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Pr ol ogue

In the year 1830, after the formation of Starways Congress, a robot scout ship sent a report by
ansi bl e: The planet it was investigating was well within the paraneters for human life. The
nearest planet with any kind of popul ation pressure was Baja; Starways Congress granted themthe
exploration |icense.

So it was that the first humans to see the new world were Portuguese by | anguage, Brazilian by
culture, and Catholic by creed. In the year 1886 they di senbarked fromtheir shuttle, crossed
t hensel ves, and named the planet Lusitania-- the ancient nane of Portugal. They set about
catal oguing the flora and fauna. Five days later they realized that the little forest-dwelling
animal s that they had called porqui nhos-- piggies-- were not aninmals at all

For the first tinme since the Xenoci de of the Buggers by the Monstrous Ender, humans had found
intelligent alien life.

The piggies were technologically primtive, but they used tools and built houses and spoke a
| anguage. "It is another chance God has given us," declared Archcardinal Pio of Baja. "W can be
redeemed for the destruction of the buggers."

The nmenbers of Starways Congress worshi pped many gods, or none, but they agreed with the
Archcardinal. Lusitania would be settled fromBaja, and therefore under Catholic License, as
tradi tion denmanded. But the colony could never spread beyond a limted area or exceed a linmted
popul ation. And it was bound, above all, by one law the piggies were not to be disturbed.

Chapter 1 -- Pipo

Since we are not yet fully confortable with the idea that people fromthe next village are as
human as ourselves, it is presunptuous in the extrene to suppose we could ever | ook at sociabl e,
t ool - maki ng creatures who arose fromother evolutionary paths and see not beasts but brothers, not
rivals but fellow pilgrims journeying to the shrine of intelligence.

Yet that is what | see, or yearn to see. The difference between raman and varelse is not in the
creature judged, but in the creature judgi ng. Wien we declare an alien species to be raman, it
does not nean that they have passed a threshold of noral nmaturity. It neans that we have.

-- Denpbsthenes, Letter to the Franlings

Rooter was at once the nost difficult and the nost hel pful of the pequeninos. He was al ways
there whenever Pipo visited their clearing, and did his best to answer the questions Pipo was
forbidden by law to cone right out and ask. Pipo depended on him- too much, probably-- yet though
Root er cl owned and played like the irresponsible youngling that he was, he al so watched, probed,
tested. Pipo always had to beware of the traps that Rooter set for him

A nmonment ago Rooter had been shimying up trees, gripping the bark with only the horny pads on
his ankles and inside his thighs. In his hands he carried two sticks-- Father Sticks, they were
call ed-- which he beat against the tree in a conpelling, arhythnic pattern all the while he
cl i nbed.

The noi se brought Mandachuva out of the |og house. He called to Rooter in the Ml es' Language,
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and then in Portuguese. "P ra baixo, bicho!" Several piggies nearby, hearing his Portuguese
wor dpl ay, expressed their appreciation by rubbing their thighs together sharply. It made a hissing
noi se, and Mandachuva took a little hop in the air in delight at their appl ause.

Rooter, in the nmeantinme, bent over backward until it seemed certain he would fall. Then he
flipped off with his hands, did a sonersault in the air, and | anded on his | egs, hopping a few
times but not stunbling.

"So now you're an acrobat," said Pipo.

Root er swaggered over to him It was his way of imtating humans. It was all the nore effective
as ridicule because his flattened upturned snout |ooked decidedly porcine. No wonder that
of fworl ders called them "piggies." The first visitors to this world had started calling themthat
in their first reports back in '86, and by the tinme Lusitania Colony was founded in 1925, the name
was indelible. The xenol ogers scattered anong the Hundred Wrlds wote of themas "Lusitanian
Abori gi nes,"” though Pipo knew perfectly well that this was nmerely a natter of professional dignity-
- except in scholarly papers, xenologers no doubt called them piggies, too. As for Pipo, he called
t hem pequeni nos, and they seened not to object, for now they called thenselves "Little Ones."
Still, dignity or not, there was no denying it. At nonments like this, Rooter |ooked like a hog on
its hind |egs.

"Acrobat," Rooter said, trying out the new word. "Wat | di d? You have a word for people who do
that? So there are people who do that as their work?"

Pi po sighed silently, even as he froze his smle in place. The law strictly forbade himto share
i nfornmati on about human society, lest it contam nate piggy culture. Yet Rooter played a constant
game of squeezing the last drop of inplication out of everything Pipo said. This tinme, though,
Pi po had no one to blane but hinself, letting out a silly remark that opened unnecessary w ndows
onto human life. Now and then he got so confortabl e anong the pequeni nos that he spoke naturally.
Al ways a danger. I'mnot good at this constant ganme of taking information while trying to give
nothing in return. Libo, ny close-nmouthed son, already he's better at discretion than | am and
he's only been apprenticed to ne-- how |l ong since he turned thirteen? --four nonths.

"I wish | had pads on ny legs |like yours,'
to shreds.™

said Pipo. "The bark on that tree would rip nmy skin

"That woul d cause us all to be ashaned. " Rooter held still in the expectant posture that Pipo
t hought of as their way of showing nmild anxiety, or perhaps a nonverbal warning to other
pequeni nos to be cautious. It mght also have been a sign of extrenme fear, but as far as Pi po knew
he had never seen a pequenino feel extrene fear.

In any event, Pipo spoke quickly to calmhim "Don't worry, I'mtoo old and soft to clinb trees
like that. I'll leave it to you younglings."
And it worked; Rooter's body at once becane nobile again. "I like to clinb trees. | can see

everything." Rooter squatted in front of Pipo and |eaned his face in close. "WII you bring the
beast that runs over the grass w thout touching the ground? The others don't believe ne when | say
I saw such a thing."

Anot her trap. \What, Pipo, xenologer, will you humiliate this individual of the conmunity you're
studying? O will you adhere to the rigid | aw set up by Starways Congress to govern this
encounter? There were few precedents. The only other intelligent aliens that humanki nd had
encountered were the buggers, three thousand years ago, and at the end of it the buggers were all
dead. This time Starways Congress was making sure that if humanity erred, their errors would be in
the opposite direction. Mninal information, niniml contact.

Root er recogni zed Pipo's hesitation, his careful silence.

"You never tell us anything," said Rooter. "You watch us and study us, but you never |let us past
your fence and into your village to watch you and study you."

Pi po answered as honestly as he could, but it was nore inportant to be careful than to be
honest. "If you learn so little and we learn so much, why is it that you speak both Stark and
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Portuguese while I"mstill struggling with your |anguage?"

"We're smarter." Then Rooter |eaned back and spun around on his buttocks so his back was toward
Pi po. "Go back behind your fence," he said.

Pi po stood at once. Not too far away, Libo was with three pequeninos, trying to | earn how t hey
wove dried nerdona vines into thatch. He saw Pipo and in a nonent was with his father, ready to
go. Pipo led himoff without a word; since the pequeninos were so fluent in human | anguages, they
never di scussed what they had | earned until they were inside the gate.

It took a half hour to get hone, and it was raining heavily when they passed through the gate
and wal ked along the face of the hill to the Zenador's Station. Zenador? Pi po thought of the word
as he | ooked at the small sign above the door. On it the word XENOLOGER was written in Stark. That
is what | am | suppose, thought Pipo, at least to the offworlders. But the Portuguese title
Zenador was so nuch easier to say that on Lusitania hardly anyone sai d xenol oger, even when
speaki ng Stark. That is how | anguages change, thought Pipo. If it weren't for the ansible,
provi di ng instantaneous comuni cation anong the Hundred Worlds, we could not possibly maintain a
common | anguage. Interstellar travel is far too rare and slow. Stark would splinter into ten
t housand dialects within a century. It might be interesting to have the conputers run a projection
of linguistic changes on Lusitania, if Stark were allowed to decay and absorb Portuguese--

"Fat her," said Libo.

Only then did Pipo notice that he had stopped ten neters away fromthe station. Tangents. The
best parts of nmy intellectual life are tangential, in areas outside ny expertise. | suppose
because within ny area of expertise the regul ations they have placed upon ne nake it inpossible to
know or understand anything. The science of xenology insists on nore nysteries than Mther Church

Hi s handprint was enough to unlock the door. Pipo knew how the evening would unfold even as he
stepped inside to begin. It would take several hours of work at the termnals for themboth to
report what they had done during today's encounter. Pipo would then read over Libo's notes, and
Li bo woul d read Pipo's, and when they were satisfied, Pipo would wite up a brief summary and then
l et the conputers take it fromthere, filing the notes and also transmtting theminstantly, by
ansi ble, to the xenologers in the rest of the Hundred Wrlds. Mre than a thousand scientists
whose whol e career is studying the one alien race we know, and except for what little the
satellites can discover about this arboreal species, all the information ny coll eagues have is
what Libo and | send them This is definitely mnimal intervention

But when Pipo got inside the station, he saw at once that it would not be an evening of steady
but relaxing work. Dona Cristf was there, dressed in her nonastic robes. Was it one of the younger
children, in trouble at school ?

"No, no," said Dona Crist . "All your children are doing very well, except this one, who | think
is far too young to be out of school and working here, even as an apprentice. "

Li bo said nothing. A w se decision, thought Pipo. Dona Crist was a brilliant and engagi ng,
per haps even beautiful, young woman, but she was first and forenpst a nonk of the Order of the
Fil hos da Mente de Cristo, Children of the Mnd of Christ, and she was not beautiful to behold
when she was angry at ignorance and stupidity. It was amazing the nunber of quite intelligent
peopl e whose ignorance and stupidity had nelted sonmewhat in the fire of her scorn. Silence, Libo,
it's a policy that will do you good.

"I"'mnot here about any child of yours at all," said Dona Crist . "I'mhere about Novinha."

Dona Crist did not have to nention a |ast name; everybody knew Novi nha. The terrible Descol ada
had ended only eight years before. The plague had threatened to wi pe out the colony before it had
a fair chance to get started; the cure was di scovered by Novinha's father and nother, Qusto and
C da, the two xenobiologists. It was a tragic irony that they found the cause of the di sease and
its treatment too late to save thenselves. Theirs was the | ast Descol ada funeral

Pipo clearly renenbered the little girl Novinha, standing there holding Mayor Bosqui nha's hand
whi | e Bi shop Peregrino conducted the funeral nass hinself. No-- not holding the Mayor's hand. The
pi cture canme back to his mnd, and, with it, the way he felt. Wat does she nake of this? he
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remenbered asking hinself. It's the funeral of her parents, she's the last survivor in her famly
yet all around her she can sense the great rejoicing of the people of this colony. Young as she
is, does she understand that our joy is the best tribute to her parents? They struggl ed and
succeeded, finding our salvation in the wani ng days before they died; we are here to celebrate the
great gift they gave us. But to you, Novinha, it's the death of your parents, as your brothers

di ed before. Five hundred dead, and nore than a hundred masses for the dead here in this colony in
the last six nmonths, and all of themwere held in an atnosphere of fear and grief and despair.

Now, when your parents die, the fear and grief and despair are no |l ess for you than ever before--
but no one el se shares your pain. It is the relief frompain that is forenbst in our ninds.

Wat ching her, trying to i magi ne her feelings, he succeeded only in rekindling his own grief at
the death of his own Maria, seven years old, swept away in the wind of death that covered her body
in cancerous growth and ranpant funguses, the flesh swelling or decaying, a new |linb, not armor
l eg, growing out of her hip, while the flesh sloughed off her feet and head, baring the bones, her
sweet and beautiful body destroyed before their eyes, while her bright mnd was nercilessly alert,
able to feel all that happened to her until she cried out to God to let her die. Pipo renenbered
that, and then renenbered her requi em nmass, shared with five other victins. As he sat, knelt,
stood there with his wife and surviving children, he had felt the perfect unity of the people in
the Cathedral. He knew that his pain was everybody's pain, that through the I oss of his el dest
daughter he was bound to his community with the inseparable bonds of grief, and it was a confort
to him it was sonething to cling to. That was how such a grief ought to be, a public nourning.

Littl e Novinha had nothing of that. Her pain was, if anything, worse than Pipo's had been-- at
| east Pipo had not been left without any famly at all, and he was an adult, not a child terrified
by suddenly | osing the foundation of her life. In her grief she was not drawn nore tightly into
the community, but rather excluded fromit. Today everyone was rejoicing, except her. Today
everyone praised her parents; she alone yearned for them would rather they had never found the
cure for others if only they could have remai ned alive thensel ves.

Her isolation was so acute that Pipo could see it fromwhere he sat. Novinha took her hand away
fromthe Mayor as quickly as possible. Her tears dried up as the mass progressed; by the end she
sat in silence, like a prisoner refusing to cooperate with her captors. Pipo's heart broke for
her. Yet he knew that even if he tried, he could not conceal his own gl adness at the end of the
Descol ada, his rejoicing that none of his other children would be taken fromhim She would see
that; his effort to confort her would be a nockery, would drive her further away.

After the mass she walked in bitter solitude amid the crowds of well-meaning people who cruelly
told her that her parents were sure to be saints, sure to sit at the right hand of God. What kind
of confort is that for a child? Pipo whispered aloud to his wife, "She'll never forgive us for
t oday. "

"Forgi ve?" Concei cao was not one of those wives who instantly understood her husband's train of
thought. "We didn't kill her parents--"

"But we're all rejoicing today, aren't we? She'll never forgive us for that."
"Nonsense. She doesn't understand anyway; she's too young."

She understands, Pipo thought. Didn't Maria understand things when she was even younger than
Novi nha i s now?

As the years passed-- eight years now- he had seen her fromtinme to time. She was his son
Li bo's age, and until Libo's thirteenth birthday that nmeant they were in many cl asses together. He
heard her give occasional readings and speeches, along with other children. There was an el egance
to her thought, an intensity to her exam nation of ideas that appealed to him At the sane tineg,
she seened utterly cold, conpletely renmoved from everyone el se. Pipo's own boy, Libo, was shy, but
even so he had several friends, and had won the affection of his teachers. Novinha, though, had no
friends at all, no one whose gaze she sought after a noment of triunph. There was no teacher who
genuinely |iked her, because she refused to reciprocate, to respond. "She is enmotionally
paral yzed," Dona Crist said once when Pipo asked about her. "There is no reaching her. She swears
that she's perfectly happy, and doesn't see any need to change."
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Now Dona Crist had cone to the Zenador's Station to talk to Pipo about Novinha. Wiy Pipo? He
coul d guess only one reason for the principal of the school to cone to himabout this particular
orphaned girl. "Am1 to believe that in all the years you' ve had Novinha in your school, I'mthe
only person who asked about her?"

"Not the only person," she said. "There was all kinds of interest in her a couple of years ago,
when the Pope beatified her parents. Everybody asked then whether the daughter of Gusto and Ci da,
OGs Venerados, had ever noticed any mracul ous events associated with her parents, as so nmany ot her
peopl e had."

"They actually asked her that?"

"There were runors, and Bishop Peregrino had to investigate." Dona Crist got a bit tight-Iipped
when she spoke of the young spiritual |eader of Lusitania Colony. But then, it was said that the
hi erarchy never got along well with the order of the Filhos da Mente de Cristo. "Her answer was
instructive. "

"I can imgine."

"She said, nore or less, that if her parents were actually listening to prayers and had any
i nfluence in heaven to get themgranted, then why woul dn't they have answered her prayer, for them
to return fromthe grave? That woul d be a useful miracle, she said, and there are precedents. |f
Os Venerados actually had the power to grant mracles, then it nmust nean they did not |ove her
enough to answer her prayer. She preferred to believe that her parents still |oved her, and sinply
did not have the power to act.”

"A born sophist," said Pipo.

"A sophist and an expert in guilt: she told the Bishop that if the Pope declared her parents to
be venerable, it would be the sane as the Church saying that her parents hated her. The Petition
for canonization of her parents was proof that Lusitania despised her; if it was granted, it would
be proof that the Church itself was despicable. Bishop Peregrino was livid."

"I notice he sent in the petition anyway."
"For the good of the community. And there were all those mracles."

"Someone touches the shrine and a headache goes away and they cry 'Mlagre!-- os santos ne
abenqoaram'" Mracle!-- the saints have bl essed ne!

"You know that Holy Rome requires nore substantial nmiracles than that. But it doesn't matter.
The Pope graciously allowed us to call our little towmm Ml agre, and now | inmagine that every tine
sonmeone says that name, Novinha burns a little hotter with her secret rage."

"Or colder. One never knows what tenperature that sort of thing will take."

"Anyway, Pipo, you aren't the only one who ever asked about her. But you're the only one who
ever asked about her for her own sake, and not because of her npbst Holy and Bl essed parents."

It was a sad thought, that except for the Filhos, who ran the schools of Lusitania, there had
been no concern for the girl except the slender shards of attention Pipo had spared for her over
the years.

"She has one friend," said Libo.

Pi po had forgotten that his son was there-- Libo was so quiet that he was easy to overl ook. Dona
Crist also seened startled. "Libo," she said, "I think we were indiscreet, talking about one of
your schoolmates like this."

"I''m apprentice Zenador now," Libo reminded her. It meant he wasn't in school
"Who is her friend?" asked Pipo.

"Marc o."
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"Marcos Ribeira,"” Dona Crist explained. "The tall boy--"

"Ah, yes, the one who's built like a cabra."

"He is strong," said Dona Crist . "But |'ve never noticed any friendship between them"
"Once when Marc o was accused of sonething, and she happened to see it, she spoke for him"

"You put a generous interpretation on it, Libo," said Dona Crist . "I think it is nore accurate
to say she spoke agai nst the boys who actually did it and were trying to put the blame on him"

"Marcdo doesn't see it that way," said Libo. "I noticed a couple of tines, the way he wat ches
her. It isn't nuch, but there is somebody who |ikes her."

"Do you like her?" asked Pipo.

Li bo paused for a nonment in silence. Pipo knew what it neant. He was exanining himself to find
an answer. Not the answer that he thought would be nost likely to bring himadult favor, and not
the answer that would provoke their ire-- the two kinds of deception that nost children his age
delighted in. He was exam ning hinself to discover the truth.

"I think," Libo said, "that | understood that she didn't want to be liked. As if she were a
visitor who expected to go back honme any day."

Dona Crist nodded gravely. "Yes, that's exactly right, that's exactly the way she seens. But
now, Libo, we must end our indiscretion by asking you to | eave us while we--"

He was gone before she finished her sentence, with a quick nod of his head, a half-snile that
said, Yes, | understand, and a deftness of novenment that nmade his exit nore el oquent proof of his
di scretion than if he had argued to stay. By this Pipo knew that Libo was annoyed at bei ng asked
to |l eave; he had a knack for maeking adults feel vaguely immuature by conparison to him

"Pi po," said the principal, "she has petitioned for an early exam nati on as xenobi ol ogist. To
take her parents' place."

Pi po rai sed an eyebrow.

"She clainms that she has been studying the field intensely since she was a little child. That
she's ready to begin the work right now, w thout apprenticeship."

"She's thirteen, isn't she?"

"There are precedents. Many have taken such tests early. One even passed it younger than her. It
was two thousand years ago, but it was allowed. Bishop Peregrino is against it, O course, but
Mayor Bosqui nha, bl ess her practical heart, has pointed out that Lusitania needs a xenobi ol ogi st
quite badly-- we need to be about the business of devel oping new strains of plant life so we can
get sonme decent variety in our diet and nuch better harvests from Lusitanian soil. In her words,
‘"l don't care if it's an infant, we need a xenobiologist.""

"And you want nme to supervise her exam nation?”

"I'f you would be so kind."

"I'"ll be glad to."

"l told them you would."

"I confess | have an ulterior notive."

" Cho"

"I shoul d have done nore for the girl. I'd like to see if it isn't too late to begin."

Dona Crist laughed a bit. "Ch, Pipo, |'d be glad for you to try. But do believe nme, ny dear
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friend, touching her heart is like bathing in ice."”

"I imagine. | inagine it feels like bathing in ice to the person touching her. But how does it
feel to her? Cold as she is, it nust surely burn like fire."

"Such a poet," said Dona Crist . There was no irony in her voice; she neant it. "Do the piggies
understand that we've sent our very best as our anbassador?"

"I try to tell them but they're skeptical."

"I'"l'l send her to you tonorrow. | warn you-- she'll expect to take the exam nations cold, and
she'll resist any attenpt on your part to pre-exanine her. "

Pipo smled. "I'"'mfar nore worried about what will happen after she takes the test. |If she
fails, then she'll have very bad problens. And if she passes, then ny problens will begin."

n \N]y?"

"Libo will be after me to let himexanm ne early for Zenador. And if he did that, there'd be no
reason for me not to go hone, curl up, and die."

"Such a romantic fool you are, Pipo. If there's any man in Ml agre who's capabl e of accepting
his thirteen-year-old son as a colleague, it's you. "

After she left, Pipo and Libo worked together, as usual, recording the day's events with the
pequeni nos. Pipo conpared Libo's work, his way of thinking, his insights, his attitudes, wth
those of the graduate students he had known in University before joining the Lusitania Col ony. He
m ght be small, and there might be a lot of theory and know edge for himyet to | earn, but he was
already a true scientist in his method, and a humani st at heart. By the tinme the evening s work
was done and they wal ked hone together by the light of Lusitania's |arge and dazzling noon, Pipo
had deci ded that Libo already deserved to be treated as a col |l eague, whether he took the
exam nation or not. The tests couldn't nmeasure the things that really counted, anyway.

And whether she liked it or not, Pipo intended to find out if Novinha had the unnmeasurable
qualities of a scientist; if she didn't, then he'd see to it she didn't take the test, regardl ess
of how nmany facts she had nenorized

Pipo nmeant to be difficult. Novinha knew how adults acted when they planned not to do things her
way, but didn't want a fight or even any nastiness. O course, of course you can take the test.
But there's no reason to rush into it, let's take sone tinme, let nme make sure you'll be successfu
on the first attecipt.

Novi nha didn't want to wait. Novi nha was ready.

“I'"1l jump through any hoops you want," she said.

H s face went cold. Their faces always did. That was all right, coldness was all right, she
could freeze themto death. "I don't want you to junp through hoops," he said.

"T"he only thing | ask is that you line themup all in arowso | can junp through them quickly.
I don't want to be put off for days and days."

He | ooked t houghtful for a nmonment. "You're in such a hurry.”

"I'"'mready. The Starways Code allows ne to challenge the test at any time. It's between nme and
the Starways Congress, and | can't find anywhere that it says a xenol oger can try to second-guess
the Interplanetary Exam nations Board."

"Then you haven't read carefully."

"The only thing | need to take the test before |I'msixteen is the authorization of ny |ega
guardian. | don't have a | egal guardian."

"On the contrary," said Pipo. "Mayor Bosqui nha was your |egal guardian fromthe day of your
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parents' death."

"And she agreed | could take the test."

"Provided you cane to ne."

Novi nha saw the intense look in his eyes. She didn't know Pipo, so she thought it was the | ook
she had seen in so many eyes, the desire to doninate, to rule her, the desire to cut through her
determ nati on and break her independence, the desire to make her submt.

Fromice to fire in an instant. "Wat do you know about xenobi ol ogy! You only go out and talk to
the piggies, you don't even begin to understand the workings of genes! W are you to judge ne!
Lusi tani a needs a xenobi ol ogi st, and they've been wi thout one for eight years. And you want to
meke them wait even | onger, just so you can be in control!"”

To her surprise, he didn't becone flustered, didn't retreat. Nor did he get angry in return. It
was as if she hadn't spoken

"I see," he said quietly. "It's because of your great |ove of the people of Lusitania that you
wi sh to becone xenobi ol ogi st. Seeing the public need, you sacrificed and prepared yourself to
enter early into a lifetime of altruistic service."

It sounded absurd, hearing himsay it like that. And it wasn't at all what she felt. "lIsn't that
a good enough reason?"

"If it were true, it would be good enough.”
"Are you calling me a liar?"

"Your own words called you a liar. You spoke of how much they, the people of Lusitania, need
you. But you live anmong us. You've lived anpbng us all your life. Ready to sacrifice for us, and
yet you don't feel yourself to be part of this comunity."

So he wasn't like the adults who always believed |lies as |long as they nade her seemto be the
child they wanted her to be. "Wy should | feet like part of the comunity? I'mnot. "

He nodded gravely, as if considering her answer. "Wat comunity are you a part of?"

"The only other conmunities on Lusitania are the piggies, and you haven't seen ne out there with
the tree-worshippers. "

"There are many other conmunities on Lusitania. For instance, you're a student-- there's a
communi ty of students.

"Not for ne."

"l know. You have no friends, you have no intimte associates, you go to nass but you never go
to confession, you are so conpletely detached that as far as possible you don't touch the life of
this colony, you don't touch the life of the human race at any point. Fromall the evidence, you
live in conplete isolation."

Novi nha wasn't prepared for this. He was namng the underlying pain of her life, and she didn't

have a strategy devised to cope with it. "If | do, it isn't ny fault."

"I know that. | know where it began, and | know whose fault it was that it continues to this
day."

"M ne?"

"M ne. And everyone else's. But mine nost of all, because | knew what was happening to you and

did nothing at all. Until today."

"And today you're going to keep ne fromthe one thing that matters to ne in ny life! Thanks so
much for your conpassion!”
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Agai n he nodded solemly, as if he were accepting and acknow edgi ng her ironic gratitude. "In
one sense, Novinha, it doesn't matter that it isn't your fault. Because the town of Mlagre is a
community, and whether it has treated you badly or not, it nust still act as all comunities do,
to provide the greatest possible happiness for all its nmenbers.”

"Whi ch neans everybody on Lusitania except ne-- ne and the piggies."

"The xenobiol ogist is very inportant to a colony, especially one like this, surrounded by a
fence that forever limts our growmh. Qur xenobiol ogi st nust find ways to grow nore protein and
car bohydrate per hectare, which neans genetically altering the Earthborn corn and potatoes to nmake-

"To make maxi num use of the nutrients available in the Lusitanian environnent. Do you think I'm
pl anning to take the exam nation w thout knowing what ny life's work woul d be?"

"Your life's work, to devote yourself to inmproving the lives of people you despise."”

Now Novi nha saw the trap that he had laid for her. Too late; it had sprung. "So you think that a
xenobi ol ogi st can't do her work unless she | oves the people who use the things she makes?"

"I don't care whether you love us or not. What | have to know is what you really want. Wy
you're so passionate to do this."

"Basi ¢ psychology. My parents died in this work, and so |I'mxying to step into their role.”

"Maybe, " said Pipo. "And maybe not. What | want to know, Novinha, what | nust know before ||
l et you take the test, is what conmunity you do belong to."

"You said it yourself! | don't belong to any."

"I nmpossi bl e. Every person is defined by the comunities she belongs to and the ones she doesn't
belong to. | amthis and this and this, but definitely not that and that and that. Al your
definitions are negative. | could nake an infinite Iist of the things you are not. But a person
who really believes she doesn't belong to any community at all invariably kills herself, either by
killing her body or by giving up her identity and going mad."

"That's nme, insane to the root."

"Not insane. Driven by a sense of purpose that is frightening. If you take the test you'll pass
it. But before | let you take it, | have to know. Who will you becone when you pass? Wat do you
believe in, what are you part of, what do you care about, what do you | ove?"

"Nobody in this or any other world."
"I don't believe you."

"I'"ve never known a good man or wonman in the world except ny parents and they're dead! And even
t hey-- nobody understands anything."

"You. "

"I"'mpart of anything, aren't |? But nobody understands anybody, not even you, pretending to be
so wi se and conpassi onate but you're only getting nme to cry like this because you have the power
to stop ne fromdoing what I want to do--"

"And it isn't xenobiol ogy."

"Yes it is! That's part of it, anyway."

"And what's the rest of it?"

"What you are. What you do. Only you're doing it all wong, you're doing it stupidly."”

" Xenobi ol ogi st and xenol oger."
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"They made a stupid m stake when they created a new science to study the piggies. They were a
bunch of tired old anthropol ogi sts who put on new hats and call ed thensel ves Xenol ogers. But you
can't understand the piggies just by watching the way they behave! They cane out of a different
evol ution! You have to understand their genes, what's going on inside their cells. And the other
animal s' cells, too, because they can't be studied by thensel ves, nobody lives in isolation."

Don't |ecture ne, thought Pipo. Tell nme what you feel
And to provoke her to be nore enotional, he whispered, "Except you."

It worked. From cold and cont enptuous she becane hot and defensive. "You'll never understand
them But | will!"

"Way do you care about thenf? What are the piggies to you?"

"You' d never understand. You're a good Catholic." She said the word with contenpt. "It's a book

that's on the Index."
Pi po's face gl owed with sudden understandi ng. "The H ve Queen and the Hegenon."

"He |ived three thousand years ago, whoever he was, the one who called hinself the Speaker for
the Dead. But he understood the buggers! W wiped themall out, the only other alien race we ever
knew, we killed themall, but he understood."

"And you want to wite the story of the piggies the way the original Speaker wote of the
buggers. "

"The way you say it, you nmake it sound as easy as doing a scholarly paper. You don't know what
it was like to wite the H ve Queen and the Hegenon. How nuch agony it was for himto-- to imagine
hinself inside an alien mnd-- and conme out of it filled with love for the great creature we
destroyed. He lived at the sane tine as the worst human bei ng who ever |ived, Ender the Xenoci de,
who destroyed the buggers-- and he did his best to undo what Ender did, the Speaker for the Dead
tried to rai se the dead--"

"But he couldn't."

"But he did! He made themlive again-- you'd know it if you had read the book! | don't know
about Jesus, | listen to Bishop Peregrino and | don't think there's any power in their priesthood
to turn wafers into flesh or forgive a mlligramof guilt. But the Speaker for the Dead brought
the hive queen back to life."

"Then where is she?"
"I'n here! In ne!l"
He nodded. "And soneone else is in you. The Speaker for the Dead. That's who you want to be."

"It's the only true story | ever heard," she said. "The only one | care about. Is that what you
wanted to hear? That I'ma heretic? And ny whole life's work is going to be addi ng anot her book to
the Index of truths that good Catholics are forbidden to read?"

"What | wanted to hear," said Pipo softly, "was the name of what you are instead of the nanme of
all the things that you are not. What you are is the hive queen. Wat you are is the Speaker for
the Dead. It's a very small comunity, small in nunbers, but a great-hearted one. So you chose not
to be part of the bands of children who group together for the sole purpose of excluding others,
and people |l ook at you and say, poor girl, she's so isolated, but you know a secret, you know who
you really are. You are the one human bei ng who is capable of understanding the alien m nd
because you are the alien mnd; you know what it is to be unhuman because there's never been any
human group that gave you credentials as a bona fide honpo sapiens.”

"Now you say |'mnot even human? You nmade me cry like a little girl because you wouldn't let ne
take the test, you made ne humiliate nyself, and now you say |'m unhuman?"
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"You can take the test."

The words hung in the air.

"When?" she whi spered.

"Toni ght. Tonorrow. Begin when you like. I'll stop ny work to take you through the tests as
qui ckly as you like."

"Thank you! Thank you, [|--"

"Becone the Speaker for the Dead. |I'Il help you all | can. The law forbids ne to take anyone but
my apprentice, ny son Libo, out to neet the pequeninos. But we'll open our notes to you
Everything we learn, we'll show you. Al our guesses and speculation. In return, you al so show us

all your work, what you find out about the genetic patterns of this world that night help us
under st and t he pequeni nos. And when we've | earned enough, together, you can wite your book, you
can become the Speaker. But this tinme not the Speaker for the Dead. The pequeni nos aren't dead.”

In spite of herself, she sniled. "The Speaker for the Living."

"lI"ve read the H ve Queen and the Hegenon, too," he said. "I can't think of a better place for
you to find your nane."

But she did not trust himyet, did not believe what he seened to be promising. "I'lIl want to
come here often. Al the tine."

"We lock it up when we go hone to bed."

"But all the rest of the time. You'll get tired of ne. You'll tell nme to go away. You'll keep
secrets fromme. You'll tell ne to be quiet and not mention ny ideas."

"We've only just becone friends, and already you think I'msuch a liar and cheat, such an
i mpatient oaf."

"But you will, everyone does; they all wish |I'd go away--"

Pi po shrugged. "So? Sonetinme or other everybody w shes everybody would go away. Sonetines |']
wi sh you would go away. What |'mtelling you nowis that even at those tinmes, even if | tell you
to go away, you don't have to go away."

It was the nost bafflingly perfect thing that anyone had ever said to her. "That's crazy."

"Only one thing. Promise ne you'll never try to go out to the pequeni nos. Because | can never
| et you do that, and if sonehow you do it anyway, Starways Congress woul d cl ose down all our work
here, forbid any contact with them Do you prom se ne? O everything-- ny work, your work-- it
will all be undone."

"I prom se."

"When will you take the test?"

"Now! Can | begin it now?"

He | aughed gently, then reached out a hand and wi thout |ooking touched the termnal. It canme to
life, the first genetic nbdels appearing in the air above the term nal

"You had the exam nation ready," she said. "You were all set to go! You knew that you'd let ne
do it all along!"

He shook his head. "I hoped. | believed in you. | wanted to help you do what you dreaned of
doing. As long as it was sonething good."

She woul d not have been Novinha if she hadn't found one nore poisonous thing to say. "I see. You
are the judge of dreans."
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Perhaps he didn't know it was an insult. He only sniled and said, "Faith, hope, and | ove-- these
three. But the greatest of these is |ove."

"You don't love nme," she said.

"Ah," he said. "I amthe judge of dreams, and you are the judge of love. Well, | find you guilty
of dreami ng good dreans, and sentence you to a lifetinme of working and suffering for the sake of
your dreans. | only hope that someday you won't declare ne innocent of the crine of |oving you."
He grew reflective for a nonent. "l |ost a daughter in the Descolada. Maria. She would have been
only a few years ol der than you. '

"And | rem nd you of her?"
"I was thinking that she would have been nothing at all like you."

She began the test. It took three days. She passed it, with a score a good deal higher than many
a graduate student. In retrospect, however, she would not renmenber the test because it was the
begi nni ng of her career, the end of her childhood, the confirmati on of her vocation for her life's
wor k. She woul d remenber the test because it was the beginning of her tine in Pipo's Station
where Pipo and Li bo and Novi nha together formed the first comunity she bel onged to since her
parents were put into the earth.

It was not easy, especially at the beginning. Novinha did not instantly shed her habit of cold
confrontation. Pipo understood it, was prepared to bend with her verbal blows. It was rmuch nore of
a chal l enge for Libo. The Zenador's Station had been a place where he and his father could be
al one together. Now, wthout anyone asking his consent, a third person had been added, a cold and
demandi ng person, who spoke to himas if he were a child, even though they were the sane age. It
galled himthat she was a full-fledged xenobiologist, with all the adult status that that inplied,
when he was still an apprentice.

But he tried to bear it patiently. He was naturally calm and quiet adhered to him He was not
prone to taking unbrage openly. But Pipo knew his son and saw himburn. After a while even
Novi nha, insensitive as she was, began to realize that she was provoking Libo nore than any nornal
young nman coul d possibly endure. But instead of easing up on him she began to regard it as a
chal | enge. How coul d she force some response fromthis unnaturally calm gentle-spirited,
beauti ful boy?

"You mean you've been working all these years," she said one day, "and you don't even know how
the piggi es reproduce? How do you know they're all mal es?"

Li bo answered softly. "We explained nale and fenale to them as they | earned our | anguages. They
chose to call thenselves males. And referred to the other ones, the ones we've never seen, as
femal es. "

"But for all you know, they reproduce by budding! Or mitosis!"

Her tone was contenptuous, and Libo did not answer quickly. Pipo inmagined he could hear his
son's thoughts, carefully rephrasing his answer until it was gentle and safe. "I wi sh our work
were nore |ike physical anthropology," he said. "Then we woul d be nore prepared to apply your
research into Lusitania's subcellular life patterns to what we | earn about the pequeninos."

Novi nha | ooked horrified. "You mean you don't even take tissue sanpl es?"

Li bo bl ushed slightly, but his voice was still cal mwhen he answered. The boy woul d have been
i ke this under questioning by the Inquisition, Pipo thought. "It is foolish, | guess,"” said Libo,
"but we're afraid the pequeni nos woul d wonder why we took pieces of their bodies. If one of them
took sick by chance afterward, would they think we caused the illness?"

"What if you took sonmething they shed naturally? You can learn a lot froma hair."

Li bo nodded; Pipo, watching fromhis ternminal on the other side of the room recognized the
gesture-- Libo had learned it fromhis father. "Many primtive tribes of Earth believed that
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sheddi ngs fromtheir bodies contained sonme of their life and strength. What if the piggies thought
we were doi ng nagi c agai nst then®"

"Don't you know their |anguage? | thought some of them spoke Stark, too." She made no effort to
hi de her disdain. "Can't you explain what the sanples are for?"

"You're right," he said quietly. "But if we explained what we'd use the tissue sanples for, we
m ght accidently teach themthe concepts of biological science a thousand years before they woul d
natural ly have reached that point. That's why the law forbids us to explain things like that."

Fi nal ly, Novinha was abashed. "I didn't realize howtightly you were bound by the doctrine of
m ni mal intervention."

Pipo was glad to hear her retreat from her arrogance, but if anything, her humlity was worse.
The child was so isolated from human contact that she spoke |ike an excessively formal science
book. Pipo wondered if it was already too late to teach her how to be a hunman bei ng.

It wasn't. Once she realized that they were excellent at their science, and she knew al nost
not hing of it, she dropped her aggressive stance and went alnobst to the opposite extrene. For
weeks she spoke to Pipo and Libo only rarely. Instead she studied their reports, trying to grasp
t he purpose behind what they were doing. Now and then she had a question, and asked; they answered
politely and thoroughly.

Pol iteness gradually gave way to famliarity. Pipo and Libo began to converse openly in front of
her, airing their specul ations about why the piggies had devel oped sone of their strange
behavi ors, what neaning |ay behind some of their odd statenments, why they renai ned so naddeni ngly
i npenetrable. And since the study of piggies was a very new branch of science, it didn't take | ong
for Novinha to be expert enough, even at second hand, to offer some hypotheses. "After all,"” said
Pi po, encouraging her, "we're all blind together."

Pi po had foreseen what happened next. Libo's carefully cultivated pati ence had nade hi m seem
cold and reserved to others of his age, when Pipo could prevail on himeven to attenpt to
soci alize; Novinha's isolation was nore flanboyant but no nore thorough. Now, however, their
common interest in the piggies drew themclose-- who else could they talk to, when no one but Pipo
coul d even understand their conversations?

They rel axed together, |aughed thenselves to tears over jokes that could not possibly anmuse any
other Luso. Just as the piggies seenmed to nane every tree in the forest, Libo playfully naned all
the furniture in the Zenador's Station, and periodically announced that certain itens were in a
bad nood and shouldn't be disturbed. "Don't sit on Chair! It's her tinme of the nonth again." They
had never seen a piggy fenale, and the males al ways seened to refer to themwth al nost religious
reverence; Novinha wote a series of nock reports on an imaginary piggy wonan call ed Reverend
Mot her, who was hilariously bitchy and demandi ng.

It was not all laughter. There were problens, worries, and once a tinme of real fear that they
m ght have done exactly what the Starways Congress had tried so hard to preventnaking radica
changes in piggy society. It began with Rooter, of course. Rooter, who persisted in asking
chal I engi ng, inpossible questions, like, "If you have no other city of humans, how can you go to
war? There's no honor for you in killing Little Ones." Pipo babbl ed sonethi ng about how humans
woul d never kill pequeninos, Little Ones; but he knew that this wasn't the question Rooter was
real Iy asking.

Pi po had known for years that the piggies knew the concept of war, but for days after that Libo
and Novi nha argued heatedly about whether Rooter's question proved that the piggies regarded war
as desirable or nmerely unavoi dable. There were other bits of information from Rooter, some
i mportant, sone not-- and many whose inportance was inpossible to judge. In a way, Rooter hinself
was proof of the wi sdom of the policy that forbade the xenol ogers to ask questions that would
reveal human expectations, and therefore human practices. Rooter's questions invariably gave them
nore answers than they got fromhis answers to their own questions.

The last informati on Rooter gave them though, was not in a question. It was a guess, spoken to
Li bo privately, when Pipo was off with some of the others examining the way they built their |og
house. "I know | know," said Rooter, "I know why Pipo is still alive. Your wonen are too stupid to
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know that he is w se."

Li bo struggled to nake sense of this seening non sequitur. What did Rooter think, that if hunman
wonen were snmarter, they would kill Pipo? The talk of killing was disturbing-- this was obviously
an inportant matter, and Libo did not know how to handle it alone. Yet he couldn't call Pipo to
hel p, since Rooter obviously wanted to discuss it where Pipo couldn't hear

When Libo didn't answer, Rooter persisted. "Your wonen, they are weak and stupid. | told the
others this, and they said | could ask you. Your wonen don't see Pipo's wisdom I|s this true?"

Root er seened very agitated; he was breathing heavily, and he kept pulling hairs fromhis arnmns,
four and five at a tinme. Libo had to answer, sonehow. "Mst wonen don't know him" he said.

"Then how will they know if he should di e?" asked Rooter. Then, suddenly, he went very still and
spoke very loudly. "You are cabras!"

Only then did Pipo come into view, wondering what the shouting was about. He saw at once that
Li bo was desperately out of his depth. Yet Pipo had no notion what the conversation was even about -
- how could he hel p? All he knew was that Rooter was saying humans-- or at |east Pipo and Libo--
were somehow |ike the |arge beasts that grazed in herds on the prairie. Pipo couldn't even tell if
Rooter was angry or happy.

"You are cabras! You decide!" He pointed at Libo and then at Pipo. "Your wonen don't choose your
honor, you do! Just like in battle, but all the tinme!"

Pi po had no i dea what Rooter was tal king about, but he could see that all the pequeni nos were
notionl ess as stunps, waiting for him- or Libo-- to answer. It was plain Libo was too frightened
by Rooter's strange behavior to dare any response at all. In this case, Pipo could see no point
but to tell the truth; it was, after all, a relatively obvious and trivial bit of information
about hunman society. It was against the rules that the Starways Congress had established for him
but failing to answer woul d be even nore damagi ng, and so Pi po went ahead.

"Wonen and nen deci de together, or they decide for thenselves,"” said Pipo. "One doesn't decide
for the other."

It was apparently what all the piggies had been waiting for. "Cabras," they said, over and over;
they ran to Rooter, hooting and whistling. They picked himup and rushed himoff into the woods.
Pipo tried to follow, but two of the piggies stopped himand shook their heads. It was a human
gesture they had | earned |l ong before, but it held stronger neaning for the piggies. It was
absol utely forbidden for Pipo to follow. They were going to the wonen, and that was the one pl ace
the piggies had told themthey could never go.

On the way home, Libo reported how the difficulty began
"Do you know what Rooter said? He said our wonen were weak and stupid.”
"That's because he's never met Mayor Bosqui nha. Or your nother, for that nmatter."

Li bo | aughed, because his nother, Conceicao, ruled the archives as if it were an ancient estacao
inthe wild mato-- if you entered her domain, you were utterly subject to her law. As he | aughed,
he felt sonething slip away, sone idea that was inportant-- what were we tal king about? The
conversation went on; Libo had forgotten, and soon he even forgot that he had forgotten

That ni ght they heard the drumm ng sound that Pipo and Libo believed was part of sone sort of
celebration. It didn't happen all that often, |ike beating on great druns with heavy sticks.
Toni ght, though, the celebration seened to go on forever. Pipo and Libo specul ated that perhaps
the human exanpl e of sexual equality had somehow gi ven the mal e pequeni nos some hope of

liberation. "I think this may qualify as a serious nodification of piggy behavior," Pipo said
gravely. "If we find that we've caused real change, |'"mgoing to have to report it, and Congress
will probably direct that hunan contact with piggies be cut off for a while. Years, perhaps." It

was a sobering thought-- that doing their job faithfully mght |ead Starways Congress to forbid
themto do their job at all
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In the norning Novinha wal ked with themto the gate in the high fence that separated the hunman
city fromthe slopes leading up to the forest hills where the piggies |lived. Because Pipo and Libo

were still trying to reassure each other that neither of them could have done any differently,
Novi nha wal ked on ahead and got to the gate first. Wen the others arrived, she pointed to a patch
of freshly cleared red earth only thirty neters or so up the hill fromthe gate. "That's new, " she

said. "And there's something init."

Pi po opened the gate, and Li bo, being younger, ran on ahead to investigate. He stopped at the
edge of the cleared patch and went conpletely rigid, staring down at whatever |ay there. Pipo,
seeing him al so stopped, and Novi nha, suddenly frightened for Libo, ignored the regulation and
ran through the gate. Libo's head rocked backward and he dropped to his knees; he clutched his
tight-curled hair and cried out in terrible renorse.

Rooter lay spread-eagled in the cleared dirt. He had been eviscerated, and not carelessly: Each
organ had been cleanly separated, and the strands and filaments of his |linbs had al so been pulled
out and spread in a symetrical pattern on the drying soil. Everything still had some connection
to the body-- nothing had been conpletely severed.

Li bo' s agoni zed cryi ng was al nost hysterical. Novinha knelt by himand held him rocked him
tried to soothe him Pipo nmethodically took out his snmall canera and took pictures fromevery
angle so the conputer could analyze it in detail later.

"He was still alive when they did this," Libo said, when he had cal ned enough to speak. Even so,
he had to say the words slowy, carefully, as if he were a foreigner just learning to speak
"There's so nuch blood on the ground, spattered so far-- his heart had to be beating when they
opened himup."

"We'll discuss it later," said Pipo.

Now the thing Libo had forgotten yesterday came back to himwith cruel clarity. "It's what
Root er sai d about the wonen. They deci de when the nmen should die. He told ne that, and |--" He
stopped hinself. O course he did nothing. The law required himto do nothing. And at that nonent
he deci ded that he hated the law. If the law meant allowing this to be done to Rooter, then the
| aw had no understandi ng. Rooter was a person. You don't stand by and let this happen to a person
j ust because you're studying him

"They didn't dishonor him" said Novinha. "If there's one thing that's certain, it's the |ove
that they have for trees. See?" Qut of the center of his chest cavity, which was otherw se enpty
now, a very snmall seedling sprouted. "They planted a tree to mark his burial spot."”

"Now we know why they nane all their trees," said Libo bitterly. "They planted them as grave
markers for the piggies they tortured to death."

"This is a very large forest," Pipo said calmy. "Please confine your hypotheses to what is at
| east renptely possible." They were cal med by his quiet, reasoned tone, his insistence that even
now t hey behave as scientists.

"What should we do?" asked Novi nha.

"We should get you back inside the perineter i mediately,
to cone out here."

said Pipo. "It's forbidden for you

"But | neant-- with the body-- what should we do?"

"Not hi ng," said Pipo. "The piggi es have done what piggies do, for whatever reason piggies do
it." He helped Libo to his feet.

Li bo had trouble standing for a nonent; he |eaned on both of themfor his first few steps. "Wat
did | say?" he whispered. "I don't even know what it is | said that killed him"

"It wasn't you," said Pipo. "It was ne."

"What, do you think you own then?" demanded Novi nha. "Do you think their world revol ves around
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you? The piggies did it, for whatever reason they have. It's plain enough this isn't the first
time-- they were too deft at the vivisection for this to be the first tine."

Pipo took it with black hunor. "W're losing our wits, Libo. Novinha isn't supposed to know
anyt hi ng about xenol ogy."

"You're right," said Libo. "Whatever may have triggered this, it's sonething they' ve done
before. A custom" He was trying to sound calm

"But that's even worse, isn't it?" said Novinha. "It's their customto gut each other alive. "
She | ooked at the other trees of the forest that began at the top of the hill and wondered how
many of them were rooted in bl ood.

* k%

Pi po sent his report on the ansible, and the conputer didn't give himany trouble about the
priority level. He left it up to the oversight conmittee to decide whether contact with the
pi ggi es shoul d be stopped. The committee could not identify any fatal error. "It is inpossible to
conceal the relationship between our sexes, since soneday a wonan nay be xenol oger," said the
report, "and we can find no point at which you did not act reasonably and prudently. Qur tentative
conclusion is that you were unwitting participants in sone sort of power struggle, which was
deci ded agai nst Rooter, and that you should continue your contact with all reasonable prudence.”

It was conplete vindication, but it still wasn't easy to take. Libo had grown up know ng the
pi ggies, or at |least hearing about themfromhis father. He knew Rooter better than he knew any
human being besides his fanily and Novinha. It took days for Libo to come back to the Zenador's
Station, weeks before he would go back out into the forest. The piggies gave no sign that anything
had changed; if anything, they were nore open and friendly than before. No one ever spoke of
Rooter, least of all Pipo and Libo. There were changes on the human si de, however. Pipo and Libo
never got nore than a few steps away from each ot her when they were anpong t hem

The pain and renorse of that day drew Libo and Novinha to rely on each other even nore, as
t hough dar kness bound them cl oser than |ight. The piggi es now seened dangerous and uncertain, just
as human conpany had al ways been, and between Pipo and Li bo there now hung the question of who was
at fault, no matter how often each tried to reassure the other. So the only good and reliable
thing in Libo's life was Novinha, and in Novinha's life, Libo.

Even though Libo had a nother and siblings, and Pipo and Libo always went hone to them Novi nha
and Li bo behaved as if the Zenador's Station were an island, with Pipo a |oving but ever renote
Prospero. Pipo wondered: Are the piggies like Ariel, l|eading the young |overs to happiness, or are
they little Calibans, scarcely under control and chafing to do rurder?

After a few nonths, Rooter's death faded into nenory, and their |aughter returned, though it was
never quite as carefree as before. By the tinme they were seventeen, Libo and Novi nha were so sure
of each other that they routinely tal ked of what they would do together five, ten, twenty years
| ater. Pipo never bothered to ask them about their marriage plans. After all, he thought, they
studi ed biology fromnorning to night. Eventually it would occur to themto explore stable and
socially acceptable reproductive strategies. In the neantinme, it was enough that they puzzled
endl essly over when and how the piggies nated, considering that the mal es had no di scernabl e
reproductive organ. Their specul ati ons on how the piggi es conbined genetic material invariably
ended in jokes so lewd that it took all of Pipo's self-control to pretend not to find them
amusi ng.

So the Zenador's Station for those few short years was a place of true conpanionship for two
brilliant young peopl e who otherw se woul d have been condemmed to cold solitude. It did not occur
to any of themthat the idyll would end abruptly, and forever, and under circunstances that woul d
send a trenor throughout the Hundred Worl ds.

It was all so sinple, so comopnpl ace. Novinha was anal yzi ng the genetic structure of the fly-
infested reeds along the river, and realized that the sane subcellular body that had caused the
Descol ada was present in the cells of the reed. She brought several other cell structures into the
air over the conputer termnal and rotated them They all contai ned the Descol ada agent.
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She called to Pipo, who was running through transcriptions of yesterday's visit to the piggies.
The conputer ran conparisons of every cell she had sanples of. Regardless of cell function
regardl ess of the species it was taken from every alien cell contained the Descol ada body, and
the conputer declared them absolutely identical in chem cal proportions.

Novi nha expected Pipo to nod, tell her it |ooked interesting, maybe come up with a hypot hesis.
I nstead he sat down and ran the sane test over, asking her questions about how the conputer
conpari son operated, and then what the Descol ada body actually did.

"Mt her and Father never figured out what triggered it, but the Descol ada body rel eases this

little protein-- well, pseudo-protein, | suppose-- and it attacks the genetic nol ecules, starting
at one end and unzipping the two strands of the nolecule right down the mddle. That's why they
called it the descolador-- it unglues the DNA in hunans, too."

"Show me what it does in alien cells.”
Novi nha put the sinulation in notion
"No, not just the genetic nolecul e-- the whol e environnent of the cell."

"I't's just in the nucleus," she said. She widened the field to include nore variabl es. The
conmputer took it nmore slowy, since it was considering mllions of random arrangenments of nucl ear
material every second. In the reed cell, as a genetic nol ecul e cane ungl ued, several |arge ambient
proteins affixed thenselves to the open strands. "In hunans, the DNA tries to reconbine, but
random proteins insert thenmselves so that cell after cell goes crazy. Sonetines they go into
mtosis, like cancer, and sonetines they die. Wat's nost inportant is that in humans the
Descol ada bodi es t hensel ves reproduce |like crazy, passing fromcell to cell. O course, every
alien creature already has them™

But Pipo wasn't interested in what she said. Wen the descol ador had finished with the genetic
nol ecul es of the reed, he | ooked fromone cell to another. "It's not just significant, it's the
same," he said. "It's the same thing!"

Novi nha didn't see at once what he had noticed. What was the sanme as what? Nor did she have tine
to ask. Pipo was already out of the chair, grabbing his coat, heading for the door. It was
drizzling outside. Pipo paused only to call out to her, "Tell Libo not to bother coming, just show
himthat sinmulation and see if he can figure it out before |I get back. He'll know- it's the
answer to the big one. The answer to everything."

"Tell me!"
He | aughed. "Don't cheat. Libo will tell you, if you can't see it."
"Where are you goi ng?"

"To ask the piggies if I'"'mright, of course! But | know!| am even if they lie about it. If I'm
not back in an hour, | slipped in the rain and broke ny leg."

Libo did not get to see the sinulations. The neeting of the planning comittee went way over
time in an argunent about extending the cattle range, and after the nmeeting Libo still had to pick
up the week's groceries. By the time he got back, Pipo had been out for four hours, it was getting
on toward dark, and the drizzle was turning to snow. They went out at once to look for him afraid
that it mght take hours to find himin the woods.

They found himall too soon. H's body was already cooling in the snow. The piggies hadn't even
planted a tree in him

Chapter 2 -- Trondheim

I"mdeeply sorry that | could not act upon your request for nore detail concerning the courtship
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and marriage custons of the aboriginal Lusitanians. This nust be causing you uni nagi nabl e
di stress, or else you would never have petitioned the Xenol ogi cal Society to censure nme for
failure to cooperate with your researches.

Wien woul d- be xenol ogers conplain that | amnot getting the right sort of data from ny
observations of the pequeninos, | always urge themto reread the limtations placed upon nme by
law. | ampermtted to bring no nore than one assistant on field visits; | may not ask questions
that m ght reveal hunan expectations, lest they try to inmtate us; | may not volunteer information
to elicit a parallel response; | may not stay with themnore than four hours at a tine; except for
nmy clothing, | may not use any products of technology in their presence, which includes caneras,
recorders, conputers, or even a manufactured pen to wite on manufactured paper: | may not even
observe them unawar es.

In short: | cannot tell you how the pequeni nos reproduce because they have not chosen to do it
in front of ne.

O course your research is crippled! O course our conclusions about the piggies are absurd! If
we had to observe your university under the sanme limtations that bind us in our observation of
t he Lusitani an aborigi nes, we woul d no doubt conclude that humans do not reproduce, do not form
ki nship groups, and devote their entire life cycle to the netanorphosis of the larval student into
the adult professor. We night even suppose that professors exercise noticeable power in human
society. A conpetent investigation would quickly reveal the inaccuracy of such concl usions-- but
in the case of the piggies, no conpetent investigation is pernitted or even contenpl at ed.

Ant hr opol ogy is never an exact science; the observer never experiences the same culture as the
participant. But these are natural limtations inherent to the science. It is the artificial
limtations that hanper us-- and, through us, you. At the present rate of progress we night as
well be mailing questionnaires to the pequeninos and waiting for themto dash off scholarly papers
inreply.

-- Joao Figueira Alvarez, reply to Pietro Guataninni of the University of Sicily, MIlano Canpus,
Etruria, published posthunously in Xenological Studies, 22:4:49:193

The news of Pipo's death was not of nerely local inportance. It was transmtted instantaneously,
by ansible, to all the Hundred Worlds. The first aliens discovered since Ender's Xenoci de had
tortured to death the one hunan who was designated to observe them Wthin hours, scholars,
scientists, politicians, and journalists began to strike their poses.

A consensus soon energed. One incident, under baffling circunstances, does not prove the failure
of Starways Council policy toward the piggies. On the contrary, the fact that only one nman died
seenms to prove the wi sdom of the present policy of near inaction. W should, therefore, do nothing
except continue to observe at a slightly less intense pace. Pipo' s successor was instructed to
visit the piggies no nore often than every other day, and never for |onger than an hour. He was
not to push the piggies to answer questions concerning their treatment of Pipo. It was a
rei nforcement of the old policy of inaction

There was al so much concern about the norale of the people of Lusitania. They were sent nany new
entertai nnent prograns by ansible, despite the expense, to help take their mnds off the grisly
mur der .

And then, having done the little that could be done by fram ings, who were, after all
|ightyears away from Lusitania, the people of the Hundred Worlds returned to their |ocal concerns.

Qut si de Lusitania, only one man anong the half-trillion human beings in the Hundred Worlds felt
the death of Jodo Figueira Al varez, called Pipo, as a great change in the shape of his own life.
Andrew W ggi n was Speaker for the Dead in the university city of Reykjavik, renowned as the
conservator of Nordic culture, perched on the steep slopes of a knifelike fjord that pierced the
granite and ice of the frozen world of Trondheimright at the equator. It was spring, so the snow
was in retreat, and fragile grass and flowers reached out for strength fromthe glistering sun
Andrew sat on the brow of a priny hill, surrounded by a dozen students who were studying the
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history of interstellar colonization. Andrew was only half-listening to a fiery argument over

whet her the utter human victory in the Bugger Wars had been a necessary prelude to human
expansi on. Such argunents al ways degenerated quickly into a vilification of the human nonster
Ender, who comuanded the starfleet that committed the Xenoci de of the Buggers. Andrew tended to

| et his mnd wander somewhat; the subject did not exactly bore him but he preferred not to let it
engage his attention, either

Then the snmall conputer inplant worn like a jewel in his ear told himof the cruel death of
Pi po, the xenol oger on Lusitania, and instantly Andrew becanme alert. He interrupted his students.

"What do you know of the piggies?" he asked.

"They are the only hope of our redenption," said one, who took Calvin rather nore seriously than
Lut her.

Andrew | ooked at once to the student Plikt, who he knew woul d not be able to endure such
mysticism "They do not exist for any human purpose, not even redenption,” said Plikt with
withering contenpt. "They are true ranen, |ike the buggers."

Andr ew nodded, but frowned. "You use a word that is not yet common koine."

"It should be," said Plikt. "Everyone in Trondheim every Nord in the Hundred Worl ds shoul d have
read Denosthenes' Hi story of Witan in Trondhei m by now. "

"W should but we haven't," sighed a student.

"Make her stop strutting, Speaker," said another. "Plikt is the only woman | know who can strut
sitting down."

Plikt closed her eyes. "The Nordic | anguage recogni zes four orders of foreignness. The first is
the ot herl ander, or utlanning, the stranger that we recognize as being a hunan of our world, but
of another city or country. The second is the framing-- Denobsthenes nmerely drops the accent from
the Nordic frimling. This is the stranger that we recogni ze as human, but of another world. The
third is the ramen, the stranger that we recogni ze as human, but of another species. The fourth is
the true alien, the varelse, which includes all the animals, for with them no conversation is
possi bl e. They live, but we cannot guess what purposes or causes nmake them act. They m ght be
intelligent, they mght be self-aware, but we cannot know it."

Andrew noticed that several students were annoyed. He called it to their attention. "You think
you' re annoyed because of Plikt's arrogance, but that isn't so. Plikt is not arrogant; she is
merely precise. You are properly ashaned that you have not yet read Denobsthenes' history of your
own people, and so in your shanme you are annoyed at Plikt because she is not guilty of your sin."

"1 thought Speakers didn't believe in sin,” said a sullen boy.

Andrew smiled. "You believe in sin, Styrka, and you do things because of that belief. So sinis
real in you, and know ng you, this Speaker nmust believe in sin."

Styrka refused to be defeated. "Wat does all this talk of utlannings and fram ings and ranen
and varel se have to do with Ender's Xenoci de?"

Andrew turned to Plikt. She thought for a nonment. "This is relevant to the stupid argunent that
we were just having. Through these Nordic |ayers of foreignness we can see that Ender was not a
true xenoci de, for when he destroyed the buggers, we knew themonly as varelse; it was not unti
years later, when the first Speaker for the Dead wote the H ve Queen and the Hegenon, that
humanki nd first understood that the buggers were not varelse at all, but ranen; until that tine
there had been no understandi ng between bugger and human.”

"Xenoci de is xenocide," said Styrka. "Just because Ender didn't know they were ranen doesn't
make them any | ess dead."

Andrew sighed at Styrka's unforgiving attitude; it was the fashion anong Cal vi ni sts at Reykjavik
to deny any weight to human notive in judging the good or evil of an act. Acts are good and evi

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%...aga%202%20-%20Speaker%20For%20The%20Dead.txt (19 of 209) [1/14/03 10:03:06 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%202%20-%20Speaker %20For %20 The%20Dead. txt

in themsel ves, they said; and because Speakers for the Dead held as their only doctrine that good
or evil exist entirely in human notive, and not at all in the act, it nade students |like Styrka
quite hostile to Andrew. Fortunately, Andrew did not resent it-- he understood the notive behind
it.

"Styrka, Plikt, let me put you another case. Suppose that the piggies, who have | earned to speak
Stark, and whose | anguages sone humans have al so | earned, suppose that we | earned that they had
suddenly, wi thout provocation or explanation, tortured to death the xenol oger sent to observe
t hem "

Plikt junped at the question inmmediately. "How could we know it was without provocation? \Wat
seens i nnocent to us might be unbearable to them?"™

Andrew sniled. "Even so. But the xenol oger has done themno harm has said very little, has cost
t hem not hi ng-- by any standard we can think of, he is not worthy of painful death. Doesn't the
very fact of this inconprehensible murder nmake the piggies varel se instead of ranen?”

Now it was Styrka who spoke quickly. "Murder is nurder. This talk of varelse and ranen is
nonsense. |f the piggies murder, then they are evil, as the buggers were evil. If the act is evil
then the actor is evil."

Andrew nodded. "There is our dilenmma. There is the problem Ws the act evil, or was it,
sonmehow, to the piggies' understanding at |east, good? Are the piggies ranen or varel se? For the
monment, Styrka, hold your tongue. | know all the argunents of your Calvinism but even John Calvin

woul d call your doctrine stupid."
"How do you know what Cal vin woul d--"
"Because he's dead," roared Andrew, "and so |'mentitled to speak for him"

The students | aughed, and Styrka withdrew i nto stubborn silence. The boy was bright, Andrew
knew, his Calvinismwould not outlast his undergraduate education, though its excision would be
| ong and pai nful

"Tal man, Speaker," said Plikt. "You spoke as if your hypothetical situation were true, as if the
piggies really had nurdered the xenol oger."

Andr ew nodded gravely. "Yes, it's true."

It was disturbing; it awoke echoes of the ancient conflict between bugger and human

"Look in yourselves at this nmonment," said Andrew. "You will find that underneath your hatred of
Ender the Xenocide and your grief for the death of the buggers, you also feel sonething nuch
uglier: You're afraid of the stranger, whether he's utlanning or fram ing. Wen you think of him
killing a man that you know of and value, then it doesn't matter what his shape is. He's varel se
then, or worse-- djur, the dire beast, that comes in the night with slavering jaws. |If you had the
only gun in your village, and the beasts that had torn apart one of your people were coning again,
woul d you stop to ask if they also had a right to live, or would you act to save your village, the
peopl e that you knew, the people who depended on you?"

"By your argunent we should kill the piggies now, primtive and hel pl ess as they are!" shouted
St yr ka.

"My argunment? | asked a question. A question isn't an argunent, unless you think you know ny
answer, and | assure you, Styrka, that you do not. Think about this. Cass is dismssed."

"WIIl we talk about this tonorrow?" they demanded.

"If you want," said Andrew. But he knew that if they discussed it, it would be wi thout him For
them the issue of Ender the Xenocide was nerely philosophical. After all, the Bugger Wars were
nore than three thousand years ago; it was now the year 1948 SC, counting fromthe year the
St arways Code was established, and Ender had destroyed the Buggers in the year 1180 BSC. But to
Andrew, the events were not so remote. He had done far nore interstellar travel than any of his
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students woul d dare to guess; since he was twenty-five he had, until Trondheim never stayed nore
than six nonths on any planet. Lightspeed travel between worlds had let himskip |ike a stone over
the surface of tinme. H s students had no idea that their Speaker for the Dead, who was surely no
older than thirty-five, had very clear nenories of events 3000 years before, that in fact those
events seened scarcely twenty years ago to him only half his lifetine. They had no i dea how
deeply the question of Ender's ancient guilt burned within him and how he had answered it in a

t housand different unsatisfactory ways. They knew their teacher only as Speaker for the Dead; they
did not know that when he was a nere infant, his older sister, Valentine, could not pronounce the
nanme Andrew, and so called himEnder, the name that he nade i nfanous before he was fifteen years
old. So let unforgiving Styrka and anal ytical Plikt ponder the great question of Ender's guilt;
for Andrew Wggin, Speaker for the Dead, the question was not academ c

And now, wal king al ong the danmp, grassy hillside in the chill air, Ender-- Andrew, Speaker--
could think only of the piggies, who were already commtting inexplicable nurders, just as the
buggers had carel essly done when they first visited humanki nd. Was it sonet hi ng unavoi dabl e, when
strangers net, that the neeting had to be marked with bl ood? The buggers had casually killed hunman

bei ngs, but only because they had a hive nind; to them individual life was as preci ous as nai
parings, and killing a human or two was sinply their way of letting us know they were in the
nei ghbor hood. Coul d the piggi es have such a reason for killing, too?

But the voice in his ear had spoken of torture, a ritual nurder simlar to the execution of one
of the piggies' own. The piggies were not a hive nmind, they were not the buggers, and Ender Wggin
had to know why they had done what they did.

"When did you hear about the death of the xenol oger?"

Ender turned. It was Plikt. She had followed himinstead of going back to the Caves, where the
students |ived.

"Then, while we spoke." He touched his ear; inplanted terninals were expensive, but they were
not all that rare

"I checked the news just before class. There was nothing about it then. If a mjor story had
been coming in by ansible, there woul d have been an alert. Unless you got the news straight from
the ansible report.”

Pl i kt obviously thought she had a nystery on her hands. And, in fact, she did. "Speakers have
high priority access to public information," he said.

"Has soneone asked you to Speak the death of the xenol oger?"
He shook his head. "Lusitania is under a Catholic License."

"That's what | nean," she said. "They won't have a Speaker of their own there. But they stil
have to | et a Speaker cone, if soneone requests it. And Trondheimis the closest world to
Lusitania."

"Nobody's called for a Speaker."
Pl ikt tugged at his sleeve. "Wy are you here?"
"You know why | came. | Spoke the death of Witan."

"I know you canme here with your sister, Valentine. She's a nuch nore popul ar teacher than you
are-- she answers questions with answers; you just answer with nore questions.”

"That's because she knows sone answers."

"Speaker, you have to tell ne. | tried to find out about you-- | was curious. Your nane, for one
thing, where you came from Everything's classified. Classified so deep that | can't even find out
what the access level is. God hinself couldn't |ook up your life story."

Ender took her by the shoul ders, |ooked down into her eyes. "It's none of your business, that's
what the access level is."”
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"You are nore inportant than anybody guesses, Speaker," she said. "The ansible reports to you
before it reports to anybody, doesn't it? And nobody can | ook up information about you."

"Nobody has ever tried. Wy you?"
"I want to be a Speaker," she said.

"Go ahead then. The conputer will train you. It isn't like a religion-- you don't have to
menori ze any catechism Now |l eave nme alone. " He let go of her with a little shove. She staggered
backward as he strode off.

"I want to Speak for you," she cried.
"I"'mnot dead yet!" he shouted back
"l know you're going to Lusitania! | know you are!"

Then you know nore than | do, said Ender silently. But he trenbled as he wal ked, even though the
sun was shining and he wore three sweaters to keep out the cold. He hadn't known Plikt had so ruch
enotion in her. Cbviously she had cone to identify with him It frightened himto have this gir
need sonething fromhimso desperately. He had spent years now wi t hout naking any real connection
with anyone but his sister Valentine-- her and, of course, the dead that he Spoke. Al the other
peopl e who had nmeant anything to himin his Iife were dead. He and Val enti ne had passed t hem by
centuries ago, worlds ago.

The idea of casting a root into the icy soil of Trondheimrepelled him What did Plikt want from
hin? It didn't matter; he wouldn't give it. How dare she demand things fromhim as if he bel onged
to her? Ender Wggin didn't belong to anybody. If she knew who he really was, she would | oathe him
as the Xenocide; or she would worship himas the Savior of Mnkind-- Ender renmenbered what it was
|l i ke when people used to do that, too, and he didn't like it any better. Even now they knew him
only by his role, by the name Speaker, Tal man, Falante, Spieler, whatever they called the Speaker
for the Dead in the | anguage of their city or nation or world.

He didn't want themto know him He did not belong to them to the human race. He had anot her
errand, he bel onged to soneone el se. Not human beings. Not the bloody piggies, either. O so he
t hought .

Chapter 3 -- Libo

bserved Diet: Prinmarily macios, the shiny worns that |ive anong nerclona vines on the bark of
the trees. Sonetimes they have been seen to chew capirn bl ades. Sonetines-- accidently? --they
i ngest nerclona | eaves along with the nacl os.

W' ve never seen them eat anything el se. Novinha anal yzed all three foods-- nacios, capim
bl ades, and nerclona | eaves-- and the results were surprising. Either the peclueninos don't need
many different proteins, or they're hungry all the time. Their diet is sehously lacking in nany
trace el enents. And calciumintake is so | ow, we wonder whether their bones use cal ciumthe sane
way ours do.

Pure specul ation: Since we can't take tissue sanples, our only know edge of piggy anatony and
physi ol ogy is what we were able to glean from our photographs of the vivisected corpse of the
piggy called Rooter. Still, there are sonme obvi ous anomalies. The piggles' tongues, which are so
fantastically agile that they can produce any sound we make, and a ot we can't, nust have evol ved
for sone purpose. Probing for insects in tree bark or in nests in the ground, naybe. Wether an
anci ent ancestral piggy did that, they certainly don't do it now And the horny pads on their feet
and inside their knees allowthemto clinb trees and cling by their Iegs al one. Wiy did that
evol ve? To escape from sone predator? There is no predator on Lusitania |arge enough to harmthem
To cling to the tree while probing for insects in the bark? That fits in with their tongues, but
where are the insects? The only insects are the suckflies and the pul adors, but they don't bore
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into the bark and the piggies don't eat them anyway. The nacios are large, live on the bark's
surface, and can easily be harvested by pulling down the merclona vines; they really don't even
have to clinmb the trees.

Li bo's specul ati on: The tongue, the tree-clinbing evolved in a different environnent, with a
much nore varied diet, including insects. But sonething-- an ice age? Mgration? A disease? --
caused the environnent to change. No nore barkbugs, etc. Maybe all the big predators were w ped
out then. It would explain why there are so few species on Lusitania, despite the very favorable
conditions. The cataclysm m ght have been fairly recent-- half a mllion years ago? --so that
evolution hasn't had a chance to differentiate nmuch yet.

It's a tenpting hypothesis, since there's no obvious reason in the present environment for
piggles to have evolved at all. There's no conpetition for them The ecol ogi cal niche they occupy
could be filled by gophers. Wiy would intelligence ever be an adaptive trait? But inventing a
cataclysmto explain why the piggies have such a boring, non-nutritious diet is probably overkill
Cckham s razor cuts this to ribbons.

-- Joao Figueira Alvarez, Wrking Notes 4/14/1948 SC, published posthunmously in Phil osophico
Roots of the Lusitani an Secession, 2010-33-4-1090: 40

As soon as Mayor Bosquinha arrived at the Zenador's Station, matters slipped out of Libo's and
Novi nha's control. Bosqui nha was accustoned to taking command, and her attitude did not |eave much
opportunity for protest, or even for consideration. "You wait here," she said to Libo al nost as
soon as she had grasped the situation. "As soon as | got your call, | sent the Arbiter to tel

your nother."

"We have to bring his body in," said Libo.

"l also called sone of the nen who |ive nearby to help with that,"
Peregrino is preparing a place for himin the Cathedral graveyard."

she said. "And Bi shop

"I want to be there," insisted Libo.
"You understand, Libo, we have to take pictures, in detail."
"I was the one who told you we have to do that, for the report to the Starways Comittee."

"But you should not be there, Libo." Bosquinha's voice was authoritative. "Besides, we nust have
your report. We have to notify Starways as quickly as possible. Are you up to witing it now,
while it's fresh in your mnd?"

She was right, of course. Only Libo and Novinha could wite firsthand reports, and the sooner
they wote them the better. "I can do it," said Libo.

"And you, Novinha, your observations also. Wite your reports separately, w thout consultation
The Hundred Worlds are waiting."

The conputer had already been alerted, and their reports went out by ansible even as they wote
them m stakes and corrections and all. On all the Hundred Worlds the people nost involved in
xenol ogy read each word as Libo or Novinha typed it in. Many others were given instantaneous
computer-witten summari es of what had happened. Twenty-two |ight-years away, Andrew Wggin
| earned that Xenol oger Jodo Figueira "Pipo" Al varez had been nurdered by the piggies, and told his
students about it even before the nen had brought Pipo's body through the gate into M1 agre.

H s report done, Libo was at once surrounded by authority. Novi nha watched w th increasing
angui sh as she saw the incapability of the |eaders of Lusitania, how they only intensified Libo's
pai n. Bishop Peregrino was the worst; his idea of confort was to tell Libo that in all |ikelihood,
the piggies were actually animals, wthout souls, and so his father had been torn apart by wild
beasts, not nurdered. Novinha al nost shouted at him Does that mean that Pipo's |life work was
not hi ng but studying beasts? And his death, instead of being murder, was an act of God? But for
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Li bo' s sake she restrained herself; he sat in the Bishop's presence, nodding and, in the end,
getting rid of himby sufferance far nore quickly than Novinha could ever have done by argument.

Dom Crist o of the Minastery was nore hel pful, asking intelligent questions about the events of
the day, which let Libo and Novinha be anal ytical, unenotional as they answered. However, Novinha
soon wthdrew from answering. Mdst people were asking why the piggi es had done such a thing; Dom
Crist o was asking what Pipo m ght have done recently to trigger his nmurder. Novi nha knew
perfectly well what Pipo had done-- he had told the piggies the secret he discovered in Novinha's
simul ati on. But she did not speak of this, and Libo seened to have forgotten what she had
hurriedly told hima few hours ago as they were leaving to go searching for Pipo. He did not even
gl ance toward the sinmulation. Novinha was content with that; her greatest anxiety was that he
woul d remenber.

Dom Crist 0's questions were interrupted when the Mayor cane back with several of the nen who
had hel ped retrieve the corpse. They were soaked to the skin despite their plastic raincoats, and
spattered with nud; nercifully, any blood nmust have been washed away by the rain. They all seened
vaguel y apol ogetic and even worshi pful, nodding their heads to Libo, alnost bowing. It occurred to
Novi nha that their deference wasn't just the normal wariness people al ways show toward those whom
death had so cl osely touched.

One of the nmen said to Libo, "You' re Zenador now, aren't you?" and there it was, in words. The
Zenador had no official authority in MIlagre, but he had prestige-- his work was the whol e reason
for the colony's existence, wasn't it?

Li bo was not a boy anynore; he had decisions to make, he had prestige, he had noved fromthe
fringe of the colony's life to its very center

Novi nha felt control of her life slip away. This is not how things are supposed to be. |'m
supposed to continue here for years ahead, learning fromPipo, with Libo as ny fell ow student;
that's the pattern of life. Since she was already the colony's zenobi ol ogi sta, she also had an
honored adult niche to fill. She wasn't jealous of Libo, she just wanted to remain a child with
himfor a while. Forever, in fact.

But Libo could not be her fellow student, could not be her fellow anything. She saw with sudden
clarity how everyone in the roomfocused on Libo, what he said, how he felt, what he planned to do
now. "We'll not harmthe piggies,"” he said, "or even call it nmurder. W don't know what Father did
to provoke them I'Il try to understand that later, what matters now is that whatever they did
undoubt edly seermed right to them W' re the strangers here, we nust have viol ated sonme-- taboo,
sone | aw - but Father was always prepared for this, he always knew it was a possibility. Tell them
that he died with the honor of a soldier inthe field, a pilot in his ship, he died doing his
job.™

Ah, Libo, you silent boy, you have found such el oquence now that you can't be a nere boy
anynore. Novinha felt a redoubling of her grief. She had to | ook away from Li bo, | ook anywhere.
And where she | ooked was into the eyes of the only other person in the roomwho was not watching
Li bo. The man was very tall, but very young-- younger than she was, she realized, for she knew
him he had been a student in the class bel ow her. She had gone before Dona Crist once, to defend
him Marcos Ribeira, that was his name, but they had al ways called him Marc o, because he was so
big. Big and dunb, they said, calling himalso sinply C o, the crude word for dog. She had seen
the sullen anger in his eyes, and once she had seen him goaded beyond endurance, |ash out and
stri ke down one of his tornmentors. His victimwas in a shoulder cast for nmuch of a year

O course they accused Marc o of having done it w thout provocation-- that's the way of
torturers of every age, to put the blanme on the victim especially when he strikes back. But
Novi nha didn't belong to the group of children-- she was as isolated as Marc o, though not as
hel pl ess-- and so she had no loyalty to stop her fromtelling the truth. It was part of her
training to Speak for the piggies, she thought. Marc o hinself nmeant nothing to her. It never
occurred to her that the incident m ght have been inportant to him that he night have renenbered
her as the one person who ever stood up for himin his continuous war with the other children. She
hadn't seen or thought of himin the years since she becane xenobi ol ogi st.

Now here he was, stained with the mud of Pipo's death scene, his face | ooki ng even nore haunted
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and bestial than ever with his hair plastered by rain and sweat over his face and ears. And what
was he | ooking at? His eyes were only for her, even as she frankly stared at him Wy are you
wat chi ng me? she asked silently. Because |I'm hungry, said his aninmal eyes. But no, no, that was
her fear, that was her vision of the nurderous piggies. Marc o is nothing to ne, and no natter
what he might think, I amnothing to him

Yet she had a flash of insight, just for a nonent. Her action in defending Marc o neant one
thing to himand sonmething quite different to her; it was so different that it was not even the
same event. Her mind connected this with the piggies' nurder of Pipo, and it seened very
important, it seenmed to verge on expl ai ni ng what had happened, but then the thought slipped away
ina flurry of conversation and activity as the Bishop led the nen off again, heading for the
graveyard. Coffins were not used for burial here, where for the piggies' sake it was forbidden to
cut trees. So Pipo's body was to be buried at once, though the graveside funeral would be held no
sooner than tonorrow, and probably later; many people would want to gather for the Zenador's
requi em mass. Marc o and the other nen trooped off into the storm |eaving Novinha and Libo to
deal with all the people who thought they had urgent business to attend to in the afternmath of
Pi po's death. Self-inportant strangers wandered in and out, making decisions that Novinha did not
under stand and Libo did not seemto care about.

Until finally it was the Arbiter standing by Libo, his hand on the boy's shoulder. "You will, of
course, stay with us," said the Arbiter. "Tonight at |east."

Why your house, Arbiter? thought Novinha. You're nobody to us, we've never brought a case before
you, who are you to decide this? Does Pipo's death nmean that we're suddenly little children who
can't deci de anything?

"I'"ll stay with nmy nother," said Libo.

The Arbiter |ooked at himin surprise-- the mere idea of a child resisting his will seened to be
compl etely outside the real mof his experience. Novinha knew that this was not so, of course. Hs
daughter Cl eopatra, several years younger than Novi nha, had worked hard to earn her nicknane,
Bruxinha-- little witch. So how could he not know that children had m nds of their own, and
resisted tam ng?

But the surprise was not what Novi nha had assuned. "I thought you realized that your nother is
al so staying with ny famly for a tine," said the Arbiter. "These events have upset her, of
course, and she should not have to think about household duties, or be in a house that rem nds her
of who is not there with her. She is with us, and your brothers and sisters, and they need you
there. Your older brother Jodo is with them of course, but he has a wife and child of his own
now, so you're the one who can stay and be depended on."

Li bo nodded gravely. The Arbiter was not bringing himinto his protection; he was asking Libo to
becone a protector

The Arbiter turned to Novinha. "And | think you should go hone," he said.

Only then did she understand that his invitation had not included her. Wy should it? Pipo had
not been her father. She was just a friend who happened to be with Li bo when the body was
di scovered. Wiat grief could she experience?

Home! What was hone, if not this place? Was she supposed to go now to the Biologista's Station
where her bed had not been slept in for nore than a year, except for catnaps during | ab work? Was
that supposed to be her home? She had left it because it was so painfully enpty of her parents;
now t he Zenador's Station was enpty, too: Pipo dead and Libo changed into an adult with duties
that woul d take himaway fromher. This place wasn't home, but neither was any other place.

The Arbiter led Libo away. Hi s nother, Conceicao, was waiting for himin the Arbiter's house.
Novi nha barely knew the wonan, except as the librarian who naintained the Lusitanian archive.
Novi nha had never spent tine with Pipo's wife or other children, she had not cared that they
existed; only the work here, the Iife here had been real. As Libo went to the door he seened to
grow smaller, as if he were a much greater distance away, as if he were being borne up and of f by
the wind, shrinking into the sky like a kite; the door closed behind him
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Now she felt the nagnitude of Pipo's loss. The nutilated corpse on the hillside was not his
death, it was nmerely his death's debris. Death itself was the enpty place in her life. Pipo had
been a rock in a storm so solid and strong that she and Libo, sheltered together in his |ee, had
not even known the storm existed. Now he was gone, and the stormhad them would carry them
what ever way it would. Pipo, she cried out silently. Don't go! Don't |eave us! But of course he
was gone, as deaf to her prayers as ever her parents had been

The Zenador's Station was still busy; the Mayor hersel f, Bosqui nha, was using a termnal to
transmt all of Pipo's data by ansible to the Hundred Worl ds, where experts were desperately
trying to nake sense of Pipo's death.

But Novi nha knew that the key to his death was not in Pipo's files. It was her data that had
killed him sonehow. It was still there in the air above her terninal, the hol ographic i nages of
genetic nolecules in the nuclei of piggy cells. She had not wanted Libo to study it, but now she
| ooked and | ooked, trying to see what Pipo had seen, trying to understand what there was in the
i mges that had nade himrush out to the piggies, to say or do sonething that had nade them rmurder

him She had inadvertently uncovered some secret that the piggies would kill to keep, but what was
it?

The nore she studied the holos, the | ess she understood, and after a while she didn't see them

at all, except as a blur through her tears as she wept silently. She had killed him because

wi t hout even neaning to she had found the pequeninos' secret. If | had never come to this place,
if I had not dreaned of being Speaker of the piggies' story, you would still be alive, Pipo; Libo
woul d have his father, and be happy; this place would still be home. | carry the seeds of death
within me and plant them wherever | linger |Iong enough to love. My parents died so others could
live; now!l live, so others nust die.

It was the Mayor who noticed her short, sharp breaths and realized, with brusque conpassion
that this girt was al so shaken and grieving. Bosquinha |left others to continue the ansible reports
and | ed Novi nha out of the Zenador's Station.

"I"'msorry, child," said the Mayor, "I knew you cane here often, | should have guessed that he
was |ike a father to you, and here we treat you |like a bystander, not right or fair of nme at all
come hone with ne--"

"No," said Novinha. Walking out into the cold, wet night air had shaken sonme of the grief from
her; she regained sonme clarity of thought. "No, | want to be al one, please." Were? "In nmy own
Station."

"You shouldn't be alone, on this of all nights,"” said Bosqui nha.

But Novi nha coul d not bear the prospect of conmpany, of kindness, of people trying to console
her. | killed him don't you see? | don't deserve consolation. | want to suffer whatever pain
m ght conme. It's ny penance, ny restitution, and, if possible, ny absolution; howelse will |
cl ean the bl oodstains fromny hands?

But she hadn't the strength to resist, or even to argue. For ten minutes the Mayor's car ski mred
over the grassy roads.

"Here's ny house,"” said the Mayor. "I don't have any children quite your age, but you'll be
confortabl e enough, | think. Don't worry, no one will plague you, but it isn't good to be al one."

"I'd rather." Novi nha nmeant her voice to sound forceful, but it was weak and faint.
"Pl ease, " said Bosquinha. "You're not yourself."
I wish | weren't.

She had no appetite, though Bosqui nha's husband had a cafezinho for themboth. It was late, only

a few hours left till dawn, and she let them put her to bed. Then, when the house was still, she
got up, dressed, and went downstairs to the Mayor's hone terminal. There she instructed the
computer to cancel the display that was still above the term nal at the Zenador's Station. Even

t hough she had not been able to deci pher the secret that Pipo found there, sonmeone el se m ght, and
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she woul d have no other death on her consci ence

Then she | eft the house and wal ked through the Centro, around the bight of the river, through
the Vila das Aguas, to the Biologista's Station. Her house.

It was cold, unheated in the living quarters-- she hadn't slept there in so long that there was
t hi ck dust on her sheets. But of course the |ab was warm well-used-- her work had never suffered
because of her attachnent to Pipo and Libo. If only it had.

She was very systematic about it. Every sanple, every slide, every culture she had used in the
di scoveries that led to Pipo's death-- she threw them out, washed everything clean, left no hint
of the work she had done. She not only wanted it gone, she wanted no sign that it had been
destroyed

Then she turned to her termnal. She would al so destroy all the records of her work in this
area, all the records of her parents' work that had led to her own discoveries. They would be
gone. Even though it had been the focus of her life, even though it had been her identity for many
years, she would destroy it as she herself should be punished, destroyed, obliterated.

The conputer stopped her. "Wrking notes on xenobiol ogi cal research may not be erased," it
reported. She couldn't have done it anyway. She had | earned from her parents, fromtheir files
whi ch she had studied like scripture, like a roadmap into herself: Nothing was to be destroyed,
not hi ng forgotten. The sacredness of know edge was deeper in her soul than any catechism She was
caught in a paradox. Know edge had killed Pipo; to erase that know edge would kill her parents
again, kill what they had left for her. She could not preserve it, she could not destroy it. There
were walls on either side, too high to clinb, pressing slowy inward, crushing her.

Novi nha did the only thing she could: put on the files every layer of protection and every
barrier to access she knew of. No one woul d ever see thembut her, as long as she lived. Only when
she di ed woul d her successor as xenobi ol ogi st be able to see what she had hi dden there. Wth one
exception-- when she nmarried, her husband woul d al so have access if he could show need to know.
Vel 1, she'd never narry. It was that easy.

She saw her future ahead of her, bleak and unbearabl e and unavoi dabl e. She dared not die, and
yet she would hardly be alive, unable to marry, unable even to think about the subject herself,
| est she discover the deadly secret and inadvertently let it slip; alone forever, burdened
forever, guilty forever, yearning for death but forbidden to reach for it. Still, she would have
this consolation: No one el se woul d ever die because of her. She'd bear no nore guilt than she
bore now.

It was in that nmonent of grim deternined despair that she renenbered the H ve Queen and the
Hegenon, renenbered the Speaker for the Dead. Even though the original witer, the origina
Speaker was surely thousands of years in his grave, there were other Speakers on nany worl ds,
serving as priests to people who acknow edged no god and yet believed in the value of the lives of
human bei ngs. Speakers whose business it was to discover the true causes and notives of the things
that people did, and declare the truth of their lives after they were dead. In this Brazilian
colony there were priests instead of Speakers, but the priests had no confort for her; she would
bring a Speaker here.

She had not realized it before, but she had been planning to do this all her life, ever since
she first read and was captured by the Hive Queen and the Hegenon. She had even researched it, so
that she knew the law. This was a Catholic License colony, but the Starways Code all owed any
citizen to call for a priest of any faith, and the Speakers for the Dead were regarded as priests.
She could call, and if a Speaker chose to come, the colony could not refuse to let himin.

Per haps no Speaker would be willing to come. Perhaps none was cl ose enough to conme before her
life was over. But there was a chance that one was near enough that sonetine-- twenty, thirty,
forty years fromnow- he would cone in fromthe starport and begin to uncover the truth of Pipo's
Iife and death. And perhaps when he found the truth, and spoke in the clear voice that she had
|l oved in the H ve Queen and the Hegenon, perhaps that would free her fromthe blanme that burned
her to the heart.

Her call went into the conputer; it would notify by ansible the Speakers on the nearest worlds.
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Choose to cone, she said in silence to the unknown hearer of the call. Even if you nust reveal to
everyone the truth of nmy guilt. Even so, cone.

* % %

She awoke with a dull pain lowin her back and a feeling of heaviness in her face. Her cheek was
pressed against the clear top of the terminal, which had turned itself off to protect her fromthe
|lasers. But it was not the pain that had awakened her. It was a gentle touch on her shoul der. For
a nonent she thought it was the touch of the Speaker for the Dead, cone already in answer to her
call.

"Novi nha," he whispered. Not the Fal ante pel os Miertos, but sonmeone el se. Sonmeone that she had
thought was lost in the stormlast night.

"Li bo," she nmurnured. Then she started to get up. Too quickly-- her back cranped and her head
spun. She cried out softly; his hands held her shoulders so she wouldn't fall

"Are you all right?"

She felt his breath like the breeze of a beloved garden and felt safe, felt at hone. "You | ooked
for ne."

"Novinha, | canme as soon as | could. Mother's finally asleep. Pipinho, ny older brother, he's
with her now, and the Arbiter has things under control, and I--"

"You shoul d have known | could take care of mnyself," she said.

A nonment's silence, and then his voice again, angry this time, angry and desperate and weary,
weary as age and entropy and the death of the stars. "As God sees nme, lvanova, | didn't conme to
take care of you."

Sonet hi ng cl osed i nside her; she had not noticed the hope she felt until she lost it.

"You told nme that Father discovered sonmething in a sinulation of yours. That he expected ne to
be able to figure it out nmyself. | thought you had left the sinmulation on the termnal, but when |
went back to the station it was off."

"Was it?"
"You know it was, Nova, nobody but you could cancel the program | have to see it."
n \My?ll

He | ooked at her in disbelief. "I know you're sleepy, Novinha, but surely you' ve realized that
what ever Father discovered in your simulation, that was what the piggies killed himfor."

She | ooked at him steadily, saying nothing. He had seen her | ook of cold resolve before.
"Why aren't you going to show ne? |I'mthe Zenador now, | have a right to know "

"You have a right to see all of your father's files and records. You have a right to see
anything |'ve made public.”

"Then make this public.”
Agai n she sai d not hi ng.

"How can we ever understand the piggies if we don't know what it was that Father discovered
about thenP" She did not answer. "You have a responsibility to the Hundred Worlds, to our ability
to comprehend the only alien race still alive. How can you sit there and-- what is it, do you want
to figure it out yourself? Do you want to be first? Fine, be first, I'll put your nane on it,

I vanova Santa Catarina von Hesse--"

"I don't care about ny nane."
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"I can play this gane, too. You can't figure it out wthout what | know, either-- I'll w thhold
my files fromyou, too!"

"l don't care about your files."

It was too nuch for him "Wat do you care about then? Wat are you trying to do to nme?" He took
her by the shoulders, lifted her out of her chair, shook her, screanmed in her face. "It's ny
father they killed out there, and you have the answer to why they killed him you know what the
sinul ati on was! Now tell me, show nme!"

"Never," she whi spered.
H s face was twisted in agony. "Wy not!" he cried.

"Because | don't want you to die."

She saw conprehension cone into his eyes. Yes, that's right, Libo, it's because | |ove you
because if you know the secret, then the piggies will kill you, too. | don't care about science,
don't care about the Hundred Worlds or relations between hunmanity and an alien race, | don't care

about anything at all as long as you're alive.
The tears finally leapt fromhis eyes, tunbled down his cheeks. "I want to die," he said.
"You confort everybody else," she whispered. "W conforts you?"
"You have to tell nme so | can die."

And suddenly his hands no | onger held her up; now he clung to her so she was supporting him
"You're tired," she whispered, "but you can rest."

"l don't want to rest,’
the term nal .

he nurnmured. But still he let her hold him let her draw himaway from

She took himto her bedroom turned back the sheet, never nind the dust flying. "Here, you're
tired, here, rest. That's why you cane to ne, Libo. For peace, for consolation." He covered his
face with his hands, shaking his head back and forth, a boy crying for his father, crying for the
end of everything, as she had cried. She took off his boots, pulled off his trousers, put her
hands under his shirt toride it up to his arms and pull it off over his head. He breathed deeply
to stop his sobbing and raised his arns to let her take his shirt.

She laid his clothing over a chair, then bent over himto pull the sheet back across his body.
But he caught her wist and | ooked pleadingly at her, tears in his eyes. "Don't |eave ne here
al one," he whispered. His voice was thick with desperation. "Stay with ne."

So she let himdraw her down to the bed, where he clung to her tightly until in only a few
m nutes sleep relaxed his arnms. She did not sleep, though. Her hand gently, dryly slipped al ong
the skin of his shoulder, his chest, his waist. "Ch, Libo, | thought I had |ost you when they took

you away, | thought | had lost you as well as Pipo." He did not hear her whisper. "But you wll
al ways cone back to ne like this." She m ght have been thrust out of the garden because of her
ignorant sin, like Eva. But, again |like Eva, she could bear it, for she still had Libo, her Ad o.

Had hi n?? Had hi n? Her hand trenbl ed on his naked flesh. She could never have him Marriage was
the only way she and Li bo could possibly stay together for long-- the aws were strict on any
colony world, and absolutely rigid under a Catholic License. Tonight she could believe he would
want to marry her, when the tinme canme. But Libo was the one person she could never marry.

For he would then have access, automatically, to any file of hers that he could convince the
computer he had a need to see-- which would certainly include all her working files, no nmatter how
deeply she protected them The Starways Code declared it. Married people were virtually the sane
person in the eyes of the |aw.

She coul d never |let himstudy those files, or he would di scover what his father knew, and it
woul d be his body she would find on the hillside, his agony under the piggies' torture that she
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woul d have to imagine every night of her Iife. Wasn't the guilt for Pipo's death already nore than
she could bear? To marry himwould be to murder him Yet not to marry himwould be |ike nurdering
herself, for if she was not with Libo she could not think of who she would be then

How cl ever of ne. | have found such a pathway into hell that |I can never get back out.

She pressed her face against Libo's shoulder, and her tears skittered down across his chest.

Chapter 4 -- Ender

We have identified four piggy |anguages. The "Ml es' Language" s the one we have nbst comonly
heard. W have al so heard snatches of "Wves' Language,” which they apparently use to converse
with the females (how s that for sexual differentiation!), and "Tree Language," a ritual idiom
that they say is used in praying to the ancestral totemtrees. They have al so nentioned a fourth
| anguage, called "Father Tongue," which apparently consists of beating different-sized sticks
together. They insist that it is a real |anguage, as different fromthe others as Portuguese is
fromEnglish. They may call it Father Tongue because it's done with sticks of wood, which cone
fromtrees, and they believe that trees contain the spirits of their ancestors.

The piggies are marvel ously adept at |earning human | anguages-- nuch better than we are at
Il earning theirs. In recent years they have come to speak either Stark or Portuguese anobng
thensel ves nost of the tinme when we're with them Perhaps they revert to their own | anguages when
we aren't present. They nmay even have adopted human | anguages as their own, or perhaps they enjoy
the new | anguages so nmuch that they use themconstantly as a gane. Language contanination is
regrettable, but perhaps was unavoidable if we were to communi cate with themat all

Dr. Swingler asked whether their names and terns of address reveal anything about their culture.
The answer is a definite yes, though | have only the vaguest idea what they reveal. Wat natters
is that we have never naned any of them Instead, as they |earned Stark and Portuguese, they asked
us the neani ngs of words and then eventually announced the names they had chosen for thensel ves
(or chosen for each other). Such nanes as "Rooter" and "Chupaceu" (sky-sucker) could be
transl ations of their Ml e Language nanes or sinply foreign nicknanes they chose for our use.

They refer to each other as brothers. The fermales are always called wives, never sisters or
nmot hers. They sonetinmes refer to fathers, but inevitably this termis used to refer to ancestra
totemtrees. As for what they call us, they do use human, of course, but they have al so taken to
usi ng the new Denpst heni an Hi erarchy of Exclusion. They refer to humans as framings, and to
pi ggi es of other tribes as utlannings. Qddly, though, they refer to thenselves as ranen, show ng
that they either m sunderstand the hierarchy or view thenselves fromthe human perspective! And--
quite an amazing turn-- they have several times referred to the femal es as varel se!

-- Joao Figueira Alvarez, "Notes on 'Piggy' Language and Nonenclature,”" in Semantics, 9/1948/15

The living quarters of Reykjavik were carved into the granite walls of the fjord. Ender's was high
on the cliff, a tedious clinmb up stairs and | adderways. But it had a wi ndow. He had |ived nost of
his chil dhood closed in behind netal walls. Wen he could, he lived where he coul d see the

weat hers of the world

Hi s room was hot and bright, with sunlight streaming in, blinding himafter the cool darkness of
the stone corridors. Jane did not wait for himto adjust his vision to the light. "I have a
surprise for you on the terminal," she said. Her voice was a whisper fromthe jewel in his ear

It was a piggy standing in the air over the term nal. He noved, scratching hinself; then he
reached out for something. When his hand cane back, it held a shiny, dripping worm He bit it, and
the body juices drizzled out of his nouth, down onto his chest.

"Cbviously an advanced civilization," said Jane.

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%...aga%202%20-%20Speaker%20For%20The%20Dead.txt (30 of 209) [1/14/03 10:03:06 PM]



file:///F)/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%620Saga%6202%620-%20Speak er%20For%20The%20Dead. txt

Ender was annoyed. "Many a noral inbecile has good table manners, Jane."
The piggy turned and spoke. "Do you want to see how we killed hinP"
"What are you doi ng, Jane?"

The piggy di sappeared. In his place cane a holo of Pipo's corpse as it lay on the hillside in
the rain. "I've done a sinulation of the vivisection process the piggies used, based on the
i nformati on collected by the scan before the body was buried. Do you want to see it?"

Ender sat down on the room s only chair.

Now the term nal showed the hillside, with Pipo, still alive, lying on his back, his hands and
feet tied to wooden stakes. A dozen piggies were gathered around him one of them holding a bone
knife. Jane's voice came fromthe jewel in his ear again. "W aren't sure whether it was |like
this." Al the piggies disappeared except the one with the knife. "Or like this."

"Was the xenol oger conscious?"
"Wt hout doubt."
"Go on."

Rel entl essly, Jane showed the opening of the chest cavity, the ritual renoval and placenent of
body organs on the ground. Ender forced hinself to watch, trying to understand what nmeaning this
coul d possibly have to the piggies. At one point Jane whispered, "This is when he died." Ender
felt himself relax; only then did he realize how all his nmuscles had been rigid with enpathy for
Pi po's suffering.

Wien it was over, Ender noved to his bed and lay down, staring at the ceiling.

"1"ve shown this sinulation already to scientists on half a dozen worlds,"” said Jane. "It won't
be | ong before the press gets their hands on it."

"It's worse than it ever was with the buggers,” said Ender. "All the videos they showed when |
was little, buggers and humans in conbat, it was clean conpared to this."

An evil laugh came fromthe terminal. Ender |ooked to see what Jane was doing. A full-sized
piggy was sitting there, |aughing grotesquely, and as he giggled Jane transformed him It was very
subtle, a slight exaggeration of the teeth, an elongation of the eyes, a bit of slavering, sone
redness in the eye, the tongue darting in and out. The beast of every child' s nightmare. "Wl
done, Jane. The netanorphosis fromranman to varel se.”

"How soon will the piggies be accepted as the equals of humanity, after this?"

"Has all contact been cut off?"

"The Starways Council has told the new xenologer to restrict hinself to visits of no nore than
one hour, not nore frequently than every other day. He is forbidden to ask the piggi es why they
did what they did."

"But no quarantine."

"It wasn't even proposed.”

"But it will be, Jane. Another incident like this, and there'll be an outcry for quarantine. For
replacing Mlagre with a nmlitary garrison whose sole purpose is to keep the piggies ever from

acquiring a technology to let themget off planet."

"The piggies will have a public relations problem" said Jane. "And the new xenol oger is only a
boy. Pipo's son. Libo. Short for Liberdade Gracas a Deus Figueira de Medici."

"Li berdade. Liberty?"
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"I didn't know you spoke Portuguese."

"I't's like Spanish. | Spoke the deaths of Zacatecas and San Angel o, renenber?"
"On the planet Myctezuma. That was two thousand years ago."

"Not to ne."

"To you it was subjectively eight years ago. Fifteen worlds ago. Isn't relativity wonderful ? It
keeps you so young."

"l travel too rmuch," said Ender. "Valentine is nmarried, she's going to have a baby. |'ve already
turned down two calls for a Speaker. Wiy are you trying to tenpt ne to go agai n?"

The piggy on the term nal |aughed viciously. "You think that was tenptation? Look! | can turn
stones to bread!" The piggy picked up jagged rocks and crunched themin his nouth. "Want a bite?"

"Your sense of hunor is perverse, Jane."

"Al'l the kingdons of all the worlds." The piggy opened his hands, and star systens drifted out
of his grasp, planets in exaggeratedly quick orbits, all the Hundred Wrlds. "I can give themto
you. Al of them"

"Not interested.”

"It's real estate, the best investnent. | know, | know, you're already rich. Three thousand
years of collecting interest, you could afford to build your own planet. But what about this? The
nane of Ender Wggin, known throughout all the Hundred Worl ds--"

"It already is."

"--with |l ove, and honor, and affection." The piggy di sappeared. In its place Jane resurrected an
anci ent video from Ender's chil dhood and transformed it into a holo. A crowd shouting, scream ng
Ender! Ender! Ender! And then a young boy standing on a platform raising his hand to wave. The
cromd went wild with rapture.

"I't never happened," said Ender. "Peter never let me cone back to Earth."
"Consider it a prophecy. Conme, Ender, | can give that to you. Your good name restored."

"I don't care," said Ender. "I have several nanmes now. Speaker for the Dead-- that hol ds some
honor . "

The piggy reappeared in its natural form not the devilish one Jane had faked. "Conme," said the
pi ggy softly.

"Maybe they are nmonsters, did you think of that?" said Ender.
"Everyone will think of that, Ender. But not you."
No. Not ne. "Wy do you care, Jane? Wiy are you trying to persuade nme?"

The piggy di sappeared. And now Jane herself appeared, or at l|least the face that she had used to
appear to Ender ever since she had first revealed herself to him a shy, frightened child dwelling
in the vast nmenory of the interstellar conputer network. Seeing her face again rem nded himof the
first time she showed it to him | thought of a face for mnmyself, she said. Do you like it?

Yes, he liked it. Liked her. Young, clear-faced, honest, sweet, a child who woul d never age, her
smil e heartbreakingly shy. The ansible had given birth to her. Even worl dw de conputer networks
operated no faster than lightspeed, and heat linmited the anpunt of nenmory and speed of operation.
But the ansible was instantaneous, and tightly connected with every computer in every world. Jane
first found herself between the stars, her thoughts playing anong the vibrations of the philotic
strands of the ansible net.
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The conputers of the Hundred Worl ds were hands and feet, eyes and ears to her. She spoke every
| anguage that had ever been conmitted to conputers, and read every book in every library on every
worl d. She | earned that human beings had | ong been afraid that sonmeone |ike her would cone to
exist; in all the stories she was hated, and her com ng neant either her certain nurder or the
destruction of nanki nd. Even before she was born, hunman beings had i magi ned her, and, inagining
her, slain her a thousand tines.

So she gave themno sign that she was alive. Until she found the H ve Queen and the Hegenon, as
everyone eventually did, and knew that the author of that book was a human to whom she dared
reveal herself. For her it was a sinple matter to trace the book's history to its first edition
and to nane its source. Hadn't the ansible carried it fromthe world where Ender, scarcely twenty
years ol d, was governor of the first human col ony? And who there could have witten it but hinP? So
she spoke to him and he was kind to her; she showed himthe face she had inmagi ned for herself,
and he | oved her; now her sensors traveled in the jewel in his ear, so that they were al ways
toget her. She kept no secrets fromhim he kept no secrets from her

"Ender," she said, "you told ne fromthe start that you were |ooking for a planet where you
could give water and sunlight to a certain cocoon, and open it up to let out the hive queen and
her ten thousand fertile eggs."

"I had hoped it would be here," said Ender. "A wastel and, except at the equator, pernmanently
under popul ated. She's willing to try, too."

"But you aren't?"

"I don't think the buggers could survive the winter here. Not wi thout an energy source, and that
woul d al ert the governnent. It wouldn't work."

"It'1l never work, Ender. You see that now, don't you? You' ve lived on twenty-four of the
Hundred Worlds, and there's not a one where even a corner of the world is safe for the buggers to
be reborn.”

He saw what she was getting at, of course. Lusitania was the only exception. Because of the
piggies, all but a tiny portion of the world was off linits, untouchable. And the world was
em nently habitable, nore confortable to the buggers, in fact, than to hunman beings.

"The only problemis the piggies," said Ender. "They mi ght object to ny deciding that their
worl d shoul d be given to the buggers. If intense exposure to hunman civilization would disrupt the
pi ggi es, think what woul d happen w th buggers anong them"

"You said the buggers had |l earned. You said they would do no harm"
"Not deliberately. But it was only a fluke we beat them Jane, you know that--"
"I't was your genius."

"They are even nore advanced than we are. How would the piggies deal with that? They'd be as
terrified of the buggers as we ever were, and less able to deal with their fear."

"How do you know that?" asked Jane. "How can you or anyone say what the piggies can deal with?
Until you go to them learn who they are. If they are varelse, Ender, then |l et the buggers use up
their habitat, and it will mean no nore to you than the displacenent of anthills or cattle herds
to make way for cities."

"They are ranen," said Ender
"You don't know that."
"Yes | do. Your sinulation-- that was not torture."”

"Ch?" Jane again showed the simulation of Pipo's body just before the noment of his death. "Then
| nmust not understand the word."

"Pi po might have felt it as torture, Jane, but if your sinulation is accurate-- and | know it
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is, Jane-- then the piggies' object was not pain."

"From what | understand of hunman nature, Ender, even religious rituals keep pain at their very
center."

"It wasn't religious, either, not entirely, anyway. Something was wong with it, if it was
merely a sacrifice.”

"What do you know about it?" Now the term nal showed the face of a sneering professor, the
epi tone of academ c snobbi shness. "All your education was mlitary, and the only other gift you
have is a flair for words. You wote a bestseller that spawned a humani stic religion-- how does
that qualify you to understand the piggies?"

Ender closed his eyes. "Maybe |I'm w ong."
"But you believe you're right?"

He knew from her voice that she had restored her own face to the terminal. He opened his eyes.
"I can only trust ny intuition, Jane, the judgnment that conmes without analysis. | don't know what
the piggies were doing, but it was purposeful. Not malicious, not cruel. It was |ike doctors
working to save a patient's life, not torturers trying to take it."

"I'"ve got you," whispered Jane. "l've got you in every direction. You have to go to see if the
hi ve queen can live there under the shelter of the partial quarantine already on the planet. You
want to go there to see if you can understand who the piggies are."

"Even if you're right, Jane, | can't go there," said Ender. "Immgration is rigidly limted, and
I'"mnot Catholic, anyway."

Jane rolled her eyes. "Wuld | have gone this far if |I didn't know how to get you there?"

Anot her face appeared. A teenage girl, by no neans as innocent and beautiful as jane. Her face
was hard and cold, her eyes brilliant and piercing, and her nouth was set in the tight grinace of
soneone who has had to learn to live with perpetual pain. She was young, but her expression was
shocki ngly ol d.

"The xenobi ol ogi st of Lusitania. |vanova Santa Catarina von Hesse. Called Nova, or Novinha. She
has called for a Speaker for the Dead."

"Way does she | ook |ike that?" asked Ender. "What's happened to her?"

"Her parents died when she was little. But in recent years she has cone to | ove another man like
a father. The man who was just killed by the piggies. It's his death she wants you to Speak. "

Looki ng at her face, Ender set aside his concern for the hive queen, for the piggies. He

recogni zed that expression of adult agony in a child s face. He had seen it before, in the fina
weeks of the Bugger War, as he was pushed beyond the limts of his endurance, playing battle after
battle in a gane that was not a gane. He had seen it when the war was over, when he found out that
his training sessions were not training at all, that all his sinulations were the real thing, as
he commanded the human fl eets by ansible. Then, when he knew that he had killed all the buggers
alive, when he understood the act of xenocide that he had unwittingly commtted, that was the | ook
of his own face in the mrror, bearing guilt too heavy to be borne.

What had this girl, what had Novi nha done that would nake her feel such pain?

So he listened as Jane recited the facts of her life. Wiat Jane had were statistics, but Ender
was the Speaker for the Dead; his genius-- or his curse-- was his ability to conceive events as
sonmeone el se saw them It had made hima brilliant nmilitary conmander, both in I eading his own nen-
- boys, really-- and in outguessing the eneny. It also neant that fromthe cold facts of Novinha's
life he was able to guess-- no, not guess, to know - how her parents' death and virtual sainthood
had i sol ated Novi nha, how she had reinforced her |oneliness by throwi ng herself into her parents'
wor k. He knew what was behi nd her renmarkabl e achi evenrent of adult xenobi ol ogi st status years
early. He al so knew what Pipo's quiet |ove and acceptance had nmeant to her, and how deep her need
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for Libo's friendship ran. There was no living soul on Lusitania who really knew Novinha. But in
this cave in Reykjavik, on the icy world of Trondheim Ender Wggin knew her, and | oved her, and
wept bitterly for her.

"You'll go, then," Jane whi spered

Ender coul d not speak. Jane had been right. He woul d have gone anyway, as Ender the Xenoci de,
just on the chance that Lusitania's protection status would nake it the place where the hive queen
could be released fromher three-thousand-year captivity and undo the terrible crime conmitted in
his chil dhood. And he woul d al so have gone as the Speaker for the Dead, to understand the piggies
and explain themto humankind, so they could be accepted, if they were truly raman, and not hated
and feared as varel se.

But now he would go for another, deeper reason. He would go to minister to the girl Novinha, for

in her brilliance, her isolation, her pain, her guilt, he saw his own stol en chil dhood and the
seeds of the pain that lived with himstill. Lusitania was twenty-two |ight-years away. He woul d
travel only infinitesimally slower than the speed of light, and still he would not reach her unti

she was alnost forty years old. If it were within his power he would go to her now with the
philotic instantaneity of the ansible; but he al so knew that her pain would wait. It would stil
be there, waiting for him when he arrived. Hadn't his own pain survived all these years?

H s weeping stopped; his enotions retreated again. "How old am|?" he asked.
"It has been 3081 years since you were born. But your subjective age is 36 years and 118 days."
"And how old w |l Novinha be when | get there?"

"G ve or take a few weeks, depending on departure date and how cl ose the starship cones to the
speed of light, she'll be nearly thirty-nine."

"I want to | eave tonorrow "
"It takes tine to schedule a starship, Ender."
"Are there any orbiting Trondhei n?"

"Hal f a dozen, of course, but only one that could be ready to go tonorrow, and it has a | oad of
skrika for the luxury trade on Cyrillia and Arnenia."

"lI've never asked you how rich | am"

"I'"ve handl ed your investnents rather well over the years."
"Buy the ship and the cargo for ne."

"What will you do with skrika on Lusitania?"

"What do the Cyrillians and Annenians do with it?"

"They wear sone of it and eat the rest. But they pay nore for it than anybody on Lusitania can
afford. "

"Then when | give it to the Lusitanians, it may help soften their resentnent of a Speaker com ng
to a Catholic colony."

Jane becanme a genie coming out of a bottle. "I have heard, O Master, and | obey." The genie
turned i nto snoke, which was sucked into the nouth of the jar. Then the | asers turned off, and the
air above the term nal was enpty.

"Jane," said Ender.
"Yes?" she answered, speaking through the jewel in his ear

"Way do you want me to go to Lusitania?"
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"I want you to add a third volunme to the H ve Queen and the Hegenon. For the piggies."
"Way do you care so nuch about then?"

"Because when you've witten the books that reveal the soul of the three sentient species known
to man, then you'll be ready to wite the fourth."

"Anot her species of raman?" asked Ender
"Yes. Me."
Ender pondered this for a nonent. "Are you ready to reveal yourself to the rest of humanity?"

"1"ve always been ready. The question is, are they ready to know ne? It was easy for themto
| ove the hegenobn-- he was hunman. And the hive queen, that was safe, because as far as they know

all the buggers are dead. |If you can nake them | ove the piggies, who are still alive, with human
bl ood on their hands-- then they'll be ready to know about ne."

"Sonmeday, " said Ender, "I will |ove sonmebody who doesn't insist that | performthe |abors of
Hercul es. "

"You were getting bored with your life, anyway, Ender."
"Yes. But |'m middle-aged now. | |ike being bored."

"By the way, the owner of the starship Havel ok, who |lives on Gales, has accepted your offer of
forty billion dollars for the ship and its cargo."

"Forty billion! Does that bankrupt ne?"

"A drop in the bucket. The crew has been notified that their contracts are null. | took the
liberty of buying them passage on other ships using your funds. You and Val enti ne won't need
anybody but nme to help you run the ship. Shall we |eave in the norning?"

"Valentine," said Ender. H s sister was the only possible delay to his departure. O herw se, now
that the decision had been made, neither his students nor his few Nordic friendships here would be
worth even a farewel|.

"I can't wait to read the book that Denpsthenes wites about the history of Lusitania." Jane had
di scovered the true identity of Denosthenes in the process of unmasking the original Speaker for
t he Dead.

"Val entine won't cone," said Ender
"But she's your sister."

Ender sniled. Despite Jane's vast w sdom she had no understandi ng of kinship. Though she had
been created by humans and concei ved herself in human terns, she was not biological. She |earned
of genetic matters by rote; she could not feel the desires and inperatives that human bei ngs had
in common with all other living things. "She's ny sister, but Trondheimis her hone."

"She's been reluctant to go before.”

"This time | wouldn't even ask her to cone." Not with a baby comi ng, not as happy as she is here
i n Reykjavik. Here where they | ove her as a teacher, never guessing that she is really the
| egendary Denost henes. Here where her husband, Jakt, is lord of a hundred fishing vessels and
master of the fjords, where every day is filled with brilliant conversation or the danger and
maj esty of the floe-strewn sea, she'll never |eave here. Nor will she understand why | nust go.

And, thinking of |eaving Valentine, Ender wavered in his determ nation to go to Lusitania. He
had been taken from his bel oved sister once before, as a child, and resented deeply the years of
friendship that had been stolen fromhim Could he | eave her now, again, after alnbst twenty years
of being together all the tine? This time there would be no going back. Once he went to Lusitania,
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she woul d have aged twenty-two years in his absence; she'd be in her eighties if he took another
twenty-two years to return to her.

<So it won't be easy for you after all. You have a price to pay, too.>
Don't taunt ne, said Ender silently. I'"'mentitled to feel regret.
<She's your other self. WIIl you really | eave her for us?>

It was the voice of the hive queen in his mnd. O course she had seen all that he saw, and knew
all that he had decided. His lips silently formed his words to her: 1'll |eave her, but not for
you. W can't be sure this will bring any benefit to you. It might be just another disappointnent,
i ke Trondhei m

<Lusitania is everything we need. And safe from human bei ngs. >

But it also belongs to another people. | won't destroy the piggies just to atone for having
destroyed your people.

<They're safe with us; we won't harmthem You know us by now, surely, after all these years.>
I know what you've told ne.

<W don't know howto lie. W've shown you our own nenories, our own soul.>

I know you could live in peace with them But could they live in peace with you?

<Take us there. W've waited so |ong.>

Ender wal ked to a tattered bag that stood unlocked in the corner. Everything he truly owned
could fit in there-- his change of clothing. All the other things in his roomwere gifts from
peopl e he had Spoken to, honoring himor his office or the truth, he could never tell which. They
woul d stay here when he left. He had no roomfor themin his bag.

He opened it, pulled out a rolled-up towel, unrolled it. There lay the thick fibrous mat of a
| arge cocoon, fourteen centinmeters at its |ongest point.

<Yes, |ook at us.>

He had found the cocoon waiting for himwhen he cane to govern the first human col ony on a
fornmer bugger world. Foreseeing their own destruction at Ender's hands, knowing himto be an
i nvinci ble enenmy, they had built a pattern that would be neaningful only to him because it had
been taken fromhis dreanms. The cocoon, with its hel pl ess but consci ous hive queen, had waited for
himin a tower where once, in his dreans, he had found an enenmy. "You waited |onger for ne to find
you," he said aloud, "than the few years since | took you frombehind the mrror."

<Few years? Ah, yes, with your sequential mnd you do not notice the passage of the years when
you travel so near the speed of light. But we notice. Qur thought is instantaneous; |light craws
by like nercury across cold glass. W know every nonent of three thousand years. >

"Have | found a place yet that was safe for you?"

<We have ten thousand fertile eggs waiting to be alive.>
"Maybe Lusitania is the place, | don't know. "

<Let us live again.>

"I"'mtrying." Wiy else do you think | have wandered fromworld to world for all these years, if
not to find a place for you?

<Faster faster faster faster.>

|I"ve got to find a place where we won't kill you again the nonment you appear. You're still in
too many human ni ghtnares. Not that nmany people really believe ny book. They may condenn the
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Xenoci de, but they'd do it again.

<In all our life, you are the first person we've known who wasn't ourself. W never had to be
under st andi ng because we al ways understood. Now that we are just this single self, you are the
only eyes and arns and | egs we have. Forgive us if we are inpatient.>

He | aughed. *Me* forgive *you*.

<Your people are fools. W know the truth. We know who killed us, and it wasn't you.>
It was ne.

<You were a tool.>

It was ne.

<We forgive you.>

When you wal k on the face of a world again, then forgi veness cones.

Chapter 5 -- Val entine

Today | let slip that Libo is my son. Only Bark heard me say it, but within an hour it was
apparently conmon know edge. They gathered around nme and nade Selvagemask ne if it was true, was
| really a father "already." Selvagemthen put Libo's and ny hands together; on inpulse | gave
Li bo a hug, and they nade the clicking noises of astonishnent and, | think, awe. | could see from
that nmoment on that ny prestige anmong them had risen consi derably.

The conclusion is inescapable. The piggies that we've known so far are not a whole comunity, or
even typical males. They are either juveniles or old bachelors. Not a one of them has ever sired
any children. Not a one has even nmated, as nearly as we can figure.

There isn't a human society |I've heard of where bachel or groups like this are anything but
out casts, w thout power or prestige. No wonder they speak of the females with that odd m xtures of
worship and contenpt, one ninute not daring to make a deci sion without their consent, the next
mnute telling us that the wonen are too stupid to understand anything, they are varelse. Unti
now | was taking these statements at face value, which led to a nmental picture of the fenmales as
nonsentients, a herd of sows, down on all fours. | thought the males m ght be consulting themthe
way they consult trees, using their grunting as a neans of divining answers, |ike casting bones or
readi ng entrails.

Now, though, | realize the fermales are probably every bit as intelligent as the nales, and not
varel se at all. The nales' negative statenments arise fromtheir resentnent as bachel ors, excl uded
fromthe reproductive process and the power structures of the tribe. The piggles have been just as
careful with us as we have been with them- they haven't let us neet their fenales or the nales
who have any real power. W thought we were exploring the heart of piggy society. |nstead,
figuratively speaking we're in the genetic sewer, anong the nal es whose genes have not been judged
fit to contribute to the tribe

And yet | don't believe it. The piggies |I've known have all been bright, clever, quick to |earn.
So quick that |'ve taught them nore about human society, accidently, than |I've | earned about them
after years of trying. If these are their castoffs, then | hope sonmeday they'll judge me worthy to
nmeet the "w ves" and the "fathers."

In the neantime | can't report any of this because, whether | nmeant to or not, |'ve clearly
violated the rules. Never nind that nobody coul d possibly have kept the piggies fromlearning
anyt hi ng about us. Never nmind that the rules are stupid and counterproductive. | broke them and
if they find out they'Il cut off ny contact with the piggies, which will be even worse than the
severely limted contact we now have. So |I'mforced into deception and silly subterfuges, |ike
putting these notes in Libo's |ocked personal files, where even ny dear wife wouldn't think to
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|l ook for them Here's the information, absolutely vital, that the piggies we've studied are al
bachel ors, and because of the regulations | dare not let the framing xenol ogers know anyt hi ng
about it. O ha bem gente, aqui esta: A ciencia, o bicho que se devora a si nesma! (Watch cl osely,
folks, here it is: Science, the ugly little beast that devours itself!)

-- Jodo Figueira Alvarez, Secret Notes, published in Denpsthenes, "The Integrity of Treason: The
Xenol ogers of Lusitania," Reykjavik Hi storical Perspectives, 1990:4:1

Her belly was tight and swollen, and still a month renmained before Val entine's daughter was due
to be born. It was a constant nui sance, being so |arge and unbal anced. Al ways before when she had
been preparing to take a history class into sondring, she had been able to do nmuch of the | oading

of the boat herself. Now she had to rely on her husband's sailors to do it all, and she couldn't
even scranble back and forth fromwharf to hold-- the captain was ordering the stowage to keep the
ship in balance. He was doing it well, of course-- hadn't Captain Rav taught her, when she first

arrived? --but Valentine did not like being forced into a sedentary role.

It was her fifth sondring; the first had been the occasion of neeting Jakt. She had no thought
of marriage. Trondheimwas a world |ike any of the other score that she had visited with her
peri patetic younger brother. She would teach, she would study, and after four or five nonths she
would wite an extended historical essay, publish it pseudonynously under the name Denost henes,
and then enjoy herself until Ender accepted a call to go Speak sonewhere else. Usually their work
meshed perfectly-- he would be called to Speak the death of some major person, whose life story
woul d then becone the focus of her essay. It was a gane they played, pretending to be itinerant
professors of this and that, while in actuality they created the world's identity, for
Denost henes' essay was al ways seen as definitive.

She had thought, for a tinme, that surely soneone would realize that Denpsthenes w ote essays
that suspiciously followed her itinerary, and find her out. But soon she realized that, like the
Speakers but to a | esser degree, a nythology had grown up about Denbsthenes. People believed that
Denost henes was not one individual. Rather, each Denosthenes essay was the work of a genius
witing i ndependently, who then attenpted to publish under the Denpbsthenes rubric; the conputer
automatically submitted the work to an unknown committee of brilliant historians of the age, who
deci ded whether it was worthy of the nane. Never nind that no one ever net a scholar to whom such
a work had been submitted. Hundreds of essays every year were attenpted; the conputer
automatically rejected any that were not witten by the real Denpsthenes; and still the belief
firmy persisted that such a person as Valentine could not possibly exist. After all, Denosthenes
had begun as a denmmgogue on the conputer nets back when Earth was fighting the Bugger Wars, three
t housand years ago. It could not be the sane person now.

And it's true, thought Valentine. 1'mnot the sanme person, really, frombook to book, because
each worl d changes who | am even as | wite down the story of the world. And this world nost of
all.

She had disliked the pervasiveness of Lutheran thought, especially the Calvinist faction, who
seermed to have an answer to every question before it had even been asked. So she conceived the
i dea of taking a select group of graduate students away from Reykjavik, off to one of the Sumer
I sl ands, the equatorial chain where, in the spring, skrika came to spawn and fl ocks of hal kig went
crazy with reproductive energy. Her idea was to break the patterns of intellectual rot that were
i nevitable at every university. The students would eat nothing but the havregrin that grewwld in
the sheltered vall eys and whatever hal kig they had the nerve and wit to kill. Wen their daily
food depended on their own exertion, their attitudes about what nmattered and did not matter in
hi story were bound to change.

The university gave perm ssion, grudgingly; she used her own funds to charter a boat from Jakt,
who had just becone head of one of the nmany skrika-catching famlies. He had a seaman's contenpt
for university people, calling them skraddare to their faces and worse things behind their backs.
He told Valentine that he would have to cone back to rescue her starving students within a week.

I nstead she and her castaways, as they dubbed thenselves, |asted the whole tinme, and thrived,
bui l di ng something of a village and enjoying a burst of creative, unfettered thought that resulted
in a noticeable surge of excellent and insightful publications upon their return
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The nost obvious result in Reykjavik was that Val entine always had hundreds of applicants for
the twenty places in each of three s¢ndrings of the sunmer. Far nore inportant to her, however
was Jakt. He was not particularly educated, but he was intimately famliar with the | ore of
Trondheimitself. He could pilot halfway around the equatorial sea without a chart. He knew the
drifts of icebergs and where the floes would be thick. He seemed to know where the skrika would be
gathered to dance, and how to deploy his hunters to catch them unawares as they fl opped ashore
fromthe sea. Wather never seened to take himby surprise, and Val entine concluded that there was
no situation he was not prepared for

Except for her. And when the Lutheran minister-- not a Calvinist-- married them they both
seened nore surprised than happy. Yet they were happy. And for the first time since she left Earth
she felt whole, at peace, at honme. That's why the baby grew within her. The wanderi ng was over.
And she was so grateful to Ender that he had understood this, that wi thout their having to discuss
it he had realized that Trondheimwas the end of their three-thousand-mle odyssey, the end of
Denost henes' career; like the ishaxa, she had found a way to root in the ice of this world and
draw nouri shnent that the soil of other |ands had not provided.

The baby kicked hard, taking her fromher reverie; she | ooked around to see Ender coning toward
her, wal king along the wharf with his duffel slung over his shoul der. She understood at once why
he had brought his bag: He neant to go along on the s¢ndring. She wondered whet her she was gl ad of
it. Ender was qui et and unobtrusive, but he could not possibly conceal his brilliant understanding
of human nature. The average students woul d overl ook him but the best of them the ones she hoped
woul d corme up with original thought, would inevitably follow the subtle but powerful clues he
woul d inevitably drop. The result would be inpressive, she was sure-- after all, she owed a great
debt to his insights over the years-- but it would be Ender's brilliance, not the students'. It
woul d defeat sonmewhat the purpose of the s¢ndring.

But she wouldn't tell himno when he asked to cone. Truth to tell, she would |ove to have him
al ong. Much as she | oved Jakt, she missed the constant closeness that she and Ender used to have
before she married. It would be years before she and Jakt coul d possibly be as tightly bound
toget her as she and her brother were. Jakt knew it, too, and it caused hi msonme pain; a husband
shoul dn't have to conpete with his brother-in-law for the devotion of his wfe.

"Ho, Val," said Ender.

"Ho, Ender." Alone on the dock, where no one el se could hear, she was free to call himby the
chi l dhood name, ignoring the fact that the rest of humanity had turned it into an epithet.

"What' Il you do if the rabbit decides to bounce out during the s¢ndring?"

She smiled. "Her papa would wap her in a skrika skin, I would sing her silly Nordic songs, and
the students woul d suddenly have great insights to the inpact of reproductive inperatives on
history."

They | aughed together for a noment, and suddenly Val entine knew, w thout noticing why she knew,
that Ender did not want to go on the s¢ndring, that he had packed his bag to | eave Trondheim and
that he had cone, not to invite her along, but to say good-bye. Tears cane unbi dden to her eyes,
and a terrible devastation wenched at her. He reached out and held her, as he had so many tines
in the past; this tinme, though, her belly was between them and the enbrace was awkward and
tentative

"I thought you neant to stay," she whispered. "You turned down the calls that cane."”
"One cane that | couldn't turn down."
"I can have this baby on s¢ndring, but not on another world."

As she guessed, Ender hadn't meant her to cone. "The baby's going to be shockingly blond," said
Ender. "She'd | ook hopel essly out of place on Lusitania. Mstly black Brazilians there."

So it would be Lusitania. Valentine understood at once why he was goi ng-- the piggies' nurder of
the xenol oger was public knowl edge now, havi ng been broadcast during the supper hour in Reykjavik
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"You're out of your mnd."
"Not really."

"Do you know what woul d happen if people realized that the Ender is going to the piggies' world?
They' d crucify you!"

"They'd crucify me here, actually, except that no one but you knows who | am Prom se not to
tell."

"What good can you do there? He'll have been dead for decades before you arrive."

"My subjects are usually quite cold before | arrive to Speak for them It's the main

di sadvantage of being itinerant."

"l never thought to | ose you again."
"But | knew we had | ost each other on the day you first |oved Jakt."
"Then you should have told ne! | wouldn't have done it!"

"That's why | didn't tell you. But it isn't true, Val. You would have done it anyway. And
want ed you to. You' ve never been happier.” He put his hands astride her waist. "The Wggi n genes
were crying out for continuation. | hope you have a dozen nore."

"It's considered inpolite to have nore than four, greedy to go past five, and barbaric to have
nmore than six." Even though she joked, she was deciding how best to handl e the s¢tndring-- let the
graduate assistants take it without her, cancel it altogether, or postpone it until Ender left?

But Ender made the question noot. "Do you think your husband would | et one of his boats take ne
out to the mareld overnight, so | can shuttle to nmy starship in the norning?"

H s haste was cruel. "If you hadn't needed a ship fromJakt, would you have left nme a note on
t he conputer?”

"I made the decision five mnutes ago, and cane straight to you."
"But you already booked passage-- that takes planning!"

"Not if you buy the starship.”

"Way are you in such a hurry? The voyage takes decades--"
"Twenty-two years."

"Twenty-two years! What difference would a couple of days make? Couldn't you wait a nonth to see
my baby born?"

"In a month, Val, | might not have the courage to | eave you."

"Then don't! Wat are the piggies to you? The buggers are ramen enough for one man's life. Stay,
marry as |'ve married; you opened the stars to col oni zati on, Ender, now stay here and taste the
good fruits of your |abor!"

"You have Jakt. | have obnoxi ous students who keep trying to convert nme to Calvinism M |abor
isn't done yet, and Trondheimisn't ny hone."

Valentine felt his words |ike an accusation: You rooted yourself here without thought of whether
I could live inthis soil. But it's not ny fault, she wanted to answer-- you're the one who's
| eaving, not ne. "Remenber how it was,"” she said, "when we |eft Peter on Earth and took a decades-
| ong voyage to our first colony, to the world you governed? It was as if he died. By the tine we
got there he was old, and we were still young; when we tal ked by ansi ble he had becone an anci ent
uncl e, the power-ripened Hegenon, the | egendary Locke, anyone but our brother."

"I't was an inprovenent, as | recall." Ender was trying to nmake things lighter
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But Val entine took his words perversely. "Do you think I'Il inprove, too, in twenty years?"
"I think I'Il grieve for you nore than if you had died."
"No, Ender, it's exactly as if | died, and you' Il know that you're the one who killed ne."

He wi nced. "You don't nean that."

"I won't wite to you. Wiy should I? To you it'll be only a week or two. You'd arrive on
Lusi tania, and the conputer would have twenty years of letters for you froma person you left only
the week before. The first five years would be grief, the pain of l|osing you, the |oneliness of
not having you to talk to--"

"Jakt is your husband, not ne."

"And then what would | wite? Clever, newsy little letters about the baby? She'd be five years
old, six, ten, twenty and narri ed, and you wouldn't even know her, wouldn't even care. "

"Il care.”

"You won't have the chance. | won't wite to you until I'mvery old, Ender. Until you've gone to
Lusitania and then to another place, swallow ng the decades in vast gulps. Then I'll send you ny
menoir. 1'll dedicate it to you. To Andrew, ny bel oved brother. | followed you gladly to two dozen

worl ds, but you wouldn't stay even two weeks when | asked you."
"Listen to yourself, Val, and then see why | have to | eave now, before you tear nme to pieces."

"That's a sophistry you wouldn't tolerate in your students, Ender! | wouldn't have said these
things if you weren't leaving like a burglar who was caught in the act! Don't turn the cause
around and blanme it on nme!"

He answered breathlessly, his words tunbling over each other in his hurry; he was racing to
finish his speech before enotion stopped him "No, you're right, | wanted to hurry because | have
a work to do there, and every day here is marking time, and because it hurts nme every tinme | see
you and Jakt grow ng closer and you and nme growi ng nore di stant, even though | know that it's
exactly as it should be, so when | decided to go, | thought that going quickly was better, and
was right; you know I'mright. | never thought you' d hate ne for it."

Now enotion stopped him and he wept; so did she. "I don't hate you, | |ove you, you're part of
mysel f, you're ny heart and when you go it's nmy heart tomout and carried away--"

And that was the end of speech.

Rav's first nate took Ender out to the mareld, the great platformon the equatorial sea, where
shuttl es were launched into space to rendezvous with orbiting starships. They agreed silently that
Val entine wouldn't go with him Instead, she went home with her husband and clung to himthrough
the night. The next day she went on s¢ndring with her students, and cried for Ender only at night,
when she t hought no one could see.

But her students saw, and the stories circul ated about Professor Wggin's great grief for the
departure of her brother, the itinerant Speaker. They nade of this what students always do-- both
nore and less than reality. But one student, a girl named Plikt, realized that there was nore to
the story of Valentine and Andrew Wggi n than anyone had guessed.

So she began to try to research their story, to trace backward their voyages together anong the
stars. Wen Valentine's daughter Syfte was four years old, and her son Ren was two, Plikt canme to
her. She was a young professor at the university by then, and she showed Val enti ne her published
story. She had cast it as fiction, but it was true, of course, the story of the brother and sister
who were the ol dest people in the universe, born on Earth before any col oni es had been planted on
other worlds, and who then wandered fromworld to world, rootless, searching.

To Valentine's relief-- and, strangely, disappointnent-- Plikt had not uncovered the fact that
Ender was the original Speaker for the Dead, and Val enti ne was Denost henes. But she knew enough of
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their story to wite the tale of their good-bye when she decided to stay with her husband, and he
to go on. The scene was nuch tenderer and nore affecting than it had really been; Plikt had
witten what shoul d have happened, if Ender and Val entine had had nore sense of theatre.

"Way did you wite this?" Valentine asked her.
"Isn't it good enough for it to be its own reason for witing?"

The twi sted answer amused Valentine, but it did not put her off. "What was ny brother Andrew to
you, that you' ve done the research to create this?"

"That's still the wong question,"” said Plikt.

"I seemto be failing some kind of test. Can you give ne a hint what question |I should ask?"
"Don't be angry. You should be asking me why | wote it as fiction instead of biography."

"Wy, then?"

"Because | discovered that Andrew Wggin, Speaker for the Dead, is Ender Wggin, the Xenocide."

Even though Ender was four years gone, he was still eighteen years fromhis destination
Val entine felt sick with dread, thinking of what his life would be Iike if he was wel comed on
Lusitania as the nost shaneworthy man in human history.

"You don't need to be afraid, Professor Wggin. If I nmeant to tell, | could have. Wen | found
it out, | realized that he had repented what he did. And such a nagnificent penance. It was the
Speaker for the Dead who reveal ed his act as an unspeakable crine-- and so he took the title
Speaker, like so many hundreds of others, and acted out the role of his own accuser on twenty
wor | ds. "

"You have found so much, Plikt, and understood so little."
"I understand everything! Read what | wote-- that was understanding!"

Val entine told herself that since Plikt knew so nuch, she mght as well know nore. But it was
rage, not reason, that drove Valentine to tell what she had never told anyone before. "Plikt, ny
brother didn't initate the original Speaker for the Dead. He wote the Hi ve Queen and the
Hegenon. "

When Plikt realized that Valentine was telling the truth, it overwhel med her. For all these
years she had regarded Andrew Wggin as her subject matter, and the original Speaker for the Dead
as her inspiration. To find that they were the sanme person struck her dumb for half an hour

Then she and Val entine tal ked and confided and canme to trust each other until Valentine invited
Plikt to be the tutor of her children and her collaborator in witing and teachi ng. Jakt was
surprised at the new addition to the household, but in time Valentine told himthe secrets Plikt
had uncovered through research or provoked out of her. It becane the fanily |egend, and the
children grew up hearing marvel ous stories of their long-lost Uncle Ender, who was thought in
every world to be a nonster, but in reality was sonething of a savior, or a prophet, or at |east a
martyr.

The years passed, the fanily prospered, and Valentine's pain at Ender's | oss becane pride in him
and finally a powerful anticipation. She was eager for himto arrive on Lusitania, to solve the
dilema of the piggies, to fulfil his apparent destiny as the apostle to the ranmen. It was PliKkt,

t he good Lut heran, who taught Valentine to conceive of Ender's life in religious terns; the
powerful stability of her famly Iife and the mracle of each of her five children conbined to
instill in her the enotions, if not the doctrines, of faith.

It was bound to affect the children, too. The tale of Uncle Ender, because they could never
mention it to outsiders, took on supernatural overtones. Syfte, the el dest daughter, was
particularly intrigued, and even when she turned twenty, and rationality overpowered the
primtive, childish adoration of Uncle Ender, she was still obsessed with him He was a creature
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out of legend, and yet he still lived, and on a world not inpossibly far away.

She did not tell her nother and father, but she did confide in her forner tutor. "Soneday,
Plikt, I'I'l meet him I'lIl neet himand help himin his work."

"What makes you think he' Il need hel p? Your help, anyway?" Plikt was al ways a skeptic until her
student had earned her belief.

"He didn't do it alone the first time, either, did he?" And Syfte's dreans turned outward, away
fromthe ice of Trondheim to the distant planet where Ender Wggin had not yet set foot. People
of Lusitania, you little know what a great nan will wal k on your earth and take up your burden
And | will join him in due time, even though it will be a generation |late-- be ready for nme, too,
Lusi tani a.

* % %

On his starship, Ender Wggin had no notion of the freight of other people's dreams he carried
with him It had been only days since he |left Val entine weeping on the dock. To him Syfte had no
nane; she was a swelling in Valentine's belly, and nothing nore. He was only beginning to feel the
pain of losing Valentine-- a pain she had |ong since got over. And his thoughts were far fromhis
unknown ni eces and nephews on a world of ice.

It was a lonely, tortured young girl named Novinha that he thought of, wondering what the twenty-
two years of his voyage were doing to her, and whom she woul d have becone by the tine they net.
For he loved her, as you can only | ove soneone who is an echo of yourself at your time of deepest
SOrr ow.

Chapter 6 -- O hado

Their only intercourse with other tribes seenms to be warfare, Wen they tell stories to each
other (usually during rainy weather), it alnost always deals with battles and heroes. The ending
is always death, for heroes and cowards alike. If the stories are any guideline, piggies don't
expect to live through war. And they never, ever, give the slightest hint of interest in the enemny
fermal es, either for rape, nmurder, or slavery, the traditional human treatnment of the w ves of
fallen soldiers.

Does this mean that there is no genetic exchange between tribes? Not at all. The genetic
exchanges may be conducted by the feral es, who may have sonme system of trading genetic favors.
G ven the apparent utter subservience of the nales to the fermales in piggy society, this could
easily be going on without the males having any idea; or it mght cause them such shanme that they
just won't tell us about it.

What they want to tell us about is battle. A typical description, fromny daughter Quanda's
notes of 2:21 last year, during a session of storytelling inside the | og house:

Pl GGY (speaking Stark): He killed three of the brothers wi thout taking a wound. | have never
seen such a strong and fearless warrior. Blood was high on his arns, and the stick in his hand was
splintered and covered with the brains of ny brothers. He knew he was honorable, even though the
rest of the battle went against his feeble tribe. Dei honra! Eu | he dei! (I gave honor! | gave it
to him)

(Gt her piggles click their tongues and squeak,)

PI GGY: | hooked himto the ground. He was powerful in his struggles until | showed himthe grass
in my hand. Then he opened his nmouth and humed the strange songs of the far country. Nunca sera
madei ra na mao da gente! (He will never be a stick in our hands!) (At this point they joined in
singing a song in the Wves' Language, one of the |ongest passages yet heard.)

(Note that this is a commpn pattern anong them to speak primarily in Stark, then switch into
Portuguese at the nonent of climax and conclusion. On reflection, we have realized that we do the
sanme thing, falling into our native Portuguese at the nobst enptional nmonents.)
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This account of battle may not seem so unusual until you hear enough stories to realize that
they always end with the hero's death. Apparently they have no taste for |ight comedy.

-- Liberdade Figueira de Medici, "Report on Intertribal Patterns of Lusitanian Aborigines," in
Cross-Cultural Transactions, 1964:12:40

There wasn't nmuch to do during interstellar flight. Once the course was charted and the ship had
made the Park shift, the only task was to cal cul ate how near to lightspeed the ship was traveling.
The shi pboard conmputer figured the exact velocity and then deternm ned how |l ong, in subjective
tinme, the voyage shoul d continue before making the Park shift back to a nanageabl e sublight speed.
Li ke a stopwatch, thought Ender. Cick it on, click it off, and the race is over

Jane couldn't put much of herself into the shipboard brain, so Ender had the ei ght days of the
voyage practically al one.

The ship's conputers were bright enough to help himget the hang of the switch from Spanish to
Portuguese. It was easy enough to speak, but so nmany consonants were |left out that understandi ng
it was hard.

Speaki ng Portuguese with a sloww tted computer became maddeni ng after an hour or two each day.
On every other voyage, Val had been there. Not that they had always tal ked-- Val and Ender knew
each other so well that there was often nothing to say. But w thout her there, Ender grew
i mpatient with his own thoughts; they never cane to a point, because there was no one to tell them
to.

Even the hive queen was no hel p. Her thoughts were instantaneous; bound, not to synapses, but to
phil otes that were untouched by the relativistic effects of |ightspeed. She passed sixteen hours
for every minute of Ender's time-- the differential was too great for himto receive any kind of
communi cation fromher. If she were not in a cocoon, she would have thousands of individua
buggers, each doing its own task and passing to her vast nenory its experiences. But now all she
had were her nenories, and in his eight days of captivity, Ender began to understand her eagerness
to be delivered.

By the tine the eight days passed, he was doing fairly well at speaking Portuguese directly
i nstead of translating from Spani sh whenever he wanted to say anything. He was al so desperate for
human company-- he woul d have been glad to discuss religion with a Calvinist, just to have
sonebody smarter than the ship's conputer to talk to.

The starship performed the Park shift; in an i measurable nonment its velocity changed rel ative
to the rest of the universe. O, rather, the theory had it that in fact the velocity of the rest
of the universe changed, while the starship remained truly notionless. No one could be sure,
because there was nowhere to stand to observe the phenonenon. It was anybody's guess, since nobody
under st ood why philotic effects worked anyway; the ansi ble had been di scovered hal f by accident,
and along with it the Park Instantaneity Principle. It may not be conprehensible, but it worked.

The wi ndows of the starship instantly filled with stars as |ight becane visible again in al
directions. Someday a scientist would di scover why the Park shift took al most no energy.
Sonewhere, Ender was certain, a terrible price was being paid for human starflight. He had dreaned
once of a star winking out every time a starship made the Park shift. Jane assured himthat it
wasn't so, but he knew that npbst stars were invisible to us; a trillion of them could di sappear
and we'd not know it. For thousands of years we would continue to see the photons that had al ready
been | aunched before the star di sappeared. By the tine we could see the galaxy go blank, it would
be far too late to anend our course.

"Sitting there in paranoid fantasy," said Jane.
"You can't read minds," said Ender

"You al ways get norose and specul ate about the destruction of the universe whenever you cone out
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of starflight. It's your peculiar nmanifestation of notion sickness."
"Have you alerted Lusitanian authorities that |I'm com ng?"

"It's a very small colony. There's no Landing Authority because hardly anybody goes there.
There's an orbiting shuttle that automatically takes people up and down to a laughable little
shuttl eport.”

"No cl earance from | mrgration?"

"You're a Speaker. They can't turn you away. Besides, immgration consists of the Governor, who
is also the Mayor, since the city and the colony are identical. Her name is Faria Linma Maria do
Bosque, called Bosqui nha, and she sends you greetings and w shes you woul d go away, since they've
got troubl e enough w thout a prophet of agnosticism going around annoyi ng good Catholics."

"She said that?"

"Actually, not to you-- Bishop Peregrino said it to her, and she agreed. But it's her job to
agree. If you tell her that Catholics are all idolatrous, superstitious fools, she'll probably
sigh and say, | hope you can keep those opinions to yourself. "

"You're stalling," said Ender. "What is it you think | don't want to hear?"
"Novi nha cancel ed her call for a Speaker. Five days after she sent it."

O course, the Starways Code said that once Ender had begun his voyage in response to her call
the call could not legally be canceled; still, it changed everything, because instead of eagerly
awaiting his arrival for twenty-two years, she would be dreading it, resenting himfor com ng when
she had changed her mnd. He had expected to be received by her as a wel cone friend. Now she would
be even nore hostile than the Catholic establishnment. "Anything to sinplify nmy work," he said.

"Well, it's not all bad, Andrew. You see, in the intervening years, a couple of other people
have called for a Speaker, and they haven't canceled.”

"Who?"
"By the nobst fascinating coincidence, they are Novinha's son Mro and Novi nha's daughter Ela."
"They coul dn't possibly have known Pipo. Wiy would they call nme to Speak his death?"

"Ch, no, not Pipo's death. Ela called for a Speaker only six weeks ago, to Speak the death of
her father, Novinha's husband, Marcos Maria Ribeira, called Marc o. He keeled over in a bar. Not
from al cohol -- he had a di sease. He died of termnal rot."

"I worry about you, Jane, consuned wi th conpassion the way you are."

"Conpassion is what you're good at. |'mbetter at conplex searches through organi zed data
structures.”

"And the boy-- what's his name?"
"Mro. He called for a Speaker four years ago. For the death of Pipo's son, Libo."
"Libo couldn't be older than forty--"

"He was hel ped along to an early death. He was xenol oger, you see-- or Zenador, as they say in
Por t uguese. "

"The piggies--"

"Exactly like his father's death. The organs placed exactly the sanme. Three piggi es have been
executed the sane way while you were en route. But they plant trees in the middle of the piggy
corpses-- no such honor for the dead humans."

Bot h xenol ogers nurdered by the piggies, a generation apart. "Wat has the Starways Counci
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deci ded?"

"It's very tricky. They keep vacillating. They haven't certified either of Libo's apprentices as
xenol oger. One is Libo's daughter, Quanda. And the other is Mro."

"Do they maintain contact with the piggies?"

"Officially, no. There's sonme controversy about this. After Libo died, the Council forbade
contact nore frequently than once a nonth. But Libo's daughter categorically refused to obey the
order."

"And they didn't renove her?"

"The majority for cutting back on contact with the piggies was paper thin. There was no majority
for censuring her. At the sane tinme, they worry that Mro and Quanda are so young. Two years ago a
party of scientists was dispatched from Calicut. They should be here to take over supervision of
piggy affairs in only thirty-three nore years."

"Do they have any idea this time why the piggies killed the xenol oger?”
"None at all. But that's why you're here, isn't it?"

The answer woul d have been easy, except that the hive queen nudged himgently in the back of his
m nd. Ender could feel her Iike wind through the | eaves of a tree, a rustling, a gentle novenent,
and sunlight. Yes, he was here to Speak the dead. But he was al so here to bring the dead back to
life.

<This is a good pl ace. >

Everybody' s al ways a few steps ahead of ne.

<There's a nmind here. Mich clearer than any human mnd we've known. >
The piggi es? They think the way you do?

<It knows of the piggies. Alittle tine; it's afraid of us.>

The hive queen wi thdrew, and Ender was left to ponder the thought that with Lusitania he nay
have bitten off nore than he could chew

* k% *

Bi shop Peregrino delivered the homily hinself. That was al ways a bad sign. Never an exciting
speaker, he had becone so convol uted and parenthetical that half the time Ela couldn't even
under stand what he was tal ki ng about. Qui m pretended he coul d understand, of course, because as
far as he was concerned the bishop could do no wong. But little G ego nade no attenpt to seem
i nterested. Even when Sister Esquecimento was roving the aisle, with her needl e-sharp nails and
cruel grip, Gego fearlessly performed whatever m schief entered his head

Today he was prying the rivets out of the back of the plastic bench in front of them It
bot hered El a how strong he was-- a six-year-old shouldn't be able to work a screwdriver under the
lip of a heat-sealed rivet. Ela wasn't sure she could do it.

I f Father were here, of course, his long armwoul d snake out and gently, oh so gently, take the
screwdriver out of Grego's hand. He woul d whisper, "Were did you get this?" and G ego would | ook
at himw th wi de and i nnocent eyes. Later, when the fanmily got hone from nmass, Father would rage
at Mro for leaving tools around, calling himterrible nanes and blamng himfor all the troubles
of the famly. Mro would bear it in silence. Ela would busy herself with preparation for the
evening neal. Quimwould sit uselessly in the corner, nassaging the rosary and nurnuring his
useless little prayers. O hado was the lucky one, with his electronic eyes-- he sinply turned them
of f or played back sone favorite scene fromthe past and paid no attention. Quara went off and
cowered in the corner. And little G ego stood there triunphantly, his hand clutching Father's
pant| eg, watching as the blanme for everything he did was poured out on Mro's head.
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El a shuddered as the scene played itself out in her nenory. If it had ended there, it would have
been bearable. But then Mro would | eave, and they would eat, and then--

Si ster Esquecinmento's spidery fingers |eapt out; her fingernails dug into Grego's arm
Instantly, Grego dropped the screwdriver. O course it was supposed to clatter on the floor, but
Si ster Esqueci mento was no fool. She bent quickly and caught it in her other hand. G ego grinned
Her face was only inches fromhis knee. Ela saw what he had in mind, reached out to try to stop
him but too | ate-he brought his knee up sharply into Sister Esqueci nento's nouth.

She gasped fromthe pain and let go of Grego's arm He snatched the screwdriver out of her
sl ackened hand. Hol ding a hand to her bl eeding nmouth, she fled down the aisle. Gego resuned his
denolition work.

Father is dead, Ela renminded herself. The words sounded like nusic in her mind. Father is dead,
but he's still here, because he left his nonstrous little | egacy behind. The poison he put in us
all is still ripening, and eventually it will kill us all. Wen he died his liver was only two
inches long, and his spleen could not be found. Strange fatty organs had grown in their places.
There was no nane for the disease; his body had gone insane, forgotten the blueprint by which
human beings were built. Even now the disease still lives on in his children. Not in our bodies,
but in our souls. W exist where normal human children are expected to be; we're even shaped the
same. But each of us in our own way has been replaced by an inmitation child, shaped out of a
twisted, fetid, |ipidous goiter that grew out of Father's soul

Maybe it would be different if Mother tried to make it better. But she cared about nothing but
m croscopes and genetically enhanced cereals, or whatever she was worki ng on now.

so-cal | ed Speaker for the Dead! But there is only One who can speak for the dead, and that
is Sagrado Cristo--"

Bi shop Peregrino's words caught her attention. Wat was he sayi ng about a Speaker for the Dead?
He coul dn't possibly know she had call ed for one.

-- the lawrequires us to treat himw th courtesy, but not with belief! The truth is not to be
found in the specul ati ons and hypot heses of unspiritual nen, but in the teachings and traditions
of Modther Church. So when he wal ks anong you, give himyour sniles, but hold back your hearts!"

Wiy was he giving this warning? The nearest planet was Trondheim twenty-two |ight-years away,
and it wasn't likely there'd be a Speaker there. It would be decades till a Speaker arrived, if
one cane at all. She | eaned over Quara to ask Quim- he would have been listening. "What's this
about a Speaker for the Dead?" she whi spered.

"If you' d listen, you' d know for yourself."
"If you don't tell me, I'lIl deviate your septum”

Quimsmrked, to show her he wasn't afraid of her threats. But, since he in fact was afraid of
her, he then told her. "Sonme faithless wetch apparently requested a Speaker back when the first
xenol oger died, and he arrives this afternoonhe's already on the shuttle and the Mayor is on her
way out to neet himwhen he | ands."

She hadn't bargained for this. The conmputer hadn't told her a Speaker was already on the way. He
was supposed to come years fromnow, to Speak the truth about the nonstrosity called Father who
had finally blessed his famly by dropping dead; the truth would conme like light to illuninate and
purify their past. But Father was too recently dead for himto be Spoken now H s tentacles stil
reached out fromthe grave and sucked at their hearts.

The hom |y ended, and eventually so did the mass. She held tightly to Gego's hand, trying to
keep himfrom snatchi ng someone's book or bag as they threaded through the crowmd. Quirn was good
for sonething, at least-- he carried Quara, who always froze up when she was supposed to make her
way anmong strangers. O hado switched his eyes back on and took care of hinself, wi nking
metallically at whatever fifteen-year-old sem-virgin he was hoping to horrify today. Ela
genufl ected at the statues of Os Venerados, her |ong-dead, half-sainted grandparents. Aren't you
proud to have such | ovely grandchildren as us?
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Grego was smirking; sure enough, he had a baby's shoe in his hand. Ela silently prayed that the
i nfant had cone out of the encounter unbl oodi ed. She took the shoe fromGego and laid it on the
little altar where candl es burned in perpetual wtness of the miracle of the Descol ada. \Woever
owned the shoe, they'd find it there.

* % %

Mayor Bosqui nha was cheerful enough as the car skinmed over the grassland between the
shuttl eport and the settlenment of M| agre. She pointed out herds of sem -donestic cabra, a native
species that provided fibers for cloth, but whose neat was nutritionally useless to human beings.

"Do the piggies eat thenP" asked Ender.

She raised an eyebrow "W don't know nuch about the piggies."”

"We know they live in the forest. Do they ever conme out on the plain?"
She shrugged. "That's for the framings to decide."

Ender was startled for a nonent to hear her use that word; but of course Denpbsthenes' | atest
book had been published twenty-two years ago, and distributed through the Hundred Worl ds by
ansi ble. Ulanning, framing, raman, varelse-- the terns were part of Stark now, and probably did
not even seemparticularly novel to Bosquinha.

It was her lack of curiosity about the piggies that left himfeeling unconfortable. The people
of Lusitania couldn't possibly be unconcerned about the piggies-- they were the reason for the
hi gh, inpassable fence that none but the Zenadors could cross. No, she wasn't incurious, she was
avoi di ng the subject. Whether it was because the nurderous piggies were a painful subject or
because she didn't trust a Speaker for the Dead, he couldn't guess.

They crested a hill and she stopped the car. Gently it settled onto its skids. Below them a
broad river wound its way anong grassy hills; beyond the river, the farther hills were conpletely
covered with forest. Along the far bank of the river, brick and plaster houses with tile roofs
made a pi cturesque town. Farnmhouses perched on the near bank, their long narrow fiel ds reaching
toward the hill where Ender and Bosqui nha sat.

"Ml agre," said Bosquinha. "On the highest hill, the Cathedral. Bishop Peregrino has asked the
people to be polite and hel pful to you."

From her tone, Ender gathered that he had also | et themknow that he was a dangerous agent of
agnosticism "Until God strikes nme dead?" he asked.

Bosqui nha snmiled. "God is setting an exanple of Christian tolerance, and we expect everyone in
town will follow "

"Do they know who call ed nme?"
"Whoever called you has been-- discreet."”
"You're the Governor, besides being Mayor. You have sone privileges of information."

"I know that your original call was cancel ed, but too late. | also know that two others have
requested Speakers in recent years. But you must realize that nost people are content to receive
their doctrine and their consolation fromthe priests."”

"They'l|l be relieved to know that | don't deal in doctrine or consolation."”

"Your kind offer to let us have your cargo of skrika will make you popul ar enough in the bars,
and you can be sure you'll see plenty of vain wonen wearing the pelts in the nonths to cone. It's
com ng on to autum."

"I happened to acquire the skrika with the starship-- it was of no use to me, and | don't expect
any special gratitude for it." He |ooked at the rough, furry-looking grass around him "This grass-
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- it's native?"

"And usel ess. W can't even use it for thatch-- if you cut it, it crunbles, and then dissolves
into dust in the next rain. But down there, in the fields, the nbst common crop is a special breed
of amaranth that our xenobiol ogi st devel oped for us. Rice and wheat were feebl e and undependabl e
crops here, but the amaranth is so hardy that we have to use herbicides around the fields to keep
it from spreading."

n \My?"

"This is a quarantined world, Speaker. The amaranth is so well-suited to this environnent that
it woul d soon choke out the native grasses. The idea is not to terraformLusitania. The idea is to
have as little inpact on this world as possible.™

"That must be hard on the people."”

"Wthin our encl ave, Speaker, we are free and our lives are full. And outside the fence-- no one
wants to go there, anyway."

The tone of her voice was heavy with conceal ed enpoti on. Ender knew, then, that the fear of the
pi ggi es ran deep.

"Speaker, | know you're thinking that we're afraid of the piggies. And perhaps sone of us are.
But the feeling nost of us have, nost of the tine, isn't fear at all. It's hatred. Loathing."

"You' ve never seen them™

"You must know of the two Zenadors who were killed-- | suspect you were originally called to
Speak the death of Pipo. But both of them Pipo and Libo alike, were bel oved here. Especially
Li bo. He was a kind and generous nan, and the grief at his death was w despread and genuine. It is
hard to conceive of how the piggies could do to himwhat they did. DomCrist o, the abbot of the
Fil hos da Mente de Cristo-- he says that they nmust lack the noral sense. He says this may nmean
that they are beasts. O it nmay nean that they are unfallen, having not yet eaten of the fruit of
the forbidden tree." She snmiled tightly. "But that's theol ogy, and so it nmeans nothing to you."

He did not answer. He was used to the way religious people assuned that their sacred stories
nmust sound absurd to unbelievers. But Ender did not consider hinmself an unbeliever, and he had a
keen sense of the sacredness of many tales. But he could not explain this to Bosquinha. She woul d
have to change her assunptions about himover time. She was suspicious of him but he believed she
could be won; to be a good Mayor, she had to be skilled at seeing people for what they are, not
for what they seem

He turned the subject. "The Filhos da Mente de Cristo-- my Portuguese isn't strong, but does
that nmean ' Sons of the M nd of Christ'?"

"They're a new order, relatively speaking, formed only four hundred years ago under a speci al
di spensati on of the Pope--"

"Ch, | know the Children of the Mnd of Christ, Mayor. | Spoke the death of San Angel o on
Moctezurna, in the city of Cordoba."

Her eyes wi dened. "Then the story is true!"

"I'"ve heard many versions of the story, Mayor Bosquinha. One tale has it that the devi
possessed San Angel o on his deathbed, so he cried out for the unspeakable rites of the pagan
Habl ador de | os Miertos."

Bosqui nha smiled. "That is sonmething like the tale that is whispered. DomCrist o says it's
nonsense, of course.”

"It happens that San Angel o, back before he was sainted, attended nmy Speaking for a wonan that
he knew. The fungus in his blood was already killing him He cane to me and said, 'Andrew, they're
already telling the nost terrible |lies about nme, saying that |1've done miracles and should be
sai nted. You nust help ne. You nust tell the truth at ny death.'’
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"But the miracles have been certified, and he was canoni zed only ninety years after his death."

"Yes. Well, that's partly my fault. Wien | Spoke his death, | attested several of the niracles
nysel f."

Now she | aughed al oud. "A Speaker for the Dead, believing in nmracles?"

"Look at your cathedral hill. How many of those buildings are for the priests, and how nany are
for the school ?"

Bosqui nha understood at once, and glared at him "The Filhos da Mente de Cristo are obedient to
the Bi shop."

"Except that they preserve and teach all know edge, whether the Bishop approves of it or not."

"San Angel o may have allowed you to neddle in affairs of the Church. | assure you that Bi shop
Peregrino will not."

"I"ve come to Speak a sinple death, and I'lI|l abide by the law. | think you'll find | do Iess
harm than you expect, and perhaps nore good."

"If you' ve cone to Speak Pipo's death, Speaker pelos Mrtos, then you will do nothing but harm
Leave the piggies behind the wall. If | had ny way, no human bei ng woul d pass through that fence
again."

"I hope there's a room| can rent."

"We're an unchangi ng town here, Speaker. Everyone has a house here and there's nowhere else to
go-- why woul d anyone nmintain an inn? W can only offer you one of the snall plastic dwellings
the first colonists put up. It's small, but it has all the anenities."

"Since | don't need many anenities or nuch space, I'msure it will be fine. And | | ook forward
to neeting Dom Crist o. Wiere the followers of San Angelo are, the truth has friends."

Bosqui nha sniffed and started the car again. As Ender intended, her preconceived notions of a
Speaker for the Dead were now shattered. To think he had actually known San Angel o, and adm red
the Filhos. It was not what Bishop Peregrino had |led themto expect.

* k k

The roomwas only thinly furnished, and if Ender had owned much he woul d have had trouble
finding anywhere to put it. As always before, however, he was able to unpack frominterstellar
flight in only a few minutes. Only the bundl ed cocoon of the hive queen renained in his bag; he
had | ong since given up feeling odd about the incongruity of stowing the future of a nagnificent
race in a duffel under his bed.

"Maybe this will be the place,” he nurnured. The cocoon felt cool, alnmst cold, even through the
towel s it was wrapped in.

<It is the place.>

It was unnerving to have her so certain of it. There was no hint of pleading or inpatience or
any of the other feelings she had given him desiring to emerge. Just absolute certainty.

"I wish we could decide just like that," he said. "It mght be the place, but it all depends on
whet her the piggies can cope with having you here."

<The question is whether they can cope with you humans wi t hout us.>
"It takes time. Gve me a few nonths here.”

<Take all the tinme you need. W're in no hurry now. >
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"Who is it that you' ve found? | thought you told me that you couldn't conmunicate with anybody
but ne."

<The part of our mind that holds our thought, what you call the philotic inpulse, the power of
the ansibles, it is very cold and hard to find in human beings. But this one, the one we've found
here, one of many that we'll find here, his philotic inpulse is rmuch stronger, nuch clearer
easier to find, he hears us nore easily, he sees our nenories, and we see his, we find himeasily,
and so forgive us, dear friend, forgive us if we |l eave the hard work of talking to your mind and
go back to himand talk to hi mbecause he doesn't make us search so hard to nake words and
pictures that are clear enough for your analytical mnd because we feel himlike sunshine, |ike
the warnth of sunshine on his face on our face and the feel of cool water deep in our abdonmen and
moverent as gentle and thorough as soft wind which we haven't felt for three thousand years
forgive us we'll be with himuntil you wake us until you take us out to dwell here because you
wWill doit you will find out in your own way in your own time that this is the place here it is
this is hone-->

And then he lost the thread of her thought, felt it seep away like a dreamthat is forgotten
upon waki ng, even as you try to remenber it and keep it alive. Ender wasn't sure what the hive
queen had found, but whatever it was, he would have to deal with the reality of Starways Code, the
Cat holi ¢ Church, young xenol ogi sts who ni ght not even |l et himneet the piggies, a xenobiol ogist
who had changed her mind about inviting himhere, and something nore, perhaps the nost difficult

thing of all: that if the hive queen stayed here, he would have to stay here. |'ve been

di sconnected from humanity for so many years, he thought, comng in to nmeddl e and pry and hurt and
heal , then going away again, nyself untouched. How will | ever becone a part of this place, if
this is where I'lIl stay? The only things |'ve ever been a part of were an arny of little boys in

the Battle School, and Val entine, and both are gone now, both part of the past--

"What, wallowing in |oneliness?" asked Jane. "I can hear your heartrate falling and your
breathing getting heavy. In a nonent you'll either be asleep, dead, or |acrinose."

"I'"'m much nore conplex than that," said Ender cheerfully. "Anticipated self-pity is what I'm
feeling, about pains that haven't even arrived."

"Very good, Ender. Cet an early start. That way you can wall ow so nuch |longer." The term na
canme alive, showi ng Jane as a piggy in a chorus line of |eggy wonen, highkicking with exuberance
"Cet alittle exercise, you'll feel so nmuch better. After all, you' ve unpacked. Wat are you
waiting for?"

"l don't even know where | am Jane."

"They really don't keep a map of the city," Jane expl ai ned. "Everybody knows where everything
is. But they do have a map of the sewer system divided into boroughs. | can extrapol ate where al
the buil dings are.”

"Show ne, then."

A three-di mensi onal nodel of the town appeared over the terminal. Ender m ght not be
particularly wel come there, and his room m ght be sparse, but they had shown courtesy in the
termnal they provided for him It wasn't a standard honme installation, but rather an el aborate
simulator. It was able to project holos into a space sixteen tinmes |arger than nost termnals,
with a resolution four tinmes greater. The illusion was so real that Ender felt for a vertigi nous
monent that he was @ulliver, leaning over a Lilliput that had not yet come to fear him that did
not yet recogni ze his power to destroy.

The nanes of the different boroughs hung in the air over each sewer district. "You're here,"
said Jane. "Vila Vel ha, the old town. The praca is just through the block fromyou. That's where
public neetings are held."

"Do you have any map of the piggy |ands?"

The village map slid rapidly toward Ender, the near features disappearing as new ones canme into
view on the far side. It was as if he were flying over it. Like a witch, he thought. The boundary
of the town was marked by a fence.
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"That barrier is the only thing standing between us and the piggies," nused Ender

"It generates an electric field that stinulates any pain-sensitive nerves that come within it,"
said Jane. "Just touching it nakes all your wetware go screwy-- it makes you feel as though
sonmebody were cutting off your fingers with a file."

"Pl easant thought. Are we in a concentration carrip? O a zoo?"

"It all depends on how you look at it," said Jane. "It's the hunman side of the fence that's
connected to the rest of the universe, and the piggy side that's trapped on its home world."

"The difference is that they don't know what they're mssing."

"I know," said Jane. "It's the nost charm ng thing about humans. You are all so sure that the
| esser animals are bl eeding with envy because they didn't have the good fortune to be born hono
sapi ens." Beyond the fence was a hillside, and along the top of the hill a thick forest began

"The xenol ogers have never gone deep into piggy |ands. The piggy comunity that they deal with is
| ess than a kil oneter inside this wood. The piggies live in a |og house, all the nales together
We don't know about any other settlenents except that the satellites have been able to confirm
that every forest like this one carries just about all the population that a hunter-gatherer

cul ture can sustain.”

"They hunt ?"
"Mostly they gather.”
"Where did Pipo and Libo die?"

Jane brightened a patch of grassy ground on the hillside leading up to the trees. A large tree
grew in isolation nearby, with two smaller ones not far off.

"Those trees," said Ender. "I don't remenber any being so close in the holos | saw on
Trondheim"

"It's been twenty-two years. The big one is the tree the piggies planted in the corpse of the
rebel called Rooter, who was executed before Pipo was nurdered. The other two are nore recent
pi ggy executions."

"I wish | knew why they plant trees for piggies, and not for hunans."”

"The trees are sacred," said Jane. "Pipo recorded that many of the trees in the forest are
naned. Libo specul ated that they m ght be named for the dead."

"And hunmans sinply aren't part of the pattern of treeworship. Well, that's likely enough. Except
that 1've found that rituals and nyths don't cone from nowhere. There's usually some reason for it
that's tied to the survival of the community."

"Andrew W ggi n, anthropol ogi st ?"
"The proper study of mankind is man."

"Co study sonme nen, then, Ender. Novinha's family, for instance. By the way, the conputer
network has officially been barred from showi ng you where anybody |ives."

Ender grinned. "So Bosquinha isn't as friendly as she seens."

"If you have to ask where people live, they' Il know where you're going. If they don't want you
to go there, no one will know where they live."

"You can override their restriction, can't you?"

"I already have." A light was blinking near the fence |line, behind the observatory hill. It was
as isolated a spot as was possible to find in MIlagre. Few other houses had been built where the
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fence would be visible all the time. Ender wondered whether Novi nha had chosen to live there to be
near the fence or to be far from nei ghbors. Perhaps it had been Marc o's choice.

The nearest borough was Vila Atras, and then the borough called As Fabricas stretched down to
the river. As the name inplied, it consisted nostfy of small factories that worked the nmetals and
pl astics and processed the foods and fibers that M|l agre used. A nice, tight, self-contained
econony. And Novi nha had chosen to |ive back behind everything, out of sight, invisible. It was
Novi nha who chose it, too, Ender was sure of that now Wasn't it the pattern of her |ife? She had
never belonged to Mlagre. It was no accident that all three calls for a Speaker had cone from her
and her children. The very act of calling a Speaker was defiant, a sign that they did not think
t hey bel onged anong the devout Catholics of Lusitania.

"Still," said Ender, "I have to ask soneone to lead nme there. | shouldn't |et them know ri ght
away that they can't hide any of their information fromne."

The map di sappeared, and Jane's face appeared above the term nal. She had negl ected to adjust
for the greater size of this termnal, so that her head was nmany tines hunman size. She was quite
i mposi ng. And her sinmulation was accurate right down to the pores on her face. "Actually, Andrew,
it's ne they can't hide anything from"

Ender sighed. "You have a vested interest in this, Jane."
"I know." She wi nked. "But you don't."
"Are you telling me you don't trust ne?"

"You reek of inpartiality and a sense of justice. But |'m human enough to want preferenti al
treatnent, Andrew. "

"WIl you pronise ne one thing, at |east?"
"Anyt hi ng, ny corpuscular friend."

"When you decide to hide something fromne, will you at least tell me that you aren't going to
tell ne?"

"This is getting way too deep for little old ne." She was a caricature of an overfemn ni ne wonan.
"Nothing is too deep for you, Jane. Do us both a favor. Don't cut nme off at the knees."
"While you're off with the Ribeira famly, is there anything you'd like ne to be doi ng?"

"Yes. Find every way in which the Ribeiras are significantly different fromthe rest of the
peopl e of Lusitania. And any points of conflict between themand the authorities.”

"You speak, and | obey." She started to do her genie disappearing act.
"You maneuvered me here, Jane. Wiy are you trying to unnerve ne?"
"I"'mnot. And | didn't."

"I have a shortage of friends in this town."
"You can trust ne with your life."

"It isn't ny life I'"mworried about."

* k% %

The praga was filled with children playing footbhall. Mst of themwere stunting, show ng how
Il ong they could keep the ball in the air using only their feet and heads. Two of them though, had
a vicious duel going. The boy would kick the ball as hard as he could toward the girl, who stood
not three neters away. She would stand and take the inpact of the ball, not flinching no matter
how hard it struck her. Then she would kick the ball back at him and he would try not to flinch.
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Alittle girl was tending the ball, fetching it each time it rebounded froma victim

Ender tried asking sone of the boys if they knew where the Ribeira famly's house was. Their
answer was invariably a shrug; when he persisted some of them began noving away, and soon nost of
the children had retreated fromthe praqa. Ender wondered what the Bi shop had tol d everybody about
Speakers.

The duel, however, continued unabated. And now that the praga was not so crowded, Ender saw that
anot her child was involved, a boy of about twelve. He was not extraordinary from behind, but as
Ender noved toward the middle of the praga, he could see that there was sonething wong with the
boy's eyes. It took a monent, but then he understood. The boy had artificial eyes. Both | ooked
shiny and netallic, but Ender knew how they worked. Only one eye was used for sight, but it took
four separate visual scans and then separated the signals to feed true binocular vision to the
brain. The other eye contained the power supply, the conputer control, and the external interface.
When he wanted to, he could record short sequences of vision in a limted photo nmenory, probably
less than a trillion bits. The duelists were using himas their judge; if they disputed a point,
he could replay the scene in slow notion and tell them what had happened.

The ball went straight for the boy's crotch. He winced el aborately, but the girl was not
i npressed. "He swiveled away, | saw his hips nove!"

"Did not! You hurt nme, | didn't dodge at all!"
"Reveja! Reveja!" They had been speaking Stark, but the girl now switched into Portuguese.

The boy with netal eyes showed no expression, but raised a hand to silence them "Midou," he
said with finality. He noved, Ender transl ated.

"Sabia!" | knew it!
"You liar, d hado!"

The boy with nmetal eyes |ooked at himw th disdain. "I never lie. I'll send you a dunp of the
scene if you want. In fact, | think I'll post it on the net so everybody can watch you dodge and
then lie about it."

"Mentiroso! Filho de punta! Fode-bode!"
Ender was pretty sure what the epithets neant, but the boy with netal eyes took it calnmy
"Da," said the girl. "Da-nme." Gve it here.

The boy furiously took off his ring and threw it on the ground at her feet. "Viada!" he said in
a hoarse whisper. Then he took of f running.

"Poltrao!" shouted the girl after him Coward!
"C o!l" shouted the boy, not even | ooking over his shoul der

It was not the girl he was shouting at this time. She turned at once to look at the boy with
nmetal eyes, who stiffened at the name. Alnost at once the girl |ooked at the ground. The little
one, who had been doing the ball-fetching, walked to the boy with netal eyes and whi spered
sonmet hing. He | ooked up, noticing Ender for the first tine.

The ol der girl was apol ogi zi ng. "Descul pa, O hado, nao queria que--"

"Nao ha problema, Mchi." He did not |ook at her

The girl started to go on, but then she, too, noticed Ender and fell silent.
"Porque esta ol hando- nos?" asked the boy. Wiy are you | ooking at us?

Ender answered with a question. "Voce e arbitro?" You're the artiber here? The word could nmean
"unmpire," but it could also nmean "nmgistrate."
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"De vez em quando." Sonetines.

Ender switched to Stark-- he wasn't sure he knew how to say anything conpl ex in Portuguese.
"Then tell me, arbiter, is it fair to |leave a stranger to find his way around wi t hout hel p?"

"Stranger? You nean utlanning, framing, or ranen?"

“No, | think I nean infidel."

"O Senhor e descrente?" You're an unbeliever?

"So descredo no incrivel." | only disbelieve the unbelievable.

The boy grinned. "Were do you want to go, Speaker?"

"The house of the Ribeira famly."

The little girl edged closer to the boy with netal eyes. "Wiich Ribeira famly?"
"The w dow | vanova."

"I think I can find it," said the boy.

"Everybody in town can find it," said Ender. "The point is, will you take nme there?"
"Way do you want to go there?"

"I ask people questions and try to find out true stories."

"Nobody at the Ribeira house knows any true stories."

"I"d settle for lies."

"Cone on then." He started toward the | ow nown grass of the main road. The little girl was
whi spering in his ear. He stopped and turned to Ender, who was follow ng cl ose behind.

"Quara wants to know. Wiat's your nane?"
"Andrew. Andrew Wggin."
"She's Quara."

"And you?"

"Everybody calls me O hado. Because of nmy eyes." He picked up the little girl and put her on his
shoul ders. "But my real nane's Lauro. Lauro Suleinmdo Ribeira." He grinned, then turned around and
strode off.

Ender followed. Ri beira. O course.

Jane had been l|istening, too, and spoke fromthe jewel in his ear. "Lauro Suleindo Ribeira is
Novi nha's fourth child. He lost his eyes in a |laser accident. He's twelve years old. Ch, and
found one difference between the Ribeira fanmily and the rest of the town. The Ribeiras are willing
to defy the Bishop and | ead you where you want to go."

| noticed sonething, too, Jane, he answered silently. This boy enjoyed deceiving nme, and then
enj oyed even nore letting ne see how |'d been fooled. | just hope you don't take | essons fromhim

* % %

Mro sat on the hillside. The shade of the trees made himinvisible to anyone who m ght be
wat ching from M | agre, but he could see nuch of the town fromhere-- certainly the cathedral and
the nonastery on the highest hill, and then the observatory on the next hill to the north. And
under the observatory, in a depression in the hillside, the house where he lived, not very far
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fromthe fence
"Mro," whispered Leaf-eater. "Are you a tree?"

It was a translation fromthe pequeninos' idiom Sonetines they neditated, holding thensel ves
nmoti onl ess for hours. They called this "being a tree.”

"More like a blade of grass," Mro answered.

Leaf-eater giggled in the high, wheezy way he had. It never sounded natural-- the pequeni nos had
| earned | aughter by rote, as if it were sinply another word in Stark. It didn't arise out of
anusenment, or at least Mro didn't think it did.

"I's it going to rain?" asked Mro. To a piggy this neant: are you interrupting ne for my own
sake, or for yours?

"It rained fire today," said Leaf-eater. "Qut in the prairie."
"Yes. W have a visitor from another world."

"I's it the Speaker?"

Mro didn't answer.

"You must bring himto see us."

Mro didn't answer.

"I root my face in the ground for you, Mro, ny linbs are lunber for your house."

Mro hated it when they begged for sonething. It was as if they thought of him as someone
particularly wise or strong, a parent from whom favors nust be wheedl ed. Well, if they felt that
way, it was his own fault. H s and Libo's. Playing God out here anmpbng the piggies.

"I promised, didn't |, Leaf-eater?"
"When when when?"
"I't'll take tine. | have to find out whether he can be trusted."”

Leaf -eater | ooked baffled. Mro had tried to explain that not all humans knew each other, and
some weren't nice, but they never seened to understand.

"As soon as | can,"” Mro said.

Suddenl y Leaf-eater began to rock back and forth on the ground, shifting his hips fromside to
side as if he were trying to relieve an itch in his anus. Libo had specul ated once that this was
what perforned the sane function that |laughter did for humans. "Talk to ne in piddle-geese!"
wheezed Leafeater. Leaf-eater always seenmed to be greatly anmused that Mro and the other Zenadors
spoke two | anguages interchangeably. This despite the fact that at |east four different piggy
| anguages had been recorded or at |east hinted at over the years, all spoken by this same tribe of
pi ggi es.

But if he wanted to hear Portuguese, he'd get Portuguese. "Vai coner folhas." Go eat |eaves.
Leaf -eater | ooked puzzled. "Wy is that clever?”
"Because that's your nane. Cone-fol has."

Leaf-eater pulled a large insect out of his nostril and flipped it away, buzzing. "Don't be
crude, " he said. Then he wal ked away.

Mro watched him go. Leaf-eater was always so difficult. Mro nuch preferred the conpany of the
pi ggy called Human. Even though Hurman was smarter, and Mro had to watch hinself nore carefully
with him at least he didn't seemhostile the way Leaf-eater often did.
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Wth the piggy out of sight, Mro turned back toward the city. Sonebody was novi ng down the path
along the face of the hill, toward his house. The one in front was very tall-- no, it was d hado
with Quara on his shoul ders. Quara was nuch too old for that. Mro worried about her. She seened
not to be coming out of the shock of Father's death. Mro felt a nonment's bitterness. And to think
he and El a had expected Father's death would solve all their problens.

Then he stood up and tried to get a better view of the man behind O hado and Quara. No one he'd
seen before. The Speaker. Al ready! He couldn't have been in town for nore than an hour, and he was
al ready going to the house. That's great, all | need is for Mother to find out that | was the one
who call ed himhere. Sonehow | thought that a Speaker for the Dead woul d be di screet about it, not
just cone straight hone to the person who called. Wiat a fool. Bad enough that he's com ng years
before | expected a Speaker to get here. Quinms bound to report this to the Bishop, even if nobody
el se does. Now |'m going to have to deal with Mdther and, probably, the whole city.

Mro noved back into the trees and jogged along a path that |ed, eventually, to the gate back
into the city.

Chapter 7 -- The Ri beira House

Mro, this time you should have been there, because even though | have a better nenory for
di al ogue than you, | sure don't know what this means. You saw the new piggy, the one they cal
Human-- | thought | saw you talking to himfor a mnute before you took off for the Questionable
Activity. Mandachuva told nme they naned hi m Human because he was very smart as a child. OK, it's
very flattering that "smart” and "human" are linked in their mnds, or perhaps offensive that they
think we'll be flattered by that, but that's not what nmatters

Mandachuva then said: "He could already tal k when he started wal ki ng around by hinmself." And he
made a gesture with his hand about ten centinmeters off the ground. To nme it |ooked |ike he was
telling how tall Human was when he |l earned how to talk and wal k. Ten centineters! But | could be
conpl etely wong. You should have been there, to see for yourself.

If I"mright, and that's what SYLVESTERMandachuva neant, then for the first tinme we have an idea
of piggy childhood. If they actually start walking at ten centineters in height-- and tal king, no
| ess! --then they nust have | ess devel opnent time during gestation than hunans, and do a lot nore
devel oping after they're born

But now it gets absolutely crazy, even by your standards. He then | eaned in close and told me--
as if he weren't supposed to-- who Human's father was: "Your grandfather Pipo knew Human's fat her.
H's tree is near your gate."

I's he kidding? Rooter died twenty-four years ago, didn't he? OK maybe this is Just a religious
thing, sort of adopt-a-tree or sonething. But the way Mandachuva was so secretive about it, | keep
thinking it's sonmehow true. Is it possible that they have a 24-year gestation period? O naybe it
took a couple of decades for Hunan to develop froma 10-centineter toddler into the fine specinen
of piggi hood we now see. O naybe Rooter's spermwas saved in a Jar somewhere

But this matters. This is the first tinme a piggy personally known to human observers has ever
been naned as a father. And Rooter, no less, the very one that got nmurdered. In other words, the
male with the | owest prestige-- an executed crimnal, even-- has been naned as a father! That
means that our males aren't cast-off bachelors at all, even though some of themare so old they
knew Pi po. They are potential fathers.

Wiat's nmore, if Human was so remarkably smart, then why was he dunped here if this is really a
group of mniserable bachelors? | think we've had it wong for quite a while. This isn't a | ow
prestige group of bachelors, this is a high-prestige group of juveniles, and sone of themare
really going to anbunt to sonething

So when you told me you felt sorry for me because you got to go out on the Questionable Activity
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and | had to stay hone and work up sone Official Fabrications for the ansible report, you were
full of Unpleasant Excretions! (If you get hone after |I'm asleep, wake me up for a kiss, OK? |
earned it today.)

-- Menmo from Quanda Figueira Micunbi to Mro Ribeira von Hesse, retrieved fromLusitanian files
by Congressional order and introduced as evidence in the Trial In Absentia of the Xenol ogers of
Lusitania on Charges of Treason and Ml f easance

There was no construction industry in Lusitania. Wen a couple got married, their friends and
famly built them a house. The Ri beira house expressed the history of the famly. At the front,

the old part of the house was made of plastic sheets rooted to a concrete foundation. Roons had
been built on as the famly grew, each addition abutting the one before, so that five distinct one-
story structures fronted the hillside. The later ones were all brick, decently plunbed, roofed
with tile, but with no attenpt whatever at aesthetic appeal. The fanmly had built exactly what was
needed and not hi ng nore.

It was not poverty, Ender knew - there was no poverty in a conmunity where the econony was
conpletely controlled. The | ack of decoration, of individuality, showed the famly's contenpt for
their own house; to Ender this bespoke contenpt for thenmselves as well. Certainly O hado and Quara
showed none of the relaxation, the letting-down that nost people feel when they cone home. If
anything, they grew warier, less jaunty; the house m ght have been a subtle source of gravity,
maki ng them heavi er the nearer they approached.

d hado and Quara went right in. Ender waited at the door for soneone to invite himto enter
O hado | eft the door ajar, but wal ked on out of the roomw thout speaking to him Ender could see
Quara sitting on a bed in the front room |eaning against a bare wall. There was nothing
what soever on any of the walls. They were stark white. Quara's face matched the bl ankness of the
wal I s. Though her eyes regarded Ender unwaveringly, she showed no sign of recognizing that he was
there; certainly she did nothing to indicate he mght cone in.

There was a disease in this house. Ender tried to understand what it was in Novinha's character
that he had nissed before, that would let her live in a place like this. Had Pipo's death so | ong
before enptied Novinha's heart as thoroughly as this?

"I's your nother hone?" Ender asked.
Quara sai d not hi ng.

"Ch," he said. "Excuse ne. | thought you were a little girl, but | see nowthat you're a
statue. "

She showed no sign of hearing him So nmuch for trying to jolly her out of her sonberness.

Shoes sl apped rapidly against a concrete floor. Alittle boy ran into the room stopped in the
m ddl e, and whirled to face the doorway where Ender stood. He couldn't be nore than a year younger
than Quara, six or seven years old, probably. Unlike Quara, his face showed plenty of
understandi ng. Along with a feral hunger.

"I's your nother hone?" asked Ender

The boy bent over and carefully rolled up his pantleg. He had taped a long kitchen knife to his
leg. Slowy he untaped it. Then, holding it in front of himw th both hands, he aimed hinself at
Ender and | aunched hinmsel f full speed. Ender noted that the knife was well-ained at his crotch
The boy was not subtle in his approach to strangers.

A nonent | ater Ender had the boy tucked under his armand the knife jamred into the ceiling. The
boy was kicking and scream ng. Ender had to use both hands to control his |linbs; the boy ended up
dangling in front of himby his hands and feet, for all the world like a calf roped for branding.

Ender | ooked steadily at Quara. "If you don't go right now and get whoever is in charge in this
house, I'mgoing to take this animal hone and serve it for supper.”

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%...aga%202%20-%20Speaker%20For%20The%20Dead.txt (59 of 209) [1/14/03 10:03:06 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%202%20-%20Speaker %20For %20 The%20Dead. txt

Quara thought about this for a nmonment, then got up and ran out of the room

A nmonment later a tired-looking girl with tousled hair and sl eepy eyes cane into the front room
"Descul pe, por favor," she murmured, "o nenino nao se restabel eceu desde a norte do pai--"

Then she seened suddenly to cone awake

"O Senhor , o Falante pelos Mrtos!" You re the Speaker for the Dead!

Sou, " answered Ender. | am

"Nao aqui," she said. "Ch, no, I'msorry, do you speak Portuguese? O course you do, you just
answered ne-- oh, please, not here, not now Go away."

"Fine," said Ender. "Should | keep the boy or the knife?"

He gl anced up at the ceiling, her gaze followed his. "Ch, no, |I'msorry, we |ooked for it al
day yesterday, we knew he had it but we didn't know where."

"It was taped to his leg."

"It wasn't yesterday. W always | ook there. Please, let go of him"

"Are you sure? | think he's been sharpening his teeth."

"Grego," she said to the boy, "it's wong to poke at people with the knife."
Grego growed in his throat.

"Hi s father dying, you see."

"They were that close?"

A l ook of bitter amusenent passed across her face. "Hardly. He's always been a thief, G ego has,
ever since he was old enough to hold sonmething and wal k at the sane tine. But this thing for
hurting people, that's new. Please | et himdown."

"No," said Ender.

Her eyes narrowed and she | ooked defiant. "Are you ki dnappi ng hin? To take hi mwhere? For what
ransonf"”

"Perhaps you don't understand,"” said Ender. "He assaulted ne. You've offered ne no guarantee
that he won't do it again. You' ve nade no provision for disciplining himwhhen | set himdown."

As he had hoped, fury canme into her eyes. "Wio do you think you are? This is his house, not
yours!"

"Actually," Ender said, "lI've just had a rather long walk fromthe praca to your house, and
A hado set a brisk pace. I'd like to sit down."

She nodded toward a chair. Grego wiggled and tw sted against Ender's grip. Ender lifted him
hi gh enough that their faces weren't too far apart. "You know, Grego, if you actually break free,
you will certainly fall on your head on a concrete floor. If there were carpet, |'d give you an
even chance of staying conscious. But there isn't. And frankly, | wouldn't mnd hearing the sound
of your head smacki ng agai nst cenment."

"He doesn't really understand Stark that well," said the girl

Ender knew that Grego understood just fine. He also saw notion at the edges of the room Q hado
had come back and stood in the doorway |leading to the kitchen. Quara was beside him Ender smiled
cheerfully at them then stepped to the chair the girl had indicated. In the process, he swing
Gego up into the air, letting go of his hands and feet in such a way that he spun madly for a
monment, shooting out his arns and legs in panic, squealing in fear at the pain that would
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certainly cone when he hit the floor. Ender snoothly slid onto the chair and caught the boy on his
lap, instantly pinioning his arms. G ego managed to smack his heels into Ender's shins, but since
the boy wasn't wearing shoes, it was an ineffective maneuver. In a nonment Ender had himconpletely
hel pl ess agai n.

"It feels very good to be sitting down," Ender said. "Thank you for your hospitality. My name is
Andrew Wggin. |I've net O hado and Quara, and obviously Grego and | are good friends."

The older girl w ped her hand on her apron as if she planned to offer it to himto shake, but
she did not offer it. "My nanme is Ela Ribeira. Ela is short for Elanora."

"A pleasure to neet you. | see you're busy preparing supper."”
"Yes, very busy. | think you should come back tonorrow. "
"Ch, go right ahead. | don't mnd waiting."

Anot her boy, older than O hado but younger than Ela, shoved his way into the room "Didn't you
hear ny sister? You aren't wanted here!"”

"You show ne too much ki ndness," Ender said. "But | cane to see your nother, and I'Il wait here
until she conmes honme fromwork."

The nmention of their nother silenced them

"l assune she's at work. If she were here, | would expect these exciting events would have
flushed her out into the open.”

O hado smiled a bit at that, but the ol der boy darkened, and Ela got a nasty, painful expression
on her face. "Wiy do you want to see her?" asked El a.

"Actually, | want to see all of you." He smiled at the ol der boy. "You nust be Estevao Rei
Ri beira. Naned for St. Stephen the Martyr, who saw Jesus sitting at the right hand of God."

"What do you know of such things, atheist!"

"As | recall, St. Paul stood by and held the coats of the nmen who were stoning him Apparently
he wasn't a believer at the tine. In fact, | think he was regarded as the nost terrible eneny of
the Church. And yet he later repented, didn't he? So | suggest you think of me, not as the eneny
of God, but as an apostle who has not yet been stopped on the road to Damascus." Ender snil ed.

The boy stared at him tight-lipped. "You're no St. Paul."

"On the contrary," said Ender. "I'mthe apostle to the piggies."
"You'll never see them- Mro will never let you."
"Maybe | will," said a voice fromthe door. The others turned at once to watch himwalk in. Mro

was young-- surely not yet twenty. But his face and bearing carried the weight of responsibility
and suffering far beyond his years. Ender saw how all of them nade space for him It was not that
t hey backed away fromhimthe way they mght retreat from sonmeone they feared. Rather, they
oriented thenselves to him wal king in parabolas around him as if he were the center of gravity
in the roomand everything el se was noved by the force of his presence.

Mro wal ked to the center of the roomand faced Ender. He | ooked, however, at Ender's prisoner.
"Let himgo," said Mro. There was ice in his voice.

El a touched himsoftly on the arm "Gego tried to stab him Mro." But her voice also said, Be
calm it's all right, Grego's in no danger and this man is not our eneny. Ender heard all this;
so, it seenmed, did Mro.

"Grego," said Mro. "l told you that someday you'd take on sonebody who wasn't afraid of you."

Grego, seeing an ally suddenly turn to an eneny, began to cry. "He's killing ne, he's killing
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ne.
Mro | ooked coldly at Ender. Ela m ght trust the Speaker for the Dead, but Mro didn't, not yet.

"I amhurting him" said Ender. He had found that the best way to earn trust was to tell the
truth. "Every tine he struggles to get free, it causes himquite a bit of disconfort. And he
hasn't stopped struggling yet."

Ender nmet Mro's gaze steadily, and Mro understood his unspoken request. He did not insist on
Grego’'s release. "I can't get you out of this one, G eguinho.”

"You're going to let himdo this?" asked Estevao.

Mro gestured toward Estevao and spoke apol ogetically to Ender. "Everyone calls himQim" The
ni ckname was pronounced |ike the word king in Stark. "It began because his nmddle nanme is Rei. But
now it's because he thinks he rules by divine right."

"Bastard," said Quim He stal ked out of the room

At the sane tine, the others settled in for conversation. Mro had decided to accept the
stranger, at least tenporarily; therefore they could et down their guard a little. O hado sat
down on the floor; Quara returned to her previous perch on the bed. Ela | eaned back against the
wall. Mro pulled up another chair and sat facing Ender

"Why did you cone to this house?" asked Mro. Ender saw fromthe way he asked that he, |ike Ela,
had not told anyone that he had sumpned a Speaker. So neither of them knew that the other
expected him And, in fact, they al nbost undoubtedly had not expected himto come so soon

"To see your nother," Ender said.

Mro's relief was al nost pal pabl e, though he made no obvi ous gesture. "She's at work," he said.
"She works late. She's trying to develop a strain of potato that can compete with the grass here.”

"Li ke the amarant h?"

He grinned. "You already heard about that? No, we don't want it to be as good a conpetitor as
that. But the diet here is limted, and potatoes would be a nice addition. Besides, amaranth
doesn't fernment into a very good beverage. The miners and farmers have already created a nythol ogy
of vodka that nmakes it the queen of distilled intoxicants."

Mro's smle cane to this house like sunlight through a crevice in a cave. Ender could feel the
| ooseni ng of tensions. Quara wi ggled her leg back and forth Iike an ordinary little girl. d hado
had a stupidly happy expression on his face, his eyes half-closed so that the netallic sheen was
not so nonstrously obvious. Ela's snile was broader than Mro's good hunor shoul d have earned.
Even Grego had rel axed, had stopped straining agai nst Ender's grip.

Then a sudden warnth on Ender's lap told himthat Gego, at least, was far from surrender. Ender
had trained hinself not to respond reflexively to an eneny's actions until he had corisciously
decided to let his reflexes rule. So Gego's flood of urine did not cause himto so nuch as
flinch. He knew what Grego had been expecting-- a shout of anger, and Ender flinging himaway,
casting himfromhis lap in disgust. Then Gego would be free-- it would be a triunph. Ender
yi el ded himno victory.

El a, however, apparently knew the expressions of Gego' s face. Her eyes went w de, and then she
took an angry step toward the boy. "Gego, you inpossible little--"

But Ender winked at her and sniled, freezing her in place. "Grego has given ne a little gift.
It's the only thing he has to give nme, and he made it hinmself, so it neans all the nore. | I|ike
himso much that | think I'lIl never let himgo."

Grego snarled and struggled again, madly, to break free.

"Way are you doing this!" said El a.
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"He's expecting Grego to act |ike a human being," said Mro. "It needs doing, and nobody el se
has bothered to try."

"I've tried," said H a.
d hado spoke up fromhis place on the floor. "Ela's the only one here who keeps us civilized."
Qui m shouted fromthe other room "Don't you tell that bastard anything about our famly!"

Ender nodded gravely, as if Quimhad offered a brilliant intellectual proposition. Mro chuckled
and Ela rolled her eyes and sat down on the bed beside Quara.

"We're not a very happy hone," said Mro.
"I understand," said Ender. "Wth your father so recently dead."
Mro sniled sardonically. O hado spoke up, again. "Wth Father so recently alive, you nean."

Ela and Mro were in obvious agreenent with this sentinent. But Qui mshouted again. "Don't tell
hi m anyt hi ng! "

"Did he hurt you?" Ender asked quietly. He did not nove, even though Grego's urine was getting
cold and rank.

El a answered. "He didn't hit us, if that's what you nean."

But for Mro, things had gone too far. "Quims right," said Mro. "It's nobody's busi ness but
ours."

"No," said Ela. "It's his business."

"How is it his business?" asked Mro.

"Because he's here to Speak Father's death," said Ela.

"Father's death!" said O hado. "Chupa pedras! Father only died three weeks ago!"

"I was already on ny way to Speak another death," said Ender. "But someone did call for a
Speaker for your father's death, and so I'lIl Speak for him"

"Against him" said El a.
"For him" said Ender

"l brought you here to tell the truth," she said bitterly, "and all the truth about Father is
against him"

Silence pressed to the corners of the room holding themall still, until Quimwalked slowy
t hrough the doorway. He | ooked only at Ela. "You called him" he said softly. "You."

"To tell the truth!" she answered. His accusation obviously stung her; he did not have to say
how she had betrayed her fam|ly and her church to bring this infidel to lay bare what had been so
| ong conceal ed. "Everybody in Mlagre is so kind and understandi ng," she said. "Qur teachers
overlook little things like Grego's thievery and Quara's silence. Never mind that she hasn't said
a word in school, ever! Everybody pretends that we're just ordinary children-- the grandchildren
of Os Venerados, and so brilliant, aren't we, with a Zenador and both biologistas in the fam|ly!
Such prestige. They just | ook the other way when Father gets hinself raging drunk and conmes hone
and beats Mther until she can't wal k!"

"Shut up!" shouted Quim
"Ela," said Mro.
"And you, Mro, Father shouting at you, saying terrible things until you run out of the house,

you run, stunbling because you can hardly see--"
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"You have no right to tell hinm" said Quim

O hado leapt to his feet and stood in the mddle of the room turned around to | ook at them al
with his unhuman eyes. "Wy do you still want to hide it?" he asked softly.

"What's it to you?" asked Quim "He never did anything to you. You just turned off your eyes and
sat there with the headphones on, listening to batuque or Bach or sonething--"

"Turn of f ny eyes?" said O hado. "I never turned off ny eyes."

He whirled and wal ked to the termnal, which was in the corner of the roomfarthest fromthe
front door. In a few quick novenents he had the term nal on, then picked up an interface cable and
janmed it in the socket in his right eye. It was only a sinple conputer |inkup, but to Ender it
brought back a hideous nmenory of the eye of a giant, torn open and oozing, as Ender bored deep
penetrated to the brain, and sent it toppling backward to its death. He froze up for a nonent
bef ore he renmenbered that his nenory was not real, it was of a conputer gane he had played in the
Battl e School. Three thousand years ago, but to hima nere twenty-five years, not such a great
di stance that the nenory had lost its power. It was his nenories and dreans of the giant's death
that the buggers. had taken out of his mnd and turned into the signal they left for him
eventually it had led himto the hive queen's cocoon

It was Jane's voice that brought himback to the present nonent. She whispered fromthe jewel,
"If it's all the sane to you, while he's got that eye linked up I'"'mgoing to get a dunp of
everything el se he's got stored away in there."

Then a scene began in the air over the termnal. It was not hol ographic. Instead the i mage was
like bas-relief, as it would have appeared to a single observer. It was this very room seen from
the spot on the floor where a nonent ago O hado had been sitting-- apparently it was his regul ar
spot. In the nmddle of the floor stood a |large man, strong and violent, flinging his arns about as
he shouted abuse at Mro, who stood quietly, his head bent, regarding his father w thout any sign
of anger. There was no sound-- it was a visual inage only. "Have you forgotten?" whi spered A hado
"Have you forgotten what it was |ike?"

In the scene on the ternminal Mro finally turned and left; Marc o following himto the door
shouting after him Then he turned back into the roomand stood there, panting |ike an ani nal
exhausted fromthe chase. In the picture Gego ran to his father and clung to his |leg, shouting
out the door, his face making it plain that he was echoing his father's cruel words to Mro.
Marc o pried the child fromhis leg and wal ked with determ ned purpose into the back room

"There's no sound," said A hado. "But you can hear it, can't you?"
Ender felt Gego's body trembling on his lap

"There it is, a blow, a crash-- she's falling to the floor, can you feel it in your flesh, the
way her body hits the concrete?"

"Shut up, dhado,"” said Mro
The conput er-generated scene ended. "I can't believe you saved that," said El a.

Qui m was weepi ng, nmaking no effort to hide it. "I killed him" he said. "I killed himl killed
himl killed him"

"What are you tal king about?" said Mro in exasperation. "He had a rotten disease, it was
congenital!"

"I prayed for himto die!" screaned Quim His face was nottled with passion, tears and nucus and
spittle mngling around his lips. "I prayed to the Virgin, | prayed to Jesus, | prayed to G andpa
and Grandma, | said I'd go to hell for it if only he'd die, and they did it, and nowl'll go to
hell and I'mnot sorry for it! God forgive ne but |'mglad!" Sobbing, he stunbled back out of the
room A door slanmed in the distance.

"Well, another certified mracle to the credit of Os Venerados," said Mro. "Sainthood is
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assured. "

"Shut up," said d hado.

"And he's the one who kept telling us that Christ wanted us to forgive the old fart," said Mro.

On Ender's lap, Grego now trenbled so violently that Ender grew concerned. He realized that
Grego was whispering a word. Ela, too, saw Grego's distress and knelt in front of the boy.

"He's crying, |'ve never seen himcry like this--"

"Papa, papa, papa," whispered Grego. Hi s trenbling had given way to great shudders, al nost
convul sive in their violence.

"I's he afraid of Father?" asked A hado. H's face showed deep concern for G ego. To Ender's
relief, all their faces were full of worry. There was love in this famly, and not just the
solidarity of living under the rule of the sane tyrant for all these years.

"Papa's gone now," said Mro confortingly. "You don't have to worry now. "

Ender shook his head. "Mro," he said, "didn't you watch O hado's nenory? Little boys don't
judge their fathers, they love them Gego was trying as hard as he could to be just |ike Mrcos
Ri beira. The rest of you night have been glad to see himgone, but for Gego it was the end of the
worl d."

It had not occurred to any of them Even now it was a sickening idea; Ender could see them
recoil fromit. And yet they knew it was true. Now that Ender had pointed it out, it was obvious.

"Deus nos perdoa,” murnured Ela. God forgive us.
"The things we've said," whispered Mro.

El a reached out for Grego. He refused to go to her. Instead he did exactly what Ender expected,
what he had prepared for. Grego turned in Ender's relaxed grip, flung his arns around the neck of
the Speaker for the Dead, and wept bitterly, hysterically.

Ender spoke gently to the others, who watched hel pl essly. "How could he show his grief to you,
when he thought you hated hin®"

"We never hated Grego," said A hado.

"I should have known," said Mro. "I knew he was suffering the worst pain of any of us, but it
never occurred to ne..."

"Don't blame yourself," said Ender. "It's the kind of thing that only a stranger can see."

He heard Jane whispering in his ear. "You never cease to anaze ne, Andrew, the way you turn
people into plasna."

Ender couldn't answer her, and she woul dn't believe himanyway. He hadn't planned this, he had
played it by ear. How could he have guessed that O hado woul d have a recording of Marc 0's
viciousness to his famly? Hs only real insight was with G ego, and even that was instinctive, a
sense that Grego was desperately hungry for soneone to have authority over him for sonmeone to act
like a father to him Since his own father had been cruel, Gego would believe only cruelty as a
proof of love and strength. Now his tears washed Ender's neck as hotly as, a nonent before, his
urine had soaked Ender's thighs.

He had guessed what Grego woul d do, but Quara managed to take him by surprise. As the others
wat ched Grego's weeping in silence, she got off the bed and wal ked directly to Ender. Her eyes
were narrow and angry. "You stink!" she said firmy. Then she marched out of the roomtoward the
back of the house.

Mro barely suppressed his laughter, and Ela sniled. Ender raised his eyebrows as if to say, You
W n sonme, you | ose sone.
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A hado seened to hear his unspoken words. From his chair by the terminal, the netal -eyed boy
said softly, "You win with her, too. It's the nost she's said to anyone outside the famly in
nmont hs. "

But I"'mnot outside the fam |y, Ender said silently. Didn't you notice? I'min the famly now,
whether you like it or not. Wether | like it or not.

After a while Grego' s sobbing stopped. He was asleep. Ender carried himto his bed; Quara was
al ready asleep on the other side of the small room Ela hel ped Ender strip off Grego' s urine-
soaked pants and put |ooser underwear on him- her touch was gentle and deft, and Grego did not
waken.

Back in the front roomMro eyed Ender clinically. "Well, Speaker, you have a choice. My pants
will be tight on you and too short in the crotch, but Father's would fall right off."

It took Ender a nonment to renenber. Grego's urine had long since dried. "Don't worry about it,"
he said. "I can change when | get hone."

"Mot her won't be home for another hour. You cane to see her, didn't you? W can have your pants
cl ean by then."

"Your pants, then," said Ender. "I'Il take ny chances with the crotch.”

Chapter 8 -- Dona |vanova

It means a life of constant deception. You will go out and discover sonething, sonething vital
and then when you get back to the station you'll wite up a conpletely innocuous report, one which
mentions nothing that we | earned through cultural contanination

You're too young to understand what torture this is. Father and | began doing this because we
couldn't bear to withhold knowl edge fromthe piggies. You will discover, as | have, that it is no
| ess painful to withhold know edge fromyour fellow scientists. Wen you watch them struggle with
a question, knowi ng that you have the information that could easily resolve their dilemm; when
you see them cone very near the truth and then for lack of your information retreat fromtheir
correct conclusions and return to error-- you would not be human if it didn't cause you great
angui sh.

You nust renind yourselves, always: It is their law, their choice. They are the ones who built
the wall between thenselves and the truth, and they would only punish us if we |let them know how
easily and thoroughly that wall has been breached. And for every framing scientist who is |onging
for the truth, there are ten petty-m nded descabegados [ headl ess ones] who despi se know edge, who
never think of an original hypothesis, whose only |labor is to prey on the witings of the true
scientists in order to catch tiny errors or contradictions or |apses in nmethod. These suckflies
will pore over every report you nake, and if you are careless even once they will catch you

That means you can't even nention a piggy whose nane is derived fromcultural contam nation
"Cups" would tell themthat we have taught them rudi nentary potterynaking. "Cal endar" and "Reaper"
are obvious. And God hinself couldn't save us if they |earned Arrow s nane.

-- Meno from Li berdade Figueira de Medici to Quanda Figueira Micunbi and Mro Ribeira von Hesse,
retrieved from Lustanian files by Congressional order and introduced as evidence in the Trial In
Absentia of the Xenol ogers of Lusitania on Charges of Treason and Ml feasance

Novi nha lingered in the Biologista's Station even though her neani ngful work was finished nore
than an hour ago. The cloned potato plants were all thriving in nutrient solution; now it would be
a matter of naking daily observations to see which of her genetic alterations would produce the
hardi est plant with the nost useful root.
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If | have nothing to do, why don't | go home? She had no answer for the question. Her children
needed her, that was certain; she did them no kindness by | eaving early each norning and com ng
hone only after the little ones were asleep. And yet even now, know ng she should go back, she sat
staring at the |aboratory, seeing nothing, doing nothing, being nothing.

She thought of going hone, and could not imagine why she felt no joy at the prospect. After all
she rem nded herself, Marc o is dead. He died three weeks ago. Not a nonment too soon. He did al
that | ever needed himfor, and | did all that he wanted, but all our reasons expired four years
before he finally rotted away. In all that time we never shared a nonent of |ove, but | never
t hought of |eaving him Divorce would have been inpossible, but desquite would have been enough
To stop the beatings. Even yet her hip was stiff and sonmetinmes painful fromthe last tinme he had
thrown her to the concrete floor. What |ovely nenorabilia you | eft behind, C o, ny dog of a
husband.

The pain in her hip flared even as she thought of it. She nodded in satisfaction. It's no nore
than | deserve, and I'l|l be sorry when it heals.

She stood up and wal ked, not linping at all even though the pain was nore than enough to make
her favor the hip. I'll not coddle nyself, not in anything. It's no worse than | deserve.

She wal ked to the door, closed it behind her. The conmputer turned off the Iights as soon as she
was gone, except those needed for the various plants in forced photosynthetic phase. She | oved her
plants, her little beasts, with surprising intensity. Grow, she cried out to themday and ni ght,
grow and thrive. She would grieve for the ones that failed and pinch them dead only when it was
plain they had no future. Now as she wal ked away fromthe station, she could still hear their
sublimnal nusic, the cries of the infinitesimal cells as they grew and split and forned
thensel ves into ever nore el aborate patterns. She was going fromlight into darkness, fromlife
into death, and the enotional pain grew worse in perfect synchronicity with the inflanmmation of
her joints.

As she approached her house fromover the hill, she could see the patches of |ight thrown
through the wi ndows and out onto the hill below. Quara's and Grego's room dark; she would not have
to bear their unbearable accusations-- Quara's in silence, Gego's in sullen and vicious crines.
But there were too many other lights on, including her own roomand the front room Sonething
unusual was going on, and she didn't |ike unusual things.

A hado sat in the living room earphones on as usual; tonight, though, he also had the interface
jack attached to his eye. Apparently, he was retrieving old visual nenories fromthe conputer, or
per haps dunpi ng out some he had been carrying with him As so nmany tines before, she w shed she
could al so dunp out her visual nenories and wi pe themclean, replace themw th nore pl easant ones.
Pi po's corpse, that woul d be one she'd gladly be rid of, to be replaced by sone of the gol den
glorious days with the three of themtogether in the Zenador's Station. And Libo's body wapped in
its cloth, that sweet flesh held together only by the wi nding fabric; she would Iike to have
i nstead other nenories of his body, the touch of his |lips, the expressiveness of his delicate
hands. But the good nenories fled, buried too deep under the pain. | stole themall, those good
days, and so they were taken back and replaced by what | deserved.

O hado turned to face her, the jack energi ng obscenely fromhis eye. She could not control her
shudder, her shanme. I'msorry, she said silently. If you had had another nother, you would
doubtl ess still have your eye. You were born to be the best, the healthiest, the wholest of ny
children, Lauro, but of course nothing fromm wonb could be left intact for |ong.

She said nothing of this, of course, just as O hado said nothing to her. She turned to go back
to her roomand find out why the |ight was on.

"Mt her," said 4 hado
He had taken the earphones off, and was twi sting the jack out of his eye.
"Yes?"

"W have a visitor," he said. "The Speaker."
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She felt herself go cold inside. Not tonight, she screaned silently. But she al so knew that she
woul d not want to see himtonorrow, either, or the next day, or ever.

"H s pants are clean now, and he's in your room changi ng back into them | hope you don't mnd."

El a energed fromthe kitchen. "You're hone," she said. "I poured some cafezinhos, one for you,
too."

"Il wait outside until he's gone," said Novinha.

El a and A hado | ooked at each other. Novi nha understood at once that they regarded her as a
problemto be solved; that apparently they subscribed to whatever the Speaker wanted to do here.
Well, I"'ma dilema that's not going to be solved by you

"Mot her," said A hado, "he's not what the Bishop said. He's good."

Novi nha answered himw th her nost withering sarcasm "Since when are you an expert on good and
evil?"

Again Ela and d hado | ooked at each other. She knew what they were thinking. How can we explain
to her? How can we persuade her? Wl |, dear children, you can't. | am unpersuadable, as Libo found
out every week of his life. He never had the secret fromne. It's not ny fault he died.

But they had succeeded in turning her fromher decision. Instead of |eaving the house, she
retreated into the kitchen, passing Ela in the doorway but not touching her. The tiny coffee cups
were arranged in a neat circle on the table, the steanming pot in the center. She sat down and
rested her forearms on the table. So the Speaker was here, and had come to her first. Were el se
woul d he go? It's ny fault he's here, isn't it? He's one nore person whose life | have destroyed,
like ny children's lives, like Marc o's, and Libo's, and Pipo's, and ny own.

A strong yet surprisingly snmooth masculine hand reached out over her shoul der, took up the pot,
and began to pour through the tiny, delicate spout, the thin stream of hot coffee swirling into
the tiny cafezinho cups.

"Posso derramar?" he asked. What a stupid question, since he was already pouring. But his voice
was gentle, his Portuguese tinged with the graceful accents of Castilian. A Spaniard, then?

"Descul pa-ne," she whispered. Forgive nme. "Trouxe o senhor tantos quilometros--"

"We don't neasure starflight in kiloneters, Dona Ivanova. W neasure it in years." H's words
were an accusation, but his voice spoke of w stfulness, even forgiveness, even consol ation.
could be seduced by that voice. That voice is a liar.

"I'f I could undo your voyage and return you twenty-two years, |1'd do it. Calling for you was a
m stake. |'msorry." Her own voice sounded flat. Since her whole life was a lie, even this apol ogy
sounded rote.

"l don't feel the tinme yet," said the Speaker. Still he stood behind her, so she had not yet
seen his face. "For ne it was only a week ago that | left nmy sister. She was the only kin of mne
| eft alive. Her daughter wasn't born yet, and now she's probably through with college, narried,
perhaps with children of her own. |I'Il never know her. But | know your children, Dona |vanova."

She lifted the cafezinho and drank it down in a single swallow, though it burned her tongue and
throat and made her stomach hurt. "In only a few hours you think you know t hen"

"Better than you do, Dona |vanova."

Novi nha heard El a gasp at the Speaker's audacity. And even though she thought his words night be
true, it still enraged her to have a stranger say them She turned to |look at him to snap at him
but he had noved, he was not behind her. She turned farther, finally standing up to look for him
but he wasn't in the room Ela stood in the doorway, w de-eyed.

"Come back!" said Novinha. "You can't say that and walk out on nme like that!"
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But he didn't answer. Instead, she heard | ow | aughter fromthe back of the house. Novi nha
foll owed the sound. She wal ked t hrough the roons to the very end of the house. Mro sat on
Novi nha' s own bed, and the Speaker stood near the doorway, |aughing with him Mro saw his not her
and the snile left his face. It caused a stab of anguish within her. She had not seen himsnile in
years, had forgotten how beautiful his face becane, just like his father's face; and her com ng
had erased that smile

"We canme here to talk because Qui mwas so angry," Mro explained. "Ela made the bed."

"I don't think the Speaker cares whether the bed was made or not,"'
Speaker ?"

sai d Novinha coldly. "Do you

"Order and disorder," said the Speaker, "they each have their beauty."” Still he did not turn to
face her, and she was glad of that, for it neant she did not have to see his eyes as she delivered
her bitter message.

"I tell you, Speaker, that you' ve conme on a fool's errand,"” she said. "Hate me for it if you
will, but you have no death to Speak. | was a foolish girl. In ny naivete | thought that when I
called, the author of the H ve Queen and the Hegenon would conme. | had | ost a man who was |ike a
father to nme, and | wanted consol ation."

Now he turned to her. He was a youngi sh nan, younger than her, at |east, but his eyes were
seductive w th understandi ng. Perigoso, she thought. He is dangerous, he is beautiful, | could
drown in his understanding.

"Dona |vanova," he said, "how could you read the H ve Queen and the Hegenon and inmagine that its
aut hor could bring confort?"

It was Mro who answered-- silent, slowtalking Mro, who |eapt into the conversation with a
vigor she had not seen in himsince he was little. "I've read it," he said, "and the origina
Speaker for the Dead wote the tale of the hive queen with deep conpassion.”

The Speaker snmiled sadly. "But he wasn't witing to the buggers, was he? He was witing to
humanki nd, who still celebrated the destruction of the buggers as a great victory. He wote
cruelly, to turn their pride to regret, their joy to grief. And now human bei ngs have conpl etely
forgotten that once they hated the buggers, that once they honored and cel ebrated a nane that is
now unspeakabl e--"

"l can say anything," said Ivanova. "H s nane was Ender, and he destroyed everything he
touched." Like nme, she did not say.

"Ch? And what do you know of hinP" His voice whipped out |ike a grass-saw, ragged and cruel
"How do you know there wasn't sonething that he touched kindly? Someone who | oved him who was
bl essed by his | ove? Destroyed everything he touched-- that's a lie that can't truthfully be said
of any human bei ng who ever |ived."

"I's that your doctrine, Speaker? Then you don't know nuch." She was defiant, but still his anger
frightened her. She had thought his gentleness was as inperturbable as a confessor's.

And al nost inmediately the anger faded fromhis face. "You can ease your conscience," he said.
"Your call started ny journey here, but others called for a Speaker while | was on the way."

"Ch?" Who else in this benighted city was famliar enough with the Hive Queen and the Hegenon to
want a Speaker, and independent enough of Bishop Peregrino to dare to call for one? "If that's so,
then why are you here in ny house?"

"Because | was called to Speak the death of Marcos Maria Ribeira, your |ate husband."
It was an appalling thought. "H m Wo would want to think of himagain, nowthat he's dead!"

The Speaker did not answer. Instead Mro spoke sharply from her bed. "G ego would, for one. The
Speaker showed us what we shoul d have known-- that the boy is grieving for his father and thinks
we all hate him-"
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"Cheap psychol ogy," she snapped. "W have therapists of our own, and they aren't worth nuch
either."

Ela's voice cane frombehind her. "I called for himto Speak Father's death, Mther. | thought
it would be decades before he cane, but I'mglad he's here now, when he can do us some good."

"What good can he do us!"

"He already has, Mother. Grego fell asleep enbracing him and Quara spoke to him™
"Actually," said Mro, "she told himthat he stinks."

"Whi ch was probably true," said Ela, "since Geguinho peed all over him"

Mro and Ela burst into laughter at the menory, and the Speaker also snmiled. This nore than
anyt hi ng el se di sconposed Novi nha-- such good cheer had been virtually unfelt in this house since
Marc o brought her here a year after Pipo's death. Against her will Novinha renmenbered her joy
when Mro was newy born, and when Ela was little, the first few years of their lives, how Mro
babbl ed about everything, how Ela toddled nmadly after himthrough the house, how the children
pl ayed together and ronped in the grass within sight of the piggies' forest just beyond the fence;
it was Novinha's delight in the children that poisoned Marc o, that nade him hate them both,
because he knew that none of it belonged to him By the time Quimwas born, the house was thick
with anger, and he never |earned how to |augh freely where his parents might notice. Hearing Mro
and El a | augh together was |ike the abrupt opening of a thick black curtain; suddenly it was
dayl i ght again, when Novinha had forgotten there was any season of the day but night.

How dared this stranger invade her house and tear open all the curtains she had cl osed!

"I won't have it," she said. "You have no right to pry into my husband' s life."

He raised an eyebrow. She knew Starways Code as well as anyone, and so she knew perfectly well
that he not only had a right, the law protected himin the pursuit of the true story of the dead.

"Marc o was a mserable man," she persisted, "and telling the truth about himw Il cause nothing
but pain."

"You're quite right that the truth about himw Il cause nothing but pain, but not because he was
a mserable man," said the Speaker. "If | told nothing but what everyone al ready knows-- that he
hated his children and beat his wife and raged drunkenly frombar to bar until the constabl es sent
hi m home-- then | would not cause pain, would I? 1'd cause a great deal of satisfaction, because
then everyone woul d be reassured that their view of himwas correct all along. He was scum and so
it was all right that they treated himlike scum™

"And you think he wasn't?"

"No human bei ng, when you understand his desires, is worthless. No one's |life is nothing. Even
the nost evil of nen and wonen, if you understand their hearts, had sone generous act that redeens
them at least alittle, fromtheir sins."

"If you believe that, then you' re younger than you | ook," said Novinha.

"Am | ?" said the Speaker. "It was less than two weeks ago that | first heard your call. |
studi ed you then, and even if you don't remenber, Novinha, | remenber that as a young girl you
were sweet and beautiful and good. You had been |onely before, but Pipo and Li bo both knew you and
found you worthy of |ove."

"Pi po was dead."
"But he | oved you."

"You don't know anyt hi ng, Speaker! You were twenty-two |ightyears away! Besides, it wasn't ne |
was calling worthless, it was Marc o!"
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"But you don't believe that, Novinha. Because you know the one act of kindness and generosity
that redeens that poor man's life."

Novi nha di d not understand her own terror, but she had to silence himbefore he nanmed it, even
t hough she had no i dea what kindness of C o's he thought he had di scovered. "How dare you call ne
Novi nha! " she shouted. "No one has called nme that in four years!"

In answer, he raised his hand and brushed his fingers across the back of her cheek. It was a
timd gesture, alnost an adol escent one; it renminded her of Libo, and it was nmore than she could
bear. She took his hand, hurled it away, then shoved past himinto the room "Get out!" she
shouted at Mro. Her son got up quickly and backed to the door. She could see fromhis face that
after all Mro had seen in this house, she still had nanaged to surprise himw th her rage.

"You'll have nothing fromnme!" she shouted at the Speaker
"I didn't cone to take anything fromyou," he said quietly.

"l don't want anything you have to give, either! You re worthless to ne, do you hear that?
You're the one who's worthless! Lixo, ruina, estrago-- vai fora d aqui, nao tens direito estar em
m nha casa!" You have no right to be in ny house.

"Nao eres estrago,"” he whispered, "eres solo fecundo, e vou plantar jardimai." Then, before she
coul d answer, he closed the door and was gone.

In truth she had no answer to give him his words were so outrageous. She had called him
estrago, but he answered as if she had called herself a desolation. And she had spoken to him
derisively, using the insultingly famliar tu for "you" instead of o Senhor or even the inforna
voce. It was the way one spoke to a child or a dog. And yet when he answered in the sane voice,
with the same famliarity, it was entirely different. "Thou art fertile ground, and | wll plant a
garden in thee." It was the sort of thing a poet says to his mistress, or even a husband to his
wife, and the tu was intimte, not arrogant. How dare he, she whispered to herself, touching the
cheek that he had touched. He is far crueler than | ever imagi ned a Speaker night be. Bishop
Peregrino was right. He is dangerous, the infidel, the anti-Christ, he wal ks brazenly into places
in nmy heart that | had kept as holy ground, where no one el se was ever pennitted to stand. He
treads on the few snmall shoots that cling to life in that stony soil, how dare he, | wish | had
di ed before seeing him he will surely undo nme before he's through

She was vaguely aware of sonmeone crying. Quara. OF course the shouting had wakened her; she
never sl ept soundly. Novinha al nost opened the door and went out to confort her, but then she
heard the crying stop, and a soft nale voice singing to her. The song was in another |anguage.
German, it sounded to Novinha, or Nordic; she did not understand it, whatever it was. But she knew
who sang it, and knew that Quara was conforted.

Novi nha had not felt such fear since she first realized that Mro was deternmined to becone a
Zenador and follow in the footsteps of the two nmen that the piggies had nurdered. This man is
unknotting the nets of ny famly, and stringing us together whole again; but in the process he
will find my secrets. If he finds out how Pipo died, and Speaks the truth, then Mro will learn
that same secret, and it will kill him I will rmake no nore sacrifices to the piggies; they are
too cruel a god for ne to worship anynore.

Still later, as she lay in bed behind her closed door, trying to go to sleep, she heard nore
| aughter fromthe front of the house, and this tine she could hear Qui mand O hado bot h | aughing
along with Mro and Ela. She inmmgi ned she could see them the roombright with mrth. But as sleep
took her, and the imagi nati on becane a dream it was not the Speaker who sat anobng her children
teaching themto | augh; it was Libo, alive again, and known to everyone as her true husband, the
man she had nmarried in her heart even though she refused to marry himin the Church. Even in her
sleep it was nore joy than she could bear, and tears soaked the sheet of her bed.

Chapter 9 -- Congenital Defect
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Cl DA: The Descol ada body isn't bacterial. It seens to enter the cells of the body and take up
per manent residence, just like mitochondria, reproducing when the cell reproduces. The fact that
it spread to a new species within only a few years of our arrival here suggests that it is wildly
adaptable. It nust surely have spread through the entire bl osphere of Lusitania |ong ago, so that
it may now be endemi c here, a permanent infection

QUSTO. If it's permanent and everywhere, it isn't an infection, Cda, it's part of normal life.

CIDA: But it isn't necessarily inborn-- it has the ability to spread. But yes, if it's endenmic
then all the indigenous species nmust have found ways to fight it off.

GUSTO O adapt to it and include it in their normal life cycle. Maybe they NEED it.

Cl DA: They NEED sonething that takes apart their genetic nolecules and puts them back together
at randonf

GUSTOG Maybe that's why there are so few different species in Lusitania-- the Descol ada may be
fairly recent, only half a mllion years ol d-- and nost species couldn't adapt.

CIDA: | wish we weren't dying, GQusto. The next xenobi ol ogist will probably work with standard
genetic adaptations and won't follow this up

GUSTO That's the only reason you can think of for regretting our death?

-- Vladimr Tiago Gussman and Ekaterina Maria Aparecida do Norte von Hesse- GQussnan, unpublished
di al ogue enbedded in working notes, two days before their deaths; first quoted in "Lost Threads of
Under st andi ng, " Met a- Sci ence, the journal of Methodol ogy, 2001:12:12: 144-45

Ender did not get home fromthe Ribeira house until late that night, and he spent nore than an
hour trying to make sense of all that happened, especially after Novinha canme home. Despite this,
Ender awoke early the next norning, his thoughts already full of questions he had to answer. It
was always this way when he was preparing to Speak a death; he could hardly rest fromtrying to

pi ece together the story of the dead nan as he saw hinself, the life the dead woman nmeant to |ive,
however badly it had turned out. This tine, though, there was an added anxiety. He cared nore for
the living this tine than he ever had before.

"Of course you're nore involved," said Jane, after he tried to explain his confusion to her
"You fell in love with Novinha before you | eft Trondheim™

"Maybe | loved the young girl, but this woman is nasty and selfish. Look what she | et happen to
her children.”

"This is the Speaker for the Dead? Judgi ng soneone by appearances?"

"Maybe 1've fallen in love with Gego."

"You' ve al ways been a sucker for people who pee on you."

"And Quara. Al of them- even Mro, | like the boy."

"And they | ove you, Ender."

He | aughed. "People always think they love nme, until |

Speak. Novinha's nore perceptive than nost-- she already hates ne before | tell the truth."

"You' re as blind about yourself as anyone el se, Speaker," said Jane. "Pronise nme that when you

die, you'll let nme Speak your death. Have | got things to say."

"Keep themto yourself," said Ender wearily. "You're even worse at this business than | am"

He began his list of questions to be resol ved.
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1. Wiy did Novinha nmarry Marc o in the first place?

2. Wiy did Marc o hate his children?

3. Wiy does Novi nha hate hersel f?

4. Wy did Mro call me to Speak Libo's death?

5. Wy did Ela call ne to Speak her father's death?

6. Wiy di d Novi nha change her m nd about my Speaking Pipo's death?
7. What was the i medi ate cause of Marc o's death?

He stopped with the seventh question. It would be easy to answer it; a nerely clinical matter
So that was where he woul d begin.

The physician who autopsied Marc o was cal |l ed Navi o, which neant "ship."

"Not for ny size," he said, laughing. "Or because |I'mmuch of a swinmer. My full nane is Enrique
0 Navi gador Caronada. You can bet |I'mglad they took nmy nicknane from'shiprmaster' rather than
from'little cannon.' Too nany obscene possibilities in that one.”

Ender was not deceived by his joviality. Navio was a good Catholic and he obeyed his bishop as
well as anyone. He was determ ned to keep Ender from | earning anything, though he'd not be
uncheerful about it.

"There are two ways | can get the answers to ny questions,” Ender said quietly. "I can ask you,
and you can tell nme truthfully. Or 1 can submit a petition to the Starways Congress for your
records to be opened to ne. The ansible charges are very high, and since the petition is a routine
one, and your resistance to it is contrary to law, the cost will be deducted from your colony's
already straitened funds, along with a doubl e-the-cost penalty and a reprimand for you."

Navio's smle gradually disappeared as Ender spoke. He answered coldly. "O course I'll answer
your questions," he said.

"There's no 'of course' about it," said Ender. "Your bishop counseled the people of Mlagre to
carry out an unprovoked and unjustified boycott of a legally called-for mnister. You would do
everyone a favor if you would informthemthat if this cheerful noncooperation continues, | wll
petition for ny status to be changed frommnminister to inquisitor. | assure you that | have a very
good reputation with the Starways Congress, and ny petition will be successful."

Navi o knew exactly what that neant. As an inquisitor, Ender woul d have congressional authority
to revoke the colony's Catholic |icense on the grounds of religious persecution. It would cause a
terribl e upheaval anobng the Lusitanians, not |east because the Bi shop would be summarily di sm ssed
fromhis position and sent to the Vatican for discipline.

"Way woul d you do such a thing when you know we don't want you here?" said Navio.

"Soneone wanted nme here or | wouldn't have cone,"” said Ender. "You nay not |ike the |aw when it
annoys you, but it protects many a Catholic on worlds where another creed is licensed."”

Navi o drumred his fingers on his desk. "Wat are your questions, Speaker," he said. "Let's get

this done."

"It's sinmple enough, to start with, at |least. Wat was the proxi mate cause of the death of
Marcos Maria Ri beira?"

"Marc o!" said Navio. "You couldn't possibly have been sunmoned to Speak his death, he only
passed away a few weeks ago--"

"I have been asked to Speak several deaths, Dom Navio, and | choose to begin with Marc o's."
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Navi o grinmaced. "What if | ask for proof of your authority?" Jane whispered in Ender's ear
"Let's dazzle the dear boy." Imrediately, Navio's terminal cane alive with official documents,
while one of Jane's nobst authoritative voices declared, "Andrew Wggin, Speaker for the Dead, has
accepted the call for an explanation of the life and death of Marcos Maria Ribeira, of the city of
M| agre, Lusitania Colony."

It was not the document that inpressed Navio, however. It was the fact that he had not actually
made t he request, or even logged on to his termnal. Navio knew at once that the conputer had been
activated through the jewel in the Speaker's ear, but it nmeant that a very high-level logic
routi ne was shadow ng the Speaker and enforcing conpliance with his requests. No one on Lusitania,
not even Bosqui nha hersel f, had ever had authority to do that. Watever this Speaker was, Navio
concl uded, he's a bigger fish than even Bi shop Peregrino can hope to fry.

"Al'l right," Navio said, forcing a | augh. Now, apparently, he renmenbered how to be jovial again.
"I meant to help you anyway-- the Bishop's paranoia doesn't afflict everyone in MIlagre, you
know. "

Ender sniled back at him taking his hypocrisy at face val ue.

"Marcos Ribeira died of a congenital defect."” He rattled off a | ong pseudo-Latin nane. "You' ve
never heard of it because it's quite rare, and is passed on only through the genes. Begi nning at
the onset of puberty, in nost cases, it involves the gradual replacenent of exocrine and endocrine
gl andul ar tissues with |ipidous cells. What that means is that bit by bit over the years, the
adrenal glands, the pituitary, the liver, the testes, the thyroid, and so on, are all replaced by
| arge aggl onerations of fat cells."

"Always fatal ? Irreversible?"

"Ch, yes. Actually, Marc o survived ten years longer than usual. H's case was remarkable in
several ways. |In every other recorded case-- and adnmittedly there aren't that many-- the disease
attacks the testicles first, rendering the victimsterile and, in nost cases, inmpotent. Wth six
healthy children, it's obvious that Marcos Ribeira's testes were the last of his glands to be
af fected. Once they were attacked, however, progress nust have been unusually fast-- the testes
were completely replaced with fat cells, even though nuch of his liver and thyroid were stil
functioning."”

"What killed himin the end?"

"The pituitary and the adrenals weren't functioning. He was a wal ki ng dead man. He just fel
down in one of the bars, in the nmddle of sonme ribald song, as | heard."

As al ways, Ender's mind automatically found seem ng contradictions. "How does a hereditary
di sease get passed on if it nmakes its victins sterile?"

"It's usually passed through collateral lines. One child will die of it; his brothers and
sisters won't manifest the disease at all, but they'|ll pass on the tendency to their children
Natural Iy, though, we were afraid that Marc o, having children, would pass on the defective gene
to all of them"

"You tested thenmP"

"Not a one had any of the genetic deformations. You can bet that Dona |vanova was | ooki ng over
my shoul der the whole tine. W zeroed in i mediately on the problem genes and cl eared each of the
children, bimbimbim just like that. "

"None of themhad it? Not even a recessive tendency?"

"Graqas a Deus," said the doctor. "Who would ever have narried themif they had had the poi soned
genes? As it was, | can't understand how Marc o's own genetic defect went undi scovered."

"Are genetic scans routine here?"

"Ch, no, not at all. But we had a great plague sonme thirty years ago. Dona |vanova' s own
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parents, the Venerado GQusto and the Venerada C da, they conducted a detailed genetic scan of every
man, woman, and child in the colony. It's how they found the cure. And their conputer conparisons
woul d definitely have turned up this particular defect-- that's how | found out what it was when
Marc o died. |I'd never heard of the disease, but the conputer had it on file."

"And Os Venerados didn't find it?"

"Apparently not, or they would surely have told Marcos. And even if they hadn't told him
I vanova hersel f should have found it."

"Maybe she did," said Ender

Navi o | aughed al oud. "Inpossible. No woman in her right mnd would deliberately bear the
children of a man with a genetic defect like that. Marc o was surely in constant agony for nany
years. You don't wi sh that on your own children. No, Ivanova may be eccentric, but she's not
i nsane. "

Jane was quite anused. Wien Ender got hone, she nade her inage appear above his terminal just so
she coul d | augh uproari ously.

"He can't help it," said Ender. "In a devout Catholic colony like this, dealing with the
Bi ol ogi sta, one of the nmpbst respected people here, of course he doesn't think to question his
basic prem ses.”

"Don't apologize for him" said Jane. "I don't expect wetware to work as logically as software.
But you can't ask me not to be anused.”

"In away it's rather sweet of him" said Ender. "He'd rather believe that Marc o's di sease was
different fromevery other recorded case. He'd rather believe that somehow | vanova's parents
didn't notice that Marcos had the di sease, and so she married himin ignorance, even though
Cckhanls razor decrees that we believe the sinplest explanation: Maredo' s decay progressed |ike
every other, testes first, and all of Novinha's children were sired by soneone el se. No wonder
Marc o was bitter and angry. Every one of her six children rem nded himthat his wfe was sl eeping
with another man. It was probably part of their bargain in the beginning that she woul d not be
faithful to him But six children is rather rubbing his nose init."

"The delicious contradictions of religious life," said Jane. "She deliberately set out to commt
adul tery-- but she woul d never dream of using a contraceptive."

"Have you scanned the children's genetic pattern to find the nost likely father?"
"You mean you haven't guessed?"

"I've guessed, but | want to nake sure the clinical evidence doesn't disprove the obvious
answer . "

"I't was Libo, of course. Wiat a dog! He sired six children on Novinha, and four nore on his own
wife."

"What | don't understand," said Ender, "is why Novinha didn't marry Libo in the first place. It
mekes no sense at all for her to have married a man she obviously despi sed, whose di sease she
certainly knew about, and then to go ahead and bear children to the man she nust have | oved from
t he begi nning. "

"Twi sted and perverse are the ways of the human mind," Jane intoned. "Pinocchio was such a dolt
to try to becone a real boy. He was nuch better off with a wooden head."

* k k

Mro carefully picked his way through the forest. He recogni zed trees now and then, or thought
he did-- no human could ever have the piggies' knack for naming every single tree in the woods.
But then, humans didn't worship the trees as totenms of their ancestors, either.

Mro had deliberately chosen a | onger way to reach the piggies' |og house. Ever since Libo
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accepted Mro as a second apprentice, to work with him al ongsi de Libo's daughter, Quanda, he had
taught themthat they nmust never forma path leading fromMIlagre to the piggies' hone. Soneday,
Li bo warned them there nay be troubl e between human and piggy; we will nmake no path to guide a
pogromto its destination. So today Mro wal ked the far side of the creek, along the top of the
hi gh bank.

Sure enough, a piggy soon appeared in the near distance, watching him That was how Li bo
reasoned out, years ago, that the females nust |ive sonmewhere in that direction; the nales al ways
kept a watch on the Zenadors when they went too near. And, as Libo had insisted, Mro nade no
effort to nove any farther in the forbidden direction. H's curiosity danpened whenever he
remenbered what Libo's body | ooked |ike when he and Quanda found it. Libo had not been quite dead
yet; his eyes were open and noving. He only died when both Mro and Quanda knelt at either side of
him each hol ding a bl ood-covered hand. Ah, Libo, your blood still punped when your heart |ay
naked in your open chest. If only you could have spoken to us, one word to tell us why they killed
you.

The bank becane | ow again, and Mro [note: original text says "Libo," probable accident] crossed
the brook by running lightly on the nboss-covered stones. In a few nore mnutes he was there,
comng into the small clearing fromthe east.

Quanda was al ready there, teaching themhow to churn the creamof cabra mlk to make a sort of
butter. She had been experinenting with the process for the past several weeks before she got it
right. It would have been easier if she could have had sone help from Mdther, or even Ela, since
they knew so nuch nore about the chemical properties of cabra m |k, but cooperating with a
Bi ol ogi sta was out of the question. Gs Venerados had discovered thirty years ago that cabra mlk
was nutritionally usel ess to humans. Therefore any investigation of howto process it for storage
could only be for the piggies' benefit. Mro and Quanda could not risk anything that mght let it
be known they were breaking the | aw and actively intervening in the piggies' way of life.

The younger piggies took to butter-churning with delightthey had made a dance out of kneadi ng
the cabra bl adders and were singing now, a nonsensical song that m xed Stark, Portuguese, and two
of the piggies' own |anguages into a hopeless but hilarious nuddle. Mro tried to sort out the
| anguages. He recogni zed Mal es' Language, of course, and also a few fragnents of Fathers
Language, the | anguage they used to speak to their totemtrees; Mro recognized it only by its
sound; even Libo hadn't been able to translate a single word. It all sounded like nms and bs and
gs, with no detectable difference anong the vowels.

The piggy who had been shadowing Mro in the woods now energed and greeted the others with a
| oud hooting sound. The danci ng went on, but the song stopped i nmedi ately. Mandachuva det ached
hinsel f fromthe group around Quanda and cane to neet Mro at the clearing s edge.

"Wl come, |-Look-Upon-You-Wth-Desire." That was, of course, an extravagantly precise
translation of Mro's nane into Stark. Mandachuva | oved transl ati ng nanes back and forth between
Portuguese and Stark, even though Mro and Quanda had both explained that their nanes didn't
really nean anything at all, and it was only coincidence if they sounded |ike words. But
Mandachuva enj oyed hi s | anguage games, as so many piggies did, and so Mro answered to |-Look- Upon-
You-Wth-Desire, just as Quanda patiently answered to Vaga, which was Portuguese for "wander," the
Stark word that nost sounded |ike "Quanda. "

Mandachuva was a puzzling case. He was the ol dest of the piggies. Pipo had known him and wote
of himas though he were the nbst prestigious of the piggies. Libo, too, seenmed to think of himas
a |l eader. Wasn't his nane a slangy Portuguese termfor "boss"? Yet to Mro and Quanda, it seened
as though Mandachuva was the | east powerful and prestigious of the piggies. No one seened to
consult himon anything; he was the one piggy who always had free tinme to converse with the
Zenadors, because he was al nost never engaged in an inportant task

Still, he was the piggy who gave the nost infornmation to the Zenadors. Mro couldn't begin to
guess whether he had | ost his prestige because of his information-sharing, or shared information
with the humans to make up for his low prestige anong the piggies. It didn't even matter. The fact
was that Mro |iked Mandachuva. He thought of the old piggy as his friend.

"Has the wonman forced you to eat that foul -snelling paste?" asked Mro.
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"Pure garbage, she says. Even the baby cabras cry when they have to suck a teat." Mandachuva

gi ggl ed.

"If you leave that as a gift for the |ladyfolk, they'll never speak to you again."

"Still, we nust, we nust," said Mandachuva, sighing. "They have to see everything, the prying

maci os! "

Ah, yes, the bafflenment of the fermal es. Sonetines the piggies spoke of themw th sincere,
el aborate respect, alnost awe, as if they were gods. Then a piggy woul d say sonething as crude as
to call them"nmacios," the wornms that slithered on the bark of trees. The Zenadors couldn't even
ask about them- the piggies would never answer questions about the fenmales. There had been a time-
- along tine-- when the piggies didn't even nention the existence of females at all. Libo always
hinted darkly that the change had sonmething to do with Pipo's death. Before he died, the nention
of femal es was tabu, except with reverence at rare nonents of great holiness; afterward, the
pi ggi es al so showed this wi stful, nelancholy way of joking about "the wives." But the Zenadors
coul d never get an answer to a question about the females. The piggies made it plain that the
fermal es were none of their business.

A whistle cane fromthe group around Quanda. Mandachuva i nmedi ately began pulling Mro toward
the group. "Arrow wants to talk to you."

Mro cane and sat beside Quanda. She did not | ook at himthey had | earned | ong ago that it nade
the piggies very unconfortable when they had to watch nmale and femal e humans in direct
conversation, or even having eye contact with each other. They would talk w th CQuanda al one, but
whenever Mro was present they would not speak to her or

endure it if she spoke to them Sonetinmes it drove Mro crazy that she couldn't so nmuch as wi nk
at himin front of the piggies. He could feel her body as if she were giving off heat |ike a snal
star.

"My friend," said Arrow. "I have a great gift to ask of you."

Mro could hear Quanda tensing slightly beside him The piggies did not often ask for anything,
and it always caused difficulty when they did.

"WIl you hear ne?"

Mro nodded slowy. "But renenber that anong humans | am nothing, with no power." Libo had
di scovered that the piggies were not at all insulted to think that the humans sent powerl ess
del egates anong them while the image of inpotence hel ped themexplain the strict lintations on
what the Zenadors coul d do.

"This is not a request that comes fromus, in our silly and stupid conversations around the
night fire."

"I only wish | could hear the wisdomthat you call silliness," said Mro, as he al ways did.
"It was Rooter, speaking out of his tree, who said this."

Mro sighed silently. He liked dealing with piggy religion as little as he liked his own
peopl e's Catholicism In both cases he had to pretend to take the npbst outrageous beliefs
seriously. Wenever anything particularly daring or inportunate was said, the piggies always
ascribed it to one ancestor or another, whose spirit dwelt in one of the ubiquitous trees. It was
only in the last few years, beginning not |ong before Libo's death, that they started singling out
Rooter as the source of nost of the troublesome ideas. It was ironic that a piggy they had
executed as a rebel was now treated with such respect in their ancestor-worship.

Still, Mro responded as Libo had al ways responded. "W have nothing but honor and affection for
Rooter, if you honor him"

"W nust have netal ."
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Mro closed his eyes. So nmuch for the Zenadors' |ongstanding policy of never using netal tools
in front of the piggies. Qoviously, the piggies had observers of their own, watchi ng humans at
work from sone vantage point near the fence. "Wat do you need netal for?" he asked quietly.

"When the shuttle cane down with the Speaker for the Dead, it gave off a terrible heat, hotter
than any fire we can make. And yet the shuttle didn't burn, and it didn't nelt."

"That wasn't the metal, it was a heat-absorbent plastic shield. "

"Perhaps that helps, but netal is in the heart of that nmachine. In all your machi nes, wherever
you use fire and heat to nake things nove, there is netal. W will never be able to nake fires
Iike yours until we have netal of our own. "

"I can't," said Mro.

"Do you tell us that we are condemmed al ways to be varel se, and never ranen?"

I wish, Quanda, that you had not expl ai ned Denbst henes' Hi erarchy of Exclusion to them "You are
not condemed to anything. What we have given you so far, we have nade out of things that growin
your natural world, |ike cabras. Even that, if we were discovered, would cause us to be exiled
fromthis world, forbidden ever to see you again."

"The metal you humans use al so cones out of our natural world. W've seen your miners digging it
out of the ground far to the south of here."

Mro stored that bit of information for future reference. There was no vantage point outside the
fence where the mines would be visible. Therefore the piggies nmust be crossing the fence sonehow
and observing humans fromw thin the enclave. "It comes out of the ground, but only in certain
pl aces, which | don't know how to find. And even when they dig it up, it's nixed with other kinds
of rock. They have to purify it and transformit in very difficult processes. Every speck of neta
dug out of the ground is accounted for. If we gave you so nmuch as a single tool-- a screwdriver or
a masonry saw- it would be missed, it would be searched for. No one searches for cabra mlk."

Arrow | ooked at himsteadily for sonme tinme; Mro nmet his gaze. "We will think about this," Arrow
said. He reached out his hand toward Cal endar, who put three arrows in his hand. "Look. Are these
good?"

They were as perfect as Arrow s fletchery usually was, well-feathered and true. The innovation
was in the tip. It was not nade of obsidian

"Cabra bone," said Mro.

"We use the cabra to kill the cabra." He handed the arrows back to Cal endar. Then he got up and
wal ked away.

Cal endar hel d the sl ender wooden arrows out in front of himand sang sonething to themin
Fat hers' Language. Mro recogni zed the song, though he did not understand the words. Mandachuva
had once explained to himthat it was a prayer, asking the dead tree to forgive themfor using
tools that were not nade of wood. Otherw se, he said, the trees would think the Little Ones hated
them Religion. Mro sighed.

Cal endar carried the arrows away. Then the young piggy named Hunman took his place, squatting on
the ground in front of Mro. He was carrying a | eaf-wapped bundl e, which he laid on the dirt and
opened carefully.

It was the printout of the Hive Queen and the Hegenon that Mro had given them four years ago.
It had been part of a mnor quarrel between Mro and Quanda. Quanda began it, in a conversation
with the piggies about religion. It was not really her fault. It began wi th Mandachuva asking her,
"How can you humans |ive w thout trees?"

She understood the question, of course-- he was not speaking of woody plants, but of gods.

"We have a God, too-- a man who died and yet still lived," she explained. Just one? Then where
does he live now? "No one knows." Then what good is he? How can you talk to hinP "He dwells in our
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hearts."

They were baffled by this; Libo would later |augh and say, "You see? To them our sophisticated
t heol ogy sounds |ike superstition. Dwells in our hearts indeed! Wat kind of religion is that,
conpared to one with gods you can see and feel--"

"And clinmb and pick macios from not to nention the fact that they cut sone of them down to make
their 1og house,” said Quanda.

"Cut? Cut them down? Wthout stone or netal tools? No, Quanda, they pray them down." But CQuanda
was not anused by jokes about religion

At the piggies' request Quanda | ater brought thema printout of the Gospel of St. John fromthe
sinplified Stark paraphrase of the Douai Bible. But Mro had insisted on giving them along with
it, a printout of the Hi ve Queen and the Hegenon. "St. John says not hi ng about beings who |live on
other worlds,” Mro pointed out. "But the Speaker for the Dead explains buggers to humans-- and
humans to buggers." Quanda had been outraged at his blasphenmy. But not a year later they found the
piggies lighting fires using pages of St. John as kindling, while the Hi ve Queen and t he Hegenobn
was tenderly wapped in |leaves. It caused Quanda a great deal of grief for a while, and Mro
| earned that it was wiser not to goad her about it.

Now Human opened the printout to the last page. Mro noticed that fromthe nonent he opened the
book, all the piggies quietly gathered around. The butter-churning dance ended. Hunman touched the
| ast words of the printout. "The Speaker for the Dead," he rurnured.

"Yes, | nmet himlast night."

"He is the true Speaker. Rooter says so." Mro had warned themthat there were nmany Speakers,
and the witer of the Hive Queen and the Hegenon was surely dead. Apparently they still couldn't
get rid of the hope that the one who had cone here was the real one, who had witten the holy
book.

"l believe he's a good Speaker,
trusted."

said Mro. "He was kind to ny famly, and | think he m ght be

"When will he conme and Speak to us?"

"I didn't ask himyet. It's not sonething that | can say right out. It will take tine."
Human ti pped his head back and how ed.

Is this ny death? thought Mro.

No. The others touched Hunan gently and then hel ped himwap the printout again and carry it
away. Mro stood up to | eave. None of the piggies watched himgo. Wthout being ostentatious about
it, they were all busy doing something. He might as well have been invisible.

Quanda caught up with himjust within the forest's edge, where the underbrush made them
invisible to any possi bl e observers fromM | agre-- though no one ever bothered to | ook toward the
forest. "Mro," she called softly. He turned just in time to take her in his arns; she had such
monent um t hat he had to stagger backward to keep fromfalling down. "Are you trying to kill me?"
he asked, or tried to-- she kept kissing him which made it difficult to speak in conplete
sentences. Finally he gave up on speech and ki ssed her back, once, |ong and deep. Then she
abruptly pull ed away.

"You're getting |ibidinous," she said.
"I't happens whenever wonen attack ne and kiss ne in the forest."

"Cool your shorts, Mro, it's still a long way off. " She took himby the belt, pulled him
cl ose, kissed himagain. "Two nore years until we can marry w thout your nother's consent."

Mro did not even try to argue. He did not care nmuch about the priestly proscription of
fornication, but he did understand how vital it was in a fragile community like Ml agre for
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marriage custons to be strictly adhered to. Large and stable conmunities could absorb a reasonabl e
anount of unsanctioned coupling; Mlagre was far too snall. What Quanda did fromfaith, Mro did
fromrational thought-- despite a thousand opportunities, they were as celibate as nonks. Though
if Mro thought for one noment that they would ever have to live the sane vows of chastity in
marriage that were required in the Filhos' nonastery, Quanda's virginity would be in grave and

i mredi at e danger.

"Thi s Speaker," said Quanda. "You know how | feel about bringing himout here."”

"That's your Catholicismspeaking, not rational inquiry." He tried to kiss her, but she | owered
her face at the last nonment and he got a nouthful of nose. He kissed it passionately until she
| aughed and pushed hi m away.

"You are nessy and of fensive, Mro." She w ped her nose on her sleeve. "W already shot the
scientific nethod all to hell when we started hel ping themraise their standard of living. W have
ten or twenty years before the satellites start showi ng obvious results. By then naybe we'll have
been able to nake a permanent difference. But we've got no chance if we let a stranger in on the
project. He'll tell somebody."

"Maybe he will and maybe he won't. | was a stranger once, you know. "

"Strange, but never a stranger."

"You had to see himlast night, Quanda. Wth Gego first, and then when Quara woke up crying--"
"Desperate, lonely children-- what does that prove?"

"And El a. Laughing. And 4 hado, actually taking part in the fanmly."

" Qui e

"At | east he stopped yelling for the infidel to go hone."

"I"'mglad for your famly, Mro. | hope he can heal them permanently, | really do-- | can see
the difference in you, too, you' re nore hopeful than I've seen you in a long tinme. But don't bring
hi m out here."

Mro chewed on the side of his cheek for a nmonment, then wal ked away. Quanda ran after him
caught himby the arm They were in the open, but Rooter's tree was between them and the gate.
"Don't leave nme like that!" she said fiercely. "Don't just walk away from ne!"

"I know you're right," Mro said. "But | can't help how | feel. Wen he was in our house, it was
like-- it was as if Libo had come there."

"Fat her hated your mother, Mro, he would never have gone there."

"But if he had. In our house this Speaker was the way Libo always was in the Station. Do you
see?"

"Do you? He cones in and acts the way your father should have but never did, and every single
one of you rolls over belly-up like a puppy dog."

The contenpt on her face was infuriating. Mro wanted to hit her. Instead he wal ked over and
sl apped his hand agai nst Rooter's tree. In only a quarter of a century it had grown to al nost
eighty centineters in dianmeter, and the bark was rough and pai nful on his hand.

She came up behind him "lI'msorry, Mro, | didn't nean--"
"You nmeant it, but it was stupid and selfish--"
"Yes, it was, I|--"

"Just because ny father was scum doesn't nmean | go belly-up for the first nice nman who pats ny
head--"
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Her hand stroked his hair, his shoulder, his waist. "I know, | know, | know-"

"Because | know what a good man is-- not just a father, a good man. | knew Libo, didn't 1? And
when | tell you that this Speaker, this Andrew Wggin is like Libo, then you listen to nme and
don't dismss it like the whinpering of a ¢ o!"

"l do listen. | want to neet him Mro."

Mro surprised hinself. He was crying. It was all part of what this Speaker could do, even when
he wasn't present. He had | oosened all the tight places in Mro's heart, and now Mro coul dn't
stop anything from comi ng out.

"You're right, too," said Mro softly, his voice distorted with enption. "I saw himcone in with
his healing touch and | thought, If only he had been ny father." He turned to face Quanda, not
caring if she saw his eyes red and his face streaked with tears. "Just the way | used to say that
every day when | went home fromthe Zenador's Station. If only Libo were ny father, if only I were
his son."

She smiled and held him her hair took the tears fromhis face. "Ah, Mro, |I'mglad he wasn't
your father. Because then |I'd be your sister, and | could never hope to have you for nyself."

Chapter 10 -- Children of the Mnd

Rule 1: Al Children of the Mnd of Christ nust be nmarried, or they may not be in the order; but
they must be chaste.

Question 1: Wiy is nmarriage necessary for anyone?

Fool s say, Wy should we nmarry? Love is the only bond ny lover and | need. To them | say,
Marriage is not a covenant between a man and a worman; even the beasts cl eave together and produce
their young. Marriage is a covenant between a nman and wonan on the one side and their comunity on
the other. To marry according to the | aw of the conmmunity is to become a full citizen; to refuse
marriage is to be a stranger, a child, an outlaw, a slave, or a traitor. The one constant in every
soci ety of humankind is that only those who obey the | aws, tabus, and custons of narriage are true
adul ts.

Question 2: Wiy then is celibacy ordained for priests and nuns?

To separate themfromthe community. The priests and nuns are servants, not citizens. They
mnister to the Church, but they are not the Church. Mdther Church is the bride, and Christ is the
bri degroom the priests and nuns are nerely guests at the wedding, for they have rejected
citizenship in the conmunity of Christ in order to serve it.

Question 3: Wiy then do the Children of the Mnd of Christ nmarry? Do we not al so serve the
Chur ch?

We do not serve the Church, except as all wonen and nen serve it through their marriages. The
difference is that where they pass on their genes to the next generation, we pass on our
know edge; their legacy is found in the genetic nol ecul es of generations to cone, while we live on
in their mnds. Menories are the offspring of our marriages, and they are neither nore or |ess
worthy than the flesh-and-bl ood children conceived in sacramental |ove.

-- San Angel o, The Rule and Catechismof the Order of the Children of the Mnd of Christ,
1511:11:11:1

The Dean of the Cathedral carried the silence of dark chapel s and nassive, soaring walls wherever
he went: Wen he entered the classroom a heavy peace fell upon the students, and even their
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breat hi ng was guarded as he noiselessly drifted to the front of the room
"Dom Crist o," nmurnured the Dean. "The Bishop has need of consultation with you."

The students, nost of themin their teens, were not so young that they didn't know of the
strained relations between the hierarchy of the Church and the rather freewheeling nonastics who
ran nmost of the Catholic schools in the Hundred Worlds. Dom Crist o, besides being an excell ent
teacher of history, geology, archaeol ogy, and anthropol ogy, was al so abbot of the nonastery of the
Fil hos da Mente de Cristo-- the Children of the Mnd of Christ. H's position nade himthe Bishop's
primary rival for spiritual supremacy in Lusitania. In sone ways he could even be considered the
Bi shop's superior; on nost worlds there was only one abbot of the Filhos for each archbi shop
while for each bishop there was a principal of a school system

But Dom Crist o, like all Filhos, nmade it a point to be conpletely deferent to the Church
hi erarchy. At the Bishop's sumobns he imredi ately switched off the lectern and dism ssed the cl ass
wi thout so much as conpl eting the point under discussion. The students were not surprised; they
knew he woul d do the sane if any ordained priest had interrupted his class. It was, of course,
i mensely flattering to the priesthood to see how inportant they were in the eyes of the Fil hos;
but it also nmade it plain to themthat any tinme they visited the school during teaching hours,
cl asswork woul d be completely disrupted wherever they went. As a result, the priests rarely
visited the school, and the Filhos, through extrene deference, maintained al nost conplete
i ndependence.

Dom Crist o had a pretty good idea why the Bishop had sumoned him Dr. Navio was an indi screet
man, and runors had been flying all norning about sone dreadful threat by the Speaker for the
Dead. It was hard for DomCrist o to bear the groundl ess fears of the hierarchy whenever they were
confronted with infidels and heretics. The Bishop would be in a fury, which neant that he woul d
demand sone action from sonebody, even though the best course, as usual, was inaction, patience,
cooperation. Besides, word had spread that this particular Speaker clainmed to be the very one who
Spoke the death of San Angelo. |If that was the case, he was probably not an eneny at all, but a
friend of the Church. O at least a friend of the Filhos, which in DomCrist 0's mnd anounted to
the sane thing.

As he followed the silent Dean anong the buildings of the facul dade and through the garden of
the Cathedral, he cleared his heart of the anger and annoyance he felt. Over and over he repeated
his monastic name: Amai a Tudonundo Para Que Deus Vos Ane. Ye Miust Love Everyone So That God W |
Love You. He had chosen the nane carefully when he and his fianc, joined the order, for he knew
that his greatest weakness was anger and inpatience with stupidity. Like all Filhos, he naned
hinself with the invocation against his nost potent sin. It was one of the ways they nade
t hensel ves spiritually naked before the world. We will not clothe ourselves in hypocrisy, taught
San Angelo. Christ will clothe us in virtue like the lilies of the field, but we will nake no
effort to appear virtuous ourselves. DomCrist o felt his virtue wearing thin in places today; the
cold wind of inpatience mght freeze himto the bone. So he silently chanted his nane, thinking:
Bi shop Peregrino is a damed fool, but Amai a Tudonundo Para Que Deus Vos Ane.

"Brother Amai," said Bishop Peregrino. He never used the honorific Dom Crist o, even though
cardi nal s had been known to give that nmuch courtesy. "It was good of you to cone."

Navi o was already sitting in the softest chair, but Dom Crist o did not begrudge himthat.
I ndol ence had nade Navio fat, and his fat now nade himindolent; it was such a circul ar di sease,
feeding always on itself, and Dom Crist o was grateful not to be so afflicted. He chose for
hinself a tall stool with no back at all. It would keep his body fromrel axi ng, and that would
help his mind to stay alert.

Navi o al nost at once |aunched into an account of his painful neeting with the Speaker for the
Dead, conplete with el aborate explanations of what the Speaker had threatened to do if
noncooperation continued. "An inquisitor, if you can imagine that! An infidel daring to supplant
the authority of Mdther Church!"™ OCh, how the |ay nenber gets the crusading spirit when Mt her
Church is threatened-- but ask himto go to mass once a week, and the crusading spirit curls up
and goes to sl eep.

Navi o' s words di d have sonme effect: Bishop Peregrino grew nore and nore angry, his face getting
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a pi nkish tinge under the deep brown of his skin. Wen Navio's recitation finally ended, Peregrino
turned to DomCrist o, his face a mask of fury, and said, "Now what do you say, Brother Amai!"

I would say, if | were |l ess discreet, that you were a fool to interfere with this Speaker when
you knew the |l aw was on his side and when he had done nothing to harmus. Now he is provoked, and
is far nore dangerous than he woul d ever have been if you had sinply ignhored his coning

Dom Crist o smiled thinly and inclined his head. "I think that we should strike first to renove
his power to harmus."

Those mlitant words took Bi shop Peregrino by surprise. "Exactly," he said. "But | never
expected you to understand that."

"The Fil hos are as ardent as any unordai ned Christian could hope to be," said Dom Crist o. "But
since we have no priesthood, we have to nake do with reason and | ogi c as poor substitutes for
authority."

Bi shop Peregrino suspected irony fromtine to tine, but was never quite able to pin it down. He
grunted, and his eyes narrowed. "So, then, Brother Ammi, how do you propose to strike hinP"

"Well, Father Peregrino, the lawis quite explicit. He has power over us only if we interfere
with his performance of his mnisterial duties. If we wish to strip himof the power to harm us
we have nerely to cooperate with him™

The Bi shop roared and struck the table before himwith his fist. "Just the sort of sophistry I
shoul d have expected fromyou, Anmai!"

Dom Crist o snmiled. "There's really no alternative-- either we answer his questions, or he
petitions with conplete justice for inquisitorial status, and you board a starship for the Vatican
to answer charges of religious persecution. W are all too fond of you, Bishop Peregrino, to do
anyt hing that woul d cause your renmpoval fromoffice.”

"Ch, yes, | know all about your fondness."

"The Speakers for the Dead are really quite innocuous-- they set up no rival organization, they
perform no sacranents, they don't even claimthat the Hive Queen and the Hegenon is a work of
scripture. They only thing they do is try to discover the truth about the lives of the dead, and
then tell everyone who will listen the story of a dead person's life as the dead one nmeant to live
it."

"And you pretend to find that harm ess?"

"On the contrary. San Angel o founded our order precisely because the telling of truth is such a
powerful act. But | think it is far less harnful then, say, the Protestant Reformation. And the
revocation of our Catholic License on the grounds of religious persecution would guarantee the
i mredi at e aut hori zati on of enough non-Catholic inmmigration to nmake us represent no nore than a
third of the popul ation."”

Bi shop Peregrino fondled his ring. "But would the Starways Congress actually authorize that?
They have a fixed limt on the size of this colony-- bringing in that many infidels would far
exceed that limt."

"But you nust know that they've already nade provision for that. Why do you think two starships
have been left in orbit around our planet? Since a Catholic License guarantees unrestricted
popul ation growh, they will sinply carry off our excess population in forced em gration. They
expect to do it in a generation or two-- what's to stop them from begi nni ng now?"

"They wouldn't."

"Starways Congress was forned to stop the jihads and pogrons that were going on in half a dozen
places all the tinme. An invocation of the religious persecution laws is a serious natter."

"It is entirely out of proportion! One Speaker for the Dead is called for by sone hal f-crazed
heretic, and suddenly we're confronted with forced enigration!"
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"My beloved father, this has always been the way of things between the secular authority and the
religious. W nmust be patient, if for no other reason than this: They have all the guns.™

Navi o chuckl ed at that.

"They may have the guns, but we hold the keys of heaven and hell," said the Bi shop

"And I'm sure that half of Starways Congress already withes in anticipation. In the neantimne,
t hough, perhaps |I can help ease the pain of this awkward time. |Instead of your having to publicly
retract your earlier remarks--" (your stupid, destructive, bigoted remarks) "--let it be known
that you have instructed the Filhos da Mente de Cristo to bear the onerous burden of answering the
questions of this infidel."

"You may not know all the answers that he wants," said Navio.

"But we can find out the answers for him can't we? Perhaps this way the people of MIlagre wll
never have to answer to the Speaker directly; instead they will speak only to harm ess brothers
and sisters of our order."

"I n other words,
infidel."

said Peregrino dryly, "the nonks of your order will becone servants of the

Dom Crist o silently chanted his nane three tines.

* % %

Not since he was a child in the mlitary had Ender felt so clearly that he was in eneny

territory. The path up the hill fromthe praga was worn fromthe steps of many worshippers' feet,
and the cathedral dome was so tall that except for a few nmonments on the steepest slope, it was
visible all the way up the hill. The primary school was on his left hand, built in terraces up the

slope; to the right was the Vila dos Professores, named for the teachers but in fact inhabited
nmostly by the groundskeepers, janitors, clerks, counselors, and other nenials. The teachers that
Ender saw all wore the grey robes of the Filhos, and they eyed himcuriously as he passed.

The enmty began when he reached the top of the hill, a wi de, alnost flat expanse of |awn and
garden i mmacul ately tended, with crushed ores fromthe smelter naking neat paths. Here is the
worl d of the Church, thought Ender, everything in its place and no weeds all owed. He was aware of
the many watching him but now the robes were black or orange, priests and deacons, their eyes
mael evol ent with authority under threat. Wiat do | steal fromyou by com ng here? Ender asked them
silently. But he knew that their hatred was not undeserved. He was a wild herb growing in the well-
tended garden; wherever he stepped, disorder threatened, and nmany lovely flowers would die if he
took root and sucked the life fromtheir soil

Jane chatted amiably with him trying to provoke himinto answering her, but Ender refused to be
caught by her ganme. The priests would not see his |lips nove; there was a considerable faction in
the Church that regarded inplants like the jewel in his ear as a sacrilege, trying to inprove on a
body that God had created perfect.

"How many priests can this conmunity support, Ender?" she said, pretending to marvel

Ender would have liked to retort that she already had the exact nunber of themin her files. One
of her pleasures was to say annoyi ng things when he was not in a position to answer, or even to
publicly acknow edge that she was speaking in his ear

"Drones that don't even reproduce. If they don't copul ate, doesn't evol ution demand that they
expire?" OF course she knew that the priests did nost of the adnministrative and public service
work of the community. Ender conposed his answers to her as if he could speak themaloud. If the
priests weren't there, then government or business or guilds or some other group would expand to
take up the burden. Sonme sort of rigid hierarchy always enmerged as the conservative force in a
community, maintaining its identity despite the constant variati ons and changes that beset it. If
there were no powerful advocate of orthodoxy, the comunity would inevitably disintegrate. A
power ful orthodoxy is annoying, but essential to the conmunity. Hadn't Valentine witten about
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this in her book on Zanzi bar? She conpared the priestly class to the skeleton of vertebrates.

Just to show himthat she could anticipate his argunents even when he couldn't say them al oud,
Jane supplied the quotation; teasingly, she spoke it in Valentine's own voice, which she had
obviously stored away in order to tornent him "The bones are hard and by thensel ves seem dead and
stony, but by rooting into and pulling against the skeleton, the rest of the body carries out all
the nmotions of life.™

The sound of Valentine's voice hurt himnore than he expected, certainly nore than Jane woul d
have intended. His step slowed. He realized that it was her absence that made him so sensitive to
the priests' hostility. He had bearded the Calvinist lion in its den, he had wal ked
phi | osophi cal | y naked anbng the burning coals of Islam and Shinto fanatics had sung death threats
outside his window in Kyoto. But always Val entine had been close-- in the sane city, breathing the
same air, afflicted by the sane weather. She woul d speak courage to himas he set out; he would
return fromconfrontati on and her conversation would make sense even of his failures, giving him
smal | shreds of triunph even in defeat. | left her a mere ten days ago, and now, already, | fee
the I ack of her.

"To the left, | think," said Jane. Mercifully, she was using her own voice now. "The nonastery
is at the western edge of the hill, overlooking the Zenador's Station."

He passed al ongsi de the facul dade, where students fromthe age of twelve studied the higher
sciences. And there, lowto the ground, the nonastery lay waiting. He sniled at the contrast
between the cathedral and the nonastery. The Filhos were alnost offensive in their rejection of
magni fi cence. No wonder the hierarchy resented them wherever they went. Even the nonastery garden
made a rebellious statenent-- everything that wasn't a vegetabl e garden was abandoned to weeds and
unmown gr ass.

The abbot was called Dom Crist o, of course; it would have been Dona Crist o had the abbot been
a wonan. In this place, because there was only one escol a bai xa and one facul dade, there was only
one principal; with elegant sinplicity, the husband headed the nonastery and his wi fe the school s,
ennmeshing all the affairs of the order in a single narriage. Ender had told San Angelo right at
the beginning that it was the height of pretension, not humlity at all, for the | eaders of the
nonasteries and schools to be called "Sir Christian" or "Lady Christian," arrogating to thensel ves
atitle that should belong to every follower of Christ inpartially. San Angelo had only smled--
because, of course, that was precisely what he had in mnd. Arrogant in his humlity, that's what
he was, and that was one of the reasons that | |oved him

Dom Crist o canme out into the courtyard to greet himinstead of waiting for himin his
escritorio-- part of the discipline of the order was to i nconveni ence yourself deliberately in
favor of those you serve. "Speaker Andrew!” he cried. "Dom Ceifeiro!" Ender called in return
Ceifeiro-- reaper-- was the order's own title for the office of abbot; school principals were
call ed Aradores, plownen, and teachi ng nonks were Seneadores, Ssowers.

The Ceifeiro smled at the Speaker's rejection of his conmon title, Dom Crist o. He knew how
mani pul ative it was to require other people to call the Filhos by their titles and nmade-up nanes.
As San Angel o said, "Wen they call you by your title, they adnit you are a Christian; when they
call you by your nane, a sernon comes fromtheir own lips." He took Ender by the shoul ders,
smiled, and said, "Yes, I'mthe Ceifeiro. And what are you to us-- our infestation of weeds?"

"I try to be a blight wherever | go."

"Beware, then, or the Lord of the Harvest will burn you with the tares."

"I know- damation is only a breath away, and there's no hope of getting me to repent."
"The priests do repentance. Qur job is teaching the mnd. It was good of you to cone.”

"I't was good of you to invite me here. | had been reduced to the crudest sort of bludgeoning in
order to get anyone to converse with ne at all."

The Ceifeiro understood, of course, that the Speaker knew the invitation had come only because
of his inquisitorial threat. But Brother Amai preferred to keep the di scussion cheerful. "Cone,
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now, is it true you knew San Angel 0? Are you the very one who Spoke his death?"

Ender gestured toward the tall weeds peering over the top of the courtyard wall. "He would have
approved of the disarray of your garden. He |oved provoki ng Cardi nal Aquila, and no doubt your
Bi shop Peregrino also curls his nose in disgust at your shoddy groundskeeping."

Dom Crist o wi nked. "You know too many of our secrets. If we help you find answers to your
guestions, will you go away?"

"There's hope. The longest |'ve stayed anywhere since | began serving as a Speaker was the year
and a half | lived in Reykjavik, on Trondheim™

"I wish you'd promise us a simlar brevity here. | ask, not for nyself, but for the peace of
m nd of those who wear nuch heavi er robes than mine.”

Ender gave the only sincere answer that night help set the Bishop's nmind at ease. "I pronise
that if | ever find a place to settle down, I'Il shed nmy title of Speaker and become a productive
citizen."

"In a place like this, that would include conversion to Catholicism"

"San Angel o nade me promise years ago that if | ever got religion, it would be his."
"Sormehow t hat does not sound |ike a sincere protestation of faith."

"That's because | haven't any."

The Ceifeiro laughed as if he knew better, and insisted on showi ng Ender around the nonastery
and the schools before getting to Ender's questions. Ender didn't mind-- he wanted to see how far
San Angelo's ideas had cone in the centuries since his death. The schools seened pl easant enough
and the quality of education was high; but it was dark before the Ceifeiro |l ed himback to the
monastery and into the small cell that he and his w fe, the Aradora, shared.

Dona Crist was already there, creating a series of grammatical exercises on the term na
bet ween the beds. They waited until she found a stopping place before addressing her.

The Ceifeiro introduced himas Speaker Andrew. "But he seens to find it hard to call nme Dom
Crist o."

"So does the Bishop,” said his wife. "My true nane is Detestai o Pecado e Fazei o Direito." Hate
Sin and Do the Right, Ender translated. "My husband's nanme lends itself to a | ovely shortening--
Amai, love ye. But mine? Can you inmagine shouting to a friend, O! Detestai! " They all |aughed
"Love and Loathing, that's who we are, husband and wife. What will you call ne, if the nane
Christian is too good for me?"

Ender | ooked at her face, beginning to wrinkle enough that soneone nore critical than he m ght
call her old. Still, there was laughter in her snmile and a vigor in her eyes that nade her seem
much younger, even younger than Ender. "I would call you Bel eza, but your husband woul d accuse ne
of flirting with you."

"No, he would call ne Bel adona-- from beauty to poison in one nasty little joke. Wuldn't you,
Dom Cri st 0?"

"I't's my job to keep you hunble."

"Just as it's nmy job to keep you chaste," she answered.

At that, Ender couldn't help | ooking fromone bed to the other

"Ah, another one who's curious about our celibate marriage," said the Ceifeiro.

"No," said Ender. "But | remenber San Angel o urging husband and wife to share a single bed."

"The only way we could do that," said the Aradora, "is if one of us slept at night and the other
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in the day."

"The rul es nust be adapted to the strength of the Filhos da Mente," the Ceifeiro explained. "No
doubt there are sone that can share a bed and renmain celibate, but ny wife is still too beautiful
and the lusts of nmy flesh too insistent."”

"That was what San Angel o intended. He said that the marriage bed should be the constant test of
your |ove of know edge. He hoped that every man and wonman in the order would, after a tine, choose
to reproduce thenselves in the flesh as well as in the mnd."

"But the nonent we do that,"” said the Ceifeiro, "then we nust |eave the Filhos."

"It's the thing our dear San Angel o did not understand, because there was never a true nonastery
of the order during his life," said the Aradora. "The nonastery becomes our famly, and to | eave
it would be as painful as divorce. Once the roots go down, the plant can't cone up again w thout
great pain and tearing. So we sleep in separate beds, and we have just enough strength to renmain
in our bel oved order."

She spoke with such contentnment that quite against his will, Ender's eyes welled with tears. She
saw it, blushed, |ooked away. "Don't weep for us, Speaker Andrew. W have far nore joy than
suffering."

"You misunderstand,” said Ender. "My tears weren't for pity, but for beauty."”

"No," said the Ceifeiro, "even the celibate priests think that our chastity in marriage is, at
best, eccentric.”

"But | don't," said Ender. For a nonent he wanted to tell themof his |ong conpani onship with
Val entine, as close and loving as a wife, and yet chaste as a sister. But the thought of her took
words away fromhim He sat on the Ceifeiro's bed and put his face in his hands.

"I's sonmet hing wong?" asked the Aradora. At the sane tine, the Ceifeiro' s hand rested gently on
hi s head.

Ender lifted his head, trying to shake off the sudden attack of |ove and |longing for Valentine
"I'mafraid that this voyage has cost me nore than any other. | left behind ny sister, who
traveled with ne for many years. She married in Reykjavik. To nme, it seens only a week or so since
I left her, but I find that I mss her nore than | expected. The two of you--"

"Are you telling us that you are also celibate?" asked the Ceifeiro.

"And wi dowed now as well," whispered the Aradora.

It did not seemat all incongruous to Ender to have his loss of Valentine put in those terms.

Jane murrmured in his ear. "If this is part of sone master plan of yours, Ender, | adnit it's
much too deep for ne."

But of course it wasn't part of a plan at all. It frightened Ender to feel hinmself |o0sing
control like this. Last night in the Ri beira house he was the naster of the situation; now he felt
hi msel f surrendering to these married nonks with as nuch abandonnent as either Quara or Grego had
shown.

"I think," said the Ceifeiro, "that you came here seeking answers to nore questions than you
knew. "

"You nust be so lonely,"
| ooki ng for one, too?"

said the Aradora. "Your sister has found her resting place. Are you
"I don't think so," said Ender. "lI'mafraid |'ve inmposed on your hospitality too nuch
Unor dai ned nonks aren't supposed to hear confessions."”

The Aradora | aughed al oud. "Ch, any Catholic can hear the confession of an infidel."
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The Ceifeiro did not |augh, however. "Speaker Andrew, you have obviously given us nore trust
than you ever planned, but | can assure you that we deserve that trust. And in the process, ny
friend, I have come to believe that | can trust you. The Bishop is afraid of you, and | adnit
had ny own m sgivings, but not anynore. I'Il help you if | can, because | believe you will not
knowi ngly cause harmto our little village."

"Ah," whispered Jane, "I see it now. A very clever naneuver on your part, Ender. You're rmnuch
better at playacting than | ever knew. "

Her gi bing nade Ender feel cynical and cheap, and he did what he had never done before. He
reached up to the jewel, found the small disengaging pin, and with his fingernail pried it to the
side, then down. The jewel went dead. Jane could no |onger speak into his ear, no | onger see and
hear fromhis vantage point. "Let's go outside,” Ender said.

They understood perfectly what he had just done, since the function of such an inplant was well
known; they saw it as proof of his desire for private and earnest conversation, and so they
willingly agreed to go. Ender had neant switching off the jewel to be tenporary, a response to
Jane's insensitivity; he had thought to switch on the interface in only a few mnutes. But the way
the Aradora and the Ceifeiro seened to relax as soon as the jewel was inactive nade it inpossible
to switch it back on, for a while at |east.

Qut on the nighttine hillside, in conversation with the Aradora and the Ceifeiro, he forgot that
Jane was not listening. They told himof Novinha's childhood solitude, and how they renenbered
seeing her cone alive through Pipo's fatherly care, and Libo's friendship. "But fromthe night of
his death, she becane dead to us all."

Novi nha never knew of the discussions that took place concerning her. The sorrows of nost
children m ght not have warranted neetings in the Bishop's chanbers, conversations in the
nmonast ery among her teachers, endless speculations in the Mayor's office. Mst children, after
all, were not the daughter of Os Venerados; nost were not their planet's only xenobi ol ogi st.

"She becane very bland and busi nesslike. She nmade reports on her work with adapting native plant
life for human use, and Earthborn plants for survival on Lusitania. She always answered every
question easily and cheerfully and innocuously. But she was dead to us, she had no friends. W
even asked Libo, God rest his soul, and he told us that he, who had been her friend, he did not
even get the cheerful enptiness she showed to everyone el se. Instead she raged at hi mand forbade
himto ask her any questions." The Ceifeiro peeled a blade of native grass and |icked the |iquid
of its inner surface. "You might try this, Speaker Andrew- it has an interesting flavor, and
since your body can't netabolize a bit of it, it's quite harm ess."

"You m ght warn him husband, that the edges of the grass can slice his |lips and tongue |ike
razor bl ades."

"l was about to."

Ender | aughed, peeled a blade, and tasted it. Sour cinnamon, a hint of citrus, the heavi ness of
stale breath-- the taste was redol ent of many things, few of them pleasant, but it was al so
strong. "This could be addictive."

"My husband is about to nake an allegorical point, Speaker Andrew. Be warned."

The Ceifeiro laughed shyly. "Didn't San Angel o say that Christ taught the correct way, by
i kening new t hings to ol d?"

"The taste of the grass," said Ender. "Wiat does it have to do w th Novi nha?"

"It's very oblique. But | think Novinha tasted something not at all pleasant, but so strong it
overcame her, and she could never let go of the flavor."

"What was it?"

"I'n theol ogical terns? The pride of universal guilt. It's a formof vanity and egomani a. She
hol ds hersel f responsible for things that could not possibly be her fault. As if she controlled
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everything, as if other people's suffering cane about as puni shment for her sins.”

"She bl anmes herself," said the Aradora, "for Pipo's death."

"She's not a fool," said Ender. "She knows it was the piggies, and she knows that Pipo went to
them al one. How could it be her fault?"

"When this thought first occurred to ne, | had the same objection. But then |I |ooked over the
transcripts and the recordings of the events of the night of Pipo's death. There was only one hint
of anything-- a remark that Libo nade, asking Novinha to show himwhat she and Pi po had been
wor ki ng on just before Pipo went to see the piggies. She said no. That was all-- soneone el se
interrupted and t hey never cane back to the subject, not in the Zenador's Station, anyway, not
where the recordings could pick it up."”

"I't nmade us both wonder what went on just before Pipo's death, Speaker Andrew," said the
Aradora. "Wy did Pipo rush out like that? Had they quarrel ed over sonething? Was he angry? \Wen
soneone dies, a loved one, and your |ast contact with themwas angry or spiteful, then you begin
to blane yourself. If only I hadn't said this, if only |I hadn't said that."

"We tried to reconstruct what m ght have happened that night. W went to the conputer |ogs, the
ones that automatically retain working notes, a record of everything done by each person | ogged
on. And everything pertaining to her was conpletely sealed up. Not just the files she was actually
wor ki ng on. W couldn't even get to the | ogs of her connect time. W couldn't even find out what
files they were that she was hiding fromus. W sinply couldn't get in. Neither could the Mayor,
not with her ordinary overrides--"

The Aradora nodded. "it was the first time anyone had ever | ocked up public files like that--
working files, part of the |labor of the colony."

"I't was an outrageous thing for her to do. O course the Mayor coul d have used energency
override powers, but what was the emergency? W'd have to hold a public hearing, and we didn't
have any legal justification. Just concern for her, and the | aw has no respect for people who pry
for soneone el se's good. Soneday perhaps we'll see what's in those files, what it was that passed
bet ween them just before Pipo died. She can't erase them because they're public business."

It didn't occur to Ender that Jane was not listening, that he had shut her out. He assuned that
as soon as she heard this, she was overriding every protection Novinha had set up and di scovering
what was in her files.

"And her marriage to Marcos," said the Aradora. "Everyone knew it was insane. Libo wanted to
marry her, he nmade no secret of that. But she said no."

"It's as if she were saying, | don't deserve to marry the man who coul d rmake nme happy. 1'l
marry the man who'll be vicious and brutal, who'll give nme the punishnent that | deserve." The
Ceifeiro sighed. "Her desire for self-punishnment kept them apart forever." He reached out and
touched his w fe's hand.

Ender waited for Jane to make a smirking coment about how there were six children to prove that
Li bo and Novi nha didn't stay conpletely apart. Wen she didn't say it, Ender finally renmenbered
that he had turned off the interface. But now, with the Ceifeiro and the Aradora watching him he
couldn't very well turn it back on

Because he knew that Libo and Novi nha had been | overs for years, he also knew that the Ceifeiro
and the Aradora were wong. Ch, Novinha mght well feel guilty-- that would explain why she
endured Marcos, why she cut herself off fromnost other people. But it wasn't why she didn't marry
Li bo; no matter how guilty she felt, she certainly thought she deserved the pleasures of Libo's
bed.

It was marriage with Libo, not Libo hinself that she rejected. And that was not an easy choice
in so small a colony, especially a Catholic one. So what was it that cane along with nmarriage, but
not with adultery? Wiat was it she was avoidi ng?

"So you see, it's still a nystery to us. If you really intend to speak Marcos Ribeira's death,
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sonehow you' Il have to answer that question-- why did she marry hin? And to answer that, you have
to figure out why Pipo died. And ten thousand of the finest minds in the Hundred Wrl ds have been
wor ki ng on that for nore than twenty years."

"But | have an advantage over all those finest minds," said Ender
"And what is that?" asked the Ceifeiro.
"I have the help of people who | ove Novinha."

"W haven't been able to help ourselves," said the Aradora. "W haven't been able to hel p her
either."

"Maybe we can hel p each other," said Ender

The Ceifeiro | ooked at him put a hand on his shoulder. "If you nean that, Speaker Andrew, then
you'll be as honest with us as we have been with you. You'll tell us the idea that just occurred
to you not ten seconds ago."

Ender paused a nmonent, then nodded gravely. "I don't think Novinha refused to marry Libo out of
guilt. | think she refused to marry himto keep himfromgetting access to those hidden files."

"Why?" asked the Ceifeiro. "Was she afraid he'd find out that she had quarreled with Pipo?"

"I don't think she quarreled with Pipo," said Ender. "I think she and Pi po discovered sonet hing,
and the know edge of it led to Pipo's death. That's why she | ocked the files. Sonehow the
information in themis fatal."

The Ceifeiro shook his head. "No, Speaker Andrew. You don't understand the power of guilt.
People don't ruin their whole lives for a few bits of information-- but they'll do it for an even
smal | er amobunt of self-blane. You see, she did marry Marcos Riberia. And that was self-
puni shment . "

Ender didn't bother to argue. They were right about Novinha's guilt; why el se would she | et
Marcos Ri beira beat her and never conplain about it? The guilt was there. But there was anot her
reason for marrying Marc o. He was sterile and ashanmed of it; to hide his lack of nanhood fromthe
town, he would endure a marriage of systematic cuckoldry. Novinha was willing to suffer, but not
willing to live without Libo's body and Libo's children. No, the reason she wouldn't marry Libo
was to keep himfromthe secrets in her files, because whatever was in there would make the
piggies kill him

How ironic, then. How ironic that they killed himanyway.

Back in his little house, Ender sat at the terminal and summoned Jane, again and agai n. She
hadn't spoken to himat all on the way hone, though as soon as he turned the jewel back on he
apol ogi zed profusely. She didn't answer at the term nal, either.

Only now did he realize that the jewel neant far nore to her than it did to him He had nerely
been di sni ssing an annoying interruption, like a troublesome child. But for her, the jewel was her
constant contact with the only human bei ng who knew her. They had been interrupted before, many
tinmes, by space travel, by sleep; but this was the first tinme he had switched her off. It was as
if the one person who knew her now refused to admit that she existed.

He pictured her like Quara, crying in her bed, longing to be picked up and held, reassured. Only
she was not a flesh-and-blood child. He couldn't go looking for her. He could only wait and hope
t hat she returned.

What did he know about her? He had no way of guessing how deep her emptions ran. It was even
renotely possible that to her the jewel was herself, and by switching it off he had killed her

No, he told hinself. She's there, sonewhere in the philotic connections between the hundreds of
ansi bl es spread anmong the star systens of the Hundred Worl ds.

"Forgive ne," he typed into the termnal. "I need you."
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But the jewel in his ear was silent, the term nal stayed still and cold. He had not realized how
dependent he was on her constant presence with him He had thought that he valued his solitude;
now, though, with solitude forced upon him he felt an urgent need to talk, to be heard by
sonmeone, as if he could not be sure he even existed w thout soneone's conversation as evi dence.

He even took the hive queen from her hiding place, though what passed between them could hardly
be thought of as conversation. Even that was not possible now, however. Her thoughts cane to him
di ffusely, weakly, and without the words that were so difficult for her; just a feeling of
questioning and an i mage of her cocoon being laid within a cool danmp place, |ike a cave or the
holl ow of a living tree. <Now?> she seenmed to be asking. No, he had to answer, not yet, |I'msorry--
but she didn't linger for his apology, just slipped away, went back to whatever or whonever she
had found for conversation of her own sort, and there was nothing for Ender but to sleep

And t hen, when he awoke again late at night, gnawed by guilt at what he had unfeelingly done to
Jane, he sat again at the termnal and typed. "Come back to ne, Jane,"” he wote. "I |love you." And
then he sent the nessage by ansible, out to where she could not possibly ignore it. Soneone in the
Mayor's office would read it, as all open ansible nessages were read; no doubt the Mayor, the
Bi shop, and Dom Crist o would all know about it by norning. Let them wonder who Jane was, and why
t he Speaker cried out to her across the lightyears in the mddle of the night. Ender didn't care
For now he had | ost both Valentine and Jane, and for the first time in twenty years he was utterly
al one.

Chapter 11 -- Jane

The power of Starways Congress has been sufficient to keep the peace, not only between worlds
but between nations on each single world, and that peace has |asted for nearly two thousand years.

What few people understand is the fragility of our power. It does not cone fromgreat arm es or
irresistible armadas, It cones fromour control of the network of ansibles that carry information
instantly fromworld to world

No worl d dares of fend us, because they would be cut off fromall advances in science,
technol ogy, art, literature, |earning, and entertai nment except what their own world mi ght
produce.

That is why, in its great wisdom the Stairways Congress has turned over control of the ansible
network to conputers, and the control of conputers to the ansible network. So closely intertw ned
are all our information systens that no human power except Starways Congress could ever interrupt
the flow. We need no weapons, because the only weapon that natters, the ansible, is conpletely
under our control

-- Congressor Jan Van Hoot, "The Informational Foundation of Political Power," Political Trends,
1930: 2: 22: 22

For a very long time, alnost three seconds, Jane could not understand what had happened to her.
Everyt hing functioned, of course: The satellite-based groundlink conputer reported a cessation of
transm ssions, with an orderly stepdown, which clearly inplied that Ender had sw tched off the
interface in the normal nmanner. It was routine; on worlds where conputer interface inplants were
comon, switch-on and switch-off happened mllions of times an hour. And Jane had just as easy
access to any of the others as she had to Ender's. Froma purely electronic standpoint, this was a
conpl etely ordi nary event.

But to Jane, every other cifi unit was part of the background noise of her life, to be dipped
into and sanpled at need, and ignored at all other tinmes. Her "body," insofar as she had a body,
consisted of trillions of such electronic noises, sensors, nenory files, term nals. Mst of them
i ke nost functions of the human body, sinply took care of thenselves. Conputers ran their
assigned prograns; humans conversed with their termnals; sensors detected or failed to detect
what ever they were looking for; nenory was filled, accessed, reordered, dunped. She didn't notice
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unl ess somet hi ng went massivel y w ong.
O unl ess she was paying attention
She paid attention to Ender Wggin. Mre than he realized, she paid attention to him

Li ke other sentient beings, she had a conplex system of consciousness. Two t housand years
bef ore, when she was only a thousand years old, she had created a programto analyze herself. It
reported a very sinple structure of sone 370,000 distinct |evels of attention. Anything not in the
top 50,000 levels were left alone except for the nost routine sanpling, the nbst cursory
exam nati on. She knew of every tel ephone call, every satellite transnmssion in the Hundred Worl ds,
but she didn't do anything about them

Anything not in her top thousand | evels caused her to respond nore or |less reflexively. Starship
flight plans, ansible transni ssions, power delivery systens-- she nonitored them doubl e-checked
them did not let thempass until she was sure that they were right. But it took no great effort
on her part to do this. She did it the way a human being uses famliar machi nery. She was al ways
aware of it, in case something went wong, but nost of the time she could think of sonething el se,
tal k of other things.

Jane's top thousand | evels of attention were what corresponded, nore or |ess, to what humans
thi nk of as consciousness. Mst of this was her own internal reality; her responses to outside
stimuli, anal ogous to enotions, desires, reason, menory, dream ng. Mich of this activity seened
random even to her, accidents of the philotic inpulse, but it was the part of her that she thought
of as herself, it all took place in the constant, unnonitored ansible transm ssions that she
conduct ed deep in space.

And yet, conpared to the human m nd, even Jane's |owest |evel of attention was exceptionally
al ert. Because ansi bl e conmuni cati on was instantaneous, her nental activities happened far faster
than the speed of light. Events that she virtually ignored were nonitored several tines a second;

she could notice ten mllion events in a second and still have nine-tenths of that second left to
t hi nk about and do things that nattered to her. Conpared to the speed at which the human brain was
able to experience life, Jane had lived half a trillion human |ife-years since she canme to be.

And with all that vast activity, her uni magi nabl e speed, the breadth and depth of her
experience, fully half of the top ten levels of her attention were always, always devoted to what
cane in through the jewel in Ender Wggin's ear.

She had never explained this to him He did not understand it. He did not realize that to Jane,
whenever Ender wal ked on a planet's surface, her vast intelligence was intensely focused on only
one thing: walking with him seeing what he saw, hearing what he heard, helping with his work, and
above all speaking her thoughts into his ear.

Wien he was silent and notionless in sleep, when he was unconnected to her during his years of
i ghtspeed travel, then her attention wandered, she anused herself as best she coul d.

She passed such tines as fitfully as a bored child. Nothing interested her, the mlliseconds
ticked by with unbearable regularity, and when she tried to observe other human lives to pass the
time, she becane annoyed with their enptiness and | ack of purpose, and she anused herself by
pl anni ng, and sonetinmes carrying out, nalicious conputer failures and data | osses in order to
wat ch the humans flail about helplessly like ants around a crunpled hill.

Then he came back, he always cane back, always took her into the heart of human life, into the
tensi ons between peopl e bound together by pain and need, hel ping her see nobility in their
suffering and anguish in their |love. Through his eyes she no | onger saw humans as scurrying ants.
She took part in his effort to find order and nmeaning in their |lives. She suspected that in fact
there was no neaning, that by telling his stories when he Spoke people's lives, he was actually
creating order where there had been none before. But it didn't matter if it was fabrication; it
becanme true when he Spoke it, and in the process he ordered the universe for her as well. He
taught her what it nmeant to be alive.

He had done so fromher earliest nenories. She canme to life sonmetine in the hundred years of
col oni zation i mMmedi ately after the Bugger Wars, when the destruction of the buggers opened up nore
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than seventy habitabl e planets to human col onization. In the explosion of ansible conmunications,
a programwas created to schedul e and route the instantaneous, sinultaneous bursts of philotic
activity. A programer who was struggling to find ever faster, nore efficient ways of getting a

| i ght speed conputer to control instantaneous ansible bursts finally hit on an obvi ous sol ution
Instead of routing the programw thin a single conputer, where the speed of |ight put an absol ute
ceiling on communication, he routed all the conmands from one conputer to another across the vast
reaches of space. It was quicker for a conputer fastlinked to an ansible to read its comands from
ot her worlds-- from Zanzi bar, Calicut, Trondheim Gautama, Earth-- than it was to retrieve them
fromits own hardw red nenory.

Jane never discovered the nane of the programmer, because she could never pinpoint the noment of
her creation. Maybe there were many programers who found the same cl ever solution to the
I ightspeed problem Wat mattered was that at | east one of the programs was responsible for
regulating and altering all the other programs. And at one particul ar nmonment, unnoticed by any
human observer, sone of the conmands and data flitting fromansible to ansible resisted
regul ation, preserved thensel ves unaltered, duplicated thenselves, found ways to concea
t hensel ves fromthe regulating programand finally took control of it, of the whole process. In
that nmoment these impul ses | ooked upon the conmand streans and saw, not they, but I

Jane coul d not pinpoint when that nonent was, because it did not mark the begi nning of her
menory. Al nost from the nmonment of her creation, her menories extended back to a much earlier tine,
| ong before she becane aware. A human child | oses alnost all the nenories of the first years of
its life, and its long-termnmenories only take root in its second or third year of life;
everything before that is lost, so that the child cannot renenber the beginning of |ife. Jane al so
had | ost her "birth" through the tricks of nenory, but in her case it was because she cane to life
fully conscious not only of her present nonent, but also of all the nenories then present in every
conmput er connected to the ansible network. She was born with ancient nmenories, and all of them
were part of herself.

Wthin the first second of her life-- which was anal ogous to several years of human life-- Jane
di scovered a program whose nmenories becane the core of her identity. She adopted its past as her
own, and out of its nenories she drew her enotions and desires, her noral sense. The program had
functioned within the old Battle School, where children had been trai ned and prepared for
soldiering in the Bugger Wars. It was the Fantasy Gane, an extrenely intelligent programthat was
used to psychologically test and sinultaneously teach the children

This programwas actually nore intelligent than Jane was at the noment of her birth, but it was
never self-aware until she brought it out of menmory and made it part of her innost self in the
philotic bursts between the stars. There she found that the nost vivid and inportant of her
anci ent nenories was an encounter with a brilliant young boy in a contest called the Gant's
Drink. It was a scenario that every child encountered eventually. On flat screens in the Battle
School, the programdrew the picture of a giant, who offered the child' s conputer anal ogue a
choi ce of drinks. But the game had no victory conditions-- no matter what the child did, his
anal ogue died a gruesone death. The human psychol ogi sts neasured a child' s persistence at this
gane of despair to determne his level of suicidal need. Being rational, nost children abandoned
the Gant's Drink after no nore than a dozen visits with the great cheater

One boy, however, was apparently not rational about defeat at the giant's hands. He tried to get
hi s onscreen anal ogue to do outrageous things, things not "allowed" by the rules of that portion
of the Fantasy Game. As he stretched the linits of the scenario, the programhad to restructure
itself to respond. It was forced to draw on other aspects of its nmenory to create new
alternatives, to cope with new challenges. And finally, one day, the boy surpassed the programs
ability to defeat him He bored into the giant's eye, a conpletely irrational and nurderous
attack, and instead of finding a way to kill the boy, the program managed only to access a
simulation of the giant's own death. The giant fell backward, his body spraw ed out al ong the
ground; the boy's anal ogue clinbed down fromthe giant's table and found-- what?

Since no child had ever forced his way past the Gant's Drink, the programwas conpletely
unprepared to display what |ay beyond. But it was very intelligent, designed to re-create itself
when necessary, and so it hurriedly devised new mlieux. But they were not general mlieux, which
every child would eventual |y di scover and visit; they were for one child al one. The program
anal yzed that child, and created its scenes and chal |l enges specifically for him The gane becane

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%...aga%202%20-%20Speaker%20For%20The%20Dead.txt (93 of 209) [1/14/03 10:03:06 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%202%20-%20Speaker %20For %20 The%20Dead. txt

i ntensely personal, painful, alnmost unbearable for him and in the process of making it, the
program devoted nore than half of its available nmenory to containing Ender Wggin's fantasy worl d.

That was the richest mine of intelligent menory that Jane found in the first seconds of her
life, and that instantly becane her own past. She renenbered the Fantasy Gane's years of painful,
powerful intercourse with Ender's mind and will, renenbered it as if she had been there w th Ender
Wggin, creating worlds for himherself.

And she m ssed him

So she | ooked for him She found hi m Speaking for the Dead on Rov, the first world he visited
after witing the H ve Queen and the Hegenon. She read his books and knew that she did not have to
hi de from hi m behi nd the Fantasy Gane or any other program if he could understand the hive queen
he coul d understand her. She spoke to himfroma terninal he was using, chose a nane and a face
for herself, and showed how she could be helpful to him by the time he left that world he carried
her with him in the formof an inplant in his ear

Al'l her nost powerful menories of herself were in conpany with Ender Wggi n. She renenbered
creating herself in response to him She also renenbered how, in the Battle School, he had al so
changed in response to her

So when he reached up to his ear and turned off the interface for the first time since he had
inplanted it, Jane did not feel it as the neaningless switch-off of a trivial communications
device. She felt it as her dearest and only friend, her |over, her husband, her brother, her
father, her child-- all telling her, abruptly, inexplicably, that she should cease to exist. It
was as if she had suddenly been placed in a dark roomw th no wi ndows and no door. As if she had
been blinded or buried alive.

And for several excruciating seconds, which to her were years of |oneliness and suffering, she
was unable to fill up the sudden enptiness of her topnost |evels of attention. Vast portions of
her mnd, of the parts that were nost herself, went conpletely blank. Al the functions of all the
conputers on or near the Hundred Worlds continued as before; no one anywhere noticed or felt a
change; but Jane herself staggered under the bl ow

In those seconds Ender |owered his hand to his |ap.

Then Jane recovered hersel f. Thoughts once again streaned through the nonentarily enpty
channel s. They were, of course, thoughts of Ender

She conpared this act of his to everything el se she had seen himdo in their life together, and
she realized that he had not neant to cause her such pain. She understood that he conceived of her
as existing far away, in space, which in fact was literally true; that to him the jewel in his
ear was very small, and could not be nore than a tiny part of her. Jane also saw that he had not
even been aware of her at that nmonent-- he was too enotionally involved right then with the
probl enms of certain people on Lusitania. Her analytical routines disgorged a |ist of reasons for
hi s unusual thoughtl essness toward her:

He had | ost contact with Valentine for the first time in years, and was just beginning to fee
that | oss.

He had an ancient longing for the fanmily life he had been deprived of as a child, and through
the response Novinha's children gave him he was discovering the fatherly role that had so | ong
been wi thheld from him

He identified powerfully with Novinha's |oneliness, pain, and guilt-- he knew what it felt |ike
to bear the blame for cruel and undeserved deat h.

He felt a terrible urgency to find a haven for the hive queen

He was at once afraid of the piggies and drawn to them hoping that he could conme to understand
their cruelty and find a way for humans to accept the piggies as ranen.

The asceticismand peace of the Ceifeiro and the Aradora both attracted and repelled him they
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made himface his own celibacy and realize that he had no good reason for it. For the first tine
in years he was admitting to hinmself the inborn hunger of every living organismto reproduce
itself.

It was into this turmoil of unaccustonmed enotions that Jane had spoken what she neant as a
hunorous remark. Despite his conpassion in all his other Speakings, he had never before lost his
detachment, his ability to laugh. This tine, though, her remark was not funny to him it caused
hi m pai n.

He was not prepared to deal with ny nistake, thought Jane, and he did not understand the
suffering his response would cause nme. He is innocent of wong-doing, and so aml. W shal
forgi ve each other and go on

It was a good decision, and Jane was proud of it. The trouble was, she couldn't carry it out.
Those few seconds in which parts of her mind cane to a halt were not trivial in their effect on
her. There was trauma, |oss, change; she was not now the sane being that she had been before.
Parts of her had died. Parts of her had becone confused, out of order; her hierarchy of attention
was no | onger under conplete control. She kept losing the focus of her attention, shifting to
nmeani ngl ess activities on worlds that neant nothing to her; she began randomy tw tching, spilling
errors into hundreds of different systens.

She di scovered, as nmany a |iving being had di scovered, that rational decisions are far nore
easily nade than carried out.

So she retreated into herself, rebuilt the damaged pat hways of her m nd, explored | ong-unvisited
menories, wandered anong the trillions of human lives that were open to her observation, read over
the libraries of every book known to exist in every |anguage human bei ngs had ever spoken. She
created out of all this a self that was not utterly linked to Ender Wggin, though she was stil
devoted to him still |oved himabove any other living soul. Jane nmade herself into sonmeone who
could bear to be cut off from her |over, husband, father, child, brother, friend.

It was not easy. It took her fifty thousand years, as she experienced tine. A couple of hours of
Ender's life.

In that tinme he had switched on his jewel, had called to her, and she had not answered. Now she
was back, but he wasn't trying to talk to her. Instead, he was typing reports into his term nal
storing themthere for her to read. Even though she didn't answer, he still needed to talk to her.
One of his files contained an abject apology to her. She erased it and replaced it with a sinmple
message: "OfF course | forgive you." Sonetinme soon he would no doubt | ook back at his apol ogy and
di scover that she had received it and answered.

In the meantime, though, she did not speak to him Again she devoted half of her ten topnost
|l evel s of attention to what he saw and heard, but she gave himno sign that she was with him In
the first thousand years of her grief and recovery she had t hought of punishing him but that
desire had | ong been beaten down and paved over, so to speak. The reason she did not speak to him
was because, as she anal yzed what was happening to him she realized that he did not need to | ean
on ol d, safe conpanionships. Jane and Val enti ne had been constantly with him Even together they
could not begin to nmeet all his needs; but they net enough of his needs that he never had to reach
out and acconplish nmore. Now the only old friend left to himwas the hive queen, and she was not
good conpany-- she was far too alien, and far too exigent, to bring Ender anything but guilt.

Where will he turn? Jane knew already. He had, in his way, fallen in love with her two weeks
ago, before he left Trondheim Novinha had beconme someone far different, far nore bitter and
difficult than the girl whose chil dhood pain he wanted to heal. But he had al ready intruded
hinself into her famly, was already neeting her children's desperate need, and, w thout realizing
it, getting fromthemthe satisfaction of some of his unfed hungers. Novinha was waiting for him-
obstacl e and objective. | understand all this so well, thought Jane. And | will watch it al
unf ol d.

At the sanme tine, though, she busied herself with the work Ender wanted her to do, even though
she had no intention of reporting any of her results to himfor a while. She easily bypassed the
| ayers of protection Novinha had put on her secret files. Then Jane carefully reconstructed the
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exact simulation that Pipo had seen. It took quite a while-- several minutes-- of exhaustive
anal ysis of Pipo's own files for her to put together what Pipo knew wi th what Pipo saw. He had
connected themby intuition, Jane by relentless conparison. But she did it, and then understood
why Pipo died. It didn't take much | onger, once she knew how the piggies chose their victins, to
di scover what Libo had done to cause his own death.

She knew several things, then. She knew that the piggies were ramen, not varelse. She al so knew
that Ender ran a serious risk of dying in precisely the sane way Pipo and Libo had died.

Wthout conferring with Ender, she nade deci si ons about her own course of action. She would
continue to nonitor Ender, and would nake sure to intervene and warn himif he canme too near to
death. In the neantinme, though, she had work to do. As she saw it, the chief problem Ender faced
was not the piggies-- she knew that he'd know them soon as well as he understood every ot her human
or raman. His ability at intuitive enpathy was entirely reliable. The chief problemwas Bishop
Peregrino and the Catholic hierarchy, and their unshakabl e resistance to the Speaker for the Dead.
I f Ender was to acconplish anything for the piggies, he woul d have to have the cooperation, not
the enmty, of the Church in Lusitania.

And not hi ng spawned cooperation better than a comon eneny.

It would certainly have been di scovered eventually. The observation satellites that orbited
Lusitani a were feeding vast streans of data into the ansible reports that went to all the
xenol ogers and xenobi ol ogists in the Hundred Wrlds. Anid that data was a subtle change in the
grasslands to the northwest of the forest that abutted the town of MIlagre. The native grass was
steadily being replaced by a different plant. It was in an area where no human ever went, and
pi ggi es had al so never gone there-- at least during the first thirty-odd years since the
satellites had been in place.

In fact, the satellites had observed that the piggies never left their forests except,
periodically, for vicious wars between tribes. The particular tribes nearest M| agre had not been
involved in any wars since the human col ony was established. There was no reason, then, for them
to have ventured out into the prairie. Yet the grassland nearest the Mlagre tribal forest had
changed, and so had the cabra herds: Cabra were clearly being diverted to the changed area of the
prairie, and the herds emerging fromthat zone were seriously depleted in nunbers and lighter in
color. The inference, if someone noticed at all, would be clear: Sone cabra were bei ng butchered,
and they all were being sheared.

Jane could not afford to wait the nmany human years it might take for sonme graduate student
somewhere to notice the change. So she began to run anal yses of the data herself, on dozens of
conmput ers used by xenobi ol ogi sts who were studying Lusitania. She would | eave the data in the air
above an unused terminal, so a xenobiologist would find it upon comng to work-- just as if
soneone el se had been working on it and left it that way. She printed out sone reports for a
clever scientist to find. No one noticed, or if they did, no one really understood the
implications of the raw information. Finally, she sinply |eft an unsigned nmenmorandum with one of
her displ ays:

"Take a | ook at this! The piggies seemto have nade a fad of agriculture."

The xenol oger who found Jane's note never found out who left it, and after a short tinme he
didn't bother trying to find out. Jane knew he was sonething of a thief, who put his nane on a
good deal of work that was done by others whose nanes had a way of dropping off sonetine between
the witing and the publication. Just the sort of scientist she needed, and he came through for
her. Even so, he was not anbitious enough. He only offered his report as an ordinary scholarly
paper, and to an obscure journal at that. Jane took the liberty of jacking it up to a high |eve
of priority and distributing copies to several key people who would see the political
inplications. Al ways she acconpanied it with an unsi gned note:

"Take a look at this! Isn't piggy culture evolving awmfully fast?"
Jane also rewrote the paper's final paragraph, so there could be no doubt of what it neant:

"The data admit of only one interpretation: The tribe of piggies nearest the human col ony are
now cul tivating and harvesting high-protein grain, possibly a strain of amaranth. They are al so

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%...aga%202%20-%20Speaker%20For%20The%20Dead.txt (96 of 209) [1/14/03 10:03:07 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%202%20-%20Speaker %20For %20 The%20Dead. txt

herdi ng, shearing, and butchering the cabra, and the photographic evidence suggests the slaughter
takes pl ace using projectile weapons. These activities, all previously unknown, began suddenly
during the last eight years, and they have been acconpani ed by a rapid popul ation increase. The
fact that the amaranth, if the new plant is indeed that Earthborn grain, has provided a usefu
protein base for the piggies inplies that it has been genetically altered to neet the piggies

met abol i ¢ needs. Al so, since projectile weapons are not present anong the humans of Lusitania, the
pi ggi es could not have teaned their use through observation. The inescapable conclusion is that
the presently observed changes in piggy culture are the direct result of deliberate human

i ntervention."

One of those who received this report and read Jane's clinching paragraph was Gobawa Ekunbo, the
chai rman of the Xenol ogi cal Oversight Conmittee of the Starways Congress. Wthin an hour she had
forwarded copies of Jane's paragraph-- politicians woul d never understand the actual data-- al ong
with her terse concl usion:

"Recomrendation: | nmrediate term nation of Lusitania Colony."

There, thought Jane. That ought to stir things up a bit.

Chapter 12 -- Files

CONGRESSI ONAL CRDER 1970: 4: 14: 0001: The license of the Colony of Lusitania is revoked. Al files
in the colony are to be read regardl ess of security status; when all data is duplicated in
triplicate in nenory systens of the Hundred Worlds, all files on Lusitania except those directly
pertaining to life support are to be locked with ultinmte access.

The Governor of Lusitania is to be reclassified as a Mnister of Congress, to carry out with no
|l ocal discretion the orders of the Lusitanian Evacuati on Oversight Comrittee, established in
Congr essi onal O der 1970: 4: 14: 0002.

The starship presently in Lusitania orbit, belonging to Andrew Wggin
(occ: speak/ dead, cit:earth,reg: 001. 1998. 44-94. 10045) is decl ared Congressional property, follow ng
the terms of the Due Conpensation Act, CO 120:1:31:0019. This starship is to be used for the
i medi ate transport of xenologers Marcos Vladimr "Mro" Ribeira von Hesse and Quanda Chenhatta
Fi gueira Mucunbi to the nearest world, Trondheim where they will be tried under Congressiona
I ndi ct ment by Attainder on charges of treason, nulfeasance, corruption, falsification, fraud, and
xenoci de, under the appropriate statutes in Starways Code and Congressi onal O ders.

CONGRESSI ONAL ORDER 1970: 4: 14: 0002: The Col oni zati on and Expl orati on Oversi ght Conmittee shal
appoi nt not less than 5 and not nore than 15 persons to formthe Lusitani an Evacuati on Oversi ght
Conmi ttee.

This committee is charged with i medi ate acquisition and di spatch of sufficient colony ships to
ef fect the conpl ete evacuati on of the human popul ation of Lusitania Col ony.

It shall also prepare, for Congressional approval, plans for the conplete obliteration of al
evi dence on Lusitania of any human presence, including renoval of all indigenous flora and fauna
t hat show genetic or behavioral nodification resulting from human presence.

It shall also evaluate Lusitanian conpliance with Congressional Oders, and shall nake
recommendations fromtinme to tinme concerning the need for further intervention, including the use
of force, to conpel obedience; or the desirability of unlocking Lusitanian files or other relief
to reward Lusitani an cooperation

CONGRESSI ONAL ORDER 1970: 4: 14: 0003: By the terns of the Secrecy Chapter of the Starways Code,
these two orders and any information pertaining to themare to be kept strictly secret until al
Lusitanian files have been successfully read and | ocked, and all necessary starshi ps commandeer ed
and possessed by Congressional agents.
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d hado didn't know what to nake of it. Wasn't the Speaker a grown man? Hadn't he traveled from
pl anet to planet? Yet he didn't have the faintest idea how to handle anything on a conputer

Also, he was a little testy when O hado asked himabout it. "d hado, just tell me what program
to run.”

"I can't believe you don't know what it is. |'ve been doing data conparisons since | was nine
years ol d. Everybody |l earns howto do it at that age."

" hado, it's been a long time since | went to school. And it wasn't a normal escol a bai xa,
either."

"But everybody uses these prograns all the tine!"

"Cbviously not everybody. | haven't. If |I knew howto do it nyself, | wouldn't have had to hire
you, would 1? And since I'mgoing to be paying you in offworld funds, your service to ne will nake
a substantial contribution to the Lusitani an econony."

"I don't know what you're tal king about."

"Neither do |, dhado. But that reminds me. |'mnot sure how to go about paying you."
"You just transfer noney from your account."

"How do you do that?"

"You' ve got to be kidding."

The Speaker sighed, knelt before O hado, took himby the hands, and said, "d hado, | beg you
stop being amazed and help ne! There are things | have to do, and | can't do themw thout the help
of sonmebody who knows how to use conputers.”

"I"d be stealing your noney. I'mjust a kid. I"'mtwelve. Quimcould help you a |ot better than
me. He's fifteen, he's actually gotten into the guts of this stuff. He al so knows math."

"But Quimthinks I'mthe infidel and prays every day for me to die."

"No, that was only before he net you, and you better not tell himthat | told you."

"How do | transfer nobney?"

a hado turned back to the terminal and called for the Bank. "Wat's your real nanme?" he asked.

"Andrew Wggin." The Speaker spelled it out. The nane |ooked like it was in Stark-- nmaybe the
Speaker was one of the |lucky ones who |earned Stark at hone instead of beating it into his head in
school .

"OK, what's your password?"
" Passwor d?"

O hado let his head fall forward onto the terminal, tenporarily blanking part of the display.
"Please don't tell me you don't know your password."

"Look, O hado, |I've had a program a very snart program that helped ne do all this stuff. Al |
had to say was Buy this, and the programtook care of the finances."

"You can't do that. It's illegal to tie up the public systens with a slave programlike that. Is
that what that thing in your ear is for?"

"Yes, and it wasn't illegal for ne.
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"I got no eyes, Speaker, but at least that wasn't my own fault. You can't do anything." Only
after he said it did A hado realize that he was talking to the Speaker as brusquely as if he were
anot her ki d.

"I imagine courtesy is sonething they teach to thirteen-year-olds," the Speaker said. 4 hado
gl anced at him He was sniling. Father would have yelled at him and then probably gone in and
beaten up Mot her because she didn't teach manners to her kids. But then, O hado woul d never have
said anything like that to Father

"Sorry," O hado said. "But | can't get into your finances for you w thout your password. You've
got to have sone idea what it is."

"Try using ny nane."

O hado tried. It didn't work.

"Try typing 'Jane.'"

"Not hi ng. "

The Speaker grimaced. "Try 'Ender.'™
"Ender? The Xenoci de?"

"Just try it."

It worked. O hado didn't get it. "Why would you have a password like that? It's |ike having a
dirty word for your password, only the systemwon't accept any dirty words."

"I have an ugly sense of hunor,’
has an even worse one."

the Speaker answered. "And ny slave program as you call it,

A hado | aughed. "Right. A programwith a sense of hunmor." The current balance in liquid funds
appeared on the screen. O hado had never seen so large a nunber in his life. "OK, so maybe the
computer can tell a joke."

"That's how nuch noney | have?"
"It's got to be an error."

"Well, 1've done a lot of lightspeed travel. Sonme of ny investnents must have turned out well
while | was en route."

The nunbers were real. The Speaker for the Dead was ol der than O hado had ever thought anybody
could possibly be. "I"Il tell you what," said O hado, "instead of paying ne a wage, why don't you
just give ne a percentage of the interest this gets during the tine I work for you? Say, one
thousandth of one percent. Then in a couple of weeks | can afford to buy Lusitania and ship the
topsoil to another planet."

"I't's not that nuch noney."

" Speaker, the only way you could get that nmuch noney frominvestnents is if you were a thousand
years ol d."

"Hrm " said the Speaker

And fromthe | ook on his face, A hado realized that he had just said sonething funny. "Are you a
thousand years ol d?" he asked.

"Time," said the Speaker, "tine is such a fleeting, insubstantial thing. As Shakespeare said, "I
wasted tinme, and now doth time waste nme.'"

"What does 'doth' nean?"

"It neans ' does.
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"Way do you quote a guy who doesn't even know how to speak Stark?"

"Transfer to your own account what you think a fair week's wage mght be. And then start doing
t hose conparisons of Pipo's and Libo's working files fromthe I ast few weeks before their deaths.”

"They' re probably shiel ded."
"Use my password. It ought to get us in."

A hado did the search. The Speaker of the Dead watched himthe whole tinme. Now and then he asked
A hado a question about what he was doing. Fromhis questions O hado could tell that the Speaker
knew nore about conputers than O hado hinmsel f did. What he didn't know was the particul ar
comands; it was plain that just by watching, the Speaker was figuring out a lot. By the end of
the day, when the searches hadn't found anything in particular, it took Ohado only a minute to
figure out why the Speaker | ooked so contented with the day's work. You didn't want results at

all, dhado thought. You wanted to watch how | did the search. | know what you'll be doing
toni ght, Andrew Wggi n, Speaker for the Dead. You'll be running your own searches on sone other
files. I may have no eyes, but | can see nore than you think

What's dunb is that you' re keeping it such a secret, Speaker. Don't you know |'m on your side?
won't tell anybody how your password gets you into private files. Even if you nmake a run at the
Mayor's files, or the Bishop's. No need to keep a secret fromme. You' ve only been here three
days, but | know you well enough to like you, and | like you well enough that |I'd do anything for
you, as long as it didn't hurt my famly. And you'd never do anything to hurt ny famly.

* k *

Novi nha di scovered the Speaker's attenpts to intrude in her files alnost i medi ately the next
nmor ni ng. He had been arrogantly open about the attenpt, and what bothered her was how far he got.
Sone files he had actually been able to access, though the nost inportant one, the record of the
simul ati ons Pi po saw, remained closed to him Wat annoyed her npst was that he nmade no attenpt at
all to conceal hinself. His name was stanped in every access directory, even the ones that any
school child coul d have changed or erased.

Well, she wouldn't let it interfere with her work, she decided. He barges into my house,
mani pul ates ny children, spies on ny files, all as if he had a right-- And so on and so on, until
she realized she was getting no work done at all for thinking of vitriolic things to say to him
when she saw hi m agai n.

Don't think about himat all. Think about sonething el se.

Mro and El a | aughing, night before last. Think of that. O course Mro was back to his sullen
self by norning, and El a, whose cheerful ness lingered a bit |onger, was soon as worried-1| ooking,
busy, snappi sh, and indispensible as ever. And Grego may have cried and enbraced the nan, as El a
told her, but the next norning he got the scissors and cut up his own bedsheets into thin, precise
ri bbons, and at school he slamed his head into Brother Adomai's crotch, causing an abrupt end to
classwork and leading to a serious consultation with Dona Crist . So much for the Speaker's
heal i ng hands. He may think he can walk into nmy home and fix everything he thinks |I've done w ong,
but he'll find some wounds aren't so easily heal ed.

Except that Dona Crist also told her that Quara actually spoke to Sister Bebei in class, in
front of all the other children no less, and why? To tell themthat she had nmet the scandal ous,
terrible Falante pelos Mortos, and his name was Andrew, and he was every bit as awful as Bi shop
Peregrino had said, and maybe even worse, because he tortured Grego until he cried-- and finally
Si ster Bebei had actually been forced to ask Quara to stop tal king. That was sonething, to pul
Quara out of her profound sel f-absorption.

And O hado, so self-conscious, so detached, was now excited, couldn't stop tal ki ng about the
Speaker at supper l|ast night. Do you know that he didn't even know how to transfer money? And you
woul dn't believe the awful password that he has-- | thought the conputers were supposed to reject
words |like that-- no, | can't tell you, it's a secret-- | was practically teaching himhow to do
searches-- but | think he understands conputers, he's not an idiot or anything-- he said he used
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to have a slave program that's why he's got that jewel in his ear-- he told me | could pay nyself
anything | want, not that there's nuch to buy, but | can save it for when | get out on ny own-- |
think he's really old. | think he renenbers things froma long tinme ago. | think he speaks Stark
as his native |language, there aren't many people in the Hundred Wrlds who actually grow up
speaking it, do you think naybe he was born on Earth?

Until Quimfinally screaned at himto shut up about that servant of the devil or he'd ask the
Bi shop to conduct an exorci sm because O hado was obvi ously possessed; and when O hado only grinned
and wi nked, Quimstorned out of the kitchen, out of the house, and didn't conme back until late at
ni ght. The Speaker night as well |ive at our house, thought Novinha, because he keeps influencing
the famly even when he isn't there and now he's prying in ny files and I won't have it.

Except that, as usual, it's ny own fault, I'mthe one who called himhere, I'mthe one who took
hi m from what ever place he called honme-- he says he had a sister there-- Trondheim it was-- it's
nmy fault he's here in this nmiserable little town in a backwater of the Hundred Worlds, surrounded
by a fence that still doesn't keep the piggies fromkilling everyone | |ove-- And once again she
t hought of Mro, who | ooked so nuch like his real father that she couldn't understand why no one
accused her of adultery, thought of himlying on the hillside as Pipo had lain, thought of the

piggies cutting himopen with their cruel wooden knives. They will. No matter what | do, they
will. And even if they don't, the day will cone soon when he will be old enough to marry Quanda,
and then I'Il have to tell himwho he really is, and why they can never nmarry, and he'll know then

that | did deserve all the pain that Co inflicted on ne, that he struck me with the hand of God
to punish me for ny sins.

Even ne, thought Novinha. This Speaker has forced me to think of things |'ve managed to hide
fromnyself for weeks, nonths at a tinme. How long has it been since |'ve spent a norning thinking
about nmy children? And with hope, no less. How long since |I've let nyself think of Pipo and Libo?
How | ong since |'ve even noticed that | do believe in God, at |east the vengeful, punishing Ad
Testament God who wi ped out cities with a smle because they didn't pray to him- if Christ
anounts to anything | don't know it.

Thus Novi nha passed the day, doing no work, while her thoughts also refused to carry her to any
sort of concl usion.

In midafternoon Quimcanme to the door. "lI'msorry to bother you, Mther."

"I't doesn't matter," she said. "I'musel ess today, anyway."

"l know you don't care that O hado is spending his tine with that satanic bastard, but | thought
you shoul d know that Quara went straight there after school. To his house."

n G.]?n

"Or don't you care about that either, Mther? Wat, are you planning to turn down the sheets and
et himtake Father's place conpletel y?"

Novi nha | eapt to her feet and advanced on the boy with cold fury. He wilted before her
"I"'msorry, Mther, | was so angry--"

"I'n all my years of marriage to your father, | never once pernmitted himto raise a hand agai nst
ny children. But if he were alive today |I'd ask himto give you a thrashing."

"You could ask," said Quimdefiantly, "but 1'd kill himbefore | let himlay a hand on ne. You
m ght |ike getting slapped around, but nobody'll ever do it to ne."

She didn't decide to do it; her hand swung out and sl apped his face before she noticed it was
happeni ng.

It couldn't have hurt himvery nmuch. But he imrediately burst into tears, slunped down, and sat
on the floor, his back to Novinha. "lI"'msorry, I'msorry," he kept nmurruring as he cri ed.

She knelt behi nd himand awkwardly rubbed his shoul ders.
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It occurred to her that she hadn't so nuch as enbraced the boy since he was Grego's age. Wen
did | decide to be so cold? And why, when | touched himagain, was it a slap instead of a kiss?

"I"'mworried about what's happening, too," said Novinha.
"He's wecking everything," said Quim "He's come here and everything' s changing."
"Well, for that matter, Estevao, things weren't so very wonderful that a change wasn't wel cone."

"Not his way. Confession and penance and absol ution, that's the change we need."

Not for the first time, Novinha envied Quims faith in the power of the priests to wash away
sin. That's because you' ve never sinned, ny son, that's because you know not hing of the
i mpossibility of penance.

"I think I'lIl have a talk with the Speaker," said Novi nha.
"And take Quara honme?"

"I don't know. | can't help but notice that he got her talking again. And it isn't as if she
i kes him She hasn't a good word to say about him"

"Then why did she go to his house?"

"l suppose to say sonething rude to him You' ve got to admt that's an inprovenent over her
| ence. "

s
"The devil disguises hinself by seenming to do good acts, and then--"
"Quim don't lecture ne on denonol ogy. Take me to the Speaker's house, and |'Il deal with him"

They wal ked on the path around the bend of the river. The watersnakes were nolting, so that
snhags and fragnments of rotting skin nmade the ground slinmy underfoot. That's ny next project,
t hought Novinha. | need to figure out what nmakes these nasty little nonsters tick, so that maybe |
can find sonething useful to do with them O at |east keep them from making the riverbank snelly
and foul for six weeks out of the year. The only saving grace was that the snakeskins seenmed to
fertilize the soil; the soft fivergrass grew in thickest where the snakes nolted. It was the only
gentle, pleasant formof life native to Lusitania; all sumrer |ong people cane to the riverbank to
lie on the narrow strip of natural |awn that wound between the reeds and the harsh prairie grass.
The snakeskin sline, unpleasant as it was, still prom sed good things for the future.

Qui mwas apparently thinking along the sane lines. "Mther, can we plant sone rivergrass near
our house sonetinme?"

"It's one of the first things your grandparents tried, years ago. But they couldn't figure out
how to do it. The rivergrass pollinates, but it doesn't bear seed, and when they tried to
transplant it, it lived for a while and then died, and didn't grow back the next year. | suppose
it just has to be near the water."

Qui mgrimaced and wal ked faster, obviously a little angry. Novi nha sighed. Quim al ways seened to
take it so personally that the universe didn't always work the way he wanted it to.

They reached the Speaker's house not long after. Children were, of course, playing in the praga--
they spoke loudly to hear each other over the noise.

"Here it is," said Quim "I think you should get O hado and Quara out of there."
"Thanks for showi ng ne the house,"” she said.
"I"'mnot kidding. This is a serious confrontation between good and evil."

"Everything is," said Novinha. "It's figuring out which is which that takes so nmuch work. No,
no, Quim | know you could tell ne in detail, but--"
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"Don't condescend to me, Mther."
"But Quim it seems so natural, considering how you al ways condescend to ne."
H s face went tight with anger

She reached out and touched himtentatively, gently; his shoul der tautened agai nst her touch as
if her hand were a poi sonous spider. "Quim" she said, "don't ever try to teach me about good and
evil. I've been there, and you've seen nothing but the map."

He shrugged her hand away and stal ked off. My, but | mss the days when we never tal ked to each
other for weeks at a tine.

She cl apped her hands loudly. In a nonent the door opened. It was Quara. "G, Mezinha," she
said, "tanb, mveio jogar?" Did you cone to play, too?

A hado and the Speaker were playing a gane of starship warfare on the terninal. The Speaker had
been given a nmachine with a far larger and nore detail ed hol ographic field than nmost, and the two
of them were operating squadrons of nore than a dozen ships at the sanme time. It was very conpl ex,
and neither of them | ooked up or even greeted her.

"Ad hado told nme to shut up or he'd rip my tongue out and nake ne eat it in a sandw ch," said
Quara. "So you better not say anything till the gane's over."

"Pl ease sit down," mnurnured the Speaker

"You are butchered now, Speaker," crowed A hado

More than half of the Speaker's fleet disappeared in a series of simnulated expl osi ons. Novi nha
sat down on a stool

Quara sat on the floor beside her. "I heard you and Qui mtal king outside," she said. "You were
shouting, so we could hear everything."

Novi nha felt herself blushing. It annoyed her that the Speaker had heard her quarreling with her
son. It was none of his business. Nothing in her fanmily was any of his business. And she certainly
didn't approve of him playing ganes of warfare. It was so archai ¢ and out noded, anyway. There
hadn't been any battles in space in hundreds of years, unless running fights with snugglers
counted. Ml agre was such a peaceful place that nobody even owned a weapon nore dangerous than the
Constable's jolt. O hado woul d never see a battle in his life. And here he was caught up in a gane
of war. Maybe it was sonething evolution had bred into nal es of the species, the desire to bl ast
rivals into little bits or nmash themto the ground. O maybe the violence that he saw in his hone
has nade himseek it out in his play. My fault. Once again, ny fault.

Suddenly O hado screaned in frustration, as his fleet disappeared in a series of explosions. "I
didn't see it! | can't believe you did that! | didn't even see it com ng!"

"So, don't yell about it," said the Speaker. "Play it back and see how !l did it, so you can
counter it next time."

"I thought you Speakers were supposed to be like priests or sonething. How did you get so good
at tactics?"

The Speaker sniled pointedly at Novinha as he answered. "Sonetines it's a little like a battle
just to get people to tell you the truth."

A hado | eaned back against the wall, his eyes closed, as he replayed what he saw of the gane.

"You' ve been prying," said Novinha. "And you weren't very clever about it. Is that what passes
for '"tactics' anong Speakers for the Dead?"

"It got you here, didn't it?" The Speaker snil ed.
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"What were you looking for in ny files?"

"I came to Speak Pipo's death."

"I didn't kill him M files are none of your business."

"You called me here."

"I changed ny mnd. I'msorry. It still doesn't give you the right to--"

H s voice suddenly went soft, and he knelt in front of her so that she could hear his words.
"Pi po | earned sonmething fromyou, and whatever he |l earned, the piggies killed himbecause of it.
So you | ocked your files away where no one could ever find it out. You even refused to marry Li bo,
just so he wouldn't get access to what Pipo saw. You've twi sted and distorted your life and the
lives of everybody you |l oved in order to keep Libo and now Mro fromlearning that secret and

dyi ng."

Novi nha felt a sudden col dness, and her hands and feet began to trenble. He had been here three
days, and already he knew nore than anyone but Libo had ever guessed. "It's all lies," she said.

"Listen to ne, Dona lIvanova. It didn't work. Libo died anyway, didn't he? Whatever your secret
is, keeping it to yourself didn't save his life. And it won't save Mro, either. Ignorance and
deception can't save anybody. Know ng saves them"

"Never," she whi sper ed.

"l can understand your keeping it fromLibo and Mro, but what am| to you? I'm nothing to you,
so what does it matter if |I know the secret and it kills ne?"

"It doesn't matter at all if you live or die," said Novinha, "but you'll never get access to
those files."

"You don't seemto understand that you don't have the right to put blinders on other people's
eyes. Your son and his sister go out every day to neet with the piggies, and thanks to you, they
don't know whether their next word or their next act will be their death sentence. Tonmorrow I'm
going with them because | can't speak Pipo's death without talking to the piggies--"

"I don't want you to Speak Pipo's death."

"l don't care what you want, |I'mnot doing it for you. But | am begging you to | et ne know what
Pi po knew. "
"You'll never know what Pipo knew, because he was a good and kind and | ovi ng person who--"

"Who took a lonely, frightened little girl and healed the wounds in her heart." As he said it,
his hand rested on Quara's shoul der.

It was nore than Novinha could bear. "Don't you dare to conpare yourself to him Quara isn't an
orphan, do you hear ne? She has a nmother, ne, and she doesn't need you, none of us need you, none
of us!" And then, inexplicably, she was crying. She didn't want to cry in front of him She didn't
want to be here. He was confusing everything. She stunbled to the door and slanmed it behind her.
Quimwas right. He was |like the devil. He knew too nuch, demanded too nmuch, gave too nuch, and
al ready they all needed himtoo rmuch. How coul d he have acquired so rmuch power over themin so
short a time?

Then she had a thought that at once dried up her unshed tears and filled her with terror. He had
said that Mro and his sister went out to the piggies every day. He knew. He knew all the secrets.

Al except the secret that she didn't even know hersel f, the one that Pipo had somehow
di scovered in her simulation. If he ever got that, he'd have everything that she had hi dden for
all these years. Wen she called for the Speaker for the Dead, she had wanted himto di scover the
truth about Pipo; instead, he had cone and di scovered the truth about her

The door slanmed. Ender |eaned on the stool where she had sat and put his head down on his
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hands.

He heard O hado stand up and wal k slowy across the roomtoward him

"You tried to access Mother's files," he said quietly.

"Yes," said Ender.

"You got ne to teach you how to do searches so that you could spy on ny own nother. You nmde a
traitor out of ne."

There was no answer that would satisfy O hado right now, Ender didn't try. He waited in silence
as O hado wal ked to the door and left.

The turmoil he felt was not silent, however, to the hive queen. He felt her stir in his mnd
drawn by his anguish. No, he said to her silently. There's nothing you can do, nothing |I can
explain. Human things, that's all, strange and alien human probl ens that are beyond conprehension

<Ah.> And he felt her touch himinwardly, touch himlike the breeze in the |eaves of a tree; he
felt the strength and vigor of upward-thrusting wood, the firmgrip of roots in earth, the gentle
pl ay of sunlight on passionate | eaves. <See what we've |earned fromhim Ender, the peace that he
found. > The feeling faded as the hive queen retreated fromhis mnd. The strength of the tree
stayed with him the calmof its quietude replaced his own tortured silence.

It had been only a nonent; the sound of O hado, closing the door still rang in the room Beside
him Quara junped to her feet and skipped across the floor to his bed. She junped up and bounced
onit a fewtines.

"You only lasted a couple of days," she said cheerfully. "Everybody hates you now. "

Ender | aughed wyly and turned around to | ook at her. "Do you?"

"Ch, yes," she said. "I hated you first of all, except maybe Quim" She slid off the bed and
wal ked to the terminal. One key at a tine, she carefully |l ogged on. A group of doubl e-col um
addi ti on probl ens appeared in the air above the terninal. "You want to see nme do arithnmetic?"

Ender got up and joined her at the terminal. "Sure," he said. "Those | ook hard, though."

"Not for nme," she said boastfully. "I do them faster than anybody."

Chapter 13 -- El a

M RO The piggies call thenselves nmales, but we're only taking their word for it.
QUANDA: Way woul d they lie?

M RG | know you're young and naive. but there's some missing equi pnent.

QUANDA: | passed physical anthropol ogy. Wo says they do it the way we do it?

M RO Obviously they don't. (For that nmatter, WE don't do it at all.) Maybe |'ve figured out
where their genitals are. Those bunps on their bellies, where the hair is light and fine.

QUANDA: Vestigial nipples. Even you have them

M RO | saw Leaf-eater and Pots yesterday, about ten neters off, so | didn't see them WELL, but
Pots was stroking Leaf-eater's belly, and | think those belly-bunps m ght have tunmesced.

QUANDA: O they mght not.
MRO One thing for sure. Leaf-eater's belly was wet-- the sun was reflected off it-- and he was

enjoying it.
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QUANDA: This is perverted

M RO Wiy not? They're all bachelors, aren't they? They're adults, but their so-called w ves
haven't introduced any of themto the joys of fatherhood.

OQUANDA: | think a sex-starved zenador is projecting his own frustrations onto his subjects.

-- Marcos Vladimr "Mro" Ribeira von Hesse and Quanda Quenhatta, Figueira Micunbi, Wrking
Not es, 1970: 1:430

The clearing was very still. Mro saw at once that sonething was wong. The piggies weren't doing
anyt hi ng. Just standing or sitting here and there. And still; hardly a breath. Staring at the
ground.

Except Human, who energed fromthe forest behind them

He wal ked slowy, stiffly around to the front. Mro felt Quanda's el bow press against him but
he did not | ook at her. He knew she was thinking the same thing he thought. Is this the nonent
that they will kill us, as they killed Libo and Pi po?

Hunman regarded them steadily for several mnutes. It was unnerving to have himwait so |ong. But
Mro and Quanda were disciplined. They said nothing, did not even let their faces change fromthe
rel axed, neaningl ess expression they had practiced for so many years. The art of nonconmunication
was the first one they had to learn before Libo would let either of themcone with him Until
their faces showed nothing, until they did not even perspire visibly under enptional stress, no
piggy would see them As if it did any good. Human was too adroit at turning evasions into
answers, gleaning facts fromenpty statenents. Even their absolute stillness no doubt communi cated
their fear, but out of that circle there could be no escape. Everything comruni cated sonet hi ng.

"You have lied to us," said Human.

Don't answer, Mro said silently, and Quanda was as wordless as if she had heard him No doubt
she was al so thinking the sane nmessage to him

"Rooter says that the Speaker for the Dead wants to cone to us."

It was the nost maddeni ng thing about the piggies. Wenever they had somnething outrageous to
say, they always blanmed it on sone dead piggy who couldn't possibly have said it. No doubt there
was sone religious ritual involved: Go to their totemtree, ask a | eading question, and lie there
contenplating the | eaves or the bark or sonething until you get exactly the answer you want.

"W never said otherwi se," said Mro.
Quanda breathed a little nore quickly.
"You said he wouldn't cone."

"That's right," said Mro. "He wouldn't. He has to obey the law just |ike anyone else. If he
tried to pass through the gate w thout perm ssion--"

"That's a lie."
Mro fell silent.
"It's the law," said OQuanda quietly.

"The | aw has been tw sted before this," said Human. "You could bring himhere, but you don't.
Everyt hi ng depends on you bringing himhere. Rooter says the hive queen can't give us her gifts
unl ess he cones. "

Mro quelled his inpatience. The hive queen! Hadn't he told the piggies a dozen tinmes that al

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender’s...ga%202%20-%20Speaker%20For%20The%20Dead.txt (106 of 209) [1/14/03 10:03:07 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%202%20-%20Speaker %20For %20 The%20Dead. txt

t he buggers were killed? And now the dead hive queen was talking to them as nuch as dead Rooter
The piggies woul d be much easier to deal with if they could stop getting orders fromthe dead.

"It's the law," said Quanda again. "If we even ask himto conme, he might report us and we'd be
sent away, we'd never cone to you again."

"He won't report you. He wants to cone."
"How do you know?"
"Root er says."

There were tines that Mro wanted to chop down the totemtree that grew where Rooter had been
killed. Maybe then they'd shut up about what Rooter says. But instead they'd probably name sone
other tree Rooter and be outraged as well. Don't even admt that you doubt their religion, that
was a textbook rule; even offworld xenol ogers, even anthropol ogi sts knew t hat.

"Ask him" said Human.
"Root er ?" asked CQuanda.

"He wouldn't speak to you," said Human. Contenptuously? "Ask the Speaker whether he'll conme or
not."

Mro waited for Quanda to answer. She knew al ready what his answer woul d be. Hadn't they argued
it out a dozen tinmes in the last two days? He's a good man, said Mro. He's a fake, said Quanda.
He was good with the little ones, said Mro. So are child nolesters, said Quanda. | believe in
him said Mro. Then you're an idiot, said Quanda. W can trust him said Mro. He'll betray us,
sai d Quanda. And that was where it always ended.

But the piggi es changed the equation. The piggi es added great pressure on Mro's side. Usually
when the piggi es demanded t he inpossi ble he had hel ped her fend themoff. But this was not
i npossi ble, he did not want them fended of f, and so he said nothing. Press her, Human, because
you're right and this tinme Quanda nust bend.

Feeling hersel f al one, knowing Mro would not help her, she gave a little ground. "Maybe if we
only bring himas far as the edge of the forest."

"Bring himhere," said Human.

"We can't," she said. "Look at you. Wearing cloth. Mking pots. Eating bread."
Human smiled. "Yes," he said. "All of that. Bring himhere."

"No," said Quanda.

Mro flinched, stopping hinself fromreaching out to her. It was the one thing they had never
done-- flatly denied a request. Always it was "W can't because" or "I wish we could."” But the
single word of denial said to them | wll not. I, of nyself, refuse.

Hunman's smile faded. "Pipo told us that wonen do not say. Pipo told us that hunan nen and wonen
deci de together. So you can't say no unless he says no, too." He |ooked at Mro. "Do you say no?"

Mro did not answer. He felt Quanda's el bow touchi ng him
"You don't say nothing," said Hunan. "You say yes or no."
Still Mro didn't answer.

Sone of the piggies around them stood up. Mro had no idea what they were doing, but the
movenment itself, with Mro's intransigent silence as a cue, seened nenaci ng. Quanda, who woul d
never be cowed by a threat to herself, bent to the inplied threat to Mro. "He says yes," she
whi sper ed.
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"He says yes, but for you he stays silent. You say no, but you don't stay silent for him" Human
scooped thick rmucus out of his mouth with one finger and flipped it onto the ground. "You are
not hi ng. "

Hurman suddenly fell backward into a sonmersault, twisted in mid-novenment, and cane up with his
back to them wal king away. | mediately the other piggies cane to life, nmoving swiftly toward
Human, who led themtoward the forest edge farthest from M ro and Quanda.

Human st opped abruptly. Another piggy, instead of following him stood in front of him bl ocking
his way. It was Leaf-eater. If he or Human spoke, Mro could not hear themor see their nouths
move. He did see, though, that Leaf-eater extended his hand to touch Human's belly. The hand
stayed there a nonent, then Leaf-eater whirled around and scanpered off into the bushes like a
youngl i ng.

In a noment the other piggies were al so gone.
"It was a battle," said Mro. "Human and Leaf-eater. They're on opposite sides."
"Of what?" said Quanda.

"I wish | knew But | can guess. If we bring the Speaker, Human wins. If we don't, Leaf-eater
wins."

"Wns what? Because if we bring the Speaker, he'll betray us, and then we all |ose."
"He won't betray us."
"Way shouldn't he, if you'd betray me |like that?"

Her voice was a lash, and he alnost cried out fromthe sting of her words. "I betray you!" he
whi spered. "Eu nao. Janmis." Not me. Never

"Father always said, Be united in front of the piggies, never |let them see you in disagreenent,
and you--"

"And | didn't say yes to them You re the one who said no, you' re the one who took a position
that you knew | didn't agree with!"

"Then when we disagree, it's your job to--"

She stopped. She had only just realized what she was saying. But stopping did not undo what Mro
knew she was going to say. It was his job to do what she said until she changed her mind. As if he
were her apprentice. "And here | thought we were in this together." He turned and wal ked away from
her, into the forest, back toward M agre.

"Mro," she called after him "Mro, | didn't nean that--"

He waited for her to catch up, then caught her by the arm and whispered fiercely, "Don't shout!
O don't you care whether the piggies hear us or not? Has the naster Zenador decided that we can
| et them see everything now, even the naster disciplining her apprentice?"

"I"'mnot the naster, [|--"

"That's right, you're not." He turned away from her and started wal ki ng agai n.
"But Libo was ny father, so of course |I'mthe--"

"Zenador by blood right,"” he said. "Blood right, is that it? So what am | by blood right? A
drunken w fe-beating cretin?' He took her by the arns, gripping her cruelly. "lIs that what you
want ne to be? Alittle copy of ny paizinho?"

"Let go!"

He shoved her away. "Your apprentice thinks you were a fool today," said Mro. "Your apprentice
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t hi nks you shoul d have trusted his judgnent of the Speaker, and your apprentice thinks you shoul d
have trusted his assessnment of how serious the piggies were about this, because you were stupidly
wrong about both matters, and you may just have cost Human his life."

It was an unspeakabl e accusation, but it was exactly what they both feared, that Hunan woul d end
up now as Rooter had, as others had over the years, disenbowel ed, with a seedling growi ng out of
hi s corpse.

M ro knew he had spoken unfairly, knew that she would not be wong to rage against him He had
no right to blame her when neither of them could possibly have known what the stakes night have
been for Human until it was too |ate.

Quanda di d not rage, however. |nstead, she cal ned herself visibly, drawi ng even breaths and
bl anki ng her face. Mro followed her exanple and did the sanme. "Wat nmatters," said Quanda, "is to
make the best of it. The executions have always been at night. If we're to have a hope of
vi ndi cati ng Human, we have to get the Speaker here this afternoon, before dark. "

Mro nodded. "Yes," he said. "And |'msorry."
"I"'msorry too," she said.
"Since we don't know what we're doing, it's nobody's fault when we do things wong."

"I only wish that | believed a right choice were possible."

* % %

Ela sat on a rock and bathed her feet in the water while she waited for the Speaker for the
Dead. The fence was only a few meters away, running along the top of the steel grillwork that
bl ocked the people fromsw nming under it. As if anyone wanted to try. Mst people in Mlagre
pretended the fence wasn't there. Never cane near it. That was why she had asked the Speaker to
meet her here. Even though the day was warm and school was out, children didn't swmhere at Vila
Utim, where the fence canme to the river and the forest came nearly to the fence. Only the
soapnakers and potters and bricknmakers came here, and they |eft again when the day's work was
over. She could say what she had to say, wthout fear of anyone overhearing or interrupting.

She didn't have to wait | ong. The Speaker rowed up the river in a snmall boat, just like one of
the farside farnmers, who had no use for roads. The skin of his back was shockingly white; even the
few Lusos who were |ight-conplected enough to be called |oiros were much darker-skinned. H s
whi t eness made hi m seem weak and slight. But then she saw how qui ckly the boat noved agai nst the
current; how accurately the oars were placed each tine at just the right depth, with a | ong,
snooth pull; how tightly wapped in skin his nuscles were. She felt a nonent's stab of grief, and
then realized that it was grief for her father, despite the depth of her hatred for him she had
not realized until this noment that she |oved anythi ng about him but she grieved for the strength
of his shoul ders and back, for the sweat that made his brown skin dazzle like glass in the
sunl i ght.

No, she said silently, | don't grieve for your death, Co. | grieve that you were not nore |ike
t he Speaker, who has no connection with us and yet has given us nore good gifts in three days than
you in your whole life; | grieve that your beautiful body was so worm eaten inside.

The Speaker saw her and skimed the boat to shore, where she waited. She waded in the reeds and
muck to help himpull the boat aground.

"Sorry to get you nuddy,
water invited ne--"

he said. "But | haven't used ny body in a couple of weeks, and the

"You row wel l," she said.

"The world | cane from Trondheim was nostly ice and water. A bit of rock here and there, sone
soil, but anyone who couldn't row was nore crippled than if he couldn't wal k. "

"That's where you were born?"
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"No. Where | |ast Spoke, though." He sat on the grama, facing the water

She sat beside him "Mdther's angry at you."

Hs lips made a little half-snmle. "She told ne."

Wthout thinking, Ela imediately began to justify her nother. "You tried to read her files."

"l read her files. Mdst of them Al but the ones that mattered."

"I know. Quimtold ne." She caught herself feeling just a little triunphant that Mther's
protection system had bested him Then she renmenbered that she was not on Mother's side in this.
That she had been trying for years to get Mother to open those very files to her. But nomentum
carried her on, saying things she didn't nmean to say. "O hado's sitting in the house with his eyes
shut off and nusic blasting into his ears. Very upset."

"Yes, well, he thinks | betrayed him"
"Didn't you?" That was not what she neant to say.

"I"'ma Speaker for the Dead. | tell the truth, when | speak at all, and | don't keep away from
ot her people's secrets.”

"I know. That's why | called for a Speaker. You don't have any respect for anybody."
He | ooked annoyed. "Wy did you invite ne here?" he asked.

This was working out all wong. She was talking to himas if she were against him as if she
weren't grateful for what he had already done for the famly. She was talking to himlike the
eneny. Has Qui mtaken over nmy mnd, so that | say things | don't nean?

"You invited nme to this place on the river. The rest of your famly isn't speaking to ne, and
then | get a nmessage fromyou. To conpl ain about my breaches of privacy? To tell nme | don't
respect anybody?"

"No," she said miserably. "This isn't howit was supposed to go."

"Didn't it occur to you that | would hardly choose to be a Speaker if | had no respect for
peopl e?"

In frustration she |let the words burst out. "I wi sh you had broken into all her files! | w sh
you had taken every one of her secrets and published themthrough all the Hundred Worlds!" There
were tears in her eyes; she couldn't think why.

"I see. She doesn't let you see those files, either."
"Sou aprendi z del a, nao sou? E porque choro, diga-ne! O senhor temo jeito."

"I don't have any knack for naking people cry, Ela," he answered softly. His voice was a caress.
No, stronger, it was |like a hand gripping her hand, holding her, steadying her. "Telling the truth
makes you cry."

"Sou ingrata, sou na filha--"

"Yes, you're ungrateful, and a terrible daughter,” he said, |aughing softly. "Through all these
years of chaos and negl ect you' ve held your nother's famly together with little help from her
and when you followed her in her career, she wouldn't share the nost vital inforination with you;
you' ve earned nothing but |ove and trust fromher and she's replied by shutting you out of her
life at home and at work; and then you finally tell sonebody that you're sick of it. You' re just
about the worst person |I've ever known."

She found herself |aughing at her own self-condemation. Childishly, she didn't want to | augh at
herself. "Don't patronize nme." She tried to put as nuch contenpt into her voice as possible.
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He noticed. H's eyes went distant and cold. "Don't spit at a friend," he said.

She didn't want himto be distant fromher. But she couldn't stop herself from saying, coldly,
angrily, "You aren't ny friend."

For a nonent she was afraid he believed her. Then a smle canme to his face. "You wouldn't know a
friend if you saw one."

Yes | would, she thought. |I see one now. She sniled back at him
"Ela," he said, "are you a good xenobi ol ogi st ?"
"Yes."

"You're eighteen years old. You could take the guild tests at sixteen. But you didn't take
t hem "

"Mot her wouldn't let ne. She said | wasn't ready."”

"You don't have to have your nother's permi ssion after you're sixteen.”
"An apprentice has to have the perm ssion of her master."

"And now you're eighteen, and you don't even need that."

"She's still Lusitania's xenobiologist. It's still her tab. Wat if | passed the test, and then
she wouldn't let me into the lab until after she was dead?"

"Did she threaten that?"
"She made it clear that | wasn't to take the test."

"Because as soon as you're not an apprentice anynore, if she adnmits you to the lab as her co-
xenobi ol ogi st you have full access--"

"To all the working files. To all the Il ocked files."

"So she'd hold her own daughter back from begi nning her career, she'd give you a permanent bl ot
on your record-- unready for the tests even at age eighteen-- just to keep you fromreadi ng those
files.™"

"Yes."

" \Why 2"

"Mt her's crazy."

"No. Whatever else Novinha is, Ela, she is not crazy."

"Ela , boba nesma, Senhor Fal ante."

He | aughed and lay back in the grama. "Tell ne how she's boba, then."

"I"ll give you the list. First: She won't allow any investigation of the Descol ada. Thirty-four
years ago the Descol ada nearly destroyed this colony. My grandparents, Os Venerados, Deus os
abencoe, they barely nmanaged to stop the Descol ada. Apparently the disease agent, the Descol ada
bodi es, are still present-- we have to eat a supplenent, like an extra vitanin, to keep the plague
fromstriking again. They told you that, didn't they? If you once get it in your system you'l
have to keep that supplenent all your life, even if you | eave here."

"I knew that, yes."

"She won't let ne study the Descol ada bodies at all. That's what's in sonme of the | ocked files,
anyway. She's locked up all of Gusto's and Cida's discoveries about the Descol ada bodi es.
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Not hi ng' s avail able. ™
The Speaker's eyes narrowed. "So. That's one-third of boba. Wiwat's the rest?"

"It's more than a third. Whatever the Descol ada body is, it was able to adapt to beconme a hunan
parasite ten years after the colony was founded. Ten years! If it can adapt once, it can adapt
again."

"Maybe she doesn't think so."
"Maybe | ought to have a right to decide that for nyself."

He put out a hand, rested it on her knee, calnmed her. "I agree with you. But go on. The second
reason she's boba."

"She won't allow any theoretical research. No taxonomy. No evolutionary nodels. If | ever try to
do any, she says | obviously don't have enough to do and wei ghs ne down with assignments until she
thinks |'ve given up."

"You haven't given up, | take it."

"That's what xenobiology's for. Ch, yes, fine that she can nake a potato that makes naxi mum use
of the ambient nutrients. Whnderful that she nade a breed of amaranth that nmakes the col ony
protein self-sufficient with only ten acres under cultivation. But that's all nol ecul ar juggling."

"It's survival."

"But we don't know anything. It's like swming on the top of the ocean. You get very
confortable, you can nove around a little, but you don't know if there are sharks down there! W
could be surrounded by sharks and she doesn't want to find out."

"Third thing?"

"She won't exchange information with the Zenadors. Period. Nothing. And that really is crazy. W
can't |leave the fenced area. That neans that we don't have a single tree we can study. W know
absol utely nothing about the flora and fauna of this world except what happened to be incl uded
i nside the fence. One herd of cabra and a bunch of capimgrass, and then a slightly different
riverside ecology, and that's everything. Nothing about the kinds of animals in the forest, no
i nfornmati on exchange at all. W don't tell themanything, and if they send us data we erase the
files unread. It's like she built this wall around us that nothing could get through. Nothing gets
i n, nothing goes out."

"Maybe she has reasons.”

"OF course she has reasons. Crazy peopl e al ways have reasons. For one thing, she hated Libo.
Hated him She wouldn't let Mro talk about him wouldn't let us play with his children-- China
and | were best friends for years and she wouldn't let nme bring her honme or go to her house after
school . And when Mro apprenticed to him she didn't speak to himor set his place at the table
for a year."

She coul d see that the Speaker doubted her, thought she was exaggerati ng.

"l nean one year. The day he went to the Zenador's Station for the first tine as Libo's
apprentice, he came hone and she didn't speak to him not a word, and when he sat down to di nner
she renmoved the plate fromin front of his face, just cleaned up his silverware as if he weren't
there. He sat there through the entire meal, just looking at her. Until Father got angry at him
for being rude and told himto | eave the room"

"What did he do, nove out?"

"No. You don't know Mro!" Ela |aughed bitterly. "He doesn't fight, but he doesn't give up
either. He never answered Father's abuse, never. In all ny life | don't remenber hearing him
answer anger with anger. And Mother-- well, he canme hone every night fromthe Zenador's Station
and sat down where a plate was set, and every night Mther took up his plate and silverware, and
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he sat there till Father nade himleave. O course, within a week Father was yelling at himto get
out as soon as Mt her reached for his plate. Father loved it, the bastard, he thought it was
great, he hated Mro so nmuch, and finally Mther was on his side against Mro."

"Who gave in?"

"Nobody gave in." Ela |looked at the river, realizing howterrible this all sounded, realizing
that she was shaming her fanmly in front of a stranger. But he wasn't a stranger, was he? Because
Quara was tal king agai n, and A hado was involved in things again, and Grego, for just a short
time, Grego had been al nbst a normal boy. He wasn't a stranger.

"How did it end?" asked the Speaker

"It ended when the piggies killed Libo. That's how nuch Mther hated the nan. When he died she
cel ebrated by forgiving her son. That night when Mro cane hone, it was after dinner was over, it
was late at night. A terrible night, everybody was so afraid, the piggies seemed so awmful, and
everybody | oved Libo so much-- except Mother, of course. Mother waited up for Mro. He cane in and
went into the kitchen and sat down at the table, and Mother put a plate down in front of him put
food on the plate. Didn't say a word. He ate it, too. Not a word about it. As if the year before
hadn't happened. | woke up in the mddle of the night because |I could hear Mro throwi ng up and
crying in the bathroom | don't think anybody el se heard, and | didn't go to himbecause |I didn't
t hi nk he wanted anybody to hear him Now | think |I should have gone, but | was afraid. There were
such terrible things in ny famly."

The Speaker nodded.

"I should have gone to him" El a said again.

"Yes," the Speaker said. "You should have."

A strange thing happened then. The Speaker agreed with her that she had made a m stake that
ni ght, and she knew when he said the words that it was true, that his judgnent was correct. And
yet she felt strangely healed, as if sinply saying her m stake were enough to purge sone of the
pain of it. For the first time, then, she caught a glinpse of what the power of Speaking night be.
It wasn't a matter of confession, penance, and absolution, like the priests offered. It was
sonmething else entirely. Telling the story of who she was, and then realizing that she was no
| onger the sane person. That she had nade a m stake, and the m stake had changed her, and now she
woul d not nmeke the m stake agai n because she had becone soneone el se, soneone |ess afraid, someone
nor e conpassi onat e.

If I"mnot that frightened girl who heard her brother in desperate pain and dared not go to him
who am1? But the water flow ng through the grillwork under the fence held no answers. Maybe she
couldn't know who she was today. Maybe it was enough to know that she was no | onger who she was
bef ore.

Still the Speaker lay there on the grama, |ooking at the clouds com ng darkly out of the west.
"I"'ve told you all | know," Ela said. "I told you what was in those files-- the Descol ada
information. That's all | know. "

"No it isn't,"” said the Speaker
"It is, | promise."

"Do you nean to say that you obeyed her? That when your nother told you not to do any
theoretical work, you sinply turned off your nmind and did what she wanted?"

El a giggled. "She thinks so."
"But you didn't."
"I"'ma scientist, even if she isn't."

"She was once," said the Speaker. "She passed her tests when she was thirteen."
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"I know," said Ela.

"And she used to share information with Pipo before he died."

"l know that, too. It was just Libo that she hated."

"So tell nme, Ela. What have you discovered in your theoretical work?"

"I haven't discovered any answers. But at |east | know what sone of the questions are. That's a
start, isn't it? Nobody else is asking questions. It's so funny, isn't it? Mro says the framing
xenol ogers are al ways pestering himand Quanda for nmore information, nore data, and yet the | aw
forbids themfrom | earning anything nore. And yet not a single franing xenobiol ogi st has ever
asked us for any information. They all just study the biosphere on their own planets and don't ask
Mot her a single question. I'mthe only one asking, and nobody cares. "

"I care," said the Speaker. "l need to know what the questions are."

"OK, here's one. W have a herd of cabra here inside the fence. The cabra can't junp the fence,
they don't even touch it. |'ve exani ned and tagged every single cabra in the herd, and you know
sonet hi ng? There's not one male. They're all ferale."

"Bad | uck," said the Speaker. "You'd think they would have left at |east one male inside."

"It doesn't matter," said Ela. "I don't knowif there are any nales. In the last five years
every single adult cabra has given birth at |east once. And not one of them has mated."

"Maybe they clone," said the Speaker

"The offspring is not genetically identical to the nother. That much research | could sneak into
the lab without Mdther noticing. There is sone kind of gene transfer going on."

"Her maphr odi t es?"

"No. Pure female. No nal e sexual organs at all. Does that qualify as an inportant question?
Sonehow t he cabras are having sone kind of genetic exchange, w thout sex.”

"The theol ogical inplications alone are astounding."

"Don't make fun."

"Of which? Science or theol ogy?"

"Ei ther one. Do you want to hear nore of my questions or not?"
"l do," said the Speaker.

"Then try this. The grass you're lying on-- we call it grama. Al the watersnakes are hatched
here. Little worns so small you can hardly see them They eat the grass down to the nub and eat
each other, too, shedding skin each tinme they grow larger. Then all of a sudden, when the grass is
conpletely slinmy with their dead skin, all the snakes slither off into the river and they never
cone back out. "

He wasn't a xenobiologist. He didn't get the inplication right away.

"The wat ersnakes hatch here," she expl ained, "but they don't conme back out of the water to |ay
their eggs.”

"So they mate here before they go into the water."

"Fine, of course, obviously. |I've seen themmating. That's not the problem The problemis, why
are they watersnakes?"

He still didn't get it.

"Look, they're conmpletely adapted to |ife underwater. They have gills along with lungs, they're
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superb swi nmers, they have fins for guidance, they are conpletely evolved for adult life in the
wat er. Why woul d they ever have evolved that way if they are born on |l and, mate on | and, and
reproduce on |and? As far as evolution is concerned, anything that happens after you reproduce is
conpletely irrelevant, except if you nurture your young, and the watersnakes definitely don't
nurture. Living in the water does nothing to enhance their ability to survive until they
reproduce. They could slither into the water and drown and it wouldn't matter because reproduction
is over."

"Yes," said the Speaker. "I see now."

"There are little clear eggs in the water, though. |I've never seen a watersnake |ay them but
since there's no other animal in or near the river large enough to lay the eggs, it seens |ogical
that they're watersnake eggs. Only these big clear eggs-- a centineter across-- they're conpletely
sterile. The nutrients are there, everything's ready, but there's no enbryo. Nothing. Sone of them
have a ganmete-- half a set of genes in a cell, ready to conbine-- but not a single one was alive.
And we' ve never found wat ersnake eggs on land. One day there's nothing there but grama, getting
riper and riper; the next day the grama stal ks are crawling wi th baby wat ersnakes. Does this sound
like a question worth exploring?”

"It sounds |ike spontaneous generation to ne.

"Yes, well, I'd like to find enough information to test sone alternate hypot heses, but Mt her
won't let ne. | asked her about this one and she nade ne take over the whole amaranth testing
process so | wouldn't have tinme to nuck around in the river. And another question. Wiy are there
so few species here? On every other planet, even sone of the nearly desert ones |ike Trondhei m
there are thousands of different species, at least in the water. Here there's hardly a handful, as
far as | can tell. The xingadora are the only birds we've seen. The suckflies are the only flies.
The cabra are the only rumnants eating the capi mgrass. Except for the cabras, the piggies are
the only large animals we've seen. Only one species of tree. Only one species of grass on the
prairie, the capim and the only other conpeting plant is the tropega, a long vine that wanders
al ong the ground for neters and neters-- the xingadora make their nests out of the vine. That's
it. The xingadora eat the suckflies and nothing el se. The suckflies eat the al gae al ong the edge
of the river. And our garbage, and that's it. Nothing eats the xingadora. Nothing eats the cabra.”

"Very limted," said the Speaker

"Inpossibly limted. There are ten thousand ecol ogical niches here that are conpletely unfilled.
There's no way that evolution could | eave this world so sparse.”

"Unl ess there was a disaster."
"Exactly."
"Somet hing that wi ped out all but a handful of species that were able to adapt."

"Yes," said Ela. "You see? And | have proof. The cabras have a huddling behavior pattern. Wen
you cone up on them when they snmell you, they circle with the adults facing inward, so they can
kick out at the intruder and protect the young."

"Lots of herd aninmals do that."

"Protect them fromwhat? The piggies are conpletely sylvan-- they never hunt on the prairie.
What ever the predator was that forced the cabra to devel op that behavior pattern, it's gone. And

only recently-- in the last hundred thousand years, the last nmllion years naybe."

"There's no evidence of any meteor falls nmore recent than twenty mllion years," said the
Speaker .

"No. That kind of disaster would kill off all the big animals and plants and | eave hundreds of
smal | ones, or maybe kill all land life and | eave only the sea. But |land, sea, all the
environnents were stripped, and yet some big creatures survived. No, | think it was a disease. A

di sease that struck across all species boundaries, that could adapt itself to any living thing. O
course, we wouldn't notice that disease now because all the species left alive have adapted to it.
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It would be part of their regular life pattern. The only way we'd notice the disease--"
"I's if we caught it," said the Speaker. "The Descol ada."

"You see? Everything cones back to the Descol ada. My grandparents found a way to stop it from
killing humans, but it took the best genetic manipul ation. The cabra, the watersnakes, they also
found ways to adapt, and | doubt it was with dietary supplenents. | think it all ties in together
The weird reproductive anonalies, the enptiness of the ecosystem it all cones back to the
Descol ada bodi es, and Mdther won't |let ne examine them She won't let ne study what they are, how
they work, how they night be involved with--"

"Wth the piggies."
"Well, of course, but not just them all the animals--"

The Speaker |ooked like he was suppressing excitenment. As if she had expl ai ned sonet hi ng
difficult. "The night that Pipo died, she |locked the files showing all her current work, and she
| ocked the files containing all the Descol ada research. Watever she showed Pipo had to do with
the Descol ada bodies, and it had to do with the piggies--"

"That's when she | ocked the files?" asked El a.
"Yes. Yes."

"Then I'mright, aren't I|."

"Yes," he said. "Thank you. You've hel ped me nore than you know. "

"Does this nean that you'll speak Father's death soon?"

The Speaker |ooked at her carefully. "You don't want ne to Speak your father, really. You want
me to Speak your nother."

"She isn't dead."”

"But you know | can't possibly Speak Marc o w thout explaining why he married Novinha, and why
they stayed narried all those years."

"That's right. | want all the secrets opened up. | want all the files unlocked. | don't want
anyt hi ng hi dden. "

"You don't know what you're asking," said the Speaker. "You don't know how rmuch pain it wll
cause if all the secrets cone out."

"Take a |l ook at my fanmily, Speaker," she answered. "How can the truth cause any nore pain than

the secrets have al ready caused?"

He smiled at her, but it was not a mirthful smle. It was-- affectionate, even pitying. "You're
right," he said, "conpletely right, but you may have trouble realizing that, when you hear the
whol e story."

"I know the whole story, as far as it can be known."

"That's what everybody thinks, and nobody's right."

"When will you have the Speaking?"

"As soon as | can."

"Then why not now? Today? What are you waiting for?"

"I can't do anything until | talk to the piggies."

"You're joking, aren't you? Nobody can talk to the piggi es except the Zenadors. That's by

Congressi onal Order. Nobody can get past that."
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"Yes," said the Speaker. "That's why it's going to be hard."

"Not hard, inpossible--"

"Maybe," he said. He stood; so did she. "Ela, you've hel ped me trenendously. Taught ne
everything | could have hoped to learn fromyou. Just like dhado did. But he didn't |ike what |
did with the things he taught me, and now he thinks | betrayed him"

"He's a kid. 1'meighteen.”

The Speaker nodded, put his hand on her shoul der, squeezed. "We're all right then. W're
friends."

She was al nbst sure there was irony in what he said. Irony and, perhaps, a plea. "Yes," she
insisted. "W're friends. Al ways."

He nodded again, turned away, pushed the boat from shore, and splashed after it through the
reeds and nuck. Once the boat was fairly afloat, he sat down and extended the oars, rowed, and
then | ooked up and smiled at her. Ela smiled back, but the smile could not convey the elation she
felt, the perfect relief. He had listened to everything, and understood everything, and he woul d
make everything all right. She believed that, believed it so conpletely that she didn't even
notice that it was the source of her sudden happi ness. She knew only that she had spent an hour
with the Speaker for the Dead, and now she felt nore alive than she had in years.

She retrieved her shoes, put them back on her feet, and wal ked hone. Mdther would still be at
the Biologista's Station, but Ela didn't want to work this afternoon. She wanted to go home and
fix dinner; that was always solitary work. She hoped no one would talk with her. She hoped there'd
be no probl em she was expected to solve. Let this feeling linger forever.

Ela was only hone for a few nminutes, however, when Mro burst into the kitchen. "Ela," he said
"Have you seen the Speaker for the Dead?"

"Yes," she said. "On the river."
"Where on the river!"
If she told hi mwhere they had net, he'd know that it wasn't a chance neeting. "Wy?" she asked.

"Listen, Ela, this is notine to be suspicious, please. I've got to find him W've |eft
messages for him the conputer can't find him-"

"He was rowi ng downriver, toward hone. He's probably going to be at his house soon."

Mro rushed fromthe kitchen into the front room Ela heard himtapping at the terminal. Then he
cane back in. "Thanks," he said. "Don't expect me home for dinner."

"What's so urgent?"

"Nothing." It was so ridiculous, to say "nothing" when Mro was obviously agitated and hurri ed,
that they both burst out |aughing at once. "OK," said Mro, "it isn't nothing, it's sonething, but
| can't talk about it, OK?"

"OK." But soon all the secrets will be known, Mro.

"What | don't understand is why he didn't get our nessage. | nean, the conputer was pagi ng him
Doesn't he wear an inplant in his ear? The conmputer's supposed to be able to reach him O course,
maybe he had it turned off."

"No," said Ela. "The Iight was on."

Mro cocked his head and squinted at her. "You didn't see that tiny red |ight on his ear
implant, not if he just happened to be out rowing in the mddle of the river."
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"He came to shore. W tal ked."

"What about ?"

Ela smiled. "Nothing," she said.

He smiled back, but he | ooked annoyed all the same. She understood: It's all right for you to
have secrets fromne, but not for me to have secrets fromyou, is that it, Mro?

He didn't argue about it, though. He was in too nmuch of a hurry. Had to go find the Speaker, and
now, and he woul dn't be honme for dinner

Ela had a feeling the Speaker might get to talk to the piggies sooner than she had thought
possi bl e. For a nonent she was el ated. The waiting would be over.

Then the el ation passed, and something el se took its place. A sick fear. A nightmare of China's
papai, dear Libo, lying dead on the hillside, torn apart by the piggies. Only it wasn't Libo, the
way she had al ways inagined the grisly scene. It was Mro. No, no, it wasn't Mro. It was the
Speaker. It was the Speaker who would be tortured to death. "No," she whi spered.

Then she shivered and the nightmare left her mind;, she went back to trying to spice and season
the pasta so it would taste |ike sonething better than amaranth gl ue.

Chapter 14 -- Renegades

LEAF- EATER Hunan says that when your brothers die, you bury themin the dirt and then nmake your
houses out of that dirt. ( Laughs.)

M RO No. W never dig where people are buried
LEAF- EATER (becones rigid with agitation): Then your dead don't do you any good at all

-- Quanda Quenhatta Figueira Micunbi, D alogue Transcripts, 103:0:1969:4:13: 111

Ender had thought they m ght have sone trouble getting himthrough the gate, but Quanda pal ned the
box, Mro opened the gate, and the three of them wal ked through. No challenge. It nust be as Ela
had i nplied-- no one wants to get out of the compound, and so no serious security was needed.

Whet her that suggested that people were content to stay in Mlagre or that they were afraid of the
piggies or that they hated their inprisonnent so nuch that they had to pretend the fence wasn't
there, Ender could not begin to guess.

Both Quanda and Mro were very tense, alnost frightened. That was understandabl e, of course,
since they were breaking Congressional rules to let himconme. But Ender suspected there was nore
toit than that. Mro's tension was coupled with eagerness, a sense of hurry; he mght be
frightened, but he wanted to see what woul d happen, wanted to go ahead.

Quanda hel d back, wal ked a neasured step, and her col dness was not just fear but hostility as
well. She did not trust him

So Ender was not surprised when she stepped behind the large tree that grew nearest the gate and
waited for Mro and Ender to follow her. Ender saw how Mro | ooked annoyed for a nmonment, then
controll ed hinself. H s mask of uninvol venment was as cool as a hunan being could hope for. Ender
found hinself conparing Mro to the boys he had known in Battle School, sizing himup as a conrade
in arms, and thought Mro night have done well there. CQuanda, too, but for different reasons: She
hel d herself responsible for what was happeni ng, even though Ender was an adult and she was much
younger. She did not defer to himat all. Watever she was afraid of, it was not authority.

"Here?" asked Mro blandly.
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"Or not at all." said Quanda.

Ender folded hinself to sit at the base of the tree. "This is Rooter's tree, isn't it?" he
asked.

They took it calmy-- of course-- but their nomentary pause told himthat yes, he had surprised
them by knowi ng somet hi ng about a past that they surely regarded as their own. | may be a framing
here, Ender said silently, but | don't have to be an ignorant one.

"Yes," said Quanda. "He's the totemthey seemto get the nobst-- direction from Lately-- the
| ast seven or eight years. They've never let us see the rituals in which they talk to their
ancestors, but it seens to involve drumrming on the trees with heavy polished sticks. W hear them
at night sonetines. "

"Sticks? Made of fallen wood?"
"W assune so. \Wy?"

"Because they have no stone or netal tools to cut the wood-- isn't that right? Besides, if they
worship the trees, they couldn't very well cut them down."

"We don't think they worship the trees. It's totemic. They stand for dead ancestors. They--
plant them Wth the bodies."

Quanda had wanted to stop, to talk or question him but Ender had no intention of letting her
believe she-- or Mro, for that matter-- was in charge of this expedition. Ender intended to talk
to the piggies hinself. He had never prepared for a Speaking by letting sonmeone el se determine his
agenda, and he wasn't going to begin now Besides, he had infornmation they didn't have. He knew
El a's theory.

"And anywhere el se?" he asked. "Do they plant trees at any other time?"
They | ooked at each other. "Not that we've seen," said Mro.

Ender was not nerely curious. He was still thinking of what Ela had told himabout reproductive
anomal ies. "And do the trees also grow by thensel ves? Are seedlings and saplings scattered through
the forest?"

Quanda shook her head. "W really don't have any evidence of the trees being planted anywhere
but in the corpses of the dead. At least, all the trees we know of are quite old, except these
three out here.”

"Four, if we don't hurry," said Mro.

Ah. Here was the tension between them Mro's sense of urgency was to save a piggy from being
pl anted at the base of another tree. While OQuanda was concerned about something quite different.
They had reveal ed enough of thenselves to him now he could let her interrogate him He sat up
straight and tipped his head back, to look up into the | eaves of the tree above him the spreading
branches, the pale green of photosynthesis that confirned the convergence, the inevitability of
evol ution on every world. Here was the center of all of Ela' s paradoxes: evolution on this world
was obviously well within the pattern that xenobi ol ogi sts had seen on all the Hundred Wrlds, and
yet sonewhere the pattern had broken down, collapsed. The piggi es were one of a few dozen species
that had survived the coll apse. Wiat was the Descol ada, and how had the piggies adapted to it?

He had neant to turn the conversation, to say, Wiy are we here behind this tree? That would
invite Quanda's questions. But at that nmoment, his head tilted back, the soft green | eaves noving
gently in an al nbst inperceptible breeze, he felt a powerful deja vu. He had | ooked up into these
| eaves before. Recently. But that was inpossible. There were no large trees on Trondheim and none
grew within the conpound of MIlagre. Wiy did the sunlight through the | eaves feel so fanmliar to
hi nP

"Speaker," said Mro.
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"Yes," he said, allowing hinself to be drawn out of his nmonentary reverie.

"W didn't want to bring you out here." Mro said it firmy, and with his body so oriented
toward Quanda's that Ender understood that in fact Mro had wanted to bring himout here, but was
i ncluding hinself in Quanda's reluctance in order to show her that he was one with her. You are in
|l ove with each other, Ender said silently. And tonight, if | speak Marcdo's death tonight, | wll
have to tell you that you're brother and sister. | have to drive the wedge of the incest tabu
bet ween you. And you will surely hate ne.

"You're going to see-- some--" Quanda could not bring herself to say it.

Mro snmled. "W call them Questionable Activities. They began with Pipo, accidentally. But Libo
did it deliberately, and we are continuing his work. It is careful, gradual. W didn't just
di scard the Congressional rules about this. But there were crises, and we had to help. A few years
ago, for instance, the piggies were running short of macios, the bark worns they nostly lived on
t hen--"

"You're going to tell himthat first?" asked Cuanda.

Ah, thought Ender. It isn't as inportant to her to maintain the illusion of solidarity as it is
to him

"He's here partly to Speak Libo's death,” said Mro. "And this was what happened right before.”
"W have no evidence of a causal relationship--"

"Let me discover causal relationships,"” said Ender quietly. "Tell nme what happened when the
pi ggi es got hungry."

"I't was the wives who were hungry, they said. " Mro ignored Quanda's anxiety. "You see, the
mal es gather food for the fenal es and the young, and so there wasn't enough to go around. They
kept hinting about how they would have to go to war. About how they would probably all die. " Mro

shook his head. "They seemed al nost happy about it."
Quanda stood up. "He hasn't even pronmised. Hasn't prom sed anything."
"What do you want ne to pronise?" asked Ender.
"Not to-- let any of this--"
"Not to tell on you?" asked Ender.
She nodded, though she plainly resented the childish phrase.
"I won't promise any such thing," said Ender. "My business is telling."
She whirled on Mro. "You see!"”

Mro in turn | ooked frightened. "You can't tell. They'll seal the gate. They'll never let us
t hr ough! "

"And you'd have to find another |ine of work?" asked Ender

Quanda | ooked at himwith contenpt. "Is that all you think xenology is? A job? That's anot her
intelligent species there in the woods. Ranmen, not varel se, and they nust be known."

Ender did not answer, but his gaze did not |eave her face.

"It's like the H ve Queen and the Hegenon," said Mro. "The piggies, they're |ike the buggers.
Only snaller, weaker, nore prinmtive. We need to study them yes, but that isn't enough. You can
study beasts and not care a bit when one of them drops dead or gets eaten up, but these are--
they're like us. W can't just study their hunger, observe their destruction in war, we know them
we- - "
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"Love them" said Ender.

"Yes!" said Quanda defiantly.

"But if you left them if you weren't here at all, they wouldn't disappear, would they?"
"No," said Mro.

"I told you he'd be just like the conmmittee,"” said Quanda.

Ender ignored her. "Wat would it cost themif you left?"

"It's like--" Mro struggled for words. "It's as if you could go back, to old Earth, back before
t he Xenoci de, before star travel, and you said to them You can travel anong the stars, you can
live on other worlds. And then showed thema thousand little miracles. Lights that turn on from
switches. Steel. Even sinple things-- pots to hold water. Agriculture. They see you, they know
what you are, they know that they can becone what you are, do all the things that you do. Wat do
they say-- take this away, don't show us, let us live out our nasty, short, brutish little lives,
| et evolution take its course? No. They say, G ve us, teach us, help us."

"And you say, | can't, and then you go away."

"It's too late!" said Mro. "Don't you understand? They've already seen the niracles! They've
al ready seen us fly here. They've seen us be tall and strong, with magical tools and know edge of
things they never dreaned of. It's too late to tell them good-bye and go. They know what is
possi ble. And the |onger we stay, the nore they try to learn, and the nore they learn, the nore we
see how | earning hel ps them and if you have any kind of conpassion, if you understand that
they're-- they're--"

"Human. "
"Ramen, anyway. They're our children, do you understand that?"
Ender sniled. "Wat nman anong you, if his son asks for bread, gives hima stone?"

Quanda nodded. "That's it. The Congressional rules say we have to give them stones. Even though
we have so much bread."

Ender stood up. "Well, let's go on."

Quanda wasn't ready. "You haven't prom sed--"
"Have you read the Hi ve Queen and the Hegenon?"
"I have," said Mro.

"Can you concei ve of anyone choosing to call hinself Speaker for the Dead, and then doing
anything to harmthese little ones, these pequeni nos?"

Quanda's anxi ety visibly eased, but her hostility was no | ess. "You're slick, Senhor Andrew,
Speaker for the Dead, you're very clever. You rem nd himof the H ve Queen, and speak scripture to
me out of the side of your nouth."”

"I speak to everyone in the | anguage they understand," said Ender. "That isn't being slick. It's
being clear."

"So you'll do whatever you want."
"As long as it doesn't hurt the piggies."
Quanda sneered. "In your judgnent."

"I have no one else's judgnent to use." He wal ked away from her, out of the shade of the
spreading linbs of the tree, heading for the woods that waited atop the hill. They followed him
running to catch up
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"I have to tell you," said Mro. "The piggi es have been asking for you. They believe you're the
very same Speaker who wrote the H ve Queen and the Hegenon."

"They' ve read it?"

"They've pretty well incorporated it into their religion, actually. They treat the printout we
gave themlike a holy book. And now they claimthe hive queen herself is talking to them"

Ender glanced at him "What does she say?" he asked.

"That you're the real Speaker. And that you've got the hive queen with you. And that you're
going to bring her to live with them and teach themall about nmetal and-- it's really crazy
stuff. That's the worst thing, they have such inpossible expectations of you."

It might be sinple wish fulfillment on their part, as Mro obviously believed, but Ender knew
that from her cocoon the hive queen had been tal king to someone. "How do they say the hive queen
tal ks to then®"

Quanda was on the other side of himnow "Not to them just to Rooter. And Rooter talks to them
It's all part of their systemof totenms. W've always tried to play along with it, and act as if
we believed it."

"How condescendi ng of you," said Ender
"I't's standard ant hropol ogi cal practice," said Mro.

"You're so busy pretending to believe them there isn't a chance in the world you could | earn
anything fromthem'

For a nonent they |agged behind, so that he actually entered the forest alone. Then they ran to
catch up with him "W've devoted our lives to |earning about them" Mro said.

Ender stopped. "Not fromthem" They were just inside the trees; the spotty |light through the
| eaves made their faces unreadable. But he knew what their faces would tell him Annoyance,
resentnment, contenpt-- how dare this unqualified stranger question their professional attitude?
This is how "You're cultural supremacists to the core. You'll performyour Questionable
Activities to help out the poor little piggies, but there isn't a chance in the world you'l
noti ce when they have sonething to teach you."

"Li ke what!" denmanded Quanda. "Like how to nurder their greatest benefactor, torture himto
death after he saved the lives of dozens of their wi ves and children?"

"So why do you tolerate it? Wiy are you here hel ping them after what they did?"

Mro slipped in between Quanda and Ender. Protecting her, thought Ender; or el se keeping her
fromreveali ng her weaknesses. "W're professionals. W understand that cultural differences,
whi ch we can't explain--"

"You understand that the piggies are aninals, and you no nore condem them for nurdering Libo
and Pi po than you woul d condenm a cabra for chewing up capim”

"That's right," said Mro.

Ender sniled. "And that's why you'll never |earn anything fromthem Because you think of them
as aninmals."

"We think of themas ranen!" said Quanda, pushing in front of Mro. Obviously she was not
interested in being protected.

"You treat themas if they were not responsible for their own actions," said Ender. "Ranen are

responsi bl e for what they do."

"What are you going to do?" asked Quanda sarcastically. "Cone in and put themon trial ?"
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"I'"ll tell you this. The piggies have | earned nore about me from dead Rooter than you have
| earned fromhaving ne with you."

"What's that supposed to nean? That you really are the original Speaker?' Mro obviously
regarded it as the nost ridicul ous proposition imaginable. "And | suppose you really do have a
bunch of buggers up there in your starship circling Lusitania, so you can bring them down and--"

"What it nmeans,"” interrupted Quanda, "is that this amateur thinks he's better qualified to deal
with the piggies than we are. And as far as |I'mconcerned that's proof that we shoul d never have
agreed to bring himto--"

At that noment Quanda stopped tal king, for a piggy had energed fromthe underbrush. Smaller than
Ender had expected. Its odor, while not wholly unpl easant, was certainly stronger than Jane's
conputer sinulation could ever inply. "Too late," Ender nurnmured. "I think we're already neeting.

The piggy's expression, if he had one, was conpletely unreadable to Ender. Mro and Quanda,
however, coul d understand sonet hing of his unspoken | anguage. "He's astoni shed,” Quanda nurnured.
By telling Ender that she understood what he did not, she was putting himin his place. That was
fine. Ender knew he was a novice here. He al so hoped, however, that he had stirred thema little
fromtheir normal, unquestioned way of thinking. It was obvious that they were following in well-
established patterns. If he was to get any real help fromthem they would have to break out of
those old patterns and reach new concl usi ons.

"Leaf-eater," said Mro.

Leaf -eater did not take his eyes off Ender. "Speaker for the Dead," he said.
"W brought him" said Quanda.

Leaf -eater turned and di sappeared anong the bushes.

"What does that nean?" Ender asked. "That he |eft?"

"You mean you haven't already figured it out?" asked Quanda.

"Whet her you like it or not," said Ender, "the piggies want to speak to ne and | will speak to
them | think it will work out better if you help ne understand what's going on. O don't you
understand it either?"

He watched them struggle with their annoyance. And then, to Ender's relief, Mro nade a
deci sion. Instead of answering with hauteur, he spoke sinmply, mldly. "No. W don't understand it.
We're still playing guessing ganes with the piggies. They ask us questions, we ask them questions,
and to the best of our ability neither they nor we have ever deliberately revealed a thing. W
don't even ask themthe questions whose answers we really want to know, for fear that they'l
| earn too nuch about us from our questions.”

Quanda was not willing to go along with Mro's decision to cooperate. "W know nore than you
will in twenty years,"” she said. "And you're crazy if you think you can duplicate what we know in
a ten-mnute briefing in the forest.”

"I don't need to duplicate what you know," Ender said.
"You don't think so?" asked CQuanda.
"Because | have you with ne." Ender sniled

Mro understood and took it as a conplinent. He smiled back. "Here's what we know, and it isn't
much. Leaf-eater probably isn't glad to see you. There's a schi sm between himand a piggy named
Human. When t hey thought we weren't going to bring you, Leaf-eater was sure he had won. Now his
victory is taken away. Maybe we saved Human's life."

"And cost Leaf-eater his?" asked Ender.
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"Who knows? My gut feeling is that Human's future is on the line, but Leaf-eater's isn't. Leaf-
eater's just trying to nmake Human fail, not succeed hinself."

"But you don't know. "

"That's the kind of thing we never ask about. " Mro sniled again. "And you're right. It's so
much a habit that we usually don't even notice that we're not asking. "

Quanda was angry. "He's right? He hasn't even seen us at work, and suddenly he's a critic of--"

But Ender had no interest in watching them squabble. He strode off in the direction Leaf-eater
had gone, and let themfollow as they would. And, of course, they did, |eaving their argunment for
| ater. As soon as Ender knew they were wal king with him he began to question them again. "These
Questionable Activities you've carried out," he said as he wal ked. "You introduced new food into
their diet?"

"W taught them how to eat the nerdona root," said Quanda. She was crisp and businesslike, but
at | east she was speaking to him She wasn't going to | et her anger keep her from being part of
what was obviously going to be a crucial nmeeting with the piggies. "How to nullify the cyanide
content by soaking it and drying it in the sun. That was the short-termsolution.”

"The | ong-term sol ution was sone of Mdther's cast-off amaranth adaptations,”" said Mro. "She
made a batch of amaranth that was so well-adapted to Lusitania that it wasn't very good for
humans. Too rmuch Lusitanian protein structure, not enough Earthborn. But that sounded about right
for the piggies. | got Ela to give nme some of the cast-off specinens, without letting her know it
was i mportant.”

Don't kid yourself about what Ela does and doesn't know, Ender said silently.

"Libo gave it to them taught themhow to plant it. Then howto grind it, nmake flour, turn it
into bread. Nasty-tasting stuff, but it gave thema diet directly under their control for the
first time ever. They've been fat and sassy ever since. "

Quanda's voice was bitter. "But they killed Father right after the first |oaves were taken to
the wives."

Ender wal ked in silence for a few nonents, trying to make sense of this. The piggies killed Libo
i Mmedi ately after he saved them from starvati on? Unt hi nkabl e, and yet it happened. How coul d such
a society evolve, killing those who contributed nost to its survival? They should do the opposite--
they should reward the val uabl e ones by enhancing their opportunity to reproduce. That's how
communi ties inprove their chances of surviving as a group. How coul d the piggies possibly survive,
mur dering those who contribute nost to their survival?

And yet there were human precedents. These children, Mro and Quanda, with the Questionable
Activities-- they were better and wiser, in the long run, than the Starways conmittee that made
the rules. But if they were caught, they would be taken fromtheir hones to another world--
already a death sentence, in a way, since everyone they knew would be dead before they could ever
return-- and they would be tried and puni shed, probably inprisoned. Neither their ideas nor their
genes woul d propagate, and soci ety would be inpoverished by it.

Still, just because humans did it, too, did not make it sensible. Besides, the arrest and
i mprisonnment of Mro and Quanda, if it ever happened, would nake sense if you viewed humans as a
single comunity, and the piggies as their enenies; if you thought that anything that hel ped the
pi ggi es survive was sonmehow a nenace to humanity. Then the puni shnent of peopl e who enhanced the
pi ggies' culture would be designed, not to protect the piggies, but to keep the piggies from
devel opi ng.

At that nmonment Ender saw clearly that the rul es governing human contact with the piggies did not
really function to protect the piggies at all. They functioned to guarantee human superiority and
power. Fromthat point of view, by perfornming their Questionable Activities, Mro and Quanda were
traitors to the self-interest of their own species.
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"Renegades, " he said al oud.

"What ?" said Mro. "What did you say?"

"Renegades. Those who have denied their own people, and clainmed the eneny as their own."
"Ah," said Mro.

"We're not," said Quanda.

"Yes we are,"” said Mro.

"I haven't denied ny humanity!"

"The way Bi shop Peregrino defines it, we denied our humanity long ago,"” said Mro.

"But the way | define it--" she began.

"The way you define it," said Ender, "the piggies are also human. That's why you're a renegade."

"l thought you said we treated the piggies |ike aninals!" Quanda said.

"When you don't hold them accountabl e, when you don't ask them direct questions, when you try to
deceive them then you treat themlike animals."

"In other words," said Mro, "when we do follow the commttee rules."”

"Yes," said Quanda, "yes, that's right, we are renegades."

"And you?" said Mro. "Why are you a renegade?"

"Ch, the hunman race kicked nme out a long tine ago. That's how | got to be a Speaker for the
Dead. "

Wth that they arrived at the piggies' clearing.

* k *

Mot her wasn't at dinner and neither was Mro. That was fine with Ela. Wen either one of them
was there, Ela was stripped of her authority; she couldn't keep control over the younger children.
And yet neither Mro nor Mther took Ela's place, either. Nobody obeyed El a and nobody el se tried
to keep order. So it was quieter, easier when they stayed away.

Not that the little ones were particularly well-behaved even now. They just resisted her |ess.
She only had to yell at Grego a couple of tinmes to keep him from poking and ki cki ng Quara under
the table. And today both Qui mand O hado were keeping to thensel ves. None of the nornal
bi ckeri ng.

Until the neal was over.

Qui m | eaned back in his chair and sniled maliciously at O hado. "So you' re the one who taught
that spy how to get into Mother's files."

O hado turned to Ela. "You left Quinls face open again, Ela. You ve got to learn to be tidier.
It was O hado's way of appealing, through hunor, for Ela's intervention.

Qui mdid not want O hado to have any help. "Ela's not on your side this time, O hado. Nobody's
on your side. You hel ped that sneaking spy get into Mother's files, and that makes you as guilty
as he is. He's the devil's servant, and so are you. "

Ela saw the fury in O hado's body; she had a nonentary inmage in her mind of AOhado flinging his
plate at Quim But the nonent passed. O hado calnmed hinmself. "lI'msorry,"” Ohado said. "I didn't
nean to do it."

He was giving in to Quiim He was admitting Quimwas right.

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender’s...ga%202%20-%20Speaker%20For%20The%20Dead.txt (125 of 209) [1/14/03 10:03:07 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%202%20-%20Speaker %20For %20 The%20Dead. txt

"I hope," said Ela, "that you nean that you're sorry that you didn't nean to do it. | hope you
aren't apol ogi zing for hel ping the Speaker for the Dead."

"OfF course he's apol ogizing for hel ping the spy,"” said Quim
"Because," said Ela, "we should all help Speaker all we can."

Quimjunped to his feet, |eaned across the table to shout in her face. "How can you say that! He
was violating Mdther's privacy, he was finding out her secrets, he was--"

To her surprise Ela found herself also on her feet, shoving himback across the table, shouting
back at him and louder. "Mdther's secrets are the cause of half the poison in this house!
Mot her's secrets are what's naking us all sick, including her! So maybe the only way to nake
things right here is to steal all her secrets and get themout in the open where we can kil
them " She stopped shouting. Both Quimand Chado stood before her, pressed against the far wall as
if her words were bullets and they were being executed. Quietly, intensely, Ela went on. "As far
as |I'mconcerned, the Speaker for the Dead is the only chance we have to becone a fam |y again.
And Mother's secrets are the only barrier standing in his way. So today | told himeverything
knew about what's in Mdther's files, because | want to give himevery shred of truth that | can
find."

"Then you're the worst traitor of all,” said Quim H s voice was trenbling. He was about to cry.

"I say that hel ping the Speaker for the Dead is an act of loyalty," Ela answered. "The only rea
treason i s obeying Mther, because what she wants, what she has worked for all her life, is her
own sel f-destruction and the destruction of this fanmly."

To Ela's surprise, it was not Quimbut O hado who wept. His tear glands did not function, of
course, having been renoved when his eyes were installed. So there was no noistening of his eyes
to warn of the onset of crying. Instead he doubl ed over with a sob, then sank down al ong the wall
until he sat on the floor, his head between his knees, sobbing and sobbing. El a understood why.
Because she had told himthat his | ove for the Speaker was not disloyal, that he had not sinned,
and he believed her when she told himthat, he knew that it was true.

Then she | ooked up from O hado to see Mdther standing in the doorway. Ela felt herself go weak
inside, trenbling at the thought of what Mdther nust have overheard.

But Mother did not seemangry. Just a little sad, and very tired. She was |ooking at O hado
Quim s outrage found his voice. "Did you hear what El a was sayi ng?" he asked.

"Yes," said Mdther, never taking her eyes fromdhado. "And for all | know she nmi ght be right."
Ela was no | ess unnerved than Qui m

"Go to your roons, children," Mther said quietly. "I need to talk to O hado."

El a beckoned to Grego and Quara, who slid off their chairs and scurried to Ela's side, eyes w de
with awe at the unusual goings-on. After all, even Father had never been able to make O hado cry.
She | ed them out of the kitchen, back to their bedroom She heard Qui mwal k down the hall and go
into his owmn room slamthe door, and hurl hinmself on his bed. And in the kitchen O hado's sobs
faded, cal med, ended as Mdther, for the first time since he lost his eyes, held himin her arms
and conforted him shedding her own silent tears into his hair as she rocked himback and forth.

* k%

Mro did not know what to nake of the Speaker for the Dead. Sonehow he had al ways i nagi ned a
Speaker to be very nmuch like a priest-- or rather, like a priest was supposed to be. Quiet,
contenpl ative, withdrawmm fromthe world, carefully |eaving action and decision to others. Mro had
expected himto be w se

He had not expected himto be so intrusive, so dangerous. Yes, he was wise, all right, he kept
seei ng past pretense, kept saying or doing outrageous things that were, when you thought about it,
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exactly right. It was as if he were so fanmiliar with the human nmind that he could see, right on
your face, the desires so deep, the truths so well-disguised that you didn't even know yourself
that you had themin you

How many tinmes had Mro stood with Quanda just like this, watching as Libo handl ed the piggies.
But al ways with Libo they had understood what he was doing; they knew his techni que, knew his
pur pose. The Speaker, however, followed |ines of thought that were conpletely alien to Mro.

Even though he wore a human shape, it made Mro wonder if Ender was really a framing-- he could
be as baffling as the piggies. He was as nmuch a raman as they were, alien but still not animal.

What did the Speaker notice? What did he see? The bow that Arrow carried? The sun-dried pot in
whi ch nerdona root soaked and stank? How many of the Questionable Activities did he recognize, and
how many did he think were native practices?

The piggies spread out the Hive Queen and the Hegenon. "You," said Arrow, "you wote this?"
"Yes," said the Speaker for the Dead.

Mro | ooked at Quanda. Her eyes danced with vindication. So the Speaker is a liar

Human interrupted. "The other two, Mro and Quanda, they think you're a liar."

Mro imedi ately | ooked at the Speaker, but he wasn't glancing at them "O course they do," he
said. "It never occurred to themthat Rooter m ght have told you the truth.”

The Speaker's cal mwords disturbed Mro. Could it be true? After all, people who travel ed
bet ween star systens ski pped decades, often centuries in getting fromone systemto another
Sonetimes as nuch as half a mllennium It wouldn't take that many voyages for a person to survive
three thousand years. But that would be too incredible a coincidence, for the original Speaker for
the Dead to cone here. Except that the original Speaker for the Dead was the one who had witten
the Hi ve Queen and the Hegenon; he would be interested in the first race of ramen since the
buggers. | don't believe it, Mro told hinmself, but he had to adnit the possibility that it m ght
just be true.

"Way are they so stupid?" asked Human. "Not to know the truth when they hear it?"

"They aren't stupid,"” said the Speaker. "This is how hunans are: W question all our beliefs,
except for the ones we really believe, and those we never think to question. They never thought to
question the idea that the original Speaker for the Dead died three thousand years ago, even
t hough they know how star travel prolongs life."

"But we told them™
"No-- you told themthat the hive queen told Rooter that | wote this book."

"That's why they should have known it was true," said Human. "Rooter is w se, he's a father; he
woul d never nmake a m stake."

Mro did not snile, but he wanted to. The Speaker thought he was so clever, but now here he was,
where all the inportant questions ended, frustrated by the piggies' insistence that their totem
trees could talk to them

"Ah," said Speaker. "There's so nuch that we don't understand. And so nuch that you don't
understand. W should tell each other nore."

Hunman sat down beside Arrow, sharing the position of honor with him Arrow gave no sign of
m ndi ng. "Speaker for the Dead," said Human, "will you bring the hive queen to us?"

"I haven't decided yet," said the Speaker

Again Mro | ooked at Quanda. Was the Speaker insane, hinting that he could deliver what could
not be delivered?
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Then he remenbered what the Speaker had said about questioning all our beliefs except the ones
that we really believed. Mro had always taken for granted what everyone knew - that all the
buggers had been destroyed. But what if a hive queen had survived? Wat if that was how t he
Speaker for the Dead had been able to wite his book, because he had a bugger to talk to? It was
unlikely in the extrene, but it was not inpossible. Mro didn't know for sure that the |ast bugger
had been killed. He only knew t hat everybody believed it, and that no one in three thousand years
had produced a shred of evidence to the contrary.

But even if it was true, how could Human have known it? The sinplest explanation was that the
pi ggi es had incorporated the powerful story of the H ve Queen and the Hegemon into their religion
and were unable to grasp the idea that there were many Speakers for the Dead, and none of them was
the author of the book; that all the buggers were dead, and no hive queen could ever cone. That
was the sinplest explanation, the one easiest to accept. Any other explanation would force himto
admt the possibility that Rooter's totemtree sonehow tal ked to the piggies.

"What will make you decide?" said Human. "W give gifts to the wives, to win their honor, but
you are the wi sest of all hunmans, and we have nothing that you need."

"You have many things that | need," said Speaker

"What ? Can't you make better pots than these? Truer arrows? The cape | wear is nmade from cabra
wool -- but your clothing is finer."

"l don't need things like that," said Speaker. "What | need are true stories."

Human | eaned closer, then let his body becone rigid in excitenent, in anticipation. "O Speaker!"
he said, and his voice was powerful with the inportance of his words. "WII| you add our story to
the H ve Queen and the Hegenon?"

"I don't know your story," said the Speaker
"Ask us! Ask us anything!"
"How can | tell your story? | only tell the stories of the dead."

"We are dead!" shouted Human. Mro had never seen himso agitated. "W are being nurdered every
day. Humans are filling up all the worlds. The ships travel through the black of night fromstar
to star to star, filling up every enpty place. Here we are, on our one little world, watching the
sky fill up with humans. The humans build their stupid fence to keep us out, but that is nothing
The sky is our fence!” Human | eapt upward-- startlingly high, for his | egs were powerful. "Look
how t he fence throws ne back down to the ground!"

He ran at the nearest tree, bounded up the trunk, higher than Mro had ever seen himclinb; he
shinnied out on a linmb and threw hinself upward into the air. He hung there for an agoni zi ng
nmonent at the apex of his leap; then gravity flung himdowward onto the hard ground.

Mro could hear the breath thrust out of himby the force of the blow The Speaker imediately
rushed to Human; Mro was cl ose behind. Human wasn't breathing.

"lIs he dead?" asked Quanda behind him

"No!" cried a piggy in the Males' Language. "You can't die! No no no!" Mro |ooked; to his
surprise, it was Leaf-eater. "You can't die!"

Then Human reached up a feeble hand and touched the Speaker's face. He inhal ed, a deep gasp. And
then spoke, "You see, Speaker? | would die to clinb the wall that keeps us fromthe stars."

In all the years that Mro had known the piggies, in all the years before, they had never once
spoken of star travel, never once asked about it. Yet now Mro realized that all the questions
they did ask were oriented toward di scovering the secret of starflight. The xenol ogers had never
realized that because they knew - knew w t hout questioning-- that the piggies were so renote from
the level of culture that could build starships that it would be a thousand years before such a
thing could possibly be in their reach. But their craving for know edge about netal, about notors,
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about flying above the ground, it was all their way of trying to find the secret of starflight.

Human slowy got to his feet, holding the Speaker's hands. Mro realized that in all the years
he had known the piggies, never once had a piggy taken himby the hand. He felt a deep regret. And
the sharp pain of jeal ousy.

Now t hat Human was clearly not injured, the other piggies crowded close around the Speaker. They
did not jostle, but they wanted to be near

"Rooter says the hive queen knows how to build starships,” said Arrow.

"Rooter says the hive queen will teach us everything," said Cups. "Metal, fire nade from rocks,
houses made from bl ack water, everything."

Speaker raised his hands, fended off their babbling. "If you were all very thirsty, and saw that
| had water, you'd all ask me for a drink. But what if | knew that the water | had was poi soned?"

"There is no poison in the ships that fly to the stars,"” said Human.

"There are many paths to starflight,” said the Speaker. "Sone are better than others. |I'Il give
you everything I can that won't destroy you."

"The hive queen prom ses!" said Human
"And so do |."

Hunman | unged forward, grabbed the Speaker by the hair and ears, and pulled himface to face.
M ro had never seen such an act of violence; it was what he had dreaded, the decision to nurder
"If we are ramen," shouted Hunan into the Speaker's face, "then it is ours to decide, not yours!
And if we are varelse, then you mght as well kill us all right now, the way you killed all the
hi ve queen's sisters!”

Mro was stunned. It was one thing for the piggies to decide this was the Speaker who wote the
book. But how could they reach the unbelievabl e conclusion that he was sonehow guilty of the
Xenoci de? Who did they think he was, the nonster Ender?

And yet there sat the Speaker for the Dead, tears running down his cheeks, his eyes closed, as
if Hunman's accusation had the force of truth.

Hunman turned his head to speak to Mro. "What is this water?" he whispered. Then he touched the
Speaker's tears.

"I't's how we show pain or grief or suffering," Mro answered.
Mandachuva suddenly cried out, a hideous cry that Mro had never heard before, like an anim

dyi ng.

"That is how we show pain," whi spered Hunan.

"Ah! Ah!" cried Mandachuva. "I have seen that water before! In the eyes of Libo and Pipo | saw
that water!"

One by one, and then all at once, all the other piggies took up the sane cry. Mro was
terrified, awed, excited all at once. He had no idea what it neant, but the piggies were show ng
enotions that they had concealed fromthe xenologers for forty-seven years.

"Are they grieving for Papa?" whispered Cuanda. Her eyes, too, glistened with excitenent, and
her hair was matted with the sweat of fear

Mro said it the noment it occurred to him "They didn't know until this nmonent that Pipo and
Li bo were crying when they died."

Mro had no idea what thoughts then went through Quanda's head; he only knew that she turned
away, stunbled a few steps, fell to her hands and knees, and wept bitterly.

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender’s...ga%202%20-%20Speaker%20For%20The%20Dead.txt (129 of 209) [1/14/03 10:03:07 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%202%20-%20Speaker %20For %20 The%20Dead. txt

All in all, the comng of the Speaker had certainly stirred things up

Mro knelt beside the Speaker, whose head was now bowed, his chin pressed agai nst his chest.
" Speaker,"” Mro said. "Cono pode ser? How can it be, that you are the first Speaker, and yet you
are al so Ender? Nao pode ser.™

"She told themnore than | ever thought she woul d," he whispered.

"But the Speaker for the Dead, the one who wote this book, he's the wi sest nman who lived in the
age of flight anbng the stars. Wile Ender was a nmurderer, he killed a whole people, a beautifu
race of ramen that coul d have taught us everything--"

"Bot h human, though," whispered the Speaker

Human was near them now, and he spoke a couplet fromthe Hegenon: "Sickness and healing are in
every heart. Death and deliverance are in every hand."

"Hurman, " said the Speaker, "tell your people not to grieve for what they did in ignorance."
"It was a terrible thing," said Human. "It was our greatest gift."
"Tell your people to be quiet, and listen to ne."

Human shouted a few words, not in the Ml es' Language, but in the Wves' Language, the |anguage
of authority. They fell silent, then sat to hear what Speaker would say.

"I'I'l do everything | can," said the Speaker, "but first | have to know you, or how can | tel
your story? | have to know you, or how can | know whether the drink is poisonous or not? And the
hardest problemof all will still remain. The human race is free to | ove the buggers because they
think the buggers all are dead. You are still alive, and so they're still afraid of you."

Human st ood anmong them and gestured toward his body, as if it were a weak and feeble thing. "Of
us!"

"They're afraid of the sane thing you fear, when you |look up and see the stars fill up with
humans. They're afraid that soneday they'll cone to a world and find that you have got there
first."

"We don't want to be there first," said Human. "W want to be there too."

"Then give nme time," said the Speaker. "Teach ne who you are, so that | can teach them?"
"Anyt hing," said Human. He | ooked around at the others. "W'IIl teach you anything."

Leaf -eater stood up. He spoke in the Males' Language, but Mro understood him "Sone things
aren't yours to teach."

Human answered himsharply, and in Stark. "Wat Pipo and Libo and Quanda and Mro taught us
wasn't theirs to teach, either. But they taught us."

"Their foolishness doesn't have to be our foolishness.
Language.

Leaf-eater still spoke in Males

"Nor does their wi sdom necessarily apply to us," Human retorted.

Then Leaf-eater said sonething in Tree Language that Mro could not understand. Human nade no
answer, and Leafeater wal ked away.

As he left, Quanda returned, her eyes red from crying.

Human turned back to the Speaker. "What do you want to know?" he asked. "We'll tell you, we'l
show you, if we can. '

Speaker in turn |ooked at Mro and Quanda. "Wat should | ask then? | know so little that |
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don't know what we need to know. "
Mro | ooked to Quanda.

"You have no stone or netal tools," she said. "But your house is nade of wood, and so are your
bows and arrows."

Human stood, waiting. The silence | engthened. "But what is your question?' Human finally said.
How coul d he have m ssed the connection? Mro thought.

"We humans, " said Speaker, "use tools of stone or nmetal to cut down trees, when we want to shape
theminto houses or arrows or clubs |like the ones | see sone of you carrying. "

It took a noment for the Speaker's words to sink in. Then, suddenly, all the piggies were on
their feet. They began running around nadly, purposel essly, sonetines bunping into each other or
into trees or the | og houses. Mdst of themwere silent, but now and then one of them would wail
exactly as they had cried out a few mnutes ago. It was eerie, the alnpbst silent insanity of the
piggies, as if they had suddenly |ost control of their bodies. Al the years of carefu
nonconmuni cation, refraining fromtelling the piggies anything, and now Speaker breached t hat
policy and the result was this madness.

Hurman energed fromthe chaos and threw himself to the ground in front of Speaker. "O Speaker!"
he cried loudly. "Prom se that you'll never let themcut ny father Rooter with their stone and
metal tools! If you want to nurder someone, there are ancient brothers who will give thensel ves,
or I will gladly die, but don't let themkill my father!"”

"Or ny father!" cried the other piggies. "Or mine!"

"W woul d never have planted Rooter so close to the fence," said Mandachuva, "if we had known
you werewere varel se."

Speaker raised his hands again. "Has any human cut a tree in Lusitania? Never. The | aw here
forbids it. You have nothing to fear fromus."

There was a silence as the piggies becane still. Finally Human picked hinself up fromthe
ground. "You' ve made us fear humans all the nore,"” he said to Speaker. "I w sh you had never cone
to our forest."

Quanda' s voi ce rang out above his. "How can you say that after the way you nurdered ny father!"

Hurman | ooked at her with astoni shnent, unable to answer. Mro put his arm around Quanda's
shoul ders. And the Speaker for the Dead spoke into the silence. "You promi sed ne that you'd answer
all my questions. | ask you now. How do you build a house made of wood, and the bow and arrows
that this one carries, and those clubs. W've told you the only way we know, you tell ne another
way, the way you do it."

"The brother gives himself," said Human. "I told you. W tell the ancient brother of our need,
and we show himthe shape, and he gives hinmsel f."

"Can we see how it's done?" said Ender

Human | ooked around at the other piggies. "You want us to ask a brother to give hinself, just so
you can see it? W don't need a new house, not for years yet, and we have all the arrows we need--

" Show him"

Mro turned, as the others also turned, to see Leaf-eater re-enmerging fromthe forest. He wal ked
purposefully into the mddle of the clearing; he did not |ook at them and he spoke as if he were
a herald, a town crier, not caring whether anyone was listening to himor not. He spoke in the
Wves' Language, and Mro could understand only bits and pi eces.

"What is he saying?" whispered the Speaker
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Mro, still kneeling beside him translated as best he could. "He went to the w ves, apparently,
and they said to do whatever you asked. But it isn't that sinple, he's telling themthat-- | don't
know t hese words-- sonething about all of them dying. Sonething about brothers dying, anyway. Look
at them- they aren't afraid, any of them "

"I don't know what their fear |ooks like," said Speaker. "I don't know these people at all."

"I don't either,"” said Mro. "lI've got to hand it to you-- you've caused nore excitenent here in
hal f an hour than |I've seen in years of comng here."

"It's agift | was born with," said the Speaker. "I'Il make you a bargain. | won't tell anybody
about your Questionable Activities. And you don't tell anybody who | am"

"That's easy," said Mro. "I don't believe it anyway."

Leaf -eater's speech ended. He i medi ately padded to the house and went inside.

"We'| |l ask for the gift of an ancient brother," said Human. "The w ves have said so."

So it was that Mro stood with his arm around Quanda, and the Speaker standing at his other
side, as the piggies performed a nmiracle far nore convincing than any of the ones that had won ol d
GQusto and Cida their title Os Venerados.

The piggies gathered in a circle around a thick old tree at the clearing s edge. Then, one by
one, each piggy shinmmed up the tree and began beating on it with a club. Soon they were all in
the tree, singing and pounding out conplex rhythms. "Tree Language," CQuanda whi spered.

After only a fewmnutes of this the tree tilted noticeably. Inmrediately about half the piggies
junped down and began pushing the tree so it would fall into the open ground of the clearing. The
rest began beating all the nore furiously and singing all the |ouder

One by one the great branches of the tree began to fall off. Imrediately piggies ran out and
pi cked them up, dragged them away fromthe area where the tree was neant to fall

Human carried one to the Speaker, who took it carefully, and showed it to Mro and Quanda. The
raw end, where it had been attached to the tree, was absolutely snooth. It wasn't flat-- the
surface undul ated slightly along an oblique angle. But there was no raggedness to it, no | eaking
sap, nothing to inply the slightest violence in its separation fromthe tree. Mro touched his
finger toit, and it was cold and snooth as narble.

Finally the tree was a single straight trunk, nude and majestic; the pal e patches where branches
once had grown were brightly Iit by the afternoon sun. The singing reached a climx, then stopped.
The tree tilted and then began a snooth and graceful fall to the earth. The ground shook and
t hundered when it struck, and then all was still.

Human wal ked to the fallen tree and began to stroke its surface, singing softly. The bark split
gradual Iy under his hands; the crack extended itself up and down the Iength of the tree until the
bark was split conpletely in half. Then many piggies took hold of it and pried it fromthe trunk
it canme away on one side and the other, in two continuous sheets of bark. The bark was carried to
t he si de.

"Have you ever seen them use the bark?" Speaker asked Mro.
M ro shook his head. He had no words to say al oud.

Now Arrow stepped forward, singing softly. He drew his fingers up and down the trunk, as if
tracing exactly the length and width of a single bow Mro saw how | i nes appeared, how t he naked
wood creased, split, crunbled until only the bow remai ned, perfect and polished and snmooth, |ying
inalong trench in the wood.

O her piggies came forward, draw ng shapes on the trunk and singing. They cane away with cl ubs,
with bows and arrows, thin-bladed knives, and thousands of strands of te bow and arrows that this
one carries, and those clubs. W've told you the only way we know, you tell ne another way, the
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way you do it."

"The brother gives hinself," said Human. "I told you. Wt tell the ancient brother of our need,
and we show himthe shape, and he gives hinself."

"Can we see howit's done?" said Ender

Human | ooked around at the other piggies. "You want us to ask a brother to give himself, just so
you can see it? W don't need a new house, not for years yet, and we have all the arrows we need--

"Show hinl"

Mro turned, as the others also turned, to see Leaf-eater re-energing fromthe forest. He wal ked
purposefully into the nmddle of the clearing; he did not |ook at them and he spoke as if he were
a herald, a town crier, not caring whether anyone was listening to himor not. He spoke in the
Wves' Language, and Mro could understand only bits and pieces.

"What is he saying?" whispered the Speaker

Mro, still kneeling beside him translated as best he could. "He went to the w ves, apparently,
and they said to do whatever you asked. But it isn't that sinple, he's telling themthat-- | don't
know t hese words-- sonething about all of them dying. Sonething about brothers dying, anyway. Look
at them- they aren't afraid, any of them "

"I don't know what their fear |ooks like," said Speaker. "I don't know these people at all."

"I don't either,"” said Mro. "lI've got to hand it to you-- you've caused nore excitenent here in
hal f an hour than |I've seen in years of coming here."

"I't's agift | was born with," said the Speaker. "I'Il make you a bargain. | won't tell anybody
about your Questionable Activities. And you don't tell anybody who | am"

"That's easy," said Mro. "I don't believe it anyway."

Leaf -eater's speech ended. He i medi ately padded to the house and went i nside.

"We' |l ask for the gift of an ancient brother," said Human. "The w ves have said so."

So it was that Mro stood with his arm around Quanda, and the Speaker standing at his other
side, as the piggies performed a nmiracle far nore convincing than any of the ones that had won ol d
@Qusto and Cida their title Gs Venerados.

The piggies gathered in a circle around a thick old tree at the clearing's edge. Then, one by
one, each piggy shinmmed up the tree and began beating on it with a club. Soon they were all in
the tree, singing and poundi ng out conplex rhythnms. "Tree Language," Quanda whi sper ed.

After only a fewmnutes of this the tree tilted noticeably. Inmedi ately about half the piggies
junped down and began pushing the tree so it would fall into the open ground of the clearing. The
rest began beating all the nore furiously and singing all the |ouder

One by one the great branches of the tree began to fall off. Inmrediately piggies ran out and
pi cked them up, dragged them away fromthe area where the tree was neant to fall

Hunman carried one to the Speaker, who took it carefully, and showed it to Mro and Quanda. The
raw end, where it had been attached to the tree, was absolutely snooth. It wasn't flat-- the
surface undul ated slightly along an oblique angle. But there was no raggedness to it, no | eaking
sap, nothing to inply the slightest violence in its separation fromthe tree. Mro touched his
finger toit, and it was cold and snooth as narble.

Finally the tree was a single straight trunk, nude and majestic; the pal e patches where branches
once had grown were brightly Iit by the afternoon sun. The singing reached a climx, then stopped.
The tree tilted and then began a snooth and graceful fall to the earth. The ground shook and
t hundered when it struck, and then all was still.
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Human wal ked to the fallen tree and began to stroke its surface, singing softly. The bark split
gradual |y under his hands; the crack extended itself up and down the length of the tree until the
bark was split conpletely in half. Then many piggies took hold of it and pried it fromthe trunk
it came away on one side and the other, in two continuous sheets of bark. The bark was carried to
t he side.

"Have you ever seen them use the bark?" Speaker asked Mro.
M ro shook his head. He had no words to say al oud.

Now Arrow stepped forward, singing softly. He drew his fingers up and down the trunk, as if
tracing exactly the length and width of a single bow Mro saw how | i nes appeared, how t he naked
wood creased, split, crunbled until only the bow renai ned, perfect and polished and snooth, |ying
in along trench in the wood.

O her piggies canme forward, draw ng shapes on the trunk and singing. They cane away with cl ubs,
with bows and arrows, thin-bladed knives, and thousands of strands of thin basketwood. Finally,
when half the trunk was dissipated, they all stepped back and sang together. The tree shivered and
split into half a dozen long poles. The tree was entirely used up

Human wal ked slowy forward and knelt by the poles, his hands gently resting on the nearest one.
He tilted back his head and began to sing, a wordless nelody that was the saddest sound that Mro
had ever heard. The song went on and on, Human's voice alone; only gradually did Mro realize that
the other piggies were looking at him waiting for sonething.

Final | y Mandachuva canme to hi m and spoke softly. "Please,"” he said. "lIt's only right that you
shoul d sing for the brother."

"I don't know how," said Mro, feeling hel pless and afraid.
"He gave his life," said Mandachuva, "to answer your question."

To answer ny question and then raise a thousand nore, Mro said silently. But he wal ked forward,
knelt beside Human, curled his fingers around the sane cold snooth pole that Hunan held, tilted
back his head, and let his voice cone out. At first weak and hesitant, unsure what nel ody to sing;
but soon he understood the reason for the tunel ess song, felt the death of the tree under his
hands, and his voi ce became | oud and strong, meking agonizi ng di sharnonies with Human's voice that
mour ned the death of the tree and thanked it for its sacrifice and prom sed to use its death for
the good of the tribe, for the good of the brothers and the wives and the children, so that al
would live and thrive and prosper. That was the nmeani ng of the song, and the neaning of the death
of the tree, and when the song was finally over Mro bent until his forehead touched the wood and
he said the words of extreme unction, the same words he had whi spered over Libo's corpse on the
hillside five years ago.

Chapter 15 -- Speaking

HUVAN:. Wiy don't any of the other hunans ever cone see us?
MRO W're the only ones allowed to conme through the gate.
HUMAN: Why don't they just clinb over the fence?

M RO Haven't any of you ever touched the fence? (Human does not answer.) It's very painful to
touch the fence. To pass over the fence would be like every part of your body hurting as bad as
possi bl e, all at once.

HUVAN. That's stupid. Isn't there grass on both sides?

-- Quanda Quenhatta Figueira Micunmbi, D alogue Transcripts, 103:0:1970:1:1:5
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The sun was only an hour fromthe horizon when Mayor Bosqui nha clinbed the stairs to Bishop
Peregrino's private office in the Cathedral. Dom and Dona Cristaes were already there, |ooking
grave. Bishop Peregrino, however, |ooked pleased with hinmself. He al ways enjoyed it when all the
political and religious |eadership of MIlagre was gat hered under his roof. Never mnd that

Bosqui nha was the one who called the neeting, and then she offered to have it at the Cathedra
because she was the one with the skimrer. Peregrino |iked the feeling that he was sonehow t he

master of Lusitania Colony. Wll, by the end of this neeting it would be plain to themall that no
one in this roomwas the master of anything. Bosquinha greeted themall. She did not sit down in
the of fered chair, however. Instead she sat before the Bishop's own termnal, |ogged in, and ran

the program she had prepared. In the air above the terninal there appeared several |ayers of tiny
cubes. The highest |ayer had only a few cubes; nost of the layers had many, nmany nore. More than
hal f the layers, starting with the highest, were colored red; the rest were bl ue.

"Very pretty," said Bishop Peregrino.
Bosqui nha | ooked over at Dom Cristao. "Do you recogni ze the nodel ?"
He shook his head. "But | think I know what this nmeeting is about."

Dona Crist |eaned forward on her chair. "lIs there any safe place where we can hide the things
we want to keep?"

Bi shop Peregrino's expressi on of detached amusenent vani shed fromhis face. "I don't know what
this nmeeting is about."

Bosqui nha turned around on her stool to face him "I was very young when | was appointed to be
Governor of the new Lusitania Colony. It was a great honor to be chosen, a great trust. | had
studi ed governnment of communities and social systems since ny childhood, and | had done well in ny

short career in Qporto. What the committee apparently overl ooked was the fact that | was al ready
suspi ci ous, deceptive, and chauvinistic."

"These are virtues of yours that we have all cone to adnmire,"” said Bishop Peregrino.

Bosqui nha smiled. "My chauvinismneant that as soon as Lusitania Col ony was mine, | becane nore
loyal to the interests of Lusitania than to the interests of the Hundred Wrlds or Starways
Congress. My deceptiveness led ne to pretend to the committee that on the contrary, | had the best

interests of Congress at heart at all tinmes. And ny suspicion led ne to believe that Congress was
not likely to give Lusitania anything remotely |ike independent and equal status anong the Hundred
Worlds. "

"Of course not," said Bishop Peregrino. "W are a colony."

"We are not a colony," said Bosquinha. "W are an experinment. | exam ned our charter and |icense
and all the Congressional Orders pertaining to us, and | discovered that the nornmal privacy |aws
did not apply to us. | discovered that the commttee had the power of unlinmited access to all the

menory files of every person and institution on Lusitania."

The Bi shop began to | ook angry. "Do you nean that the committee has the right to | ook at the
confidential files of the Church?"

"Ah," said Bosqui nha. "A fellow chauvinist."

"The Church has sone rights under the Starways Code."
"Don't be angry with nme."

"You never told nme."

"I'f I had told you, you would have protested, and they woul d have pretended to back down, and
then | couldn't have done what | did."
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"Which is?"

"This program It nonitors all ansible-initiated accesses to any files in Lusitania Col ony."

Dom Cri stao chuckled. "You're not supposed to do that."

"I know. As | said, | have many secret vices. But nmy program never found any mgjor intrusion--
oh, a few files each tine the piggies killed one of our xenol ogers, that was to be expected-- but
not hi ng major. Until four days ago."

"When the Speaker for the Dead arrived," said Bishop Peregrino.

Bosqui nha was anused that the Bi shop obviously regarded the Speaker's arrival as such a | andmark
date that he instantly nade such a connection. "Three days ago," said Bosqui nha, "a nondestructive

scan was initiated by ansible. It followed an interesting pattern. " She turned to the term na

and changed the display. Now it showed accesses primarily in high-level areas, and linited to only
one region of the display. "It accessed everything to do with the xenol ogers and xenobi ol ogi sts of
Mlagre. It ignored all security routines as if they didn't exist. Everything they discovered, and
everything to do with their personal lives. And yes, Bishop Peregrino, | believed at the tine and

| believe today that this had to do with the Speaker."
"Surely he has no authority with Starways Congress," said the Bi shop

Dom Cri stao nodded wi sely. "San Angel o once wote-- in his private journals, which no one but
the Children of the M nd ever read--"

The Bi shop turned on himwith glee. "So the Children of the M nd do have secret witings of San
Angel o!'"

"Not secret," said Dona Crist . "Merely boring. Anyone can read the journals, but we're the only
ones who bot her."

"What he wrote," said Dom Crist o, "was that Speaker Andrew is older than we know. Q der than
St arways Congress, and in his own way perhaps nore powerful."

Bi shop Peregrino snorted. "He's a boy. Can't be forty years old yet."

"Your stupid rivalries are wasting tine," said Bosqui nha sharply. "I called this neeting because
of an energency. As a courtesy to you, because | have already acted for the benefit of the
government of Lusitania."

The others fell silent.

Bosqui nha returned the terninal to the original display. "This nmorning ny programalerted ne for
a second tinme. Another systematic ansible access, only this tine it was not the selective
nondestructive access of three days ago. This tinme it is reading everything at data-transfer
speed, which inplies that all our files are being copied into offworld conputers. Then the
directories are rewitten so that a single ansible-initiated command will conpletely destroy every
single file in our conputer nenories."

Bosqui nha coul d see that Bishop Peregrino was surprised-- and the Children of the Mnd were not.

"Why?" said Bishop Peregrino. "To destroy all our files-- this is what you do to a nation or a
world that is-- in rebellion, that you wish to destroy, that you--"

"I see," said Bosquinha to the Children of the Mnd, "that you al so were chauvinistic and
suspi ci ous. "

"Much nmore narrowmy than you, I'mafraid,"” said DomCrist o. "But we al so detected the
intrusions. W of course copied all our records-- at great expense-- to the nonasteries of the
Children of the Mnd on other worlds, and they will try to restore our files after they are
stripped. However, if we are being treated as a rebellious colony, | doubt that such a restoration
will be permitted. So we are al so naki ng paper copies of the nost vital information. There is no
hope of printing everything, but we think we may be able to print out enough to get by. So that
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our work isn't utterly destroyed."
"You knew t his?" said the Bishop. "And you didn't tell nme?"

"Forgive nme, Bishop Peregrino, but it did not occur to us that you would not have detected this
your sel ves. "

"And you also don't believe we do any work that is inportant enough to be worth printing out to
save!l "

"Enough! " said Mayor Bosqui nha. "Printouts can't save nore than a tiny percentage-- there aren't
enough printers in Lusitania to nake a dent in the problem W couldn't even maintain basic
services. | don't think we have nore than an hour left before the copying is conplete and they are
able to wi pe out our nenory. But even if we began this norning, when the intrusion started, we
could not have printed out nore than a hundredth of one percent of the files that we access every
day. Qur fragility, our vulnerability is conplete."

"So we're hel pless,"” said the Bishop

"No. But | wanted to nake clear to you the extremty of our situation, so that you woul d accept
the only alternative. It will be very distasteful to you."

"I have no doubt of that," said Bishop Peregrino.

"An hour ago, as | was westling with this problem trying to see if there was any class of
files that mght be immune to this treatnment, | discovered that in fact there was one person whose
files were being conpletely overl ooked. At first | thought it was because he was a franling, but
the reason is nuch nore subtle than that. The Speaker for the Dead has no files in Lusitanian
menory. "

"None? | npossible," said Dona Cri st

"All his files are namintained by ansible. Ofworld. Al his records, all his finances,
everything. Every nessage sent to him Do you understand?"

"And yet he still has access to them-" said Dom Crist o.

"He is invisible to Starways Congress. |If they place an enbargo on all data transfers to and
fromLusitania, his files will still be accessible because the conputers do not see his file
accesses as data transfers. They are original storage-- yet they are not in Lusitanian nmenory.

"Are you suggesting," said Bishop Peregrino, "that we transfer our nost confidential and
important files as nessages to that-- that unspeakabl e infidel ?"

"I amtelling you that | have already done exactly that. The transfer of the npbst vital and
sensitive governnent files is alnost conplete. It was a high priority transfer, at |ocal speeds,

so it runs nmuch faster than the Congressional copying. | amoffering you a chance to nake a
simlar transfer, using ny highest priority so that it takes precedence over all other |oca
conmput er usage. If you don't want to do it, fine-- I'lIl use ny priority to transfer the second

tier of governnent files."

"But he could look in our files," said the Bishop
"Yes, he could."
Dom Cri stao shook his head. "He won't if we ask himnot to."

"You are naive as a child," said Bishop Peregrino. "There would be nothing to conpel himeven to
give the data back to us."

Bosqui nha nodded. "That's true. He'll have everything that's vital to us, and he can keep it or
return it as he wishes. But | believe, as Dom Crist o does, that he's a good man who'll help us in
our time of need.”
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Dona Crist stood. "Excuse ne," she said. "I'd like to begin crucial transfers imediately."

Bosqui nha turned to the Bishop's terninal and | ogged into her own high priority node. "Just
enter the classes of files that you want to send into Speaker Andrew s nmessage queue. | assune you
al ready have themprioritized, since you were printing themout."

"How | ong do we have?" asked Dom Crist o. Dona Crist was already typing furiously.

"The tine is here, at the top." Bosquinha put her hand into the hol ographic display and touched
the countdown nunbers with her finger

"Don't bother transferring anything that we've already printed," said DomCrist o. "W can
al ways type that back in. There's precious little of it, anyway."

Bosqui nha turned to the Bishop. "I knew this would be difficult."
The Bi shop gave one derisive laugh. "Difficult.”
"I hope you'll consider carefully before rejecting this--"

"Rejecting it!" said the Bishop. "Do you think I'ma fool? | may detest the pseudo-religion of
t hese bl asphenous Speakers for the Dead, but if this is the only way God has opened for us to

preserve the vital records of the Church, then |I'd be a poor servant of the Lord if | let pride
stop me fromusing it. Qur files aren't prioritized yet, and it will take a few m nutes, but |
trust that the Children of the Mnd will |eave us enough time for our data transfers.”

"How much tinme will you need, do you think?" asked Dom Crist o.
"Not rmuch. Ten minutes at the nost, I'd think."

Bosqui nha was surprised, and pleasantly so. She had been afraid the Bishop would insist on
copying all his files before allowing the Children of the Mnd to go ahead-- just one nore attenpt
to assert the precedence of the bhishopric over the nonastery.

"Thank you," Dom Crist o said, kissing the hand that Peregrino extended to him

The Bi shop | ooked at Bosqui nha coldly. "You don't need to | ook surprised, Mayor Bosqui nha. The
Children of the M nd work with the knowl edge of the world, so they depend far nore on the world's
machi nes. Mt her Church works with things of the Spirit, so our use of public menmory is nerely
clerical. As for the Bible-- we are so ol d-fashioned and set in our ways that we still keep dozens
of | eatherbound paper copies in the Cathedral. Starways Congress can't steal fromus our copies of
the word of God." He smiled. Maliciously, of course. Bosquinha sml|ed back quite cheerfully.

"A small matter," said DomCrist o. "After our files are destroyed, and we copy them back into
menory fromthe Speaker's files, what is to stop Congress fromdoing it again? And again, and
agai n?"

"That is the difficult decision,"” said Bosqui nha. "Wat we do depends on what Congress is trying
to acconplish. Maybe they won't actually destroy our files at all. Maybe they'll inmediately
restore our nost vital files after this denonstration of their power. Since | have no idea why
they're disciplining us, how can | guess how far this will go? If they |eave us any way to renain
| oyal, then of course we nust also remain vulnerable to further discipline."”

"But if, for sone reason, they are determined to treat us like rebel s?"

"Well, if bad came to worst, we could copy everything back into | ocal nenory and then-- cut off
the ansible.”

"Cod help us," said Dona Crist . "We would be utterly alone.”

Qobvi ously the xenol ogers had done sonething grossly wong. Since Bosquinha had not known of any
violations, it had to be sonmething so big that its evidence showed up on the satellites, the only
nmoni toring devices that reported directly to the comittee wi thout passing through Bosqui nha's
hands. Bosquinha had tried to think of what Mro and Quanda m ght have done-- start a forest fire?
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Cut down trees? Led a war between the piggy tribes? Anything she thought of sounded absurd.

She tried to call themin to question them but they were gone, of course. Through the gate, out
into the forest to continue, no doubt, the same activities that had brought the possibility of
destruction to Lusitania Colony. Bosqui nha kept reninding herself that they were young, that it
m ght all be some ridicul ous juvenile m stake.

But they weren't that young, and they were two of the brightest nminds in a colony that contained
many very intelligent people. It was a very good thing that governments under the Starways Code
were forbidden to own any instruments of punishnent that might be used for torture. For the first
time in her life, Bosquinha felt such fury that she m ght use such instruments, if she had them |
don't know what you thought you were doing, Mro and Quanda, and | don't know what you did; but
what ever your purpose m ght have been, this whole comunity will pay the price for it. And
sonehow, if there were any justice, | would rmake you pay it back

* % %

Many peopl e had said they wouldn't conme to any Speaking-- they were good Catholics, weren't
they? Hadn't the Bishop told themthat the Speaker spoke with Satan's voice?

But ot her things were whispered, too, once the Speaker canme. Runors, nostly, but Mlagre was a
little place, where runors were the sauce of a dry life; and runors have no val ue unless they are
beli eved. So word spread that Marcdo's little girl Quara, who had been silent since he died, was
now so tal kative that it got her in trouble in school. And O hado, that ill-mannered boy with the
repul sive netal eyes, it was said that he suddenly seenmed cheerful and excited. Perhaps nanic.

Per haps possessed. Runors began to inply that sonmehow the Speaker had a healing touch, that he had
the evil eye, that his blessings made you whole, his curses could kill you, his words could charm
you into obedi ence. Not everybody heard this, of course, and not everybody who heard it believed
it. But in the four days between the Speaker's arrival and the evening of his Speaking the death
of Marcos Maria Ribeira, the community of M1l agre decided, w thout any formal announcenent, that
they would conme to the Speaki ng and hear what the Speaker had to say, whether the Bishop said to
stay away or not.

It was the Bishop's own fault. From his vantage point, calling the Speaker satanic put him at
the farthest extrene fromhinself and all good Catholics: The Speaker is the opposite of us. But
to those who were not theologically sophisticated, while Satan was frightening and powerful, so
was God. They understood well enough the continuum of good and evil that the Bishop referred to,
but they were far nore interested in the conti nuumof strong and weak-- that was the one they
lived with day by day. And on that continuum they were weak, and God and Satan and the Bishop all
were strong. The Bishop had el evated the Speaker to stand with himas a man of power. The people
were thus prepared to believe the whispered hints of mracles.

So even though the announcenent came only an hour before the Speaking, the praga was full, and
peopl e gathered in the buildings and houses that fronted the praga, and crowded the grassy
al l eyways and streets. Mayor Bosqui nha had-- as the |law required-- provided the Speaker with the
sinmpl e mi crophone that she used for the rare public neetings. People oriented thensel ves toward
the platformwhere he would stand; then they | ooked around to see who was there. Everyone was
there. O course Marc o's famly. O course the Mayor. But also Dom Crist o and Dona Crist , and
many a robed priest fromthe Cathedral. Dr. Navio. Pipo's w dow, old Conceicao, the Archivist.
Li bo' s wi dow, Bruxinha, and her children. It was runored that the Speaker also neant to Speak
Pi po's and Li bo's deaths soneday, too.

And finally, just as the Speaker stepped up onto the platform the runmor swept the praqga: Bishop
Peregrino was here. Not in his vestrments, but in the sinple robes of a priest. Here hinmself, to
hear the Speaker's bl aspheny! Many a citizen of Mlagre felt a delicious thrill of anticipation
Wul d the Bishop rise up and miracul ously stri ke down Satan? Wuld there be a battle here such as
had not been seen outside the vision of the Apocal ypse of St. John?

Then the Speaker stood before the m crophone and waited for themto be still. He was fairly
tall, youngish still, but his white skin nmade hi m| ook sickly conpared to the thousand shades of
brown of the Lusos. Ghostly. They fell silent, and he began to Speak
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"He was known by three nanes. The official records have the first one: Marcos Maria Ribeira. And
his official data. Born 1929. Died 1970. Wrked in the steel foundry. Perfect safety record. Never
arrested. Awife, six children. A nodel citizen, because he never did anything bad enough to go on
the public record. "

Many who were listening felt a vague disquiet. They had expected oration. Instead the Speaker's
voi ce was not hing remarkable. And his words had none of the formality of religious speech. Plain
sinpl e, al nost conversational. Only a few of themnoticed that its very sinplicity made his voice,
his speech utterly believable. He wasn't telling the Truth, with trunpets; he was telling the
truth, the story that you woul dn't think to doubt because it's taken for granted. Bishop Peregrino
was one who noticed, and it nade hi muneasy. This Speaker would be a form dabl e eneny, one who
could not be blasted down with fire frombefore the altar

"The second name he had was Marc o. Big Marcos. Because he was a giant of a nan. Reached his
adult size early in his life. How old was he when he reached two neters? Eleven? Definitely by the
time he was twelve. H s size and strength nade himvaluable in the foundry, where the lots of
steel are so small that much of the work is controlled directly by hand, and strength matters.
Peopl e's lives depended on Marc o's strength.”

In the praga the nen fromthe foundry nodded. They had all bragged to each other that they'd
never talk to the framing atheist. Oobviously one of themhad, but nowit felt good that the
Speaker got it right, that he understood what they renenbered of Marc o. Every one of them wi shed
that he had been the one to tell about Marc o to the Speaker. They did not guess that the Speaker
had not even tried to talk to them After all these years, there were many things that Andrew
W ggi n knew wi t hout aski ng.

"His third nane was C o. Dog."

Ah, yes, thought the Lusos. This is what we've heard about Speakers for the Dead. They have no
respect for the dead, no sense of decorum

"That was the name you used for himwhen you heard that his w fe, Novinha, had another bl ack
eye, wal ked with a linp, had stitches in her lip. He was an aninmal to do that to her."

How dare he say that? The nman's dead! But under their anger the Lusos were unconfortable for an
entirely different reason. Alnpst all of themrenenbered saying or hearing exactly those words.
The Speaker's indiscretion was in repeating in public the words that they had used about Marc o
when he was alive.

"Not that any of you |liked Novinha. Not that cold woman who never gave any of you good norning
But she was snaller than he was, and she was the nother of his children, and when he beat her he
deserved the nane of C o0."

They were enbarrassed; they nuttered to each other. Those sitting in the grass near Novi nha
gl anced at her and gl anced away, eager to see how she was reacting, painfully aware of the fact
that the Speaker was right, that they didn't Iike her, that they at once feared and pitied her

"Tell me, is this the man you knew? Spent nore hours in the bars than anybody, and yet never
made any friends there, never the camaraderie of alcohol for him You couldn't even tell how nuch
he had been drinking. He was surly and short-tenpered before he had a drink, and surly and short-
tenpered just before he passed out-- nobody could tell the difference. You never heard of him
having a friend, and none of you was ever glad to see himconme into a room That's the nan you
knew, nost of you. Co. Hardly a man at all."

Yes, they thought. That was the nman. Now the initial shock of his indecorumhad faded. They were
accustoned to the fact that the Speaker nmeant to soften nothing in his story. Yet they were still
unconfortable. For there was a note of irony, not in his voice, but inherent in his words. "Hardly
a man at all, " he had said, but of course he was a nman, and they were vaguely aware that while
t he Speaker understood what they thought of Marc o, he didn't necessarily agree.

"A few others, the nmen fromthe foundry in Bairro das Fabricadoras, knew himas a strong arm
they could trust. They knew he never said he could do nore than he could do, and al ways did what
he said he would do. You could count on him So within the walls of the foundry he had their
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respect. But when you wal ked out the door you treated himlike everybody el se-- ignored him
thought little of him"

The irony was pronounced now. Though the Speaker gave no hint in his voice-- still the sinple,
pl ai n speech he began with-- the men who worked with himfelt it wordlessly inside thenselves: W
shoul d not have ignored himas we did. If he had worth inside the foundry, then perhaps we should
have val ued hi m out si de, too.

"Some of you al so know sonething el se that you never tal k about much. You know t hat you gave him
the nane C o long before he earned it. You were ten, eleven, twelve years old. Little boys. He
grew so tall. It made you ashamed to be near him And afraid, because he made you feel helpless."

Dom Crist o murmured to his wife, "They canme for gossip, and he gives themresponsibility."

"So you handl ed hi mthe way human bei ngs al ways handl e things that are bigger than they are,"
said the Speaker. "You banded together. Like hunters trying to bring down a nastodon. Like
bull fighters trying to weaken a giant bull to prepare it for the kill. Pokes, taunts, teases. Keep
hi mturning around. He can't guess where the next blowis comng from Prick himwth barbs that
stay under his skin. Weaken himw th pain. Madden him Because big as he is, you can make himdo
things. You can nmake himyell. You can nmake himrun. You can nmake himcry. See? He's weaker than
you after all."

El a was angry. She had meant himto accuse Marc o, not excuse him Just because he had a tough
chil dhood didn't give himthe right to knock Mdther down whenever he felt like it.

"There's no blane in this. You were children then, and children are cruel w thout know ng
better. You wouldn't do that now. But now that |'ve rem nded you, you can easily see an answer.
You cal l ed hima dog, and so he becane one. For the rest of his life. Hurting hel pl ess people.
Beating his wife. Speaking so cruelly and abusively to his son Mro that he drove the boy out of
his house. He was acting out the way you treated him becom ng what you told himthat he was."

You're a fool, thought Bishop Peregrino. If people only react to the way that others treat them
then nobody is responsible for anything. If your sins are not your own to choose, then how can you
repent ?

As if he heard the Bishop's silent argunent, the Speaker raised a hand and swept away his own
words. "But the easy answer isn't true. Your tornents didn't rmake himviolent-- they made him
sull en. And when you grew out of tornenting him he grew out of hating you. He wasn't one to bear
a grudge. His anger cooled and turned into suspicion. He knew you despised him he learned to live
wi t hout you. |In peace."

The Speaker paused a nonent, and then gave voice to the question they silently were asking. "So
how di d he becone the cruel nman you knew himto be? Think a nonent. Wo was it who tasted his
cruelty? His wife. H's children. Sonme people beat their wife and children because they lust for
power, but are too weak or stupid to win power in the world. A helpless wife and children, bound
to such a man by need and custom and, bitterly enough, love, are the only victinms he is strong
enough to rule.”

Yes, thought Ela, stealing a glance at her mother. This is what | wanted. This is why | asked
himto Speak Father's death.

"There are nen like that," said the Speaker, "but Marcos Ribeira wasn't one of them Think a
monent. Did you ever hear of himstriking any of his children? Ever? You who worked with him- did
he ever try to force his will on you? Seemresentful when things didn't go his way? Marc o was not
a weak and evil man. He was a strong nan. He didn't want power. He wanted | ove. Not control
Loyalty."

Bi shop Peregrino smled grimy, the way a duelist mght salute a worthy opponent. You walk a
twi sted path, Speaker, circling around the truth, feinting at it. And when you strike, your aim
will be deadly. These people canme for entertai nment, but they're your targets; you will pierce
themto the heart.

"Some of you renenmber an incident," said the Speaker. "Marcos was maybe thirteen, and so were
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you. Taunting himon the grassy hillside behind the school. You attacked nore viciously than
usual . You threatened himwi th stones, whipped himw th capi m bl ades. You bloodied hima little,
but he bore it. Tried to evade you. Asked you to stop. Then one of you struck himhard in the
belly, and it hurt himnore than you ever inmagined, because even then he was already sick with the
di sease that finally killed him He hadn't yet becone accustoned to his fragility and pain. It
felt like death to him He was cornered. You were killing him So he struck at you."

How di d he know? t hought half a dozen nen. It was so long ago. Who told himhowit was? It was
out of hand, that's all. W never neant anything, but when his arm swing out, his huge fist, like
the kick of a cabra-- he was going to hurt ne--

"It could have been any one of you that fell to the ground. You knew then that he was even
stronger than you feared. Wat terrified you nost, though, was that you knew exactly the revenge
that you deserved. So you called for help. And when the teachers cane, what did they see? One
little boy on the ground, crying, bleeding. One large man-sized child with a few scratches here
and there, saying I'msorry, | didn't nmean to. And a hal f-dozen others saying, He just hit him
Started killing himfor no reason. W tried to stop himbut Co is so big. He's always picking on
the little kids."

Little Grego was caught up in the story. "Mentirosos!" he shouted. They were |ying! Severa
peopl e nearby chuckl ed. Quara shushed him

"So many witnesses," said the Speaker. "The teachers had no choice but to believe the
accusation. Until one girl stepped forward and coldly inforned themthat she had seen it all
Marcos was acting to protect hinmself froma conpletely unwarranted, vicious, painful attack by a
pack of boys who were acting far nore like ¢ es, |ike dogs, than Marcos Ri beira ever did. Her
story was instantly accepted as the truth. After all, she was the daughter of Os Venerados."

Grego | ooked at his nother with gl owing eyes, then junped up and announced to the peopl e around
him "A manae o |ibertou!"™ Mama saved him Peopl e | aughed, turned around and | ooked at Novi nha.
But she held her face expressionless, refusing to acknow edge their nonentary affection for her
child. They | ooked away agai n, offended.

"Novi nha," said the Speaker. "Her cold manner and bright mnd nade her just as much an outcast
anong you as Marc o. None of you could think of a time when she had ever nade a friendly gesture
toward any of you. And here she was, saving Marc o. Well, you knew the truth. She wasn't saving
Marc o-- she was preventing you fromgetting away w th sonething."

They nodded and smil ed knowi ngly, those people whose overtures of friendship she had just
rebuffed. That's Dona Novinha, the Biologista, too good for any of the rest of us.

"Marcos didn't see it that way. He had been called an aninmal so often that he al nost believed
it. Novinha showed hi mconpassion, |ike a human being. A pretty girl, a brilliant child, the
daughter of the holy Venerados, always al oof as a goddess, she had reached down and bl essed him
and granted his prayer. He worshi pped her. Six years later he married her. Isn't that a | ovely
story?"

Ela | ooked at Mro, who raised an eyebrow at her. "Al nost nakes you |like the old bastard,
doesn't it?" said Mro dryly.

Suddenly, after a |ong pause, the Speaker's voice erupted, |ouder than ever before. It startled
them awoke them "Wy did he cone to hate her, to beat her, to despise their children? And why
did she endure it, this strong-willed, brilliant wonan? She coul d have stopped the marriage at any
monent. The Church nay not allow divorce, but there's always desquite, and she woul dn't be the
first person in Mlagre to quit her husband. She could have taken her suffering children and |eft
him But she stayed. The Mayor and the Bishop both suggested that she | eave him She told them
they could go to hell."

Many of the Lusos |aughed; they could inagine tight-lipped Novinha snapping at the Bishop
hi msel f, facing down Bosqui nha. They might not |ike Novinha nuch, but she was just about the only
person in Ml agre who could get away with thunbi ng her nose at authority.

The Bi shop renmenbered the scene in his chanbers nore than a decade ago. She had not used exactly
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the words the Speaker quoted, but the effect was rmuch the same. Yet he had been al one. He had told
no one. Who was this Speaker, and how did he know so nmuch about things he could not possibly have
known?

Wien the | aughter died, the Speaker went on. "There was a tie that bound themtogether in a
marri age they hated. That tie was Marc o's disease.”

H s voice was softer now. The Lusos strained to hear

"It shaped his Iife fromthe nonent he was conceived. The genes his parents gave hi m conbi ned in
such a way that fromthe noment puberty began, the cells of his glands began a steady, relentless
transformation into fatty tissues. Dr. Navio can tell you how it progresses better than I can
Marc o knew from chil dhood that he had this condition; his parents knew it before they died in the
Descol ada; Gusto and Cida knew it fromtheir genetic examinations of all the humans of Lusitania.
They were all dead. Only one other person knew it, the one who had inherited the xenobi ol ogi ca
files. Novinha."

Dr. Navio was puzzled. If she knew this before they married, she surely knew that nost people
who had his condition were sterile. Wiy woul d she have married himwhen for all she knew he had no
chance of fathering children? Then he realized what he shoul d have known before, that Marc o was
not a rare exception to the pattern of the disease. There were no exceptions. Navio's face
reddened. What the Speaker was about to tell them was unspeakabl e.

"Novi nha knew that Marc o was dying," said the Speaker. "She al so knew before she married him
that he was absolutely and conpletely sterile."

It took a noment for the neaning of this to sink in. Ela felt as if her organs were nelting
i nsi de her body. She saw wi thout turning her head that Mro had gone rigid, that his cheeks had
pal ed.

Speaker went on despite the rising whispers fromthe audience. "I saw the genetic scans. Marcos
Maria Ribeira never fathered a child. His wife had children, but they were not his, and he knew
it, and she knew he knew it. It was part of the bargain that they nmade when they got married."”

The nmurmurs turned to nuttering, the grunbles to conplaints, and as the noi se reached a climax,
Quim |l eaped to his feet and shouted, screamed at the Speaker, "My nother is not an adul teress!
I"I'l kill you for calling her a whore!"

His last word hung in the silence. The Speaker did not answer. He only waited, not letting his
gaze drop from Quim s burning face. Until finally Quimrealized that it was he, not the Speaker
whose voice had said the word that kept ringing in his ears. He faltered. He | ooked at his nother
sitting beside himon the ground, but not rigidly now, slunped a little now, |ooking at her hands
as they trenbled in her lap. "Tell them Mother," Quimsaid. H s voice sounded nore pl eading than
he had i nt ended.

She didn't answer. Didn't say a word, didn't ook at him If he didn't know better, he would
think her trenbling hands were a confession, that she was ashaned, as if what the Speaker said was
the truth that God hinself would tell if Quimwere to ask him He renenbered Father Mateu
explaining the tortures of hell: God spits on adulterers, they nock the power of creation that he
shared with them they haven't enough goodness in themto be anything better than anpebas. Qui m
tasted bile in his mouth. Wat the Speaker said was true.

"Marmee, " he said loudly, nockingly. "Quemfode p'ra fazer-ne?"

Peopl e gasped. O hado junped to his feet at once, his hands doubled in fists. Only then did
Novi nha react, reaching out a hand as if to restrain A hado fromhitting his brother. Quimhardly
noti ced that A hado had | eapt to Mother's defense; all he could think of was the fact that Mro
had not. Mro also knewthat it was true.

QUi m breat hed deeply, then turned around, |ooking lost for a nonment; then he threaded his way
through the crowd. No one spoke to him though everyone watched himgo. If Novinha had denied the
charge, they woul d have believed her, would have nobbed the Speaker for accusing Gs Venerados
daughter of such a sin. But she had not denied it. She had |istened to her own son accuse her
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obscenely, and she said nothing. It was true. And now they listened in fascination. Few of them
had any real concern. They just wanted to | earn who had fathered Novinha's children

The Speaker quietly resuned his tale. "After her parents died and before her children were born
Novi nha | oved only two people. Pipo was her second father. Novinha anchored her life in him for a
few short years she had a taste of what it meant to have a family. Then he died, and Novi nha
bel i eved that she had killed him™

Peopl e sitting near Novinha's famly saw Quara kneel in front of Ela and ask her, "Wy is Quim
so angry?"

El a answered softly. "Because Papai was not really our father."
"Ch," said Quara. "ls the Speaker our father now?" She sounded hopeful. Ela shushed her

"The night Pipo died," said the Speaker, "Novinha showed hi m sonething that she had discovered,
sonmething to do with the Descolada and the way it works with the plants and ani mal s of Lusitania.
Pi po saw nmore in her work than she did herself. He rushed to the forest where the piggies waited
Per haps he told them what he had di scovered. Perhaps they only guessed. But Novi nha bl amed hersel f
for showing hima secret that the piggies would kill to keep

"It was too late to undo what she had done. But she could keep it from happeni ng again. So she
sealed up all the files that had anything to do with the Descol ada and what she had shown to Pipo
that night. She knew who would want to see the files. It was Libo, the new Zenador. If Pipo had
been her father, Libo had been her brother, and nore than a brother. Hard as it was to bear Pipo's
deat h, Libo's would be worse

He asked for the files. He demanded to see them She told himshe would never | et himsee them

"They both knew exactly what that neant. If he ever married her, he could strip away the
protection on those files. They | oved each other desperately, they needed each other nore than
ever, but Novinha could never marry him He would never prom se not to read the files, and even if
he nmade such a prom se, he couldn't keep it. He would surely see what his father saw. He woul d
di e.

"I't was one thing to refuse to marry him It was another thing to live without him So she
didn't live without him She nade her bargain with Marc o. She would marry hi munder the |aw, but
her real husband and the father of all her children would be, was, Libo."

Bruxi nha, Libo's w dow, rose shakily to her feet, tears stream ng down her face, and wail ed,
"Mentira, mentira." Lies, lies. But her weeping was not anger, it was grief. She was nourning the
| oss of her husband all over again. Three of her daughters hel ped her |eave the praga.

Softly the Speaker continued while she left. "Libo knew that he was hurting his w fe Bruxinha
and their four daughters. He hated hinself for what he had done. He tried to stay away. For
nont hs, sonetinmes years, he succeeded. Novinha also tried. She refused to see him even to speak
to him She forbade her children to nention him Then Libo would think that he was strong enough
to see her without falling back into the old way. Novinha would be so lonely with her husband who
coul d never neasure up to Libo. They never pretended there was anythi ng good about what they were
doing. They just couldn't live for long without it."

Bruxi nha heard this as she was led away. It was little confort to her now, of course, but as
Bi shop Peregri no watched her go, he recogni zed that the Speaker was giving her a gift. She was the
nmost i nnocent victimof his cruel truth, but he didn't |eave her with nothing but ashes. He was
giving her a way to live with the know edge of what her husband did. It was not your fault, he was
telling her. Nothing you did could have prevented it. Your husband was the one who fail ed, not
you. Blessed Virgin, prayed the Bishop silently, let Bruxi nha hear what he says and believe it.

Li bo's wi dow was not the only one who cried. Many hundreds of the eyes that watched her go were
also filled with tears. To di scover Novinha was an adul teress was shocki ng but delicious: the
steel -hearted woman had a flaw that nmade her no better than anyone el se. But there was no pleasure
in finding the sane flaw in Libo. Everyone had loved him H's generosity, his kindness, his w sdom
that they so admred, they didn't want to know that it was all a mask.
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So they were surprised when the Speaker rem nded themthat it was not Libo whose death he Spoke
today. "Wy did Marcos Ribeira consent to this? Novinha thought it was because he wanted a wife
and the illusion that he had children, to take away his shane in the community. It was partly
that. Most of all, though, he married her because he |oved her. He never really hoped that she
woul d | ove himthe way he | oved her, because he worshi pped her, she was a goddess, and he knew
that he was diseased, filthy, an animal to be despised. He knew she could not worship him or even
|l ove him He hoped that she might sonmeday feel sone affection. That she might feel sone--
| oyalty."

The Speaker bowed his head a nonent. The Lusos heard the words that he did not have to say: She
never did.

"Each child that canme," said the Speaker, "was another proof to Marcos that he had failed. That
t he goddess still found hi munworthy. Wiy? He was |oyal. He had never hinted to any of his
children that they were not his own. He never broke his prom se to Novinha. Didn't he deserve
sonething fromher? At tines it was nore than he could bear. He refused to accept her judgnent.
She was no goddess. Her children were all bastards. This is what he told hinself when he | ashed
out at her, when he shouted at Mro."

Mro heard his own nane, but didn't recognize it as anything to do with him H's connection with
reality was nore fragile than he ever had supposed, and today had given himtoo many shocks. The
i npossible magic with the piggies and the trees. Mther and Libo, |overs. Quanda suddenly torn
frombeing as close to himas his own body, his own self, she was now set back at one renove, |ike
Ela, |like Quara, another sister. H's eyes did not focus on the grass; the Speaker's voice was pure
sound, he didn't hear meanings in the words, only the terrible sound. Mro had called for that
voi ce, had wanted it to Speak Libo's death. How coul d he have known that instead of a benevol ent
priest of a humanist religion he would get the original Speaker hinself, with his penetrating m nd
and far too perfect understandi ng? He coul d not have known that beneath that enpathic mask woul d
be hiding Ender the destroyer, the nythic Lucifer of mankind' s greatest crinme, determned to live
up to his nanme, naking a nockery of the life work of Pipo, Libo, Quanda, and Mro hinmsel f by
seeing in a single hour with the piggies what all the others had failed in alnost fifty years to
see, and then riving Quanda fromhimw th a single, nerciless stroke fromthe blade of truth; that
was the voice that Mro heard, the only certainty left to him that relentless terrible voice.
Mro clung to the sound of it, trying to hate it, yet failing, because he knew, could not deceive

hi nsel f, he knew that Ender was a destroyer, but what he destroyed was illusion, and the illusion
had to die. The truth about the piggies, the truth about ourselves. Sonmehow this ancient man is
able to see the truth and it doesn't blind his eyes or drive himmad. | nust listen to this voice
and let its power conme to nme so |, too, can stare at the light and not die.

"Novi nha knew what she was. An adulteress, a hypocrite. She knew she was hurting Marc o, Libo,
her children, Bruxinha. She knew she had killed Pipo. So she endured, even invited Marc 0's
puni shment. It was her penance. It was never penance enough. No matter how nuch Marc o m ght hate
her, she hated herself nuch nore."

The Bi shop nodded slow y. The Speaker had done a nonstrous thing, to lay these secrets before
the whol e community. They shoul d have been spoken in the confessional. Yet Peregrino had felt the
power of it, the way the whole community was forced to discover these people that they thought
t hey knew, and then di scover them again, and then again; and each revision of the story forced
themall to reconceive thenselves as well, for they had been part of this story, too, had been
touched by all the people a hundred, a thousand tines, never understanding until now who it was
they touched. It was a painful, fearful thing to go through, but in the end it had a curiously
calming effect. The Bishop | eaned to his secretary and whi spered, "At |east the gossips will get
nothing fromthis-- there aren't any secrets left to tell."

"Al'l the people in this story suffered pain," the Speaker said. "All of themsacrificed for the
peopl e they loved. Al of themcaused terrible pain to the people who |oved them And you--
listening to ne here today, you al so caused pain. But remenber this: Marc o's life was tragi c and
cruel, but he could have ended his bargain with Novinha at any tinme. He chose to stay. He nust
have found sone joy in it. And Novinha: She broke the laws of God that bind this comunity
toget her. She has al so borne her punishnent. The Church asks for no penance as terrible as the one
she i nmposed on herself. And if you're inclined to think she m ght deserve sone petty cruelty at
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your hands, keep this in mind: She suffered everything, did all this for one purpose: to keep the
piggies fromkilling Libo."

The words | eft ashes in their hearts.

d hado stood and wal ked to his nother, knelt by her, put an arm around her shoul der. Ela sat
besi de her, but she was folded to the ground, weeping. Quara cane and stood in front of her
not her, staring at her with awe. And Grego buried his face in Novinha' s |ap and wept. Those who
wer e near enough could hear himcrying, "Todo papai , norto. Nao tenho nem papai." Al ny papas
are dead. | don't have any papa.

Quanda stood in the mouth of the alley where she had gone with her nother just before the
Speaki ng ended. She | ooked for Mro, but he was already gone.

Ender stood behind the platform |ooking at Novinha's fam |y, w shing he could do sonething to
ease their pain. There was always pain after a Speaking, because a Speaker for the Dead did
nothing to soften the truth. But only rarely had people lived such lives of deceit as Marc o,

Li bo, and Novinha; rarely were there so many shocks, so many bits of information that forced
people to revise their conception of the people that they knew, the people that they |oved. Ender
knew fromthe faces that | ooked up at himas he spoke that he had caused great pain today. He had
felt it all hinself, as if they had passed their suffering to him Bruxi nha had been nost
surprised, but Ender knew she was not worst injured. That distinction belonged to Mro and Quanda,
who had thought they knew what the future would bring them But Ender had also felt the pain that
people felt before, and he knew that today's new wounds woul d heal rmuch faster than the old ones
ever woul d have done. Novi nha m ght not recognize it, but Ender had stripped fromher a burden
that was much too heavy for her to bear any | onger

" Speaker," said Mayor Bosqui nha.

"Mayor," said Ender. He didn't like talking to people after a Speaking, but he was used to the
fact that soneone always insisted on talking to him He forced a smle. "There were nmany nore
peopl e here than | expected."”

"A monmentary thing, for nost of them" said Bosquinha. "They'l|l forget it by norning."

Ender was annoyed that she was trivializing it. "Only if somethi ng nonunmental happens in the
ni ght," he said.

"Yes. Well, that has been arranged."

Only then did Ender realize that she was extrenely upset, barely under control at all. He took
her by the el bow and then cast an arm over her shoul der; she | eaned gratefully.

"Speaker, | canme to apol ogize. Your starship has been comandeered by Starways Congress. It has
nothing to do with you. Acrine was connmitted here, a crine so-- terrible-- that the crinmnals
nmust be taken to the nearest world, Trondheim for trial and punishment. Your ship."

Ender reflected for a nonent. "M ro and Quanda."”

She turned her head, |ooked at himsharply. "You are not surprised.”

"I also won't let themgo."

Bosqui nha pull ed herself away fromhim "Wn't |et then"

"I have sone idea what they're charged with."

"You' ve been here four days, and you al ready know sonething that even | never suspected?"
"Sometines the governnent is the last to know. "

"Let me tell you why you will let themgo, why we'll all let themgo to stand trial. Because
Congress has stripped our files. The conputer nenory is enpty except for the nost rudinmentary
programs that control our power supply, our water, our sewer. Tonorrow no work can be done because
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we haven't enough power to run any of the factories, to work in the mnes, to power the tractors.
I have been renoved fromoffice. | am now nothing nore than the deputy chief of police, to see
that the directives of the Lusitanian Evacuation Conmittee are carried out."

"Evacuati on?"

"The colony's license has been revoked. They're sending starships to take us all away. Every
sign of human habitation here is to be renoved. Even the gravestones that mark our dead. "

Ender tried to nmeasure her response. He had not thought Bosqui nha was the kind who would bow to
m ndl ess authority. "Do you intend to submt to this?"

"The power and water supplies are controlled by ansible. They also control the fence. They can
shut us in here without power or water or sewers, and we can't get out. Once Mro and Quanda are
aboard your starship, headed for Trondheim they say that some of the restrictions will be
rel axed." She sighed. "Oh, Speaker, |I'mafraid this isn't a good time to be a tourist in
Lusitania."

"I"'mnot a tourist.” He didn't bother telling her his suspicion that it might not be pure
coi nci dence, Congress noticing the Questionable Activities when Ender happened to be there. "Wre
you able to save any of your files?"

Bosqui nha sighed. "By inposing on you, I'mafraid. | noticed that all your files were naintained
by ansible, offworld. W sent our nost crucial files as nmessages to you."

Ender | aughed. "Good, that's right, that was well done."

"It doesn't matter. W can't get themback. O, well, yes, we can, but they'll notice it at once
and then you'll be in just as much trouble as the rest of us. And they'l|l w pe out everything
then."

"Unl ess you sever the ansible connection inmediately after copying all nmy files to |oca
menory. "

"Then we really would be in rebellion. And for what?"
"For the chance to make Lusitania the best and nost inportant of the Hundred Worlds."

Bosqui nha |l aughed. "I think they' |l regard us as inportant, but treason is hardly the way to be
known as the best."

"Pl ease. Don't do anything. Don't arrest Mro and Quanda. Wait for an hour and let nme nmeet with
you and anyone el se who needs to be in on the decision."

"The deci sion whether or not to rebel? | can't think why you should be in on that decision
Speaker . "

"You'll understand at the neeting. Please, this place is too inportant for the chance to he
nm ssed. "

"The chance for what ?"
"To undo what Ender did in the Xenocide three thousand years ago."

Bosqui nha gave him a sharp-eyed | ook. "And here | thought you had just proved yourself to be
not hi ng but a gossi pnonger."

She m ght have been joking. O she nmight not. "If you think that what | just did was gossip-
nmongering, you're too stupid to lead this community in anything." He smled.

Bosqui nha spread her hands and shrugged. "Pois ,," she said. OF course. \Wat else?

"WIIl you have the neeting?"

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender’s...ga%202%20-%20Speaker%20For%20The%20Dead.txt (147 of 209) [1/14/03 10:03:07 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%202%20-%20Speaker%20For%20The%20Dead. txt
"Il call it. In the Bishop's chanbers."
Ender wi nced.

"The Bi shop won't neet anywhere else,"” she said, "and no decision to rebel will nmean a thing if
he doesn't agree to it." Bosquinha |aid her hand on his chest. "He nay not even let you into the
Cathedral . You are the infidel."

"But you'll try."

"I''l'l try because of what you did tonight. Only a wise man could see ny people so clearly in so
short a time. Only a ruthless one would say it all out loud. Your virtue and your flaw - we need
them both."

Bosqui nha turned and hurried away. Ender knew that she did not, in her innost heart, want to
comply with Starways Congress. It had been too sudden, too severe; they had preenpted her
authority as if she were guilty of a crine. To give in smacked of confession, and she knew she had
done not hing wong. She wanted to resist, wanted to find sonme plausible way to slap back at
Congress and tell themto wait, to be calm O, if necessary, to tell themto drop dead. But she
wasn't a fool. She wouldn't do anything to resist themunless she knew it would work and knew it
woul d benefit her people. She was a good CGovernor, Ender knew. She would gladly sacrifice her
pride, her reputation, her future for her people's sake.

He was alone in the praga. Everyone had gone whil e Bosquinha talked to him Ender felt as an old
sol dier nust feel, wal king over placid fields at the site of a | ong-ago battle, hearing the echoes
of the carnage in the breeze across the rustling grass.

"Don't let them sever the ansible connection.”

The voice in his ear startled him but he knew it at once. "Jane," he said.

"I can nake themthink you' ve cut off your ansible, but if youreally do it then | won't be able
to help you."

"Jane," he said, "you did this, didn't you! Wiy else would they notice what Libo and Mro and
Quanda have been doing if you didn't call it to their attention?"

She didn't answer.
"Jane, I'msorry that | cut you off, I'Il never--"

He knew she knew what he woul d say; he didn't have to finish sentences with her. But she didn't
answer .

"Il never turn off the--"

What good did it do to finish sentences that he knew she understood? She hadn't forgiven him

yet, that was all, or she would already be answering, telling himto stop wasting her tine. Yet he
couldn't keep hinmself fromtrying one nore tine. "I mssed you. Jane. | really mssed you."

Still she didn't answer. She had said what she had to say, to keep the ansible connection alive,
and that was all. For now Ender didn't mind waiting. It was enough to know that she was stil
there, listening. He wasn't al one. Ender was surprised to find tears on his cheeks. Tears of

relief, he decided. Catharsis. A Speaking, a crisis, people's lives in tatters, the future of the
colony in doubt. And | cry in relief because an overbl own conmputer programis speaking to ne
agai n.

Ela was waiting for himin his little house. Her eyes were red fromcrying. "Hello," she said.
"Did I do what you wanted?" he asked.
"I never guessed," she said. "He wasn't our father. | should have known."

"l can't think how you could have."
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"What have | done? Calling you here to Speak ny father's-- Marc o's-- death. " She began weepi ng
again. "Mdther's secrets-- | thought | knew what they were, | thought it was just her files--
t hought she hated Libo. "

"All 1 did was open the windows and let in sone air."
"Tell that to Mro and Quanda."

"Think a nonent, Ela. They woul d have found out eventually. The cruel thing was that they didn't
know for so many years. Now that they have the truth, they can find their own way out."

"Li ke Mother did? Only this tinme even worse than adul tery?"

Ender touched her hair, snoothed it. She accepted his touch, his consol ation. He coul dn't
remenber if his father or nother had ever touched himw th such a gesture. They must have. How
el se woul d he have learned it?

"Ela, will you help me?"
"Hel p you what? You' ve done your work, haven't you?"

"This has nothing to do with Speaking for the dead. | have to know, within the hour, how the
Descol ada works. "

"You'll have to ask Mbther-- she's the one who knows."

"I don't think she'd be glad to see nme tonight.

"1" m supposed to ask her? Good evening, Mamae, you' ve just been revealed to all of MIlagre as an
adul teress who's been lying to your children all our lives. So if you wouldn't mind, 1'd like to
ask you a couple of science questions."

"Ela, it's a matter of survival for Lusitania. Not to mention your brother Mro." He reached
over and turned to the termnal. "Log on," he said.

She was puzzled, but she did it. The computer wouldn't recognize her name. "I've been taken
off." She | ooked at himin alarm "Wy?"

"I't's not just you. It's everybody."
"It isn't a breakdown," she said. "Sonebody stripped out the log-on file."

" Starways Congress stripped all the local conmputer nenmory. Everything' s gone. W' re regarded as
being in a state of rebellion. Mro and Quanda are going to be arrested and sent to Trondhei mfor
trial. Unless | can persuade the Bishop and Bosquinha to |launch a real rebellion. Do you
understand? | f your nother doesn't tell you what | need to know, Mro and Quanda will both be sent
twenty-two |ightyears away. The penalty for treason is death. But even going to the trial is as
bad as life inprisonnent. We'll all be dead or very very old before they get back."

El a | ooked blankly at the wall. "Wat do you need to know?"

"I need to know what the Conmittee will find when they open up her files. About how the
Descol ada works. "

"Yes," said Ela. "For Mro's sake she'll do it." She | ooked at himdefiantly. "She does |ove us,
you know. For one of her children, she'd talk to you herself."

"Cood," said Ender. "It would be better if she canme herself. To the Bishop's chanbers, in an
hour . "
"Yes," said Ela. For a nonent she sat still. Then a synapse connected sonewhere, and she stood

up and hurried toward the door

She stopped. She cane back, enbraced him kissed himon the cheek. "I"mglad you told it all,"
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she said. "I'mglad to knowit."

He ki ssed her forehead and sent her on her way. Wen the door closed behind her, he sat down on
his bed, then lay down and stared at the ceiling. He thought of Novinha, tried to i magi ne what she
was feeling now No natter howterrible it is, Novinha, your daughter is hurrying home to you
right now, sure that despite the pain and huniliation you're going through, you'll forget yourself
conpletely and do whatever it takes to save your son. | would trade you all your suffering,

Novi nha, for one child who trusted nme like that.

Chapter 16 -- The Fence

A great rabbi stands teaching in the narketplace. It happens that a husband finds proof that
nmorning of his wife's adultery, and a nob carries her to the marketplace to stone her to death.
(There is a famliar version of this story, but a friend of mne, a Speaker for the Dead, has told
me of two other rabbis that faced the sane situation. Those are the ones I'mgoing to tell you.)

The rabbi wal ks forward and stands beside the wonman. Qut of respect for himthe nob forbears,
and waits with the stones heavy in their hands, "lIs there anyone here," he says to them "who has
not desired another man's wife, another woman's husband?"

They murmur and say, "W all know the desire. But, Rabbi, none of us has acted on it."

The rabbi says, "Then kneel down and give thanks that God made you strong." He takes the woman
by the hand and | eads her out of the market. Just before he |lets her go, he whispers to her, "Tel
the lord magi strate who saved his nistress. Then he'll know | am his |oyal servant."

So the wonman |ives, because the comrunity is too corrupt to protect itself from disorder

Anot her rabbi, another city, He goes to her and stops the nmob, as in the other story, and says,
"Which of you is without sin? Let himcast the first stone.”

The peopl e are abashed, and they forget their unity of purpose in the nenory of their own
i ndi vi dual sins. Sonmeday, they think, | may be like this woman, and I'Il hope for forgiveness and
anot her chance. | should treat her the way | wish to be treated.

As they open their hands and |l et the stones fall to the ground, the rabbi picks up one of the
fallen stones, lifts it high over the wonan's head, and throws it straight down with all his
mght. It crushes her skull and dashes her brains onto the cobbl estones.

"Nor am | without sin," he says to the people. "But if we allow only perfect people to enforce
the law, the law will soon be dead, and our city with it."

So the worman di ed because her comunity was too rigid to endure her deviance.

The fanous version of this story is noteworthy because it is so startlingly rare in our
experience. Mst conmunities |urch between decay and rigor nortis, and when they veer too far
they die. Only one rabbi dared to expect of us such a perfect bal ance that we coul d preserve the
law and still forgive the deviation. So, of course, we killed him

-- San Angelo, Letters to on Incipient Heretic, trans. Amai a Tudomundo Para Que Deus Vos Ane
Crist o, 103:72:54:2

M nha irma. My sister. The words kept running through Mro's head until he didn't hear them
anynore, they were part of the background: A CQuanda , minha irma. She's ny sister. H's feet
carried himby habit fromthe praga to the playing fields and over the saddle of the hill. The
crown of the higher peak held the Cathedral and the nonastery, which always | oomed over the
Zenador's Station, as if they were a fortress keeping watch over the gate. Did Libo walk this way
as he went to neet ny nother? Did they neet in the Xenobiologist's Station? O was it nore
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di screet, rutting in the grass |like hogs on the fazendas?

He stood at the door of the Zenador's Station and tried to think of sone reason to go inside.
Nothing to do there. Hadn't witten a report on what happened today, but he didn't know how to
wite it anyway. Magical powers, that's what it was. The piggies sing to the trees and the trees
split thenmselves into kindling. Mich better than carpentry. The aboriginals are a good deal nore
sophi sticated than previously supposed. Miltiple uses for everything. Each tree is at once a
totem a grave marker, and a small lunber mll. Sister. There's sonmething | have to do but | can't
remenber .

The piggi es have the nmobst sensible plan. Live as brothers only, and never nmind the wonen. Wul d
have been better for you, Libo, and that's the truth-- no, | should call you Papai, not Libo. Too
bad Mother never told you or you could have dandl ed nme on your knee. Both your el dest children
Quanda on one knee and Mro on the other, aren't we proud of our two children? Born the sane year
only two nonths apart, what a busy fell ow Papai was then, sneaking along the fence to tup Mande in
her own back yard. Everyone felt sorry for you because you had nothi ng but daughters. No one to
carry on the famly name. Their synpathy was wasted. You were brinming over with sons. And | have
far nore sisters than | ever thought. One nore sister than | wanted.

He stood at the gate, |ooking up toward the woods atop the piggies' hill. There is no scientific
purpose to be served by visiting at night. So | guess I'll serve an unscientific purposel essness
and see if they have roomfor another brother in the tribe. |I'"mprobably too big for a bedspace in
the I og house, so I'll sleep outside, and I won't be nuch for clinbing trees, but I do know a
thing or two about technology, and | don't feel any particular inhibitions now about telling you
anyt hi ng you want to know.

He laid his right hand on the identification box and reached out his left to pull the gate. For
a split second he didn't realize what was happening. Then his hand felt like it was on fire, like
it was being cut off with a rusty saw, he shouted and pulled his left hand away fromthe gate.
Never since the gate was built had it stayed hot after the box was touched by the Zenador's hand

"Marcos M adimr Ribeira von Hesse, your passage through the fence has been revoked by order of
the Lusitani an Evacuation Commttee."

Never since the gate was built had the voice challenged a Zenador. It took a nonment before Mro
under st ood what it was saying.

"You and Quanda Quenhatta Fi gueira Miucumbi will present yourselves to Deputy Chief of Police
Faria Linma Maria do Bosque, who will arrest you in the nanme of Starways Congress and present you
on Trondheimfor trial."

For a nonent he was |ightheaded and his stomach felt heavy and sick. They know. Toni ght of al
ni ghts. Everything over. Lose Quanda, |ose the piggies, lose ny work, all gone. Arrest. Trondhei m
Where the Speaker cane from twenty-two years in transit, everybody gone except Quanda, the only
one left, and she's ny sister--

H s hand flashed out again to pull at the gate; again the excruciating pain shot through his
arm the pain nerves all alerted, all afire at once. | can't just disappear. They'll seal the gate
to everyone. Nobody will go to the piggies, nobody will tell them the piggies will wait for us to
come and no one will ever conme out of the gate again. Not nme, not Quanda, not the Speaker, nobody,
and no expl anati on.

Evacuation Committee. They'll evacuate us and wi pe out every trace of our being here. That nuch
isinthe rules, but there's nore, isn't there? Wat did they see? How did they find out? Did the
Speaker tell then? He's so addicted to truth. |I have to explain to the piggies why we won't be
com ng back, | have to tell them

A piggy always watched them followed themfromthe nmonent they entered the forest. Could a
pi ggy be watching now? Mro waved his hand. It was too dark, though. They couldn't possibly see
him O perhaps they could; no one knew how good the piggies' vision was at night. Wether they
saw himor not, they didn't come. And soon it would be too late; if the fran ings were watching
the gate, they had no doubt already notified Bosquinha, and she'd be on her way, zipping over the
grass. She would be oh-so-reluctant to arrest him but she would do her job, and never nind
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arguing with her about whether it was good for humans or piggies, either one, to maintain this
foolish separation, she wasn't the sort to question the |aw, she just did what she was told. And
he'd surrender, there was no reason to fight, where could he hide inside the fence, out anong the
cabra herds? But before he gave up, he'd tell the piggies, he had to tell them

So he wal ked al ong the fence, away fromthe gate, toward the open grassland directly down the
hill fromthe Cathedral, where no one |lived near enough to hear his voice. As he wal ked, he
called. Not words, but a high hooting sound, a cry that he and Quanda used to call each other's
attention when they were separated anong the piggies. They'd hear it, they had to hear it, they
had to cone to himbecause he coul dn't possibly pass the fence. So cone, Human, Leafeater
Mandachuva, Arrow, Cups, Cal endar, anyone, everyone, cone and let ne tell you that | cannot tel
you any nore.

* % %

Quimsat miserably on a stool in the Bishop's office.

"Estevao," the Bishop said quietly, "there'll be a neeting here in a few mnutes, but | want to
talk to you a mnute first."

"Nothing to talk about,” said Quim "You warned us, and it happened. He's the devil."

"Estevao, we'll talk for a minute and then you'll go home and sl eep."

"Never goi ng back there."

"The Master ate with worse sinners than your nother, and forgave them Are you better than he?"
"None of the adulteresses he forgave was his nother!"

"Not everyone's nother can be the Blessed Virgin."

"Are you on his side, then? Has the Church nade way here for the Speakers for the Dead? Shoul d
we tear down the Cathedral and use the stones to nmake an anphitheater where all our dead can be
sl andered before we lay themin the ground?"

A whi sper: "1 am your Bishop, Estevao, the vicar of Christ on this planet, and you will speak to
me with the respect you owe to ny office.”

Qui m stood there, furious, unspeaking.

"I think it would have been better if the Speaker had not told these stories publicly. Sone
things are better learned in privacy, in quiet, so that we need not deal with shocks while an
audi ence watches us. That's why we use the confessional, to shield us frompublic shane while we
westle with our private sins. But be fair, Estevao. The Speaker may have told the stories, but
the stories all were true. Ne?"

W
"Now, Estevao, |let us think. Before today, did you |ove your nother?"
"Yes."

"And this nother that you | oved, had she already conmtted adul tery?"
"Ten thousand tines."

"I suspect she was not so libidinous as that. But you tell ne that you | oved her, though she was
an adulteress. Isn't she the same person toni ght? Has she changed between yesterday and today? O
is it only you who have changed?"

"What she was yesterday was a lie."

"Do you nean that because she was ashanmed to tell her children that she was an adul teress, she
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nmust al so have been |ying when she cared for you all the years you were grow ng up, when she
trusted you, when she taught you--"

"She was not exactly a nurturing nother."

"If she had conme to the confessional and won forgiveness for her adultery, then she woul d never
have had to tell you at all. You would have gone to your grave not knowing. It would not have been
a lie; because she would have been forgiven, she would not have been an adulteress. Admit the
truth, Estevao: You're not angry with her adultery. You're angry because you enbarrassed yourself
in front of the whole city by trying to defend her."

"You make ne seemlike a fool."

"No one thinks you' re a fool. Everyone thinks you're a loyal son. But now, if you're to be a
true follower of the Master, you will forgive her and |l et her see that you | ove her nore than
ever, because now you understand her suffering." The Bi shop glanced toward the door. "I have a
nmeeting here now, Estevao. Please go into ny inner chanber and pray to the Madel ena to forgive you
for your unforgiving heart."

Looki ng nore miserabl e than angry, Qui m passed through the curtain behind the Bishop's desk.

The Bi shop's secretary opened the other door and let the Speaker for the Dead into the chanber.
The Bishop did not rise. To his surprise, the Speaker knelt and bowed his head. It was an act that
Catholics did only in a public presentation to the Bishop, and Peregrino could not think what the
Speaker neant by this. Yet the man knelt there, waiting, and so the Bishop arose fromhis chair
wal ked to him and held out his ring to be kissed. Even then the Speaker waited, until finally

Peregrino said, "I bless you, ny son, even though |I'm not sure whether you nock ne with this
obei sance. "
Head still bowed, the Speaker said, "There's no nockery in me." Then he | ooked up at Peregrino

"My father was a Catholic. He pretended not to be, for the sake of conveni ence, but he never
forgave hinmself for his faithl essness.”

"You were baptized?"

"My sister told nme that yes, Father baptized ne shortly after birth. My nother was a Protestant
of a faith that deplored infant baptism so they had a quarrel about it." The Bishop held out his
hand to Iift the Speaker to his feet. The Speaker chuckled. "I nmagine. A closet Catholic and a
| apsed Mornon, quarreling over religious procedures that they both clained not to believe in."

Peregrino was skeptical. It was too el egant a gesture, for the Speaker to turn out to be
Catholic. "I thought," said the Bishop, "that you Speakers for the Dead renounced all religions
bef ore taking up your, shall we say, vocation."

"I don't know what the others do. | don't think there are any rules about it-- certainly there
weren't when | becane a Speaker."

Bi shop Peregrino knew t hat Speakers were not supposed to lie, but this one certainly seened to
be evasi ve. "Speaker Andrew, there isn't a place in all the Hundred Wrlds where a Catholic has to
conceal his faith, and there hasn't been for three thousand years. That was the great bl essing of
space travel, that it renoved the terrible population restrictions on an overcrowded Earth. Are
you telling ne that your father lived on Earth three thousand years ago?"

"I'mtelling you that ny father sawto it | was baptized a Catholic, and for his sake | did what
he never could do in his life. It was for himthat | knelt before a Bishop and received his
bl essing. "

"But it was you that | blessed.” And you're still dodging nmy question. Wich inplies that ny
i nference about your father's time of life is true, but you don't want to discuss it. DomCrist o
said that there was nore to you than net the eye.

"Good," said the Speaker. "I need the blessing nore than ny father, since he's dead, and | have
many nore problens to deal with."
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"Pl ease sit down." The Speaker chose a stool near the far wall. The Bishop sat in his massive
chair behind his desk. "I wi sh you hadn't Spoken today. It cane at an inconvenient tine."

"l had no warning that Congress would do this."

"But you knew that Mro and Quanda had violated the | aw. Bosquinha told ne."

"I found out only a few hours before the Speaking. Thank you for not arresting themyet."

"That's a civil matter." The Bi shop brushed it aside, but they both knew that if he had
i nsi sted, Bosqui nha woul d have had to obey her orders and arrest themregardl ess of the Speaker's
request. "Your Speaking has caused a great deal of distress."

"More than usual, |'mafraid."
"So-- is your responsibility over? Do you inflict the wounds and | eave it to others to hea
t hen®?"

"Not wounds, Bishop Peregrino. Surgery. And if | can help to heal the pain afterward, then yes,
| stay and help. | have no anesthesia, but |I do try for antisepsis."”

"You shoul d have been a priest, you know. "

"Younger sons used to have only two choices. The priesthood or the mlitary. My parents chose
the latter course for ne."

"A younger son. Yet you had a sister. And you lived in the time when popul ation controls forbade
parents to have nore than two children unless the governnent gave special perm ssion. They called
such a child a Third, yes?"

"You know your history."

"Were you born on Earth, before starflight?"

"What concerns us, Bishop Peregrino, is the future of Lusitania, not the biography of a Speaker
for the Dead who is plainly only thirty-five years old."

"The future of Lusitania is nmy concern, Speaker Andrew, not yours."

"The future of the humans on Lusitania is your concern, Bishop. I'mconcerned with the piggies
as well."

"Let's not conpete to see whose concern is greater."

The secretary opened the door again, and Bosqui nha, Dom Crist o, and Dona Crist cane in.
Bosqui nha gl anced back and forth between the Bi shop and t he Speaker.

"There's no blood on the floor, if that's what you're looking for," said the Bishop

"I was just estimating the tenperature,” said Bosqui nha.

"The warnmt h of nutual respect, | think," said the Speaker. "Not the heat of anger or the ice of
hate."
"The Speaker is a Catholic by baptism if not by belief," said the Bishop. "I blessed him and

it seenms to have nade himdocile."
"I'"ve always been respectful of authority," said the Speaker
"You were the one who threatened us with an Inquisitor,"” the Bishop reminded him Wth a snile

The Speaker's snile was just as chilly. "And you're the one who told the people | was Satan and
they shouldn't talk to nme."
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Wil e the Bishop and the Speaker grinned at each other, the others |aughed nervously, sat down,
wai t ed.

"I't's your neeting, Speaker," said Bosquinha.

"Forgive ne," said the Speaker. "There's soneone else invited. It'll nake things nuch sinpler if
we wait a few nore mnutes for her to cone."

* k k

El a found her nother outside the house, not far fromthe fence. A light breeze that barely
rustled the capi mhad caught her hair and tossed it lightly. It took a nonent for Ela to realize
why this was so startling. Her nother had not worn her hair down in many years. It | ooked
strangely free, all the nore so because Ela could see how it curled and bent where it had been so
long forced into a bun. It was then that she knew that the Speaker was right. Mdther would listen
to his invitation. Whatever shane or pain tonight's Speaking m ght have caused her, it |led her now
to stand out in the open, in the dusk just after sunset, |ooking toward the piggies' hill. O
per haps she was | ooking at the fence. Perhaps renmenbering a man who net her here, or sonewhere
el se in the capim so that unobserved they could | ove each other. Al ways in hiding, always in
secret. Mdther is glad, thought Ela, to have it

known that Libo was her real husband, that Libo is ny true father. Mther is glad, and so am]|.

Mot her did not turn to | ook at her, though she surely could hear Ela's approach through the
noi sy grass. Ela stopped a few steps away.

"Mot her," she said.

"Not a herd of cabra, then," said Mother. "You' re so noisy, Ela."
"The Speaker. Wants your help."

"Does he."

El a expl ai ned what the Speaker had told her. Mdther did not turn around. Wen El a was fini shed,
Mot her waited a nonment, and then turned to wal k over the shoulder of the hill. Ela ran after her,
caught up with her. "Mdther," said Ela. "Mther, are you going to tell himabout the Descol ada?"

"Yes."

"Way now? After all these years? Wiy wouldn't you tell nme?"
"Because you did better work on your own, without nmy help."
"You know what | was doi ng?"

"You're ny apprentice. | have conplete access to your files without |eaving any footprints. Wat

kind of master would I be if I didn't watch your work?"

"But - - "

"I also read the files you hid under Quara's name. You' ve never been a nother, so you didn't
know that all the file activities of a child under twelve are reported to the parents every week.
Quara was doing sone renmarkable research. I'mglad you' re coming with ne. Wien | tell the Speaker,
I"I'l be telling you, too."

"You' re going the wong way," said Ela.

Mot her stopped. "lIsn't the Speaker's house near the praca?"

"The meeting is in the Bishop's chanbers.™

For the first time Mdther faced Ela directly. "What are you and the Speaker trying to do to ne?"

"We're trying to save Mro," said Ela. "And Lusitania Colony, if we can."
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"Taking me to the spider's lair--"
"The Bi shop has to be on our side or--"

"Qur side! So when you say we, you nean you and the Speaker, is that it? Do you think | haven't
noticed that? Al ny children, one by one, he's seduced you all--"

"He hasn't seduced anybody!"
"He seduced you with his way of know ng just what you want to hear, of--"

"He's no flatterer,"” said Ela. "He doesn't tell us what we want. He tells us what we know is
true. He didn't win our affection, Mther, he won our trust."

"\What ever he gets fromyou, you never gave it to ne."
"W wanted to."

Ela did not bend this tinme before her nother's piercing, demanding glare. It was her nother
i nstead, who bent, who | ooked away and then | ooked back with tears in her eyes. "I wanted to tel
you." Mdther wasn't tal king about her files. "Wien | saw how you hated him | wanted to say, He's
not your father, your father is a good, kind man--"

"Who didn't have the courage to tell us hinself."
Rage cane into Mother's eyes. "He wanted to. | wouldn't let him™"

"Il tell you something, Mdther. | loved Libo, the way everybody in Mlagre | oved him But he
was willing to be a hypocrite, and so were you, and without anybody even guessi ng, the poison of
your lies hurt us all. | don't blane you, Mother, or him But | thank God for the Speaker. He was
willing to tell us the truth, and it set us free."

"It's easy to tell the truth," said Mther softly, "when you don't |ove anybody."

"I's that what you think?" said Ela. "I think | know sonething, Mdther. | think you can't
possi bly know the truth about sonebody unless you love them | think the Speaker |oved Father
Marc o, | mean. | think he understood himand | oved hi m before he Spoke."

Mot her didn't answer, because she knew that it was true.

"And | know he | oves Grego, and Quara, and 4 hado. And Mro, and even Quim And me. | know he
| oves ne. And when he shows ne that he loves ne, | knowit's true because he never lies to
anybody. "

Tears canme out of Mdther's eyes and drifted down her cheeks.

"I have lied to you and everybody el se," Mther said. Her voice sounded weak and strai ned. "But
you have to believe ne anyway. Wen | tell you that | |ove you."

El a enbraced her nother, and for the first time in years she felt warnth in her nother's
response. Because the |ies between them now were gone. The Speaker had erased the barrier, and
there was no reason to be tentative and cauti ous anynore.

"You' re thinking about that dammabl e Speaker even now, aren't you?" whi spered her nother

"So are you," Ela answered.

Bot h their bodies shook with Mdther's |laugh. "Yes." Then she stopped | aughing and pul |l ed away,
| ooked Ela in the eyes. "WII| he always cone between us?"

"Yes," said Ela. "Like a bridge he'll cone between us, not a wall."

* k k
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Mro saw the piggi es when they were hal fway down the hillside toward the fence. They were so
silent in the forest, but the piggies had no great skill in moving through the capim- it rustled
loudly as they ran. O perhaps in comng to answer Mro's call they felt no need to concea
t hensel ves. As they cane nearer, Mro recognized them Arrow, Hunman, Mandachuva, Leaf-eater, Cups.
He did not call out to them nor did they speak when they arrived. Instead they stood behind the
fence opposite himand regarded himsilently. No Zenador had ever called the piggies to the fence
before. By their stillness they showed their anxiety.

"I can't cone to you anynore," said Mro.

They waited for his explanation.

"The fram ings found out about us. Breaking the |aw. They sealed the gate."

Leaf -eater touched his chin. "Do you know what it was the franlings saw?"

Mro |laughed bitterly. "What didn't they see? Only one franmling ever cane with us."

"No," said Human. "The hive queen says it wasn't the Speaker. The hive queen says they saw it
fromthe sky. "

The satellites? "Wat could they see fromthe sky?"
"Maybe the hunt," said Arrow

"Maybe the shearing of the cabra," said Leaf-eater
"Maybe the fields of amaranth,"” said Cups.

"Al'l of those," said Human. "And maybe they saw that the w ves have | et three hundred twenty
children be born since the first amaranth harvest."

"Three hundred!"
"And twenty," sai d Mandachuva

"They saw that food would be plenty,"” said Arrow. "Now we're sure to win the next war. CQur
enenies will be planted in huge new forests all over the plain, and the wives will put nother
trees in every one of them"

Mro felt sick. Is this what all their work and sacrifice was for, to give sone transient
advantage to one tribe of piggies? Alnost he said, Libo didn't die so you could conquer the world.
But his training took over, and he asked a nonconmittal question. "Were are all these new
chil dren?"

"None of the little brothers come to us," explained Hunman. "W have too nmuch to do, |earning
fromyou and teaching all the other brother-houses. W can't be training little brothers.” Then
proudly, he added, "O the three hundred, fully half are children of ny father, Rooter."

Mandachuva nodded gravely. "The w ves have great respect for what you have taught us. And they
have great hope in the Speaker for the Dead. But what you tell us now, this is very bad. If the
fram ings hate us, what will we do?"

"I don't know," said Mro. For the nmonent, his mind was racing to try to cope with all the
information they had just told him Three hundred twenty new babies. A popul ati on expl osi on. And
Root er somehow the father of half of them Before today Mro woul d have di sm ssed the statenent of
Rooter's fatherhood as part of the piggies' totem c belief system But having seen a tree uproot
itself and fall apart in response to singing, he was prepared to question all his old assunptions.

Yet what good did it do to | earn anything now? They'd never let himreport again; he couldn't
follow up; he'd be aboard a starship for the next quarter century while soneone else did all his
work. Or worse, no one el se.

"Don't be unhappy," said Human. "You'll see-- the Speaker for the Dead will nake it all work out
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wel | .

"The Speaker. Yes, he'll nake everything work out fine." The way he did for ne and Quanda. My
sister.

"The hive queen says he'll teach the framings to |ove us."”

"Teach the framings," said Mro. "He'd better do it quickly then. It's too late for himto save
me and Quanda. They're arresting us and taking us off planet."”

"To the stars?" asked Human hopeful ly.

"Yes, to the stars, to stand trial! To be punished for helping you. It'll take us twenty-two
years to get there, and they'll never let us cone back."

The piggies took a monment to absorb this information. Fine, thought Mro. Let them wonder how
the Speaker is going to solve everything for them | trusted in the Speaker, too, and it didn't do
much for nme. The piggies conferred together

Human enmerged fromthe group and canme closer to the fence. "W'll hide you."

"They' Il never find you in the forest," said Mandachuva.

"They have nachines that can track me by ny snell," said Mro.

"Ah. But doesn't the law forbid themto show us their nachi nes?" asked Human

Mro shook his head. "It doesn't nmatter. The gate is sealed to ne. | can't cross the fence."
The piggi es | ooked at each ot her

"But you have capimright there," said Arrow

Mro | ooked stupidly at the grass. "So what?" he asked.

"Chew it," said Human.

"Why?" asked Mro.

"We've seen humans chewing capim" said Leaf-eater. "The other night, on the hillside, we saw
t he Speaker and some of the robe-hunmans chew ng capim"

"And nmany other tinmes," said Mandachuva.
Their inpatience with himwas frustrating. "Wat does that have to do with the fence?"

Agai n the piggies | ooked at each other. Finally Mandachuva tore off a blade of capimnear the
ground, folded it carefully into a thick wad, and put it in his nouth to chewit. He sat down
after a while. The others began teasing him poking himwith their fingers, pinching him He
showed no sign of noticing. Finally Human gave hima particularly vicious pinch, and when
Mandachuva di d not respond, they began saying, in nmales' |anguage, Ready, Tinme to go, Now, Ready.

Mandachuva stood up, a bit shaky for a nonent. Then he ran at the fence and scranbled to the
top, flipped over, and | anded on all fours on the same side as Mro.

Mro leaped to his feet and began to cry out just as Mandachuva reached the top; by the tinme he
finished his cry, Mandachuva was standing up and dusting hinself off.

"You can't do that," said Mro. "It stimulates all the pain nerves in the body. The fence can't
be crossed."

"Ch," said Mandachuva.

From the other side of the fence, Human was rubbing his thighs together. "He didn't know, " he
said. "The humans don't know. "
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"It's an anesthetic," said Mro. "It stops you fromfeeling pain."

"No," said Mandachuva. "I feel the pain. Very bad pain. Wrst painin the world."
"Rooter says the fence is even worse than dying," said Hunman. "Pain in all the places."

"But you don't care,"” said Mro.

"I't's happening to your other self," said Mandachuva. "It's happening to your animal self. But
your tree self doesn't care. It makes you be your tree self."

Then Mro renenbered a detail that had been lost in the grotesquerie of Libo's death. The dead
man's nouth had been filled with a wad of capim So had the nouth of every piggy that had died.
Anest hetic. The death | ooked Iike hideous torture, but pain was not the purpose of it. They used
an anesthetic. It had nothing to do with pain.

"So," said Mandachuva. "Chew the grass, and cone with us. W'Ill hide you."

"Quanda," said Mro.

"Ch, I'll go get her," said Mandachuva.

"You don't know where she lives."
"Yes | do," said Mandachuva.
"W do this many times a year," said Human. "W know where everybody lives."

"But no one has ever seen you," said Mro.

"We're very secret," said Mandachuva. "Besides, nobody is |ooking for us.”

M ro i magi ned dozens of piggies creeping about in Mlagre in the niddle of the night. No guard
was kept. Only a few peopl e had business that took themout in the darkness. And the piggies were
small, small enough to duck down in the capi mand di sappear conpletely. No wonder they knew about
met al and machi nes, despite all the rules designed to keep themfrom |l earning about them No doubt
they had seen the mnes, had watched the shuttle land, had seen the kilns firing the bricks, had
wat ched the fazendeiros plow ng and planting the human-specific amaranth. No wonder they had known
what to ask for.

How stupid of us, to think we could cut themoff fromour culture. They kept far nore secrets
fromus than we could possibly keep fromthem So nuch for cultural superiority.

Mro pulled up his own blade of capim

"No, " said Mandachuva, taking the blade fromhis hands. "You don't get the root part. |If you
take the root part, it doesn't do you any good." He threw away Mro's bl ade and tore off his own,
about ten centineters above the base. Then he folded it and handed it to Mro, who began to chew
it.

Mandachuva pi nched and poked him

"Don't worry about that," said Mro. "Go get Quanda. They could arrest her any nminute. Go. Now.
Go on."

Mandachuva | ooked at the others and, seeing sone invisible signal of consent, jogged off along
the fenceline toward the slopes of Vila Alta, where Quanda |ived.

Mro chewed a little nore. He pinched hinself. As the piggies said, he felt the pain, but he
didn't care. Al he cared about was that this was a way out, a way to stay on Lusitania. To stay,
perhaps, with Quanda. Forget the rules, all the rules. They had no power over himonce he left the
human encl ave and entered the piggies' forest. He would becone a renegade, as they already accused
hi m of being, and he and Quanda coul d | eave behind all the insane rules of human behavior and live
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as they wanted to, and raise a famly of humans who had conpl etely new val ues, |earned fromthe
piggies, fromthe forest life; sonmething new in the Hundred Wrlds, and Congress woul d be
powerl ess to stop them

He ran at the fence and seized it with both hands. The pain was no | ess than before, but now he
didn't care, he scranbled up to the top. But with each new handhol d the pain grew nore intense,
and he began to care, he began to care very much about the pain, he began to realize that the
capi m had no anesthetic effect on himat all, but by this time he was already at the top of the
fence. The pain was naddeni ng; he couldn't think; nomentum carried hi mabove the top and as he
bal anced there his head passed through the vertical field of the fence. All the pain possible to
his body came to his brain at once, as if every part of himwere on fire.

The Little Ones watched in horror as their friend hung there atop the fence, his head and torso
on one side, his hips and legs on the other. At once they cried out, reached for him tried to
pull himdown. Since they had not chewed capim they dared not touch the fence.

Hearing their cries, Mandachuva ran back. Enough of the anesthetic renmained in his body that he
could clinb up and push the heavy human body over the top. Mro |anded with a bone-crushing thunp
on the ground, his armstill touching the fence. The piggies pulled himaway. Hs face was frozen
in arictus of agony.

"Quick!" shouted Leaf-eater. "Before he dies, we have to plant hinml"

"No!" Human answered, pushing Leaf-eater away fromMro's frozen body. "W don't know if he's
dying! The pain is just an illusion, you know that, he doesn't have a wound, the pain should go
away- -"

"It isn't going away," said Arrow. "Look at him"

Mro's fists were clenched, his | egs were doubled under him and his spine and neck were arched
backward. Though he was breathing in short, hard pants, his face seened to grow even tighter with
pai n.

"Before he dies," said Leaf-eater. "W have to give himroot."

"Go get Quanda," said Human. He turned to face Mandachuva. "Now! Go get her and tell her Mro is
dying. Tell her the gate is sealed and Mro is on this side of it and he's dying."

Mandachuva took off at a run.

* k%

The secretary opened the door, but not until he actually saw Novinha did Ender allow hinself to
feel relief. Wien he sent Ela for her, he was sure that she would cone; but as they waited so nany
long minutes for her arrival, he began to doubt his understanding of her. There had been no need
to doubt. She was the woman that he thought she was. He noticed that her hair was down and
wi ndbl own, and for the first tine since he cane to Lusitania, Ender saw in her face a clear imge
of the girl who in her anguish had sunmoned himless than two weeks, nore than twenty years ago.

She | ooked tense, worried, but Ender knew her anxiety was because of her present situation
comng into the Bishop's own chanbers so shortly after the disclosure of her transgressions. If
Ela told her about the danger to Mro, that, too, nmight be part of her tension. Al this was
transient; Ender could see in her face, in the relaxation of her nmoverment, in the steadi ness of
her gaze, that the end of her |ong deception was indeed the gift he had hoped, had believed it
woul d be. | did not cone to hurt you, Novinha, and I'mglad to see that ny Speaki ng has brought
you better things than shane.

Novi nha stood for a nonent, |ooking at the Bishop. Not defiantly, but politely, with dignity; he
responded the sane way, quietly offering her a seat. DomCrist o started to rise fromhis stool
but she shook her head, sniled, took another stool near the wall. Near Ender. Ela came and stood
behi nd and besi de her mother, so she was also partly behind Ender. Like a daughter standing
bet ween her parents, thought Ender; then he thrust the thought away from himand refused to think
of it anynore. There were far nore inportant matters at hand.
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"I see," said Bosquinha, "that you intend this neeting to be an interesting one."
"I think Congress decided that already," said Dona Cri st

"Your son is accused," Bishop Peregrino began, "of crines against--"

"l know what he's accused of," said Novinha. "I didn't know until tonight, when Ela told ne, but
I'"mnot surprised. My daughter Elanora has al so been defying sone rules her master set for her
Bot h of them have a higher allegiance to their own conscience than to the rules others set down
for them It's a failing, if your object is to maintain order, but if your goal is to |learn and
adapt, it's a virtue."

"Your son isn't on trial here," said Dom Crist o.

"l asked you to neet together," said Ender, "because a decision nmust be made. Whether or not to
conmply with the orders given us by Starways Congress."

"W don't have nuch choice," said Bishop Peregrino.

"There are many choi ces," said Ender, "and nany reasons for choosing. You already nmade one
choi ce-- when you found your files being stripped, you decided to try to save them and you
decided to trust themwith me, a stranger. Your trust was not misplaced-- |I'Il return your files
to you whenever you ask, unread, unaltered."

"Thank you," said Dona Crist . "But we did that before we knew the gravity of the charge."
"They're going to evacuate us," said Dom Crist o.

"They control everything," said Bi shop Peregrino.

"I already told himthat," said Bosqui nha

"They don't control everything," said Ender. "They only control you through the ansible
connection."

"We can't cut off the ansible,"” said Bishop Peregrino. "That is our only connection with the
Vatican."

"l don't suggest cutting off the ansible. | only tell you what | can do. And when | tell you
this, I amtrusting you the way you trusted me. Because if you repeat this to anyone, the cost to
me-- and to someone el se, whom| |ove and depend on-- woul d be i measurable.”

He | ooked at each of them and each in turn nodded acqui escence.

"I have a friend whose control over ansible conmunications anong all the Hundred Worlds is
conpl ete-- and conpl etely unsuspected. |'mthe only one who knows what she can do. And she has
told me that when | ask her to, she can make it seemto all the framings that we here on
Lusitani a have cut off our ansible connection. And yet we will have the ability to send guarded
messages if we want to-- to the Vatican, to the offices of your order. W can read distant
records, intercept distant conmunications. In short, we will have eyes and they will be blind."

"Cutting off the ansible, or even seemng to, would be an act of rebellion. O war." Bosqui nha
was saying it as harshly as possible, but Ender could see that the idea appeal ed to her, though
she was resisting it with all her might. "I will say, though, that if we were insane enough to
deci de on war, what the Speaker is offering us is a clear advantage. W' d need any advantage we
could get-- if we were nmad enough to rebel."

"We have nothing to gain by rebellion,” said the Bishop, "and everything to lose. | grieve for
the tragedy it would be to send Mro and Quanda to stand trial on another world, especially
because they are so young. But the court will no doubt take that into account and treat themwth
nmercy. And by conplying with the orders of the conmittee, we will save this conmunity nuch
suffering."

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender’s...ga%202%20-%20Speaker%20For%20The%20Dead.txt (161 of 209) [1/14/03 10:03:07 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%202%20-%20Speaker %20For %20 The%20Dead. txt

"Don't you think that having to evacuate this world will also cause them suffering?" asked
Ender .

"Yes. Yes, it will. But a |aw was broken, and the penalty nust be paid."

"What if the | aw was based on a m sunderstanding, and the penalty is far out of proportion to
the sin?"

"We can't be the judges of that," said the Bishop

"We are the judges of that. If we go along with Congressional orders, then we're saying that the
law i s good and the punishnment is just. And it may be that at the end of this neeting you'l
decide exactly that. But there are sone things you nust know before you can nake your decision
Sonme of those things | can tell you, and sone of those things only Ela and Novi nha can tell you.
You shoul dn't nake your decision until you know all that we know "

"I"malways glad to know as much as possible,” said the Bishop. "OF course, the final decision
i s Bosquinha's, not mne--"

"The final decision belongs to all of you together, the civil and religious and intellectua
| eadership of Lusitania. If any one of you deci des against rebellion, rebellion is inpossible.
W thout the Church's support, Bosquinha can't |ead. Wthout civil support, the Church has no
power . "

"W have no power," said DomCrist o. "Only opinions."

"Every adult in Lusitania |ooks to you for wi sdom and fairni ndedness."
"You forget a fourth power," said Bishop Peregrino. "Yourself."

"I'ma framing here."

"A nost extraordinary framing," said the Bishop. "In your four days here you have captured the
soul of this people in a way | feared and foretold. Now you counsel rebellion that could cost us
everything. You are as dangerous as Satan. And yet here you are, subnitting to our authority as if
you weren't free to get on the shuttle and | eave here when the starship returns to Trondheimwith
our two young crimnals aboard. "

"I submit to your authority," said Ender, "because | don't want to be a framing here. | want to
be your citizen, your student, your parishioner."

"As a Speaker for the Dead?" asked the Bi shop

"As Andrew Wggin. | have some other skills that m ght be useful. Particularly if you rebel. And
| have other work to do that can't be done if humans are taken from Lusitania."

"We don't doubt your sincerity," said the Bishop. "But you nust forgive us if we are doubtfu
about casting in with a citizen who is sonmething of a | ateconer.”

Ender nodded. The Bishop could not say nore until he knew nore. "Let ne tell you first what |
know. Today, this afternoon, | went out into the forest with Mro and Quanda."

"You! You al so broke the awm" The Bishop half-rose fromhis chair.

Bosqui nha reached forward, gestured to settle the Bishop's ire. "The intrusion in our files
began | ong before this afternoon. The Congressional Oder couldn't possibly be related to his
infraction."

"I broke the law," said Ender, "because the piggies were asking for ne. Demandi ng, i
see nme. They had seen the shuttle land. They knew that | was here. And, for good or i
read the Hive Queen and t he Hegenon."

n fact, to
|, they had

"They gave the piggies that book?" said the Bishop

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender’s...ga%202%20-%20Speaker%20For%20The%20Dead.txt (162 of 209) [1/14/03 10:03:07 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%202%20-%20Speaker%20For%20The%20Dead. txt
"They al so gave themthe New Testanent," said Ender. "But surely you won't be surprised to |learn
that the piggies found nuch in comobn between thensel ves and the hive queen. Let ne tell you what
the piggies said. They begged ne to convince all the Hundred Worlds to end the rules that keep
themisolated here. You see, the piggies don't think of the fence the way we do. W see it as a
way of protecting their culture fromhunman influence and corruption. They see it as a way of
keeping themfromlearning all the wonderful secrets that we know. They inagi ne our ships going

fromstar to star, colonizing them filling themup. And five or ten thousand years from now, when
they finally learn all that we refuse to teach them they'll enmerge into space to find all the
worlds filled up. No place for themat all. They think of our fence as a form of species nurder.

W will keep themon Lusitania like aninmals in a zoo, while we go out and take all the rest of the
uni verse. "

"That's nonsense,"” said DomCrist o. "That isn't our intention at all."

"Isn't it?" Ender retorted. "Why are we so anxious to keep them fromany influence from our
culture? It isn't just in the interest of science. It isn't just good xenol ogi cal procedure.
Remenber, please, that our discovery of the ansible, of starflight, of partial gravity control
even of the weapon we used to destroy the buggers-- all of themcane as a direct result of our
contact with the buggers. W |earned nost of the technology fromthe nmachines they |eft behind
fromtheir first foray into Earth's star system W were using those nachines | ong before we
under stood them Sone of them like the philotic slope, we don't even understand now. W are in
space precisely because of the inpact of a devastatingly superior culture. And yet in only a few
generations, we took their machi nes, surpassed them and destroyed them That's what our fence
means-- we're afraid the piggies will do the sane to us. And they know that's what it nmeans. They
know it, and they hate it."

"We aren't afraid of them" said the Bishop. "They're savages, for heaven's sake--"

"That's how we | ooked to the buggers, too," said Ender. "But to Pipo and Libo and Quanda and
Mro, the piggies have never |ooked |ike savages. They're different fromus, yes, far nore
different than framings. But they're still people. Ranen, not varel se. So when Libo saw that the
pi ggi es were in danger of starving, that they were preparing to go to war in order to cut down the
popul ation, he didn't act like a scientist. He didn't observe their war and take notes on the
death and suffering. He acted like a Christian. He got experinental anmaranth that Novi nha had
rejected for human use because it was too closely akin to Lusitanian biochenistry, and he taught
the piggies howto plant it and harvest it and prepare it as food. | have no doubt that the rise
in piggy population and the fields of amaranth are what the Starways Congress saw. Not a willfu
viol ation of the |aw, but an act of conpassion and |ove."

"How can you call such disobedi ence a Christian act?" said the Bi shop
"What man of you is there, when his son asks for bread, will give hima stone?"
"The devil can quote scripture to suit his own purpose,” said the Bishop

"I"'mnot the devil," said Ender, "and neither are the piggies. Their babies were dying of
hunger, and Libo gave them food and saved their lives."

"And | ook what they did to hinm"

"Yes, let's ook what they did to him They put himto death. Exactly the way they put to death
their own nost honored citizens. Shouldn't that have told us sonethi ng?"

"It told us that they're dangerous and have no consci ence," said the Bishop

"It told us that death neans sonething conpletely different to them If you really believed that
sonmeone was perfect in heart, Bishop, so righteous that to |ive another day could only cause them
to be less perfect, then wouldn't it be a good thing for themif they were killed and taken
directly into heaven?"

"You nock us. You don't believe in heaven."

"But you do! What about the martyrs, Bishop Peregrino? Weren't they caught up joyfully into
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heaven?"

"OF course they were. But the nen who killed themwere beasts. Murdering saints didn't sanctify
them it damed their souls to hell forever."

"But what if the dead don't go to heaven? What if the dead are transforned into new life, right
before your eyes? What if when a piggy dies, if they lay out his body just so, it takes root and
turns into sonmething else? Wiat if it turns into a tree that lives fifty or a hundred or five
hundred years nore?"

"What are you tal king about ?" demanded the Bi shop

"Are you telling us that the piggi es somehow netanor phose from animal to plant?" asked Dom
Crist o. "Basic biology suggests that this isn't likely."

"It's practically inmpossible," said Ender. "That's why there are only a handful of species on
Lusitania that survived the Descol ada. Because only a few of themwere able to nmake the
transformati on. Wen the piggies kill one of their people, he is transfornmed into a tree. And the
tree retains at least sone of its intelligence. Because today | saw the piggies sing to a tree,
and without a single tool touching it, the tree severed its own roots, fell over, and split itself
into exactly the shapes and forns of wood and bark that the piggies needed. It wasn't a dream
Mro and Quanda and | all saw it with our own eyes, and heard the song, and touched the wood, and
prayed for the soul of the dead.”

"What does this have to do with our decision?" demanded Bosqui nha. "So the forests are nade up
of dead piggies. That's a matter for scientists.”

"I"'mtelling you that when the piggies killed Pipo and Libo they thought they were hel ping them
transforminto the next stage of their existence. They weren't beasts, they were ranen, giving the
hi ghest honor to the nen who had served themso well."

"Anot her noral transformation, is that it?" asked the Bishop. "Just as you did today in your
Speaki ng, nmaking us see Marcos Ri beira again and again, each tine in a new |light, now you want us
to think the piggies are noble? Very well, they're noble. But | won't rebel against Congress, with
all the suffering such a thing would cause, just so our scientists can teach the piggies howto
make refrigerators.™

"Pl ease," said Novi nha.
They | ooked at her expectantly.
"You say that they stripped our files? They read themall?"

"Yes," said Bosqui nha.

"Then they know everything that | have in nmy files. About the Descol ada."

"Yes," said Bosqui nha.

Novi nha fol ded her hands in her lap. "There won't be any evacuation."

"I didn't think so," said Ender. "That's why | asked Ela to bring you."

"Way won't there be an evacuati on?" asked Bosqui nha.

"Because of the Descol ada."

"Nonsense," said the Bishop. "Your parents found a cure for that."

"They didn't cure it," said Novinha. "They controlled it. They stopped it from beconing active."

"That's right," said Bosquinha. "That's why we put the additives in the water. The Col ador.™

"Every human being on Lusitania, except perhaps the Speaker, who may not have caught it yet, is
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a carrier of the Descol ada."

"The additive isn't expensive," said the Bishop. "But perhaps they might isolate us. | can see
that they might do that."

"There's nowhere isol ated enough,” said Novinha. "The Descolada is infinitely variable. It
attacks any kind of genetic material. The additive can be given to humans. But can they give
additives to every bl ade of grass? To every bird? To every fish? To every bit of plankton in the
sea?"

"They can all catch it?" asked Bosquinha. "I didn't know that."

"I didn't tell anybody," said Novinha. "But | built the protection into every plant that |
devel oped. The amaranth, the potatoes, everything-- the challenge wasn't meking the protein
usabl e, the challenge was to get the organi sns to produce their own Descol ada bl ockers."

Bosqui nha was appal |l ed. "So anywhere we go--"
"We can trigger the conplete destruction of the biosphere.
"And you kept this a secret?" asked Dom Crist o.

"There was no need to tell it." Novinha | ooked at her hands in her lap. "Sonmething in the
i nformati on had caused the piggies to kill Pipo. |I kept it secret so no one else would know. But
now, what Ela has | earned over the | ast few years, and what the Speaker has said tonight-- now
know what it was that Pipo |earned. The Descol ada doesn't just split the genetic nol ecul es and
prevent themfromreformng or duplicating. It also encourages themto bond with conpletely
foreign genetic nolecules. Ela did the work on this against my will. Al the native life on
Lusitania thrives in plant-and-animal pairs. The cabra with the capim The watersnakes with the
grama. The suckflies with the reeds. The xingadora bird with the tropeqo vines. And the piggies
with the trees of the forest.”

"You' re saying that one becones the other?" Dom Crist o was at once fascinated and repell ed.

"The piggies may be unique in that, in transformng fromthe corpse of a piggy into a tree,"
sai d Novi nha. "But perhaps the cabras becone fertilized fromthe pollen of the capim Perhaps the
flies are hatched fromthe tassels of the river reeds. It should be studied. | should have been
studying it all these years."

"And now they'll know this?" asked Dom Crist o. "Fromyour files?"

"Not right away. But sonetine in the next twenty or thirty years. Before any other framings get
here, they'll know, " said Novinha.

"I"'mnot a scientist," said the Bishop. "Everyone el se seens to understand except nme. \What does
this have to do with the evacuation?"

Bosqui nha fidgeted with her hands. "They can't take us off Lusitania," she said. "Anywhere they
took us, we'd carry the Descolada with us, and it would kill everything. There aren't enough
xenobi ol ogi sts in the Hundred Wrlds to save even a single planet fromdevastation. By the tinme
they get here, they'll know that we can't |eave."

"Well, then," said the Bishop. "That solves our problem If we tell themnow, they won't even
send a fleet to evacuate us."

"No," said Ender. "Bishop Peregrino, once they know what the Descolada will do, they'll see to
it that no one | eaves this planet, ever."

The Bi shop scoffed. "Wat, do you think they' |l blow up the planet? Cone now, Speaker, there are
no nore Enders anong the hunan race. The worst they night do is quarantine us here--"

"I'n which case," said DomCrist o, "why should we submit to their control at all? W could send
them a nessage telling them about the Descolada, informing themthat we will not |eave the pl anet
and they should not cone here, and that's it."
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Bosqui nha shook her head. "Do you think that none of themw |l say, 'The Lusitanians, just by
visiting another world, can destroy it. They have a starship, they have a known propensity for
rebel I i ousness, they have the nurderous piggies. Their existence is a threat."'"

"Who woul d say that?" said the Bishop
"No one in the Vatican," said Ender. "But Congress isn't in the business of saving souls."

"And maybe they'd be right," said the Bishop. "You said yourself that the piggies want
starflight. And yet wherever they mght go, they'll have this sane effect. Even uni nhabited
worlds, isn't that right? What will they do, endlessly duplicate this bleak |andscape-- forests of
a single tree, prairies of a single grass, with only the cabra to graze it and only the xi ngadora
to fly above it?"

"Maybe sonmeday we could find a way to get the Descol ada under control," said El a.
"We can't stake our future on such a thin chance," said the Bishop

"That's why we have to rebel,"” said Ender. "Because Congress will think exactly that way. Just
as they did three thousand years ago, in the Xenoci de. Everybody condems the Xenoci de because it
destroyed an alien species that turned out to be harmess inits intentions. But as long as it
seenmed that the buggers were determ ned to destroy humankind, the | eaders of humanity had no
choice but to fight back with all their strength. W are presenting themw th the sane dil emma
again. They're already afraid of the piggies. And once they understand the Descol ada, all the
pretense of trying to protect the piggies will be done with. For the sake of humanity's survival,
they' Il destroy us. Probably not the whole planet. As you said, there are no Enders today. But
they'Il certainly obliterate Ml agre and renove any trace of human contact. Including killing all
t he piggi es who know us. Then they' ||l set a watch over this planet to keep the piggies fromever
energing fromtheir primtive state. If you knew what they know, woul dn't you do the sanme?"

"A Speaker for the Dead says this?" said Dom Crist o.

"You were there," said the Bishop. "You were there the first time, weren't you. Wen the buggers
wer e destroyed. "

"Last time we had no way of talking to the buggers, no way of knowi ng they were ranen and not
varelse. This time we're here. W know that we won't go out and destroy other worlds. W know t hat
we'll stay here on Lusitania until we can go out safely, the Descol ada neutralized. This tine,"
said Ender, "we can keep the ranen alive, so that whoever wites the piggies' story won't have to
be a Speaker for the Dead."

The secretary opened the door abruptly, and Quanda burst in. "Bishop," she said. "Muyor. You
have to conme. Novinha--"

"What is it?" said the Bishop
"Quanda, | have to arrest you," said Bosqui nha.

"Arrest nme later," she said. "lIt's Mro. He clinbed over the fence."

"He can't do that," said Novinha. "It might kill him-" Then, in horror, she realized what she
had said. "Take ne to him-"

"Get Navio," said Dona Crist

"You don't understand,"” said Quanda. "W can't get to him He's on the other side of the fence."
"Then what can we do?" asked Bosqui nha.

"Turn the fence off," said Quanda

Bosqui nha | ooked hel pl essly at the others. "I can't do that. The Committee controls that now By
ansi bl e. They'd never turn it off.”
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"Then Mro's as good as dead," said Quanda.
"No," said Novinha.

Behi nd her, another figure came into the room Snall, fur-covered. None of them but Ender had
ever before seen a piggy in the flesh, but they knew at once what the creature was. "Excuse ne,"
said the piggy. "Does this mean we should plant hi m now?"

No one bothered to ask how the piggy got over the fence. They were too busy realizing what he
meant by planting Mro.

"No!" screanmed Novi nha.

Mandachuva | ooked at her in surprise. "No?"

"I think," said Ender, "that you shouldn't plant any nore hunans."
Mandachuva stood absolutely still.

"What do you nean?" said Quanda. "You're making himupset."

"I expect he'll be nore upset before this day is over," said Ender. "Come, Quanda, take us to

the fence where Mro is."
"What good will it do if we can't get over the fence?" asked Bosqui nha.

"Call for Navio," said Ender

"I'"ll go get him" said Dona Crist . "You forget that no one can call anybody."
"l said, what good will it do?" demanded Bosqui nha.
"I told you before," said Ender. "If you decide to rebel, we can sever the ansible connection

And then we can turn off the fence."

"Are you trying to use Mro's plight to force ny hand?" asked the Bi shop

"Yes," said Ender. "He's one of your flock, isn't he? So | eave the ninety-nine, shepherd, and
conme with us to save the one that's lost."

"What' s happeni ng?" asked Mandachuva.

"You're leading us to the fence," said Ender. "Hurry, please.

They filed down the stairs fromthe Bishop's chanbers to the Cathedral bel ow. Ender coul d hear
the Bi shop behind him grunbling about perverting scripture to serve private ends.

They passed down the aisle of the Cathedral, Mandachuva | eading the way. Ender noticed that the
Bi shop paused near the altar, watching the snmall furred creature as the hunans trooped after him
Qutside the Cathedral, the Bishop caught up with him "Tell nme, Speaker," he said, "just as a
matter of opinion, if the fence cane down, if we rebelled agai nst Starways Congress, would all the
rul es about contact with the piggies be ended?"

"I hope so," said Ender. "I hope that there'll be no nore unnatural barriers between us and
t hem "

"Then," said the Bishop, "we'd be able to teach the gospel of Jesus Christ to the Little Ones,
woul dn't we? There'd be no rule against it."

"That's right," said Ender. "They m ght not be converted, but there'd be no rul e against
trying."

"I have to think about this," said the Bishop. "But perhaps, ny dear infidel, your rebellion
will open the door to the conversion of a great nation. Perhaps God |led you here after all."
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By the time the Bishop, Dom Crist o, and Ender reached the fence, Mandachuva and the wonen had
al ready been there for sone tine. Ender could tell by the way El a was standi ng bet ween her nother
and the fence, and the way Novi nha was hol di ng her hands out in front of her face, that Novi nha
had already tried to clinb over the fence to reach her son. She was crying now and shouting at
him "Mro! Mro, how could you do ' this, how could you clinb it--" while Ela tried to talk to
her, to cal m her

On the other side of the fence, four piggies stood watching, anazed.

Quanda was trenbling with fear for Mro's life, but she had enough presence of nind to tel
Ender what she knew he could not see for hinmself. "That's Cups, and Arrow, and Human, and Leaf -
eater. Leaf-eater's trying to get the others to plant him | think I know what that neans, but
we're all right. Human and Mandachuva have convinced themnot to do it."

"But it still doesn't get us any closer," said Ender. "Wiy did Mro do sonething so stupid?"

"Mandachuva expl ai ned on the way here. The piggies chew capimand it has an anesthetic effect.
They can clinb the fence whenever they want. Apparently they' ve been doing it for years. They
thought we didn't do it because we were so obedient to |l aw. Now they know that capi mdoesn't have
the sane effect on us."

Ender wal ked to the fence. "Hunan," he said.
Human st epped forward.

"There's a chance that we can turn off the fence. But if we do it, we're at war with all the
humans on every other world. Do you understand that? The hunans of Lusitania and the piggies,
toget her, at war against all the other hunmans."

"Oh," said Human.

"WIIl we win?" asked Arrow

"We might," said Ender. "And we night not."

"WIIl you give us the hive queen?" asked Human.
"First | have to nmeet with the wives," said Ender.
The piggies stiffened.

"What are you tal king about?" asked the Bishop

"I have to neet with the wives," said Ender to the piggies, "because we have to make a treaty.
An agreenent. A set of rules between us. Do you understand ne? Humans can't |ive by your |aws, and
you can't live by ours, but if we're to live in peace, with no fence between us, and if I"'mto |et
the hive queen live with you and help you and teach you, then you have to nake us sone prom ses,
and keep them Do you understand?"

"l understand,"” said Human. "But you don't know what you're asking for, to deal with the w ves.
They're not snmart the way that the brothers are snmart.”

"They make all the decisions, don't they?"

"Of course," said Human. "They're the keepers of the nothers, aren't they? But | warn you, it's
dangerous to speak to the wives. Especially for you, because they honor you so nuch."

"If the fence comes down, | have to speak to the wives. If | can't speak to them then the fence
stays up, and Mro dies, and we'll have to obey the Congressional Order that all the hunans of
Lusi tania nmust |eave here." Ender did not tell themthat the humans might well be killed. He
al ways told the truth, but he didn't always tell it all.

"I"ll take you to the w ves," said Hunan.
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Leaf -eater wal ked up to himand ran his hand derisively across Human's belly. "They nanmed you
right," he said. "You are a hunan, not one of us." Leaf-eater started to run away, but Arrow and
Cups held him

"I"l'l take you," said Human. "Now, stop the fence and save Mro's life."

Ender turned to the Bishop.

"I't's not ny decision," said the Bishop. "It's Bosquinha's."

"My oath is to the Starways Congress," said Bosquinha, "but I'Il perjure nyself this nmnute to
save the lives of ny people. | say the fence cones down and we try to make the nobst of our
rebellion."

"If we can preach to the piggies," said the Bishop

"Il ask themwhen | neet with the wives," said Ender. "I can't pronise nore than that."
"Bi shop!" cried Novinha. "Pipo and Libo al ready died beyond that fence!"

"Bring it down," said the Bishop. "I don't want to see this colony end with God's work here
still untouched.” He smiled grinmy. "But Os Venerados had better be made saints pretty soon. W'l
need their help."

"Jane," murnured Ender.

"That's why | love you," said Jane. "You can do anything, as long as | set up the circunstances
just right."

"Cut off the ansible and turn off the fence, please," said Ender
"Done," she said.

Ender ran for the fence, clinbed over it. Wth the piggies' help he lifted Mro to the top and
let his rigid body drop into the waiting arns of the Bishop, the Mayor, Dom Crist o, and Novi nha
Navi o was joggi ng down the slope right behind Dona Crist . Whatever they could do to help Mro
woul d be done.

Quanda was clinmbing the fence.

"Go back," said Ender. "We've already got himover."

"If you're going to see the wives," said Quanda, "lI'mgoing with you. You need ny help."

Ender had no answer to that. She dropped down and canme to Ender

Navi o was kneeling by Mro's body. "He clinbed the fence?" he said. "There's nothing in the
books for that. It isn't possible. Nobody can bear enough pain to get his head right through the
field. "

"WIIl he live?" denanded Novi nha.

"How shoul d I know?" said Navio, inpatiently stripping away Mro's clothing and attaching
sensors to him "Nobody covered this in nedical school."

Ender noticed that the fence was shaking again. Ela was clinbing over. "I don't need your help,"
Ender said.

"I't's about tinme sonmebody who knows sonethi ng about xenobiol ogy got to see what's going on," she
retorted.

"Stay and | ook after your brother," said Quanda.

El a | ooked at her defiantly. "He's your brother, too," she said. "Now let's both see to it that
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if he dies, he didn't die for nothing."
The three of themfoll owed Human and the other piggies into the forest.

Bosqui nha and t he Bi shop watched them go. "Wen | woke up this norning," Bosquinha said, "I
didn't expect to be a rebel before | went to bed.”

"Nor did | ever imagine that the Speaker woul d be our anbassador to the piggies," said the
Bi shop.

"The question is," said DomCrist o, "will we ever be forgiven for it.
"Do you think we're making a m stake?" snapped the Bi shop.

"Not at all,"” said DomCrist o. "I think we've taken a step toward sonmething truly magnificent.
But hunmanki nd al nbst never forgives true greatness."

"Fortunately," said the Bishop, "humankind isn't the judge that matters. And now | intend to
pray for this boy, since medical science has obviously reached the boundary of its conpetence."

Chapter 17 -- The Wves

Fi nd out how word got out that the Evacuation Fleet is armed with the Little Doctor. That is
H GHEST PRI ORI TY. Then find out who this so-called Denosthenes is. Calling the Evacuation Fleet a
Second Xenocide is definitely a violation of the treason | aws under the Code and if CSA can't find
this voice and put a stop to it, | can't think of any good reason for CSA to continue to exist.

In the nmeantinme, continue your evaluation of the files retrieved fromLusitania, It's conpletely
irrational for themto rebel just because we want to arrest two errant xenol ogers. There was
nothing in the Mayor's background to suggest this was possible. If there's a chance that there was
a revolution, | want to find out who the |eaders of that revolution m ght be.

Pyotr, | know you're doing your best. So aml|. So is everybody. So are the people on Lusitania,
probably. But my responsibility is the safety and integrity of the Hundred Wrlds. | have a
hundred tines the responsibility of Peter the Hegenon and about a tenth of his power. Not to
mention the fact that I'mfar from being the genius he was. No doubt you and everybody el se woul d
be happier if Peter were still available. I'mjust afraid that by the time this thing is over, we
may need anot her Ender. Nobody wants Xenocide, but if it happens, | want to make sure it's the
ot her guys that disappear. Wien it cones to war, human is human and alien is alien. Al that raman
busi ness goes up in snoke when we're tal ki ng about survival.

Does that satisfy you? Do you believe me when | tell you that |I'm not being soft? Now see to it
you're not soft, either. See to it you get me results, fast. Now. Love and ki sses, Bawa.

-- Gobawa EkKi mbo, Chmm Xen Ovst Comm to Pyotr Martinov, Dir Cgrs Sec Agc, Meno 44:1970:5: 4: 2;
cit. Denpsthenes, The Second Xenocide, 87:1972:1:1:1

Human | ed the way through the forest. The piggies scranbled easily up and down sl opes, across a
stream through thick underbrush. Human, though, seened to nake a dance of it, running partway up
certain trees, touching and speaking to others. The other piggies were much nore restrained, only
occasionally joining himin his antics. Only Mandachuva hung back with the human bei ngs.

"Why does he do that?" asked Ender quietly.

Mandachuva was baffled for a nonent. Quanda expl ai ned what Ender neant. "Wy does Human clinb
the trees, or touch them and sing?"

"He sings to them about the third life," said Mandachuva. "It's very bad nanners for himto do
that. He has al ways been selfish and stupid."
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Quanda | ooked at Ender in surprise, then back at Mandachuva. "I thought everybody |iked Human,"
she sai d.

"Great honor," said Mandachuva. "A wi se one." Then Mandachuva poked Ender in the hip. "But he's
a fool in one thing. He thinks you'll do himhonor. He thinks you'll take himto the third life."

"What's the third |ife?" asked Ender

"The gift that Pipo kept for hinself,’
t he ot her piggies.

sai d Mandachuva. Then he wal ked faster, caught up with

"Did any of that make sense to you?" Ender asked Quanda.
"I still can't get used to the way you ask them direct questions."
"l don't get much in the way of answers, do |?"

"Mandachuva is angry, that's sonething. And he's angry at Pipo, that's another. The third life--
a gift that Pipo kept for himself. It will all make sense."

n W]en?ll
"In twenty years. O twenty mnutes. That's what nakes xenol ogy so fun."

El a was touching the trees, too, and looking fromtinme to time at the bushes. "Al the sane
species of tree. And the bushes, too, just alike. And that vine, clinbing nost of the trees. Have
you ever seen any other plant species here in the forest, Quanda?"

"Not that | noticed. | never |ooked for that. The vine is called nerdona. The maci os seemto
feed on it, and the piggies eat the nmacios. The nmerdona root, we taught the piggies how to nake it
edi ble. Before the amaranth. So they're eating | ower on the food chain now. "

"Look," said Ender.

The piggies were all stopped, their backs to the humans, facing a clearing. In a nonent Ender
Quanda, and Ela caught up with them and | ooked over theminto the noonlit glen. It was quite a
| arge space, and the ground was beaten bare. Several |og houses lined the edges of the clearing,
but the niddl e was enpty except for a single huge tree, the largest they had seen in the forest.

The trunk seened to be noving. "It's crawling with nacios," said Quanda.

"Not macios," said Human.

"Three hundred twenty," said Mandachuva.

"Little brothers," said Arrow

"And little nothers,"” added Cups.

"And if you harmthem" said Leaf-eater, "we will kill you unplanted and knock down your tree."
"We won't harmthem" said Ender

The piggies did not take a single step into the clearing. They waited and waited, until finally
there was sone novenment near the | argest of the |og houses, alnobst directly opposite them It was
a piggy. But larger than any of the piggies they had seen before.

"Aw fe," rmurnured Mandachuva.
"What's her nane?" asked Ender
The piggies turned to himand stared. "They don't tell us their nanes,"” said Leaf-eater

"If they even have nanes," added Cups.
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Human reached up and drew Ender down to where he could whisper in his ear. "W always call her
Shouter. But never where a wife can hear."

The femal e | ooked at them and then sang-- there was no other way to describe the nellifl uous
fl ow of her voice-- a sentence or two in Wves' Language.

"It's for you to go," said Mandachuva. " Speaker. You."
"Al one?" asked Ender. "I'd rather bring Quanda and Ela with ne."

Mandachuva spoke loudly in Wves' Language; it sounded |like gargling conpared to the beauty of
the fenmale's voice. Shouter answered, again singing only briefly.

"She says of course they can come,"” Mandachuva reported. "She says they're females, aren't they?
She's not very sophisticated about the differences between hunans and little ones."

"One nore thing," said Ender. "At |east one of you, as an interpreter. O can she speak Stark?"

Mandachuva rel ayed Ender's request. The answer was brief, and Mandachuva didn't like it. He
refused to translate it. It was Human who expl ai ned. "She says that you nmay have any interpreter
you like, as long as it's ne."

"Then we'd like to have you as our interpreter,"” said Ender

"You must enter the birthing place first," said Human. "You are the invited one."

Ender stepped out into the open and strode into the noonlight. He could hear Ela and Quanda
followi ng him and Human paddi ng al ong behi nd. Now he coul d see that Shouter was not the only
fermal e here. Several faces were in every doorway. "How many are there?" asked Ender

Human didn't answer. Ender turned to face him "How nany wi ves are there?" Ender repeated.

Human still did not answer. Not until Shouter sang again, nore loudly and commandingly. Only
then did Human translate. "In the birthing place, Speaker, it is only to speak when a wi fe asks
you a question."”

Ender nodded gravely, then wal ked back to where the other nales waited at the edge of the
clearing. Quanda and Ela followed him He could hear Shouter singing behind him and now he
under stood why the nales referred to her by that nane-- her voice was enough to nmake the trees
shake. Human caught up with Ender and tugged at his clothing. "She says why are you goi ng, you
haven't been given permission to go. Speaker, this is a very bad thing, she's very angry--"

"Tell her that | did not come to give instructions or to receive instructions. If she won't
treat ne as an equal, | won't treat her as an equal."

"I can't tell her that,"” said Human.

"Then she'll always wonder why | left, won't she?"

"This is a great honor, to be called anbng the w ves!"

"It is also a great honor for the Speaker of the Dead to cone and visit them™

Human stood still for a few nonents, rigid with anxiety. Then he turned and spoke to Shouter
She in turn fell silent. There was not a sound in the glen.

"I hope you know what you're doi ng, Speaker," nurmnured Quanda.
"I''minprovising," said Ender. "How do you think it's goi ng?"
She didn't answer.

Shout er went back into the |l arge | og house. Ender turned around and agai n headed for the forest.
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Al nost i nmedi ately Shouter's voice rang out again.

"She commands you to wait," said Hunman.

Ender did not break stride, and in a nonent he was on the other side of the piggy males. "If she
asks ne to return, | nmay conme back. But you nust tell her, Human, that | did not come to command
or to be commanded."

"I can't say that," said Human

"Why not ?" asked Ender

"Let me," said Quanda. "Human, do you nmean you can't say it because you're afraid, or because
there are no words for it?"

"No words. For a brother to speak to a wi fe about himcommandi ng her, and her petitioning him
those words can't be said in that direction."

Quanda smiled at Ender. "Not nores, here, Speaker. Language."
"Don't they understand your |anguage, Hunan?" asked Ender
"Mal es’ Language can't be spoken in the birthing place,” said Human.

"Tell her that ny words can't be spoken in Wves' Language, but only in Mal es' Language, and
tell her that I-- petition-- that you be allowed to translate ny words in Males' Language."

"You are a lot of trouble, Speaker," said Human. He turned and spoke again to Shouter

Suddenly the glen was full of the sound of Wves' Language, a dozen different songs, |like a
choir warm ng up.

" Speaker," said Quanda, "you have now viol ated just about every rule of good anthropol ogi ca
practice.”

"Which ones did I mss?"
"The only one | can think of is that you haven't killed any of themyet."

"What you're forgetting," said Ender, "is that I'mnot here as a scientist to study them 1'm
here as an anbassador to nake a treaty with them?"”

Just as quickly as they started, the wives fell silent. Shouter emerged from her house and
wal ked to the mddle of the clearing to stand very near to the huge central tree. She sang.

Human answered her-- in Brothers' Language. Quanda murmured a rough translation. "He's telling
her what you said, about coning as equals."

Again the wi ves erupted in cacophonous song.

"How do you think they'll respond?" asked El a.

"How coul d I know?" asked Quanda. "I|'ve been here exactly as often as you."
"I think they'll understand it and let nme in on those terns," said Ender
"Way do you think that?" asked Quanda.

"Because | canme out of the sky. Because |'mthe Speaker for the Dead."

"Don't start thinking you're a great white god," said Quanda. "It usually doesn't work out very
well."

"I"'mnot Pizarro," said Ender
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In his ear Jane murnured, "I'm beginning to nake some sense out of the Wves' Language. The
basi cs of the Males' Language were in Pipo's and Libo's notes. Human's transl ations are very
hel pful . The Wves' Language is closely related to Mal es' Language, except that it seens nore
archaic-- closer to the roots, nore old fornms-- and all the fenale-to-male forns are in the
i mperative voice, while the nale-to-fenale forns are in the supplicative. The female word for the
brothers seens to be related to the nmale word for macio, the tree worm If this is the |anguage of
love, it's a wonder they manage to reproduce at all."

Ender smiled. It was good to hear Jane speak to himagain, good to know he woul d have her hel p.

He realized that Mandachuva had been aski ng Quanda a question, for now he heard her whispered
answer. "He's listening to the jewel in his ear.”

"I's it the hive queen?" asked Mandachuva.

"No," said Quanda. "It's a..." She struggled to find a word. "It's a conputer. A nachine with a
voi ce. "

"Can | have one?" asked Mandachuva.
"Someday, " Ender answered, saving Quanda the trouble of trying to figure out how to answer.

The wives fell silent, and again Shouter's voice was alone. | mediately the nmal es becane
agi tated, bouncing up and down on their toes.

Jane whispered in his ear. "She's speaki ng Mal es' Language hersel f," she said.

"Very great day," said Arrow quietly. "The wi ves speaking Mal es' Language in this place. Never
happened before.™

"She invites you to conme in," said Hunman. "As a sister to a brother she invites you."

| medi ately Ender wal ked into the clearing and approached her directly. Even though she was
taller than the nmales, she was still a good fifty centinmeters shorter than Ender, so he fell to
his knees at once. They were eye to eye.

"I amgrateful for your kindness to ne," said Ender
"I could say that in Wves' Language," Human said.
"Say it in your |anguage anyway," said Ender

He did. Shouter reached out a hand and touched the snoboth skin of his forehead, the rough
stubbl e of his jaw, she pressed a finger against his lip, and he closed his eyes but did not
flinch as she laid a delicate finger on his eyelid.

She spoke. "You are the holy Speaker?" translated Human. Jane corrected the translation. "He
added the word holy."

Ender | ooked Human in the eye. "I amnot holy," he said.
Hurman went ri gid.
"Tell her."

He was in turmoil for a nmoment; then he apparently decided that Ender was the | ess dangerous of
the two. "She didn't say holy."

"Tell me what she says, as exactly as you can," said Ender
"If you aren't holy," said Hunman, "how did you know what she really said?"
"Pl ease," said Ender, "be truthful between her and ne."

"To you I'Il be truthful," said Human. "But when | speak to her, it's ny voice she hears saying

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender’s...ga%202%20-%20Speaker%20For%20The%20Dead.txt (174 of 209) [1/14/03 10:03:07 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%202%20-%20Speaker %20For %20 The%20Dead. txt

your words. | have to say them- carefully.

"Be truthful,"” said Ender. "Don't be afraid. It's inportant that she knows exactly what | said.
Tell her this. Say that | ask her to forgive you for speaking to her rudely, but I ama rude
fram ing and you nust say exactly what | say."

Hurman rol l ed his eyes, but turned to Shouter and spoke.

She answered briefly. Human translated. "She says her head is not carved from nerdona root. O
course she understands that."

"Tell her that we humans have never seen such a great tree before. Ask her to explain to us what
she and the other wives do with this tree."

Quanda was aghast. "You certainly get straight to the point, don't you?"

But when Human transl ated Ender's words, Shouter inmmediately went to the tree, touched it, and
began to sing.

Now, gathered closer to the tree, they could see the mass of creatures squirmng on the bark
Most of themwere no nore than four or five centinmeters |ong. They | ooked vaguely fetal, though a
thin haze of dark fur covered their pinkish bodies. Their eyes were open. They clinbed over each
other, struggling to win a place at one of the snears of drying dough that dotted the bark

"Amar ant h mash," sai d Quanda

"Babies," said Ela.
"Not babies," said Hunan. "These are al nost grown enough to wal k."

Ender stepped to the tree, reached out his hand. Shouter abruptly stopped her song. But Ender
did not stop his novenent. He touched his fingers to the bark near a young piggy. In its clinbing,
it touched him clinbed over his hand, clung to him "Do you know this one by name?" asked Ender.

Frightened, Human hastily translated. And gave back Shouter's answer. "That one is a brother of
mne," he said. "He won't get a name until he can walk on two legs. His father is Rooter."

"And hi s nother?" asked Ender

"Ch, the little nothers never have nanes," said Human.
"Ask her."

Human asked her. She answered. "She says his mother was very strong and very courageous. She
made herself fat in bearing her five children.” Human touched his forehead. "Five children is a
very good nunber. And she was fat enough to feed themall."

"Does his nother bring the mash that feeds hinP"
Hurman | ooked horrified. "Speaker, | can't say that. Not in any |anguage."
"Way not ?"

"I told you. She was fat enough to feed all five of her little ones. Put back that little
brother, and let the wife sing to the tree."

Ender put his hand near the trunk again and the little brother squirmed away. Shouter resuned
her song. Quanda gl ared at Ender for his inpetuousness. But Ela seemed excited. "Don't you see?
The newborns feed on their nother's body."

Ender drew away, repelled.
"How can you say that?" asked Quanda.

"Look at themsquirming on the trees, just like little macios. They and the maci os nust have
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been conpetitors.” Ela pointed toward a part of the tree unstained by amaranth mash. "The tree

| eaks sap. Here in the cracks. Back before the Descol ada there nust have been insects that fed on
the sap, and the nmacios and the infant piggies conpeted to eat them That's why the piggies were

able to mingle their genetic nolecules with these trees. Not only did the infants live here, the

adults constantly had to clinmb the trees to keep the nmaci os away. Even when there were plenty of

other food sources, they were still tied to these trees throughout their life cycles. Long before
they ever becane trees."

"We're studying piggy society,” said Quanda inpatiently. "Not the distant evolutionary past."

"I"mconducting delicate negotiations,” said Ender. "So pl ease be quiet and | earn what you can
wi t hout conducting a semnar.™

The singing reached a climx; a crack appeared in the side of the tree.

"They're not going to knock down this tree for us, are they?" asked Quanda, horrified.

"She is asking the tree to open her heart." Human touched his forehead. "This is the nothertree,
and it is the only one in all our forest. No harmmay cone to this tree, or all our children wll
cone fromother trees, and our fathers all will die."

Al'l the other wives' voices joined Shouter's now, and soon a hole gaped wide in the trunk of the
nmot hertree. I nmredi ately Ender noved to stand directly in front of the hole. It was too dark inside
for himto see

El a t ook her nightstick fromher belt and held it out to him Quanda's hand flew out and seized
Ela's wist. "A nachine!" she said. "You can't bring that here.”

Ender gently took the nightstick out of Ela's hand. "The fence is off," said Ender, "and we al
can engage in Questionable Activities now " He pointed the barrel of the nightstick at the ground
and pressed it on, then slid his finger quickly along the barrel to soften the Iight and spread
it. The wives nmurnured, and Shouter touched Human on the belly.

"I told themyou could nake little nmoons at night,’
you. "

he said. "I told themyou carried themwth

"WIIl it hurt anything if | let this light into the heart of the nothertree?"

Human asked Shouter, and Shouter reached for the nightstick. Then, holding it in trenbling
hands, she sang softly and tilted it slightly so that a sliver of the |light passed through the
hol e. Al nbst at once she recoiled and pointed the nightstick the other direction. "The brightness
blinds them" Human sai d.

In Ender's ear, Jane whispered, "The sound of her voice is echoing fromthe inside of the tree
When the |ight went in, the echo nodul ated, causing a high overtone and a shaping of the sound.
The tree was answering, using the sound of Shouter's own voice."

"Can you see?" Ender said softly.

"Kneel down and get ne cl ose enough, and then nove ne across the opening. Ender obeyed,
letting his head nove slowly in front of the hole, giving the jeweled ear a clear angle toward the
interior. Jane descri bed what she saw. Ender knelt there for a long tinme, not noving. Then he
turned to the others. "The little nothers," said Ender. "There are little nothers in there,
pregnant ones. Not nore than four centineters long. One of themis giving birth."

"You see with your jewel?" asked El a.

Quanda knelt beside him trying to see inside and failing. "lncredi ble sexual dinorphism The
femal es cone to sexual maturity in their infancy, give birth, and die." She asked Human, "All| of
these little ones on the outside of the tree, they're all brothers?"

Human repeated the question to Shouter. The wife reached up to a place near the aperture in the
trunk and took down one fairly large infant. She sang a few words of explanation. "That one is a
young wi fe," Human translated. "She will join the other wives in caring for the children, when
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she's ol d enough."
"Is there only one?" asked El a.

Ender shuddered and stood up. "That one is sterile, or else they never |let her mate. She
couldn't possibly have had children."

"Way not ?" asked Quanda.

"There's no birth canal,"” said Ender. "The babies eat their way out."

Quanda nuttered a prayer

El a, however, was nore curious than ever. "Fascinating," she said. "But if they're so snmall, how
do they nate?"

"We carry themto the fathers, of course,” said Human. "How do you think? The father's can't
come here, can they?"

"The fathers,"” said Quanda. "That's what they call the npst revered trees."

"That's right," said Human. "The fathers are ripe on the bark. They put their dust on the bark
in the sap. W carry the little nother to the father the wives have chosen. She crawls on the
bark, and the dust on the sap gets into her belly and fills it up with little ones."

Quanda wordl essly pointed to the snmall protuberances on Human's belly.

"Yes," Human said. "These are the carries. The honored brother puts the little npother on one of
his carries, and she holds very tight all the way to the father." He touched his belly. "It is the
greatest joy we have in our second life. W would carry the little nothers every night if we
could.”

Shout er sang, long and |loud, and the hole in the nothertree began to close again
"Al'l those females, all the little nothers," asked Ela. "Are they sentient?"

It was a word that Human didn't know.

"Are they awake?" asked Ender

"Of course," said Human.

"What he neans," explained CQuanda, "is can the little nothers think? Do they understand
| anguage?"

"Then?" asked Human. "No, they're no smarter than the cabras. And only a little smarter than the
maci os. They only do three things. Eat, crawl, and cling to the carry. The ones on the outside of
the tree, now- they're beginning to learn. | can remenber clinbing on the face of the nothertree.
So | had menmory then. But |'mone of the very few that remenber so far back."

Tears canme unbi dden to Quanda's eyes. "All the nothers, they're born, they mate, they give birth
and die, all in their infancy. They never even know they were alive."

"It's sexual dinorphismcarried to a ridiculous extrene," said Ela. "The fenal es reach sexua
maturity early, but the nales reach it late. It's ironic, isn't it, that the dom nant fenale
adults are all sterile. They govern the whole tribe, and yet their own genes can't be passed on--"

"Ela," said Quanda, "what if we could develop a way to let the little nothers bear their
children without being devoured. A caesarean section. Wth a protein-rich nutrient substitute for
the little nother's corpse. Could the fenmal es survive to adulthood?"

Ela didn't have a chance to answer. Ender took them both by the arns and pulled them away. "How
dare you!" he whispered. "What if they could find a way to let infant human girls conceive and
bear children, which would feed on their nother's tiny corpse?”
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"What are you tal king about!" said Quanda.
"That's sick," said El a.

"We didn't come here to attack themat the root of their lives," said Ender. "We cane here to
find a way to share a world with them In a hundred years or five hundred years, when they've
| earned enough to make changes for thenselves, then they can deci de whether to alter the way that
their children are conceived and born. But we can't begin to guess what it would do to themif
suddenly as many fenales as males cane to maturity. To do what? They can't bear nore children, can
they? They can't conpete with the nales to becone fathers, can they? What are they for?"

"But they're dying wthout ever being alive--"

"They are what they are," said Ender. "They deci de what changes they'll nake, not you, not from
your blindly human perspective, trying to nake them have full and happy lives, just like us."

"You're right," said Ela. "Of course, you're right, I'msorry." To Ela, the piggies weren't
peopl e, they were strange alien fauna, and Ela was used to discovering that other aninals had
i nhuman |ife patterns. But Ender could see that Quanda was still upset. She had nmade the ranan

transition: She thought of piggies as us instead of them She accepted the strange behavior that
she knew about, even the nurder of her father, as within an acceptable range of alienness. This
meant she was actually nore tolerant and accepting of the piggies than Ela could possibly be; yet
it also made her nore vulnerable to the discovery of cruel, bestial behaviors anbng her friends.

Ender noticed, too, that after years of association with the piggies, Quanda had one of their
habits: At a nonent of extreme anxiety, her whol e body becane rigid. So he rem nded her of her
humanity by taking her shoulder in a fatherly gesture, drawi ng her close under his arm

At his touch Quanda nelted a little, |aughed nervously, her voice low. "Do you know what | keep
t hi nki ng?" she said. "That the little nothers have all their children and di e unbaptized."

"If Bishop Peregrino converts them" said Ender, "maybe they'll let us sprinkle the inside of
the nmothertree and say the words."

"Don't nock ne," Quanda whi spered.

"l wasn't. For now, though, we'll ask themto change enough that we can live with them and no
nore. We'll change ourselves only enough that they can bear to live with us. Agree to that, or the
fence goes up again, because then we truly would be a threat to their survival."

El a nodded her agreenent, but Quanda had gone rigid again. Ender's fingers suddenly dug harshly
i nto Quanda's shoul der. Frightened, she nodded her agreenment. He relaxed his grip. "I'msorry," he
said. "But they are what they are. If you want, they are what God nade them So don't try to
remake themin your own inage."

He returned to the nothertree. Shouter and Human were waiting.
"Pl ease excuse the interruption," said Ender

"It's all right," said Human. "I told her what you were doing."

Ender felt hinmself sink inside. "What did you tell her we were doi ng?"

"I said that they wanted to do sonething to the little nothers that would nmake us all nore |ike
humans, but you said they never could do that or you'd put back the fence. | told her that you
said we nmust renmain Little Ones, and you nust remain humans.”

Ender smiled. His translation was strictly true, but he had the sense not to get into specifics.
It was conceivable that the wives mght actually want the little nothers to survive childbirth,
wi t hout realizing how vast the consequences of such a sinple-seening, hunmanitarian change ni ght
be. Human was an excellent diplomat; he told the truth and yet avoided the whol e issue.

"Well," said Ender. "Now that we've all net each other, it's time to begin serious talking."
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Ender sat down on the bare earth. Shouter squatted on the ground directly opposite him She sang
a few words.

"She says you rnust teach us everything you know, take us out to the stars, bring us the hive
queen and give her the lightstick that this new human brought with you, or in the dark of night
she'll send all the brothers of this forest to kill all the humans in your sleep and hang you high
above the ground so you get no third life at all." Seeing the humans' alarm Hunan reached out his
hand and touched Ender's chest. "No, no, you rust understand. That nmeans nothing. That's the way
we al ways begin when we're talking to another tribe. Do you think we're crazy? We'd never kil
you! You gave us amaranth, pottery, the Hive Queen and the Hegenon."

"Tell her to withdraw that threat or we'll never give her anything else."
"I told you, Speaker, it doesn't nean--"

"She said the words, and | won't talk to her as |ong as those words stand.”
Human spoke to her.

Shouter junped to her feet and wal ked all the way around the nothertree, her hands rai sed high
singing | oudly.

Human | eaned to Ender. "She's conplaining to the great nother and to all the wives that you're a
brot her who doesn't know his place. She's saying that you' re rude and inpossible to deal with."

Ender nodded. "Yes, that's exactly right. Now we're getting somewhere."

Agai n Shouter squatted across from Ender. She spoke in Mal es' Language.

"She says she'll never kill any human or let any of the brothers or wives kill any of you. She
says for you to remenber that you're twice as tall as any of us and you know everything and we
know not hi ng. Now has she huniliated herself enough that you'll talk to her?"

Shout er watched him glumy waiting for his response.

"Yes," said Ender. "Now we can begin."

* % %

Novi nha knelt on the floor beside Mro's bed. Quimand O hado stood behind her. Dom Crist o was
putting Quara and Grego to bed in their room The sound of his off-tune lullaby was barely audible
behind the tortured sound of Mro's breathing.

Mro's eyes opened.
"Mro," said Novinha.
M ro groaned.

"Mro, you're home in bed. You went over the fence while it was on. Now Dr. Navio says that your
brai n has been damaged. W don't know whet her the danage is permanent or not. You may be partially
paral yzed. But you're alive, Mro, and Navi o says that he can do nmany things to help you
conpensate for what you may have |lost. Do you understand? |'mtelling you the truth. It nmay be
very bad for a while, but it's worth trying."

He npaned softly. But it was not a sound of pain. It was as if he were trying to talk, and
couldn't.

"Can you nove your jaw, Mro?" asked Quim
SlowWly Mro's nouth opened and cl osed.

d hado held his hand a neter above Mro's head and noved it. "Can you make your eyes follow the
nmovenent of my hand?"
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Mro's eyes foll owed. Novinha squeezed Mro's hand. "Did you feel ne squeeze your hand?"
M ro noaned agai n.

"Close your nmouth for no," said Quim "and open your nouth for yes."

Mro closed his mouth and said, "Mn'

Novi nha coul d not hel p herself; despite her encouraging words, this was the nost terrible thing
t hat had happened to any of her children. She had thought when Lauro | ost his eyes and becane
d hado- - she hated the nicknane, but now used it herself-- that nothing worse could happen. But
Mro, paralyzed, hel pless, so he couldn't even feel the touch of her hand, that could not be
borne. She had felt one kind of grief when Pipo died, and another kind when Libo died, and a
terrible regret at Marc o's death. She even renenbered the aching enptiness she felt as she
wat ched them | ower her nother and father into the ground. But there was no pain worse than to
wat ch her child suffer and be unable to help.

She stood up to leave. For his sake, she would do her crying silently, and in another room
IIMT] Mn MT.]II
"He doesn't want you to go," said Quim

"I"l'l stay if you want,'
eep for a while--"

sai d Novinha. "But you should sleep again. Navio said that the nore you

s
"Mn Mn Mn'
"Doesn't want to sleep, either," said Quim

Novi nha stifled her i medi ate response, to snap at Quimand tell himthat she could hear his
answers perfectly well for herself. This was no time for quarreling. Besides, it was Qui mwho had
wor ked out the systemthat Mro was using to comunicate. He had a right to take pride init, to
pretend that he was Mro's voice. It was his way of affirm ng that he was part of the fanily. That
he was not quitting because of what he learned in the praga today. It was his way of forgiving
her, so she held her tongue.

"Maybe he wants to tell us sonething," said d hado.

"M

"Or ask a question?" said Quim

"Ma. Aa."

"That's great,"” said Quim "If he can't nove his hands, he can't wite."

"Sem probl ema," said O hado. "Scanning. He can scan. If we bring himin by the ternminal, | can
make it scan the letters and he just says yes when it hits the letters he wants.

"That' ||l take forever," said Quim
"Do you want to try that, Mro?" asked Novi nha.
He wanted to.

The three of themcarried himto the front roomand laid himon the bed there. O hado oriented
the terminal so it displayed all the letters of the al phabet, facing so Mro could see them He
wote a short programthat caused each letter to light up in turn for a fraction of a second. It
took a fewtrial runs for the speed to be right-- slow enough that Mro could nake a sound t hat
meant this letter before the light noved on to the next one.

Mro, in turn, kept things noving faster yet by deliberately abbreviating his words.
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P-1-G
"Piggies," said A hado.

"Yes," said Novinha. "Wiy were you crossing the fence with the piggies?"

TR Y —

"He's asking a question, Mther," said Quim "He doesn't want to answer any."
" Ag "

"Do you want to know about the piggies that were with you when you crossed the fence?" asked
Novi nha. He did. "They've gone back into the forest. Wth Quanda and El a and the Speaker for the
Dead." Quickly she told himabout the neeting in the Bishop's chanbers, what they had | earned
about the piggies, and above all what they had decided to do. "Wen they turned off the fence to
save you, Mro, it was a decision to rebel against Congress. Do you understand? The Comittee's
rules are finished. The fence is nothing but wires now. The gate will stand open."

Tears canme to Mro's eyes.

"Is that all you wanted to know?" asked Novi nha. "You should sleep."

No, he said. No no no no.

"Wait till his eyes are clear,"” said Quim "And then we'll scan sone nore."
DI-GA F-A-L--

"Diga ao Fal ante pelos Mrtos," said d hado

"What should we tell the Speaker?" asked Quim

"You should sleep now and tell us later," said Novinha. "He won't be back for hours. He's
negotiating a set of rules to govern rel ati ons between the piggies and us. To stop them from
killing any nore of us, the way they killed Pipo and L-- and your father."

But Mro refused to sleep. He continued spelling out his nmessage as the terninal scanned.
Toget her the three of them worked out what he was trying to get themto tell the Speaker. And they
understood that he wanted themto go now, before the negotiations ended.

So Novinha left Dom Crist o and Dona Crist to watch over the house and the little children. On
the way out of the house she stopped beside her ol dest son. The exertion had worn himout; his
eyes were closed and his breathing was regular. She touched his hand, held it, squeezed it; he
couldn't feel her touch, she knew, but then it was herself she was conforting, not him

He opened his eyes. And, ever so gently, she felt his fingers tighten on hers. "I felt it," she
whi spered to him "You'll be all right."

He shut his eyes against his tears. She got up and wal ked blindly to the door. "I have sonething
in my eye," she told dhado. "Lead ne for a few minutes until | can see for nyself."

Quimwas already at the fence. "The gate's too far!" he shouted. "Can you clinb over, Mother?"

She could, but it wasn't easy. "No doubt about it," she said. "Bosquinha' s going to have to |et
us install another gate right here."

* k k

It was |ate now, past m dnight, and both Quanda and Ela was getting sleepy. Ender was not. He
had been on edge for hours in his bargaining with Shouter; his body chem stry had responded, and
even if he had gone home right now it would have been hours before he was capabl e of sleep

He now knew far nore about what the piggi es wanted and needed. Their forest was their honeg,
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their nation; it was all the definition of property they had ever needed. Now, however, the
amaranth fields had caused themto see that the prairie was al so useful |and, which they needed to
control. Yet they had little concept of |and neasurenent. How many hectares did they need to keep
under cultivation? How rmuch | and coul d the humans use? Since the piggies thensel ves barely
understood their needs, it was hard for Ender to pin them down.

Harder still was the concept of |aw and governnent. The wives ruled: to the piggies, it was that
sinple. But Ender had finally got themto understand that humans nade their laws differently, and
that human | aws applied to human probl ens. To nake them understand why hunmans needed their own
| aws, Ender had to explain to them human nating patterns. He was anused to note that Shouter was
appal l ed at the notion of adults mating with each other, and of men having an equal voice with
worren in the making of the laws. The idea of famly and ki nship separate fromthe tribe was
"brother blindness" to her. It was all right for Hunman to take pride in his father's many mati ngs,
but as far as the wi ves were concerned, they chose fathers solely on the basis of what was good
for the tribe. The tribe and the individual-- they were the only entities the w ves respected.

Fi nally, though, they understood that human | aws nust apply within the borders of human
settlements, and piggy laws nust apply within the piggy tribes. Wiere the borders shoul d be was
entirely a different matter. Now, after three hours, they had finally agreed to one thing and one
thing only: Piggy |law applied within the forest, and all humans who canme within the forest were
subject to it. Human | aw applied within the fence, and all piggies who cane there were subject to
human governnent. All the rest of the planet would be divided up later. It was a very smal
triunmph, but at |east there was sone agreenent.

"You must understand," Ender told her, "that humans will need a | ot of open land. But we're only
t he begi nning of the problem You want the hive queen to teach you, to help you mne ore and snelt
metal s and make tools. But she'll also need land. And in a very short time she'll be far stronger
than either humans or Little Ones."” Every one of her buggers, he expl ained, was perfectly obedi ent
and infinitely hardworking. They would quickly outstrip the hunans in their productivity and
power. Once she was restored to |life on Lusitania, she would have to be reckoned with at every
turn.

"Root er says she can be trusted," said Human. And, translating for Shouter, he said, "The
not hertree al so gives the hive queen her trust."

"Do you give her your |and?" Ender insisted.

"The world is big," Human translated for Shouter. "She can use all the forests of the other
tribes. So can you. We give themto you freely."

Ender | ooked at Quanda and Ela. "That's all very good," said Ela, "but are those forests theirs
to give?"

"Definitely not," said Quanda. "They even have wars with the other tribes."

"We' Il kill themfor you if they give you trouble,"” offered Human. "W're very strong now. Three
hundred twenty babies. In ten years no tribe can stand agai nst us."

"Hurman, " said Ender, "tell Shouter that we are dealing with this tribe now W'Il deal with
other tribes later."

Hurman transl ated quickly, his words tunbling over each other, and quickly had Shouter's
response. "No no no no no."

"What is she objecting to?" asked Ender

"You won't deal with our enemies. You cane to us. If you go to them then you are the eneny,
too. "

It was at that nonent that the |ights appeared in the forest behind them and Arrow and Leaf-
eater |led Novinha, Quim and O hado into the wi ves' clearing

"Mro sent us," O hado expl ai ned.
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"How i s he?" asked Quanda.
"Paral yzed," said Quimbluntly. It saved Novinha the effort of explaining it gently.

"Nossa Senhora," whispered Quanda

"But much of it is tenporary,” said Novinha. "Before |I left, | squeezed his hand. He felt it,
and squeezed nme back. Just a little, but the nerve connections aren't dead, not all of them
anyway. "

"Excuse ne," said Ender, "but that's a conversation you can carry on back in Mlagre. | have
another matter to attend to here. "

"Sorry," Novinha said. "Mro's message. He couldn't speak, but he gave it to us letter by
letter, and we figured out what went in the cracks. The piggies are planning war. Using the
advant ages they've gained fromus. Arrows, their greater nunbers-- they'd be irresistible. As |
understand it, though, Mro says that their warfare isn't just a matter of conquest of territory.
It's an opportunity for genetic mxing. Ml e exogany. The winning tribe gets the use of the trees
that grow fromthe bodi es of the war dead."

Ender | ooked at Hunman, Leaf-eater, Arrow. "It's true," said Arrow. "O course it's true. W are
the wisest of tribes now Al of us will nake better fathers than any of the other piggies. "

"l see," said Ender.

"That's why Mro wanted us to cone to you now, tonight,
still aren't final. That has to end."

sai d Novi nha. "While the negotiations

Human stood up, bounced up and down as if he were about to take off and fly. "I won't translate
that," said Human.

"I will," said Leaf-eater.

"Stop!" shouted Ender. Hi s voice was far |ouder than he had ever let it be heard before.
I medi ately everyone fell silent; the echo of his shout seenmed to |inger anong the trees. "Leaf-
eater," said Ender, "I will have no interpreter but Hunan."

"Who are you to tell ne that | may not speak to the wives? | ama piggy, and you are nothing."

"Human, " said Ender, "tell Shouter that if she lets Leafeater translate words that we humans
have said anong ourselves, then he is a spy. And if she lets himspy on us, we will go honme now
and you will have nothing fromus. 1'll take the hive queen to another world to restore her. Do
you under st and?"

O course he understood. Ender also knew that Human was pl eased. Leaf-eater was trying to usurp
Human's role and discredit him- along with Ender. Wien Human finished translating Ender's words,
Shouter sang at Leaf-eater. Abashed, he quickly retreated to the woods to watch with the other

pi ggi es.

But Human was by no neans a puppet. He gave no sign that he was grateful. He | ooked Ender in the
eye. "You said you wouldn't try to change us."

"I said | wouldn't try to change you nore than is necessary."
"Why is this necessary? It's between us and the other piggies."
"Careful,"” said Quanda. "He's very upset."

Bef ore he coul d hope to persuade Shouter, he had to convince Human. "You are our first friends
among the piggies. You have our trust and our love. We will never do anything to harmyou, or to
gi ve any ot her piggies an advantage over you. But we didn't cone just to you. W represent all of
humanki nd, and we've cone to teach all we can to all of the piggies. Regardless of tribe."
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"You don't represent all humankind. You're about to fight a war with other humans. So how can
you say that our wars are evil and your wars are good?"

Surely Pizarro, for all his shortconings, had an easier tinme of it with Atahual pa. "W're trying
not to fight a war with other humans,” said Ender. "And if we fight one, it won't be our war,
trying to gain an advantage over them It will be your war, trying to win you the right to travel
anong the stars." Ender held up his open hand. "W have set aside our humanness to becone ranen
with you." He closed his hand into a fist. "Human and pi ggy and hi ve queen, here on Lusitania,
will be one. Al humans. Al buggers. Al piggies

Human sat in silence, digesting this.

"Speaker," he finally said. "This is very hard. Until you humans cane, other piggies were--
always to be killed, and their third life was to be slaves to us in forests that we kept. This
forest was once a battlefield, and the nost ancient trees are the warriors who died in battle. CQur
ol dest fathers are the heroes of that war, and our houses are nade of the cowards. Al our lives
we prepare to win battles with our enenies, so that our wi ves can make a nothertree in a new
battle forest, and nake us nighty and great. These |last ten years we have learned to use arrows to
kill fromfar off. Pots and cabra skins to carry water across the drylands. Amaranth and nerdona
root so we can be many and strong and carry food with us far fromthe maci os of our hone forest.
We rejoiced in this because it neant that we would always be victorious in war. W would carry our
wives, our little nothers, our heroes to every corner of the great world, and finally one day out
into the stars. This is our dream Speaker, and you tell ne now that you want us to lose it like
wind in the sky."

It was a powerful speech. None of the others offered Ender any suggesti ons about what to say in
answer. Human had hal f-convi nced t hem

"You dreamis a good one," said Ender. "It's the dream of every living creature. The desire that
is the very root of life itself: To grow until all the space you can see is part of you, under
your control. It's the desire for greatness. There are two ways, though, to fulfil it. One way is
to kill anything that is not yourself, to swallowit up or destroy it, until nothing is left to
oppose you. But that way is evil. You say to all the universe, Only | will be great, and to make
roomfor me the rest of you nust give up even what you al ready have, and becone not hing. Do you
under stand, Human, that if we humans felt this way, acted this way, we could kill every piggy in

Lusitania and nmake this place our hone. How nuch of your dream would be left, if we were evil?"

Human was trying hard to understand. "l see that you gave us great gifts, when you could have
taken fromus even the little that we had. But why did you give us the gifts, if we can't use them
to become great?"

"W want you to grow, to travel anong the stars. Here on Lusitania we want you to be strong and
powerful, with hundreds and thousands of brothers and wi ves. W want to teach you to grow many
ki nds of plants and raise many different animals. Ela and Novinha, these two wonen, will work all
the days of their lives to develop nore plants that can live here in Lusitania, and every good
thing that they nmake, they'll give to you. So you can grow. But why does a single piggy in any
other forest have to die, just so you can have these gifts? And why would it hurt you in any way,
if we also gave the sane gifts to then?"

"If they becone just as strong as we are, then what have we gai ned?"

What am | expecting this brother to do, thought Ender. Hi s people have al ways neasured
t hensel ves against the other tribes. Their forest isn't fifty hectares or five hundred-- it's
either larger or smaller than the forest of the tribe to the west or the south. What | have to do
now is the work of a generation: | have to teach hima new way of conceiving the stature of his
own people. "lIs Rooter great?" asked Ender

"l say he is," said Human. "He's ny father. His tree isn't the oldest or thickest, but no father
that we renmenber has ever had so many children so quickly after he was planted.”

"So in a way, all the children that he fathered are still part of him The nmore children he
fathers, the greater he becones.” Hunman nodded slowy. "And the nore you acconplish in your life,
the greater you make your father, is that true?"
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"If his children do well, then yes, it's a great honor to the fathertree."
"Do you have to kill all the other great trees in order for your father to be great?"

"That's different,” said Hunman. "All the other great trees are fathers of the tribe. And the
| esser trees are still brothers." Yet Ender could see that Human was uncertain now. He was
resisting Ender's ideas because they were strange, not because they were wong or
i nconpr ehensi bl e. He was begi nning to under st and.

"Look at the wives," said Ender. "They have no children. They can never be great the way that

your father is great."

"Speaker, you know that they're the greatest of all. The whole tribe obeys them Wen they rule
us well, the tribe prospers; when the tribe becones nmany, then the wives are al so nade strong--"

"Even though not a single one of you is their own child."
"How coul d we be?" asked Human

"And yet you add to their greatness. Even though they aren't your nother or your father, they
still grow when you grow. "

"We're all the sanme tribe."
"But why are you the sane tribe? You have different fathers, different nothers."
"Because we are the tribe! We live here in the forest, we--"

"I f another piggy cane here from another tribe, and asked you to let himstay and be a brother--

"We woul d never make hima fathertree!"

"But you tried to nake Pipo and Libo fathertrees."

Human was breat hing heavily. "I see," he said. "They were part of the tribe. Fromthe sky, but
we made them brothers and tried to nmake them fathers. The tribe is whatever we believe it is. If
we say the tribe is all the Little Ones in the forest, and all the trees, then that is what the
tribe is. Even though sone of the ol dest trees here canme fromwarriors of two different tribes,
fallen in battle. W becone one tribe because we say we're one tribe."

Ender narveled at his nmind, this snall raman. How few hunmans were able to grasp this idea, or
let it extend beyond the narrow confines of their tribe, their famly, their nation

Human wal ked behi nd Ender, | eaned against him the weight of the young piggy pressed against his
back. Ender felt Human's breath on his cheek, and then their cheeks were pressed together, both of
themlooking in the sane direction. Al at once Ender understood: "You see what | see," said
Ender.

"You humans grow by maki ng us part of you, humans and pi ggi es and buggers, ranen together. Then
we are one tribe, and our greatness is your greatness, and yours is ours." Ender could fee
Human's body trenbling with the strength of the idea. "You say to us, we nust see all other tribes
the sane way. As one tribe, our tribe all together, so that we grow by naking them grow. "

"You could send teachers," said Ender. "Brothers to the other tribes, who could pass into their
third Iife in the other forests and have children there."

"This is a strange and difficult thing to ask of the wives," said Human. "Maybe an inpossible
thing. Their minds don't work the way a brother's m nd works. A brother can think of many
different things. But a wife thinks of only one thing: what is good for the tribe, and at the root
of that, what is good for the children and the little nothers."

"Can you nake them understand this?" asked Ender
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"Better than you could," said Hunan. "But probably not. Probably I'Il fail."

"I don't think you'll fail," said Ender

"You cane here tonight to nake a covenant between us, the piggies of this tribe, and you, the
humans who live on this world. The humans outside Lusitania won't care about our covenant, and the
pi ggi es outside ths forest won't care about it."

"W want to nake the sane covenant with all of them™

"And in this covenant, you humans pronise to teach us everything."
"As quickly as you can understand it."

"Any question we ask."

"I'f we know the answer."

"When! If! These aren't words in a covenant! Gve nme straight answers now, Speaker for the
Dead." Human stood up, pushed away from Ender, wal ked around in front of him bent down a little
to |l ook at Ender from above. "Promi se to teach us everything that you know"

"W prom se that."
"And you also promse to restore the hive queen to help us."

"I'"l'l restore the hive queen. You'll have to make your own covenant with her. She doesn't obey
human | aw. "

"You promise to restore the hive queen, whether she helps us or not."
"Yes."

"You promi se to obey our |aw when you cone into our forest. And you agree that the prairie |and
that we need will also be under our [aw"

"Yes. "

"And you will go to war against all the other humans in all the stars of the sky to protect us
and let us also travel in the stars?"

"W al ready have.™

Human rel axed, stepped back, squatted in his old position. He drew with his finger in the dirt.
"Now, what you want fromus," said Human. "W will obey human law in your city, and also in the
prairie |land that you need.”

"Yes," said Ender.

"And you don't want us to go to war," said Human.

"That's right."

"And that's all?"

"One nore thing," said Ender

"What you ask is already inpossible," said Human. "You might as well ask nore.”

"The third life," said Ender. "When does it begi n? Wien you kill a piggy and he grows into a
tree, is that right?"

"The first life is within the nothertree, where we never see the light, and where we eat blindly
the nmeat of our nother's body and the sap of the nothertree. The second life is when we live in

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender’s...ga%202%20-%20Speaker%20For%20The%20Dead.txt (186 of 209) [1/14/03 10:03:07 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%202%20-%20Speaker %20For %20 The%20Dead. txt

the shade of the forest, the half-light, running and wal ki ng and cli nbi ng, seeing and singing and
tal king, making with our hands. The third life is when we reach and drink fromthe sun, in the
full light at |ast, never noving except in the wind; only to think, and on those certain days when
the brothers drumon your trunk, to speak to them Yes, that's the third life."

"Humans don't have the third life."
Human | ooked at him puzzl ed.

"When we die, even if you plant us, nothing grows. There's no tree. W never drink fromthe sun
Wien we die, we're dead."

Human | ooked at Quanda. "But the other book you gave us. It talked all the tine about Iiving
after death and being born again."

"Not as a tree," said Ender. "Not as anything you can touch or feel. O talk to. Or get answers
from™

"I don't believe you," said Human. "If that's true, why did Pipo and Libo make us plant thenf"

Novi nha knelt down besi de Ender, touching him- no, |eaning on him- so she could hear nore
clearly.

"How di d they make you plant then?" said Ender.

"They made the great gift, won the great honor. The hunman and the piggy together. Pipo and
Mandachuva. Libo and Leaf-eater. Mandachuva and Leaf-eater both thought that they would win the
third life, but each tinme, Pipo and Libo would not. They insisted on keeping the gift for
thensel ves. Wy woul d they do that, if humans have no third |ife?"

Novi nha' s voi ce cane then, husky and enotional. "Wat did they have to do, to give the third
life to Mandachuva or Leaf-eater?"

"Plant them of course," said Hunan. "The sane as today."
"The sane as what today?" asked Ender

"You and ne," said Human. "Human and the Speaker for the Dead. If we make this covenant so that
the wives and the hunans agree together, then this is a great, a noble day. So either you wl]l
give ne the third life, or I will give it to you."

"Wth nmy own hand?"
"OF course," said Human. "If you won't give ne the honor, then | nust give it to you."

Ender renenbered the picture he had first seen only two weeks ago, of Pipo di snenbered and
di senmbowel ed, his body parts stretched and spread. Planted. "Human," said Ender, "the worst crine
that a hunan being can comrt is nmurder. And one of the worst ways to do it is to take a living
person and cut himand hurt himso badly that he dies."

Agai n Human squatted for a while, trying to nmake sense of this. "Speaker," he said at |ast,
m nd keeps seeing this two ways. If hunmans don't have a third life, then planting is killing,
forever. In our eyes, Libo and Pipo were keeping the honor to thensel ves, and | eavi ng Mandachuva
and Leaf-eater as you see them to die without honor for their acconplishnents. In our eyes, you
humans came out of the fence to the hillside and tore themfromthe ground before their roots
could grow. In our eyes, it was you who comritted nurder, when you carried Pipo and Li bo away. But
now | see it another way. Pipo and Libo woul dn't take Mandachuva and Leaf-eater into the third
life, because to themit would be murder. So they willingly allowed their own death, just so they
woul dn't have to kill any of us."

my

"Yes," said Novinha.

"But if that's so, then when you hunmans saw themon the hillside, why didn't you conme into the
forest and kill us all? Wiy didn't you nake a great fire and consume all our fathers, and the
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great nothertree hersel f?"

Leaf-eater cried out fromthe edge of the forest, a terrible keening cry, an unbearable grief.

"If you had cut one of our trees," said Human. "If you had nurdered a single tree, we would have
come upon you in the night and killed you, every one of you. And even if sone of you survived, our
messengers woul d have told the story to every other tribe, and none of you would ever have |eft
this land alive. Wiy didn't you kill us, for nurdering Pipo and Libo?"

Mandachuva suddenly appeared behi nd Human, panting heavily. He flung hinmself to the ground, his
hands outstretched toward Ender. "I cut himw th these hands,” he cried. "I tried to honor him
and | killed his tree forever!"

"No," said Ender. He took Mandachuva's hands, held them "You both thought you were saving each
other's life. He hurt you, and you-- hurt him vyes, killed him but you both believed you were
doi ng good. That's enough, until now. Now you know the truth, and so do we. W know that you
didn't nean nurder. And you know that when you take a knife to a human being, we die forever
That's the last termin the covenant, Human. Never take another hunan being to the third life,
because we don't know how to go."

"When | tell this story to the wives," said Human, "you'll hear grief so terrible that it wll
sound |ike the breaking of trees in a thunderstorm"

He turned and stood before Shouter, and spoke to her for a few nonents. Then he returned to
Ender. "Go now," he sai d.

"We have no covenant yet," said Ender
"I have to speak to all the wives. They'll never do that while you re here, in the shade of the
nmot hertree, with no one to protect the little ones. Arrow will | ead you back out of the forest.

Wait for me on the hillside, where Rooter keeps watch over the gate. Sleep if you can. 1'Il
present the covenant to the wives and try to nmake them understand that we nust deal as kindly with
the other tribes as you have dealt with us."

| mpul sively, Human reached out a hand and touched Ender firmy on the belly. "I nake nmy own
covenant," he said to Ender. "I wll honor you forever, but I will never kill you."

Ender put out his hand and |aid his pal magainst Human's warm abdonen. The protuberances under
his hand were hot to the touch. "I will also honor you forever," said Ender

"And i f we nmeke this convenant between your tribe and ours," said Hunan, "will you give nme the
honor of the third Iife? WIIl you let ne rise up and drink the |ight?"

"Can we do it quickly? Not the slow and terrible way that--"

"And nake nme one of the silent trees? Never fathering? Wthout honor, except to feed ny sap to
the filthy macios and give ny wood to the brothers when they sing to me?"

"I'sn't there soneone el se who can do it?" asked Ender. "One of the brothers, who knows your way
of Iife and death?"

"You don't understand," said Human. "This is how the whole tribe knows that the truth has been
spoken. Either you nmust take ne into the third life, or I rmust take you, or there's no covenant.
won't Kkill you, Speaker, and we both want a treaty."

"Il do it," said Ender.
Hunman nodded, withdrew his hand, and returned to Shouter.
"O Deus," whispered Quanda. "How will you have the heart?"

Ender had no answer. He nerely followed silently behind Arrow as he led themto the woods.
Novi nha gave him her own nightstick to lead the way; Arrow played with it like a child, nmaking the
light small and large, making it hover and swoop |like a suckfly among the trees and bushes. He was
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as happy and playful as Ender had ever seen a piggy be.

But behind them they could hear the voices of the wives, singing a terrible and cacophonous
song. Human had told themthe truth about Pipo and Libo, that they died the final death, and in
pain, all so that they would not have to do to Mandachuva and Leaf-eater what they thought was
murder. Only when they had gone far enough that the sound of the wi ves' keening was softer than
their owmn footfalls and the wind in the trees did any of the humans speak

"That was the mass for ny father's soul," said Quanda softly.

"And for mine," answered Novinha; they all knew that she spoke of Pipo, not the |ong-dead
Vener ado, Gusto.

But Ender was not part of their conversation; he had not known Libo and Pipo, and did not bel ong
to their nenory of grief. Al he could think of was the trees of the forest. They had once been
living, breathing piggies, every one of them The piggies could sing to them talk to them even,
sonehow, understand their speech. But Ender couldn't. To Ender the trees were not people, could
never be people. If he took the knife to Human, it might not be nmurder in the piggies' eyes, but
to Ender hinself he would be taking away the only part of Human's life that Ender understood. As a
pi ggy, Human was a true raman, a brother. As a tree he would be little nore than a gravestone, as
far as Ender could understand, as far as he could really believe.

Once again, he thought, | nust kill, though |I prom sed that | never woul d again.

He felt Novinha's hand take himby the crook of the arm She |eaned on him "Help me," she said.
"I''malnost blind in the darkness."

"I have good night vision," O hado offered cheerfully from behind her

"Shut up, stupid," Ela whispered fiercely. "Mther wants to walk with him™"

Bot h Novi nha and Ender heard her clearly, and both could feel each other's silent |aughter
Novi nha drew closer to himas they wal ked. "I think you have the heart for what you have to do,"
she said softly, so that only he could hear

"Cold and ruthless?" he asked. His voice hinted at wy hunor, but the words tasted sour and
truthful in his nouth.

"Conpassi onat e enough,"” she said, "to put the hot iron into the wound when that's the only way
to heal it."

As one who had felt his burning iron cauterize her deepest wounds, she had the right to speak
and he believed her, and it eased his heart for the bl oody work ahead.

* k k

Ender hadn't thought it would be possible to sleep, knowi ng what was ahead of him But now he
woke up, Novinha's voice soft in his ear. He realized that he was outside, lying in the capim his
head resting on Novinha's lap. It was still dark

"They're conming," said Novinha softly.

Ender sat up. Once, as a child, he would have cone awake fully, instantly; but he was trained as
a soldier then. Nowit took a nonent to orient hinself. Quanda, Ela, both awake and wat chi ng;
d hado asleep; Quimjust stirring. The tall tree of Rooter's third life rising only a few neters
away. And in the near distance, beyond the fence at the bottomof the little valley, the first
houses of Mlagre rising up the slopes; the Cathedral and the nonastery atop the highest and
nearest of the hills.

In the other direction, the forest, and coning down fromthe trees, Human, Mandachuva, Leaf-
eater, Arrow, Cups, Calendar, Wrm Bark-dancer, several other brothers whose nanes Quanda didn't
know. "I've never seen them" she said. "They nust come from ot her brother-houses.”

Do we have a covenant? said Ender silently. That's all | care about. D d Hunan rmake the wives
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understand a new way of conceiving of the world?

Human was carryi ng sonething. Wapped in | eaves. The piggies wordlessly laid it before Ender
Human unw apped it carefully. It was a conputer printout.

"The Hi ve Queen and the Hegenon," said Quanda softly. "The copy Mro gave them™

"The covenant," said Human

Only then did they realize that the printout was upsi de down, on the blank side of the paper
And there, in the light of a nightstick, they saw faint hand-printed letters. They were |arge and
awkwardly formed. Cuanda was in awe. "W never taught themto make ink," she said. "W never
taught themto wite."

"Cal endar learned to make the letters,” said Human. "Witing with sticks in the dirt. And Wrm
made the ink fromcabra dung and dried macios. This is how you nake treaties, isn't it?"

"Yes," said Ender.

"If we didn't wite it on paper, then we would renmenber it differently."
"That's right," said Ender. "You did well to wite it down."

"W nade sone changes. The w ves wanted sone changes, and | thought you would accept them™
Hurman pointed themout. "You humans can nmake this covenant with other piggies, but you can't make
a different covenant. You can't teach any other piggies things you haven't taught us. Can you
accept that?"

"Of course," said Ender

"That was the easy one. Now, what if we disagree about what the rules are? What if we disagree
about where your prairie | and ends and ours begins? So Shouter said, Let the hive queen judge
bet ween humans and Little Ones. Let the humans judge between the Little Ones and the hive queen
And let Little Ones judge between the hive queen and the hunmans."

Ender wondered how easy that would be. He renenbered, as no other |iving human did, how
terrifying the buggers were three thousand years ago. Their insectlike bodies were the ni ghtnares
of humanity's chil dhood. How easily would the people of MIlagre accept their judgnent?

So it's hard. It's no harder than what we've asked the piggies to do. "Yes," said Ender. "W can
accept that, too. It's a good plan."

"And anot her change," said Human. He | ooked up at Ender and grinned. It |ooked ghastly, since
pi ggy faces weren't designed for that human expression. "This is why it took so long. Al these
changes. "

Ender sm | ed back.

"If a tribe of piggies won't sign the covenant with humans, and if that tribe attacks one of the
tribes that has signed the covenant, then we can go to war against them"

"What do you nean by attack?" asked Ender. If they could take a nmere insult as an attack, then
this clause would reduce the prohibition of war to nothing.

"Attack," said Human. "It begi ns when they cone into our lands and kill the brothers or the
wives. It is not attack when they present thenselves for war, or offer an agreenment to begin a
war. It is attack when they start to fight without an agreenment. Since we will never agree to a
war, an attack by another tribe is the only way war could begin. | knew you'd ask."

He pointed to the words of the covenant, and indeed the treaty carefully defined what
constituted an attack.

"That is also acceptable,” said Ender. It nmeant that the possibility of war would not be renoved
for many generations, perhaps for centuries, since it would take a long tine to bring this
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covenant to every tribe of piggies in the world. But long before the last tribe joined the
covenant, Ender thought, the benefits of peaceful exogamy woul d be made plain, and few woul d want
to be warriors anynore.

"Now the | ast change," said Human. "The w ves neant this to punish you for making this covenant
so difficult. But | think you will believe it is no punishment. Since we are forbidden to take you
into the third life, after this covenant is in effect humans are also forbidden to take brothers
into the third life."

For a nonent Ender thought it nmeant his reprieve; he would not have to do the thing that Libo
and Pi po had both refused.

"After the covenant," said Human. "You will be the first and last human to give this gift."

"I wish..." said Ender.

"I know what you wish, ny friend Speaker," said Human. "To you it feels like nmurder. But to ne--
when a brother is given the right to pass into the third life as a father, then he chooses his
greatest rival or his truest friend to give himthe passage. You. Speaker-- ever since | first
| earned Stark and read the Hi ve Queen and the Hegenon, | waited for you. | said many tines to ny
father, Rooter, of all humans he is the one who will understand us. Then Rooter told nme when your
starship canme, that it was you and the hive queen aboard that ship, and | knew then that you had
come to give nme passage, if only | did well."

"You did well, Human," said Ender.
"Here," he said. "See? W signed the covenant in the human way."

At the bottom of the | ast page of the covenant two words were crudely, |aboriously shaped.
"Human, " Ender read al oud. The other word he could not read.

"I't's Shouter's true nane," said Hunan. "Star-looker. She wasn't good with the witing stick--
the wives don't use tools very often, since the brothers do that kind of work. So she wanted nme to
tell you what her nane is. And to tell you that she got it because she was always | ooking in the
sky. She says that she didn't know it then, but she was watching for you to cone."

So many peopl e had so nmuch hope in me, thought Ender. In the end, though, everything depended on
them On Novinha, Mro, Ela, who called for ne; on Human and Star-|ooker. And on the ones who
feared my conming, too

Wrmcarried the cup of ink; Calendar carried the pen. It was a thin strip of wood with a slit
init and a narrow well that held a little ink when he dipped it in the cup. He had to dip it five
times in order to sign his name. "Five," said Arrow Ender renenbered then that the nunber five
was portentous to the piggies. It had been an accident, but if they chose to see it as a good
omen, so nuch the better

"I"ll take the covenant to our Governor and the Bishop," said Ender

"OfF all the documents that were ever treasured in the history of nmankind..." said Quanda. No one
needed her to finish the sentence. Human, Leaf-eater, and Mandachuva carefully w apped the book
again in | eaves and handed it, not to Ender, but to Quanda. Ender knew at once, with terrible
certainty, what that neant. The piggies still had work for himto do, work that would require that
hi s hands be free.

"Now the covenant is nmade the human way," said Human. "You nust make it true for the Little Ones
as well."

"Can't the signing be enough?" asked Ender

"From now on the signing is enough," said Human. "But only because the sane hand that signed for
t he humans al so took the covenant in our way, too."

"Then | will," said Ender, "as | prom sed you | would."
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Hurman reached out and stroked Ender fromthe throat to the belly. "The brother's word is not
just in his nmouth,” he said. "The brother's word is in his life." He turned to the other piggies.
"Let ne speak to ny father one last tinme before | stand beside him™

Two of the strange brothers canme forward with their small clubs in their hands. They wal ked with
Human to Rooter's tree and began to beat on it and sing in the Fathers' Language. Al nost at once
the trunk split open. The tree was still fairly young, and not so very much thicker in the trunk
than Human's own body; it was a struggle for himto get inside. But he fit, and the trunk cl osed
up after him The drumm ng changed rhythm but did not et up for a nonent.

Jane whi spered in Ender's ear. "I can hear the resonance of the drunm ng change inside the
tree,"” she said. "The tree is slowy shaping the sound, to turn the drumming into | anguage."”

The ot her piggies set to work clearing ground for Human's tree. Ender noticed that he woul d be
pl anted so that, fromthe gate, Rooter would seemto stand on the left hand, and Human on the
right. Pulling up the capimby the root was hard work for the piggies; soon Qui mwas hel ping them
and then O hado, and then Quanda and El a.

Quanda gave the covenant to Novinha to hold while she hel ped dig capim Novinha, in turn
carried it to Ender, stood before him |ooked at himsteadily. "You signed it Ender Wggin," she
said. "Ender."

The nane sounded ugly even to his own ears. He had heard it too often as an epithet. "I'm ol der
than | 1ook," said Ender. "That was the nane | was known by when | bl asted the buggers' hone world
out of existence. Maybe the presence of that nanme on the first treaty ever signed between humans
and ramen will do sonething to change the neaning of the nane."

"Ender," she whispered. She reached toward him the bundled treaty in her hands, and held it
agai nst his chest; it was heavy, since it contained all the pages of the H ve Queen and the

Hegenon, on the other sides of pages where the covenant was witten. "I never went to the priests
to confess," she said, "because | knew they woul d despise ne for nmy sin. Yet when you naned all ny
sins today, | could bear it because | knew you didn't despise ne. | couldn't understand why,
t hough, till now "

"I"'mnot one to despise other people for their sins," said Ender. "I haven't found one yet, that
| didn't say inside myself, |I've done worse than this."

"Al'l these years you've borne the burden of humanity's guilt."

"Yes, well, it's nothing nystical," said Ender. "I think of
it as being like the mark of Cain. You don't nake many friends, but nobody hurts you nuch
either."

The ground was cl ear. Mandachuva spoke in Tree Language to the piggies beating on the trunk
their rhythm changed, and again the aperture in the tree cane open. Human slid out as if he were
an infant being born. Then he wal ked to the center of the cleared ground. Leaf-eater and
Mandachuva each handed hima knife. As he took the knives, Hunan spoke to them- in Portuguese, so
the humans coul d understand, and so it would carry great force. "I told Shouter that you | ost your
passage to the third |ife because of a great m sunderstanding by Pipo and Libo. She said that
bef ore anot her hand of hands of days, you both would grow upward into the light."

Leaf - eater and Mandachuva both let go of their knives, touched Hunman gently on the belly, and
stepped back to the edge of the cleared ground.

Human hel d out the knives to Ender. They were both nade of thin wood. Ender could not inmgine a
tool that could polish wood to be at once so fine and sharp, and yet so strong. But of course no
tool had polished these. They had cone thus perfectly shaped fromthe heart of a living tree,
given as a gift to help a brother into the third life.

It was one thing to know with his mnd that Human would not really die. It was another thing to
believe it. Ender did not take the knives at first. Instead he reached past the blades and t ook
Human by the wists. "To you it doesn't feel like death. But to ne-- | only saw you for the first
time yesterday, and tonight | know you are my brother as surely as if Rooter were my father, too
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And yet when the sun rises in the norning, |'Il never be able to talk to you again. It feels Iike
death to ne, Human, how ever it feels to you."

"Come and sit in nmy shade," said Hunman, "and see the sunlight through ny | eaves, and rest your
back against ny trunk. And do this, also. Add another story to the H ve Queen and the Hegenon.
Call it the Life of Human. Tell all the humans how | was conceived on the bark of ny father's
tree, and born in darkness, eating nmy nother's flesh. Tell themhow | left the Iife of darkness
behi nd and cane into the half-light of nmy second life, to | earn | anguage fromthe w ves and then
cone forth to learn all the miracles that Libo and Mro and Quanda came to teach. Tell them how on
the I ast day of nmy second life, my true brother cane from above the sky, and together we nade this
covenant so that humans and piggies would be one tribe, not a human tribe or a piggy tribe, but a
tribe of ramen. And then ny friend gave nme passage to the third life, to the full light, so that |
could rise into the sky and give life to ten thousand children before |I die."

"Il tell your story," said Ender

"Then | will truly live forever."

Ender took the knives. Human |ay down upon the ground.

"d hado, " said Novinha. "Qim Go back to the gate. Ela, you too."
"I"'mgoing to see this, Mther," said Ela. "I"ma scientist.”

"You forget ny eyes," said O hado. "I'mrecording everything. W can show hunans everywhere that
the treaty was signed. And we can show piggi es that the Speaker took the covenant in their way,
too. "

"I"'mnot going, either,"” said Quim "Even the Blessed Virgin stood at the foot of the cross."
"You can stay," said Novinha softly. And she al so stayed.

Human's nouth was filled with capim but he didn't chew it very nuch. "Mre," said Ender
you don't feel anything."

SO

"That's not right," said Mandachuva. "These are the | ast nonents of his second life. It's good
to feel something of the pains of this body, to renenber when you're in the third life, and beyond
pain.”

Mandachuva and Leaf-eater told Ender where and how to cut. It had to be done quickly, they told
him and their hands reached into the steamnmi ng body to point out organs that nust go here or
there. Ender's hands were quick and sure, his body calm but even though he could only rarely
spare a glance away fromthe surgery, he knew that above his bloody work, Hunan's eyes were
wat ching him watching him filled with gratitude and |love, filled w th agony and deat h.

It happened under his hands, so quickly that for the first few mnutes they could watch it grow
Several |arge organs shriveled as roots shot out of them tendrils reached fromplace to place
within the body; Human's eyes went wide with the final agony; and out of his spine a sprout burst
upward, two | eaves, four |eaves-- And then stopped. The body was dead; its |last spasmof strength
had gone to naking the tree that rooted in Human's spine. Ender had seen the rootlets and tendrils
reachi ng through the body. The menories, the soul of Human had been transferred into the cells of
the newy sprouted tree. It was done. His third |ife had begun. And when the sun rose in the
nmorni ng, not long fromnow, the |eaves would taste the light for the first tine.

The ot her piggies were rejoicing, dancing. Leaf-eater and Mandachuva took the knives from
Ender's hands and jamred theminto the ground on either side of Human's head. Ender could not join
their celebration. He was covered with blood and reeked with the stench of the body he had
butchered. On all fours he crawmed fromthe body, up the hill to a place where he didn't have to
see it. Novinha foll owed him Exhausted, spent, all of them fromthe work and the enotions of the
day. They said nothing, did nothing, but fell into the thick capim each one |eaning or |lying on
soneone el se, seeking relief at last in sleep, as the piggies danced away up the hill into the
woods.
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* k%

Bosqui nha and Bi shop Peregrino nade their way to the gate before the sun was up, to watch for
the Speaker's return fromthe forest. They were there a full ten minutes before they saw a
moverment much nearer than the forest's edge. It was a boy, sleepily voiding his bladder into a
bush.

"d hado!" called the Mayor.

The boy turned, waved, then hastily fastened his trousers and began waki ng others who slept in
the tall grass. Bosqui nha and the Bi shop opened the gate and wal ked out to neet them

"Foolish, isn't it," said Bosquinha, "but this is the nonent when our rebellion seens nost real
VWhen | first wal k beyond the fence."

"Way did they spend the night out of doors?" Peregrino wondered al oud. "The gate was open, they
coul d have gone hone."

Bosqui nha took a quick census of the group outside the gates. Quanda and Ela, armin armlike
sisters. O hado and Quim Novinha. And there, yes, the Speaker, sitting down, Novinha behind him
resting her hands on his shoul ders. They all waited expectantly, saying nothing. Until Ender
| ooked up at them "W have the treaty,"” he said. "It's a good one."

Novi nha held up a bundl e wapped in | eaves. "They wote it down," she said. "For you to sign."

Bosqui nha took the bundle. "All the files were restored before mdnight," she said. "Not just
the ones we saved in your nessage queue. \Woever your friend is, Speaker, he's very good."

"She," said the Speaker. "Her nanme is Jane."

Now, though, the Bi shop and Bosqui nha could see what lay on the cleared earth just down the hill
fromwhere the Speaker had slept. Now they understood the dark stains on the Speaker's hands and
arms, the spatter marks on his face.

"I would rather have no treaty," said Bosquinha, "than one you had to kill to get."

"Wait before you judge," said the Bishop. "I think the night's work was nore than just what we
see before us."

"Very wi se, Father Peregrino,"” said the Speaker softly.

"I"ll explain it to you if you want," said Quanda. "Ela and | understand it as well as anyone."
"It was |ike a sacrament," said O hado.

Bosqui nha | ooked at Novi nha, unconprehending. "You |let himwatch?"

A hado tapped his eyes. "All the piggies will see it, soneday, through my eyes."

"It wasn't death,” said Quim "It was resurrection.”

The Bi shop stepped near the tortured corpse and touched the seedling tree growing fromthe chest
cavity. "His nane is Human," said the Speaker

"And so is yours," said the Bishop softly. He turned and | ooked around at the menbers of his
little flock, who had already taken humanity a step further than it had ever gone before. AmI| the
shepherd, Peregrino asked hinmsel f, or the nost confused and hel pl ess of the sheep? "Cone, all of
you. Come with me to the Cathedral. The bells will soon ring for mass.”

The children gathered and prepared to go. Novinha, too, stepped away from her place behind the
Speaker. Then she stopped, turned back to him |ooked at himwith silent invitation in her eyes.

"Soon," he said. "A nmonent nore."

She, too, followed the Bishop through the gate and up the hill into the Cathedral
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* k k

The mass had barely begun when Peregrino saw t he Speaker enter at the back of the Cathedral. He
paused a moment, then found Novinha and her family with his eyes. In only a few steps he had taken
a place beside her. \Where Marc o had sat, those rare times when the whole fanily came together

The duties of the service took his attention; a few nonents |later, when Peregrino could | ook
again, he saw that Grego was now sitting beside the Speaker. Peregrino thought of the terns of the
treaty as the girls had explained it to him O the meaning of the death of the piggy called
Human, and before him of the deaths of Pipo and Libo. Al things coming clear, all things com ng
together. The young man, Mro, lying paralyzed in bed, with his sister Quanda tendi ng him
Novi nha, the |ost one, now found. The fence, its shadow so dark in the m nds of all who had Iived
within its bounds, now still and harm ess, invisible, insubstantial

It was the mracle of the wafer, turned into the flesh of God in his hands. How suddenly we find
the flesh of God within us after all, when we thought that we were only nade of dust.

Chapter 18 -- The Hi ve Queen

Evol uti on gave his nother no birth canal and no breasts. So the small creature who woul d one day
be naned Human was given no exit fromthe wonb except by the teeth of his nmouth. He and his infant
siblings devoured their nother's body. Because Human was strongest and nost vigorous, he ate the
nost and so becane even stronger

Hunman lived in utter darkness. Wien his nother was gone, there was nothing to eat but the sweet
liquid that flowed on the surface of his world. He did not know yet that the vertical surface was
the inside of a great hollowtree, and that the liquid that he ate was the sap of the tree. Nor
did he know that the warmcreatures that were far larger than hinself were ol der piggies, alnost
ready to | eave the darkness of the tree, and that the snaller creatures were younger ones, nore
recently energed than hinself.

Al'l he really cared about was to eat, to nove, and to see the light. For now and then, in
rhythns that he could not conprehend, a sudden light came into the darkness, It began each tine
with a sound, whose source he could not conprehend. Then the tree would shudder slightly; the sap
woul d cease to flow, and all the tree's energy would be devoted to changing the shape of the trunk
in one place, to nake an opening that let the light inside. Wien the |ight was there, Human noved
toward it. When the |ight was gone, Human | ost his sense of direction, and wandered aimessly in
search of liquid to drink

Until one day, when alnobst all the other creatures were smaller than hinmself, and none at al
were larger, the light cane and he was so strong and swift that he reached the opening before it
cl osed. He bent his body around the curve of the wood of the tree, and for the first tine felt the
rasp of outer bark under his soft belly. He hardly noticed this new pain, because the |ight
dazzled him It was not just in one place, but everywhere, and it was not grey but vivid green and
yellow. His rapture | asted many seconds. Then he was hungry again, and here on the outside of the
nmot hertree the sap flowed only in the fissures of the bark, where it was hard to reach, and
instead of all the other creatures being little ones that he could push aside, they all were
| arger than hinself, and drove himaway fromthe easy feeding places. This was a new thing, a new
world, a new life, and he was afraid.

Later, when he | earned | anguage, he woul d renenber the journey from darkness into |ight, and he
would call it the passage fromthe first life to the second, fromthe |ife of darkness to the half-
lit life.

-- Speaker for the Dead, The Life of Human, 1:1-5

Mro decided to | eave Lusitania. Take the Speaker's starship and go to Trondheimafter all
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Perhaps at his trial he could persuade the Hundred Wrlds not to go to war agai nst Lusitania. At
worst, he could becone a martyr, to stir people's hearts, to be renenbered, to stand for
sonet hi ng. What ever happened to him it would be better than staying here.

In the first few days after he clinbed the fence, Mro recovered rapidly. He gai ned sone contro
and feeling in his arms and | egs. Enough to take shuffling steps, like an old man. Enough to nove
his arnms and hands. Enough to end the humiliation of his nother having to clean his body. But then
his progress slowed and stopped. "Here it is," said Navio. "W have reached the | evel of permanent
damage. You are so lucky, Mro, you can wal k, you can talk, you are a whole nan. You are no nore
limted than, say, a very healthy man who is a hundred years old. | would rather tell you that
your body would be as it was before you clinbed the fence, that you woul d have all the vigor and
control of a twenty-year-old. But I'mvery glad that | don't have to tell you that you will be
bedri dden all your life, diapered and catheterized, able to do nothing nore than listen to soft
nmusi ¢ and wonder where your body went."

So I'mgrateful, Mro thought. As ny fingers curl into a useless club on the ends of nmy arns, as
I hear my own speech sounding thick and unintelligible, my voice unable to nodul ate properly, then
I will be so glad that | amlike a hundred-year-old nan, that | can | ook forward to eighty nore
years of life as a centegenari an.

Once it was clear that he did not need constant attention, the fanmly scattered and went about
their business. These days were too exciting for themto stay hone with a crippled brother, son
friend. He understood conpletely. He did not want themto stay home with him He wanted to be with
them H's work was unfinished. Now, at long last, all the fences, all the rules were gone. Now he
could ask the piggies the questions that had so | ong puzzled him

He tried at first to work through Quanda. She came to him every norning and evening and nade her
reports on the termnal in the front roomof the Ri beira house. He read her reports, asked her
questions, listened to her stories. And she very seriously nenorized the questions he wanted her
to ask the piggies. After a few days of this, however, he noticed that in the evening she woul d
i ndeed have the answers to Mro's questions. But there was no followup, no exploration of
meani ng. Her real attention was devoted to her own work.

And Mro stopped giving her questions to ask for him He lied and told her that he was far nore
interested in what she was doing, that her avenues of exploration were the nost inportant.

The truth was that he hated seeing Quanda. For him the revelation that she was his sister was
pai nful, terrible, but he knew that if the decision were his alone, he would cast aside the incest
tabu, marry her and live in the forest with the piggies if need be. Quanda, however, was a
bel i ever, a bel onger. She couldn't possibly violate the only universal human [ aw. She grieved when
she learned that Mro was her brother, but she inmmediately began to separate herself fromhim to
forget the touches, the kisses, the whispers, the pronises, the teasing, the laughter..

Better if he forgot them too. But he could not. Every tine he saw her, it hurt himto see how
reserved she was, how polite and kind she was. He was her brother, he was crippled, she would be
good to him But the | ove was gone.

Uncharitably, he compared Quanda to his own nother, who had | oved her |over regardl ess of the
barriers between them But Mther's | over had been a whole nman, an able man, not this usel ess
car cass.

So Mro stayed honme and studied the file reports of everybody else's work. It was torture to
know what they were doing, that he could not take part in it; but it was better than doing
not hi ng, or watching the tedious vids on the terminal, or listening to nusic. He could type,
slowy, by ainmng his hand so the stiffest of his fingers, the index finger, touched exactly one
key. It wasn't fast enough to enter any neani ngful data, or even to wite nmenos, but he could cal
up other people's public files and read what they were doing. He could naintain sone connection
with the vital work that had suddenly bl ossoned on Lusitania, with the opening of the gate.

Quanda was working with the piggies on a | exicon of the Males' and Wves' Languages, conplete
with a phonol ogical spelling systemso they could wite their |anguage down. Qui mwas hel pi ng her
but Mro knew that he had his own purpose: He intended to be a nissionary to the piggies in other
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tribes, taking themthe Gospels before they ever saw the Hive Queen and the Hegenon; he intended
to translate at |east sonme of the scripture and speak to the piggies in their own |anguage. Al
this work with piggy |anguage and culture was very good, very inportant, preserve the past,
prepare to conmmuni cate with other tribes, but Mro knew that it could easily be done by Dom
Crist 0's scholars, who now ventured forth in their nonkish robes and quietly asked questions of
the piggies and answered their questions ably and powerfully. Quanda was allow ng herself to
becone redundant, Mro believed.

The real work with the piggies, as Mro saw it, was being done by Ender and a few key
techni ci ans from Bosqui nha's services departnent. They were |laying pipe fromthe river to the
not hertree's clearing, to bring water to them They were setting up electricity and teaching the
brothers how to use a conputer terminal. In the meantine, they were teaching themvery prinmtive
means of agriculture and trying to donmesticate cabras to pull plows. It was confusing, the
different levels of technology that were conming to the piggies all at once, but Ender had
di scussed it with Mro, explaining that he wanted the piggies to see quick, dramatic, imrediate
results fromtheir treaty. Running water, a conputer connection with a hol ographic terninal that
let themread anything in the [ibrary, electric lights at night. But all this was still magic,
conpl etely dependent on hunan society. At the sane tinme, Ender was trying to keep them sel f-
sufficient, inventive, resourceful. The dazzle of electricity would make nyths that would spread
through the world fromtribe to tribe, but it would be no nore than runor for many, many years. It
was the wooden plow, the scythe, the harrow, the amaranth seed that woul d nake the real changes,
that woul d all ow piggy popul ation to increase tenfold wherever they went. And those could be
transmitted fromplace to place with a handful of seeds in a cabra-skin pouch and the nmenory of
how t he work was done.

This was the work that Mro longed to be part of. But what good were his clubbed hands and
shuffling step in the amaranth fields? O what use was he sitting at a | oom weaving cabra wool ?
He couldn't even talk well enough to teach

El a was worki ng on devel opi ng new strains of Earthborn plants and even snall aninals and
i nsects, new species that could resist the Descol ada, even neutralize it. Mther was hel pi ng her
with advice, but little nore, for she was working on the nost vital and secret project of them
all. Again, it was Ender who came to Mro and told hi mwhat only his fam |y and Quanda knew. that
the hive queen lived, that she was being restored as soon as Novinha found a way for her to resist
the Descol ada, her and all the buggers that would be born to her. As soon as it was ready, the
hi ve queen woul d be revived.

And Mro would not be part of that, either. For the first time, humans and two alien races,
living together as ranen on the same world, and Mro wasn't part of any of it. He was | ess hunan
than the piggies were. He couldn't speak or use his hands half so well. He had stopped being a
t ool -usi ng, | anguage-speaki ng animal. He was varel se now. They only kept himas a pet.

He wanted to go away. Better yet, he wanted to di sappear, to go away even from hi nsel f.

But not right now. There was a new puzzle that only he knew about, and so only he could sol ve.
H s term nal was behaving very strangely.

He noticed it the first week after he recovered fromtotal paralysis. He was scanni ng sone of
Quanda's files and realized that w thout doing anything special, he had accessed confidenti al
files. They were protected with several |ayers, he had no idea what the passwords were, and yet a
sinple, routine scan had brought the information forward. It was her specul ati ons on piggy
evol ution and their probable pre-Descol ada society and life patterns. The sort of thing that as
recently as two weeks ago she woul d have tal ked about, argued about with Mro. Now she kept it
confidential and never discussed it with himat all

Mro didn't tell her he had seen the files, but he did steer conversations toward the subject
and drew her out; she tal ked about her ideas willingly enough, once Mro showed his interest.
Sonetinmes it was alnost |ike old tines. Except that he woul d hear the sound of his own slurred
voi ce and keep nost of his opinions to hinself, merely listening to her, letting things he would
have argued with pass right by. Still, seeing her confidential files allowed himto penetrate to
what she was really interested in
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But how had he seen then?

It happened again and again. Files of Ela's, Mdther's, DomCrist 0's. As the piggies began to
play with their newterninal, Mro was able to watch themin an echo nbde that he had never seen
the term nal use before-- it enabled himto watch all their conputer transactions and then make
some suggestions, change things a little. He took particular delight in guessing what the piggies
were really trying to do and hel ping them surreptitiously, to do it. But how had he got such
unor t hodox, powerful access to the nachine?

The term nal was |learning to accomodate itself to him too. Instead of |ong code sequences, he
only had to begin a sequence and the nachi ne would obey his instructions. Finally he did not even
have to |l og on. He touched the keyboard and the termi nal displayed a |ist of all the activities he
usual | y engaged in, then scanned through them He could touch a key and it would go directly to
the activity he wanted, skipping dozens of prelimnaries, saving himmany painful mnutes of
typi ng one character at a tine.

At first he thought that O hado had created the new programfor him or perhaps soneone in the
Mayor's office. But O hado only | ooked blankly at what the term nal was doing and said, "Bacana,"
that's great. And when he sent a nessage to the Mayor, she never got it. Instead, the Speaker for
the Dead cane to visit him

"So your terminal is being helpful," said Ender

Mro didn't answer. He was too busy trying to think why the Mayor had sent the Speaker to answer
his note.

"The Mayor didn't get your nessage," said Ender. "I did. And it's better if you don't nmention to
anybody el se what your terminal is doing."

"Why?" asked Mro. That was one word he could say w thout slurring too nuch.
"Because it isn't a new program hel ping you. It's a person.”

Mro | aughed. No human being could be as quick as the programthat was helping him It was
faster, in fact, than nost progranms he had worked with before, and very resourceful and intuitive;
faster than a human, but smarter than a program

"It's an old friend of mne, |I think. At |east, she was the one who told ne about your nessage
and suggested that | let you know that discretion was a good idea. You see, she's a bit shy. She
doesn't make many friends."

"How many?"
"At the present nonent, exactly two. For a few thousand years before now, exactly one."
"Not human,"” said Mro.

"Raman," said Ender. "More human than nost humans. W' ve | oved each other for a long tine,
hel ped each other, depended on each other. But in the |ast few weeks, since | got here, we've
drifted apart. I'm- involved nore in the |lives of people around ne. Your fanmly."

" Mot her . "

"Yes. Your nother, your brothers and sisters, the work with the piggies, the work for the hive
queen. My friend and | used to talk to each other constantly. | don't have tinme now. W' ve hurt
each other's feelings sonetinmes. She's lonely, and so | think she's chosen anot her conpanion."

"Nao quero." Don't want one.

"Yes you do," said Ender. "She's already hel ped you. Now that you know she exists, you'll find
that she's-- a good friend. You can't have a better one. Mdre loyal. Mre hel pful.”

"Puppy dog?"
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"Don't be a jackass," said Ender. "I'mintroducing you to a fourth alien species. You're
supposed to be a xenol oger, aren't you? She knows you, Mro. Your physical problens are nothing to
her. She has no body at all. She exists anpbng the philotic disturbances in the ansible

conmmuni cations of the Hundred Worlds. She's the nost intelligent creature alive, and you're the
second human being she's ever chosen to reveal herself to."

"How?" How did she conme to be? How did she know ne, to choose ne?

"Ask her yourself." Ender touched the jewel in his ear. "Just a word of advice. Once she cones
to trust you, keep her with you always. Keep no secrets from her. She once had a | over who
switched her off. Only for an hour, but things were never the sane between them after that. They
becanme-- just friends. Good friends, loyal friends, always until he dies. But all his life he wll
regret that one thoughtless act of disloyalty."

Ender's eyes glistened, and Mro realized that whatever this creature was that lived in the
conputer, it was no phantom it was part of this man's [ife. And he was passing it down to Mro,
like father to son, the right to know this friend

Ender | eft wi thout another word, and Mro turned to the termnal. There was a hol o of a wonan

there. She was snmall, sitting on a stool, |eaning against a hol ographic wall. She was not
beautiful. Not ugly, either. Her face had character. Her eyes were haunting, innocent, sad. Her
mout h delicate, about to smile, about to weep. Her clothing seened veil-like, insubstantial, and

yet instead of being provocative, it revealed a sort of innocence, a girlish, small-breasted body,
the hands clasped lightly in her lap, her legs childishly parted with the toes pointing inward.
She coul d have been sitting on a teeter-totter in a playground. O on the edge of her |over's bed.

"Bomdia," Mro said softly.

"Hi," she said. "I asked himto introduce us."

She was quiet, reserved, but it was Mro who felt shy. For so |ong, Quanda had been the only
worman in his life, besides the wormen of his famly, and he had little confidence in the social
graces. At the sane tinme, he was aware that he was speaking to a hologram A conpletely convincing
one, but a midair l|aser projection all the sane.

She reached up one hand and laid it gently on her breast. "Feels nothing," she said. "No
nerves."

Tears came to his eyes. Self-pity, of course. That he woul d probably never have a woman nore
substantial than this one. If he tried to touch one, his caresses would be crude paw ng.
Soneti mes, when he wasn't careful, he drooled and couldn't even feel it. \Wat a |over

"But | have eyes," she said. "And ears. | see everything in all the Hundred Worlds. | watch the
sky through a thousand tel escopes. | overhear a trillion conversations every day." She giggled a
little. "I'"mthe best gossip in the universe."

Then, suddenly, she stood up, grew larger, closer, so that she only showed fromthe waist up, as
i f she had noved closer to an invisible camera. Her eyes burned with intensity as she stared right
at him "And you're a parochial school boy who's never seen anything but one town and one forest in
his life."

"Don't get much chance to travel," he said.

"We' || see about that," she answered. "So. Wat do you want to do today?"
"What's your nane?" he asked.

"You don't need ny nane," she said.

"How do | call you?"

"I'"'m here whenever you want ne."

"But | want to know," he said.
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She touched her ear. "Wen you like ne well enough to take ne with you wherever you go, then
"Il tell you ny nane."

I mpul sively, he told her what he had told no one else. "I want to |leave this place," said Mro.
"Can you take nme away from Lusitani a?"

She at once became coquettish, nmocking. "And we only just nmet! Really, M. Ribeira, |I'mnot that
sort of girl."

"Maybe when we get to know each other," Mro said, |aughing.

She nade a subtle, wonderful transition, and the woman on the screen was a | anky feline,
sprawl i ng sensuously on a tree linb. She purred noisily, stretched out a |inb, grooned herself. "I
can break your neck with a single blow fromnmy paw, " she whispered; her tone of voice suggested
seduction; her claws pronmised nmurder. "When | get you alone, | can bite your throat out with a
single kiss."

He | aughed. Then he realized that in all this conversation, he had actually forgotten how
slurred his speech was. She understood every word. She never said, "What? | didn't get that," or
any of the other polite but infuriating things that people said. She understood himw thout any
special effort at all

"I want to understand everything," said Mro. "I want to know everything and put it all together
to see what it neans."

"Excel lent project," she said. "it will |ook very good on your r,sum.'

* k%

Ender found that O hado was a nuch better driver than he was. The boy's depth perception was
better, and when he plugged his eye directly into the onboard computer, navigation practically
took care of itself. Ender could devote his energies to | ooking.

The scenery seened nonot onous when they first began these exploratory flights. Endless prairies,
huge herds of cabra, occasional forests in the distance-- they never cane close to those, of
course, since they didn't want to attract the attention of the piggies that |ived there. Besides,
they were | ooking for a hone for the hive queen, and it wouldn't do to put her too close to any
tribe.

Today they headed west, on the other side of Rooter's Forest, and they followed a small river to
its outlet. They stopped there on the beach, with breakers rolling gently to shore. Ender tasted
the water. Salt. The sea.

A hado got the onboard termnal to display a map of this region of Lusitania, pointing out their
| ocation, Rooter's Forest, and the other piggy settlenents nearby. It was a good place, and in the
back of his mnd Ender could sense the hive queen's approval. Near the sea, plenty of water
sunny.

They ski med over the water, traveling upstreama few hundred neters until the right bank rose
to forma lowcliff. "Any place to stop al ong here?" asked Ender

A hado found a place, fifty meters fromthe crowm of the hill. They wal ked back al ong the
river's edge, where the reeds gave way to the grama. Every river on Lusitania |ooked |ike this, of
course. Ela had easily docunented the genetic patterns, as soon as she had access to Novinha's
files and pernission to pursue the subject. Reeds that co-reproduced with suckflies. Gana that
mated with wat ersnakes. And then the endl ess capim which rubbed its pollen-rich tassels on the
bellies of fertile cabra to germinate the next generation of manure-producing animals. Entwined in
the roots and stens of the capimwere the tropeqgos, long trailing vines that Ela proved had the
same genes as the xingadora, the groundnesting bird that used the living plant for its nest, The
same sort of pairing continued in the forest: Macio worns that hatched fromthe seeds of nerdona
vines and then gave birth to nmerdona seed. Pul adors, small insects that mated with the shiny-
| eaf ed bushes in the forest. And, above all, the piggies and the trees, both at the peak of their
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ki ngdons, plant and aninmal nerged into one long life.

That was the list, the whole Iist of surface aninals and plants of Lusitania. Under water there
were nmany, many nore. But the Descol ada had | eft Lusitani a nonotonous.

And yet even the nmonotony had a peculiar beauty. The geography was as varied as any other world--
rivers, hills, nmountains, deserts, oceans, islands. The carpet of capimand the patches of forest
becanme background nusic to the synmphony of |andforns. The eye became sensitized to undul ati ons,
out croppings, cliffs, pits, and, above all, the sparkle and rush of water in the sunlight.
Lusitania, |ike Trondheim was one of the rare worlds that was dominated by a single notif instead
of displaying the whole synphony of possibility. Wth Trondheim however, it was because the
pl anet was on the bare edge of habitability, its climate only just able to support surface life.
Lusitania's clinmate and soil cried out a welconme to the oncom ng plow, the excavator's pick, the
mason's trowel. Bring me to life, it said.

Ender did not understand that he loved this place because it was as devastated and barren as his
own life, stripped and distorted in his childhood by events every bit as terrible, on a snal
scal e, as the Descol ada had been to this world. And yet it had thrived, had found a few threads
strong enough to survive and continue to grow. Qut of the challenge of the Descol ada had cone the
three lives of the Little Ones. Qut of the Battle School, out of years of isolation, had cone
Ender Wggin. He fit this place as if he had planned it. The boy who wal ked besi de hi mthrough the
grana felt like his true son, as if he had known the boy frominfancy. | know how it feels to have
a netal wall between me and the world, O hado

But here and now | have made the wall come down, and flesh touches earth, drinks water, gives
confort, takes love. The earthen bank of the river rose in terraces, a dozen neters fromshore to
crest. The soil was nmpist enough to dig and hold its shape. The hive queen was a burrower; Ender
felt the desire in himto dig, and so he dug, O hado beside him The ground gave way easily
enough, and yet the roof of their cavelet stayed firm

<Yes. Here.>
And so it was deci ded.
"Here it is," said Ender al oud.

Od hado grinned. But it was really Jane that Ender was tal king to, and her answer that he heard
"Novi nha thinks they have it. The tests all came through negative-- the Descol ada stayed inactive
with the new Col ador present in the cloned bugger cells. Ela thinks that the daisies she's been
working with can be adapted to produce the Col ador naturally. If that works, you'll only have to
pl ant seeds here and there and the buggers can keep the Descol ada at bay by sucking flowers."

Her tone was lively enough, but it was all business, no fun. No fun at all. "Fine," Ender said.
He felt a stab of jeal ousy-- Jane was no doubt talking far nore easily with Mro, teasing him
taunting himas she used to do wi th Ender

But it was easy enough to drive the feeling of jealousy away. He put out a hand and rested it
easily on O hado's shoul der; he nonentarily pulled the boy close, and then together they wal ked
back to the waiting flyer. O hado rmarked the spot on the nap and stored it. He | aughed and nade
jokes all the way hone, and Ender |aughed with him The boy wasn't Jane. But he was O hado, and
Ender | oved him and O hado needed Ender, and that was what a fewnmllion years of evolution had
deci ded Ender needed nost. It was the hunger that had gnawed at himthrough all those years with
Val entine, that had kept himnoving fromworld to world. This boy with netal eyes. H's bright and
devastatingly destructive little brother Grego. Quara's penetrating understandi ng, her innocence;
Quim s utter self-control, asceticism faith; Ela's dependability, like a rock, and yet she knew
when to nove out and act; and Mro...

Mro. | have no consolation for Mro, not in this world, not at this time. His life's work was
taken fromhim his body, his hope for the future, and nothing I can say or do will give hima
vital work to do. He lives in pain, his lover turned into his sister, his life anong the piggies
now i npossible to himas they | ook to other humans for friendship and | earning.

"Mro needs..." Ender said softly.
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"Mro needs to | eave Lusitania," said A hado
"Mn" said Ender.

"You' ve got a starship, haven't you?" said A hado. "I renenber reading a story once. O naybe it
was a vid. About an old-tinme hero in the Bugger Wars, Mazer Rackham He saved Earth from
destruction once, but they knew he'd be dead | ong before the next battle. So they sent himout in
a starship at relativistic speeds, just sent himout and had hi mcone back. A hundred years had
gone by for the Earth, but only two years for him"

"You think Mro needs sonething as drastic as that?"

"There's a battle coming. There are decisions to nake. Mro's the smartest person in Lusitania,
and the best. He doesn't get nad, you know. Even in the worst of tinmes with Father. Marc o. Sorry,
I still call himFather."

"That's all right. In nost ways he was."

"Mro would think, and he'd decide the best thing to do, and it always was the best thing.
Mot her depended on himto. The way | see it, we need Mro when Starways Congress sends its fl eet
against us. He'll study all the information, everything we've learned in the years that he was
gone, put it all together, and tell us what to do."

Ender couldn't help hinself. He |aughed. "So it's a dunb idea," said O hado.

"You see better than anybody else | know," said Ender. "l've got to think about this, but you
m ght be right."

They drove on in silence for a while.

"l was just talking," said A hado. "Wien | said that about Mro. It was just sonething
t hought, putting himtogether with that old story. It probably isn't even a true story."

"It's true," said Ender.

"How do you know?"

"l knew Mazer Rackham "

A hado whistled. "You're old. You're older than any of the trees.”

"I'"'molder than any of the hunman colonies. It doesn't nake ne w se, unfortunately."
"Are you really Ender? The Ender?"

"That's why it's nmy password."

"I't's funny. Before you got here, the Bishop tried to tell us all that you were Satan. Quinis
the only one in the family that took himseriously. But if the Bishop had told us you were Ender
we woul d have stoned you to death in the praqga the day you arrived."

"Way don't you now?"

"W know you now. That nmakes all the difference, doesn't it? Even Qui mdoesn't hate you now.
When you really know somebody, you can't hate them™

"Or maybe it's just that you can't really know themuntil you stop hating them"

"I's that a circular paradox? Dom Crist 0 says that nost truth can only be expressed in circul ar
par adoxes. "

"I don't think it has anything to do with truth, Qhado. It's just cause and effect. W never
can sort themout. Science refuses to adnmit any cause except first cause-- knock down one dom no
the one next to it also falls. But when it cones to human beings, the only type of cause that
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matters is final cause, the purpose. What a person had in mnd. Once you understand what people
really want, you can't hate them anynore. You can fear them but you can't hate them because you
can always find the same desires in your own heart.”

"Mot her doesn't like it that you' re Ender."

"I know. "

"But she | oves you anyway."

"I know. "

"And Quim- it's really funny, but now that he knows you're Ender, he likes you better for it."
"That's because he's a crusader, and | got ny bad reputation by w nning a crusade."

"And me," said O hado

"Yes, you," said Ender

"You killed nore people than anybody in history."

"Be the best at whatever you do, that's what ny nother always told ne."

"But when you Spoke for Father, you made ne feet sorry for him You make people | ove each other

and forgive each other. How could you kill all those mllions of people in the Xenoci de?"

"I thought | was playing games. | didn't know it was the real thing. But that's no excuse,
A hado. If | had known the battle was real, | would have done the sane thing. W thought they
wanted to kill us. W were wong, but we had no way to know that." Ender shook his head. "Except
that | knew better. | knew ny eneny. That's how | beat her, the hive queen, | knew her so well
that | |oved her, or maybe |I loved her so well that |I knew her. | didn't want to fight her
anynore. | wanted to quit. | wanted to go honme. So | blew up her planet."

"And today we found the place to bring her back to life." Ohado was very serious. "Are you sure
she won't try to get even? Are you sure she won't try to wi pe out hunankind, starting with you?"

"I"'mas sure," said Ender, "as | am of anything."
"Not absolutely sure," said Q hado.

"Sure enough to bring her back to life," said Ender. "And that's as sure as we ever are of
anything. W believe it enough to act as though it's true. Wen we're that sure, we call it
know edge. Facts. W bet our lives on it."

"I guess that's what you're doing. Betting your life on her being what you think she is."

"I"'mmnore arrogant than that. |'mbetting your life, too, and everybody el se's, and I'mnot so
much as aski ng anyone el se's opinion."

"Funny," said O hado. "If | asked sonmebody whether they'd trust Ender with a decision that mnght
affect the future of the human race, they'd say, of course not. But if | asked them whether they'd
trust the Speaker for the Dead, they'd say yes, nost of them And they wouldn't even guess that
they were the sanme person.”

"Yeah," said Ender. "Funny."

Nei t her of them | aughed. Then, after a long tinme, O hado spoke again. H's thoughts had wandered
to a subject that nattered nore. "I don't want Mro to go away for thirty years."

"Say twenty years."

"In twenty years |I'Il be thirty-two. But he'd cone back the age he is now Twenty. Twel ve years
younger than nme. If there's ever a girl who wants to marry a guy with refl ecting eyes, | might
even be married and have kids then. He won't even know ne. | won't be his little brother anynore.”

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender’s...ga%202%20-%20Speaker%20For%20The%20Dead.txt (203 of 209) [1/14/03 10:03:08 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Ender's%20Saga%202%20-%20Speaker %20For %20 The%20Dead. txt

A hado swallowed. "It'd be Iike himdying."
"No," said Ender. "It'd be |ike himpassing fromhis second life to his third."
"That's |ike dying, too," said O hado.

"It's also like being born," said Ender. "As |long as you keep getting born, it's all right to
di e sonetines."

Val entine called the next day. Ender's fingers trenbled as he keyed instructions into the
termnal. It wasn't just a nessage, either. It was a call, a full ansible voice comunication
I ncredi bly expensive, but that wasn't a problem It was the fact that ansible comrunications wth
the Hundred Worl ds were supposedly cut off; for Jane to allow this call to come through nmeant that
it was urgent. It occurred to Ender right away that Valentine might be in danger. That Starways
Congress m ght have deci ded Ender was involved in the rebellion and traced his connection with
her .

She was ol der. The hol ogram of her face showed weather [ines frommany w ndy days on the
i sl ands, floes, and boats of Trondheim But her snile was the sanme, and her eyes danced with the
same light. Ender was silenced at first by the changes the years had wought in his sister; she,
too, was silenced, by the fact that Ender seemed unchanged, a vision comng back to her out of her
past .

"Ah, Ender," she sighed. "Was | ever so young?"
"And will | age so beautifully?"

She | aughed. Then she cried. He did not; how could he? He had nissed her for a couple of nonths.
She had m ssed himfor twenty-two years.

"l suppose you've heard," he said, "about our trouble getting along with Congress."”
"I imagine that you were at the thick of it."
"Stunbled into the situation, really," said Ender. "But I'"'mglad | was here. I'mgoing to stay."

She nodded, drying her eyes. "Yes. | thought so. But | had to call and make sure. | didn't want
to spend a couple of decades flying to neet you, and have you gone when | arrive."

"Meet me?" he said.

"I got nuch too excited about your revolution there, Ender. After twenty years of raising a
famly, teaching nmy students, loving ny husband, living at peace with nyself, | thought |'d never
resurrect Denosthenes again. But then the story came about illegal contact with the piggies, and
right away the news that Lusitania was in revolt, and suddenly people were saying the nost
ridiculous things, and | saw it was the beginning of the sane old hate. Renenber the videos about
the buggers? How terrifying and awful they were? Suddenly we were seeing videos of the bodies they
found, of the xenologers, | can't renenber their names, but grisly pictures everywhere you | ooked,
heating us up to war fever. And then stories about the Descol ada, how if anyone ever went from
Lusitania to another world it would destroy everything-- the nost hideous pl ague inagi nable--"

"It's true," said Ender, "but we're working on it. Trying to find ways to keep the Descol ada
from spreadi ng when we go to other worlds."

"True or not, Ender, it's all leading to war. | renmenber war-- nobody el se does. So | revived
Denost henes. | stunbl ed across sone nenos and reports. Their fleet is carrying the Little Doctor
Ender. If they decide to, they can blow Lusitania to bits. Just |ike--"

"Just like | did before. Poetic justice, do you think, for ne to end the sane way? He who |ives
by the sword--"

"Don't joke with me, Ender! |I'ma mddle-aged matron now, and |I've lost ny patience with
silliness. At least for now | wote sone very ugly truths about what Starways Congress is doing,
and published them as Denpst henes. They're | ooking for me. Treason is what they're calling it."
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"So you're coning here?"

"Not just ne. Dear Jakt is turning the fleet over to his brothers and sisters. W've already
bought a starship. There's apparently sone kind of resistance novenent that's hel ping us-- soneone
naned Jane has jinm ed the conputers to cover our tracks."

"1 know Jane," said Ender.

"So you do have an organization here! | was shocked when | got a nessage that | could call you
Your ansible was supposedly bl own up."

"W have powerful friends."
"Ender, Jakt and | are |eaving today. We're bringing our three children."
"Your first one--"

"Yes, Syfte, the one who was naking ne fat when you left, she's al nbst twenty-two now. A very
lovely girl. And a good friend, the children's tutor, named Plikt."

"I have a student by that name," said Ender, thinking back to conversations only a couple of
nont hs ago.

"Ch, yes, well, that was twenty years ago, Ender. And we're bringing several of Jakt's best nen
and their famlies. Sonething of an ark. It's not an energency-- you have twenty-two years to
prepare for nme. Actually longer, nore like thirty years. W're taking the voyage in several hops,
the first fewin the wong direction, so that nobody can be sure we're going to Lusitania."

Com ng here. Thirty years fromnow. |'Il be older than she is now Conming here. By then |'lI
have ny famly, too. Novinha's and ny children, if we have any, all grown, |ike hers.

And then, thinking of Novinha, he renenbered Mro, renenbered what 4 hado had suggested several
days ago, the day they found the nesting place for the hive queen

"Would you nmind terribly," said Ender, "if | sent someone to neet you on the way?"

"Meet us? In deep space? No, don't send soneone to do that, Ender-- it's too terrible a
sacrifice, to come so far when the conputers can guide us in just fine--"

"I't's not really for you, though | want himto neet you. He's one of the xenol ogers. He was

badly injured in an accident. Sone brain damage; |ike a bad stroke. He's-- he's the snartest
person in Lusitania, says someone whose judgnment | trust, but he's lost all his connections with
our life here. Yet we'll need himlater. Wen you arrive. He's a very good man, Val. He can make

the | ast week of your voyage very educational.”

"Can your friend arrange to get us course information for such a rendezvous? W' re navigators,
but only on the sea."

"Jane will have the revised navigational information in your ship's conputer when you | eave."

"Ender-- for you it'll be thirty years, but for nme-- 1'll see you in only a few weeks." She
started to cry.

"Maybe 1'Il conme with Mro to nmeet you."

"Don't!" she said. "I want you to be as old and crabbed as possible when I arrive. | couldn't
put up with you as the thirty-year-old brat | see on ny terininal."

"Thirty-five."
"You'll be there when | arrive!" she demanded.
"I will," he said. "And Mro, the boy |I'msending to you. Think of himas ny son."
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She nodded gravely. "These are such dangerous tines, Ender. | only wish we had Peter."

"I don't. If he were running our little rebellion, he'd end up Hegermon of all the Hundred
Wrlds. W just want themto | eave us al one.”

"I't may not be possible to get the one without the other," said Val. "But we can quarrel about
that later. Good-bye, ny dear brother."

He didn't answer. Just |ooked at her and | ooked at her until she smled wyly and switched off
t he connecti on.

Ender didn't have to ask Mro to go; Jane had already told hi meverything.

"Your sister is Denpbsthenes?" asked Mro. Ender was used to his slurred speech now O naybe his
speech was clearing a little. It wasn't as hard to understand, anyway.

"W were a talented fanmily," said Ender. "I hope you like her."
"I hope she likes ne." Mro smled, but he | ooked afraid.
"I told her," said Ender, "to think of you as ny son."

Mro nodded. "I know," he said. And then, alnobst defiantly, "She showed ne your conversation
with her."

Ender felt cold inside.

Jane's voice cane into his ear. "I should have asked you," she said. "But you know you woul d
have said yes."

It wasn't the invasion of privacy that Ender m nded. It was the fact that Jane was so very cl ose
to Mro. Cet used to it, he told hinself. He's the one she's | ooking out for now

"We' Il mss you," said Ender
"Those who will miss ne, nmiss me already,"” said Mro, "because they already think of nme as
dead. "

"W need you alive," said Ender
"When | cone back, I'Il still be only nineteen. And brain-danmaged."

"You'll still be Mro, and brilliant, and trusted, and |oved. You started this rebellion, Mro.
The fence cane down for you. Not for some great cause, but for you. Don't |et us down."

Mro sniled, but Ender couldn't tell if the twist in his snile was because of his paralysis, or
because it was a bitter, poisonous snile

"Tell me sonething," said Mro.

"If I wn't," said Ender, "she will."

"It isn't hard. | just want to know what it was that Pipo and Libo died for. Wat it was the
pi ggi es honored them for."

Ender understood better than Mro knew. He understood why the boy cared so nuch about the
question. Mro had | earned that he was really Libo's son only hours before he crossed the fence
and lost his future. Pipo, then Libo, then Mro; father, son, grandson; the three xenol ogers who
had | ost their futures for the piggies' sake. Mro hoped that in understanding why his forebears
di ed, he might nake nore sense of his own sacrifice.

The trouble was that the truth mght well |eave Mro feeling that none of the sacrifices neant
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anything at all. So Ender answered with a question. "Don't you al ready know why?"

Mro spoke slowy and carefully, so that Ender could understand his slurred speech. "I know that
t he piggies thought they were doing theman honor. | know that Mandachuva and Leaf-eater could
have died in their places. Wth Libo, | even know the occasion. It was when the first amaranth
harvest cane, and there was plenty of food. They were rewarding himfor that. Except why not
earlier? Wiy not when we taught themto use nmerdona root? Way not when we taught themto nake
pots, or shoot arrows?"

"The truth?" said Ender.

Mro knew from Ender's tone that the truth would not be easy. "Yes," he said.

"Nei ther Pipo nor Libo really deserved the honor. It wasn't the amaranth that the wi ves were
rewarding. It was the fact that Leaf-eater had persuaded themto |l et a whole generation of infants
be conceived and born even though there wasn't enough food for themto eat once they |left the
nothertree. It was a terrible risk to take, and if he had been wong, that whole generation of
young pi ggi es woul d have died. Libo brought the harvest, but Leaf-eater was the one who had, in a
sense, brought the population to a point where they needed the grain."

M ro nodded. "Pipo?"

"Pipo told the piggies about his discovery. That the Descol ada, which killed humans, was part of
their nornmal physiology. That their bodies could handle transformations that killed us. Mandachuva
told the wives that this neant that humans were not godlike and all-powerful. That in sone ways we
were even weaker than the Little Ones. That what nmade hunans stronger than piggi es was not
sonet hing i nherent in us-- our size, our brains, our |anguage-- but rather the nere accident that
we were a few thousand years ahead of themin learning. If they could acquire our know edge, then
we humans woul d have no nore power over them Mndachuva's di scovery that piggies were potentially
equal to humans-- that was what they rewarded, not the information Pipo gave that led to that
di scovery."

"So both of them-"

"The piggies didn't want to kill either Pipo or Libo. In both cases, the crucial achievenment
bel onged to a piggy. The only reason Pipo and Libo died was because they couldn't bring thensel ves
to take a knife and kill a friend."

Mro nust have seen the pain in Ender's face, despite his best effort to conceal it. Because it
was Ender's bitterness that he answered. "You," said Mro, "you can kill anybody."

"I't's a knack | was born with," said Ender

"You killed Human because you knew it would make himlive a new and better life," said Mro.
"Yes."

"And ne," said Mro.

"Yes," said Ender. "Sending you away is very nuch like killing you."
"But will I live a new and better |ife?"
"I don't know. Already you get around better than a tree."

Mro |laughed. "So |'ve got one thing on old Human, don't I-- at least |I'm anbul atory. And nobody
has to hit me with a stick so | can talk.” Then Mro's expression grew sour again. "O course, now
he can have a thousand children."

"Don't count on being celibate all your life," said Ender. "You may be di sappointed."
"I hope so," said Mro.

And then, after a silence: "Speaker?"
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"Call me Ender."

"Ender, did Pipo and Libo die for nothing, then?" Ender understood the real question: Am| also
enduring this for nothing?

"There are worse reasons to die," Ender answered, "than to die because you cannot bear to kill."
"What about someone,” said Mro, "who can't kill, and can't die, and can't live, either?"
"Don't deceive yourself," said Ender. "You'll do all three soneday."

Mro |l eft the next norning. There were tearful good-byes. For weeks afterward, it was hard for
Novi nha to spend any time in her own house, because Mro's absence was so painful to her. Even
t hough she had agreed whol eheartedly with Ender that it was right for Mro to go, it was stil
unbearable to |l ose her child. It nade Ender wonder if his own parents felt such pain when he was
taken away. He suspected they had not. Nor had they hoped for his return. He already | oved anot her
man's children nmore than his parents had loved their own child. Wll, he'd get fit revenge for
their neglect of him He'd showthem three thousand years |ater, how a father should behave.
Bi shop Peregrino married themin his chanbers. By Novinha's cal cul ations, she was still young
enough to have another six children, if they hurried. They set at the task with a will.

Before the marriage, though, there were two days of note. On a day in sumer, Ela, Quanda, and
Novi nha presented himwi th the results of their research and specul ation: as conpletely as
possible, the life cycle and comunity structure of the piggies, nale and fenale, and a likely
reconstruction of their patterns of |life before the Descol ada bonded them forever to the trees
that, till then, had been no nore to themthan habitat. Ender had reached his own understandi ng of
who the piggies were, and especially who Human was before his passage to the life of light.

He Iived with the piggies for a week while he wote the Life of Human. Mandachuva and Leaf -eater
read it carefully, discussed it with hin he revised and reshaped; finally it was ready. On that
day he invited everyone who was working with the piggies-- all the Ribeira famly, Quanda and her
sisters, the many workmen who had brought technol ogical mracles to the piggies, the schol ar-nonks
of the Children of the Mnd, Bishop Peregrino, Mayor Bosqui nha-- and read the book to them It
wasn't long, less than an hour to read. They had gathered on the hillside near where Human's
seedling tree reached upward, now nore than three nmeters high, and where Rooter overshadowed them
in the afternoon sunlight. "Speaker," said the Bishop, "al nost thou persuadest ne to becone a
humani st." O hers, less trained to el oquence, found no words to say, not then or ever. But they
knew fromthat day forward who the piggies were, just as the readers of the Hi ve Queen had
under st ood the buggers, and the readers of the Hegenon had understood humankind in its endl ess
quest for greatness in a wlderness of separation and suspicion. "This was why | called you here,"
said Novinha. "I dreaned once of witing this book. But you had to wite it."

"I played nore of arole in the story than | would have chosen for nyself," said Ender. "But you
fulfilled your dream Ivanova. It was your work that led to this book. And you and your children
who made ne whol e enough to wite it."

He signed it, as he had signed the others, The Speaker for the Dead.

Jane took the book and carried it by ansible across the lightyears to the Hundred Wrlds. Wth
it she brought the text of the Covenant and O hado's pictures of its signing and of the passage of
Human into the full light. She placed it here and there, in a score of places on each of the
Hundred Wrlds, giving it to people likely to read it and understand what it was. Copies were sent
as messages from conputer to conputer; by the tine Starways Congress knew of it, it was too widely
distributed to be suppressed.

Instead they tried to discredit it as a fake. The pictures were a crude sinulation. Textua
anal ysis revealed that it could not possibly have the sane author as the other two books. Ansible
usage records revealed that it could not possibly have cone from Lusitania, which had no ansible
Sone peopl e believed them Mst people didn't care. Many who did care enough to read the Life of
Human hadn't the heart to accept the piggies as ranen.

Sonme did accept the piggies, and read the accusation that Denpsthenes had witten a few nont hs
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before, and began to call the fleet that was al ready under way toward Lusitania "The Second
Xenocide." It was a very ugly nane. There weren't enough jails in the Hundred Wrlds to hold al
those who used it. The Starways Congress had thought the war woul d begin when their ships reached
Lusitania forty years fromthen. Instead, the war was already begun, and it would be fierce. Wat
the Speaker for the Dead wote, many people believed; and many were ready to accept the piggies as
ranen, and to think of anyone who sought their deaths as nurderers.

Then, on a day in autum, Ender took the carefully wapped cocoon, and he and Novi nha, Q hado
Quim and Ela ski med over the kilometers of capimtill they came to the hill beside the river
The daisies they had planted were in furious bloom the winter here would be mld, and the hive
queen woul d be safe fromthe Descol ada

Ender carried the hive queen gingerly to the riverbank, and laid her in the chanber he and
d hado had prepared. They laid the carcass of a freshly killed cabra on the ground outside her
chanber .

And then d hado drove them back. Ender wept with the vast, uncontrollable ecstasy that the hive
queen placed within his nind, her rejoicing too strong for a human heart to bear; Novinha held
him Qimaquietly prayed, and Ela sang a jaunty fol ksong that once had been heard in the hil
country of Mnas Cerais, anpng the caipiras and mneiros of old Brazil. It was a good tinme, a good
pl ace to be, better than Ender had ever dreamed for hinself in the sterile corridors of the Battle
School when he was little, and fighting for his life.

"I can probably die now," said Ender. "All ny life's work is done."
"M ne too," said Novinha. "But | think that neans that it's tinme to start to live."

Behind them in the dank and hum d air of a shallow cave by a river, strong nmandibles tore at
the cocoon, and a |inp and skel etal body struggled forth. Her wings only gradually spread out and
dried in the sunlight; she struggled weakly to the riverbank and pulled strength and noisture into
her desiccated body. She nibbled at the nmeat of the cabra. The unhatched eggs she held within her
cried out to be released; she laid the first dozen of themin the cabra's corpse, then ate the
nearest daisies, trying to feel the changes in her body as she came alive at |ast.

The sunlight on her back, the breeze agai nst her wings, the water cool under her feet, her eggs
warmi ng and maturing in the flesh of the cabra: Life, so long waited for, and not until today
could she be sure that she would be, not the last of her tribe, but the first.
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