,” he says. “I thought these were supposed to be our worst fears.”

         
         “Fear isn’t just one thing.” I sit forward. “People tend to think of panic when they think of the sim room. But there are
            deeper, quieter kinds of fear.”
         

         
         He runs his hands through his hair. His forehead is dotted with sweat.

         
         “What do you think it meant?” I ask.

         
         “I don’t know.” He laughs a little. “Weird, right? My mind made it, but I still don’t get it.”
         

         
         Something about his reaction—forced, casual—tugs at me.

         
         “Sometimes the things we see in fear simulations are specific to us,” I say. “But we all share the same symbols, to some degree.
            Teeth are about stability. Heights are about control. Do you know what doves mean?”
         

         
         Will’s eyes fix on mine. “Peace,” he says. “So I’m . . . afraid I won’t find peace, I guess.”

         
         “Maybe.” I decide to press, just a little. “But if there’s something more to it than that, Will . . . you can tell me. If
            there’s something bigger going on, and you’re in over your head—”
         

         
         He blinks at me.

         
         “Like what?” he says, and just like that, the good-naturedness is back. Eyebrows up, mouth curled into a half smile.

         
         I lean back. “Just think about it.”

         
         Will gets to his feet, gives me a wave, and walks out of the simulation room. But I sit there, on the stone, collecting myself.
            It won’t be long before Max, Eric, and Jeanine arrive.
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            Chapter 45
Four

         
         Jeanine Matthews is a careful person. It shows in her smooth blond hair, not a strand out of place. It shows in the high-collared
            blue dress she wears, not a single crease in it. And it shows in the way she speaks, like she’s picking up each word with
            tweezers.
         

         
         “I’m sorry to intrude on your domain, Technician,” she says to me. Simulation technician is technically my title, and I think
            a formal Erudite official like Jeanine Matthews struggles with calling people by nicknames. Especially one that’s so quintessentially
            Dauntless, like “Four.”
         

         
         There are two people behind her. One may as well be her copy: taller than average, blond, dressed in tailored blue clothes.
            She introduced herself as Cara. The other is younger, her protégé. He didn’t introduce himself at all.
         

         
         “This computer system is highly sophisticated and important,” Jeanine says. “So updating it on such a deep level requires
            a particularly skilled touch.”
         

         
         “I understand.” I gesture to the crucible, with its simulated flames. “By all means.”

         
         I’m standing in the antechamber, my hands clasped behind my back and my posture so straight my shoulders ache. When Eric and
            Max walked in, I greeted them both with a respectful nod. Hopefully that’s enough to get Eric off my back.
         

         
         Cara sets down her briefcase next to the crucible. I’m not sure what it’s actually called—it’s just a big, metal bowl. It’s
            made of bronze, and it’s tarnished, in time, leaving it a dull green-brown.
         

         
         Meanwhile, Jeanine thrusts a hand into the flames without hesitating and closes her eyes. Her fingers twitch. She doesn’t
            speak—I’m sure she doesn’t need to, to communicate her will.
         

         
         “It seems there have been some erasures,” she says. “I can’t retrieve the lost data, but it leaves a mark. You’re sure nothing
            irregular has occurred recently?”
         

         
         “Actually, ma’am, there was something,” I say. “An initiate told me that someone was using the simulation room the other night.
            But when I investigated, the person was gone.”
         

         
         Jeanine opens her eyes. She looks almost menacing, the flames casting shadows over her cheeks and eye sockets.

         
         “I assume you looked into who it was?”

         
         “That’s the strange thing.” I shift on my feet, like I’m uncomfortable. And I am uncomfortable, but mostly, I want her to
            see my discomfort. “The system told me it was you. But I know that can’t be the case. So I think there has to be some kind of
            malfunction. Maybe that accounts for the erasures, too.”
         

         
         “You didn’t inform anyone of this?” Max demands.

         
         “I wanted to get documentation of it, first,” I say. “But initiation’s drawing to a close, and there’s only one of me, sir.”

         
         “Still, an error of that magnitude should have been reported immediately,” Eric says. “If you can’t balance your instructor
            duties with your technician duties . . .”
         

         
         I grit my teeth and force myself to reply, “It won’t happen again.”

         
         “See that it doesn’t.” But he’s smiling.

         
         I think about sticking my finger through the loop of his lip ring and pulling. Hard.

         
         “It’s good we’re here to improve your system, then,” Jeanine says. She looks at Cara. “Have Caleb install the update. He could
            use the practice.”
         

         
         Caleb.

         
         I stare at the boy who has, until now, been standing by the door looking uncomfortable. Caleb. There were books hidden under Caleb’s mattress. I’m glad he’s in Erudite, if it’s right for him.

         
         He’s dressed like someone who’s trying to look older and more capable than he is, in a blue jacket with sharp shoulders, his
            hair smoothed back from his face, but it’s unmistakable: Caleb is Tris’s brother. I don’t think I would have spotted any similarities
            between him and Tris if I hadn’t known to look—he’s tall, and his hair is darker than hers, his eyes a duller color. But now
            that I know, I can see her in his face. Something about their mouths, maybe, or their ears.
         

         
         Caleb lurches forward like he was shoved away from the wall. He’s grinning, eager, as he kneels next to the briefcase to open
            it. There’s a computer inside it, and his fingers are fast and deft on the keyboard.
         

         
         “You’re the only technician in Dauntless?” Jeanine asks me.

         
         “Yes, ma’am.”

         
         “Strange, to have no redundancies in such an important feature of Dauntless life,” Jeanine says. “A system with no backup
            in place is not a well-designed system, Max.”
         

         
         “Not many Dauntless are eager to sit alone in a torture chamber all day,” Max replies. “We’re lucky we have a technician at
            all.”
         

         
         Jeanine looks unimpressed with that answer. But her eyes linger on me. Beside her, Caleb has finished typing. The flames go
            still at his touch, freezing in place. Judging by his reaction, that’s what he expected to happen.
         

         
         Jeanine says, “You must have a uniquely resilient mind, Mr. . . .”

         
         “My name is Four. The name I had from before Dauntless, it doesn’t matter.”

         
         It’s a little harsher than I want to be, with her, but I’m also not giving her my real name. I’m hoping she chalks up my reluctance
            to Dauntless brashness.
         

         
         “Your faction loyalty is admirable,” she says. “Four. Where did that nickname come from?”

         
         “It’s the number of fears in my fear landscape.”

         
         “Impressive.” Jeanine smiles. As the simulated flames start to shift and move again, she adds, “You’ll have to be the one
            to test our system update, then.”
         

         
         I realize, too late, what I’ve walked into. I can’t go through a fear simulation in front of this group of people. First of
            all, I’m Divergent, and it’s not easy to hide.
         

         
         Second of all, there’s a twenty-five percent chance that Marcus will show his face.

         
         “Oh, I’d rather not,” I say.

         
         “I think, when a faction representative makes a request of you, Four . . .” Eric says, “you should think of it as an order.”
         

         
         I look at him, and then back at Jeanine. Both of them are perfectly still. Silent.

         
         This has to have been their plan all along. Trap me here, find some way to pressure me into going through a fear simulation
            for them. When Jeanine Matthews—or whoever was impersonating her in the system—accessed Al’s records, they also accessed mine.
         

         
         I swallow hard, and nod. Jeanine puts her hand in the flames.

         
         “Let’s see if the system update worked, then,” she says, and I taste acid in the back of my throat.

         
         I walk into the simulation room, my twisted sanctuary, like I’m walking to the gallows. Jeanine Matthews settles herself on
            the stone bench that’s usually mine, but Eric, Cara, and Caleb remain standing beside her. Max stays in the antechamber; I
            assume he has no interest in evaluating the system update.
         

         
         I stand in the middle of the floor and pray. I do that sometimes. It’s a habit from Abnegation I can’t shake, maybe, or maybe
            I just have to believe there’s something bigger than all of this out there. But now I throw one out there for whoever might
            be listening. Please don’t let it be Marcus. Please, please, please.

         
         I open my eyes, and I’m lying in my childhood bed.

         
         That’s what I get for having hope.

         
         Fear simulations aren’t usually memories, even for people who have been through hell. But every now and then, a memory gets
            lodged in your subconscious like a piece of apple skin between your teeth. When that happens, a person tends to just do whatever
            they did in the memory, over and over again, no matter how many times they go through the simulation. I’ve watched people
            come back again and again, trying to change the past. Sometimes they manage it, over time.
         

         
         But it hasn’t been that long since this happened to me.

         
         All around me, on the mattress, are my little sins. Bits of things I found in the city, treasures I wanted to keep. Motherboard
            scraps, an old key, a microscope slide that I think shows a segment of onion. A dried flower from my mother’s funeral. A wooden
            figurine in the shape of a dog.
         

         
         I can hear Marcus’s footsteps in the hallway. He won’t knock on my door; he never does. He’ll just open it.

         
         The only thing I can do, to convince Jeanine and Eric and the others that I’m not Divergent, is to relive this memory exactly
            as it happened.
         

         
         My dread is so thick I choke on it.

         
         I scramble to put all the objects in the trunk my mother gave me, the one that locks. She told my father it was just for spare
            blankets when he objected to me owning something he perceived as extraneous. But it was for me, so I could have something
            to myself.
         

         
         I lock up the trunk and slide it under my bed. I’m about to get the chair out from where it’s wedged under the doorknob when
            I remember the blue glass sculpture my mother gave me before she died. I lunge for it, and put it under my pillow.
         

         
         He tries the knob right as I pull the chair out from under it. When he opens the door, his eyes go right to the chair in my
            hands.
         

         
         “You were trying to keep me out,” he says.

         
         “No, sir.”

         
         “I didn’t raise you to be a liar.” His voice is so calm. But I’m not fooled. Not after so many years of this. “Why did you
            want to keep me out?”
         

         
         “I—” I choke on the word. I’ve got nothing to say for myself, so I just put the chair back where it belongs, under my desk.
            My room is plain, just like it’s supposed to be. White walls, bare surfaces. One small, cloudy window.
         

         
         “I asked you a question.”

         
         “Nothing, sir,” I say.

         
         “Another lie.” He moves closer, and I back up, instinctively. In this memory I’m smaller than he is. Skinnier. I didn’t feel
            that young at the time, but this body feels young, now. Now that I know what it’s like to be taller than this, and stronger.
         

         
         He doesn’t reach for me. Instead he looks at the pillow on my bed. At the sliver of blue glass I didn’t manage to hide from
            him.
         

         
         He grabs the sculpture, and holds it up to the light. It’s a small, fragile thing. Something my mother got while she was delivering
            something to Amity. She said they had big ovens there where they heated glass to blow it into new shapes. They could make
            it undulate like water. She brought me this one because she liked how it was a solid that looked liquid—an impossibility,
            and a trick.
         

         
         “What is this?”

         
         His voice is even softer now. Even though I know what’s coming, and I know that I survived this, I can’t stop myself from
            shaking.
         

         
         “Mom gave it to me.”

         
         “I see.” He turns it in his hands, passing it from one to the other. “And what purpose does it serve?”

         
         “Purpose?”

         
         “Yes, purpose,” he snarls. “Because my son knows that in this faction, we value only that which we can put to use for the good of the community.
            My son wouldn’t indulge himself in this kind of frivolity. My son wouldn’t keep an object designed only to please himself!”
         

         
         I flinch.

         
         “Look me in the eye when I’m talking to you!” he shouts, and I force my gaze up to his.

         
         He turns, and hurls the glass sculpture at the wall so hard it bursts into shards. Blue fragments of glass spray across my
            room, biting at my arm, my cheek. They litter my blanket, my dresser, my floor.
         

         
         The last thing my mother gave me, gone.

         
         She’s still alive, I tell myself. This already happened.

         
         “You poison yourself—and this house—with your selfishness.” He puts a hand on my arm and wrenches it to the side, painfully. Then he raises his free hand like
            he’s going to backhand me.
         

         
         “My face, Dad!” I cry out, and he stops, his hand still raised.

         
         I cower against the dresser, shuddering. My hands are numb. My face is numb.

         
         He tries not to bruise me where anyone can see.

         
         He takes an unsteady breath, and says, “There have to be consequences for lying to me, Tobias.”

         
         I know the steps of this dance. He’ll go and get a belt. He’ll take his time, so I have to stand here dreading it for as long
            as possible. Then he’ll hurt me, and he’ll tell me it’s for my own good.
         

         
         I turn to face the dresser. I pull my shirt over my head. And I wait.

         
         This version of the simulation always ends before the first blow falls. It’s not the pain I fear, it’s everything before it.
            The humiliation and the uncertainty and the awareness that my father doesn’t love me, can’t love me.
         

         
         Still, I stand there with my eyes closed for a few seconds, gathering myself. I’m trembling, and the thought of looking at
            Eric when I feel like this makes me want to vomit.
         

         
         I take a deep breath, and open my eyes. The simulation is over.

         
         Everyone is staring at me, but I only look at Jeanine Matthews. Her eyes, usually so empty of feeling, glint with something
            like hunger.
         

         
         I wonder if she knew that if she came here, she would win no matter what. Either she would get proof of Abnegation’s moral
            corruption, laid out before her in my fear landscape, or she’d get proof that I’m Divergent. Regardless, this is what she’s
            been waiting for.
         

         
         “That was a memory, was it not?” she asks me.

         
         I nod.

         
         “And in that memory, you behaved exactly as you did in the past,” she says. “I suppose, in order for the pattern to be broken,
            a person has to undergo significant change before they’ll make different choices in their memory. That is, if they’re not
            aware during the simulation.” She raises an eyebrow. “Which you aren’t, of course.”
         

         
         “Of course not,” I say. “That’s impossible.”

         
         My throat is tight. I’m desperate to run. But I can’t run.

         
         “No, of course not,” she repeats thoughtfully. “You’re much bigger now. Older. Trained in combat. If you were in control of your reaction to that memory, you would behave differently.”
         

         
         Out of the corner of my eye, I see Eric smiling.

         
         “Thank you . . . Mr. Eaton,” Jeanine says. “That will be all.”
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            Chapter 46
Tris

         
         The main hall of the Museum can be beautiful at night. Most days, no one bothers to get the sun-charged lamps from the roof
            of the building to light the space, but tonight they did, and they fill the airy room with a warm glow. It’s safe to light
            up the main hall, since it’s surrounded by walls on all sides, and its only windows are skylights. It’s like a firefly trapped
            between cupped hands.
         

         
         Most of the Foxes are out on missions, since it’s always safer to move in the dark. But on the second floor, a few of them
            are playing quiet music. I try to identify the sounds, the way Rory taught me. A flute. A violin—no, a cello. I look up to
            discover the cello player is Boots. He winks at me.
         

         
         There’s no formal end to my initiation period, such as it is. But I can feel it winding down, as fewer people call me “Priss”
            every day, as the wary animosity so many of them seemed to feel for me gentles. I assume it will take time to make friends
            among the older Foxes, but I have friends of my own.
         

         
         I would be sorry to leave the peace of this place if I wasn’t going to meet Tobias. But I am. So I hurry across the lobby
            and, once outside, jog toward the train platform.
         

         
         It still amazes me how things that used to feel impossible can become so routine. Running alongside the train like it’s some
            mythical beast that I’ve learned to tame, for one. Letting myself hang halfway out of the train car as it rushes forward,
            so I can feel the wind on my face, for another.
         

         
         And for a third: walking right into the building where Tobias Eaton lives like I belong there.

         
         After we met with my mother, he walked me to the Museum. He’s not supposed to know where our other safe houses are, but I
            wanted him to know how to find me, just in case. And I can’t bring myself to regret the way the night ended, with him tugging
            me back before I could step into the tunnel, sweeping my hair to the side, and kissing my neck. I can still feel it now, the
            cold spot on my skin where his lips were.
         

         
         We agreed to meet at his apartment tonight. He left the key for me on top of the door frame, joking that I’d have to jump
            to get it. And I do, actually—three times.
         

         
         The apartment is a big open space, with brick walls and high ceilings. It’s neat, almost Abnegation-like in its simplicity,
            but not quite. Books on the desk, boxing gloves hanging from a hook next to the door. And on the windowsills, there are all
            kinds of little objects. Pieces of colored glass filed down so they have soft edges. Little bottles that look like they once
            held perfume. Paper clips twisted into new shapes. Corks. Computer parts. Braided wires. There’s a row of photograph negatives
            taped to the glass next to his bed. I bend down to see what the photographs are. Just faces, I realize, of people he doesn’t
            know. People from another time.
         

         
         The door opens behind me, and I turn to see, not Tobias Eaton, but a girl.

         
         She’s tall, with short brown hair tucked behind her ears. She’s wearing the coveralls of a Dauntless paramedic, trimmed in
            electric green.
         

         
         “Oh, good, you’re here already,” she says. “Would you mind coming with me?”

         
         I stare at her.

         
         “I sort of do, yeah,” I say.

         
         “Sorry, I should have explained.” She closes the door behind her and sticks out her hand. “I’m Shauna. Four’s friend. I know
            he’s supposed to meet you here, but . . .” She pauses, and bites her lip. “I think he might need your help.”
         

         
         “What happened?” I say.

         
         “I’m not actually sure,” she says. “I just know something did.” She looks me over, her eyes roaming over my black pants and
            my dark red shirt. “Here—” She goes to the wardrobe that’s against the back wall and opens it to stacks of neatly folded clothing.
            She takes out a black T-shirt and tosses it to me. “That should help you blend in.”
         

         
         I catch it. The fabric is worn and soft, the color a little faded. I glance at her.

         
         “Oh! Sorry. Dauntless’s complete lack of modesty strikes again.” She turns around to give me some privacy, and I decide that
            she doesn’t mean me any harm. I take off my shirt and pull on Tobias’s. It’s huge on me, the sleeves hanging down to my elbows,
            but it smells like him.
         

         
         “He . . . told you about me?” I say, as I follow her to the door.

         
         “Sort of,” she says. “He’s not exactly forthcoming about anything. But I know he’s seeing someone, and I knew he was coming
            here after his last sim of the day, so . . .”
         

         
         If it troubles her that I’m obviously factionless, given the blend of colors I was wearing when I got here, she doesn’t show
            it. Her brow is knit with worry. We walk down the street toward Dauntless headquarters together, and I can tell she’s holding
            herself back from running.
         

         
         I realize I never introduced myself to her after I shook her hand. “I’m Tris, by the way.”

         
         “Tris,” she says. “Well, I have to be honest with you, when he said you weren’t Dauntless, ‘factionless’ wasn’t my first guess,
            but I guess it makes sense.”
         

         
         “It does?”

         
         She shrugs. “He’s got his own ways of doing things. I bet you do, too.”

         
         I can’t suppress a smile at that. She leads the way into the Pire and down the stairs into the Pit.

         
         I’ve been here before, but I was so focused on following Eric then that I didn’t really look around. The path to the bottom
            of the Pit is a market, and I’ve never been in one before. There’s a stall selling loaves of bread, and another one selling
            jewelry for all kinds of piercings, including ones I didn’t even know existed. There’s a little shop for clothing, and the
            tattoo parlor, and a store at the bend in one of the walls that seems to sell odds and ends. I want to walk through it and
            spend an hour examining the sponges shaped like little flames, cooking pots in colorful enamel, houseplants under bright grow
            lights, and throw blankets with the Dauntless motto stitched into them. We believe in ordinary acts of bravery, I read, as we pass. In the courage that drives one person to stand up for another.

         
         At the bottom of the Pit, Shauna leads me down another hallway, this one unfamiliar to me. I can tell by the smell of sweat
            in the air that we’re going to some kind of gymnasium. She walks right past a huge space that must be the room most Dauntless
            train in—and sure enough, I can see people sparring in two of the three arenas—and into a smaller one.
         

         
         This one seems to be used only for weapons training, because there’s a row of targets along the back wall, and a line painted
            on the floor nearer to us. Tobias is standing on that line, his stance staggered, his weapon raised.
         

         
         “Four,” Shauna says, and he doesn’t react.

         
         He fires, instead. A needle hits the target just shy of the center. At first, I can’t see why she’s so worried. He just looks
            like himself. But the longer I look, the more the cracks show. The way his hands tremble. The sweat curling behind his ear.
            The focused-yet-unfocused gaze.
         

         
         I nod to Shauna, and she slips out of the room, so it’s just us, alone.

         
         “Tobias,” I say, and he startles. He lowers the gun and disables it in one motion—a habit that must be deeply ingrained, for
            him to do it so readily. He stares at me, his eyes bright.
         

         
         “What are you doing here?” he asks roughly.

         
         “Shauna found me in your apartment,” I say. “She said you might need some help.”

         
         “Shauna.” When he sets the gun down on the table by the wall, I can see the impression of it on his fingers. He must have
            been holding it tightly.
         

         
         I want to ask him what happened, but everything I’ve found out from Tobias about his life, he’s shared himself, in his own
            time and in his own way. So maybe it’s better to just let him surface from this, whatever it is.
         

         
         “Since we’re here,” I say. “You could teach me how to throw a punch. Christina’s been trying, but I bet you’re better at it.”

         
         For a moment I’m braced for Gretchen’s look of skepticism to flash across his face, but his expression is thoughtful.

         
         “All right,” he says.

         
         He takes us down the hallway, farther away from the main training room, and into another smaller one. This one holds old equipment—at
            least that’s how it smells to me, dusty and faded, like a library. There are stacks of old mats up against the walls, rusted
            barbells and targets with peeling paint. But there’s a punching bag hanging from a chain in the middle of it, cracked in places,
            and a pair of gloves that looks like it’s seen better days.
         

         
         He has me pull them on and stand in front of the bag. Suddenly I feel self-conscious. I’ve only learned from Christina, who
            was a novice herself. Am I about to embarrass myself in front of him?
         

         
         I put my left foot forward and hold up my hands. His mouth flickers into a smile.

         
         “Not bad,” he says. He puts a hand under my elbow, and pushes it up so my hand is higher. “Guard up higher. Good.”

         
         He says to jab, and I do, punching hard at the bag with my left hand. I feel his foot hook over the back of my ankle.

         
         “Step with each punch,” he says. “Then reset.”

         
         I try again, this time stepping into the jab when I throw it. I can feel the subtle shift in strength that the step gives
            me—some momentum, and some power that I didn’t have before. When we move to the cross, I try to remember what Christina said
            about twisting my back foot into the ground as my body turns.
         

         
         “It’s about weight transfer.” He stands behind me, and sets his hands on my hips. “Try again.”

         
         I try another cross, and this time his hand pushes my right hip forward as I move, forcing me to shift my weight. My back
            foot turns automatically, and the sound, when I hit the bag, is sharp as a snap.
         

         
         “Feel that?” he says, his breath against my hair.

         
         I felt it. And I also feel the heat of him behind me. I feel his fingertips right inside my hip bone. I shiver a little, and
            look back at him.
         

         
         He’s looking down at me, his eyes dark in this dim room. He doesn’t look half-in, half-out anymore. He’s right here with me.

         
         “Take the gloves off,” he says.

         
         I tug them off my hands, and let them fall to the floor. Then I turn toward him. His hands are still resting on my hips. I
            raise mine to his shoulders, one hand curling over the back of his neck, where the Dauntless flames play across his skin,
            and the other finding the ridge of his collarbone.
         

         
         He touches his lips to mine. Then he huffs a laugh against my jaw. “Are you wearing my shirt?”

         
         “I didn’t come dressed as a Dauntless. I had to improvise.”

         
         “I see.” He tugs at it, a little, so the oversized collar pulls away from my shoulder. He kisses the skin he exposed, right
            where my neck meets my shoulder, and then lower, right above my collarbone. “A little big on you.”
         

         
         “Well, I’m a little shorter than you. You may have noticed.”

         
         “Is that why my neck keeps hurting, recently?” He’s smiling. He glances over my shoulder, and says, “Could level things out,
            if you want.”
         

         
         I have a feeling I know where this is going, but my heart leaps anyway. He wraps an arm around my waist and picks me up, with
            a suddenness and an ease that makes me yelp, and then sets me down on a stack of mats. We’re at eye level, this way, face-to-face.
         

         
         I kiss him again, and it’s not a question at all.

         
         My lips part, and I sigh into his mouth. Whatever propriety was holding him back seems to snap like an overstretched rubber
            band. He keeps kissing me, and the hand that was on my knee slides up my thigh. He pulls me closer, and I wrap my leg around
            him.
         

         
         I try to control myself. To keep my hands where they are, to slow myself down. But my entire life has been about control.
            Control what I say, how I look. Control how much skin shows, how much hair escapes its knot. What I look at, what I ask, what
            I know. Abnegation locked me inside myself. I think you’re trying to make yourself smaller to fit into its little box, my mother said, and she was right. A life of disappearing is no life.
         

         
         So I stop trying to make myself smaller. I flatten my palms against his chest, touching, feeling. I feel him shiver as my hands slide up to his shoulders and down his arms. I feel the ridges of his muscles, all standing
            at attention.
         

         
         He tears his mouth away from mine with a harsh breath, and for a moment I worry that I hurt him, or that he’s going to stop.
            But he just kisses my throat, his teeth lightly scoring my skin. Goose bumps rise up on my arms, and a desperate need fills
            my body. So I fumble for the hem of his shirt, and put my hands under it.
         

         
         He makes a low, desperate sound that moves through me like electricity.

         
         God, is all I can think, as I touch warm, firm skin. As I feel his body shifting. I’ve never touched someone like this, never
            really wanted to, but I’m hungry for his skin, hungry for the feeling of him. I pull his shirt up, and he parts from me just
            for a moment to tug it over his head.
         

         
         His mouth is on mine, and I can feel his pounding heart against my fingers, like this is affecting him as much as it’s affecting
            me. But as my hands run over his bare shoulders, urgency gives way to curiosity. I pull away, and look down at him.
         

         
         There’s a patch of ink on his side, over his rib cage. I brush my fingers over it—flames again, I think, but not the same
            stylized ones that are on his back. These are more realistic, more careful in their rendering. I glance up at him.
         

         
         “First tattoo,” he says.

         
         “Any special meaning?”

         
         “I got them here because I knew it would hurt,” he says, covering my hand with his own to hold my fingers against his rib
            cage. He gives a humorless laugh. “That’s messed up, isn’t it? To want pain you can control, instead of, I don’t know—no pain?”
         

         
         “You’re not messed up,” I say.

         
         I kiss him again, this time slowly, carefully.

         
         “And now everyone’s going to know,” he says, and he tips his head forward to rest against my shoulder.

         
         “What do you mean?”

         
         “Jeanine Matthews came to see me today.” His hand convulses where it holds mine, still right against the flames on his side.
            “Her excuse was that she needed to update the computer. But I think the real reason might have been to test me. To see me
            go through a fear simulation.”
         

         
         I feel cold.

         
         “Which one?” I ask him.

         
         He looks up, his expression flat. “You know which one.”

         
         I remember holding my arm up to intercept the belt, and I feel even colder.

         
         He pulls back and puts his shirt back on. But he doesn’t move away from me.

         
         “And now,” he says, and his next swallow is labored. “And now, she’ll release a report naming names, now that she has confirmation
            of a real Abnegation scandal. And Eric, who’s been blackmailing me to keep me in line ever since he figured out who I really
            am, will tell the Dauntless that I’m the one the report is about.”
         

         
         He looks at his feet. I drop down from the stack of mats to stand in front of him. We’re wearing the same boots—same color,
            same eyelets, same lacing along the welt—but in different sizes.
         

         
         “Maybe it won’t be as bad as you think,” I say.

         
         He scowls up at me, so I add, “I just think it’s him who should be ashamed of this, not you.”

         
         As soon as I say it I can hear how naive it is. That it would be nice if the survivors of violence and cruelty weren’t subjected
            to mockery, and perpetrators were. But that’s just not how the world works. There are some people who see other people’s suffering
            as an opportunity, and there always will be.
         

         
         “I chose this place as a haven,” he says, his dark eyes burning. “And the haven is gone.”

         
         I don’t know what to say. I haven’t had to seek safety like that. I don’t really understand what this place means to him.
            I can’t understand.
         

         
         So I put my arms around him, and I don’t say anything at all.

         
         

         We take the back way out of Dauntless headquarters. A wide tunnel that leads away from the Pit, slanted upward until it ends
            at a gaping hole in the ceiling . . . with a net suspended underneath it.
         

         
         “This is where your initiates first enter Dauntless?” I say. “Christina told me about it.”

         
         He nods and walks under the net. It’s suspended high above his head, to leave enough room beneath it to catch falling initiates.
            But when he tips his head back, the moonlight casts crisscrossing shadows over his face as it shines through the ropes.
         

         
         “I was the last one to jump,” he says.

         
         I look up at the building high above us, the one with the elevated train tracks running alongside its roof. It’s an odd arrangement—the
            height of the tracks, the proximity of the roof, all seem designed only to flatter Dauntless sensibilities, rather than practicality.
            And maybe they were.
         

         
         “You didn’t know what would be at the bottom?” I ask.

         
         “No.” He gives me an odd look. Considering.

         
         “What did your aptitude test say?” I ask him, suddenly realizing I don’t know the answer. “Did it point you toward Dauntless?”

         
         “No, my father coached me pretty thoroughly,” Tobias says, sliding his hands into his pockets. “Said he knew there was something
            off about me and walked me through all the choices I would have to make to get the proper result. Which was Abnegation, of
            course.”
         

         
         “So you have no idea what it would have said.”

         
         “What did yours say?” he asks me.

         
         “Tori found it confusing,” I reply. “Said maybe Abnegation, maybe Dauntless, maybe Erudite.”

         
         “No Candor?”

         
         I roll my eyes, and he laughs a little. But there’s still an odd look in his eyes.

         
         “What if I left?” he says.

         
         He’s standing in a web of shadows, his body, clad in black, blending into the darkness behind him. All I can see is his face,
            tipped up to catch the light of the moon.
         

         
         “What’s the matter?” he says, when I don’t respond. “Weren’t you supposed to be the one recruiting me to join the factionless?”

         
         “I only did that to figure out what the radical factionless are planning,” I say. “You know that.”

         
         And I have, haven’t I? I realize it for the first time: I do know what the radical factionless are planning. They want to
            kill Marcus. That’s why they stole the gun that killed Robert, and it might even be why Robert died—maybe they were aiming
            for Marcus at the Choosing Ceremony and missed.
         

         
         But the answers I was looking for when I first defected aren’t enough anymore. Now there’s Eric and Jeanine and whoever they’re
            working with in Dauntless, crates full of bullets and dead Divergent boys and Evelyn’s possible alliance with Erudite. Everything
            has gotten bigger.
         

         
         His head tilts. “That’s sort of my point, actually.”

         
         I walk under the net, into the grid of moonlight. “What do you mean?”

         
         “On the train, the first time we met, you told me you could do more good outside of Abnegation than inside of it,” he says.
            “What if leaving Dauntless is the way I can do the most good?” His eyes are bright and focused when they find mine again.
            “You’ll go to Evelyn and you’ll make a deal. Show her the bullet, tell her you want in on her plan to kill Marcus—and whatever
            follows. And in exchange, you’ll bring her something she’s wanted for a long time: me.”
         

         
         I stare at him.

         
         The bullet is still in my pocket, a little weight that I carry with me wherever I go, and a reminder of the mission my mother
            gave me. The only trouble with it is that even as a Fox, I’m still not close enough to Evelyn to find out what I need to know.
         

         
         This would put me right where I need to be.

         
         “You shouldn’t have to do this,” I say. “You shouldn’t have to leave your faction just because Jeanine Matthews has a vendetta and Eric is a monster.”
         

         
         “No,” Tobias agrees quietly. “I shouldn’t have to. But you and I both know how unfair life can be.”

         
         I feel a tumult inside me that I’m desperate to calm. I’m desperate to convince him not to do this; I’m desperate for him
            to join me. The thought of seeing him every morning, every evening—of living in the same world as him, period, is a craving
            I didn’t even realize I had until he suggested it. But the thought of him leaving Dauntless against his will makes me feel
            a little sick.
         

         
         And, a small, selfish part of me thinks, if I do this, it could ruin everything I’ve built. I have friends now. I have a place. I have purpose. I think of how I felt on the roof of the Hub, like I was my full self, my biggest self. It’s like I forgot that I’m supposed
            to be an infiltrator, I’m supposed to be trying to stop what’s coming.
         

         
         And now Tobias is reminding me.

         
         “I can’t ask you to leave Dauntless,” I say.

         
         “You didn’t.” He takes my hands. “This is important, Tris. If I leave, and you’re the one who brings me to Evelyn, she’ll
            trust us both in a way she never has before. We can use that trust to find out what’s going on with the factionless and Erudite.
            That’s more important than my work in the sim room or training the next class of Dauntless initiates to be even more bloodthirsty
            than the last. If I’m going to feel wrong all the time, it may as well mean something. Isn’t that what you told me?”
         

         
         I remember the last conversation I had with my mother before I decided to leave. How she told me that Abnegation would never
            be enough for me. That I’d expanded too much to fit into it anymore. Maybe it’s the same for him, too. Dauntless was what
            he needed, but now it’s changed; he’s changed. And all you can do, when you’re too big for a faction, is either file yourself down . . . or stop trying to fit
            into it.
         

         
         Maybe he’s done trying to fit into this one.

         
         “It’s time for life to change,” he says softly.

         
         Shouldn’t life change? I remember asking myself, when I was still in Abnegation.
         

         
         I want to argue that I’ve already changed my life. I gave up everything, and now that I’m just starting to get things back,
            I’m supposed to change it all again?
         

         
         But the Abnegation in me—always there, no matter how hard I try to ignore her—reminds me of Robert pulling the chair over
            to the library window so I can look out. Robert, who would have chosen Amity. I got to find a place to belong, but Robert
            never will. And if I don’t find out what’s coming—what Evelyn and the factionless and Jeanine and whoever else are planning—Robert won’t be the only collateral damage. I’m sure of that.
         

         
         “Okay,” I find myself saying. “Okay, let’s do it.”

         
         He smiles. I smile.

         
         “Yeah, all right.” He puts an arm around my waist and lifts me up, startling a laugh out of me. It’s so easy for him to lift
            me, and for just a moment I let myself think about where he could carry me, if he decided to. He kisses my neck, and whispers,
            “Let’s be factionless.”
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            Chapter 47
Tris

         
         Later that night I go to the Museum to find Evelyn.

         
         No one gives me a second look as I walk back through the main hall, still lit by solar lamps. I wave to Jove, who’s playing
            some kind of board game with some of the others, and she waves back. I walk around the corner, up the stairs, and down the
            hall to the Mender’s workshop, which is set up in a back corner.
         

         
         It looks just like the old one, the walls lined with shoes, the racks of fabric crushed together above them, the worktable
            in the middle. In the corner Mae’s blanket fort is dark, and I can just barely see the shape of her sleeping inside it. The
            Mender is pushing a dress through the sewing machine, a lamp shining on his hands. Leaning on her elbows across from him is
            Evelyn.
         

         
         He glances up at me and smiles wide. He finishes his row of stitches and steps away from the machine to hug me. I’m pretty
            sure after what I did for Mae, I’ll have a friend for life in the Mender.
         

         
         “Well, if it isn’t my favorite Fox,” he says. “What are you doing here? Delivering some pilfered goods?”

         
         “I haven’t yet graduated to pilfering, sadly,” I say. “I’m getting good at pickpocketing, though.”

         
         “Better at shooting, I hear,” Evelyn says with a raised eyebrow.

         
         “Had to be good at something, sometime,” I say. “How’s Mae?”

         
         “Fully recovered, and learning how to subtract fractions,” the Mender says with a heavy sigh.

         
         I make a face. I don’t think I remember how to do that.
         

         
         “I’m actually here to speak to Evelyn,” I say. “If that’s okay with her.”

         
         The Mender scoffs. “I see how it is.”

         
         “Well, I’m happy to see you, too, obviously,” I say, my face heating.

         
         “We were just finishing up, anyway,” he says, with a wink. “I need to finish this, and Evelyn’s just a distraction.”

         
         Evelyn pulls away from the worktable. Her curly hair is braided today, and she’s wearing a denim jumpsuit that’s a little
            too big on her, but it looks intentional, artful somehow. She kisses the Mender’s cheek and beckons for me to follow her.
         

         
         We go down the hall, to the balcony that overlooks the first floor. She leans one elbow on the railing, facing me.

         
         “I’ve been hearing rumors about you,” she says. She holds up her hands, and ticks them off as she lists them, one by one.
            “That you stripped in front of the Foxes. That you almost got arrested in Erudite headquarters. That you’ve been sneaking
            off to Dauntless all the time.” She raises an eyebrow. “That you’re up to something, and the Foxes don’t know what it is,
            which makes everyone nervous.”
         

         
         I guess I haven’t been as discreet as I thought. But the last rumor, at least, suits my current purposes just fine.

         
         I reach into my pocket and take out the bullet. I turn it in my fingers a few times before offering it to her.

         
         “I helped Sly with a crate the other day, and this fell out of it,” I say.

         
         Evelyn takes the bullet from me, her face inscrutable. “And what do you think it is?”

         
         “I know what it is.”

         
         “I see.” She holds it out to me. “And you clearly have a theory about what it means.”

         
         Tobias and I talked about this for a long time. About how his mother works. What will rattle her and what won’t. What she
            respects and what she doesn’t. Now I just have to stay calm and say what I rehearsed.
         

         
         I think of target practice, how I have to steady my breathing if I want to hit the center.

         
         “I did what you asked me to,” I say. “I kept in contact with Tobias. I made sure he knew he could trust me if he needed someone
            to talk to. And he told me some things about his father.”
         

         
         “About why I left,” she says, terse.

         
         “No. About what came after that.”

         
         Even with Tobias’s explicit permission to talk to her about this, I still feel nervous about doing it, my throat tight.

         
         She hesitates before asking, “What . . . what came after?”

         
         “Come on, Evelyn,” I say softly. “You know.”

         
         It’s strange to be able to see, right before my eyes, the lessons Evelyn learned in order to survive. Among them: how to react,
            or rather, how not to react. How to tuck pain away wherever it will fit. How to save it for later, when you’re alone.
         

         
         “I didn’t,” she says, defensive, like I just accused her of something. “I didn’t know. But recently, I started to think . . .
            maybe.”
         

         
         I roll the bullet between my palms, so it warms at my touch.

         
         “Marcus Eaton doesn’t deserve the power he has,” I say, and I let the wholly sincere bitterness creep into every word.

         
         I wait for a few seconds before raising my eyes to hers. I put the bullet back in my pocket.

         
         “Someone has to take it from him,” I say. “I know that whatever else you’re planning, getting rid of Marcus is part of it.
            And I can help you.”
         

         
         “You’re a child.”

         
         “I’m not asking to be some lieutenant in your factionless army,” I say. “But I used to be Abnegation, and Marcus trusts both
            of my parents. I can get you closer to him than anyone else can.”
         

         
         Evelyn laughs a little. “Getting close to him has never been the issue. It’s making sure that his death is the beginning of
            the end. And there are dozens of other eager young factionless who are ready to assist. I’ve known them a lot longer than
            you. If you want to be part of what we’re doing, you’ll have to put in the time, just like everyone else.”
         

         
         “Okay.” I was ready for this, too. “But . . . what if I can give you something no one else can?”
         

         
         “Oh?” She sounds amused, but she doesn’t look it. No, she looks like the wild coyote in the Abnegation sector again, hungry
            for something I don’t understand.
         

         
         “Tobias,” I say.

         
         Evelyn stares at me, and I try not to flinch. Somewhere below us are the low whispers of factionless playing their board game,
            the whir of the Mender’s sewing machine, the footsteps of people just arriving or just leaving. Evelyn’s fingers drum on the
            railing, her fingernails clicking with each pass.
         

         
         “What are you saying, exactly?” she says tersely.

         
         “I’m saying that if I ask him to leave for me, he will.”

         
         Her eyes narrow. “And you’re so sure of this.”

         
         “Yeah. I am,” I say. “And I’ll do it, if you let me help with whatever you’re planning. So now it’s up to you: Do you want
            him back in your life, or not?”
         

         
         Another long stretch of silence. Guilt pulses inside me like a second heartbeat. Even if she abandoned him, even if she lied
            to him, I still hate this—weaponizing her love for her son against her. But it’s what I have to do. This is what I have to
            be.
         

         
         “I didn’t think a Stiff could be so manipulative,” she says.

         
         “Well,” I say. “I’m not a goddamn Stiff.”

         
         I’m surprised by how natural the vulgarity feels, coming out of my mouth. But then again, I’ve gotten good at playing parts.
            Playing an upright Candor who’s ready to bite back at anyone who talks down to her. Playing a confident Erudite with just
            a hint of superiority. A swaggering Dauntless with nothing to lose. All these costumes I’ve learned to shrug on and off. This
            is just the latest one: shrewd factionless bargainer who cares only about results.
         

         
         “Why?” Evelyn asks me. “And don’t tell me you just want to get rid of Marcus.”

         
         Choose a better lie, Boots told me once. I’ve gotten better at thinking on my feet since the day Gretchen pulled me out of the cabinet while I
            was trying to spy on the Foxes, but that doesn’t mean I’m good at it, exactly. So I try to choose some version of the truth.
         

         
         “My mother told you I left Abnegation because I didn’t belong there. But I left because my own father tried and failed to
            erase my memory.” I decide not to mention that he tried to erase her from my memory. “So when I said Marcus didn’t deserve the power he had, I really meant all of Abnegation. And I think you
            agree with me.”
         

         
         It’s a risk, revealing that the memory excision didn’t work—revealing that I’m Divergent. But making myself a little vulnerable
            might convince her to be vulnerable in return.
         

         
         Evelyn looks at me for what feels like a long time. Then she says coolly, “The name we use for ourselves is Hemlock.”

         
         Hemlock. That’s what Sly called the white flowers growing outside the Museum, the ones she warned me not to touch. Very poisonous.

         
         Evelyn pulls away from the railing.

         
         “Be in the train yard on Friday. Early—three in the morning. I’ll introduce you to the others,” she says. “And if you need
            to persuade him, tell Tobias that my dream is about to come true.”
         

         
         She walks away, back toward the Mender’s workshop and its warm glow, its busy hum. I wish I could follow her there.

         
         Instead I walk alone back through the Museum, a tremor in my chest I can’t seem to get rid of. I don’t know what’s coming
            next. But I did it.
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            Chapter 48
Caleb

         
         It’s Wednesday, which has quickly become Caleb’s favorite day of the week. Wednesday is the day that he goes to Jeanine Matthews’s
            office to assist with what she likes to call “tedious work.” He rarely finds it tedious. Instead he relishes the opportunity
            to observe her, to experience just a small sliver of her life alongside her.
         

         
         Jeanine Matthews, he’s decided, is the most brilliant person he’s ever met. Her memory is faultless, her mind flexible, and
            her capacity for retaining information seemingly endless. Sometimes, when he assists her, he struggles to keep up with the
            changing topics. She’ll talk to one person about a mundane aspect of Erudite life and then another person about a specific
            experiment involving lab-grown meat and then spend ten minutes updating her observations about a set of brain scans and then
            meet with Cara about a new, portable signal repeater—exciting technology that would allow someone to use any faction computer
            anywhere in the city. All of this happens inside of an hour.
         

         
         He’s taken to color-coding everything he takes notes on. Blue for Erudite business, red for city business, green for experiments
            with short-term value, purple for experiments with long-term value—and he’s still finding new labels.
         

         
         After Jeanine’s finished for the day, though, is his favorite time. She goes into her personal library, right next to her
            laboratory, and makes a pot of tea—she grows flowers and herbs along the windows, and dries the leaves herself in the sun—and
            invites him to sit with her. They go over everything he observed that day, and he’s free to ask as many questions as he likes.
            She sometimes offers advice, sometimes just observations. She recommends reading material to help him catch up to his fellow
            initiates.
         

         
         She’s been kind to him. Kinder than he ever imagined she would be.

         
         And that’s why he has to do this now.

         
         When all of Jeanine’s files and notebooks are packed away for the day, he follows her into her library, where she’s already
            busy with the hot-water kettle she keeps plugged into the wall. He clears his throat.
         

         
         “I . . .” He feels so nervous he can barely breathe. He forces himself to continue. “I have a confession to make.”

         
         Jeanine looks over her shoulder at him. The teapot is on the counter, with a strainer full of dried leaves already inside
            it. The sun has long since set, but the pot reflects the overhead lights like a glittering stone.
         

         
         As usual, she doesn’t look alarmed. She just turns to face him, and waits.

         
         “I’ve been keeping something from you,” Caleb says. “Something my mother asked me to do— I didn’t do it!” He hastens to add
            the last part. “But I should have told you what she asked for.”
         

         
         “I appreciate that you didn’t act on this,” Jeanine says calmly. “But what did your mother ask you to do, Caleb?”

         
         “She asked me to compare the aptitude test results from the past few years to the number of Erudite faction transfers,” Caleb
            says. “I don’t know why. She delivered the message through my sister.”
         

         
         Jeanine sighs quietly. She gestures to the chair by the window that’s usually his.

         
         “Sit, Caleb,” she says. “This will be a difficult conversation, though perhaps not for the reason you think.”

         
         Caleb is trembling a little. Just the edges of him, like a leaf in the wind. He perches on the chair that he’s come to think
            of as his, and watches Jeanine pour the hot water into the teapot, watches her gather up the mugs and carry both pot and mugs over
            to the little table between their two chairs. Then she sits and looks out at the city below. He follows her gaze to the idyllic
            Erudite sector that’s now dark—but during the day, it’s full of children playing with binoculars, adults having picnics and
            playing chess, teenagers reading in the shade.
         

         
         And beyond it, the rest of the city—troubled, broken, and as strange to him now as anywhere outside the Abnegation sector
            used to be.
         

         
         “I am not angry with you,” Jeanine says. “Family loyalty is a difficult thing to shake. No matter how much we all insist ‘faction
            before blood,’ a mantra is not a reality.”
         

         
         For perhaps the first time, he wonders where Jeanine came from. She seems Erudite-born, so he assumes her parents are still
            alive, still here, yet he never hears about them. She must not have siblings, either. In his mind she stands alone, singular,
            unique.
         

         
         “That’s why I’ve delayed talking to you about your mother. I didn’t want to complicate things for you before you were ready.”
            She looks at him, now, her expression grave. “Your mother is not who she claims to be, Caleb.”
         

         
         Caleb nods. He knows this already, like he told Beatrice the day she came to Erudite headquarters. He’s been thinking about
            how often his mother got her way without appearing to get her way. And smaller moments, too—when her posture shifted, or her
            gait, or she used words she wasn’t supposed to. Like a snake that’s still shedding its skin, she wore two versions of herself
            at the same time.
         

         
         “To the world, Natalie Prior presents the image of the perfect Abnegation wife and mother,” Jeanine says. “But she uses her
            position as a council member’s wife to influence other people. I believe, for example, that she’s the one who encouraged your
            sister to defect from Abnegation and become factionless—not because it was the best thing for Beatrice but because Natalie wanted eyes on them.”
         

         
         He remembers asking his sister why she left Abnegation. I just made the wrong choice, and I couldn’t live with it. That was the only answer she gave, despite his insistence that something must have happened to make her do something so drastic. Is it so difficult to believe that their mother might have nudged
            her along?
         

         
         “She has also been complicit in covering up the most troubling reports that have surfaced from Abnegation,” Jeanine says,
            still in that grave tone. “About the Memory Vault. Have you seen any of those?”
         

         
         Caleb frowns. “The ones about Dauntless wall guards emerging from the vault with memory loss?”

         
         “Precisely,” Jeanine says. “Your former faction has always been secretive about what exactly happens in the Memory Vault.
            They claim its function is merely to store memories that are important to the city’s history. To keep a record of what’s happening
            in all factions. And we trust them, don’t we? People of all factions, selected seemingly at random, report to the Memory Vault
            every month to share their recollections.”
         

         
         She tilts her head.

         
         “But no faction computer is made to do only one thing. So if their Memory Vault has the capacity to store a memory,” she says, “it must have other functions, Caleb. Until we started hearing reports of memory gaps, we weren’t sure
            exactly what those functions could be. But it seems clear to me, now, what the Memory Vault is designed to do.”
         

         
         His throat feels tight. “To erase memories, you mean.”

         
         Jeanine nods.

         
         “Imagine, if you will, that you endure a great hardship in your life. A loss, or a trauma, or an impossible challenge,” Jeanine
            says. “Imagine what would happen if I erased it from your memory. You would still feel it, but you would have no idea what that feeling was attached to. No explanation for why you felt the way you did. Imagine
            what that would do to you.”
         

         
         Caleb imagines a feeling with no explanation, the mind reaching for sense when sense isn’t available. Like a broken circuit,
            electricity running through it with nowhere for it to go, energy with no focus.
         

         
         “Or . . .” Jeanine leans forward, her eyes intent on his. “Imagine I take this technology a step further. Imagine I decide
            to extract some essential part of you. Your memories of having a sister, for example. Your memory of choosing Erudite. Your
            entire childhood. I could make you into an only child, a good little Abnegation soldier, or a blank slate, if I decided it
            served my interests. That is what the Memory Vault’s technology can accomplish.”
         

         
         Fear is humming in his chest like an engine. Caleb has never thought of a person this way, as a program that can be overwritten
            if you don’t like the way it’s functioning. But it’s not so absurd to think of the human brain as a system of complex circuitry,
            electricity lighting up its neurons, data rushing in and out with every breath, every heartbeat. So is it difficult, then,
            to think of a person the way you think of a computer—something you can program, alter, or even destroy, if you have the right
            tools?
         

         
         He takes a shuddering breath.

         
         “Abnegation is more powerful than we could ever imagine,” Jeanine says. “The ability to control what information people know
            or don’t know is the ability to control minds. To control identities. To control . . . everything.”
         

         
         The tea is still sitting in its pot, untouched.

         
         Jeanine’s gray eyes are on his.

         
         “That,” she says. “Is too much control for any one group to have. Don’t you think?”
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            Chapter 49
Four

         
         Tris and I meet on the train early on Thursday morning. Fourth car back, the same one we were on when we first crossed paths.

         
         The first time I met her, she hadn’t yet gotten her train legs. She stumbled into me and then looked at me like she was taking
            me apart and putting me back together again.
         

         
         Now, when she boards, it’s with the same ease as any experienced Dauntless. The burst of speed on the platform, the timing
            of the jump just right, her hand firm on the handle, her steady feet.
         

         
         Now, she looks a little wild-eyed, like she’s afraid of what’s next.

         
         “Evelyn said yes,” Tris says. “We’re supposed to meet her—and the rest of the radicals, I assume—in the train yard behind
            the Museum at three in the morning. She said she’d introduce us to everyone.”
         

         
         She looks as scared as I feel. Wide-eyed and, for once, exactly as young as she is. As young as we both are—because I only
            just stopped growing, only just started filling out my T-shirt sleeves; I’m barely anything, barely anyone.
         

         
         “So what’s the plan?” I say.

         
         “I’ll leave a message for my mother, so she knows to warn Marcus,” she says. “You . . . get ready to leave Dauntless, I guess.”

         
         My stomach lurches, even though I made this decision hours ago, even though I’ve made this decision a hundred times since
            then.
         

         
         “We could run instead,” she says. “The city is so big, with so many empty spaces. We could go to one of them, and . . .” She
            trails off, and I know exactly why.
         

         
         Because what then? What comes next? The city is hemmed in by walls. Those walls are studded with signal repeaters that transmit
            fear simulations. And that’s not even accounting for the armed Dauntless guarding it. We’re trapped here.
         

         
         “We can’t,” I say.

         
         “I know.” She puts her hands on my shoulders and stands on her tiptoes to kiss my cheek. “The point is,” she says, against
            my jaw. “That I would.”
         

         
         I run my fingers through her hair. “I would, too.”

         
         We turn our heads at the same time, our lips meeting in the space between us. But the Dauntless stop is coming up, and I have
            to get off the train. I have to pack my bag, and say one last goodbye, before I commit myself to this path I’ve decided to
            walk.
         

         
         So I pull away, and move toward the door.

         
         “There’s something else,” Tris says. “Evelyn told me if I needed to persuade you, I should tell you that her ‘dream’ is about
            to come true. It sounded like she was referring to something specific.”
         

         
         I frown. “That’s all she said?”

         
         Tris nods.

         
         “I’ll try to remember.”

         
         If she responds, it’s a moment too late. I jump off the train and run along the platform toward the steps.

         
         

         I don’t have that much to pack, really. My clothes. A few odds and ends. Apart from my mother’s quilt, which I leave on the
            bed, since I’ll be spending one last night here, it all fits in one bag, with my spare boots dangling by their laces from
            the straps. I leave the bag at the foot of my bed for me to pick up on my way out. But before that, and before sleep, there’s
            one last thing I have to do.
         

         
         I go around the back of Zeke’s apartment that evening, since I don’t want to run into Hana and wind up invited to dinner.
            I never quite understood why he didn’t move out when he was finished with initiation, like the rest of our cohort did. When
            I asked him about it, he just said he would move out when Uriah was grown up. Uriah may be his little brother, but Zeke’s
            more than just a brother to him.
         

         
         I stand on the third-floor landing and reach across to the nearest window. I tap it three times and wait. He might be here,
            and he might not. I’ll just have to wait and see.
         

         
         His window opens a crack, and his dark eyes fix on me.

         
         “Hold on, I’ll let you in.”

         
         A few seconds later the back door opens. Zeke’s in ratty old sweatpants and a T-shirt with a big hole in the shoulder seam.
            He beckons me in, and I walk through the laundry room, with its stacks of black clothes and old shoes piled up by the back
            door, crusted in dirt.
         

         
         Around the corner is Zeke’s bedroom, which is a study in disorder. Every surface is covered. Clothes slung over chairs, posters
            and banners on the walls, books and papers on the desk, framed pictures on the bookshelves. Every era of his life is represented
            here—when he was into computers, when he tried his hand at wood carving, when he tried to compete in boxing, favored sport
            of all Dauntless.
         

         
         There’s so much to look at, it takes me a second to see Shauna sitting up in Zeke’s bed. Her hair is rumpled, and she’s wearing
            one of his T-shirts. Heat creeps up my neck.
         

         
         “I didn’t mean to intrude,” I say.

         
         “Relax, we were just getting ready to sleep. Early wakeup tomorrow,” she says, yawning. “You act like you’ve never seen a
            girl in pajamas before.”
         

         
         “That’s because he hasn’t,” Zeke says, and he sits on the edge of the bed, next to her.

         
         I take the balled-up sweater off the desk chair, fold it, and set it on his desk. I mostly do it to make him laugh, and he
            does.
         

         
         They must know I’m here for a reason, but they don’t ask. They just wait as I pull my thoughts together, as I try to figure
            out how to have this conversation I’ve been avoiding for two years.
         

         
         “You’ve never asked me my real name,” I say to them.

         
         Zeke’s smile softens a little.

         
         Shauna says, “That’s because we already know it.”

         
         I look down at my hands. “You never said.”

         
         “No need to.” Zeke shrugs. “If you don’t want to be Marcus Eaton’s son, Four, it must be for a good reason. And I pretty much
            think you should get to be what you want to be.”
         

         
         For some reason, that makes my throat tight.

         
         “What’s going on?” Shauna asks quietly.

         
         “It’s time for me to go. Like . . . for good.”

         
         “Is this about Eric?”

         
         “Yes. And no,” I say. “My mom’s still alive. She told me after I chose Dauntless. She’s alive, and she’s important to the
            factionless, and she invited me to join her if I was ever unhappy in Dauntless. And Eric’s about to make me very unhappy in
            Dauntless.”
         

         
         I rarely see Zeke without a smile on his face. It makes him an unlikely friend for me, maybe. Or maybe it makes all the sense
            in the world to seek out people who know how to do things you don’t. Like letting the goodness of the world buoy them along.
         

         
         He looks troubled now, though. “That’s how you met that girl. Through the factionless. Through your mother.”

         
         I nod.

         
         “And you’ve been able to see her even though you’re in a faction and she’s not,” Shauna says, raising an eyebrow. “Which means
            we’ll still be able to see you, too.”
         

         
         “If you want to. If me being factionless isn’t a problem for you.”

         
         She makes a scoffing sound. “Did you think it would be?”

         
         I’m not sure how to answer her. Because yes, I thought it might be a problem. We spend our whole lives hearing that the factionless
            are moral failures, a drain on the system. We spend our whole lives trying not to become them.
         

         
         And more than that, I guess it’s hard for me to believe that people really want to be around me even if it’s hard.

         
         Zeke looks a little sad. “Do what you have to do, Four. You won’t lose us.”

         
         “I know.” I try to smile. It doesn’t quite work. “Well, now I do.”

         
         “When you’ve got a place, invite us over,” Shauna says. “We’ll bring you some spices.”

         
         “You have to start slow,” I say. “Or my Stiff head will explode.”

         
         Shauna laughs. Zeke gets up and gestures for me to get up, too. Then he throws his arms around me, his chin jabbing me in
            the collarbone. Shauna wraps her arms around both of us. I return the embrace a little awkwardly, and I wonder if there will
            ever be a time when this kind of thing feels easy for me. But at least I’m doing it.
         

         
         “You gotta learn to trust people, you know?” Zeke says over my shoulder. “Not everyone. Just like—one or two people, at least.”

         
         “I do.” I pause, and amend: “I’m starting to.”

         
         

         I’m walking away from Dauntless headquarters when I see him: Eric, his hands in his pockets, walking in the opposite direction.
            He must have just come from the train, because he looks windblown. He stops a few feet away from me, smirking.
         

         
         “Thanks for the little show earlier, Tobias,” he says. “Now I understand why you like working in the simulation room. It’s
            really fascinating stuff.”
         

         
         I feel the potential for violence inside me all the time. Like a beast that lives just under my skin, ready at any moment
            to attack. I think it’s what Natalie saw when she called me a cat with my hackles up—that anger, simmering, reactive, sudden.
         

         
         I’m used to suppressing it. I don’t like how it makes me feel, and I don’t like what it makes me do. But I’ve been stuffing
            it down ever since Jeanine Matthews walked into the simulation room yesterday, and I can’t do it anymore.
         

         
         I snap. My blood roaring in my ears, I lunge at him. I grab him by the lapels and twist, half throwing and half shoving him
            into the side of the building so hard it makes my teeth rattle.
         

         
         His head snaps back against the brick, and for a moment pain flashes across his face.

         
         Then he sneers, the expression tugging at the piercings in his lip in all the wrong ways.

         
         “Aren’t you going to tell me to look you in the eye when I’m talking to you?” he says.

         
         It’s something my father used to say all the time. That I owed him respect, and respect meant looking him in the eye, at the
            very least. If I didn’t, I suffered the consequences, same as I did when I forgot to call him “sir,” or when I lost my temper and talked
            back. There were always consequences.
         

         
         I know what Eric is doing. I know he’s taunting me with that memory on purpose, sure it will hurt me far worse than fighting
            me ever would.
         

         
         I know what he’s doing, but that doesn’t mean it doesn’t work. I feel cold all the way through. I let go of him and step back.

         
         “You’re going to regret that,” Eric says to me. “And soon. I’ll make sure of it.”

         
         “I guarantee you I won’t,” I say, and I keep walking down the street toward my apartment.

         
         

         I expect it to be hard to sleep, with the anticipation of meeting Tris and the factionless so early, and my hatred of Eric,
            of Marcus, and this whole goddamn nightmare scenario buzzing in my brain. But after I set my alarm for two and pull the quilt
            up over my shoulder, I’m out right away.
         

         
         When I wake up, the apartment is still dark, the floor bathed in inky blue, but I feel an urgent tug in my chest that tells
            me to get up. I sit on the edge of the bed to put on my boots. I feel like there’s something different about my room, but
            I can’t figure out what it is, and it doesn’t matter, anyway. I have to get moving.
         

         
         I’m out of the apartment in a few minutes, my boots laced tight and that urgent feeling is so strong I feel like running.
            Dauntless headquarters is on my right, but I don’t even think about going there. Instead I turn left, and jog toward the train
            platform.
         

         
         I climb the steps, and the urgent feeling takes on an actual meaning: I’m going to meet the initiates here. I’m sure some
            of them are going to be late, and I’ll have to find some creative way to punish them for it. Running sprints, maybe. When
            I reach the top of the steps, I check my watch.
         

         
         Why are you meeting the initiates so early? a voice in my head asks. I dismiss it.
         

         
         I see dark shapes moving down the street toward the platform, and I tap my foot as I wait for them to reach it. The first
            one up the stairs is Lynn, elbowing Peter out of the way. Marlene comes after, and then Edward and Molly and Drew. The others
            fill in after them.
         

         
         Eric is the last one up the steps, a backpack hanging heavily from his shoulders, and I resent that he has to be here, but
            it makes sense. He’s observing, after all.
         

         
         I know there are some faces missing, but I don’t dwell on it. If they’re not here by now, they’ll have to meet us at our destination.

         
         What is our destination? That little voice in me asks, but the rest of me dismisses the question again, along with the niggling feeling that I’ve
            forgotten something important. I’ve gone over the plan so many times I don’t even have to speak to the initiates. The train
            is approaching the station more slowly than usual; I can hear the screech of the brakes as it pulls to a full stop.
         

         
         Which is strange. But somehow also what I expect.

         
         We line up on the platform, with me at the front and the others behind me. And I board the train.
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            Chapter 50
Tris

         
         I should get as much sleep as I can before I have to meet Evelyn in the middle of the night, but I’m afraid I won’t be able
            to wake up on time. So instead, I dress in all my clothes that are easy to move in: my black Dauntless pants, made of some
            thick, stretchy material; my deep red T-shirt, dyed by the Mender himself; my jacket and boots. I put my hair up and lie on
            top of my blankets, waiting.
         

         
         I left a message for my mother behind the brick at the donation center earlier today, telling her what I was about to do,
            and when. I can only hope she remembered to check for it this afternoon.
         

         
         Everything I’ve learned over the past few months swirls in my mind like rainwater going down a storm drain. The factionless
            stealing weapons from Dauntless wall guards. Evelyn saying My dream is about to come true. Erudite releasing propaganda about Abnegation. Someone hunting down the Divergent. It might all be related; it might not.
            Tonight I’ll get closer to figuring it all out.
         

         
         There are a lot of people with power in this city, and each of them might have a different purpose in mind, a different goal.
            I used to think people were content with the system as it was, Abnegation at the top because they’re determined to put themselves
            at the bottom. I used to let my father’s warnings about people’s endless hunger for power brush right over me. Now I can see
            how wrong I was.
         

         
         Everyone wants power. Sometimes they want it because they want control, like Abnegation. Sometimes they want it because they
            think they know best how to use it, like Jeanine Matthews. And sometimes they want it because they’ve never had it, like Evelyn.
            But regardless of the reason, the craving is the same.
         

         
         I’m so sick of it.

         
         At ten minutes to three, I creep across the main hall of the Museum. I can see stars through the skylights above me. I cross
            the room to the tunnel that will take me to the train yard, waving to Trip, one of my fellow newcomers, who’s sweeping the
            floor.
         

         
         I walk down the dark tunnel, one hand on the wall to feel where I’m going. The end of the tunnel comes into view, obscured
            by weeds. No, not weeds—hemlock. Deadly poison.
         

         
         The flowers are a reminder: Tonight I’ll be closer to danger than I’ve ever been before.

         
         I push past them, and see dark figures gathered next to one of the picked-apart, broken-down train cars. My breath catches.

         
         This is it.

         
         As I draw closer, familiar faces materialize, some expected and some not. There’s Evelyn, of course, all in black with her
            hair pulled back; Sly, leader of the Foxes, her expression so grave I barely recognize her; Boots, Sly’s right-hand man, spinning
            a knife on his palm; Jove, former head of the Rookery, checking the time on her wristwatch; Gretchen, who refused to teach
            me to fight, bouncing on her toes to keep warm; and last, tall and surprisingly sedate, is the Mender, leaning against the
            busted train car. Tobias isn’t here.
         

         
         Everyone stares at me, and I suddenly feel like a child. My insistence on joining this group must have sounded so ridiculous
            to Evelyn. No wonder it took promising restoration with her son to get her to agree to it.
         

         
         “Well, this is interesting,” Sly says, sounding amused.

         
         “You can’t be serious, Evelyn. She’s sixteen,” the Mender says, pulling away from the wall.
         

         
         It stings a little, hearing him dismiss me like that. I thought I’d proved to him that I was more than just some sixteen-year-old.
            His dark eyes find mine.
         

         
         “You’re too young to take this risk,” he says to me. “That’s all.”

         
         “I’m aware of her age,” Evelyn says. “I’m also aware that what’s coming will affect everyone in this city, whether they’re
            of age or not. There’s no room to pick and choose, not anymore.” She focuses on me. “Where is he?”
         

         
         “He said he’d meet me here,” I say. “He’s not usually late.”

         
         It’s an understatement. Tobias is usually early. If he’s not here yet, that means something must have gone wrong. A situation
            with his initiates, maybe.
         

         
         Jove checks her watch again. “3:05.”

         
         “I know, I know. There’s no time.” Evelyn sighs, and looks over my head at the end of the alley, as if hoping Tobias will
            turn the corner. “Maybe it’s better this way. He’ll be safer. Let’s go.”
         

         
         “But—” The objection slips out. I bite it back. “Where are we going? I thought you said . . .”

         
         She led me to believe this meeting would just be an introduction. But judging by the way Jove is looking at her watch, and
            Gretchen’s fingers are drumming on her thigh, and the Mender is checking the buttons on his gloves for the third time—they’re
            about to go somewhere.
         

         
         Somewhere that makes them nervous.

         
         “Now is the time for you to decide,” Evelyn says to me. “I won’t ask you again. Are you in?”

         
         I don’t want to leave here without Tobias. But if it’s now or never, I know what choice I have to make. For my answers, for
            this city, for everything I’ve worked for.
         

         
         “I’m in,” I say.
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            Chapter 51
Four

         
         Once all the initiates are on board and the train starts moving, I know what to do. I go to the front of the car, where there’s
            a crate waiting for me. It’s big enough to fit a person inside it, but when I lift the wooden lid, there are weapons inside.
            Well, of course there are, a voice in my head says. They’re for the training exercise.

         
         That sounds right to me, so I grab one and pass it to Edward, who’s standing close to me. The others line up behind him, and
            I give each of them a gun when they step forward, until we’re all armed. Eric, at the back of the line, refuses a gun.
         

         
         “Just here to observe, remember?” he says, and he claps my shoulder good-naturedly. He’s wearing something on his back. Black,
            with a deep orange glow at its center. Its structure looks familiar.
         

         
         And I feel . . . an itch. It reminds me of how I feel when I have a head cold, sometimes, like I want to crack open my head
            and scratch inside it just to make the creeping sensation go away. It takes me a few seconds to identify where it’s coming
            from.
         

         
         Eric. It’s coming from Eric.

         
         I stare at the back of his head when he stands by the door to the train car, his black hair blowing in the wind. He’s never
            looked at me like that before, with approval instead of hostility. And he’s definitely never patted my arm like we’re pals,
            either.
         

         
         Where are we going? I ask myself again, and this time my voice sounds, feels louder. I feel that answering reassurance, that I know where we’re going, but it doesn’t dispel all my doubt.
         

         
         Where are we going? I ask again.
         

         
         Where are we going?

         
         I run my fingers over the handle of the gun and observe the faultless black of the barrel. It’s not a needle gun. This weapon
            is darker and heavier, from the weight of the lethal ammunition.
         

         
         The bullet, I think, and I remember how it looked in Tris’s small hand, rounded at one end and flat on the other.
         

         
         And then I remember the crate that Tris helped the factionless move. The weapons the factionless were smuggling away from
            the wall.
         

         
         I look at the initiates standing around me. Even Christina is here, with her eye patch, like she never left. None of them
            are speaking, all of them are facing the open doorway of the train with a gun in one hand.
         

         
         I’m in a simulation. And so are they.

         
         My breath quickens. I’m in a simulation, and I don’t know what kind it is. I don’t feel afraid, like I do in the fear simulations.
            I feel, instead, the way I did during the aptitude test. There was a kind of certainty about what I was supposed to do there:
            Get through the maze. Save the girl. Escape the smoke.
         

         
         It’s like there’s a program written in my mind, telling me each step to perform as I do it. But it’s not telling me why, or what the point of it all is.
         

         
         But if my mother is responsible for the weapon in my hand, maybe she also told me what I need to know. Tell Tobias my dream is about to come true.

         
         I don’t remember what she’s referring to. There’s an entire lifetime of conversations in my memory. On Mondays when she made
            pancakes, she sometimes asked me about my dreams. Not the ones I had while I was sleeping—the ones I had for my life. I didn’t
            really know what to tell her. I’d only ever been Abnegation. My dreams were about living in a house where I wasn’t constantly
            being watched. My dreams were small.
         

         
         One day, though, I asked her what her dreams were.

         
         And she said, I dream about everyone being able to be exactly what they are, instead of what they’re supposed to be. And I knew what she really meant.
         

         
         She dreamed about the end of the faction system.

         
         I breathe in through my nose and out through my mouth. If that’s what Evelyn’s doing, if that’s what’s coming, people will
            get hurt. People will die, and not just my father. I have to get out of this. And I know how to get out of simulations, don’t I? It’s through a concentrated effort of will.
         

         
         Let me out, I think.
         

         
         The train is thundering north, through the dull blue light of predawn. We’re just passing the factionless sector now, with
            its crumbling buildings, its cracked and sinking streets.
         

         
         Let me out. I don’t care about Marcus. I know my life would be better if he was gone. And I no longer care about the faction system staying
            intact—not now that I’ve left it behind.
         

         
         But just like with the fire in Candor headquarters, the cost of this, whatever it is, is too high. A troop of Dauntless puppets
            holding stolen weapons. A troop of Dauntless puppets on their way to commit murder, if the weight of the gun in my hand is
            any indication.
         

         
         I won’t let them be used as puppets.

         
         I won’t be a puppet, either.

         
         Let me out! I scream in my head, and something inside me snaps.
         

         
         I blink, and nothing’s changed, but everything’s changed. I no longer feel that urgency in my chest; I no longer feel certain
            of where I’m going.
         

         
         I’m free from the simulation. And I know what I have to do:

         
         Find Marcus Eaton.

         
         

         The train squeals as it brakes. The car shudders, and we all sway to adjust to its movement, automatically.

         
         I have to stay focused. I can’t give myself away. The only way I’m going to get through this is if no one realizes I’m not
            in the simulation’s grip anymore. So when the train comes to a full stop, I walk with purpose out of the train car.
         

         
         The initiates all line up, so I line up, too, at the very end, like I’m their commanding officer. Then everyone waits, guns
            in hand, as Eric paces along the line of us.
         

         
         And then I hear running footsteps on the stairs leading up to the platform. I don’t look to the side to see who it is, but
            I recognize his voice soon enough.
         

         
         Will.

         
         “I’ve scouted out most of the council members, sir,” he says. “But I haven’t gotten a location on the council leader yet.
            I didn’t see him enter his apartment building last night, and his apartment appears to be dark.”
         

         
         I remember Will’s last fear simulation. The doves dying in the field in a shower of gray feathers. I thought the doves represented
            peace. But maybe I was too quick to jump to symbolism. Maybe the doves are a simpler image than that: a gray bird, gentle
            and unremarkable. Just like the Abnegation council members.
         

         
         “Did you think to check, I don’t know . . . his place of work?” I can hear the sneer in Eric’s voice. “Go to Abnegation headquarters,
            and if you don’t find him, we’ll go into his goddamn apartment ourselves. He’s the most important player in the game.”
         

         
         “I—I’ll go scout, then,” Will says, stumbling a little over his words.

         
         “Don’t be an idiot,” Eric says. “You can’t go alone; you need muscle. Good thing I packed something special just for that
            purpose.”
         

         
         Eric strides toward me, and I fight to keep my eyes on what’s ahead of me, like the good little puppet I’m pretending to be.
            I don’t flinch when he sets his hand on my shoulder, but it’s a near thing.
         

         
         “I thought—I thought he wasn’t confirmed,” Will says. “I thought he was a suspected Divergent.”

         
         “Confirmed yesterday that he’s not Divergent,” Eric says. “We were originally supposed to exclude him, given his relationship
            to the factionless leader, but I was able to persuade Jeanine that it’s worth the risk.”
         

         
         Will frowns. “Why?”

         
         “He tells a better story,” Eric says. “Abused son with history of instability goes after the leaders of the faction that caused
            him so much grief—the news brief practically writes itself.” He squeezes my shoulder. “Go on—give him a command. The program
            recognizes you as an authority figure.”
         

         
         “So . . . he can see me?” Will says. He’s standing at Eric’s shoulder now. He waves a hand in front of my face, and I struggle
            not to slap him away. “He just doesn’t know who I am?”
         

         
         “He thinks you’re Jeanine Matthews, since the mirroring is still active. So don’t push the simulation’s logic by acting like
            the nervous little worm that you are.”
         

         
         “Right.” Will swallows hard enough that he makes a gulping sound. “And where are the boundaries of the signal repeater? Just
            in case we have to keep searching for Marcus—”
         

         
         “Should reach to the edge of the Abnegation sector.” Eric taps the strap of his backpack. That’s how the device he’s carrying is so familiar—it’s a signal repeater, like the ones that are in the wall, extending the reach
            of the Dauntless computer. But this one is portable. It means he can use the Dauntless computer from anywhere he wants. That
            must be how he’s running the simulation.
         

         
         “Okay. Then . . . follow me, Four.”

         
         I step out of the line of initiates, and turn to follow Will as he walks down the platform. Behind me, I can hear Eric calling
            out names of council members to each initiate in line. “Elizabeth Winslow! Ernest Thompson! Andrew Prior!”
         

         
         I wince at the sound of Andrew Prior’s name. I forgot that it’s not just my father who’s in danger here; it’s Tris’s father,
            too. And though I know he’s done some things to her she hates, I also know that he was her first thought when she saw Candor
            headquarters on fire.
         

         
         I descend the steps behind Will. He glances back at me, like he’s making sure I’m still there, and then focuses on the street
            ahead of us. I remember how to get to Abnegation headquarters from here: We go straight for two blocks and then turn right.
         

         
         I also remember how to get to Building A, where Tris’s family lives.

         
         Will doesn’t seem as familiar with the streets. He jogs for a few seconds, then stops, his hands fidgeting at his sides. If
            I attacked him now, I could try to knock him out, disable him before he does any more damage. But it would take time, and
            the other initiates are behind me, on their own missions. I’m sure Eric is close behind them.
         

         
         In the end it’s safer to just slip away.

         
         Right before the corner where we’re supposed to turn right, I duck into an alley and burst into a run.

         
         I have to decide, now, who I’m going to help: my father or Tris’s.

         
         Only it’s not even a decision. I head straight for Building A, for Andrew Prior.
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            Chapter 52
Tris

         
         I stand at the back of the silent train car, waiting to disembark.

         
         Half of the Hemlocks went south from the train yard, and the other half—the half that I’m now with—went north. Sly, Gretchen,
            and Evelyn stand by the open doorway, blocking my view of the city as it smears past us. I didn’t know the trains could move
            this fast. The wind whipping through the car is too loud to shout over.
         

         
         The closer we get to the Abnegation sector, the faster my heart races. The train slows, and Evelyn pushes the wall panel open
            to reveal the bag of clothes and shoes I expect to see. Only she just shoves it aside and takes out something else:
         

         
         A gun.

         
         My stomach turns as she passes the gun to Sly, and then reaches for another one, and another one. They’re plain black, stolen
            from the Dauntless wall guards and loaded with bullets, not needles. Evelyn checks the safety on the gun in her hand. The
            train squeals and lurches as it brakes.
         

         
         I know where we’re going: to kill Marcus Eaton.

         
         “You first, Tris,” Evelyn says to me.

         
         I feel unsteady as I move to the doorway, like I’ve forgotten how to do this. But muscle memory takes over as the train approaches
            the platform. I launch myself from the car and land hard on the wood, running a few steps to regain my balance. Sly is right
            behind me, gun in hand. I have the strangest feeling that if I tried to run, she would chase me.
         

         
         We walk across the platform to join Evelyn at the top of the stairs. This station is in disrepair. The Abnegation don’t use
            the train, so no one has bothered to patch up the rotten wood or screw the barriers back into place. I hop over a broken board.
         

         
         Evelyn steps back, and gestures for me to go ahead of her. “Lead the way, Tris. You know the way to Building B.”

         
         “ ‘Building B’?” Gretchen snorts. “I guess no one ever accused Abnegation of being too imaginative.”

         
         I feel myself pulling up taller, ready to defend my faction. No factions here, a voice in my head reminds me, and I keep my mouth shut.
         

         
         I descend the steps to the street, and lead the way down the first alley I see. I don’t need to plan our route; I know this
            part of the city backward and forward. I sidestep a pile of boxes and a broken chair before emerging onto the next street,
            where I can see Building B in the distance.
         

         
         It’s just two blocks away, right next to Abnegation headquarters. An unremarkable block of gray stone, studded with windows.
            It’s where the Abnegation singles live, and though Marcus Eaton is the most powerful man in the city, he lives among them—a
            pointed reminder that he considers himself no better than anyone else.
         

         
         I don’t know what I’ll do when I get to his apartment. I want to believe I’ll save his life. I think of my mother’s drumming
            fingers. Marcus is too important to lose. The Memory Vault’s contents are important to my mother, and no matter what she says, it’s deeper and more personal than just
            keeping control out of Jeanine Matthews’s hands. If I trust her—and I do—I have to believe that saving Marcus is the right
            thing to do.
         

         
         But I’ve become something else over the last few months, something my mother doesn’t know and can’t understand. Someone who
            sees the entire system the way a factionless would. Someone who knows that if you don’t take what you want when it’s on offer,
            you might never get a chance at it again. And I want Marcus Eaton gone. I want to live in a world where he can’t hurt Tobias
            anymore—and he hurts him just by existing.
         

         
         So maybe I won’t save him. Maybe I won’t.

         
         I’m moving fast, almost running with Evelyn, Sly, and Gretchen at my back. My legs are burning by the time I reach Building
            B. I don’t go in the front—I lead us down the alley next to the building to reach the fire door. No one ever locks doors in
            Abnegation.
         

         
         Sure enough, when I pull the handle, the door opens with a shudder. The rusted metal pricks at my fingers. We stand at the
            bottom of the back stairs; if I remember correctly, Marcus’s apartment is on the second floor. Evelyn surges ahead of me,
            and I follow her up, into the dark.
         

         
         The smell of this place is familiar, fresh-baked bread and musty paper and the white vinegar used for cleaning. It’s just
            like the building where I grew up. My throat feels tight; I swallow hard. I round the corner and chase Evelyn down a long
            hallway. She’s holding her gun so tightly that her knuckles are turning white, and I wonder if, beneath that steel gaze and
            set jaw, she’s as afraid of Marcus Eaton as Tobias is.
         

         
         She shoves his apartment door open with her shoulder. I follow her into the foyer.

         
         But standing in the living room isn’t the menacing man I saw in Tobias’s fear landscape. Instead, Eric, youth leader of Dauntless,
            stands next to the bookcase, moonlight glinting off the piercings in his face. He’s aiming a gun at a shadowed figure.
         

         
         The figure steps forward into a shaft of light.

         
         “Beatrice,” my mother gasps.
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            Chapter 53
Tris

         
         My mother looks familiar and unfamiliar at the same time. Her hair is in its neat bun, smooth and pinned. Her clothes are
            the same, gray and shapeless. But it’s as if there’s someone else standing in her skin, sharp-eyed and unafraid. She doesn’t
            look surprised to see Evelyn and the other factionless, and she doesn’t seem concerned about the gun pointing at her head.
         

         
         “You’re late,” Eric says to Evelyn, though he keeps his gun trained on my mother. There’s some kind of device made of black
            metal strapped to him like a backpack. It emits a faint orange glow, like the flames of the Dauntless computer.
         

         
         “Why is my daughter here?” my mother demands. Her hand flexes at her side like she wants to grab something, but there’s nothing
            there.
         

         
         Eric’s eyes shift to me and then narrow.

         
         “I brought her as insurance,” Evelyn replies. “Just in case we ran into you. And since you sent her to me as a spy . . .”
            Evelyn shrugs. “I thought that was more likely than not.”
         

         
         My stomach lurches. I try not to react.

         
         My mother says, “I did no such thing.”

         
         “Oh, so you never encouraged it? Never used the death of her friend to inspire her to action? Never manipulated her?” Evelyn’s
            tone is that bitter, dry one I recognize from talking to Tobias. Like coffee grounds, or citrus peel.
         

         
         I want to protest. My mother never told me to do anything. She only presented me with options: Stay or go. Forget or find
            the truth.
         

         
         But she knew what you would do, a little voice in my head reminds me. She told you who to talk to, where to start looking.

         
         Evelyn says, “Next time, teach her not to go so hard so fast. It’s what gave her away.”

         
         I should have known last night, when she commented on me being manipulative. I should have known I couldn’t outsmart Evelyn.
         

         
         Evelyn turns to Sly and jerks her chin toward the door to Marcus’s bedroom. “Look for any sign of where the council leader
            went. And you—” She gives Eric a pointed look. “What are you doing here?”
         

         
         “I’m ensuring that you keep your word,” Eric says. “Marcus Eaton’s death is critical to our mutual success.” His eyes narrow
            as he looks at me. “I thought this one was your spy.”
         

         
         “Our exchange was weapons and trains for Marcus Eaton,” Evelyn says. “So where’s Marcus Eaton?”

         
         A boy with light brown hair emerges from Marcus’s bedroom. He’s wearing Dauntless black, just like Eric. There’s a gun tucked
            under the waistband of his pants.
         

         
         “No sign of him on the fire escape. Bed’s made, so he didn’t leave in a hurry,” the boy reports. “Someone must have warned
            him.”
         

         
         “I bet I know who it was,” Eric says, his gun still trained on my mother.

         
         Despite the knot of suspicion deep in my gut, I feel the pull toward my mother like I’m a fish on a line, reeled in by the
            loyalty in my blood. I want to plant myself right between her and Eric’s gun; I want to let her throw her arms around me and
            hide my face in her shoulder, the way she did when I was a child. Instead I stay still, aware of Sly standing behind me, armed;
            aware of Evelyn’s fingers tightening around the grip of her weapon.
         

         
         “Let Beatrice leave,” my mother says. “She’s a child.”

         
         “That’s convenient. She’s old enough to defect from her faction to do your bidding, but now that she’s no longer useful to
            you, she’s a child?” Evelyn gives a short laugh. “I brought her here for a reason. Gretchen?”
         

         
         Behind me, I hear the click of a bullet sliding into place. I flinch. I’m aware of the gun close to my ear, though Gretchen
            isn’t touching me.
         

         
         Suddenly I’m back in my fear simulation, my heart pounding so hard I can feel it behind my eyes. Do it, Weaver says, pressing the cold barrel to my head. All I felt then was fear. And fear is all I feel now, my thoughts scattered,
            my body frozen.
         

         
         “Tell me where Marcus is, Natalie,” Evelyn says. “Or I’ll tell my associate to shoot.”

         
         There’s a sneer in Eric’s voice. “Seems rumors of your ruthlessness were not exaggerated.”

         
         I try to slow my breathing. To be present, the way I am at target practice, staring down the barrel of a gun. I’ve felt this fear before, in the simulation room. Gun
            to my head, my father’s life at risk, the way my mother’s is now. This is just a mirror image of what I encountered in my
            own mind.
         

         
         I can think my way through this. I have to.

         
         “I don’t know where Marcus is.” My mother’s voice is calm and level. Her eyes are locked on me. “If I did, I would tell you.”

         
         “I don’t believe you.”

         
         “You’ve ensured my cooperation by threatening my daughter,” my mother replies. “You should check Abnegation headquarters.
            Maybe he was working late.”
         

         
         “Already did that. No sign of him,” Eric’s voice is oddly musical. “If you didn’t come here for the council leader, how do
            you explain your presence here?”
         

         
         I can’t think about my mother. I have to think about the gun pointed at my head. I remember Tobias grabbing the weapon right
            out of Jove’s hands at the Rookery. I remember Gretchen refusing to teach me how to throw a punch. I remember Christina offering
            to teach me instead. If someone tries to hurt you, they’re not going to be expecting someone like you to fight back. Especially not Gretchen, who saw me as a waste of time.
         

         
         If I’m going to do something, I’m only going to have one shot at it.

         
         “I’m not looking for Marcus,” my mother says. “He has something I need. I thought maybe he kept it here. That’s why I’m here.”

         
         I see a flash of movement at my mother’s side—both of her hands splayed wide. I watch as she lowers one finger, and another,
            and another.
         

         
         It’s a countdown. Seven, six, five.

         
         “But you came because you knew he wouldn’t be here,” Evelyn says. “How did you know that, if it wasn’t you who warned him
            away?”
         

         
         Four, three.

         
         “This is a waste of time. You need to give her a real reason to talk,” Eric says, and he turns, pointing his gun, not at my
            head, but at my shoulder.
         

         
         Two.

         
         “Like a flesh wound,” he says.

         
         One.

         
         He fires.

         
         But I’m already moving. My entire body prickles with adrenaline as I turn, grabbing Gretchen’s wrist with one hand as I elbow
            her hard with the other. I hit her in the cheek, and she lurches back, releasing the gun in her panic. I duck low and grab
            it, then get my hand on the door handle.
         

         
         My hearing is muffled from the gunshot. All I can think is Run, run, run. I throw the door open and dive into the hallway.
         

         
         All the sounds and sights of the world are spilling back into my mind. I hear Evelyn snapping at Eric and Eric shouting, “Go
            after them!”
         

         
         I feel something heavy against my back. I wrench away from it, screaming into my teeth, before I realize it’s my mother’s
            arm pressing me down so I have no choice but to hunch. She shoves me toward the stairwell, her chest right up against my spine—using
            herself as a shield.
         

         
         We’re in the stairwell, and my mother is running up instead of down.
         

         
         “Mom—” My lips feel numb. “Where are we—”

         
         “Up and over,” she says to me. “We have to confuse them.”

         
         I stumble up the stairs and follow her through the door on level three. Together we sprint down the hallway. There’s a basket
            of rolls in front of one of the apartment doors, bundled in gray cloth—a gift for a neighbor.
         

         
         “Abigail Baker’s!” my mother calls out. Abigail Baker, council member, has a soft voice and teaches a yearly driving workshop
            for potential bus volunteers. She was also complicit in my father’s attempt to erase my memory.
         

         
         My mother shoves her way through the door at the end of the hallway. It opens for her. I hear footsteps somewhere behind me,
            and even though my legs are burning, I throw myself forward, into the open apartment. I close the door behind us, and lock
            it.
         

         
         The apartment is dim, the curtains drawn over the windows. It’s a mirror image of Marcus’s place, with the bedroom on the
            right side instead of the left, and a small galley kitchen right beside me. My mother is standing in the doorway to Abigail
            Baker’s bedroom, her hand on the frame.
         

         
         For a moment she’s quiet. Then she looks over her shoulder at me.

         
         “I don’t want you to see this,” she says. “But we have to go out the back.”

         
         “You don’t want me to see . . . what?”

         
         But I know already. Only one thing could make my mother’s voice sound like that. So quiet, almost reverent. I walk to the
            doorway and look over her shoulder.
         

         
         Abigail Baker is lying on the bed, her body draped over the bottom of the mattress, like she was trying to run but got tangled
            in the sheets. Her hair is covering her face. There’s a patch of dark blood on her chest, soaking through her nightgown. She’s
            very still.
         

         
         I go just as still. There’s something about the way her arm is stretched out, beseeching, that reminds me of an old painting.
            But my stomach turns when I look at the dark, wet red of the bullet wound in her chest.
         

         
         I close my eyes.

         
         “We have to go,” my mother says.

         
         “Who—” I say, and I can’t quite finish the question. “Why—”
         

         
         “There are Dauntless in the streets,” she says. “Young. Initiates, maybe. They’re targeting the council. Caleb came to us
            an hour ago to warn us the attack was coming.” I feel her hands on my shoulders, and I open my eyes. That hard look she was
            wearing a few minutes ago, the one that made her look like a stranger, is gone. She’s my mother again. “Beatrice, we have
            to run.”
         

         
         I remember Eric shouting Go after them! I cross the room and open the back door. There are wooden stairs that zigzag down to a stone patio, and beyond it, the alley
            behind Building A. I start to run, the heavy, still feeling of looking at Abigail Baker’s body fading to the background.
         

         
         We run into the alley, toward the street. The sun hasn’t yet crept over the horizon. Soon the earliest risers in Abnegation
            will be awake, meditating, preparing breakfast for their loved ones, already on their hands and knees in the community gardens,
            tending to the plants. I hear a gunshot in the distance.
         

         
         My mother is about to step out of the alley when I hear running footsteps. I yank her back just before two Dauntless rush
            past us. I recognize one of them from my classes. A girl, the one who’s always laughing. Uriah’s friend.
         

         
         She isn’t laughing now. Her eyes are glazed, her jaw clenched. I tense in anticipation of her seeing us, but she doesn’t see
            us, doesn’t even look in our direction. There’s something not right about her.
         

         
         “They must be in a simulation,” I say once the footsteps have faded.

         
         “You might be right about that,” my mother says. “Let’s go.”

         
         We run side by side. Everything looks so normal. A quiet street, cracked but clean. The windows of Abnegation headquarters,
            clean and polished and dark. Another gunshot, and I wonder if that one hit my father. I shudder involuntarily at the memory
            of his body on the floor in the fear simulation. The back of his head—
         

         
         “There! They’re right there!” a voice calls out, and there’s another gunshot.

         
         “Run!” my mother screams, and I do.

         
         A dark shape barrels out of the alley from the side and slams into me. I fall, smacking my head on the pavement. The boy from
            Marcus’s apartment, the one with the light brown hair, grabs my arm and wrenches me to my feet.
         

         
         I twist, trying to get away from him, but his fingers only tighten around my arm. He’s stronger than I am; much stronger. I dig my heels into the pavement, and he yanks me forward, half dragging and half carrying me until I’m pressed
            up against a brick wall.
         

         
         Then the cold barrel of the gun is against my head. In that moment, all I can think is that I’m just getting started. Just
            getting to know what I’m good at and what I’m not, who I am and who I’m not and who I could be. I’m just starting to understand
            what people mean when they say they’re in love. Everything I feel and everything I am is a tiny shoot poking out of the dirt—it’s
            only the start of something, and this boy is about to take it away.
         

         
         “Sorry,” he whispers.

         
         Instead of resignation, all I feel is want. I want to live. I want to survive. I want I want I want—
         

         
         I hear a bang, and I wonder if it’s another gunshot in the distance, or if it’s the one that’s about to kill me. Maybe time
            slows down in the moments before you die, so you can hear everything leading up to it; maybe a part of me really will live
            on, like the religious leaders of my youth taught me, maybe—
         

         
         “Go!” my mother screams, and just like I did when I first jumped on a train, I trust her. I lurch to the side and start running.
            It’s only as I’m moving away from the alley that I piece together what just happened: The bang was my mother firing at the
            boy.
         

         
         I look over my shoulder to see the boy, still alive, grabbing his arm with a look of agony on his face. My mother is right
            behind me, her eyes wide.
         

         
         I run. I sprint across the street. I can hear her feet chasing mine, and another set—the boy’s, as he pursues us.

         
         My mother catches up to me and grabs my hand.

         
         “Push through that door!” she says, and I don’t question which door, I just shove the first one I see. I stumble into the
            water-reclamation building across the street from Abnegation headquarters.
         

         
         My mother pulls the door closed behind us and grabs a nearby chair to shove it under the door handle.

         
         We’re in a huge warehouse space, with a water tank in the center of it, twice as wide as it is tall, like a giant bowl. My
            mother’s hand is sweaty as she tugs me around the tank. The door we just went through shudders; he’s trying to kick it down.
         

         
         I think we’re going to keep running, but my mother turns to me, instead. She reaches under the collar of her shirt.

         
         “We don’t have much time.” She tugs on a chain and pulls a locket up from beneath her clothes. She drags it over her head,
            pulling some of the pins out of her hair as she does. “Take this. You can use it to find my journal; it’ll tell you everything
            you need to know. I hope it’ll help you understand that I did what I had to do.”
         

         
         I feel the nag of dread, insistent as a child tugging on my hand to get my attention. I take the locket and drop it over my
            head. Its weight settles against my sternum. Her eyes are insistent on mine.
         

         
         The door shudders again. And again.

         
         My mother gives me the gun she’s holding. She wasn’t holding it a few minutes ago, so she must have taken it from whoever
            attacked us in the street.
         

         
         “Take this, too. You might need a backup.” She reaches behind her, under her jacket, to take out another weapon. This one
            has a fluorescent strip on its side—it’s a needle gun. She turns the safety off, and says, “Go to the meeting point to find
            your father. Do you remember that old church you always wanted to go into as a kid? And your father told you it was too dangerous?
            Well, that was a lie, it’s perfectly safe—”
         

         
         “Stop! Stop talking like you’re not coming with me,” I say.

         
         The gun feels so heavy.

         
         She gives me a soft smile. “I’ll be right behind you, Beatrice.”

         
         “I don’t understand why—”

         
         The door opens with a loud crash.

         
         “Because I’m the parent, and you’re the child,” she says. “Go. Now.”

         
         She pushes me, firmly enough that I have to step back. And once I step back, I see the boy charging through the door with
            his gun raised. He fires, and the sound echoes in the warehouse, in my head, in my chest—pain shrieks down my arm, and heat, so fierce I feel like I’ve been stuck with a hot poker—
         

         
         I just barely keep my hold on my own gun, but I don’t even think of firing it. I see my mother step out from behind the water
            tank with her weapon held up, but it’s full of needles, not bullets—
         

         
         She fires.

         
         He fires.

         
         I see her fall, staggering back like she’s been punched. Her words echo in my mind, “Go. Now.” The boy is staring at my mother, lying on the ground with her arms at a strange angle. His eyes are so wide I can see the
            whites around the irises, his body is shaking so hard—
         

         
         I wait for my mother to stand.

         
         I wait.

         
         Go. Now.

         
         She doesn’t move.

         
         Go! Now!

         
         I run. I push through the back door and I’m on the street, I’m running. I’m doing what she told me to do. I’m doing what I’m
            supposed to do. I run so hard my lungs burn, my legs burn.
         

         
         I hear myself making sounds—horrible, heaving sounds, like I’m about to throw up. I can’t see, and that’s how I realize I’m
            crying. Sobbing. But it’s like some of the threads between my mind and my body have been cut. I can feel myself shuddering
            with the force of it all, but I’m detached from it; it means nothing.
         

         
         It means nothing.

         
         I keep running.
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            Chapter 54
Four

         
         Will has only been Dauntless for a couple months, so his physical stamina isn’t quite what it could be, and I’m the faster
            runner anyway. I put an entire block between us in no time, then take a winding path through the alleys of the Abnegation
            sector, the same one Tris and I took the other day when we visited her mother.
         

         
         I get to Building A, and walk through the lobby to the elevators. I jab the button for the tenth floor, and as the elevator
            doors close, I see Peter marching toward the entrance.
         

         
         I close my eyes as the elevator rises. I’m going to beat him to the apartment, but only by a few seconds. I’ll need to be
            ready.
         

         
         When the elevator stops, I run down the hallway and around the corner to the Prior apartment. I don’t knock; I just open the
            door and step into the entryway.
         

         
         “Natalie?” I call out. I see movement in the hallway.

         
         Andrew Prior looks like most Abnegation men his age. Short brown hair, graying a little, cropped close to his head. Clean-shaven.
            Dressed in the usual drab uniform. He’s taller than average, but not as tall as me.
         

         
         What startles me is that he looks like Tris. Not his eyes, which are brown, but the stubborn set of his mouth, and his long,
            thin face. And more than that, the way he looks at me, analyzing me with one glance.
         

         
         “You’re not under the simulation,” he says to me.

         
         I shake my head. “Someone’s coming who is.”

         
         A familiar face appears over Andrew’s shoulder, peeking out into the hallway.

         
         My father.

         
         “Tobias?” he says.

         
         “Get back in there and close the door,” I snap. “Both of you.”

         
         They don’t do as I say, but I don’t have time to tell them again. I stand on the hinge side of the front door, so that when
            it opens, it will cover me. I close my eyes and listen to the footsteps in the hallway, not running but still urgent. The
            Dauntless never learn to be stealthy; there’s no reason for them to.
         

         
         The knob turns, and the door opens. I catch it in one hand and shove it forward so it hits Peter hard in the shoulder. He
            stumbles back into the corner of the entryway.
         

         
         I grab for his wrist and wrench it to the side, trying to get him to release the gun. But his other hand is free; he punches
            me in the arm and then in the face, catching my mouth with his knuckles. Adrenaline erases the pain of it; I shove my shoulder
            into his chest as hard as I can. The gun clatters to the ground.
         

         
         Peter throws me off him, and I stagger back a few steps. He lunges at me, both hands high, like he intends to grab my throat.
            I slip to the side and grab his arm. All I need to do is get him back into the hallway and lock him out of the apartment without
            his weapon.
         

         
         He twists, slipping my grasp, and elbows me—or he tries to, anyway, because I catch his elbow in my palm and shove him, my
            boots squeaking on the tile. I see an opening, and uppercut him hard in the gut.
         

         
         It should be more satisfying than it is, punching Peter. But there’s no recognition in his eyes, only pain.

         
         He hunches over, and I use his moment of distraction to push him into the hallway again. Then I bring the door closed between
            us, and lock it.
         

         
         I stand there for a moment, breathing hard. I taste copper—that punch must have hit me harder than I thought. I wipe the blood
            from my mouth and straighten. It’s time to face him.
         

         
         Andrew Prior and Marcus are staring at me with alarm. I pick up the gun from the tile, check the magazine, and flip on the
            safety.
         

         
         “How did you know they were coming?” I ask.

         
         “I was warned,” Andrew says. “And I warned the council leader, in turn.”

         
         I notice he doesn’t call Marcus my father. Probably because he disowned me the day I chose Dauntless.

         
         The doorknob jiggles, presumably as Peter tries it from the other side. I glance back at the dead bolt, wondering how old
            it is. But I think it will hold long enough for us to get out of here.
         

         
         I ask, “Who warned you?”

         
         “My wife, first,” Andrew says. “And then my son.”

         
         Caleb steps out of the bedroom where they were all hiding. He’s in layers of blue, still with that look he had in the simulation
            room, like someone trying to be older and more sophisticated than they are.
         

         
         I don’t know whether to be surprised that he chose his family over his faction. I don’t know Caleb at all, since Tris hasn’t
            talked about him. So I just nod.
         

         
         “We have to get you out of here,” I say. I force myself to look at Marcus. “Both of you. Where’s the fire escape?”

         
         “I’m not going to abandon my faction in their moment of greatest distress,” Marcus says.

         
         “Fine,” I say, abruptly losing my patience. “Stay here and let them hand you over to Evelyn, then. I have it on good authority
            that she wants you dead.”
         

         
         My heart is racing, some deep part of me afraid he’s going to smack me across the face for speaking to him that way. His eyes
            harden like that’s exactly what he wants to do, but he won’t, not in front of Andrew. Not where anyone else can see.
         

         
         “Evelyn?” Caleb asks. “As in, Evelyn Eaton?”

         
         “He can explain the big Abnegation conspiracy to pretend my mother’s dead some other time,” I snap. “The fire escape. Now.”

         
         “We have to meet Natalie,” Andrew says. “At a church just south of here.”

         
         “Fine. Lead the way.”

         
         

         The climb down the fire escape makes me hyperventilate. I have no idea how Tris ever climbed it all the way to the roof. It’s
            old and unstable, swaying a little with each step I take.
         

         
         But I’m used to panic. Used to making fear, not nonexistent, but unimportant. I try to slow down my breathing as I run down
            the steps, Peter’s gun in one hand, my father at my heels. I can feel him like a specter haunting me, prickling at the back
            of my neck. It makes me so tense that by the time we reach the street, my shoulders are aching.
         

         
         I usher them all in front of me so I can keep an eye on all of them. We run in silence for a while before I hear the first
            gunshot, a loud snap in the distance. I see black out of the corner of my eye and turn to shoot without hesitating, aiming
            low so I don’t kill anyone under a simulation.
         

         
         I hit Marlene in the leg. She screams and staggers into a wall, her legs giving way beneath her. But the gun is still in her
            hand. She raises it.
         

         
         I dive at the person closest to me—who just happens to be my father. I put my hand on his head and force it down as the gun
            goes off. The bullet hits the brick a foot to our left; Marlene’s never been the best shot. Brick dust sprays across the side
            of my face.
         

         
         “Run!” I scream, even though we were already running.

         
         We sprint to the end of the block, and turn the corner. I don’t think Marlene will be able to chase us, but the gunshot will
            draw attention, and I don’t know what the simulation will do with that attention.
         

         
         I can see the church up ahead, an elaborate structure of warm gray stone with a green domed roof. It’s caved in on one side,
            and most of its windows are broken or boarded up. Andrew seems to know where he’s going; he runs around the building to a
            door on the side, and shoves it open with his shoulder.
         

         
         The sanctuary beyond is dark and dusty and empty. I turn to Caleb.

         
         “What does this simulation do, exactly?” I say.

         
         “I don’t know,” Caleb says, his eyes wide. “I don’t have all the details, I just know that the council is in danger.”

         
         I narrow my eyes. “And how do you know that?”

         
         “Someone’s coming,” Andrew says from deeper in the sanctuary. He’s looking out one of the windows in the front, a stained
            glass depiction of a saint.
         

         
         I hold up my gun, pointing it at the door as the footsteps come closer and closer. Then: a flash of gold hair, and bright
            blue eyes, wet with tears.
         

         
         Tris.
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            Chapter 55
Tris

         
         I can’t feel my fingers.

         
         I close the door behind me before I move into the church sanctuary, so I know my fingers are still working, but I can’t feel them.
         

         
         My father steps in front of me, and sets his hands on my shoulders. I hiss as he makes contact with the wound in my arm, but
            the pain isn’t what makes me pull away from him; it’s the weight. The weight of his hands, dragging me down when I’m already
            so heavy, is unbearable.
         

         
         “Your mother?” he asks me, his hands still raised, hovering in the air over where I was just standing.

         
         There’s something dangerous in the question. Or maybe in the answer. I can’t tell him what happened, because that will make
            it real. But I have to tell him what happened, because I can’t carry it alone.
         

         
         “She saved my life,” I say, and then I choke on the next words, and I can’t continue.

         
         Sometimes I feel like a child. Small and uncertain, only pretending at adulthood. But watching my father realize that his
            wife is—
         

         
         dead, a small voice in my mind whispers—
         

         
         I’ve never felt so old.

         
         His face falls. Mouth gone slack, eyes empty. Like a doll of him instead of the real him. Caleb chokes on a sob. Suddenly
            I can’t stand to be here, watching them react to this when I’m the one who had to see it, I’m the one who had to watch.
         

         
         I feel a tug on my sleeve. Tobias materializes from the dark, like I dreamed him into being. He guides me away from my father,
            away from Caleb.
         

         
         “Sit,” he says, his voice soft. I obey, and it’s a relief to finally let myself stop. I set my gun down on the pew beside
            me. My fingers ache from holding it so tightly.
         

         
         We’re in the church I always wanted to see the inside of, I remember. It’s too dark to see much of it. But the walls—every
            inch of them is painted with figures too worn to identify, with plants and shapes and flourishes. It’s a kind of excess I’ve
            never known.
         

         
         Tobias kneels in front of me on the dusty tile. He frowns up at me, his cool fingers touching my cheek and then hovering over
            my arm.
         

         
         “Can I look at it?” he says.

         
         Out of the corner of my eye I see Caleb and my father clutched together, Caleb’s head buried in my father’s shoulder as he
            sobs. I feel like there’s something selfish in that, my brother daring to take comfort from a man who’s just lost his wife.
         

         
         Because I’m the parent, and you’re the child.

         
         I shudder. Tobias is pulling my jacket down and away from my arm. I look down at the wound. It’s a bloody mess. He prods it,
            gently, squinting through the dark to look at it.
         

         
         “I think the bullet went right through you,” he says. He stands, tapping my shoulder. “There’s the exit wound.”

         
         “Is that good?” I ask him.

         
         “Very,” he replies. “We just need to wrap it until we can get you to a doctor.”

         
         “Here,” a deep voice says.

         
         I look up to see Marcus Eaton standing off to the side, holding out a bundle of fabric. It’s his shirt—he still has an undershirt
            on, with his gray jacket over it, but he must have taken off his middle layer.
         

         
         “Use it to bind the wound,” he says.

         
         The sight of him makes rage surge inside me so suddenly that I feel sick. How can he stand to put on that sympathetic expression,
            that gentle voice, when he’s such a monster beneath them both? I still remember the way he looked when he raised a hand to
            his son. Wild. Out of control.
         

         
         Tobias takes the shirt and starts ripping the fabric.

         
         I hear, off in the distance, another gunshot. I think of Abigail Baker, lying on the bed, her arm outstretched. There are
            twenty-five council members. How many of them are still alive? How many of them will stay alive, with simulation-bound Dauntless hunting them down?
         

         
         “We have to go.”

         
         “We’re not going anywhere right now.” Tobias is standing in front of me, now, one leg between my knees and the other kneeling
            on the pew so he can wrap a strip of fabric around my arm. He ties it tight, then grabs another one.
         

         
         “No, I mean . . . we need to go to Dauntless headquarters,” I say. “That’s where the simulation must be coming from, if it’s
            affecting only Dauntless initiates.”
         

         
         “Are you sure?” Caleb’s voice sounds rough, but he’s no longer sobbing, at least. He clears his throat. “How would the computer
            reach that far?”
         

         
         “Signal repeater,” Tobias says without looking away from me. “Eric’s wearing one.”

         
         “A portable signal repeater? That sounds—” Caleb starts, but I interrupt him.

         
         “This won’t stop until the simulation stops,” I say.

         
         I can feel the grief inside me like a gathering storm. The tension of it, and the rumble of thunder in the distance, and the
            dark clouds amassing. But it’s not here yet. Right now, I’m still in the numbness of shock.
         

         
         I may as well make use of it.

         
         Tobias studies me for a few seconds and then nods.

         
         “Okay,” he says. “We’ll go.”

         
         “She doesn’t need to do that,” my father says. “Look at her, she’s—”

         
         I stand up, holding my injured arm against my stomach. “You’re welcome to stay here. But I’m going.”

         
         “I am not leaving you alone with this,” my father says softly.

         
         Bitter words come to me then. Angry words. And true words, too—that I remember what he tried to do to me in the Memory Vault,
            that I know he and my mother were fighting. I swallow them all down.
         

         
         “We’ll go together,” Marcus says as if it’s decided already. “Lead the way.”

         
         

         It feels like I’m dreaming. There can’t be a reality where I’m racing down the street in the Abnegation sector with Marcus
            Eaton at my heels, a bullet wound in my arm and a gun in my hand. Or where I’m running along a train platform behind my brother,
            screaming at him to jump. Or where I’m watching the sunrise from between the passing buildings, its light diffused by the
            cloud cover, and listening to Tobias talking to my brother.
         

         
         “That update you installed on the Dauntless computer,” he’s saying. “You didn’t know what it was?”

         
         “No, of course not,” Caleb says.

         
         “You didn’t ask?”

         
         “Jeanine said it was a system update.”

         
         I look over my shoulder and meet my father’s eyes. I know we’re thinking the same thing: Jeanine. Not “Representative Matthews,” or “Ms. Matthews,” but “Jeanine.” Caleb’s on a first-name basis with the representative of
            Erudite.
         

         
         Neither of us mentions it. I don’t see the point, not right now. Faction loyalties have never felt farther away from me than
            they do right now.
         

         
         “Tobias,” I say as the train rises. We must be getting close to the jumping point, where the train coasts alongside the top
            of a building for a brief time before dipping back down again. A Dauntless absurdity rendered even more absurd by what’s going
            on right now.
         

         
         “All right, line up,” Tobias says. “When I say go, jump as far as you can. Don’t hesitate.”

         
         “We’re going to jump off?” Caleb says.
         

         
         “You can always stay behind,” I tell him. “We can meet you later.”

         
         Caleb shakes his head a little too hard. “No. I’m the only one who knows how the simulation code works.”

         
         I don’t argue. Maybe he, like me, feels the need to do something right now instead of thinking about what just happened. And it’s not my place to talk him out of it. So I just stand
            at the edge of the doorway, my father and Marcus in front of me as they prepare to jump, Caleb, Tobias, and me in a line behind
            them. I check that the safety of the gun I’m carrying is on. I don’t want to risk firing it while I jump.
         

         
         The train pulls alongside the roof’s edge, and Tobias shouts, “Go!”

         
         My father and Marcus jump, and without thinking about it, I step forward and launch myself from the train. A weightless moment,
            and my feet slam into the rooftop, sending gravel in every direction. I stumble forward to recover my balance.
         

         
         Caleb fell when he landed, but he made it on the roof. Tobias holds out a hand to help him to his feet. I notice he doesn’t
            even look at his father when he walks forward to the other side of the roof. It’s like he’s pretending Marcus doesn’t exist.
            I’m trying to do the same.
         

         
         “Now what?” Marcus asks.

         
         “Now we jump,” I say, as I walk past him.

         
         I stand on the edge of the roof, with Tobias a few paces behind me. The numbness is making me bold. I reach my free hand back,
            the way I did in his fear landscape, when I knew we had to jump off the Hub to move past his fear of heights. He takes it,
            and comes to stand beside me.
         

         
         “See you at the bottom,” I say to him.

         
         I step off the roof.

         
         Nothing in my life has prepared me for this: falling through the air like a stone, the air rushing around my body and gravity
            drawing me down, the horrifying emptiness of nothing beneath me, nothing to hold on to, nothing to stop me from hitting the
            ground—
         

         
         Then the net swallows us both, wrapping around us with taut, hard fibers and then flattening. My arm aches. I let out a strangled
            laugh. I think of talking to Christina and Colin about Dauntless initiation, how Colin didn’t think he could have jumped.
            I guess now I know that I could have.
         

         
         I hook my fingers in the net and pull myself to the side, where a metal bar holds the net’s edge in place. Tobias swings his
            legs over the side and drops down to a platform. I try to do the same, but it’s hard with my arm still injured and my body
            trembling from the rush of adrenaline. I manage to tumble over the edge, and his hands steady me, one on my waist and the
            other on the side of my neck.
         

         
         I stand in front of him, looking up into his eyes. I don’t feel anything right now, but thinking of the way he was so careful
            with me in the church sanctuary, but didn’t ask me if I was okay as if that was a valid question, didn’t try to get me to
            talk about it—it almost breaks through the static in my mind. Here with what’s left of my family, why do I feel like he’s
            the only one who actually knows me?
         

         
         I turn to see a gray shape falling through the open space above us and hitting the net with a slap. My father’s limbs flail
            as he searches for stability, and then he rolls to the side of the net, and Tobias offers him a hand. He grabs it, and sits
            on the metal bar so that he can drop down to the platform.
         

         
         Caleb goes next, and as he falls I think I see a dark patch on the back of his shirt, covered up by his jacket—almost like
            he was bleeding, or something. But when he rolls to the side, he seems fine.
         

         
         Tobias jumps down from the platform before Marcus lands in the net, so my father helps the council leader instead. I join
            Tobias on the ground, the map of Dauntless headquarters unfurling in my mind. At the end of this long hallway, we’ll reach
            the Pit. We’ll climb the path that wraps around the Pit up to the top, and we’ll be a few short hallways away from the simulation
            room.
         

         
         “Let’s go,” I say, when the others have made it off the platform. My legs are aching and trembling from exertion, but I force
            myself to run anyway, my gun now in both hands, slightly in front of me, just in case. My arm is more painful now than it
            has been so far, burning and aching every time my feet touch the ground. I try to ignore it.
         

         
         It’s too early for most of Dauntless to be awake. It’ll probably be another hour before anyone learns about what’s happening
            in Abnegation, if Erudite even releases a report. We run through the patches of darkness and pools of light that come from
            the emergency lamps, and reach the bottom of the Pit.
         

         
         “Why is there such a powerful river here?” Caleb says in between panting breaths.

         
         Tobias, scanning the Pit path, touches a finger to his lips. I follow his gaze, and all I see is stillness. The lively marketplace
            is empty. But if I was Jeanine Matthews, planning this kind of attack, I wouldn’t leave the simulation unguarded.
         

         
         We run up the Pit path, Tobias and me with our weapons drawn, Marcus and Andrew panting at the back of the group. I listen
            to the stone scuffing our feet with every step, our heavy breaths, every sound amplified by the emptiness of this cavern.
            We make it to the top, and our footsteps slow as Tobias leads us down the hallway that will take us to the simulation room.
         

         
         I hear voices around the corner ahead and touch Tobias’s arm to stop him. Then I creep forward, my heart racing, to get as
            close to the wall’s edge as I can.
         

         
         “—long is left?”

         
         I recognize that voice, though I’m having trouble placing it.

         
         “The simulation lasts until the job is done,” another voice replies, clear and even. That one I have no trouble placing: That’s
            the Mender.
         

         
         I knew Hemlock was involved with this, but I thought I understood the scope of the bargain they made: They supply the weapons
            and the transportation, and Evelyn gets Marcus Eaton. But it seems they’re more connected than I realized, if they’re the
            ones tasked with guarding the simulation room. I wonder what kind of deal Evelyn made with Jeanine. How deep it goes.
         

         
         It should shock me, maybe. But at this point, I’ve been let down too many times by too many people to be shocked.

         
         “So you’re saying it could be hours,” the other voice says. I recognize it now; that’s Boots, the one who still calls me “Priss.”
            “What do I do if I have to take a piss?”
         

         
         “Hold it in like a big boy,” the Mender replies.

         
         I look back at the gun in Tobias’s hand, and then up at his face. I’m sure he’s capable of shooting both Boots and the Mender,
            but maybe not before they shoot him back. And I’m not interested in anyone becoming a killer if they don’t have to. I wave
            the others back, and we retreat to the end of the corridor.
         

         
         “You said there’s another way in,” I say to Tobias.

         
         He nods.

         
         “Some of us could stay here and make sure they don’t move from their posts,” I say, pointing behind me. “The others could
            go in the back.”
         

         
         “I’ll stay,” my father says. “Marcus and I will only be a liability if you need to be stealthy.”

         
         I say, “If they move, you’ll have to shoot them. Are you going to be able to do that?”

         
         In response my father just holds out his hand, palm up, for my gun. Tobias raises an eyebrow.

         
         “If my daughter is at risk,” my father says, meeting my eyes, “I’ll do what needs to be done.”

         
         Somewhere beneath the numbness I feel is an ache at being called his daughter again, at the utter commitment that I see in
            his eyes. I hold it at bay.
         

         
         I give my father my weapon, and Tobias shows him the safety. My father holds it with surprising confidence, and I wonder if
            my mother taught him how to do it, or if he, like her, has some history I don’t know. As I pass him, he reaches out and touches
            my hair, the side of my head. He offers me a weak smile.
         

         
         “See you soon,” I say, and I hope it’s the truth.

         
         

         Caleb, Tobias, and I go back to the top of the Pit path and then up the stairs that lead to the glass building above us. Through
            the glass floor, I can see all the way down to the churning water of the chasm. Tobias leads us across the gleaming lobby
            to an unmarked door with no handle. There’s just a strip of metal that sticks out from the wall. He tugs it, and the door
            opens.
         

         
         The service hallway beyond it is dark and dank. It smells like mildew. There are pipes running through the walls, warm and
            thrumming. We go down a staircase and around the corner, where an emergency lamp signals the end of the hallway.
         

         
         Tobias pushes the door open, slowly and carefully, in case someone waits for us inside the simulation room. Nothing happens.
            The room is empty.
         

         
         “Here,” Tobias says, offering me his gun. “I’ll see what I can do with the computer.”

         
         It occurs to me that this unguarded room, and the fire exit we just used, feel like an oversight. Jeanine Matthews knows this
            exit exists, and she left it unguarded? I would have guessed she would be too detail-oriented for that. I think about saying
            something as Tobias kneels next to the cauldron of flames that serves as the Dauntless computer terminal.
         

         
         “Stop the simulation,” Tobias says, his tone commanding. The flames freeze.

         
         And then I notice Caleb taking off his jacket, and drawing a gun that’s holstered beneath it.

         
         He points it at the back of Tobias’s head.

         
         “You’re both going to do exactly what I say,” Caleb says. “Or this will get messy.”
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Tris

         
         “Caleb,” I say in a low, calm voice that’s the exact opposite of how I feel. “What are you doing?”

         
         The gun is all black—loaded with bullets, not needles—and he holds it like he’s held one before. It’s as if he set off a fire
            alarm in my mind. A shrieking, pulsing kind of panic that takes over my entire body.
         

         
         “Caleb,” I say again.

         
         “Put your gun on the floor,” Caleb says to me. “And step back.”

         
         “I will if you will,” I say.

         
         “Just do it, Beatrice!” Caleb snaps, and there’s something in his voice that makes me listen. He’s not trembling, like that boy who almost
            killed me in the alley next to Abnegation headquarters. He’s steady.
         

         
         He is, somehow, ready for this.

         
         I bend down slowly and set my gun on the ground. I take a step back.

         
         Tobias, kneeling in front of my brother with his hands still immersed in the simulated flames, has gone completely still.

         
         “This isn’t like you, Caleb,” I say. “You don’t want to hurt anyone.”

         
         “I don’t, that’s correct,” Caleb says evenly. “But I made a deal with Jeanine to save our father’s life, and I intend to keep
            my end of it.” He pushes the barrel of the gun into Tobias’s skull. “Put my sister under a simulation. She doesn’t need to
            be a part of this.”
         

         
         I think of our nighttime talks, growing up. How I would slide my window open and breathe in the night air and tell him whatever
            I was worried about. How he responded in such measured tones, every time, helping me think through whatever the problem was.
            He was always calm, my brother, and I assumed it was because he was so focused on helping me. But maybe that calm was colder
            than I realized.
         

         
         Maybe I don’t know anyone at all. I didn’t know my mother was anything more than a devoted Abnegation wife and mother. I didn’t
            know my father was capable of manipulating my mind. I didn’t know Marcus was violent, or that Evelyn would threaten to kill
            me just to get my mother to talk. And I didn’t know my brother was this.
         

         
         But I should have, shouldn’t I? When I went to visit him in Erudite headquarters, he didn’t try to help me. He didn’t stop
            them from taking me away. He barely seemed happy to see me.
         

         
         Why can’t I see what’s right in front of me, even now?

         
         “Caleb,” I say, my voice now choked.

         
         Caleb still isn’t looking at me. He’s focused on where he’s pointing his gun.

         
         Tobias raises his eyes to mine.

         
         “Just do it,” I say to him. “Do whatever he tells you.”

         
         And the simulation swallows me whole.
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         The barrel was cold when Caleb first pressed it to my head, but it’s warm now. It feels wrong, somehow. The nearness of death—just
            centimeters from my skull, in fact—should be cold, and stay cold.
         

         
         But I guess death isn’t some exceptional thing. It feels extraordinary to the person being threatened with it, but it’s actually
            one of the most ordinary things that exists. Everything that lives dies.
         

         
         I watch Tris’s eyes glaze over as the simulation takes her. But Caleb doesn’t know her like I do. He doesn’t know she’s Divergent,
            and simulations don’t grip her as tightly as they grip everyone else. It never occurred to him that she might be special,
            that she might be capable in a way that he isn’t.
         

         
         My life now rests in her ability to face her fear simulation quickly. But if there’s anyone who’s capable of doing that, it’s
            the girl across from me.
         

         
         So I take a deep, slow breath.

         
         “What now?” I ask him.

         
         “You need to delete the attack simulation data from the system, so there’s no record of the past few hours,” Caleb says.

         
         I have to stall. I have to give Tris enough time to face her fear simulation and surface from it.

         
         “Right,” I say. “Because there’s a whole elaborate plan to frame me for all of this. Marcus Eaton’s messed-up son exacts revenge
            on Abnegation using his position as a simulation technician and his connections to the factionless—that’s the story, right?”
         

         
         “I don’t know.” Caleb pushes the gun harder into my head. “My job was to get my father out and then find my way back here
            to scrub the record. That’s all.”
         

         
         “But there’s a little problem, isn’t there? Because I’m here, and you didn’t expect me to be here.”

         
         I can’t be sure, but I think his grip on the gun falters a little.

         
         “Delete the data, Eaton.”

         
         “I don’t think—”

         
         There’s a clicking sound as he pulls back the hammer of the gun. “Do it.”
         

         
         I can’t delay any longer. I put my hands in the flames, watching the light dance around my fingers. There’s a buzz in my head
            as I connect to the system, which feels familiar, almost comforting, like the Dauntless computer is an old friend.
         

         
         “Delete all records from the past two hours,” I say, and the computer recognizes me, as usual. Later, when they look at its
            logs, they’ll see that data was deleted from the system, and they’ll see that I did it. Just another piece of evidence they’ll
            use to frame me.
         

         
         “Good. Now I need to confirm it. Tell it to show me the records from this morning,” Caleb says.

         
         I do, this time without speaking. The flames turn briefly blue, as they do whenever a requested log isn’t found.

         
         The simulation data is gone. Tris is still standing across from me, her eyes glazed, caught in her fear simulation.

         
         I’m done with what he told me to do. And there’s still a gun to my head.

         
         
      
   
      
      
         UNCORRECTED E-PROOF—NOT FOR SALE

         HarperCollinsPublishers

         ....................................

         
            Chapter 58
Tris

         
         I open my eyes, and I’m in a field.

         
         It’s unlike any field I’ve seen before. My life has been a cityscape, concrete and metal and glass. Even as a child, when
            I visited Amity with other Abnegation, their fields were orderly, the crops planted in tidy lines with enough space to walk
            between the plants. This field, though, is wild. Overgrown grass and wildflowers, thistles and low bushes, dead trees with
            crooked branches twisting into the sky.
         

         
         The sky is the sickly yellow color of an approaching storm, the clouds heavy with rain. Wind blows hard against my face, pressing
            my clothes tight to my body. I hear a bird cawing, and turn my head to see a crow perched on one of the dead tree branches.
            It turns its head to look me in the eye, and caws again.
         

         
         This fear simulation isn’t like the other one. I feel panic clawing at me like a hand around my throat, but I don’t know why.
            Everything around me is still and quiet. But I know something is coming, and I know it will be bad.
         

         
         I hear something behind me. A soft clatter. And the rough, rhythmic squawking of an entire flock of crows, distant but unmistakable.
            I look over my shoulder to see them, an oblong shape in the air that twists and writhes as they vary their flight pattern.
         

         
         Then they dive. I throw my arms over my head to shield my face. A beak pecks at my arms; talons cling to my hands, my shoulders,
            the back of my neck. They prick at my skin. A bird caws right in my ear, like a demand. I scream, and shake out my hand violently,
            trying to throw one of them off, but that only leaves my cheek vulnerable to another beak.
         

         
         Feathers brush against my arms, and a bird wriggles beneath my elbow to peck at my head. I scream again, and fall to my knees,
            wrapping myself into an even tighter ball. I know I’m panicking. I know I need to think. But all I can do is sob into my knees,
            into the grass, as they shriek and squawk and chatter all around me.
         

         
         It’s not real, I remind myself. It’s not real.

         
         It’s not real, but I don’t know what to do. There’s no gun to shoot, no escape hatch to open to get me away from this place
            and away from the wriggling, pecking, poking, clawing of these birds. There’s nothing I can do.
         

         
         There’s nothing you can do, I say to myself, and it feels, somehow, like wisdom.
         

         
         There’s nothing you can do. I force my arms to unwind from my head. Birds scratch at my cheeks, they peck at the corner of my eye, their feathers jab
            into my ears.
         

         
         There’s nothing you can do. I breathe deep, and tip my head back to the sky. All I can see, when I open my eyes, is feathers.
         

         
         The pain is fierce and biting, but I’m far away from it.

         
         And then I feel stone beneath my knees.
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         In the moments after I delete the simulation data, neither Caleb nor I move. I brace myself for what comes next. Because it
            should have been obvious from the start: He doesn’t need me anymore, he actually never did, and if his job is to cover up
            the attack simulation, he can’t leave a witness.
         

         
         Jeanine Matthews is a storyteller. I can see, so clearly, the narrative she’s set up for what happened today. I’m the twisted
            Dauntless boy who spends too much time alone, too much time going through his fear simulations. Everyone knows there’s something
            off about me, they always have. And no one’s supervising what I do here; it would be so easy for me to manipulate the simulations.
            I have access to my initiates, and I have plenty of reasons to attack Abnegation. Maybe, if Jeanine feels like turning on
            Evelyn, I was even radicalized by the factionless, through my mother.
         

         
         And if I die here in the simulation room, right now, they can say I did it to myself.

         
         So tidy. All wrapped up like a gift.

         
         “I see,” I say softly. “You’re going to have to kill me, aren’t you?”

         
         “I don’t know you,” Caleb says, his voice unwavering. “I do know my father. It’s unfortunate, but the choice between me accomplishing
            my mission or me failing it is very simple.”
         

         
         Across from me, Tris is reacting to the simulation, her arms wrapped around her head, her mouth open in a silent scream.

         
         “Unfortunate.” I laugh a little. “And you think when Tris comes out of that simulation and sees my dead body on the ground,
            that’s going to go over just fine with her?”
         

         
         “I’ll tell her we fought,” Caleb says, but he doesn’t sound sure of himself now. “I’ll tell her I had no other choice.”

         
         Tris falls to her knees, curled up into a tight ball. I worry for just a moment that my faith in her is misplaced. Maybe she’s
            been through too much, today, to get through this fear simulation as quickly as she did the last one.
         

         
         “She won’t believe you,” I say.

         
         “It doesn’t matter what she believes!” Caleb snaps. “As long as she’s alive and safe.”
         

         
         And then, just like that, her body unfurls like a flower, blooming. She sits on her heels, and tips her head back to the sky.
            I watch her muscles relax, all the horror that twisted her face a moment ago gone.
         

         
         She is, of course, just as remarkable as I thought.

         
         “That’s where you’re wrong,” I say. “It always matters, looking at someone as a person instead of a precious object that you
            need to preserve.”
         

         
         Then in one sudden, fast movement, Tris lunges for the gun she set down on the ground earlier and stands with it in both hands,
            pointing it at Caleb. I surge to my feet, about to dive out of the way, but Caleb is faster than I thought. He grabs me by
            the back of my jacket and wrenches me so that I’m right in front of him. A shield.
         

         
         The gun is still against my head.

         
         “I have no choice, Beatrice,” Caleb says. “I have to do this, to save our father. I have to finish it.”

         
         “There’s always a choice.” Her voice is unsteady. “You can still make a different one. I’ll help you. We’ll both help you.”

         
         “You can’t,” Caleb says. “It all has to go according to plan.”

         
         I’ve seen Tris like this before. In her fear simulation. Standing there with a gun, a choice in front of her. Only in this
            case, the choice is reversed. The person she loves is behind me. She may care about me, but she hasn’t known me that long.
            Not as long as she’s known her brother.
         

         
         I relax a little as I realize what I have to do. I have to make this easier for her. She just lost her mother. She shouldn’t
            have to lose any more family.
         

         
         “It’s okay,” I say. “You don’t have to do this.”

         
         Her eyes find mine. They’re full of tears, glittering. The light of the Dauntless flames is warm against her face.

         
         I say, “It’s okay.”

         
         And I wait for her to put down her gun.
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            Chapter 60
Tris

         
         Tobias’s eyes are so dark. Like the night sky after sunset, when it’s still a deep blue. Like how I imagine the deeper parts
            of the ocean look, so far from the sun that its light only just penetrates.
         

         
         I hear the click as Caleb puts a bullet in the chamber.

         
         Tobias’s eyes are so dark.

         
         “It’s okay,” he tells me, and I know what he means. It’s okay to refuse to make this choice. It’s okay to let my brother do
            what he thinks he has to. It’s okay to give in, the way I just did in the fear simulation. There’s nothing you can do. Sometimes it’s all right to give up control.
         

         
         Only there is something I can do here. Even though my heart is racing, even though I can barely breathe, my hands are steady
            on the gun. I remember its weight and I know how to brace myself against the kickback once it fires. I breathe in through
            my nose and my focus narrows to the sight at the front of the barrel.
         

         
         I focus, then, on the sliver of Caleb that I can see. His hair slicked back, his blue shirt. My brother, who always thought
            of everyone else before himself. My brother, the model Abnegation boy.
         

         
         That version of him never existed. Instead there’s only this: the brother who’s forcing me to make an impossible choice.

         
         “Fear simulations make people ready to act,” I say to Tobias. “Isn’t that what you said?”

         
         Tobias closes his eyes and his head drops, and in the space he creates, I see my brother’s face, and I discover the choice
            is not impossible.
         

         
         I fire.

         
         

         I close my eyes, but I still hear it. The sound of a body falling heavy to the floor. The clatter of a dropped weapon on the
            stone.
         

         
         And then all I hear is ringing.

         
         There are hands on my arms. Gripping me. Gentle. I open my eyes to see Tobias standing in front of me. He’s all I can see.
            Dark eyes focused on mine. Aquiline nose. Furrowed brow.
         

         
         “Let me take this,” he says, his voice low enough to be audible under the ringing. He takes the gun from my hands. I release
            it easily. I never wanted to hold it to begin with.
         

         
         He switches the safety on and reaches behind him to tuck it under the waistband of his jeans. He puts his hands on my shoulders
            again and ducks down to look me right in the eye.
         

         
         “I’m going to walk you out of here,” he says. “But I’m going to cover your eyes, okay?”

         
         I nod. He puts his hand on the back of my head, and tugs me forward so my forehead is pressed to his jacket. I breathe in
            the smell of him. Mint, from the soap he uses, maybe. Sweat. Wind. He keeps his hand on the back of my head and walks me backward.
            I hear a door open, and then I smell the mildew of the tunnel we took to get here.
         

         
         Me, Tobias, and Caleb.

         
         Caleb. I see the sliver of his face. Wide eyes. Slicked-back hair.
         

         
         I hear him crumple to the ground.

         
         A sob breaks in my throat. Halfway through, it turns into a scream. Tobias’s hand is gentle on the back of my head. He stops
            walking and lets me scream. Lets me grab fistfuls of his jacket, so tight it hurts my knuckles, and scream again.
         

         
         My throat is raw when I’m finished. My hands relax. His hand skims my hair, careful.

         
         “Ready?” he says.

         
         I nod.

         
         He takes my hand, and leads me up the stairs. Leads me out.
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            Chapter 61
Four

         
         It’s after sunrise, but the sky is still dark. The haze of white clouds that I saw on the way to Dauntless headquarters has
            turned deep gray and bulges with rain. A rumble, like the hum of an oncoming train, sounds as we walk into the glass lobby.
         

         
         And into chaos, naturally.

         
         Marcus stands at the top of the stairs with his hands up, Andrew Prior at his back, his hands empty—he must have lost his
            gun at some point. Holding them both at gunpoint are two factionless, I assume the ones who were guarding the door of the
            simulation room—one is a tall, slim man in a well-tailored jacket, and the other is younger, slim and mean-looking, with dark
            circles under his eyes.
         

         
         And across the room, with two other factionless lackeys at her back, is my mother. Armed with both a gun and a smile.

         
         I don’t want to leave Tris’s side after what just happened—

         
         After the thing I can’t even think about right now—

         
         But I have to make this stop. So I draw my weapon and cross the room in a few long strides and plant myself in front of Marcus,
            facing my mother.
         

         
         “Tobias,” Evelyn says.

         
         “Evelyn,” I say.

         
         “Step aside, please.”

         
         “No.”

         
         Her eyes are fixed, not on me but on the man she can see over my shoulder. There’s a hungry gleam in them.

         
         “We both know you’re not going to shoot me,” she says.

         
         “And you’re not going to shoot me, either. So here we are.” I lower my gun, but don’t move.

         
         Finally, she looks at me.

         
         “I don’t understand you,” she says. “I know you want this as much as I do.”

         
         “I’m not sure what you think you’ll accomplish as a goddamn puppet of Jeanine Matthews,” I say. “But what you’re not going
            to do is kill my father right in front of me. So stop pretending that’s what’s going to happen.”
         

         
         Evelyn’s face contorts. She doesn’t move, but I can tell she’s wavering. I still know her, I think. I know her like I know
            myself. Years of absence may separate us, but we were one entity for so long, stealing moments of respite wherever we could
            get them, sharing dread and pain and rage every day that we lived together in that house.
         

         
         All my good memories from before I chose are of her. If I know how to love anyone, it’s because of her.

         
         “Mom,” I say, and it’s the first time I’ve called her that since she came back from the dead. It seems to startle her; I know
            it startles me. The sound of it and the feeling of it, so much bigger and heavier than it’s supposed to be. Mom.

         
         My throat tight, I go on: “If you let us go now, I promise I’ll help you find what you’re looking for. Just not today. Okay?”

         
         I think she might have tears in her eyes. But it could just be a trick of the light. She lowers her gun and gestures to the
            others to do the same.
         

         
         I cross the lobby to Tris’s side. She’s standing right where I left her, empty-eyed, hands limp at her side. I take her hand,
            and she looks up at me, her eyes glassy. I think of the dark hallway we just left, where she screamed like nothing I’d ever
            heard. Like a wild animal with its leg in a trap. Like she had turned agony into a sound.
         

         
         She follows me across the lobby with Andrew and Marcus. I breathe in the moist air just as it starts to rain. Before we start
            walking, though, I look back to meet my mother’s eyes.
         

         
         She nods, and I know this isn’t over, not by a long shot.

         
         

         “Caleb?” Andrew Prior asks me, once we’re a few yards away from Dauntless headquarters.

         
         I turn to face him. I don’t know how to give voice to what happened. I’m certainly not going to describe it for him now, with
            Tris at my side. But Andrew’s face falls as soon as I hesitate. He already knows. He likely knew the moment we stepped out
            of that doorway without his son.
         

         
         “We ran into trouble,” I say. “I’m sorry.”

         
         Andrew presses a hand to his stomach and turns away from me. He hunches over, his body caving in like he was just punched
            in the gut. I feel the sudden urge to drag Tris away from here as he makes a horrible, twisted sound.
         

         
         I close my eyes. I don’t want to watch the aftermath. I don’t want to think about the way it felt—to hear the gun go off and
            to not know if it was Caleb shooting me, or Tris shooting him. To feel the sudden absence of that metal against my scalp.
            The pressure of a still-warm body against my leg. The blood pooling on the floor. Caleb’s disfigured face against the stone.
         

         
         I don’t want to think about how she did that to save my life.

         
         Marcus puts an arm around Andrew, speaking softly to him. I know we can’t linger here. Whatever truce I just arranged with
            Evelyn, she might go back on it any second.
         

         
         “I’m sorry,” I say again. “But we have to go.”

         
         Marcus steers Andrew gently forward. We walk toward the train platform. As we’re climbing the steps, Marcus falls into step
            beside me. I brace myself for whatever is coming next.
         

         
         “Thank you,” he says, and he puts a hand on my shoulder.

         
         I want to snap at him. I want to turn on him and show him I’m the one who can loom over him now, bigger and stronger and no
            longer afraid. But my body has other plans. I go cold. I go still. He spent years training me to react this way to him.
         

         
         Tris does what I can’t. Her voice is clear and hard: “Don’t touch him.”

         
         And I can’t believe that she’s still ready to protect me from him even while drowning in her own grief. Or maybe I can.

         
         Marcus’s eyes narrow by a fraction. It’s the kind of look that used to make me cower. I feel the impulse to do that now, to
            shrink away from him so he can’t hurt me. But instead I square my shoulders and wait. He turns and keeps walking.
         

         
         We don’t wait long. The train comes, reliable as the tide, and when I turn to look at Tris, expecting to have to talk her
            into moving, she’s already looking back at me. Alert. Like someone poured her back into her body.
         

         
         We run alongside the train.
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            Chapter 62
Tris

         
         We ride the train to Amity headquarters. It seems as good a haven as any.

         
         I sit by the open doorway, my back against the wall. From there, I can watch the buildings thin as we get farther and farther
            away from the city. Out here, they’re all covered in vines, overgrown with weeds, shaded by trees. It’s as if the natural
            world is reclaiming them as its own.
         

         
         It’s raining. I hear the drum of the raindrops against the roof, and I think of listening to rain against my window as a child,
            letting it soothe me to sleep.
         

         
         I shift, and my mother’s locket slides across my sternum. Frowning, I hook my thumb under the chain and pull it out of my
            shirt. I open it, expecting to see a photograph of someone inside—my father, maybe, or . . .
         

         
         But instead there’s a compass. Only instead of directions marking it on every side, there’s only one label: a star. The needle
            is pointing toward it.
         

         
         You can use it to find my journal.

         
         I close the locket and tuck it back beneath my shirt.

         
         Tobias is walking over to me. He sat with me for the first few minutes of our journey, and then stood by the door to make
            sure we were going the right direction. Now, instead of taking his place beside me, he kneels in front of me, his hands on
            my bent knees.
         

         
         “I won’t say too much,” he says, looking down at his hands. “But I have to say this.”

         
         He raises his eyes to mine.

         
         “I’ll try to be worth what I cost you,” he says.

         
         Just like that, the static in my mind is gone. I sit forward and put my arms around him, pulling him close and then closer,
            so his head is tucked into my shoulder and mine is tucked into his. Our cheeks are pressed together.
         

         
         I can’t quite think about what I did. Not yet. But there’s no part of me that isn’t grateful he’s alive. Tobias Eaton, who
            knows me. Tobias Eaton, who sees me. Tobias Eaton, who took the cruelty the world gave him and turned it into strength.
         

         
         I whisper into the space between us, “You already are.”

         
         I feel his breaths, harsh at first and then slow and even, against my collarbone. I feel the shift of the muscles in his back.
            I feel the warmth of him.
         

         
         I feel the air moving over my lips as I inhale and exhale. I feel the pain in my arm and the metal floor beneath my knees.
            I feel the weight of my mother’s locket against my sternum.
         

         
         I feel the grief trickling in.

         
         And I feel the wind.
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