nhoS MORGAN


www.princexml.com
Prince - Personal Edition
This document was created with Prince, a great way of getting web content onto paper.


THE

(LLE)

LITTLE, BROWN AND COMPANY
NEW YORK  BOSTON



?ublishe



THE
/70

{iR55 TORGAN
Begin Reading

Table of Contents

Copyright Page

In accordance with the U.S. Copyright Act of 1976, the scan-
ning, uploading, and electronic sharing of any part of this
book without the permission of the publisher is unlawful

piracy and theft of the author’s intellectual property. If you

would like to use material from the book (other than for re-
view purposes), prior written permission must be obtained
by contacting the publisher at permissions@hbgusa.com.

Thank you for your support of the author’s rights.
?ublishe


CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_114.html#filepos509775
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_114.html#filepos509775
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_005.html#filepos1652
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_114.html#filepos509495
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_116.html#filepos513806

To my parents and grandparents, with love and gratitude

?ublishe



?ublishe



?ublishe



CHAPTER 1

Clarke

The door slid open, and Clarke knew it was time to die.

Her eyes locked on the guard’s boots, and she braced
for the rush of fear, the flood of desperate panic. But as she
rose up onto her elbow, peeling her shirt from the sweat-
soaked cot, all she felt was relief.

She’d been transferred to a single after attacking a
guard, but for Clarke, there was no such thing as solitary.
She heard voices everywhere. They called to her from the
corners of her dark cell. They filled the silence between her

heartbeats. They screamed from the deepest recesses of her
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mind. It wasn’t death she craved, but if that was the only
way to silence the voices, then she was prepared to die.

She’d been Confined for treason, but the truth was far
worse than anyone could’ve imagined. Even if by some mir-
acle she was pardoned at her retrial, there’d be no real re-
prieve. Her memories were more oppressive than any cell
walls.

The guard cleared his throat as he shifted his weight
from side to side. “Prisoner number 319, please stand.” He
was younger than she’d expected, and his uniform hung
loosely from his lanky frame, betraying his status as a recent
recruit. A few months of military rations weren’t enough to
banish the specter of malnutrition that haunted the Colony’s
poor outer ships, Walden and Arcadia.

Clarke took a deep breath and rose to her feet.

“Hold out your hands,” he said, pulling a pair of metal
restraints from the pocket of his blue uniform. Clarke
shuddered as his skin brushed against hers. She hadn’t seen
another person since they’d brought her to the new cell, let
alone touched one.

“Are they too tight?” he asked, his brusque tone frayed
by a note of sympathy that made Clarke’s chest ache. It'd
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been so long since anyone but Thalia—her former cell mate
and her only friend in the Ar]world—had shown her
compassion.

She shook her head.

“Just sit on the bed. The doctor’s on his way.”

“They’re doing it here?” Clarke asked hoarsely, the
words scraping against her throat. If a doctor was coming,
that meant they were forgoing her retrial. It shouldn’t have
come as a surprise. According to Colony law, adults were ex-
ecuted immediately upon conviction, and minors were Con-
fined until they turned eighteen and then given one final
chance to make their case. But lately, people were being ex-
ecuted within hours of their retrial for crimes that, a few
years ago, would have been pardoned.

Still, it was hard to believe they’d actually do it in her
cell. In a twisted way, she’d been looking forward to one fi-
nal walk to the hospital where she’d spent so much time
during her medical apprenticeship—one last chance to ex-
perience something familiar, if only the smell of disinfectant
and the hum of the ventilation system—before she lost the

ability to feel forever.
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The guard spoke without meeting her eyes. “I need you
to sit down.”

Clarke took a few short steps and perched stiffly on the
edge of her narrow bed. Although she knew that solitary
warped your perception of time, it was hard to believe she
had been here—alone—for almost six months. The year
she’d spent with Thalia and their third cell mate, Lise, a
hard-faced girl who smiled for the first time when they took
Clarke away, had felt like an eternity. But there was no other
explanation. Today had to be her eighteenth birthday, and
the only present waiting for Clarke was a syringe that would
paralyze her muscles until her heart stopped beating. After-
ward, her lifeless body would be released into space, as was
the custom on the Colony, left to drift endlessly through the
galaxy.

A figure appeared in the door and a tall, slender man
stepped into the cell. Although his shoulder-length gray hair
partially obscured the pin on the collar of his lab coat,
Clarke didn’t need the insignia to recognize him as the
Council’s chief medical advisor. She’d spent the better part
of the year before her Confinement shadowing Dr. Lahiri

and couldn’t count the number of hours she’d stood next to
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him during surgery. The other apprentices had envied
Clarke’s assignment, and had complained of nepotism when
they discovered that Dr. Lahiri was one of her father’s
closest friends. At least, he had been before her parents
were executed.

“Hello, Clarke,” he said pleasantly, as if he were greet-
ing her in the hospital dining room instead of a detention
cell. “How are you?”

“Better than I'll be in a few minutes, I imagine.”

Dr. Lahiri used to smile at Clarke’s dark humor, but
this time he winced and turned to the guard. “Could you
undo the cuffs and give us a moment, please?”

The guard shifted uncomfortably. “I'm not supposed to
leave her unattended.”

“You can wait right outside the door,” Dr. Lahiri said
with exaggerated patience. “She’s an unarmed seventeen-
year-old. I think I'll be able to keep things under control.”

The guard avoided Clarke’s eyes as he removed the
handcuffs. He gave Dr. Lahiri a curt nod as he stepped
outside.

“You mean I'm an unarmed eighteen-year-old,” Clarke

said, forcing what she thought was a smile. “Or are you



turning into one of those mad scientists who never knows
what year it is?” Her father had been like that. He’d forget to
program the circadian lights in their flat and end up goie ud
end ung to work at 0400, too absorbed in his research to
notice that the ship’s corridors were deserted.

“You're still seventeen, Clarke,” Dr. Lahiri said in the
calm, slow manner he usually reserved for patients waking
up from surgery. “You’ve been in solitary for three months.”

“Then what are you doing here?” she asked, unable to
quell the panic creeping into her voice. “The law says you
have to wait until I'm eighteen.”

“There’s been a change of plans. That’s all I'm author-
ized to say.”

“So you’re authorized to execute me but not to talk to
me?” She remembered watching Dr. Lahiri during her par-
ents’ trial. At the time, she’d read his grim face as an expres-
sion of his disapproval with the proceedings, but now she
wasn’t sure. He hadn’t spoken up in their defense. No one
had. He’d simply sat there mutely as the Council found her
parents—two of Phoenix’s most brilliant scientists—to be in

violation of the Gaia Doctrine, the rules established after the



Cataclysm to ensure the survival of the human race. “What
about my parents? Did you kill them, too?”

Dr. Lahiri closed his eyes, as if Clarke’s words had
transformed from sounds into something visible. Something
grotesque. “I'm not here to kill you,” he said quietly. He
opened his eyes and then gestured to the stool at the foot of
Clarke’s bed. “May I?”

When Clarke didn’t reply, Dr. Lahiri walked forward
and sat down so he was facing her. “Can I see your arm,
please?” Clarke felt her chest tighten, and she forced herself
to breathe. He was lying. It was cruel and twisted, but it’d all
be over in a minute.

She extended her hand toward him. Dr. Lahiri reached
into his coat pocket and produced a cloth that smelled of an-
tiseptic. Clarke shivered as he swept it along the inside of
her arm. “Don’t worry. This isn’t going to hurt.”

Clarke closed her eyes.

She remembered the anguished look Wells had given
her as the guards were escorting her out of the Council
chambers. While the anger that had threatened to consume
her during the trial had long since burned out, thinking

about Wells sent a new wave of heat pulsing through her
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body, like a dying star emitting one final flash of light before
it faded into nothingness.

Her parents were dead, and it was all his fault.

Dr. Lahiri grasped her arm, his fingers searching for
her vein.

See you soon, Mom and Dad.

His grip tightened. This was it.

Clarke took a deep breath as she felt a prick on the in-
side of her wrist.

“There. You're all set.”

Clarke’s eyes snapped open. She looked down and saw
a metal bracelet clasped to her arm. She ran her finger along
it, wincing as what felt like a dozen tiny needles pressed into
her skin.

“What is this?” she asked frantically, pulling away from
the doctor.

“Just relax,” he said with infuriating coolness. “It’s a
vital transponder. It will track your breathing and blood
composition, and gather all sorts of useful information.”

“Useful information for who?” Clarke asked, although
she could already feel the shape of his answer in the growing

mass of dread in her stomach.



“There’ve been some exciting developments,” Dr.
Lahiri said, sounding like a hollow speeches. “You should be
very proud. It’s all because of your parents.”

“My parents were executed for treason.”

Dr. Lahiri gave her a disapproving look. A year ago, it
would’ve made Clarke shrink with shame, but now she kept
her gaze steady. “Don’t ruin this, Clarke. You have a chance
to do the right thing, to make up for your parents’ appalling
crime.”

There was a dull crack as Clarke’s fist made contact
with the doctor’s face, followed by a thud as his head
slammed against the wall. Seconds later, the guard ap-
peared and had Clarke’s hands twisted behind her back.
“Are you all right, sir?” he asked.

Dr. Lahiri sat up slowly, rubbing his jaw as he surveyed
Clarke with a mixture of anger and amusement. “At least we
know you’ll be able to hold your own with the other delin-
quents when you get there.”

“Get where?” Clarke grunted, trying to free herself
from the guard’s grip.

“We’re clearing out the detention center today. A hun-

dred lucky criminals are getting the chance to make
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history.” The corners of his mouth twitched into a smirk.

“You're going to Earth.”
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CHAPTER 2

Wells

The Chancellor had aged. Although it’d been less than six
weeks since Wells had seen his father, he looked years older.
There were new streaks of gray by his temples, and the lines
around his eyes had deepened.

“Are you finally going to tell me why you did it?” the
Chancellor asked with a tired sigh.

Wells shifted in his chair. He could feel the truth trying
to claw its way out. He’d give almost anything to erase the
disappointment on his father’s face, but he couldn’t risk
it—not before he learned whether his reckless plan had ac-

tually worked.
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Wells avoided his father’s gaze by glancing around the
room, trying to memorize the relics he might be seeing for
the last time: the eagle skeleton perched in a glass case, the
few paintings that had survived the burning of the Louvre,
and the photos of the beautiful dead cities whose names
never ceased to send chills down Wells’s spine.

“Was it a dare? Were you trying to show off for your
friends?” The Chancellor spoke in the same low, steady tone
he used during Council hearings, then raised an eyebrow to
indicate that it was Wells’s turn to talk.

“No, sir.”

“Were you overcome by some temporary bout of insan-
ity? Were you on drugs?” There was a faint note of hopeful-
ness in his voice that, in another situation, Wells might’ve
found amusing. But there was nothing humorous about the
look in his father’s eyes, a combination of weariness and
confusion that Wells hadn’t seen since his mother’s funeral.

“No, sir.”

Wells felt a fleeting urge to touch his father’s arm, but
something other than the handcuffs shackling his wrists
kept him from reaching across the desk. Even as they had

gathered around the release portal, saying their final, silent
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good-byes to Wells’s mother, they’d never bridged the six
inches of space between their shoulders. It was as if Wells
and his father were two magnets, the charge of their grief
repelling them apart. wi

“Was it some kind of political statement?” His father
winced slightly, as though the thought hit him like a physic-
al blow. “Did someone from Walden or Arcadia put you up
to it?”

“No, sir,” Wells said, biting back his indignation. His
father had apparently spent the past six weeks trying to re-
cast Wells as some kind of rebel, reprogramming his
memories to help him understand why his son, formerly a
star student and now the highest-ranked cadet, had com-
mitted the most public infraction in history. But even the
truth would do little to mitigate his father’s confusion. For
the Chancellor, nothing could justify setting fire to the Eden
Tree, the sapling that had been carried onto Phoenix right
before the Exodus. Yet for Wells, it hadn’t been a choice.
Once he’d discovered that Clarke was one of the hundred
being sent to Earth, he’d had to do something to join them.
And as the Chancellor’s son, only the most public of infrac-

tions would land him in Confinement.



Wells remembered moving through the crowd at the
Remembrance Ceremony, feeling the weight of hundreds of
eyes on him, his hand shaking as he removed the lighter
from his pocket and produced a spark that glowed brightly
in the gloom. For a moment, everyone had stared in silence
as the flames wrapped around the tree. And even as the
guards rushed forward in sudden chaos, no one had been
able to miss whom they were dragging away.

“What the hell were you thinking?” the Chancellor
asked, staring at him in disbelief. “You could’ve burned
down the whole hall and killed everyone in it.”

It would be better to lie. His father would have an easi-
er time believing that Wells had been carrying out a dare. Or
perhaps he could try to pretend he had been on drugs. Eith-
er of those scenarios would be more palatable to the Chan-
cellor than the truth—that he’d risked everything for a girl.

The hospital door closed behind him but Wells’s smile
stayed frozen in place, as if the force it had taken to lift the
corners of his mouth had permanently damaged the
muscles in his face. Through the haze of drugs, his mother

had probably thought his grin looked real, which was all



that mattered. She’d held Wells’s hand as the lies poured
out of him, bitter but harmless. Yes, Dad and I are doing
fine. She didn’t need to know that they’d barely exchanged
more than a few words in weeks. When you're better, we’ll
finish Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire. They both
knew that she’d never make it to the final volume.

Wells slipped out of the hospital and started walking
across B deck, which was mercifully empty. At this hour,
most people were either at tutorials, work, or at the Ex-
change. He was supposed to be at a history lecture, nor-
mally his favorite subject. He'd always loved stories about
ancient cities like Rome and New York, whose dazzling tri-
umphs were matched only by the magnitude of their down-
falls. But he couldn’t spend two hours surrounded by the
same tutorial mates who had filled his message queue with
vague, uncomfortable condolences. The only person he
could talk to about his mother was Glass, but she’d been
strangely distant lately.

Wells wasn'’t sure how long he’d been standing outside
the door before he realized he'd arrived at the library. He
allowed the scanner to pass over his eyes, waited for the

prompt, and then pressed his thumb against the pad. The
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door slid open just long enough for Wells to slip inside and
then closed behind him with a huffy thud, as if it had done
Wells a great favor by admitting him in the first place.

Wells exhaled as the stillness and shadows washed
over him. The books that been evacuated onto Phoenix be-
fore the Cataclysm were kept in tall, oxygen-free cases that
significantly slowed the deterioration process, which is
why they had to be read in the library, and only then for a
few hours at a time. The enormous room was hidden away
from the circadian lights, in a state of perpetual twilight.

For as long as he could remember, Wells and his
mother had spent Sunday evenings here, his mother read-
ing aloud to him when he was little, then reading side by
side as he got older. But as her illness progressed and her
headaches grew worse, Wells had started reading to her.
They’d just started volume two of Decline and Fall of the
Roman Empire the evening before she was admitted to the
hospital.

He wove through the narrow aisles toward the Eng-
lish Language section and then over to History, which was
tucked into a dark back corner. The collection was smaller

than it should’'ve been. The first colonial government had
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arranged for digital text to be loaded onto Phoenix, but
fewer than a hundred years later, a virus wiped out most
of the digital archives, and the only books left were those in
private collections—heirlooms handed down from the ori-
ginal colonists to their descendants. Over the past century,
most of the relics had been donated to the library.

Wells crouched down until he was eye level with the
Gs. He pressed his thumb against the lock and the glass slid
open with a hiss, breaking the vacuum seal. He reached in-
side to grab Decline and Fall but then paused. He wanted
to read on so he’d be able to tell his mother about it, but
that would be tantamount to arriving in her hospital room
with her memorial plaque and asking for her input on the
wording.

“You're not supposed to leave the case open,” a voice
said from behind him.

“Yes, thank you,” Wells said, more sharply than he’'d
meant. He rose to his feet and turned to see a familiar-
looking girl staring at him. It was the apprentice medic
from the hospital. Wells felt a flash of anger at this blend-
ing of worlds. The library was where he went to forget
about the sickening smell of antiseptic, the beep of the heart
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monitor that, far from a sign of life, seemed like a count-
down to death.

The girl took a step back and cocked her head, her
light hair falling to one side. “Oh. It’s you.” Wells braced for
the first swoon of recognition, and the rapid eye move-
ments that meant she was already messaging her friends
on her cornea slip. But this girl’s eyes focused directly on
him, as if she were looking straight into his brain, peeling
back the layers to reveal all the thoughts Wells had pur-
posefully hidden.

“Didn’t you want that book?” She nodded toward the
shelf where Decline and Fall was stored.

Wells shook his head. “T'll read it another time.”

She was silent for a moment. “I think you should take
it now.” Wells’s jaw tightened, but when he said nothing,
she continued. “I used to see you here with your mother.
You should bring it to her.”

“Just because my father’s in charge ofd, in char the
Council doesn’t mean I get to break a three-hundred-year
rule,” he said, allowing just a shade of condescension to

darken his tone.
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“The book will be fine for a few hours. They exagger-
ate the effects of the air.”

Wells raised an eyebrow. “And do they exaggerate the
power of the exit scanner?” There were scanners over most
public doors on Phoenix that could be programmed to any
specifications. In the library, it monitored the molecular
composition of every person who exited, to make sure no
one left with a book in their hands or hidden under their
clothes.

A smile flickered across her face. “I figured that out a
long time ago.” She glanced over her shoulder down the
shadowy aisle between the bookcases, reached into her
pocket, and extracted a piece of gray cloth. “It keeps the
scanner from recognizing the cellulose in the paper.” She
held it out to him. “Here. Take it.”

Wells took a step back. The chances of this girl trying
to embarrass him were far greater than the odds of her
having a piece of magical fabric hidden in her pocket.
“Why do you have this?”

She shrugged. “I like reading other places.” When he
didn’t say anything, she smiled and extended her other
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hand. “Just give me the book. I'll sneak it out for you and
bring it to the hospital.”

Wells surprised himself by handing her the book.
“What’s your name?” he asked.

“So you know to whom you’ll be eternally indebted?”

“So I know who to blame when I'm arrested.”

The girl tucked the book under her arm and then ex-
tended her hand. “Clarke.”

“Wells,” he said, reaching forward to shake it. He
smiled, and this time it didn’t hurt.

“They barely managed to save the tree.” The Chancellor
stared at Wells, as if looking for a sign of remorse or
glee—anything to help him understand why his son had
tried to set fire to the only tree evacuated from their ravaged
planet. “Some of the council members wanted to execute
you on the spot, juvenile or not, you know. I was only able to
spare your life by getting them to agree to send you to
Earth.”

Wells exhaled with relief. There were fewer than 150
kids in Confinement, so he had assumed they’d take all the
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older teens, but until this moment he hadn’t been sure he
would be sent on the mission.

His father’s eyes widened with surprise and under-
standing as he stared at Wells. “That’s what you wanted,
isn’t it?”

Wells nodded.

The Chancellor grimaced. “Had I known you were this
desperate to see Earth, I could have easily arranged for you
to join the second expedition. Once we determined it was
safe.”

“I didn’t want to wait. I want to go with the first
hundred.”

The Chancellor narrowed his eyes slightly as he as-
sessed Wells’s impassive face. “Why? You of all people know
the risks.”

“With all due respect, you're the one who convinced tto
convinhe Council that nuclear winter was over. You said it
was safe.”

“Yes. Safe enough for the hundred convicted criminals
who were going to die anyway,” the Chancellor said, his
voice a mix of condescension and disbelief. “I didn’t mean

safe for my son.”

~F



O

The anger Wells had been trying to smother flared up,
reducing his guilt to ashes. He shook his hands so the cuffs
rattled against the chair. “I guess I'm one of them now.”

“Your mother wouldn’t want you to do this, Wells. Just
because she enjoyed dreaming about Earth doesn’t mean
she’d want you to put yourself in harm’s way.”

Wells leaned forward, ignoring the bite of the metal
digging into his flesh. “She’s not who I'm doing this for,” he
said, looking his father straight in the eye for the first time
since he’d sat down. “Though I do think she’d be proud of
me.” It was partially true. She’d had a romantic streak and
would have commended her son’s desire to protect the girl
he loved. But his stomach writhed at the thought of his
mom knowing what he’d really done to save Clarke. The
truth would make setting the Eden Tree on fire seem like a
harmless prank.

His father stared at him. “Are you telling me this whole
debacle is because of that girl?”

Wells nodded slowly. “It’'s my fault she’s being sent
down there like some lab rat. I'm going to make sure she has

the best chance of making it out alive.”
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The Chancellor was silent for a moment. But when he
spoke again, his voice was calm. “That won’t be necessary.”
The Chancellor removed something from his desk drawer
and placed it in front of Wells. It was a metal ring affixed
with a chip about the size of Wells’s thumb. “Every member
of the expedition is currently being fitted with one of these
bracelets,” his father explained. “They’ll send data back up
to the ship so we can track your location and monitor your
vitals. As soon as we have proof that the environment is
hospitable, we’ll begin recolonization.” He forced a grim
smile. “If everything goes according to plan, it won’t be long
before the rest of us come down to join you, and all
this”—he gestured toward Wells’s bound hands—“will be
forgotten.”

The door opened and a guard stepped over the
threshold. “It’s time, sir.”

The Chancellor nodded, and the guard strode across
the room to pull Wells to his feet.

“Good luck, son,” Wells’s father said, assuming his
trademark brusqueness.

“If anyone can make this mission a success, it’s you.”



He extended his arm to shake Wells’s hand, but then
let it fall to his side when he realized his mistake. His only
child’s arms were still shackled behind him.
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CHAPTER 3

Bellamy

Of course the smug bastard was late. Bellamy tapped his
foot impatiently, not caring about the echo that rang
throughout the storeroom. No one came down here any-
more; anything valuable had been snatched up years ago.
Every surface was covered with junk—spare parts for ma-
chines whose functions had been long forgotten, paper cur-
rency, endless tangles of cords and wires, cracked screens
and monitors.

Bellamy felt a hand on his shoulder and spun around,
raising his fists to W/block his face as he ducked to the side.


CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_114.html#filepos510157
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_114.html#filepos510157

o771

“Relax, man,” Colton’s voice called out as he switched
on his flashbeam, shining it right in Bellamy’s eyes. He sur-
veyed Bellamy with an amused expression on his long, nar-
row face. “Why’d you want to meet down here?” He
smirked. “Looking for caveman porn on broken computers?
No judgments. If I were stuck with what passes for a girl
down on Walden, I'd probably develop some sick habits
myself.”

Bellamy ignored the jab. Despite his former friend’s
new role as a guard, Colton didn’t stand a chance with a girl
no matter what ship he was on. “Just tell me what’s going
on, okay?” Bellamy said, doing his best to keep his tone
light.

Colton leaned back against the wall and smiled. “Don’t
let the uniform fool you, brother. I haven’t forgotten the
first rule of business.” He held out his hand. “Give it to me.”

“You’re the one who’s confused, Colt. You know I al-
ways come through.” He patted the pocket that held the
chip loaded with stolen ration points. “Now tell me where
she is.”

The guard smirked, and Bellamy felt something in his

chest tighten. He’d been bribing Colton for information
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about Octavia since her arrest, and the idiot always seemed
to find twisted pleasure in delivering bad news.

“They’re sending them off today.” The words landed
with a thud in Bellamy’s chest. “They got one of the old
dropships on G deck working.” He held out his hand again.
“Now come on. This mission’s top secret and I'm risking my
ass for you. I'm done messing around.”

Bellamy’s stomach twisted as a series of images flashed
before his eyes: his little sister strapped into an ancient met-
al cage, hurtling through space at a thousand kilometers an
hour. Her face turning purple as she struggled to breathe
the toxic air. Her crumpled body lying just as still as—

Bellamy took a step forward. “I'm sorry, man.”

Colton narrowed his eyes. “For what?”

“For this.” Bellamy drew his arm back, then punched
the guard right in the jaw. There was a loud crack, but he
felt nothing but his racing heart as he watched Colton fall to
the ground.

<
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Thirty minutes later, Bellamy was trying to wrap his mind
around the strange scene in front of him. His back was
against the wall of a wide hallway that led onto a steep
ramp. Convicts streamed by in gray jackets, led down the in-
cline by a handful of guards. At the bottom was the drop-
ship, a circular contraption outfitted with rows of harnessed
seats that would take the poor, clueless kids to Earth.

The whole thing was completely sick, but he supposed
it was better than the alternative. While you were supposed
to get a retrial at your eighteenth birthday, in the last year
or so, pretty much every juvenile defendant had been found
guilty. Without this mission, they’d be counting down the
days until their executions.

Bellamy’s stomach clenched as his eyes settled on a
second ramp, and for a moment, he worried that he’d
missed Octavia. But it didn’t matter whether he saw her
board. They’d be reunited soon enough.

Bellamy tugged on the sleeves of Colton’s uniform. It
barely fit, but so far none of the other guards seemed to no-
tice. They were focused on the bottom of the ramp, where
Chancellor Jaha was speaking to the passengers.

“You have bt>
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Bellamy barely suppressed a snort. The Chancellor had
some nerve to stand there, spewing whatever bullshit
helped him sleep at night.

“We’ll be monitoring your progress very closely, in or-
der to keep you safe,” the Chancellor continued as the next
ten prisoners filed down the ramp, accompanied by a guard
who gave the Chancellor a crisp salute before depositing his
charges in the dropship and retreating back up to stand in
the hallway. Bellamy searched the crowd for Luke, the only
Waldenite he knew who hadn’t turned into a total prick
after becoming a guard. But there were fewer than a dozen
guards on the launch deck; the Council had clearly decided
that secrecy was more important than security.

He tried not to tap his feet with impatience as the line
of prisoners proceeded down the ramp. If he was caught
posing as a guard, the list of infractions would be endless:
bribery, blackmail, identity theft, conspiracy, and whatever
else the Council felt like adding to the mix. And since he was
twenty, there’d be no Confinement for him; within twenty-

four hours of his sentencing, he’d be dead.

~F
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Bellamy’s chest tightened as a familiar red hair ribbon
appeared at the end of the hallway, peeking out from a cur-
tain of glossy black hair. Octavia.

For the past ten months, he’d been consumed with ag-
onizing worries about what was happening to her in Con-
finement. Was she getting enough to eat? Was she finding
ways to stay occupied? Stay sane? While Confinement
would be brutal for anyone, Bellamy knew that it’d be infin-
itely worse for O.

Bellamy had pretty much raised his younger sister. Or
at least he’d tried. After their mother’s accident, he and
Octavia had been placed under Council care. There was no
precedent for what to do with siblings—with the strict popu-
lation laws, a couple was never allowed to have more than
one child, and sometimes, they weren’t permitted to have
any at all—and so no one in the Colony understood what it
meant to have a brother or sister. Bellamy and Octavia lived
in different group homes for a number of years, but Bellamy
had always looked out for her, sneaking her extra rations
whenever he “wandered” into one of the restricted storage
facilities, confronting the tough-talking older girls who
thought it’d be fun to pick on the chubby-cheeked orphan
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with the big blue eyes. Bellamy worried about her con-
stantly. The kid was special, and he’d do anything to give
her a chance at a different life. Anything to make up for
what she’d had to endure.

As Octavia’s guard led her onto the ramp, Bellamy sup-
pressed a smile. While the other kids shuffled passively
along as their escorts led them toward the dropship, it was
clear Octavia was the one setting the pace. She moved delib-
erately, forcing her guard to shorten his stride as she
sauntered down the ramp. She actually looked better than
the last time he’d seen her. He supposed it made sense.
She’d been sentenced to four years in Confinement, until a
retrial on her eighteenth birthday that would very well lead
to her execution. Now she was being given a second chance
at a life. And Bellamy was going to make damn sure she got
it.

He didn’t care what he had to do. He was going to
Earth with her.

The Chancellor’s voice boomed over the clamor of foot-
steps and nervous whispers. He still held himself like a sol-
dier, but his years on the Council had give whcil hadn him a

politician’s gloss. “No one in the Colony knows what you are
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about to do, but if you succeed, we will all owe you our lives.
I know that you’ll do your very best on behalf of yourselves,
your families, everyone aboard this ship: the entire human
race.”

When Octavia’s gaze settled on Bellamy, her mouth fell
open in surprise. He could see her mind race to make sense
of the situation. They both knew he’d never be selected as a
guard, which meant that he had to be there as an impostor.
But just as she began to mouth a warning, the Chancellor
turned to address the prisoners who were still coming down
the ramp. Octavia reluctantly turned her head, but Bellamy
could see the tension in her shoulders.

His heart sped up as the Chancellor finished his re-
marks and motioned for the guards to finish loading the
passengers. He had to wait for just the right moment. If he
acted too soon, there’d be time to haul him out. If he waited
too long, Octavia would be barreling through space toward a
toxic planet, while he remained to face the consequences of
disrupting the launch.

Finally, it was Octavia’s turn. She turned over her
shoulder and caught his eye, shaking her head slightly, a

clear warning not to do anything stupid.



T

But Bellamy had been doing stupid things his whole
life, and he had no intention of stopping now.

The Chancellor nodded at a woman in a black uniform.
She turned to the control panel next to the dropship and
started pressing a series of buttons. Large numbers began
flashing on the screen.

The countdown had begun.

He had three minutes to get past the door, down the
ramp, and onto the dropship, or else lose his sister forever.

As the final passengers loaded, the mood in the room
shifted. The guards next to Bellamy relaxed and began talk-
ing quietly among themselves. Across the deck on the other
ramp, someone let out an obnoxious snort.

2:48...2:47... 2:46...

Bellamy felt a tide of anger rise within him, momentar-
ily overpowering his nerves. How could these assholes
laugh when his sister and ninety-nine other kids were being
sent on what might be a suicide mission?

2:32... 2:31... 2:30...

The woman by the control panel smiled and whispered
something to the Chancellor, but he scowled and turned

away.
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The real guards had begun trudging back up and were
filing into the hallway. Either they thought they had better
things to do than witness humanity’s first attempt to return
to Earth, or they thought the ancient dropship was going to
explode and were headed to safety.

2:14... 2:13... 2:12...

Bellamy took a deep breath. It was time.

He shoved his way through the crowd and slipped be-
hind a stocky guard whose holster was strapped carelessly
to his belt, leaving the handle of the gun exposed. Bellamy
snatched the weapon and charged down the loading ramp.

Before anyone knew what was happening, Bellamy
jabbed his elbow into the Chancellor’s stomach and threw
an arm around his neck, securing him in a headlock. The
launch deck exploded with shouts and stamping feet, but
before anyone had time to reach him, Bellamy placed the
barrel of the gun against the Chancellor’s temple. There was
no way he’d actually shoot the bastard, but the guards
needed to think he meant business.

1:12... 1:11... 1:10...

“Everyone back up,” Bellamy shouted, tightening
his hold. The Chancellor groaned. There was a loud
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beep, and the flashing numbers changed from
green to red. Less than a minute left. All he had to
do was wait until the door to the dropship started
to close, then push the Chancellor out of the way
and duck inside. There wouldn’t be any time to stop
him.

“Let me onto the dropship, or I’ll shoot.”

The room fell silent, save for the sound of a
dozen guns being cocked.

In thirty seconds, he’d either be heading to
Earth with Octavia, or back to Walden in a body
bag.

?ublishe
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CHAPTER 4

Glass

Glass had just hooked her harness when a flurry of shouts
rose up. The guards were closing in around two figures near
the entrance to the dropship. It was difficult to see through
the shifting mass of uniforms, but Glass caught a flash of
suit sleeve, a glimpse of gray hair, and the glint of metal.
Then half the guards knelt down and raised their guns to
their shoulders, giving Glass an unobstructed view: The
Chancellor was being held hostage.

“Everyone back up,” the captor yelled, his voice shak-
ing. He wore a uniform, but he clearly wasn’t a guard. His

hair was far longer than regulation length, his jacket fit
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badly, and his awkward grip on the gun showed that he’d
never been trained to use one.

No one moved. “I said back up.”

The numbness that had set in during the long walk
from her cell to the launch deck melted away like an icy
comet passing the sun, leaving a faint trail of hope in its
wake. She didn’t belong here. She couldn’t pretend they
were about to head off on some historic adventure. The mo-
ment the dropship detached from the ship, Glass’s heart
would start to break. This is my chance, she thought sud-
denly, excitement and terror shooting through her.

Glass unhooked her harness and sprang to her feet. A
few other prisoners noticed, but most were caught up
watching the drama unfolding atop the ramp. She dashed to
the far side of the dropship, where another ramp led back
up to the loading deck.

“I'm going with them,” the boy shouted as he took a
step backward toward the door, dragging the Chancellor
with him. “I'm going with my sister.”

A stunned silence fell over the launch deck. Sister. The

word echoed in Glass’s head but before she had time to
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process its significance, a familiar voice pulled her from her
thoughts.

“Let him go.”

Glass glanced at the back of the dropship and froze,
momentarily stunned by the sight of her best friend’s face.
Of course, she’d heard the ridiculous rumors that Wells had
been Confined, but hadn’t given them a second thought.
What was he doing here? As she stared at Wells’s gray eyes,
which were trained intently on his father, the answer came
to her: He must have tried to follow Clarke. Wells would do
anything to protect the people he cared about, most of all
Clarke.

And then there was a deafening crack—a gun-
shot?—and something inside of her snapped. Without stop-
ping to think, to breathe, she dashed through the door and
began sprinting up the ramp. Fighting the urge to look back
over her shoulder, Glass kept her head down and ran as fast
as she’d ever run in her Shetlife.

She’d chosen just the right moment. For a few seconds,
the guards stood still, as if the reverberation from the gun-
shot had locked their joints in place.

Then they caught sight of her.



T=TT

“Prisoner on the run!” one of them shouted, and the
others quickly turned in her direction. The flash of move-
ment activated the instincts drilled into their brains during
training. It didn’t matter that she was a seventeen-year-old
girl. They’d been programmed to look past the flowing
blond hair and wide blue eyes that had always made people
want to protect Glass. All they saw was an escaped convict.

Glass threw herself through the door, ignoring the
angry shouts that rose up in her wake. She hurtled down the
passageway that led back to Phoenix, her chest heaving, her
breath coming in ragged gasps. “You! Stop right there!” a
guard shouted, his footsteps echoing behind her, but she
didn’t pause. If she ran fast enough, and if the luck that had
been eluding her all her life made a final, last-minute ap-
pearance, maybe she could see Luke one last time. And
maybe, just maybe, she could get him to forgive her.

Gasping, Glass staggered down a passageway bordered
by unmarked doors. Her right knee buckled, and she
grabbed on to the wall to catch herself. The corridor was be-
ginning to grow blurry. She turned her head and could just
make out the shape of an air vent. Glass hooked her fingers

under one of the slats and pulled. Nothing happened. With a



groan, she pulled again and felt the metal grate give. She
yanked it open, revealing a dark, narrow tunnel full of
ancient-looking pipes.

Glass pulled herself onto the small ledge, then scooted
along on her stomach until there was room to bring her
knees up to her chest. The metal felt cool against her burn-
ing skin. With her last milligram of strength, she crept deep-
er into the tunnel and closed the vent behind her. She
strained her ears for signs of pursuit, but there was no more
shouting, no more footsteps, only the desperate thud of her
heart.

Glass blinked in the near darkness, taking stock of
where she was. The cramped space extended straight in
both directions, thick with dust. It had to be one of the ori-
ginal air shafts, from before the Colony built their new air
circulation and filtration systems. Glass had no idea where
it would lead, but she was out of options. She started to
crawl forward.

After what felt like hours, her knees numb and her
hands burning, she reached a fork in the tunnel. If her sense

of direction was right, then the tunnel on the left would lead
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to Phoenix, and the other would run parallel to the sky-
bridge—onto Walden, and toward Luke.

Luke, the boy she loved, who she’d been forced to
abandon all those months ago. Who she’d spent every night
in Confinement thinking about, so desperate for his touch
that she’d almost felt the pressure of his arms around her.

She took a deep breath and turned to the right, not

knowing if she was headed toward freedom or certain death.

Ten minutes later, Glass slid quietly out of the vent and
lowered herself to the floor. She took a step forward and
coughed as a plume of dust swirled around her face, sticking
to her sweaty skin. She was in some kind of storage space.

As her eyes adjusted to the darkness, shapes began to
materialize on the wall—writing, Glass realized. She took
another few steps forward, and her eyes widened. There
were messages carved into the walls.

Rest in peace

In memoriam
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From the stars to the heavens

She was on the quarantine deck, the oldest section of
Walden. As nuclear and biological war threatened to destroy
Earth, space had been the only option for those lucky
enough to survive the first stages of the Cataclysm. But
some infected survivors fought their way onto the transport
pods—only to find themselves barred from Phoenix, left to
die on Walden. Now, whenever there was the slightest
threat of illness, anyone infected was quarantined, kept far
from the rest of the Colony’s vulnerable population—the last
of the human race.

Glass shivered as she moved quickly toward the door,
praying that it hadn’t rusted shut. To her relief, she was able
to wrench it open and began dashing down the corridor. She
peeled off her sweat-soaked jacket; in her white T-shirt and
prison-issue pants, she could pass for a worker, someone on
sanitation duty, perhaps. She glanced down nervously at the
bracelet on her wrist. She wasn’t sure whether it would work
on the ship, or if it was only meant to transmit data from
Earth. Either way, she needed to figure out a way to get it off

as soon as possible. Even if she avoided the passages with
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retina scanners, every guard in the Colony would be on the
lookout for her.

Her only hope was that they’d be expecting her to run
back to Phoenix. They’d never guess that she would come
here. She climbed up the main Walden stairwell until she
reached the entrance to Luke’s residential unit. She turned
into his hallway and slowed down, wiping her sweaty hands
on her pants, suddenly more nervous than she’d been on the
dropship.

She couldn’t imagine what he’d say, the look he’d give
her when he saw her on his doorstep after her disappear-
ance more than nine months earlier.

But maybe he wouldn’t have to say anything. Perhaps,
as soon as he saw her, as soon as the words began to pour
out of her mouth, he would silence her with a kiss, relying
on his lips to tell her that everything was okay. That she was

forgiven.

Glass glanced over her shoulder and then slipped out the
door. She didn’t think anyone had seen her, but she had to
be careful. It was incredibly rude to leave a Partnering
Ceremony before the final blessing, but Glass didn’t think
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she’d be able to spend another minute sitting next to Cassi-
us, with his dirty mind and even fouler breath. His wan-
dering hands reminded Glass of Carter, Luke’s two-faced
roommate whose creepiness only slithered out of the dark-
ness when Luke was out on guard duty.

Glass climbed the stairs toward the observation deck,
taking care to lift the hem of her gown with each step. It'd
been foolish to waste so many ration points collecting the
materials for the dress, a piece of tarp that she’'d painstak-
ingly sewn into a silver slip. It felt utterly worthless
without Luke there to see her in it.

She hated spending the evening with other boys, but
her mother refused to let Glass be seen at a social event
without a date, and as far as she knew, her daughter was
single. She couldn’t understand why Glass hadn’t “snatched
up” Wells. No matter how many times Glass explained that
she didn’t have those types of feelings for him, her mother
sighed and muttered about not letting some badly dressed
scientist girl steal him away. But Glass was happy that
Wells had fallen for the beautiful if slightly overserious
Clarke Griffin. She only wished she could p hd she ctell her

mother the truth: that she was in love with a handsome,
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brilliant boy who could never escort her to a concert or a
Partnering Ceremony.

“May I have this dance?”

Glass gasped and spun around. As her eyes locked
with a familiar pair of brown ones, her face broke into a
wide smile. “What are you doing here?” she whispered,
looking around to make sure they were alone.

“I couldn’t let those Phoenix boys have you all to them-
selves,” Luke said, taking a step back to admire her dress.
“Not when you look like this.”

“Do you know how much trouble you'll get in if they
catch you?”

“Let them try to keep up.” He wrapped his arms
around Glass’s waist, and as the music from downstairs
swelled, he spun her through the air.

“Put me down!” Glass half whispered, half laughed as
she playfully hit his shoulder-.

“Is that how young ladies are taught to address gen-
tlemen admirers?” he asked, using a terrible, fake Phoenix
accent.

“Come on,” she said, giggling as she grabbed his hand.

“You really shouldn’t be here.”

~F
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Luke stopped and pulled her to him. “Wherever you
are is where I'm supposed to be.”

“It’s too risky,” she said softly, bringing her face up to
his.

He grinned. “Then we better make sure it’s worth our
while.” He placed his hand behind her head and brought
his lips to hers.

Glass raised her hand to knock a second time when the door
opened. Her heart skipped a beat.

There he was, his sandy hair and deep-brown eyes ex-
actly as she remembered them, exactly as they’d appeared in
her dreams every night in Confinement. His eyes widened in
surprise.

“Luke,” she breathed, all the emotion of the past nine
months threatening to break through. She was desperate to
tell him what had happened, why she’d broken up with him
and then disappeared. That she’d spent every minute of the
nightmarish last six months thinking of him. That she never
stopped loving him. “Luke,” she said again, a tear sliding

down her cheek. After the countless times she’d broken
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down in her cell, whispering his name in between sobs, it
felt surreal to say it to him.

But before she had a chance to grab hold of any of the
words flitting through her mind, another figure appeared in
the door, a girl with wavy red hair.

“Glass?”

Glass tried to smile at Camille, Luke’s childhood
friend, a girl who’d been as close to him as Glass was to
Wells. And now she was here... in Luke’s flat. Of course,
Glass thought with a strained kind of bitterness. She’d al-
ways wondered if there was more to their relationship than
Luke had admitted.

“Would you like to come in?” Camille asked with exag-
gerated politeness. She wrapped her hand around Luke’s,
but Glass felt as if Camille’s fingers had plunged into her
heart instead. While Glass had spent moneatad spenths in
Confinement pining for Luke until his absence felt like a
physical ache, he’d moved on to someone else.

“No... no, that’s okay,” Glass said, her voice hoarse.
Even if she managed to find the words, it would be im-
possible to tell Luke the truth now. Seeing them together
made it all the more ridiculous that she’d come so



~F

far—risked so much—to see a boy who had already moved
on.

“I just came to say hello.”

“You came to say hello?” Luke repeated. “After almost
a year of ignoring my messages, you thought you’d just drop
by?” He wasn’t even trying to hide his anger, and Camille
dropped his hand. Her smile hardened into a grimace.

“I know. 'm—I'm sorry. I'll leave you two alone.”

“What’s really going on?” Luke asked, exchanging a
look with Camille that made Glass feel both desperately
foolish and terribly alone.

“Nothing,” Glass said quickly, trying and failing to
keep her voice from trembling. “T'll talk to you... I'll see
you...” She cut herself off with a weak smile and took a deep
breath, ignoring her body’s furious plea to stay close to him.

But just as she turned, she saw a flash of a guard uni-
form out of the corner of her vision. She inhaled sharply and
turned her face as the guard passed.

Luke pressed his lips together as he looked at
something just beyond Glass’s head. He was reading a mes-

sage on his cornea slip, Glass realized. And from the way his



jaw was tightening, she got the sickening sense it was about
her.

His eyes widened with understanding, and then hor-
ror. “Glass,” he said hoarsely. “You were Confined.” It
wasn’t a question. Glass nodded.

He shifted his gaze back to Glass for a moment, then
sighed and reached out to place his hand on her back. She
could feel the pressure of his fingers through the fabric of
her thin T-shirt, and despite her anxiety, her skin thrilled at
his touch. “Come on,” he said, pulling her toward him. Ca-
mille stepped to the side, looking annoyed, as Glass
stumbled into the flat. Luke quickly shut the door behind
them.

The small living area was dark—Luke and Camille had
been inside with the lights off. Glass tried to push the im-
plications of that fact out of her head as she watched Ca-
mille sit down in the armchair that Luke’s great-grandmoth-
er had found at the Exchange. Glass shifted uncomfortably,
unsure whether to take a seat. Being Luke’s ex-girlfriend
somehow felt odder than being an escaped convict. She’d

had six months in Confinement to come to terms with her

<



criminal record, but Glass had never imagined what it
would be like to stand in this flat feeling like a stranger.

“How did you escape?” he asked.

Glass paused. She had spent all her time in Confine-
ment imagining what she would say to Luke if she ever got
the chance to see him again. And now she had finally made
her way back to him, and all the speeches she’d practiced
felt flimsy and selfish. He was doing fine; she could see that
now. Why should she tell him the truth, except to win him
back and make herself feel less alone? And so, in a shaky
voice, Glass quickly told him about the hundred and their
secret mission, the hostage situation, and the chase.

“But I still don’t understand.” Luke shot a glance over
his shoulder at Camille, who had given up pretending that
she wasn’t paying attention. “Why were you Confined in the
first place?”

Glass looked away, unable to meet his eyesmbleet his
as her brain raced for an explanation. She couldn’t tell him,
not now, not when he’d moved on. Not when it was so obvi-
ous he didn’t feel the same way for her.

“I can’t talk about it,” she said quietly. “You wouldn’t

underst—"



“It’s fine.” Luke cut her off sharply. “You've made it
clear that there are lots of things I can’t understand.”

For the briefest of moments, Glass wished she’d stayed
on the dropship with Clarke and Wells. Although she was
standing next to the boy she loved, she couldn’t imagine
feeling any lonelier on the abandoned Earth than she did

right now.
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CHAPTER 5

Clarke

For the first ten minutes, the prisoners were too rattled by
the shooting to notice that they were floating through space,
the only humans to leave the Colony in almost three hun-
dred years. The rogue guard had gotten what he wanted.
He’d pushed the Chancellor’s limp body forward just as the
dropship door was closing, and then stumbled into a seat.
But from the shocked expression on his pale face, Clarke
gathered that gunfire had never been part of the plan.

Yet for Clarke, watching the Chancellor get shot was
less alarming than what she’d seen in the moments
beforehand.
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Wells was on the dropship.

When he’d first appeared in the door, she’d been sure
it was a hallucination. The chance of her losing her mind in
solitary was infinitely higher than the chance of the Chan-
cellor’s son ending up in Confinement. She’d been shocked
enough when, a month after her own sentencing, Wells’s
best friend, Glass, had appeared in the cell down the row
from her. And now Wells, too? It seemed impossible, but
there was no denying it. She’d watched him jump to his feet
during the standoff, then crumple back into his seat as the
real guard’s gun went off and the imposter burst through
the door, covered in blood. For a moment, an old instinct
gave her the urge to run over and comfort Wells. But
something much heavier than her harness kept her feet
rooted to the floor. Because of him, she’d watched her par-
ents be dragged off to the execution chamber. Whatever
pain he was feeling was no less than he deserved.

“Clarke.”

She glanced to the side and saw Thalia grinning at her
from a few rows ahead. Her old cell mate twisted in her seat,
the only person in the dropship not staring at the guard.

Despite the grim circumstances, Clarke couldn’t help
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smiling back. Thalia had that effect. In the days after
Clarke’s arrest and her parents’ execution, when her grief
felt so heavy it was difficult to breathe, Thalia had actually
made Clarke laugh with her impression of the cocky guard
whose shuffle turned into a strut whenever he thought the
girls were looking at him.

“Is that him?” Thalia mouthed now, tilting her head to-
ward Wells. Thalia was the only person who knew
everything—not just about Clarke’s parents, but the un-
speakable thing that Clarke had done.

Clarke shook her head to signal that now wasn’t the
time to talk about it. Thalia motioned again. Clarke started
to tell her to knock it off when the main thrusters roared to
life, shaking the words from her lips.

It had really happened. For the first time in centuries,
humans had left the Colony. She glanced at the other pas-
sengers and saw asithat they had all gone quiet as well, a
spontaneous moment of silence for the world they were
leaving behind.

But the solemnity didn’t last long. For the next twenty
minutes, the dropship was filled with the nervous, overex-

cited chatter of a hundred people who, until a few hours
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ago, had never even thought about going to Earth. Thalia
tried to shout something to Clarke, but her words were lost
in the din.

The only conversation Clarke could follow was that of
the two girls in front of her, who were arguing over the like-
lihood of the air on Earth being breathable. “I'd rather drop
dead right away than spend days being slowly poisoned,”
one said grimly.

Clarke sort of agreed, but she kept her mouth shut.
There was no point in speculating. The trip to Earth would
be short—in just a few more minutes, they’d know their fate.

Clarke looked out the windows, which were now filling
with hazy gray clouds. The dropship jerked suddenly, and
the buzz of conversation gave way to a flurry of gasps.

“It’s okay,” Wells shouted, speaking for the first time
since the doors closed. “There’s supposed to be turbulence
when we enter Earth’s atmosphere.” But his words were
overpowered by the shrieks filling the cabin.

The shaking increased, followed by a strange hum.
Clarke’s harness dug into her stomach as her body lurched
from side to side, then up and down, then side to side again.

She gagged as a rancid odor filled her nose, and she realized
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that the girl in front of her had vomited. Clarke squeezed
her eyes shut and tried to stay calm. Everything was fine.
It’d all be over in a minute.

The hum became a piercing wail, punctuated by a sick-
ening crush. Clarke opened her eyes and saw that the win-
dows had cracked and were no longer full of gray.

They were full of flames.

Bits of white-hot metal began raining down on them.
Clarke raised her arms to protect her head, but she could
still feel the debris scorching her neck.

The dropship shook even harder, and with a roar, part
of the ceiling tore off. There was a deafening crash followed
by a thud that sent ripples of pain through every bone in her
body.

As suddenly as it began, it was all over.

The cabin was dark and silent. Smoke billowed out of a
hole where the control panel had been, and the air grew
thick with the smell of melting metal, sweat, and blood.

Clarke winced as she wiggled her fingers and toes. It
hurt, but nothing seemed to be broken. She unhooked her
harness and rose shakily to her feet, holding on to the

scorched seat for balance.



~F

Most people were still strapped in, but a few were
slumped over the sides or sprawled on the floor. Clarke
squinted as she scanned the rows for Thalia, her heart
speeding up each time her eyes landed on another empty
seat. A terrifying realization cut through the confusion in
Clarke’s mind. Some of the passengers had been thrown
outside during the crash.

Clarke limped forward, gritting her teeth at the pain
that shot up her leg. She reached the door and pulled as
hard as she could. She took a deep breath and slipped
through the opening.

For a moment, she was aware of only colors, not
shapes. Stripes of blue, green, and brown so vibrant her
brain couldn’t process them. A gust of wind passed over her,
making her skin tingle and flooding her nose with scents
Clarke couldn’t begin to identify. At first, all she could see
were the trees. There were hundreds of thembhitreds of, as if
every tree on the planet had come to welcome them back to
Earth. Their enormous branches were lifted in celebration
toward the sky, which was a joyful blue. The ground
stretched out in all directions—ten times farther than the

longest deck on the ship. The amount of space was almost
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inconceivable, and Clarke suddenly felt light-headed, as if
she were about to float away.

She became vaguely aware of voices behind her and
turned to see a few of the others emerge from the dropship.
“It’s beautiful,” a dark-skinned girl whispered as she
reached down to run her trembling hand along the shiny
green blades of grass.

A short, stocky boy took a few shaky steps forward. The
gravitational pull on the Colony was meant to mimic
Earth’s, but faced with the real thing it was clear they hadn’t
gotten it quite right. “Everything’s fine,” the boy said, his
voice a mixture of relief and confusion. “We could’ve come
back ages ago.”

“You don’t know that,” the girl replied. “Just because
we can breathe now, doesn’t mean the air isn’t toxic.” She
twisted around to face him and held her wrist up, gesturing
with her bracelet. “The Council didn’t give us these as jew-
elry. They want to see what happens to us.”

A smaller girl hovering next to the dropship
whimpered as she pulled her jacket up over her mouth.

“You can breathe normally,” Clarke told her, looking

around to see if Thalia had emerged yet. She wished she had
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something more reassuring to say, but there was no way to
tell how much radiation was still in the atmosphere. All they

could do was wait and hope.

“We’ll be back soon,” her father said as he slipped his long
arms into a suit jacket Clarke had never seen before. He
walked over to the couch where she was curled up with her
tablet and ruffled her hair. “Don’t stay out too late. They've
been strict about curfew lately. Some trouble on Walden, I
think.”

“I'm not going anywhere,” Clarke said, gesturing to-
ward her bare feet and the surgical pants she wore to
sleep. For the most famous scientist in the Colony, her fath-
er’s deductive reasoning left something to be desired. Al-
though he spent so much time wrapped up in his research,
it was unlikely he’d even know that scrubs weren’t cur-
rently considered high fashion among sixteen-year-old
girls.

“Either way, it'd be best if you stayed out of the lab,”
he said with calculated carelessness, as if the thought had
only just crossed his mind. In fact, he’d said this about five

times a day since they’d moved into their new flat. The
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Council had approved their request for a customized
private laboratory, as her parents’ new project required
them to monitor experiments throughout the night.

“I promise,” Clarke told them with exaggerated
patience.

“It’s just that it’s dangerous to get near the radioactive
materials,” her mother called out from where she stood in
front of the mirror, fixing her hair. “Especially without the
proper equipment.”

Clarke repeated her promise until they left and she
was finally able to return to her tablet, though she couldn’t
help wondering idly what Glass and her friends would say
if they knew that Clarke was spending Friday night work-
ing on an essay. Clarke was normally indifferent toward
her Earth Literatures tutorial, but this assignment had
piquew ent haded her interest. Instead of another predict-
able paper on the changing view of nature in pre-Cataclys-
mic poetry, their tutor had asked them to compare and
contrast the vampire crazes in the nineteenth and twenty-
first centuries.

Yet while the reading was interesting, she must have

dozed off at some point, because when she sat up, the
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circadian lights had dimmed and the living space was a
jumble of unfamiliar shadows. She stood up and was about
to head to her bedroom when a strange sound pierced the
silence. Clarke froze. It almost sounded like screaming. She
forced herself to take a deep breath. She should have
known better than to read about vampires before bed.

Clarke turned around and started walking down the
hallway, but then another sound rang out—a shriek that
sent shivers down her spine.

Stop it, Clarke scolded herself. She’d never make it as
a doctor if she let her mind play tricks on her. She was just
unsettled by the unfamiliar darkness in the new flat. In the
morning, everything would be back to normal. Clarke
waved her palm across the sensor on her bedroom door
and was about to step inside when she heard it again—an
anguished moan.

Her heart thumping, Clarke spun around and walked
down the long hallway that led to the lab. Instead of a ret-
inal scanner, there was a keypad. Clarke brushed her fin-
gers over the panel, briefly wondering if she’d be able to
guess the password, then crouched down and pressed her
ear to the door.
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The door vibrated as another sound buzzed through
Clarke’s ear. Her breath caught in her throat. That’s im-
possible. But when the sound came again, it was even
clearer.

It wasn't just a scream of anguish. It was a word.

“Please.”

Clarke’s fingers flew over the keypad as she entered
the first thing that came to her head: Pangea. It was the
code her mother used for her protected files. The screen
beeped and an error message appeared. Next she entered
Elysium, the name of the mythical underground city
where, according to bedtime stories parents told their chil-
dren, humans took refuge after the Cataclysm. Another er-
ror. Clarke tore through her memory, searching for words
shed filed away. Her fingers hovered above the keypad.
Lucy. The name of the oldest hominid remains Earthborn
archaeologists ever discovered. There was a series of low
beeps, and the door slid open.

The lab was much bigger than she’d imagined, larger
than their entire flat, and filled with rows of narrow beds

like in the hospital.
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Clarke’s eyes widened as they darted from one bed to
another. Each contained a child. Most of the kids were ly-
ing there asleep, hooked up to various vital monitors and
1V stands, though a few were propped up by pillows, fid-
dling with tablets in their laps. One little girl, hardly older
than a toddler, sat on the floor next to her bed, playing
with a ratty stuffed bear as clear liquid dripped from an IV
bag into her arm.

Clarke’s brain raced for an explanation. These had to
be sick children who required round-the-clock care. Maybe
they were suffering from some rare disease that only her
motherof y her m knew how to cure, or perhaps her father
was close to inventing a new treatment and needed
twenty-four-hour access. They must’ve known that Clarke
would be curious, but since the illness was probably conta-
gious, they’d lied to Clarke to keep her safe.

The same cry that Clarke had heard from the flat
came again, this time much louder. She followed it to a bed
on the other side of the lab.

A girl her own age—one of the oldest in the room,

Clarke realized—was lying on her back, dark-blond hair
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fanned out on the pillow around her heart-shaped face. For
a moment, she just stared at Clarke.

“Please,” she said. Her voice trembled. “Help me.”

Clarke glanced at the label on the girl’s vital monitor.
SUBJECT 121. “What’s your name?” she asked.

“Lilly.”

Clarke stood there awkwardly, but when Lilly scooted
back on her pillows, Clarke lowered herself to sit on the bed
next to her. She'd just started her medical training and
hadn'’t interacted with patients yet, but she knew one of the
most important parts of being a doctor was bedside man-
ner. “I'm sure you’ll get to go home soon,” she offered.
“Once you're feeling better.”

The girl pulled her knees to her chest and buried her
head, saying something too muffled for Clarke to make out.

“What was that?” she asked. She glanced over her
shoulder, wondering why there wasn'’t a nurse or a medic-
al apprentice covering for her parents. If something
happened to one of the kids, there’d be no one to help them.

The girl raised her head but looked away from Clarke.
She chewed her lip as the tears in her eyes receded, leaving

a haunting emptiness in their wake.



When she finally spoke, it was in a whisper. “No one
ever gets better.”

Clarke suppressed a shudder. Diseases were rare on
the ship; there hadn’t been any epidemics since the last out-
break they'd quarantined on Walden. Clarke looked
around the lab for something to indicate what her parents
were treating, and her eyes settled on an enormous screen
on the far wall. Data flashed across it, forming a large
graph. Subject 32. Age 7. Day 189. 3.4 Gy. Red count.
White count. Respiration. Subject 33. Age 11. Day 298. 6
Gy. Red count. White count. Respiration.

At first Clarke thought nothing of the data. It made
perfect sense for her parents to monitor the vitals of the
sick children in their care. Except that Gy had nothing to
do with vital signs. A Gray was a measure of radiation, a
fact she well knew as her parents had been investigating
the effects of radiation exposure for years, part of the on-
going task to determine when it'd be safe for humans to re-
turn to Earth.

Clarke’s gaze settled on Lilly’s pale face as a chilling
realization slithered out of a dark place in the back of
Clarke’s mind. She tried to force it back, but it coiled
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around her denial, suffocating all thoughts except a truth
so horrifying, she almost gagged.

Her parents’ research was no longer limited to cell
cultures. They’d moved onto human trials.

Her mother and father weren'’t curing these children.
They were killing them.

They’d landed in some kind of clearing, an L-shaped space
surrounded by trees.

There weren’t many serious injuries, but there were
enough to keep Clarke busy. For nearly an hour, she used
torn jacket sleeves and pant legs as makeshift tourniquets,
and ordered the few people with broken bones to lie still un-
til she found a way to fashion splints. Their supplies were
scattered across the grass, but although she’d sent multiple
people to search for the medicine chest, it hadn’t been
recovered.

The battered dropship was at the short end of the
clearing, and for the first fifteen minutes, the passengers
had clustered around the smoldering wreckage, too scared
and stunned to move more than a few shaky steps. But now
they’d started milling around. Clarke hadn’t spotted Thalia,
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or Wells, either, although she wasn’t sure whether that
made her more anxious or relieved. Maybe he was off with
Glass. Clarke hadn’t seen her on the dropship, but she had
to be here somewhere.

“How does that feel?” Clarke asked, returning her at-
tention to wrapping the swollen ankle of a pretty, wide-eyed
girl with a frayed red ribbon in her dark hair.

“Better,” she said, wiping her nose with her hand, un-
intentionally smearing blood from the cut on her face.
Clarke had to find real bandages and antiseptic. They were
all being exposed to germs their bodies had never en-
countered, and the risk of infection was high.

“T'll be right back.” Clarke flashed her a quick smile
and rose to her feet. If the medicine chest wasn’t in the
clearing, that meant it was probably still in the dropship.
She hurried back to the still-smoking wreck, walking around
the perimeter as she searched for the safest way to get back
inside. Clarke reached the back of the ship, which was just a
few meters from the tree line. She shivered. The trees grew
so closely together on this side of the clearing, their leaves
blocked most of the light, casting intricate shadows on the

ground that scattered when the wind blew.



Her eyes narrowed as they focused on something that
didn’t move. It wasn’t a shadow.

A girl was lying on the ground, nestled against the
roots of a tree. She must have been thrown out of the back
of the dropship during the landing. Clarke lurched forward,
and felt a sob form in her throat as she recognized the girl’s
short, curly hair and the smattering of freckles on the bridge
of her nose. Thalia.

Clarke hurried over and knelt beside her. Blood was
gushing from a wound on the side of her ribs, staining the
grass beneath her dark red, as if the earth itself were bleed-
ing. Thalia was breathing, but her gasps were labored and
shallow. “It’s going to be okay,” Clarke whispered, grabbing
on to her friend’s limp hand as the wind rustled above them.
“I swear, Thalia, it’s all going to be okay.” It sounded more
like a prayer than a reassurance, although she wasn’t sure
who she was praying to. Humans had abandoned Earth dur-
ing its darkest hour. It wouldn’t care how many died trying

to return.
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CHAPTER 6

Wells

Wells shivered in the late afternoon chill. In the few hours
since they’d landed, the air had grown colder. He moved
closer to the bonfire, ignoring the snide glances of the Arca-
dian boys on either side of him. Every night he’d spent in
Confinement, he’d fallen asleep dreaming about arriving on
Earth with Clarke. But instead of holding her hand while
they gazed at the planet in wonder, he’d spent the day sort-
ing through burned supplies and trying to forget the expres-
sion that crossed Clarke’s face when she spotted him. He

hadn’t expected her to throw her arms around him, but
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nothing could’ve prepared him for the look of pure loathing
in her eyes.

“Think your father kicked the bucket already?” a
Walden boy a few years younger than Wells asked as the
kids around him snickered. Wells’s chest tightened, but he
forced himself to stay calm. He could take one or two of the
little punks without breaking a sweat. He’d been the undis-
puted champion of the hand-to-hand combat course during
officer training. But there was only one of him and ninety-
five of them—ninety-six if you counted Clarke, who was ar-
guably less of a Wells fan than anyone on the planet at the
moment.

As they’d loaded onto the dropship, he’d been dis-
mayed not to see Glass there. To the shock of everyone on
Phoenix, Glass had been Confined not long after Clarke,
though no matter how many times he pressed his father,
Wells had never discovered what she’d done. He wished he
knew why she hadn’t been selected for the mission. Al-
though he tried to convince himself that she could’ve been
pardoned, it was far more likely that she was still in Con-

finement, counting down the days until her fast-
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approaching eighteenth birthday. The thought made his
stomach twist.

“I wonder if Chancellor Junior thinks he gets first dibs
on all the food?” asked an Arcadian boy whose pockets were
bulging with nutrition packs he’d collected during the mad
scramble after the crash. From what Wells could see, it
looked like they’d been sent down with less than a month’s
worth of food, which would disappear quickly if people kept
pocketing everything they found. But that couldn’t be pos-
sible—there had to be more in a container somewhere. They
would come across it once they finished sorting through the
wreckage.

“Or if he expects us to make his bed for him.” A petite
girl with a scar on her forehead smirked.

Wells ignored them, looking up at the endless stretch
of deep-blue sky. It really was astonishing. Even though
he’d seen photographs, he had never imagined the color
would be quite so vivid. It was strange to think that a
blanket of blue—made of nothing more substantial than ni-
trogen crystals and refracted light—separated him from the
sea of stars and the only world he’d ever known. He felt his

chest ache for the three kids who hadn’t survived long
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enough to see these sights. Their bodies lay on the other
side of the dropship.

“Beds?” a boy said with a snort. “You tell me where
we’ll find a bed in this place.”

“So where the hell are we supposed to sleep?” the girl
with the scar asked, looking around the clearing as if she ex-
pected sleeping quarters to magically appear.

Wells cleared his throat. “Our supplies included tents.
We just need to finish sorting through the containers and
collect all the pieces. In the meantime, we should send a few
scouts to look for water so we know where to set up camp.”

The girl made a show of glancing from side to side.
“This looks good to me,” she said, prompting more snickers.

Wells tried to for C tring everce himself to stay calm.
“The thing is, if we're near a stream or a lake, it’ll be easier
to—"

“Oh, good.” A low voice cut him off. “I'm just in time
for the lecture.” Wells glanced to the side and saw a boy
named Graham walking toward them. Aside from Wells and
Clarke, he was the only other person from Phoenix, yet Gra-
ham appeared to know most of the Waldenites and Arcadi-

ans by name, and they all treated him with a surprising
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amount of respect. Wells didn’t want to imagine what he’d
had to do to earn it.

“I wasn’t lecturing anyone. I'm just trying to keep us
alive.”

Graham raised an eyebrow. “That’s interesting, consid-
ering that your father keeps sentencing our friends to death.
But don’t worry, I know you’re on our side.” He grinned at
Wells. “Isn’t that right?”

Wells glanced at him warily, then gave a curt nod. “Of
course.”

“So,” Graham went on, his friendly tone at odds with
the hostile glint in his eyes, “what was your infraction?”

“That’s not a very polite question, is it?” Wells tried for
what he hoped was a cryptic smile.

“I'm so sorry.” Graham’s face took on an expression of
mock horror. “You have to forgive me. You see, when you’ve
spent the past 847 days of your life locked in the bottom of
the ship, you tend to forget what’s considered polite conver-
sation on Phoenix.”

“847 days?” Wells repeated. “I guess we can assume
you weren’t Confined for miscounting the herbs you prob-

ably stole from the storehouse.”
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“No,” Graham said, taking a step toward Wells. “I
wasn’t.” The crowd fell silent, and Wells could see a few
people shifting uncomfortably while others leaned in
eagerly. “I was Confined for murder.”

Their eyes locked. Wells kept his expression carefully
devoid of emotion, refusing to give Graham the satisfaction
of seeing the shock on his face. “Oh?” he said carelessly.
“Who’d you kill?”

Graham smiled coldly. “If you’d spent any time with
the rest of us, you'd know that that isn’t considered a very
polite question.” There was a moment of tense silence be-
fore Graham switched gears. “But I already know what you
did anyway. When the Chancellor’s son gets locked up, word
travels fast. Figures you wouldn’t fess up. But now that
we’re having a nice little chat, maybe you can tell us exactly
what we’re doing down here. Maybe you can explain why so
many of our friends keep getting executed after their retri-
als.” Graham was still smiling, but his tone had grown low
and dangerous. “And why now? What made your father de-
cide to send us down all of a sudden?”

His father. All day, absorbed in the newness of being

on Earth, Wells had almost been able to convince himself
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that the scene on the launch deck—the sharp sound of the
gunshot, the blood blooming like a dark flower on his fath-
er’s chest—had been a terrifying dream.

“Of course he’s not going to tell us,” Graham scoffed.
“Are you, soldier?” he added with a mock salute.

The Arcadians and Waldenites who’d been watching
Graham turned eagerly to Wells, the intensity of their gazes
making his skin prickle. Of course, he knew what was going
on. Why so many kids were being executed on their eight-
eenth birthdays for crimes that might have been pardoned
in the past. Why the mission had been hastily thrown to-
gether and put in motion before there’d been time to plan
properly.

He knew better than anyone, because it was all his
fault.

“When will we get to go home?” asked a boy who didn’t
look much older than twelve. Wells felt an unexpected pang
of pity for the brokenhearted mother who was still some-
where on the ship. She had no idea that her son had been
hurtled through space onto a planet the human race had left
for dead.
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“We are home,” Wells said, forcing as much sincerity
as he could into the words.

If he said it enough times, perhaps he’d start to believe
it himself.

He'd almost skipped the concert that year. It had always
been his favorite event, the one evening musical relics were
taken out of their oxygen-free preservation chambers.
Watching the performers, who spent most of their time
practicing on simulators, coax notes and chords out of the
relics was like witnessing a resurrection. Carved and wel-
ded by long-dead hands, the only instruments left in the
universe produced the same soaring melodies that had
once echoed through the concert halls of ruined civiliza-
tions. Once a year, Eden Hall was filled with music that
had outlasted humanity’s tenure on Earth.

But as Wells entered the hall, a large, oval room
bordered by a curved panoramic window, the grief that
had been drifting through his body for the past week solidi-
fied in his stomach. He normally found the view incredibly
beautiful, but that night the glittering stars that



surrounded the cloud-shrouded Earth reminded him of
candles at a vigil. His mother had loved music.

It was crowded as usual, with most of Phoenix buzz-
ing around excitedly. Many of the women were eager to
debut new dresses, an expensive and potentially madden-
ing feat depending on what sort of textile scraps you found
at the Exchange. He took a few steps forward, sending a
ripple of whispers and knowing glances through the
crowd.

Wells tried to focus on the front of the room where the
musicians were gathering under the tree for which Eden
Hall was named. The legend was that the sapling had mi-
raculously survived the burning of North America and had
been carried onto Phoenix right before the Exodus. Now it
reached to the very top of the hall, its slender branches
stretching out more than ten meters in each direction, cre-
ating a canopy of leaves that partially obscured the per-
formers with a veil of green-tinged shadows.

“Is that the Chancellor’s son?” a woman behind him
asked. A new wave of heat rose to his already flushed

cheeks. He'd never grown immune to the comet tail of
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double takes and curious glances he dragged behind him,
but tonight it felt unbearable.

He turned and started walking toward the door, but
froze as a hand grabbed his arm. He spun around and saw
Clarke giving him a quizzical look. “Where are you running
off to?”

Wells smiled grimly. “Turns out I'm not in the mood
for music.”

Clarke looked at him for a moment, then slipped her
hand into his. “Stay. As a favor to me.” She led him toward
two empty seats in the back row. “I need you to tell me
what we're listening to.”

Wells sighed as he settled down next to Clarke. “T
already told you they were performing Bach,” he said,
shooting a longing glance at th C gl the e door.

“You know what I'm talking about.” Clarke inter-
locked her fingers with his. “This movement, that move-
ment.” She grinned. “Besides, I always clap at the wrong
time.”

Wells gave her hand a squeeze.
There was no need for any sort of introduction or an-

nouncement. From the moment the first notes burst
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forward, the crowd fell silent, the violinist’s bow slicing
through their chatter as it swept across the strings. Then
the cello joined in, followed by the clarinet. There were no
drums tonight, but it didn’t matter. Wells could practically
hear the thud of two hundred hearts beating in time to the
music.

“This is what I always imagined a sunset would sound
like,” Wells whispered. The words slipped out of his mouth
before he had time to think, and he braced for an eye roll,
or at least a look of confusion.

But the music had also cast its spell on Clarke. “T'd
love to see a sunset,” she murmured, resting her head on
his shoulder.

Wells absently ran his hand through her silky hair.
“I'd love to see a sunset with you.” He bent down and kissed
her forehead. “What are you doing in about seventy-five
years?” he whispered.

“Cleaning my dentures,” Clarke said with a smile.
“Why?”

“Because I have an idea for our first date on Earth.”
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The light was fading, the bonfire flickering across the faces
standing around Wells.

“I know this all seems strange and intimidating and,
yes, unfair, but we’re here for a reason,” he told the crowd.
“If we survive, everyone survives.”

Nearly a hundred heads turned to him, and for a mo-
ment, he thought perhaps his words had chipped away at
the layers of calcified defiance and ignorance. But then a
new voice crashed into the silence.

“Careful there, Jaha.”

Wells twisted around and saw a tall kid in a blood-
stained guard uniform. The boy who’d forced his way onto
the dropship—who’d held Wells’s father hostage. “Earth is
still in recovery mode. We don’t know how much bullshit it
can handle.”

Another wave of snickers and snorts rippled around
the fire, and Wells felt a rush of sudden, sharp anger. Be-
cause of this kid, his father—the person responsible for pro-
tecting the entire human race—had been shot, and he had
the nerve to stand there and accuse Wells of bullshit?

“Excuse me?” Wells said, lifting his chin to give the boy

his best officer’s stare.



“Cut the crap, okay? Just say what you really mean. If
we do exactly what you say, then you won’t report us to your
father.”

Wells narrowed his eyes. “Thanks to you, my father is
probably in the hospital.” Being given the best possible
care, and on his way to a swift recovery, Wells added si-
lently. He hoped it was true.

“If he’s even alive,” Graham interjected, and laughed.
For a second, Wells thought he saw the other boy wince.

Wells took a step forward, but then another voice
yelled C voWells out from the crowd, stopping him. “So
you're not a spy?”

“A spy?” Wells almost laughed at the accusation.

“Yeah,” the impostor guard agreed. “Spying on us just
like these bracelets, right?”

Wells looked at the kid in the ill-fitting guard uniform
more closely. Had he been told about the purpose of the
bracelets, or had he figured it out on his own? “If the Coun-
cil wanted to spy on you,” he said, ignoring the comment
about the transponders, “don’t you think they’d choose

someone a bit less obvious?”
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The boy in the bloody uniform smirked. “We can dis-
cuss the pros and cons of your father’s administration some
other time. But for now, just tell us: If you’re not a spy, what
the hell are you doing here? There’s no way anyone will be-
lieve you were actually Confined.”

“I'm sorry,” Wells said in a tone that conveyed any-
thing but regret. “You appeared in a stolen guard’s uniform
and held my father hostage in order to break onto this ship.
I think you’re the one who owes us an explanation.”

The boy’s eyes narrowed. “I did what I had to do to
protect my sister.”

“Your sister?” Wells repeated. People broke the popu-
lation laws more often on Walden than on Phoenix. But
Wells had never heard of anyone having a sibling, not since
the Cataclysm.

“That’s right.” The boy crossed his arms and met
Wells’s eyes with a challenging stare. “Now I'm going to ask
you one more time, what are you really doing here?”

Wells took a step forward. He didn’t owe anyone an ex-
planation, let alone this criminal, who was probably lying
about having a sister and who knew what else. But then a

flash of movement caught his eye. Clarke was heading
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toward the fire from the other side of the clearing, where
she’d been tending to the injured passengers.

Wells turned back to the tall boy and sighed, his anger
draining away. “I'm here for the same reason you are.” His
eyes darted toward Clarke, who was still out of earshot. “I
got myself Confined to protect someone I care about.”

The crowd fell silent. Wells turned his back on them
and started walking, not caring if their eyes followed him as
he made his way toward Clarke.

For a moment, the sight of her overwhelmed his brain.
The light in the clearing had changed as the sky grew dark-
er, making the flecks of gold in her green eyes appear to
glow. She was more beautiful on Earth than he’d ever seen
her.

Their eyes locked, and a chill traveled down his spine.
Less than a year ago, he’d been able to tell what she was
thinking just by looking at her. But now her expression was
inscrutable.

“What are you doing here, Wells?” she asked, her voice

strained and weary.
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She’s in shock, Wells told himself, forcing his mind to
wrap around the ill-fitting explanation. “I came for you,” he
said softly.

Her face assumed an expression that broke through
the barriers, a mixture of sorrow, frustration, and pity that
seemed to travel from Clarke’s eyes straight into his chest.

“I wish you hadn’t.” She sighed and pushed past him,
striding off without another glance.

Her words knocked the air out of him, and for a mo-
ment, all Wells could think about was remembering how to
breathe. Then he heard a chorus of murmurs from the bon-
fire behind him, an Cehiw. d turned, curious despite him-
self. Everyone was pointing upward at the sky, which was
turning into a symphony of color.

First, orange streaks appeared in the blue, like an oboe
joining a flute, turning a solo into a duet. That harmony
built into a crescendo of colors as yellow and then pink ad-
ded their voices to the chorus. The sky darkened, throwing
the array of colors into even sharper relief. The word sunset
couldn’t possibly contain the meaning of the beauty above

them, and for the millionth time since they’d landed, Wells
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found that the words they’d been taught to describe Earth
paled in comparison to the real thing.

Even Clarke, who hadn’t stopped moving since the
crash, froze in her tracks, her head tilted up to better appre-
ciate the miracle taking place overhead. Wells didn’t have to
see her face to know that her eyes would be widened in awe,
her mouth slightly parted with a gasp as she watched
something she had only ever dreamed about. Something
they had only ever dreamed about, Wells corrected himself.
He turned away, unable to look at the sky any longer, pain
hardening into something dense and sharp in his chest. It
was the first sunset humans had witnessed in three centur-

ies, and he was watching it alone.
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CHAPTER 7

Bellamy

Bellamy squinted up at the sunrise. He’d always assumed
those ancient poets had been full of shit, or at least had
much better drugs than he’d ever tried. But they were right.
It was crazy to watch the sky go from black to gray and then
explode into streaks of color. It didn’t make him want to
break out into song or anything, but then again, Bellamy
had never been the artistic type.

He leaned over and pulled Octavia’s blanket up over
her shoulder. He’d spotted it sticking out of one of the sup-
ply containers the night before and had practically knocked

out some kid’s tooth in the ensuing tussle. Bellamy exhaled,
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watching as his breath crystallized in front of him, lingering
far longer than it would on the ship, where the ventilation
system practically sucked the air out of your lungs before it
had a chance to leave your mouth.

He looked around the clearing. After that Clarke girl
had finished evaluating Octavia and determined she only
had a sprained ankle, Bellamy had carried her over toward
the trees where they’d spent the night. They were going to
keep their distance until he figured out how many of these
kids were real criminals and how many had just been in the
wrong place at the wrong time.

Bellamy squeezed his sister’s hand. It was his fault
she’d been Confined. It was his fault she was here. He
should’'ve known she’d been planning something; she’d
been talking for weeks about how hungry some of the chil-
dren in her unit had been. It had been only a matter of time
before she did something to feed them—even if it meant
stealing. His selfless little sister was sentenced to die for
having too big of a heart.

It was his job to protect her. And for the first time in
her life, he’d failed.
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Bellamy threw his shoulders back and raised his chin. He
was tall for a six-year-old, but that didn’t stop people from
staring as he made his way through the crowd at the dis-
tribution center. It wasn’t against the rules for children to
come on their own, but it was rare. He went over the list
his mother had made him repeat back to her three times
before she’d let him leave their flat F trieClarke . Fiber
meal—two credits. Glucose packets—one credit. Dehyd-
rated grain—two credits. Tuber flakes—one credit. Protein
loaf—three credits.

He darted around two women who'd stopped to
grumble in front of some white things that looked like
brains. Bellamy rolled his eyes and kept moving. Who
cared that Phoenix got all the good stuff from the solar
fields? Anyone who wanted to eat vegetables probably had
little, mushy white brains themselves.

Bellamy cupped his hands under the fiber dispenser,
caught the packet that slid out, and tucked it under his
arm. He started to make his way over to the tuber section
when something bright and shiny caught his eye. Bellamy
turned and saw a pile of red, round fruit inside a display

case. Normally, he didn’t care about the expensive things
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they locked away—twisted carrots that reminded Bellamy
of orange witch fingers, and ugly mushrooms that looked
more like brain-sucking black-hole zombies than food. But
these were different. The fruit was a rosy pink, the same
color that his neighbor Rilla turned when they played alien
invasion in the corridor. Or used to play before Rilla’s fath-
er was taken away by the guards and Rilla was sent to live
in the care center.

Bellamy stood on his tiptoes to read the number on
the data panel. Eleven credits. That sounded like a lot, but
he wanted to do something nice for his mother. She hadn’t
gotten out of bed for three days. Bellamy couldn’t imagine
being that tired.

“Do you want one?” an firritated voice asked. He
looked up and saw a woman in a green uniform glaring at
him. “Order it or step aside.”

Heat rose to Bellamy’s cheeks, and for a moment, he
considered running away. But then a surge of indignation
washed over his embarrassment. He wasn't going to let
some sour-faced distribution worker stop him from getting
his mother the treat she deserved. “I'll take two,” he said in

the haughty voice that always made his mother roll her
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eyes and ask, I wonder who you got that from? “And don’t
rub your fingers all over them,” he added pointedly.

The woman raised her eyebrow before glancing at the
guards behind the transaction table. No one on Walden
liked the guards, but his mother seemed particularly afraid
of them. Lately, she’d grab Bellamy’s hand and turn in the
other direction whenever she saw a patrol team approach-
ing. Could she have done something wrong? Were the
guards going to come take her away like they'd taken
Rilla’s father? No, he told himself. I won't let them.

He took his apples and marched over to the transac-
tion table. Another distribution worker scanned his card,
staring for a moment at the information on the panel be-
fore shrugging her shoulders and waving him forward.
One of the guards shot him a curious look, but Bellamy
kept his eyes straight ahead. He forced himself to walk un-
til he’'d left the distribution center and then broke into a
run, clutching his packets to his chest as he tore down the
walkway leading to his residential unit.

He palmed into their flat and shut the door carefully
behind him. He couldn’t wait to show his mother what he’d

brought her. He stepped into the living space, but the lights
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didn’t turn on. Was the sensor broken again? His stomach
tightened slightly. His mother hated entering maintenance
requests. She didn't like having strang Khav ask, ers in
their home. But how long could they spend in the dark?

“Mom!” Bellamy called, dashing into her room. “I'm
back! I did it!” The lights were working here, and they
buzzed to life as Bellamy ran through the door. But the bed
was empty.

Bellamy froze as a wave of terror washed over him.
She was gone. They’d taken her. He was all alone. But then
a muffled stomp from the kitchen reached his ears. He
sighed as his panic was quickly replaced by relief, then ex-
citement. She was out of bed!

He ran into the kitchen. His mother was facing the
small, round window that looked out into the dark stair-
case. One hand was placed on her lower back, as if it was
hurting her. “Mom!” he called. “Look what I got you.”

His mother inhaled sharply but didn’t turn around.
“Bellamy,” she said, as though he were a neighbor drop-
ping by for an unexpected visit. “You're back. Leave the
food on the table and go to your room. I'll be right there.”
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Disappointment pressed down on him, weighing his
feet to the floor. He wanted to see the look on his mother’s
face when she saw the fruit. “Look!” he urged, stretching
his arms forward, unsure what she could see in the reflec-
tion of the dark, dusty window.

She twisted her head to look at him over her shoulder.
“What are those?” She narrowed her eyes. “Apples?” She
pressed her lips together and rubbed the side of her head
like she used to do when she came home from work. Before
she got sick. “How much did they—never mind. Just go to
your room, okay?”

Bellamy’s palms had begun to sweat as he placed the
packets on the table near the door. Had he done something
wrong? The lights flickered and then went out. “Damn it,”
his mother muttered as she looked up at the ceiling. “Bel-
lamy, now,” she commanded. Or at least, he thought it was
his mother. She was facing away from him again, and her
voice swirled through the darkness until it didn’t sound like
her anymore.

As he slunk away, Bellamy shot a quick glance over
his shoulder. His mother didn’t even look like herself. She’'d
turned to the side, and her stomach appeared huge and
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round, like she was hiding something under her shirt. He
blinked and scampered off, convinced that his eyes had
been playing tricks on him, ignoring the chill traveling

down his spine.

“How’s she doing?

” Bellamy glanced up to see Clarke standing above him,
looking uneasily from him to his sleeping sister. He nodded.
“I think she’s okay.”

“Good.” She raised a slightly singed eyebrow. “Because
it'd be a shame if you followed through on your threat from
last night.”

“What did I say?”

“You told me that if I didn’t save your sister, you'd
blow up the goddamn planet and everyone on it.”

Bellamy smiled. “Good thing it’s only a sprained
ankle.” He cocked his head to the side and surveyed Clarke
quizzically. The skin under her eyes was bruised with ex-
haustion, but the purple shadows just made them look
greener. He felt a twinge of guilt for being such a jerk to her
the night before. He’d pegged her as another self-absorbed

Kelf thought iPhoenix girl who was training as a doctor
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because it gave her something to brag about at parties. But
the strain in her delicate face and the blood matted in her
reddish-gold hair made it clear she hadn’t stopped to rest
since they’d landed.

“So,” Bellamy continued, remembering Wells’s declar-
ation at the bonfire yesterday, and the way Clarke had
stomped away from him, “why were you so mean to little
Chancellor Junior?”

Clarke looked at him with a mixture of shock and in-
dignation. For a moment, he thought she might actually hit
him, but then she just shook her head. “That’s none of your
business.”

“Is he your boyfriend?” Bellamy pressed.

“No,” Clarke said flatly. But then her mouth twitched
into a questioning smile. “Why do you care?”

“Just taking a census,” Bellamy replied. “Specifically,
to determine the relationship status of all the pretty girls on
Earth.”

Clarke rolled her eyes, but then she turned back to
Octavia and the playfulness drained from her face.

“What is it?” Bellamy looked from Clarke to his sister.



“Nothing,” Clarke said quickly. “I just wish I had some
antiseptic for that cut on her face. And some of the others
are going to need antibiotics.”

“So we don’t have any medicine?” Bellamy asked,
frowning in concern.

Clarke looked at him, startled. “I think the medical
supplies kits were thrown out of the dropship in the crash.
We'll be fine, though,” she said quickly, the lie shooting out
of her mouth before she had time to make her features
match it. “We’ll be okay for a while. The human body has a
remarkable ability to heal itself....” She trailed off as her
eyes settled on the bloodstains on his stolen uniform.

Bellamy grimaced as he glanced down, wondering if
she was thinking about the Chancellor. Bellamy hoped he’d
survived—he had enough blood on his hands already. But it
probably didn’t matter one way or another. Whoever the
Council sent down with the next group would most certainly
be authorized to execute Bellamy on the spot, regardless of
the fact that the Chancellor’s injury had been an accident.
As soon as Octavia was well enough to move, she and Bel-
lamy would be out of there. They’d hike for a few days, put

some distance between themselves and the group, and
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eventually find somewhere to settle down. He hadn’t spent
months poring over those ancient survival guides he’d dis-
covered on B deck for nothing. He’d be ready for whatever
was waiting for them in those woods. It couldn’t be worse
than what was going to come hurtling down from the sky.

“How long until she’ll be able to walk on it?”

Clarke turned back to Bellamy. “It’s a pretty bad
sprain, so I'd say a few days until she can walk, a week or
two until it’s fully healed.”

“But possibly sooner?”

She tilted her head to the side and gave him a small
smile that, for a moment, made him forget that he was ma-
rooned on a potentially toxic planet with ninety-nine juven-
ile delinquents. “What’s the rush?”

But before he had time to respond, someone called
Clarke’s name and she was gone.

Bellamy took a deep breath. To his surprise, the simple
act cleared his head, leaving him more awake and alert. It’d
probably turn out to be toxic, but every time he inhaled, he
sensed something unnamable but intriguing, like a mysteri-
ous girl Kter But it who wouldn’t meet your eyes but passed

closely enough for you to catch a whiff of her perfume.
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He took a few steps closer to the trees, anxious for a
better look but unwilling to stray too far from Octavia. They
didn’t look like any species he recognized, but then again,
the only Earth botany book he’d been able to find had been
about plants native to Africa, and he thought he’d heard
Wells say they were on the East Coast of what had once
been the United States.

A twig snapped next to him. Bellamy whipped around
and saw a girl with a long, narrow face and stringy hair.
“Can I help you?”

“Wells says everyone who’s not hurt should collect
wood.”

A thread of irritation coiled around Bellamy’s stomach,
and he gave the girl a tight smile. “I don’t think Wells is in
any position to be giving orders, so if it’s all right with you,
I'm going to worry about myself, okay?” She shifted uneasily
for a moment before shooting a nervous glance over her
shoulder. “Off you go,” Bellamy said, motioning her forward
with his hands. He watched her scurry off with satisfaction.

He craned his neck and stared up at the sky, his eyes

drinking in nothing but emptiness in all directions. It didn’t
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matter where they were. Any spot on this planet was going
to be infinitely better than the world they’d left behind.
For the first time in his life, he was free.
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CHAPTER 8

Glass

Glass spent the rest of the night on Luke’s couch, grateful
that Camille didn’t ask why she refused to sleep in Carter’s
old room. They’d decided that it was best for Glass to stay
hidden in Luke’s flat until the shift change at 0600, when
there would be fewer guards on patrol.

She’d tossed and turned all night. Every time she rolled
over, the bracelet dug into her skin, a painful reminder that
while she was in danger, Wells was hundreds of kilometers
away, fighting to survive on a planet that hadn’t been able to

support life for centuries. It’d always been his dream to see
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Earth, but not like this. Not when it might still be toxic. Not
after seeing his father shot right in front of him.

As she lay staring at the ceiling, she couldn’t keep her
ears from searching for sounds in the darkness. The faintest
murmur from the other side of Luke’s door was enough to
turn her stomach. The silence was even worse.

Just as the circadian lights began to creep under the
front door, Luke’s bedroom door opened, and both he and
Camille staggered out wearily. Clearly, neither of them had
slept much either. Luke was already dressed in off-duty ci-
vilian clothes, but Camille wore only one of Luke’s old un-
dershirts, the hem of which skimmed the tops of her slender
thighs. Glass blushed and looked away.

“Good morning.” The formality in Luke’s voice made
Glass wince. The last time Luke had said those words to her,
the two of them had been in his bed, and he’d whispered
them in her ear.

“Good morning,” she managed, shoving the memory
out of her head.

“We need to get that bracelet off.” Luke gestured to-

ward her wrist.
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Glass nodded and rose from the couch, shifting uneas-
ily as Camille looked back and forth between her and Luke.
Finally, she crossed her arms and turned to Nhimse"><
him. “Are you sure this is a good idea? What if someone sees
you?”

Luke’s expression darkened. “We talked about this.”
He spoke quietly, but Glass heard the note of frustration in
his voice. “If we don’t help her, they’re going to kill her. It’s
the right thing to do.”

The right thing to do, Glass thought. That was all she
meant to him anymore, a life he didn’t want on his
conscience.

“Better her than you,” Camille said, her voice
trembling.

Luke leaned over and kissed the top of her head. “It’s
going to be fine. I'll take her back to Phoenix and then come
straight home.”

Camille sighed and tossed Glass a shirt and a pair of
pants. “Here,” she said. “I know it’s not up to your Phoenix
standards, but you’ll look a bit more believable in this. You

aren’t going to pass for a sanitation worker with that hair.”



She gave Luke’s arm a squeeze and then slipped back into
his bedroom, leaving Glass and Luke alone.

Glass stood holding the clothes awkwardly in her arms,
and for a moment, they just stared at each other. The last
time she’d seen Luke, she’d have thought nothing of chan-
ging in front of him. “Should I...” She trailed off, gesturing
toward Carter’s room.

“Oh,” Luke said, reddening slightly. “No, I'll just... I'll
be right back.” He retreated to his bedroom. Glass changed
as quickly as she could, trying to ignore the whispers that
escaped through the door, stinging her skin like pinpricks.

When Luke returned, Glass was dressed in a pair of
loose gray pants that barely clung to her hips and a rough
blue T-shirt that chafed her skin. Luke surveyed her critic-
ally. “Something’s still off,” he said. “You don’t look like a
prisoner, but you definitely don’t look like a Waldenite.”

Glass began to smooth the sides of her wrinkled
trousers self-consciously, wondering whether Luke pre-
ferred being with a girl who looked at home in these clothes.
“It’s not that,” he said. “It’s your hair. Girls don’t wear it

that long here.”



“Why?” she asked, realizing with a small measure of
guilt that she’d never even noticed.

Luke had turned and began rummaging through a
small storage bin against the wall. “Probably because it'd be
too hard to take care of. We don’t get the same water allot-
ment on Walden that you do on Phoenix.” He turned
around with a look of triumph on his face and produced an
ancient-looking stained cap.

Glass gave him a weak smile. “Thanks.” She took the
hat from Luke, their hands brushing, and placed it on her
head.

“I don’t think we’re quite there yet,” he said, surveying
her with a frown. He stepped toward her and removed the
hat with one hand, and with his other, reached over her
shoulder to gather her hair, gently twisting it into a knot on
top of her head. “There,” he said in satisfaction, placing the
cap on top.

The silence stretched between them. Slowly, Luke
reached up and tucked a few stray strands behind Glass’s
ear. His rough fingers lingered on her neck, and he looked

into her eyes, unblinking.
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“Ready?” Glass asked, breaking the spell as she
stepped to the side.

“Yes. Let’s go.” Luke stepped back stiffly and led her
out into the hallway.

There weren’t as many circadian lights on Walden as
there were on Phoenix, so although it was technically dawn,
Snic"27" the corridors were mostly dark. Glass couldn’t tell
where Luke was leading her, and she clenched her hands to
keep herself from reaching for his.

Finally, Luke stopped in front of the faint outline of a
door. He dug into his pocket, producing something Glass
couldn’t see and holding it up to the scanner. The door
beeped and slid open. Glass’s insides twisted as she realized
that wherever Luke took her, he’d leave a trail of log-ins and
access codes. She couldn’t bear to think what would happen
when the Council figured out that he’d helped an escaped
criminal.

But there was no other option. After she said one last
good-bye to her mother, she’d wait for the guards to find
her. She wouldn’t try to see Luke again. She couldn’t ask
him to risk his safety for her. Not after what she’d done.
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A faint light flickered wearily to life, casting a dirty,
yellowish glow over machinery Glass didn’t recognize.
“Where are we?” she asked, her voice echoing strangely.

“One of the old workshops. This is where they used to
repair the Earthmade equipment, before it was all replaced.
I came here for some of my training.”

Glass started to ask why the guards would train here,
but bit back the question. She always forgot that Luke had
already started his mechanical apprenticeship when he was
accepted into the engineering corps of the guards. He rarely
spoke about that part of his life. Looking back, Glass was
ashamed that she hadn’t tried harder to learn about Luke’s
world; it was no wonder he’d turned to Camille.

Luke stood next to an enormous machine, pushing dif-
ferent buttons, his brow furrowed in concentration. “What
is that?” Glass asked when it started to hum ominously.

“A laser cutter,” Luke said without glancing up.

Glass hugged her wrist protectively to her chest. “No
way.”

Luke gave Glass a look that was equal parts amuse-
ment and irritation. “No arguing. The sooner we get that

thing off of you, the better your chances of hiding.”



“Can’t we just figure out how to unlock it?”

Luke shook his head. “It has to be cut off.” When she
didn’t move, he held out his hand with a sigh. “Come here,
Glass,” he said, beckoning her over.

Glass’s feet locked into the floor. Although she’d spent
the last six months imagining Luke calling to her, she’d nev-
er thought that a piece of deadly machinery would be in-
volved. Luke raised an eyebrow. “Glass?”

Glass took a tentative step forward. It wasn’t like she
had anything to lose. Better to have Luke slice her wrist off
than a medic inject poison into her vein.

Luke tapped a flat surface in the middle of the ma-
chine. “Just put your hand here.” He flipped a switch and
the whole machine began to vibrate.

Glass trembled as her skin made contact with the cold
metal.

“It'll be okay,” Luke said. “I promise. Just hold still.”

Glass nodded, too afraid to speak. The humming con-
tinued and was soon accompanied by a high-pitched
screech.

Luke made a few more adjustments, then came to
stand next to her. “Ready?”



She swallowed nervously. “Yes.”

Luke placed his left hand over her arm, and with his
right, started to move another lever toward her. To her hor-
ror, she saw that it was emitting a thin Sttient thered line of
light that pulsed with dangerous energy.

She started to shake, but Luke gripped her arm tighter.
“It’s okay,” he murmured. “Just stay still.”

The light was getting closer. Glass could feel the heat
on her skin. Luke’s face tensed with concentration, his eyes
fixed on Glass’s wrist as he moved the laser steadily along.

Glass closed her eyes, bracing herself for the searing
pain, the screaming of her nerves as they lost contact with
her hand.

“Perfect.” Luke’s voice cut through her terror. Glass
looked down and saw the bracelet had been split into two
neat pieces, freeing her wrist.

She sighed, her breath ragged. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.” He smiled at her, his hand still
clutching her arm.

Neither of them spoke as they slipped out of the work-
shop and began to wind their way back up toward the
skybridge.
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“What’s wrong?” Luke whispered as he guided Glass
around a corner and up another flight of stairs, narrower
and darker than anything on Phoenix.

“Nothing.”

In the past, Luke would’ve reached over, taken her chin
in his hand, and looked her in the eye until she giggled.
You're a terrible liar, Rapunzel, he’'d say, a reference to the
fairytale about the girl whose hair grew a foot anytime she
fibbed. But this time, Glass’s lie evaporated into the air.

“So how have you been?” she asked finally, when she
couldn’t bear the weight of the silence any longer.

Luke glanced over his shoulder and raised an eyebrow.
“Oh, you know, apart from being dumped by the girl I loved
and then having my best friend executed for a bullshit in-
fraction, I'd say not too bad.”

Glass cringed as his words landed in her chest. She’d
never heard that kind of bitterness in Luke’s voice before.

“But at least I had Camille....”

Glass nodded, but as she stole a glance at Luke’s famil-
iar profile, shards of indignation gathered, sharp and dan-
gerous, in her mind. What did he think she had done to be

Confined? Why wasn’t he more curious or surprised? Did he
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think she was such a terrible person that she would have
committed an infraction?

Luke stopped abruptly, causing Glass to stumble into
him. “Sorry,” she muttered, scrambling to regain her
balance.

“Does your mother know what happened?” Luke
asked, turning to face her.

“No,” Glass said. “I mean, she knew I was Confined,
but she can’t have known about the Earth mission.” The
Chancellor had made it clear that the operation was top
secret. Their parents wouldn’t be informed until it was cer-
tain their children had survived the journey—or until the
Council was sure they’d never return.

“It’s good that you’re going to see her.”

Glass said nothing. She knew he was thinking of his
own mother, who’d died when he was only twelve, which
was why he’d ended up living with his then-eighteen-year-
old neighbor Carter.

“Yeah,” Glass said in a shaky voice. She’d been desper-
ate to see her mother, but even without the bracelet, it
wouldn’t take the guards long to find her. What was more

important? Saying good-bye? Or sparing her mother the
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pain of seeing her daughter being dragged away toward cer-
tain death? “We should keep Se s

They crossed the bridge in silence as Glass drank in the
sight of the twinkling stars. She hadn’t realized how much
she loved the view from the skybridge until she’d been
locked in a tiny, windowless cell. She stole a glance at Luke,
not sure whether to be hurt or relieved that he didn’t turn to
look at her.

“You should go back,” Glass said as they reached the
Phoenix checkpoint, which was, as Luke had promised, free
of guards. “I'll be okay.”

Luke’s jaw tightened and he gave her a bitter smile.
“You're an escaped convict, and I'm still not good enough to
meet your mother.”

“That’s not what I meant,” she said, thinking of the
scan trail he’d already left behind. “It’s not safe for you to
help me. I can’t let you risk your life. You've already done so
much.”

Luke took a breath as if to say something, then nodded.
“Okay, then.”

She forced what she hoped was a smile, holding back
tears. “Thank you for everything.”
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Luke’s face softened slightly. “Good luck, Glass.” He
started to lean in, and Glass couldn’t help tipping her head
up, out of habit—but then he stepped back, wrenching his
eyes from her with an almost physical force. Without a
word, Luke turned and moved soundlessly back the way
they’d come. Glass watched him go, her lips aching for the
good-bye kiss they’d never feel again.

When she reached the entrance to her flat, Glass raised her
fist and tapped lightly. The door opened and Glass’s mother,
Sonja, peered around it. A symphony of emotions played
across her face in an instant—surprise, joy, confusion, and
fear.

“Glass?” she gasped, reaching for her daughter, as if
she wasn’t sure she was really there. Glass leaned gratefully
into her mother’s hug, drinking in the smell of her perfume.
“I thought I'd never see you again.” She gave Glass one more
squeeze before pulling her inside and closing the door.
Sonja stepped back and stared at her daughter. “I was just
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counting down the days.” Her voice faded into a whisper.
“You turn eighteen in three weeks.”

Glass grabbed her mother’s clammy hand and led her
to the couch. “They were going to send us to Earth,” Glass
told her. “A hundred of us.” She took a deep breath. “I was
supposed to be one of them.”

“Earth?” Sonja repeated slowly, holding the word al-
most at a distance, as if trying to get a better look. “Oh my
god.”

“There was an altercation at the launch. The Chancel-
lor...” Glass’s head swam as she recalled the scene from the
launch deck. She sent up a silent prayer that Wells was okay
down there on Earth, that he was with Clarke and didn’t
have to grieve alone. “In the chaos, I was able to get away,”
Glass continued. The details weren’t important right now. “I
just came to say I love you.”

Her mother’s eyes widened. “So that’s how the Chan-
cellor was shot. Oh, Glass,” she whispered, wrapping her
arms around her daughter.

The thud of footsteps echoed out in the hallway, and
Glass flinched. She looked warily at the door before turning



back to face her mother. “I can’t stay long,” she said, rising
shakily to her feet.

“Wait!” Sonja jumped up and clutched Glass’s arm,
pulling her back to the couch. Her fingers tightened around
her wrist. “The Chancellor is on life Sr ied up ansupport,
which means that Vice Chancellor Rhodes is in charge. You
shouldn’t go yet.” She paused. “He has a very different ap-
proach to... governing. There’s a chance that he’ll pardon
you. He can be convinced.” Sonja stood and gave Glass a
smile that did little to illuminate her glistening eyes. “Just
wait here.”

“Do you have to go?” Glass asked, her voice small. She
couldn’t bear to say another good-bye. Not when every
good-bye could be forever.

Her mother bent down and kissed Glass’s forehead. “I
won’t be long.”

She watched Sonja apply a hurried layer of lipstick and
slip out into the still-empty corridor, then pulled her knees
into her chest and hugged them tightly, as if trying to keep

everything inside her from spilling out.



T

Glass wasn’t sure how long she slept, but curled up on the
cushions that still remembered the shape of her body, it
seemed possible that the past six months had been a night-
mare. That she hadn’t actually been imprisoned in a cell
that contained nothing besides two metal cots, a silent,
seething Arcadian cell mate, and the ghosts of sobs that re-
mained long after her tears dried up.

When she opened her eyes her mother was sitting next
to her on the couch, stroking Glass’s matted hair. “It’s all
taken care of,” she said softly. “You’ve been pardoned.”

Glass rolled over to look up at her mother’s face.
“How?” she asked, the surprise shocking her out of her
sleep, chasing away the images of Luke that lingered on her
eyelids when she first woke up. “Why?”

“People are growing restless,” her mother explained.
“None of the convicted juveniles have made it past their re-
trials in the last year, and it makes the justice system look
anything but just. You're going to be the exception—the
proof that the system’s still working how it’s supposed to,
that those who can contribute to society are given the
chance to return to it. It took a little convincing, but eventu-

ally Vice Chancellor Rhodes saw my side of things,” her



mother finished, sinking back into the couch, looking ex-
hausted but relieved.

“Mom—I can’t—I don’t—thank you.” Glass didn’t know
what else to say. She smiled as she pushed herself up into a
seated position and rested her head against her mother’s
shoulder. She was free? She almost couldn’t comprehend
the meaning of the word.

“You don’t need to thank me, sweetheart. I'd do any-
thing for you.” Sonja pushed a piece of Glass’s hair behind
her ear and smiled. “Just remember, you're not to tell any-
one about the Earth mission—I mean it.”

“But what happened to the others? Is Wells okay? Can
you find out?”

Sonja shook her head. “As far as you’re concerned,
there was no mission. What’s important is that you're safe
now. You have a second chance,” her mother murmured.
“Just promise me you won’t do anything foolish.”

“I promise,” Glass said finally, shaking her head in dis-

belief. “I promise.”
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CHAPTER 9

Clarke

Clarke slipped through the flap of the designated infirmary
tent and stepped into the clearing. Even without the luxury
of wind Voked on—theows, she sensed that it was dawn. The
sky erupted with color, and the pungent air stimulated
sensors in her brain Clarke had never realized existed. She
wished she could share the experience with the two people
who had made her yearn to see Earth in the first place. But
Clarke would never have that chance.
Her parents were gone.

“Good morning.”
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Clarke stiffened. It was almost unfathomable that
Wells’s voice had once been her favorite sound in the uni-
verse. He was the reason her parents were dead, their bod-
ies floating through the depths of space, moving farther and
farther from everything they’d known and loved. In a mo-
ment of weakness, Clarke had confided a secret that wasn’t
hers to share. And even though he’d sworn not to tell a soul,
Wells hadn’t even waited twenty-four hours before skipping
off to his father, so desperate to be the perfect son,
Phoenix’s golden child, that he betrayed the girl he’d preten-
ded to love.

She turned to face Wells. There was nothing to keep
her from lunging at him, but she wanted to avoid any con-
frontation that would prolong the exposure.

As she strode past him, Wells grabbed her arm. “Hold
on a second, I just wanted to—"

Clarke spun around and wrenched herself free. “Don’t
touch me,” she hissed.

Wells took a step back, his eyes wide. “I'm sorry,” he
said. His voice was steady, but she could see the hurt on his
face. Clarke had always been able to tell what Wells was

feeling. He was a terrible liar, which was how she’d known,
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in that brief moment, that his promise to keep her secret
had been sincere. But something had changed his mind, and
it was Clarke’s parents who had paid the price.

Wells didn’t move. “I just wanted to make sure you
were doing okay,” he said quietly. “We’re going to finish
sorting through the wreckage today. Is there anything in
particular you need for your patients?”

“Yes. A sterile operating room, IVs, a full-body scan-
ner, real doctors...”

“You'’re doing an incredible job.”

“I'd be doing even better if I'd spent the past six
months training at the hospital instead of in Confinement.”
This time, Wells had braced for the barb, and his face re-
mained impassive.

The sky was growing brighter, filling the clearing with
an almost golden light that made everything look like it’d
been polished overnight. The grass seemed greener, glisten-
ing with tiny drops of water. Purple blossoms began unfurl-
ing from what had seemed like an unremarkable shrub. The
long, tapered petals stretched toward the sun, twisting in

the air as if dancing to music only they could hear.
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Wells seemed to read her mind. “If you hadn’t been
Confined, you’d never have come here,” he said quietly.

She whipped her head back to face him. “You think I
should be grateful for what you did? I've seen kids die, kids
who never wanted to come here but had to because some
little shit like you turned them in just to feel important.”

“That’s not what I meant.” Wells sighed and met her
gaze straight on. “I'm so sorry, Clarke. I can’t tell you how
sorry. But I didn’t do it to feel important.” He started to step
forward, but then seemed to think better of it and shifted
his weight back. “You were suffering, and I wanted to help. I
couldn’t bear it, seeing you like that. I just wanted to help
make the pain go away.”

T [t sto he tenderness in his voice made Clarke’s stom-
ach twist. “They killed my parents,” she said quietly, ima-
gining the scene as she had so many times before. Her
mother bracing for the prick of a needle, her body systemat-
ically shutting down until those final dreadful moments
when only her brain was left. Had they been offered the cus-
tomary last meal? Clarke’s heart twinged as she imagined

her father’s lifeless body in a release capsule, his fingers



stained red from the berries he’d eaten alone. “That kind of
pain never goes away.”

For a moment, they just stared at each other, the si-
lence taking on a physical weight. But then Wells broke eye
contact and turned his head up toward the trees above
them. There were faintly musical sounds coming from the
leaves.

“Do you hear that?” Wells whispered without looking
at her.

The song was both haunting and joyful, the first few
notes an elegy for the fading stars. Yet just when Clarke was
sure her heart would break with the bittersweet loveliness,
the melody soared, trumpeting the arrival of the dawn.

Birds. Real birds. She couldn’t see them, but she knew
they were there. She wondered if the first colonists had
heard birds singing as they’d boarded the final ship. Would
the music have been a song of farewell? Or had the
creatures already joined their voices together in a requiem
for the dying Earth?

“It’s incredible,” Wells said, turning to look at her with

a smile she recognized from long ago. Clarke shivered. It



was like seeing a ghost—a specter of the boy to whom she’d

been foolish enough to give her heart.

Clarke couldn’t suppress a smile as she watched Wells shift
from side to side outside her front door. He always got
nervous about kissing her in public, but it had gotten worse
since he'd started officer training. The idea of making out
with his girlfriend while in uniform seemed to make him
uncomfortable, which was unfortunate because the sight of
him in his uniform made her want to kiss him even more
than usual.

“T'll see you tomorrow.” Clarke turned to press her
thumb to the scanner.

“Wait,” Wells said, glancing over his shoulder before
grabbing hold of her arm.

Clarke sighed. “Wells,” she started as she tried to
wiggle out of his grasp. “I need to go.”

He grinned as he tightened his grip. “Are your parents
home?”

“Yes.” She inclined her head toward the door. “I'm late

for dinner.”



Wells stared at her expectantly. He much preferred
eating with her family to sitting across from his father in
silence, but she couldn’t invite him to join them. Not
tonight.

Wells cocked his head to the side. “I won’t make a face
this time, no matter what your father added to the protein
paste. I've been practicing.” His face broke into a comically
bright smile as he nodded emphatically. “Wow. This is
delicious!”

Clarke pressed her lips together for a moment before
responding. “I just need to have a private conversation
with them.”

Wells’s face grew serious. “What’s goi [Whi>

“It’s fine.” She stepped to the side and tilted her head
so her eyes wouldn’t betray her by sending distress signals
from behind the lies. She needed to confront her parents
about their experiments, and she couldn’t put it off any
longer.

“Okay, then,” he said slowly. “See you tomorrow?”

Instead of kissing her on the cheek, Wells surprised
Clarke by wrapping his arms around her waist and pulling

her close. His lips pressed against hers, and for a moment,
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she forgot about everything except the warmth of his body.
But by the time she’d closed the door, the tingle of Wells’s
touch on her skin had been replaced by a prickle of dread.

Her parents were sitting on the couch. Their heads
turned to her. “Clarke.” Her mother rose to her feet, smil-
ing. “Was that Wells with you outside? Does he want to join
us for din—"

“No,” Clarke said, more sharply than she’d meant to.
“Can you sit down? I need to talk to you.” She crossed the
room and settled on a chair facing her parents, trembling
as two violent forces waged war for control of her body:
burning fury and desperate hope. She needed her parents
to admit what they’d done to justify her anger, but she also
prayed they’d have a good excuse. “I figured out the pass-
word,” she said simply. “T've been in the lab.”

Her mother’s eyes widened as she sank back onto the
couch. Then she took a deep breath, and for a moment,
Clarke hoped she'd try to explain, that she had the words to
make it all better. But then she whispered the phrase
Clarke had been dreading. “I'm sorry.”

Her father took his wife’s hand, his eyes on Clarke.

“I'm sorry you had to see that,” he said quietly. “I know
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it’s... shocking. But they don'’t feel any pain. We make sure
of that.”

“How could you?” The question felt flimsy, incapable
of supporting the weight of her accusation, but she couldn’t
think of anything else to ask. “Youre experimenting on
people. On children.” Saying it aloud made her stomach
churn. Bile crept up her throat.

Her mother closed her eyes. “We didn’t have a choice,”
she said softly. “We’ve spent years trying to test radiation
levels in other ways—you know that. When we reported
back to the Vice Chancellor there was no way to gather
conclusive evidence without human studies, we thought he
understood it was a dead end. But then he insisted that
we...” Her voice cracked. Clarke didn’t need her to finish
the sentence. “We had no choice,” she repeated desperately.

“We always have a choice,” Clarke said, trembling.
“You could have said no. I would have let them kill me be-
fore I agreed to that.”

“But he didn’t threaten to kill us.” Her father’s voice
was infuriatingly quiet.

“Then what the hell are you doing this for?” Clarke
asked shrilly.



“He said he would kill you.usiv [ou

The birdsong trailed off, leaving a charged silence in its
wake, as if the music had seeped into the stillness, imbuing
the air with melody. “Wow,” Wells said softly. “That was
amazing.” He was still facing the trees, but he’d extended
his arm toward her, as if reaching through time to hold the
hand of the girl who used to love him.

The spell was broken. Clarke stiffened and, without a
word, headed back toward the infirmary.

It was dark inside the tent. Clarke almost tripped as she
stepped in, making a mental note to change the bandages on
one boy’s leg, fix the sloppy stitches she’d given the girl with
the gash on her thigh. She’d finally found a container with
real bandages and surgical thread, but there wasn’t going to
be much more she could do if they didn’t find the actual

medicine chest. It hadn’t turned up in the wreckage, most
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likely thrown from the dropship during the crash and
destroyed.

Thalia was lying on one of the cots. She was still asleep,
and the newest bandage seemed to be holding up. Clarke
had already changed the wrappings three times since she’d
found Thalia after the crash, blood pouring out of an ugly
gash in her side.

The memory of stitching up the wound made Clarke’s
stomach churn, and she hoped that her friend remembered
even less. Thalia had passed out from the pain and had been
fading in and out of consciousness ever since. Clarke knelt
down and brushed a strand of damp hair back from her
friend’s brow.

“Hi,” she whispered as Thalia’s eyes fluttered open.
“How are you feeling?”

The injured girl forced a smile that seemed to drain the
energy from the rest of her body. “I'm just great,” Thalia
said, but then winced, the pain flashing in her eyes.

“You used to be a much better liar.”

“I never lied.” Her voice was hoarse but still full of
mock indignation. “I just told the guard that I had a neck

problem and needed an extra pillow.”
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“And then convinced him that black-market whiskey
would keep you from singing in your ‘sleep,” ” Clarke added
with a smile.

“Yeah.... It’s too bad Lise wasn’t willing to play along.”

“Or that you can’t carry a tune to save your life.”

“That’s what made it so great!” Thalia protested. “The
night guard would’ve done anything to shut me up at that
point.”

Clarke shook her head with a smile. “And you say that
Phoenix girls are lunatics.” She gestured toward the thin
blanket draped over Thalia. “May I?”

Thalia nodded, and Clarke pulled it back, trying to
keep her face neutral as she unwrapped the bandage. The
skin around the wound was red and swollen, and pus was
forming in the gaps between the stitches. The wound itself
wasn’t the problem, Clarke knew. While it looked bad, it was
the kind of injury they wouldn’t bat an eye at in the medical
center. The infection was the real threat.

“That bad?” Thalia asked quietly.

“Nah, you look great,” Clarke said, the lie falling

smoothly from her lips. Her eyes slid involuntarily toward
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the empty cot where a boy who died the day before had
spent his final hours.

“That wasn’t your fault,” Thalia said quietly.

“I know.” Clarke sighed. “I just wished he hadn’t been
alone.”

“He wasn’t. Wells was here.”

“What?” Clarke asked, confused.

“He came to check on him a few times. I think the first
time he came into the tent, he was looking for you, but once
he saw how badly that boy was hurt...”

“Really?” Clarke asked, not quite sure whether to trust
the observations of a girl who’d spent most of the past day
unconscious.

“It was definitely him,” another voice called. Clarke
looked over and saw Octavia sitting up, a playful smile on
her face. “It’s not every day Wells Jaha comes and sits by
your bed.”

Clarke looked at her in disbelief. “How do you even
know Wells?”

“He visited the care center with his father a few years
ago. The girls were talking about it for weeks. He’s kind of a

supernova.”
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Clarke smiled at the Walden slang as Octavia contin-
ued. “T asked him if he remembered me. He said he did, but
he’s too much of a gentleman to say no.” Octavia gave an ex-
aggerated sigh and placed the back of her hand against her
forehead. “Alas. My one chance at love.”

“Hey, what about me?” A boy Clarke had thought was
asleep shot Octavia an injured look, and she blew him a kiss.

Clarke just shook her head and turned back to Thalia,
her eyes traveling from her friend’s face back to the infected
wound.

“That’s not a good sign, is it?” Thalia asked quietly, fa-
tigue beginning to tug at the ragged edges of her voice.

“It could be worse.”

“Your lying skills are slipping as well. What’s going
on?” She managed to raise an eyebrow. “Is love making you
soft?”

Clarke stiffened and snatched her hand back from
Thalia’s blanket. “Are your injuries making you delirious?”
She glanced over her shoulder and was relieved to see
Octavia absorbed in conversation with the Arcadian boy.
“You know what he did to me.” She paused as her stomach

churned with revulsion. “What he did to my parents.”



“Of course I know.” Thalia looked at Clarke with a mix-
ture of frustration and pity. “But I also know what he risked
to come here.” She smiled. “He loves you, Clarke. The kind
of love most people spend their whole lives looking for.”

Clarke sighed. “Well, I hope, for your sake, that you
never find it.”

?ublishe



?ublishe



?ublishe



CHAPTER 10

Bellamy

It was crazy how much their surroundings could change
throughout the day. In the mornings, everything felt crisp
and new. Even the air had a sharpness to it. Yet in the after-
noon, the light mellowed and the colors softened. That’s
what Bellamy liked best about Earth so far—the unexpec-
tedness. Like a girl who kept you guessing. He’d always
been drawn to the ones he couldn’t quite figure out.
Laughter rose up from the far side of the clearing. Bel-
lamy turned to see two girls perched on a low tree branch,
giggling as they swatted at the boy attempting to climb up

and join them. Nearby, a bunch of Walden boys were
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playing a game of keep-away with an Arcadian girl’s shoe,
the owner "27">< absorof which was laughing as she skid-
ded barefoot across the grass. For a moment, he felt a
twinge of regret that Octavia still wasn’t well enough to join
in—she’d had so little fun in her life. But then again, it was
probably best that she didn’t form any real attachments. As
soon as her ankle healed, she and Bellamy would be off for
good.

Bellamy tore open a crumpled nutrition pack, squeezed
half the contents into his mouth, then slipped the carefully
folded wrapper back into his pocket. After sorting through
the remainder of the wreckage, they’d discovered what
they’d all feared: The few weeks’ worth of nutrition packets
they’d found when they first landed was all they’d been sent
with. Either the Council had assumed the hundred would
figure out how to live off the land after a month... or they
didn’t plan on them surviving that long.

Graham had strong-armed most people into handing
over any packs they’d salvaged and had supposedly put an
Arcadian named Asher in charge of distributing them, but
there was already a fledgling black market; people were

trading nutrition packs for blankets and taking on extra
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water shifts in exchange for reserved spots inside the
crowded tents. Wells had spent the day trying to get every-
one to agree to a more formal system, and while some
people had seemed interested, it hadn’t taken Graham long
to shut him down.

Bellamy turned as the laughter at the short end of the
clearing gave way to shouts.

“Give that to me!” one of the Waldenites cried, trying
to wrench something away from another. As Bellamy hur-
ried over, he realized it was an ax. The first boy was holding
the handle with both hands and was trying to swing it out of
reach while the second boy attempted to grab on to the
blade.

Others began to descend on the boys, but instead of
pulling them apart, they darted between the trees, scooping
items into their arms. Tools were scattered on the
ground—more axes, knives, even spears. Bellamy smiled as
his eyes landed on a bow and arrow.

Just this morning, he’d found animal prints—goddamn
real tracks, leading into the trees. His discovery had caused
a huge commotion. At one point, there’d been at least three

dozen people gathered around, all making intelligent,
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helpful observations like It’s probably not a bird and It
looks like it has four legs. Finally, Bellamy had been the one
to point out that they were hooves, not paws, which meant
that it was probably an herbivore, and therefore something
they could conceivably catch and eat. He’d just been waiting
for something to hunt with, and now, in his first stroke of
good luck on Earth, he had it. Hopefully he and Octavia
would be long gone before the nutrition packets ran out, but
he wasn’t taking any chances.

“Hold it, everyone,” a voice rang out over the crowd.
Bellamy glanced up as Wells reached the tree line. “We can’t
just let random people carry weapons. We need to sort and
organize these, and then decide who should have them.”

A flurry of snorts and defiant glares rose up from the
crowd.

“That guy took the Chancellor hostage,” Wells went on,
pointing at Bellamy, who’d already swung the bow and ar-
rows over his shoulder. “Who knows what else he’s capable
of. You want someone like him walking around carrying a
deadly weapon?” Wells raised his chin. “We should at least

put it to a vote.”
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Bellamy couldn’t help but laugh. Who the hell did this
kid think he was, anyway? He reached down, picked a knife
up off the ground, and began walking toward Wells.

Wells stood his ground, and cs gd cs gd Bellamy
wondered if he was trying not to flinch, or if maybe Wells
was less of a pushover than Bellamy had thought. Just when
it seemed like he might stab Wells in the chest, Bellamy
flipped the weapon so that the handle faced Wells, and
pushed it into his hand.

“Breaking news, pretty boy.” Bellamy winked. “We're
all criminals here.”

But before he had time to respond, Graham sauntered
over. As he looked from Wells to Bellamy, a wry smile
flickered across his face.

“I agree with the right honorable mini-Chancellor,”
Graham said. “We should lock up the weapons.”

Bellamy took a step back. “What? And put you in
charge of those as well?” He ran his finger along the bow.
“No way. I'm ready to hunt.”

Graham snorted. “And what exactly did you hunt back
on Walden except for girls with low standards and even

lower self-esteem?”
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Bellamy stiffened but didn’t say anything. It was a
waste of time to rise to Graham’s bait, but he could feel his
fingers clenching.

“Or maybe you don’t even have to chase after them,”
Graham continued. “I suppose that’s the benefit to having a
sister.”

With a sickening crunch, Bellamy’s fist sank into Gra-
ham’s jaw. Graham staggered back a few steps, too stunned
to raise his arms before Bellamy landed another punch.
Then he righted himself and struck Bellamy with a
powerful, well-aimed shot to the chin. Bellamy lunged for-
ward with a growl, using his whole body weight to send Gra-
ham flying backward. He landed on the grass with a heavy
thud, but just when Bellamy was about to deliver a swift
kick, Graham rolled to the side and knocked Bellamy’s legs
out from under him.

Bellamy thrashed around, trying to sit up in time to
gain leverage over his opponent, but it was too late. Graham
had him pinned to the ground and was holding something
just above his face, something that glinted in the sun. A
knife.
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“That’s enough,” Wells shouted. He grabbed Graham
by the collar and flung him off Bellamy, who rolled over
onto his side, wheezing.

“What the hell?” Graham bellowed, scrambling to his
feet.

Bellamy winced as he rose onto his knees and then
slowly stood up and walked over to pick up the bow. He shot
a quick glance at Graham, who was too busy glaring at Wells
to notice.

“Just because the Chancellor used to tuck you into bed
doesn’t mean you're automatically in charge,” Graham spat.
“I don’t care what Daddy told you before we left.”

“I have no interest in being in charge. I just want to
make sure we don’t die.”

Graham exchanged a glance with Asher. “If that’s your
concern, then I suggest you mind your own business.” He
reached down and scooped up the knife. “We wouldn’t want
there to be any accidents.”

“That’s not how we’re going to do things here,” Wells
said, holding his ground.

“Yeah?” Graham raised his eyebrows. “And what

makes you think you have any say over that?”



“Because I'm not an idiot. But if you're anxious to be-
come the first thug to try to kill someone on Earth in centur-
ies, be my guest.”

Bellamy exhaled as he crossed the clearing toward the
area where he’d seen the animal tracks. He didn’t need to
get pulled into a pissing contest, not when there was food to
find. He c tord the aswung the bow over his shoulder and
stepped into the woods.

As he’d learned at a young age, if you wanted to get

something done, you had to do it yourself.

Bellamy had been eight years old during the first visit.

His mother hadn’t been home, but she’d told him ex-
actly what to do. The guards rarely inspected their unit.
Many of them had grown up nearby, and while the recruits
liked showing off their uniforms and hassling their former
rivals, investigating their neighbors’ flats felt like crossing
the line. But it was obvious the officer in charge of this re-
giment wasn’t a local. It wasn'’t just his snooty accent. It
was the way he’d looked around their tiny flat with a mix-
ture of surprise and disgust, like he couldn’t imagine hu-

man beings living there.



He’d come in without knocking while Bellamy had
been trying to clean the breakfast dishes. They only had
running water a few hours a day, generally while his
mother was working in the solar fields. Bellamy was so
startled, he dropped the cup he was cleaning and watched
in horror as it bounced on the floor and rolled toward the
closet.

The officer’s eyes darted back and forth as he read
something off his cornea slip. “Bellamy Blake?” he said in
his weird Phoenix accent that made it sound like his mouth
was full of nutrition paste. Bellamy nodded slowly. “Is
your mother home?”

“No,” he said, working hard to keep his voice steady,
Jjust like he’d practiced.

Another guard stepped through the door. After a nod
from the officer, he began asking questions in a dull, flat
tone that suggested he’'d given the same speech a dozen
times already that day.

“Do you have more than three meals’ worth of food in
your residence?” he droned. Bellamy shook his head. “Do

you have an energy source other than...”
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Bellamy’s heart was beating so loudly, it seemed to
drown out the guard’s voice. Although his mother had
drilled him countless times, practicing any number of scen-
arios, he never imagined the way the officer’s eyes would
move around their flat. When his eyes landed on the
dropped cup then moved to the closet, Bellamy thought his
chest was going to explode.

“Are you going to answer his question?”

Bellamy looked up and saw both men staring at him.
The officer was scowling impatiently, and the other guard
Jjust looked bored.

Bellamy started to apologize, but his “Sorry” came out
like a wheeze.

“Do you have any permanent residents other than the
two people registered for this unit?”

Bellamy took a deep breath. “No,” he said, forcing the
word out. He finally remembered to affect the annoyed ex-
pression his mother had him practice in the mirror.

The officer raised one eyebrow. “So sorry to have
wasted your time,” he said with mock cordiality. With a fi-
nal glance around the flat, he strode out, followed by the

guard, who sla cuarry to hmmed the door shut behind him.



Bellamy sank to his knees, too terrified to answer the
question rattling through his mind: What would have
happened if they'd looked in the closet?

?ublishe
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CHAPTER 11

Glass

As she trailed behind Cora and Huxley on their way to the
Exchange, Glass found herself wishing that her mother had
waited a few more days before spreading the news of her
pardon. At first, she’d been overjoyed to see her friends.
When they’d walked through her door that morning, all
three girls had burst into sobs. But now, watching Cora and
Huxley exchange knowing smiles as they passed a boy Glass
didn’t recognize, she felt more alone than she ever had in
her cell.

“I bet you have a ton of points saved up,” Huxley said
as she wrapped her arm around Glass. “I'm jealous.”
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“All T have is what my mother transferred to me this
morning.” Glass gave her a weak smile. “The rest were elim-
inated after my arrest.”

Huxley shuddered dramatically. “I still can’t believe it.”
She lowered her voice. “You never did tell us why you were
Confined.”

“She doesn’t want to talk about that,” Cora said as she
glanced nervously over her shoulder.

No, you don’t want to talk about that, Glass thought as
they turned onto the main B deck corridor, a long, wide pas-
sage bordered by panoramic windows on one side and
benches tucked between artificial plants on the other. It was
midday, and most of the benches were occupied by women
her mother’s age talking and sipping sunflower root tea.
Technically, you were supposed to use ration points at the
tea stand, but Glass couldn’t remember the last time she’d
been asked to scan her thumb. It was just one of the many
small luxuries of life on Phoenix that she’d never given a
second thought until she started spending time with Luke.

As the girls strode down the corridor, Glass could feel
nearly every pair of eyes turn to her. Her stomach twisted as

she wondered what had been more shocking—the fact that
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she’d been Confined or the fact that she’d been pardoned.
She held her head up high and tried to look confident as she
walked past. Glass was supposed to be an example of the
Colony’s sense of justice, and she would have to keep face as
though her life depended on it. Because this time, it did.

“Do you think there’s any chance Clarke will get
pardoned too?” Huxley asked as Cora shot her a warning
look. “Did you guys ever like, hang out, while you were in
Confinement?”

“Oh my god, Huxley, will you give it a rest?” Cora said,
touching Glass’s arm in a supportive gesture. “Sorry,” she
said. “It’s just that, when Clarke was sentenced just after
you, nobody could believe it: two Phoenix girls in a few
months? And then when you came back, there were all these
rumors....”

“It’s fine,” Glass said, forcing a smile to signal that she
was okay talking about it. “Clarke got put into solitary pretty
quickly, so I didn’t see her much. And I don’t know whether
she’ll be pardoned,” she lied, remembering her mom’s im-
perative that she not talk about the Earth mission. “I'm not
sure when she turns eighteen—my case was reevaluated
since it’s almost my birthday.”



“Oh, ri fyway?strodght, your birthday!” Huxley
squealed, clapping her hands. “I forgot it’s coming up. We'll
have to find you something at the Exchange.”

Cora nodded, seeming overjoyed to have found their
way back to such an acceptable topic, as the girls ap-
proached their destination.

The Phoenix Exchange was in a large hall at the end of
B deck. In addition to panoramic windows, it held an
enormous chandelier that had supposedly been evacuated
from the Paris Opera house hours before the first bomb fell
on Western Europe. Whenever Glass heard the tale, she felt
a twinge of sadness for the people who might’ve been saved
instead, but she couldn’t deny that the chandelier was
breathtaking. Dancing with reflected light from the ceiling
and the windows, it looked like a small cluster of stars, a
miniature galaxy spinning and shimmering overhead.

Huxley let go of Glass’s arm and dashed over to a dis-
play of ribbons, oblivious to the nearby group of girls who'd
fallen silent at Glass’s arrival. Glass blushed and hurried
after Cora, whose eyes were trained on a textile booth near
the back wall.
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She stood awkwardly next to Cora while her friend
rummaged through the fabric, quickly reducing the orderly
stack into a messy pile while the Walden woman behind the
table gave her a tight smile. “Look at all this crap,” Cora
muttered as she flung a piece of burlap and a few strips of
fleece to the side.

“What are you looking for?” Glass asked, running her
finger along a tiny scrap of pale-pink silk. It was beautiful,
even with the rust marks and water stains along the edges,
but it would be impossible to find enough matching pieces
for a small evening bag, let alone a dress.

“T’'ve spent a million years collecting scraps of blue sat-
in, and I finally have enough for the slip, but I need to layer
something over it so it doesn’t look too patchworky.” Cora
wrinkled her nose as she examined a large piece of clear
vinyl. “How much is this?”

“Six,” the Walden woman said.

“You’re not serious.” Cora rolled her eyes at Glass. “It’s
a shower curtain.”

“It’s Earthmade.”

Cora snickered. “Authenticated by who?”



“How about this?” Glass asked, holding up a piece of
blue netting. It looked like it had once been part of a storage
bag, but no one would be able to tell once it was applied to
the dress.

“Oooh,” Cora cooed, snatching it out of Glass’s hand. “I
like it.” She held it against her body to check the length,
then smiled up at Glass. “Good thing your time in Confine-
ment didn’t affect your fashion sense.” Glass stiffened but
said nothing. “So, what are you going to wear?”

“To what?”

“To the viewing party,” she said, enunciating her syl-
lables as one might do with a small child. “For the comet?”

“Sorry.” Glass shrugged. Apparently, spending six
months in Confinement was no excuse for failing to keep up
with the Phoenix social calendar.

“Your mother didn’t tell you about it when you got
back?” Cora continued, holding the netting around her waist
like a petticoat. “There’s a comet on track to pass right by
the ship—the closest any has come since the Colony was
founded.”

“And there’s a viewing party?”



Cora nodded. “On the observation deck. They’ve been
making all sorts of exceptions so there konsoman saidcan be
food, drinks, music, everything. I'm going with Vikram.”
She grinned, but then her face fell. “I'm sure he won’t mind
if you come along. He knows there are, well, extenuating
circumstances.” She gave Glass a sympathetic smile and
turned back to the Walden woman. “How much?”

“Nine.”

Suddenly, Glass’s head began to pound. She murmured
an excuse to Cora, who was still negotiating with the shop-
keeper, and wandered off to look at the display of jewelry on
a nearby table. She brushed her fingers absently along her
bare throat. She’d always worn a necklace chip, the device
some girls on Phoenix chose as an alternative to earbuds or
cornea slips. It was fashionable to have the chip embedded
in a piece of jewelry, if you were lucky enough to have a relic
in the family or managed to find something at the
Exchange.

Her eyes traveled over the glittering assemblage and a
glint of gold caught her eye—an oval locket on a delicate
chain. Glass inhaled sharply as a wave of pain crashed over

her, filling every inch of her body with a throbbing mix of
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grief and sorrow. She knew she should turn away and keep
walking, but she couldn’t help it.

Glass reached out a trembling arm and picked up the
necklace. The outline blurred as tears filled her eyes. She
ran her finger carefully over the carving in the back, know-

ing without having to look that it was an ornate cursive G.

“Are you sure you don’t mind spending your birthday on
Walden?” Luke asked, leaning his head back next to hers on
the couch. The look of concern on his face was so sincere, it
almost made her laugh. “How many times do I have to tell
you?” Glass swung her legs up so they were lying across
Luke’s. “There’s nowhere else I'd rather be.”

“But didn’t your mom want to throw you some fancy
party?” Glass rested her head on her shoulder. “Yes, but
what’s the point if you can’t be there?”

“I don’t want you giving up your whole life just be-
cause I can’t be a part of it.” Luke ran his fingers down
Glass’s arm, suddenly serious. “Do you ever wish we hadn’t
stopped you that night?”

As a member of the prestigious mechanical engineer-

ing unit, Luke wasn’t normally assigned to checkpoint
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duty, but he’d been called in one evening when Glass had
been hurrying back from studying with Wells.

“Are you kidding?” She raised her head to kiss his
cheek. The taste of his skin was enough to make her whole
body tingle, and she moved her lips down, tracing the line
of his jaw up to his ear. “Breaking curfew that night was
the best decision I've ever made,” she whispered, smiling as
he shuddered slightly.

The curfew wasn't strictly enforced on Phoenix, but
she’d been stopped by a pair of guards. One of them had
given Glass a hard time, forcing her to provide a thumb
scan and then asking hostile questions. Eventually, the oth-
er guard had stepped in and insisted on escorting Glass the
rest of the way.

“Walking you home was the best decision I ever
made,” he murmured. “Although it was torture trying to
keep myself from kissing you that night.”

“Well, then, we’'d better make up for lost time now,”
Glass teased, moving her lips back to his. Her kisses grew
mo kiss a part ofre urgent as he placed his hand on the
back of her head and wove his fingers through her hair.
Glass shifted until she was sitting mostly in Luke’s lap,
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feeling his other arm move down to her waist to keep her
from falling.

“T love you,” he whispered in her ear. No matter how
many times she heard the words, they never ceased to
make her shiver-.

She pulled away just long enough to breathe, “I love
you too,” then kissed him again, running her hand lightly
down his side and then resting her fingers on the sliver of
skin between his shirt and his belt.

“We should take a break,” Luke said, gently pushing
her hand to the side. Over the past few weeks, it'd become
increasingly difficult to keep things from progressing too
far.

“TI don’t want to.” Glass gave him a coy smile and re-
turned her lips to his ear. “And it’s my birthday.”

Luke laughed, then groaned as he rose to his feet with
Glass in his arms.

“Put me down!” Glass giggled, kicking her feet in the
air. “What are you doing?”

Luke took a few steps forward. “Taking you to the Ex-
change. I'm trading you in for a girl who won't try so hard
to get me in trouble.”
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“Hey.” She huffed with mock indignation, then started
pounding her fists into his chest. “Put me down!”

He turned away from the door. “Are you going to be-
have yourself?”

“What? It’s not my fault you're too hot to keep my
hands off of.”

“Glass,” he warned.

“Fine. Yes, I promise.” “Good.” He walked back to the
couch and laid her gently back down. “Because it'd be a
shame if I couldn’t give you your present.”

“What is it?” Glass asked, pushing herself up into a
seated position.

“A chastity belt,” Luke said gravely. “For me. I found
it at the Exchange. It cost a fortune, but it’s worth it to
protect—"

Glass smacked him in the chest. Luke laughed and
wrapped his arms around her. “Sorry,” he said with a grin.
He reached into his pocket then paused. “It’s not wrapped
or anything.”

“That’s okay.”

He pulled something out of his pocket and extended
his arm toward her. A gold locket glittered on his palm.
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“Luke, it’s beautiful,” Glass whispered, reaching out to
take the locket. Her eyes widened as her fingers ran along
its delicate edges. “This is Earthmade.” She looked up at
him in surprise.

He nodded. “Yes, at least, it’s supposed to be, accord-
ing to the records.” He picked it up out of her kp o">

Glass nodded, and Luke stepped behind her to fasten
the clasp. She shivered at the touch of his hand on her neck
as he brushed her hair to the side. She could only imagine
how much something like this cost—Luke must have used
his entire savings on it. Even as a guard, he didn’t have
many ration points to spare. “I love it,” Glass said, running
her finger along the chain as she turned to face him.

His smile lit up his whole face. “I'm so glad.” Luke ran
his hand down her neck and turned the locket over, reveal-
ing a G etched into the gold.

“Did you do that?” Glass asked.

Luke nodded. “Even in a thousand years, I want
people to know that it belonged to you.” He pressed his fin-
ger against the locket, pushing the metal against her skin.

“Now you just have to fill it with your own memories.”



Glass smiled. “TI know what memory I want to start
with.” She looked up, expecting to see Luke roll his eyes, but
his face was serious. Their eyes met, and for a long mo-
ment, the flat was silent except for the sound of their beat-
ing hearts.

“Are you sure?” Luke asked, his brow furrowing
slightly as he ran a finger along the inside of her arm.

“More sure than I've been of anything in my life.”

Luke took Glass’s hand, and a current of electricity
shot through her. He squeezed his fingers around hers and,

without a word, led her toward his bedroom.

Of course he'd traded it, Glass told herself. It'd be ridiculous
to keep such a valuable item, especially after she’d broken
his heart. Yet the thought of her discarded necklace lan-
guishing alone in the Exchange unleashed a pang of grief
that threatened to rip her heart in two. A prickle on the back
of her neck pulled Glass from her thoughts. She braced her-
self, expecting to see another vague acquaintance staring at
her with open suspicion. But when she turned around, her
eyes landed on someone else entirely.
Luke.
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He stared at her just long enough for Glass to blush,
then broke away as his eyes flitted toward the table. An odd
expression crossed his face as his gaze landed on the neck-
lace. “I'm surprised no one’s snatched it up yet,” he said
quietly. “It’s so beautiful.” His arm dropped back to his side,
and he turned around to give her a small, sad smile. “But
then again, the beautiful ones can hurt you the most.”

“Luke,” Glass began, “I—” But then she noticed a famil-
iar figure behind Luke. Camille stood behind the counter of
the paper texts stall, her eyes fixed on Glass.

Luke glanced over his shoulder and then turned back
to Glass. “Camille’s covering for her father. He’s been sick.”

“I'm sorry,” Glass said. But before she had time to say
anything else, she was distracted by the sound of raised
voices.

Glass turned and saw Cora shouting at the Walden wo-
man. “If you refuse to charge me a reasonable price, then I'll
have no choice but to report you for fraud.” The woman
paled and said something Glass couldn’t hear, but appar-
ently, it was to Cora’s liking, because she smiled a k shn two.
A nd held her thumb up to be scanned.



o7

Glass grimaced, embarrassed by her friend’s behavior.
“Sorry—I should go.”

“Don’t,” Luke pleaded, touching her arm. “I've been
worried about you.” He lowered his voice. “What are you
doing here? Is it safe?”

The concern in his voice filled some of the smaller
cracks in her battered heart, but not enough to make the
pain go away. “It’s safe. I was pardoned, actually,” Glass
said, trying hard to keep her voice steady.

“Pardoned?” His eyes widened. “Wow. I never
thought... That’s incredible.” He paused, as if unsure how to
go on. “You know, you never told me why you were Con-
fined in the first place.”

Glass cast her eyes toward the ground, fighting an
overwhelming urge to tell Luke the truth. He deserves to be
happy, she reminded herself firmly. Hes not yours
anymore.

“It doesn’t matter,” she said finally. “I just want to put
it all behind me.”

Luke stared at her, and for a moment Glass wondered
if he could see straight through her. “Well, take care of your-
self,” he said finally.



Glass nodded. “I will.” She knew she was doing the
right thing, for once. She just wished it didn’t hurt so much.
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CHAPTER 12

Clarke

Clarke sat in the dark infirmary tent, watching nervously as
Thalia tossed and turned in her sleep, restless from the fever
that set in as the infection grew worse.

“What do you think she’s dreaming about?”

Clarke turned and saw Octavia sitting up, staring at
Thalia wide-eyed.

“I'm not sure,” Clarke lied. From the expression on
Thalia’s face, Clarke could tell she was thinking about her
father again. She’d been Confined for trying to steal medi-
cine after the Council had weighed against treating him;

with limited medical supplies, they’d deemed his prospects
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too grim to be worth the resources. Thalia still didn’t know
what happened to him—whether he’d succumbed to his dis-
ease after her arrest, or whether he was still clinging to life,
praying that he’d get to see his daughter again someday.

Thalia moaned and curled into a ball, reminding
Clarke of Lilly on one of her bad nights, when Clarke would
sneak into the lab so her friend wouldn’t have to be alone.
Although no one was keeping Clarke from helping Thalia,
she felt just as frantic, just as helpless. Unless they found
the medicine that had been flung from the dropship, there
was nothing she could do to ease her suffering.

The flap flew open, flooding the tent with light and
cool, pungent air, and Bellamy tumbled in. He had a bow
slung over his shoulder, and his eyes were bright. “Good af-
ternoon, ladies,” he said with a grin as he strode over to
Octavia’s cot. He stooped down to ruffle her hair, which was
still secured with a neatly tied red ribbon. He was close
enough that Clarke couldn’t help but notice the faint smell
of sweat clinging to his skin, blending with another scent
she couldn’t identify but that made her think of trees.

“How’s the ankle?” he asked Octavia, making an exag-

gerated show of squinting and examining it from all angles.
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She flexed it gingerly. exed it?kMuch better.” She
turned to Clarke. “Am I ready to leave yet?”

Clarke hesitated. Octavia’s ankle was still fragile, and
there was no way of making an effective brace. If she put too
much pressure on it, she’d sprain it all over again, or worse.

Octavia sighed, then stuck her bottom lip out in a
pleading expression. “Please? I didn’t come all the way to
Earth to sit in a tent.”

“You didn’t have a choice,” Bellamy said. “But I cer-
tainly didn’t risk my ass coming here just to watch you get
gangrene.”

“How do you know about gangrene?” Clarke asked,
surprised. No one would ever have developed that kind of
infection back on the Colony, and she doubted many other
people read ancient medical texts for fun.

“You disappoint me, Doctor.” He raised an eyebrow. “I
didn’t take you for one of those.”

“One of those what?”

“One of those Phoenicians who assume all Waldenites
are illiterate.”

Octavia rolled her eyes as she turned to Bellamy. “Not

everything is an insult, you know.”
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Bellamy opened his mouth, but then thought better of
it and folded his lips into a smirk. “You better watch it, or
I'll leave without you.” He adjusted the bow on his shoulder.

“Don’t leave me,” she said, suddenly serious. “You
know how I feel about being trapped inside.”

A strange expression flashed across Bellamy’s face, and
Clarke wondered what he was thinking about. Finally, he
smiled. “Okay.

I'll take you outside, but just for a little bit. I want to
try hunting again before it gets dark.” He turned to Clarke.
“That is, if the doctor says it’s okay.” Clarke nodded. “Just
be careful.” She gave him a quizzical look. “Do you really
think you’ll be able to hunt?” No one had seen a mammal
yet, let alone tried to kill one.

“Someone has to. Our nutrition packs won’t last a week
at the rate they’re going.”

She gave him a small smile. “Well, best of luck.” Clarke
walked over to Octavia’s cot and helped Bellamy lift her to
her feet.

“I'm fine,” Octavia said, balancing on one foot as she
clutched Bellamy’s arm. She hopped forward, pulling him
toward the flap. “Let’s go!”
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Bellamy twisted to look back over his shoulder. “Oh, by
the way, Clarke, I found some debris from the crash when I
was out in the woods. Any interest in checking it out
tomorrow?”

Clarke inhaled as her heart sped up. “You think it could
be the missing supplies?” She took a step forward. “Let’s go
now.”

Bellamy shook his head. “It was too far away. We
wouldn’t make it back before dark. We’ll go tomorrow.”

She glanced at Thalia, whose face was still contorted in
pain. “Okay. First thing in the morning.”

“Let’s wait until the afternoon. I'll be hunting in the
morning. That’s when the animals are out looking for wa-
ter.” Clarke suppressed the urge to ask him where he’d
learned that, although she couldn’t quite mask the surprise
on her face. “Until tomorrow, then?” Bellamy asked, and
Clarke nodded. “Great.” He grinned. “It’s a date.”

She watched them lumber out of the tent, then went
back over to Thalia. Her friend’s e s fr/p>yes fluttered open.
“Hi,” she said weakly.

“How are you feeling?” Clarke asked, moving to check

Thalia’s vital signs.
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“Great,” she croaked. “Just about ready to join Bellamy
on his next hunting expedition.”

Clarke smiled. “I thought you were sleeping.”

“I'was. Off and on.”

“I'm just going to take a quick look, okay?” Clarke
asked, and Thalia nodded. Clarke pushed the blanket aside
and lifted Thalia’s shirt. Streaks of red radiated out from the
oozing wound, suggesting that the infection was making its
way into her bloodstream.

“Does it hurt?”

“No,” Thalia said hollowly. They both knew she wasn’t
getting any better.

“Can you believe they’re really siblings?” Clarke asked,
purposefully changing the subject as she replaced Thalia’s
blanket.

“Yeah, it’s crazy to think about.” Thalia’s voice grew
slightly stronger.

“What’s crazy is pulling a stunt like that on the launch
deck,” Clarke said. “But it was really brave. They would’ve
killed him if they’d caught him.” She paused. “They’ll kill

him when they come down.”



o7

“He’s done a lot to keep her safe,” Thalia agreed, turn-
ing her face away from Clarke in an attempt to hide a grim-
ace as a new wave of pain washed over her. “He really loves
you, you know.”

“Who? Bellamy?” Clarke asked, startled.

“No. Wells. He came to Earth for you, Clarke.”

She pressed her lips together. “I didn’t ask him to.”

“We’ve all done things we’re not proud of,” Thalia said,
her voice quiet.

Clarke shuddered and closed her eyes. “I'm not asking
anyone for forgiveness.”

“That’s not what I mean, and you know it.” Thalia
paused to catch her breath. The effort it took to speak was
wearing her out.

“You need to rest,” Clarke said, reaching over to pull
the blanket up over her friend’s shoulders. “We can talk
about this tomorrow.”

“No!” Thalia exclaimed. “Clarke, what happened wasn’t
your fault.”

“Of course it was my fault.” Clarke refused to meet her
friend’s gaze. Thalia was the only one who knew what Clarke
had really done, and Clarke couldn’t bear to face that right



now, to see the memory reflected in her friend’s dark, ex-
pressive eyes. “And what does it have to do with Wells
anyway?”

Thalia closed her eyes and sighed, ignoring the ques-
tion. “You need to let yourself be happy. Or else, what’s the
point of anything?”

Clarke opened her mouth to launch a retort, but the
words disappeared as she watched Thalia lean over, sud-
denly coughing. “It'll be okay,” Clarke whispered, running
her hand through her friend’s sweat-dampened hair. “You’ll
be okay.”

This time, the words weren’t a prayer but a declara-
tion. Clarke refused to let Thalia die, and nothing was going
to stop her. She wouldn’t let her best friend join the chorus

of ghosts in her head.
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CHAPTER 13

< vit1" fafont
size="+0">Wells

Wells looked up at the star-filled sky. He never imagined
how homesick it would make him to stare at the familiar
scene from hundreds of kilometers away. It was unsettling
to see the moon so tiny and featureless, like waking up to
find that your family’s faces had been erased.

Sitting at the campfire around him, the others were
grumbling. They’d been on Earth less than a week, and
already their rations were dwindling. The fact that they had

no medicine was troubling, but right now the bigger concern
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was the food supply. Either the Colony miscalculated their
provisions, or Graham and his friends had been hoarding
more than he’d realized. Either way, the effects were already
beginning to show. It wasn’t just the hollows forming under
their cheekbones—there was a hunger in their eyes that ter-
rified Wells. He could never let himself forget that they’d all
been Confined for a reason, that everyone surrounding him
had done something to endanger the Colony.

Wells most of all.

Just then, Clarke emerged from the infirmary tent and
walked toward the campfire, her eyes skimming the circle as
she searched for a spot. There was an empty space next to
Wells, but her gaze skipped right over him. She sat beside
Octavia, who was perched on a log, her injured leg stretched
out in front of her.

Wells sighed as he turned to look around the clearing,
the flames flickering on the dark forms of the three tents
they’d finally built—the infirmary, a structure to hold sup-
plies, and Wells’s personal favorite, a ditch for collecting
water, in case it ever rained. At least their camp wasn’t turn-
ing out to be a complete failure. His father would be im-

pressed when he joined them on Earth.
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If he joined them. It was becoming harder and harder
to convince himself that his father was fine, that the bullet
wound was only superficial. His chest tightened painfully as
he thought of his father clinging to life in a hospital bed, or
worse, his body floating somewhere through space. His
father’s words still rang in his ears: If anyone can make this
mission a success, it’s you. After a lifetime of urging Wells
to work harder and do better, he wondered if the Chancellor
might have given his last order to his son.

A strange noise came from the trees. Wells sat up
straighter, all his senses on the alert. There was a cracking
sound, followed by a rustling. The murmurs by the fire
turned to gasps as a strange shape materialized out of the
shadows, part human, part animal, like something from the
ancient myths.

Wells leapt to his feet. But then the creature moved
past the tree line and into the light.

Bellamy stood with an animal carcass draped over his
shoulders, a trail of blood in his wake.

A deer. Wells’s eyes traveled over the lifeless animal,
taking in its soft brown fur, spindly legs, delicately tapered

ears. As Bellamy moved toward them, the deer’s head



~F

swayed back and forth from its limp neck—but it never
made a full arc, because each time it swung back, it knocked
against something else.

It was another head, swinging from another slender
neck. The deer had two heads.

Wells froze as everyone around the fire scrambled to
their feet, some of them inching forward for a better look,
others backing up in terror. “Is it safe?” one girl asked.

“It’s safe.” Clarke’s voice came from the shadows, and
then she stepped into the light. “The radiation might have
mutated the { mu ranggenetic material hundreds of years
ago, but there wouldn’t be any trace of it now.”

Everyone fell silent as Clarke stretched out her hand to
stroke the creature’s fur. Standing in a pool of moonlight,
she never looked so beautiful.

Clarke turned to Bellamy with a smile that made
Wells’s stomach twist. “We’re not going to starve.” Then she
said something Wells couldn’t hear, and Bellamy nodded.

Wells exhaled, willing his resentment to drain away.
He took another deep breath before walking toward Bellamy
and Clarke. She stiffened as he approached, but Wells
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forced himself to keep his eyes on Bellamy. “Thank you,”
Wells said. “This will feed a lot of people.”

Bellamy stared at him questioningly as he shifted his
weight from one foot to the other.

“I mean it,” Wells said. “Thanks.”

Finally, Bellamy nodded. Wells went back to his place
by the fire, leaving Bellamy and Clarke to talk quietly, their
heads bowed together.

The observation deck was completely empty. Staring out
into the immeasurably vast sea of stars, Wells could easily
imagine that they were the only two living things in the en-
tire universe. He tightened his arm around Clarke. She
pressed her head against his chest and exhaled, sinking
closer to him as the air left her body. As if she was happy to
let him breathe for them both.

“How’d it go today?” she murmured.

“Fine,” Wells said, not sure why he was bothering to
lie when Clarke was pressed against his chest. She could
read his heartbeat like it was Morse code.

“What happened?” she asked, concern flickering in her

large green eyes.
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His officer training entailed periodic trips to Walden
and Arcadia to monitor the guards. Today, he’d observed
them seize a woman who’d gotten pregnant with an unre-
gistered child. There'd be no chance at lenience. She would
be Confined until she gave birth, the child would be placed
in the Council’s care, and the mother would be executed.
The law was harsh but necessary. The ship could only sup-
port a certain number of lives, and allowing anyone to dis-
rupt the delicate balance would jeopardize the entire race.
But the look of panic in the woman’s eyes as the guards
had dragged her away was burned into Wells’s brain.

Surprisingly, it'd been his father who helped Wells
make sense of what he'd seen. That night at dinner, he’'d
sensed something was wrong, and Wells had told him
about the incident, trying to sound soldierly and detached.
But his father had seen through the act and, in a rare ges-
ture, put his hand over Wells’s across the table. “What we
do isn’t easy,” he’d told his son, “but it’s crucial. We can’t
afford to let our feelings keep us from doing our
duty—keeping the human race alive.”
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“Let me guess,” Clarke said, interrupting his thoughts.
“You arrested some criminal mastermind for stealing
books from the library.”

“Nope.” He swept a piece of hair behind her ear. “She’s
still at large. They're forming a special task force as we
speak.”

She smiled, and the flecks of gold in her eyes {d igot-
ten pre seemed to sparkle. He couldn’t imagine a prettier
color-.

Wells turned his attention back to the enormous win-
dow. Tonight, the clouds covering Earth didn’t remind him
of a shroud—they were merely a blanket. The planet hadn’t
died, it’d only slipped into an enchanted sleep until the time
came for it to welcome humanity home.

“What are you thinking about?” Clarke asked. “Is it
your mom?”

“No,” he said slowly. “Not really.” Wells reached out
and absentmindedly wrapped a lock of Clarke’s hair
around his finger, then let it fall back to her shoulder.
“Though I guess, in a way, I'm always thinking about her.”
It was hard to believe that she was really gone.



“I just want to make sure she’s proud of me, wherever
she is,” Wells continued, a chill passing over him as he
glanced toward the stars.

Clarke squeezed his hand, transferring her warmth to
him. “Of course she’s proud of you. Any mother would be
proud of a son like you.”

Wells turned back to Clarke with a grin. “Just
mothers?”

“I imagine you're a hit with grandparents, too.” She
nodded gravely, but then giggled when Wells playfully
smacked her shoulder-.

“There’s someone else I want to make proud.”

Clarke raised an eyebrow. “She’d better watch her
back,” she said, reaching out to wrap her hands behind
Wells’s head. “Because I'm not very good at sharing.”

Wells grinned as he leaned forward and closed his
eyes, brushing his lips against hers for a teasing kiss before
moving down to her neck. “Neither am I,” he whispered in-
to her ear, feeling her shiver as his breath tickled her skin.
She pulled him closer, her touch melting away the tension
until he forgot about his day, forgot that he’d have to
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repeat it all tomorrow and the day after that. All that

mattered was the girl in his arms.

The smell of the roasting deer was foreign and intoxicating.
There was no meat on the Colony, not even on Phoenix. All
the livestock had been eliminated in the middle of the first
century.

“How do we know when it’s done?” an Arcadian girl
named Darcy asked Wells.

“When the outside starts to crisp and the inside turns
pink,” Bellamy called without turning his head.

Graham snorted, but Wells nodded. “I think you’re
right.” After the meat cooled, they chopped it into smaller
pieces and began passing it around the fire. Wells carried
some to the other side of the circle, distributing it to the
crowd.

He handed a piece to Octavia, who held it in front of
her as she looked up at Wells. “Have you tried it yet?” Wells
shook his head. “Not yet.”

“Well, that’s not fair.” She raised her eyebrows. “What

if it turns out to be disgusting?”
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He glanced around the circle. “Everyone else seems to
be okay with it.”

Octavia pursed her lips together. “I'm not like everyone
else.” She looked a { Sh/fontt him for a moment, as if wait-
ing for him to speak, then smiled and pushed her piece to-
ward him. “Here, you take the first bite and tell me what you
think.”

“I'm okay, thanks,” Wells said. “I want to make sure
everyone else—"

“Come on.” She giggled as she tried to slip it into his
mouth. “Take a bite.”

Wells snuck a quick glance around the circle to make
sure Clarke hadn’t been watching. She wasn’t—she was
caught up in conversation with Bellamy.

Wells turned back to Octavia. “Okay,” he said, taking
the piece of meat from her hands. She looked disappointed
not to feed it to him, but Wells didn’t care. He took a bite.
The outside was tough, but as his teeth sank in, the meat re-
leased a flood of flavor unlike anything Wells had tasted be-
fore, simultaneously salty and smoky and faintly sweet. He

chewed some more and then swallowed, bracing for his
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stomach to reject the alien substance. But all he felt was
warmth.

The kids who’d eaten first had risen from the fire and
begun milling around the clearing, and for a few minutes,
the soft hum of their conversation merged with the crack-
ling of the flames. But then the sound of confused murmurs
began to rise to the surface, making the skin on the back of
Wells’s neck prickle. He rose to his feet and walked over to
where a group was standing near the tree line.

“What’s going on?” he asked.

“Look.” One of the girls pointed to something in the
trees.

“What?” Wells squinted into the darkness.

“There,” another girl said. “Did you see it?”

For a moment, Wells thought they were playing a trick
on him, but then something caught his eye. A flash of light,
so brief that he might have imagined it. There was another
flash a few feet away, then another, this one a little higher
up. He took a step toward the edge of the clearing, which
was now ablaze with glowing lights, as if invisible hands had

decorated it for a party. His eyes landed on the closest orb, a
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ball of light hanging from the lowest branch of a nearby
tree.

There was something moving inside. A creature. It was
some sort of insect, with a tiny body and disproportionately
large, delicate wings. The word fluttered to Wells’s lips.
Butterfly.

Some of the others had followed him into the forest
and were now staring in wonder alongside him. “Clarke,” he
whispered into the darkness. She needed to see this. He tore
his eyes away and spun around, ready to go run and find
her. But she was already there.

Clarke stood a few feet away, utterly transfixed. A soft
glow lit up her face, and the tense, worried expression that
had clung to her features since the crash had fallen away.

“Hey,” Wells said softly, not wanting to disrupt the
stillness. He expected Clarke to scowl at him, or silence him,
or walk away. But she didn’t move. She stood right where
she was, staring up at the luminous butterflies.

Wells didn’t dare move or say another word. The girl
he thought he’d lost was still in there, somewhere, and in

that instant, he knew: He could make her love him again.
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CHAPTER 14

Bellamy

Bellamy didn’t know why the ~"27"> wasancient humans
even bothered doing drugs. What was the point of shooting
junk into your veins when walking through the forest had
the same effect? Something happened each time he crossed
the tree line. As he moved away from the camp in the early
morning sunlight, setting out on another hunting expedi-
tion, he began taking deeper breaths. His heart pounded
with strong, slow, steady beats, his organs marching in time
to a pulse in the ground. It was like someone had hacked in-
to his brain and cranked up his senses to a setting Bellamy

hadn’t known existed.
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But the best part was the quiet. The ship had never
been completely silent. There was always a low hum of
background noise: the drone of the generators, the buzz of
the lights, the echo of footsteps in the hallway. It had
freaked him out the first time he entered the forest, not hav-
ing anything to drown out his thoughts. But the more time
he spent here, the quieter his mind became.

Bellamy scanned the ground, his eyes skipping over
the rocks and damp patches as they searched for clues.
There were no tracks to follow as there’d been yesterday,
but something told Bellamy to turn right, and go deeper into
the forest where the trees grew thicker, covering the ground
with strange shadows. That’s where he would go if he were
an animal.

He reached behind his shoulder to grab one of the ar-
rows from the sling he’d constructed. Although it was ter-
rible to watch them die, his aim had vastly improved over
the past few days, so he knew the animals didn’t suffer
much. He’d never forget the pain and fear in the first deer’s
eyes as it staggered across the ground. Yet shooting an an-
imal was less of a crime than a lot of the crap the other kids
had done to end up here. While he might be cutting the



creature’s life short, Bellamy knew that it had lived every
moment of that life completely free.

The hundred prisoners might have been promised
their freedom, but Bellamy knew he wouldn’t be afforded
the same privilege, not after what he’d done to the Chancel-
lor. If he was still around when the next ship landed, the
first person off it would probably shoot him on the spot.

Bellamy was done with all of it—the punishments, the
stations, the system. He was through following other
people’s rules. He was sick of having to fight to survive. Liv-
ing in the forest wouldn’t be easy, but at least he and
Octavia would be free.

Holding his arms out for balance, he half shuffled, half
skidded down the slope, trying his best to not make any
noise that could scare an animal away. He landed at the bot-
tom with a thud, mud squelching under his tattered boots.
Bellamy winced as water sloshed through the gap above the
soles. It would be uncomfortable walking back to camp with
wet socks, something he’d learned the hard way. He wasn’t
sure why that wasn’t mentioned in any of the books he read.

What was the point of knowing how to build a snare out of
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vines, or which plants to use to treat burns, if you couldn’t
walk?

Bellamy laid his socks over a branch to dry, then
dipped his feet into the stream. It was already hotter out
than it had been when he left camp, and the cold water felt
incredible on his skin. He rolled his pants up to his knees
and waded in farther, grinning like a complete doofus as the
water swirled around his calves. It was one of his favorite
things about Earth, how mundane stuff like washing your
feet suddenly felt like a huge deal.

The trees weren’t as dense by the stream, and the sun
shone brighter. Bellamy’s face and arms suddenly felt un-
bearably hot. He pulled off his T-shirt, crumpled it into a
ball, and tossed it onto the grass before reaching down to
scoop water into his hands and splash it over his face. He
shiser miled, still blown away by the revelation that water
could have a taste. They’d always made crude jokes about
the ship’s recycled water supply, how you were basically
drinking your great-grandfather’s piss. Yet now he realized
that the centuries of filtration and purification had stripped
the liquid until it was no more than a collection of hydrogen

and oxygen molecules. He reached down and cupped
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another handful. If he’d had to describe it, he would say it
tasted like a combination of Earth and sky—and then he’d
punch whoever laughed at him for it.

A crack sounded from inside the woods. Bellamy spun
around so quickly, he lost his balance and fell backward
with a splash. He quickly scrambled to his feet, rocks and
mud shifting beneath his bare toes as he turned to look for
the source of the sound.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you.”

Bellamy pushed his hair back and saw Clarke standing
on the grass. It was startling to see someone else in the
woods, which he’d come to think of as belonging exclusively
to him. But the flash of irritation he was expecting never
came. “You couldn’t wait till afternoon?” he asked, making
his way back to the bank.

Clarke blushed. “We need that medicine,” she said as
she looked away from his bare chest. She was so tough most
of the time, it was easy to forget that she grew up in a world
of fancy concerts and lecture parties. Bellamy grinned as he

shook his head, sending droplets of water flying.
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“Hey,” she shouted, jumping backward as she tried to
flick the water off. “We haven’t tested this stream yet. That
could be toxic.”

“Since when did our badass surgeon become such a
priss?” He sat down in a sunny patch of grass and patted the
spot next to him in invitation.

“A priss?” Clarke lowered herself to the ground with a
huff. “You could barely hold the knife last night, your hand
was shaking so badly.”

“Hey, I killed the deer. I think I did more than my fair
share. Besides”—he paused as he lay back on the
grass—“you’re the one who'’s trained to cut things open.”

“I'm not, really.”

Bellamy brought his hands behind his head and tilted
his face toward the sun, exhaling as the warmth seeped into
his skin. It was almost as nice as being in bed with a girl.
Maybe even better, because the sun would never ask him
what he was thinking. “Sorry to insult you,” he said, stretch-
ing out the words as a relaxed heaviness settled in his limbs.
“I know you’re a doctor, not a butcher.”

“No, I mean I was Confined before I finished my

apprenticeship.”
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The note of sorrow in her voice reverberated strangely
in Bellamy’s gut. He gave her a weak smile. “Well, you’re do-
ing a great job for a quack.”

She stared at him, and for a second, he worried he’d of-
fended her. But then she nodded and stood up. “You're
right,” she said. “Which is why we need to find that medi-
cine. Come on.”

Bellamy rose to his feet with a groan, slipped into his
shoes and socks, then slung his shirt over his shoulder.

“I'd recommend putting your shirt back on.”

“Why? Are you worried you won’t be able to control
yourself? Because if youre concerned about my virtue, I
have to tell you, I'm not—"

“I meant”—she cut him off with a small smile—“there
are some poisonous plants out here that ouback o could
make that pretty back of yours erupt with pus-filled boils.”

He shrugged. “For all I know, that might be your thing,
doctor girl. I'll take my chances.”

She laughed for what Bellamy was pretty sure was her
first time on Earth. He felt a surprising flicker of pride that

he’d been the one to make it happen.
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“Okay,” he said lightly, pulling his shirt over his head
and smiling to himself when he caught Clarke’s eyes on his
stomach. “The wreckage was farther west. Let’s go.” He star-
ted walking up the slope, then turned to look at Clarke. “The
direction the sun sets in.”

She ran a few steps to catch up to him. “You taught
yourself all of this?”

“I guess. There aren’t a lot of lectures on Earth’s geo-
graphy on Walden.” The statement didn’t carry the bitter-
ness it might have, had it been directed at Wells or Graham.
“I'd always been interested in that stuff, and then when I
found out they were planning on sending Octavia to
Earth...” He paused, not sure how much it was safe to share.
But Clarke was looking at him expectantly, her green eyes
full of curiosity and something else he couldn’t quite identi-
fy. “I figured, the more I knew, the better equipped I'd be to
keep her safe.”

They reached the top of the slope, but instead of head-
ing back toward camp, Bellamy led them deeper into the
woods. The trees grew so close together that their leaves
blocked most of the sun. What little light made it through
dappled the ground in golden pools. Bellamy smiled as he
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saw Clarke taking care to step around them, like a little kid
trying to avoid the lines crossing the skybridge.

“This is how I imagined Sherwood Forest,” she said,
her voice full of reverence. “I almost expect to see Robin
Hood pop out from behind a tree.”

“Robin Hood?”

“You know.” She stopped to look at him. “The exiled
prince who stole medicine to give to the orphans?” Bellamy
stared at her blankly. “With the enchanted bow and arrows?
You kind of remind me of him, now that I think about it,”
she added, smiling.

Bellamy ran his hand along a vine-covered branch that
shimmered slightly in the dim light. “We don’t get a lot of
story time on Walden,” he said stiffly. But then his voice
softened. “There aren’t many books, so I used to make up
fairy tales for Octavia when she was little. Her favorite was
about an enchanted trash can.” He snorted. “It was the best
I could do.”

Clarke smiled. “It was brave, what you did for her,” she
said.

“Yeah, well, I'd say the same thing about you, but I

have a feeling you're not exactly here by choice.”
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She held up her wrist, which, like all the others’, was
still encased in the monitor bracelet. “What gave it away?”

“I'm sure he deserved it,” Bellamy said with a grin. But
instead of laughing, Clarke turned away. He’d meant it as a
joke, but he should have known that he couldn’t be so glib
with her—with anyone who was here, really. They were all
hiding something. Bellamy most of all.

“Hey, I'm sorry,” he said. He apologized so rarely, the
word felt strange in his mouth. “We’ll find the medicine
chest. What’s in it, anyway?”

“Everything. Sterile bandages, painkillers, antibiotics...
things that could make all the difference to...” She paused
for a moment. “To the injured people.”

Bellamy kne1">nd of w she was thinking about the one
girl she was always watching over, her friend.

“You really care about her, don’t you?” He held out his
hand to help her over a moss-covered log blocking their
path.

“She’s my best friend,” Clarke said, taking his hand.
“The only person on Earth who knows the real me.”

She shot an embarrassed smile at Bellamy, but he nod-

ded. “T know what you mean.” Octavia was the only person
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in the world who truly knew him. There was no one else he
really cared about ever seeing again.

But then he glanced over at Clarke, who was leaning
over to breathe in the scent of a bright-pink flower, the sun

catching the gold strands in her hair, and suddenly he
wasn’t so sure.
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CHAPTER 15

Clarke

Bellamy led Clarke down a steep hill bordered by slender
trees whose branches wove together to form a sort of arch-
way. The silence felt ancient, as if even the wind hadn’t
dared to disturb the solitude of the trees for centuries.

“I'm not sure I ever thanked you for what you did for
Octavia,” Bellamy said, breaking the spell.

“Does this count as a thank-you?” Clarke teased.

“I think it’s the closest you're going to get.” He shot her
a sidelong look. “I'm not the best at stuff like that.”

Clarke opened her mouth, but before she could launch

a retort, she stumbled over a rock. “Whoa there,” Bellamy
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said with a laugh, grabbing Clarke’s hand to steady her.
“And apparently, you're not the best at stuff like walking.”

“This isn’t walking. This is hiking—something no hu-
man has done for hundreds of years, so give me a break.”

“It’s okay. It’s all about division of labor. You keep us
alive, and I'll keep you on two feet.” He gave her a playful
squeeze, and Clarke felt her face flush. She hadn’t realized
she was still clutching his hand.

“Thanks,” she said, letting her arm fall to her side.

Bellamy paused as they reached the point where the
ground flattened out again. “This way,” he said, gesturing to
the left. “So, how did you end up becoming a doctor?”

Clarke’s eyebrows knit in confusion. “I wanted to.
Didn’t you choose to...” She trailed off, realizing, to her em-
barrassment, that she had no idea what Bellamy had done
back on the ship. Clearly he hadn’t been a guard.

He stared at her, as if trying to determine whether or
not she was joking. “It doesn’t work that way on Walden,”
he said slowly, stepping deeper into the green-tinged shade.
“If you've got a great record and you get lucky, you can be-
come a guard. Otherwise you just do whatever job your par-
ents had.”
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Clarke tried to keep the surprise from registering on
her face. Of course she knew only certain jobs were available
to Waldenites, but she hadn’t realized they had no choice at
all. “So what were you?”

“TI was...” He pressed his lips together. “You know
what? It doesn’t matter what I did back there.”

“I'm sorry,” Clarke said quickly. “I didn’t mean that—"

">

“Hold on,” Bellamy whispered, reaching out a hand to
block her path. In one fluid motion, he pulled out one of the
arrows tucked into his sling and raised his bow. His eyes
fixed on a spot where the trees were so dense, it was almost
impossible to distinguish the shrubs from the shadows.
Then she saw it—a flash of motion, a glint of light reflected
in an eye. Clarke held her breath as an animal emerged,
small and brown with long, tapered ears that flicked back
and forth. A rabbit.

She watched the creature spring forward, its tail al-
most twice as long as its body, twitching curiously. Arent
rabbits supposed to have little, fluffy tails? she wondered.

But before she could remember her old notes from Biology



~F

of Earth class, Clarke saw Bellamy’s elbow draw back, chas-
ing every thought out of her head.

Her gasp caught in her throat as Bellamy’s arrow shot
forward, landing with a terrible thwack right in the
creature’s chest. For a second, Clarke wondered if she could
save it—run over, remove the arrow, and stitch it back up.

Bellamy grabbed her arm, squeezing it just hard
enough to convey both assurance and warning. That rabbit
was going to help keep them alive, Clarke knew. It would
give Thalia a little strength. She tried to close her eyes, but
they remained locked on the animal.

“It’s okay,” Bellamy said quietly. “I got it through the
heart. He won’t suffer for long.” He was right. The rabbit
stopped twitching and slowly fell to the forest floor, then
went still. Bellamy turned to her. “Sorry. I know it’s not easy
to watch someone suffer.”

A chill passed over her that had nothing to do with the
dead rabbit. “Someone?”

“Something.” He corrected himself with a shrug.
“Anything.”
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Clarke watched Bellamy jog over to the rabbit, extract
the arrow, and swing the creature over his shoulder. “Let’s
go this way,” he said, inclining his head.

The tension seemed to have drained away, Bellamy’s
mood visibly bolstered by his successful kill. “So, what’s the
story with you and Wells?” he asked, shifting the rabbit over
to his other shoulder.

Clarke braced for a rush of indignation at his nosiness,
but it never came. “We dated for a little bit, a while ago, but
it didn’t work out.”

Bellamy snickered. “Yeah, well, that part was obvious.”
He paused, waiting for Clarke to continue. “So,” he prodded,
“what happened?”

“He did something unforgivable.”

Instead of making a joke or using the opportunity to
make a jab at Wells, Bellamy grew serious. “I don’t think
anything’s unforgivable,” he said quietly. “Not if it’s done for
the right reasons.”

Clarke didn’t say anything, but couldn’t help wonder-
ing whether he was talking about what Octavia had done to

be Confined, or something else.
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Bellamy glanced up, as if the treetops had caught his
attention, then looked back at Clarke. “I'm not saying he
didn’t do something terrible, whatever it was. All I mean is
that T sort of understand where he’s coming from.” He
reached out to run his finger along the bright-yellow moss
spiraling up the trunk of a tree. “Wells and I are the only
two people who chose to be here, who came for a reason.”

Clarke started to reply, but realized tha t rg his t she
wasn’t sure what to say. They were so different on the sur-
face—Wells, whose belief in structure and authority had res-
ulted in her parents’ execution, and Bellamy, the hotheaded
Waldenite who’d held the Chancellor at gunpoint. But they
were both willing to do anything to get what they wanted.
To protect the people they cared about.

“Maybe you’re right,” she said quietly, surprised by his
insight.

Bellamy paused, then increased his stride, suddenly
excited by whatever he saw. “It was up here,” he said,
pulling her up another shallow slope into a clearing. The
grass was dotted with white flowers, except for a spot about
halfway down that was burned black. Pieces of the dropship

lay scattered about like bones. Clarke broke into a run.
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She heard Bellamy call her name but didn’t bother to
look back. She stumbled forward, hope blooming in her
chest. “Come on, come on, come on,” she muttered to her-
self as she began rummaging through the wreckage with a
manic frenzy.

Then she saw them. The metal boxes that had once
been white but were now discolored by the dirt and flames.
She grabbed the closest one and held it up, her heart pound-
ing so fast it became difficult to breathe. Clarke fumbled
with the misshapen clasp. It wouldn’t open. The heat had
welded the hinges shut. Frantically, she shook the box,
praying that the medicine had survived.

The sound of pill bottles rattling around inside was the
sweetest thing she had ever heard.

“Is that it?” Bellamy asked, skidding to a breathless
stop next to her.

“Can you open this?” Clarke shoved the box at his
chest. He held it up, squinting at the clasp. “Let me see.” He
removed a knife from his pocket, and with a few quick
movements, pried the chest open.

Exhilaration fizzed through Clarke’s body. Before she

realized what she was doing, she had thrown her arms



around Bellamy. He joined in her laughter as he staggered
backward, and wrapped his arms around her waist, lifting
her up and spinning her through the air. The colors of the
clearing swirled, green and gold and blue all blurring until
there was nothing in the world but Bellamy’s smile, lighting
up his eyes.

Finally, he set her down gently on the ground. But he
didn’t loosen his hold. Instead, he pulled her even closer,
and before Clarke had time to catch her breath, his lips were
on hers.

A voice in the back of her brain told her to stop, but it
was overpowered by the smell of his skin and the pressure
of his touch.

Clarke felt like she was melting into his arms, losing
herself in the kiss.

He tasted like joy, and joy tasted better on Earth.
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CHAPTER 16

Glass

“I don’t know,” Sonja said slowly, squinting at her daughter
in the dim light of the bedroom. “What if we take the skirt
off that one and combine it with the green bodice?”

Glass forced herself to take a deep, calming breath.
She’d been trying on gowns for two hours, and they were no
closer to picking one for the comet viewing party than when
they’d started. “Whatever you think, Mom,” she said, hoping
her smile didn’t look as strained as it felt.

“I'm not sure.” Glass’s mother sighed. “It'lle thaors of
the be hard to have it ready in time, but we’ll just have to do
our best.”
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Glass reminded herself that her mother was only trying
to help. She saw the comet viewing party as the perfect mo-
ment for Glass to reenter Phoenix society, armed with the
official pardon and dressed to perfection. Glass knew the
Vice Chancellor would be there, and that it was essential to
play her part; she’d gotten back her life in exchange for giv-
ing him a better image, which was a more than fair trade-
off. Still, Glass felt anxious about making herself the center
of attention.

“Or maybe we should go back to the tulle?” Her mother
gestured to the pile of discarded gowns. “Just put it back on
and we can—" She was cut off by the beep of a message alert
from the kitchen.

“T’ll get it,” Glass said quickly, hurrying from the room
before her mother had time to protest. It wouldn’t be for
her, of course. Her friends only contacted each other via
chips; message screens were generally reserved for pointless
updates from sanitation, or slightly more ominous alerts
from the Council. But it would at least provide a brief res-
pite from dress talk. Glass projected the message queue in
the air in front of her. Her breath caught in her chest as she

saw the blinking name at the top. It was from Luke.



Dear Miss Sorenson,

Security recovered a missing item of yours near
the solar fields. It will be held at the checkpoint until
1600 today.

She had to read it several times before the mes-
sage sank in. She and Luke had created this system
long ago, before she got her chip, in case her mother
ever snooped through her messages. He wanted her to
meet him by the solar fields that afternoon.

“Glass?” Sonja called from the other room.
“What was it?”

She deleted the message quickly. “Just a remind-
er about the comet viewing, as if we could forget!” She
glanced at the clock and sighed. It was only 1015. The
next few hours were going to pass more slowly than
they had in Confinement.

“Oh,” Glass’s mother gasped when Glass stepped
back into the bedroom. “Maybe this is the one after
all. You look beautiful.”

Glass turned hesitantly toward the mirror. She

saw what her mother meant. But it wasn’t the dress.



Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes bright with
anticipation.

She looked like a girl in love.

At 1540, Glass climbed the endless flight of stairs up to the
solar fields that covered the top of Walden. The plants
themselves were off-limits to everyone except scientists and
gatherers, but there was a small, enclosed deck overlooking
the fields. It must've been designed for supervising the
workers but had fallen out of use and was almost always
empty.

When she reached the top, Glass moved to the edge of
the platform and sat down against the railing, her legs
dangling over the side. She felt her body relax as her eyes
traveled over the rows of plants stretching their leaves to-
ward the solar panels. The far side of the field was bordered

by an enormous window that made it look as though the



crops were growing right out of the st old fortars. She and
Luke used to meet here all the time. It was safer than him
sneaking onto Phoenix, or having Glass wander through his
residential unit.

“Hey.”

Glass turned to see Luke standing stiffly behind her.
She started to get to her feet, but he shook his head. “Can I
join you?” She nodded and moved her legs to the side to
make room, and he lowered himself to the ground. “Thanks
for coming,” he said awkwardly. “Your mom didn’t suspect
anything, did she?”

“It’s fine. She was too busy trying to solve a dress
crisis.”

Luke surprised Glass with a smile, then cleared his
throat. “Glass, I... I haven’t been able to stop thinking about
what happened,” he said, and her whole body tensed. She
kept her eyes trained carefully on the ground. “I mean, what
someone like you could possibly be Confined for. But then I
remembered—a few months after we broke up, I heard a ru-
mor about a girl on Phoenix who was arrested for...” His
voice broke as he trailed off. Glass turned back to face him

and saw that his eyes were glistening. “The timing made
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sense. But I never believed it could be you.” Luke stared
straight ahead, as if looking at something far in the distance.
“I told myself that you’d never keep something like that a
secret from me. I needed to believe that you trusted me
more than that.”

Glass bit her lip, trying to hold back the flood of words
welling up in her throat. She so desperately wanted to tell
him, but what good would come from admitting the truth?
Better to let him think she was just a silly, spoiled Phoenix
girl who'd broken his heart. He was happy with Camille
right now—and he deserved to be happy.

But then Luke reached over and cupped her chin in his
hand, and all her thoughts faded away.

Glass woke up smiling. Although it'd been a few weeks
since the night she and Luke had spent together, she
couldn’t stop thinking about it. But just as she began to re-
play the events in her head, a wave of nausea rolled over
her.

She tumbled out of bed and staggered through the
hallway to the bathroom, grateful that the lights were



working, probably thanks to her mother’s new “friend,” the
head of the Resource Board.

Glass sank to the cold floor of the bathroom and
quickly shut the door behind her, her brain battling with
her stomach. She forced herself to breathe, trying to keep
quiet. The last thing she needed was for her mother to drag
her off to the medical center.

Her stomach won out, and Glass leaned over the toilet
just in time. She gagged, tears stinging her eyes, then
slumped back against the wall. There was no way she’'d be
able to meet Wells for lunch, although she felt terrible
standing him up again. She’d been spending all her time
with Luke, and hadn’t been much of a friend to Wells lately.
She missed him. He never seemed to resent her flakiness,
which somehow made her feel worse. Especially after
everything that had happened with his mother, and now
Clarke was apparently acting strange... She really needed
to catch up with him.

“Glass?” her mother called out from the other side of
the door. “What’s going on in there?”

“Nothing,” Glass said, trying to keep her voice light.

“Are you ill?"font>



Glass groaned softly. Their new flat had no privacy.
She missed their old, spacious flat with the windows full of
stars. She still didn’t understand why they’d had to down-
grade just because her father had made the unusual and
mortifying decision to sever his marriage contract and
move out.

“‘I'm coming in,” her mother’s voice called from the
other side of the door. Glass hastily wiped her mouth and
tried to rise to her feet but slid back down as another wave
of nausea sent her stomach into revolt. The door opened
and Glass saw her mother, dressed for an evening out des-
pite the fact that it wasn’t even noon. But before she had a
chance to ask where she was going—or where she was
coming from—her mother’s eyes widened, and she visibly
paled under her generously applied blush. “What’s going
on?”

“Nothing,” Glass said, try to shake the haze from her
mind long enough to come up with an explanation that
would get her mother to leave her alone. Stomach viruses
were rare on Phoenix, and anyone who seemed vaguely
contagious was required to spend the duration of their ill-

ness in quarantine. “I'm fine.”
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“Were you”—Sonja looked behind her and lowered her
voice, which was ridiculous considering they were the only
two people in the flat—“throwing up?”

“Yes, but I'm fine. I think I just—"

“Oh my god,” her mother said, closing her eyes.

“I'm not sick, I promise. I don’t need to be quarant-
ined. I've just been nauseous the past few mornings, but it
goes away by the afternoon.”

When her mother opened her eyes, she didn’t look any
less worried. The room started to spin, and Sonja’s voice
grew faint, as if she were speaking from somewhere far
away. Glass could barely make out her question,
something about how long it'd been since her last—

Suddenly, Glass’s confusion hardened into a ball of
dread. She looked up at Sonja and saw the terrifying real-
ization reflected in her mother’s eyes.

“Glass.” Sonja’s voice was hoarse. “You're pregnant.”

Staring at Luke’s face, full of sympathy and understanding,
Glass felt her last bit of self-control shatter. “I'm sorry.” Her
breath caught in her throat as she tried to stifle a sob. “I



o7

should’ve told you, I just—I didn’t see any reason for both of
us to die.”

“Oh, Glass.” Luke reached out and wrapped his arms
tight around her. She nestled gratefully into his familiar em-
brace, her tears spilling onto the jacket of his guard uni-
form. “I can’t believe it,” he murmured. “I can’t believe you
did this all on your own. I knew you were brave, but I never
thought... What happened?” he asked finally, and Glass
knew what he meant. Who he was referring to.

“He—" She swallowed as she struggled to breathe. It
felt like her heart was about to break apart, unable to con-
tain both the grief and relief pouring into her chest. Finally,
she just shook her head. There were no words.

“Oh my god,” he whispered, grabbing her hand and la-
cing his fingers between hers, squeezinher just shog it tight.
“I'm so sorry.” He sighed. “Why didn’t you tell me any of
this the night you escaped? I had no idea.” He closed his
eyes as if to shut out the memory.

“You were with Camille. I knew she was a good friend
of yours, and I figured... you’d finally found someone who

made you happy.” Glass smiled and wiped away the tears
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that were still running down her face. “You deserved it, after
everything I put you through.”

Luke reached out to brush a strand of hair behind her
ear. “There’s only one person in the universe who can make
me happy, and she’s sitting right here with me.” He stared
at her, as if drinking her in. “From the moment I saw you
again, I knew it wasn’t Camille—she’s a great friend, always
will be, but that’s all she is to me now, and I've told her that.
I love you, Glass. I never stopped loving you. And I never
will.”

He leaned forward and brushed his lips against hers,
lightly at first, as if giving their mouths a chance to become
reacquainted. For a moment it felt like their first kiss all
over again. But a moment was all it took.

He pressed against Glass, her lips parting as his mouth
sank into hers. She was vaguely aware of his hand tangling
in her hair, then slipping down her back, pulling her closer
to him as he wrapped his other arm around her waist.

Finally, Glass shifted back and let her lips break away
from his. “I love you,” she whispered, needing desperately to
say it. I love you I love you I love you throbbed through her
body as Luke smiled and pulled her back to him.
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CHAPTER 17

Wells

It was nearly noon, and Clarke had been gone for hours.
One of the Arcadian girls had seen her head into the woods
earlier that morning, and it had taken all of Wells’s self-con-
trol to keep from running after her. The thought of her ven-
turing off on her own made his stomach feel like a punching
bag for his imagination. But he had to accept that, of all the
people in camp, Clarke knew how to take care of herself. He
also knew how important it was to find the missing medi-
cine. Just yesterday, they’d dug another grave.

He wandered toward the de facto cemetery that had

cropped up on the far side of the clearing. Over the past few
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days, Wells had arranged for wooden markers to be placed
at the head of each mound, something he remembered from
old photographs. He’d wanted to carve the names onto the
crosses, but he only knew the names of three of the five kids
sleeping beneath the soil, and it didn’t seem right to leave
the others blank.

He shuddered and turned back to the graves. The
concept of burying the dead had initially struck him as re-
pulsive, but there hadn’t seemed to be any alternative. The
thought of burning the bodies was even worse. But although
the normal practice of releasing corpses into space was cer-
tainly tidier, there was something reassuring about gather-
ing the dead together. Even in death, they’d never be alone.

It was also strangely comforting to have a place to visit,
to say the things you couldn’t say to people you could see.
Someone, possibly a Walden girl he’d seen flitting near the
trees, had gathered fallen branches and rested them along
the wooden markers. In the evening, the pods still glowed to
life, casting a soft light over the cemetery that gave it an al-
most unearthly beauty. It would have been nice to have
somewhere on the ship where it wouldn’t have sNhims

feweemed strange to talk to his mother.
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Wells glanced up at the darkening sky. He had no idea
if the Colony lost contact with the dropship when it crashed,
but he hoped that the monitors in the bracelets were still
transmitting data about their blood composition and heart
rates. They must have collected enough information to
prove that Earth was safe, and would surely begin sending
groups of citizens down soon. For a moment he dared to let
himself hope that his father and Glass would be among
them.

“What are you doing over here?”

Wells turned and saw Octavia moving toward him
slowly. Her ankle was healing quickly; her limp was starting
to look like a saunter.

“I don’t know. Paying my respects, I suppose.” He ges-
tured toward the graves. “But I was just leaving,” he added
quickly as he watched her toss her dark hair over her
shoulder. “It’s my turn to go for water.”

“T'll go with you.” Octavia smiled, and Wells looked
away uncomfortably. The long lashes that made her look so
innocent when she was sleeping in the infirmary tent now

lent a feral gleam to her enormous blue eyes.
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“Are you sure that’s a good idea with your ankle? It’s a
long walk.”

“I'm fine,” she said, her voice full of playful exaspera-
tion as she fell into stride next to him. “Though you’re very
sweet to be concerned. You know,” she went on, increasing
her pace to catch up with Wells, who hadn’t noticed he’d
lengthened his step, “it’s ridiculous that everyone hangs on
to Graham’s every word. You know so much more than he
does.”

Wells grabbed one of the empty jugs next to the supply
tent and turned toward the forest. They’d discovered a
stream not far from camp, and everyone strong enough to
carry a full container took turns going for water. At least,
they were supposed to take turns. He hadn’t seen Graham
go for days.

Octavia paused as Wells stepped across the tree line.
“Are you coming?” he asked, throwing a glance over his
shoulder.

She tilted her head back, her eyes widening as she
scanned the shadowy outlines of the trees in the fading
light. “I'm coming.” Her voice grew quiet as she darted to

Wells’s side. “I haven’t been in the woods yet.”
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Wells softened. Even he, who’d spent most of his life
dreaming about coming to Earth, found it frightening at
times—the vastness, the unfamiliar sounds, the sense that
anything could be hiding beyond the light of the campfire.
And he’d had time to prepare. He could only imagine what it
was like for the others, who were snatched from their cells
and shoved onto the dropship before they had time to pro-
cess what was going on, that they were being sent to a for-
eign planet that had never been more to them than an
empty word.

“Careful,” he said, pointing at a tangle of roots hidden
by a mass of purple leaves. “The ground gets pretty uneven
here.”

Wells took Octavia’s small hand and helped her climb
over a fallen tree. It was strange to think that something
without a pulse could die, but the soggy, peeling bark was
decidedly corpse-like.

“So is it true?” Octavia asked as they began walking
down the slope that led to the stream. “Did you really get
yourself Confined so you could come with Clarke?”

“I suppose it is.”
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She sighed wistfully. “That’s the most romantic thing
I've ever heard.”

Wel sie itls gave her a wry smile. “Trust me, it’s not.”

“What do you mean?” Octavia asked, cocking her head
to one side. In the shadows of the forest, she looked almost
childlike again.

Wells glanced away, suddenly unable to look her in the
eye. He wondered grimly what Octavia would say if she
knew the truth.

He wasn’t the brave knight who’d come to rescue the
princess. He was the reason she’d been locked away in the

dungeon.

Wells glanced at his collar chip for the fourteenth time
since he’d sat down two minutes earlier. The message
Clarke had sent him earlier that day had sounded anxious,
and she’d been acting strange for the past few weeks. Wells
had barely seen her, and the few times he managed to
track her down, she’d been practically twitching with
nervous energy.

He couldn’t help but worry that she was about to
break up with him. The only thing that kept the anxiety



from burning a hole through his stomach was the know-
ledge that she probably wouldn’t have chosen the library to
dump him. It'd be cruel to tarnish the spot they both loved
best. Clarke wouldn’t do that to him.

He heard footsteps and rose to his feet as the over-
head lights flickered back on. Wells had been still for so
long that the library had forgotten his presence, the dim
safety lights on the floor providing the only light. Clarke
approached, still wearing her scrubs, which normally
made him smile—he loved that she didn’t spend hours
stressing over her appearance, like most girls on
Phoenix—but the blue top and pants fell too loosely from
her frame, and there were dark circles under her eyes.

“Hey,” he said, stepping forward to kiss her lightly in
greeting. She didn’t move away, but she didn'’t kiss him
back. “Are you okay?” he asked, even though he knew full
well that she wasn't.

“Wells,” she said, her voice breaking. She blinked back
tears. His eyes widened in alarm. Clarke never cried.

“Hey,” he murmured, putting his arm around her to
lead her to the couch. Her legs seemed to buckle beneath

her. “It’ll be okay, I promise. Just tell me what’s going on.”
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She stared at him, and he could see her urge to confide
in him battling her fear. “I need you to promise me that
you won't say anything about this to anyone.”

He nodded. “Of course.”

“‘I'm serious. This isn’t gossip. This is real, life-or-
death.”

Wells squeezed her hand. “Clarke, you know you can
tell me anything.”

“I found out...” She took a breath, closed her eyes for a
moment, and then started again. “You know about my par-
ents’ radiation research.” He nodded. Her parents were in
charge of a massive ongoing study meant to determine
when, if ever, it would be safe for humans to return to
Earth. Whenever his father had spoken of an Earth mis-
sion, Wells had thought of it as a distant possibility, more
of a hope than a real plan. Still, he knew how important
the Griffins’ work was to the Chancellor and to the whole
Colony. “They’re doing human trials,” Clarke said softarke
ofly. A chill traveled down Wells’s spine, but he said noth-
ing, just tightened his grasp on her hand. “Theyre experi-
menting on children,” Clarke finally said, her voice barely

a whisper.
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Her voice was hollow, as if the thought had been cir-
culating for so long, it no longer held any meaning. “What
children?” he asked, his brain racing to understand.

“Unregistereds,” Clarke said, her tear-filled eyes
flashing with sudden anger. “Children from the care center
whose parents were executed for violating the population
laws.” He could hear the unspoken accusation. People your
father killed.

“They’re so young....” Clarke’s voice trailed off. She
sank back and seemed to shrink, as if the truth had taken
some part of her with it.

Wells slid his arm behind her, but instead of recoiling
as she’d done every day over the past few weeks, she
leaned into him and rested her head against his chest.
“They’re all so sick.” He could feel her tears seeping
through his shirt. “Some of them have already died.”

“I'm so sorry, Clarke,” he murmured as he searched
for something to say, anything to make her pain go away.
“I'm sure your parents are doing their best to make sure
it’s...” He paused. There weren’t any words that could make
it better. He had to do something, to put a stop to it before
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the guilt and horror destroyed her. “What can I do?” he
asked, his voice becoming firm.

She bolted upright and stared at him, a different kind
of terror filling her eyes. “Nothing,” she said with a resolve
that took him by surprise. “You have to promise me that
you’ll do nothing. My parents made me swear not to tell
anyone. They didn’t want to do this, Wells. It wasn'’t their
choice. Vice Chancellor Rhodes is making them. He
threatened them.” She grabbed Wells’s hands. “Promise me
you won't say anything. I just...” She bit her lip. “T just
couldn’t keep it from you anymore. I had to tell someone.”

“I promise,” he said, though his skin was growing
warm with fury. The slimy bastard had no right to go
around the Chancellor like that. He thought of his father,
the man who had an unflinching sense of right and wrong.
His father never would have approved human trials. He
could put a stop to it immediately.

Clarke stared at him, searching his eyes, and then
gave him a small, trembling smile that vanished almost as
quickly as it had appeared. “Thank you.”

She returned her head to Wells’s chest, and he

wrapped his arm around her. “I love you,” he whispered.
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An hour later, after he’d walked Clarke home, Wells
headed back along the observation deck alone. He needed
to do something. If something didn’t change soon, the guilt
would destroy her, and he refused to stand by and watch.

Wells had never broken a promise before. It was
something his father had impressed upon him from an
early age—a leader never goes back on his word. But then
he thought of Clarke’s tears, and knew he didn’t have a
choice.

He turned around and begaros, and knean walking
toward his father’s office.

They filled the water jug at the stream and started to make
their way back to the camp. After giving enough one-word
answers, Wells had gotten Octavia to stop asking about
Clarke, but now she was walking along sullenly, and he felt
guilty. She was a sweet girl, and he knew she meant well.
How had she wound up here?

“So,” Wells said, breaking the silence, “what could you
have possibly done to end up in Confinement?”

Octavia looked at him in surprise. “Haven’t you heard

my brother talking about it?” She gave him a tight smile.
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“He loves telling people about how I was caught stealing
food for the younger kids in the care center—the little ones
who are always bullied into giving up their rations—and
how the monsters on the Council Confined me without bat-
ting an eye.”

Something in Octavia’s voice gave him pause. “Is that
really how it happened?”

“Does it matter?” she asked with a weariness that sud-
denly made her seem older than fourteen. “We’re all going
to think what we want about each other. If that’s the story
Bellamy needs to believe, then I'm not going to stop him.”

Wells stopped to rearrange the heavy water jug. Some-
how, they’d ended up in a different part of the woods. The
trees grew even closer together here, and he could see far
enough ahead to tell how far they’d strayed.

“Are we lost?” Octavia glanced from side to side, and
even in the dim light he could see the panic flash across her
face.

“We’ll be fine. I just need to—” He stopped as a sound
shuddered through the air.

“What was that?” Octavia asked. “Are we—"
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Wells cut her off with a shush and took a step forward.
It sounded like a twig snapping, which meant that
something was moving just behind the trees. He kicked
himself for not bringing a weapon. It would’ve been nice to
bring back his own kill, to show that Bellamy wasn’t the
only one who could learn how to hunt. The sound came
again, and Wells’s frustration turned to fear. Forget catch-
ing dinner—if he wasn’t careful, he and Octavia might be-
come dinner themselves.

He was about to grab her hand and run away when
something caught his eye. A glint of reddish gold. Wells
lowered the water jug and took a few steps forward. “Stay
here,” he whispered.

Just ahead, he could see an open space beyond the
trees. Some kind of clearing. He was about to shout the
name hovering on his lips when he froze, skidding to a stop.

Clarke was standing in the grass, locked in an embrace
with none other than Bellamy. As she brought her lips up to
the Waldenite, fury tore through Wells. Heat shot up
through his chest to settle in his racing heart.

Somehow, he managed to wrench his eyes away and

stagger back into the trees before a wave of nausea sent his
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head spinning. He grabbed on to a branch for balance, gasp-
ing as he tried to force air into his lungs. The girl he’d risked
his life to protect wasn’t just kissing someone else—she was
kissing the hothead who may have gotten his father killed.

“Whoa.” Octavia’s voice came from beside him. “Their
walk looks a lot more fun than ours.”

But Wells had already turned and begun walking in the
other direction. He was vaguely aware of Octavia scamper-
ing after him, asking something about a medicine chest, but
her voice was drowned out by the pulsing y t to brinof blood
in his head. He didn’t care whether they’d found the missing
medicine. There was no drug strong enough to repair a

broken heart.
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CHAPTER 18

Clarke

By the time Clarke and Bellamy returned to camp with the
medicine, darkness had fallen. She’d only been in the woods
for a few hours, but as they stepped through the tree line in-
to the clearing, it felt like she’d left a lifetime ago.

They’d spent most of the walk back in silence, but
every time Clarke’s arm accidentally brushed against Bel-
lamy’s, electricity seemed to dance across her skin. She’d
been mortified after their kiss, and had spent the next five
minutes stammering an apology while he grinned. Eventu-
ally, he cut her off with a laugh and told her not to worry

about it. “I know you’re not the type of girl to make out with
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random guys in the woods,” he’d said with a mischievous
grin, “but maybe you should be.”

But as they approached the clearing, all thoughts of the
kiss were pushed aside by the shadowy outline of the infirm-
ary tent. Clarke took off with the medicine tucked under her
arm.

The tent was empty except for a delirious, feverish
Thalia, and to Clarke’s surprise, Octavia, who was just set-
tling back in her old cot. “The other tent is just so small,”
Octavia was saying, but Clarke couldn’t do more than nod.

She flung the medicine chest onto the floor, filled a syr-
inge, and plunged the needle into Thalia’s arm. Then Clarke
turned back to the box, searching for painkillers. She
quickly gave Thalia a dose and smiled as her friend’s face re-
laxed in sleep.

Clarke knelt next to Thalia for a few more minutes,
breathing a deep sigh of relief at her steady pulse. For a mo-
ment, she looked down at the bracelet on her wrist and
wondered if, somewhere up in the sky, someone was monit-
oring her own heart rate. Dr. Lahiri, perhaps, or another of
the Colony’s top doctors, reading the hundred’s vital signs

like the day’s news. Surely they had seen that five people
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had died already.... She wondered if they’d chalk the deaths
up to radiation poisoning and rethink their colonization ef-
forts, or if they’d be smart enough to realize they’d been
killed because of the rough landing. She wasn’t sure which
scenario she preferred. She certainly wasn’t ready for the
Council to extend its jurisdiction to Earth. And yet her
mother and father had devoted their lives to helping hu-
manity return home. A permanent settlement would mean,
in a way, that her parents had succeeded too. That they
hadn’t died for nothing.

Finally, she scooped the medicine back into the chest
and placed it in the corner of the tent. Tomorrow, she’d find
a place to lock it up, but for now, Clarke felt like she could
finally rest. If someone was indeed monitoring their body
count up in space, she was going to make damn sure they
didn’t drop below ninety-five.

She took a few shaky steps and collapsed on her cot
without even bothering to take off her shoes.

“Is she going to be okay?” Octavia asked. Her voice
sounded far away.

Clarke murmured yes. She could barely open her
eyelids.



“What other medicine was in there?”

“Everything,” Clarke said. Or at least, she tried to say
it. By the time the word reached her lips, exhaustion had
numbed her brain. The laste it wn a thing she remembered
was hearing Octavia rise from her cot before falling into a

deep, dreamless sleep.

When Clarke awoke the next morning, Octavia was gone,
and bright light was streaming in through the tent flap.

Thalia lay on her side, still asleep. Clarke rose with a
groan, her muscles stiff from their hike yesterday. But it was
a good kind of pain; she’d walked through a forest that
hadn’t been seen by a single human being in three hundred
years. Her stomach squirmed as she thought about another
distinction she’d inadvertently earned—the first girl to kiss a
boy on Earth since the Cataclysm.

Clarke smiled as she hurried over to Thalia. She
couldn’t wait until she was well enough to hear all about it.

She pressed the back of her hand against her friend’s
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forehead and was relieved to feel that it was cooler than it
had been last night. She gently pulled back the blanket to
look at Thalia’s stomach. Her skin still showed signs of an
infection, but it hadn’t spread any farther. As long as Thalia
had a full course of antibiotics, she’d make a full recovery.

It was hard to know exactly, but based on the strength
of the light, she guessed that at least eight hours had passed
since Thalia’s last dose. She turned and walked over to the
corner where she’d stashed the medicine chest, frowning
slightly as she realized it was open. Clarke crouched down
and inhaled sharply, blinking to make sure her eyes weren’t
playing tricks on her.

The chest was empty.

All the antibiotics, the painkillers, even the syr-
inges—they were all gone. “No,” Clarke whispered. There
was nothing. “No,” she said again, scrambling to her feet.
She ran over to the nearest cot and started to throw the bed-
ding aside, then did the same with her own.

Her eyes landed on Octavia’s cot, and her panic mo-
mentarily hardened into suspicion. She hurried over and
began rummaging through the pile of blankets. “Come on,”

she muttered to herself, but her hands came up empty.
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“No.” She kicked the ground. The medicine wasn’t in
the tent, that much was clear. But whoever had taken it
couldn’t have gone far. There were fewer than a hundred
human beings on the planet, and Clarke wasn’t going to rest
until she found the thief who was jeopardizing Thalia’s life.

She probably wouldn’t have to look very far.

After a quick search of the flat to make sure her parents
weren’t home, Clarke hurried to the lab and entered the
code. She kept expecting her parents to change the pass-
word, but either they didn’t know how often she visited the
kids, or they didn’t want to stop her. Perhaps they liked
knowing that Clarke was keeping them company.

As she made her way toward Lilly, Clarke smiled at
the others, though her chest tightened when she saw how
few were awake. Most were growing sicker, and there
were more empty beds than there’d been the last time.

She tried to force this thought out of her head as she
approached Lilly, but as her eyes locked on her friend, her
hands began to tremble.

Lilly was dying. Her eyes barely fluttered open when

Clarke whispered her name, and even when her lips



moved, she didn’t have the strength to turn the shapes into
words.

There were more flaky red patches on her skin, al-
though fewer of them were bleeding, as Lilly no longer had
the energy to scratch them. Clarke sat there, fighting a
wave of nausea as she watched the irregular rise and fall
of her friend’s chest. The worst part was that she knew this
was only the beginning. The other subjects had lingered on
for weeks, their symptoms growing increasingly gruesome
as the radiation poisoning progressed through their
bodies.

For a moment, Clarke imagined carrying Lilly to the
medical center, where they could at least put her on high-
intensity pain medication even if it was too late to save her.
But that would be tantamount to asking the Vice Chancel-
lor to execute her parents. Then he’d just find someone else
to finish what her mother and father had started. All
Clarke hoped was that their research proved conclusive so
that the experiments could stop, so that these test subjects

wouldn’t have suffered in vain.



~F

Lilly’s translucent eyelids fluttered open. “Hey,
Clarke,” she croaked, the beginnings of a smile flickering
on her face before a new wave of pain washed them away.

Clarke reached over and grasped Lilly’s hand, giving
it a gentle squeeze. “Hey,” she whispered. “How are you
feeling?”

“Fine,” Lilly lied, wincing as she struggled to sit up.

“It’s okay.” Clarke placed a hand on her shoulder.
“You don't need to sit.”

“No, I want to.” The girl’s voice was strained.

Clarke gently helped her sit, then adjusted the pillows
behind her. She suppressed a shudder as her fingers
brushed against Lilly’s back. She could feel every vertebra
poking out from her sallow skin.

“How did you like the Dickens anthology?” Clarke
asked, glancing under Lilly’s bed, where they kept the
books Clarke had stolen from the library.

“I only read the first story, the one about Oliver
Twist.” Lilly gave Clarke a weak smile. “My vision is...” She
trailed off. They both knew that once the subjects had
trouble seeing, the end wasn't far. “But I didn't like it, any-

way. It reminded me too much of the care center.”



Clarke hadn’t asked any questions about Lilly’s life be-
fore this. She’'d gotten the sense that Lilly didn’t want to
talk about it. “Was it really that bad?” she said carefully.

Lilly shrugged. “We all looked out for one another. We
didn’t have anyone else. Well, except this one girl. She had
a brother, a real-life older brother.” She looked down, sud-
denly blushing. “He was... nice. He used to bring her
things—extra food, pieces of ribbon...”

“Really?” Clarke asked, pretending to believe the com-
ment about a girl with a brother as she brushed a lock of
hair off Lilly’s damp forehead. Even this far along in her
sickness, Lilly had a flair for the dramatic.

“He sounds nice,” Clarke said vaguely as her eyes flit-
ted toward the bald patches on Lilly’s head, which were be-
coming difficult to ignore.1">“Hnt>

“Anyway,” Lilly said, her voice strained, “I want to
hear about your birthday. What are you going to wear?”

Clarke had almost forgotten that her birthday was
next week. She didn’t feel much like celebrating. “Oh, you
know, my best scrubs,” she said lightly. “I'd rather hang

out here with you than go to some silly party, anyway.”



“Oh, Clarke,” Lilly groaned in mock exasperation.
“You have to do something. You're starting to be seriously
boring. Besides, I want to hear about your birthday dress.”
She winced suddenly, doubling over in pain.

“Are you okay?” Clarke asked, her hand on Lilly’s fra-
gile arm.

“Tt hurts,” Lilly gasped.

“Can I get you anything? Do you want some water?”

Lilly opened her eyes, which were now pleading. “You
can make it stop, Clarke.” She was cut off by a groan.
“Please make it stop. It’s only a matter of time....”

Clarke turned her head to the side so Lilly wouldn’t
see her tears. “It'll be okay,” she whispered, forcing a fake
smile. “I promise.”

Lilly whimpered before falling silent again, then
leaned back and closed her eyes.

Clarke pulled the blankets up over her friend’s chest,
trying to ignore the demon that was clawing its way to the
front of her mind. She knew what Lilly was asking for. And
it wouldn’t be difficult. She was so frail at this point, it
would take just a few well-combined painkillers to ease her

into a coma. She’d slip away painlessly.
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What am I thinking? Clarke asked herself, drawing
back in horror. The blood on her parents’ hands had
spread to her own. This whole nightmare had infected her,
turned her into a monster. Or maybe it wasn’t her parents’
fault. Maybe she’d always had this darkness inside of her,
waiting to rise to the surface.

Just as she was about to leave, Lilly spoke again.
“Please,” she begged. “If you love me, please.” Her voice
was quiet but contained an edge of desperation that terri-
fied Clarke. “Just make it all stop.”

Bellamy was chopping wood on the far side of the clearing.
Although the morning was cool, his T-shirt was already
soaked through with sweat. Clarke tried not to notice how it
clung to his muscular chest. When he saw her running to-
ward him, he lowered his ax to the ground and turned to
face her with a grin.

“Well, hello there,” he said as she came to a stop and
paused to catch her breath. “Couldn’t stay away, could you?”
He stepped forward and placed his hand on her waist, but

Clarke swatted his arm away.
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“Where’s your sister?” she asked. “I can’t find her
anywhere.”

“Why?” Urgency shoved the playfulness out of his
voice. “What’s wrong?”

“The medicine we found is missing.” Clarke took a
deep breath, bracing herself for her next words. “And I
think Octavia took it.”

“What?” His eyes narrowed.

“She was the only other person in the tent last night,
and she seemed really fixated on the drugs—”

“No,” Bellamy snapped, cutting her off. “Of all the
criminals on this goddamn planet, you think my sister is the
thief?” He stared at her, his eyes burning with anger. But
when he spoke again, his voice was quiet. “I thought you
were different. But I was wrong. You're just another stupid
Phoenix bitch who thinks she knows better than everyone
else.”

He kicked the handle of the ax, then pushed past her
without another word.

For a moment, Clarke stood rooted to the ground, too
stunned by Bellamy’s words to move. But then she felt

something inside her tear, and suddenly she was running
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toward the trees, staggering into the shade of the forest can-
opy. Her throat raw, she slumped onto the ground, wrap-
ping her arms around her knees to keep the anguish from
flowing out of her chest.

Alone in the shadows, Clarke did something else on
Earth for the first time. She cried.

?ublishe
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CHAPTER 19

Bellamy

Bellamy paused to adjust the bird that he’d slung over his
shoulder. The confrontation with Clarke had left him so
agitated that he’d grabbed his bow and stormed off into the
woods without a second thought. Only after shooting this
bird near the stream had he started to calm down. It was a
good kill—his first bird, much harder than animals on the
ground—and its feathers would be perfect for the new ar-
rows he’d been working on, to take with them when he and
Octavia headed out on their own. As he stepped back into

camp, he realized that he hadn’t seen Octavia since early
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that morning, and felt a twinge of concern. He should have
checked on her before he left.

The fire was already built up, and a dozen faces turned
to look at Bellamy as he approached. But no one was smil-
ing. He shifted the bird over to his other shoulder to give
them a better view of his kill. Why the hell were they staring
at him like that?

An angry shout pulled his attention to a group at the
far end of the clearing, near the wreckage of the dropship.
They were clustered in a circle around something on the
ground. He inhaled sharply as the shape on the ground
moved.

Then he saw her, and his confusion erupted into a rage
unlike anything he’d ever felt.

It was Octavia.

He threw the bird on the ground and broke into a run.

“Out of my way,” Bellamy shouted as he forced his way
inside the circle.

Octavia was on the ground, tears streaming down her
cheeks. Graham and a few of the Arcadians stood over her, a

deranged gleam in their eyes.
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“Get away from her,” Bellamy bellowed as he charged
forward. But before he could reach Octavia, an arm hooked
around his neck, nearly crushing his windpipe. Bellamy
wheezed and looked around frantically. Wells was standing
in front of him, his expression cold and firm. “What the
hell?” Bellamy sputtered. “Get out of my way.”

When Wells didn’t move, Bellamy gritted his teeth and
lunged at him, but someone else had a hold on his collar
and jerked him back. “Get off of me!” Bellamy spat, p wid
He shooting his elbow back with enough force to make who-
ever was behind him grunt and let go.

Octavia was still on the ground, her eyes wide with ter-
ror as she looked from Bellamy to Graham, who was stand-
ing over her. “You better tell me what’s going on, right
now,” Bellamy said through clenched teeth.

“I heard you and Clarke talking about the missing
medicine earlier,” Wells said with infuriating calmness. “No
one besides Octavia knew about it. She must have taken it.”

“I didn’t take anything.” Octavia sobbed. She wiped
her face with the back of her hand and sniffed. “They’ve all
gone crazy.” She rose shakily to her feet and started to take

a step toward Bellamy.
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“You're not going anywhere,” Graham snapped,
grabbing Octavia’s wrist and wrenching her back.

“Let go of her!” Bellamy bellowed. He dove for Gra-
ham, but Wells stepped in front of him, and someone else
wrenched his arm behind his back. “Get off of me!” Bellamy
thrashed wildly as he tried to wrench himself free, but there
were too many sets of hands holding him down, locking him
in place.

“Look,” Bellamy continued, trying in vain to keep his
voice steady, “she’s been injured ever since we landed. Do
you really think she was up to stealing medicine and drag-
ging it off somewhere outside of camp?”

“She was up to following me into the woods yesterday,”
Wells answered calmly. “We walked pretty far together.”

Bellamy thrashed against the arms holding him, un-
able to quell his rage as the implication of Wells’s words
sank in. If he so much as laid a hand on his sister...

“Just take it easy,” Wells said. He nodded at a Walden
boy, who stepped forward with a coil of rope.

“Then tell that creep to take his disgusting hands off
my sister,” Bellamy spat.



Clarke suddenly appeared, pushing her way through
the crowd. “What’s going on?” she asked, her eyes wide
when they landed on Octavia. “Are you okay?” Octavia
shook her head, tears streaming down her face.

“We just need Octavia to tell us where the medicine is,”
Wells said calmly, “and then we’ll get this all sorted out.”

“I don’t have it.” Octavia’s voice had grown ragged.

“We know youre lying,” Graham hissed. Octavia
yelped as he tightened his hold on her wrist, and Bellamy
struggled against the hands that held him. “You’re only
making things worse.”

“So what are you going to do?” Bellamy spat at Wells.
“Keep us both tied up?”

“Exactly,” Wells said, his jaw tightening. “We’ll keep
Octavia locked up until she tells us where she hid the medi-
cine, or we find evidence pointing to another suspect.”

“Lock her up?” Bellamy made a show of looking
around the clearing. “And how do you propose to do that?”

Clarke stepped forward, a tense look on her face. “I
spend most of the day in the infirmary tent, anyway,” she
said curtly. “Octavia can stay there. I'll keep an eye on her

and make sure she doesn’t sneak off.”



“Are you serious?” Graham snorted. “She stole the
medicine from under your nose, and your plan is to keep an
eye on her?”

Clarke turned to Graham with a scowl. “If that’s not
good enough for you, Graham, youu, , an can post a guard
outside the door.”

“This is ridiculous.” Bellamy’s whole body was begin-
ning to shake as his anger smoldered into exhaustion. “Look
at her,” he said weakly. “She’s obviously not a danger to
anyone. Just untie her and I promise I won’t let her out of
my sight.” He scanned the crowd that had assembled
around them, scouring the audience for a sympathetic face.
Surely someone else saw that this whole thing was complete
bullshit. But no one was willing to meet his eyes.

“You're all insane.” His mouth curled into a snarl as he
turned back to face Graham. “You set her up. You stole
those meds.”

Graham snickered and shot a look at Asher. “I told you
he was going to say that.”

The sky was growing dark, the clouds weaving into a
blanket of gray. Bellamy took a deep breath. “Fine. Believe

whatever you want. Just untie Octavia and let us go. We'll
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leave camp for good. We won’t even take any of your pre-
cious supplies.” He glanced at his sister, but she didn’t look
happy at the idea; her features seemed frozen in shock.
“You'll never have to think about us again.”

A fleeting look of pain crossed Clarke’s face before she
retreated behind her mask of steely resolve. She’ll get over
it, Bellamy thought bitterly. She’d find someone else to go
traipsing through the woods with her.

“I don’t think so,” Graham said, sneering. “Not until
we get back the meds. We can’t let anyone else die just be-
cause your little sister’s a drug addict.”

The accusation made every nerve in Bellamy’s body
sizzle until his fingers itched to close around Graham’s neck.

“Enough,” Clarke said, shaking her head at Graham
and raising a hand. “I want the medicine back more than
anyone, but you’re not helping.”

“Fine,” Bellamy snapped. “But I'm taking her into the
tent. And no one is going to put their hands on her again.”

He wrenched free from his captors and strode over to
Octavia, grabbing her hand as he locked eyes with Graham.
“You're going to regret this,” Bellamy said in a low, danger-

ous voice. He wrapped his arm around his trembling sister
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and led her toward the infirmary tent, a grim determination
overtaking him.

He’d do whatever it took to protect her. He always had.

It was the third guard visit in the last few months. They
had been coming more often that year, and Octavia was
getting bigger. Bellamy tried not to think about what
would happen next time, but even he knew they wouldn’t
be able to hide her forever.

“T can’t believe they looked in the closet,” his mother
said hoarsely, staring at Octavia, whom Bellamy had car-
ried to the couch. “Thank god she didn’t cry.”

Bellamy looked over at his toddler sister. Everything
about her was miniaturized, from her tiny sock-clad feet to
her impossibly small fingers. Everything except her round
cheeks and enormous eyes, which always glistened with
tears she never seemed to shed. Was it normal for a two-
year-old to be so quiet? Did she somehow know what
would happen if someone found her?

Bellamy walked over and sat down next to Octavia,
who turned her head to stare at him with her deep-blue

eyes. He reached forward to touch one of her dark, glossy



curls. She looked just l lo his cike that doll head he’d found
while scavenging for relics in the storage room. He'd
thought about taking it home to Octavia, but decided the
ration points he’'d get for it at the Exchange were more im-
portant. He also hadn’t been sure whether it was right to
give a baby a disembodied doll’s head, no matter how
pretty it was.

He grinned as Octavia grabbed his finger with her
tiny fist. “Hey, give that back,” he said, pretending to
wince. She smiled but didn’t giggle. He couldn’t remember
ever hearing her laugh.

“Tt was too close,” his mother was muttering to herself
as she paced back and forth. “Too close... too close... too
close.”

“Mom. Are you okay?” Bellamy asked, feeling his pan-
ic return. She walked over to the sink, which was still spill-
ing over with dishes despite the fact that this morning had
been their water hour. He hadn’t been able to finish before
the guards came. It would be another five days before

they’d have the chance to wash them again.
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There was a faint crash down the hallway, followed
by a peal of laughter. His mother gasped and looked
around the flat. “Get her back in the closet.”

Bellamy put his arm in front of Octavia. “It’s fine,” he
said. “The guards were just here. They’re not going to be
back for a while.”

His mother took a step forward. Her eyes were wide
and full of terror. “Get her out of here!”

“No,” Bellamy said, sliding off the couch and standing
in front of Octavia. “That wasn'’t even the guards. It was
just someone messing around. She doesn’t need to go back
in yet.”

Octavia whimpered but fell silent as their mother
fixed her with a wild-eyed stare.

“Oh no, oh no, oh no,” their mother was muttering,
running her hands distractedly through her already
disheveled hair. She leaned back against the wall and slid
down to the floor, landing with a sharp thud.

Bellamy glanced at Octavia, then walked slowly over
to his mother, kneeling carefully beside her. “Mom?” A new
kind of fear welled up inside him, different from what he’'d
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felt during the inspection. This fear was cold and seemed to
be creeping out from his stomach, turning his blood to ice.
“You don’t understand,” she said faintly, staring at
something just behind Bellamy’s head. “They’re going to
kill me. They’re going to take you and they’re going to kill

2

me.
“Take me where?” Bellamy asked, his voice quivering.
“You can’t have both,” she whispered, her eyes grow-
ing even larger. “You can’t have both.” She blinked and re-

focused her gaze on Bellamy. “You can’t have a mother and
a sister.”
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CHAPTER 20

Glass

Glass swept up the final flight of stairs and
turned into her corridor. She wasn’t worried
about being stopped by the guards for violat-
ing curfew. She felt like she was floating, her
steps featherlight as she skimmed silently
down the hallway. She raised her hand to her
lips, where the memory of Luke’s kiss still
lingered, and smiled.

It was a little after three in the morning; the ship was
empty, the lights in the hallway a dim glow. Tearing herself

away from Luke made her ache with an almost physical
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pain, but she knew better than to risk getting caught by her
mother. If she fell asleep quickly enough, she might be able
to trick her mind into thinking that she was still with Luke,
his warm, sleeping form curled up next to her.

She pressed her thumb against the key panel on the
door and slipped inside.

“Hello, Glass.” Her mother’s voice came from the sofa.

Glass gasped and started stammering. “Hi, I was... I...”
She fumbled for words, trying to come up with a plausible
reason for why she’d been out in the middle of the night.
But she couldn’t lie; not anymore, not about this.

They stood in silence for a long moment, and although
she couldn’t make out the expression on her mother’s face,
Glass could feel her confusion and anger radiating through
the darkness. “You were with him, weren’t you?” Sonja fi-
nally asked.

“Yes,” Glass said, relieved to be telling the truth at last.
“Mom, I love him.”

Her mother took a step forward, and Glass realized
that she was still wearing a black evening dress, the outline
of faded lipstick on her mouth, dying traces of her perfume
in the air.



“Where were you tonight?” Glass asked wearily. It was
like last year all over again. Ever since her father had left
them, her mother had barely been around, staying out all
hours of the night and sometimes sleeping through the day.
Now Glass didn’t have the energy to be embarrassed, or
even angry, about her mother’s behavior. All she could feel
was a faint pang of sadness.

Sonja’s lips twisted into a gruesome approximation of
a smile. “You have no idea what I've done to protect you”
was all she said. “You need to stay away from that boy.”

“That boy?” Glass cringed. “I know you think he’s
just—"

“That’s enough,” her mother snapped. “Don’t you real-
ize how lucky you are to even be here? I'm not going to let
you die for some Walden trash who seduces Phoenix girls
and then abandons them.”

“He’s not like that!” Glass exclaimed, her voice growing
shrill. “You don’t even know him.”

“He doesn’t care about you. You were ready to die to
save him. While you were in Confinement he’d probably for-

gotten all about you.”
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Glass winced. It was true that Luke had started seeing
Camille while Glass was in Confinement. But she couldn’t
blame him, not after the cruel things she’d said when she
broke up with him in a desperate attempt to keep him safe.

“Glass.” Sonja’s voice quivered with the strain of trying
to remain calm. “I'm sorry to be harsh. But with the Chan-
cellor still on life support, you need to be careful. If he
wakes up and has any reason, any reason at all, to revoke
your pardon, he will.” She sighed. “I can’t let you risk your
life again. Have you already forgotten what happened last
time?”

But of course Glass hadnbly las>
t forgotten. The memory of it was as perman-
ent as the scars from the bracelet on her
skin, something she would carry with her the
rest of her life.

And her mother didn’t even know the whole truth.

Glass ignored the guards’ strange looks as she passed the
checkpoint and began crossing the skybridge toward
Walden. Let them think she was off to buy drugs if they



wanted. No punishment they gave her could possibly hurt
more than what she was about to do.

It was late afternoon, and the corridors were thank-
Sfully empty. Luke would be back from his morning shift by
now, but Carter would still be at the distribution center,
where he worked sorting nutrition packets. Glass knew it
was foolish—Carter hated her, and he would hate her even
more once he found out that she had broken Luke’s
heart—but she couldn’t bear to break up with Luke with
Carter in the other room.

She paused at the door, absently bringing her hand to
her stomach. She had to do it now. She'd already put this
off so many times. She’d muster the courage to break up
with him, then hesitate as the terrible words rose to her
mouth. Next time, she always promised herself. I just need
to see him one more time.

But now her stomach was growing noticeably round-
er. Even on half rations, it was getting harder and harder
for Glass to disguise her weight gain under the shapeless
dresses that prompted snickers from Cora. Soon she would
start to show. And once she did, there would be questions.

The Council would demand to know who the father was. If
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she was still in touch with Luke, he would find out, and vo-
lunteer himself in some misguided attempt to save her that
would only end in both of their deaths.

You're saving his life, Glass told herself as she knocked
on the door, realizing that this was the last time she would
ever stand in this spot. The last time she’d see Luke smile at
her like she was the only girl in the universe. Her own
words of encouragement sounded hollow to her ears.

But when the door opened, it wasn’t Luke standing
there. It was Carter, wearing nothing but a pair of plain
work pants.

“He’s not here,” he growled, his eyes narrowing as he
took in her flushed cheeks.

“Oh, sorry,” Glass said, taking an involuntary step
back. “T'll come back later.”

But Carter surprised her by reaching out and
grabbing her arm, his hand clamping painfully over her
wrist.

“What’s the hurry?” he asked with a sudden grin that
made her stomach churn. “Come on in and wait. I'm sure
he just got held up.”
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Glass winced, rubbing her wrist, as she followed
Carter inside. She’d forgotten how tall he was.

“Did you not have work today?” she asked in her most
polite voice, perching on the edge of the couch where she
and Luke usually sat. Her heart cramped as she realized
she’d never be able to curl up against his shoulder again, or
run her fingers through his curls as he lay with his head in
her lap.

aga size="-1">“T wasn'’t in the mood,” Carter said with
a careless shrug.

“Oh,” Glass said, biting back a criticism. If Carter
wasn't careful, he'd get demoted yet again, and the only
position below the distribution center was sanitation duty.
“I'm sorry,” she added, because she wasn’t sure what else
to say.

“No, you're not,” Carter said, taking a pull of an un-
marked bottle. Glass wrinkled her nose. Black-market
whiskey. “You're just like all the other assholes on Phoenix.
All you care about is yourself.”

“You know what, I should be going,” Glass said, mov-
ing quickly across the living space toward the door. “Tell
Luke I'll see him later.”
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“Hold it,” Carter called. Glass ignored him and
grabbed the handle without turning around, but before she
could open the door, Carter reached over her shoulder and
leaned forward to slam it shut.

“Let me go,” Glass ordered, turning to face him.

Carter’s grin widened, sending chills down Glass’s
spine. “What’s the problem?” he asked, reaching down to
rub his hands over her arms. “We both know how much
you like slumming it down on Walden. Don’t pretend to be
all choosy.”

“What are you talking about?” Glass spat, wincing as
she tried unsuccessfully to break his grip.

He frowned, digging his fingers painfully into her
arms. “You think you’re being so rebellious, sneaking
around with Luke. But I've known plenty of Phoenix girls
like you. You're all the same.” Still holding one of her arms,
he reached his other hand around and started to fumble
with the waistband of her pants.

“Stop,” Glass said, trying to push him away, horror
spreading rapidly through her veins. Then, more loudly,
“Stop it! Let me go!”



“It’s okay,” Carter murmured, yanking her closer to
him and wrenching her arms above her head. Glass tried
to move away, but he weighed more than twice what she
did and she couldn’t wriggle free. She thrashed around
wildly, trying to jab her knee into his stomach, but she was
trapped.

“Don’t worry,” Carter said, filling her ear with his
sour breath. “Luke won’t mind. He owes me this, after all
T've done for him. Besides, we share everything.”

Glass opened her mouth to scream, but Carter had
pushed himself up against her chest, and there was no air
in her lungs. Black spots danced before her vision, and she
felt herself losing consciousness.

Then the door opened, and Carter jumped back so
quickly, Glass lost her balance and fell to the floor.

“Glass?” Luke asked, stepping inside. “Are you okay?
What’s going on?”

Glass tried to catch her breath, but before she had
time to answer, Carter called out from the couch, where he
was already reclined in an attitude of calculated careless-

ness, “Your girlfriend wasgirh her br just showing me the
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latest Phoenix dance move.” He snorted. “I think she needs
a little more practice.”

Luke tried to catch Glass’s gaze, but she looked away.
Her heart thumped wildly with fear-fueled adrenaline and
rage.

“Sorry I was late—I got caught up talking to Bekah
and Ali,” Luke said as he reached down to help her up,
naming two of his friends from the engineering corps who
had always been nice to Glass. “Hey, what’s wrong?” he
asked quietly when she didn’t take his hand.

After what had just happened, all she wanted to do
was throw herself into Luke’s arms, to allow the warmth of
his body to convince hers that everything was okay. But
she’d come here for a reason. She couldn’t let him comfort
her.

“Are you okay? Should we go talk in my room?”

Glass glanced over at Carter, summoning her anger
and hatred for him to the surface, letting it boil her blood.
She stood up.

“I'm not going into your room,” she said, forcing an

edge into her voice she didn’t recognize. “Ever again.”



Ed “r

“What? What’s wrong?” Luke asked. He gently pulled
on her hand but she snatched it away. “Glass?” The confu-
sion in his voice was enough to make her heart throb.

“It’s over,” she said, shocked at the coldness in her
own voice. A strange numbness spread through her, as if
her nerves were shutting down to protect her from the
grief that would surely destroy her. “Did you really think it
was going to last?”

“Glass.” Luke’s voice was low and strained. “I'm not
sure what you're talking about, but could we continue this
conversation in my room?” He reached out to place his
hand on her arm, and she recoiled from his touch.

“No.” She pretended to shudder in horror, looking
away so that he couldn’t see the tears in her eyes. “I can’t
believe I let you take me in there in the first place.”

Luke fell silent, and Glass couldn’t help glancing back
at him. He was staring at her, his eyes full of hurt. He had
always worried that he wasnt good enough for
Glass—that he was keeping her from a better life on
Phoenix. And now here she was, using the same fears she

had once dismissed to turn Luke against her. “Is that really



how you feel?” he asked finally. “I thought we—Glass, I love
you,” he said helplessly.

“I never loved you.” She forced the words out of her
mouth with such intensity, they seemed to tear out her very
soul. “Don’t you see? This was all just a game to me, seeing
how long I could go on before I got caught. But I'm done
now. I'm bored.”

Luke reached up to take her chin, turning her face up
so that their eyes met. She could feel him searching her for
some sign that the real Glass was hidden deep inside. “You
don’t mean that.” His voice cracked. “I don’t know what’s
going on, but this isn’t you. Glass, talk to me. Please.”

For a "-1ing onbrief moment, Glass wavered. She
could tell him the truth. Of course he would understand; he
would forgive all the terrible things she'd just said. She
would lean her head on his shoulder and pretend that
everything would be okay. They could face this together.

But then she thought of Luke being executed—the leth-
al injection shutting down his body before it was released
into the cold emptiness of space.

The only way to save Luke’s heart was to break it.
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“You don’t even know me,” she said, jerking away
from his touch, the pain of her grief slicing sharp and hot
through her chest. “Here,” she finished, blinking back tears
as she reached behind her neck to unhook the clasp of her
locket. “I don’t want this anymore.”

As she dropped it into Luke’s hand he stared at her
wordlessly, shock and hurt etched in sharp lines across his
face.

She was only vaguely aware of running out of the
door and slamming it shut, and then she was racing down
the hall, concentrating on the thud of her steps across the
skybridge. Left, right, left, right. Just get home, Glass told
herself. Just get home, and then you can cry.

But the moment she turned the corner, she staggered
and slid to the floor, both hands clutching her stomach.
“I'm sorry,” Glass whispered softly, uncertain whether she
was speaking to the baby, or Luke, or her own bruised and
damaged heart.
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CHAPTER 21

Clarke

The tension in the infirmary tent was so thick, Clarke could
practically feel it pressing against her chest when she
breathed.

She hovered wordlessly at Thalia’s side, trying in vain
to battle the infection that had already claimed her kidneys
and seemed hell-bent on taking her liver next, seething in
silent fury at Octavia’s selfishness. How could she sit there,
watching Thalia slip in and out of consciousness, and not re-
turn the stolen medicine?

But then she glanced over to the corner, where Octavia

lay curled up. The sight of her round cheeks and thick lashes


CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_116.html#filepos511965
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_116.html#filepos511965

=4 “r

made her look painfully young, and Clarke’s anger was re-
placed by doubt and guilt. Maybe Octavia hadn’t done it.
But if not, who had?

Her eyes lowered to the bracelet that encased her
wrist. If Thalia could just hold on until the next wave of col-
onists arrived, she’d be okay. But there was no knowing
when that would be. The Council would wait until they had
conclusive data on the radiation levels, regardless of what
was happening on Earth.

Thalia’s death, she knew, would matter as little to the
Council as Lilly’s had. Orphans and criminals didn’t count.

As she watched Thalia’s labored breathing, Clarke felt
a surge of white-hot fury. She refused to sit here and just
wait for her friend to die. Hadn’t humans cured illnesses for
millennia before the discovery of penicillin? There had to be
something in the woods that fought infection. She tried to
remember what little she’d learned about plants in Biology
of Earth class. Who knew if those plants were even around
anymore—everything seemed tnt siess, o have evolved
strangely after the Cataclysm. But she had to at least try.

“T'll be back,” she whispered to her sleeping friend.
Without a word to the Arcadian boy standing guard outside,
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Clarke hurried out of the infirmary and began to walk to-
ward the trees, not bothering to grab anything from the sup-
ply tent lest she attract any unwanted attention. But she
didn’t manage to go more than ten meters without a famili-
ar voice scratching at her eardrums.

“Where are you going?” Wells asked as he fell in step
next to her.

“Looking for medicinal plants.” She was too tired to lie
to Wells, and it didn’t matter anyway; he always saw
through her lies. Somehow, the self-righteousness that
blinded him to the most glaring truths didn’t prevent him
from reading the secrets in her eyes.

“T'll come with you.

” “I'm fine on my own, thanks,” Clarke said, increasing
her pace, as if that could possibly deter the boy who'd
traveled across the solar system to be with her. “You stay
here in case they need someone to lead an angry mob.”

“You're right. Things got a little out of hand last night,”
he said with a frown. “I didn’t mean for anything bad to
happen to Octavia. I only wanted to help. I know you need

that medicine for Thalia.”
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“You only wanted to help. I've heard that one before.”
Clarke whipped around to face Wells. She didn’t have the
time or the energy to deal with his need for redemption
right now. “Guess what, Wells. Someone ended up Confined
this time too.”

Wells stopped in his tracks, and Clarke jerked her head
away, unable to look at the hurt in his eyes. But she refused
to let him make her feel guilty. Nothing she could say to him
could begin to approximate the pain he’d caused her.

Clarke stared straight ahead as she strode into the
trees, still half expecting to hear the thud of footsteps be-

hind her. But this time there was only silence.

By the time she reached the creek, the fury Clarke had car-
ried into the woods had been replaced by despair. The sci-
entist in her was mortified by her own naiveté. It was foolish
to think that she would somehow recognize a plant from a
class she’d taken six years ago, let alone that it would even

look the same after all this time. But she refused to turn



back, restrained partly by her own stubborn pride and
partly by a desire to avoid Wells for as long as possible.

It was too chilly to wade through the water, so she
climbed up the slope and walked along the ridge to cross
over to the other side. This was the farthest she’d ever been
from camp, and it felt different out here; the air even tasted
somehow different than it did closer to the clearing. She
closed her eyes, hoping that it would help her identify the
strange swirl of scents that she had no words to describe. It
was like trying to recall a memory that hadn’t been hers to
begin with.

The ground was flatter here than she’d seen elsewhere
in the woods. Up ahead, the gap between the trees grew
even wider, and the trees themselves seemed to part into
straight lines on either side, as if they could sense Clarke’s
presence and had stood aside to let her pass.

Clarke started to pull a star-shaped leaf from a tree,
then froze as a glint of light caught her eye. Something
nestled in between two enormous trees was reflecting the
fading sunlight.

She sihis took another step forward, her heart racing.

It was a window.



Clarke began walking toward it slowly, feeling as
though she were moving through one of her own dreams.
The window was framed by two trees, which must have
grown out of the ruins of the structure, whatever it had
been. But the glass wasn’t clear. As she got closer, she saw
that the window was actually made from different pieces of
colored glass that had been arranged to create an image, al-
though there were too many cracks to tell what it had once
been.

She reached forward and gently brushed her finger
against the glass, shivering as the cold seeped into her fin-
gers. It was like touching a corpse. For a moment, she found
herself wishing Wells was with her. No matter how angry
she was with him, she’d never deprive him of the chance to
see one of the ruins he’d spent his whole life dreaming
about.

She turned and walked around one of the large trees.
There was another window, but this one had been smashed,
sharp fragments of glass glittering on the ground. Clarke
stepped forward and crouched down to peer inside. The
jagged opening was almost large enough to crawl through.

The sun was only beginning to set, and the orange rays



seemed to shine right into the opening, revealing what
looked like a wooden floor. Every instinct in Clarke’s brain
was shouting at her to keep away, but she couldn’t bring
herself to stop.

Taking care not to let her skin touch the glass, Clarke
reached her arm through the opening of the window and
brushed her hand against the wood. Nothing happened. She
clenched her fingers into a fist and rapped on it, coughing as
a cloud of dust rose into the air. It felt solid. She paused,
considering. The building had survived this long. Surely the
floor would be able to hold her weight.

Carefully, she slid one leg through the opening, then
the other. She held her breath, but nothing happened.

When she looked up and around her, Clarke sucked in
her breath.

The walls soared on all sides, converging in a point
many meters above her head, higher than even the roof
above the solar fields. It wasn’t as dark as she’d expected.
There were windows along the other wall that she hadn’t
been able to see. These were made of clear glass, but they
weren’t broken. Beams of sunlight shone through, illumin-

ating millions of dust particles dancing through the air.
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Clark rose slowly to her feet. There was a railing up
ahead that ran parallel to the floor at about waist height.
She took a few hesitant steps toward it and gasped, startling
herself again as the sound echoed far above her head.

She was standing on a balcony overlooking an enorm-
ous open space. It was almost completely dark, probably be-
cause most of the building was now underground, but she
could just make out the outline of benches. She didn’t dare
venture any closer to the edge for a better look, but as her
eyes adjusted to the darkness, more shapes sharpened into
focus.

Bodies.

At first she thought she’d only imagined it, that her
mind was using the shadows to play tricks on her. She
closed her eyes and willed herself not to be such a fool. But
when she turned back, the shapes were the same.

Two skeletons were draped over one of the benches,
and another, smaller one lay at their feet. Although there
was no knowing whether the bones had been disturbed,
from what she could tell, these people had died huddled to-
gether. Had they been trying to keep warm as the skies



darkened and nuclear winter set in? How many people had
been left at that point?

Clarke took another small step forward, but this time,
the wood creaked dangerously. She froze and started to inch
her way back. But a loud crack sang out through the silence,
and with a sudden lurch, the floor fell out from underneath
her.

She waved her hands wildly, grabbing hold of the bal-
conyedge as the railing and floor tumbled through the air.
Her legs dangled over a vast, open space as the pieces
landed with a thud on the stone far below.

She screamed, a loud, wordless cry that rose up toward
the ceiling and then faded away, joining the ghosts of
whatever other screams still lingered in the dust. Her fin-
gers started to slide.

“Help!” Using every ounce of strength in her body, she
tried to pull herself up, her arms shaking with the effort, but
her grip was failing. She started to scream again, but there
was no more air left in her lungs, and the word died on her

lips before she realized it had been Wells’s name.
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CHAPTER 22

Wells

Wells broke into a sprint as Clarke’s scream ignited every
nerve in his body. It had been difficult following Clarke
through the woods, especially since he had to keep his dis-
tance—she would have been furious if she’d spotted him.
But now he was flying over the grass and could barely feel
his boots hitting the ground. He had just reached the
stained-glass window when a second, louder scream filled
the air.

“Clarke!” he yelled, sticking his head through the gap
in the broken glass. It was dark inside the ruin, but there

was no time to take out his flashbeam. Up ahead, he could
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just make out fingers clinging to a ledge. Wells ducked in-
side, landing with a thud on a wooden platform, and then
slid forward on his stomach, reaching over the edge to wrap
one hand around Clarke’s wrist while he grabbed on to the
stone wall for leverage. “I've got you,” he said.

But he spoke too soon. One of her hands disappeared,
and he was now supporting her entire weight. He could feel
himself slipping toward the edge. “Clarke!” he screamed
again. “Hold on!”

With a grunt, he managed to pull himself up into a sit-
ting position, then pressed one foot against the wall. His
hand was sweating, and he could feel himself losing his grip.
“Wells,” she shrieked. Her voice echoed through the cav-
ernous space, making it sound like there were a hundred
Clarkes in peril.

He gritted his teeth and pulled, gasping with relief and
exhaustion when Clarke’s other hand regained its hold.
“You're almost there. Come on.”

She placed her elbows on the wooden platform, and he
reached over to grab her upper arm, heaving the rest of her
body up over the ledge. They collapsed into a heap against
the stone wall.
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Clarke was sobbing as she struggled to catch her
breath. “It’s okay,” Wells said, wrapping his arm around
her. “You're okay.” He waited for her to recoil from his
touch, but instead, she buried herself in his arms. Wells
tightened his hold.

“What are you doing here?” she asked from inside his
embrace, her voice muffled. “I thought... I hoped...”

“I followed you—I was worried,” Wells spoke into her
hair. “I could never let anything happen to you. No matter
what.” He spoke without thinking, but as the words left his
lien twe shrps he knew that they were true. Even if she
kissed someone else—even if she wanted to be with
someone else—he would always be there for her.

Clarke didn’t say anything, but she stayed in his arms.

Wells held her there, terrified to say anything else and
end this moment too soon, his relief expanding into joy.
Maybe he had a chance to win her back. Maybe, here in the

ruins of the old world, they could start something new.
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CHAPTER 23

Bellamy

He’'d start with letting the bastards starve. Then, maybe
when they were all so weak with hunger that they had to
crawl over to him and beg for forgiveness, then he’d con-
sider going out to hunt. But they’d have to make do with a
squirrel or something else small—no way was he killing an-
other deer for them.

Bellamy had spent the night unable to sleep, watching
the infirmary tent in order to make damn sure no one got
anywhere near his sister. Now that it was morning, he’d re-
sorted to pacing around the perimeter of the camp. He had

too much energy to sit still.
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Bellamy stepped over the tree line, feeling his body re-
lax slightly as the shadows washed over him. Over the past
few weeks, he’d discovered that he enjoyed the company of
trees more than people. He shivered as a breeze swept
across the back of his neck, and looked up. The patches of
sky visible through the branches were beginning to turn
gray, and the air suddenly felt different—almost damp. He
lowered his head and kept walking. Perhaps Earth had had
enough of their bullshit already and was initiating a second
nuclear winter.

He turned and began drifting in the direction of the
stream, where there were usually animal tracks to follow.
But then a flash of movement in a tree a few meters away
caught his attention, and he paused.

Something bright red was waving in the wind. It
might’ve been a leaf, except there wasn’t anything else close
to that shade nearby. Bellamy squinted, then took a few
steps forward, feeling a strange prickle on the back of his
neck. It was Octavia’s hair ribbon. It made absolutely no
sense—she hadn’t been out in the woods for days—but he’d
recognize it anywhere. There were some things you could

never forget.



The halls were dark as Bellamy scurried up the stairs to
their flat. It had been worth staying out after curfew, as
long as he didn’t get caught. He’d broken through an old
air shaft, too small for anyone but a child to crawl
through, into an abandoned storage room he’d heard
about on C deck. It was full of all kinds of treasures: a
brimmed hat topped with a funny-looking bird; a box that
said EIGHT MINUTE ABS on it, whatever that meant; and
a red ribbon he’'d found wrapped around the handle of a
strange wheeled bag. Bellamy had traded his other discov-
eries in exchange for ration points, but he'd kept the rib-
bon, even though it would have fed them for a month. He
wanted to give it to Octavia.

He pressed his thumb to the scanner and carefully
opened the door, then froze. Someone was moving inside.
His mother was normally asleep by now. He took a silent
step forward, just enough to hear better, and felt himself
relax as a familiar sound filled his ears. His mother was
singing Octavia’s favorite lullaby, something she used to do
all the time, sitting on the floor and singingn theht red was
through the door of the closet until Octavia fell asleep. Bel-
lamy sighed with relief. It didn’t sound like she was in the



mood to scream at him, or worse, have one of her endless
crying fits that made Bellamy want to hide in the closet
with his sister-.

Bellamy smiled as he crept into the main room and
saw his mother kneeling on the floor. “Hush, little baby,
don’t you cry, mama’s gonna buy you a star in the sky. And
if that star can’t carry a tune, mama’s going buy you a
piece of the moon.” Another sound drifted through the
darkness, a faint wheeze. Was the ventilation system act-
ing up again? He took a step forward. “And if the moon
ever loses its shine, mama’s gonna buy you—"

Bellamy heard the sound again, although this time, it
sounded more like a gasp.

“Mom?” He took another step. She was crouched over
something on the floor. “Mom,” he bellowed, lunging
Sforward.

His mother had her hands around Octavia’s neck, and
even in the darkness, Bellamy could see that his sister’s face
was blue. He knocked his mother to the side and scooped
Octavia into his arms. For one heart-stopping second, he

was sure she was dead, but then she twitched and started



coughing. Bellamy exhaled, and his heart began thumping
wildly.
“We were just playing a game,” his mother said
faintly. “She couldn’t sleep. So we were playing a game....”
Bellamy held Octavia close, making soothing noises,
staring at the wall as a strange feeling came over him. He
wasn’t sure what his mother had been doing, but he was

sure she was going to try again.

Bellamy rose onto the balls of his feet and stretched his arm
toward the ribbon. His fingers wrapped around the familiar
satin, but as he tried to pull it down, he realized the orna-
ment wasn’t just caught on the branch—it had been tied
there.

Had someone found the ribbon and tied it to the tree
for safekeeping? But why wouldn’t they just have brought it
back to camp? He absentmindedly ran his hand down the
branch, letting the rough bark dig into his skin as he traced
a line from the branch down to the trunk. But then he froze.
His fingers were hovering on the edge of a dip in the trunk,
where a chunk of wood had been scooped out. There was

something sticking out—a bird’s nest, maybe?
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Bellamy grabbed on to the edge and pulled, watching
in horror as the medicine he and Clarke had discovered
came tumbling out. The pills, syringes, bottles—all of it was
scattered in the grass by his feet. His brain raced for an ex-
planation, anything to staunch the panic welling up in his
chest.

He sank to the grass with a groan and closed his eyes.

It was true. Octavia had taken the medicine. She’d hid-
den it in the tree and used her hair ribbon as a marker so
she could find it again. But he couldn’t think why she’d done
it. Had she worried about what would happen if one of them
had gotten sick? Maybe she’d been planning to take the sup-
plies with them when they set out on their own.

But then Graham’s words rang in his ears. We can't let
anyone else die just because your little sister’s a drug
addict.

The boy assigned to stand guard outside the infirmary tent

had fallen asleep. He barely managed to scramble to his feet



and mumble a quick “Hey, you can’t go in there” before Bel-
lamy burst through the flap. He jerked his head around,
confirming that it was empty except for Clarke’s sleeping
sick friend, then strode over to where Octavia was sitting
cross-legged on her cot, braiding her hair.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” he hissed.

“What are you talking about?” Her voice was a mixture
of boredom and irritation, as if he were pestering her about
schoolwork like he always used to when checking up on her
in the care center.

Bellamy threw the hair ribbon down on her cot, win-
cing as he saw horror rush to Octavia’s face. “I didn't...,” she
stammered. “It wasn't...”

“Cut the bullshit, O,” he snapped. “Now you can finish
braiding your goddamn hair while a girl is dying in front of
you.”

Octavia’s eyes darted to Thalia, then shifted down. “I
didn’t think she was really that sick,” she said softly. “Clarke
had already given her medicine. By the time I realized she
needed more, it was too late. I can’t confess now. You saw
how they were. I didn’t know what they’d do to me.” When



she looked up again, her deep-blue eyes were filled with
tears. “Even you hate me now, and you’re my brother.”
Bellamy sighed and sat down next to his sister. “I don’t
hate you.” He grabbed her hand and gave it a squeeze. “I
just don’t understand. Why’d you do it? The truth this time,
please.”
Octavia fell silent, and he could feel her skin growing
clammy as she began to tremble. “O?” He released her hand.
“I needed them,” she said, her voice small. “I can’t
sleep without them.” She paused and closed her eyes. “At
first, it was just at night. I kept having these terrible dreams,
so the nurse at the care center gave me medicine to help me
sleep, but then it got worse. There were times when I
couldn’t breathe, when it felt like the whole universe was
closing in on me, crushing me. The nurse wouldn’t give me
any more medicine, even when I asked, so I started stealing
pills. It was the only thing that made me feel better.”
Bellamy stared at her. “That’s what you were caught
stealing?” he asked slowly, the realization overtaking him.
“Not food for the younger kids in the care center. Pills.”
Octavia didn’t say anything, just nodded, her eyes full
of tears.
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“0,” Bellamy sighed. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I know how much you worry about me.” She took a
deep breath. “I know how you want to protect me all the
time. I didn’t want you to feel like you’d failed.”

Bellamy felt pain radiating out from a spot behind his
heart. He didn’t know which hurt more: that his sister was a
drug addict, or that she hadn’t told him the truth because
he’d been so blinded by his insane need to watch over her.
When he finally spoke, his voice was hoarse. “So what do we
do now?” he asked. For the first time in his life, he had no
idea how to help his sister. “What will happen when we give
the medicine back?”

“T'll be okay. I just need to learn how to live without
them. It’s already easier here.” She reached out and took his
hand, giving him a strange, almost pleading look. “Do you
wish you hadn’t come here for me?”

“No,” Bellamy said firmly, shaking his head. “I ju hefull
ofst need some time to process everything.” He rose to his
feet, then looked back at his sister. “But you need to make
sure Clarke gets the medicine. You have to be the one to tell

her. I'm serious, O.”



“I know.” She nodded, then turned to look at Thalia
and seemed to deflate a little. “I'll do it tonight.”

“Okay.” Sighing, Bellamy strode out of the tent and in-
to the clearing. When he reached the tree line, he took a
deep breath, allowing the damp air to seep through his
lungs into his aching chest. He tilted his head back to let the
wind wash over his flushed skin. Now that the sky was un-
obstructed by trees, it looked even darker, almost black.
Suddenly, a line of jagged light flashed across the sky, fol-
lowed by a violent, resounding crack that made the earth
shudder. Bellamy jumped, and screams filled the clearing.
But they were quickly drowned out by another deafening
boom, this one louder than the first, like the sky was about
to tumble to Earth.

Then something did start to fall. Drops of liquid were
cascading down his skin, dripping off his hair, and quickly
seeping into his clothes. Rain, Bellamy realized, real rain.
He tilted his face up toward the sky, and for a moment, his
wonder drowned out all the rest—his anger at Graham and
Wells and Clarke, his concern for his sister, the screams of
the idiot kids who didn’t know that rain was harmless. He

closed his eyes, letting the water wash away the dirt and
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sweat caked on his face. For a second, he let himself imagine
that the rain could wash everything away: the blood, the
tears, the fact that he and Octavia had failed each other.
They could have a clean start, try again.

Bellamy opened his eyes. He was being ridiculous, he
knew. The rain was only water, and there was no such thing
as a clean start. That was the thing about secrets—you had

to carry them with you forever, no matter what the cost.
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CHAPTER 24

Glass

As she walked across the skybridge, the terrible realization
that her mother was right hung like a weight on Glass’s
heart. She couldn’t risk a single misstep—not for her sake,
but for Luke’s. What if the Chancellor woke up and revoked
her pardon, and then Luke did something stupid and admit-
ted the truth about the pregnancy? It was like history was
repeating itself, and yet she knew she’d always make the
same choice. She would always choose to protect the boy
she loved.

She’d been avoiding Luke for several days, though he’d

been summoned for so many emergency shifts lately that
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she wasn’t sure he’d even noticed. She’d finally arranged to
meet at his flat this evening, and the thought of him greet-
ing her with a smile made her chest ache. At least this time,
there’d be no tricks, no lies. She’d simply tell him the truth,
no matter how difficult. Maybe he’d seek comfort in Camille
again, and then things would truly come full circle. The
thought came with a knife-sharp pang, but Glass ignored it
and kept walking.

As she approached the far end of the skybridge, her
eyes landed on a small group gathered near the checkpoint.
A few guards stood speaking in a tight circle, while a num-
ber of civilians whispered and pointed at something through
the long, star-filled window that bordered the walkway.
Glass suddenly recognized a few of the guards—they were
Luke’s team, members of the elite guard’s engineering
corps. The woman with graying hair who was moving her
fingers rapidly through the air, manipulating a holo-diagr
gmoving ham in front of her face, was Bekah. Next to her
was Ali, a boy with dark skin and bright-green eyes fixed in-

tently on the image Bekah was creating.



“Glass!” Ali exclaimed warmly, looking up as she ap-
proached. He jogged forward a few steps and clasped her
hands in his. “It’s great to see you. How are you?”

“I'm... good,” she stammered, confused. How much did
they know? Were they greeting her as Luke’s ex, the snotty
Phoenix girl who’d broken his heart, or as Luke’s escaped-
convict girlfriend? Either way, Ali was being much kinder
than she deserved.

Bekah shot Glass a quick smile and then returned to
her diagrams, frowning as she rotated a complicated-
looking three-dimensional blueprint. “Where’s Luke?” Glass
asked as she glanced from side to side. If they were still on
duty, he wouldn’t be home yet either.

Ali gestured out the window with a grin. “Look
outside.”

Glass turned slowly, every atom in her body turning to
ice. She knew already what she would see. Two figures in
space suits were floating outside, each tethered to the ship
by a thin cord. They had tool kits strapped to their backs
and were using their gloved hands to move along the

skybridge.
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As if in a trance, Glass moved slowly forward and
pressed her face against the window. She watched in horror
as the two figures nodded at each other, then disappeared
under the skybridge. Luke’s unit was responsible for crucial
repairs, but he’d only been a junior member of the team
when they were dating last year. She knew he’d been pro-
moted, but she had no idea he would be out on spacewalks
this soon.

The thought of him outside—nothing separating him
from the cold emptiness of space but a laughably thin cord
and a pressurized suit—made Glass feel dizzy. She grabbed
on to the railing to steady herself, sending up a silent prayer

to the stars to keep him safe.

She hadn'’t left the flat in two weeks. Not even her loosest
clothes could mask the bump that had emerged with
alarming suddenness. Glass wasn’t sure how much longer
her mother would be able to make excuses for her. She’'d
stopped responding to her friends’ messages, and eventu-
ally, they'd stopped sending them. Everyone except for

Wells, who contacted her every day without fail.



Glass pulled up her message queue to reread the note

he’d sent her that morning.

I know something must be wrong, and I hope you
know that I'm always here for whatever you need.
But even if you don't (or can’t) write back, I'm going
to keep filling your queue with my stupid ramblings
because, no matter what happened, you're still my

best friend and I'll never stop wishing you were here.

The rest of the note went on to talk about Wells’s frus-
trations with officer training, then ended with a few
cryptic allusions to something about Clarke. Glass hoped
there was nothing seriously wrong—Clarke needed to real-
ize how good she had it. She would never find a sweeter,
smarter boy on Phoenix. Although the honor of the
sweetest, smartest boy in the Colony went to Luke. Luke,
who was no longer in her life.

The only thing that kept Glass sane was the growing
presence inside her. Placing her hand on her stomach,
Glass whispered to the baby, telling him again—she felt
certain, somehow, that it was a bhatept Glaoy—how much

she loved him.
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There was a sudden knock at the door, and Glass hur-
ried to stand up, to try to run into her bedroom and lock it
shut. But the three guards had already burst inside.

“Glass Sorenson,” one of them barked, his eyes travel-
ing to her stomach, the bump glaringly obvious. “You are
under arrest for violation of the Gaia Doctrine.”

“Please just let me explain.” She gasped as panic
gushed through her. It felt like she was drowning. The
room was spinning, and it was hard to tell which words
were coming out of her mouth and which were dashing
manically through her skull.

In a flash, one of the guards grabbed her arms and
wrenched her wrists behind her back while another se-
cured them with cuffs. “No,” she whimpered. “Please. It
was an accident.” She pressed her feet into the floor, but
there was no use. The guards were forcibly dragging her
across the room.

And then some wild, frantic instinct took over, and
Glass thrashed against the guard restraining her, kicking
wildly against his shins and shoving her elbow into his
throat. He tightened his grip on her shoulder as he dragged

her out through the corridor and into the stairwell.



TI=T T

A sob wrenched up from inside her as Glass realized
that she would never see Luke again, the knowledge hitting
her with all the force of a hammer. Her legs suddenly gave
out. The guard holding her staggered back as she slid, try-
ing to keep her upright.

I could do it, Glass thought, taking advantage of his
momentary imbalance to surge wildly forward. For a
brief, shining moment, Glass felt the thrill of hope pushing
through the panic. This was her chance. She would escape.

But then the guard snatched at her from behind and
she lost her footing. Her shoulder smacked against the
landing and, suddenly, she was falling down the sharp,
narrow, dim staircase.

Everything went dark.

When Glass opened her eyes again, her whole body
ached. Her knees, her shoulders, her stomach—

Her stomach. Glass tried to move her hands to feel it,
but they were strapped down. No, cuffed down, she real-
ized in growing horror. Of course; she was a criminal.

“Oh, sweetie, you're awake,” a warm voice greeted

her.



Through her blurry vision, she could just make out the
shape of a figure approaching her bed. It was a nurse.

“Please,” Glass croaked. “Is he okay? Can I hold him?”
The woman paused, and Glass knew even before she spoke
what she would say. She could already sense it, the hor-
rible, aching emptiness inside her.

“I'm sorry,” the nurse said quietly. Glass could barely
see her mouth, which gave the impression that the voice
was coming from somewhere else entirely. “We couldn’t
save him.”

Glass turneoice d away, letting the cold metal of the
handcuffs press angrily against her skin, not caring about
the pain. Any feeling was better than this, this heartache

that would never go away.

Finally, the two figures reappeared from underneath the
skybridge. Glass exhaled loudly as she brought her hand to
the window. How long had she been holding her breath?
“Are you okay?” a voice asked, and for a moment, Glass
thought with horror that she was back in that hospital room
with the nurse. But it was only Luke’s guard friend Bekah,

looking at her with concern.
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Her face was wet, Glass realized. She’d been crying.
She couldn’t even bring herself to feel embarrassed, she was
so relieved that Luke had made it back safely.

“Thanks,” Glass managed, taking the handkerchief that
Bekah offered, wiping away her tears. Outside, Luke was
pulling himself back along the cord, placing one gloved
hand over the other as he moved back toward the airlock
chamber.

Around her, various onlookers started to clap and
high-five one another, but Glass stayed at the window, her
eyes fixed on the spot she’d last seen Luke. The thoughts
that Glass had carried with her onto the skybridge seemed
as distant as a long-forgotten dream. She couldn’t sever
their tie any more than she could cut the wire tethering him
to the ship. Without Luke, life would be as empty and cold
as space itself.

“Hey, you,” his voice came from behind her, and Glass
spun around, throwing herself into his arms. His thermal
shirt was soaked with sweat, his curls damp and dirty, but
Glass didn’t care.

“I was worried about you,” she said, her voice muffled
into his shirt.
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He laughed and wrapped his arms tighter around her,
planting a kiss on the top of her head. “This is a nice
surprise.”

Glass looked up at him, not caring that her eyes were
puffy and that her nose was running. “It’s fine,” Luke said,
exchanging an amused look with Ali before turning back to
Glass. “It’s all part of the job.”

Her heart was still pumping too fast to speak, so she
nodded, shooting an embarrassed smile at Bekah and Ali
and the others. “Come on,” Luke said, taking her hand and
leading her down the skybridge.

As they crossed onto Walden, Glass’s breathing finally
returned to normal. “I can’t believe you do that,” she said
quietly. “Aren’t you terrified?”

“It’s scary, but it’s exhilarating, too. It’s so... enormous
out there. I know that sounds kind of stupid.” He paused,
but Glass shook her head. They both knew about enclosed
spaces, how you could feel trapped in them, even one as vast
as the ship.

“I'm just glad everything went okay,” she said.

“Yeah, it did. Well, mostly.” Luke’s fingers loosened

their grip around hers, and his voice grew slightly strained.
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“There was something weird going on with the airlock.
Some valve must've come loose, because it was releasing
oxygen out of the ship.”

“But you guys fixed it, right?”

“Of course. That’'s what were trained to do.” He
squeezed her hand.

Suddenly, Glass stopped short, turning to Luke and
rising up on her toes to kiss him, right there in the middle of
the crowded hallway. She didn’t care anymore who saw
them. No matter what happened, she thought, kissing him
with an almost desperate need, she would never let anything
keep thethi of tm apart again.

?ublishe



?ublishe



?ublishe



CHAPTER 25

Bellamy

Bellamy stared into the flickering flames, the buzz of con-
versation around him mingling with the cracking of the logs.
It had been a few hours since his confrontation with
Octavia, and so far there’d been no sign of her. He hoped
she’d return the medicine soon. He couldn’t force her to
hand it over, he knew, or their relationship would never re-
cover. He had to show that he trusted her, and she had to do
the right thing to win back that trust.

The rain had stopped, but the ground was still damp. A
few scuffles had broken out over the handful of rocks that

had become VIP seating around the campfire, but for the
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most part, everyone seemed willing to tolerate the soggy
grass to sit close to the warmth of the flames. A few girls had
sought out a third option and were now perched on the laps
of smug-looking boys.

He scanned the circle, searching for Clarke. There was
much more smoke than usual, probably because all the fire-
wood was wet, and it took a few moments for his eyes to
settle on the familiar glint of her reddish-gold hair. He
squinted and realized, to his surprise, that she was sitting
next to Wells. They weren’t touching, or even speaking, but
something had changed between them. The tension that
wracked Clarke’s body whenever Wells came near had dis-
appeared, and instead of shooting wounded, furtive looks at
Clarke when her head was turned, Wells was staring pla-
cidly into the fire, a content look on his face.

A shard of resentment worked its way into Bellamy’s
stomach. He should have known it would only be a matter
of time before Clarke went running back to Wells. He
should never have kissed her in the woods. He’d only ever
really cared about one other girl before—and he’d gotten

hurt that time too.
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The clouds were thick enough to block out most of the
stars, but Bellamy tilted his head back anyway, wondering
how much warning they’d have before the next dropship ar-
rived. Would they be able to see it tearing toward them—a
warning flare in the sky?

But then his eyes fell on a figure moving through the
darkness toward the fire: the shadowy outline of a tiny girl
with her head held high. Bellamy rose to his feet as Octavia
stepped into the pool of light cast by the dancing flames,
sending a ripple of whispers around the circle.

“Oh, for the love of god.” Bellamy heard Graham
groan. “Who the hell was supposed to be watching her
tonight?”

Wells shot Clarke a look, then stood to face Graham.
“It’s fine,” he said. “She can join us.”

Octavia paused, looking from Wells to Graham as the
boys glared at each other. But before either of them had
time to speak, she took a breath and stepped forward. “I
have something to say,” she said. She was trembling, but her
voice was firm.

The excited whispers and confused murmurs trailed off

as nearly a hundred heads turned to face Octavia. In the
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flickering firelight, Bellamy could see the panic creeping
across her face, and felt a sudden urge to run over and hold
her hand. But he forced his feet to stay rooted to the ground.
He’d spent so long trying to take care of the little girl in his
mind that he’d never gotten to know the person she’d be-
come. And right now, this was something she had to do on
her own.

“I did take the medicine,” Octavia began. She paused to
let as a viaher words sink in, then took a deep breath and
continued as a rumble of I knew its and I told you sos began
to build like thunder. Octavia told the group a similar ver-
sion of the story she’d told Bellamy earlier that day—how
hard it'd been growing up in the care center, how her de-
pendence on pills had turned into an addiction.

The muttering ceased as Octavia’s voice cracked. “Back
on the Colony, I never thought I was hurting anyone. Steal-
ing just seemed like a way to get what I deserved. I figured
everyone deserved to be able to fall asleep at night. To wake
up without feeling that your nightmares had left scars inside
your head.” She took a deep breath and closed her eyes.
When she opened them, Bellamy could see the faint shim-

mer of tears. “I was so selfish, so scared. But I never meant
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to hurt Thalia, or anyone.” She turned to Clarke and swal-
lowed the sob that seemed to be forming in her throat. “I'm
so sorry. I know I don’t deserve your forgiveness, but all I
can ask is that you give me a chance to start over.” She
raised her chin and looked around the circle until she saw
Bellamy, and she gave him a small smile. “Just like everyone
here wants to do. I know a lot of us have done things we're
not proud of, but we’ve been given a chance for a new begin-
ning. I know I almost ruined it for a lot of you, but I'd like to
start over—to become a better person, to help make Earth
the world we want it to be.”

Bellamy’s heart swelled with pride. Tears were begin-
ning to blur his vision, although if anyone called him out on
it, he’d blame it on the smoke. His sister’s life had been full
of suffering and hardship from the very beginning. She’d
made mistakes—they both had—but she’d still managed to
stay brave and strong.

For a moment, no one spoke. Even the crackling of the
fire faded away, as if Earth itself were holding its breath.
But then Graham’s voice barreled through the silence.
“That’s bullshit.”
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Bellamy bristled as a spark of anger sizzled across his
chest, but he gritted his teeth. Of course Graham was going
to be a bastard about it—that didn’t mean the others hadn’t
been touched by Octavia’s speech. But instead of prompting
scoffs or disapproving whispers, Graham’s words unleashed
a tide of murmured assent that swelled quickly into shouts.
He looked around the circle as he continued. “Why should
we bust our asses all day, chopping wood, hauling water,
doing whatever it takes to keep everyone alive, just to let
some delusional drug addict walk all over us? It’s like
being—"

“Okay, that’s enough,” Bellamy said, cutting him off.
He glanced at Octavia. Her bottom lip had begun to quiver
as her eyes darted around the fire. “You’ve made your point.
But there are ninety-four other people here with opinions of
their own, and they don’t need you to tell them what to
think.”

“I agree with Graham,” a girl’s voice called out. Bel-
lamy turned and saw a short-haired Waldenite glaring at
Octavia. “We all had shitty lives back on the Colony, but you
don’t see anyone else stealing.” She narrowed her eyes.
“Who knows what she’ll take next time.”
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“Everyone just relax.” Clarke had risen to her feet. “She
apologized. We have to give her a second chance.” Bellamy
stared at her in surprise, waiting for the surge of indigna-
tion. After all, she was the one who’d accused Octavia in the
first place. But as he looked at Clarke, all he felt was
gratitude.

“No.” Graham’s voice was hard and as he looked
around the circle, his eyes flashed with something other
than reflected firelight. He turned to Wells, who was still
standing next to Clarke. “It’s just like you sust boaid. There
has to be some kind of order, or else there’s no way in hell
we’ll make it.”

“So what do you recommend?” Wells asked. Graham
smiled, and Bellamy felt like someone had poured ice water
down his back. Fixing Graham with a glare, he hurried over
to Octavia and put his arm around her.

“It'll be okay,” he whispered.

“I'm sorry,” Graham said, turning to Bellamy and
Octavia. “But we don’t have a choice. She put Thalia’s life at
risk. We can’t take any chances. Octavia needs to die.”

“What?” Bellamy sputtered. “Are you insane?” He

jerked his head from side to side, expecting to see a sea of
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similarly revolted faces. But while a few people were staring
at Graham in shock, a number were nodding.

Bellamy stepped protectively in front of Octavia, who
was trembling violently. He’d burn the goddamn planet to a
crisp before he let anyone near his sister.

“Should we put it to a vote?” Graham raised his chin
and nodded at Wells. “You're the one who was so excited to
bring democracy back to Earth. It seems only fair.”

“This is not what I meant,” Wells snapped. His face
had lost its politician’s reserve, his features twisted with an-
ger. “We're not going to vote about whether to kill people.”

“No?” Graham raised an eyebrow. “So it’s okay for your
father, but not for us.”

Bellamy winced and closed his eyes as he heard sounds
of agreement ripple through the crowd. It was exactly what
he would've said in that situation, except that Bellamy
would have only meant it as a jab at Wells. He’d never actu-
ally propose killing someone.

“The Council doesn’t execute people for fun.” Wells’s
voice shook with fury. “Keeping humanity alive in space re-
quired extraordinary measures. Sometimes cruel meas-

ures.” Wells paused. “But we have a chance to do better.”



“So what?” Graham growled. “You're just going to give
her a slap on the wrist and then make everyone pinky swear
not to break the rules?” A few snickers rose up from the
crowd.

“No.” Wells shook his head. “You're right. There needs
to be consequences.” He took a deep breath. “We’ll banish
them from camp.” His voice was firm, but when he turned
to Bellamy, his eyes seemed to contain a strange mixture of
anguish and relief.

“Banish?” Graham repeated. “So they can sneak back
whenever they want and steal more supplies? That’s
bullshit.”

Bellamy opened his mouth to speak, but his voice was
drowned out as the buzz of voices grew louder. Finally, a girl
Bellamy vaguely recognized from Walden stood up. “That
sounds fair,” she called out, shouting to be heard over the
crowd, which grew quiet as heads turned to look at her. “As
long as they promise never to come back.”

Bellamy tightened his arm around Octavia, who’d gone
limp. He nodded. “We’ll leave at sunrise.” He turned to
smile at Octavia—this is what he’d planned all along. So

then why did he feel more apprehension than relief?
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The fire died down, and darkness settled over the camp like
a blanket, muffling footsteps and muting voices as shadowy
figures disappeared into tents or carried blankets toward
the edges of the clearing.

Bel si mufflilamy set up a makeshift cot for Octavia at
the short end, near the wreckage of the dropship. They
hadn’t said it aloud, but they both knew neither of them
wanted to sleep in a tent tonight.

Octavia curled up on her blanket and closed her eyes,
though it was clear she wasn’t sleeping. The trip back into
the woods with Clarke to retrieve the medicine had been a
tense one. No one had spoken, though Bellamy could feel
Clarke’s eyes boring into his back as he led the way.

Now he sat next to Octavia, his back against a tree,
staring into the darkness. It was hard to wrap his mind
around the fact that tomorrow, they would leave forever.

A shape moved through the shadows toward them.
Wells. He had Bellamy’s bow slung over his shoulder.

“Hey,” Wells said quietly as Bellamy rose to his feet.
“I'm sorry about what happened back there. I know



banishment sounds harsh, but I wasn’t sure what else to
do.” He sighed. “I really thought Graham was going to con-
vince them to...” He trailed off as his eyes fell on Octavia.
“Not that I would've let that happen, but there’s only two of
us and a lot of them.”

Bellamy felt a smartass retort rise in his throat but
swallowed it back down. Wells had done the best thing he
could under the circumstances. “Thank you.”

They stared at each other for a moment, then Bellamy
cleared his throat. “Listen, I should probably...” He paused.
“I'm sorry about your father.” Bellamy took a deep breath
and forced himself to meet Wells’s eyes. “I hope he’s okay.”

“Thank you,” Wells said quietly. “I do too.” He fell si-
lent for a moment, but when he spoke again, his voice was
firm. “I know you were just trying to protect your sister. I
would’ve done the same thing.” He smiled. “I suppose I sort
of did. Wells extended his hand. “I hope you and Octavia
stay safe out there.”

Bellamy shook his hand and smiled ruefully. “I can’t
imagine anything out there worse than Graham. Keep an
eye on that kid.”
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“Will do.” Wells nodded, then turned around and
headed back into the darkness.

Bellamy lowered himself to the blanket and stared out
into the clearing. He could just make out the shape of the
infirmary tent where Clarke would be giving Thalia the
long-awaited medicine. His stomach twisted strangely as he
thought back to the scene by the fire, the flames flickering
over Clarke’s determined face. He’d never known a girl who
was so beautiful and intense at once.

Bellamy leaned back with a sigh and closed his eyes,
wondering how long it would take until she stopped being

the last person he thought about before he fell asleep.
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CHAPTER 26

Clarke

The antibiotics were working. Although it had been less
than a few hours since Clarke burst into the tent, clutching
the medicine under her arm, Thalia’s fever had already gone
down, and she was more alert than she’d been in days.

Clarke lowered herself to perch on the edge of Thalia’s
cot as her friend’s eyes fluttered open. “Welcome back,”
Clarke said with a grin. “How are you feeling?”

Thalia’s eyes darted around the empty tent, then
looked up to meet Clarke’s. “This isn’t heaven, is it?”

Clarke shook her head. “God, I hope

»

not.
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“Good. Because I always assumed there’d be boys
there. Boys who didn’t use water rationing as an excuse not
to bathe.” Thalia managed a smile. “Did anyone build the
first shower on Earth while I was passed out?”

“Nope. You didn’t miss much.”

“Somehow, I find that hard to believe.” Thalia raised
her shoulders in an attempt to sit up, but settled back down
with a groan. Clarke gently placed a rolled-up blanket be-
hind her. “Thanks,” she muttered and surveyed Clarke for a
moment before she spoke again. “Okay, what’s wrong?”

Clarke gave her a bemused smile. “Nothing! I'm just so
happy you're feeling better.”

“Please. You can’t hide anything from me. You know I
always manage to get your secrets out of you,” Thalia dead-
panned. “You can start by telling me where you found the
medicine.”

“Octavia had it,” Clarke explained and quickly filled
Thalia in on what had happened. “She and Bellamy are leav-
ing tomorrow,” she finished. “That’s part of the deal Wells
made with everyone. I know it sounds crazy, but it really felt
like they were close to attacking her.” She shook her head.
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“If Wells hadn’t stepped in, I'm not sure what would’'ve
happened.”

Thalia was staring at Clarke with a curious expression
on her face.

“What?” Clarke asked.

“Nothing, just—this is the first time I've ever heard you
say his name without looking like you want to punch a hole
through a wall.”

“True,” Clarke admitted with a smile. She supposed her
feelings had changed—or at least, were starting to.

“So?”

Clarke began to fiddle with the pill bottles. She hadn’t
wanted to tell Thalia about what happened in the woods in
case it made Thalia feel guilty—after all, she’d gone out
looking for plants to help her and had ended up almost get-
ting killed. “There’s something else I haven’t told you. It
didn’t seem important before, when you were so sick, but...”
She took a breath and gave Thalia a brief account of Wells
rescuing her from the ruin.

“He followed you all the way there?”

Clarke nodded. “The weird thing is, while I was

hanging on that ledge, convinced I was going to die, he was
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the one person I was thinking about. And when he showed
up, I wasn’t even angry that he’d followed me. I was just re-
lieved that he’d cared enough to go after me, despite the ter-
rible things I've said to him.”

“He loves you. Nothing you do or say can ever change
that.”

“I know.” Clarke closed her eyes, though she was afraid
of the images that she knew would emerge from the shad-
ows. “Even when we were in Confinement and I told you I
wanted to see his organs explode in space, I think there was
a part of me that still loved him. And that made the pain
even worse.”

Thalia was looking at her with a mixture of pity and
understanding. “It’s time to stop punishing yourself,
Clarke.”

“You mean punishing him.”

“No. I mean it’s time to stop punishing yourself for lov-
ing him. It’s not a betrayal of your parents.”

Clarke stiffened. “You didn’t know them. You have no
idea what they’d think.”



“I know they wanted whtheont sizat was best for you.
They were willing to do something they knew was wrong in
order to keep you safe.” She paused. “Just like Wells.”

Clarke sighed and tucked her legs up underneath her,
sitting on Thalia’s bed just like she used to back in their cell.
“Maybe youre right. I don’t know if I can fight this any-
more. Hating him is exhausting.”

“You should talk to him.”

Clarke nodded. “I will.”

“No, I mean right now.” Thalia’s eyes were bright with
excitement. “Go talk to him.”

“What? It’s late.”

“I'm sure he’s lying wide-awake, thinking about you....”

Clarke unfolded her legs, then rose to her feet. “Fine,”
she said, “if that’s what it takes to get you to be quiet and
rest.”

She walked across the tent, playfully rolling her eyes at
her friend as she pulled the flap aside. She stepped into the
clearing and paused, wondering if she was making a
mistake.

But it was too late to turn around. Her heart was beat-

ing so fast, it seemed to have a momentum of its own,

~F
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pounding a frantic message to Wells through the darkness.
I'm coming.
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CHAPTER 27

Wells

Wells stared up at the sky. He’d never felt at ease in the
overcrowded tents, and after what had happened tonight,
the thought of being crammed next to people who’d been
ready to tear Octavia apart was unbearable. Despite the
cold, he liked falling asleep looking at the same stars he’d
seen from his bed at home. He loved the moments when the
moon disappeared behind a cloud and it became too dark to
see the outlines of the trees. The sky would seem to stretch
all the way down to the ground, creating the impression
they weren’t on Earth at all but back up among the stars. It
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always gave him a small pain to open his eyes in the morn-
ing and find them gone.

Yet even the sky wasn’t enough to quiet Wells’s mind
tonight. He pushed himself into a seated position, wincing
as he pried his blanket off the scattered rocks and branches.
A rustling in a nearby tree caught his attention and he rose
to his feet, craning his neck for a better look.

Wells stared in wonder as the tree, which had never
boasted a single blossom since they’d landed, burst into
bloom. Glimmering pink petals unfurled from pods he
hadn’t noticed before, like fingertips reaching out in the
dark. They were beautiful. Wells rose onto his toes,
stretched his arms above his head, and wrapped his fingers
around a stem.

“Wells?”

He spun around and saw Clarke standing a few meters
away.

“What are you doing?”

He was about to ask her the same question, but instead
he walked silently toward her and slipped the flower into
her hand. She stared at it, and for a moment he thought she

~F



might shove it back at him. But to his surprise and relief,
she looked up at him and smiled. “Thank you.”

“You're welcome.” They stared at each other for a mo-
ment. “You couldn’t sleep either?” he asked, and she shook
her head.

Wells sat down on an exposed tree root, which was just
large enough for two, and gestured for her to sit besid si
mhimselfe him.

After a moment she sank down, keeping a sliver of
empty space between them. “How’s Thalia doing?” he asked.

“Much better. I'm so thankful Octavia came forward.”
She looked down and ran her finger along the blossom. “I
just can’t believe they’re leaving tomorrow.”

There was a note of regret in her voice that made
Wells’s stomach clench. “I thought you’d be happy to see her
go, after what she put you through.”

Clarke was quiet for a moment. “Good people can
make mistakes,” she said slowly. She looked up, and her
eyes met Wells’s. “It doesn’t mean you stop caring about
them.”

For a long moment, all they could hear was the wind

rustling the leaves, the silence filling with all the words that
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had been left unsaid. The apologies that could never begin

to convey his sorrow.

The trial of Phoenix’s two most famous scientists had
turned into the event of the year. There were more people
gathered in the Council chamber than had ever shown up
for a lecture, or any event other than the Remembrance
Ceremony.

But Wells was only vaguely aware of the audience.
The disgust he’'d felt at their morbid curiosity—like Romans
waiting for bloodshed at the Colosseum—faded away the
moment his eyes landed on the girl sitting alone in the
front row. He hadn’t seen Clarke since the night she’d con-
fided in him about her parents’ research. Wells had told his
father, who weighed the information carefully. As Wells
had expected, the Chancellor had known nothing about the
experiments and had immediately launched an inquiry. Yet
the investigation had taken a terrible turn Wells hadn’t ex-
pected, and now Clarke’s parents were going to face the
Council on criminal charges. Guilty and terrified, Wells

had spent the past week desperate to find Clarke, but his
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deluge of messages had gone unanswered, and when he
went to her flat, he found it sealed off by guards.

Her expression was blank as she watched the Council
members take their seats. But then she turned and saw
Wells. Her eyes locked with his, her gaze filled with hatred
so intense that it sent bile shooting up from his stomach.

Wells shrank back into his seat in the third row. He'd
only wanted his father to stop her parents’ research, to put
an end to Clarke’s misery. He never imagined they’d end
up on trial for their lives.

Two guards escorted Clarke’s mother to a bench in the
front. She kept her chin high as she surveyed the Council,
but then her eyes settled on her daughter, and her face fell.

Clarke jumped to her feet and said something Wells
couldn’t hear, but it didn’t matter. The sad smile on her
mother’s face was enough to cleave Wells’s heart in two.

Another pair of guards led her father in, and the trial
began.

A female member of the Council opened the proceed-
ings by giving an overview of the investigation. According
to the Griffins, she reported, they had been ordered by Vice



Chancellor Rhodes to conduct human radiation trials,
which Rhodes vehemently denied.

A strange numbness spread over Wells as he watched
the Vice Chancellor stand, his face grave as font>s he ex-
plained that while he’d approved their request for a new
lab, he never said a word about experimenting on children.

Everyone’s voices seemed very far away—the frag-
ments of the Council members’ questions and the Griffins’
replies that reached his ears distorted, like sound waves
from a distant galaxy. Wells heard the crowd’s gasps be-
fore his brain had time to process what they were reacting
to.

Then, suddenly, the Council was voting.

The first guilty broke through the haze that had
settled over Wells. He turned to look at Clarke, who was
sitting still and rigid.

“Guilty.”

No. Wells thought. No, please.

“Guilty.” The word echoed down the table until it was
his father’s turn. He cleared his throat, and for a brief mo-
ment, Wells believed there was a chance. That his father

would figure out a way to turn the tide.



“Guilty.”

“No!” Clarke’s anguished shriek rose above the din of
shocked whispers and satisfied murmurs. She jumped to
her feet. “You can'’t do this. It wasn't their fault.” Her face
twisted with rage as she pointed at the Vice Chancellor.
“You. You forced them to do it, you evil, lying bastard.” She
took a step forward and was immediately surrounded by
guards.

Vice Chancellor Rhodes gave a long sigh. “I'm afraid
you’re much better at experimenting on innocent children
than you are at lying, Miss Griffin.” He turned to Wells’s
father. “We know from the security log that she visited the
lab on a regular basis. She knew about the atrocities her
parents were committing and did nothing to stop it. She
may have even helped.”

Wells inhaled so sharply, he could feel his stomach
scrape against his ribs. He waited for his father to give
Rhodes one of his dismissive glares, but to Wells’s horror,
the Chancellor was staring gravely at Clarke. After a long
moment, his jaw tightened, and he turned to face the other

Council members.



“T hereby put forward a motion to try Clarke Griffin
for the crime of accessory to treason.”

No. His father’s words sank into his skin like a para-
lytic, stopping his heart.

Wells could see the Council members’ mouths moving,
but he couldn’t make out what they were saying. Every
atom in his body was focused on praying to whatever for-
gotten god might be listening. Let her go, he pleaded. I'll do
anything. It was true. He was ready to offer his life in ex-
change for hers.

Take me instead.

The Vice Chancellor leaned over to whisper something
to Wells’s father.

Idon’t care if it’s painful.

The Chancello>Th">

Shove me through the release portal so my body
implodes.

The person next to Wells shuddered at something the
Chancellor said.

Just let her go.

~F



He had the uncomfortable sensation of sound return-
ing as gasps rose up from the audience. Two guards
grabbed Clarke and began dragging her away.

The girl he'd do anything to protect would soon be
sentenced to death. And she would have every right to die
hating him.

It was all his fault.

“I'm sorry,” Wells whispered, as if somehow, that could
make it better.

“I know,” she said, her voice soft.

Wells froze, and for a moment, he was too afraid to
look at her, afraid to see the grief welling up from the
wound he knew would never heal. But when he finally
turned, he saw that while her eyes glistened with tears, she
was smiling.

“I feel closer to them here,” she said, glancing up at the
trees. “They spent their lives trying to figure out how to get
us home.”

Wells didn’t know what he could say without breaking

the spell, so instead, he leaned forward and kissed her,
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holding his breath until he saw her teardrop-tipped lashes
flutter closed.

At first it was soft, his lips lightly brushing over her
mouth, but then he felt her kiss him back, igniting every cell
in his body. The familiarity of her touch, the taste of her
kiss, released something in him, and he pulled her closer.

Clarke sank into Wells, her lips clinging to his lips, her
skin melting into his skin, her breath mixing with his
breath. The world around them faded away as Earth became
nothing more than a swirl of pungent scents and damp air
that made him press himself closer to her. The soft ground
cradled them as they slid off the log. There was so much he
needed to tell her, but his words were lost as his lips
traveled across her skin, moving from her mouth to her
neck.

In that moment, there was no one else. They were the
only two people on Earth. Just like he’d always imagined

they would be.
?ublishe



?ublishe



?ublishe



CHAPTER 28

Glass

Music played on Phoenix twice that year. The Council had
approved the exception, and for the first time anyone could
remember, the Earthmade instruments were taken from
their preservation chambers and carried carefully to the ob-
servation deck for the comet viewing party.

It should have been one of the most magical nights of
Glass’s life. The entire population of Phoenix had flocked to
the observation deck in their finery, and the elegantly
dressed crowd buzzed with excitement. All around her,

people were talking and laughing as they strode toward the
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enormous windows, clutching glasses of sparkling root
wine.

Glass stood next to Huxley and Cora, who were talking
animatedly. But although Glass could see her friends’
mouths moving, their words never reached her eaze="-
avers. Every cell in her body was focused on the musicians
who were quietly taking their seats on the far side of the ob-
servation deck.

But as the musicians began to play, Glass shifted from
one foot to another, growing restless, as she thought of
Luke. Without him, the music that normally wrapped
around her like an enchantment felt strangely empty. The
melodies that once seemed to express the deepest secrets of
her soul were no less beautiful now, but it made her chest
ache to know that the only person she wanted to share them
with was somewhere else.

Glass looked over and quickly found her mother, wear-
ing a long gray dress and their family’s gloves—kid leather,
one of the only pairs left on the ship, stained with age but
still infinitely precious. She was talking to someone in the
Chancellor’s uniform, but it wasn’t the Chancellor. Glass

realized with a start it was Vice Chancellor Rhodes. Though
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she’d only seen him a few times, she recognized his sharp
nose and mocking smile.

Glass knew that she should go over, introduce herself,
smile at the Vice Chancellor, and raise her glass to him in a
toast. She should thank him for her freedom and look grate-
ful and overjoyed as the crowd of well-dressed Phoenicians
looked on and whispered. It’s what her mother would have
wanted; it’s what she should have done, if she valued her
life. But as Glass stared at his hateful dark eyes, she found
she couldn’t bring herself to move toward him.

“Here, take this. I need some air,” Glass said, handing
Cora her still-full glass of wine. Cora raised her eyebrows,
but didn’t argue—they were allotted only one glass each to-
night. With a final glance to make sure that her mother
wasn’t watching, Glass wove her way through the crowd and
back into the corridor. She didn’t run into a single person as
she made her way quickly to their flat, where she slipped out
of her gown and into a pair of nondescript pants, piling her
hair under a hat.

There was no designated observation deck on Walden,
but there were a number of corridors with small windows

on the starboard side, where the comet was expected to
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make its appearance. The Waldenites who didn’t have shifts
that day had begun gathering early in the morning to re-
serve the best seats. By the time Glass arrived, the hallways
were flooded with crowds, talking in excited voices and clus-
tering around the small windows. Some of the kids were
already pressing their faces against the quartz glass or clam-
bering onto parents’ shoulders.

As she turned a corner, Glass’s eyes settled on a group
at the window a few meters down: three women and four
children. She wondered whether the women were watching
the fourth child for a neighbor, or if it was an orphan they’d
taken in.

The youngest child toddled over to Glass and blinked
up at her with a shy smile. “Hi there,” Glass said, leaning
forward so that she was level with the girl. “Are you excited
for the comet?” The girl didn’t say anything. Her large, dark
eyes were fixated on Glass’s head.

Glass brought her hand up self-consciously, grimacing
slightly when she realized that her hair had fallen out of her
hat. She began to tuck it back inside, but the little girl

reached up and pulled at one of the loose strands.



“Posy, leave the lady alone.” Glass looked up and saw
one of the women walking toward them. “Sorry,” she said to
Glass, with a laugh. “She likes your hair.”

Glass smiled but didn’t say anything. She’d learned
how to downplay her Phoenix accent, but the less she spoke,
the better. “Come on, Pose,” the woman said, placing her
hand on the child’s shoulder and guiding her awauidndered
y.

It was past 2100. The comet was due to appear any
moment now. Up on Phoenix, the observation deck would
be silent as everyone waited in quiet reverence. Here, chil-
dren were laughing and jumping, and a couple of teenagers
were yelling out a countdown.

Glass looked up and down the corridor, but there was
no sign of him.

“Look!” a little girl called out. A white line was rising
over the outline of the moon. Instead of fading away like
most comets, it grew larger, the tail expanding as it blazed
through space. It made even the stars look dim.

Glass stepped forward almost unconsciously, and a
couple leaning up against the nearest window shuffled aside

to give her space. It was so beautiful, Glass thought in



wonder. And terrifying. It was growing larger and larger,
filling up the entire viewing space in the porthole, as if it
were coming straight for them.

Could there have been a miscalculation? Glass pressed
her hands into the ledge so hard, she could feel it cutting in-
to her palms. Around her, people started to step back, with a
flurry of low murmurs and frightened cries.

Glass closed her eyes. She couldn’t look.

An arm wrapped around her. She didn’t even have to
turn to know that it was Luke. She knew the scent of him,
the feel of him, like a second skin.

“I was looking for you,” she said, glancing back at him.
Although the astronomical event of a lifetime was playing
out right before his eyes, he was looking only at her.

“T hoped you would come,” he whispered into her ear.

The crowd’s anxious murmurs bubbled into exclama-
tions of astonishment as the comet swept up and above the
ship in a blaze of fire. Luke’s arm tightened around her, and
she leaned into his chest. “I couldn’t imagine seeing this
without you,” she said.

“You didn’t have any trouble getting away?”

~F
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“No, not really.” Her stomach twisted at the thought of
her mother standing next to the Vice Chancellor. “I just
wish we didn’t have to sneak around.” She reached up and
ran her fingers along his cheek.

Luke took her hand and brought it to his lips. “Maybe
there’s a way to change your mom’s mind,” he said earn-
estly. “Maybe I could talk to her. You know, prove that I'm
not some barbarian. That I'm serious about my future—our
future. That I'm serious about you.”

Glass gave him a soft smile. “I wish it were that easy.”

“No, I mean it.” He took her hands in his. “She thinks
I'm just some Walden jerk taking advantage of you. She
needs to know that this isn’t just a fling. It’s real.”

“I know,” Glass said, squeezing his hand. “I know.”

“No, I don’t think you do,” Luke said, pulling
something out of his pocket. He turned to face her, his gaze
unblinking.

“Glass,” he began, his eyes glowing, “I don’t want to
spend another day without you. I want to go to sleep every
night with you by my side and wake up next to you every
morning. I want nothing else but you, for the rest of my
life.”



He held out his outstretched palm, with a small, golden
object in it. It was her locket.

“I know it’s not exactly a ring, but—"

“Yes,” she said simply, because there was nothing else
to say, nothing sa="-1">else to do but put on the locket and
kiss the boy she loved so much it hurt, as behind them the
comet streaked the sky with gold.

?ublishe
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CHAPTER 29

Bellamy

Bellamy couldn’t sleep. His mind was a jumble of thoughts
all elbowing for his attention, making it impossible to tell
where one stopped and the other began.

Staring up at the stars, he tried to imagine what was
happening on the ship. It was strange to think of life going
on as usual hundreds of kilometers away—the Waldenites
and Arcadians toiling away while the Phoenicians compli-
mented one another’s outfits on the observation deck and
ignored the stars. That was the only thing he’d miss about
the Colony—the view. Before the launch, he’d heard of a
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comet passing, which would’ve been pretty spectacular to
see from the ship.

He squinted into the darkness, trying to figure out how
many days they’d been on Earth. If he’d counted correctly,
then the comet was meant to appear tonight. There was go-
ing to be a fancy viewing party on Phoenix, and less-formal
gatherings on Walden and Arcadia. Bellamy sat up and
scanned the sky. He couldn’t see anything from the clear-
ing—the trees blocked too much of the sky—but he’d have a
better view from the ridge.

Octavia was sleeping peacefully beside him, her glossy
hair fanned out underneath her, her red hair ribbon tied to
her wrist. “I'll be right back,” he whispered, then took off at
a jog across the clearing.

The thick canopy of leaves blocked most of the star-
light, but after all his hunting expeditions, he knew this area
of the forest well, anticipating every slope and turn and hid-
den log. When he finally reached the ridge, he paused to
catch his breath. The cool night air had helped to clear his
head, and the burning in his calves was a welcome

distraction.
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The star-filled sky looked just as it had every other
night since they’d landed on Earth, and yet there was
something different about it—the stars were pulsing,
charged, as if waiting for something big to happen. And
then, all at once, it did. The comet erupted across the sky, a
streak of gold against the glittering silver, brightening
everything around it, even the ground.

His skin sizzled as if some of the sparks had seeped in-
to his own body, invigorating his cells with something bey-
ond energy—with hope. Tomorrow he and Octavia would
leave here for good. Tomorrow they would be free of the Co-
lony forever, no one telling them what to do or how to be.

He closed his eyes and imagined how that would feel.
Freedom from everyone and everything—even from his
past. Even, perhaps, from the memories that had haunted
him all his life.

Bellamy ran down the walkway, ignoring his neighbors’
grumbles and the empty threats of the guards he knew
were too lazy to chase a remarkably fast nine-year-old just
to issue a reprimand. But as he got closer to his flat, his ex-

citement slipped away. Ever since that terrible night when
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he caught his mom trying to hurt Octavia, he got nervous
coming home.

He unlocked the door and burst inside. “Mom?” he
called, carefully shutting the door behind him before he
said anything else. “Octavia?” He waited, but there was
only silence. “Mom?” he said again. He walked through the
main room, his eyes widening at the overturned furniture.
His moding entther must have been in another one of her
bad moods. He crept toward the kitchen, his stomach wrig-
gling like it was trying to escape through his belly button.

Someone groaned, and he rushed inside to find his
mother on the floor, lying in a sticky puddle of blood. A
knife lay beside her.

He gasped and hurried over, shaking her shoulder
frantically. “Mom,” he shouted. “Wake up. Mom.” But all
she did was flutter her eyelids and let out another faint
groan. Bellamy leapt to his feet, gasping as he realized the
knees of his pants were soaked with blood. He had to find
someone. He had to get help.

He dashed back into the main room and was about to
go run for a guard when a noise brought him skidding to a

halt. His eyes fell on the closet, which was slightly open, a



CEaaans

sliver of shadow creeping out of the gap between the door
and the wall. He took a few steps toward it as a tiny
tearstained face peeked out.

“Are you okay?” he whispered to his sister, reaching
for her hand. “Come on.” But she shrank back into the
darkness, trembling. Bellamy’s fear for his mother slid
away as he stared at the little girl she’d made terrified to
come into the light. “Come on, Octavia,” he coaxed, and
slowly, tentatively, she poked her head out again.

Finally, she toddled out of the closet, looking around
the room with wide eyes. “Here,” Bellamy said, picking up
the red ribbon he’d given her from the floor of the closet.
He tied it around her dark curls in his best approximation
of a bow. “You look beautiful.” He grabbed her hand, feel-
ing his heart swell as her little fingers wrapped around his.
He led her to their mother’s bedroom, lifted her onto the
bed, then curled up next to her, praying that he wouldn’t
hear any other noises from the kitchen.

They sat there together on the bed, waiting quietly,
until finally their mother’s moans stopped and there was

only silence.



“It’s okay, O,” he said, holding his little sister tight to

his chest. “It’s okay. You'll never have to hide again.”

As the comet’s trail faded into blackness, Bellamy hurried
back down the slope, eager to get back before Octavia woke
up and realized he’d gone. But as he came around the bend,
searching for the familiar collection of tents, all he could see
were flames.

The entire camp was on fire.

Bellamy skidded to a stop, gasping as his lungs took
their first breath of smoke-filled air. For a moment, his vis-
ion was filled with flames and shadows, but then shapes
began to emerge. Figures were sprinting in every direction,
some pouring out of the burning tents while others rushed
toward the trees.

Only one thought consumed him as he jogged over to
their blankets, his eyes searching the darkness for his sis-
ter’s sleeping form. The knot of dread in his stomach told
him what he already knew. Octavia wasn’t there.

He called her name, jerking his head from side to side,
praying that she’d call to him from the edge of the clearing,

from someplace safe.
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“Octavia!” he yelled again, looking wildly in all direc-
tions, squinting to see through the smoke. Don’t panic, he
told himself, but it was no use. The flames tore through the
darkneughin, lookinss and Octavia was nowhere to be
found.

Bellamy had come down from scanning the heavens
only to find himself in the depths of hell.
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CHAPTER 30

Clarke

For some period of time—minutes, hours, Clarke wasn’t
sure—all she could hear was the sound of their hearts, the
whisper of their mingled breaths. But then a scream clawed
its way out from the clearing, dragging them apart. Clarke
and Wells jumped to their feet, Clarke holding on to Wells’s
arm for balance as the world slid back into terrifying focus.
He grabbed her hand and they ran back into the clear-
ing. She heard more screams, but none were as frightening
as the roar and crackle that made every nerve in her body

stand at attention.
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Flames rose up from the tents, some of which had
already collapsed into smoldering heaps, like corpses on an
ancient battlefield. Shadowy figures sprinted for the safety
of the forest, pursued by tendrils of hungry flames.

Thalia, Clarke thought in horror, and started to run.
She was too weak to make it out of the infirmary tent on her
own.

“No!” Wells shouted, forcing his voice over the chaos of
screams. “Clarke, it’s not safe!”

But his words slid off her like a spray of ash. She made
a beeline for the tent, smoke filling her lungs, blinking to see
in the smoldering air.

His arm wrapped around her waist like a steel band,
pulling her forcibly into the shelter of the trees. “Let me go,”
she shrieked, thrashing with all her might. But Wells held
her tight, forcing her to watch helplessly as fire engulfed the
infirmary fewer than a hundred meters away. The entire
side of the tent was up in flames. The plastic tarp on top was
melting, and smoke filtered out of the gap between the front
flaps.

“Get off.” She sobbed, twisting again as she tried to
wrestle free.



He slid his arm under her and began dragging her
backward. “No,” she shrieked, feeling the sound tear her
throat, pounding at him helplessly with her fists. “I need to
get her out.” She dug her heels into the grass, but Wells was
stronger, and she couldn’t hold her ground. “Thalia!”

“Clarke, I'm so sorry,” Wells whispered in her ear. She
could tell he was crying, but she didn’t care. “You'll die if
you go in there. I can’t let you.”

The word die ignited a reserve of power that exploded
through her. Clarke gritted her teeth and lunged forward,
momentarily escaping Wells’s hold. Her entire being had re-
duced to a single, desperate thought—saving the only friend
she had left in the universe.

She screamed as her arm was wrenched behind her
back. “Let me go.” This time, it was more of a plea than an
order. “I'm begging you. Let me go.”

“I can’t,” he said, wrapping his arms around her again.
His voice was shaking. “I can’t.”

The clearing was empty now. Everyone had made it in-
to the woods, taking whatever supplies they could carry. But
no one had thought to grab the frail girl who was now being

burned alive just a few meters away.



“Help,” Clarke cried. “Someone, please help.” But there
was no answer Mom?e gexcept for the roar and crackle of
the fire.

The flames on the top of the infirmary tent rose higher,
the sides collapsing toward each other, as if the fire were in-
haling the tent and everything inside of it. “No.”

There was a crack, and the flames shot up even higher.
Clarke shrieked with horror as the entire tent collapsed into
a storm of fire, then slowly crumbled into ash.

It was over.

As she walked away from the medical center, Clarke could
almost feel the vial pulsing in her pocket, like the heart in
the old story Wells had discovered at the library the other
day. He'd offered to read it to her, but she'd flatly refused.
The last thing she needed right now was to hear creepy
pre-Cataclysm literature. She had enough scenes of horror
playing out in her real life.

The vial Clarke carried in her pocket could never have
a heartbeat, she knew; just the opposite. The toxic cocktail

of drugs inside was designed to stop a heart for good.



When Clarke got home, her parents weren't there. Al-
though they both spent most of the day in their lab, over
the past few weeks, they'd conveniently found excuses to
leave right before Clarke returned from her training and
rarely came back until just before she went to sleep. It was
probably for the best. As Lilly grew sicker, Clarke could
barely look at her parents without feeling a surge of rage.
She knew she wasn'’t being fair—the moment anyone pro-
tested, the Vice Chancellor would have her parents ex-
ecuted and Clarke Confined within days. But that didn’t
make it any easier for her to meet their eyes.

The lab was quiet. As Clarke wound her way through
the maze of empty beds, all she could hear was the drone of
the ventilation system. The soft buzz of conversation had
faded as more and more bodies were secreted away.

Lilly seemed even thinner than she’d been the day be-
fore. Clarke crept toward her bed and ran her hand gently
down her friend’s arm, shuddering as bits of her skin fell
away. She slipped her other hand into her pocket and
wrapped her fingers around the vial. It would be so easy.

No one would ever know.
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But then Lilly’s pale lashes fluttered open, and Clarke
froze. As she stared into Lilly’s eyes, a cold wave of terror
and revulsion crashed over her. What was she thinking?
An overpowering urge to destroy the vial tore through her
body, and she had to take a deep breath to keep herself
from hurling it against the wall.

Lilly’s lips were moving, but no sound was coming
out. Clarke leaned forward and gave her a small smile.
“Sorry, didn’t catch that, Lil.” She lowered her head so her
ear was closer to Lilly’s mouth. “What did you say?”

At first, Clarke could only feel the soundless wisp of
air on her skin, as if there wasn’t enough breath in Lilly’s
lungs to push the words out of her mouth. But then a faint
moan escaped from her chapped lips. “Did you bring it?”

Clarke raised her head to look into her friend’s panic-
filled brown eyes. She nodded slowly.

“Now.” The word was barely audible.

“No,” Clarke protested, her voice shak-
ing. “It’'s too soon.” She blinked back the
tears that had begun to fill her eyes. “You
could still get better,” she said, but the lie
sounded hollow, even to her.
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Lilly’s face contorted in pain, and Clarke reached for
her hand. “Please.” Lilly’s voice was ragged.

“I'm sorry.” Clarke gave Lilly’s fragile hand a gentle
squeeze as tears began to trickle down her cheeks. “I can’t.”

Lilly’s eyes grew wide, and Clarke inhaled sharply.
“Lil?” But Lilly remained silent, staring at something only
she could see. Something that filled her eyes with terror.
The physical pain racking Lilly’s body was terrible, Clarke
knew, but the hallucinations, the demons who were with
her every moment, hovering at her bedside, were worse.

“No more.”

Clarke closed her eyes. The guilt and remorse she'd
feel could never compare to Lilly’s pain. It'd be selfish to let
her own fear prevent her from bringing her friend the
peace she wanted—the respite from pain she deserved.

Her whole body was trembling so hard, she could
barely remove the vial from her pocket, let alone fill the
syringe. She stood next to the bed and clasped Lilly’s hand
with one arm, using the other to position the needle over

Lilly’s vein. “Sleep well, Lil,” she whispered.
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Lilly nodded and gave Clarke a smile that she knew
would be burned into her brain for the rest of her life.
“Thank you.”

Clarke held Lilly’s hand for the few minutes it took for
her friend to slip away. Then she rose and placed her fin-
gers against Lilly’s still-warm neck, searching for a pulse.

She was gone.

Clarke sank to the damp ground, gasping as her lungs
reached desperately for the cool air, then rolled onto her
side. Through the tears blurring her vision, she could make
out the shapes of people standing all around her, their dark,
featureless silhouettes still and quiet.

Her best friend, the only person who truly knew
Clarke, who knew what she had done to Lilly and still loved
her. Thalia had told her to make things right with Wells to-
night—and then Wells had held Clarke back while they
watched Thalia die.

“I'm so sorry, Clarke,” Wells was saying, reaching for
her. She pushed his hand away.

“I can’t believe you,” she said, her voice cold and quiet.

Rage billowed in her chest, as if there were flames inside her
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that needed only fury and grief to blaze into an inferno.
“There was no way you’d make it,” Wells stammered. “I
just—I couldn’t let you go. You would’ve been killed.”

“So you let Thalia die instead. Because you get to de-
cide who lives and who dies.” He started to protest, but she
kept going, shaking with rage. “Tonight was a mistake. You
destroy everything you touch.”

“Clarke, please, [—”

But she just stood up, shaking the bits of cinder from
her clothes, and walked into the forest without looking back.

They all had ash in thhad ash eir lungs and tears in

their eyes. But Wells had blood on his hands.
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CHAPTER 31

Glass

“T'll get a ring as soon as I find one at the Exchange,” Luke
said to Glass, his hand on her lower back as he guided her
through the crowded corridors back toward Phoenix. Most
of the people who’d assembled to watch the comet were
heading back to their residential units on the lower decks,
making it difficult to move toward the skybridge. But Glass
was hardly aware of which direction they were heading. Her
heart was still thumping with joy, and she was shaking,
holding tight to Luke’s hand.

“I don’t need a ring.” She reached up to touch the lock-

et, which seemed to be radiating warmth through her chest.


CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_116.html#filepos512974
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_116.html#filepos512974

T

Nothing could happen immediately, she knew. Although she
turned eighteen in a few weeks, they couldn’t risk getting
married until the Chancellor woke up and confirmed her
pardon—or never woke up at all. Her mother would under-
stand eventually, once she saw how much Luke loved Glass.
They’d get married and apply for permission to start a fam-
ily, someday. But for now, just the promise of a future to-
gether was enough. “This is perfect.”

They turned out of the stairwell and into the corridor
that led to the skybridge. Luke stopped short and pulled
Glass to him as a dozen guards jogged by, so close a few of
their sleeves brushed against Glass’s arm, although their
eyes trained straight ahead. She shivered and leaned into
Luke, who was watching them with a strange expression on
his face. “Do you know what’s going on?” she asked.

“I'm sure it’s nothing,” Luke said too quickly, his words
at odds with the tension in his jaw. But then he raised their

interlocked fingers to his lips and kissed her hand. “Let’s

”»

go.

Glass smiled as they continued walking. The thud of
the guards’ boots had faded away, and they had the whole
hallway to themselves. Suddenly, Luke stopped and raised



her arm into the air. Before Glass had time to ask what he
was doing, he’d spun her around and lowered her into a dip.

Glass laughed as Luke wrapped one arm around her
waist and swept her across the empty hallway. “What’s got-
ten into you?”

He paused and pulled her even closer to him, then
leaned in and murmured into her ear. “I hear music when
I'm with you.” Glass just smiled and, in the middle of the
hallway, closed her eyes as they swayed from side to side.

Finally, Luke stepped back, gesturing in the direction
of the skybridge. “It’s almost curfew,” he said.

“Okay,” she agreed, sighing. They walked hand in hand
across the skybridge, exchanging knowing smiles that made
every cell in Glass’s body buzz with excitement. At the en-
trance to Phoenix, they stopped, reluctant to say good-bye.
Luke ran his finger along the locket chain.

“I love you,” he said, squeezing her hand before giving
her a little shove. “Let me know once you get home. I'll
come by tomorrow to talk to your mom.”

“Okay,” she agreed. “Tomorrow.”

Finally, Glass turned and began walking across the

skybridge. She’d made it halfway across when a shrill beep



echoed through the empty space. She looked around,
startled. The cluster of guards at the Phoenix end of the
bridge broke apart, and she could hear someone barking or-
ders. Glass froze as thke sound grew louder and more ur-
gent. She turned to look at Luke, who’d started taking a few
hesitant steps forward.

“The bridge is closing,” a disembodied woman’s voice
announced over the speakers. “Please clear the area.” There
was a brief pause, then the message repeated. “The bridge is
closing. Please clear the area.” Glass gasped as a barrier
began to descend at the Phoenix checkpoint. She lunged for-
ward and could see Luke running as well, but they were
both too far away.

Glass reached the clear partition just as it locked into
the floor, slamming her hands against it. Luke slid to a stop
on the other side. He was saying something, but although
she could see his mouth moving, no sound reached her ears.

Tears filled her eyes as she watched him bang his fists
against the wall in frustration. She didn’t understand. The
skybridge hadn’t been closed since the plague outbreak in
the first century. She knew if it was closing now, it might not
open again.
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“Luke!” she cried, the word falling uselessly from her
lips. She pressed her hand against the clear partition and
held it there. Their eyes locked.

“I love you,” Glass said.

Luke pressed his own hand to the wall, and for a mo-
ment, Glass could almost feel the warmth of his skin. I love
you too, he mouthed. He gave her a sad smile and motioned
for her to start walking. She paused, not wanting to leave
without knowing what was going on, when she’d see him
again. The alarm was still sounding overhead, ringing in her
ears.

Go, Luke mouthed, his face serious.

Glass nodded and turned, forcing herself to keep her
eyes straight ahead. But before she turned onto the hallway
that led away from the skybridge, she glanced over her
shoulder one last time. Luke hadn’t moved. He was still

standing there, his hand pressed against the wall.
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Glass ran home, weaving through crowds of panicked civil-
ians and stone-faced guards.

“Oh, thank god,” Sonja said as Glass rushed into the
flat. “I was so worried.” She shoved a water pitcher into
Glass’s arms. “Go fill this up in the bathroom. I'm not sure
how much longer the water will last.”

“What’s going on?” Glass asked. “They closed the
skybridge.”

“What were you doing near the bridge?” her mother
asked, then blinked, taking in the clothes Glass had changed
into after the comet viewing party. “Oh,” she said flatly, a
wearied understanding overtaking her features. “That’s
where you were.”

“What’s happening?” Glass repeated, ignoring her
mother’s look of disapproval.

“I'm not sure, but I have a feeling...” She trailed off,
then pressed her lips together. “I think this is it. The day we
all knew was coming.”

“What are you talking about?”

Her mother took the pitcher back from Glass and
turned to the sink. “The ship wasn’t built to last this long. It
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was just a matter of time before things started to break
down.”

The water had reached the top of the pitcher and was
now overflowing into the sink, but Sonja just stood there.
“Mom?”

Finally, her mother shut off the water and turned
around to face Glass. “It’s the airlock,” she said quietly.
“There’s been a breach.een a br” A shout rang out from the
corridor, and her mother shot a quick glance at the door be-
fore she forced a smile and continued. “But don’t worry.
There’s a reserve of oxygen on Phoenix. We’'ll be okay until
they figure out what to do. I promise, Glass, welll get
through this.”

Glass felt the realization dawning in her mind, twisting
her stomach with dread. “What does that have to do with
the bridge?” she asked, her voice so quiet it was almost a
whisper.

“They’re already running out of oxygen on Arcadia and
Walden. We had to take security precautions to make
sure...”

“No,” Glass breathed. “The Council is going to let them
all die?”



Sonja stepped forward and squeezed Glass’s arm.
“They had to do something, or else no one would survive,”
she was saying, but Glass barely registered her words. “It’s
the only way to protect the Colony.”

“I have to find him,” Glass said, trembling. She took a
shaky step back. Her head was a frenzy of words and images
that bounced off one another, creating more panic than
sense.

“Glass,” her mother said, with something that sounded
like pity. “I'm so sorry, but you can’t. There’s no way. All the
exits are sealed.” She stepped forward and pulled her
daughter into a hug. Glass tried to wriggle free, but her
mother tightened her hold. “There’s nothing we can do.”

“I'love him,” Glass sobbed, her body shaking.

“I know.” Sonja reached out and took Glass’s hand.
“And I'm sure he loves you too. But maybe this is for the
best.” She gave a sad smile that sent chills down Glass’s
spine. “At least this way, you don’t have to say a terrible
good-bye.”

?ublishe
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CHAPTER 32

Wells

Wells watched Clarke stride off into the woods, feeling as if
she’d punched through his sternum and torn away a chunk
of his heart. He was only vaguely aware of the gleeful roar of
the flames as they swallowed the supplies, the tents... and
anyone who’d been unfortunate enough to be left inside.
Around him, a few people had fallen to the ground, gasping
for breath or shaking with horror. But most were standing
shoulder to shoulder, facing the inferno, their figures still
and quiet.

“Is everyone okay?” Wells asked hoarsely. “Who’s

missing?” The numbness at Clarke’s words was burning
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away, replaced by a frantic energy. He stepped forward to
the edge of the tree cover, shielding his eyes as he tried to
peer through the wall of flames. When no one answered, he
took a breath and shouted, “Did everyone make it out?”
There was a ripple of vague nods.

“Do we need to go farther?” a small Walden girl asked,
her voice trembling as she took a step deeper into the
woods.

“It doesn’t look like it’s spreading to the trees,” an Ar-
cadian boy said hoarsely. He was standing next to a few
battered water jugs and blackened containers he’d carried
out of the camp.

The boy was right. The ring of bare dirt that bordered
the clearing was wide enough that the flames engulfing the
tents flickered just out of reach of the lowest branches.

Wells turned, searching through the darkness for a
sign of Clarke. But she’d disappeared into the shadows. He
could almost feel her grief pulsing through the darkness.
Every cell in his body was screaming at him to go to her, but
he knew it was hopeless.

Clarke was right. He destroyed everything he touched.
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“You look tired,” the Chancellor said, surveying Wells from
across the dinner table.

Wells looked up from the plate he’d been staring at,
then nodded curtly. “I'm fine.” The truth was, he hadn't
slept in days. The look of fury Clarke had given him was
branded into his brain, and every time he closed his eyes,
he could see the terror on her face as the guards dragged
her away. Her anguished scream filled the silence between
his heartbeats.

After the trial, Wells had begged his father to lift the
charges. He swore Clarke had nothing to do with the re-
search, and that the guilt she’'d been carrying around had
nearly killed her. But the Chancellor had simply claimed
that it was out of his hands.

Wells shifted uncomfortably in his chair. He could
barely stand to be on the same ship as his father, let alone
sit across from him at dinner, but he had to maintain some
semblance of civility. If he allowed his rage to break free,
his father would simply accuse Wells of being too irration-
al, too immature to understand the law.

“I know you're angry with me,” the Chancellor said

before taking a sip of water. “But I can’t overrule the vote.



That’s why we have the Council, to keep one person from
becoming too powerful.” He glanced down at the chip
flashing in his watch, then looked back at Wells. “The Gaia
Doctrine is harsh enough as it is. We have to hold on to
whatever shred of freedom we have left.”

“So you're saying that even if Clarke is innocent, it'd
be worth it to let her die in order to keep democracy alive?”

The Chancellor fixed Wells with a stare that, a few
days ago, would’ve made him sink into his chair. “T believe
innocent is a relative term here. There’s no denying she
knew about the experiments.”

“Rhodes forced them to conduct those experiments.
He’s the one who should be punished!”

“That’s enough,” the Chancellor said in a voice so cold,
it almost extinguished Wells’s rage. “I refuse to listen to this
heresy in my own home.”

Wells was about to launch an angry retort, but he was
interrupted by the sound of the doorbell. His father si-
lenced him with a final look as he opened the door and
ushered in the Vice Chancellor himself.

Wells could barely contain his hatred as Rhodes gave

him a curt nod in greeting. The Vice Chancellor wore his
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usual self-satisfied look as he followed the Chancellor into
his study. After they closed the door firmly behind them,
Wells stood up from the table. He knew he should go to his
room and shut the door, like he always did when his father
took meetings in their home.

A few days ago, he might have. A few days ago, he
wouldn’t have dared to eavesdrop on a private conversa-
tion. But now he didn’t care. He crept toward the door and
pressed himself against the wall.

“The dropships are ready,” Rhodes began. “There’s no reas-
on to wait.”

“There are plenty of reasons to wait.” There was a
note of irritation in his father’s voice, as if they’'d already
had this discussion many times. “We're still not sure if the
radiation levels are safe.”

Wells inhaled sharply, then froze to keep his breath
from disturbing the silence outside the study door.

“That’s why we’re emptying the detention center. Why
not put the convicts to good use?”

“Even Confined children deserve a chance at life,
Rhodes. That’s why theyre given a retrial on their eight-
eenth birthday.”
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The Vice Chancellor scoffed. “You know none of them
are going to be pardoned. We can't afford to waste the re-
sources. We're running out of time as it is.”

What does he mean, running out of time? Wells
wondered, but before he had a chance to think it through,
his father broke in.

“Those reports are grossly exaggerated. We have
enough oxygen for another few years at least.”

“And then what? You'll order the entire Colony onto
the dropships and just hope for the best?”

“We’ll send the Confined juveniles in the detention cen-
ter, like you suggested. But not yet. Not until it’s our last
resort. Unless the breach in sector C14 worsens, we’ve got a
little time left still. The first prisoners will be sent in a
year.”

“If that’s what you think is best.”

Wells heard the Vice Chancellor rise from his chair,
and in a flash, he ran silently into his room and collapsed
onto the bed. He stared up at the ceiling, trying to make
sense of what he’d heard. The Colony was on its last

breath. They had only a few years left up in space.
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It all clicked into place, why everyone was being
found guilty: There weren’t enough resources on the ship
to support its population. It was a horrifying thought, but
an even more terrible realization was making its way to
the front of his brain. Clarke’s birthday was in six months.
Wells knew he’d never convince his father to pardon her.
Being sent to Earth would give her a second chance. But
they weren’t going to start the mission for another year.
Unless he did something, Clarke was going to die.

His only chance was to speed up the mission, to have
the first group sent right away.

A terrifying plan began to take shape, and his chest
tightened in fear as he realized what he would have to do.
But Wells knew there was no other way. To save the girl he

loved, he’'d have to endanger the entire human race.
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CHAPTER 33

Bellamy

Bellamy slid down the trunk of the tree and sank to the
ground, feeling as hollow as the burned-out shell of the
dropship. He’d been searching for Octavia for hours, tearing
through the forest and screaming her name until his throat
was raw, but the woods had answered him with nothing but
maddening silence.

“Hey.” A weary voice interrupted his thoughts. Bellamy
turned to see Wells walking slowly toward him. Soot was
smeared across his face, and the skin on his left forearm was
badly scratched. “Any luck?”
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Bellamy shook his head. “I'm so sorry.” Wells pressed
his lips together and stared at a spot on the ground just bey-
ond Bellamy for a long moment. “If it’s any consolation, I
really don’t think she was here. We just searched the clear-
ing pretty thoroughly. Everyone made it out in time ex-
cept...” His voice trailed off.

“I know,” Bellamy said quietly. “I'm really sorry, man.
I'm sure you did your best.”

Wells winced. “I don’t even know what that means
anymore.” Bellamy looked at him in confusion, but before
he had time to say anything, Wells gave him a small smile.
“Octavia will turn up soon. Don’t worry.” Then he turned
and trudged back into the clearing, where a few people were
sifting through the ashes, looking for anything that had sur-
vived the blaze.

In the rosy dawn light, Bellamy could almost make
himself believe that the horrors of the last few hours were
nothing but a nightmare. The flames had long since died
out, and while much of the grass had been burned away, the
soil underfoot was damp. The fire hadn’t reached the trees,
whose flowers stretched out to greet the light, blissfully un-

aware of—or unconcerned with—the tragedy below. But that



was the thing about grief, Bellamy knew. You couldn’t ex-
pect anyone else to share your suffering. You had to carry
your pain alone.

He heard a few of the kids arguing over what they
thought had started the fire: whether the wind had carried a
spark from their campfire to scorch the tents, or if someone
had done something stupid.

But Bellamy didn’t give a shit what had caused it. All
he cared about was Octavia. Had she gotten lost while run-
ning for safety, or had she left camp before the fire even
started? And if so, why?

He rose shakily to his feet, holding on to the tree trunk
for balance. He couldn’t stop to rest, not now, when every
hour meant Octavia might be in danger. Now that it was
light, he could search again. Farther this time. It didn’t mat-
ter how long it took. He wouldn’t stop moving until he
found her.

As Bellamy moved deeper into the shade, he exhaled,
relieved to be away from the insultingly bright sunlight. Re-
lieved to be alone. But then his eyes landed on a figure
winding its way toward him. He paused and squinted

through the green-shadowed gloom. It was Clarke.



“Hey,” he asked hoarsely, his stomach twisting uneas-
ily at the sight of her pale, drawn face. “Are you okay?”

“Thalia’s dead?” She said it more like a question, as
though hoping he would assure her that it wasn’t true.

Bellamy nodded slowly. “I'm sorry.” She started to
tremble, and he instinctively pulled her into his arms. For a
long moment they just stood there, Bellamy holding Clarke’s
shaking form tight against him. “I'm so sorry,” he whispered
into her hair.

Finally, Clarke straightened up and stepped back with
a sigh. Although tears were running down her face, the
brightness had returned to her eyes, and a hint of color hat
of cold snuck back into her cheeks. “Where’s your sister?”
she asked, wiping her nose with the back of her hand.

“She’s not here. I've been searching for hours, but it’s
been too dark. I'm going out to look for her again.”

“Wait.” Clarke reached into her pocket. “I found this in
the woods. Out past the stream, toward that giant rock
formation.” She placed something in Bellamy’s hand. He in-
haled audibly as his fingers closed around the familiar strip

of satin. It was Octavia’s red ribbon.



“Was it tied to a tree?” he asked faintly, unsure what he
hoped the answer would be.

“No.” Clarke’s dirt-streaked face softened. “I saw it on
the ground. It must’ve fallen out of her hair at some point.
She was wearing it last night, wasn’t she?”

“I think so,” Bellamy replied, his brain frantically ra-
cing for snippets of memory. “Yes. She had it when she went
to sleep.”

“Okay,” Clarke said with sudden firmness. “So that
means she left the camp before the fire started. Look,” she
added, in answer to Bellamy’s questioning look, “there’s no
ash on it. No sign that it was anywhere near the flames.”

“You may be right,” Bellamy said softly, rubbing the
ribbon between his fingers. “I just don’t understand why she
would have left before the fire started.” He glanced back up
at Clarke. “Weren’t you outside the infirmary last night? Did
you notice anything?”

Clarke shook her head, her expression suddenly un-
readable. “I stepped away for a while,” she said, her voice
tense. “I'm sorry.”

“Never mind,” Bellamy said. He slipped the ribbon into

his pocket. “I never got to apologize. You were right about O



o7 T

all along. I'm sorry.” Clarke just nodded in acknowledg-
ment. “Thanks for telling me about the ribbon. I'm going
out to look for her.”

He started to turn away, but Clarke reached out to lay a
hand on his wrist. “I'll come with you.”

“That’s nice of you, but I have no idea how long I'll be
gone. This isn’t like when we went out to find the medicine.
It might be a while.”

“I'm coming with you,” she repeated. Her voice was
firm, and there was a fire in her eyes that made him hesitate
to contradict her.

“Are you sure?” Bellamy raised an eyebrow. “I doubt
Wells will be happy to hear that.”

“He’s not going to hear it from me. We’re done.”

Bellamy’s brain buzzed with questions that never made
it to his lips. “Okay, then.” He took a step forward and ges-
tured for her to follow. “But I should warn you... I'll prob-
ably take off my shirt at some point.” He glanced over his
shoulder and saw a smile flicker across her face, so small it
might have been a trick of the light filtering through the

heavy leaves.
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CHAPTER 34

Glass

The Colony was eerily quiet, even for one in the morning.
Glass didn’t see anyone else as she dashed through the dark
hallways, lit only by the dim glow of the blue emergency
lights along the floor.

She’d slipped out after her mother had finally gone to
bed, and now she tried to banish the image of her mothere
waking up and finding Glass gone. The hurt and horror that
would contort her delicate features, just as they’d done
countless times over the past two years. Glass would never
forgive herself for the pain she’d caused her mother, but she

didn’t have a choice.
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She had to get to Walden, and to Luke.

She paused on the landing to F deck, straining her ears
for footsteps, but she heard nothing except the sound of her
own ragged breath. Either the guards were on patrol in
some other part of Phoenix, or they’d all been banished back
to Walden and Arcadia, where they wouldn’t steal any more
of the air that had been reserved for Phoenician lungs.

Glass darted down the unfamiliar corridor, straining
her eyes for the telltale silver gleam of an air vent. Nearly at
the bottom of the ship, F deck was mostly devoted to stor-
age. The air vent she’d crawled through after she’d escaped
the dropship had led to the F deck on Walden. She just
hoped that the same applied on Phoenix. Slowing to a walk,
she scanned the walls for an opening, feeling dread seep in-
to her with each step. What if she’d been wrong about the
layout? Or perhaps the vent had once connected Walden
and Phoenix, but it had been filled long ago?

Then a glint of metal caught her eye, and the tension
building in her chest was swept away by excitement and re-
lief. She quickly rose onto her toes, reaching for the edge of
the grate, but it was too high up. She let out a frustrated sigh

and turned to survey the hallway. None of the doors were
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marked, but they didn’t seem to be protected by retina scan-
ners. She grabbed the nearest handle and yanked. It
groaned open, revealing a dark supply closet.

Glass’s eyes settled on a small barrel, which she rolled
out into the hallway. She stepped on top, removed the grate,
and pulled herself up into the shadowy space.

Glass thought briefly of her last crawl through an air
shaft, how the metal walls had seemed to press in on her
from all sides, and shivered, reaching for her back pocket.
At least this time she’d brought a flashbeam. She directed
the feeble beam of light forward, but there was nothing in
sight except the air shaft, stretching endlessly ahead.

It would end eventually, Glass knew. She just hoped
she wouldn’t run out of air before she got there. If she had

to die, she wanted it to be in Luke’s arms.

The scene on Walden was different than she’d expected. The
lights seemed to be functioning normally, and as she hur-

ried toward Luke’s flat, Glass didn’t see any guards. For a
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moment, she felt a brief surge of hope. Perhaps her mother
had been wrong. The panic on Phoenix was all a misunder-
standing. But as she climbed the stairs, she felt a strange
tightness in her chest that only got worse when she paused
to catch her breath. Her eagerness to see Luke might ac-
count for her racing pulse, but Glass knew she couldn’t ig-
nore the truth. Oxygen was already running low on Walden.
She forced herself to move slowly as she turned onto
Luke’s floor, breathing careful, shallow breaths to keep her
heart rate steady. The corridor was full of adults speaking in
low voices, shooting worried looks at the children scamper-
ing up and down the hall, so excited to be out of bed at such
a late hour that they hardly noticed their labored breaths.
Glass wanted to tell the parents to keep the children calm
and still to conserve oxygen, but that would only create
more panic, and there was nothing they could do, anyway.
Glass had barely started to knock on Luke’s door be-
fore he’d efore hepulled her inside and into his arms. For a
moment, all she was aware of was the warmth of his body
and the weight of his embrace. But then he broke away, and
she could see shock and concern warring with the joy in his

eyes. “What are you doing here?” he asked, running his
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hand along her cheek as if needing more proof that she
wasn’t an illusion. He glanced toward the closed door and
lowered his voice before continuing. “It’s not safe.”

“I know,” Glass said quietly, slipping her hand into his.

“I don’t know how you even got here, but you need to
go back,” Luke said, shaking his head. “You have a better
chance of surviving on Phoenix.”

“I'm not going back without you.”

He led her over to the couch with a sigh and pulled her
onto his lap. “Listen,” he said, as he wrapped a strand of her
hair around his finger, “if the guards catch us sneaking onto
Phoenix, they’ll shoot me, and then they’ll probably shoot
you.” He closed his eyes, wincing. “This is what they’ve been
training us for, Glass. It was never said overtly, but... we all
had a sense something big was coming, and we’ve been
drilled on what to do.” When he opened his eyes again, they
were full of a cold fury she’d never seen in them. He must’ve
noticed the worry on her face, because his expression
softened. “But that’s not any of your concern. You'll be fine.
And that’s all I care about.”

“No,” Glass said, startled by her own vehemence. “I

won’t be fine.” Luke frowned and opened his mouth to
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speak, but Glass cut him off. “It’ll kill me, knowing you’re
down here alone. Itll kill me,” she repeated, suddenly
frantic, gasping as she fought for air. “And if I have to die, I
want it to be down here with you.”

“Shhh,” Luke murmured, running his hand down the
back of her head. “Okay, okay.” He smiled sadly. “The worst
thing we can do is run out of oxygen arguing.”

“Are you afraid?” Glass asked after a long moment of
silence.

Luke turned back to her and shook his head. “No.” He
placed his finger under her chin and tilted it up, so that she
was looking straight into his eyes. “I'm never afraid when
I'm with you.” He leaned forward and kissed her softly. She
shivered, his breath making her skin tingle.

Glass pulled away with a smile. “Isn’t this a waste of
oxygen?”

“Just the opposite,” Luke whispered, drawing her back.
“We’re conserving it.” His mouth found hers again, and she
parted her lips as his kiss grew deeper.

Glass ran her hand up his arm, smiling as he shivered.
Without breaking away, she began to unbutton his shirt,
telling herself that his unusually rapid heartbeat was a
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response to her touch. Her lips moved to his jaw, then
trailed down his neck. She paused at his chest. There were
numbers tattooed on his ribs. Two sets of dates that made
Glass’s stomach churn.

“What’s wrong?” Luke asked, sitting up.

She lowered her finger toward the tattoo, then
snatched it away, afraid to touch the ink. “What’s that?”

“Oh.” Luke frowned as he glanced down. “I thought I
told you. I wanted something to honor Carter.” His voice
grew distant. “It’s his birthday and the day he was
executed.”

Glass barely managed to suppress a shudder as she
looked back at the second set of numbers. Glass didn’t need
a tattoo to remind herself of the day Carter had died. The
date was bra date wanded as clearly in her mind as it was on
Luke’s skin.

Glass groaned as she brought her knees up to her chest.
The sheets on her cot were twisted and damp with sweat.
She was desperate for a drink, but it'd be hours before they

brought her dinner tray and her evening water allotment.



She thought longingly of all the years she’d spent blissfully
unaware that water was rationed elsewhere on the Colony.

There was a low beep, followed by footsteps. Glass
winced as she lifted her throbbing head from the pillow
and saw a figure in the door. It wasn’t a guard. It was the
Chancellor.

Glass drew herself into a seated position and pushed a
strand of damp hair away from her face. She braced for a
flare of fury as she locked eyes with the man who’d ordered
her arrest, but through the haze of pain and exhaustion,
she didn’t see the head of the Council. All she saw was the
concerned face of her best friend’s father.

“Hello, Glass.” He gestured toward the other side of
the cot. “May I?”

She nodded weakly.

The Chancellor sighed as he sat down. “I'm sorry
about what happened.” He looked more haggard than
she’d ever seen him, worse even than when his wife was
dying. “I never wanted to see you get hurt.”

Without thinking, Glass brought her hand to her

stomach. “I'm not the one who was hurt.”



IO

The Chancellor closed his eyes for a moment while he
rubbed his temples. He never showed frustration or fatigue
in public, but Glass recognized the expression from the few
times she’'d seen him working in his study at home. “I hope
you understand that I didn’t have a choice.” His voice grew
firm. “T swore an oath to uphold the laws of this Colony. I
don’t have the luxury of turning a blind eye just because
the criminal in question happens to be my son’s best
friend.”

“I understand that you need to believe that,” Glass
said, her voice hollow.

His face hardened. “Are you ready to tell me the name
of the father?”

“Why should I do that? So you can lock him up in here
with me?”

“Because it’s the law.” The Chancellor rose to his feet
and took a few steps toward her. “Because it’s not fair that
the father not be punished equally. And because it won't
take my investigators long to go through the retina scan-
ner records and figure out where you've been spending

your time. We're going to find him either way. But if you
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help us, you'll have a much better chance of being
pardoned at your retrial.”

Their eyes met, and Glass turned away from him,
wincing as she imagined Luke being dragged away in the
middle of the night, the terror on his face as he begged the
guards to tell him what was going on. Would they tell him
the truth, allowing just enough time for the pain to register
before they plunged the needle into his chest? Or would he
die believing he’d been the victim of a terrible mistake?

She couldn’the could let that happen.

But the Chancellor was right. The Council wouldn’t
stop until they’d found the accessory to her crime. Eventu-
ally, one of the guards would trace Glass’s movements to
Walden, to Luke’s floor—maybe even to his flat.

Slowly, she turned back to the Chancellor, knowing
what she had to do. When she finally spoke, her voice was
as cold as a death sentence.

“The father was Carter Jace.”

There was a loud creaking noise in the hallway. She sat up,

straining her ears in the darkness. She felt a coil of panic
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tighten around her chest. It sounded almost like the ship
was moaning.

“Oh my god,” Luke whispered, rising quickly to his
feet. The sound came again, followed by a rumbling that
shook the walls. “Let’s go.”

The corridor was still full of people, although now even
the children had fallen silent. The lights began to flicker.
Luke held Glass’s hand tightly as he wove through the crowd
toward his neighbor. Her face was grave as she whispered
something to Luke that Glass couldn’t hear, though Glass
could tell from her expression that it was nothing good.
Then another figure materialized next to them, and Glass
inhaled sharply.

It was Camille. Her eyes narrowed as they settled on
Glass.

Glass turned away, unable to look at Camille right now.
She couldn’t help feeling guilty about how things had turned
out. She wouldn’t blame the other girl for hating her.

A group of children was huddled on the floor next to
their parents, who talked in low, worried tones. One of the
little girl’s lips had a bluish cast, and the boy whose hand

she was clutching was struggling for breath.
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The lights sputtered one more time, then went out. A
series of gasps rose up in the thick, sudden darkness. Unlike
Phoenix, Walden didn’t have any emergency lights.

Luke wrapped his arm around Glass’s waist and drew
her closer to him. “We’re going to be okay,” he whispered in
her ear.

But then another voice reached through the shadows.
Camille had snuck over and was now standing on Glass’s
other side. “Are you going to tell him, or should I?” she said,
too quietly for Luke to hear.

Glass turned to her, startled, but she couldn’t make out
the expression on Camille’s face. “What are you talking
about?”

“He deserves to know the truth. That his friend died
because of you.”

Glass shuddered, and even though she couldn’t see Ca-
mille smile, she could hear it in her voice.

“I know your secret. I know what you did to Carter.”
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CHAPTER 35

Clarke

They had been walking for hours, making widening con-
centric circles through the woods, trying to cover every inch
of terrain. The backs of Clarke’s legs were burning, but she
relished the sensation; the physical pain was a welcome dis-
traction from her thoughts. The flames engulfing the sides
of the infirmary tent... Wells’s arms like handcuffs around
her... the sickening crack as the walls collapsed.

“Hey, look over here.” Clarke turned to see Bellamy
kneeling on the ground near the spot where she’d dis-
covered Octavia’s ribbon, staring intently at what appeared
to be footprints in the dirt. She was no tracker, but the
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marks of struggle were easy to read. Whoever had left the
prints hadn’t been on a pleasant stroll through the woods.

“It looks like someone was running, or in a fight,”
Clarke said softly. She refrained from finishing the sen-
tence: almost like someone had been dragged away. They’d
assumed Octavia had run away... but what if she’d been
taken?

She could read the same terrible line of questioning on
Bellamy’s furrowed brow, and knelt down beside him. “She
can’t be far,” Clarke said, meaning it. “We’ll find her.”

“Thank you.” Bellamy nodded as he rose, and they con-
tinued walking. “I'm... I'm glad you're here with me.”

They trudged on for what felt like hours, the sun rising
and then sinking in the sky. As their circles grew wider,
Clarke could tell they were approaching the edge of the
forest. Through the outlines of the trees she saw a clearing
and paused. There were more trees, but these looked differ-
ent from the ones in the woods. They had massive, gnarled
trunks and thick limbs covered with a canopy of green
leaves. The branches sagged with round, red fruit. Apples.

Clarke approached the apple trees, Bellamy close be-

hind her. “That’s strange,” she said slowly. “The trees are
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spaced so evenly. It almost looks like an orchard.” She
walked over to the closest one. “But could it really have sur-
vived all these years?”

Although the tree loomed over her, the lowest branch
was fairly close to the ground. Standing on her toes, it was
easy for Clarke to stretch up and pluck an apple. She twisted
around and tossed it to Bellamy before reaching for another
one.

Clarke held the apple up to her face. They grew fruit in
the solar fields on the ship, but those apples looked nothing
like these. The skin wasn’t just red; it had threads of pink
and white running through it, and it gave off a scent unlike
anything she had smelled before. She took a bite and gasped
as juice began running down her chin. How could
something taste sweet and tart at the same time? For just a
moment, Clarke allowed herself to forget everything that
had happened on Earth and let the sensation overtake her.

“Are you thinking what I'm thinking?” Bellamy asked,
and Clarke looked over. While she’d been busy eating, he’d
begun using fallen branches to measure the distance

between the trees.
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“To be honest, I wasn’t thinking anything beyond how
good this tastes,” Clarke admitted, feeling the hint of a smile
curl her lips. But Bellamy didn’t laugh or tease her. He just
kept staring at the perfectly spaced trees.

“These didn’t survive the Cataclysm, and they didn’t
just grow like this,” he said slowly, his voice filled with won-
der and dread. Before he’d even finished, Clarke knew what
he was going to say. Her chest tightened with fear.

“Someone planted them.”
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CHAPTER 36

Wells

“Is this better?”

Wells turned and saw Asher, the Arcadian boy, point-
ing to the log he’d been chopping. The grass was covered
with wood shavings and pieces tha t had been discarded
after false starts—but this one actually looked promising.

“Definitely.” Wells nodded and crouched down next to
the log, running his fingers over the grooves Asher had
carved into the wood. “Just make sure they're all approxim-
ately the same depth, or else the logs won’t lock into place.”
As Wells stood up, Graham walked by, carrying a shred of

melted tarp toward the growing mound of salvaged supplies
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in the middle of the clearing. Wells stood a little taller, bra-
cing for a scoff or snide remark, but Graham kept his eyes
forward and continued on without a word.

The fire had destroyed their tents, but most of the tools
had been spared, and the medicine, too. It had been Wells’s
idea to try to build permanent wood structures. It was a
thousand times more difficult than it sounded in books, but
they were slowly figuring it out.

“Wells!” A girl from Walden ran over. “How are we go-
ing to hang the hammocks? Eliza says they’re going to hang
from the roof beams, but those aren’t going to be ready for
days, right? Also, I was thinking—"

“T'll come over in a few minutes, okay?” Wells said, cut-
ting her off. A look of hurt flitted across her round face. “I'm
sure you and Eliza are doing a great job,” he added, giving
her a small smile. “I'll be right there.”

She nodded and dashed away, darting around a pile of
melted tent rods that still looked too hot to touch.

Wells glanced over his shoulder, then started walking
toward the tree line. He needed a moment to himself, to
think. He moved slowly, the heaviness in his chest seeming

to seep into his limbs, making every step laborious and



painful. At the edge of the forest, he paused, breathing the
cooler air deep into his lungs, and closed his eyes. This was
where he’d kissed Clarke for the very first time on
Earth—and for what was surely the last time in his life.

He thought he’d already experienced the most terrible
kind of pain possible—knowing that Clarke hated him, that
she couldn’t stand the sight of him. But he’d been wrong.
Watching her leave with Bellamy had nearly killed him. She
hadn’t even looked his way when she’d come to collect what
was left of her gear. She’d just nodded silently at the rest of
the group before following Bellamy into the forest.

If only she knew what he’d really done to be with her
on Earth. He’d risked everything. And it was all for nothing.

None of the guards gave Wells more than a cursory glance
as he raised his eyes to the retina scanner, then strode
through the doors. Entry to sector Ci4 was highly restric-
ted, but his officer’s uniform, purposeful walk, and well-
known face guaranteed access to pretty much any part of
the Colony. He'd never taken advantage of his status, until
now. After he’d heard his father’s conversation with the

Vice Chancellor, something inside of Wells had snapped.



His plan was reckless and stupid and incredibly
selfish, but he didn’t care. He had to make sure Clarke was
sent to Earth instead of the execution chamber.

Wells jogged down the empty, narrow staircase, lit
only by faint emergency lights. There was no reason for
anyone to visit the airlock except for routine checks, and
Wells had already hacked into the maintenance files to
check the schedule. He would be totally alone.

The airlock in Ci4 was original to the ship. And des-
pite the engineers’ efforters’ es to keep it in top condition,
after three hundred years of facing the extreme temperat-
ures and UV rays of space, it had started to deteriorate.
There were tiny cracks along the edge and shiny squares
where newer material had obviously been patched over the
airlock.

Wells reached behind him for the pliers he'd tucked in-
to the waistband of his pants. It would be fine, he told him-
self, his arms shaking. They were all going to be evacuated
soon, anyway. He was just speeding up the process. Yet in
the back of his mind, he knew that there weren’t enough
dropships for everyone. And he had no idea what would
happen when it came time to use them.



But that was his father’s concern, not his.

He reached out and began to pry up the flimsy edge of
the airlock, wincing when he heard the faint hiss. Then he
turned and raced back toward the stairs, trying to ignore
the horror welling up in his stomach. He could barely
stand to think of what he’d done, but as he hurried down
the stairs, he told himself he’d done what he had to do.

Wells rose wearily to his feet. It was getting dark, and there
was still a lot of work to do on the new cabins. They needed
to finish at least some of the shelters before the next storm.
As he approached camp, wondering if Clarke had taken
enough blankets with her, if she would be warm when the
temperature dropped, Asher came up beside him and
launched into another line of questioning. He held one of
the trimmed logs and seemed to want Wells’s opinion on the
size and cut.

Wells was too absorbed in his own thoughts to hear
what Asher was saying. As they walked side by side toward
the tents, he could see the boy’s mouth moving, but the

words never made it to Wells’s ears.



“Listen,” Wells began, ready to tell Asher it could wait
until morning. Just then, something streaked past his face.
There was a sickening thwack, and Asher flew backward.
Blood bubbled out of his mouth as he fell to the ground.

Wells dropped to his knees. “Asher,” he screamed as
his eyes struggled to make sense of the image in front of
him. There was an arrow sticking out of the boy’s neck.

His first, mad thought was Bellamy. He was the only
one who could shoot like that.

Wells spun around with a yell, but it wasn’t Bellamy
behind him. A line of shadowy figures stood at the bottom of
the hill, the setting sun behind them. He gasped as shock
and horror raced through his veins. Suddenly, it became
clear who had set fire to the camp—and who had taken
Octavia. It wasn’t anyone from the Colony.

The hundred might have been the first humans to set
foot on the planet in three centuries, but they weren’t alone.

Some people had never left.

?ublishe



?ublishe



For more great reads and free samplers visit
LBYRDigitalDeals.com

and join our communities at:
Facebook.com/LittleBrownBooks
Twitter.com/lbkids
theNOVL.com
?ublishe



?ublishe



ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

I owe an immeasurable debt of gratitude to Joelle Hobeika,
who not only dreamed up the premise for The 100, but
whose imagination, editorial acumen, and tenacity were es-
sential in bringing it to life. The same applies to Katie
McGee, Elizabeth Bewley, and Farrin Jacobs, whose incisive
questions and intelligent suggestions shaped the book at
every level. I'm also grateful to the intimidatingly clever
people at Alloy, specifically Sara Shandler, Josh Bank, and
Lanie Davis, and the dedicated teams at Little, Brown and
Hodder & Stoughton.

Thank you to my remarkable friends on both sides of
the East River, the Gowanus Canal, the Mississippi, and the
Atlantic for your support and encouragement. A special
“shout”-out to my confidants and coconspirators at both
ends of 557 Broadway, to the Crossroads crew, who first in-

troduced me to science fiction, and to Rachel Griffiths for


CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_116.html#filepos513577

“ “r

going light-years beyond the call of duty to help me grow as
a writer and editor.

Most of all, I am grateful to my family—my father, Sam
Henry Kass, whose writing overflows with unmatched wit
and unparalleled heart; my mother, Marcia Bloom, whose
art shimmers with the wisdom of a philosopher and the soul
of an aesthete; my brilliant brother, Petey Kass, who makes
me laugh until I can’t breathe; my inspiring grandparents,
Nance, Peter, Nicky, and David; and the Kass/Bloom/
Greenfield clans, who make so many places feel like home.

?ublishe



?ublishe



Contents

COVER
TITLE PAGE
WELCOME
DEDICATION

CHAPTER 1: Clarke

CHAPTER 2: Wells

CHAPTER 3: Bellamy
CHAPTER 4: Glass
CHAPTER 5: Clarke

CHAPTER 6: Wells

CHAPTER 7: Bellamy


$00004
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_000.html#filepos326
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_001.html#filepos453
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_002.html#filepos1492
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_005.html#filepos1652
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_005.html#filepos13779
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_008.html#filepos31933
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_011.html#filepos45811
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_014.html#filepos66308
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_017.html#filepos89849
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_020.html#filepos111975

CHAPTER 8: Glass

CHAPTER 9: Clarke

CHAPTER 10: Bellamy
CHAPTER 11: Glass

CHAPTER 12: Clarke

CHAPTER 13: Wells

CHAPTER 14: Bellamy
CHAPTER 15: Clarke

CHAPTER 16: Glass

CHAPTER 17: Wells

CHAPTER 18: Clarke

CHAPTER 19: Bellamy
CHAPTER 20: Glass

CHAPTER 21: Clarke

CHAPTER 22: Wells

CHAPTER 23: Bellamy

=


CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_023.html#filepos128648
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_026.html#filepos151109
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_029.html#filepos170977
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_032.html#filepos184631
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_035.html#filepos206390
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_038.html#filepos216897
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_041.html#filepos233124
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_044.html#filepos246666
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_047.html#filepos257122
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_050.html#filepos272157
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_053.html#filepos290986
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_056.html#filepos308518
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_059.html#filepos323280
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_062.html#filepos341939
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_065.html#filepos353396
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_068.html#filepos356893

CHAPTER 24: Glass

CHAPTER 25: Bellamy
CHAPTER 26: Clarke

CHAPTER 27: Wells

CHAPTER 28: Glass

CHAPTER 29: Bellamy
CHAPTER 30: Clarke

CHAPTER 31: Glass

CHAPTER 32: Wells

CHAPTER 33: Bellamy
CHAPTER 34: Glass

CHAPTER 35: Clarke

CHAPTER 36: Wells

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

COPYRIGHT
?ublishe


CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_071.html#filepos370766
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_074.html#filepos385067
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_077.html#filepos400458
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_080.html#filepos407017
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_083.html#filepos420706
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_086.html#filepos430238
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_089.html#filepos438473
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_092.html#filepos450657
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_095.html#filepos460806
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_098.html#filepos470758
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_101.html#filepos478561
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_104.html#filepos494888
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_107.html#filepos499190
CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_110.html#filepos507741

?ublishe



Copyright

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places,
and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or
are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, loc-

ales, or persons, living or dead, is coincidental.

Copyright © 2013 by Alloy Entertainment

Cover design by Elizabeth H. Clark and Liz Dresner

Cover photos by Tetra Images/Getty, rollover/Getty, Stock-
trek Images/Getty, Krivosheev Vitaly/Shutterstock, col/
Shutterstock, Bruce Rolff/Shutterstock, nostal6ie/Shutter-
stock, Digital Media Pro/Shutterstock

Book design by Liz Dresner

All rights reserved. In accordance with the U.S. Copyright
Act of 1976, the scanning, uploading, and electronic sharing
of any part of this book without the permission of the pub-
lisher is unlawful piracy and theft of the author’s intellectual


CR!QX83XHR7PH653C01M3GH48Y3H6P9_split_116.html#filepos513697

<

property. If you would like to use material from the book
(other than for review purposes), prior written permission
must be obtained by contacting the publisher at permis-
sions@hbgusa.com. Thank you for your support of the au-
thor’s rights.

Little, Brown and Company
Hachette Book Group
237 Park Avenue, New York, NY 10017
Ib-teens.com
Q@
Qlloyengrzinmem
Produced by Alloy Entertainment
1700 Broadway
New York, NY 10019

alloyentertainment.com

The publisher is not responsible for websites (or their con-
tent) that are not owned by the publisher.

First ebook edition: September 2013


http://www.lb-teens.com

ISBN 978-0-316-23451-1

= BOOKza/

For more about this book and author, visit Bookish.com.

?ublishe



?ublishe



@Created by PDF to ePub


http://www.pdf-epub-converter.com/?e2p-b

	CHAPTER 1
	Clarke
	CHAPTER 2
	Wells
	CHAPTER 3
	Bellamy
	CHAPTER 4
	Glass
	CHAPTER 5
	Clarke
	CHAPTER 6
	Wells
	CHAPTER 7
	Bellamy
	CHAPTER 8
	Glass
	CHAPTER 9
	Clarke
	CHAPTER 10
	Bellamy
	CHAPTER 11
	Glass
	CHAPTER 12
	Clarke
	CHAPTER 13
	< vIt1" fafont size="+0">Wells
	CHAPTER 14
	Bellamy
	CHAPTER 15
	Clarke
	CHAPTER 16
	Glass
	CHAPTER 17
	Wells
	CHAPTER 18
	Clarke
	CHAPTER 19
	Bellamy
	CHAPTER 20
	Glass
	CHAPTER 21
	Clarke
	CHAPTER 22
	Wells
	CHAPTER 23
	Bellamy
	CHAPTER 24
	Glass
	CHAPTER 25
	Bellamy
	CHAPTER 26
	Clarke
	CHAPTER 27
	Wells
	CHAPTER 28
	Glass
	CHAPTER 29
	Bellamy
	CHAPTER 30
	Clarke
	CHAPTER 31
	Glass
	CHAPTER 32
	Wells
	CHAPTER 33
	Bellamy
	CHAPTER 34
	Glass
	CHAPTER 35
	Clarke
	CHAPTER 36
	Wells
	
	ACKNOWLEDGMENTS
	Contents
	Copyright

