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Foundation
by Isaac AsSmov

Author’ s Note

When | wrote“Foundation, “ which appeared in the May 1942 issue of Astounding Science Faction, |
had no ideathat | had begun a series of stories that would eventualy grow into six volumes and atota of
650, 000 words (so far). Nor did | have any ideathat it would be unified with my series of short stories
and novelsinvolving robots and my novelsinvolving the Galactic Empire for agrand totd (so far) of
fourteen volumes and atotal of about 1, 450, 000 words.

You will seg, if you study the publication dates of these books, that there was atwenty-five-year
hiatus between 1957 and 1982, during which | did not add to this series. Thiswas not because | had
stopped writing. Indeed, | wrote full-speed throughout the quarter century, but | wrote other things. That
| returned to the seriesin 1982 was not my own notion but was the result of acombination of pressures
from readers and publishersthat eventually became overwhelming.

In any case, the situation has become sufficiently complicated for meto fed that the readers might
welcome akind of guideto the series, Snce they were not written in the order in which (perhaps) they
should be read.

The fourteen books, al published by Doubleday, offer akind of history of thefuture, whichis,
perhaps, not completely consistent, since | did not plan consistency to begin with. The chronological
order of the books, in terms of future history (and not of publication date), isasfollows:

1. The Complete Robot (1982). Thisisacollection of thirty-one robot short stories published between
1940 and 1976 and includes every story in my earlier collection 1. Robot (1950). Only one robot short
story has been written since this collection appeared. That is“Robot Dreams, * which has not yet
appeared in any Doubleday collection.

2. The Caves of Stedl (1954). Thisisthefirst of my robot novels.

3. The Naked Sun (1957). The second robot nove.

4. The Robots of Dawn (1983 ). Thethird robot novel.

5. Robots and Empire (1985). The fourth robot novel.

6. The Currents of Space (1952). Thisisthefirst of my Empire novels.

7. The Stars, Like Dust (1951). The second Empire novel.

8. Pebblein the Sky (1950). The third Empire novel.

9. Prelude to Foundation (1988). Thisisthefirst Foundation novel (dthough it isthe latest written, so
far).

10. Foundation (1951). The second Foundation novel. Actudly, it isacollection of four stories, origindly
published between 1942 and 1944, plus an introductory section written for the book in 1949.

11. foundation and Empire (1952). The third Foundation novel, made up of two stories, origindly
published in 1945.

12. Second foundation (1953). The fourth Foundation novel, made up of two stories, originaly published



in 1948 and 1949.
13. Foundations Edge (1982). The fifth Foundation novel.
14. Foundation and Earth (1983). The sixth Foundation novel.

Will | add additiona booksto the series? | might. Thereisroom for abook between Robots and
Empire (5) and The Currents of Space (6) and between Prelude to Foundation (9) and Foundation (10)
and of course between othersaswell. And then | can follow Foundation and Earth (14) with additional
volumes -- asmany asl like.

Naturally, there sgot to be some limit, for | don’t expect to live forever, but | do intend to hang
onaslong aspossible.

Mathematician

CLEON | -- . .. Thelast Galactic Emperor of the Entun dynasty. He was bornin the year 11,
988 of the Galactic Era, the same year in which Hari Seldon was born. (It isthought that Seldon’s
birthdate, which some consider doubtful, may have been adjusted to match that of Cleon, whom Seldon,
soon after hisarriva on Trantor, is supposed to have encountered.)

Having succeeded to the Imperid thronein 12, 010 at the age of twenty-two, Cleon I’sreign
represented acuriousinterva of quiet in those troubled times. Thisis undoubtedly dueto the skillsof his
Chief of Staff, Eto Demerzdl, who so carefully obscured himsalf from public record thet littleisknown
about him,

Cleonhimsdf . ..
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Suppressing asmdl yawn, Cleon said, “Demerzel, have you by any chance ever heard of aman
named Hari Sddon?’

Cleon had been Emperor for just over ten years and there were times at state occasions when,
dressed in the necessary robes and regdlia, he could manage to look stately. He did so, for instance, in
the holograph of himsdlf that stood in the niche in thewall behind him. It was placed so that it clearly
dominated the other niches holding the holographs of severd of hisancestors.

The holograph was not atotaly honest one, for though Cleon’s hair was light brown in hologram
and redlity dike, it was abit thicker in the holograph. There was a certain asymmetry to hisred face, for
the left Sde of hisupper lip raised itsdf abit higher than the right Side, and this was somehow not evident
in the holograph. And if he had stood up and placed himsdlf beside the holograph, he would have been
seen to be 2 centimeters under the 1.83-meter height that the image portrayed -- and perhaps a bit
Souter.

Of course, the holograph was the officia coronation portrait and he had been younger then. He
gtill looked young and rather handsome, too, and when hewas not in the pitiless grip of official ceremony,
there was akind of vague good nature about hisface.

Demerzel said, with the tone of respect that he carefully cultivated, “Hari Seldon?Itisan
unfamiliar nameto me, Sire. Ought | to know of him?’

“The Minigter of Science mentioned him to melast night. | thought you might.”

Demerzel frowned dightly, but only very dightly, for one does not frown in the Imperid presence.
“The Minister of Science, Sire, should have spoken of thisman to me as Chief of Staff. If you areto be



bombarded from every side--"

Cleon raised his hand and Demerzel stopped at once. “Please, Demerzel, one can’'t stand on
formdlity at al times. When | passed the Minigter at last night’ s reception and exchanged afew words
with him, he bubbled over. | could not refuseto listen and | wasglad | had, for it wasinteresting.”

“Inwhat way interesting, Sire?’

“Wall, these are not the old days when science and mathematics were dl the rage. That sort of
thing seemsto have died down somehow, perhaps because dl the discoveries have been made, don't
you think? Apparently, however, interesting things can sill happen. At least | wastold it wasinteresting.”

“By the Minister of Science, Sire?’

“Yes. He sad that this Hari Seldon had attended a convention of mathematicians held herein
Trantor -- they do this every ten years, for some reason -- and he said that he had proved that one could
foretdl the future mathematically.”

Demerze permitted himsdf asmall amile. “Either the Minister of Science, aman of little acumen,
ismistaken or the mathematician is. Surdly, the matter of foretelling the future isachildren’ s dream of
magic.”

“Isit, Demerzel? People believe in such things”

“People believein many things, Sire”

“But they believein such things. Therefore, .it doesn’t matter whether the forecast of the futureis
true or not. If amathematician should predict along and happy reign for me, atime of peace and
prosperity for the Empire -- Eh, would that not be well?’

“It would be pleasant to hear, certainly, but what would it accomplish, Sire?’

“But surely if people beievethis, they would act on that belief. Many a prophecy, by the mere
force of itsbeing bdieved, istransmuted to fact. These are * sdlf-fulfilling prophecies.” Indeed, now that |
think of it, it was you who once explained thisto me.”

Demerzd sad, “I believel did, Sire.” His eyeswere watching the Emperor carefully, asthough
to see how far he might go on hisown. “Still, if that be so, one could have any person makethe
prophecy. “

“Not dl personswould be equaly believed, Demerzdl. A mathematician, however, who could
back his prophecy with mathematica formulas and terminology, might be understood by no one and yet
believed by everyone”

Demerzd said, “Asusud, Sire, you make good sense. Welivein troubled times and it would be
worthwhile to calm them in away that would require neither money nor military effort--which, in recent
history, have done little good and much harm.”

“Exactly, Demerzd, “ said the Emperor with excitement. “Red inthisHari Sddon. Youtel me
you have your strings stretching to every part of this turbulent world, even where my forces dare not go.
Pull on one of those strings, then, and bring in thismathematician. Let meseehim.”

“I will do so, Sire, “ said Demerzdl, who had aready located Seldon and who made amenta
note to commend the Minister of Sciencefor ajob well done.

2.

Hari Seldon did not make an impressive gppearance at thistime. Like the Emperor Cleon |, he
was thirty-two years old, but he was only 1.73 meterstall. His face was smooth and cheerful, hishair
dark brown, dmost black, and his clothing had the unmistakable touch of provincidity about it.

To anyonein later timeswho knew of Hari Seldon only as alegendary demigod, it would seem
amog sacrilegiousfor him not to have white hair, not to have an old lined face, aquiet smileradiating
wisdom, not to be seated in awheelchair. Even then, in advanced old age, his eyes had been cheerful,
however. There was that.

And his eyeswere particularly cheerful now, for his paper had been given at the Decennia
Convention. It had even aroused some interest in adistant sort of way and old Osterfith had nodded his
head at him and had said, “Ingenious, young man. Most ingenious.” Which, coming from Osterfith, was



satisfactory. Mogt satisfactory.

But now there was a new--and quite unexpected--development and Seldon wasn't sure whether
it should increase his cheer and intengfy his satisfaction or not.

He stared at the tall young man in uniform--the Spaceship-and-Sun neatly placed on the left Side
of histunic.

“Lieutenant Alban Wdllis, * said the officer of the Emperor’ s Guard before putting away his
identification. “Will you come with me now, Sr?’

Weliswas armed, of course. There were two other Guardsmen waiting outside his door. Seldon
knew he had no choice, for al the other’ s careful politeness, but there was no reason he could not seek
information. He said, “To see the Emperor?’

“To be brought to the Palace, Sir. That’ s the extent of my ingtructions.

“But why?’

“I was not told why, sr. And | have my dtrict ingtructions that you must come with me--one way
or another.”

“But this seems asthough | am being arrested. | have done nothing to warrant that.”

“Say, rather, that it seemsyou are being given an escort of honor--if you delay me no further.”

Seldon delayed no further. He pressed hislips together, as though to block of further questions,
nodded his head, and stepped forward. Even if he was going to meet the Emperor and to receive
Imperiad commendation, he found no joy init. He wasfor the Empire--that is, for the worlds of humanity
in peace and union but he was not for the Emperor.

The lieutenant walked ahead, the other two behind. Seldon smiled at those he passed and
managed to look unconcerned. Outside the hotel they climbed into an officia ground-car. (Seldon ran his
hand over the upholstery; he had never been in anything so ornate. )

They werein one of the wedlthiest sections of Trantor. The dome was high enough hereto givea
sensation of being in the open and one could swear--even one such as Hari Seldon, who had been born
and brought up on an open world--that they werein sunlight. Y ou could see no sun and no shadows, but
thear waslight and fragrant.

And then it passed and the dome curved down and the walls narrowed in and soon they were
moving dong an enclosed tunndl, marked periodically with the Spaceship-and-Sun and so clearly
reserved (Seldon thought) for officia vehicles,

A door opened and the ground-car sped through. When the door closed behind them, they were
in the open--the true, the rea open. There were 250 square kilometers of the only stretch of open land
on Trantor and on it stood the Imperia Palace. Seldon would have liked a chance to wander through that
open land--not because of the Palace, but because it dso contained the Gaactic University and, most
intriguing of dl, the Galactic Library.

And yet, in passing from the enclosed world of Trantor into the open patch of wood and
parkland, he had passed into aworld in which clouds dimmed the sky and a chill wind rued his shirt. He
pressed the contact that closed the ground-car’ s window.

It wasadisma day outside.

3.

Seldon was not at al sure he would meet the Emperor. At best, he would meet some officid in
the fourth or fifth echelon who would claim to spesk for the Emperor.

How many people ever did see the Emperor? In person, rather than on holovison? How many
people saw the red, tangible Emperor, an Emperor who never left the Imperia groundsthat he, Seldon,
was now rolling over.

The number was vanishingly small. Twentyfive million inhabited worlds, each with its cargo of a
billion human beings or more--and among al those quadrillions of human beings, how many had, or
would ever, lay eyes on theliving Emperor. A thousand?

And did anyone care? The Emperor was no more than asymbol of Empire, likethe



Spaceship-and-Sun but far less pervasive, far lessredl. It was his soldiersand his officids, crawling
everywhere, that now represented an Empire that had become a dead weight upon its people--not the
Emperor.

So it was that when Seldon was ushered into a moderately sized, lavishly furnished room and
found a young-looking man sitting on the edge of atablein awindowed acove, one foot on the ground
and one swinging over the edge, he found himsdf wondering that any officia should belooking a himin
s0 blandly good-natured away. He had dready experienced the fact, over and over, that government
officials-and particularly thosein the Imperid service looked grave at al times, asthough bearing the
weight of the entire Galaxy on their shoulders. And it seemed the lower in importance they were, the
graver and more threatening their expression.

This, then, might be an officid so high in the scde, with the sun of power so bright upon him, that
he felt no need of countering it with clouds of frowning.

Seldon wasn't sure how impressed he ought to be, but he felt that it would be best to remain
dlent and let the other spesk firdt.

Theofficid sad, “You are Hari Sddon, | believe. The mathematician. “

Sdldon responded withaminimal “Yes, gr, “ and waited again.

The young man waved an arm. “It should be*Sire, * but | hate ceremony. It'sdl | get and |
weary of it. Wearedone, so | will pamper mysdlf and eschew ceremony. Sit down, professor.”

Halfway through the speech, Seldon realized that he was speaking to the Emperor Cleon, First of
that Name, and he felt the wind go out of him. There was afaint resemblance (now that he looked) to the
officia holograph that appeared constantly in the news, but in that holograph, Cleon was aways dressed
imposingly, seemed taller, nobler, frozen-faced.

And here he was, the original of the holograph, and somehow he appeared to be quite ordinary.

Seldon did not budge.

The Emperor frowned dightly and, with the habit of command present even in the attempt to
abolishit, at least temporarily, said peremptorily, “1 said, * Sit down, * man. That chair. Quickly.”

Sdldon sat down, quite speechless. He could not even bring himslf to say, “Yes, Sire”

Cleon amiled. “ That’ s better. Now we can talk like two fellow human beings, which, after dl, is
what we are once ceremony isremoved. Eh, my man?’

Sdldon said cautioudly, “If Your Imperia Maesty is content to say so, thenitisso.”

“Oh, come, why are you so cautious? | want to talk to you on equal terms. It ismy pleasureto
do s0. Humor me.”

“Yes, Sre”

“Admple‘Yes, ' man. Istherenoway | can reach you?’

Cleon stared at Seldon and Seldon thought it was alively and interested stare.

Finaly the Emperor said, “Y ou don't look like amathematician.”

At last, Seldon found himself ableto smile. “1 don't know what amathematician is suppose to
look like, Y our Imp--"

Cleon raised a cautioning hand and Seldon choked off the honorific.

Cleon said, “White-haired, | suppose. Bearded, perhaps. Old, certainly.”

“Y et even mathematicians must be young to begin with.”

“But they are then without reputation. By the time they obtrude themsalves on the notice of the
Gaaxy, they are as| have described.”

“I am without reputation, I'm afraid.”

“Y et you spoke a this convention they held here.”

“A great many of usdid. Some were younger than mysdlf. Few of uswere granted any attention
whatever.”

“Y our talk apparently attracted the attention of some of my officias. | am given to understand
that you believeit possibleto predict the future.”

Seldon suddenly felt weary. It seemed as though this misinterpretation of histheory was
constantly going to occur. Perhaps he should not have presented his paper.



Hesaid, “Not quite, actudly. What | have done is much more limited than that. In many systems,
the Stuation is such that under some conditions chaotic events take place. That meansthat, given a
particular starting point, it isimpossible to predict outcomes. Thisistrue even in some quite Ssmple
systems, but the more complex asystem, the more likely it isto become chaotic. It has always been
assumed that anything as complicated as human society would quickly become chaotic and, therefore,
unpredictable. What | have done, however, isto show that, in studying human society, it is possible to
choose a starting point and to make appropriate assumptions that will suppress the chaos. That will make
it possible to predict the future, not in full detail, of course, but in broad sweeps; not with certainty, but
with caculable probabilities.”

The Emperor, who had listened carefully, said, “ But doesn’t that mean that you have shown how
to predict the future?’

“Again, not quite. | have showed that it istheoretically possible, but no more. To do more, we
would actualy have to choose a correct starting point, make correct assumptions, and then find ways of
carrying through caculationsin afinite time. Nothing in my mathematica argument tells us how to do any
of this. And even if we could doit al, wewould, at best, only assess probabilities. That is not the same
aspredicting the future; it ismerely aguessat what islikely to happen. Every successful politician,
businessman, or human being of any caling must make these estimates of the future and do it fairly well or
he or she would not be successful.”

“They do it without mathemetics”

“True. They doit by intuition.”

“With the proper mathematics, anyone would be able to assess the probabilities. It wouldn't take
the rare human being who is successful because of aremarkableintuitive sense.”

“Trueagain, but | have merely shown that mathematica analysisispossble; | have not showniit
to be practical.”

“How can something be possible, yet not practical?’

“Itistheoreticaly possiblefor meto vist each world of the Galaxy and greet each person on
each world. However, it would take far longer to do thisthan | have yearsto live and, eveniif | was
immortal, the rate a which new human beings are being born is greater than the rate a which | could
interview the old and, even more to the point, old human beingswould diein great numbers before |
could ever get to them.”

“Andisthissort of thing true of your mathematics of the future?’

Sdldon hesitated, then went on. “It might be that the mathematics would take too long to work
out, even if one had acomputer the size of the Universe working at hyperspatia velocities. By thetime
any answer had been recelved, enough years would have elgpsed to dter the Situation so grosdy asto
make the answer meaningless.”

“Why cannot the process be smplified?’ Cleon asked sharply.

“Your Imperid Mgesty--" Sddon felt the Emperor growing more formd as the answers grew
lessto hisliking and responded with grester formdity of hisown “consder the manner in which scientists
have dedlt with subatomic particles. There are enormous numbers of these, each moving or vibrating in
random and unpredictable manner, but this chaos turns out to have an underlying order, so that we can
work out aquantum mechanics that answers dl the questions we know how to ask. In studying society,
we place human beingsin the place of subatomic particles, but now thereisthe added factor of the
human mind. Particles move mindlesdy; human beings do not. To take into account the various attitudes
and impulses of mind adds so much complexity that there lackstime to take care of dl of it.”

“Could not mind, aswell as mindless motion, have an underlying order?’

“Perhaps. My mathematical analyssimpliesthat order must underlie everything, however
disorderly it may appear to be, but it does not give any hint asto how this underlying order may be
found. Congder Twenty-five million worlds, each with itsoverdl characteristics and culture, each being
sgnificantly different from dl the rest, each containing abillion or more human beingswho each have an
individud mind, and dl the worldsinteracting in innumerable ways and combinations However
theoreticaly possible a psychohistorical andysismay be, it isnot likely that it can be donein any practical



sense”

“What do you mean ‘ psychohistorica’ 7’

“I refer to the theoretica assessment of probabilities concerning the future as* psychohistory.” ©

The Emperor roseto his feet suddenly, strode to the other end of the room, turned, strode back,
and stopped before the still-sitting Seldon.

“Stand up!” he commanded.

Seldon rose and looked up at the somewhat taller Emperor. He strove to keep his gaze steady.

Cleonfinally said, “This psychohistory of yours. . . if it could be made practica, it would be of
great use, would it not?’

“Of enormous use, obvioudy. To know what the future holds, in even the most generd and
probabilistic way, would serve as anew and marvel ous guide for our actions, one that humanity has
never before had. But, of course--" He paused.

“Well?" said Cleon impatiently.

“Wadll, it would seem that, except for afew decision-makers, the results of psychohistorica
andysiswould have to remain unknown to the public.”

“Unknown!” exclaimed Cleon with surprise.

“It'sclear. Let metry to explain. If apsychohistorical andysisis made and the results are then
given to the public, the various emotions and reactions of humanity would at once be distorted. The
psychohistorical analys's, based on emotions and reactions that take place without knowledge of the
future, become meaningless. Do you understand?’

The Emperor’ s eyes brightened and he laughed doud. “Wonderful!”

He clapped his hand on Seldon’ s shoulder and Seldon staggered dightly under the blow.

“Don’t you see, man?’ said Cleon. “Don’t you see? There syour use. Y ou don’t need to predict
the future. Just choose afuture--a good future, a useful future--and make the kind of prediction that will
ater human emotions and reactionsin such away that the future you predicted will be brought about.
Better to make a good future than predict abad one.”

Sdldon frowned. “1 see what you mean, Sire, but that isequally impossible”

“Impossible?

“Wadll, a& any rate, impractica. Don't you see? If you can't start with human emotions and
reactions and predict the future they will bring about, you can’t do the reverse either. Y ou can’t start with
afuture and predict the human emotions and reactions that will bring it about.”

Cleon looked frustrated. Hislipstightened. “ And your paper, then?. . . Isthat what you call it, a
paper?. .. Of what useisit?’

“It was merdly amathematical demondration. It made apoint of interest to mathematicians, but
there was no thought in my mind of its being useful in any way.”

“I find that disgusting, “ said Cleon angrily.

Seldon shrugged dightly. More than ever, he knew he should never have given the paper. What
would become of himif the Emperor took it into his head that he had been made to play the fool?

And indeed, Cleon did not look as though he was very far from believing that.

“Neverthdess, “ hesad, “what if you were to make predictions of the future, mathematically
judtified or not; predictions that government officids, human beings whose expertiseit isto know what
the publicislikely to do, will judge to be the kind that will bring about useful reactions?’

“Why would you need meto do that? The government officias could make those predictions
themsdlves and spare the middieman.”

“The government officials could not do so as effectively. Government officials do make
statements of the sort now and then. They are not necessarily believed.”

“Why would | be?’

“Y ou areamathematician. Y ou would have caculated the future, not . . . not intuited it--if that is
aword.”

“But | would not have done 0.”

“Who would know that?’ Cleon watched him out of narrowed eyes.



There was apause. Seldon felt trapped. If given adirect order by the Emperor, would it be safe
to refuse? If he refused, he might be imprisoned or executed. Not without trial, of course, but itisonly
with great difficulty that atrial can be made to go against the wishes of a heavy-handed officialdom,
particularly one under the command of the Emperor of the vast Galactic Empire.

Hesadfindly, “It wouldn't work.”

“Why not?’

“If | were asked to predict vague generdities that could not possibly come to pass until long after
this generation and, perhaps, the next were dead, we might get away with it, but, on the other hand, the
public would pay little attention. They would not care about a glowing eventudity a century or twoin the
future.

“To attain results, “ Seldon went on, “1 would have to predict matters of sharper consequence,
more immediate eventuaities. Only to these would the public respond. Sooner or later, though and
probably sooner one of the eventudities would not come to pass and my usefulness would be ended at
once. With that, your popularity might be gone, too, and, worst of dl, there would be no further support
for the development of psychohistory so that there would be no chance for any good to come of it if
future improvements in mathematical ingghts help to make it move closer to the redlm of practicality.”

Cleon threw himsdlf into achair and frowned a Seldon. “Isthat al you mathematicians can do?
Indst onimpossibilities?’

Sdldon said with desperate softness, “It isyou, Sire, who ingst on impossibilities.”

“Let metest you, man. Suppose | asked you to use your mathematicsto tell me whether | would
some day be assassinated? What would you say?’

“My mathematical system would not give an answer to so specific aquestion, even if
psychohistory worked at its best. All the quantum mechanicsin the world cannot make it possible to
predict the behavior of one lone eectron, only the average behavior of many.”

“Y ou know your mathematics better than | do. Make an educated guess based on it. Will |
someday be nated?’

Sdldon said softly, “You lay atrap for me, Sire. Either tell me what answer you wish and | will
giveit to you or e se give mefreeright to make what answer | wish without punishment.”

“Spesk asyou will.”

“Y our word of honor?’

“Do you want it an writing?’ Cleon was sarcadic.

“Y our spoken word of honor will be sufficient, “ said Seldon, his heart sinking, for he was not
certain it would be.

“Y ou have my word of honor.”

“Then | can tell you that in the past four centuries nearly haf the Emperors have been
nated, from which | conclude that the chances of your nation are roughly onein two.”

“Any fool can givethat answer, “ said Cleon with contempt. “It takes no mathematician.”

“Yet | havetold you severd timesthat my mathematicsis usalessfor practical problems.”

“Can’'t you even suppose that | learn the lessons that have been given me by my unfortunate
predecessors?’

Seldon took a deep breath and plunged in. “No, Sire. All history shows that we do not learn
from the lessons of the past. For instance, you have allowed me herein a private audience. What if it
werein my mind to assassnate you? --Whichitisn't, Sre, “ he added hadtily.

Cleon smiled without humor. “My man, you don't take into account our thoroughness--or
advances in technology. We have studied your history, your complete record. When you arrived, you
were scanned. Y our expression and voi ceprints were analyzed. We knew your emotiona statein detail;
we practicaly knew your thoughts. Had there been the dightest doubt of your harmlessness, you would
not have been alowed near me. In fact, you would not now be dive.”

A wave of nausea swept through Seldon, but he continued. “ Outsiders have dways found it
difficult to get at Emperors, even with technology less advanced. However, dmost every assassination
has been a paace coup. It is those nearest the Emperor who are the greatest danger to him. Against that



danger, the careful screening of outsidersisirrelevant. And asfor your own officias, your own
Guardsmen, your own intimates, you cannot treat them asyou treat me.”

Cleon said, “I know that, too, and at least aswell asyou do. The answer isthat | treat those
about mefairly and | give them no causefor resentment.”

“A foolish--" began Seldon, who then stopped in confusion.

“Goon, " sad Cleon angrily. “1 have given you permission to speek fredy. How am | foolish?’

“Theword dipped out, Sire. | meant ‘irrelevant.” Y our treetment of your intimatesisirrelevant.
Y ou must be suspicious; it would be inhuman not to be. A cardlessword, such astheonel used, a
careless gesture, a doubtful expression and you must withdraw abit with narrowed eyes. And any touch
of sugpicion setsin motion avicious cycle. Theintimate will sense and resent the suspicion and will
develop achanged behavior, try as he might to avoid it. Y ou sense that and grow more suspicious and, in
the end, either heis executed or you are nated. It isa process that has proved unavoidable for the
Emperors of the past four centuriesand it is but one sign of theincreasing difficulty of conducting the
affarsof the Empire”

“Then nothing | can do will avoid nation.”

“No, Sire, “ said Seldon, “but, on the other hand, you may prove fortunate.”

Cleon’ sfingers were drumming on the arm of hischair. He said harshly, “ Y ou are usdless, man,
and soisyour psychohistory. Leave me.” And with those words, the Emperor looked away, suddenly
seeming much older than histhirty-two years.

“I have said my mathematics would be usdessto you, Sire. My profound gpologies.”

Seldon tried to bow but at some signa he did not see, two guards entered and took him away.
Cleon’ svoice came after him from the royal chamber. “Return that man to the place from which he was
brought earlier.”

4.

Eto Demerzel emerged and glanced at the Emperor with ahint of proper deference. He said,
“Sire, you have amost lost your temper.”

Cleon looked up and, with an obvious effort, managed to smile. “Well, so | did. The man was
very disgppointing.”

“And yet he promised no more than he offered.”

“He offered nothing.”

“And promised nothing, Sire.”

“It was disgppointing.”

Demerzd said, “More than disappointing, perhaps. The man isaloose cannon, Sire.”

“A loose what, Demerzel? Y ou are dways so full of strange expressions. What isacannon?’

Demerzd sad gravely, “Itissmply an expresson | heard in my youth, Sire. The Empireisfull of
strange expressions and some are unknown on Trantor, asthose of Trantor are sometimes unknown
elsawhere”

“Do you come to teach me the Empireislarge? What do you mean by saying that themanisa
loose cannon?’

“Only that he can do much harm without necessarily intending it. He does not know hisown
grength. Or importance.”

“Y ou deduce that, do you, Demerzel ?’

“Yes, Sire. Heisaprovincia. He does not know Trantor or itsways. He has never been on our
planet before and he cannot behave like aman of breeding, like a courtier. Y et he stood up to

“And why not?| gave him permission to speek. | |eft off ceremony. | treated him asan equal.”

“Not entirely, Sire. Y ou don’t have it within you to treat others as equals. Y ou have the habit of
command. And even if you tried to put aperson at his ease, there would be few who could manage it.
Most would be speechless or, worse, subservient and sycophantic. This man stood up to you.”

“Widl, you may admirethat, Demerzd, but | didn’t like him.” Cleon looked thoughtfully



discontented. “Did you notice that he made no effort to explain his mathematics to me? It was as though
he knew | would not understand aword of it.”

“Nor would you have, Sire. Y ou are not amathemeatician, nor ascientist of any kind, nor an
artist. There are many fields of knowledge in which others know more than you. It istheir task to use
their knowledge to serve you. Y ou are the Emperor, which isworth al their specidizations put together.”

“Isit? | would not mind being made to fed ignorant by an old man who had accumul ated
knowledge over many years. But thisman, Seldon, isjust my age. How does he know so much?’

“He has not had to |learn the habit of command, the art of reaching adecision that will affect the
livesof others.”

“Sometimes, Demerzd, | wonder if you arelaughing at me.”

“Sire?" said Demerzel reproachfully.

“But never mind. Back to that loose cannon of yours. Why should you consider him dangerous?
He seemsanaive provincid to me.”

“Heis. But he has this mathematical development of his”

“Hesaysitisusdess.”

“Y ou thought it might be useful. | thought so, after you had explained it to me. Others might. The
mathematician may cometo think so himsdlf, now that his mind has been focused on it. And who knows,
he may yet work out some way of making use of it. If he does, then to foretell the future, however midtily,
isto bein apostion of great power. Evenif he does not wish power for himsdlf, akind of self-denid that
aways seemsto meto be unlikely, he might be used by others.”

“I tried to use him. He would not.”

“He had not given it thought. Perhaps now hewill. And if hewas not interested in being used by
you, might he not be persuaded by--let us say--the Mayor of Wye?’

“Why should he be willing to help Wye and not us?’

“Asheexplained, it ishard to predict the emotions and behavior of individuas.”

Cleon scowled and sat in thought. “Do you redly think he might develop this psychohistory of his
to the point whereit istruly useful? Heis so certain he cannot.”

“Hemay, with time, decide he was wrong in denying the possibility.”

Cleon said, “Then | suppose | ought to have kept him.”

Demerzd said, “No, Sire. Y our ingtinct was correct when you let him go. Imprisonment,
however disguised, would cause resentment and despair, which would not help him either to develop his
ideas further or make him eager to help us. Better to let him go as you have done, but to keep him
forever on aninvisbleleash. In thisway, we can seethat heisnot used by an enemy of yourself, Sire,
and we can see that when the time comes and he has fully developed his science, we can pull on our
leash and bring himin. Then we could be.. . . more persuasive.”

“But what if heit picked up by an enemy of mine or, better, of the Empire, for | am the Empire
after dl, or if, of hisown accord, he wishesto serve an enemy--1 don't consider that out of the question,
you see.”

“Nor should you. | will seeto it that this doesn’t happen, but if, againgt dl triving, it does
happen, it would be better if no one has him than if the wrong person does.”

Cleon looked uneasy. “I'll leave that dl in your hands, Demerzel, but | hope we' re not too hasty.
He could be, after dl, nothing but the purveyor of atheoretical science that does not and cannot work.”

“Quite possibly, Sire, but it would be safer to assume the man is--or might be--important. We
lose only alittle time and nothing more if we find that we have concerned oursalves with anonentity. We
may lose aGalaxy if we find we have ignored someone of great importance.”

“Very wdl, then, * said Cleon, “but | trust | won't have to know the details-if they prove
unpleasant.”

Demerzd said, “Let us hopethat will not be the case.”

5.



Sdldon had had an evening, anight, and part of amorning to get over his meeting with the
Emperor. At least, the changing qudlity of light within the walkways, moving corridors, squares, and
parks of the Imperial Sector of Trantor made it seem that an evening, anight, and part of amorning had
passed.

He sat now in asmal park on asmal plastic seat that molded itsalf neatly to hisbody and he was
comfortable. Judging from thelight, it seemed to be midmorning and the air was just cool enough to seem
fresh without possessing even the smallest bite.

Wasit likethisdl the time? He thought of the gray day outside when he went to see the
Emperor. And he thought of dl the gray days and cold days and hot days and rainy days and snowy days
on Helicon, his home, and he wondered if one could missthem. Wasit possibleto St in apark on
Trantor, having idedl wesather day after day, so that it felt as though you were surrounded by nothing at
al--and coming to missahowling wind or a biting cold or a breathless humidity?

Perhaps. But not on the first day or the second or the seventh. He would have only this one day
and hewould |leave tomorrow. He meant to enjoy it while he could. He might, after al, never return to
Trantor.

Still, he continued to fed uneasy at having spoken asindependently as he had to aman who
could, a will, order on€' simprisonment or execution--or, at the very least, the economic and socia
death of loss of position and status.

Before going to bed, Seldon had looked up Cleon | in the encyclopedic portion of his hotel room
computer. The Emperor had been highly praised as, no doubt, had al Emperorsin their own lifetime,
regardless of their deeds. Seldon had dismissed that, but he was interested in the fact that Cleon had
been born in the Palace and had never |eft its grounds. He had never been in Trantor itsdlf, in any part of
the multi-domed world. It was amatter of security, perhaps, but what it meant was that the Emperor was
in prison, whether he admitted the maiter to himsdf or not. It might be the most luxurious prisonin the
Gdaxy, but it was aprison just the same.

And though the Emperor had seemed mild-mannered and had shown no sign of being a
bloody-minded autocrat as so many of his predecessors had been, it was not good to have attracted his
attention. Seldon wel comed the thought of Ieaving tomorrow for Helicon, even though it would be winter
(and arather nasty one, so far) back home.

Helooked up at the bright diffuse light. Although it could never rain in here, the atmosphere was
far fromdry. A fountain played not far from him; the plants were green and had probably never felt
drought. Occasiondly, the shrubbery rustled as though asmall animal or two was hidden there. He heard
the hum of bees.

Redly, though Trantor was spoken of throughout the Galaxy as an artificia world of metal and
ceramic, inthissmdl patch it fdt pogtively rustic.

There were afew other persons taking advantage of the park al wearing light hats, some quite
small. There was one rather pretty young woman not far away, but she was bent over aviewer and he
could not see her face clearly. A man walked past, looked at him briefly and incurioudy, then sat down in
aseat facing him and buried himsdlf in asheaf of teleprints, crossing oneleg, initstight pink trouser leg,
over the other.

There was atendency to pastel shades among the men, oddly enough, while the women mostly
wore white. Being a clean environment, it made sense to wear light colors. He looked down in
amusement at his own Heliconian costume, which was predominantly dull brown. If he wereto stay on
Trantor as he was not he would need to purchase suitable clothing or he would become an object of
curiogity or laughter or repulsion. The man with the teleprints had, for instance, looked up a him more
curioudly thistime--no doubt intrigued by his Outworldish clothing.

Sdldon was relieved that he did not smile. He could be philosophica over being afigure of fun,
but, surely, he could not be expected to enjoy it.

Seldon watched the man rather unobtrusively, for he seemed to be engaged in some sort of
interna debate. At the moment he looked asif he was about to speak, then seemed to think better of it,
then seemed to wish to speak again. Seldon wondered what the outcome would be.



He studied the man. He was tdl, with broad shoulders and no sign of a paunch, darkish hair with
aglint of blond, smooth-shaven, agrave expression, an air of strength though there were no bulging
muscles, aface that was a touch rugged--pleasant, but with nothing “pretty” abouit it.

By the time the man had logt the interna fight with himsalf (or won, perhaps) and leaned toward
him, Seldon had decided he liked him.

The man said, “Pardon me, weren't you at the Decennia Convention? Mathematics?’

“Yes, | was, “ said Seldon agreeably.

“Ah, | thought | saw you there. It was--excuse me--that moment of recognition that led meto sit
here. If | am intruding on your privacy--"

“Not at dl. I’'mjust enjoying an idle moment.”

“Let’sseehow close | can get. You're Professor Seldom.”

“Seldon. Hari Seldon. Quite close. And you?’

“Chetter Hummin.” The man seemed dightly embarrassed. “Rather ahomespun name, I'm
afrad”

“I’ve never come across any Chetters before, “ said Seldon. “Or Hummins. So that makes you
somewhat unique, | should think. It might be viewed as being better than being mixed up with dl the
countless Haristhere are. Or Seldons, for that matter.”

Sdldon moved hischair closer to Hummin, scraping it againg the dightly elastic ceramoid tiles.

“Tak about homespun, * he said, “What about this Outworldish clothing I'm wearing? It never
occurred to methat | ought to get Trantorian garb.”

“Y ou could buy some, “ said Hummin, eyeing Seldon with suppressed disapprova.

“I'll beleaving tomorrow and, besides, | couldn’t afford it. Mathematicians dedl with large
numbers sometimes, but never in their income.--1 presume you' re amathematician, Hummin.”

“No. Zero talent there.”

“Oh.” Seldon was disgppointed. “Y ou said you saw me at the Decennid Convention.”

“l wasthere asan onlooker. I'm ajourndist.” Hewaved histeleprints, seemed suddenly aware
that he was holding them and shoved them into hisjacket pouch. “I supply the materid for the news
holocasts.” Then, thoughtfully, “ Actudly, I'm rather tired of it.”

“Thejob?’

Hummin nodded. I’ m sick of gathering together al the nonsense from every world. | hatethe
downward spird.”

He glanced speculatively at Seldon. “ Sometimes something interesting turns up, though. I’ ve
heard you were seen in the company of an Imperial Guard and making for the Palace gate. Y ou weren't
by any chance seen by the Emperor, were you?’

The smilevanished from Sddon’ sface. He said dowly, “If | was, it would scarcely be something
| could talk about for publication.”

“No no, not for publication. If you don’t know this, Seldon, let me be thefirst to tell you--The
first rule of the news gameisthat nothing is ever said about the Emperor or his personal entourage except
what isofficidly given out. It samistake, of course, because rumorsfly that are much worse than the
truth, but that’ stheway itis.”

“But if you can’'t report it, friend, why do you ask?’

“Private curiogity. Believe me, inmy job | know agreat deal more than ever getsontheair.--Let
me guess. | didn’t follow your paper, but | gathered that you were talking about the possibility of
predicting the future.”

Seldon shook his head and muittered, “It was a mistake.”

“Pardon me?’

“Nothing.”

“Wall, prediction--accurate prediction--would interest the Emperor, or any man in government,
50 I’'m guessing that Cleon, First of that Name, asked you about it and wouldn’t you please give him a
few predictions.”

Sddon sad stiffly, “I don't intend to discuss the matter.”



Hummin shrugged dightly. “ Eto Demerzel wasthere, | suppose. “

“Who?’

“You've never heard of Eto Demerzd ?”

“Never. “

“Cleon’ s ater ego--Cleon’sbrain--Cleon’ s evil spirit. HE s been cdlled dl those things--if we
confine oursaves to the nonvituperative. He must have been there.”

Seldon looked confused and Hummin said, “Well, you may not have seen him, but he wasthere.
And if hethinksyou can predict the future’

“I can’'t predict the future, * said Seldon, shaking hishead vigoroudy. “If you listened to my
paper, you'll know that | only spoke of atheoretical possibility.”

“Just the same, if he thinks you can predict the future, he will not let you go.”

“Hemust have. Herel am.”

“That means nothing. He knows where you are and he' Il continue to know. And when he wants
you, he'll get you, wherever you are. And if he decidesyou're useful, he' Il squeeze the use out of you.
And if he decides you' re dangerous, he' |l squeeze thelife out of you.”

Seldon gtared. “What are you trying to do. Frighten me?’

“I'mtrying to warn you.”

“I don't believe what you' re saying.”

“Don’'t you? A while ago you said something was amistake. Were you thinking that presenting
the paper was amistake and that it was getting you into the kind of trouble you don’t want to be in?’

Seldon bit hislower lip uneasly. That was aguessthat came entirely too closeto the truth--and it
was at this moment that Seldon felt the presence of intruders.

They did not cast a shadow, for the light was too soft and widespread. It wasasmply a
movement that caught the corner of his eye--and then it stopped.

Hight

TRANTOR--. .. The capitd of the First Galactic Empire. . . Under Cleon I, it had its “twilight
glow.” To all appearances, it wasthen at its peak. Its land surface of 200 million square kilometerswas
entirely domed (except for the Imperial Palace area) and underlaid with an endless city that extended
benesath the continenta shelves. The population was 40 billion and athough the sgnswere plentiful (and
clearly visblein hindsight) that there were gathering problems, those who lived on Trantor undoubtedly
found it ill the Eternal World of legend and did not expect it would ever . . .

ENCYCLOPEDIA GALACTICA

6.

Sdldon looked up. A young man was standing before him, looking down a himwith an
expression of amused contempt. Next to him was another young man--a bit younger, perhaps. Both
were large and appeared to be strong.

They were dressed in an extreme of Trantorian fashion, Seldon judged--boldly clashing colors,
broad fringed belts, round hats with wide brims all about and the two ends of a bright pink ribbon
extending from the brim to the back of the neck.

In Sdldon’ s eyes, it was amusing and he smiled.

The young man before him sngpped, “What' re you grinning at, misfit?’

Seldon ignored the manner of address and said gently, “Please pardon my amile. | was merely
enjoying your costume.”

“My costume? So? And what are you wearing? What' sthat awful offal you call clothes?” His
hand went out and hisfinger flicked at the lapd of Seldon’ s jacket--disgracefully heavy and dull, Seldon
himself thought, in comparison to the other’ slighthearted colors.



Sddon sad, “I'm afraid it’ smy Outworlder clothes. They'redl | have.”

He couldn’t help notice that the few others who were Sitting in the smal park were rising to their
feet and walking off. It was as though they were expecting trouble and had no desireto remainin the
vicinity. Seldon wondered if hisnew friend, Hummin, was leaving too, but hefdt it injudiciousto take his
eyes away from the young man who was confronting him. He teetered back on hischair dightly.

The young man said, “Y ou an Outworlder?’

“That’ sright. Hence my clothes.”

“Hence? What kind of word' s that? Outworld word?’

“What | meant was, that was why my clothes seem peculiar to you. I’'m avisitor here.”

“From what planet?’

“Helicon.”

The young man’ s eyebrows drew together. “Never heard of it.” “It’snot alarge planet.”

“Why don’t you go back there?’

“I intend to. I’m leaving tomorrow.”

“Sooner! Now!”

Theyoung man looked at his partner. Seldon followed the look and caught a.glimpse of Hummin.
He had not |eft, but the park was now empty except for himsalf, Hummin, and the two young men.

Sdldon said, “I’ d thought I’ d spend today sight-seeing.”

“No. You don't want to do that. Y ou go home now.”

Seldon smiled. “ Sorry. | won't.”

The young man said to his partner. “ Y ou like his clothes, Marbie?’

Marbie spoke for thefirst time. “No. Disgusting. Turnsthe ssomach.”

“Can't let him go around turning stomachs, Marbie. Not good for peopl€ s hedth.”

“No, not by no means, Alem, “ said Marbie.

Alem grinned. “Well now. Y ou heard what Marbie said.”

And now Hummin spoke. He said, “Look, you two, Alem, Marbie, whatever your names are.
Y ou’ve had your fun. Why don't you go away?’

Alem, who had been leaning dightly toward Seldon, straightened and turned. “Who are you?’

“That’ snot your business, “ sngpped Hummin.

“You're Trantorian?’ asked Alem.

“Also not your business.”

Alem frowned and said, “Y ou' re dressed Trantorian. We're not interested in you, so don't go
looking for problems.”

“I intend to stay. That meansthere are two of us. Two against two doesn’t sound like your kind
of fight. Why don't you go away and get some friends so you can handle two people?’

Sddon said, “1 redly think you ought to get away if you can, Hummin. It'skind of youto try to
protect me, but | don’'t want you harmed.”

“These are not dangerous people, Seldon. Just haf-credit lackeys.

“Lackeyd” Theword seemed to infuriate Alem, so that Seldon thought it must have amore
insulting meaning on Trantor than it had on Helicon.

“Here, Marbie, “ said Alem with agrowl. “Y ou take care of that other motherlackey and I'll rip
the clothes off this Seldon. He' s the one we want. Now--

His hands came down sharply to seize Seldon’ slapels and jerk him upright. Seldon pushed
away, indinctively it would seem, and his chair tipped backward. He seized the hands Stretched toward
him, hisfoot went up, and his chair went down.

Somehow Alem streaked overhead, turning as he did so, and came down hard on his neck and
back behind Seldon.

Sdldon twisted as his chair went down and was quickly on hisfeet, staring down a Alem, then
looking sharply to one sidefor Marbie.

Alem lay unmoving, hisface twisted in agony. He had two badly sprained thumbs, excruciating
painin hisgroin, and abackbone that had been badly jarred.



Hummin’sleft arm had grabbed Marbi€e’ s neck from behind and hisright arm had pulled the
other’ sright arm backward at avicious angle. Marbi€ sface was red as he labored uselesdy for breath.
A knife, glittering with asmdll laser inset, lay on the ground beside them.

Hummin eased hisgrip dightly and said, with an air of honest concern, “Y ou’ ve hurt that one
badly.”

Sddonsad, “I'm afraid so. If he had falen alittle differently, he would have snapped his neck.”

Hummin said, “What kind of amathematician are you?’

“A Hdliconian one.” He stooped to pick up the knife and, after examining it, said, “Disgusting and
deadly.”

Hummin said, “An ordinary blade would do the job without requiring a power source.--But let’s
let these two go. | doubt they want to continue any further.”

He released Marbie, who rubbed firgt his shoulder then his neck. Gasping for air, he turned
hate-filled eyes on the two men.

Hummin said sharply, “Y ou two had better get out of here. Otherwisewe' |l haveto give
evidence againgt you for assault and attempted murder. This knife can surely be traced to you.”

Sdldon and Hummin watched while Marbie dragged Alem to hisfeet and then helped him stagger
away, till bent in pain. They looked back once or twice, but Seldon and Hummin watched impassively.

Seldon held out his hand. “How do | thank you for coming to the aid of astranger against two
attackers?| doubt | would have been able to handle them both on my own.”

Hummin raised hishand in adeprecatory manner. “1 wasn't afraid of them. They'rejust
street-brawling lackeys. All | had to do was get my hands on them--and yours, too, of course.”

“That' sapretty deadly grip you have, “ Seldon mused.

Hummin shrugged. “ Y ou too.” Then, without changing histone of voice, hesaid, “Comeon,
we' d better get out of here. We'rewasting time.” .

Seldon said, “Why do we have to get away? Are you afraid those two will come back?’

“Not inther lifetime. But some of those brave people who cleared out of the park so quickly in
their eagernessto spare themsalves a disagreeable sight may have aderted the police.”

“Fine. We have the hoodlums names. And we can describe them fairly well.”

“ Describe them? Why would the police want them?’

“They committed an assault--"

“Don’'t be foolish. We don't have a scratch. They're virtualy hospital bait, especiadly Alem.

We re the ones who will be charged.”

“But that’ simpossible. Those people witnessed the fact that--"

“No peoplewill be cdled. Seldon, get thisinto your head. Those two cameto find
you--specificaly you. They weretold you were wearing Heliconian clothes and you must have been
described precisely. Perhaps they were even shown aholograph. | suspect they were sent by the people
who happen to control the police, so let’s not wait any longer.”

Hummin hurried off, hishand gripping Seldon’ s upper arm. Seldon found the grip impossible to
shake and, feding like achild in the hands of an impetuous nurse, followed.

They plunged into an arcade and, before Seldon’ s eyes grew accustomed to the dimmer light,
they heard the burring sound of a ground-car’ s brakes.

“Therethey are, * muttered Hummin. “Faster, Sdldon.” They hopped onto amoving corridor and
lost themsalvesin the crowd.

7.

Sdldon had tried to persuade Hummin to take him to his hotel room, but Hummin would have
none of that.

“Areyoumad?’ he haf-whispered. “They’'ll be waiting for you there.”

“But dl my belongings are waiting for me there too.”

“They'll just haveto wait.”

And now they werein asmal room in a pleasant apartment structure that might be anywhere for
all that Seldon could tell. He looked about the one-room unit. Most of it was taken up by adesk and



chair, abed, and acomputer outlet. There were no dining facilities or washstand of any kind, though
Hummin had directed him to acommuna washroom down the hall. Someone had entered before Seldon
was quite through. He had cast one brief and curious ook at Seldon’ s clothes, rather than at Seldon
himsdlf, and had then looked away.

Sdldon mentioned this to Hummin, who shook hishead and said, “We' |l haveto get rid of your
clothes. Too bad Helicon is so far out of fashion--"

Sddon sad impatiently, “How much of thismight just be your imagination, Hummin?'Y ou’ ve got
me half-convinced and yet it may be merely akind of . . . of--"

“Areyou groping for the word ‘ paranoia 7’

“All right, | am. Thismay be some strange paranoid notion of yours.”

Hummin said, “Think about it, will you?1 can’'t argue it out mathematicaly, but you’ ve seen the
Emperor. Don't deny it. He wanted something from you and you didn’t giveit to him. Don’t deny that
elther. | sugpect that details of the future are what he wants and you refused. Perhaps Demerzel thinks
you' re only pretending not to have the detail s that you' re holding out for a higher price or that someone
eseishidding for it too. Who knows?1 told you that if Demerzel wantsyou, he'll get you wherever you
are. | told you that before those two splitheads ever appeared on the scene. I'm ajourndist and a
Trantorian. | know how these things go. At one point, Alem said, ‘ He' s the onewe want.” Do you
remember that?’

“Asit happens, “ said Seldon. “| do.”

“To him | was only the * other motherlackey’ to be kept off, while he went about the redl job of
assaulting you.”

Hummin sat down in the chair and pointed to the bed. “ Stretch out, Seldon. Make yoursdlf
comfortable. Whoever sent those two, it must have been Demerzel, in my opinion, can send others, so
we' |l haveto get rid of those clothes of yours. | think any other Heliconian in this sector caught in hisown
world s garb isgoing to have trouble until he can prove heisn’'t you.”

“Oh comeon.”

“I meanit. You'll haveto take off the clothes and we' Il have to atomize them--if we can get close
enough to adigposa unit without being seen. And before we can do that I'll have to get you a Trantorian
outfit. You' resmdler than | am and I’ ll take that into account. It won't matter if it doesn't fit exactly--"

Seldon shook hishead. “I don’t have the creditsto pay for it. Not on me. What credits| have,
and they aren’t much, amin my hotel safe.”

“WEe |l worry about that another time. Y ou'll haveto stay herefor an hour or two while | go out
in search of the necessary clothing.”

Sddon spread his hands and sighed resignedly. “All right. If it’ sthat important, I'll stay.”

“Y ouwon't try to get back to your hotel? Word of honor?’

“My word asamathematician. But I’'m really embarrassed by al the trouble you' re taking for
me. And expense too. After all, despite dl thistalk about Demerzd, they weren't really out to hurt me or
carry meoff. All | was threatened with was the removal of my clothes”

“Not al. They were dso going to take you to the spaceport and put you on a hypership to
Helicon.”

“That was adlly threat, not to be taken serioudy.”

“Why not?’

“I"'m going to Helicon. | told them so. I'm going tomorrow.”

“And you ill plan to go tomorrow?’ asked Hummin.

“Certainly. Why not?’

“There are enormous reasons why not.”

Sddon suddenly felt angry. “Come on, Hummin, | can’t play this game any further. I’ m finished
hereand | want to go home. My tickets arein the hotel room. Otherwise I’ d try to exchange them for a
trip today. | meaniit.”

“You can't go back to Helicon.”

Sdldon flushed. “Why not? Are they waiting for me there too”



Hummin nodded. “Don’t fire up, Seldon. They would be waiting for you there too. Listen to me.
If you go to Helicon, you are as good asin Demerzdl’ s hands. Helicon is good, safe Imperid territory.
Has Helicon ever rebelled, ever fallen into step behind the banner of an anti Emperor?’

“No, it hasn’t, and for good reason. It's surrounded by larger worlds. It depends on the Imperia
peace for security.”

“Exactly! Imperid forces on Helicon can therefore count on the full cooperation of the local
government. Y ou would be under congtant surveillance at dl times. Any time Demerzel wantsyou, he will
be able to have you. And, except for the fact that | am now warning you, you would have no knowledge
of thisand you would be working in the open, filled with afase security.”

“That’ sridiculous. If hewanted mein Helicon, why didn’t he smply leave meto mysdf?1 was
going there tomorrow. Why would he send those two hoodlums smply to hasten the matter by afew
hours and risk putting me on my guard?’

“Why should he think you would be put on your guard? He didn’'t know I’ d be with you,
immersing you in what you cal my paranocia.”

“Even without the question of warning me, why al the fussto hurry me by afew hours?’

“Perhaps because he was afraid you would change your mind.”

“And go where, if not home? If he could pick me up on Helicon, he could pick me up anywhere.
He could pick meup on. .. on Anacreon, agood ten thousand parsecs away, if it should fal into my
head to go there. What' s distance to hypergpatia ships? Evenif | find aworld that’ s not quite as
subservient to the Imperia forces as Hdlicon is, what world isin actua rebellion? The Empireisat peace.
Evenif someworldsare still resentful of injusticesin the past, none are going to defy the Imperid armed
forcesto protect me. Moreover, anywhere but on Helicon | won't be alocal citizen and there won't even
be that matter of principle to help keep the Empire at bay.”

Hummin listened patiently, nodding dightly, but looking as grave and asimperturbable as ever.
Hesaid, “You'reright, asfar asyou go, but there' s one world that is not really under the Emperor’s
control. That, | think, iswhat must be disturbing Demerzdl.”

Sddon thought awhile, reviewing recent history and finding himsalf unable to choose aworld on
which the Imperia forces might be helpless. He said at last, “What world isthat?’

Hummin said, “You' re onit, which iswhat makes the matter so dangerousin Demerzdl’seyes, |
imagine. It isnot so much that he is anxiousto have you go to Helicon, asthat heis anxiousto have you
leave Trantor before it occursto you, for any reason, evenif only tourist’ s maniato say.”

Thetwo men sat in Slence until Seldon findly said sardonically, “Trantor! The capitad of the
Empire, with the home base of the fleet on a space station in orbit about it, with the best units of the army
quartered here. If you believethat it is Trantor that isthe safe world, you' re progressing from paranciato
outright fantasy.”

“No! Y ou're an Outworlder, Seldon. Y ou don’t know what Trantor islike. It'sforty billion
people and there are few other worlds with even atenth of its population. It is of unimaginable
technologica and cultura complexity. Where we are now isthe Imperid Sector, with the highest
standard of living in the Galaxy and populated entirely by Imperid functionaries. Elsewhere on the planet,
however, are over eight hundred other sectors, some of them with subculturestotaly different from what
we have here and most of them untouchable by Imperia forces.”

“Why untouchable?”’

“The Empire cannot serioudy exert force against Trantor. To do so would be bound to shake
some facet or other of the technology on which the whole planet depends. The technology is so
interrelated that to sngp one of the interconnectionsisto cripple the whole. Believe me, Seldon, we on
Trantor observe what happens when there is an earthquake that manages to escape being damped out, a
volcanic eruption that is not vented in time, astorm that is not defused, or just some human error that
escapes notice. The planet totters and every effort must be made to restore the balance at once.”

“I have never heard of such athing.”

A smadl amileflickered itsway across Hummin'sface. “ Of course not. Do you want the Empire
to advertise the weskness at its core? However, asajourndist, | know what happens even when the



Outworlds don't, even when much of Trantor itself doesn't, even when the Imperid pressureisinterested
in concedling events. Believe me! The Emperor knows, and Eto Demerzel knows, even if you don't, that
to disturb Trantor may destroy the Empire.”

“Then are you suggesting | stay on Trantor for that reason?’

“Yes. | cantake you to aplace on Trantor where you will be absolutely safe from Demerzd.
Y ou won't have to change your name and you will be able to operate entirely in the open and hewon't
be able to touch you. That’swhy he wanted to force you off Trantor a once and if it hadn’t been for the
quirk of fate that brought us together and for your surprising ability to defend yoursdlf, he would have
succeeded in doing s0.”

“But how long will | haveto remain on Trantor?’

“For aslong as your safety requiresit, Seldon. For therest of your life, perhaps.”

8.

Hari Seldon looked at the holograph of himsalf cast by Hummin's projector. It was more
dramatic and useful than amirror would have been. In fact, it seemed as though there were two of himin
the room.

Sdldon studied the deeve of hisnew tunic. His Heliconian attitudes made him wish the colors
were |ess vibrant, but he was thankful that, asit was, Hummin had chosen softer colors than were
customary here on thisworld. (Seldon thought of the clothing worn by their two lants and shuddered
inwardly.)

Hesaid, “And | suppose | must wear thishat.”

“In the Imperial Sector, yes. To go bareheaded hereisasign of low breeding. Elsewhere, the
rulesaredifferent.”

Seldon sighed. The round hat was made of soft materiad and molded itself to his head when he
put it on. The brim was evenly wide dl around, but it was narrower than on the hats his attackers had
worn. Seldon consoled himsdlf by noticing that when he wore the hat the brim curved rather gracefully.

“It doesn’'t have astrap under the chin.”

“Of course not. That's advanced fashion for young lanks.”

“For young what?’

“A lank is someone who wears things for their shock vaue. I'm sure you have such people on
Helicon.”

Seldon snorted. “ There are those who wear their hair shoulder-length on one side and shave the
other.” Helaughed at the memory.

Hummin'smouth twisted dightly. “I imagineit looks uncommonly ugly.”

“Worse. There arelefties and righties, gpparently, and each finds the other verson highly
offensgve. The two groups often engage in street brawls.”

“Then | think you can stand the hat, especidly without the strap.”

Seldon said, “I'll get used to it.”

“It will attract some attention. It's subdued for one thing and makes you look asif you'rein
mourning. And it doesn’t quitefit. Then, too, you wear it with obvious discomfort. However, wewon't
bein the Imperid Sector long. Seen enough?’ And the holograph flickered out.

Sdldon said, “How much did this cost you?’

“What' sthe difference?’

“It bothers me to be in your debt.”

“Don’'t worry about it. Thisismy choice. But we ve been herelong enough. | will have been
described, I'm quite certain. They’ll track me down and they’ [l come here.”

“Inthat case, * said Seldon, “the credits you' re spending are aminor matter. Y ou' re putting
yoursdlf into persona danger on my account. Persona danger!”

“I know that. But it' smy free choice and | can take care of mysdlf.”

“But why--"



“WEe I discuss the philosophy of it later. I’ ve atomized your clothes, by theway, and | don’t think
| was seen. There was an energy surge, of course, and that would be recorded. Someone might guess
what happened from that, it' s hard to obscure any action when probing eyes and mind are sharp enough.
However, let ushopewe | be safely away before they put it all together.”

0.

They traveled dong wakways where the light was soft and yelow. Hummin's eyes moved this
way and that, watchful, and he kept their pace at crowd speed, neither passing nor being passed.

He kept up amild but steady conversation on indifferent topics.

Seldon, edgy and unable to do the same, said, “ There seemsto be agreat deal of walking here.
There are endlesslinesin both directions and aong the crossovers.”

“Why not?’ said Hummin. “Walking is still the best form of short distance transportation. It' sthe
most convenient, the chegpest, and the most hedlthful. Countless years of technological advance have not
changed that. Are you acrophobic, Seldon?’

Sdldon looked over therailing on hisright into adeep declivity that separated the two walking
lanes—-each in an opposite direction between the regularly spaced crossovers. He shuddered dightly. “If
you mean fear of heights, not ordinarily. Still, looking down isn’t pleasant. How far doesit go down?’

“Forty or fifty levels at thispoint, | think. This sort of thing is common in the Imperid Sector and
afew other highly developed regions. In most places, one walks at what might be considered ground
levd.”

“I should imagine this would encourage suicide atempts.”

“Not often. There are far easier methods. Besides, suicideis not amatter of socia obloquy on
Trantor. One can end one' slife by various recognized methods in centersthat exist for the purpose, if
oneiswilling to go through some psychotherapy at first. There are, occasiond accidents, for that matter,
but that' s not why | was asking about acrophobia. We're heading for ataxi rental where they know me
asajourndidt. I've done favors for them occasiondly and sometimes they do favorsfor mein return.
They’ Il forget to record me and won't notice that | have acompanion. Of course, I'll haveto pay a
premium and, again of course, if Demerzel’ s people lean on them hard enough, they’ll haveto tdl the
truth and put it down to dovenly accounting, but that may take considerable time.”

“Where does the acrophobiacome in?’

“Wadll, we can get there alot faster if we use agravitic lift. Not many people useit and | must tell
you that I’'m not overjoyed at theideamysdlf, but if you think you can handleit, we had better.”

“What' sagraviticlift?’

“It' sexperimenta. Thetime may comewhen it will be widespread over Trantor, provided it
becomes psychologically acceptable, or can be made so to enough people. Then, maybe, it will spread
to other worldstoo. It san eevator shaft without an elevator cab, so to speak. We just step into empty
gpace and drop dowly, or rise dowly, under the influence of antigravity. It’s about the only agpplication of
antigravity that’ s been established so far, largely because it’ sthe sSmplest possible application.”

“What happensif the power blinks out whilewe rein trangt?”

“Exactly what you would think. We fall and, unlesswe re quite near the bottom to begin with, we
die. | haven't heard of it happening yet and, believe me, if it had happened | would know. We might not
be ableto give out the news for security reasons, that’ s the excuse they always advance for hiding bad
news, but | would know. It sjust up ahead. If you can’'t manage it, wewon’t do it, but the corridors are
dow and tedious and many find them nausesting after awhile.”

Hummin turned down a crossover and into alarge recess where aline of men and women were
waiting, one or two with children.

Sdldon said inalow voice, “I heard nothing of this back home. Of course, our own news media
areterribly local, but you’ d think there’ d be some mention that this sort of thing exists.”

Hummin said. “It’ sgrictly experimenta and is confined to the Imperid Sector. It usesmore
energy than it’ sworth, so the government is not really anxiousto push it right now by giving it publicity.



The old Emperor, Stand V1, the one before Cleon who amazed everyone by dying in his bed, inssted on
having it ingalled in afew places. He wanted his name associated with antigravity, they say, because he
was concerned with his place in history, as old men of no great attainments frequently are. Asl sad, the
technique may spread, but, on the other hand, it is possible that nothing much more than the gravitic lift
will ever comeof it.”

“What do they want to come of it?" asked Seldon.

“Antigrav spaceflight. That, however, will require many breakthroughs and most physicigts, asfar
as| know, arefirmly convinced it is out of the question. But, then, most thought that even gravitic lifts
were out of the question.”

The line ahead was rapidly growing shorter and Saddon found himsdlf standing with Hummin at
the edge of the floor with an open gap before him. The air ahead faintly glittered. Automaticaly, he
reached out his hand and felt alight shock. It didn’t hurt, but he snatched his hand back quickly.

Hummin grunted. “ An elementary precaution to prevent anyone walking over the edge before
activating the controls.” He punched some numbers on the control board and the glitter vanished.

Seldon peered over the edge, down the deep shaft.

“You might find it better, or easier, “ said Hummin, “if welink arms and if you close your eyes. It
won't take more than afew seconds.”

He gave Sdldon no choice, actualy. He took his arm and once again there was no hanging back
in that firm grip. Hummin stepped into nothingness and Saldon (who heard himsdif, to hisown
embarrassment, emit asmal squeak) shuffled off with alurch.

He closed hiseyestightly and experienced no sense of falling, no feding of air movement. A few
seconds passed and he was pulled forward. He tripped dightly, caught his balance, and found himself on
solid ground.

He opened hiseyes, “Did we make it?’

Hummin said dryly, “We re not deed, “ then walked away, his grip forcing Seldon to follow.

“I mean, did we get to theright level ?’

“Of course.”

“What would have happened if we were dropping down and someone else was moving
upward?’

“There are two separate lanes. In one lane everyone drops at the same speed; in the other
everyone rises a the same speed. The shaft clears only when there are no people within ten meters of
each other. Thereisno chance of acollisoniif al workswell.”

“I didn’'t fed athing.”

“Why should you? There was no acceleration. After thefirst tenth of asecond, you were at
constant speed and the air in your immediate vicinity was moving down with you &t the same speed.”

“Marvelous”

“Absolutely. But uneconomic. And there ssems no great pressure to increase the efficiency of the
procedure and make it worthwhile. Everywhere one hears the samerefrain. *“Wecan't do it. It can't be
done’” It gppliesto everything.” Hummin shrugged in obvious anger and said, “ But we're here at the taxi
rentd. Let’ sget onwith it.”

10.

Sdldon tried to look inconspicuous at the air-taxi rental terminus, which he found difficult. To
look ostentatioudy inconspicuous, to dink about, to turn his face away from al who passed, to study one
of the vehicles overintently, was surely the way to invite attention. The way to behave was merely to
assume an innocent normality.

But what was normality? He felt uncomfortablein his clothes. There were no pockets, so he had
no placeto put his hands. The two pouches, which dangled from his belt on either side, distracted him by
hitting againgt him as he moved, so that he was continualy thinking someone had nudged him.

Hetried looking at women as they passed. They had no pouches, at least none dangling, but they



carried little boxlike affairs that they occasondly clipped to one hip or another by some device he could
not make out. It was probably pseudomagnetic, he decided. Their clotheswere not particularly reveding,
he noted regretfully, and not one had any sign of decolletage, athough some dresses seemed to be
designed to emphasize the buttocks.

Meanwhile, Hummin had been very businesdike, having presented the necessary creditsand
returned with the superconductive ceramic tile that would activate a specific air-taxi.

Hummin said, “Get in, Sddon, “ gesturing to asmall two-seeted vehicle.

Sdldon asked, “ Did you have to sign your name, Hummin?’

“Of course not. They know me here and don’t stand on ceremony. “

“What do they think you' re doing?’

“They didn't ask and | volunteered no information.” He inserted the tile and Sddon felt adight
vibration asthe air-taxi cameto life.

“We re headed for D-7, “ said Hummin, making conversation.

Sdldon didn't know what D-7 was, but he assumed it meant some route or other.

Theair-taxi found itsway past and around other ground-cars and finaly moved onto a smooth
upward-danting track and gained speed. Then it lifted upward with adight jolt.

Seldon, who had been automatically strapped in by awebbed restraint, felt himself pushed down
into his seat and then up againgt the webbing.

Hesad, “That didn't fed like antigravity.”

“It wasn't, “ said Hummin. “ That was asmall jet reaction. Just enough to take us up to the
tubes.”

What appeared before them now looked like a cliff patterned with cave openings, much likea
checkerboard. Hummin maneuvered toward the D-7 opening, avoiding other air-taxis that were heading
for other tunndls.

“Y ou could crash easily, “ said Seldon, clearing histhroat.

“So | probably would if everything depended on my senses and reactions, but thetaxi is
computerized and the computer can overrule me without trouble. The sameistruefor the other taxis.
Herewego.”

They did into D-7 asif they had been sucked in and the bright light of the open plaza outsde
mellowed, turning awarmer yelow hue.

Hummin rel eased the controls and sat back. He drew adeep breath and said, “Well, that’ s one
stage successtully carried through. We might have been stopped at the station. In here, we' refairly
safe”

The ride was smooth and the walls of the tunnd dipped by rapidly. There was dmost no sound,
just asteady velvety whirr asthe taxi sped aong.

“How fast are we going?’ asked Seldon.

Hummin cast an eye briefly a the controls. “ Three hundred and fifty kilometers per hour.”

“Magnetic propulson?’

“Yes. You haveit on Hdicon, | imagine.”

“Yes. Oneline. I've never been on it mysdlf, though I’ ve always meant to. | don't think it's
anything likethis”

“I'msaureitisn’t. Trantor has many thousands of kilometers of these tunnels honeycombing the
land subsurface and a number that snake under the shallower extensions of the ocean. It’ sthe chief
method of long-distance travel.”

“How long will it take us?’

“To reach our immediate destination? A little over five hours.”

“Five hourd” Seldon was dismayed.

“Don't be disturbed. We passrest areas every twenty minutes or so where we can stop, pull out
of the tunnel, stretch our feet, cat, or relieve oursalves. I'd like to do that asfew times as possible, of
course. “

They continued on in silence for awhile and then Seldon started when ablaze of light flared at



their right for afew seconds and, in the flash, he thought he saw two air-taxis.

“That wasarest areg, “ said Hummin in answer to the unspoken question.

Sddon sad, “Am | redly going to be safe wherever it isyou are taking me?’

Hummin said, “Quite safe from any open movement on the part of the Imperia forces. Of course,
when it comesto theindividua operator, the spy, the agent, the hired assassin, one must dways be
careful. Naturdly, | will supply you with abodyguard.”

Sdldon felt uneasy. “The hired n? Are you serious? Would they redly want to kill me?’

Hummin said, “I'm sure Demerzdl doesn't. | suspect he wants to use you rather than kill you.
Still, other enemies may turn up or there may be unfortunate concatenations of events. Y ou can't go
through life degpwaking.”

Sdldon shook his head and turned hisface away. To think, only forty eight hours ago he had
been jugt aninggnificant, virtualy unknown Outworld mathematician, content only to spend hisremaining
time on Trantor Sight-seeing, gazing a the enormity of the great world with his provincid eye. And now, it
wasfindly sinking in: He was awanted man, hunted by Imperid forces. The enormity of the Situation
seized him and he shuddered.

“And what about you and what you' re doing right now?’

Hummin said thoughtfully, “Well, they won't fed kindly toward me, | suppose. | might have my
head laid open or my chest exploded by some mysterious and never-found assailant.”

Hummin said it without atremor in hisvoice or achangein his cam gppearance, but Seldon
winced.

Sdldon said, “I rather thought you would assume that might be in store for you. Y ou don’t seem
tobe. .. bothered by it.”

“I’'man old Trantorian. | know the planet aswel as anybody can. | know many people and
many of them are under obligation to me. | liketo think that | am shrewd and not easy to outwit. In short,
Seldon, | am quite confident that | can take care of mysdlf.”

“I’'mglad you fed that way and | hope you' rejudtified in thinking so, Hummin, but | can’t get it
through my head why you' re taking this chance at al. What am | to you? Why should you take even the
smallest risk for someone who isastranger to you?’

Hummin checked the controlsin a preoccupied manner and then he faced Seldon squarely, eyes
steady and serious. *

“| want to save you for the same reason that the Emperor wantsto use you, for your predictive
powers.”

Seldon felt adeep pang of disappointment. Thiswas not after al aquestion of being saved. He
was merdy the hel pless and disputed prey of competing predators. He said angrily, “1 will never live
down that presentation at the Decennia Convention. | have ruined my life”

“No. Don't rush to conclusions, mathematician. The Emperor and his officerswant you for one
reason only, to make their own lives more secure. They areinterested in your abilitiesonly so far asthey
might be used to save the Emperor’ srule, preserve that rule for his young son, maintain the positions,
status, and power of hisofficias. I, on the other hand, want your powers for the good of the Galaxy.,,

“Isthereadigtinction?’ spat Seldon acidly.

And Hummin replied with the stern beginning of afrown, “If you do not see the digtinction, then
that isto your shame. The human occupants of the Gaaxy existed before this Emperor who now rules,
before the dynasty he represents, before the Empireitsaf. Humanity isfar older than the Empire. It may
even befar older than the twentyfive million worlds of the Galaxy. There are legends of atime when
humanity inhabited asingleworld.”

“Legendd” said Seldon, shrugging his shoulders.

“Yes, legends, but | see no reason why that may not have been so in fact, twenty thousand years
ago or more. | presume that humanity did not come into existence complete with knowledge of
hyperspatia travel. Surely, there must have been atime when people could not travel at superlumina
velocities and they must then have been imprisoned in asingle planetary system. And if we look forward
intime, the human beings of the worlds of the Galaxy will surely continueto exist after you and the



Emperor are dead, after hiswhole line comesto an end, and after the ingtitutions of the Empire itsalf
unravel. In that casg, it is not important to worry overmuch about individuals, about the Emperor and the
young Prince Imperid. It is not important to worry even about the mechanics of Empire. What of the
quadrillions of peoplethat exist in the Galaxy? What of them?’

Seldon said, “Worlds and people would continue, | presume.”

“Don’'t you fed any serious need of probing the possible conditions under which they would
continueto exig.

“One would assume they would exist much asthey do now.”

“Onewould assume. But could one know by thisart of prediction that you speak of 7’

“Psychohigtory iswhat | cdl it. In theory, one could.”

“And you fed no pressure to turn that theory into practice.”

“I would love to, Hummin, but the desire to do so doesn't autometically manufacture the ability to
do so. | told the Emperor that psychohistory could not be turned into apractical techniqueand | am
forced to tdll you the samething.”

“And you have no intention of even trying to find the technique?’

“No, | don't, any morethan | would fedl | ought to try to tackle a pile of pebblesthe size of
Trantor, count them one by one, and arrange them in order of decreasing mass. | would know it was not
something | could accomplishin alifetime and | would not be fool enough to make a pretense of trying.”

“Would you try if you knew the truth about humanity’ s Stuation?’

“That' san impossible question. What it the truth about humanity’ s Situation? Do you claim to
know it?’

“Yes, | do. Andinfivewords.” Hummin's eyesfaced forward again, turning briefly toward the
blank changel essness of the tunnel asit pushed toward them, expanding until it passed and then dwindling
asit dipped away. He then spoke those five words grimly.

Hesad, “ The Galactic Empireisdying.”

University

STREELING UNIVERSITY--.. . Aninditution of higher learning in the Streding Sector of
ancient Trantor . . . Despite dl these clamsto famein thefidds of the humanitiesand slencesdike, itis
not for those that the University loomslarge in today’ s consciousness. It would probably have comeasa
coral surpriseto the generations of scholars at the University to know that in lacer times Stregling
Universty would be most remembered because a certain Hari Seldon, during the period of The Hight,
had been in residence there for ashoretime.

ENCYCLOPEDIA GALACTICA

11

Hari Seldon remained uncomfortably silent for awhile after Hummin'squiet Satement. He shrank
within himsdf in sudden recognition of his own deficiencies.

He had invented anew science: psychohistory. He had extended the laws of probability in avery
subtle manner to take into account new complexities and uncertainties and had ended up with elegant
equationsin innumerable unknowns. Possibly an infinite number; he couldn’t tell.

But it was amathematical game and nothing more.

He had psychohistory, or at least the basis of psychohistory but only asamathematica curiosity.
Where was the historica knowledge that could perhaps give some meaning to the empty equations?

He had none. He had never been interested in history. He knew the outline of Heliconian history.
Coursesin that smadl fragment of the human story had, of course, been compulsory in the Heliconian
schools. But what was there beyond that? Surely what else he had picked up was merely the bare
skeletonsthat everyone gathered haf legend, the other half surdly distorted.



Still, how could one say that the Galactic Empire was dying? It had existed for ten thousand
years as an accepted Empire and even before that, Trantor, asthe capita of the dominating kingdom,
had held what was avirtua empire for two thousand years. The Empire had survived the early centuries
when whole sections of the Galaxy would now and then refuse to accept the end of their local
independence. It had survived the vicisstudes that went with the occasiond rebellions, the dynastic wars,
some serious periods of breakdown. Most worlds had scarcely been troubled by such things and Trantor
itsdlf had grown steadily until it was the worldwide human habitation that now called itsdlf the Eternd
World.

Tobesure, inthelast four centuries, turmoil had increased somehow and there had been arash
of Imperid nations and takeovers. But even that was caming down and right now the Galaxy was
asquiet asit had ever been. Under Cleon | and before him under hisfather, Standl VI, the worlds were
prosperous and Cleon himsalf was not considered atyrant. Even those who didiked the Imperium as an
ingtitution rarely had anything truly bad to say about Cleon, much asthey might inveigh against Eto
Demerzd.

Why, then, should Hummin say that the Gaactic Empire was dying and with such conviction?

Hummin was ajournalist. He probably knew Galactic history in some detail and he had to
understand the current situation in greet detail. Wasit thisthat supplied him with the knowledge that lay
behind his statement? In that case, just what was the knowledge?

Severd times Seldon was on the point of asking, of demanding an answer, but there was
something in Hummin's solemn face that stopped him. And there was something in his own ingrained
belief that the Gaactic Empire was agiven, an axiom, the foundation stone on which al argument rested
that prevented him too. After al, if that waswrong, he didn’t want to know.

No, he couldn’t believe that he was wrong. The Galactic Empire could no more cometo an end
than the Universeitsdlf could. Or, if the Universe did end, then--and only then--would the Empire end.

Seldon closed his eyes, attempting to deep but, of course, he could not. Would he have to study
the history of the Universein order to advance histheory of psychohistory?

How could he? Twentyfive million worlds existed, each with its own endlesdy complex history.
How could he study al that? There were book-filmsin many volumes, he knew, that dedlt with Gaactic
history. He had even skimmed one once for some now-forgotten reason and had found it too dull to view
even hafway through.

The book-films had dealt with important worlds. With some, it dedlt through al or dmost dl their
history; with others, only asthey gained importance for atime and only till they faded away. He
remembered having looked up Helicon in the index and having found only one citation. He had punched
the keysthat would turn up that citation and found Helicon included in alisting of worldswhich, on one
occasion, had temporarily lined up behind a certain claimant to the Imperid throne who had failed to
make good his claim. Helicon had escaped retribution on that occasion, probably because it was not
even sufficiently important to be punished.

What good was such ahistory? Surely, psychohistory would have to take into account the
actions and reactions and interactions of each world, each and every world. How could one study the
history of twenty five million worlds and consider dl their possible interactions? It would surely be an
impossible task and thiswas just one more reinforcement of the genera conclusion that psychohistory
was of theoretical interest but could never be put to any practical use.

Seldon felt agentle push forward and decided that the air-taxi must be decelerating.

“What'sup?’ he asked.

“I think we' ve come far enough, “ saild Hummin, “to risk asmall stopover for abiteto eat, aglass
of something or other, and avisit to awashroom.”

And, in the course of the next fifteen minutes, during which the air-taxi dowed steadily, they came
to alighted recess. The taxi swerved inward and found a parking spot among five or Six other vehicles,

12.



Hummin's practiced eye seemed to take in the recess, the other taxis, the diner, the walkways,
and the men and women dl at aglance. Sddon, trying to ook inconspicuous and again not knowing how,
watched him, trying not to do so too intently.

When they sat down at asmall table and punched in their orders, Seldon, attempting to sound
indifferent, said, “ Everything okay?’

“Seems 50, “ said Hummin.

“How canyoutdl?’

Hummin let hisdark eyesrest on Seldon for amoment. “Ingtinct, “ he said. “Y ears of news
gathering. Y ou look and know, ‘ No news here.’*

Sdldon nodded and felt relieved. Hummin might have said it sardonicaly, but there must bea
certain amount of truth to it.

His satisfaction did not last through thefirgt bite of his sandwich. Helooked up a Hummin with
his mouth full and with alook of hurt surprise on hisface.

Hummin said, “Thisisawaysde diner, my friend. Cheap, fast, and not very good. Thefood's
homegrown and has an infusion of rather sharp yeast. Trantorian pdatesare used to it.”

Sdldon swallowed with difficulty. “But back in the hotdl--

“You werein the Imperia Sector, Seldon. Food isimported there and where microfood is used
itishigh-qudity. Itisdso expensve. “

Seldon wondered whether to take another bite. “'Y ou mean that aslong as | stay on Trantor--"

Hummin made a hushing mation with hislips. “ Don't give anyone the impression that you' re used
to better. There are places on Trantor where to be identified as an aristocrat is worse than being
identified as an Outworlder. The food won't be so bad everywhere,

| assure you. These wayside places have areputation for low quality. If you can somach that
sandwich, you'll be able to eat anywhere on Trantor. And it won't hurt you. It's not decayed or bad or
anything likethat. It just has aharsh, strong taste and, honestly, you may grow accustomed to it. I’ ve met
Trantorians who spit out honest food and say it lacks that homegrown tang.”

“Do they grow much food on Trantor?’ asked Seldon. A quick side glance showed him there
was no one seeted in the immediate vicinity and he spoke quietly. “1I' ve dways heard it takes twenty
surrounding worlds to supply the hundreds of freight ships required to feed Trantor every day.”

“I know. And hundredsto carry off the load of wastes. And if you want to make the story really
good, you say that the same freight ships carry food one way and waste the other. It’ strue that we
import consderable quantities of food, but that’ s mostly luxury items. And we export considerable waste,
carefully treated into inoffensiveness, asimportant organic fertilizer, every bit asimportant to other worlds
asthefood isto us. But that’ sonly asmdl fraction of the whole.”

“Itis?

“Yes. In addition to fish in the seg, there are gardens and truck farms everywhere. And fruit trees
and poultry and rabbits and vast microorganism farms, usudly caled yeast farms, though the yeast makes
up aminority of the growths. And our wastes are mostly used right here at hometo maintain al that
growth. In fact, in many ways Trantor is very much like an enormous and overgrown space settlement.
Have you ever visited one of those?’

“Indeed | have.”

“ Space sttlements are essentidly enclosed cities, with everything atificidly cycled, with atificid
ventilation, artificia day and night, and so on. Trantor is different only in that even the largest space
settlement has a population of only ten million and Trantor has four thousand timesthat. Of course, we
have red gravity. And no space settlement can match usin our microfoods. We have yeast vats, fungal
mats, and algae ponds vast beyond the imagination. And we are strong on artificid flavoring, added with
no light hand. That’ swhat givesthe taste to what you' re eating.”

Sdldon had gotten through most of his sandwich and found it not as offensive asthefirgt bite had
been. “ And it won't affect me?’

“It does hit theintestind floraand every oncein awhileit afflicts some poor Outworlder with
diarrhea, but that’ srare, and you harden even to that quickly. Still, drink your milkshake, which you



probably won't like. It contains an antidiarrhetic that should keep you safe, even if you tend to be
sengtiveto such things”

Sdldon said queruloudly, “Don’t talk about it, Hummin. A person can be suggestible to such
things”

“Finish the milkshake and forget the suggestibility.”

They finished therest of their med in silence and soon were on their way again.

13.

They were now racing rapidly through the tunnel once more. Seldon decided to give voiceto the
question that had been nagging at him for the last hour or so.

“Why do you say the Galactic Empireisdying?’

Hummin turned to look at Seldon again. “Asajourndig, | have statistics poured into mefrom dl
gdestill they’re squeezing out of my ears. And I’m alowed to publish very little of it. Trantor’'s
population is decreasing. Twentyfive years ago, it food at dmogt fortyfive billion.

“Partly, this decrease is because of adeclinein the birthrate. To be sure, Trantor never hashad a
high birthrate. If you' Il look about you when you' re traveling on Trantor, you won’t encounter very many
children, consdering the enormous population. But just the sameit’ sdeclining. Then too thereis
emigration. People are leaving Trantor in grester numbersthan are arriving.”

“Congdering itslarge population, “ said Seldon, “that’ s not surprising.”

“But it'sunusud just the same because it hasn't happened before. Again, al over the Gaaxy
trade is stagnating. People think that because there are no rebellions at the moment and because things
arequiet that al iswell and that the difficulties of the past few centuries are over. However, palitica
infighting, rebellions, and unrest are all Sgns of acertain vitdity too. But now there sageneral weariness.
It'squiet, not because people are satisfied and prosperous, but because they’ re tired and have given
up.”

“Oh, | don't know, “ said Seldon dubioudly.

“| do. And the antigrav phenomenon we' ve talked about is another casein point. We have afew
gravitic liftsin operation, but new ones aren’t being constructed. It’s an unprofitable venture and there
seems no interest in trying to make it profitable. The rate of technologica advance has been dowing for
centuries and isdown to acrawl now. In some cases, it has stopped atogether. 't this something
you' ve noticed? After al, you' re amathematician.”

“I can't say I’ ve given the matter any thought.”

“No onedoes. It's accepted. Scientists are very good these days at saying that things are
impossible, impractical, usdless. They condemn any speculation a once. Y ou, for instance, What do you
think of psychohistory? It istheoreticaly interesting, but it isusdessin any practica sense. Am | right?’

“Yesand no, “ said Sedon, annoyed. “Itisusdessin any practica sense, but not because my
sense of adventure has decayed, | assureyou. It redly it useless.”

“That, at least, “ said Hummin with atrace of sarcasm, “isyour impression in this atmosphere of
decay inwhich dl the Empirelives”

“This atmosphere of decay, “ said Seldon angrily, “isyour impression. Isit possible that you are
wrong?’

Hummin stopped and for amoment appeared thoughtful. Then he said, “Yes, | might bewrong. |
am speaking only from intuition, from guesses. What | need isaworking technique of psychohistory.

Seldon shrugged and did not take the bait. He said, “1 don’t have such atechnique to give you.
But suppose you' re right. Suppose the Empire it running down and will eventudly stop and fal apart. The
human specieswill Hill exig.”

“Under what conditions, man? For nearly twelve thousand years, Trantor, under strong rulers,
has largely kept the peace. There ve been interruptions to that, rebellions, localized civil wars, tragedy in
plenty, but, on the whole and over large areas, there has been peace. Why is Helicon so pro-Imperium?
Y our world, I mean. Becauseit issmal and would be devoured by its neighbours wereit not that the



Empire keepsit secure.”

“Areyou predicting universal war and anarchy if the Empirefails?’

“Of course. I'm not fond of the Emperor or of the Imperia ingtitutionsin generd, but | don't have
any subdtitute for it. | don’t know what else will keep the peace and I'm not ready to let go until | have
something esein hand.”

Seldon said, “Y ou talk asthough you are in control of the Galaxy. Y ou are not ready to let go?
Y ou must have something else in hand? Who are you to talk so?’

“I'm spesking generaly, figuratively, “ said Hummin. “I’m not worried about Chetter Hummin
persondly. It might be said that the Empire will last my time; it might even show signs of improvement in
my time. Declines don’t follow a straight-line path. It may be athousand years before thefina crash and
you might well imagine | would be dead then and, certainly, | will leave no descendants. Asfar aswomen
are concerned, | have nothing but the occasiond casud attachment and | have no children and intend to
have none. | have given no hostages to fortune. | looked you up after your talk, Seldon. Y ou have no
children ether.”

“| have parents and two brothers, but no children.” He smiled rather weakly. “| wasvery
attached to awoman at onetime, but it seemed to her that | was attached more to my mathematics.”

“Wereyou?’

“It didn’t seem so to me, but it seemed o to her. So sheleft.”

“And you have had no one since?’

“No. | remember the pain too clearly asyet.”

“Well then, it might seem we could both wait out the matter and leave it to other people, well
after our time, to suffer. | might have been willing to accept that earlier, but no longer. For now | havea
tool; | amin command.”

“What' s your tool?” asked Seldon, dready knowing the answer.

“You!” sad Hummin.

And because Saldon had known what Hummin would say, he wasted no time in being shocked
or astonished. He smply shook his head and said, “Y ou are quite wrong. | am no tool fit for use.”

“Why not?’

Sdaldon sighed. “How often must | repeet it? Psychohistory isnot apractica study. The difficulty
isfundamentd. All the space and time of the Universe would not suffice to work out the necessary
problems.”

“Areyou certain of that?’

“Unfortunately, yes.”

“There sno question of your working out the entire future of the Galactic Empire, you know.

Y ou needn’t trace out in detail the workings of every human being or even of every world. Thereare
merdly terrain questions you must answer: Will the Galactic Empire crash and, if so, when? What will be
the condition of humanity afterward? Can anything be done to prevent the crash or to ameliorate
conditions afterward? These are comparatively Ssmple questions, it seemsto me.”

Sdldon shook his head and smiled sadly. “ The history of mathematicsisfull of Smple questions
that had only the most complicated of answers, or noneat al.”

“Isthere nothing to be done? | can seethat the Empireisfaling, but I can't proveit. All my
conclusions are subjective and | cannot show that | am not mistaken. Because the view isa serioudy
unsettling one, people would prefer not to believe my subjective conclusion and nothing will be doneto
prevent the Fall or even to cushion it. Y ou could prove the coming Fal or, for that matter, disproveit.”

“But that isexactly what | cannot do. | can't find you proof where none exists. | can't makea
mathematical system practica whenitisn't. | can't find you two even numbersthat will yield an odd
number as asum, no matter how vitally your al the Galaxy may need that odd number.”

Hummin said, “Well then, you' re pare of the decay. Y ou’ re ready to accept failure.”

“What choice have|?”’

“Can’'t you try? However uselessthe effort may seem to you to be, have you anything better to
do with your life? Have you some worthier goa ? Have you a purpose that will justify you in your own



eyesto some gregter extent?’

Sddon’seyesblinked rapidly. “Millions of worlds. Billions of cultures. Quadrillions of people.
Decillions of interrelationships. And you want meto reduceit to order.”

“No, | want you to try. For the sake of those millions of worlds, billions of cultures, and
quadrillions of people. Not for the Emperor. Not for Demerzdl. For humanity.”

“I will fal, * said Seldon.

“Then wewill be no worse off. Will you try?’

And againgt hiswill and not knowing why, Seldon heard himsdlf say, “I will try.” And the course
of hislifewas st.

14.

Thejourney cameto itsend and the air-taxi moved into amuch larger |ot than the one at which
they had eaten. (Seldom still remembered the taste of the sandwich and made awry face.)

Hummin turned in histaxi and came back, placing hiscredit dip inasmall pocket on theinner
aurface of hisshirt. Hesaid, “Y ou're completely safe here from anything outright and open. Thisisthe
Stredling Sector.”

“Streding?’

“It'snamed for someone who first opened up the areato settlement, | imagine. Most of the
sectors are named for someone or other, which means that most of the names are ugly and some are
hard to pronounce. Just the same, if you try to have the inhabitants here change Stredling to Sweetsmdll
or something like that, you'll have afight on your hands.”

“Of course, * said Sddon, sniffing loudly, “it isn't exactly Sweetsmell.”

“Hardly anywherein Trantor is, but you'll get used toiit.”

“I'mglad we'rehere, “ said Seldon. “Not thet | likeit, but | got quitetired Sitting in the taxi.
Getting around Trantor must be a horror. Back on Helicon, we can get from any one place to any other
by air, infar lesstime than it took usto travel lessthan two thousand kilometers here.”

“We have air-jetstoo.”

“But in that case--"

“I could arrange an air-taxi ride more or less anonymoudly. It would have been much more
difficult with an air-jet. And regardiess of how safeit ishere, I'd fed better if Demerzel didn’t know
exactly where you were. Asamatter of fact, we' re not done yet. We' re going to take the Expressway
for thefind stage.”

Sdldon knew the expression. * One of those open monorails moving on an eectromagnetic fied,
right?’

“Right.”

“We don’t have them on Helicon. Actudly, we don’t need them there. | rode on an Expressway
thefirst day | wason Trantor. It took me from the airport to the hotel. It wasrather anovelty, but if |
wereto useit al thetime, | imagine the noise and crowds would become overpowering.”

Hummin looked amused. “Did you get [og?’

“No, the signswere useful. There was trouble getting on and off, but | was helped. Everyone
could tdl I was an Outworlder by my clothes, I now redize. They seemed eager to help, though; | guess
because it was amusing to watching me hesitate and sumble.”

“Asan expert in Expressay travel by now, you will neither hesitate nor sumble.” Hummin said
it pleasantly enough, though there was adight twitch to the corners of his mouth. “Come on, then.”

They sauntered leisurely dong the walkway, which waslit to the extent one might expect of an
overcast day and that brightened now and then as though the sun occasiondly broke through the clouds.
Automatically, Seldon looked upward to seeiif that were indeed the case, but the “ sky” above was
blankly luminous.

Hummin saw thisand said, “ This change in brightness seems too suit the human psyche. There
are days when the street seemsto bein bright sunlight and dayswhen it israther darker than it is now.”



“But norain or snow?’

“Or hail or deet. No. Nor high humidity nor bitter cold. Trantor hasits points, Seldon, even

There were people waking in both directions and there were a considerable number of young
people and aso some children accompanying the adults, despite what Hummin had said about the
birthrate. All seemed reasonably prosperous and reputable. The two sexes were equaly represented and
the clothing was distinctly more subdued than it had been in the Imperid Sector. His own costume, as
chosen by Hummin, fit right in. Very few were wearing hats and Saldon thankfully removed hisown and
swung it a hissde.

There was no deep abyss separating the two sdes of the walkway and as Hummin had predicted
in the Imperia Sector, they were walking at what seemed to be ground level. There were no vehicles
either and Seldon pointed this out to Hummin.

Hummin said, “ There are quite anumber of them in the Imperia Sector because they’ re used by
officids. Elsawhere, private vehicles are rare and those that are used have separate tunndls reserved for
them. Their useisnot really necessary, sSince we have Expressways and, for shorter distances, moving
corridors. For still shorter distances, we have walkways and we can use our legs.”

Seldon heard occasiona muted sighs and creaks and saw, some distance off, the endless,
passing of Expressway cars.

“Thereitis,* hesad, pointing.

“I know, but let us move on to aboarding station. There are more carsthereand it iseasier to
geton.”

Oncethey were safely ensconced in an Expressway car, Seldon turned to Hummin and said,
“What amazes meis how quiet the Expressways are. | redlize that they are mass-propelled by an
electromagnetic field, but it ssems quiet even for that.” He listened to the occasiond metallic groan asthe
car they were on shifted againgt its neighbours.

“Yes, it'samarvelous network, “ said Hummin, “but you don't seeis at its peak. When | was
younger, it was quieter than it is now and there are those who say that there wasn't as much as awhisper
fifty years ago though | suppose we might make alowance for the idedlization of nostdgia”

“Why isn't it that way now?’

“Becauseit isn't maintained properly. | told you about decay.”

Seldon frowned. “ Surely, people don’t it around and say, ‘We're decaying. Let’slet the
Expresswaysfal apart.”

“No, they don't. It s not a purposeful thing. Bad spots are patched, decrepit coaches
refurbished, magnets replaced. However, it' s done in more dapdash fashion, more carelesdy, and at
greater intervals. Therejust aren't enough credits available.”

“Where have the credits gone?’

“Into other things. We ve had centuries of unrest. The navy is much larger and many times more
expensive than it once was. The armed forces are much better-paid, in order to keep them quiet. Unrest,
revolts, and minor blazes of civil war dl taketherr toll.”

“But it’' sbeen quiet under Cleon. And we' ve had fifty years of peace.”

“Yes, but soldierswho are well-paid would resent having that pay reduced just because thereis
peace. Admirasresst mothballing ships and having themsalves reduced in rank smply becausethereis
lessfor them to do. So the credits ill go, unproductively, to the armed forces and vitd areas of the
socid good are dlowed to deteriorate. That’swhat | call decay. Don't you? Don’t you chink that
eventualy you would fit that sort of view into your psychohistorica notions?’

Sdldon stirred uneasily. Then he said, “Where are we going, by theway?’

“Streding Universty.”

“Ah, that’ swhy the sector’ sname was familiar. I’ ve heard of the University.”

“I'm not surprised. Trantor has nearly ahundred thousand ingtitutions of higher learning and
Stredling is one of the thousand or so at the top of the heap.”

“Will | be staying there?’



“For awhile. University campuses are unbreathable sanctuaries, by and large. Y ou will be safe
there”

“But will I bewelcome there?”

“Why not? It' s hard to find agood mathematician these days. They might be able to use you.
And you might be able to use them too-tend for more than just ahiding place.”

“Y ou mean, it will be aplace where| can develop my notions.”

“Y ou have promised, “ said Hummin gravely.

“I have promised to try, * said Seldon and thought to himself that it was about like promising to
try to make arope out of sand.

15.

Conversation had run out after that and Seldon watched the structures of the Stredling Sector as
they passed. Some were quite low, while some seemed to brush the *“ sky.” Wide crosspassages broke
the progression and frequent aleys could be seen.

At one point, it struck him that though the buildings rose upward they aso swept downward and
that perhaps they were deeper than they were high. As soon as the thought occurred to him, hewas
convinced it wastrue.

Occasiondly, he saw patches of green in the background, farther back from the Expressway,
and even small trees.

He watched for quite awhile and then became aware that the light was growing dimmer. He
squinted about and turned to Hummin, who guessed the question.

“The afternoon iswaning, “ he said, “and night is coming on.”

Sdldon’ seyebrows raised and the corners of his mouth turned downward. “That' simpressive. |
have a picture of the entire planet darkening and then, some hours from now, lighting up again.”

Hummin smiled hissmdll, careful amile. “Not quite, Seldon. The planet is never turned of f
atogether, or turned on either. The shadow of twilight sweeps across the planet gradudly, followed haf a
day later by the dow brightening of dawn. In fact, the effect follows the actud day and night above the
domes quite closaly, so that in higher dtitudes day and night change length with the seasons.”

Sdldon shook his heed, “But why closein the planet and then mimic what would bein the
open?’

“I presume because people like it better that way. Trantorians like the advantages of being
enclosed, but they don’t like to be reminded of it unduly, just the same. Y ou know very little about
Trantorian psychology, Sedon.”

Sddon flushed dightly. He was only aHeliconian and he knew very little about the millions of
worlds outside Helicon. Hisignorance was not confined to Trantor. How, then, could he hope to come
up with any practica applicationsfor histheory of psychohistory?

How could any number of people, dl together, know enough? It reminded Seldon of apuzzle
that had been presented to him when he was young: Can you have ardatively smal piece of platinum,
with handholds affixed, that could not be lifted by the bare, unaided strength of any number of people, no
matter how many?

The answer wasyes. A cubic meter of platinum weighs 22, 420 kilograms under standard
gravitational pull. If it isassumed that each person could heave 120 kilograms up from the ground, then
188 people would suffice to lift the platinum. But you could not squeeze 188 people around the cubic
meter S0 that each one could get agrip onit. Y ou could perhaps not squeeze more than 9 people around
it. And levers or other such devices were not alowed. It had to be “bare, unaided strength.”

In the same way, it could be that there was no way of getting enough people to handle the total
amount of knowledge required for psychohistory, even if the facts were stored in computers rather than
inindividual human brains. Only so many people could gather round the knowledge, so to speak, and
communicaeit.

Hummin said, “Y ou seem to bein abrown study, Seldon.”



“I’m congidering my own ignorance.”

“A useful task. Quadrillions could profitably join you. But it’ stimeto get off.”

Sdldon looked up. “How can you tell?”

“Just as you could tell when you were on the Expressway your first day on Trantor. | go by the
Sgns”

Seldon caught onejust asit went by: STREELING UNIVERSITY-3 MINUTES.

“We get off at the next boarding station. Watch your step.”

Sdldon followed Hummin off the coach, noting that the sky was deep purple now and that the
walkways and corridors and buildingswere dl lighting up, suffused with ayelow glow.

It might have been the gathering of a Heliconian night. Had he been placed here blindfolded and
had the blindfold been removed, he might have been convinced that he was in some particularly
well-built-up inner region of one of Helicon’ slarger cities.

“How long do you suppose | will remain a Streding University, Hummin?’ he asked.

Hummin said in hisusua cam fashion, “That would be hard to say, Seldon. Perhaps your whole
life”

“What!’

“Perhaps not. But your life stopped being your own once you gave that paper on psychohistory.
The Emperor and Demerzel recognized your importance at once. So did I. For dl | know, so did many
others. Y ou see, that means you don't belong to yourself anymore.”

Library

VENABILI, DORS--. . . Higtorian, bornin Cinna. . . Her life might well have continued on its
uneventful course wereit not for the face that, after she had spent two years on the faculty of Streeling
University, she became involved with the young Hari Seldon during The Hight . . .

ENCYCLOPEDIA GALACTICA

16.

The room that Hari Seldon found himsdlf in waslarger than Hummin'sroom in the Imperid
Sector. It was a bedroom with one comer serving as awashroom and with no sign of any cooking or
dining facilities. There was no window, though set in the ceiling was a grilled ventilator that made a steedy
gghing noise

Seldon looked about abit ruefully.

Hummin interpreted that ook with his usua assured manner and said, “It’ sonly for tonight,
Sdldon. Tomorrow morning someone will cometo ingtall you at the University and you will be more
comfortable”

“Pardon me, Hummin, but how do you know that?’

“I will make arrangements. | know one or two people here’, he smiled briefly without humor,
“and | have afavor or two | can ask repayment for. Now let’ s go into some details.”

He gazed steadily at Seldon and said, “Whatever you have left in your hotel roomislost. Does
that include anything irreplaceable?

“Nothing redly irreplacegble. | have some persond items| valuefor their association with my
past life, but if they are gone, they are gone. There are, of course, some notes on my paper. Some
cdculations. The paper itsdf.”

“Which isnow public knowledge until such timeasit isremoved from circulation as dangerous,
which it probably will be. Still, I'll be able to get my hands on acopy, I'm sure. In any case, you can
recongtruct it, can’'t you?’

“I can. That'swhy | said there was nothing redlly irreplacegble. Also, I'velost nearly athousand
credits, some books, clothing, my tickets back to Helicon, thingslike that.”



“All replacesble. Now | will arrange for you to have a credit tile in my name, charged to me. That
will take care of ordinary expenses. “

“That' s unusudly generous of you. | can't accept it.”

“It'snot generous at dl, since I’ m hoping to save the Empirein that fashion. Y ou must accept it.”

“But how much can you afford, Hummin?I’ll be using it, at best, with an uneasy conscience.”

“Whatever you need for surviva or reasonable comfort | can afford, Seldon. Naturaly, |
wouldn’t want you to try to buy the University gymnasium or hand out amillion creditsin largess.”

“Y ou needn’t worry, but with my name on record--"

“It might aswell be. It is absolutely forbidden for the Imperial government to exercise any
security control over the Univerdty or its members. Thereis complete freedom. Anything can be
discussed here, anything can be said here.”,

“What about violent crime?’

“Then the University authorities themsdaves handleit, with reason and care, and there are virtualy
no crimes of violence. The students and faculty appreciate their freedom and understand itsterms. Too
much rowdiness, the beginning of riot and bloodshed, and the government may fed it hasaright to bresk
the unwritten agreement and send in the troops. No one wants that, not even the government, so a
delicate balance is maintained. In other words, Demerzel himsdf can not have you plucked out of the
Univerdty without agreat ded more cause than anyonein the University has given the government in a
least acentury and ahalf. On the other hand, if you are lured off the grounds by a student-agent--"

“ Are there student-agents?’

“How can | say? Theremay be. Any ordinary individua can be threatened or maneuvered or
smply bought, and may remain thereafter in the service of Demerzel or of someone else, for that matter.
So | must emphasizethis: Y ou are safe in any reasonable sense, but no oneis absolutdly safe. Y ou will
have to be careful. But though | give you that warning, | don’t want you to cower through life. On the
whole, you will be far more secure here than you would have been if you had returned to Helicon or gone
to any world of the Galaxy outsde Trantor.”

“I hope so, “ said Seldon drearily.

“I know S0, * said Hummin, “Or | would not fed it wiseto leave you.

“Leave me?’ Seldon looked up sharply. “Y ou can't do that. Y ou know thisworld. | don’t.”

“Y ou will be with others who know thisworld, who know this part of it, in fact, even better than
| do. Asfor mysdf, | must go. | have been with you dl thisday and | dare not abandon my own life any
longer. | must not attract too much attention to mysalf. Remember that | have my own insecurities, just as
you haveyours.”

Sdldon blushed. “You'reright. | can’t expect you to endanger yoursdf indefinitely on my behalf. |
hope you are not aready ruined.”

Hummin said coolly, “Who can tell? We live in dangerous times. Just remember that if anyone
can makethetimes safe, if not for oursalves, then for those who follow after us, it isyou. Let that thought
be your driving force, Seldon.”

17.

Slegp duded Seldon. He tossed and turned in the dark, thinking. He had have never felt quite so
aoneor quite s0 hepless as he did after Hummin had nodded, pressed his hand briefly, and left him
behind. Now he was on astrange world, and in astrange part of that world. He was without the only
person he could consider afriend (and that of less than aday’ s duration) and he had no idea of where he
was going or what he would be doing, either tomorrow or & any timein the future.

None of that was conducive to deep so, of course, a about the time he decided, hopelesdy, that
he would not deep that night or, possibly, ever again, exhaustion overtook him. . .

When he woke up it was till dark, or not quite, for across the room he saw ared light flashing
brightly and rapidly, accompanied by aharsh, intermittent buzz. Undoubtedly, it was that which had
awakened him.



As hetried to remember where he was and to make some sort of sense out of the limited
messages his senses were receiving, the flashing and buzzing ceased and he became aware of a
peremptory rapping.

Presumably, the rapping was at the door, but he didn’t remember where the door was.
Presumably, a so, there was a contact that would flood the room with light, but he didn’t remember
where that was either.

He sat up in bed and felt dong the wall to hisleft rather desperately while calling out, “One
moment, please.”

Hefound the necessary contact and the room suddenly bloomed with a soft light.

He scrambled out of bed, blinking, still searching for the door, finding it, reaching out to open it,
remembering caution at the last moment, and saying in asuddenly stern, no-nonsense voice, “Who's
there?’

A rather gentlewoman’svoice said, “My dameis Dors Venabili and | have cometo see Dr. Hari
Sdldon.”

Even asthat was said, awoman was standing just in front of the door, without that door ever
having been opened.

For amoment, Hari Seldon stared at her in surprise, then redized that he was wearing only a
one-piece undergarment. He let out a strangled gasp and dashed for the bed and only then redlized that
he was staring at a holograph. It lacked the hard edge of redlity and it became apparent the woman
waan't looking at him. She was merely showing hersdlf for identification.

He paused, breathing hard, then said, raising his voice to be heard through the door, “1f you'll
wait, I'll bewith you. Giveme. . . maybe haf an hour.”

The woman, or the holograph, at any rate, said, “1I’ll wait, “ and disappeared.

There was no shower, so he sponged himsalf, making arare mess on thetiled floor in the
washroom corner. There was toothpaste but no toothbrush, so he used hisfinger. He had no choice but
to put on the clothes he had been wearing the day before. He finally opened the door.

Heredlized, even ashe did so, that she had not redlly identified hersdlf. She had merely givena
name and Hummin had not told him whom to expect, whether it was to be this Dors Somebody or
anyone ese. He had felt secure because the holograph was that of a personable young woman, but for al
he knew there might be half a dozen hostile young men with her.

He peered out cautioudy, saw only the woman, then opened the door sufficiently to alow her to
enter. Heimmediately closed and locked the door behind her.

“Pardon me, “ hesaid, “What timeisit?’

“Nine, “ shesad, “ The day haslong since begun.”

Asfar asofficia timewas concerned, Trantor held to Galactic Standard, since only so could
sense be made out of interstellar commerce and governmenta dealings. Each world, however, dso had a
loca time system and Seldon had not yet come to the point where he felt at home with casua Trantorian
referencesto the hour.

“Midmorning?’ he said.

“Of course.”

“There are no windowsin thisroom, “ he said defensively.

Dorswaked to his bed, reached out, and touched asmall dark spot on thewall. Red numbers
gppeared on the celling just over his pillow. They read: 0903.

She amiled without superiority. “I’m sorry, “ shesaid. “But | rather assumed Chetter Hummin
would havetold you I’ d be coming for you at nine. The trouble with him ishe's so used to knowing, he
sometimes forgets that others occasionally don’t know. And | shouldn't have used radio-holographic
identification. | imagine you don’'t have it on Helicon and I'm afraid | must have darmed you.”

Sddon fet himsdf relax. She seemed naturd and friendly and the casud reference to Hummin
reassured him. He said, “Y ou’ re quite wrong about Helicon, Miss--"

“Pleasecdl meDors”

“You're still wrong about Helicon, Dors. We do have radioholography, but I’ ve never been able



to afford the equipment. Nor could anyonein my circle, so | haven't actualy had the experience. But |
understood what had happened soon enough.”

He studied her. Shewas not very tall, average height for awoman, he judged. Her hair wasa
reddish-gold, though not very bright, and was arranged in shore curls about her head. ( He had seena
number of women in Trantor with their hair so arranged. It was apparently alocal fashion that would
have been laughed at in Helicon.) She was not amazingly beautiful, but was quire pleasant to look at, this
being helped by full lipsthat seemed to have adight humorous curl to them. Shewas dim, well-built, and
looked quite young. (Too young, he thought uneasily, to be of use perhaps.)

“Do | passingpection?’” she asked. (She seemed to have Hummin'strick of guessing his
thoughts, Seldon thought, or perhaps he himsdlf lacked thetrick of hiding them.)

Hesad, “I’'m sorry. | seem to have been staring, but I” ve only been trying to evaluate you. I'min
astrange place. | know no one and have no friends.”

“Please, Dr. Sdldon, count me as afriend. Mr. Hummin has asked me to take care of you.”

Seldon smiled ruefully. “Y ou may be alittle young for the job.”

“You'll find I an not.”

“Wadll, I'll try to be aslittle trouble as possible. Could you please repeat your name?’

“DorsVenahili.” She spdled the last name and emphasi zed the stress on the second syllable. “As
| said, please call me Dorsand if you don't object too strenuoudy | will call you Hari. We re quite
informa here at the University and thereis an dmost self-conscious effort to show no signs of status,
ether inherited or professond.”

“Please, by dl means, cdl meHari.”

“Good. | shdl remaininformd then. For ingtance, theingtinct for formdity, if thereis such athing,
would cause meto ask permission to sit down. Informally, however, | shdl just Sit.” Shethen sat down
on the one chair in the room.

Sdldon cleared histhroat. “ Clearly, I’'m not at al in possession of my ordinary faculties. | should
have asked you to St.” He sat down on the aide of his crumpled bed and wished he had thought to
draighten it out somewhat, but he had been caught by surprise.

She said pleasantly, “ Thisis how it’ sgoing to work, Hari. First, we'll go to bregkfast at one of
the Univerdty cafes. Then I’ ll get you aroom in one of the domiciles, a better room than this. You'll have
awindow. Hummin hasingtructed meto get you acredit tilein his name, but it will take me aday or two
to extort one out of the University bureaucracy. Until that’ sdone, I'll be respongible for your expenses
and you can pay me back later. And we can use you. Chetter Hummin told me you' re amathematician
and for some reason there’ sa serious lack of good ones at the University.”

“Did Hummin tel you that | was agood mathematician?’

“Asamatter of face, he did. He said you were aremarkable man--"

“Wél.” Seldon looked down at hisfingernails. “1 would like to be considered so, but Hummin
knew mefor lessthan aday and, before that, he had heard me present a paper, the quaity of which he
has no way of judging. | think hewasjust being polite.”

“I don’'t think so, “ said Dors. “Heisaremarkable person himsdf and has had agreat ded of
experience with people. I’ [l go by hisjudgment. In any case, | imagineyou'll have achanceto prove
yoursdlf. Y ou can program computers, | suppose.”

“Of course.”

“I"m talking about teaching computers, you understand, and I’'m asking if you can devise
programs to teach various phases of contemporary mathematics.”

“Yes, that’ s part of my profession. I'm assstant professor of mathematics at the University of
Helicon.”

Shesad, “Yes, | know. Hummin told methat. It means, of course, that everyone will know you
areanon-Trantorian, but that will present no serious problems. We' re mainly Trantorian here at the
University, but there sasubstantial minority of Outworlders from any number of different worldsand
that’ s accepted. | won't say that you'll never hear aplanetary dur but actualy the Outworlders are more
likely to use them than the Trantorians. I'm an Outworlder myself, by theway.”



“Oh?" He hesitated and then decided it would be only polite to ask. “What world are you
from?’

“I'm from Cinna. Have you ever heard of it?’

He' d be caught out if he was polite enough to lie, Seldon decided, so he said, “No.”

“I’'m not surprised. It's probably of even less account than Helicon is. Anyway, to get back to
the programming of mathematica teaching computers, | suppose that that can be done either proficiently
or poorly.”

“Absolutely.”

“And you would do it proficiently.”

“I would liketo think so0.”

“Thereyou are, then. The University will pay you for that, so le€' sgo out and eat. Did you deep
well, by the way?’

“Surprigngly, | did.”

“And areyou hungry?’

“Yes, but--" He hesitated.

She said cheerfully, “But you' re worried about the quality of thefood, isthat it? Well, don't be.
Being an Outworlder mysdlf, | can understand your feglings about the strong infusion of microfood into
everything, but the Univeraty menusaren’t bad. In the faculty dining room, at least. The students suffer a
bit, but that servesto harden them.”

She rose and turned to the door, but stopped when Seldon could not keep himsalf from saying,
“Areyou amember of the faculty?’

Sheturned and smiled at him impishly. “Don’t | look old enough? 1 got my doctorate two years
ago at Cinnaand I’ ve been here ever since. Intwo weeks, I'll bethirty.”

“Sorry, “ said Seldon, smiling in histurn, “but you can't expect to look twentyfour and not raise
doubts asto your academic status.”

“Aren’'t you nice?’ said Dors and Seldon felt a certain pleasure wash over him. After dl, he
thought, you can’t exchange pleasantries with an attractive woman and fed entirely like astranger.

18.

Dorswasright. Breakfast was by no means bad. There was something that was unmistakably
eggy and the meat was pleasantly smoked. The chocolate drink (Trantor was strong on chocolate and
Seldon did not mind that) was probably synthetic, but it was tasty and the breakfast rolls were good.

Hefdtisonly right to say as much. “ This has been avery pleasant breskfast. Food.
Surroundings. Everything.”

“I’'m delighted you think so, “ said Dors.

Sdldon looked about. There were abank of windowsin onewall and while actua sunlight did
not enter (hewondered if, after awhile, he would learn to be satisfied with diffuse daylight and would
cease to look for patches of sunlight in aroom), the place was light enough. In face, it was quite bright,
for the local weather computer had apparently decided iswastime for asharp, clear day.

The cables were arranged for four apiece and most were occupied by the full number, but Dors
and Seldon remained done at theirs. Dors had called over some of the men and women and had
introduced them. All had been police, but none had joined them. Undoubtedly, Dors intended that to be
S0, but Seldon did not see how she managed to arrange it.

Hesad, “You haven't introduced me to any mathematicians, Dors.”

“I haven't seen any that | know. Most mathemeaticians start the day early and have classes by
eight. My own feding isthat any student so foolhardy as to take mathematics wantsto get that part of the
course over with as soon as possible.”

“| takeisyou're not amathematician yourself.”

“Anything but, “ said Dorswith ashort laugh. “ Anything. History ismy fidd. I’ ve dready
published some studies on the rise of Trantor, | mean the primitive kingdom, not thisworld. | suppose



that will end up asmy field of specidization, Roya Trantor.”

“Wonderful, “ said Seldon.

“Wonderful?” Dorslooked a him quizzically. “ Areyou interested in Roya Trantor too?”

“Inaway, yes. That and other things like that. I’ ve never redly studied history and | should
have.”

“Should you? If you had studied history, you' d scarcely have had time to study mathematics and
mathematicians are very much needed especialy at this University. We re full to here with higtorians, “
shesaid, raising her hand to her eyebrows, “and economists and political scientists, but we' re short on
science and mathematics. Chetter Hummin pointed that out to me once. He called it the decline of
science and seemed to think it was a generd phenomenon.”

Sdldon said, “Of course, when | say | should have studied history, | don’t mean that | should
have madeit alifework. | meant | should have studied enough to help mein my mathematics. My field of
specidization isthe mathematical andyssof socid Sructure”

“Sounds horrible.”

“Inaway, itis. It'svery complicated and without my knowing agreat deal more about how
societies evolved it' s hopeless. My pictureistoo static, you see.”

“I can't see because | know nothing about it. Chetter told me you were devel oping something
caled psychohistory and that it wasimportant. Have | got it right? Psychohistory?’

“That sright. | should have caled it  psychsociology, * but it seemed to methat wastoo ugly a
word. Or perhaps | knew ingtinctively that a knowledge of history was necessary and then didn’t pay
aufficient attention to my thoughts.”

“Psychohistory does sound better, but | don’t know what it is.”

“| scarcely do mysdlf.” He brooded afew minutes, looking at the woman on the other side of the
table and feding that she might make thisexile of his seem alittle lesslike an exile. He thought of the
other woman he had known afew years ago, but blocked it off with a determined effort. If he ever found
another companion, it would have to be one who understood scholarship and what it demanded of a
person.

To get hismind onto anew track, he said, “ Chetter Hummin told me that the University isin no
way troubled by the government. *

“He sright.”

Sdldon shook hishead. “ That seemsrather unbelievably forbearing of the Imperia government.
The educational ingtitutions on Helicon are by no means so independent of governmenta pressures.”

“Nor on Cinna. Nor on any Outworld, except perhaps for one or two of the largest. Trantor is
another matter.”

“Yes, but why?’

“Because it’ sthe center of the Empire. The universties here have enormous prestige.
Professonals are turned out by any university anywhere, but the administrators of the Empire, the high
officias, the countless millions of people who represent the tentacles of Empire reaching into every corner
of the Galaxy, are educated right here on Trantor.”

“I’ve never seen the statistics-" began Seldon.

“Takemy word for it. It isimportant that the officials of the Empire have some common ground,
some specid feding for the Empire. And they can't dl be native Trantorians or € se the Outworlds would
grow restless. For that reason, Trantor must attract millions of Outworldersfor education here. It doesn't
meatter where they come from or what their home accent or culture may be, aslong asthey pick up the
Trantorian patinaand identify themsalves with a Trantorian educationa background. That' swhat holds
the Empire together. The Outworlds are aso less restive when a noticeable portion of the adminigtrators
who represent the Imperia government are their own people by birth and upbringing.”

Sdldon felt embarrassed again. Thiswas something he had never given any thought to. He
wondered if anyone could be atruly great mathematician if mathematicswasdl he knew. He said, “Isthis
common knowledge?’

“I supposeitisn't,“ said Dors after some thought. “ There’' s so much knowledge to be had that



specidigscling to their specidties asashied againgt having to know anything about anything ese. They
avoid being drowned.”

“Yet you know it.”

“But that’smy specidty. I’ m ahistorian who dea swith the rise of Roya Trantor and this
adminigrative technique was one of the waysin which Trantor spread itsinfluence and managed the
trangtion from Royd Trantor to Imperia Trantor.”

Sddon said, amogt as though muttering to himsdf, “How harmful overspecidizationis. It cuts
knowledge a amillion points and leavesit bleeding.”

Dors shrugged. “What can one do? But you seg, if Trantor is going to attract Outworldersto
Trantorian universities, it hasto give them something in return for uprooting themsalvesand going to a
strange world with an incredibly artificia structure and unusua ways. I’ ve been heretwo yearsand I'm
il not used toit. | may never get used to it. But then, of course, | don’t intend to be an administrator, so
I’m not forcing mysdlf to be a Trantorian.

“And what Trantor offersin exchangeisnot only the promise of a position with high satus,
considerable power, and money, of course, but also freedom. While students are having their educetion,
they are free to denounce the government, demondirate againgt it peacefully, work out their own theories
and points of view. They enjoy that and many come here so that they can experience the sensation of
liberty.”

“I'imagine, “ said Sdldon, “that it hepsrelieve pressure aswell. They work off dl their
resentments, enjoy al the smug self-satisfaction ayoung revol utionary would have, and by the time they
take ther placein the Imperia hierarchy, they are ready to settle down into conformity and obedience.”

Dorsnodded. “Y ou may beright. In any case, the government, for al these reasons, carefully
preserves the freedom of the universities. It' s not amatter of their being forbearing at dl, only clever.”

“And if you' re not going to be an administrator, Dors, what are you going to be?’

“A higtorian. I'll teach, put book-films of my own into the programming.”

“Not much status, perhaps.”

“Not much money, Hari, which ismoreimportant. Asfor status, that’ s the sort of push and pull
I’d just as soon avoid. I’ ve seen many people with status, but I'm still looking for a happy one. Status
won't St ill under you; you haveto continually fight to keep from sinking. Even Emperors manageto
come to bad ends mogt of the time. Someday | may just go back to Cinna and be a professor.”

“And a Trantorian education will give you saus.”

Don laughed. “I suppose so, but on Cinnawho would care? It' sadull world, full of farmsand
with lots of cattle, both four-legged and two-legged.”

“Won't you find it dull after Trantor?’

“Yes, that’ swhat I’'m counting on. And if it gets coo dull, | can dwayswangle agrant to go here
or thereto do alittle historica research. That’ sthe advantage of my field.”

“A mathematician, on the other hand, “ said Seldon with atrace of bitterness at something that
had never before bothered him, “is expected to Sit at his computer and think. And speaking of
computers... He hesitated. Breakfast was done and it seemed to him more than likely she had some
duties of her own to attend to.

But shedid not seem to bein any great hurry to leave. *Y es? Speaking of computers?’

“Would | be ableto get permission to usethe history library?’

Now iswas shewho hesitated. “1 chink that can be arranged. If you work on mathemeatics
programming, you' |l probably be viewed as a quasmember of the faculty and | could ask for you to be
given permisson. Only--"

“Only?’

“I don’t want to hurt your fedings, but you' re amathematician and you say you know nothing
about history. Would you know how to make use of ahigtory library?’

Sdldon smiled. 1 suppose you use computers very much like those in amathemeaticslibrary.”

“We do, but the programming for each specialty has quirks of itsown. Y ou don’t know the
standard reference book-films, the quick methods of winnowing and skipping. Y ou may be abletofind a



hyperbolicinterva inthedark . . .”

“Y ou mean hyperbolicintegrd, “ interrupted Seldon softly.

Dorsignored him. “But you probably won't know how to get the terms of the Tregty of Poldark
inlessthan aday and ahaf.”

“I suppose | could learn.”

“If ...if...” Shelooked alittle troubled. “If you want to, | can make asuggestion. | givea
week’ s course, one hour each day, no credit on library use. It’ sfor undergraduates. Would you fed it
beneath your dignity to St in on such acourse with undergraduates, | mean? It sartsin three weeks.”

“Y ou could give me private lessons.” Seldom felt alittle surprised at the suggestive tone that had
entered hisvoice.

Shedid not missit. “I daresay | could, but | think you' d be better off with more formal
ingtruction. We' Il be using the library, you understand, and at the end of the week you will be asked to
locate information on particular items of historica interest. Y ou will be competing with the other students
al through and that will help you learn. Private tutoring will befar less efficient, | assure you. However, |
understand the difficulty of competing with undergraduates. If you don’t do aswell asthey, you may fedl
humiliated. Y ou must remember, though, that they have aready studied dementary history and you,
perhaps, may not have.”

“I haven't. No ‘may’ about it. But | won't be afraid to compete and | won't mind any humiliation
that may come along-if | manage to learn the cricks of the historical reference trade.”

It was clear to Seldom that he was beginning to like this young woman and that he was gladly
seizing on the chance to be educated by her. He was dso aware of the face that he had reached aturning
point in hismind.

He had promised Hummin to attempt to work out apractica psychohistory, but that had been a
promise of the mind and not the emotions. Now he was determined to seize psychohistory by the throat if
he had to-in order to makeit practical. That, perhaps, was the influence of Dors Venabili.

Or had Hummin counted on that? Hummin, Seldom decided, might well be amost formidable

person.

19.

Cleon | had finished dinner, which, unfortunately, had been aforma state affair. It meant he had
to spend time talking to various officids, not one of whom he knew or recognized, in set phrases
designed to give each one his stroke and so activate hisloyaty to the crown. It aso meant that hisfood
reached him but lukewarm and had cooled till further before he could et it.

There had to be some way of avoiding that. Bat first, perhaps, on his own or with one or two
closeintimates with whom he could relax and then attend aforma dinner at which he could merely be
served an imported pear. He loved pears. But would that offend the guests who would take the
Emperor’ srefusa to sac with them asa studied insullt.

Hiswife, of course, was uselessin this respect, for her presence would but further exacerbate his
unhappiness. He had married her because she was a member of apowerful dissident family who could
be expected to mute their dissidence as aresult of the union, though Cleon devoutly hoped that she, a
least, would not do s0. He was perfectly content to have her live her own lifein her own quarters except
for the necessary effortsto initiate an her, for, to cell the truth, he didn’t like her. And now that an heir
had come, he could ignore her completely.

He chewed a one of a handful of nuts he had pocketed from the table on leaving and said,
“Demerzd!”

“Sre?’

Demerzel dways appeared at once when Cleon caled. Whether he hovered congtantly in earshot
at the door or he drew close because the instinct of subservience somehow aerted him to apossible cal
in afew minutes, he did appear and that, Cleon thought idly, was theimportant thing. Of course, there
were those times when Demerzel had to be away on Imperia business. Cleon aways hated those



absences. They made him uneasy.

“What happened to that mathematician? | forget his name.”

Demerzd, who surely knew the man the Emperor had in mind, but who perhaps wanted to study
how much the Emperor remembered, said, “What mathematician isit that you havein mind, Sire?”

Cleon waved an impatient hand. “ The fortune-teller. The onewho cameto seeme.”

“The onewe sent for?’

“Well, sent for, then. He did come to see me. Y ou were going to take care of the matter, as|
recall. Have you?’

Demerzel cleared histhroat. “Sire, | have cried to.”

“Ah! That meansyou havefailed, doesn’t it?’ In away, Cleon felt pleased. Demerzel wasthe
only one of his Ministers who made no bones of failure. The others never admitted failure, and since
failure was nevertheless common, it became difficult to correct. Perhaps Demerzel could afford to be
more honest because hefailed so rarely. If it weren't for Demerzdl, Cleon thought sadly, he might never
know what honesty sounded like. Perhaps no Emperor ever knew and perhaps that was one of the
reasons that the Empire--"

He pulled histhoughts away and, suddenly nettled at the other’ s silence and wanting an
admission, since he had just admired Demerzd’ shonesty in hismind, said sharply, “Wdll, you havefailed,
haven't you?’

Demerzd did not flinch. “Sire, | havefailed in part. | fet that to have him here on Trantor where
things are difficult might present uswith problems. It was easy to consider that he might be more
conveniently placed on his home planet. He was planning to return to that home planet the next day, but
there was aways the chance of complications, of hisdeciding to remain on Trantor, so | arranged to have
two young aley men place him on his plane that very day.”

“Do you know aley men, Demerzd?’ Cleon was amused.

“It isimportant, Sire, to be able to reach many kinds of people, for each type hasits own variety
of use, dley men not the least. Asit happens, they did not succeed.”

“And why wasthat?’

“Oddly enough, Seldon was able to fight them off.”

“The mathematician could fight?’

“Apparently, mathematics and the martid arts are not necessarily mutualy exclusive. | found out,
not soon enough, that hisworld, Helicon, is noted for its martid arts, not mathematics. Thefact that | did
not learn thisearlier wasindeed afailure, Sire, and | can only crave your pardon.”

“But then, | suppose the mathemetician lft for hishome planet the next day as he had planned.”

“Unfortunately, the episode backfired. Taken aback by the event, he decided not to return to
Hélicon, but remained on Trantor. He may have been advised to this effect by a passerby who happened
to be present on the occasion of the fight. That was another unlooked-for complication.”

The Emperor Cleon frowned. “ Then our mathematician--what it his name?’

“Sdldon, Sire. Hari Seldon.”

“Then this Sddon isout of reech.”

“Inasense, Sire. We have traced his movements and heis now at Streeling University. While
there, heisuntouchable.”

The Emperor scowled and reddened dightly. “I am annoyed at that word ‘ untouchable.” There
should be nowhere in the Empire my hand cannot reach. Y et here, on my own world, you tell me
someone can be untouchable. Insufferablel”

“Y our hand can reach to the Univergity, Sire. Y ou can send in your army and pluck out this
Seldon at any moment you desire. To do so, however, is. . . undesirable.”

“Why don’t you say ‘impractica, * Demerzd. Y ou sound like the mathematician speaking of his
fortune-telling. It ispossible, but impractica. | am an Emperor who finds everything possble, but very
little practica. Remember, Demerzd, if reaching Seldon is not practical, reaching you isentirely so.”

Eto Demerzd let thislast comment pass. The* man behind the throne” knew hisimportance to
the Emperor, he had heard such threats before. He waited in silence while the Emperor glowered.



Drumming hisfingers againgt the arm of his chair, Cleon asked, ..\Well then, what good isthis
mathemdicianto usif heisa Streding Univeraty?’

“It may perhaps be possible, Sire, to snatch use out of adversity. At the University, he may
decide to work on his psychohistory.”

“Eventhough heinggsit' simpractica ?’

“Hemay bewrong and he may find out that heiswrong. And if he finds out that heiswrong, we
would find someway of getting him out of the University. It iseven possible he would join us voluntarily
under those circumstances.”

The Emperor remained lost in thought for awhile, then said, “ And what if someone el se plucks
him out before we do?’

“Who would want to do that, Sire?” asked Demerzdl softly.

“The Mayor of Wye, for one, “ said Cleon, suddenly shouting. “He dreams till of taking over the
Empire”

“Old age hasdrawn hisfangs, Sire.”

“Don’'t you believeit, Demerzd.”

“ And we have no reason for supposing he has any interest in Seldon or even knows of him,
Sre”

“Come on, Demerzdl. If we heard of the paper, so could Wye. If we see the possible importance
of Seldon, so could Wye.”

“If that should happen, “ said Demerzd, “or even if there should be a reasonable chance of its
happening, then we would be justified in taking strong measures.”

“How strong?’

Demerzd said cautioudy, “It might be argued that rather than have Seldon in Wye s hands, we
might prefer to have him in no one' shands. To have him ceaseto exis, Sire”

“To have himkilled, you mean, “ said Cleon.

“If you wish to put it that way, Sire, “ said Demerzd.

20.

Hari Seldon sat back in hischair in the acove that had been assigned to him through Dors
Venahili’ sintervention. He was dissatisfied.

Asamatter of fact, although that was the expression he used in hismind, he knew that it was a
gross underestimation of hisfedings. He was not smply dissatisfied, hewasfurious, dl the more so
because he wasn't sure what it was he was furious about. Was it about the histories? The writers and
compilersof histories? The worlds and people that made the histories?

Whatever the target of hisfury, it didn't redly matter. What counted wasthat his noteswere
useless, his new knowledge was usdless, everything was useless.

He had been at the University now for dmost six weeks. He had managed to find a computer
outlet a the very start and with it had begun work, without ingtruction, but using the ingtincts he had
developed over anumber of years of mathematical |abors. It had been dow and halting, but therewas a
certain pleasure in gradualy determining the routes by which he could get his questions answered.

Then came the week of ingtruction with Dors, which had taught him severd dozen shortcuts and
had brought with it two sets of embarrassments. The first set included the sidel ong glances he received
from the undergraduates, who seemed contemptuoudy aware of his greater age and who were disposed
to frown abit a Dors s constant use of the honorific “Doctor” in addressing him.

“I don’t want them to think, * she said, “that you’ re some backward perpetua student taking
remedid higory.”

“But surely you' ve established the point. Surely, amere * Sddon’ is sufficient now.”

“No, “ Dorssaid and smiled suddenly. “Besides, | liketo cal you ‘Dr. Seldon.’” | like the way
you look uncomfortable each time.”

“Y ou have apeculiar sense of sadistic humor.”



“Would you deprive me?’

For some reason, that made him laugh. Surdly, the naturd reaction would have been to deny
sadism. Somehow he found it pleasant that she accepted the ball of conversation and fired it back. The
thought led to anatural question. “Do you play tennishere a the University?’

“We have courts, but | don’t play.”

“Good. I'll teach you. And when | do, I'll call you Professor Venabili. ©

“That’ swhat you cal mein dassanyway.”

“You'll be surprised how ridiculousit will sound on the tennis court.

“I may gettolikeit.”

“Inthat case, | will try to find what se you might get to like.”

“| see you have a peculiar sense of salacious humor.”

She had put that bal in that spot ddliberately and he said, “Would you deprive me?’

She smiled and later did surprisngly well on the tennis court. “ Are you sure you never played
tennis?’ he said, puffing, after one session.

“Pogtive, “ shesad.

The other set of embarrassments was more private. He learned the necessary techniques of
historical research and then burned-in private at his earlier attempts to make use of the computer’s
memory. It was amply an entirdly different mindset from that used in mathematics. It was equdly logicd,
he supposed, sinceit could be used, consistently and without error, to move in whatever direction he
wanted to, but it was a substantially different brand of logic from that to which he was accustomed.

But with or without ingtructions, whether he sumbled or moved in swiftly, hesmply didn’t get
any results.

His annoyance madeitself felt on the tennis court. Dors quickly reached the stage where it was
no longer necessary to lob easy bals at her to give her timeto judge direction and distance. That made it
easy to forget that she was just abeginner and he expressed his anger in his swing, firing the ball back at
her asthough it were alaser beam made solid.

She cametrotting up to the net and said, “1 can understand your wanting to kill me, since it must
annoy you to watch me miss the shots so often. How isit, though, that you managed to miss my head by
about three centimetersthat time? | mean, you didn’t even nick me. Can’'t you do better than that?”

Sdldon, horrified, tried to explain, but only managed to sound incoherent.

She said, “Look. I’'m not going to face any other returns of yourstoday, so why don’'t we
shower and then get together for some teaand whatever and you can tell mejust what you were trying to
kill. If it wasn't my poor head and if you don’t get the redl victim off your chest, you'll be entirely too
dangerous on the other side of the net for me to want to serve asatarget.”

Over teahe said, “Dors, I’ ve scanned history after history; just scanned, browsed. | haven't had
time for deep study yet. Even o, it’' s become obvious. All the book-films concentrate on the same few
events”

“Crucia ones. History-making ones.”

“That'sjust an excuse. They're copying each other. There are twenty five million worlds out
there and there’ s Sgnificant mention of perhaps twentyfive.”

Dorssad, “You'rereading general Galactic histories only. Look up the specid histories of some
of the minor worlds. On every world, however smdl, the children are taught local histories before they
ever find out there’ sagreat big Galaxy outside. Don't you yourself know more about Helicon, right now,
than you know about therise of Trantor or of the Gresat Interstellar War?’

“That sort of knowledgeislimited too, “ said Seldon gloomily. “1 know Heliconian geography
and the Stories of its settlement and of the malfeasance and misfeasance of the planet Jennisek, that’s our
traditional enemy, though our teachers carefully told usthat we ought to say ‘traditiond rival.’” But | never
learned anything about the contributions of Helicon to generd Gaactic history.”

“Maybe there weren't any.”

“Don’'t be slly. Of course there were. There may not have been great, huge space battles
involving Helicon or crucid rebellions or peace tregties. There may not have been some Imperia



competitor making his base on Helicon. But there must have been subtle influences. Surely, nothing can
happen anywhere without affecting everywhere ese. Y et there' snothing | can find' to help me. wee here,
Dors. In mathematics, dl can be found in the computer; everything we know or have found out in twenty
thousand years. In history, that’ s not so. Historians pick and choose and every one of them picks and
chooses the same thing.”

“But, Hari, “ said Dors, “mathematicsis an orderly thing of human invention. Onething follows
from another. There are definitions and axioms, dl of which areknown. Itis. . .itis. .. dl one piece.
Higtory isdifferent. It isthe unconscious working out of the deeds and thoughts of quadrillions of human
beings. Historians must pick and choose.”

“Exactly, “ said Sddon, “but | must know dl of higtory if I am to work out the laws of
psychohistory.”

“In that case, you won't ever formulate the laws of psychohistory.”

That was yesterday. Now Seldon sat in his chair in hisacove, having spent another day of utter
falure, and he could hear Dors svoice saying, “In that case, you won't ever formulate the laws of
psychohistory.”

It waswhat he had thought to begin with and if it hadn’t been for Hummin's conviction to the
contrary and his odd ability to fire Seldon with his own blaze of conviction, Seldon would have continued
to think so.

And yet neither could he quite let go. Might there not be some way out?

He couldn’t think of any.

Upperside

TRANTOR- . .. Itisamost never pictured asaworld seen from space. It haslong since
captured the generd mind of humanity asaworld of the interior and theimageisthat of the human hive
that existed under the domes. Y et there was an exterior aswell and there are holographs that till remain
that were taken from gpace and show varying degrees of devil (see Figures 14 and |15 ). Note that the
surface of the domes, the interface of the vast city and the overlying aimosphere, asurface referred toin
itstimeas*Upperdde, “ is. ..

ENCYCLOPEDIA GALACTICA

21.

Y et the following day found Hari Seldon back in thelibrary. For one thing, there was his promise
to Hummin. He had promised to try and he couldn’t very well make it a halfhearted process. For
another, he owed something to himsdlf too. He resented having to admit failure. Not yet, at least. Not
while he could plausibly tdl himself he wasfollowing up leads.

So he stared at the list of reference book-films he had not yet checked through and tried to
decide which of the unappetizing number had the dightest chance of being useful to him. He had about
decided that the answer was * none of the above” and saw no way out but to look at samples of each
when he was startled by a gentle tap againgt the dcove wall.

Seldon looked up and found the embarrassed face of Usung Rands peering at him around the
edge of the alcove opening. Seldon knew Randa, had been introduced to him by Dors, and had dined
with him (and with others) on severd occasions.

Randa, an ingructor in psychology, was alittle man, short and plump, with around cheerful face
and an amost perpetua smile. He had a sallow complexion and the narrowed eyes so characteristic of
people on millions of worlds. Seldon knew that appearance well, for there were many of the grest
mathematicians who had borneit, and he had frequently seen their holograms. Y et on Helicon he had
never seen one of these Easterners. (BY tradition they were called that, though no one knew why; and the
Easterners themsalves were said to resent the term to some degree, but again no one knew why.)



“There smillions of us here on Trantor, “ Randa had said, smiling with no trace of
self-consciousness, when Seldon, on first meeting him, had not been able to repress dl trace of startled
aurprise. “You'll also find lot of Southerners, dark skins, tightly curled hair. Did you ever see one?’

“Not on Helicon, “ muttered Seldon.

“All Westerners on Helicon, en? How dull! But it doesn’'t matter. Takesdl kinds.” (Heleft
Seldon wondering at the fact that there were Easterners, Southerners, and Westerners, but no
Northerners. He had tried finding an answer to why that might bein his reference searches and had not
succeeded.)

And now Randa s good-natured face was |ooking at him with an amost ludicrous look of
concern. Hesad, “Areyou dl right, Seldon?’

Seldon stared. “ Y es, of course. Why shouldn't | be?’

“I'm just going by sounds, my friend. Y ou were screaming.”

“Screaming?’ Seldon looked at him with offended disbdlief.

“Not loud. Likethis” Ranch gritted histeeth and emitted a strangled high-pitched sound from the
back of histhroat. “If I'm wrong, | gpologize for this unwarranted intrusion on you. Please forgive me.”

Sdldon hung his head. “ Y ou're forgiven, Lisung. | do make that sound sometimes, I'm told. |
assureyou it sunconscious. I'm never aware of it.”

“Areyou avare why you makeit?’

“Yes. Frudration. Frustration. “

Randa beckoned Seldon closer and lowered his voice further. “We' re disturbing people. Let’s
come out to the lounge before we' re thrown out.”

Inthelounge, over apair of mild drinks, Randasaid, “May | ask you, asamatter of professona
interest, why you are feding frustration?’

Sddon shrugged. “Why does one usudly fed frugtration? 1’ m tackling something inwhich | am
making no progress.”

“But you' re amathematician, Hari. Why should anything in the history library frustrate you?’

“What were you doing here?’

“Passing through as part of a shortcut to where | was going when | heard you . . . moaning. Now
you see’, and he smiled, “it’ sno longer a shortcut, but a serious delay-one that | welcome, however.”

“I wish | werejust passing through the history library, but I'm trying to solve amathematical
problem that requires some knowledge of history and I’'m afraid I’'m not handling it well.”

Randa stared at Seldon with an unusually solemn expression on hisface, then he said, “ Pardon
me, but | must run the risk of offending you now. I’ ve been computering you.”

“Computering me.!” Seldon’s eyes widened. Hefet digtinctly angry.

“I have offended you. But, you know, | had an uncle who was a mathematician. Y ou might even
have heard of him: Kiangtow Randa.”

Seldon drew in hisbregth. “ Are you ardative of that Randa?’

“Yes. Heismy father’ s older brother and he was quite displeased with me for not following in his
footsteps, he has no children of hisown. | thought somehow that it might please him that | had met a
mathematician and | wanted to boast of you, if | could, so | checked what information the mathematics
library might have”

“I see. And that’ swhat you were redly doing there. Wdll, I’'m sorry. | don’t suppose you could
do much boasting.”

“Y ou suppose wrong. | wasimpressed. | couldn’t make heads or tails of the subject matter of
your papers, but somehow the information seemed to be very favorable. And when | checked the news
files, | found you were at the Decennial Convention earlier thisyear. So . . . what' s ‘ psychohistory, *
anyway? Obvioudy, the first two syllables stir my curiosty.”

“| seeyou got that word out of it.”

“Unless|’mtotaly mided, it seemed to me that you can work out the future course of history.”

Seldon nodded wesarily, “That, more or less, iswhat psychohistory isor, rather, what it is
intended to be.”



“Butisit aserious study?’ Randawas smiling. “Y ou don't just throw sticks?’

“throw gticks?’

“That' sjust areference to agame played by children on my home planet of Hopara. The gameis
supposed to tell the future and if you' re asmart kid, you can make agood thing out of it. Tell amother
that her child will grow up beautiful and marry arich man and it'sgood for apiece of cakeor a
half-credit piece on the spot. Sheisn’t going to wait and seeif it comestrue; you are rewarded just for
syingit.”

“I see. No, | don't throw sticks. Psychohistory isjust an abstract study. Strictly abstract. It has
no practical application at al, except--"

“Now we re getting to it. Exceptions are what are interesting.”

“Except that | would like to work out such an application. Perhapsif | knew more about
history--"

“Ah, that iswhy you are reading history?’

“Yes, but it doesme no good, “ said Seldon sadly. “Thereistoo much history and thereistoo
little of it that istold.”

“And that’ swhat’ sfrugtrating you?’

Seldon nodded.

Randasad, “But, Hari, you ve only been here amatter of weeks.”

“True, but aready | can see---"

“You can't see anything in afew weeks. Y ou may have to spend your whole lifetime making one
little advance. It may take many generations of work by many mathematiciansto make areal inroad on
the problem.”

“I know that, Lisung, but that doesn’t make me fed better. | want to make some visible progress
mysdf.”

“Widll, driving yourself to distraction won't help ether. If it will make you fed better, | can give
you an example of asubject much less complex than human history that people have been working for |
don’t know how long without making much progress. | know because agroup isworking on it right here
at the University and one of my good friendsisinvolved. Tak about frustration! Y ou don’t know what
frugtration id”

“What' sthe subject?” Sddon fdt asmall curiosity stirring within him.

“Meteorology.”

“Meteorology!” Sdldon felt revolted at the anticlimax.

“Don’t make faces. Look. Every inhabited world has an atmosphere. Every world hasitsown
atmaospheric compaosition, its own temperature range, its own rotation and revolution rate, its own axia
tipping, it'sown land-water distribution. We ve got twenty five million different problems and no one has
succeeded in finding agenerdization.”

“.that’ s because atmospheric behavior easily enters a chaotic phase. Everyone knowsthat.”

“So my friend Jenarr Leggen says. Y ou' vemet him.”

Seldon consdered. “ Tal fellow? Long nose? Doesn't speak much?’

“That' sthe one. And Trantor itsalf isabigger puzzle than dmost any world. According to the
records, it had afairly normal weather pattern when it was first settled. Then, asthe population grew and
urbanization spread, more energy was used and more heat was discharged into the amosphere. Theice
cover contracted, the cloud layer thickened, and the weether got lousier. That encouraged the movement
underground and st off avicious cycle. The worse the weather got, the more eagerly the land was dug
into and the domes built and the wegther got still worse. Now the planet has become aworld of amost
incessant cloudiness and frequent rains, or snowswhen it’s cold enough. The only thing isthat no one can
work it out properly. No one hasworked out an andysisthat can explain why the weather has
deteriorated quire asit has or how one can reasonably predict the details of its day-today changes.”

Sdldon shrugged. “Isthat sort of thing important?’

“Toameteorologist it is. Why can't they be asfrustrated over their problems asyou are over
yours? Don't be a project chauvinist.”.



Seldon remembered the cloudiness and the dank chill on the way to the Emperor’ s Palace.

Hesad, “ So what' s being done about it?’

“Wall, there' sabig project on the matter here a the University end Jenarr Leggen ispart of it.
They fed that if they can understand the weather change on Trantor, they will learn agreat dedl about the
basic laws of generd meteorology. Leggen wantsthat as much as you want your laws of psychohistory.
So he has set up anincredible array of instruments of al kinds Upperside. . . you know, above the
domes. It hasn't helped them so far. And if there’ s so much work being done for many generations on
the atmosphere, without results, how can you complain that you haven't gotten anything out of human
history in afew weeks?’

Randawas right, Seldon thought, and he himself was being unreasonable and wrong. And yet . . .
and yet . . . Hummin would say that thisfailurein the scientific attack on problems was another sign of the
degeneration of the times. Perhaps he was right, aso, except that he was speaking of ageneral
degeneration and average effect. Seldon fet no degeneration of ability and mentdity in himsdlf.

He said with some interest then, 'Y ou mean that people climb up out of the domes and into the
open air above?’

“Yes. Uppersde. It'safunny thing, though. Most native Trantorianswon't doit. They don't like
to go Upperside. The idea gives them vertigo or something. Most of those working on the meteorology
project are Outworlders.”

Seldon looked out of the window and the lawns and small garden of the University campus,
brilliantly lit without shadows or oppressive heat, and said thoughtfully, “1 don’t know that | can blame
Trantoriansfor liking the comfort of being within, but | should think curiosity would drive come
Upperside. It would drive me.”

“Do you mean that you would like to see meteorology in action?’

“I think 1 would. How does one get Upperside?’

“Nothing to it. An elevator rakes you up, adoor opens, and there you are. I’ ve been up there.
It's...nove.”

“It would get my mind off psychohistory for awhile” Seldon sighed. “I'd welcome that.”

“On the other hand, “ said Randy, “my uncle used to say, ‘ All knowledgeisone, * and he may be
right. Y ou may learn something from meteorology that will help you with your psychohigtory. Isn't that
possible?”

Seldon smiled weakly. “A great many things are possible.” And to himself he added: But not
practical.

22.

Dors seemed amused. “Meteorology?’

Seldon said, “Yes. There' swork scheduled for tomorrow and I'll go up with them.”

“Areyoutired of history?’

Seldon nodded his head somberly. “Yes, | am. I'll welcome the change. Besides, Randy saysit’'s
another problem that’ s too massive for mathematics to handle and it will do me good to see that my
gtuationisn’t unique.”

“I hope you' re not agoraphobic.”

Sdldon smiled. “No, I'm not, but | see why you ask. Randy saysthat Trantorians are frequently
agoraphobic and won't go Upperside. | imagine they fed uncomfortable without a protective enclosure.”

Dors nodded. “Y ou can see where that would be natura, but there are also many Trantorians
who are to be found among the planets of the Galaxy-tourists, administrators, soldiers. And agoraphobia
isn't particularly rarein the Outworlds either.”

“That may be, Dors, but I'm not agoragphobic. | am curious and | welcome the change, so I'll be
joining them tomorrow.”

Does hesitated. “1 should go up with you, but | have a heavy schedule tomorrow. gill, if you're
not agoraphobic, you' | have no trouble and you' Il probably enjoy yourself. Oh, and stay closeto the



meteorologists. I’ ve heard of people getting lost up there”
“I'll be careful. It'salong time since I’ ve gotten truly lost anywhere.”

23.

Jenarr Leggen had adark look about him. It was not so much his complexion, which wasfair
enough. It was not even his eyebrows, which were thick and dark enough. It was, rather, that those
eyebrows were hunched over degp-set eyes and along and rather prominent nose. He had, asaresult, a
most unmerry look. His eyes did not smile and when he spoke, which wasn't often, he had adeep,
strong voice, surprisngly resonant for hisrather thin body.

Hesad, “You'll need warmer clothing than that, Seldon.”

Seldon said, “Oh?’ and looked abouit.

There were two men and two women who were making ready to go up with Leggen and Seldon
And, asin Leggen’sown case, their rather satiny Trantorian clothing was covered by thick swesaters that,
not surprisingly, were brightly colored in bold designs. No two were even faintly aike, of course.

Seldon looked down at himsdlf and said, “ Sorry, | didn’t know but | don’t have any suitable
outer garment.”

“I can giveyou one. | think there' s a spare here somewhere. Yes, hereitis. A little threadbare,
but it' s better than nothing.”

“Wearing swesters like these tan make you unpleasantly warm, “ said Seldon.

“Herethey would, “ said Leggen. “Other conditions exist Upperside. Cold and windy. Too bad |
don’t have spare leggings and boots for you too. Y ou'll want them later.”

They were taking with them atart of instruments, which they were testing one by one with what
Sdldon thought was unnecessary downess.

“Y our home planet cold?’ asked Leggen.

Sddon sad, “Partsof it, of course. The part of Helicon | come from ismild and often rainy.”

“Too bad. Y ouwon't like the weather Upperside.”

“I think I can manage to endureit for thetime we Il be up there.”

When they were ready, the group filed into an elevator that was marked: OFFICIAL USE
ONLY.

“That’ sbecause it goes Upperside, “ said one of the young women, “and people aren’t supposed
to be up there without good reason.”

Seldon had not met the young woman before, but he had heard her addressed as Clowzia. He
didn’t know if that was afirst name, alast name, or anickname.

The devator seemed no different from others that Seldon had been on, ether here on Trantor or
at homein Helicon (barring, of course, the gravitic lift he and Hummin had used), but there was
something about knowing that it was going to take him out of the confines of the planet and into
emptiness above that made it fed like a spaceship.

Sddon amiled internaly. A foolish fantasy.

The devator quivered dightly, which remind Seldon of Hummin'sforebodings of Galactic decay.
Leggen, aong with the other men and one of the women, seemed frozen and waiting, as though they had
suspended thought aswell as activity until they could get out, but Clowzia kept glancing at him asthough
shefound him terribly impressive.

Seldon leaned close and whispered to her (he hesitated to disturb the others), “ Are we going up
vey high?’

“High?’" she repeated. She spokein anorma voice, gpparently not fedling that the others
required silence. She seemed very young and it occurred to Seldon that she was probably an
undergraduate. An apprentice, perhaps.

“WEe retaking along time. Upperside must be many storieshighintheair.”

For amoment, she looked puzzled. Then, “Oh no. Not high at all. We started very deep. The
University isat alow level. We use agreat deal of energy and if we' re quire deep, the energy costsare



lower.”

Leggen sad, “All right. We re here. Lets get the equipment out.”

The elevator stopped with asmall shudder and the wide door did open rapidly. The temperature
dropped at once and Seldon thrust his hands into his pockets and was very glad he had asweater on. A
coldwind stirred his hair and it occurred to him that he would have found ahat useful and, even ashe
thought that, Leggen pulled something out of afold in his swester, snapped it open, and put it on his
head. The others did the same.

Only Clowzia hesitated. She paused just before she put hers on, then offered it to Seldon.

Seldon shook hishead. “I can’t take your hat, Clowzia.”

“Go ahead. | have long hair and it’ s pretty thick. Yoursisshort and alittle. . . thin.”

Sdaldon would have liked to deny that firmly and at another time he would have. Now, however,
he took the hat and mumbled, “Thank you. If your head getscold, I'll giveit back.”

Maybe shewasn’t so young. It was her round face, dmost a baby face. And now that she had
caled attention to her hair, he could seethat it was acharming russet shade. He had never seen hair quite
like that on Helicon.

Outside it was cloudy, asit had been the time he was taken across open country to the Palace. It
was considerably colder than it had been then, but he assumed that was because they were six weeks
farther into winter. The clouds were thicker than they had been on the earlier occasion and the day was
digtinctly darker and threatening, or wasit just closer to night? Surely, they wouldn't come up to do
important work without leaving themsalves an ample period of daylight to doiit in. Or did they expect to
takevery littletime?

Hewould have liked to have asked, but it occurred to him that they might not like questions at
thistime. All of them seemed to bein states varying from excitement to anger.

Seldon ingpected his surroundings.

He was standing on something that he thought might be dull meta from the sound it made when
he surreptitioudy thumped hisfoot down onit. It was not bare metal, however. When he waked, he left
footprints. The surface was clearly covered by dust or fine sand or clay.

Wédl, why not? There could scarcely be anyone coming up here to dust the place. He bent down
to pinch up some of the matter out of curiogty.

Clowzia had come up to him. She noticed what he was doing and said, with the air of a
housewife caught at an embarrassing negligence, “We do sweep hereabouts for the sake of the
instruments. It's much worse most places Upperside, but it redly doesn’t matter. It makesfor insulation,
you know.”

Seldon grunted and continued to look about. There was no chance of understanding the
insruments that |ooked as though they were growing out of the thin soil (if one could cdll it that). He
hadn’t the faintest idea of what they were or what they measured.

Leggen waswaking toward him. Hewas picking up hisfeet and putting them down gingerly and
it occurred to Seldon that he was doing so to avoid jarring the instruments. He made amenta note to
walk that way himsdif.

“You! Sddon!”

Sdldon didn’t quite like the tone of voice. Hereplied coally, “Yes, Dr. Leggen?’

“Weéll, Dr. Sddon, then.” He sad it impatiently. “That little fellow Randatold meyou area
mathemdtician.”

“Thet' sWit.”

“A good one?’

“I"d liketo think so, but it' sahard thing to guarantee.”

“And you'reinterested in intractable problems?’

Sdldon said fedlingly, “I'm stuck with one.”

“I’'m stuck with another. Y ou're free to look about. If you have any questions, our intern,
Clowzia, will help out. Y ou might be ableto help us.”

“I would be delighted to, but I know nothing about meteorology.”



“That'sdl right, Sdldon. | just want you to get afed for thisthing and then I’ d like to discuss my
mathematics, such asitis”

“I'm at your service”

Leggen turned away, hislong scowling fare looking grim. Then he turned back. “If you get cold,
too cold, the elevator door is open. Y ou just step in and touch the spot marked; UNIVERSITY BASE.
It will take you down and the elevator will then return to us autometicaly. Clowziawill show you if you
forget.”

“I won't forget.”

Thistime he did leave and Seldon looked after him, feeling the cold wind knife through his
swester. Clowzia came back over to him, her face dightly reddened by that wind.

Sdldon said, “Dr. Leggen seems annoyed. Or isthat just his ordinary outlook on life?’

She giggled. “He does ook annoyed most of thetime, but right now heredly is”

Sddon sad very naturdly, “Why?”

Clowzialooked over her shoulder, her long hair swirling. Then she said, “I' m not supposed to
know, but | do just the same. Dr. Leggen had it al figured out that today, just a thistime, there was
going to be abreak in the clouds and he’ d been planning to make specia measurementsin sunlight. Only
... wdll, look at the wegther.”

Seldon nodded.

“We have holovision receivers up here, so he knew it was cloudy worse than usud and | guess
he was hoping there would be something wrong with the instruments so that it would be their fault and not
that of histheory. So far, though, they haven't found anything out of the way.”

“And that' swhy he looks so unhappy.”

“Wdll, he never looks happy. “

Seldon looked about, squinting. Despite the clouds, the light was harsh. He became aware that
the surface under hisfeet was not quire horizontal. He was standing on a shalow dome and as he looked
outward there were other domesin dl directions, with different widths and heights.

“Upperside seemsto beirregular, “ he said.

“Modtly, I think. Thai stheway it worked out.”

“Any reason for it?’

“Not redly. Theway I've heard it explained | looked around and asked, just as you did, you
know-was that originaly the people on Trantor domed in places, shopping malls, sports arenas, things
like that, then whole towns, so that (here were lots of domes here and there, with different heights and
different widths. When they dl came together, it was dl uneven, but by that time, people decided that’s
theway it ought to be.”

“Y ou mean that something quite accidental came to be viewed asatradition?’

“ | suppose s, if you want to put it that way.”

(If something quite accidental can easily become viewed as atradition and he made unbreskable
or nearly so, thought Seldon, would that be alaw of psychohistory? It sounded trivia, but how many
other laws, equdly trivid, might there be? A million? A hillion? Were there ardatively few generd laws
from which these trivia ones could be derived as corollaries? How could he say? For awhile, lost in
thought, he dmaost forgot the biting wind.)

Clowziawas aware of that wind, however, for she shuddered and said, “It' svery nagty. It's
much better under the dome.”

“Areyou aTrantorian?’ asked Seldon.

“That’sright.”

Sdldon remembered Ranch’ sdismissal of Trantorians as agorgphobic and said, “ Do you mind
being up here?’

“I hateit, “ said Clowzia, “but | want my degree and my specialty and status and Dr. Leggen
says| can't get it without somefield work. So here | am, hating it, especidly when it'sso cold. Whenit's
this cold, by theway, you wouldn't dream that vegetation actually grows on these domes, would you?’

“It doer?., Helooked at Clowzia sharply, suspecting some sort of practical joke designed to



make him look foolish. Shelooked totally innocent, but how much of that was rea and how much was
just her baby face?

“Oh sure. Even here, when it swarmer. Y ou notice the soil here? We keep it swept away
because of our work, as| said, but in other places it accumulates here and there and is especialy degp in
the low places where the domes meet. Plantsgrow iniit.”

“But where does the soil come from?’

“When the dome covered just part of the planet, the wind deposited soil on them, little by little.
Then, when Trantor was al covered and the living levels were dug deeper and deeper, some of the
material dug up, if suitable, would be spread over the top.”

“Surdly, it would break down the domes.”

“Oh no. The domes are very strong and they’ re supported almost everywhere. The ideawas,
according to abook-film | viewed, that they were going to grow crops Upperside, but it turned out to be
much more practica to do it insgde the dome. Y east and algae could be cultivated within the domes too,
taking the pressure off the usua crops, so it was decided to let Upperside go wild. There areanimason
Upperside too butterflies, bees, mice, rabbits. Lots of them.”

“Won't the plant roots damage the domes?’

“In thousands of yearsthey haven't. The domes are treated so that they repel the roots. Most of
the growth isgrass, but there are treestoo. Y ou’ d be able to see for yoursdlf if this were the warm
season or if we were farther south or if you were up in aspaceship.” Shelooked at him with asdewise
flick of her eyes, “ Did you see Trantor when you were coming down from space?’

“No, Clowzia, | must confess| didn’t. The hypership was never well placed for viewing. Have
you ever seen Trantor from space?’

She smiled weskly. “I’ ve never been in space.”

Seldon looked about. Gray everywhere.

“I can’'t make mysdlf believeit, “ he said. “ About vegetation Upperside, | mean.”

“It’ strue, though. I’ ve heard people say, otherworlders, like yoursdlf, who did see Trantor from
space, that the planet looks green, like alawn, becauseit’'s mostly grass and underbrush. There are trees
too, actualy. There sacopse not very far from here. I’ve seen it. They’re evergreens and they’re up to
gx metershigh.”

“Where?’

“You can’'t seeit from here. Its on the other sde of adome. It's-"

Thecdl cameout thinly. (Seldon redlized they had been walking while they had been talking and
had moved away from the immediate vicinity of the others.) “ Clowzia. Get back here. We need you.”

Clowziasad, “Uh-oh. Coming. Sorry, Dr. Seldon, | haveto go.” Sheran off, managing to step
lightly despite her lined boors.

Had she been playing with him? Had she been filling the gullible foreigner with amess of liesfor
amusement’ s sake? Such things had been known to happen on every world and in every time. An air of
transparent honesty was no guide either; in fact, successful Wetdlerswould deliberately cultivate just
suchanair.

So could there redlly be six-meter trees Upperside? Without thinking much about it, he moved in
the direction of the highest dome on the horizon. He swung hisarmsin an attempt to warm himsdlf. And
his feet were getting cold.

Clowziahadn't pointed. She might have, to give him ahint of the direction of the trees, but she
didn’t. Why didn’t she? To be sure, she had been caled away.

The domes were broad rather than high, which was a good thing, Since otherwise the going
would have been considerably more difficult. On the other hand, the gentle grade meant trudging a
distance before he could top a dome and look down the other side.

Eventudly, he could see the other side of the dome he had climbed. He looked back to make
sure he could il seethe meteorologists and their instruments. They were agood way off, in adistant
valey, but he could see them clearly enough. Good.

He saw no copse, no trees, but there was a depression that snaked about between two domes.



Along each side of that crease, the soil was thicker and there were occasional green smears of what
might be moss. If he followed the crease and if it got low enough and the soil wasthick enough, there
might be trees.

Helooked back, trying to fix landmarksin his mind, but there were just the rise and fal of
domes. It made him hesitate and Dors swarning againgt his being lost, which had seemed arather
unnecessary piece of advice then, made more sense now. Still, it seemed clear to him that the crease was
akind of road. If hefollowed it for some distance, he only had to turn about and follow it back to return
to this spot.

He strode off purposefully, following the rounded crease downward. There was a soft rumbling
noise above, but he didn’'t giveit any thought. He had made up his mind that he wanted to see trees and
that was all that occupied him at the moment.

The moss grew thicker and spread out like a carpet and here and there grassy tufts had sprung
up. Despite the desol ation Upperside, the moss was bright green and it occurred to Seldon that on a
cloudy, overcast planet there waslikely to be considerablerain.

The crease continued to curve and there, just above another dome, was adark smudge against
the gray sky and he knew he had found the trees.

Then, asthough his mind, having been liberated by the sight of those trees, could turn to other
things, Seldon took note of the rumble he had heard before and had, without thinking, dismissed asthe
sound of machinery. Now he consdered that possibility: Wasit, indeed, the sound of machinery?

Why not? He was standing on one of the myriad domes that covered hundreds of millions of
sguare kilometers of the worldcity. There must be machinery of al kinds hidden under those domes,
ventilation motors, for one thing. Maybe it could be heard, where and when al the other sounds of the
world-city were absent.

Except that it did not seem to come from the ground. He looked up at the dreary featureless sky.
Nothing.

He continued to scan the sky, vertical creases appearing between his eyes and then, far off

It wasasmall dark spot, showing up against the gray. And whatever it wasit seemed to be
moving about as though getting its bearings before it was obscured by the clouds again.

Then, without knowing why, he thought, They're after me.

And amost before he could work out aline of action, he had taken one. He ran desperately
along the crease toward the trees and then, to reach them more quickly, he turned left and hurtled up and
over alow dome, treading through brown and dying fernlike overgrowth, including thorny sprigswith
bright red berries.

24,

Sdldon panted, facing atree, holding it closely, embracing it. He watched for the flying object to
make its gppearance again so that he could back about the tree and hide on the far side, like asquirrel.

The tree was cold, its bark was rough, it gave no comfort, but it offered cover. Of course, that
might be insufficient, if he was being searched for with a heat-seeker, but, on the other hand, the cold
trunk of atree might blur even that.

Below him was hard-pecked soil. Even in thismoment of hiding, of attempting to see his pursuer
while remaining unseen, he could not help wondering how thick the soil might be, how long it had taken
to accumulate, many domesin the warmer areas of Trantor tarried forests on their back, and whether the
trees were adways confined to the creases between domes, leaving the higher regions to moss, grass, and
underbrush.

He saw it again. It was not a hypership, nor even an ordinary airjet. It was ajet-down. He could
seethefaint glow of theion trails corning out at the vertices of ahexagon, neutralizing the gravitationa
pull and alowing the wingsto keep it doft like alarge soaring bird. It was avehicle that could hover and
explore aplanetary terrain.

It was only the clouds than had saved him. Even if they were using heat-seekers, that would only



indicate there were people below. The jetdown would have make atentative dive below the banked
caling beforeit could hope to know how many human beings there were and whether any of them might
be the particular person the patties aboard were seeking.

The jet-down was closer now, but it couldn’t hide from him either. The rumble of the engine gave
it away and they couldn’t rum that off, not aslong as they wished to continue their search. Seldon knew
the jetdowns, for on Helicon or on any undomed world with skies that cleared now and then, they were
common, with many in private hands.

Of what poss ble use would jet-downs be on Trantor, with al the human life of the world under
domes, with low cloud ceilings dl but perpetua-except for afew government vehicles designed for just
this purpose, that of picking up awanted person who had been lured above the domes?

Why not? Government forces could nor enter the grounds of the University, but perhaps Seldon
was no longer on the grounds. He was on top of the domes which might be outside the jurisdiction of any
locd government. An Imperid vehicle might have every right to land on any part of the dome and
question or remove any person found upon is Hummin had not warned him of this, but perhaps he had
merely not thought of doing so.

Thejet-down was even closer now, nosing about like ablind beast sniffing out its prey. Would it
occur to them to search this group of trees? Would they land and send out an armed soldier or two to
beat through the copse?

And if so, what could he do? He was unarmed and all his quicktwist agility would be usdess
againg the agonizing pain of aneuronic whip.

It was not attempting to land. Either they missed the significance of the trees

Or...

A new thought suddenly hit him. What if thiswasn't a pursuit vessd at al? What if it was part of
the meteorological testing? Surely, meteorol ogists would want to test the upper reaches of the
atmosphere.

Was heafool to hidefrom it?

The sky was getting darker. The clouds were getting thicker or, much more likely, night was
fdling.

And it was getting colder and would get colder still. Was he going to stay out here freezing
because a perfectly harmless jetdown had made an appearance and had activated a sense of parancia
that he had never felt before? He had a strong impulse to leave the copse and get back to the
meteorological station.

After dl, how would the man Hummin feared so much Demercel-know that Seldon would, at this
particular time, be Upperside and ready to be taken?

For amoment, that seemed conclusive and, shivering with the cold, he moved out from behind
thetree.

And then he scurried back as the vessel regppeared even closer than before. He hadn’t seen it
do anything that would seem to be meteorologicd. It did nothing that might be considered sampling,
measuring, or testing. Would he see such thingsif they took place? He did not know the precise sort of
instruments the jet-down carried or how they worked. If they were doing meteorologica work, he might
not be ableto tell. -Still, could he take the chance of coming into the open?

After dl, what if Demerzd did know of his presence Upperside, smply because an agent of his,
working in the University, knew about it and had reported the matter. Listing Randa, that cheerful, smiling
little Easterner, had suggested he go Upperside. He had suggested it quite forcefully and the subject had
not arisen naturally out of the conversation; at least, not naturally enough. Wasit possblethat hewasa
government agent and had aerted Demerzel somehow?

Then there was L eggen, who had given him the sweater. The sweater was useful, but why hadn’t
Leggen told him he would need one earlier so he could get his own? Was there something specid about
the one he was wearing? It was uniformly purple, while dl the others indulged in the Trantorian fashion
of bright patterns. Anyone looking down from aheight would see amoving dull blotch in among others
that were bright and know immediately whom they wanted.



And Clowzia? She was supposedly Upperside to learn meteorology and help the meteorologists.
How wasit possible that she could cometo him, talk to him at ease, and quietly walk him away from the
others and isolate him so that he could easily be picked up?

For that matter, what about Dors Venabili? She knew he was going Upperside. She did not stop
it. She might have gone with him, but she was conveniently busy.

It was aconspiracy. Surely, it was a conspiracy.

He had convinced himself now and there was no further thought of getting out from the shelter of
thetrees. (Hisfeet felt like lumps of ice and stamping them against the ground seemed to do no good.)
Would the jet-down never leave?

And even as he thought that, the pitch of the engine s rumble heightened and the jet-down rose
into the clouds and faded away.

Sdldon listened eagerly, dert to the smalest sound, making sureit wasfinaly gone. And then,
even after he was sure it was gone, he wondered if that wasjust adevice to flush him out of hiding. He
remained where he was while the minutes dowly crawled on and night continued to fall.

And findly, when he felt that the true aternative to taking the chance of coming out in the open
wasthat of freezing into insengbility, he stepped out and moved cautioudy beyond the shelter of the
trees.

It was dusky twilight, after dl. They couldn’t detect him except by a hear-seeker, but, if so, he
would hear die jet-down return. He waited just beyond the trees, counting to himself, ready to hidein the
copse again at the smallest sound-though what good that would do him once he was spotted, he couldn’t
imagine

Sdldon looked about. If he could find the meteorol ogists, they would surely have artificid light,
but except for that, there would be nothing.

He could still just make out his surroundings, but in amatter of aquarter of an hour, haf an hour
at the outside, he would not. With no lights and acloudy sky above, it would be dark-completely dark.

Desperate at the prospect of being enveloped in total darkness, Seldon redlized that he would
have to find hisway back to the crease that had brought him there as quickly as possible and retrace his
geps. Folding hisarmstightly around himsdlf for warmth, he set off in what he thought was the direction
of the crease between the domes.

There might, of course, be more than one crease leading away from the copse, but he dimly
made out some of the sprigs of berries he had seen coming in, which now looked almost black rather
than bright red. He could not delay. He had to assume he was right. He moved up the crease asfast as
he might, guided by failing sght and by the vegetation underfoot.

But he couldn’t stay in the crease forever. He had come over what had seemed to him to be the
tallest domein sight and had found a crease that cut at right angles across his line of approach. By his
reckoning, he should now turn right, then sharp left, and that would put him on the path toward the
meteorologists dome.

Sdldon made the left turn and, lifting his head, he could just make out the curve of adome against
the fractionally lighter sky. That had to beit!

Or wasthat only wishful thinking?

He had no choice but to assume it wasn't. Keeping his eye on the peak so that he could movein
areasonably straight line, he headed for it as quickly as he could. As he got closer, he could make out
theline of dome against sky with less and less certainty asit loomed larger and larger. Soon, if hewas
correct, he would be going up a gentle dope and when that dope became level he would be able to ook
down the other side and see the lights of the meteorologists.

Inthe inky dark, he could not tell what lay in his path. Wishing therewere & least afew sortsto
shed some light, he wondered if thiswas how it felt to be blind. He waved hisarms before him asif they
were antennae.

It was growing colder by the minute and he paused occasiondly to blow on his hands and hold
them under hisarmpits. He wished earnestly he could do the samefor hisfeet. By now, hethought, if it
started to precipitate, it would be snow-or, worse yet, dest.



On. .. on. There was nothing else to do.

Eventudly, it ssemed to him that he was moving downward. That was either wishful thinking or
he had topped the dome.

He stopped. If he had topped the dome, he should be able to seethe artificia light of the
meteorologica gation. Hewould see the lights carried by the meteorol ogists themselves, sparkling or
dancing likefireflies.

Seldon closed his eyes as though to accustom them to dark and then try again, but that was a
foolish effort. It was no darker with his eyes closed than with them open and when he opened them it
was no lighter than when he had had them closed.

Possibly Leggen and the others were gone, had taken their lights with them and had turned of f
any lights on the instruments. Or possibly Seldon had climbed the wrong dome. Or he had followed a
curved path aong the dome so that he was now facing in the wrong direction. Or he had followed the
wrong crease and had moved away from the copse in the wrong direction atogether.

What should he do?

If he was facing the wrong direction, there was a chance that light would be visibleright or
left--and it wasn't. If he had followed the wrong crease, there was no possible way he could return to the
copse and locate a different crease.

His only chancelay in the assumption that he was facing the right direction and that the
meteorologica station was more or lessdirectly ahead of him, but that the meteorol ogists had gone and
hed left it in darkness.

Move forward, then. The chances of success might be small, but it was the only chance he had.

He estimated that it had taken him half an hour to move from the meteorologica station to thetop
of the dome, having gone partway with Clowziaand sauntering with her rather than striding. Hewas
moving at little better than asaunter now in the daunting darkness.

Seldon continued to dog forward. It would have been nice to know thetime and he had a
timeband, of course, but in the dark

He stopped. He wore a Trantorian timeband, which gave Gaactic Standard time (as dll
timebands did) and which also gave Trantorian local time. Timebands were usualy visiblein the dark,
phosphorescing so that one could tell timein the quiet dark of abedchamber. A Heliconian timeband
certainly would; why not a Trantorian one?

Helooked at histimeband with reluctant apprehension and touched the contact that would draw
upon the power source for light. The timeband gleamed feebly and told him the time was 1847. For it to
be nighttime aready, Seldon knew that it must be the winter season. -How far past the solstice wasiit?
What was the degree of axid tipping? How long was the year? How far from the equator was he at this
moment? Therewas no hint of an answer to any of these things, but what counted was that the spark of
light wasvishble.

Hewas not blind! Somehow the feeble glow of histimeband gave him renewed hope.

His spiritsrose. He would move on in the direction he was going. He would move for half an
hour. If he encountered nothing, he would move on five minutes more-no further-just five minutes. If he
gtill encountered nothing, he would stop and think. That, however, would be thirty-five minutes from now.
Till then, he would concentrate only on walking and on willing himsdf to fed warmer (Hewiggled his
toes, vigoroudy. He could till fed them.)

Seldon trudged onward and the half hour passed. He paused, then hesitantly, he moved on for
five more minutes.

Now he had to decide. There was nothing. He might be nowhere, far removed from any opening
into the dome. He might, on the other hand, be standing three metersto the left--or right--or short-of the
meteorologicd gtation. He might betwo arms’ lengths from the opening into the dome, which would nat,
however, be open.

Now what?

Wasthere any point in shouting? He was envel oped by utter silence but for the whistling of the
wind. If there were birds, beasts, or insectsin among the vegetation on the domes, they were not here



during this season or at thistime of night or at this particular place. The wind continued to chill him.

Perhaps he should have been shouting dl due way. The sound might have carried agood
distancein the cold air. But would there have been anyoneto hear him?

Would they hear him inside the dome? Were there instruments to detect sound or movement
from above? Might there not be sentindsjust ingde?

That seemed ridiculous. They would have heard hisfootsteps, wouldn't they?

Sill-

Hecdled out. “Help! Help! Can someone hear me?”’

His cry was strangled, half-embarrassed. It seemed silly shouting into vast black nothingness.

But then, hefdt it was even slllier to hesitate in such aStuation asthis. Panic waswdling upin
him. He took in adeep, cold breath and screamed for aslong as he could. Another breath and another
scream, changing pitch. And another.

Sdldon paused, breathless, turning his head every which way, even though there was nothing to
see. He could not even detect an echo. There was nothing | &ft to do but wait for the dawn. But how long
was the night at this season of the year? And how cold would it get?

Hefdt atiny cold touch sting hisface. After awhile, another.

It was deeting invishly in the pitch blackness. And there was no way to find shelter.

He thought: 1t would have been better if that jet-down had seen me and picked me up. | would
be a prisoner at this moment, perhaps, but I’ d be warm and comfortable, at least.

Or, if Hummin had never interfered, | might have been back in Helicon long ago. Under
surveillance, but warm and comfortable. Right now that was al he wanted-to be warm and conformable.

But at the moment he could only wait. He huddled down, knowing that however long the night,
he dared not deep. He dipped off his shoes and rubbed hisicy feet. Quickly, he put his shoes back on.

He knew he would haveto repest this, aswell as rubbing his hands and ears dl night long to
keep hiscirculation flowing. But most important to remember was that he must not let himself fall adeep.
That would mean certain degath.

And, having carefully thought al thisout, his eyes closed and he nodded off to degp with the deet
coming down.

Rescue

LEGGEN, JENARR- . . . His contributions to meteorology, however, athough considerable,

pale before what has ever since been known as the Leggen Controversy. That his actions hel ped to place
Hari Seldon in jeopardy is undisputable, but argument rages--and has aways raged--as to whether those
actions were the result of unintentional circumstance or part of adeliberate conspiracy. Passons have
been raised on both sides and even the most eaborate studies have come to no definite conclusions.
Nevertheless, the suspicionsthat were raised helped poison Leggen’ s career and private lifein the years
that followed . . .

ENCYCLOPEDIA GALACTICA

25.

It was not quite the end of daylight when Dors Venabili sought out Jenarr Leggen. He answered
her rather anxious greeting with agrunt and abrief nod.

“Wadl, “ shesad atrifleimpeatiently. “How was he?’

Leggen, who was entering data into his computer, said, “How waswho?’

“My library student Hari. Dr. Hari Seldon. He went up with you. Was he any help to you?’

Leggen removed his hands from the keys of his computer and swivelled about. “ That Heliconian
fellow? Hewas of no use a dl. Showed no interest whatever. He kept looking at the scenery when there
was no scenery to look at. A real oddball. Why did you want to send him up?’



“It wasn't my idea. Hewanted to. | can’'t understand it. He was very interested. -Whereishe
now?’

Leggen shrugged. “How would | know? Somewhere around.”

“Where did he go after he came down with you? Did he say?’

“Hedidn’t come down with us. | told you he wasn't interested.”

“Then when did he come down?’

“I don’t know. | wasn’t watching him. | had an enormous amount of work to do. There must
have been awindstorm and some sort of downpour about two days ago and neither was expected.
Nothing our instruments showed offered a good explanation for it or for the fact that some sunshinewe
were expecting today didn’t gppear. Now I’ m trying to make sense of it and you' re bothering me.”

“Y ou mean you didn’t see him go down?’

“Look. Hewasn't on my mind. Theidiot wasn't correctly dressed and | could see that inside of
half an hour he wasn't going to be able to take the cold. | gave him a swester, but that wasn't going to
help much for hislegsand feet. So | |eft the devator open for him and | told him how to use it and
explained that it would take him down and then return automatically. It was dl very smpleand I’'m sure
he did get cold and he did go down and the eevator did come back and then eventually we al went
down.”

“But you don’'t know exactly when he went down?’

“No, | don't. | told you. | was busy. He certainly wasn't up there when we | eft, though, and by
that time twilight was coming on and it looked as though it might deet. So he had to have gone down.”

“Did anyone e se see him go down?’

“I don’t know. Clowziamay have. She waswith him for awhile. Why don't you ask her?’

Dorsfound Clowziain her quarters, just emerging from ahot shower.

“It was cold up there, “ she said.

Dorssaid, “Were you with Hari Seldon Upperside?’

Clowziasaid, eyebrowslifting, “Yes, for awhile. He wanted to wander about and ask questions
about the vegetation up there. He sasharp felow, Dors. Everything seemed to interest him, so | told him
what | could till Leggen caled me back. He wasin one of his knock-your-head-off tempers. The
wegther wasn't working and he--"

Dorsinterrupted. “ Then you didn’t see Hari go down in the elevator?’

“I didn’'t seehim at dl after Leggen called me over. --but he basto be down here. Hewasn't up
therewhen weeft.”

“But | can’'t find him anywhere.”

Clowzialooked perturbed. “ Really?--but he' s got to be somewhere down here.”

“No, he doesn't have to be somewhere down here, * said Dors, her anxiety growing. “What if
he' sl up there?’

“That' simpossible. He wasn't. Naturaly, we looked about for him before we left. Leggen had
shown him how to go down. Hewasn't properly dressed and it was rotten westher. Leggen told him if
he got cold not to wait for us. He was getting cold. | know! So what else could he do but go down?”’

“But no one saw him go down. -Did anything go wrong with him up there?’

“Nothing. Not while | waswith him. He was perfectly fine except that he had to be cold, of
course.”

Dors, by now quite unsettled, said, “ Since no one saw him go down, he might still be up there.
Shouldn’'t we go up and look?’

Clowziasad nervoudy, “1 told you we looked around before we went down. It was still quite
light and he was nowherein Sght.”

“Let’slook anyway.”

“But | can't take you up there. I'm just an intern and | don’t have the combination for the
Upperside dome opening. You'll haveto ask Dr. Leggen.”

26.



DorsVenahili knew that Leggen would not willingly go Upperside now. Hewould haveto be
forced.

Firgt, she checked the library and the dining areas again. Then she called Seldon’ sroom Findly,
she went up there and signaled at the door. When Seldon did not respond, she had the floor manager
open it. Hewasn't there. She questioned some of those who, over the last few weeks, had cometo
know him. No one had seen him.

Wéll, then, she would make Leggen take her Upperside. By now, though, it was night. He would
object strenuoudly and how long could she spend arguing if Hari Seldon was trapped up there on a
freezing night with deet turning to snow?

A thought occurred to her and she rushed to the small University computer, which kept track of
the doings of the students, faculty, and service St&ff.

Her fingersflew over the keys and she soon had what she wanted.

There were three of them in another part of the campus. She signed out for asmall glidecart to
take her over and found the domicile she waslooking for. Surely, one of them would be available--or
findeble,

Fortune waswith her. Thefirst door a which she signaled was answered by aquery light. She
punched in her identification number, which included her department affiliation. The door opened and a
plump middle-aged man stared out at her. He had obvioudy been washing up before dinner. His dark
blond hair was askew and he was not wearing any upper garment.

Hesad, “Sorry. Y ou catch me a adisadvantage. What can | do for you, Dr. Venabili?’

She said abit bresthlessly, “Y ou’ re Rogen Benadira, the Chief Seismologi<t, aren't you?”

“Yes”

“Thisisan emergency. | must seethe seismologica recordsfor Upperside for the last few
hours.”

Benastrastared at her. “Why? Nothing’ s happened. I’d know if it had. The seismograph would
inform us”

“I"'m not talking about a meteoric impact.”

“Neither am |. We don't need aseismograph for that. I’ m talking about grave, pinpoint
fractures. Nothing today.”

“Not that either. Please. Take meto the seismograph and read it for me. Thisislife or death.”

“I have adinner appointment--"

“| sad lifeor death and | meaniit.”

Benastrasaid, “I don’t see--" but he faded out under Dors s glare. He wiped hisface, left quick
word on hismessage relay, end struggled into ashirt.

They hdf-ran (under Dors s pitiless urging) to the smal squat Seismology Building. Dors, who
knew nothing about seismology, said, “Down? We re going down?’

“Below the inhabited levels. Of course. The seismograph has to be fixed to bedrock and be
removed from the constant clamor and vibration of the city levels.”

“But how can you tell what' s happening Upperside from down here?’

“The seismograph iswired to aset of pressure transducers located within the thickness of the
dome. Theimpact of agpeck of grit will send the indicator skittering off the screed. We can detect the
flattening effect on the dome of ahigh wind. We can--"

“Yes, yes, “ said Dorsimpatiently. Shewas not herefor alecture on the virtues and refinements
of the insruments. “ Can you detect human footsteps?’

“Human footsteps?’ Benastralooked confused. “That’ snot likely Upperside.”

“Of courseit’slikely. There were agroup of meteorologists Upperside this afternoon.”

“Oh. Wéll, footsteps would scarcely be noticeable.”

“It would be noticeable if you looked hard enough and that’ swhat | want you to do.”

Benastra might have resented the firm note of command in her voice, but, if so, he said nothing.
He touched a contact and the computer screen jumped to life.



At the extreme right center, there was afat pot of light, from which athin horizontd line
dretched to theleft limit of the screen. There was atiny wriggleto it, arandom nonrepetitive Seder of
little hiccups and these moved steadily leftward. It was dmost hypnotic in its effect on Dors.

Benadtrasaid, ..That’ sas quiet asit can possibly be. Anything you seeistheresult of changing air
pressure above, raindrops maybe, the distant whirr of machinery. There' s nothing up there.”

“All right, but what about afew hours ago? Check on the records at fifteen hundred today, for
ingtance. Surely, you have some recordings.”

Benastm gave the computer its necessary instructions and for asecond or two there was wild
chaos on the screen. Then it settled down and again the horizontal line appeared.

“I'll senditizeit to maximum, “ muttered Benastra. There were now pronounced hiccups and as
they staggered leftward they changed in pattern markedly.

“What'sthat?’ said Dors. “Tell me.”

“Since you say there were people up there, Venabili, | would guess they were footsteps-the
shifting of weight, the impact of shoes. | don't know that | would have guessed it if | hadn't known about
the people up there. Itswhat we call abenign vibration, not associated with anything we know to be
dangerous.”

“Can you tdl how many people are present?’

“Certainly not by eye. Y ou see, we' re getting aresultant of al theimpacts.”

“You say ‘not by eye” Can the resultant be analyzed into its components by the computer?’

“| doubt it. These are minimdl effects and you have to dlow for the inevitable noise. The results
would be untrustworthy.”

“Wdl then. Move the time forward till the footstep indications stop. Can you make it
fast-forward, so to speak?”’

“If | do-the kind of fast-forward you' re spesking of-then it will al just blur into astraight linewith
adight haze above and below. What | can do ismoveit forward in fifteen-minute stages and study it
quickly before moving on.”

“Good. Do that!”

Both watched the screen until Benastrasaid, “ There' s nothing there now. See?’

There was again afine with nothing but tiny uneven hiccups of noise.

“When did the footsteps stop?

“Two hoursago. A triflemore.”

“And when they stopped were there fewer than there were earlier?’

Benastralooked mildly outraged. “I couldn’t tell. | don’t think the finest analysis could make a
certain decison.”

Dors pressed her lipstogether. Then she said, “ Are you testing a transducer-is that what you
cdled it-near the meteorological outlet?’

“Y es, that’ swhere the instruments are and that’ s where the meteorol ogists would have been.”
Then, unbelievingly, “Do you want the to try othersin the vicinity? One a atime?’

“No. Stay on thisone. But keep on going forward &t fifteen minute intervals. One person may
have been |eft behind and may have made hisway back to the instruments.”

Benastra shook his head and muttered something under his bregth.

The screen shifted again and Dors said sharply, “What' sthat?’ She was pointing.

“I don't know. Noise”

“No. Its periodic. Could it be asingle person’ s footsteps?’

“Sure, but it could be a dozen other thingstoo.”

“It'scoming aong at about the time of footsteps, isT't it?” Then, after awhile, shesad, “Pushiit
forward alittle”

He did and when the screen settled down she said, “ Aren't those unevennesses getting bigger?’

“Possibly. We can measure them.”

“Wedon't haveto. Y ou can see they’ re getting bigger. The footsteps are gpproaching the
transducer. Go forward again. See when they stop.”



After awhile Benastm said, “ They stopped twenty or twenty-five minutes ago.” Then cautioudy,
“Whatever they are.”

“They'refootsteps, “ said Dors with mountain-moving conviction. “ There’' saman up there and
while you and | have been fooling around here, he's collgpsed and he' sgoing to freeze and die. Now
don't say, ‘Whatever they arel’ Just cal Meteorology and get me Jenarr Leggen. Life or death, | tell you.
Say so!”

Benadtra, lips quivering, had passed the stlage where he could possibly resist anything this strange
and passionate woman demanded.

It took no more than three minutes to get Leggen’ s hologram on the message platform. He had
been pulled away from hisdinner table. There was anagpkin in his hand and a suspicious greasiness under
hislower lip.

Hislong face was set in afearful scowl. “‘ Life or death? ‘What isthis? Who areyou?’ Then his
eye caught Dors, who had moved closer to Benastra so that her image would be seen on Jenarr’s s
screen. He said, “Y ou again. Thisis smple harassment.”

Dorssaid, “Itisnot. | have consulted Rogen Benastra, who is Chief Seismologist at the
University. After you and your party had left Upperside, the seismograph shows clear footsteps of one
person il there. It' s my student Hari Seldon, who went up therein your care and who is now, quite
certainly, lying in a collgpsed stupor and may not live long.

“Y ou will, therefore, take me up there right now with whatever equipment may be necessary. If
you do not do so immediately, | shall proceed to University security-to the President himsdlf, if
necessary. Oneway or another I'll get up there and if anything has happened to Hari because you delay
oneminute, | will seetoit that you are hauled in for negligence, incompetence-whatever | can make
stick--and will have you lose dl status and be thrown out of academic life. And if he’ sdead, of course,
that’ s mandaughter by negligence. Or worse, since I’ ve now warned you he' sdying.”

Jenarr, furious, turned to Benastra. “Did you detect--"

But Dorscut in. “Hetold me what he detected and I’ ve told you. | do not intend to alow you to
bulldoze him into confusion. Are you coming? Now?’

“Hasit occurred to you that you may be mistaken?.. said Jenarr, thinlipped. “Do you know what
| can doto you if thisisamischievousfase darm? Loss of status works both ways.”

“Murder doesn't, “ said Dors. “1’m ready to chance atria for malicious mischief. Are you ready
to chance atria for murder?’

Jenarr reddened, perhaps more at the necessity of giving in than at thethreat. “1’ll come, but Il
have no merry on you, young woman, if your student eventually turns out to have been safe within the
dome these past three hours.”

21.

The three went up the evator in aninimica slence. Leggen had esten only part of hisdinner and
had |eft hiswife a the dining areawithout adequate explanation. Benastra had eaten no dinner at al and
had possibly disappointed some woman companion, aso without adequate explanation. Dors Venabili
had not eaten either and she seemed the most tense and unhappy of the three. She carried athermal
blanket and two photonic founts.

When they reached the entrance to Upperside, Leggen, jaw musclestightening, entered his
identification number and the door opened. A cold wind rushed a them and Benastra grunted. None of
the three was adequately dressed, but the two men had no intention of remaining up there long.

Dorssadtightly, “1t' ssnowing.”

Leggen sad, “It' swet snow. The temperature’ sjust about at the freezing point. It' s not akilling
frost.”

“It depends on how long oneremainsinit, does't it?” said Dors. “ And being soaked in melting
snow won't help.”

Leggen grunted. “Well, whereishe?’ He stared resentfully out into utter blackness, made even



worse by the light from the entrance behind him.

Dorssad, “Here, Dr. Benastm, hold this blanket for me. And you, Dr. Leggen, close the door
behind you without locking it.”

“There sno autometic lock on it. Do you think we re foolish?’

“Perhaps not, but you can lock it from the ingde and |eave anyone outside unable to get into the
dome.”

“If someon€e s outside, point him out. Show himto me, “ said Leggen.

“He could be anywhere.” Dorslifted her armswith a photonic fount circling each wrist.

“We can't look everywhere, “ mumbled Benastramiserably.

The founts blazed into light, spraying in every direction. The snowflakes glittered like avast mob
Of fireflies, making it even more difficult to see.

“Thefootsteps were getting steadily louder, “ said Dors. “He had to be approaching the
transducer. Where would it be located?’

“I haven't any idea, “ snapped Leggen. -That' s outsde my field and my responsibility.”

“Dr. Benagtra?’

Benadtra sreply was hesitant. “| don't really know. To tell you the truth, I’ ve never been up here
before. It wasinstalled before my time. The computer knows, but we never thought to ask it that. -I'm
cold and | don't seewhat use | am up here.”

“You'll haveto stay up herefor awhile, * said Dom firmly. “Follow me. I’'m going to circle the
entrance in an outward spird.”

“We can't see much through the snow, “ said Leggen.

“I know that. If it was't snowing, we' d have seen him by now. I’'m sure of it. Asitis, it may
take afew minutes. We can stand that.” She was by no means as confident as her words made it
appear.

She began to walk, swinging her arms, playing the light over aslarge afield as she could, training
her eyesfor adark blotch againgt the snow.

And, asit happened, it was Benastrawho first said, “What' sthat?’ and pointed.

Dom overlapped the two founts, making a bright cone of light in the indicated direction. Sheran
toward it, as did the other two.

They had found him, huddled and wet, about ten meters from the door, five from the nearest
meteorological device. Dorsfdt for his heartbeat, but it was not necessary for, responding to her touch,
Sdldon stirred and whimpered.

“Give methe blanket, Dr. Benastra, “ said Dorsin avoice that wasfaint with relief. She flapped
it open and spread it out in the snow. “Lift him onto it carefully and I'll wrap him. Thenwe'll carry him
down.”

In the elevator, vapors were rising from the wrapped Seldon as the blanket warmed to blood
temperature.

Dom said, “Once we have himin hisroom, Dr. Leggen, you get a doctor-a good one--and see
that he comes at once. If Dr. Seldon gets through thiswithout harm, | won't say anything, but only if he
does. Remember--"

“You needn’'t lecture me, “ said Leggen coldly. “I regret thisand | will dowhat | can, but my only
fault wasin alowing this man to come Uppersidein thefirst place.”

The blanket stirred and alow, weak voice made itself heard.

Benastra started, for Seldon’ s head was cradled in the crook of his elbow. He said, “He' strying
to say something.”

Dorssad, “I know. Hesaid, ‘What'sgoingon? *“

She couldn’t help but laugh just alittle. It seemed such anormal thing to say.

28.

The doctor was delighted.



“I’ve never seen a case of exposure, “ he explained. “ One doesn't get exposed on Trantor.”

“That may be, “ said Dors coldly, “and I’ m happy you have the chance to experience this
novelty, but does it mean that you do not know how to treat Dr. Seldon?’

The doctor, an ederly man with abald head and asmall gray mustache, bristled. “Of course, |
do. Exposure cases on the Outer Worlds are common enough--an everyday affair--and I’ ve read a great
deal about them.”

Treatment conssted in part of an antivird serum and the use of a microwave wrapping.

“This ought to take care of it, “ the doctor said. “On the Outer Worlds, they make use of much
more elaborate equipment in hospitals, but we don’t have that, of course, on Trantor. Thisis atreatment
for mild casesand I’'m sureit will do thejob.”

Donsthought later, as Seldon was recovering without particular injury, that it was perhaps
because he was an Outworlder that he had survived so well. Dark, cold, even snow were not utterly
strange to him. A Trantorian probably would have died inasimilar case, not o much from physical
traumaas from psychic shock.

Shewas not sure of this, of course, since she herself was not a Trantorian either.

And, turning her mind away from these thoughts, she pulled up achair near to Hari’ sbed and
settled down to wait.

29.

On the second morning Seldon stirred awake and looked up at Dors, who sat at his bedside,
viewing abook-film and taking notes.

In avoice that was dmost normal, Seldon said, “ Still here, Dors?’

She put down the book-film. “1 can’'t leave you aone, tart 1? And | don't trust anyone else.”

“It seemsto methat every timel wake up, | see you. Have you been here al thetime?’

“Seeping or waking, yes.”

“But your classes?’

“I have an assistant who has taken over for awhile.”

Dorsleaned over and grasped Hari’ s hand. Noticing his embarrassment (he was, after dl, in
bed), sheremoved it.

“Hari, what happened? | was so frightened.”

Sdldon said, 1 have a confession to make.”

“What isit, Hari?’

“1 thought perhaps you were part of aconspiracy--"

“A congpiracy?’ she said vehemently.

“I mean, to maneuver me Upperside where |’ d be outside University jurisdiction and therefore
subject to being picked up by Imperia forces.”

“But Uppersideisn’t outside University jurisdiction. Sector jurisdiction on Trantor isfrom the
planetary center to the sky.”

“Ah, | didn’t know that. But you didn’t come with me becauise you said you had abusy schedule
and, when | was getting paranoid, | thought you were ddliberately abandoning me. Please forgive me.
Obvioudy, it was you who got me down from there. Did anyone else care?’

“They were busy men, * said Dors carefully. “They thought you had come down earlier. | mean,
it was alegitimate thought.”

“Clowziathought so too?’

“Theyoung intern? Yes, shedid.”

“Wadll, it may till have been acongpiracy. Without you, | mean.”

“No, Hari, itismy fault. | had absolutely no right to let you go

Upperside done. It wasmy job to protect you. | can’t stop blaming mysalf for what happened,
for you getting logt.”

“Now, wait aminute, “ said Seldon, suddenly irritated. “1 didn't get lost. What do you think |



am?’

“I'd like to know what you cdl it. Y ou were nowhere around when the othersleft and you didn’t
get back to the entrance--or to the neighborhood of the entrance anyway-till well after dark.”

“But that’ s not what happened. | didn't get lost just because | wandered away and couldn’t find
my way back. | told you | was suspecting a conspiracy and | had cause to do so. I’'m not totally
paranoid.”

“Wéll then, what did happen?’

Sdldon told her. He had no trouble remembering it in full detail; he had lived with it in nightmare
for most of the preceding day.

Dorslistened with afrown. “But that’ simpossible. A jet-down? Are you sure?’

“Of courseI’m sure. Do you think | was hdlucinating?’

“But the Imperial forces could not have been searching for you. They could not have arrested
you Upperside without creating the same ferocious rumpus they would haveif they had sentinapolice
force to arrest you on campus.”

“Then how do you explainit?’

“I’'mnot sure, “ said Dors, “but it's possible that the consequences of my failure to go Upperside
with you might have been worse than they were and that Hummin will be serioudy angry with me.”

“Thenlet’snot tdl him, “ said Seldon. “It ended well.”

“Wemust tdl him, * said Dorsgrimly. “Thismay not be theend.”

30.

That evening Jenarr Leggen cameto visit. It was after dinner and he looked from Dorsto Seldon
severa times, asthough wondering what to say. Neither offered to help him, but both waited patiently.

He had not impressed either of them as being amaster of small talk.

Findly he said to Seldon, “I’ ve come to see how you are.”

“Perfectly well, * said Seldon, “except that I'm alittle deepy. Dr. Venahili tells me that the
treatment will keep metired for afew days, presumably so I'm sure of getting needed rest.” He amiled.
“Frankly, | don't mind.”

Leggen breathed in deeply, let it out, hesitated, and then, dmost as though he was forcing the
words out of himsalf, said, “1 won't keep you long. | perfectly understand you need to test. | do want to
say, though, that | am sorry it dl happened. | should not have assumed--so casudly that you had gone
down by yourself. Since you were atyro, | should have felt more responsible for you. After al, | had
agreed to let you come up. | hopeyou canfinditinyour heartto. . . forgive me. That'sredly al | wish
tosay.”

Seldon yawned, purring his hand over his mouth. “Pardon me. -Since it seemsto have turned out
well, there need be no hard fedlings. In some ways, it was not your fault. | should not have wandered
away and, besides, what happened was*

Dorsinterrupted. “Now, Hari, please, no conversation. Just relax. Now, | want to talk to Dr.
Leggen just ahit before he goes. In thefirst place, Dr. Leggen, | quite understand you are concerned
about how repercussons from this affair will affect you. | told you there would be no follow-up if Dr.
Seldon recovered without ill effects. That ssemsto be taking place, so you may relax-for now. | would
like to ask you about something else and | hope that thistime | will have your free cooperation.”

“I will try, Dr. Venahili, “ said Leggen tiffly.

“Did anything unusua happen during your stay Uppersde?’

“You know it did. I lost Dr. Seldon, something for which | have just apologized.”

“Obvioudy I’'m not referring to that. Did anything €lse unusua happen?’

“No, nothing. Nothing at dl.”

Dorslooked at Seldon and Seldon frowned. It seemed to him that Dors was trying to check on
his story and get an independent account. Did she think he wasimagining the search vesse? He would
have liked to object heatedly, but she had raised aquieting hand at him, as though she was preventing



that very eventuality. He subsided, partly because of thisand partly because he really wanted to deep.
He hoped that Leggen would not stay long.

“Areyou certain?’ said Dors. “Were there no intrusions from outsde?’

“No, of course not. Oh--"

“Yes, Dr. Leggen?’

“Therewas ajet-down.”

“Did that gtrike you as peculiar?’

“No, of course not.”

“Why not?’

“This sounds very much as though I’ m being cross-examined, Dr. Venabili. | don't much likeit.”

“I can appreciate that, Dr. Leggen, but these questions have something to do with Dr. Seldon’s
misadventure. It may be that thiswhole affair is more complicated than | had thought.”

“Inwhat way?” A new edge entered hisvoice. “Do you intend to raise new questions, requiring
new gpologies? In that case, | may find it necessary to withdraw.”

“Not, perhaps, before you explain how it isyou do not find a hovering jet-down a bit peculiar.”

“Because, my dear woman, anumber of meteorologica stations on Trantor possess jet-downs
for the direct study of clouds and the upper atmosphere. Our own meteorological station does not.”

“Why not? It would be useful.”

“Of course. But we' re not competing and we' re not keeping secrets. We will report on our
findings, they will report on theirs. It makes sense, therefore, to have a scattering of differencesand
gpecidizations. It would be foolish to duplicate efforts completely. The money and manpower we might
spend on jet-downs can be spent on mesonic refractometers, while otherswill spend on thefirst and save
onthelatter. After dl, there may be agreat ded of competitivenessand ill fegling among the sectors, but
scienceis one thing-- only thing-that holds us together. Y ou know that, | presume, “ he added ironically.

“I do, but isn't it rather coincidental that someone should be sending ajet-down right to your
station on die very day you were going to use the sation?’

“No coincidence a all. We announced that we were going to make measurements on that day
end, consequently, some other station thought, very properly, that they might make smultaneous
nephel ometric measurements--clouds, you know. The results, taken together, would make more sense
and be more useful than either taken separately.”

Seldon said suddenly in arather blurred voice, “ They were just measuring, then?’ He yawned
agan.

“Yes’ sad Leggen. “What €l se could they possibly be doing?’

Donsblinked her eyes, as she sometimes did when she was trying to think rgpidly. “That all
makes sense. To which station did this particular jet-down belong?

Leggen shook hishead. “Dr. Venabili, how can you possibly expect meto tell?’

“I thought that each meteorologicd jet-down might possibly have its station’ smarkingsoniit.”

“Surely, but | wasn't looking up and studying it, you know. | had my own work to do and | let
them do theirs. When they report, I ll know whose jet-down it was.”

“What if they don't report?’

“Then | would suppose their instrumentsfailed. That happens sometimes.” Hisright fist was
clenched. “Isthat dl, then?’

“Wait amoment. Where do you suppose the jet-down might have come from?’

“It might be any station with jet-downs. On aday’ s notice--and they got more than that-one of
those vessal's can reach us handily from anyplace on the planet.”

“But who mogt likdy?’

“Hard to say: Hestelonia, Wye, Ziggoreth, North Damiano. I’ d say one of these four wasthe
most likely, but it might be any of forty othersat least.”

“Just one more question, then. Just one. Dr. Leggen, when you announced that your group would
be Upperside, did you by any chance say that amathematician, Dr. Hari Seldon, would be with you

A look of apparently deep and honest surprise crossed Leggen’ sface, alook that quickly turned



contemptuous. “Why should | liar names? Of what interest would that be to anyone?’

“Very well, “ said Dors. “Thetruth of the matter, then, isthat Dr. Seldon saw the jet-down and it
disturbed him. | am not certain why and gpparently his memory isabit fuzzy on the matter. He more or
lessran away from the jet-down, got himsdf logt, didn’t think of trying to return--or didn’t dareto-till it
waswell into twilight, and didn’t quite make it back in the dark. Y ou can’'t be blamed for that, solet’'s
forget the whole incident on both sides.

“Agreed, “ said Leggen. “ Good-bye!” Heturned on his hed and | eft.

When he was gone, Dorsrose, pulled off Seldon’ s dippers gently, straightened himin his bed,
and covered him. He was degping, of course.

Then she sat down and thought. How much of what Leggen had said was true and what might
possibly exist under the cover of hiswords? She did not know.

Mycogen

MY COGEN- . . . A sector of ancient Trantor Buried in the past of its own legends Mycogen
made little impact on the planet. Salf-satisfied and salf-separated to adegree. . .
ENCY CLOPEDIA GALACTICA
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When Seldom woke, he found a new face looking a him solemnly. For amoment he frowned
owlishly and then he said, “Hummin?’

Hummin smiled very dightly. “'Y ou remember me, then?’

“It wasonly for aday, nearly two months ago, but | remember. Y ou were not arrested, then, or
inany way

“Asyou see, | am here, quite safe and whole, but---and he glanced at Dors, who stood to one
sde-’it was not very easy for me to come here.”

Seldon said, “I’'m glad to see you. -Do you mind, by theway?’ He jerked histhumb in the
direction of the bathroom.

Hummin said, “Take your time. Have bregkfast.”

Hummin didn’'t join him at breakfast. Neither did Dors. Nor did they speak. Hummin scanned a
book-film with an attitude of easy absorption. Dors inspected her nails criticaly and then, taking out a
microcomputer, began making noteswith astylus.

Sdldon watched them thoughtfully and did not try to Start a conversation. The silence now might
be in response to some

Trantorian reserve customary at asickbed. To be sure, he now felt perfectly normal, but perhaps
they did not redlize that.

It was only when he was done with hislast morsd and with thefind drop of milk (which hewas
obvioudly getting used to, for it no longer tasted odd) that Hummin spoke.

Hesaid, “How are you, Seldon?’

“Perfectly well, Hummin. Sufficiently well, certainly, for meto be up and about.”

“I'mglad to hear it, “ ssid Hummin dryly. “Dons Venabili was much to blamein dlowing thisto

”

happen.

Sdldon frowned. “No. | ingsted on going Upperside.”

“I"'m sure, but she should, at dl costs, have gone with you.”

“I told her I didn’t want her to go with me.”

Dorssad, “That' snot so, Hari. Don't defend me with gallant lies”

Seldon said angrily, “But don't forget that Dors a so came Upperside after me, againgt strong
resstance, and undoubtedly saved my life. That’s not bending the truth at al. Have you added that to
your evauation, Hummin?’



Dorsinterrupted again, obvioudy embarrassed. “Please, Hari. Chetter Humminis perfectly
correct in feding that | should either have kept you from going Upperside or have gone up with you. As
for my subsequent actions, he has praised them.”

“Neverthdess, “ said Hummin, “that is past and we can let it go. Let ustak about what
happened Upperside, Seldon.”

Seldon looked about and said guardedly, “Isit safeto do so?’

Hummin smiled dightly. “Dons has placed thisroom in aDigtortion Field. | can be pretty sure that
no Imperial agent at the University-if there is one-has the expense to penetrateit. Y ou are asuspicious
person, Seldon.”

“Not by nature, “ said Sddon. “Listening to you in the park and afterward-Y ou are a persuasive
person, Hummin. By the time you were through, | was reedy to fear that Eto Demerzel waslurking in
every shadow.”

“I sometimesthink he might be, “ sald Hummin gravely.

“If hewas, “ said Seldon, “1 wouldn’t know it was he. What does he look like?’

“That scarcely matters. Y ou wouldn't see him unless he wanted you to and by then it would all
be over, | imagine-which iswhat we must prevent. Letstak about that jet-down you saw.”

Sddon sad, “Asl told you, Hummin, you filled me with fears of Demerzel. Assoon as| saw the
jet-down, | assumed he was after me, that | had foolishly stepped outside the protection of Stredling
University by going Upperside, that | had been lured up there for the specific purpose of being picked up
without difficulty.”

Dorssad, “On the other hand, Leggen--"

Sdldon said quickly, “Was he here last night?”

“Yes, don’'t you remember?’

“Vagudy. | wasdead tired. It'sal ablur in my memory.”

“Wdl, when hewas herelast night, Leggen said that the jetdown was merely ameteorological
vessd from another station. Perfectly ordinary. Perfectly harmless.”

“What?" Seldon was taken aback. “I don't believe that.”

Hummin said, “Now the question is: Why don’'t you believe that? Was there anything about the
jet-down that made you think it was dangerous? Something specific, that is, and not just apervasive
suspicion placed in your head by me.”

Seldon thought back, biting hislower lip. He said, “Itsanions. It seemed to push itsforepart
bel ow the cloud deck, asthough it were looking for something, then it would appear in another spot just
the same way, then in another spot, and so on. It seemed to be searching Upperside methodically,
section by section, and homing inon me.”

Hummin said, “ Perhaps you were personifying, Seldon. Y ou may have been tresting the
jet-down as though it was a strange animal looking for you. It wasn't, of course. It was Ssmply ajetdown
and if it war ameteorologica vessd, its actionswere perfectly normd . . . and harmless.”

Sdldon said, “It didn’'t seem that way to me.”

Hummin sad, “I’'m sureit didn’t, but we don’t actudly know anything. Y our conviction that you
werein danger isSmply an assumption. Leggen’ sdecison that it was ameteorological vessd isaso only
an assumption.”

Sdldon said stubbornly, “1 can't believe that it was an entirdly innocent event.”

“Wdll then, * said Hummin, “ suppose we assume the worst--that the vessel toot looking for you.
How would whoever sent that vessel know you would be there to seek?’

Dorsinterjected, “1 asked Dr. Leggen if he had, in hisreport of the forthcoming meteorological
work, included the information that Hari would be with the group. There was no reason he should in the
ordinary course of events and he denied that he had, with considerable surprise at the question. |
believed him.”

Hummin said thoughtfully, “Don’t believe him too readily. Wouldn’t he deny it, in any case? Now
ask yoursdf why he dlowed Seldon to come dong in thefirst place. We know he objected initidly, but
he did relent, without much fight. And that, to me, seemsrather out of character for Leggen.”



Dorsfrowned and said, “I suppose that does make it abit more likely that he did arrange the
entire affair. Perhaps he permitted Hari’ s company only in order to put him in the position of being taken.
He might have received ordersto that effect. We might further argue that he encouraged hisyoung intern,
Clowzia, to engage Hari’ s attention and draw him away from the group, isolating him. That would
account for Leggen’sodd lack of concern over Hari’ s absence when it cametime to go below. He
would ingst that Hari had |eft earlier, something he would have laid the groundwork for, since he had
carefully showed him how to go down by himsdlf. It would aso account for his reluctance to go back up
in search of him, since he would not want to waste time looking for someone he assumed would not be
found.”

Hummin, who had listened carefully, said, “Y ou make an interesting case againgt him, but lets not
accept that too readily either. After al, he did come Upperside with you in theend.”

“Because footsteps had been detected. The Chief Seismologist had home witnessto that.”

“Wall, did Leggen show shock and surprise when Seldon was found? | mean, beyond that of
finding someone who had been brought into extreme peril through Leggen’s own negligence. Did he act
as though Seldon wasn't supposed to be there? Did he behave as though he were asking himself: How is
it they didn’t pick him up?’

Dorsthought carefully, then said, “He was obvioudy shocked by the sight of Hari lying there, but
| couldn’t possibly tell if there was anything to hisfedings beyond the very naturd horror of the
gtuation.”

“No, | suppose you couldn’t.”

But now Seldon, who had been looking from one to the other as they spoke and who had been
ligening intently, said, “I don’t think it was Leggen.”

Hummin trandferred his attention to Seldon. “Why do you say that?’

“For onething, as you noted, he was clearly unwilling to have me come along. It took awhole
day of argument and | think he agreed only because he had the impression that | was aclever
mathematician who could help him out with meteorologica theory. | was anxiousto go up thereand, if he
had been under ordersto seeto it that | was taken Upperside, there would have been no need to be so
reluctant about it.”

“Isit reasonable to suppose he wanted you only for your mathemeatics? Did he discussthe
mathematics with you? Did he make an attempt to explain histheory to you?’

“No, “ said Seldon, “he didn’t. He did say something about going into it later on, though. The
trouble was, he was totally involved with hisinstruments. | gathered he had expected sunshine that hadn’t
showed up and he was counting on hisingtruments having been at fault, but they were apparently working
perfectly, which frustrated him. | think thiswas an unexpected development that both soured his temper
and turned his attention away from me. Asfor Clowzia, the young woman who preoccupied me for afew
minutes, | do not get the feeling, as| ook back on it, that she deliberately led me away from the scene.
Theinitiative was mine. | was curious about the vegetation on Uppersde and it was | who drew her
away, rather than vice versa. Far from Leggen encouraging her action, he called her back while | was il
insight and | moved farther away and out of sight entirely on my own.”

“And yet, “ saild Hummin, who seemed intent on objecting to every suggestion that was made, “if
that ship waslooking for you, those on board must have known you' d be there. How would they
know-if not from Leggett?’

“Theman | suspect, “ said Seldon, “isayoung psychologist named Listing Ranch”

“Randa?’ said Dors. “I can’t believe that. | know him. He smply would not be working for the
Emperor. He' santi-Imperidist to the core.”

“Hemight pretend to be, * said Sddon. “In fact, he would have to be openly, violently, and
extremely anti-Imperidigt if he wastrying to mask the fact that heisan Imperid agent.”

“But that' sexactly what he'snot like, “ said Dors. “Heisnot violent and extreme in anything.
He s quiet and good-natured and his views are always expressed mildly, dmost timidly. I’ m convinced
they’re genuine.”

“Andyet, Dors, * said Sddon earnestly, “it was hewho first told me of the meteorological



project, it was he who urged me to go Upperside, and it was he who persuaded Leggen to alow meto
join him, rather exaggerating my mathematica prowessin the process. One must wonder why he was so
anxious to get me up there, why he should labor so hard.”

“For your good, perhaps. He wasinterested in you, Hari, and must have thought that
meteorology might have been useful in psychohistory. 1sn't that possible?’

Hummin said quietly, “L ets consder another point. There was a considerable lapse of time
between the moment when Randatold you about the meteorology project and the moment you actudly
went Upperside. If Randaisinnocent of anything underhanded, he would have no particular reason to
keep quiet about it. If heisafriendly and gregarious person--"

“Heis, “ sad Dors.

“-then he might very likely tell anumber of friends about it. In that case, we couldn’t redly tell
who theinformer might be. In fact, just to make another point, suppose Randais anti-lImperidist. That
would not necessarily mean heis not an agent. We would have to ask: Whom is he an agent for? On
whose behaf does he work?’

Seldon was astonished. “Who el seis there to work for but the Empire? Who el se but
Demerzd?’

Hummin raised his hand. “Y ou are far from understanding the whole complexity of Trantorian
politics, Seldon.” Heturned toward Dors. “Tdl me again: Which were the four sectorsthat Dr. Leggen
named as likely sources for ameteorological vesse?’

“Hestelonia, Wye, Ziggoreth, and North Damiano.”

“And you did not ask the question in any leading way? Y ou didn’t ask if a particular sector might
be the source?’

“No, definitely not. | smply asked if he could speculate asto the source of the jet-down.”

“And you” -Hummin turned to Seldon “may perhaps have seen some marking, someinsigne, on
the jet-down?’

Seldon wanted to retort heatedly that the vessel could hardly be seen through the clouds, that it
emerged only briefly, that he himsalf was not looking for markings, but only for escape--but he held
back. Surely, Hummin knew dl that.

Instead, he said smply, “I’m afraid not.”

Dorssad, “If the jet-down was on a kidnapping mission, might not the insigne have been
masked?’

“That istherationa assumption, “ saidd Hummin, “and it may well have been, but in this Galaxy
rationdity does not dways triumph. However, since Seldon seemsto have taken no note of any details
concerning the vessdl, we can only speculate. What I’'m thinking is: Wye.”

“Why?" echoed Seldon. “1 presume they wanted to take me because whoever was on the ship
wanted me for my knowledge of psychohistory.”

“No no.” Hummin lifted hisright forefinger asif lecturing ayoung student. “W-y-e. It isthe name
of asector on Trantor. A very specia sector. It has been ruled by aline of Mayors for some three
thousand years. It has been a continuous line, asingle dynasty. There was atime, some five hundred
years ago, when two Emperors and an Empress of the House of Wye sat on the Imperid throne. It wasa
comparatively short period and none of the Wye rulers were particularly distinguished or successful, but
the Mayors of Wye have never forgotten this Imperid past.

“They have not been actively didoyal to the ruling houses that have succeeded them, but neither
have they been known to volunteer much on behalf of those houses. During the occasiond periods of civil
war, they maintained akind of neutrality, making movesthat seemed best cal culated to prolong the civil
war and make it seem necessary to turn to Wye as a compromise solution. That never worked out, but
they never stopped trying either.

“The present Mayor of Wyeis particularly capable. Heis old now, but hisambition hasn't
cooled. If anything happensto Cleon -even anatura desth-the Mayor will have achance at the
succession over Cleon’s own too-young son. The Gaactic public will dways be alittle more partid
toward a claimant with an Imperia past.



“Therefore, if the Mayor of Wye has heard of you, you might serve as auseful scientific prophet
on behaf of hishouse. There would be atraditional motive for Wyeto try to arrange some convenient
end for Cleon, use you to predict theinevitable succession of Wye and the coming of peace and
prosperity for athousand years after. Of course, once the Mayor of Wyeis on the throne and has no
further usefor you, you might well follow Cleon to the grave.”

Sdldon broke the grim silence that followed by saying, “But we don't know that it isthisMayor
of Wyewho isafter me.”

“No, wedon't. Or that anyone at al isafter you, a the moment. The jet-down might, after all,
have been an ordinary meteorological testing vessdl as Leggen has suggested. Still, asthe news
concerning psychohistory and its potentia spreads--and it surely must -...ore and more of the powerful
and semipowerful on Trantor or, for that matter, elsawhere will want to make use of your services.”

“What, then, “ said Dors, “shdl we do?’

“That isthe question, indeed.” Hummin ruminated for awhile, then said, “ Perhapsit wasa
mistake to come here. For aprofessor, it isall too likely that the hiding place chosen would be a
University. Stredling is one of many, but it isamong the largest and most free, so it wouldn't belong
before tendrils from here and there would begin feding their soft, blind way toward this place. | think that
as soon as possible-today, perhaps-Seldon should be moved to another and better hiding place. But-

“But?’ said Seldon.

“But | don't know where.”

Seldon said, “ Call up a gazetteer on the computer screen and choose a place a random.”

“Certainly not, “ said Hummin. “If we do that, we are aslikely to find aplace that isless secure
than average, as onethat is more secure. No, this must be reasoned out. -Somehow.”

32.

The three remained huddled in Seldon’ s quarterstill past lunch. During that time, Hari and Dors
spoke occasiondly and quietly on indifferent subjects, but Hummin maintained an dmost complete
slence. He sat uptight, atelittle, and his grave countenance (which, Seldon thought, made him look older
than hisyears) remained quiet and withdrawn.

Sdldon imagined him to be reviewing theimmense geography of Trantor in hismind, seerching for
acomer that would be idedl. Surely, it couldn’t be easy.

Seldon’ s own Helicon was somewhat larger by a percent or two than Trantor was and had a
smaller ocean. The Heliconian land surface was perhaps 10 percent larger than the Trantorian. But
Helicon was sparsaly populated, its surface only sprinkled with scattered cities; Trantor wasdl city.
Where Helicon was divided into twenty administrative sectors, Trantor had over eight hundred and every
one of those hundreds was itsalf acomplex of subdivisons.

Finally Seldon said in some despair, “Perhapsit might be best, Hummin, to chose which
candidate for my supposed abilitiesis most nearly benign, hand me over to that one, and count on himto
defend me againgt therest.”

Hummin looked up and said in utmost seriousness, “That is not necessary. | know the candidate
who ismost nearly benign and he dready hasyou.”

Sdldon amiled. “Do you place yoursdf on the same leve with the Mayor of Wye and the
Emperor of dl the Galaxy?’

“In point of view of position, no. But asfar asthe desire to control you is concerned, | riva them.
They, however, and anyone dse | can think of want you in order to strengthen their own wealth and
power, while | have no ambitions at al, except for the good of the Galaxy.”

“I suspect, “ said Seldon dryly, “that each of your competitors-if asked-would ingst that he too
was thinking only of the good of the Gaaxy.”

“I am sure they would, “ said Hummin, “but so far, the only one of my competitors, asyou call
them, whom you have met isthe Emperor and he was interested in having you advancefictiondized
predictions that might stabilize hisdynasty. | do not ask you for anything like that. | ask only that you



perfect your psychohistorical technique so that mathematicaly valid predictions, evenif only gatisticd in
nature, can be made.”

“True. Sofar, at least, * said Sddon with ahdf-smile.

“Therefore, | might aswell ask: How are you coming along with that task? Any progress?’

Seldon was uncertain whether to laugh or cage. After apause, he did neither, but managed to
gpesk calmly. “ Progress? In less than two months? Hummin, thisis something that might eesily take me
my whole life and the lives of the next dozen who follow me. --and even then end in failure.”

“I"'m not talking about anything asfina as asolution or even as hopeful asthe beginning of a
solution. Y ou' ve said flatly anumber of timesthat a useful psychohistory ispossible but impracticd. All |
am asking iswhether there now seems any hope that it can be made practicd.’

“Frankly, no.”

Dorssaid, “Please excuse me. | am not amathematician, so | hope thisis not afoolish question.
How can you know something is both possible and impractica? I’ ve heard you say that, in theory, you
might persondly meet and greet al the peoplein the Empire, but that it isnot a practica feat because you
couldn’t live long enough to do it. But how can you tell that psychohistory is something of this sort?”

Sdldon looked at Dorswith someincredulity. “Do you want that explained.”

“Yes, “ shesaid, nodding her head vigoroudy so that her curled hair vibrated.

“Asamatter of fact, “ said Hummin, “sowould L”

“Without mathematics?’ said Sdldon with just atrace of asmile.

“Please, “ said Hummin.

“Well--" Heretired into himsdlf to choose amethod of presentation. Then he said,--If you want
to understand some aspect of the Universg, it hepsif you smplify it as much as possible and include only
those properties and characteristics that are essential to understanding. If you want to determine how an
object drops, you don’t concern yourself with whether it isnew or old, isred or green, or has an odor or
not. Y ou diminate those things and thus do trot needlesdy complicate matters. The smplification you can
cal amodd or asmulation and you can present it either as an actud representation on a computer
screen or asamathematica relaionship. If you consder the primitive theory of nonrdativistic gravitation

Don said a once, “Y ou promised there would be no mathematics. Don't try to dipitin by calling
it primitive.” *

“No no. | mean ‘primitive’ only inthat it has been known as long as our records go back, that its
discovery isshrouded in the mists of antiquity asisthat of fire or the whed. In any case, the equations for
such gravitationd theory contain within themsd ves adescription of the motions of a planetary system, of
adouble gtar, of tides, and of many other things. Making use of such equations, we can even set up a
pictorid smulation and have aplanet circling astar or two stars circling each other on atwo-dimensiona
screen or et up more complicated systemsin athree-dimensiona holograph. Such smplified smulations
make it far eeder to grasp a phenomenon than it would be if we had to study the phenomenon itsdlf. In
fact, without the gravitationa equations, our knowledge of planetary motions and of celestial mechanics
generally would be sparse indeed.

“Now, as you wish to know more and more about any phenomenon or as a phenomenon
becomes more complex, you need more and more el aborate equations, more and more detailed
programming, and you end with acomputerized smulation that is harder and harder to grasp.”

“Can't you form asimulation of the smulation?” asked Hummin. Y ou would go down another
degree”

“Inthat case, you would have to diminate some characterigtic of the phenomenon which you
want to include and your simulation becomes usdless. The LPS-that is, ‘the least possible smulation’
gainsin complexity fagter than the object being smulated does and eventudly the smulation catches up
with the phenomenon. Thus, it was established thousands of years ago that the Universe asawhole, inits
full complexity, cannot be represented by any smulation smaller than itsdlf.

“In other words, you can't get any picture of the Universe as awhole except by sudying the
entire Universe. It has been shown aso that if one attempts to substitute smulations of asmall pan of the



Universe, then another smdl part, then another smdl part, and so on, intending to put them al together to
form atotd picture of the Universe, onewould find that there are an infinite number of such part
amulations. It would therefore take an infinite time to understand the Universein full and that isjust
another way of saying that it isimpossibleto gain al the knowledge thereis.”

“I understand you so far, “ said Dors, sounding alittle surprised.

“Wdl then, we know that some comparatively smplethings are easy to Smulate and asthings
grow more and more complex they become harder to smulate until finaly they become impossbleto
samulate. But at what level of complexity does smulation cease to be possible? Well, what | have shown,
making use of amathematicd techniquefirg invented in this past century and barely usable even if one
employsalarge and very fast computer, our Galactic society fals short of that mark. It can be
represented by asmulation smpler thanitself. And | went on to show that thiswould result in the ability
to predict future eventsin astatistical fashion-that is, by stating the probability for aternate sets of events,
rather than flatly predicting that one set will take place.”

“Inthat case, * said Hummin, “since you can profitably smulate Galactic society, it'sonly a
matter of doing so. Why isit impractica ?’

“All I have proved isthat it will not take an infinite time to understand Galactic society, but if it
takesabillion yearsit will till beimpracticd. That will be essentidly the same asinfinitetimeto us.”

“Isthat how long it would take? A billion years?’

“I haven’t been able to work out how long it would take, but | strongly suspect that it will take at
least abillion years, which iswhy | suggested that number.”

“But you don't redlly know.”

“I've been trying to work it out.”

“Without success?’

“Without success.”

“The University library does not help?” Hummin cast alook at Dors as he asked the question.

Seldon shook hishead dowly. “Not at dl.”

“Dorscan’'t hdp?’

Dorssighed. “1 know nothing about the subject, Chetter. | can only suggest ways of looking. If
Hari looksand does't find, | am helpless”

Hummin roseto hisfeet. “In that case, thereisno great usein staying here at the University and |
must chink of somewhere elseto placeyou.”

Seldon reached out and touched hisdeeve. “ Still, | have anidea”

Hummin stared at him with afaint narrowing of eyesthat might have belied surprise--or
suspicion. “When did you get theidea? Just now?’

“No. It'sbeen buzzing in my head for afew days before | went Upperside. That little experience
eclipsed it for awhile, but asking about the library reminded me of it.”

Hummin seeted himself again. “Tdl meyour idea-if it's not something that’ stotally marinated in
methematics”

“No mathematicsat al. It’' sjust that reading history in the library reminded me that Galactic
society was less complicated in the past. Twelve thousand years ago, when the Empire was on the way
to being established, the Galaxy contained only about ten million inhabited worlds. Twenty thousand
years ago, the pre-Imperid kingdoms included only about ten thousand worlds dtogether. Still deeper in
the past, who knows how society shrinks down? Perhaps even to asingle world asin the legends you
yoursdlf once mentioned, Hummin.”

Hummin said, “ And you think you might be able to work out psychohigtory if you dedlt with a
much smpler Galactic society?”

“Yes, it seemsto methat | might be ableto do s0.”

“Thentoo, “ said Dorswith sudden enthusiasm, “ suppose you work out psychohistory for a
smaller society of the past and suppose you can make predictions from a study of the pre-Imperia
Stuation asto what might happen athousand years after the formation of the Empire-you could then
check the actud Stuation at that time and see how near the mark you were.”



Hummin said coldly, “Considering that you would know in advance the Stuation of the year 1,
000 of the Galactic Era, it would scarcely be afair test. Y ou would be unconsciously swayed by your
prior knowledge and you would be bound to choose values for your equation in such away asto give
you what you would know to be the solution.”

“I don’t think so, “ said Dors. “We don’'t know the Stuation in 1, 000 G.E. very well and we
would haveto dig. After dl, that was eleven millenniaago.”

Seldon’ sface turned into a picture of dismay. “What do you mean we don’'t know the Situation in
1, 000 G.E. very well? There were computers then, weren't there, Dors?’

“Of course”

“And memory storage units and recordings of ear and eye? We should have dl the records of 1,
000 G.E. aswe have of the present year of 12, 020 G.E.”

“Intheory, yes, but in actua practice- Well, you know, Hari, it' swhat you keep saying. It's
possible to have full records of 1, 000 G.E., but it’s not practical to expect to haveit.”

“Yes, but what | keep saying, Dors, refers to mathematical demondirations. | don’'t seethe
gpplicationsto higtorical records.”

Dorssad defensively, “Records don't |ast forever, Hari. Memory banks can be destroyed or
defaced as aresult of conflict or can Smply deteriorate with time. Any memory bit, any record that is not
referred to for along time, eventudly drownsin accumulated noise. They say that fully onethird of the
recordsin the Imperia Library are smply gibberish, but, of course, custom will not alow those records
to be removed. Other libraries are less tradition bound. In the Stredling Universty library, we discard
worthlessitems every ten years.

“Naturaly, records frequently referred to and frequently duplicated on variousworldsand in
various libraries-governmentd and private remain clear enough for thousands of years, so that many of
the essentid points of Gaactic history remain known even if they took placein pre-lmperid times.
However, the farther back you go, the lessthereis preserved.”

“I can't beievethat, “ said Seldon. “I should think that new copies would be made of any record
in danger of withering. How could you let knowledge disappear?’

“Undesired knowledge is usdess knowledge, “ said Dors. “Can you imagine dl thetime, effort,
and energy expended in acontinud refurbishing of unused data? And that wastage would grow steadily
more extreme with time.”

“Surely, you would haveto allow for the fact that someone a some time might need the data
being so cardlesdy disposed of.”

“A particular item might be wanted once in athousand years. To saveit dl just in case of sucha
need isn't cogt-effective. Even in science. Y ou spoke of the primitive equations of gravitation and say itis
primitive becauseits discovery islost in the mists of antiquity. Why should that be? Didn’'t you
mathematicians and scientists save al data, al information, back and back to the misty primeva time
when those equations were discovered?’

Sdldon groaned and made no attempt to answer. He said, “Well, Hummin, so much for my idea.
Aswe look back into the past and as society grows smaller, auseful psychohistory becomes more likely.
But knowledge dwindles even more rapidly than size, so psychohistory becomesless likely--and the less
outweighsthe more. “

“To be sure, there isthe Mycogen Sector, “ said Dors, musing.

Hummin looked up quickly. “So thereis and that would be the perfect place to put Seldon. |
should have thought of it myself.”

“Mycogen Sector, “ repeated Hari, |ooking from one to the other. “What and where is Mycogen
Sector?’

“Hari, please, I'll tell you later. Right now, | have preparationsto make. You'll leave tonight.”

33.

Dors had urged Seldon to deep ahit. They would be leaving halfway between lights out and



lights on, under cover of “night, “ while the rest of the University dept. Sheinssted he could till usea
littlerest.

“And have you deep on the floor again?’ Seldon asked.

She shrugged. “ The bed will only hold one and if we both try to crowd into it, neither of uswill
get much deep.”

Helooked at her hungrily for amoment and said, “ Then I’ ll degp on thefloor thistime.”

“No, youwon't. | wasn't the onewho lay in acomain the deet.”

Asit happened, neither dept. Though they darkened the room and though the perpetua hum of
Trantor was only adrowsy sound in the relatively quiet confines of the University, Seldon found that he
had to talk.

Hesaid, “I" ve been so much trouble to you, Dors, here at the University. I"ve even been keeping
you from your work. Still, I’'m sorry I'll haveto leave you.”

Dorssad, “Y ouwon't leave me. I'm coming with you. Hummin is arranging aleave of absence
forme”

Seldon said, dismayed, “| can’t ask you to do that.”

“You'renot. Hummin sasking it. | must guard you. After dl, | faded in connection with
Upperside and should make up for it.”

“I told you. Please don't fed guilty about that. -Still, | must admit | would fedd more comfortable
with you at my side. If | could only be sure | wasn't interfering with your life. . .”

Dors said softly, “You're not, Hari. Please go to deep.”

Sddon lay glent for awhile, then whigpered, “ Are you sure Hummin can redly arrange
everything, Dors?’

Dorssad, “He saremarkable man. He s got influence here at the University and everywhere
else | think. If he says he can arrange for an indefinite leave for me, I'm sure he can. Heisamoat
persuasive man.”

| know, * said Seldon. “ Sometimes | wonder what he redly wants of me.”

“fit hesays, * said Dors. “He'saman of strong and idedlistic ideas and dreams.”

“Y ou sound as though you know himwel, Dors.”

“Ohyes, | know himwell.”

“Intimately?”

Dors made an odd noise. “I’m not sure what you' reimplying, Hari, but, assuming the most
insolent interpretation-No, | don’t know him intimately. What business would that be of yours
any-way?’

“I’'m sorry.. said Seldon. “1 just didn’t want, inadvertently, to be invading someone else' s--”

“Property? That' seven more insulting. | think you had better go to deep.”

“I’'m sorry again, Dors, but | can't deep. Let me at least change the subject. Y ou haven't
explained what the Mycogen Sector is. Why will it be good for meto go there? What'sit like?’

“It' sasmall sector with apopulation of only about two millionif | remember correctly. Thething
isthat the Mycogenians cling rightly to aset of traditions about early history and are supposed to have
very ancient records not available to anyone else. It sjust possible they would be of more useto you in
your attempted examination of pre-Imperia times than orthodox historians might be. All our talk about
early history brought the sector to mind.”

“Have you ever seen their records?’

“No. | don’'t know anyone who has.”

“Can you be sure that the records redly exi<, then?’

“Actudly, | can't say. The assumption among non-Mycogeniansisthat they’ re abunch of
madcaps, but that may be quite unfair. They certainly ray they have records, so perhapsthey do. In any
case, we would be out of sight there. The Mycogenians keep strictly to themselves. --and now please do

gotodeep.”
And somehow Sdldon findly did.



34.

Hari Seldon and Dors Venabili left the University grounds at 0300. Seldon redlized that Dors had
to be the leader. She knew Trantor better than he did-two years better. She was obvioudy a close friend
of Hummin (how close? the question kept nagging a him) and she understood hisingructions.

Both she and Seldon were swathed in light swirling docks with tight-fitting hoods. The style had
been a short-lived clothing fad a the University (and among young intellectudss, generaly) some years
back and though right now it might provoke laughter, it had the saving grace of covering them well and of
making them unrecognizable-at least at a cursory glance.

Hummin had said, “ There sa possibility that the event Upperside was completely innocent and
that there are no agents after you, Seldon, but lets he prepared for the worst.”

Seldon had asked anxioudy, “Won't you come with us?’

“I would liketo, “ said Hummin, “but | must limit my absence from work if | am not to becomea
target mysdf. Y ou understand?’

Seldon sighed. He understood.

They entered an Expressway car and found a seet asfar as possible from the few who had
aready boarded. (Seldom wondered why anyone should be on the Expressways at threein the
morning---and then thought that it was lucky some were or he and Dors would be entirely too
CONspicuous.)

Sdldon fell to watching the endless panoramathat passed in review asthe equally endlessline of
coaches moved aong the endless monorail on an endless dectromagnetic field.

The Expressway passed row upon row of dwelling units, few of them very tal, but some, for all
he knew, very deep. Still, if tens of millions of square kilometers formed an urbanized totd, even forty
billion people would not require very tall structures or very closely packed ones. They did pass open
areas, in most of which crops seemed to be growing--but some of which were clearly parklike. And
there were numerous structures whose nature he couldn’t guess. Factories? Office buildings? Who
knew? One large featureless cylinder struck him asthough it might be awater tank. After al, Trantor had
to have afresh water supply. Did they duicerain from Upperside, filter and tredt it, then storeit? It
seemed inevitable that they should.

Sdldon did not have very long to study the view, however.

Dors muttered, “ Thisis about where we should be getting off.” She stood up and her strong
fingersgripped hisarm.

They were off the Expressway now, standing on solid flooring while Dors studied the directiona
sgns.

The signs were unobtrusive and there were many of them. Seldon’s heart sank. Most of them
werein pictographs and initid's, which were undoubtedly understandable to native Trantorians, but which
weredientohim.

“Thisway, “ said Dors.

“Which way? How do you know?’

“See that? Two wings and an arrow.”

“Two wings? Oh.” He had thought of it as an upside-down “w, “ wide and shalow, but he could
seewhereit might be the stylized wings of abird.

“Why don’t they usewords?’ he said sullenly.

“Because words vary from world to world. What an *air-jet’ is here could bea‘ soar’ on Cinna
or a‘swoop’ on other worlds. The two wings and an arrow are aGaactic symbol for an sir vessdl and
the symbol is understood everywhere. -Don’t you use them on Helicon?

“Not much. Hdicon isafairly homogeneous world, culturaly speaking, and wetend to cling to
our private ways firmly because we' re overshadowed by our neighbours.”

“See?’ said Dors. “ There swhere your psychohistory might comein. Y ou could show that even
with different didects the use of set symbols, Galaxy-wide, isaunifying force.”

“That won't help.” He was following her through empty dim aley ways and part of hismind



wondered what the crime rate might be on Trantor and whether thiswas a high-crime area“Y ou can
have abillion rules, each covering a sngle phenomenon, and you can derive no generdizations from that.
That’ swhat one means when one says that a system might be interpreted only by amode as complex as
itsdf. -Dors, are we heading for an air-jet?’

She stopped and turned to look a him with an amused frown. “If we' re following the symbols for
air-jets, do you suppose we' re trying to reach agolf course? -Areyou afraid of air-jetsin theway so
many Trantorians are?’

“No no. We 9y freely on Helicon and | make use of air-jets frequently. It'sjust that when
Hummin took meto the University, he avoided commercid air travel because he thought we would leave
too clear atral.”

“That’ s because they knew where you were to begin with, Hari, and were after you already.
Right now, it may be that they don’t know where you are and we re using an obscure port and a private
arjet”

“Andwho'll be doing the flying?’

“A friend of Hummin's, | presume.”

“Can he be trusted, do you suppose?’

“If he safriend of Hummin's, he surdly can.”

“Y ou certainly think highly of Hummin, * said Seldon with atwinge of discontent.

“With reason, “ said Dorswith no attempt at coyness. “He' sthe best.

Sdldon’ sdiscontent did not dwindle.

“Theré stheair-jet, “ shesad.

It was asmdl onewith oddly shaped wings. Standing beside it was asmal man, dressed inthe
usud glaring Trantorian colors.

Dorssad, “We're psycho.”

Thepilot sad, “And I’'m history.”

They followed him into the air-jet and Seldon said, “Whose idea were the passwords?’*

“Hummin’s, * said Dors.

Sdldon snorted. “ Somehow | didn’t think Hummin would have a sense of humor. HE'sso
olemn.”

Dorssmiled.

Sunmaster

SUNMASTER FOURTEEN- . . . A leader of the Mycogen Sector of ancient Trantor . . . Asis
true of al the leaders of thisingrown sector, littleisknown of him. That he playsany role at dl in history
isdue entirely to hisinterrelationship with Hari Seldon in the course of The FHight . ..

ENCYCLOPEDIA GALACTICA
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There werejust two seats behind the compact pilot compartment and when Seldon sat down on
padding that gave dowly beneath him meshed fabric came forward to encircle hislegs, waist, and chest
and ahood came down over hisforehead and ears. He felt imprisoned and when he turned to hisleft
with difficulty----and only dightly-he could see that Dorswas smilarly enclosed.

The pilot took his own seat and checked the controls. Then he said, “I’m Endor Levanian, at
your service. Y ou' re enmeshed because there will be a considerable acceleration at liftoff. Oncewe' rein
the open and flying, you'll be released. Y ou needn’t tell me your names. It's none of my business”

Heturned in his seat and smiled at them out of agnomeike face that wrinkled as hislips spread
outward. “ Any psychologicd difficulties, youngsters?’

Dorssaid lightly, “I’m an Outworlder and I'm used to flying.”



“That isdso truefor mysdf, “ said Seldon with abit of hauteur.

“Excdlent, youngsters. Of course, thisisn’t your ordinary air-jet and you may not have done any
night flying, but I’ Il count on you to bear up.’

He was enmeshed too, but Seldon could see that hisarms were entirely free.

A dull hum sounded insdethejet, growing inintengity and rising in pitch. Without actudly
becoming unpleasant, it threstened to do so and Seldon made a gesture as though to shake his head and
get the sound out of his ears, but the attempt to do so merely seemed to stiffen the hold of the
head-mesh.

The jet then sprang (it was the only verb Seldon could find to describe the event) into the sir and
he found himsdlf pushed hard against the back and bottom of his sedt.

Through the windshield in front of the pilot, Seldon saw, with atwinge of horror, theflat riseof a
wall--and then around opening appear in that wall. It was smilar to the hole into which the Sir-taxi had
plunged the day he and Hummin had left the Imperia Sector, but though this one waslarge enough for
the body of thejet, it certainly did not leave room for the wings.

Seldon’ s head turned as far to the right as he could manage and did so just in time to see the
wing on hissde wither and collapse.

Thejet plunged into the opening and was seized by the e ectromagnetic field and hurtled dong a
lighted runnel. The accel eration was congtant and there were occasiond clicking noisesthat Seldon
imagined might be the passing of individua magnets.

And then, in less than ten minutes, the jet was spewed out into the atmosphere, headlong into the
sudden pervasive darkness of night.

Thejet decelerated asit passed beyond the el ectromagnetic field and Seldon felt himsdlf flung
againg the mesh and plastered there for afew breathless moments.

Then the pressure ceased and the mesh disappeared atogether.

“How areyou, youngsters?’ came the cheerful voice of the pilot.

“I'mnot sure, “ said Seldon. Heturned to Dors. “ Areyou dl right?’

“Certainly, “ sheanswered. “1 think Mr. Levanian was putting us through his pacesto seeif we
were redly Outworlders. Isthat so, Mr. Levanian?’

“Some people like excitement, “ said Levanian. “Do you?’

“Within limits, “ said Dors.

Then Sdldon added approvingly, “As any reasonable person would admit.”

Seldon went on. “1t might have seemed less humorousto you, gir, if you had ripped the wings of f
thejet.”

“Impossible, gr. | told you thisis not your ordinary air-jet. The wings are thoroughly
computerized. They changetheir length, width, curvature, and overdl shape to match the speed of the jet,
the speed and direction of the wind, the temperature, and half adozen other variables. Thewings
wouldn't tear off unlessthejet itsalf was subjected to stresses that would splinter it.”

There was a spatter against Seldon’ swindow. He said, “It' sraining.’

“It oftenis, * said thepilot.

Seldon peered out the window. On Helicon or on any other world, there would have been lights
visble-theilluminated works of man. Only on Trantor would it be dark.

-Wél, not entirely. At one point he saw the flash of abeacon light. Perhaps the higher reaches of
Uppersde had warning lights.

Asusud, Dorstook note of Seldon’s uneasiness. Parting his hand, she said, “I’m sure the pilot
knowswhat he' sdoing, Hari.”

“I'll try to be sure of it, too, Dors, but | wish he' d share some of that knowledge with us, *
Seldon said in avoice loud enough to be overheard.

“I don’t mind sharing, “ said the pilot. “To begin with, we' re heading up and we' Il be above the
cloud deck in afew minutes. Then therewon't be any rain and we' Il even seethe sars.”

He had timed the remark beautifully, for afew stars began to glitter through the feathery cloud
remnants and then all the rest sprang into brightness asthe pilot flicked off the lightsinsde the cabin. Only



thedim illumination of hisown instrument pane remained to compete and outsi de the window the sky
sparkled brightly.

Dorssaid, “That' sthefirst timein over two yearsthat I’ ve seen the stars. Aren’t they marvelous?
They’ re so bright---and there are so many of them.”

Thepilot said, “ Trantor is nearer the center of the Galaxy than most of the Outworlds.”

Since Hdlicon wasin a sparse comer of the Galaxy and its star field was dim and unimpressive,
Sddon found himsdlf speechless.

Dorssad, “How quiet thisflight has become.”

“Soitis, * said Seldon. “What powersthe jet, Mr. Levanian?’

“A microfuson motor and athin stream of hot gas.”

“I didn’t know we had working microfusion air-jets. They talk about it, but--"

“Thereare afew smal oneslikethis. So far they exist only on Trantor and are used entirely by
high government officiads”

Sddon sad, “ Thefeesfor such travel must come high.”

“Very high, sr.”

“How much is Mr. Hummin being charged, then?’

“There sno chargefor thisflight. Mr. Hummin isagood friend of the company who ownsthese
Jets”

Seldon grunted. Then he asked, “Why aren't there more of these microfusion air-jets?’

“Too expengve for onething, Sr. Thosethat exig fulfill dl the demand.”

“Y ou could create more demand with larger jets.”

“Maybe 0, but the company has never managed to make microfusion engines strong enough for
largeair-jets”

Sddon thought of Hummin's complaint that technologica innovation had declined to alow level.
“Decadent, “ he murmured.

“What., said Dors.

“Nothing, “ said Seldon. “ | wasjust thinking of something Hummin oncesaidtome.”

Helooked out at the stars and said, “ Are we moving westward, Mr. Caveman?”’

“Yes, weare. How did you know?’

“Because | thought that we would see the dawn by now if we were heading east to meet it.”

But dawn, pursuing the planet, findly caught up with them and sunlight--real--sunlight brightened
the cabinwalls. It didn’t last long, however, for the jet curved downward and into the clouds. Blue and
gold vanished and were replaced by dingy gray and both Seldon and Dors emitted disappointed cries at
being deprived of even afew more moments of true sunlight.

When they sank beneath the clouds, Upperside wasimmediately below them and its surface-at
least at this spot-was arolling mixture of wooded grottos and intervening grasdand. It was the sort of
thing Clowzia had told Seldon existed on Upperside.

Again there waslittle time for observation, however. An opening appeared below them, rimmed
by lettering that spelled MY COGEN

They plungedin.
36.

They landed at ajetport that seemed deserted to Seldon’ s wondering eyes. The pilot, having
completed histask, shook hands with both Hari and Dors and took hisjet up into the sir with arush,
plunging it into an opening that gppeared for his benefit.

There seemed, then, nothing to do but wait. There were benches that could seat perhaps a
hundred people, but Seldon and Dors V enabib were the only two people around. The port was
rectangular, surrounded by wallsin which there must be many tunnelsthat could open to receive or
deliver jets, but there were no jets present after their own had departed and none arrived while they
waited.



There were no people arriving or any indications of habitation; the very life hum of Trantor was
muted.

Seldon fdt this aloneness to be oppressive. He turned to Dors and said, “What isit that we must
do here? Have you any idea?’

Dors shook her head. “Hummin told me we would be met by Sunmaster Fourteen. | don’t know
anything beyond that.”

“Sunmaster Fourteen? What would that be?’

“A human being, | presume. From the name | can't be certain whether it would beaman or a
woman.”

“Anodd name.”

“Oddity isin the mind of the receiver. | am sometimes taken to be a man by those who have
never met me.”

“What foolsthey must be, “ said Seldon, smiling.

“Not at al. Judging from my name, they arejudtified. I'mtold it isapopular masculine name on
variousworlds.”

“I've never encountered it before.”

“That' s because you aren’'t much of aGalactic traveler. The name ‘Hari’” is common enough
everywhere, athough I once knew awoman named ‘Hare, © pronounced like your name but spelled with
an‘e’ InMycogen, as| recal, particular names are confined to families---and numbered.”

“But Sunmaster seems so unrestrained aname.”

“What' salittle braggadocio? Back on Cinna, ‘Dons' isfrom an Old loca expression meaning
‘goring gift.’*

“Because you were born in the spring?’

“No. | first saw thelight of day at the height of Cinna s summer, but the name struck my people
as pleasant regardless of its traditiona--and largely forgotten-meaning.”

“In that case, perhaps Sunmaster---"

And adeep, severe voice sad, “ That ismy name, tribesman.”

Seldon, gtartled, looked to hisleft. An open ground-car had somehow drawn close. It was boxy
and archaic, looking dmost like addivery wagon. Iniit, a the controls, was atal old man who looked
vigorous despite his age. With stately majesty, he got out of the ground-car.

He wore along white gown with voluminous deeves, pinched in at thewrigts. Beneath the gown
were soft sandal's from which the big toe protruded, while his head, beautifully shaped, was completely
hairless. He regarded the two camly with his deep blue eyes.

Hesad, “I greet you, tribesman.”

Sdldon said with automatic politeness, “ Greetings, Sr.” Then, honestly puzzled, he asked, “How
didyou get in?’

“Through the entrance, which closed behind me. Y ou paid little heed.”

“I suppose we didn’t. But then we didn’t know what to expect. Nor do we now.”

“Tribesman Chetter Hummin informed the Brethren that there would be members from two of the
tribes arriving. He asked that you be cared for.”

“Then you know Hummin.”

“We do. He has been of serviceto us. And because he, aworthy tribesman, has been of service
to us, so must we be now to him. There are few who come to Mycogen and few who leave. | anto
make you secure, give you houseroom, see that you are undisturbed. Y ou will be safe here”

Dors bent her head. “We are grateful, Sunmaster Fourteen.”

Sunmaster turned to look at her with an Sir of digpassionate contempt. “I am not unaware of the
customs of thetribes, “ he said. “I know that among them awoman may well speak before being spoken
to. | am therefore not offended. | would ask her to have a care among others of the Brethren who may
be of lesser knowledge in the matter.”

“Ohredly?’ sad Dors, who was clearly offended, even if Sunmaster was not.

“Intruth, “ agreed Sunmagter. “Nor isit needful to use my numerica identifier when | done of my



cohort am with you. * Sunmaster’ will be sufficient. -Now | will ask you to come with me so that we may
leave this place which is of too triba anature to comfort me.”

“Comfortisfor al of us, “ said Seldon, perhaps alittle more loudly than was necessary, “and we
will not budge from this place unlesswe are assured that we will not be forcibly bent to your liking againgt
our own natures. It isour custom that awoman may speak whenever she has something to say. If you
have agreed to keep us secure, that security must be psychological aswel asphysica.”

Sunmagter gazed at Seldon levelly and said, “ Y ou are bold, young tribesman. Y our name?”’

“I am Hari Seldon of Helicon. My companion is Dors Venabili of Cinna”

Sunmaster bowed dightly as Seldon pronounced his own name, did not move at the mention of
Dors sname. He sad, “I have sworn to Tribesman Hummin that we will keep you safe, so | will do what
| can to protect your woman companion in this. If she wishesto exercise her impudence, | will do my
best to see that sheisheld guiltless. -Y et in one respect you must conform.”

And he pointed, with infinite scorn, first to Seldon’ s head and then to Dors's.

“What do you mean?’ said Seldon.

“Y our cephdic hair.”

“What about it?’

“It must not be seen.”

“Do you mean we reto shave our headslike you? Certainly not.”

“My head is not shaven, Tribesman Seldon. | was depilated when | entered puberty, asare all
the Brethren and their women.”

“If we' re talking about depilation, then more than ever the answer isno-never.”

“Tribesman, we ask neither shaving nor depilation. We ask only that your hair be covered when
you are among us.”

‘How?’

“I have brought skincaps that will mold themsalvesto your skulls, together with stripsthat will
hide the superoptica patches the eyebrows. Y ou will wear them while with us. And of course, Tribesman
Sdldon, you will shave daily--or oftener if that becomes necessary.”

“But why must we do this?’

“Becauseto us, hair on the head is repulsive and obscene.”

“Surely, you and al your people know that it is customary for others, in al theworlds of the
Gdaxy, to retain their cephalic hair.”

“Weknow. And those among us, like myself, who must deal with tribesmen now and then, must
witnessthis hair. We manage, but it isunfair to ask the Brethren generdly to suffer the sght.”

Sddon sad, “Very well, then, Sunmaster--but tell me. Since you are born with cephdic hair, as
al of usareand asyou dl retain it vigbly till puberty, why isit so necessary to removeit?Isit just a
matter of custom or isthere somerationae behind it?’

And the old Mycogenian said proudly, “By depilation, we demongtrate to the youngster that he
or she has become an adult and through depilation adults will dways remember who they are and never
forget that dl others are but tribesmen.”

He waited for no response (and, in truth, Seldon could think of none) but brought out from some
hidden compartment in his robe a handful of thin bits of plastic of varying color, stared keenly at the two
faces before him, holding first one strip, then another, against each face.

“The colors must thatch reasonably, “ he said. “No one will be fooled into thinking you are not
wearing askincap, but it must not be repulsively obvious.”

Findly, Sunmaster gave a particular strip to Seldon and showed him how it could be pulled out
into acap.

“Please put it on, Tribesman Sedom” he said. “Y ou will find the process clumsy at first, but you
will grow accustomed to it.”

Seldon put it on, but thefirst two timesit dipped off when hetried to pull it backward over his
hair.

“Begin just above your eyebrows, “ said Sunmaster. Hisfingers seemed to twitch, asthough



eager to help.

Sdldon sad, suppressing asmile, “Would you do it for me?’

And Sunmeaster drew back, saying, dmost in agitation, “1 couldn’t. I would be touching your
hair.”

Sdldon managed to hook it on and followed Sunmaster sadvice, in pulling it here and there until
al his hair was covered. The eyebrow patchesfitted on easily. Dors, who had watched carefully, put hers
on without trouble.

“How doesit come off?" asked Seldon.

“Y ou have but to find an end and it will ped off without trouble. Y ou will find it easier both to put
on and take off if you cut your hair shorter.”

“I"d rather struggle abit, “ said Seldon. Then, turning to Dors, hesaid in alow voice, “You're
gtill pretty, Dors, but it does tend to remove some of the character from your face.”

“The character isthere undernegth just the same, “ she answered. “And | dare say you'll grow
accustomed to the hairlessme.”

Inadtill lower whisper, Seldon said, “1 don’t want to stay here long enough to get accustomed to
this”

Sunmaster, who ignored, with visible haughtiness, the mumblings among mere tribesmen, said, “If
you will enter my ground-car, | will now take you into Mycogen.”

37.

“Frankly, “ whispered Dors, “I can scarcely believe I’m on Trantor.”

“| takeit, then, you' ve never seen anything like this before?” said Seldon.

“I've only been on Trantor for two years and I’ ve spent much of my time at the University, so
I’'m not exactly aworld traveler. Still, I’ ve been here and there and I’ ve heard of thisand that, but I’ ve
never seen or heard of anything likethis. The sameness. “

Sunmaster drove along methodically and without undue haste. There were other wagonlike
vehiclesin the roadway, al with hairless men at the controls, their bald pates gleaming in the light.

On ether Sde there were three-story structures, unornamented, al lines meeting at right angles,
everything gray in color.

“Dreary, “ mouthed Dors. “So dreary.”

“Egdlitarian, “ whispered Seldon. “I suspect no Brother can lay claim to precedence of any
obviouskind over any other.”

There were many pedestrians on the walkway's as they passed. There were no signs of any
moving corridors and no sound of any nearby Expressway.

Don sad, “I'm guessing the grays are women.”

“Itshard to tdl, “ said Seldon. “The gowns hide everything and one hairlesshead islike
another.”

“The graysare dwaysin pairs or with awhite. The whinestart walk done and Sunmagter isa
white.”

“You may beright.” Seldon raised hisvoice. “ Sunmaster, | am curious’

“If you are, then ask what you wish, dthough | am by no means required to answer.”

“We seem to be passing through aresidentia area. There are no signs of business establishments,
indudtrial areas-"

“We are afarming community entirely. Where are you from that you do not know this?’

“Y ou know | am an Outworlder, “ Sldon said iffly. “I have been on Trantor for only two
months”

“Evenso.”

“But if you are afarming community, Sunmaster, how isit that we have passed no fams either?’

“Onlower levds, “ said Sunmagter briefly.

“IsMycogen on thisleve entirely resdentid, then?’



“And on afew others. We are what you see. Every Brother and hisfamily livesin equivaent
quarters; every cohort in its own equivaent community; al have the same ground-can and al Brothers
drive their own. There are no servants and none are at ease through the labor of others. None may glory
over another.”

Seldon lifted his shielded eyebrows at Dors and said, “But some of the people wear white, while
some wear gray.”

“That is because some of the people are Brothers and some are Sisters.”

“And we?’

“Y ou are atribesman and aguest. Y ou and your” -he paused and then said--" companion will not
be bound by al aspects of Mycogenian life. Nevertheess, you will wear awhite gown and your
companion will wear agray one and you will livein specia guest quarterslike our own.”

“Equdlity for al seemsapleasant ideal, but what happens as your numbersincrease? Isthe pie,
then, cut into smaller pieces?’

“Thereisno increase in numbers. That would necessitate an increase in area, which the
surrounding tribesmen would not dlow, or achange for the worse in our way of life”

“But if-.. began Sdldon.

Sunmaster cut him off. “It isenough, Tribesman Seldon. As| warned you, | am not compelled to
answer. Our task, which we have promised our friend Tribesman Hummin, isto keep you secure aslong
asyou do not violate our way of life. That wewill do, but there it ends. Curiogity is permitted, but it
wears out our patience quickly if perssted in.”

Something about histone alowed no moreto be said and Seldon chafed. Hummin, for dl his
help, had clearly mis-stressed the matter.

It was not security that Seldon sought. At least, not security alone. He needed information too
and without that he could not and would not stay here.

38.

Seldon looked with some distress at their quarters. It had asmall but individua kitchen and a
small but individua bathroom. There were two narrow beds, two clothes closets, atable, and two chairs.
In short there was everything that was necessary for two people who were willing to live under cramped
conditions,

“We had an individud kitchen and bathroom at Cinna, “ said Dorswith an air of resignation.

“Not |, “ said Sddon. “Helicon may be asmdl world, but I lived in amodem city. Community
kitchens and bathrooms. -What awagte thisis. Y ou might expect it in ahotel, where oneis compdled to
make atemporary stay, but if the whole sector islike this, imagine the enormous number and duplications
of kitchens and bathrooms.”

“Part of the egditarianiam, | suppose, “ said Dors. “No fighting for favored stadls or for faster
sarvice. The samefor everyone.”

“No privacy ether. Not that | mind terribly, Dors, but you might and | don’t want to give the
appearance of taking advantage. We ought to make it clear to them that we must have separate
rooms--adjoining but separate.”

Dorssad, “I’'m sureit won't work. Spaceisat apremium and | think they are amazed by thelr
own generosity in giving usthismuch. We'll just make do, Hari. We re each old enough to manage. I'm
not a blushing maiden and you' |l never convince methat you'reacalow youth.”

“Y ou wouldn’t be here, wereit not for me.”

“What of it?1t'san adventure.”

“All right, then. Which bed will you take? Why don’t you take the one nearer the bathroom?’ He
sat down on the other. “ There' s something el se that bothers me. Aslong aswe're here, we're
tribespeople, you and 1, asis even Hummin. We're of the other tribes, not their own cohorts, and most
things are none of our business. --but most things are my business. That’ swhat I’ ve come herefor. |
want to know some of the things they know.”



“Or think they know, “ said Dorswith ahistorian’s skepticism. “| understand they have legends
that are supposed to date back to primordia times, but | can’t believe they can be taken serioudy.”

“We can’'t know that until we find out what those legends are. Are there no outside records of
them?’

“Not that | know of. These people are terribly ingrown. They’' re amost psychotic in their inward
clinging. That Hummin can bresk down their barriers somewhat and even get them to takeusinis
remarkable-really remarkable.”

Seldon brooded. “ There has to be an opening somewhere. Sunmaster was surprised--angry, in
fact-that | didn’t know Mycogen was an agricultura community. That seemsto be something they don't
want kept a secret.”

“Thepaintis, itisn't asecret. ‘Mycogen' is supposed to be from archaic words meaning ‘ yeast
producer.” At least, that’ swhat |’ ve been told. I’'m not apaeolinguist. In any case, they culture all
varieties of microfood-yeast, of course, dong with algae, bacteria, multicdlular fungi, and so on.”

“Tha snot uncommon, “ said Seldon. “Most worlds have this microculture. We have some even
on Helicon.”

“Not like Mycogen. It’ stheir specidty. They use methods as archaic as the name of their
section-secret fertilizing formulas, secret environmentd influences. Who knowswhat? All is secret.”

“Ingrown”

“With avengeance. What it amountsto isthat they produce protein and subtle flavoring, so that
their microfood is't like any other in the world. They keep the volume comparatively low and the priceis
skyhigh. I’ ve never tasted any and I’'m sure you haven't, but it sallsin great quantitiesto the Imperia
bureaucracy and to the upper classes on other worlds. Mycogen depends on such salesfor its economic
hedth, so they want everyone to know that they are the source of thisvauable food. That, at least, isno
secret.’.

“Mycogen must berich, then.”

“They’re not poor, but | suspect that it's not wedlth they’ re after. It’ s protection. The Imperial
government protects them because, without them, there wouldn't be these microfoods that add the
subtlest flavors, the tangiest spices, to every dish. That meansthat

Mycogen can maintain its odd way of life and be haughty toward its nelghbours, who probably
find them insupportable.”

Dorslooked about. “They live an augterelife. There sno holovision, | notice, and no
book-films.”

“I noticed onein the closet up on the shelf.” Seldon reached for it, Stared at the label, and then
said in clear disgust, “A cookbook.”

Dors held out her hand for it and manipulated the keys. It took awhile, for the arrangement was
not quite orthodox, but she finally managed to light the screen and ingpect the pages. Shesad, “ There are
afew recipes, but for the most part this seemsto consist of philosophical essays on gastronomy.”

She shut it off and turned it round and about. “It seemsto be asingle unit. | don’t see how one
would gect the microcard and insert another. A one-book scanner. Now that’sawaste.”

“Maybethey think this one book-filmisal anyone needs.” He reached toward the end table that
was between the two beds and picked up another object. “ This could be a speaker, except that there's
no screen.”

“Perhgps they consder the voice sufficient.”

“How doesit work, | wonder?” Seldon lifted it and looked at it from different Sides. “Did you
ever ;e anything likethis?’

“In amuseum once-if thisisthe samething. Mycogen seemsto keep itsdf ddliberately archaic. |
suppose they consider that another way of separating themselves from the so-called tribesmen that
surround them in overwhelming numbers. Their archaism and odd customs make them indigestible, so to
speak. There' sakind of perverselogicto all that.”

Sdldon, sill playing with the device, said, “Whoops! 1t went on. Or something went on. But |
don't hear anything.”



Dorsfrowned and picked up asmdl felt-lined cylinder that remained behind on the end table,
She put it to her ear. “There savoice coming out of this, “ shesad. “Here, try it.” She handed it to him.

Seldon did so and said, “Oucht! It clipson.” Helistened and said, “ Y es, it hurt my ear. Y ou can
hear me, | takeit. -Yes, thisisour room. No, | don’t know its number. Dors, have you any idea of the
number?’

Dorssad, “ There sanumber on the spesker. Maybe that will do.”

“Maybe, “ said Seldon doubtfully. Then he said into the speaker, “The number on thisdeviceis
6L T-3648A. Will that do?-Wdll, where do | find out how to use this device properly and how to usethe
kitchen, for that matter? -What do you mean, ‘It all worksthe usua way? That doesn’'t do me any
good. wee here, I'ma. . . atribesman, an honored guest. | don’t know the usud way. -Yes, I’'m sorry
about my accent and I’'m glad you can recognize atribesman when you hear one. -My nameis Hari
Sddon.”

There was a pause and Seldon |ooked up at Dors with alongsuffering expression on hisface.
“He hasto look me up. And | suppose he'll tell me he can’t find me. -Oh, you have me? Good! In that
case, can you give metheinformation?-Yes. -Yes. -Yes. --and how can | call someone outside
Mycogen? -Oh, then what about contacting Sunmaster Fourteen, for instance? -Well, his assistant then,
his aide, whatever? -Uh-huh. -Thank you.”

He put the speaker down, unhooked the hearing device from his ear with alittle difficulty, turned
the whole thing off, and said, “ They’ |l arrange to have someone show us anything we need to know, but
he can’t promise when that might be. Y ou can't call outside Mycogen-not on this thing anyway--so we
couldn’t get Hummin if we needed him. And if | want Sunmaster Fourteen, I’ ve got to go through a
tremendous rigmarole. Thismay be an egditarian society, but there seem to be exceptionsthat | bet no
onewill openly admit.”

Helooked at hiswatch. “In any case, Dors, I'm not going to view a cookbook and still lessam |
going to view learned essays. My watch is dlill telling University time, so | don't know if it sofficidly
bedtime and at the moment | don’t care. We' ve been awake most of the night and | would like to
deep.”

“That’'sdl right with me. I’m tired too.”

“Thanks. And whenever anew day starts after we' ve caught up on our deep, I’'m going to ask
for atour of their microfood plantations.”

Dorslooked startled. “Are you interested?’

“Not redlly, but if that’ s the one thing they’ re proud of, they should be willing to talk about it and
once | get them into atalking mood then, by exerting al my charm, | may get them to talk about their
legendstoo. Persondlly, | think that’ saclever Srategy.”

“I hope 0, * said Dors dubioudy, “but | think that the Mycogenians will not be so easily

trapped.”
“Well see, “ said Seldon grimly. “1 mean to get those legends.”

39.

The next morning found Hari using the caling device again. He was angry because, for one thing,
he was hungry.

His attempt to reach Sunmaster Fourteen was deflected by someone who insisted that Sunmaster
could not be disturbed.

“Why not?" Seldon had asked waspishly.

“Obvioudy, thereis no need to answer that question, “ came back a cold voice.

“We were not brought here to be prisoners, “ said Seldon with equd coldness. “Nor to sarve.”

“I’'m sure you have a kitchen and ample supplies of food.”

“Yes, wedo, “ said Seldon. “And | do not know how to use the kitchen devices, nor do | know
how to prepare thefood. Do you et it raw, fry it, bail it, roast it?’

“I can't believe you are ignorant in such matters.”



Dors, who had been pacing up and down during this colloquy, reached for the device and Seldon
fended her off, whispering, “He |l break the connection if awoman triesto speak to him.”

Then, into the device, he said more firmly than ever, “What you believe or don't believe doesn’'t
meatter to mein the least. Y ou send someone here-someone who can do something about our
Stuation--or when | reach Sunmaster Fourteen, as | will eventudly, you will pay for this”

Nevertheless, it was two hours before someone arrived (by which time Seldon was in astate of
savagery and Dors had grown rather desperate in her attempt to soothe him).

The newcomer was ayoung man whose bald pate was dightly freckled and who probably would
have been aredhead otherwise.

He was bearing severa pots and he seethed about to explain them when he suddenly |ooked
uneasy and turned hisback on Seldonindarm. “Tribesman, * he said, obvioudy agitated. “Y our skincap
isnot well adjusted.”

Seldon, whose impatience had reached the breaking point, said, “ That doesn’t bother me.”

Dors, however, said, “Let me adjust it, Hari. It sjust abit too high here on the left side.”

Seldon then growled, “Y ou can turn now, young man. What is your name?’

“I am Graycloud Five, “ said the Mycogenian uncertainly as he turned and looked cautioudy at
Sdldon. “I am anovitiate. | have brought amed for you.” He hesitated. “ From my own kitchen, where
my woman prepared it, tribesman.”

He put the pots down on the table and Seldon raised one lid and sniffed the contents
suspicioudy. Helooked up a Dorsin surprise. “Y ou know, it doesn’'t smell bad.”

Dorsnodded. “You'reright. | can smdll it too.”

Graycloud said, “It' snot as hot asit ought to be. It cooled off in trangport. Y ou must have
crockery and cutlery in your kitchen.”

Dors got what was needed, and after they had eaten, largely and abit greedily, Seldon felt
civilized once more.

Dors, who redized that the young man would fed unhappy at being done with awoman and
even unhappier if she spoke to him, found that, by default, it fell to her to carry the pots and dishesinto
the kitchen and wash them-once she deciphered the controls of the washing device.

Meanwhile, Seldon asked thelocal time and said, somewhat abashed, “Y ou mean it'sthe middle
of the night”

“Indeed, tribesman, “ said Graycloud. “ That’ swhy it took awhile to satisfy your need.”

Seldon understood suddenly why Sunmaster could not be disturbed and thought of Graycloud's
woman having to be awakened to prepare him ameal and felt his conscience gnaw a him. “I’m sorry, “
he said. “We are only tribespeople and we didn’t know how to use the kitchen or how to prepare the
food. In the morning, could you have someone arrive to instruct us properly?’

“Thebest | can do, tribesmen, “ said Graycloud placatingly, “isto havetwo Sigterssent in. | ask
your pardon for inconveniencing you with feminine presence, but it isthey who know thesethings.”

Dors, who had emerged from the kitchen, said (before remembering her place in the masculine
Mycogenian society), “ That’ sfine, Graycloud. We d love to meet the Ssters.”

Graycloud looked at her uneasily and fletingly, but said nothing.

Sdldon, convinced that the young Mycogenian would, on principle, refuse to have heard what a
woman said to him, repeated the remark. “ That’ sfine, Graycloud. We d love to meet the Ssters.”

His expression cleared a once. “1 will have them here as soon asitisday.”

When Graycloud had left, Seldon said with some satisfaction, “ The Sisters are likely to be
exactly what we need.”

“Indeed? And in what way, Hari?’ asked Dors.

“Wadl, surdly if wetreat them as though they are human beings, they will be grateful enough to
Speak of their legends.”

“If they know them, “ said Dors skepticdly. “ Somehow | have no faith that the Mycogenians
bother to educate their women very well.”



40.

The Sigters arrived some six hours later after Seldon and Dors had dept some more, hoping to
readjust their biologicd clocks.

The Ssters entered the gpartment shyly, dmaost on tiptoe. Their gowns (which, it turned out,
weretermed “kirtles’ in the Mycogenian dialect) were soft velvety gray, each uniquely decorated by a
subtle pattern of fine, darker gray webbing. The kirtleswere not entirely unattractive, but they were
certainly most efficient a covering up any human fegture.

And, of course, their heads were bald and their faces were devoid of any ornamentation. They
darted speculative glances at the touch of blue at the comers of Dors' seyesand at the dight red stain at
the comers of her lips.

For afew moments, Seldon wondered how one could be certain that the Sisters were truly
Sders.

The answer came at once with the Sisters politely forma greetings. Both twittered and chirped.
Seldon, remembering the grave tones of Sunmaster and the nervous baritone of Graycloud, suspected
that women, in default of obvious sexua identification, were forced to cultivate distinctive voices and
socid mannerisms.

-I’m Raindrop Forty-Three, “ twittered one, “and thisismy younger Sster.”

“Raindrop Forty-Five, * chirped the other. “\We' re very strong on ‘Raindrops’ in our cohort.”
Shegiggled.

“1 am pleased to meet you both, “ said Dors gravely, “but now | must know how to address you.
| can't just say ‘Raindrop, * can1?’

“No, “ said Raindrop Forty-Three. “Y ou must use the full name if we are both here.”

Seldon said, “How about just Forty-Three and Forty-Five, ladies?’

They both stole aquick glance at him, but said not aword.

Dorssad softly, “I'll ded with them, Hari.”

Seldon stepped back. Presumably, they were single young women and, very likely, they were not
supposed to speak to men. The older one seemed the graver of the two and was perhaps the more
puritanica. It was hard to tell from afew words and aquick glance, but he had the feding and was willing
to go by that.

Dorssaid, “Thething is, Sigters, that we tribespeople don’t know how to use the kitchen.”

“Y ou mean you can’'t cook?’ Raindrop Forty-Three looked shocked and censorious. Raindrop
Forty-Five smothered alaugh. (Seldon decided that hisinitial estimate of the two was correct.)

Dorssad, “1 once had akitchen of my own, but it wasn't like thisone and | don’t know what the
foods are or how to prepare them.”

“It'sredly quitesmple, “ said Raindrop Forty-Five. “We can show you.”

“WEe Il make you agood nourishing lunch, “ said Raindrop Forty Three. “We' ll makeit for . ..
both of you.” She hesitated before adding the fina words. It clearly took an effort to acknowledge the
existence of aman.

“If you don't mind, “ said Dors, “1 would Eke to bein the kitchen with you and | would
gppreciate it if you' d explain everything exactly. After dl, Sisters, | can’t expect you to come here three
timesaday to cook for us.”

“Wewill show you everything, “ said Raindrop Forty-Three, nodding her head iffly. “1t may be
difficult for atribesivoman to learn, however. Y ou wouldn’'t havethe. . . feding for it.”

“I shdl try, “ said Dorswith apleasant smile.

They disappeared into the kitchen. Seldon stared after them and tried to work out the Strategy he
intended to use.

Microfarm



MY COGEN- . . . The microfarms of Mycogen are legendary, though they survivetoday only in
such oftused amiles as “rich asthe microfarms of Mycogen” or “tasty as Mycogenian yeast.” Such
encomiums tend to intensify with time, to be sure, but Hari Seldon visited those microfarmsin the course
of The Flight and there are references in his memoirs that would tend to support the popular opinion . . .

ENCYCLOPEDIA GALACTICA

4]1.

“That was good.” said Seldon explosively. “It was considerably better than the food Graycloud
brought--"

Dors said reasonably, “ Y ou have to remember that Graycloud’ swoman had to prepareit on
short notice in the middle of the night.” She paused and said, “I wish they would say “wife” They make
‘woman’ sound like such an gppanage, like ‘my house or my robe.” It is absolutely demeaning.”

“I know. It sinfuriating. But they might well make ‘wife’ sound like an gppanage aswell. It'sthe
way they live and the Sstersdon’t seem to mind. You and | aren’t going to changeit by lecturing.
Anyway, did you see how the Sstersdid it?’

“Yes, | did and they made everything seem very smple. | doubted | could remember everything
they did, but they ingsted | wouldn’t haveto. | could get avay with mere heating. | gathered the bread
had some sort of microderivative added to it in the baking that both raised the dough and lent it that
crunchy consstency and warm flavor. Just ahint of pepper, didn’t you think?’

“I couldn’t tell, but whatever it was, | didn’t get enough. And the soup. Did you recognize any of
the vegetables?’

“No.”

“And what was the diced meat? Could you tell?’

“I don't think it was diced meat, actudly. We did have alamb dish back on Cinnathat it
reminded meof.”

“It was certainly not lamb.”

“| said that | doubted it was meat at dl. -1 don’t think anyone outside Mycogen eats like this
either. Not even the Emperor, I'm sure. Whatever the Mycogenians sdll is, I'm willing to bet, near the
bottom of the line. They save the best for themselves. We had better not stay heretoo long, Hari. If we
get used to eating like this, we' Il never be able to acclimatize oursaves to the miserable stuff they have
outsde” Shelaughed.

Sdldon laughed too. He took another sip at the fruit juice, which tasted far more tantalizing than
any fruit juice he had ever spped before, and sad, “listen, when Hummin took meto the University, we
stopped at aroadside diner and had some food that was heavily yeasted. It tasted like-No, never mind
what it tasted like, but | wouldn’t have thought it conceivable, then, that microfood could cagtelikethis. |
wish the Sigterswere till here. It would have been polite to thank them.”

“I think they were quite aware of how wewould fed. | remarked on the wonderful smell while
everything was warming and they said, quire complacently, that it would taste even better.”

“The older one said that, | imagine.”

“Y es. The younger one giggled. --and they’ Il be back. They’ re going to bring me akirtle, so that
| can go out to see the shops with them. And they madeit clear | would have to wash my faceif | wasto
be seenin public. They will show me whereto buy some good qudlity kirtles of my own and wherel can
buy ready-made medsof dl kinds. All I'll haveto do is heat them up. They explained that decent Siters
wouldn’t do that, but would start from scratch. In fact, some of the meal they prepared for uswas smply
heated and they apologized for that. They managed to imply, though, that tribespeople couldn’t be
expected to appreciate true artistry in cooking, so that smply heating prepared food would do for us.
-They seemto takeit for granted, by the way, that | will be doing dl the shopping and cooking.”

“Aswe say a home, ‘“When in Trantor, do asthe Trantoriansdo.” “

“Yes, | was surethat would be your éttitude in this case.”



“I'm only human, “ said Seldon.

“Theusud excuse, “ said Dorswithasmall smile.

Sdldon leaned back with a satisfactory well-filled feding and said, “Y ou’ ve been on Trantor for
two years, Dors, so you might understand afew thingsthat | don’t. Isit your opinion that this odd socia
system the Mycogenians have is part of asupernaturaistic view they have?’

“Supernaturdigtic?’

“Y es. Would you have heard that thiswas s0?’

“What do you mean by ‘ supernaturdistic’ 7’

“Theobvious. A bdief in entitiesthat are independent of natura law, that are not bound by the
conservation of energy, for instance, or by the existence of a constant of action.”

“I see. You'reasking if Mycogen isardigious community.”

It was Sddon’ sturn. “ Religious?’

“Yes. It'san archaic term, but we historians use it-our study isriddlied with archaic terms.
‘Religious isnot precisaly equivalent to ‘ supernaturdigtic, * though it containsrichly supernaturdigtic
elements. | can’t answer your specific question, however, because |’ ve never made any specia
investigation of Mycogen. Still, fromwhat little I’ ve seen of the place and from my knowledge of religions
inhistory, I wouldn't be surprised if the Mycogenian society wasrdigiousin character.”

“Inthat case, would it surprise you if Mycogenian legends were dso religiousin character?’

“No, it wouldn't.”

“And therefore not based on historical matter?’

“That wouldn't necessaxily follow. The core of the legends might still be authentically historic,
alowing for distortion and supernaturdigtic intermixture.”

“Ah, “ said Sddon and seemed to retire into histhoughts.

Finally Dors broke the silence that followed and said, “1t's not o uncommon, you know. There
isaconsderable religious e ement on many worlds. It'sgrown stronger in the last few centuries asthe
Empire has grown more turbulent. On my world of Cinna, at least aquarter of the populationis
tritheistic.”

Sdldon was again painfully and regretfully conscious of hisignorance of history. He sad, “Were
there timesin past history when religion was more prominent than it istoday?”

“Certainly. In addition, there are new varieties oringing up congtantly. The Mycogenian religion,
whatever it might be, could be relatively new and may be restricted to Mycogen itself. | couldn’t really
tell without consderable study.”

“But now we get to the point of it, Dors. Isit your opinion that women are more apt to be
religiousthan men are?’

Dors Venabili raised her eyebrows. “I’m not sure if we can assume anything assmple asthat.”
She thought abit. “I suspect that those €l ements of a population that have asmdler stake in the materia
natura world are more gpt to find solace in what you call supernaturdism-the poor, the disinherited, the
downtrodden. Insofar as supernaturalism overlgpsreligion, they may aso be moreredigious. There are
obvioudy many exceptionsin both directions. Many of the downtrodden may lack religion; many of the
rich, powerful, and satisfied may possessit.”

“But in Mycogen, “ said Seldon, “where the women seem to be treated as subhuman-would | be
right in assuming they would be more rdigious than the men, more involved in the legends that the society
has been preserving?

“I wouldn't risk my lifeonit, Hari, but I'd be willing to risk aweek’ sincome onit.”

“Good, “ said Seldon thoughtfully.

Dorssmiled a him. “There sabit of your psychohistory, Hari. Rule number 47, 854: The
downtrodden are more religious than the satisfied.”

Seldon shook his head. “Don't joke about psychohistory, Dors. Y ou know I’'m not looking for
tiny rules but for vast generaizations and for means of manipulation. | don’t want comparative religiosty
astheresult of ahundred specific rules. | want something from which | can, after manipulation through
some system of mathematicized logic, say, ‘ Aha, thisgroup of peoplewill tend to be more religious than



that group, provided that the following criteriaare met, and that, therefore, when humanity meetswith
these stimuli, it will react with these responses.”

“How horrible, * said Dors. *Y ou are picturing human beings as s mple mechanical devices.
Pressthis button and you will get that twitch.”

“No, because there will be many buttons pushing smultaneoudy to varying degrees and dliciting
S0 many responses of different sortsthat overdl the predictions of the furore will be statistical in nature,
so that theindividua human being will remain afree agent.”

“How can you know this?’

“I can't, * said Seldon. “At least, | don't know it. | fedl it to be so. Itiswhat | consider to bethe
way things ought to be. If | can find the axioms, the fundamental Laws of Humanics, so to speak, and the
necessary mathematica trestment, then | will have my psychohigtory. | have proved thet, in theory, thisis
possible--"

“But impracticd, right?’

“I keep saying s0.”

A smdl smile curved Dors slips, “Isthat what you are doing, Hari, looking for some sort of
solution to this problem?’

“I don’t know. | swear to you | don’t know. But Chetter Hummin is so anxious to find asolution
and, for some reason, | am anxiousto please him. Heis so persuasive aman.”

“Yes, | know.”

Seldon let that comment pass, dthough asmal frown flitted across hisface.

Sdldon continued. “ Hummin ingststhe Empireis decaying, that it will collgpse, that psychohistory
isthe only hopefor saving it--or cushioning it or amdiorating it--and that without it humanity will be
destroyed or, a the very least, go through prolonged misery. He seemsto place the responsibility for
preventing that on me. Now, the Empirewill certainly last my time, but if I'mto live at ease, | must lift
that responsbility from my shoulders. | must convince myself--and even convince Hummin-that
psychohistory isnot apractical way our that, despite theory, it cannot be developed. So | must follow up
asmany leadsas | can and show that each one must fail.”

“Leads? Like going back in history to atime when human society was smdler than it is now?’

“Much smaller. And far lesscomplex.”

“And showing that asolutionisgtill impractica ?’

“Yes”

“But who is going to describe the early world for you? If the Mycogenians have some coherent
picture of the primordial Galaxy, Sunmaster certainly won't reved it to atribesman. No Mycogenian will.
Thisisan ingrown society-how many times have we dready said it?--and its members are suspicious of
tribesmen to the point of paranoia. They'll tdll usnothing.”

“I will haveto think of away to persuade some Mycogeniansto talk. Those Sigters, for
ingtance.”

“They won't even bear you, maethat you are, any more than Sunmaster hears me. And even if
they do talk to you, what would they know but afew catch phrases?’

“I must start somewhere.”

Dorssad, “Wdll, let me think. Hummin says| must protect you and | interpret that as meaning |
must help you when | can. What do | know about reigion? That' s nowhere near my specidty, you know.
| have dways dedlt with economic forces, rather than philasophic forces, but you can't split history into
nest little nonoverlapping divisons. For ingtance, religions tend to accumulate wealth when successful and
that eventualy tendsto distort the economic development of asociety. There, incidentaly, is one of the
numerous rules of human higtory that you' Il have to derive from your basic Laws of Humanics or
whatever you called them. Bt . . .

And here, Dors svoice faded away as she lgpsed into thought. Seldon watched her cautioudy
and Dors s eyes glazed as though she was |ooking deep within herself.

Findly shesad, “Thisisnot an invarigblerule, but it seemsto me that on many occasions, a
religion has abook--or books-of significance; booksthat givetherr ritud, their view of history, their



sacred poetry, and who knowswhat else. Usualy, those books are open to al and are a means of
prosalytization. Sometimes they are secret.”

“Do you think Mycogen has books of that sort?’

“To betruthful, “ said Dorsthoughtfully, “1 have never heard of any. | might haveif they existed
openly-which meansthey either don’t exist or are kept secret. In either case, it seemsto meyou are not
going to seethem.”

“Atleadt it sagtarting point, “ said Seldon grimly.

42.

The Sigtersreturned about two hours after Hari and Dors had finished lunch. They were smiling,
both of them, and Raindrop Forty Three, the graver one, held up agray kirtle for Dors s inspection.

“Itisvery dtractive, “ said Dors, smiling widely and nodding her head with a certain sincerity. “I
like the clever embroidery here”

“Itisnothing, “ twittered Raindrop Forty-Five. “It isone of my old thingsand it won't fit very
well, for you aretdler than | am. But it will do for awhile and we will take you out to the very best
kirtlery to get afew that will fit you and your tastes perfectly. Y ou will see”

Raindrop Forty-Three, smiling alittle nervoudy but saying nothing and keeping her eyesfixed on
the ground, handed awhite kirtle to Dors. It was folded neatly. Dors did not attempt to unfold it, but
passed it on to Seldon. “From the color | should say it syours, Hari.”

“Presumably, “ said Seldon, “but giveit back. She did not giveittome.”

“Oh, Hari, “ mouthed Dors, shaking her head dightly.

“No, “ said Sddon firmly. “She did not give it to me. Giveit back to her and I’ [l wait for her to
giveittome”

Dors hesitated, then made a hafhearted attempt to passthe kirtle back to Raindrop
Forty-Three.

The Sister put her hands behind her back and moved away, dl life seeming to drain from her
face. Raindrop Forty-Five stole aglance at Seldon, avery quick one, then took aquick step toward
Raindrop Forty Three and put her arms about her.

Dorssad, “Come, Hari, I'm sure that Siters are not permitted to talk to men who are not
related to them. What' sthe use of making her miserable? Shecan’t helpit.”

“I don't believeit, “ said Seldon harshly. “If thereissuch arule, is appliesonly to Brothers. |
doubt very much that she' s ever met atribesman before.”

Dors said to Raindrop Forty-Three in a soft voice, “ Have you ever met atribesman before,
Ser, or atribesvoman?’

A long hesitation and then a dow negative shake of the head.

Sdldon threw out hisarms. “Wdll, there you are. If thereisarule of slence, it appliesonly to the
Brothers. Would they have sent these young women-these Sisters-to dedl with usif there was any rule
againgt speaking to tribesmen?’

“It might be, Hari, that they were meant to speak only to meand | to you.”

“Nonsense. | don't believeit and | won't believeit. | am not merely atribesman, | am an
honored guest in Mycogen, asked to be treated as such by Chetter Hummin and escorted here by
Sunmaster Fourteen himsdlf. | will not be treated asthough | do not exist. | will bein communication with
Sunmeaster Fourteen and | will complain bitterly.”

Raindrop Forty-Five began to sob and Raindrop Forty-Three, retaining her comparative
impassvity, neverthelessflushed faintly.

Dors made as though to appeal to Seldon once again, but he stopped her with a brief and angry
outward thrust of hisright arm and then stared Toweringly a Raindrop Forty-Three.

And finaly she spoke and did not twitter. Rather, her voice trembled hoarsdly, as though she had
to forceit to sound in the direction of amale being and was doing so againgt al her ingtincts and desires.

“Y ou must not complain of us, tribesman. That would be unjust. Y ou force meto bresk the



custom of our people. What do you want of me?’

Sddon smiled disarmingly at once and held out his hand. “ The garment you brought me. The
kirtle”

Silently, she stretched out her arm and deposited the kirtle in his hand.

He bowed dightly and said in asoft warm voice, “ Thank you, Sister.” He then cast avery brief
look in Dors sdirection, asthough to say: Y ou see? But Dorslooked away angrily.

The kirtle was featurel ess, Seldon saw as he unfolded it (embroidery and decorativeness were
for women, apparently), but it came with atasselled belt that probably had some particular way of being
worn. No doubt he could work it out.

Hesad, “I'll step into the bathroom and put thisthing on. It won't take but aminute, | suppose.”

He stepped into the small chamber and found the door would not dose behind him because Dors
was forcing her way in aswell. Only when the two of them were in the bathroom together did the door
close.

“What wereyou doing?’ Dors hissed angrily. “Y ou were an absolute brute, Hari. Why did you
treat the poor woman that way?

Sdldon said impatiently, “I had to make her talk to me. I’'m counting on her for information. Y ou
know that. I’'m sorry | had to be crud, but how else could | have broken down her inhibitions?” And he
motioned her out.

When he emerged, he found Dorsin her kirtle too.

Dors, despite the bald head the skincap gave her and the inherent dowdiness of thekirtle,
managed to look quite attractive. The stitching on the robe somehow suggested a figure without revealing
itintheleast. Her belt was wider than his own and was adightly different shade of gray from her kirtle.
What'smore, it was held in front by two glittering blue stone sngps. (Women did manage to beautify
themsdlves even under the greatest difficulty, Seldon thought.)

Looking over a Hari, Dorssaid, “ Y ou look quite the Mycogenian now. The two of usarefit to
be taken to the stores by the Sisters.”

“Yes, “ sad Seldon, “but afterward | want Raindrop Forty-Three to take me on atour of the
microfarms.”

Raindrop Forty-Three' s eyes widened and she took arapid step backward.

“I'd liketo seethem, “ said Seldon camly.

Raindrop Forty-Three looked quickly at Dors. “ Tribesvoman--"

Seldon said, “Perhaps you know nothing of the farms, Sister.”

That seemed to touch anerve. Shelifted her chin haughtily as she il carefully addressed Dors.
“I have worked on the microfarms. All Brothers and Sisters do at some point in their lives.”

“Wall then, take me on thetour, * said Seldon, “and lets not go through the argument again. | am
not a Brother to whom you are forbidden to speak and with whom you may have no dealings. | ana
tribesman and an honored guest. | wear this skincap and thiskirde so as not to attract undue attention,
but | am ascholar and while | am herel must learn. | cannot Sit in thisroom and stare at thewall. | want
to see the one thing you have that the rest of the Galaxy does not have. . . your microfarms. | should
think you' d be proud to show them.”

“Weare proud, “ said Raindrop Forty-Three, finaly facing Seldon as she spoke, “and | will
show you and don'’t think you will learn any of our secretsif that iswhat you are after. | will show you the
microfarms tomorrow morning. It will take timeto arrange atour.”

Sdldon sad, “1 will wait till tomorrow morning. But do you promise? Do | have your word of
honor?’

Raindrop Forty-Three said with clear contempt, “1 am aSister and | will do as| say. | will keep
my word, even to atribesman.”

Her voice grew icy at the last words, while her eyes widened and seemed to glitter. Seldon
wondered what was passing through her mind and felt uneasy.
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Seldon passed arestless night. To begin with, Dors had announced that she must accompany him
on thetour of the microfarm and he had objected strenuoudly.

“Thewhole purpose, “ he said, “isto make her talk fregly, to present her with an unusua
environment-alone with amale, even if atribesman. Having broken custom so far, it will be easer to
bresk it further. If you' reaong, shewill talk to you and | will only get the leavings.”

“And if something happensto you in my absence, asit did Uppersde?’

“Nothing will happen. Please! If you want to help me, stay away. If not, | will have nothing
further to do with you. | mean it, Dors. Thisisimportant to me. Much as|’ve grown fond of you, you
cannot come ahead of this”

She agreed with enormous reluctance and said only, “Promise meyou' |l at least be niceto her,
then.”

And Sdldon said, “Isit me you must protect or her? | assureyou that | didn’t treat her harshly for
pleasure and | won't do so in the future.”

The memory of thisargument with Dors-their first helped keep him awake alarge part of the
night; that, together with the nagging thought that the two Sisters might not arrive in the morning, despite
Raindrop Forty-Three' s promise.

They did arrive, however, not long after Seldon had completed a spare breskfast (he was
determined not to grow fat through overindulgence) and had put on akirtle that fitted him precisdy. He
had carefully organized the belt so that it hung perfectly.

Raindrop Forty-Three, still with atouch of icein her eye, said, “if you are ready, Tribesman
Sdldon, my sster will remain with Tribeswoman Venabili.” Her voice was neither twittery nor hoarse. It
was as though she had steaedied herself through the night, practicing, in her mind, how to spesk to one
who was amale but not a Brother.

Seldon wondered if she had lost degp and said, “1 am quite ready.”

Together, hdf an hour later, Raindrop Forty-Three and Hari Seldon were descending level upon
level. Though it was daytime by the clock, the light was dusky and dimmer than it had been esawhereon
Trantor.

There was no obvious reason for this. Surely, the artificid daylight that dowly progressed around
the Trantorian sphere could include the Mycogen Sector. The Mycogenians must want it that way,
Sdldon thought, clinging to some primitive habit. Sowly Sedon’ s eyes adjusted to the dim surroundings.

Seldon tried to meet the eyes of passersby, whether Brothers or Sisters, calmly. He assumed he
and Raindrop Forty-Three would be taken as a Brother and his woman and that they would be given no
notice as long as he did nothing to attract attention.

Unfortunately, it seemed asif Raindrop Forty-Three wanted to be noticed. Shetalked to himin
few words and in low tones out of aclenched mouth. It was clear that the company of an unauthorized
male, even though only she knew thisfact, raved her self-confidence. Seldon was quite sure that if he
asked her to relax, he would merely make her that much more uneasy. (Seldon wondered what she
would do if she met someone who knew her. He felt more relaxed once they reached the lower levels,
where human beings were fewer.)

The descent was not by eevators either, but by moving staired rampsthat existed in pairs, one
going up and one going down. Raindrop Forty Three referred to them as “escalators.” Seldon wasn't sure
he had caught the word correctly, never having heard it before.

Asthey sank to lower and lower levels, Seldon’ s apprehension grew. M ost worlds possessed
microfarms and most worlds produced their own varieties of microproducts. Seldon, back on Helicon,
had occasiondly shopped for seasoningsin the microfarms and was always aware of an unpleasant
stomach-turning stench.

The people who worked at the microfarms didn’t seem to mind. Even when casud visitors
wrinkled their noses, they seemed to acclimate themsalvesto it. Seldon, however, was aways peculiarly
susceptible to the smell. He suffered and he expected to suffer now. Hetried soothing himsdlf with the
thought that he was nobly sacrificing his comfort to his need for information, but that didn’t keep his



somach from turning itsdf into knotsin gpprehension.

After he had lost track of the number of levelsthey had descended, with the air still seeming
reasonably fresh, he asked, “When do we get to the microfarm levels?’

“WEe rethere now.”

Seldon breathed deeply. “I1t doesn't smell asthough we are.”

“Smel? What do you mean?’ Raindrop Forty-Three was Offended enough to speak quite
loudly.

“Therewas dways a putrid odor associated with microfarms, in my experience. Y ou know, from
thefertilizer that bacteria, yeast, fungi, and saprophytes generaly need.”

“Inyour experience?’ Her voice lowered again. “Where wasthat?’

“On my homeworld.”

The Sigter twisted her face into wild repugnance. “ And your people walow in gabelle?’

Seldon had never heard the word before, but from the look and the intonation, he knew what it
meant.

Hesaid, “I1t doesn't smell like that, you understand, onceit isready for consumption.”

“Oursdoesn’'t smdl likethat at any time. Our biotechnicians have worked out perfect strains.
The dgae grow in the purest light and the most carefully baanced electrolyte solutions. The sgprophytes
arefed on beautifully combined organics. The formulas and recipes are something no tribespeople will
ever know. -Come on, herewe are. Sniff al you want. Y ou'll find nothing offensive. That is one reason
why our food isin demand throughout the Galaxy and why the Emperor, we are told, eats nothing else,
though it isfar too good for atribesman if you ask me, evenif he calshimsaf Emperor.”

She said it with an anger that seemed directly aimed at Seldon. Then, asthough afraid he might
missthat, she added, “ Or even if be calls himsdf an honored guest.”

They stepped out into anarrow corridor, on each side of which were large thick glasstanksin
which roiled cloudy green water full of swirling, growing agae, moving about through the force of the gas
bubbles that streamed up through it. They would berich in carbon dioxide, he decided.

Rich, rosy light shone down into the tanks, light that was much brighter than that in the corridors.
He commented thoughtfully on that.

“Of course, “ shesaid. “These algae work best at the red end of the spectrum.”

“| presume, * said Seldon, “that everything is automated.”

She shrugged, but did not respond.

“I don’t see quantities of Brothers and Sistersin evidence, “ Seldon said, persisting.

“Nevertheless, there iswork to be done and they do it, even if you don’t see them a work. The
detailsare not for you. Don’'t waste your time by asking about it.”

“Wait. Don't be angry with me. | don’t expect to be told state secrets. Come on, dear.” (The
word dipped out.)

Hetook her arm as she seemed on the point of hurrying away. She remained in place, but he felt
her shudder dightly and he released her in embarrassment.

Hesaid, “It'sjust that is seems automated.”

“Makewhat you wish of the seeming. Nevertheless, thereisroom here for human brainsand
human judgment. Every Brother and Sister has occasion to work here a sometime. Some make a
professon of it.”

Shewas speaking more fregly now but, to his continuing embarrassment, he noticed her left hand
move stedthily toward her right arm and gently rub the spot where he had touched her, as though he had
stung her.

“It goeson for kilometers and kilometers, “ she said, “but if we turn here ther€' |l he aportion of
the fungd section you can see”

They moved along. Seldon noted how clean everything was. The glass sparkled. Thetiled floor
seemed moig, though when he seized a moment to bend and touch it, it wasn’t. Nor wasit dippery
-unless his sandals (with his big toe protruding in gpproved Mycogenian fashion) had nondip soles.

Raindrop Forty-Three was right in one respect. Here and there a Brother or a Sister worked



slently, sudying gauges, adjusting controls, sometimes engaged in something as unskilled as polishing
equipment-aways absorbed in whatever they were doing.

Seldon was careful not to ask what they were doing, since he did not want to cause the Sister
humiliation in having to answer that she did not know or anger in her having to remind him there were
things he must not know.

They passed through alightly swinging door and Seldon suddenly noticed the faintest touch of the
odor he remembered. He looked at Raindrop Forty-Three, but she seemed unconscious of it and soon
he too became used to it.

The character of the light changed suddenly. The rosiness was gone and the brightnesstoo. All
seemed to be in atwilight except where equipment was spotlighted and wherever there was a spot light
there seemed to be a Brother or a Sister. Some wore lighted headbands that gleamed with a pearly glow
and, inthe middle distance, Seldon could see, here and there, smdl sparks of light moving erratically.

Asthey walked, he case aquick eye on her profile. It was al he could redlly judge by. At all
other times, he could not cease being conscious of her bulging bald head, her bare eyes, her colorless
face. They drowned her individuaity and seemed to make her invisble. Herein profile, however, he
could see something. Nose, chin, full lips, regularity, beauty. The dim light somehow smoothed out and
softened the great upper desert.

He thought with surprise; She could be very beautiful if she grew her hair and arranged it nicely.

And then he thought that she couldn’t grow her hair. She would be bald her whole life.

Why?Why did they have to do that to her? Sunmagter said it was so that a Mycogenian would
know himself (or herself) for aMycogenian al his(or her) life. Why was that so important that the curse
of hairlessness had to be accepted as a badge or mark of identity?

And then, because he was used to arguing both sidesin hismind, he thought: Custom is second
nature. Be accustomed to abald head, sufficiently accustomed, and hair on it would seem monstrous,
would evoke nausea. He himsdlf had shaved hisface every morning, removing al thefacid hair,
uncomfortable a the merest stubble, and yet he did not think of hisface asbald or asbeing in any way
unnatural. Of course, he could grow hisfacia hair at any time he wished--but he didn’t wish to do so.

He knew that there were worlds on which the men did not shave; in some, they did not even clip
or shapethefacid hair but let it grow wild. What would they say if they could see hisown bald face, his
own hairless chin, cheek, and lips?

And meanwhile, he walked with Raindrop Forty-Three-endlesdly, it seemed--and every oncein
awhile she guided him by the elbow and it seemed to him that she had grown accustomed to that, for she
did not withdraw her hand hastily. Sometimesiit remained for nearly a minute.

Shesad, “Herel Come herel”

“What isthat?’ asked Seldon.

They were standing beforeasmadll tray filled with little spheres, each about two centimetersin
diameter. A Brother who was tending the area and who had just placed the tray where it was looked up
inmildinquiry.

Raindrop Forty-Three said to Seldonin alow voice, “Ask for afew.”

Sdldon realized she could not speak to a Brother until spoken to and said uncertainly, “May we
have afew, B-brother?”’

“Have ahandful, Brother, “ said the other heartily.

Sdldon plucked out one of the spheres and was on the point of handing it to Raindrop
Forty-Three when he noticed that she had accepted the invitation as applying to hersaf and reached in
for two handfuls.

The sphere fdt glossy, smooth. Seldon said to Raindrop Forty Three as they moved away from
the vat and from the Brother who wasin attendance, “ Are these supposed to be eaten?’ He lifted the
sphere cautioudy to his nose.

“They don't smdll, “ she said sharply.

“What are they?

“Dainties. Raw dainties. For the outside market they' re flavored in different ways, but herein



Mycogen we egt them unflavored -- the only way.”

She put one in her mouth and said, “I never have enough.”

Sdldon put his sphereinto his mouth and felt it dissolve and disappear rapidly. His mouth, for a
moment, ran liquid and then it did, almost of its own accord, down histhroat.

He stood for amoment, amazed. It was dightly sweet and, for that matter, had an even fainter
bitter aftertaste, but the train sensation euded him.

“May | have another?’ he said.

“Have haf adozen, “ said Raindrop Forty-Three, holding out her hand. “ They never have quite
the same taste twice and have practicaly no calories. Just taste.”

Shewasright. Hetried to have the dainty linger in hismouth; hetried licking it carefully; tried
biting off apiece. However, the most careful lick destroyed it. When a bit was crunched off apiece, the
rest of it disappeared at once. And each taste was undefinable and not quite like the one before.

“Theonly troubleis, “ said the Sister happily, “that every oncein awhile you have avery unusua
one and you never forget it, but you never have it again either. | had onewhen | wasnine--" Her
expression suddenly logt its excitement and she said, “It’ sagood thing. It teaches you the evanescence of
things of theworld.”

It wasasignal, Seldon thought. They had wandered about aimlessy long enough. She had grown
used to him and was talking to him. And now the conversation had to come to its point. Now!
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Sdldon said, “1 come from aworld which lies out in the open, Sister, asal worlds do but
Trantor. Rain comes or doesn't come, theriverstrickle or arein flood, temperature is high or low. That
means harvests are good or bad. Here, however, the environment istruly controlled. Harvests have no
choice but to be good. How fortunate Mycogen is.”

Hewaited. There were different possible answers and his course of action would depend on
which answer came.

She was speaking quite fredly now and seemed to have no inhibitions concerning his masculinity,
so thislong tour had served its purpose. Raindrop Forty-Three said, “ The environment is not that easy to
control. There are, occasionaly, vird infections and there are sometimes unexpected and undesirable
mutations. There are times when whole vast batches wither or are worthless.”

“Y ou astonish me. And what happensthen?’

“Thereisusualy no recourse but to destroy the spoiled batches, even those that are merely
suspected of spoilage. Trays and tanks must be totally sterilized, sometimes disposed of atogether.”

“It amountsto surgery, then, “ said Seldon. Y ou cut out the diseased tissue.”

“Yes”

“And what do you do to prevent such things from happening?’

“What can we do? Wetest congtantly for any mutations that may spring up, any new viruses that
may appear, any accidental contamination or dteration of the environment. It rarely happensthat we
detect anything wrong, but if we do, we take drastic action. The result isthat bad years are very few and
even bad years affect only fractiond bits here and there. The worst year we' ve ever had fell short of the
average by only 12 percent-though that was enough to produce hardship. Thetroubleisthat even the
most careful forethought and the most cleverly designed computer programs can't dways predict what is
essentialy unpredictable”

(Seldon felt an involuntary shudder go through him. It was as though she was speaking of
psychohistory--but she was only speaking of the microfarm produce of atiny fraction of humanity, while
he himsalf was considering dl the mighty Gaactic Empirein every oneof dl itsactivities)

Unavoidably disheartened, he said, “ Surdly, it'snot al unpredictable. There are forces that guide
and that carefor usdl.”

The Sigter stiffened. Sheturned around toward him, seeming to study him with her penetrating

eyes.



But dl shesad was*“What?’

Sddon fdt uneasy. “It seemsto me that in speaking of viruses and mutations, we' re talking about
the natural, about phenomenathat are subject to naturd law. That leaves out of account the supernatural,
doesn'tit? It leaves out that which is not subject to natura law and can, therefore, control natura law.”

She continued to stare at him, as though he had suddenly begun speaking some distant, unknown
didect of Gdactic Standard. Again she said, in haf awhisper thistime, “Wharf”

He continued, ssumbling over unfamiliar words that half-embarrassed him. “Y ou must gpped to
some great essence, some great pirit, some. . . | don’'t know what to call it.”

Raindrop Forty-Three said in avoice that rose into higher registers but remained low, “I thought
s0. | thought that was what you meant, but | couldn’t believeit. Y ou' re accusing us of having religion.
Why didn’t you say so? Why didn’'t you use the word?’

She waited for an answer and Seldon, alittle confused at the ondaught, said, “Because that’ s not
aword | use. | call it *supernaturalism.”

“Cdl it what youwill. It sreligion and we don't haveit. Religion isfor the tribesmen, for the
swarming sc--”

The Sister paused to swallow as though she had come near to choking and Seldon was certain
the word she had choked over was ..

Shewasin control again. Speaking dowly and somewhat below her norma soprano, she said,
“We are not ardigious people. Our kingdom is of this Galaxy and aways has been. If you havea
reigion

Seldon felt trapped. Somehow he had not counted on this. Heraised ahand defensively. “Not
redly. I’'m amathematician and my kingdomisaso of thisGaaxy. It'sjust that | thought, from therigidity
of your customs, that your kingdom--"

“Don'’t think it, tribesman. If our cussoms arerigid, it is because we are mere millions surrounded
by billions. Somehow we must mark ourselves off so that we precious few are not lost among your
swarms and hordes. We must be marked off by our hairlessness, our clothing, our behavior, our way of
life. We must know who we are and we must be sure that you tribesmen know who we are. Welabor in
our farms so that we can make oursdaves valuable in your eyes and thus make certain that you leave us
aone. That'sal weask of you . . . to leave usdone.”

“I have no intention of harming you or any of your people. | seek only knowledge, here as
everywhere.”

“So you insult us by asking about our religion, asthough we have ever caled on amysterious,
insubstantia spirit to do for uswhat we cannot do for ourselves.”

“There are many people, many worldswho believein supernaturalism in one form or another . . .
religion, if you like the word better. We may disagree with them in one way or another, but we are as
likely to bewrong in our disbelief asthey in their bdlief. In any case, thereisno disgrace in such belief
and my questions were not intended asinsults.”

But shewas not reconciled. “Rdigion!” she said angrily. “We have no need of it.”

Sdldon’ s spirits, having sunk steadily in the course of this exchange, reached bottom. Thiswhole
thing, this expedition with Raindrop Forty-Three, had come to nothing.

But she went on to say, “We have something far better. We have history. “

And Sdldon’ s sfedlings rebounded at once and he smiled.

Book

HAND-ON-THIGH STORY-. . . An occasion cited by Hari Seldon asthefirgt turning point in
his search for amethod to develop psychohistory. Unfortunately, his published writings give no indication
asto what that “story” was and speculations concerning it (there have been many) arefutile. It remains
one of the many intriguing mysteries concerning Seldon’s career.
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Raindrop Forty-Three stared at Seldon, wild-eyed and breathing heavily.

“I can't stay here, * shesaid.

Sdldon looked about. “No oneis bothering us. Even the Brother from whom we got the dainties
said nothing about us. He seemed to take us as a perfectly norma pair.”

“That's because there is nothing unusud about us-when the light is dim, when you keep your
voicelow so the tribesman accent is less noticeable, and when | seem cam. But now--" Her voice was
growing hoarse.

“What of now?’

“l amnervousandtense. | am.. . . inaperspiration.”

“Who isto notice? Relax. Cam down.”

“I can't relax here. | can’'t clm down while | may be noticed.”

“Where are we to go, then?’

“There arelittle shedsfor resting. | have worked here. | know about them.”

She waswalking rapidly now and Seldon followed. Up asmal ramp, which he would not have
noticed in the twilight without her, there was aline of doors, well soread gpart.

“Theoneat theend, “ she muttered. “If it' sfree”

It was unoccupied. A small glowing rectangle said NOT IN USE and the door was gar.

Raindrop Forty-Three looked about rapidly, motioned Seldon in, then stepped inside hersdif.
She closed the door and, as she did so, asmall celling light brightened the interior.

Sdldon said, “Isthere any way the sign on the door can indicate this shed isin use?’

“That happened automatically when the door closed and the light went on, * said the Sigter.

Sdldon could fed air softly circulating with asmal sighing sound, but where on Trantor was that
ever-present sound and feel not apparent?

Theroomwas not large, but it had a cot with afirm, efficient mattress, and what were obvioudy
clean sheets. Therewasachair and table, asmall refrigerator, and something that looked like an
enclosed hot plate, probably atiny food-hester.

Raindrop Forty-Three sat down on the chair, Sitting stiffly upright, visibly attempting to force
hersdf into relaxation.

Sdldon, uncertain asto what he ought to do, remained standing till she gestured-a bit
impatiently-for him to st on the cot. He did so.

Raindrop Forty-Three said softly, asthough talking to hersdlf, “If it isever known that | have
been here with aman-even if only atribesman-1 shall indeed be an outcast.”

Seldon rose quickly. “ Then let’ s not stay here.”

“Sit down. | can’'t go out when I’'m in thismood. Y ou’ ve been asking about religion. What are
you after?’

It seemed to Seldon that she had changed completely. Gone was the passivity, the subservience.
Therewas none of the shyness, the backwardness in the presence of amale. Shewas glaring at him
through narrowed eyes.

“I told you. Knowledge. I'm ascholar. It ismy profession and my desireto know, | want to
understand peoplein particular, so | want to learn history. For many worlds, the ancient historical
records-the truly ancient historical records-have decayed into myths and legends, often becoming part of
aset of religious beliefs or of supernaturaism. But if Mycogen does not have ardligion, then--"

“| said we have higtory. *

Seldon said, “ Twice you' ve said you have history. How old?’

“It goes back twenty thousand years.”

“Truly? Let us speak frankly. Isit red history or isit something that has degenerated into
legend?’

“Itisred higtory, of course.”



Seldon was on the point of asking how she could tell, but thought better of it. Wasthereredly a
chance that history might reach back twenty thousand years and be authentic? He was not ahistorian
himself, so he would have to check with Dors.

But it seemed s0 likely to him that on every world the earliest histories were medleys of
self-serving heroisms and minidramas that were meant as mordity plays and were not to be taken
literdly. It was surdly true of Helicon, yet you would find scarcely a Heliconian who would not swear by
al thetaestold and indst it was dl true history. They would support, as such, even that perfectly
ridiculoustale of thefirst exploration of Helicon and the encounters with large and dangerous flying
reptiles-even though nothing like flying reptiles had been found to be native to any world explored and
settled by human beings.

He said ingtead, “How doesthis history begin?’

There was afaraway look in the Sister’ s eyes, alook that did not focus on Seldon or on anything
inthe room. She said, “It begins with aworld-our world. One world.”

“Oneworld?’ (Seldon remembered that Hummin had spoken of legends of asingle, origina
world of humanity.)

“Oneworld. There were others|ater, but ourswas the first. One world, with space, with open
air, with room for everyone, with fertile fields, with friendly homes, with warm people. For thousands of
yearswe lived there and then we had to leave and skulk in one place or another until some of usfound a
corner of Trantor where we learned to grow food that brought us alittle freedom. And here in Mycogen,
we now have our own ways---and our own dreams.”

“And your histories give the full details concerning the origind world? The one world?’

“Ohyes, itisdl inabook and we al haveit. Every one of us. We carry it a al times so that
there is never amoment when any one of us cannot open it and read it and remember who we are and
who we were and resolve that someday we will have our world back.”

“Do you know where thisworld isand who liveson it now?’

Raindrop Forty-Three hesitated, then shook her head fiercely. “We do not, but someday we will
findit”

“And you have thisbook in your possession now?’

“Of course.”

“May | seethat book?’

Now adow smile crossed the face of the Siter. She said, “ So that’ swhat you want. | knew you
wanted something when you asked to be guided through the microfarms by me adone.” She seemed a
little embarrassed. “I didn’t think it was the Book. “

“Itisdl | want, “ said Seldon earnestly. “I redly did not have my mind on anything ese. If you
brought me here because you thought--"

Shedid not alow him to finish. “But here we are. Do you or don’'t you want the Book?’

“Areyou offering to let me see it?’

“On one condition.”

Seldon paused, weighing the possibility of serioustroubleif he had overcomethe Sister’s
inhibitionsto agrester extent than he had ever intended. “What condition?’ he said.

Raindrop Forty-Three stongue emerged lightly and licked quickly at her lips. Then she said with
adigtinct tremor in her voice, “ That you remove your skincap.”

46.

Hari Seldon stared blankly a Raindrop Forty-Three. There was a perceptible moment in which
he did not know what she was talking about. He had forgotten he was wearing a skincap.

Then he put hishand to hishead and, for thefirst time, conscioudy felt the skincap hewas
wearing. It was smooth, but he felt thetiny resilience of the hair beneath. Not much. Hishair, after al,
was fine and without much body.

Hesad, dill fedingit, “Why?’



She said, “Because | want you to. Because that’ s the condition if you want to see the Book.”

Hesad, “Well, if you redly want meto.” Hishand probed for the edge, so that he could ped it
off.

But shesaid, “No, let medoit. I'll doit.” Shewaslooking a him hungrily.

Seldon dropped hishandsto hislap. “Go ahead, then.”

The Sigter rose quickly and sat down next to him on the cot. Slowly, carefully, she detached the
skincap from his head just in front of hisear. Again shelicked her lips and she was panting as she
loosened the skincap about hisforehead and turned it up. Then it came away and was gone and Seldon’'s
hair, released, seemed to stir abit in glad freedom.

He said, troubled, “Keeping my hair under the skincap has probably made my scalp swet. If so,
my hair will berather damp.”

Heraised his hand, as though to check the matter, but she caught it and held it back. “I want to
dothat, “ shesad. “Its part of the condition.”

Her fingers, dowly and hesitantly, touched his hair and then withdrew. She touched it again and,
very gently, stroked it.

“It'sdry, “ shesaid. “Itfeds. .. good.”

“Have you ever fdt cephdic hair before?’

“Only on children sometimes. This. . . isdifferent.” Shewas stroking again.

“Inwhat way?" Seldon, even amid his embarrassment, found it possible to be curious.

“| can't say. Itsjudt . . . different.”

After awhile he said, “Have you had enough?’

“No. Don't rush me. Can you make it lie anyway you want it to?’

“Not redly. It hasanatura way of faling, but | need acomb for that and | don’t have one with

“A comb?’

“An object with prongs. . . uh, likeafork . . . but the prongs are more numerous and somewhat
softer.”

“Can you use your fingers?” Shewas running hersthrough his hair.

Hesaid, “ After afashion. It doesn't work very well.”

“Itsbrigtly behind.”

“The hair is shorter there.”

Raindrop Forty-Three seemed to recall something. “ The eyebrows, “ shesaid. “Isn’t that what
they're called?’ She stripped off the shields, then ran her fingers through the gentle arc of hair, againgt the
gran.

“That'snice, “ she said, then laughed in a high-pitched way that was dmost like her younger
sger’sgiggle. “They'recute”

Sddon said alittleimpatiently, “Isthere anything else that' s part of the condition?’

In the rather dim light, Raindrop Forty-Three looked as though she might be considering an
affirmative, but said nothing. Instead, she suddenly withdrew her hands and lifted them to her nose.
Seldon wondered what she might be smdlling.

“How odd, “ shesaid. “May | ... may | do it again another time?’

Sdldon said uneasily, “If you will let me have the Book long enough to study it, then perhaps.”

Raindrop Forty-Three reached into her kirtle through adit that Seldon had not noticed before
and, from some hidden inner pocket, removed a book bound in some tough, flexible materid. He took it,
trying to control hisexcitement.

While Seldon readjusted his skincap to cover his hair, Raindrop Forty-Three raised her handsto
her nose again and then, gently and quickly, licked one finger.

47.

“Felt your hair?’ said Dors Venabili. She looked at Seldon’ s hair as though she was of amind to



fed it hersdf.

Seldon moved away dightly. “Please don’t. The woman madeit seem like aperverson.”

“| suppose it was-from her standpoint. Did you derive no pleasure from it yourself?’

“Pleasure? It gave me gooseflesh. When she finally stopped, | was able to breathe again. | kept
thinking: What other conditionswill she make?’

Dorslaughed. “Were you afraid that she would force sex upon you? Or hopeful 7’

“I assureyou | didn’t dare think. | just wanted the Book.”

They werein their room now and Dorsturned on her field distorter to make sure they would not
be overheard.

The Mycogenian night was about to begin. Seldon had removed his skincap and kirtle and had
bathed, paying particular attention to his hair, which he had foamed and rinsed twice. He was now sitting
on his cot, wearing alight nightgown that had been hanging in the closet.

Dorssad, eyesdancing, “Did she know you have hair on your chest?’

“I was hoping earnestly shewouldn't think of that.”

“Poor Hari. It was dl perfectly natural, you know. | would probably have had similar troubleif |
was done with a Brother. Worse, I'm sure, since he would believe-Mycogenian society being what it
isthat asawoman | would be bound to obey his orders without delay or demur.”

“No, Dors. You may think it was perfectly natural, but you didn’t experience it. The poor woman
wasin ahigh state of sexual excitement. She engaged dl her senses. . . smdled her fingers, licked them.
If she could have heard hair grow, shewould have listened avidly.”

“But that’ swhat | mean by ‘natural.” Anything you make forbidden gains sexud attractiveness.
Would you be particularly interested in women' s breastsif you lived in asociety in which they were
displayed at dl times?’

“I think I might.”

“Wouldn't you be more interested if they were aways hidden, asin most societiesthey are?
-Ligten, let metell you something that happened to me. | was a alake resort back homeon Cinna. . . |
presume you have resorts on Helicon, beaches, that sort of thing?”

“Of course, “ said Seldon, dightly annoyed. “What do you think Helicon is, aworld of rocks and
mountains, with only well water to drink?’

“No offense, Hari. | just want to make sure you'll get the point of the story. On our beaches at
Cinna, we're pretty lighthearted about what wewear . . . or don’t wear.”

“Nude beaches?’

“Not actualy, though | suppose if someone removed al of hisor her clothing it wouldn’t be much
remarked on. The custom isto wear adecent minimum, but | must admit that what we consider decent
leavesvery little to theimagination.”

Sdldon said, “We have somewhat higher standards of decency on Helicon.”

“Yes, | couldtell that by your careful trestment of me, but to each itsown. In any case, | was
gtting at the small beach by the lake and a young man approached to whom | had spoken earlier in the
day. Hewas adecent fellow | found nothing particularly wrong with. He sat on the arm of my chair and
placed hisright hand on my left thigh, which was bare, of course, in order to steady himself.

“ After we had spoken for aminute and ahaf or so, he said, impishly. ‘Herel am. Y ou know me
hardly at dl and yet it seems perfectly naturd to methat | place my hand on your thigh. What's more, it
seems perfectly natura to you, sSince you don’t seem to mind that it remainsthere’

“It was only then that | actually noticed that his hand was on my thigh. Bare skin in public
somehow loses some of its sexud quadity. Asl sad, itsthe hiding from view that iscrucid.

“And the young man felt thistoo, for hewent onto say, ‘Y et if | were to meet you under more
formal conditions and you were wearing agown, you wouldn’t dream of letting melift your gown and
place my hand on your thigh on the precise spot it now occupies.’

“I laughed and we continued to talk of thisand that. Of course, the young man, now that my
attention had been caled to the position of hishand, felt it no longer appropriate to keep it there and
removed it.



“That night | dressed for dinner with more than usua care and appeared in clothing that was
congderably more formal than was required or than other women in the dining room were wearing. |
found the young man in question. He was sitting at one of the tables. | gpproached, greeted him, and
sad, ‘Herel aminagown, but under it my left thighisbare. | give you permission. Just lift the gown and
place your hand on my left thigh whereyou had it earlier.’

“Hetried. I'll give him credit for that, but everyone was staring. | wouldn’t have stopped him and
I’ m sure no one e se would have stopped him either, but he couldn’t bring himself to do it. It was no
more public then than it had been earlier and the same people were present in both cases. It was clear
that | had taken the initiative and that | had no objections, but he could not bring himsdf to violate the
proprieties. The conditions, which had been hand-on-thigh in the afternoon, were not hand-on-thigh in
the evening and that meant more than anything logic could say.”

Sdldon said, “1 would have put my hand on your thigh.”

“Areyou sure?’

“Pogtive”

“Even though your standards of decency on the beach are higher than ours are?’

“Yes”

Dors sat down on her own cot, then lay down with her hands behind her head. “ So that you're
not particularly disturbed that I’ m wearing a nightgown with very little undernesthit.”

“I'm not particularly shocked. Asfor being disturbed, that depends on the definition of the word.
I”’m certainly aware of how you' re dressed.”

“Wall, if we're going to be cooped up herefor aperiod of time, we' |l haveto learntoignore
suchthings”

“Or take advantage of them, “ said Seldon, grinning. “And | like your hair. After seeing you bald
al day, | likeyour hair.”

“Wadll, don’'t touch it. | haven't washed it yet.” She half-closed her eyes. “It’ sinteresting. You've
detached the informa and forma level of respectability. What you' re saying isthat Helicon ismore
respectable at the informal level than Cinnalis and less respectable a theformal levd. Isthat right?”

“Actudly, I'm just talking about the young man who placed his hand on your thigh and myself.
How representative we are as Cinnians and Heliconians, respectively, | can't say. | can easlly imagine
some perfectly proper individuals on both worlds---and some madcaps too.”

“WEe retaking about socia pressures. I’'m not exactly a Galactic traveler, but I’ ve had to involve
myself in agreat dedl of socid history. On the planet of Derowd, there was atime when premarital sex
was absolutely free. Multiple sex was dlowed for the unmarried and public sex was frowned upon only
when traffic was blocked: And yet, after marriage, monogamy was absol ute and unbroken. The theory
was that by working off al one' sfantasesfirgt, one could settle down to the serious business of life.”

“Did it work?’

“ About three hundred years ago that stopped, but some of my colleagues say it stopped through
externd pressure from other worlds who were losing too much tourist businessto Derowd. Thereis such
athing asoverd| Gdactic socid pressuretoo.”

“Or perhaps economic pressure, in thiscase.”

“Perhaps. And being at the University, by the way, | get achance to Sudy socia pressures, even
without being aGalactic traveler. | meet people from scores of placesinsde and outside of Trantor and
one of the pet amusementsin the socid science departments is the comparison of socia pressures.

“Herein Mycogen, for instance, | have theimpression that sex isgtrictly controlled and is
permitted under only the most stringent rules, al the moretightly enforced because it is never discussed.
In the Streeling Sector, sex is never discussed either, but it isn't condemned. In the Jennat Sector, where
| spent aweek once doing research, sex is discussed endlesdy, but only for the purpose of condemning
it. | don’t suppose there are any two sectorsin Trantor --or any two worlds outside Trantor -- in which
attitudes toward sex are completely duplicated.”

Sdldon said, “Y ou know what you make it sound like? It would appesar.,

Dorssad, “I'll tell you how it gppears. All thistalk of sex makes onething clear tome. I'm



smply not going to let you out of my sight anymore.”

“What?’

“Twicel let you go, thefirst time through my own migudgment and the second because you
bullied meintoit. Both timesit was clearly amistake. Y ou know what happened to you the first time.”

Sdldon said indignantly, “Y es, but nothing happened to me the second time.”

“Y ou nearly got into alot of trouble. Suppose you had been caught indulging in sexua escapades
withaSiger?’

“It wasn't asexua--"

“Y ou yoursdlf said shewasin ahigh state of sexual excitement.”

“But--”

“It waswrong. Please get it through your head, Hari. From now on, you go nowhere without
me”

“Look, “ sad Seldon freezingly, “my object wasto find out about Mycogenian history and asa
result of the so-called sexua escapade with a Sister, | have a book-the Book.”

“The Book! True, there’ sthe Book. Let's seeit.”

Sdldon produced it and Dors thoughtfully hefted it.

She sad, “It might not do us any good, Hari. Thisdoesn't look as though it will fit any projector
I’ve ever encountered. That meansyou'll have to get aMycogenian projector and they’ [| want to know
why you want it. They’ Il then find out you have this Book and they’ll take it away from you.”

Seldon smiled. “If your assumptions were correct, Dors, your conclusions would be inescapable,
but it happensthat thisis not the kind of book you think it is. It's not meant to be projected. The materia
is printed on various pages and the pages are turned. Raindrop Forty Three explained that much to me.”

“A print-book!” It was hard to tell whether Dors was shocked or amused. “That’ s from the
Stone Age”

“It'scertainly pre-Empire, “ said Seldon, “but not entirely so. Have you ever seena
print-book?’

“Congdering that I'm ahistorian? Of course, Hari.”

“Ah, but like this one?’

He handed over the Book and Dors, smiling, opened it-then turned to another page-then flipped
the pages. “Itsblank, “ she said.

“It appearsto be blank. The Mycogenians are stubbornly primitivigtic, but not entirely so. They
will keep to the essence of the primitive, but have no objection to using modern technology to modify it
for convenience s sake. Who knows?’

“Maybe s0, Hari, but | don’'t understand what you' re saying.”

“The pages aren't blank, they’ re covered with microprint. Here, giveit back. If | pressthislittle
nubbin on the inner edge of the cover- Look!”

The page to which the book lay open was suddenly covered with lines of print that rolled dowly
upward.

Seldon said, “Y ou can adjust the rate of upward movement to match your reading speed by
dightly twisting the nubbin one way or the other. When thelines of print reach their upward limit when
you reach the bottom line, that is-they snap downward and turn off. Y ou turn to the next page and
continue.”

“Where does the energy come from that doesdl this?’

“It has an enclosed microfusion battery that lasts the life of the book.”

“Then when it runs down--"

“Y ou discard the book, which you may be required to do even before it runs down, given wear
and tear, and get another copy. Y ou never replace the battery.”

Dorstook the Book a second time and looked at it from al sides. She said, “I must admit | never
heard of abook likethis”

“Nor |. The Galaxy, generdly, has moved into visua technology so rapidly, it Skipped over this

posshility.”



“Thisisvisud.”

“Yes, but not with the orthodox effects. Thistype of book hasits advantages. It holdsfar more
than an ordinary visua book does.”

Dorssaid, “Where stheturn-on?-Ah, let me seeif | canwork it.” She had opened to apage at
random and set the lines of print marching upward. Then she said, “I’'m afraid thiswon't do you any
good, Hari. It's pre-Galactic. | don't mean the book. | mean the print . . . the language.”

“Canyou read it, Dors? As a historian--"

“Asahigorian, I’'m used to dedling with archaic language--but within limits. Thisisfar too ancient
for me. | ran make out afew words here and there, but not enough to be useful.”

“Good, “ sad Sddon. “If it' sredly ancient, it will be useful.”

“Not if you can't reed it.”

“I canreadit,“ said Seldon. “It’ s bilingua. Y ou don't suppose that Raindrop Forty-Three can
read the ancient script, do you?’

“If she’ seducated properly, why not?’

“Because | suspect that women in Mycogen are not educated past household duties. Some of the
more learned men can read this, but everyone else would need atrandation to Gaactic.” He pushed
another nubbin. “And this suppliesit.”

Thelines of print changed to Gaactic Standard.

“Delightful, “ said Dorsin admiration.

“We could learn from these Mycogenians, but we don't.”

“We haven’t known about it.”

“I can't believethat. | know about it now. And you know about it. There must be outsiders
coming into Mycogen now and then, for commercid or politica reasons, or there wouldn't be skincaps
S0 ready for use. So every once in awhile someone must have caught a glimpse of this sort of print-book
and seen how it works, but it's probably dismissed as something curious but not worth further study,
samply becauseit’s Mycogenian.”

“Butisit worth study?’

“Of course. Everythingis. Or should be. Hummin would probably point to thislack of concern
about these books as asign of degeneration in the Empire.”

Helifted the Book and said with agush of excitement, “But | am curiousand | will read thisand
it may push mein the direction of psychohistory.”

“I hope 0, “ said Dors, “but if you take my advice, you'll deep first and approach it fresh in the
morning. Y ouwon't leern much if you nod over it.”

Seldon hedtated, then said, “How maternd you arel”

“I"mwaetching over you.”

“But | have amother dive on Hdicon. | would rather you were my friend.”

“Asfor that, | have been your friend sincefirst I met you.”

She smiled at him and Seldon hesitated as though he were not certain asto the appropriate
rejoinder. Findly hesaid, “ Then I [l take your advice--as afriend--and deep before reading.”

He made as though to put the Book on a small table between the two cots, hesitated, turned, and
put it under his pillow.

DorsVenahili laughed softly. “1 think you' re afraid | will wake during the night and reaed parts of
the Book before you have achanceto. Isthat it?’

“Wadll, “ said Sddon, trying not to look ashamed, “that may beit. Even friendship only goes so
far and thisismy book and it'smy psychohistory.”

“I agree, * said Dors, “and | promise you that we won't quarrel over that. By the way, you were
about to say something earlier when | interrupted you. Remember?’

Seldon thought briefly. “No.”

In the dark, he thought only of the Book. He gave no thought to the hand-on-thigh story. In fact,
he had dready quite forgotten it, conscioudy at least.



48.

Venabili woke up and could tell by her timeband that the night period was only haf over. Not
hearing Hari’ s snore, she could tell that his cot was empty. If he had not |eft the gpartment, then hewasin
the bathroom.

She tapped lightly on the door and said softly, “Hari?’

Hesaid, “Comein, “ in an abstracted way and she did.

Thetoilet lid was down and Seldon, seated upon it, held the Book open on hislap. He said, quite
unnecessaxily, “I’'m reading.”

“Yes, | seethat. But why?’

“I couldn’t deep. I'm sorry.”

“But why read in here?’

“If I had turned on the room light, | would have woken you up.”

“Areyou sure the Book can't beilluminated?’

“Pretty sure. When Raindrop Forty-Three described its workings, she never mentioned
illumination. Besides, | suppose that would use up so much energy that the battery wouldn't last the life of
the Book.” He sounded dissatisfied.

Dorssaid, “You can step out, then. | want to use thisplace, aslong asI’m here.”

When she emerged, shefound him sitting cross-legged on his cot, till reading, with the room well
lighted.

She said, “You don't look happy. Does the Book disappoint you?’

Helooked up at her, blinking. “Yes, it does. I’ ve sampled it here and there. Itsdl I’ ve had time
to do. Thethingisavirtua encyclopediaand theindex isadmogt entirely alisting of people and places
that are of little use for my purposes. It has nothing to do with the Galactic Empire or the pre-Imperid
Kingdomseither. It dedsadmost entirely with asingle world and, as nearly as| can make out from what |
have read, it is an endless dissertation on internd politics.”

“Perhaps you underestimate its age. It may deal with a period when there wasindeed only one
world. . . oneinhabited world.”

“Yes, | know, “ said Sddon alittleimpatiently. “ That’ s actualy what | want-provided | can be
sureits history, not legend. | wonder. | don’t want to believeit just because | want to believeit.”

Dorssad, “Well, this matter of asingle-world originis much in the air these days. Human beings
are asingle species spread al over the Galaxy, so they must have originated somewhere. At least that's
the popular view at present. Y ou can't have independent origins producing the same species on different
worlds.”

“But I’ve never seen the inevitability of that argument, “ said Seldon. “If human beingsaroseon a
number of worlds as anumber of different species, why couldn’t they have interbred into some single
intermediate species?’

“Because species can't interbreed. That's what makes them species”

Sdldon thought about it amoment, then dismissed it with ashrug. “Wdll, I'll leaveit to the
biologigs”

“They’re precisely the ones who are keenest on the Earth hypothesis.”

“Earth?sthat what they cal the supposed world of origin?’

“That' sapopular namefor it, though there’ sno way of telling what it was called, assuming there
was one. And no one has any clueto what itslocation might be.”

“Earth!” said Sdldon, curling hislips. “It soundslike abelch to me. In any casg, if the book dedls
with the origind world, | didn’t come acrossit. How do you spdll the word?’

Shetold him and he checked the Book quickly. “Thereyou are. The nameisnot listed in the
index, ether by that spelling or any reasonable dternative.”

“Redly?’

“And they do mention other worldsin passing. Names aren't given and there ssemsno interest in
those other worlds except insofar asthey directly impinge on the local world they speak of . . . at least as



far as| can seefromwhat I’ ve read. In one place, they talked about ‘ The Fifty.” | don’t know what they
meant. Fifty leaders? Fifty cities? It seemed to meto befifty worlds.”

“Did they give anameto their own world, thisworld that ssemsto preoccupy them entirely?’
asked Dors. “If they don't call it Earth, what do they cdll it?’

“Asyou’ d expect, they cdl it ‘theworld or ‘the planet.” Sometimesthey call it ‘the Oldest’ or
“The World of the Dawn, * which has a poetic sgnificance, | presume, that isn’'t clear to me. | suppose
one ought to read the Book entirely through and some matters will then grow to make more sense.” He
looked down at the Book in his hand with some distaste. It would take avery long time, though, and
I’m not surethat I’d end up any thewiser.”

Dorssighed. “I’'m sorry, Hari. Y ou sound so disappointed.”

“That' s because | am disgppointed. It'smy fault, though. | should not have alowed mysdf to
expect too much. -At one point, cometo think of it, they referred to their world as* Aurora.” *

“Aurora?’ sad Dors, lifting her eyebrows.

“It sounds like a proper name. It doesn’t make any sense otherwise, asfar as| can see. Doesiit
mean anything to you, Dors?’

“Aurora” Dorsthought about it with adight frown on her fare. “I can't say I've ever heard of a
planet with that namein the course of the history of the Galactic Empire or during the period of its
growth, for that matter, but | won'’t pretend to know the name of every one of the twenty five million
worlds. We could look it up in the University library-if we ever get back to Stredling. There€ sno use
trying to find alibrary herein Mycogen. Somehow | have afeding that dl their knowledgeisin the Book.
If anything isn't there, they aren’t interested.”

Seldon yawned and said, “1 think you' reright. In any case, there’ s no use reading any moreand |
doubt that | can keep my eyes open any longer. Isit dl right if | put out the light?’

“I would welcomeit, Hari. And let’ sdeep alittle later in the morning.”

Then, inthe dark, Seldon said softly, “ Of course, some of what they say isridiculous. For
instance, they refer to alife expectancy on their world of between three and four centuries.”

“Centuries?’

“Y es, they count their ages by decades rather than by years. It gives you aqueer fedling, because
so0 much of what they say is perfectly matter-of-fact that when they come out with something that odd,
you amost find yoursdlf trgpped into believing it.”

“If you fed yoursdlf beginning to believe that, then you should redlize that many legends of
primitive origins assume extended life spansfor early leaders. If they’ re pictured as unbelievably heroic,
you seg, it seems naturd that they havelife spansto suit.”

“Isthat s07" said Seldon, yawning again.

“Itis. And the cure for advanced gullibility isto go to deegp and consider matters again the next
day.”

And Seldon, pausing only long enough to think that an extended life span might well beasmple
necessity for anyonetrying to understand a Galaxy of people, dept.

49,

The next morning, feding relaxed and refreshed and eager to begin his study of the Book again,
Hari asked Dors, “How old would you say the Raindrop ssters are?’

“I don’'t know. Twenty . . . twenty-two?’

“Wll, suppose they do live three or four centuries

“Hari. That'sridiculous”

“I’'m saying suppose. In mathematics, we say ‘suppose’ dl thetime and seeif we can end up
with something patently untrue or selfcontradictory. An extended life pan would amost surely mean an
extended period of development. They might seem in their early twenties and actudly bein their Sixties.”

“Y ou can try asking them how old they are.”

“We can assumethey’dlie”



“Look up their birth certificates.”
Sddon smiled wryly. “I'll bet you anything you like-arall inthe hay, if you' rewilling-that they’l
claim they don't keep records or that, if they do, they will indst those records are closed to

tribespeople.”
“No bet, “ said Dors. “And if that’ strue, then it’ s usdless trying to suppose anything about their

age”

“Oh no. Think of it thisway. If the Mycogenians are living extended life spansthat are four or five
timesthat of ordinary human beings, they can't very well give birth to very many children without
expanding their population tremendoudy. Y ou remember that Sunmaster said something about not having
the population expand and bit off hisremarks angrily at that time.”

Dorssaid, “What are you getting at?’

“When | was with Raindrop Forty-Three, | saw no children.”

“Onthe microfarms?’

Ve’

“Did you expect children there? | was with Raindrop Forty-Five in the shops and on the
resdentid levelsand | assureyou | saw anumber of children of al ages, including infants. Quite afew of
them.”

“Ah.” Seldon looked chagrined. “ Then that would mean they can't be enjoying extended life
spans”

Dorssad, “By your line of argument, | should say definitely not. Did you redly think they did?’

“No, not redly. But then you can’t close your mind either and make assumptions without testing
them one way or another.”

“Y ou can waste alot of time that way too, if you stop to chew away at thingsthat are ridiculous
onthefaceof it.”

“Somethingsthat seem ridiculous on theface of it aren't. That’sal. Which remindsme. You're
the historian. In your work, have you ever come across objects or phenomenacalled ‘ robots ?’

“Ah! Now you' re switching to another legend and avery popular one. There are any number of
worlds that imagine the existence of machinesin human form in prehistoric times. These are called
‘robots.’

“Thetaes of robots probably originate from one master legend, for the genera themeisthe
same. Robots were devised, then grew in numbers and abilities to the status of the dmost superhuman.
They threatened humanity and were destroyed. In every case, the destruction took place before the
actua reliable historic records available to ustoday existed. The usud fedingisthat the story isa
symboalic picture of the risks and dangers of exploring the Gaaxy, when human beings expanded outward
from the world or worlds that were their original homes. There must aways have been the fear of
encountering other--and superior-intelligences.”

“Perhapsthey did at least once and that gave riseto the legend.”

“Except that on no human-occupied world has there been any record or trace of any prehuman
or nonhuman intelligence.”

“But why ‘robots ? Does the word have meaning?’

“Not that | know of, but it’ sthe equivalent of the familiar ‘ automata.”

“Automatal Well, why don't they say so?’

“Because people do use archaic termsfor flavor when they tell an ancient legend. Why do you
ask dl this, by theway?’

“Because in thisancient Mycogenian book, they talk of robots. And very favorably, by the way.
-Ligten, Dors, aren’t you going out with Raindrop Forty-Five again this afternoon?’

“ Supposedly-if she showsup.”

“Would you ask her some questions and try to get the answers out of her?’

“I cantry. What are the questions?’

“I would liketo find out, astactfully as possible, if there is some structure in Mycogen that is
particularly sgnificant, that istied in with the pagt, that has a sort of mythic vaue, that can--"



Dorsinterrupted, trying not to smile. “I think that what you are trying to ask is whether Mycogen
hasatemple.”

And, inevitably, Seldon looked blank and said, “What' s atemple?’

“ Another archaic term of uncertain origin. It meansdl the things you asked about-significance,
past, myth. Very wdll, I'll ask. It'sthe sort of thing, however, that they might find difficult to spesk of. To
tribespeople, certainly.”

“Nevertheless, do try.”

Sacratorium

AURORA- . .. A mythica world, supposedly inhabited in primordial times, during the dawn of
interstdlar trave. It isthought by someto he the perhaps equally mythica “world of origin” of humanity
and to be another name for “Earth.” The people of the Mycogen (q.v.) Sector of ancient Trantor
reportedly held themselves to be descended from the inhabitants of Auroraand made that tenet central to
their system of beliefs, concerning which amost nothing elseisknown. . .

ENCYCLOPEDIA GALACTICA

50.

Thetwo Raindrops arrived a midmorning. Raindrop Forty-Five seemed as cheerful asever, but
Raindrop Forty-Three paused just inside the door, looking drawn and circumspect. She kept her eyes
down and did not as much as glance a Seldon.

Seldon looked uncertain and gestured to Dors, who said in a cheerful businesslike tone of voice,
“One moment, Sigters. | must give ingtructionsto my man or he won't know what to do with himsdlf
today.”

They moved into the bathroom and Dors whispered, “|s something wrong?’

“Y es. Raindrop Forty-Threeis obvioudy shattered. Pleasetell her that | will return the Book as
soon aspossible”

Dorsfavored Seldon with along surprised look. “Hari, “ she said, “you're aswedt, caring
person, but you haven't the good sense of an amoeba. If | as much as mention the Book to the poor
woman, she' |l be certain that you told me al about what happened yesterday and then she'll really be
shattered. The only hopeisto treat her exactly as| would ordinarily.”

Seldon nodded his head and said dispiritedly, “I suppose you'reright.”

Dorsreturned intime for dinner and found Seldon on his cat, still leafing through the Book, but
with intensfied impatience.

Helooked up with ascowl and said, “If we' re going to be staying here any length of time, we're
going to need a communication device of some sort between us. | had no ideawhen you'’ d get back and
| wasalittle concerned.”

“Wadl, herel am, “ she said, removing her skincap gingerly and looking &t it with morethan alittle
disaste. “I’'mredly pleased a your concern. | rather thought you' d be so lost in the Book, you wouldn't
evenredizel wasgone”

Seldon snorted.

Dorssaid, “ Asfor communiceations devices, | doubt that they are easy to come by in Mycogen.
It would mean easing communication with tribespeople outside and | suspect the leaders of Mycogen are
bound and determined to cut down on any possible interaction with the great beyond.”

“Yes, “ said Seldon, tossing the Book to one side, “1 would expect that from what | seein the
Book. Did you find out about the whatever you caled it . . . thetemple?’

“Yes, “ shesaid, removing her eyebrow patches. “It exists. There are anumber of them over the
area of the sector, but there’ sa central building that seemsto be the important one. -Would you believe
that one woman noticed my eyelashes and told methat | shouldn’t let myself be seenin public?| havea



fedling she intended to report me for indecent exposure.”

“Never mind that, “ said Sddon impatiently. “Do you know where the centrd templeis
located?’

“I have directions, but Raindrop Forty-Five warned me that women were not dlowed inside
except on special occasions, none of which are coming up soon. It's called the Sacratorium.”

“Thewhat.”

“The Sacratorium.”

“What an ugly word. What doesit mean?’

Dors shook her head. “I1t' s new to me. And neither Raindrop knew what it meant either. To
them, Sacratorium isn’t what the building iscdled, it swhat it is. Asking them why they cdled it that
probably sounded like asking them why awadll iscalled awall.”

“Isthere anything about it they do know?’

“Of course, Hari. They know what it’sfor. It'sa place that’ s devoted to something other than the
life herein Mycogen. It’' s devoted to another world, aformer and better one.”

“Theworld they once lived on, you mean?’

“Exactly. Raindrop Forty-Five al but said so, but not quite. She couldn’t bring hersdlf to say the
word.”

“Aurora?’

“That’ stheword, but | suspect that if you wereto say it out loud to agroup of Mycogenians,
they would be shocked and horrified. Raindrop Forty-Five, when she said, ‘ The Sacratorium is
dedicated to-', stopped at that point and carefully wrote out the letters one by one with her finger onthe
pam of her hand. And she blushed, as though she was doing something obscene.”

“Strange, “ said Seldon. “If the Book is an accurate guide, Auroraistheir dearest memory, their
chief point of unification, the center about which everything in Mycogen revolves. Why should its mention
be considered obscene? -Are you sure you didn’t misinterpret what the Sister meant?’

“I’'m poditive. And perhapsit’ s no mystery. Too much talk about it would get to tribespeople.
The best way of keeping it secret unto themsalvesisto make its very mention taboo.”

“Taboo?’

“A specidized anthropological term. It' sareference to serious and effective socid pressure
forbidding some sort of action. The fact that women are not alowed in the Sacratorium probably hasthe
force of ataboo. I'm surethat a Sister would be horrified if it was suggested that she invadeits
precincts.”

“Arethedirections you have good enough for meto get to the Sacratorium on my own?’

“Inthefirst place, Hari, you' re not going done. I’'m going with you. | thought we had discussed
the matter and that | had madeit clear that | cannot protect you at long distance-not from deet storms
and not from feral women. In the second place, it'simpracticd to think of walking there. Mycogen may
be asmall sector, as sectors go, but it sSmply is't that small.”

“An Expressvay, then.”

“There are no Expressways passing through Mycogenian territory. It would make contact
between Mycogenians and tribespeople too easy. Still, there are public conveyances of the kind that are
found on less developed planets. In fact, that’ swhat Mycogen is, apiece of an undeveloped planet,
embedded like a splinter in the body of Trantor, which is otherwise a patchwork of developed societies.
--and Hari, finish with the Book as soon as possible. It s apparent that Rainbow Forty-Threeisin trouble
aslong asyou haveit and so will we beif they find out.”

“Do you mean atribesperson reading it istaboo?’

“I'msaureof it.”

“Wall, it would be no great lossto giveit back. | should say that 95 percent of it isincredibly
dull; endlessin-fighting among politica groups, endless justification of policieswhose wisdom | cannot
possibly judge, endless homilies on ethica matters which, even when enlightened, and they usudly aren't,
are couched with such infuriating self-righteousness asto dmost enforce violation.”

“Y ou sound as though | would be doing you a gresat favor it | took the thing away from you.”



“Except that there’ s awaysthe other 5 percent that discusses the never-to-be-mentioned
Aurora | keep thinking that there may be something there and that it may be helpful to me. That’swhy |
wanted to know about the Sacratorium.

“Do you hope to find support for the Book’ s concept of Aurorain the Sacratorium?’

“Inaway. And I'm aso terribly caught up in what the Book hasto say about automata, or
robots, to use their term. | find myself attracted to the concept.”

“Surely, you don't take it serioudy?’

“Almogt. If you accept some passages of the Book literdly, then thereis an implication that some
robots were in human shape.”

“Naturaly. If you' re going to congtruct asimulacrum of ahuman being, you will makeit ook like
ahuman being.”

“Y es, amulacrum means ‘likeness, * but alikeness can be crude indeed. An artist can draw a
gtick figure and you might know he s representing a human being and recognizeit. A circlefor the head,
adtak for the body, and four bent linesfor arms and legs and you have it. But | mean robots that redly
look like ahuman being, in every detail.”

“Ridiculous, Hari. Imagine the time it would take to fashion the metal of the body into perfect
proportions, with the smooth curve of underlying muscles”

“Who said ‘metd, * Dors? Theimpression | got isthat such robots were organic or
pseudo-organic, that they were covered with skin, that you could not easily draw adistinction between
them and human beingsin any way.”

“Doesthe Book say that?’

“Not in so many words. The inference, however--"

“Isyour inference, Hari. Y ou can't teke it serioudy.”

“Let metry. | find four thingsthat | can deduce from what the Book says about robots—-and |
followed up every reference the index gave. Firdt, as| say, they--or some of them-exactly resembled
human beings, second, they had very extended life spans-if you want to call it that.”

“Better say ‘effectiveness, * “ said Dors, “or you' |l begin thinking of them as human atogether.”

“Third, “ said Seldon, ignoring her, “that some--or, at any rate, at least one-continuesto live on
tothisday.”

“Hart’, that’ s one of the most widespread legends we have. The ancient hero does not die but
remainsin suspended animation, ready to return to save his people a sometime of great need. Redly,
Hari.”

“Fourth, * said Seldon, il not rising to the bait, “there are some lines that seem to indicate that
the central temple--or the Sacratorium, if that’ swhat it is, though | haven’t found that word in the Book,
actually containsarobot.” He paused, then said, “Do you see?’

Dorssaid, “No. What should | see?’

“If we combine the four points, perhaps arobot that |ooks exactly like ahuman being and that is
gill aive, having been divefor, say, the last twenty thousand years, isin the Sacratorium.”

“Comeon, Hari, you can't believe that.”

“I don't actudly believeit, but | can't entirely let go either. What if itstrue? What if-itsonly one
chance out of amillion, | admit it’ strue? Don't you see how useful he could be to me? He could
remember the Galaxy asit waslong before any reliable historicd records existed. He might help make
psychohistory possible.”

“Evenif it wastrue, do you suppose the Mycogenians would let you see and interview the
robot?’

“I don’t intend to ask permission. | can &t least go to the Sacratorium and seeif there's
something to interview firg.”

“Not now. Tomorrow &t the earliest. And if you don’t think better of it by morning, we go.”

“Y ou told me yoursdlf they don’t allow women--"

“They dlow women to look at it from outside, I’'m sure, and | suspect that isdl we' ll get to do.”

And there she was adamant.



Hari Seldon was perfectly willing to let Dors take the lead. She had been out inthemain
roadways of Mycogen and was more a home with them than he was.

DorsVenahili, brows knitted, was |ess delighted with the prospect. She said, “We can easily get
logt, you know.”

“Not with that booklet, “ said Seldon.

Shelooked up at him impatiently. “ Fix your mind on Mycogen, Hari. What | should haveisa
computomap, something | can ask questions of. This Mycogenian version isjust a piece of folded plagtic.
| can't tell thisthing wherel am. | can’'t tell it by word of mouth and | can't even tdll it by pushing the
necessary contacts. It can't tell me anything either way. It saprint thing.”

“Then read what it says.”

“That' swhat I’'m trying to do, but it’ swritten for people who are familiar with the syslem to begin
with. We'll haveto ask.”

“No, Dors. That would be alast resort. | don’t want to attract attention. | would rather we take
our chances and try to find our own way, even if it means making one or two wrong turns.”

Dorsleafed through the booklet with greet attention and then said grudgingly, “Wdll, it givesthe
Sacratorium important mention. | suppose that’sonly naturdl. | presume everyonein Mycogen would
want to get there at one time or another.” Then, after additiona concentration, she said, “I'll tell you
what. There sno way of taking a conveyance from hereto there.”

“What?’

“Don’t get excited. Apparently, there’ saway of getting from here to another conveyance that
will take usthere. WE |l have to change from oneto another.”

Seldon relaxed. “WEell, of course. Y ou can’t take an Expressway to half the places on Trantor
without changing.”

Dors cast an impatient glance at Seldon. 1 know that too. It' sjust that I'm used to having these
thingstell me 0. When they expect you to find out for yoursdlf, the smplest things can escape you for a
while”

“All right, dear. Don't snap. If you know the way now, leed. | will follow humbly.”

And follow her hedid, until they came to an intersection, where they stopped.

Three white-kirtled malesand a pair of gray-kirtled femaes were at the same intersection.
Sdldon tried auniversa and general smilein their direction, but they responded with ablank stare and
looked away.

And then the conveyance came. It was an outmoded version of what Seldon, back on Helicon,
would have cdled agravi-bus. There were some twenty upholstered benchesinside, each capable of
holding four people. Each bench had its own doors on both sides of the bus. When it stopped,
passengers emerged on either side. (For amoment, Seldon was concerned for those who got out on the
traffic Sde of the gravi-bus, but then he noticed that every vehicle approaching from ether direction
stopped as it neared the bus. None passed it while it was not moving.)

Dors pushed Seldon impatiently and he moved on to a bench where two adjoining seats were
available. Dorsfollowed after. (The men aways got on and got off first, he noticed.)

“Well, try.”

“For instance, “ she said and pointed to a smooth boxed-off area on the back of the bench
directly before each of them. As soon as the conveyance had begun to move, wordslit up, naming the
next stop and the notable structures or crossways that were nearby.

“Now, that will probably tell us when we' re approaching the changeover we want. At least the
sector isn't completely barbaric.”

“Good, “ said Seldon. Then, after awhile, leaning toward Dors, he whispered, “No oneis
looking at us. It seemsthat artificial boundaries are set up to preserveindividud privacy in any crowded
place. Have you noticed that?’

“I'vedwaystaken it for granted. If that’ s going to be arule of your psychohistory, no onewill be
very impressed by it.”

AsDors had guessed, the direction plague in front of them eventualy announced the gpproach to



the changeover for the direct line to the Sacratorium.

They exited and again had to wait. Some buses ahead had aready |eft thisintersection, but
another gravi-buswas aready approaching. They were on awell-traveled route, which was not
surprising; the Sacratorium was bound to be the center and heartbest of the sector.

They got on the gravi-bus and Seldon whispered, “We' re not paying.”

“ According to the map, public transportation isafree service.”

Sdldon thrust out hislower lip. “How civilized. | supposethat nothing isdl of apiece, not
backwardness, not barbarism, nothing.”

But Dors nudged him and whispered, “Y our rule is broken. We re being watched. The man on
your right.”

52.

Sdldon’ s eyes shifted briefly. The man to hisright was rather thin and seemed quite old. He had
dark brown eyes and a swarthy complexion, and Seldon was sure that he would have had black hair if he
had not been depilated.

Hefaced front again, thinking. This Brother was rather atypical. The few Brothers he had paid
any attention to had been rather tal, lightskinned, and with blue or gray eyes. Of course, he had not seen
enough of them to make agenerd rule.

Then therewas alight touch on theright deeve of hiskirtle. Seldon turned hesitantly and found
himsdlf looking at a card on which was written lightly, CAREFUL,, TRIBESMAN!

Sdldon garted and put a hand to his skincap automatically. The man next to him silently mouthed,
“Hair.”

Sdldon’ s hand found it, atiny exposure of bristles at histemple. He must have disturbed the
skincap at some point or another. Quickly and as unobtrusively as possible, he tugged the skincap, then
made sure that it was snug under the pretence of stroking his head.

He turned to his neighbor on hisright, nodded dightly, and mouthed, “Thank you.”

His neighbor smiled and said in anorma speaking voice, “Going to the Sacratorium?’

Seldon nodded. “Yes, | am.”

“Easy guess. So am |. Shdl we get off together?” Hissmilewasfriendly.

“I'm with my-my--"

“With your woman. Of course. All three together, then?’

Seldon was not sure how to react. A quick look in the other direction showed him that Dors's
eyeswere turned straight ahead. She was showing no interest in masculine conversation-an attitude
appropriate for a Sister. However, Seldon felt asoft pat on hisleft knee, which he took (with perhaps
littlejudtification) to mean: “It' sdl right.”

Inany case, hisnatura sense of courtesy was on that Sdeand hesaid, “ Y es, certainly.”

There was no further conversation until the direction plague told them they were arriving at the
Sacratorium and Seldon’ s Mycogenian friend was rising to get off.

The gravi-bus made a wide turn about the perimeter of alarge area of the Sacratorium grounds
and there was agenera exodus when it cameto ahdt, the men diding in front of the women to exit first.
The women followed.

The Mycogenian’ svoice crackled a bit with age, but it was cheerful. He said, “It' salittle early
for lunchmy . . . friends, but take my word for it that thingswill be crowded in not too long atime.
Would you bewilling to buy something smple now and egt it outsde? | am very familiar with thisarea
and | know agood place.”

Seldon wondered if this was adevice to maneuver innocent tribespeople into something or other
disreputable or costly, yet decided to chanceit.

“You'revery kind, “ hesaid. “Sincewe are not at al familiar with the place, wewill be glad to let
you take the lead.”

They bought lunch-sandwiches and a beverage that looked like milkat an open-air stand. Sinceit



was abeautiful day and they were vistors, the old Mycogenian said, they would go to the Sacratorium
grounds and eat out of doors, the better to become acquainted with their surroundings.

During their walk, carrying their lunch, Seldon noted that, on avery small scale, the Sacratorium
resembled the Imperia Palace and that the grounds around it resembled, on aminute scale, the Imperia
grounds. He could scarcely believe that the Mycogenian people admired the Imperid ingtitution or,
indeed, did anything but hate and despiseiit, yet the cultura attraction was apparently not to be
withstood.

“It' sbeautiful, * said the Mycogenian with obvious pride.

“Quite, * said Sddon. “How it gligensin the daylight.”

“Thegroundsaround it, “ he said, “are congtructed in imitation of the government grounds on our
Dawn World. . . in miniature, to be sure.”

“Did you ever see the grounds of the Imperial Palace?’ asked Seldon cautioudly.

The Mycogenian caught the implication and seemed in no way put out by it. “They Copied the
Dawn World as best they could too.”

Seldon doubted thet in the extreme, but he said nothing.

They cameto asemicircular seat of white stonite, sparkling in the light as the Sacratorium did.

“Good, “ said the Mycogenian, hisdark eyes gleaming with pleasure. “No on€e' staken my place.
| cadl it mine only becauseit’smy favorite sedt. It affords abeautiful view of the sdewal of the
Sacratorium past the trees. Please sit down. It'snot cold, | assure you. And your companion. Sheis
welcometo sit too. Sheisatribeswoman, | know, and has different cusoms. She. . . she may spesk if
shewishes”

Dorsgave him ahard look and sat down.

Sddon, recognizing the fact that they might remain with this old Mycogenian awhile, thrust out
hishand and said, “1 am Hari and my femae companion is Dors. We don't use numbers, I'm afraid.”

“Toeachhis...or her...own, " saidthe other expansively. “1 am Mycdium Seventy-Two.
We arealarge cohort.”

“Mycdium?’ said Sddon abit hestantly.

“Y ou seem surprised, “ said Mycelium. “I takeit, then, you’ ve only met members of our Elder
families. Nameslike Cloud and Sunshine and Starlight-al astronomica.”

“I must admit--" began Seldon.

“Well, meet one of the lower classes. We take our names from the ground and from the
micro-organisms we grow. Perfectly respectable.”

“I'm quite certain, “ said Seldon, “and thank you again for helping mewithmy . . . probleminthe
gravi-bus”

“Ligten, “ said Mycelium Seventy-Two, “I saved you alot of trouble. If a Sister had seenyou
before | did, she would undoubtedly have screamed and the nearest Brothers would have bustled you off
the bus maybe not even waiting for it to stop moving.”

Dorsleaned forward so asto see across Seldon. “How isit you did not act in thisway
yoursdf?’

“I?1 have no animosity againgt tribespeople. I'm ascholar.”

“A scholar?’

“First onein my cohort. | studied at the Sacratorium School and did very well. I'm learned in dll
the ancient artsand | have alicenseto enter thetribd library, where they keep book-films and books by
tribespeople. | can view any book-film or read any book | wish to. We even have a computerized
referencelibrary and | can handle that too. That sort of thing broadens your mind. | don’'t mind alittle
hair showing. I’ ve seen pictures of men with hair many atime. And women too.” He glanced quickly at
Dors.

They atein silence for awhile and then Seldon said, “I notice that every Brother who enters or
leaves the Sacratorium iswearing ared sash.”

“Ohyes, “ sad Mycdium Seventy-Two. “Over the left shoulder and around the right side of the
wast-usudly very fancily embroidered.”



“Why isthat?

“It'scdled an‘obiah.” It symbolizesthejoy fdt at entering the Sacratorium and the blood one
would spill to preserveit.”

“Blood?’ said Dors, frowning.

“Just asymboal. | never actudly heard of anyone spilling blood over the Sacratorium. For that
matter, thereisn't that much joy. it'smostly wailing and mourning and prostrating one' s sdif over the Lost
World.” His voice dropped and became soft. “Very slly.”

Dorssaid, “You'renota. .. abdiever?’

“I’'maschaolar, “ said Mycdium with obvious pride. His face wrinkled as he grinned and took on
an even more pronounced gppearance of age. Seldon found himsdalf wondering how old the man was.
Severa centuries?-No, they’ d disposed of that. It couldn’t be and yet

“How old areyou?’ Seldon asked suddenly, involuntarily.

Mycelium Seventy-Two showed no signs of taking offense at the question, nor did he display any
hestation a answering, “ Sixtyseven.”

Seldon had to know. “1 wastold that your people believe that in very early times everyonelived
for severa centuries”

Mycedlium Seventy-Two looked at Seldon quizzicaly. “Now how did you find that out? Someone
must have been talking out of turn ... but itstrue. Thereisthat belief. Only the unsophisticated believeit,
but the Elders encourage it because it shows our superiority. Actudly, our life expectancy is higher than
€l sawhere because we eat more nutritionaly, but living even one century israre.”

“| takeit you don’t consider Mycogenians superior, “ said Seldon.

Mycdium Seventy-Two said, “ There' s nothing wrong with Mycogenians. They’ re certainly not
inferior. Still, | think that all men are equal. -Even women, “ he added, looking across a Dors.

“I don’t suppose, “ said Seldon, “that many of your people would agree with that.”

“Or many of your people, “ said Mycdlium Seventy-Two with afaint resentment. “1 believeit,
though. A scholar hasto. I’ ve viewed and even read dl the greeat literature of the tribespeople. |
understand your culture. I’ ve written articlesonit. | can St here just as comfortably with you asthough
youwere. . . tit. “

Dorssad alittle sharply, “Y ou sound proud of understanding tribespeopl€ sways. Have you
ever traveled outside Mycogen?’

Mycedlium Seventy-Two seemed to move away alittle. “No.”

“Why not?Y ou would get to know us better.”

“I wouldn’t fed right. I’d haveto wear awig. I d be ashamed.”

Dorssad, “Why awig? You could stay bad.”

“No, “ said Mycdlium Seventy-Two, “1 wouldn't be that kind of fool. I’ d be misireated by al the
hairy ones”

“Migtreated? Why?’ said Dors. “We have agreat many naturally bald people everywhere on
Trantor and on every other world too.”

“My father isquite bald, “ said Seldonwith asigh, “and | presume that in the decadesto comel
will be bad too. My hair isn't dl that thick now.”

“That’snot bald, “ said Mycelium Seventy-Two. “Y ou keep hair around the edges and over your
eyes. | mean bald-no hair at dl.”

“Anywhere on your body?’ said Dors, interested.

And now Mycelium Seventy-Two looked offended and said nothing.

Seldon, anxiousto get the conversation back on track, said, “Tell me, Mycelium Seventy-Two,
can tribespeople enter the Sacratorium as spectators?’

Mycedlium Seventy-Two shook hishead vigoroudy. “Never. It' sfor the Sons of the Dawn only.”

Dorssaid, “Only the Sons?’

Mycdium Seventy-Two looked shocked for amoment, then said forgivingly, “Well, you're
tribespeople. Daughters of the Dawn enter only on certain days and times. That'sjust theway itis. |
don't say | approve. If it wasup tome, I'd say, ‘Goin. Enjoy if you can.” Sooner othersthan me, in



fact.”

“Don't you ever goin?’

“When | was young, my parents took me, but--he shook his head--"it was just people staring at
the Book and reading from it and sighing and weeping for the old days. It' s very depressing. You can't
talk to each other. Y ou can't laugh. Y ou can’'t even look at each other. Y our mind hasto betotally on
the Lost World. Totaly.” Hewaved ahand in rgection. “Not for me. I’'m a scholar and | want the whole
world opento me.”

“Good, “ said Seldon, seeing an opening. “Wefed that way too. We are scholars aso, Dors and
mysdf.”

“I' know, * said Mycdlium Seventy-Two.

“Y ou know? How do you know?’

“You d haveto be. The only tribespeople dlowed in Mycogen are Imperid officidsand
diplomats, important traders, and scholars --and to me you have the look of scholars. That’ swhat
interested mein you. Scholarstogether.” He smiled delightedly.

“Soweare. | anamathematician. Dorsisahistorian. And you?’

“I specidizein. . . culture. I'veread dl the great works of literature of the tribespeople: Lissauer,
Mentone, Novigor--"

“And we have read the great works of your people. I’ ve read the Book, for instance. -About the
Lost World.”

Mycedlium Seventy-Two' s eyes opened wide in surprise. His olive complexion seemed to fade a
little. 'Y ou have? How? Where?’

“At our University we have copiesthat we can read if we have permission.”

“Copies of the Book?’

Vs’

“I wonder if the Elders know this?’

Seldon said, “And I’ ve read about robots.”

“Robots?’

“Yes. That iswhy | would like to be able to enter the Sacratorium. | would like to see the robot.”
(Dorskicked lightly at Seldon’ s ankle, but he ignored her.)

Mycdlium Seventy-Two said uneesily, “1 don’t believe in such things. Scholarly people don't.”
But he looked about as though he was afraid of being overheard.

Sdldon said, “I’' veread that arobot till existsin the Sacratorium.”

Mycelium Seventy-Two said, “| don’t want to talk about such nonsense.”

Sdldon persgted. “Wherewould it beif it wasin the Sacratorium?”’

“Evenif onewasthere, | couldn't tell you. | haven't beenin theresincel wasachild.”

“Would you know if there was a specia place, a hidden place?’

“There sthe Elders aerie. Only Elders go there, but there' s nothing there.”

“Have you ever been there?’

“No, of course not.”

“Then how do you know?’

“I don’'t know that there' s no pomegranate tree there. | don’t know that there’ sno laser-organ
there. | don’t know that there’ sno item of amillion different kindsthere. Does my lack of knowledge of
their absence show they are dl present?

For the moment, Seldon had nothing to say.

A ghost of asmile broke through Mycelium Seventy-Two' slook of concern. Hesaid, “That's
scholars reasoning. I’ m not an easy man to tackle, you see. Just the same, | wouldn't advise you to try
to get up into the Elders aerie. | don’t think you' d like what would happen if they found atribesman
ingde. -Wdll. Best of the Dawn to you.” And he rose suddenly-without warning--and hurried away.

Seldon looked after him, rather surprised. “What made him rush off like that?”

“I think, “ said Dors, “it’ s becaise someone is approaching.”

And someonewas. A tall man in an elaborate white kirtle, crossed by an even more elaborate



and subtly glittering red sash, glided solemnly toward them. He had the unmistakable look of aman with
authority and the even more unmistakable look of one who is not pleased.

53.

Hari Seldon rose as the new Mycogenian approached. He hadn’t the dightest idea whether that
was the appropriate polite behavior, but he had the distinct fedling it would do no harm. Dors Venabili
rose with him and carefully kept her eyeslowered.

The other stood before them. He too was an old man, but more subtly aged than Mycelium
Seventy-Two. Age seemed to lend digtinction to his still-handsome face. His bald head was beautifully
round and his eyeswere astartling blue, contrasting sharply with the bright al--but glowing red of his
sash.

The newcomer said, “I seeyou are tribespeople.” His voice was more high-pitched than Seldon
had expected, but he spoke dowly, asthough conscious of the weight of authority in every word he
uttered.

“Soweare, “ said Seldon politely but firmly. He saw no reason not to defer to the other’s
position, but he did not intend to abandon his own.

“Y our names?’

“I am Hari Sdldon of Helicon. My companion is Dors Venabili of Cinna. And yours, man of
Mycogen?’

The eyes narrowed in displeasure, but he too could recognize an air of authority when hefelt it.

“I am Skystrip Two, “ he said, lifting his head higher, “an Elder of the Sacratorium. And your
position, tribesman?’

“We, “ said Seldon, emphasizing the pronoun, “are scholars of Streeling University. | ana
mathematician and my companion isa historian and we are here to sudy the ways of Mycogen.”

“By whose authority?’

“By that of Sunmaster Fourteen, who greeted uson our arrival.”

Skystrip Two fell slent for amoment and then a small smile gppeared on hisface and he took on
an air that was dmost benign. He said, “The High Elder. | know him well.”

“And s0 you should, “ said Seldon blandly. “Isthere anything else, Elder?’

“Yes” The Elder stroveto regain the high ground. “Who was the man who was with you and
who hurried away when | approached?’

Seldon shook his head, “We never saw him before, Elder, and know nothing about him. We
encountered him purely by accident and asked about the Sacratorium.”

“What did you ask him?’

“Two questions, Elder. We asked if that building was the Sacratorium and if tribespeople were
alowed to enter it. He answered in the affirmative to the first question and in the negative to the second.”

“Quite s0. And what isyour interest in the Sacratorium?’

“Sir, we are here to sudy the ways of Mycogen and is not the Sacratorium the heart and brain of
Mycogen?’

“Itisentirely ours and reserved for us.”

“Evenif an Elder-the High Elder-would arrange for permission in view of our scholarly
function?’

“Have you indeed the High Elder’ s permisson?’

Sdldon hesitated the dightest moment while Dors s eyeslifted briefly to look at him sdeways. He
decided he could not carry off alie of thismagnitude. “No, “ hesaid, “not yet.”

“Or ever, “ said the Elder. “ Y ou are here in Mycogen by authority, but even the highest authority
cannot exert total control over the public. We value our Sacratorium and the populace can easily grow
excited over the presence of atribesperson anywherein Mycogen but, most particularly, in the vicinity of
the Sacratorium. It would take one excitable person to raise acry of ‘Invasion!’” and a peaceful crowd
such asthis one would be turned into one that would be thirgting to tear you apart. | mean that quite



literaly. For your own good, even if the High Elder has shown you kindness, leave. Now!”

“But the Sacratorium--" said Seldon stubbornly, though Dorswas pulling gently at hiskirtle.

“What istherein the Sacratorium that can possbly interest you?’ said the Elder. “ Y ou seeit
now. Thereisnothing for you to seein theinterior.”

“Thereistherobot, “ said Seldon.

The Elder stared a Seldon in shocked surprise and then, bending to bring hislips closeto
Seldon’ s ear, whispered harshly, “Leave now or | will raisethe cry of ‘Invasion!” mysdlf. Nor, wereit
not for the High Elder, would | give you even this one chanceto leave.”

And Dors, with surprising strength, nearly pulled Seldon off hisfeet as she stepped hadtily away,
dragging him aong until he caught his balance and stepped quickly after her.

54

It was over breakfast the next morning, not sooner, that Dors took up the subject---and in away
that Seldon found most wounding.

Shesad, “Well, that was a pretty fiasco yesterday.”

Sdldon, who had honestly thought he had gotten away with it without comment, looked sullen.
“What made it afiasco?’

“Driven out iswhat we were. And for what? What did we gain?

“Only the knowledge that thereisarobot in there.”

“Mycdium Seventy-Two said therewasn't.”

“Of course he said that. He' sa scholar--or thinks he is-end what he doesn’t know about the
Sacratorium would probably fill that library he goesto. Y ou saw the Elder’ sreaction.”

“| certainly did.”

“He would not have reacted like that if there was no robot inside. He was horrified we knew.”

“That’sjust your guess, Hari. And even if therewas, we couldn’t getin.”

“We could certainly try. After breakfast, we go out and buy a sash for me, one of those obiahs. |
put it on, keep my eyes devoutly downward, and walk right in.”

“Skincap and dl? They’ll spot you in amicrosecond.”

“No, they won't. WE Il go into the library where al the tribespeople datais kept. I'd like to seeit
anyway. From the library, which is a Sacratorium annex, | gather, there will probably be an entrance into
the Sacratorium

“Where you will be picked up at once.”

“Not at al. Y ou heard what Mycelium Seventy-Two had to say. Everyone keeps his eyes down
and meditates on their great Lost World, Aurora. No one looks at anyone else. It would probably bea
grievous breach of disciplineto do so. Then I'll find the Elders agrie--”

“Jud likethat?

“At one point, Mycelium Seventy-Two said he would advise me not to try to get up into the
Elders aerie. Up. It must be somewherein that tower of the Sacratorium, the central tower.”

Dors shook her head. “I don’t recall the man’s exact words and | don't think you do ether.
That'saterribly weak foundation to wait.” She stopped suddenly and frowned.

“Wel?" said Seldon.

“Thereisan archaic word *aeri€’ that means‘adweling place on high.” *

“Ah! Thereyou are. Y ou see, we' ve learned some vitd things asthe result of what you tal a
fiasco. And if | canfind aliving robot that’ s twenty thousand yearsold and if it can tell me-

“ Suppose that such athing exists, which passes belief, and that you find it, which is not very
likely, how long do you think you will be ableto talk to it before your presenceis discovered?’

“I don’'t know, but if | can proveit exisgsand if | canfind it, then I'll think of someway to talk to
it. It stoo late for me to back out now under any circumstances. Hummin should have left me aone when
| thought there was no way of achieving psychohistory. Now that it ssemsthere may be, | won't et
anything stop me---short of being killed.”



“The Mycogenians may oblige, Hari, and you can’t run that risk.”

“Yes, | can. I'mgoing totry.”

“No, Hari. | must look after you and | can't let you.”

“You must let me. Finding away to work out psychohistory is more important than my safety.
My safety isonly important because | may work out psychohistory. Prevent me from doing so and your
task losesits meaning. -Think about it.”

Hari fdt himsdf infused with arenewed sense of purpose. Psychohistory-his nebul ous theory that
he had, such a short while ago, despaired ever of proving-loomed larger, morered. Now he had to
believe that it was possible; he could fed it in his gut. The pieces seemed to be falling together and
athough he couldn’t see the whole pattern yet, he was sure the Sacratorium would yield another pieceto
the puzzle.

“ThenI’ll goinwith you so | can pull you out, you idiot, when the time comes.”

“Women can't enter.”

“What makes me awoman? Only thisgray kirtle. Y ou can't see my breasts under it. | don't have
awoman'’s style hairdo with the skincap on. | have the same washed, unmarked face aman has. The
men here don’t have stubble. All | need isawhitekirtle and asash and | can enter. Any Sister could do it
if shewasn't held back by ataboo. | am not held back by one.”

“You're held back by me. | won't let you. It’ stoo dangerous.”

“No more dangerous for me than for you.”

“But | must teketherisk.”

“Then so must |. Why isyour imperative grester than mine?’

“Because--" Seldon paused in thought.

“Judt tell yoursdlf this, “ said Dors, her voice hard asrock. “1 won't let you go there without me.
If youtry, I will knock you unconscious and tie you up. If you don't like that, then give up any thought of
going done.”

Seldon hesitated and muttered darkly. He gave up the argument, at least for now.

55.

The sky was amost cloudless, but it was a pae blue, as though wrapped in ahigh thin mist. That,
thought Seldon, was a good touch, but suddenly he missed the sun itself. No one on Trantor saw the
planet’ s sun unless he or she went Upperside and even then only when the natura cloud layer broke.

Did native Trantorians missthe sun? Did they give it any thought? When one of them visited
another world where anatural sun wasin view, did he or she stare, hadf-blinded, at it with awe?

Why, he wondered, did so many people spend their lives not trying to find answersto
guestions-not even thinking of questionsto begin with? Was there anything more exciting in life than
seeking answers?

His glance shifted to ground level. The wide roadway was lined with low buildings, most of them
shops. Numerousindividua ground-cars moved in both directions, each hugging the right side. They
seemed like a collection of antiques, but they were ectrically driven and quite soundless. Seldon
wondered if “antique” was aways aword to sneer a. Could it be that silence made up for downess?
Wasthere any particular hurry to life, after dl?

Therewere anumber of children on the walkways and Seldon’ slips pressed together in
annoyance. Clearly, an extended life gpan for the Mycogenians was impossible unless they were willing to
indulgeininfanticide. The children of both sexes (though it was hard to tell the boys from the girls) wore
kirtlesthat came only afew inches below the knee, making the wild activity of childhood essier.

The children dso till had hair, reduced to an inch in length at most, but even so the older ones
among them had hoods attached to their kirtles and wore them raised, hiding the top of the head
atogether. 1t was as though they were getting old enough to make the hair seem atrifle obscene---or old
enough to be wishing to hideit, in longing for the day of rite of passage when they were depilated.

A thought occurred to Seldon. He said, “ Dors, when you' ve been out shopping, who paid, you



or the Raindrop women?’

“I did of course. The Raindrops never produced a credit tile. But why should they? What was
being bought wasfor us, not for them.”

“But you have a Trantorian credit tile-atribeswvoman credit tile.”

“Of course, Hari, but there was no problem. The people of Mycogen may keep their own culture
and ways of thought and habits of life asthey wish. They can destroy their cephdic hair and wear kirtles.
Nevertheless, they must use theworld’ s credits. If they don't, that would choke off commerce and no
sensible person would want to do that. The credits nerve, Hari.” She held up her hand as though she was
holding aninvisble credit tile.

“And they accepted your credit tile?’

“Never apeep out of them. And never aword about my skincap. Credits sanitize everything.”

“WEell, that’ sgood. So | can buy--"

“No, I'll do the buying. Credits may sanitize everything, but they more easily sanitizea
tribesvoman. They’ re so used to paying women little or no attention that they automatically pay methe
same. --and here sthe clothing store |’ ve been using.”

“I'll wait out here. Get me a nice red sash-one that looks impressive.”

“Don’t pretend you' ve forgotten our decision. I'll get two. And another whitekirtleaso . . . to
my measurements.”

“Won't they think it odd that awoman would be buying awhite kirtle?’

“Of course not. They’ Il assume |’ m buying it for amale companion who happensto be my size.
Actudly, | don't think they’ Il bother with any assumptionsat dl aslong asmy credit tileisgood.”

Seldon waited, haf-expecting someone to come up and greet him as atribesman or denounce
him as one-more likely--but no one did. Those who passed him did so without a glance and even those
who glanced in his direction moved on seemingly untouched. He was especidly nervous about the gray
kirtles -- the women-walking by in pairs or, even worse, with aman. They were downtrodden,
unnoticed, snubbed. How better to gain abrief notoriety than by shrieking at the sight of atribesman? But
even the women moved on.

They’ re not expecting to see atribesman, Seldon thought, so they don’t see one.

That, he decided, augured well for their forthcoming invasion of the Sacratorium. How much less
would anyone expect to see tribespeople there and how much more effectively would they therefore fail
to see them!

Hewasin fairly good humor when Dors emerged.

“Y ou have everything?’

“Absolutely.”

“Then lets go back to the room, so you can change.”

Thewhitekirtle did not fit her quite aswell asthe gray one did. Obvioudy, she could not have
tried it on or even the densest shopkeeper would have been struck with aarm.

“How do | look, Hari?" she asked.

“Exactly likeaboy, “ said Seldon. “Now let’ stry thesash . . . or obiah. | had better get used to
cdlingit that.”

Dors, without her skincap, was shaking out her hair gratefully. She said sharply, “Don’t put it on
now. WEe re not going to parade through Mycogen with the sash on. Thelast thing wewant to do iscall
attention to ourselves”

“No no. | just want to see how it goeson.”

“Well, not that one. Thisoneis better quaity and more elaorate.”

“You'reright, Dors. I’ ve got to gather in what attention thereis. | don’t want them to detect you
asawoman.”

“I'm not thinking of that, Hari. | just want you to look pretty.”

“A thousand thanks, but that’simpossible, | suspect. Now, let’s see, how doesthiswork?’

Together, Hari and Dors practiced putting their obiahs on and taking them off, over and over
again, until they could do it in one fluid motion. Dors taught Hari how to do it, as she had seen aman



doing it the day before at the Sacratorium.

When Hari praised her for her acute observations, she blushed and said, “Itsredly nothing, Hari,
just something | noticed.”

Hari replied, “Then you're ageniusfor noticing.”

Findly satidfied, they stood well apart, each surveying the other. Hari’ s obiah glittered, abright
red dragonlike design standing out againgt apaer field of smilar hue. Dors swasalittlelessbold, had a
smplethin line down the center, and was very light in color. “There, “ she said, “just enough to show
good taste.” Shetook it off.

“Now, “ said Seldon, “wefold it up and it goesinto one of theinner pockets. | have my credit
tile-Hummin's, really--and the key to this place in this one and here, on the other sde, the Book.”

“The Book? Should you be carrying it around?’

“I mugt. I'm guessing that anyone going to the Sacratorium ought to have a copy of the Book
with him. They may intone passages or have readings. If necessary, we'll share the Book and maybe no
onewill notice. Ready?’

“I'll never be ready, but I'm going with you.”

“It will be atedioustrip. Will you check my skincap and make sure no hair showsthistime? And
don't scratch your head.”

“I won't. You look dl right.”

“Sodoyou.”

“Y ou dso look nervous.”

And Sdldon said wryly, “Guesswhy!”

Dorsreached out impulsively and squeezed Hari’ s hand, then drew back asif surprised at
hersdlf. Looking down, she straightened her white kirtle. Hari, himself atrifle surprised and peculiarly
pleased, cleared histhroat and said, “ Okay, let’sgo.”

Aerie

ROBOT-. .. A term used in the ancient legends of severd worldsfor what are more usualy
cdled “automata.” Robots are described as generaly human in shape and made of metal, though some
are supposed to have been pseudoorganic in nature. Hari Seldon, in the course of The Hight, is popularly
supposed to have seen an actua robot, but that story is of dubious origin. Nowherein Seldon’s
voluminous writings does he mention robots at all, dthough . . .

ENCYCLOPEDIA GALACTICA
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They were not noticed.

Hari Seldon and Dors Venahili repeated the trip of the day before and thistime no one gave
them a second look. Hardly anyone even gave them afirst look. On several occasions, they had to tuck
their kneesto one side to allow someone sitting on an inner seat to get past them and out. When
someone got in, they quickly realized they had to move over if there was an inner empty sedt.

Thistimethey quickly grew tired of the smdll of kitties that were not freshly laundered because
they were not so eadly diverted by what went on outside.

But eventudly they werethere.

“That' sthelibrary, “ said Sddoninalow voice.

“I suppose 0, “ said Dors. “At least that’ sthe building that Mycelium Seventy Two pointed out
yesterday.”

They sauntered toward it leisurely.

“Takeadeep breath, * said Sddon. “Thisisthefirst hurdle.”

The door ahead was open, the light within subdued. There were five broad stone steps leading



upward. They stepped onto the lowermost one and waited severa moments before they redlized that
their weight did not cause the steps to move upward. Dors grimaced very dightly and gestured Seldon
upward.

Together they walked up the stairs, feeling embarrassed on behaf of Mycogen for its
backwardness. Then, through adoor, where, at adesk immediately inside was a man bent over the
smplest and clumsiest computer Seldon had ever seen.

The man did not ook up at them. No need, Seldon supposed. White kirtle, bald head-all
Mycogenians looked so nearly the same that one' s eyes did off them and that was to the tribespeople’s
advantage at the moment.

The man, who still seemed to be studying something on the desk, said, “ Scholars?’

“Scholars, “ said Seldon.

The man jerked his head toward adoor. “Go in. Enjoy.”

They moved inward and, as nearly asthey could see, they were the only onesin this section of
thelibrary. Either the library was not a popular resort or the scholars were few or-most likely both.

Seldon whispered, “| thought surely we would have to present some sort of license or permission
form and | would have to plead having forgotten it.”

“He probably welcomes our presence under any terms. Did you ever seeaplacelikethis?If a
place, like aperson, could be dead, we would beinside a corpse.”

Most of the booksin this section were print-books like the Book in Seldon’ sinner pocket. Dors
drifted aong the shelves, studying them. She said, “ Old books, for the most part. Part classic. Part
worthless”

“Qutside books? Non-Mycogen, | mean?’

“Ohyes. If they have their own books, they must be kept in another section. Thisoneisfor
outside research for poor little selfstyled scholars like yesterday’ s. -Thisis the reference department and
here' san Imperial Encyclopedia. . . must befifty yearsold if aday . . . and acomputer.”

She reached for the keys and Seldon stopped her. “Wait. Something could go wrong and we'll
be delayed.”

He pointed to adiscreet sign above afree-standing set of shelvesthat glowed with the letters TO
THE SACRATORIUM. The second A in SACRATORIUM was dead, possibly recently or possibly
because no one cared. (The Empire, thought Seldon, wasin decay. All parts of it. Mycogen t0o.)

Helooked about. The poor library, so necessary to Mycogenian pride, perhaps so useful to the
Elderswho could useit to find crumbs to shore up their own beliefs and present them as being those of
sophigticated tribespeople, seemed to be completely empty. No one had entered after them.

Sdldon said, “Let’ sstep in here, out of eyeshot of the man at the door, and put on our sashes.”

And then, at the door, aware suddenly there would be no turning back if they passed this second
hurdle, he said, “ Dors, don’t comein with me.”

She frowned. “Why not?’

“It'snot safeand | don’t want you to be at risk.”

“| am hereto protect you, “ she said with soft firmness.

“What kind of protection can you be? | can protect mysdlf, though you may not think it. And I'd
be handicapped by having to protect you. Don't you see that?’

“Y ou mustn’t be concerned about me, Hari, “ said Dors. “Concernis my part.” She tapped her
sash where it crossed in the space between her obscured breasts.

“Because Hummin asked you to?’

“Because those are my orders.”

She seized Sdldon’ sarms just above his elbow and, as aways, he was surprised by her firm grip.
Shesad, “I’'magaing this, Hari, but if you fed you must go in, then | must go intoo.”

“All right, then. But if anything happens and you can wriggle out of it, run. Don’t worry about
me”

“You' rewasting your breeth, Hari. And you' reinsulting me.”

Seldon touched the entrance pand and the portal did open. Together, dmost in unison, they



walked through.
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A largeroom, dl thelarger because it was empty of anything resembling furniture. No chairs, no
benches, no seats of any kind. No stage, no drapery, no decorations.

No lights, merely auniformillumination of mild, unfocused light. Thewalswere not entirely
blank. Periodically, arranged in spaced fashion at various heights and in no easy repetitive order, there
were smdl, primitive, twodimensiond televison screens, al of which were operating. From where Dors
and Seldon stood, there was not even theillusion of athird dimension, not a bresth of true holovision.

There were people present. Not many and nowhere together. They stood singly and, likethe
televison monitors, in no easy repetitive order. All were white-kirtled, al sashed.

For the most part, there was silence. No one talked in the usual sense. Some moved their lips,
murmuring softly. Those who walked did so stedlthily, eyes downcast.

The atmosphere was absolutely funeredl.

Seldon leaned toward Dors, who instantly put afinger to her lips, then pointed to one of the
televison monitors. The screen showed an idyllic garden burgting with blooms, the camera panning over it
dowly.

They walked toward the monitor in afashion that imitated the others-dow steps, putting each
foot down softly.

When they were within half ameter of the screen, a soft ingnuating voice madeitsdlf heard: “The
garden of Antennin, as reproduced from ancient guidebooks and photographs, located in the outskirts of
Eos. Note the--"

Dorssaid in awhisper Seldon had trouble catching over the sound of the set, “It turnson when
someoneiscloseand it will turn off if we step away. If we' re close enough, we can talk under cover, but
don’t look at me and stop speaking if anyone approaches.”

Seldon, his head bent, his hands clasped before him (he had noted that this was a preferred
posture), said, “Any moment | expect someoneto art wailing.”

“Someone might. They're mourning their Lot World, “ said Dors.
“I hope they change the films every oncein awhile. It would be deedly to ways seethe same
ones.”

“They'redl different, “ said Dors, her eyes diding thisway and that. “ They may change
periodically. | don't know.”

“Walt!” said Sedon just ahair’ s breadth too loud. He lowered hisvoice and said, “ Comethis
way.”

Dorsfrowned, failing to make out the words, but Seldon gestured dightly with hishead. Again
the stealthy walk, but Seldon’ s footstepsincreased in length as he felt the need for greater speed and
Dons, catching up, pulled sharply-if very briefly-at hiskirtle He dowed.

“Robots here, “ he said under the cover of the sound asit came on.

The picture showed the corner of adwelling place with arolling lawn and aline of hedgesin the
foreground and three of what could only be described as robots. They were metdlic, apparently, and
vaguely human in shape.

Therecording said, “Thisisaview, recently constructed, of the establishment of the famous
Wendome etate of the third century. The robot you see near the center was, according to tradition,
named Bendar and served twenty-two years, according to the ancient records, before being replaced.”

Dorssaid, “‘ Recently constructed, * so they must change views.”

“Unlessthey’ ve been saying “recently constructed’ for the last thousand years.”

Another Mycogenian stepped into the sound pattern of the scene and said in alow voice, though
not aslow as the whisperings of Seldon and Dors, “ Greetings, Brothers.”

Hedid not look a Seldon and Dons as he spoke and after one involuntary and startled glance,
Saldon kept his head averted. Dors had ignored it all.



Seldon hesitated. Mycelium Seventy-Two had said that there was no talking in the Sacratorium.
Perhaps he had exaggerated. Then too he had not been in the Sacratorium since he was a child.

Desperately, Seldon decided he must speak. He said in awhisper, “And to you, Brother,
gredtings.”

He had no ideawhether that was the correct formula of reply or if there was aformula, but the
Mycogenian seemed to find nothing amissinit.

“ToyouinAurora, “ hesad.

“Andto you, “ said Seldon and because it seemed to him that the other expected more, he
added, “in Aurora, “ and there was an impal pable release of tension. Seldon felt his forehead growing
moigt.

The Mycogenian said, “Beautiful! | haven't seen thisbefore.”

“Skillfully done, “ said Seldon. Then, in aburst of daring, he added, “ A loss never to be
forgotten.”

The other seemed dtartled, then said, “Indeed, indeed, * and moved away.

Dors hissed, “Take no chances. Don't say what you don’t haveto.’

“It seemed natura. Anyway, thisit recent. But those are disappointing robots. They arewhéat |
would expect automatato be. | want to see the organic ones-the humanoids.”

“If they exigted, “ said Dorswith some hesitation, “it ssemsto me they wouldn't be used for
gardening jobs”

“True, “ said Sdldon. “We must find the Elders aerie”

“If thet exigts. It seemsto methereis nothing in this hollow cave but a hollow cave.”

“Let’slook.”

They paced dong thewall, passing from screen to screen, trying to wait at each for irregular
intervals until Dors clutched Seldon’ sarms. Between two screens were lines marking out afaint
rectangle.

“A door, “ Dors said. Then she weakened the assertion by adding, “ Do you think?’

Seldon looked about surreptitioudy. It wasin the highest degree convenient that, in keeping with
the mourning atmosphere, every face, when not fixed on atelevision monitor, was bent in sad
concentration on thefloor.

Seldon said, “How do you suppose it would open?’

“An entrance patch.”

“I can’'t make out any.”

“It'sjust not marked out, but there’ sa dight discoloration there. Do you see it? How many
pams? How many times?’

“I'll try. Keep an eye out and kick me if anyone looksin thisdirection.”

He held his breath casudly, touched the discolored spot to no avail, and then placed his palm full
upon it and pressed.

The door opened silently-not a creak, not a scrape. Seldon stepped through asrapidly as he
could and Dors followed him. The door closed behind them.

“Thequestionis, “ said Dors, “did anyone see us?’

Sdldon said, “ Elders must go through this door frequently.”

“Yes, but will anyonethink we are Elders?”’

Sdldon waited, then said, “If we were observed and if anyone thought something was wrong, this
door would have been flung open again within fifteen seconds of our entering.”

“Possibly, “ said Dorsdryly, “or possibly there is nothing to be seen or done on this side of the
door and no one cares if we enter.”

“That remainsto be seen, * muttered Seldon.

The rather narrow room they had entered was somewhat dark, but asthey stepped farther into it,
the light brightened.

There were chairs, wide and comfortable, small tables, severa davenports, adeep and tall
refrigerator, cupboards.



“If thisisthe Elders aerie, “ said Seldon, “the Elders seem to do themselves comfortably, despite
the audterity of the Sacratorium itself.”

“Aswould be expected, “ said Dors. “ Asceticism among aruling class except for public show-is
very rare. Put that down in your notebook for psychohistorical aphorisms.” She looked about. “And
thereisno robot.”

Sddon sad, “A aerieisahigh postion, remember, and this ceiling is not. There must be upper
storeys and that must be theway.” He pointed to awell-carpeted stairway.

He did not advance toward it, however, but looked about vaguely.

Dors guessed what he was seeking. She said, “ Forget about elevators. There' sacult of
primitivism in Mycogen. Surely, you haven't forgotten that, have you? There would be no elevators and,
what’ smore, if we place our weight at the foot of the sairs, | am quite certain it will not begin moving
upward. We re going to haveto climb it. Severd flights, perhaps.”

“Climbit?’

“It mugt, in the nature of things, lead to the agrie-if it leads anywhere. Do you want to seethe
aerieor don't you?’

Together they stepped toward the staircase and began the climb.

They went up three flights and, asthey did, thelight level decreased perceptibly and in steady
increments. Seldon took a deep breath and whispered, “1 consder myself to bein pretty good shape, but
| hatethis.”

“Y ou're not used to this precise type of physica exertion.” She showed no signs of physica
distresswhatever.

At thetop of thethird flight the stairs ended and before them was another door.

“Andif it'slocked?” said Seldon, more to himsdlf than to Dors. “Do wetry to break it down?’

But Dorssaid, “Why should it be locked when the lower door was nor? If thisisthe Elders
aerie, | imagine there’ s ataboo on anyone but Elders coming here and ataboo is much stronger than any
lock.”

“Asfar asthose who accept the taboo are concerned, “ said Seldon, but he made no move
toward the door.

“There still timeto turn back, sinceyou hesitate, “ said Dors. “In fact, | would advise you to
rum back.”

“I only hesitate because | don't know what we' Il find ingde. If it's empty--"

And then he added in arather louder voice, “Then it'sempty, “ and he strode forward and
pushed againgt the entry pand.

The door retracted with sllent speed and Seldon took a step back at the surprising flood of light
fromwithin.

And there, facing him, eyes dive with light, arms half-upraised, one foot dightly advanced before
the other, gleaming with afaintly yellow metallic shine, was a human figure. For afew moments, it seemed
to be wearing atight-fitting tunic, but on closer inspection it became apparent that the tunic was part of
the structure of the object.

“It' stherobot, “ said Seldonin awe, “but it’' smetalic.”

“Worsethan that, “ said Dors, who had stepped quickly to one side and then to the other. “Its
eyesdon't follow me. Itsarms don’t as much astremble. It'snot dive-if one can speak of robots as
being dive”

And aman-unmistakably a man-stepped out from behind the robot and said, “ Perhaps not. But |
amdive”

And amost automaticaly, Dors stepped forward and took her place between Seldon and the
man who had suddenly appeared.

58.

Seldon pushed Dorsto one side, perhaps a shade more roughly than he intended. “I don’t need



protection. Thisisour old friend Sunmaster Fourteen.”

The man who faced them, wearing a double sash that was perhaps hisright as High Elder, said,
“And you are Tribesman Seldon.”

“Of course, “ said Seldon.

“And this, despite her masculine dress, is Tribesvoman Venabili.”

Dors said nothing.

Sunmaster Fourteen said, “ Y ou areright, of course, tribesman. Y ou arein no danger of physica
harm from me. Please St down. Both of you. Since you are not a Sigter, tribeswoman, you need not
retire. Thereisaseat for you which, if you vaue such adistinction, you will be the first woman ever to
have used.”

“I do not value such adigtinction, “ said Dors, spacing her words for emphasis.

Sunmaster Fourteen nodded. “ That isasyou wish. | too will it down, for | must ask you
questionsand | do not careto do it standing.”

They were sitting now in acorner of the room. Seldon’ s eyes wandered to the metal robot.

Sunmaster Fourteen said, “It if arobot.”

“I know, “ said Seldon briefly.

“I know you do, “ said Sunmaster Fourteen with smilar curtness. “But now that we have settled
that matter, why are you here?’

Seldon gazed steadily at Sunmaster Fourteen and said, “ To see the robot.”

“Do you know that no one but an Elder isalowed in the aerie?’

“ 1 did not know that, but | suspected it.”

“Do you know that no tribesperson is alowed in the Sacratorium?”’

“I wastold that.”

“And you ignored thefact, isthat it?’

“As| said, we wanted to see the robot.”

“Do you know that no woman, even a Sigter, isalowed in the Sacratorium except at certain
stated--and rare-occasions?’

“I wastold that.”

“And do you know that no woman is at any time--or for any reason allowed to dressin
masculine garb? That holds, within the borders of Mycogen, for tribesvomen aswell asfor Ssters.”

“| was not told that, but | am not surprised.”

“Good. | want you to understand al this. Now, why did you want to see the robot?”

Seldon said with ashrug, “Curiogity. | had never seen arobot or even known that such athing
exised.”

“And how did you cometo know that it did exist and, specificaly, that it existed here?’

Seldon was silent, then said, “1 do not wish to answer that question.”

“Isthat why you were brought to Mycogen by Tribesman Hummin? To investigate robots?’

“No. Tribesman Hummin brought us here that we might be secure. However, we are scholars,
Dr. Venabili and |. Knowledgeis our province and to gain knowledge is our purpose. Mycogenislittle
understood outside its borders and we wish to know more about your ways and your methods of
thought. It isanatura desire and, it seemsto us, a harmless-even praiseworthy-one.”

“Ah, but we do not wish the outer tribes and worlds to know about us. That isour natural desire
and we arethe judge of what is harmlessto us and what harmful. So | ask you again, tribesman:

How did you know that arobot existed in Mycogen and that it existed in thisroom?”’

“Generd rumor, “ said Seldon at length.

“Doyouinss onthat?’

“Generd rumor. | inggt oniit.”

Sunmaster Fourteen' s keen blue eyes seemed to sharpen and he said without raising hisvoice,
“Tribesman Saldon, we have long cooperated with Tribesman Hummin. For atribesman, he has seemed
adecent and trustworthy individua. For atribesman! When he brought you two to us and commended
you to our protection, we granted it. But Tribesman Hummin, whatever hisvirtues, is till atribesman and



we had misgivings. We were not at al sure what your---or his-real purpose might be.”

“Our purpose was knowledge, “ said Sdldon. “ Academic knowledge. Tribeswoman Venabili isa
historian and | too have an interest in history. Why should we not be interested in Mycogenian history?’

“For one thing, because we do not wish you to be. -In any case, two of our trusted Sisters were
sent to you. They were to cooperate with you, try to find out what it was you wanted, and-what isthe
expression you tribesmen use?-play dong with you. Y et not in such away that you would be too aware
asto what was happening.” Sunmaster Fourteen smiled, but it wasagrim amile.

“Raindrop Forty-Five, “ Sunmaster Fourteen went on, “went shopping with Tribeswoman
Venahili, but there seemed nothing out of the way in what happened on those trips. Naturaly, we had a
full report. Raindrop Forty-Three showed you, Tribesman Seldon, our microfarms. Y ou might have been
suspicious of her willingness to accompany you aone, something that is utterly out of the question for us,
but you reasoned that what applied to Brothers did not apply to tribesmen and you flattered yoursdlf that
that flimsy bit of reasoning won her over. She complied with your desire, though at considerable cost to
her peace of mind. And, eventually, you asked for the Book. To have handed it over too easily might
have roused your suspicion, so she pretended to a perverse desire only you could satisfy. Her
s f-sacrifice will not be forgotten. - takeit, tribesman, you still have the Book and | suspect you have it
with you now. May | haveit?’

Sdldon sat in bitter silence.

Sunmaster Fourteen’ swrinkled hand remained obtrusively outstretched and he said, “How much
better it would be than to wrest it from you by force.”

And Seldon handed it over. Sunmaster Fourteen leafed through its pages briefly, asthough to
reassure himsdf it was unharmed.

Hesaid with asmdl sigh, “It will have to be carefully destroyed in the gpproved manner. Sad'.
--but once you had this Book, we were, of course, not surprised when you made your way out to the
Sacratorium. Y ou were watched at all times, for you cannot think that any Brother or Sister, not totaly
absorbed, would not recognize you for tribespeople at a glance. We know a skincap when we see one
and there are less than seventy of themin Mycogen . . . dmost dl belonging to tribesmen on officid
businesswho remain entirely in secular governmenta buildings during the time they are here. So you were
not only seen but unmistakably identified, over and over.

“The elderly Brother who met you was careful to tell you about the library aswell as about the
Sacratorium, but he was aso careful to tell you what you were forbidden to do, for we did not wish to
entrap you. Skystrip Two also warned you . . . and quite forcibly. Nevertheless, you did not turn away.

“The shop at which you bought the white kirtle and the two sashes informed us at once and from
that we knew well what you intended. The library was kept empty, the librarian was warned to keep his
eyesto himsdf, the Sacratorium was kept under-utilized. The one Brother who inadvertently spoketo
you amogt gaveit away, but hastened off when he realized with whom he was dedling. And then you
came up here.

“Y ou see, then, that it was your intention to come up here and that we in no way lured you here.
Y ou came as aresult of your own action, your own desire, and what | want to ask you-yet once again-is:
Why?’

It was Dors who answered thistime, her voicefirm, her eyeshard. “We will tell you yet once
again, Mycogenian. We are scholars, who consder knowledge sacred and it is only knowledge that we
seek. You did not lure us here, but you did not stop us either, as you might have done before ever we
approached this building. Y ou smoothed our way and made it easy for us and even that might be
consdered alure. And what harm have we done? We have in no way disturbed the building, or this
room, or you, or that.”

She pointed to therobot. “It isadead lump of metal that you hide here and we now know that it
isdead and that is dl the knowledge we sought. We thought it would be more significant and we are
disappointed, but now that we know it ismerely what it is, we will leave-and, if you wish, wewill leave
Mycogen aswell.”

Sunmaster Fourteen listened with no trace of expression on hisface, but when she was done, he



addressed Seldon, saying, “ Thisrobot, asyou seeit, isasymbol, asymbol of al we have lost and of dl
we no longer have, of dl that, through thousands of years, we have not forgotten and what we intend
someday to return to. Becauseit isall that remainsto usthat is both materid and authentic, it isdear to
us-yet to your woman it isonly ‘adead lump of meta.” Do you associate yoursdf with that judgment,
Tribesman Sddon?’

Seldon said, “We are members of societies that do not tie ourselvesto apast that is thousands of
years old, making no contact at al with what has existed between that past and ourselves. Weliveinthe
present, which we recognize as the product of a! the past and not of one long-gone moment of time that
we hug to our chests. Weredlize, intellectudly, what the robot may mean to you and we are willing to let
it continue to mean that to you. But we can only seeit with our own eyes, asyou can only seeit with
yours. To us, itisadead lump of metal.”

“And now, “ said Dors, “wewill leave”

“Youwill not,* said Sunmaster Fourteen. “By coming here, you have committed acrime. Itisa
crimeonly in our eyes, asyou will hasten to point out”-hislips curved in awintry smile*but thisis our
territory and, within it, we make the definitions. And this crime, aswe defineit, is punishable by death.”

“And you are going to shoot usdown?’ said Dors haughtily.

Sunmaster Fourteen’ s expression was one of contempt and he continued to speak only to
Seldon. “What do you think we are, Tribesman Seldon? Our cultureisas old asyours, as complex, as
civilized, ashumane. | am not armed. Y ou will betried and, snce you are manifestly guilty, executed
according to law, quickly and painlesdly.

“If you wereto try to leave now, | would not stop you, but there are many Brothers below, many
more than there appeared to be when you entered the Sacratorium and, in their rage at your action, they
may lay rough and forceful hands on you. It has happened in our history that tribespeople have even died
s0 and it is not a pleasant desth-certainly not apainlessone.”

“Wewerewarned of this, “ said Dors, “by Skystrip Two. So much for your complex, civilized,
and humane culture”

“People can be moved to violence a moments of emotion, Tribesman Seldon, * said Sunmaster
Fourteen camly, “whatever their humanity in moments of cam. Thisistruein every culture, asyour
woman, who is said to be ahistorian, must surely know.”

Seldon said, “Let usremain reasonable, Sunmaster Fourteen. Y ou may be the law in Mycogen
over locd affairs, but you are not the law over us and you know it. We are both non-Mycogenian citizens
of the Empire and it isthe Emperor and his designated legd officers who must remain in charge of any
capitd offense.”

Sunmaster Fourteen said, “ That may be so in statutes and on papers and on holovision screens,
but we are not talking theory now. The High Elder haslong had the power to punish crimes of sacrilege
without interference from the Imperid throne.”

“If the criminas are your own people, “ said Sdldom “1t would be quite different if they were
outsders”

“| doubt it in this case. Tribesman Hummin brought you here as fugitives and we are not so
yeast-headed in Mycogen that we don't strongly suspect that you are fugitives from the Emperor’ slaws.
Why should he object if we do hiswork for him?’

“Because, “ said Sdldon, “hewould. Even if we were fugitives from the Imperid authorities and
even if hewanted us only to punish us, hewould still want us. To alow you to kill, by whatever means
and for whatever reason, non-Mycogenians without due Imperia process would be to defy his authority
and no Emperor could alow such a precedent. No matter how eager he might be to see that the
microfood trade not be interrupted, he would still fedl it necessary to re-establish the Imperia
prerogetive. Do you wish, in your eagernessto kill us, to hove adivison of Imperia soldiery loot your
farms and your dwellings, desecrate your Sacratorium, and take libertieswith the Ssters: Consider.”

Sunmaster Fourteen smiled once again, but displayed no softness. “Actualy, | have considered
and thereis an dternative. After we condemn you, we could delay your execution to allow you to apped
to the Emperor for areview of your case. The Emperor might be grateful at this evidence of our ready



submission to his authority and grateful too to lay his hands on you two-for some reason of his own--and
Mycogen might profit. Isthat what you want, then? To appedl to the Emperor in due course and to be
ddivered to him?’

Seldon and Dors looked at each other briefly and were silent.

Sunmaster Fourteen said, “I fed you would rather be delivered to the Emperor than die, but why
do | get theimpression that the preferenceis only by adight margin?’

“Actudly, “ said anew voice, “| think neither dternative is acceptable and that we must search
for athird.”

59.

It was Dors who identified the newcomer first, perhaps because it was she who expected him.

“Hummin, “ she said, “thank goodness you found us. | got in touch with you the moment |
reglized | was not going to deflect Hari from”-she held up her handsin awide gesture “this”

Hummin'ssmilewasasmdl onethat did not dter the natural gravity of hisface. Therewasa
subtle weariness about him.

“My dear, “ hesaid, “1 was engaged in other things. | cannot dways pull avay at amoment’s
notice. And when | got here, | had, like you two, to supply mysdf with akirde and sash, to say nothing
of askincap, and make my way out here. Had | been here earlier, | might have stopped this, but | believe
I’m not too late.”

Sunmaster Fourteen had recovered from what had seemed to be a painful shock. Hesaidina
voicethat lacked its customary severe depth, “How did you get in here, Tribesman Hummin?’

“It was not easy, High Elder, but as Tribeswoman Venabili likesto say, | am avery persuasive
person. Some of the citizens here remember who | was and what | have done for Mycogen in the past,
that | am even an honorary Brother. Have you forgotten, Sunmaster Fourteen?’

The Elder replied, “1 have not forgotten, but even the most favorable memory can not survive
certain actions. A tribesman here and atribesvoman. Thereisno grester crime. All you have doneis not
great enough to balance that. My people are not unmindful. We will makeit up to you some other way.
But these two must die or be handed over to the Emperor.”

“I anaso here, * saidd Hummin camly. “Isthat not acrime aswell?’

“For you, “ said Sunmaster Fourteen, “for you persondly, as akind of honorary Brother, | can. .
.overlook it . . . once. Not these two.’

“Because you expect areward from the Emperor? Some favor? Some concession? Have you
aready been in touch with him or with his Chief of Staff, Eto Demerzd, morelikey?’

“That isnot a subject for discusson.”

“Whichisitsdf an admisson. Comeon, | don’t ask what the Emperor promised, but it cannot be
much. He does not have much to give in these degenerate days. Let me make you an offer. Have these
two told you they are scholars?’

“They have”

“And they are. They are not lying. The tribeswoman isahistorian and the tribesmanisa
mathematician. The two together are trying to combine their talents to make amathematics of history and
they cdl the combined subject ‘ psychohistory.”

Sunmaster Fourteen said, “1 know nothing about this psychohistory, nor do | care to know.
Neither it nor any other facet of your tribal learning interests me.”

“Nevertheess, “ said Hummin, “I suggest that you lisen to me.”

It took Hummin some fifteen minutes, spesking concisaly, to describe the possbility of organizing
the naturd laws of society (something he aways mentioned with audible quotation marksin the tone of
hisvoice) in such away asto make it possible to anticipate the future with a substantia degree of
probability.

And when he was done, Sunmaster Fourteen, who had listened expressionlessly, sad, “A highly
unlikely piece of speculation, | should say.”



Seldon, with arueful expression, seemed about to speak, undoubtedly to agree, but Hummin's
hand, resting lightly on the other’ sknee, tightened unmistakably.

Hummin said, “Possibly, High Elder, but the Emperor doesn't think so. And by the Emperor,
who ishimsaf an amiable enough personage, | redlly mean Demerzdl, concerning whose ambitions you
need no ingtruction. They would like very much to have these two scholars, which iswhy I’ ve brought
them herefor safekeeping. | had little expectation that you would do Demerzel’ swork for him by
ddivering the scholarsto him.”

“They have committed a crime that--"

“Y es, we know, High Elder, but it is only a crime because you chooseto call it so. No real harm
has been done.”

“It has been done to our belief, to our deepest felt--"

“But imagine what harm will be doneif psychohigtory falsinto the hands of Demerzdl. Yes, |
grant that nothing may come of it, but suppose for amoment that something does and that the Imperia
government has the use of it-can foretell what isto come-can take measures with that foreknowledge
which no one e se would have-can take measures, in fact, designed to bring about an aternate future
more to the Imperid liking.”

“Wdl?

“Isthere any doubt, High Elder, that the dternate furore more to the Imperid liking would be one
of tightened centralization? For centuries now, asyou very well know, the Empire has been undergoing a
steady decentralization. Many worlds now acknowledge only lip service to the Emperor and virtudly rule
themsdlves. Even here on Trantor, there is decentraization. Mycogen, as only one example, isfree of
Imperid interference for the most part. Y ou ruleits High Elder and thereisno Imperid officer at your
Sde overseeing your actions and decisions. How long do you think that will last with men like Demerzel
adjusting thefuroreto their liking?’

“Still theflimsiest of speculation, “ said Sunmaster Fourteen, “but an disturbing one, | admit.”

“On the other hand, if these scholars can complete ther task, an unlikely if, you might say, but an
if-then they are sure to remember that you spared them when you might have chosen not to. And it would
then be concelvable that they would learn to arrange afuture, for instance, that would alow Mycogen to
be given aworld of its own, aworld that could be terraformed into a close replica of the Lost World.
And even if these two forget your kindness, | will be here to remind them.”

“Wdl--" said Sunmaster Fourteen.

“Comeon, “ said Hummin, “it isnot hard to decide what must be going through your mind. Of al
tribespeople, you must trust Demerzel the least. And though the chance of psychohistory might be small
(if I was not being honest with you, | would not admit that) it is not zero; and if it will bring about a
restoration of the Lost World, what can you want more than that? What would you not risk for even a
tiny chance of that? Come now-I promise you and my promises are not lightly given. Release these two
and choose atiny chance of your heart’s desire over no chanceat al.”

There was slence and then Sunmaster Fourteen sighed. “I don’t know how it is, Tribesman
Hummin, but on every occasion that we meet, you persuade meinto something | do not redlly want to
do.”

“Havel ever mided you, High Elder?’

“Y ou have never offered me so small achance?’

“And so high a possible reward. The one baances the other.”

And Sunmaster Fourteen nodded his head. “Y ou areright. Take these two and take them out of
Mycogen and never let me see them again unless there comes atime when--but surdly it will not bein my
lifetime”

“Perhgps not, High Elder. But your people have been waiting patiently for nearly twenty thousand
years. Would you then object to waiting another-perhaps-two hundred?’

“I would not willingly wait one moment, but my people will wait aslong asthey must.”

And standing up, he said, “1 will clear the path. Take them and go. *



60.

They werefindly back in atunnel. Hummin and Sddon had travel ed through one when they went
from the Imperia Sector to Streding University in the air-taxi. Now they were in another tunnel, going
from Mycogento . . . Seldon did not know where. He hesitated to ask. Hummin' sface seemed asif it
was carved out of granite and it didn’t welcome conversation.

Hummin sat in the front of the four-seater, with no one to hisright. Seldon and Dors shared the
backsest.

Seldon chanced asmile a Dors, who looked glum. “It' sniceto beinreal clothesagain, isn't it?’

“I will never, * said Dorswith enormous sincerity, “wear or look at anything that resemblesa
kirtle. And I will never, under any circumstances, wear askincap. Infact, I’'mgoing to fed odd if | ever
seeanormaly bald man.”

And it was Dors who finaly asked the question that Seldon had been reluctant to advance.
“Chetter, “ she said rather petulantly, “why won't you tel uswhere we' re going?’

Hummin hitched himsdlf into a sideways position and he looked back at Dors and Seldon
gravely. “Somewhere, “ hesaid, “whereit may be difficult for you to get into trouble-although I' m not
sure such aplace exigts.”

Dorswas a once crestfadlen. “ Actudly, Chetter, it smy fault. At Stregling, | let Hari go
Upperside without accompanying him. In Mycogen, | at least accompanied him, but | suppose | ought
not to have let him enter the Sacratorium at dl.”

“I was determined, “ said Seldon warmly. “1t wasin no way Dors sfault.”

Hummin made no effort to apportion blame. He smply said, “I gather you wanted to seethe
robot. Was there areason for that? Can you tell me?’

Sdldon could fed himsdlf redden. * | waswrong in that respect, Hummin. | did not seewhet |
expected to see or what | hoped to see. If | had known the content of the aerie, | would never have
bothered going there. Call it acomplete fiasco.”

“But then, Seldon, what wasit you hoped to see? Please tell me.

Takeyour timeif youwish. Thisisalong tripand | amwilling to listen.”

“Thething is, Hummin, that | had the idea that there were humaniform robots, that they were
long-lived, thet at least one might still be aive, and that it might be in the agrie. Therewas arobot there,
but it was metdlic, it was dead, and it was merely asymbol. Had | but known--"

“Yes. Did wedl but know, there would be no need for questions or for research of any kind.
Where did you get your information about humaniform robots? Since no Mycogenian would have
discussed that with you, | can think of only one source. The Mycogenian Book-a powered print-book in
ancient Auroran and modern Galactic. Am | right?’

“Ves”

“And how did you get acopy?’

Sdldon paused, then muttered, “1ts somewhat embarrassng.”

“| am not easily embarrassed, Seldon.”

Sddon told him and Hummin dlowed avery smdl smileto twitch across hisface.

Hummin said, “Didn’t it occur to you that what occurred had to be acharade? No Sister would
do athing like that-except under ingtruction and with agreat ded of persuading.”

Sdldon frowned and said with asperity, “ That was not at all obvious. People are perverted now
and then. And itseasy for you to grin. | didn’t have the information you had and neither did Dors. If you
did not wish meto fall into traps, you might have warned me of those that existed.”

“I agree. | withdraw my remark. In any case, you don’t have the Book any longer, I'm sure.”

“No. Sunmaster Fourteen took it from me.”

“How much of it did you read?’

“Only asmdl fraction. | didn’'t havetime. It'sahuge book and | must tel you, Hummin, itis
dreadfully dull.”

“Yes, | know that, for | think | have read more of it than you have. It isnot only dull, it istotally



unreliable. It isaone-sided, officid Mycogenian view of history that is more intent on presenting that view
than areasoned objectivity. It iseven ddiberately unclear in pots so that outsders-even if they wereto
read the Book-would never know entirely what they read. What wasit, for instance, that you thought
you read about robots that interested you?’

“I’ve dready told you. They speak of humaniform robots, robots that could not be distinguished
from human beingsin outward appearance.”

“How many of these would exist?’ asked Hummin.

“They don't say. -At least, | didn’'t come across a passage in which they gave numbers. There
may have been only a handful, but one of them, the Book refersto as‘ Renegade.’ It seemsto have an
unpleasant dgnificance, but | couldn’t make out what.”

“You didn’t tell me anything about that, * interposed Dors. “If you had, | would have told you
that it’'s not aproper name. It' s another archaic word and it means, roughly, what ‘traitor’ would mean in
Gaactic. The older word has agreater auraof fear about it. A traitor, somehow, sneaksto his treason,
but arenegade flauntsit. e.

Hummin sad, “I’ll leave the fine points of archaic languageto you, Dors, but, in any casg, if the
Renegade actudly existed and if it was a humaniform robot, then, clearly, asatraitor and enemy, it would
not be preserved and venerated in the Elders agrie.”

Sdldon said, “1 didn’t know the meaning of ‘ Renegade, * but, as| said, | did get theimpression
that it was an enemy. | thought it might have been defeated and preserved as areminder of the
Mycogenian triumph.”

“Wasthere any indication in the Book that the Renegade was defeated?’

“No, but | might have missed that portion--"

“Not likely. Any Mycogenian victory would be announced in the Book unmistakably and
referred to over and over again.”

“There was another point the Book made about the Renegade, “ said Seldon, hesitating, “but |
can't beat al surel understood it.”

Humminsaid, “Asl toldyou. . . They are deliberately obscure at times.”

“Nevertheless, they seemed to say that the Renegade could somehow tap human emotions. . .
influence them--"

“Any politician can, * said Hummin with ashrug. “It' s called charismawhen it works.”

Seldon sighed. “Well, | wanted to believe. That wasit. | would have given agreat dedl to find an
ancient humaniform robot that was till dive and that | could question.”

“For what purpose?’ asked Hummin.

“To learn the details of the primordia Gaactic society whenit sill conssted of only ahandful of
worlds. From so small a Galaxy psychohistory could be deduced more easily.”

Hummin said, “Are you sure you could trust what you heard? After many thousands of years,
would you bewilling to rely on the robot’ s early memories? How much distortion would have entered
into them?’

“That'sright, “ said Dors suddenly. “I1t would be like the computerized records | told you of,
Hari. Sowly, those robot memories would be discarded, lost, erased, distorted. Y ou can only go back
so far and the farther you go back, the less rdliable the information becomes-no matter what you do.”

Hummin nodded. “I’ ve heard it referred to as akind of uncertainty principleininformation.”

“But wouldn't it be possible, * said Seldon thoughtfully, “that some information, for specia
reasons, would be preserved? Parts of the Mycogenian Book may well refer to events of twenty
thousand years ago and yet be very largdly asit had been originaly. The more vaued and the more
carefully preserved particular information is, the more long-lasting and accurate it may be.”

“Thekey word is ' particular.” What the Book may care to preserve may not be what you wish to
have preserved and what a robot may remember best may be what you wish him to remember least.”

Seldon said in despair, “In whatever direction | turn to seek away of working out psychohistory,
meatters so arrange themsalves asto make it impossible. Why bother trying?’

“It might seem hopeessnow, “ said Hummin unemationaly, “but given the necessary genius, a



route to psychohistory may be found that none of uswould at this moment expect. Give yourself more
time. --but we' re coming to arest area. Let us pull off and have dinner.”

Over thelamb patties on rather tasteless bread (most unpal atable after the fare at Mycogen),
Seldon said, “Y ou seem to assume, Hummin, that | am the possessor of ‘ the necessary genius.” | may not
be, you know.”

Hummin said, “That' strue. Y ou may not be. However, | know of no aternate candidate for the
post, S0 | must cling to you.”

And Seldon sighed and said, “Wadll, I'll try, but I'm out of any spark of hope. Possible but not
practica, | said to begin with, and I’'m more convinced of that now than | ever was before.”

Heatsink

AMARYL, YUGO- . .. A mathematician who, next to Hari Seldon himsdlf, may be considered
most responsible for working out the details of psychohistory. Itwashewho. ..

... Y et the conditions under which he began life are dmost more dramatic than his mathematical
accomplishments. Born into the hopel ess poverty of the lower classes of Dahl, a sector of ancient
Tractor, he might have passed hislife in utter obscurity wereit not for the fact that Seldon, quite by
accident, encountered himin the course of . . .

ENCYCLOPEDIA GALACTICA

61.

The Emperor of dl the Gaaxy felt weary-physicaly weary. Hislips ached from the gracious smile
he had had to place on hisface at careful intervas. His neck was tiff from having inclined his head this
way and that in afeigned show of interest. His ears pained from having to listen. Hiswhole body
throbbed from having to rise and to Sit and to turn and to hold out his hand and to nod.

It was merely atate function where one had to meet Mayors and Viceroys and Ministers and
their wives or husbands from here and there in Trantor and (worse) from here and there in the Galaxy.
There were nearly athousand present, adl in costumes that varied from the ornate to the downright
outlandish, and he had had to listen to a babble of different accents made the worse by an effort to speak
the Emperor’ s Galactic as spoken at the Galactic University. Worst of al, the Emperor had had to
remember to avoid making commitments of substance, while fredy applying the lotion of words without
Substance.

All had been recorded, sight and sound-very discreetly--and Eto Demerzel would go over it to
seeif Cleon, Firg of that Name, had behaved himsdlf. That, of course, was only the way that the
Emperor put it to himself. Demerzdl would surely say that he was merdly collecting data.on any
unintentional self-revelation on the pan of the guests. And perhaps he was.

Fortunate Demerze!!

The Emperor could not |eave the Palace and its extensive grounds, while Demerzel could range
the Galaxy if he wished. The Emperor was dways on display, dways accessible, dways forced to dedl
with vigtors, from the important to the merely intrusive. Demerzel remained anonymous and never
alowed himsdlf to be seen insde the Palace grounds. He remained merely afearsome name and an
invigble (and therefore the more frightening) presence.

The Emperor wasthe Insde Man with dl the trappings and emoluments of power. Demerzel was
the Outside Man, with nothing evident, not even aformd title, but with hisfingers and mind probing
everywhere and asking for no reward for histirelesslabors but one-the redity of power.

It amused the Emperor-in a macabre sort of way-to consider that, at any moment, without
warning, with a manufactured excuse or with none at dl, he could have Demerzd arrested, imprisoned,
exiled, tortured, or executed. After all, in these annoying centuries of constant unrest, the Emperor might
have difficulty in exerting hiswill over the various planets of the Empire, even over the various sectors of



Trantor-with their rabble of loca executives and legidatures that he was forced to dedl with in amaze of
interlocking decrees, protocols, commitments, tregties, and generd interstellar legaities--but at least his
powers remained absolute over the Palace and its grounds.

And yet Cleon knew that his dreams of power were useless. Demerzel had served hisfather and
Cleon could not remember atime when he did not turn to Demerzel for everything. It was Demerzel who
knew it dl, devised it dl, did it dl. More than that, it was on Demerzel that anything that went wrong
could be blamed. The Emperor himself remained above criticism and had nothing to fear except, of
course, paace coups and assassination by his nearest and dearest. It was to prevent this, above dl, that
he depended upon Demerzdl.

Emperor Cleon fdt atiny shudder at the thought of trying to do without Demerzd. There had
been Emperors who had ruled personally, who had had a series of Chiefs of Staff of no talent, who had
had incompetents serving in the post and had kept them--and somehow they had gotten dong for atime
and after afashion.

But Cleon could not. He needed Demerzdl. In fact, now that the thought of assassination had
cometo him-and, in view of the modern history of the Empire, it wasinevitable that it had cometo
him-he could see that getting rid of Demerzel was quite impossible. It couldn’t be done. No matter how
cleverly he, Cleon, would atempt to arrangeit, Demerzel (he was sure) would anticipate the move
somehow, would know it was on its way, and would arrange, with far superior cleverness, apdace
coup. Cleon would be dead before Demerzel could possibly be taken away in chains and there would
smply be another Emperor that Demerzel would serve and dominate.

Or would Demerzd tire of the game and make himself Emperor?

Never! The habit of anonymity wastoo strong in him. If Demerzel exposed himsdlf to theworld,
then his powers, hiswisdom, hisluck (whatever it was) would surely desert him. Cleon was convinced of
that. Hefdlt it to be beyond dispute.

So while he behaved himsalf, Cleon was safe. With no ambitions of his own, Demerzel would
servehimfathfully.

And now here was Demerzdl, dressed so severely and smply that it made Cleon uneesily
conscious of the usaless ornamentation of his robes of state, now thankfully removed with the aid of two
vaets. Naturdly, it would not be until he was done and in dishabille that Demerzel would glide into view.

“Demerzd, “ said the Emperor of al the Gaaxy, “1 amtired!”

“State functions aretiring, Sire, “ murmured Demerzdl.

“Then mugt | havethem every evening?’

“Not every evening, but they are essentid. It gratifies others to see you and to be taken note of
by you. It hel ps keegp the Empire running smoothly.”

“The Empire used to be kept running smoothly by power, “ said the Emperor somberly. “Now it
must be kept running by asmile, awave of the hand, amurmured word, and ameda or aplaque.”

“If dl that keeps the peace, Sire, there is much to be said for it. And your reign proceeds well.”

“Y ou know why-because | have you a my side. My only red gift isthat | am aware of your
importance.” Helooked at Demerzel dyly. “My son need not be my heir. Heis not atalented boy. What
if | makeyou my heir?’

Demerzd said freezingly, “ Sire, that is unthinkable. | would not usurp the throne. | would not
ged it from your rightful heir. Besides, if | have displeased you, punish mejustly. Surely, nothing | have
done or could possibly do deserves the punishment of being made Emperor.”

Cleon laughed. “For that true assessment of the vaue of the Imperia throne, Demerzdl, |
abandon any thought of punishing you. Come now, let ustak about something. | would deep, but | am
not yet ready for the ceremonies with which they put meto bed. Let ustalk.”

“About what, Sire?’

“ About anything. -About that mathematician and his psychohistory. | think about him every once
inawhile, you know. | thought of him at dinner tonight. | wondered: What if apsychohistoricd andysis
would predict amethod for making it possible to be an Emperor without endless ceremony?’

“I somehow think, Sire, that even the cleverest psychohistorian could not manage that.”



“Wadll, tell methelatest. Ishe till hiding among those peculiar baldheads of Mycogen? Y ou
promised you would winkle him out of there.”

“Sol did, Sire, and | moved in that direction, but | regret that | must say that | failed.”

“Failed?’ The Emperor dlowed himsdlf to frown. “1 don't like that. “

“Nor I, Sire. | planned to have the mathematician be encouraged to commit some blasphemous
act-such acts are easy to commit in Mycogen, especialy for an outsider-one that would cal for severe
punishment. The mathematician would then be forced to appeal to the Emperor and, asaresult, we
would get him. | planned it at the cost of inggnificant concessions on our part-important to Mycogen,
totally unimportant to us--and | meant to play no direct role in the arrangement. It was to be handled
ubtly.”

“I daresay, “ said Cleon, “but it failed. Did the Mayor of Mycogen

“Heiscdled the High Elder, Sire”

“Do not quibble over titles. Did thisHigh Elder refuse?’

“On the contrary, Sire, he agreed and the mathemeatician, Seldon, fdll into the trap nestly.”

“Well then?’

“Hewas dlowed to leave unharmed.”

“Why?" said Cleon indignantly.

“Of thisl am not certain, Sire, but | suspect we were outbid.”

“By whom? By the Mayor of Wye?’

“Possibly, Sire, but | doubt that. | have Wye under congtant surveillance. If they had gained the
mathematician, | would know it by now.”

The Emperor was not merely frowning. Hewas clearly enraged. “Demerzd, thisisbad. | am
greatly displeased. A failure like this makes me wonder if you are perhaps not the man you once were.
What measures shall we take against Mycogen for this clear defiance of the Emperor’ swishes?’

Demerzel bowed low in recognition of the storm unleashed, but he said in stedly tones, “1t would
be a mistake to move against Mycogen now, Sire. The disruption that would follow would play into the
hands of Wye.”

“But we must do something. “

“Perhaps not, Sire. It isnot asbad asit may seem.”

“How can it be not as bad asit seems?’

“You'll remember, Sire, that this mathematician was convinced that psychohistory was
impractical.”

“Of course | remember that, but that doesn’t matter, doesit? For our purposes?’

“Perhaps not. But if it were to become practicd, it would serve our purposesto an infinitely great
extent, Sire. And from what | have been able to find out, the mathemeatician is now attempting to make
psychohistory practical. His blagphemous attempt in Mycogen was, | understand, part of an attempt at
solving the problem of psychohistory. Inthat case, it may pay us, Sire, to leave him to himself. It will
serve us better to pick him up when heiscloser to hisgoal or hasreached it.”

“Not if Wyegetshim firg.”

“That, | shal seetoit, will not happen.”

“In the same way that you succeeded in winkling the mathematician out of Mycogen just now?’

“I will not make amistake the next time, Sire, “ said Demerze coldly.

The Emperor said, “Demerzd, you had better not. | will not tolerate another mistake in this
respect.” And then he added pettishly, “1 think | shall not deep tonight after all.”

62.

Jrad Tisaver of the Dahl Sector was short. Thetop of his head came up only to Hari Seldon’s
nose. He did not seem to take that to heart, however. He had handsome, even features, was given to
smiling, and sported athick black mustache and crigply curling black hair.

He lived, with hiswife and a haf-grown daughter, in an gpartment of seven small rooms, kept



meticuloudy clean, but amost bare of furnishings.

TisAver sad, “1 gpologize, Master Seldon and Mistress Venahili, that | cannot give you the
luxury to which you must be accustomed, but Dahl isapoor sector and | am not even among the
better-off among our people.”

“The more reason, “ responded Seldon, “that we must gpologize to you for placing the burden of
our presence upon you.”

“No burden, Magter Seldon. Master Hummin has arranged to pay us generoudy for your use of
our humble quarters and the credits would be welcome even if you were not--and you are.

Sddon remembered Hummin' s parting words when they finaly arrived in Dahl.

“Sddom” hehad said, “thisisthethird place I’ ve arranged as sanctuary. Thefirst two were
notorioudy beyond the reach of the Imperium, which might well have served to attract their attention;
after all, they werelogica placesfor you. Thisoneisdifferent. It is poor, unremarkable, and, as amatter
of fact, unsafein someways. It isnot anaturd refuge for you, so that the Emperor and his Chief of Staff
may not think to turn their eyesin thisdirection. Would you mind staying out of trouble thistime, then?”

“I will try, Hummin, “ said Seldon, alittle offended. “ Please be aware that the trouble is not of my
seeking. | am trying to learn what may well take methirty lifetimesto learnif | am to have the dightest
chance of organizing psychohistory.”

“I undergtand, “ said Hummin. “Y our efforts at learning brought you to Uppersdein Streding
and to the Elders aeriein Mycogen and to who can guesswherein Dahl. Asfor you, Dr. Venabili, |
know you'’ ve been trying to take care of Seldon, but you must try harder. Get it fixed in your head that he
isthe most important person on Trantor--or in the Galaxy, for that matter--and that he must be kept
secure at any cost.”

“I will continueto do my best, “ said Dors tiffly.

“And asfor your host family, they have their peculiarities, but they are essentiadly good people
with whom | have dedlt before. Try not to get them in trouble either.”

But Tisdver, at leadt, did not seem to anticipate trouble of any kind from his new tenantsand his
expressed pleasure at the company he now had-quite gpart from the rent credits he would be
getting-seemed quite sincere.

He had never been outside Dahl and his appetite for taes of distant places was enormous. His
wife too, bowing and smiling, would listen and their daughter, with afinger in her mouth, would dlow one
eye to peep from behind the door.

It was usudly after dinner, when the entire family assembled, that Seldon and Dors were
expected to talk of the outside world. The food was plentiful enough, but it was bland and often tough.
So soon after the tangy food of Mycogen, it wasdl but inedible.

The*“table’ was along shelf against onewal and they ate standing up.

Gentle questioning by Seldon dlicited the fact that thiswas the usua situation among Dahlitesasa
whole and was not due to unusua poverty. Of course, Mistress Tisaver explained, there were those with
high government jobsin Dahl who were prone to adopt all kinds of effete cusomslike chairs-she caled
them “body shelves’--but this was |ooked down upon by the solid middle class.

Much asthey disapproved of unnecessary luxury, though, the Tisalvers|oved hearing about it,
listening with avirtua storm of tongueclicking when told of mattresses|ifted on legs, of ornate chests and
wardrobes, and of a superfluity of tableware.

They listened d'so to adescription of Mycogenian customs, while Jrad Tisalver stroked hisown
hair complacently and made it quite obvious that he would as soon think of emasculation as of depilation.
Mistress Tisalver was furious a any mention of female subservience and flatly refused to believe that the
Ssters accepted it tranquilly.

They seized mogt, however, on Seldon’s. casud reference to the Imperia grounds. When, upon
guestioning, it turned out that Seldon had actudly seen and spoken to the Emperor, a blanket of awe
enveloped the family. It took awhile before they dared ask questions and Seldon found that he could not
satisfy them. He had not, after dl, seen much of the grounds and even less of the Pdlaceinterior.

That disappointed the Tisalvers and they were unremitting in their attemptsto eicit more. And,



having heard of Seldon’s Imperia adventure, they found it hard to believe Dors s assertion that, for her
part, she had never been anywhere in the Imperia grounds. Most of al, they regjected Seldon’ s casual
comment that the Emperor had talked and behaved very much as any ordinary human being would. That
seemed utterly impossibleto the Tisavers.

After three evenings of this, Seldon found himself tiring. He had, &t first, welcomed the chance to
do nothing for awhile (during the day, &t least) but view some of the history book-filmsthat Dors
recommended. The Tisalversturned over their book-viewer to their guests during the day with good
grace, though the little girl seemed unhappy and was sent over to aneighbor’ s gpartment to use theirsfor
her homework.

“It does't help, “ Seldon said restlesdy in the security of hisroom after he had piped in some
musi ¢ to discourage eavesdropping. “I can see your fascination with history, but it' sall endlessdetall. It's
amountai nous heap-no, a Gaactic hegp-of datain which | can’t see the basic organization.”

“| daresay, “ said Dors, “that there must have been atime when human beings saw no
organization in the starsin the sky, but eventually they discovered the Galactic Structure.”

“And I’'m sure that took generations, not weeks. There must have been atime when physics
seemed amass of unrelated observations before the central natural laws were discovered and that took
generations. --and what of the Tisavers?’

“What of them?1 think they’ re being very nice.”

“They'recurious.”

“Of coursethey are. Wouldn't you beif you werein their place?’

“Butisit just curiosity? They seem to be ferocioudy interested in my meeting with the Emperor.”

Dors seemed impatient. “Again . . . itsonly natural. Wouldn't you befit the Situation was
reversed?’

“It makes me nervous.”

“Hummin brought us here.”

“Yes, but he' s not perfect. He brought me to the University and | was maneuvered Upperside.
He brought us to Sunmaster Fourteen, who entrapped us. Y ou know he did. Twice bitten, at least once
shy. I’'mtired of being questioned.”

“Then turn thetables, Hari. Aren’t you interested in Dahl?”

“Of course. What do you know about it to begin with?’

“Nothing. It' s just one of more than eight hundred sectors and I’ ve only been on Trantor alittle
over two years.”

“Exactly. And there are twenty-five million other worlds and I’ ve been on this problem only a
little over two months. -1 tell you. | want to go back to Helicon and take up a study of the mathematics of
turbulence, which was my Ph.D. problem, and forget | ever saw --or thought | saw that turbulence gave
an indght into human society.”

But that evening he said to Tisdver, “But you know, Magter Tisdver, you' ve never told me what
you do, the nature of your work.”

“Me?’ Tisadver placed hisfingers on his chest, which was covered by the smple white T-shirt
with nothing undernesth, which seemed to be the stlandard male uniformin Dahl. “Nothing much. | work
at theloca holovison gation in programming. It svery dull, but it' saliving.”

“Andit’ srespectable, “ said Mistress Tisaver. “It means he doesn't have to work inthe
heatsnks.”

“The heatsnks?” said Dors, lifting her light eyebrows and managing to look fascinated.

“Ohwell, * sad Tisaver, “that’ swhat Dahl isbest known for. It isn't much, but forty billion
people on Trantor need energy and we supply alot of it. We don't get appreciated, but I'd like to see
some of the fancy sectors do without it.”

Seldon looked confused. “Doesn’'t Trantor get its energy from solar power stationsin orbit?”

“Some, “ said Tisaver, “and some from nuclear fusion stations out on the idands and some from
microfusion motors and some from wind stations Upperside, but half” -- heraised afinger in emphasis
and hisface looked unusudly grave “haf comesfrom the heatsinks. There are heatsinksin lots of places,



but none-none- asrich asthosein Dahl. Are you serious that you don’t know about the heatsinks? Y ou
St thereand stare at me.”

Dorssaid quickly, “We are Outworlders, you know.” (She had dmost said ‘tribespeople, * but
had caught hersdlf intime.) “ Especidly Dr. Seldon. He' s only been on Trantor a couple of months.”

“Redly?’ said Midress Tisalver. Shewas atrifle shorter than her husband, was plump without
quite being fat, had her dark hair drawn tightly back into abun, and possessed rather beautiful dark eyes.
Like her hushand, she appeared to bein her thirties.

(After aperiod in Mycogen, not actually long in duration but intense, it struck Dors as odd to
have awoman enter the conversation at will. How quickly modes and manners establish themsdlves, she
thought, and made a menta note to mention that to Seldon -- one more item for his psychohistory.)

“Ohyes, “ shesad. “Dr. Sddonisfrom Helicon.”

Migtress Tisalver registered polite ignorance. “ And where might that be?’

Dorssad, “Why, it's-" Sheturned to Seldon. “Whereisit, Hari?’

Sdldon looked abashed. “ To tdll you thetruth, | don't think | could locate it very easily ona
Gdactic modd without looking up the coordinates. All | can say isthat it’s on the other Side of the central
black hole from Trantor and getting there by hypership israther achore.”

Migtress Tisaver said, “1 don’'t think Jrad and | will ever be on ahypership.”

“Someday, Cadllia, * sad Tisaver chearfully, “maybe wewill. But tdl us about Hdlicon, Master
Sdldon.”

Seldon shook his head. “ To methat would be dull. Itsjust aworld, like any other. Only Trantor
isdifferent from dl the rest. There are no heatsinks on Helicon--or probably anywhere el se except
Trantor. Tell me about them.”

(“Only Trantor isdifferent from dl therest.” The sentence repeated itsdlf in Seldon’smind and
for amoment he grasped at it, and for some reason Dor’ s hand-on-thigh story suddenly recurred to him,
but Tisaver was speaking and it passed out of Seldon’s mind as quickly asit had entered.)

TisAver sad, “If you redly want to know about heatsinks, | can show you.” Heturned to his
wife. “Cadlia, would you mind if tomorrow evening | take Master Sldon to the hestsinks.”

“And me, “ said Dorsquickly.

“And Midress Venabili?’

Mistress Tisaver frowned and said sharply, “1 don’t think it would be agood idea. Our visitors
would find it dull.”

“I don't think so, Migtress Tisdver, “ said Sddon ingratiatingly. “We would very much liketo see
the heatsinks. We would be ddighted if you would join ustoo .. . . and your little daughter-if she wantsto
come.”

“To the heatsnks?’ said Mistress Tisalver, stiffening. “1t'sno place at dl for adecent woman.”

Seldon felt embarrassed at his gaffe. “1 meant no harm, Mistress Tisalver.”

“No offense, “ said Tisdver. “Cadliathinksit' sbeneath usand o it is, but aslong as| don't
work there, it'sno distress merely to visit and show it to guests. Buit it is uncomfortable and | would
never get Caslliato dress properly.”

They got up from their crouching positions. Dahlite “chairs’ were merely molded plastic sestson
small whedls and they cramped Seldon’ s knees terribly and seemed to wiggle at hisleast body
movement. The Tisavers, however, had mastered the art of Sitting firmly and rose without trouble and
without needing to use their armsfor help as Seldon had to. Dors aso got up without trouble and Seldon
once again marveled at her natura grace.

Before they parted to their separate rooms for the night, Seldon said to Dors, “Are you sure you
know nothing about heatsinks? Mistress Tisa ver makes them seem unpleasant.”

“They can’t be that unpleasant or Tisalver wouldn’t suggest taking us on tour. Lets be content to
be surprised.”

63.



Tisaver sad, “You'll need proper clothing.” Mistress Tisaver sniffed markedly inthe
background.

Cautioudy, Seldon, thinking of kirtleswith vague distress, said, “What do you mean by proper
clothing?”

“Something light, such as| wear. A T-shirt, very short deeves, loose dacks, [oose underpants,
foot socks, open sandals. | haveit al for you.”

“Good. IL doesn't sound bad.”

“Asfor Mistress Venahili, | havethe same. | hopeit fits”

The clothes Tisaver supplied each of them (which were his own) fit fine-if abit snugly. When
they were ready, they bade Mistress Tisdver good-bye and she, with aresigned if till disgpproving air,
watched them from the doorway asthey set off.

It was early evening and there was an atractive twilight glow above. It was clear that Dahl’s
lights would soon be winking on. The temperature was mild and there were virtualy no vehiclesto be
seen; everyone was walking. In the distance was the everpresent hum of an Expressway and the
occasiond glitter of itslights could be easily seen.

The Dahlites, Seldon noted, did not seem to be walking toward any particular destination.
Rather, there seemed to be a promenade going on, awalking for pleasure. Perhaps, if Dahl wasan
impoverished sector, as Tisdver had implied, inexpendve entertainment was at a premium and what was
as pleasant--and as inexpensive--as an evening stroll?

Sddon fdt himsdf easing autometicdly into the gait of an amless sroll himself and fet the warmth
of friendliness a0 around him. People greeted each other as they passed and exchanged afew words.
Black mustaches of different shape and thickness flashed everywhere and seemed arequisite for the
Dahlite male, as ubiquitous as the bald heads of the Mycogenian Brothers.

It was an evening rite, away of making sure that another day had passed safely and that one's
friendswere still well and happy. And, it soon became apparent, Dors caught every eye. In thetwilight
glow, the ruddiness of her hair had degpened, but it stood out against the sea of black-haired heads
(except for the occasiona gray) like agold coin winking itsway across apile of codl.

“Thisisvery pleasant, “ said Seldon.

“Itis “ sad Tisdver. “ Ordinarily, I’ d be waking with my wife and she' d bein her eement. There
isno onefor akilometer around whom she doesn’'t know by name, occupation, and interreationships. |
can't do that. Right now, half the peoplewho greet me. . . | couldn’t tell you their names. But, in any
case, we mustn't creep along too dowly. We must get to the elevator. 1t s a busy world on the lower
levels”

They were on the devator going down when Dors said, “I presume, Master Tisalver, that the
heatsinks are placeswhere the internal hest of Trantor isbeing used to produce steam that will turn
turbines and produce electricity.”

“Oh no. Highly efficient large-scae thermaopiles produce dectricity directly. Don't ask methe
details, please. I'm just aholovision programmer. In fact, don’t ask anyone the details down there. The
wholething is one big black box. It works, but no one knows how.”

“What if something goeswrong?’

“It doesn't usually, but if it does, some expert comes over from somewhere. Someone who
undergtlands computers. The whole thing is highly computerized, of course.”

The elevator cameto ahalt and they stepped out. A blast of heat struck them.

“It'shot, “ said Seldon quite unnecessarily.

“Yes, itis “ sad Tisaver. “That'swhat makes Dahl so vauable as an energy source. The magma
layer is nearer the surface here than it isanywhere sein the world. So you have to work in the heat.”

“How about air-conditioning?’ said Dors.

“Thereisair-conditioning, but it' samatter of expense. We ventilate and dehumidify and cool, but
if we go too far, then we' re using up too much energy and the whole process becomes too expensive.”

Tisaver stopped at adoor at which he signaed. It opened to ablast of cooler air and he
muttered, “We ought to be able to get someone to help show us around and he'll control the remarks



that Mistress Venabili will otherwise bethevictimof . . . at least from the men.”

“Remarkswon't embarrass me, “ said Dors.

“They will embarrassme, “ said Tisdver.

A young man walked out of the office and introduced himsdlf as Hano Linder. He resembled
Tisalver quite closdly, but Seldon decided that until he got used to the dmost universal shortness,
swarthiness, black hair, and luxuriant mustaches, he would not be able to see individua differences
eesly.

Lindor said, “I’ll be glad to show you around for what there isto see. It' s not one of your
spectaculars, you know.” He addressed them dl, but his eyeswere fixed on Dors. He said, “It’s not
going to be comfortable. | suggest we remove our shirts.”

“It'sniceand cool in here, “ said Seldon.

“Of course, but that’ s because we' re executives. Rank hasits privileges. Out there we can't
maintain air-conditioning at thislevel. That’swhy they get paid morethan | do. In fact, those are the
best-paying jobsin Dahl, which isthe only reason we get people to work down here. Even so, it' s getting
harder to get heatsinkers all thetime.” Hetook a deep breath. “ Okay, out into the soup.”

He removed his own shirt and tucked it into hiswaistband. Tisdver did the same and Seldon
followed suit.

Linder glanced a Dors and said, “For your own comfort, Mistress, but it's not compulsory.”

“That'sdl right, “ said Dors and removed her shirt.

Her brassiere was white, unpadded, and showed considerable cleavage.

“Midtress, “ sad Lindor, “That’ s not--" He thought a moment, then shrugged and said, “All right.
Welll get by.”

At firgt, Seldon was aware only of computers and machinery, huge pipes, flickering lights, and
flashing screens.

Theoverdl light was comparatively dim, though individua sections of machinery wereilluminated.
Seldon looked up into the dmost-darkness. He said, “Why isn't it better lit?’

“It'slitwell enough . . . whereit should be, “ said Lindor. His voice was well modulated and he
spoke quickly, but alittle harshly. “ Overdl illumination is kept low for psychologica reasons. Too bright
istrandated, in the mind, into heat. Complaints go up when we turn up the lights, even when the
temperature is made to go down.”

Dorssaid, “It seemsto be well computerized. | should think the operations could be turned over
to computers atogether. Thissort of environment ismade for artificia intelligence.”

“Perfectly right, “ said Lindor, “but neither can we take a chance on any failures. We need
peaple on the spot if anything goeswrong. A misfunctioning computer can raise problems up to two
thousand kilometers away.”

“So can human error. 1sn't that so?” said Seldon.

“Ohyes, but with both people and computers on the job, computer error can be more quickly
tracked down and corrected by people and, conversaly, human error can be more quickly corrected by
computers. What it amountsto isthat nothing serious can happen unless human error and computer error
take place smultaneoudy. And that hardly ever happens.”

“Hardly ever, but not never, eh?’ said Seldon.

“Almost never, but not never. Computers aren’t what they used to be and neither are people.”

“That’ stheway it dways seems, “ said Seldon, laughing dightly.

“No no. I’'m not talking memory. I’'m not talking good old days. I’ m talking statistics.”

At this, Sddon recdled Hummin talking of the degeneration of the times.

“Seewhat | mean?’ said Lindor, hisvoice dropping. “ There' s abunch of people, a the C-3 level
from the looks of them, drinking. Not one of themisat hisor her post.”

“What are they drinking?’ asked Dors.

“Specid fluidsfor replacing dectrolyteloss. Fruit juice.”

“You can't blame them, can you?’ said Dorsindignantly. “In thisdry hesat, you would haveto
drink.”



“Do you know how long askilled C-3 can spin out adrink? And there' s nothing to be done
about it ether. If we give them fiveminute bresks for drinks and stagger them so they don't all congregate
inagroup, you smply stir up arebellion.”

They were approaching the group now. There were men and women (Dahl seemed to beamore
or lessamphisexud society) and both sexes were shirtless. The women wore devices that might be called
brasseres, but they were strictly functional. They served to lift the breastsin order to improve ventilation
and limit perspiration, but covered nothing.

Dorssaid in an asideto Seldon, “That makes sense, Hari. I'm soaking wet there.”

“Take off your brassere, then, * said Seldon. “1 won't lift afinger to stop you.”

“Somehow, “ said Dors, “I guessed you wouldn’t.” She left her brassere whereit was.

They were approaching the congregation of people-about a dozen of them.

Dorssad, “If any of them make rude remarks, | shall survive.”

“Thank you, “ said Lindor. “1 cannot promise they won't. --but Il have to introduce you. If they
get the ideathat you two are ingpectors and in my company, they’ [l become unruly. Inspectorsare
supposed to poke around on their own without anyone from management overseeing them.”

He held up hisarms. “Heatsnkers, | have two introductions to make. We have vistors from
outside-two Outworlders, two scholars. They’ ve got worlds running short on energy and they’ ve come
hereto see how wedo it herein Dahl. They think they may learn something.”

“They’ll learn how to swest!” shouted a heatsinker and there was raucous laughter.

“She' sgot a swesty chest right now, “ shouted awoman, “ covering up like that.”

Dors shouted back, “I’ d take it off, but mine can’t compete with yours.” The laughter turned
good-natured.

But one young man stepped forward, staring at Seldon with intense degp-set eyes, hisface st
into ahumorlessmask. He sad, “1 know you. Y ou' re the mathematician.”

Heran forward, ingpecting Seldon’ s face with eager solemnity. Automatically, Dors stepped in
front of Seldon and Lindor stepped in front of her, shouting, “Back, heatsinker. Mind your manners.”

Sddonsad, “Wait! Let him talk to me. Why iseveryone piling in front of me?’

Lindor saidinalow voice, “If any of them get close, you'll find they don’t smell like hothouse
flowers”

“I'll endureit, “ said Seldon brusquely. *Y oung man, what isit you want?’

“My nameis Amaryl. Yugo Amaryl. I’ ve seen you on holovison.”

“Y ou might have, but what about it?’

“I don’t remember your name.”

“Youdon't haveto.”

“Y ou talked about something called psychohistory.”

“You don't know how | wish | hadn’t.”

“What?’

“Nothing. What isit you want?’

“| want to talk to you. Just for alittle while. Now.”

Seldon looked at Lindor, who shook his head firmly. “Not while he' son his shift.”

“When does your shift begin, Mr. Amaryl?’ asked Seldon.

“Sixteen hundred.”

“Can you see me tomorrow at fourteen hundred?’

“Sure. Where?”’

Sdldon turned to Tisalver. Would you permit meto see himin your place?’

Tisaver looked very unhappy. “Its not necessary. He' sjust aheatsinker.”

Seldon said, “He recognized my face. He knows something about me. He can't bejust an
anything. I'll seehiminmy room.” And then, as Tisadver’ sface didn’t soften, he added, “My room, for
which rent isbeing paid. And you'll be at work, out of the gpartment.”

Tisaver said inalow voice, “It'snot me, Master Seldon. It'smy wife, Caslia. Shewon't stand
forit”



“I'll talk to her, “ said Seldon grimly. “ She'll haveto.”
64.

CasliaTisaver opened her eyeswide. “A heatsinker? Not in my apartment.”

“Why not? Besides, he'll be coming to my room, “ said Seldon. “ At fourteen hundred.”

“| won't haveit, “ said Migtress Tisaver. “Thisiswhat comes of going down to the heatsinks.
Jrad wasafool.”

“Not at dl, Migtress Tisaver. We went at my request and | was fascinated. | must see thisyoung
man, sincethat is necessary to my scholarly work.”

“I'msorry if itis, but | won't haveit.”

Dors Venabili raised her hand. “Hari, let me take care of this. Mistress Tisalver, if Dr. Seldon
must see someonein hisroom this afternoon, the additiona person naturally means additiond rent. We
understand that. For today, then, the rent on Dr. Seldon’ sroom will be doubled.”

Mistress Tisdver thought about it. “Well, that’ s decent of you, but it’ s not only the credits.
There sthe neighboursto think of. A swesaty, smelly heatsinker--"

“| doubt that he' Il be sweaty and smelly at fourteen hundred, Mistress Tisalver, but let me go on.
Since Dr. Seldon must see him, then if he can’t see him here, he' |l have to see him elsewhere, but we
can't run here and there. That would be too inconvenient. Therefore, what we will haveto doisto get a
room esewhere. It won't be easy and we don’t want to do it, but we will have to. So we will pay the
rent through today and leave and of course we will have to explain to Master Hummin why we have had
to change the arrangements that he so kindly made for us.”

“Wait.” Migtress Tisdver’ sface became astudy of cdculation. “Wewouldn't like to disoblige
Master Hummin . . . or you two. How long would this cresture have to stay?’

“He' s coming at fourteen hundred. He must be at work at sixteen hundred. He will be herefor
less than two hours, perhaps condderably less. We will meet him outside, the two of us, and bring him to
Dr. Sddon’ sroom. Any neighbourswho see uswill think heisan Outworlder friend of ours.”

Mistress Tisalver nodded her head. “Then let it be asyou say. Double rent for Master Seldon’s
room for today and the heatsinker will vigt just thisonetime.”

“Just thisonetime, “ said Dors.

But later, when Seldon and Dors were sitting in her room, Dors said, “Why do you have to see
him, Hari? Isinterviewing a heatsinker important to psychohistory too?’

Seldon thought he detected a small edge of sarcasm in her voice and he said tartly, “I don’t have
to base everything on this huge project of mine, inwhich | have very little faith anyway. | am dso ahuman
being with human curiosities. We were down in the heatsinks for hours and you saw what the working
people there were like. They were obvioudy uneducated. They were low-leve individuals-no play on
words intended and yet here was one who recognized me. He must have seen me on holovision on the
occasion of the Decennial Convention and he remembered the word ‘ psychohistory.” He strikesme as
unusua--as out of place somehow --and | would liketo talk to him.”

“Becauseit pleases your vanity to have become known even to heatsinkersin Dahl?”

“Wadll . .. perhaps. But it also piques my curiosity.”

“And how do you know he hasn’t been briefed and intends to lead you into trouble as has
happened before.”

Sdldon winced. “1 won't let him run hisfingersthrough my hair. In any case, we re more nearly
prepared now, aren't we? And I’'m sure you' Il be with me. | mean, you let me go Upperside aone, you
let me go with Raindrop Forty-Three to the microfarms aone, and you' re not going to do that again, are
you?’

“Y ou can be absolutely sure | won't, “ said Dors.

“Wadl then, I'll talk to the young man and you can watch out for trgps. | have every faithinyou.”

65.



Amaryl arrived afew minutes before 1400, looking warily about. His hair was neat and histhick
mustache was combed and turned up dightly at the edges. His T-shirt was startlingly white. He did smell,
but it was afruity odor that undoubtedly came from the dightly overenthusiastic use of scent. Hehad a
bag with him.

Sdldon, who had been waiting outside for him, seized one ebow lightly, while Dors seized the
other, and they moved rapidly into the elevator. Having reached the correct leve, they passed through
the gpartment into Seldon’ sroom.

Amaryl saidin alow hangdog voice, “Nobody home, huh?’

“Everyone sbusy, “ said Seldon neutraly. He indicated the only chair in the room, apad directly
on thefloor.

“No, “ said Amaryl. “I don’t need that. One of you two useit.” He squatted on the floor with a
graceful downward motion.

Dorsimitated the movement, Sitting on the edge of Seldon’ s floorbased mattress, but Seldon
dropped down rather clumsily, having to make use of his hands and unable, quite, to find acomfortable
position for hislegs.

Sdldon said, “Wdl, young man, why do you want to see me?’

“Because you' reamathematician. You'rethe first mathematician | ever saw-close up-so | could
touch him, you know.”

“Mathematiciansfed like anyonedse”

“Nottome, Dr....Dr....Sddon?

“That’smy name.”

Amaryl looked pleased. “1 finally remembered. -Y ou see, | want to be amathemeatician too.”

“Very good. What' s stopping you?’

Amaryl suddenly frowned. “ Are you serious?’

“I presume something is stopping you. Yes, I'm serious.”

“What' s stopping meis|’m aDahlite, ahestsinker on Dahl. | don’t have the money to get an
education and | can't get the creditsto get an education. A real education, | mean. All they taught me
wasto read and cipher and use a computer and then | knew enough to be aheatsinker. But | wanted
more. So | taught mysdif.”

“In some ways, that’ s the best kind of teaching. How did you do that?’

“I knew alibrarian. Shewaswilling to help me. She was avery nice woman and she showed me
how to use computers for learning mathematics. And she set up a software system that would connect
me with other libraries. I’d come on my days off and on mornings after my shift. Sometimes she’ d lock
mein her private room so | wouldn’t be bothered by people coming in or she would let mein when the
library was closed. She didn’t know mathematics hersdlf, but she helped me dl she could. Shewas
oldish, awidow lady. Maybe she thought of me asakind of son or something. She didn’t have children
of her own.”

(Maybe, thought Seldon briefly, there was some other emotion involved too, but he put the
thought away. None of hisbusiness))

“I liked number theory, “ said Amaryl. “1 worked some things out from what | learned from the
computer and from the bookfilmsit used to teach me mathematics. | came up with some new things that
weren't in the book-films.”

Sdldon raised his eyebrows. “ That’ sinteresting. Like what?’

“I’ve brought some of them to you. I’ ve never showed them to anyone. The people around
me--" He shrugged. “ They’ d either laugh or be annoyed. Once | tried to tell agirl I knew, but she just
sad | wasweird and wouldn't see me anymore. Isit dl right for me to show them to you?’

“Quitedl right. Bdieveme.”

Sdldon held out his hand and after abrief hesitation, Amaryl handed him the bag he was
carying.

For along time, Seldon looked over Amaryl’ s papers. Thework was naive in the extreme, but



he dlowed no smileto cross hisface. He followed the demongtrations, not one of which was new, of
course--or even nearly new--or of any importance.

But that didn't matter.

Seldon looked up. “Did you do dl of thisyoursaf?’

Amaryl, looking more than half-frightened, nodded his head.

Sdldon extracted severad sheets. “What made you think of this?” Hisfinger ran down aline of
mathematica reasoning.

Amaryl looked it over, frowned, and thought about it. Then he explained hisline of thinking.

Seldon listened and said, “ Did you ever read a book by Anat Bigell?’

“On number theory?’

“Thetitle was Mathematical Deduction. It wasn't about number theory, particularly.”

Amaryl shook hishead. “1 never heard of him. I’'m sorry.”

“He worked out this theorem of yours three hundred years ago.’

Amaryl looked stricken. “1 didn’t know that.”

“I’'m sureyou didn’t. You did it more cleverly, though. It’s not rigorous, but--"

“What do you mesan, ‘rigorous ?’

“It doesn't matter.” Seldon put the papers back together in a sheaf, restored it to the bag, and
sad, “Make severd copies of dl this. Take one copy, haveit dated by an officia computer, and placeit
under computerized sedl. My friend here, Mistress Venabili, can get you into Streding University without
tuition on some sort of scholarship. You'll have to sart a the beginning and take coursesin other
subjects than mathematics, but-

By now Amaryl had caught his breath. * Into Stredling University? They won't take me.”

“Why not? Dors, you can arrange it, can’'t you?’

“I'msurel can.”

“No, you can't,“ said Amaryl hotly. “They won't take me. I’'m from Dahl.”

“Wdl?

“They won't take people from Dahl.”

Seldon looked at Dors. “What' s he talking about?’

Dors shook her head. “1 really don’t know.”

Amaryl said, “Y ou’ re an Outworlder, Mistress. How long have you been at Streding?’

“A little over two years, Mr. Amaryl.”

“Have you ever seen Dahlites there-short, curly black hair, big mustaches?’

“There are students with dl kinds of appearances.”

“But no Dahlites. Look again the next timeyou' rethere.”

“Why not?’ said Seldon.

“They don't like us. Welook different. They don’t like our mustaches.”

“Y ou can shave your--" but Seldon’ s voice died under the other’ s furious glance.

“Never. Why should 1? My mustache is my manhood.”

“Y ou shave your beard. That's your manhood too.”

“To my peopleit isthe mustache.”

Seldon looked at Dors again and murmured, “ Bald heads, mustaches.. . . madness.”

“What?’" sad Amaryl angrily.

“Nothing. Tell mewhat dsethey don't like about Dahlites.”

“They make up things not to like. They say we sméll. They say we redirty. They say we Stedl.
They say we'reviolent. They say we're dumb. *

“Why do they say dl this?’

“Becauseits easy to say it and it makesthem fed good. Sure, if wework in the heatsinks, we get
dirty and smelly. If we're poor and held down, some of us stedl and get violent. But that isn't theway it is
with al of us. How about thosetall yellow-hairsin the Imperiad Sector who think they own the
Gaaxy-no, they do own the Galaxy. Don't they ever get violent? Don't they steal sometimes? If they did
my job, they’d smell theway | do. If they had to livetheway | haveto, they'd get dirty too.”



“Who deniesthat there are people of al kindsin al places?’ said Seldon.

“No one argues the matter! They just takeit for granted. Master Seldon, I’ ve got to get awvay
from Trantor. | have no chance on Trantor, no way of earning credits, no way of getting an education, no
way of becoming amathematician, no way of becoming any thing but what they say | am.. . . aworthless
nothing.” Thislast was said in frustration--and desperation.

Sdldon tried to be reasonable. “ The person I’ m renting thisroom from isa Dahlite. He has a
clean job. He' s educated.”

“Oh sure, * saild Amaryl passionately. “ There are some. They let afew do it so that they can say
it can be done. And those few can live nicely aslong asthey stay in Dahl. Let them go outside and they’ Il
see how they're treated. And while they’ rein here they make themsalvesfed good by treating the rest of
uslikedirt. That makesthem yelow-hairsin their own eyes. What did this nice person you're renting this
room from say when you told him you were bringing in a heatsinker? What did he say | would be like?
They’regone now . . . wouldn’t be in the same place with me.”

Seldon moistened hislips. “I won't forget you. I'll seetoiit that you' |l get off Trantor and into my
own University in Helicon once I’ m back there mysdlf.”

“Do you promise that? Y our word of honor? Even though I’ m aDahlite?”

“Thefact that you' re a Dahliteis unimportant to me. Thefact that you are aready a
mathematicianis But | sill can't quite grasp what you'retelling me. | find it impossibleto believe that
there would be such unreasoning feding againgt harmless people.”

Amaryl sad bitterly, “That’ s because you' ve never had any occasion to interest yourself in such
things. It ran dl passright under your nose and you wouldn’t smell athing becauseit doesn't affect you.

Dorssad, “Mr. Amaryl, Dr. Seldon isamathematician like you and his head can sometimes be
inthe clouds. Y ou must understand thet. | am ahistorian, however. | know that it isn't unusua to have
one group of people ook down upon another group. There are peculiar and dmost ritudistic hatreds that
have no rationd judtification and that can have their serious historica influence. It’stoo bad.”

Amaryl said, “ Saying something is‘too bad’ iseasy. Y ou say you disapprove, which makesyou
anice person, and then you can go about your own business and not be interested anymore. It'salot
worse than ‘too bad.” It's againgt everything decent and natura. We' re dl of usthe same, yellow-hairs
and black-hairs, tall and short, Easterners, Westerners, Southerners, and Outworlders. We'redl of us,
you and | and even the Emperor, descended from the people of Earth, aren’t we?’

“Descended from what” asked Seldon. He turned to look at Dors, his eyes wide.

“From the people of Earth!” shouted Amaryl. “The one planet on which human beings
originated.”

“One planet? Just one planet?’

“Theonly planet. Sure. Earth.”

“When you say Earth, you mean Aurora, don't you?’

“Aurora? What' sthat? -1 mean Earth. Have you never heard of Earth?’

“No, “ sad Sedon. “Actudly not.”

“It' samythica world, “ began Dors, “that--"

“It'snot mythical. It wasared planet.”

Sdldon sghed. “I’'ve heard this all before. Wdll, let’ s go through it again. Isthere a Dahlite book
that tells of Earth?’

“What?’

“Some computer software, then?’

“I don't know what you' re talking about.”

“Y oung man, where did you hear about Earth?’

“My dad told me. Everyone knows about it.”

“Isthere anyone who knows about it especialy? Did they teach you about it in school 7’

“They never said aword about it there.”

“Then how do people know about it?’



Amaryl shrugged his shoulderswith an air of being uselesdy badgered over nothing. “ Everyone
just does. If you want stories about it, there’s Mother Rittah. | haven't heard that she'sdied yet.”

“Y our mother? Wouldn't you know--"

“She’ snot my mother. That' s just what they call her. Mother Rittah. She' s an old woman. She
livesin Billibotton. Or used to.”

“Where sthat?’

“Downinthat direction, “ said Amaryl, gesturing vaguely.

“How do | get there?’

“Get there? Y ou don't want to get there. Y ou’ d never come back.”

“Why not?’

“Believe me. Y ou don’t want to go there.”

“But I'd like to see Mother Rittah.”

Amaryl shook hishead. “ Can you use aknife?’

“For what purpose? What kind of knife?’

“A cutting knife. Likethis” Amaryl reached down to the belt that held his pantstight about his
waist. A section of it came away and from one end there flashed out a knife blade, thin, gleaming, and
deadly.

Dors shand immediately came down hard upon hisright writ.

Amaryl laughed. “I wasn't planning to useit. | wasjust showing it to you.” He put the knife back
inhisbdt. “Y ou need onein sdfdefense and if you don’t have one or if you have one but don't know
how to useit, you'll never get out of Billibotton dive. Anyway”-he suddenly grew very grave and
intent--"are you redly serious, Master Seldon, about helping me get to Helicon?’

“Entirely serious. That’sapromise. Write down your name and where you can be reached by
hypercomputer. Y ou have acode, | suppose.”

“My shift in the heatsinks has one. Will that do?’

v

“Well then, “ said Amaryl, looking up earnesily at Seldon, “thismeans| have my whole future
riding on you, Master Seldon, so please don’t go to Billibotton. | can’'t afford to lose you now.” He
turned beseeching eyes on Dors and said softly, “ Migtress Venaili, if he'll listen to you, don't let him go.
Please. *

Billibotton

DAHL- . .. Oddly enough, the best-known aspect of this sector is Billibotton, a semi-legendary
place about which innumerable tales have grown up. In fact, awhole branch of literature now exigtsin
which heroes and adventurers (and victims) must dare the dangers of passing through Billibotton. So
stylized have these stories become that the one well-known and, presumably, authentic tale involving such
apassage, that of Hari Seldon and Dors Venahili, has come to seem fantastic smply by association.. . .

ENCYCLOPEDIA GALACTICA

66.

When Hari Seldon and Dors Venabili were done, Dors asked thoughtfully, “ Are you redly
planning to seethis‘Mother’ woman?’

“I"'m thinking about it, Dors.”

“You'rean odd one, Hari. Y ou seem to go steadily from bad to worse. Y ou went Upperside,
which seemed harmless enough, for arational purpose when you werein Streding. Then, in Mycogen,
you broke into the Elders  aerie, amuch more dangerous task, for amuch more foolish purpose. And
now in Dahl, you want to go to this place, which that young man seemsto think issmple suicide, for
something atogether nonsensica.”



“I’'m curious about this reference to Earth--and must know if there' sanything toit.”

Dorssad, “It'salegend and not even an interesting one. It isroutine. The names differ from
planet to planet, but the content isthe same. Thereisawaysthetale of an origina world and agolden
age. Thereisalonging for asupposedly smple and virtuous past that isamost universal among the
people of acomplex and vicious society. In oneway or another, thisistrue of all societies, since
everyone imagines hisor her own society to be too complex and vicious, however smpleit may be.
Mark that down for your psychohistory.”

“Just the same, “ said Seldon, “1 have to consider the possibility that one world did once exist.
Aurora. . . Earth . . . the name doesn’'t matter. In fact--"

He paused and findly Dorssad, “Well?’

Sdldon shook his head. “ Do you remember the hand-on-thigh story you told mein Mycogen? It
was right after | got the Book from Raindrop Forty-Three. . . Well, it popped into my head one evening
recently when we were talking to the Tisalvers. | said something that reminded me, for an instant--"

“Reminded you of what?’

“| don't remember. It cameinto my head and went out again, but somehow every time think of
the single-world notion, it s;emsto me | have thetips of my fingers on something and then loseit.”

Dorslooked a Seldon in surprise. “I don’t seewhat it could be. The hand-on-thigh story has
nothing to do with Earth or Aurora.”

“I' know, but this. . . thing . . . that hoversjust past the edge of my mind seemsto be connected
with this singleworld anyway and | have thefeding that | must find out more about it at any cost. That . .
. and robots.”

“Robotstoo? | thought the Elders aerie put an end to that.”

“Not at dl. I've been thinking about them.” He stared at Dors with atroubled look on hisfare for
along moment, then said, “But I'm not sure.”

“Sure about what, Hari?’

But Seldon merely shook his head and said nothing more.

Dorsfrowned, then said, “Hari, let me tell you one thing. In sober history-and, believe me, |
know what I’ m talking about there is no mention of oneworld of origin. It'sapopular belief, | admit. |
don’t mean just among the unsophisticated followers of folklore, like the Mycogenians and the Dahlite
heatsinkers, but there are biologists who insist that there must have been oneworld of origin for reasons
that are well outside my area of expertise and there are the more mystical historianswho tend to
Speculate about it. And among the leisure-classintdllectuds, | understand such speculations are becoming
fashionable. Still, scholarly history knows nothing about it.”

Seldon said, “All the more reason, perhaps, to go beyond scholarly history. All | want isadevice
that will smplify psychohistory for meand | don't care what the deviceis, whether it isamathematical
trick or ahigtorical trick or something totaly imaginary. If the young man we ve just talked to had had a
little more formal training, I’ d have set him on the problem. Histhinking is marked by considerable
ingenuity and origindity--"

Dorssad, “And you' reredly going to help him, then?’

“Absolutely. Just assoon asl’minapostionto.”

“But ought you to make promises you' re not sure you' |l be able to keep?’

“I want to keep it. If you're that tiff about impossible promises, consider that Hummin told
Sunmaster Fourteen that I’ d use psychohistory to get the Mycogenianstheir world back. There' sjust
about zero chance of that Even if | work out psychohistory, who knowsif it can be used for so narrow
and specidized apurpose? There sared case of promisng what one can't deliver.”

But Dors said with some hest, “ Chetter Hummin was trying to save our lives, to keep us out of
the hands of Demerzel and the Emperor. Don't forget that. And | think he redlly would like to help the
Mycogenians”

“And | realy would liketo help Yugo Amaryl and | am far morelikely to be ableto help him than
| am the Mycogenians, o if you justify the second, please don't criticize the first. What's more,
Dors’--and his eyesflashed angrily--"1 redlly would like to find Mother Rittah and I'm prepared to go



done”
“Never!” snapped Dors. “If you go, | go.”

67.

Migtress Tisalver returned with her daughter in tow an hour after Amaryl had left on thisway to
his shift. She said nothing at al to either Seldon or Dors, but gave a curt nod of her head when they
greeted her and gazed sharply about the room as though to verify that the heatsinker had Ieft no trace.
She then sniffed the air sharply and looked at Seldon accusingly before marching through the common
room into the family bedroom.

Tisalver himsdf arrived home later and when Seldon and Dors came to the dinner table, Tisalver
took advantage of the fact that hiswife was dtill ordering some last-minute details in connection with the
dinner to say in alow voice, “Hasthat person been here?’

“And gone, “ said Seldon solemnly. “Y our wife was out at thetime.”

Tisalver nodded and said, “Will you haveto do thisagain?’

“I don't think s0, “ said Seldon.

“Good.”

Dinner passed largdly in slence, but afterward, when the daughter had gone to her room for the
dubious pleasures of computer practice, Seldon leaned back and said, “ Tell me about Billibotton.”

Tisalver looked astonished and his mouth moved without any sound issuing. Casllia, however,
was less easily rendered speechless.

Shesad, “Isthat where your new friend lives? Are you going to return the visit?”

“Sofar,“ said Sedon quietly, “1 have just asked about Billibotton.”

Cadliasad sharply, “Itisadum. The dregslive there. No one goesthere, except thefilth that
maketheir homesthere”

“I understand a Mother Rittah livesthere”

“I never heard of her, * said Casilia, her mouth closing with asnap. It was quite clear that she had
no intention of knowing anyone by namewho lived in Billibotton.

Tisdver, casting an uneasy look at hiswife, said, “I’ve heard of her. She'sacrazy old woman
who is supposed to tell fortunes.”

“And does shelivein Billibotton?’

“I don't know, Master Seldon. I’ ve never seen her. She's mentioned sometimesin the news
hol ocasts when she makes her predictions.”

“Do they cometrue?’

Tisaver snorted. “ Do predictions ever come true? Hers don’t even make sense.”

“Does she ever talk about Earth?’

“I don’t know. | wouldn't be surprised.”

“The mention of Earth doesn't puzzle you. Do you know about Earth?’

Now Tisaver looked surprised. “ Certainly, Master Seldon. It' sthe world al people came from .
.. Supposedly.”

“Supposedly? Don't you believeit?’

“Me?1’'m educated. But many ignorant people believeit.”

“ Are there book-films about Earth?’

“Children’ s stories sometimes mention Earth. | remember, when | was ayoung boy, my favorite
story began, * Once, long ago, on Earth, when Earth was the only planet-" Remember, Casilia? Y ou liked
it too.”

Cadiliashrugged, unwilling to bend asyet.

“I'd liketo see it sometime, “ said Seldon, “but | mean real bookfilms. .. uh. .. learned ones. .
.orfilms. .. or printouts.”

“I never heard of any, but the library--"

“I'll try that. -Are there any taboos about spesking of Earth?’



“What are taboos?”’
“I mean, isit astrong custom that people mustn't talk of Earth or that outsiders mustn’t ask about

Tisalver looked so honestly astonished that there seemed no point in waiting for an answer.

Dorsput in, “Isthere some rule about outsders not going to Billibotton?’

Now Tisalver turned earnest. “No rule, but it's not agood ideafor anyoneto go there. 7
wouldn't.”

Dorssad, “Why not?’

“It' sdangerous. Violent! Everyoneisarmed. -I mean, Dahl isan armed place anyway, but in
Billibotton they use the wegpons. Stay in this neighborhood. It' s safe.”

“Sofar, “ said Casliadarkly. “1t would be better if we |eft altogether. Heatsinkers go anywhere
these days.” And there was another lowering look in Seldon’ s direction.

Seldon said, “What do you mean that Dahl is an armed place? There are strong Imperia
regulations against weapons.”

“I know that, “ said Tisaver, “and there are no stun guns here or percussives or Psychic Probes
or anything like that. But there are knives.” He looked embarrassed.

Dorssad, “Do you carry aknife, Tisaver?’

“Me?’ Helooked genuindy horrified. “1 am aman of peace and thisis a safe neighborhood.”

“We have acouple of theminthe house, “ said Cadllig, sniffing again. “We' re not that certain this
isasafe neighborhood.”

“Does everyone carry knives?’ asked Dors.

“Almost everyone, Mistress Venahili, “ said Tisaver. “1t's customary. But that doesn’t mean
everyone usesthem.”

“But they usethem in Billibotton, | suppose, “ said Dors.

“ Sometimes. When they’ re excited, they have fights.”

“ And the government permitsit? The Imperid government, | mean?’

“Sometimes they try to clean Billibotton up, but knives are too easy to hide and the custom istoo
srong. Besides, it' samost aways Dahlitesthat get killed and | don't think the Imperial government gets
t00 upset over that.”

“What if it' san outsider who getskilled?’

“If it sreported, the Imperias could get excited. But what happensisthat no one has seen
anything and no one knows anything. The Imperids sometimes round up people on generd principles, but
they can never prove anything. | supposethey decideit’ sthe outsiders fault for being there. -So don't
goto Billibotton, even if you have aknife.”

Seldon shook his head rather pettishly. “I wouldn't carry aknife. | don’t know how to use one.
Not skillfully.”

“Thenit' sample, Master Seldon. Stay out.” Tisalver shook his head portentoudy. “ Just stay

“I may not be able to do that either, “ said Seldon.

Dorsglared a him, clearly annoyed, and said to Tisaver, “Where does one buy aknife? Or may
we have one of yours?’

Caslliasaid quickly, “No one takes someone e s s knife. Y ou must buy your own.”

Tisdver sad, “ There are knife stores dl over. There aren’t supposed to be. Theoretically they're
illegd, you know. Any gppliance store sellsthem, however. If you see awashing machine on display,
that'sasuredgn.”

“And how does one get to Billibotton?” asked Saldon.

“By Expressway.” Tisaver looked dubious as he looked at Dors' s frowning expression.

Sdldon said, “ And once | reach the Expressvay?’

“Get on the eastbound side and watch for the signs. But if you must go, Master Seldon”-Tisalver
hesitated, then said--"you mustn’t take Mistress Venabili. Women sometimes are treated . . . worse.”

“Shewon't go, “ said Seldon.



“I'm afraid shewill, “ said Dorswith quiet determination.
68.

The appliance sore dedler’ s mustache was clearly aslush asit had been in his younger days, but
it was grizzled now, even though the hair on his head was till black. He touched the mustache out of
sheer habit as he gazed at Dors and brushed it back on each side.

Hesad, “You'renot aDahlite”

“Yes, but | ill want aknife”

Hesad, “It' sagaingt the law to sall knives.”

Dorssaid, “I'm not a policewoman or agovernment agent of any soft. I’m going to Billibotton.”

He gstared a her thoughtfully. “ Alone?’

“With my friend.” Shejerked her thumb over her shoulder in the direction of Seldon, who was
waiting outsde sullenly.

“You'rebuying it for him?’ He stared at Seldon and it didn’t take him long to decide. “He san
outsider too. Let him comein and buy it for himsalf”

“He snot agovernment agent either. And I’ m buying it for mysdlf.”

The deder shook his head. “ Outsiders are crazy. But if you want to spend some credits, I'll take
them from you. He reached under the counter, brought out a stub, turned it with adight and expert
motion, and the knife blade emerged.

“Isthat the largest you have?’

“Best woman' sknife made.”

“Show meaman’sknife”

“Y ou don’t want one that’ s coo heavy. Do you know how to use one of these things?’

“I'll learn and I’'m not worried about heavy. Show me aman’sknife.”

Thededer smiled. “Wel, if you want to see one--" He moved farther down the counter and
brought up amuch fatter stub. He gave it atwist and what appeared to be a butcher’ s knife emerged.

He handed it to her, handlefirgt, still smiling.

She sad, “ Show methat twist of yours.”

He showed her on a second knife, dowly twisting one way to make the blade appear, then the
other way to make it disappear. “ Twist and squeeze, “ he said.

“Doitagan, gr.”

The dedler obliged.

Dorssad, “All right, closeit and toss me the haft”

Hedid, in adow upward loop.

She caught it, handed it back, and said, “Faster.”

Herased his eyebrows and then, without warning, backhanded it to her |eft sde. She made no
attempt to bring over her right hand, but caught it with her left and the blade showed tumescently at
once-then disappeared. The dedler’ s mouth fell open.

“Andthisisthelargest you have?’ shesaid.

“Itis If youtry to useit, it will just tireyou out.”

“I'll breathe deeply. I'll take asecond onetoo.”

“For your friend?’

“No. For me.”

“Y ou plan on using two knives?’

“I"ve got two hands.”

The deder Sighed. “Midtress, please stay out of Billibotton. Y ou don’t know what they do to
women there.”

“I can guess. How do | put these knives on my belt?’

“Not the one you' ve got on, Migtress. That’ snot aknife belt. | can sell you one, though.”

“Will it hold two knives?’



“I might have a double belt somewhere. Not much call for them.”

“I'm cdling for them.”

“I may not haveitinyour sze”

“Thenwe ll cut it down or something.”

“It will cost you alot of credits.”

“My credit tilewill cover it.”

When she emerged at last, Seldon said sourly, “Y ou look ridiculous with that bulky belt.”

“Redly, Hari? Too ridiculous to go with you to Billibotton? Then let’ s both go back to the
gpartment.”

“No. I'll go on by mysdf. I'll be safer by mysdf.”

Dorssaid, “Thereisno use saying that, Hari. We both go back or we both go forward. Under
no circumstances do we separate.”

And somehow the firm look in her blue eyes, the set to her lips, and the manner in which her
hands had dropped to the hafts at her belt, convinced Seldon she was serious.

“Vey wdl, “ hesad, “but if you survive and if | ever see Hummin again, my pricefor continuing
to work on psychohistory much as| have grown fond of you-will be your removal. Do you understand?’

And suddenly Dors smiled. “ Forget it. Don't practice your chivary on me. Nothing will remove
me. Do you understand?’

69.

They got off the Expressway wherethe sign, flickeringintheair, said: BILLIBOTTON. As
perhaps an indication of what might be expected, the second | was smeared, amere blob of fainter light.

They made their way out of the car and down to the walkway below. It was early afternoon and
at firgt glance, Billibotton seemed much like the part of Dahl they had |ft.

The air, however, had a pungent aroma and the walkway was littered with crash. One could tell
that auto-sweeps were not to 6e found in the neighborhood.

And, although the walkway |ooked ordinary enough, the atmosphere was uncomfortable and as
tense asatoo-tightly coiled spring.

Perhaps it was the people. There seemed the normal number of pedestrians, but they were not
like pedestrians €lsewhere, Seldon thought. Ordinarily, in the press of business, pedestrians were
self-absorbed and in the endless crowds on the endless thoroughfares of Trantor, people could only
survive-psychologicaly-by ignoring each other. Eyes did away. Brainswere closed off. Therewas an
atificia privacy with each person enclosed in avevet fog of hisor her own making. Or there wasthe
ritudigtic friendliness of an evening promenade in those neighborhoods that indulged in such things.

But herein Billibotton, these was neither friendliness nor neutra withdrawa. At least not where
outsiders were concerned. Every person who passed, moving in either direction, turned to stare at
Seldon and Dors. Every pair of eyes, asthough attached by invisible cords to the two outsiders, followed
themwithill will.

The clothing of the Billibottoners tended to be smudged, old, and sometimes corn. Therewasa
patina of ill-washed poverty over them and Seldon felt uneasy at the dickness of his own new clothes.

He sad, “Wherein Billibotton does Mother Rittah live, do you suppose?’

“I don’'t know, * said Dors. *Y ou brought us here, so you do the supposing. | intend to confine
myself to the task of protection and | think I’'m going to find it necessary to do just that.”

Sdldon said, “1 assumed it would only be necessary to ask the way of any passerby, but
somehow I’ m not encouraged to do so.”

“| don’t blameyou. | don't think you'll find anyone springing w your assistance.”

“On the other hand, there are such things as youngsters.” He indicated one with a brief gesture of
one hand. A boy who looked to be about twelve-in any case young enough to lack the universal adult
male mustache had come to afull halt and was staring at them.

Dorssaid, “You're guessing that a boy that age has not yet developed the full Billibottonian



didike of outsders”

“Atany rate, “ said Seldon, “I’m guessing heis scarcdly large enough to have developed the full
Billibottonian penchant for violence. | suppose he might run away and shout insults from adistance if we
approach him, but | doubt he' |l attack us.”

Sdldon raised hisvoice. “Y oung man.”

The boy took a step backward and continued to stare.

Seldon said, “Come here, * and beckoned.

The boy sad, “Wa fox, guy?’

“So | can ask you directions. Come closer, so | don't have to shout.”

The boy approached two steps closer. His face was smudged, but his eyes were bright and
sharp. His sandals were of different make and there was alarge patch on one leg of histrousers. | He
sad, “Wa kind o’ directions?’

“We retrying to find Mother Rittah.”

The boy’ seyesflickered. “Wa' for, guy?’

“I’'m ascholar. Do you know what a scholar

“Yawent to school 7’

“Yes. Didn't you?’

The boy spat to one sde in contempt. “Nah.”

“I want advice from Mother Rittah-if you'll take meto her.”

“Yawant your fortune? Y acometo Billibotton, guy, with your fancy clothes, so! cantell yayour
fortune. All bad.”

“What’ syour name, young man?’

“What'sit toya?’

“So we can spesk in amore friendly fashion. And so you can take me to Mother Rittah’s place.
Do you know where shelives?’

“Maybe yes, maybe no. My name’ s Raych. What'sin it for meif | takeya?’

“What would you like, Raych?”’

The boy’ seyes halted at Dors sbelt. Raych said, “ The lady got acouple 0’ knives. Gimme one
and I'll take yato Mother Rittah.”

“Those are grown peopl€e sknives, Raych. Y ou’ retoo young.”

“Then | guess |’ m too young to know where Mother Rittah lives.” And helooked up dyly
through the shaggy halt that curtained his eyes.

Seldon grew uneasy. It was possible they might attract a crowd. Several men had stopped
aready, but had then moved on when nothing of interest seemed to be taking place. If, however, the boy
grew angry and lashed out at them in word or deed, people would undoubtedly gather.

He smiled and said, “ Can you read, Raych?’

Raych spat again. “Nab! Who wants to read?’

“Can you use acomputer?’

“A taking computer? Sure. Anyone can.”

“I'll tell you what, then. Y ou take me to the nearest computer storeand I'll buy you alittle
computer al your own and software that will teach you to read. A few weeks and you'll be ableto
read.”

It seemed to Seldon that the boy’ s eyes sparkled at the thought, but-if so-they hardened at once.
*’Nab, Knife or nothin’.”

“That’ sthe point, Raych. Y ou learn to read and don’t tell anyone and you can surprise people.
After awhile you can bet them you can read. Bet them five credits. Y ou can win afew extra credits that
way and you can buy aknife of your own.”

The boy hesitated. “Nab! No onewill bet me. No one got credits.”

“If you can read, you can get ajob in aknife store and you can save your wages and get aknife
at adiscount. How about that?’

“When yagonnabuy the talking computer?’



“Right now. I'll giveit to you when | see Mother Rittah.”

“You got credits?’

“I haveacredittile”

“Let’'sseeyabuy the computer.”

The transaction was carried through, but when the boy reached for it, Seldon shook his head and
put it insgde his pouch. “Y ou’ ve got to get me to Mother Rittah first, Raych. Are you sure you know
whereto find her?’

Raych alowed alook of contempt to cross hisface. “Sure | do. I’ll take yathere, only ya better
hand over the computer when we get there or I'll get some guys | know after you and the lady, soya
better watch out.”

“You don't have to threaten us, “ said Seldon. “We'll take care of our end of the dedl.”

Raych led them quickly along the walkway, past curious stares.

Seldon was silent during the walk and so was Dors. Dorswas far lesslost in her own thoughts,
though, for she clearly remained conscious of the surrounding people at al times. She kept meeting, with
aleve glare, the eyes of those passershy that turned toward them. On occasion, when there were
footsteps behind them, she turned to look grimly back.

And then Raych stopped and said, “In here. She ain’t homeless, yaknow.”

They followed him into an gpartment complex and Sddon, who had had the intention of following
their route with aview to retracing his steps later, was quickly lost.

He said, “How do you know your way through these dleys, Raych?’

The boy shrugged. “I been loafin’ through them sincel wasakid, “ he said. “Besides, the
gpartments are numbered-where they ain’t broken offend there’ s arrows and things. Y ou can't get lost if
you know thetricks.”

Raych knew the tricks, apparently, and they wandered deeper into the complex. Hanging over it
al wasan air of total decay: disregarded debris, inhabitants dinking past in clear resentment of the
outsgders invason. Unruly youngstersran along the dleysin pursuit of some game or other. Some of
themyeled, “Hey, get out o' theway!” when their levitating ball narrowly missed Dors.

And finally, Raych stopped before adark scarred door on which the number 2782 glowed
feebly.

“Thisisit, “ hesaid and held out his hand.

“Frd let’sseewho'singde, “ said Seldon softly. He pushed the signd button and nothing
happened.

“It don’'t work, “ said Raych. “Yagotta bang. Loud. She don't hear too good.”

Seldon pounded hisfist on the door and was rewarded with the sound of movement insde. A
ghrill voice cdled out, “Who wants Mother Rittah?’

Sdldon shouted, “Two scholars!”

Hetossed the small computer, with its small package of software attached, to Raych, who
snatched it, grinned, and took off at arapid run. Seldon then turned to face the opening door and Mother
Rittah.

70.

Mother Rittah waswell into her seventies, perhaps, but had the kind of face that, at first Sght,
seemed to belie that. Plump cheeks, alittle mouth, asmal round chin dightly doubled. She was very
short-not quite 1.5 meterstall--and had athick body.

But there were fine wrinkles about her eyes and when she amiled, as she amiled at the Sight of
them, others broke out over her face. And she moved with difficulty.

“Comein, comein, “ she said in asoft high-pitched voice and peered at them as though her
eyesight was beginning to fail. “ Outsiders. . . Outworlderseven. Am | right? Y ou don’t seem to have the
Trantor smell about you.”

Sdldon wished she hadn’t mentioned smell. The gpartment, overcrowded and littered with small



possessions that seemed dim and dusty, reeked with food odors that were on the edge of rancidity. The
ar was S0 thick and clinging that he was sure his cloches would smell strongly of it when they left.

Hesad, “You are Sght, Mother Rittah. | am Hari Seldon of Helicon. My friend is Dors Venabili
of Cinna”

“S0, “ she sad, looking about for an unoccupied spot on the floor where she could invite them to
gt, but finding none suitable.

Dorssaid, “We are willing to stand, Mother.”

“What?’ shelooked up at Dors. “Y ou must spesk briskly, my child. My hearing is not what it
waswhen | wasyour age.”

“Why don't you get a hearing device?’ said Seldon, raising hisvoice.

“It wouldn't help, Master Seldon. Something seems to be wrong with the nerve and | have no
money for nerve rebuilding. -Y ou have cometo learn the future from old Mother Rittah?’

“Not quite, “ said Seldon. “I have cometo learn the past.”

“Excdlent. It issuch astrain to decide what people want to hear.”

“It must 6e quitean art, “ said Dors, smiling.

“It seems easy, but one hasto he properly convincing. | earn my fees.”

“If you have acredit outlet, “ said Seldon. “We will pay any reasonablefeesif you tell us about
Earth-without cleverly designing what you tdll usto suit what we want to hear. We wish to hear the
truth.”

The old woman, who had been shuffling about the room, making adjustments here and there, as
though to makeit dl prettier and more suitable for important visitors, stopped shots. “What do you want
to know about Earth?”

“What isit, to begin with?’

The old woman turned and seemed to gaze off into space. When she spoke, her voice was low
and steady.

“Itisaworld, avery old planet. It isforgotten and logt.”

Dorssad, “Itisnot part of history. We know that much.”

“It comes before higtory, child, “ said Mother Rittah solemnly. “It existed in the dawn of the
Gdaxy and before the dawn. 1t was the only world with humanity.” She nodded firmly.

Sdldon said, “Was another namefor Earth . . . Aurora?’

And now Mother Rittah’ sface misted into afrown. “Where did you hear that?’

“Inmy wanderings. | have heard of an old forgotten world named Aurora on which humanity
livedin primordid peece.”

“It' salie. “ Shewiped her mouth as though to get the taste of what she had just heard out of it.
“That name you mention must never be mentioned except asthe place of Evil. It wasthe beginning of
Evil. Eath was donetill Evil came, dong with itssister worlds. Evil nearly destroyed Earth, but Earth
rallied and destroyed Evil with the help of heroes”

“Earth was before this Evil. Areyou sure of that?”

“Long before. Earth was aonein the Galaxy for thousands of years millions of years.”

“Millions of years? Humanity existed on it for millions of yearswith no other people on any other
world?’

“That' strue. That'strue. That’strue. “

“But how do you know dl this?Isit al in acomputer program? Or aprintout? Do you have
anything | can read?’

Mother Rittah shook her head. “1 heard the old stories from my mother, who heard it from hers,
and so on far back. | have no children, so | tell the storiesto others, but it may cometo an end. Thisisa
timeof disbelief.”

Dorssad, “Not redlly, Mother. There are people who speculate about prehistoric times and who
study some of the tales of lost worlds.”

Mother Rittah made amotion of her arm asthough to wipeit away. “They look at it with cold
eyes. Scholarly. They try tofit it in with their notions. | could tell you storiesfor ayear of the great hero



BaLee, but youwould have notimeto listen and | have lost the strength to tell.”

Sdldon said, “Have you ever heard of robots?’

The old woman shuddered and her voice was almost a scream. “Why do you ask such things?
Those were artificia human beings, evil in themsdves and the work of the Evil worlds. They were
destroyed and should never be mentioned.”

“There was one specid robot, wasn't there, that the Evil worlds hated?’

Mother Rittah tottered toward Seldon and peered into his eyes. He could fed her hot breath on
hisface. “Have you come to mock me?'Y ou know of these things and yet you ask? Why do you ask?’

“Because | wish to know.”

“Therewas an artificial human being who helped Earth. He was DalNeg, friend of Ba-Lee. He
never died and lives somewhere, waiting for histime to return. None knows when that time will be, but
someday he will come and restore the great old days and remove al crudty, injustice, and misery. That is
the promise.” At this, she closed her eyes and smiled, asif remembering . . .

Sdldon waited awnhilein slence, then sighed and said, “ Thank you, Mother Rittah. Y ou have
been very helpful. What isyour fee?’

“So pleasant to meet Outworlders, “ the old woman replied. “Ten credits. May | offer you some
refreshment?’

“No, thank you, “ said Seldon earnestly. “Please take twenty. Y ou need only tell us how to get
back to the Expressway from here. -And, Mother Rittah, if you can arrange to have some of your tales
of Earth put into acomputer disc, | will pay youwell.”

“I would need so much strength. How well?’

“It would depend on how long the story isand how well it istold. | might pay athousand
credits”

Mother Rittah licked her lips. “ A thousand credits? But how will | find you when the story is
told?’

“I will give you the computer code number at which | can be reached.”

After Seldon gave Mother Rittah the code number, he and Dors|eft, thankful for the
comparatively clean odor of the dley outside. They waked briskly in the direction indicated by the old
woman.

Dorssad, “That wasn't avery long interview, Hari.”

“I know. The surroundings wereterribly unpleasant and | felt | had learned enough. Amazing
how these folktalestend to magnify.”

“What do you mean, ‘ magnify’ 7’

“Wéll, the Mycogeniansfill their Aurorawith human beingswho lived for centuries and the
Dahlitesfill their Earth with ahumanity thet lived for millions of years. And both talk of arobot that lives
forever. Still, it makesonethink.”

“Asfar asmillions of years go, there’ sroom for-Where are we going?’

“Mother Rittah said we go in thisdirection till we reach arest area, then follow the sgn for
CENTRAL WALKWAY, bearing |eft, and keep on following the sign. Did we pass arest area on the
way in?.,

“We may be leaving by aroute different from the onewe camein. | don’t remember arest area,
but I wasn't watching the route. | was keegping my eye on the people we passed and-’

Her voice died away. Up ahead the dley swelled outward on both sides.

Seldon remembered. They had passed that way. There had been a couple of ratty couch pads
resting on the walkway floor on either sde.

Therewas, however, no need for Dors to watch passersby going out as she had coming in.
There were no passersby. But up ahead in the rest areathey spotted a group of men, rather large-sized
for Dahlites, mustaches bristling, bare upper arms muscular and glistening under the yellowish indoor light
of thewalkway.

Clearly, they were waiting for the Outworlders and, dmost automaticaly, Seldon and Dors came
to ahdt. For amoment or two, the tableau held. Then Seldon looked behind him hastily. Two or three



additional men had stepped into view.

Seldon said between histeeth, “We re trapped. | should not have let you come, Dors.”

“On the contrary. Thisiswhy I’'m here, but wasit worth your seeing Mother Rittah?”

“If we get out of this, it was.”

Sdldon then said in aloud and firm voice, “May we pass?’

One of the men ahead stepped forward. He was fully Seldon’ s height of 1.73 meters, but
broader in the shoulders and much more muscular. A bit flabby at the waist, though, Seldon noted.

“I'm Marron, “ he said with self-satisfied sgnificance, as though the name ought to have meaning,
“and I’'m hereto tell you we don't like Outworldersin our digtrict. Y ou want to comein, al right--but if
you want to leave, you'll haveto pay.”

“Very well. How much?’

“All you've got. Y ou rich Outworlders have credit tiles, right? Just hand them over.”

“No.”

“No point saying no. We Il just take them.”

“Y ou can’t take them without killing me or hurting me and they won't work without my
voiceprint. My normal voiceprint.”

“That' s not so, Magter-see, I’ m being polite-we can take them away from you without hurting
you very much.”

“How many of you big strong men will it take? Nine? No.” Seldon counted rapidly. “ Ten.”

“Just one. Me.”

“With no hdp?’

“Jugt me”

“If therest of you will clear away and give usroom, | would liketo see you cry it, Marron.”

“You don't have aknife, Master. Y ou want one?’

“No, use yoursto make thefight even. I'll fight without one.”

Marron looked about at the others and said, “Hey, this puny guy isa sport. He don’t even sound
scared. That'ssort of nice. It would be ashameto hurt him. -1 tel you what, Magter. I'll takethe girl. If
you want meto stop, hand over your credit tile and her tile and use your right voicesto activate them. If
you say no, then after I’'m through with thegirl . . . and that'll take some time”-he laughed--"1’ll just have
to hurt you.”

“No, “ said Seldon. “L et the woman go. I’ ve challenged you to afight one to one, you with a
knife, mewithout. If you want bigger odds, I’ll fight two of you, but let the woman go.”

“Stop, Hari!” cried out Dors. “If he wants me, et him come and get me. Y ou stay right where
you are, Hari, and don’'t move.”

“You hear that?” said Marron, grinning broadly. “*Y ou stay right where you are, Hari, and don't
move.’ | think thelittle lady wantsme. Y ou two, keep him ill.”

Each of Sdldon’sarmswere caught in aniron grip and hefet the sharp point of aknifein his
back.

“Don’'t move, “ said aharsh whisper in hisear, “and you can watch. The lady will probably like
it. Marron’s pretty good at this.”

Dorscaled out again. “Don’'t move, Hari!” She corned to face Marron watchfully, her
half-closed hands poised near her belt.

He closad in on her purposefully and she waited till he had come within army’ slength, when
suddenly her own arms flashed and Marron found himself facing two large knives.

For amoment, he leaned backward and then he laughed. “ The little lady hastwo knives-knives
likethe big boys have. And I’ ve only got one. But that’ sfair enough.” Hisknife was swiftly out. “I hateto
haveto cut you, little lady, because it will be more fun for both of usif | don’t. Maybe | can just knock
them out of your hands, huh?’

Dorssaid, “1 don't want to kill you. I'll do dl | can to avoid doing so. Just the same, | cdll on al
to witness, that if | do kill you, it isto protect my friend, as| am honor-bound to do.”

Macron pretended to be terrified. “Oh, please don’t kill me, littlelady.” Then he burst into



laughter and wasjoined by the other Dahlites present.

Macron lunged with hisknife, quite wide of the mark. Hetried it again, then athird time, but
Dors never budged. She made no attempt to fend off any motion that was not truly aimed &t her.

Macron’ s expression darkened. He was trying to make her respond with panic, but he was only
making himsdf seem ineffectud. The next lungewas directly at her and Dors s left-hand blade moved
flashingly and caught hiswith aforce that pushed hisarm aside. Her right-hand blade flashed inward and
made adiagond ditin hisT-shirt. A thin bloody line smeared the dark-haired skin beneath.

Macron looked down at himself in shock as the onlookers gasped in surprise. Seldon fdlt the grip
on him weaken dightly asthe two who held him were distracted by aduel not going quite asthey had
expected. He tensed himsdif.

Now Macron lunged again and thistime hisleft hand shot outward to enclose Dors sright wrist.
Again Dors sleft-hand blade caught hisknife and held it motionless, while her right hand twisted agilely
and drew downward, even as Macron’ sleft hand closed upon it. It closed on nothing but the blade and
when he opened his hand there was a bloody line down the palm.

Dors sprang back and Macron, aware of the blood on his chest and hand, roared out chokingly,
“Someone toss me another knifel”

There was hesitation and then one of the onlookers tossed his own knife underhanded. Macron
reached for it, but Dorswas quicker. Her right-hand blade struck the thrown knife and sent it flying
backward, whirling asit went.

Sdldon felt the grips on his arms weaken further. He lifted them suddenly, pushing up and
forward, and was free. His two captors turned toward him with a sudden shout, but he quickly kneed
onein the groin and elbowed the other in the solar plexus and both went down.

He kndlt to draw the knives of each and rose as double-armed as Dors. Unlike Dors, Seldon did
not know how to handle the blades, but he knew the Dahlites would scarcely be aware of that

Dor sad, * Just keep them off, Hari. Don't attack yet. -Macron, my next stroke will not be a
scratch.”

Macron, totally enraged, roared incoherently and charged blindly, attempting by sheer kinetic
energy to overwhelm his opponent. Dors, dipping and sidestepping, ducked under hisright arm, kicked
her foot againgt hisright ankle, and down he crashed, hisknifeflying.

She then kndlt, placed one blade againgt the back of his neck and the other againgt his throat, and
sd, “Yidd!”

With another yell, Macron struck out against her with one arm, pushed her to one side, then
scrambled to hisfeet.

He had not yet stood up completely when she was upon him, one knife dashing downward and
hacking away asection of his mustache. Thistime he yowled like alarge anima in agony, clapping his
hand to his face. When he drew it away, it was dripping blood.

Dors shouted, “It won't grow again, Macron. Some of the lip went with it. Attack once more
and you' re dead medat.”

She waited, but Macron had had enough. He stumbled away, moaning, leaving atrail of blood.

Dorsturned toward the others. The two that Seldon had knocked down were still lying there,
unarmed and not anxiousto get up. She bent down, cut their belts with one of her knives and then dit
their trousers.

“Thisway, you'll haveto hold your pants up when you walk, “ she said.

She sared a the seven men il on their feet, who were watching her with awestruck fascination.
“And which of you threw the knife?’

Therewas silence.

She sad, “It doesn't matter to me. Come one a atime or all together, but each time | dash,
someonedies”

And with one accord, the seven turned and scurried away.

Dorslifted her eyebrows and said to Seldom “ Thistime, at least, Hummin can’t complain thet |
failed to protect you.”



Seldon said, “I till can't believewhat | saw. | didn’t know you could do anything like that--or
tak likethat either.”

Dors merdly smiled. “ Y ou have your talents too. We make agood pair. Here, retract your knife
blades and put them into your pouch. | think the news will spread with enormous speed and we can get
out of Billibotton without fear of being stopped.”

Shewas quiteright.

Undercover

DAVAN-. .. Inthe unsettled times marking thefinal centuries of the First Galactic Empire, the
typica sources of unrest arose from the fact that political and military leadersjockeyed for “ supreme”’
power (asupremacy that grew more worthless with each decade). Only rarely was there anything that
could be called a popular movement prior to the advent of psychohistory. In this connection, one
intriguing example involves Davan, of whom littleis actudly known, but who may have met with Hari
Sdldon at onetimewhen. ..
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72.

Both Hari Seldon and Dors Venahili had taken rather lingering baths, making use of the
somewhat primitive facilities available to them in the Tisalver household. They had changed their clothing
and werein Seldon’ sroom when Jirad Tisaver returned in the evening. Hissignd at the door was (or
seemed) rather timid. The buzz did not last long.

Seldon opened the door and said pleasantly, “ Good evening, Magter Tisalver. And Mistress.”

She was standing right behind her husband, forehead puckered into a puzzled frown.

Tisalver sad tentatively, asthough he was unsure of the Situation, “ Are you and Mistress Venabili
both well?” He nodded his head as though trying to dicit an affirmative by body language.

“Quitewdll. In and out of Billibotton without trouble and we' re al washed and changed. There's
no smell left.” Seldon lifted his chin ashe said it, amiling, tossing the sentence over Tisalver sshoulder to
hiswife.

She sniffed loudly, asthough testing the matter.

Stll tentatively, Tisdver said, “1 understand there was a knife fight.”

Seldon raised his eyebrows. “Isthat the story?’

“Y ou and the Mistress againgt a hundred thugs, we were cold, and you killed them dl. Isthat
07" There was the reluctant sound of deep respect in hisvoice.

“Absolutely not, “ Dors put in with sudden annoyance. “That’ sridiculous. What do you think we
are? Mass murderers? And do you think a hundred thugs would remain in place, waiting the considerable
timeit would take me-us-to kill them dl?1 mean, think about it.”

“That' swhet they’re saying, “ said Caslia Tisdver with shrill firmness. “We can't have that sort
of thing inthishouse.”

“Inthefirst place, “ said Seldon, “it wasn't in this house. In the second, it wasn't ahundred men,
it wasten. In the third, no one waskilled. There was some dtercation back and forth, after which they
left and made way for us.”

“They just made way. Do you expect me to believe that, Outworlders?’ demanded Mistress
Tisdver bdligerently.

Sddon sighed. At the dightest stress, human beings seemed to divide themselvesinto antagonistic
groups. He said, “Well, | grant you one of them was cut alittle. Not serioudly.”

“And youweren't hurt at al?’ said Tisalver. The admiration in hisvoice was more marked.

“Not ascratch, “ said Sddon. “Mistress Venabili handles two knives excellently well.”

“| daresay, “ said Mistress Tisalver, her eyes dropping to Dors sbelt, “and that’ s not what |



want to have going on here.”

Dorssaid sternly, “ Aslong as no one attacks us here, that’ swhat you won't have here.”

“But on account of you, “ said Midiress Tisaver, “we have trash from the street standing at the
doorway.”

“My love, “ said Tisdver soothingly, “let us not anger--"

“Why?" spat hiswife with contempt. “ Areyou afraid of her knives?1 would like to see her use
them here”

“I have no intention of using them here, “ said Dorswith asniff asloud as any that Mistress
Tisaver had produced. “What isthistrash from the street you' re talking about?’

Tisdver sad, “What my wife meansisthat an urchin from Billibotton-at least, judging by his
appearance-wishes to see you and we are not accustomed to that sort of thing in this neighborhood. It
undermines our standing.” He sounded apol ogetic.

Sddonsad, “Wdl, Master Tisaver, we'll go outsde, find out what it' sdl about, and send him
on his business as quickly--"

“No. Wait, “ said Dors, annoyed. “ These are our rooms. We pay for them. We decide who
vigts us and who does not. If thereisayoung man outside from Billibotton, heis nonethelessa Dahlite.
More important, he sa Trantorian. Still more important, he' sacitizen of the Empire and ahuman being.
Mogt important, by asking to see us, he becomes our guest. Therefore, weinvitehiminto seeus”

Migtress Tisaver didn't move. Tisalver himsdlf seemed uncertain.

Dorssad, “ Sinceyou say | killed ahundred bulliesin Billibotton, you surely do not think | am
afraid of aboy or, for that matter, of you two.” Her right hand dropped casually to her belt.

Tisaver said with sudden energy, “Mistress Venabili, we do not intend to offend you. Of course
these rooms are yours and you can entertain whomever you wish here.” He stepped back, pulling his
indignant wife with him, undergoing a burst of resolution for which he might concelvably haveto pay
afterward.

Dorslooked after them sternly.

Sdldon smiled dryly. “How unlike you, Dors. | thought | was the one who quixoticaly got into
trouble and that you were the calm and practical one whose only aim wasto prevent trouble.”

Dors shook her head. “1 can’t bear to hear ahuman being spoken of with contempt just because
of his group identification-even by other human beings. It’ s these respectabl e people here who create
those hooligans out there.”

“And other respectable people, “ said Seldon, “who creste these respectable people. These
mutuad animosities are as much apart of humanity--"

“Thenyou'll haveto ded withit in your psychohistory, won't you?’

“Mogt certainly-if thereis ever apsychohistory with which to deal with anything at dl. -Ah, here
comes the urchin under discussion. And it’'s Raych, which somehow doesn't surprise me.”

73.

Raych entered, looking about, clearly intimidated. The forefinger of hisright hand reached for his
upper lip as though wondering when he would begin to fed thefirst downy hairsthere.

Heturned to the clearly outraged Mistress Tisdver and bowed clumsly. “Thank ya, Missus. Ya
got alovely place”

Then, asthe door dammed behind him, he turned to Seldon and Dorswith an air of easy
connoisseurship. “Nice place, guys.”

“I'mglad you likeit, * said Seldon solemnly. “How did you know we were here?

“Followed ya. How’ d yathink? Hey, lady” -he turned to Dors ='you don't fight like no dame.”

“Have you watched many damesfight?’ asked Dors, amused.

Raych rubbed his nose, “No, never seen none whatever. They don't carry knives, except little
onesto scare kids with. Never scared me.”

“I'm surethey didn’t. What do you do to make dames draw their knives?’



“Nothin’. You just kid around alittle. Y ou holler, ‘Hey, lady, lemme-" “

He thought about it for amoment and said, “Nothin’.”

Dorssad, “Well, don't try that on me.”

“Yakiddin'? After what yadid to Marron? Hey, lady, where d you learn to fight that way?’

“Onmy ownworld.”

“Could yateach me?’

“Isthat what you came here to see me about?’

“Akchaly, no. | cameto bring yaakind of message.”

“From someone who wantsto fight me?’

“No onewantsto fight ya, lady. Listen, lady, yagot areputation now. Everybody knowsya.

Y ou just walk down anywherein old Billibotton and dl the guyswill step asde and let yapassand grin
and make sure they don’t look cross-eyed at ya. Oh, lady, yagot it made. That’swhy he wantsto see
ya’

Seldon said, “Raych, just exactly who wants to see us?’

“Guy cdled Davan.”

“Andwhoishe?

“Just aguy. Helivesin Billibotton and don't carry no knife.”

“And he daysdive, Raych?’

“Hereads alot and he helps the guys there when they get in trouble with the gov’ ment. They
kindaleave him aone. He don't need no knife.”

“Why didn’'t he come himsdlf, then?’ said Dors. “Why did he send you?’

“Hedon't like this place. He saysit makeshim sick. He says dl the people here, they lick the
gov'ment’ s He paused, looked dubioudy at the two Outworlders, and said, “ Anyway, hewon’'t
come here. Hesaid they’d let mein cause | wasonly akid.” Hegrinned. “They aimost didn't, did they?|
mean that lady there who looked like shewas smdlin’ somethin’?’

He stopped suddenly, abashed, and looked down at himsdlf. “Yadon't get much chance to wash
wherel comefrom.”

“It'sdl right, “ said Dors, smiling. “Where are we supposed to mest, then, if hewon’t come
here? After dl-if you don’'t mind we don't fed like going to Billibotton.”

“I told ya, “ said Raych indignantly. “Y a get free run of Billibotton, | svear. Besides, where he
lives no onewill bother ya.”

“Whereisit?" asked Seldon.

“I cantakeyathere. Itain't far.”

“And why does he want to see us?’ asked Dors.

“Dunno. But he sayslikethis-" Raych half-closed hiseyesin an effort to remember. “* Tell them
| wanna see the man who talked to a Dahlite heatsinker like he was a human being and the woman who
beat Marron with knivesand didn’t kill him when she mightadone so.” | think | got it right.”

Sdldon smiled. “1 think you did. Is he ready for us now?’

“He swaiting.”

“Then we'll comewith you.” Helooked at Dorswith atrace of doubt in hiseyes.

Shesad, “All right. I'm willing. Perhapsit won't be atrap of some sort. Hope springs eternal--"

74.

There was a pleasant glow to the evening light when they emerged, afaint violet touch and a
pinkish edge to the smulated sunset clouds that were scudding aong. Dahl might have complaints of their
treatment by the Imperid rulers of Trantor, but surely there was nothing wrong with the wegther the
computers spun out for them.

Dorssaidin alow voice, “We seem to be celebrities. No mistake about that.”

Seldon brought his eyes down from the supposed sky and wasimmediately aware of afair-szed
crowd around the apartment house in which the Tisalverslived.



Everyonein the crowd stared at them intently. When it was clear that the two Outworlders had
become aware of the attention, alow murmur ran through the crowd, which seemed to be on the point of
breaking out into applause.

Dorssad, “Now | can see where Mistress Tisaver would find this annoying. | should have been
alittle more sympathetic.”

The crowd was, for the most part, poorly dressed and it was not hard to guess that many of the
people were from Billibotton.

Onimpulse, Seldon smiled and raised one hand in amild greeting that was met with applause.
One voice, logt in the safe anonymity of the crowd caled out, “ Can the lady show us some knife tricks?’

When Dors caled back, “No, | only draw in anger, “ there was instant laughter.

One man stepped forward. He was clearly not from Billibotton and bore no obvious mark of
being a Dahlite. He had only a small mustache, for one thing, and it was brown, not black. He said,
“Marlo Tanto of the* Trantorian HV News.” Can we have you in focusfor abit for our nightly
holocast?”’

“No, “ said Dors shortly. “No interviews.”

The newsman did not budge. “I understand you werein afight with agreast many menin
Billibotton--and won.” He smiled. “That’ snews, that is”

“No, “ said Dors. “We met some men in Billibotton, talked to them, and then moved on. That's
adl thereisto it and that’sall you're going to get.”

“What' syour name? Y ou don’t sound like a Trantorian.”

“I have no name.”

“And your friend’ s name?’

“He hasno name.”

The newsman looked annoyed, “L ook, lady. You're newsand I’'m just trying to do my job.”

Raych pulled at Dors s deeve. She leaned down and listened to his earnest whisper.

She nodded and straightened up again. “I don't think you' re anewsman, Mr. Tanto. What |
think you areisan Imperia agent trying to make trouble for Dahl. There was no fight and you' re trying to
manufacture news concerning one as away of justifying an Imperia expedition into Billibotton. | wouldn’t
stay hereif | wereyou. | don’t think you' re very popular with these people.”

The crowd had begun to mutter a Dors sfirst words. They grew louder now and began to drift,
dowly and in amenacing way, in the direction of Tanto. He looked nervoudy around and began to move
away.

Dorsraised her voice. “Let him go. Don't anyone touch him. Don't give him any excuse to report
violence”

And they parted before him.

Raych sad, “Aw, lady, you shouldalet them rough him up.”

“Bloodthirsty boy, “ said Dors, “take usto thisfriend of yours.”

75.

They met the man who called himself Davan in aroom behind a dilapidated diner. Far behind.

Raych led the way, once more showing himsdf as much a home in the burrows of Billibotton as
amolewould bein tunnds underground in Helicon.

It was Dors Venabili whose caution first manifested itself. She stopped and said, “ Come back,
Raych. Exactly where arewe going?’

“To Davan, * said Raych, looking exasperated. “I told ya.”

“But thisis adeserted area. There€ sno oneliving here.” Dorslooked about with obvious
distaste. The surroundings were lifeless and what light panelswere there were did not glower did so only
dimly.

“It'stheway Davan likesit, “ said Raych. “He saways changing around, staying here, staying
there. Yaknow . . . changing around.”



“Why?" demanded Dors.

“It ssAfer, lady.”

“Fromwhom?’

“From the gov' ment”

“Why would the government want Davan?’

“I dunno, lady. Tell yawhat. I'll tell yawhere heisand tell yahow to go and yago on done-if ya
don’'t want meto takeya.”

Seldon said, “No, Raych, I'm pretty surewe'll get lost without you. In fact, you had better wait
till we' re through so you can lead us back.”

Raych said at once, “What'sinit f’me? Y aexpect me to hang around when | get hungry?’

“Y ou hang around and get hungry, Raych, and I'll buy you abig dinner. Anything you like”

“Yasay that now. Mister. How do | know?’

Dors shand flashed and it was holding aknife, blade exposed, “ Y ou're not caling usliars, are
you, Raych?’

Raych’'s eyes opened wide. He did not seem frightened by the threat. He said, “Hey, | didn’t see
that. Do it again.”

“I'll doit afterward-if you're dtill here. Otherwise”-Dors glared a him “we' Il track you down.”

“Aw, lady, comeon, “ said Raych. “Yaain't gonnatrack medown. Yaain't that kind. But I'll be
here.” He struck apose. “Y agot my word.”

And heled them onward in silence, though the sound of their shoes was hollow in the empty
corridors.

Davan looked up when they entered, awild look that softened when he saw Raych. He gestured
quickly toward the two others questioningly.

Raych said, “These arethe guys.” And, grinning, he lft.

Sddon sad, “1 am Hari Seldon. The young lady isDorsVenabili.”

Heregarded Davan curioudy. Davan was swarthy and had the thick black mustache of the
Dahlite mae, but in addition he had a stubble of beard. He was the first Dahlite whom Seldon had seen
who had not been meticuloudy shaven. Even the bullies of Billibotton had been smooth of cheek and
chin.

Sdldon said, “What isyour name, Sr?’

“Davan. Raych must havetold you.”

“Y our second name.”

“I am only Davan. Were you followed here, Master Seldon?’

“No, I'm sureweweren't. If we had, then by sound or sight, | expect Raych would have known.
And if he had not, Migtress Venabili would have.”

Dorsamiled dightly. “Y ou havefath in me, Hari.”

“Moredl thetime, * he said thoughtfully.

Davan dtirred uneasily. “Y et you' ve aready been found.”

“Found?’

“Yes, | have heard of this supposed newsman.”

“Already?’ Seldon looked faintly surprised. “But | suspect herealy wasanewsman . . . and
harmless. We tatted him an Imperia agent at Raych’s suggestion, which wasagood idea. The
surrounding crowd grew threatening and we got rid of him.”

“No, “ said Davan, “hewaswhat you caled him. My people know the man and he does work
for the Empire. --but then you do not do as| do. Y ou do not use afa se name and change your place of
abode. Y ou go under your own names, making no effort to remain undercover. Y ou are Hari Seldon, the
mathemdtician.”

“Yes | am,* sad Seldon. “Why should | invent afase name?’

“The Empire wants you, doesit not?’

Seldon shrugged. “I stay in places where the Empire cannot reach out to take me.”

“Not openly, but the Empire doesn't have to work openly. | would urge you to disappesr . . .



redly disappear.”

“Likeyou. . .asyou sy, “ said Seldom looking about with an edge of distaste. The room was
as dead asthe corridors he had walked through. 1t was musty through and through and it was
overwhemingly depressng.

“Yes, “ said Davan. “Y ou could be ussful to us”

“Inwhat way?’

“Y ou talked to ayoung man named Y ugo Amaryl.”

“Yes, | did”

“Amaryl tellsmethat you can predict the future.”

Sddon sighed heavily. Hewastired of standing in thisempty room. Davan was Sitting ona
cushion and there were other cushions available, but they did not look clean. Nor did hewish to lean
againg the mildew-stresked wall.

He sad, “Either you misunderstood Amaryl or Amaryl misunderstood me. What | have doneis
to provethat it is possible to choose staffing conditions from which historica forecasting does not
descend into chaotic conditions, but can become predictable within limits. However, what those sarting
conditions might be | do not know, nor am | sure that those conditions can be found by any one
person--or by any number of people-in afinite length of time. Do you understand me?’

‘No.

Sealdon sighed again. “ Then let me try once more. It is possible to predict the future, but it may be
impossible to find out how to take advantage of that possibility. Do you understand?’

Davan looked at Seldon darkly, then at Dors. “ Then you cant predict the future.”

“Now you have the point, Master Davan.”

‘Just cal me Davan. But you may be able to learn to predict the future someday.”

“Thet isconceivable”

“Then that’ swhy the Empire wantsyou.”

“No, “ Sddon raised hisfinger didacticdly. “1t' smy ideathat that iswhy the Empireis not
making an overwhelming effort to get me. They might like to have meif I can be picked up without
trouble, but they know that right now | know nothing and that it is therefore not worth upsetting the
delicate peace of Trantor by interfering with theloca rights of this sector or that. That’ sthereason | can
move about under my own name with reasonable security.”

For amoment, Davan buried his head in his hands and muttered, “ Thisis madness.” Then he
looked up wearily and said to Dors, “ Are you Master Seldon’ swife?’

Dorssaid camly, “1 am hisfriend and protector.”

“How well do you know him?’

“We have been together for some months.”

“No more?’

“No more.”

“Would it be your opinion heis spesking the truth?’

“I know heis, but what reason would you have to crust meif you do not trust him? If Hari is, for
some reason, lying to you, might | not be lying to you equaly in order to support him?”

Davan looked from oneto the other helplesdy. Then he said, “Would you, in any case, help us?’

“Who are‘us and in what way do you need help?’

Davan said, “ Y ou see the situation here in Dahl. We are oppressed. Y ou must know that and,
from your treatment of Yugo Amaryl, | cannot believe you lack sympathy for us.”

“Wearefully sympathetic.”

“And you must know the source of the oppression.”

“You are going to cdl methat it’ sthe Imperial government, | suppose, and | dare say it playsits
part. On the other hand, | notice that thereisamiddle classin Dahl that despisesthe hestsinkersand a
criminal classthat terrorizestherest of the sector.”

Davan'’ slipstightened, but he remained unmoved. “Quite true. Quite true. But the Empire
encouragesit asameatter of principle. Dahl hasthe potentia for making serioustrouble. If the heatsinkers



should go on strike, Trantor would experience a severe energy shortage almost at once. . . with dl that
that implies. However,

Dahl’ s own upper classes will spend money to hire the hoodlums of Billibotton---and of other
places-to fight the heatsinkers and break the strike. It has happened before. The Empire alows some
Dahlitesto prosper-comparatively-in order to convert them into Imperiaist lackeys, whileit refusesto
enforce the arms-control laws effectively enough to weaken the crimina element

“The Imperid government does this everywhere--and not in Dahl done. They can’t exert forceto
imposether will, asin the old days when they ruled with bruta directness. Nowadays, Trantor has
grown so complex and so easily disturbed that the Imperia forces must keep their hands off--"

“A form of degeneration, “ said Seldon, remembering Hummin's complaints.

“What?" said Davan.

“Nothing, “ said Seldon. “Go on.”

“The Imperid forces must keep their hands off, but they find that they can do much even so.
Each sector is encouraged to be suspicious of its neighbours. Within each sector, economic and socia
classes are encouraged to wage akind of war with each other. Theresult isthat al over Trantor itis
impossible for the people to take united action. Everywhere, the people would rather fight each other
than make acommon stand againgt the centra tyranny and the Empire rules without having to exert
force”

“Andwhat, “ said Dors, “do you think can be done about it?’

“I’ve been trying for yearsto build afeding of solidarity among the peoples of Trantor.”

“I can only suppose, “ said Seldon dryly, “that you are finding this an impossibly difficult and
largely thanklesstask.”

“Y ou suppose correctly, “ said Davan, “but the party is growing stronger. Many of our knifers
are coming to the redlization that knives are best when they are not used on each other. Those who
attacked you in the corridors of Billibotton are examples of the unconverted. However, those who
support you now, who are ready to defend you against the agent you thought was a newsman, are my
people. | live here among them. It is not an attractive way of life, but | am safe here. We have adherents
in neighboring sectors and we spread daily.”

“But where do we comein?’ asked Dors.

“For onething, “ said Davan, “both of you are Outworlders, scholars. We need people like you
among our leaders. Our greatest strength is drawn from the poor and the uneducated because they suffer
the mogt, but they can lead the least. A person like one of you two isworth ahundred of them.”

“That’ s an odd estimate from someone who wishes to rescue the oppressed, “ said Seldon.

“I don’t mean as people, “ said Davan hadtily. “I mean asfar asleadership is concerned. The
party must have among itsleaders men and women of intellectua power.”

“Peoplelike us, you mean, are needed to give your party aveneer of respectability.”

Davan sad, “Y ou can dways put something noble in a sneering fashion if you try. But you,
Master Seldon, are more than respectable, more than intellectud. Even if you won't admit to being able
to penetrate the mists of the future---"

“Please, Davan, “ said Seldon, “don’t be poetic and don’t use the conditiond. It’s not a matter of
admitting. | can't foresee the future. Those are not miststhat block the view but chrome stedl barriers.”

“Let mefinish. Evenif you can't actualy predict with-what do you cal it?-psychohistorical
accuracy, you' ve studied history and you may have a certain intuitive feding for consequences. Now,
isn't that 07’

Sdldon shook hisheed. “I may have acertain intuitive understanding for mathematicd likelihood,
but how far | can trandate that into anything of historica significanceis quite uncertain. Actudly, | have
not studied history. | wish | had. | fed theloss keenly.”

Dorssaid evenly, “I am the historian, Davan, and | can say afew thingsif you wish.”

“Pleasedo, “ said Davan, making it haf a courtesy, haf achallenge.

“For onething, there have been many revolutionsin Gaactic history that have overthrown
tyrannies, sometimes on individud planets, sometimesin groups of them, occasondly inthe Empireitsaf



or inthe pre-lmperia regiona governments. Often, this has only meant achangein tyranny. In other
words, oneruling classis replaced by another sometimes by onethat is more efficient and therefore il
more capable of maintaining itsalf-while the poor and downtrodden remain poor and downtrodden or
become even worse off.”

Davan, ligening intently, said, “I’m aware of that. We dl are. Perhaps we can learn from the past
and know better what to avoid. Besides, the tyranny that now existsis actua. That which may exist inthe
futureis merely potentid. If we are dwaysto draw back from change with the thought thet the change
may be for theworse, then thereisno hope at dl of ever escaping injustice.”

Dorssad, “A second point you must remember isthat even if you have right on your side, even if
justice thunders condemnation, it isusudly the tyranny in existence that hasthe balance of force on its
gde. Thereisnothing your knife handlers can do in theway of rioting and demongirating that will have
any permanent effect aslong as, in the extremity, thereis an army equipped with kinetic, chemica, and
neurol ogical wegponsthat iswilling to use them againgt your people. Y ou can get dl the downtrodden
and even d| the respectables on your side, but you must somehow win over the security forces and the
Imperid army or at least serioudy weaken their loyalty to therulers”

Davan said, “ Trantor isamultigovernmenta world. Each sector hasits own rulers and some of
them are themselves anti-Imperid. If we can have astrong sector on our side, that would change the
Stuation, would it not? We would then not be merdly ragamuffins fighting with knives and stones.”

“Doesthat mean you do have a strong sector on your side or merely that it isyour ambition to
have one?’

Davan wasslent.

Dorssaid, “1 shdl assume that you are thinking of the Mayor of Wye. If the Mayor isinthe
mood to make use of popular discontent asaway of improving the chance of toppling the Emperor,
doesn't it Strike you that the end the Mayor would have in view would be that of succeeding to the
Imperid throne? Why should the Mayor risk his present not-incons derable position for anything less?
Merdly for the blessings of justice and the decent treatment of people, concerning whom he can havelittle
interest?’

“Youmean, “ said Davan, “that any powerful leader who iswilling to help us may then betray
=

“Itisagtuation that isal too commonin Gaactic hisory.”

“If we are ready for that, might we not betray him?’

“Y ou mean, make use of him and then, a some crucid moment, subvert the leader of his
forces--or aleader, at any race--and have him nated?’

“Not perhaps exactly like that, but someway of getting rid of him might exist if that should prove
necessary.”

“Then we have arevol utionary movement in which the principa players must be ready to betray
each other, with each smply waiting for the opportunity. It soundslike arecipe for chaos.”

“Youwill not help us, then?’ said Davan.

Seldon, who had been listening to the exchange between Davan and Dorswith a puzzled frown
on hisface, said, “Wecan't put it that smply. Wewould like to help you. We are on your side. It seems
to me that no sane man wantsto uphold an Imperid system that maintainsitself by fostering mutua hatred
and suspicions. Even when it seemsto work, it can only be described as metastable; that is, astoo gpt to
fdl into ingtability in one direction or another. But the question is. How canwe help?If | had
psychohigtory, if 1 could tell what is most likely to happen, or if | could tell what action of anumber of
dternaive posshbilitiesismost likely to bring on an gpparently happy consequence, then | would put my
abilitiesat your disposal. --but | don’'t haveis| can help you best by trying to develop psychohistory.”

“And how long will thet teke?’

Seldon shrugged. “I cannot say.”

“How can you ask usto wait indefinitely?’

“What dternative do | have, sncel am usdessto you as| an?But | will say this: | have until
very recently been quite convinced that the development of psychohistory was absolutely impossible.



Now | am not so certain of that.”

“Y ou mean you have asolution in mind?’

“No, merely anintuitive feeling that asolution might be possible. | have not been ableto pin
down what has occurred to make me have that feding. It may be anillusion, but | antrying. Let me
continueto try. -Perhapsthe will meet again.”

“Or perhaps, “ said Davan, “if you return to where you are now staying, you will eventudly find
yoursdf in an Imperia trgp. Y ou may think that the Empire will leave you aone white you struggle with
psychohistory, but | am certain the Emperor and histoady Demerzel arein no mood to wait forever, any
morethan| am.”

“It will do them no good to hasten, “ said Seldon calmly, “since | am not ontheir Side, as| amon
yours. -Come, Dors.”

They turned and left Davan, Sitting donein hissquaid room, and found Raych waiting for them
outside.

76.

Raych was egting, licking hisfingers, and crumpling the bag in which the food-whatever it
was-had been. A strong smell of onions pervaded the air-different somehow, yeast-based perhaps.

Dors, recreating alittle from the odor, said, “Where did you get the food from, Raych?’

“Davan’sguys. They brought it to me. Davan’s okay.”

“Then we don't have to buy you dinner, do we?’ said Seldon, conscious of his own empty
someach.

“Yaowe me somethin' said Raych, looking greedily in Dors sdirection. “How about thelady’s
knife? Oneof ‘em.”

“No knife, “ said Dors. “You get us back safdly and I'll give you five credits.”

“Can’'t get no knifefor five credits, “ grumbled Raych.

“Y ou' re not getting anything but five credits, “ said Dors.

“You'realousy dame, lady, “ said Raych.

“I'm alousy dame with aquick knife, Raych, so get moving.”

“All right. Don't get dl perspired.” Raych waved hishand. “Thisway.”

It was back through the empty corridors, but thistime Dors, looking this way and that, stopped.
“Hold on, Raych. We re being followed.”

Raych looked exasperated. “ Yaain't supposed to hear ‘em.”

Seldon said, bending hishead to one side, “1 don’t hear anything.”

“I do, * said Dors. “Now, Raych, | don’t want any fooling around. Y ou tell me right now what's
goingonor I'll rap your head so that you won't see Sraight for aweek. | mean it.”

Raych held up onearm defensively. “You try it, you lousy dame. You try it. -It' sDavan' sguys.
They'rejust taking care of us, in case any kniferscome aong.”

“Davan’ sguys?’

“Yeah. They'regoin’ dong the service corridors.”

Dors sright hand shot out and seized Raych by the scruff of hisupper garment. Shelifted and he
dangled, shouting, “Hey, lady. Hey!”

Sdldon said, “Dors! Don't be hard on him.”

“I'll be harder 4till if I think he’ slying. Y ou're my charge, Hari, not he.”

“I'mnot lyin’, * said Raych, struggling. “I'm not.”

“I'msureheisn’t, “ said Seldon.

“Wdl, we'll see. Raych, tell them to come out where we can seethem.” Shelet him drop and
dusted her hands.

“You're somekind of nut, lady, “ said Raych aggrievedly. Then heraised hisvoice. “Y ay,
Davan! Come out here, some of yaguys!”

Therewas await and then, from an unlit opening aong the corridor, two dark-mustached men



came out, one with ascar running the length of his cheek. Each held the sheath of aknifein hishand,
blade withdrawn.

“How many more of you arethere?’ asked Dors harshly.

“A few, “ said one of the newcomers. “ Orders. We re guarding you. Davan wants you safe.”

“Thank you. Try to be even quieter. Raych, keep on moving.”

Raych said sulkily, “ Y atoughed me up when | wastelling thetruth.”

“You'reright, “ said Dors. “At least, | think you'reright . . . and | gpologize.”

“I’'m not sure | should accept, “ said Raych, trying to stand tdll. “But awright, just thisonce.” He
moved on.

When they reached the walkway, the unseen corps of guards vanished. At least, even Dors's
keen ears could hear them no more. By now, though, they were moving into the respectable part of the
sector.

Dorssad thoughtfully, “I don’t think we have clothes that would fit you, Raych.”

Raych sad, “Why do yawant clothesto fit me, Missus?’ (Respectability seemed to invade
Raych once they were out of the corridors.) “1 got clothes.”

“I thought you' d like to come into our place and take a bath.”

Raych said, “What for?1’ll wash one o’ these days. And I’ ll put on my other shirt.” He looked
up a Dors shrewdly. “Y ou' re sorry yaroughed me up. Right? Yatryin' to make up?’

Dorssmiled. “Yes. Sort of.”

Raych waved ahandin lordly fashion. “That’sdl right. Yadidn't hurt. Listen. Y ou're strong for a
lady. Yalifted me up like | was nothin’.”

“I was annoyed, Raych. | have to be concerned about Master Seldon.”

“Yasort of hisbodyguard?’ Raych looked at Seldon inquiringly. “Yagot alady for a
bodyguard?’

“I can't helpit, * said Sedom smiling wryly. “ Sheingsts. And she certainly knows her job.”

Dorssad, “Think again, Raych. Are you sure you won't have abath? A nice warm bath.”

Raych said, “1 got no chance. Yathink that lady is gonnalet mein the house agan?

Dorslooked up and saw Casilia Tisalver outside the front door of the gpartment complex, staring
first at the Outworld woman and then at the dum-bred boy. It would have been impossibleto tell in
which case her expression was angrier.

Raych said, “Well, so long, Mister and Missus. | don't know if she'll let either of yainthe
house.” He placed his handsin his pocket and swaggered off in afine affectation of carefree indifference.

Sdldon said, “Good evening, Midress Tisdver. It srather late, isn't it?”

“It' svery late, “ shereplied. “There was anear riot today outside this very complex because of
that newsman you pushed the street vermin at.”

“We didn’t push anyone on anyone, “ said Dors.

“| wasthere, “ said Migtress Tisdver intransigently. “I saw it.”

She stepped aside to let them enter, but delayed long enough to make her reluctance quite plain.

“She acts as though that was the last straw, “ said Dors as she and Seldon made their way up to
their rooms.

“So0?What can she do about it?” asked Seldon.

“I wonder, “ said Dors.

Officers

RAY CH- . .. According to Hari Seldon, the original meeting with Raych was entirely accidental.

Hewas amply agutter urchin from whom Saldon had asked directions. But hislife, from that moment on,
continued to be intertwined with that of the greast mathematician until .
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17.

The next morning, dressed from the waist down, having washed and shaved, Seldon knocked on
the door that led to Dors' s adjoining room and said in amoderate voice, “ Open the door, Dors.”

Shedid. The short reddish-gold curls of her hair were still wet and she too was dressed only
from thewaist down.

Seldon stepped back in embarrassed alarm. Dors looked down at the swell of her breasts
indifferently and wrapped atowe around her head. “What isit?” she asked.

Sdldon said, looking off to hisright, “1 was going to ask you about Wye.”

Dorssad very naturdly, “ About why in connection with what? And for goodness sake, don’t
make metak to your ear. Surely, you're not avirgin.”

Sdldon said in ahurt tone, “1 was merdly trying to be palite. If you don’t mind, | certainly don’t.
And it' s not why about what. I’ m asking about the Wye Sector.”

“Why do you want to know? Or, if you prefer: Why Wye?’

“Look, Dors, I'm serious. Every once in awhile, the Wye Sector is mentioned-the Mayor of
Wye, actudly. Hummin mentioned him, you did, Davan did. | don’'t know anything about either the
sector or the Mayor.”

“I’m not anative Trantorian either, Hari. | know very little, but you' rewelcometo what | do
know. Wye is near the south pole quite large, very populous--"

“Very populous at the south pole?’

“WEe re not on Helicon, Hari. Or on Cinnaether. Thisis Trantor. Everything is underground and
underground at the poles or underground at the equator is pretty much the same. Of course, | imagine
they keep their day-night arrangements rather extreme -- long daysin their summer, long nightsin their
winter-almost asit would be on the surface. The extremes are just affectation; they’ re proud of being
polar.”

“But Upperside they must be cold, indeed.”

“Oh yes. The Wye Uppersideis snow and ice, but it doesn't lie as thickly there as you might
think. If it did, it might crush the dome, but it doesn’t and that isthe basic reason for Wye' s power.”

Sheturned to her mirror, removed the towel from her head, and threw the dry-net over her hair,
which, in amatter of five seconds, gave it a pleasant sheen. She said, “Y ou haveno ideahow glad | am
not to be wearing askincap, “ as she put on the upper portion of her clothing.

“What hasthe ice layer to do with Wye' s power?’

“Think about it. Forty billion people use agreat ded of power and every caorie of it eventudly
degeneratesinto heat and hasto be gotten rid of . It’ s piped to the poles, particularly to the south pole,
which isthe more devel oped of the two, and is discharged into space. It metes most of theicein the
process and I’ m sure that accounts for Trantor’ s clouds and rains, no matter how much the meteorology
bogginsing< that things are more complicated than that.”

“Does Wye make use of the power before discharging it?’

“They may, for dl | know. | haven’t the dightest idea, by the way, asto the technology involved
in discharging the hest, but I’ m talking about political power. If Dahl were to stop producing usable
energy, that would certainly. inconvenience Trantor, but there are other sectors that produce energy and
can up their production and, of course, thereis stored energy in one form or another. Eventualy, Dahl
would have to be dedlt with, but there would be time. Wye, on the other hand-’

‘Y e

“Well, Wye getsrid of at least 90 percent of al the heat developed on Trantor and thereisno
subdtitute. If Wye were to shut down its heat emission, the temperature would start going up al over
Trantor.”

“In Wyetoo.”

“Ate, but snce Wyeisat the south pole, it can arrange an influx of cold air. It wouldn’t do much
good, but Wyewould last longer than the rest of Trantor. The point is, then, that Wyeisavery touchy
problem for the Emperor and the Mayor of Wyeis--or a least can be-extremely powerful.”



“And what kind of aperson isthe present Mayor of Wye?’

“That | don’'t know. What I’ ve occasiondly heard would make it seem that heisvery old and
pretty much arecluse, but hard as ahypership hull and still cleverly maneuvering for power.”

“Why, | wonder? If he’ sthat old, he couldn’t hold the power for long.”

“Who knows, Hari? A lifdlong obsession, | suppose. Or dseit’'sthegame. . . the maneuvering
for power, without any redl longing for the power itself. Probably if he had the power and took over
Demerzd’ s place or even the Imperia throne itsdlf, he would fed disappointed because the game would
be over. Of nurse he might, if hewas still dive, begin the subsequent game of keeping power, which
might be just as difficult and just as satisfying.”

Seldon shook his head. “It strikes me that no one could possibly want to be Emperor.”

“No sane person would, | free, but the ‘ Imperia wish, * asit isfrequently caled, islike adisease
that, when caught, drives out sanity. And the closer you get to high office, the morelikely you areto
catch the disease. With each ensuing promotion--"

“The disease grows still more acute. Yes, | can seethat. But it also seemsto methat Trantor is
s0 huge aworld, so interlocking in its needs and so conflicting in its ambitions, that it makes up the mgjor
part of theinability of the Emperor to rule. Why doesn’t he just leave Trantor and establish himsalf on
some smpler world?’

Dorslaughed. “Y ouwouldn’t ask thet if you knew your history. Trantor isthe Empire through
thousands of years of custom. An Emperor who isnot at the Imperial Palace is not the Emperor. Heisa
place, even more than aperson.”

Seldon sank into silence, hisfacerigid, and after awhile Dors asked, What' s the matter, Hari?’

“I'mthinking, “ he said in amuffled voice. “ Ever since you told methat hand-on-thigh story, I've
had fugitive thoughts that-Now your remark about the Emperor being a place rather than a person seems
to have struck achord.”

“What kind of chord?’

Sdldon shook hishead. “I’'m ill thinking. | may be dl wrong.” Hisglance a Dors sharpened, his
eyes coming into focus. “In any case, we ought to go down and have breekfast. We'relateand | don't
think Migtress Tisaver isin agood enough humor to have it brought infor us.”

“You optimig, “ said Dors. “My own fedling isthat she’snot in agood enough humor to want us
to stay-breakfast or not. She wants us out of here.”

“That may be, but we re paying her.”

“Yes, but | suspect she hates us enough by now to scorn our credits.”

“Perhaps her husband will fed abit more affectionate concerning the rent.”

“If he hasasingle word to say, Hari, the only person who would be more surprised than meto
hear it would be Mistress Tisalver. -Very well, I'm ready.”

And they moved down the stairsto the Tisaver portion of the gpartment to find the lady in
question waiting for them with less than breakfast--and with considerably more too.

78.

CadliaTisdver stood ramrod straight with atight smile on her round face and her dark eyes
glinting. Her husband was leaning moodily against thewall. In the center of the room were two men who
were standing stiffly upright, as though they had noticed the cushions on the floor but scorned them.

Both had the dark crisp hair and the chick black mustache to be expected of Dahlites. Both were
thin and both were dressed in dark clothes so nearly dike that they were surely uniforms. There wasthin
white piping up and over the shoulders and down the sides of the tubular trouser legs. Each had, on the
right side of his chest, arather dim Spaceship-and-Sun, the symbol of the Galactic Empire on every
inhabited world of the Galaxy, with, inthiscase, adark “D” in the center of the sun.

Sdldon redized immediately that these were two members of the Dahlite security forces.

“What'sal this?’ said Sddon gernly.

One of the men stepped forward. 1 am Sector Officer Land Russ. Thisis my partner, Gebore



Adinwad.”

Both presented glittering identification holo-tabs. Seldon didn’t bother looking a them. “What it
isyou want?’

Russsaid camly, “ Areyou Hari Sdldon of Helicon?’

“l am.”

“And are you Dors Venahili of Cinna, Mistress?’

“I am,* said Dors.

“I'm hereto investigate a complaint that one Hari Seldon instigated ariot yesterday.”

“| did no such thing, “ said Seldon.

“Our information is, * said Russ, looking at the screen of asmal computer pad, “that you
accused anewsman of being an Imperid agent, thusingtigating ariot againgt him.”

Dorssaid, “It was | who said hewas an Imperia agent, Officer. | had reason to think he was. It
issurely no crime to express one’ s opinion. The Empire has freedom of speech.”

“That does not cover an opinion deliberately advanced in order to instigate ariot.”

“How can you say it was, Officer?’

At thispoint, Mistress Tisalver interposed in aghrill voice, “I can say it, Officer. She saw there
was a crowd present, acrowd of gutter people who were just looking for trouble. She deliberately said
he was an Imperia agent when she knew nothing of the sort and she shouted it to the crowd to stir them
up. It was plain that she knew what she was doing.”

“Cadlig, * said her husband pleadingly, but she cast one look at him and he said no more.

Russturned to Mistress Tisdver. “Did you lodge the complaint, Mistress?’

“Y es. These two have been living here for afew days and they’ ve done nothing but make
trouble. They’ veinvited people of low reputation into my gpartment, damaging my standing with my
neighbours.”

“Isit againg the law, Officer, “ asked Seldon, “to invite clean, quiet citizens of Dahl into one's
room? The two rooms upstairs are our rooms. We have rented them and they are paid for. Isit acrime
to speak to Dahlitesin Dahl, Officer?’

“No, itisnot, “ said Russ. “That isnot part of the complaint. What gave you reason, Mistress
Venahili, to suppose the person you so accused was, in fact, an Imperia agent?”’

Doss said, “He had asmall brown mustache, from which | concluded he was not aDahlite. |
surmised he was an Imperid agent”

“You surmised? Y our associate, Master Seldon, has no mustache at al. Do you surmise heisan
Imperid agent?”’

“Inany case, “ said Seldon hastily, “there was no riot. We asked the crowd to take no action
againg the supposed newsman and I’ m sure they didn’t.”

“You'resure, Master Sddon?’” said Russ. “Our information isthat you left immediately after
making your accusation. How could you witness what happened after you left?’

“I couldn’t, * said Seldon, “but let me ask you-1s the man dead? I s the man hurt?’

“The man has been interviewed. He denies heis an Imperid agent and we have no information
that heis. He dso claims he was handled roughly.”

“He may well be lying in both respects, * said Seldon. “I would suggest a Psychic Probe.”

“That cannot be done on the victim of acrime, “ said Russ. “ The sector government isvery firm
on that. It might do if you two, asthe criminasin this case, each underwent a Psychic Probe. Would you
like usto do that?’

Seldon and Dors exchanged glances for amoment, then Seldon said, “No, of course not.”

“Of coursenot, “ repeated Russwith just atinge of sarcasm in hisvoice, “hut you' re ready
enough to suggest it for someone else.”

The other officer, Astinwald, who had so far not said aword, smiled at this.

Russsad, “We dso have information that two days ago you engaged in aknifefight in Billibotton
and badly hurt aDahlite citizen named” -he struck a button on his computer pad and studied the new
page on the screen- “Elgin Marron.”



Dosssad, “Dot your information tell you how the fight started?”’

“That isirrdlevant a the moment, Mistress. Do you deny that the fight took place?’

“Of coursewe don't deny the fight took place, “ said Seldon hotly, “ but we deny that wein any
way ingtigated that. We were attacked. Mistress Venabili was seized by thisMarron and it was clear he
was atempting to rape her. What happened afterward was pure self-defense. Or does Dahl condone
rape?’

Russ said with very littleintonation in his voice, “ Y ou say you were attacked? By how many?’

“Tenmen.”

“And you done-with awoman-defended yoursdf againgt teamen?’

“Mistress Venabili and | defended ourselves. Yes.”

“How isit, then, that neither of you shows any damage whatever? Are either of you cut or
bruised where it does’t show right now?’

“No, Officer.”

“How isit, then, that in thefight of one-plus awoman-againgt ten, you arein no way hurt, but that
the complainant, Elgin Marron, has been hospitaized with wounds and will require askin trangplant on
his upper lip?’

“Wefought well, “ said Seldon grimly.

“Unbeievably wdl. What would you say if | told you that three men have testified that you and
your friend attacked Marron, unprovoked?’

“I would say that it belies belief that we should. I’ m sure that Marron has arecord as abrawler
and knifeman. | tell you that there were ten there. Obvioudly, six refused to swear to alie. Do the other
three explain why they did not come to the help of their friend if they witnessed him under unprovoked
attack and in danger of hislife? It must be clear to you thet they arelying.”

“Do you suggest a Psychic Probe for them?’

“Yes. And before you ask, | ill refuseto consider onefor us.”

Russ sad, “We have aso recelved information that yesterday, after leaving the scene of theriat,
you consulted with one Davan, aknown subversive who iswanted by the security police. Isthat true?

“You'll haveto prove that without help from us, “ said Seldon. “We re not answering any further
questions.”

Russ put away hispad. “I’'m afraid | must ask you to come with usto headquartersfor further
interrogation.”

“I don’t think that' s necessary, Officer, “ said Seldon. “We are Outworlders who have done
nothing crimind. We have tried to avoid a newsman who was annoying us unduly, we tried to protect
ourselves againgt rgpe and possible murder in apart of the sector known for criminal behavior, and
we' ve spoken to various Dahlites. We see nothing there to warrant our further questioning. It would
come under the heading of harassment.”

“Wemakethesedecisons, “ sad Russ. “Not you. Will you please come with us?’

“No, wewill not, “ said Dors.

“Watch out!” cried out Migtress Tisaver. “ She' sgot two knives.”

Officer Russ sighed and said, “Thank you, Mistress, but | know she does.” He turned to Dors.
“Do you know it'sa serious crimeto carry aknife without a permit in this sector? Do you have a
permit?’

“No, Officer, | don't.”

“It was clearly with anillegd knife, then, that you assaulted Marron? Do you redize that that
greetly increases the seriousness of the crime?’

“It was no crime, Officer, “ said Dors. “ Understand that. Marron had aknife aswell and no
permit, | am certain.”

“We have no evidenceto that effect and while Marron has knife wounds, neither of you have

any.
“Of course he had aknife, Officer. If you don't know that every man in Billibotton and most men
elsawherein Dahl carry knivesfor which they probably don't have permits, then you' rethe only manin



Dahl who does’t know. There are shops here wherever you turn that sall knives openly. Don’'t you
know that?’

Russsaid, “It doesn’t matter what | know or don’t know in this respect. Nor does it matter
whether other people are breaking the law or how many of them do. All that matters at this moment is
that Mistress VVenahili is breaking the anti-knife law. | must ask you to give up those knivesto meright
now, Mistress, and the two of you must then accompany me to headquarters.”

Dorssaid, “In that case, take my knives awvay from me.”

Russ sighed. “Y ou must not think, Mistress, that knives are dl the wegponsthere arein Dahl or
that | need engage you in aknife fight. Both my partner and | have blastersthat will destroy youina
moment, before you can drop your hands to your knife hilt-however fast you are. Wewon't usea
blaster, of course, because we are not hereto kill you. However, each of us aso has aneuronic whip,
which we can use on you fredly. | hope you won't ask for ademongtration. It won't kill you, do you
permanent harm of any kind, or leave any marks--but the pain is excruciating. My partner isholding a
neuronic whip on you right now. And hereismine. -Now, let us have your knives, Mistress Venahili.”

There was amoment’ s pause and then Seldon said, “It’ sno use, Dors. Give him your knives.”

And at that moment, afrantic pounding sounded at the door and they al heard avoiceraisedin
high-pitched expostulation.

79.

Raych had not entirely |eft the neighborhood after he had walked them back to their gpartment
house.

He had eaten well while waiting for the interview with Davan to 6e done and later had dept abit
after finding a bathroom that more or lessworked. He redlly had no place to go now that al that was
done. He had ahome of sorts and a mother who was not likely to be perturbed if he stayed away for a
while. She never was.

Hedid not know who hisfather was and wondered sometimesiif he redlly had one. He had been
told he had to have one and the reasons for that had been explained to him crudely enough. Sometimes
he wondered if he ought to believe so peculiar astory, but he did find the detailstitillating.

He thought of that in connection with the lady. She was an old lady, of course, but she was preity
and she could fight like aman better than aman. It filled him with vague notions.

And she had offered to let him take abath. He could swim in the Billibotton pool sometimes
when he had some credits he didn’t need for anything else or when he could snegk in. Those were the
only times he got wet dl over, but it was chilly and he had to wait to get dry.

Taking abath was different. There would be hoc water, soap, towels, and warm air. He wasn't
surewhat it would fedl like, except that it would be nice if she wasthere.

He was walkway-wise enough to know of placeswhere he could park himsdf inan aley off a
walkway that would 6e near a bathroom and still be near enough to where she was, yet where he
probably wouldn't be found and made to run away.

He spent the night thinking strange thoughts. What if he did learn to read and write? Could he do
something with that? He wasn't sure what, but maybe the could cell him. He had vague ideas of being
paid money to do things he didn’t know how to do now, but he didn’t know what those things might be.
Hewould have to be cold, but how do you get told?

If he stayed with the man and the lady, they might help. But why should they want him to stay
with them?

He drowsed off, coming to later, not because the light was brightening, but because his sharp
ears caught the heightening and deepening of sounds from the walkway as the activities of the day began.

He had learned to identify dmost every variety of sound, because in the underground maze of
Billibotton, if you wanted to survive with even aminimum of comfort, you had to be aware of things
before you saw them. And there was something about the sound of a ground-car motor that he now
heard that signaled danger to him. It had an officia sound, ahostile sound



He shook himsalf awake and stole quietly toward the walkway. He scarcely needed to seethe
Spaceship-and-Sun on the groundcar. Its lines were enough. He knew they had to be coming for the man
and the lady because they had seen Davan. He did not pause to question histhoughts or to anayze them.
Hewas off on arun, beating hisway through the gathering life of the day.

He was back in less than fifteen minutes. The ground-car was il there and there were curious
and cautious onlookers gazing at it from all sdesand from arespectful distance. There would soon be
more. He pounded hisway up the stairs, trying to remember which door he should bang on. No time for
the eevator.

He found the door-at least he thought he did---and he banged, shouting in asqueak, “Lady!
Lady!”

He was too excited to remember her name, but he remembered part of the man’s. “Hari!” he
shouted. “Let mein.”

The door opened and he rushed in-tried to rush in. The rough hand of an officer seized hisarm.
“Hold it, kid. Where do you think you' re going?’

“Leggo! | ain’'t done nothin’.” He looked about. “Hey, lady, what' re they Join’?’

“Arresing us, “ said Dorsgrimly.

“What for?’ said Raych, panting and struggling. “Hey, leggo, you Sunbadger. Don’'t go with him,
lady. You don't haveto go with him. ©

“You get out, “ said Russ, shaking the boy vehemently.

“No, | an't, You ain't either, Sunbadger. My whole gang iscoming. You ain't gettin’ out, lessn
you let these guysgo.”

“What whole gang?’ said Russ, frowning.

“They’reright outside now. Prob’ly takin’ your ground-car apart. And they’ll take yore apart.”

Russ turned toward his partner, “ Call headquarters. Have them send out a couple of trucks with
Macros.”

“Nol” ghrieked Raych, breaking loose and rushing at Astinwald. “Don’'t cal!”

Russleveled his neuronic whip and fired.

Raych shrieked, grasped at hisright shoulder, and fell down, wriggling madly.

Russ had not yet turned back to Seldon, when the latter, seizing him by the wrigt, pushed the
neuronic whip up inthe air and then around and behind, while stamping on hisfoot to keep him relaively
motionless. Hari could fed the shoulder didocate, even while Russ emitted a hoarse, agonized yell.

Adtinwald raised hisblaster quickly, but Dors sleft arm was around his shoulder and the knifein
her right hand was at histhroat.

“Don't movel” shesad. “Move amillimeter, any part of you, and | cut you through your neck to
the spine. -Drop the blaster. Drop it! And the neuronic whip.”

Sdldon picked up Raych, still moaning, and held him tightly. He turned to Tisaver and said,
“There are people out there. Angry people. I'll have them in here and they’ Il break up everything you' ve
got. They'll smash thewadlls. If you don’t want that to happen, pick up those weapons and throw them
into the next room. Take the weapons from the security officer on the door and do the same. Quickly!
Get your wifeto help. She'll think twice next time before sending in complaints against innocent people.
-Dors, this one on the floor won't do anything for awhile. Put the other one out of action, but don’t kil
him.”

“Right, “ said Dors. Reversing her knife, she struck him hard on the skull with the haft. He went
to hisknees.

She made aface. “I hate doing that.”

“They fired a Raych, “ said Seldon, trying to mask his own sick fedling a what had happened.

They I€ft the apartment hurriedly and, once out on the walkway, found it choked with people,
amogt al men, who raised a shout when they saw them emerge. They pushed in close and the smell of
poorly washed humanity was overpowering.

Someone shouted, “Where are the Sunbadgers?’

“Indde, “ cdled out Dors piercingly. “Leavethem aone. They’ll be helplessfor awhile, but



they’Il get reinforcements, so get out of here fast”

“What about you?’ came from a dozen throats.

“WEe re getting out too. We won'’t be back.”

“I'll take care of them, “ shrilled Raych, struggling out of Seldon’sarms and standing on hisfedt.
He was rubbing hisright shoulder madly. “1 can wak. Lemme past.”

The crowd opened for him and he said, “Mister, lady, come with me. Fast!”

They were accompanied down the walkway by several dozen men and then Raych suddenly
gestured at an opening and muttered, “In here, folks. I'll rake yato aplace no onewill ever find ya. Even
Davan prob’ly don’t know it. Only thing is, we got to go through the sewer levels. No one will seeus
there, but it’s sort of stinky . . . know what | mean?’

“I imaginewe Il survive, * muttered Seldon.

And down they went dong a narrow spiraling ramp and up rose the mephitic odorsto greet
them.
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Raych found them a hiding place. It had meant climbing up the metal rungs of aladder and it had
led them to alarge loft like room, the use of which Seldon could not imagine. It wasfilled with equipment,
bulky and slent, the function of which aso remained amystery. The room was reasonably clean and free
of dust and asteady draft of air wafted through that prevented the dust from settling and-more important
seemed to lessen the odor.

Raych seemed pleased. “Ain't thisnice?” he demanded. He still rubbed his shoulder now and
then and winced when he rubbed too hard.

“It could be worse, “ said Seldon. “Do you know what this placeis used for, Raych?’

Raych shrugged or began to do so and winced. “I dunno, “ he said. Then he added with atouch
of swagger, “Who cares?’

Dors, who had sat down on the floor after brushing it with her hand and then looking suspicioudy
at her palm, said, “If you want aguess, | think thisis part of acomplex that isinvolved in the
detoxification and recycling of wastes. The stuff must surely end up asfertilizer.”

“Then, “ said Sddon gloomily, “those who run the complex will be down here periodically and
may come at any moment, for dl we know.”

“I been here before, “ said Raych. “I never saw no one here.”

“| suppose Trantor is heavily automated wherever possible and if anything callsfor automation it
would be this treatment of wastes, “ said Dors. “We may be sdfe. . . for awhile”

“Not for long. We'll get hungry and thirsty, Dors”

“I can get food and water for us, “ said Raych. “ Y agot to know how to make out if you're an
dley kid”

“Thank you, Raych, “ said Seldon absently, “but right now I'm not hungry.” He sniffed. “I may
never be hungry again.”

“Youwill be, “ said Dors, “and even if you lose your appetite for awhile, you'll get thirsty. At
least dimination is no problem. We're practically living over what is clearly an open sawer.”

There was sllence for awhile. The light was dim and Seldon wondered why the Trantorians
didn’t keep it dark atogether. But then it occurred to him that he had never encountered true darknessin
any public area. It was probably ahabit in an energy-rich society. Strange that aworld of forty billion
should be energy-rich, but with the interna hegt of the planet to draw upon, to say nothing of solar energy
and nuclear fusion plantsin space, it was. In fact, cometo think of it, there was no energy-poor planet in
the Empire. Was there atime when technology had been so primitive that energy poverty was possible?

He leaned against a system of pipes through which-for al he knew sawage ran. He drew away
from the pipes as the thought occurred to him and he sat down next to Dors.

He sad, “Isthere any way we can get in touch with Chetter Hummin?’

Dorssaid, “Asamatter of fact, | did send a message, though | hated to.”



“Y ou hated to?’

“My orders areto protect you. Each time | haveto get in touch with him, it means|’vefailed.”

Seldon regarded her out of narrowed eyes. “ Do you have to be so compulsive, Dons? Y ou can't
protect me againgt the security officers of an entire sector.”

“1 suppose not. We can disable afew--"

“I know. Wedid. But they’ll send out reinforcements . . . armored ground-car's . . . neuronic
cannon . . . degping mist. I'm not sure what they have, but they’ re going to throw in their entire armory.
I’'msureof it.”

“Y ou're probably right, “ said Dons, her mouth tightening.

“They won't find ya, lady, “ said Raych suddenly. His sharp eyes had moved from oneto the
other asthey talked. “ They never find Davan.”

Dors smiled without joy and ruffled the boy’ s hair, then looked &t the palm of her hand with a
littledismay. Shesad, “I'm not sureif you ought to stay with us, Raych. | don’t want them finding you. “

“They won't find me and if | leave ya, who'll get yafood and water and who'll find yanew hidin’
places, so the Sunbadgers || never know where to |look?’

“No, Raych, they’ll find us. They don't redlly look too hard for Davan. He annoysthem, but |
suspect they don't take him serioudy. Do you know what | mean?’

“Youmean he sjust apaninthe. . . the neck and they figure hean't worth chasing dl over the
lot.”

“Yes, that’swhat | mean. But you see, we hurt two of the officers very badly and they’ re not
going to let us get away with that. If it takestheir whole force-if they have to sweep through every hidden
or unused corridor in the sector-they’ll get us.”

Raych sad, “ That makesmefed like. .. likenatin'n’. If | didn’t run in there and get zapped, ya
wouldn't have taken out them officers and yawouldn't be in such trouble.”

“No, sooner or later, we' d have-uh-taken them out. Who knows? We may have to take out a
few more.”

“Well, yadid it beautiful, “ said Raych. “If | hadn’t been aching al over, | could’ ve watched
more and enjoyed it.”

Sddon sad, “It wouldn’t do us any good to try to fight the entire security system. The questioniis:
What will they do to us once they have us? A prison sentence, surely.”

“Oh no. If necessary, we' |l have to appeal to the Emperor, “ put in Dors.

“The Emperor?’ said Raych, wide-eyed. “Y ou know the Emperor?’

Seldon waved at the boy. “ Any Galactic citizen can apped to the Emperor. -That strikes me as
thewrong thing to do, Dors. Ever snce Hummin and | |eft the Imperid Sector, we' ve been evading the
Emperor.”

“Not to the extent of being thrown into a Dahlite prison. The Imperia apped will serveasa
delay-in any case, adiverson--and perhapsin the course of that delay, we can think of something else.”

“Theré sHummin.”

“Yes, thereis, * said Dors uneasily, “but we can’'t consider him the doit-al. For onething, even if
my message reached him and even if he was able to rush to Dahl, how would he find us here? And, even
if hedid, what could he do against the entire Dahlite security force?’

“Inthat case, “ said Seldon. “We're going to have to think of something we can do before they
findus”

Raych sad, “If yafollow me, | can keep yaahead of them. | know every place thereis around
here”

“Y ou can keep us ahead of one person, but there Il be agreat many, moving down any number
of corridors. We'll escape one group and bump into another.”

They sat in uncomfortable silence for agood while, each confronting what seemed to 6e a
hopel ess situation. Then Dors Venabili stirred and said in atense, low whisper, “They're here. | hear
them.”

For awhile, they strained, listening, then Raych sprang to hisfeet and hissed, “ They comin’ that



way. We gottago thisway.”

Seldon, confused, heard nothing at all, but would have been content to trust the others' superior
hearing, but even as Raych began moving hastily and quietly away from the direction of the approaching
tread, avoice rang out echoing against the sewer walls. “Don’t move. Don’'t move.”

And Raych said, “ That's Davan. How' d he know we were here?’

“Davan?’ said Sddon. “Areyou sure?’

“Surel’msure. HE |l help.”

81.

Davan asked, “What happened?’

Sddon fdt minimaly rdlieved. Surely, the addition of Davan could scarcely count againg the full
force of the Dahl Sector, but, then again, he commanded anumber of people who might create enough
confusion

He said, “Y ou should know, Davan. | suspect that many of the crowd who were a Tisalver's
place this morning were your people.”

“Y es, anumber were. The story isthat you were being arrested and that you manhandled a
squadron of Sunbadgers. But why were you being arrested?’

“Two, “ said Seldon, lifting two fingers. “ Two Sunbadgers. And that’ s bad enough. Part of the
reason we were being arrested was that we had gone to see you.”

“That' s not enough. The Sunbadgers don’t bother with me much as agenera thing.” He added
bitterly, “ They underestimate me.”

“Maybe, “ said Seldon, “ out the woman from whom we rent our rooms reported us for having
darted ariot . . . over the newsman we ran into on our way to you. Y ou know about that. With your
people on the scene yesterday and again this morning and with two officers badly hurt, they may well
decide to clean out these corridors--and that means you will suffer. | really am sorry. | had no intention
or expectation of being the cause of any of this”

But Davan shook his head. “No, you don’t know the Sunbadgers. That’ s not enough either.
They don't want to clean us up. The sector would have to do something about usif they did. They're
only too happy to let usrot in Billibotton and the other dums. No, they’ re after you. What have you
done?’

Dors said impatiently, “We ve done nothing and, in any case, what does it matter? If they’ re not
after you and they are after us, they’ re going to come down hereto flush us out. If you get in theway,
you'll bein deep trouble.”

“No, not me. | have friends-powerful friends, “ said Davan. “| told you that last night. And they
can help you aswell as me. When you refused to help us openly, | got in touch with them. They know
who you are, Dr. Seldon. Y ou’ re afamous man. They’rein apostion to talk to the Mayor of Dahl and
seetoit that you areleft done, whatever you have done. But you' |l have to be taken away out of Dahl.”

Seldon smiled. Relief flooded over him. He said, “Y ou know someone powerful, do you, Davan?
Someone who responds at once, who has the ability to talk the Dahl government out of taking drastic
steps, and who can take us away? Good. I’'m not surprised.” Heturned to Dors, smiling. “I1t's Mycogen
al over again. How doesHummin do it?’

But Dors shook her head. “Too quick. -I don’'t understand.”

Sddon sad, “1 believe he can do anything.”

“1 know him better than you do--and longer--and | don’t believe that.”

Seldon smiled, “Don't underestimate him.” And then, as though anxious not to linger longer on
that subject, he turned to Davan. “But how did you find us? Raych said you knew nothing about this
place”

“Hedon't, * shrilled Raych indignantly. “Thisplaceisal mine. | found it.”

“I’ve never been here before, “ said Davan, looking about. “1t' san interesting place. Raychisa
corridor cregture, perfectly at homein thismaze.”



“Y es, Davan, we gathered as much ourselves. But how did you find it?”

“A heat-seeker. | have adevice that detects infra-red radiation, the particular thermd pattern that
isgiven off &t thirty-seven degrees Celsius. It will react to the presence of human beings and not to other
heat sources. It reacted to you three.”

Donswas frowning. “What good isthat on Trantor, where there are human beings everywhere?
They have them on other worlds, but--"

Davan said, “But not on Trantor. | know. Except that they are useful inthe dums, in the
forgotten, decaying corridors and dleyways.”

“And where did you get it?’ asked Seldon.

Davan said, “It’ senough that | haveit. --but we' ve got to get you away, Master Seldon. Too
many people want you and | want my powerful friend to have you.”

“Whereishe, this powerful friend of yours?’

“He s gpproaching. At least anew thirty-seven-degree sourceisregistering and | don't seethat it
can beanyonedse”

Through the door strode a newcomer, but Seldon’s glad exclamation died on hislips. It was not
Chetter Hummin.

Wye

WYE-...A sector of theworld-city of Trantor . . . In thelatter centuries of the Gaactic
Empire, Wye was the strongest and stablest portion of the world-city. Itsrulers had long aspired to the
Imperia throne, justifying that by their descent from early Emperors. Under Mannix IV, Wye was
militarized and (Imperid authoritieslater claimed) was planning a planet-wide coup .

ENCYCLOPEDIA GALACTICA
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The man who entered wastall and muscular. He had along blond mustache that curled up at the
tipsand afringe of hair that went down the sides of hisface and under his chin, leaving the point of his
chin and hislower lip smoothly bare and seeming alittle moist. His head was so closely cropped and his
hair was so fight that, for one unpleasant moment, Seldon was reminded of Mycogen.

The newcomer wore what was unmistakably auniform. It was red and white and about hiswaist
was awide belt decorated with silver studs.

His voice, when he spoke, was arolling bass and its accent was not like any that Seldon had
heard before. Most unfamiliar accents sounded uncouth in Seldon’ s experience, but this one seemed
amost musical, perhaps because of the richness of the low tones.

“| am Sergeant Emmer Thaus, “ he rumbled in adow succession of syllables. “I have come
seeking Dr. Hari Seldon.”

Sddonsad, “l anhe” Inan asdeto Dors, he muttered, “if Hummin couldn’t come himsdlf, he
certainly sent amagnificent sde of beef to represent him.”

The sergeant favored Seldon with astolid and dightly prolonged look. Thenhesaid, “Yes. You
have been described to me. Please come with me, Dr. Seldon.”

Seldon said, “Lead theway.”

The sergeant stepped backward. Seldon and Dors Venabili stepped forward.

The sergeant stopped and raised alarge hand, pam toward Dors. “1 have been instructed to take
Dr. Hari Sdldon with me. | have not been ingtructed to take anyone else.”

For amoment, Seldon looked at him uncomprehendingly. Then hislook of surprise gave way to
anger. “It' squite impossible that you have been told that, Sergeant. Dr. Dors Venabili ismy associate
and my companion. She must come with me.”

“That isnor in accordance with my instructions, Doctor.”



“| don’t care about your ingtructionsin any way, Sergeant Thalus. | do not budge without her.”

“What’' smore, “ said Dorswith clear irritation, “my instructions are to protect Dr. Seldon at dll
times. | cannot do that unless| am with him. Therefore, where he goes, | go.”

The sergeant looked puzzled. “ My ingructions are strict that | seeto it that no harm comesto
you, Dr. Seldon. If you will not come voluntarily, | must carry you to my vehicle. | will try to do so
gently.”

He extended histwo arms as though to seize Seldon by the waist and carry him off bodily.

Sdldon skittered backward and out of reach. Ashe did so, the side of hisfight palm came down
on the sergeant’ sright upper arm where the muscles were thinnest, so that he struck the bone.

The sergeant drew a sudden deep breath and seemed to shake himself abit, but turned, face
expressionless, and advanced again. Davan, watching, remained where he was, motionless, but Raych
moved behind the sergeant

Seldon repeated his pam stroke a second time, then athird, but now Sergeant Thalus,
anticipating the blow, lowered his shoulder to caich it on hard muscle.

Dors had drawn her knives.

“Sergeant, “ shesaid forcefully. “Turnin thisdirection, | want you to understand | may be forced
to hurt you severely if you perdgst in attempting to carry Dr. Seldon off againgt hiswill.”

The sergeant paused, seemed to take in the dowly waving knives solemnly, then said, “Itisnot in
my ingructionsto refrain from harming anyone but Dr. Seldon.”

Hisright hand moved with surprising speed toward the neuronic whip in the holster at his hip.
Dors moved as quickly forward, knives flashing.

Neither completed the movemen.

Dashing forward, Raych had pushed at the sergeant’ s back with hisleft hand and withdrew the
sergeant’ sweapon from its holster with hisright He moved away quickly, holding the neuronic whipin
both hands now and shouting, “Hands up, Sergeant, or you' re gonna get it!”

The sergeant whirled and anervous look crossed his reddening face. It was the only moment that
its stolidity had weakened. “Put that down, sonny, “ he growled. “Y ou don’t know how it works.”

Raych howled, “I know about the safety. It s off and thisthing can fire. And it will if you try to
rushme.”

The sergeant froze. He clearly knew how dangerousit was to have an excited twelve-year-old
handling a powerful wegpon.

Nor did Seldon fed much better. He said, “Careful, Raych. Don't shoot. Keep your finger off
the contact.”

“l @an't gonnalet him rush me.”

“Hewon't. -Sergeant, please don’'t move. Let’s get something straight. Y ou were told to teke
me away from here. Isthat right?’

“That' sright, “ said the sergeant, eyes somewhat protruding and firmly fixed on Raych (whose
eyeswere asfirmly fixed on the sergeant).

“But you were not cold to take anyone dse. Isthat right?’

“No, | was not, Doctor, “ said the sergeant firmly. Not even the threet of a neuronic whip was
going to make him weasd. One could see that.

“Very well, but listen to me, Sergeant. Were you told not to take anyone e se?’

“I just said-

“No no. Listen, Sergeant. There' sadifference. Were your ingtructionsssmply ‘ Take Dr.
Seldon!’ ? Was that the entire order, with no mention of anyone else, or were the orders more specific?
Wereyour orders asfollows: ‘ Take Dr. Seldon and don't take anyone else 7’

The sergeant turned that over in his head, then he said, “1 wastold to take you, Dr. Seldon.”

“Then there was no mention of anyone else, oneway or the other, wasthere?’

Pause. “No.”

“Y ou were not told to take Dr. Venahili, but you were not told not to take Dr. Venahili either. Is
thet right?”



Pause. “Yes”

“So you can elther take her or not take her, whichever you please?’

Long pause. “I suppose s0.”

“Now then, here’ s Raych, the young fellow who' s got a neuronic whip pointing at you your
neuronic whip, remember--and heisanxiousto useit.”

“Yay!” shouted Raych.

“Not yet, Raych, “ said Sdldon. “And hereis Dr. Venabili with two knivesthat she can use very
expertly and there' s myself, who can, if | get the chance, break your Adam'’ s gpple with one hand so that
you'll never speak above awhisper again. Now then, do you want to take Dr. Venabili or don’t you
want to? Y our orders allow you to do either.”

And finaly the sergeant said in abesten voice, “I will take the woman.”

“And the boy, Raych.”

“And the boy.”

“Good. Have | your word of honor-your word of honor as asoldier that you will do asyou have
justsad. .. honestly?’

“Y ou have my word of honor asasoldier, “ said the sergeant.

“Good. Raych, give back the whip. -Now. -Don’t make me wait.”

Raych, hisface twisted into an unhappy grimace, looked a Dors, who hesitated and then dowly
nodded her head. Her face was as unhappy as Raych’s.

Raych held out the neuronic whip to the sergeant and said, “They’ re makin’ me, yabig--" His
last words were unintelligible.

Seldon said, “Put away your knives, Dors.”

Dors shook her head, but put them away.

“Now, Sergeant?’ said Seldon.

The sergeant |ooked at the neuronic whip, then at Seldon. He said, “Y ou are an honorable man,
Dr. Sddon, and my word of honor holds.” With amilitary snap, he placed his neuronic whipin his
holster.

Seldon turned to Davan and said, “Davan, please forget what you have seen here. Wethree are
going voluntarily with Sergeant Thalus. Youtdl Y ugo Amaryl when you see him that | will not forget him
and that, oncethisisover and | am freeto act, | will seethat he getsinto aUniversity. And if there's
anything reasonable | can ever do for your cause, Davan, | will. -Now, Sergeant, let’sgo.”
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“Have you ever beenin an air-jet before, Raych?’ asked Hari Seldon.

Raych shook his head speechlesdy. He was |ooking down at Upperside rushing beneath them
with amixture of fright and awe.

It struck Seldon again how much Trantor was aworld of Expressways and tunnels. Even long
trips were made underground 6y the generd population. Air travel, however common it might be on the
Outworlds, was aluxury on Trantor and an air-jet like this-

How had Hummin managed it? Seldon wondered.

Helooked out the window at the rise and fal of the domes, a the generd greeninthisareaof the
planet, the occasional patches of what were little lessthan jungles, the arms of the seathey occasiondly
passed over, with itsleaden waters taking on a sudden all too-brief sparkle when the sun peeped out
momentarily from the heavy cloud layer.

An hour or so into theflight, Dors, who was viewing anew higtorica novel without muchin the
way of gpparent enjoyment, clicked it off and said, “I wish | knew where we were going.”

“If you can't tell, * said Seldon, “then | certainly can’t. Y ou’ ve been on Trantor longer than |
have.”

“Yes, but only on theindde, “ said Dors. “ Out here, with only Upperside below me, I'm aslost
asan unborn infant would be.”



“Oh well. -Presumably, Hummin knowswhat he’ sdoing.”

“I'msurehedoes, “ replied Dors rather tartly, “but that may have nothing to do with the present
gtuation. Why do you continue to assume any of this represents hisinitiative?”

Seldon’ s eyebrows lifted. “Now that you ask, | don’t know. | just assumed it. Why shouldn’t this
behis?’

“Because whoever arranged it didn’t specify that | be taken along with you. | smply don't see
Hummin forgetting my existence. And because he didn’t come himself, ashedid a Stredling and at
Mycogen.”

“You can’'t dways expect him to, Dors. He might well be occupied. The astonishing thing isnor
that he didn’t come on this occasion but that he did come on the previous ones.”

“Assuming he didn’t come himself, would he send a conspicuous and lavish flying pdacelike
this?’ She gestured around her at the large luxurious jet.

“It might smply have been available. And he might have reasoned that no one would expect
something as noticeable as thisto be carrying fugitives who were desperatdly trying to avoid detection.
The well-known double-double-cross.”

“Too well-known, in my opinion. And would he send an idiot like Sergeant Thalusin his place?’

“The sergeant isno idiot. HE' s smply been trained to complete obedience. With proper
ingtructions, he could be utterly religble.”

“Thereyou are, Hari. We come back to that. Why didn’t he get proper ingtructions? It’s
inconceivable to me that Chetter Hummin would tell him to carry you out of Dahl and not say aword
about me. Inconceivable.”

And to that Seldon had no answer and his spirits sank.

Another hour passed and Dors said, “It looks asif it’s getting colder outside. The green of
Uppersdeisturning brown and | believe the hegters have turned on.”

“What doesthat sgnify?’

“Dahl isin thetropic zone so obvioudy we' re going ether north or south--and a considerable
distancetoo. If I had some notion in which direction the nightlinewas| could tell which.”

Eventudly, they passed over a section of shordline where there was arim of ice hugging the
domes where they were rimmed by the sea.

And then, quite unexpectedly, the air-jet angled downward.

Raych screamed, “We' regoin’ to hit! We' regoin’ to smash up!”

Sdldon’' s abdomina musclestightened and he clutched the arms of his seet.

Dors seemed unaffected. She said, “ The pilots up front don’t seem darmed. WE Il be tunneling.”

And, as she said 50, the jet’ swings swept backward and under it and, like abullet, the air-jet
encored atunnd. Blackness swept back over them in an instant and amoment later the lighting systemiin
the tunnd turned on. Thewalls of the tunnel snaked past the jet on either side.

“I don’t suppose I’ [l ever be sure they know the tunnel isn't already occupied, “ muttered
Sdldon.

“I’'m sure they had reassurance of aclear tunnel some dozens of kilometersearlier, “ said Dors.
“At any rate, | presumethisisthelast stage of thejourney and soon we' Il know wherewe are.”

She paused and then added, “And | further presume we won't like the knowledge when we have
it”
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Theair-jet sped out of the tunnel and onto along runway with aroof so high that it seemed closer
to true daylight than anything Seldon had seen since he had |eft the Imperia Sector.

They cameto ahalt in ashorter time than Seldon would have expected, but at the price of an
uncomfortable pressure forward. Raych, in particular, was crushed against the seat before him and was
finding it difficult to breath rill Dors shand on his shoulder pulled him back dightly.

Sergeant Thalus, impressive and erect, | eft the jet and moved to the rear, where he opened the



door of the passenger compartment and helped the three out, one by one.

Seldon was last. He haf-turned as he passed the sergeant, saying, “ It was a pleasant trip,
Sergeant.”

A dow smite spread over the sergeant’ slarge face and lifted his moustached upper lip. He
touched the visor of hiscap in what was half a salute and said, “ Thank you again, Doctor.”

They were then ushered into the backseat of a ground-car of lavish design and the sergeant
himsdlf pushed into the front seaet and drove the vehicle with asurprisingly light touch.

They passed through wide roadways, flanked by tall, well-designed buildings, dl glisening in
broad daylight. As elsewhere on Trantor, they heard the distant drone of an Expressway. The walkways
were crowded with what were, for the most part, well-dressed people. The surroundings were
remarkably-almost excessively clean.

Sdldon’ s sense of security sank further. Dors's misgivings concerning their destination now
seemed judtified after all. He leaned coward her and said, “ Do you think we are back in the Imperial
Sector?’

She said, “No, the buildings are more rococo in the Imperial Sector and there’ sless Imperid
parkishness to this sector-if you know what | mean.”

“Then where are we, Dors?

“WEel haveto ask, I'm afraid, Hari.”

It was not along trip and soon they rolled into a car-bay that flanked an imposing four-story
gructure. A frieze of imaginary animals ran aong the top, decorated with strips of warm pink stone. It
was an impressive facade with arather pleasing design.

Seldon said, “That certainly looks rococo enough.”

Dors shrugged uncertainly.

Raych whistled and said in afailing attempt to sound unimpressed, “Hey, look at that fancy
place”

Sergeant Thaus gestured to Seldom clearly indicating that he was to follow. Seldon hung back
and, dso relying on the universal language of gesture, held out both arms, clearly including Dorsand
Raych.

The sergeant hesitated in adightly hangdog fashion at the impressive pink doorway. His
mustache amost seemed to droop.

Then he said gruffly, “All three of you, then. My word of honor holds. -Still, others may not fed
obligated by my own obligation, you know.”

Seldon nodded. “1 hold you responsible for your own deeds only, Sergeant.”

The sergeant was clearly moved and, for amoment, his face lightened as though he was
consdering the possihility of shaking Seldon’s hand or expressing heartfelt his approval in some other
way. He decided againgt it, however, and stepped onto the bottom step of the flight that led to the door.
The gtairsimmediately began a stately upward movement.

Seldon and Dors stepped after him at once and kept their balance without much trouble. Raych,
who was momentarily staggered in surprise, jumped onto the moving stairs after ashort run, shoved both
handsinto his pockets, and whistled cardlesdy.

The door opened and two women stepped out, one on either sidein symmetrica fashion. They
were young and attractive. Their dresses, belted tightly about the waist and reaching nearly to their
ankles, fdl in crisp pleats and rustled when they walked. Both had brown hair that was coiled in thick
plaits on either side of their heads. (Seldon found it attractive, but wondered how long it took them each
morning to arrange it just so. He had not been aware of so eaborate a coiffure on the women they had
passed in the streets.)

The two women stared at the newcomers with obvious contempt. Seldon was not surprised.
After the day’ s events, he and Dors looked almost as disreputable as Raych.

Y et the women managed to bow decoroudy and then made a half-turn and gestured inward in
perfect unison and with symmetry carefully maintained. (Did they rehearse these things?) It was clear that
the three were to enter.



They stepped through an elaborate room, cluttered with furniture and decorative items whose use
Seldon did not readily understand. The floor was light-colored, springy, and glowed with luminescence.
Sdldon noted with some embarrassment that their footwesr left dusty marks uponiit.

And then an inner door was flung open and yet another woman emerged. She was distinctly
older than the first two (who sank dowly as she camein, crossing their legs symmetricaly asthey did so
inaway that made Seldon marvel that they could keep their balance; it undoubtedly took a deal of
practice).

Seldon wondered if he too was expected to display some ritudized form of respect, but since he
hadn’t the faintest notion of what this might consist of, he merely bowed his head dightly. Dorsremained
standing erect and, it seemed to Seldon, did so with disdain. Raych was staring open-mouthed in all
directions and looked as though he didn’t even see the woman who had just entered.

She was plump-nor fat, but comfortably padded. She wore her hair precisely asthe young ladies
did and her dresswasin the same style, but much more richly ornamented-too much so to suit Seldon’s
aesthetic notions.

She was clearly middle-aged and therewas a hint of gray in her hair, but the dimplesin her
cheeks gave her the gppearance of having rather more than a dash of youth. Her light brown eyes were
merry and on the whole she looked more motherly than old.

Shesad, “How areyou? All of you.” (She showed no surprise a the presence of Dors and
Raych, but included them easily in her greeting.) “I’ ve been waiting for you for some time and amost had
you on Upperside at Stregling. Y ou are Dr. Hari Seldon, whom |’ ve been looking forward to meeting.
You, | think, must be Dr. Dors Venahili, for you had been reported to bein his company. Thisyoung
man | fear | do not know, but | am pleased to see him. But we must not spend our timetalking, for I'm
sureyou would liketo rest first.”

“And bathe, Madam, “ said Dorsrather forcefully, “Each of us could use athorough shower.”

“Yes, certainly, “ said the woman, “and a changein clothing. Especidly the young man.” She
looked down at Raych without any of thelook of contempt and disapproval that the two young women
had shown.

Shesad, “What isyour name, young man?”’

“Raych, * said Raych in arather choked and embarrassed voice. He then added experimentally,
“Missus”

“What an odd coincidence, “ said the woman, her eyes sparkling. “ An omen, perhaps. My own
nameisRashdle. Isn't that odd? --but come. We shall take care of you all. Then there will be plenty of
timeto have dinner and to talk.”

“Wait, Madam, “ said Dors. “May | ask where we are?’

“Wye, dear. And please cal me Rashelle, asyou cometo fed morefriendly. | am dwaysat ease
withinformdlity.”

Dors stiffened. “ Are you surprised that we ask? 1sn't it natural that we should wane to know
where we are?’

Rashellelaughed in apleasant, tinkling manner. “Really, Dr. Venabili, something must be done
about the name of this place. | was not asking a question but making a statement. Y ou asked where you
were and | did not ask you why. | told you, Wye.” Y ou are in the Wye Sector.”

“InWye?’ said Sddon forcibly.

“Yesindeed, Dr. Seldon. We ve wanted you from the day you addressed the Decennial
Convention and we are so0 glad to have you now.”
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Actudly, it took afull day to rest and ungtiffen, to wash and get clean, to obtain new clothes
(satiny and rather loose, in the style of Wye), and to deep agood dedl.

It was during the second evening in Wye that there was the dinner that Madam Rashelle had
promised.



The table was alarge one-too large, considering that there were only four dining: Hari Seldon,
DorsVenahili, Raych, and Rashelle. The wals and celling were softly illuminated and the colors changed
at arate that caught the eye but not so rapidly asin any way to discommode the mind. The very
tablecl oth, which was not cloth (Seldon had not made up his mind what it might be), seemed to sparkle.

The serverswere many and silent and when the door opened it seemed to Seldon that he caught
aglimpse of soldiers, armed and at the ready, outsde. The room was avelvet glove, but theiron fist was
not far distant.

Rashelle was gracious and friendly and had clearly taken aparticular liking to Raych, who, she
ingsted, wasto Sit next to her.

Raych-scrubbed, polished, and shining, dl but unrecognizablein his new clothes, with hishair
clipped, cleaned, and brushed -- scarcely dared to say aword. It was as though he felt his grammar no
longer fit his gppearance. He was pitifully ill at ease and he watched Dors carefully as she switched from
utens to utensil, trying to match her exactly in every repect.

Thefood was tasty but spicy-to the point where Seldon could not recognize the exact nature of
the dishes.

Rashdlle, her plump face made happy by her gentle smile and her fine teeth gleaming white, said,
“Y ou may think we have Mycogenian additivesin the food, but we do not. It isal homegrown in Wye.
Thereis no sector on the planet more sdlf-sufficient than Wye. We labor hard to keep that so.”

Sdaldon nodded gravely and said, * Everything you have given usisfird-rate, Rashelle. We are
much obliged to you.”

And yet within himsdlf he thought the food was not quite up to Mycogenian standards and he felt
moreover, as he had earlier muttered to Dors, that he was celebrating his own defeat. Or Hummin's
defeat, at any rare, and that seemed to him to be the same thing.

After dl, he had been captured by Wye, the very possibility that had so concerned Hummin a
thetime of theincident Upperside.

Rashdle sad, “ Perhaps, in my role ashostess, | may beforgivenif | ask persona questions. Am
| correct in assuming that you three do not represent afamily; that you, Hari, and you, Dors, are not
married and that Raych is not your son?’

“Thethree of usare not related in any way, “ said Seldon. “Raych was born on Trantor, | on
Helicon, Dorson Cinna.”

“And how did you al meet, then?’

Seldon explained briefly and with aslittle detall as he could manage . “ There' s nothing romantic
or sgnificant in the meetings, “ he added.

“Yet | am given to understand that you raised difficultieswith my persona aide, Sergeant Thaus,
when he wanted to take only you out of Dahl.”

Seldon said gravely, “I had grown fond of Dors and Raych and did not wish to be separated
fromthem.”

Rashelle smiled and said, “Y ou are asentimental man, | see”

“Yes, | am. Sentimental. And puzzled too.”

“Puzzled?’

“Why yes. And since you were so kind as to ask persona questions of us, may | ask one as
wel?’

“Of course, my dear Hari. Ask anything you please.”

“When we first arrived, you said that Wye has wanted me from the day | addressed the
Decennia Convention. For what reason might that be?’

“Surely, you are not so smple as not to know. We want you for your psychohistory.”

“That much | do understand. But what makes you think that having me meansyou have
psychohistory?’

“Surely, you have not been so cardless asto loseit.”

“Worse, Rashdlle. | have never had it”

Rashdlle' sface dimpled. “But you said you had it in your talk. Not that | understood your talk. |



am not amathematician. | hate numbers. But | have in my employ mathemeaticians who have explained to
mewhat itisyou sad.”

“Inthat case, my dear Rashelle, you must listen more closdly. | can well imagine they have cold
you that | have proven that psychohistorical predictions are conceivable, but surely they must dso have
cold you that they are not practica.”

“I can't believethat, Hari. The very next day, you were caled into an audience with that
pseudo-Emperor, Cleon.”

“The pseudo-Emperor?” murmured Dorsironicaly.

“Why yes, “ said Rashelle as though she was answering a serious question. “ Pseudo-Emperor.
He has no true claim to the throne.”

“Rashelle, “ said Sddon, brushing that aside abit impatiently, “I told Cleon exactly what | have
just told you and helet me go.”

Now Rashelledid nor smile. A small edge crept into her voice. “ Y es, helet you go the way the
cat in the fable lets amouse go. He has been pursuing you ever since-in Stregling, in Mycogen, in Dahl.
Hewould pursue you here if he dared. But come now-our serioustalk istoo serious. Let us enjoy
oursdlves. Let ushavemusic.”

And at her words, there suddenly sounded a soft but joyous instrumental melody. She leaned
toward Raych and said softly, “My boy, if you are not a ease with the fork, use your spoon or your
fingers. | won't mind.”

Raych said, “Yes, mum, “ and swalowed hard, but Dors caught hiseye and her lipssilently
mouthed: “Fork.”

He remained with hisfork.

Dorssad, “Themusicislovely, Madam”-she pointedly rejected the familiar form of address* but
it must not he allowed to digtract us. Thereisthe thought in my mind that the pursuer in al those places
might have been in the employ of the Wye Sector. Surely, you would not be so well acquainted with
eventsif Wye were not the prime mover.”

Rashdlle laughed doud. “Wye hasits eyes and ears everywhere, of course, but we were not the
pursuers. Had we been, you would have been picked up without fail-as you were in Dahl finally when,
indeed, we were the pursuers. When, however, thereis a pursuit that fails, agrasping hand that misses,
you may be surethat itis Demerzel.”

“Do you think so little of Demerzel?” murmured Dors.

“Y es. Doesthat surprise you? We have beaten him.”

“Y ou? Or the Wye Sector?’

“The sector, of course, but insofar asWyeisthevictor, then | an thevictor.”

“How drange, “ said Dors. “ There seemsto be a prevalent opinion throughout Trantor that the
inhabitants of Wye have nothing to do with victory, with defeat, or with anything else. It isfelt that thereis
but onewill and onefist in Wye and that isthat of the Mayor. Surely, you--or any other Wyan-weigh
nothing in comparison.”

Rashelle smiled broadly. She paused to look at Raych benevolently and to pinch his cheek, then
sad, “If you believe that our Mayor isan autocrat and that thereis but one will that sways Wye, then
perhaps you are right. But, even so, | can gill use the persona pronoun, for my will is of account.”

“Why yours?’ said Sddon. “Why not?’ said Rashelle as the servers began clearing the table. “I
am the Mayor of Wye.”
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It was Raych who was the first to react to the statement. Quite forgetting the cloak of civility that
sat upon him so uncomfortably, he laughed raucoudy and said, “Hey, lady, yacan't be Mayor. Mayorsis
guys”

Rashdlle looked at him good-naturedly and said in aperfect imitation of histone of voice, “Hey,
kid, some Mayorsis guys and some Mayorsis dames. Put that under your lid and let it bubble.”



Raych’ s eyes protruded and he seemed stunned. Finally he managed to say, “Hey, yatak
regular, lady.”

“Surething. Regular asyawant, “ said Rashdle, ill samiling.

Seldon cleared histhroat and said, “ That' s quite an accent you have, Rashelle.”

Rashelle tossed her head dightly. “1 haven't had occasion to use it in many years, but one never
forgets. | once had afriend, agood friend, who was a Dahlite-when | was very young.” She sighed. “He
didn’t speak that way, of course-he was quite intelligent but he could do so if he wished and he taught
me. It was exciting to talk so with him. It created aworld that excluded our surroundings. It was
wonderful. It was also impossible. My father made that plain. And now aong comes this young rascd,
Raych, to remind me of those long-ego days. He has the accent, the eyes, the impudent cast of
countenance, and in Six years or so he will be addight and terror to the young women. Won't you,
Raych?’

Raych sad, “I dunno, lady-uh, mum.”

“I"'m sure you will and you will cometo look very much likemy . . . old friend and it will be much
more comfortable for me not to see you then. And now, dinner’ sover and it’ stime for you to go to your
room, Raych. Y ou can watch holovison for awhileif you wish. | don't suppose you read.”

Raych reddened. “1’m gonnaread someday. Master Seldon says|’m gonna.”

“Then!’m sureyou will.”

A young woman approached Raych, curtsying respectfully in Rashell€ sdirection. Seldon had
not seen the signal that had summoned her.

Raych sad, “Can't | stay with Master Seldon and Missus Venabili?’

“You'll ssethem later, “ said Rashedle gently, “but Master and Missusand | haveto Talk right
NOw-so you must go.”

Dors mouthed afirm “Go!” a Raych and with agrimace the boy did out of hischair and
followed the attendant.

Rashelle turned to Seldon and Dors once Raych was gone and said, “ The boy will be safe, of
course, and treated well. Please have no fears about that. And | will be safe too. Asmy woman
approached just now, so will adozen armed men--and much more rapidly-when summoned. | want you
to understand that.”

Sdldon said evenly, “We arein no way thinking of attacking you, Rashelle--or must | now say,
‘Madam Mayor’ 7’

“Still Rashdle. | am given to understand that you are awrestler of sorts, Hari, and you, Dors, are
very sKkillful with the knives we have removed from your room. | don’'t want you to rely usdesdy on your
ills, ance | want Hari dive, unharmed, and friendly.”

“Itisquitewd | understood, Madam Mayor, “ said Dors, her lack of friendship uncompromised,
“that the ruler of Wye, now and for the past forty years, is Mannix, Fourth of that Name, and that heis
dill diveandin full possession of hisfaculties. Who, then, areyou redly?’

“Exactly who | say | am, Dors. Mannix 1V ismy father. Heis, asyou say, dill diveandin
possession of hisfaculties. In the eyes of the Emperor and of dl the Empire, heis Mayor of Wye, but he
isweary of the strains of power and iswilling, at last, to let them dip into my hands, which arejust as
willing to receive them. | am hisonly child and | was brought up al my lifeto rule. My father istherefore
Mayor inlaw and name, but | am Mayor infact. It isto me, now, that the armed forces of Wye have
sworn dlegiance and in Wyethat isdl that counts.”

Seldon nodded. “Let it be asyou say. But even so, whether it is Mayor Mannix IV or Mayor
Rashdlel-itisthe Fird, | supposethereisno purposein your holding me. | havetold you that | don't
have aworkable psychohistory and | do not think that either | or anyone else will ever have one. | have
cold that to the Emperor. | am of no use either to you or to him.”

Rashdlle said, “How naive you are. Do you know the higtory of the Empire?’

Seldon shook his head. 1 have recently come to wish that | knew it much better.”

Dorssad dryly, “I know Imperid history quite well, though the pre-Imperid ageismy specidlty,
Madam Mayor. But what does it matter whether we do or do not?’



“If you know your history, you know that the House of Wye isancient and honorableand is
descended from the Dacian dynasty.”

Dorssad, “The Dacians ruled five thousand years ago. The number of their descendantsin the
hundred and fifty generationsthat have lived and died since then may number half the population of the
Gadaxy-if dl genedlogicd clams, however outrageous, are accepted.”

“Our genedlogica clams, Dr. Venabili”-Rashdll€ stone of voice was, for thefirst time, cold and
unfriendly and her eyes flashed like sted--" are not outrageous. They are fully documented. The House of
Wye has maintained itself consistently in positions of power through al those generations and there have
been occas ons when we have held the Imperia throne and have ruled as Emperors.”

“The history book-films, “ said Dors, “usualy refer to the Wyerulers as ‘ anti-Emperors, * never
recognized by the bulk of the Empire.”

“It depends on who writes the history book-films. In the future, we wilt, for the throne which has
been ourswill be oursagain.”

“To accomplish that, you must bring about civil war.”

“Therewon’t be much risk of that, “ said Rashelle. She was smiling again. “ That iswhat | must
explain to you because | want Dr. Seldon’ s help in preventing such a catastrophe. My father, Mannix IV,
has been aman of peace dl hislife. He has been loya to whomever it might bethat ruled in the Imperia
Palace and he has kept Wye a prosperous and strong pillar of the Trantorian economy for the good of al
the Empire”

“I don’t know that the Emperor has ever trusted him any the morefor al that, “ said Dors.

“I’'msurethat isso, “ said Rashelle camly, “for the Emperors that have occupied the Palacein
my father’ stime have known themselves to be usurpers of ausurping line. Usurpers cannot afford to trust
thetrue rulers. And yet my father has kept the peace. He has, of course, developed and trained a
magnificent security force to maintain the peace, prosperity, and stability of the sector and the Imperia
authorities have alowed this because they wanted Wye peaceful, prosperous, stable--and loya.”

“Butisitloyd? sadDors.

“To the true Emperor, of course, “ said Rashelle, “and we have now reached the stage where our
strength is such that we can take over the government quickly-in alightning stroke, in fact--and before
onecan say ‘civil war' therewill be atrue Emperor--or Empress, if you prefer--and Trantor will be as
peaceful as before.”

Dors shook her head. “May | enlighten you? Asa historian?’

“I amdwayswillingto listen.” And sheinclined her head ever so dightly toward Dors.

“Whatever size your security force may be, however well-trained and well-equipped, they cannot
possibly equa in size and strength the Imperid forces backed by twenty-five million worlds.”

“Ah, but you have put your finger on the usurper’ sweskness, Dr. Venabili. There are twenty-five
million worlds, with the Imperia forces scattered over them. Those forces are thinned out over
incal culable space, under uncounted officers, none of them particularly ready for any action outsde thelr
own Provinces, many ready for action in their own interest rather than in the Empire’ s. Our forces, on the
other hand, are dl here, al on Trantor. We can act and conclude before the distant generdls and admirals
can get it through their heads that they are needed.”

“But that response will come--and with irresistible force.”

“Areyou certain of that?’ said Rashelle. “Wewill bein the Paace. Trantor will be oursand a
peace. Why should the Imperial forces stir when, by minding their own business, each petty military
leader can have hisown world to rule, his own Province?’

“But isthat what you want?’ asked Seldon wonderingly. “ Are you teling me that you look
forward to ruling over an Empire that will bresk up into splinters?’

Rashdlesad, “That isexactly right. | would rule over Trantor, over its outlying space settlements,
over the few nearby planetary systemsthat are part of the Trantorian Province. | would much rather be
Emperor of Trantor than Emperor of the Galaxy.”

“Y ou would be satisfied with Trantor only, “ said Dorsin tones of the deepest disbelief.

“Why not?’ said Rashelle, suddenly ablaze. She leaned forward eagerly, both hands pressed



pams-down on thetable. “That iswhat my father has been planning for forty years. Heisonly clinging to
life now to witnessitsfulfillment. Why do we need millions of worlds, distant worlds that mean nothing to
us, that weaken us, that draw our forces far away from us into meaningless cubic parsecs of space, that
drown usin adminigtrative chaos, that ruin us with their endless quarrels and problems when they are dl
distant nothings as far as we are concerned? Our own populous world-our own planetary city-is Galaxy
enough for us. We have al we need to support oursalves. Asfor therest of the Galaxy, let it splinter.
Every petty militarist can have hisown splinter. They needn’t fight. There will be enough for dl.”

“But they will fight, just the same, “ said Dors. “Each will refuse to be satisfied with his Province.
Each will feat that his neighbor is not satisfied with his Province. Each will fed insecure and will dream of
Gdactic rule asthe only guarantee of safety. Thisis certain, Madam Empress of Nothing. There will be
endlesswarsinto which you and Trantor will be inevitably drawn-to theruin of al.”

Rashelle said with clear contempt, “ So it might seem, if one could see no farther than you do, if
onerdied on the ordinary lessons of history.”

“What isthereto seefarther?’ retorted Dors. “What is one to rely on beyond the lessons of
history?’

“Wheét liesbeyond?’ said Rashdlle. “Why, he.’*

And her arm shot outward, her index finger jabbing toward Seldon.

“Me? said Seldon. “1 have already told you that psychohistory--"

Rashelle said, “ Do not repest what you have already said, my good Dr. Seldon. We gain nothing
by that. -Do you think, Dr. Venahili, that my father was never aware of the danger of endless civil war?
Do you think he did not bend his powerful mind to thinking of some way to prevent that? He has been
prepared at any time these last ten yearsto take over the Empirein aday. It needed only the assurance
of security beyond victory.”

“Whichyou can't have, * said Dors.

“Which we had the moment we heard of Dr. Seldon’s paper at the Decennial Convention. | saw
a once that that was what we needed. My father wastoo old to see the significance at once. When |
explained it, however, he saw it too and it was then that he formally transferred his power tome. Soitis
to you, Hari, that | owe my position and to you | will owe my greater position in the future.”

“I keep telling you that it cannot--" began Seldon with deep annoyance.

“It isnot important what can or cannot be done. What isimportant iswhat people will or will not
believe can be done. They will believe you, Hari, when you tell them the psychohigtoric prediction isthat
Trantor can ruleitsaf and that the Provinces can become Kingdomsthat will live together in peace.”

“I will make no such prediction, “ said Seldon, “in the albbsence of true psychohistory. | won't
play the charlatan. If you want something like thet, you say it.”

“Now, Hari. They won't believe me. It' syou they will believe. The great mathematician. Why not
obligethem?’

“Asit happens, “ said Sdldom “the Emperor aso thought to use me as a source of salf-serving
prophecies. | refused to do it for him, so do you think | will agreeto do it for you?’

Rashelle was silent for awhile and when she spoke again her voice had logt itsintense excitement
and became almost coaxing.

“Hari, “ shesaid, “think alittle of the difference between Cleon and myself. What Cleon
undoubtedly wanted from you was propaganda to preserve histhrone. It would be uselessto give him
that, for the throne can't be preserved. Don’'t you know that the Galactic Empireisin astate of decay,
that it cannot endure for much longer? Trantor itself isdowly diding into ruin because of the
ever-increasing weight of administering twenty-five million worlds. What' s ahead of usisbreskup and
civil war, no matter what you do for Cleon.”

Sdldon said, “I have heard something like this said. It may even betrue, but what then?’

“Wadl then, help it break into fragments without any war. Help me take Trantor. Help me
edtablish afirm government over aredlm smal enough to 6e ruled efficiently. Let me give freedom to the
rest of the Gaaxy, each portion to go its own way according to its own customs and cultures. The
Gdaxy will become aworking whole again through the free agencies of trade, tourism, and



communication and the fate of cracking into disaster under the present rule of force that barely holdsit
together will be averted. My ambition is moderate indeed; one world, not millions; peace, not war;
freedom, not davery. Think about it and help me.”

Sdldon said, “Why should the Galaxy believe me any more than they would believe you? They
don’t know me and which of our fleet commanderswill be impressed by the mere word
‘psychohigtory’ 7’

“Y ou won't be believed now, but | don’t ask for action now. The House of Wye, having waited
thousands of years, can wait thousands of days more. Cooperate with me and | will make your name
famous. | will make the promise of psychohistory glow through al the worlds and at the proper time,
when | judge the movement to be the chosen moment, you will pronounce your prediction and we will
grike. Then, in atwinkling of history, the Galaxy will exist under aNew Order that will render it stable
and happy for eons. Come now, Hari, can you refuse me?’

Overthrow

THALUS, EMMER- . . . A sergeant in the armed security forces of the Wye Sector of ancient
Trantor . . .
... Adde from these totally unremarkable vita statistics, nothing is known of the man except that
on one occasion he held the fate of the Galaxy in hisfig.
ENCY CLOPEDIA GALACTICA

87.

Breakfast the next morning was served in an acove near the rooms of the captured three and it
was luxurious indeed. There certainly was aconsderable variety to the food and more than enough of
everything.

Seldon sat at the breakfast table with amound of spicy sausages before him, totally ignoring Dors
Venabili’ s gloomy predictions concerning ssomachs and colic.

Raych said, “Thedame. . . the Madam Mayor said when she came to see melast night--"

“She cameto seeyou?’ said Seldon.

“Y egh. She said she wanted to make sure | was comfortable. She said when she had a chance
she would take meto azoo.”

“A zoo?' Seldon looked at Dors. “What kind of zoo can they have on Trantor? Cats and
dogs?’

“There are some aborigind animas, “ said Dors, “and | imagine they import some aboriginds
from other worlds and there are a so the shared animals that al the worlds have-other worlds having
more than Trantor, of course. Asamatter of fact, Wye has afamous zoo, probably the best on the
planet after the Imperid Zoo itsdlf.”

Raych sad, “She'saniceold lady.”

“Not that old, “ said Dors, “but she' s certainly feeding uswell.”

“There sthat, “ admitted Seldon.

When breskfast was over, Raych |eft to go exploring.

Oncethey had retired to Dors s room, Seldon said with marked discontent, “1 don’t know how
long we'll be left to ourselves. She' sobvioudy plotted ways of preoccupying our time.”

Dorssad, “Actudly, we have little to complain of a the moment. We re much more comfortable
here than we were either in Mycogen or Dahl.”

Seldon said, “Dors, you' re not being won over by that woman, are you?’

“Me? By Rashelle? Of course not. How can you possibly think so?’

“Wadt, you're comfortable. Y ou re well-fed. It would be natura to relax and accept what fortune

brings.”



“Yes, very naturd. And why not do that?’

“Look, you weretdling melast night about what's going to happen if shewinsout. | may not be
much of ahistorian mysdf, but | am willing to take your word for it and, actudly, it makes senseeven to
anonhistorian. The Empirewill shatter and its shards will befighting each other for . . . for . ..
indefinitely. She must be stopped.”

“I agree, “ said Dors. “She must be. What | fail to seeis how we can manage to do that little
thing right at thismoment.” Shelooked at Seldon narrowly. “Hari, you didn’'t deep fast night, did you?’

“Did you?’ It was gpparent he had not.

Dorsstared at him, atroubled look clouding her face. “Have you lain awake thinking of Gaactic
destruction because of what | said?’

“That and some other things. Isit possible to reach Chetter Hummin?’ Thislast wassaidina
whisper.

Dorssaid, “I tried to reach him when we first had to flee arrest in Dahl. He didn't come. I’'m sure
he received the message, but he didn’t come. It may be that, for any of anumber of reasons, he just
couldn’t cometo us, but when he can he will.”

“Do you suppose something has happened to him?’

“No, “ said Dors patiently. “I don’t think s0.”

“How can you know?’

“The word would somehow get to me. I’'m sure of it. And the word has't gotten to me.”

Seldon frowned and said, “1’m not as confident as you are about al this. In fact, I’'m not
confident at al. Even if Hummin came, what can he do inthiscase? He can't fight all of Wye. If they
have, as Rashdlle claims, the best-organized army on Trantor, what will he be able to do againgt it?’

“There sno point in discussing that. Do you suppose you can convince Rashelle-bang it into her
head somehow-that you don’t have psychohistory?’

“I’'m sure she' sawarethat | don’t haveit and that I’ m not going to get it for many years-if at al.
But she'll say | have psychohistory and if she does that skillfully enough, people will believe her and
eventudly they will act on what she says my predictions and pronouncements are--evenif | don't say a
word.”

“Surely, that will take rime. Shewon't build you up overnight. Or in aweek. To do it properly, it
might take her ayear.”

Sdldon was pacing the length of the room, turning sharply on his hed and striding back. “That
might be so, but | don’t know. There would be pressure on her to do things quickly. She doesn't strike
me as the kind of woman who has cultivated the habit of patience. And her old father, Mannix 1V, would
be even more impatient. He must fed the nearness of deeth and if he' sworked for thisdl hislife, he
would much prefer to seeit done aweek before his desth rather than aweek after. Besdes-" Here he
paused and looked around the empty room.

“Beddeswhat?’

“Waell, we must have our freedom. Y ou see, I’ ve solved the psychohistory problem.”

Dors seyeswidened. “You haveit! You veworked it out.”

“Not worked it out in thefull sense. That might take decades . . . centuries, for dl | know. But |
now know it's practical, not just theoretical. | know it can be done so I must have the time, the peace,
thefacilitiesto work at it. The Empire must be held together till I--or possibly my successors-will learn
how best to keep it so or how to minimize the disaster if it does split up despite us. It was the thought of
having a beginning to my task and of not being able to work at it, that kept me up last night.”

88.

It wasther fifth day in Wye and in the morning Dorswas heping Raych into aformal costume
that neither was quite familiar with.

Raych looked a himsdlf dubioudy in the holo-mirror and saw areflected image that faced him
with precison, imitating al his motions but without any inversion of left and right. Raych had never used a



holo-mirror before and had been unable to keep from trying to fed it, then laughing, dmaost with
embarrassment, when his hand passed through it while theimage' s hand poked ineffectudly at hisred
body.

Hesadat last, “I look funny.”

He studied histunic, which was made of avery pliant materid, with athin filigreed belt, then
passed his hands up a tiff collar that rose like acup past his ears on either side.

“My head looks like abdl insde abowl.”

Dorssad, “But thisisthe sort of thing rich children wear in Wye. Everyone who seesyou will
admire you and envy you.”

“With my hair dl suck down?’

“Certainly. You'll wear thisround little hat.”

“It’ [l make my head morelikeabal.”

“Then don’t let anyonekick it. Now, remember what | told you. Keep your wits about you and
don't act likeakid.”

“But | amakid, “ he said, looking up at her with awide-eyed innocent expression.

“I"'m surprised to hear you say that, “ said Dors. “I’ m sure you think of yoursdlf asa
twelve-year-old adult.”

Raych grinned. “Okay. I'll be agood spy.”

“That’snot what I'm telling you to be. Don't take chances. Don't snesk behind doorsto listen. If
you get caught at it, you' re no good to anyone-especialy not to yourself.”

“Aw, ¢’ mon, Missus, what do yathink | am? A kid or somethin’?’

“You just said you were, didn’'t you, Raych? Y ou just listen to everything that’ s said without
seeming to. And remember what you hear. And tdll us. That's smple enough.”

“Simple enough for you to say, Missus Venahili, “ said Raych with agrin, “and smple enough for
meto do.”

“And be careful.”

Raych winked. “Y ou bet.”

A flunky (as coolly impolite as only an arrogant flunky can be) came to take Raych to where
Rashdllewas awaiting him.

Sdldon looked after them and said thoughtfully, “He probably won't see the zoo, he'll belistening
so carefully. I’'m not sureit’ sright to thrust aboy into danger likethat.”

“Danger? | doubt it. Raych was brought up in the dums of Billibotton, remember. | suspect he
has more aley smartsthan you and | put together. Besides, Rashdlleisfond of him and will interpret
everything he doesin hisfavor. -Poor woman.”

“Areyou actudly sorry for her, Dors?’

“Do you mean that she’ s not worth sympathy because she saMayor’ s daughter and considers
hersdf aMayor in her own right and because she' sintent on destroying the Empire? Perhgps you're
right, but even so there are some aspects of her for which one might show some sympathy. For instance,
she’' shad an unhappy love affair. That's pretty evident. Undoubtedly, her heart was broken-for atime, at
least.”

Sdldon said, “Have you ever had an unhappy love affair, Dors?’

Der considered for amoment or two, then said, “Not redly. I'm too involved with my work to
get abroken heart.”

“| thought as much.”

“Then why did you ask?’

“I might have been wrong.”

“How about you?’

Seldon seemed uneasy. “ Asamatter of fact, yes. | have spared the time for abroken heart.
Badly cracked, anyway.”

“I thought as much.”

“Then why did you ask?’



“Not because | thought | might bewrong, | promiseyou. | just wanted to seeif you would lie.
Youdidn'tand I’'mglad.”

There was a pause and then Seldon said, “Five days have passed and nothing has happened.”

“Except that we are being treated well, Hari.”

“If animas could think, they’ d think they were being treated well when they were only being
fattened for the daughter.”

“| admit she' sfattening the Empirefor the daughter.”

“But when?’

“| presume when she' sready.”

“She boasted she could complete the coup in aday and the impression | got was that she could
do that on any day.”

“Evenif she could, she would want to make sure that she could cripple the Imperial reaction and
that might taketime.”

“How much time? She plansto cripple the reaction by using me, but she is making no effort to do
s0. Thereisno sign that she strying to build up my importance. Wherever | go in Wye I’ m unrecogni zed.
There are no Wyan crowds gathering to cheer me. There' s nothing on the news holocasts.”

Dors smiled. “Onewould dmost suppose that your fedings are hurt at not being made famous.

Y ou're naive, Hari. Or not ahistorian, which isthe same thing. | think you had better be more pleased
that the study of psychohistory will be bound to make a historian of you than that it may savethe Empire.
If dl human beings understood history, they might cease making the same stupid mistakes over and
over.”

“Inwhat way am | native?’ asked Seldom lifting his head and staring down hisnose & her.

“Don’t be offended, Hari. | think it's one of your attractive features, actualy.”

“I know. It arouses your materna instincts and you have been asked to take care of me. But in
what way am | naive?’

“In thinking that Rashelle would cry to propagandize the population of the Empire, generdly, into
accepting you as seer. She would accomplish nothing in that way. Quadrillions of people are hard to
move quickly. Thereissocia and psychologica inertia, aswell as physical inertia. And, by coming out
into the open, shewould smply dert Demerzd.”

“Then what isshedoing?’

“My guessisthat the information about you-suitably exaggerated and glorified-isgoing out to a
crucid few. It isgoing to those Viceroys of sectors, those admirals of fleets, those people of influence she
fedslook kindly. upon her--or grimly upon the Emperor. A hundred or so of those who might rally to her
sdewill manage to confuse the Loydists just long enough to dlow Rashelle the First to set up her New
Order firmly enough to best off whatever resistance might develop. At leadt, | imaginethat is how she
reasons.”

“And yet we haven't heard from Hummin.”

“I"'m sure he must be doing something just the same. Thisistoo important to ignore.”

“Hasit occurred to you that he might be dead?’

“That' sapossihility, but | don't think so. If hewas, the newswould reach me.”

“Here?’

“Even here”

Sdldon raised his eyebrows, but said nothing.

Raych came back in the late afternoon, happy and excited, with descriptions of monkeys and of
Bakarian demoires and he dominated the conversation during dinner.

It was not until after dinner when they werein their own quartersthat Dors said, “Now, tel me
what happened with Madam Mayor, Raych. Tell me anything she did or said that you think we ought to
know.”

“Onething, “ said Raych, hisfacelighting up. “That' swhy she didn’'t show at dinner, | bet.”

“What wasit?’

“The zoo was closed except for us, you know. Therewere lots of us, Rashelleand me and dl



sortsof guysin uniforms and damesin fancy clothes and like that. Then thisguy in auniform-adifferent
guy, who wasn't there to begin with-camein toward the end and he said something in alow voice and
Rashelle corned to dl the people and made with her hand like they shouldn’t move and they didn’t. And
shewent alittle ways away with this new guy, so she could talk to him and no one could hear her. Except
| kept paying no attention and kept looking at the different cages and sort of moved near to Rashelleso |
could hear her.

“Shesad, ‘How darethey? like shewasreal mad. And the guy in the uniform, he looked
nervous-| just got quick looks because | wastrying to make out like | was watching the animals-so
mostly | just heard the words. He said somebody-I don’t remember the name, but he was a general or
somethin’. He said this generd said the officers had sworn rdigious to Rashdll€' s old man--"

“Sworn dlegiance, “ said Dors.

“Somethin’ like that and they was nervous about havin' to do what adame says. He said they
wanted the old man or el s, if hewaskind of sick, he should pick some guy to be Mayor, not adame.”

“Not adame? Are you sure?’

“That’ swhat he said. He like whispered it. He was s0 nervous and Rashelle was so mad she
could hardly spesk. Shesaid, ‘I'll have hishead. They wilt &l swear allegiance to me tomorrow and
whoever refuses will lave cause to regret it before an hour has passed.” That's exactly what she said. She
broke up the whole party and we al came back and she didn’t say oneword to me a! therime. Just sat
there, looking kindamean and angry.”

Dorssaid, “Good. Don't you mention thisto anyone, Raych.”

“Coursenot. Isit what you wanted?’

“Very much what | wanted. Y ou did well, Raych. Now, go to your room and forget the whole
thing. Don't even think about it.”

Once hewas gone, Dorsturned to Seldon and said, “ Thisisvery interesting. Daughters have
succeeded fathers--or mothers, for that matter--and held Mayordties or other high offices on any
number of occasions. There have even been reigning Empresses, as you undoubtedly know, and | can't
recall that there was ever in Imperia history any serious question of serving under one. It makes one
wonder why such athing should now, arisein Wye.”

Sdldon said, Why not? We ve only recently been in Mycogen, where women are held in atota
lack of esteem and couldn’t possibly hold positions of power, however minor.”

“Yes, of course, but that’ s an exception. There are other places where women dominate. For the
most part, though, government and power have been more or less equisexual. If more men tend to hold
high positions, it is usually because women tend to be more bound-biologicaly-to children.”

“But what isthe Stuation in Wye?’

“Equisexud, asfar as| know. Rashdle didn’t hesitate to assume Mayora power and | imagine
old Mannix didn’'t hesitate to grant it to her. And she was surprised and furious at encountering mae
dissent. She can't have expected it.”

Seldon said, “You're clearly pleased at this. Why?’

“Simply becauseit’s so unnatura that it must be contrived and | imagine Hummin isdoing the
contriving.”

Sddon said thoughtfully, “Y ou think so?’

“I do, “ said Dors.

“You know, “ said Seldon, “sodo|.”

89.

It wastheir tenth day in Wye and in the morning Hari Seldon’ s door signa sounded and Raych’s
high-pitched voice outside was crying out, “Migter! Mister Seldom It swarl”

Seldon took a moment to swap from deep to wakefulness and scrambled out of bed. Hewas
shivering dightly (the Wyansliked their domiciles on the chilly sde, he had discovered quite early in his
stay there) when he threw the door open.



Raych bounced in, excited and wide-eyed. “Mister Seldon, they have Mannix, the old Mayor’.
They have--”

“Who have, Raych?’

“The Imperids, Ther jetscamein last night dl over. The news holocasts are telling al about it.
It'sonin Missus sroom. Shesaid to let yadeep, but | figured yawould wanner know.”

“And you were quite right.” Seldom pausing only tong enough to throw on a bathrobe, burst into
Dors sroom. Shewas fully dressed and was watching the bolo-sec in the acove.

Behind the clear, smdl image of adesk sat a man, with the Spaceship-and-Sun sharply defined
on the left-front of histunic. On ether sde, two soldiers, aso wearing the Spaceship-and-Sun, stood
armed. The officer a the desk was saying, “-is under the peaceful control of hisImperid Mgesty. Mayor
Mannix issafeand well and isin full possession of hisMayora powers under the guidance of friendly
Imperia troops. Hewill be before you soon to urge cam on all Wyans and to ask any Wyan soldiers il
inarmsto lay them down.”

There were other news holocasts by various newsmen with unemotiona voices, dl wearing
Imperid armbands. The newswas dl the same: surrender by this or that unit of the Wyan security forces
after firing afew shotsfor the record--and sometimes after no resistance at al. Thistown center and that
town center were occupied--and there were repeated views of Wyan crowds somberly watching
Imperia forces marching down the Streets.

Dorssaid, “It was perfectly executed, Hari. Surprise was complete. There was no chance of
resistance and none of consequence was offered.”

Then Mayor Mannix 1V appeared, as had been promised. He was standing upright and, perhaps
for the sake of appearances, there were no Imperiasin sght, though Seldon was reasonably certain that
an adequate number were present just out of camerarange.

Mannix was old, but his strength, though worn, was still apparent. His eyes did not meet the
holo-camera and his words were spoken as though forced upon him-but, as had been promised, they
counseled Wyansto remain cam, to offer no resstance, to keep Wye from harm, and to cooperate with
the Emperor who, it was hoped, would survive long on the throne.

“No mention of Rashelle, “ said Seldon. “It’ sasthough his daughter doesn’t exist.”

“No one has mentioned her, “ said Dors, “and this place, which is, after dl, her resdence--or
one of them-has't been attacked. Even if she managesto dip away and take refuge in some neighboring
sector, | doubt she will be safe anywhere on Trantor for long.”

“Perhapsnat, “ cameavoice, “but I'll be safe herefor alittlewhile.”

Rashdlle entered. She was properly dressed, properly calm. She was even smiling, but it was no
smile of joy; it was, rather, acold baring of teeth.

Thethree stared &t her in surprise for amoment and Seldon wondered if she had any of her
servants with her or if they had promptly deserted her at thefirst sSign of adversity. 406

Dorssaid alittle coldly, “1 see, Madam Mayor, that your hopes for a coup can not be
maintained. Apparently, you have been forestalled.”

“I have not been forestaled. | have been betrayed. My officers have been tampered with
and-againg al history and rationdity -- they have refused to fight for awoman but only for their old
master. And, traitors that they are, they then let their old master be seized so that he cannot lead them in
resstance.”

She looked about for achair and sat down. “ And now the Empire must continue to decay and
diewhen | was prepared to offer it new life”

“I think, “ said Dors, “the Empire has avoided an indefinite period of usdessfighting and
destruction. Console yourself with that, Madam Mayor.”

It was as though Rashelle did not hear her. “ So many years of preparation destroyed in anight.”
She sat there beaten, defeated, and seemed to have aged twenty years.

Dorssad, “It could scarcely have been donein anight. The suborning of your officers-if that
took place-must have taken time.”

“At that, Demerzd isamaster and quite obvioudy | underestimated him. How hedid it, | don’t



know-thrests, bribes, smooth and specious argument. Heisamaster at the art of stealth and betrayal-I
should have known.”

She went on after a pause. “If thiswas outright force on his part, | would have had no trouble
destroying anything he sent againgt us. Who would think that Wye would be betrayed, that an oath of
alegiance would be o lightly thrown asde?’

Sdldon said with automatic rationdity, “ But | imagine the oath was made not to you, but to your
father.”

“Nonsense, “ said Rashdlle vigoroudy. “When my father gave me the Mayord office, ashewas
legally entitled to do, he automaticaly passed on to me any oaths of dlegiance madeto him. Thereis
ample precedencefor this. It is customary to have the oath repeated to the new ruler, but that isa
ceremony only and not alegd requirement. My officers know that, though they chooseto forget. They
use my womanhood as an excuse because they quake in fear of Imperia vengeance that would never
have come had they been staunch or tremble with greed for promised rewards they will surely never
get-if 1 know Demerzd.”

She turned sharply toward Seldon. “He wants you, you know. Demerzel struck at usfor you.”

Sdldon started. “Why me?’

“Don’'t beafool. For the samereason | wanted you . . . to use you asacool, of course.” She
sSghed. “Atleast | am not utterly betrayed. There are fill loyal soldiersto be found. -Sergeant!”

Sergeant Emmer Thalus entered with a soft cautious step that seemed incongruous, considering
hissize. His uniform was spruce, hislong blond mustache fiercely curled.

“Madam Mayor, “ he said, drawing himself to attention with asnap.

Hewas Htill, in gppearance, the sde of beef that Hari had named him-aman 4till following orders
blindly, totaly obliviousto the new and changed State of affairs.

Rashelle smiled sadly at Raych. “ And how are you, little Raych? | had meant to make something
of you. It seemsnow | won't be ableto.”

“Hdlo, Missus. . . Madam, “ said Raych awkwardly.

“And to have made something of you too, Dr. Sddom” said Rashdlle, “and thereaso | must
crave pardon. | cannot.”

“For me, Madam, you need have no regrets.”

“But | do. I cannot very well let Demerzel have you. That would be one victory too many for him
and at least | can stop that.”

“I would not work for him, Madam, | assure you, any more than | would have worked for you.”

“Itisnot amatter of work. It isamatter of being used. Farewd |, Dr. Seldon. -Sergeant, blast
him.”

The sergeant drew hisblaster a once and Dors, with aloud cry, lunged forward--but Seldon
reached out for her and caught her by the elbow. He hung on desperately.

“Stay hack, Dors, “ he shouted, “or he'll kill you. He won't kill me. Y ou too, Raych. Stand back.
Don’'t move.”

Seldon faced the sergeant. “ Y ou hesitate, Sergeant, because you know you cannot shoot | might
have killed you ten days ago, but | did not. And you gave me your word of honor at that time that you
would protect me.”

“What are you waiting for?” sngpped Rashdlle. “I said shoot him down, Sergeant.”

Seldom said nothing more. He stood there while the sergeant, eyes bulging, held his blaster
steady and pointed at Seldon’ s head.

“Y ou have your order!” shrieked Rashdlle.

“I haveyour word, “ said Seldon quietly.

And Sergeant Thalus said in achoked tone, “ Dishonored either way.” Hishand fell and his
blaster clanged to the floor.

Rashdlle cried out, “ Then you too betray me'.”

Before Seldon could move or Dorsfree hersalf from hisgrip, Rashelle saized the blagter, turned it
on the sergeant, and closed contact.



Seldon had never seen anyone blasted before. Somehow, from the name of the weapon perhaps,
he had expected aloud noise, an explosion of flesh and blood. ThisWyan blaster, at least, did nothing of
the sort. What mangling it did to the organs inside the sergeant’ s chest Seldon could not tell but, without a
changein expression, without awince of pain, the sergeant crumbled and fell, dead beyond any doubt or
any hope.

And Rashdlle turned the blaster on Seldon with afirmnessthat put to rest any hope for hisown
life beyond the next second.

It was Raych, however, who jumped into action the moment the sergeant fell. Racing between
Sdldon and Rashelle, hewaved his handswildly.

“Missus, Missus, “ hecalled. “Don’t shoot.”

For amoment, Rashellelooked confused. “Out of the way, Raych. | don’t want to hurt you.”

That moment of hesitation was dl Dors needed. Breaking loose violently, she plunged toward
Rashdlewith along low dive. Rashdlle went down with a cry and the blaster hit the ground a second
time

Raych retrieved it.

Seldon, with a deep and shuddering bresth, said, “Raych, give that to me.”

But Raych backed away. “Yaain't gonnakill her, are ya, Mister Seldon? Shewas niceto me.”

“I won't kill anyone, Raych, “ said Seldon. “ Shekilled the sergeant and would have killed me,
but she didn’t shoot rather than hurt you and we'll |et her livefor that.”

It was Seldon, who now sat down, the blaster held loosdly in his hand, white Dors removed the
neuronic whip from the dead sergeant’ s other holster.

A new voicerang out. “I’ll take care of her now, Seldon.”

Sdldon looked up and in sudden joy said, “Hummin! Finaly!”

“I'm sorry it took so long, Seldon. | had alot to do. How areyou, Dr. Venabili? | takeit thisis
Mannix’ s daughter, Rashelle. But who isthe boy?’

“Raychisayoung Dahlitefriend of ours, * said Seldon.

Soldierswere entering and, a asmal gesture from Hummin, they lifted Rashelle respectfully.

Dors, able to suspend her intent surveillance of the other woman, brushed at her clotheswith her
hands and smoothed her blouse. Seldon suddenly redlized that he was till in his bathrobe.

Rashelle, shaking hersdlf loose from the soldiers with contempt, pointed to Hummin and said to
Sddon, “Whoisthis?’

Sddon said, “It is Chetter Hummin, afriend of mine and my protector on this planet.”

“Y our protector.” Rashellelaughed madly. “You fool! Youidiot! That manis Demerzel and if
you look at your Venabili woman, you will seefrom her facethat sheis perfectly aware of that. Y ou have
been trapped al dong, far worse than ever you were with me!l”

90.

Hummin and Seldon sat at lunch that day, quite alone, apall of quiet between them for the most
part. It was toward the end of the meal that Seldon stirred and said in alively voice, “Wdll, sir, how do |
addressyou? | think of you as‘ Chetter Hummin' till, but even if 1 accept you in your other persona, |
surely cannot addressyou as‘ Eto Demerzdl.” In that capacity, you have atitleand | don’'t know the
proper usage. Instruct me.”

The other said gravely, “Cal me "Hummin'-if you don’t mind. Or ‘ Chetter.’” Yes, | an Eto
Demerzd, but with respect to you | am Hummin. Asamatter of fact, thetwo are not distinct. | told you
that the Empireis decaying and failing. | believe that to be truein both my capacities. | told you that |
wanted psychohistory asaway of preventing that decay and failure or of bringing about arenewd and
reinvigoration if the decay and failure must run its course. | believe that in both my capacitiestoo.”

“But you had meinyour grip-I presume you werein the vicinity when | Gad my meseting with His
Imperid Mgesty.”

“With Cleon. Yes, of course.”



“And you might have spoken to me, then, exactly asyou later did as Hummin.”

“And accomplished what? As Demerzd, | have enormoustasks. | have to handle Cleon, a
well-meaning but not very capable ruler, and prevent him, insofar as| can, from making mistakes. | have
to do my bit in governing Trantor and the Empire coo. And, asyou see, | had to spend agreat dedl of
timein preventing Wye from doing harm.”

“Yes, | know, “ murmured Seldon.

“It wasn't easy and | nearly lost out. | have spent years sparring carefully with Mannix, learning
to understand his chinking and planning a countermoveto hisevery move. | did not think, at any time,
that while hewas il alive he would pass on his powersto his daughter. | had not studied her and | was
not prepared for her utter lack of caution. Unlike her father, she has been brought up to take power for
granted and had no clear idea of itslimitations. So she got you and forced meto act before | was quite
ready.”

“You dmost lost me asaresult. | faced the muzzle of ablaster twice.”.

“I know, “ said Hummin, nodding. “And we might have lost you Uppers de coo-another accident
| could not foresee.”

“But you haven't redly answered my question. Why did you send me chasing dl over the face of
Trantor to escgpe from Demerzel when you yourself were Demerzel ?’

“Y ou told Cleon that psychohistory was a purely theoretical concept, akind of mathematical
game that made no practica sense. That might indeed have been so, but if | approached you officidly, |
was sure you would merely have maintained your belief. Y et | was attracted to the notion of
psychohistory. | wondered whether it might not be, after dl, just agame. Y ou must understand that |
didn’t want merely to useyou, | wanted ared and practica psychohistory.

“So | sent you, asyou put it, chasing al over the face of Trantor with the dreaded Demerzel
closeonyour hedsat al times. That, | felt, would concentrate your mind powerfully. It would make
psychohistory something exciting and much more than amathematica game. Y ou would try to work it
our for the ancereidealis Hummin, where you would not for the Imperid flunky Demerzdl. Also, you
would get aglimpse of various sides of Trantor and that too would be helpful-certainly more helpful than
living in anivory tower on afar-off planet, surrounded entirely by fellow mathematicians. Wasl| right?
Have you made progress?’

Sddon said, “In psychohistory? Yes, | did, Hummin. | thought you knew.”

“How should | know?’

“I told Dors”

“But you hadn’t told me. Nevertheless, you tell me so now. That isgood news.”

“Not entirdy, “ said Sddon. “1 have made only the barest beginning. But it isabeginning.”

“Isit thekind of beginning that can be explained to anonmathematician?’

“I think s0. Y ou see, Hummin, from the start | have seen psychohistory as a science that depends
on theinteraction of twentyfive million worlds, each with an average population of four thousand million.
It' stoo much. There sno way of handling something that complex. If d wasto succeed at dl, if there was
to be any way of finding auseful psychohistory, | would first haveto find asmpler system.

“So | thought | would go back in time and dedl with asingleworld, aworld that was the only one
occupied by humanity in the dim age before the col oni zation of the Galaxy. In Mycogen they spoke of an
origind world of Auroraand in Dahl | heard word of an original world of Earth. | thought they might be
the same world under different names, but they were sufficiently different in one key point, at leest, to
make that impossible. And it didn’t matter. So little was known of either one, and that little so obscured
by myth and legend, that there was no hope of making use of psychohistory in connection with them.”

He paused to Sip at his cold juice, keeping his eyesfirmly on Hummin'sface.

Hummin sad, “Wel?What then?’

“Meanwhile, Dors had told me something | call the hand-on-thigh story. It was of no innate
sgnificance, merely ahumorous and entirdly trivid tae. Asaresult, though, Dors mentioned the different
sex mores on various worlds and in various sectors of Trantor. It occurred to methat she treated the
different Trantorian sectors as though they were separate worlds. | thought, idly, that instead of



twenty-five million different worlds, | had twenty-five million plus eight hundred to dedl with. It seemed a
trivid difference, so | forgot it and thought no more about it.

“But as| traveled from the Imperia Sector to Streeling to Mycogen to Dahl to Wye, | observed
for myself how different each was. The thought of Trantor-not as aworld but as acomplex of
worlds-grew stronger, but il | didn’t seethe crucia point.

“It was only when | listened to Rashelle--you see, it was good that | was findly captured by Wye
and it was good that Rashell€' s rashness drove her into the grandiose schemes that she imparted to
me-When | listened to Rashelle, as| said, shetold methat al she wanted was Trantor and some
immediately adjacent worlds. It was an Empireinitself, she said, and dismissed the outer worlds as
‘digant nothings’

“It wasthen that, in amoment, | saw what | must have been harboring in my hidden thoughts for
aconsderabletime. On the one hand, Trantor possessed an extraordinarily complex socid system, being
apopulous world made up of eight hundred smadler worlds. It wasin itsdlf a system complex enough to
make psychohistory meaningful and yet it was Smple enough, compared to the Empire asawhole, to
make psychohistory perhaps practical.

“And the Outer Worlds, the twenty-five million of them? They were* distant nothings.” Of course,
they affected Trantor and were affected by Trantor, but these were second-order effects. If | could make
psychohistory work as afirst gpproximation for Trantor aone, then the minor effects of the Outer Worlds
could be added as later modifications. Do you see what | mean? | was searching for asingle world on
which to establish a practica science of psychohistory and | was searching for it in the far past, when al
the time the single world | wanted was under my feet now, “

Hummin said with obviousrelief and pleasure, “Wonderful!”

“Butit’sdl left to do, Hummin. | must sudy Trantor in sufficient detail. | must devisethe
necessary mathematicsto ded withit. If | amlucky and live out afull lifetime, | may have the answers
beforel die. If not, my successorswill have to follow me. Conceivably, the Empire may have falen and
splintered before psychohistory becomes auseful technique.”

“I will do everything | canto help you.”

“I know it, * said Seldon.

“Y ou trust me, then, despite thefact | am Demerzel?’

“Entirely. Absolutely. But | do so because you are not Demerzel.”

“But | am, “ ingsted Hummin.

“But you are not. Y our personaas Demerzel isasfar removed from the truth asis your persona
asHummin.”

“What do you mean?’ Hummin's eyes grew wide and he backed away dightly from Saldon.

“I mean that you probably chose the name ‘Hummin' out of awry sense of what wasfitting.
“Hummin’ isamispronunciation of ‘human, * isn't it?’

Hummin made no response. He continued to stare at Seldon.

And findly Sddon said, “ Because you' re not human, are you, ‘ Hummin/Demerze’? You'rea
robot.”

Dors

SELDON, HARI- . . . It iscustomary to think of Hari Seldon only in connection with
psychohistory, to see him only as mathematics and socia change personified. Thereisno doubt that he
himsdlf encouraged thisfor at no timein hisforma writings did he give any hint asto how he cameto
solve the various problems of psychohistory. Hislegps of thought might have dl been plucked from air,
for al hetdlsus. Nor doeshetd| usof the blind dleysinto which he crept or the wrong turnings he may
have made .

... Asfor hisprivaelife, it isablank. Concerning his parents and sblings, we know a handful of
factors, no more. Hisonly son, Raych Seldon, is known to have been adopted, but how that came about



isnot known. Concerning hiswife, we only know that she existed. Clearly, Seldon wanted to be a cipher
except where psychohistory was concerned. It is as though he felt--or wanted it to be felt-that he did not
live, he merdly psychohistorified.

ENCYCLOPEDIA GALACTICA

91.

Hummin sat calmly, not amuscle twitching, still looking at Hari Seldon and Seldon, for his part,
waited. It was Hummin, he thought, who should spesak next.

Hummin did, but said merely, “A robot? Me?-By robat, | presume you mean an atificid being
such asthe object you saw in the Sacratorium in Mycogen.”

“Not quitelikethat, “ said Seldon.

“Not meta? Not burnished? Not alifdess smulacrum?’ Hummin said it without any evidence of
amusement.

“No. To beof artificid lifeis not necessarily to be made of metal. | speak of arobot
indigtinguishable from ahuman being in appearance.”.

“If indistinguishable, Hari, then how do you distinguish?’

“Not by appearance. “

“Explan.”

“Hummin, in the course of my flight from yourself as Demerzel, | heard of two ancient worlds, as
| told you-Aurora and Earth. Each seemed to be spoken of asafirst world or an only world. In both
cases, robots were spoken of, but with a difference.”

Sdldon was staring thoughtfully at the man across the table, wondering if, in any way, he would
give some sgn that he was less than aman--or more. He said, “Where Aurorawasin question, one
robot was spoken of as arenegade, atraitor, someone who deserted the cause. Where Earth wasin
guestion, one robot was spoken of as a hero, one who represented salvation. Wasit too much to
suppose that it was the same robot?’

“Wasit?' murmured Hummin.

“Thisiswhat | thought, Hummin. | thought that Earth and Aurorawere two separate worlds,
co-existing intime. | don’t know which one preceded the other. From the arrogance and the conscious
sense of superiority of the Mycogenians, | might suppose that Aurorawas the origina world and thet they
despisad the Earthmen who derived from them--or who degenerated from them.

“On the other hand, Mother Rittah, who spoke to me of Earth, was convinced that Earth wasthe
origind home of humanity and, certainly, thetiny and isolated position of the Mycogeniansin awhole
galaxy of quadrillions of people who lack the strange Mycogenian ethos might mean that Earth was
indeed the original home and that Aurorawas the aberrant offshoot. | cannot tell, but | pass on to you my
thinking, so that you will understand my find conclusons”

Hummin nodded. “| see what you are doing. Please continue.”

“The worlds were enemies. Mother Rittah certainly made it sound so. When | compare the
Mycogenians, who seem to embody Aurora, and the Dahlites, who seem to embody Earth, | imagine that
Aurora, whether first or second, was nevertheless the one that was more advanced, the one that could
produce more elaborate robots, even ones indistinguishable from human beingsin gppearance. Such a
robot was designed and devised in Aurora, then. But he was arenegade, so he deserted Aurora. To the
Earthpeople he was a hero, so he must have joined Earth. Why he did this, what his motiveswere, |
can't say.”

Hummin said, “ Surely, you mean why it did this, what its motives were.”

“Perhgps, but with you sitting acrossfromme, “ said Seldon, “| find it difficult to usethe
inanimate pronoun. Mother Rittah was convinced that the heroic robot-her heroic robot-still existed, that
he would return when he was needed. It seemed to me that there was nothing impossible in the thought of
animmorta robot or a least one who wasimmorta aslong as the replacement of worn-out parts was
not neglected.”



“Even the brain?’ asked Hummin.

“Eventhebrain. | don’t redly know anything about robots, but | imagine anew brain could be
re-recorded from the old. --and Mother Rittah hinted of strange mental powers. -I thought: It must be so.
| may, in some ways, be aromantic, but | am not so much aromantic asto think that one robot, by
switching from one side to the other, can dter the course of history. A robot could not make Earth's
victory sure, nor Aurora’ s defeat certain-unless there was something strange, something peculiar about
the robot.”

Hummin said, “ Doesit occur to you, Hari, that you are dealing with legends, legends that may
have been distorted over the centuries and the millennia, even to the extent of building aveil of the
supernatura over quire ordinary events? Can you make yourself believein arobot that not only seems
human, but that also livesforever and has menta powers? Are you not beginning to believein the
superhuman?’

“I know very well what legends are and | am not one to be taken in by them and made to believe
infary taes. Still, when they are supported by certain odd eventsthat | have seen--and even
experienced mysdf--"

“Such as?”

“Hummin, | met you and trusted you from the start. Y es, you helped me against those two
hoodlums when you didn’t need to and that predisposed mein your favor, sncel didn’t redize at the
time that they were your hirelings, doing what you had instructed them to do. --but never mind that.”

“No, “ said Hummin, ahint of amusement-finaly-in hisvoice.

“I trusted you. | was easily convinced not to go home to Helicon and to make myself awanderer
over theface of Trantor. | believed everything you told me without question. | placed mysdlf entirely in
your hands. Looking back on it now, | see mysdlf asnot myself. | am not a person to be so easily led, yet
| was. Morethan that, | did not even think it strange that | was behaving so far out of character.”

“Y ou know yourself best, Hari, “

“It wasn't only me. How isit that Dors Venahili, abeautiful woman with a career of her own,
should abandon that career in order to join mein my flight? How isit that she should risk her lifeto save
mine, seeming to take on, asakind of holy duty, the cask of protecting me and becoming single-minded
in the process? Wasit smply because you asked her to?’

“I did ask her to, Hari.”

“Y et she does not strike me as the kind of person to make such aradica changeover in her life
merely because someone asks her to. Nor could | believe it was because she had falen madly inlove
withmeat first sight and could not help herself. | somehow wish she had, but she seems quite the
mistress of her emotiona saf, more-l am now speaking to you frankly-than | myself am with respect to
her.”

“Sheisawonderful woman, “ said Hummin. “1 don’'t blame you.”

Seldon went on. “How isit, moreover, that Sunmaster Fourteen, amonster of arrogance and one
who leads a people who are themselves tiff-necked in their own conceit, should be willing to takein
tribespeople like Dors and mysdf and to treat us aswell as the Mycogenians could and did? When we
broke every rule, committed every sacrilege, how isit that you could still talk him into letting us go?

“How could you talk the Tisavers, with their petty preudices, into taking usin? How can you be
a home everywhere in the world, be friends with everyone, influence each person, regardless of their
individua peculiarities? For that matter, how do you manage to manipulate Cleon too? And if heis
viewed as mdleable and easily molded, then how were you able to handle hisfather, who by al accounts
was arough and arbitrary tyrant? How could you do dl this?

“Most of dl, how isit that Mannix IV of Wye could spend decades building an army without
peer, onetrained to be proficient in every detail, and yet haveit fall gpart when his daughter triesto make
use of it? How could you persuade them to play the Renegade, al of them, as you have done?’

Hummin said, “Might this mean no more than that | am atactful person used to deding with
people of different types, that | am in apostion to have donefavorsfor crucial peopleandamina
position to do additional favorsin the future? Nothing | have done, it might seem, requiresthe



supernaturd.”

“Nothing you have done? Not even the neutrdization of the Wyan army?’

“They did not wish to serve awoman.”

“They must have known for yearsthat any time Mannix laid down his powers or any time he
died, Rashelle would be their Mayor, yet they showed no signs of discontent-until you felt it necessary
that they show it. Dors described you at onetime as avery persuasive man. And so you are. More
persuasive than any man could be. But you are not more persuasive than animmortal robot with strange
mental powers might be. -Wel, Hummin?

Hummin said, “What isit you expect of me, Hari? Do you expect meto admit I’ m arobot? That
| only look like ahuman being? That | am immorta? That | an amentd marvel?”

Seldon leaned toward Hummin as he sat there on the opposite Sde of thetable. “Y es, Hummin, |
do. | expect you to tell me thetruth and | strongly suspect that what you have just outlined is the truth.

Y ou, Hummin, are the robot that M other Rittah referred to as DaNeg, friend of Ba-Lee. Y ou must admit
it. Y ou have no choice”

92.

It was as though they were Sitting in atiny Universe of their own. There, in the middle of Wye,
with the Wyan army being disarmed by Imperid force, they sat quietly. There, in the midst of eventsthat
al of Trantor and perhaps dl the Galaxy-was watching, there was this small bubble of utter isolation
within which Seldon and Hummin were playing their game of attack and defense-Seldon trying hard to
force anew redity, Hummin making no move to accept that new redlity.

Seldon had no fear of interruption. He was certain that the bubble within which they sat had a
boundary that could not be penetrated, that Hummin's-no, the robot’ s-powerswould keep al at a
distancerill the gamewas over.

Humminfindly said, “Y ou are an ingenious felow, Hari, but | fall to ssewhy | must admit thet |
am arobot and why | have no choice but to do so. Everything you say may be true as facts-your own
behavior, Dors s behavior, Sunmaster’s, Tisadver’s, the Wyan generals -all, al may have happened as
you said, but that doesn’t force your interpretation of the meaning of the eventsto betrue. Surely,
everything that happened can have anatural explanation. Y ou trusted me because you accepted whét |
said; Dorsfdt your safety to be important because she felt psychohistory to be crucia, herself being a
historian; Sunmaster and Tisa ver were beholden to me for favors you know nothing of, the Wyan
generals resented being ruled by awoman, no more. Why must we flee to the supernatura ?’

Sddon said, “ See here, Hummin, do you redly believe the Empire to befdling and do you redly
congder it important that it not be allowed to do so with no move madeto saveit or, at the least, cushion
itsfdl?’

“I redly do.” Somehow Seldon knew this statement was sincere. “ And you realy want meto
work out the details of psychohistory and you fed that you yoursdf cannot do it?’

“I lack the capability.”

“And you fed that only | can handle psychohistory-even if | sometimes doubt it myself?”

“Yes

“And you must therefore fed that if you can possbly help mein any way, you must.”

“l do.”

“Persond fedings-selfish congderations-could play no part?’

A faint and brief smile passed over Hummin's grave face and for amoment Seldon sensed avast
and arid desert of weariness behind Hummin's quiet manner. “I have built along career on paying no
heed to persona fedings or to selfish consderations.”

“Then| ask your help. I can work out psychohistory on the basis of Trantor aone, but | will run
into difficulties. Those difficulties | may overcome, but how much easier it would beto do soif | knew
certain key facts. For instance, was Earth or Aurorathe first world of humanity or wasit some other
world atogether? What was the rel ationship between Earth and Aurora? Did ether or both colonize the



Gaaxy? If one, why didn’t the other? If both, how was the issue decided? Are there worl ds descended
from both or from only one? How did robots come to be abandoned? How did Trantor become the
Imperial world, rather than another planet? What happened to Auroraand Earth in the meantime? There
are athousand questions | might ask right now and a hundred thousand that might arise as| go aong.
Would you dlow meto remain ignorant, Hummin, and fail in my task when you could inform me and help
me succeed?’

Hummin said, “If | werethe robot, would | have room in my brain for al of twenty thousand
yearsof higtory for millions of different worlds?’

“| don’t know the capacity of robotic brains. | don’t know the capacity of yours. But if you lack
the capacity, then you must have that information which you cannot hold safely recorded in aplaceand in
away that would make it possiblefor you to cal uponit. And if you haveit and | need information, how
can you deny and withhold it from me? And if you cannot withhold it from me, how can you deny that
you are arobot-that robot the Renegade?’

Seldon sat back and took a deep breath. “ So | ask you again: Are you that robot? If you want
psychohigtory, then you must admit it. If you still deny you are arobot and if you convince meyou are
not, then my chances a psychohistory become much, much smaler. It isup to you, then. Areyou a
robot? Are you Da-Nee?’

And Hummin said, asimperturbable as ever. “Y our arguments areirrefutable. | am R. Daned
Olivaw. The 'R’ gtandsfor ‘robot.”

93.

R. Daned Olivaw ill spoke quietly, but it seemed to Seldon that there was asubtle changein his
voice, asthough he spoke more easily now that he was no longer playing a part.

“In twenty thousand years, “ said Daned, “no one has guessed | was arobot when it was not my
intention to have him or her know. In part, that was because human beings abandoned robots so long
ago that very few remember that they even existed at onetime. And in part, it isbecause | do havethe
ability to detect and affect human emotion. The detection offers no trouble, but to affect emotioniis
difficult for me for reasons having to do with my robotic nature-athough | can do it when | wish. | have
the ability but must deal with my will not to useit. | try never to interfere except when | have no choice
but to do so. And when | do interfere, it israrely that | do more than strengthen, aslittleas| can, what is
aready there. If | can achieve my purposes without doing even so much, | avoid it.

“It was not necessary to tamper with Sunmaster Fourteen in order to have him accept you-I cal
it ‘tampering, * you notice, becauseit is not a pleasant thing to do. | did not have to tamper with him
because he did owe me for favors rendered and he is an honorable man, despite the peculiarities you
found in him. | did interfere the second time, when you had committed sacrilegein hiseyes, but it took
very little. He was not anxious to hand you over to the Imperial authorities, whom he does not like. |
merely strengthened the didike atrifle and he handed you over to my care, accepting the arguments |
offered, which otherwise he might have considered specious.

“Nor did | tamper with you noticeably. Y ou distrusted the Imperialstoo. Most human beings do
these days, which is an important factor in the decay and deterioration of the Empire. What' s more, you
were proud of psychohistory as a concept, proud of having thought of it. Y ou would not have minded
having it proveto be apractica discipline. That would have further fed your pride.”

Seldon frowned and said, “ Pardon me, Master Robot, but | am not aware that | am quite such a
monster of pride.”

Daned said mildly, “Y ou are not amonster of pride at al. Y ou are perfectly aware that is neither
admirable nor useful to be driven by pride, so you try to subdue that drive, but you might aswell
disapprove of having yourself powered by your heartbeat. Y ou cannot help ether fact. Though you hide
your pride from yourself for the sake of your own peace of mind, you cannot hideit from me. It isthere,
however carefully you mask it over. And | had but to strengthen it atouch and you were a once willing
to take measures to hide from Demerzel, measures that amoment before you would have ressted. And
you were eager to work at psychohistory with an intensity that amoment before you would have
scorned.



“I saw no necessity to touch anything else and so you have reasoned out your robothood. Had |
foreseen the possibility of that, | might have stopped it, but my foresight and my abilitiesare not infinite.
Nor am | sorry now that | failed, for your arguments are good ones and it isimportant that you know
who | am and that | usewhat | am to help you.

“Emotions, my dear Sdldom are apowerful engine of human action, far more powerful than
human beings themselves redize, and you cannot know how much can be dome with the merest touch
and how rdluctant | antodoit.”

Sdldon was bresthing heavily, trying to see himself asaman driven by pride and not liking it.
“Why reluctant?’

“Because it would be so easy to overdo. | had to sop Rashdlle from converting the Empireinto a
feudd anarchy. | might have bent minds quickly and the result might well have been abloody uprising.
Men are men--and the Wyan generds are dmost al men. It does not actualy take much to rouse
resentment and latent fear of women in any man. It may be abiological matter thet 1, as arobot, cannot
fully understand.

“I had but to strengthen the feeling to produce a breakdown in her plans. If | had doneit the
merest millimeter too much, | would have lost what | wanted-a bloodless takeover. | wanted nothing
more than to have them not resist when my soldiers arrived.”

Daned paused, as though trying to pick hiswords, then said, “I do not wish to go into the
mathematics of my positronic brain. It ismorethan | can understand, though perhaps not more than you
canif you give it enough thought. However, | am governed by the Three Laws of Roboticsthat are
traditionaly put into words--or once were, long ago. They are these:

“*One. A robot may not injure ahuman being or, through inaction, alow ahuman being to come
to harm.

“ “Two. A robot must obey the orders given it by human beings, except where such orders
would conflict with the First Law.

“*Three. A robot must protect its own existence, as long as such protection does not conflict
with the First or Second Law.’

“But | hada. . . afriend twenty thousand years ago. Another robot. Not like myself. He could
not be mistaken for ahuman being, but it was he who had the mental powers and it was through him that
| gained mine.

“It seemed to him that there should be a till more genera rule than any of the Three Laws. He
cdled it the Zeroth Law, since zero comes before one. It is:

“*Zero. A robot may not injure humanity or, through inaction, alow humanity to cometo harm.’

“Then the First Law must reed:

“ “One. A robot may not injure ahuman being or, through inaction, alow ahuman being to come
to harm, except where that would conflict with the Zeroth Law.’

“And the other laws must be smilarly modified. Do you understand?’

Daned paused earnestly and Seldon said, “I understand.”

Daned went on. “Thetroubleis, Hari, that a human being is easy to identify. | can point to one. It
iseasy to seewhat will harm ahuman being and what won't-relatively easy, at least. But what is
humanity? To what can we point when we speak of humanity? And how can we define harm to
humanity? When will a course of action do more good than harm to humanity as awhole and how can
onetell? The robot who first advanced the Zeroth law died-became permanently inactive-because he
was forced into an action that he felt would save humanity, yet which he could not be cure would save
humanity. And as he became inactivated, he |eft the care of the Galaxy to me.

“Sincethen, | have cried. | haveinterfered aslittle as possible, relying on human beings
themselves to judge what was for the good. They could gamble; | could not. They could misstheir gods,
| did not dare. They could do harm unwittingly; | would grow inactiveif | did. The Zeroth Law makesno
dlowance for unwitting harm.

“But at times | am forced to take action. That | am till functioning showsthat my actions have
been moderate and discreet. However, asthe Empire began to fail and to decline, | have had to interfere



more frequently and for decades now | have had to play the role of Demerzd, trying to run the
government in such away asto stave off ruin--and yet | will function, you see.

“When you made your speech to the Decennid Convention, | redlized at oncethat in
psychohistory there was atool that might make it possible to identify what was good and bad for
humanity. With it, the decisons we would make would be less blind. | would even trust to human beings
to make those decisons and again reserve mysdlf only for the greatest emergencies. So | arranged
quickly to have Cleon learn of your speech and call you in. Then, when | heard your denid of the worth
of psychohistory, | was forced to think of some way to make you try anyway. Do you understand,

Hari?’

Morethan alittle daunted, Seldon said, “I understand, Hummin.”

“Toyou, | must remain Hummin on those rare occasonswhen | will be ableto seeyou. | will
giveyou what information | haveif it is something you need and in my personaas Demerzd | will protect
you asmuch as| can. As Danedl, you must never speak of me.”

“I wouldn't want to, * said Seldon hurriedly. “Since | need your help, it would ruin mattersto
have your plansimpeded.”

“Yes, | know you wouldn't want to.” Daned smiled wesrily. “ After dl, you are vain enough to
want full credit for psychohistory. Y ou would not want anyone to know-ever-that you needed the help of
arobot.”

Sdldon flushed. “1 am not--"

“But you are, even if you carefully hideit from yoursdf. And it isimportant, for | am strengthening
that emotion within you minimally so that you will never be able to speak of meto others. It will not even
occur to you that you might do so.”

Seldon said, “1 suspect Dors knows--"

“She knows of me. And she too cannot speak of me to others. Now that you both know of my
nature, you can speak of meto each other fredly, but not to anyone else.”

Daned rose. -Hari, | have my work to do now. Before long, you and Dorswill be taken back to
the Imperia Sector--"

“The boy Raych must comewith me. | cannot abandon him. And thereis ayoung Dahlite named
Yugo Amaryl--"

“I undergtand. Raych will be taken too and you can do with any friend asyou will. You will dl be
taken care of appropriately. And you will work on psychohistory. Y ou will have agtaff. Y ou will have the
necessary computers and reference materid. | will interfere aslittle as possible and if thereisresistance to
your views that does not actually reach the point of endangering the mission, then you will haveto dedl
withit yoursdf.”

“Wait, Hummin, “ said Sedon urgently. “What if, despite al your hep and al my endeavors, it
turns out that psychohistory cannot be made into apractica device after al? What if | fail?’

Daned rose. “In that case, | have asecond plan in hand. One | have been working on along time
on aseparate world in a separate way. It too isvery difficult and to some ways even moreradical than
psychohistory. It may fail too, but thereisagreater chance of successif two roads are open than if either
onealonewas.

“Take my advice, Hari! If the time comes when you are able to set up some device that may act
to prevent the worst from happening seeif you can think of two devices, so thet if onefails, the other will
carry on. The Empire must be steedied or rebuilt on anew foundation. Let there be two such, rather than
one, if that ispossible.”

Herose, “Now | must return to my ordinary work and you must turn to yours. Y ou will be taken
careof.”

With onefina nod, he rose and lft.

Seldon looked after him and said softly, “First | must spesk to Dors.”

9.



Dorssad, “The palaceis cleared. Rashelle will not be physicaly harmed. And you'll return to the
Imperid Sector, Hari.”

“And you, Dors?’ said Sdldonin alow tight voice.

“I presume | will go back to the University, “ she said. “My work is being neglected, my classes
abandoned.”

“No, Dors, you have agreater cask.”

“What isthat?’

“Psychohistory. | cannot tackle the project without you.”

“Of courseyou can. | am atotd illiterate in mathematics.”

“And | in history--and we need both.”

Dorslaughed. “1 suspect that, as amathematician, you are one of akind. I, asahistorian, am
merely adequate, certainly not outstanding. Y ou will find any number of historianswho will suit the needs
of psychohistory better than | do.”

“Inthat case, Dors, let me explain that psychohistory needs more than amathematician and a
historian. It also needs the will to tackle what will probably be alifetime problem. Without you, Dors, |
will not havethat will.”

“Of courseyou' Il haveit.”

“Dors, if you're not with me, | don’t intend to haveit.”

Dorslooked a Sdldon thoughtfully. “ Thisisafruitless discussion, Hari. Undoubtedly, Hummin
will make the decision. If he sends me hack to the University

“Hewon't.”

“How can you be sure?’

“Because 'l put it to him plainly. If he sends you back to the University, I'll go back to Helicon
and the Empire can go ahead and destroy itsdlf.”

“Youcan't meanit.”

“But | certainly do.”

“Don't you redlize that Hummin can arrange to have your fedlings change so that you will work
on psychohistory--even without me?’

Sdldon shook his head. “Hummin will not make such an arbitrary decision. I’ ve spoken to him.
He dares not do much to the human mind because heis bound by what he calls the Laws of Robotics.
To change my mind to the point where | will not want you with me, Dors, would mean achange of the
kind he can not risk. On the other hand, if he leaves me aone and if you join mein the project, he will
have what he wants-atrue chance at psychohistory. Why should he not settle for that?’

Dors shook her head. “He may not agree for reasons of hisown.’.

“Why should he disagree?'Y ou were asked to protect me, Dors. Has Hummin cancelled that
request?’

“No.”

“Then he wants you to continue your protection. And | want your protection.”

“Agang what?Y ou now have Hummin's protection, both as Demerzel and as Daned, and
surely that isal you need.”

“If I had the protection of every person and every force in the Galaxy, it would still beyoursl
would want.”

“Then you don’'t want me for psychohistory. Y ou want mefor protection.”

Seldon scowled. “No! Why are you twisting my words? Why are you forcing me to say what
you must know? It is neither psychohistory nor protection | want you for. Those are excusesand I'll use
any other | need. | want you-just you. And if you want the real reason, it is because you are you.”

“Y ou don’t even know me.”

“That doesn't matter. | don’t care. --and yet | do know you in away. Better than you think.”

“Do you indeed?’

“Of course. You follow orders and you risk your life for without hesitation and with no apparent
carefor the consequences Y ou learned how to play tennis so quickly. You learned how to use knives



even more quickly and you handled yoursdlf perfectly in the fight with Marron. Inhumanly -if | may say
0. Y our muscles are amazingly strong and your reection timeisamazingly fast. Y ou can somehow tell
when aroom is being eavesdropped and you can be in touch with Hummin in someway that does not
involveingrumentation.”

Dorssad, “And what do you think of al that?’

“It has occurred to me that Hummin, in his personaas R. Daned Olivaw, has an impossible task.
How can one robot try to guide the Empire? He must have helpers.”

“That isobvious. Millions, | should imagine. | am aheper. You areaheper. Little Raychisa
helper.”

“You areadifferent kind of helper.”

“Inwhat way?Hari, sy it. If you hear yoursdf say it, you will redize how crazy itis.”

Seldon looked long at her and then said inalow voice, “1 will not say it because. . . | don’t care.

“Youredly don't? You wishto tekemeas| an?’

“I will takeyou as| must. Y ou are Dors and, whatever elseyou are, in adl theworld | want
nothing dse”

Dorssaid softly, “Hari, | want what isgood for you because of what | am, but | fed that if |
wasn't what | am, | would still want what isgood for you. And | don’t think | am good for you.”

“Good for meor bad, | don't care.” Here Hari looked down as he paced afew steps, weighing
what hewould say next. “ Dors, have you ever been kissed?’

“Of course, Hari. It sasocid part of lifeand | live socidly.”

“No no! | mean, have you ever really kissed aman?’Y ou know, passionately?’

“Wdl yes, Hari, | have”

“Didyou enjoy it?’

Dors heditated. She said, “When I’ ve kissed in that way, | enjoyed it more than | would have
enjoyed disgppointing ayoung man | liked, someone whose friendship meant something to me.” At this
point, Dors blushed and she turned her face away. “Please, Hari, thisisdifficult for meto explain.”

But Hari, more determined now than ever, pressed further. “ So you kissed for the wrong
reasons, then, to avoid hurt fedings.”

“Perhaps everyone does, in asense.”

Seldon mulled this over, then said suddenly, “Did you ever ask to be kissed?’

Dors paused, as though looking back on her life. “No.”

“Or wish to be kissed again, once you had?’

“No.”

“Have you ever dept withaman?’ he asked softly, desperately.

“Of course. | told you. Thesethings are apart of life.”

Hari gripped her shoulders asif he was going to shake her. “But have you ever fdt the desire, a
need for that kind of closenesswith just one specid person? Dors, have you ever felt love.”

Dorslooked up dowly, amost sadly, and locked eyeswith Seldon. “I’ m sorry, Hari, but no.”

Sdldon released her, letting hisarmsfall dgjectedly to hissdes.

Then Dors placed her hand gently on hisarm and said, “ So you see, Hari. I’ m not really what
you want.”

Seldon’s head drooped and he stared at the floor. He weighed the matter and tried to think
rationdly. Then he gave up. He wanted what he wanted and he wanted it beyond thought and beyond
rationdity.

Helooked up. “Dors, dear, even so, | don’t care.”

Seldon put hisarms around her and brought his head close to hers dowly, asthough waiting for
her to pull away, dl the while drawing her nearer.

Dors made no move and he kissed her-dowly, lingeringly, and then passionately--and her arms
suddenly tightened around him.

When he stopped at last, she looked at him with eyesthat mirrored her smile and she said:



“Kissmeagan, Hari, -Please”

-- End --



