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It was amiracle of science that permitted human beingsto live, if not forever,
then for along, long time. Some people, anyway. The rich, the powerful--they
lived their lives at the rate of one year every ten. Some created two societies: that
of people who lived out their normal span and died, and those who slept away the
decades, skipping over the intervening years and events. It allowed great plansto
be put in motion. It alowed interstellar Empiresto be built.

It came near to destroying humanity.

After along, long time of decadence and stagnation, a few seed ships were sent

out to save our species. They carried human embryos and supplies, and teaching
robots, and one man. The Worthing Saga is the story of one of these men, Jason
WOrthing, and the world he found for the seed he carried.

Orson Scott Card is"amaster of the art of storytelling” (Booklist), and The
Worthing Saga is a story that only he could have written.

At the Publisher's request, thistitle is being sold without Digital Rights
Management Software (DRM) applied.
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1
The Day of Pain

In many placesin the Peopled Worlds, the pain came suddenly in the midst of the day’s labor. It was asif an
ancient and comfortable presence left them, one that they had never noticed until it was gone, and no one
knew what to make of it at first, though all knew at once that something had changed deep at the heart of the
world. No one saw the brief flare in the star named Argos; it would be years before astronomers would
connect the Day of Pain with the End of Worthing. And by then the change was done, the worlds were
broken, and the golden age was over.

In Lared’ s village, the change came while they slept. That night there were no shepherdsin their dreams.
Lared’ s little sister, Sala, awoke screaming in terror that Grandmawas dead, Grandma is dead!

Lared sat up in his truckle bed, trying to dispel his own dreams, for in them he had seen his father carry
Grandmato the gave--but that had been long ago, hadn’t it? Father stumbled from the wooden bedstead
where he and Mother slept. Not since Sala had been weaned had anyone cried out in the night. Was she
hungry?

“Grandma died tonight, like afly in the fire she died!”

Likeasquirrel in the fox’ steeth, thought Lared. Like alizard in the cat’s mouth, trembling.

“Of course she'sdead,” Father said, “but not tonight.” He took her in his vast blacksmith’s arms and held
her. “Why do you weep now, when Grandma has been dead for such along time?’ But Salawept on, asif
the grief were great and new.

Then Lared looked at Grandma' s old bed. “Father,“ he whispered. Again, “Father.” For there lay her corpse,
still new, till stiffening, though Lared so clearly remembered her burial long ago.

Father laid Sala back in her truckle bed, where she burrowed down against the woven straw side, in order not
to watch. Lared watched, though, as his father touched the straw tick beside his old mother’s body. “Not cold
yet,“ he murmured. Then he cried out in fear and agony, “Mother!” Which woke all the sleepers, even the
travelersin the room upstairs; they all came into the sleeping room.

“Do you seeit!” cried Father. “Dead ayear, at least, and here’ s her body not yet cold in her own bed!”
“Dead ayear!” cried the old clerk, who had arrived late in the afternoon yesterday, on a donkey. “Nonsense!
She served the soup last night. Don’t you remember how she joked with me that if my bed was too cold, your
wife would come up and warm it, and if it was too warm, shewould sleep with me?’

Lared tried to sort out his memories. “| remember that, but | remember that she said that long, long ago, and
yet | remember she said it to you, and | never saw you before last night.”

“1 buried you!” Father cried, and then he knelt at Grandma’ s bed and wept. “| buried you, and forgot you,
and here you are to grieve me!l”

Weeping. It was an unaccustomed sound in the village of Flat Harbor, and no one knew what to do about it.
Only hungry infants made such cries, and so Mother said, “EImo, will you eat something? Let me fetch you
something to eat.”

“No!” shouted EImo. “Don’t you see my mother’s dead?’ And he caught his wife by the arm and flung her
roughly away. She fell over the stool and struck her head against the table.

This was worse than the corpse lying in the bed, stiff as adried-out bird. For never in Lared’ s life had he
seen one human being do harm to another. Father too was aghast at his own temper. “Thano, Thanalo, what
have | done?’ He scarcely knew how to comfort her as she lay weeping softly on the floor. No one had
needed comfort in all their lives. To all the others, Father said, | was so angry. | have never been so angry
before, and yet what did she do? I’ ve never felt such arage, and yet she did me no harm!”

Who could answer him? Something was bitterly wrong with the world, they could see that; they had all felt
anger in the past, but till now something had always come between the thought and the act, and calmed them.
Now, tonight, that calm was gone. They could feel it in themselves, nothing soothing their fear, nothing
telling them worldlessly, All iswell.



Salaraised her head above the edge of her bed and said, “ The angels are gone, Mama. No one watches us
anymore.”

Mother got up from the floor and stumbled over her daughter. “Don’t be foolish, child. There are no angels,
except in dreams.”

Thereisaliein my mind, Lared said to himself. The traveler came last night, and Grandma spoke to him just
as he said, and yet my memory istwisted, for | remember the traveler speaking yesterday, but Grandma
answering long ago. Something has bent my memories, for | remember grieving at her graveside, and yet her
grave has not been dug.

Mother looked up at Father in awe. “My elbow still hurts, where it struck the floor,* she said. “It still hurts
very much.”

A hurt that lasted! Who had heard of such athing! And when she lifted her arm, there was araw and
bleeding scrape onit.

“Havel killed you?’ asked Father, wonderingly.

“No,"” said Mother. “I don't think so.”

“Then why doesit bleed?’

The old clerk trembled and nodded and his voice quivered as he spoke. “| have read the books of ancient
times,* he began, and all eyesturned to him. “I have read the books of ancient times, and in them the old
ones spoke of wounds that bleed like slaughtered cattle, and great griefs when the living suddenly are dead,
and anger that turns to blows among people. But that was long, long ago, when men were still animals, and
God was young and inexperienced.”

“What does this mean, then?’ asked Father. He was not a bookish man, and so even more than Lared he
thought that men who knew books had answers.

“1 don’t know," said the clerk. “But perhaps it means that God has gone away, or that he no longer cares for
us.”

Lared studied the corpse of Grandma, lying on her bed. “Or is he dead?’ Lared asked.

“How can God die?’ the old clerk asked with withering scorn. “He had all the power in the universe.”
“Then doesn’t he have the power to dieif he wants to?”

“Why should | speak with children of things like this?” The clerk got up to go upstairs, and the other
travelers took that as a signal to return to bed.

But Father did not go to bed: he knelt by his old mother’ s body until daybreak. And Lared also did not sleep,
because he was trying to remember what he had felt inside himself yesterday that he did not feel now, for
something was strange in the way his own eyes looked out upon the world, and yet he could not remember
how it was before. Only Salaand Mother slept, and they dlept together in Mother’s and Father’ s bed.

Before dawn, Lared got up and walked over to his mother, and saw that a scab had formed on her arm, and
the bleeding had stopped. Comforted, he dressed himself and went out to milk the ewe, which was near the
end of its milk. Every bit of milk was needed for the cheese press and the butter churn--winter was coming,
and this morning, as the cold breeze whipped at Lared’s hair, this morning he looked to winter with dread.
Until today he had always looked at the future like a cow looking at the pasture, never imagining drought or
snow. Now it was possible for old women to be found dead in their beds. Now it was possible for Father to
be angry and knock Mother to the floor. Now it was possible for Mother to bleed like an animal. And so
winter was more than just a season of inactivity. It was the end of hope.

The ewe perked up at something, a sound perhaps that Lared was too human to hear. He stopped milking and
looked up, and saw in the western sky a great light, which hovered in the air like a star that had lost its
bearings and needed help to get back home. Then the light sank down below the level of the trees across the
river, and it was gone. Lared did not know at first what it might be. Then he remembered the word
starshipfrom school and wondered. Starships did not come to Flat Harbor, or even to this continent, or even,
more than once a decade, to this world. There was nothing here to carry away to somewhere else, nothing
lacking here that only other worlds could possibly supply. Why, then, would a starship come here now?
Don't be afool, Lared, he told himself. It was a shooting star, but on this strange morning you made too



much of it, because you are afraid.

At dawn, Flat Harbor came awake, and others gradually made the discovery that had come to Lared’ s family
in the night. They came, as they always did in cold weather, to EImo’s house, with its great table and indoor
kitchen. They were not surprised to find that EImo had not yet built up the firein hisforge.

“1 scalded myself on the gruel this morning,” said Dinno, Mother’s closest friend. She held up the smoothed
skin of her fingers for admiration. “Hurts like it was till in the fire. Good God," she said.

Mother had her own wounds, but she chose not to tell that tale. “When that old clerk went to leave this
morning, his donkey kicked him square in the belly, and now he's upstairs. Too much hurt to travel, he says.
Threw up his breakfast.”

There were a score of minor, careless injuries, and by noon most people were walking more carefully,
carrying out their tasks more slowly. Not a one of them but had some injury. Omber, one of the diggers of
Grandma s grave, crushed his foot with a pick, and it bled for along, long time; now, whi...

Users Review
From reader reviews:
Shawn Jones:

Precisely why? Because this The Worthing Saga is an unordinary book that the inside of the reserve waiting
for you to snap this but latter it will zap you with the secret this inside. Reading this book closeto it was
fantastic author who all write the book in such wonderful way makes the content within easier to understand,
entertaining approach but still convey the meaning totally. So, it is good for you for not hesitating having
this nowadays or you going to regret it. This phenomenal book will give you alot of advantages than the
other book have such as help improving your expertise and your critical thinking means. So, still want to
postpone having that book? If | were you | will go to the book store hurriedly.

Kevin Lemon:

Isit anindividual who having spare time after that spend it whole day through watching television programs
or just resting on the bed? Do you need something totally new? This The Worthing Saga can be the solution,
oh how comes? It's a book you know. Y ou are so out of date, spending your spare time by reading in this
brand-new erais common not a nerd activity. So what these books have than the others?

William M cDowell:

Don't be worry when you are afraid that this book will probably filled the space in your house, you will get it
in e-book method, more simple and reachable. This particular The Worthing Saga can give you alot of close
friends because by you taking alook at this one book you have thing that they don't and make an individual
more like an interesting person. That book can be one of a step for you to get success. This guide offer you
information that might be your friend doesn't recognize, by knowing more than different make you to be
great people. So , why hesitate? L et me have The Worthing Saga.



Toni Sargent:

Do you like reading a e-book? Confuse to looking for your best book? Or your book has been rare? Why so
many question for the book? But almost any people feel that they enjoy with regard to reading. Some people
likes reading, not only science book but in addition novel and The Worthing Saga or even others sources
were given information for you. After you know how the good a book, you feel would like to read more and
more. Science reserve was created for teacher or even students especialy. Those publications are helping
them to increase their knowledge. In different case, beside science book, any other book likes The Worthing
Sagato make your spare time alot more colorful. Many types of book like here.
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