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Reading Activity

THERE IS ONE mirror in my house. I t  is  behind a s l id ing panel  in the hal lway
upstairs.  Our fact ion al lows me to stand in f ront  of  i t  on the second day of
every th i rd month,  the day my mother cuts my hair .  I  s i t  on the stool  and my
mother stands behind me with the scissors,  t r imming. The strands fal l  on the
f loor in a dul l ,  b lond r ing.  When she f in ishes, she pul ls my hair  away from my
face and twists i t  into a knot.  I  note how calm she looks and how focused she
is.  She is wel l -pract iced in the art  of  losing hersel f .  I  can’ t  say the same of
mysel f .  I  sneak a look at  my ref lect ion when she isn’ t  paying at tent ion—not for
the sake of  vani ty,  but  out of  cur iosi ty.  A lot  can happen to a person’s
appearance in three months.  In my ref lect ion,  I  see a narrow face, wide, round
eyes, and a long, th in nose—I st i l l  look l ike a l i t t le gir l ,  though sometime in the
last  few months I  turned sixteen. The other fact ions celebrate bir thdays, but
we don’ t .  I t  would be sel f - indulgent.  “There,”  she says when she pins the knot
in place. Her eyes catch mine in the mirror.  I t  is  too late to look away, but
instead of  scolding me, she smi les at  our ref lect ion.

I  f rown a l i t t le.  Why doesn’ t  she repr imand me for star ing at  mysel f? “So today
is the day,”  she says. “Yes,”  I  reply.  “Are you nervous?” I  stare into my own
eyes for a moment.  Today is the day of  the apt i tude test  that  wi l l  show me
which of  the f ive fact ions I  belong in.  And tomorrow, at  the Choosing
Ceremony, I  wi l l  decide on a fact ion;  I  wi l l  decide the rest  of  my l i fe;  I  wi l l
decide to stay wi th my fami ly or abandon them. “No,”  I  say.  “The tests don’ t
have to change our choices.”  “Right.”  She smi les.  “Let ’s go eat breakfast . ”
“Thank you. For cut t ing my hair . ”  She kisses my cheek and sl ides the panel
over the mirror.  I  th ink my mother could be beaut i fu l ,  in a di f ferent wor ld.  Her
body is th in beneath the gray robe. She has high cheekbones and long
eyelashes, and when she lets her hair  down at  n ight,  i t  hangs in waves over
her shoulders.  But she must hide that beauty in Abnegat ion.  We walk together 
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to the k i tchen. On these mornings when my brother makes breakfast ,  and my
father ’s hand skims my hair  as he reads the newspaper,  and my mother hums
as she clears the table—it  is  on these mornings that I  feel  gui l t iest  for
want ing to leave them.
The bus st inks of  exhaust.  Every t ime i t  h i ts a patch of  uneven pavement,  i t
jost les me from side to s ide,  even though I ’m gr ipping the seat to keep mysel f
st i l l .

My older brother,  Caleb, stands in the ais le,  holding a rai l ing above his head
to keep himsel f  steady. We don’ t  look al ike.  He has my father ’s dark hair  and
hooked nose and my mother ’s green eyes and dimpled cheeks. When he was
younger,  that  col lect ion of  features looked strange, but now i t  sui ts him. I f  he
wasn’ t  Abnegat ion,  I ’m sure the gir ls at  school  would stare at  h im. He also
inher i ted my mother ’s ta lent  for  sel f lessness. He gave his seat to a sur ly
Candor man on the bus without a second thought.  The Candor man wears a
black sui t  wi th a whi te t ie—Candor standard uni form. Their  fact ion values
honesty and sees the truth as black and white,  so that  is what they wear.  The
gaps between the bui ld ings narrow and the roads are smoother as we near
the heart  of  the c i ty.  The bui ld ing that was once cal led the Sears Tower—we
cal l  i t  the Hub —emerges from the fog, a black pi l lar  in the skyl ine.  The bus
passes under the elevated tracks.  I  have never been on a t ra in,  though they
never stop running and there are t racks everywhere. Only the Daunt less r ide
them. Five years ago, volunteer construct ion workers f rom Abnegat ion
repaved some of the roads. They started in the middle of  the c i ty and worked
their  way outward unt i l  they ran out of  mater ia ls.  The roads where I  l ive are
st i l l  cracked and patchy, and i t ’s  not  safe to dr ive on them. We don’ t  have a
car anyway. Caleb’s expression is placid as the bus sways and jo l ts on the
road. The gray robe fal ls f rom his arm as he clutches a pole for  balance. I  can
tel l  by the constant shi f t  of  h is eyes that he is watching the people around us
—str iv ing to see only them and to forget himsel f .  Candor values honesty,  but
our fact ion,  Abnegat ion,  values sel f lessness. The bus stops in f ront  of  the
school  and I  get  up, scoot ing past the Candor man. I  grab Caleb’s arm as I
stumble over the man’s shoes. My slacks are too long, and I ’ve never been
that graceful .  The Upper Levels bui ld ing is the oldest of  the three schools in
the ci ty:  Lower Levels,  Mid-Levels,  and Upper Levels.
Like al l  the other bui ld ings around i t ,  i t  is  made of  g lass and steel .  In f ront  of
i t  is  a large metal  sculpture that  the Daunt less c l imb af ter  school ,  dar ing each
other to go higher and higher.  Last  year I  watched one of  them fal l  and break
her leg.  I  was the one who ran to get the nurse. “Apt i tude tests today,”  I  say.
Caleb is not qui te a year older than I  am, so we are in the same year at
school .
He nods as we pass through the front doors.  My muscles t ighten the second
we walk in.  The atmosphere feels hungry,  l ike every s ixteen-year-old is t ry ing
to devour as much as he can get of  th is last  day.  I t  is  l ikely that  we wi l l  not
walk these hal ls again af ter  the Choosing Ceremony—once we choose, our
new fact ions wi l l  be responsible for  f in ishing our educat ion.

Our c lasses are cut  in hal f  today, so we wi l l  at tend al l  of  them before the
apt i tude tests,  which take place af ter  lunch. My heart  rate is already elevated.
“You aren’ t  at  a l l  worr ied about what they’ l l  te l l  you?” I  ask Caleb. We pause
at the spl i t  in the hal lway where he wi l l  go one way, toward Advanced Math,
and I  wi l l  go the other,  toward Fact ion History.  He raises an eyebrow at me.
“Are you?” I  could te l l  h im I ’ve been worr ied for  weeks about what the
apt i tude test  wi l l  te l l  me —Abnegat ion,  Candor,  Erudi te,  Amity,  or  Daunt less?
Instead I  smi le and say, “Not real ly.”  He smi les back. “Wel l…have a good



day.”  I  walk toward Fact ion History,  chewing on my lower l ip.  He never
answered my quest ion.  The hal lways are cramped, though the l ight  coming
through the windows creates the i l lusion of  space; they are one of  the only
places where the fact ions mix,  at  our age. Today the crowd has a new kind
of energy,  a last  day mania.  A gir l  wi th long cur ly hair  shouts “Hey!”  next  to
my ear,  waving at  a distant f r iend. A jacket s leeve smacks me on the cheek.
Then an Erudi te boy in a blue sweater shoves me. I  lose my balance and fal l
hard on the ground. “Out of  my way, St i f f , ”  he snaps, and cont inues down the
hal lway. My cheeks warm. I  get  up and dust mysel f  of f .  A few people stopped
when I  fe l l ,  but  none of  them offered to help me. Their  eyes fol low me to the
edge of  the hal lway. This sort  of  th ing has been happening to others in my
fact ion for  months now—the Erudi te have been releasing antagonist ic reports
about Abnegat ion,  and i t  has begun to af fect  the way we relate at  school .
The gray c lothes, the plain hairsty le,  and the unassuming demeanor of  my
fact ion are supposed to make i t  easier for  me to forget mysel f ,  and easier for
everyone else to forget me too. But now they make me a target.  I  pause by a
window in the E Wing and wait  for  the Daunt less to arr ive.  I  do th is every
morning. At exact ly 7:25, the Daunt less prove their  bravery by jumping from
a moving train.  My father cal ls the Daunt less “hel l ions.”  They are pierced,
tat tooed, and black c lothed. Their  pr imary purpose is to guard the fence that
surrounds our c i ty.  From what,  I  don’ t  know. They should perplex me. I
should wonder what courage—which is the v i r tue they most value—has to do
with a metal  r ing through your nostr i l .  Instead my eyes cl ing to them
wherever they go. The train whist le blares,  the sound resonat ing in my
chest.  The l ight  f ixed to the f ront of  the t ra in c l icks on and of f  as the t rain
hurt les past the school ,  squeal ing on i ron rai ls.  And as the last  few cars
pass, a mass exodus of  young men and women in dark c lothing hur l
themselves from the moving cars,  some dropping and rol l ing,  others
stumbl ing a few steps before regaining their  balance. One of  the boys wraps
his arm around a gir l ’s  shoulders,  laughing. Watching them is a fool ish
pract ice.  I  turn away from the window and press through the crowd to the
Fact ion History c lassroom.



11 -  First reading.
 Read the ent i re text  and try to understand as many things as possible.
 
 2 -  Second reading.
 Read to f ind speci f ic  informat ion.  Sort  them in the white parts of   the fo l lowing
gr id.
 
 3 -  Watch the video on english.jubjub.fr
Fi l l  in the grey areas.
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