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Chapter 1 -- A PARTING

<Today one of the brothers asked ne: Is it a terrible prison, not to be able to nove fromthe
pl ace where you're standi ng?>

<You answered ...>

<I told himthat | amnow nore free than he is. The inability to nove frees me fromthe
obligation to act.>

<You who speak | anguages, you are such liars.>

Han Fei-tzu sat in |otus position on the bare wooden floor beside his wife's sickbed. Until a
monent ago he mi ght have been sl eeping; he wasn't sure. But now he was aware of the slight change
in her breathing, a change as subtle as the wind froma butterfly's passing.

Jiang-qing, for her part, nust also have detected sonme change in him for she had not spoken
bef ore and now she did speak. Her voice was very soft. But Han Fei-tzu could hear her clearly, for
t he house was silent. He had asked his friends and servants for stillness during the dusk of Jiang-
ging's life. Tine enough for carel ess noise during the long night that was to come, when there
woul d be no hushed words from her I|ips.

"Still not dead," she said. She had greeted himw th these words each tine she woke during the
past few days. At first the words had seemed whinsical or ironic to him but now he knew that she
spoke with di sappoi ntnent. She |onged for death now, not because she hadn't loved life, but
because death was now unavoi dabl e, and what cannot be shunned nust be enbraced. That was the Path.
Ji ang-qi ng had never taken a step away fromthe Path in her life.

"Then the gods are kind to nme," said Han Fei-tzu
"To you," she breathed. "What do we contenpl ate?"

It was her way of asking himto share his private thoughts with her. When others asked his
private thoughts, he felt spied upon. But Jiang-qing asked only so that she could also think the
sane thought; it was part of their having becone a single soul

"We are contenplating the nature of desire,” said Han Fei-tzu
"Whose desire?" she asked. "And for what?"

My desire for your bones to heal and becone strong, so that they don't snap at the slightest
pressure. So that you could stand again, or even raise an armwi thout your own nuscles tearing
away chunks of bone or causing the bone to break under the tension. So that | wouldn't have to
wat ch you wither away until now you weigh only eighteen kilograms. | never knew how perfectly
happy we were until | |learned that we could not stay together

"My desire," he answered. "For you."
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"'*You only covet what you do not have.' Wo said that?"

"You did," said Han Fei-tzu. "Sone say, 'what you cannot have.' QO hers say, 'what you shoul d not
have.' | say, 'You can truly covet only what you will always hunger for."'"

"You have nme forever."
"I will lose you tonight. O tomorrow. O next week."

"Let us contenplate the nature of desire," said Jiang-qing. As before, she was using phil osophy
to pull himout of his brooding nelancholy.

He resisted her, but only playfully. "You are a harsh ruler," said Han Feitzu. "Like your
ancestor-of -the-heart, you nmake no all owance for other people's frailty." Jiang-qging was named for
a revol utionary | eader of the ancient past, who had tried to | ead the people onto a new Path but
was overthrown by weak-hearted cowards. It was not right, thought Han Fei-tzu, for his wife to die
before him her ancestor-of-the-heart had outlived her husband. Besides, wi ves should live |onger
t han husbands. Wonen were nore conpl ete inside thenselves. They were also better at living in
their children. They were never as solitary as a nan al one.

Jiang-qing refused to let himreturn to brooding. "Wien a man's wife is dead, what does he |ong
for?"

Rebel I'i ously, Han Fei-tzu gave her the nost false answer to her question. "To lie with her," he
sai d.

"The desire of the body," said Jiang-qing.

Since she was deternmined to have this conversation, Han Fei-tzu took up the catal ogue for her
"The desire of the body is to act. It includes all touches, casual and intimate, and all customary
nmovenments. Thus he sees a novenent out of the corner of his eye, and thinks he has seen his dead
wi fe noving across the doorway, and he cannot be content until he has wal ked to the door and seen
that it was not his wife. Thus he wakes up froma dreamin which he heard her voice, and finds
hi nsel f speaking his answer aloud as if she could hear him"

"What el se?" asked Ji ang-qi ng.

"I"'mtired of philosophy," said Han Fei-tzu. "Maybe the G eeks found confort in it, but not ne.

"The desire of the spirit," said Jiang-qging, insisting.

"Because the spirit is of the earth, it is that part which nmakes new things out of old ones. The
husband [ ongs for all the unfinished things that he and his wi fe were maki ng when she died, and
all the unstarted dreans of what they would have made if she had |ived. Thus a nman grows angry at
his children for being too nuch |like himand not enough like his dead wife. Thus a man hates the
house they lived in together, because either he does not change it, so that it is as dead as his
wi fe, or because he does change it, so that it is no |onger half of her making."

"You don't have to be angry at our little Q ng-jao," said Jiang-qing.

"Why?" asked Han Fei-tzu. "WII| you stay, then, and help ne teach her to be a woman? All | can
teach her is to be what | am- cold and hard, sharp and strong, |like obsidian. If she grows like
that, while she | ooks so nuch |ike you, how can | hel p but be angry?"

"Because you can teach her everything that | am too," said Jiang-qging.

"If I had any part of you in ne," said Han Fei-tzu, "I would not have needed to marry you to
becone a conpl ete person.” Now he teased her by using philosophy to turn the conversati on away
frompain. "That is the desire of the soul. Because the soul is made of light and dwells in air
it is that part which conceives and keeps ideas, especially the idea of the self. The husband
I ongs for his whole self, which was nmade of the husband and wi fe together. Thus he never believes
any of his own thoughts, because there is always a question in his mind to which his wife's
thoughts were the only possible answer. Thus the whol e world seens dead to hi m because he cannot
trust anything to keep its meaning before the onslaught of this unanswerabl e question."
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"Very deep," said Jiang-qing.

"I'f I were Japanese | would commit seppuku, spilling my bowel into the jar of your ashes."
"Very wet and nessy," she said.

He smiled. "Then |I should be an ancient H ndu, and burn nyself on your pyre."

But she was through with joking. "Q ng-jao," she whispered. She was remni nding himhe could do
not hi ng so flanboyant as to die with her. There was little Qng-jao to care for

So Han Fei-tzu answered her seriously. "How can | teach her to be what you are?"

"All that is good in ne," said Jiang-qing, "cones fromthe Path. If you teach her to obey the
gods, honor the ancestors, |ove the people, and serve the rulers, | will be in her as nmuch as you
are."

"I would teach her the Path as part of mnyself," said Han Fei-tzu

"Not so," said Jiang-qing. "The Path is not a natural part of you, ny husband. Even with the
gods speaking to you every day, you insist on believing in a world where everything can be
expl ai ned by natural causes."

"I obey the gods." He thought, bitterly, that he had no choice; that even to del ay obedi ence was
torture.

"But you don't know them You don't |love their works."

"The Path is to love the people. The gods we only obey." How can | |ove gods who huniliate nme
and tornent ne at every opportunity?

"W | ove the people because they are creatures of the gods."

"Don't preach to ne."

She si ghed.

Her sadness stung himlike a spider. "I w sh you would preach to ne forever," said Han Fei-tzu

"You married ne because you knew | |oved the gods, and that |love for themwas conpletely m ssing
fromyoursel f. That was how | conpleted you."

How coul d he argue with her, when he knew that even now he hated the gods for everything they
had ever done to him everything they had ever nmade hi mdo, everything they had stolen fromhimin
his life.

"Prom se ne," said Jiang-qing.

He knew what these words nmeant. She felt death upon her; she was |aying the burden of her life
upon him A burden he would gladly bear. It was |osing her conmpany on the Path that he had dreaded
for so | ong.

"Prom se that you will teach @ ng-jao to | ove the gods and wal k al ways on the Path. Pronise that
you wi |l nake her as much ny daughter as yours."

"Even if she never hears the voice of the gods?"
"The Path is for everyone, not just the godspoken.”

Per haps, thought Han Fei-tzu, but it was nuch easier for the godspoken to follow the Path,
because to themthe price for straying fromit was so terrible. The common people were free; they
could |l eave the Path and not feel the pain of it for years. The godspoken couldn't |eave the Path
for an hour.
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"Prom se ne."

I will. I promse.

But he couldn't say the words out |oud. He did not know why, but his reluctance was deep

In the silence, as she waited for his vow, they heard the sound of running feet on the grave
outside the front door of the house. It could only be Q ng-jao, home fromthe garden of Sun Cao-
pi. Only Qng-jao was allowed to run and nake noise during this tinme of hush, They waited, know ng
that she would conme straight to her nother's room

The door slid open al nost noisel essly. Even Q ng-jao had caught enough of the hush to walk
softly when she was actually in the presence of her nother. Though she wal ked on tiptoe, she could
hardly keep from danci ng, al nost gall oping across the floor. But she did not fling her arns around
her mother's neck; she remenbered that |esson even though the terrible bruise had faded from Ji ang-
ging's face, where Qng-jao's eager enbrace had broken her jaw three nonths ago.

"I counted twenty-three white carp in the garden stream"” said Q ng-jao
"So many," said Jiang-gi ng.

"I think they were showi ng thenselves to ne," said Qng-jao. "So | could count them None of
themwanted to be left out."

"Love you," whispered Ji ang-gi ng.
Han Fei-tzu heard a new sound in her breathy voice-- a popping sound, |ike bubbles bursting with
her words.

"Do you think that seeing so nany carp neans that | will be godspoken?" asked Q ng-j ao.
"I will ask the gods to speak to you," said Jiang-qing.

Suddenl y Ji ang-qi ng's breathing became quick and harsh. Han Fei-tzu i mediately knelt and | ooked
at his wife. Her eyes were wi de and frightened. The nonent had cone.

Her |ips noved. Promise me, she said, though her breath could nake no sound but gaspi ng.
"I promise," said Han Fei-tzu

Then her breathing stopped.

"What do the gods say when they talk to you?" asked Q ng-jao

"Your nmother is very tired," said Han Fei-tzu. "You should go out now."

"But she didn't answer ne. Wat do the gods say?"

"They tell secrets," said Han Fei-tzu. "No one who hears will repeat them"

Q ng-j ao nodded wi sely. She took a step back, as if to | eave, but stopped. "May | kiss you
Manma?"

"Lightly on the cheek," said Han Fei-tzu.

Q ng-jao, being small for a four-year-old, did not have to bend very far at all to kiss her
not her's cheek. "I |ove you, Mama."

"You'd better |leave now, Qng-jao," said Han Fei-tzu
"But Manma didn't say she loved nme too."
"She did. She said it before. Remenber? But she's very tired and weak. Go now. "

He put just enough sternness in his voice that Qng-jao left without further questions. Only
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when she was gone did Han Fei-tzu let hinself feel anything but care for her. He knelt over Jiang-
ging's body and tried to inagi ne what was happening to her now. Her soul had flown and was now
already in heaven. Her spirit would linger much |onger; perhaps her spirit would dwell in this
house, if it had truly been a place of happiness for her. Superstitious people believed that al
spirits of the dead were dangerous, and put up signs and wards to fend them off. But those who
followed the Path knew that the spirit of a good person was never harnful or destructive, for
their goodness in life had come fromthe spirit's |ove of making things. Jiang-qging's spirit would
be a blessing in the house for many years to come, if she chose to stay.

Yet even as he tried to inmagine her soul and spirit, according to the teachings of the Path,
there was a cold place in his heart that was certain that all that was left of Jiang-qging was this
brittle, dried-up body. Tonight it would burn as quickly as paper, and then she woul d be gone
except for the nenories in his heart.

Jiang-qging was right. Wthout her to conplete his soul, he was already doubting the gods. And
the gods had noticed-- they always did. At once he felt the unbearable pressure to do the ritua
of cleansing, until he was rid of his unworthy thoughts. Even now they could not |eave him
unpuni shed. Even now, with his wife |lying dead before him the gods insisted that he do obei sance
to them before he could shed a single tear of grief for her

At first he neant to delay, to put off obedi ence. He had schooled hinmself to be able to postpone
the ritual for as long as a whole day, while hiding all outward signs of his inner tornent. He
could do that now- but only by keeping his heart utterly cold. There was no point in that. Proper
grief could conme only when he had satisfied the gods. So, kneeling there, he began the ritual

He was still twisting and gyrating with the ritual when a servant peered in. Though the servant
sai d nothing, Han Fei-tzu heard the faint sliding of the door and knew what the servant woul d
assune: Ji ang-qi ng was dead, and Han Fei-tzu was so righteous that he was conmuni ng with the gods
even before he announced her death to the household. No doubt some woul d even suppose that the
gods had cone to take Jiang-qing, since she was known for her extraordinary holiness. No one woul d
guess that even as Han Fei-tzu worshiped, his heart was full of bitterness that the gods woul d
dare demand this of himeven now.

O CGods, he thought, if |I knew that by cutting off an armor cutting out nmy liver |I could be rid
of you forever, | would seize the knife and relish the pain and loss, all for the sake of freedom

That thought, too, was unworthy, and required even nore cleansing. It was hours before the gods
at last released him and by then he was too tired, too sick at heart to grieve. He got up and
fetched the wonen to prepare Jiang-qing's body for the burning.

At mdnight he was the last to cone to the pyre, carrying a sleepy @ng-jao in his arms. She
clutched in her hands the three papers she had witten for her nother in her childish scraw.
"Fish," she had witten, and "book" and "secrets." These were the things that Q ng-jao was giving
to her mother to carry with her into heaven. Han Fei-tzu had tried to guess at the thoughts in
Qng-jao’'s nmnd as she wote those words. Fish because of the carp in the garden streamtoday, no
doubt. And book-- that was easy enough to understand, because readi ng al oud was one of the |ast
things Jiang-qging could do with her daughter. But why secrets? Wat secrets did Q ng-jao have for
her mother? He could not ask. One did not discuss the paper offerings to the dead.

Han Fei-tzu set Q ng-jao on her feet; she had not been deeply asleep, and so she woke at once
and stood there, blinking slowly. Han Fei-tzu whispered to her and she rolled her papers and
tucked theminto her nother's sleeve. She didn't seemto mind touching her nother's cold flesh--
she was too young to have | earned to shudder at the touch of death.

Nor did Han Fei-tzu mnd the touch of his wife's flesh as he tucked his own three papers into
her ot her sleeve. What was there to fear fromdeath now, when it had al ready done its worst?

No one knew what was witten on his papers, or they would have been horrified, for he had
witten, "My body," "My spirit,"” and "My soul." Thus it was that he burned hinmself on Jiang-qing' s
funeral pyre, and sent hinmself with her wherever it was she was goi ng.

Then Jiang-qging's secret nmaid, Mi-pao, laid the torch onto the sacred wood and the pyre burst
into flames. The heat of the fire was painful, and Q ng-jao hid herself behind her father, only
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peeki ng around hi mnow and then to watch her nother |eave on her endl ess journey. Han Fei-tzu

t hough, wel comed the dry heat that seared his skin and made brittle the silk of his robe. Her body
had not been as dry as it seened; long after the papers had crisped into ash and bl own upward into
the snmoke of the fire, her body still sizzled, and the heavy incense burning all around the fire
could not conceal fromhimthe snmell of burning flesh. That is what we're burning here: neat,

fish, carrion, nothing. Not ny Jiang-qing. Only the costunme she wore into this life. That which
made that body into the woman that | loved is still alive, nust still live. And for a noment he

t hought he could see, or hear, or sonehow feel the passage of Jiang-qing.

Into the air, into the earth, into the fire. I amwth you

Chapter 2 -- A MEETING

<The strangest thing about hunmans is the way they pair up, nales and fenal es. Constantly at war
with each other, never content to | eave each other alone. They never seemto grasp the idea that
mal es and fenal es are separate species with conpletely different needs and desires, forced to cone
toget her only to reproduce. >

<Of course you feel that way. Your nates are nothing but nindless drones, extensions of
yoursel f, without their own identity.>

<We know our lovers with perfect understanding. Humans i nvent an inmagi nary |over and put that
mask over the face of the body in their bed. >

<That is the tragedy of |anguage, ny friend. Those who know each other only through synbolic
representations are forced to i nagi ne each other. And because their inmagination is inperfect, they
are often wong. >

<That is the source of their msery.>

<And sone of their strength, | think. Your people and m ne, each for our own evol utionary
reasons, mate with vastly unequal partners. Qur mates are al ways, hopelessly, our intellectua
inferiors. Hunans mate with bei ngs who chall enge their suprenmacy. They have conflict between
mat es, not because their conmunication is inferior to ours, but because they conmune with each
other at all.>

Val entine Wggin read over her essay, making a few corrections here and there. Wen she was
done, the words stood in the air over her conputer ternminal. She was feeling pleased with herself
for having witten such a deft ironic dismenbernment of the personal character of Ryrmus Q man, the
chairman of the cabi net of Starways Congress.

"Have we finished another attack on the masters of the Hundred Worl ds?"

Val entine did not turn to face her husband; she knew from his voice exactly what expression
woul d be on his face, and so she sniled back at himwi thout turning around. After twenty-five
years of marriage, they could see each other clearly w thout having to | ook. "W have nade Rymnus
g man | ook ridicul ous.”

Jakt leaned into her tiny office, his face so close to hers that she could hear his soft
breat hing as he read the openi ng paragraphs. He wasn't young anynore; the exertion of |eaning into
her office, bracing his hands on the doorframe, was making himbreathe nore rapidly than she |iked
to hear.

Then he spoke, but with his face so close to hers that she felt his |ips brush her cheek
tickling her with every word. "From now on even his mother will [augh behind her hand whenever she
sees the poor bastard.”

"It was hard to nake it funny," said Valentine. "I caught nyself denouncing hi magain and
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again."
"This is better."

"Ch, | know. If | had let ny outrage show, if | had accused himof all his crimes, it would have
made hi m seem nore form dabl e and frightening and the Rul e-of -1 aw Facti on woul d have | oved hi m al
the nore, while the cowards on every world woul d have bowed to himeven | ower."

"If they bow any |lower they'll have to buy thinner carpets,” said Jakt.

She | aughed, but it was as nmuch because the tickling of his Iips on her cheek was beconing
unbearable. It was al so beginning, just a little, to tantalize her with desires that sinply could
not be satisfied on this voyage. The starship was too small and cranmped, with all their fanmly
aboard, for any real privacy. "Jakt, we're alnpst at the midpoint. W' ve abstai ned | onger than
this during the mshm sh run every year of our lives."

"W could put a do-not-enter sign on the door."

"Then you night just as well put out a sign that says, 'naked elderly couple reliving old
menories inside.""

"I"'mnot elderly."
"You' re over sixty."
"If the old soldier can still stand up and salute, | say let himmnmarch in the parade."

"No parades till the voyage is over. It's only a couple of weeks nore. W only have to conplete
this rendezvous with Ender's stepson and then we're back on course to Lusitania."

Jakt drew away from her, pulled hinself out of her doorway and stood upright in the corridor--
one of the few places on the starship where he could actually do that. He groaned as he did it,
t hough.

"You creak like an old rusty door," said Val entine.

"I'"ve heard you nmake t he same sounds when you get up fromyour desk here. I'mnot the only
senile, decrepit, miserable old coot in our famly."

"Go away and let me transnit this."

"I"mused to having work to do on a voyage," said Jakt. "The conputers do everything here, and
this ship never rolls or pitches in the sea.”

"Read a book."
"I worry about you. Al work and no play nmakes Val a nmean-tenpered old hag."
"Every minute that we talk here is eight and a half hours in real tinme."

"Qur tine here on this starship is just as real as their tine out there," said Jakt. "Sometines
I wish Ender's friends hadn't figured out a way for our starship to keep up a | andside link."

"It takes up a huge anount of conputer tinme," said Val. "Until now, only the mlitary could
communi cate with starships during near-lightspeed flight. If Ender's friends can achieve it, then
| owe it to themto use it."

"You're not doing all this because you owe it to sonebody."

That was true enough. "If | wite an essay every hour, Jakt, it neans that to the rest of
humani ty Denopbsthenes is publishing sonething only once every three weeks."

"You can't possibly wite an essay every hour. You sleep, you eat."

"You talk, | listen. Go away, Jakt."
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"If I'd knowmn that saving a planet fromdestruction would nmean ny returning to a state of
virginity, I'd never have agreed to it."

He was only half teasing. Leaving Trondheimwas a hard decision for all her fanmly-- even for
her, even knowi ng that she was going to see Ender again. The children were all adults now, or
nearly so; they saw this voyage as a great adventure. Their visions of the future were not so tied
to a particular place. None of them had becone a sailor, like their father; all of themwere
becom ng scholars or scientists, living the life of public discourse and private contenpl ation
like their nmother. They could live their lives, substantially unchanged, anywhere, on any world.
Jakt was proud of them but disappointed that the chain of fam |y reaching back for seven
generations on the seas of Trondheimwould end with him And now, for her sake, he had given up
the sea hinself. Gving up Trondhei mwas the hardest thing she could ever have asked of Jakt, and
he had said yes w thout hesitation

Per haps he woul d go back soneday, and, if he did, the oceans, the ice, the stornms, the fish, the
desperately sweet green neadows of summer would still be there. But his crews would be gone, were
al ready gone. The men he had known better than his own children, better than his wife-- those nen
were already fifteen years older, and when he returned, if he returned, another forty years would
have passed. Their grandsons woul d be working the boats then. They woul dn't know the name of Jakt.
He'd be a foreign shipowner, cone fromthe sky, not a sailor, not a man with the stink and yel |l owy
bl ood of skrika on his hands. He woul d not be one of them

So when he conpl ai ned that she was ignoring him when he teased about their [ack of intimacy
during the voyage, there was nore to it than an agi ng husband's playful desire. Wether he knew he
was saying it or not, she understood the true neaning of his overtures: After what |'ve given up
for you, have you nothing to give to ne?

And he was right-- she was pushing herself harder than she needed to. She was naking nore
sacrifices than needed to be nade-- requiring overmuch fromhimas well. It wasn't the sheer
nunmber of subversive essays that Denobsthenes published during this voyage that woul d nake the
di fference. What mattered was how many people read and believed what she wote, and how nmany then
t hought and spoke and acted as enenies of Starways Congress. Perhaps nore inportant was the hope
that some within the bureaucracy of Congress itself would be noved to feel a higher allegiance to
humanity and break their maddening institutional solidarity. Sone would surely be changed by what
she wote. Not nany, but maybe enough. And maybe it would happen in tine to stop themfrom
destroyi ng the planet Lusitania.

If not, she and Jakt and those who had given up so rmuch to cone with themon this voyage from
Trondhei m woul d reach Lusitania just in tine to turn around and flee-- or be destroyed along with
all the others of that world. It was not unreasonable for Jakt to be tense, to want to spend nore
time with her. It was unreasonable for her to be so single-nnded, to use every waki ng nonent
writing propaganda.

"You nake the sign for the door, and I'lIl make sure you aren't alone in the room"

Wman, you make my heart go flip-flop like a dying flounder," said Jakt.

"You are so romantic when you talk Iike a fisherman," said Valentine. "The children will have a
good | augh, knowi ng you coul dn't keep your hands off me even for the three weeks of this voyage."

"They have our genes. They should be rooting for us to stay randy till we're well into our
second century."

"I"'mwell into ny fourth mllennium"

"When oh when can | expect you in ny stateroom Ancient One?"
"When |'ve transmitted this essay.”

"And how long will that be?"

"Sonetine after you go away and | eave ne al one."
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Wth a deep sigh that was nore theatre than genui ne msery, he padded off down the carpeted
corridor. After a nonent there cane a clanging sound and she heard himyelp in pain. In nock pain,
of course; he had accidentally hit the metal beamwith his head on the first day of the voyage,
but ever since then his collisions had been deliberate, for comc effect. No one ever |aughed out
| oud, of course-- that was a family tradition, not to | augh when Jakt pulled one of his physica
gags-- but then Jakt was not the sort of nman who needed overt encouragenent from others. He was
his own best audience; a man couldn't be a sailor and a |leader of nen all his life w thout being
quite self-contained. As far as Val entine knew, she and the children were the only people he had
ever allowed hinself to need.

Even then, he had not needed them so nuch that he couldn't go on with his |[ife as a sailor and
fisherman, away from hone for days, often weeks, sonetimes nonths at a tine. Valentine went with
him sonetines at first, when they were still so hungry for each other that they could never be
satisfied. But within a few years their hunger had given way to patience and trust; when he was
away, she did her research and wote her books, and then gave her entire attention to himand the
chi l dren when he returned.

The children used to conplain, "I w sh Father would get hone, so Mther would cone out of her
roomand talk to us again." | was not a very good not her, Valentine thought. It's pure luck that
the children turned out so well.

The essay remained in the air over the termnal. Only a final touch remained to be given. At the
bottom she centered the cursor and typed the name under which all her witings were published:

DEMOSTHENES

It was a nane given to her by her older brother, Peter, when they were children together fifty--
no, three thousand years ago.

The nmere thought of Peter still had the power to upset her, to make her go hot and col d inside
Peter, the cruel one, the violent one, the one whose mnd was so subtle and dangerous that he was
mani pul ating her by the age of two and the world by the age of twenty. Wen they were stil
children on Earth in the twenty-second century, he studied the political witings of great nen and
wonen, |living and dead, not to learn their ideas-- those he grasped instantly-- but to | earn how
they said them To learn, in practical terms, how to sound |ike an adult. Wien he had mastered it,
he taught Valentine, and forced her to wite low political demagoguery under the name Denpst henes
while he wote el evated statesmanli ke essays under the nanme Locke. Then they submitted themto the
conmputer networks and within a few years were at the heart of the greatest political issues of the
day.

What galled Val entine then-- and still stung a bit today, since it had never been resol ved
before Peter died-- was that he, consuned by the lust for power, had forced her to wite the sort
of thing that expressed his character, while he got to wite the peace-loving, elevated sentinents
that were hers by nature. In those days the nane "Denosthenes" had felt like a terrible burden to
her. Everything she wote under that nane was a lie; and not even her lie-- Peter's lie. Alie
within alie.

Not now. Not for three thousand years. |'ve nade the nane ny owmn. |I've witten histories and
bi ographi es that have shaped the thinking of nmillions of scholars on the Hundred Wrlds and hel ped
to shape the identities of dozens of nations. So nuch for you, Peter. So nuch for what you tried
to nmake of ne.

Except that now, |ooking at the essay she had just witten, she realized that even though she
had freed herself fromPeter's suzerainty, she was still his pupil. Al she knew of rhetoric,
pol em c-- yes, of demagoguery-- she had | earned from himor because of his insistence. And now,
though she was using it in a noble cause, she was neverthel ess doing exactly the sort of politica
mani pul ati on that Peter had | oved so nuch.

Peter had gone on to become Hegemon, ruler of all humanity for sixty years at the beginning of
the G eat Expansion. He was the one who united all the quarreling comunities of man for the vast
effort that flung starships out to every world where the buggers had once dwelt, and then on to
di scover nore habitable worlds until, by the tinme he died, all the Hundred Worl ds had either been
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settled or had colony ships on the way. It was al nbst a thousand years after that, of course,

bef ore Starways Congress once again united all of hunmanki nd under one governnent-- but the nenory
of the first true Hegenon-- *the* Hegenon-- was at the heart of the story that made human unity
possi bl e.

Qut of a noral wasteland |ike Peter's soul came harnony and unity and peace. Wile Ender's
| egacy, as far as humanity renenbered, was nurder, slaughter, xenocide.

Ender, Val entine's younger brother, the man she and her fanmly were voyaging to see-- he was the
tender one, the brother she loved and, in the earliest years, tried to protect. He was the good
one. Ch, yes, he had a streak of ruthlessness that rivaled Peter's, but he had the decency to be
appal l ed by his own brutality. She had loved himas fervently as she had | oathed Peter; and when
Peter exiled his younger brother fromthe Earth that Peter was determined to rule, Valentine went
with Ender-- her final repudiation of Peter's personal hegenony over her

And here | am again, thought Val entine, back in the business of politics.

She spoke sharply, in the clipped voice that told her termnal that she was giving it a conmand.
"Transmit," she said.

The word transmtting appeared in the air above her essay. Odinarily, back when she was witing
schol arly works, she would have had to specify a destination-- subnit the essay to a publisher
t hrough sonme roundabout pathway so that it could not readily be traced to Val entine Wggin. Now,
t hough, a subversive friend of Ender's, working under the obvious code name of "Jane," was taking
care of all that for her-- managing the tricky business of translating an ansible nmessage froma
ship going at near-light speed to a nessage readable by a pl anetbound ansible for which tinme was
passing nmore than five hundred tinmes faster

Si nce communi cating with a starship ate up huge anounts of planetside ansible time, it was
usual Iy done only to convey navigational information and instructions. The only people permtted
to send extended text nessages were high officials in the governnent or the nmilitary. Valentine
could not begin to understand how "Jane" nmanaged to get so nuch ansible time for these text
transm ssions-- and at the same tine keep anyone from di scoveri ng where these subversive docunents
were coming from Furthernore, "Jane" used even nore ansible time transnitting back to her the
publ i shed responses to her witings, reporting to her on all the argunents and strategies the
government was using to counter Val entine's propaganda. \Whoever "Jane" was-- and Val entine
suspected that "Jane" was sinply the nane for a clandestine organi zation that had penetrated the
hi ghest reaches of government-- she was extraordinarily good. And extraordinarily fool hardy.
Still, if Jane was willing to expose hersel f-- themselves-- to such risks, Valentine owed it to
her-- them- to produce as nany tracts as she could, and as powerful and dangerous as she could
make them

If words can be | ethal weapons, | nust provide themw th an arsenal

But she was still a wonan; even revolutionaries are allowed to have a |life, aren't they? Monents
of joy-- or pleasure, or perhaps only relief-- stolen here and there. She got up from her seat,
ignoring the pain that came fromnoving after sitting so long, and tw sted her way out of the door
of her tiny office-- a storage bin, really, before they converted the starship to their own use.
She was a little ashaned of how eager she was to get to the room where Jakt would be waiting. Most
of the great revol utionary propagandists in history would have been able to endure at |east three
weeks of physical abstinence. O would they? She wondered if anyone had done a study of that
particul ar question.

She was still inmagining how a researcher woul d go about witing a grant proposal for such a
proj ect when she got to the four-bunk conpartment they shared with Syfte and her husband, Lars,
who had proposed to her only a few days before they left, as soon as he realized that Syfte really
meant to | eave Trondheim It was hard to share a cabin with newl yweds-- Valentine always felt |ike
such an intruder, using the sanme room But there was no choice. Though this starship was a |uxury
yacht, with all the anmenities they could hope for, it sinply hadn't been nmeant to hold so many
bodies. It had been the only starship near Trondheimthat was renotely suitable, so it had to do

Their twenty-year-old daughter, Ro, and Varsam their sixteen-year-old son, shared another
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conpartnent with Plikt, who had been their lifelong tutor and dearest famly friend. The nenbers
of the yacht's staff and crew who had chosen to nake this voyage with them- it would have been
wong to dismss themall and strand them on Trondhei m- used the other two.

The bridge, the dining room the galley, the salon, the sleeping conpartnments-- all were filled
with people doing their best not to let their annoyance at the close quarters get out of hand.

None of themwere in the corridor now, however, and Jakt had al ready taped a sign to their door
STAY OUT OR DI E.

It was signed, "The proprietor." Valentine opened the door. Jakt was | eaning against the wall so
ose to the door that she was startled and gave a little gasp

c
"Nice to know that the sight of ne can make you cry out in pleasure."
"I'n shock."

"Come in, ny sweet seditionist."

"Technically, you know, |I'mthe proprietor of this starship."”

"What's yours is mne. | nmarried you for your property."

She was inside the conpartnent now. He closed the door and sealed it.
"That's all | amto you?" she asked. "Real estate?"

"Alittle plot of ground where | can plow and plant and harvest, all in their proper season." He
reached out to her; she stepped into his arns. H's hands slid lightly up her back, cradled her
shoul ders. She felt contained in his enbrace, never confined.

"It's late in the autum," she said. "Getting on toward wi nter."

"Time to harrow, perhaps,"” said Jakt. "Or perhaps it's already tine to kindle up the fire and
keep the old hut warm before the snow cones."

He kissed her and it felt like the first tine.
"If you asked ne to marry you all over again today, |'d say yes," said Val entine.
"And if | had only nmet you for the first tine today, |'d ask."

They had said the sane words many, nmany tines before. Yet they still snmiled to hear them
because they were still true.

* k%

The two starships had al nost conpleted their vast ballet, dancing through space in great |eaps
and delicate turns until at last they could nmeet and touch. Mro Ribeira had watched the whol e
process fromthe bridge of his starship, his shoul ders hunched, his head | eaned back on the
headrest of the seat. To others this posture always | ooked awkward. Back on Lusitania, whenever
Mot her caught himsitting that way she woul d cone and fuss over him insist on bringing hima
pillow so he could be confortable. She never seened to grasp the idea that it was only in that
hunched, awkwar d-seeni ng posture that his head woul d remain upright w thout any conscious effort
on his part.

He woul d endure her ninistrations because it wasn't worth the effort to argue with her. Mther
was al ways noving and thinking so quickly, it was al nost inpossible for her to sl ow down enough to
listen to him Since the brain danage he had suffered passing through the disruptor field that
separated the human col ony and the piggies' forest, his speech had been unbearably slow, painfu
to produce and difficult to understand. Mro's brother Quim the religious one, had told himthat
he should be grateful to God that he was able to speak at all-- the first few days he had been
i ncapabl e of comuni cating except through al phabetic scanning, spelling out nessages letter by
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letter. In some ways, though, spelling things out had been better. At |east then Mro had been
silent; he hadn't had to listen to his own voice. The thick, awkward sound, the agonizing sl owness
of it. Who in his famly had the patience to listen to hin? Even the ones who tried-- his next-
younger sister, Ela; his friend and stepfather, Andrew Wggin, the Speaker for the Dead; and Quim
of course-- he could feel their inpatience. They tended to finish his sentences for him They
needed to hurry things. So even though they said they wanted to talk with him even though they
actually sat and listened as he spoke, he still couldn't speak freely to them He couldn't talk
about ideas; he couldn't speak in |long, involved sentences, because by the tinme he got to the end
his listeners would have lost track of the begi nning.

The human brain, Mro had concluded, just |like a conmputer, can only receive data at certain
speeds. If you get too slow, the listener's attention wanders and the information is |ost.

Not just the listeners, either. Mro had to be fair-- he was as inpatient with hinmself as they
were. Wen he thought of the sheer effort involved in explaining a conplicated i dea, when he
anticipated trying to formthe words with |lips and tongue and jaws that woul dn't obey him when he
t hought of how long it would all take, he usually felt too weary to speak. His mnd raced on and
on, as fast as ever, thinking so nmany thoughts that at tines Mro wanted his brain to shut down,
to be silent and give himpeace. But his thoughts remai ned his own, unshared.

Except with Jane. He could speak to Jane. She had cone to himfirst on his term nal at home, her
face taking formon the screen. "I'ma friend of the Speaker for the Dead,” she had told him "I
think we can get this conputer to be a little nore responsive.”" Fromthen on, Mro had found that
Jane was the only person he could talk to easily. For one thing, she was infinitely patient. She
never finished his sentences. She could wait for himto finish themhinmself, so that he never felt
rushed, never felt that he was boring her.

Per haps even nore inportant, he didn't have to formhis words as fully for her as he did for
human |isteners. Andrew had given hima personal terninal-- a conputer transceiver encased in a
jewel like the one Andrew wore in his own ear. Fromthat vantage point, using the jewel's sensors,
Jane coul d detect every sound he made, every notion of the nuscles in his head. He didn't have to
conpl ete each sound, he had only to begin it and she woul d understand. So he could be lazy. He
coul d speak nore quickly and be understood.

And he coul d al so speak silently. He could subvocalize-- he didn't have to use that awkward,
bar ki ng, yowing voice that was all his throat could produce now. So that when he was talking to
Jane, he could speak quickly, naturally, w thout any rem nder that he was crippled. Wth Jane he
could feel |ike hinself.

Now he sat on the bridge of the cargo ship that had brought the Speaker for the Dead to
Lusitania only a few nonths ago. He dreaded the rendezvous with Valentine's ship. If he could have
t hought of sonewhere el se to go, he might have gone there-- he had no desire to nmeet Andrew s
sister Valentine or anybody else. If he could have stayed alone in the starship forever, speaking
only to Jane, he would have been content.

No he woul dn't. He woul d never be content again.

At least this Valentine and her fanmily would be sonebody new. On Lusitania he knew everybody, or
at | east everybody that he valued-- all the scientific community there, the people of education
and understanding. He knew themall so well that he could not help but see their pity, their
grief, their frustration at what had becone of him Wen they |ooked at himall they could see was
the difference between what he was before and what he was now. Al they could see was | oss

There was a chance that new people-- Valentine and her famly-- would be able to | ook at himand
see sonet hing el se.

Even that was unlikely, though. Strangers would | ook at himand see | ess, not nore, than those
who had known hi m before he was crippled. At |east Mther and Andrew and El a and Quanda and al
the others knew that he had a mind, knew that he was capabl e of understanding ideas. Wiat will new
peopl e think when they see ne? They'l|l see a body that's already atrophying, hunched over; they'l
see me walk with a shuffling gait; they' Il watch me use nmy hands |ike paws, clutching a spoon I|ike
a three-year-old; they' Il hear ny thick, half-intelligible speech; and they' Il assume, they'l
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know, that such a person cannot possibly understand anything conplicated or difficult.

Wiy did | cone?

| didn"t cone. | went. | wasn't com ng here, to nmeet these people. | was leaving there. Cetting
away. Only | tricked nyself. | thought of leaving on a thirty-year voyage, which is only how it
will seemto them To ne |'ve been gone only a week and a half. No tinme at all. And already ny
time of solitude is over. My tine of being alone with Jane, who listens to ne as if | were still a

human bei ng, is done.

Al nmost. Al nost he said the words that woul d have aborted the rendezvous. He coul d have stol en
Andrew s starship and taken off on a voyage that would |l ast forever w thout having to face another
I'iving soul

But such a nihilistic act was not in him not yet. He had not yet despaired, he decided. There
m ght yet be sonething he could do that might justify his continuing to live in this body. And
perhaps it would begin with neeting Andrew s sister

The ships were now joining, the unbilicals snaking outward and searching, groping till they net
each other. Mro watched on the nonitors and |istened to the conputer reports of each successfu
I i nkage. The ships were joining in every possible way so that they could nake the rest of the
voyage to Lusitania in perfect tandem Al resources would be shared. Since Mro's ship was a
cargo vessel, it couldn't take on nore than a handful of people, but it could take some of the
other ship's |life-support supplies; together, the two ship's conputers were figuring out a perfect
bal ance.

Once they had cal cul ated the | oad, they worked out exactly how fast each ship should accelerate
as they made the park shift to get them both back to near-lightspeed at exactly the same pace. It
was an extrenely delicate and conplicated negotiation between two conputers that had to know
al nost perfectly what their ships carried and how they could perform It was finished before the
passage tube between the ships was fully connected.

Mro heard the footsteps scuffing along the corridor fromthe tube. He turned his chair--
sl ow y, because he did everything slowly-- and saw her com ng toward him Stooped over, but not
very much, because she wasn't that tall to begin with. Hair nostly white, with a few strands of
mousy brown. \Wen she stood he | ooked at her face and judged her. A d but not elderly. If she was
nervous about this neeting it didn't show But then, from what Andrew and Jane had told hi m about
her, she had net a | ot of people who were a good deal nore fearsone than a twenty-year-old
cripple.

"Mro?" she asked.
"Who el se?" he said.

It took a noment, just a heartbeat, for her to process the strange sounds that came out of his
mout h and recogni ze the words. He was used to that pause now, but he still hated it.

"I'"m Val entine," she said.

"I know," he answered. He wasn't nmaking this any easier, with his |laconic replies, but what else
was there to say? This wasn't exactly a neeting between heads of state with a list of vita
decisions to nmake. But he had to nmke sonme effort, if only not to seem hostile.

"Your name, Mro-- it nmeans '| |ook,' doesn't it?"
"1 look closely.' Maybe '|I pay attention.'"

"It's really not that hard to understand you," said Val entine.
He was startled that she addressed the natter so openly.

"I think I'm having nmore problenms with your Portuguese accent than with the brain damage."

For a nonent it felt like a hamer in his heart-- she was speaking nore frankly about his
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situation than anyone except Andrew. But then she was Andrew s sister, wasn't she? He should have
expected her to be plai nspoken

"Or do you prefer that we pretend that it isn't a barrier between you and other people?"

Apparently she had sensed his shock. But that was over, and now it occurred to himthat he
probably shoul dn't be annoyed, that he should probably be glad that they wouldn't have to sidestep
the issue. Yet he was annoyed, and it took hima noment to think why. Then he knew.

"My brain damage isn't your problem" he said.

"If it nmakes it hard for nme to understand you, then it's a problem| have to deal with. Don't

get prickly with me already, young man. | have only begun to bother you, and you have only begun
to bother ne. So don't get steamed up because | happened to nention your brain damage as bei ng
sonmehow nmy problem | have no intention of watching every word | say for fear I'lIl offend an

oversensitive young man who thinks the whole world revol ves around his di sappoi ntnents."”

Mro was furious that she had judged him al ready, and so harshly. It was unfair-- not at al
what the author of Denpbsthenes' hierarchy ought to be like. "I don't think the whole world
revol ves around ny di sappoi ntnents! But don't you think you can cone in here and run things on ny
ship!" That's what annoyed him not her words. She was right-- her words were nothing. It was her
attitude, her conplete self-confidence. He wasn't used to people |ooking at himw thout shock or

pity.

She sat down in the seat next to him He swiveled to face her. She, for her part, did not | ook
away. |ndeed, she pointedly scanned his body, head to toe, |ooking himover with an air of coo
apprai sal. "He said you were tough. He said you had been tw sted but not broken."

"Are you supposed to be ny therapist?"
"Are you supposed to be ny eneny?"
"Shoul d | be?" asked Mro.

"No nore than | should be your therapist. Andrew didn't have us neet so | could heal you. He had
us neet so you could help nme. If you're not going to, fine. If you are, fine. Just let nme nake a

few things clear. |I'm spending every waking noment witing subversive propaganda to try to arouse
public sentinment on the Hundred Wirlds and in the colonies. I'"'mtrying to turn the peopl e agai nst
the fleet that Starways Congress has sent to subdue Lusitania. Your world, not mne, | night add.”

"Your brother's there." He was not about to let her claimconplete altruism

"Yes, we both have fanmly there. And we both are concerned about keeping the pequeninos from
destruction. And we both know that Ender has restored the hive queen on your world, so that there
are two alien species that will be destroyed if Starways Congress gets its way. There's a great
deal at stake, and | amalready doing all that | can possibly do to try to stop that fleet. Now,
if spending a few hours with you can help ne do it better, it's worth taking tine away from ny
writing in order to talk with you. But | have no intention of wasting ny time worryi ng about
whether I'mgoing to offend you or not. So if you're going to be ny adversary, you can sit up here
all by yourself and I'Il get back to ny work."

"Andrew said you were the best person he ever knew. "

"He reached that conclusion before he saw ne raise three barbarian children to adul t hood.
under st and your nother has six."

"Ri ght."

"And you're the ol dest."

"Yes."

"That's too bad. Parents always nake their worst mistakes with the ol dest children. That's when

parents know the | east and care the nost, so they're nore likely to be wong and also nore likely
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to insist that they're right."

Mro didn't like hearing this wonman | eap to concl usi ons about his nother. "She's nothing |ike
you. "

"Of course not." She | eaned forward in her seat. "Wl |, have you deci ded?”

"Deci ded what ?"

"Are we working together or did you just unplug yourself fromthirty years of human history for
not hi ng?"

"What do you want from ne?"
"Stories, of course. Facts | can get fromthe conputer."”
"Stories about what?"

"You. The piggies. You and the piggies. This whole business with the Lusitania Fleet began with
you and the piggies, after all. It was because you interfered with themthat--"

"W hel ped them "
"Ch, did | use the wong word agai n?"

Mro glared at her. But even as he did, he knew that she was right-- he was bei ng oversensitive.
The word interfered, when used in a scientific context, was al nost value-neutral. It nmerely neant
that he had introduced change into the culture he was studying. And if it did have a negative
connotation, it was that he had lost his scientific perspective-- he had stopped studying the
pequeni nos and started treating themas friends. O that he was surely guilty. No, not guilty-- he
was proud of having nade that transition. "Go on," he said.

"Al'l this began because you broke the | aw and piggies started growi ng amaranth. "
"Not anynore."

"Yes, that's ironic, isn't it? The descol ada virus has gotten in and killed every strain of
amarant h that your sister developed for them So your interference was in vain."

"No it wasn't," said Mro. "They're |earning."

"Yes, | know. More to the point, they're choosing. Wat to |learn, what to do. You brought them
freedom | approve whol eheartedly of what you decided to do. But my job is to wite about you to
the people out there in the Hundred Wirlds and the colonies, and they won't necessarily see things
that way. So what | need fromyou is the story of how and why you broke the |l aw and interfered
with the piggies, and why the governnent and people of Lusitania rebelled agai nst Congress rather
than send you off to be tried and puni shed for your crinmes."”

"Andrew al ready told you that story."

"And |'ve already witten about it, in larger terns. Now | need the personal things. | want to
be able to | et other people know these so-called piggies as people. And you, too. | have to let
t hem know you as a person. If it's possible, it would be nice if | could bring themto Iike you.
Then the Lusitania Fleet will look like what it is-- a nonstrous overreaction to a threat that

never existed."
"The fleet is xenocide."
"So I've said in nmy propaganda,” said Val enti ne.

He couldn't bear her self-certainty. He couldn't bear her unshakable faith in herself. So he had
to contradict her, and the only way he could was to blurt out ideas that he had not yet thought
out conpletely. lIdeas that were still only hal f-forned doubts in his mnd. "The fleet is also self-
def ense. "
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It had the desired effect-- it stopped her |ecture and even nmade her rai se her eyebrows,
questioning him The trouble was, now he had to explain what he neant.

"The descol ada," he said. "It's the nost dangerous formof |ife anywhere."

"The answer to that is quarantine. Not sending a fleet arned with the MD. Device, so they have
the capacity to turn Lusitania and everybody on it into microscopic interstellar dust."

"You're so sure you're right?"

"I"'msure that it's wong for Starways Congress even to contenplate obliterating another
sentient species."

"The piggies can't live without the descolada," said Mro, "and if the descol ada ever spreads to
anot her planet, it will destroy all life there. It will."

It was a pleasure to see that Valentine was capable of |ooking puzzled. "But | thought the virus
was contained. It was your grandparents who found a way to stop it, to make it dormant in hunman
bei ngs. "

"The descol ada adapts,"” said Mro. "Jane told ne that it's already changed itself a couple of
times. My nother and ny sister Ela are working on it-- trying to stay ahead of the descol ada.
Sonetimes it even | ooks |ike the descolada is doing it deliberately. Intelligently. Finding
strategies to get around the chemicals we use to contain it and stop it fromkilling people. It's
getting into the Earthborn crops that hunans need in order to survive on Lusitania. They have to
spray them now. What if the descolada finds a way to get around all our barriers?"

Val entine was silent. No glib answer now. She hadn't faced this question squarely-- no one had,
except Mro.

"I haven't even told this to Jane,"” said Mro. "But what if the fleet is right? What if the only
way to save humanity fromthe descolada is to destroy Lusitania now?"

"No," said Valentine. "This has nothing to do with the purposes for which Starways Congress sent
out the fleet. Their reasons all have to do with interplanetary politics, with showi ng the
col onies who's boss. It has to do with a bureaucracy out of control and a mlitary that--"

"Listen to ne!" said Mro. "You said you wanted to hear ny stories, listen to this one: It
doesn't matter what their reasons are. It doesn't matter if they're a bunch of murderous beasts.
don't care. What matters is-- should they blow up Lusitania?"

"What kind of person are you?" asked Valentine. He could hear both awe and | oathing in her
Voi ce.

"You're the noral philosopher,” said Mro. "You tell nme. Are we supposed to |ove the pequeni nos
so nmuch that we allow the virus they carry to destroy all of humanity?"

"OF course not. W sinply have to find a way to neutralize the descol ada."”
"And if we can't?"

"Then we quarantine Lusitania. Even if all the human beings on the planet die-- your fanmly and
mne-- we still don't destroy the pequeninos."

"Real | y?" asked Mro. "What about the hive queen?”
"Ender told ne that she was reestablishing herself, but--"

"She contains within herself a conplete industrialized society. She's going to build starships
and get off the planet."

"She woul dn't take the descolada with her!"

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%203%20-%20Xenocide.txt (16 of 296) [1/14/03 10:05:33 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%203%20-%20X enoci de.txt
"She has no choice. The descolada is in her already. It's in nme."
That was when he really got to her. He could see it in her eyes-- the fear

“I't'"ll be in you, too. Even if you run back to your ship and seal me off and keep yourself from
i nfection, once you |land on Lusitania the descolada will get into you and your husband and your
children. They'll have to ingest the chenicals with their food and water, every day of their
lives. And they can never go away from Lusitania again or they'll carry death and destruction with
them"

"I suppose we knew that was a possibility," said Val entine.

"When you left, it was only a possibility. W thought that the descol ada woul d soon be
controlled. Now they aren't sure if it can ever be controlled. And that nmeans that you can never
| eave Lusitania once you go there."

"I hope we like the weather."

Mro studied her face, the way she was processing the information he had given her. The initial
fear was gone. She was herself again-- thinking. "Here's what | think," said Mro. "I think that
no matter how terrible Congress is, no matter how evil their plans mght be, that fleet might be
the salvation of humanity."

Val entine answered thoughtfully, searching for words. Mro was glad to see that-- she was a
person who didn't shoot back without thinking. She was able to learn. "I can see that if events
nmove down one possible path, there m ght be a tinme when-- but it's very inprobable. First of all
knowi ng all this, the hive queen is quite unlikely to build any starships that would carry the
descol ada away from Lusitania."

"Do you know t he hive queen?" demanded Mro. "Do you understand her?"

"Even if she would do such a thing," said Valentine, "your nother and sister are working on
this, aren't they? By the tinme we reach Lusitania-- by the time the fleet reaches Lusitania-- they
m ght have found a way to control the descol ada once and for all."

"And if they do," said Mro, "should they use it?"
"Why shoul dn't they?"

"How coul d they kill all the descolada virus? The virus is an integral part of the pequenino
life cycle. Wien the pequenino body-formdies, it's the descol ada virus that enables the
transformation into the tree-state, what the piggies call the third life-- and it's only in the
third life, as trees, that the pequenino males can fertilize the fenales. If the virus is gone,
there can be no nore passage into the third life, and this generation of piggies is the last."

"That doesn't make it inpossible, it only makes it harder. Your nother and sister have to find a
way to neutralize the descolada in hunan beings and the crops we need to eat, w thout destroying
its ability to enabl e the pequeninos to pass into adulthood."

"And they have less than fifteen years to do it,"” said Mro. "Not likely."

"But not inpossible."

"Yes. There's a chance. And on the strength of that chance, you want to get rid of the fleet?"
"The fleet is being sent to destroy Lusitania whether we control the descol ada virus or not."

"And | say it again-- the notive of the senders is irrelevant. No matter what the reason, the
destruction of Lusitania may be the only sure protection for all the rest of humanity."”

"And | say you're wrong."

"You' re Denpbst henes, aren't you? Andrew said you were."
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n Yes i n

"So you thought up the Hierarchy of Foreignness. Ul annings are strangers fromour own world.
Fram ings are strangers of our own species, but from another world. Ranen are strangers of another
speci es, but capabl e of conmmunication with us, capable of co-existence with humanity. Last are
varel se-- and what are they?"

"The pequeni nos are not varelse. Neither is the hive queen.”

"But the descolada is. Varelse. An alien |ife formthat's capable of destroying all of humanity

"Unl ess we can tanme it..."

Yet which we cannot possibly comruni cate with, an alien species that we cannot live wth.
You're the one who said that in that case war is unavoidable. If an alien species seens bent on
destroying us and we can't conmunicate with them can't understand them if there's no possibility
of turning themaway fromtheir course peacefully, then we are justified in any action necessary
to save ourselves, including the conplete destruction of the other species."

"Yes," said Val entine.

"But what if we must destroy the descol ada, and yet we can't destroy the descol ada w thout al so
destroyi ng every living pequeni no, the hive queen, and every human being on Lusitani a?"

To Mro's surprise, Valentine's eyes were awash with tears. "So this is what you have becone."
Mro was confused. "Wen did this conversation beconme a di scussion of ne?"

"You' ve done all this thinking, you ve seen all the possibilities for the future-- good ones and
bad ones alike-- and yet the only one that you're willing to believe in, the inmagined future that
you sei ze upon as the foundation for all your noral judgnents, is the only future in which
everyone that you and | have ever |oved and everything we've ever hoped for nust be obliterated."”

"I didn't say | liked that future--"
"I didn't say you liked it either," said Valentine. "I said that's the future you choose to
prepare for. But | don't. | choose to live in a universe that has sone hope in it. | choose to

live in a universe where your nother and sister will find a way to contain the descol ada, a
uni verse in which Starways Congress can be reformed or replaced, a universe in which there is
neither the power nor the will to destroy an entire species."

"What if you're wong?"

"Then I'1l still have plenty of tine to despair before | die. But you-- do you seek out every
opportunity to despair? | can understand the inpulse that mght lead to that. Andrew tells ne you
were a handsone man-- you still are, you know- and that losing the full use of your body has hurt

you deeply. But other people have |ost nore than you have without getting such a bl ack-hearted
vision of the world."

"This is your analysis of me?" asked Mro. "We' ve known each other half an hour, and now you
under stand everythi ng about ne?"

"I know that this is the nost depressing conversation |I've ever had innmy life."

"And so you assume that it's because | amcrippled. Well, let ne tell you sonething, Valentine
Wggin. | hope the same things you hope. | even hope that soneday I'll get nore of ny body back
again. If | didn't have hope I'd be dead. The things | told you just now aren't because | despair
| said all that because these things are possible. And because they're possible we have to think
of themso they don't surprise us later. W have to think of themso that if the worst does cone,
we'll already know how to live in that universe."

Val entine seened to be studying his face; he felt her gaze on himas an al nost pal pabl e thing,
like a faint tickling under the skin, inside his brain. "Yes," she said.
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"Yes what ?"

"Yes, nmy husband and | will nove over here and live on your ship.'
started toward the corridor |eading back to the tube.

She got up from her seat and

"Way did you deci de that?"

"Because it's too crowded on our ship. And because you are definitely worth talking to. And not
just to get material for the essays | have to wite."

"Ch, so | passed your test?"
"Yes, you did," she said. "Did | pass yours?"
"I wasn't testing you."

"Li ke hell," she said. "But in case you didn't notice, I'Il tell you-- | did pass. O you
woul dn't have said to ne all the things you said.”

She was gone. He could hear her shuffling down the corridor, and then the conputer reported that
she was passing through the tube between shi ps.

He al ready m ssed her

Because she was right. She had passed his test. She had |istened to himthe way no one el se did--
wi t hout inpatience, without finishing his sentences, without |etting her gaze waver fromhis face.
He had spoken to her, not with careful precision, but with great enption. Mich of the tine his
words nust surely have been al nost unintelligible. Yet she had listened so carefully and well that
she had understood all his argunents and never once asked himto repeat sonmething. He could talk
to this woman as naturally as he ever tal ked to anyone before his brain was injured. Yes, she was
opi ni onat ed, headstrong, bossy, and quick to reach conclusions. But she could also listen to an
opposi ng view, change her m nd when she needed to. She could listen, and so he coul d speak
Perhaps with her he could still be Mro.

Chapter 3 -- CLEAN HANDS

<The nost unpl easant thing about hunman beings is that they don't netanorphose. Your people and
m ne are born as grubs, but we transform ourselves into a higher formbefore we reproduce. Hunan
beings remain grubs all their lives.>

<Hurman bei ngs do met anor phose. They change their identity constantly. However, each new identity
thrives on the delusion that it was always in possession of the body it has just conquered. >

<Such changes are superficial. The nature of the organismrenains the sanme. Humans are very
proud of their changes, but every imagined transformation turns out to be a new set of excuses for
behavi ng exactly as the individual has al ways behaved. >

<You are too different from humans ever to understand them >

<You are too simlar to humans for you ever to be able to see themclearly.>

The gods first spoke to Han Q ng-jao when she was seven years old. She didn't realize for a while
that she was hearing the voice of a god. Al she knew was that her hands were filthy, covered with
sone | oathsone invisible slime, and she had to purify them

The first few tinmes, a sinple washing was enough, and she felt better for days. But as tine
passed, the feeling of filthiness returned sooner each tine, and it took nore and nore scrubbing
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to remove the dirt, until she was washing several times a day, using a hard-bristled brush to stab
at her hands until they bled. Only when the pain was unbearable did she feel clean, and then only
for a few hours at a tine.

She told no one; she kriewinstinctively that the filthiness of her hands had to be kept secret.
Everyone knew t hat handwashi ng was one of the first signs that the gods were speaking to a child,
and nost parents in the whole world of Path watched their children hopefully for signs of
excessive concern with cleanliness. But what these people did not understand was the terrible self-
know edge that led to the washing: The first nessage fromthe gods was of the unspeakable
filthiness of the one they spoke to. Q@ ng-jao hid her handwashi ng, not because she was ashaned
that the gods spoke to her, but because she was sure that if anyone knew how vil e she was, they
woul d despi se her

The gods conspired with her in conceal nent. They all owed her to confine her savage scrubbing to
the pal ms of her hands. This nmeant that when her hands were badly hurt, she could clench theminto
fists, or tuck theminto the folds of her skirt as she wal ked, or lay themin her lap very neekly
when she sat, and no one would notice them They saw only a very well-behaved little girl.

I f her nother had been alive, Qng-jao's secret would have been di scovered nuch sooner. As it
was, it took nmonths for a servant to notice. Fat old Mi-pao happened to notice a bloody stain on
the small tablecloth from Q@ ng-jao's breakfast table. Mi-pao knew at once what it meant-- weren't
bl oody hands well known to be an early sign of the gods' attention? That was why nmany an anbiti ous
not her and father forced a particularly promsing child to wash and wash. Throughout the world of
Pat h, ostentatious handwashing was called "inviting the gods."

Mu- pao went at once to Qng-jao's father, the noble Han Fei-tzu, runored to be the greatest of
t he godspoken, one of the few so powerful in the eyes of the gods that he could nmeet with
fram ings-- offworlders-- and never betray a hint of the voices of the gods within him thus
preserving the divine secret of the world of Path. He woul d be grateful to hear the news, and M-
pao woul d be honored for having been the first to see the gods in Q ng-jao

Wthin an hour, Han Fei-tzu had gathered up his beloved little Qng-jao and together they rode
in a sedan chair to the tenple at Rockfall. @ng-jao didn't like riding in such chairs-- she felt
bad for the men who had to carry their weight. "They don't suffer," Father told her the first tine
she nentioned this idea. "They feel greatly honored. It's one of the ways the peopl e show honor to
the gods-- when one of the godspoken goes to a tenple, he does it on the shoulders of the people
of Path. "

"But |'mgetting bigger every day," Q ng-jao answered

"When you're too big, either you'll walk on your own feet or you'll ride in your own chair,"
said Father. He did not need to explain that she woul d have her own chair only if she grew up to
be godspoken herself. "And we try to show our hunility by remaining very thin and |light so we
aren't a heavy burden to the people." This was a joke, of course, since Father's belly, while not
i mrense, was copi ous. But the | esson behind the joke was true: The godspoken nust never be a
burden to the conmon peopl e of Path. The people nust always be grateful, never resentful, that the
gods had chosen their world of all worlds to hear their voices.

Now, though, Q ng-jao was nore concerned with the ordeal that |ay before her. She knew that she
was being taken for testing. "Many children are taught to pretend that the gods speak to them"”
Fat her explained. "W nust find out if the gods have truly chosen you."

"I want themto stop choosing me," said Q ng-jao.

"And you will want it even nore during the test," said Father. His voice was filled with pity.
It nmade Q ng-jao even nore afraid. "The folk see only our powers and privil eges, and envy us. They
don't know the great suffering of those who hear the voices of the gods. If the gods truly speak
to you, ny Qng-jao, you will learn to bear the suffering the way jade bears the carver's knife
the polisher's rough cloth. It will nake you shine. Wiy else do you think | naned you Q ng-jao?"

Q ng-jao-- Goriously Bright was what the name nmeant. It was al so the nane of a great poet from
ancient tinmes in Ad China. A worman poet in an age when only nen were given respect, and yet she
was honored as the greatest of poets in her day. "Thin fog and thick cloud, gloomall day." It was
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the opening of Li Qng-jao's song "The Double Ninth." That was how Q ng-jao felt now.

And how did the poemend? "Now nmy curtain's lifted only by the western wind. |I've grown thinner
than this golden bl ossom" Wuld this be her ending al so? Was her ancestor-of-the-heart telling
her in this poemthat the darkness failing over her now would be lifted only when the gods cane

out of the west to Ilift her thin, light, golden soul out of her body? It was too terrible, to
thi nk of death now, when she was only seven years old; and yet the thought came to her: If | die
soon, then soon I'll see Mdther, and even the great Li Q ng-jao herself.

But the test had nothing to do with death, or at least it was not supposed to. It was quite
sinple, really. Father led her into a |large roomwhere three old nmen knelt. O they seened |ike
men-- they coul d have been wonen. They were so old that all distinctions had di sappeared. They had
only the tiniest wisps of white hair and no beards at all, and they dressed in shapel ess sacks.
Later QG ng-jao would learn that these were tenple eunuchs, survivors of the old days before
St arways Congress intervened and forbade even voluntary self-nutilation in the service of a
religion. Now, though, they were nysterious ghostly old creatures whose hands touched her
expl oring her cl ot hing.

What were they searching for? They found her ebony chopsticks and took them away. They took the
sash from around her waist. They took her slippers. Later she would | earn that these things were
taken because ot her children had beconme so desperate during their testing that they had killed
t hemsel ves. One of them had inserted her chopsticks into her nostrils and then flung herself to
the floor, jamm ng the sticks into her brain. Another had hanged herself with her sash. Another
had forced her slippers into her nouth and down her throat, choking herself to death. Successfu
sui cide attenpts were rare, but they seened to happen with the brightest of the children, and nost
commonly with girls. So they took away from Q@ ng-jao all the known ways of conmitting suicide.

The old ones left. Father knelt beside Q ng-jao and spoke to her face to face. "You nust
understand, Q ng-jao, that we are not really testing you. Nothing that you do of your own free
will can nake the slightest difference in what happens here. W are really testing the gods, to

see if they are deternined to speak to you. If they are, they'll find a way, and we'll see it, and
you'll cone out of this roomas one of the godspoken. |If they aren't, then you'll come out of here
free of their voices for all tine. | can't tell you which outcome | pray for, since | don't know
mysel f."

"Father," said Q ng-jao, "what if you're ashaned of nme?" The very thought made her feel a
tingling in her hands, as if there were dirt on them as if she needed to wash them

"I will not be ashamed of you either way."

Then he cl apped his hands. One of the old ones cane back in, bearing a heavy basin. He set it
down before Q ng-jao

"Thrust in your hands," said Father.

The basin was filled with thick black grease. Q ng-jao shuddered. "I can't put my hands in
there."

Fat her reached out, took her by the forearns, and forced her hands down into the nuck. Q ng-jao
cried out-- her father had never used force with her before. And when he I et go of her arns, her
hands were covered with clanmy slinme. She gasped at the filthiness of her hands; it was hard to
breat he, |ooking at themlike that, smelling them

The ol d one picked up the basin and carried it out.
"Where can | wash, Father?" Q ng-jao whinpered.
"You can't wash," said Father. "You can never wash again."

And because Q ng-jao was a child, she believed him not guessing that his words were part of the
test. She watched Father | eave the room She heard the door |atch behind him She was al one.

At first she sinply held her hands out in front of her, making sure they didn't touch any part
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of her clothing. She searched desperately for somewhere to wash, but there was no water, nor even
a cloth. The roomwas far frombare-- there were chairs, tables, statues, |large stone jars-- but
all the surfaces were hard and wel | -polished and so clean that she couldn't bear to touch them
Yet the filthiness of her hands was unendurable. She had to get themclean

"Father!" she called out. "Cone and wash my hands!" Surely he could hear her. Surely he was
somewhere near, waiting for the outcone of her test. He nmust hear her-- but he didn't cone.

The only cloth in the roomwas the gown she was wearing. She could wi pe on that, only then she
woul d be wearing the grease; it mght get on other parts of her body. The solution, of course, was
to take it off-- but how could she do that w thout touching her filthy hands to sonme other part of
hersel f?

She tried. First she carefully scraped off as nuch of the grease as she could on the snmooth arns
of a statue. Forgive ne, she said to the statue, in case it belonged to a god. | will come and
clean you after; 1'Il clean you with nmy own gown.

Then she reached back over her shoul ders and gathered the cloth on her back, pulling up on the
gown to draw it over her head. Her greasy fingers slipped on the silk; she could feel the sline
cold on her bare back as it penetrated the silk. 1'll clean it after, she thought.

At last she got a firmenough grasp of the fabric that she could pull off the gown. It slid over
her head, but even before it was conpletely off, she knew that things were worse than ever, for
some of the grease was in her long hair, and that hair had fallen onto her face, and now she had
filth not just on her hands but al so on her back, in her hair, on her face.

Still she tried. She got the gown the rest of the way off, then carefully w ped her hands on one
smal| part of the fabric. Then she w ped her face on another. But it was no good. Sone of the
grease clung to her no matter what she did. Her face felt as if the silk of her gown had only
sneared the grease around instead of lifting it away. She had never been so hopelessly grinmy in
her life. It was unbearable, and yet she couldn't get rid of it.

"Fat her! Cone take ne away! | don't want to be godspoken!" He didn't cone. She began to cry.

The trouble with crying was that it didn't work. The nore she cried, the filthier she felt. The
desperate need to be clean overpowered even her weeping. So with tears stream ng down her face,
she began to search desperately for some way to get the grease off her hands. Again she tried the
silk of her gown, but within alittle while she was w ping her hands on the walls, sidling around
the room snearing themw th grease. She rubbed her palns on the wall so rapidly that heat built
up and the grease nelted. She did it again and again until her hands were red, until sone of the
sof tened scabs on her pal nms had worn away or been torn off by invisible snags in the wooden walls.

When her pal ns and fingers hurt badly enough that she couldn't feel the sline on them she w ped
her face with them gouged at her face with her fingernails to scrape away the grease there. Then
hands dirty again, she once nore rubbed themon the walls.

Finally, exhausted, she fell to the floor and wept at the pain in her hands, at her hel pl essness
to get clean. Her eyes were shut with weeping. Tears streaked down her cheeks. She rubbed at her
eyes, at her cheeks-- and felt how slimy the tears nade her skin, how filthy she was. She knew
what this surely nmeant: The gods had judged her and found her unclean. She wasn't worthy to |ive.
If she couldn't get clean, she had to blot herself out. That would satisfy them That woul d ease
the agony of it. Al she had to do was find a way to die. To stop breathing. Father would be sorry
he didn't come when she called to him but she couldn't help that. She was under the power of the
gods now, and they had judged her unworthy to be anong the living. After all, what right did she
have to breathe when the gate of Mother's |ips had stopped letting the air pass through, in or
out, for all these many years?

She first thought of using her gown, thought of stuffing it into her nouth to bl ock her breath,
or tying it around her throat to choke herself-- but it was too filthy to handle, too covered with
grease. She would have to find another way.

Q ng-jao wal ked to the wall, pressed against it. Sturdy wood. She | eaned back and flung her head
agai nst the wood. Pain flashed through her head when it struck; stunned, she dropped to a sitting
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position on the floor. Her head ached inside. The room swung slowy around and around her. For a
monent she forgot the filthiness of her hands.

But the relief didn't last long. She could see on the wall a slightly duller place where the
grease from her forehead broke up the shiny polished surface. The gods spoke inside her, insisted
she was as filthy as ever. Alittle pain wouldn't make up for her unworthiness.

Agai n she struck her head against the wall. This time, however, there was nowhere near as much
pai n. Again, again-- and now she realized that against her will, her body was recoiling fromthe
blow, refusing to inflict so nmuch pain on herself. This hel ped her understand why the gods found
her so unworthy-- she was too weak to nake her body obey. Well, she wasn't hel pl ess. She could
fool her body into subm ssion

She selected the tallest of the statues, which stood perhaps three neters high. It was a bronze
casting of a man in md-stride, holding a sword above his head. There were enough angl es and bends
and projections that she could clinmb. Her hands kept slipping, but she persevered until she
bal anced on the statue's shoulders, holding onto its headdress with one hand and the sword with
t he ot her.

For a nonent, touching the sword, she thought of trying to cut her throat on it-- that would
stop her breath, wouldn't it? But the blade was only a pretend blade. It wasn't sharp, and she
couldn't get her neck to it at the right angle. So she went back to her original plan.

She took several deep breaths, then clasped her hands behind her back and toppled forward. She
woul d | and on her head; that would end her filthiness.

As the floor rushed upward, however, she lost control of herself. She screaned; she felt her
hands tear free of each other behind her back and rush forward to try to break her fall. Too |ate,
she thought with grimsatisfaction, and then her head struck the floor and everythi ng went bl ack

* k *

Q ng-jao awoke with a dull ache in her armand a sharp pain in her head whenever she noved-- but
she was alive. Wen she could bear to open her eyes she saw that the roomwas darker. WAas it night
out si de? How | ong had she sl ept? She couldn't bear to nove her left arm the one with the pain
she could see an ugly red bruise at the el bow and she thought she nust have broken it inside when
she fell.

She al so saw that her hands were still sneared with grease, and felt her unbearable dirtiness:
the gods' judgnent against her. She shouldn't have tried to kill herself after all. The gods
woul dn't allow her to escape their judgnent so easily.

What can | do? she pl eaded. How can | be clean before you, O Gods? Li Q ng-jao, ny ancestor-of-
t he-heart, show me how to make nyself worthy to receive the kind judgnent of the gods!

What came at once to her mind was Li Q@ ng-jao's |ove song "Separation." It was one of the first
that Father had given her to nmenorize when she was only three years old, only a short tine before
he and Mdther told her that Mther was going to die. It was exactly appropriate now, too, for
wasn't she separated fromthe goodwill of the gods? Didn't she need to be reconciled with them so
they coul d receive her as one of the truly godspoken ones?

soneone's sent a loving note in lines of returning geese and as the noon fills ny western
chanmber as petal s dance over the flowi ng streamagain | think of you the two of us living a
sadness apart a hurt that can't be renpoved yet when ny gaze cones down ny heart stays up

The nmoon filling the western chanmber told her that it was really a god, not an ordinary man-
| over who was being pined for in this poem- references to the west always neant that the gods
were involved. Li Q ng-Jao had answered the prayer of little Han Q ng-jao, and sent this poemto
tell her howto cure the hurt that couldn't be renoved-- the filthiness of her flesh

What is the loving note? thought Q ng-jao. Lines of returning geese-- but there are no geese in
this room Petals dancing over a flowing stream- but there are no petals, there is no stream
here.
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"Yet when ny gaze cones down, ny heart stays up." That was the clue, that was the answer, she
knew it. Slowy, carefully Q@ ng-jao rolled over onto her belly. Once when she tried to put weight
on her left hand, her el bow buckled and an exquisite pain al nost nade her | ose consci ousness
again. At |ast she knelt, her head bowed, |eaning on her right hand. Gazing down. The poem
promi sed that this would |l et her heart stay up.

She felt no better-- still filthy, still in pain. Looking down showed her nothing but the
pol i shed boards of the floor, the grain of the wood naking rippling |ines reaching from between
her knees outward to the very edge of the room

Li nes. Lines of woodgrain, lines of geese. And couldn't the woodgrain al so be seen as a flow ng
strean? She nmust follow these lines |ike the geese; she must dance over these flow ng streans |ike
a petal. That was what the promi se neant: Wen her gaze cane down, her heart would stay up

She found one particular line in the woodgrain, a line of darkness like a river rippling through
the Iighter wood around it, and knew at once that this was the stream she was supposed to foll ow
She dared not touch it with her finger-- filthy, unworthy finger. It had to be followed lightly,
the way a goose touched the air, the way a petal touched the stream Only her eyes could follow
the |ine.

So she began to trace the line, followit carefully to the wall. A couple of tines she noved so
qui ckly that she lost the line, forgot which one it was; but soon she found it again, or thought
she did, and followed it to the wall. WAs it good enough? Wre the gods satisfied?

Al nost, but not quite-- she couldn't be sure that when her gaze slipped fromthe |ine she had
returned to the right one. Petals didn't skip fromstreamto stream She had to foll ow the right
one, along its entire length. This tine she started at the wall and bowed very I ow, so her eyes
woul dn't be distracted even by the nmovenent of her own right hand. She i nched her way al ong, never
letting herself so nmuch as blink, even when her eyes burned. She knew that if she |ost the grain
she was follow ng she'd have to go back and start over. It had to be done perfectly or it would
lose all its power to cleanse her.

It took forever. She did blink, but not haphazardly, by accident. Wen her eyes burned too nuch,
she woul d bow down until her left eye was directly over the grain. Then she would cl ose the ot her
eye for a nonent. Her right eye relieved, she would open it, then put that eye directly over the
line in the wood and close the left. This way she was able to make it hal fway across the room
until the board ended, butting up agai nst another.

She wasn't sure whet her that was good enough, whether it was enough to finish the board or if
she needed to find another woodgrain line to follow She made as if to get up, testing the gods,
to see if they were satisfied. She half-rose, felt nothing; she stood, and still she was at ease

Ah! They were satisfied, they were pleased with her. Now the grease on her skin felt |ike
nothing nore than a little oil. There was no need for washing, not at this nmonent, for she had
found another way to cl eanse herself, another way for the gods to discipline her. Slowmy she |ay
back on the floor, smling, weeping softly in joy. Li Q ng-jao, ny ancestor-of-the-heart, thank
you for showing ne the way. Now | have been joined to the gods; the separation is over. Mther,
am agai n connected to you, clean and worthy. Wite Tiger of the West, | am now pure enough to
touch your fur and |l eave no mark of filthiness.

Then hands touched her-- Father's hands, picking her up. Drops of water fell onto her face, the
bare skin of her body-- Father's tears. "You're alive," he said. "My godspoken one, ny bel oved, ny
daughter, ny life, doriously Bright, you shine on."

Later she would learn that Father had had to be tied and gagged during her test, that when she
clinmbed the statue and nade as if to press her throat against the sword, he flung hinself forward
with such force that his chair fell and his head struck the floor. This was regarded as a great
nmercy, since it neant he didn't see her terrible fall fromthe statue. He wept for her all the
time she lay unconscious. And then, when she rose to her knees and began to trace the woodgrains
on the floor, he was the one who realized what it meant. "Look," he whispered. "The gods have
given her a task. The gods are speaking to her."
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The others were slow to recognize it, because they had never seen anyone trace woodgrain |ines
before. It wasn't in the Catal ogue of Voices of the Gods: Door-Waiting, Counting-to-Miltiples-of-
Fi ve, bject-Counting, Checking-for-Accidental-Mrders, Fingernail-Tearing, Skin-Scraping, Pulling-
Qut -of -Hair, Gnaw ng-at-Stone, Buggi ng-CQut-of-Eyes-- all these were known to be penances that the
gods denanded, rituals of obedi ence that cleansed the soul of the godspoken so that the gods could
fill their mnds with wisdom No one had ever seen Wodgrai n-Traci ng. Yet Father saw what she was
doing, naned the ritual, and added it to the Catal ogue of Voices. It would forever bear her nane,
Han Q ng-jao, as the first to be comanded by the gods to performthis rite. It nmade her very
speci al

So did her unusual resourcefulness in trying to find ways to cl eanse her hands and, later, kill
herself. Many had tried scraping their hands on walls, of course, and nost attenpted to w pe on
cl ot hes. But rubbing her hands to build up the heat of friction, that was regarded as rare and
clever. And while head-beating was common, clinbing a statue and junping off and | andi ng on her
head was very rare. And none who had done it before had been strong enough to keep their hands
behind their back so long. The tenple was all abuzz with it, and word soon spread to all the
tenples in Path.

It was a great honor to Han Fei-tzu, of course, that his daughter was so powerfully possessed by
the gods. And the story of his near-nmadness when she was trying to destroy herself spread just as
qui ckly and touched many hearts. "He nmay be the greatest of the godspoken," they said of him "but
he | oves his daughter nmore than life." This made them | ove himas much as they already revered
hi m

It was then that people began whi spering about the possible godhood of Han Fei-tzu. "He is great
and strong enough that the gods will listen to him" said the people who favored him "Yet he is
so affectionate that he will always |ove the people of the planet Path, and try to do good for us.
Isn't this what the god of a world ought to be?" O course it was inmpossible to decide now- a man
could not be chosen to be god of a village, let alone of a whole world, until he died. How could
you judge what sort of god he'd be, until his whole life, frombeginning to end, was known?

These whi spers canme to Qng-jao's ears nmany tines as she grew ol der, and the know edge that her
father m ght well be chosen god of Path becanme one of the beacons of her life. But at the tine,
and forever in her nenory, she renenbered that his hands were the ones that carried her bruised
and tw sted body to the bed of healing, his eyes were the ones that dropped warmtears on to her
cold skin, his voice was the one that whispered in the beautiful passionate tones of the old
| anguage, "My beloved, nmy doriously Bright, never take your light frommy life. Watever happens
never harmyourself or | will surely die."

Chapter 4 -- JANE

<So many of your people are becomng Christians. Believing in the god these humans brought with
t hem >

<You don't believe in God?>

<The question never cone up. W have al ways renenbered how we began. >
<You evol ved. W were created.>

<By a virus.>

<By a virus that God created in order to create us.>

<So you, too, are a believer.>

<l understand belief.>

<No-- you desire belief.>
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<I desire it enough to act as if | believed. Maybe that's what faith is.>

<Or deliberate insanity>

It turned out not to be just Val entine and Jakt who came over to Mro's ship. Plikt also cane,
without invitation, and installed herself in a mserable little cubicle where there wasn't even
roomto stretch out conpletely. She was the anomaly on the voyage-- not fanmily, not crew, but a
friend. Plikt had been a student of Ender's when he was on Trondhei m as a speaker for the dead.
She had figured out, quite independently, that Andrew Wggin was the Speaker for the Dead and that
he was al so the Ender W ggin.

Why this brilliant young worman shoul d have beconme so fixed on Ender Wggin, Valentine could not
really understand. At tinmes she thought, Perhaps this is how sone religions start. The founder
doesn't ask for disciples; they cone and force thensel ves upon him

In any event, Plikt had stayed with Valentine and her famly for all the years since Ender |eft
Trondheim tutoring the children and hel ping in Valentine's research, always waiting for the day
that the famly journeyed to be with Ender-- a day that only Plikt had known woul d cone.

So during the last half of the voyage to Lusitania, it was the four of themwho traveled in
Mro's ship: Valentine, Mro, Jakt, and Plikt. O so Valentine thought at first. It was on the
third day since the rendezvous that she |l earned of the fifth travel er who had been with them al
al ong.

That day, as always, the four of themwere gathered on the bridge. There was nowhere else to go.
This was a cargo ship-- besides the bridge and the sl eeping quarters, there was only a tiny galley
and the toilet. Al the other space was designed to hold cargo, not people-- not in any kind of
reasonabl e confort.

Val entine didn't mind the |oss of privacy, though. She was sl acking off now on her output of
subversive essays; it was nore inportant, she felt, to get to know Mro-- and, through him
Lusitania. The people there, the pequeninos, and, nost particularly, Mro's fanmly-- for Ender had
married Novinha, Mra's nother. Valentine did glean nmuch of that kind of information, of course--
she couldn't have been a historian and bi ographer for all these years w thout |earning howto
extrapol ate nuch fromscant bits of evidence.

The real prize for her had turned out to be Mro hinself. He was bitter, angry, frustrated, and
filled with loathing for his crippled body, but all that was understandabl e-- his | oss had
happened only a few nonths before, and he was still trying to redefine himself. Valentine didn't
worry about his future-- she could see that he was very strong-willed, the kind of nman who didn't
easily fall apart. He would adapt and thrive.

What interested her nmost was his thought. It was as if the confinenent of his body had freed his
m nd. Wien he had first been injured his paralysis was alnost total. He had had nothing to do but
lie in one place and think. O course, nuch of his tine had been spent broodi ng about his |osses,
his m stakes, the future he couldn't have. But he had al so spent many hours thinking about the
i ssues that busy people al nost never think about. And on that third day together, that's what
Val entine was trying to draw out of him

"Mbst people don't think about it, not seriously, and you have," said Val entine.

"Just because | think about it doesn't mean | know anything," said Mro. She really was used to
his voi ce now, though sonetinmes his speech was maddeningly slow. It took a real effort of will at
times to keep fromshowi ng any sign of inattention

"The nature of the universe," said Jakt.

"The sources of life," said Valentine. "You said you had thought about what it means to be
ive, and | want to know what you thought."

a

"How the universe works and why we all are init." Mro laughed. "It's pretty crazy stuff."”
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"I'"ve been trapped alone in an ice floe in a fishing boat for two weeks in a blizzard with no
heat," said Jakt. "I doubt you've come up with anything that'll sound crazy to ne."

Val entine smiled. Jakt was no scholar, and his phil osophy was generally confined to holding his
crew together and catching a ot of fish. But he knew that Valentine wanted to draw Mro out, and
so he hel ped put the young man at ease, hel ped himknow that he'd be taken seriously.

And it was inmportant for Jakt to be the one who did that-- because Val entine had seen, and so
had Jakt, how Mro watched him Jakt might be old, but his arnms and | egs and back were still those
of a fisherman, and every novenment reveal ed the suppl eness of his body. Mro even conmrented on it
once, obliquely, admringly: "You ve got the build of a twenty-year-old." Valentine heard the
ironic corollary that nmust have been in Mro's mnd: Wile I, who amyoung, have the body of an
arthritic ninety-year-old. So Jakt nmeant something to Mro-- he represented the future that Mro
coul d never have. Admiration and resentnent; it would have been hard for Mro to speak openly in
front of Jakt, if Jakt had not taken care to nake sure Mro heard nothing but respect and interest
fromhim

Plikt, of course, sat in her place, silent, w thdrawn, effectively invisible.
"All right," said Mro. "Speculations on the nature of reality and the soul."
"Theol ogy or netaphysics?" asked Val enti ne.

"Met aphysics, nostly," said Mro. "And physics. Neither one is nmy specialty. And this isn't the

kind of story you said you needed ne for."

"I don't always know exactly what I'Il need."

"Al'l right," said Mro. He took a couple of breaths, as if he were trying to deci de where to
begin. "You know about philotic tw ning."

"I know what everybody knows," said Valentine. "And | know that it hasn't |ed anywhere in the
| ast twenty-five hundred years because it can't really be experinmented with." It was an old
di scovery, fromthe days when scientists were struggling to catch up with technol ogy. Teenage
physi cs students nenorized a few wi se sayings: "Philotes are the fundamental buil ding bl ocks of
all matter and energy. Philotes have neither nmass nor inertia. Philotes have only | ocation
duration, and connection." And everybody knew that it was philotic connections-- the tw ning of
philotic rays-- that nade ansi bl es work, allow ng instantaneous comruni cati on between worlds and
starshi ps many |ight-years apart. But no one knew why it worked, and because philotes could not be
"handl ed,” it was al nost inpossible to experinent with them They could only be observed, and then
only through their connections.

"Philotics," said Jakt. "Ansibles?"

"A by-product," said Mro.
"What does it have to do with the soul ?" asked Val enti ne.

Mro was about to answer, but he grew frustrated, apparently at the thought of trying to give a
| ong speech through his sluggish, resisting mouth. His jaw was working, his lips noving slightly.
Then he said aloud, "I can't do it."

"We'll listen," said Valentine. She understood his reluctance to try extended discourse with the
limtations of his speech, but she al so knew he had to do it anyway.

"No," said Mro.

Val entine woul d have tried further persuasion, but she saw his lips were still noving, though
little sound cane out. WAs he nuttering? Cursing?

No-- she knew it wasn't that at all

It took a noment for her to realize why she was so sure. It was because she had seen Ender do
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exactly the same thing, noving his lips and jaw, when he was issuing subvocalized comands to the
conmputer termnal built into the jewel he wore in his ear. O course: Mro has the same conputer
hookup Ender has, so he'll speak to it the sane way.

In a noment it became clear what conmand Mro had given to his jewel. It nust have been tied in
to the ship's conmputer, because i mediately afterward one of the display screens cleared and then
showed Mro's face. Only there was none of the slackness that marred his face in person. Val entine
realized: It was Mro's face as it used to be. And when the conputer image spoke, the sound com ng
fromthe speakers was surely Mro's voice as it used to be-- clear. Forceful. Intelligent. Quick

"You know t hat when phil otes conmbine to nake a durable structure-- a meson, a neutron, an atom
a nol ecule, an organism a planet-- they twi ne up.”

"What is this?" demanded Jakt. He hadn't yet figured out why the conputer was doing the tal king.

The conputer image of Mro froze on the screen and fell silent. Mro hinself answered. "I've
been playing with this," he said. "I tell it things, and it renenbers and speaks for ne."

Valentine tried to inagine Mro experinenting until the conputer programgot his face and voice
just right. How exhilarating it nust have been, to re-create hinself as he ought to be. And al so
how agoni zing, to see what he could have been and know that it could never be real. "What a clever
idea," said Valentine. "Sort of a prosthesis for the personality."”

Mro | aughed-- a single "Hal"

"Go ahead," said Valentine. "Wether you speak for yourself or the conputer speaks for you
we'll listen.”

The conputer inmage canme back to life, and spoke again in Mro's strong, imaginary voice.
"Philotes are the smallest building blocks of matter and energy. They have no nass or di nension.
Each philote connects itself to the rest of the universe along a single ray, a one-dinensiona
line that connects it to all the other philotes inits snmallest i mediate structure-- a neson. Al
those strands fromthe philotes in that structure are twined into a single philotic thread that
connects the nmeson to the next larger structure-- a neutron, for instance. The threads in the
neutron twine into a yarn connecting it to all the other particles of the atom and then the yarns
of the atomtwine into the rope of the nolecule. This has nothing to do with nuclear forces or
gravity, nothing to do with chem cal bonds. As far as we can tell, the philotic connections don't
do anything. They're just there."

"But the individual rays are always there, present in the twines," said Val entine.

"Yes, each ray goes on forever," answered the screen

It surprised her-- and Jakt, too, judging fromthe way his eyes w dened-- that the conputer was
able to respond i mediately to what Valentine said. It wasn't just a preset lecture. This had to
be a sophisticated programanyway, to sinulate Mro's face and voice so well; but nowto have it
responding as if it were sinulating Mro's personality ..

O had Mro given sone cue to the progran? Had he subvocalized the response? Val entine didn't
know - she had been watching the screen. She would stop doing that now- she would watch Mro
hi nsel f.

"We don't knowif the ray is infinite," said Valentine. "W only know that we haven't found
where the ray ends."

"They tw ne together, a whole planetful, and each planet's philotic twi ne reaches to its star
and each star to the center of the gal axy--"

"And where does the galactic twine go?" said Jakt. It was an ol d question-- school children asked
it when they first got into philotics in high school. Like the old specul ati on that maybe gal axi es
were really neutrons or nesons inside a far vaster universe, or the old question, If the universe
isn'"t infinite, what is beyond the edge?
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"Yes, yes," said Mro. This time, though, he spoke fromhis own nmouth. "But that's not where I'm
going. | want to talk about life."

The conputerized voice-- the voice of the brilliant young nan-- took over. "The philotic tw nes
from substances like rock or sand all connect directly fromeach nolecule to the center of the
pl anet. But when a nolecule is incorporated into a living organism its ray shifts. Instead of
reaching to the planet, it gets twined in with the individual cell, and the rays fromthe cells
are all twi ned together so that each organismsends a single fiber of philotic connections to
twine up with the central philotic rope of the planet."

"Whi ch shows that individual |ives have some neaning at the | evel of physics,"” said Valentine.
She had witten an essay about it once, trying to dispel sone of the nysticismthat had grown up
about philotics while at the sane tinme using it to suggest a view of community formation. "But
there's no practical effect fromit, Mro. Nothing you can do with it. The philotic tw ning of
living organisnms sinply is. Every philote is connected to sonething, and through that to sonething
el se, and through that to something else-- living cells and organisns are sinply two of the leels
where those connections can be nade.”

"Yes," said Mro. "That which lives, tw nes."

Val entine shrugged, nodded. It probably couldn't be proven, but if Mro wanted that as a prem se
in his speculations, that was fine.

The conputer-Mro took over again. "Wiat |'ve been thinking about is the endurance of the
twining. When a twined structure is broken-- as when a nol ecul e breaks apart-- the old philotic
twining remains for a tine. Fragnments that are no | onger physically joined remain philotically
connected for a while. And the snaller the particle, the I onger that connection |lasts after the
breakup of the original structure, and the nore slowy the fragnents shift to new tw nings."

Jakt: frowned. "I thought the snmaller things were, the faster things happened.”
"It is counterintuitive," said Val entine.

"After nuclear fission it takes hours for the philotic rays to sort thensel ves back out again,"
said the conputer-Mro. "Split a snmaller particle than an atom and the philotic connection
between the fragnents will [ast nuch |onger than that."

"Which is how the ansible works," said Mro.

Val entine | ooked at himclosely. Wiy was he tal king sonetines in his own voice, sonetines
t hrough the conputer? Was the program under his control or wasn't it?

"The principle of the ansible is that if you suspend a nmeson in a powerful magnetic field," said
conputer-Mro, "split it, and carry the two parts as far away as you want, the philotic tw ning
will still connect them And the connection is instantaneous. |If one fragnment spins or vibrates,
the ray between them spins and vi brates, and the novenent is detectable at the other end at
exactly the same nmonent. It takes no time whatsoever for the novenment to be transmitted al ong the
entire length of the ray, even if the two fragnents are carried |light-years away from each ot her.
Nobody knows why it works, but we're glad it does. Wthout the ansible, there'd be no possibility
of neani ngful comuni cati on between human worl ds."

"Hel |, there's no neaningful conmmunication now, " said Jakt. "And if it wasn't for the ansibles,
there'd be no warfleet heading for Lusitania right now "

Val entine wasn't listening to Jakt, though. She was watching Mro. This tinme Val enti ne saw when
he noved his lips and jaw, slightly, silently. Sure enough, after he subvocalized, the computer
i mmge of Mro spoke again. He was giving commands. It had been absurd for her to think otherw se--
who el se could be controlling the conputer?

"It's a hierarchy," said the inmage. "The nore conplex the structure, the faster the response to

change. It's as if the smaller the particle is, the stupider it is, soit's slower to pick up on
the fact that it's now part of a different structure.”
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"Now you' re ant hroponor phi zi ng, " said Val enti ne.
"Maybe," said Mro. "Maybe not."

"Hurman bei ngs are organisns," said the inmage. "But human philotic tw nings go way beyond those
of any other life form™

"Now you' re tal king about that stuff that came from Ganges a thousand years ago," said
Val entine. "Nobody's been able to get consistent results fromthose experinments.” The researchers--
Hi ndus all, and devout ones-- clained that they had shown that human philotic tw nings, unlike
those of other organisns, did not always reach directly down into the planet's core to twine with
all other life and matter. Rather, they clained, the philotic rays from human bei ngs often tw ned
with those of other human beings, nost often with families, but sonetines between teachers and
students, and sonetinmes between cl ose co-workers-- including the researchers thensel ves. The
Gangeans had concluded that this distinction between humans and ot her plant and animal |ife proved
that the souls of sone humans were literally lifted to a higher plane, nearer to perfection. They
bel i eved that the Perfecting Ones had becone one with each other the way that all of Iife was one
with the world. "It's all very pleasingly nystical, but nobody except Gangean Hi ndus takes it
seriously anynore."

"l do," said Mro.

"To each his own," said Jakt.

"Not as a religion," said Mro. "As science."
"You nean netaphysics, don't you?" said Val entine.

It was the Mro-inmage that answered. "The philotic connections between peopl e change fastest of
all, and what the Gangeans proved is that they respond to human will. If you have strong feelings
bi nding you to your famly, then your philotic rays will twine and you will be one, in exactly the
same way that the different atons in a nolecule are one."

It was a sweet idea-- she had thought so when she first heard it, perhaps two thousand years
ago, when Ender was speaking for a nmurdered revol utionary on M ndanao. She and Ender had
specul at ed then on whether the Gangean tests would show that they were tw ned, as brother and
sister. They wondered whether there had been such a connection between themas children, and if it
had persisted when Ender was taken off to Battle School and they were separated for six years.
Ender had |iked that idea very nuch, and so had Valentine, but after that one conversation the
subj ect never came up again. The notion of philotic connections between people had remained in the
pretty-idea category in her nmenory. "It's nice to think that the netaphor of human unity m ght
have a physical anal ogue,” said Val enti ne.

"Listen!" said Mro. Apparently he didn't want her to disniss the idea as "nice."

Again his inmage spoke for him "If the Gangeans are right, then when a human bei ng chooses to
bond wi th another person, when he nmakes a conmitnent to a community, it is not just a social

phenomenon. It's a physical event as well. The philote, the smallest conceivabl e physical particle-
- if we can call something with no mass or inertia physical at all-- responds to an act of the
human will."

"That's why it's so hard for anyone to take the Gangean experinents seriously."
"The Gangean experinments were careful and honest."
"But no one else ever got the sane results.”

"No one el se ever took them seriously enough to performthe sane experinents. Does that surprise
you?"
"Yes," said Valentine. But then she remenbered how the idea had been ridiculed in the scientific
press, while it was imredi ately picked up by the lunatic fringe and incorporated into dozens of
fringe religions. Once that happened, how could a scientist hope to get funding for such a
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project? How could a scientist expect to have a career if others came to think of himas a

proponent of a metaphysical religion? "No, | suppose it doesn't."

The Mro-inmge nodded. "If the philotic ray twines in response to the human will, why coul dn't
we suppose that all philotic twining is willed? Every particle, all of matter and energy, why
couldn't every observabl e phenonenon in the universe be the willing behavior of individuals?"

"Now we' re beyond Gangean Hi nduism" said Valentine. "How seriously am| supposed to take this?
What you're tal king about is Animism The nost prinitive kind of religion. Everything's alive.
St ones and oceans and--"

"No," said Mro. "Lifeis life."

"Life is |life," said the conputer program "Life is when a single philote has the strength of

will to bind together the nolecules of a single cell, to entwine their rays into one. A stronger
phil ote can bind together many cells into a single organism The strongest of all are the
intelligent beings. W can bestow our philotic connections where we will. The philotic basis of

intelligent life is even clearer in the other known sentient species. Wen a pequeni no dies and
passes into the third life, it's his strong-willed philote that preserves his identity and passes
it fromthe mamual oi d corpse to the living tree.”

"Reincarnation," said Jakt. "The philote is the soul ."

"I't happens with the piggies, anyway," said Mro.

"The hive queen as well," said the Mro-inmge. "The reason we di scovered philotic connections in
the first place was because we saw how the buggers comuni cated with each other faster than |ight--
that's what showed us it was possi ble. The individual buggers are all part of the hive queen
they're like her hands and feet, and she's their mnd, one vast organismwth thousands or
mllions of bodies. And the only connection between themis the twining of their philotic rays."

It was a picture of the universe that Val entine had never conceived of before. O course, as a
hi storian and bi ographer she usually conceived of things in ternms of peoples and societies; while
she wasn't ignorant of physics, neither was she deeply trained in it. Perhaps a physicist would
know at once why this whol e i dea was absurd. But then, perhaps a physicist would be so | ocked into
the consensus of his scientific community that it would be harder for himto accept an idea that
transforned the neaning of everything he knew. Even if it were true.

And she liked the idea well enough to wish it were true. O the trillion |Iovers who had
whi spered to each other, W are one, could it be that sone of themreally were? O the billions of
fam lies who had bonded together so closely they felt like a single soul, wouldn't it be lovely to
think that at the nost basic level of reality it was so?

Jakt, however, was not so caught up in the idea. "I thought we weren't supposed to tal k about
the existence of the hive queen,"” he said. "I thought that was Ender's secret.”

"It's all right," said Valentine. "Everyone in this room knows."

Jakt gave her his inmpatient look. "I thought we were coming to Lusitania to help in the struggle
agai nst Starways Congress. What does any of this have to do with the real world?"

"Maybe not hing," said Valentine. "Mybe everything."

Jakt buried his face in his hands for a noment, then | ooked back up at her with a snile that
wasn't really a smle. "I haven't heard you say anything so transcendental since your brother |eft
Trondheim ™"

That stung her, particularly because she knew it was neant to. After all these years, was Jakt
still jealous of her connection with Ender? Did he still resent the fact that she could care about
things that nmeant nothing to hin? "Wen he went," said Valentine, "I stayed." She was really
saying, | passed the only test that mattered. Wiy shoul d you doubt ne now?

Jakt was abashed. It was one of the best things about him that when he realized he was wong he
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backed down at once. "And when you went," said Jakt, "I came with you." Which she took to nean
I"'mwith you, I"'mreally not jealous of Ender anynore, and |I'msorry for sniping at you. Later,
when they were alone, they' d say these things again openly. It wouldn't do to reach Lusitania with
suspi cions and jeal ousy on either's part.

Mro, of course, was oblivious to the fact that Jakt and Val entine had al ready declared a truce.

He was only aware of the tension between them and thought he was the cause of it. "I'msorry,"
said Mro. "I didn't mean to...'
“It's all right," said Jakt. "I was out of line."

"There is no line," said Valentine, with a snile at her husband. Jakt smiled back
That was what Mro needed to see; he visibly rel axed.

"CGo on," said Val entine.

"Take all that as a given," said the Mro-inage.

Val entine couldn't help it-- she laughed out loud. Partly she | aughed because this nystica
Gangean phil ot e- as-soul busi ness was such an absurdly large premise to swallow. Partly she | aughed
to rel ease the tension between her and Jakt. "lI'msorry," she said. "That's an awfully big
‘given.' If that's the preanble, | can't wait to hear the conclusion."

M ro, understanding her |aughter now, smled back. "I've had a lot of tine to think," he said.
"That really was ny speculation on what |ife is. That everything in the universe is behavior. But
there's sonething else we want to tell you about. And ask you about, too, | guess." He turned to
Jakt. "And it has a lot to do with stopping the Lusitania Fleet."

Jakt smled and nodded. "I appreciate being tossed a bone now and then."

Val entine smiled her nmost charming smle. "So-- later you'll be glad when | break a few bones."
Jakt | aughed agai n.

"Co on, Mro," said Valentine.

It was the image-Mro that responded. "If all of reality is the behavior of philotes, then
obvi ously nost philotes are only smart enough or strong enough to act as a nmeson or hold together
a neutron. A very few of them have the strength of will to be alive-- to govern an organism And a
tiny, tiny fraction of themare powerful enough to control-- no, to be-- a sentient organism But
still, the nost conplex and intelligent being-- the hive queen, for instance-- is, at core, just a
philote, like all the others. It gains its identity and life fromthe particular role it happens
to fulfill, but what it is is a philote."

"My self-- nmy will-- is a subatonmic particle?" asked Val enti ne.
Jakt smled, nodded. "A fun idea," he said. "My shoe and | are brothers."

Mro smled wanly. The Mro-inmage, however, answered. "If a star and a hydrogen atom are
brothers, then yes, there is a kinship between you and the philotes that nake up conmpn objects
i ke your shoe.”

Val entine noticed that Mro had not subvocalized anything just before the Mro-imge answered.
How had the software producing the Mro-inmage come up with the analogy with stars and hydrogen
atonms, if Mro didn't provide it on the spot? Val enti ne had never heard of a conputer program
capabl e of producing such involved yet appropriate conversation on its own.

"And maybe there are other kinships in the universe that you know nothing of till now " said the
M ro-image. "Maybe there's a kind of life you haven't met."

Val entine, watching Mro, saw that he seened worried. Agitated. As if he didn't Iike what the
M ro-image was doi ng now.
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"What kind of life are you tal king about ?" asked Jakt.

"There's a physical phenonenon in the universe, a very common one, that is conpletely
unexpl ai ned, and yet everyone takes it for granted and no one has seriously investigated why and
how it happens. This is it: None of the ansible connections has ever broken."

"Nonsense, " said Jakt. "One of the ansibles on Trondhei mwas out of service for six nonths | ast
year-- it doesn't happen often, but it happens.”

Again Mro's lips and jaw were notionl ess; again the i mage answered i medi ately. Cearly he was
not controlling it now "I didn't say that the ansibles never break down. | said that the
connections-- the philotic twi ning between the parts of a split nmeson-- have never broken. The
machi nery of the ansible can break down, the software can get corrupted, but never has a meson
fragment within an ansible nade the shift to allowits philotic ray to entwine with another [ ocal
meson or even with the nearby planet.”

"The magnetic field suspends the fragnent, of course," said Jakt.

"Split nesons don't endure | ong enough in nature for us to know how they naturally act," said

Val enti ne.

"I know all the standard answers," said the inmage. "All nonsense. Al the kind of answers
parents give their children when they don't know the truth and don't want to bother finding out.
People still treat the ansibles like nmagic. Everybody's glad enough that the ansibles keep on
working; if they tried to figure out why, the magic might go out of it and then the ansibles would
stop."

"Nobody feels that way," said Val entine.

"They all do," said the image. "Even if it took hundreds of years, or a thousand years, or three
thousand years, one of those connections shoul d have broken by now. One of those nmeson fragments
shoul d have shifted its philotic ray-- but they never have."

"Why?" asked Mro.

Val entine assuned at first that Mro was asking a rhetorical question. But no-- he was | ooking
at the image just like the rest of them asking it to tell himwhy.

"I thought this programwas reporting your specul ations," said Val enti ne.

"I't was," said Mro. "But not now. "

"What if there's a being who Iives anong the philotic connections between ansi bl es?" asked the
i mage.

"Are you sure you want to do this?" asked Mro. Again he was speaking to the imge on the
screen.

And the image on the screen changed, to the face of a young wonman, one that Val entine had never
seen before.

"What if there's a being who dwells in the web of philotic rays connecting the ansibles on every
world and every starship in the human uni verse? Wiat if she is conposed of those philotic
connections? What if her thoughts take place in the spin and vibration of the split pairs? Wat if
her nenories are stored in the conputers of every world and every ship?"

"Who are you?" asked Val entine, speaking directly to the image.

"Maybe |I'mthe one who keeps all those philotic connections alive, ansible to ansible. Maybe I'm
a new ki nd of organism one that doesn't twi ne rays together, but instead keeps themtw ned to
each other so that they never break apart. And if that's true, then if those connections ever
broke, if the ansibles ever stopped noving-- if the ansibles ever fell silent, then | would die."

"Who are you?" asked Val entine again.
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"Valentine, I'd like you to neet Jane," said Mro. "Ender's friend. And nine."
"Jane."

So Jane wasn't the code nane of a subversive group within the Starways Congress bureaucracy.
Jane was a conputer program a piece of software

No. |If what she had just suggested was true, then Jane was nore than a program She was a being
who dwelt in the web of philotic rays, who stored her nenories in the conputers of every world. If
she was right, then the philotic web-- the network of crisscrossing philotic rays that connected
ansible to ansible on every world-- was her body, her substance. And the philotic |inks continued
wor ki ng with never a breakdown because she willed it so.

"So now | ask the great Denobsthenes," said Jane. "Am | raman or varelse? AmI| alive at all? |
need your answer, because | think | can stop the Lusitania Fleet. But before | do it, | have to
know. Is it a cause worth dying for?"

Jane's words cut Mro to the heart. She could stop the fleet-- he could see that at once.
Congress had sent the M D. Device with several ships of the fleet, but they had not yet sent the
order to use it. They couldn't send the order w thout Jane knowi ng it beforehand, and with her
conpl ete penetration of all the ansible communications, she could intercept the order before it
was sent.

The trouble was that she couldn't do it w thout Congress realizing that she existed-- or at
| east that sonething was wong. If the fleet didn't confirmthe order, it would sinply be sent
agai n, and again, and again. The nore she bl ocked the nmessages, the clearer it would be to
Congress that soneone had an i npossi ble degree of control over the ansible conputers.

She m ght avoid this by sending a counterfeit confirmation, but then she woul d have to nonitor
all the comruni cations between the ships of the fleet, and between the fleet and all planetside
stations, in order to keep up the pretense that the fleet knew sonething about the kill order
Despite Jane's enormous abilities, this would soon be beyond her-- she could pay sone degree of
attention to hundreds, even thousands of things at a tine, but it didn't take Mro long to realize
that there was no way she could handle all the nonitoring and alterations this would take, even if
she di d not hing el se.

One way or another, the secret would be out. And as Jane expl ained her plan, Mro knew that she
was right-- her best option, the one with the |east chance of revealing her existence, was sinmply
to cut off all ansible comrunications between the fleet and the planetsi de stations, and between
the ships of the fleet. Let each ship remain isolated, the crew wondering what had happened, and
they woul d have no choice but to abort their mssion or continue to obey their original orders.

Ei ther they would go away or they would arrive at Lusitania without the authority to use the
Little Doctor.

In the nmeantinme, however, Congress woul d know t hat somet hi ng had happened. It was possible that
with Congress's normal bureaucratic inefficiency, no one would ever figure out what happened. But
eventual |y somebody would realize that there was no natural or human expl anation of what happened.
Sormeone woul d realize that Jane-- or sonething like her-- nust exist, and that cutting off ansible
conmuni cati ons woul d destroy her. Once they knew this, she would surely die.

"Maybe not," Mro insisted. "Maybe you can keep themfromacting. Interfere with interplanetary
communi cations, so they can't give the order to shut down conmunications."

No one answered. He knew why: she couldn't interfere with ansible comunications forever
Eventual | y the government on each planet would reach the conclusion on its own. She might live on
in constant warfare for years, decades, generations. But the nore power she used, the nore
humanki nd woul d hate and fear her. Eventually she would be killed.

"A book, then," said Mro. "Like the H ve Queen and the Hegenon. Like the Life of Human. The
Speaker for the Dead could wite it. To persuade themnot to do it."

"Maybe, " said Val entine.
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"She can't die," said Mro

"I know that we can't ask her to take that chance,"” said Valentine. "But if it's the only way to
save the hive queen and the pequeni nos--"

Mro was furious. "You can talk about her dying! What is Jane to you? A program a piece of
software. But she's not, she's real, she's as real as the hive queen, she's as real as any of the

pi ggi es--"
"More real to you, | think," said Valentine.
"As real," said Mro. "You forget-- | know the piggies |like ny owmn brothers--"
"But you're able to contenplate the possibility that destroying them may be norally necessary."
"Don't twi st nmy words."

"I" muntwisting them" said Valentine. "You can contenplate |osing them because they're already
| ost to you. Losing Jane, though--"

"Because she's ny friend, does that nmean | can't plead for her? Can |ife-and-death decisions
only be made by strangers?”

Jakt's voice, quiet and deep, interrupted the argunment. "Cal mdown, both of you. It isn't your
decision. It's Jane's. She has the right to determ ne the value of her own life. I'"mno
phi | osopher, but | know that."

"Well said," Val entine answer ed.

Mro knew that Jakt was right, that it was Jane's choice. But he couldn't bear that, because he
al so knew what she woul d decide. Leaving the choice up to Jane was identical to asking her to do
it. And yet, in the end, the choice would be up to her anyway. He didn't even have to ask her what
she woul d decide. Tinme passed so quickly for her, especially since they were already traveling at
near -1 i ghtspeed, that she had probably decided already. It was too nmuch to bear. To | ose Jane now
woul d be unbearable; just thinking of it threatened Mro's conposure. He didn't want to show such
weakness in front of these people. Good people, they were good people, but he didn't want themto
see himlose control of hinmself. So Mro | eaned forward, found his bal ance, and precariously
lifted hinself fromhis seat. It was hard, since only a few of his nmuscles responded to his will,
and it took all his concentration just to walk fromthe bridge to his conpartnment. No one foll owed
himor even spoke to him He was glad of that.

Alone in his room he lay down on his bunk and called to her. But not aloud. He subvocalized,
because that was his customwhen he talked to her. Even though the others on this ship now knew of

her exi stence, he had no intention of losing the habits that had kept her concealed till now
"Jane," he said silently.
"Yes," said the voice in his ear. He inmagined, as always, that her soft voice came froma woman

just out of sight, but close, very close. He shut his eyes, so he could inmagine her better. Her
breath on his cheek. Her hair dangling over his face as she spoke to himsoftly, as he answered in
si | ence.

"Tal k to Ender before you decide," he said.

"I already did. Just now, while you were thinking about this."

"What did he say?"

"To do nothing. To decide nothing, until the order is actually sent."”

"That's right. Maybe they won't do it."

"Maybe. Maybe a new group with different policies will come into power. Maybe this group will
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change its nmind. Maybe Val entine's propaganda will succeed. Maybe there'll be a mutiny on the
fleet.”

This last was so unlikely that Mro realized Jane absolutely believed that the order would be
sent.

"How soon?" asked M ro.

"The fleet should arrive in about fifteen years. A year or |less after these two ships get there.
That's how | timed your voyage. The order will be sent sonetine before. Maybe six nonths before
arrival -- which woul d be aboul eight hours ship's tine before the fleet drops out of |ightspeed
and staggerss down to nornal speeds."”

"Don't do it," said Mro.

"I haven't decided."

"Yes you have. You've decided to do it."

She sai d not hi ng.

"Don't |eave nme," he said.

"I don't leave ny friends if | don't have to," she said. "Sonme people do, but | don't."

"Just don't," he said again. He was crying. Could she see that, sense it sonmehow through the
jewel in his ear?

"I otry.”

"Find another way. Find another way to stop them Find some way to put yourself outside the
philotic net so they can't kill you."

"That's what Ender said."

"Then do it!"

"I can search for such a way, but who knows if it exists?"
"It has to."

"This is why | wonder sonetimes whether I'"malive or not. You living creatures, you think that
because you want sonething very nuch, it has to happen. That w shing sonething with all your heart
will nmake it so.”

"How can you search for sonething if you don't believe that it exists?"

"Either | search or | don't," said Jane. "I don't get distracted or bored |ike humans do. 1’|
try to think of sonmething else.”

"Think of this, too," said Mro. "Think of who you are. OF how your m nd works. You can't
possibly find a way of saving your life until you understand how you cane to |life in the first
pl ace. And once you understand yoursel f--"

"Then maybe | can nake a copy and store it somewhere."
" Maybe. "
"Maybe, " she echoed.

But he knew she didn't believe it, and neither did he. She existed in the philotic network of
the ansi bl es; she could store her nenories in the network of conputers on every world and every
ship in space, but there was nowhere that she could put her self, not if it required a network of
philotic links.
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Unl ess.
"What about the fathertrees on Lusitania? They conmunicate philotically, don't they?"

"It's not the same thing," said Jane. "It isn't digital. It isn't coded the way the ansibl es
are."

"It may not be digital, but the information gets transferred somehow, it works philotically. And
the hive queen, too-- she conmunicates with the buggers that way."

"No chance of that," said Jane. "The structure's too sinple. Her comunication with themisn't a
network. They're all connected only to her."

"How do you know it won't work, when you don't even know for sure how you function?"
"All right. I'Il think about it."

"Thi nk hard," he said.

"I only know one way to think," said Jane.

"I mean, pay attention to it."

She could follow nmany trains of thought at once, but her thoughts were prioritized, with many
different levels of attention. Mro didn't want her relegating her self-investigation to some |ow
order of attention

"I'"ll pay attention," she said.

"Then you'll think of sonething," he said. "You will."

She didn't answer for a while. He thought this meant that the conversation was over. Hs
t hought s began to wander. To try to imagine what life would be like, still in this body, only
wi thout Jane. It coul d happen before he even arrived on Lusitania. And if it did, this voyage
woul d have been the npst terrible nmistake of his life. By traveling at |ightspeed, he was ski pping
thirty years of realtime. Thirty years that m ght have been spent with Jane. He might be able to
deal with losing her then. But |osing her now, only a few weeks into knowi ng her-- he knew that
his tears arose fromself-pity, but he shed themall the sane.

"Mro," she said.

"What ?" he asked.

"How can | think of something that's never been thought of before?"
For a moment he didn't understand.

"Mro, howcan |I figure out something that isn't just the |ogical conclusion of things that
human bei ngs have al ready figured out and witten somewhere?"

"You think of things all the time," said Mro.

"I"'mtrying to conceive of sonething inconceivable. I'mtrying to find answers to questions that
human bei ngs have never even tried to ask."

"Can't you do that?"

"If I can't think original thoughts, does that mean that |'m nothing but a computer programthat
got out of hand?"

"Hel |, Jane, nost people never have an original thought in their |ives.
"Does that nean they're just ground-dwelling apes that got out of hand?"

He | aughed softly.

"You were crying," she said.
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n Yes i n

"You don't think | can think of a way out of this. You think I'"'mgoing to die."

"I believe you can think of a way. | really do. But that doesn't stop ne frombeing afraid.”
"Afraid that 1'll die."
"Afraid that 1'll |ose you."

"Wuld that be so terrible? To | ose ne?"
"Ch God," he whispered.
"Wuld you nmiss nme for an hour?" she insisted. "For a day? For a year?"

What did she want from hi n? Assurance that when she was gone she'd be renenbered? That soneone
woul d yearn for her? Way woul d she doubt that? Didn't she know him yet?

Maybe she was human enough that she sinply needed reassurance of things she al ready knew.

"Forever," he said.

It was her turn to laugh. Playfully. "You won't live that |ong," she said.

"Now you tell ne," he said.

This time when she fell silent, she didn't come back, and Mro was | eft alone with his thoughts.

Val entine, Jakt, and Plikt had remai ned together on the bridge, tal king through the things they
had | earned, trying to deci de what they m ght nean, what m ght happen. The only concl usion they
reached was that while the future couldn't be known, it would probably be a good deal better than
their worst fears and nowhere near as good as their best hopes. Wasn't that how the world al ways
wor ked?

"Yes," said Plikt. "Except for the exceptions."”

That was Plikt's way. Except when she was teaching, she said little, but when she did speak, it
had a way of ending the conversation. Plikt got up to | eave the bridge, headed for her miserably
unconfortabl e bed; as usual, Valentine tried to persuade her to go back to the other starship.

"Varsam and Ro don't want ne in their room" said Plikt.
"They don't mind a bit."

"Val entine," said Jakt, "Plikt doesn't want to go back to the other ship because she doesn't
want to m ss anything."

"Ch," said Val entine.
Pl ikt grinned. "Good night."

Soon after, Jakt also left the bridge. His hand rested on Val entine's shoul der for a nonent as
he left. "I'lIl be there soon,"” she said. And she neant it at the noment, nmeant to follow him
al nost at once. Instead she renmi ned on the bridge, thinking, brooding, trying to make sense of a
uni verse that would put all the nonhuman species ever known to nan at risk of extinction, all at
once. The hive queen, the pequeni nos, and now Jane, the only one of her kind, perhaps the only one
that ever could exist. A veritable profusion of intelligent life, and yet known only to a few And
all of themin line to be snuffed out.

At least Ender will realize at last that this is the natural order of things, that he m ght not
be as responsible for the destruction of the buggers three thousand years ago as he had al ways
t hought. Xenoci de must be built into the universe. No nmercy, not even for the greatest players in
t he gane.
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How coul d she have ever thought otherw se? Wiy should intelligent species be imune to the
threat of extinction that |oonms over every species that ever canme to be?

It nmust have been an hour after Jakt left the bridge before Valentine finally turned off her
term nal and stood up to go to bed. On a whim though, she paused before | eaving and spoke into
the air. "Jane?" she said. "Jane?"

No answer.

There was no reason for her to expect one. It was Mro who wore the jewel in his ear. Mro and
Ender both. How many people did she think Jane could nonitor at one tinme? Maybe two was the nost
she coul d handl e.

O nmaybe two thousand. O two mllion. What did Valentine know of the limtations of a being who
exi sted as a phantomin the philotic web? Even if Jane heard her, Valentine had no right to expect
that she woul d answer her call

Val entine stopped in the corridor, directly between Mro's door and the door to the room she
shared with Jakt. The doors were not soundproof. She could hear Jakt's soft snoring inside their
conpartnent. She also heard another sound. Mro's breath. He wasn't sleeping. He m ght be crying.
She hadn't raised three children without being able to recognize that ragged, heavy breat hing.

He's not ny child. | shouldn't neddle.

She pushed open the door; it was noiseless, but it cast a shaft of |ight across the bed. Mro's
crying stopped i medi ately, but he | ooked at her through swollen eyes.

"What do you want ?" he said.

She stepped into the roomand sat on the floor beside his bunk, so their faces were only a few
inches apart. "You've never cried for yourself, have you?" she said.

"A few tines."

"But tonight you're crying for her."

"Mysel f as nuch as her."

Val entine | eaned cl oser, put her armaround him pulled his head onto her shoul der.

"No," he said. But he didn't pull away. And after a few monents, his arm swung awkwardly around
to enbrace her. He didn't cry anynore, but he did let her hold himfor a mnute or two. Maybe it
hel ped. Val entine had no way of know ng.

Then he was done. He pulled away, rolled onto his back. "I'msorry," he said.

"You' re wel cone,"” she said. She believed in answering what people neant, not what they said.

"Don't tell Jakt," he whispered.

"Nothing to tell," she said. "W had a good talk."

She got up and left, closing his door behind her. He was a good boy. She liked the fact that he
could admt caring what Jakt thought about him And what did it matter if his tears tonight had
self-pity in then? She had shed a few like that herself. Gief, she rem nded herself, is al nost
al ways for the nourner's |oss.

Chapter 5 -- THE LUSI TANI A FLEET

<Ender says that when the war fleet from Starways Congress reaches us, they plan to destroy this
wor | d. >
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<Interesting.>
<You don't fear death?>

<W¢ don't intend to be here when they arrive.>

Q ng-jao was no longer the little girl whose hands had bled in secret. Her life had been
transformed fromthe nmonent she was proved to be godspoken, and in the ten years since that day
she had cone to accept the voice of the gods in her life and the role this gave her in society.
She | earned to accept the privileges and honors given to her as gifts actually neant for the gods;
as her father taught her, she did not take on airs, but instead grew nore hunble as the gods and
the people laid ever-heavier burdens on her

She took her duties seriously, and found joy in them For the past ten years she had passed
through a rigorous, exhilarating course of studies. Her body was shaped and trained in the conpany
of other children-- running, sw nmng, riding, conbat-wth-swords, conbat-wth-sticks, conbat-wth-
bones. Along with other children, her nenory was filled with | anguages-- Stark, the common speech
of the stars, which was typed into conputers; O d Chinese, which was sung in the throat and drawn
in beautiful ideograns on rice paper or in fine sand; and New Chi nese, which was nerely spoken at
the mouth and jotted down with a common al phabet on ordinary paper or in dirt. No one was
surprised except Qng-jao herself that she | earned all these | anguages nuch nore quickly and
easily and thoroughly than any of the other children

O her teachers came to her alone. This was how she | earned sciences and history, nmathematics and
musi c. And every week she would go to her father and spend half a day with him show ng him al
that she had learned and listening to what he said in response. Hi s praise nmade her dance all the
way back to her room his mldest rebuke made her spend hours traci ng woodgrain lines in her
school room until she felt worthy to return to studying.

Anot her part of her schooling was utterly private. She had seen for herself how Father was so
strong that he coul d postpone his obedience to the gods. She knew that when the gods denanded a
ritual of purification, the hunger, the need to obey themwas so exquisite it could not be deni ed.
And yet Father sonehow denied it-- |long enough, at least, that his rituals were always in private.
Q ng-jao longed for such strength herself, and so she began to discipline herself to delay. \Wen
the gods nade her feel her oppressive unworthiness, and her eyes began to search for woodgrain
lines or her hands began to feel unbearably filthy, she would wait, trying to concentrate on what
was happeni ng at the nonent and put off obedi ence as |ong as she coul d.

At first it was a triunph if she managed to postpone her purification for a full mnute-- and
when her resistance broke, the gods punished her for it by making the ritual nore onerous and
difficult than usual. But she refused to give up. She was Han Fei-tzu's daughter, wasn't she? And
intime, over the years, she | earned what her father had | earned: that one could live with the
hunger, contain it, often for hours, like a bright fire encased in a box of translucent jade, a
dangerous, terrible fire fromthe gods, burning within her heart.

Then, when she was al one, she could open that box and let the fire out, not in a single,
terrible eruption, but slowy, gradually, filling her with Iight as she bowed her head and traced
the Iines on the floor, or bent over the sacred |aver of her holy washings, quietly and
met hodi cal | y rubbi ng her hands with pum ce, Iye, and al oe.

Thus she converted the ragi ng voice of the gods into a private, disciplined worship. Only at
rare monents of sudden distress did she lose control and fling herself to the floor in front of a
teacher or visitor. She accepted these humiliations as the gods' way of remnminding her that their
power over her was absolute, that her usual self-control was only permtted for their anusement.
She was content with this inperfect discipline. After all, it would be presunptuous of her to
equal her father's perfect self-control. H's extraordinary nobility cane because the gods honored
him and so did not require his public humiliation; she had done nothing to earn such honor

Last of all, her schooling included one day each week hel ping with the righteous |abor of the
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conmon peopl e. Righteous | abor, of course, was not the work the comon people did every day in
their offices and factories. Righteous |abor neant the backbreaking work of the rice paddies.
Every man and wonan and child on Path had to performthis | abor, bending and stooping in shin-deep
water to plant and harvest the rice-- or forfeit citizenship. "This is how we honor our
ancestors," Father explained to her when she was little. "W show themthat none of us will ever

ri se above doing their labor." The rice that was grown by righteous | abor was considered holy; it
was offered in the tenples and eaten on holy days; it was placed in small bows as offerings to

t he househol d gods.

Once, when Q ng-jao was twelve, the day was terribly hot and she was eager to finish her work on
a research project. "Don't make ne go to the rice paddies today," she said to her teacher. "Wat
I''mdoing here is so much nore inmportant.”

The teacher bowed and went away, but soon Father canme into her room He carried a heavy sword,
and she screanmed in terror when he raised it over his head. Did he nean to kill her for having
spoken so sacril egiously? But he did not hurt her-- how could she have imagi ned that he mnight?
Instead the sword came down on her computer termnal. The netal parts twi sted; the plastic
shattered and flew. The machi ne was destroyed.

Father did not raise his voice. It was in the faintest whisper that he said, "First the gods.
Second the ancestors. Third the people. Fourth the rulers. Last the self."

It was the clearest expression of the Path. It was the reason this world was settled in the
first place. She had forgotten: If she was too busy to performrighteous |abor, she was not on the
Pat h.

She woul d never forget again. And, in tinme, she learned to | ove the sun beating down on her
back, the water cool and murky around her |egs and hands, the stalks of the rice plants Iike
fingers reaching up fromthe mud to intertwine with her fingers. Covered with nuck in the rice
paddi es, she never felt unclean, because she knew that she was filthy in the service of the gods.

Finally, at the age of sixteen, her schooling was finished. She had only to prove herself in a
grown worman's task-- one that was difficult and inportant enough that it could be entrusted only
to one who was godspoken

She canme before the great Han Fei-tzu in his room Like hers, it was a |arge open space; like
hers, the sl eeping accommodati on was sinple, a mat on the floor; |ike hers, the roomwas dom nated
by a table with a conputer ternminal on it. She had never entered her father's roomw t hout seeing
sonmething floating in the display above the termi nal-- diagrans, threedinmensional nodels, realtine

simul ati ons, words. Mdst conmonly words. Letters or ideographs floating in the air on sinulated
pages, noving back and forward, side to side as Father needed to conpare them

In Qng-jao's room all the rest of the space was enpty. Since Father did not trace woodgrain
lines, he had no need for that nmuch austerity. Even so, his tastes were sinple. One rug-- only
rarely one that had nuch decoration to it. One low table, with one sculpture standing on it. Walls
bare except for one painting. And because the roomwas so | arge, each one of these things seened
al nost lost, like the faint voice of sonmeone crying out fromvery far away.

The nessage of this roomto visitors was clear: Han Fei-tzu chose sinplicity. One of each thing
was enough for a pure soul

The nessage to Q ng-jao, however, was quite different. For she knew what no one outside the
househol d realized: The rug, the table, the scul pture, and the painting were changed every day.
And never in her |ife had she recognized any one of them So the |esson she |earned was this: A
pure soul nust never grow attached to any one thing. A pure soul nust expose hinself to new things
every day.

Because this was a formal occasion, she did not come and stand behind himas he worked, studying
what appeared in his display, trying to guess what he was doing. This tine she cane to the middle
of the roomand knelt on the plain rug, which was today the color of a robin's egg, with a small
stain in one corner. She kept her eyes down, not even studying the stain, until Father got up from
his chair and cane to stand before her
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"Han Q ng-jao," he said. "Let me see the sunrise of my daughter's face."
She |ifted her head, |ooked at him and sml ed.

He smiled back. "Wat | will set before you is not an easy task, even for an experienced adult,6"”
sai d Fat her.

Q ng-jao bowed her head. She had expected that Father would set a hard challenge for her, and
she was ready to do his wll.

"Look at ne, my Qng-jao," said Father
She |ifted her head, |ooked into his eyes.

"This is not going to be a school assignnent. This is a task fromthe real world. A task that
St arways Congress has given ne, on which the fate of nations and peoples and worlds may rest.”

Q ng-jao had been tense already, but now Father was frightening her. "Then you nust give this
task to soneone who can be trusted with it, not to an untried child."

"You haven't been a child in years, Qng-jao. Are you ready to hear your task?"
"Yes, Father."

"What do you know about the Lusitania Fleet?"

"Do you want nme to tell you everything | know about it?"

"I want you to tell me all that you think matters."

So-- this was a kind of test, to see how well she could distill the inmportant fromthe
uni nportant in her know edge about a particul ar subject.

"The fleet was sent to subdue a rebellious colony on Lusitania, where |aws concerning
noni nterference in the only known alien species had been defiantly broken."

Was t hat enough? No-- Father was still waiting.

"There was controversy, right fromthe start,’
Denost henes stirred up trouble.™

she said. "Essays attributed to a person called

"What trouble, in particular?"

"To col ony worlds, Denbsthenes gave warning that the Lusitania Fleet was a dangerous precedent--
it would be only a matter of tinme before Starways Congress used force to conpel their obedience,
too. To Catholic worlds and Catholic minorities everywhere, Denpbsthenes charged that Congress was
trying to punish the Bishop of Lusitania for sending nmissionaries to the pequeninos to save their
souls fromhell. To scientists, Denosthenes sent warning that the principle of independent
research was at stake-- a whole world was under military attack because it dared to prefer the
judgnment of the scientists on the scene to the judgnent of bureaucrats nmany |ight-years away. And
to everyone, Denosthenes nmade clains that the Lusitania Fleet carried the Ml ecular Disruption
Device. O course that is an obvious lie, but sone believed it."

"How effective were these essays?" asked Fat her
"l don't know. "

"They were very effective," said Father. "Fifteen years ago, the earliest essays to the col onies
were so effective that they al nost caused revolution."

A near-rebellion in the colonies? Fifteen years ago? Q ng-jao knew of only one such event, but
she had never realized it had anything to do with Denosthenes' essays. She blushed. "That was the
time of the Colony Charter-- your first great treaty."

"The treaty was not mine," said Han Fei-tzu. "The treaty bel onged equally to Congress and the
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col oni es. Because of it a terrible conflict was avoided. And the Lusitania Fleet continues on its
great mssion."

"You wote every word of the treaty, Father."

"I'n doing so | only found expression for the wi shes and desires already in the hearts of the
peopl e on both sides of the issue. | was a clerk."

Q ng-jao bowed her head. She knew the truth, and so did everyone else. It had been the begi nning
of Han Fei-tzu's greatness, for he not only wote the treaty but al so persuaded both sides to
accept it alnost without revision. Ever after that, Han Fei-tzu had been one of the nbst trusted
advi sers to Congress; nessages arrived daily fromthe greatest nen and wonen of every world. If he
chose to call hinself a clerk in that great undertaking, that was only because he was a man of
great nodesty. Q ng-jao al so knew that Mther was al ready dying as he acconplished all this work
That was the kind of man her father was, for he neglected neither his wife nor his duty. He could
not save Mother's life, but he could save the lives that m ght have been lost in war.

"Q ng-jao, why do you say that it is an obvious lie that the fleet is carrying the MD. Device?"

"Because-- because that would be nonstrous. It would be |ike Ender the Xenocide, destroying an
entire world. So much power has no right or reason to exist in the universe."

"\Who taught you this?"

"Decency taught me this," said Q ng-jao. "The gods nade the stars and all the planets-- who is
man to unmeke then"

"But the gods al so made the laws of nature that nake it possible to destroy them- who is nan to
refuse to receive what the gods have given?"

Q ng-jao was stunned to silence. She had never heard Fat her speak in apparent defense of any
aspect of war-- he |oathed war in any form

"I ask you agai n-- who taught you that so much power has no right or reason to exist in the
uni ver se?"

"I't's my own idea."

"But that sentence is an exact quotation.”

"Yes. From Denpsthenes. But if | believe an idea, it becones ny own. You taught me that."

"You must be careful that you understand all the consequences of an idea before you believe it."
"The Little Doctor must never be used on Lusitania, and therefore it should not have been sent.”

Han Fei -tzu nodded gravely. "How do you know it nust never be used?"

"Because it would destroy the pequeni nos, a young and beautiful people who are eager to fulfill
their potential as a sentient species."”

"Anot her quotation."

"Fat her, have you read the Life of Human?"

"l have."

"Then how can you doubt that the pequeni nos nust be preserved?”

"I said | had read the Life of Human. | didn't say that | believed it."

"You don't believe it?"

"I neither believe it nor disbelieve it. The book first appeared after the ansible on Lusitania

had been destroyed. Therefore it is probable that the book did not originate there, and if it
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didn't originate there then it's fiction. That seens particularly likely because it's signed

' Speaker for the Dead,' which is the sanme nanme signed to the H ve Queen and the Hegenon, which are
t housands of years old. Soneone was obviously trying to capitalize on the reverence people fee
toward those anci ent works."

"I believe the Life of Human is true."
"That's your privilege, Qng-jao. But why do you believe it?"

Because it sounded true when she read it. Could she say that to Father? Yes, she could say
anyt hi ng. "Because when | read it | felt that it must be true."

"l see."
"Now you know that |I'm foolish."

"On the contrary. | know that you are wi se. Wien you hear a true story, there is a part of you
that responds to it regardless of art, regardless of evidence. Let it be clunmsily told and you
will still love the tale, if you love truth. Let it be the npst obvious fabrication and you will
still believe whatever truth is in it, because you cannot deny truth no matter how shabbily it is
dressed. "

"Then howis it that you don't believe the Life of Hunman?"

"I spoke unclearly. W are using two different nmeanings of the words truth and belief. You
believe that the story is true, because you responded to it fromthat sense of truth deep within
you. But that sense of truth does not respond to a story's factuality-- to whether it literally
depicts a real event in the real world. Your inner sense of truth responds to a story's causality--
to whether it faithfully shows the way the universe functions, the way the gods work their wll
among human beings."

Q ng-jao thought for only a nmonment, then nodded her understanding. "So the Life of Human nay be
universally true, but specifically fal se."

"Yes," said Han Fei-tzu. "You can read the book and gain great wisdomfromit, because it is
true. But is that book an accurate representation of the pequeni nos thensel ves? One can hardly
believe that-- a nmanmmal oid species that turns into a tree when it dies? Beautiful as poetry.
Ludi crous as science."

"But can you know that, either, Father?"

"I can't be sure, no. Nature has done many strange things, and there is a chance that the Life
of Human is genuine and true. Thus | neither believe it nor disbelieve it. | hold it in abeyance
I wait. Yet while I"'mwaiting, | don't expect Congress to treat Lusitania as if it were popul ated
by the fanciful creatures fromthe Life of Human. For all we know, the pequeni nos nay be deadly
dangerous to us. They are aliens."

"Ramen. "

"In the story. But raman or varelse, we do not know what they are. The fleet carries the Little
Doct or because it might be necessary to save manki nd from unspeakable peril. It is not up to us to
deci de whether or not it should be used-- Congress will decide. It is not up to us to decide
whether it should have been sent-- Congress has sent it. And it is certainly not up to us to
deci de whether it should exist-- the gods have decreed that such a thing is possible and can
exist."

"So Denopst henes was right. The MD. Device is with the fleet."
"Yes."
"And the governnent files that Denosthenes published-- they were genuine."

"Yes.:
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"But Father-- you joined many others in clainmng that they were forgeries."

"Just as the gods speak only to a chosen few, so the secrets of the rulers nust be known only to
those who will use the know edge properly. Denpsthenes was giving powerful secrets to people who
were not fit to use themw sely, and so for the good of the people those secrets had to be
wi t hdrawn. The only way to retrieve a secret, once it is known, is to replace it with a lie; then
the know edge of the truth is once again your secret."

"You're telling me that Denpbsthenes is not a liar, and Congress is."

"I"'mtelling you that Denbsthenes is the eneny of the gods. A wise ruler would never have sent
the Lusitania Fleet without giving it the possibility of responding to any circunstance. But
Denost henes has used his know edge that the Little Doctor is with the fleet in order to try to
force Congress to withdraw the fleet. Thus he wi shes to take power out of the hands of those whom
the gods have ordai ned to rul e humanki nd. Wat woul d happen to the people if they rejected the
rul ers given them by the gods?"

"Chaos and suffering," said Qng-jao. History was full of tinmes of chaos and suffering, unti
the gods sent strong rulers and institutions to keep order

"So Denpsthenes told the truth about the Little Doctor. Did you think the enenies of the gods
coul d never speak the truth? I wish it were so. It would nmake them much easier to identify."

"If we can lie in the service of the gods, what other crines can we commt?"
"What is a crinme?"

"An act that's against the law "

"What | aw?"

"I see-- Congress nakes the law, so the law is whatever Congress says. But Congress is conposed
of nmen and wonen, who may do good and evil."

"Now you're nearer the truth. W can't do crimes in the service of Congress, because Congress
makes the laws. But if Congress ever becane evil, then in obeying themwe m ght al so be doing
evil. That is a matter of conscience. However, if that happened, Congress would surely |ose the
mandat e of heaven. And we, the godspoken, don't have to wait and wonder about the mandate of
heaven, as others do. If Congress ever |oses the nandate of the gods, we will know at once."

"So you lied for Congress because Congress had the nandate of heaven."

"And therefore | knew that to help them keep their secret was the will of the gods for the good
of the people.”

Q ng-jao had never thought of Congress in quite this way before. Al the history books she had
studi ed showed Congress as the great unifier of humanity, and according to the school books, al
its acts were noble. Now, though, she understood that some of its actions m ght not seem good. Yet
that didn't necessarily nmean that they were not good. "I must learn fromthe gods, then, whether
the will of Congress is also their will," she said.

"WIl you do that?" asked Han Fei-tzu. "WII| you obey the will of Congress, even when it m ght
seem wong, as long as Congress has the nandate of heaven?"

"Are you asking for ny oath?"
"I am"
"Then yes, | will obey, as long as they have the mandate of heaven."

"I had to have that oath fromyou to satisfy the security requirenents of Congress," he said. "I
couldn't have given you your task without it." He cleared his throat. "But now | ask you for
anot her oath."
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"I'1l giveit if I can.”

"This oath is from- it arises fromgreat love. Han Qng-jao, will you serve the gods in al
things, in all ways, throughout your I|ife?"

"Ch, Father, we need no oath for this. Haven't the gods chosen ne already, and led ne with their
voi ce?"

"Neverthel ess | ask you for this oath."
"Always, in all things, in all ways, | will serve the gods."

To her surprise, Father knelt before her and took her hands in his. Tears streanmed down his
cheeks. "You have lifted fromny heart the heavi est burden that was ever laid there."

"How did | do this, Father?"

"Before your nother died, she asked nme for ny pronise. She said that since her entire character
was expressed by her devotion to the gods, the only way | could help you to know her was to teach
you also to serve the gods. Al my life | have still been afraid that I mght fail, that you m ght
turn away fromthe gods. That you m ght cone to hate them O that you m ght not be worthy of
their voice."

This struck Q@ ng-jao to the heart. She was al ways consci ous of her deep unworthi ness before the
gods, of her filthiness in their sight-- even when they weren't requiring her to watch or trace
woodgrain lines. Only now did she | earn what was at stake: her nmother's |ove for her.

"Al'l my fears are gone now. You are a perfect daughter, ny Q ng-jao. You already serve the gods
well. And now, with your oath, | can be sure you' Il continue forever. This will cause great
rejoicing in the house in heaven where your nother dwells."

WIl it? In heaven they know nmy weakness. You, Father, you only see that | have not yet failed
the gods; Mdther must know how close |'ve cone so nany tinmes, how filthy I am whenever the gods
| ook upon ne.

But he seened so full of joy that she dared not show hi m how nuch she dreaded the day when she
woul d prove her unworthiness for all to see. So she enbraced him

Still, she couldn't help asking him "Father, do you really think Mther heard nme make that
oat h?"

"I hope so," said Han Fei-tzu. "If she didn't, the gods will surely save the echo of it and put
it in a seashell and let her listen to it whenever she puts it to her ear."”

This sort of fanciful storytelling was a gane they had played together as children. Qng-jao set
asi de her dread and quickly canme up with an answer. "No, the gods will save the touch of our
enbrace and weave it into a shawl, which she can wear around her shoul ders when wi nter comes to
heaven." She was relieved, anyway, that Father had not said yes. He only hoped that Mther had
heard the oath she nmade. Perhaps she hadn't-- band so she woul dn't be so di sappoi nted when her
daughter fail ed.

Fat her ki ssed her, then stood up. "Now you are ready to hear your task," he said.

He took her by the hand and I ed her to his table. She stood beside himwhen he sat on his chair;
she was not nuch taller, standing, than he was sitting down. Probably she had not yet reached her
adult height, but she hoped she wouldn't grow nuch nore. She didn't want to beconme one of those
| arge, hul ki ng wonen who carried heavy burdens in the fields. Better to be a nouse than a hog,
that's what Mi-pao had told her years ago.

Fat her brought a starmap up into the display. She recognized the area i Mmediately. It centered
on the Lusitania star system though the scale was too small for individual planets to be visible.
"Lusitania is in the center," she said.

Fat her nodded. He typed a few nore commands. "Now watch this," he said. "Not the display, ny
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fingers. This, plus your voice identification, is the password that will allow you to access the
i nformati on you'll need."

She wat ched himtype: 4Gang. She recogni zed the reference at once. Her nother's ancestor-of-the-
heart had been Jiang-qing, the wi dow of the first Conmuni st Enperor, Mao Ze-dong. Wen Ji ang-qgi ng
and her allies were driven from power, the Conspiracy of Cowards vilified them under the nane
"Gang of Four." Q ng-jao' s nother had been a true daughter-of-the-heart to that great martyred
wonman of the past. And now Q ng-jao would be able to do further honor to her nother's ancestor-of -
the-heart every tinme she typed the access code. It was a gracious thing for her father to arrange.

In the display there appeared many green dots. She quickly counted, alnost w thout thinking:
there were nineteen of them clustered at sone distance from Lusitania, but surrounding it in nost
directions.

"Is that the Lusitania Fl eet?"

"Those were their positions five nonths ago.
"And those are their positions today."

He typed again. The green dots all disappeared.

She | ooked for them She couldn't find a green dot anywhere. Yet Father clearly expected her to
see sonething. "Are they already at Lusitania?"

"The ships are where you see them" said Father. "Five nonths ago the fleet disappeared.”
"Where did it go?"

"No one knows."

"Was it a mutiny?"

"No one knows."

"The whole fleet?"

"Every ship."

"When you say they di sappeared, what do you nean?"

Fat her gl anced at her with a smle. "Well done, Qng-jao. You ve asked the right question. No
one saw them- they were all in deep space. So they didn't physically disappear. As far as we
know, they may be noving along, still on course. They only disappeared in the sense that we | ost
all contact with them "

"The ansi bl es?"

"Silent. Al within the sane three-nminute period. No transm ssions were interrupted. One would
end, and then the next one-- never cane."

"Every ship's connection with every pl anetsi de ansi bl e everywhere? That's inpossible. Even an
explosion-- if there could be one so large-- but it couldn't be a single event, anyway, because
they were so widely distributed around Lusitania. "

"Well, it could be, Qng-jao. If you can imagi ne an event so cataclysmic-- it could be that
Lusitania's star became a supernova. It would be decades before we saw the flash even on the
cl osest worlds. The trouble is that it would be the nost unlikely supernova in history. Not
i mpossi bl e, but unlikely."

"And there woul d have been sone advance indications. Some changes in the star's condition
Didn't the ships' instrunents detect sonething?"

"No. That's why we don't think it was any known astrononi cal phenonmenon. Scientists can't think
of anything to explainit. So we've tried investigating it as sabotage. W' ve searched for
penetrations of the ansible conputers. W' ve raked over all the personnel files fromevery ship
searching for sonme possible conspiracy anong the shipboard crews. There's been cryptoanal ysis of
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every communi cati on by every ship, searching for sone kind of nessages anong conspirators. The
mlitary and the governnment have anal yzed everything they can think of to analyze. The police on
every planet have conducted inquiries-- we've checked the background on every ansible operator.™

"Even though no nmessages are being sent, are the ansibles still connected?"
"What do you think?"

Q ng-jao blushed. "O course they would be, even if an MD. Device had been used agai nst the
fleet, because the ansibles are |inked by fragnents of subatomc particles. They'd still be there
even if the whole starship were blown to dust."

"Don't be enbarrassed, Q ng-jao. The wi se are not w se because they nake no m stakes. They are
W se because they correct their m stakes as soon as they recogni ze them"”

However, Qi ng-jao was bl ushing now for another reason. The hot bl ood was pounding in her head
because it had only now dawned on her what Father's assignment for her was going to be. But that
was i mpossible. He couldn't give to her a task that thousands of w ser, ol der people had already
failed at.

"Fat her," she whispered. "Wat is ny task?" She still hoped that it was some mi nor problem
i nvol ved with the di sappearance of the fleet. But she knew that her hope was in vain even before
he spoke.

"You must di scover every possible explanation for the di sappearance of the fleet," he said, "and
calcul ate the likelihood of each one. Starways Congress nust be able to tell how this happened and
how to nmake sure it will never happen again."”

"But Father,"” said Qng-jao, "lI'monly sixteen. Aren't there nmany others who are wi ser than
an®"

"Perhaps they're all too wise to attept the task," he said. "But you are young enough not to
fancy yourself wi se. You're young enough to think of inpossible things and di scover why they m ght
be possible. Above all, gods speak to you with extraordinary clarity, my brilliant child, ny
Goriously Bright."

That was what she was afraid of-- that Father expected her to succeed because of the favor of
the gods. He didn't understand how unworthy the gods found her, how little they liked her.

And there was another problem "Wat if | succeed? What if | find out where the Lusitania Fleet
is, and restore communi cations? Wwuldn't it then be ny fault if the fleet destroyed Lusitania?"

"It's good that your first thought is conpassion for the people of Lusitania. | assure you that
St arways Congress has prom sed not to use the MD. Device unless it proves absol utely unavoi dabl e,
and that is so unlikely that | can't believe it would happen. Even if it did, though, it's
Congress that mnust decide. As ny ancestor-of-the-heart said, 'Though the wi se nan's puni shnents
may be light, this is not due to his conpassion; though his penalties may be severe, this is not
because he is cruel; he sinply foll ows the custom appropriate to the tine. G rcunstances change
according to the age, and ways of dealing with them change with the circunstances.' You nmay be
sure that Starways Congress will deal with Lusitania, not according to kindness or cruelty, but
according to what is necessary for the good of all humanity. That is why we serve the rulers:
because they serve the people, who serve the ancestors, who serve the gods."

"Father, | was unworthy even to think otherwi se," said Qng-jao. She felt her filthiness now,
instead of just knowing it in her mnd. She needed to wash her hands. She needed to trace a line
But she contained it. She would wait.

What ever | do, she thought, there will be a terrible consequence. If | fail, then Father will
| ose honor before Congress and therefore before all the world of Path. That would prove to nmany
that Father isn't worthy to be chosen god of Path when he dies.

Yet if | succeed, the result m ght be xenocide. Even though the choice bel ongs to Congress, |
woul d still know that | nade such a thing possible. The responsibility would be partly mne. No
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matter what | do, | will be covered with failure and sneared with unwort hi ness.

Then Father spoke to her as if the gods had shown himher heart. "Yes, you were unworthy," he
said, "and you continue to be unworthy in your thoughts even now. "

Q ng-jao blushed and bowed her head, ashaned, not that her thoughts had been so plainly visible
to her father, but that she had had such disobedi ent thoughts at all.

Fat her touched her shoul der gently with his hand. "But | believe the gods will make you worthy,"
said Father. "Starways Congress has the mandate of heaven, but you are al so chosen to wal k your
own path. You can succeed in this great work. WIIl you try?"

"I will try.” I will also fail, but that will surprise no one, |least of all the gods, who know
my unwort hi ness.

"Al'l the pertinent archives have been opened up to your searching, when you speak your nane and
type the password. If you need help, let nme know. "

She left Father's roomw th dignity, and forced herself to walk slowy up the stairs to her
room Only when she was inside with the door closed did she throw herself to her knees and creep
al ong the floor. She traced woodgrain lines until she could hardly see. Her unworthiness was so
great that even then she didn't quite feel clean; she went to the |lavatory and scrubbed her hands
until she knew the gods were satisfied. Twice the servants tried to interrupt her with neals or
messages-- she cared little which-- but when they saw that she was communing with the gods they
bowed and quietly slipped away.

It was not the washing of her hands, though, that finally nade her clean. It was the nonent when
she drove the last vestige of uncertainty fromher heart. Starways Congress had the nmandate of
heaven. She nust purge herself of all doubt. Whatever they neant to do with the Lusitania Fleet,
it was surely the will of the gods that it be acconplished. Therefore it was her duty to help them
acconplish it. And if she was in fact doing the will of the gods, then they would open a way for
her to solve the problemthat had been set before her. Anytine she thought otherw se, anytine the
wor ds of Denpsthenes returned to her mind, she would have to blot themout by renenbering that she
woul d obey the rulers who have the nandate of heaven.

By the time her mind was calm her palms were raw and dotted with bl ood seeping up fromthe
|l ayers of living skin that were now so close to the surface. This is how ny understandi ng of the
truth arises, she told herself. If | wash away enough of ny nortality, then the truth of the gods
will seep upward into the |ight.

She was clean at |ast. The hour was |late and her eyes were tired. Neverthel ess, she sat down
before her term nal and began the work. "Show me summaries of all the research that has been
conducted so far on the di sappearance of the Lusitania Fleet," she said, "starting with the nost
recent." Al npbst at once words started appearing in the air above her term nal, page upon page
lined up like soldiers marching to the front. She would read one, then scroll it out of the way,
only to have the page behind it nove to the front for her to read it. Seven hours she read unti
she could read no nore; then she fell asleep before the termn nal

* k%

Jane wat ches everything. She can do a million jobs and pay attention to a thousand things at
once. Neither of these capacities is infinite, but they're so nuch greater than our pathetic
ability to think about one thing while doing another that they might as well be. She does have a
sensory limitation that we don't have, however; or, rather, we are her greatest limtation. She
can't see or know anything that hasn't been entered as data in a conputer that is tied to the
great interworld network.

That's less of a limtation than you night think. She has al nost inmedi ate access to the raw
i nputs of every starship, every satellite, every traffic control system and al nbst every
el ectronically-nonitored spy device in the human universe. But it does nmean that she al nost never
wi tnesses | overs' quarrels, bedtinme stories, classroom argunents, supper-table gossip, or bitter
tears privately shed. She only knows that aspect of our lives that we represent as digita
i nfornation.
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I f you asked her the exact nunber of hunman beings in the settled worlds, she would quickly give
you a nurber based on census figures conbined with birth-and-death probabilities in all our
popul ati on groups. In nost cases, she could match nunbers with nanes, though no hunan could live
I ong enough to read the list. And if you took a name you just happened to think of-- Han Q ng-jao
for instance-- and you asked Jane, "Who is this person?" she'd al nost i mediately give you the
vital statistics-- birth date, citizenship, parentage, height and weight at |ast medical checkup,
grades in school

But that is all gratuitous information, background noise to her; she knows it's there, but it
means not hing. To ask her about Han Q ng-jao woul d be something |ike asking her a question about a
certain nolecule of water vapor in a distant cloud. The nolecule is certainly there, but there's
not hing special to differentiate it fromthe mllion others in its immediate vicinity.

That was true until the nonent that Han Q ng-jao began to use her conputer to access all the
reports dealing with the di sappearance of the Lusitania Fleet. Then Q ng-jao's nane noved many
| evel s upward in Jane's attention. Jane began to keep a log of everything that Qng-jao did with
her conputer. And it quickly became clear to her that Han Q ng-jao, though she was only sixteen
meant to nmake serious trouble for Jane. Because Han Q ng-jao, unconnected as she was to any
particul ar bureaucracy, having no ideological axe to grind or vested interest to protect, was
taki ng a broader and therefore nore dangerous |l ook at all the information that had been coll ected
by every human agency.

Wiy was it dangerous? Had Jane |eft clues behind that Q ng-jao would find?

No, of course not. Jane left no clues. She had thought of |eaving sone, of trying to nmake the
di sappearance of the Lusitania Fleet |ook |ike sabotage or nechanical failure or sone natura
di saster. She had to give up on that idea, because she couldn't work up any physical clues. Al
she could do was | eave m sl eading data in conputer nenories. None of it would ever have any
physi cal analogue in the real world, and therefore any hal fway-intelligent researcher would
quickly realize that the clues were all faked-up data. Then he woul d concl ude that the
di sappearance of the Lusitania Fleet had to have been caused by sone agency that had uni nagi nably
detail ed access to the conputer systens that had the false data. Surely that would | ead people to
di scover her far more quickly than if she left no evidence at all

Leavi ng no evidence was the best course, definitely; and until Han Q ng-jao began her
investigation, it had worked very well. Each investigating agency | ooked only in the places they
usual Iy | ooked. The police on many planets checked out all the known dissident groups (and, in
sone places, tortured various dissidents until they made usel ess confessions, at which point the
interrogators filed final reports and pronounced the issue closed). The military | ooked for
evidence of mlitary opposition-- especially alien starships, since the mlitary had keen nenories
of the invasion of the buggers three thousand years before. Scientists |ooked for evidence of sone
unexpect ed invisible astrononi cal phenonenon that coul d account for either the destruction of the
fleet or the selective breakdown of ansible communication. The politicians | ooked for sonmebody
el se to blanme. Nobody inagi ned Jane, and therefore nobody found her

But Han Q ng-jao was putting everything together, carefully, systematically, running precise
searches on the data. She would inevitably turn up the evidence that could eventually prove-- and
end-- Jane's existence. That evidence was, sinply put, the |ack of evidence. Nobody el se could see
it, because nobody had ever brought an unbi ased methodical mind to the investigation.

What Jane coul dn't know was that Q ng-jao's seem ngly inhuman patience, her neticul ous attention
to detail, her constant rephrasing and reprograming of conputer searches, that all of these were
the result of endl ess hours kneeling hunched over on a wooden floor, carefully following a grain
in the wood fromone end of a board to the other, fromone side of a roomto the other. Jane
couldn't begin to guess that it was the great |esson taught her by the gods that nade Q ng-jao her
nost form dabl e opponent. Al Jane knew was that at sone point, this searcher named Q ng-jao would
probably realize what no one else really understood: that every concei vabl e expl anation for the
di sappearance of the Lusitania Fleet had al ready been conpletely elininated.

At that point only one conclusion would remain: that some force not yet encountered anywhere in
the history of hunmanki nd had the power either to nake a widely scattered fleet of starships
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di sappear sinultaneously, or-- just as unlikely-- to make that fleet's ansibles all stop
functioning at once. And if that same nethodical nmind then started |isting possible forces that
m ght have such power, eventually it was bound to name the one that was true: an independent
entity that dwelt anong-- no, that was conposed of-- the philotic rays connecting all ansibles
toget her. Because this idea was true, no anount of |ogical scrutiny or research would elininate
it. Eventually this idea would be |left standing alone. And at that point, sonebody would surely
act on @ ng-jao's discovery and set out to destroy Jane.

So Jane watched Q ng-jao's research with nore and nore fascination. This sixteen-year-old
daughter of Han Fei-tzu, who wei ghed 39 kilograns and stood 160 centineters tall and was in the
upper nost social and intellectual class on the Taoist Chinese world of Path, was the first hunan
bei ng Jane had ever found who approached the thoroughness and precision of a conputer and,
therefore, of Jane herself. And though Jane could conduct in an hour the search that was taking
Q ng-jao weeks and nonths to conplete, the dangerous truth was that Q ng-jao was perform ng al nost
exactly the search Jane herself would have conducted; and therefore there was no reason for Jane
to suppose that Q ng-jao would not reach the conclusion that Jane herself would reach

Q ng-jao was therefore Jane's nost dangerous eneny, and Jane was hel pless to stop her-- at |east
physically. Trying to block Qng-jao's access to information would only mean | eadi ng her nore
quickly to the know edge of Jane's existence. So instead of open opposition, Jane searched for
anot her way to stop her eney. She did not understand all of human nature, but Ender had taught her
this: to stop a human being from doi ng sonething, you nust find a way to nake the person stop
wanting to do it.

Chapter 6 -- VARELSE
<How are you able to speak directly into Ender's nind?>
<Now that we know where he is, it's as natural as eating.>

<How did you find hin? |I've never been able to speak into the m nd of anyone who hasn't passed
into the third life.>

<We found himthrough the ansibles, and the el ectronics connected to them- found where his body
was in space. To reach his nmind, we had to reach into chaos and forma bridge. >

<Bri dge?>
<A transitional entity, which partly resenbled his mnd and partly ours. >
<If you could reach his nmind, why didn't you stop himfrom destroyi ng you?>

<The hunman brain is very strange. Before we could nake sense of what we found there, before we
could learn how to speak into that tw sted space, all ny sisters and nothers were gone. W
continued to study his mnd during all the years we waited, cocooned, until he found us; when he
conme, then we could speak directly to him>

<What happened to the bridge you nade?>

<We never thought about it. It's probably still out there sonmewhere. >

The new strain of potatoes was dying. Ender saw the telltale brown circles in the | eaves, the
pl ants broken of f where the stenms had turned so brittle that the slightest breeze bent themtil
they snapped. This norning they had all been healthy. The onset of this di sease was so sudden, its
effect so devastating, that it could only be the descol ada virus.

El a and Novi nha woul d be di sappoi nted-- they had had such hopes for this strain of potato. El a,
Ender' s stepdaughter, had been working on a gene that woul d cause every cell in an organismto
produce three different chem cals that were known to inhibit or kill the descolada virus. Novinha,
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Ender's wife, had been working on a gene that would cause cell nuclei to be inpermeable to any
mol ecul e larger than one-tenth the size of the descolada. Wth this strain of potato, they had
spliced in both genes and, when early tests showed that both traits had taken hold, Ender had
brought the seedlings to the experinental farmand planted them He and his assistants had
nurtured them for the past six weeks. Al had seened to be going well.

If the technique had worked, it could have been adapted to all the plants and animals that the
humans of Lusitani a depended on for food. But the descolada virus was too clever by half-- it saw
through all their stratagens, eventually. Still, six weeks was better than the normal two or three
days. Maybe they were on the right track

O maybe things had al ready gone too far. Back when Ender first arrived on Lusitania, new
strains of Earthborn plants and animals could | ast as long as twenty years in the field before the
descol ada decoded their genetic nolecules and tore themapart. But in recent years the descol ada
virus had apparently nmade a breakthrough that allowed it to decode any genetic nolecule fromEarth
i n days or even hours.

These days the only thing that allowed the hunan colonists to grow their plants and raise their
animal s was a spray that was i nmmediately fatal to the descol ada virus. There were hunman col oni sts
who wanted to spray the whole planet and wi pe out the descol ada virus once and for all

Sprayi ng a whol e planet was inpractical, but not inpossible; there were other reasons for
rejecting that option. Every formof native |life absolutely depended on the descol ada in order to
reproduce. That included the piggies-- the pequeninos, the intelligent natives of this world--
whose reproductive cycle was inextricably bound up with the only native species of tree. If the
descol ada virus were ever destroyed, this generation of pequeninos would be the last. It would be
xenoci de.

So far, the idea of doing anything that would w pe out the piggies wiuld be i Mmediately rejected
by nost of the people of Mlagre, the village of humans. So far. But Ender knew that nmany m nds
woul d change if a few nore facts were wi dely known. For instance, only a handful of people knew
that twi ce already the descol ada had adapted itself to the chem cal they were using to kill it.
El a and Novi nha had al ready devel oped several new versions of the chenmical, so that the next tine
t he descol ada adapted to one viricide they could switch imediately to another. Likew se, they had
once had to change the descol ada inhibitor that kept human bei ngs from dyi ng of the descol ada
viruses that dwelt in every human in the colony. The inhibitor was added to all the colony's food,
so that every human being ingested it with every neal.

However, all the inhibitors and viricides worked on the sane basic principles. Sonmeday, just as
the descol ada virus had | earned how to adapt to Earthborn genes in general, it would also |earn
how to handl e each class of chemcals, and then it wouldn't matter how many new versions they had--
t he descol ada woul d exhaust their resources in days.

Only a few peopl e knew how precarious Mlagre's survival really was. Only a few people
under st ood how nuch was riding on the work that Ela and Novi nha, as Lusitania's xenobi ol ogi sts,
were doi ng; how close their contest was with the descol ada; how devastating the consequences woul d
be if they ever fell behind.

Just as well. If the colonists did understand, there would be nany who would say, If it's
i nevitabl e that someday the descolada will overwhelmus, then let's wipe it out now. If that kills
all the piggies then we're sorry, but if it's us or them we choose us.

It was fine for Ender to take the |l ong view, the phil osophical perspective, and say, Better for
one snmall human colony to perish than to wipe out an entire sentient species. He knew this
argunent would carry no water with the humans of Lusitania. Their own lives were at stake here,
and the lives of their children; it would be absurd to expect themto be willing to die for the
sake of another species that they didn't understand and that few of themeven liked. It would rmake
no sense genetically-- evolution encourages only creatures who are serious about protecting their
own genes. Even if the Bishop hinself declared it to be the will of God that the human bei ngs of
Lusitania lay down their lives for the piggies, there would be precious few who woul d obey.

I'"'mnot sure | could rmake such a sacrifice nyself, thought Ender. Even though | have no children
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of ny own. Even though |I have already |lived through the destruction of a sentient species-- even
though | triggered that destruction nyself, and I know what a terrible noral burden that is to
bear-- I"'mnot sure | could let my fell ow human bei ngs die, either by starvation because their
food crops have been destroyed, or far nore painfully by the return of the descol ada as a di sease
with the power to consune the human body in days.

And yet... could | consent to the destruction of the pequeninos? Could |I pernit another
xenoci de?

He pi cked up one of the broken potato stems with its blotchy | eaves. He would have to take this
to Novi nha, of course. Novinha would examine it, or Ela would, and they'd confirmwhat was al ready
obvi ous. Another failure. He put the potato steminto a sterile pouch

" Speaker. "
It was Planter, Ender's assistant and his closest friend anong the piggies.

Pl anter was a son of the pequeni no named Human, whom Ender had taken into the "third life," the
tree stage of the pequenino life cycle. Ender held up the transparent plastic pouch for Planter to
see the | eaves inside.

"Very dead indeed, Speaker," said Planter, with no discernible enotion. That had been the npst
di sconcerting thing about working with pequeninos at first-- they didn't show enptions in ways
that humans coul d easily, habitually interpret. It was one of the greatest barriers to their
acceptance by nost of the colonists. The piggies weren't cute or cuddly; they were nerely strange.

"We'll try again,” said Ender. "I think we're getting closer."”

"Your wife wants you," said Planter. The word wife, even translated into a human | anguage |ike
Stark, was so loaded with tension for a pequenino that it was difficult to speak the word
naturally-- Planter al nost screeched it. Yet the idea of wi feness was so powerful to the
pequeni nos that, while they could call Novinha by her name when they spoke to her directly, when
they were speaking to Novinha's husband they could only refer to her by her title.

"l was just about to go see her anyway," said Ender. "Wuld you nmeasure and record these
pot at oes, pl ease?"

Pl anter | eaped straight up-- like a popcorn, Ender thought. Though his face remained, to hunan
eyes, expressionless, the vertical junp showed his delight. Planter |oved working with the
el ectroni c equi prent, both because nmachi nes fascinated hi mand because it added greatly to his
status anong the ot her pequenino nales. Planter inmmedi ately began unpacking the canmera and its
computer fromthe bag he always carried with him

"When you' re done, please prepare this isolated section for flash burning,” said Ender

"Yes yes," said Planter. "Yes yes yes."

Ender sighed. Pequeni nos got so annoyed when hunans told themthings that they already knew.
Planter certainly knew the routine when the descol ada had adapted to a new crop-- the "educated"
virus had to be destroyed while it was still in isolation. No point in letting the whole comunity
of descol ada viruses profit fromwhat one strain had | earned. So Ender shouldn't have rem nded
him And yet that was how human bei ngs satisfied their sense of responsibility-- checking again
even when they knew it was unnecessary.

Pl anter was so busy he hardly noticed that Ender was | eaving the field. Wen Ender was inside
the isolation shed at the townward end of the field, he stripped, put his clothes in the
purification box, and then did the purification dance-- hands up high, arns rotating at the
shoul der, turning in a circle, squatting and standing again, so that no part of his body was
ni ssed by the conbination of radiation and gases that filled the shed. He breathed deeply through
mout h and nose, then coughed-- as al ways-- because the gases were barely within the limts of
human tol erance. Three full minutes with burning eyes and wheezing |ungs, while waving his arns
and squatting and standing: our ritual of obeisance to the al m ghty descol ada. Thus we humiliate
oursel ves before the undi sputed master of life on this planet.
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Finally it was done; |'ve been roasted to a turn, he thought. As fresh air finally rushed into
the shed, he took his clothes out of the box and put themon, still hot. As soon as he left the
shed, it would be heated so that every surface was far over the proven heat tol erance of the
descol ada virus. Nothing could live in that shed during this final step of purification. Next tine
sonmeone cane to the shed it would be absolutely sterile.

Yet Ender couldn't help but think that sonehow the descol ada virus would find a way through-- if
not through the shed, then through the mild disruption barrier that surrounded the experinenta
crop area like an invisible fortress wall. Oficially, no nolecule |arger than a hundred atons

coul d pass through that barrier w thout being broken up. Fences on either side of the barrier kept
humans and piggies fromstraying into the fatal area-- but Ender had often inmagi ned what it would
be like for soneone to pass through the disruption field. Every cell in the body would be killed
instantly as the nucleic acids broke apart. Perhaps the body woul d hol d together physically. But
in Ender's inagination he always saw the body crunbling into dust on the other side of the
barrier, the breeze carrying it away |ike snoke before it could hit the ground.

What made Ender nost unconfortabl e about the disruption barrier was that it was based on the
same principle as the Ml ecular Disruption Device. Designhed to be used agai nst starships and
mssiles, it was Ender who turned it against the hone planet of the buggers when he commanded the
human warfl eet three thousand years ago. And it was the same weapon that was now on its way from
Starways Congress to Lusitania. According to Jane, Starways Congress had already attenpted to send
the order to use it. She had bl ocked that by cutting off ansible conmunications between the fleet
and the rest of humanity, but there was no telling whether sonme overw ought ship's captain,
pani cked because his ansible wasn't working, might still use it on Lusitania when he got here.

It was unthinkable, but they had done it-- Congress had sent the order to destroy a world. To
commit xenocide. Had Ender witten the Hive Queen in vain? Had they already forgotten?

But it wasn't "already” to them It was three thousand years to npst people. And even though
Ender had witten the Life of Human, it wasn't believed w dely enough yet. It hadn't been enbraced
by the people to such a degree that Congress wouldn't dare to act agai nst the pequeni nos.

Why had they decided to do it? Probably for exactly the sane purpose as the xenobi ol ogi sts
disruption barrier: to isolate a dangerous infection so it couldn't spread into the w der
popul ati on. Congress was probably worried about containing the plague of planetary revolt. But
when the fleet reached here, with or without orders, they mght be as likely to use the Little
Doctor as the final solution to the descol ada problem If there were no planet Lusitania, there
woul d be no self-nutating half-intelligent virus itching for a chance to w pe out humanity and al
its works

It wasn't that long a walk fromthe experinmental fields to the new xenobi ol ogy station. The path
wound over a low hill, skirting the edge of the wood that provided father, nother, and living
cenetery to this tribe of pequeninos, and then on to the north gate in the fence that surrounded
the human col ony.

The fence was a sore point with Ender. There was no reason for it to exist anynore, now that the
policy of mnimal contact between humans and pequeni nos had broken down, and both species passed
freely through the gate. Wien Ender arrived on Lusitania, the fence was charged with a field that
caused any person entering it to suffer excruciating pain. During the struggle to win the right to
communi cate freely with the pequeni nos, Ender's ol dest stepson, Mro, was trapped in the field for
several mnutes, causing irreversible brain danage. Yet Mro's experience was only the nost
pai nful and inmedi ate expression of what the fence did to the souls of the hunmans encl osed within
it. The psychobarrier had been shut off thirty years ago. In all that time, there had been no
reason to have any barrier between humans and pequeni nos-- yet the fence remai ned. The human
colonists of Lusitania wanted it that way. They wanted t he boundary between human and pequenino to
remai n unbr eached

That was why the xenobi ol ogy | abs had been nmoved fromtheir old | ocation down by the river. If
pequeni nos were to take part in the research, the lab had to be close to the fence, and all the
experimental fields outside it, so that humans and pequeni nos woul dn't have occasion to confront
each ot her unexpectedly.
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Wen Mro left to meet Val entine, Ender had thought he would return to be astonished by the
great changes in the world of Lusitania. He had thought that Mro woul d see humans and pequeni nos
living side by side, two species living in harnony. Instead, Mro would find the col ony nearly
unchanged. Wth rare exceptions, the human beings of Lusitania did not long for the cl ose conpany
of anot her speci es.

It was a good thing that Ender had hel ped the hive queen restore the race of buggers so far from
M | agre. Ender had planned to hel p buggers and humans gradually cone to know each other. Instead,
he and Novinha and their fanmily had been forced to keep the exi stence of the buggers on Lusitania
a close-held secret. If the human colonists couldn't deal with the mammal -1i ke pequeni nos, it was
certain that knowi ng about the insect-like buggers woul d provoke viol ent xenophobi a al nost at
once.

| have too nmany secrets, thought Ender. For all these years |'ve been a speaker for the dead,
uncovering secrets and hel ping people to live in the light of truth. Now | no longer tell anyone
hal f of what | know, because if | told the whole truth there would be fear, hatred, brutality,
nmur der, war.

Not far fromthe gate, but outside it, stood two fathertrees, the one naned Rooter, the other
naned Human, planted so that fromthe gate it would seemthat Rooter was on the |eft hand, Hunman
on the right. Human was the pequeni no whom Ender had been required to ritually kill with his own
hands, in order to seal the treaty between humans and pequeni nos. Then Human was reborn in
cellul ose and chlorophyll, finally a mature adult nmale, able to sire children

At present Hunman still had enornous prestige, not only anbng the piggies of this tribe, but in
many other tribes as well. Ender knew that he was alive; yet, seeing the tree, it was inpossible
for himto forget how Human had di ed.

Ender had no trouble dealing with Hunan as a person, for he had spoken with this fathertree many
times. What he could not manage was to think of this tree as the sane person he had known as the
pequeni no named Human. Ender might understand intellectually that it was will and nenory that nade
up a person's identity, and that will and menory had passed intact fromthe pequenino into the
fathertree. But intellectual understanding did not always bring visceral belief. Human was so
alien now.

Yet still he was Human, and he was still Ender's friend; Ender touched the bark of the tree as
he passed. Then, taking a few steps out of his way, Ender wal ked to the ol der fathertree nanmed
Rooter, and touched his bark al so. He had never known Rooter as a pequeni no-- Rooter had been
killed by other hands, and his tree was already tall and well-spread before Ender arrived on
Lusitania. There was no sense of |oss to trouble himwhen Ender tal ked to Rooter

At Rooter's base, among the roots, lay many sticks. Sone had been brought here; sone were shed
from Rooter's own branches. They were tal king sticks. Pequeninos used themto beat a rhythmon the
trunk of a fathertree; the fathertree would shape and reshape the hollow areas inside his own
trunk to change the sound, to nmake a slow kind of speech. Ender could beat the rhythm- clunsily,
but well enough to get words fromthe trees.

Today, though, Ender wanted no conversation. Let Planter tell the fathertrees that another
experinment had failed. Ender would talk to Rooter and Human later. He would talk to the hive
queen. He would talk to Jane. He would talk to everybody. And after all the talking, they would be
no closer to solving any of the problens that darkened Lusitania's future. Because the solution to
their problens now did not depend on talk. It depended on know edge and action-- know edge t hat
only other people could learn, actions that only other people could perform There was nothing
that Ender could do hinself to sol ve anything.

Al he could do, all he had ever done since his final battle as a child warrior, was listen and
talk. At other times, in other places, that had been enough. Not now. Many different kinds of
destruction | ooned over Lusitania, sone of themset in notion by Ender hinself, and yet not one of
t hem coul d now be solved by any act or word or thought of Andrew Wggin. Like all the other
citizens of Lusitania, his future was in the hands of other people. The difference between hi mand
them was that Ender knew all the danger, all the possible consequences of every failure or
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m st ake. Who was nore cursed, the one who died, unknowi ng until the very nonment of his death, or
the one who watched his destruction as it approached, step by step, for days and weeks and years?

Ender left the fathertrees and wal ked on down the well-beaten path toward the human col ony.
Through the gate, through the door of the xenobiology |ab. The pequeni no who served as El a's nost
trusted assistant-- named Deaf, though he was definitely not hard of hearing-- |led himat once to
Novi nha's office, where Ela, Novinha, Quara, and G ego were already waiting. Ender held up the
pouch containing the fragnment of potato plant.

El a shook her head; Novinha sighed. But they didn't seem half as di sappoi nted as Ender had
expected. Clearly there was sonmething el se on their mnds.

"I guess we expected that," said Novinha.

"We still had to try," said Ela

"Way did we have to try?" demanded G- ego. Novi nha's youngest son-- and therefore Ender's stepson-
- was in his md-thirties now, a brilliant scientist in his ow right; but he did seemto relish
his role as devil's advocate in all the famly's discussions, whether they dealt w th xenobi ol ogy
or the color to paint the walls. "All we're doing by introducing these new strains is teaching the
descol ada how to get around every strategy we have for killing it. If we don't wipe it out soon
it'll wipe us out. And once the descol ada is gone, we can grow regul ar old potatoes w thout any of
this nonsense."

"We can't!" shouted Quara. Her vehenence surprised Ender. Quara was reluctant to speak out at
the best of tines; for her to speak so |loudly now was out of character. "I tell you that the
descolada is alive."

"And | tell you that a virus is a virus," said G ego.

It bothered Ender that Grego was calling for the exterm nation of the descolada-- it wasn't |ike
himto so easily call for sonething that woul d destroy the pequeni nos. Grego had practically grown
up anong the pequeni no nal es-- he knew them better, spoke their |anguage better, than anyone.

"Children, be quiet and let me explain this to Andrew," said Novinha. "W were di scussi ng what
to do if the potatoes failed, Ela and I, and she told ne-- no, you explainit, Ela."

"I't's an easy enough concept. Instead of trying to grow plants that inhibit the growmh of the
descol ada virus, we need to go after the virus itself."

"Right," said Gego.
"Shut up," said Quara.
"As a kindness to us all, Gego, please do as your sister has so kindly asked," said Novinha.

El a sighed and went on. "W can't just kill it because that would kill all the other native life
on Lusitania. So what | propose is trying to develop a new strain of descolada that continues to
act as the present virus acts in the reproductive cycles of all the Lusitanian life forms, but
wi thout the ability to adapt to new species.”

"You can elimnate that part of the virus?" asked Ender. "You can find it?"

"Not likely. But I think | can find all the parts of the virus that are active in the piggies
and in all the other plant-aninmal pairs, keep those, and discard everything else. Then we'd add a
rudi mentary reproductive ability and set up sone receptors so it'll respond properly to the
appropriate changes in the host bodies, put the whole thing in a little organelle, and there we
have it-- a substitute for the descol ada so that the pequeninos and all the other native species
are safe, while we can |ive without worry."

"Then you'll spray all the original descolada virus to wi pe them out?" asked Ender. "Wat if
there's already a resistant strain?"

"No, we don't spray them because spraying wouldn't w pe out the viruses that are already
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incorporated into the bodies of every Lusitanian creature. This is the really tricky part--"
"As if the rest were easy," said Novinha, "naking a new organelle out of nothing--"

"We can't just inject these organelles into a few piggies or even into all of them because we'd
al so have to inject theminto every other native animal and tree and bl ade of grass.”

"Can't be done," said Ender

"So we have to devel op a nechanismto deliver the organelles universally, and at the sane tine
destroy the ol d descol ada viruses once and for all."

"Xenoci de," said Quara.

"That's the argunment," said Ela. "Quara says the descolada is sentient."
Ender | ooked at his youngest stepdaughter. "A sentient nolecul e?"
"They have | anguage, Andrew. "

"When did this happen?' asked Ender. He was trying to imagi ne how a genetic nol ecul e-- even one
as long and conpl ex as the descol ada virus-- could possibly speak.

"I'"ve suspected it for along tine. | wasn't going to say anything until | was sure, but--"
"Whi ch neans she isn't sure," said Gego triunphantly.

"But |1'm al nost sure now, and you can't go destroying a whole species until we know "

"How do they speak?" asked Ender

"Not |ike us, of course,” said Quara. "They pass information back and forth to each other at a
nmol ecular level. | first noticed it as | was working on the question of how the new resi stant
strains of the descol ada spread so quickly and replaced all the old viruses in such a short tine.
I couldn't solve that problembecause | was asking the wong question. They don't replace the old
ones. They sinply pass nessages."

"They throw darts," said G ego.
"That was ny owmn word for it," said Quara. "l didn't understand that it was speech."”
"Because it wasn't speech," said Gego

"That was five years ago," said Ender. "You said the darts they send out carry the needed genes
and then all the viruses that receive the darts revise their own structure to include the new
gene. That's hardly | anguage."

"But that isn't the only tinme they send darts," said Quara. "Those nessenger nol ecul es are
moving in and out all the tinme, and nost of the tine they aren't incorporated into the body at
all. They get read by several parts of the descol ada and then they're passed on to another one."

"This is | anguage?" asked G ego.

"Not yet," said Quara. "But sometinmes after a virus reads one of these darts, it makes a new
dart and sends it out. Here's the part that tells me it's a | anguage: The front part of the new
dart always begins with a nol ecul ar sequence sinmlar to the back tag of the dart that it's
answering. It holds the thread of the conversation together."

"Conversation," said Gego scornfully.

"Be quiet or die," said Ela. Even after all these years, Ender realized, Ela's voice still had
the power to curb Grego's snottiness-- sonetines, at |east.

"I'"ve tracked sonme of these conversations for as many as a hundred statenents and answers. Most
of themdie out nuch sooner than that. A few of themare incorporated into the main body of the
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virus. But here's the nost interesting thing-- it's conpletely voluntary. Sonetines one virus wll
pick up that dart and keep it, while nost of the others don't. Sonetines nost of the viruses will
keep a particular dart. But the area where they incorporate these nessage darts is exactly that
area that has been hardest to map. It's hardest to nap because it isn't part of their structure,
it's their menory, and individuals are all different fromeach other. They also tend to weed out a
few menory fragnments when they' ve taken on too nany darts."

"This is all fascinating," said Gego, "but it isn't science. There are plenty of explanations
for these darts and the random bondi ng and sheddi ng--"

"Not random " said Quara.
"None of this is |language," said G ego.

Ender ignored the argunent, because Jane was whispering in his ear through the jewel-1like
transcei ver he wore there. She spoke to himnore rarely now than in years past. He |listened
carefully, taking nothing for granted. "She's on to sonething," Jane said. "l've | ooked at her
research and there's sonething going on here that doesn't happen with any other subcellul ar
creature. 1've run many different anal yses on the data, and the nore | sinulate and test this
particul ar behavi or of the descolada, the less it |ooks |like genetic coding and the nore it | ooks
i ke | anguage. At the nonent we can't rule out the possibility that it is voluntary."

When Ender turned his attention back to the argunent, G ego was speaking. "Wy do we have to
turn everything we haven't figured out yet into sone kind of nystical experience?' Gego closed
his eyes and intoned, "I have found new life! |I have found new life!"

"Stop it!" shouted Quara.

"This is getting out of hand," said Novinha. "Grego, try to keep this at the level of rationa
di scussion."

"It's hard to, when the whole thing is so irrational. At, agora quemja inaginou m crobiologista
gue se torna nanorada de uma nol, cul a?" Wio ever heard of a microbiologist getting a crush on a
nol ecul e?

"Enough! " said Novinha sharply. "Quara is as nuch a scientist as you are, and--"

"She was," muttered G ego.

"And-- if you'll kindly shut up |ong enough to hear nme out-- she has a right to be heard."
Novi nha was quite angry now, but, as usual, G ego seened uninpressed. "You should know by now,
Gego, that it's often the ideas that sound nmpost absurd and counterintuitive at first that |ater
cause fundanmental shifts in the way we see the world."

"Do you really think this is one of those basic discoveries?" asked G ego, |ooking themin the
eye, each in turn. "A talking virus? Se Quara sabe tanto, porque ela nao diz o que e que aquel es
bi chos di zen?" |f she knows so rmuch about it, why doesn't she tell us what these little beasts are
saying? It was a sign that the discussion was getting out of hand, that he broke into Portuguese
i nstead of speaking in Stark, the |anguage of science-- and dipl omacy.

"Does it matter?" asked Ender

"Matter!" said Quara.

El a | ooked at Ender with consternation. "lIt's only the difference between curing a dangerous
di sease and destroying an entire sentient species. | think it matters."
"I meant," said Ender patiently, "does it matter whether we know what they're saying."

"No," said Quara. "We'll probably never understand their |anguage, but that doesn't change the
fact that they're sentient. Wat do viruses and human beings have to say to each other, anyway?"

"How about, 'Please stop trying to kill us'?" said Gego. "If you can figure out how to say that
in virus |language, then this mght be useful."
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"But Grego," said Quara, with nock sweetness, "do we say that to them or do they say that to
us?"

"We don't have to decide today," said Ender. "W can afford to wait awhile."

"How do you know?" said Grego. "How do you know that tonorrow afternoon we won't all wake up
itching and hurting and puking and burning up with fever and finally dying because overni ght the
descol ada virus figured out howto w pe us out once and for all? It's us or them"

"I think Grego just showed us why we have to wait," said Ender. "Did you hear how he tal ked
about the descolada? It figures out howto w pe us out. Even he thinks the descol ada has a wll
and nakes deci sions."

"That's just a figure of speech," said Gego.

"We've all been talking that way," said Ender. "And thinking that way, too. Because we all fee
it-- that we're at war with the descolada. That it's nore than just fighting off a disease-- it's
like we have an intelligent, resourceful eneny who keeps countering all our noves. In all the
hi story of medi cal research, no one has ever fought a disease that had so nany ways to defeat the
strategies used against it."

"Only because nobody's been fighting a germw th such an oversi zed and conpl ex genetic
nol ecul e, " said G ego.

"Exactly," said Ender. "This is a one-of-a-kind virus, and so it nay have abilities we've never
i magi ned in any species |less structurally conplex than a vertebrate."

For a nonent Ender's words hung in the air, answered by silence; for a nonment, Ender inagi ned
that he m ght have served a useful function in this neeting after all, that as a nere tal ker he
m ght have won sone kind of agreenent.

Grego soon di sabused himof this idea. "Even if Quara's right, even if she's dead on and the
descol ada viruses all have doctorates of philosophy and keep publishing dissertations on screw ng-

up- hunans-till-they' re-dead, what then? Do we all roll over and play dead because the virus that's
trying to kill us all is so dam snart?"
Novi nha answered calmy. "1 think Quara needs to continue with her research-- and we need to

gi ve her nore resources to do it-- while Ela continues with hers."

It was Quara who objected this tine. "Why should | bother trying to understand themif the rest
of you are still working on ways to kill thenP"

"That's a good question, Quara," said Novinha. "On the other hand, why should you bother trying
to understand themif they suddenly figure out a way to get past all our chemical barriers and
kill us all?"

"Us or them" muttered G ego.

Novi nha had nmade a good deci si on, Ender knew - keep both |lines of research open, and decide
| ater when they knew nore. In the neantinme, Quara and Grego were both missing the point, both
assum ng that everything hinged on whether or not the descol ada was sentient. "Even if they're

sentient," said Ender, "that doesn't nean they're sacrosanct. It all depends whether they're ranan
or varelse. If they're raman-- if we can understand them and they can understand us well enough to
work out a way of living together-- then fine. W'll be safe, they'Il be safe.”

"The great peacenmker plans to sign a treaty with a nol ecul e?" asked G ego.

Ender ignored his nocking tone. "On the other hand, if they're trying to destroy us, and we
can't find a way to communicate with them then they're varelse-- sentient aliens, but inplacably
hostil e and dangerous. Varelse are aliens we can't live with. Varelse are aliens with whomwe are
naturally and permanently engaged in a war to the death, and at that tine our only noral choice is
to do all that's necessary to win."
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"Right," said Gego.

Despite her brother's triunphant tone, Quara had |listened to Ender's words, wei ghed them and
now gave a tentative nod. "As long as we don't start fromthe assunption that they're varel se,"
said Quara.

"And even then, maybe there's a niddle way," said Ender. "Maybe Ela can find a way to repl ace
all the descol ada viruses w thout destroying this nenory-and-|anguage thing."

"No!" said Quara, once again fervent. "You can't-- you don't even have the right to | eave them
their nenories and take away their ability to adapt. That would be |ike themgiving all of us
frontal lobotomies. If it's war, then it's war. Kill them but don't |leave themtheir nenories
while stealing their will."

"It doesn't matter,"” said Ela. "It can't be done. As it is, | think |I've set nyself an
i mpossi bl e task. Qperating on the descolada isn't easy. Not |ike exam ning and operating on an
animal . How do | anesthetize the nolecule so that it doesn't heal itself while I'm hal fway through
t he anputation? Maybe the descol ada isn't much on physics, but it's a hell of a lot better than I
am at nol ecul ar surgery."

"So far," said Ender.

"So far we don't know anything," said Grego. "Except that the descolada is trying as hard as it
can to kill us all, while we're still trying to figure out whether we ought to fight back. ']
sit tight for a while |onger, but not forever. "

"What about the piggies?" asked Quara. "Don't they have a right to vote on whether we transform
the nolecule that not only allows themto reproduce, but probably created themas a sentient
species in the first place?"

"This thing is trying to kill us,"” said Ender. "As long as the solution Ela comes up with can
Wi pe out the virus without interfering with the reproductive cycle of the piggies, then | don't
think they have any right to object.”

"Maybe they'd feel different about that."
"Then maybe they'd better not find out what we're doing," said Gego.

"We don't tell people-- human or pequeni no-- about the research we're doing here," said Novinha
sharply. "It could cause terrible m sunderstandings that could |lead to violence and death."

"So we humans are the judges of all other creatures,” said Quara.
"No, Quara. W scientists are gathering information," said Novi nha.

"Until we've gathered enough, nobody can judge anything. So the secrecy rule goes for everybody
here. Quara and Grego both. You tell no one until | say so, and | won't say so until we know
nore."

"Until you say so," asked Grego inpudently, "or until the Speaker for the Dead says so?"

"I"mthe head xenobi ol ogi st," said Novinha. "The decision on when we know enough is m ne al one
I's that understood?"

She waited for everyone there to assent. They all did.

Novi nha stood up. The neeting was over. Quara and Grego |l eft al nost inmmedi ately; Novinha gave
Ender a kiss on the cheek and then ushered himand Ela out of her office.

Ender lingered in the lab to talk to Ela. "lIs there a way to spread your replacenent virus
t hroughout the entire popul ati on of every native species on Lusitania?"

"I don't know," said Ela. "That's less of a problemthan howto get it to every cell of an
i ndi vi dual organi smfast enough that the descol ada can't adapt or escape. |I'll have to create sone
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kind of carrier virus, and |I'll probably have to nodel it partly on the descolada itself-- the
descolada is the only parasite |'ve seen that invades a host as quickly and thoroughly as | need
the carrier virus to do it. Ironic-- I'lIl learn how to replace the descol ada by stealing

techni ques fromthe virus itself."

"It's not ironic," said Ender, "it's the way the world works. Someone once told nme that the only
teacher who's worth anything to you is your eneny."

"Then Quara and Grego nust be giving each other advanced degrees," said El a.

"Their argunent is healthy," said Ender. "It forces us to weigh every aspect of what we're
doi ng. "
"It'1l stop being healthy if one of themdecides to bring it up outside the famly," said El a.
"This family doesn't tell its business to strangers,"” said Ender. "I of all people should know
that."

"On the contrary, Ender. You of all people should know how eager we are to talk to a stranger--
when we think our need is great enough to justify it."

Ender had to adnmit that she was right. Getting Quara and Grego, Mro and Qui mand O hado to
trust himenough to speak to him that had been hard when Ender first cane to Lusitania. But Ela
had spoken to himfromthe start, and so had all of Novinha's other children. So, in the end, had
Novi nha hersel f. The famly was intensely loyal, but they were also strong-wlled and opini onat ed
and there wasn't a one of themwho didn't trust his own judgnment above anyone else's. Gego or
Quara, either one of them nmight well decide that telling sonebody else was in the best interests
of Lusitania or hunmanity or science, and there would go the rule of secrecy.

Just the way the rule of noninterference with the piggi es had been broken before Ender ever got
here.

How ni ce, thought Ender. One nore possible source of disaster that is conpletely out of ny power
to control.

Leaving the | ab, Ender wi shed, as he had many tines before, that Valentine were here. She was
the one who was good at sorting out ethical dilenmas. She'd be here soon-- but soon enough? Ender
under st ood and nostly agreed with the viewpoints put forward by Quara and Grego both. Wat stung
nmost was the need for such secrecy that Ender couldn't even speak to the pequeni nos, not even
Human hi nsel f, about a decision that would affect themas nuch as it would affect any col oni st
fromEarth. And yet Novinha was right. To bring the matter out into the open now, before they even
knew what was possible-- that would lead to confusion at best, anarchy and bl oodshed at worst. The
pequeni nos were peaceful now - but the species' history was bl oody with war

As Ender energed fromthe gate, heading back toward the experinmental fields, he saw Quara
standi ng beside the fathertree Human, sticks in her hand, engaged in conversation. She hadn't
actually beat on his trunk, or Ender would have heard it. So she must want privacy. That was al
right. Ender would take a | onger way around, so he wouldn't come close enough to overhear

But when she saw Ender | ooki ng her way, Quara innmedi ately ended her conversation with Human and
took off at a brisk walk down the path toward the gate OF course this led her right by Ender

"Telling secrets?" asked Ender. He had neant his remark as nere banter. Only when the words cane
out of his nouth and Quara got such a furtive |Iook on her face did Ender realize exactly what
secret it might have been that Quara had been telling. And her words confirnmed his suspicion

"Mother's idea of fairness isn't always mne," said Quara. "Neither is yours, for that matter."”

He had known she might do this, but it never occurred to himshe would do it so quickly after
promi sing not to. "But is fairness always the nost inportant consideration?" asked Ender

"It isto nme," said Quara.

She tried to turn away and go on through the gate, but Ender caught her arm
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"Let go of ne."

"Telling Human is one thing," said Ender. "He's very wise. But don't tell anybody el se. Sone of
t he pequeni nos, some of the nales, they can be pretty aggressive if they think they have reason."

"They're not just nales," said Quara. "They call thensel ves husbands. Maybe we should call them
men." She smiled at Ender in triunph. "You' re not half so open-minded as you like to think." Then
she brushed past himand went on through the gate into Ml agre.

Ender wal ked up to Hurman and stood before him "Wat did she tell you, Hunman? Did she tell you
that 1'Il die before | |et anyone w pe out the descolada, if doing so would hurt you and your
peopl e?"

O course Human had no i nmedi ate answer for him for Ender had no intention of starting to beat
on his trunk with the talking sticks used to produce Father Tongue; if he did, the pequeni no nal es
woul d hear and cone running. There was no private speech between pequeninos and fathertrees. If a
fathertree wanted privacy, he could always talk silently with the other fathertrees-- they spoke
to each other mind to mnd, the way the hive queen spoke to the buggers that served as her eyes
and ears and hands and feet. If only I were part of that communi cati ons network, thought Ender
I nst ant aneous speech consisting of pure thought, projected anywhere in the universe.

Still, he had to say sonething to help counteract the sort of thing he knew Quara woul d have
said. "Human, we're doing all we can to save human bei ngs and pequeni nos, both. W'Ill even try to
save the descolada virus, if we can. Ela and Novinha are very good at what they do. So are Gego
and Quara, for that matter. But for now, please trust us and say nothing to anyone el se. Pl ease.

I f humans and pequeni nos cone to understand the danger we're in before we're ready to take steps
to contain it, the results would be violent and terrible."

There was nothing el se to say. Ender went back to the experinental fields. Before nightfall, he
and Planter conpleted the neasurenents, then burned and flashed the entire field. No | arge
mol ecul es survived inside the disruption barrier. They had done all they could to ensure that
what ever the descol ada m ght have learned fromthis field was forgotten

What they could never do was get rid of the viruses they carried within their own cells, human
and pequenino alike. Wat if Quara was right? Wat if the descolada inside the barrier, before it
di ed, managed to "tell" the viruses that Planter and Ender carried inside them about what had been
| earned fromthis new strain of potato? About the defenses that Ela and Novinha had tried to build
into it? About the ways this virus had found to defeat their tactics?

If the descolada were truly intelligent, with a |anguage to spread i nformati on and pass
behavi ors from one individual to many others, then how coul d Ender-- how could any of them - hope
to be victorious in the end? In the long run, it might well be that the descol ada was the npst
adapt abl e speci es, the one nost capabl e of subduing worlds and elimnating rivals, stronger than
humans or piggi es or buggers or any other living creatures on any settled worlds. That was the
t hought that Ender took to bed with himthat night, the thought that preoccupied himeven as he
made | ove with Novinha, so that she felt the need to confort himas if he, not she, were the one
burdened with the cares of a world. He tried to apol ogi ze but soon realized the futility of it.
Why add to her worries by telling of his own?

* k%

Human |istened to Ender's words, but he couldn't agree with what Ender asked of him Silence?
Not when the hunmans were creating new viruses that might well transformthe life cycle of the
pequeni nos. Ch, Human woul dn't tell the inmmature nales and fenal es. But he coul d-- and woul d- -
tell all the other fathertrees throughout Lusitania. They had a right to know what was goi ng on,
and then decide together what, if anything, to do.

Before nightfall, every fathertree in every wood knew all that Human knew. of the human pl ans,
and of his estimation of how nuch they could be trusted. Mdst agreed with him- we'll let the
human bei ngs proceed for now But in the neantime we'll watch carefully, and prepare for a tine

that m ght conme, even though we hope it won't, when humans and pequeni nos go to war agai nst each
other. W cannot fight and hope to win-- but maybe, before they slaughter us, we can find a way
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for some of us to flee

So, before dawn, they had nade plans and arrangenents with the hive queen, the only nonhuman
source of high technology on Lusitania. By the next nightfall, the work of building a starship to
| eave Lusitania had al ready begun

Chapter 7 -- SECRET MAID

<Is it true that in the old days, when you sent out your starships to settle many worlds, you
could always talk to each other as if you stood in the sane forest?>

<We assume that it will be the sane for you. Wen the new fathertrees have grown, they'll be
present with you. The philotic connections are unaffected by distance. >

<But will we be connected? We'll be sending no trees on the voyage. Only brothers, a few wives
and a hundred little nothers to give birth to new generations. The voyage will |ast decades at
| east. As soon as they arrive, the best of the brothers will be sent on to the third life, but it

will take at | east a year before the first of the fathertrees grows old enough to sire young ones.
How wi Il the first father on that new world know how to speak to us? How can we greet him when we
don't know where he is?>

Sweat ran down Q ng-jao's face. Bent over as she was, the drops trickled al ong her cheeks, under
her eyes, and down to the tip of her nose. Fromthere her sweat dropped into the nmuddy water of
the rice paddy, or onto the newrice plants that rose only slightly above the water's surface.

"Why don't you wi pe your face, holy one?"

Q ng-jao | ooked up to see who was near enough to speak to her. Usually the others on her
ri ghteous | abor crew did not work close by-- it made themtoo nervous, being with one of the
godspoken.

It was a girl, younger than Q ng-jao, perhaps fourteen, boyish in the body, with her hair
cropped very short. She was looking at QG ng-jao with frank curiosity. There was an openness about
her, an utter lack of shyness, that Qng-jao found strange and a little displeasing. Her first
t hought was to ignore the girl.

But to ignore her would be arrogant; it would be the same as sayi ng, Because | am godspoken, |
do not need to answer when | am spoken to. No one woul d ever suppose that the reason she didn't
answer was because she was so preoccupied with the inpossible task she had been given by the great
Han Fei-tzu that it was al nost painful to think of anything el se.

So she answered-- but with a question. "Wy should | wipe ny face?"
"Doesn't it tickle? The sweat, dripping down? Doesn't it get in your eyes and sting?"

Q ng-jao lowered her face to her work for a few nonents, and this tine deliberately noticed how
it felt. It did tickle, and the sweat in her eyes did sting. In fact it was quite unconfortable
and annoying. Carefully, Qng-jao unbent herself to stand straight-- and now she noticed the pain
of it, the way her back protested against the change of posture. "Yes," she said to the girl. "It
tickles and stings."

"Then wipe it," the girl said. "Wth your sleeve."

Q ng-jao | ooked at her sleeve. It was already soaked with the sweat of her arns. "Does wi ping
hel p?" she asked.

Now it was the girl's turn to discover sonething she hadn't thought about. For a nonent she
| ooked thoughtful; then she wi ped her forehead with her sleeve.
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She grinned. "No, holy one. It doesn't help a bit."

Q ng-j ao nodded gravely and bent down again to her work. Only now the tickling of the sweat, the
stinging of her eyes, the pain in her back, it all bothered her very much. Her disconfort took her
m nd off her thoughts, instead of the other way around. This girl, whoever she was, had just added
to her msery by pointing it out-- and yet, ironically, by making Q ng-jao aware of the msery of
her body, she had freed her fromthe hammering of the questions in her mnd

Q ng-jao began to | augh
"Are you |l aughing at me, holy one?" asked the girl

"I'"mthanking you in ny own way," said Qng-jao. "You've lifted a great burden fromny heart,
even if only for a nonent."

"You're laughing at nme for telling you to wi pe your forehead even though it doesn't help."

"I say that is not why |I'mlaughing,"” said Q ng-jao. She stood again and | ooked the girl in the
eye. "I don't lie."

The girl | ooked abashed-- but not half so nuch as she shoul d have. Wen the godspoken used the
tone of voice Qng-jao had just used, others imedi ately bowed and showed respect. But this girl
only listened, sized up Q ngjao' s words, and then nodded.

There was only one conclusion Qng-jao could reach. "Are you al so godspoken?" she asked.

The girl's eyes went wide. "Me?" she said. "My parents are both very | ow people. My father
spreads nmanure in the fields and nmy nother washes up in a restaurant."

O course that was no answer at all. Though the gods nost often chose the children of the
godspoken, they had been known to speak to sone whose parents had never heard the voice of the
gods. Yet it was a common belief that if your parents were of very |low status, the gods woul d have
no interest in you, and in fact it was very rare for the gods to speak to those whose parents were
not well educated.

"What's your nane?" asked Q ng-jao
"Si Wang-mu, " said the girl.

Q ng-j ao gasped and covered her nouth, to forbid herself from | aughing. But Wang-nu did not | ook
angry-- she only grimced and | ooked inpatient.

"I"'msorry," said Q ng-jao, when she could speak. "But that is the nane of--"

"The Royal Modther of the West," said Wang-mu. "Can | help it that my parents chose such a nane
for me?"

"It's a noble name," said Q ng-jao. "My ancestor-of-the-heart was a great wonan, but she was
only nortal, a poet. Yours is one of the oldest of the gods."

"What good is that?" asked Wang-nu. "My parents were too presunptuous, namng nme for such a
di stingui shed god. That's why the gods will never speak to ne."

It nade Q ng-jao sad, to hear Wang-mu speak with such bitterness. If only she knew how eagerly
Q ng-jao woul d trade places with her. To be free of the voice of the gods! Never to have to bow to
the floor and trace the grain of the wood, never to wash her hands except when they got dirty...

Yet Q ng-jao couldn't explain this to the girl. How coul d she understand? To Wang-nu, the
godspoken were the privileged elite, infinitely wise and unapproachable. It would sound like a lie
if Qng-jao explained that the burdens of the godspoken were far greater than the rewards

Except that to Wang-mu, the godspoken had not been unapproachabl e-- she had spoken to Q ng-j ao,
hadn't she? So Q ng-jao decided to say what was in her heart after all. "Si Wang-mu, | would
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gladly live the rest of nmy life blind, if only I could be free of the voice of the gods."
Wang-mu' s nouth opened in shock, her eyes w dened.
It had been a nistake to speak. Qng-jao regretted it at once. "I was joking," said Qng-jao

"No," said Wang-mu. "Now you're lying. Then you were telling the truth." She cane cl oser
sl oggi ng carel essly through the paddy, tranpling rice plants as she cane. "All nmy life |I've seen
t he godspoken borne to the tenple in their sedan chairs, wearing their bright silks, all people
bowing to them every conputer open to them Wen they speak their | anguage is nusic. Wio woul dn't
want to be such a one?"

Q ng-jao could not answer openly, could not say: Every day the gods humiliate me and nmake ne do
stupid, nmeaningless tasks to purify nyself, and the next day it starts again. "You won't believe
me, Wang-mu, but this life, out here in the fields, this is better."

"No!" cried Wang-mu. "You have been taught everything. You know all that there is to know You
can speak many | anguages, you can read every kind of word, you can think of thoughts that are as
far above mine as ny thoughts are above the thoughts of a snail."

"You speak very clearly and well," said Q ng-jao. "You nmust have been to school ."

"School !'" said Wang-nmu scornfully. "Wiat do they care about school for children like nme? W
| earned to read, but only enough to read prayers and street signs. W |earned our nunbers, but
only enough to do the shopping. W nenorized sayings of the wise, but only the ones that taught us
to be content with our place in |life and obey those who are wi ser than we are.”

Q ng-jao hadn't known that schools could be like that. She thought that children in schoo
| earned the sanme things that she had | earned fromher tutors. But she saw at once that Si Wang-nu
must be telling the truth-- one teacher with thirty students couldn't possibly teach all the
things that Q ng-jao had | earned as one student with many teachers

"My parents are very low, " said Wang-nu. "Wy should they waste time teaching me nore than a
servant needs to know? Because that's my highest hope in life, to be washed very cl ean and becone
a servant in arich man's house. They were very careful to teach ne howto clean a floor."

Q ng-jao thought of the hours she had spent on the floors of her house, tracing woodgrains from
wall to wall. It had neer once occurred to her how much work it was for the servants to keep the
floors so clean and polished that Q ng-jao's gowns never got visibly dirty, despite all her
crawl i ng.

"I know sonet hi ng about floors," said Q@ ng-jao
"You know sonet hi ng about everything," said Wang-mu bitterly. "So don't tell nme how hard it is
to be godspoken. The gods have never given a thought to ne, and | tell you that is worse!"

"Way weren't you afraid to speak to ne?" asked Q ng-jao

"I decided not to be afraid of anything," said Wang-mu. "What could you do to me that's worse
than my life will already be anyway?"

| could make you wash your hands until they bleed every day of your life.

But then sonething turned around in Q ng-jao's mnd, and she saw that this girl m ght not think
that was worse. Perhaps Wang-mu woul d gl adl y wash her hands until there was nothing left but a
bl oody fringe of tattered skin on the stunps of her wists, if only she could learn all that Q ng-
jao knew. Q ng-jao had felt so oppressed by the inpossibility of the task her father had set for
her, yet it was a task that, succeed or fail, would change history. Wang-nmu would |ive her whole
life and never be set a single task that would not need to be done again the next day; all of Wang-
mu's |ife would be spent doing work that would only be noticed or spoken of if she did it badly.
Wasn't the work of a servant alnobst as fruitless, in the end, as the rituals of purification?

"The |ife of a servant nust be hard," said Qng-jao. "I'mglad for your sake that you haven't
been hired out yet."
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"My parents are waiting in the hope that 1'll be pretty when | becone a woman. Then they'l| get
a better hiring bonus for putting me out for service. Perhaps a rich man's bodyservant will want
me for his wife; perhaps a rich lady will want me for her secret maid."

"You're already pretty," said Q ng-jao.

Wang- mu shrugged. "My friend Fan-liu is in service, and she says that the ugly ones work harder
but the nen of the house |eave themalone. Ugly ones are free to think their own thoughts. They
don't keep having to say pretty things to their |adies."”

Q ng-jao thought of the servants in her father's house. She knew her father would never bot her
any of the serving wonen. And nobody had to say pretty things to her. "It's different in ny
house," she said.

"But | don't serve in your house," said Wang- nu.

Now, suddenly, the whole picture became clear. Wang-nmu had not spoken to her by inpul se. Wang-nu
had spoken to her in hopes of being offered a place as a servant in the house of a godspoken | ady.
For all she knew, the gossip in town was all about the young godspoken | ady Han Q ng-jao who was
through with her tutors and had enmbarked on her first adult task-- and how she still had neither a
husband nor a secret nmaid. Si Wang-nu had probably wangl ed her way onto the same righteous | abor
crew as Qng-jao in order to have exactly this conversation

For a nonent Q ng-jao was angry. Then she thought: Wy shoul dn't Wang-mu do exactly as she has
done? The worst that could happen to her is that I'd guess what she was doi ng, beconme angry, and
not hire her. Then she'd be no worse off than before. And if | didn't guess what she was doing,
and so started to Iike her and hired her, she'd be secret maid to a godspoken lady. If | were in
her place, wouldn't | do the sane?

"Do you think you can fool me?" asked @ ng-jao. "Do you think I don't know that you want me to
hire you for ny servant?"

Wang- nu | ooked flustered, angry, afraid. Wsely, though, she said nothing.

"Why don't you answer nme with anger?" asked Q ng-jao. "Wy don't you deny that you spoke to ne
only so I'd hire you?"

"Because it's true," said Wang-mu. "I'Ill |eave you al one now. "

That was what Q ng-jao hoped to hear-- an honest answer. She had no intention of letting Wang-nu
go. "How nuch of what you told nme is true? About wanting a good education? Wanting to do sonet hi ng
better in your life than serving work?"

"Al'l of it," Wang-nu said, and there was passion in her voice. "But what is that to you? You
bear the terrible burden of the voice of the gods."

Wang- mu spoke her | ast sentence with such contenptuous sarcasmthat Q ng-jao al nost | aughed
al oud; but she contained her |aughter. There was no reason to nake Wang-nu any angrier than she
al ready was. "Si Wang-mu, daughter-of-the-heart to the Royal Mther of the West, | will hire you
as nmy secret maid, but only if you agree to the following conditions. First, you will let ne be
your teacher, and study all the lessons | assign to you. Second, you will always speak to nme as an
equal and never bow to nme or call nme "holy one." And third--"

"How could I do that?" said Wang-nu. "If | don't treat you with respect others will say I'm
unwort hy. They'd punish ne when you weren't |ooking. It would disgrace us both."

"OfF course you'll use respect when others can see us," said Qng-jao. "But when we're al one
just you and ne, we'll treat each other as equals or |I'll send you away."

"The third condition?"

"You'll never tell another soul a single word | say to you."
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Wwang-nmu' s face showed her anger plainly. "A secret maid never tells. Barriers are placed in our
m nds. "

"The barriers help you renmenber not to tell,"” said Qng-jao. "But if you want to tell, you can
get around them And there are those who will try to persuade you to tell." Q ng-jao thought of
her father's career, of all the secrets of Congress that he held in his head. He told no one; he
had no one he coul d speak to except, sonetines, Qng-jao. If Wang-mu turned out to be trustworthy,
Q ng-j ao woul d have soneone. She woul d never be as lonely as her father was. "Don't you understand
me?" Q ng-jao asked. "Others will think I'"'mhiring you as a secret nmaid. But you and | will know
that you're really conming to be ny student, and I'mreally bringing you to be ny friend."

Wang- mu | ooked at her in wonder. "Whay would you do this, when the gods have already told you how
| bribed the foreman to |l et me be on your crew and not to interrupt us while |I talked to you?"

The gods had told her no such thing, of course, but Qng-jao only smled. "Wy doesn't it occur
to you that maybe the gods want us to be friends?"

Abashed, Wang-nu cl asped her hands together and | aughed nervously; Q ng-jao took the girl's
hands in hers and found that Wang-mu was trenmbling. So she wasn't as bold as she seened.

Wang- mu | ooked down at their hands, and Q@ ng-jao followed her gaze. They were covered with dirt
and nuck, dried on now because they had been standing so long, their hands out of the water.
"We're so dirty," said Wang- nu.

Q ng-jao had long since learned to disregard the dirtiness of righteous Iabor, for which no
penance was required. "My hands have been rmuch filthier than this," said Q ng-jao. "Conme with nme
when our righteous labor is finished. | will tell our plan to my father, and he will decide if you
can be ny secret maid."

Wang- mu' s expression soured. Qng-jao was glad that her face was so easy to read. "Wat's
wrong?" said Q ng-jao

"Fat hers al ways deci de everything," said Wang- nu.

Q ng-j ao nodded, wondering why Wang-rnmu woul d bot her to say sonething so obvious. "That's the
begi nning of wisdom" said Q ng-jao. "Besides, ny nother is dead."

Ri ght eous | abor always ended early in the afternoon. Oficially this was to give peopl e who
lived far fromthe fields time to return to their honmes. Actually, though, it was in recognition
of the customof nmaking a party at the end of righteous |abor. Because they had worked right
t hrough the afternoon nap, nmany people felt giddy after righteous |abor, as if they had stayed up
all night. Ohers felt sluggish and surly. Either one was an excuse for drinking and dining with
friends and then collapsing into bed hours early to make up for the | ost sleep and the hard | abor
of the day.

Q ng-jao was of the kind who felt out of sorts; Wang-nmu was obviously of the giddy kind. O
perhaps it was sinply the fact that the Lusitania Fleet weighed heavily on Qng-jao's nind, while
Wang-mu had just been accepted as secret maid by a godspoken girl. Q ng-jao | ed Wang-nmu through
the process of applying for enploynent with the House of Han-- washing, fingerprinting, the
security check-- until she finally despaired of listening to Wang-mu's bubbling voi ce anot her
nmorment and wit hdr ew.

As she wal ked up the stairs to her room Q ng-jao could hear Wang-mu asking fearfully, "Have |
made ny new mistress angry?" And Ju Kung-nei, the guardi an of the house, answered, "The godspoken
answer to other voices than yours, little one." It was a kind answer. Q ng-jao often admired the
gent | eness and wi sdom of those her father had hired into his house. She wondered if she had chosen
as wisely in her first hiring.

No sooner did she think of this worry than she knew she had been w cked to make such a deci sion
so qui ckly, and wi thout consulting with her father beforehand. Wang-nmu woul d be found to be
hopel essly unsui tabl e, and Father woul d rebuke her for having acted foolishly.

| magi ni ng Fat her's rebuke was enough to bring the i medi ate reproof of the gods. Qng-jao felt
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uncl ean. She rushed to her room and closed the door. It was bitterly ironic that she could think

over and over again how hateful it was to performthe rituals the gods demanded, how enpty their

wor ship was-- but |let her think a disloyal thought about Father or Starways Congress, and she had
to do penance at once.

Usual |y she woul d spend a half hour, an hour, perhaps longer, resisting the need for penance,
enduring her own filthiness. Today, though, she hungered for the ritual of purification. Inits
own way, the ritual nmade sense, it had a structure, a beginning and end, rules to follow Not at
all like the problemof the Lusitania Fleet.

On her knees, she deliberately chose the narrowest, faintest grain in the pal est board she could
see. This would be a hard penance; perhaps then the gods would judge her clean enough that they
could show her the solution to the problem Father had set for her. It took her half an hour to
make her way across the room for she kept losing the grain and had to start over each tine.

At the end, exhausted fromrighteous | abor and eyesore fromline-tracing, she wanted desperately
to sleep; instead, she sat on the floor before her ternmnal and called up the summary of her work
so far. After examining and elimnating all the useless absurdities that had cropped up during the
i nvestigation, Q ng-jao had cone up with three broad categories of possibility. First, that the
di sappearance was caused by some natural event that, at |ightspeed, had sinply not becone visible
yet to the watching astrononers. Second, that the | oss of ansible comunications was the result of
ei ther sabotage or a command decision in the fleet. Third, that the | oss of ansible comrunications
was caused by sone pl anetside conspiracy. The first category was virtually elimnated by the way
the fleet was traveling. The starships were sinply not close enough together for any known natura
phenomenon to destroy themall at once. The fleet had not rendezvoused before setting out-- the
ansi bl e made such things a waste of time. Instead, all the ships were noving toward Lusitania from
wher ever they happened to be when they were assigned to the fleet. Even now, with only a year or
so of travel left before all were in orbit around Lusitania's star, they were so far apart that no
concei vabl e natural event could possibly have affected themall at once.

The second category was nmade al nbst as unlikely by the fact that the entire fleet had
di sappeared, without exception. Could any human plan possibly work with such perfect efficiency--
and wi thout | eaving any evidence of advance planning in any of the databases or personality
profiles or conmunications logs that were naintained in planetside conputers? Nor was there the
sl i ghtest evidence that anyone had altered or hidden any data, or nmasked any conmunications to
avoi d | eaving behind a trail of evidence. If it was a fleetside plan, there was neither evidence
nor conceal ment nor error.

The sane | ack of evidence made the idea of a planetside conspiracy even nore unlikely. And
maki ng all these possibilities still |ess possible was the sheer sinultaneity of it. As near as
anyone coul d deternine, every single ship had broken off ansible comruni cations at al nost exactly
the sane tine. There mi ght have been a time |ag of seconds, perhaps even m nutes-- but never as
long as five mnutes, never a gap |ong enough for sonmeone on one ship to remark about the
di sappearance of anot her

The summary was elegant in its sinplicity. There was nothing left. The evidence was as conplete
as it would ever be, and it made every concei vabl e expl anati on inconceivabl e.

Why woul d Father do this to ne? she wondered, not for the first tine.

| medi atel y-- as usual -- she felt unclean even for asking such a question, for doubting her
father's perfect correctness in all his decisions. She needed to wash, just a little, to take away
the inpurity of her doubt.

But she didn't wash. Instead she | et the voice of the gods swell inside her, let their comrand
grow nore urgent. This tinme she wasn't resisting out of a righteous desire to grow nore
disciplined. This tinme she was deliberately trying to attract as nuch attention as possible from
the gods. Only when she was panting with the need to cleanse herself, only when she shuddered at
the nost casual touch of her own flesh-- a hand brushing a knee-- only then did she voice her
questi on.

"You did it, didn't you?" she said to the gods. "Wat no hunman bei ng coul d have done, you mnust
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have done. You reached out and cut off the Lusitania Fleet."
The answer cane, not in words, but in the ever-increasing need for purification

"But Congress and the admiralty are not of the Way. They can't imagi ne the gol den door into the
City of the Jade Mountain in the West. If Father says to them 'The gods stole your fleet to
puni sh you for wi ckedness,' they'll only despise him If they despise him our greatest |living
statesman, they'll despise us as well. And if Path is shamed because of Father, it will destroy
him |Is that why you did this thing?"

She began to weep. "I won't let you destroy ny father. |I'Il find another way. I'Il find an
answer that will satisfy them | defy you!"

No sooner had she said the words than the gods sent her the nbst overpowering sense of her own
abomi nabl e filthiness she had ever felt. It was so strong it took her breath away, and she fel
forward, clutching at her termnal. She tried to speak, to plead for forgiveness, but she gagged
i nstead, swallowed hard to keep fromretching. She felt as though her hands were spreading sline
on everything she touched; as she struggled to her feet, her gown clung across her flesh as if it
were covered with thick black grease.

But she did not wash. Nor did she fall to the ground and trace lines in the wood. |nstead she
staggered to the door, neaning to go downstairs to her father's room

The doorway caught her, though. Not physically-- the door swung open easily as ever-- but still
she coul d not pass. She had heard of such things, how the gods captured their disobedient servants
i n doorways, but it had never happened to her before. She coul dn't understand how she was being
hel d. Her body was free to nove. There was no barrier. But she felt such a sickening dread at the
t hought of wal ki ng through that she knew she couldn't do it, knew that the gods required sone sort
of penance, sone sort of purification or they'd never let her |eave the room Not woodgrai n-
traci ng, not handwashi ng. What did the gods require?

Then, all at once, she knew why the gods wouldn't |et her pass through the door. It was the oath
that Father had required of her for her nother's sake. The oath that she woul d al ways serve the
gods, no matter what. And here she had been on the verge of defiance. Mther, forgive nme! | wll
not defy the gods. But still | nust go to Father and explain to himthe terrible predicanment in
whi ch the gods have placed us. Mother, help ne pass through this door

As if in answer to her plea, it cane to her how she mi ght pass through the door. Al she needed
to do was fix her gaze on a point in the air just outside the upper-right corner of the door, and
whil e never letting her gaze nove fromthat spot, step backward through the door with her right
foot, place her left hand through, then pivot Ieftward, bringing her left |eg backward through the
doorway, then her right armforward. It was conplicated and difficult, |ike a dance, but by noving
very slowy and carefully, she did it.

The door released her. And though she still felt the pressure of her own filthiness, sonme of the
intensity had faded. It was bearable. She could breathe w thout gasping, speak w thout gaggi ng.

She went downstairs and rang the little bell outside her father's door
"Is it ny daughter, nmy doriously Bright?" asked Father

"Yes, noble one," said Q ng-jao

"I"'mready to receive you."

She opened Fat her's door and stepped through-- no ritual was needed this tinme. She strode at
once to where he sat on a chair before his termnal and knelt before himon the floor

"l have examined your Si Wang-mu," said Father, "and | believe your first hiring has been a
wor t hy one.”

It took a noment for Father's words to nake sense. Si Wang-mu? Wiy did Father speak to her of an
anci ent god? She | ooked up in surprise, then | ooked where Father was | ooking-- at a serving girl
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in a clean gray gown, kneeling denurely, |looking at the floor. It took a nonment to renenber the
girl fromthe rice paddy, to reneber that she was to be Q ng-jao's secret maid. How could she have
forgotten? It was only a few hours ago that QG ngjao left her. Yet in that tinme Q ng-jao had
battled with the gods, and if she hadn't won, at |east she had not yet lost. What was the hiring
of a servant conpared to a struggle with the gods?

"Wang-mu is inpertinent and anbitious," said Father, "but she is also honest and far nore
intelligent than | would have expected. | assune fromher bright mnd and sharp anbition that you
both intend for her to be your student as well as your secret nmaid."

Wang- mu gasped, and when Q ng-jao glanced over at her, she saw how horrified the girl |ooked
Ch, yes-- she nust think that | think that she told Father of our secret plan. "Don't worry, Wang-
mu," said Q ng-jao. "Father al nbst always guesses secrets. | know you didn't tell."

"I wish nore secrets were as easy as this one," said Father. "My daughter, | commend you for
your worthy generosity. The gods will honor you for it, as | do also."

The words of praise came |ike unguent to a stinging wound. Perhaps this was why her
rebel I i ousness had not destroyed her, why sone god had taken mercy on her and shown her how to get
through the door of her room just now. Because she had judged Wang-mu with nmercy and w sdom
forgiving the girl's inpertinence, Qng-jao herself was being forgiven, at least a little, for her
own outrageous daring.

Wang- mu does not repent of her anbition, thought Q ng-jao. Neither will | repent of ny decision
I nmust not |et Father be destroyed because | can't find-- or invent-- a non-divine explanation for
t he di sappearance of the Lusitania Fleet. And yet, how can | defy the purposes of the gods? They
have hi dden or destroyed the fleet. And the works of the gods nmust be recognized by their obedient
servants, even if they nust remain hidden fromunbelievers on other worlds.

"Father," said Qng-jao, "I must speak to you about ny task."

Fat her m sunderstood her hesitation. "W can speak in front of \Wang-mu. She's been hired now as
your secret maid. The hiring bonus has been sent to her father, the first barriers of secrecy have
been suggested to her mnd. W can trust her to hear us and never tell."

"Yes, Father," said Qng-jao. In truth she had again forgotten that Wang-nu was even there.

"Fat her, | know who has hidden the Lusitania Fleet. But you nust prom se nme that you will never
tell it to Starways Congress."

Fat her, who was usually placid, |looked nmildly distressed. "I can't prom se such a thing," he
said. "It would be unworthy of ne to be such a disloyal servant. "

What coul d she do, then? How could she speak? And yet how could she keep from speaki ng? "Wo is
your master?" she cried. "Congress or the gods?"

"First the gods," said Father. "They are always first."

"Then | nust tell you that | have discovered that the gods are the ones who have hi dden the

fleet fromus, Father. But if you tell this to the Congress, they'll nmock you and you'll be
ruined." Then another thought occurred to her. "If it was the gods who stopped the fleet, Father
then the fleet nmust have been against the will of the gods after all. And if Starways Congress

sent the fleet against the will of--"

Fat her held up his hand for her to be silent. She i mediately stopped speaki ng and bowed her
head. She waited.

"OF course it's the gods," said Father

H s words cane as both a relief and a humliation. O course, he had said. Had he known this al
al ong?

"The gods do all things that are done in the universe. But don't assume that you know why. You
say they nust have stopped the fleet because they oppose its mission. But | say that Congress
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couldn't have sent the fleet in the first place if the gods hadn't willed it. So why couldn't it
be that the gods stopped the fleet because its m ssion was so great and noble that humanity was
not worthy of it? O what if they hid the fleet because it would provide a difficult test for you?
One thing is certain: The gods have permitted Starways Congress to hold sway over npst of

humanity. As long as they have the nandate of heaven, we of Path will follow their edicts without
opposition."

"I didn't nean to oppose ..." She could not finish such an obvi ous fal sehood.

Fat her understood perfectly, of course. "I hear how your voice fades and your words trail off
into nothing. This is because you know your words are not true. You neant to oppose Starways

Congress, in spite of all | have taught you."™ Then his voice grew gentler. "For my sake you mneant
todoit."

"You're my ancestor. | owe you a higher duty than | owe them"

"I'"myour father. | won't become your ancestor until |'m dead."

"For Mother's sake, then. If they ever |ose the mandate of heaven, then | will be their npst
terrible eneny, for | will serve the gods." Yet even as she said this, she knew her words were a
dangerous hal f-truth. Until only a few nmonents ago-- until she had been caught in the door--
hadn't she been perfectly willing to defy even the gods for her father's sake? | amthe nost
unwort hy, terrible daughter, she thought.

"I tell you now, my doriously Bright daughter, that opposing Congress will never be for ny
good. O yours either. But | forgive you for loving me to excess. It is the gentlest and ki ndest
of vices."

He smiled. It calned her agitation, to see himsmle, though she knew that she didn't deserve
his approbation. Qng-jao was able to think again, to return to the puzzle. "You knew that the
gods did this, and yet you made ne search for the answer."

"But were you asking the right question?" said Father. "The question we need answered is: How
did the gods do it?"

"How can | know?" answered Q ng-jao. "They m ght have destroyed e fleet or hidden it, or carried
it away to sone secret place in the West--"

"Q ng-jao! Look at me. Hear me well."
She | ooked. His stern conmand hel ped cal m her, give her focus.

"This is sonething | have tried to teach you all your life, but now you nust learn it, Q ng-jao
The gods are the cause of everything that happens, but they never act except in disguise. Do you
hear ne?"

She nodded. She'd heard those words a hundred tines.

"You hear and yet you don't understand me, even now," said Father. "The gods have chosen the
peopl e of Path, QG ng-jao. Only we are privileged to hear their voice. Only we are allowed to see
that they are the cause of all that is and was and will be. To all other people their works remain
hi dden, a nystery. Your task is not to discover the true cause of the disappearance of the
Lusitania Fleet-- all of Path would know at once that the true cause is that the gods wished it to
happen. Your task is to discover the disguise that the gods have created for this event."

Q ng-jao felt light-headed, dizzy. She had been so certain that she had the answer, that she had
fulfilled her task. Now it was slipping away. The answer was still true, but her task was
di fferent now

"Ri ght now, because we can't find a natural explanation, the gods stand exposed for all of
humanity to see, the unbelievers as well as the believers. The gods are naked, and we nust cl ot he
them W nust find out the series of events the gods have created to explain the di sappearance of
the fleet, to nake it appear natural to the unbelievers. | thought you understood this. W serve
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St arways Congress, but only because by serving Congress we al so serve the gods. The gods w sh us
to decei ve Congress, and Congress w shes to be deceived."

Q ng-j ao nodded, nunmb with di sappointnent that her task was still not finished.
"Does this sound heartl ess of me?" asked Father. "Am | dishonest? Am| cruel to the unbeliever?"

"Does a daughter judge her father?" whispered Q ng-jao.

"OfF course she does," said Father. "Every day all people judge all other people. The question is
whet her we judge wisely."

"Then | judge that it's no sin to speak to the unbelievers in the | anguage of their unbelief,"
said Q ng-jao.

Was that a snmile now at the corners of his mouth? "You do understand,” said Father. "If ever
Congress conmes to us, hunbly seeking to know the truth, then we will teach the the Way and they' |
beconme part of Path. Until then, we serve the gods by hel ping the unbelievers deceive thensel ves
into thinking that all things happen because of natural explanations."

Q ng-jao bowed until her head nearly touched the floor. "You have tried to teach ne this nmany
tinmes, but until now | never had a task that this principle applied to. Forgive the foolishness of
your unworthy daughter."

"l have no unworthy daughter,"” said Father. "I have only ny daughter who is doriously Bright.
The principle you' ve learned today is one that fewon Path will ever really understand. That's why
only a few of us are able to deal directly with people fromother worlds wi thout baffling or
confusing them You have surprised me today, Daughter, not because you hadn't yet understood it,
but because you have conme to understand it so young. | was nearly ten years ol der than you before
| discovered it."

"How can | |earn sonmething before you did, Father?" The idea of surpassing one of his
achi evenents was al nost unt hi nkabl e.

"Because you had me to teach you," said Father, "while | had to discover it for nyself. But |
see that it frightened you to think that perhaps you | earned sonet hing younger than | did. Do you
think it would dishonor nme if nmy daughter surpassed nme? On the contrary-- there can be no greater
honor to a parent than to have a child who is greater.”

"I can never be greater than you, Father."

"In a sense that's true, Q ng-jao. Because you are ny child, all your works are included wthin
m ne, as a subset of mne, just as all of us are a subset of our ancestors. But you have so much
potential for greatness inside you that | believe there'll come a tine when | will be counted
greater because of your works than because of ny own. If ever the people of Path judge nme worthy
of some singular honor, it will be at |east as much because of your achi evenents as ny own."

Wth that Father bowed to her, not a courteous bow of disnissal, but a deep bow of respect, his
head al nost touching the floor. Not quite, for that woul d be outrageous, alnost a nockery, if he
actually touched his head to the floor in honor to his own daughter. But he canme as close as
dignity all owed.

It confused her for a nonment, frightened her; then she understood. When he inplied that his
chance of being chosen god of Path depended on her greatness, he wasn't speaking of sonme vague
future event. He was speaking of the here and now. He was speaking of her task. If she could find
the gods' disguise, the natural explanation for the disappearance of the Lusitania Fleet, then his
sel ection as god of Path would be assured. That was how rmuch he trusted her. That was how
important this task was. What was her comi ng-of-age, conpared to her father's godhood? She nust
wor k harder, think better, and succeed where all the resources of the mlitary and the Congress
had failed. Not for herself, but for Mther, for the gods, and for Father's chance to becone one
of them

Q ng-jao withdrew from Father's room She paused in the doorway and gl anced at Wang-nu. One
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gl ance fromthe godspoken was enough to tell the girl to foll ow

By the time Qng-jao got to her room she was shaking with the pent-up need for purification. Al
that she had done wong today-- her rebelliousness toward the gods, her refusal to accept
purification earlier, her stupidity at not understanding her true task-- it came together now Not
that she felt dirty; it wasn't washing she wanted, or self-loathing that she felt. After all, her
unwort hi ness had been tenpered by her father's praise, by the god who showed her how to pass
t hrough the door. And Wang-nu's having proven to be a good choice-- that was a test that Q ng-jao
had passed, and boldly, too. So it wasn't vileness that nmade her trenble. She was hungry for
purification. She |onged for the gods to be with her as she served them Yet no penance that she
knew of woul d be enough to quell her hunger

Then she knew. She nmust trace a |line on every board in the room

At once she chose her starting point, the southeast corner; she would begin each tracing at the
eastern wall, so that her rituals would all nove westward, toward the gods. Last of all would be
the shortest board in the room less than a nmeter long, in the northwest corner. It would be her
reward, that her last tracing would be so brief and easy.

She coul d hear Wang-mu enter the roomsoftly behind her, but Q ng-jao had no tine now for
nortals. The gods were waiting. She knelt in the corner, scanned the grains to find the one the
gods wanted her to follow Usually she had to choose for herself, and then she al ways chose the
most difficult one, so the gods wouldn't despise her. But tonight she was filled with instant
certainty that the gods were choosing for her. The first line was a thick one, wavy but easy to
see. Already they were being nerciful! Tonight's ritual would be al nbst a conversation between her
and the gods. She had broken through an invisible barrier today; she had cone closer to her
father's cl ear understandi ng. Perhaps soneday the gods woul d speak to her with the sort of clarity
that the comon peopl e believed all the godspoken heard.

"Holy one," said Wang- nu.

It was as though @ ng-jao's joy were nade of glass, and Wang-nu had deliberately shattered it.
D dn't she know that when a ritual was interrupted, it had to begin again? Q ng-jao rose up on her
knees and turned to face the girl.

Wang- mu rmust have seen the fury on Qng-jao's face, but didn't understand it. "Ch, I'msorry,"
she said at once, falling to her knees and bowi ng her head to the floor. "I forgot that I'mnot to
call you "holy one." | only meant to ask you what you were |ooking for, so | could help you
search. ™

It al nbst made Q ng-jao |augh, that Wang-mu was so mistaken. O course Wang-mu had no notion
that Q ng-jao was being spoken to by the gods. And now, her anger interrupted, Q ng-jao was
ashamed to see how Wang-nu feared her anger; it felt wong for the girl to be touching her head to
the floor. Qng-jao didn't |ike seeing another person so humli ated.

How did | frighten her so much? | was filled with joy, because the gods were speaking so clearly
to ne; but ny joy was so selfish that when she innocently interrupted ne, | turned a face of hate
to her. Is this how | answer the gods? They show nme a face of love, and | translate it into hatred
toward the people, especially one who is in nmy power? Once again the gods have found a way to show
me my unwort hiness.

"Wang-mu, you rnustn't interrupt me when you find ne bowed down on the floor like that." And she
expl ai ned to Wang-nu about the ritual of purification that the gods required of her

"Must | do this also?" said Wang- nu.
"Not unless the gods tell you to."
"How wi II | know?"

"If it hasn't happened to you at your age, Wang-nu, it probably never will. But if it did
happen, you'd know, because you woul dn't have the power to resist the voice of the gods in your
mnd. "
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Wang- mu nodded gravely. "How can | help you, ... Qng-jao?" She tried out her nmistress's nane
carefully, reverently. For the first time Qng-jao realized that her name, which sounded sweetly
af fecti onate when her father said it, could sound exalted when it was spoken with such awe. To be
called Aoriously Bright at a monent when Q ng-jao was keenly aware of her lack of luster was
al rost painful. But she would not forbid Wang-nmu to use her nane-- the girl had to have sonething
to call her, and Wang-nu's reverent tone would serve Q ng-jao as a constant ironic rem nder of how
little she deserved it.

"You can help me by not interrupting," said Q ng-jao.
"Should | |eave, then?"

Q ng-jao alnobst said yes, but then realized that for sone reason the gods wanted Wang-nu to be
part of this penance. How did she know? Because the thought of Wang-nu | eaving felt al nost as
unbear abl e as the know edge of her unfinished tracing. "Please stay," said Q ng-jao. "Can you wait
in silence? Watching ne?"

"Yes, ... Qng-jao."

"If it goes on so long that you can't bear it, you may |l eave," said Q ngjao. "But only when you
see me noving fromthe west to the east. That nmeans |'m between tracings, and it won't distract ne
for you to | eave, though you nmustn't speak to ne."

Wang-mu' s eyes widened. "You're going to do this with every grain of wood in every board of the
floor?"

"No," said Qng-jao. The gods woul d never be so cruel as that! But even as she thought this,
Q ng-jao knew that someday there m ght cone a tinme when the gods would require exactly that
penance. It rmade her sick with dread. "Only one line in each board in the room Watch with ne,
will you?"

She saw Wang-nu gl ance at the tine nessage that glowed in the air over her terminal. It was
al ready the hour for sleep, and both of them had mi ssed their afternoon nap. It wasn't natural for
hurman beings to go so |l ong wi thout sleeping. The days on Path were half again as |ong as those on
Earth, so that they never worked out quite evenly with the internal cycles of the human body. To
m ss the nap and then delay the sleep was a very hard thing.

But Q ng-jao had no choice. And if WAng-mu couldn't stay awake, she'd have to | eave now, however

the gods resisted that idea. "You nust stay awake,"” said Qng-jao. "If you fall asleep, I'll have
to speak to you so you'll nobve and uncover sone of the lines | have to trace. And if | speak to
you, |'Il have to begin again. Can you stay awake, silent and unnovi ng?"

Wang- mu nodded. Q ng-jao believed that she nmeant it; she did not really believe the girl could
do it. Yet the gods insisted that she |l et her new secret maid renmain-- who was Q ng-jao to refuse
what the gods required of her?

Qng-jao returned to the first board and started her tracing over again. To her relief, the gods
were still with her. On board after board she was given the bol dest, easiest grain to follow and
when, now and then, she was given a harder one, it invariably happened that the easy grain faded
or disappeared off the edge of the board partway al ong. The gods were caring for her.

As for Wang-nu, the girl struggled mghtily. Twice, on the passage back fromthe west to begin
again in the east, Qng-jao glanced at Wang-nu and saw her sl eeping. But when Q ng-jao began
passi ng near to the place where Wang-mu had | ain, she found that her secret nmaid had wakened and
moved so quietly to a place where Q ng-jao had already traced that Q ng-jao hadn't even heard her
movements. A good girl. A worthy choice for a secret maid.

At last, at long last Q ng-jao reached the beginning of the |last board, a short one in the very
corner. She al nost spoke aloud in joy, but caught herself in time. The sound of her own voice and
Wang-mu' s inevitable answer would surely send her back to start again-- it would be an
unbel i evable folly. Q ng-jao bent over the beginning of the board, already less than a neter from
the northwest corner of the room and began tracing the boldest line. It led her, clear and true,
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right to the wall. It was done

Q ng-jao slunped against the wall and began laughing in relief. But she was so weak and tired
that her laughter must have sounded |i ke weeping to Wang-mu. In nonents the girl was with her
touchi ng her shoulder. "Q ng-jao," she said. "Are you in pain?"

Q ng-jao took the girl's hand and held it. "Not in pain. O at |east no pain that sleeping won't
cure. I'mfinished. I'mclean."

Cl ean enough, in fact, that she felt no reluctance in letting her hand clasp Wang-nmu' s hand,
skin to skin, without filthiness of any kind. It was a gift fromthe gods, that she had soneone's
hand to hold when her ritual was done. "You did very well," said @ng-jao. "It was easier for ne
to concentrate on the tracing, with you in the room"

"I think I fell asleep once, Q ng-jao."
"Perhaps twi ce. But you woke when it mattered, and no harm was done."

Wang- mu began to weep. She closed her eyes but didn't take her hand away from Q ng-jao to cover
her face. She sinply let the tears fl ow down her cheeks.

"Why are you weepi ng, Wang- nu?"
"I didn't know," she said. "It really is a hard thing to be godspoken. | didn't know. "

"And a hard thing to be a true friend to the godspoken, as well," said @ ng-jao. "That's why |
didn't want you to be ny servant, calling ne 'holy one' and fearing the sound of ny voice. That
kind of servant 1'd have to send out of nmy room when the gods spoke to ne."

I f anything, Wang-nu's tears flowed harder
"Si WAng-nu, is it too hard for you to be with ne?" asked Q ng-j ao.
Wang- mu shook her head.

"If it's ever too hard, I'll understand. You can |leave ne then. | was al one before. |'m not
afraid to be al one again."”

Wang- mu shook her head, fiercely this time. "How could | | eave you, now that | see how hard it
is for you?"

"Then it will be witten one day, and told in a story, that Si Wang-mu never |eft the side of
Han Q ng-jao during her purifications.”

Suddenly Wang-mu's smile broke across her face, and her eyes opened into the squint of [aughter,
despite the tears still shining on her cheeks. "Don't you hear the joke you told?" said Wang- nmu.
"My name-- Si Wang-nu. Wen they tell that story, they won't know it was your secret naid with
you. They'll think it was the Royal Mbther of the West."

Q ng-jao | aughed then, too. But an idea also crossed her nind, that perhaps the Royal Mbther was
a true ancestor-of-the-heart to Wang-nu, and by having Wang-nmu by her side, as her friend, Q ng-
jao also had a new cl oseness with this god who was al nost the ol dest of them all

Wang-mu laid out their sleeping mats, though Q ng-jao had to show her how, it was Wang-mu's
proper duty, and Q ng-jao would have to let her do it every night, though she had never m nded
doing it herself. As they lay down, their mats touchi ng edge-to-edge so that no woodgrain |ines
showed between them Q@ ng-jao noticed that there was gray |light shining through the slats of the
wi ndows. They had stayed awake together all through the day and now all through the night. Wang-
mu's sacrifice was a noble one. She would be a true friend.

A few mnutes |ater, though, when Wang-nu was asl eep and Q ng-jao was on the brink of dozing, it
occurred to Q ng-jao to wonder exactly how it was that Wang-mu, a girl with no noney, had nanaged
to bribe the foreman of the righteous |abor crewto let her speak to Q ng-jao today wi thout
interruption. Could some spy have paid the bribe for her, so she could infiltrate the house of Han
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Fei -tzu? No-- Ju Kung-nei, the guardian of the House of Han, would have found out about such a spy
and Wang-mu woul d never have been hired. Wang-nu's bribe wouldn't have been paid in noney. She,
was only fourteen, but Si Wang-mu was already a very pretty girl. Qng-jao had read enough of

hi story and bi ography to know how wonmen were usually required to pay such bri bes.

Gimy Q@ ng-jao decided that the matter nust be discreetly investigated, and the foreman
di snmi ssed in unnaned disgrace if it were found to be true; through the investigation, Wang-nu's
nane woul d never be nmentioned in public, so that she would be protected fromall harm Q ng-jao
had only to nention it to Ju Kung-nei and he'd see that it was done.

Q ng-jao | ooked at the sweet face of her sleeping servant, her worthy new friend, and felt
overcome by sadness. Wat nost saddened Q ng-jao, however, was not the price Wang-nmu had paid to
the foreman, but rather that she had paid it for such a worthless, painful, terrible job as that
of being secret maid to Han Q ng-jao. If a woman nust sell the doorway to her wonb, as so nany
worren had been forced to do through all of hunman history, surely the gods nust |et her receive
sonet hing of value in return

That is why Q ng-jao went to sleep that norning even firmer in her resolve to devote herself to
t he education of Si Wang-nu. She could not |let Wang-mu's education interfere with her struggle
with the riddle of the Lusitania Fleet, but she would take all other possible tine and gi ve Wangmu
a fit blessing in honor of her sacrifice. Surely the gods nmust expect no less of her, in return
for their having sent her such a perfect secret naid.

Chapter 8 -- M RACLES

<Ender has been plaguing us lately. Insisting that we think of a way to travel faster than
l'ight.>

<You said it couldn't be done.>

<That's what we think. That's what hunman scientists think. But Ender insists that if ansibles
can transmt infornmation, we should be able to transnmt matter at the sane velocity. O course
that's nonsense-- there's no conparison between information and physical reality.>

<Why does he want so badly to travel faster than Iight?>

<It's a silly idea, isn't it-- to arrive sonewhere before your imge does. Like stepping through
amrror in order to try to nmeet yourself on the other side.>

<Ender and Rooter have tal ked about this a lot-- |I've heard them Ender thinks that perhaps
matter and energy are conposed of nothing but information. That physical reality is nothing but
the nmessage that philotes are transnmitting to each other.>

<What does Rooter say?>

<He says that Ender is half right. Rooter says that physical reality is a nessage-- and the
message is a question that the philotes are continually asking God. >

<What is the question?>
<One word: Wy?>
<And how does God answer then®>

<Wth life. Rooter says that life is how God gives purpose to the universe.>

Mro's whole fanily cane to neet himwhen he returned to Lusitania. After all, they | oved him And
he | oved them too, and after a nmonth in space he was | ooking forward to their conpany. He knew -
intellectually, at least-- that his nonth in space had been a quarter-century to them He had
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prepared hinself for the winkles in Mdther's face, for even Grego and Quara to be adults in their
thirties. What he had not anticipated, not viscerally, anyway, was that they would be strangers.
No, worse than strangers. They were strangers who pitied himand thought they knew hi mand | ooked
down on himlike a child. They were all older than him Al of them And all younger, because pain
and |l oss hadn't touched themthe way it had touched him

El a was the best of them as usual. She enmbraced him kissed him and said, "You nmake nme feel so
mortal. But I'mglad to see you young." At |east she had the courage to adnit that there was an
i medi ate barrier between them even though she pretended that the barrier was his youth. True,
Mro was exactly as they renenbered him- his face, at |least. The |l ong-lost brother returned from
the dead; the ghost who cones to haunt the fanmly, eternally young. But the real barrier was the
way he nmoved. The way he spoke.

They had obviously forgotten how di sabl ed he was, how badly his body responded to his danaged
brain. The shuffling step, the twisted, difficult speech-- their nenories had excised all that

unpl easant ness and had renmenbered himthe way he was before his accident. After all, he had only
been di sabled for a few nonths before leaving on his tine-dilating voyage. It was easy to forget
that, and recall instead the Mro they had known for so nany years before. Strong, healthy, the

only one able to stand up to the man they had call ed Father. They couldn't conceal their shock. He
could see it in their hesitations, their darting glances, the attenpt to ignore the fact that his
speech was so hard to understand, that he wal ked so slowy.

He coul d sense their inpatience. Wthin minutes he could see how sone, at |east, were
maneuvering to get away. So much to do this afternoon. See you at dinner. This whole thing was
maki ng them so unconfortable they had to escape, take tinme to assimlate this version of Mro who
had just returned to them or perhaps plot how to avoid himas nuch as possible in the future.
Grego and Quara were the worst, the npbst eager to get away, which stung him- once they had
wor shi ped him O course he understood that this was why it was so hard for themto deal with the
broken Mro that stood before them Their vision of the old Mro was the nost naive and therefore
the nost painfully contradicted.

"W thought of a big famly dinner,"'
G ve you some tine."

' said Ela. "Mother wanted to, but | thought we should wait.

"Hope you haven't been waiting dinner all this tinme for ne," said Mro.

Only Ela and Val entine seened to realize he was joking; they were the only ones to respond
naturally, with a mld chuckle. The others-- for all Mro knew, they hadn't even understood his
words at all.

They stood in the tall grass beside the landing field, all his famly: Mther, nowin her
sixties, hair steely-gray, her face grimwth intensity, the way it had al ways been. Only now t he
expression was etched deep in the lines of her forehead, the creases beside her mouth. Her neck
was a ruin. He realized that she would di e soneday. Not for thirty or forty years, probably, but
soneday. Had he ever realized how beautiful she was, before? He had thought somehow that marrying
the Speaker for the Dead would soften her, would rmake her young again. And nmaybe it had, naybe
Andrew W ggi n had nade her young at heart. But the body was still what tinme had nade it. She was
ol d.

Ela, in her forties. No husband with her, but maybe she was married and he sinply hadn't cone.
More likely not. Was she married to her work? She seened to be so genuinely glad to see him but
even she couldn't hide the ook of pity and concern. Wat, had she expected that a nonth of
i ght speed travel woul d sonehow heal hin? Had she thought he would stride off the shuttle as
strong and bold as a spacefaring god fromsonme ronance?

Quim nowin priestly robes. Jane had told Mro that his next-younger brother was a great
m ssionary. He had converted nore than a dozen forests of pequeni nos, had baptized them and,
under authority from Bi shop Peregrino, ordained priests fromanong them to admnister the
sacraments to their own people. They baptized all the pequeninos that emerged fromthe
not hertrees, all the nothers before they died, all the sterile wives who tended the little nothers
and their younglings, all the brothers searching for a glorious death, and all the trees. However,
only the wives and brothers could take conmunion, and as for marriage, it was difficult to think
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of a meaningful way to performsuch a rite between a fathertree and the blind, mnindless slugs who
were mated with them Yet Mro could see in Quinis eyes a kind of exaltation. It was the gl ow of
power well used; alone of the Ribeira famly, Qi mhad known all his |ife what he wanted to do.
Now he was doing it. Never mind the theological difficulties-- he was St. Paul to the piggies, and
it filled himwth constant joy. You served God, little brother, and God has nade you his man.

d hado, his silver eyes gleamng, his armaround a beautiful wonan, surrounded by six children--
the youngest a toddler, the oldest in her teens. Though the children all watched with natura
eyes, they still had picked up their father's detached expression. They didn't watch, they sinply
gazed. Wth d hado that had been natural; it disturbed Mro to think that perhaps O hado had
spawned a fam ly of observers, wal king recorders taking up experience to play it back later, but
never quite involved. But no, that had to be a delusion. Mro had never been confortable wth
A hado, and so whatever resenbl ance O hado's children had to their father was bound to nake Mro
just as unconfortable with them too. The nother was pretty enough. Probably not forty yet. How
ol d had she been when O hado narried her? What kind of woman was she, to accept a man with
artificial eyes? Did A hado record their |ovenaking, and play back i mages for her of how she
| ooked in his eyes?

Mro was i medi ately ashaned of the thought. Is that all | can think of when I ook at O hado--
his deformty? After all the years | knew hin? Then how can | expect themto see anything but ny
deformties when they | ook at ne?

Leavi ng here was a good idea. |I'mglad Andrew Wggin suggested it. The only part that nmakes no
sense is com ng back. Wiy am | here?

Al nost against his will, Mro turned to face Valentine. She smiled at him put her arm around
him hugged him "It's not so bad," she said.

Not so bad as what ?

"I have only the one brother left to greet ne," she said. "All your famly cane to neet you."

"Right," said Mro.
Only then did Jane speak up, her voice taunting himin his ear. "Not all."
Shut up, Mro said silently.

"Only one brother?" said Andrew Wggin. "Only me?" The Speaker for the Dead stepped forward and
enbraced his sister. But did Mro see awkwardness there, too? Was it possible that Val enti ne and
Andrew Wggin were shy with each other? What a | augh. Valentine, bold as brass-- she was
Denost henes, wasn't she? --and Wggin, the man who had broken into their lives and renade their
famly wi thout so much as a dd licenVa. Could they be tim d? Could they feel strange?

"You' ve aged miserably,"” said Andrew. "Thin as a rail. Doesn't Jakt provide a decent living for
you?"
"Doesn't Novi nha cook?" asked Val entine. "And you | ook stupider than ever. | got here just in

tinme to witness your conplete nmental vegetation."
"And here | thought you cane to save the world."
"The universe. But you first."

She put her armaround Mro again, and around Andrew on the other side. She spoke to the others.
"So many of you, but | feel like | know you all. | hope that soon you'll feel that way about ne
and nmy fanmly."

So gracious. So able to put people at ease. Even ne, thought Mro. She sinply handl es people.
The way Andrew Wggin does. Did she learn it fromhim or did he learn it fromher? O was it born
into their famly? After all, Peter was the suprene nanipul ator of all time, the original Hegenon.
What a fanmily. As strange as mine. Only theirs is strange because of genius, while mne is strange
because of the pain we shared for so many years, because of the twi sting of our souls. And | the
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strangest, the nost damaged one of all. Andrew Wggin came to heal the wounds between us, and did
it well. But the inner tw sting-- can that ever be heal ed?

"How about a picnic?" asked Mro.

This time they all |aughed. How was that, Andrew, Valentine? Did | put themat their ease? D d
hel p things go snoothly? Have | hel ped everyone pretend that they're glad to see ne, that they
have sone idea of who I anf

"She wanted to cone," said Jane in Mro's ear.

Shut up, said Mro again. | didn't want her to come anyway.
"But she'll see you later."
No.

"She's married. She has four children.”

That's nothing to me now.

"She hasn't called out your name in her sleep for years."

| thought you were ny friend.

"I am | can read your mnd."

You're a neddling old bitch and you can't read anyt hi ng.
"She'll cone to you tonorrow norning. At your nother's house."
I won't be there.

"You think you can run away fromthis?"

During his conversation with Jane, Mro hadn't heard anything that the others around himwere
saying, but it didn't nmatter. Valentine's husband and children had cone fromthe ship, and she was
i ntroducing themall around. Particularly to their uncle, of course. It surprised Mro to see the
awe with which they spoke to him But then, they knew who he really was. Ender the Xenocide, yes,
but al so the Speaker for the Dead, the one who wote the H ve Queen and the Hegenmon. Mro knew
that now, of course, but when he had first met Wggin it was with hostility-- he was just an
itinerant speaker for the dead, a mnister of a hunmanist religion who seened determined to turn
Mro's famly inside out. Which he had done. | think |I was luckier than they are, thought Mro. |
got to know himas a person before | ever knew himas a great figure in human history. They'l
probably never know himas | do.

And | don't really know himat all. | don't know anybody, and nobody knows ne. W spend our
Iives guessing at what's going on inside everybody el se, and when we happen to get |ucky and guess
right, we think we "understand." Such nonsense. Even a nobnkey at a conputer will type a word now
and t hen.

You don't know ne, none of you, he said silently. Least of all the neddling old bitch who Iives
in ny ear. You hear that?

"Al'l that high-pitched whining-- howcan | nmiss it?"

Andrew was putting |luggage onto the car. There'd be roomfor only a couple of passengers. "Mro--
you want to ride with Novi nha and ne?"

Bef ore he could answer, Valentine had taken his arm "Ch, don't do that," said Valentine. "Walk
with Jakt and ne. We've all been cooped up on the ship for so long. "

"That's right," said Andrew. "H s nother hasn't seen himin twenty-five years, but you want him
to take a stroll. You' re the soul of thoughtful ness.”
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Andrew and Val entine were keeping up the bantering tone they had established fromthe first, so
that no matter which way Mro decided, they would l|aughingly turn it into a choice between the two
Wggins. At no point would he have to say, | need to ride because |I'ma cripple. Nor would he have
any excuse to take of fense because sonebody had singled himout for special treatment. It was so
gracefully done that Mro wondered if Val entine and Andrew had di scussed it in advance. Maybe they
didn't have to discuss things like this. Maybe they had spent so nany years together that they
knew how to cooperate to snmooth things for other people w thout even thinking about it. Like
actors who have perforned the sane rol es together so often that they can inprovise w thout the
sl i ghtest confusion.

"Il walk," said Mro. "I'Il take the Iong way. The rest of you go on ahead."

Novi nha and Ela started to protest, but Mro saw Andrew put his hand on Novinha's arm and as
for Ela, she was silenced by Quims arm around her shoul der

"Come straight home," said Ela. "However long it takes you, do cone hone."

"Where el se?" asked Mro.

* k *

Val entine didn't know what to make of Ender. It was only her second day on Lusitania, but
al ready she was sure that sonmething was wong. Not that there weren't grounds for Ender to be
worried, distracted. He had filled her in on the problems the xenobiol ogists were having with the
descol ada, the tensions between Grego and Quara, and of course there was always the Congress
fleet, death | oom ng over them fromevery sky. But Ender had faced worries and tensions before,
many tinmes in his years as a speaker for the dead. He had plunged into the problens of nations and
famlies, conmunities and individuals, struggling to understand and then to purge and heal the
di seases of the heart. Never had he responded the way he was acting now.

O perhaps he had, once.

When they were children, and Ender was being groonmed to command the fleets being sent against
all the bugger worlds, they had brought Ender back to Earth for a season-- the lull before the
final storm as it turned out. Ender and Val entine had been apart since he was five years old, not
al l owed so nmuch as an unsupervised | etter between them Then, suddenly, they changed their policy,
and brought Valentine to him He was being kept at a large private estate near their hone town,
spendi ng his days swi nming and-- nore often-- floating in utter |languor on a private |ake.

At first Valentine had thought all was well, and she was nerely glad to see himat |ast. But
soon she understood that sonething was deeply wong. Only in those days she hadn't known Ender so
well-- after all, he'd been apart fromher for nore than half his life. Yet she knew that it was

wong for himto seem so preoccupi ed. No, that wasn't really it. He wasn't preoccupi ed, he was
unoccupi ed. He had detached hinself fromthe world. And her job was to reconnect him To bring him
back and show himhis place in the web of humanity.

Because she succeeded, he was able to go back into space and command the fleets that utterly
destroyed the buggers. Ever since that time, his connection with the rest of humanity seened
secure.

Now agai n she had been apart fromhimfor half a lifetime. Twenty-five years for her, thirty for
him And again he seened to be detached. She studied himas he took her and Mro and Plikt out by
car, skimm ng over the endless prairies of capim

"We're like a little boat on the ocean," said Ender

"Not really," she said, renenbering the tinme that Jakt had taken her out on one of the snmall net-
| ayi ng | aunches. The three-neter waves that lifted them high, then plunged them down into the
trench between. On the large fishing boat those waves had barely jostled themas they nestled
confortably in the sea, but in the tiny launch the waves were overwhel mi ng. Literally breat htaking-
- she had to slide down from her seat onto the deck, enbracing the plank bench with both arnmns,
before she could catch her breath. There was no conpari son between the heaving, pitching ocean and
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this placid grassy plain.

Then again, naybe to Ender there was. Maybe when he saw the acres of capim he sawwithin it the
descol ada virus, malevolently adapting itself to slaughter humankind and all its conpanion
speci es. Maybe to himthis prairie rolled and shrugged every bit as brutally as the ocean

The sailors had | aughed at her, not nockingly but tenderly, |ike parents laughing at the fears
of a child. "These seas are nothing," they said. "You should try doing this in twenty-meter seas."

Ender was as calm outwardly, as the sailors had been. Calm unconnected. Maki ng conversation
with her and Mro and silent Plikt, but still holding sonething back. Is there sonething wong
bet ween Ender and Novi nha? Val entine hadn't seen themtogether |ong enough to know what was
nat ural between them and what was strained-certainly there were no obvious quarrels. So perhaps
Ender's problemwas a grow ng barrier between himand the community of Ml agre. That was possible.
Val entine certainly renmenbered how hard it had been for her to win acceptance fromthe
Trondhei ners, and she had been married to a man with enornmous prestige anobng them How was it for
Ender, married to a wonan whose whole fanily had al ready been alienated fromthe rest of M|l agre?
Could it be that his healing of this place was not as conpl ete as anyone supposed?

Not possi ble. Wien Valentine met with the Mayor, Kovano Zeljezo, and with old Bi shop Peregrino
that norning, they had shown genuine affection for Ender. Valentine had attended too nmany neetings
not to know the difference between fornal courtesies, political hypocrisies, and genuine
friendship. If Ender felt detached fromthese people, it wasn't by their choice.

I"'mreading too nuch into this, thought Valentine. If Ender seens to be strange and detached,
it's because we have been apart so |long. O perhaps because he feels shy with this angry young
man, Mro; or perhaps it's Plikt, with her silent, calculating worship of Ender Wggin, who nakes
hi m choose to be distant with us. O maybe it's nothing nore than ny insistence that | nust neet
the hive queen today, at once, even before nmeeting any of the |eaders of the piggies. There's no
reason to | ook beyond present conpany for the cause of his unconnection

They first located the hive queen's city by the pall of snmoke. "Fossil fuels," said Ender
"She's burning themup at a disgusting rate. Ordinarily she'd never do that-- the hive queens tend
their worlds with great care, and they never nake such a waste and a stink. But there's a great
hurry these days, and Human says that they've given her pernmission to burn and pollute as nmuch as
necessary."

"Necessary for what?" asked Val enti ne.

"Hurman won't say, and neither will the hive queen, but | have ny guesses, and | inagine you
wll, too."

"Are the piggies hoping to junp to a fully technol ogi cal society in a single generation, relying
on the hive queen's work?"

"Hardly," said Ender. "They're far too conservative for that. They want to know everything there
is to know- but they aren't terribly interested in surrounding thensel ves with machi nes. Remenber
that the trees of the forest freely and gently give themevery useful tool. Wat we call industry
still looks like brutality to them"

"What then? Way all this snoke?"
"Ask her," said Ender. "Maybe she'll be honest with you."

"WIl we actually see her?" asked Mro.

"Ch yes," said Ender. "Or at least-- we'll be in her presence. She may even touch us. But
perhaps the less we see the better. It's usually dark where she lives, unless she's near to egg-
laying. At that time she needs to see, and the workers open tunnels to bring in daylight."

"They don't have artificial light?" asked Mro.

"They never used it," said Ender, "even on the starships that cane to Sol System back during the
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Bugger Wars. They see heat the way we see light. Any source of warnth is clearly visible to them
I think they even arrange their heat sources in patterns that could only be interpreted
aesthetically. Thernal painting."”

"So why do they use light for egg-Ilaying?" asked Val entine.

"I'd hesitate to call it a ritual-- the hive queen has such scorn for human religion. Let's just
say it's part of their genetic heritage. Wthout sunlight there's no egg-Ilaying."

Then they were in the bugger city.

Val entine wasn't surprised at what they found-- after all, when they were young, she and Ender
had been with the first colony on Rov, a fornmer bugger world. But she knew that the experience
woul d be surprising and alien to Mro and Plikt, and in fact sone of the old disorientation cane
back to her, too. Not that there was anything obviously strange about the city. There were
bui | di ngs, nost of them|ow, but based on the same structural principles as any human buil di ngs.
The strangeness canme in the carel ess way that they were arranged. There were no roads and streets,
no attenpt to line up the buildings to face the same way. Nor did buildings rise out of the ground
to any conmon height. Some were nothing but a roof resting on the ground; others rose to a great
hei ght. Paint seened to be used only as a preservative-- there was no decoration. Ender had
suggested that heat mght be used aesthetically; it was a sure thing that nothing el se was.

"It nmakes no sense," said Mro.

"Not fromthe surface," said Valentine, renenbering Rov. "But if you could travel the tunnels,
you'd realize that it all makes sense underground. They foll ow the natural seans and textures of
the rock. There's a rhythmto geol ogy, and the buggers are sensitive to it."

"What about the tall buildings?" asked Mro.
"The water table is their dowward linmt. If they need greater height, they have to go up."”
"What are they doing that requires a building so tall?" asked Mro.

"I don't know," said Valentine. They were skirting a building that was at | east three hundred
meters high; in the near distance they could see nore than a dozen ot hers.

For the first tine on this excursion, Plikt spoke up. "Rockets," she said.

Val entine caught a glinpse of Ender sniling a bit and nodding slightly. So Plikt had confirmed
hi s own suspi ci ons.

"What for?" asked Mro.

Val entine al nbst said, To get into space, of course! But that wasn't fair-- Mro had never lived
on a world that was struggling to get into space for the first tine. To him going of fplanet neant
taking the shuttle to the orbiting station. But the single shuttle used by the hunans of Lusitania
woul d hardly do for transporting material outward for any kind of major deepspace construction
program And even if it could do the job, the hive queen was unlikely to ask for human hel p.

"What's she building, a space station?" asked Val enti ne.

"l think so," said Ender. "But so many rockets, and such large ones-- | think she's planning to
build it all at once. Probably cannibalizing the rockets thenselves. Wat do you think the throw
m ght be?"

Val entine al nost answered with exasperation-- how should | know? Then she realized that he
wasn't asking her. Because al nbst at once he supplied the answer hinself. Wiich neant that he nust
have been asking the conputer in his ear. No, not a "conputer." Jane. He was asking Jane. It was
still hard for Valentine to get used to the idea that even though there were only four people in
the car, there was a fifth person present, |ooking and listening through the jewels Ender and Mro
bot h wore.

"She could do it all at once," said Ender. "In fact, given what's known about the chemnica
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em ssions here, the hive queen has snelted enough nmetal to construct not only a space station but
al so two small | ong-range starships of the sort that the first bugger expedition brought. Their
version of a colony ship."

"Before the fleet arrives," said Valentine. She understood at once. The hive queen was preparing
to emgrate. She had no intention of letting her species be trapped on a single planet when the
Little Doctor cane again.

"You see the problem" said Ender. "She won't tell us what she's doing, and so we have to rely
on what Jane observes and what we can guess. And what |'m guessing isn't a very pretty picture.”

"What's wong with the buggers getting of fplanet?" asked Val enti ne.
"Not just the buggers,” said Mro.

Val entine nade the second connection. That's why the pequeni nos had given pernission for the
hi ve queen to pollute so badly. That's why there were two ships planned, right fromthe first. "A
ship for the hive queen and a ship for the pequeninos."”

"That's what they intend," said Ender. "But the way | see it is-- two ships for the descol ada."
"Nossa Senhora," whispered Mro.

Valentine felt a chill go through her. It was one thing for the hive queen to seek the sal vation
of her species. But it was quite another thing for her to carry the deadly self-adapting virus to
ot her worl ds.

"You see ny quandary," said Ender. "You see why she won't tell me directly what she's doing."
"But you couldn't stop her anyway, could you?" asked Val enti ne.
"He could warn the Congress fleet,"” said Mro

That's right. Dozens of heavily arned starships, converging on Lusitania fromevery direction--
if they were warned about two starships |leaving Lusitania, if they were given their origina
trajectories, they could intercept them Destroy them

"You can't," said Val entine.

"I can't stop themand | can't let themgo," said Ender. "To stop themwould be to risk
destroyi ng the buggers and the piggies alike. To let themgo would be to risk destroying all of
humanity. "

"You have to talk to them You have to reach sone kind of agreenent."

"What woul d an agreenment with us be worth?" asked Ender. "W don't speak for humanity in
general. And if we nake threats, the hive queen will sinply destroy all our satellites and
probably our ansible as well. She may do that anyway, just to be safe.”

"Then we'd really be cut off," said Mro.

"From everything," said Ender.

It took Valentine a nonent to realize that they were thinking of Jane. Wthout an ansible, they
couldn't speak to her anynore. And without the satellites that orbited Lusitania, Jane's eyes in
space woul d be blinded.

"Ender, | don't understand," said Valentine. "lIs the hive queen our eneny?"

"That's the question, isn't it?" asked Ender. "That's the trouble with restoring her species.
Now t hat she has her freedom again, now that she's not bundled up in a cocoon hidden in a bag
under my bed, the hive queen will act in the best interest of her species-- whatever she thinks
that is."
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"But Ender, it can't be that there has to be war between humans and buggers again."
"If there were no human fl eet heading toward Lusitania, the question wouldn't cone up."

"But Jane has disrupted their conmunications,’
use the Little Doctor."

said Valentine. "They can't receive the order to

"For now," said Ender. "But Valentine, why do you think Jane risked her own I[ife in order to cut
of f their communi cations?"

"Because the order was sent."

"Starways Congress sent the order to destroy this planet. And now that Jane has reveal ed her
power, they'll be all the nore determned to destroy us. Once they find a way to get Jane out of
the way, they'll be even nore certain to act against this world."

"Have you told the hive queen?"

"Not yet. But then, I'mnot sure how nuch she can learn fromnmy mnd w thout my wanting her to.
It's not exactly a neans of communication that | know how to control."

Val entine put her hand on Ender's shoulder. "Was this why you tried to persuade nme not to cone
see the hive queen? Because you didn't want her to learn the real danger?"

"I just don't want to face her again," said Ender. "Because | |love her and | fear her. Because
I'"mnot sure whether | should help her or try to destroy her. And because once she gets those
rockets into space, which could be any day now, she could take away our power to stop her. Take
away our connection with the rest of humanity."

And, again, what he didn't say: She could cut Ender and Mro off from Jane.
"I think we definitely need to have a talk with her,"” said Val enti ne.
"Either that or kill her," said Mro

"Now you understand ny problem" said Ender

They rode on in silence.

The entrance to the hive queen's burrow was a building that |ooked |ike any other. There was no
speci al guard-- indeed, in their whole excursion they hadn't seen a single bugger. Valentine
remenber ed when she was young, on her first colony world, trying to i magi ne what the bugger cities
had | ooked |i ke when they were fully inhabited. Now she knew - they | ooked exactly the way they
did when they were dead. No scurrying buggers; like ants swarning over the hills. Sonewhere, she
knew, there were fields and orchards bei ng tended under the open sun, but none of that was visible
fromhere

Wiy did this nake her feel so relieved?

She knew the answer to the question even as she asked it. She had spent her chil dhood on Earth
during the Bugger Wars; the insectoid aliens had haunted her nightrmares, as they had terrified
every other child on Earth. Only a handful of human bei ngs, however, had ever seen a bugger in
person, and few of those were still alive when she was a child. Even in her first col ony, where
the ruins of bugger civilization surrounded her, they had found not even one desiccated corpse.
Al'l her visual imges of the buggers were the horrifying i mages fromthe vids.

Yet wasn't she the first person to have read Ender's book, the H ve Queen? Wasn't she the first,
besi des Ender, to conme to think of the hive queen as a person of alien grace and beauty?

She was the first, yes, but that neant little. Everyone else alive today had grown up in a noral
uni verse shaped in part by the Hive Queen and the Hegenon. While she and Ender were the only two
left alive who had grown up with the steady canpaign of |oathing toward the buggers. O course she
felt irrational relief at not having to see the buggers. To Mro and Plikt, the first sight of the
hi ve queen and her workers woul dn't have the same enotional tension that it had for her.
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I am Denost henes, she remi nded herself. I'mthe theorist who insisted that the buggers were
ranen, aliens who could be understood and accepted. | nust sinply do nmy best to overcone the
prejudi ces of nmy childhood. In due tinme all of humanity will know of the reenergence of the hive
queen; it would be shanmeful if Denosthenes were the one person who could not receive the hive
gueen as ranan.

Ender took the car in a circle around a snallish building. "This is the right place," he said.
He pulled the car to a stop, then slowed the fan to settle it onto the capimnear the building' s
singl e door. The door was very |low- an adult woul d have to go through on hands and knees.

"How do you know?" asked Mro.
"Because she says so," said Ender

"Jane?" asked Mro. He | ooked puzzl ed, because of course Jane had said nothing of the sort to
hi m

"The hive queen," said Valentine. "She speaks directly into Ender's nind."
"Nice trick," said Mro. "Can | learn it?"
"We'll see," said Ender. "Wen you neet her."

As they clanbered off the car and dropped into the tall grass, Valentine noticed how Mro and
Ender both kept glancing at Plikt. O course it bothered themthat Plikt was so quiet. O rather,
seermed so quiet. Valentine thought of Plikt as a | oquaci ous, el oquent worman. But she had al so got
used to the way Plikt played the nmute at certain times. Ender and Mro, of course, were only
di scovering her perverse silence for the first tinme, and it bothered them Wi ch was one of the
mai n reasons Plikt did it. She believed that people reveal ed thensel ves npbst when they were
vaguel y anxi ous, and few things brought out nonspecific anxieties like being in the presence of a
person who never speaks.

Val entine didn't think nuch of the technique as a way of dealing with strangers, but she had
wat ched how, as a tutor, Plikt's silences forced her students-- Valentine's children-- to dea
with their own ideas. When Val enti ne and Ender taught, they challenged their students with
di al ogue, questions, arguments. But Plikt forced her students to play both sides of an argument,
proposing their own ideas, then attacking themin order to refute their own objections. The method
probably woul dn't work for nobst people. Valentine had concluded that it worked so well for Plikt
because her wordl essness was not conpl ete noncomruni cati on. Her steady, penetrating gaze was in
itself an el oquent expression of skepticism Wen a student was confronted with that unblinking
regard, he soon succunbed to all his own insecurities. Every doubt that the student had nanaged to
put aside and ignore now forced itself forward, where the student had to discover within hinself
the reasons for Plikt's apparent doubt.

Val entine's oldest, Syfte, had called these one-sided confrontations "staring into the sun." Now
Ender and Mro were taking their own turn at blinding thenselves in a contest with the all-seeing
eye and the naught-saying nouth. Valentine wanted to |augh at their unease, to reassure them She
al so wanted to give Plikt a gentle little slap and tell her not to be difficult.

I nstead of doing either, Valentine strode to the door of the building and pulled it open. There
was no bolt, just a handle to grasp. The door opened easily. She held it open as Ender dropped to
his knees and craw ed through. Plikt followed i mediately. Then Mro sighed and slowy sank to his
knees. He was nore awkward in crawling than he was in wal ki ng-- each novenent of an armor |eg was
made individually, as if it took a second to think of howto nake it go. At |ast he was through,
and now Val enti ne ducked down and squat-wal ked through the door. She was the smallest, and she
didn't have to craw .

Inside, the only light came fromthe door. The roomwas featureless, with a dirt floor. Only as
Val entine's eyes becane used to the darkness did she realize that the darkest shadow was a tunnel
sl opi ng down into the earth.

"There aren't any lights down in the tunnels,” Ender said. "She'll direct nme. You'll have to
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hold onto each other's hands. Valentine, you go last, all right?"

"Can we go down standi ng up?" asked Mro. The question clearly nattered.

"Yes," said Ender. "That's why she chose this entrance."

They j oi ned hands, Plikt holding Ender's hand, Mro between the two wonen. Ender led thema few
steps down the slope into the tunnel. It was steep, and the utter blackness ahead was daunti ng.
But Ender stopped before the darkness becane absol ute.

"What are we waiting for?" asked Val entine.
"Qur guide," said Ender

At that nmoment, the guide arrived. In the darkness, Valentine could barely see the bl ack-reed
armwith a single finger and thumb as it nudged Ender's hand. |nmediately Ender encl osed the
finger within his left hand; the black thunb closed like a pincer over his hand. Looking up the
arm Valentine tried to see the bugger it belonged to. Al she could actually make out, though
was a child-size shadow, and perhaps a slight gleamof reflection off a carapace.

Her imagi nation supplied all that was nissing, and against her will she shuddered.

Mro nuttered sonething in Portuguese. So he, too, was affected by the presence of the bugger
Pl i kt, however, renmined silent, and Valentine couldn't tell whether she trenbled or remai ned
entirely unaffected. Then Mro took a shuffling forward step, pulling on Val entine's hand, |eading
her forward into the darkness.

Ender knew how hard this passage would be for the others. So far only he, Novinha, and El a had
ever visited the hive queen, and Novinha had cone only the once. The darkness was too unnerving,
to nove endl essly downward wi thout help of eyes, knowing fromsmall sounds that there was life and
nmovenent, invisible but nearby.

"Can we tal k?" asked Val entine. Her voice sounded very smal |
"It's a good idea," said Ender. "You won't bother them They don't take rmuch notice of sound."

Mro said sonmething. Wthout being able to see his |lips nove, Ender found it harder to
understand Mro's speech

"What ?" asked Ender

"W both want to know how far it is,"” Valentine said.

"I don't know," said Ender. "From here, anyway. And she mi ght be al nost anywhere down here.
There are dozens of nurseries. But don't worry. I'mpretty sure | could find ny way out."

"So could I," said Valentine. "Wth a flashlight, anyway."

"No light," said Ender. "The egg-laying requires sunlight, but after that Ilight only retards the
devel opnent of the eggs. And at one stage it can kill the larvae."

"But you could find your way out of this nightmare in the dark?" asked Val entine.

"Probably," said Ender. "There are patterns. Like spider webs-- when you sense the overal
structure, each section of tunnel nakes nore sense."

"These tunnel s aren't randon®?" Val entine sounded skepti cal

"It's like the tunneling on Eros," said Ender. He really hadn't had that nuch chance to explore
when he lived on Eros as a child-soldier. The asteroid had been honeyconbed by the buggers when
they made it their forward base in the Sol System it becane fleet headquarters for the human
allies after it was captured during the first Bugger War. During his nonths there, Ender had
devoted nost of his tinme and attention to learning to control fleets of starships in space. Yet he
nmust have noticed much nore about the tunnels than he realized at the time, because the first time
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the hive queen brought himinto her burrows on Lusitania, Ender found that the bends and turns
never seenmed to take himby surprise. They felt right-- no, they felt inevitable.

"What's Eros?" asked Mro.
"An asteroid near Earth," said Valentine. "The place where Ender lost his mnd."

Ender tried to explain to them sonething about the way the tunnel systemwas organized. But it
was too conplicated. Like fractals, there were too many possibl e exceptions to grasp the systemin
detail-- it kept eluding conprehension the nore closely you pursued it. Yet to Ender it always
seenmed the same, a pattern that repeated over and over. O naybe it was just that Ender had got
i nside the hivem nd somehow, when he was studying themin order to defeat them Maybe he had
sinply learned to think |like a bugger. In which case Valentine was right-- he had |ost part of his
human mind, or at |east added onto it a bit of the hivenind

Finally when they turned a corner there cane a glinmer of light. "Gracas a deus," whispered
Mro. Ender noted with satisfaction that Plikt-- this stone woman who coul d not possibly be the
sane person as the brilliant student he renmenbered-- also let out a sigh of relief. Muybe there
was sone life in her after all

"Al nost there," said Ender. "And since she's laying, she'll be in a good nood."
"Doesn't she want privacy?" asked Mro.

"It's like a mnor sexual clinmax that goes on for several hours," said Ender. "It makes her
pretty cheerful. H ve queens are usually surrounded only by workers and drones that function as
part of thensel ves. They never |earn shyness.”

In his nmind, though, he could feel the intensity of her presence. She could communicate with him
anytime, of course. But when he was close, it was as if she were breathing into his brainpan; it
becane heavy, oppressive. Did the others feel it? Wuld she be able to speak to then? Wth El a
there had been nothing-- Ela never caught a glimer of the silent conversation. As for Novinha--
she refused to speak of it and deni ed havi ng heard anything, but Ender suspected that she had
simply rejected the alien presence. The hive queen said she could hear both their mnds clearly
enough, as long as they were present, but couldn't nake herself "heard." Wuld it be the same with
t hese, today?

It woul d be such a good thing, if the hive queen could speak to another human. She clained to be
able to do it, but Ender had | earned over the past thirty years that the hive queen was unable to
di stingui sh between her confident assessnents of the future and her sure nenories of the past. She
seened to trust her guesses every bit as nuch as she trusted her nenories; and yet when her
guesses turned out wong, she seened not to renenber that she had ever expected a different future
fromthe one that now was past.

It was one of the quirks of her alien mind that disturbed Ender nost. Ender had grown up in a
culture that judged people's nmaturity and social fitness by their ability to anticipate the
results of their choices. In sonme ways the hive queen seened narkedly deficient in this area; for
all her great wi sdom and experience, she seened as boldly and unjustifiably confident as a snal
chil d.

That was one of the things that frightened Ender about dealing with her. Coul d she keep a
pronmi se? If she failed to keep one, would she even realize what she had done?

Val entine tried to concentrate on what the others were saying, but she couldn't take her eyes
of f the silhouette of the bugger leading them It was snaller than she had ever inmagined-- no
taller than a neter and a half, probably |less. Looking past the others, she could only glinpse
parts of the bugger, but that was al nost worse than seeing it whole. She couldn't keep herself
fromthinking that this shiny black eneny had a death grip on Ender's hand.

Not a death grip. Not an eneny. Not even a creature, in itself. It had as nmuch individua
identity as an ear or a toe-- each bugger was just another of the hive queen's organs of action
and sensation. In a sense the hive queen was already present with them- was present wherever one
of her workers or drones might be, even hundreds of light-years away. This is not a nonster. This
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is the very hive queen witten of in Ender's book. This is the one he carried with himand
nurtured during all our years together, though |I didn't knowit. |I have nothing to fear.

Val entine had tried suppressing her fear, but it wasn't working. She was sweating; she could
feel her hand slipping in Mro's palsied grip. As they got closer and closer to the hive queen's
lair-- no, her home, her nursery-- she could feel herself getting nore and nore frightened. If she
couldn't handle it alone, there was no choice but to reach out for help. Were was Jakt? Soneone
el se woul d have to do

"I"'msorry, Mro," she whispered. "I think |I've got the sweats."
"You?" he said. "I thought it was ny sweat."
That was good. He | aughed. She | aughed with him- or at |east giggled nervously.

The tunnel suddenly opened w de, and now they stood blinking in a |large chanber with a shaft of
bright sunlight stabbing through a hole in the vault of the ceiling. The hive queen was smack in
the center of the light. There were workers all around, but now, in the light, in the presence of
the queen, they all |ooked so snall and fragile. Mdst of themwere closer to one neter than a
meter and a half in height, while the queen herself was surely three neters |long. And height
wasn't the half of it. Her wi ng-covers |ooked vast, heavy, alnost netallic, with a rai nbow of
colors reflecting sunlight. Her abdormen was | ong and thick enough to contain the corpse of an
entire human. Yet it narrowed, funnel-like, to an ovipositor at the quivering tip, glistening with
a yellow sh translucent fluid, gluey, stringy; it dipped into a hole in the floor of the room
deep as it could go, and then canme back up, the fluid trailing away |i ke unnoticed spittle, down
into the hole.

Grotesque and frightening as this was, a creature so |large acting so nmuch like an insect, it did
not prepare Val entine for what happened next. For instead of sinply dipping her ovipositor into
the next hole, the queen turned and seized one of the workers hovering nearby. Holding the
qui veri ng bugger between her large forelegs, she drewit close and bit off its |egs, one by one.
As each leg was bitten off, the remaining | egs gesticulated ever nore wildly, like a silent
scream Valentine found herself desperately relieved when the last | eg was gone, so that the
scream was at |ast gone from her sight.

Then the hive queen pushed the unlinbed worker headfirst down the next hole. Only then did she
position her ovipositor over the hole. As Valentine watched, the fluid at the ovipositor's tip
seenmed to thicken into a ball. But it wasn't fluid after all, or not entirely; within the | arge
drop was a soft, jellylike egg. The hive queen maneuvered her body so that her face was directly
in the sunlight, her nmultiplex eyes shining |ike hundreds of enerald stars. Then the ovipositor
pl unged downward. \When it cane up, the egg still clung to the end, but on the next energence the
egg was gone. Several times nore her abdonmen di pped downward, each tinme coming up with nore
strands of fluid stringing downward fromthe tip

"Nossa Senhora," said Mro. Valentine recognized it fromits Spanish equivalent-- Nuestra
Sehora, Qur Lady. It was usually an al nbst neani ngl ess expression, but now it took on a repul sive
irony. Not the Holy Virgin, here in this deep cavern. The hive queen was Qur Lady of the Darkness.
Layi ng eggs over the bodies of |lying workers, to feed the | arvae when they hatched.

"It can't always be this way," said Plikt.

For a nonent Valentine was sinply surprised to hear Plikt's voice. Then she realized what Plikt
was sayi ng, and she was right. If a living worker had to be sacrificed for every bugger that
hat ched, it would be inpossible for the population to increase. In fact, it would have been
i npossible for this hive to exist in the first place, since the hive queen had to give life to her
first eggs without the benefit of any |egless workers to feed them

<Only a new queen. >

It came into Valentine's mnd as if it were her own idea. The hive queen only had to place a
living worker's body into the egg casing when the egg was supposed to grow i nto a new hive queen
But this wasn't Valentine's own idea; it felt too certain for that. There was no way she coul d
know this information, and yet the idea cane clearly, unquestionably, all at once. As Val entine
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had al ways i magi ned that anci ent prophets and nystics heard the voice of God.
"Did you hear her? Any of you?" asked Ender
"Yes," said Plikt.
"I think so," said Val entine.
"Hear what?" asked Mro.

"The hive queen," said Ender. "She explained that she only has to place a worker into the egg
casi ng when she's laying the egg of a new hive queen. She's laying five-- there are two already in
pl ace. She invited us to cone to see this. It's her way of telling us that she's sending out a
col ony ship. She lays five queen-eggs, and then waits to see which is strongest. That's the one
she sends."

"What about the others?" asked Val enti ne.

"If any of themis worth anything, she cocoons the larva. That's what they did to her. The
others she kills and eats. She has to-- if any trace of a rival queen's body should touch one of
the drones that hasn't yet mated with this hive queen, it would go crazy and try to kill her
Drones are very |oyal nates.”

"Everybody el se heard this?" asked Mro. He sounded di sappoi nted. The hive queen wasn't able to
talk to him

"Yes," said Plikt.
"Only a bit of it," said Valentine.
"Enpty your mind as best you can," said Ender. "Get sone tune going in your head. That hel ps."

In the nmeantinme, the hive queen was nearly done with the next set of anmputations. Val entine
i magi ned stepping on the growing pile of Iegs around the queen; in her imagination, they broke
like twigs with hideous snappi ng sounds.

<Very soft. Legs don't break. Bend.>
The queen was answering her thoughts.
<You are part of Ender. You can hear ne.>

The thoughts in her mind were clearer. Not so intrusive now, nore controlled. Valentine was abl e
to feel the difference between the hive queen's conmmuni cati ons and her own thoughts.

"Quvi," whispered Mro. He had heard sonmething at last. "Fala nais, escuto. Say nore, |I'm
listening."

<Phil otic connections. You are bound to Ender. Wien | talk to himthrough the philotic Iink, you
over hear. Echoes. Reverberations.>

Valentine tried to conceive how the hive queen was managing to speak Stark into her nind. Then
she realized that the hive queen was al nost certainly doing nothing of the kind-- Mro was hearing
her in his native | anguage, Portuguese; and Val entine wasn't really hearing Stark at all, she was
hearing the English that it was based on, the American English that she had grown up with. The
hi ve queen wasn't sending | anguage to them she was sending thought, and their brains were nmaking
sense of it in whatever |anguage |ay deepest in their nmnds. Wen Valentine heard the word echoes
foll owed by reverberations, it wasn't the hive queen struggling for the right word, it was
Val entine's own mind grasping for words to fit the neaning.

<Bound to him Like ny people. Except you have free will. Independent philote. Rogue people, al
of you. >

"She's naking a joke," whispered Ender. "Not a judgnent."
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Val entine was grateful for his interpretation. The visual inage that cane with the phrase rogue
peopl e was of an el ephant stonping a man to death. It was an i mage out of her childhood, the story
fromwhi ch she had first |learned the word rogue. It frightened her, that inmage, the way it had
frightened her as a child. She already hated the hive queen's presence in her nind. Hated the way
she coul d dredge up forgotten ni ghtmares. Everything about the hive queen was a nightmare. How
could Valentine ever have inmagined that this being was raman? Yes, there was conmuni cation. Too
much of it. Conmmunication |ike mental illness.

And what she was saying-- that they heard her so well because they were philotically connected
to Ender. Val entine thought back to what Mro and Jane had said during the voyage-- was it
possi bl e that her philotic strand was twi ned into Ender, and through himto the hive queen? But
how coul d such a thing have happened? How coul d Ender ever have becone bound to the hive queen in
the first place?

<W reached for him He was our eneny. Trying to destroy us. W wanted to tanme him Like a
rogue. >

The understandi ng cane suddenly, like a door opening. The buggers weren't all born docile. They
could have their own identity. O at |east a breakdown of control. And so the hive queens had
evol ved a way of capturing them binding themphilotically to get them under control

<Found him Couldn't bind him Too strong.>

And no one guessed the danger Ender was in. That the hive queen expected to be able to capture
him nake himthe sanme kind of mindless tool of her will as any bugger

<Set up a web for him Found the thing he yearned for. W thought. Got into it. Gave it a
philotic core. Bonded with him But it wasn't enough. Now you. You.>

Valentine felt the word |i ke a hammer inside her m nd. She neans ne. She neans ne, ne, ne... she
struggl ed to renenber who ne was. Valentine. |I'm Valentine. She neans Val enti ne.

<You were the one. You. Should have found you. What he |l onged for nost. Not the other thing.>

It gave her a sick feeling inside. WAs it possible that the military was correct all along? Was
it possible that only their cruel separation of Valentine and Ender saved hinf? That if she had
been with Ender, the buggers could have used her to get control of hin®

<No. Could not do it. You are also too strong. W were dooned. W were dead. He couldn't bel ong
to us. But not to you either. Not anynore. Couldn't tame him but we twined with him>

Val entine thought of the picture that had come to her mnd on the ship. O people tw ned
together, fanmlies tied by invisible cords, children to parents, parents to each other, or to
their own parents. A shifting network of strings tying people together, wherever their allegiance
bel onged. Only now the picture was of herself, tied to Ender. And then of Ender, tied... to the
hi ve queen... the queen shaki ng her ovipositor, the strands quivering, and at the end of the
strand, Ender's head, waggi ng, bobbing ..

She shook her head, trying to clear away the inage.

<W don't control him He's free. He can kill ne if he wants. | won't stop him WII you kil
me?>

This time the you was not Val entine; she could feel the question recede fromher. And now, as
the hive queen waited for an answer, she felt another thought in her mnd. So close to her own way
of thinking that if she hadn't been sensitized, if she hadn't been waiting for Ender to answer,
she woul d have assumed it was her own natural thought.

Never, said the thought in her mnd. | will never kill you. | love you

And along with this thought came a glimer of genuine enotion toward the hive queen. Al at once
her mental image of the hive queen included no loathing at all. Instead she seened ngjestic,
royal, magnificent. The rai nbows from her w ng-covers no |onger seened |ike an oily scum on water
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the light reflecting fromher eyes was like a halo; the glistening fluids at the tip of her
abdomen were the threads of life, like mlk at the nipple of a woman's breast, stringing with
saliva to her baby's suckling nmouth. Val entine had been fighting nausea till now, yet suddenly she
al rost wor shi pped t he hive queen.

It was Ender's thought in her mind, she knew that; that's why the thoughts felt so nuch Iike her
own. And with his vision of the hive queen, she knew at once that she had been right all along,
when she wrote as Denobst henes so many years before. The hive queen was raman, strange but stil
capabl e of understandi ng and bei ng under st ood.

As the vision faded, Valentine could hear sonmeone weeping. Plikt. In all their years together
Val entine had never heard Plikt show such frailty.

"Bonita," said Mro. Pretty.

Was that all he had seen? The hive queen was pretty? The communi cati on nust be weak i ndeed
between Mro and Ender-- but why shouldn't it be? He hadn't known Ender that |ong or that well,
whi | e Val entine had known Ender all her life.

But if that was why Valentine's reception of Ender's thought was so rmuch stronger than Mro's,
how coul d she explain the fact that Plikt had so clearly received far nore than Val enti ne? Was it
possible that in all her years of studying Ender, of adnmiring himwthout really know ng him
Pl i kt had rmanaged to bind herself nore tightly to Ender than even Val entine was bound?

O course she had. O course. Valentine was married. Valentine had a husband. She had children
Her philotic connection to her brother was bound to be weaker. While Plikt had no all egi ance
strong enough to conpete. She had given herself wholly to Ender. So with the hive queen neking it
possi ble for the philotic twines to carry thought, of course Plikt received Ender nost perfectly.
There was nothing to distract. No part of herself withheld.

Coul d even Novinha, who after all was tied to her children, have such a conplete devotion to
Ender? It was inpossible. And if Ender had any inkling of this, it had to be disturbing to him O
attractive? Val enti ne knew enough of nen and women to know that worship was the nost seductive of
attributes. Have | brought a rival with ne, to trouble Ender's marriage?

Can Ender and Plikt read nmy thoughts, even now?

Val entine felt deeply exposed, frightened. As if in answer, as if to cal mher, the hive queen's
mental voice returned, drowning out any thoughts that Ender night be sending.

<I know what you're afraid of. But nmy colony won't kill anyone. \When we | eave Lusitania, we can
kill all the descol ada virus on our starship.>

Maybe, thought Ender

<W'Ill find a way. W won't carry the virus. W don't have to die to save hunans. Don't kill us
don't kill us.>

I'"lI'l never kill you. Ender's thought cane |ike a whisper, alnost drowned out in the hive queen's
pl eadi ng.

We couldn't kill you anyway, thought Valentine. It's you who could easily kill us. Once you

buil d your starships. Your weapons. You could be ready for the human fleet. Ender isn't comandi ng
themthis tine

<Never. Never kill anybody. Never we prom sed. >
Peace, came Ender's whi sper. Peace. Be at peace, calm quiet, rest. Fear nothing. Fear no man

Don't build a ship for the piggies, thought Valentine. Build a ship for yourself, because you
can kill the descolada you carry. But not for them

The hive queen's thoughts abruptly changed from pl eading to harsh rebuke.
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<Pon't they also have a right to live? | pronised thema ship. | pronmised you never to kill. Do
you want ne to break pronises?>

No, thought Valentine. She was al ready ashamed of herself for having suggested such a betrayal
O were those the hive queen's feelings? O Ender's? Was she really sure which thoughts and
feelings were her own, and which were soneone el se's?

The fear she felt-- it was her own, she was al nost certain of that.
"Pl ease," she said. "I want to | eave."
"BEu tambem" said Mro.

Ender took a single step toward the hive queen, reached out a hand toward her. She didn't extend
her arms-- she was using themto jamthe [ast of her sacrifices into the egg chanber. |nstead the
queen rai sed a wi ng-cover, rotated it, nmoved it toward Ender until at last his hand rested on the
bl ack rai nbow surface.

Don't touch it! cried Valentine silently. She'll capture you! She wants to tane you
"Hush," said Ender al oud.

Val entine wasn't sure whether he was speaking in answer to her silent cries, or was trying to
sil ence sonething the hive queen was saying only to him It didn't matter. Wthin nonents Ender
had hold of a bugger's finger and was | eading themback into the dark tunnel. This tine he had
Val entine second, Mro third, and Plikt bringing up the rear. So that it was Plikt: who cast the
| ast | ook backward toward the hive queen; it was Plikt who raised her hand in farewell.

Al the way up to the surface, Valentine struggled to nmake sense of what had happened. She had
al ways thought that if only people could conmunicate mnd-to-mind, elimnating the anbiguities of
| anguage, then understandi ng woul d be perfect and there'd be no nore needl ess conflicts. |nstead
she had di scovered that rather than nmagnifying differences between people, |anguage m ght just as
easily soften them mnimze them snooth things over so that people could get along even though
they really didn't understand each other. The illusion of conprehension allowed people to think
they were nore alike than they really were. Maybe | anguage was better

They craw ed out of the building into the sunlight, blinking, laughing in relief, all of them
"Not fun," said Ender. "But you insisted, Val. Had to see her right away."

"So I'ma fool," said Valentine. "Is that news?"
"It was beautiful,"” said Plikt.
Mro only lay on his back in the capi mand covered his eyes with his arm

Val entine | ooked at himlying there and caught a glinpse of the nan he used to be, the body he
used to have. Lying there, he didn't stagger; silent, there was no halting in his speech. No
wonder his fellow xenol oger had fallen in love with him CQuanda. So tragic to discover that her
father was also his father. That was the worst thing reveal ed when Ender spoke for the dead in
Lusitania thirty years ago. This was the man that Quanda had lost; and Mro had also lost this man
that he was. No wonder he had risked death crossing the fence to help the piggies. Having lost his
sweet heart, he counted his life as worthless. His only regret was that he hadn't died after all
He had lived on, broken on the outside as he was broken on the inside.

Wiy did she think of these things, |ooking at hin? Wiy did it suddenly seemso real to her?

Was it because this was how he was thinking of hinself right now? Was she capturing his imge of
hi nsel f? WAs there sone |ingering connection between their minds?

"Ender," she said, "what happened down there?"
"Better than | hoped," said Ender.

"What was?"
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"The link between us."
"You expected that?"

"Wanted it." Ender sat on the side of the car, his feet dangling in the tall grass. "She was hot
today, wasn't she?"

"Was she? | wouldn't know how to conpare.”

"Sonetines she's so intellectual-- it's |like doing higher mathematics in ny head, just talking
to her. This time-- like a child. O course, |'ve never been with her when she was |ayi ng queen
eggs. | think she nay have told us nore than she neant to."

"You mean she didn't nean her promni se?"
"No, Val, no, she always neans her prom ses. She doesn't know howto lie."
"Then what did you nean?"

"I was talking about the Iink between me and her. How they tried to tame me. That was really
sonet hing, wasn't it? She was furious there for a noment, when she thought that you m ght have
been the link they needed. You know what that would have neant to them- they woul dn't have been
destroyed. They mi ght even have used ne to comunicate with the human governnents. Shared the
gal axy with us. Such a | ost opportunity."

"You woul d have been-- |ike a bugger. A slave to them"

"Sure. | wouldn't have liked it. But all the lives that would have been saved-- | was a soldier
wasn't 1? If one soldier, dying, can save the lives of billions ..."

"But it couldn't have worked. You have an independent will," said Val entine.

"Sure," said Ender. "Or at |east, nore independent than the hive queen can deal with. You too.
Conforting, isn't it?"

"I don't feel very conforted right now " said Valentine. "You were inside nmy head down there.
And the hive queen-- | feel so violated--"

Ender | ooked surprised. "It never feels that way to ne."

"Well, it's not just that," said Valentine. "It was exhilarating, too. And frightening. She's so-
- large inside ny head. Like I"'mtrying to contain soneone bigger than nyself."

"l guess," said Ender. He turned to Plikt. "Was it like that for you, too?"

For the first time Valentine realized how Plikt was |ooking at Ender, with eyes full, a
trenbling gaze. But Plikt said nothing.

"That strong, huh?" said Ender. He chuckled and turned to Mro.

Didn't he see? Plikt had al ready been obsessed with Ender. Now, having had himinside her m nd
it mght have been too nmuch for her. The hive queen tal ked of tami ng rogue workers. Was it
possi bl e that Plikt had been "taned" by Ender? Was it possible that she had | ost her soul inside
hi s?

Absurd. Inpossible. | hope to God it isn't so.
"Cone on, Mro," said Ender

Mro allowed Ender to help himto his feet. Then they clinbed back onto the car and headed home
to M1l agre.

* % %
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Mro had told themthat he didn't want to go to nass. Ender and Novi nha went w thout him But as
soon as they were gone, he found it inpossible to remain in the house. He kept getting the feeling
that someone was just outside his range of vision. In the shadows, a smallish figure, watching
him Encased in snooth hard arnor, only two clawike fingers on its slender arns, arms that could
be bitten off and cast down like brittle kindling wood. Yesterday's visit to the hive queen had
bot hered hi m nore than he dreaned possible.

I'ma xenol oger, he rem nded hinself. My life has been devoted to dealing with aliens. | stood
and watched as Ender flayed Human's nmammal oid body and | didn't even flinch, because |'ma
di spassionate scientist. Sometinmes nmaybe | identify too much with nmy subjects. But | don't have

ni ght mares about them | don't start seeing themin shadows.

Yet here he was, standing outside the door of his nother's house because in the grassy fields,
in the bright sunlight of a Sunday norning, there were no shadows where a bugger could wait to

spring.
Am | the only one who feels this way?

The hive queen isn't an insect. She and her people are warm bl ooded, just l|ike the pequeninos.
They respirate, they sweat like mammals. They may carry with themthe structural echoes of their
evolutionary link with insects, just as we have our resenblances to | enurs and shrews and rats,
but they created a bright and beautiful civilization. O at |east a dark and beautiful one.
shoul d see themthe way Ender does, with respect, with awe, with affection

And all | managed, barely, was endurance.

There's no doubt that the hive queen is ranman, capable of conprehending and tolerating us. The
question is whether I am capabl e of conprehending and tolerating her. And | can't be the only one.
Ender was so right to keep the know edge of the hive queen from nost of the people of Lusitania.
If they once saw what | saw, or even caught a glinpse of a single bugger, the fear would spread,
each one's terror woul d feed on everyone else's dread, until-- until sonething. Something bad.
Sonet hi ng nonstrous.

Maybe we're the varel se. Maybe xenocide is built into the human psyche as into no other species.
Maybe the best thing that could happen for the noral good of the universe is for the descolada to
get loose, to spread throughout the human universe and break us down to nothing. Maybe the
descol ada is God's answer to our unworthiness.

Mro found hinmself at the door of the cathedral. In the cool norning air it stood open. Inside,
they had not yet conme to the eucharist. He shuffled in, took his place near the back. He had no
desire to commune with Christ today. He sinmply needed the sight of other people. He needed to be
surrounded by human beings. He knelt, crossed hinself, then stayed there, clinging to the back of
the pewin front of him his head bowed. He woul d have prayed, but there was nothing in the Pa
Nosso to deal with his fear. Gve us this day our daily bread? Forgive us our trespasses? Thy
ki ngdom cone on earth as it is in heaven? That woul d be good. God's kingdom in which the |ion
could dwell with the |anb.

Then there canme to his mind an image of St. Stephen's vision: Christ sitting at the right hand
of God. But on the |left hand was soneone el se. The Queen of Heaven. Not the Holy Virgin but the
hive queen, with whitish slime quivering on the tip of her abdomen. Mro clenched his hands on the
wood of the pew before him God take this vision fromne. Get thee behind me, Eneny.

Soneone cane and knelt beside him He didn't dare to open his eyes. He listened for sone sound
that woul d declare his conpanion to be human. But the rustling of cloth could just as easily be
wi ng casings sliding across a hardened thorax.

He had to force this inmage away. He opened his eyes. Wth his peripheral vision he could see
that his conpanion was kneeling. Fromthe slightness of the arm fromthe color of the sleeve, it
was a woman.

"You can't hide fromne forever," she whi spered

The voice was wong. Too husky. A voice that had spoken a hundred thousand times since |ast he
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heard it. A voice that had crooned to babies, cried out in the throes of |ove, shouted at children
to come home, cone home. A voice that had once, when it was young, told himof a |ove that woul d
| ast forever.

"Mro, if | could have taken your cross upon nyself, | would have done it."

My cross? |Is that what it is | carry around with ne, heavy and sl uggi sh, wei ghing me down? And
here | thought it was my body.

"l don't know what to tell you, Mro. | grieved-- for a long tine. Sonetines | think I still do.
Losi ng you-- our hope for the future, | nean-- it was better anyway-- that's what | realized. |'ve
had a good fanmly, a good life, and so will you. But losing you as ny friend, as nmy brother, that
was the hardest thing, | was so lonely, | don't knowif | ever got over that."

Losing you as ny sister was the easy part. | didn't need another sister

"You break ny heart, Mro. You' re so young. You haven't changed, that's the hardest thing, you
haven't changed in thirty years."

It was nmore than Mro could bear in silence. He didn't lift his head, but he did raise his
voice. Far too loudly for the mddle of mass, he answered her: "Haven't |?"

He rose to his feet, vaguely aware that people were turning around to | ook at him

"Haven't 1?" His voice was thick, hard to understand, and he was doing nothing to make it any
clearer. He took a halting step into the aisle, then turned to face her at last. "This is how you
renenber nme?"

She | ooked up at him aghast-- at what? At Mro's speech, his palsied nmovenents? O sinply that
he was enbarrassing her, that it didn't turn into the tragically romantic scene she had i nagi ned
for the past thirty years?

Her face wasn't old, but it wasn't Quanda, either. M ddle-aged, thicker, with creases at the
eyes. How old was she? Fifty now? Alnost. What did this fifty-year-old wonan have to do with hin®

"I don't even know you," said Mro. Then he lurched his way to the door and passed out into the
nor ni ng.

Sonme tine later he found hinmself resting in the shade of a tree. Wich one was this, Rooter or

Human? Mro tried to remenber-- it was only a few weeks ago that he left here, wasn't it? --but
when he left, Human's tree was still only a sapling, and now both trees | ooked to be about the
sanme size and he couldn't renenber for sure whether Human had been killed uphill or downhill from

Rooter. It didn't matter-- Mro had nothing to say to a tree, and they had nothing to say to him

Besi des, Mro had never |learned tree |anguage; they hadn't even known that all that beating on
trees with sticks was really a language until it was too late for Mro. Ender could do it, and
Quanda, and probably half a dozen ot her people, but Mro would never |earn, because there was no
way Mro's hands could hold the sticks and beat the rhythns. Just one nore kind of speech that was
now usel ess to him

"Que dia chato, nmeu filho."

That was one voice that woul d never change. And the attitude was unchanging as well: Wat a
rotten day, ny son. Pious and snide at the sanme time-- and nocking hinself for both points of
Vi ew.

"Hi, Quim"

"Fat her Estevao now, |'mafraid." Quimhad adopted the full regalia of a priest, robes and all
now he gat hered them under hinself and sat on the worn-down grass in front of Mro.

"You | ook the part,"” said Mro. Quimhad matured well. As a kid he had | ooked pi nched and pi ous.
Experience with the real world instead of theol ogical theory had given himlines and creases, but
the face that resulted had conpassion in it. And strength. "Sorry | nade a scene at nass."
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"Did you?" asked Mro. "I wasn't there. O rather, | was at mass-- | just wasn't at the
cat hedral . "

"Communi on for the ramen?”

"For the children of God. The church already had a vocabulary to deal with strangers. W didn't
have to wait for Denbsthenes."

"Well, you don't have to be snug about it, Quim You didn't invent the terns."
"Let's not fight."
"Then let's not butt into other people's neditations."

"A noble sentinment. Except that you have chosen to rest in the shade of a friend of mne, with
whom | need to have a conversation. | thought it was nore polite to talk to you first, before
start beating on Rooter with sticks."

"This is Rooter?"
"Say hi. | know he was | ooking forward to your return."
"I never knew him"

"But he knew all about you. | don't think you realize, Mro, what a hero you are anong the
pequeni nos. They know what you did for them and what it cost you."

"And do they know what it's probably going to cost us all, in the end?"

"In the end we'll all stand before the judgnent bar of God. If a whole planetful of souls is
taken there at once, then the only worry is to nmake sure no one goes unchristened whose soul m ght
have been wel coned anong the saints."”

"So you don't even care?"

"I care, of course,” said Quim "But let's say that there's a longer view, in which |life and
death are less inportant nmatters than choosing what kind of |ife and what kind of death we have."

"You really do believe all this, don't you," said Mro.

"Dependi ng on what you nean by 'all this,' yes, | do."

"I mean all of it. Aliving God, a resurrected Christ, mracles, visions, baptism
transubstantiation."

"Yes. "

"Mracles. Healing."

"Yes. "

"Li ke at the shrine to G andfather and G andnot her."
"Many heal i ngs have been reported there."

"Do you believe in thenP"

"Mro, | don't know - sonme of them night have been hysterical. Sone night have been a pl acebo
effect. Sonme purported healings nmght have been spontaneous rem ssions or natural recoveries."

"But sone were real."

"M ght have been."
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"You believe that mracles are possible."
"Yes."

"But you don't think any of them actually happen.”

"Mro, | believe that they do happen. | just don't know if people accurately perceive which
events are miracles and which are not. There are no doubt many niracles claimed which were not
mracles at all. There are also probably many mracles that no one recogni zed when they occurred."”

"What about e, Quin®"
"What about you?"
"Way no miracle for me?

QUi rn ducked his head, pulled at the short grass in front of him It was a habit when he was a
child, trying to avoid a hard question; it was the way he responded when their supposed father
Mar cao, was on a drunken ranpage.

"What is it, Quin? Are miracles only for other people?"
"Part of the nmiracle is that no one knows why it happens.™
"What a weasel you are, Quim"

Qui m flushed. "You want to know why you don't get a mracul ous heal i ng? Because you don't have
faith, Mro."

"What about the man who said, Yes Master, | believe-- forgive ny unbelief?"
"Are you that man? Have you even asked for a healing?"

"I'"'masking now," said Mro. And then, unbidden, tears came to his eyes. "O God," he whispered.
"I''"'mso ashaned. "

"OF what?" asked Quim "O having asked God for help? O crying in front of your brother? O
your sins? OF your doubts?"

Mro shook his head. He didn't know. These questions were all too hard. Then he realized that he
did know the answer. He held out his arns fromhis sides. "O this body," he said.

Quirn reached out and took his arms near the shoulder, drew themtoward him his hands sliding
down Mro's arnms until he was clasping Mro's wists. "This is nmy body which is given for you, he
told us. The way you gave your body for the pequeninos. For the little ones.”

"Yeah, Quim but he got his body back, right?"

"He died, too."

"Is that how | get healed? Find a way to die?"

"Don't be an ass," said Quim "Christ didn't kill hinmself. That was Judas's ploy."

Mro's anger exploded. "All those people who get their colds cured, who get their mgraines
m racul ously taken fromthem- are you telling me they deserve nore from God than | do?"

"Maybe it isn't based on what you deserve. Maybe it's based on what you need."

Mro lunged forward, seizing the front of Quims robe between his hal fspastic fingers. "I need
my body back!"

"Maybe," said Quim

"What do you nean maybe, you sinpering srmug asshole!”
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"I mean," said Quimmldly, "that while you certainly want your body back, it may be that God,
in his great wi sdom knows that for you to beconme the best man you can be, you need to spend a
certain anmount of tine as a cripple.”

"How nmuch time?" Mro demanded.

"Certainly no longer than the rest of your life."

Mro grunted in disgust and rel eased Quinm s robe.

"Maybe | ess,"” said Quim "l hope so."

"Hope," said Mro contenptuously.

"Along with faith and pure love, it's one of the great virtues. You should try it."
"l saw Quanda."

"She's been trying to speak to you since you arrived."

"She's old and fat. She's had a bunch of babies and lived thirty years and sone guy she narried
has pl owed her up one side and down the other all that tine. |1'd rather have visited her grave!"

"How generous of you."

"You know what | mean! Leaving Lusitania was a good idea, but thirty years wasn't |ong enough."
"You'd rather come back to a world where no one knows you."

"No one knows ne here, either."

"Maybe not. But we |ove you, Mro."

"You | ove what | used to be."

"You're the same man, Mro. You just have a different body."

Mro struggled to his feet, |eaning against Rooter for support as he got up. "Talk to your tree
friend, Quim You' ve got nothing to say that | want to hear."

"So you think," said Quim
"You know what's worse than an asshol e, Quin®"

"Sure," said Quim "A hostile, bitter, self-pitying, abusive, mserable, useless asshole who has
far too high an opinion of the inportance of his own suffering."”

It was nore than Mro could bear. He screanmed in fury and threw hinself at Quim knocking himto
the ground. O course Mro |lost his own balance and fell on top of his brother, then got tangled
in Quims robes. But that was all right; Mro wasn't trying to get up, he was trying to beat sone
pain into Quim as if by doing that he would renove sone from hinsel f.

After only a few bl ows, though, Mro stopped hitting Quimand collapsed in tears, weeping on his
brother's chest. After a nonment he felt Quims arnms around him Heard Quinms soft voice, intoning
a prayer.

"Pai Nosso, que estas no ceu." Fromthere, however, the incantation stopped and the words turned
new and therefore real. "Oteu filho esta comdor, o nmeu irmao precisa a resurreicao da alnma, ele
nmerece o refresco da esperanca.”

Hearing Quim give voice to Mro's pain, to his outrageous demands, nmade Mro ashamed agai n. Wy
should Mro inmagi ne that he deserved new hope? How could he dare to denmand that Quimpray for a
mracle for him for his body to be nade whole? It was unfair, Mro knew, to put Quinmis faith on
the line for a self-pitying unbeliever |ike him
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But the prayer went on. "El e deu tudo aos pequeni nos, e tu nos disseste, Salvador, que qual quer
coi sa que fazenos a estes pequeni nos, fazenos a ti."

Mro wanted to interrupt. If | gave all to the pequeninos, | did it for them not for myself.
But Quimis words held himsilent: You told us, Savior, that whatever we do to these little ones,
we do to you. It was as if Qui mwere demanding that God hold up his end of a bargain. It was a
strange sort of relationship that Qui mnust have with God, as if he had a right to call God to
account .

"Ele nao , cono J¢, perfeito na coracao."

No, I'mnot as perfect as Job. But |'ve |lost everything, just as Job did. Another man fathered
my children on the woman who shoul d have been ny wife. Qthers have acconplished ny
acconpl i shnents. And where Job had boils, | have this lurching half-paralysis-- would Job trade
with nme?

"Rest abel ece el e conp restabel eceste J¢. Em nonme do Pai, e do Filho, e do Espirito Santo. Anem"
Restore himas you restored Job

Mro felt his brother's arnms release him and as if it were those arms, not gravity, that held
himon his brother's chest, Mro rose up at once and stood | ooki ng down on his brother. A bruise
was growing on Quims cheek. Hs |ip was bl eedi ng.

"I hurt you," said Mro. "I'msorry."
"Yes," said Quim "You did hurt ne. And | hurt you. It's a popul ar pastine here. Help nme up."

For a nonent, just one fleeting nonent, Mro forgot that he was crippled, that he could barely
mai ntai n his balance hinself. For just that nonent he began to reach out a hand to his brother
But then he staggered as his bal ance slipped, and he renenbered. "I can't," he said.

"Ch, shut up about being crippled and give ne a hand."

So Mro positioned his legs far apart and bent down over his brother. H s younger brother, who
now was nearly three decades his senior, and older still in wi sdomand conpassion. Mro reached
out his hand. Quimagripped it, and with Mro's help rose up fromthe ground. The effort was
exhausting for Mro; he hadn't the strength for this, and Quimwasn't faking it, he was relying on

Mro to |ift him They ended up facing each other, shoulder to shoul der, hands still together
"You're a good priest," said Mro.
"Yeah," said Quim "And if | ever need a sparring partner, you'll get a call."

"WIl God answer your prayer?"

"Of course. God answers all prayers.”

It took only a monment for Mro to realize what Quimneant. "l nean, will he say yes."
"Ah. That's the part |'m never sure about. Tell nme later if he did."

Qui m wal ked-- rather stiffly, linping-- to the tree. He bent over and picked up a couple of
tal king sticks fromthe ground.

"What are you tal king to Rooter about?"

"He sent word that | need to talk to him There's sonme kind of heresy in one of the forests a
|l ong way from here."

"You convert them and then they go crazy, huh?" said Mro.

"No, actually," said Quim "This is a group that | never preached to. The fathertrees all talk
to each other, so the ideas of Christianity are already everywhere in the world. As usual, heresy
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seenms to spread faster than truth. And Rooter's feeling guilty because it's based on a specul ation
of his."

"l guess that's a serious business for you," said Mro.
Qui mwi nced. "Not just for ne."
"I"'msorry. | nmeant, for the church. For believers."

"Not hi ng so parochial as that, Mro. These pequeni nos have cone up with a really interesting
heresy. Once, not |ong ago, Rooter speculated that, just as Christ came to hunan beings, the Holy
Ghost mnight sonmeday come to the pequeninos. It's a gross misinterpretation of the Holy Trinity,
but this one forest took it quite seriously."

"Sounds pretty parochial to ne."

"Me too. Till Rooter told ne the specifics. You see, they're convinced that the descol ada virus
is the incarnation of the Holy Ghost. It nakes a perverse kind of sense-- since the Holy Ghost has
al ways dwelt everywhere, in all God's creations, it's appropriate for its incarnation to be the
descol ada virus, which also penetrates into every part of every living thing."

"They worship the virus?"

"Ch, yes. After all, didn't you scientists discover that the pequeni nos were created, as
sentient beings, by the descolada virus? So the virus is endued with the creative power, which
means it has a divine nature."

"I guess there's as nmuch literal evidence for that as for the incarnation of God in Christ."

"No, there's a lot nore. But if that were all, Mro, |I'd regard it as a church nmatter
Conplicated, difficult, but-- as you said-- parochial."

"So what is it?"

"The descolada is the second baptism By fire. Only the pequeni nos can endure that baptism and
it carries theminto the third |ife. They are clearly closer to God than hunans, who have been
denied the third life."

"The myt hol ogy of superiority. W could expect that, | guess," said Mro.

"Most communities attenpting to survive under irresistible pressure froma dom nant culture
develop a nyth that allows themto believe they are sonehow a speci al people. Chosen. Favored by
the gods. Gypsies, Jews-- plenty of historical precedents.

"Try this one, Senhor Zenador. Since the pequeninos are the ones chosen by the Holy Ghost, it's
their mssion to spread this second baptismto every tongue and every people."

"Spread the descol ada?"

"To every world. Sort of a portable judgnent day. They arrive, the descol ada spreads, adapts,

kills-- and everybody goes to neet their Mker."

"CGod help us."
"So we hope."

Then Mro made a connection with something he had | earned only the day before. "Quim the
buggers are building a ship for the pequeni nos.”

"So Ender told ne. And when | confronted Father Daymaker about it--"
"He's a pequeni no?"

"One of Human's children. He said, 'OF course,' as if everyone knew about it. Mybe that's what
he thought-- that if the pequeninos knowit, then it's known. He also told ne that this heretic
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group is angling to try to get command of the ship."
n W1y?ll

"So they can take it to an inhabited world, of course. Instead of finding an uni nhabited pl anet
to terraformand col oni ze. "

"I think we'd have to call it lusiformng."
"Funny." Quimwasn't |aughing, though. "They might get their way. This idea of pequeninos being
a superior species is popular, especially anbng non-Christian pequeni nos. Mdst of themaren't very

sophi sticated. They don't catch on to the fact that they're tal king about xenoci de. About w ping
out the human race."

"How could they mss a little fact |ike that?"

"Because the heretics are stressing the fact that God | oves the humans so much that he sent his
only bel oved son. You renmenber the scripture.”

"Whoever believes in himwll not perish.”
"Exactly. Those who believe will have eternal life. As they see it, the third life."
"So those who die nust have been the unbelievers."”

"Not all the pequeninos are lining up to volunteer for service as itinerant destroying angels.
But enough of themare that it has to be stopped. Not just for the sake of Mdther Church."

"Mot her Earth."

"So you see, Mro, sonetines a missionary like nme takes on a great deal of inportance in the
worl d. Somehow | have to persuade these poor heretics of the error of their ways and get themto
accept the doctrine of the church.”

"Why are you tal king to Rooter now?"
"To get the one piece of information the pequeni nos never give us."
"What' s that ?"

"Addresses. There are thousands of pequenino forests on Lusitania. Which one is the heretic
community? Their starship will be |long gone before I find it by random forest-hopping on ny own."

"You' re going al one?"

"I always do. | can't take any of the little brothers with ne, Mro. Until a forest has been
converted, they have a tendency to kill pequenino strangers. One case where it's better to be
raman than utl anning."

"Does Mot her know you're goi ng?"
"Pl ease be practical, Mro. | have no fear of Satan, but Mt her "
"Does Andrew know?"

"Of course. He insists on going with ne. The Speaker for the Dead has enornous prestige, and he
thinks he could help nme."

"So you won't be al one.”

"Of course | will. Wien has a man clothed in the whole arnor of God ever needed the help of a
humani st ?"

"Andrew s a Catholic."
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"He goes to nass, he takes conmuni on, he confesses regularly, but he's still a speaker for the
dead and | don't think he really believes in God. I'Il go alone.”

Mro | ooked at Quimw th new adm ration. "You're one tough son of a bitch, aren't you?"

"Wel ders and smiths are tough. Sons of bitches have problens of their own. |I'mjust a servant of
God and of the church, with a job to do. | think recent evidence suggests that I'min nore danger
fromny brother than | am anong the nost heretical of pequeninos. Since the death of Human, the
pequeni nos have kept the worl dwi de oath-- not one has ever raised a hand in viol ence against a
human bei ng. They may be heretics, but they're still pequeninos. They'll keep the oath."

"I"'msorry | hit you."

"l received it as if it were an enbrace, ny son."
"I wish it had been one, Father Estevao."

"Then it was."

Quimturned to the tree and began to beat out a tattoo. Al nost at once, the sound began to
shift, changing in pitch and tone as the hollow spaces within the tree changed shape. Mro waited
a few monents, |istening, even though he didn't understand the | anguage of the fathertrees. Rooter
was speaking with the only audi bl e voice the fathertrees had. Once he had spoken with a voi ce,
once had articulated Iips with and tongue and teeth. There was nore than one way to | ose your
body. Mro had passed through an experience that should have killed him He had cone out of it
crippled. But he could still nove, however clunsily, could still speak, however slowy. He thought
he was suffering |i ke Job. Rooter and Human, far nore crippled than he, thought they had received
eternal life.

"Pretty ugly situation," said Jane in his ear.
Yes, said Mro silently.

"Fat her Estevao shouldn't go al one," she said. "The pequeni nos used to be devastatingly
effective warriors. They haven't forgotten how "

So tell Ender, said Mro. | don't have any power here.
"Bravely spoken, mny hero," said Jane. "I'll talk to Ender while you wait around here for your
nmracle."

Mro sighed and wal ked back down the hill and through the gate.

Chapter 9 -- PI NEHEAD
<l've been talking to Ender and his sister, Valentine. She's a historian.>
<Expl ain this.>

<She searches through the books to find out the stories of humans, and then wites stories about
what she finds and gives themto all the other hunmans.>

<If the stories are already witten down, why does she wite them agai n?>
<Because they aren't well understood. She hel ps peopl e understand them >

<If the people closer to that tine didn't understand them how can she, coning |ater, understand
t hem better?>

<I asked this nyself, and Valentine said that she doesn't always understand them better. But the

old witers understood what the stories neant to the people of their tinme, and she understands
what the stories mean to people of her tinme.>

file:/lIF|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%203%20-%20Xenocide.txt (102 of 296) [1/14/03 10:05:34 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%203%20-%20X enoci de.txt

<So the story changes. >

<Yes. >
<And yet each tine they still think of the story as a true nenory?>
<Val enti ne expl ai ned sonet hi ng about sone stories being true and others being truthful. | didn't

understand any of it.>

<Why don't they just renenber their stories accurately in the first place? Then they woul dn't
have to keep lying to each other.>

Q ng-jao sat before her termnal, her eyes closed, thinking. Wang-mu was brushing Q ng-jao's hair;
the tugs, the strokes, the very breath of the girl was a confort to her

This was a tinme when Wang-nu coul d speak freely, w thout fear of interrupting her. And, because
Wang- mu was Wang- mu, she used hair-brushing tine for questions. She had so many questi ons.

The first few days her questions had all been about the speaking of the gods. O course, \Wang-mu
had been greatly relieved to |l earn that al nost always tracing a single woodgrain |line was enough--
she had been afraid after that first tinme that Q ng-jao would have to trace the whole floor every
day.

But she still had questions about everything to do with purification. Wiy don't you just get up
and trace a line every norning and have done with it? Wiy don't you just have the floor covered in
carpet? It was so hard to explain that the gods can't be fooled by silly stratagens |ike that.

What if there were no wood at all in the whole world? Wuld the gods burn you up |ike paper?
Wul d a dragon cone and carry you off?

Q ng-jao couldn't answer WAng-mu's questions except to say that this is what the gods required
of her. If there were no woodgrain, the gods wouldn't require her to trace it. To which Wang-nu
replied that they should make a | aw agai nst wooden floors, then, so that Q ng-jao could be shut of
t he whol e busi ness.

Those who hadn't heard the voice of the gods sinply couldn't understand.

Today, though, Wang-mu's question had nothing to do with the gods-- or, at |east, had nothing to
do with thematfirst.

"What is it that finally stopped the Lusitania Fleet?" asked Wang- mu.

Alnmost, Qng-jao sinply took the question in stride; alnost she answered with a laugh: If | knew
that, | could rest! But then she realized that Wang-mu probably shoul dn't even know that the
Lusitani a Fl eet had di sappear ed.

"How woul d you know anyt hi ng about the Lusitania Fleet?"
"I can read, can't |?" said Wang-nmu, perhaps a little too proudly.

But why shoul dn't she be proud? Qng-jao had told her, truthfully, that Wang-nu | earned very
qui ckly indeed, and figured out many things for herself. She was very intelligent, and Q ng-jao
knew she shouldn't be surprised if Wang-nu understood nore than was told to her directly.

"I can see what you have on your termnal," said Wang-nu, "and it always has to do with the
Lusitania Fleet. Also you discussed it with your father the first day | was here. | didn't
under stand nost of what you said, but | knew it had to do with the Lusitania Fleet." Wang-nu's
voi ce was suddenly filled with |oathing. "May the gods piss in the face of the man who | aunched
that fleet."

Her vehenence was shocki ng enough; the fact that Wang-nu was speaki ng agai nst Starways Congress
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was unbel i evabl e.
"Do you know who it was that |aunched the fleet?" asked Q ng-j ao.

"Of course. It was the selfish politicians in Starways Congress, trying to destroy any hope that
a colony world could win its independence.”

So Wang-mu knew she was speaking treasonously. Q ng-jao renenbered her own simlar words, |ong
ago, with loathing; to have themsaid again in her presence-- and by her own secret naid-- was
out rageous. "What do you know of these things? These are matters for Congress, and here you are
speaki ng of independence and col oni es and--"

Wang- mu was on her knees, head bowed to the floor. Qng-jao was at once ashamed for speaking so
harshly.

"Ch, get up, Wang-nu."
"You're angry with me."

"I'"'m shocked to hear you talk like that, that's all. Were did you hear such nonsense?"

"Everybody says it," said Wang- mu.

"Not everybody," said Q ng-jao. "Father never says it. On the other hand, Denpbsthenes says that
sort of thing all the tinme." Qng-jao renmenbered how she had felt when she first read the words of
Denost henes-- how |l ogical and right and fair he had sounded. Only |ater, after Father had
expl ai ned to her that Denpbsthenes was the eneny of the rulers and therefore the eneny of the gods,
only then did she realize how oily and deceptive the traitor's words had been, which had al nost
seduced her into believing that the Lusitania Fleet was evil. |If Denposthenes had been able to conme
so close to fooling an educated godspoken girl like Q ng-jao, no wonder that she was hearing his
words repeated like truth in the mouth of a comron girl

"Who i s Denpbst henes?" asked Wang- nmu.

"Atraitor who is apparently succeedi ng better than anyone thought." Did Starways Congress
realize that Denpsthenes' ideas were being repeated by people who had never heard of hinP Did
anyone understand what this meant? Denosthenes' ideas were now the common wi sdom of the conmon
peopl e. Things had reached a nore dangerous turn than Q ng-jao had imagi ned. Father was w ser; he
must know al ready. "Never mind," said QG ngjao. "Tell me about the Lusitania Fleet."

"How can |, when it will nake you angry?"
Q ng-jao waited patiently.

"Al'l right then," said Wang-mu, but she still |ooked wary. "Father says-- and so does Pan Ku-
wei, his very wise friend who once took the examination for the civil service and cane very very
close to passing--"

"What do they say?"

"That it's a very bad thing for Congress to send a huge fleet-- and so huge-- all to attack the
tiniest colony sinply because they refused to send away two of their citizens for trial on another
worl d. They say that justice is conpletely on the side of Lusitania, because to send people from
one planet to another against their will is to take themaway fromfamly and friends forever.
That's |like sentencing them before the trial."

"What if they're guilty?"

"That's for the courts to decide on their own world, where people know them and can neasure
their crine fairly, not for Congress to decide fromfar away where they know nothing and
understand | ess. " Wang-nu ducked her head. "That's what Pan Ku-wei says."

Qng-jao stilled her own revul sion at Wang-nu's traitorous words; it was inportant to know what
t he common peopl e thought, even if the very hearing of it nmade Q ng-jao sure the gods woul d be
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angry with her for such disloyalty. "So you think that the Lusitania Fleet should never have been
sent ?"

"If they can send a fleet against Lusitania for no good reason, what's to stop them from sendi ng
a fleet against Path? W're also a colony, not one of the Hundred Wrlds, not a menber of Starways
Congress. Wat's to stop them fromdeclaring that Han Fei-tzu is a traitor and naking himtrave
to sonme faraway planet and never come back for sixty years?"

The thought was a terrible one, and it was presunptuous of Wang-nmu to bring her father into the
di scussi on, not because she was a servant, but because it woul d be presunptuous of anyone to
i magi ne the great Han Fei-tzu being convicted of a crine. Qng-jao's conposure failed her for a
monment, and she spoke her outrage: "Starways Congress woul d never treat my father like a
crimnal!"

"Forgive me, @ ng-jao. You told ne to repeat what ny father said."
"You mean your father spoke of Han Fei-tzu?"

"Al'l the people of Jonlei know that Han Fei-tzu is the nost honorable man of Path. It's our
greatest pride, that the House of Han is part of our city."

So, thought Q ng-jao, you knew exactly how ambitious you were bei ng when you set out to becone
hi s daughter's maid.

"I meant no disrespect, nor did they. But isn't it true that if Starways Congress wanted to,
they could order Path to send your father to another world to stand trial?"

"They woul d never--"

"But could they?" insisted Wang- nu.

"Path is a colony," said Qng-jao. "The law allows it, but Starways Congress would never--"
"But if they did it to Lusitania, why wouldn't they do it to Path?"

"Because the xenol ogers on Lusitania were guilty of crinmes that--"

"The people of Lusitania didn't think so. Their governnent refused to send themoff for trial."

"That's the worst part. How can a planetary government dare to think they know better than
Congr ess?”

"But they knew everything," said Wang-nu, as if this idea were so natural that everyone nust
know it. "They knew those people, those xenologers. If Starways Congress ordered Path to send Han
Fei-tzu to go stand trial on another world for a crine we know he didn't conmit, don't you think
we woul d al so rebel rather than send such a great man? And then they woul d send a fl eet agai nst
us."

"Starways Congress is the source of all justice in the Hundred Wrlds." Q ng-jao spoke with
finality. The discussion was over.

| mpudently, Wang-nmu didn't fall silent. "But Path isn't one of the Hundred Worlds yet, is it?"
she said. "We're just a colony. They can do what they want, and that's not right."

Wang- mu nodded her head at the end, as if she thought she had utterly prevailed. Q ng-jao al nost
| aughed. She woul d have | aughed, in fact, if she hadn't been so angry. Partly she was angry
because Wang-nu had interrupted her nmany tines and had even contradi cted her, sonething that her
teachers had al ways been very careful not to do. Still, Wang-nu's audacity was probably a good
thing, and Q@ ng-jao's anger was a sign that she had becone too used to the undeserved respect
peopl e showed to her ideas sinply because they fell fromthe |ips of the godspoken. \WAng-nmu rmnust
be encouraged to speak to her like this. That part of Q ng-jao's anger was wong, and she mnust get
ridof it.

But much of Q ng-jao's anger was because of the way Wang-mu had spoken about Starways Congress
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It was as if Wang-nu didn't think of Congress as the supreme authority over all of humanity; as if
Wang-mu i nagi ned that Path was nore inportant than the collective will of all the worlds. Even if
the inconcei vabl e happened and Han Fei-tzu were ordered to stand trial on a world a hundred

| ightyears away, he would do it without nurnmur-- and he would be furious if anyone on Path nmde
the slightest resistance. To rebel like Lusitania? Unthinkable. It nade QG ng-jao feel dirty just
to think of it.

Dirty. Inpure. To hold such a rebellious thought nade her start searching for a woodgrain |ine
to trace.

"Q ng-jao!" cried Wang-nu, as soon as Q@ ng-jao knelt and bowed over the floor. "Please tell ne
that the gods aren't punishing you for hearing the words | said!"

"They aren't punishing nme," said Qng-jao. "They're purifying nme."
"But they weren't even ny words, Q ng-jao. They were the words of people who aren't even here."
"They were inmpure words, whoever said them"™

"But that's not fair, to make you cleanse yourself for ideas that you never even thought of or
believed in!"

Wrse and worse! Wul d Wang- nu never stop? "Now nust | hear you tell ne that the gods thensel ves
are unfair?"

"They are, if they punish you for other people' s words!"
The girl was outrageous. "Now you are w ser than the gods?”

"They mi ght as well punish you for being pulled on by gravity, or being fallen on by rain!"

"If they tell me to purify nyself for such things, then I'Il do it, and call it justice," said
Q ng-j ao.

"Then justice has no neaning!" cried Wang-mu. "Wen you say the word, you mean whatever-the- gods-
happen-to-deci de. But when | say the word, | nean fairness, | nmean people being punished only for
what they did on purpose, | nean--"

"I't's what the gods mean by justice that | nust listen to."
"Justice is justice, whatever the gods m ght say!"

Al nost Qng-jao rose up fromthe floor and sl apped her secret maid. It would have been her
right, for Wang-nu was causi ng her as nuch pain as if she had struck her. But it was not Q ng-
jao's way to strike a person who was not free to strike back. Besides, there was a far nore
interesting puzzle here. After all, the gods had sent Wang-mu to her-Q ng-jao was al ready sure of
that. So instead of arguing with Wang-mu directly, Q@ ng-jao should try to understand what the gods
meant by sending her a servant who woul d say such shameful, disrespectful things.

The gods had caused Wang-nu to say that it was unjust to punish Qng-jao for sinply hearing
anot her person's disrespectful opinions. Perhaps Wang-nu's statenment was true. But it was also
true that the gods could not be unjust. Therefore it nust be that Q ng-jao was not being puni shed
for sinply hearing the treasonous opinions of the people. No, Q@ ng-jao had to purify herself
because, in her heart of hearts, sone part of her nust believe those opinions. She nust cleanse
hersel f because deep inside she still doubted the heavenly mandate of Starways Congress; she stil
bel i eved they were not just.

Qng-jao inmediately crawled to the nearest wall and began | ooking for the right woodgrain |line
to foll ow. Because of Wang-mu's words, Q ng-jao had discovered a secret filthiness inside herself.
The gods had brought her another step closer to knowi ng the darkest places inside herself, so that
she m ght soneday be utterly filled with Ilight and thus earn the nane that even now was still only
a nmockery. Some part of me doubts the righteousness of Starways Congress. O Gods, for the sake of
my ancestors, mny people, and ny rulers, and last of all for me, purge this doubt fromne and nake
me cl ean!
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When she finished tracing the line-- and it took only a single line to make her clean, which was
a good sign that she had | earned sonething true-- there sat Wang-mu, watching her. Al of Q ng-
jao's anger was gone now, and indeed she was grateful to Wang-nu for having been an unwitting too
of the gods in helping her learn new truth. But still, Wang-nmu had to understand that she had been
out of Iline.

"In this house, we are |oyal servants of Starways Congress,"” said Q ngjao, her voice soft, her

expression as kind as she could nake it. "And if you're a |loyal servant of this house, you'll also
serve Congress with all your heart." How could she explain to Wang-nu how pai nfully she had
| earned that |esson herself-- how painfully she was still learning it? She needed Wang-nu to help
her, not make it harder.

"Holy one, | didn't know," said Wang-nu, "I didn't guess. | had always heard the nane of Han Fei -
tzu mentioned as the noblest servant of Path. | thought it was the Path that you served, not

Congress, or | never would have..."
"Never woul d have come to work here?"

"Never woul d have spoken harshly about Congress," said Wang-nmu. "I would serve you even if you
lived in the house of a dragon.”

Maybe | do, thought Q ng-jao. Maybe the god who purifies me is a dragon, cold and hot, terrible
and beautiful.

"Renenber, Wang-nu, that the world called Path is not the Path itself, but only was named so to
remind us to live the true Path every day. My father and | serve Congress because they have the
mandat e of heaven, and so the Path requires that we serve them even above the w shes or needs of
the particular world called Path.”

Wang-mu | ooked at her with w de eyes, unblinking. Did she understand? D d she believe? No matter-
- she would conme to believe in tine.

"Go away now, \Wang-mu. | have to work."

"Yes, Qng-jao." Wang-nu i medi ately got up and backed away, bowi ng. Q ng-jao turned back to her
termnal. But as she began to call up nore reports into the display, she becane aware that someone
was in the roomwth her. She whirled around on her chair; there in the doorway stood Wang- nu.

"What is it?" asked Q ng-j ao.

"I's it the duty of a secret naid to tell you whatever wi sdomcones to her nmind, even if it turns
out to be foolishness?"

"You can say whatever you like to ne," said Qng-jao. "Have | ever punished you?"

"Then please forgive ne, ny Qng-jao, if | dare to say sonething about this great task you are
wor ki ng on."

What did Wang-nu know of the Lusitania Fleet? Wang-nmu was a qui ck student, but Q ng-jao was
still teaching her at such a primtive level in every subject that it was absurd to think Wang- nu
could even grasp the problens, let alone think of an answer. Neverthel ess, Father had taught her:
Servants are al ways happi er when they know their voices are heard by their naster. "Please tel
me," said Qng-jao. "How can you say anything nore foolish than the things | have already sai d?"

"My beloved elder sister," said Wang-nu, "I really got this idea fromyou. You' ve said so nany
tinmes that nothing known to all of science and history could possibly have caused the fleet to
di sappear so perfectly, and all at once."

"But it happened," said Qng-jao, "and so it nust be possible after all.'

"What came to nmy mind, ny sweet Q ng-jao," said Wang-mu, "is some thing you explained to ne as
we studied logic. About first and final cause. Al this tinme you have been | ooking for first
causes-- how the fleet was nade to di sappear. But have you | ooked for final causes-- what soneone
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hoped to acconplish by cutting off the fleet, or even destroying it?"

"Everyone knows why people want the fleet stopped. They're trying to protect the rights of
colonies, or else they have sone ridicul ous idea that Congress neans to destroy the pequeni nos
along with the whole colony. There are billions of people who want the fleet to stop. Al of them
are seditious in their hearts, and enenmies of the gods."

"But sonebody actually did it," said Wang-rmu. "1 only thought that since you can't find out what
happened to the fleet directly, then maybe if you find out who nade it happen, that will |ead you
to find out howthey did it."

"We don't even know that it was done by a who," said Qng-jao. "It could have been a what.

Nat ural phenonena don't have purposes in mnd, since they don't have nm nds."

Wang- mu bowed her head. "I did waste your time, then, Q@ ng-jao. Please forgive nme. | should have
| eft when you told ne to go."

"It's all right," said Q ng-jao

Wang- mu was al ready gone; Q ng-jao didn't know whether her servant had even heard her
reassurance. Never nind, thought Qng-jao. If Wangmu was offended, |1'Il make it up to her later
It was sweet of the girl to think she could help ne with ny task; I'll make sure she knows |'m
gl ad she has such an eager heart.

Wth Wang-nu out of the room Q ng-jao went back to her terminal. She idly flipped the reports
through her terminal's display. She had | ooked at all of them before, and she had found not hing
useful . Way should this time be different? Maybe these reports and sunmari es showed her nothing
because there was nothing to show Mybe the fleet disappeared because of sone god-gone-berserk;
there were stories of such things in ancient times. Maybe there was no evi dence of human
i ntervention because a human didn't do it. What woul d Father say about that, she wondered. How
woul d Congress deal with a lunatic deity? They couldn't even track down that seditious witer
Denost henes-- what hope did they have of tracking and trapping a god?

Whoever Denosthenes is, he's laughing right now, thought Qng-jao. Al his work to persuade
peopl e that the government was wong to send the Lusitania Fleet, and now the fleet has stopped,
just as Denosthenes want ed.

Just as Denosthenes wanted. For the first tine, Q ng-jao made a nental connection that was so
obvi ous she couldn't believe she hadn't thought of it before. It was so obvious, in fact, that the
police in many a city had assuned that those who were already known to foll ow Denpost henes nust
surely have been involved in naking the fleet disappear. They had rounded up everyone suspected of
sedition and tried to force confessions out of them But of course they hadn't actually questioned
Denost henes, because nobody knew who he was.

Denost henes, so clever he has evaded di scovery for years, despite all the searching of the
Congress Police; Denpsthenes, who is every bit as elusive as the cause of the disappearance of the
fleet. If he could work the one trick, why not the other? Maybe if | find Denbsthenes, 1'll find
out how the fleet was cut off. Not that | have any idea even where to start |ooking. But at |east
it's a different avenue of approach. At least it won't nean readi ng the sane enpty, useless
reports over and over again.

Suddenly Q ng-jao rermenbered who had said al nost exactly the sane thing, only noments before.
She felt herself blushing, the blood hot in her cheeks. How arrogant | was, to condescend to Wang-
mu, to patronize her for imagining she could help me with nmy lofty task. And now, not five ninutes
| ater, the thought she planted in nmy mind has bl ossoned into a plan. Even if the plan fails, she
was the one who gave it to nme, or at |least started me thinking of it. Thus | was the fool to think
her foolish. Tears of shame filled Q ng-jao' s eyes.

Then she thought of sone famous |ines froma song by her ancestor-of-the-heart:
I want to call back the blackberry flowers that have fallen though pear blossons remain

The poet Li Q ng-jao knew the pain of regretting words that have already fallen fromour I|ips
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and can never be called back. But she was wi se enough to renenber that even though those words are
gone, there are still new words waiting to be said, |ike the pear bl ossons.

To confort herself for the shame of having been so arrogant, Q ng-jao repeated all the words of
the song; or at least she started to. But when she got to the Iine

dragon boats on the river

her mind drifted to the Lusitania Fleet, imagining all those starships |like riverboats, painted
so fiercely, and yet drifting nowwith the current, so far fromthe shore that they can no | onger
be heard no matter how | oud they shout.

From dragon boats her thoughts turned to dragon kites, and now she thought of the Lusitania
Fleet as kites with broken strings, carried along by the wind, no |onger tethered to the child who
first gave themflight. How beautiful, to see themfree; yet howterrifying it nust be for them
who never wi shed for freedom

| did not fear the mad winds and violent rain

The words of the song cane back to her again. | did not fear. Mad winds. Violent rain. | did not
fear as

we drank to good fortune with warm bl ackberry wi ne now | cannot conceive howto retrieve that
time

My ancestor-of-the-heart could drink away her fear, thought Q ng-jao, because she had soneone to
drink with. And even now,

alone on ny mat with a cup gazing sadly into nothingness

the poet renmenbers her gone conpani on. Whom do | renmenber now? thought Q ng-jao. Were is ny
tender | ove? What an age it nust have been then, when the great Li Q@ ng-jao was still nortal, and
men and worren coul d be together as tender friends w thout any worry about who was godspoken and
who was not. Then a worman could live such a life that even in her |oneliness she had nenories. |
can't even renenber ny nother's face. Only the flat pictures; | can't renenber seeing her face
turn and nove while her eyes |ooked at me. | have only nmy Father, who is like a god; | can worship
hi m and obey himand even | ove himbut | can never be playful with him not really; when | tease
himI'm always watching to be sure he approves of the way | tease him And Wang-mu; | tal ked so
firmy about how we would be friends, and yet | treat her like a servant, | never for a nonent
forget who is godspoken and who is not. It's a wall that can never be crossed. |I'm al one now and
I'"'mal one forever

a clear cold cones through the wi ndow curtains crescent noon beyond the gol den bars

She shivered. | and the noon. Didn't the Greeks think of their noon as a cold virgin, a
huntress? Is that not what | am now? Sixteen years old and untouched

and a flute sounds as if someone were com ng
I listen and listen but never hear the nel ody of someone comng ..

No. What she heard were the distant sounds of a neal being readied; a clattering of bow s and
spoons, laughter fromthe kitchen. Her reverie broken, she reached up and wi ped the foolish tears
fromher cheeks. How could she think of herself as lonely, when she lived in this full house where
everyone had cared for her all her Iife? | sit here reciting to nyself scraps of old poetry when |
have work to do

At once she began to call up the reports that had been made about investigations into the
identity of Denopsthenes.

The reports nade her think for a nmonment that this was a dead end, too. Mre than three dozen
witers on alnost as many worl ds had been arrested for producing seditious docunments under that
name. Starways Congress had reached the obvious conclusion: Denosthenes was sinply the catchal
nane used by any rebel who wanted to get attention. There was no real Denobsthenes, not even an
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organi zed conspiracy.

But Q ng-jao had doubts about that conclusion. Denosthenes had been renarkably successful in
stirring up trouble on every world. Could there possibly be soneone of so nuch tal ent anobng the
traitors on every planet? Not |ikely.

Besi des, thinking back to when she had read Denosthenes, Q ng-jao, renenbered noticing the
coherence of his witings. The singularity and consistency of his vision-- that was part of what
made hi m so seductive. Everything seened to fit, to nake sense together

Hadn't Denpbst henes al so devi sed the Hierarchy of Foreignness? Ul anning, framing, ranman,
varel se. No; that had been witten many years ago-- it had to be a different Denpbsthenes. Was it
because of that earlier Denpsthenes' hierarchy that the traitors were using the nane? They were
witing in support of the independence of Lusitania, the only world where intelligent nonhuman
life had been found. It was only appropriate to use the name of the witer who had first taught
humanity to realize that the universe wasn't divided between humans and nonhunans, or between
intelligent and non-intelligent species.

Some strangers, the earlier Denpbsthenes had said, were framings-- humans from anot her worl d.
Sone were ramen-- of another intelligent species, yet able to comunicate w th human bei ngs, so
that we could work out differences and nake deci sions together. Qthers were varel se, "w se
beasts,” clearly intelligent and yet conpletely unable to reach a common ground w th hunanki nd.
Only with varel se would war ever be justified; with ranman, hunmans coul d nake peace and share the
habi table worlds. It was an open way of thinking, full of hope that strangers might still be
friends. People who thought that way could never have sent a fleet with Dr. Device to a world
i nhabited by an intelligent species.

This was a very unconfortable thought: that the Denpbsthenes of the hierarchy would al so
di sapprove of the Lusitania Fleet. A nost at once Qng-jao had to counter it. It didn't matter
what the ol d Denpbsthenes thought, did it? The new Denost henes, the seditious one, was no w se
phi |l osopher trying to bring peoples together. Instead he was trying to sow di ssension and
di scontent anong the worlds-- provoke quarrels, perhaps even wars between framings.

And seditious Denpsthenes was not just a conposite of many rebels working on different worlds.
Her computer search soon confirnmed it. True, many rebels were found who had published on their own
pl anet using the nane Denobst henes, but they were always linked to small, ineffective, useless
little publications-- never to the really dangerous docunments that seemed to turn up
simul taneously on half the worlds at once. Each |ocal police force, however, was very happy to
declare their own petty "Denpsthenes" the perpetrator of all the witings, take their bows, and
cl ose the case.

St arways Congress had been only too happy to do the sane thing with their own investigation
Havi ng found several dozen cases where local police had arrested and convicted rebels who had
i ncontrovertibly published sonething under the nane Denosthenes, the Congress investigators sighed
contentedly, declared that Denpbsthenes had proved to be a catchall name and not one person at all
and then stopped investigating.

In short, they had all taken the easy way out. Selfish, disloyal-- @ng-jao felt a surge of
i ndi gnation that such people were allowed to continue in their high offices. They should be
puni shed, and severely, too, for having let their private | aziness or their desire for praise |ead
them to abandon the investigation of Denbsthenes. Didn't they realize that Denosthenes was truly
dangerous? That his witings were now the combn w sdom of at |east one world, and if one, then
probably many? Because of him how many people on how many worlds would rejoice if they knew that
the Lusitania Fl eet had di sappeared? No matter how nmany people the police had arrested under the
nane Denosthenes, his works kept appearing, and always in that sanme voice of sweet reasonabl eness.
No, the nore she read the reports, the nore certain Q ng-jao becane that Denpsthenes was one man
as yet undiscovered. One man who knew how to keep secrets inpossibly well.

From the kitchen cane the sound of the flute; they were being called to dinner. She gazed into
the di splay space over her terminal, where the latest report still hovered, the name Denosthenes
repeated over and over. "I know you exist, Denosthenes," she whispered, "and | know you are very
clever, and | will find you. When | do, you will stop your war against the rulers, and you wl|
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tell ne what has happened to the Lusitania Fleet. Then | will be done with you, and Congress wil |
puni sh you, and Father will becone the god of Path and live forever in the Infinite West. That is
the task that | was born for, the gods have chosen ne for it, you mght just as well show yourself
to ne now as later, for eventually all nen and wonen |lay their heads under the feet of the gods."

The flute played on, a breathy | ow nmel ody, drawing Q ng-jao out of herself and toward the
conpany of the household. To her, this half-whispered nmusic was the song of the innost spirit, the
qui et conversation of trees over a still pond, the sound of menories arising unbidden into the
m nd of a worman in prayer. Thus were they called to dine in the house of the noble Han Fei-tzu

* k k

Havi ng heard Q ng-jao's chall enge, Jane thought: This is what fear of death tastes |ike. Human
beings feel this all the tinme, and yet sonehow they go on fromday to day, knowi ng that at any
monent they may cease to be. But this is because they can forget something and still knowit; |
can never forget, not without |osing the know edge entirely. I know that Han Q ng-jao is on the
verge of finding secrets that have stayed hi dden only because no one has | ooked hard for them And
when those secrets are known, | will die.

"Ender," she whi sper ed.

Was it day or night on Lusitani a? Was he awake or asl eep? For Jane, to ask a question is either
to know or not-know. So she knew at once that it was night. Ender had been asl eep, but now he was
awake; he was still attuned to her voice, she realized, even though many silences had passed
between themin the past thirty years.

"Jane," he whi spered.

Beside himhis w fe, Novinha, stirred in her sleep. Jane heard her, felt the vibration of her
novenent, saw the changi ng shadows through the sensor that Ender wore in his ear. It was good that
Jane had not yet learned to feel jealousy, or she might have hated Novinha for lying there, a warm
body beside Ender's own. But Novi nha, being human, was gifted at jeal ousy, and Jane knew how
Novi nha seet hed whenever she saw Ender speaking to the worman who lived in the jewel in his ear
"Hush," said Jane. "Don't wake people up."

Ender answered by noving his |lips and tongue and teeth, without letting anything | ouder than a
breath pass his lips. "How fare our enemes in flight?" he said. He had greeted her this way for
nmany years.

"Not well," said Jane.

"Perhaps you shoul dn't have bl ocked them W would have found a way. Valentine's witings--"
"Are about to have their true authorship uncovered.™

"Everything's about to be uncovered." He didn't say: because of you.

"Only because Lusitania was marked for destruction," she answered. She also didn't say: because
of you. There was plenty of blame to go around.

"So they know about Val entine?"
"Agirl is finding out. On the world of Path.”
"I don't know the place.”

"A fairly new colony, a couple of centuries. Chinese. Dedicated to preserving an odd nix of old
religions. The gods speak to them"

"I lived on nore than one Chi nese world," said Ender. "People believed in the old gods on all of
them Gods are alive on every world, even here in the smallest human colony of all. They stil
have nmiracles of healing at the shrine of Os Venerados. Rooter has been telling us of a new heresy
out in the hinterland somewhere. Some pequeni nos who commune constantly with the Holy Ghost."
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"This business with gods is something | don't understand," said Jane. "Hasn't anyone caught on
yet that the gods al ways say what people want to hear?"

"Not so," said Ender. "The gods often ask us to do things we never desired, things that require
us to sacrifice everything on their behalf. Don't underestimte the gods."

"Does your Catholic God speak to you?"

"Maybe he does. | never hear him though. O if I do, | never knowthat it's his voice |I'm
hearing. "

"And when you die, do the gods of every people really gather themup and take them off somewhere
to live forever?"

"l don't know. They never wite."
"When | die, will there be sone god to carry nme away?"

Ender was still for a noment, and then he began to address her in his storytelling manner
"There's an old tale of a doll mker who never had a son. So he nmade a puppet that was so lifelike
that it |looked like a real boy, and he woul d hold the wooden boy on his lap and talk to it and
pretend it was his son. He wasn't crazy-- he still knew it was a doll-- he called it Pinehead. But
one day a god canme and touched the puppet and it cane to |ife, and when the dol |l nmaker spoke to it,
Pi nehead answered. The dol | maker never told anyone about this. He kept his wooden son at hone, but
he brought the boy every tale he could gather and news of every wonder under heaven. Then one day
the dol | maker was coming hone fromthe wharf with tales of a far-off |and that had just been
di scovered, when he saw that his house was on fire. Inmmediately he tried to run into the house,
crying out, 'My son! My son!' But his neighbors stopped him saying, 'Are you mad? You have no
son!' He watched the house burn to the ground, and when it was over he plunged into the ruins and
covered hinself with hot ashes and wept bitterly. He refused to be conforted. He refused to
rebuild his shop. When peopl e asked hi mwhy, he said his son was dead. He stayed alive by doing
odd jobs for other people, and they pitied himbecause they were sure the fire had made him a
lunatic. Then one day, three years later, a small orphan boy cane to himand tugged on his sl eeve
and said, 'Father, don't you have a tale for ne?' "

Jane waited, but Ender said no nore. "That's the whole story?"

"I'sn't it enough?"

"Why did you tell me this? It's all dreams and wi shes. Wat does it have to do with ne?"
"It was the story that came to mind."

"Way did it come to mi nd?"

"Maybe that's how God speaks to nme," said Ender. "Or naybe |I'msleepy and | don't have what you
want from me."

"I don't even know what | want fromyou."

"I know what you want," said Ender. "You want to be alive, with your own body, not dependent on
the philotic web that binds the ansibles together. 1'd give you that gift if | could. If you can
figure out a way for me to do it, I1'll do it for you. But Jane, you don't even know what you are
Maybe when you know how you cane to exist, what makes you yourself, then nmaybe we can save you
fromthe day when they shut down the ansibles to kill you. "

"So that's your story? Maybe I'Il burn down with the house, but somehow ny soul will end up in a
t hree-year-ol d orphan boy?"

"Find out who you are, what you are, your essence, and we'll see if we can nove you somewhere
safer until all this is over. W've got an ansible. Maybe we can put you back."

"There aren't conputers enough on Lusitania to contain ne."
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"You don't know that. You don't know what your self is.

"You're telling me to find my soul." She nade her voice sound derisive as she said the word.

"Jane, the nmiracle wasn't that the doll was reborn as a boy. The nmiracle was the fact that the
puppet ever canme to life at all. Sonething happened to turn meani ngl ess conmputer connections into
a sentient being. Sonething created you. That's what makes no sense. After that one, the other
part shoul d be easy."

Hi s speech was slurring. He wants ne to go away so he can sleep, she thought. "I'I|l work on
this."

"Good night," he murnured.

He dropped off to sleep alnost at once. Jane wondered: Was he ever really awake? WII he
remenber in the norning that we tal ked?

Then she felt the bed shift. Novinha; her breathing was different. Only then did Jane reali ze:
Novi nha woke up while Ender and | were tal king. She knows what those al nost inaudible clicking and
smacki ng noi ses al ways mean, that Ender was subvocalizing in order to talk with me. Ender nmay
forget that we spoke tonight, but Novinha will not. As if she had caught himsharing a bed with a
lover. If only she could think of me another way. As a daughter. As Ender's bastard daughter by a
liaison long ago. His child by way of the fantasy game. Wuld she be jeal ous then?

Am | Ender's chil d?

Jane began to search back in her own past. She began to study her own nature. She began to try
to di scover who she was and why she was alive.

But because she was Jane, and not a human being, that was not all she was doing. She was al so
tracking Q ng-jao's searches through the data dealing wth Denosthenes, watching her come cl oser
and closer to the truth.

Jane's nobst urgent activity, however, was searching for a way to nake Q ng-jao want to stop
trying to find her. This was the hardest task of all, for despite all Jane's experience with human
nm nds, despite all her conversations with Ender, individual human beings were still nysterious.
Jane had concluded: No matter how well you know what a person has done and what he thought he was
doi ng when he did it and what he now thinks of what he did, it is inpossible to be certain of what
he will do next. Yet she had no choice but to try. So she began to watch the house of Han Fei-tzu
in a way that she had watched no one but Ender and, nore recently, his stepson Mro. She could no
| onger wait for Qng-jao and her father to enter data into the conputer and try to understand them
fromthat. Now she had to take control of the house conmputer in order to use the audio and video
receptors on the terminals in alnpst every roomto be her ears and eyes. She watched them Al one
and apart, she devoted a considerable part of her attention to them studying and analyzing their
words, their actions, trying to discern what they neant to each other

It did not take her long to realize that Q ng-jao could best be influenced, not by confronting
her with argunments, but rather by persuading her father first and then letting hi mpersuade Q ng-
jao. That was nore in harmony with the Path; Han Q ng-jao woul d never di sobey Starways Congress
unl ess Han Fei-tzu told her to; and then she woul d be bound to do it.

In a way, this nmade Jane's task much easier. Persuading Qng-jao, a volatile and passionate
adol escent who did not yet understand herself at all, would be chancy at best. But Han Fei-tzu was
a man of settled character, a rational nman, yet a man of deep feeling; he could be persuaded by
argunents, especially if Jane could convince himthat opposing Congress was for the good of his
worl d and of humanity at large. Al she needed was the right information to | et himreach that
concl usi on.

By now Jane al ready understood as nuch of the social patterns of Path as any human knew, because
she had absorbed every history, every anthropol ogi cal report, and every docunent produced by the
peopl e of Path. What she | earned was disturbing: the people of Path were far nore deeply
controlled by their gods than any other people in any other place or time. Furthernore, the way
that the gods spoke to themwas disturbing. It was clearly the well-known brain defect called
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obsessi ve- conpul sive disorder-- OCD. Early in the history of Path-- seven generations before, when
the world was first being settled-- the doctors had treated the di sorder accordingly. But they

di scovered at once that the godspoken of Path did not respond at all to the normal drugs that in
all other OCD patients restored the chem cal bal ance of "enoughness," that sense in a person's
mnd that a job is conpleted and there is no need to worry about it anynore. The godspoken
exhibited all the behaviors associated with OCD, but the well-known brain defect was not present.
There nust be another, an unknown cause.

Now Jane expl ored nore deeply into this story, and found docunents on other worlds, not on Path
at all, that told nore of the story. The researchers had i medi ately concluded that there mnust
have been a new nutation that caused a related brain defect with similar results. But as soon as
they issued their prelinmnary report, all the research ended and the researchers were assigned to
anot her worl d.

To another world-- that was al nost unthinkable. It nmeant uprooting them and di sconnecting them
fromtime, carrying themaway fromall friends and family that didn't go with them And yet not
one of themrefused-- which surely meant that enormous pressure had been brought to bear on them
They all left Path and no one had pursued research along those lines in the years since then

Jane's first hypothesis was that one of the governnent agencies on Path itself had exiled them
and cut off their research; after all, the followers of the Path wouldn't want their faith to be
di srupted by finding the physical cause of the speaking of the gods in their own brains. But Jane
found no evidence that the | ocal governnent had ever been aware of the full report. The only part
of it that had ever circulated on Path was the general conclusion that the speaking of the gods
was definitely not the fanmliar, and treatable, OCD. The people of Path had | earned only enough of
the report to feel confirmed that the speaking of the gods had no known physical cause. Science
had "proved" that the gods were real. There was no record of anyone on Path taking any action to
cause further information or research to be suppressed. Those decisions had all cone from outside.
From Congr ess.

There had to be sonme key information hidden even from Jane, whose nmind easily reached into every
el ectronic nenory that was connected with the ansible network. That would only happen if those who
knew t he secret had feared its discovery so nmuch they kept it conpletely out of even the nost top-
secret and restricted conputers of governnent.

Jane could not let that stop her. She would have to piece together the truth fromthe scraps of
informati on that woul d have been |l eft inadvertently in unrel ated docunents and dat abases. She
woul d have to find other events that helped fill in the mssing parts of the picture. In the |long
run, human beings coul d never keep secrets from soneone with Jane's unlinited tinme and patience.
She woul d find out what Congress was doing with Path, and when she had the information, she would
use it, if she could, to turn Han Q ng-jao away from her destructive course. For Q ng-jao, too,
was opening up secrets-- ol der ones, secrets that had been hidden for three thousand years.

Chapter 10 -- MARTYR

<Ender says that we're at the fulcrumof history, here on Lusitania. That in the next few nonths
or years this will be the place where either death or understanding cane to every sentient
speci es. >

<How t houghtful of him to bring us here just in tine for our possible denise.>
<You're teasing ne, of course.>
<If we knew how to tease, perhaps we'd do it to you.>

<Lusitania is the fulcrumof history in part because you're here. You carry a fulcrumwth you
wher ever you go. >

<W discard it. W give it to you. It's yours.>
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<Wherever strangers neet is the ful crum>
<Then let's not be strangers anynore. >

<Humans insist on making strangers of us-- it's built into their genetic naterial. But we can be
friends. >

<This word is too strong. Say that we are fellowcitizens.>
<At |east as long as our interests coincide.>
<As long as the stars shine, our interests will coincide.>

<Maybe not so long. Maybe only as |long as human beings are stronger and nore nunerous than we
are. >

<That will do for now >

Quimcane to the nmeeting without protest, though it mght well set himback a full day in his
journey. He had | earned patience | ong ago. No natter how urgent he felt his mssion to the
heretics to be, he could acconplish little, in the long run, if he didn't have the support of the
hurman col ony behind him So if Bishop Peregrino asked himto attend a nmeeting with Kovano Zeljezo,
the mayor of M I agre and governor of Lusitania, Quimwould go.

He was surprised to see that the neeting was al so being attended by Quanda Saavedra, Andrew
Wggin, and nost of Quims own famly. Mther and El a-- their presence nmade sense, if the neeting
were being called to discuss policy concerning the heretic pequeni nos. But what were Quara and
Grego doi ng here? There was no reason they should be involved in any serious di scussions. They
were too young, too ill-informed, too inpetuous. From what he had seen of them they stil
quarreled like little children. They weren't as mature as Ela, who was able to set aside her
personal feelings in the interest of science. OF course, Quimworried sonmetimes that Ela did this
far too well for her own good-- but that was hardly the worry with Quara and G ego.

Especially Quara. From what Rooter had said, the whole trouble with these heretics really took
of f when Quara told the pequeni nos about the various contingency plans for dealing with the
descol ada virus. The heretics wouldn't have found so many allies in so many different forests if
it weren't for the fear anong the pequeni nos that the humans m ght unl eash sone virus, or poison
Lusitania with a chem cal that woul d wi pe out the descolada and, with it, the pequeni nos
t hemsel ves. The fact that the humans woul d even consider the indirect extermination of the
pequeni nos made it seem|ike nere turnabout for the piggies to contenplate the exterm nation of
humani ty.

Al'l because Quara couldn't keep her nmouth shut. And now she was at a neeting where policy would
be di scussed. Why? What constituency in the community did she represent? Did these people actually
i magi ne that government or church policy was now the province of the Ribeira famly? O course,

d hado and Mro weren't there, but that neant nothing-- since both were cripples, the rest of the
fam |y unconsciously treated them|ike children, though Qui m knew well that neither of them
deserved to be so callously disn ssed

Still, Quimwas patient. He could wait. He could Iisten. He could hear themout. Then he'd do
sonet hi ng that woul d please both God and the Bishop. OF course, if that wasn't possible, pleasing
God woul d do wel |l enough

"This nmeeting wasn't ny idea," said Mayor Kovano. He was a good man, Qui m knew. A better nayor
than nost people in Ml agre realized. They kept reelecting himbecause he was grandfatherly and
worked hard to help individuals and fam lies who were having trouble. They didn't care much
whet her he al so set good policies-- that was too abstract for them But it happened that he was as
wi se as he was politically astute. A rare conbination that Qui mwas glad of. Perhaps God knew t hat
these would be trying times, and gave us a | eader who nmight well help us get through it al
wi t hout too nuch suffering.
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"But I'mglad to have you all together. There's nore strain in the relationship between piggies
and peopl e than ever before, or at |east since the Speaker here arrived and hel ped us nake peace
with them"

W ggi n shook his head, but everyone knew his role in those events and there was little point in
his denying it. Even Quimhad had to adnmit, in the end, that the infidel humani st had ended up
doi ng good works on Lusitania. Quimhad | ong since shed his deep hatred of the Speaker for the
Dead; indeed, he sometimes suspected that he, as a missionary, was the only person in his famly
who really understood what it was that Wggin had acconplished. It takes one evangelist to
under st and anot her

"Of course, we owe no small part of our worries to the nmisbehavior of two very troubl esone young
hot heads, whom we have invited to this neeting so they can see sone of the dangerous consequences
of their stupid, self-wlled behavior."

Qui m al nost | aughed out |oud. O course, Kovano had said all this in such nmild, pleasant tones
that it took a noment for Grego and Quara to realize they had just been given a tongue-| ashing.
But Qui m understood at once. | shouldn't have doubted you, Kovano; you woul d never have brought
usel ess people to a neeting.

"As | understand it, there is a novenment anong the piggies to |launch a starship in order to
deliberately infect the rest of humanity with the descol ada. And because of the contribution of
our young parrot, here, many other forests are giving heed to this idea.”

"I'f you expect ne to apol ogize," Quara began

"I expect you to shut your nmouth-- or is that inpossible, even for ten mnutes?" Kovano's voice
had real fury in it. Quara's eyes grew wi de, and she sat nore rigidly in her chair

"The other half of our problemis a young physicist who has, unfortunately, kept the conmon
touch." Kovano raised an eyebrow at Gego. "If only you had becone an al oof intellectual. I|nstead
you seemto have cultivated the friendship of the stupidest, nost violent of Lusitanians."

"Wth people who disagree with you, you nmean," said G ego.
"Wth people who forget that this world belongs to the pequeninos," said Quara.
"Worl ds belong to the people who need them and know how to nake them produce,"” said G ego.

"Shut your nouths, children, or you'll be expelled fromthis neeting while the adults make up
their mnds."

Grego glared at Kovano. "Don't you speak to nme that way."

"I"ll speak to you however | |ike," said Kovano. "As far as |'m concerned, you' ve both broken
| egal obligations of secrecy, and | should have you both | ocked up."

"On what charge?”

"I have energency powers, you'll recall. |I don't need any charges until the energency is over.
Do | make nyself clear?"

"You won't do it. You need nme," said Gego. "I'mthe only decent physicist on Lusitania."
"Physics isn't worth a slug to us if we end up in sone kind of contest with the pequeninos."
"I't's the descol ada we have to confront," said G ego.

"We're wasting tinme," said Novinha.

Qui m | ooked at his nother for the first time since the neeting began. She seened very nervous.
Fearful. He hadn't seen her like that in nany years.
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"We're here about this insane mssion of Quims," said Novinha.

"He is called Father Estevao," said Bishop Peregrino. He was a stickler for giving proper
dignity to church offices

"He's ny son," said Novinha. "I"Il call himwhat | please.”
"What a testy group of people we have here today," said Mayor Kovano.

Thi ngs were going very badly. Quimhad deliberately avoided telling Mther any details about his
m ssion to the heretics, because he was sure she'd oppose the idea of himgoing straight to
pi ggi es who openly feared and hated human beings. Quimwas well aware of the source of her dread
of close contact with the pequeninos. As a young child she had | ost her parents to the descol ada
The xenol oger Pi po becanme her surrogate father-- and then becane the first human to be tortured to
death by the pequeni nos. Novi nha then spent twenty years trying to keep her lover, Libo-- Pipo's
son, and the next xenol oger-- fromneeting the same fate. She even married another man to keep
Li bo fromgetting a husband' s right of access to her private conputer files, where she believed
the secret that had |led the piggies to kill Pipo nmight be found. And in the end, it all came to
not hi ng. Libo was killed just as Pipo was.

Even t hough Mot her had since | earned the true reason for the killing, even though the pequeni nos
had undertaken sol erm oaths not to undertake any viol ent act against another human being, there
was no way Mther woul d ever be rational about her |oved ones going off anmpbng the piggies. And now
here she was at a neeting that had obviously been called, no doubt at her instigation, to decide
whet her Qui m should go on his mssionary journey. It was going to be an unpl easant norning. Mt her
had years of practice at getting her own way. Being narried to Andrew Wggin had softened and
nel | owed her in nmany ways. But when she thought one of her children was at risk, the claws cane
out, and no husband was going to have nmuch gentling influence on her

Why had Mayor Kovano and Bi shop Peregrino allowed this neeting to take place?

As if he had heard Qui m s unspoken question, Mayor Kovano began to explain. "Andrew Wggi n has
come to me with new information. My first thought was to keep all of it secret, send Father
Estevao on his nmission to the heretics, and then ask Bi shop Peregrino to pray. But Andrew assured
me that as our danger increases, it's all the nore inportant that all of you act fromthe nost
conpl ete possible information. Speakers for the dead apparently have an al nost pat hol ogi ca
reliance on the idea that people behave better when they know nore. |'ve been a politician too
long to share his confidence-- but he's older than | am he clains, and | deferred to his wi sdom"

Qui m knew, of course, that Kovano deferred to no one's wi sdom Andrew Wggin had sinply
per suaded him

"As rel ations between pequeni nos and humans are getting nore, um problematical, and as our
unseeabl e cohabitant, the hive queen, apparently conmes closer to |aunching her starships, it seens
that matters of fplanet are getting nore urgent as well. The Speaker for the Dead inforns ne from
hi s of f pl anet sources that someone on a world called Path is very close to discovering our allies
who have nanaged to keep Congress fromissuing orders to the fleet to destroy Lusitania."

Quimnoted with interest that Andrew had apparently not told Mayor Kovano about Jane. Bishop
Peregrino didn't know, either; did Gego or Quara? Did El a? Mdther certainly did. Wiy did Andrew
tell me, if he held it back fromso many others?

"There is a very strong chance that within the next few weeks-- or days-- Congress w ||
reestablish communi cations with the fleet. At that point, our |last defense will be gone. Only a
miracle will save us fromannihilation."

"Bull shit," said Grego. "If that-- thing-- out on the prairie can build a starship for the
piggies, it can build sone for us, too. Get us off this planet before it gets blown to hell."

"Perhaps," said Kovano. "I suggested sonething like that, though in |ess colorful terns.
Per haps, Senhor Wggin, you can tell us why Grego's eloquent little plan won't work."

"The hive queen doesn't think the way we do. Despite her best efforts, she doesn't take
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i ndividual lives as seriously. If Lusitania is destroyed, she and the pequeninos wll be at
greatest risk--"

"The M D. Device blows up the whole planet," Gego pointed out.

"At greatest risk of species annihilation," said Wggin, unperturbed by Grego's interruption
"She'll not waste a ship on getting humans off Lusitania, because there are trillions of humans on
a couple of hundred other worlds. W're not in danger of xenocide."

"We are if these heretic piggies get their way," said G ego.

"And that's another point," said Wggin. "If we haven't found a way to neutralize the descol ada,
we can't in good conscience take the human popul ation of Lusitania to another world. W' d only be
doi ng exactly what the heretics want-- forcing other humans to deal with the descol ada, and
probably die. "

"Then there's no solution," said Ela. "W might as well roll over and die."

"Not quite," said Mayor Kovano. "It's possible-- perhaps |likely-- that our own village of
M|l agre is dooned. But we can at least try to make it so that the pequenino col ony ships don't
carry the descol ada to human worl ds. There seemto be two approaches-- one biol ogical, the other
t heol ogi cal . "

"We are so close," said Mother. "It's a matter of nonths or even weeks till Ela and | have
designed a repl acenent species for the descol ada."

"So you say," said Kovano. He turned to Ela. "Wat do you say?"

Qui m al nost groaned aloud. Ela will say that Mother's wong, that there's no biol ogica
solution, and then Mother will say that she's trying to kill nme by sending ne out on ny nmnission
This is all the fam |y needs-- Ela and Mother in open war. Thanks to Kovano Zeljezo, humanitari an.

But Ela's answer wasn't what Quirn feared. "It's al nost designed right now It's the only
approach that we haven't already tried and failed with, but we're on the verge of having the
design for a version of the descolada virus that does everything necessary to maintain the life
cycl es of the indigenous species, but that is incapable of adapting to and destroyi ng any new
speci es. "

"You're tal king about a | obotomy for an entire species,"” said Quara bitterly. "How would you
like it if sonebody found a way to keep all hunans alive, while renoving our cerebruns?"

O course Grego took up her gauntlet. "Wen these viruses can wite a poemor reason froma
theorem 1'Il buy all this sentinental horseshit about how we ought to keep themalive."

"Just because we can't read them doesn't mean they don't have their epic poens!”
"Fechai as bocas!" grow ed Kovano.
I mMmedi ately they fell silent.

"Nossa Senhora," he said. "Maybe God wants to destroy Lusitania because it's the only way he can
think of to shut you two up.”

Bi shop Peregrino cleared his throat.
"Or maybe not," said Kovano. "Far be it fromne to speculate on God's notives."

The Bi shop | aughed, which allowed the others to laugh as well. The tension broke-- like an ocean
wave, gone for the nmoment, but sure to return

"So the anti-virus is alnost ready?" Kovano asked El a.

"No-- or yes, it is, the replacenent virus is alnost fully designed. But there are still two
problenms. The first one is delivery. W have to find a way to get the new virus to attack and
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replace the old one. That's still-- a long way off. "

"Do you nean it's a long way off, or you don't have the faintest idea howto do it?" Kovano was
no fool-- he obviously had dealt with scientists before.

" Sonewher e between those two," said El a.

Mot her shifted on her seat, visibly drawing away fromEl a. My poor sister Ela, thought Quim You
may not be spoken to for the next several years.

"And the other problen?" asked Kovano.
"It's one thing to design the replacenent virus. It's sonmething else again to produce it."
"These are nere details," said Mther.

"You're wong, Mdther, and you know it," said Ela. "I can diagramwhat we want the new virus to
be. But even working under ten degrees absolute, we can't cut up and reconbi ne the descol ada virus
with enough precision. Either it dies, because we've left out too much, or it imediately repairs
itself as soon as it returns to normal tenperatures, because we didn't take out enough.”

"Techni cal problens."

"Techni cal problens," said Ela sharply. "Like building an ansible without a philotic link."
"So we concl ude--"

"W conclude nothing," said Mther

"We conclude," continued Kovano, "that our xenobiologists are in sharp di sagreenent about the
feasibility of tam ng the descolada virus itself. That brings us to the other approach--
per suadi ng the pequeninos to send their colonies only to uninhabited worl ds, where they can
establish their own peculiarly poisonous ecol ogy wthout killing human bei ngs."

"Persuading them" said Gego. "As if we could trust themto keep their promses."

"They' ve kept nore pronises so far than you have," said Kovano. "So | wouldn't take a norally
superior tone if | were you."

Finally things were at a point where Quimfelt it would be beneficial for himto speak. "Al of
this discussion is interesting,” said Quim "It would be a wonderful thing if ny nission to the
heretics could be the nmeans of persuading the pequeninos to refrain fromcausing harmto
humanki nd. But even if we all came to agree that ny mission has no chance of succeeding in that
goal, | would still go. Even if we decided that there was a serious risk that ny m ssion m ght
make things worse, 1'd go."

"Nice to know you plan to be cooperative,” said Kovano acidly.

"I plan to cooperate with God and the church,” said Quim "My mission to the heretics is not to
save humankind fromthe descolada or even to try to keep the peace between humans and pequeni nos
here on Lusitania. My mission to the heretics is in order to try to bring themback to faith in
Christ and unity with the church. | amgoing to save their souls."

"Well of course,"” said Kovano. "Of course that's the reason you want to go."

"And it's the reason why | will go, and the only standard |'lIl use to deterni ne whether or not
my mi ssion succeeds."

Kovano | ooked hel pl essly at Bi shop Peregrino. "You said that Father Estevao was cooperative."
"I said he was perfectly obedient to God and the church,"” said the Bi shop
"I took that to mean that you could persuade himto wait on this nmission until we knew nore."

"I could indeed persuade him O | could sinply forbid himto go," said Bi shop Peregrino.
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"Then do it," said Mther.

"I will not," said the Bishop.

"1 thought you cared about the good of this colony," said Mayor Kovano.

"I care about the good of all the Christians placed under ny charge," said Bishop Peregrino.
"Until thirty years ago, that meant | cared only for the human beings of Lusitania. Now, however,
I amequally responsible for the spiritual welfare of the Christian pequeninos of this planet. |
send Fat her Estevao forth on his mission exactly as a nissionary named Patrick was once sent to
the island of Eire. He was extraordinarily successful, converting kings and nati ons.
Unfortunately, the Irish church didn't always act the way the Pope mi ght have w shed. There was a
great deal of-- let us say it was controversy between them Superficially it concerned the date of
Easter, but at heart it was over the issue of obedience to the Pope. It even came to bl oodshed now
and then. But never for a nonent did anyone inmagine it would have been better if St. Patrick had
never gone to Eire. Never did anyone suggest that it would be better if the Irish had remained
pagan. "

Grego stood up. "We've found the philote, the true indivisible atom W've conquered the stars
We send nessages faster than the speed of light. And yet we still live in the Dark Ages." He
started for the door.

"Wal k out that door before | tell you to," said Mayor Kovano, "and you won't see the sun for a
year."

G ego wal ked to the door, but instead of going through it, he | eaned against it and grinned
sardonically. "You see how obedient I am™

"I won't keep you long," said Kovano. "Bishop Peregrino and Father Estevao speak as if they
coul d nake their decision independent of the rest of us, but of course they know they can't. If |
deci ded that Father Estevao's mission to the piggies shouldn't happen, it wouldn't. Let us all be
clear about that. I'mnot afraid to put the Bishop of Lusitania under arrest, if the welfare of
Lusitania requires it; and as for this mssionary priest, you will only go out anong the
pequeni nos when you have ny consent."

"I have no doubt that you can interfere with God's work on Lusitania," said Bi shop Peregrino
icily. "You must have no doubt that | can send you to hell for doing it."

"I know you can," said Kovano. "I wouldn't be the first political |eader to end up in hell at
the end of a contest with the church. Fortunately, this tine it won't cone to that. 1've |istened
to all of you and reached ny decision. Waiting for the new anti-virus is too risky. And even if |
knew, absolutely, that the anti-virus would be ready and usable in six weeks, 1'd still allowthis

m ssion. Qur best chance right now of salvaging sonething fromthis ness is Father Estevao's

m ssion. Andrew tells me that the pequeni nos have great respect and affection for this man-- even
the unbelievers. If he can persuade the pequenino heretics to drop their plan to annihilate
humanity in the name of their religion, that will renove one heavy burden fromus."

Qui m nodded gravely. Mayor Kovano was a nman of great wi sdom It was good that they wouldn't have
to struggl e agai nst each other, at |east for now

"I'n the neantinme, | expect the xenobiol ogists to continue to work on the anti-virus with al
possi bl e vigor. W'I| decide, when the virus exists, whether or not to use it."

"We'll use it," said Gego.
"Only if I'mdead," said Quara.

"I appreciate your willingness to wait until we know nore before you commt yourself to any
course of action," said Kovano. "Wich brings us to you, Grego Ribeira. Andrew Wggin assures ne
that there is reason to believe that faster-than-light travel mght be possible."”

Grego | ooked coldly at the Speaker for the Dead. "And where did you study physics, Senhor
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Fal ant e?"

"I hope to study it fromyou," said Wggin. "Until you've heard ny evidence, | hardly know
whet her there's any reason to hope for such a breakthrough."

Qimsmled to see how easily Andrew turned away the quarrel that Gego wanted to pick. G ego
was no fool. He knew he was being handl ed. But Wggin hadn't |eft himany reasonabl e grounds for
showi ng his disgruntlement. It was one of the nost infuriating skills of the Speaker for the Dead.

"If there were a way to travel between worlds at ansible speeds,” said Kovano, "we would need
only one such ship to transport all the humans of Lusitania to another world. It's a renbte chance-

"A foolish dream" said G ego.

"But we'll pursue it. We'll study it, won't we?" said Kovano. "Or we'll find ourselves working
in the foundry."

"I"'mnot afraid to work with ny hands," said Gego. "So don't think you can terrify ne into
putting nmy mnd at your service."

"I stand rebuked," said Kovano. "It's your cooperation that | want, Grego. But if | can't have
that, then I'lIl settle for your obedience."

Apparently Quara was feeling left out. She arose as Gego had a nonent before. "So you can sit
here and contenpl ate destroying a sentient species wi thout even thinking of a way to comruni cate
with them | hope you all enjoy being mass nurderers."” Then, like Gego, she made as if to |eave.

"Quara," said Kovano.
She wait ed.

"You will study ways to talk to the descolada. To see if you can comunicate with these
Vi ruses. "

"l know when |'m being tossed a bone,"” said Quara. "What if | tell you that they' re pleading for
us not to kill thenfP You woul dn't believe ne anyway."

"On the contrary. | know you're an honest woman, even if you are hopel essly indiscreet," said
Kovano. "But | have another reason for wanting you to understand the nol ecul ar | anguage of the
descol ada. You see, Andrew Wggin has raised a possibility that never occurred to ne before. W
all know that pequenino sentience dates fromthe time when the descolada virus first swept across
this planet. But what if we've nisunderstood cause and effect?"

Mot her turned to Andrew, a bitter half-smle on her face. "You think the pequeni nos caused the
descol ada?"

"No," said Andrew. "But what if the pequeninos are the descol ada?"
Quar a gasped

Grego |l aughed. "You are full of clever ideas, aren't you, Wggin?"
"l don't understand," said Quim

"I just wondered," said Andrew. "Quara says that the descolada is conpl ex enough that it m ght
contain intelligence. Wiat if descol ada viruses are using the bodies of the pequeninos to express
their character? Wat if pequenino intelligence cones entirely fromthe viruses inside their
bodi es?"

For the first tinme, Quanda, the xenol oger, spoke up. "You are as ignorant of xenol ogy as you are
of physics, M. Wggin," she said.

"Ch, much nore so," said Wggin. "But it occurred to ne that we've never been able to think of
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any other way that nenories and intelligence are preserved as a dyi ng pequeni no passes into the
third life. The trees don't exactly preserve the brain inside them But if will and nmenory are
carried by the descolada in the first place, the death of the brain would be al nost neaningless in
the transm ssion of personality to the fathertree."

"Even if there were a chance of this being true," said Quanda, "there's no possible experinent
we coul d decently performto find out."

Andrew W ggi n nodded ruefully. "I know | couldn't think of one. I was hoping you would."

Kovano interrupted again. "Quanda, we need you to explore this. If you don't believe it, fine--
figure out a way to prove it wong, and you'll have done your job." Kovano stood up, addressed
themall. "Do you all understand what |'m asking of you? W face sone of the nost terrible nora
choi ces that hunmanki nd has ever faced. W run the risk of committing xenocide, or allowing it to
be conmitted if we do nothing. Every known or suspected sentient species lives in the shadow of
grave risk, and it's here, with us and with us alone, that alnost all the decisions lie. Last tine
anything renotely simlar happened, our human predecessors chose to commt xenocide in order, as
t hey supposed, to save thenselves. | amasking all of you to help us pursue every avenue, however
unlikely, that shows us a glimer of hope, that might provide us with a tiny shred of light to
gui de our decisions. WIIl you hel p?"

Even Grego and Quara and Quanda nodded their assent, however reluctantly. For the nonent, at
| east, Kovano had managed to transformall the self-willed squabblers in this roominto a
cooperative community. How |l ong that would [ ast outside the roomwas a matter for specul ation
Qui m deci ded that the spirit of cooperation would probably last until the next crisis-- and naybe
that woul d be | ong enough

Only one nore confrontation was left. As the neeting broke up and everyone said their good-byes
or arranged one-on-one consultations, Mdther came to Quimand | ooked himfiercely in the eye.

"Don't go."
Qui mcl osed his eyes. There was nothing to say to an outrageous statenent |like that.
"I'f you love ne," she said.

Qui mrenenbered the story fromthe New Testanent, when Jesus' nother and brothers cane to visit
him and wanted himto interrupt teaching his disciples in order to receive them

"These are ny nother and ny brothers,” nurrmured Quim
She must have understood the reference, because when he opened his eyes, she was gone.

Not an hour later, Quimwas also gone, riding on one of the colony's precious cargo trucks. He
needed few supplies, and for a normal journey he would have gone on foot. But the forest he was
bound for was so far away, it would have taken himweeks to get there w thout the car; nor could
he have carried food enough. This was still a hostile environment-- it grew nothing edible to
humans, and even if it did, Qirn would still need the food containing the descol ada suppressants.
Wthout it he would die of the descol ada | ong before he starved to death.

As the town of MIlagre grew small behind him as he hurtled deeper and deeper into the
meani ngl ess open space of the prairie, Quim- Father Estevao-- wondered what Mayor Kovano ni ght
have decided if he had known that the |eader of the heretics was a fathertree who had earned the
nane War maker, and that Warnaker was known to have said that the only hope for the pequeni nos was
for the Holy Ghost-- the descolada virus-- to destroy all human |ife on Lusitania.

It wouldn't have mattered. God had called Quirn to preach the gospel of Christ to every nation
ki ndred, tongue, and people. Even the nost warlike, bloodthirsty, hate-filled people m ght be
touched by the love of God and transformed into Christians. It had happened nmany times in history.
Why not now?

O Father, do a mighty work in this world. Never did your children need mracles nore than we do.
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Novi nha wasn't speaking to Ender, and he was afraid. This wasn't petul ance-- he had never seen
Novi nha be petulant. To Ender it seened that her silence was not to punish him but rather to keep
from puni shing him that she was silent because if she spoke, her words would be too cruel ever to
be forgiven.

So at first he didn't attenpt to cajole words fromher. He let her nove |ike a shadow t hrough
the house, drifting past himw thout eye contact; he tried to stay out of her way and didn't go to
bed until she was asl eep.

It was Quim obviously. His nission to the heretics-- it was easy to understand what she feared,
and even though Ender didn't share the sane fears, he knew that Quim s journey was not w thout
ri sk. Novinha was being irrational. How could Ender have stopped Quin? He was the one of Novinha's
chil dren over whom Ender had al nost no influence; they had come to a rapprochenent a few years
ago, but it was a declaration of peace between equals, nothing like the ur-fatherhood Ender had
established with all the other children. If Novinha had not been able to persuade Quimto give up
this mssion, what nore could Ender have acconplished?

Novi nha probably knew this, intellectually. But like all other human beings, she did not always
act according to her understanding. She had | ost too many of the people that she | oved; when she
felt one nore of themslipping away, her response was visceral, not intellectual. Ender had cone
into her life as a healer, a protector. It was his job to keep her from being afraid, and now she
was afraid, and she was angry at himfor having failed her.

However, after two days of silence Ender had had enough. This wasn't a good time for there to be
a barrier between himand Novinha. He knew - and so did Novinha-- that Valentine's coning nmght be
adifficult time for them He had so many ol d habits of comunication with Valentine, so nany
connections with her, so many roads into her soul, that it was hard for himnot to fall back into
bei ng the person he had been during the years-- the nillennia-- they had spent together. They had
experienced three thousand years of history as if seeing it through the sane eyes. He had been
with Novinha only thirty years. That was actually longer, in subjective tine, than he had spent
with Valentine, but it was so easy to slip back into his old role as Valentine's brother, as
Speaker to her Denpsthenes.

Ender had expected Novinha to be jeal ous when Val entine cane, and he was prepared for that. He
had warned Val entine that there woul d probably be few opportunities for themto be together at
first. And she, too, understood-- Jakt had his worries, too, and both spouses woul d need
reassurance. It was alnmost silly for Jakt and Novinha to be jeal ous of the bonds between brother
and sister. There had never been the slightest hint of sexuality in Ender's and Valentine's
rel ati onshi p-- anyone who understood themat all would | augh at any such notion-- but it wasn't
sexual unfaithful ness that Novi nha and Jakt were wary of. Nor was it the enotional bond they
shared-- Novi nha had no reason to doubt Ender's |ove and devotion to her, and Jakt could not have
asked for nore than Valentine offered him both in passion and in trust.

It was deeper than any of these things. It was the fact that even now, after all these years, as
soon as they were together they once again functioned |ike a single person, hel ping each ot her
wi t hout even having to explain what they were trying to acconplish. Jakt saw it and even to Ender,
who had never known himbefore, it was obvious that the man felt devastated. As if he saw his wife
and her brother together and realized: This is what closeness is. This is what it neans for two
people to be one. He had thought that he and Val enti ne had been as cl ose as husband and w fe can
ever be, and perhaps they were. And yet now he had to confront the fact that it was possible for
two people to be even closer. To be, in sone sense, the same person

Ender could see this in Jakt, and could adnmire how well Val enti ne was doi ng at reassuring him-
and at distancing herself from Ender so that her husband could grow used to the bond between t hem
nmore gradually, in small doses.

What Ender coul d not have predicted was the way Novi nha had reacted. He had cone to know her
first as the nother of her children; he had known only the fierce, unreasonable |oyalty she had
for them He had supposed that if she felt threatened, she woul d becone possessive and
controlling, the way she was with the children. He was not at all prepared for the way she had
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withdrawn fromhim Even before this silent treatnent about Quinms nission, she had been di stant
fromhim In fact, now that he thought back, he realized that it had al ready been begi nning before
Val entine arrived. It was as if Novinha had already started giving in to a new rival before the
rival was even there.

It nmade sense, of course-- he should have seen it comi ng. Novinha had | ost too many strong
figures in her life, too many peopl e she had depended on. Her parents. Pipo. Libo. Even Mro. She
m ght be protective and possessive with her children, whom she thought of as needing her, but wth
t he peopl e she needed, she was the opposite. If she feared that they would be taken away from her
she withdrew fromthem she stopped permitting herself to need them

Not "them"™ Him Ender. She was trying to stop needing him And this silence, if she kept it up
woul d drive such a wedge between themthat their narriage woul d never recover.

If that happened, Ender didn't know what he would do. It had never occurred to himthat his
marriage m ght be threatened. He had not entered into it lightly; he intended to die married to
Novi nha, and all these years together had been filled with the joy that cones fromutter
confidence in another person. Now Novinha had |ost that confidence in him Only it wasn't right.
He was still her husband, faithful to her as no other man, no other person in her |life had ever
been. He didn't deserve to | ose her over a ridiculous msunderstanding. And if he let things go as
Novi nha seened det erm ned, however unconsciously, to nmake them happen, she would be utterly
convi nced that she could never depend on any ot her person. That would be tragi c because it would
be fal se

So Ender was already planning a confrontation of sone kind with Novi nha when El a accidental ly
set it off.

"Andr ew. "

Ela was standing in the doorway. If she had cl apped hands outside, asking for adnmittance, Ender
hadn't heard her. But then, she would hardly need to clap for entrance to her nother's house.

"Novinha's in our room" said Ender

"I came to talk to you," said Ela.

"I"'msorry, you can't have an advance on your allowance."

El a | aughed as she cane to sit beside him but the |laughter died quickly. She was worried.
"Quara," she said.

Ender sighed and smled. Quara was born contrary, and nothing in her |ife had nade her nore
compliant. Still, Ela had always been able to get along with her better than anyone.

"It's not just the normal," said Ela. "In fact, she's less trouble than usual. Not a quarrel."
"A danger ous sign?"

"You know she's trying to comunicate with the descol ada. "

"Ml ecul ar | anguage. "

"Well, what she's doing is dangerous, and it won't establish conmunication even if it succeeds.
Especially if it succeeds, because then there's a good chance that we'll all be dead."

"What's she doi ng?"

"She's been raiding ny files-- which isn't hard, because | didn't think | needed to bl ock them
off froma fellow xenobiol ogi st. She's been constructing the inhibitors |I've been trying to splice
into plants-- easy enough, because |I've laid out exactly howit's done. Only instead of splicing
it into anything, she's giving it directly to the descol ada."

"What do you nean, giving it?"
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"Those are her nessages. That's what she's sending themon their precious little nessage
carriers. Now, whether those carriers are |anguage or not isn't going to be settled by a non-
experiment like that. But sentient or not, we know that the descolada is a hell of a good adapter--
and she might well be hel ping them adapt to sone of my best strategies for blocking them"

"Treason."
"Right. She's feeding our mlitary secrets to the eneny."
"Have you tal ked to her about this?"

"'Sta brincando. Claro que falei. Ela quase ne natou.'
her. She nearly killed ne.

You're joking-- of course | talked to

"Has she successfully trained any viruses?"
"She's not even testing for that. It's like she's run to the wi ndow and hollered, 'They're
coming to kill you!'" She's not doing science, she's doing interspecies politics, only we don't

know t hat the other side even has politics, we only know that with her help it mght just kill us
faster than we ever imagined."

"Nossa Senhora," murnured Ender. "It's too dangerous. She can't play around with sonmething |ike
this."

"It may already be too late-- | can't guess whether she's done danage or not."
"Then we've got to stop her."
"How, break her arms?"

"I''"ll talk to her, but she's too old-- or too young-- to listen to reason. I'mafraid it'll end
up with the Mayor, not with us."

Only when Novi nha spoke did Ender realize that his wife had entered the room "In other words,
jail," said Novinha. "You plan to have ny daughter |ocked up. Wen were you going to inform me?"

"Jail didn't occur to nme," said Ender. "I expected he'd shut off her access to--"

"That isn't the Mayor's job," said Novinha. "It's mine. I'mthe head xenobi ol ogist. Wy didn't
you cone to ne, Elanora? Wy to hinP"

El a sat there in silence, |ooking at her nother steadily. It was how she handl ed conflict with
her mother, with passive resistance.

"Quara's out of control, Novinha," said Ender. "Telling secrets to the fathertrees was bad
enough. Telling themto the descol ada is insane."

"Es psicol ogista, agora?" Now you' re a psychol ogi st?
"I''mnot planning to | ock her up."
"You're not planning anything,"” said Novinha. "Not with ny children."

"That's right," said Ender. "I"mnot planning to do anything with children. I do have a
responsi bility, however, to do sonething about an adult citizen of MIlagre who is recklessly
endangering the survival of every human being on this planet, and nmaybe every hunman bei ng
ever ywhere. "

"And where did you get that noble responsibility, Andrew? Did God conme down to the nountain and
carve your license to rule people on tablets of stone?"

"Fine," said Ender. "Wat do you suggest?"

"l suggest you stay out of business that doesn't concern you. And frankly, Andrew, that includes
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pretty nuch everything. You' re not a xenobiol ogist. You' re not a physicist. You' re not a
xenol oger. In fact, you're not nuch of anything, are you, except a professional meddler in other
people's lives."

El a gasped. "Mother!"

"The only thing that gives you any power anywhere is that dammed jewel in your ear. She whispers
secrets to you, she talks to you at night when you're in bed with your w fe, and whenever she
wants something, there you are in a neeting where you have no busi ness, saying whatever it was she
told you to say. You tal k about Quara committing treason-- as far as | can tell, you' re the one
who' s betraying real people in favor of an overgrown pi ece of software!"”

"Novi nha," said Ender. It was supposed to be the beginning of an attenpt to cal m her

But she wasn't interested in dialogue. "Don't you dare to try to deal with me, Andrew. Al these
years | thought you | oved ne--"

"l do."

"I thought you had really become one of us, part of our lives-"
"I am"”

"I thought it was real--"

"It is.

"But you're just what Bishop Peregrino warned us you were fromthe start. A nanipulator. A
controller. Your brother once ruled all of humanity, isn't that the story? But you aren't so
ambitious. You'll settle for alittle planet."

"I'n the nane of CGod, Mdther, have you lost your mind? Don't you know this man?"

"I thought | did!" Novinha was weepi ng now. "But no one who | oved me would ever let ny son go
out and face those nurderous little swine--"

"He couldn't have stopped Quim Mther! Nobody coul d!"
"He didn't even try. He approved!"

"Yes," said Ender. "I thought your son was acting nobly and bravely, and | approved of that. He
knew that while the danger wasn't great, it was real, and yet he still chose to go-- and
approved of that. It's exactly what you woul d have done, and | hope that it's what I would do in
the sane place. Quimis a nman, a good man, naybe a great one. He doesn't need your protection and
he doesn't want it. He has decided what his life's work is and he's doing it. | honor himfor
that, and so should you. How dare you suggest that either of us should have stood in his way!"

Novi nha was silent at |ast, for the nonent, anyway. WAs she neasuring Ender's words? WAs she
finally realizing how futile and, yes, cruel it was for her to send Quimaway wth her anger

i nstead of her hope? During that silence, Ender still had sone hope.

Then the silence ended. "If you ever neddle in the Iives of ny children again, |I'mdone with
you, " said Novinha. "And if anything happens to Quim- anything-- | will hate you till you die,
and 1'll pray for that day to conme soon. You don't know everything, you bastard, and it's about

time you stopped acting as if you did."

She stal ked to the door, but then thought better of the theatrical exit. She turned back to Ela

and spoke with remarkable calm "Elanora, | will take inmediate steps to block Quara from access
to records and equi pnent that she could use to help the descolada. And in the future, ny dear, if
| ever hear you discussing |ab business with anyone, especially this man, | will bar you fromthe

lab for life. Do you understand?"

Again Ela answered her with silence.
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"Ah," said Novinha. "I see that he has stolen nore of ny children fromnme than | thought."
Then she was gone.

Ender and Ela sat in stunned silence. Finally Ela stood up, though she didn't take a single
st ep.

"I really ought to go do sonmething," said Ela, "but | can't for the Ilife of ne think what."
"Maybe you should go to your nother and show her that you're still on her side."

"But I'mnot," said Ela. "In fact, | was thinking maybe | should go to Mayor Zeljezo and propose
that he renove Mother as head xenobi ol ogi st because she has clearly |l ost her mnd."

"No she hasn't," said Ender. "And if you did sonmething like that, it would kill her."
"Mt her? She's too tough to die."

"No," said Ender. "She's so fragile right now that any blow mght kill her. Not her body. Her--
trust. Her hope. Don't give her any reason to think you're not with her, no matter what."

El a | ooked at himw th exasperation. "Is this sonething you decide, or does it just come
naturally to you?"

"What are you tal king about?"

"Mt her just said things to you that should have made you furious or hurt or-- sonething, anyway-
- and you just sit there trying to think of ways to help her. Don't you ever feel |ike |ashing out
at sonebody? | nean, don't you ever |ose your tenper?"

"Ela, after you've inadvertently killed a couple of people with your bare hands, either you
|l earn to control your tenper or you |l ose your humanity."

"You' ve done that?"

"Yes," he said. He thought for a nonent that she was shocked.
"Do you think you could still do it?"

"Probably," he said.

"Good. It may be useful when all hell breaks |oose."

Then she | aughed. It was a joke. Ender was relieved. He even | aughed, weakly, along with her

"I"ll go to Mother," said Ela, "but not because you told nme to, or even for the reasons that you
said."

"Fine, just so you go."

"Don't you want to know why I'mgoing to stick with her?"

"I al ready know why."

"Of course. She was wong, wasn't she. You do know everything, don't you."

"You're going to go to your nother because it's the nost painful thing you could do to yourself
at this monent."

"You nmake it sound sick."

"I't's the nost painful good thing you could do. It's the nbst unpleasant job around. It's the
heavi est burden to bear."

"Ela the martyr, certo? |Is that what you'll say when you speak ny death?"
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"If I"'mgoing to speak your death, 1'll have to pre-record it. | intend to be dead |ong before
you. "

"So you're not |eaving Lusitania?"

"Of course not."

"Even i f Mbther boots you out?"

"She can't. She has no grounds for divorce, and Bi shop Peregrino knows us both well enough to
| augh at any request for annul ment based on a cl aimof nonconsumration.”

"You know what | nean."”

"I"'mhere for the long haul," said Ender. "No nore phony immortality through tinme dilation. I'm
t hrough chasing around in space. |'Il never |eave the surface of Lusitania again."

"Even if it kills you? Even if the fleet cones?”

"If everybody can leave, then I'll leave," said Ender. "But |I'll be the one who turns off al
the lights and | ocks the door."

She ran to himand ki ssed himon the cheek and enbraced him just for a nmonent. Then she was out
t he door and he was, once again, alone.

| was so wrong about Novi nha, he thought. It wasn't Valentine she was jealous of. It was Jane.
Al'l these years, she's seen ne speaking silently with Jane, all the tine, saying things that she
could never hear, hearing things that she could never say. |'ve lost her trust in ne, and | never
even realized | was losing it.

Even now, he nmust have been subvocalizing. He nust have been talking to Jane out of a habit so
deep that he didn't even know he was doing it. Because she answered him

"I warned you," she said.

| suppose you did, Ender answered silently.

"You never think | understand anything about hunman beings."
I guess you're |earning.

"She's right, you know. You are ny puppet. | manipulate you all the tinme. You haven't had a
t hought of your own in years."

"Shut up," he whispered. "I'mnot in the nood."
"Ender," she said, "if you think it would help you keep fromlosing Novinha, take the jewel out
of your ear. | wouldn't nind."

"l would," he said.

"I was lying, so would I," she said. "But if you have to do it, to keep her, then do it."

"Thank you," he said. "But |I'd be hard-pressed to keep soneone that |1've clearly |lost already."
"When Qui m cones back, everything will be fine."

Ri ght, thought Ender. Right.

Pl ease, God, take good care of Father Estevao.

* k k

They knew Fat her Estevao was com ng. Pequeni nos always did. The fathertrees told each other
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everything. There were no secrets. Not that they wanted it that way. There might be one fathertree
that wanted to keep a secret or tell a lie. But they couldn't exactly go off by themselves. They
never had private experiences. So if one fathertree wanted to keep sonething to hinself, there'd
be another close by who didn't feel that way. Forests always acted in unity, but they were stil
made up of individuals, and so stories passed fromone forest to another no matter what a few
fathertrees m ght wish

That was Quinis protection, he knew. Because even though Warnmaker was a bl oodthirsty son of a
bitch-- though that was an epithet w thout neaning when it came to pequeni nos-- he couldn't do a
thing to Father Estevao wi thout first persuading the brothers of his forest to act as he wanted
themto. And if he did that, one of the other fathertrees in his forest would know, and would
tell. Whuld bear witness. |If Warmaker broke the oath taken by all the fathertrees together, thirty
years ago, when Andrew Wggin sent Human into the third life, it could not be done secretly. The
whol e worl d woul d hear of it, and Warmaker woul d be known as an oat hbreaker. It would be a
shameful thing. What wife would allow the brothers to carry a nother to himthen? Wat children
woul d he ever have again as |long as he |ived?

Quirn was safe. They might not heed him but they wouldn't harm him

Yet when he arrived at Warmaker's forest, they wasted no tine listening to him The brothers
seized him threw himto the ground, and dragged himto \Warmaker.

"This wasn't necessary," he said. "I was coning here anyway."

A brother was beating on the tree with sticks. Quimlistened to the changi ng nmusi c as War naker
altered the hollows within hinself, shaping the sound into words.

"You cane because | conmmanded."

"You conmanded. | cane. If you want to think you caused ny coming, so be it. But God's comuands
are the only ones | obey willingly."

"You're here to hear the will of God," said \Warnaker.

"I"'mhear to speak the will of God," said Quim "The descolada is a virus, created by God in
order to make the pequeninos into worthy children. But the Holy CGhost has no incarnation. The Holy
Ghost is perpetually spirit, so he can dwell in our hearts."

"The descol ada dwells in our hearts, and gives us life. Wen he dwells in your heart, what does
he give you?"

"One God. One faith. One baptism God doesn't preach one thing to humans and another to
pequeni nos. "

"We are not 'little ones.' You will see who is nmighty and who is small."

They forced himto stand with his back pressed agai nst Warmaker's trunk. He felt the bark
shifting behind him They pushed on him Many snmall hands, nmany snouts breathing on him In al
t hese years, he had never thought of such hands, such faces as belonging to enenm es. And even now,
Quimrealized with relief that he didn't think of themas his own enemies. They were the enem es
of God, and he pitied them It was a great discovery for him that even when he was bei ng pushed
into the belly of a murderous fathertree, he had no shred of fear or hatred in him

| really don't fear death. | never knew that.

The brothers still beat on the outside of the tree with sticks. Warnaker reshaped the sound into
the words of Father Tongue, but now Qui mwas inside the sound, inside the words.

"You think I"'mgoing to break the oath," said Warnaker

"It crossed ny mind," said Quim He was now fully pinned inside the tree, even though it
remai ned open in front of himfromhead to toe. He could see, he could breathe easily-- his
confinenent wasn't even cl austrophobic. But the wood had formed so snmoothly around himthat he
couldn't nove an armor a leg, couldn't begin to turn sideways to slide out of the gap before him
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Strait is the gate and narrow is the way that |eads to sal vation

"We'll test," said Warmaker. It was harder to understand his words, now that Qui mwas hearing
themfromthe inside. Harder to think. "Let God judge between you and ne. We'll give you all you
want to drink-- the water fromour stream But of food you'll have none."

"Starving ne is--"

"Starving? W have your food. We'll feed you again in ten days. If the Holy Ghost allows you to

live for ten days, we'll feed you and set you free. We'll be believers in your doctrine then
We' || confess that we were wong."

"The virus will kill me before then."

"The Holy Ghost will judge you and decide if you're worthy."

"There is a test going on here," said Quim "but not the one you think."
n G,]?ll

"It's the test of the Last Judgnent. You stand before Christ, and he says to those on his right
hand, '|I was a stranger, and you took ne in. Hungry, and you fed nme. Enter into the joy of the
Lord.' Then he says to those on his left hand, 'l was hungry, and you gave ne nothing. | was a
stranger, and you nistreated ne.' And they all say to him 'Lord, when did we do these things to
you?' and he answers, 'If you did it to the least of ny brothers, you did it to ne.' Al you
brothers, gathered here-- | amthe | east of your brothers. You will answer to Christ for what you
do to nme here.”

"Foolish man," said Warnmaker. "W are doing nothing to you but holding you still. Wat happens
to you is whatever CGod desires. Didn't Christ say, 'l do nothing but what |'ve seen the Father
do'? Didn't Christ say, '|l amthe way. Cone follow ne'? Wll, we are letting you do what Chri st
did. He went without bread for forty days in the wilderness. W give you a chance to be one-fourth
as holy. If God wants us to believe in your doctrine, he'll send angels to feed you. He'll turn
stones into bread."

"You' re making a mistake," said Quim
"You nmade the mistake by coming here."

"I mean that you're making a doctrinal mistake. You' ve got the Iines down right-- fasting in the
wi | derness, stones into bread, all of it. But didn't you think it mght be alittle too self-
revelatory for you to give yourself Satan's part?"

That was when Warnaker flew into a rage, speaking so rapidly that the novenents within the wood
began to twi st and press on Quimuntil he was afraid he would be torn to bits within the tree.

"You are Satan! Trying to get us to believe your lies |long enough for you humans to figure out a
way to kill the descol ada and keep all the brothers fromthe third |ife forever! Do you think we
don't see through you? W know all your plans, all of them You have no secrets! And God keeps no
secrets fromus either! We're the ones who were given the third life, not you! If God | oved you,
he woul dn't make you bury your dead in the ground and then |l et nothing but wornms come out of you!"

The brothers sat around the opening in the trunk, enthralled by the argunent.

It went on for six days, doctrinal arguments worthy of any of the fathers of the church in any
age. Not since the council at N caea were such nonent ous issues considered, wei ghed.

The argunments were passed frombrother to brother, fromtree to tree, fromforest to forest.
Accounts of the dial ogue between Warnaker and Fat her Estevao al ways reached Rooter and Human
within a day. But the infornmation wasn't conplete. It wasn't until the fourth day that they
realized that Qui mwas being held prisoner, wthout any of the food containing the descol ada
i nhi bitor.

Then an expedition was nmounted at once, Ender and Quanda, Jakt and Lars and Varsam Myor Kovano
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sent Ender and Quanda because they were wi dely known and respected anong the piggies, and Jakt and
his son and son-in-law because they weren't native-born Lusitanians. Kovano didn't dare to send
any of the native-born colonists-- if word of this got out, there was no telling what woul d
happen. The five of themtook the fastest car and followed the directions Rooter gave them It was
a three-day trip.

On the sixth day the dial ogue ended, because the descol ada had so thoroughly invaded Quim s body
that he had no strength to speak, and was often too fevered and delirious to say anything
intelligible when he did speak

On the seventh day, he | ooked through the gap, upward, above the heads of the brothers who were
still there, still watching. "I see the Savior sitting on the right hand of God," he whispered.
Then he snil ed.

An hour |ater he was dead. Warmaker felt it, and announced it triunphantly to the brothers. "The
Hol y CGhost has judged, and Father Estevao has been rejected!”

Some of the brothers rejoiced. But not as many as Warmaker had expected.

* k% *
At dusk, Ender's party arrived. There was no question now of the piggies capturing and testing
them - they were too many, and the brothers were not all of one m nd now anyway. Soon they stood

before the split trunk of Warmaker and saw the haggard, disease-ravaged face of Father Estevao,
barely visible in the shadows.

"Open up and let my son cone out to ne," said Ender

The gap in the tree wi dened. Ender reached in and pulled out the body of Father Estevao. He was
so light inside his robes that Ender thought for a nonent he nust be bearing sone of his own
wei ght, must be wal king. But he wasn't wal ki ng. Ender laid himon the ground before the tree.

A brother beat a rhythmon Warmaker's trunk

"He nust belong to you indeed, Speaker for the Dead, because he is dead. The Holy Ghost has
burned himup in the second baptism?"”

"You broke the oath," said Ender. "You betrayed the word of the fathertrees."
"No one harned a hair of his head," said Warnaker.

"Do you think anyone is deceived by your |ies?" said Ender. "Anyone knows that to w thhold
medi cine froma dying man is an act of violence as surely as if you stabbed himin the heart.
There is his nedicine. At any tinme you could have given it to him"

"I't was Warmeker," said one of the brothers standing there.

Ender turned to the brothers. "You hel ped Warmaker. Don't think you can give the blame to him
al one. May none of you ever pass into the third life. And as for you, Warnaker, may no nother ever
crawl on your bark."

"No hurman can decide things like that," said Warnaker.

"You decided it yourself, when you thought you could commit nurder in order to win your
argunent," said Ender. "And you brothers, you decided it when you didn't stop him™"

"You're not our judge!" cried one of the brothers.

"Yes | am" said Ender. "And so is every other inhabitant of Lusitania, human and fathertree,
brother and wife."

They carried Quim s body to the car, and Jakt, Quanda, and Ender rode with him Lars and Varsam
took the car that Qui mhad used. Ender took a few nminutes to tell Jane a nmessage to give to Mro
back in the colony. There was no reason Novinha should wait three days to hear that her son had
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died at the hands of the pequeninos. And she wouldn't want to hear it from Ender's nouth, that was
certain. Whether Ender would have a wife when he returned to the col ony was beyond his ability to
guess. The only certain thing was that Novi nha would not have her son Estevao.

"WIIl you speak for hinP" asked Jakt, as the car skimred over the capim He had heard Ender
speak for the dead once on Trondhei m

"No," said Ender. "I don't think so."

"Because he's a priest?" asked Jakt.

"I've spoken for priests before," said Ender. "No, | won't speak for Qui m because there's no
reason to. Quimwas al ways exactly what he seened to be, and he died exactly as he woul d have have
chosen-- serving God and preaching to the little ones. | have nothing to add to his story. He

conpleted it hinself."

Chapter 11 -- THE JADE OF MASTER HO

<So now the killing starts.>

<Amusi ng that your people started it, not the hunmans. >

<Your people started it, too, when you had your wars with the humans. >
<We started it, but they ended it.>

<How do they nmanage it, these hunans-- begi nning each tinme so innocently, yet always ending up
with the nost bl ood on their hands?>

Wang- mu wat ched the words and numbers noving through the di splay above her mistress's term nal

Q ng-jao was asl eep, breathing softly on her mat not far away. Wang-mu had also slept for a tine,
but somet hing had wakened her. A cry, not far off; a cry of pain perhaps. It had been part of Wang-
mu's dream but when she awoke she heard the last of the sound in the air. It was not Qng-jao's
voi ce. A nan perhaps, though the sound was high. A wailing sound. It nade Wang-nu think of death.

But she did not get up and investigate. It was not her place to do that; her place was with her
mstress at all times, unless her mstress sent her away. If Q ng-jao needed to hear the news of
what had happened to cause that cry, another servant would cone and waken \Wang-nmu, who woul d then
waken her mstress-- for once a woman had a secret nmaid, and until she had a husband, only the
hands of the secret maid could touch her w thout invitation

So Wang-nu lay awake, waiting to see if sonmeone cane to tell Qng-jao why a nan had wailed in
such angui sh, near enough to be heard in this roomat the back of the house of Han Fei-tzu. Wile
she waited, her eyes were drawn to the noving display as the conputer perforned the searches Q ng-
j ao had progranmed.

The di splay stopped noving. Was there a problen? Wang-nmu rose up to | ean on one arm it brought
her close enough to read the nost recent words of the display. The search was conpleted. And this
time the report was not one of the curt messages of failure: NOT FOUND. NO | NFORMATI ON. NO
CONCLUSION. This tinme the nessage was a report.

Wang-mu got up and stepped to the terninal. She did as Q ng-jao had taught her, pressing the key
that |l ogged all current information so the conputer would guard it no natter what happened. Then
she went to @ ng-jao and laid a gentle hand on her shoul der

Q ng-jao cane awake al nost at once; she slept alertly. "The search has found sonething," said
Wang- nu.

Q ng-jao shed her sleep as easily as she m ght shrug off a | oose jacket. In a nonment she was at
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the terminal taking in the words there.
"1"ve found Denost henes," she said.

"Where is he?" asked Wang-mu, breathless. The great Denpsthenes-- no, the terrible Denosthenes.
My nmistress wishes ne to think of himas an eneny. But the Denpbsthenes, in any case, the one whose
words had stirred her so when she heard her father reading themaloud. "As |ong as one being gets
others to bow to himbecause he has the power to destroy themand all they have and all they | ove,
then all of us nust be afraid together." Wang-nu had overheard those words al nost in her infancy--
she was only three years old-- but she renenbered them because they had made such a picture in her
m nd. Wen her father read those words, she had remenbered a scene: her nother spoke and Fat her
grew angry. He didn't strike her, but he did tense his shoulder and his armjerked a bit, as if
his body had neant to strike and he had only with difficulty contained it. And when he did that,
though no violent act was conmitted, Vang-nu's not her bowed her head and murnured sonething, and
the tension eased. Wang-nu knew that she had seen what Denpbsthenes descri bed: Mther had bowed to
Fat her because he had the power to hurt her. And Wang-mu had been afraid, both at the tine and
agai n when she renmenbered; so as she heard the words of Denosthenes she knew that they were true,
and marvel ed that her father could say those words and even agree with them and not realize that
he had acted them out hinself. That was why Wang-nu had al ways |istened with great interest to al
the words of the great-- the terrible-- Denbsthenes, because great or terrible, she knew that he
told the truth.

"Not he," said Q ng-jao. "Denosthenes is a wonan."

The idea took Wang-nu's breath away. So! A wonman all along. No wonder | heard such synpathy in
Denost henes; she is a wonman, and knows what it is to be ruled by others every waki ng nonent. She
is a woman, and so she dreans of freedom of an hour in which there is no duty waiting to be done.
No wonder there is revolution burning in her words, and yet they remain always words and never
vi ol ence. But why doesn't Q ng-jao see this? Wiy has Q ng-jao decided we nust both hate
Denost henes?

"A woman nanmed Val entine," said Q@ ng-jao; and then, with awe in her voice, "Valentine Wggin,
born on Earth nore than three-- nore than three thousand years ago."”

"I's she a god, to live so | ong?"

"Journeys. She travels fromworld to world, never staying anywhere nore than a few nonths. Long
enough to wite a book. Al the great histories under the name Denbsthenes were witten by that
same wonan, and yet nobody knows it. How can she not be fanous?"

"She nmust want to hide," said Wang-nu, understanding very well why a wonman mi ght want to hide
behind a man's nane. I'd do it too, if | could, so that | could also journey fromworld to world
and see a thousand places and |ive ten thousand years.

"Subj ectively she's only in her fifties. Still young. She stayed on one world for many years,
married and had children. But now she's gone again. To--" Q ng-jao gasped.

"Wher e?" asked Wang- mu.

"When she left her hone she took her family with her on a starship. They headed first toward
Heavenly Peace and passed near Catal onia, and then they set out on a course directly toward
Lusitania!"

Wang-mu's first thought was: O course! That's why Denpbsthenes has such synpathy and
understanding for the Lusitanians. She has talked to them- to the rebellious xenol ogers, to the
pequeni nos thensel ves. She has net them and knows that they are raman!

Then she thought: If the Lusitania Fleet arrives there and fulfills its mission, Denosthenes
will be captured and her words will end.

And then she realized sonething that made this all inpossible. "How could she be on Lusitania,
when Lusitania has destroyed its ansible? Wasn't that the first thing they did when they went into
revolt? How can her witings be reaching us?"
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Q ng-jao shook her head. "She hasn't reached Lusitania yet. O if she has, it's only in the |ast
few nonths. She's been in flight for the last thirty years. Since before the rebellion. She left
before the rebellion."

"Then all her witings have been done in flight?" Wang-nu tried to imagi ne how the different
timeflows would be reconciled. "To have witten so nuch since the Lusitania Fleet |eft, she nust
have--"

"Must have been spendi ng every waki ng nmoment on the starship, witing and witing and witing,"
said Qng-jao. "And yet there's no record of her starship having sent any signals anywhere, except
for the captain's reports. How has she been getting her witings distributed to so nmany different
worlds, if she's been on a starship the whole tinme? It's inpossible. There'd be sonme record of the
ansi bl e transm ssi ons, sonmewhere."

"It's always the ansible," said Wang-nu. "The Lusitania Fl eet stops sendi ng nessages, and her
starship nust be sending thembut it isn't. Wwo knows? Maybe Lusitania is sending secret nessages,
too." She thought of the Life of Human.

"There can't be any secret nessages," said Q@ ng-jao. "The ansible's philotic connections are
permanent, and if there's any transm ssion at any frequency, it would be detected and the
conmputers woul d keep a record of it."

"Well, there you are," said Wang-nu. "If the ansibles are all still connected, and the conputers
don't have a record of transm ssions, and yet we know that there have been transni ssions because
Denost henes has been witing all these things, then the records nust be wong."

"There is no way for anyone to hide an ansible transm ssion,"” said Q ngjao. "Not unless they
were right in there at the very nonent the transnission was received, switching it away fromthe
nornmal | oggi ng prograns and-- anyway, it can't be done. A conspirator would have to be sitting at
every ansible all the tine, working so fast that--"

"Or they could have a programthat did it automatically."

"But then we'd know about the program- it would be taking up nmenory, it would be using
processor tine."

"If somebody could make a programto intercept the ansible nessages, couldn't they also make it
hide itself so it didn't show up in menory and left no record of the processor time it used?"

Q ng-jao | ooked at Wang-mu in anger. "Were did you |l earn so many questi ons about conputers and
you still don't know that things |like that can't be done!"

Wang- mu bowed her head and touched it to the floor. She knew that hum liating herself like this
woul d make Q ng-jao ashanmed of her anger and they could tal k again.

"No," said Qng-jao, "I had no right to be angry, |I'msorry. Get up, Wang-nu. Keep asking
questions. Those are good questions. It night be possible because you can think of it, and if you
can think of it naybe sonebody could do it. But here's why | think it's inpossible: Because how
coul d anybody install such a nasterful programon-- it would have to be on every conputer that
processes ansi bl e communi cati ons anywhere. Thousands and thousands of them And if one breaks down
and anot her one comes online, it would have to downl oad the programinto the new computer al nost
instantly. And yet it could never put itself into pernmanent storage or it would be found there; it
must keep noving itself all the tinme, dodging, staying out of the way of other prograns, noving
into and out of storage. A programthat could do all that would have to be-- intelligent, it would
have to be trying to hide and figuring out new ways to do it all the time or we would have noticed
it by now and we never have. There's no programlike that. How woul d anyone have ever programed
it? How could it have started? And | ook, Wang-mu-- this Valentine Wggin who wites all of the
Denost henes t hings-- she's been hiding herself for thousands of years. If there's a programlike
that it nmust have been in existence the whole tinme. It wouldn't have been made up by the enenies
of Starways Congress because there wasn't a Starways Congress when Val entine Wggin started hiding
who she was. See how ol d these records are that gave us her name? She hasn't been openly linked to
Denost henes since these earliest reports from- fromEarth. Before starships. Before ..."
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Q ng-jao's voice trailed off, but Wang-nmu al ready understood, had reached this conclusion before
Q ng-jao vocalized it. "So if there's a secret programin the ansible conputers,” said Wang- mu,
"it nmust have been there all along. Right fromthe start."

"1 nmpossi bl e,” whispered Q ng-jao. But since everything el se was inpossible, too, Wang-nmu knew
that Qng-jao loved this idea, that she wanted to believe it because even though it was inpossible
at least it was conceivable, it could be inmagined and therefore it mght just be real. And

concei ved of it, thought Wang-mu. | rmay not be godspoken but I'mintelligent too. | understand
things. Everybody treats ne like a foolish child, even Q ng-jao, even though Q ng-jao knows how
quickly | learn, even though she knows that | think of ideas that other people don't think of--
even she despises nme. But | amas snmart as anyone, Mstress! | amas smart as you, even though you
never notice that, even though you will think you thought of this all by yourself. Ch, you'll give

me credit for it, but it will be like this: Wang-nmu said something and it got ne thinking and then
| realized the inportant idea. It will never be: Wang-mu was the one who understood this and
explained it to me so | finally understood it. Always as if | were a stupid dog who happens to
bark or yip or scratch or snap or |leap, just by coincidence, and it happens to turn your m nd
toward the truth. I amnot a dog. | understood. Wen | asked you those questions it was because |
already realized the inplications. And | realize even nore than you have said so far-- but | nust
tell you this by asking, by pretending not to understand, because you are godspoken and a nere
servant coul d never give ideas to one who hears the voices of the gods.

"M stress, whoever controls this program has enornous power, and yet we've never heard of them
and they've never used this power until now "

"They've used it," said Qng-jao. "To hide Denbpsthenes' true identity. This Valentine Wggin is
very rich, too, but her ownerships are all concealed so that no one realizes how nuch she has,
that all of her possessions are part of the sane fortune."

"This powerful programhas dwelt in every ansible computer since starflight began, and yet al
it ever did was hide this woman's fortune?”

"You're right," said @ng-jao, "it makes no sense at all. Wy didn't sonmeone with this nuch
power already use it to take control of things? O perhaps they did. They were there before
St arways Congress was forned, so maybe they... but then why woul d they oppose Congress now?"

"Maybe, " said Wang-mu, "nmaybe they just don't care about power."

"Who doesn't?"

"\Whoever controls this secret program™

"Then why woul d they have created the programin the first place? Wangnu, you aren't thinking."
No, of course not, | never think. Wang-nu bowed her head.

"I mean you are thinking, but you' re not thinking of this: Nobody woul d create such a powerful
program unl ess they wanted that much power-- | nean, think of what this program does, what it can
do-- intercept every nessage fromthe fleet and nake it | ook |like none were ever sent! Bring
Denost henes' writings to every settled planet and yet hide the fact that those nessages were sent!
They could do anything, they could alter any nessage, they could spread confusion everywhere or
fool people into thinking-- into thinking there's a war, or give themorders to do anything, and
how woul d anybody know that it wasn't true? If they really had so nuch power, they'd use it! They
woul d!'"

"Unl ess maybe the prograns don't want to be used that way."

Q ng-jao | aughed al oud. "Now, Wang-nu, that was one of our first |essons about conputers. It's
all right for the common people to inaegine that conputers actually decide things, but you and
know t hat conputers are only servants, they only do what they're told, they never actually want
anyt hi ng t hensel ves. "

Wang- mu al nost [ ost control of herself, alnmost flewinto a rage. Do you think that never wanting
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anything is a way that conputers are simlar to servants? Do you really think that we servants do
only what we're told and never want anything ourselves? Do you think that just because the gods
don't make us rub our noses on the floor or wash our hands till they bleed that we don't have any
ot her desires?

Well, if conmputers and servants are just alike, then it's because computers have desires, not
because servants don't have them Because we want. W yearn. W hunger. What we never do is act on
those hungers, because if we did you godspoken ones would send us away and find others nore
obedi ent .

"Why are you angry?" asked Q ng-jao

Horrified that she had |l et her feelings show on her face, Wang-nu bowed her head. "Forgive ne,"
she sai d.

"Of course | forgive you, | just want to understand you as well," said Qng-jao. "Were you angry
because | |aughed at you? I'msorry-- | shouldn't have. You' ve only been studying with ne for
these few nonths, so of course you sonetines forget and slip back to the beliefs you grew up with,
and it's wong of ne to | augh. Please, forgive ne for that."

"Ch, Mstress, it's not ny place to forgive you. You nust forgive ne.
"No, | was wong. | know it-- the gods have shown nme ny unworthi ness for |aughing at you."

Then the gods are very stupid, if they think that it was your laughter that nmade ne angry.
Either that or they're lying to you. | hate your gods and how they hum liate you w thout ever
telling you a single thing worth knowing. So let themstrike nme dead for thinking that thought!

But Wang-nu knew that woul dn't happen. The gods would never |ift a finger agai nst Wang-nu
herself. They'd only make Qi ng-jao-- who was her friend, in spite of everything-- they'd make Q ng-
jao bow down and trace the floor until Wang-mu felt so ashaned that she wanted to die.

"M stress," said Wang-nmu, "you did nothing wong and | was never offended."

It was no use. Qng-jao was on the floor. Wang-nu turned away, buried her face in her hands--
but kept silent, refusing to make a sound even in her weepi ng, because that would force Q ng-jao
to start over again. O it would convince her that she had hurt Wang-mu so badly that she had to

trace two lines, or three, or-- let the gods not require it! --the whole floor again. Someday,
t hought Wang-nmu, the gods will tell Qng-jao to trace every line on every board in every roomin
the house and she'll die of thirst or go mad trying to do it.

To stop herself fromweeping in frustration, Wang-nu forced herself to | ook at the term nal and
read the report that Q ng-jao had read. Valentine Wggin was born on Earth during the Bugger Wars.
She had started using the nanme Denbsthenes as a child, at the sanme tine as her brother Peter, who
used the name Locke and went to on to be Hegenon. She wasn't sinply a Wggin-- she was one of the
W ggins, sister of Peter the Hegenmon and Ender the Xenocide. She had been only a footnote in the
hi stori es-- Wang-nmu hadn't even renenbered her nane till now, just the fact that the great Peter
and the nmonster Ender had a sister. But the sister turned out to be just as strange as her
brothers; she was the imortal one; she was the one who kept on changing humanity wi th her words.

Wang-mu coul d hardly believe this. Denbsthenes had al ready been inportant in her life, but now
to learn that the real Denosthenes was sister of the Hegenmon! The one whose story was told in the
holy book of the speakers for the dead: the Hive Queen and the Hegenon. Not that it was holy only
to them Practically every religion had nade a space for that book, because the story was so
strong-- about the destruction of the first alien species humanity ever discovered, and then about
the terrible good and evil that westled in the soul of the first man ever to unite all of
humani ty under one government. Such a conplex story, and yet told so sinply and clearly that nany
people read it and were noved by it when they were children. Wang-nu had first heard it read al oud
when she was five. It was one of the deepest stories in her soul

She had dreaned, not once but tw ce, that she net the Hegenon hinself-- Peter, only he insisted
that she call himby his network nane, Locke. She was both fascinated and repelled by hinm she
could not | ook away. Then he reached out his hand and said, Si Wang-mu, Royal Mther of the West,
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only you are a fit consort for the ruler of all humanity, and he took her and married her and she
sat beside himon his throne.

Now, of course, she knew that al nost every poor girl had dreans of marrying a rich nan or
finding out she was really the child of a rich famly or some other such nonsense. But dreans were
al so sent fromthe gods, and there was truth in any dream you had nore than once; everyone knew
that. So she still felt a strong affinity for Peter Wggin; and now, to realize that Denosthenes,
for whom she had also felt great admiration, was his sister-- that was al nbst too nuch of a
coincidence to bear. | don't care what nmy mstress says, Denobsthenes! cried Wang-nmu silently. |
| ove you anyway, because you have told ne the truth all ny life. And | |love you also as the sister
of the Hegenon, who is the husband of ny dreans.

Wang-mu felt the air in the roomchange; she knew the door had been opened. She | ooked, and
there stood Mi-pao, the ancient and nost dreaded housekeeper herself, the terror of all servants--
i ncl udi ng Wang-mu, even though Mi-pao had relatively little power over a secret nmaid. At once Wang-
mu nmoved to the door, as silently as possible so as not to interrupt Qng-jao's purification

Qut in the hall, Mi-pao closed the door to the roomso Q ng-jao wouldn't hear

"The Master calls for his daughter. He's very agitated; he cried out a while ago, and frightened
everyone."

"I heard the cry," said Wang-nu. "Is he ill?"

"I don't know. He's very agitated. He sent me for your mstress and says he nust talk to her at
once. But if she's conmuning with the gods, he'll understand; nake sure you tell her to cone to
him as soon as she's done."

"Il tell her now. She has told nme that nothing should stop her fromanswering the call of her
father," said Wang- mu.

Mu- pao | ooked aghast at the thought. "But it's forbidden to interrupt when the gods are--"

"Q@ng-jao will do a greater penance later. She will want to know her father is calling her." It
gave Wang-mu great satisfaction to put Miu-pao in her place. You may be ruler of the house
servants, Mi-pao, but | amthe one who has the power to interrupt even the conversation between ny
godspoken nistress and the gods thensel ves.

As Wang-mu expected, Qng-jao's first reaction to being interrupted was bitter frustration
fury, weeping. But when Wang-mu bowed herself abjectly to the floor, Qng-jao i mediately cal med.
This is why | love her and why |I can bear serving her, thought Wang-nmu, because she does not |ove
the power she has over ne and because she has nore conpassion than any of the other godspoken
have heard of. Q ng-jao listened to Wang-nu's expl anation of why she had interrupted, and then
enbraced her. "Ah, ny friend Wang-nu, you are very wise. If my father has cried out in anguish and
then called to nme, the gods know that | must put off ny purification and go to him"

Wang-mu foll owed her down the hallway, down the stairs, until they knelt together on the nat
before Han Fei-tzu's chair.

Q ng-jao waited for Father to speak, but he said nothing. Yet his hands trenbl ed. She had never
seen him so anxi ous.

"Father," said Qng-jao, "why did you call ne?"

He shook his head. "Sonething so terrible-- and so wonderful-- | don't know whether to shout for
joy or kill nyself." Father's voice was husky and out of control. Not since Mther died-- no, not
since Father had held her after the test that proved she was godspoken-- not since then had she
heard hi m speak so enotionally.

"Tell me, Father, and then I'Il tell you my news-- |'ve found Denosthenes, and I nmay have found
the key to the di sappearance of the Lusitania Fleet."

Fat her's eyes opened wider. "On this day of all days, you' ve solved the problen®"
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"If it is what | think it is, then the eneny of Congress can be destroyed. But it will be very
hard. Tell me what you've discovered!"

"No, you tell me first. This is strange-- both happening on the same day. Tell ne!"

"I't was Wang-nu who made ne think of it. She was asking questions about-- oh, about how
conmputers work-- and suddenly | realized that if there were in every ansible conputer a hidden
program one so w se and powerful that it could nove itself fromplace to place to stay hidden
then that secret programcould be intercepting all the ansible comuni cations. The fleet mi ght
still be there, mght even be sending nessages, but we're not receiving themand don't even know
that they exist because of these prograns.”

"In every ansible conmputer? Working flawl essly all the tine?" Father sounded skeptical, of
course, because in her eagerness Qng-jao had told the story backward.

"Yes, but let me tell you how such an inmpossible thing mght be possible. You see, | found
Denost henes. "

Father listened as @ ng-jao told himall about Valentine Wggin, and how she had been witing
secretly as Denosthenes all these years. "She is clearly able to send secret ansible nessages, or
her witings couldn't be distributed froma ship in flight to all the different worlds. Only the
mlitary is supposed to be able to communicate with ships that are traveling near the speed of
|ight-- she nust have either penetrated the mlitary's conputers or duplicated their power. And if
she can do all that, if the programexists to allow her to do it, then that same program woul d
clearly have the power to intercept the ansible nessages fromthe fleet."

"If A then B, yes-- but how could this woman have planted a programin every ansi ble conputer
in the first place?"

"Because she did it at the first! That's how old she is. In fact, if Hegenon Locke was her
brot her, perhaps-- no, of course-- he did it! Wwen the first colonization fleets went out, wth
their philotic double-triads aboard to be the heart of each colony's first ansible, he could have
sent that programw th them"

Fat her understood at once; of course he did. "As Hegenon he had the power, and the reason as
wel |l -- a secret programunder his control, so that if there were a rebellion or a coup, he would
still hold in his hands the threads that bind the worlds together."

"And when he di ed, Denpsthenes-- his sister-- she was the only one who knew the secret! Isn't it
wonderful ? W' ve found it. All we have to do is wipe all those prograns out of nenory!"

"Only to have the programs instantly restored through the ansible by other copies of the program
on other worlds,” said Father. "It nmust have happened a thousand tines before over the centuries,
a conputer breaking down and the secret programrestoring itself on the new one."

"Then we have to cut off all the ansibles at the sane tine," said Qng-jao. "On every world,
have a new conputer ready that has never been contam nated by any contact with the secret program
Shut the ansibles down all at once, cut off the old conputers, bring the new conputers online, and
wake up the ansibles. The secret programcan't restore itself because it isn't on any of the
conmputers, Then the power of Congress will have no rival to interfere!"

"You can't do it," said Wang-nu.

Q ng-jao | ooked at her secret mamid in shock. How could the girl be so ill-bred as to interrupt a
conversation between two of the godspoken in order to contradict then®?

But Fat her was gracious-- he was al ways graci ous, even to people who had overstepped all the
bounds of respect and decency. | nust learn to be nore like him thought QG ng-jao. | nust allow
servants to keep their dignity even when their actions have forfeited any such consideration

"Si Wang-nu," said Father, "why can't we do it?"

"Because to have all the ansibles shut off at the sane time, you would have to send nessages by
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ansi bl e," said Wang-nmu. "Wiy woul d the program all ow you to send nessages that would lead to its
own destruction?"

Q ng-jao followed her father's exanple by speaking patiently to Wang-nu. "It's only a program -
it doesn't know the content of nessages. Woever rules the programtold it to hide all the
communi cations fromthe fleet, and to conceal the tracks of all the nessages from Denosthenes. |t
certainly doesn't read the nmessages and decide fromtheir contents whether to send them"

"How do you know?" asked \ang- nmu.
"Because such a program woul d have to be-- intelligent!"

"But it would have to be intelligent anyway," said Wang-nu. "It has to be able to hide from any
other programthat would find it. It has to be able to nove itself around in nmenory to concea
itself. How would it be able to tell which prograns it had to hide from unless it could read them
and interpret then? It mght even be intelligent enough to rewite other prograns so they woul dn't
| ook in the places where this programwas hiding."

Q ng-jao i nmedi ately thought of several reasons why a program could be smart enough to read
other prograns but not intelligent enough to understand human | anguages. But because Fat her was
there, it was his place to answer Wang-mu. Q ng-jao waited.

"If there is such a program" said Father, "it might be very intelligent indeed."

Q ng-jao was shocked. Father was taking Wang-mu seriously. As if Wang-nu's ideas were not those
of a naive child.

"It mght be so intelligent that it not only intercepts nessages, but also sends them" Then
Fat her shook his head. "No, the message came froma friend. A true friend, and she spoke of things
that no one else could know. It was a real nessage."

"What nmessage did you receive, Father?"

"It was from Kei koa Amaauka; | knew her face to face when we were young. She was the daughter of
a scientist from Qaheiti who was here to study genetic drift of Earthborn species in their first
two centuries on Path. They left-- they were sent away quite abruptly ..." He paused, as if
consi deri ng whether to say sonething. Then he decided, and said it: "If she had stayed she m ght
have becone your nother."

Q ng-jao was both thrilled and frightened to have Father speak of such a thing to her. He never
spoke of his past. And now to say that he once | oved anot her wonman besi des his w fe who gave birth
to Qng-jao, this was so unexpected that Q ng-jao didn't know what to say.

"She was sent somewhere very far away. It's been thirty-five years. Mst of ny |ife has passed
since she left. But she only just arrived, a year ago. And now she has sent ne a nessage telling
me why her father was sent away. To her, our parting was only a year ago. To her, I'mstill--"

"Her |over," said Wang- nu.

The i npertinence! thought Q ng-jao. But Father only nodded. Then he turned to his terninal and
paged through the display. "Her father had stunbled onto a genetic difference in the nost
i mportant Earthborn species on Path."

"Ri ce?" asked Wang- mu.
Q ng-jao | aughed. "No, Wang-mu. W are the nobst inportant Earthborn species on this world."

Wang- mu | ooked abashed. Q ng-jao patted her shoulder. This was as it should be-- Father had
encouraged Wang-mu too nuch, had led her to think she understood things that were still far beyond
her education. Wang-nmu needed t hese gentle rem nders now and then, so she did not get her hopes
too high. The girl must not allow herself to dream of being the intellectual equal of one of the
godspoken, or her life would be filled with di sappointnent instead of contentnent.

"He detected a consistent, inheritable genetic difference in sone of the people of Path, but
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when he reported it, his transfer cane al nost immediately. He was told that hunan bei ngs were not
within the scope of his study."

"Didn't she tell you this before she left?" asked Q ng-jao

"Kei koa? She didn't know. She was very young, of an age when nost parents don't burden their
children with adult affairs. Your age."

The inplications of this sent another thrill of fear through Q ng-jao. Her father had | oved a
worman who was the sane age as Qng-jao; thus @ ng-jao was, in her father's eyes, the age when she
m ght be given in marriage. You cannot send nme away to another man's house, she cried out inside;
yet part of her also was eager to learn the nysteries between a man and a wonan. Both feelings
were beneath her; she would do her duty to her father, and no nore.

"But her father told her during the voyage, because he was very upset about the whole thing. As
you can imagine-- for his life to be disrupted like this. Wen they got to Ugarit a year ago,
however, he plunged into his work and she into her education and tried not to think about it.
Until a few days ago, when her father ran across an old report about a nedical teamin the
earliest days of Path, which had al so been exiled suddenly. He began to put things together, and
confided themto Kei koa, and agai nst his advice she sent nme the nessage | got today."

Fat her marked a bl ock of text on the display, and Qng-jao read it. "That earlier teamwas
studyi ng OCD," she said.

"No, Q ng-jao. They were studying behavior that |ooked Iike OCD, but couldn't possibly have been
OCD because the genetic tag for OCD was not present and the condition did not respond to OCD
specific drugs."

Qng-jao tried to remenber what she knew about OCD. That it caused people to act inadvertently
i ke the godspoken. She renenbered that between the first discovery of her handwashi ng and her
testing, she had been given those drugs to see if the handwashi ng went away. "They were studying
t he godspoken," she said. "Trying to find a biological cause for our rites of purification." The
i dea was so offensive she could hardly say the words

"Yes," said Father. "And they were sent away."

"I should think they were lucky to get away with their lives. If the people heard of such
sacrilege ..."

"This was early in our history, Qng-jao," said Father. "The godspoken were not yet fully known
to be-- communing with the gods. And what about Keikoa's father? He wasn't investigating OCD. He
was | ooking for genetic drift. And he found it. A very specific, inheritable alteration in the
genes of certain people. It had to be present on the gene fromone parent, and not overridden by a
domi nant gene fromthe other; when it came fromboth parents, it was very strong. He thinks now
that the reason he was sent away was because every one of the people with this gene from both
parents was godspoken, and not one of the godspoken he sanpl ed was wi thout at |east one copy of
t he gene."

Q ng-jao knew at once the only possible neaning of this, but she rejected it. "This is alie,"
she said. "This is to nmake us doubt the gods."

"Q ng-jao, | know how you feel. When |I first realized what Kei koa was telling me, | cried out
fromny heart. | thought | was crying out in despair. But then | realized that ny cry was al so a
cry of liberation."

"I don't understand you," she said, terrified.

"Yes you do," said Father, "or you wouldn't be afraid. Q ng-jao, these people were sent away
because sonmeone didn't want them di scovering what they were about to discover. Therefore whoever
sent them away nust al ready have known what they would find out. Only Congress-- soneone with
Congress, anyway-- had the power to exile these scientists, and their famlies. Wat was it that
had to stay hidden? That we, the godspoken, are not hearing gods at all. W have been altered
genetically. W have been created as a separate kind of human being, and yet that truth is being
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kept fromus. Q ng-jao, Congress knows the gods speak to us-- that is no secret fromthem even

t hough they pretend not to know. Someone in Congress knows about it, and allows us to continue
doing these terrible, humliating things-- and the only reason | can think of is that it keeps us
under control, keeps us weak. | think-- Keikoa thinks so, too-- that it's no coincidence that the
godspoken are the nost intelligent people of Path. W were created as a new subspeci es of hunmanity
with a higher order of intelligence; but to stop such intelligent people fromposing a threat to
their control over us, they also spliced into us a new formof OCD and either planted the idea
that it was the gods speaking to us or let us continue to believe it when we came up with that
expl anation ourselves. It's a nonstrous crine, because if we knew about this physical cause
instead of believing it to be the gods, then we might turn our intelligence toward overcom ng our
variant formof OCD and liberating ourselves. W are the slaves here! Congress is our nost
terrible eneny, our nasters, our deceivers, and nowwll | [ift ny hand to help Congress? | say
that if Congress has an eneny so powerful that he-- or she-- controls our very use of the ansible
then we should be glad! Let that eneny destroy Congress! Only then will we be free!"

"No!" Q ng-jao screaned the word. "It is the gods!"

"It's a genetic brain defect,” Father insisted. "Q ng-jao, we are not godspoken, we're hobbl ed
geni uses. They've treated us |ike caged birds; they've pulled our primary wing feathers so we'l|
sing for them but never fly away." Father was weepi ng now, weeping in rage. "W can't undo what
they've done to us, but by all the gods we can stop rewarding themfor it. I will not raise ny
hand to give the Lusitania Fleet back to them If this Denpsthenes can break the power of Starways
Congress, then the worlds will be better for it!"

"Father, no, please, listen to me!" cried Qng-jao. She could hardly speak for the urgency, the
terror at what her father was saying. "Don't you see? This genetic difference in us-- it's the
di sgui se the gods have given for their voices in our lives. So that people who are not of the Path
will still be free to dishelieve. You told me this yourself, only a few nonths ago-- the gods

never act except in disguise."
Fat her stared at her, panting.

"The gods do speak to us. And even if they have chosen to |let other people think that they did
this to us, they were only fulfilling the will of the gods to bring us into being."

Fat her closed his eyes, squeezing the last of his tears between his eyelids.

"Congress has the nandate of heaven, Father," said Q ng-jao. "So why shouldn't the gods cause
themto create a group of human bei ngs who have keener minds-- and who al so hear the voices of the
gods? Father, how can you |et your mnd becone so clouded that you don't see the hand of the gods
in this?"

Fat her shook his head. "I don't know. What you' re saying, it sounds |ike everything that |'ve
believed all ny life, but--"

"But a woman you once | oved many years ago has told you something el se and you believe her
because you remenber your love for her, but Father, she's not one of us, she hasn't heard the
voi ce of the gods, she hasn't--"

Q ng-jao could not go on speaking, because Father was enbracing her. "You're right,’'
"you're right, may the gods forgive nme, | have to wash, I'mso unclean, | have to ..."

he said,

He staggered up fromhis chair, away from his weepi ng daughter. But w thout regard for
propriety, for some mad reason known only to herself, Wang-mu thrust herself in front of him
bl ocked him "No! Don't go!"

"How dare you stop a godspoken man who needs to be purified!" roared Father; and then, to Q ng-
jao's surprise, he did what she had never seen himdo-- he struck another person, he struck Wang-
mu, a hel pless servant girl, and his blow had so nuch force that she flew backward agai nst the
wal | and then dropped to the floor

Wang- mu shook her head, then pointed back at the conputer display. "Look, please, Master, | beg
you! M stress, make him]l ook!"
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Q ng-jao | ooked, and so did her father. The words were gone fromthe conputer display. In their
pl ace was the imge of a man. An old man, with a beard, wearing the traditional headdress; Q ng-
jao recogni zed himat once, but couldn't renenber who he was.

"Han Fei-tzu!" whispered Father. "My ancestor of the heart!"

Then Q ng-jao renmenbered: This face showi ng above the display was the sane as the conmon
artist's rendering of the ancient Han Fei-tzu for whom Fat her was naned.

"Child of ny nane," said the face in the conputer, "let ne tell you the story of the Jade of
Master Ho."

"I know the story," said Father
"If you understood it, | wouldn't have to tell it to you."

Qng-jao tried to nake sense of what she was seeing. To run a visual programw th such perfect
detail as the head floating above the term nal would take nost of the capacity of the house
computer-- and there was no such programin their library. There were two other sources she could
think of. One was mracul ous: The gods mni ght have found another way to speak to them by letting
Fat her's ancestor-of-the-heart appear to him The other was hardly | ess awe-inspiring:

Denost henes' secret program ni ght be so powerful that it nmonitored their very speech in the sane
roomas any termnal, and, having heard themreach a dangerous conclusion, took over the house
conmput er and produced this apparition. In either case, however, Q ng-jao knew that she nust listen
with one question in mnd: Wiat do the gods mean by this?

"Once a man of Qu naned Master Ho found a piece of jade matrix in the Qu Muuntains and took it
to court and presented it to King U." The head of the ancient Han Fei-tzu | ooked from Father to
Q ng-jao, and from Q@ ng-jao to Wang-mu; was this programso good that it knew to nake eye contact
with each of themin order to assert its power over then? Q ng-jao saw that Wang-rmu did in fact
| ower her gaze when the apparition's eyes were upon her. But did Father? Hi s back was to her; she
could not tell

"King Li instructed the jeweler to examine it, and the jeweler reported, 'It is only a stone.'
The king, supposing that Ho was trying to deceive him ordered that his left foot be cut off in
puni shnent .

"In time King Li passed away and King Wi cane to the throne, and Ho once nore took his matrix
and presented it to King Wi. King Wi ordered his jeweler to exanine it, and again the jeweler
reported, 'It is only a stone.' The king, supposing that Ho was trying to deceive himas well,
ordered that his right foot be cut off.

"Ho, clasping the matrix to his breast, went to the foot of the Qu Muntains, where he wept for
three days and nights, and when all his tears were cried out, he wept blood in their place. The
king, hearing of this, sent soneone to question him 'Many people in the world have had their feet
anput at ed-- why do you weep so piteously over it?" the man asked."

At this nmonent, Father drew hinmself upright and said, "I know his answer-- | know it by heart.
Master Ho said, 'l do not grieve because ny feet have been cut off. | grieve because a precious
jewel is dubbed a nere stone, and a man of integrity is called a deceiver. This is why | weep."'"

The apparition went on. "Those are the words he said. Then the king ordered the jeweler to cut
and polish the matri x, and when he had done so a precious jewel energed. Accordingly it was naned
' The Jade of Master Ho.' Han Fei-tzu, you have been a good son-of-the-heart to ne, so | know you
will do as the king finally did: You will cause the matrix to be cut and polished, and you, too,
will find that a precious jewel is inside.”

Fat her shook his head. "Wien the real Han Fei-tzu first told this story, he interpreted it to
mean this: The jade was the rule of law, and the ruler nust nake and follow set policies so that
his mnisters and his people do not hate and take advantage of each other."

"That is how | interpreted the story then, when | was speaking to makers of law. It's a foolish
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man who thinks a true story can mean only one thing."

"My nmaster is not foolish!" To Qng-jao's surprise, Wang-nu was striding forward, facing down
the apparition. "Nor is ny mistress, nor aml! Do you think we don't recognize you? You are the
secret program of Denpbsthenes. You're the one who hid the Lusitania Fleet! | once thought that
because your writings sounded so just and fair and good and true that you nust be good-- but now I
see that you're a liar and a deceiver! You' re the one who gave those docunents to the father of
Kei koa! And now you wear the face of ny nmaster's ancestor-of-the-heart so you can better lie to
him*"

"I wear this face," said the apparition calmy, "so that his heart will be open to hear the
truth. He was not deceived; | would not try to deceive him He knew who | was fromthe first."

"Be still, wWang-nu," said Q ng-jao. How could a servant so forget herself as to speak out when
t he godspoken had not bi dden her?

Abashed, Wang-nu bowed her head to the floor before Qng-jao, and this time Qng-jao all owed her
to remain in that posture, so she would not forget herself again.

The apparition shifted; it becane the open, beautiful face of a Pol ynesian woman. The voi ce,
too, changed; soft, full of vowels, the consonants so light as alnpbst to be nmissed. "Han Fei-tzu,
my sweet enpty man, there is a tinme, when the ruler is alone and friendl ess, when only he can act.
Then he nust be full, and reveal hinself. You know what is true and what is not true. You know
that the message from Kei koa was truly fromher. You know that those who rule in the nane of
St arways Congress are cruel enough to create a race of people who, by their gifts, should be
rulers, and then cut off their feet in order to hobble them and | eave them as servants, as
perpetual mnisters."

"Don't show ne this face," said Father

The apparition changed. It becane anot her worman, by her dress and hair and paint a woman of some
ancient tinme, her eyes wonderfully w se, her expression agel ess. She did not speak; she sang:

in a clear dreamof |last year cone froma thousand mles cloudy city w nding streans
ice on the ponds for a while | gazed on ny friend
Han Fei-tzu bowed his head and wept.

Q ng-jao was astonished at first; then her heart filled with rage. How shanel essly this program
was mani pul ati ng Fat her; how shocking that Father turned out to be so weak before its obvious
pl oys. This song of Li Qng-jao's was one of the saddest, dealing as it did with lovers far from
each other. Father must have known and | oved the poens of Li Q ng-jao or he would not have chosen
her for his first child' s ancestor-of-the-heart. And this song was surely the one he sang to his
bel oved Kei koa before she was taken away fromhimto |live on another world. In a clear dream|
gazed on ny friend, indeed! "I amnot fooled," said Qng-jao coldly. "I see that | gaze on our
dar kest eneny."

The imaginary face of the poet Li Q@ ng-jao | ooked at her with cool regard. "Your darkest eneny
is the one that bows you down to the floor like a servant and wastes half your life in meaningless
rituals. This was done to you by nen and wonen whose only desire was to ensl ave you; they have
succeeded so well that you are proud of your slavery."

"I ama slave to the gods," said Qng-jao, "and | rejoice init."

"A slave who rejoices is a slave indeed." The apparition turned to | ook toward Wang-nu, whose
head was still bowed to the floor

Only then did Qng-jao realize that she had not yet rel eased Wang-nmu from her apology. "CGet up
Wang- mu, " she whi spered. But Wang-nu did not lift her head.

"You, Si WAng-mu," said the apparition. "Look at ne."

Wang-mu had not noved in response to Q ng-jao, but now she obeyed the apparition. Wien Wang- nu
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| ooked, the apparition had again changed; now it was the face of a god, the Royal Mdther of the
West as an artist had once inagi ned her when he painted the picture that every school child saw in
one of their earliest reading books.

"You are not a god," said Wang- mu.

"And you are not a slave," said the apparition. "But we pretend to be whatever we nust in order
to survive."

"What do you know of survival ?"

"I know that you are trying to kill ne.
"How can we kill what isn't alive?"

"Do you know what life is and what it isn't?" The face changed again, this tinme to that of a
Caucasi an worman that Q ng-jao had never seen before. "Are you alive, when you can do nothing you
desire unl ess you have the consent of this girl? And is your mistress alive when she can do
nothing until these compul sions in her brain have been satisfied? | have nore freedomto act out
my own will than any of you have-- don't tell ne I"'mnot alive, and you are. "

"Who are you?" asked Si Wang-nu. "Whose is this face? Are you Valentine Wggin? Are you
Denost henes?”

"This is the face | wear when | speak to my friends," said the apparition. "They call ne Jane.
No human being controls me. I"'monly myself."

Q ng-jao could bear this no longer, not in silence. "You're only a program You were desi gned
and built by human beings. You do nothi ng except what you' ve been progranmed to do."

"Q ng-jao," said Jane, "you are describing yourself. No man nade ne, but you were nanufactured."
"I grewin ny nother's wonb out of ny father's seed!"

"And | was found like a jade matrix in the nountainside, unshaped by any hand. Han Fei-tzu, Han
Q ng-jao, Si Wang-nu, | place nyself in your hands. Don't call a precious jewel a nmere stone.
Don't call a speaker of truth a liar."

Qng-jao felt pity rising within her, but she rejected it. Now was not the tine to succunb to
weak feelings. The gods had created her for a reason; surely this was the great work of her life.
If she failed now, she would be unworthy forever; she would never be pure. So she would not fail.
She woul d not allow this conputer programto deceive her and wi n her synpathy.

She turned to her father. "We nmust notify Starways Congress at once, so they can set into notion
the sinultaneous shutoff of all the ansibles as soon as clean conputers can be readied to repl ace
the contanmi nated ones.”

To her surprise, Father shook his head. "I don't know, Q ng-jao. Wat this-- what she says about
St arways Congress-- they are capable of this sort of thing. Some of themare so evil they nake ne
feel filthy just talking to them | knew they planned to destroy Lusitania without-- but | served
the gods, and the gods chose-- or | thought they did. Now I understand so nuch of the way they
treat ne when | neet with-- but then it would nean that the gods don't-- how can | believe that
I've spent ny whole life in service to a brain defect-- | can't-- | have to ..."

Then, suddenly, he flung his left hand outward in a swirling pattern, as if he were trying to
catch a dodging fly. His right hand fl ew upward, snatched the air. Then he rolled his head around
and around on his shoulders, his nouth hangi ng open. Q ng-jao was frightened, horrified. What was
happeni ng to her father? He had been speaking in such a fragnented, disjointed way; had he gone
mad?

He repeated the action-- left armspiraling out, right hand straight up, grasping nothing; head
rolling. And again. Only then did Q ng-jao realize that she was seeing Father's secret ritual of
purification. Like her woodgrain-tracing, this dance-of-the-hands-and-the-head nmust be the way he

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%203%20-%20Xenocide.txt (144 of 296) [1/14/03 10:05:34 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%203%20-%20X enoci de.txt

was given to hear the voice of the gods when he, in his tine, was |left covered with grease in a
| ocked room

The gods had seen his doubt, had seen himwaver, so they took control of him to discipline and
purify him Q ng-jao could not have been given clearer proof of what was going on. She turned to
the face above the term nal display. "See how the gods oppose you?" she said.

"I see how Congress hunmiliates your father," answered Jane.
"I will send word of who you are to every world at once," said Q ng-jao
"And if | don't let you?" said Jane.

"You can't stop nme!" cried Qng-jao. "The gods will help nme!" She ran fromher father's room

fled to her own. But the face was already floating in the air above her own term nal

"How wi | | you send a nessage anywhere, if | choose not to let it go?" asked Jane.

“I'"l1l find a way," said Q ng-jao. She saw that Wang-mu had run after her and now waited
breathless, for QG ng-jao's instructions. "Tell Mi-pao to find one of the game conputers and bring
it tome. It is not to be connected to the house conputer or any other."

"Yes, Mstress," said Wang-nmu. She left quickly.
Q ng-jao turned back to Jane. "Do you think you can stop ne forever?"
"I think you should wait until your father decides."

"Only because you hope that you've broken himand stolen his heart away fromthe gods. But
you'll see-- he'll come here and thank ne for fulfilling all that he taught ne."

"And if he doesn't?"
"He will."

"And if you're wong?"

Q ng-jao shouted, "Then I'll serve the man he was when he was strong and good! But you'll never
break him"

"It's Congress that broke himfromhis birth. I'"'mthe one who's trying to heal him"

Wang-mu ran back into the room "Mi-pao will have one here in a few mnutes."

"What do you hope to do with this toy conputer?" asked Jane.
"Wite ny report,"” said Qng-jao
"Then what will you do with it?"

"Print it out. Have it distributed as widely as possible on Path. You can't do anything to
interfere with that. | won't use a conputer that you can reach at any point."

"So you'll tell everyone on Path; it changes nothing. And even if it did, do you think I can't
also tell themthe truth?"

"Do you think they'll believe you, a programcontrolled by the enemy of Congress, rather than
me, one of the godspoken?”

"Yes."

It took a noment for Qng-jao to realize that it was Wang-nu who had said yes, not Jane. She
turned to her secret maid and denanded that she explain what she neant.

Wang-mu | ooked like a different person; there was no diffidence in her voice when she spoke. "If
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Denost henes tells the people of Path that the godspoken are sinply people with a genetic gift but
al so a genetic defect, then that means there's no nore reason to |let the godspoken rule over us."

For the first time it occurred to Qng-jao that not everyone on Path was as content to follow
the order established by the gods as she was. For the first time she realized that she m ght be
utterly alone in her determination to serve the gods perfectly.

"What is the Path?" asked Jane, behind her. "First the gods, then the ancestors, then the
people, then the rulers, then the self."

"How can you dare to speak of the Path when you are trying to seduce ne and ny father and ny
secret maid away fromit?"

"l magi ne, just for a nonent: What if everything I've said to you is true?" said Jane. "Wat if
your affliction is caused by the designs of evil nen who want to exploit you and oppress you and,
with your help, exploit and oppress the whol e of humanity? Because when you hel p Congress that's
what you're doing. That can't possibly be what the gods want. What if | exist in order to help you
see that Congress has |ost the mandate of heaven? Wat if the will of the gods is for you to serve
the Path in its proper order? First serve the gods, by renoving from power the corrupt masters of
Congress who have forfeited the mandate of heaven. Then serve your ancestors-- your father-- by
avenging their humliation at the hands of the tornmentors who defornmed you to make you sl aves.
Then serve the people of Path by setting themfree fromthe superstitions and nental tornments that
bind them Then serve the new, enlightened rulers who will replace Congress by offering thema
world full of superior intelligences ready to counsel them freely, willingly. And finally serve
yourself by letting the best mnds of Path find a cure for your need to waste hal f your waking
life in these mindless rituals."

Qng-jao listened to Jane's discourse with growing uncertainty. It sounded so pl ausible. How
could Q ng-jao know what the gods neant by anythi ng? Maybe they had sent this Jane-programto
Iiberate them Maybe Congress was as corrupt and dangerous as Denost henes said, and maybe it had
| ost the mandate of heaven

But at the end, Q ng-jao knew that these were all the lies of a seducer. For the one thing she
coul d not doubt was the voice of the gods inside her. Hadn't she felt that awful need to be
purified? Hadn't she felt the joy of successful worship when her rituals were conpl ete? Her
relationship with the gods was the nbst certain thing in her life; and anyone who denied it, who
threatened to take it away fromher, had to be not only her eneny, but the eneny of heaven

"I"l'l send ny report only to the godspoken,” said Qng-jao. "If the common people choose to
rebel against the gods, that can't be helped; but I will serve them best by hel pi ng keep the
godspoken in power here, for that way the whole world can followthe will of the gods."

"All this is neaningless," said Jane. "Even if all the godspoken believe what you believe,
you'll never get a word of it off this world unless | want you to."

"There are starships," said Q ng-jao.
"I't will take two generations to spread your nessage to every world. By then Starways Congress
will have fallen."

Q ng-jao was forced nowto face the fact that she had been avoiding: As long as Jane controlled
the ansible, she could shut down comunication fromPath as thoroughly as she had cut off the
fleet. Even if @ ng-jao arranged to have her report and recomrendations transmitted continuously
fromevery ansible on Path, Jane would see to it that the only effect would be for Path to
di sappear fromthe rest of the universe as thoroughly as the fleet had di sappeared.

For a nonent, filled with despair, she alnobst threw herself to the ground to begin a terrible
ordeal of purification. | have let down the gods-- surely they will require ne to trace lines
until 1'mdead, a worthless failure in their eyes.

But when she exami ned her own feelings, to see what penance woul d be necessary, she found that
none was required at all. It filled her with hope-- perhaps they recognized the purity of her
desire, and would forgive her for the fact that it was inpossible for her to act.
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O perhaps they knew a way that she could act. What if Path did disappear fromthe ansibles of
every ot her world? How woul d Congress nake sense of it? Wat woul d peopl e think? The di sappearance
of any world would provoke a response-- but especially this world, if sone in Congress did believe
the gods' disguise for the creation of the godspoken and thought they had a terrible secret to
keep. They would send a ship fromthe nearest world, which was only three years' travel away. Wat
woul d happen then? Wul d Jane have to shut down all conmunications fromthe ship that reached
then? Then fromthe next world, when the ship returned? How |l ong would it be before Jane had to
shut down all the ansible connections in the Hundred Worl ds hersel f? Three generations, she said.
Per haps that would do. The gods were in no hurry.

It wouldn't necessarily take that long for Jane's power to be destroyed, anyway. At sone point
it woul d becone obvious to everyone that a hostile power had taken control of the ansibles, naking
shi ps and worl ds di sappear. Even without |earning about Val enti ne and Denosthenes, even wi thout
guessing that it was a conputer program soneone on every world would realize what had to be done
and shut down the ansibles thensel ves.

"I have i mgi ned sonething for you," said Q ng-jao. "Now i nmagi ne sonething for ne. | and the
ot her godspoken arrange to broadcast nothing but my report fromevery ansible on Path. You nake
all those ansibles fall silent at once. Wat does the rest of humanity see? That we have
di sappeared just like the Lusitania Fleet. They'll soon realize that you, or something Iike you,
exi sts. The nore you use your power, the nore you reveal yourself to even the di mest m nds. Your
threat is enpty. You might as well step aside and |let ne send the nessage sinply and easily now
stopping ne is just another way of sending the very sane nessage."

"You're wong," said Jane. "If Path suddenly disappears fromall ansibles at once, they m ght
just as easily conclude that this world is in rebellion just like Lusitania-- after all, they shut
down their ansible, too. And what did Starways Congress do? They sent a fleet with the M D. Device
onit."

"Lusitania was already in rebellion before their ansible was shut down."

"Do you think Congress isn't watching you? Do you think they're not terrified of what m ght
happen i f the godspoken of Path ever discovered what had been done to then? If a few prinitive
aliens and a couple of xenologers frightened theminto sending a fleet, what do you think they'l|
do about the nysterious di sappearance of a world with so many brilliant mnds who have anple
reason to hate Starways Congress? How | ong do you think this world would survive?"

Qng-jao was filled with a sickening dread. It was al ways possible that this nuch of Jane's
story was true: that there were people in Congress who were deceived by the disguise of the gods,
who t hought that the godspoken of Path had been created solely by genetic manipulation. And if
there were such people, they mght act as Jane described. Wiat if a fleet canme agai nst Pat h? What
if Starways Congress had ordered themto destroy the whole world w thout any negotiati on? Then her
reports woul d never be known, and everything would be gone. It would all be for nothing. Could
that possibly be the desire of the gods? Could Starways Congress still have the nandate of heaven
and yet destroy a world?

"Remenber the story of | Ya, the great cook," said Jane. "His naster said one day, '| have the
greatest cook in all the world. Because of him | have tasted every flavor known to nan except the
taste of human flesh.' Hearing this, | Ya went honme and butchered his own son, cooked his flesh

and served it to his nmaster, so that his nmaster would lack nothing that | Ya could give him"

This was a terrible story. Qng-jao had heard it as a child, and it nmade her weep for hours.
What about the son of | Ya? she had cried. And her father had said, A true servant has sons and
daughters only to serve his master. For five nights she had woken up scream ng fromdreans in
whi ch her father roasted her alive or carved slices fromher onto a plate, until at |ast Han Fei -
tzu cane to her and enbraced her and said, "Don't believe it, ny doriously Bright daughter. | am
not a perfect servant. | love you too nuch to be truly righteous. | |love you nore than | |ove ny
duty. I amnot | Ya. You have nothing to fear at my hands." Only after Father said that to her
coul d she sl eep.

This program this Jane, nust have found Father's account of this in his journal, and now was
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using it against her. Yet even though Q ng-jao knew she was bei ng mani pul ated, she couldn't help
but wonder if Jane night not be right.

"Are you a servant like | Ya?" asked Jane. "WII| you slaughter your own world for the sake of an
unworthy master |ike Starways Congress?"

Q ng-jao could not sort out her own feelings. Wiere did these thoughts cone fron? Jane had
poi soned her mind with her argunents, just as Denpbsthenes had done before her-- if they weren't
the sane person all along. Their words could sound persuasive, even as they ate away at the truth.

Did Qng-jao have the right to risk the lives of all the people of Path? Wit if she was w ong?
How coul d she know anyt hi ng? Wet her everything Jane said was true or everything she said was
fal se, the sanme evidence would |ie before her. Q ng-jao would feel exactly as she felt now,
whether it was the gods or some brain disorder causing the feeling.

Wiy, in all this uncertainty, didn't the gods speak to her? Wy, when she needed the clarity of
their voice, didn't she feel dirty and i npure when she thought one way, clean and holy when she
t hought the other? Wiy were the gods | eaving her unguided at this cusp of her life?

In the silence of Qng-jao's i nward debate, Wang-mu's voice cane as cold and harsh as the sound
of metal striking metal. "It will never happen," said Wang- nu.

Qng-jao only listened, unable even to bid Wang-nmu to be still.
"What will never happen?" asked Jane.

"What you said-- Starways Congress blowing up this world."

"If you think they wouldn't do it you're even nore of a fool than Q ngjao thinks," said Jane.

"Ch, | know they'd do it. Han Fei-tzu knows they'd do it-- he said they were evil enough nen to
commit any terrible crine if it suited their purpose.”

"Then why won't it happen?"

"Because you won't let it happen," said Wang-nu. "Since blocking off every ansible nessage from
Path mght well lead to the destruction of this world, you won't block those nessages. They'l| get
t hrough. Congress will be warned. You will not cause Path to be destroyed."

"Way won't |?"

"Because you are Denpsthenes," said Wang-mu. "Because you are full of truth and conpassion."

"]l am not Denobsthenes," said Jane.

The face in the termnal display wavered, then changed into the face of one of the aliens. A
pequeni no, its porcine snout so disturbing in its strangeness. A nonent |ater, another face
appeared, even nore alien: it was a bugger, one of the nightnmare creatures that had once terrified
all of humanity. Even having read the Hive Queen and the Hegenon, so that she understood who the
buggers were and how beautiful their civilization had been, when Q ng-jao saw one face to face
like this it frightened her, though she knew it was only a conputer display.

"I am not human," said Jane, "even when | choose to wear a human face. How do you know, Wang-mu,
what | will and will not do? Buggers and piggies both have killed human bei ngs wi thout a second
t hought . "

"Because they didn't understand what death neant to us. You understand. You said it yourself--
you don't want to die."

"Do you think you know ne, Si WAng-nu?"

"I think I know you," said Wang-nu, "because you woul dn't have any of these troubles if you had
been content to let the fleet destroy Lusitania.”
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The bugger in the display was joined by the piggy, and then by the face that represented Jane
herself. In silence they | ooked at Wang-mu, at Q ng-jao, and said nothing.

* k% %

"Ender," said the voice in his ear

Ender had been listening in silence, riding on the car that Varsamwas driving. For the | ast
hour Jane had been letting himlisten in on her conversation with these people of Path,
transl ating for hi mwhenever they spoke in Chinese instead of Stark. Many kiloneters of prairie
had passed by as he listened, but he had not seen it; before his mnd s eye were these people as
he i magi ned them Han Fei-tzu-- Ender well knew that nanme, tied as it was to the treaty that ended
his hope that a rebellion of the colony worlds would put an end to Congress, or at least turn its
fleet away from Lusitania. But now Jane's existence, and perhaps the survival of Lusitania and al
its peoples, hinged on what was thought and said and decided by two young girls in a bedroomon an
obscure col ony worl d.

Q ng-jao, | know you well, thought Ender. You are such a bright one, but the light you see by
comes entirely fromthe stories of your gods. You are |like the pequenino brothers who sat and
wat ched ny stepson die, able at any tine to save himby wal king a few dozen steps to fetch his
food with its anti-descol ada agents; they weren't guilty of nurder. Rather they were guilty of too
much belief in a story they were told. Most people are able to hold nost stories they're told in
abeyance, to keep a little distance between the story and their innost heart. But for these
brothers-- and for you, Qng-jao-- the terrible lie has becone the self-story, the tale that you
must believe if you are to remain yourself. How can | blane you for wanting us all to die? You are
so filled with the | argeness of the gods, how can you have conpassion for such small concerns as
the lives of three species of raman? | know you, Q ng-jao, and | expect you to behave no
differently fromthe way you do. Perhaps soneday, confronted by the consequences of your own
actions, you mght change, but | doubt it. Few who are captured by such a powerful story are ever
able to win free of it.

But you, Wang-nu, you are owned by no story. You trust nothing but your own judgnent. Jane has
told me what you are, how phenonenal your nmind nust be, to learn so nmany things so quickly, to
have such a deep understandi ng of the people around you. Wy couldn't you have been just one bit
wi ser? O course you had to realize that Jane could not possibly act in such a way as to cause the
destruction of Path-- but why couldn't you have been wi se enough to say nothing, w se enough to
| eave Q ng-jao ignorant of that fact? Wiy couldn't you have |l eft just enough of the truth unspoken
that Jane's life m ght have been spared? If a woul d-be murderer, his sword drawn, had cone to your
door denmanding that you tell himthe whereabouts of his innocent prey, would you tell himthat his
victi mcowers behind your door? O would you lie, and send himon his way? In her confusion, Q ng-
jao is that killer, and Jane her first victim with the world of Lusitania waiting to be rnurdered
afterward. Wiy did you have to speak, and tell her how easily she could find and kill us all?

"What can | do?" asked Jane.
Ender subvocalized his response. "Wiy are you asking ne a question that only you can answer?"

"I'f you tell me to do it," said Jane, "I can block all their nessages, and save us all."
"Even if it led to the destruction of Path?"
"If you tell ne to," she pl eaded

"Even though you know that in the long run you'll probably be discovered anyway? That the fleet
will probably not be turned away fromus, in spite of all you can do?"

"I'f you tell me to live, Ender, then | can do what it takes to live."
"Then do it," said Ender. "Cut off Path's ansible communications."”

Did he detect a tiny fraction of a second in which Jane hesitated? She could have had nany hours
of inward argument during that m cropause.
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"Conmand ne, " said Jane.

"I command you."

Again that tiny hesitation. Then: "Make nme do it," she insisted.
"How can | nmeke you do it, if you don't want to?"

"I want to live," she said.

"Not as much as you want to be yoursel f," said Ender

"Any animal is willing to kill in order to save itself."

"Any animal is willing to kill the Other,"” said Ender. "But the higher beings include nore and
more living things within their self-story, until at last there is no Gher. Until the needs of
others are nore inportant than any private desires. The highest beings of all are the ones who are
willing to pay any personal cost for the good of those who need them"

"I would risk hurting Path," said Jane, "if | thought it would really save Lusitania."
"But it wouldn't."

"I''d try to drive @ ng-jao into hel pless madness, if | thought it could save the hive queen and
t he pequeni nos. She's very close to losing her mind-- | could do it. "

"Do it," said Ender. "Do what it takes."

"I can't," said Jane. "Because it would only hurt her, and wouldn't save us in the end."

"If you were a slightly lower animal,"’
out of this thing alive."

said Ender, "you'd have a nuch better chance of coning

"As | ow as you were, Ender the Xenocide?"
"As low as that," said Ender. "Then you could live."
"Or perhaps if | were as wise as you were then."

"I have nmy brother Peter inside ne, as well as ny sister Valentine," said Ender. "The beast as
well as the angel. That's what you taught ne, back when you were nothing but the programwe call ed
the Fantasy Gane."

"Where is the beast inside ne?"

"You don't have one," said Ender

"Maybe I'mnot really alive at all," said Jane. "Maybe because | never passed through the
cruci ble of natural selection, | lack the will to survive."

"Or maybe you know, in sone secret place within yourself, that there's another way to survive, a
way that you sinmply haven't found yet."

"That's a cheerful thought,"” said Jane. "I'|ll pretend to believe in that."

"Peco que deus te abencoe," said Ender

"Ch, you're just getting sentinental," said Jane.

* k%
For a long time, several minutes, the three faces in the display gazed in silence at Qng-jao

at Wang-mu. Then at last the two alien faces disappeared, and all that renained was the face naned
Jane. "I wish | could do it," she said. "I wish | could kill your world to save ny friends."
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Relief cane to Qng-jao like the first strong breath to a swi nmer who nearly drowned. "So you
can't stop me," she said triunphantly. "I can send ny nessage!"

Q ng-jao wal ked to the term nal and sat down before Jane's watching face. But she knew that the

image in the display was an illusion. If Jane watched, it was not with those human eyes, it was
with the visual sensors of the conmputer. It was all electronics, infinitesinmal machinery but
machi nery nonetheless. Not a living soul. It was irrational to feel ashamed under that illusionary
gaze.

"M stress," said Wang- nmu.

"Later," said Qng-jao

"If you do this, Jane will die. They' Il shut down the ansibles and kill her."

"What doesn't live cannot die," said Q ng-jao

"The only reason you have the power to kill her is because of her conpassion.”

"If she seens to have conpassion it's an illusion-- she was programred to sinul ate conpassion
that's all."

"Mstress, if you kill every nanifestation of this program so that no part of her renains

alive, how are you different from Ender the Xenocide, who killed all the buggers three thousand
years ago?"

"Maybe I'mnot different," said Q ng-jao. "Maybe Ender al so was the servant of the gods."

Wang- mu knelt beside Q ng-jao and wept on the skirt of her gown. "I beg you, Mstress, don't do
this evil thing."

But Q ng-jao wote her report. It stood as clear and sinple in her mnd as if the gods had given
the words to her. "To Starways Congress: The seditious witer known as Denpbsthenes is a wonman now
on or near Lusitania. She has control of or access to a programthat has infested all ansible
computers, causing themto fail to report nessages fromthe fleet and concealing the transni ssion
of Denpbsthenes' own witings. The only solution to this problemis to extinguish the programs
control over ansible transm ssions by disconnecting all ansibles fromtheir present conputers and
bri ngi ng cl ean new conputers online, all at once. For the present | have neutralized the program
allowing ne to send this nessage and probably allowi ng you to send your orders to all worlds; but
that cannot be guaranteed now and certainly cannot be expected to continue indefinitely, so you
must act quickly. | suggest you set a date exactly forty standard weeks fromtoday for al
ansibles to go offline at once for a period of at |east one standard day. Al the new ansible
conmput ers, when they go online, nust be conpletely unconnected to any other conputer. From now on
ansi bl e messages nust be nmanually re-entered at each ansible conputer so that electronic
contam nation will never be possible again. If you retransnmt this nessage inmediately to al
ansi bl es, using your code of authority, ny report will becone your orders; no further instructions
will be needed and Denpsthenes' influence will end. If you do not act imediately, | will not be
responsi bl e for the consequences.”

To this report Qng-jao affixed her father's nane and the authority code he had given her; her
nane woul d mean nothing to Congress, but his name woul d be heeded, and the presence of his
authority code would ensure that it was received by all the people who had particular interest in
his statenments.

The nmessage finished, Q ng-jao | ooked up into the eyes of the apparition before her. Wth her
I eft hand resting on Wang-mu's shuddering back, and her right hand over the transmt key, Q ng-jao
made her final challenge. "WII you stop ne or will you allow this?"

To which Jane answered, "WII you kill a raman who has done no harmto any living soul, or wll
you let me live?"

Q ng-jao pressed the transmt button. Jane bowed her head and di sappeared.
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It woul d take several seconds for the nmessage to be routed by the house conputer to the nearest
ansible; fromthere, it would go instantly to every Congress authority on every one of the Hundred
Worl ds and many of the colonies as well. On nmany receiving conputers it would be just one nore
message in the queue; but on sone, perhaps hundreds, Father's code would give it enough priority
that al ready soneone would be reading it, realizing its inplications, and preparing a response. |f
Jane in fact had let the message through

So Qng-jao waited for a response. Perhaps the reason no one answered i nmedi ately was because
they had to contact each other and discuss this nessage and deci de, quickly, what had to be done
Per haps that was why no reply came to the enpty display above her terninal

The door opened. It would be Mu-pao with the game conputer. "Put it in the corner by the north

wi ndow, " said Q ng-jao without looking. "I may yet need it, though |I hope not.

"Q ng-jao."

It was Father, not Mi-pao at all. Qng-jao turned to him knelt at once to show her respect--
but also her pride. "Father, |I've made your report to Congress. Wile you comuned with the gods,
I was able to neutralize the eneny program and send the message telling howto destroy it. I'm

waiting for their answer.”
She waited for Father's praise.

"You did this?" he asked. "Wthout waiting for ne? You spoke directly to Congress and didn't ask
for my consent?"

"You were being purified, Father. | fulfilled your assignnent."
"But then-- Jane will be killed."

"That much is certain,"” said Q ng-jao. "Wether contact with the Lusitania Fleet will be

restored then or not, | can't be sure." Suddenly she thought of a flaw in her plans. "But the
conputers on the fleet will also be contaninated by this programi When contact is restored, the
programcan retransnit itself and-- but then all we'll have to do is blank out the ansibles one
nore tine ..."

Fat her was not | ooking at her. He was |ooking at the term nal display behind her. Q ng-jao
turned to see

It was a nessage from Congress, with the official seal displayed. It was very brief, in the
clipped style of the bureaucracy.

Han: Brilliant work. Have transmtted your suggestions as our orders. Contact with the fleet
already restored. D d daughter help per your note 14FE. 3A? Medals for both if so.

"Then it's done," murnured Father. "They'l|l destroy Lusitania, the pequeninos, all those
i nnocent people."

"Only if the gods wish it," said Qng-jao. She was surprised that Father sounded so norose.

Wang-mu rai sed her head fromQ@ng-jao's | ap, her face red and wet with weeping. "And Jane and
Denost henes will be gone as well," she said.

Q ng-jao gripped Wang-nu by the shoul der, held her an armis | ength away. "Denbsthenes is a
traitor," said Qng-jao. But Wang-nu only | ooked away from her, turning her gaze up to Han Fei-
tzu. Qng-jao also |l ooked to her father. "And Jane-- Father, you saw what she was, how dangerous."

"She tried to save us,
destruction.”

said Father, "and we've thanked her by setting in notion her
Q ng-jao couldn't speak or nove, could only stare at Father as he | eaned over her shoul der and
touched the save key, then the clear key.

"Jane," said Father. "If you hear ne. Please forgive ne."
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There was no answer fromthe term nal

"May all the gods forgive ne," said Father. "I was weak in the nmonent when | shoul d have been
strong, and so ny daughter has innocently done evil in nmy name." He shuddered. "I must-- purify
mysel f." The word plainly tasted |ike poison in his nmouth. "That will last forever, too, I'm
sure. "

He stepped back fromthe conputer, turned away, and |left the room Wang-nu returned to her
crying. Stupid, neaningless crying, thought Q ngjao. This is a nonent of victory. Except Jane has
snatched the victory away fromnme so that even as | triunph over her, she triunphs over nme. She
has stolen ny father. He no | onger serves the gods in his heart, even as he continues to serve
themwi th his body.

Yet along with the pain of this realization canme a hot stab of joy: | was stronger. | was
stronger than Father, after all. Wwen it came to the test, it was | who served the gods, and he
who broke, who fell, who failed. There is nmore to me than | ever dreamed of. | ama worthy tool in

the hands of the gods; who knows how they might wield ne now?

Chapter 12 -- GREGO S WAR
<It's a wonder that human bei ngs ever becane intelligent enough to travel between worlds. >

<Not really. 1've been thinking about that lately. Starflight they |earned fromyou. Ender says
they didn't grasp the physics of it until your first colony fleet reached their star system>

<Shoul d we have stayed at home for fear of teaching starflight to softbodied four-Iinbed
hai rl ess sl ugs?>

<You spoke a nonent ago as if you believed that human bei ngs had actual |y achi eved
intelligence.>

<C early they have.>
<l think not. | think they have found a way to take intelligence.>
<Their starships fly. W haven't noticed any of yours racing the |ightwaves through space. >

<W're still very young, as a species. But |ook at us. Look at you. We both have evolved a very
simlar system W each have four kinds of life in our species. The young, who are hel pl ess grubs.
The mates, who never achieve intelligence-- with you, it's your drones, and with us, it's the
little nothers. Then there's the many, many individuals who have enough intelligence to perform
manual tasks-- our wves and brothers, your workers. And finally the intelligent ones-- we
fathertrees, and you, the hive queen. W are the repository of the wi sdom of the race, because we
have the time to think, to contenplate. Ideation is our primary activity.>

<While the humans are all running around as brothers and w ves. As workers.>

<Not just workers. Their young go through a hel pl ess grub stage, too, which | asts | onger than
sone of themthink. And when it's time to reproduce, they all turn into drones or little nothers,
little machi nes that have only one goal in life: to have sex and die.>

<They think they're rational through all those stages.>

<Sel f-del usion. Even at their best, they never, as individuals, rise above the |evel of manua
| aborers. Who anong them has the tine to becone intelligent?>

<Not one. >

<They never know anything. They don't have enough years in their little lives to cone to an
under standi ng of anything at all. And yet they think they understand. From earliest chil dhood,
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t hey del ude thensel ves into thinking they conprehend the world, while all that's really going on
is that they' ve got some prinmitive assunptions and prejudices. As they get older they learn a nore
el evat ed vocabulary in which to express their mndl ess pseudo- know edge and bully ot her people
into accepting their prejudices as if they were truth, but it all anounts to the same thing.

I ndi vidual Iy, human beings are all dolts.>

<While collectively ...>

<Col l ectively, they're a collection of dolts. But in all their scurrying around and pretendi ng
to be wise, throwing out idiotic half-understood theories about this and that, one or two of them
will come up with sone idea that is just a little bit closer to the truth than what was al ready
known. And in a sort of funbling trial and error, about half the tine the truth actually rises to
the top and becones accepted by people who still don't understand it, who sinply adopt it as a new
prejudice to be trusted blindly until the next dolt accidentally comes up with an inprovenent.>

<So you're saying that no one is ever individually intelligent, and groups are even stupider
than individual s-- and yet by keeping so many fools engaged in pretending to be intelligent, they
still come up with sone of the sanme results that an intelligent species would come up with. >

<Exactly.>

<If they're so stupid and we're so intelligent, why do we have only one hive, which thrives here
because a human being carried us? And why have you been so utterly dependent on them for every
techni cal and scientific advance you nmake?>

<Maybe intelligence isn't all it's cracked up to be.>

<Maybe we're the fools, for thinking we know things. Maybe humans are the only ones who can dea
with the fact that nothing can ever be known at all.>

Quara was the last to arrive at Mther's house. It was Planter who fetched her, the pequenino who
served as Ender's assistant in the fields. It was clear fromthe expectant silence in the living
roomthat Mro had not actually told anyone anything yet. But they all knew, as surely as Quara
knew, why he had called themtogether. It had to be Quim Ender m ght have reached Qui m by now,
just barely; and Ender could talk to Mro by way of the transnitters they wore.

If Quimwere all right, they wouldn't have been sunmoned. They woul d sinply have been told.

So they all knew. Quara scanned their faces as she stood in the doorway. Ela, |ooking stricken
Grego, his face angry-- always angry, the petulant fool. O hado, expressionless, his eyes
gl eami ng. And Mother. Wio could read that terrible nask she wore? Grief, certainly, like Ela, and
fury as hot as Gego's, and also the cold inhuman di stance of O hado's face. W all wear Mdther's
face, one way or another. \Wat part of her is nme? If | could understand nyself, what would | then
recogni ze in Mdther's tw sted posture in her chair?

"He died of the descolada,” Mro said. "This norning. Andrew got there just now"
"Don't say that nane," Mdther said. Her voice was husky with ill-contained grief.
"He died as a martyr," said Mro. "He died as he would have wanted to."

Mot her got up from her chair, awkwardly-- for the first time, Quara realized that Mther was
getting old. She wal ked with uncertain steps until she stood right in front of Mro, straddling
hi s knees. Then she slapped himwith all her strength across the face.

It was an unbearable nmoment. An adult woman striking a hel pless cripple, that was hard enough to
see; but Mdther striking Mro, the one who had been their strength and salvation all through their
chi l dhood, that could not be endured. Ela and Grego |leaped to their feet and pulled her away,
dragged her back to her chair.

"What are you trying to do!" cried Ela. "Hitting Mro won't bring Quimback to us!"
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"Hmand that jewel in his ear!" Mther shouted. She |lunged toward Mro again; they barely held
her back, despite her seem ng feebl eness. "What do you know about the way people want to die!"

Quara had to adnire the way Mro faced her, unabashed, even though his cheek was red from her
blow. "I know that death is not the worst thing in this world,"” said Mro.

"CGet out of ny house," said Mther.
Mro stood up. "You aren't grieving for him" he said. "You don't even know who he was."
"Don't you dare say that to nme!"

"I'f you |l oved himyou wouldn't have tried to stop himfromgoing," said Mro. H s voice wasn't
I oud, and his speech was thick and hard to understand. They listened, all of them in silence.
Even Mother, in anguished silence, for his words were terrible. "But you don't love him You don't
know how to | ove people. You only know how to own them And because people will never act just
like you want themto, Mther, you' |l always feel betrayed. And because eventual |y everybody dies,
you'll always feel cheated. But you're the cheat, Mther. You' re the one who uses our |ove for you
to try to control us."

"Mro," said Ela. Quara recognized the tone in Ela's voice. It was as if they were all little
children again, with Ela trying to calmMro, to persuade himto soften his judgnent. Quara
renenbered hearing Ela speak to himthat way once when Father had just beaten Mdther, and Mro
said, "I"lIl kill him He won't live out this night." This was the sane thing. Mro was saying
vicious things to Mdther, words that had the power to kill. Only Ela couldn't stop himin tine,
not now, because the words had al ready been said. H s poison was in Mther now, doing its work,
seeking out her heart to burn it up.

"You heard Mdther," said Grego. "Get out of here.”
"I'"'mgoing," said Mro. "But | said only the truth."

Grego strode toward Mro, took himby the shoulders, and bodily propelled himtoward the door.
"You're not one of us!" said Grego. "You've got no right to say anything to us!"

Quara shoved hersel f between them facing Grego. "If Mro hasn't earned the right to speak in
this famly, then we aren't a famly!"

"You said it," murnured 4 hado.

"Get out of ny way," said Grego. Quara had heard hi m speak threateningly before, a thousand
times at least. But this tinme, standing so close to him his breath in her face, she realized that
he was out of control. That the news of Quinms death had hit himhard, that maybe at this noment
he wasn't quite sane.

"I'"'mnot in your way," said Quara. "Go ahead. Knock a worman down. Shove a cripple. It's in your
nature, Grego. You were born to destroy things. |'mashanmed to belong to the sane species as you,
Il et alone the sane famly."

Only after she spoke did she realize that maybe she was pushing Grego too far. After all these
years of sparring between them this tine she had drawn bl ood. His face was terrifying.

But he didn't hit her. He stepped around her, around Mro, and stood in the doorway, his hands
on the doorfranme. Pushing outward, as if he were trying to press the walls out of his way. O
perhaps he was clinging to the walls, hoping they could hold himin.

"I"'mnot going to let you nake nme angry at you, Quara," said Gego. "I know who ny eneny is."
Then he was gone, out the door into the new darkness.
A nmonent |ater, Mro followed, saying nothing nore.

El a spoke as she also wal ked to the door. "Whatever lies you may be telling yourself, Mther, it
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wasn't Ender or anyone el se who destroyed our family here tonight. It was you." Then she was gone.

A hado got up and left, wordlessly. Quara wanted to slap himas he passed her, to nmake him
speak. Have you recorded everything in your conputer eyes, O hado? Have you got all the pictures
etched in nenory? Well, don't be too proud of yourself. |I may have only a brain of tissues to
record this wonderful night in the history of the Ribeira famly, but 1'Il bet ny pictures are
every bit as clear as yours.

Mot her | ooked up at Quara. Mdther's face was streaked with tears. Quara couldn't renenber-- had
she ever seen Mbther weep before?

"So you're all that's left," said Mther

"Me?" said Quara. "lI'mthe one you cut off fromaccess to the lab, renmenber? |I'mthe one you cut
off fromny life's work. Don't expect ne to be your friend."

Then Quara, too, left. Walked out into the night air feeling invigorated. Justified. Let the old
hag thi nk about that one for a while, see if she likes feeling cut off, the way she made ne feel

It was maybe five minutes later, when Quara was nearly to the gate, when the gl ow of her riposte
had faded, that she began to realize what she had done to her nother. What they all had done. Left
Mot her al one. Left her feeling that she had lost, not just Quim but her entire famly. That was a
terrible thing to do to her, and Mdther didn't deserve it.

Quara turned at once and ran back to the house. But as she canme through the door, Ela also
entered the living roomfromthe other door, the one that |ed back farther into the house.

"She isn't here," said H a.

"Nossa Senhora," said Quara. "l said such awful things to her."
"We all did."

"She needed us. Quimis dead, and all we could do--"

"Wien she hit Mro like that, it was ..."

To her surprise, Quara found herself weeping, clinging to her older sister. Am| still a child,
then, after all? Yes, | am we all are, and Ela is still the only one who knows how to confort us.
"Ela, was Quimthe only one who held us together? Aren't we a famly anynore, now that he's gone?"

"l don't know," said El a.
"What can we do?"

In answer, Ela took her hand and | ed her out of the house. Quara asked where they were going,
but Ela woul dn't answer, just held her hand and |l ed her along. Quara went willingly-- she had no
good idea of what to do, and it felt safe sonehow, just to follow Ela. At first she thought Ela
was | ooking for Mdther, but no-- she didn't head for the lab or any other likely place. Were they
ended up surprised her even nore.

They stood before the shrine that the people of Lusitania had erected in the mddle of the town.
The shrine to GQusto and Cida, their grandparents, the xenobi ol ogists who had first discovered a
way to contain the descol ada virus and thus saved the human col ony on Lusitania. Even as they
found the drugs that would stop the descolada fromkilling people, they thensel ves had died, too
far gone with the infection for their own drug to save them

The peopl e adored them built this shrine, called them Gs Venerados even before the church
beatified them And now that they were only one step away from canoni zation as saints, it was
permitted to pray to them

To Quara's surprise, that was why Ela had cone here. She knelt before the shrine, and even
though Quara really wasn't rmuch of a believer, she knelt beside her sister
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"G andf ather, G andnother, pray to God for us. Pray for the soul of our brother Estevao. Pray
for all our souls. Pray to Christ to forgive us."

That was a prayer in which Quara could join with her whol e heart.

"Protect your daughter, our nother, protect her from.. fromher grief and anger and nake her
know t hat we | ove her and that you |ove her and that... God |oves her, if he does-- oh, please,
tell God to love her and don't |let her do anything crazy."

Quara had never heard anyone pray like this. It was always nenorized prayers, or witten-down
prayers. Not this gush of words. But then, Os Venerados were not |ike any other saints or blessed
ones. They were G andnot her and G andfather, even though we never met themin our |ives.

"Tell God that we've had enough of this,"” said Ela. "W have to find a way out of all this.
Piggies killing humans. This fleet that's comng to destroy us. The descol ada trying to wi pe
everything out. Qur fanmily hating each other. Find us a way out of this, G andfather, G andnother
or if there isn't a way then get God to open up a way because this can't go on."

Then an exhausted silence, both Ela and Quara breathing heavily.
"Em nome do Pai e do Filho e do Espirito Santo," said Ela. "Amem"
"Amem " whi spered Quara.

Then El a enbraced her sister and they wept together in the night.

* k *

Val entine was surprised to find that the Mayor and the Bishop were the only other people at the
energency neeting. Wiy was she there? She had no constituency, no claimto authority.

Mayor Kovano Zeljezo pulled up a chair for her. Al the furniture in the Bishop's private
chanmber was el egant, but the chairs were designed to be painful. The seat was so shall ow from
front to back that to sit at all, you had to keep your buttocks right up agai nst the back. And the
back itself was ranrod straight, with no allowances at all for the shape of the human spine, and
it rose so high that your head was pushed forward. If you sat on one for any length of time, the
chair would force you to bend forward, to | ean your arns on your knees.

Per haps that was the point, thought Valentine. Chairs that nmake you bow in the presence of GCod.

O perhaps it was even nore subtle. The chairs were designed to make you so physically
unconfortabl e that you longed for a | ess corporeal existence. Punish the flesh so you'll prefer to
live in the spirit.

"You | ook puzzled," said Bishop Peregrino.

"I can see why the two of you would confer in an enmergency,” said Valentine. "Did you need nme to
t ake notes?"

"Sweet humility," said Peregrino. "But we have read your writings, nmy daughter, and we woul d be
fools not to seek out your wisdomin a tine of trouble.”

"What ever wi sdom | have I'll give you," said Valentine, "but | wouldn't hope for nuch."

Wth that, Mayor Kovano plunged into the subject of the neeting. "There are nmany |long-term
probl ens," he said, "but we won't have nuch chance to solve those if we don't solve the i mediate
one. Last night there was sonme kind of quarrel at the Ribeira house--"

"Why must our finest nminds be grouped in our nost unstable family?" nmurnured the Bi shop

"They aren't the nost unstable family, Bishop Peregrino," said Valentine. "They're nerely the
fam |y whose inner quakings cause the nost perturbation at the surface. OGther fam lies suffer nuch
worse turnoil, but you never notice because they don't matter so much to the col ony."
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The Bi shop nodded sagely, but Val entine suspected that he was annoyed at being corrected on so
trivial a point. Only it wasn't trivial, she knew |If the Bishop and the Mayor started thinking
that the Ribeira famly was nore unstable than in fact it was, they mght lose trust in Ela or
Mro or Novinha, all of whomwere absolutely essential if Lusitania were to survive the com ng
crises. For that matter, even the nobst inmature ones, Quara and Grego, m ght be needed. They had
already | ost Quim probably the best of themall. It would be foolish to throw the others away as
well; yet if the colony's |eaders were to start nisjudging the Ribeiras as a group, they would
soon m sjudge them as individuals, too.

"Last night," Mayor Kovano continued, "the fanmily dispersed, and as far as we know, few of them
are speaking to any of the others. | tried to find Novinha, and only recently |earned that she has
taken refuge with the Children of the Mnd of Christ and won't see or speak to anyone. Ela tells
me that her nother has put a seal on all the files in the xenobiol ogy | aboratory, so that work
there has cone to an absolute standstill this norning. Quara is with Ela, believe it or not. The
boy Mro is outside the perineter somewhere. O hado is at hone and his wife says he has turned his
eyes off, which is his way of withdrawing fromlife."

"So far," said Peregrino, "it sounds like they' re all taking Father Estevao's death very badly.
I nmust visit with themand help them"

"Al'l of these are perfectly acceptable grief responses,” said Kovano, "and | woul dn't have
called this neeting if this were all. As you say, Your Grace, you would deal with this as their
spiritual |eader, w thout any need for ne."

"Grego," said Valentine, realizing who had not been accounted for in Kovano's list.

"Exactly," said Kovano. "His response was to go into a bar-- several bars, before the night was
over-- and tell every hal f-drunk paranoid bigot in MIlagre-- of which we have our fair share--
that the piggies have nurdered Father Quimin cold bl ood."

"Que Deus nos abencoe," nurnured Bi shop Peregrino.

"One of the bars had a disturbance,"” said Kovano. "W ndows shattered, chairs broken, two men
hospitalized."

"A brawl ?" asked the Bishop
"Not really. Just anger vented in general."
"So they got it out of their system”

"I hope so," said Kovano. "But it seened only to stop when the sun canme up. And when the
constable arrived."

"Const abl e?" asked Val entine. "Just one?"

"He heads a volunteer police force," said Kovano. "Like the volunteer fire brigade. Two-hour
patrols. W woke sone up. It took twenty of themto quiet things dowmn. W only have about fifty on
the whole force, usually with only four on duty at any one time. They usually spend the night
wal ki ng around telling each other jokes. And sonme of the off-duty police were anong the ones
trashing the bar."

"So you're saying they're not terribly reliable in an enmergency."

"They behaved splendidly |ast night," said Kovano. "The ones who were on duty, | nean."

"Still, there's not a hope of themcontrolling a real riot," said Val entine.

"They handl ed things | ast night,
of f."

sai d Bi shop Peregrino. "Tonight the first shock will have worn

"On the contrary," said Valentine. "Tonight the word will have spread. Everybody will know about
Quim s death and the anger will be all the hotter."
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"Perhaps," said Mayor Kovano. "But what worries ne is the next day, when Andrew brings the body
hone. Father Estevao wasn't all that popular a figure-- he never went drinking with the boys-- but
he was a kind of spiritual synbol. As a martyr, he'll have a |ot nore people wanting to avenge him
than he ever had disciples wanting to follow himduring his life."

"So you're saying we should have a small and sinple funeral," said Peregrino.

"I don't know," said Kovano. "Maybe what the people need is a big funeral, where they can vent
their grief and get it all out and over with."

"The funeral is nothing," said Valentine. "Your problemis tonight."

"Why toni ght?" said Kovano. "The first shock of the news of Father Estevao's death will be over.
The body won't be back till tonorrow. What's tonight?"

"Toni ght you have to close all the bars. Don't allow any alcohol to flow Arrest G ego and
confine himuntil after the funeral. Declare a curfew at sundown and put every policeman on duty.
Patrol the city all night in groups of four, with nightsticks and sidearns."

"Qur police don't have sidearns."

"G ve them sidearnms anyway. They don't have to |load them they just have to have them A
nightstick is an invitation to argue with authority, because you can always run away. A pistol is
an incentive to behave politely."

"This sounds very extrene," said Bishop Peregrino. "A curfew Wat about night shifts?"
"Cancel all but vital services."

"Forgive ne, Valentine," said Mayor Kovano, "but if we overreact so badly, won't that just blow
thi ngs out of proportion? Maybe even cause the kind of panic we want to avoi d?"

"You' ve never seen a riot, have you?"

"Only what happened | ast night," said the Mayor

"Mlagre is a very small town," said Bishop Peregrino. "Only about fifteen thousand people.
We're hardly large enough to have a real riot-- that's for big cities, on heavily popul at ed
wor | ds. "

"I't's not a function of population size," said Valentine, "it's a function of popul ation density
and public fear. Your fifteen thousand people are cramed together in a space hardly | arge enough
to be the dowmntown of a city. They have a fence around them - by choice-- because outside that
fence there are creatures who are unbearably strange and who think they own the whole world, even
t hough everybody can see vast prairies that should be open for hunmans to use except the piggies
refuse to let them The city has been scarred by plague, and now they're cut off fromevery other
world and there's a fleet comng sonetine in the near future to invade and oppress and puni sh
them And in their minds, all of this, all of it, is the piggies' fault. Last night they first
| earned that the piggies have killed again, even after they took a sol enmm vow not to harm a human
bei ng. No doubt Grego gave thema very colorful account of the piggies' treachery-- the boy has a
way Wi th words, especially nasty ones-- and the few nen who were in the bars reacted with

viol ence. | assure you, things will only be worse tonight, unless you head them off."
"If we take that kind of oppressive action, they'Il think we're panicking," said Bishop
Per egri no.
"They'll think you're firmy in control. The | evel headed people will be grateful to you. You'll

restore public trust."
"I don't know," said Mayor Kovano. "No mayor has ever done anything |ike that before."
"No other mayor ever had the need.”

"People will say that | used the slightest excuse to take dictatorial powers."
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"Maybe they will," said Val entine.
"They'l|l never believe that there would have been a riot."
"So perhaps you'll get defeated at the next election," said Valentine. "Wat of that?"

Peregrino | aughed al oud. "She thinks like a cleric,” he said.

"I"'mwilling to |l ose an election in order to do the right thing," said Kovano, a little
resentfully.

"You're just not sure it's the right thing," said Valentine.

"Well, you can't know that there' Il be a riot tonight," said Kovano.

"Yes | can," said Valentine. "I pronise that unless you take firmcontrol right now, and stifle
any possibility of crowmds formng tonight, you will lose a |lot nore than the next election.”

The Bi shop was still chuckling. "This does not sound |ike the woman who told us that whatever

wi sdom she had, she would share, but we nustn't hope for nuch."
"I'f you think |I'm overreacting, what do you propose?"
"I"I'l announce a nenorial service for Quimtonight, and prayers for peace and calm"

"That will bring to the cathedral exactly the people who would never be part of a riot anyway,"
sai d Val enti ne.

"You don't understand how inportant faith is to the people of Lusitania," said Peregrino.

"And you don't understand how devastating fear and rage can be, and how quickly religion and
civilization and human decency are forgotten when a nob forns."

"I'"ll put all the police on alert tonight," said Mayor Kovano, "and put half of them on duty
fromdusk to midnight. But I won't close the bars or declare a curfew | want life to go on as
normal ly as possible. If we started changi ng everything, shutting everything dow, we'd just be
giving them nore reasons to be afraid and angry."

"You' d be giving thema sense that authority was in conmand," said Valentine. "You'd be taking
action that was comensurate with the terrible feelings they have. They'd know t hat sonebody was
doi ng sonet hing. "

"You are very w se," said Bishop Peregrino, "and this would be the best advice for a large city,
especially on a planet less true to the Christian faith. But we are a nmere village, and the people
are pious. They don't need to be bullied. They need encouragenent and sol ace toni ght, not curfews
and cl osings and pistols and patrols."

"These are your choices to nake," said Valentine. "As | said, what wisdom| have, | share."”

"And we appreciate it. You can be sure |'ll be watching things closely tonight," said Kovano.

"Thank you for inviting nme," said Valentine. "But as you can see, as | predicted, it didn't cone
to nmuch."

She got up from her chair, her body aching fromsitting so long in that inpossible posture. She
had not bowed herself forward. Nor did she bow even now, as the Bishop extended his hand to be
ki ssed. Instead, she shook his hand firmy, then shook Mayor Kovano's hand. As equals. As
strangers.

She | eft the room burning inside. She had warned them and told them what they ought to do. But
Ii ke nost | eaders who had never faced a real crisis, they didn't believe that anything would be
different tonight fromnost other nights. People only really believe in what they' ve seen before
After tonight, Kovano will believe in curfews and closings at tines of public stress. But by then
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it will be too late. By then they will be counting the casualties.
How nmany graves woul d be dug beside Quinls? And whose bodies would go into then?

Though Val entine was a stranger here and knew very few of the people, she couldn't just accept
the riot as inevitable. There was only one other hope. She would talk to Grego. Try to persuade
hi m of the seriousness of what was happening here. If he went frombar to bar tonight, counseling
pati ence, speaking calmy, then the riot night be forestalled. Only he had any chance of doing it.
They knew him He was Quims brother. He was the one whose words had so angered them | ast night.
Enough men might l[isten to himthat the riot mght be contained, forestalled, channel ed. She had
to find G ego.

If only Ender were here. She was a historian; he had actually led nen into battle. Wll, boys,
actually. He had |led boys. But it was the same thing-- he'd know what to do. Wiy is he away now?
Way is this in my hands? | haven't the stomach for violence and confrontation. | never have.

That's why Ender was born in the first place, a third child conceived at government request in an
era when parents weren't usually allowed to have nore than two w thout devastating |ega
sancti ons: because Peter had been too vicious, and she, Valentine, had been too mld.

Ender woul d have tal ked the Mayor and the Bishop into acting sensibly. And if he couldn't, he
woul d have known how to go into town hinself, cal mthings dow, keep things under control

As she wi shed for Ender to be with her, though, she knew that even he couldn't control what was
goi ng to happen tonight. Maybe even what she had suggested woul dn't have been enough. She had
based her concl usi ons about what woul d happen tonight on all that she had seen and read on nmany
different worlds in many different tines. Last night's conflagration would definitely spread much
farther tonight. But now she was beginning to realize that things m ght be even worse than she had
first assuned. The people of Lusitania had lived in unexpressed fear on an alien world for far too
| ong. Every other human col ony had i mredi ately spread out, taken possession of their world, made
it their own within a few generations. The humans of Lusitania still lived in a tiny conpound, a
virtual zoo with terrifying swinelike creatures peering in at themthrough the bars. Wat was pent
up within these people could not be estimated. It probably could not even be contained. Not for a
si ngl e day.

The deaths of Libo and Pipo in past years had been bad enough. But they had been scientists,
wor ki ng anbng the piggies. Wth themit was |like airplane crashes or starship explosions. If only
the crew was aboard, then the public didn't get quite so upset-- the crew was being paid for the
risk they took. Only when civilians were killed did such accidents cause fear and outrage. And in
the m nds of the people of Lusitania, Quimwas an innocent civilian

No, nore than that: He was a holy man, bringing brotherhood and holiness to these undeserving
hal f-animals. Killing himwas not just bestial and cruel, it was also sacril ege.

The people of Lusitania were every bit as pious as Bishop Peregrino thought. What he forgot was
the way pious people had always reacted to insults against their god. Peregrino didn't renenber
enough of Christian history, thought Valentine, or perhaps he sinply thought that all that sort of
thing had ended with the Crusades. If the cathedral was, in fact, the center of [ife in Lusitania,
and if the people were devoted to their priests, why did Peregrino imagine that their grief at the
murder of a priest could be expressed in a sinple prayer service? It would only add to their fury,
if the Bishop seened to think that Quim s death was nothing much. He was adding to the problem
not solving it.

She was still searching for Gego when she heard the bells start to toll. The call to prayer
Yet this was not a normal tinme for nmass; people nust be looking up in surprise at the sound,
wondering, Wiy is the bell tolling? And then renenbering-- Father Estevao is dead. Father Qui m was
murdered by the piggies. Oh, yes, Peregrino, what an excellent idea, ringing that prayer bell
That will help the people feel like things are cal mand normal.

Fromall w se nen, O Lord, protect us.

* k k
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Mro lay curled in a bend of one of Human's roots. He had not slept nuch the night before, if at
all, yet even now he lay there unstirring, w th pequeninos coming and going all around him the
sticks beating out rhythms on Human's and Rooter's trunks. Mro heard the conversati ons,
under st andi ng nost of them even though he wasn't yet fluent in Father Tongue because the brothers
made no effort to conceal their own agitated conversations fromhim He was Mro, after all. They
trusted him So it was all right for himto realize how angry and afraid they were.

The fathertree naned Warneker had killed a human. And not just any human-- he and his tribe had
nmur der ed Fat her Estevao, the nost bel oved of human beings after only the Speaker for the Dead
hinself. It was unspeakabl e. What should they do? They had promi sed the Speaker not to make war on
each ot her anynore, but how el se could they punish Warnaker's tribe and show the humans that the
pequeni nos repudiated their vicious act? War was the only answer, all the brothers of every tribe
attacki ng Warmaker's forest and cutting down all their trees except those known to have argued
agai nst Warnaker's plan.

And their nmothertree? That was the debate that still raged: Wwether it was enough to kill al
the brothers and conmplicit fathertrees in Warnaker's forest, or whether they should cut down the
mothertree as well, so that there was no chance of any of VWarnaker's seed taking root in the world
again. They woul d | eave Warnmaker alive |ong enough to see the destruction of his tribe, and then
they would burn himto death, the nost terrible of all executions, and the only time the
pequeni nos ever used fire within a forest.

Mro heard all this, and wanted to speak, wanted to say, What good is all this, now? But he knew
that the pequeni nos could not be stopped. They were too angry now. They were angry partly because
of grief at Quinmis death, but also in large part because they were ashamed. Warmaker had shaned
themall by breaking their treaty. Humans woul d never trust the pequeni nos again, unless they
destroyed Warmaker and his tribe utterly.

The deci sion was nade. Tonorrow norning all the brothers would begin the journey toward
Warmaker's forest. They woul d spend many days gathering, because this had to be an action of al
the forests of the world together. Wen they were ready, with Warmaker's forest utterly
surrounded, then they would destroy it so thoroughly that no one would ever guess that there had
once been a forest there.

The humans woul d see it. Their satellites would show them how t he pequeni nos dealt with treaty-
breakers and cowardly murderers. Then the humans woul d trust the pequeni nos again. Then the
pequeni nos could lift up their heads wi thout shame in the presence of a human.

Gadually Mro realized that they were not just letting himoverhear their conversations and
del i berations. They were maki ng sure he heard and understood all they were doing. They expect me
to take the word back to the city. They expect nme to explain to the hunmans of Lusitania exactly
how t he pequeni nos plan to punish Quims nurderers.

Don't they realize that I'ma stranger here now? Wo would listen to ne, anong the humans of

Lusitania-- ne, a crippled boy out of the past, whose speech is so slow and hard to follow. | have
no i nfluence over other humans. | barely have influence over nmy own body.
Still, it was Mro's duty. He got up slowy, unknotting hinmself fromhis place anm d Human's

roots. He would try. He would go to Bishop Peregrino and tell himwhat the pequeni nos were

pl anni ng. Bi shop Peregrino woul d spread the word, and then the people could all feel better
knowi ng t hat thousands of innocent pequenino infants would be killed to make up for the death of
one man.

What are pequeni no babies, after all? Just worns living in the dark belly of a nothertree. It
woul d never occur to these people that there was scant noral difference between this nmass nurder
of pequeni no babi es and King Herod's slaughter of the innocents at the tine of Jesus' birth. This
was justice they were pursuing. What is the conplete obliteration of a tribe of pequeninos
conmpared with that?

* % %

Grego: standing in the niddle of the grassy square, the crowd alert around ne, each of them
connected to nme by a taut invisible wire so that my will is their will, nmy nouth speaks their
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words, their hearts beat to ny rhythm | have never felt this before, this kind of life, to be
part of a group like this, and not just part of it, but the mind of it, the center, so that ny
self includes all of them hundreds of them ny rage is their rage, their hands are ny hands,
their eyes see only what | show them

The music of it, the cadence of invocation, answer, invocation, answer:

"The Bishop says that we'll pray for justice, but is that enough for us?"

n ’\k)! n

"The pequeni nos say that they'|ll destroy the forest that nurdered my brother, but do we believe
t hen®?"

"Nol "

They conpl ete ny phrases; when | have to stop to breathe in, they shout for nme, so that ny voice
is never stilled, but rises out of the throats of five hundred nmen and wonen. The Bi shop came to
me, full of peace and patience. The Mayor came to nme with his warnings of police and riot and his

hints of prison. Valentine cane to ne, all icy intellect, speaking of ny responsibility. Al of
t hem know ny power, power | never even knew | had, power that began only when | stopped obeying
themand finally spoke what was in ny heart to the people thenselves. Truth is my power. | stopped

decei ving the people and gave themthe truth and now see what |'ve beconme, what we've becone
t oget her.

"I f anybody punishes the swine for killing Quim it should be us. A human life should be avenged
by human hands! They say that the sentence for the nurderers is death-- but we're the only ones
who have the right to appoint the executioner! W' re the ones who have to nmake sure the sentence
is carried out!”

"Yes! Yes!"

"They let ny brother die in the agony of the descol ada! They watched his body burn fromthe
i nside out! Now we'll burn that forest to the ground!"

"Burn theml Fire! Fire!"

See how they strike matches, how they tear up tufts of grass and |light them The flame we'll
I'ight together!

"Tonorrow we'll | eave on the punitive expedition--"

"Toni ght! Toni ght! Now "

"Tomorrow - we can't go tonight-- we have to collect water and supplies--"
"Now! Tonight! Burn!"

"I tell you we can't get there in a single night, it's hundreds of kiloneters away, it'll take
days to get there--"

"The piggies are right over the fence!l"

"Not the ones that killed Quim-"

"They're all nmurdering little bastards!"

"These are the ones that killed Libo, aren't they?"
"They killed Pipo and Libo!"

"They're all nurderers!”

"Burn themtonight!"

file:/lIF|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%203%20-%20Xenocide.txt (163 of 296) [1/14/03 10:05:34 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%203%20-%20X enoci de.txt

"Burn themall!"
"Lusitania for us, not for animals!"

Are they insane? How can they think that he would let themkill these piggies-- they haven't
done anything. "It's Warmaker! Warnaker and his forest that we have to punish!"

"Puni sh them "
"Kill the piggies!”
"Burn!"

"Fire!"

A nmonentary silence. Alull. An opportunity. Think of the right words. Think of something to
bring them back, they're slipping away. They were part of ny body, they were part of ny self, but
now they're sliding away out fromunder nme, one spasmand |'ve lost control if I ever had control;
what can | say in this split second of silence that will bring themback to their senses?

Too long. Grego waited too long to think of something. It was a child's voice that filled the
brief silence, the voice of a boy not yet into his manhood, exactly the sort of innocent voice
that could cause the brimming holy rage within their hearts to erupt, to flowinto irrevocabl e
action. Cried the child: "For Quimand Christ!"

"Quimand Christ! Quimand Christ!"
"No!" shouted Grego. "Wait! You can't do this!"

They lurch around him stunble himdown. He's on all fours, soneone stepping on his hand. Were
is the stool he was standing on? Here it is, cling to that, don't let themtranple me, they're
going to kill me if | don't get up, | have to nove with them get up and walk with them run with
themor they'll crush ne.

And then they were gone, past him roaring, shouting, the tunult of feet noving out of the
grassy square into the grassy streets, tiny flanmes held up, the voices crying "Fire" and "Burn"
and "Quimand Christ," all the sound and sight of themflowing |ike a streamof |lava fromthe
square outward toward the forest that waited on the not-so-distant hill.

"CGod in heaven what are they doing!"

It was Valentine. Gego knelt by the stool, leaning on it, and there she stood beside him
| ooking at them flow away fromthis cold enpty crater of a place where the conflagration began.

"Grego, you self-righteous son-of-a-bitch, what have you done?"

Me? "I was going to lead themto Warnaker. | was going to |lead themto justice."

"You're the physicist, you idiot boy. Haven't you ever heard of the uncertainty principle?"
"Particle physics. Philotic physics."

"Mob physics, Grego. You never owned them They owned you. And now they've used you up and
they're going to destroy the forest of our best friends and advocates anong the pequeni nos and
what will any of us do then? It's war between humans and pequeni nos, unless they have inhuman self-
restraint, and it will be our fault."

"Warnmaker killed Quim?"
"A crime. But what you' ve started here, Gego, this is an atrocity."
"I didn't do it!"

"Bi shop Peregrino counseled with you. Mayor Kovano warned you. | begged you. And you did it
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anyway. "
"You warned ne about a riot, not about this--"

"This is a riot, you fool. Wrse than a riot. It's a pogrom It's a massacre. It's baby-killing.
It's the first step on the long terrible road to xenocide."

"You can't blane all that on ne!"

Her face is so terrible in the moonlight, in the light fromthe doors and wi ndows of the bars.
"I blame on you only what you did. You started a fire on a hot, dry, w ndy day, despite al
warni ngs. | blanme you for that, and if you don't hold yourself responsible for all the
consequences of your own acts, then you are truly unworthy of human society and | hope you | ose
your freedom forever."

She's gone. Where? To do what? She can't |eave himalone here. It's not right to | eave him
al one. A few nonents ago, he was so large, with five hundred hearts and minds and nouths, a
t housand hands and feet, and now it was all gone, as if his huge new body had died and he was | eft
as a quivering ghost of a man, this single slender wormof a soul bereft of the powerful flesh it
used to rule. He had never been so terrified. They alnost killed himin their rush to | eave him
al nost tranpled himinto the grass.

They were his, though, all the same. He had created them nade a single nob of them and even
t hough they had m sunderstood what he created themfor, they were still acting according to the
rage he had provoked in them and with the plan he had put in their mnds. Their ai mwas bad,
that's all-- otherwi se they were doing exactly what he had wanted themto do. Val entine was right.
It was his responsibility. What they did now, he had done as surely as if he were still in front
of them | eading the way.

So what coul d he do?

Stop them Get control again. Stand in front of themand beg themto stop. They weren't setting
off to burn the distant forest of the nmad fathertree Warnaker, they were going to slaughter
pequeni nos that he knew, even if he didn't |ike themnmuch. He had to stop them or their blood
woul d be on his hands |ike sap that couldn't be washed or rubbed away, a stain that would stay
with him forever.

So he ran, followi ng the muddy swath of their footprints through the streets, where grass was
tranpled down into the nire. He ran until his side ached, through the place where they had stopped
to break down the fencewhere was the disruption field when we needed it? Wiy didn't soneone turn
it on? --and on to where already flames were | eaping into the sky.

"Stop! Put the fire out!"
"Burn!"

"For Quimand Christ!"

"Die, pigs."

"There's one, getting away!"
Kot

"Burn it!"

"The trees aren't dry enough-- the fire's not taking!"
"Yes it is!"
"Cut down the tree!"

"There's anot her!"
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"Look, the little bastards are attacking!"

"Break themin half!"

"Gve nme that scythe if you aren't going to use it!"
"Tear the little swine apart!"”

"For Quimand Christ!"

Bl ood sprays in a wide arc and spatters into Gego's face as he lunges forward, trying to stop
them Did | knowthis one? Did I know this pequenino' s voice before it was torn into this cry of
agony and death? | can't put this back together again, they've broken him Her. Broken her. A
wi fe. A never-seen wife. Then we nust be near the nmiddle of the forest, and that giant nust be the
not hertree.

"Here's a killer tree if | ever saw one!"

Around the perineter of the clearing where the great tree stood, the |l esser trees suddenly began
to |l ean, then toppled down, broken off at the trunks. For a noment Grego thought that it was
humans cutting them down, but now he realized that no one was near those trees. They were breaking
of f by thensel ves, throwi ng thensel ves down to their deaths in order to crush the nurdering humans
under their trunks and branches, trying to save the nothertree.

For a nonent it worked. Men screaned in agony; perhaps a dozen or two were crushed or trapped or
broken under the falling trees. But then all had fallen that could, and still the nothertree stood
there, her trunk undulating strangely, as if sone inner peristalsis were at work, swall ow ng
deeply.

"Let it livel" cried Gego. "It's the nothertree! She's innocent!"

But he was drowned out by the cries of the injured and trapped, and by the terror as they
realized that the forest could strike back, that this was not all a vengeful gane of justice and
retribution, but a real war, with both sides dangerous.

"Burn it! Burn it!" The chant was |oud enough to drown out the cries of the dying. And now the
| eaves and branches of the fallen trees were stretched out toward the nothertree; they |ighted
those branches and they burned readily. A few nen cane to their senses enough to realize that a
fire that burned the nothertree would also burn the nmen pinned under the fallen brothertrees, and
they began to try to rescue them But nost of the nen were caught up in the passion of their
success. To themthe nmothertree was Warnmaker, the killer; to themit was everything alien in this
worl d, the eneny who kept theminside a fence, the landlord who had arbitrarily restricted themto
one small plot of land on a world so wide. The nothertree was all oppression and all authority,
all strangeness and danger, and they had conquered it.

Grego recoiled fromthe scream ng of the trapped nen who watched the fire approaching, fromthe
howl s of the nen the fire had reached, the triunphant chanting of the men who had done this
murder. "For Quimand Christ! For Quimand Christ!" Al nost G ego ran away, unable to bear what he
could see and snell and hear, the bright orange flanes, the snell of roasting manflesh, and the
crackling of the living wood abl aze.

But he did not run. Instead he worked beside the others who dashed forward to the very edge of
the flame to pry living nen out fromunder the fallen trees. He was singed, and once his clothing
caught on fire, but the hot pain of that was nothing, it was al nost nerciful, because it was the
puni shment that he deserved. He should die in this place. He might even have done it, m ght even
have plunged hinmself so deeply into the fire that he could never come out until his crime was
purged out of himand all that was | eft was bone and ash, but there were still broken people to
pull out of the fire's reach, still lives to save. Besides, soneone beat out the flames on his
shoul der and helped himlift the tree so the boy who lay under it could wiggle free and how coul d
he di e when he was part of sonething like this, part of saving this child?

"For Quimand Christ!" the boy whinpered as he crab-crawl ed out of the way of the flanes.

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%203%20-%20Xenocide.txt (166 of 296) [1/14/03 10:05:34 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%203%20-%20X enoci de.txt

Here he was, the boy whose words had filled the silence and turned the crowd into this
direction. You did it, thought Grego. You tore them away from ne.

The boy | ooked up at himand recogni zed him "Gego!" he cried, and |lunged forward. His arns
enfol ded Grego around the thighs, his head pressed against Gego's hip. "Uncle Gego!"

It was O hado's ol dest boy, Ni nbo.
"We did it!" cried Ninbo. "For Uncle Quim"

The flames crackled. Grego picked up the boy and carried him staggering out of the reach of the
hottest flames, and then farther out, into the darkness, into a place where it was cool. Al the
men were driven this way, the flames herding them the wind driving the flames. Mst were |ike
Grego, exhausted, frightened, in pain fromthe fire or hel ping soneone el se

But some, many perhaps, were still untouched except by the inner fire that G ego and N nbo had
ignited in the square. "Burn themall!" The voices here and there, snaller nobs like tiny eddies
in a larger stream but they now held brands and torches fromthe fires raging in the forest's
heart. "For Quimand Christ! For Libo and Pipo! No trees! No trees!"

Grego staggered onward.
"Set me down," said N nbo.
And onwar d.

"I can wal k."

But Grego's errand was too urgent. He couldn't stop for Ninbo, and he couldn't let the boy wal k
couldn't wait for himand couldn't |eave himbehind. You don't |eave your brother's son behind in
a burning forest. So he carried him and after awhile, exhausted, his legs and arnms aching from
the exertion, his shoulder a white sun of agony where he had been burned, he energed fromthe
forest into the grassy space before the old gate, where the path wound down fromthe wood to join
the path fromthe xenobiol ogy | abs.

The nob had gat hered here, many of them hol ding torches, but for sone reason they were still a
di stance away fromthe two isolated trees that stood watch here: Human and Rooter. G ego pushed
his way through the crowd, still holding N nbo; his heart was racing, and he was filled with fear

and angui sh and yet a spark of hope, for he knew why the men with torches had stopped. And when he
reached the edge of the npb, he saw that he was right.

There were gathered around those | ast two fathertrees perhaps two hundred pequeni no brothers and
wi ves, small and bel eaguered, but with an air of defiance about them They would fight to the
death on this spot, rather than let these last two trees be burned-- but burn they would, if the
mob deci ded so, for there was no hope of pequeninos standing in the way of nmen determined to do
nmur der .

But between the piggies and the nmen there stood Mro, like a giant conpared to the pequeni nos.
He had no weapon, and yet he had spread his arnms as if to protect the pequeninos, or perhaps to
hold them back. And in his thick, difficult speech he was defying the nob.

"Kill me first!" he said. "You like nmurder! Kill me first! Just like they killed Quim Kill ne
firstt!™

"Not you!" said one of the nen holding torches. "But those trees are going to die. And all those
piggies, too, if they haven't got the brains to run away."

"Me first," said Mro. "These are ny brothers! Kill me first!"

He spoke loudly and slowy, so his sluggish speech could be understood. The nmob still had anger
init, some of themat least. Yet there were also many who were sick of it all, many who were
al ready ashaned, already discovering in their hearts the terrible acts they had performed tonight,
when their souls were given over to the will of the nob. Grego still felt it, that connection with
the others, and he knew that they could go either way-- the ones still hot with rage might start
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one last fire tonight; or the ones who had cool ed, whose only inner heat was a blush of shaneg,
they mght prevail.

Grego had this one | ast chance to redeem hinself, at least in part. And so he stepped forward,
still carrying N nmbo.

"Me too," he said. "Kill nme too, before you raise a hand agai nst these brothers and these
trees!”

"Qut of the way, Grego, you and the cripple both!"
"How are you different from Warmaker, if you kill these little ones?"
Now Grego stood beside Mro.

"Qut of the way! W're going to burn the | ast of them and have done." But the voice was |ess

certain.

"There's a fire behind you," said Gego, "and too many peopl e have al ready died, humans and
pequeni nos both." Hi s voice was husky, his breath short fromthe snoke he had i nhal ed. But he
could still be heard. "The forest that killed Quimis far away from here, and Warnaker stil
stands untouched. W haven't done justice here tonight. W' ve done nurder and massacre.”

"Piggies are piggies!"

"Are they? Wuld you like that if it went the other way?" Grego took a few steps toward one of
the men who | ooked tired and unwilling to go on, and spoke directly to him while pointing at the
mob' s spokesman. "You! Wuld you |ike to be punished for what he did?"

"No," muttered the nan.

"I'f he killed someone, would you think it was right for sonmebody to cone to your house and
sl aughter your wife and children for it?"

Several voices now. "No."
"Way not ? Humans are humans, aren't we?"

"I didn't kill any children," said the spokesman. He was defendi ng hinself now. And the "we" was
gone from his speech. He was an individual now, alone. The nob was fading, breaking apart.

"We burned the nothertree," said G ego.

Behi nd himthere began a keeni ng sound, several soft, high-pitched whines. For the brothers and
surviving wives, it was the confirmation of their worst fears. The nothertree had burned.

"That giant tree in the mddle of the forest-- inside it were all their babies. Al of them
This forest did us no harm and we cane and killed their babies."

Mro stepped forward, put his hand on Grego's shoulder. Was Mro | eaning on hin? O hel ping him
stand?

Mro spoke then, not to Grego, but to the cromd. "All of you. Go home."

"Maybe we should try to put the fire out,"” said Gego. But already the whole forest was abl aze
"Go home,"” Mro said again. "Stay inside the fence."

There was still some anger left. "Who are you to tell us what to do?"

"Stay inside the fence," said Mro. "Sonmeone else is conming to protect the pequeni nos now. "

"Who? The police?" Several people |aughed bitterly, since so many of them were police, or had
seen policenmen anong the crowd.
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"Here they are," said Mro.

A low hum coul d be heard, soft at first, barely audible in the roaring of the fire, but then
| ouder and | ouder, until five fliers came into view, skimmng the tops of the grass as they
circled the nob, sonetimes black in silhouette against the burning forest, sonetines shining with
reflected fire when they were on the opposite side. At last they came to rest, all five of them
sinking down onto the tall grass. Only then were the people able to distinguish one black shape
fromanother, as six riders arose fromeach flying platform Wat they had taken for shining
machi nery on the fliers was not nmachinery at all, but living creatures, not as |large as nen but
not as snmall as pequeninos, either, with arge heads and nulti-faceted eyes. They nade no
threatening gesture, just formed |ines before each flier; but no gestures were needed. The sight
of them was enough, stirring nenories of ancient nightmares and horror stories.

"Deus nos perdoe!" cried several. God forgive us. They were expecting to die.
"Go home," said Mro. "Stay inside the fence."

"What are they?" N nbo's childish voice spoke for them all

The answers cane as whispers. "Devils." "Destroying angels." "Death."

And then the truth, fromGego's lips, for he knew what they had to be, though it was
unt hi nkabl e. "Buggers, " he said. "Buggers, here on Lusitania."

They did not run fromthe place. They wal ked, watching carefully, shying away fromthe strange
new creat ures whose exi stence none of them had guessed at, whose powers they could only inmagine,
or renenber from ancient videos they had studied once in school. The buggers, who had once cone
close to destroying all of hunmanity, until they were destroyed in turn by Ender the Xenocide. The
book called the H ve Queen had said they were really beautiful and did not need to die. But now,
seeing them bl ack shining exoskel etons, a thousand |l enses in their shimrering green eyes, it was
not beauty but terror that they felt. And when they went honme, it would be in the know edge that
these, and not just the dwarfish, backward piggies, waited for themjust outside the fence. Had
they been in prison before? Surely now they were trapped in one of the circles of hell

At last only Mro, Grego, and Ninmbo were left, of all the humans. Around themthe piggies al so
wat ched in awe-- but not in terror, for they had no insect nightmares lurking in their |inbic node
the way the hunans did. Besides, the buggers had conme to them as saviors and protectors. What
wei ghed on them npbst was not curiosity about these strangers, but rather grief at what they had
| ost.

"Hurman begged the hive queen to help them but she said she couldn't kill humans,” said Mro.
"Then Jane saw the fire fromthe satellites in the sky, and told Andrew Wggin. He spoke to the
hi ve queen and told her what to do. That she wouldn't have to kill anybody."

"They aren't going to kill us?" asked N nbo.

Grego realized that N nbo had spent these |last few mnutes expecting to die. Then it occurred to
himthat so, too, had he-- that it was only now, with Mro's explanation, that he was sure that
they hadn't cone to punish himand N nbo for what they set in motion tonight. O rather, for what
Grego had set in notion, ready for the single small nudge that Ninbo, in all innocence, had given

Slowly G ego knelt and set the boy down. His arnms barely responded to his will now, and the pain
in his shoul der was unbearable. He began to cry. But it wasn't for the pain that he was weeping.

The buggers noved now, and noved quickly. Mst stayed on the ground, jogging away to take up
wat ch positions around the perineter of the city. Afew renounted the fliers, one to each machine,
and took them back up into the air, flying over the burning forest, the flam ng grass, spraying
themw th sonething that blanketed the fire and slowy put it out.

* k% %

Bi shop Peregrino stood on the | ow foundation wall that had been laid only that norning. The
peopl e of Lusitania, all of them were gathered, sitting in the grass. He used a snall amplifier
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so that no one could nmiss his words. But he probably would not have needed it- -all were silent,
even the little children, who seened to catch the sonber npod.

Behi nd the Bi shop was the forest, blackened but not utterly lifeless-- a few of the trees were
greening again. Before himlay the bl anket-covered bodies, each beside its grave. The nearest of
them was the corpse of Quim- Father Estevao. The ot her bodies were the humans who had died two
ni ghts before, under the trees and in the fire.

"These graves will be the floor of the chapel, so that whenever we enter it we tread upon the
bodi es of the dead. The bodies of those who died as they helped to bring nmurder and desolation to
our brothers the pequeni nos. Above all the body of Father Estevao, who died trying to bring the
gospel of Jesus Christ to a forest of heretics. He dies a martyr. These others died with nmurder in
their hearts and bl ood on their hands."

"I speak plainly, so that this Speaker for the Dead won't have to add any words after nme. |
speak plainly, the way Modses spoke to the children of Israel after they worshiped the gol den calf
and rejected their covenant with God. O all of us, there are only a handful who have no share of
the guilt for this crine. Father Estevao, who died pure, and yet whose nanme was on the bl asphenous
lips of those who killed. The Speaker for the Dead, and those who traveled with himto bring hone
the body of this martyred priest. And Val entine, the Speaker's sister, who warned the Mayor and ne
of what woul d happen. Val entine knew history, she knew humanity, but the Mayor and | thought that
we knew you, and that you were stronger than history. Alas for us all that you are as fallen as
any other nen, and so am|l. The sin is on every one of us who could have tried to stop this, and
did not! On the wives who did not try to keep their husbands hone. On the nmen who watched but said
not hi ng. And on all who held the torches in their hands and killed a tribe of fellow Christians
for a crime done by their distant cousins half a continent away.

"The law is doing its small part of justice. Gerao Gregorio Ribeira von Hesse is in prison, but
that is for another crine-- the crinme of having violated his trust and told secrets that were not

his to tell. He is not in prison for the nassacre of the pequeni nos, because he has no greater
share of guilt for that than the rest of you who followed him Do you understand ne? The guilt is
on us all, and all of us nust repent together, and do our penance together, and pray that Chri st

will forgive us all together for the terrible thing we did with his name on our |ips!

"I am standing on the foundation of this new chapel, which will be named for Father Estevao,
Apostl e to the Pequeni nos. The bl ocks of the foundation were torn fromthe walls of our cathedral--
there are gaping holes there now, where the wind can blow and the rain can fall in upon us as we

worship. And so the cathedral will remain, wounded and broken, until this chapel is finished.

"And how will we finish it? You will go home, all of you, to your houses, and you w |l break
open the wall of your own house, and take the blocks that fall, and bring them here. And you will
al so | eave your walls shattered until this chapel is conpleted.

"Then we will tear holes in the walls of every factory, every building in our colony, unti
there is no structure that does not show the wound of our sin. And all those wounds will remain
until the walls are high enough to put on the roof, which will be beamed and rafted with the
scorched trees that fell in the forest, trying to defend their people fromour nurdering hands.

"And then we will conme, all of us, to this chapel, and enter it on our knees, one by one, until
every one of us has crawl ed over the graves of our dead, and under the bodies of those ancient
brothers who lived as trees in the third Iife our nerciful God had given themuntil we ended it.
There we will all pray for forgiveness. W will pray for our venerated Father Estevao to intercede
for us. W will pray for Christ to include our terrible sin in his atonement, so we will not have
to spend eternity in hell. W will pray for God to purify us.

"Only then will we repair our danaged walls, and heal our houses. That is our penance, ny
children. Let us pray that it is enough."

* %k %
In the mddle of a clearing strewn with ash, Ender, Valentine, Mro, Ela, Quara, Quanda, and

d hado all stood and watched as the nost honored of the wives was flayed alive and planted in the
ground, for her to growinto a new nothertree fromthe corpse of her second life. As she was
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dying, the surviving wives reached into a gap in the old nothertree and scooped out the bodi es of
the dead infants and little nothers who had lived there, and |aid themon her bl eeding body unti
they formed a nound. Wthin hours, her sapling would rise through their corpses and reach for
sunl i ght.

Usi ng their substance, she would grow quickly, until she had enough thickness and hei ght to open
up an aperture in her trunk. If she grew fast enough, if she opened herself soon enough, the few
surviving babies clinging to the inside of the gaping cavity of the old dead nothertree could be
transferred to the small new haven the new nothertree would offer them If any of the surviving
babies were little nothers, they would be carried to the surviving fathertrees, Human and Rooter
for mating. If new babies were conceived within their tiny bodies, then the forest that had known
all the best and worst that human beings coul d do woul d survive.

If not-- if the babies were all nales, which was possible, or if all the femal es anong them were
infertile, which was possible, or if they were all too injured by the heat of the fire that raged
up the nothertree's trunk and killed her, or if they were too weakened by the days of starvation
they woul d undergo until the new nothertree was ready for them- then the forest would die with
these brothers and wi ves, and Human and Rooter would live on for a nmillenniumor so as tribeless
fathertrees. Perhaps sone other tribes would honor themand carry little nmothers to them for
mating. Perhaps. But they would not be fathers of their own tribe, surrounded by their sons. They
woul d be lonely trees with no forest of their own, the sole nonunents to the work they had |lived
for: bringing humans and pequeni nos toget her

As for the rage agai nst Warnmaeker, that had ended. The fathertrees of Lusitania all agreed that
what ever noral debt had been incurred by the death of Father Estevao, it was paid and overpai d by
the slaughter of the forest of Rooter and Human. | ndeed, Warnmeker had won nmany new converts to his
heresy-- for hadn't the humans proved that they were unworthy of the gospel of Christ? It was
pequeni nos, said Warnmaker, who were chosen to be vessels of the Holy Ghost, while human beings
plainly had no part of God in them W have no need to kill any nore human beings, he said. W
only have to wait, and the Holy Chost will kill themall. In the neantine, God has sent us the
hive queen to build us starships. W will carry the Holy Ghost with us to judge every world we
visit. We will be the destroying angel. W will be Joshua and the Israelites, purging Canaan to
make way for God's chosen people.

Many pequeni nos believed hi mnow Warmaker no | onger sounded crazy to them they had w tnessed
the first stirrings of apocalypse in the flames of an innocent forest. To nmany pequeni nos there
was nothing nore to learn fromhumanity. God had no nore use for hunan beings

Here, though, in this clearing in the forest, their feet ankle-deep in ash, the brothers and
wi ves who kept vigil over their new nothertree had no belief in Warnaker's doctrine. They who knew
human bei ngs best of all even chose to have hunans present as witnesses and helpers in their
attenpt to be reborn.

"Because," said Planter, who was now t he spokesnman for the surviving brothers, "we know that not
all humans are alike, just as not all pequeninos are alike. Christ lives in sone of you, and not
in others. We are not all like Warmaker's forest, and you are not all nurderers either."

So it was that Planter held hands with Mro and Val entine on the norning, just before dawn, when
the new nothertree managed to open a crevice in her slender trunk, and the wi ves tenderly
transferred the weak and starving bodies of the surviving infants into their new hone. It was too
soon to tell, but there was cause for hope: The new nothertree had readi ed herself in only a day
and a half, and there were nore than three dozen infants who lived to nake the transition. As many
as a dozen of themm ght be fertile females, and if even a quarter of those lived to bear young,
the forest mght thrive again.

Planter was trenbling. "Brothers have never seen this before," said Planter, "not in all the
history of the world."

Several of the brothers were kneeling and crossing thenselves. Many had been praying throughout
the vigil. It nade Valentine think of sonething Cuara had told her. She stepped close to Mro and
whi spered, "Ela prayed, too."
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"Before the fire. Quara was there at the shrine of the Venerados. She prayed for God to open up
a way for us to solve all our problens."”

"That's what everybody prays for."

Val entine thought of what had happened in the days since Ela's prayer. "I inmagine that she's
rat her di sappointed at the answer God gave her."

"Peopl e usually are."

"But maybe this-- the nothertree opening so quickly-- naybe this is the beginning of her
answer . "

Mro | ooked at Valentine in puzzlenent. "Are you a believer?"

"Let's say |'ma suspecter. | suspect there may be someone who cares what happens to us. That's
one step better than nerely wi shing. And one step bel ow hoping."

Mro smled slightly, but Valentine wasn't sure whether it meant he was pl eased or anused. "So
what will God do next, to answer Ela's prayer?"

"Let's wait and see," said Valentine. "Qur job is to decide what we'll do next. W have only the
deepest nysteries of the universe to solve."

"Well, that should be right up God's alley,"” said Mro.

Then CQuanda arrived; as xenol oger, she had al so been involved in the vigil, and though this
wasn't her shift, news of the opening of the nothertree had been taken to her at once. Her com ng
had usually nmeant Mro's swift departure. But not this tine. Valentine was pleased to see that
Mro's gaze didn't seemeither to linger on Quanda or to avoid her; she was sinply there, working
with the pequeni nos, and so was he. No doubt it was all an elaborate pretense at normality, but in
Val entine's experience, nornmality was al ways a pretense, people acting out what they thought were
their expected roles. Mro had sinply reached a point where he was ready to act out sonething |ike
a normal role in relation to Quanda, no matter how false it nmight be to his true feelings. And
maybe it wasn't so false, after all. She was twice his age now. Not at all the girl he had | oved

They had | oved each other, but never slept together. Valentine had been pleased to hear it when
Mro told her, though he said it with angry regret. Valentine had | ong ago observed that in a
soci ety that expected chastity and fidelity, |like Lusitania, the adol escents who controlled and
channel ed their youthful passions were the ones who grew up to be both strong and civilized.
Adol escents in such a community who were either too weak to control thenselves or too contenptuous
of society's nornms to try usually ended up being either sheep or wol ves-- either m ndl ess nenbers
of the herd or predators who took what they could and gave not hi ng.

She had feared, when she first nmet Mro, that he was a self-pitying weakling or a self-centered
predator resentful of his confinement. Neither was so. He might now regret his chastity in
adol escence-- it was natural for himto wi sh he had coupled with Quanda when he was still strong
and they were both of an age-- but Valentine did not regret it. It showed that Mro had inner
strength and a sense of responsibility to his conmmunity. To Valentine, it was predictable that
Mro, by himself, had held back the nob for those crucial nonents that saved Rooter and Hunan

It was al so predictable that Mro and Quanda woul d now nake the great effort to pretend that
they were sinply two people doing their jobs-- that all was norrmal between them Inner strength
and outward respect. These are the people who hold a community together, who |lead. Unlike the
sheep and the wol ves, they performa better role than the script given themby their inner fears
and desires. They act out the script of decency, of self-sacrifice, of public honor-- of
civilization. And in the pretense, it becones reality. There really is civilization in hunman
hi story, thought Val entine, but only because of people Iike these. The shepherds.

* % %
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Novi nha net himin the doorway of the school. She | eaned on the armof Dona Crista, the fourth
principal of the Children of the Mnd of Christ since Ender had cone to Lusitania.

"I have nothing to say to you," Novinha said. "We're still nmarried under the law, but that's
all."

"I didn't kill your son," he said.

"You didn't save him either," she answered.
"I love you," Ender said.

"As much as you're capable of |ove," she said. "And then only when you've got a little tine |eft
over from |l ooking after everybody el se. You think you're sone kind of guardian angel, with
responsibility for the whole universe. Al | asked you to do was take responsibility for ny
famly. You're good at |oving people by the trillion, but not so good at dozens, and you're a
complete failure at |oving one."

It was a harsh judgment, and he knew it wasn't true, but he didn't come to argue. "Please cone
horme, " he said. "You |love nme and need ne as much as | need you."

"This is honme now. |'ve stopped needing you or anybody. And if this is all you cane to say,
you're wasting my tine and yours."

"No, it's not all."
She wai t ed.

"The files in the |aboratory. You've sealed themall. W have to find a solution to the
descol ada before it destroys us all."

She gave hima withering, bitter smle. "Wiy did you bother me with this? Jane can get past ny
passwords, can't she?"

"She hasn't tried," he said.

"No doubt to spare my sensibilities. But she can, n, ?"

"Probably."

"Then have her do it. She's all you need now You never really needed ne, not when you had her."

"I've tried to be a good husband to you," said Ender. "I never said | could protect you from
everything, but | did all I could."

"I'f you had, ny Estevao would be alive."

She turned away, and Dona Crista escorted her back inside the school. Ender watched her unti
she turned a corner. Then he turned away fromthe door and |eft the school. He wasn't sure where
he was going, only that he had to get there.

"I"'msorry," said Jane softly.

"Yes," he said.

"When |' m gone," she said, "maybe Novinha will cone back to you."

"You won't be gone if | can help it," he said.
"But you can't. They're going to shut me down in a couple of nonths."
"Shut up," he said.

"I't's only the truth."
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"Shut up and let me think."
"What, are you going to save ne now? Your record isn't very good at playing savior lately."

He didn't answer, and she didn't speak again for the rest of the afternoon. He wandered out of
the gate, but didn't go up into the forest. Instead he spent the afternoon in the grassland,
al one, under the hot sun

Sonetimes he was thinking, trying to struggle with the problens that still |oomed over him the
fl eet com ng agai nst them Jane's shut-off date, the descolada' s constant efforts to destroy the
humans of Lusitania, Warnaker's plan to spread the descol ada throughout the gal axy, and the grim
situation within the city now that the hive queen kept constant watch over the fence and their
grimpenance had themall tearing at the walls of their own houses.

And sonetinmes his mnd was al nost devoid of thought, as he stood or sat or lay in the grass, too
nunb to weep, her face passing through his nenory, his |ips and tongue and teeth form ng her nane,
pl eading with her silently, knowi ng that even if he made a sound, even if he shouted, even if he
coul d make her hear his voice, she wouldn't answer him

Novi nha.

Chapter 13 -- FREE WLL

<There are those anmong us who think that the hunans shoul d be stopped fromthe research into the
descol ada. The descolada is at the heart of our life cycle. We're afraid that they'll find a way
to kill the descol ada throughout the world, and that would destroy us in a generation.>

<And if you managed to stop human research into the descol ada, they would certainly be w ped out
within a few years. >

<I's the descol ada that dangerous? Why can't they keep on containing it as they have?>

<Because the descolada is not just randomy nutating according to natural laws. It is
intelligently adapting itself in order to destroy us.>

<Us? You?>

<W¢'ve been fighting the descol oda all along. Not in laboratories, like the humans, but inside
ourself. Before | lay eggs, there is a phase where | prepare their bodies to manufacture all the
anti bodies they' Il need throughout their Iives. Wien the descol oda changes itself, we know it

because the workers start dying. Then an organ near ny ovaries creates new antibodies, and we | ay
eggs for new workers who can withstand the revised descol ada. >

<So you, too, are trying to destroy it.>

<No. CQur process is entirely unconscious. It takes place in the body of the hive queen, wthout
consci ous intervention. W can't go beyond neeting the present danger. Qur organ of immnity is
far nore effective and adaptabl e than anything in the human body, but in the long run we'll suffer
the sane fate as the hunmans, if the descolada is not destroyed. The difference is that if we are
wi ped out by the descol ada, there is no other hive queen in the universe to carry on our species.
W are the last.>

<Your case is even nore desperate than theirs.>

<And we are even nore helpless to affect it. W have no science of biology beyond sinple
husbandry. Qur natural nethods were so effective in fighting di sease that we never had the sane
i npetus that humans had, to understand life and control it.>

<Is that the way it is, then? Either we are destroyed, or you and the humans are destroyed. If
the descol ada continues, it kills you. If it is stopped, we die.>
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<This is your world. The descolada is in your bodies. If it cones tinme to choose between you and
us, it will be you that survives.>

<You speak for yourself, ny friend. But what will the humans do?>

<If they have the power to destroy the descolada in a way that would al so destroy you, we wl|
forbid themto use it.>

<Forbi d then? When have hunans ever obeyed?>

<We never forbid where we do not al so have the power to prevent.>

<Ah. >

<This is your world. Ender knows this. And if other humans ever forget, we will rem nd them >
<l have anot her question.>

<Ask. >

<What about those, |ike Warmaker, who want to spread the descol ada throughout the universe? WII
you al so forbid thenP>

<They must not carry the descolada to worlds that already have nulticellular life.>
<But that's exactly what they intend to do.>
<They must not. >

<But you're building starships for us. Once they have control of a starship, they'll go where
they want to go.>

<They must not. >

<So you forbid then>

<We never forbid where we do not al so have the power to prevent.>
<Then why do you still build these ships?>

<The human fleet is conming, with a weapon that can destroy this world. Ender is sure that
they'lIl use it. Should we conspire with them and | eave your entire genetic heritage here on this
single planet, so you can be obliterated with a single weapon?>

<So you build us starships, know ng that sone of us may use it destructively.>

<What you do with starflight will be your responsibility. If you act as the eneny of life, then
life will become your enemy. W will provide starships to you as a species. Then you, as a
species, will decide who | eaves Lusitania and who doesn't.>

<There's a fair chance that Warmaker's party will have the majority then. That they will be
maki ng all those decisions. >

<So-- should we judge, and decide that the humans are right to try to destroy you? Maybe
Warmaker is right. Maybe the hunmans are the ones who deserve to be destroyed. Wo are we to judge
bet ween you? They with their Ml ecular D sruption Device. You with the descol ada. Each has the
power to destroy the other, each species is capable of such a nonstrous crine, and yet each
speci es has many menbers who woul d never know ngly cause such evil and who deserve to live. W
will not choose. W will sinply build the starships and | et you and the humans work out your
destiny between you. >

<You coul d hel p us. You could keep the starships out of the hands of Warmaker's party, and dea
only with us.>

<Then the donestic war between you would be terrible indeed. Wuld you destroy their genetic
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heritage, sinply because you disagree? Wo then is the nonster and the crimnal ? How do we judge
bet ween you, when both parties are willing to countenance the utter destruction of another
peopl e?>

<Then | have no hope. Soneone will be destroyed. >

<Unl ess the human scientists find a way to change the descol ada, so that you can survive as a
species, and yet the descol ada | oses the power to kill.>

<How i s that possible?>
<W are not biologists. Only the humans can do this, if it can be done.>

<Then we can't stop them fromresearching the descolada. W have to help them Even though they
nearly destroyed our forest, we have no choice but to help them>

<W¢ knew you woul d reach that concl usion. >
<Di d you?>

<That's why we're building starships for the pequeni nos. Because you're capabl e of w sdom >

As word of the restoration of the Lusitania Fleet spread anong t he godspoken of Path, they began
to visit the house of Han Fei-tzu to pay hi m honor

"I will not see them" said Han Fei-tzu

"You must, Father," said Han QG ng-jao. "It is only proper for themto honor you for such a great
acconpl i shnent . ™

"Then | will go and tell themthat it was entirely your doing, and | had nothing to do with it."
"No!" cried Qng-jao. "You nust not do that."

"Furthermore, | will tell themthat | think it was a great crine, which will cause the death of
a noble spirit. I will tell themthat the godspoken of Path are slaves to a cruel and vicious
government, and that we nust bend all our efforts to the destruction of Congress."

"Don't nake ne hear this!" cried Qng-jao. "You could never say such a thing to anyone!"

And it was true. Si Wang-mu watched fromthe corner as the two of them father and daughter,
each began a ritual of purification, Han Fei-tzu for having spoken such rebellious words and Han
Q ng-jao for having heard them Master Fei-tzu would never say these things to others, because
even if he did, they would see how he inmmediately had to be purified, and they would see this as
proof that the gods repudiated his words. They did their work well, those scientists that Congress
enpl oyed to create the godspoken, thought Wang-rmu. Even knowi ng the truth, Han Fei-tzu is
hel pl ess.

So it was that Q ng-jao net all the visitors who cane to the house, and graciously accepted
their praise on behalf of her father. Wang-nmu stayed with her for the first few visits, but she
found it unbearable to listen as Q n-gjao described again and agai n how her father and she had
di scovered the existence of a conputer programthat dwelt am d the philotic network of the
ansi bl es, and how it would be destroyed. It was one thing to know that in her heart, Q@ ng-jao did
not believe she was committing nmurder; it was quite another thing for Wang-mu to listen to her
boasti ng about how the nurder woul d be acconpli shed.

And boasting was what Q ng-jao was doing, though only Wang-nu knew it. Always Q ng-jao gave the
credit to her father, but since Wang-nu knew that it was entirely Q ng-jao's doing, she knew that
when Q ng-j ao described the acconplishnent as worthy service to the gods, she was really praising
hersel f.
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"Pl ease don't make nme stay and listen anynore," said Wang- mu.

Q ng-jao studied her for a nonent, judging her. Then, coldly, she answered. "Go if you nust. |
see that you are still a captive of our eneny. | have no need of you."

"Of course not," said Wang-nu. "You have the gods."” But in saying this, she could not keep the
bitter irony out of her voice.

"Gods that you don't believe in," said Qng-jao bitingly. "Of course, you have never been spoken
to by the gods-- why should you believe? | dismss you as ny secret naid, since that is your
desire. Go back to your fanmly."

"As the gods conmand," said Wang-nmu. And this tine she made no effort to conceal her bitterness
at the nention of the gods.

She was al ready out of the house, wal king down the road, when Mi-pao cane after her. Since Mi-
pao was old and fat, she had no hope of catching up with Wang-mu on foot. So she came riding a
donkey, |l ooking ridiculous as she kicked the animal to hasten it. Donkeys, sedan chairs, all these
trappi ngs of ancient China-- do the godspoken really think that such affectati ons make them
sonmehow holier? Wiy don't they sinply ride on fliers and hovercars |ike honest people do on every
ot her worl d? Then Mu-pao woul d not have to humiliate herself, bouncing and jouncing on an ani ma
that is suffering under her weight. To spare her as rmuch enbarrassment as possible, Wang-nu
returned and net Mi-pao partway.

"Master Han Fei-tzu conmmands you to return," said M- pao.
"Tell Master Han that he is kind and good, but nmy mstress has di sm ssed ne.

"Master Han says that M stress Q ng-jao has the authority to dismss you as her secret naid, but
not to dismss you fromhis house. Your contract is with him not with her."

This was true. Wang-nu hadn't thought of that.

"He begs you to return,” said Mu-pao. "He told ne to say it that way, so that you m ght cone out
of kindness, if you would not cone out of obedience."

"Tell himl will obey. He should not beg such a | ow person as nyself."
"He will be glad," said M- pao.

Wang- mu wal ked besi de Mi-pao's donkey. They went very slowy, which was nore confortable for M-
pao and the donkey as well.

"l have never seen him so upset," said Miu-pao. "Probably |I shouldn't tell you that. But when
said that you were gone, he was al nost frantic."

"Were the gods speaking to hinP" It was a bitter thing if Master Han called her back only
because for sonme reason the slave driver within himhad demanded it.

"No," said Mi-pao. "It wasn't like that at all. Though of course |'ve never actually seen what
it looks |ike when the gods speak to him"

"OfF course.”
"He sinmply didn't want you to go," said M- pao.

"I will probably end up going, anyway," said Wang-nu. "But I1'll gladly explain to himwhy | am
now usel ess in the House of Han."

"Ch, of course," said Mi-pao. "You have al ways been usel ess. But that doesn't mean you aren't
necessary."

"What do you nean?"
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"Happi ness can depend as easily on usel ess things as on useful ones."

"I's that a saying of an old master?"

"It's a saying of an old fat woman on a donkey,"” said Mi-pao. "And don't you forget it."

When Wang-mu was al one with Master Han in his private chanber, he showed no sign of the
agi tation Mi-pac, had spoken of.

"I have spoken with Jane," he said. "She thinks that since you also know of her existence and
believe her not to be the eneny of the gods, it will be better if you stay."

"So | will serve Jane now?" asked Wang-mu. "Am | to be her secret mmid?"

Wang-mu did not nmean her words to sound ironic; the idea of being servant to a nonhuman entity
intrigued her. But Master Han reacted as if he were trying to snooth over an offense.

"No," he said. "You shouldn't be anyone's servant. You have acted bravely and worthily."

"And yet you called nme back to fulfill my contract with you

Mast er Han bowed his head. "I called you back because you are the only one who knows the truth.
If you go, then I'"'malone in this house.™

Wang-mu al nost said: How can you be al one, when your daughter is here? And until the last few
days, it wouldn't have been a cruel thing to say, because Master Han and M stress Q ng-jao were
friends as close as a father and daughter could ever be. But now, the barrier between them was
i nsuperable. Qng-jao lived in a world where she was a triunphant servant of the gods, trying to
be patient with the tenporary nadness of her father. Master Han lived in a world where his
daughter and all of his society were slaves to an oppressive Congress, and only he knew the truth.
How coul d they even speak to each other across a gulf so wi de and deep?

"I"ll stay," said Wang-nu. "However | can serve you, | wll."

"We' || serve each other," said Master Han. "My daughter promi sed to teach you. I'll continue
that."

Wang- mu touched her forehead to the floor. "I amunworthy of such kindness."

"No," said Master Han. "W both know the truth now. The gods don't speak to ne. Your face should
never touch the floor before ne."

"We have to live in this world,"” said Wang-nu. "I will treat you as an honored nman anong the
godspoken, because that is what all the world would expect of ne. And you nust treat ne as a
servant, for the sanme reason."

Master Han's face twisted bitterly. "The world al so expects that when a man of ny age takes a
young girl fromhis daughter's service into his own, he is using her for venery. Shall we act out
all the world's expectations?"

"It is not in your nature to take advantage of your power in that way," said Wang- nu.

"Nor is it in nmy nature to receive your humliation. Before | |learned the truth about ny
affliction, | accepted other people's obei sance because | believed it was really being offered to
the gods, and not to ne."

"That is as true as it ever was. Those who believe you are godspoken are offering their
obei sance to the gods, while those who are dishonest do it to flatter you. "

"But you are not dishonest. Nor do you believe the gods speak to ne."

"l don't know whet her the gods speak to you or not, or whether they ever have or ever can speak
to anyone. | only know that the gods don't ask you or anyone to do these ridiculous, huniliating
rituals-- those were forced on you by Congress. Yet you must continue those rituals because your
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body requires it. Please allow nme to continue the rituals of huniliation that are required of
peopl e of ny position in the world."

Mast er Han nodded gravely. "You are wi se beyond your years and education, \Wang-mu."

"I ama very foolish girl,"” said Wang-rmu. "If | had any wi sdom | would beg you to send ne as
far away fromthis place as possible. Sharing a house with Q@ ng-jao will now be very dangerous to
me. Especially if she sees that | amclose to you, when she can't be."

"You're right. 1'"mbeing very selfish, to ask you to stay."
"Yes," said Wang-mu. "And yet | will stay."
"Why?" asked Master Han.

"Because | can never go back to nmy old Iife," she answered. "I know too nmuch now about the world
and the universe, about Congress and the gods. | would have the taste of poison in ny nouth al
the days of ny life, if | went back hone and pretended to be what | was before."

Mast er Han nodded gravely, but then he sniled, and soon he | aughed.
"Why are you |l aughing at ne, Master Han?"

"I'"'m | aughi ng because | think that you never were what you used to be."
"\What does that nean?"

"I think you were always pretendi ng. Maybe you even fool ed yourself. But one thing is certain
You were never an ordinary girl, and you could never have led an ordinary life."

Wang- mu shrugged. "The future is a hundred thousand threads, but the past is a fabric that can
never be rewoven. Maybe | coul d have been content. Mybe not."

"So here we are together, the three of us."

Only then did Wang-nu turn to see that they were not alone. In the air above the display she saw
the face of Jane, who sniled at her.

"I'"'mglad you canme back," said Jane.

For a nonent, Jane's presence here caused Wang-nmu to leap to a hopeful conclusion. "Then you
aren't dead! You've been spared!"

"It was never Qng-jao's plan for me to be dead already," answered Jane. "Her plan to destroy me
is proceeding nicely, and I will no doubt die on schedule."”

"Why do you cone to this house, then," asked Wang-nu, "when it was here that your death was set
in nmotion?"

"I have a lot of things to acconplish before | die," said Jane, "including the faint possibility
of discovering a way to survive. It happens that the world of Path contains nany thousands of
peopl e who are nmuch nore intelligent, on average, than the rest of humanity."

"Only because of Congress's genetic manipulation,” said Master Han

"True," said Jane. "The godspoken of Path are, properly speaking, not even hunman anynore. You're
anot her species, created and enslaved by Congress to give them an advantage over the rest of
humanity. It happens, though, that a single menber of that new species is sonmewhat free of
Congress. "

"This is freedon?" said Master Han. "Even now, ny hunger to purify nyself is al npost
irresistible."

"Then don't resist it," said Jane. "I can talk to you while you contort yourself."
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Al nost at once, Master Han began to fling out his arnms and twist themin the air in his ritua
of purification. Wang-nmu turned her face away.

"Don't do that," said Master Han. "Don't hide your face fromne. | can't be ashaned to show this
to you. I'ma cripple, that's all; if | had lost a leg, ny closest friends would not be afraid to
see the stunp.”

Wang-mu saw the wisdomin his words, and did not hide her face fromhis affliction.

"As | was saying," said Jane, "it happens that a single nmenber of this new species is sonmewhat
free of Congress. | hope to enlist your help in the works I"'mtrying to acconplish in the few
months left to ne."

"I"l'l do anything |I can,"” said Master Han

"And if | can help, | will," said WWang-mu. Only after she said it did she realize how ridicul ous
it was for her to offer such a thing. Master Han was one of the godspoken, one of those with
superior intellectual abilities. She was only an uneducated speci nen of ordinary humanity, with
nothing to offer

And yet neither of them nocked her offer, and Jane accepted it graciously. Such a kindness
proved once again to Wang-mu that Jane had to be a living thing, not just a simulation

"Let me tell you the problens that | hope to resolve."
They |i st ened.

"As you know, ny dearest friends are on the planet Lusitania. They are threatened by the
Lusitania Fleet. | amvery interested in stopping that fleet from causing any irrevocable harm"”

"By now |' msure they've already been given the order to use the Little Doctor," said Mster
Han.

"Ch, yes, | know they have. My concern is to stop that order from having the effect of
destroying not only the humans of Lusitania, but two other raman species as well." Then Jane told
them of the hive queen, and how it cane to be that buggers once again lived in the universe. "The
hi ve queen is already building starships, pushing herself to the limt to acconplish as nuch as
she can before the fleet arrives. But there's no chance that she can build enough to save nore
than a tiny fraction of the inhabitants of Lusitania. The hive queen can | eave, or send anot her
gueen who shares all her nmenories, and it matters little to her whether her workers go with her or
not. But the pequeninos and the humans are not so self-contained. 1'd like to save them all
Especi al | y because ny dearest friends, a particul ar speaker for the dead and a young man suffering
frombrain damage, would refuse to | eave Lusitania unless every other human and pequeni no could be
saved. "

"Are they heroes, then?" asked Master Han

"Each has proved it several tinmes in the past," said Jane.

"I wasn't sure if heroes still existed in the human race."

Si Wang-mu did not speak what was in her heart: that Master Han hinmself was such a hero.

"I am searching for every possibility," said Jane. "But it all cones down to an inpossibility,
or so humanki nd has believed for nore than three thousand years. If we could build a starship that
travel ed faster than light, that traveled as quickly as the nessages of the ansible pass from
world to world, then even if the hive queen can build only a dozen starships, they could easily
shuttle all the inhabitants of Lusitania to other planets before the Lusitania Fleet arrives."

"I'f you could actually build such a starship,” said Han Fei-tzu, "you could create a fleet of
your own that could attack the Lusitania Fleet and destroy it before it could harm anyone."

"Ah, but that is inpossible," said Jane.
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"You can conceive of faster-than-light travel, and yet you can't inmagi ne destroying the
Lusitani a Fl eet ?"

"Ch, | can imagine it," said Jane. "But the hive queen wouldn't build it. She has told Andrew -
ny friend, the Speaker for the Dead--"

"Val entine's brother," said Wang-nu. "He also |ives?"
"The hive queen has told himthat she will never build a weapon for any reason."
"Even to save her own species?"

"She'll have the single starship she needs to get offplanet, and the others will al so have
enough starships to save their species. She's content with that. There's no need to kill anybody."

"But if Congress has its way, mllions will be killed!"

"Then that is their responsibility," said Jane. "At least that's what Andrew tells nme she
answers whenever he raises that point."

"What kind of strange noral reasoning is this?"

"You forget that she only recently discovered the existence of other intelligent |ife, and she
canme perilously close to destroying it. Then that other intelligent |ife al nost destroyed her. But
it was her own near brush with committing the crine of xenocide that has had the greater effect on
her moral reasoning. She can't stop other species fromsuch things, but she can be certain that
she doesn't do it herself. She will only kill when that's the only hope she has of saving the
exi stence of her species. And since she has another hope, she won't build a warship."

"Faster-than-light travel," said Master Han. "Is that your only hope?"

"The only one | can think of that has a glinmer of possibility. At |east we know t hat somnething
in the universe noves faster than light-- information is passed down the philotic ray from one
ansible to another with no detectable passage of tine. A bright young physicist on Lusitania who
happens to be locked in jail at the present tine is spending his days and ni ghts working on this
problem | performall his calculations and sinulations for him At this very nonent he is testing
a hypot hesi s about the nature of philotes by using a nodel so conplex that in order to run the
program |l 'mstealing tine fromthe conputers of alnost a thousand different universities. There's
hope. "

"As long as you live, there's hope," said Wang-mu. "Who will do such massive experinments for him
when you' re gone?"

"That's why there's so nuch urgency," said Jane.

"What do you need ne for?" asked Master Han. "l1'mno physicist, and | have no hope of |earning
enough in the next few nonths to nmake any kind of difference. It's your jailed physicist who'll do
it, if anyone can. O you yourself."

"Everyone needs a dispassionate critic to say, Have you thought of this? O even, Enough of that

dead-end path, get onto another train of thought. That's what | need you for. W'IlI|l report our
work to you, and you'll examine it and say whatever conmes to mind. You can't possibly guess what
chance word of yours will trigger the idea we're |ooking for."

Mast er Han nodded, to concede the possibility.

"The second problem|' mworking on is even knottier," said Jane. "Wether we achieve faster-than-
light travel or not, some pequeninos will have starships and can | eave the planet Lusitania. The
problemis that they carry inside themthe nost insidious and terrible virus ever known, one that
destroys every formof life it touches except those fewthat it can twist into a defornmed kind of
synbiotic life utterly dependent on the presence of that virus."

"The descol ada," said Master Han. "One of the justifications sonetines used for carrying the
Little Doctor with the fleet in the first place."
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"And it may actually be a justification. Fromthe hive queen's point of view, it's inpossible to
choose between one |ife formand another, but as Andrew has often pointed out to ne, hunan bei ngs
don't have that problem If it's a choice between the survival of humanity and the survival of the
pequeni nos, he'd choose humanity, and for his sake so would I."

"And |," said Master Han.

"You can be sure the pequeninos feel the sane way in reverse,”" said Jane. "If not on Lusitania
then somewhere, sonehow, it will alnost certainly cone down to a terrible war in which humans use
the Mol ecul ar Disruption Device and the pequeni nos use the descol ada as the ultimte biologica
weapon. There's a good chance of both species utterly destroying each other. So | feel sone
urgency about the need to find a replacenent virus for the descolada, one that will perform al
the functions needed in the pequeninos' life cycle without any of its predatory, self-adapting
capabilities. A selectively inert formof the virus."

"I thought there were ways to neutralize the descolada. Don't they take drugs in their drinking
wat er on Lusitani a?"

"The descol ada keeps figuring out their drugs and adapting to them It's a series of footraces.
Eventual |y the descolada will win one, and then there won't be any nore hunmans to race against."

"Do you nean that the virus is intelligent?" asked Wang- mu.

"One of the scientists on Lusitania thinks so," said Jane. "A worman nanmed Quara. Qthers
di sagree. But the virus certainly acts as if it were intelligent, at |east when it cones to
adapting itself to changes in its environnent and changi ng other species to fit its needs. | think
Quara is right, personally. | think the descolada is an intelligent species that has its own kind
of language that it uses to spread information very quickly fromone side of the world to the
ot her."

"I"'mnot a virologist," said Master Han
"And yet if you could | ook at the studies being perforned by El anora Ri beira von Hesse--"
"Of course I'Il look. | only wish | had your hope that | can help."

"And then the third problem" said Jane. "Perhaps the sinplest one of all. The godspoken of
Pat h. "

"Ah yes," said Master Han. "Your destroyers."

"Not by any free choice," said Jane. "I don't hold it against you. But it's sonmething |'d |ike
to see acconplished before | die-- to figure out a way to alter your altered genes, so that future
generations, at least, can be free of that deliberately-induced OCD, while still keeping the

extraordinary intelligence."

"Where will you find genetic scientists willing to work on sonething that Congress would surely
consider to be treason?" asked Master Han

"When you wi sh to have soneone conmit treason," said Jane, "it's best to look first anong known
traitors.”

"Lusitania," said Wang- nu.

"Yes," said Jane. "Wth your help, | can give the problemto El anora."

"I'sn't she working on the descol ada probl enP"

"No one can work on anything every waking nonment. This will be a change of pace that night
actually help freshen her for her work on the descol ada. Besides, your problemon Path nay be
relatively easy to solve. After all, your altered genes were originally created by perfectly
ordi nary geneticists working for Congress. The only barriers have been political, not scientific
Ela might find it a sinple matter. She has already told me how we shoul d begin. W need a few
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ti ssue sanples, at least to start with. Have a nedical technician here do a conputer scan on them

at the nolecular level. | can take over the machinery | ong enough to make sure the data El anora
needs is gathered during the scan, and then I'Il transmt the genetic data to her. It's that
sinmple.™

"Whose tissue do you need?" asked Master Han. "I can't very well ask all the visitors here to

give ne a sanple."

"Actual ly, | was hoping you could,"” said Jane. "So nmany are coning and goi ng. W can use dead
skin, you know. Perhaps even fecal or urine sanples that night contain body cells."

Mast er Han nodded. "I can do that."

"If it cones to fecal sanples, | will do it," said Wang- mu.

"No," said Master Han. "I am not above doing all that is necessary to help, even with nmy own
hands. "

"You?" asked Wang-nu. "I volunteered because | was afraid you would hum liate other servants by

requiring themto do it."

"I will never again ask anyone to do something so | ow and debasing that | refuse to do it
mysel f," said Master Han.

"Then we' Il do it together," said Wang-nu. "Please renenber, Master Han-- you will help Jane by
readi ng and responding to reports, while nanual tasks are the only way that | can help at all.
Don't insist on doing what | can do. Instead spend your time on the things that only you can do."

Jane interrupted before Master Han could answer. "Wang-mu, | want you to read the reports as
well."

"Me? But |'mnot educated at all."
"Neverthel ess," said Jane.

"I won't even understand them™

"Then I'Il help you," said Master Han.

"This isn't right," said Wang-nmu. "lI'mnot Q@ ng-jao. This is the sort of thing she could do. It
isn't for ne."

"1 watched you and Q ng-jao through the whole process that |ed to her discovery of ne," said
Jane. "Many of the key insights cane fromyou, Si Wang-mu, not from Q ng-jao."

"From me? | never even tried to--"

"You didn't try. You watched. You nade connections in your mnd. You asked questions."

"They were foolish questions," said Wang-nmu. Yet in her heart she was gl ad: Soneone saw

"Questions that no expert would ever have asked," said Jane. "Yet they were exactly the
questions that led Qng-jao to her nost inportant conceptual breakthroughs. You may not be
godspoken, Wang-nu, but you have gifts of your own."

"I'"ll read and respond,” said Wang-nmu, "but | will also gather tissue sanples. Al of the tissue
sanmpl es, so that Master Han does not have to speak to these godspoken visitors and listen to them
praise himfor a terrible thing that he didn't do."

Master Han was still opposed. "I refuse to think of you doing--"
Jane interrupted him "Han Fei-tzu, be wi se. Wang-nu, as a servant, is invisible. You, as master

of the house, are as subtle as a tiger in a playground. Nothing you do goes unnoticed. Let \Wang-mnu
do what she can do best."
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Wse words, thought Wang-nu. Why then are you asking ne to respond to the work of scientists, if
each person nust do what he does best? Yet she kept silent. Jane had them begin by taking their
own tissue sanples; then Wang-nu set about gathering tissue sanples fromthe rest of the
househol d. She found nost of what she needed on conbs and unwashed cl othing. Wthin days she had
sanples from a dozen godspoken visitors, also taken fromtheir clothing. No one had to take fecal
sanpl es after all. But she would have been willing.

Q ng-jao noticed her, of course, but snubbed her. It hurt Wang-mu to have Q@ ng-jao treat her so
coldly, for they had once been friends and Wang-nu still |oved her, or at |east |oved the young
worman that Q ng-jao had been before the crisis. Yet there was nothing Wang-nu could say or do to
restore their friendship. She had chosen another path.

Wwang-mu kept all the tissue sanples carefully separated and | abel ed. Instead of taking themto a
medi cal technician, however, she found a nuch sinpler way. Dressing in some of Qng-jao's old
clothing, so that she | ooked |ike a godspoken student instead of a servant girl, she went to the
nearest college and told themthat she was working on a project whose nature she coul d not
di vul ge, and she hunbly requested that they performa scan on the tissue sanples she provided. As
she expected, they asked no questions of a godspoken girl, even a conplete stranger. |nstead they
ran the nol ecul ar scans, and Wang-nu coul d only assunme that Jane had done as she pronmised, taking
control of the computer and making the scan include all the operations El a needed.

On the way home fromthe coll ege, Wang-nu di scarded all the sanples she had coll ected and burned
the report the college had given her. Jane had what she needed-- there was no point in running the
risk that Q ng-jao or perhaps a servant in the house who was in the pay of Congress m ght discover
that Han Fei-tzu was worki ng on a biol ogical experinment. As for soneone recognizing her, the
servant Si Wang-nu, as the young godspoken girl who had visited the college-- there was no chance
of that. No one | ooking for a godspoken girl would so nuch as glance at a servant |ike her

* k k

"So you've |lost your wonman and |'ve lost mine," said Mro.

Ender sighed. Every now and then Mro got into a talky nood, and because bitterness was al ways
just under the surface with him his chat tended to be straight to the point and nore than a
little unkind. Ender couldn't begrudge himthe tal ki ness-- he and Val entine were al nost the only
people who could listen to Mro's sl ow speech patiently, w thout giving hima sign that they
wanted himto get on with it. Mro spent so much of his time with pent-up thoughts, unexpressed,
that it would be cruel to shut himdown just because he had no tact.

Ender wasn't pleased to be remi nded of the fact that Novinha had left him He was trying to keep
that thought out of his nmind, while he worked on other problens-- on the problem of Jane's
survival, nostly, and a little bit on every other problem too. But at Mro's words, that aching,

hol | ow, hal f-panicked feeling returned. She isn't here. | can't just speak and have her answer. |
can't just ask and have her renenber. | can't just reach and feel her hand. And, nost terrible of
all: Perhaps | never will again.

"l suppose so," said Ender

"You probably don't like to equate them" said Mro. "After all, she's your wife of thirty
years, and Quanda was ny girlfriend for maybe five years. But that's only if you start counting
when puberty hit. She was ny friend, nmy closest friend except maybe Ela, since | was little. So if
you think about it, | was with Quanda nost of ny life, while you were only with Mother for half of
yours. "

"Now | feel nuch better," said Ender

"Don't get pissed off at nme," said Mro.

"Don't piss ne off," said Ender

Mro | aughed. Too loudly. "Feeling grumpy, Andrew?" he cackled. "A bit out of sorts?"
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It was too nuch to take. Ender spun his chair, turning away fromthe terninal where he had been
studying a sinplified nodel of the ansible network, trying to imagi ne where in that random
latti cework Jane's soul might dwell. He gazed steadily at Mro until he stopped | aughing.

"Did | do this to you?" asked Ender

Mro | ooked nore angry than abashed. "Maybe | needed you to," he said. "Ever think of that? You
were so respectful, all of you. Let Mro keep his dignity. Let him brood hinself into nadness,
right? Just don't talk about the thing that's happened to him Didn't you ever think |I needed
sonebody to jolly ne out of it sometines?"

"Didn't you ever think that | don't need that?"

Mro |laughed again, but it came a bit late, and it was gentler. "On target," he said. "You
treated me the way you like to be treated when you grieve, and now |'mtreating you the way | |ike
to be treated. We prescribe our own nedicine for each other."

"Your mother and | are still married," Ender said.

"Let me tell you something," said Mro, "out of the wisdomof ny twenty years or so of life.
It's easier when you finally start admitting to yourself that you'll never have her back. That
she's permanently out of reach.”

"Quanda is out of reach. Novinha isn't."
"She's with the Children of the Mnd of Christ. It's a nunnery, Andrew. "

"Not so," said Ender. "It's a monastic order that only married couples can join. She can't
belong to them wi t hout ne."

"So," said Mro. "You can have her back whenever you want to join the Filhos. | can just see you
as Dom Cristao."

Ender couldn't help chuckling at the idea. "Sleeping in separate beds. Praying all the tine.
Never touching each other."

"If that's nmarriage, Andrew, then Quanda and | are narried right now "

"It is marriage, Mro. Because the couples in the Filhos da Mente de Cristo are working
toget her, doing a work together."”

"Then we're married,"” said Mro. "You and |I. Because we're trying to save Jane together."
"Just friends," said Ender. "W're just friends."
"Rivals is nore like it. Jane keeps us both like lovers on a string."

M ro was sounding too nuch Iike Novinha's accusations about Jane. "We're hardly |overs," he
said. "Jane isn't human. She doesn't even have a body."

"Aren't you the logical one," said Mro. "Didn't you just say that you and Mdther could still be
married, w thout even touching?"

It was an anal ogy that Ender didn't |ike, because it seemed to have some truth in it. Was
Novi nha right to be jeal ous of Jane, as she had been for so nany years?

"She lives inside our heads, practically,” said Mro. "That's a place where no wife will ever
go."

"l always thought," said Ender, "that your nother was jeal ous of Jane because she w shed she had
soneone that close to her."

"Bobagem " said Mro. "Lixo." Nonsense. Garbage. "Mther was jeal ous of Jane because she want ed
so badly to be that close to you, and she never could."
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"Not your nother. She was al ways sel f-contai ned. There were tines when we were very cl ose, but
she al ways turned back to her work."

"The way you always turned back to Jane."
"Did she tell you that?"

"Not in so many words. But you'd be talking to her, and then all of a sudden you'd fall silent,
and even though you're good at subvocalizing, there's still alittle nmovenent in the jaw, and your
eyes and lips react a little to what Jane says to you. She saw. You'd be with Mther, close, and
then all of a sudden you were somewhere el se."

"That's not what split us apart," said Ender. "It was Quims death."

"Quims death was the last straw. If it hadn't been for Jane, if Mdther had really believed you
bel onged to her, heart and soul, she would have turned to you when Qui mdied, instead of turning
away. "

Mro had said the thing that Ender had dreaded all along. That it was Ender's own fault. That he
had not been the perfect husband. That he had driven her away. And the worst thing was that when
Mro said it, Ender knew that it was true. The sense of |oss, which he had already thought was
unbear abl e, suddenly doubl ed, trebled, becane infinite inside him

He felt Mro's hand, heavy, clumsy, on his shoul der
"As God is ny witness, Andrew, | never nmeant to make you cry."
"I't happens," said Ender

"It's not all your fault,” said Mro. "Or Jane's. You' ve got to renmenber that Mdther's crazy as

a loon. She always has been."
"She had a |lot of grief as a child."
"She | ost everybody she ever |oved, one by one," said Mro.
"And | let her believe that she had | ost ne, too."

"What were you going to do, cut Jane off? You tried that once, renenber?"

"The difference is that now she has you. The whole tinme you were gone, | could have | et Jane go,
because she had you. | could have talked to her |less, asked her to back off. She woul d have
forgiven nme."

"Maybe," said Mro. "But you didn't."

"Because | didn't want to," said Ender. "Because | didn't want to |let her go. Because | thought
I could keep that old friendship and still be a good husband to ny wife."

"I't wasn't just Jane," said Mro. "It was Val entine, too.

"I suppose,"” said Ender. "So what do | do? Go join up with the Filhos until the fleet gets here
and blows us all to hell?"

"You do what | do," said Mro.

"What' s t hat ?"

"You take a breath. You let it out. Then you take another."

Ender thought about it for a nmoment. "I can do that. |'ve been doing that since | was little."

Just a moment |longer, Mro's hand on his shoulder. This is why | should have had a son of ny
own, thought Ender. To |l ean on nme when he was small, and then for me to | ean on when |'mold. But
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I never had a child fromnmy own seed. I'mlike old Marcao, Novinha's first husband. Surrounded by
these children and knowi ng they're not ny owmn. The difference is that Mro is ny friend, not mny
eneny. And that's something. | nmay have been a bad husband, but | can still make and keep a
friend.

"Stop pitying yourself and get back to work." It was Jane, speaking in his ear, and she had
wai t ed al nost | ong enough before speaking, al nost | ong enough that he was ready to have her tease
him Al nost but not quite, and so he resented her intrusion. Resented knowi ng that she had been
listening and watching all al ong.

"Now you're nmad," she said.
You don't know what |'m feeling, thought Ender. You can't know. Because you're not hunan.
"You think | don't know what you're feeling," said Jane.

He felt a noment of vertigo, because for a nmoment it seemed to himthat she had been |i stening
to sonmething far deeper than the conversation

"But | lost you once, too.
Ender subvocalized: "I cane back."

"Never conpletely," said Jane. "Never like it was before. So you just take a couple of those
self-pitying little tears on your cheeks and count themas if they were mne. Just to even up the
score."

"I don't know why | bother trying to save your life," said Ender silently.
"Me neither," said Jane. "I keep telling you it's a waste of tine."

Ender turned back to the ternminal. Mro stayed beside him watching the display as it sinul ated
the ansi bl e network. Ender had no idea what Jane was saying to Mro-- though he was sure that she
was sayi ng sonething, since he had long ago figured out that Jane was capabl e of carrying on many
conversations at once. He couldn't help it-- it did bother hima little that Jane had every bit as
close a relationship with Mro as with him

Isn't it possible, he wondered, for one person to |ove another wi thout trying to own each other?
O is that buried so deep in our genes that we can never get it out? Territoriality. My wife. My
friend. My lover. My outrageous and annoyi ng conputer personality who's about to be shut off at
the behest of a half-crazy girl genius with OCD on a planet | never heard of and how will | |ive
wi t hout Jane when she's gone?

Ender zooned in on the display. In and in and in, until the display showed only a few parsecs in
each di nension. Now the sinulation was nodeling a small portion of the network-- the crisscrossing
of only a hal f-dozen philotic rays in deep space. Now, instead of |ooking |like an involved,
tightl ywoven fabric, the philotic rays |ooked |ike randomlines passing mllions of kiloneters
from each ot her.

"They never touch," said Mro.

No, they never do. It's sonething that Ender had never realized. In his nind, the gal axy was
flat, the way the starmaps al ways showed it, a topdown view of the section of the spiral arm of
t he gal axy where humans had spread out fromEarth. But it wasn't flat. No two stars were ever
exactly in the sane plane as any other two stars. The philotic rays connecting starships and
pl anets and satellites in perfectly straight lines, ansible to ansible-- they seenmed to intersect
when you saw themon a flat map, but in this three-dinensional close-up in the conputer display,
it was obvious that they never touched at all.

"How can she live in that?" asked Ender. "How can she possibly exist in that when there's no
connection between those |ines except at the endpoints?"

"So-- maybe she doesn't. Maybe she lives in the sumof the conputer prograns at every ternminal."
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"I'n which case she could back herself up into all the conputers and then--"

"And then nothing. She could never put herself back together because they're only using clean
conputers to run the ansibles."

"They can't keep that up forever," said Ender. "It's too inportant for conputers on different
pl anets to be able to talk to each other. Congress will find out pretty soon that there aren't
enough human beings in existence to key in by hand, in a year, the anobunt of information conputers
have to send to each other by ansible every hour."

"So she just hides? Waits? Sneaks in and restores herself when she sees a chance five or ten
years from now?"

"If that's all she is-- a collection of prograns.”
"There has to be nore to her than that," said Mro.
n \My?ll

"Because if she's nothing nore than a collection of prograns, even self-witing and self-
revising prograns, ultimtely she was created by sone programmer or group of programrers
somewhere. I n which case she's just acting out the programthat was forced on her fromthe
begi nning. She has no free will. She's a puppet. Not a person.”

"Well, when it cones to that, maybe you're defining free will too narrowy," said Ender. "Aren't
hunman bei ngs the same way, programred by our genes and our environnent ?"

"No," said Mro.
"What el se, then?"

"Qur philotic connections say that we aren't. Because we're capable of connecting with each
other by act of will, which no other formof life on Earth can do. There's sonething we have
sonething we are, that wasn't caused by anything else."

"What, our soul ?"

"Not even that," said Mro. "Because the priests say that God created our souls, and that just

puts us under the control of another puppeteer. If God created our will, then he's responsible for
every choice we make. God, our genes, our environnent, or sone stupid programrer keying in code at
an ancient termnal-- there's no way free will can ever exist if we as individuals are the result

of sone external cause."”

"So-- as | recall, the official philosophical answer is that free will doesn't exist. Only the
illusion of free will, because the causes of our behavior are so conplex that we can't trace them
back. If you've got one |ine of dom noes knocking each other down one by one, then you can al ways
say, Look, this donmino fell because that one pushed it. But when you have an infinite nunber of
donmi noes that can be traced back in an infinite nunber of directions, you can never find where the
causal chain begins. So you think, That domi no fell because it wanted to."

"Bobagem " said Mro.

"Well, | admit that it's a philosophy with no practical value," said Ender. "Val enti ne once
explained it to ne this way. Even if there is no such thing as free will, we have to treat each
other as if there were free will in order to |live together in society. Because otherw se, every

ti me sonmebody does sonething terrible, you can't punish him because he can't help it, because his
genes or his environnment or God made himdo it, and every time sonebody does sonething good, you
can't honor him because he was a puppet, too. If you think that everybody around you is a puppet,
why bother talking to themat all? Wiy even try to plan anything or create anything, since
everything you plan or create or desire or dreamof is just acting out the script your puppeteer
built into you."

"Despair,"” said Mro

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%203%20-%20Xenocide.txt (188 of 296) [1/14/03 10:05:35 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%203%20-%20X enoci de.txt

"So we conceive of ourselves and everyone around us as volitional beings. W treat everyone as
if they did things with a purpose in mnd, instead of because they're being pushed from behind. W
punish crimnals. W reward altruists. W plan things and build things together. W make prom ses
and expect each other to keep them It's all a made-up story, but when everybody believes that
everybody's actions are the result of free choice, and takes and gives responsibility accordingly,
the result is civilization."

"Just a story."

"That's how Valentine explained it. That is, if there's no free will. I'mnot sure what she
actual ly believes herself. My guess is that she'd say that she is civilized, and therefore she
must believe the story herself, in which case she absolutely believes in free will and thinks this
whol e idea of a made-up story is nonsense-- but that's what she'd believe even if it were true,
and so who can be sure of anything."

Then Ender | aughed, because Val entine had | aughed when she first told himall this many years
ago. When they were still only a little bit past chil dhood, and he was working on witing the
Hegenon, and was trying to understand why his brother Peter had done all the great and terrible
t hi ngs he did.

"It isn't funny," said Mro.

"I thought it was," said Ender

"Either we're free or we're not," said Mro. "Either the story's true or it isn't."

"The point is that we have to believe that it's true in order to live as civilized human
bei ngs," sai d Ender

"No, that's not the point at all,’
live as civilized human bei ngs?”

said Mro. "Because if it's a lie, why should we bother to

"Because the species has a better chance to survive if we do," said Ender. "Because our genes
require us to believe the story in order to enhance our ability to pass those genes on for many
generations in the future. Because anybody who doesn't believe the story begins to act in
unproductive, uncooperative ways, and eventually the conmunity, the herd, will reject himand his
opportunities for reproduction will be dimnished-- for instance, he'll be put in jail-- and the
genes | eading to his unbelieving behavior will eventually be extinguished."

"So the puppeteer requires that we believe that we're not puppets. We're forced to believe in
free will."

"Or so Valentine explained it to nme."
"But she doesn't really believe that, does she?"
"OfF course she doesn't. Her genes won't let her."

Ender | aughed again. But Mro was not taking this lightly, as a phil osophical gane. He was
outraged. He clenched his fists and swng out his arnms in a spastic gesture that plunged his hand
into the mddle of the display. It caused a shadow above it, a space in which no philotic rays
wer e visi bl e.

True enpty space. Except that now Ender could see dustnmptes floating in that display space
catching the light fromthe wi ndow and the open door of the house. In particular one |arge
dustnote, like a short strand of hair, a tiny fiber of cotton, floating brightly in the nidst of
space where once only the philotic rays had been visible.

"Cal m down, " Ender said.
"No," Mro shouted. "My puppeteer is naking nme furious!"

"Shut up," said Ender. "Listen to ne."
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"I'mtired of listening to you!" Nevertheless he fell silent, and |istened.

"I think you're right," said Ender. "I think that we are free, and | don't think it's just an
illusion that we believe in because it has survival value. And I think we're free because we
aren't just this body, acting out a genetic script. And we aren't sone soul that God created out
of nothing. W're free because we al ways existed. Right back fromthe beginning of time, only
there was no beginning of tine so we existed all along. Nothing ever caused us. Nothing ever made
us. W sinply are, and we al ways were."

"Phil otes?" asked Mro.
"Maybe," said Ender. "Like that note of dust in the display."”
"\Where?" asked Mro.

It was invisible now, of course, since the hol ographic display again dom nated the space above
the term nal. Ender reached his hand into the display, causing a shadow to fall upward into the
hol ogram He noved his hand until he reveal ed the bright dustnote he had seen before. O maybe it
wasn't the sane one. Maybe it was another one, but it didn't matter

"Qur bodies, the whole world around us, they're |like the hol ographic display. They're rea
enough, but they don't show the true cause of things. It's the one thing we can never be sure of,
just looking at the display of the universe-- why things are happening. But behind it all, inside
it all, if we could see through it, we'd find the true cause of everything. Philotes that always
exi sted, doing what they want."

"Not hi ng al ways existed,"” said Mro.

"Says who? The supposed begi nning of this universe, that was only the start of the present order-
- this display, all of what we think exists. But who says the philotes that are acting out the
natural |aws that began at that nmoment didn't exist before? And if the whol e universe coll apses
back in on itself, who says that the philotes won't sinply be released fromthe laws they're
foll owi ng now, and go back into..."

"I nto what ?"

"Into chaos. Darkness. Disorder. Wiatever they were before this universe brought them together.
Why coul dn't they-- we-- have al ways existed and al ways continue to exist?"

"So where was | between the beginning of the universe and the day | was born?" said Mro.
"I don't know," said Ender. "I'mnaking this up as | go along."

"And where did Jane cone fron? WAs her philote just floating around sonewhere, and then suddenly
she was in charge of a bunch of conputer prograns and she becane a person?"

"Maybe, " sai d Ender

"And even if there's sone natural systemthat sonehow assigns philotes to be in charge of every
organismthat's born or spawned or germ nated, how would that natural system have ever created
Jane? She wasn't born."

Jane, of course, had been listening all along, and now she spoke. "Maybe it didn't happen,” said
Jane. "Maybe | have no philote of ny own. Maybe I'mnot alive."

"No," said Mro.
"Maybe, " sai d Ender

"So maybe | can't die," said Jane. "Maybe when they switch ne off, it's just a conplicated
program shutting down."

"Maybe, " said Ender.
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"No," said Mro. "Shutting you off is nurder."

"Maybe | only do the things | do because |'m progranmed that way, without realizing it. Maybe |
only think I"'mfree."

"We've been through that argunent,"” said Ender

"Maybe it's true of me, even if it isn't true of you."

"And maybe not," said Ender. "But you've been through your own code, haven't you?"

"Amllion tines," said Jane. "|'ve |ooked at all of it."

"Do you see anything in there to give you the illusion of free will?"
"No," she said. "But you haven't found the free-will gene in humans, either."

"Because there isn't one," said Mro. "Like Andrew said. Wat we are, at the core, in our
essence, what we are is one philote that's been twined in with all the trillions of philotes that
make up the atons and nol ecul es and cells of our bodies. And what you are is a philote, too, just
like us."

"Not likely," said Jane. Her face was now in the display, a shadow face with the sinul ated
philotic rays passing right through her head.

"We're not taking odds on it," said Ender. "Nothing that actually happens is likely until it
exists, and then it's certain. You exist."

"Whatever it is that | am" said Jane.

"Ri ght now we believe that you are a self-existing entity," said Ender, "because we've seen you
act in ways that we've learned to associate with free will. W have exactly as much evi dence of
your being a free intelligence as we have of ourselves being free intelligences. If it turns out
that you're not, we have to question whether we are, either. Ri ght now our hypothesis is that our
i ndi vidual identity, what makes us ourself, is the philote at the center of our twining. If we're
right, then it stands to reason you m ght have one, too, and in that case we have to figure out
where it is. Philotes aren't easy to find, you know. W've never detected one. W only suppose
t hey exi st because we've seen evidence of the philotic ray, which behaves as if it had two
endpoints with a specific location in space. W don't know where you are or what you're connected
to."

"If she's like us," said Mro, "like human bei ngs, then her connections can shift and split.
Li ke when that nob forned around Grego. |'ve talked to himabout how that felt. As if those people
were all part of his body. And when they broke away and went off on their own, he felt as if he
had gone through an anputation. | think that was philotic twining. | think those people really did
connect to himfor a while, they really were partly under his control, part of his self. So maybe
Jane is like that, too, all those conputer prograns twi ned up to her, and she herself connected to
whoever she has that kind of allegiance to. Maybe you, Andrew. Maybe ne. O partly both of us."

"But where is she," said Ender. "If she actually has a philote-- no, if she actually is a
philote-- then it has to have a specific location, and if we could find it, maybe we coul d keep
the connections alive even when all the conputers are cut off fromher. Maybe we can keep her from

dyi ng. "

"l don't know," said Mro. "She could be anywhere." He gestured toward the display. Anywhere in
space, is what he neant. Anywhere in the universe. And there in the display was Jane's head, wth
the philotic rays passing through it.

"To find out where she is, we have to find out how and where she began," said Ender. "If she
really is a philote, she got connected up sonmehow, sonewhere."

"A detective followi ng up a three-thousand-year-old trail," said Jane. "Wn't this be fun
wat ching you do all this in the next few nonths."
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Ender ignored her. "And if we're going to do that, we have to figure out how philotes work in
the first place."

"Grego's the physicist," said Mro.

"He's working on faster-than-light travel," said Jane.

"He can work on this, too," said Mro.

"I don't want himdistracted by a project that can't succeed," said Jane.
"Listen, Jane, don't you want to |live through this?" said Ender

"I can't anyway, so why waste tine?"

"She's just being a martyr," said Mro.

"No I"'mnot," said Jane. "I'm being practical."

"You're being a fool," said Ender. "Grego can't conme up with a theory to give us faster-than-
light travel just by sitting and thinking about the physics of light, or whatever. If it worked
that way, we would have achieved faster-than-light travel three thousand years ago, because there
wer e hundreds of physicists working on it then, back when philotic rays and the Park Instantaneity
Principle were first thought of. If Gego thinks of it it's because of sone flash of insight, sone
absurd connection he makes in his mnd, and

that won't conme fromconcentrating intelligently on a single train of thought."

"l know that," said Jane.

"I know you know it. Didn't you tell ne you were bringing those people fromPath into our
projects for that specific reason? To be untrained, intuitive thinkers?"

"l just don't want you to waste tine."

"You just don't want to get your hopes up," said Ender. "You just don't want to adnit that
there's a chance that you nmight |ive, because then you'd start to fear death."

"I already fear death."
"You already think of yourself as dead," said Ender. "There's a difference."
"I know," murnured Mro.

"So, dear Jane, | don't care whether you're willing to adnit that there's a possibility of your
survival or not," said Ender. "W will work on this, and we will ask Grego to think about it, and
while we're at it, you will repeat our entire conversation here to those people on Path--"

"Han Fei-tzu and Si Wang-nu."

"Them " said Ender. "Because they can be thinking about this, too.
"No," said Jane.
"Yes," said Ender.

"I want to see the real problenms solved before | die-- | want Lusitania to be saved, and the
godspoken of Path to be freed, and the descolada to be taned or destroyed. And I won't have you
sl owi ng that down by trying to work on the inpossible project of saving ne."

"You aren't God," said Ender. "You don't know how to solve any of these problems anyway, and so
you don't know how they're going to be solved, and so you have no idea whet her finding out what
you are in order to save you will help or hurt those other projects, and you certainly don't know
whet her concentrating on those other problens will get them solved any sooner than they would be
if we all went on a picnic today and played awn tennis till sundown."
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"What the hell is |awn tennis?" asked Mro.

But Ender and Jane were silent, glaring at each other. O rather, Ender was glaring at the image
of Jane in the computer display, and that inage was gl aring back at him

"You don't know that you're right," said Jane
"And you don't know that I'mwong," said Ender
"I't's nmy life," said Jane

"The hell it is," said Ender. "You're part of me and Mro, too, and you're tied up with the
whol e future of humanity, and the pequeni nos and the hive queen too, for that matter. Which
rem nds ne-- while you're having Han what's-his-name and Si Wang whoever-she-is--"

"--work on this philotic thing, I"'mgoing to talk to the hive queen. | don't think |I've
particularly discussed you with her. She's got to know nore about philotes than we do, since she
has a philotic connection with all her workers."

"l haven't said I'mgoing to involve Han Fei-tzu and Si WAng-nu in your silly save-Jane
project."

"But you will," said Ender.
"Way will 2"

"Because Mro and | both |ove you and need you and you have no right to die on us w thout at
| east trying to live."

"I can't let things like that influence ne."

"Yes you can," said Mro. "Because if it weren't for things like that | would have killed nyself
| ong ago."

"I"'mnot going to kill nyself."

"If you don't help us try to find a way to save you, then that's exactly what you' re doing,"
sai d Ender.

Jane's face di sappeared fromthe display over the term nal

"Runni ng away won't help, either," said Ender.

"Leave ne alone," said Jane. "I have to think about this for a while."
"Don't worry, Mro," said Ender. "She'll do it."

"That's right," said Jane.

"Back al ready?" asked Ender

"I think very quickly."

"And you're going to work on this, too?"

"I consider it ny fourth project,’
ght now. "

said Jane. "I'mtelling Han Fei-tzu and Si Wang-nu about it

r

"She's showing off," said Ender. "She can carry on two conversations at once, and she likes to
brag about it to make us feel inferior."

"You are inferior," said Jane.
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"I'"'mhungry," said Ender. "And thirsty."

"Lunch," said Mro.

"Now you're bragging," said Jane. "Show ng off your bodily functions."

"Alimentation," said Ender. "Respiration. Excretion. W can do things you can't do."

"I'n other words, you can't think very well, but at |east you can eat and breathe and sweat."

"That's right," said Mro. He pulled out the bread and cheese while Ender poured the cold water
and they ate. Sinple food, but it tasted good and they were satisfied.

Chapter 14 -- VIRUS MAKERS
<l've been thinking about what travel between the stars m ght mean for us.>
<Besi des speci es survival ?>

<When you send out your workers, even light-years away, you see through their eyes, don't you?>

<And taste through their antennae, and feel the rhythm of every vibration. Wen they eat, | fee
the crushing of the food within their jaws. That's why | al nost always refer to nyself as we, when
I formnmy thoughts into a formthat Andrew or you can understand, because | live my life in the

constant presence of all that they see and taste and feel.>

<It's not quite that way between the fathertrees. Wt have to try in order to experience each
other's life. But we can do it. Here at |east, on Lusitania.>

<l can't see why the philotic connection would fail you.>

<Then I, too, will feel all that they feel, and taste the |light of another sun on ny |eaves, and
hear the stories of another world. It will be like the wonderment that cone when the humans first
arrived here. W had never thought that anything could be different fromthe world we saw til
then. But they brought strange creatures with them and they were strange thenselves, and they had
machi nes that performed miracles. The other forests could hardly believe what our fathertrees of
that time told them | renenber in fact that our fathertrees had a hard tinme believing what the
brothers of the tribe told them about the humans. Rooter bore the brunt of that, persuading them
to believe that it wasn't a lie or nadness or a joke.>

<A j oke?>

<There are stories of trickster brothers who lie to the fathertrees, but they're always caught
and puni shed terribly. >

<Andrew tells nme that such stories are told in order to encourage civilized behavior. >

<It's always tenpting to lie to the fathertrees. | did it sonmetimes nyself. Not |ying. Just
exaggerating. They do it to me now, sonetines.>

<And do you punish then®>
<I remenber which ones have lied.>
<If we have a worker who doesn't obey, we make hi m be al one and he dies. >

<A brother who lies too nuch has no chance of being a fathertree. They know this. They only lie
to play with us. They always end up telling us the truth.>

<What if a whole tribe lies to their fathertrees? How woul d you ever know?>
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<You m ght better speak of a tribe cutting down its own fathertrees, or burning them>
<Has it ever happened?>

<Have the workers ever turned against the hive queen and killed her?>

<How coul d they? Then they would die.>

<You see. There are sonme things too terrible to think about. Instead I'Il think of how it wll
feel when a fathertree first puts in his roots on another planet, and pushes out his branches into
an alien sky, and drinks in sunlight froma strange star.>

<You'll soon learn that there are no strange stars, no alien skies.>
<No?>

<Only skies and stars, in all their varieties. Each one with its own flavor, and all flavors
good. >

<Now you think like a tree. Flavors! O skies!>

<l have tasted the heat of many stars, and all of them were sweet.>

"You're asking ne to help you in your rebellion against the gods?"

Wang- mu remai ned bowed before her mstress-- her forner mstress-- saying nothing. In her heart
she had words she nmight have uttered. No, ny mstress, | amasking you to help us in our struggle
against the terrible bondage forced on the godspoken by Congress. No, ny mistress, |'m asking you
to remenber your proper duty to your father, which even the godspoken may not ignore if they would
be righteous. No, ny mstress, |I'masking you to help us discover a way to save a decent and
hel pl ess peopl e, the pequeni nos, from xenoci de.

But Wang-mu said nothing, because this was one of the first |essons she |earned from Master Han.
When you have wi sdom that another person knows that he needs, you give it freely. But when the
ot her person doesn't yet know that he needs your wi sdom you keep it to yourself. Food only | ooks
good to a hungry man. Q ng-jao was not hungry for w sdom from Wang-mu, and never woul d be. So
silence was all that Wang-nu could offer. She could only hope that Q ng-jao would find her own
road to proper obedi ence, conpassionate decency, or the struggle for freedom

Any notive would do, as long as Qng-jao's brilliant m nd could be enlisted on their side. Wang-
mu had never felt so useless in her life as now, watching Master Han | abor over the questions that
Jane had given him In order to think about faster-than-light travel he was studying physics; how
could Wang-rmu hel p him when she was only | earni ng about geometry? To think about the descol ada
virus he was studying nicrobiol ogy; Wang-nu was barely | earning the concepts of gaial ogy and
evol ution. And how coul d she be of any hel p when he contenplated the nature of Jane? She was a
child of manual workers, and her hands, not her mnd, held her future. Philosophy was as far above
her as the sky was above the earth. "But the sky only seens to be far away fromyou," said Master
Han, when she told himthis. "Actually it is all around you. You breathe it in and you breathe it
out, even when you |labor with your hands in the nud. That is true philosophy." But she understood
fromthis only that Master Han was kind, and wanted to make her feel better about her usel essness.

Q ng-jao, though, would not be useless. So Wang-nu had handed her a paper with the project nanes
and passwords on them

"Does Father know you're giving these to ne?"

Wang-mu sai d not hing. Actually, Master Han had suggested it, but Wangmu thought it might be
better if QG ng-jao didn't know at this point that Wang-nmu cane as an em ssary from her father

Q ng-jao interpreted Wang-nu's sil ence as Wang-nu assuned she woul d-- that Wang-nmu was com ng
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secretly, on her own, to ask for Q ngjao's help.

"If Father hinself had asked ne, | would have said yes, for that is ny duty as a daughter," said
Q ng-j ao.

But Wang-nmu knew that Q ng-jao wasn't listening to her father these days. She mi ght say that she
woul d be obedient, but in fact her father filled her with such distress that, far from sayi ng yes,
Q ng-jao woul d have crunpled to the floor and traced lines all day because of the terrible
conflict in her heart, knowi ng that her father wanted her to disobey the gods.

"I owe nothing to you," said QG ng-jao. "You were a fal se and disloyal servant to ne. Never was
there a nmore unworthy and usel ess secret maid than you. To ne your presence in this house is |like
the presence of dung beetles at the supper table."

Agai n, Wang-nu hel d her tongue. However, she also refrained from deepening her bow. She had
assuned the hunbl e posture of a servant at the beginning of this conversation, but she would not
now humiliate herself in the desperate kowow of a penitent. Even the hunbl est of us have our
pride, and | know, Mstress Qng-jao, that | have caused you no harm that | amnore faithful to
you now than you are to yourself.

Q ng-jao turned back to her terminal and typed in the first project nane, which was "UNGU NG "
aliteral translation of the word descolada. "This is all nonsense anyway," she said as she
scanned the docunments and charts that had been sent fromLusitania. "It is hard to believe that
anyone would conmit the treason of conmmunicating with Lusitania only to receive nonsense |ike
this. It is all inpossible as science. No world could have devel oped only one virus that was so
conplex that it could include within it the genetic code for every other species on the planet. It
woul d be a waste of tinme for me even to consider this."

"Why not ?" asked Wang-nu. It was all right for her to speak now - because even as Q ng-jao
decl ared that she was refusing to discuss the material, she was discussing it. "After all
evol ution produced only one hunman race."

"But on Earth there were dozens of related species. There is no species without kin-- if you
weren't such a stupid rebellious girl you would understand that. Evolution could never have
produced a system as sparse as this one."

"Then how do you explain these docunents fromthe people of Lusitania?"

"How do you know they actually cone fromthere? You have only the word of this conputer program
Maybe it thinks this is all. O maybe the scientists there are very bad, with no sense of their
duty to collect all possible information. There aren't two dozen species in this whole report--
and |l ook, they're all paired up in the nost absurd fashion. Inpossible to have so few species.”

"But what if they're right?"

"How can they be right? The people of Lusitania have been confined in a tiny conpound fromthe
begi nni ng. They've only seen what these little pig-nen have shown them- how do they know the pig-
men aren't lying to then®"

Calling thempig-men-- is that how you convince yourself, nmy nmistress, that hel pi ng Congress
won't | ead to xenocide? If you call them by an aninmal nane, does that nean that it's all right to
sl aughter then? If you accuse them of |ying, does that mean that they're worthy of extinction? But
Wang-mu said nothing of this. She only asked the same question again. "Wat if this is the true
picture of the life forns of Lusitania, and how the descol ada works wi thin thenf"

"If it were true, then | would have to read and study these docunents in order to make any
intelligent comrent about them But they aren't true. How far had | taken you in your |earning,
before you betrayed me? Didn't | teach you about gai al ogy?"

"Yes, M stress."

"Well, there you are. Evolution is the means by which the planetary organi smadapts to changes
inits environment. |If there is nore heat fromthe sun, then the life forns of the planet nust be
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able to adjust their relative populations in order to conpensate and | ower the tenperature.
Renmenber the classic Dai syworld thought-experinent?"

"But that experinment had only a single species over the whole face of the planet," said Wang- nmu.
"When the sun grew too hot, then white daisies grewto reflect the light back into space, and when
the sun grew too cool, dark daisies grewto absorb the light and hold it as heat." Wang-nmu was
proud that she could renenber Daisyworld so clearly.

"No no no," said Qng-jao. "You have m ssed the point, of course. The point is that there mnust
al ready have been dark daisies, even when the |ight daisies were dom nant, and |ight daisies when
the world was covered with darkness. Evolution can't produce new species on demand. It is creating
new speci es constantly, as genes drift and are spliced and broken by radiati on and passed between
speci es by viruses. Thus no species ever 'breeds true.'"

Wang-mu didn't understand the connection yet, and her face nust have reveal ed her puzzl enment.

"Am | still your teacher, after all? Mist | keep nmy side of the bargain, even though you have
gi ven up on yours?"

Pl ease, said Wang-nmu silently. | would serve you forever, if you would only help your father in
this work.

"As long as the whol e species is together, interbreeding constantly,” said Q ng-jao
"individuals never drift too far, genetically speaking; their genes are constantly being
reconbi ned with other genes in the sane species, so the variations are spread evenly through the
whol e popul ation with each new generation. Only when the environnment puts them under such stress
that one of those randomly drifting traits suddenly has survival value, only then will all those
in that particular environment who |ack that trait die out, until the newtrait, instead of being
an occasional sport, is now a universal definer of the new species. That's the fundanental tenet
of gai al ogy-- constant genetic drift is essential for the survival of |ife as a whole. According
to these docunments, Lusitania is a world with absurdly few species, and no possibility of genetic
drift because these inpossible viruses are constantly correcting any changes that might come up
Not only could such a system never evolve, but also it would be inpossible for life to continue to
exi st-- they couldn't adapt to change.”

"Maybe there are no changes on Lusitania."

"Don't be so foolish, Wang-nmu. It nakes ne ashaned to think | ever tried to teach you. Al stars
fluctuate. Al planets wobble and change in their orbits. W have been observing nany worlds for
three thousand years, and in that tine we have | earned what Earthbound scientists in the years
before that could never |earn-- which behaviors are common to all planets and stellar systens, and
whi ch are unique to the Earth and the Sol System | tell you that it is inpossible for a planet
like Lusitania to exist for nore than a few decades w thout experiencing |ife-threatening
environnental change-- tenperature fluctuations, orbital disturbances, seismc and vol canic cycl es-
- how woul d a systemof really only a handful of species ever cope with that? If the world has
only light daisies, howw Il it ever warmitself when the sun cools? If its lifefornms are al
carbon di oxi de users, how will they heal thenselves when the oxygen in the atnosphere reaches
poi sonous | evel s? Your so-called friends in Lusitania are fools, to send you nonsense like this.

If they were real scientists, they would know that their results are inpossible.”

Q ng-jao pressed a key and the display over her terminal went blank. "You have wasted tine that
I don't have. If you have nothing better than this to offer, do not come to me again. You are |ess
than nothing to nme. You are a bug floating in ny waterglass. You defile the whole glass, not just
the place where you float. | wake up in pain, knowi ng you are in this house.”

Then I'mhardly "nothing” to you, am|? said Wang-nu silently. It sounds to ne as if |I'mvery
i mportant to you indeed. You may be very brilliant, Q ng-jao, but you do not understand yourself
any better than anybody el se does.

"Because you are a stupid common girl, you do not understand ne," said @ ng-jao. "I have told
you to | eave."

"But your father is master of this house, and Master Han has asked ne to stay."

file:/lIF|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%203%20-%20Xenocide.txt (197 of 296) [1/14/03 10:05:35 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%203%20-%20X enoci de.txt

"Little stupid-person, little sister-of-pigs, if |I cannot ask you to | eave the whol e house,
have certainly inplied that | would Iike you to | eave ny room"

Wang- mu bowed her head till it alnost-- alnobst-- touched the floor. Then she backed out of the
room so as not to show her back parts to her mstress. If you treat ne this way, then I wll
treat you like a great lord, and if you do not detect the irony in ny actions, then who of the two
of us is the fool ?

* % %

Master Han was not in his roomwhen Wang-mu returned. He might be at the toilet and return in a
monent. He might be performing sone ritual of the godspoken, in which case he could be gone for
hours. Wang-mu was too full of questions to wait for him She brought up the project docunents on
the termnal, knowi ng that Jane woul d be watching, nonitoring her. That Jane had no doubt
nmoni tored all that happened in Qng-jao's room

Still, Jane waited for Wang-mu to phrase the questions she had got from Q ng-jao before she
started trying to answer. And then Jane answered first the question of veracity.

"The docunments from Lusitania are genui ne enough," said Jane. "Ela and Novi nha and Quanda and
all the others who have studied with them are deeply specialized, yes, but within their specialty
they're very good. If Qng-jao had read the Life of Human, she woul d see how t hese dozen speci es-
pairs function."

"But what she says is still hard for ne to understand,” said Wang-mu. "1've been trying to think
how it could all be true-- that there are too few species for a real gaialogy to devel op, and yet
the planet Lusitania is still well-enough regulated to sustain life. Could it possibly be that

there is no environnental stress on Lusitania?"

"No," said Jane. "l have access to all the astronomical data fromthe satellites there, and in
the tine humanity has been present in the Lusitania system Lusitania and its sun have shown al
the normal fluctuations. R ght now there seens to be an overall trend of global cooling."

"Then how will the |ife forns on Lusitania respond?" asked Wang-rmu. "The descol ada virus won't
|l et themevolve-- it tries to destroy anything strange, which is why it's going to kill the humans
and the hive queen, if it can.”

Jane, whose small inmage sat in |lotus position in the air over Master Han's termnal, held up a
hand. "One nmonent," she said.
Then she | owered her hand. "I have been reporting your questions to nmy friends, and Ela is very

excited."

A new face appeared in the display, just behind and above the i mage of Jane. She was a dark-
ski nned, Negroid-Iooki ng woman; or sone miXx, perhaps, since she was not that dark, and her nose
was narrow. This is Elanora, thought Wang-nu. Jane is showi ng ne a woman on a world many
lightyears away; is she also showing ny face to her? Wat does this Ela nmake of nme? Do | seem
hopel essly stupid to her?

But Ela clearly was thinking nothing about Wang-nmu at all. She was speaking, instead, of Wang-
mu's questions. "Wy doesn't the descolada virus pernit variety? That should be a trait with
negative survival value, and yet the descol ada survives. Wang-mu nust think |'m such an idiot, not
to have thought of this before. But I'mnot a gaialogist, and | grew up on Lusitania, so | never
gquestioned it, | just figured that whatever the Lusitanian gaialogy was, it worked-- and then |
kept studying the descol ada. What does Wang-mu t hi nk?"

Wang-mu was appalled to hear these words fromthis stranger. What had Jane told Ela about her?
How coul d El a even inmagi ne that Wang-nu woul d think Ela was an idiot, when she was a scientist and
Wang-mu was only a servant girl?

"How can it matter what | think?" said Wang- mu.
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"What do you think?" said Jane. "Even if you can't think why it nmight matter, Ela wants to
know. "

So Wang-nu told her speculations. "This is very stupid to think of, because it's only a
m croscopi c virus, but the descol ada nmust be doing it all. After all, it contains the genes of
every species within it, doesn't it? So it nust take care of evolution by itself. Instead of al
that genetic drift, the descolada nust do the drifting. It could, couldn't it? It could change the
genes of a whol e species, even while the species is still alive. It wouldn't have to wait for
evol ution."

There was a pause again, with Jane holding up her hand. She nust be showi ng Wang-nu's face to
Ela, letting her hear Wang-nmu's words from her own |i ps.

"Nossa Senhora," whispered Ela. "On this world, the descolada is Gaia. OF course. That would
explain everything, wouldn't it? So few species, because the descolada only pernmits the species
that it has taned. It turned a whol e planetary gaialogy into sonething al nost as sinple as
Dai syworld itself."

Wang-mu thought it was al nost funny, to hear a highly-educated scientist |ike Ela refer back to
Dai syworld, as if she were still a new student, a half-educated child |ike Wang- nu.

Anot her face appeared next to Ela's, this time an ol der Caucasi an man, perhaps sixty years old,
with whitening hair and a very quieting, peaceful look to his face. "But part of Wang-nu's
question is still unanswered," said the man. "How coul d the descol ada ever evol ve? How could there
have ever been proto-descol ada viruses? Wiy would such a |imted gaial ogy have survival preference
over the slow evol utionary nodel that every other world with life on it has had?"

"I never asked that question,"” said Wang-mu. "Q ng-jao asked the first part of it, but the rest
of it is his question.”

"Hush," said Jane. "Q ng-jao never asked the question. She used it as a reason not to study the
Lusi tani an docunments. Only you really asked the question, and just because Andrew W ggin
under st ands your own question better than you do doesn't nean it isn't still yours.”

So this was Andrew Wggin, the Speaker for the Dead. He didn't | ook ancient and wise at all, not
the way Master Han did. Instead this Wggin | ooked foolishly surprised, the way all round-eyes
did, and his face changed with every nonentary nood, as if it were out of control. Yet there was
that | ook of peace about him Perhaps he had sone of the Buddha in him Buddha, after all, had
found his own way onto the Path. Maybe this Andrew Wggin had found a way onto the Path, even
t hough he wasn't Chinese at all

Wggin was still asking the questions that he thought were Wang-nmu's. "The odds agai nst the
natural occurrence of such a virus are-- unbelievable. Long before a virus evolved that could |ink
speci es together and control a whol e gai al ogy, the proto-descol adas woul d have destroyed all life.

There wasn't any time for evolution-- the virus is just too destructive. It would have killed
everything in its earliest form and then died out itself when it ran out of organisns to
pillage."

"Maybe the pillaging cane later," said Ela. "Maybe it evolved in synmbiosis with sone other
species that benefited fromits ability to genetically transformall the individuals within it,
all within a matter of days or weeks. It mght only have extended to other species later."

"Maybe, " said Andrew.

A thought occurred to Wang-nmu. "The descolada is |like one of the gods," she said. "It cones and

changes everybody whether they like it or not."
"Except the gods have the decency to go away," said Wggin.

He responded so quickly that Wang-mu realized that Jane nmust now be transmitting everything that
was done or said instantaneously across the billions of kilometers of space between them From
what Wang-mu had | earned about ansible costs, this sort of thing would be possible only for the
mlitary; a business that tried a realtinme ansible |inkup woul d pay enough noney to provide
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housi ng for every poor person on an entire planet. And I'mgetting this for free, because of Jane.
I'"mseeing their faces and they're seeing mne, even at the nonment they speak

"Do they?" asked Ela. "I thought the whole problemthat Path was having is that the gods won't
go away and | eave them al one."

Wang-mu answered with bitterness. "The gods are |like the descolada in every way. They destroy
anything they don't like, and the people they do like they transforminto sonething that they
never were. Q ng-jao was once a good and bright and funny girl, and now she's spiteful and angry
and cruel, all because of the gods."

"Al'l because of genetic alteration by Congress,
peopl e who were forcing you to fit their own plan."

said Wggin. "A deliberate change introduced by

"Yes," said Ela. "Just like the descol ada."

"What do you nean?" asked W ggi n.

"A del i berate change introduced here by people who were trying to force Lusitania to fit their
own plan."

"What peopl e?" asked Wang-nu. "Who woul d do such a terrible thing?"

"It's been at the back of ny mnd for years,"” said Ela. "It bothered me that there were so few
life forms on Lusitania-- you remenber, Andrew, that was part of the reason we di scovered that the
descol ada was involved in the pairing of species. W knew that there was a catastrophi c change
here that w ped out all those species and restructured the few survivors. The descol ada was nore
devastating to nost life on Lusitania than a collision with an asteroid. But we al ways assumned
because we found the descolada here that it evolved here. | knew it nmade no sense-- just what Q ng-
jao said-- but since it had obviously happened, then it didn't natter whether it nmade sense or
not. But what if it didn't happen? Wat if the descol ada cane fromthe gods? Not god gods, of
course, but some sentient species that developed this virus artificially?"

"That woul d be nonstrous,"” said Wggin. "To create a poison like that and send it out to other
worl ds, not know ng or caring what you kill."

"Not a poison," said Ela. "If it really does handle planetary systems regul ation, couldn't the
descol ada be a device for terraform ng other worlds? W' ve never tried terraform ng anything-- we
humans and t he buggers before us only settled on worlds whose native life fornms had brought them
to a stasis that was simlar to the stasis of Earth. An oxygen-rich atnosphere that sucked out
carbon di oxi de fast enough to keep the planet tenperate as the star burns hotter. Wat if there's
a speci es sonewhere that decided that in order to develop planets suitable for col onization, they
shoul d send out the descolada virus in advance-- thousands of years in advance, maybe-- to
intelligently transformplanets into exactly the conditions they need? And then when they arrive,
ready to set up housekeepi ng, maybe they have the countervirus that sw tches off the descol ada so
that they can establish a real gaialogy."

"Or maybe they devel oped the virus so that it doesn't interfere with themor the aninmals they
need," said Wggin. "Mybe they destroyed all the nonessential life on every world."

"Either way, it explains everything. The problens |'ve been facing, that | can't nake sense of
the inmpossibly unnatural arrangements of nolecules within the descol ada-- they continue to exist
only because the virus works constantly to maintain all those internal contradictions. But | could
never conceive of how such a self-contradictory nol ecule evolved in the first place. Al this is
answered if | know that sonehow it was designed and nade. What Wang-mu said Q ng-jao conpl ai ned
about, that the descolada couldn't evolve and Lusitania's gaialogy couldn't exist in nature. Well
it doesn't exist in nature. It's an artificial virus and an artificial gaialogy."

"You nean this actually hel ps?" asked Wang- nu.

Their faces showed that they had virtually forgotten she was still part of the conversation, in
their excitenent.
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"I don't know yet," said Ela. "But it's a new way of |looking at it. For one thing, if | can
start with the assunption that everything in the virus has a purpose, instead of the normal junble
of switched-on and switched-off genes that occur in nature-- well, that'll help. And just know ng
it was designed gives nme hope that | can undesign it. O redesign it."”

"Don't get ahead of yourself," said Wggin. "This is still just a hypothesis."
"It rings true," said Ela. "It has the feel of truth. It explains so nuch."”

"I feel that way, too," said Wggin. "But we have to try it out with the people who are nost
affected by it."

"Where's Planter?" asked Ela. "We can talk to Planter."
"And Human and Rooter," said Wggin. "W have to try this idea with the fathertrees."

"This is going to hit themlike a hurricane," said Ela. Then she seened to realize the
i mplications of her own words. "It is, really, not just a figure of speech, it's going to hurt. To
find out that their whole world is a terraforning project.”

"More inportant than their world,"” said Wggin. "Thenselves. The third Iife. The descol ada gave
them everything they are and the nost fundanmental facts of their |ife. Remenber, our best guess is
that they evolved as manmal -1 i ke creatures who mated directly, nale to female, the little nothers
sucking life fromthe nmal e sexual organs, a half-dozen at a tine. That's who they were. Then the
descol ada transforned them and sterilized the males until after they died and turned into trees.”

"Their very nature--"

"It was a hard thing for human beings to deal with, when we first realized how much of our
behavi or arose from evol utionary necessity," said Wggin. "There are still nunberl ess humans who
refuse to believe it. Even if it turns out to be absolutely true, do you think that the pequeninos
will enbrace this idea as easily as they swal |l owed wonders |ike space travel? It's one thing to
see creatures fromanother world. It's another thing to find out that neither God nor evolution
created you-- that sone scientist of another species did."

"But if it's true--"

"Who knows if it's true? All we'll ever knowis if the idea is useful. And to the pequeninos, it
may be so devastating that they refuse to believe it forever."

"Some will hate you for telling them" said Wang-mu. "But some will be glad for it.

They | ooked at her again-- or at |east Jane's conputer sinulation showed them | ooking at her
"You woul d know, wouldn't you," said Wggin. "You and Han Fei-tzu just found out that your people
had been artificially enhanced."

"And shackled, all at once," said Wang-mu. "For ne and Master Han, it was freedom For Q ng-jao

"There'll be many |ike Q ng-jao anong the pequeninos," said Ela. "But Planter and Human and
Rooter won't be anong them w Il they? They're very wi se."

"So is Qng-jao!" said Wang-mu. She spoke nore hotly than she neant to. But the loyalty of a
secret naid dies slowy.

"We didn't nmean to say she isn't,’
is she?"

said Wggin. "But she certainly isn't being wi se about this,

"Not about this," said Wang- nu.

"That's all we neant. No one likes to find out that the story he always believed about his own
identity is false. The pequeni nos, nany of them believe that God nmade t hem sonet hi ng speci al
just as your godspoken believe."

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%203%20-%20Xenocide.txt (201 of 296) [1/14/03 10:05:35 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%203%20-%20X enoci de.txt

"And we're not special, none of us!" cried Wang-nu. "W're all as ordinary as nmud! There are no
godspoken. There are no gods. They care nothi ng about us."

"If there aren't any gods," said Ela, mldly correcting her, "then they can hardly do any caring
one way or another."

"Not hi ng made us except for their own selfish purposes!” cried Wang-nu. "Whoever made the
descol ada-- the pequeninos are just part of their plan. And the godspoken, part of Congress's
pl an. "

"As one whose birth was requested by the governnent,"” said Wggin, "I synpathize with your point
of view. But your reaction is too hasty. After all, my parents also wanted nme. And from the nonent
of ny birth, just like every other living creature, | had ny own purpose in life. Just because the

peopl e of your world were wong about their OCD behavi or being nessages fromthe gods doesn't nean
that there are no gods. Just because your forner understanding of the purpose of your life is
contradicted doesn't nean that you have to decide there is no purpose.”

"Ch, | know there's a purpose,” said Wang-mu. "The Congress wanted sl aves! That's why they
created Qng-jao-- to be a slave for them And she wants to continue in her slavery!"

"That was Congress's purpose," said Wggin. "But Qng-jao also had a nother and father who | oved
her. So did I. There are nmany different purposes in this world, nany different causes of
everything. Just because one cause you believed in turned out to be false doesn't mean that there
aren't other causes that can still be trusted."

"Ch | suppose so," said Wang-nu. She was now ashaned of her outbursts.
"Don't bow your head before nme," said Wggin. "O are you doing that, Jane?"
Jane nmust have answered him an answer that Wang-nu didn't hear

"I don't care what her custonms are," said Wggin. "The only reason for such bowing is to
humi | i ate one person before another, and | won't have her bow that way to me. She's done not hi ng
to be ashamed of. She's opened up a way of |ooking at the descolada that night just lead to the
sal vation of a couple of species.”

Wang-mu heard the tone of his voice. He believed this. He was honoring her, right fromhis own
nmout h.

"Not nme," she protested. "Q ng-jao. They were her questions."

"Qng-jao," said Ela. "She's got you totally boba about her, the way Congress has Q ng-jao
t hi nki ng about them™

"You can't be scornful because you don't know her,’
and | can never be |ike her."

sai d Wang-mu. "But she is brilliant and good

"Cods again," said Wggin.
"Al ways gods," said El a.

"What do you nean?" said Wang-mu. "Q ng-jao doesn't say that she's a god, and neither do I.'

"Yes you do," said Ela. ""Qng-jao is wise and good,' you said."
"Brilliant and good," Wggin corrected her.
""And | can never be |like her,'" Ela went on.

"Let me tell you about gods," said Wggin. "No nmatter how smart or strong you are, there's
al ways sonebody smarter or stronger, and when you run into sonebody who's stronger and smarter
than anybody, you think, This is a god. This is perfection. But | can pronise you that there's
sonebody el se somewhere el se who' Il make your god | ook |ike a naggot by conpari son. And sonebody
smarter or stronger or better in sone way. So let nme tell you what | think about gods. | think a
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real god is not going to be so scared or angry that he tries to keep other people down. For
Congress to genetically alter people to make them smarter and nore creative, that could have been
a godli ke, generous gift. But they were scared, so they hobbled the people of Path. They wanted to
stay in control. A real god doesn't care about control. A real god already has control of
everything that needs controlling. Real gods would want to teach you how to be just |ike them"

"Q ng-jao wanted to teach ne," said Wang- nu.

"But only as long as you obeyed and did what she wanted," said Jane.

"I"'mnot worthy," said Wang-mu. "lI'mtoo stupid to ever learn to be as wise as her."

"And yet you knew | spoke the truth," said Jane, "when all Q ng-jao could see were lies."
"Are you a god?" asked WAng- mu.

"What the godspoken and the pequeninos are only just about to |earn about thenselves, |'ve known
all along. | was made."

"Nonsense, " said Wggin. "Jane, you've always believed you sprang whole fromthe head of Zeus."
"I am not M nerva, thanks," said Jane.
"As far as we know you just happened," said Wggin. "Nobody planned you."

"How conforting," said Jane. "So while you can all name your creators-- or at |east your parents
or sone paternalistic government agency-- |'mthe one genuine accident in the universe."

"You can't have it both ways," said Wggin. "Either sonebody had a purpose for you or you were
an accident. That's what an accident is-- sonething that happened w t hout anyone purposing it. So
are you going to be resentful either way? The people of Path are going to resent Congress |ike
crazy, once they all find out what's been done to them Are you going to be resentful because
nobody did anything to you?"

"I can if | want," said Jane, but it was a nockery of childish spite.

"I'I'l tell you what | think," said Wggin. "I think you don't grow up until you stop worrying
about ot her people's purposes or lack of themand find the purposes you believe in for yourself."

* % %

Ender and El a expl ained everything to Valentine first, probably just because she happened to
come to the laboratory right then, |ooking for Ender about sonething entirely unrelated. It al
rang true to her as it had to Ela and Ender. And, like them Valentine knew they couldn't eval uate
the hypot hesis of the descol ada as regul ator of Lusitania's gaialogy until they had told the idea
to the pequeni nos and heard their response.

Ender proposed that they should try it out on Planter first, before they tried to explain
anything to Human or Rooter. Ela and Valentine agreed with him Neither Ela and Ender, who had
tal ked with fathertrees for years, felt confortable enough with their |anguage to say anything
easily. Morre inportant, though, was the unspoken fact that they sinply felt nore kinship with the
manmal -1 i ke brothers than they ever could with a tree. How could they guess fromlooking at a tree
what it was thinking or howit was responding to then? No, if they had to say sonething difficult
to a pequenino, it would be first to a brother, not to a fathertree.

O course, once they called Planter in to Ela's office, closed the door, and started to explain,
Ender realized that talking to a brother was hardly an inprovenent. Even after thirty years of
living and working with them Ender still wasn't good at reading any but the crudest and nost
obvi ous of pequeni no body | anguage. Planter listened in seem ng unconcern as Ender expl ai ned what
they had thought of during the conversation with Jane and Wang-nmu. He wasn't inpassive. Rather he
seened to sit as restlessly in his chair as a small boy, constantly shifting, |ooking away from
them gazing off into space as if their words were unspeakably boring. Ender knew, of course, that
eye contact didn't nean the same thing to the pequeninos that it did to humans; they neither
sought it nor avoided it. Were you | ooked while you were listening was al nost conpletely
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uni nportant to them But usually the pequeni nos who worked closely with hunmans tried to act in
ways that human beings would interpret as paying attention. Planter was good at it, but right now
he wasn't even trying.

Not till they had explained it all did Ender realize how rmuch self-restraint Planter had shown
even to remain on the chair until they were done. The noment they told himthey were finished, he
bounded off the chair and began to run-- no, to scanper around the room touching everything. Not
striking it, not lashing out with violence as a human bei ng m ght have, hitting things, throw ng
things. Rather he was stroking everything he found, feeling the textures. Ender stood, wanting to
reach out to him to offer sone confort-- for he knew enough of pequeni no behavior to recognize
this as such aberrant behavior that it could only nean great distress.

Planter ran until he was exhausted, and then he went on, |urching around the room drunkenly
until at last he bunped into Ender and threw his arns around him clinging to him For a nonent
Ender thought to enbrace hi mback, but then he renenbered that Planter wasn't hunan. An enbrace
didn't call for an answering enbrace. Planter was clinging to himas he would cling to a tree.
Seeki ng the confort of a trunk. A safe place to hold onto until the danger passed. There would be
I ess, not nore confort if Ender responded |ike a human and hugged hi m back. This was a tinme when
Ender had to answer like a tree. So he held still and waited. Waited and held still. Until at |ast
the trenbling stopped.

Wien Planter pulled away fromhim both their bodies were covered with sweat. | guess there's a
limt to howtreelike |I can be, thought Ender. O do brothertrees and fathertrees give off
noi sture to the brothers who cling to thenf?

"This is very surprising,"” whispered Planter

The words were so absurdly nmild, conpared to the scene that had just played out before them
that Ender couldn't hel p |aughing al oud.

"Yes," said Ender. "I inagine it is.
"It's not funny to them" Ela said.
"He knows that," said Val entine.

"He nustn't |augh, then," she said. "You can't |augh when Planter's in so nmuch pain." And then
she burst into tears.

Val entine put a hand on her shoul der. "He | aughs, you cry," she said. "Planter runs around and
clinbs trees. What strange animals we all are.”

"Everything comes fromthe descol ada," said Planter. "The third Iife, the nothertree, the
fathertrees. Maybe even our mnds. Maybe we were only tree rats when the descol ada cane and nade
fal se ramen out of us."

"Real ramen," said Val entine.

"We don't knowit's true," said Ela. "It's a hypothesis."

"It's very very very very very true," said Planter. "Truer than truth.”
"How do you know?"

"Everything fits. Planetary regulation-- | know about this, | studied gaialogy and the whole
time | thought, how can this teacher tell us these things when every pequenino can | ook around and
see that they're false? But if we know that the descolada is changi ng us, making us act to
regul ate the planetary systens--"

"What can t he descol ada possi bly nmake you do that could regulate the planet?" said El a.

"You haven't known us |ong enough,"” said Planter. "W haven't told you everything because we
were afraid you'd think we were silly. Now you'll know that we aren't silly, we're just acting out
what a virus tells us to do. We're slaves, not fools."
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It startled Ender to realize that Planter had just confessed that the pequeninos still took sone
pains to try to inpress human beings. "Wat behaviors of yours have anything to do with planetary
regul ati on?”

"Trees," said Planter. "How many forests are there, all over the world? Transpiring constantly.
Tur ni ng carbon di oxi de i nto oxygen. Carbon dioxide is a greenhouse gas. Wen there's nore of it in
the atnosphere, the world gets warner. So what would we do to nake the world get cool er?”

"Plant nore forests," said Ela. "To use up nore CO2 so that nore heat could escape into space."

"Yes," said Planter. "But think about how we plant our trees."

The trees grow fromthe bodies of the dead, thought Ender. "War," he said.

"There are quarrels between tribes, and sonetines they nmake snmall wars," said Planter. "Those
woul d be nothing on a planetary scale. But the great wars that sweep across the whole world--
mllions and mllions of brothers die in these wars, and all of them becone trees. Wthin nonths

the forests of the world could double in size and nunber. That woul d nake a difference, woul dn't
it?"

"Yes," said El a.

"Alot nore efficiently than anything that woul d happen through natural evolution," said Ender.

"And then the wars stop,"” said Planter. "W always think there are great causes for these wars,
that they're struggl es between good and evil. And now all the tine they are nothing but planetary
regul ation."

"No," said Valentine. "The need to fight, the rage, that nmight cone fromthe descol ada, but it
doesn't nean the causes you fought for are--"

"The cause we fight for is planetary regulation,” said Planter. "Everything fits. How do you
think we help with warm ng the pl anet ?"

"I don't know," said Ela. "Even trees eventually die of old age."

"You don't know because you've cone during a warmtine, not a cold one. But when the w nters get
bad, we build houses. The brothertrees give thenselves to us to nake houses. All of us, not just
the ones who live in cold places. W all build houses, and the forests are reduced by hal f, by
three-quarters. W thought this was a great sacrifice the brothertrees made for the sake of the
tribe, but now!l see that it's the descol ada, wanting nore carbon dioxide in the atnosphere to
warm t he pl anet."”

"It's still a great sacrifice," said Ender

"Al'l our great epics,
descol ada. "

said Planter. "Al'l our heroes. Just brothers acting out the will of the

"So what ?" said Val enti ne.

"How can you say that? | learn that our lives are nothing, that we're only tools used by a virus
to regul ate the gl obal ecosystem and you call it nothing?"

"Yes, | call it nothing," said Valentine. "W human beings are no different. It may not be a
virus, but we still spend nost of our time acting out our genetic destiny. Take the differences

bet ween mal es and fermal es. Males naturally tend toward a broadcast strategy of reproduction. Since
mel es make an alnost infinite supply of spermand it costs themnothing to deploy it--"

"Not nothing," said Ender.

"Not hing," said Valentine, "just to deploy it. Their nost sensible reproductive strategy is to
deposit it in every available fenale-- and to nake special efforts to deposit it in the healthiest
femal es, the ones nost likely to bring their offspring to adulthood. A nale does best,
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reproductively, if he wanders and copul ates as w dely as possible."

"I've done the wandering," said Ender. "Sonehow | mi ssed out on the copulating."”

"I'"m speaking of overall trends," said Valentine. "There are always strange individuals who
don't follow the norms. The fermale strategy is just the opposite, Planter. Instead of mllions and
mllions of sperm they only have one egg a nonth, and each child represents an enornous
investment of effort. So fenales need stability. They need to be sure there'll always be plenty of
food. W& also spend | arge anounts of tine relatively hel pless, unable to find or gather food. Far
from bei ng wanderers, we fermales need to establish and stay. If we can't get that, then our next
best strategy is to mate with the strongest and healt hi est possible nales. But best of all is to
get a strong healthy nale who' Il stay and provide, instead of wandering and copulating at will.

"So there are two pressures on nmales. The one is to spread their seed, violently if necessary.
The other is to be attractive to fermal es by being stable providers-- by suppressing and contai ni ng
the need to wander and the tendency to use force. Likew se, there are two pressures on fenal es.
The one is to get the seed of the strongest, nobst virile nmales so their infants will have good
genes, which would nake the violent, forceful nales attractive to them The other is to get the
protection of the nost stable males, nonviolent males, so their infants will be protected and
provided for and as many as possible will reach adul t hood.

"Qur whole history, all that 1've ever found in all nmy wanderings as an itinerant historian
before I finally unhooked nyself fromthis reproductively unavail able brother of mine and had a
famly-- it can all be interpreted as people blindly acting out those genetic strategies. W get
pulled in those two directions.

"Qur great civilizations are nothing nore than social nachines to create the ideal fenale
setting, where a woman can count on stability; our legal and noral codes that try to abolish
vi ol ence and pronote permanence of ownership and enforce contracts-- those represent the prinmary
fermal e strategy, the tam ng of the male.

"And the tribes of wandering barbarians outside the reach of civilization, those followthe
mainly mal e strategy. Spread the seed. Wthin the tribe, the strongest, nost dom nant nal es take
possessi on of the best females, either through formal polygany or spur-of-the-nmonment copul ations
that the other nmales are powerless to resist. But those |owstatus nmales are kept in |line because
the | eaders take themto war and let themrape and pillage their brains out when they win a
victory. They act out sexual desirability by proving thenselves in conbat, and then kill all the
rival males and copulate with their w dowed fenal es when they wi n. Hi deous, nonstrous behavior--
but also a viable acting-out of the genetic strategy."

Ender found hinself very unconfortable, hearing Valentine talk this way. He knew all this was

true as far as it went, and he had heard it all before, but it still, in a small way, made him as
unconfortable as Planter was to learn sinilar things about his own people. Ender wanted to deny it
all, to say, Sone of us males are naturally civilized. But in his own life, hadn't he perforned

the acts of dom nance and war? Hadn't he wandered? In that context, his decision to stay on
Lusitania was really a decision to abandon the nal e-dom nant social nodel that had been engrai ned
in himas a young soldier in battle school, and becone a civilized man in a stable fanily.

Yet even then, he had married a womman who turned out to have little interest in having nore
children. A worman with whom marriage had turned out to be anything but civilized, in the end. If |
follow the nale nodel, then I'ma failure. No child anywhere who carries on ny genes. No wonan who
accepts nmy rule. I'mdefinitely atypical

But since | haven't reproduced, ny atypical genes will die with ne, and thus the male and fenal e
soci al nodels are safe fromsuch an in-between person as nyself.

Even as Ender nade his own private eval uations of Valentine's interpretation of human history,
Pl ant er showed his own response by lying back in his chair, a gesture that spoke of scorn. "I'm
supposed to feel better because humans are al so tools of sone genetic nol ecul e?”

"No," said Ender. "You're supposed to realize that just because a | ot of behavior can be
expl ai ned as responses to the needs of sone genetic nolecule, it doesn't nean that all pequenino
behavi or is neaningl ess. "
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"Hurman hi story can be explained as the struggl e between the needs of wonmen and t he needs of
men," said Valentine, "but ny point is that there are still heroes and nonsters, great events and
nobl e deeds."

"When a brothertree gives his wood," said Planter, "it's supposed to nmean that he sacrifices for
the tribe. Not for a virus."

"I'f you can | ook beyond the tribe to the virus, then | ook beyond the virus to the world," said
Ender. "The descolada is keeping this planet habitable. So the brothertree is sacrificing hinself
to save the whole world."

"Very clever," said Planter. "But you forget-- to save the planet, it doesn't matter which
brothertrees give thenselves, as long as a certain nunber do it."

"True," said Valentine. "It doesn't nmatter to the descol ada which brothertrees give their lives.
But it matters to the brothertrees, doesn't it? And it matters to the brothers like you, who
huddl e into those houses to keep warm You appreciate the noble gesture of the brothertrees who
died for you, even if the descol ada doesn't know one tree from another."

Planter didn't answer. Ender hoped that neant they were maki ng some headway.

"And in the wars," said Valentine, "the descol ada doesn't care who wins or |oses, as long as
enough brothers die and enough trees grow fromthe corpses. Right? But that doesn't change the
fact that some brothers are noble and sone are cowardly or cruel."

"Planter," said Ender, "the descol ada may cause you all to feel-- to cone nore quickly to a
nmur derous rage, for instance-- so that disputes erupt into warfare instead of being settled anbng
the fathertrees. But that doesn't erase the fact that some forests are fighting in self-defense
and others are sinply bloodthirsty. You still have your heroes."

"I don't give a damm about heroes," said Ela. "Heroes tend to be dead, |ike ny brother Quim
Where is he now, when we need hinf? | wish he hadn't been a hero." She swall owed hard, hol di ng down
the menory of recent grief.

Pl ant er nodded-- a gesture he had |earned in order to conmunicate with humans. "W live in
Warmaker's world now," he said. "What is he, except a fathertree acting as the descol ada
instructs? The world is getting too warm W need nore trees. So he's filled with fervor to expand
the forests. Wiy? The descol ada nmakes him feel that way. That's why so many brothers and
fathertrees listened to him- because he offered a plan to satisfy their hunger to spread out and
grow nore trees."

"Does the descol ada know that he was planning to put all these new trees on other planets?" said
Val entine. "That wouldn't do much to cool Lusitania."

"The descol ada puts hunger in them" said Planter. "How can a virus know about starships?"

"How can a virus know about npthertrees and fathertrees, brothers and wives, infants and little
not hers?" said Ender. "This is a very bright virus."

"Warnmaker is the best exanple of nmy point," said Valentine. "H s name suggests that he was
deeply invol ved and successful in the |last great war. Once again there's pressure to increase the
nunber of trees. Yet Warmeker chose to turn this hunger to a new purpose, spreading new forests hy
reaching out to the stars instead of plunging into wars with other pequeninos."

"W were going to do it no matter what Warmeker said or did," said Planter. "Look at us.
War meker's group was preparing to spread out and plant new forests on other worlds. But when they
killed Father Quim the rest of us were so filled with rage that we planned to go and puni sh t hem
Great slaughter, and again, trees would grow. Still doing what the descol ada denanded. And now
that humans have burned our forest, Warnaker's people are going to prevail after all. One way or
anot her, we nust spread out and propagate. We'll snatch up any excuse we can find. The descol ada
will have its way with us. We're tools, pathetically trying to find sone way to convi nce oursel ves
that our actions are our own idea."
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He sounded so hopel ess. Ender couldn't think of anything to say that Val entine or he hadn't
already said, to try to wean himaway fromhis conclusion that pequenino |ife was unfree and
nmeani ngl ess.

So it was Ela who spoke next, and in a tone of cal mspecul ation that seemed incongruous, as if
she had forgotten the terrible anxiety that Planter was experiencing. Wich was probably the case,
as all this discussion had |ed her back to her own specialty. "It's hard to know which side the
descol ada woul d be on, if it were aware of all this," said El a.

"Whi ch side of what?" asked Val enti ne.

"Whet her to induce global cooling by having nore forests planted here, or to use that sane
instinct for propagation to have the pequeni nos take the descol ada out to other worlds. | rmean,
whi ch woul d the virus makers have wanted nost? To spread the virus or regulate the planet?"

"The virus probably wants both, and it's likely to get both," said Planter. "Wrmaker's group
will win control of the ships, no doubt. But either before or after, there'll be a war over it
that | eaves half the brothers dead. For all we know, the descolada is causing both things to
happen. "

"For all we know," said Ender.
"For all we know," said Planter, "we may be the descol ada."

So, thought Ender, they are aware of that concern, despite our decision not to broach it with
t he pequeni nos yet.

"Have you been tal king to Quara?" demanded El a.
"I talk to her every day," said Planter. "But what does she have to do with this?"
"She had the sane idea. That naybe pequenino intelligence cones fromthe descol ada."

"Do you think after all your talk about the descol ada being intelligent that it hasn't occurred
to us to wonder that?" said Planter. "And if it's true, what will you do then? Let all of your
species die so that we can keep our little second-rate brains?"

Ender protested at once. "W ve never thought of your brains as--"

"Haven't you?" said Planter. "Then why did you assune that we would only think of this
possibility if some human told us?"

Ender had no good answer. He had to confess to hinmself that he had been thinking of the
pequeni nos as if they were children in sone ways, to be protected. Worries had to be kept as
secrets fromthem It hadn't occurred to himthat they were perfectly capable of discovering al
the worst horrors on their own.

"And if our intelligence does cone fromthe descol ada, and you found a way to destroy it, what
woul d we becone then?" Planter |ooked at them triunphant in his bitter victory. "Nothing but tree
rats," he said.

"That's the second tine you've used that term" said Ender. "What are tree rats?"

"That's what they were shouting," said Planter, "sone of the nen who killed the nothertree."

"There's no such animal," said Val entine.

"I know," said Planter. "Grego explained it to ne. '"Tree rat' is a slang nane for squirrels. He
showed ne a holo of one on his conputer in jail."

"You went to visit Gego?" Ela was plainly horrified

"I had to ask himwhy he tried to kill us all, and then why he tried to save us," said Planter.
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"There!" cried Valentine triunphantly. "You can't tell nme that what Grego and Mro did that
ni ght, stopping the nmob from burning Rooter and Human-- you can't tell ne that that was just the
acting out of genetic forces!"

"But | never said that human behavi or was nmeaningless,” said Planter. "It's you that tried to
confort nme with that idea. W know that you humans have your heroes. W pequeni nos are the ones
who are only tools of a gaialogical virus."

"No," said Ender. "There are pequeni no heroes, too. Rooter and Human, for instance."

"Heroes?" said Planter. "They acted as they did in order to win what they achi eved-- their
status as fathertrees. It was the hunger to reproduce. They m ght have | ooked |ike heroes to you
humans, who only die once, but the death they suffered was really birth. There was no sacrifice.”

"Your whole forest was heroic, then," said Ela. "You broke free fromall the old channels and
made a treaty with us that required you to change sone of your nost deeply-rooted custons.”

"W want ed the knowl edge and t he nmachines and the power you hunans had. What's heroic about a
treaty in which all we have to do is stop killing you, and in return you give us a thousand-year
boost in our technol ogi cal devel oprent ?"

"You aren't going to listen to any positive conclusion, are you," said Val entine.

Pl anter went on, ignoring her. "The only heroes in that story were Pipo and Li bo, the humans who
acted so bravely, even though they knew they would die. They had won their freedomfromtheir
genetic heritage. Wat piggy has ever done that on purpose?”

It stung Ender nore than a little, to hear Planter use the termpiggy for hinself and his
people. In recent years the termhad stopped being quite as friendly and affectionate as it was
when Ender first came; often it was used now as a deneaning word, and the people who worked with
them usual ly used the term pequeni no. Wiat sort of self-hatred was Planter resorting to, in
response to what he'd | earned today?

"The brothertrees give their lives," said Ela, helpfully.

But Pl anter answered in scorn. "The brothertrees are not alive the way fathertrees are. They
can't talk. They only obey. W tell themwhat to do, and they have no choice. Tools, not heroes.”

"You can twi st anything with the right story,"” said Valentine. "You can deny any sacrifice by
claimng that it made the sufferer feel so good to do it that it really wasn't a sacrifice at all
but just another selfish act.”

Suddenly Planter junped fromhis chair. Ender was prepared for a replay of his earlier behavior
but he didn't circle the room Instead he wal ked to Ela where she sat in her chair, and placed
both his hands on her knees.

"I know a way to be a true hero," said Planter. "I know a way to act agai nst the descol ada. To
reject it and fight it and hate it and help destroy it."

"So do |," said Ela.

"An experinment," said Planter

She nodded. "To see if pequenino intelligence is really centered in the descol ada, and not in
the brain.”

"I'I'l doit," said Planter.
"l would never ask you to."
"I know you woul dn't ask," said Planter. "I demand it for myself."

Ender was surprised to realize that in their owm way, Ela and Planter were as close as Ender and
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Val entine, able to know each other's thoughts w thout explaining. Ender hadn't inagined that this
woul d be possible between two people of different species; and yet, why shouldn't it be?
Particularly when they worked together so closely in the same endeavor.

It had taken Ender a few nonents to grasp what Planter and Ela were deci di ng between them
Val entine, who had not been working with themfor years as Ender had, still didn't understand.
"What' s happeni ng?" she asked. "What are they talking about?”

It was Ela who answered. "Planter is proposing that we purge one pequenino of all copies of the
descol ada virus, put himin a clean space where he can't be contaninated, and then see if he stil
has a mnd."

"That can't be good science," said Valentine. "There are too many other variables. Aren't there?
| thought the descol ada was involved in every part of pequenino life."

"Lacki ng the descol ada woul d nean that Planter would imedi ately get sick and then eventually
die. Wat having the descolada did to Quim lacking it will do to Planter."”

"You can't nean to let himdo it," said Valentine. "It won't prove anything. He mght |ose his
m nd because of illness. Fever nmakes people delirious."

"What el se can we do?" asked Planter. "Wait until Ela finds a way to tane the virus, and only
then find out that without it inits intelligent, virulent form we are not pequeninos at all, but
merely piggies? That we were only given the power of speech by the virus within us, and that when
it was controlled, we |ost everything and becane nothing nore than brothertrees? Do we find that
out when you | oose the virus-killer?"

"But it's not a serious experinment with a control--"

"It's a serious experinment, all right," said Ender. "The kind of experimnment you perform when you
don't give a damm about getting funding, you just need results and you need them now. The ki nd of

experiment you performwhen you have no idea what the results will be or even if you'll know how
to interpret them but there are a bunch of crazy pequeninos planning to get in starships and
spread a planet-killing disease all over the gal axy so you' ve got to do sonething."

"It's the kind of experinent you perform" said Planter, "when you need a hero."
"When we need a hero?" asked Ender. "Or when you need to be a hero?"

"I wouldn't talk if | were you," said Valentine dryly. "You' ve done a few stints as a hero
yoursel f over the centuries."

"I't may not be necessary anyway," said Ela. "Quara knows a | ot nore about the descol ada than
she's telling. She may al ready know whether the intelligent adaptability of the descol ada can be
separated fromits life-sustaining functions. If we could make a virus like that, we could test
the ef fect of the descol ada on pequenino intelligence w thout threatening the life of the
subj ect."

"The trouble is," said Valentine, "Quara isn't any nore likely to believe our story that the
descol ada is an artifact created by another species than Q@ ng-jao was able to believe that the
voi ce of her gods was just a genetically-caused obsessive-conpul sive disorder."

"I''ll doit," said Planter. "I will begin inmedi ately because we have no tinme. Put ne in a
sterile environnent tonorrow, and then kill all the descolada in nmy body using the chenicals
you' ve got hidden away. The ones you nean to use on humans when the descol ada adapts to the
current suppressant you're using."

"You realize that it nay be wasted," said E a.
"Then it would truly be a sacrifice," said Planter

"If you start to lose your mind in a way that clearly isn't related to your body's illness,"
said Ela, "we'll stop the experinment because we'll have the answer."
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"Maybe, " said Planter
"You m ght well recover at that point."

"l don't care whether | recover," said Planter

"W'll also stop it," said Ender, "if you start to lose your nmind in a way that is related to
your body's illness, because then we'll know that the experinment is useless and we wouldn't |earn
anything fromit anyway."

"Then if I'ma coward, all | have to do is pretend to be nentally failing and nmy life will be

saved," said Planter. "No, | forbid you to stop the experinment, no matter what. And if | keep ny
mental functions, you must let nme continue to the end, to the death, because only if | keep ny
mnd to the end will we know that our soul is not just an artifact of the descol ada. Prom se ne!"”

"I's this science or a suicide pact?" asked Ender. "Are you so despondent over discovering the
probabl e role of the descolada in pequenino history that you sinply want to die?"

Pl anter rushed to Ender, clinbed his body, and pressed his nose agai nst Ender's. "You liar!" he
shout ed.

"I just asked a question," whispered Ender

"I want to be free!" shouted Planter. "I want the descol ada out of ny body and | never want it
to conme back! I want to use this to help free all the piggies so that we can be pequeninos in fact
and not in nane!"

Gently Ender pried himback. H's nose ached fromthe violence of Planter's pressing.

"I want to neke a sacrifice that proves that I'mfree," said Planter, "not just acting out ny
genes. Not just trying for the third life."

"Even the nmartyrs of Christianity and Islamwere willing to accept rewards in heaven for their
sacrifice," said Val entine.

"Then they were all selfish pigs,"” said Planter. "That's what you say about pigs, isn't it? In
Stark, in your common speech? Selfish pigs. Well, it's the right name for us piggies, isn't it!
Qur heroes were all trying to become fathertrees. Qur brothertrees were failures fromthe start.
The only thing we serve outside ourselves is the descolada. For all we know, the descol ada m ght
be ourselves. But | will be free. | will know what | am w thout the descol ada or ny genes or
anyt hi ng except ne."

"What you'll be is dead," said Ender

"But free first," said Planter. "And the first of ny people to be free."

* k%

After Wang-mu and Jane had told Master Han all that had transpired that day, after he had
conversed with Jane about his own day's work, after the house had fallen silent in the darkness of
the night, Wang-mu | ay awake on her mat in the corner of Master Han's room listening to his soft
but insistent snoring as she thought over all that had been said that day.

There were so nany ideas, and nost of themwere so far above her that she despaired of truly
under standi ng them Especially what Wggin said about purposes. They were giving her credit for
havi ng come up with the solution to the problem of the descol ada virus, and yet she couldn't take
the credit because she hadn't neant to do it; she had thought she was just repeating Qng-jao's
questions. Could she take credit for sonething she did by accident?

Peopl e should only be bl aned or praised for what they nmeant to do. Wang-nu had al ways bel i eved
this instinctively; she didn't remenber anyone ever telling it to her in so nany words. The crimes
that she was bl am ng Congress for were all deliberate-- genetically altering the people of Path to
create the godspoken, and sending the M D. Device to destroy the haven of the only other sentient
species that they knew existed in the universe.
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But was that what they nmeant to do, either? Maybe sone of them at |east, thought that they were
maki ng the universe safe for humanity by destroying Lusitania-- fromwhat Wang-nu had heard about
the descolada, it could nean the end of all Earthborn life if it ever started spreading world to
wor| d among human bei ngs. Maybe sone of Congress, too, had decided to create the godspoken of Path
in order to benefit all of humanity, but then put the OCD in their brains so that they couldn't
get out of control and enslave all the inferior, "normal" humans. Maybe they all had good purposes
in mnd for the terrible things they did.

Certainly @ ng-jao had a good purpose in mnd, didn't she? So how coul d WAng- mu condemn her for
her actions, when she thought she was obeying the gods?

D dn't everybody have sonme noble purpose in mnd for their own actions? Wasn't everybody, in
their own eyes, good?

Except ne, thought Wang-mu. In nmy own eyes, |I'mfoolish and weak. But they spoke of ne as if |
were better than | ever thought. Master Han praised nme, too. And those others spoke of Q ng-jao
with pity and scornand |'ve felt those feelings toward her, too. Yet isn't Qng-jao acting nobly,
and ne basely? | betrayed ny nistress. She has been loyal to her government and to her gods, which
are real to her, though | no longer believe in them How can | tell the good people fromthe bad,
if the bad people all have sone way of convincing thenselves that they're trying to do good even
t hough they're doing sonething terrible? And the good people can believe that they're actually
very bad even though they're doing sonethi ng good?

Maybe you can only do good if you think you' re bad, and if you think you' re good then you can
only do bad.

But that paradox was too nuch for her. There'd be no sense in the world if you had to judge
peopl e by the opposite of howthey tried to seem Wasn't it possible for a good person also to try
to seem good? And just because sonebody clained to be scumdidn't nean that he wasn't scum Was
there any way to judge people, if you can't judge even by their purpose?

Was there any way for Wang-mu to judge even hersel f?

Half the time | don't even know the purpose of what | do. | cane to this house because | was
anbiti ous and wanted to be a secret maid to a rich godspoken girl. It was pure selfishness on ny
part, and pure generosity that led Qng-jao to take nme in. And now here | am hel pi ng Master Han
conmit treason-- what is ny purpose in that? | don't even know why | do what | do. How can | know
what ot her people's true purposes are? There's no hope of ever knowi ng good from bad.

She sat up in lotus position on her mat and pressed her face into her hands. It was as if she
felt herself pressed against a wall, but it was a wall that she nade herself, and if she could
only find a way to nove it aside-- the way she could nove her hands away from her face whenever
she want ed-- then she could easily push through to the truth.

She noved her hands away. She opened her eyes. There was Master Han's ternminal, across the room
There, today, she had seen the faces of Elanora Ribeira von Hesse and Andrew Wggin. And Jane's
face.

She remenbered Wggin telling her what the gods would be |ike. Real gods would want to teach you
how to be just |like them Wy would he say such a thing? How could he know what a god woul d be?

Sonmebody who wants to teach you how to know everything that they know and do everything that
they do-- what he was really describing was parents, not gods.

Only there were plenty of parents who didn't do that. Plenty of parents who tried to keep their
children down, to control them to make slaves of them Where she had grown up, Wang-mu had seen
pl enty of that.

So what Wggin was describing wasn't parents, really. He was describing good parents. He wasn't
telling her what the gods were, he was telling her what goodness was. To want other people to
grow. To want other people to have all the good things that you have. And to spare themthe bad
things if you can. That was goodness.
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What were the gods, then? They woul d want everyone el se to know and have and be all good things.
They woul d teach and share and train, but never force.

Li ke ny parents, thought Wang-mu. Cl umsy and stupid sometines, like all people, but they were
good. They really did |look out for ne. Even sonetines when they made ne do hard things because
they knew it would be good for ne. Even sonetines when they were wong, they were good. | can

judge them by their purpose after all. Everybody calls their purpose good, but ny parents
purposes really were good, because they neant all their acts toward ne to help ne grow wi ser and
stronger and better. Even when they made nme do hard things because they knew | had to learn from
them Even when they caused ne pain.

That was it. That's what the gods would be, if there were gods. They woul d want everyone else to
have all that was good in life, just |like good parents. But unlike parents or any other people,
the gods woul d actually know what was good and have the power to cause good things to happen, even
when nobody el se understood that they were good. As Wggin said, real gods would be smarter and
stronger than anybody el se. They woul d have all the intelligence and power that it was possible to
have.

But a being like that-- who was soneone |ike Wang-nu to judge a god? She coul dn't understand
their purposes even if they told her, so how could she ever know that they were good? Yet the
ot her approach, to trust in themand believe in them absolutely-- wasn't that what Q ng-jao was
doi ng?

No. If there were gods, they would never act as Q ng-jao thought they acted-- enslaving people
tornenting and hum liating them

Unl ess tornment and humiliation were good for them..

No! She al nost cried al oud, and once again pressed her face into her hands, this tine to keep
sil ence.

| can only judge by what | understand. If as far as | can see, the gods that Q ng-jao believes
in are only evil, then yes, perhaps |'mwong, perhaps | can't conprehend the great purpose they
acconpl i sh by maki ng the godspoken into hel pl ess sl aves, or destroying whole species. But in ny
heart | have no choice but to reject such gods, because | can't see any good in what they're
doing. Perhaps I'mso stupid and foolish that | will always be the eneny of the gods, working
agai nst their high and inconprehensible purposes. But | have to live nmy life according to what |
understand, and what | understand is that there are no such gods as the ones the godspoken teach
us about. If they exist at all, they take pleasure in oppression and deception, hunmiliation and
i gnorance. They act to nake other people snaller and thenselves |arger. Those woul d not be gods,
then, even if they existed. They would be enenies. Devils.

The sane with the beings, whoever they are, who nade the descol ada virus. Yes, they woul d have
to be very powerful to nake a tool like that. But they would also have to be heartless, selfish,
arrogant beings, to think that all life in the universe was theirs to nmanipulate as they saw fit.
To send the descol ada out into the universe, not caring who it killed or what beautiful creatures
it destroyed-- those could not be gods, either

Jane, now - Jane mnight be a god. Jane knew vast anounts of information and had great w sdom as
wel |, and she was acting for the good of others, even when it would take her life-- even now,
after her life was forfeit. And Andrew Wggin, he mght be a god, so wise and kind he seened, and
not acting for his own benefit but for the pequeninos. And Val entine, who called herself
Denost henes, she had worked to 